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1
            Prelude with Low-flying Fighter Jet

            ––––––––

            Straubing, August 19842

         

         
            
               
                  
3Liebesbotschaft


                  Robert Schumann: Aus dem Liederbuch eines Malers (6)

               

               
                  Wolken, die ihr nach Osten eilt,

                  Wo die Eine, die Meine weilt,

                  All meine Wünsche, mein Hoffen und Singen

                  Sollen auf eure Flügel sich schwingen,

                  Sollen euch, Flüchtige,

                  Zu ihr lenken,

                  Daß die Züchtige

                  Meiner in Treuen mag gedenken!

               

               
                  Singen noch Morgenträume sie ein,

                  Schwebet leise zum Garten hinein,

                  Senket als Tau euch in schattige Räume,

                  Streuet Perlen auf Blumen und Bäume,

                  Daß der Holdseligen,

                  Kommt sie gegangen,

                  All die fröhlichen

                  Blüten sich öffnen mit lichterem Prangen!

               

               
                  Und am Abend in stiller Ruh’

                  Breitet der sinkenden Sonne euch zu!

                  Mögt mit Purpur und Gold euch malen,

                  Mögt in dem Meere von Gluten und Strahlen

                  Leicht sich schwingende

                  Schifflein fahren,

                  Daß sie singende

                  Engel glaubt auf euch zu gewahren.

               

               
                  Ja, wohl möchten es Engel sein,

                  Wär’ mein Herz gleich ihrem rein;

                  All meine Wünsche, mein Hoffen und Singen

                  Zieht ja dahin auf euren Schwingen,

                  Euch, ihr Flüchtigen,4

                  Hinzulenken

                  Zu der Züchtigen,

                  Der ich einzig nur mag gedenken.

                  robert reinick

               

               
                  Clouds, rushing eastwards,

                  To where the One, my own, is waiting,

                  Let all of my desires, my hopes, my songs

                  Take flight upon your wings,

                  And guide you,

                  Fugitives, to her,

                  That my chaste love

                  May faithfully think of me.

               

               
                  Dreams of morning sing around her,

                  Float quietly into the garden,

                  Settle like dew in shady spots,

                  Strew pearls on flowers and trees,

                  So that at the appearance

                  Of the fair one

                  All the joyful blossoms

                  Open with brighter beauty.

               

               
                  And in the evening in quiet peace

                  Spread out towards the setting sun,

                  Paint yourself with purple and gold,

                  And in the sea

                  Of embers and beams

                  Sail like bobbing boats,

                  And make her believe she sees

                  Singing angels round you.

               

               
                  Yes, angels they would be,

                  If only my heart were as pure as hers;

                  All my desires, my hopes, my singing5

                  Draw hither on your wings,

                  To guide you,

                  Fugitives,

                  To the chaste one,

                  The only one I may remember.

               

            

         

         
              

         

         The place I come from is a little like the Wild West. Straubing lies in the great alluvial plain of the Danube, the wide hori­zon to the north disappearing into the Bavarian forest. It gets very hot in the summer, and my friend’s farm was dusty with corn. I worked there once for a few days, cycling the ten kilometres there and back. The work was hard, but what I remember most distinct­ly is the sting of the grain dust, particularly during the rapeseed harvest. It was impossible to describe all the different colours in the millions of grains. My young farmer friend and I couldn’t tear our eyes away; every colour was there, except perhaps blue. We stood there, smoking like cowboys and talking about motorbikes. And then I would cycle home again. In the evening there was much still to be said, and we talked on the phone.

         Then something happened that I have never experienced since. We were living at the edge of the German Democratic Republic – East Germany – at the end of the Western world; Bohemia and the Iron Curtain were less than fifty kilometres away. A low-flying fighter jet – they flew all the time in those days – approached the farm. The noise could be heard over the telephone, and we stopped talking. It flew on. And we resumed our conversation. Then the same plane reached my parents’ house. I was speechless; we both were. We immediately sensed what a unique experience was con­necting us. We talked some more about motorbikes, about the harvest, about the workers on the farm. And yet the bond forged by what we had just experienced was much more profound and elemental than the one established by our words.6

         Lovers hope for similar moments when they spend an evening apart. They agree to look at the moon at a particular time, wherever they may be. They don’t have the same perspective, but they have a shared illusion – that they are seeing, feeling and thinking the same thing, at the same time. Words are superfluous; they would only get in the way.

         
            *

         

         Two hundred years ago many messages of love were written and much music composed for them, relying on this same shared illusion. Some of these songs are particularly important to me. The very first song-cycle in the entire lied tradition, Beethoven’s An die ferne Geliebte (‘To the Distant Beloved’), with its six lieder, is one such: clouds, streams, birds and wind – they are all supposed to be the lover’s messengers, inanimate or animate, but not real human go-betweens. As if these messengers have the gift of reason, they are to tell the beloved that he misses her because she is so far away – that is the limit of what they can say. As if the beloved didn’t know in any case that her friend loves her and longs for her. The gesture is more important than the message, just as the artificial togetherness when far apart may be more important than the exchange of words, shared thought more important than speech. That gesture does not distinguish only the poems of Alois Jeitteles, set by Beethoven, but also Schubert’s Liebesbotschaft (‘Message of Love’) and Schumann’s, the first lied of the Schwanengesang and the last of Aus dem Lieder­buch eines Malers (‘From a Painter’s Song Book’, Op. 36). These lieder conjure natural events capable of quickly reaching far-off places, so swiftly that the message is still warm when it arrives, even if it is not especially rich in content.7

         
            
               
                  Ungeduld

                  Franz Schubert: Die schöne Müllerin (7)

               

               
                  […]

               

               
                  Ich möchte mir ziehen einen jungen Star,

                  Bis daß er spräch die Worte rein und klar,

                  Bis er sie spräch mit meines Mundes Klang,

                  Mit meines Herzens vollem, heißen Drang;

                  Dann säng er hell durch ihre Fensterscheiben:

                  Dein ist mein Herz und soll es ewig bleiben.

               

               
                  Den Morgenwinden möcht’ ich’s hauchen ein,

                  Ich möcht’ es säuseln durch den regen Hain,

                  O, leuchtet’ es aus jedem Blumenstern!

                  Trüg’ es der Duft zu ihr von nah’ und fern!

                  Ihr Wogen, könnt ihr nichts als Räder treiben?

                  Dein ist mein Herz und soll es ewig bleiben.

               

               
                  […]

                  wilhelm müller

               

               
                  I wish I could train a young starling,

                  Until it could repeat my words purely and clearly,

                  Until it could speak with my mouth’s sound,

                  With the full, hot urging of my heart;

                  Then it would sing clearly through her window panes:

                  Yours is my heart, and will be always.

               

               
                  I would like to breathe it into the morning winds,

                  I would like to whisper it through the bosky grove,

                  O that it might gleam from every blossom-star!

                  That their scent might carry it to her from near and far!

                  O stream, can you do no more than turn the wheel?

                  Yours is my heart, and will be always.8

               

            

         

         The two middle verses of Ungeduld (‘Impatience’), the seventh lied of Schubert’s song-cycle Die schöne Müllerin, are messages of love, although of a particular kind. Here the object of devotion is close by, in the same place, but she has yet to find out how lucky she is. For a message of love to be perfect, the couples communicating (or not quite communicating) have already declared themselves. In Die schöne Müllerin, on the other hand, the apprentice miller is one of many, along with his fellow workers, who worship the miller’s daughter. Over the course of the cycle he obsessively imagines more and more intensely his relationship with the girl for whom he will eventually drown himself in the millstream. And it is this delusion that drives him to send messages to the miller’s daughter, although he cannot entrust them to another person – he doesn’t dare – any more than he could dare speak them to her himself.

         This idea is put quite bluntly – and here again there is as yet no couple, only the lover’s desire – in Aloys Schreiber’s Blumenbrief (‘Flower Letter’), also set by Schubert. The message is not about something that can be said. It is simply that being together with the unknown beauty is utterly inevitable. Should it fail to come about, then death must surely follow.

         The living warmth of the greeting in Mendelssohn’s setting of Lenau’s An die Entfernte (op. 71 no. 3) is intended to be vivid: the distance the beloved travels should be no further than a rose can survive in bloom as a message of love, no further than sound can carry or a nightingale can bring straw to its nest. What is important is the freshness of the message; conversely it expresses that desired experience cannot be guaranteed by messages alone. The addressee in Was bedeutet die Bewegung? (‘What is the meaning of this mo­tion?’) from Goethe’s West-östlicher Divan expresses just this: ‘Oh, the true message of the heart, / The breath of love, refreshed life, / Comes to me from its mouth alone, / Can give me his breath alone.’ In this poem, also set by Schubert (as Suleika I), the per­spective of the distant beloved herself is revealed. Whereas in the 9Beethoven–Jeitteles setting the ‘west’ indicates the winds blowing westwards from the east, here the wind is identified as ‘east’, blow­ing from Weimar (Goethe) to Frankfurt (Marianne von Willemer).

         While in all the lieder mentioned here the beloved seems to live in the open countryside, which is why the message is always able to reach her directly, the lover in the poem written by Marianne von Willemer is described as going about his business behind the high walls of his city. Particularly in Ach, um deine feuchten Schwingen (‘Ah, Your Wings So Moist’) – another Divan-poem written by Marianne von Willemer, set by Schubert as Suleika II – the heralding wind assumes a different gender. The beloved herself speaks much more empathetically to the west wind about the man’s feel­ings – a message from her to him, then – wishing that it might hide all her pain and not grieve her distant beloved. No male sender seems capable of such altruism. In the pain of their separation, they are capable of feeling nothing but the pain and distress of their own longing, which the person to whom the message is addressed is begged to assuage.

         Die Taubenpost (‘Pigeon Post’), at the end of Schubert’s Schwanengesang, finally gives the messenger, a pigeon in this instance, a name: ‘It is called: Longing.’ Here I feel I have reached the heart of the matter: if we consider not the real female affection articulated exclusively in the Suleika lieder, but the male equivalent, which focuses solely on the sender’s own painful longing, and writes it in the wind and water, we might be inclined to suspect that the inten­tion is not so much reunification with the longed-for woman, but rather that it is this expressed desire itself that is the object of pas­sionate interest. In Joseph von Eichendorff’s novel Aus dem Leben eines Taugenichts (‘From the Life of a Good-for-nothing’), the hero, who imagines himself in a state of happy longing, is attracted for the entire book by fantasies rather than by the love of a real woman. As a reader I have no desire to know what his life would be like once it were to resume an orderly course or his love if it were 10to blossom in real life. It’s no surprise that the wonder of this book must end where a man’s everyday love life begins, unworthy as it is of description. And that is where every ‘message of love’ has to conclude: longing would end if the couple were allowed, or indeed compelled, to live together, if self-preoccupied infatuation were to make way at last for mutual love.

         
            *

         

         In Beethoven’s An die ferne Geliebte, it is not only nature, both animate and inanimate, that is summoned as a messenger. In the first and sixth poems it is love songs themselves that seem to exist simply as their own message, overcoming time and distance, and ubiquitously available: ‘For the sound of song escapes / Every space and every time, / And a loving heart reaches / What blessed a loving heart.’ The beloved waiting in the distance may then sing the mes­sage back, as in Goethe’s poem An die Entfernte (‘To the Distant One’) set by Schubert – sung messages of love appear to be the only imaginable alternative to a message conveyed by nature. At any rate the messages of Beethoven’s distant beloved (‘What from my full breast / Rang without false artistry, / Just aware of its own longing’) should be clearly perceived as an expression of unadul­terated emotion: no affects, only private feeling; no sentimentality, only something jointly felt; nothing less than uniqueness, nothing beyond compare. All of that is to sound once more from her lips, at a shared moment, at the beginning of night – a very private meditation shared over a great distance.

         Here the song takes the place of nature; the poet assumes nature’s ‘naturalness’, he wants to proceed ‘without artifice’. Here – in the very first song-cycle, and even before folk songs were collected in Germany – the dialectical symmetry of the art song and the folk song is addressed. Still, a utopia – the lied – must be art, yet it does not derive its credibility from art. The lied does not emerge from past memory accorded to birds, streams, clouds and winds; it must be the present. It is then a very short distance from that 11utopia, that artistic illusion, to present reality, from Beethoven to Schubert, who put that idea – without a programme, of course, but in its first perfect form – into practice.

         In the Beethoven, however, between the first and the sixth poem, there are four lieder that the lyrical self of the lover has clearly already sung, because at the end the poet declares, somewhat surprisingly: ‘Then embrace these songs / Which I sang to you, beloved’ – even though they are in fact the cause of all the fuss in the first place. These four poems are simply an expressive form of lamentation (songs 2 and 5) and the stated desire for a swiftly delivered mes­sage (songs 3 and 4). In the third poem the loved one is captured as if through a lens: it is first birds, singing as they sail high and light, who cover the distance most quickly and directly. In the next stanza the message, still in the major key, is passed to clouds, as mist, through which the birds, dropping lower, now need to pass. Then the beloved can be seen in close-up, sitting in the bushes, from here on in the minor key. Lastly, light breezes and the stream whisper to her that at least someone far away is still thinking of her.

         
            *

         

         The five stanzas of the third song show how, just at the very moment the lied genre is coming into being, Beethoven is determined to individualise the stanzas and thus make them vivid within the song. He is unable to use the technique of instrumental variation – neither text nor voice will stretch to that – but there are traces of it, in the interplay of major and minor, and in the way in which the music rhythmically articulates the poem. This is achieved not by staccato or slurs or accents, but by note values that, as in the major–minor modulation, focus attention on the meaning of the poem as it devel­ops through the stanzas. Quaver pauses separating syllables certainly indicate that a difference between legato and parlando is intended to emphasise the importance of the words within the musical context (see music example 1 overleaf). First, single crotchets are integrated within the quaver context via long vowels (‘Hö[-hen]’, ‘spä[-hen]’), 12then, later the syllable ‘sin[-nend]’ is elongated, even though it is actually spoken with a short vowel – a sound equivalent to its mean­ing. Finally, whole phrases become disembodied into an entirely un-voice-like line of quavers alternating with quaver pauses – con­noting ease and levity. The variety of the vocal line is reflected in the piano part through a remodelling of the original quaver-triplet movement, giving the song an agitated twelve-quaver character. It is varied by dotted-quaver rhythms, tied and untied crotchets, syncopated quavers and even two bars with little a cappella phrases over chords, recitative-style (see music example 2).

         
            
[image: ]1 Ludwig van Beethoven: An die ferne Geliebte: ‘Leichte Segler in den Höhen’, bars 105, 109 and 114–17
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         13This suggests that Beethoven is attempting a great variety of articulation when it comes to textual interpretation, at a time when the vocabulary for such notation of the vocal part did not even exist. In fact it didn’t exist in any sense, but it was soon rendered unnecessary by the new style of melodic declamation, for example in Schumann and Wagner. For present-day performers it is a curiosity to come across notation of vocal articulation of this kind. In Wozzeck Alban Berg, still inexperienced in the banalities of the art of singing, wrote some sixty different kinds of vocal articulation. (Someone, apparently, has counted them …) No one would pre­sume to understand or determine precisely all their meanings, or even make them sound distinctive, but it should still be clear that the composer is seeking to achieve and convey a fantastical range of aural possibilities.

         For that reason, particularly in performance, I have never found it a practicable solution to observe slavishly the length of the notes in the third song of Beethoven’s An die ferne Geliebte. The vari­ous syllable lengths, with a notation in quavers or crotchets, can hardly evoke an exact idea of sound. Curiously, it isn’t even really audible when one does attempt to follow the note values precisely. Particularly with note values as short as the ones in this song, the nature of different consonants or chains of consonants restricts the ability to achieve rhythmical precision, especially when set against instrumental sound. To me, that seemingly almost ‘natural’ artistic freedom can be understood as the expression of dramatic fidelity to the work, because the required precision can be achieved only by accepting a degree of interpretation. The greatest possible literal fidelity can, paradoxically, lead a performer beyond the sound at 14the heart of a work. As far as I am concerned, this is one of many indications that fidelity to the work is to be preferred to fidelity to the author as a guiding principle in the performing arts. However, it is clear that fidelity to the work does not have to involve an explicit rejection of the author’s stated will but can in fact be the execution of the author’s implied will. Who would feel obliged to accept, for example, Berg’s instruction that some scenes in Wozzeck (street, inn, etc.) must have a naturalistic stage set? This is why the delightful saying that ‘the work knows more than the author’ is in no way an anarchic justification for artistic randomness or high-handedness on the performer’s part.

         My conclusion with regard to Berg’s Wozzeck lies not in seeking a finite solution to the problem – for example, by only speaking or only singing – but in developing a sound appropriate to the dramatic situation and combining it with a plausible interpretation of the score. Then, with the means available, such as articulation, dynamics, intonation, coloration and vibrato, one might even attain far more than sixty different kinds of vocal presentation, because essentially each note to be performed, every word that a singer/actor needs to communicate, is a unique and incomparable sound event.

         
            *

         

         In the fourth song of An die ferne Geliebte, exuberance breaks through. The inanimate trio – the cloud, the west and the stream – which in the previous song were granted being and meaning by the birds, are now brought to life by the originator of the message. He wants to be there; he wants the clouds to carry him along; he wants to share the wind’s pleasure as it touches his beloved’s hair. Reminiscent of Eifersucht und Stolz (‘Jealousy and Pride’) from Schubert’s Müllerin, in which the miller orders the stream, ‘Turn round!’, most beautiful of all is his desire that the stream should simply flow backwards as soon as it has absorbed the beloved’s reflection. It is the desire for a response – as it were via post-chaise, telegram or television set – that will convey to the lover her every 15detail, not only her tears flowing into the stream, not only verbal description, but sound and picture. He longs to see, even to feel, how she is, far away in the distance. Water stands in inanimate apposition to his own physical sensuality – we shall soon experi­ence that device once again in Schubert’s Müllerin, in which the miller, his own life severely restricted, needs an alter ego: the brook.

         
            *

         

         In Liebesbotschaft, the sixth song of Robert Schumann’s opus 36, quoted above, we can find its inversion. In this lied, an aural embodiment of the ethereal, virtually a sung perpetuum mobile, the designated messengers – the clouds – appear as per­fect carrier pigeons, as they do in Die Taubenpost from Schubert’s Schwanengesang. They are ideal embodiments of the sender’s long­ing: metamorphous in colour and shape, they no longer seek to communicate anything concrete; they are mere apparitions. The beloved, if she were then to think of the sender, would be moved only subliminally to do so, as if untouched by any desire of her own, which is also why she is referred to as chaste and faithful. All of the clouds’ appearances (‘all of my desires, my hopes, my songs’), however they might present themselves – as dew in shady spots, as pearls on flowers on trees, as little ships, painted purple and gold in the sea of glowing rays, on which tiny angels sing – they can ensure only that she remembers him: for her he is all that exists.1 This chauvinist, somewhat exhibitionistic enthusiasm is a game for which the writer needs an addressee. Perhaps she shouldn’t even be present. No answer to or engagement with his outpourings seems to be even desirable. In extremis the essence of Liebesbotschaft appears to be that the most important thing about the ‘song to the distantly abiding beloved’ may be the distance itself.

         
            *

         

         This lied was an epiphany for Gerold Huber and me. Even as young students we had to confront an ignorance that failed to grasp the song’s world-shifting remoteness from reality. Eric Sams wrote of 16the song beginning with a too excessive sweetness.2 For me this is a startling expression of a reluctance to understand something that threatens to afflict us all when our sophistication is challenged too excessively by singularity. At any rate, in the first recording that the two of us were to make, at Bayerischer Rundfunk, we had to defend our interpretation against the experienced and indeed ex­cellent sound engineer, who wanted the song to be delivered in a denser, more impasto-like tone than we would have wished. But our vision for the lied, which sounds like the immortalisation of any desire to believe, was rewarded: the recording attracted the interest of our agent, and she gave us our first really important performance, in May 1999 at the Schubertiade in Lindau.

         With the main motif that begins attacca – a dotted scale ris­ing from the third to the octave before falling again to the fifth – we associate an immediate expression of blissful transfiguration, completely lacking any sense of affirmation but at the same time avoiding indeterminacy. We always perform the lied as slowly as is humanly possible – as long as I don’t end up out of breath and neither does the phrase, and it doesn’t simply fall apart.

         But this air is not the illustrative breath and whisper that in many respects appears in Beethoven’s ‘Liebesbotschaft’. Rather it is a breath marked by a curious heaviness, which makes singing itself the subject in addition to distance – as in the two framing songs of Beethoven’s An die ferne Geliebte. This is not done explicitly, however, as in the Beethoven, but through the singing itself, in sensuality: singing may be experienced as singing. Then I use as little vibrato as possible, keeping the amplitude to a minimum. The colour is supposed to be bright and light. And all the parentheses – ‘Wo die Eine, die Meine weilt’ (‘To where the one, my own, is waiting’) and ‘Daß der Holdseligen, / Kommt sie gegangen / All die fröhlichen / Blüten …’ (‘So that at the appearance of the fair one / All the joyful blossoms …’) simply need enough air and enough duration to be recognised as such, to be able to make themselves understood. And 17yet they also need enough power not only to signify that sensuality, but to embody it in concrete terms, as sung and played phrases. It is not sensuality that the lonely and separated couple described above is missing, but something present in abundance for the com­placently longing lover: it is lied as self-celebration.

         The last example taught me the extent to which a sentence that is interrupted as a musical phrase (‘So that at the appearance of the fair one [piano interlude], / All the joyful blossoms open with brighter beauty’) must receive all the greater attention from the singer. Because the important thing here is to preserve the impres­sion of the infinite – embodied throughout by the poem’s whole perpetuum-mobile character, and epitomised by the enjambement and the sudden pentameter in the last line of the stanza. Even when sung, the sentence as a whole may be kept alive by virtue of the fact that the dynamic at which the voice pauses at the beginning of the piano interlude is precisely resumed at its re-entry.

         At the melodic climax Schumann has written an ossia, an alternative up to a sixth lower, in which the vocal line reaching an A flat, or even a B flat in the original, can be bypassed. From the very beginning, the high original struck Gerold Huber and me as counter to the essence of the lied, because it is too aria-like, and I was glad not to be able to sing it beautifully in a vocally technical sense, as with the ending of Dr Marianus’s aria in Schumann’s Szenen aus Goethes Faust (‘… needing mercy’). Sung lower, this passage expresses a greater indeterminacy, and corresponds more to the transfigured femininity than the convinced upward swing to the definitively conclusive high G.3 Perhaps these upward ossias are grapes that were too sour for me (like the fox in the fable find­ing the grapes were hanging just too high to be reached), or at least those fruits, when I did manage to get hold of them, were not sweet enough. However, this lied also ends in glorious inde­terminacy when Reinick writes and Schumann sings: ‘guide you, fugitives, / To the chaste one, the only one I may remember’. May 18he remember only her and no one else, or may he only remember her but not lead his life with her?

         
            *

         

         Today the problem of the message of love no longer exists. We can go wherever we like, or we can phone people up or chat via our computer. Only the deeper, sensual experience of the other is absent both then and now – the vaguely recognised timbre of the voice (i.e. over the telephone) cannot deceive us about that. Even seeing the moving face when FaceTiming is only a pale reflection of the situation in which two people touch each another, breathe the same air, are affected by the same rain, the same light and the same wind, burning the same air as they smoke two cigarettes. So I still find it all the more extraordinary how shocked my friend and I were by that brief interconnection of sensual and cognitive experiences. I hear the fighter jet over the telephone and imagine how loud it must be, the physical power of it, the noise that isn’t perceived solely by the eardrum, but that prompts a profound and terrible shudder in the hair and skin. And then the sound in the right ear, against the receiver communicating the distant situation, lessens and the sound in the unfiltered left ear becomes louder, because the jet is now reaching my house – and vice versa for my friend. Never since have I had such a shared, simultaneous, sensual and virtual experience over a long distance.

         But the grief of the past at the inability to communicate even to the most rudimentary degree over long distances has perhaps become the most important literary motif of the history of the lied. And even today the lied remains its most bewitching realisation.19

         Some Messages of Love

         
            
               
                  An die ferne Geliebte

                  Ludwig van Beethoven; 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 Busch 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!

               

               
                  ——

               

               
                  On the hill I sit gazing

                  Into the blue misty land,20

                  Looking for the far-off tracks

                  Where I found you, beloved.

               

               
                  Far away am I from you

                  Bush and valley separate us,

                  Lying between us and our peace

                  Our joy and our torment.

               

               
                  Oh – you cannot see the gaze

                  Hastening so ardently towards you,

                  And the sighs disperse

                  In the space dividing us.

               

               
                  Will nothing reach you,

                  Nothing be love’s messenger?

                  I want to sing, I want to sing songs

                  That tell you my pain.

               

               
                  For the sound of song escapes

                  Every space and every time

                  And a loving heart reaches

                  What blessed a loving heart.

               

               
                  2

                  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,21

                  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 mountains so blue

                  Appear out of

                  The misty grey,

                  Where the sun casts its last light

                  Where the cloud drifts,

                  That is where I would like to be.

               

               
                  There in the peaceful valley

                  Pain and torment fall silent

                  Where among the crags

                  The primrose dreams in silence

                  And the wind breathes softly,

                  That is where I would like to be.

               

               
                  For the pensive wood

                  Yearns the force of my love,

                  My inner pain.

                  Ah, were I not drawn away from here

                  Could I, true one,

                  Be with you forever.22

               

               
                  3

                  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 birds sailing on high

                  And you, narrow little brook,

                  If you see my sweetheart

                  Send her many thousands of greetings.

               

               
                  If, clouds, you should see her walking

                  Pensively in the silent valley,

                  Let my picture appear before her

                  In the airy space of heaven.23

               

               
                  Should she be standing by the bushes

                  Autumnally pale and bare

                  Let her know what has befallen me,

                  Birds, tell her of my pain.

               

               
                  Silent westerly winds, bring

                  Waving to my heart’s choice

                  My sighs, that fade

                  Like the sun’s last ray.

               

               
                  Whisper to her my pleas of love,

                  Little brooklet, let her see

                  Faithfully in your ripples

                  My numberless tears.

               

               
                  4

                  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 in the heights,

                  These birds’ cheerful skein,

                  Will see you, graceful one,

                  Take me along on your breezy flight!24

               

               
                  These west winds will play

                  Jokingly around your cheek and breast,

                  Will burrow in your silken locks,

                  If only I could share your delight!

               

               
                  Towards you from those hills

                  Busily dashes this brook.

                  If her image is reflected in you

                  Flow back then straight away!

               

               
                  5

                  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 hierher,

                  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.

               

               
                  ——25

               

               
                  May returns, the meadow is in bloom.

                  The breezes blow so soft, so mild.

                  The brooks babble along.

                  The swallow returns to the welcoming roof

                  So busily building its bridal chamber

                  Where love shall dwell.

               

               
                  Eagerly, from all around

                  It brings soft things to the bridal bed,

                  Some warming things for the little ones.

                  Now the spouses live so faithfully together.

                  What winter has parted May has brought together,

                  It knows the way to reunite the lovers.

               

               
                  May returns, the meadow is in bloom.

                  The breezes blow so soft, so mild,

                  Except that I cannot move from here.

                  Springtime reunites all that loves –

                  Yet no springtime appears for our love

                  And tears are its only reward.

               

               
                  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:26

               

               
                  Dann vor diesen Liedern weichet,

                  Was geschieden uns so weit,

                  Und ein liebend Herz erreichet,

                  Was ein liebend Herz geweiht!

                  alois jeitteles

               

               
                  Then embrace these songs,

                  Which I sang for you, beloved.

                  And in the evening sing them yourself

                  To the lute’s sweet sound.

               

               
                  When the setting sun then moves

                  Towards the still blue lake,

                  And its last ray dies away

                  Behind this mountain peak;

               

               
                  And you sing what I had sung,

                  Which from my full breast

                  Rang without false artistry,

                  Just aware of its own longing:

               

               
                  Then give way to these songs,

                  Which had separated us so far,

                  And a loving heart achieves

                  What a loving heart had vowed.

               

               
                  Liebesbotschaft

                  Franz Schubert: Schwanengesang (d. 957) (1)

               

               
                  Rauschendes Bächlein, so silbern und hell,

                  Eilst zur Geliebten so munter und schnell?

                  Ach, trautes Bächlein, mein Bote sei du;

                  Bringe die Grüße des Fernen ihr zu.27

               

               
                  All’ ihre Blumen, im Garten gepflegt,

                  Die sie so lieblich am Busen trägt,

                  Und ihre Rosen in purpurner Glut,

                  Bächlein, erquicke mit kühlender Flut.

               

               
                  Wenn sie am Ufer, in Träume versenkt,

                  Meiner gedenkend das Köpfchen hängt,

                  Tröste die Süße mit freundlichem Blick,

                  Denn der Geliebte kehrt bald zurück.

               

               
                  Neigt sich die Sonne mit rötlichem Schein,

                  Wiege das Liebchen in Schlummer ein.

                  Rausche sie murmelnd in süße Ruh’,

                  Flüst’re ihr Träume der Liebe zu.

                  ludwig rellstab

               

               
                  Rushing brook, silvery and bright,

                  Do you hurry so lively, so quickly, to the beloved?

                  Oh, trusty brook, be my messenger;

                  Bring the greetings of the distant one to her.

               

               
                  All of the flowers that she has tended in the garden,

                  Which she wears so sweetly in her bosom,

                  And her roses with their purple glow,

                  Refresh them, little brook, with your cooling waters.

               

               
                  If, lost in dreams by the riverbank,

                  She hangs her head as she remembers me,

                  Comfort the sweet one with a friendly glance,

                  For the beloved will soon return.

               

               
                  When the sun sets with its reddish glow,

                  Rock my darling into slumber.

                  Lull her with your murmurs into sweet peace,

                  Whisper to her dreams of love.28

               

               
                  Der Blumenbrief

                  Franz Schubert; d. 622

                  Euch Blümlein will ich senden

                  Zur schönen Jungfrau dort,

                  Fleht sie mein Leid zu enden

                  Mit einem guten Wort.

               

               
                  Du Rose kannst ihr sagen,

                  Wie ich in Lieb’ erglüh’,

                  Wie ich um sie muß klagen

                  Und weinen spät und früh.

               

               
                  Du, Myrte, flüstre leise

                  Ihr meine Hoffnung zu,

                  Sag’: auf des Lebens Reise

                  Glänzt ihm kein Stern als du.

               

               
                  Du Ringelblume deute

                  Ihr der Verzweiflung Schmerz;

                  Sag’ ihr: des Grabes Beute

                  Wird ohne dich sein Herz.

                  aloys schreiber

               

               
                  Little flowers, I want to send you

                  To the fair maiden there,

                  Beg her to end my suffering

                  With a kind word.

               

               
                  You, rose, can tell her

                  How I burn with love,

                  How I must lament for her

                  And weep night and day.

               

               
                  You, myrtle, whisper softly

                  My hopes to her,29

                  Say: on life’s journey

                  No star shines for him like you.

               

               
                  You, marigold, show

                  Her the pain of despair,

                  Tell her: the grave’s prey

                  Will be his heart without you.

               

               
                  An die Entfernte

                  Felix Mendelssohn: Six Songs, op. 71 (3)

               

               
                  Diese Rose pflück’ ich hier

                  In der weiten Ferne,

                  Liebes Mädchen, dir, ach dir,

                  Brächt’ ich sie so gerne!

               

               
                  Doch bis ich zu dir mag ziehen

                  Viele weite Meilen,

                  Ist die Rose längst dahin;

                  Denn die Rosen eilen.

               

               
                  Nie soll weiter sich in’s Land

                  Lieb’ von Liebe wagen,

                  Als sich blühend in der Hand

                  Läßt die Rose tragen;

               

               
                  Oder als die Nachtigall

                  Halme bringt zum Neste,

                  Oder als ihr süßer Schall

                  Wandert mit dem Weste.

                  nikolaus lenau

               

               
                  This rose I pluck here

                  In the foreign land,30

                  To you only, darling girl,

                  I would love to bring it!

               

               
                  Before I can return to you

                  Travelling many miles,

                  The rose will be long gone;

                  So swiftly roses fade.

               

               
                  Never further into the land

                  Love from love should venture,

                  Than blossoming in the hand

                  A rose can be carried;

               

               
                  Or than the nightingale

                  Brings straws to the nest,

                  Or than her sweet sound

                  Wanders with the wind from the west.

               

               
                  Suleika I

                  Franz Schubert; d. 720

               

               
                  Was bedeutet die Bewegung?

                  Bringt der Ost mir frohe Kunde?

                  Seiner Schwingen frische Regung

                  Kühlt des Herzens tiefe Wunde.

               

               
                  Kosend spielt er mit dem Staube,

                  Jagt ihn auf in leichten Wölkchen,

                  Treibt zur sichern Rebenlaube

                  Der Insekten frohes Völkchen.

               

               
                  Lindert sanft der Sonne Glühen,

                  Kühlt auch mir die heißen Wangen,

                  Küßt die Reben noch im Fliehen,

                  Die auf Feld und Hügel prangen.31

               

               
                  Und mir bringt sein leises Flüstern

                  Von dem Freunde tausend Grüße;

                  Eh’ noch diese Hügel düstern,

                  Grüßen mich wohl tausend Küsse.

               

               
                  Und so kannst du weiter ziehen!

                  Diene Freunden und Betrübten.

                  Dort, wo hohe Mauern glühen,

                  Find’ ich bald den Vielgeliebten.

               

               
                  Ach, die wahre Herzenskunde,

                  Liebeshauch, erfrischtes Leben

                  Wird mir nur aus seinem Munde,

                  Kann mir nur sein Atem geben.

                  johann wolfgang von goethe,

marianne von willemer

               

               
                  What is the meaning of this motion?

                  Does the east wind bring me happy news?

                  Its wings’ fresh stirring

                  Cools the heart’s deep wounds.

               

               
                  Caressingly it plays with the dust,

                  Sends it flying up in light little clouds

                  Drives to the safety of the grapevine

                  The cheerful swarm of insects.

               

               
                  Eases gently the sun’s glow,

                  Cools my hot cheeks too,

                  Kissing the grapes while fleeing

                  That adorn the field and hill.

               

               
                  And its quiet whisper brings me

                  From my friend a thousand greetings;

                  Even before these hills darken,

                  I am greeted by a thousand kisses.32

               

               
                  And so you can now move on!

                  Serve the friends and the afflicted.

                  And where high stone walls glow,

                  I will soon find my much beloved.

               

               
                  Oh, the true message of the heart,

                  The breath of love, refreshed life,

                  Comes to me from its mouth alone,

                  Can give me his breath alone.

               

               
                  Suleika II

                  Franz Schubert; d. 717

               

               
                  Ach, um deine feuchten Schwingen,

                  West, wie sehr ich dich beneide:

                  Denn du kannst ihm Kunde bringen,

                  Was ich in der Trennung leide!

               

               
                  Die Bewegung deiner Flügel

                  Weckt im Busen stilles Sehnen;

                  Blumen, Auen, Wald und Hügel

                  Stehn bei deinem Hauch in Tränen.

               

               
                  Doch dein mildes sanftes Wehen

                  Kühlt die wunden Augenlider;

                  Ach, für Leid müßt’ ich vergehen,

                  Hofft’ ich nicht zu sehn ihn wieder.

               

               
                  Eile denn zu meinem Lieben,

                  Spreche sanft zu seinem Herzen;

                  Doch vermeid’ ihn zu betrüben

                  Und verbirg ihm meine Schmerzen.

               

               
                  Sag’ ihm, aber sag’s bescheiden:

                  Seine Liebe sei mein Leben,33

                  Freudiges Gefühl von beiden

                  Wird mir seine Nähe geben.

                  johann wolfgang von goethe,

marianne von willemer

               

               
                  Oh, how your damp wings,

                  West wind, I envy you:

                  For you can bring him message

                  Of how I am suffering in separation.

               

               
                  The movement of your wings

                  Wakes in the breast still longing;

                  Flowers, meadows, wood and hills,

                  Stand at your breath in tears.

               

               
                  But your mild, soft draft

                  Cools the weary eyelids;

                  Oh, of suffering I could die

                  If I did not hope to see him again.

               

               
                  Hurry, then, to my beloved,

                  Speak softly to his heart;

                  But avoid saddening him

                  And hide from him my pain.

               

               
                  Tell him, but say it modestly:

                  His love is my life,

                  A sense of joy in them both

                  Being near to him will give me.

               

               
                  Die Taubenpost

                  Franz Schubert: Schwanengesang (d. 957) (14)

               

               
                  Ich hab’ eine Brieftaub’ in meinem Sold,

                  Die ist gar ergeben und treu,34

                  Sie nimmt mir nie das Ziel zu kurz,

                  Und fliegt auch nie vorbei.

               

               
                  Ich sende sie viel tausendmal

                  Auf Kundschaft täglich hinaus,

                  Vorbei an manchem lieben Ort,

                  Bis zu der Liebsten Haus.

               

               
                  Dort schaut sie zum Fenster heimlich hinein,

                  Belauscht ihren Blick und Schritt,

                  Gibt meine Grüße scherzend ab

                  Und nimmt die ihren mit.

               

               
                  Kein Briefchen brauch’ ich zu schreiben mehr,

                  Die Träne selbst geb’ ich ihr:

                  Oh, sie verträgt sie sicher nicht,

                  Gar eifrig dient sie mir.

               

               
                  Bei Tag, bei Nacht, im Wachen, im Traum,

                  Ihr gilt das alles gleich,

                  Wenn sie nur wandern, wandern kann,

                  Dann ist sie überreich.

               

               
                  Sie wird nicht müd’, sie wird nicht matt,

                  Der Weg ist stets ihr neu;

                  Sie braucht nicht Lockung, braucht nicht Lohn,

                  Die Taub’ ist so mir treu!

               

               
                  Drum heg’ ich sie auch so treu an der Brust,

                  Versichert des schönsten Gewinns;

                  Sie heißt: die Sehnsucht – kennt ihr sie? –

                  Die Botin treuen Sinns.

                  johann gabriel seidl35

               

               
                  I have a carrier pigeon in my employ

                  Which is all devoted and loyal.

                  It never falls short of its goal,

                  And never flies past it.

               

               
                  I send it out many thousands of times

                  To ply its trade every day,

                  Past many a kind place

                  On to the beloved’s house.

               

               
                  There it looks through the window secretly,

                  Spies on her gaze, her step,

                  Passes on my greetings playfully

                  And picks up hers in return.

               

               
                  No letter I need to write any more,

                  My tear even give I to it;

                  Oh, it certainly never will lose it,

                  As the pigeon eagerly serves me.

               

               
                  By day, by night, waking or dreaming,

                  It’s all the same to this bird;

                  As long as it can wander, wander,

                  It is amply rewarded.

               

               
                  It does not become tired or weary,

                  The route is always fresh and new;

                  It needs no enticement nor prize,

                  So loyal is the pigeon to me.

               

               
                  And that is why I hold it in faith to my breast,

                  Ensuring the finest reward;

                  It is called: Longing – do you know it? –

                  The messenger of a faithful heart.36

               

               
                  An die Entfernte

                  Franz Schubert; d. 765

               

               
                  So hab’ ich wirklich dich verloren?

                  Bist du, o Schöne, mir entflohn?

                  Noch klingt in den gewohnten Ohren

                  Ein jedes Wort, ein jeder Ton.

               

               
                  So wie des Wandrers Blick am Morgen

                  Vergebens in die Lüfte dringt,

                  Wenn, in dem blauen Raum verborgen,

                  Hoch über ihm die Lerche singt:

               

               
                  So dringet ängstlich hin und wieder

                  Durch Feld und Busch und Wald mein Blick;

                  Dich rufen alle meine Lieder:

                  O komm, Geliebte, mir zurück!

                  johann wolfgang von goethe

               

               
                  So have I really lost you?

                  Have you, fair one, fled from me?

                  Still echoes in familiar ears

                  Every word, every sound.

               

               
                  Just as the wanderer’s gaze at morning

                  Vainly pierces the air,

                  When, hidden in the blue expanse

                  High above him, the lark sings:

               

               
                  So fearfully back and forth wanders

                  Through field and bush and wood my gaze;

                  To you all of my songs are calling:

                  O come, beloved, back to me!

               

            

         

         
            
363Notes

            1 As early as 1834, six years before he began to compose lieder, Robert Schumann wrote to Clara Wieck, ‘At first I had various plans for our correspondence. I wanted to fill my balloon (you know that I have one) with ideas for letters, and let it rise in a favourable wind to the appropriate address. I wanted to catch butterflies as postmen to you (…) In short, I had many witty dreams in my head, from which I was awakened only today by a trumpet-blowing postillion.’ (Robert Schumann, ‘Schlage nur eine Weltsaite an’. Briefe 1828–1855, selected and annotated by Karin Sousa, with an afterword by Rüdiger Görner (Frankfurt am Main and Leipzig, 2006), p. 140.)

            2 ‘It would be churlish to resist this song (…). The opening strain is perhaps oversweet (…). It must be confessed however that the contrived peroration, which is the last if not the lasting impression, mars the total effect.’ (Eric Sams, The Songs of Robert Schumann (London, 1969), p. 154.)

            3 See ‘Schumann’s Abstract Opera’, pp. 59–80.
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            39Here one may certainly admire man as a mighty genius of construction who manages to assemble an infinitely complicated conceptual cathedral on moving foundations and as if on flowing water; of course, to stand on such foundations it must be a building as if made of spiders’ webs, delicate enough to be carried along by the waves, solid enough not to be blown apart by the wind.

            friedrich nietzsche (sadly not about Schumann)1

         

         Robert Schumann’s output in terms of lieder may be only about half as extensive as that of Franz Schubert, the ‘inventor’ of the genre, but it is marked by an idiosyncratic consistency. From the outset this is expressed in what can be perceived as a unique drive towards a structured conception. It can be discerned in many respects in relatively familiar dramaturgical ideas in the compositions dating from Schumann’s first year as a lieder composer – in the three most important cycles, but also in smaller forms. Glimpses of the conceptual freedom and diversity of his later years make their appearance early, for example in the Andersen-Lieder, op. 40, which, with their downright malicious emotional descent, prepare the way for the more abstract Lenau-Lieder, op. 90, ten years later.

         The conceptual diversity is astonishing from the start. Aus dem Liederbuch eines Malers, op. 36, from 1840 might be a painter’s portfolio imagined in sound, a kind of vocal sonata. The first lied is a cheerful movement; the second, third and fourth lieder form a scherzo with three romance sections; this is followed by a dramatic lied close to Goethe’s Erlkönig and Heine’s Die Lorelei, the whole concluding in the sixth song with an endless melody. The ‘small’ Liederkreis, op. 24, settings of poems by Heinrich Heine, is in my view (apart from the three Romanzen und Balladen, op. 49) Schumann’s most ironic cycle, above all because of the con­trast provided by the highly romantic, longing-filled lieder that interpose themselves into the sequence: 3 Ich wandelte unter den 40Bäumen (‘I Wandered Beneath the Trees’); 5 Schöne Wiege meiner Leiden (‘Lovely Cradle of My Sorrows’); and 7 Berg’ und Burgen schau’n herunter (‘Mountains and Castles Gaze Down’).

         Frauenliebe und Leben (‘A Woman’s Love and Life’), op. 42, could in fact be a ‘Life of Mary’ – a daring and exciting attempt to explain Schumann’s textual reduction of Adelbert von Chamisso’s cycle of poems.2 If we wish to stop short of that and still pay homage to the phenomenon of this ‘untimely’ cycle, we can do so in a less spec­tacular way: with respect not only for the formal structure, but also for the psychologically gripping understanding of the poetry of the Biedermeier period.3 There is no need to damn and incriminate this musically compelling and sensitive cycle with banal references to textual anachronisms; among intellectuals the rejection of the cycle seems to be something one can almost take as read. If the agreement of every work of art with the ethical conviction of the recipient or interpreter were required for its survival, our spiritual world would suddenly be very empty.

         The other ‘lied opuses’ from Schuman’s first ‘lieder year’ often reveal an autobiographically based character. As examples we might cite Myrthen (‘Myrtles’), op. 25, and the three settings of opus 30 – both of which will be discussed below.4 They all have a cyclical form that places them beyond mere collections and that can be perceived with varying degrees of clarity.

         In the ageing man’s view of invigorating and adored youth there is only a very faint connecting thought in the lyrics of the relatively unknown Lieder und Gesänge, op. 27. On the other hand, this opus has a sequence that connects the individual lieder quite unambigu­ously in a musical sense: introduction – continuation – resignation – resumption – conclusion. Equally we might mention two bal­lade triptychs: Drei Gedichte von Emanuel Geibel, op. 30, brings together three views of a man, from the free artist – Der Knabe mit dem Wunderhorn (‘The Boy with the Magic Horn’) – through the humble – Der Page (‘The Page’) – to the victorious – Der Hidalgo 41(‘The Hidalgo’). In the background is the trial, which was reaching its conclusion, surrounding Schumann’s marriage to Clara, whose legal permission to marry in the closing song, Der Hidalgo, leads to exuberant joy and unconcealed triumph: ‘The zither was for the ladies / The blade for the rival. / So let’s have an adventure. / The sun’s fire is already spent / Beyond the mountains. / Moonlit night’s hours of dusk / They bring news of love, / And with either flowers or wounds / I will return tomorrow.’ Drei Gesänge, op. 31, as if by way of balance, reveals the characters of three women evoked in poems by Chamisso, the first and third of which are engagingly unique and authentic. The ritornello-like chorale of the third song, Die rote Hanne (‘Red-haired Hannah’), effectively yields into Hanne’s fate, which she had hoped might be rather better, and the listener has to follow her. The first song, Löwenbraut (‘Lion’s Bride’), is ecstatically, sensually, almost manically wistful. But in between the two, there is the massive contrast of the Die Karten­legerin (‘The Fortune Teller’) – a portrait of loquacious immaturity and unnerving superstition, which, with its inflection of a super­ficially humorous operetta couplet, can only be trying to provoke revulsion in the listener.

         Later the structures incline slightly more towards symmetry. Lieder und Gesänge III, op. 77, for example, begins and ends lightly, with difficult transitions to and from Geisternähe (‘Nearby Spirits’), a backward-looking ‘message of love’ that stands at its centre. Or the cycles’ structures incline to the conceptual, for example the theme of ‘loss and farewell’ in Sechs Gesänge, op. 89, settings of Wilfried von der Neun, concluding with Röselein (‘Little Rose’), often delivered with the flirtatiousness of a soubrette, but which for me embodies an exquisite unworldly acceptance of destiny – the only song known to me that parallels Mahler’s Urlicht. Or they approach abstraction and a sensual heightening of poetic language (as in Lieder und Gesänge IV, op. 96, and Sechs Gesänge, op. 107), or to involve the interpretation of figures from literary history 42(Wilhelm Meister in opus 98a, for example; Elisabeth Kulmann in opus 104; Mary Stuart in opus 135).

         Later, another caesura in Schumann’s life was to be significant. The death of the two Mendelssohn siblings in quick succession might explain the two heroic cornerstones of the Byron-Lieder, op. 95: a song for Fanny, Die Tochter Jephtas (‘Jephtha’s Daughter’) – an anonymous, unknown figure, as Fanny was virtually unknown as a composer – and, indisputably, one for Felix, Dem Helden (‘To the Hero)’. These two monumental songs are linked to each other by An den Mond (‘To the Moon’), a lament for them both.5

         I find two absurd late works – the carnivalesque and blood­thirsty Husarenlieder, op. 117, with texts by Nikolaus Lenau, and a curious assemblage of three settings of Gustav Pfarrius, op. 119, gripping, brutal and comical. In the Pfarrius songs we are first pre­sented with a fairy-tale idyll that could not be lovelier; it’s hard to imagine a life becoming any more marvellous. Then comes a warn­ing: things will not stay this way, because the owl is threatening the little bird. Finally the owl turns into a creature who greedily sucks a birch tree dry and leaves it to bleed to death. Once again, as in the Kerner-Lieder, op. 35, poems are forced into an association that is entirely unintended by the poet, and are thus made to express a peculiarly free and visionary affiliation. Even in the other little cycles (opp. 45, 51, 53 and 64), in performance I always find the enthralling sense of an entirely deliberate connection.6

         I would ask you to forgive this simplistic and subjective vision of Schumann’s songs. The only important thing for me is to make clear my conviction that every Schumann lieder opus is funda­mentally characterised by ideas of cohesion both formally and in terms of content, and that each has its own new and different form and dramaturgy.7 This cannot be expressed more effectively, explained more comprehensively, than by Richard Strauss’s com­ment on instrumental music, that ‘the poetic idea also embodies the form-giving element’.8 The cyclical musical form thus develops 43in a unique way, following the poetic idea that corresponds to the respective poems on which the songs are based, not in terms of congruence, but by following their inspiration.

         In both musical and linguistic terms Schumann’s concept of the lied challenges ‘meaning’: it assumes no clear semantic atti­tude towards either the poem or the music but rather towards the combination of the two or – on a still higher plane – towards the combination of lieder into cycles. Like Friedrich Nietzsche’s linguistically sceptical essay of 1873, ‘About Truth and Lies in the Extra-moral Sense’, Schumann’s programmatic vocal chamber music anticipates conceptual artistic designs, crucial trends in the twentieth century. I wish that in the following quotation Nietzsche had also spoken of the ‘intuitive’ in Schumann, while in reality he had nothing good to say about him.9
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