
 
 

Heinrich Heine 
 
 

 
Robert Schumann 

 
 
 

[x|ÇÜ|v{ [x|Çx eÉuxÜà fv{âÅtÇÇ 
 

W|v{àxÜÄ|xux 
 

T  cÉxàËá _Éäx 
 
 
 

     
   Introduction 
 
   Chronology 
 
   Parallel German – English Text 
 
   Complete Score 
 
   Further Reading and Links 

 
 
 
 
 

[References in the German text that might prove obscure 
are explained in end-notes after the English translation] 

 
 

© www.tclt.org.uk  2010  



 

 

 

 i 

 
 
 
 

INTRODUCTION 
 
 

 
Last year, I published on this web-site an English-text version of two of 
the most celebrated song cycles ever to have been composed: Franz 
Schubert’s settings of Wilhelm Müller’s poems, Die schöne Müllerin 
(‘The lovely miller’s girl’) and Die Winterreise (‘Winter Journey’). Now, 
as a natural development of this project, I am pleased to present a similar 
English-text version of the poems that Robert Schumann set to music in 
his song cycle Dichterliebe (‘[A] Poet’s Love’). And just as with 
Schubert’s sequences, the challenges raised by Schumann’s Dichterliebe 
are rather different from any others so far encountered. As can be seen 
from the introductory list of translations, previous texts on the site have 
presented material from different languages, different periods, and 
different genres. Yet however difficult, or impossible, such texts have 
proved to translate, they have all involved a basic process of transference: 
from the words of the original to the words of the target language, in this 
case English. Some of the poems that the German poet Heinrich Heine 
anthologised in his Buch der Lieder, however, add a further, fascinating 
stage to this process. Less than fifteen years after their publication in 
1827, they were set to music by Schumann, and momentously so, in one 
of the finest song cycles ever composed. The basic process of 
transference from word to word was at a stroke enriched, as well as 
complicated, by a third element: from word to word to music. 
 
But what was the first component in this process like? In 1823, Heine had 
established his literary reputation with a book entitled Tragödien nebst 
einem lyrischen Intermezzo (‘Tragedies with a Lyrical Intermezzo’). In 
the following four years, he reworked the sixty-six poems that made up 
the Intermezzo, and published them in the Buch der Lieder. From these 
sixty-six poems, Schumann selected at first twenty, later reduced to 
sixteen, poems, changing certain phrases and rearranging the sequence to 
create a stronger sense of cyclical narrative. For all these alterations, 
though, the imaginative quality of the texts he chose was not high. No 
matter how fresh and compelling they may have been in their own day 
(and the Buch der Lieder soon became a classic of German Romantic 
literature), to a modern readership, they are very much less innovative. 
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The sorrows of unrequited love ‒ a stock if universal theme ‒ are largely 
expressed through conventional, well-worn Romantic images of flowers 
and tears; angels, kisses and nightingales; sweet lips and broken hearts. 
And if the subject-matter is plain and unsophisticated, no less so is its 
presentation. The rhyme schemes of Heine’s stanzas are unexceptional 
(abcb, abab, or aabb), the rhythmic pulses similarly clear and 
unvarnished. Only his intermittent irony and ambivalence sound a more 
complex note; but even that fails to dilute the sense of folk-like 
simplicity, even thread-bare triteness, that permeates the verses selected 
by Schumann. 
 
Given this context, the issue remains how best to translate Heine’s words 
into English, particularly in view of the music to which Schumann set 
them. There have been three broad approaches to the question: 
 

i) to translate Heine’s text as closely and as literally as possible, 
so that its prosaic, word-for-word meaning is clear. No attempt 
is made to reproduce qualities of sound or form (rhyme, rhythm, 
pulse, stanza), or to align the translation with Schumann’s 
music. The simple, but not unworthy, aim is to make Heine’s 
text intelligible for those who have no German, or for singers 
who need to grasp the basic meaning of each song before 
developing a convincing vocal colouring.  

 
ii) to translate Heine’s text as closely as possible, but with regard 

to its sound and form as a verbal expression. Word-for-word 
meaning is marginalised in favour of a resonant, idiomatic 
rendering into English. Sometimes, that rendering retains rhyme 
or metric pulse but wanders somewhat from original meaning in 
the attempt. Sometimes, persuasive meaning is conveyed, but 
without any attempt to rhyme. Only rarely, though, are such 
versions ‘singable’ to Schumann’s settings. 

 
iii) to translate Heine’s text as closely as possible, but to ensure that 

the English version is aligned at every point with Schumann’s 
setting, so that each word and phrase is ‘singable’. Where 
musical pulse or rhythm is different from verbal pulse or 
rhythm, it is the musical imperative that prevails. Sometimes, 
rhyme is retained at the expense of faithful translation. 
Sometimes, meaning is retained at the expense of rhyme. But 
the transformative quality of Schumann’s setting is everywhere 
acknowledged. Heine’s earth-bound words soar into 
Schumann’s songs.    
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These different approaches to translating Dichterliebe can perhaps be best 
appreciated by focusing upon three versions of a single song in the cycle. 
Heine’s text for the fourteenth song, ‘Allnächtlich im Traume’, reads: 

 
 

Allnächtlich im Traume seh’ ich dich, 
und sehe dich freundlich grüssen, 
und lautaufweinend stürz’ ich mich 
zu deinen süssen Füssen. 
 
Du siehest mich an wehmüttiglich 
und schüttelst das blonde Köpfchen; 
aus deinen Augen schleichen sich 
die Perlentränentröpfchen. 
 
Du sagst mir heimlich ein leises Wort, 
und gibst mir den Strauss von Cypressen. 
Ich wache auf, und der Strauss ist fort, 
und’s Wort hab’ ich vergessen. 

 
 

The three versions read: 
 
 
  A Every night in my dreams I see you, 
   and see your friendly greeting, 
   and loudly crying out, I throw myself 
   to your sweet feet. 
 
   You look at me wistfully 
   and shake your blond little head; 
   from your eyes steal forth 
   the little pearly teardrops. 
 
   You say to me secretly a soft word, 
   and give me a garland of cypress. 
   I wake up, and the garland is gone, 
   and the word I have forgotten.  
 
 
  B Nightly I see you in dreams ‒ you speak, 
   With kindliness sincerest, 
   I throw myself, weeping aloud and weak 
   At your sweet feet, my dearest. 
 
    

You look at me with wistful woe, 
   And shake your golden curls; 
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   And stealing from your eyes there flow 
   The teardrops like to pearls. 
 
   You breathe in my ear a sacred word, 
   A garland of cypress for token. 
   I wake; it is gone; the dream is blurred, 
   And forgotten the word that was spoken. 
 
 
  C nightly in the dream I see you 
   and see you kindly greeting 
   and loudly weeping throw I myself 
   at your dear feet 
 
   you look at me sadly 
   and shake the fair little head 
   from your eyes steal [themselves] 
   the little pearl tear-drops 
 
   you tell me secretly a gentle word 
   and give me the bouquet of cypresses 
   I wake up and the bouquet is gone 
   and the word have I forgotten  
 
 
There can be little doubt that the ‘closest’ rendering above of Heine’s 
words is version C, a literally word-for-word translation that retains  
the inversions of the original (stürz’ ich mich → throw I myself; hab’ ich 
vergessen → have I forgotten), as well as the definite article in das blonde 
Köpfchen → the fair little head, and den Strauss von Cypressen → the 
bouquet of cypresses. Version A, on the other hand, is somewhat freer and 
looser (‘the bouquet of cypresses’ becomes ‘a garland of cypress’); and the 
third stanza has considerable expressive force. Elsewhere, though, diction 
can be forced and unidiomatic (‘I throw myself / to your sweet feet’, ‘the 
little pearly teardrops’). Version B is the only one to attempt a rhyming 
scheme (abab, cdcd, efef), which is not unsuccessful, and conveys a real 
sense of stanzaic unity. But the rendering is not always close to the 
original, and the rhythmic pulse is sometimes uncertain (‘I throw myself, 
weeping aloud and weak’). None of the translations is actually ‘singable’ 
to the music that Schumann composed.   
 
The version presented in this translation reads: 

 
 
At night-time I see you in my dreams. 
I see you so friendly [friendly] greeting; 
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and loudly crying out I throw myself 
at your sweet feet. 
 
You look at me then, wistfully there, 
and ruffle [ruffle] your golden curls; 
and from your eyes there now steal forth 
those drops of pearl-like tears. 
 
You tell me secrets in softest words, 
and give me some leaves [some leaves] from the cypress. 
Then I wake up, and the leaves are gone; 
the words I have forgotten. 

 
 

This version tries to be as faithful to Schumann’s setting as to Heine’s text, 
and to draw both musical and verbal pulses into a single unity. And so 
Schumann’s vocal repetition of words (seh’/sehe; freundlich/freundlich; 
und schüttelst,/schüttelst; den Strauss/den Strauss) is retained here. 
Likewise, the repeated sudden rush of semi-quavers in a single bar of 3/4 
time is mirrored in the abrupt verbal movement of ‘loudly crying out I 
throw myself’, and ‘from your eyes there now steal forth’. And where the 
most intractable phrase in the song (das blonde Köpfchen) can give rise to 
risible effects (your little blond head, your small blond hair!), a modest 
deviation from the exact meaning of the original allows, as in version B 
above, ‘your golden curls’.     
 
The musical and verbal issues raised by this single text are, of course, both 
repeated and varied in each of the sixteen songs that make up Dichterliebe. 
But if there is one way in which the success or failure of the entire 
translation can be assessed, it is to turn to the complete score of the cycle 
that is presented here, where the piano accompaniment is placed beside a 
voice part now not in German but in English. Singers, both professional 
and amateur, will be able to test whether these new words are singable and 
appropriate. And even non-musicians, I hope, will gain an insight into 
what happens when words are translated not simply into other words, but 
also into momentous music. 
 
For his help in formatting the musical score, I am delighted to thank 
Rendel Harris, without whose skilled support this English version of 
Schumann’s Dichterliebe would never have appeared. 
 

    Tim Chilcott 
September 2010 



 

 vi 

 

 vii 

 
 
 
 

CHRONOLOGY 
 
 

[Entries below in roman type refer to Heine; entries in italics refer to Schumann.] 
 
 
 
1797 Chaim Harry Heine is born in Düsseldorf in western Germany in 

December of 1797. His father is a textile merchant, his mother 
the daughter of a physician. He is to become the eldest of four 
children.   

 
 1810  Robert Schumann is born in Zwickau, Saxony, the fifth 

and last child of his family. His father is a bookseller, 
publisher, and novelist; and although Schumann begins 
to compose before the age of seven, his boyhood is 
cultivated by literature as much as music.  

 
1814 Heine attends a business school in Düsseldorf where he learns to 

read English, in addition to the French which has become his 
second language. 

 
1816 Heine moves to Hamburg to become an apprentice at his uncle’s 

bank, but shows little aptitude for business. 
 
1819 Heine begins to study law at the University of Bonn, though 

becomes far more interested in history and literature. The 
following year, continues his law studies at the University of 
Göttingen, which he hates for its reactionary, anti-Semitic 
conservatism. Is suspended from the university after challenging 
another student to a duel. 

  
1821 Heine arrives in Berlin where he makes valuable acquaintances, 

as well as attending lectures by the philosopher Hegel. 
 His first book of poetry, Gedichte, appears in December 1821. 
 
1823 Heine establishes his literary reputation with Tragödien nebst 

einem lyrischen Intermezzo.
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1825 in July, Heine converts to Protestantism, renaming himself 
Johann Heinrich Heine, partly as a result of increasing 
discrimination against Jews by the Prussian government. 

 
1826 in January, Heine meets Julius Campe, who is to become his chief 

publisher for the rest of his life. In May, Campe publishes the 
first volume of Reisebilder (‘Travel Pictures’). 

 
1826 Schumann’s father dies, when he is sixteen, and neither 

his mother nor his subsequent guardian continue to 
encourage his musical aspirations. 

 
1827 Heine’s Buch der Lieder (‘Book of Songs’) is published. 

Although sales are slow to start with, the book soon becomes one 
of the most popular books of German verse ever published. It is 
set to music within a year of publication. 

 
1828 Schumann leaves school. After a tour during which he 

meets Heine in Munich, he goes to Leipzig to study law. 
Transfers to Heidelberg the following year to continue 
his studies. 

 
1830 Schumann hears Paganini play in Frankfurt, and decides  

his career is in music rather than law. Returns to Leipzig 
to pursue a career as a concert pianist, under his teacher, 
Friedrich Wieck. But as a result of permanently injuring 
his right hand (the cause is still disputed), abandons 
ideas of a concert career and devotes himself to 
composition.  

 
1831 attracted by the prospect of greater liberalism and freedom from 

censorship, Heine leaves Germany for France, settling in Paris for 
the remaining 25 years of his life. He soon becomes a celebrity 
and makes many famous acquaintances: for example, with the 
poet Gérard de Nerval and the composer Hector Berlioz. 

 
1831 Schumann first articulates the tension he feels between a 

passionate, voluble personality (embodied in the figure 
Florestan), and a dreamy, introspective side (the figure 
Eusebius).   

 
1832 Schumann hears the 13-year old Clara Wieck play. His 

mother tells her she must marry him one day. 
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 Papillons (‘Butterflies’), op.2, is published. 
  
1833 the deaths of Schumann’s brother and sister-in-law seem 

to bring on severe depression, leading to his first 
apparent attempt at suicide. 

 
1834 Schumann becomes increasingly close to Clara Wieck, a 

relationship that is forcefully ended by Clara’s father, 
who forbids any further communication between them. 

 Carnaval, op.9, is written. 
    

1834 Heine meets a 19-year old Paris shopgirl, Crescence Eugénie 
Mirat, who is illiterate, without German, and has no interest in 
culture. Two years later, nevertheless, she moves in with him, 
marries him in 1841, and lives with him for the rest of his life.  

 
 1835 Schumann meets Mendelssohn, and praises his music, as 

 he has done Chopin’s and will later Brahms’s. 
 
 1835- Schumann continues to compose major works for the 
 1840 piano, including the Fantasiestücke, Fantasia in C, 

Kinderszenen, and Kreisleriana. 
  A long and acrimonious battle with Clara’s father is 

resolved when she becomes of legal age in 1840. Robert 
and Clara are married on 12 September. 

   
1835- Heine continues to write and comment upon German politics and 
1840 society, not infrequently evoking hostility from conservative 

opinion. 
 
 1840 Schumann composes over 150 songs in this year, and 

subsequently writes some major song-cycles, including 
Dichterliebe (1844), the music of which is set to Heine’s 
words.  

 
1840s Heine’s poetry becomes increasingly political and satirical, with 

attacks upon kingship, political torpor, and the greed and cruelty 
of the ruling class. 

 
1843 Heine meets Karl Marx, and publishes several poems in Marx’s 

new journal. Although their intellectual compatibility is strong at 
first, their admiration for each other fades, with Heine always 
expressing mixed feelings about Communism. 
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1844 Neue Gedichte (‘New Poems’) appears, a collection that gathers 

together all the poetry Heine has written since 1831. His uncle, 
who has subsidised his writing with an annual salary, dies. 
Disputes about his will occupy Heine for the next two years. 

    
1844    Schumann confronts a serious medical condition, 

experiencing shivering, apprehensions of death, and fears 
of high places, metal instruments, and drugs, whenever 
he tries to work. 

   
1845 despite his ill-health, Schumann publishes his Symphony 

in C, and also his Piano Concerto. 
 
1846-7 a period of ostensible recovery, during which Schumann 

visits Vienna, Prague, Berlin, and Zwickau, where he is 
received with growing acclaim. 

 
1848 In May, Heine suddenly falls paralysed with a painful spinal 

illness that confines him to what he calls his matratzengruft 
(‘mattress-grave’). He may have been suffering from multiple 
sclerosis, syphilis, or chronic lead poisoning. In the years 
following, he continues to organise collections of his poetry, 
journalism, and unfinished memoirs. 

 
1851 after a disastrous episode as a conductor the previous 

year, Schumann completes his Symphony no.3 (the 
Rhenish), and revises what will be published as his fourth 
symphony. 

 
1853 the 20-year old Brahms knocks unannounced on the 

Schumanns’ door, stays with them for several weeks, and 
becomes a close family friend. Schumann hails the 
unknown Brahms as a genius. 

 
1854 a renewal of the symptoms that had threatened Schumann 

ten years earlier, but now compounded and intensified 
into visions of angels and demons. Warns Clara that he 
fears he may do her harm. On 27 February, attempts 
suicide by throwing himself from a bridge into the River 
Rhine. Is rescued, but asks to be taken to an asylum for 
the insane. 
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1856 Heine dies on 17 February, and is buried in the Cimetière de 
Montmartre in Paris. His wife survives him until 1883. There are 
no children.  

 
1856 Schumann dies on 29 July, and is buried in the Zentral 

Friedhof (Central Cemetery) in Bonn. His wife Clara is 
tireless in her promotion of his work, both editing and 
performing it. She is also the first pianist to give public 
performances of some of Brahms’ works. She dies in 
1896, and is buried with her husband in the Zentral 
Friedhof.   
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1 
 

Im wunderschönen Monat Mai 
 
    
   Im wunderschönen Monat Mai, 
   als alle Knospen sprangen, 
   da ist in meinem Herzen 
   die Liebe aufgegangen. 
 
   Im wunderschönen Monat Mai, 
   als alle Vögel sangen, 
   da hab’ ich ihr gestanden 
   mein Sehnen und Verlangen.  
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1 
 

It is the lovely month of May 
 
    

It is the lovely month of May, 
   when all the buds are bursting open; 
   and then within my heart 
    a love begins to blossom. 
 

It is the lovely month of May, 
when all the birds are singing; 
and I have told her plainly 
my yearning and my longing. 
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2 
 

Aus meinen Tränen spriessen 
 
 
   Aus meinen Tränen spriessen 
   viel blühende Blumen hervor, 
   und meine Seufzer werden 
   ein Nachtigallenchor. 
 
   Und wenn du mich lieb hast, Kindchen, 
   schenk’ ich dir die Blumen all’, 
   und vor deinem Fenster soll klingen 

das Lied der Nachtigall. 
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2 
 

There spring up from my tears 
 
 

There spring up from my tears 
so many flowers in bloom, 
and my sad sighs become now 
a choir of nightingales. 
 
And if you will love me, sweetheart, 
all the flowers I’ll give to you; 
and before your window will echo 
the song of nightingales. 
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3 
 

Die Rose, die Lilie, die Taube, die Sonne 
 
 

Die Rose, die Lilie, die Taube, die Sonne, 
die liebt’ ich einst alle in Liebeswonne, 
Ich lieb’ sie nicht mehr, ich liebe alleine 
die Kleine, die Feine, die Reine, die Eine; 
sie selber, aller Liebe Wonne, 
ist Rose und Lilie und Taube und Sonne. 
[Ich liebe alleine 
die kleine, die Feine, die Reine, die Eine.]
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3 
 

The rose and the lily, the dove and the sunlight 
 
 

The rose and the lily, the dove and the sunlight, 
I once loved them all in my love’s sweet happiness. 
I love them no more, I only love now 
the small and the fine, and the pure and the only one; 
and she herself, the bliss of loving her, 
is rose and is lily, is dove and is sunlight. 
[I now love alone 
the small and the fine, and the pure and the only one.]  
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4 
 

Wenn ich in deine Augen seh’ 
 
 

Wenn ich in deine Augen seh’, 
so schwindet all’ mein Leid und Weh’. 
Doch wenn ich küsse deinen Mund, 
so werd’ ich ganz und gar gesund. 
 
Wenn ich mich lehn’ an deine Brust, 
kommt’s über mich wie Himmelslust, 
doch wenn du sprichst: ‘Ich liebe dich’, 
so muss ich weinen bitterlich. 
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4 
 

Whenever I look in your eyes 
 
 

Whenever I look in your eyes, 
then all my pain and grief is stilled. 
And when I kiss those lips of yours, 
then I am made completely well. 
 
And when I lay against your breast, 
it overwhelms like Heaven’s bliss. 
But when you say, ‘I love you so’,    
then I must weep so bitterly. 
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5 
 

Ich will meine Seele tauchen 
 
 

Ich will meine Seele tauchen 
in den Kelch der Lilie hinein, 
die Lilie soll klingend hauchen 
ein Leid von der Liebsten mein. 
 
Das Lied soll schauern und beben 
wie der Kuss von ihrem Mund’, 
den sie mir einst gegeben 
in wunderbar süsser Stund’. 
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5 
 

I want to immerse my spirit 
 

 
I want to immerse my spirit 
in the lily’s cup deep inside; 
the lily will ringingly whisper 
a song from my own beloved. 
 
The song will quiver and tremble 
like the kiss from her own lips, 
that once she sweetly gave me 
in wonderful lovely times. 
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6 
 

Im Rhein, im heiligen Strome 
 
 

 Im Rhein, im heiligen Strome, 
 da spiegelt sich in den Well’n 
 mit seinem grossen Dome 
 das grosse, heilige Cöln. 
 
 Im Dom da steht ein Bildnis, 
 auf goldenem Leder gemalt. 
 In meines Lebens Wildniss 
 hat’s freundlich hineingestrahlt. 
 
 Es schweben Blumen und Eng’lein 
 um uns’re liebe Frau; 
 die Augen, die Lippen, die Wänglein, 

die gleichen der Liebsten genau. 
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6 
 

The Rhine, the holiest river 
 
 

The Rhine, the holiest river, 
there mirrored in its own waves, 
with its own great cathedral, 
that great and holy Cologne. 
 
Inside, there is a portrait 
on rich, golden leather inscribed. 
In my own life’s wilderness, 
it shines with a kindly light. 
 
There float by flowers and angels 
around my lovely girl; 
the eyes, the lips, [the lips,] the cheeks, 
and all of them just like my sweetheart’s face. 
 
 
 

[the ‘portrait’ in line 5 refers to a triptych, painted about 1442  
by the Cologne-based artist Stefan Lochner, depicting the  
Virgin Mary and the infant Jesus]. 
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Ich grolle nicht 
 
 

 Ich grolle nicht, und wenn das Herz auch bricht. 
Ewig verlornes Lieb, ich grolle nicht. 
Wie du auch strahlst in Diamantenpracht, 
es fällt kein Strahl in dienes Herzens Nacht, 
das weiss ich längst. 

 
Ich grolle nicht, und wenn das Herz auch bricht. 
Ich sah dich ja im Traume, 

 und sah die Nacht in deines Herzens Raume, 
 und sah die Schlang’, die dir am Herzen frisst, 
 ich sah, mein Lieb, wie sehr du elend bist. 
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7 
 

I bear no grudge 
 
 

I bear no grudge, although my heart is crushed. 
Love lost eternally, I bear no grudge. 
Although you shine in diamond splendour, 
no light now falls into your heart’s dark night, 
I’ve know that long. 
 
I bear no grudge, although my heart is crushed. 
I saw you in my nightmares, 
and saw the dark in your own heart’s black chambers, 
and saw the snake that feeds upon your heart. 
I saw, my love, how full of grief you are. 
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8 
 

Und wüssten’s die Blumen, die kleinen 
 
 

Und wüssten’s die Blumen, die kleinen, 
wie tief verwundet mein Herz, 
sie würden mit mir weinen 
zu heilen meinen Schmerz. 
 
Und wüssten’s die Nachtigallen, 
wie ich so traurig und krank, 
sie liessen fröhlich erschallen 
erquickenden Gesang. 
 
Und wüssten sie mein Wehe, 
die goldenen Sternelein, 
sie kämen aus ihrer Höhe, 
und sprächen Trost mir ein. 
 
Sie alle können’s nicht wissen, 
nur Eine kennt meinen Schmerz; 
sie hat ja selbst zerrissen, 
zerrissen mir das Herz. 
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8 
 

And if little flowers all know it 
 
 

And if little flowers all know it, 
how deeply hurt is my heart, 
then they would share my grieving, 
and soothe and heal my pain. 
 
And if they should know, the nightingales, 
how sad and poorly I am, 
then they would merrily sing out 
their sweet, refreshing song. 
 
And if they knew my heartache, 
the little golden stars, 
then they would come down from heaven, 
and comfort with their words. 
 
But all of them cannot know it, 
just one of them knows my pain; 
she has herself quite torn up, 
quite torn my heart in two. 
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9 
 

Das ist ein Flöten und Geigen 
 
 

Das ist ein Flöten und Geigen, 
trompeten schmettern darein. 
Da tanzt wohl den Hochzeitreigen 
die Herz aller liebste mein, 
 
Das ist ein Klingen und Dröhnen, 
ein Pauken und ein Schalmei’n, 
da zwischen schluchzen und stöhnen 
die lieblichen Engelein. 
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9 
 

The sound of fluting and fiddling 
 

  
The sound of fluting and fiddling, 
and trumpets blaring away. 
There, dancing the wedding dances 
is she whom my heart so loves. 
 
The sound of ringing and roaring, 
a drumming and sound of shawms; 
amidst it, sobbing and moaning, 
the sweetest of angels all. 
 
 
 

[the shawm, mentioned in line 6, was an old musical 
instrument, now obsolete, related to the present-day oboe].  
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10 
 

Hör’ ich das Liedchen klingen 
 
 

Hör’ ich das Liedchen klingen, 
das einst die Liebste sang, 
so will mir die Brust zerspringen 
von wildem Schmerzendrang. 
 
Es treibt mich ein dunkles Sehnen 
hinauf zur Waldeshöh’, 
dort lös’t sich auf in Tränen 
mein übergrosses Weh’. 
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10 
 

I hear the sweet song ringing 
 
 

I hear the sweet song ringing, 
that once my sweetheart sang, 
and now will my heart crack open 
with savage beats of pain. 
 
A shadowy longing drives me 
up to the wooded heights; 
there I can ease in weeping 
my overwhelming pain. 
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11 
 

Ein Jüngling liebt ein Mädchen 
 
 

Ein Jüngling liebt ein Mädchen, 
die hat einen Andern erwählt; 
der Andre liebt’ eine Andre 
und hat sich mit dieser vermählt. 
 
Das Mädchen nimmt aus Ärger 
den ersten besten Mann 
der ihr in den Weg gelaufen, 
der Jüngling ist übel dran. 
 
Es ist eine alte Geschichte 
doch bleibt sie immer neu, 
und wem sie just passieret, 
dem bricht das Herz entzwei. 
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11 
 

A young man loves a young girl 
 
 

A young man loves a young girl 
who’s chosen another young man; 
this other loves yet another, 
and she is the one he has wed. 
 
The first girl takes in vengeance 
the first, half-decent man, 
who happens to come upon her; 
the young man is badly off. 
 
It is one of those age-old stories, 
that stays for ever new; 
yet he to whom it happens ‒ 
it breaks his heart in two. 
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Am leuchtenden Sommermorgen 
 
 

Am leuchtenden Sommermorgen 
geh’ ich im Garten herum. 
Es flüstern und sprechen die Blumen, 
ich aber wandle stumm. 
 
Es flüstern und sprechen die Blumen, 
und schau’n mitleidig mich an: 
Sei uns’rer Schwester nicht böse, 
du trauriger, blasser Mann. 
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A radiant summer’s morning 
 
 

A radiant summer’s morning, 
I’m in the garden alone. 
The flowers are whispering and speaking. 
I wander silently. 
 
The flowers are whispering and speaking, 
and gaze compassionately. 
‘Do not reproach our sister, 
you sorrowful, pale looking man.’ 
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Ich hab’ in Traum geweinet 
 
 

Ich hab’ in Traum geweinet. 
Mir träumte, du lägest im Grab. 
Ich wachte auf, und die Träne 
floss noch von der Wange herab. 
 
Ich hab’ in Traum geweinet. 
Mir träumt’, du verliessest mich. 
Ich wachte auf, und ich weinte 
noch lange bitterlich. 
 
Ich hab’ in Traum geweinet. 
Mir träumte, du wärst mir noch gut. 
Ich wachte auf, und noch immer 
strömt meine Tränenflut. 
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In dreams I have been weeping 
 
 

In dreams I have been weeping, 
I dreamt that you lay in your grave. 
And then I woke, and the tear-drops 
still were flowing fast down my cheeks. 
 
In dreams I have been weeping, 
I dreamt that you had let me go. 
And then I woke, and I cried out 
a bitterly long time. 
 
In dreams I have been weeping, 
I dreamt that to me you were kind. 
And then I woke, and still constantly 
my flood of tears streams down. 
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Allnächtlich im Traume 
 
 

Allnächtlich im Traume seh’ ich dich, 
und sehe dich freundlich grüssen, 
und lautaufweinend stürz’ ich mich 
zu deinen süssen Füssen. 
 
Du siehest mich an wehmüttiglich 
und schüttelst das blonde Köpfchen; 
aus deinen Augen schleichen sich 
die Perlentränentröpfchen. 
 
Du sagst mir heimlich ein leises Wort, 
und gibst mir den Strauss von Cypressen. 
Ich wache auf, und der Strauss ist fort, 
und’s Wort hab’ ich vergessen. 
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At night-time I see you 
 
 

At night-time I see you in my dreams. 
I see you so friendly greeting me; 
and loudly crying out I throw myself 
at your sweet feet. 
 
You look at me then, wistfully there, 
and ruffle your sweet, blond curls; 
and from your eyes there now steal forth 
those drops of pearl-like tears. 
 
You tell me secrets in softest words, 
and give me some leaves from the cypress. 
Then I wake up, and the leaves are gone, 
and words I have forgotten. 
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Aus alten Märchen 
 

Aus alten Märchen winkt es 
hervor mit weisser Hand, 
da singt es und da klingt es  
von einem Zauberland; 
 
wo bunte Blumen blühen 
im gold’nen Abendlicht, 
und lieblich duftend glühen 
mit bräutlichem Gesicht. 
 
Und grüne Bäume singen 
uralte Melodei’n, 
die Lüfte heimlich klingen, 
und Vögel schmettern drein. 
 
Und Nebelbilder steigen 
wohl aus der Erd’ hervor, 
und tanzen luft’gen Reigen 
im wunderlichen Chor. 
 
Und blaue Funken brennen 
an jedem Blatt und Reis, 
und rote Lichter rennen 
im irren, wirren Kreis. 
 
Und laute Quellen brechen 
aus wildem Marmorstein, 
und seltsam in den Bächen 
strahlt fort der Widerschein. 
 
Ach, könnt’ ich dort hinkommen, 
und dort mein Herz erfreu’n, 
und aller Qual entnommen, 
und frei und selig sein. 
 
Ach, jenes Land der Wonne, 
das seh’ ich oft im Traum, 
doch kommt die Morgensonne, 
zerfliesst’s wie eitel Schaum. 
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From age-old fairy stories 
 

From age-old fairy stories, 
it beckons with white hands; 
there’s singing and there’s ringing 
from what’s a magic land, 
 
where bright-hued flowers blossom 
in golden evening light, 
with sweetly scented glowing, 
and looks just like a bride. 
 
The green trees now are singing 
their ancient melodies, 
the breezes sound in secret,  
and birds are warbling sweet. 
 
And misty figures rise up 
from deep beneath the earth, 
and dance in airy roundelays, 
in strange and wondrous choirs; 
 
and red-blue sparks are burning 
on every leaf and twig, 
and reddish lights are running 
in crazy, reeling rings; 
 
and booming springs are bursting 
from barren, marble stones, 
and in the streams, how strangely, 
the stones are mirrored back.  
   
Ah, if only I could enter, 
and make my heart so glad, 
with all my pain unburdened, 
and free and blessed at last. 
 
Oh that sweet land of rapture, 
I see it in my dreams, 
but come the sun of morning,  
it melts away like foam. 
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Die alten, bösen Lieder 
 
 

Die alten, bösen Lieder, 
die Träume bös’ und arg, 
die lasst uns jetzt begraben, 
holt einen grossen Sarg. 
 
Hinein leg’ ich gar manches, 
doch sag’ ich noch nicht was. 
Der Sarg muss sein noch grösser 
wie’s Heidelberger Fass. 
 
Und holt eine Totenbahre, 
und Bretter fest und dick; 
auch muss sie sein noch länger 
als wie zu Mainz die Brück’. 
 
Und holt mir auch zwölf Riesen, 
die müssen noch starker sein, 
als wie der starke Christoph 
im Dom zu Cöln am Rhein. 

 
Die sollen den Sarg forttragen, 
und senken ins Meer hinab; 
denn solchem grossen Sarge 
gebührt ein grosses Grab. 
 
Wisst ihr warum der Sarg wohl 
so gross und schwer mag sein? 
Ich senkt’ auch meine Liebe 
und meinen Schmerz hinein. 
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The ancient, evil ballads 
 
 

The ancient, evil ballads, 
the dreams of wicked sin, 
all these let us now bury, 
bring a large coffin in. 
 
In it I’ll place a chestful 
of what I won’t tell yet; 
the coffin must be larger 
than the cask of Heidelberg. 
 
And bring me a hearse-like carriage, 
with planks so tough and thick, 
but they must be still longer 
than the mighty bridge at Mainz. 
 
And bring me, too, twelve giants, 
who must be much stronger still 
than strong and mighty Christopher, 
in the dome that’s in Cologne. 
 
They’ll carry the coffin onwards, 
and bury it in the sea; 
for such a mighty coffin 
deserves a mighty grave. 
 
So do you know the reason 
the coffin is so large? 
I’d bury, too, my sweetheart 
and with her my own pain.     
 
 

[the cask of Heidelberg was the world’s largest wine cask.  
28 feet deep and 23 high, it could hold nearly 60,000 gallons. 
 
The stone bridge at Mainz, built across the Rhine by the Romans,  
was some 40 feet wide. 
 
Christopher refers to a 10-foot high statue of St Christopher, 
depicting him carrying the Christ Child across a raging torrent.] 
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FURTHER READING AND LINKS 
 
 
 

The literature on Heine and Schumann is vast; and the bibliography 
below necessarily concentrates upon material that is exclusively 
concerned with translating Heine’s text for Dichterliebe into English and 
other languages.  
 
 
Translations into English 
 
Hal Draper The Complete Poems of Heinrich Heine: a modern 

English Version. Cambridge: Suhrkamp/Insel 
Publishers, Boston, 1982. 

 [the only modern version to attempt a metrical and 
rhymed version of Heine’s text]. 

 
Paul Hindemith The Loves of a Poet, in Emily Ezust’s The Lied and 

Art Song Texts Page, at 
http://www.recmusic.org/lieder. 

 [The Lied and Art Song Texts Page is a massive and 
indispensible resource for an immense variety of 
European art songs, choral works, and other vocal 
pieces, which can scarcely be surpassed. Hindemith 
(not the composer!) translates Dichterliebe in an 
accurate line-for-line version, though no attempt is 
made to marry the translation with the rhythms of 
the original, or of Schumann’s setting]. 

 
James C.S. Liu Dichterliebe, at 

http://members/macconnect.com/users/j/jimbob/class
ical/Schumann 

 [a line-for-line literal version of the original text, 
which does not aim to align Heine’s words with 
Schumann’s setting. Some valuable contextual 
material is provided, including recommended scores, 
recordings, and further reading].
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Lois Phillips Lieder Line by Line, Oxford University Press, rev.ed. 
1996. 

 [valuably presents, pp.194-204, word-for-word 
translations of Dichterliebe, placed against a version 
in ‘good, clear prose’. But no attempt is made to 
marry the prose translation with Schumann’s 
setting]. 

 
Eric Sams The Songs of Robert Schumann. Bloomington; 

Indiana University Press, 1993. 
 [a critical work that includes some skilful prose 

translations of the texts]. 
 
Celia A. Sgroi Dichterliebe Song Text, 1998, at 

http://www.gopera.com/lieder/translations/schumann 
 [a line-for-line, faithful translation of Dichterliebe, 

which does not attempt to follow the sound patterns 
of the original or of Schumann’s setting.] 

  
 
In addition to these complete versions of Dichterliebe, several translators 
have rendered one or two songs in the sequence into English: 
 
Sir John Bowring 1 and 9 
Nancy Burstein 7 
Shula Keller 1 and 7 
Alma Strettell 8 
John Todhunter 5 and 12 
Louis Untermeyer 2 
Philip G.L. Webb 3 
 
These translations are to be found in Emily Ezust’s The Lied and Art 
Song Texts Page, at http://www.recmusic.org/lieder, mentioned above. 
  
 
Translations into other languages  

 
Ezust’s web-site, noted immediately above, also presents translations of 
Dichterliebe into Dutch (Jan Rot), Finnish (Erkki Pullinen), French 
(Charles Beltjens), Hebrew (Assaf and Michal Levitin), Italian (Amelia 
Maria Imbarrato), and Spanish (Wilson Hidalgo).
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