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FRANZ SCHUBERT  
(b. Vienna, Austria, 1797 – d. Vienna, Austria, 1828) 
Die schöne Müllerin (The Maid of the Mill), D.795 
 1. Das Wandern (To Wander)  
 2. Wohin? (Where to?)  
 3.  Halt! (Wait!)  
 4.  Danksagung an den Bach (Thanks to the Brook) 
 5. Am Feierabend (The Hour of Rest)  
 6. Der Neugierige (The Eager Questioner)  
 7. Ungeduld (Impatience)  
 8. Morgengruss (Good Morning)  
 9. Des Müllers Blumen (The Miller’s Flowers) 
 10. Tränenregen (Shower of Tears)  
 11. Mein (Mine)  
 12. Pause (Interlude) 

Moments musicaux, D.780 
 2.  Andantino

Die schöne Müllerin (The Maid of the Mill), D.795 
 13. Mit dem grünen Lautenbande (With the Green Lute-riband)  
 14. Der Jäger (The Hunter)  
 15. Eifersucht und Stolz (Jealousy and Pride)  
 16. Die liebe Farbe (The Favorite Colour)  
 17. Die böse Farbe (The Hated Colour)  
 18. Trockne Blumen (Withered Flowers)  
 19. Der Müller und der Bach (The Miller and the Brook)  
 20. Des Baches Wiegenlied (The Brook’s Lullaby)



FRANZ SCHUBERT  

If Franz Schubert (1797-1828) means only 
one thing, for many people that is surely 
melody. ‘The Trout’, ‘the’ Rosamunde theme, 
perhaps; even, in a gloomy mood, the organ 
grinder’s monotonous refrain from The 
Winter Journey. This is as it should be, for 
Schubert is the greatest of all composers of 
songs, and his 600 or so spill over into all 
his music, often less obviously than in the 
Trout Quintet. 

But who was Franz Schubert? An 
unassuming, painfully short-sighted man, 
who lived in Vienna under a shadow cast 
by Beethoven, syphilitic, and snuffed out, 
perhaps by typhoid fever, in his 31st year. 
An unsophisticated tune-smith? That was 
the side of him sentimentalised in the 1916 
operetta Lilac Time. The only great Viennese 
composer actually born in the city, Schubert 
represents, on the surface, the cosy Vienna 
of the Biedermeier age, taking refuge in 
domesticity from political repression. The 
songs, music for piano four-hands, and 
above all the dances for piano were heard 
in home and salon musicales. This music 
seemed reassuring: the forms were those of 
a pupil of Salieri, taking Mozart and Haydn 
for his models. 

About the Music
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The musical evenings became known as ‘Schubertiads’. The 
prominent singer Johann Michael Vogl, whom Schubert met in 1817, 
often performed his songs with Schubert at the piano. Franz’s art 
meant much to his friends. They were proud when his more ‘public’ 
pieces (like The Shepherd on the Rock) reached a wider audience, 
but even they were baffled by his more visionary creations. Later 
musicians began to realise what Schubert was about – Schumann, 
who spoke of ‘heavenly length’; Liszt, for whom Schubert was ‘the 
most poetic musician ever’.

Schubert had been quietly founding a new music: long-range in 
harmonic strategy, and plumbing the depths of the heart. Schubert 
precociously revealed his creative genius in songs, especially the 
unparalleled Gretchen at the Spinning Wheel (1814), and the next 
year another Goethe setting, The Erl King. Schubert’s friends and 
admirers understood his lyrical achievement, including his first 
song cycle Die Schöne Müllerin (The Maid of the Mill), composed 
after hospital treatment in 1823, probably for syphilis. But even 
his friends were puzzled by the pessimism of the songs of Winter 
Journey (1827). The year after Schubert’s premature death in 1828, 
a publisher gave the sentimental title Swan Song to another cycle, 
14 of his last songs. 

Gradually Schubert had found ways to express his musical 
discoveries in other forms, such as two symphonies (the 
‘Unfinished’ of 1822 and the Great C major No.9 in 1825). These 
and his late piano sonatas, string quartets and quintet unfold a 
vast new musical discourse. This Schubert was driven by a creative 
demon, looking up from his music paper just long enough to ask, 
when a new name was mentioned, ‘Kanevas?’ (Kann er was? 
What’s he good at?). This became Schubert’s nickname to his 
friends. We are still discovering what Kanevas was good at.

David Garrett © 2002/2015
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The Genesis of the Poetry and the Music

In the late autumn of 1816, the 23-year-old poet Wilhelm Müller 
took part in a weekly artistic salon at the home of the Berlin privy 
councillor Friedrich August von Stägemann. The other members 
of the group included the 22-year-old artist Wilhelm Hensel, who 
would later marry Fanny Mendelssohn; von Stägemann’s 18-year-
old sister Luise Hensel; the later historian Friedrich Förster; and 
the 16-year-old daughter of the household, Hedwig von Stägemann. 
The young people embarked on the composition of a Liederspiel 
(‘song-play’) on the venerable theme of the miller maid (Hedwig) 
wooed by a variety of suitors: a gardener (Luise 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 of 1788 was popular in Germany as Die schöne 
Müllerin, Goethe had written four mill-ballads in different national 
styles, and Romantic writers followed suit. Only fragments of the 
Stägemann Liederspiel are extant, but from them, we learn that it 
ended with the miller maid, overcome by remorse, drowning herself 
in the same brook in which the miller lad died.

At the time, the young Müller, the best poet in the group of young 
people, was in love with Luise Hensel, but she was being strenuously 
courted by the older Romantic poet Clemens Brentano (she never 
married, however). In a traditional remedy for a broken heart, Müller 
left Berlin in 1817 for journeys to Austria and Italy, where he became 
a philhellene, or supporter of Greek independence from the Ottoman 
Empire. Returning to his native Dessau in 1818, he began revising 
the Liederspiel as a monodrama, a poetic cycle spoken or sung by a 
single character. Everyone we meet, everything we see, everything 
we know comes from his perspective.
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The composition of this cycle marks the beginning of the end of 
Schubert’s life. He discovered that he had contracted syphilis 
sometime in late 1822 or early 1823, and it was in 1823 that he 
composed this tale of a poet-singer who dies in the aftermath 
of erotic 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 hospitalised, possibly in the summer of 1823. The cycle was 
published the following year (1824) in five booklets as Op.25 by 
the Viennese firm of Sauer & Leidesdorf. Schubert dedicated the 
first edition to his friend, Baron Carl von Schönstein, who had, 
according to reports, a lovely lyrical high baritone voice; Franz 
Liszt was moved to tears when he heard Schönstein sing in 1838, 
10 years after Schubert’s death. We are told that in later life, the 
aristocratic singer would receive mail addressed only to Baron 
von Schönstein, Journeyman Miller; the tale may be apocryphal, 
but one hopes it is true. For reasons about which we can only 
conjecture, Die schöne Müllerin did not immediately strike the 
public fancy, and there were no reviews in Schubert’s lifetime. His 
friend Franz von Schober tried to comfort him, writing, ‘And your 
miller songs have also brought no great acclaim? These hounds 
have no feelings or minds of their own, and they blindly follow the 
noise and opinions of others.’ But ‘the hounds’ would soon atone 
for their initial neglect.

8
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Three Main Characters 
The dramatis personae of this cycle have a long literary ancestry 
extending back to Chaucer and beyond. The miller – often the 
richest person in the Medieval village because his place of business 
was where grains were ground into the stuff of bread and life – 
traditionally had a daughter, often of a lusty disposition, who is 
courted by a hunter and a young and inexperienced apprentice 
at the mill. In German folklore, hunters are fearless, independent, 
at home in Nature, disdainful of civilisation, and possessed of 
irresistible sexual magnetism. They have the advantage in the 
ages-old chasse d’amour, or ‘hunt of love,’ and shy, poetically-
inclined miller lads cannot compete with so much masculinity 
mantled in so much myth. In Müller’s imagining, the apprentice is 
a figure transposed from the Medieval poetry of courtly love to a 
rustic context. 

At the Beginning 
In Das Wandern, the miller lad resolves to leave his current place 
of employment and go wandering; even the mill-stones move, he 
declares, and the brook’s flowing waters teach us to go from place 
to place.

We hear the lad’s youthful energy and freshness of purpose in the 
athleticism of the singer’s part at the outset, also in the striding 
broken octaves in the bass. At the end of each stanza of this quasi 
folk-like strict strophic song, Schubert repeats the refrains fourfold 
in an incantatory way: The miller lad casts a spell on himself by 
repeating powerful words and then ventures forth under their sway. 
In Wohin!, the lad follows a brook that will lead him to another mill 
and wonders whether the brook is Destiny’s guide.
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In this song, he invokes the Germanic folklore of alluring sirens, 
nixies, and water sprites who tempt men to their deaths in the 
watery depths: This is the first foreshadowing of the lad’s eventual 
death by drowning in this very brook. ‘Hinunter’ (‘down under’) is 
the realm of death, and the minor harmonies in this passage are a 
distant presage of the tonality of ‘Trockne Blumen,’ in which the lad 
envisions his death before enacting it.

Arrival at the Mill 
In Halt!, the lad arrives at a mill, and we hear in the piano 
introduction and thereafter a figure that suggests the turning of 
the mill wheel. The lad is unsure whether he should stop; the bright 
sun beckons him onward, while the mill seems to invite him inside. 
When he focuses his gaze on the cozy house, we hear a hint of 
yearning and of darkness (tragic passion lies in wait there), while 
the bright external world brings back the exuberant tone at the 
start of ‘Das Wandern’. Between this song and Danksagung an den 
Bach, the lad has clearly elected to stay at the mill; when he asked 
the brook in the previous song, ‘Is this what you meant?,’ he was 
asking, ‘should I stay at this mill?’ Now he asks the question again, 
and it means, ‘To go to the miller maid – is this what you meant?’ 
Surely, he tells himself, the brook is her emissary sent to fetch him.

First Love 
Desperately in love with the miller maid, the lad sings in Am 
Feierabend of his desire to impress her and his despair when she 
bids good night to all the workers, with no special notice of him. The 
commonplace male fantasy of heroic physical exploits to attract a 
woman’s attention is, he realises, impossible; Schubert, however, 
indulges the fantasy and gives the lad the musical musculature he 
so desires for his Hercules-at-the-mill feats. This is the first song in 
which the lad’s emotions change radically in the course of the song, 
and consequently, it is the first song not unified by a single pattern 
in the accompaniment. In Der Neugierige, the youth pins his entire 
hopes for existence on the little word yes, on reciprocity in love, but 
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he cannot help thinking of the word no at the same time. The first 
two stanzas of Müller’s poem are, in Schubert’s design, preparation 
and prelude for the exquisite cantilena we hear as the lad begs his 
confidante, the brook, for an answer – to no avail.

Ungeduld is one of the most virtuosic songs in a cycle filled 
with considerable challenges for singer and pianist alike. The 
lad is frantic to force reciprocated love into being; his repeated 
assertions that his heart belongs to her bespeak the underlying 
plea that she must respond in kind. Mute in actuality, he imagines 
every surface as a writing tablet for words he cannot say aloud to 
her. Müller, who translated Elizabethan literature, modelled this 
poem on a passage from Edmund Spenser’s ‘Colin Clouts come 
home again’ of 1595, with both poets couching similar sentiments 
in iambic pentameters: ‘Her name in every tree I will endosse, 
/ That as the trees do grow, her name may grow,’ and so on. In 
Schubert’s setting, the strophic repetitions are the register of 
obsession, of an idée fixe with the beautiful miller maid, and so too 
are the refrains that vault into the stratosphere. There are arias 
with fewer climactic high pitches than this small song.

Morgengruß (a strophic song like ‘Ungeduld’ before it and 
‘Des Müllers Blumen’ after it) is a serenade that begins with a 
preliminary bit of rehearsal. The piano introduction starts with 
the little phrase to which the lad then sings, ‘Good morning, lovely 
miller maid,’ as if he were trying out the tune in his mind before 
uttering it aloud. He is too impatient to rehearse beyond the first 
words of greeting, however, so he neatly closes out the introduction 
in order to get to the business at hand. At the end of the first 
stanza, he sings over and over, ‘Then I must go away, then I must 
go away, go away’; the enchained phrase could, theoretically, go on 
and on into the eternity of unchanging love the lad so desires.
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In Des Müllers Blumen, the lad hails the brook as his friend 
and adopts its arpeggiated voice as he once again insists that 
the miller’s daughter is his. Schubert begins the song with an 
enigmatic gesture he would use again in the song ‘Frühlingstraum’ 
from his second cycle to words by Müller – Winterreise – of 1827. 
From a single mysterious octave in the bass, the notes of the main 
chord rise two octaves into a daydream, a fantasyland that the lad 
can dispose to his liking. This is the only song that simply stops at 
the final syllable of text, thus ending with the word ‘weinen’ (‘weep’) 
resonant in the air. As the fantasy-tears of this song are followed 
by real tears in Tränenregen, Schubert pairs the two songs in the 
same key and begins the 10th song with a seemingly unprepared 
dissonance that actually issues from the previous tuneful exercise 
in illusion. For the first and only time in the cycle, the lad and 
the girl are alone together, but they say nothing; the lad fills the 
unbridgeable distance between them with visions of the heavens 
contained in the watery, erotic element that symbolises Death. 
Just as in the myth of Narcissus, the miller lad both sees his own 
reflection in the water and stares into the face of Death. Seeing the 
lad’s tears of emotion, the miller maid says (snippily): ‘There’s rain 
coming. Goodbye. I’m going home.’ The song ends in a silence filled 
with denial of what she has just said and done.

Delusion and Aftermath  
Schubert deleted three poems from the body of Müller’s narrative 
in which we infer that the lad and the miller maid make love before 
she throws him over for the more macho hunter. With those poems 
omitted, Schubert’s lad is deluding himself when he sings Mein 
and claims that she is his. A heaven-storming surge of emotional 
current collapses by the song’s end; he can neither maintain the 
illusion that she belongs to him nor give it up. The great 19th-
century singer Julius Stockhausen, the first to perform this cycle in 
its entirety (and with Brahms accompanying), was so struck by the 
vacillation between over-confidence and doubt in this song that he 
described it in his diary as ‘truly raving.’ 

12
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The song that follows it, Pause, is a hiatus between the highest 
peak of love-delusion and the subsequent descent into tragedy 
and death. A sophisticated paradox, it is a poem/song fashioned 
from the inability – actually, the refusal – to write new poems 
and sing new songs to the accompaniment of his lute because 
the lad cannot bear the truth that is the only possible subject of 
these songs. Schubert registers the lad’s vacillation between the 
possibilities of joy in love or sorrow in radical tonal shifts.

‘Pause’ shares the same key as Mit dem grünen Lautenbande 
and the same imagery of the lute with its green band. At the 
beginning of this second song in the pair, we hear a sustained 
chord, the main chord of the previous song: The lad is frozen in 
place with his unanswered questions from the end of ‘Pause.’ The 
miller maid is characterised here by graceful, elegant, buoyant 
strains in Schubert’s best quasi-Mozartian manner; the lad reports 
her words as sweetness and light become melody. He does not 
realise as yet that she likes green so much because it is the green-
clad hunter’s colour.

Tragedy Descends 
The percussive writing for the piano in Der Jäger is like nothing 
else in the cycle. This hunting song with a difference begins with 
a brief snatch of canonic imitation that gives away to martellato 
pounding. Schubert understood that the lad wishes to chase the 
hunter away, but feels himself unable to do so and therefore does 
not continue the chase beyond a few measures. This is panic: 
In Schubert’s hands, the lad spits out these adrenaline-driven 
phrases with hardly any leeway for breath, the singer thereby 
forced to enact the physical manifestations of jealous rage. 
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Anger impels a rush of words in Eifersucht und Stolz, a tirade 
in hexameters as the lad bids the brook castigate the maid for 
her ‘fast, wanton, petty fickleness’; the song is a psychologically 
acute study of a distraught person’s changes of mind, of the way 
competing claims of jealousy and pride push one now this way, now 
that. At the end, he engages in painful self-mockery when he bids 
the stream deploy reverse psychology and tell the maid that the lad 
now plays merry songs and dances for children. The ‘pretty dances 
and songs’ are songs of the lad and the girl in happier times, to be 
sung to ‘children.’ Only children, he implies, believe in faithful love, 
and he is no longer a child.

Die liebe Farbe, a weary pursuit of Death, is a variation of the 
chasse d’amour: now the lad, too, can become a hunter. Here, he 
contemplates a death that is the mirror image of Ophelia’s; the 
weeping willows, cypress, and rosemary that ring her watery grave 
grow again in his imagination. Throughout the three stanzas of this 
vision of death, we hear an incessant funeral tocsin on the same pitch.

Die böse Farbe is in extreme contrast to the funeral knell before 
it. Here, a succession of frantic, futile desires couched in the 
subjunctive impels a masterpiece of seeming disjunction. At the 
word totenbleich, ‘deathly white,’ Schubert sends the vocal line 
jolting upward in shock for the last syllable: The lad realises a split-
second after he sings toten- that he is actually contemplating his 
own death. The nearness of death and thoughts of the hunter impel 
a brush with the outer fringes of insanity before he recovers his 
lyrical balance for the final farewell.

In Trockne Blumen, the lad attempts to find a meaning for good in 
his impending death. The love for which he lays down his life will, 
he asserts, eventually be reciprocated after all, will bloom in the 
maiden’s heart after his death. But the vision of love’s resurrection 
is not something he can sustain, and the illusion dies after the 
words cease; in the piano postlude, we hear all vitality drain away, 
and depression and darkness resume their sway.
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Der Müller und der Bach is an inner debate of life versus death in 
which the brook, the voice of Nature, argues for continued life and 
the miller for death. Looking for meaning in death, the lad speaks 
in symbols: The stars of love that are either hidden in clouds or 
newly apparent, the withered or eternally blossoming flowers, the 
angels who weep in heaven or move among us in human form on 
earth, the mystic number three, the roses of love, and the paired 
colours red and white — the red of passion, pain, and blood, and 
the lily white of innocence. At the end, the youth imagines death as 
a letting-go, life dissolving into a flood of music.

In the End 
Neither Müller nor Schubert allows tragedy to have the last word. 
In the final song, Des Baches Wiegenlied, the brook that has 
been the boy’s confidante throughout the cycle sings an exquisite 
lullaby. It was the custom in 1820s Vienna for parish churches 
to ring the Zügenglöcklein, the ‘passing bell,’ when one of their 
parishioners was dying so that all who heard it might pray for the 
person’s soul, and Schubert accordingly rings the passing bell in 
the outermost tones of the right-hand part. A majestic spiritual 
vision unfolds at the close, invoked by the brook in whose depths 
the lad lies dying. In the final line of the cycle, when it 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.

Susan Youens © 2014 The Carnegie Hall Corporation
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Wohin? 
Ich hört’ ein Bächlein rauschen 
wohl aus dem Felsenquell, 
hinab zum Tale rauschen 
so frisch und wunderhell.

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

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

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

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

Laß singen, Gesell,  
laß rauschen, 
und wandre fröhlich nach. 
Es gehn ja Mühlenräder 
in jedem klaren Bach.

Where to? 
I heard a little stream rushing, 
springing from the rocks, 
rushing down to the valley, 
so fresh and wonderfully clear.

I do not know what came over me, 
nor who prompted me, 
but I had to go down at once 
with my staff in hand.

Down and ever onwards, 
always following the stream, 
and ever fresher the stream rushed on, 
and ever clearer.

Is this then my path? 
O little stream, tell me,  
where are you going? 
Your rushing sound 
has quite dazed my senses.

Why do I speak of a rushing sound? 
That’s not what it is: 
it is the water-nymphs 
singing their roundelay deep below.

Let them sing, my friend,  
let the stream rush, 
and follow merrily. 
Mill-wheels turn 
in every clear stream.
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Halt! 
Eine Mühle seh’ ich blinken 
aus den Erlen heraus, 
durch Rauschen und Singen 
bricht Rädergebraus. 
Ei willkommen, ei willkommen, 
süßer Mühlengesang! 
Und das Haus, wie so traulich! 
Und die Fenster, wie blank! 
Und die Sonne, wie helle 
vom Himmel sie scheint! 
Ei Bächlein, liebes Bächlein, 
war es also gemeint?

Danksagung an den Bach 
War es also gemeint, 
mein rauschender Freund? 
Dein Singen, dein Klingen, 
war es also gemeint?

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

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

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

Nach Arbeit ich frug, 
nun hab’ ich genug, 
für die Hände, fürs Herze 
vollauf genug!

Wait! 
I see a mill sparkling 
among the alder trees, 
through the rushing and singing 
comes the roar of the wheels. 
Ah! welcome, welcome, 
sweet song of the mill! 
And the house, so snug, 
and the windows, so gleaming! 
And the sun, how brightly 
it shines from the sky! 
O little stream, dear little stream, 
is this what it meant?

Thanks to the Brook 
Is this what it meant, 
my rushing friend? 
Your singing, your purling, 
is this what it meant?

To the miller-girl! 
That was the meaning. 
Have I got it right, eh? 
To the miller-girl!

Did she send you? 
Or have you led me astray? 
I would really like to know 
if she sent you.

Now, be that as it may, 
I will give in to you: 
I have found what I was looking for, 
whatever it may be.

I asked for work, 
now I have plenty, 
for my hands, for my heart, 
more than plenty!
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Am Feierabend 
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!

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 sagt zu allen: 
Euer Werk hat mir gefallen; 
und das liebe Mädchen sagt 
allen eine gute Nacht.

Hätt’ ich tausend Arme zu rühren! usw.

Der Neugierige 
Ich frage keine Blume, 
ich frage keinen Stern; 
sie können mir alle nicht sagen, 
was ich erführ’ so gern.

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

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

Ja heißt das eine Wörtchen, 
das andre heißet Nein, 
die beiden Wörtchen schließen 
die ganze Welt mir ein. 
O Bächlein meiner Liebe, 
was bist du wunderlich! 
Will’s ja nicht weitersagen, 
sag, Bächlein, liebt sie mich?

The Hour of Rest 
If only I had a thousand arms to use! 
If only I could turn the wheels as I roared! 
If only I could waft through every grove! 
If only I could turn every mill-stone! 
So that the beautiful miller-girl would 
recognize the truth of my heart!

Oh, why is my arm so weak! 
No matter how I lift, how I carry, 
how I chop, how I beat, 
any apprentice could match me.

And here I sit with all the others, 
at the still, cool time when work is over, 
and the master says to everyone: 
I am pleased with your work; 
and the darling girl wishes 
everyone good night.

If only I had a thousand arms to use! etc.

The Eager Questioner 
I do not ask the flowers, 
I do not ask the stars, 
none of them can tell me 
what I really want to know.

I am certainly no gardener, 
the stars are too high up; 
I shall ask my little stream 
whether my heart has deceived me.

O, stream of my love, 
how silent you are today! 
I only want to know one thing, 
one little word, either for or against.

‘Yes’ is one little word, 
the other is ‘no’, 
those two little words 
contain my whole world. 
O, stream of my love, 
how strange you are! 
I shall not tell anyone, 
tell me, little stream, does she love me?
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Ungeduld 
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 ewig 
bleiben!

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, usw.

Den Morgenwinden möcht’ ich’s 
hauchen ein, 
ich möcht’ es säuseln durch den regen 
Hain; 
o leuchtet’ es aus jedem Blumenstern! 
Trüg’ es der Duft zu ihr von 
nah und fern!

Ihr Wogen, könnt ihr nichts als Räder 
treiben? 
Dein ist mein Herz, usw.

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, usw.

Impatience 
I’d like to carve it on the bark of every tree, 
I’d like to engrave it on every pebble, 
I’d like to sow it in every newly-dug bed 
with 
cress seeds, which would soon let the 
secret out, 
I’d like to write it on every scrap of white 
paper: 
My heart is yours and will be yours 
forever!

I’d like to train a young starling 
to say the words purely and  
clearly, 
until he spoke them with the sound of my 
voice, 
with the full, warm impulse of my  
heart; 
then he would sing brightly at her 
window-pane: 
My heart is yours, etc.

I’d like to inspire the morning breeze  
with it, 
I’d like to whisper it through the stirring 
grove; 
If only it shone from every star-like flower! 
If only their scent could carry it to her 
from near and far!

Waves, is it only mill-wheels you can 
move? 
My heart is yours, etc.

I’d have thought it was in my  
eyes, 
that it could be seen in my burning 
cheeks, 
that it could be read on my silent  
lips, 
that every breath would loudly proclaim 
it to her; 
and yet she notices nothing of all my 
anxious passion, 
My heart is yours, etc.



Morgengruß 
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.

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!

Ihr schlummertrunk’nen 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?

Nun schüttelt ab der Träume Flor, 
und hebt euch frisch und frei empor 
in Gottes hellen Morgen!

Good Morning 
Good morning, my beautiful miller-girl! 
Why do you hide your face, 
as if something were bothering you? 
Does my greeting so trouble  
you? 
Does my gaze so disturb you? 
Then I must leave.

Oh, just let me stand far away 
and look up at your dear window, 
from far away, from far away! 
Little blonde head, come out! 
Come out from your round doors, 
blue morning stars!

Dear eyes, heavy with sleep, 
you little flowers, weighted down with dew, 
why do you avoid the sun? 
Was the night so good to you 
that you close, nod, and  
weep 
for its silent delight?

Now shake off the veil of dreams, 
and look up, bright and clear, 
into God’s bright morning!
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Tränenregen 
Wir saßen so traulich beisammen 
im kühlen Erlendach, 
wir schauten so traulich zusammen 
hinab in den rieselnden Bach. 
Der Mond war auch gekommen, 
die Sternlein hinterdrein, 
und schauten so traulich zusammen 
in den silbernen Spiegel hinein.

Ich sah nach keinem Monde, 
nach keinem Sternenschein, 
ich schaute nach ihrem Bilde, 
nach ihrem Auge allein. 
Und sahe sie nicken und blicken 
herauf aus dem seligen Bach, 
die Blümlein am Ufer, die blauen, 
sie nickten und blickten ihr nach.

Und in den Bach versunken 
der ganze Himmel schien, 
und wollte mich mit hinunter 
in seine Tiefe ziehn. 
Und über den Wolken und Sternen, 
da rieselte munter der Bach 
und rief mit Singen und Klingen: 
Geselle, Geselle, mir nach!

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

Die Lerche wirbelt in der Luft, 
und aus dem tiefen Herzen ruft 
die Liebe Leid und Sorgen.

Shower of Tears 
We sat so intimately together 
under the cool roof of alder, 
together we looked down so intimately 
into the murmuring stream. 
The moon had risen, 
followed by the stars, 
together, they looked down so intimately 
into the silver mirror.

I was not looking at the moon, 
nor at the shining stars, 
I was looking at her image, 
at her eyes alone. 
I saw them dancing and looking up 
from the blissful stream, 
the little blue flowers on the bank 
danced and looked up at her.

And the whole sky 
seemed submerged in the stream, 
and wanted to draw me too 
into its depths. 
And over the clouds and stars 
the stream murmured gaily, 
singing in purling tones: 
My friend, follow me!

Then tears ran from my eyes, 
and the mirror’s surface became muddled; 
she said: It’s going to rain. 
Goodbye! I’m going home.

The lark is wheeling in the air, 
and from the depths of my heart 
love calls forth care and sorrow.



Mein 
Bächlein, laß dein Rauschen sein! 
Räder, stellt eu’r 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, 
mein!

Frühling, sind das alle deine 
Blümelein? 
Sonne, hast du keinen hellern Schein? 
Ach, so muß ich ganz allein, 
mit dem sel’gen Worte mein, 
unverstanden in der weiten Schöpfung 
sein! 
Bächlein, laß dein Rauschen sein, usw.

Mine 
Stream, leave your rushing! 
Wheels, stop your surging! 
All you merry little wood-birds, 
large and small, 
finish your songs! 
In the grove, 
up and down, 
let just one rhyme ring out today: 
My beloved miller-girl is mine! Mine, 
mine!

Spring, are these all the flowers you 
have? 
Sun, can’t you shine more brightly? 
Ah, then I must be quite alone 
with that blissful word, mine, 
and understood by nothing in all 
creation! 
Stream, leave your rushing, etc.
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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.

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

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!

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?

Interlude 
I have hung my lute on the wall, 
and have twined a green ribbon  
round it, 
I cannot sing any more, my heart is too 
full, 
I do not know how to force my feelings 
into verse.

The most searing pain of my  
longing 
I could breathe out in playful song, 
and as I sang my plaints so sweetly and 
delicately, 
I did not think my suffering  
slight. 
Ah, how great is the burden of my 
happiness, 
that no song on earth can contain it?

Now, dear lute, hang on that  
nail! 
And if a breath of air passes over your 
strings, 
or a bee brushes you with its  
wings, 
I shall be so anxious, and a shudder  
will pass over me!

Why did I let the ribbon dangle  
down? 
It often skims against the strings with 
a sighing sound. 
Is it the distant echo of my love’s  
pain? 
Is it to be a prelude to new songs?



Mit dem grünen Lautenbande 
‘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! 
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, 
dum haben wir es gern. 
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.

With the Green Lute-riband 
‘What a shame that the beautiful green 
ribbon 
is fading here on the wall, 
I like green so much!’ 
That is what you said to me today, my love: 
I shall untie it straight away and send it 
to you: 
Now the green ribbon is yours to enjoy! 
Even if your loved one is all in white, 
green should still have some praise, 
and I also like it.

Because our love is evergreen, 
because hope blooms green, in the distance, 
that is why we like it. 
Now twine the green ribbon 
gracefully in your hair, 
you like green so much. 
Then I shall know where hope resides, 
then I shall know where love is enthroned, 
then I shall like green.
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Der Jäger 
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 kläffenden 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.

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 schieße, du  
Jägerheld!

The Hunter 
What is the hunter looking for here at the 
mill-stream? 
Stay on your preserve, headstrong hunter! 
There is no game for you to hunt here, 
there is only my little tame  
doe. 
And if you want to see the gentle little doe 
then leave your gun in the forest, 
and leave your yelping hounds at home, 
leave your horn’s  
clamour, 
and shave the bristly hair from your chin, 
or the little doe in the garden is sure to be 
afraid.

You would do better to stay in the forest 
and to leave mills and millers in peace.
What would fish be doing in green 
branches? 
What does a squirrel want in a blue  
pond? 
So stay in the wood, you headstrong hunter, 
and leave me alone with my three mill-
wheels, 
and should you want my darling to fall  
in love with you, 
then I shall tell you what is troubling her 
little heart: 
The boars which come out of the wood at 
night 
and break into her cabbage garden, 
and trample and root about in the field – 
those boars, shoot them, you hero among 
hunters!



Eifersucht und Stolz 
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, 
kehr um, kehr um, kehr um!

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

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

Jealousy and Pride 
Where are you hurrying, so ruffled and 
wild, dear stream! 
Are you angrily chasing that brash 
hunter? 
Turn back, turn back, and first of all scold 
your 
miller-girl 
for her flighty, loose, weak and fickle 
heart, 
turn back, turn back, turn back!

Didn’t you see her yesterday evening at 
the gate, 
craning her neck to see into the  
street? 
When the hunter goes merrily home 
from the chase 
no decent girl would stick her head out 
of the window.

Back you go, my little stream and tell her 
that; 
but don’t tell her – 
do you hear – don’t tell her a word 
about my sad face! 
Tell her: ‘By my banks he cut himself 
a reed pipe 
and is playing lovely dances and tunes 
for the children.’ 
Tell her that, tell her that, tell her that!
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Die liebe Farbe 
In Grün will ich mich kleiden, 
in grüne Tränenweiden: 
Mein Schatz hat’s Grün so gern. 
Will suchen einen Zypressenhain, 
eine Heide von grünem Rosmarein: 
Mein Schatz hat’s Grün so gern.

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. 
Grabt mir ein Grab im Wasen, 
deckt mich mit grünem 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.

The Favourite Colour 
I will dress myself in green, 
in green weeping-willows: 
my darling likes green so much. 
I shall find a cypress-grove, 
a heath of green rosemary: 
my darling likes green so much.

Away to the merry hunt! 
Away through heath and thicket! 
My darling likes hunting so much. 
The game I am hunting is death, 
the heath, I call love’s pain: 
my darling likes hunting so much. 
Dig me a grave in the sward, 
cover me with green turf: 
my darling likes green so much. 
No black cross, no bright  
flowers, 
green, nothing but green all around me 
my darling likes green so much.



Die böse Farbe  
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!

Ich möchte die grünen Blätter all’ 
pflücken von jedem Zweig, 
ich möchte die grünen Gräser all’ 
weinen ganz totenbleich.

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

Ich möchte liegen vor ihrer Tür, 
in Sturm und Regen und Schnee, 
und singen ganz leise bei Tag und Nacht 
das eine Wörtchen Ade!

Horch, wenn im Wald ein Jagdhorn 
schallt, 
da klingt ihr Fensterlein, 
und schaut sie auch nach mir nicht 
aus, 
darf ich doch schauen hinein.

O binde von der Stirn dir ab 
das grüne, grüne Band; 
ade, ade! und reiche mir 
zum Abschied deine Hand!

The Hated Colour 
I would like to go out into the world, 
out into the wide world, 
if only it weren’t so green, 
so green out there in the woods and fields!

I would like to pluck all the green leaves 
from every twig, 
I would like to bleach all the green grass 
dead white with my tears.

Oh green, you hateful colour, 
why do you look at me 
so proudly, so boldly, so spitefully, 
poor white man that I am?

I would like to lie at her door, 
in storms and rain and snow, 
and sing softly day and right 
that one small word, ‘Farewell!’

When a hunting-horn rings out in the 
forest 
you can hear her window open; 
and even though she is not looking out 
for me, 
I can still look in.

Untie from your brow 
the green, green ribbon, 
Farewell, farewell! and give me your hand 
as a sign of parting!
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Trockne Blumen 
Ihr Blümlein alle, die sie mir gab, 
euch soll man legen mit mir ins Grab. 
Wie seht ihr alle mich an so weh, 
als ob ihr wüßtet, wie mir gescheh’? 
Ihr Blümlein alle, wie welk, wie blaß? 
Ihr Blümlein alle, wovon so naß?

Ach, Tränen machen nicht  
maiengrün, 
machen tote Liebe nicht wieder blühn, 
und Lenz wird kommen, und Winter 
wird gehn, 
und Blümlein werden im Grase stehn, 
und Blümlein liegen in meinem Grab, 
die Blümlein alle, die sie mir gab.

Und wenn sie wandelt am Hügel vorbei 
und denkt im Herzen: Der meint’ es 
treu! 
Dann, Blümlein alle, heraus, heraus! 
Der Mai ist kommen, der Winter ist aus.

Withered Flowers 
All the flowers which she gave me, 
you shall be laid with me in the grave. 
Why do you all look at me so sadly, 
as if you knew what had happened to me? 
All you flowers, so faded, so pale? 
All you flowers, why are you so wet?

Ah, tears do not bring back the greenness 
of May, 
they do not make dead love blossom again, 
and spring will come, and winter  
will go, 
and there will be flowers growing in the grass, 
and there will be flowers lying in my grave, 
all the flowers she gave me.

And when she strolls past the mound 
and thinks in her heart: ‘His feelings were 
true!’, 
then, all you flowers, come out, come out! 
May is here, winter is over.



Der Müller und der Bach 
Der Müller 
Wo ein treues Herze in Liebe vergeht, 
da welken die Lilien auf jedem Beet, 
da muß in die Wolken der Vollmond 
gehn, 
damit seine Tränen die Menschen nicht 
sehn; 
da halten die Englein die Augen sich zu 
und schluchzen und singen die Seele 
zur Ruh’.

Der Bach 
Und wenn sich die Liebe dem Schmerz 
entringt, 
ein Sternlein, ein neues, am Himmel 
erblinkt; 
da springen drei Rosen, halb rot und 
halb weiß, 
die welken nicht wieder, aus 
Dornenreis; 
und die Engelein schneiden die Flügel 
sich ab 
und gehn alle Morgen zur Erde herab.

Der Müller 
Ach Bächlein, liebes Bächlein, du 
meinst es so gut; 
ach Bächlein, aber weißt du, wie Liebe 
tut? 
Ach unten, da unten, die kühle  
Ruh’! 
Ach Bächlein, liebes Bächlein,  
so singe nur zu.

The Miller and the Brook 
The Miller 
When a true heart perishes for love, 
then the lilies all fade in their bed, 
then the full moon must hide in the 
clouds, 
so that men may not see its  
tears, 
then the angels cover their eyes, 
and they sob, and sing the soul to  
rest.

The Brook 
And when love tears itself free of  
sorrow, 
a new star twinkles in the  
sky, 
then three roses, half red,  
half white, 
which will not fade, spring from the 
thorn-twig; 
and the angels cut off their  
wings 
and come down to earth each morning.

The Miller 
Ah, stream, dear stream, you mean so 
well; 
but, stream, do you know what love can 
do? 
Ah, down below, down below there is 
sweet repose! 
O stream, dear stream,  
sing on.
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Des Baches Wiegenlied 
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.

Will betten dich kühl auf weichen  
Pfühl 
in dem blauen kristallenen Kämmerlein. 
Heran, heran, was wiegen kann, 
woget und wieget den Knaben mir ein!

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.

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

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!

The Brook’s Lullaby 
Rest well, rest well! Close your eyes! 
Tired wanderer, you are at home. 
Here you shall lie with me, where all is true, 
until the sea swallows up the streams.

I will put you down where it is cool on a soft 
pillow, 
in the little room of blue crystal. 
Come, come, all who can rock him, 
sway and rock my boy to sleep!

When a hunting horn calls out from 
the green forest, 
I shall make sure to crash and roar  
around you. 
Do not look in, blue flowers! 
You trouble my sleeper’s  
dreams so.

Away, away, from the mill-bridge, 
away, away, wicked girl, 
so that your shadow, 
your shadow does not wake him! 
Throw in to me your fine kerchief, 
so that I may cover his eyes!

Goodnight, goodnight! Until everything 
awakes, 
sleep away your joy, sleep away your 
sorrow! 
The full moon is rising, the mist is melting away, 
and the sky up above, how far and wide it 
is!

Translation: Yehuda Shapiro 
Reprinted with permission  
from Onyx Classics
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Caprice (Montreal). As Artistic 
Director and co-founder of the 
celebrated Pinchgut Opera and the 
Orchestra of the Antipodes (Sydney) 
he has forged new standards of 
excellence in historically informed 
performance in Australia. The 
company won Best Rediscovered 
Opera (2019) for Hasse’s Artaserse 
at the International Opera Awards in 

London. Operas under his direction 
have been awarded Best Opera at 
the Helpmann Awards for three 
consecutive years (2015-2017). He 
has received two Helpmann Awards 
for Best Musical Direction: one for 
a fêted revival of Saul (Adelaide 
Festival) in 2017 and the other for 
Hasse’s Artaserse (Pinchgut Opera) 
in 2019. As a conductor Erin has 
distinguished himself in dynamic 
performances with the Adelaide, 
Tasmanian and Queensland 
Symphony Orchestras, and the 
Australian Haydn Ensemble. Helyard 
regularly collaborates with Richard 
Tognetti and Australian Chamber 
Orchestra and duets on historical 
pianos with Stephanie McCallum. 
In 2020 Richard Tognetti and Erin 
won Best Classical Album at the 
Australian Independent Record 
awards for their ABC Classic release 
of Mozart and Beethoven sonatas. 
In 2018 Erin was recognised with 
a Music and Opera Singers Trust 
Achievement Award (MAA) for 
contribution to the arts in Australia 
and is a part-time lecturer at the 
Sydney Conservatorium of Music.

Erin Helyard
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David Greco

10

Internationally regarded for his 
interpretations of Schubert lieder 
and works of J.S Bach, ARIA-
nominated baritone David Greco  
has sung on some of the finest 
stages across Europe, and has 
appeared as a principal in the 
world’s most exciting opera festivals 
including Festival Aix-en Provence 
and Glyndebourne Festival Opera.  
In 2014, he became the first 
Australian appointed to a position 
with the Sistine Chapel Choir in 
the Vatican, Rome. David regularly 
appears as a soloist with Australia’s 
finest ensembles and orchestras, 
such as the Australian Brandenburg 
Orchestra, Australian Chamber 
Orchestra and most recently with the 
Sydney Symphony in their Helpmann 
Award-winning concerts of Bach’s 
cantata for bass, Ich habe genug. 
In 2017, he was a principal artist 
with Opera Australia, appearing in 
The Eighth Wonder and The Love of 
Three Oranges, and his appearance 
as Seneca in Pinchgut Opera’s 

production of The Coronation of 
Poppea received critical acclaim. 
David has an impressive catalogue 
of solo recordings spread across a 
variety of labels, including Poems of 
Love & War, featuring arias by New 
Zealand composer Jack Body on the 
Naxos label. In 2019, David made his 
first recital album, presenting works 
by J.S. Bach, with the Netherlands-
based Luthers Bach Ensemble on 
the European label Brilliant Classics. 
David is an active researcher into 
historical performance practice of 
19th-century voice and recently 
received his doctorate from the 
University of Melbourne. His PhD 
has led to the first Australian 
recording project into the historically 
informed performance of Schubert’s 
songs cycles Winterreise and Die 
schöne Müllerin on the ABC Classic 
label, the latter receiving an ARIA 
nomination for Best Classical Album 
in 2020.

Great Performers is made possible thanks  
to the generous support of donors to the  
2021 Local Artist Appeal.

To learn more about how you can provide direct 
support to our community of local artists, please 
scan the QR code or call us on 03 9207 2653.

About the Artists
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MUSIC CIRCLE -  
A VIBRANT AND 
DIVERSE MUSICAL 
PROGRAM

Donors who support the 
depth and vibrancy of 
the Centre’s musical 
program play a crucial 
role in ensuring that we 
can continue to present 
a rich diversity of the 
greatest musicians and 
ensembles from 
Australia and around the 
globe.

2021 LOCAL  
ARTIST APPEAL

We are pledging to raise 
$1 million to directly 
support local artists 
throughout 2021 and 
ensure Melbourne’s 
vibrant musical 
ecosystem is sustained.

Local Artist 
Benefactors

The Gailey  
 Lazarus Foundation
Linda Herd
Monica Lim &  
 Konfir Kabo
Lady Primrose Potter AC

Joy Selby Smith

($50,000+)

Monica Lim &  
 Konfir Kabo
Joy Selby Smith

($40,000 +)

The Gailey  
 Lazarus Foundation

($30,000+)

Yvonne von Hartel AM,  
  Robert Peck AM, Rachel 

Peck & Marten Peck of 
peckvonhartel 
architects (Signature 
Events Benefactors)

Linda Herd

($20,000+)

Melbourne Recital 
Centre Board of 
Directors

 Prof Andrea Hull AO chair

 Prof Deborah  
  Cheetham AO

 The Hon Mary  
  Delahunty
 Paul Donnelly &  
  Brigitte Treutenaere
 Assoc Prof Jody Evans
 Monica Lim &  
  Konfir Kabo
 Peter & Ruth McMullin
 Eda Ritchie AM

($10,000+)

Anonymous (1) 
Warwick &  
 Paulette Bisley  
 (Great Performers 
 Leadership Supporters)
Jane Kunstler 
M.S. Newman Family   
 Foundation
Dr Michael Troy

($5000+)

Annamila Pty Ltd
Ballandry (Peter Griffin  
 Family) Fund
John & Lorraine Bates
The Benjamin Fund
Bill Burdett AM &  
 Sandra Burdett
Jim Cousins AO &  
 Libby Cousins
Peter Griffin AM &  
 Terri Swann
The Hon Justice  
 Michelle Gordon & 
 Hon Kenneth M Hayne
Julie Kantor AO

Greg Noonan 
Maria Sola
Audrey Zibelman

($2500+)
Anonymous (2)
Tim Biles
Alastair Campbell &  
 Sue Campbell
Kathy & George 
 Deutsch OAM

Catherine Heggen  
Jenny & Peter Hordern
Dr Alastair R Jackson AM

Ann Lahore
Diana Lempriere
Shelley &  
 Euan Murdoch 
The Myer Foundation
Dr Paul Nisselle AM

Geoff & Jan Phillips
David Robinson
Sirius Foundation
Janet Thomson

($1000+)
Anonymous (3)
Peter J Armstrong
Liz & Charles Baré
Adrienne Basser
Catherine Belcher
Helen Brack
John Castles AM  
 & Thelma Castles OAM

The Hon Alex Chernov AC QC  
 & Mrs Elizabeth Chernov
Min Li Chong
Kaye Cleary
Christine &  
 Michael Clough

John & Chris 
 Collingwood
Kevin Cosgrave
Laurie Cox AO & 
 Julie Ann Cox AM

Brian Crisp
Mary Draper AM

Lord Francis Ebury & 
 The Late Lady  
 Suzanne Ebury
Maggie Edmond
Margaret Farren-Price  
 & Prof Ronald  
 Farren-Price AM

Dr Kingsley Gee
Angela Glover
Colin Golvan AM QC &  
 Dr Deborah Golvan
Ann Gordon
Robert Heathcote &  
 Meredith King
John Howie AM &  
 Dr Linsey Howie
KCL Law
Dr Anne Lierse
The Mard Foundation
Janet McDonald
Donald and  
 Angela Mercer
Maria Mercurio
Peter Murdoch QC &  
 Helen Murdoch
Baillieu Myer AC &  
 Sarah Myer
Rupert Myer AO &  
 Annabel Myer
Dennis & Fairlie Nassau
Stephen Newton AO

Mary Nugent
Elizabeth O’Keeffe
Prof David Penington AC  
 & Dr Sonay Hussein
Helen Perlen
Kerryn Pratchett
In Memory of John Price
Ralph & Ruth Renard
Dr Noel Renouf
Anne Runhardt &  
 Glenn Reindel
Dr Vaughan Speck
In Memory of  
 Pauline Speedy
Barbara &  
 Duncan Sutherland
Pamela Swansson
Jenny Tatchell
Russell Taylor
Ullmer Family  
 Foundation
Dr Victor Wayne &  
 Dr Karen Wayne OAM

Jennifer Whitehead
Lyn Williams AM

The Yulgilbar  
 Foundation

($500+)
Anonymous (3)
Rhonda & Ted Allen
Bruce Anderson
Jenny Anderson
Ian Baker &  
 Cheryl Saunders
Dr Margot Breidhal
Alistaire Bowler
Prudence Brown
Emily Cross
Karen Dew
Mrs Jean Dunn
Susan Fallaw
Nance Grant AM MBE &  
 Ian Harris
Melanie Hall
Dr Robert Hetzel
Irene Kearsey &  
 Michael Ridley
Sean King
David Klempfner
Sally Macindoe
Morris & Helen Margolis
Jennifer K Marshall
Rosemary O’Connor
Margaret Plant
Meredith Anne Schilling
John Rosenbloom &  
 Kathryn Earp
Ian Suren
Charles Tegner
Robin Usher &  
 Mandy Meade

ACCESS TO 
THRILLING MUSIC 
AND LEARNING 
OPPORTUNITIES FOR 
EVERYBODY
Supported by the 
Elisabeth Murdoch 
Creative Development 
Fund and the Mary 
Vallentine Limitless 
Stage Fund, donors to 
our learning and access 
programs help to share 
the music by bringing 
high-quality music and 
learning opportunities 
to people from all walks 
of life.

($30,000+)
Hansen Little  
 Foundation
Lady Marigold  
 Southey AC

($20,000+)
The Betty Amsden 
 Foundation

($10,000+)
Krystyna   
 Campbell-Pretty AM

Linda Herd

($5000+)
Maria McCarthy 
Canny Quine Foundation 
D & X Williamson 
 Foundation

($2500+)
Anne Burgi & Kerin Carr
Dr Alison Street

($1000+)
Anonymous (4)
Keith & Debby Badger
Gras Foundation Trust
Maria Hansen
Prof John Langford AM &  
 Julie Langford
Maria Mercurio
Ann Miller
Greg Shalit &  
 Miriam Faine
Mark & Jane Wilson

($500+)
Anonymous (2)
Catherine Belcher
Kaye Birks in the  
 memory of David
Ann Blake
Dr Margot Breidahl
Vivien and Jacob 
 Fajgenbaum
Peter Heffey
Alison Leslie
Jennifer K Marshall
Marshall McGuire
Dennis & Fairlie Nassau
Viorica Samson

NUTURING ARTISTIC 
DEVELOPMENT 
- FOSTERING A 
BRIGHT MUSICAL 
FUTURE
Supported by the 
Elisabeth Murdoch 
Creative Development 
Fund, donors who 
support our enriching 
artist development 
programs help to create 
a wide range of unique 
opportunities for local 
musicians, and help to 
ensure a vibrant musical 
future for Victoria and 
beyond.

Betty Amsden  
Kids and Family 
Program Benefactor
The Late Betty  
 Amsden AO DSJ

Merlyn Myer Music 
 Commission
The Aranday Foundation
The Yulgilbar Foundation

Inspired Giving
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($20,000+)
Mrs Margaret S Ross AM 
 & Dr Ian C Ross  
 (Artist Development 
 Leadership 
 Supporters)

($10,000+)
Julie Kantor AO

Majlis Pty Ltd 
James Ostroburski OAM & 
 Leo Ostroburski 
Angelina & Graeme Wise

($5000+)
Dr Mary-Jane Gething 
Linda Herd 
Susan Pelka and 
 Richard Caven
Youth Music Foundation 
 of Australia Ltd.

($2500+)
Andrew & Theresa Dyer
Greg Noonan
Vivienne Ritchie AM

Vivian Wei Wang
Lyn Williams AM

($1000+)
Peter J Armstrong
In memory of The  
 Late Harry Johnson
Martine Letts
Dr Richard Mills AM

($500+)
The Hon Mary 
 Delahunty
Maria Mercurio

PERFORMER 
SUPPORT FUND
Donors helped us 
provide crucial financial 
assistance to our 
community of local 
artists whose 
performances were 
directly affected by the 
period of closure 
throughout 2020.

($20,000+)
Joy Selby Smith

($5000+)
George & Laila  
 Embelton

($2500+)
Anonymous (1)
Australian Doctors  
 Orchestra
Donald Abell

($1000+)
Anonymous (1)
Jenny Anderson
Liz & Charles Baré
Helen Brack
Kerin Carr
Colin Coleman
Dr Helen Cox
Trevor Edwards
John Firth
Ann Gordon
Richard Gubbins
Lyndsey &  
 Peter Hawkins
Christina Hayward
Luke Heagerty
Catherine Heggen
Linda Herd
John Howie AM & 
 Dr Linsey Howie
Dr Barry Jones AC &  
 Rachel Faggetter
Irene Kearsey &  
 Michael Ridley
Assoc Prof  
 Sebastian King
Simon Le Plastrier
Janet McDonald
Maria Mercurio
Dr Rosemary Nixon
Elizabeth O’Keeffe
In Memory of John Price
Jacqueline Schwarz
Graeme Smith
Dr Ashley Sparrow
Dr Vaughan Speck
Jenny Tatchell

($500+)
Anonymous (1)
Bruce Anderson
Mary Armour
John & Lorraine Bates
Dr Christine Bayly
Catherine Belcher
Christine Bell
Ann Blake
Matthew Bond
Stuart Brown
Maggie Cash
Mrs Emily Cross
Dr Terry Cutler AC

Mary Draper
Assoc Prof Jody Evans
Janine Gleeson
Maria Hansen
Robert Hocking
Assoc Prof  
 James Hurley
Sean King
Katherine Kirby
Amanda Kube

Kristin Lampert
Dr Charley Lanning
Sue Lyons
Sandra Masel
Dr John F Mills
Hyonju Newman
Greg Noonan
Linda Norman
Mary Nugent
Kim Rea
Katherine Rechtman
Prof Greg J Reinhardt AM

Patricia Roessler
Virginia Robson
Christine Stott
Anna Tomada

GIVING CIRCLES
Melbourne Recital 
Centre Giving Circles 
are passionate and 
like-minded groups of 
donors who come 
together to collectively 
celebrate their love of 
music by supporting 
special projects.

Ensemble Giovane -  
Leadership Donors  
in support of Master 
classes & young artist 
development.

($10,000+)
Arnold & Mary Bram

($1000+)
Peter J Armstrong
Zoe Brinsden
Simon Le Plastrier
Christine Sather
Jenny Tatchell

($500+)
Dr Jane Gilmour OAM &  
 Terry Brain
Rosemary O’Connor

Legal Friends  
of Melbourne  
Recital Centre

Legal Friends 
Inaugural Patrons

The Hon Justice  
 Michelle Gordon AC & 
 The Hon Kenneth M  
 Hayne AC QC

($10,000+)
The Hon Justice  
 Michelle Gordon AC &  
 The Hon Kenneth M  
 Hayne AC QC

($5000+)
Peter B Murdoch QC &  
 Helen Murdoch

($2500+)
Anonymous
George Golvan QC &  
 Naomi Golvan
Alex King
Tom Smyth
Peter J Stirling & 
 Kimberley Kane

($1000+)
John & Marcia Arthur
Peter Bartlett
The Hon Alex Chernov AC QC 
 & Mrs Elizabeth Chernov
The Hon Justice Julie 
 Dodds-Streeton
Colin Golvan AM QC &  
 Dr Deborah Golvan
Timothy Goodwin
Robert Heathcote & 
 Meredith King
Anthony J &  
 Philippa M Kelly
Maryanne B Loughnan QC

Meredith Anne Schilling

Medical Friends  
of Melbourne  
Recital Centre

($1000+)
Mr Phillip Antippa OAM &  
 Dr Tracey Huntley
Michael Bennett &  
 Kate Stockwin
Assoc Prof  
 Sebastian King
Dr Jean McMullin &  
 Dr Catherine Brennan
Dr Rosemary Nixon

($500+)
Dr John F Mills

A LASTING LEGACY
Through marking a 
legacy, this 
extraordinary group of 
donors support the 
future of the Centre’s 
vibrant and diverse 
programs both now and 
for generations to come.

Inaugural Patrons
Jim Cousins AO &  
 Libby Cousins

Anonymous (4)
Jenny Anderson
John & Lorraine Bates
The Late Betty 
 Amsden AO DSJ

Barbara Blackman AO

Jennifer Brukner OAM

Ken Bullen
Jen Butler
Kingsley Gee &  
 Zhen Fu Guan
Jenny & Peter Hordern
Dr Garry Joslin
Jane Kunstler
Janette McLellan
Elizabeth O’Keeffe
Penny Rawlins
Prof Dimity Reed AM

Vivienne Ritchie AM

Sandy Shaw
The Estate of Beverley 
 Shelton & Martin  
 Schönthal
Mary Vallentine AO

Seat Dedications
Joanna Baevski
Lowina Blackman
Lord Francis Ebury
Colin Golvan AM QC & 
 Dr Deborah Golvan
Luke Heagerty
Maria Johnson
Jane Kunstler
Diana Lempriere
Timothy Presnell &  
 Barbara Skjonnemand
Christine Sather
Jenny Tatchell

List of Patrons as at 
26 May 2021

13



Founding Benefactors

The Kantor Family   
The Calvert-Jones Family  
Lyn Williams AM  
Helen Macpherson Smith Trust 
Robert Salzer Foundation 
The Hugh Williamson Foundation

Founding Patron

The Late Dame Elisabeth Murdoch AC DBE

Foundations

Principal Government Partner

Supporting Partners

Board Members

Prof Andrea Hull AO, Chair 
Deborah Cheetham AO 
The Hon Mary Delahunty  

Paul Donnelly 
Assoc Prof Jody Evans 
Liz Grainger

Monica Lim 
Peter McMullin  
Eda Ritchie AM 

Lin Bender AM 

Deborah Cheetham AO 

Jim Cousins AO 

Kathryn Fagg AO 

Margaret Farren-Price  

 & Ronald Farren-Price AM 

Richard Gubbins 
Penny Hutchinson 
Julie Kantor AO 
Jordi Savall 
Mary Vallentine AO

THE SENTINEL 
FOUNDATION

THE VIZARD 
FOUNDATION

THE HUGH 
WILLIAMSON 
FOUNDATION

THE MARIAN &  
E.H. FLACK TRUST

THE ARANDAY 
FOUNDATION

THE CALVERT-JONES 
FOUNDATION

THE PEGGY & LESLIE 
CRANBOURNE 
FOUNDATION

THE CARLETON 
FAMILY TRUST

Thank You

14

Program Partners

Life Members



BOOK NOW 
melbournerecital.com.au 
9699 3333
* Transaction & delivery fees may apply

Program Partner

Caitlin Hulcup, 
Kristian Chong  
& Fiona Sargeant

Melbourne Recital Centre Presents

Great Performers 2021

THU 12 AUGUST 2021, 7.30PM 
ELISABETH MURDOCH HALL 
TICKETS $79 | $59 CONC. 

Principal Government Partner

Moving repertoire to journey  
through the Romantic era.

Caitlin Hulcup

Kristian Chong Fiona Sargeant



Cnr Southbank Blvd  
& Sturt St, Southbank, VIC

melbournerecital.com.au

Principal Government Partner

PEFC Certified 
This product is from sustainably  
managed forests and controlled sources.

www.pefc.org

#melbrecital


