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IN SEARCH OF THE MILLER MAID
As a child I’d always held a mild fascination for the countryside. I grew up in Brentwood,
Essex, and aside from the odd walk with the family and the dog, and sports in the park, it
all amounted to a pretty suburban existence. The Metropolitan Green-Belt was
insufficiently wild to provide real isolation but it suggested what lay further afield.
I remember seeing photos of my GrandfatherSir (he insisted on us calling him this, so it
became one word) accompanied by a Springer Spaniel, holding fish or game he’d bagged,
and I fantasised about the environment that he inhabited. I imagined darkened forests and
streams full of wildlife, bonfires and beer. The Essex countryside I was imagining was
actually probably more akin to pictures evoked by my adolescent reading: such as The
Country of the Two Rivers, Taw and Torridge from Williamson’s Tarka the Otter or the
meadows around Sandleford Warren from Watership Down. My own experience of Essex,
just off the M25, pointed directly towards London and so the wider countryside was behind
my back. I suspect my grandad’s shoulders generally faced the other way, his vista the
countryside of North Essex, Suffolk and Norfolk.
I refer to these juvenile flights of fancy because I have always imagined the world of
Schubert and Müller’s Die schöne Müllerin to take place in an environment steeped in
primary colours, fantasy and jumbled memories. In learning the cycle for the first time, I
found it very useful not only to imagine this fictional environment but to draw cartoons
and highlight the bigger statements made by the boy in bold letters. While this served the
obvious purpose of an aide-memoire when performing, and extended my experience with
the poetry, it seemed a particularly suitable learning technique for this piece.
Our vulnerable Miller lad is beholden to talking streams, flowers, and empathetic stars in
his journey through the cycle. In his lonely musings on the maid, mostly at a distance, she
becomes an idealised love interest and his justified paranoia exalts the Hunter to arch villain.
His obsession with green, and his poetic descriptions of his environment all lend themselves
to this fantastical cartoon world.
While this may also open him up to clinical diagnosis, we shouldn’t burden him with
sickness but find a truth from his point of view, as he sees it in each moment. His innocence
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and openness provides the chasm in which doubt, loneliness and obsession can ambush
him, rather than any prevailing sickness forcing his inevitable downfall.
Over the years I have variously dwelt on his state of mind, his sexuality, his paranoia and
his obsession, but my instinct is that this is for the analysis of the listener or academic. As
a performer it seems that an approach with the least pre-judgement and a commitment to
the possibilities of the composition itself opens more doors than it closes. This doesn’t mean
a naive denial of the dramatic and musical context of the piece (Schubert’s style and the
narrative environment must naturally frame every approach), but once that is in place the
boy is free to make his merry way. His age is important, and his experience (or lack of it):
I would place him at 16, a juvenile 16 at that – his experience of life fairly meagre and his
innocence opening his brow to all. This vulnerability and inquisitive nature always reminds
me of Tarka in fear of the insatiable hunter Deadlock: “He was called Tarka, which was the
name given to otters many years ago by men dwelling in hut circles on the moor. It means
Little Water Wanderer, or, Wandering as Water”
*****
Die schöne Müllerin has been the piece I have performed the most in recital since I began
working as a singer. The first time, in 2004, just after I’d finished the Opera course at the
Royal College of Music and when I was beginning to study at the National Opera Studio,
was with Malcolm Martineau. It was a watershed moment in my comprehension of what it
might be to sing Lieder.
Previously, while at the RCM, Lieder had been something best left to those who took pride
in the intellectual side of singing and had a prior interest in it. I always found song classes
at College scary anyway – everyone seemed so accomplished. Before this, I remember
singing Erlkönig at a University exam (the poor pianist dropped her glasses when I told her
the rep) without fear, or quality, and enjoying playing out the drama of Schubert’s operatic
setting, but throughout my time at the RCM I had not really committed to song more than
I needed to. I didn’t actually believe I’d been asked to do it at first:

6

[Home phone answer machine beep]
“Hello, my name’s Malcolm Martineau, we met after Albert Herring with Jonny
and Damien. I hope you don’t mind me calling you at home. I am wondering if you
would be interested in performing Schubert’s Die schöne Müllerin with me at St
John’s, Smith Square in October. I am going to perform all the cycles in one day and
would love it if you would be available for it. Sorry for the long message. Looking
forward to hearing from you. Thanks.”
I thought this was a joke. I had previously been called by friends from the RCM offering
me fictional jobs and couldn’t believe Malcolm Martineau was actually phoning me up at
home. Anyway, I did some checks and it turned out it was Malcolm Martineau on the
answer machine, so I would have a lot of work to do. I had about three months to learn the
songs, and although I’d learned operas in the past I’d never had to learn anything of the
magnitude of this piece: twenty German songs, some painfully strophic, and an hour long.
Given most principal roles in opera actually sing for approximately 30 minutes, this was
going to take a lot of doing. It was also one of those dreaded “famous” pieces for a singer:
Fritz Wunderlich, Dietrich Fischer-Dieskau and more recently Ian Bostridge, amongst
others, had given such different but extraordinary recordings that echoed in the background
whenever it is mentioned. I’d always tried to avoid such pieces, for fear of the definite failure
and ensuing embarrassment. Could I not just sing Handel’s Where’er You Walk for ever?
So, in a prequel to all subsequent learning, I spent two months deliberating over when to
open the score, and drawing up fictional revision plans, before the fear sufficiently set in for
me to actually get to work.
*****
Schubert’s Die schöne Müllerin is a perfect cycle for a young singer to learn. The vocal range
isn’t too large, and apart from the vocal agility needed for some of the faster songs,
Ungeduld and Der Jäger for instance, there isn’t anything too challenging technically. The
story also suits a younger man: the tale is of a boy, leaving his parents’ or guardians’ house
to find an apprenticeship in a Mill. He finds a job, and therefore a home, falls in love with
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the eponymous Maid of the Mill and after realising she is in love with someone else,
mourns his loss, falls into a deep depression and kills himself.
This simplistic view of the work (as repeated often by me when I try to briefly explain what
happens in the cycle) does nothing to articulate the narrative of the cycle and the epic
journey taken by the boy on this passage from sunny optimism to considered suicide.
Müller’s poetry heightened by Schubert’s simple, yet multifaceted setting provide so much
dense articulation of feeling and layered narrative that the tale is just one part of the whole.
*****
I have taken part in two staged productions of Müllerin. The first one was in 2005, when
I was a Young Artist at the Royal Opera House, Covent Garden, directed by another Young
Artist at the time, Harry Fehr. In this production, the piano was on a grassy stage, with a
black stream across the front. Harry had re-imagined the stream as a girl, a nymph (Nixen)
perhaps, cajoling and seducing the boy along his journey: conjuring up the Miller Maid
when needed and then returning to her role as the stream. In this case the boy was
enamoured twice over, highlighting his dependence and fascination with the stream (liebes
Bächlein) as well as his love for the Miller maid. The act of moving and “acting”
throughout the pieces was both liberating and exacting: It deepened my understanding of
the piece and shook off the potential claustrophobia of the recital form.
The second production also helped to clarify the sentiments of the Miller. I have been
performing the cycle in the last few years with a hand puppet, accompanied by a classical
guitar and a string ensemble. This production is designed and arranged by the Director,
Tom Guthrie and accompanied by Bjarte Eike and Barokksolistene (please listen to The
Image of Melancholy). The dual challenge of making sure the puppet is expressing every
sentiment clearly, and gathering 6 or 7 players to express the intricacies of the music at each
moment demands huge focus and clarity. It does not allow the intimate freedom of a
performance with a pianist but forces the performers to nail the meaning to the mast.
Every time a thought or sentiment is jumbled the puppet becomes inanimate and vague,
and shines a light on the inadequacies of the performer. Hans Frei (I blame Tom for the
puppet’s name) is a demanding boss but an extremely rewarding one.
*****
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Performances of Die schöne Müllerin always differ. I was originally accompanied by
Malcolm, with all the mystifying trickery of the stream – his becalming and kind facade
hiding a devil’s realm of imagination and surprise. I became the willing victim of his
enchanting playing, drawing me ever deeper into the cycle, unable to resist suggestion and
barely able to control the emotional range he would proffer from his accompanying. Later,
I teamed up with Andrew West, (originally in some performances of Winterreise) and found
him an equally challenging and inspiring partner through the cycle. It is a dream for a
singer to be partnered by accompanists of this quality: to trust fully the pianist in a way
that challenges and inspires. Freedom in performance coming from a clarity of narrative
allied with a hyper-sensitive focus on what was happening in the moment. So many
avenues unexplored, so many streams unruffled. There is not a single answer: it is not
possible to perform the same way twice and truly be discovering what is happening at the
same time.
It is this sort of freedom of expression that allows one to manage a piece of the magnitude
of Die schöne Müllerin. As long as the dialogue between the singer and the pianist is
established, and both serve the story-telling, the possibilities are infinite. Of course this is
a romantic point of view, and one I cannot live up to in the day-to-day machinations of
work. This is also extremely difficult in recording sessions. It is a cold environment that we
do our best to make comfortable. In the first place the claustrophobia of the microphone
and the lack of audience make the storytelling singular; it is difficult to reiterate what you’ve
said to someone when no one is there to agree, disagree, encourage or cower.
The simplicity of Schubert’s setting provides the performer with various interpretive
challenges, especially in the strophic songs. Like interpreting the second half of a Handel
aria, the options are endless. Should one share the music on the page with little interference
or pull it out and radically interpret it? I like to think Andrew and I have sat somewhere in
the middle with regards to this. We have attempted to keep it simple and the text and story
clear, with our various experiences of the piece naturally infecting the performance.
© 2016 Robert Murray
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DESIRE AND DEATH: DIE SCHÖNE MÜLLERIN, D.795
In the late autumn of 1816, the twenty-three-year-old Prussian poet Wilhelm Müller
(1794-1827) took part in a weekly artistic salon at the home of the Berlin privy councillor
Friedrich August von Stägemann (1763-1840). The other members of the group included
the twenty-two year-old Wilhelm Hensel (1794-1861), later a noted portrait artist and
Fanny Mendelssohn’s husband; his eighteen-year-old sister Luise Hensel (1798-1876), with
whom Müller was in love; Friedrich Förster (1791-1868), later a publisher and historian;
and the sixteen-year-old Hedwig von Stägemann (1799-1891). The young people
embarked on the composition of a Liederspiel (song-play) on the venerable theme of the
miller maid (played by Hedwig) wooed by a variety of suitors: a gardener (Luise Hensel in
a “pants-role”), a hunter (Wilhelm Hensel), Müller (predestined by his name to be the
miller lad), and a Junker, or country squire (Förster). The antique tale was “in the air” at
the time: Giovanni Paisiello’s comic opera L’amor contrastato, o sia La bella Molinara of
1788, was popular in Germany as Die schöne Müllerin (the well-known air “Nel cor più
non mi sento” comes from this opera), and Goethe had written four mill-ballads in different
nationalistic styles (old English, German, French, and Spanish). Romantic writers such as
Joseph von Eichendorff followed suit and wrote their own mill poems. In the Stägemann
Liederspiel, large portions of it subsequently lost, we are told that the story continued
beyond the point where the later song cycle ends, that the miller maid is overcome by
remorse and throws herself into the brook after the lovelorn lad drowns. When the young
artists completed their poetic play, they decided that it needed music and asked Luise’s
thirty-eight year-old music teacher, the pianist-composer Ludwig Berger (1777-1839), also
in love with her, to set their poetry to music. The result was the Gesänge aus einem
gesellschaftlichen Liederspiele ‘Die schöne Müllerin’ (Songs from a song-play, “The beautiful
miller maid,” written by a group), op. 11 of 1818, a fascinating cycle in its own right. It too
ends with the brook’s lullaby, conceived very differently from Schubert’s far more famous
setting.
The much-courted Luise, who never married, was at the same time the object of a
passionate suit by the great Romantic poet Clemens Brentano (1778-1842). The young
Müller’s diary, dominated by his love for Luise, breaks off just before Christmas 1816 with
the note that he had visited the Hensel house and that “Clemens Brentano was there;” his
presence put paid to Müller’s fantasies of a life with Luise. Earlier, in November 1815, he
had written in his diary, “Whatever I have done, thought, felt, spoken or created that is
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good and beautiful, I have created, spoken, and felt for you.” Re-reading his words
critically, he found the passage cliché-ridden but refused to alter it because his emotion was
too great for artistic constraint – a precursor of the miller lad in “Pause” who says, “I
cannot sing any more; my heart is too full; I do not know how I can force it into rhyme.”
In a traditional remedy for a broken heart, Müller left Berlin in 1817 for journeys to
Austria and Italy; he wrote a charming travelogue about his stay in Rome. During this
journey, he became a philhellene, a supporter of Greek independence from the Ottoman
Empire; his Griechenlieder (Greek Songs) won him the appellation “the German Byron.”
When he returned to his native Dessau in 1818, he revised the Liederspiel as a monodrama,
adding more poems to it at each stage of composition. In its final form, it was published
as the first work – he gives it pride of place – in Müller’s first poetic anthology with the
wonderfully resonant title Sieben und siebzig Gedichte aus den hinterlassenen Papieren eines
reisenden Waldhornisten (Seventy-seven poems from the posthumous papers of a travelling
horn-player), published in October 1820 (but with the date 1821). There, the story of the
miller maid and her suitors has a parenthetical subtitle, “(Im Winter zu lesen),” or “To be
read in wintertime,” which Schubert subsequently omitted, for obvious reasons. The
subtitle is worth mentioning, however, because it hints at something important about
Müller: he was a literary latecomer. From the winter of post-Romantic disillusionment, he
looked back at the springtime of Romantic ideals across a chasm he could not traverse. The
completed cycle in the Waldhornisten volume consists of twenty-five poems: a framing
Prologue and Epilogue spoken by “The Poet” and twenty-three poems all in the voice of
the miller lad, the character Müller himself had portrayed four years earlier. The prologue
and epilogue are drenched in irony, its Poet a combination of carnival huckster and
egotistical artist who derides his chosen subject matter as rustic but congratulates himself
on his skill in making something new out of these country matters.
For a century or so, critics would decry Müller’s poetry as “simple and naïve,” but in
actuality it is neither. These poems overflow with literary references, their universityeducated creator culling references from Goethe, Elizabethan poetry, medieval romances,
and folk poetry. “Ungeduld” (Impatience), for example, is modelled on a passage from
Edmund Spenser’s “Colin Clouts come home again” of 1595, with Müller even copying
the same poetic rhythms:
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Her name in every tree I will endosse,
That as the trees do grow, her name may grow:
And in the ground each where will it engrosse,
And fill with stones, that all men may it know.
The speaking woods and murmuring waters fall,
Her name Ile teach in knowen termes to frame:
And eke my lambs, when for their dams they call,
Ile teach to call for Cynthia by name.
Where Müller uses folk poetic forms, as he often does, it is because he desired immediacy
of expression; the great poet Heinrich Heine admired Müller’s pioneering combination of
modern content and folk poetic structures and wrote a letter to tell him so. The experience
recounted here is both archetypal and radical: the loss of a young man’s sexual innocence
and his suicide when sexual jealousy proves unbearable. Hamlet would have recognized
what happens here. Critics used to say that Schubert fashioned a silk purse from a sow’s ear
when he set these poems to music, but our perspective is different. We can recognize both
this poet’s craftsmanship and his originality.
The three main characters in Die schöne Müllerin have a long literary ancestry, beginning
in the Middle Ages. In Germanic legend, the “Jäger” (hunter) is fearless, independent, at
home in Nature, disdainful of civilization, and possessed of a sexual magnetism that makes
him irresistible to women: hunters have the advantage in the chasse d’amour, or “hunt of
love.” Shy, poetically-inclined miller lads cannot compete with so much masculinity
mantled in so much myth, albeit myth with a dark side in violence and lust. In “Der Jäger”
(The Hunter), Müller even calls up associations with German legends of “der wilde Mann”
(the wild man) when his miller lad angrily cries out to a hunter who is not even there (the
lad talks to himself ), “And shave the bristling hair from your chin.” The stricken youth can
hardly believe that the sweetheart he thinks is so saintly could reciprocate the amorous
desires of a primitive, animalistic macho man when she could have a poet.
For those who had read the right books, however, it was easy to believe: mills were a
legendary site for sex. In Roman times, the miller’s daughter was offered to the men
bringing corn or meal to grind at the mill, and Chaucer created the most famous example
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of sexual conniving at the medieval mill when he wrote Reeve’s Tale from The Canterbury
Tales. Some of Germany’s oldest folk poems also tell of lusty miller maids and young
apprentices who yearn for their favors, but Müller’s lad has read all the wrong books:
medieval poetry of courtly love, newly-fashionable at the time (Müller himself published
an anthology of Minnesong verse translated into modern German in 1816, just before the
Stägemann song-play). The courtly lover controls lust by desiring a lady who is seen as too
great for it; what one does with sexual desire is sing of it in stylized verse. But no one can
really love in this way: no woman can survive this kind of exaltation, and no human being
can thus spiritualize sexual desire without a struggle. The result is the classic virgin-whore
dichotomy in Western love, in which the beloved is first worshipped as the image of
perfection and then excoriated as a slut when she proves to have a carnal side.
The genesis of D. 795 marks the beginning of the end of Schubert’s life. He discovered
that he had contracted syphilis some time in late 1822 or early 1823, and it was in 1823
that he composed this tale of a poet-singer whose death was the result of sexual experience.
“Imagine a man whose health will never be right again... whose most brilliant hopes have
perished... whom enthusiasm for all things beautiful threatens to forsake,” Schubert wrote
to a friend: this is the backdrop to Die schöne Müllerin. The initial stages of his illness were
so severe that he had to be hospitalized, possibly in the summer of 1823 (the exact date is
not known), and the documentary record is scanty. In the course of composition, Schubert
edited Müller’s cycle, omitting the prologue, epilogue, and three poems from the body of
the narrative (“Das Mühlenleben,” “Erster Schmerz, letzter Scherz,” and “Blümlein
Vergißmein”): the poet’s cycle and the composer’s cycle differ in crucial ways as a result of
these deletions. Schubert’s masterpiece was published the following year (1824) as Op. 25
in five booklets by the Viennese firm of Sauer & Leidesdorf and was dedicated to one of
the composer’s friends, the Baron Carl von Schönstein, who had, we are told, “a beautiful,
noble-sounding, high baritone voice.” The work did not immediately strike the public
fancy, and there were no reviews in Schubert’s lifetime. His friend Franz Schober tried to
comfort him, writing, “And your miller songs have also brought no great acclaim? These
hounds [the public] have no feelings or minds of their own, and they blindly follow the
noise and opinions of others.” The “hounds” would soon atone for their initial neglect.
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The progression of events in Schubert’s cycle is as follows:
1. A miller lad leaves his place of employment, goes wandering (that’s what
Romantic poets do) in search of another mill, and finds one (songs 1-3, “Das
Wandern,” “Wohin?”, and “Halt!”).
2. The lad falls in love with the miller’s beautiful daughter (songs 4-7,
“Danksagung an den Bach,” “Am Feierabend,” “Der Neugierige,” and
“Ungeduld”).
3. He hopes for love’s realization (songs 8-10, “Morgengruß,” “Des Müller’s
Blumen,” and “Tränenregen”)
4. His love is reciprocated, or so he thinks, and he wonders what will follow (songs
11-12, “Mein!” and “Pause”). In the poet’s cycle, the miller maid and miller lad
sleep together at least once before she moves on to the hunter, but in Schubert’s
cycle, there is the possibility that the lad is deluding himself about her affections.
5. Tragedy begins when the miller maid obliquely announces her infatuation with
the hunter in no. 13, “Mit dem grünen Lautenbande” – green is what hunters wear.
The lad explodes in jealous rage, fear, and despair in nos. 14-17 (“Der Jäger,”
“Eifersucht und Stolz,” “Die liebe Farbe,” and “Die böse Farbe”).
6. The lad resolves to kill himself (nos. 18-19, “Trock’ne Blumen” and “Der Müller
und der Bach”). The nineteenth song is an example of a psychomachia, or a battle
within the soul. Here, the battle is for life or death, with the brook (Nature)
making the case for continued life. The language in this penultimate song is laden
with symbols: angels who come down to earth (there are good and kind women,
the brook thus insists), withered lilies (destroyed purity), half-red and half-white
roses (passion and purity combined in love), the moon hiding itself in clouds so
that it need not gaze on the impurity and pain down below.
7. The lad at the end of no. 19 bids the brook “Sing on,” and in no. 20, the brook
does so (“Des Baches Wiegenlied”). Nature will continue its music when the lad is
no more.
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At certain points in this long cycle – a challenge to symphonies, string quartets, and
sonatasin length and complexity –, Schubert follows Müller’s cue by linking songs together.
For example, the ninth song, “Des Müllers Blumen” (The miller’s flowers), ends without a
piano postlude, and the piano introduction to the following song, “Tränenregen” (Shower
of tears), begins as if carried over from its predecessor in the same key. The sustained chord
at the end of the twelfth song “Pause” (Pause) is repeated at the beginning of “Mit dem
grünen Lautenbande” (With the green lute-ribbon) to tell us that the stasis invoked in the
first of those paired songs continues until the miller maid enters, singing of how she loves
green (the hunter’s traditional color). The sixteenth and seventeenth songs (“Die liebe
Farbe” and “Die böse Farbe”) are set in the parallel major and minor modes of B. Schubert
was not interested in the kind of over-arching tonal design that characterizes Schumann’s
later cycles, but he was well aware of the dramatic use of tonality. For example, the E major
of the last song is as distant tonally as one can be from the B-flat major of the first song: for
this journey from Innocence to Experience, from youthful life to tarnished death, that
seems only right.
In this cycle, Schubert spans the gamut from the strict strophic, pseudo-folkloric sound of
"Das Wandern" to the formal complexities of “Eifersucht und Stolz” and “Die böse Farbe,”
from the diatonic strains of “Mit dem grünen Lautenbande” to the radical harmonic
language of “Pause,” from the martellato fury of “Der Jäger” to the exquisite tenderness of
the elegy at the end. The details of his conversion of this poetry into music are too
extraordinary to recount them all; a few examples will have to suffice. When the lad in
“Ungeduld” harps on the same tune over and over and stays in the same key, we hear his
monomanaical fervor; he cannot sit still, however, and his impatience is evident in the
chromatic inflections and thrumming triplets. Youthful ardor and impatience are again
evident in “Morgengruß” (Morning Greeting), a serenade that starts with a preliminary bit
of rehearsal: the piano begins with a two-bar phrase to which the lad will subsequently sing,
“Guten Morgen, schöne Müllerin” (Good morning, beautiful miller maid). He is too much
in love to rehearse beyond the first phrase, however, and quickly concludes the introduction
so that he can utter his thoughts aloud. In “Eifersucht und Stolz,” when the lad tells the
brook to convey his reproaches to the miller maid (“Geh, Bächlein, hin und sag ihr das,” or
“Go, little brook, and tell her that”), the thought occurs to him so quickly that there is
barely time for the singer to take a gasping breath before the imperative “Geh” (Go) – sung
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as an upbeat. Schubert mimics the motions of a mind in turmoil and does so within a
formal structure of impeccable design. Something similar happens in “Die böse Farbe”
(The evil colour), when the miller says that he would like “to make the green grass deathly
pale [totenbleich] with my weeping.” In Schubert’s reading, the lad realizes a split second
after he sings “toten-” (deathly) that he is actually contemplating his own death. The shock
sends him reeling and the music jolting upwards, a massive disruption of the harmonies.
In a different context, “-bleich” (pale) would not receive such emphasis, but Schubert
makes us hear the moment of revelation when it happens. In “Trock’ne Blumen”
(Withered Flowers), the miller tries to convince himself that there is meaning in his death,
that love will triumph in resurrection. In Müller’s poetic cycle, the delusion dies
somewhere between this poem and the one which follows it (“Der Müller und der Bach”),
but Schubert makes us hear false reassurance dying away in the piano postlude to
“Trock’ne Blumen,” the music sinking downwards and all vitality draining away. In every
bar of every song, there are similar marvels to be found.
At the end, neither Müller nor Schubert allow tragedy to triumph. In the last poem, the
brook sings an exquisite lullaby to console the dying lad. In Vienna, as in many places
throughout Europe, it was the custom for parish churches to ring the “Zügenglöcklein,”
the “passing bell,” when one of their parishioners was dying so that others might pray for
the person’s soul, and Schubert rings a passing bell in the outermost tones of the right-hand
part. A majestic spiritual vision unfolds calmly, unforgettably, at the close: when the brook
tells of the full moon rising into the heavens, dispelling the mist symbolic of all that evades
our understanding in this life, it insists upon the ultimate victory of harmony and beauty
in the realm of the infinite.
© 2015 Susan Youens
J.W. Van Gorkom Professor of Music at the University of Notre Dame and author of eight books
on 19th-century German song, including “Heinrich Heine and the Lied”
(Cambridge University Press, 2007)
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die schöne müllerin

the fair miller maid

D.795, OP.25

Wilhelm Müller (1794-1827)
1

DAS WANDERN

WANDERING

Das Wandern ist des Müllers Lust,
Das Wandern!
Das muß ein schlechter Müller sein,
Dem niemals fiel das Wandern ein,
Das Wandern.

Wandering is a miller’s delight,
Wandering!
He must be a bad miller,
Who never thinks of wandering,
Wandering.

Vom Wasser haben wir’s gelernt,
Vom Wasser!
Das hat nicht Rast bei Tag und Nacht,
Ist stets auf Wanderschaft bedacht,
Das Wasser.

We learnt it from the water,
From the water!
It never rests by day and night,
It’s always thinking of wandering,
The water.

Das sehn wir auch den Rädern ab,
Den Rädern!
Die gar nicht gerne stille stehn,
Die sich mein Tag nicht müde gehn,
Die Räder.

We also learn it from the mill-wheels,
The mill-wheels!
They do not like to stand still at all,
They do not tire of turning all day,
The mill-wheels.

Die Steine selbst, so schwer sie sind,
Die Steine!
Sie tanzen mit den muntern Reihn
Und wollen gar noch schneller sein,
Die Steine.

The mill-stones themselves, are so heavy,
The mill-stones!
They join in the merry dance
And want to be even faster,
The mill-stones.

O Wandern, Wandern, meine Lust,
O Wandern!
Herr Meister und Frau Meisterin,
Laßt mich in Frieden weiterziehn
Und wandern.

Oh wandering, wandering, my delight,
Oh wandering!
Master and mistress,
Let me go forth in peace
And wander.
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WOHIN?

WHERE?

Ich hört’ ein Bächlein rauschen
Wohl aus dem Felsenquell,
Hinab zum Tale rauschen
So frisch und wunderhell.

I heard a little stream rustling
From out of a rocky spring,
Rushing down to the valley
So fresh and wonderfully clear.

Ich weiß nicht, wie mir wurde,
Nicht, wer den Rat mir gab,
Ich mußte auch hinunter
Mit meinem Wanderstab.

I do not know what made me
Nor who advised me,
I too had to go down
With my walking stick.

Hinunter und immer weiter
Und immer dem Bache nach,
Und immer frischer rauschte
Und immer heller der Bach.

Down and further still
And still following the stream,
And still it rustled fresher
And still clearer was the stream.

Ist das denn meine Straße?
O Bächlein, sprich, wohin?
Du hast mit deinem Rauschen
Mir ganz berauscht den Sinn.

Is that my path?
Oh stream, say where?
With your rustling you have
Completely intoxicated my mind.

Was sag’ ich denn vom Rauschen?
Das kann kein Rauschen sein:
Es singen wohl die Nixen
Tief unten ihren Reihn.

Why do I speak of rustling?
There can be no rustling:
It was probably water nymphs singing
Their songs deep below.

Laß singen, Gesell, laß rauschen
Und wandre fröhlich nach!
Es gehn ja Mühlenräder
In jedem klaren Bach.

Let them sing, friend, let it rustle
And wander merrily along!
For mill-wheels surely turn
In every clear stream.
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HALT!

STOP!

Eine Mühle seh’ ich blinken
Aus den Erlen heraus,
Durch Rauschen und Singen
Bricht Rädergebraus.

I see a mill gleaming
Through the elders,
Through the rustling and singing
The roar of the mill-wheel breaks.

Ei willkommen, ei willkommen,
Süßer Mühlengesang!
Und das Haus, wie so traulich!
Und die Fenster, wie blank!

Hey welcome, hey welcome,
Sweet song of the mill!
And the cosy house!
And the shiny windows!

Und die Sonne, wie helle
Vom Himmel sie scheint!
Ei, Bächlein, liebes Bächlein,
War es also gemeint?

And the sun, that brightly
Shines from the sky!
Hey little stream, dear little stream,
Is this what you meant?
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DANKSAGUNG AN DEN BACH

THANKS TO THE STREAM

War es also gemeint,
Mein rauschender Freund?
Dein Singen, dein Klingen,
War es also gemeint?

Was this what you meant,
My rustling friend?
Your singing, your noises,
Was this what you meant?

Zur Müllerin hin!
So lautet der Sinn.
Gelt, hab’ ich’s verstanden?
Zur Müllerin hin!

To the miller maid!
That is the meaning.
Is it so, have I understood it?
To the miller maid!

Hat sie dich geschickt?
Oder hast mich berückt?
Das möcht ich noch wissen,
Ob sie dich geschickt.

Has she sent you?
Or have you bewitched me?
I would like to know,
Whether she sent you.

Nun wie’s auch mag sein,
Ich gebe mich drein:
Was ich such’, hab’ ich funden,
Wie’s immer mag sein.

Well, however it is,
I will yield to it:
What I seek, I have found,
Whatever that may be.

Nach Arbeit ich frug,
Nun hab’ ich genug
Für die Hände, fürs Herze
Vollauf genug!

I asked for work,
Now I have enough
For the hands, for the heart
More than enough!
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AM FEIERABEND

EVENING REST

Hätt’ ich tausend
Arme zu rühren!
Könnt’ ich brausend
Die Räder führen!
Könnt’ ich wehen
Durch alle Haine!
Könnt’ ich drehen
Alle Steine!
Daß die schöne Müllerin
Merkte meinen treuen Sinn!

If only I had a thousand
Arms to move!
If I could drive
The mill-wheels roar!
If I could blow
Through all the woods!
If I could turn
All the mill-stones!
So that the beautiful miller maid
Would notice my faithful soul!

Ach, wie ist mein Arm so schwach!
Was ich hebe, was ich trage,
Was ich schneide, was ich schlage,
Jeder Knappe tut mir’s nach.
Und da sitz’ ich in der großen Runde,
In der stillen kühlen Feierstunde,
Und der Meister spricht zu Allen:
Euer Werk hat mir gefallen;
Und das liebe Mädchen sagt
Allen eine gute Nacht.

Oh, how weak my arm is!
What I can lift, what I can carry,
What I can cut, what I can fell,
Every miller-boy can also do.
And I sit there in the large family circle,
In the quiet, cool time of rest,
And the master says to everyone:
I am pleased with your work;
And the dear girl says
Goodnight to everyone.

24

6

DER NEUGIERIGE

THE CURIOUS ONE

Ich frage keine Blume,
Ich frage keinen Stern,
Sie können mir alle nicht sagen,
Was ich erführ’ so gern.

I ask no flower,
I ask no star,
They cannot tell me everything,
That I would like to know.

Ich bin ja auch kein Gärtner,
Die Sterne stehn zu hoch;
Mein Bächlein will ich fragen,
Ob mich mein Herz belog.

Also, I really am no gardener,
The stars are too high;
I will ask my little stream,
Whether my heart lied to me.

O Bächlein meiner Liebe,
Wie bist du heut’ so stumm!
Will ja nur Eines wissen,
Ein Wörtchen um und um.

Oh little stream of my love,
How quiet you are today?
I really only want to know one thing,
One little word again and again.

Ja, heißt das eine Wörtchen,
Das andre heißet Nein,
Die beiden Wörtchen
Schließen die ganze Welt mir ein.

That one little word is Yes,
The other one is No,
These two little words
Contain my whole world.

O Bächlein meiner Liebe,
Was bist du wunderlich!
Will’s ja nicht weiter sagen,
Sag, Bächlein, liebt sie mich?

O little stream of my love,
How strange you are!
I really won’t tell anyone else,
Tell me, little stream, does she love me?
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UNGEDULD

IMPATIENCE

Ich schnitt’ es gern in alle Rinden ein,
Ich grüb’ es gern in jeden Kieselstein,
Ich möcht’ es sä’n auf jedes frische Beet
Mit Kressensamen, der es schnell
verrät,
Auf jeden weißen Zettel möcht’ ich’s
schreiben:
Dein ist mein Herz und soll es ewig bleiben.

I would gladly carve it in every bark,
I would gladly engrave it into every pebble,
I would like to sow it into every fresh flower-bed
With cress seed, so that it would quickly
reveal it,
On every white scrap of paper I would like to
write it:
My heart is yours and shall remain so forever.

Ich möcht’ 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, heißem Drang;
Dann säng’ er hell durch ihre Fensterscheiben:
Dein ist mein Herz und soll es ewig bleiben.

I would like to train a young starling,
Until he could speak the words pure and clear,
Until he could speak them with my voice’s sound,
With my heart’s full, hot urgency;
Then he could sing clearly through her windows:
My heart is yours and shall remain so forever.

Den Morgenwinden möcht ich’s hauchen ein,
Ich möcht es säuseln durch den
regen Hain;
Oh, 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.

I would like to breath it into the morning winds,
I would like to murmur it through the
stirring forest;
Oh, that it may shine from every starry flower!
That the scent may bear it to her from near
and far!
Waves, can you drive nothing but mill-wheels?
My heart is yours and shall remain so forever.

Ich meint’, es müßt’ in meinen Augen stehn,
Auf meinen Wangen müßt’ man’s brennen sehn,
Zu lesen wär’s auf meinem stummen Mund,
Ein jeder Atemzug gäb’s laut ihr kund,
Und sie merkt nichts von all’ dem
bangen Treiben:
Dein ist mein Herz und soll es ewig bleiben!

I thought it must be in my eyes,
It must be visible on my burning cheeks,
One could read it on my mute lips,
Every breath would proclaim it loudly,
And she does not notice all the anxious
bustle:
My heart is yours and shall remain so forever!
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MORGENGRUß

MORNING GREETING

Guten Morgen, schöne Müllerin!
Wo steckst du gleich das Köpfchen hin,
Als wär’ dir was geschehen?
Verdrießt dich denn mein Gruß so schwer?
Verstört dich denn mein Blick so sehr?
So muß ich wieder gehen.

Good morning, fair miller maid!
Why do you turn your little head away,
As if something has happened to you?
Does my greeting annoy you so greatly?
Does my glance disturb you so much?
Then I must go away.

O laß mich nur von ferne stehn,
Nach deinem lieben Fenster sehn,
Von ferne, ganz von ferne!
Du blondes Köpfchen, komm hervor!
Hervor aus eurem runden Tor,
Ihr blauen Morgensterne!

Oh let me just stand at a distance,
Looking at your dear window,
From far, from quite far away!
Fair little head, come forth!
Forth in your round gateway,
Blue morning stars!

Ihr schlummertrunknen Äugelein,
Ihr taubetrübten Blümelein,
Was scheuet ihr die Sonne?
Hat es die Nacht so gut gemeint,
Daß ihr euch schließt und bückt und weint
Nach ihrer stillen Wonne?

Little slumber-drunk eyes,
Little dew-troubled flowers,
Why do you shy from the sun?
Was the night so good,
That you close up and bow and weep
For her silent joy?

Nun schüttelt ab der Träume Flor,
Und hebt euch frisch und frei empor
In Gottes hellen Morgen!
Die Lerche wirbelt in der Luft,
Und aus dem tiefen Herzen ruft
Die Liebe Leid und Sorgen.

Shake off the veil of dreams,
And rise up fresh and free
In God’s bright morning!
The lark trills in the air,
And calls from the depth of my heart
Love’s pain and grief.
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DES MÜLLERS BLUMEN

THE MILLER’S FLOWERS

Am Bach viel kleine Blumen stehn,
Aus hellen blauen Augen sehn;
Der Bach, der ist des Müllers Freund,
Und hellblau Liebchens Auge scheint,
Drum sind es meine Blumen.

Many little flowers stand by the stream,
Looking up with clear blue eyes;
The stream is the miller’s friend,
And my sweetheart’s eyes shine bright blue,
So they are my flowers.

Dicht unter ihrem Fensterlein,
Da will ich pflanzen die Blumen ein,
Da ruft ihr zu, wenn alles schweigt,
Wenn sich ihr Haupt zum Schlummer neigt,
Ihr wißt ja, was ich meine.

Right under her little window,
I want to plant you, flowers,
So that you will call her when all is silent,
When her head falls asleep,
For you know what I would say.

Und wenn sie tät die Äuglein zu,
Und schläft in süßer, süßer Ruh,
Dann lispelt als ein Traumgesicht
Ihr zu: Vergiß, vergiß mein nicht!
Das ist es, was ich meine.

And when she closes her little eyes
And sleeps in sweet, sweet rest,
Then whisper like a vision
To her: Forget, forget me not!
For that is what I would say.

Und schließt sie früh die Laden auf,
Dann schaut mit Liebesblick hinauf:
Der Tau in euren Äugelein,
Das sollen meine Tränen sein,
Die will ich auf euch weinen.

And early, when she opens the shutters,
Then gaze up with a loving look:
The dew in your little eyes,
This shall be my tears,
That I weep on you.
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TRÄNENREGEN

RAIN OF TEARS

Wir saßen so traulich beisammen
Im kühlen Erlendach,
Wir schauten so traulich zusammen
Hinab in den rieselnden Bach.

We sat so cosily together
In the cool shade of an alder,
We looked so cosily together
Down into the murmuring stream.

Der Mond war auch gekommen,
Die Sternlein hinterdrein,
Und schauten so traulich zusammen
In den silbernen Spiegel hinein.

The moon had also come,
The stars followed,
And looked so cosily together
There in the silvery mirror.

Ich sah nach keinem Monde,
Nach keinem Sternenschein,
Ich schaute nach ihrem Bilde,
Nach ihren Augen allein.

I looked at no moons,
No starlight,
I looked at her image,
At her eyes alone.

Und sahe sie nicken und blicken
Herauf aus dem seligen Bach,
Die Blümlein am Ufer, die blauen,
Sie nickten und blickten ihr nach.

I saw them nod and glance
Up from the blissful stream,
The little flowers on the bank, the blue ones,
They nodded and gazed at her.

Und in den Bach versunken
Der ganze Himmel schien
Und wollte mich mit hinunter
In seine Tiefe ziehn.

And sunk in the stream
The whole sky seems to be
And it wants to draw me down
Into its depths.

Und über den Wolken und Sternen,
Da rieselte munter der Bach
Und rief mit Singen und Klingen:
Geselle, Geselle, mir nach!

And over the clouds and stars,
There murmured the stream
And called with singing and ringing:
Friend, friend, follow me!

Da gingen die Augen mir über,
Da ward es im Spiegel so kraus;
Sie sprach: Es kommt ein Regen,
Ade, ich geh’ nach Haus.

Then my eyes welled up,
Then it was so ruffled in the mirror;
She said: It is starting to rain,
Farewell, I am going home.
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MEIN!

MINE!

Bächlein, laß dein Rauschen sein!
Räder, stellt euer Brausen ein!
All’ ihr muntern Waldvögelein,
Groß und klein,
Endet eure Melodein!
Durch den Hain
Aus und ein
Schalle heut’ ein Reim allein:
Die geliebte Müllerin ist mein!
Mein!
Frühling, sind das alle deine Blümelein?
Sonne, hast du keinen hellern Schein?
Ach, so muß ich ganz allein
Mit dem seligen Worte mein,
Unverstanden in der weiten Schöpfung sein!

Little stream, stop your rushing!
Wheels, cease your roaring!
All you merry, little wood-birds,
Large and small,
End your songs!
Through the wood
In and out
Let one rhyme alone sound today:
The beloved miller maid is mine!
Mine!
Spring, are these all your little flowers?
Sun, have you no brighter rays
Ah, so must I, completely alone,
With that blessed word “mine”,
Be misunderstood in all of creation!
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PAUSE

PAUSE

Meine Laute hab’ ich gehängt an die Wand,
Hab’ sie umschlungen mit einem
grünen Band –
Ich kann nicht mehr singen, mein Herz ist
zu voll,
Weiß nicht, wie ich’s in Reime zwingen soll.

I’ve hung my lute on the wall,
I’ve wrapped a green ribbon
around it –
I can sing no more, my heart is
too full,
I don’t know how to make it rhyme.

Meiner Sehnsucht allerheißesten Schmerz
Durft’ ich aushauchen in Liederscherz,
Und wie ich klagte so süß und fein,
Glaubt’ ich doch, mein Leiden wär’
nicht klein:

My longing’s most ardent pain
I needed to exhale in playful song,
And as I lamented so sweet and fine,
I still believed my sorrows were
not small:

Ei, wie groß ist wohl meines Glückes Last,
Daß kein Klang auf Erden es in sich faßt?

Oh, how great is the burden of my joy,
That no sound on earth can hold it?

Nun, liebe Laute, ruh’ an dem Nagel hier!
Und weht ein Lüftchen über die
Saiten dir,
Und streift eine Biene mit ihren Flügeln dich,
Da wird mir so bange und es
durchschauert mich.

Now, dear lute, rest on the nail here!
And if a little breeze blows over
your strings,
And if a bee brushes you with its little wings,
Then I will be afraid and
shudder.

Warum ließ ich das Band auch hängen
so lang?
Oft fliegt’s um die Saiten mit
seufzendem Klang.
Ist es der Nachklang meiner Liebespein?
Soll es das Vorspiel neuer Lieder sein?

Why did I let the ribbon hang
so long?
Often it falls across the strings with a
sighing sound.
Is it the echo of my love’s pain?
Should it be the prologue to new songs?
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MIT DEM GRÜNEN LAUTENBANDE

WITH THE GREEN LUTE RIBBON

„Schad’ um das schöne grüne Band,
Daß es verbleicht hier an der Wand,
Ich hab’ das Grün so gern!“
So sprachst du, Liebchen,
heut’ zu mir;
Gleich knüpf ich’s ab und send’ es dir:
Nun hab’ das Grüne gern!

“Shame about the fair green ribbon,
Fading here on the wall,
I am so fond of green!”
That’s what you said to me today,
sweetheart;
At once I untied it and sent it to you:
Now be fond of green!

Ist auch dein ganzer Liebster weiß,
Soll Grün doch haben seinen Preis,
Und ich auch hab’ es gern.
Weil unsre Lieb’ ist immergrün,
Weil grün der Hoffnung Fernen blühn,
Drum haben wir es gern.

Even if your sweetheart is completely white,
Green too shall have its praise,
And I am fond of it too.
Because our love is evergreen,
Because distance makes hope blossom green,
That is why we are fond of it.

Nun schlinge in die Locken dein
Das grüne Band gefällig ein,
Du hast ja’s Grün so gern.
Dann weiß ich, wo die Hoffnung wohnt,
Dann weiß ich, wo die Liebe thront,
Dann hab’ ich’s Grün erst gern.

Now entwine in your locks
The green ribbon, please,
You really are so fond of green.
Then I will know where hope dwells,
Then I will know where love reigns,
Then I will be truly fond of green.
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DER JÄGER

THE HUNTER

Was sucht denn der Jäger am
Mühlbach hier?
Bleib’, trotziger Jäger, in deinem Revier!
Hier gibt es kein Wild zu jagen für dich,
Hier wohnt nur ein Rehlein, ein zahmes,
für mich,
Und willst du das zärtliche Rehlein sehn,
So laß deine Büchsen im Walde stehn,
Und laß deine klaffenden Hunde zu Haus,
Und laß auf dem Horne den Saus und Braus,
Und schere vom Kinne das struppige Haar,
Sonst scheut sich im Garten das
Rehlein fürwahr.

What does the hunter seek here by the
mill-stream?
Bold hunter, stay in your own preserve!
There is no game for you to hunt here,
Only a little doe lives here, a tame one,
for me,
And if you want to see the tender little doe,
Then leave your guns in the wood,
And leave your yelping dogs at home,
And leave the rush and roar of your horn,
And shave off your bristly beard,
Or surely you will scare the little doe in
her garden.

Doch besser, du bliebest im Walde dazu,
Und ließest die Mühlen und Müller in Ruh.
Was taugen die Fischlein im grünen Gezweig?
Was will denn das Eichhorn im
bläulichen Teich?
Drum bleibe, du trotziger Jäger, im Hain,
Und laß mich mit meinen drei Rädern allein;
Und willst meinem Schätzchen dich
machen beliebt,
So wisse, mein Freund, was ihr
Herzchen betrübt:
Die Eber, die kommen zur Nacht aus
dem Hain
Und brechen in ihren Kohlgarten ein,
Und treten und wühlen herum in
dem Feld:
Die Eber, die schieß, du Jägerheld!

Even better, stay in the forest
And leave mills and millers in peace.
What use are little fishes in green branches?
What would the squirrel want in the
blueish pools?
So stay, bold hunter, in the grove,
And leave me alone with my three wheels;
And if you want to win over my
little sweetheart,
Then know, my friend, what troubles
her heart:
The boars that come at night from
the grove
And break into her cabbage patch
And trample and rummage around in
the field:
Shoot the boars, you hunting hero!
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EIFERSUCHT UND STOLZ

JEALOUSY AND PRIDE

Wohin so schnell, so kraus und wild, mein
lieber Bach?
Eilst du voll Zorn dem frechen Bruder
Jäger nach?
Kehr’ um, kehr’ um, und schilt erst
deine Müllerin
Für ihren leichten, losen, kleinen Flattersinn.

Whither so fast, so ruffled and wild, my
dear stream?
Do you hurry, full of anger, to that insolent
brother huntsman?
Turn back, turn back, and first scold your
miller maid
For her light, wanton, little fickleness.

Sahst du sie gestern abend nicht am
Tore stehn,
Mit langem Halse nach der großen
Straße sehn?
Wenn vom den Fang der Jäger lustig zieht
nach Haus,
Da steckt kein sittsam Kind den Kopf
zum Fenster ’naus.

Did you not see her stand at the gate
last night,
Craning her neck to see the broad
street?
When the hunter merrily goes home after
the kill,
No modest child would poke her head out
of the window.

Geh, Bächlein, hin und sag’ ihr das; doch sag’
ihr nicht,
Hörst du, kein Wort von meinem
traurigen Gesicht.
Sag’ ihr: Er schnitzt bei mir sich eine Pfeif’
aus Rohr,
Er bläst den Kindern schöne Tänz’
und Lieder vor.

Go, little stream, and tell her this; but do
not say
A word about my sad face, do
you hear.
Tell her: He carved himself a pipe out
of reeds,
He plays beautiful dances and songs for
the children.
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DIE LIEBE FARBE

THE BELOVED COLOUR

In Grün will ich mich kleiden,
In grüne Tränenweiden:
Mein Schatz hat’s Grün so gern.
Will suchen einen Zypressenhain,
Eine Heide von grünen Rosmarein,
Mein Schatz hat’s Grün so gern.

I will dress myself in green,
In green weeping willow:
My sweetheart is so fond of green.
I will seek a cypress grove,
A heath of green rosemary,
My sweetheart is so fond of green.

Wohlauf zum fröhlichen Jagen!
Wohlauf durch Heid’ und Hagen!
Mein Schatz hat’s Jagen so gern.
Das Wild, das ich jage, das ist der Tod;
Die Heide, die heiß ich die Liebesnot:
Mein Schatz hat’s Jagen so gern.

Away to the merry hunt!
Away through heath and meadows!
My sweetheart is so fond of hunting.
The prey that I hunt is death;
The heath I call love’s grief:
My sweetheart is so fond of hunting.

Grabt mir ein Grab im Wasen,
Deckt mich mit grünen Rasen:
Mein Schatz hat’s Grün so gern.
Kein Kreuzlein schwarz, kein
Blümlein bunt,
Grün, alles grün so rings und rund!
Mein Schatz hat’s Grün so gern.

Dig me a grave in the grass,
Cover me with green turf:
My sweetheart is so fond of green.
No little black cross, no colourful
little flowers,
Green, let everything around be green!
My sweetheart is so fond of green.
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DIE BÖSE FARBE

THE HATEFUL COLOUR

Ich möchte ziehn in die Welt hinaus,
Hinaus in die weite Welt;
Wenn’s nur so grün, so grün nicht wär,
Da draußen in Wald und Feld!

I would like to go out into the world,
Out into the wide world;
If only it was not, was not so green,
Out there in forest and field!

Ich möchte die grünen Blätter all’
Pflücken von jedem Zweig,
Ich möchte die grünen Gräser all’
Weinen ganz totenbleich.

I would like to pick all the green leaves
From every branch,
I would like to make all the green grass
Deathly pale with weeping.

Ach Grün, du böse Farbe du,
Was siehst mich immer an
So stolz, so keck, so schadenfroh,
Mich armen weißen Mann?

Ah green, you hateful colour, you,
Why do you always look at me
So proud, so impudent, so gloating,
At me, a poor white man?

Ich möchte liegen vor ihrer Tür
Im Sturm und Regen und Schnee.
Und singen ganz leise bei Tag und Nacht
Das eine Wörtchen: Ade!

I would like to lie at her door
In storm and rain and snow.
And sing so softly, day and night
The one little word: farewell!

Horch, wenn im Wald ein
Jagdhorn schallt,
So klingt ihr Fensterlein!
Und schaut sie auch nach mir nicht aus,
Darf ich doch schauen hinein.

When a hunting-horn sounds in the
forest, listen,
You can hear her little window!
And although she is not looking out for me,
I can still look in at her.

O binde von der Stirn dir ab
Das grüne, grüne Band;
Ade, ade! und reiche mir
Zum Abschied deine Hand!

Oh unwind from your brow
That green, green ribbon;
Farewell, farewell! and give me
Your hand in parting!
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TROCKNE BLUMEN

WITHERED FLOWERS

Ihr Blümlein alle,
Die sie mir gab,
Euch soll man legen
Mit mir ins Grab.

All you little flowers,
That she gave me,
You shall be laid
In my grave with me.

Wie seht ihr alle
Mich an so weh,
Als ob ihr wüßtet,
Wie mir gescheh’?

How sadly you all look
At me,
As if you knew,
What would happen to me?

Ihr Blümlein alle,
Wie welk, wie blaß?
Ihr Blümlein alle,
Wovon so naß?

All you little flowers,
How withered, how pale?
All you little flowers,
Why are you so wet?

Ach, Tränen machen
Nicht maiengrün,
Machen tote Liebe
Nicht wieder blühn.

Ah, tears cannot bring
The green of May,
Cannot make dead love
Blossom again.

Und Lenz wird kommen,
Und Winter wird gehn,
Und Blümlein werden
Im Grase stehn.

And Spring will come,
And Winter will go,
And little flowers will
Grow in the grass.
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Und Blümlein liegen
In meinem Grab,
Die Blümlein alle,
Die sie mir gab.

And little flowers will lie
In my grave,
All the little flowers,
That she gave me.

Und wenn sie wandelt
Am Hügel vorbei
Und denkt im Herzen:
Der meint’ es treu!

And when she wanders
On the hill
And thinks in her heart:
His feelings were true!

Dann, Blümlein alle,
Heraus, heraus!
Der Mai ist kommen,
Der Winter ist aus.

Then, all little flowers,
Arise, arise!
May has come,
Winter has gone.
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DER MÜLLER UND DER BACH

THE MILLER AND THE STREAM

DER MÜLLER
Wo ein treues Herze
In Liebe vergeht,
Da welken die Lilien
Auf jedem Beet;

THE MILLER
When a faithful heart
Dies of love,
The lilies wither
In every bed;

Da muß in die Wolken
Der Vollmond gehn,
Damit seine Tränen
Die Menschen nicht sehn;

Then into the clouds
The full moon must go,
So that her tears
Will not be seen by men;

Da halten die Englein
Die Augen sich zu
Und schluchzen und singen
Die Seele zur Ruh’.

Then the little angels
Cover their eyes
And sob and sing
The soul to rest.

DER BACH
Und wenn sich die Liebe
Dem Schmerz entringt,
Ein Sternlein, ein neues,
Am Himmel erblinkt;

THE STREAM
And when love
Breaks free from pain,
A little star, a new one,
Shines in the sky;

Da springen drei Rosen,
Halb rot und halb weiß
Die welken nicht wieder,
Aus Dornenreis.

Then three roses spring up,
Half red and half white
That will not wither again,
From thorny branches.
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Und die Engelein schneiden
Die Flügel sich ab
Und gehn alle Morgen
Zur Erde herab.

And the little angels clip
Their wings
And go every morning
Down to earth.

DER MÜLLER
Ach Bächlein, liebes Bächlein,
Du meinst es so gut:
Ach Bächlein, aber weißt du,
Wie Liebe tut?

THE MILLER
Ah, little stream, dear little stream,
You mean so well:
Ah little stream, but do you know,
What love does?

Ach unten, da unten
Die kühle Ruh!
Ach Bächlein, liebes Bächlein,
So singe nur zu.

Ah there, down there
In cool rest!
Ah, little stream, dear little stream,
Just sing on.
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DES BACHES WIEGENLIED

THE STREAM’S LULLABY

Gute Ruh’, gute Ruh’!
Tu’ die Augen zu!
Wandrer, du müder, du bist zu Haus.
Die Treu’ ist hier,
Sollst liegen bei mir,
Bis das Meer will trinken die Bächlein aus.

Rest well, rest well!
Close your eyes!
Wanderer, you weary one, you are home.
Fidelity is here,
You shall lie with me,
Until the sea drinks every stream dry.

Will betten dich kühl
Auf weichem Pfühl
In dem blauen kristallenen Kämmerlein.
Heran, heran,
Was wiegen kann,
Woget und wieget den Knaben mir ein!

I will bed you down on a cool
Soft pillow
In the little blue crystal chamber.
Come, come,
Whatever can rock,
Billow and rock my boy to sleep!

Wenn ein Jagdhorn schallt
Aus dem grünen Wald,
Will ich sausen und brausen wohl um
dich her.
Blickt nicht herein,
Blaue Blümelein!
Ihr macht meinem Schläfer die Träume
so schwer.

When a hunting horn sounds
From the green forest,
I will bluster and rage
around you.
Do not look in,
Little blue flowers!
You will give my sleeper such
bad dreams.

Hinweg, hinweg
Von dem Mühlensteg,
Böses Mägdelein! daß ihn dein Schatten
nicht weckt!
Wirf mir herein
Dein Tüchlein fein,
Daß ich die Augen ihm halte bedeckt!

Away, away
From the mill-bridge,
Wicked maiden! so your shadow won’t
wake him!
Throw me
Your fine handkerchief,
That I may cover his eyes!
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Gute Nacht, gute Nacht!
Bis alles wacht,
Schlaf’ aus deine Freude, schlaf aus’ dein Leid!
Der Vollmond steigt,
Der Nebel weicht,
Und der Himmel da oben, wie ist er so weit!

Good night, good night!
Until everything is awake,
Sleep away your joy, sleep away your pain!
The full moon is rising,
The mist is clearing,
How wide the sky is up there!
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