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Foreword





I fell in love with Lieder in one of my earliest German lessons, at the age of fourteen. My teacher was Richard Stokes, and the catalyst was a recording of ‘Erlkönig’ performed by Dietrich Fischer-Dieskau and Gerald Moore. There was something a little miraculous about it, as with so many musical epiphanies. It wasn’t as if I hadn’t heard a Schubert song before – in fact, as a treble, I’d sung ‘The Shepherd on the Rock’ (‘Der Hirt auf dem Felsen’), in execrable German, only a couple of years before. And what’s more, the thing that is supposed to be so special about the Lied, the intermeshing of music and text, was in some sense lost on me because, in my first or second lesson, I obviously didn’t understand German beyond the odd word. All I knew was the outline of the story: boy riding through forest with father, lured and destroyed by an evil spirit. It’s a powerful, archetypal narrative with all the psychoanalytic resonance of the fairy tale. The picture I had in my head was familiar, something like the cover of C. S. Lewis’s Prince Caspian, all darkness and urgency; and what I heard through the medium of incomprehensible, talismanic syllables, and pounding, swelling piano, was the energy of the ride, the sense of foreboding. By some sort of alchemy, the music embodied the story.


The question that presented itself fairly quickly to my adolescent mind, so keen to categorize and define, was: what is the Lied? The question is a tricky one. The German word ‘Lied’ means song, often synonymous with Gesang. There is, indeed, another virtual synonym which, yoking the two words together, evokes a sort of generic grandeur, Liedgesang. ‘Lied’ is a word which, because of the cultural dissemination of Romantic German song, has passed into the fringes of many European languages, at the same time as inspiring radical departures in national song traditions in France, Italy, Spain, even eventually in England, that notorious ‘land without music’. In America, the term for this sort of music is ‘art song’ and that captures, if slightly awkwardly, what is at issue here: the ambition of the genre and its seriousness of purpose.


A Lied tends to set pre-existing literary texts: sometimes lyric poems which, in typical Romantic fashion, were half conceived to be sung (the poems of Wilhelm Müller, poet of Die schöne Müllerin, Die Winterreise and two-thirds of ‘Der Hirt auf dem Felsen’ spring to mind); sometimes, at the other extreme, poems with the metaphysical grandeur of Goethe’s Grenzen der Menschheit. Some of the most famous Lieder come from novels where one of the characters is supposed to sing the poem in the course of the narrative (Goethe’s Bildungsroman Wilhelm Meister gives us the songs of Mignon and the Harper, famously set by Schubert, Schumann and Wolf); others come from plays.


While the idea of the Romantic lyric calls a guitar to mind – a miller-boy playing by the brook – the essential technological progenitor of the Lied as we know it was the piano. The invention and domestic triumph of the piano changed the rules of the game for keyboard-accompanied song, and the story could be told as a historical-materialist one in which technical developments drive aesthetic change. Certainly it was the piano’s increasing volume, colour palette and suppleness that pushed the Lied into areas of dramatic autonomy and psychological subtlety. One of the things that distinguishes the Lieder recital to this day is its recognition of the absolute centrality of the piano’s so-called accompaniment.


This leads me to the other big mystery for my adolescent self: why does everyone say that Schubert invented the Lied? How can he, however peerless as a songwriter, have invented song, the Lied, itself? Something new was certainly going on with Schubert: reviewers of the time found much of his Lieder output difficult to understand, railing against ‘the unwarrantably strong inclination to modulate again and again, with neither rest or respite’. Schubert, according to this critic, writing in the Leipziger Allgemeine Musikalische Zeitung in 1824, ‘seeks to make up for the want of inner unity, order and regularity by eccentricities which are hardly or not at all justified and by often rather wild goings-on’. Turn all this on its head, and you have the reasons for the newness of the Schubert Lied; it is the wild goings-on which in fact supply much of the inner unity. An early critic of ‘Erlkönig’ understood this well:




In the greatest work by our composer, the ‘Erl King’, it is neither the melodic expression nor the succession of notes in the voice part which gives organic unity to the whole, but rather the harmonic expression, the tone, imparted to the work by the accompaniment. This is the foundation … on which the tone-picture is laid.*





Schubert is famous as a great melodist and the reputation is a just one. But the resources of the piano encouraged him to produce songs of great harmonic complexity – from which, of course, a stunning simplicity can more tellingly emerge – in which the so-called accompanying instrument became more often than not the equal of the vocal soloist. This is clear not only from the evidence of the notes on the page. Schubert himself wrote of the new performing style his songs entailed:




The manner in which Vogl sings and I accompany, the way in which we seem, at such a moment, to become one, is something quite new and unheard of for these people.





This, then, is truly vocal chamber music in its Romantic incarnation, music with the transcendental ambitions, the urge to sublimity of the piano sonata or the string quartet. We’re an age away from the condescension of the Enlightenment, usefully embodied in Jean-Jacques Rousseau’s determinedly casual definition of song from his Dictionary of Music:







A type of short lyrical poem, usually on a pleasant topic, to which a tune is added, to be sung at homely occasions such as at table, with one’s friends, with one’s mistress, or even alone, to while away some moments of boredom if one is rich, or to alleviate one’s misery and fatigue if one is poor.





The sheer volume of Schubert’s songs, around six hundred, is testament to the dedication of this extraordinary musical mind to moving beyond such an impoverished notion of song. The titanic cycle Winterreise was a confident assertion of the centrality of the Lied form to the most progressive music of the 1820s. It was influential not only in establishing the artistic credibility of the Lied as a significant art form, but also in helping to legitimate a new Romantic aesthetic in which the juxtaposition of small forms, such as songs, could have great expressive power. Following the emotional contours of the text, Winterreise unfolds with an affective logic which leaves behind the formal musical structures inherited from the eighteenth century. The alliance with text was, paradoxically, a liberation, and one revelled in by that most literary of composers, Robert Schumann, starting with the piano pieces of the 1830s and culminating in the songs of 1840.


Yet it is 1814, Schubert’s eighteenth year, which stands out as a watershed in the history of song. One song of that year, ‘Gretchen am Spinnrade’ is what one might call the Urlied, the fons et origo. It allows us to talk about the invention of the Lied, in the sense of a world-conquering genre which forms to this day a central part of the classical repertoire. It preempts the only work by an older composer which could claim to be part of the new current of song, Beethoven’s rather un-Beethovenian An die ferne Geliebte; it sets a poem by the master poet of the German language, the challenge of whose verse remained at the centre of song composition for over a hundred years; it is grounded in the textures and rhythmic impulse of the piano; and it possesses an ineffable psychological penetration and formal unity.‘Erlkönig’ followed in 1815. Not every song of Schubert’s possesses the same extraordinary focus; many glanced back to models of the past. But as we perform each Schubert song in recital, even the most backward-looking, we do so in the light of his transformation of the genre; and it is Schubert’s example that made song a matter of moment for Schumann, Brahms, Wolf, Gustav Mahler, for Berlioz, Fauré, Duparc, Debussy, for Benjamin Britten and for Francis Poulenc.


Around 1800 there was an aesthetic conundrum to be solved: the Romantic coalescence of music and the poetic impulse. It’s interesting to see that two composers, born within a year of each other, Schubert and Carl Loewe, were obsessed by the same problem, both producing a massive body of Lieder. Schubert’s preeminence returns me to my first paragraph. Loewe is diligent, ingenious, even masterly in solving the problems which the Lied presents; but his music does not soar to the heights of Schubert. It isn’t simply that the music of Schubert’s songs, considered separately, is greater; of course this is what we would expect of the composer of the quintet, the ‘Unfinished’ Symphony and the late piano sonatas. It is that curious quality which seized me in that German lesson, the capacity to bring language alive through and in music, regardless of whether the language itself is understood or not, to crystallize and realize the movement and emotion of a text, to grasp and present it.


The irony is that it should have been Goethe who provoked Schubert’s breakthrough: Goethe, the universal genius, the master-spirit of modern German literature, a man well aware of the revolution in musical possibility at the end of the eighteenth century but unable to accept the seeming appropriation, or even overwhelming, of the poetic text which the Schubertian Lied might represent. Schubert’s settings were sent to Goethe on two occasions and, famously, he never replied. His views on musical setting were conservative; his preferred composer was his friend, Johann Friedrich Reichardt. Yet if Goethe’s poetry lives for a non-German-speaking audience at the beginning of the twenty-first century, it is thanks to the universal appeal of Schubert’s songs.


This universality or, more measurably, the exportability of the Lieder of Schubert, Schumann, Brahms, Wolf and others is astonishing for a form rooted in the least familiar major European language. The popularity of the Lied in German-speaking countries is hardly surprising: a recent commentator, Edward Kravitt, has estimated that Berlin could support twenty such concerts a week, mostly sold-out, in the years immediately before the First World War. As for Vienna, the multinational capital of German musical culture, by the late 1880s, Hugo Wolf, writing as a critic, could describe Lieder recitals as an ‘epidemic’.


German history might also have impeded the progress of such a German art form. If, for liberal Germans, the Lied spoke the language of Goethe, Schiller and Heine, for the more nationalistically-minded it expressed the superiority of German values, of Kultur over Zivilisation. Such a point of view is overtly embodied in a painting hanging in the National Gallery in Berlin. In his Quarters at a Base outside Paris, painted in 1894 but set in 1871, Anton von Werner depicts a muddy, manly Prussian officer singing Schumann’s ‘Mondnacht’ to piano accompaniment in an effete French drawing room. Without the Nazi associations which Wagner’s operas acquired in the twentieth century, Lieder could nevertheless become attached to dispiriting moments in the history of Germany over the period 1871 to 1945, even if in more consolatory than triumphalist vein. A sentimental Second World War movie has Elizabeth Schwarzkopf singing ‘Mondnacht’ as the bombs fall in late 1942; and a gruesome fascination attaches to the 1945 recording of Winterreise by the tenor Peter Anders, made in the ruins of Berlin.


Despite such impoverished appropriations, and such horrific associations, the impact of the Lied on European-wide musical culture has been intense, and long-lasting. The Germanness of the Lied did not inhibit the success of Schwarzkopf or Fischer-Dieskau recitals in the 1950s and 1960s, indeed, they saw themselves as cultural ambassadors for a repentant Germany. Much more recently, the Song-makers’ Almanac and the Wigmore Hall have carried forward the peculiar rootedness of Lied performance in London.


The particularity of the Lied has nevertheless remained a problem for some. For those emerging from what they saw as hypocritical, stale Victorianism in the 1920s, Lieder were sentimental effusions which could only embarrass. Stravinsky’s friend Lord Berners composed a mocking Heine Liederkreis in which ‘Du bist wie eine Blume’ was supposedly sung in honour of a deliciously lovely white pig. Ingmar Bergman’s Fanny and Alexander and his disciple Woody Allen’s Midsummer Night’s Sex Comedy both feature excrutiatingly embarrassing scenes of domestic Lieder performances (of ‘Du Ring an meinem Finger’ and ‘Ich grolle nicht’ respectively). With more of a political edge, writing in 1982, the distinguished American historian of Germany Gordon Craig expressed distaste for the Romantic nihilism which he saw embedded in the whole Lied thing. He wrote of something




undeniably … unhealthy about the Romantics’ preoccupation with a world that lay beyond the confines of our own, in which good and evil spirits moved and in which all the real answers and solutions were to be found. It denoted, if nothing else, an abdication of responsibility for the problems of actual existence. And even more troubling was the fascination with death that was so pronounced among the first Romantic generation.





To underline that last point, he cited Die schöne Müllerin, Winterreise, and Goethe on Classic healthiness versus Romantic sickness. Setting aside the whole historical debate about the German Sonderweg – the special path to the Nazizeit, the putative contribution of German culture to the German ‘problem’ – in the modern period, one detects a feeling that Lieder wallow in a psychologically unhealthy obsessiveness with death and nothingness.


There is something Freudian here, a view of art as pathological. Freud himself was uninterested in music, a striking fact for a Moravian-born Jewish intellectual living in Vienna. As he wrote at the beginning of Moses and Michelangelo, as far as works of art were concerned he liked




to explain to myself what their effect is due to. Wherever I cannot do this, as for instance with music, I am almost incapable of obtaining any pleasure. Some rationalistic, or perhaps analytic turn of mind in me rebels against being moved by a thing without knowing why I am thus affected and what it is that affects me.





As his nephew Harry put it, more bluntly, ‘he despised music and considered it solely as an intrusion.’ Nonetheless there is something in Freud’s notion of ‘being moved by a thing without knowing why’ which is very true to everyone’s experience of music and which, moreover, hints at how the Lied achieves its broader power, beyond being an apt or accomplished setting of a worthy text. It is what goes on in the Lied which we do not understand that gives the Lied its power. The form, at its best, is inspired by the totality of a poetic vision, and will even attend to some expressive details of that poem. But what makes for the power of the genre is the sense that more is going on than is being said. In fact, one might see many of the Lieder of Schubert and his successors, as anticipations and analogues of the Freudian theory of the mind, with (crudely) voice as conscious being following, escaping, or transcending the dictates of the pianistic unconscious. This is complicated, of course, by the frequent assumption by the piano of an imitative role in which it represents nature or material reality: a spinning wheel; a galloping horse; a whispering forest. It is a material reality, however, that is suffused with feeling and modulated by neurotic response; no more so than in Winterreise, where even nature seems to conspire against the protagonist.


This precocious psychoanalytic dimension enhances the archetypal quality of much of the Lied repertoire. Another concept that might clarify the power of German Romantic song is performance itself, the intensity of performance which is enabled and required by this art-form. In the concentration on word, as if the Lied were the literary musician’s high-minded answer to the vulgar charade of opera, we forget the theatrical power of song. The drama of the Lied is very different from that of opera – its extreme concentration, its single voice, its eschewing of baubles and greasepaint – but it is dramatic nonetheless. Leopold Sonnleithner, one of the more high-minded and respectable of Schubert’s circle, was an early critic of this notion of Lied as theatre:




One of the chief merits of Schubert’s songs lies in the altogether noble, charming and expressive melody; with him this is always the most important thing and, interesting as the writing of the accompaniment usually is, it nevertheless always plays a merely supporting role … Schubert, therefore, demanded above all that his songs should not be so much declaimed as sung flowingly, that the proper vocal timbre should be given to every note, to the complete exclusion of the unmusical speaking voice, and that by this means the musical idea should be displayed in its purity.





This seems to me to be a thoroughgoing misunderstanding of Schubert’s invention of the Lied, from the fetishization of melody to the denial of declamation. Different sorts of song, different passages within a song, demand a different balance between lyrical and dramatic, legato and declamation. Sonnleithner specifically criticized the Schubert style of Schubert’s closest musical collaborator, Johann Michael Vogl, setting up an opposition between the supposed theatrical excesses of that style and the cultivated, refined, melodic amateurism of Schönstein, the dedicatee of Die schöne Müllerin. The preference for some sort of melodically grounded simplicity persists in some quarters to this day, but Josef von Spaun, Schubert’s most loyal friend, the companion of his schooldays, seems closer to the mark. He defended Vogl, declaring that his theatricality ‘heightened the effect in a great many songs’, remembering how the superannuated opera singer ‘sang with almost no voice more movingly than all the vocally gifted singers of those days, with the single exception of Freiherr von Schönstein who, aided by a quite magnificent voice and many-sided culture, had taken Vogl’s manner of performance as a model’. This seems much truer to the composer whom Mayrhofer, the most gifted poet of the Schubert circle, perceived in the Winterreise: ‘The poet’s irony, rooted in despair, appealed to him: he expressed it in cutting tones.’


One of the great mysteries for singers as well as for audiences is how the weakest of verse – Craigher’s feeble ‘Totengräbers Heimweh’, for instance, Chamisso’s glutinous Frauenliebe und -leben cycle, or Collin’s bizarre ‘Der Zwerg’ – can lie at the heart of some of the most extraordinary and inspiriting music ever written. Something like the suspension of disbelief, a concept the philosophically minded reader of Greek, Johann Michael Vogl would have well understood, is surely at work. The Lied should be understood as theatre, as psychodrama. An immersion in the whole work of art, the poetic idea transformed and sublimated through its musical and dramatic re-enactment: this is the heart of the matter, and the key to the invention of the Lied.


Ian Bostridge, February 2005









* Friedrich von Hentl in the Wiener Zeitschrift für Kunst, 23 March 1822, ‘A Glance at Schubert’s Songs, Opp. 1–7’.

























Introduction





This volume contains, in parallel translation, over a thousand of the most frequently performed Lieder – piano-accompanied, instrumental and orchestral – from C. P. E. Bach to Hanns Eisler. Composers have been listed alphabetically, and their songs appear under poet in chronological order of composition – thus allowing the reader to engage in depth with a particular poet and also to follow, in Wolf’s Eichendorff settings, say, the composer’s development from the early ‘Nacht’ (1880) to the mature Lieder of late 1888. In the case of song-cycles or Liederreihen that contain poems by a variety of poets – such as Schumann’s Myrten and Liederalbum für die Jugend – the poems have been printed in the published order, and not separately under poet. Every effort has been made to print the correct date, usually that of the final version – so that Beethoven’s ‘Der Kuß’, though sketched in 1798 and published in 1825, is dated 1822, the year of its composition. When known, the actual day of each composition is recorded, enabling the reader to see that on 5 July 1815, for example, Schubert composed no fewer than three masterpieces: ‘Wandrers Nachtlied I’, ‘Der Fischer’ and ‘Erster Verlust’.


The composers and poets represented here are introduced by notes or short essays, and where possible I have quoted their actual words in German (with English translations) when they comment on their approach to poetry or Lieder composition. I have supplied footnotes when such information seemed important for an understanding of a poem – Wolf’s setting of Goethe’s ‘St Nepomuk’s Vorabend’, for example, is only comprehensible when we know that Nepomuk received a martyr’s death through drowning, after he had refused to disclose the sins confessed to him by Queen Johanna of Bohemia; stars were said to have shone around his body as it floated down the Vltava (Moldau).


When the same poem has been set by a variety of composers, their names appear in parenthesis at the foot of a poem, in the hope that singers and pianists will explore less well-known settings – not always piano-accompanied solo songs, but also duets, trios, choral or orchestral versions. It should be pointed out that poems are often altered in different ways by different composers: the text of Schumann’s ‘Der Sänger’, for example, differs significantly from Schubert’s setting; while Loewe, Mendelssohn, Schumann and Wolf all used a different translation for Byron’s ‘Sun of the sleepless’. And sometimes a composer will change the name of a poem. Goethe’s ‘Ein gleiches’, for example, was renamed ‘Wandrers Nachtlied’ by Schubert, ‘Nachtlied’ by Schumann and ‘Ilmenau’ by Charles Ives. Long strophic songs have very occasionally, for lack of space, been reduced in length – Schubert’s settings of Jacobi’s ‘Litanei auf das Fest aller Seelen’ and Claudius’s ‘Das Lied vom Reifen’ have, for example, been cut respectively from nine stanzas to three, and fifteen to four. When the poem forms part of a Novelle, novel or play, the provenance has been printed after a song’s title.


A special feature of this volume is the attempt to print the sung version, while retaining the punctuation and layout of the original poem – something that has not always been done before. Karl Henckell’s ‘Ruhe, meine Seele!’ is printed, for example, not as three four-line stanzas but as a single verse of twenty-four short lines, whose shape clearly inspired Richard Strauss in his depiction of a stifling hot summer’s day:






Nicht ein Lüftchen


Regt sich leise,


Sanft entschlummert


Ruht der Hain;


Durch der Blätter


Dunkle Hülle


Stiehlt sich lichter


Sonnenschein [ … ]








And Schubert’s setting of Leitner’s ‘Die Sterne’, instead of being printed as four stanzas of lengthy lines, is now allowed to sparkle in its original versification – the following comparison shows the importance of such accuracy for a full enjoyment of Lieder:






Wie blitzen die Sterne so hell durch die Nacht!


Bin oft schon darüber vom Schlummer erwacht.







Wie blitzen


Die Sterne


So hell durch die Nacht!


Bin oft schon


Darüber


Vom Schlummer erwacht.








Refrains have not usually been included, except when they form part of the original poem, as in Schumann’s setting of ‘Rose, Meer und Sonne’; composers’ word repetitions have likewise been omitted. In order to preserve the aesthetic pleasure of looking at a poem as the poet wished, I have tried to retain the original punctuation of the edition used by the composer, even when the published score, for no apparent reason, alters that punctuation: italics and indents have been restored, superfluous exclamation marks excised.


I have been greatly helped in this quest for poetic authenticity by such volumes as Kurt E. Schürmann’s Ludwig van Beethoven – Alle vertonten und musikalisch bearbeiteten Texte (Aschendorff Münster, 1980); Maximilian and Lilly Schocow’s two-volume Franz Schubert – Die Texte seiner einstimmig und mehrstimmig komponierten Lieder und ihre Dichter (Georg Olms Verlag, 1974); Helmut Schanze’s Robert Schumann – Literarische Vorlagen der ein- und mehrstimmigen Lieder, Gesänge und Deklamationen (Schott, 2002), Eric Sams’s The Songs of Johannes Brahms (Yale University Press, 2000) and Reinhold Schlötterer’s Die Texte der Lieder von Richard Strauss (W. Ludwig Verlag, 1988). Extensive research in German, Austrian, English and American libraries has made it possible to print the authentic version of almost every poem. Archaic orthography has, however, been modernized, so that Goethe’s ‘Gränzen der Menschheit’, ‘Wonne der Wehmuth’, ‘Trost in Thränen’ and ‘Ueber allen Gipfeln ist Ruh”, for example, become ‘Grenzen der Menschheit’, ‘Wonne der Wehmut’, ‘Trost in Tränen’ and ‘Über allen Gipfeln ist Ruh”. For the section on Schubert’s songs (pp. 288–426) I have, in general, used the Gesamtausgabe, edited by Eusebius Mandyczewski.


There are a few poems, however, which do not exist in any authentic published form, or are extremely difficult to trace. Those in the first category include An die ferne Geliebte by Alois Jeitteles, whose poems were never printed; Schober’s ‘An die Musik’, which does not appear in Gedichte (1842) or the revised and enlarged edition of 1865; and the anonymous ‘Wiegenlied’ which, though attributed by Schubert on the title-page to Matthias Claudius, has never been discovered in the Sämtliche Werke of Claudius or elsewhere. Some poems, such as Jacobi’s ‘An Chloe’, do exist in printed form but are notoriously elusive. Absent from Jacobi’s Sämtliche Werke and Iris, the journal he edited (8 volumes, 1774–6), ‘An Chloe’ can only be found in an almanach of fabled rarity, the Göttinger Musenalmanach of 1785. Mozart, who used four of Jacobi’s thirteen stanzas, actually wrote the poem into a special notebook, as we learn from Constanze’s letter to Breitkopf & Härtel of 27 November 1799, where she refers to a ‘Sammlung eigenhändig geschriebener schöner Lieder, so wie sie ihm in die Hände kamen, um sie gelegentlich zu komponieren’ (‘a collection of handwritten poems, written out as he received them, to be composed perhaps at some time in the future’).


Assigning songs to one composer in preference to another has been an invidious task. All of Goethe’s Wilhelm Meister poems have been listed under Wolf, which does no justice to Schubert and others; to Schubert, on the other hand, go ‘Ganymed’ and ‘Prometheus’. Brahms, and not Schubert, is honoured with Hölty’s ‘Minnelied’, while Chamisso’s Frauenliebe und -leben is printed under Schumann instead of Loewe. When the German song is a translation of an English text, I have translated the German as it stands, which means that Shakespeare, Sir Walter Scott, Christina Rossetti, Byron and Colley Cibber, for example, do not look quite as we know them.


‘In der Beschränkung zeigt sich erst der Meister’ (‘Only in limitation is mastery revealed’) wrote Goethe in his late sonnet ‘Natur und Kunst’ – a statement that makes little sense to anyone given the impossible task of compiling a concise anthology of Lieder. My selection attempts to do justice not only to the great Lieder composers like Schubert, Schumann, Brahms and Wolf, but also to honour neglected figures such as C. P. E. Bach, Reichardt, Schulz and Zumsteeg who played an important part in the development of the Lied and wrote some beautiful songs. In such a short survey, however, there are inevitably many sins of omission. Prominent absentees from the nineteenth century include Abt, Burgmüller, Fuchs, Humperdinck, Jensen, Josephine Lang, Marschner, Nicolai, Luise Reichardt and Vesque von Püttlingen; and another volume needs to focus on the Lied in the twentieth century, featuring the songs of Blacher, Dessau, von Einem, Graener, Henze, Killmayer, Knab, Krenek, Lothar, Pepping, Reimann, Reutter, Rihm, von Schillings, Schreker, Schwarz-Schilling, Stephan, Ullmann, Weill, Wolf-Ferrari and Wolpe. Other significant non-German Lieder composers – apart from Britten, Busoni, Grieg and Meyerbeer – include Delius, Griffes, Ives, Kilpinen, Lange-Müller, MacDowell, Peterson-Berger, Rubinstein, Sibelius and Maude Valérie White.


Some readers will be startled to see composers such as Kreutzer, Lachner, Medtner, Mittler, Salmhofer, Schulz, Tomášek and Zelter rubbing shoulders with Beethoven, Schubert, Schumann, Wolf and other giants of the genre, and there has perhaps been some positive discrimination in my wish to encourage the revival of songs that are not sung often enough. As W. H. Auden wrote in The Poet’s Tongue (1937): ‘We do not want to read ‘great’ poetry all the time, and a good anthology should contain poems for every mood.’Nor do we wish to hear ‘great’ Lieder all the time – a performance of, say, Franz Mittler’s setting of Rilke’s ‘Volksweise’ can, on certain occasions, be as moving as a rendering of Schubert’s ‘Nähe des Geliebten’. I only regret that lack of space has made it impossible to include other unknown gems such as Christian Friedrich Schubart’s ‘Weihnachtswiegenlied’ and Friedrich Glück’s wonderful setting of Eichendorff’s ‘Das zerbrochene Ringlein’.


Richard Stokes    
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Carl Philipp Emanuel Bach (1714–88)









Der tiefsinnigste Harmonist  


Vereinte die Neuheit mit der Schönheit,  


War groß  


In der vom Worte geleiteten,  


Noch größer  


In der kühnen sprachlosen Musik. 







(The most profound harmonist  


United novelty and beauty,  


Was great  


In the setting of words,  


Still greater  


In bold and wordless music)


 








This epitaph, written by Klopstock in the year of C. P. E Bach’s death (1788) for a commemorative monument in Hamburg’s Michaeliskirche, pays homage to Bach who composed some 300 songs. His earliest collection, Herr Professor Gellerts geistliche Oden und Lieder (1758), comprised fifty-four settings of Gellert’s sacred poems, thus representing one of the first serious attempts by a Lieder composer to engage in depth with a particular poet – anticipating the Schubert-Goethe, Schumann-Heine, Wolf-Mörike volumes of the following century, and exercising an undoubted influence on Beethoven’s own Gellert-Lieder, especially in the way Bach’s music is meticulously moulded to the nuances of Gellert’s verse. Bach’s next collection, Herr Doctor Cramers übersetzte Psalmen mit Melodien zum Singen bey dem Claviere (1774) was published by the composer himself as a companion volume to the Gellert songs. It met with less success, due partly to the rather sentimental moralizing of Cramer’s rhymed verse, and partly to Bach’s wish, as he explained in the Preface, to appeal to ‘Liebhaber von verschiedenen Fähigkeiten’ (‘amateurs of varying degrees of ability’), and write uncomplicated music for domestic music making. Bach’s third substantial collection, Aus Sturms geistlichen Liedern (1780), contains biblical Lieder and songs that are designed to encourage a religious contemplation of nature, as we see in ‘Der Frühling’. Bach’s best songs reveal an engagement with the text that is years ahead of its time – such as the recitative-like and chromatic portrayal of Christ’s agony in ‘Jesus in Gethsemane’, the dark blurred harmonies of ‘Über die Finsternis kurz vor dem Tode Jesu’, or the startlingly realistic vision of the Last Judgement in ‘Der Tag des Weltgerichts’.





Christoph Christian Sturm (1740–86)


Principal pastor at St Peter’s Church in Hamburg, where he was also a school inspector. Celebrated as a writer of hymns, Sturm’s Betrachtungen über die Werke Gottes im Reiche der Natur und der Vorsehung auf alle Tage des Jahres (‘Reflections on the works of God in the realm of Nature and Providence for every day of the year’) was greatly admired by Beethoven.


1780 Der Frühling / Spring Wq 197






Erwacht zum neuen Leben


Steht vor mir die Natur;


Und sanfte Lüfte wehen


Durch die beschneite Flur.


Empor aus seiner Hülle


Drängt sich der junge Halm;


Der Wälder öde Stille


Belebt der Vögel Psalm.







Awakened to new life,


Spring stands before me,


And gentle breezes blow


Through snow-covered fields.


Young blades of grass


Shoot up from the earth;


The hymn of birds brings to life


The forests’ desolate silence.







O Vater, deine Milde


Fühlt Berg und Tal und Au.


Es grünen die Gefilde,


Beperlt vom Morgentau.


Der Blumenweid entgegen


Blökt schon die Herd im Tal;


Und in dem Staube regen


Sich Würmer ohne Zahl.







O Father, Thy kindness is felt


By mountain, vale and meadow.


The fields are growing green


In the pearls of morning dew.


The lowing herd in the valley


Draws near the flowering meadow;


And worms without number


Are teeming in the dust.







Lobsing ihm, meine Seele,


Dem Gott, der Freuden schafft!


Lobsing ihm und erzähle


Die Werke seiner Kraft!


Hier, von dem Blütenhügel


Bis zu der Sterne Bahn,


Steig auf der Andacht Flügel


Dein Loblied himmelan.


(Mozart, Reichardt)







Sing praises, O my soul,


To God who creates such joy!


Sing praises and recount


The creations of His might!


From this hill of blossoms


To the Milky Way,


Let your song of praise


Wing heavenward in devotion.

























Ludwig van Beethoven (1770–1827)





Beethoven was the first great Lieder composer: most of his eighty or so solo songs were composed before Schubert’s, and in them he used all the main song types – simple strophic, durchkomponiert and the cycle – that his successors were to employ. Beethoven, moreover, seems to have been the first composer in the history of German song to coin the word ‘Liederkreis’; in an undated letter from 1816 to his publisher S. A. Steiner he wrote: „Ich bitte Sie um die letzte Korrektur von dem Liederkreise an die Entfernte …“ (‘Please send me the final proofs of the Distant Beloved song cycle …’) On the nine occasions (excluding ‘An die Freude’) that Beethoven and Schubert set the same text, Beethoven six times composed the more successful version – Matthisson’s ‘Adelaide’ and ‘Andenken’, Goethe’s ‘Sehnsucht’ (‘Was zieht mir das Herz so’), ‘Wonne der Wehmut’ and ‘Freudvoll und leidvoll’, and Stoll’s ‘An die Geliebte’ – while his settings of ‘Kennst du das Land’, ‘Der Wachtelschlag’ and ‘Klage’ are certainly not inferior to Schubert’s versions of the same poems. Although the style of ‘Adelaide’ and other Lieder (‘Mit einem gemalten Band’ and ‘Neue Liebe, neues Leben’, for example) is that of the eighteenth rather than the nineteenth century, with numerous florid word repetitions, Beethoven also composed songs such as ‘Ich liebe dich’ which, in their unaffected simplicity and sincerity, anticipate the most lyrical songs of Schubert. The songs also reveal another side of Beethoven that is often ignored: he was not always high-minded and heroic, and there are among the Lieder delicious examples of his wit, such as ‘Der Kuß’, ‘Marmotte’ and ‘Selbstgespräch’. Beethoven, as a Lieder composer, differed in two important respects from many of his predecessors: he had a passion for poetry, and often chose his texts as a medium for highly personal confession: ‘Seufzer eines Ungeliebten’ and ‘Gegenliebe’, for example, express his fear of rejection and his longing for a woman’s love; the Sechs Lieder von Gellert Op. 48 (1802) inspired him to reveal the spiritual aspect of his nature, while many early songs treat the theme of the distant loved-one long before An die ferne Geliebte Op. 98 (1816) and his celebrated letter to ‘The Immortal Beloved’ (July 1812).


Gottfried August Bürger (1747–94)


See Strauss


1794–95 Seufzer eines Ungeliebten; Gegenliebe* / The sigh of one unloved; Requited love WoO 118





    1


Seufzer eines Ungeliebten / The sigh of one unloved






Hast du nicht Liebe zugemessen


Dem Leben jeder Kreatur?


Warum bin ich allein vergessen,


Auch meine Mutter, du! Natur?







Have you not accorded love


To every living creature?


Why am I alone forgotten,


O Nature, you my mother too?







Wo lebte wohl in Forst und Hürde


Und wo in Luft und Meer ein Tier,


Das nimmermehr geliebet würde?


Geliebt wird alles außer mir!







Where in forest or fold,


Where in the air and sea,


Was a creature that was never loved?


All things are loved but me!







Wenngleich im Hain, auf Flur und Matten


Sich Baum und Staude, Moos und Kraut


Durch Lieb’ und Gegenliebe gatten;


Vermählt sich mir doch keine Braut.







Though in grove and field and meadow,


Tree and shrub, moss and herb


Are united by love and love requited –


No bride ever marries me.







Mir wächst vom süßesten der Triebe


Nie Honigfrucht zur Lust heran.


Denn ach! mir mangelt Gegenliebe,


Die Eine nur gewähren kann. 







The sweetest of passions never ripen for me


Into honeyed fruits of happiness,


For alas! I lack that requited love


Which only one woman can grant me.








    2


Gegenliebe / Requited love






Wüßt’ ich, wüßt’ ich, daß du mich


Lieb und wert ein bißchen hieltest


Und von dem, was ich für dich,


Nur ein Hundertteilchen fühltest;







If I knew, if I knew that you


Loved and valued me a little,


And felt but a hundredth part


Of what I feel for you; 







Daß dein Dank hübsch meinem Gruß


Halben Wegs entgegenkäme,


Und dein Mund den Wechselkuß


Gerne gäb’ und wieder nähme:







Knew that you, in sweet gratitude,


Would meet my greeting half-way,


And your lips would gladly kiss


And receive my kiss in return:







Dann, o Himmel, außer sich,


Würde ganz mein Herz zerlodern!


Leib und Leben könnt’ ich dich


Nicht vergebens lassen fodern!







Then, O Heaven, my whole heart


Would perish utterly in flames!


I would not let you ask in vain


For my body and my life!







Gegengunst erhöhet Gunst,


Liebe nähret Gegenliebe


Und entflammt zur Feuersbrunst,


Was ein Aschenfünkchen bliebe.


(Haydn) 







A favour returned increases favour,


Love nurtures requited love,


And what would else be but a spark


Becomes a mighty conflagration.











Giuseppe Carpani (1752–1825)


Best known as a poet and playwright, he also wrote an important book on Haydn, and accompanied Rossini on his visit to Beethoven in 1822. ‘In questa tomba oscura’ was composed in response to a competition organized by the publishing house of Mollo in Vienna. Carpani’s text was set sixty-three times by a total of forty-six composers, including Cherubini, Salieri and Zingarelli. Beethoven’s was the final setting of this strange collection, which was dedicated by the publisher to Prince Lobkowitz, one of Beethoven’s most important patrons.


1806–07 In questa tomba oscura / In this dark tomb WoO 133






In questa tomba oscura


Lasciami riposar;


Quando vivevo, ingrata,


Dovevi a me pensar.


Lascia che l’ombre ignude


Godansi pace almen,


E non bagnar mie ceneri


D’inutile velen.







In this dark tomb


Let me rest;


While I still lived, O faithless one,


You should have thought of me.


Allow, at least, a naked shade


To enjoy its peace,


And do not bathe my ashes


In useless venom.








Christian Fürchtegott Gellert (1715–69)


An important figure in the German Enlightenment, Gellert wrote a great deal of poetry, including the Geistliche Oden und Lieder which have remained popular since their publication in 1757. Apart from C. P. E. Bach’s fifty-five settings, there are four Haydn songs from the late 1790s, and several by Loewe and Tchaikovsky. The theme of much of his writing (plays, novels, poems, stories) was contentment with one’s lot and the curbing of passions.



c.1801 Sechs Lieder nach Gedichten von Gellert / Six songs by Gellert Op. 48


    1


Bitten / Supplication






Gott, deine Güte reicht so weit,


So weit die Wolken gehen;


Du krönst uns mit Barmherzigkeit,


Und eilst, uns beizustehen.


Herr, meine Burg, mein Fels, mein Hort,


Vernimm mein Flehn, merk’ auf mein Wort;


Denn ich will vor dir beten!


(C. P. E. Bach)







Thy goodness, Lord, extends so far,


As far as clouds drift;


Thou dost crown us with mercy,


And art quick to succour us.


Lord, my fortress, rock and refuge,


Hear my entreaty, hearken to my words,


For I would pray to Thee!











   2


Die Liebe des Nächsten / Love of one’s neighbour






So jemand spricht: Ich liebe Gott,


Und haßt doch seine Brüder,


Der treibt mit Gottes Wahrheit Spott,


Und reißt sie ganz darnieder.


Gott ist die Lieb’ und will, daß ich


Den Nächsten liebe, gleich als mich.







If a man say: I love God!


And yet hates his brother,


He mocks God’s truth


And utterly abases it.


God is love, and wishes me


To love my neighbour as myself.








   3


Vom Tode / Of death






Meine Lebenszeit verstreicht,


Stündlich eil’ ich zu dem Grabe,


Und was ist’s, das ich vielleicht,


Das ich noch zu leben habe?


Denk, o Mensch! an deinen Tod.


Säume nicht; denn Eins ist not.







My days on earth slip by,


Hour by hour I hasten to the grave;


And how long do I perhaps


Still have to live?


Think, O man, upon your death.


Do not delay; for one thing is needful.








   4


Die Ehre Gottes aus der Natur / The glory of God in nature






Die Himmel rühmen des Ewigen Ehre,


Ihr Schall pflanzt seinen Namen fort.


Ihn rühmt der Erdkreis, ihn preisen die Meere;


Vernimm, o Mensch, ihr göttlich Wort!







The heavens extol the glory of God,


Their sound propagates His name.


The earth extols, the seas praise Him;


Hearken, O man, to their godly word!







Wer trägt der Himmel unzählbare Sterne?


Wer führt die Sonn aus ihrem Zelt?


Sie kömmt und leuchtet und lacht uns von ferne,


Und läuft den Weg, gleich als ein Held.


(C. P. E. Bach)







Who supports the heaven’s countless stars?


Who leads the sun from its tabernacle?


It comes and gleams and smiles on us from afar,


And like a hero runs its course.








    5


Gottes Macht und Vorsehung / God’s might and providence






Gott ist mein Lied!


Er ist der Gott der Stärke;


Hehr ist sein Nam’ und groß sind seine Werke,


Und alle Himmel sein Gebiet.


(Loewe)







God is my song!


He is the God of strength;


Exalted is His name, and great are His works,


And all the heavens His domain.











     6


Bußlied / Song of atonement






An dir allein, an dir hab’ ich gesündigt,


    Und übel oft vor dir getan.


Du siehst die Schuld, die mir den Fluch verkündigt;


    Sieh, Gott, auch meinen Jammer an.







Against Thee, Thee alone have I sinned,


    And done evil often in Thy sight.


Thou dost see the sin, which calls Thy curse on me;


    O God, see also my distress.







Dir ist mein Flehn, mein Seufzen nicht verborgen,


    Und meine Tränen sind vor dir.


Ach Gott, mein Gott, wie lange soll ich sorgen?


    Wie lang entfernst du dich von mir?







From Thee my prayers, my sighs are not hid,


    And my tears are shed in Thy sight.


Ah God, my God, how long am I to grieve?


    How long wilt Thou forsake me?







Herr, handle nicht mit mir nach meinen Sünden,


    Vergilt mir nicht nach meiner Schuld.


Ich suche dich; laß mich dein Antlitz finden,


    Du Gott der Langmut und Geduld.







Lord, treat me not according to my sins,


    Reward me not according to my guilt.


It is Thee I seek. Grant that I see Thy countenance,


    God of patience and forbearance.







Früh woll’st du mich mit deiner Gnade füllen,


    Gott, Vater der Barmherzigeit.


Erfreue mich um deines Namens willen;


    Du bist ein Gott, der gern erfreut. 







Pray, fill me with Thy grace betimes,


    God, Father of Mercy.


For Thy name’s sake comfort me;


    Thou art the God who gladly brings joy.







Laß deinen Weg mich wieder freudig wallen,


    Und lehre mich dein heilig Recht,


Mich täglich tun nach deinem Wohlgefallen;


    Du bist mein Gott, ich bin dein Knecht.







Let me again walk cheerfully in Thy path,


    Teach me Thy holy law,


To act each day according to Thy will;


    Thou art my God, and I Thy servant.







Herr, eile du, mein Schutz, mir beizustehen,


    Und leite mich auf ebner Bahn.


Er hört mein Schrein, der Herr erhört mein Flehen,


    Und nimmt sich meiner Seelen an.


(C.P. E. Bach) 







Lord, my shield, hasten to my aid,


    And guide me along an even path.


He hears my cries, the Lord heeds my entreaty,


    And takes my soul into His care.








Johann Wilhelm Ludwig Gleim (1719–1803)


He was an Anacreontic poet, who wrote a great number of stylized and unsensual poems in praise of love, wine and song. ‘Wir, die wir von Wein und Liebe gesungen, aber wenig getrunken und wenig geliebt haben’ (‘We, who sang of love and wine, drank little and loved little’) Gleim once confided to Ewald von Kleist, and this feeling of artificiality is evident in Beethoven’s playful and rococo setting of ‘Selbstgespräch’, full of trills, repetitions and vocal doubling of the accompaniment.





1793 Ein Selbstgespräch / Soliloquy WoO 114






Ich, der mit flatterndem Sinn


Bisher ein Feind der Liebe bin


Und es so gern beständig bliebe,


Ich! ach! ich glaube, daß ich liebe.







I who, fickle of mind,


Have till now been an enemy of love


And would always like to remain so,


I, alas, I think I’m in love!







Der ich sonst Hymen* angeschwärzt


Und mit der Liebe nur gescherzt,


Der ich im Wankelmut mich übe,


Ich glaube, daß ich Doris liebe.







I who used to slander Hymen


And merely made fun of love,


I who practise inconstancy,


Believe I’m in love with Doris.







Denn ach! seitdem ich sie gesehn,


Ist mir kein’ andre Schöne schön.


Ach, die Tyrannin meiner Triebe,


Ich glaube gar, daß ich sie liebe.







For ah! since seeing her,


I find no other beauty fair.


Ah, that tyrant who rules my desires,


I do indeed think I love her.








Heinrich Goeble (dates unknown)


1820 Abendlied unterm gestirnten Himmel / Evening song beneath a starry sky WoO 150






Wenn die Sonne niedersinket,


Und der Tag zur Ruh sich neigt,


Luna freundlich leise winket,


Und die Nacht herniedersteigt;


Wenn die Sterne prächtig schimmern,


Tausend Sonnenstraßen flimmern:


Fühlt die Seele sich so groß,


Windet sich vom Staube los.







When the sun sinks down


And day draws to its peaceful close,


When the moon beckons gently and kindly,


And night descends;


When the stars shine in splendour


And a thousand suns blaze in their path:


The soul feels so immense,


It rises from the dust.







Schaut so gern nach jenen Sternen,


Wie zurück ins Vaterland,


Hin nach jenen lichten Fernen,


Und vergißt der Erde Tand;


Will nur ringen, will nur streben,


Ihrer Hülle zu entschweben:


Erde ist ihr eng und klein,


Auf den Sternen möcht sie sein.







It loves to gaze up at those stars,


As if back to its native land,


To gaze at those distant lights,


Forgetting earth’s vain trumpery;


It only seeks to struggle, strive,


To float free of its mortal frame:


Earth’s too narrow to contain it,


It longs to be among the stars.







Ob der Erde Stürme toben,


Falsches Glück den Bösen lohnt:


Hoffend blicket sie nach oben,


Wo der Sternenrichter thront.


Keine Furcht kann sie mehr quälen,


Keine Macht kann ihr befehlen;


Mit verklärtem Angesicht


Schwingt sie sich zum Himmelslicht. 







Whether earth’s tempests rage


Or false fortune rewards the wicked,


Full of hope it looks aloft


To the Judge enthroned among the stars.


Fear can no longer torment it,


No power can command it;


With transfigured countenance


It soars aloft to Heaven’s light.










Eine leise Ahnung schauert


Mich aus jenen Welten an;


Lange, lange nicht mehr dauert


Meine Erdenpilgerbahn;


Bald hab ich das Ziel errungen,


Bald zu euch mich aufgeschwungen,


Ernte bald an Gottes Thron


Meiner Leiden schönen Lohn.







A faint presentiment from those worlds


Instils in me a sense of awe;


My pilgrimage on earth


Will not now last much longer;


Soon I shall have reached the goal,


Soon I shall have risen to you,


Soon I shall reap before God’s throne


My suffering’s sweet reward.








Johann Wolfgang von Goethe (1749–1832)


See Brahms, Hensel, Loewe, Mendelssohn, Mozart, Reichardt, Schubert, Strauss, Wolf, Zelter




 





Early Goethe, middle Goethe, late Goethe; lyric, philosophical, epic, epigrammatic, occasional verse; plays, novels, Singspiele – everything he wrote had a musical quality about it. In his autobiography Dichtung und Wahrheit, he describes how he would wake up in the middle of the night and rush to his desk in order to write down poems such as ‘Der Musensohn’ that were already fully formed in his brain; and how he preferred to use a pencil, since the scratching of the quill would disturb his ‘somnambulistic writing’. Many of the early love poems, such as ‘Mailied’, flame with the passion of requited love. The stress in the first verse falls forcefully on the pronoun ‘mir’: the poet is concerned with the intensity of his own love, and like in so many of these exultant early poems, the girl is hardly described at all. As his excitement mounts, the verbs vanish, the ellipses increase, each line flows into the next and new words are coined to express new feelings: ellipsis, neologism and enjambement are the technical hallmarks of many of these highly charged love poems – typical of the Sturm und Drang movement which expressed a reaction against rationalism, a reliance on individuality and an exaltation of freedom that we see in such celebrated poems as ‘Prometheus’ and ‘An Schwager Kronos’ (Schubert).


When Beethoven wrote to Goethe on 12 April 1811, he received a lukewarm reply, and their first encounter only took place on 19 July 1812 in Teplitz. For reliable evidence of that meeting we must turn to their letters, in which both poet and composer express themselves unequivocally. Goethe, in a letter to Zelter dated 2 September 1812, wrote:




Sein Talent hat mich in Erstaunen gesetzt; allein er ist leider eine ganz ungebändigte Persönlichkeit, die zwar gar nicht unrecht hat, wenn sie die Welt detestabel findet, aber sie freilich dadurch weder für sich noch für andere genußreicher macht.




    





His talent astonished me, but he is unfortunately an utterly uncontrolled personality; although he is not wrong to find the world detestable, that does not help to make it a more pleasant place either for himself or others.





And Beethoven was equally damning, when he wrote to Breitkopf & Härtel on 9 August 1812:




Goethe behagt die Hofluft zu sehr, mehr als es einem Dichter ziemt. Es ist nicht viel mehr über die Lächerlichkeiten der Virtuosen hier zu reden, wenn Dichter, die als die ersten Lehrer der Nation anzusehen sein sollten, über diesem Schimmer alles andere vergessen können.




   





Goethe appreciates the Court air too much, more than is proper for a poet. There is nothing more ridiculous than when poets, who should be regarded as the first teachers of the nation, forget all else when faced with such glitter.





Despite these reservations, Goethe remained for Beethoven a creative god, and his settings of Goethe’s poems – there are about a dozen – all testify to his admiration, and have remained permanently in the repertoire.


Early 1790s Marmotte / Marmotte Op. 52, no. 7 


FROM Das Jahrmarktsfest zu Plundersweilern







Ich komme schon durch manches Land


Avecque la marmotte,


Und immer was zu essen fand


Avecque la marmotte,


Avecque si, avecque la,


Avecque la marmotte.







I’ve travelled already through many lands


Avecque la marmotte,


And always found something to eat


Avecque la marmotte,


Avecque si, avecque la,


Avecque la marmotte.









c.1793 Maigesang (Mailied) / May song Op. 52, no. 4






Wie herrlich leuchtet


Mir die Natur!


Wie glänzt die Sonne!


Wie lacht die Flur!







How gloriously


Nature gleams for me!


How the sun sparkles!


How the field laughs!







Es dringen Blüten


Aus jedem Zweig


Und tausend Stimmen


Aus dem Gesträuch







Blossoms burst


From every bough


And a thousand voices


From every bush







Und Freud und Wonne


Aus jeder Brust.


O Erd, o Sonne!


O Glück, o Lust!







And delight and rapture


From every breast.


O earth, O sun!


O joy, O bliss!







O Lieb, o Liebe!


So golden schön,


Wie Morgenwolken


Auf jenen Höhn!







O love, O love!


So golden fair


As morning clouds


On yonder hills!










Du segnest herrlich


Das frische Feld,


Im Blütendampfe


Die volle Welt.







You bless with glory


The fresh field,


In a mist of blossom


The teeming world.







O Mädchen, Mädchen,


Wie lieb ich dich!


Wie blickt dein Auge!


Wie liebst du mich!







O maiden, maiden,


How I love you!


How you look at me!


How you love me!







So liebt die Lerche


Gesang und Luft,


Und Morgenblumen


Den Himmelsduft,







The skylark loves


Song and air,


And morning flowers


The hazy sky,







Wie ich dich liebe


Mit warmem Blut,


Die du mir Jugend


Und Freud und Mut







As I with warm blood


Love you,


Who give me youth


And joy and heart







Zu neuen Liedern


Und Tänzen gibst.


Sei ewig glücklich,


Wie du mich liebst!


(Franz, Hensel, Knab, Loewe, Pfitzner,


Reichardt, Schoeck, Tomášek)







For new songs


And new dances.


Be happy always


As in your love for me!








1809 Neue Liebe, Neues Leben / New love, new life Op. 75, no. 2






Herz, mein Herz, was soll das geben?


Was bedränget dich so sehr?


Welch ein fremdes, neues Leben!


Ich erkenne dich nicht mehr.


Weg ist alles, was du liebtest,


Weg, warum du dich betrübtest,


Weg dein Fleiß und deine Ruh –


Ach, wie kamst du nur dazu!







Heart, my heart, what can this mean?


What is it that besets you so?


What a strange and new existence!


I do not know you any more.


Fled is all you used to love,


Fled is all that used to grieve you,


Fled your work and peace of mind –


Ah, how can this have come about!







Fesselt dich die Jugendblüte,


Diese liebliche Gestalt,


Dieser Blick voll Treu und Güte


Mit unendlicher Gewalt?


Will ich rasch mich ihr entziehen,


Mich ermannen, ihr entfliehen,


Führet mich im Augenblick,


Ach, mein Weg zu ihr zurück.







Does the bloom of youth ensnare you,


This dear figure full of charm,


These eyes so kind and faithful


With inexorable power?


When I try to hasten from her,


Control myself, escape her,


In a moment I am led,


Ah, back to her again.







Und an diesem Zauberfädchen,


Das sich nicht zerreißen läßt,


Hält das liebe, lose Mädchen


Mich so wider Willen fest;


Muß in ihrem Zauberkreise


Leben nun auf ihre Weise.


Die Verändrung, ach, wie groß!


Liebe! Liebe! laß mich los!


(Hensel, Reichardt, Spohr, Zelter)







And by this magic little thread


That cannot be severed,


The sweet and playful girl


Holds me fast against my will;


In her enchanted realm


I must now live as she dictates.


Ah, what a monstrous change!


Love! Love! Let me free!








1809 Lied des Mephistopheles in Auerbachs Keller (Mephistos Flohlied) / Mephisto’s song of the flea Op. 75, no.


3 FROM Faust







Es war einmal ein König,


Der hatt’ einen großen Floh,


Den liebt’ er gar nicht wenig,


Als wie seinen eig’nen Sohn.


Da rief er seinen Schneider,


Der Schneider kam heran:


„Da, miß dem Junker Kleider


Und miß ihm Hosen an!“







There was once a king


Who had a large flea,


Whom he loved not a little,


Just like his own son.


He summoned his tailor,


The tailor appeared:


‘Here – make robes for this knight


And make him breeches too!’







In Sammet und in Seide


War er nun angetan,


Hatte Bänder auf dem Kleide,


Hatt’ auch ein Kreuz daran,


Und war sogleich Minister,


Und hatt einen großen Stern.


Da wurden seine Geschwister


Bei Hof auch große Herrn.







In silk and satin


The flea was now attired,


With ribbons on his coat,


And a medal too,


And became a minister straightaway


And wore an enormous star.


His brothers and his sisters


Became grand at court as well.







Und Herrn und Frau’n am Hofe,


Die waren sehr geplagt,


Die Königin und die Zofe


Gestochen und genagt,


Und durften sie nicht knicken,


Und weg sie jucken nicht. –


Wir knicken und ersticken


Doch gleich, wenn einer sticht.


(Berlioz, Busoni, Mussorgsky, Wagner)







And courtly lords and ladies


Were most grievously plagued,


Queen and maid-in-waiting


Were bitten and were stung,


Yet they were not allowed


To squash or scratch them away. –


We bow and scrape and suffocate,


As soon as any bite.









Klärchens Lieder I und II / Klärchen’s songs I and II


FROM Egmont



1809–10 Die Trommel gerühret / Bang the drum Op. 84






Die Trommel gerühret!


Das Pfeifchen gespielt!


Mein Liebster gewaffnet


Dem Haufen befiehlt,


Die Lanze hoch führet,


Die Leute regieret.


Wie klopft mir das Herz!


Wie wallt mir das Blut!


O hätt’ ich ein Wämslein


Und Hosen und Hut!







Bang the drum!


Sound the fife!


My lover in armour


Commands the throng,


With his spear raised high


He rules the people.


How my heart throbs!


How my blood races!


Ah, would that I had a doublet


And breeches and helmet!







Ich folgt’ ihm zum Tor’ naus


Mit mutigem Schritt,


Ging’ durch die Provinzen,


Ging’ überall mit.


Die Feinde schon weichen,


Wir schießen dadrein;


Welch’ Glück sondergleichen,


Ein Mannsbild zu sein!


(Reichardt)







I’d follow him out of the gate


With valiant stride,


I’d march through the provinces,


Wherever he went.


The foe retreats,


We fire into their ranks!


What joy without compare


To be a man!








1809–10 Freudvoll und leidvoll / Full of joy and full of sorrow Op. 84






Freudvoll


Und leidvoll,


Gedankenvoll sein;


Langen


Und bangen


In schwebender Pein;


Himmelhoch jauchzend,


Zum Tode betrübt –


Glücklich allein


Ist die Seele, die liebt.


(Liszt, Reichardt, Rubinstein, Schubert, Zelter)







Full of joy,


And full of sorrow,


Full of thoughts;


Yearning


And trembling


In uncertain anguish;


Exulting to heaven,


Cast down unto death –


Happy alone


Is the soul that loves.








1810 Wonne der Wehmut / Delight in sadness Op. 83, no. 1






Trocknet nicht, trocknet nicht,


Tränen der ewigen Liebe!


Ach, nur dem halbgetrockneten Auge


Wie öde, wie tot die Welt ihm erscheint!


Trocknet nicht, trocknet nicht,


Tränen unglücklicher Liebe!


(Adolf Busch, Franz, Hensel, Reichardt, Salmhofer, Schubert, Tomášek, Zelter, Zillig)







Grow not dry, grow not dry,


Tears of lasting love!


Ah, to the merely half-dry eye


How bleak, how dead the world appears!


Grow not dry, grow not dry,


Tears of unhappy love!








1810 Sehnsucht / Longing Op. 83, no. 2






Was zieht mir das Herz so?


Was zieht mich hinaus?


Und windet und schraubt mich


Aus Zimmer und Haus?


Wie dort sich die Wolken


Um Felsen verziehn!


Da möcht ich hinüber,


Da möcht ich wohl hin!







What pulls at my heart so?


What draws me outside?


And wrenches and wrests me


From room and house?


How the clouds disperse


About those cliffs!


That’s where I’d like to be,


That’s where I’d like to go!







Nun wiegt sich der Raben


Geselliger Flug;


Ich mische mich drunter


Und folge dem Zug.


Und Berg und Gemäuer


Umfittichen wir;


Sie weilet da drunten;


Ich spähe nach ihr.







The gregarious ravens


Wing through the air;


I mingle with them


And follow their flight.


We flutter around


Mountains and ruins:


Her home’s in the valley,


I look out for her.







Da kommt sie und wandelt!


Ich eile sobald,


Ein singender Vogel,


Zum buschigen Wald.


Sie weilet und horchet


Und lächelt mit sich:


„Er singet so lieblich


Und singt es an mich.“







Suddenly I see her walking!


I hasten at once,


Singing like a bird,


To the bushy woods.


She lingers and listens


And smiles to herself:


‘He sings so sweetly


And he sings for me.’







Die scheidende Sonne


Vergüldet die Höhn;


Die sinnende Schöne,


Sie läßt es geschehn.


Sie wandelt am Bache


Die Wiesen entlang,


Und finster und finstrer


Umschlingt sich der Gang.







The setting sun


Turns the mountains gold;


My sweetheart muses


And gives it no thought.


She walks by the stream


Across the meadows,


The winding path


Grows dark and darker.







Auf einmal erschein’ ich,


Ein blinkender Stern.


„Was glänzet da droben,


So nah und so fern?“


Und hast du mit Staunen


Das Leuchten erblickt:


Ich lieg dir zu Füßen,


Da bin ich beglückt!


(Hensel, Reichardt, Schubert, Wolf)







All at once I appear,


A glittering star.


‘What’s shining up there


So near and so far?’


And when, astonished,


You’ve caught sight of the gleam –


I’ll be lying at your feet,


Filled with delight!








1810 Mit einem gemalten Band / To accompany a painted ribbon Op. 83, no. 3






Kleine Blumen, kleine Blätter


Streuen mir mit leichter Hand


Gute junge Frühlingsgötter


Tändelnd auf ein luftig Band.







Little flowers, little leaves


Are delicately strewn


By kindly young spring gods


Playfully on an airy ribbon.










Zephyr, nimm’s auf deine Flügel,


Schling’s um meiner Liebsten Kleid;


Und so tritt sie vor den Spiegel


All in ihrer Munterkeit.







Take it, West Wind, on your wings,


Wind it round my loved one’s dress;


Then she’ll step before the mirror


In all her lively charm.







Sieht mit Rosen sich umgeben,


Selbst wie eine Rose jung.


Einen Blick, geliebtes Leben!


Und ich bin belohnt genung.







Will see herself girdled by roses,


She herself as young as a rose.


Give me a single glance, my love,


And I’ll be rewarded well enough!







Fühle, was dies Herz empfindet,


Reiche frei mir deine Hand,


Und das Band, das uns verbindet,


Sei kein schwaches Rosenband!


(Knab, Lehár, Pepping, Reichardt, Schoeck, Tomášek)







Feel what this heart is feeling,


Freely give your hand to me,


And may the bond that binds us both


Be no frail ribbon of roses!








Paul von Haugwitz (1791–1856)


He enjoyed a successful career in the army, which he left with the rank of lieutenant-colonel. An occasional poet, he also translated Wordsworth, Byron and Thomas Moore.


1817 Resignation / Resignation WoO 149






Lisch aus, mein Licht!


Was dir gebricht,


Das ist nun fort,


An diesem Ort


Kannst du’s nicht wieder finden!


Du mußt nun los dich binden.







Go out,my light!


What you lack


Is now departed,


In this place


You shall never find it again!


You must now break free.







Sonst hast du lustig aufgebrannt,


Nun hat man dir die Luft entwandt;


Wenn diese fort gewehet,


Die Flamme irregehet –


Sucht – findet nicht –


Lisch aus, mein Licht!







Once you burned brightly,


Now you’ve been deprived of air;


When that has blown away,


The flame splutters –


Seeks – fails to find –


Go out, my light!








Karl Friedrich Herrosee (1754–1821)


A pastor and poet from Züllichau. Beethoven’s first version of ‘Zärtliche Liebe’ (c.1797) contained five verses; revising the song around 1800, he reduced the song to the second stanza of the original poem, added the second half of the third verse (‘Drum Gottes Segen über dir…’) and renamed the song ‘Ich liebe dich’.






c.1800 Ich liebe dich / I love you WoO 123






Ich liebe dich, so wie du mich,


Am Abend und am Morgen,


Noch war kein Tag, wo du und ich


Nicht teilten unsre Sorgen.


Auch waren sie für dich und mich


Geteilt, leicht zu ertragen;


Du tröstetest im Kummer mich,


Ich weint’ in deine Klagen.







I love you as you love me,


At evening and at morning,


No day there was when you and I


Did not share our sorrows.


And for me and you they were,


When shared, an easy burden;


You comforted me in my distress,


I wept when you lamented.







Drum Gottes Segen über dir,


Du, meines Lebens Freude.


Gott schütze dich, erhalt’ dich mir,


Schütz und erhalt’ uns beide.







May God then bless you,


You, my life’s delight.


God protect and keep you for me,


Protect and keep us both.








Alois Jeitteles (1794–1858)


Alois Jeitteles came from a literary family – his cousin Ignaz’s Bacchus was considered by Beethoven as a potential opera in 1822 – and his poems, which were never published in book form, appeared in such journals as Selam and the Wiener Zeitschrift für Kunst, Literatur, Theater und Mode, the source for a number of Schubert’s songs. Some of his plays were produced at the Burgtheater, and with Ignaz he founded a Jewish weekly, Siona, which enjoyed a short-lived success in 1819. Jeitteles must have met Beethoven in Vienna while finishing his medical studies; he became a well-respected doctor in Brno, greatly admired for his selfless devotion to his patients in the cholera epidemics of 1831 and 1836.


1816 An die ferne Geliebte / To the distant beloved Op. 98




    1




Auf dem Hügel sitz ich, spähend


In das blaue Nebelland,


Nach den fernen Triften sehend,


Wo ich dich, Geliebte, fand.


Weit bin ich von dir geschieden,


Trennend liegen Berg und Tal


Zwischen uns und unserm Frieden,


Unserm Glück und unsrer Qual.


Ach, den Blick kannst du nicht sehen,


Der zu dir so glühend eilt,


Und die Seufzer, sie verwehen


In dem Raume, der uns teilt.


Will denn nichts mehr zu dir dringen,


Nichts der Liebe Bote sein?


Singen will ich, Lieder singen,


Die dir klagen meine Pein!


Denn vor Liedesklang entweichet


Jeder Raum und jede Zeit,


Und ein liebend Herz erreichet


Was ein liebend Herz geweiht!







I sit on the hill, gazing


Into the misty blue countryside,


Towards the distant meadows


Where, my love, I first found you.


Now I’m far away from you,


Mountain and valley intervene


Between us and our peace,


Our happiness and our pain.


Ah, you cannot see the fiery gaze


That wings its way towards you,


And my sighs are lost


In the space that comes between us.


Will nothing ever reach you again?


Will nothing be love’s messenger?


I shall sing, sing songs


That speak to you of my distress!


For sounds of singing put to flight


All space and all time;


And a loving heart is reached


By what a loving heart has hallowed!
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Wo die Berge so blau


Aus dem nebligen Grau


Schauen herein,


Wo die Sonne verglüht,


Wo die Wolke umzieht,


Möchte ich sein!


Dort im ruhigen Tal


Schweigen Schmerzen und Qual.


Wo im Gestein


Still die Primel dort sinnt,


Weht so leise der Wind,


Möchte ich sein!


Hin zum sinnigen Wald


Drängt mich Liebesgewalt,


Innere Pein.


Ach, mich zög’s nicht von hier,


Könnt ich, Traute, bei dir


Ewiglich sein!







Where the blue mountains


From the misty grey


Look out towards me,


Where the sun’s glow fades,


Where the clouds scud by –


There would I be!


There, in the peaceful valley,


Pain and torment cease.


Where among the rocks


The primrose meditates in silence,


And the wind blows so softly –


There would I be!


I am driven to the musing wood


By the power of love,


Inner pain.


Ah, nothing could tempt me from here,


If I were able, my love,


To be with you eternally!
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Leichte Segler in den Höhen


Und du Bächlein, klein und schmal,


Könnt mein Liebchen ihr erspähen,


Grüßt sie mir viel tausendmal.


Seht ihr, Wolken, sie dann gehen


Sinnend in dem stillen Tal,


Laßt mein Bild vor ihr entstehen


In dem luft’gen Himmelssaal.


Wird sie an den Büschen stehen,


Die nun herbstlich falb und kahl,


Klagt ihr, wie mir ist geschehen,


Klagt ihr, Vöglein, meine Qual.


Stille Weste, bringt im Wehen


Hin zu meiner Herzenswahl


Meine Seufzer, die vergehen


Wie der Sonne letzter Strahl.


Flüstr’ ihr zu mein Liebesflehen,


Laß sie, Bächlein klein und schmal,


Treu in deinen Wogen sehen


Meine Tränen ohne Zahl!







Light clouds sailing on high,


And you, narrow little brook,


If you catch sight of my love,


Greet her a thousand times.


If, clouds, you see her walking


Thoughtful in the silent valley,


Let my image loom before her


In the airy vaults of heaven.


If she be standing by the bushes


Autumn has turned fallow and bare,


Pour out to her my fate,


Pour out, you birds, my torment.


Soft west winds, waft my sighs


To her my heart has chosen –


Sighs that fade away


Like the sun’s last ray.


Whisper to her my entreaties,


Let her, narrow little brook,


Truly see in your ripples


My never-ending tears!
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Diese Wolken in den Höhen,


Dieser Vöglein muntrer Zug


Werden dich, o Huldin, sehen.


Nehmt mich mit im leichten Flug!


Diese Weste werden spielen


Scherzend dir um Wang’ und Brust,


In den seidnen Locken wühlen. –


Teilt ich mit euch diese Lust!


Hin zu dir von jenen Hügeln


Emsig dieses Bächlein eilt.


Wird ihr Bild sich in dir spiegeln,


Fließ zurück dann unverweilt!







These clouds on high,


This cheerful flight of birds


Will see you, O gracious one.


Take me lightly winging too!


These west winds will playfully


Blow about your cheeks and breast,


Will ruffle your silken tresses. –


Would I might share that joy!


This brooklet hastens eagerly


To you from those hills.


If she’s reflected in you,


Flow directly back to me!
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Es kehret der Maien,


Es blühet die Au,


Die Lüfte, sie wehen


So milde, so lau,


Geschwätzig die Bäche nun rinnen.


Die Schwalbe, die kehret


Zum wirtlichen Dach,


Sie baut sich so emsig


Ihr bräutlich Gemach,


Die Liebe soll wohnen da drinnen.


Sie bringt sich geschäftig


Von Kreuz und von Quer


Manch weicheres Stück


Zu dem Brautbett hieher,


Manch wärmendes Stück für die Kleinen.


Nun wohnen die Gatten


Beisammen so treu,


Was Winter geschieden,


Verband nun der Mai,


Was liebet, das weiß er zu einen.


Es kehret der Maien,


Es blühet die Au,


Die Lüfte, sie wehen


So milde, so lau;


Nur ich kann nicht ziehen von hinnen.


Wenn alles, was liebet,


Der Frühling vereint,


Nur unserer Liebe


Kein Frühling erscheint,


Und Tränen sind all ihr Gewinnen.







May returns,


The meadow blooms.


The breezes blow


So gentle, so mild,


The babbling brooks flow again,


The swallow returns


To its rooftop home,


And eagerly builds


Her bridal chamber,


Where love shall dwell.


She busily brings


From every direction


Many soft scraps


For the bridal bed,


Many warm scraps for her young.


Now the pair lives


Faithfully together,


What winter parted,


May has joined,


For May can unite all who love.


May returns,


The meadow blooms.


The breezes blow


So gentle, so mild;


I alone cannot move on.


When spring unites


All lovers,


Our love alone


Knows no spring,


And tears are its only gain.








    6




Nimm sie hin denn, diese Lieder,


Die ich dir, Geliebte, sang,


Singe sie dann abends wieder


Zu der Laute süßem Klang!


Wenn das Dämmrungsrot dann ziehet


Nach dem stillen blauen See,


Und sein letzter Strahl verglühet


Hinter jener Bergeshöh;


Und du singst, was ich gesungen,


Was mir aus der vollen Brust


Ohne Kunstgepräng erklungen,


Nur der Sehnsucht sich bewußt:


Dann vor diesen Liedern weichet


Was geschieden uns so weit,


Und ein liebend Herz erreichet,


Was ein liebend Herz geweiht!







Accept, then, these songs


I sang for you, beloved;


Sing them again at evening


To the lute’s sweet sound!


As the red light of evening draws


Toward the calm blue lake,


And its last rays fade


Behind those mountain heights;


And you sing what I sang


From a full heart


With no display of art,


Aware only of longing:


Then, at these songs,


The distance that parted us shall recede,


And a loving heart be reached


By what a loving heart has hallowed!








Friedrich von Matthisson (1761–1831)


See Schubert




 





In 1800, four years after the composition of ‘Adelaide’, Beethoven sent the song to Friedrich von Matthisson, the author of the poem which had enjoyed enormous popularity as soon as it was published. The second paragraph of the accompanying letter begins:




Zwar auch jetzt schicke ich Ihnen die Adelaide mit Ängstlichkeit. Sie wissen selbst, was einige Jahre bei einem Künstler, der immer weiter geht, für eine Veränderung hervorbringen; je größere Fortschritte in der Kunst man macht, desto weniger befriedigen einen seine älteren Werke. Mein größester Wunsch ist befriedigt, wenn Ihnen die musikalische Komposition Ihrer himmlischen Adelaide nicht ganz mißfällt …




   





Even now, I send you my Adelaide with some apprehension. You yourself are aware what difference a few years can make in a composer who continues to develop: the greater the progress one makes in art, the less satisfactory one’s early works become. My greatest wish will have been fulfilled if my musical setting of your heavenly Adelaide does not entirely displease you …





When the song was mentioned to Beethoven many years later, he contented himself with the lapidary reply, „Das Gedicht ist sehr schön“ (‘The poem is very beautiful’).






c.1794–5 Adelaide / Adelaide Op. 46






Einsam wandelt dein Freund im Frühlingsgarten,


Mild vom lieblichen Zauberlicht umflossen,


Das durch wankende Blütenzweige zittert,


Adelaide!







Your friend wanders lonely in the spring garden,


Gently bathed in the magical sweet light


That shimmers through boughs in bloom, Adelaide!







In der spiegelnden Flut, im Schnee der Alpen,


In des sinkenden Tages Goldgewölken,


Im Gefilde der Sterne strahlt dein Bildnis,


Adelaide!







In the mirroring waves, in the Alpine snows,


In the golden clouds of the dying day,


In the fields of stars your image shines,


Adelaide!







Abendlüftchen im zarten Laube flüstern,


Silberglöckchen des Mais im Grase säuseln,


Wellen rauschen und Nachtigallen flöten:


Adelaide!







Evening breezes whisper in the tender leaves,


The silvery bells of May rustle in the grass,


Waves murmur and nightingales sing:


Adelaide!







Einst, o Wunder! entblüht auf meinem Grabe


Eine Blume der Asche meines Herzens;


Deutlich schimmert auf jedem Purpur-blättchen:


Adelaide!


(Schubert)







One day, O miracle! there shall bloom on my grave


A flower from the ashes of my heart;


On every purple leaf shall clearly shimmer:


Adelaide!








1809 Andenken / Remembrance WoO 136






    Ich denke dein,


Wenn durch den Hain


Der Nachtigallen


Akkorde schallen!


Wann denkst du mein?







    I think of you


When through the grove


The nightingales’


Songs resound!


When do you think of me? 







    Ich denke dein


Im Dämmerschein


Der Abendhelle


Am Schattenquelle!


Wo denkst du mein?







    I think of you


In the twilight


Of evening


By the shadowed spring!


Where do you think of me?







    Ich denke dein


Mit süßer Pein,


Mit bangem Sehnen


Und heißen Tränen!


Wie denkst du mein?







    I think of you


In sweet agony,


With fearful longing


And passionate tears!


How do you think of me?







    O denke mein,


Bis zum Verein


Auf besserm Sterne!


In jeder Ferne


Denk’ ich nur dein!


(Ries, Schubert, Weber, Wolf, Zumsteeg)







    O think of me


Until we are united


On a better star!


However far away,


I think only of you!











Christian Ludwig Reissig (1783–1822)


A minor poet and soldier who was wounded in battle in 1809 and discharged from the army. He persuaded many composers to set his verse, and Beethoven obliged with seven songs.


1809 Lied aus der Ferne / Song from afar WoO 137






Als mir noch die Träne der Sehnsucht nicht floß,


Und neidisch die Ferne nicht Liebchen verschloß,


Wie glich da mein Leben dem blühenden Kranz,


Dem Nachtigallwäldchen, voll Spiel und voll Tanz!







Before my tears of longing flowed,


And envious distance kept my beloved from me,


How my life resembled the blossoming wreath,


The nightingale wood, full of play and dancing! 







Nun treibt mich oft Sehnsucht hinaus auf die Höhn,


Den Wunsch meines Herzens wo lächeln zu seh’n!


Hier sucht in der Gegend mein schmachtender Blick,


Doch kehret er nimmer befriedigt zurück.







Now longing often drives me out to the hills


To see where my heart’s desire is smiling!


My yearning gaze searches all around,


But never returns contented to me.







Wie klopft es im Busen, als wärst du mir nah,


O komm, meine Holde, dein Jüngling ist da!


Ich opfre dir alles, was Gott mir verlieh,


Denn wie ich dich liebe, so liebt’ ich noch nie! 







How my heart pounds, as if you were near;


O come, my sweetest, your beloved is here!


I’ll offer you all that God has granted me,


For I was never in love, the way I love you!







O Teure, komm eilig zum bräutlichen Tanz!


Ich pflege schon Rosen und Myrten zum Kranz.


Komm, zaubre mein Hüttchen zum Tempel der Ruh,


Zum Tempel der Wonne, die Göttin sei du!







O sweetest, come quickly to your bridal dance!


I’ve roses and myrtles for your wreath.


Come, make my hut a magic temple of peace,


A temple of rapture, and be its goddess! 








Johann Ludwig Stoll (1778–1815)


The son of a doctor, Stoll travelled widely throughout Europe and, having settled in Weimar, wrote comedies for the court theatre. In 1808, he founded with Baron Leo Seckendorf the journal Prometheus which published poems by Goethe, Wieland and the Schlegel brothers. On Goethe’s recommendation, he was appointed resident dramatist at the Burgtheater in Vienna; having lost his job there, he spent the rest of his life in poverty.





1811 An die Geliebte / To the beloved WoO 140






O daß ich dir vom stillen Auge


In seinem liebevollen Schein


Die Träne von der Wange sauge,


Eh sie die Erde trinket ein!







Ah, that from your tranquil eyes


With their loving light,


And from your cheeks I might drink the tear,


Before the earth consumes it!







Wohl hält sie zögernd auf der Wange


Und will sich heiß der Treue weihn.


Nun ich sie so im Kuß empfange,


Nun sind auch deine Schmerzen mein!


(Schubert)







It lingers trembling on your cheek,


An ardent witness to true love;


Now when I capture it in a kiss,


Your sorrows too are mine! 








Christoph August Tiedge (1752–1841)


Poet and translator, whose philosophical Urania: über Gott, Unsterblichkeit und Freiheit (1801) supplied Beethoven with the text of ‘An die Hoffnung’ and was frequently reprinted in the first half of the nineteenth century. Tiedge and Beethoven met in Teplitz in 1811, and a warm friendship developed. Schubert also set one of his poems: ‘An die Sonne’, D272.


An die Hoffnung / To Hope


FIRST VERSION: 1804–5, op. 32; SECOND VERSION: c.1813–15, op. 94






Ob ein Gott sei? Ob er einst erfülle,


Was die Sehnsucht weinend sich verspricht?


Ob, vor irgendeinem Weltgericht,


Sich dies rätselhafte Sein enthülle?


Hoffen soll der Mensch! Er frage nicht!







Does a God exist? Will He one day grant


What tearful longing promises?


Will, at some Last Judgment,


This mysterious being reveal itself?


Man should hope! Not question!







Die du so gern in heil’gen Nächten feierst


Und sanft und weich den Gram verschleierst,


Der eine zarte Seele quält,


O Hoffnung! laß, durch dich emporgehoben,


Den Dulder ahnen, daß dort oben


Ein Engel seine Tränen zählt!







You who so gladly celebrate on sacred nights,


And softly and gently veil the grief


Which torments a tender soul,


O Hope! Uplifted by you,


Let the sufferer sense that there on high


An angel is counting his tears!







Wenn, längst verhallt, geliebte Stimmen schweigen;


Wenn unter ausgestorbnen Zweigen


Verödet die Erinn’rung sitzt:


Dann nahe dich, wo dein Verlaßner trauert,


Und, von der Mitternacht umschauert,


Sich auf versunkne Urnen stützt.







When, long since hushed, beloved voices are silent;


When, beneath dead branches


Memory sits in desolation –


mourns,


And, enveloped in eerie midnight,


Leans against sunken urns.







Und blickt er auf, das Schicksal anzuklagen,


Wenn scheidend über seinen Tagen


Die letzten Strahlen untergehn:


Dann laß ihn um den Rand des Erdentraumes


Das Leuchten eines Wolkensaumes


Von einer nahen Sonne sehn!







And should he look up to accuse fate,


When the last departing rays


Set on his days:


Then, around the rim of this earthly dream,


Let him see the hem of a cloud


Glowing in the light of a nearby sun!








Georg Friedrich Treitschke (1776–1842)


Poet and playwright who worked in Vienna, mostly at the Kärtnertor Theater. When Fidelio was revived there in 1814, Beethoven asked him to revise the libretto. He wrote a number of Singspiele, including Die gute Nachricht and Die Ehrenpforten for which Beethoven composed an aria each: ‘Germania’ (WoO 94) and ‘Es ist vollbracht’ (WoO 97).


1816 Ruf vom Berge / Call from the mountains WoO 147






Wenn ich ein Vöglein wär’


Und auch zwei Flüglein hätt’,


      Flög’ ich zu dir!


Weil’s aber nicht kann sein,


      Bleib ich allhier.







If I were a little bird,


And had two little wings,


      I’d fly to you!


But since it cannot be,


      I shall stay right here.







Wenn ich ein Sternlein wär’


Und auch viel Strahlen hätt’,


      Strahlt’ ich dich an.


Und du sähst freundlich auf,


      Grüßtest hinan.







If I were a little star


And had many beams,


      I’d beam on you.


And you would raise your kindly gaze


      And greet me.







Wenn ich ein Bächlein wär’


Und auch viel Wellen hätt’,


      Rauscht’ ich durch’s Grün.


Nahte dem kleinen Fuß,


      Küßte wohl ihn.







If I were a little stream,


And had many ripples,


      I’d murmur through green fields.


Draw close to your little foot


      And perhaps even kiss it.







Würd’ ich zur Abendluft,


Nähm’ ich mir Blütenduft,


      Hauchte dir zu.


Weilend auf Brust und Mund,


      Fänd’ ich dort Ruh’.







If I were the evening breeze,


I’d breathe the scent


      Of flowers on you.


Lingering on your breast and lips,


      I’d find peace.







Geht doch kein’ Stund’ der Nacht,


Ohn’ daß mein Herz erwacht


      Und an dich denkt.


Wie du mir tausendmal


      Dein Herz geschenkt.







Not an hour of night goes by


Without my heart awakening


      And thinking of you,


And of how a thousand times


      You’ve given me your heart.







Wohl dringen Bach und Stern,


Lüftlein und Vöglein fern,


      Kommen zu dir.


Ich nur bin festgebannt,


      Weine allhier.







Though stream and star,


Breeze and bird


      Approach you from afar,


I alone am rooted to this spot,


      And shed my tears.











Christian Felix Weiße (1726–1804)


See Mozart




 





Weiße was the son of a headmaster in Leipzig, where he rubbed shoulders with literary figures such as Lessing, Gottsched and Gellert. Having tried his hand as a private tutor, he became a tax-collector and the well-respected author of several volumes of verse and lengthy tragedies in prose. ‘Der Kuß’ is in his anacreontic vein, and clearly captivated Beethoven, who indicates on the score that it should be sung ‘scherzend’, i.e. ‘playfully’. The song is one of several that were composed when Beethoven was a young man, and not published until decades later: it was sketched in 1798, composed in 1822 and only published in 1825.


1822 Der Kuß / The kiss Op. 128






Ich war bei Chloen ganz allein,


Und küssen wollt ich sie:


Jedoch sie sprach, sie würde schrein,


Es sei vergebne Müh.







I was with Chloe all alone,


And wished to kiss her:


But she said she would scream,


That it would be in vain.







Ich wagt es doch und küßte sie,


Trotz ihrer Gegenwehr.


Und schrie sie nicht? Jawohl, sie schrie,


Doch lange hinterher.


(Bohm)







But I dared to and kissed her,


Despite her resistance.


And did she scream? Oh yes, she screamed,


But not until long after.












* The melody of ‘Gegenliebe’ was later used in the Choral Fantasia, Op. 80 and the Ninth Symphony.







* Hymenaeus or Hymen, the god of marriage among the Greeks.  

























Alban Berg (1885–1935)





When in 1904 an advertisement appeared in the ‘Neue musikalische Presse’, inviting professional musicians and serious amateurs to take part in a music course given by Arnold Schoenberg and other teachers, Alban Berg submitted a not inconsiderable number of juvenilia, and Schoenberg, immediately recognizing the young composer’s talent, accepted him as a private pupil. Berg began to study with Schoenberg in the autumn of 1904, and his teacher’s influence can be clearly seen in the four songs of Op. 2. Although Berg gives the first three key signatures – D minor, E flat minor and A flat minor – tonality is beginning to lose its hold, and in the fourth song, ‘Warm die Lüfte’, is finally abandoned. It is Berg’s first ‘atonal’ piece and a wonderfully expressive setting of Mombert’s impressionistic poem, the only one of the four that does not have sleep as its theme.


It is not known how many songs Berg composed during his student years, for he destroyed many of them, and all remained unpublished during his lifetime – all, that is, except the Sieben frühe Lieder, which appeared in 1928. The reason for their publication was the enormous triumph of his opera Wozzeck, and Berg’s wish to produce another successful vocal work of more modest proportions, without embarking on an entirely new project. The songs all have love as their theme, and the influence of Schubert, Brahms and Wolf is not difficult to detect. There are anticipations of atonality (‘Nacht’ uses whole-tone harmony, and ‘Im Zimmer’ delays its tonic chord to the very end), but these seven songs with their expressive melodic lines are typical products of the late-Romantic style – particularly in the orchestral version, where ‘Nacht’ and ‘Sommertage’ are lushly scored for large orchestra. After Wozzeck, Berg composed only one more song (he called Der Wein a ‘concert aria’), a setting of Theodor Storm’s ‘Schließe mir die Augen beide’ (1925), a reworking of the text he had first set in 1907, both of which he now dedicated to Emil Hertzkas of Universal Edition to symbolize the way in which Hertzkas had been, as he stated in the Die Musik journal of 1930, the only publisher to have supported both tonal and twelve-note music during the twenty-five years of Universal Edition’s existence.


Friedrich Hebbel (1813–63) and Alfred Mombert (1872–1942)


1910 Vier Lieder / Four songs Op. 2




 





Hebbel, though best known for his dramas (Julia, Maria Magdalena, Herodes und Mariamne, Michel Angelo [dedicated to Schumann], Agnes Bernauer, Gyges und sein Ring), is a more considerable poet, and his poems have been set by a select group of composers, including Brahms, Cornelius, Liszt, Pfitzner, Reger, Schoeck, Schumann, Rudi Stephan and Wolf. His collected verse, published in 1857, included a cycle of eleven poems, called ‘Dem Schmerz sein Recht’, which express Hebbel’s vulnerability to isolation and despair, and his longing for escape. Suffering as the consuming force of life was a theme dear to Georg Büchner (born in the same year as Hebbel), whose Wozzeck obsessed Berg when he first saw the play in 1914. Alfred Mombert was interested in the occult and the doctrine of the transmigration of souls. As a Jew, he was dismissed from the Prussian Academy, lived on in Germany and was sent to a concentration camp in 1940. Rescued by a friend, he was allowed into Switzerland, the country of his birth. Berg chose three of his poems from ‘Der Glühende’ (1896).
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Schlafen, Schlafen / Sleep, sleep


FRIEDRICH HEBBEL







Schlafen, Schlafen, nichts als Schlafen!


    Kein Erwachen, keinen Traum!


Jener Wehen, die mich trafen,


    Leisestes Erinnern kaum.


Daß ich, wenn des Lebens Fülle


    Nieder klingt in meine Ruh’,


Nur noch tiefer mich verhülle,


    Fester zu die Augen tu’!


(Schoeck)







Sleep, sleep, nothing but sleep!


    No awakening, no dream!


Of the pains I had to bear


    Scarce the faintest memory –


So that when life’s plenitude


    Echoes down to where I rest,


I enshroud myself more deeply still,


    Press my eyes more tightly shut!








    2


Schlafend trägt man mich / I am borne in sleep


ALFRED MOMBERT







Schlafend trägt man mich


in mein Heimatland.


Ferne komm’ ich her,


über Gipfel, über Schlünde,


über ein dunkles Meer


in mein Heimatland.


(Knab, Marx, Szymanowski)







I am borne in sleep


to my homeland.


I come from afar,


over peaks, over gorges,


over a dark sea


to my homeland.








    3


Nun ich der Riesen Stärksten überwand / Now I’ve conquered the strongest of giants


ALFRED MOMBERT







Nun ich der Riesen Stärksten überwand,


mich aus dem dunkelsten Land


heimfand


an einer weißen Märchenhand –


Hallen schwer die Glocken.


Und ich wanke durch die Gassen


schlafbefangen.







Now I’ve conquered the strongest of giants,


and from the darkest land


have found my way home


guided by a white faerie hand –


The bells sound heavily.


And I stagger through the streets,


drunk with sleep.








     4


Warm die Lüfte / Warm the breezes


ALFRED MOMBERT







Warm die Lüfte,


es sprießt Gras auf sonnigen Wiesen.


Horch! –


Horch, es flötet die Nachtigall …


Ich will singen:







Warm the breezes,


grass grows on sunlit meadows.


Listen! –


Listen, the nightingale is singing …


I shall sing:







Droben hoch im düstern Bergforst,


es schmilzt und glitzert kalter Schnee,


ein Mädchen in grauem Kleide


lehnt an feuchtem Eichstamm,


krank sind ihre zarten Wangen,


die grauen Augen fiebern


durch Düsterriesenstämme.


„Er kommt noch nicht. Er läßt mich warten“ …







High in the gloomy mountain forest,


cold snow melts and glitters,


a girl dressed in grey


leans against the damp trunk of an oak,


her tender cheeks are sick,


her grey eyes stare feverishly


through the gloom of giant trunks.


‘Still he does not come. He keeps me waiting’ …







Stirb!


Der Eine stirbt, daneben der Andere lebt:


Das macht die Welt so tiefschön.







Die!


One dies, while another lives:


That makes the world so profoundly beautiful.








Theodor Storm (1817–88)


See Brahms




 





A North German poet, celebrated above all for his Novellen and lyric poetry. Of his more than fifty Novellen, the best known are ‘Der Schimmelreiter’ (1888) and ‘Immensee’ (1851) which, as with Mörike’s ‘Maler Nolten’, integrates poetry and narrative. Like Mörike, with whom he corresponded, Storm defies all classification as a poet; he belonged to no movement but wrote exquisite poems about love, the transience of life and the North Sea coastal region around Husum, where he was born and lived. He once wrote to Keller that a poet could only succeed „höchstens ein halbes, allerhöchstens ein ganzes Dutzend Mal“ (‘at most half a dozen, at the very most a dozen times’) to write a perfect poem. ‘Schließe mir die Augen beide’ is one such example. Others include ‘Über die Heide’ (Brahms), ‘Nelken’ (Reger), ‘Hyazinthen’ (Hermann Reutter) and ‘Wohl fühl ich, wie das Leben rinnt’ (Schreker).





Schließe mir die Augen beide / Close both my eyes


FIRST VERSION 1907; SECOND VERSION 1925






Schließe mir die Augen beide


Mit den lieben Händen zu!


Geht doch alles, was ich leide,


Unter deiner Hand zur Ruh.







Close both my eyes


With your dear hands!


For all my suffering is soothed


Beneath your hands.







Und wie leise sich der Schmerz


Well’ um Welle schlafen leget,


Wie der letzte Schlag sich reget,


Füllest du mein ganzes Herz.


(Goetz, Hessenberg, Marx)







While wave after wave of anguish


Gently ebbs away,


And while the last pang quivers,


You fill my entire heart.









Sieben frühe Lieder / Seven Early Songs


1905–08; REVISED AND ORCHESTRATED 1928


   1


Nacht / Night


CARL HAUPTMANN (1858–1921)






Dämmern Wolken über Nacht und Tal.


Nebel schweben. Wasser rauschen sacht.


Nun entschleiert sich’s mit einem Mal.


O gib acht! gib acht!







Clouds loom over night and valley.


Mists hover, waters softly murmur.


Now at once all is unveiled.


O take heed! take heed!







Weites Wunderland ist aufgetan,


Silbern ragen Berge traumhaft groß,


Stille Pfade silberlicht talan


Aus verborg’nem Schoß.







A vast wonderland opens up,


Silvery mountains soar dreamlike tall,


Silent paths climb silver-bright valleywards


From a hidden womb.







Und die hehre Welt so traumhaft rein.


Stummer Buchenbaum am Wege steht


Schattenschwarz – ein Hauch vom fernen Hain


Einsam leise weht.







And the glorious world so dreamlike pure.


A silent beech-tree stands by the wayside


Shadow-black – a breath from the distant grove


Blows solitary soft.







Und aus tiefen Grundes Düsterheit


Blinken Lichter auf in stummer Nacht.


Trinke Seele! trinke Einsamkeit!


O gib acht! gib acht!







And from the deep valley’s gloom


Lights twinkle in the silent night.


Drink soul! drink solitude!


O take heed! take heed!








    2


Schilflied / Reed song


NIKOLAUS LENAU (1802–50)






Auf geheimem Waldespfade


Schleich’ ich gern im Abendschein


An das öde Schilfgestade,


Mädchen, und gedenke dein!







Along a secret forest path


I love to steal in the evening light


To the desolate reedy shore


And think,my girl, of you!










Wenn sich dann der Busch verdüstert,


Rauscht das Rohr geheimnisvoll,


Und es klaget und es flüstert,


Daß ich weinen, weinen soll.







When the bushes then grow dark,


The reeds pipe mysteriously,


Lamenting and whispering,


That I must weep,must weep.







Und ich mein’, ich höre wehen


Leise deiner Stimme Klang,


Und im Weiher untergehen


Deinen lieblichen Gesang.


(Claussen, Franz, Griffes, Marteau, Pfitzner, Schoeck) 







And I seem to hear the soft sound


Of your voice,


And your lovely singing


Drowning in the pond.
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Die Nachtigall / The nightingale


THEODOR STORM (1817–88), from Hinzelmeier







Das macht, es hat die Nachtigall


Die ganze Nacht gesungen;


Da sind von ihrem süßen Schall,


Da sind in Hall und Widerhall


Die Rosen aufgesprungen.







It is because the nightingale


Has sung throughout the night,


That from the sweet sound


Of her echoing song


The roses have sprung up.







Sie war doch sonst ein wildes Blut,


Nun geht sie tief in Sinnen;


Trägt in der Hand den Sommerhut


Und duldet still der Sonne Glut


Und weiß nicht, was beginnen.







She was once a wild creature,


Now she wanders deep in thought;


In her hand a summer hat,


Bearing in silence the sun’s heat,


Not knowing what to do.







Das macht, es hat die Nachtigall


Die ganze Nacht gesungen;


Da sind von ihrem süßen Schall,


Da sind in Hall und Widerhall


Die Rosen aufgesprungen.


(Ernest Vietor)







It is because the nightingale


Has sung throughout the night,


That from the sweet sound


Of her echoing song


The roses have sprung up.
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Traumgekrönt / Crowned with dreams


RAINER MARIA RILKE (1875–1926)






Das war der Tag der weißen Chrysanthemen, –


mir bangte fast vor seiner Pracht …


Und dann, dann kamst du mir die Seele nehmen


tief in der Nacht.







That was the day of the white chrysanthemums –


Its brilliance almost frightened me …


And then, then you came to take my soul


at the dead of night. 







Mir war so bang, und du kamst lieb und leise, –


ich hatte grad im Traum an dich gedacht.


Du kamst, und leis wie eine Märchenweise


erklang die Nacht … 







I was so frightened, and you came sweetly and gently,


I had been thinking of you in my dreams.


You came, and soft as a fairy tune


the night rang out …








    5


Im Zimmer / In the room


JOHANNES SCHLAF (1862–1941)






Herbstsonnenschein.


Der liebe Abend blickt so still herein.


Ein Feuerlein rot


Knistert im Ofenloch und loht.







Autumn sunshine.


The lovely evening looks in so silently.


A little red fire


Crackles and blazes in the hearth.







So! – Mein Kopf auf deinen Knie’n. –


So ist mir gut;


Wenn mein Auge so in deinem ruht.







Like this! – With my head on your knees. –


Like this I am content;


When my eyes rest in yours like this.







Wie leise die Minuten ziehn! …







How gently the minutes pass! …
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Liebesode / Ode to love


OTTO ERICH HARTLEBEN (1864–1905)






Im Arm der Liebe schliefen wir selig ein.


Am offnen Fenster lauschte der Sommerwind,


und unsrer Atemzüge Frieden


trug er hinaus in die helle Mondnacht. –







In love’s arms we fell blissfully asleep.


The summer wind listened at the open window,


and carried the peace of our breathing


out into the moon-bright night. –







Und aus dem Garten tastete zagend sich


ein Rosenduft an unserer Liebe Bett


und gab uns wundervolle Träume,


Träume des Rausches – so reich an Sehnsucht!


(Marx, Reger)







And from the garden a scent of roses


came timidly to our bed of love


and gave us wonderful dreams,


ecstatic dreams – so rich in longing!
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Sommertage / Summer days


PAUL HOHENBERG (dates unknown)






Nun ziehen Tage über die Welt,


gesandt aus blauer Ewigkeit,


im Sommerwind verweht die Zeit.


Nun windet nächtens der Herr


Sternenkränze mit seliger Hand


über Wander- und Wunderland.







Days, sent from blue eternity,


journey now across the world,


time drifts away in the summer wind.


The Lord at night now garlands


star-chains with his blessed hand


across lands of wandering and wonder.







O Herz, was kann in diesen Tagen


dein hellstes Wanderlied denn sagen


von deiner tiefen, tiefen Lust:


Im Wiesensang verstummt die Brust,


nun schweigt das Wort, wo Bild um Bild


zu dir zieht und dich ganz erfüllt.







In these days, O heart, what can


your brightest travel-song say


of your deep, deep joy?


The heart falls silent in the meadows’ song,


words now cease when image after image


comes to you and fills you utterly.

























Johannes Brahms (1833–97)





Much of the verse selected by Brahms for his Lieder was written by minor poets such as Georg Daumer, whose sentimental poetry (including translations) inspired no fewer than nineteen Lieder, and some forty more songs set as duets and quartets. Brahms’s preference for second-rate verse has led some commentators to assert that he failed to appreciate the likes of Goethe (a mere five settings), Eichendorff (six), Heine (six), Keller (three), Mörike (two) and Storm (one). Such statistics are misleading. Brahms’s knowledge of German literature was considerable, and throughout his life he was an ardent collector of poetry; but as he confided to Georg Henschel in Personal Recollections of Johannes Brahms (1907), he felt that a poem should not be perfect, like many of Goethe’s, but should provide the composer with the possibility of creating a song that is greater than the original. In another volume, Musings and Memoirs of a Musician (1918), Henschel quotes Brahms on his method of composition:




[ … ] when I, for instance, have found the first phrase of a song [ … ] I might shut the book there and then, go for a walk, do some other work and perhaps not think of it for months. Nothing however is lost. If afterwards I approach the subject again, it is sure to have taken shape.





The inference is that Brahms was a master of absolute music, which explains, perhaps, why so many passages from his songs re-appear in his instrumental works: ‘Komm bald’ and ‘Wie Melodien zieht es mir’ (Violin Sonata no. 2), ‘Todessehnen’ and ‘Immer leiser wird mein Schlummer’ (Piano Concerto no. 2), ‘Ständchen’ (Academic Festival Overture), ‘Regenlied’ (G major Violin Sonata). And yet he could respond to the verbal detail of a poem as imaginatively as any of the great Lieder composers, nowhere more memorably than in the third of the Vier ernste Gesänge, where the harsh closed vowels of ‘O Tod, wie bitter bist du’ yield to the soft alliteration and open-vowelled assonance of ‘O Tod, wie wohl tust du’, and Brahms, in a magical modulation from minor to major, finds one of his sweetest melodies to depict the power of death’s assuagement.


Brahms’s choice of texts betrays his own essentially melancholy nature and often reflects the impossibility of sustaining successful emotional relationships with the women in his life, such as Clara Schumann and Agathe von Siebold. Although he felt passionately about them, he feared too close a union and eventually shied away from both. An extraordinary number of poems have loneliness as their subject (‘Waldeinsamkeit’, ‘Feldeinsamkeit’) or deal with isolation (‘Es hing der Reif’), lamentation (‘Klage’) and nostalgia (‘O wüßt ich doch den Weg zurück’) – themes which merge in his only cycle, Die schöne Magelone, and prompted Nietzsche, in an unkind and unfair phrase, to describe Brahms’s music as ‘Die Melancholie des Unvermögens’ (‘the melancholy of inability’), a view passionately shared by Hugo Wolf. Arnold Schoenberg, however, hailed Brahms as a great progressive, a great innovator in the realm of musical language.


Schumann once complained in a letter to Clara that he found it difficult ‘für das Volk zu schreiben’ (‘to write for the people’). Not so Brahms; he was a man of the people and found no difficulty in absorbing popular music. The Volkslied, indeed, was more important to Brahms than any of the other great Lieder composers. Many of his own songs have a folksong feel about them, and throughout his composing career he made several arrangements of Volkslieder: the 14 Volks-Kinderlieder, for example, of 1857–8, or the 28 Volkslieder of the same period. He also adapted folksongs of Persian, Arabian, Russian, Lithuanian, Turkish, Polish, Moravian, Slovakian and Bohemian origin; finally in 1894, as an old man, he found the time to compose/arrange the seven books of his greatest folksong collection: 49 deutsche Volkslieder.


Anonymous



c.1860 Sonntag / Sunday Op. 47, no. 3


ED. LUDWIG UHLAND (1787–1862)






So hab ich doch die ganze Woche


Mein feines Liebchen nicht gesehn,


Ich sah es an einem Sonntag


Wohl vor der Türe stehn:


Das tausendschöne Jungfräulein,


Das tausendschöne Herzelein,


Wollte Gott, ich wär heute bei ihr!







For a whole week now


I haven’t seen my love,


I saw her on a Sunday,


Standing at her door:


My loveliest girl,


My loveliest sweet,


Would to God I were with her today!







So will mir doch die ganze Woche


Das Lachen nicht vergehn,


Ich sah es an einem Sonntag


Wohl in die Kirche gehn:


Das tausendschöne Jungfräulein,


Das tausendschöne Herzelein,


Wollte Gott, ich wär heute bei ihr!


(Reger)







So I’ll still be able


To laugh all week,


I saw her on a Sunday,


As she went to church:


My loveliest girl, My loveliest sweet,


Would to God I were with her today!








by 1868 Der Gang zum Liebchen / The walk to the beloved Op. 48, no. 1


CZECH, TRANSLATED BY JOSEPH WENZIG (1807–76)






Es glänzt der Mond nieder,


Ich sollte doch wieder


Zu meinem Liebchen,


Wie mag es ihr gehn?







The moon shines down,


So I should set out


Again to my love,


How is she, I wonder?







Ach weh, sie verzaget


Und klaget, und klaget,


Daß sie mich nimmer


Im Leben wird sehn!







Alas, she’s despairing


And lamenting, lamenting


She’ll never see


Me again in her life!







Es ging der Mond unter,


Ich eilte doch munter,


Und eilte, daß keiner


Mein Liebchen entführt.







The moon went down,


But I hurried off happily,


Hurried so that no one


Should steal my love.







Ihr Täubchen, o girret,


Ihr Lüftchen, o schwirret,


Daß keiner mein Liebchen,


Mein Liebchen entführt!







Keep cooing, you doves,


Keep whispering, you breezes,


So that no one


Should steal my love!








c.1878 Vergebliches Ständchen / Vain serenade Op. 84, no. 4






(ER)


Guten Abend, mein Schatz,


Guten Abend, mein Kind!


Ich komm aus Lieb zu dir,


Ach, mach mir auf die Tür,


Mach mir auf die Tür!







(HE)


Good evening, my sweetheart,


Good evening, my child!


I come because I love you,


Ah! open up your door to me,


Open up your door!







(SIE)


Mein Tür ist verschlossen,


Ich laß dich nicht ein;


Mutter, die rät mir klug,


Wärst du herein mit Fug,


Wär’s mit mir vorbei!







(SHE)


My door’s locked,


I won’t let you in;


Mother gave me good advice,


If you were allowed in,


All would be over with me!







(ER)


So kalt ist die Nacht,


So eisig der Wind,


Daß mir das Herz erfriert,


Mein Lieb erlöschen wird;


Öffne mir, mein Kind!







(HE)


The night’s so cold,


The wind’s so icy,


My heart is freezing,


My love will go out;


Open up, my child!







(SIE)


Löschet dein Lieb,


Laß sie löschen nur!


Löschet sie immerzu,


Geh heim zu Bett, zur Ruh,


Gute Nacht, mein Knab!







(SHE)


If your love goes out,


Then let it go out!


If it keeps going out,


Then go home to bed and go to sleep,


Good night, my lad!












c.1883 Vorschneller Schwur / Overhasty vow Op. 95, no. 5


SERBIAN, TRANSLATED BY SIEGFRIED KAPPER (1821–79)






Schwor ein junges Mädchen


Blumen nie zu tragen;


Blumen nie zu tragen,


Niemals Wein zu trinken;


Niemals Wein zu trinken,


Knaben nie zu küssen.







A young girl vowed


Never to wear flowers;


Never to wear flowers,


Never to drink wine;


Never to drink wine,


Never to kiss boys.







Gestern schwor das Mädchen –


Heute schon bereut es:


„Wenn ich Blumen trüge


Wär’ ich doch noch schöner!


Wenn ich Rotwein tränke


Wär’ ich doch noch froher!


Wenn den Liebsten küßte,


Wär’ mir doch noch wohler!“







That’s what she vowed yesterday –


Today she regrets it:


‘If I wore flowers,


I’d be even prettier!


If I drank red wine,


I’d be even merrier!


If I kissed my sweetheart,


I’d be even happier!’








by 1885 Trennung / Separation Op. 97, no. 6






Da unten im Tale


Läuft’s Wasser so trüb,


Und i kann dir’s net sagen,


I hab di so lieb.







Down there in the valley


The water runs so bleakly,


And I cannot say


How much I love you.







Sprichst allweil von Liebe,


Sprichst allweil von Treu,


Und a bissele Falschheit


Is auch wohl dabei.







You speak only of love,


Speak only of constancy,


And a bit of falsehood


Goes with it too.







Und wenn i dir’s zehnmal sag,


Daß i di lieb und mag,


Und du willst nit verstehn,


Muß i halt weiter gehn.







And if I tell you ten times


That I love you,


And you refuse to understand –


I shall have to go on my way.







Für die Zeit, wo du g’liebt mi hast,


Da dank i dir schön,


Und i wünsch, daß dir’s anderswo


Besser mag gehn.







For the time that you loved me,


I thank you so much,


And wish that elsewhere


You might fare better.








Hermann Allmers (1821–1902)


A native of Friesland, Allmers was a respected farmer in Rechtenflet, and also a minor poet and dramatist who did much to encourage the local Heimatkunst. Today he is remembered only for his ‘Feldeinsamkeit’ and his unfortunate response to Brahms’s music. Brahms was so pleased with his setting that he instructed the baritone Karl Reinthaler to perform the song to the poet. Allmers was unimpressed and wrote to Praeger and Meier, the Bremen music publishers, that Brahms’s ‘artificial melody’ wholly failed to express the mood of the poem; and he concluded the same letter by awarding the palm for the best setting of his poem to a long-forgotten composer who rejoiced in the name of Focken [sic].



c.1879 Feldeinsamkeit / Alone in fields Op. 86, no. 2






     Ich ruhe still im hohen grünen Gras


Und sende lange meinen Blick nach oben,


Von Grillen rings umschwirrt ohn’ Unterlaß,


Von Himmelsbläue wundersam umwoben.







     I rest at peace in tall green grass


And gaze steadily aloft,


Surrounded by unceasing crickets,


Wondrously interwoven with blue sky.







     Die schönen weißen Wolken ziehn dahin


Durchs tiefe Blau, wie schöne stille Träume; –


Mir ist, als ob ich längst gestorben bin,


Und ziehe selig mit durch ew’ge Räume.


(Ives)







     The lovely white clouds go drifting by


Through the deep blue, like lovely silent dreams;


I feel as if I have long been dead,


Drifting happily with them through eternal space.








Clemens Brentano (1778–1842)


An important figure in German Romanticism, Brentano is remembered for a number of short stories (Geschichte vom braven Kasperl und dem schönen Annerl), lyrical poems and Des Knaben Wunderhorn, the three volumes of folk poetry which he collected, edited and partially wrote with Achim von Arnim. Brentano was a regular guest at the house of Privy Councillor von Stägemann in Berlin, where the charades took place that led to the creation of Wilhelm Müller’s Die schöne Müllerin. It was during these evenings that he fell in love with the eighteen-year-old Luise Hensel (sister of Wilhelm, soon to marry Fanny Mendelssohn), who had also attracted the attentions of Wilhelm Müller. Brentano proposed to her and was refused; Müller poured out his infatuation in the poems of Die schöne Müllerin (see p. 350).



c.1877 O kühler Wald / O cool forest Op. 72, no. 3






O kühler Wald,


Wo rauschest du,


In dem mein Liebchen geht?


O Widerhall,


Wo lauschest du,


Der gern mein Lied versteht?







O cool forest,


In which my beloved walks,


Where are you murmuring?


O echo,


Where are you listening,


Who love to understand my song?







Im Herzen tief,


Da rauscht der Wald,


In dem mein Liebchen geht,


In Schmerzen schlief


Der Widerhall,


Die Lieder sind verweht.


(Marschner)







Deep in my heart


Is where the forest murmurs,


In which my beloved walks,


The echo


Fell asleep in sorrow,


The songs have blown away.








Karl Candidus (1817–72)


A priest and minor poet; Brahms set seven of his poems, including the duet ‘Jägerlied’. This distinguished theologian and professor belonged to an old Alsatian family of clerics, but always wrote in German. Schumann set his ‘Husarenabzug’.



c.1876 Alte Liebe / Old love Op. 72, no. 1






Es kehrt die dunkle Schwalbe


Aus fernem Land zurück,


Die frommen Störche kehren


Und bringen neues Glück.







The dark swallow returns


From a distant land,


The pious storks return


And bring new happiness.







An diesem Frühlingsmorgen,


So trüb verhängt und warm,


Ist mir, als fänd ich wieder


Den alten Liebesharm.







On this Spring morning,


So bleakly veiled and warm,


I seem to rediscover


Love’s grief of old.







Es ist, als ob mich leise


Wer auf die Schulter schlug,


Als ob ich säuseln hörte,


Wie einer Taube Flug.







It is as if someone


Tapped me on the shoulder,


As if I heard a whirring,


Like a dove in flight.







Es klopft an meine Türe


Und ist doch niemand draus;


Ich atme Jasmindüfte,


Und habe keinen Strauß.







There’s a knock at my door,


Yet no one stands outside;


I breathe the scent of jasmine,


Yet have no bouquet.







Es ruft mir aus der Ferne,


Ein Auge sieht mich an,


Ein alter Traum erfaßt mich


Und führt mich seine Bahn.







Someone calls me from afar,


Eyes are watching me,


An old dream takes hold of me


And leads me on its path.








1877 Tambourliedchen / Drummer’s ditty Op. 69, no. 5






Den Wirbel schlag ich gar so stark,


Daß euch erzittert Bein und Mark!


Drum denk ich ans schön Schätzelein.


Blaugrau,


Blau,


Blaugrau,


Blau


Ist seiner Augen Schein.







I play my drum-roll so violently


That it thrills right through you!


That’s why I think of my beautiful love.


Blue-grey,


Blue,


Blue-grey,


Blue


Is the colour of her eyes.







Und denk ich an den Schein so hell,


Von selber dämpft das Trommelfell


Den wilden Ton, klingt hell und rein,


Blaugrau,


Blau,


Blaugrau,


Blau


Sind Liebchens Äugelein.







And when I think of that bright glow,


The drum muffles of its own accord


Its fierce tone, and sounds bright and clear.


Blue-grey,


Blue,


Blue-grey,


Blue


Is the glow of my sweetheart’s eyes.








Hugo Conrat (dates unknown)


Hugo Conrat was a cultured Viennese, whose daughter Ilse sculpted the marble monument to Brahms in the Vienna Zentralfriedhof. The Zigeunerlieder, Hungarian folksongs with piano accompaniments by Zoltán Nagy, were translated by Conrat with the help of Fräulein Witzl, a young Hungarian woman who worked as nanny in the house of Ignaz and Marie Brüll, where the first performance of Brahms’s version for vocal quartet and four hands took place.



Zigeunerlieder / Gipsy songs Op. 103, nos. 1–8


FIRST VERSION (SATB SOLI, 1–11): 1887


SECOND VERSION (SOLO VOICE, 1–7 AND 11): 1887–8




    1


Hej te cigány





He, Zigeuner, greife in den Saiten ein!


Spiel das Lied vom ungetreuen Mägdelein!


Laß die Saiten weinen, klagen, traurig bange,


Bis die heiße Träne netzet diese Wange!







Hey, gipsy, sound your strings!


Play the song of the faithless girl!


Make the strings weep and moan in sad despair


Till hot tears moisten these cheeks!





    2


Mély a Rima





Hochgetürmte Rimaflut, wie bist du so trüb,


An dem Ufer klag ich laut nach dir, mein Lieb!


Wellen fliehen, Wellen strömen,


Rauschen an den Strand heran zu mir;


An dem Rimaufer laßt mich ewig weinen nach ihr! 







Rima, how troubled your towering waters are;


I’ll lament for you loudly on its banks, my love!


Waves rush by, waves stream past,


Roaring towards me on the shore;


On the banks of the Rima let me weep for her eternally!





    3


Akktor szép a kis lány





Wißt ihr, wann mein Kindchen


Am allerschönsten ist?


Wenn ihr süßes Mündchen


Scherzt und lacht und küßt.







 Do you know when my little girl


Is at her loveliest?


When her sweet little mouth


Jokes and laughs and kisses.










Mägdelein,


Du bist mein,


Inniglich


Küß ich dich,


Dich erschuf der liebe Himmel


Einzig nur für mich!







Little girl,


You are mine,


Tenderly


I kiss you,


Dear heaven made you


For me alone!







Wißt ihr wann mein Liebster


Am besten mir gefällt?


Wenn in seinen Armen


Er mich umschlungen hält.


Schätzelein,


Du bist mein,


Inniglich


Küß ich dich,


Dich erschuf der liebe Himmel


Einzig nur für mich!







Do you know when my beloved


Pleases me most?


When he holds me


In his arms’ embrace.


Sweetheart,


You are mine,


Tenderly


I kiss you,


Dear heaven made you


For me alone!





   4


Isten tudja hányszor meg nem bántam





Lieber Gott, du weißt, wie oft bereut ich hab,


Daß ich meinem Liebsten einst ein Küßchen gab.


Herz gebot, daß ich ihn küssen muß,


Denk so lang ich leb an diesen ersten Kuß.







Dear God, you know how often I’ve regretted


That little kiss I once gave my dearest.


My heart decreed I had to kiss him,


As long as I live I’ll think of that first kiss.







Lieber Gott, du weißt, wie oft in stiller Nacht


Ich in Lust und Leid an meinen Schatz gedacht.


Lieb ist süß, wenn bitter auch die Reu,


Armes Herze bleibt ihm ewig, ewig treu.







Dear God, you know how often in silent nights


I’ve thought of my love in joy and pain.


Love is sweet, however bitter the regret,


My poor heart will ever be faithful to him.





    5


Barna legény tánczra viszi





Brauner Bursche führt zum Tanze


Sein blauäugig schönes Kind,


Schlägt die Sporen keck zusammen,


Czardas-Melodie beginnt,


Küßt und herzt sein süßes Täubchen,


Dreht sie, führt sie, jauchzt und springt;


Wirft drei blanke Silbergulden


Auf das Cimbal, daß es klingt.







A swarthy lad leads his lovely


Blue-eyed lass to the dance,


Boldly clashes his spurs together,


A csardas melody begins,


He kisses and hugs his sweet little dove,


Turns her, leads her, exults and leaps;


Throws three shining silver florins


That make the cimbalom ring.





    6


Három róz-sa egy sorjában





Röslein dreie in der Reihe blühn so rot,


Daß der Bursch zum Mädel geht, ist kein Verbot!


Lieber Gott, wenn das verboten wär,


Ständ die schöne weite Welt schon längst nicht mehr,


Ledig bleiben Sünde wär!







Three little red roses bloom side by side,


It’s no crime for a lad to visit his lass!


Dear God, if that were a crime,


This fair wide world would long ago have ceased to exist,


Staying single would be a sin!







Schönstes Städtchen in Alföld* ist Ketschkemet†,


Dort gibt es gar viele Mädchen schmuck und nett!


Freunde, sucht euch dort ein Bräutchen aus,


Freit um ihre Hand und gründet euer Haus,


Freudenbecher leeret aus!







The loveliest town in Alföld is Kecskemét,


Where many smart and nice girls live!


Friends, find yourselves a young bride there,


Win her hand and set up house,


Drain beakers of joy!





   7


Jut e néha





Kommt dir manchmal in den Sinn,


Mein süßes Lieb,


Was du einst mit heilgem Eide


Mir gelobt?


Täusch mich nicht, verlaß mich nicht,


Du weißt nicht wie lieb ich dich hab,


Lieb du mich, wie ich dich,


Dann strömt Gottes Huld auf dich herab!







Do you sometimes recall,


My sweetest,


What you once pledged to me


With a sacred oath?


Do not deceive me, do not leave me,


You do not know how much I love you,


Love me as I love you,


And God’s grace will pour down on you!





    8


Esti hajnal az ég alján





Rote Abendwolken ziehn


Am Firmament,


Sehnsuchtsvoll nach dir, mein Lieb,


Das Herze brennt;


Himmel strahlt in glühnder Pracht


Und ich träum bei Tag und Nacht


Nur allein von dem süßen Liebchen mein.







Red evening clouds drift


Across the sky,


My heart burns longingly


For you, my love;


The sky’s ablaze in glowing glory


And night and day I dream


Solely of my sweet love.








Georg Daumer (1800–75)


Best known to non-musicians as the philanthropic schoolmaster who undertook the earliest education of Kaspar Hauser, Daumer was a student of comparative religion and a gifted linguist who translated a great number of poems from a variety of languages, including Persian. There is a sweetness about much of his verse that makes him the ideal translator of Hafiz, the fourteenth-century Persian poet, who was aptly named ‘Sugar-lip’ by his contemporaries. Daumer also wrote much original verse, often mildly erotic, as in ‘Von waldbekränzter Höhe’ and ‘Unbewegte laue Luft’. Max Kalbeck, in volume II, pp. 137–38 of his Johannes Brahms, tells how the composer set out one day for Würzburg to express his gratitude to Daumer, who had provided him with so many song texts.




[Er] fand nach vieler Mühe Straße und Haus, und war überrascht, als sich ihm ein verschrumpftes Männchen als der deutsche Hafis vorstellte. Brahms, der im Laufe des Gespräches merkte, daß Daumer nichts von ihm und seinen Liedern wußte, erkundigte sich scherzhaft nach seinen vielen Schätzen, womit er die so glühend besungenen Frauenbilder meinte. Da lächelte der Alte still vor sich hin und rief aus der anstoßenden Kammer ein ebenso altes, kleines und verhutzeltes Weiblein herein, indem er sagte: „Ich habe nie eine andere geliebt als diese meine Frau.“




   





After some trouble he found the street and the house, and was astonished when a little shrivelled old man introduced himself as the German Hafiz. Brahms, who in the course of the conversation realized that Daumer knew nothing of him and his songs, inquired jokingly after the many lovers of whom Daumer had painted such glowing portraits in his poems. The old man smiled quietly and summoned from the adjoining room a little woman, as old, as tiny and as wizened as himself, saying: ‘This is the only woman I’ve ever loved – my wife.’





September 1864 Nicht mehr zu dir zu gehen / Never to go to you again Op. 32, no. 2


FROM THE MOLDAVIAN







Nicht mehr zu dir zu gehen,


Beschloß ich und beschwor ich,


Und gehe jeden Abend,


Denn jede Kraft und jeden Halt verlor ich.







Never to go to you again,


So I decided and so I vowed,


And go each evening,


For I’ve lost all strength and all resolve.







Ich möchte nicht mehr leben,


Möcht augenblicks verderben,


Und möchte doch auch leben


Für dich, mit dir, und nimmer, nimmer sterben.







I wish to live no more,


Would sooner die at once,


And yet would sooner live


For you, with you, and never, never die.







Ach rede, sprich ein Wort nur,


Ein einziges, ein klares;


Gib Leben oder Tod mir,


Nur dein Gefühl enthülle mir, dein wahres! 







Ah! speak, say but a word,


A single one, a clear one;


Give me life or death,


But show me how you really feel!








September 1864 Bitteres zu sagen denkst du / You mean to say bitter things Op. 32, no. 7


AFTER HAFIZ (c.1327–90)






Bitteres zu sagen denkst du;


Aber nun und nimmer kränkst du,


Ob du noch so böse bist.


Deine herben Redetaten


Scheitern an korallner Klippe,


Werden all zu reinen Gnaden,


Denn sie müssen, um zu schaden,


Schiffen über eine Lippe,


Die die Süße selber ist.







You mean to say bitter things,


But neither now nor ever do you hurt me,


However angry you may be.


Your bitter recriminations


Founder on a coral reef,


Become pure graciousness,


For, in order to inflict damage,


They must sail over lips


That are sweetness itself.








September 1864 So stehn wir / So here we stand Op. 32, no. 8


AFTER HAFIZ (c.1327–90)






So stehn wir, ich und meine Weide,


So leider mit einander beide:







So here we stand, I and my heart’s desire,


At loggerheads with each other:







Nie kann ich ihr was tun zu Liebe,


Nie kann sie mir was tun zu Leide.







I can never please her,


She can never hurt me.







Sie kränket es, wenn ich die Stirn ihr


Mit einem Diadem bekleide;







It offends her, when I set a diadem


On her brow;







Ich danke selbst, wie für ein Lächeln


Der Huld, für ihre Zornbescheide.







I even thank her, as I would for a gracious


Smile, for her outbursts of anger.








September 1864 Wie bist du, meine Königin / How blissful, my queen, you are Op. 32, no. 9 


AFTER HAFIZ (c.1327–90)






Wie bist du, meine Königin,


Durch sanfte Güte wonnevoll!


Du lächle nur – Lenzdüfte wehn


Durch mein Gemüte wonnevoll!







How blissful, my queen, you are,


By reason of your gentle kindness!


You merely smile, and springtime fragrance


Wafts through my soul blissfully!







Frisch aufgeblühter Rosen Glanz


Vergleich ich ihn dem deinigen?


Ach, über alles was da blüht,


Ist deine Blüte, wonnevoll!







Shall I compare the radiance


Of freshly blown roses to yours?


Ah! more blissful than all that blooms


Is your blissful bloom!







Durch tote Wüsten wandle hin,


Und grüne Schatten breiten sich,


Ob fürchterliche Schwüle dort


Ohn Ende brüte, wonnevoll.







Roam through desert wastes,


And green shade will spring up –


Though fearful sultriness broods


Endlessly there – blissfully.







Laß mich vergehn in deinem Arm!


Es ist in ihm ja selbst der Tod,


Ob auch die herbste Todesqual


Die Brust durchwüte, wonnevoll.







Let me perish in your arms!


Death in your embrace will be –


Though bitterest mortal agony rage


Through my breast – blissful.











1867 Wenn du nur zuweilen lächelst / If you will only sometimes smile Op. 57, no. 2


AFTER HAFIZ (c.1327–90)






Wenn du nur zuweilen lächelst,


Nur zuweilen Kühle fächelst


Dieser ungemeßnen Glut –


In Geduld will ich mich fassen


Und dich Alles treiben lassen,


Was der Liebe wehe tut.







If you only sometimes smile,


Only sometimes fan coolness


On this infinite ardour,


I shall compose myself in patience


And let you do all those things


That inflict pain on love.








by 1868 Botschaft / A message Op. 47, no. 1


AFTER HAFIZ (c.1327–90)






Wehe, Lüftchen, lind und lieblich


Um die Wange der Geliebten,


Spiele zart in ihrer Locke,


Eile nicht, hinwegzufliehn!


Tut sie dann vielleicht die Frage,


Wie es um mich Armen stehe,


Sprich: „Unendlich war sein Wehe,


Höchst bedenklich seine Lage;


Aber jetzo kann er hoffen


Wieder herrlich aufzuleben,


Denn du, Holde, denkst an ihn.“







Blow breeze, gently and sweetly


About the cheek of my beloved,


Play softly with her tresses,


Make no haste to fly away!


Then if she should chance to ask


How things are with wretched me,


Say: ‘His sorrow’s been unending,


His condition most grave;


But now he can hope


To revel in life once more,


For you, fair one, think of him.’








1871 Von waldbekränzter Höhe / From forest-wreathed heights Op. 57, no. 1






Von waldbekränzter Höhe


Werf ich den heißen Blick


Der liebefeuchten Sehe


Zur Flur, die dich umgrünt, zurück.







From forest-wreathed heights


I turn the passionate gaze


Of my love-moistened eyes


To the green fields about you.







Ich senk ihn auf die Quelle,


Vermöcht ich, ach, mit ihr


Zu fließen, eine Welle,


Zurück, o Freund, zu dir, zu dir!







I lower my gaze to the stream,


Ah! if only I could flow


With it, as a wave,


Back, O friend, to you!







Ich richt ihn auf die Züge


Der Wolken über mir,


Ach, flög ich ihre Flüge,


Zurück, o Freund, zu dir, zu dir!







I lift my gaze to the scudding


Clouds above me,


Ah! if only I could follow their flight


Back, O friend, to you!







Wie wollt ich dich umstricken,


Mein Heil und meine Pein,


Mit Lippen und mit Blicken,


Mit Busen, Herz und Seele dein!







How I would ensnare you,


My anguish and salvation,


With my lips and my glances,


With my bosom, heart and soul all yours!











1871 Es träumte mir / I dreamed Op. 57, no. 3


FROM THE SPANISH







Es träumte mir,


Ich sei dir teuer;


Doch zu erwachen


Bedurft ich kaum.


Denn schon im Traume


Bereits empfand ich,


Es sei ein Traum.







I dreamed


I was dear to you;


But I scarcely needed


To awaken.


For even in my dreams


I felt


It was a dream.








1871 Unbewegte laue Luft / Motionless mild air Op. 57, no. 8






Unbewegte laue Luft,


Tiefe Ruhe der Natur;


Durch die stille Gartennacht


Plätschert die Fontäne nur;


Aber im Gemüte schwillt


Heißere Begierde mir;


Aber in der Ader quillt


Leben und verlangt nach Leben.


Sollten nicht auch deine Brust


Sehnlichere Wünsche heben?


Sollte meiner Seele Ruf


Nicht die deine tief durchbeben?


Leise mit dem Ätherfuß


Säume nicht, daher zu schweben!


Komm, o komm, damit wir uns


Himmlische Genüge geben!







Motionless mild air,


Nature deep at rest;


Through the still garden night


Only the fountain plashes;


But my soul swells


With a more ardent desire;


Life surges in my veins


And yearns for life.


Should not your breast too


Heave with more passionate longing?


Should not the cry of my soul


Quiver deeply through your own?


Softly on ethereal feet


Glide to me, do not delay!


Come, ah! come, that we might


Give each other heavenly satisfaction!








1873 Eine gute, gute Nacht / A good, good night Op. 59, no. 6






Eine gute, gute Nacht


    Pflegst du mir zu sagen –


Über dieses eitle Wort,


    O wie muß ich klagen!







A good good night


    You are wont to bid me –


Those idle words,


    Oh how I bewail them!







Daß du meiner Seele Glut


    Nicht so grausam nährtest!


„Eine gute, gute Nacht“,


    Daß du sie gewährtest!







If only you would not so cruelly


    Fuel the fire in my soul;


A good good-night,


    If only you would grant it!








c.1884 Wir wandelten / We were walking Op. 96, no. 2


FROM THE MAGYAR







Wir wandelten, wir zwei zusammen;


Ich war so still und du so stille;


Ich gäbe viel, um zu erfahren,


Was du gedacht in jenem Fall.







We were walking, we two together;


I so silent and you so silent;


I would give much to know


What you were thinking then. 







Was ich gedacht – unausgesprochen


Verbleibe das! Nur Eines sag’ ich:


So schön war Alles, was ich dachte,


So himmlisch=heiter war es all.







What I was thinking – let it remain


Unspoken! One thing only I shall say:


All my thoughts were so beautiful,


So heavenly and serene.







In meinem Haupte die Gedanken


Sie läuteten, wie goldne Glöckchen;


So wundersüß, so wunderlieblich


Ist in der Welt kein andrer Hall.







The thoughts in my mind


Chimed like golden bells:


So wondrously sweet and lovely


Is no other sound on earth.








Paul Flem[m]ing (1609–40)


Poetry in the Baroque often spoke with two voices: publicly, it proclaimed the majesty of God and exalted truths about existence, spoke about transience and vanity, and recommended stoical resignation to cope with life’s reverses; privately, it would sing of man’s joys and sorrows, of human love, true and false, and human beauty, as in Fleming’s ‘O liebliche Wangen’ and ‘An die Stolze’. His earliest poems were versions of the psalms; he also wrote much pietistic verse, including ‘Geistliches Lied’, which Brahms set as his Op. 30 for mixed chorus with organ.


by 1868 O liebliche Wangen / O charming cheeks Op. 47, no. 4






O liebliche Wangen,


Ihr macht mir Verlangen,


Dies Rote, dies Weiße


Zu schauen mit Fleiße.


Und dies nur alleine


Ist’s nicht, was ich meine,


Zu schauen, zu grüßen,


Zu rühren, zu küssen.


Ihr macht mir Verlangen,


O liebliche Wangen!







O charming cheeks,


You fill me with longing


To gaze persistently


At this red and this white.


And nor is this all


That I mean,


To gaze, to greet,


To touch, to kiss.


You fill me with longing,


O charming cheeks!







O Sonne der Wonne!


O Wonne der Sonne!


O Augen, so saugen


Das Licht meiner Augen.


O englische Sinnen,


O himmlisch Beginnen!


O Himmel auf Erden!


Magst du mir nicht werden,


O Wonne der Sonne,


O Sonne der Wonne!







O rapturous sun!


O sunny rapture!


O eyes that drink


The light of mine.


O angelic thoughts,


O heavenly beginning!


O heaven on earth!


Won’t you be mine,


O sunny rapture,


O rapturous sun!







O Schönste der Schönen!


Benimm mir dies Sehnen.


Komm, eile, komm, komme,


Du Süße, du Fromme;


Ach, Schwester, ich sterbe,


Ich sterb, ich verderbe,


Komm, komme, komm eile,


Komm, komme, komm eile,


Benimm mir dies Sehnen,


O Schönste der Schönen!







O fairest of the fair!


Free me from this longing.


Come quickly, come, come,


Sweet innocent one;


Ah, sister, I’m dying,


I’m dying, I perish,


Come, come, come quickly,


Come, come, come quickly,


Free me from this longing,


O fairest of the fair!








Emanuel Geibel (1815–84)


See Wolf


1883–84 Mein Herz ist schwer / My heart is heavy Op. 94, no. 3






Mein Herz ist schwer, mein Auge wacht,


Der Wind fährt seufzend durch die Nacht;


Die Wipfel rauschen weit und breit,


Sie rauschen von vergangner Zeit.







My heart is heavy, my eyes keep watch,


The wind goes sighing through the night;


The tree-tops murmur far and wide,


Murmuring of times now past.







Sie rauschen von vergangner Zeit,


Von großem Glück und Herzeleid,


Vom Schloß und von der Jungfrau drin –


Wo ist das alles, alles hin?







Murmuring of times now past,


Of great happiness and heartache,


Of the castle and the maiden within –


Where has all this, all this fled?







Wo ist das alles, alles hin,


Leid, Lieb und Lust und Jugendsinn?


Der Wind fährt seufzend durch die Nacht,


Mein Herz ist schwer, mein Auge wacht.







Where has all this, all this fled,


Grief, love and joy and youth?


The wind goes sighing through the night,


My heart is heavy, my eyes keep watch.








Johann Wolfgang von Goethe (1749–1832)


See Beethoven, Hensel, Loewe, Mendelssohn, Mozart, Reichardt, Schubert, Strauss, Wolf, Zelter




  





„Das Auge war vor allen anderen das Organ, womit ich die Welt erfasste“ (‘It was through the visual, above all other senses, that I comprehended the world’), wrote Goethe in his autobiography, Dichtung und Wahrheit – a statement which seems to be confirmed by his indefatigable study of natural phenomena and his delight in art and architecture, in seeing. Lynceus’s line at the end of Faust, „Zum Sehen geboren, zum Schauen bestellt“ (‘I was born for seeing, employed to watch’) (see LOEWE, p. 175) has an unmistakably autobiographical ring. Whereas Eichendorff was susceptible to the sounds of nature, Goethe was, above all, a visual being, an Augenmensch. No other poem of Goethe’s illustrates this as powerfully as ‘Dämmrung senkte sich von oben’, which describes the gradual approach of dusk, apprehended through the eye. It is strange that Brahms was tempted to set this perfect poem of Goethe’s old age (1827), for, as he confided to Georg Henschel (Personal recollections of Johannes Brahms [1907]), he felt that a poem should not be perfect, like many of Goethe’s: ‘They are all so finished, there is nothing one can do to them with music’ – which explains, perhaps, why Brahms set only five.














1873 Dämmrung senkte sich von oben / Dusk has fallen from on high Op. 59, no. 1






    Dämmrung senkte sich von oben,


Schon ist alle Nähe fern;


Doch zuerst emporgehoben


Holden Lichts der Abendstern!


Alles schwankt ins Ungewisse,


Nebel schleichen in die Höh’;


Schwarzvertiefte Finsternisse


Widerspiegelnd ruht der See.







    Dusk has fallen from on high,


All that was near now is distant;


But first the evening star appears


Shining with its lovely light!


All becomes an uncertain blur,


The mists creep up the sky;


Ever blacker depths of darkness


Are mirrored in the silent lake.







    Nun am östlichen Bereiche


Ahn’ ich Mondenglanz und -glut,


Schlanker Weiden Haargezweige


Scherzen auf der nächsten Flut.


Durch bewegter Schatten Spiele


Zittert Lunas Zauberschein,


Und durchs Auge schleicht die Kühle


Sänftigend ins Herz hinein.


(Hensel, Schoeck)







    Now in the eastern reaches


I sense the moon’s light and glow,


The branching hair of slender willows


Frolics on the nearby water.


Through the play of moving shadows,


The moon’s magic light quivers down,


And coolness steals through the eye


Soothingly into the heart.








1876 Serenade: Liebliches Kind / Serenade: Lovely child Op. 70, no. 3


FROM Claudine von Villa Bella







Liebliches Kind,


Kannst du mir sagen,


Sagen warum


Einsam und stumm


Zärtliche Seelen


Immer sich quälen,


Selbst sich betrüben


Und ihr Vergnügen


Immer nur ahnen


Da, wo sie nicht sind;


Kannst du mir’s sagen,


Liebliches Kind?


(Bruch, Medtner, Neef, Reichardt)







Lovely child,


Can you tell me,


Tell me why,


Lonely and silent,


Sensitive souls


Always agonise,


Always grieve,


And feel they’d be happier


Anywhere than where


They actually are;


Can you tell me,


Lovely child?








1876 Unüberwindlich / Invincible Op. 72, no. 5






    Hab ich tausendmal geschworen


Dieser Flasche nicht zu trauen,


Bin ich doch wie neugeboren,


Läßt mein Schenke fern sie schauen.


Alles ist an ihr zu loben,


Glaskristall und Purpurwein.


Wird der Pfropf herausgehoben –


Sie ist leer und ich nicht mein.







    A thousand times I’ve vowed


Not to trust this bottle,


Yet I feel as if new-born,


When my cup-bearer shows it me from afar.


Everything about it merits praise,


Crystal glass and crimson wine;


Once the cork is drawn,


It’s empty and I’ve no control.







    Hab ich tausendmal geschworen


Dieser Falschen nicht zu trauen,


Und doch bin ich neugeboren,


Läßt sie sich ins Auge schauen.


Mag sie doch mit mir verfahren,


Wie’s dem stärksten Mann geschah:


Deine Scher’ in meinen Haaren,


Allerliebste Delila!







    A thousand times I’ve vowed


Not to trust this traitress,


And yet I feel as if new-born,


When she lets me gaze in her eyes.


Let her treat me


Like the strongest man was treated –


Set your scissors to my hair,


Adorable Delilah!











Klaus Groth (1819–99)


Groth was born in Dithmarschen, the North German district from which Brahms’s family also hailed. He and Brahms had much in common, including an admiration of each other’s work, and similar moods of melancholy and nostalgia. They became close friends. Groth’s Musikalische Erlebnisse include a most touching description of Schumann’s funeral, which Brahms also attended, and his Erinnerungen an Johannes Brahms contain a great deal of domestic detail about the times Brahms and Groth spent together. Groth’s literary fame rests on his Plattdeutsch or Low German poetry, collected in Quickborn (1853). The poems of Brahms’s fourteen Groth songs, including two duets and ‘Im Herbst’ for unaccompanied mixed chorus, all written in High German, were taken from Hundert Blätter, a signed copy of which, inscribed with the ‘Regenlied’ poem (‘Regentropfen aus den Bäumen’), was given by Groth to the composer in 1856. Brahms returned the compliment by presenting Groth with a handwritten copy of the song in the summer of 1872.


1873 Regenlied / Rain song Op. 59, no. 3






Walle, Regen, walle nieder,


Wecke mir die Träume wieder,


Die ich in der Kindheit träumte,


Wenn das Naß im Sande schäumte!







Cascade, rain, cascade down,


Wake for me those dreams again


That I dreamed in childhood,


When water foamed on the sand!







Wenn die matte Sommerschwüle


Läßig stritt mit frischer Kühle,


Und die blanken Blätter tauten


Und die Saaten dunkler blauten,







When oppressive summer heat


Contended idly with cool freshness,


And shiny leaves dripped with dew


And crops turned a darker blue,







Welche Wonne, in dem Fließen


Dann zu stehn mit nackten Füßen!


An dem Grase hinzustreifen


Und den Schaum mit Händen greifen,







How blissful then it was to stand


With naked feet in the flow!


Or to brush against the grass


Or grasp the foam in both hands, 







Oder mit den heißen Wangen


Kalte Tropfen aufzufangen,


Und den neu erwachten Düften


Seine Kinderbrust zu lüften!







Or to catch the cold drops


On my glowing cheeks,


And to bare my boyish breast


To fresh-awakened scents!







Wie die Kelche, die da troffen,


Stand die Seele atmend offen,


Wie die Blumen, düftetrunken


In den Himmelstau versunken.







Like the dripping chalices,


My breathing soul stood open,


Like the flowers drunk with fragrance,


Drowned in heaven’s dew.







Schauernd kühlte jeder Tropfen


Tief bis an des Herzens Klopfen,


Und der Schöpfung heilig Weben


Drang bis ins verborgne Leben. –







Each shuddering drop seeped through


And cooled my beating heart,


And creation’s sacred weaving


Penetrated our secret lives. –







Walle, Regen, walle nieder,


Wecke meine alten Lieder,


Die wir in der Türe sangen,


Wenn die Tropfen draußen klangen!







Cascade, rain, cascade down,


Wake in me those old songs


That we sang in the doorway


When outside the drops resounded!







Möchte ihnen wieder lauschen,


Ihrem süßen, feuchten Rauschen,


Meine Seele sanft betauen


Mit dem frommen Kindergrauen.







I’d love again to listen


To their sweet moist murmuring,


And softly bedew my soul


With innocent childlike awe.








1873 Nachklang / Distant echo Op. 59, no. 4






Regentropfen aus den Bäumen


Fallen in das grüne Gras,


Tränen meiner trüben Augen


Machen mir die Wange naß.







Raindrops from the trees


Fall into the green grass,


Tears from my sad eyes


Moisten my cheeks.







Wenn die Sonne wieder scheinet,


Wird der Rasen doppelt grün:


Doppelt wird auf meinen Wangen


Mir die heiße Träne glühn.







When the sun shines again,


The grass gleams twice as green:


Twice as ardently on my cheeks


My scalding tears will glow.








1873 Mein wundes Herz / My wounded heart Op. 59, no. 7






Mein wundes Herz verlangt nach milder Ruh,


O hauche sie ihm ein!


Es fliegt dir weinend, bange schlagend zu –


O hülle du es ein!







My wounded heart craves gentle peace,


Oh! breathe such peace into it!


It flies to you, weeping and beating anxiously –


Oh! enfold it in your arms!







Wie wenn ein Strahl durch schwere Wolken bricht,


So winkest du ihm zu:


O lächle fort mit deinem milden Licht!


Mein Pol, mein Stern bist du!







As when a sunbeam pierces heavy cloud,


So you beckon to my heart:


Oh! let your gentle light shine on!


You are my pole, you are my star!











1873 Dein blaues Auge / Your blue eyes Op. 59, no. 8






Dein blaues Auge hält so still,


Ich blicke bis zum Grund.


Du fragst mich, was ich sehen will?


Ich sehe mich gesund.







Your blue eyes stay so still,


I look into their depths.


You ask me what I seek to see?


Myself restored to health.







Es brannte mich ein glühend Paar,


Noch schmerzt das Nachgefühl:


Das deine ist wie See so klar


Und wie ein See so kühl.







A pair of ardent eyes have burnt me,


The pain of it still throbs:


Your eyes are limpid as a lake,


And like a lake as cool.








1874 Heimweh II: O wüßt ich doch den Weg zurück / Longing for home II: Ah! if I but knew the way back Op. 63, no. 8






O wüßt ich doch den Weg zurück,


Den lieben Weg zum Kinderland!


O warum sucht ich nach dem Glück


Und ließ der Mutter Hand?







Ah! if I but knew the way back,


The sweet way back to childhood’s land!


Ah! why did I seek my fortune


And let go my mother’s hand?







O wie mich sehnet auszuruhn,


Von keinem Streben aufgeweckt,


Die müden Augen zuzutun,


Von Liebe sanft bedeckt!







Ah! how I long for utter rest,


Immune from any striving,


Long to close my weary eyes,


Gently shrouded by love!







Und nichts zu forschen, nichts zu spähn,


Und nur zu träumen leicht und lind,


Der Zeiten Wandel nicht zu sehn,


Zum zweiten Mal ein Kind!







And search for nothing, watch for nothing,


Dream only light and gentle dreams,


Not to see the times change,


To be a child a second time!







O zeigt mir doch den Weg zurück,


Den lieben Weg zum Kinderland!


Vergebens such ich nach dem Glück –


Ringsum ist öder Strand!







Ah! show me that way back,


The sweet way back to childhood’s land!


I seek happiness in vain –


Ringed round by barren shores!








1885 Komm bald! / Come soon! Op. 97, no. 5






Warum denn warten


Von Tag zu Tag?


Es blüht im Garten


Was blühen mag.







Why then wait


From day to day?


Everything in the garden blooms


That wishes to bloom.







Wer kommt und zählt es,


Was blüht so schön?


An Augen fehlt es,


Es anzusehn.







Who will come and count


All that lovely blossoming?


Where are the eyes


To look at it all?







Die meinen wandern


Vom Strauch zum Baum –


Mir scheint, auch andern


Wär’s wie ein Traum.







My own eyes wander


From bush to tree –


I think others too


Would find it like a dream. 







Und von den Lieben,


Die mir getreu


Und mir geblieben,


Wärst du dabei.







And among the dear friends


Still true to me


And still alive –


I wish that you were one of them.








1886 Wie Melodien / Like melodies Op. 105, no. 1






Wie Melodien zieht es


Mir leise durch den Sinn,


Wie Frühlingsblumen blüht es


Und schwebt wie Duft dahin.







Thoughts, like melodies,


Steal softly through my mind,


Like spring flowers they blossom


And drift away like fragrance.







Doch kommt das Wort und faßt es


Und führt es vor das Aug’,


Wie Nebelgrau erblaßt es


Und schwindet wie ein Hauch.







Yet when words come and capture them


And bring them before my eyes,


They turn pale like grey mist


And vanish like a breath.







Und dennoch ruht im Reime


Verborgen wohl ein Duft,


Den mild aus stillem Keime


Ein feuchtes Auge ruft.


(Ives)







Yet surely in rhyme


A fragrance lies hidden,


Summoned by moist eyes


From the silent seed.








1888 Es hing der Reif / Hoarfrost hung from the linden tree Op. 106, no. 3






Es hing der Reif im Lindenbaum,


Wodurch das Licht wie Silber floß;


Ich sah dein Haus, wie hell im Traum


Ein blitzend Feenschloß.







Hoarfrost hung from the linden tree,


Through which light flowed like silver;


I saw your house, bright as in a dream,


A gleaming fairy castle.







Und offen stand das Fenster dein,


Ich konnte dir ins Zimmer sehn –


Da tratst du in den Sonnenschein,


Du dunkelste der Feen!







And your window was open wide,


I could look into your room –


You then stepped into the sunshine,


You the darkest of fairies!







Ich bebt, in seligem Genuß,


So frühlingswarm und wunderbar:


Da merkt ich gleich an deinem Gruß,


Daß Frost und Winter war.







I trembled in blissful pleasure,


Filled with springtime warmth and wonder:


Then I saw at once from your greeting


That frost had set in and winter.








Otto Gruppe (1804–76)


Gruppe’s poem, the fifth of an eleven-poem cycle entitled Das Mädchen spricht, was published in Gedichte (1835).


1886 Das Mädchen spricht / The girl speaks Op. 107, no. 3






Schwalbe, sag mir an,


Ist’s dein alter Mann,


Mit dem du’s Nest gebaut,


Oder hast du jüngst erst


Dich ihm vertraut?







Tell me, swallow,


Is it last year’s mate


You’ve built your nest with,


Or are you


But recently betrothed?







Sag, was zwitschert ihr,


Sag, was flüstert ihr


Des Morgens so vertraut?


Gelt, du bist wohl auch noch


Nicht lange Braut?







Say, what are you twittering,


Say, what are you whispering


So intimately in the morning?


Am I right, you haven’t long


Been married either? 








Friedrich Halm (1806–71)


Friedrich Halm was the pseudonym of Eligius Franz Joseph, Freiherr von Münch-Bellinghausen, whose family moved in 1811 from Cracow to Vienna, where Münch was educated at the same school, the Schottengymnasium, as Nikolaus Lenau. Famous in his day as a dramatist (his plays were regularly produced at the Burgtheater), he was Intendant of both the Burgtheater and the Oper from 1867 to 1870. His poetry was published in Gedichte (1850), and Neue Gedichte (1864). Brahms was attracted by the gentle melancholy of his verse and set six of his poems. ‘Kein Haus, Keine Heimat’ comes from the dramatic poem In der Südsee.


1883–84 Steig auf, geliebter Schatten / Rise up, beloved shade Op. 94, no. 2






Steig auf, geliebter Schatten,


Vor mir in toter Nacht


Und lab mich Todesmatten


Mit deiner Nähe Macht!







Rise up before me, beloved shade,


At the dead of night,


And revive me, wearied to death,


By the power of your presence!







Du hast’s gekonnt im Leben,


Du kannst es auch im Tod,


Sich nicht dem Schmerz ergeben,


War immer dein Gebot.







You could do it in life,


You can in death as well,


Never yield to sorrow,


Was always your command.







So komm! Still’ meine Tränen,


Gib meiner Seele Schwung,


Und Kraft den welken Sehnen,


Und mach’ mich wieder jung.







Come then! Dry my tears,


Exhilarate my soul


And strengthen my shrivelled limbs


And make me young again.









c.1883 Der Jäger / The huntsman Op. 95, no. 4






Mein Lieb ist ein Jäger,


Und grün ist sein Kleid,


Und blau ist sein Auge,


Nur sein Herz ist zu weit.







My love’s a huntsman,


And he dresses in green,


And his eyes are blue,


But his heart’s too open.







Mein Lieb ist ein Jäger,


Trifft immer in’s Ziel,


Und Mädchen berückt er,


So viel er nur will.







My love’s a huntsman,


Never misses his mark,


And he bewitches girls,


As many as he will.







Mein Lieb ist ein Jäger,


Kennt Wege und Spur,


Zu mir aber kommt er


Durch die Kirchtüre nur.







My love’s a huntsman,


Knows tracks and trails,


But he’ll only come to me


Through the church door.








1884 or 1884 Kein Haus, keine Heimat / No house, no homeland Op. 94, no. 5






Kein Haus, keine Heimat,


Kein Weib und kein Kind,


So wirbl’ ich, ein Strohhalm,*


In Wetter und Wind!







No house, no homeland,


No wife and no child,


Thus I’m whirled, a wisp of straw,


In storm and wind!







Well’ auf und Well’ nieder,


Bald dort und bald hier;


Welt, fragst du nach mir nicht,


Was frag ich nach dir?







Tossed on the waves,


Here one moment, there the next;


If you, world, don’t ask about me,


Why should I ask about you?








Heinrich Heine (1797–1856)


See Mendelssohn, Robert Schumann, Wolf




 





Brahms intended to express his admiration for Heine by setting four of his poems – ‘Der Tod, das ist die kühle Nacht’, ‘Es schauen die Blumen’, ‘Meerfahrt’ and ‘Wie der Mond sich leuchtend drängend’ – as Op. 96, but the last song was destroyed by the composer after Elisabet von Herzogenburg had criticized it. Despite Brahms’s admiration for Heine, he set only five of his poems, all from the Buch der Lieder, except ‘Es schauen die Blumen’ which was published posthumously.


1877 Es liebt sich so lieblich im Lenze / How lovely to love in Spring Op. 71, no. 1






      Die Wellen blinken und fließen dahin –


Es liebt sich so lieblich im Lenze!


Am Flusse sitzet die Schäferin


Und windet die zärtlichsten Kränze.







      The waves glisten and flow away –


How lovely to love in Spring!


The shepherdess sits by the river


Weaving most delicate garlands.







      Das knospet und quillt und duftet und blüht –


Es liebt sich so lieblich im Lenze!


Die Schäferin seufzt aus tiefer Brust:


„Wem geb ich meine Kränze?“







      There’s budding and swelling and fragrance and blossom –


How lovely to love in Spring!


The shepherdess sighs from the depths of her heart:


‘To whom shall I give my garlands?’










      Ein Reiter reitet den Fluß entlang;


Er grüßet so blühenden Mutes!


Die Schäferin schaut ihm nach so bang,


Fern flattert die Feder des Hutes.







      Along the river a horseman rides;


He greets her in youthful high spirits!


She anxiously watches him go on his way,


The plume in his hat flutters afar.







      Sie weinet und wirft in den gleitenden Fluß


Die schönen Blumenkränze.


Die Nachtigall singt von Lieb und Kuß –


Es liebt sich so lieblich im Lenze!


(Franz)







      She weeps, and into the waves she flings


Her beautiful garlands of flowers.


The nightingale sings of loving and kissing –


How lovely to love in Spring!








1878 Sommerabend / Summer evening Op. 85, no. 1






      Dämmernd liegt der Sommerabend


Über Wald und grünen Wiesen;


Goldner Mond im blauen Himmel


Strahlt herunter, duftig labend.







      Summer evening twilight lies


Over forest and green meadows;


A golden moon in the blue sky


Shines down in a soothing haze.







      An dem Bache zirpt die Grille,


Und es regt sich in dem Wasser,


Und der Wandrer hört ein Plätschern


Und ein Atmen in der Stille.







      By the brook the cricket chirps


And the waters stir,


And the traveller hears a plashing


And a breathing in the stillness.







      Dorten, an dem Bach alleine,


Badet sich die schöne Elfe;


Arm und Nacken, weiß und lieblich,


Schimmern in dem Mondenscheine.


(Lachner, Schoeck)







      Over there by the brook, alone,


A lovely water-nymph is bathing;


Arms and neck, white and comely,


Shimmer in the moonlight.








1878 Mondenschein / Moonlight Op. 85, no. 2






      Nacht liegt auf den fremden Wegen,


Krankes Herz und müde Glieder, –


Ach, da fließt, wie stiller Segen,


Süßer Mond, dein Licht hernieder; 







      Night lies over unknown pathways,


Sick heart and tired limbs, –


Then, sweet moon, like a silent blessing,


Your radiance streams down;







      Süßer Mond, mit deinen Strahlen


Scheuchest du das nächtge Grauen;


Es zerrinnen meine Qualen


Und die Augen übertauen.


(Griffes, Hensel, Lachner)







      With your beams, sweet moon,


You dispel nocturnal terrors;


All my torments melt away


And my eyes brim over.









c.1884 Der Tod, das ist die kühle Nacht / Death is cool night Op. 96, no. 1






      Der Tod, das ist die kühle Nacht,


Das Leben ist der schwüle Tag.


Es dunkelt schon, mich schläfert,


Der Tag hat mich müd gemacht.







      Death is cool night,


Life is sultry day.


Dusk falls now, I feel drowsy,


The day has wearied me. 







      Über mein Bett erhebt sich ein Baum,


Drin singt die junge Nachtigall;


Sie singt von lauter Liebe,


Ich hör es sogar im Traum.


(Cornelius, Reger)







      Over my bed rises a tree,


In which the young nightingale sings;


She sings of nothing but love,


I hear it even in my dreams.









c.1884 Es schauen die Blumen / The flowers all turn their faces Op. 96, no. 3






      Es schauen die Blumen alle


Zur leuchtenden Sonne hinauf;


Es nehmen die Ströme alle


Zum leuchtenden Meere den Lauf.







      The flowers all turn their faces


Up to the radiant sun,


The rivers all run their course


Down to the radiant sea.







      Es flattern die Lieder alle


Zu meinem leuchtenden Lieb;


Nehmt mit meine Tränen und Seufzer,


Ihr Lieder wehmütig und trüb!







      My songs all flutter their way


To my radiant love;


Take with you my tears and sighs,


O wistful and gloomy songs!









c.1884 Meerfahrt / Sea voyage Op. 96, no. 4






      Mein Liebchen, wir saßen beisammen


Traulich im leichten Kahn.


Die Nacht war still und wir schwammen


Auf weiter Wasserbahn.







      My sweetest, we sat together,


Lovingly in our light boat.


The night was still, and we drifted


Along a wide waterway.







      Die Geisterinsel, die schöne,


Lag dämmrig im Mondenglanz;


Dort klangen liebe Töne


Und wogte der Nebeltanz.







      The beautiful haunted island


Lay dimly in the moon’s light;


Sweet music was sounding there,


And dancing mists were swirling.







      Dort klang es lieb und lieber


Und wogt es hin und her;


Wir aber schwammen vorüber


Trostlos auf weitem Meer.


(Franz, MacDowell, Ropartz, Wolf)







      The sounds grew sweeter and sweeter,


The mists swirled this way and that;


We, however, drifted past,


Desolate on the wide sea.








Paul Heyse (1830–1914)


See Wolf



c.1887 Mädchenlied / A young girl’s song Op. 107, no. 5






Auf die Nacht in der Spinnstub’n,


Da singen die Mädchen,


Da lachen die Dorfbub’n,


Wie flink gehn die Rädchen!







At night in the spinning-room,


The girls are singing,


The village lads are laughing,


How swiftly the wheels go round!







Spinnt Jedes am Brautschatz,


Daß der Liebste sich freut.


Nicht lange, so gibt es


Ein Hochzeitgeläut.







Each girl spins for her trousseau


To please her lover.


It won’t be long


Before wedding-bells sound.







Kein Mensch, der mir gut ist,


Will nach mir fragen;


Wie bang mir zu Mut ist,


Wem soll ich’s klagen?







No man who cares for me


Will ask after me;


How anxious I feel,


To whom shall I tell my sorrow?







Die Tränen rinnen


Mir übers Gesicht –


Wofür soll ich spinnen?


Ich weiß es nicht!


(Jensen)







The tears go coursing


Down my cheeks –


What am I spinning for?


I don’t know!








Hoffmann von Fallersleben (1798–1874)


Christened August Heinrich Hoffman, he added the Fallersleben (his birthplace) to lend distinction to his name. He expressed his support of German unity in his Unpolitische Lieder (1840) which led to dismissal from his post as Professor of German language and literature at Breslau University. His ‘Deutschland, Deutschland über alles’ dates from 1841 and was often sung as a patriotic hymn before it became the official national anthem. ‘Von ewiger Liebe’ (Brahms’s title) was taken from Gedichte (1837). Its relevance to Brahms’s emotional impasse vis-à-vis Clara cannot have escaped the thirty-one-year-old composer – a supposition strengthened by Kalbeck, who records how Brahms had confided to Hermann Deiters, a long-standing friend, how Clara had reacted to hearing the song: „Da sagte er [Brahms], als er das Lied bei der Schumann vorgespielt, habe sie auch stumm dagesessen, und als er auf sie hingesehen, sei sie in Tränen zerflossen gewesen.“ (‘Then Brahms described, when he had played the song to Frau Schumann, how she had sat there in silence, and how, when he looked at her, he had seen that her face was bathed in tears.’) [Kalbeck II, 300]


July 1853 Wie die Wolke nach der Sonne / As the cloud strays after the sun Op. 6, no. 5






Wie die Wolke nach der Sonne


Voll Verlangen irrt und bangt,


Und durchglüht von Himmelswonne


Sterbend ihr am Busen hangt:







As the cloud strays after the sun,


Filled with longing and fear,


And glowing with heavenly bliss


Hangs dying on her breast:







Wie die Sonnenblume richtet


Auf die Sonn ihr Angesicht


Und nicht eh’r auf sie verzichtet,


Bis ihr eignes Auge bricht:







As the sunflower turns


Its face towards the sun


And only fails to do so


When its own eyes close in death:







Wie der Aar auf Wolkenpfade


Sehnend steigt ins Himmelszelt


Und berauscht vom Sonnenbade


Blind zur Erde niederfällt:







As the eagle on its cloudy path


Soars yearningly into heaven’s vault


And intoxicated from its sun-bath


Falls blindly back to earth:







So auch muß ich schmachten, bangen,


Spähn und trachten, dich zu sehn,


Will an deinen Blicken hangen,


Und an ihrem Glanz vergehn.







So I too must languish, tremble,


Gaze and strive to see you,


I too wish to hang on your gaze


And perish in its radiance.








July 1853 Nachtigallen schwingen / Nightingales flutter Op. 6, no. 6






Nachtigallen schwingen


Lustig ihr Gefieder,


Nachtigallen singen


Ihre alten Lieder,


Und die Blumen alle,


Sie erwachen wieder


Bei dem Klang und Schalle


Aller dieser Lieder.







Nightingales joyfully


Flutter their feathers,


Nightingales sing


Their old songs,


And the flowers


Wake again


At the tones and sounds


Of all these songs.







Und meine Sehnsucht wird zur Nachtigall


Und fliegt in die blühende Welt hinein,


Und fragt bei den Blumen überall,


Wo mag doch mein, mein Blümchen sein?







And my longing becomes a nightingale


And flies out into the blossoming world,


And asks everywhere of every flower,


Where might my own floweret be?







Und die Nachtigallen


Schwingen ihren Reigen


Unter Laubeshallen


Zwischen Blütenzweigen,


Vor den Blumen allen


Aber ich muß schweigen,


Unter ihnen steh ich


Traurig sinnend still;


Eine Blume seh ich,


Die nicht blühen will.







And the nightingales


Flutter their dances


Beneath leafy arbours


Among blossoming boughs,


But I must keep silent


About all the flowers,


I stand among them


Sadly lost in silent thought;


I see a flower


That does not wish to bloom. 








1864 Von ewiger Liebe / Eternal love Op. 43, no. 1






Dunkel, wie dunkel in Wald und in Feld!


Abend schon ist es, nun schweiget die Welt.







Dark, how dark in forest and field!


Evening already, and the world is silent.







Nirgend noch Licht und nirgend noch Rauch,


Ja, und die Lerche sie schweiget nun auch.







Nowhere a light and nowhere smoke,


And even the lark is silent now too.







Kommt aus dem Dorfe der Bursche heraus,


Gibt das Geleit der Geliebten nach Haus,







Out of the village there comes a lad,


Escorting his sweetheart home,







Führt sie am Weidengebüsche vorbei,


Redet so viel und so mancherlei:







He leads her past the willow-copse,


Talking so much and of so many things:







„Leidest du Schmach und betrübest du dich,


Leidest du Schmach von andern um mich,







‘If you suffer sorrow and suffer shame,


Shame for what others think of me,







Werde die Liebe getrennt so geschwind,


Schnell wie wir früher vereiniget sind.







Then let our love be severed as swiftly,


As swiftly as once we two were plighted.







Scheide mit Regen und scheide mit Wind,


Schnell wie wir früher vereiniget sind.“







Let us depart in rain and depart in wind,


As swiftly as once we two were plighted.’







Spricht das Mägdelein, Mägdelein spricht:


„Unsere Liebe, sie trennet sich nicht!







The girl speaks, the girl says:


‘Our love cannot be severed!







Fest ist der Stahl und das Eisen gar sehr,


Unsere Liebe ist fester noch mehr:







Steel is strong, and so is iron,


Our love is even stronger still:







Eisen und Stahl, man schmiedet sie um,


Unsere Liebe, wer wandelt sie um?







Iron and steel can both be reforged,


But our love, who shall change it?







Eisen und Stahl, sie können zergehn,


Unsere Liebe muß ewig bestehn!“







Iron and steel can be melted down,


Our love must endure for ever!’








 Ludwig Hölty (1748–76)


See Schubert




 





Brahms was greatly attracted to the gentle melancholy of Hölty’s verse, as he reveals in a letter to Adolph Schubring, dated February 1869:




Welches sind denn meine ‘verschossenen’ Liedertexte? Doch hoffentlich nicht mein lieber Hölty, für dessen schöne, warme Worte mir nur meine Musik nicht stark genug ist, sonst würdest Du seine Verse öfter bei mir sehn.




   





Which “fustian” texts do you mean? I hope you don’t mean my beloved Hölty, for whose lovely warm words my music is not sufficiently strong, otherwise you’d find me setting more of them.





1866 Die Mainacht / May night Op. 43, no. 2






Wann der silberne Mond durch die


    Gesträuche blinkt


Und sein schlummerndes Licht über den


    Rasen streut,


        Und die Nachtigall flötet,


Wandl’ ich traurig von Busch zu Busch.







When the silvery moon gleams through the bushes,


And sheds its slumbering light on the grass,


        And the nightingale is fluting,


    I wander sadly from bush to bush.







Überhüllet vom Laub, girret ein Taubenpaar


Sein Entzücken mir vor; aber ich wende mich,


        Suche dunklere Schatten,


    Und die einsame Träne rinnt.







Covered by leaves, a pair of doves


Coo to me their ecstasy; but I turn away,


        Seek darker shadows,


    And the lonely tear flows down.







Wann, o lächelndes Bild, welches wie Morgenrot


Durch die Seele mir strahlt, find’ ich auf Erden dich?


        Und die einsame Träne


    Bebt mir heißer die Wang’ herab.


(Hensel, Schubert)







When, O smiling vision, that shines through my soul


Like the red of dawn, shall I find you here on earth?


        And the lonely tear


    Quivers more ardently down my cheek.








1868 An die Nachtigall / To the nightingale Op. 46, no. 4






Geuß nicht so laut der liebentflammten Lieder


        Tonreichen Schall


Vom Blütenast des Apfelbaums hernieder,


        O Nachtigall!


Du tönest mir mit deiner süßen Kehle


        Die Liebe wach;


Denn schon durchbebt die Tiefen meiner Seele


        Dein schmelzend Ach.







Do not pour so loudly the full-throated sounds


        Of your love-kindled songs


Down from the blossoming boughs of the apple-tree,


        O nightingale!


The tones of your sweet throat


        Awaken love in me;


For the depths of my soul already quiver


        With your melting lament.







Dann flieht der Schlaf von neuem dieses Lager,


        Ich starre dann


Mit nassem Blick’ und totenbleich und hager


        Den Himmel an.


Fleuch, Nachtigall, in grüne Finsternisse,


        Ins Haingesträuch,


Und spend’ im Nest der treuen Gattin Küsse;


        Entfleuch, entfleuch!


(Schubert)







Sleep once more forsakes this couch,


        And I stare


Moist-eyed, haggard and deathly pale


        At the heavens.


Fly, nightingale, to the green darkness,


        To the bushes of the grove,


And there in the nest kiss your faithful mate;


        Fly away, fly away!








1868 An ein Veilchen / To a violet Op. 49, no. 2






Birg, o Veilchen, in deinem blauen Kelche,


Birg die Tränen der Wehmut, bis mein Liebchen


Diese Quelle besucht! Entpflückt sie lächelnd


Dich dem Rasen, die Brust mit dir zu schmücken;


O, dann schmiege dich ihr ans Herz, und sag’ ihr,


Daß die Tropfen in deinem blauen Kelche


Aus der Seele des treusten Jünglings flossen,


Der sein Leben verweinet, und den Tod wünscht!







Hide, O violet, in your blue calyx,


Hide the tears of sorrow, till my beloved


Visits this spring! Should she then with a smile


Pluck you from the grass to adorn her breast;


Ah, then nestle close to her heart and tell her


That the drops in your blue calyx


Were shed from the soul of her most faithful young lover,


Who weeps away his life and longs for death!











1877 Minnelied / Love song Op. 71, no. 5






Holder klingt der Vogelsang,


   Wenn die Engelreine,


Die mein Jünglingsherz bezwang,


   Wandelt durch die Haine.







Birdsong sounds more beautiful


   When the pure angel


Who has won my young heart


   Wanders through the woods.







Röter blühen Tal und Au,


   Grüner wird der Wasen,


Wo die Finger meiner Frau


   Maienblumen lasen.







Valley and meadow bloom redder,


   The grass grows greener,


Where my lady’s fingers


   Gathered Maytime flowers.







Ohne sie ist Alles tot,


   Welk sind Blüt und Kräuter,


Und kein Frühlingsabendrot


   Dünkt mir schön und heiter.







Without her all is dead,


   Flowers and herbs are withered,


And the spring sunset


   Seems neither radiant nor fair.







Traute, minnigliche Frau,


   Wollest nimmer fliehen;


Daß mein Herz, gleich dieser Au,


   Mög’ in Wonne blühen!


(Ives, Mendelssohn, Schubert)







Gentle, charming lady,


   Do not ever leave me;


That my heart, like this meadow,


   Might bloom in bliss!








Max Kalbeck (1850–1921)


A music critic, whose close friendship with Brahms makes his eight-volume biography of the composer essential and mostly reliable reading. Kalbeck tells us that in January 1875 he gave the text of ‘Nachtwandler’ to Brahms, who then copied it into a notebook, a frequent occurrence with texts he was considering for composition. According to Kalbeck, Brahms would then carry the notebook around with him and wait for inspiration – a habit that tallies with Georg Henschel’s description of Brahms’s method in Musings and Memoirs of a Musician (1918). ‘Nachtwandler’ was eventually composed in 1877.



c.1877 Nachtwandler / Sleepwalker Op. 86, no. 3






Störe nicht den leisen Schlummer


Dess, den lind ein Traum umfangen!


Laß ihm seinen süßen Kummer!


Ihm sein schmerzliches Verlangen!







Do not disturb the gentle slumber


Of one whom dreams have softly embraced!


Leave him to his sweet grief!


To his painful longing!







Sorgen und Gefahren drohen,


Aber keine wird ihn schrecken,


Kommst du nicht, den Schlafesfrohen


Durch ein hartes Wort zu wecken.







Though cares and dangers threaten,


None of them will frighten him,


Unless you with harsh words


Rouse him from his happy sleep.







Still in seinen Traum versunken


Geht er über Abgrundtiefen


Wie vom Licht des Vollmonds trunken,


Weh den Lippen, die ihn riefen!







Silently immersed in his dream,


He passes over deep abysses,


As though drunk with the full moon’s light,


Woe to the lips that would call him!












* Alföld, or Pusztas, is the great plain of mid-Hungary, stretching from the Danube to the Carpathians.


† Hungarian town SSE of Budapest.







* A pun on the poet’s name.




















Franz Kugler (1808–58)


Kugler was an art historian, poet and composer who wrote a Frauenliebe und -leben before either Schumann or Loewe. He knew Eichendorff well and was a friend of Robert Reinick with whom he published a Liederbuch für deutsche Künstler (1833). He was also a talented draughtsman and illustrated his own Skizzenbuch (1830) from which ‘Ständchen’ is taken. The song contains a cryptic reference to Agathe von Siebold by incorporating her name (GADE) into the opening melody.



c.1888 Ständchen / Serenade Op. 106, no. 1






    Der Mond steht über dem Berge,


So recht für verliebte Leut;


Im Garten rieselt ein Brunnen,


Sonst Stille weit und breit.







    The moon shines over the mountain,


Just right for people in love;


A fountain purls in the garden –


Otherwise silence far and wide.







    Neben der Mauer, im Schatten,


Da stehn der Studenten drei


Mit Flöt’ und Geig’ und Zither,


Und singen und spielen dabei.







    By the wall in the shadows,


Three students stand


With flute and fiddle and zither,


And sing and play.







    Die Klänge schleichen der Schönsten


Sacht in den Traum hinein,


Sie schaut den blonden Geliebten


Und lispelt: „Vergiß nicht mein.“







    The sounds steal softly into the dreams


Of the loveliest of girls,


She sees her fair-headed lover


And whispers ‘Remember me.’








Karl Lemcke (1831–1913)


No other Lieder composer, apart from Abt, Jensen and Rubinstein, seems to have set Lemcke’s poetry. Although Brahms might have turned to him out of geographical loyalty – Lemcke’s Lieder und Gedichte (1861) were published in Hamburg, where Brahms was born – it was the theme of doomed love that caused the composer to set him seven times. There are also four settings of Lemcke’s patriotic lyrics for four-part male chorus (Op. 41, nos. 2–5).


1877 Über die See / Across the sea Op. 69, no. 7






Über die See,


Fern über die See


Ist mein Schatz gezogen,


Ist ihm mein Herz


Voll Ach und Weh,


Bang ihm nachgeflogen.







Across the sea,


Far across the sea


My sweetheart travelled,


And my heart,


Full of anguish and pain,


Has flown anxiously after him.







Brauset das Meer,


Wild brauset das Meer,


Stürme dunkel jagen,


Sinket die Sonn’,


Die Welt wird leer –


Muß mein Herz verzagen.







The ocean roars,


The ocean roars wildly,


Dark storms race on,


The sun sinks,


The world becomes empty –


My heart must despair.







Bin ich allein,


Ach’ immer allein,


Meine Kräfte schwinden.


Muß ich zurück


In matter Pein,


Kann dich nimmer finden.







I am alone,


Ah, ever alone,


My strength is failing.


I must return,


Weak with grief,


I can no longer find you.








1877 Verzagen / Despair Op. 72, no. 4






Ich sitz’ am Strande der rauschenden See


Und suche dort nach Ruh’,


Ich schaue dem Treiben der Wogen


Mit dumpfer Ergebung zu.







I sit by the shore of the raging sea


Searching there for rest,


I gaze at the waves’ motion


In numb resignation.







Die Wogen rauschen zum Strande hin,


Sie schäumen und vergeh’n,


Die Wolken, die Winde darüber,


Die kommen und verweh’n.







The waves crash on the shore,


They foam and vanish,


The clouds, the winds above,


They come and go.







Du ungestümes Herz sei still


Und gib dich doch zur Ruh;


Du sollst mit Winden und Wogen


Dich trösten, – was weinest du?







You, unruly heart, be silent


And surrender yourself to rest;


You should find comfort


In winds and waves, – why are you weeping?








1878 In Waldeseinsamkeit / In woodland solitude Op. 85, no. 6






Ich saß zu deinen Füßen


In Waldeseinsamkeit;


Windesatmen, Sehnen


Ging durch die Wipfel breit.







I sat at your feet


In woodland solitude;


A breath of wind, a yearning,


Moved through the broad tree-tops.







In stummem Ringen senkt’ ich


Das Haupt in deinen Schoß


Und meine bebenden Hände


Um deine Knie ich schloß.







I lowered in silent struggle


My head into your lap,


And clasped my trembling hands


Around your knees.







Die Sonne ging hinunter,


Der Tag verglühte all,


Ferne, ferne, ferne


Sang eine Nachtigall.







The sun went down,


All daylight faded,


Far, far, far away


A nightingale sang.











1886 Verrat / Betrayal Op. 105, no. 5






Ich stand in einer lauen Nacht


An einer grünen Linde,


Der Mond schien hell, der Wind ging sacht,


Der Gießbach floß geschwinde.







One mild night I was standing


By a green linden tree,


The moon shone brightly, the wind blew softly,


And swiftly flowed the torrent.







Die Linde stand vor Liebchens Haus,


Die Türe hört ich knarren,


Mein Schatz ließ sacht ein Mannsbild ’raus:


„Laß morgen mich nicht harren.







The linden tree stood before my love’s house,


I heard the door creak,


Cautiously my love let a man out:


‘Don’t keep me waiting tomorrow.







Laß mich nicht harren, süßer Mann,


Wie hab ich dich so gerne!


Ans Fenster klopfe leise an,


Mein Schatz ist in der Ferne.“







Don’t keep me waiting, sweet man,


I love you so very dearly!


Tap gently against the window-pane,


My sweetheart’s far away.’







Laß ab von Druck und Kuß, Feinslieb,


Du Schöner im Sammetkleide,


Nun spute dich, du feiner Dieb,


Ein Mann harrt auf der Heide.







Leave your cuddling and kissing, my dear,


And you, you handsome man in velvet,


Make haste, you cunning thief,


A man awaits you on the moor.







Der Mond scheint hell, der Rasen grün


Ist gut zu uns’rem Begegnen,


Du trägst ein Schwert und nickst so kühn,


Dein’ Liebschaft will ich segnen! –







The moon shines bright, the green turf


Is fit for our encounter,


You wear a sword and nod so boldly,


I shall bless your liaison! –







Und als erschien der lichte Tag,


Was fand er auf der Heide?


Ein Toter in den Blumen lag


Zu einer Falschen Leide.







And when the light of dawn appeared,


What did it find on the moor?


A dead man lay among the flowers,


To a false woman’s sorrow.








1888 Salamander / Salamander Op. 107, no. 2






Es saß ein Salamander


Auf einem kühlen Stein,


Da warf ein böses Mädchen


In’s Feuer ihn hinein.







A salamander was sitting


On a cool stone,


When suddenly a bad girl


Threw it into the fire.







Sie meint’, er soll verbrennen,


Ihm war erst wohl zu Mut,


Wohl wie mir kühlem Teufel


Die heiße Liebe tut.







She thought it would burn up,


But it felt even more at ease,


Just as hot love


Suits a cool devil like me.








Detlev von Liliencron (1844–1909)


Brahms came across ‘Auf dem Kirchhofe’ and ‘Maienkätzchen’ in Adjutantenritte und andere Gedichte (1883) that Liliencron had posted to the composer. Brahms replied in a letter dated December 1886 that, though he had tried, he had not succeeded in setting any of the poems to music. Two years later, however, both ‘Maienkätzchen’ and ‘Auf dem Kirchhofe’ had been composed, and Brahms sent Liliencron, via Klaus Groth, the music of Op. 105. Liliencron’s reaction was to dash off a euphoric letter to his friend Wilhelm Friedrich:




Eben hatte ich eine unermeßliche Freude: Klaus Groth schickt mir, von Johannes Brahms! schreibe J-o-h-a-n-n-e-s B-r-a-h-m-s! von ihm!!! Op. 105, erschienen bei Simrock in Berlin: darin: ‘Auf dem Kirchhofe’ von Detlev von Liliencron. Das ist mir die höchste Auszeichnung.




   





I have just been overwhelmed with huge happiness: Klaus Groth has sent me Opus 105 by Johannes Brahms! can you believe it J-o-h-a-n-n-e-s B-r-a-h-m-s!, published by Simrock in Berlin, which includes ‘Auf dem Kirchhofe’ by Detlev von Liliencron. That for me is the greatest honour.





Liliencron was one of the first to recognize the genius of Hugo Wolf (see p. 578) – a fact that would not have endeared him to Brahms. He served with distinction in the Austro-Prussian and Franco-Prussian wars, and wrote short stories, novels, plays and poems, the best of which have a freshness and a way of capturing the fleeting moment that commended him to the Naturalists.



c.1887 Maienkätzchen / May catkins Op. 107, no. 4






Maienkätzchen, erster Gruß,


Ich breche euch und stecke euch


An meinen alten Hut.







May catkins, first greeting,


I pick you and pin you


On my old hat.







Maienkätzchen, erster Gruß,


Einst brach ich euch und steckte euch


Der Liebsten an den Hut.


(Berg, Zemlinsky)







May catkins, first greeting,


Once I picked and pinned you


On my sweetheart’s hat.









c.1888 Auf dem Kirchhofe / In the churchyard Op. 105, no. 4






Der Tag ging regenschwer und sturmbewegt,


Ich war an manch vergeßnem Grab gewesen.


Verwittert Stein und Kreuz, die Kränze alt,


Die Namen überwachsen, kaum zu lesen.







The day was heavy with rain and storms,


I had stood by many a forgotten grave.


Weathered stones and crosses, faded wreaths,


The names overgrown, scarcely to be read.







Der Tag ging sturmbewegt und regenschwer,


Auf allen Gräbern fror das Wort: Gewesen.


Wie sturmestot die Särge schlummerten –


Auf allen Gräbern taute still: Genesen.







The day was heavy with storms and rains,


On each grave froze the word: Deceased.


How the coffins slumbered, dead to the storm –


Silent dew on each grave proclaimed: Released.











Hermann Lingg (1820–1905)


He resigned his commission as a medical officer in the Bavarian army in 1846 and became, like Geibel and Heyse, a member of the ‘Münchner Dichterkreis’. He published six volumes of poems, but few composers, apart from Brahms, Pfitzner, Reger and Schoenberg, have set any of them to music.


1886 Immer leiser wird mein Schlummer / My sleep grows ever quieter Op. 105, no. 2






Immer leiser wird mein Schlummer,


Nur wie Schleier liegt mein Kummer


      Zitternd über mir.


Oft im Traume hör’ ich dich


Rufen draus vor meiner Tür,


Niemand wacht und öffnet dir,


      Ich erwach’ und weine bitterlich.







My sleep grows ever quieter,


Only my grief, like a veil,


      Lies trembling over me.


I often hear you in my dreams


Calling outside my door,


No one keeps watch and lets you in,


      I awake and weep bitterly.







Ja, ich werde sterben müssen,


Eine andre wirst du küssen,


      Wenn ich bleich und kalt.


Eh die Maienlüfte wehn,


Eh die Drossel singt im Wald;


Willst du mich noch einmal sehn,


      Komm, o komme bald!


(Hiller, Kienzl, Orff, Pfitzner, Thuille)







Yes, I shall have to die,


You will kiss another


      When I am pale and cold.


Before May breezes blow,


Before the thrush sings in the wood;


If you would see me once again,


      Come soon, come soon!








Martin Luther (1483–1546)


‘Hier stehe ich. Ich kann nicht anders. Gott helfe mir.’ (‘Here I stand. I can do no other. May God help me.’) These famous words, uttered at the Diet of Worms in 1521, enshrine a confidence in the power of individual feeling that was to inspire the Sturm und Drang movement in Germany, and subsequently the Romantic writers. The free-thinking Brahms loved the directness and power of Luther’s German, which he set, not just in the Vier ernste Gesänge, but in Ein deutsches Requiem and many other choral works such as the first of the Three Motets, Op. 110 (‘Ich aber bin elend’), the third of the Fest- und Denksprüche, Op. 109 (‘Wo ist ein so herrlich Volk’), the first of the Two Motets, Op. 74 (‘Warum ist das Licht gegeben’) etc.


1896 Vier ernste Gesänge / Four Serious Songs Op. 121, nos. 1–4


    1


Denn es gehet dem Menschen / For that which befalleth the sons of men


ECCLESIASTES 3: 19–22




Denn es gehet dem Menschen wie dem Vieh, wie dies stirbt, so stirbt er auch, und haben alle einerlei Odem; und der Mensch hat nichts mehr denn das Vieh; denn es ist alles eitel.


Es fährt alles an einen Ort; es ist alles von Staub gemacht, und wird wieder zu Staub.


Wer weiß, ob der Geist des Menschen aufwärts fahre, und der Odem des Viehes unterwärts unter die Erde fahre?


Darum sahe ich, daß nichts bessers ist, denn daß der Mensch fröhlich sei in seiner Arbeit; denn das ist sein Teil. Denn wer will ihn dahin bringen, daß er sehe, was nach ihm geschehen wird?







For that which befalleth the sons of men befalleth beasts; [ … ] as the one dieth, so dieth the other; yea, they have all one breath; so that a man hath no pre-eminence above a beast; for all is vanity.


All go unto one place; all are of dust, and all turn to dust again.


Who knoweth the spirit of man [ … ] goeth upward and the spirit of the beast that goeth downward to the earth?


Wherefore I perceive that there is nothing better, than that a man should rejoice in his own works, for that is his portion. For who shall bring him to see what shall happen after him?





    2


Ich wandte mich / So I returned


ECCLESIASTES 4: 1–3




Ich wandte mich, und sahe an alle, die Unrecht leiden unter der Sonne; und siehe, da waren Tränen derer, die Unrecht litten und hatten keinen Tröster, und die ihnen Unrecht täten, waren zu mächtig, daß sie keinen Tröster haben konnten.


Da lobte ich die Toten, die schon gestorben waren, mehr als die Lebendigen, die noch das Leben hatten;


Und der noch nicht ist, ist besser als alle beide, und des Bösen nicht inne wird, das unter der Sonne geschieht.







So I returned, and considered all the oppressions that are done under the sun; and behold the tears of such as were oppressed, and they had no comforter; and on the side of their oppressors there was power; but they had no comforter.


Wherefore I praised the dead which are already dead more than the living which are yet alive.


Yea, better is he than both they, which hath not yet been, who hath not seen the evil work that is done under the sun.





   3


O Tod / O death


ECCLESIASTICUS 41: 1–2




O Tod, wie bitter bist du, wenn an dich gedenket ein Mensch, der gute Tage und genug hat und ohne Sorge lebet; und dem es wohl geht in allen Dingen und noch wohl essen mag!


O Tod, wie wohl tust du dem Dürftigen, der da schwach und alt ist, der in allen Sorgen steckt, und nichts Bessers zu hoffen, noch zu erwarten hat!







O death, how bitter is the remembrance of thee to a man that liveth at rest in his possessions, unto the man that hath nothing to vex him, and that hath prosperity in all things; yea, unto him that is yet able to receive meat!


O death, acceptable is thy sentence unto the needy and unto him whose strength faileth, that is now in the last age, and is vexed with all things, and to him that despaireth, and hath lost patience!








    4


Wenn ich mit Menschen / Though I speak with the tongues of men


I CORINTHIANS 13: 1–3, 12–13




Wenn ich mit Menschen- und mit Engelzungen redete, und hätte der Liebe nicht, so wär ich ein tönend Erz, oder eine klingende Schelle.


Und wenn ich weissagen könnte und wüßte alle Geheimnisse und alle Erkenntnis, und hätte allen Glauben, also, daß ich Berge versetzte, und hätte der Liebe nicht, so wäre ich nichts.


Und wenn ich alle meine Habe den Armen gäbe, und ließe meinen Leib brennen, und hätte der Liebe nicht, so wäre mirs nichts nütze.


Wir sehen jetzt durch einen Spiegel in einem dunkeln Worte, dann aber von Angesicht zu Angesichte. Jetzt erkenne ichs stückweise, dann aber werd ichs erkennen, gleichwie ich erkennet bin.


Nun aber bleibet Glaube, Hoffnung, Liebe, diese drei; aber die Liebe ist die größeste unter ihnen.







Though I speak with the tongues of men and of angels, and have not charity, I am become as sounding brass or a tinkling cymbal.


And though I have the gift of prophecy, and understand all mysteries, and all knowledge; and though I have all faith, so that I could remove mountains, and have not charity, I am nothing.


And though I bestow all my goods to feed the poor, and though I give my body to be burned, it profiteth me nothing …


For now we see through a glass, darkly; but then face to face: now I know in part, but then shall I know even as also I am known.


And now abideth faith, hope, charity, these three; but the greatest of these is charity.





August von Platen (1796–1835)


Platen, in full Karl August Georg Maximilian, Graf von Platen-Hallermünde, suffered from a sense of isolation throughout his short life. A nobleman, he served as an officer in the army from 1814 to 1818 – a career quite unsuitable for a gay and eccentric dreamer. Having left the army, he studied literature and language at university, sought success as a playwright, failed, and then turned his back on Germany and spent the rest of his life in voluntary exile in Italy. His finest poetry (he published Ghaselen in 1821 and Sonette aus Venedig in 1824) deserves a place in any anthology of German verse. Brahms set five of his poems in Op. 32. Other composers attracted to his poetry include Cornelius, Loewe (‘Der Pilgrim von St Just’), Marx and, of course, Schubert (‘Die Liebe hat gelogen’ and ‘Du liebst mich nicht’).


September 1864 Wie rafft ich mich auf in der Nacht / How I leapt up in the night Op. 32, no. 1






Wie rafft ich mich auf in der Nacht, in der Nacht,


Und fühlte mich fürder gezogen,


Die Gassen verließ ich, vom Wächter bewacht,


Durchwandelte sacht


In der Nacht, in der Nacht


Das Tor mit dem gotischen Bogen.







How I leapt up in the night, in the night,


And felt myself drawn onward,


I left the streets, patrolled by the watch,


Quietly walked on


In the night, in the night,


Through the gate with the Gothic arch.







Der Mühlbach rauschte durch felsigen Schacht,


Ich lehnte mich über die Brücke,


Tief unter mir nahm ich der Wogen in Acht,


Die wallten so sacht


In der Nacht, in der Nacht,


Doch wallte nicht eine zurücke.







The millstream rushed through the rocky gorge,


I leaned over the bridge,


Far below me I watched the waves


That flowed so quietly


In the night, in the night,


But not a single wave ever flowed back.







Es drehte sich oben, unzählig entfacht


Melodischer Wandel der Sterne,


Mit ihnen der Mond in beruhigter Pracht,


Sie funkelten sacht


In der Nacht, in der Nacht,


Durch täuschend entlegene Ferne.







The countless, kindled stars above


Went on their melodious way,


With them the moon in tranquil splendour –


They glittered quietly


In the night, in the night,


Through deceptively distant space.







Ich blickte hinauf in der Nacht, in der Nacht,


Und blickte hinunter aufs neue;


O wehe, wie hast du die Tage verbracht,


Nun stille du sacht,


In der Nacht, in der Nacht,


Im pochenden Herzen die Reue!







I gazed aloft in the night, in the night,


And gazed down again once more;


Oh how have you spent your days, alas,


Now quietly silence


In the night, in the night,


The remorse that pounds in your heart!








September 1864 Ich schleich umher / I creep about Op. 32, no. 3






Ich schleich umher


Betrübt und stumm,


Du fragst, o frage


Mich nicht, warum?


Das Herz erschüttert


So manche Pein!


Und könnt ich je


Zu düster sein?







I creep about,


Troubled and silent,


You ask me – oh, ask


Me not – why?


My heart is shaken


By so much pain!


And could I ever


Be too gloomy?







Der Baum verdorrt,


Der Duft vergeht,


Die Blätter liegen


So gelb im Beet,


Es stürmt ein Schauer


Mit Macht herein,


Und könnt ich je


Zu düster sein?


(Burgmüller)







The tree withers,


Fragrance fades,


Leaves lie so yellow


In the flowerbed.


A heavy shower


Comes storming up,


And could I ever


Be too gloomy?











September 1864 Der Strom, der neben mir verrauschte / The river that rushed by me Op. 32, no. 4






Der Strom, der neben mir verrauschte, wo ist er nun?


Der Vogel, dessen Lied ich lauschte, wo ist er nun?


Wo ist die Rose, die die Freundin am Herzen trug,


Und jener Kuß, der mich berauschte, wo ist er nun?


Und jener Mensch, der ich gewesen, und den ich längst


Mit einem andern Ich vertauschte, wo ist er nun?







The river that rushed by me, where is it now?


The bird whose song I listened to, where is it now?


Where is the rose my love wore on her heart,


And that kiss which entranced me, where is it now?


And that man I used to be, and whom I long ago


Exchanged for another self, where is he now?








September 1864 Wehe, so willst du mich wieder / Alas, would you once again Op. 32, no. 5






Wehe, so willst du mich wieder,


Hemmende Fessel, umfangen?


Auf, und hinaus in die Luft!


Ströme der Seele Verlangen,


Ström es in brausende Lieder,


Saugend ätherischen Duft!







Alas, would you once again


Enchain me, restraining fetters?


Up and out into the open!


Pour out the soul’s longing,


Pour it into impassioned songs,


Absorbing ethereal fragrance!







Strebe dem Wind nur entgegen,


Daß er die Wange dir kühle,


Grüße den Himmel mit Lust!


Werden sich bange Gefühle


Im Unermesslichen regen?


Atme den Feind aus der Brust!


(Lang)







Struggle into the teeth of the wind,


That it may cool your cheeks,


Greet the heavens with joy!


Can you feel anxiety,


When confronted by the infinite universe?


Breathe out the foe from your breast!








September 1864 Du sprichst, daß ich mich täuschte / You tell me I was mistaken Op. 32, no. 6






Du sprichst, daß ich mich täuschte,


Beschworst es hoch und hehr,


Ich weiß ja doch, du liebtest,


Allein du liebst nicht mehr!







You tell me I was mistaken,


You swore it by all you hold dear,


Yet I know you loved me once,


But no longer love me now!







Dein schönes Auge brannte,


Die Küsse brannten sehr,


Du liebtest mich, bekenn es,


Allein du liebst nicht mehr!







Your beautiful eyes smouldered,


Your kisses even more,


You loved me once, confess it,


But no longer love me now!







Ich zähle nicht auf neue,


Getreue Wiederkehr;


Gesteh nur, daß du liebtest,


Und liebe mich nicht mehr!







I do not ever expect you


To love me faithfully again;


Just confess you loved me once


And no longer love me now!








Christian Reinhold (1813–56)


The pseudonym of Christian Köstlin, an occasional poet whose daughter, Marie Fellinger, was a famous photographer who made many portraits of Brahms in his old age. It was she who drew his attention to her father’s poems, of which Brahms set four. The melody of ‘Nachtigall’ had originally been composed for another Reinhold song, ‘Der Wanderer’; Brahms then slightly adapted the text of ‘Nachtigall’ in order to accommodate the same tune.



c.1885 Nachtigall / Nightingale Op. 97, no. 1






O Nachtigall,


Dein süßer Schall,


Er dringet mir durch Mark und Bein.


Nein, trauter Vogel, nein!


Was in mir schafft so süße Pein,


Das ist nicht dein, –


Das ist von andern, himmelschönen,


Nun längst für mich verklungenen Tönen,


In deinem Lied ein leiser Widerhall.







O nightingale,


Your sweet voice


Pierces me to the marrow.


No, dear bird, no!


What causes me such sweet pain


Is not your notes, –


But others, of heavenly beauty,


Long since vanished for me,


A gentle echo in your song.








Robert Reinick (1805–52)


See Robert Schumann, Wolf


April 1852 Juchhe! / Hurrah! Op. 6, no. 4






    Wie ist doch die Erde so schön, so schön!


Das wissen die Vögelein:


Sie heben ihr leicht Gefieder,


Und singen so fröhliche Lieder


In den blauen Himmel hinein.







    How fair, how fair the earth is!


The little birds know this:


They flutter their light feathers


And sing such happy songs


Into the blue sky above.







    Wie ist doch die Erde so schön, so schön!


Das wissen die Flüss’ und Seen:


Sie malen im klaren Spiegel


Die Gärten und Städt’ und Hügel,


Und die Wolken, die drüber gehn!







    How fair, how fair the earth is!


The rivers and lakes know this;


In their clear mirrors they paint


The gardens and towns and hills,


And the clouds that pass overhead!







    Und Sänger und Maler wissen es,


Und es wissen’s viel andre Leut’,


Und wers nicht malt, der singt es,


Und wers nicht singt, dem klingt es


Im Herzen vor lauter Freud’!


(Kienzl, Marschner)







    And poets and painters know it,


And many other folk as well,


And those who don’t paint it, sing it,


And those who don’t sing it, can hear it


Sound in their hearts for sheer joy!








January 1853 Liebestreu / True love Op. 3, no. 1






„O versenk, o versenk dein Leid, mein Kind,


In die See, in die tiefe See!“ –


Ein Stein wohl bleibt auf des Meeres Grund,


Mein Leid kommt stets in die Höh’. –







‘Oh drown, oh drown your grief, my child,


In the sea, the fathomless sea!’ –


A stone may stay on the ocean bed,


My grief will always surface. –







„Und die Lieb’, die du im Herzen trägst,


Brich sie ab, brich sie ab, mein Kind!“ –


Ob die Blum’ auch stirbt, wenn man sie bricht:


Treue Lieb’ nicht so geschwind. –







‘And the love you bear in your heart,


Pluck it out, pluck it out, my child!’ –


Though a flower will die when it is plucked:


Faithful love will not fade so fast. –







„Und die Treu, und die Treu, ’s war nur ein Wort,


In den Wind damit hinaus!“ –


O Mutter, und splittert der Fels auch im Wind,


Meine Treue, die hält ihn aus. –







‘Faithful, faithful – is but a word,


Away with it to the winds!’ –


Though a rock, O mother, will split in the wind,


My faithful love will withstand it. –








Friedrich Rückert (1788–1866)


See Mahler, Robert Schumann



c.1883 Mit vierzig Jahren / At forty Op. 94, no. 1






Mit vierzig Jahren ist der Berg erstiegen,


    Wir stehen still und schaun zurück;


    Dort sehen wir der Kindheit stilles liegen


    Und dort der Jugend lautes Glück.


Noch einmal schau, und dann gekräftigt weiter


    Erhebe deinen Wanderstab!


    Hindehnt ein Bergesrücken sich, ein breiter,


    Und hier nicht, drüben gehts hinab.


Nicht atmend aufwärts brauchst du mehr zu steigen,


    Die Ebne zieht von selbst dich fort;


    Dann wird sie sich mit dir unmerklich neigen,


    Und eh’ du’s denkst, bist du im Port.







At forty the mountain has been climbed,


    We stand in silence and look back;
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