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FOREWORD

When normal life ground to a sudden halt in March 2020, the time and space 
created allowed many of us to think about our priorities in life. As it became clear 
that the pandemic was going to be serious and long, it prompted a range of 
different feelings.  

We all had moments of fear and loneliness; and many of us had moments of grief. 
It was a bad time to be a performing musician: like so many colleagues, I suffered 
major professional disappointments as projects I had looked forward to for years 
were cancelled.  

On the other hand, the spring of 2020 was extraordinarily beautiful in England. It 
felt so unusual to slow right down, and to go into the garden every day. There was 
time finally to focus on each opening flower, each emerging leaf and each singing 
bird. Life became smaller, but more detailed. I took great comfort in the natural 
world. Even though I grew up on a farm in Devon, I have never observed nature’s 
cycles and patterns as closely as I did during the Covid time. 

One thing I realised during that beautiful spring of 2020 was that if I never 
performed again, my greatest regret would be never having sung Das Lied von der 
Erde. I have loved this piece since I was a teenager, and have always felt that for a 
German-speaking contralto like me it would be the biggest and most exciting 
musical challenge of all.  

As the cancellations kept coming in, it became clear that we would need 
something substantial to occupy ourselves. My husband sensibly went back to 
university and did a second degree. I took Das Lied von der Erde off the shelf, and 
decided: it’s time. That’s how this recording was born: as a lockdown project. 
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1 Das Trinklied vom Jammer der Erde 8’54 
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Claudia Huckle

Although Mahler’s official religions were Judaism followed by Catholicism, I have 
long suspected that his real religion was Pantheism – the belief that God and 
Nature are one and the same. Mahler’s greatest music conveys a spiritual ecstasy 
which is prompted by the beauty of the natural world. The finale of the 3rd 
Symphony, the slow movement of the 6th and ‘Der Abschied’ all seem to be 
countryside walks during which the very essence of existence is revealed.  

‘Der Abschied’ is a song about death. But death is faced without bitterness, and 
without fear. The real agony of death is saying  a permanent farewell to the beauty 
of the world: the moon like a silver birch, the breeze in the spruces, the rippling 
soft grass, the blossoms in spring, the shining blue distance ... ‘O Schönheit!’ 

I worked on the songs for over a year, while looking out at the many wonderful 
trees visible from my music room’s windows. I thought about the suffering of those 
nearby and those far away. But I also thought about the way that nature is capable 
of renewing everything. Even in the dark and difficult January of 2021, I knew that 
spring would come again.  

I am so pleased to have found the ideal partners for the project in tenor Nicky 
Spence and conductor/pianist Justin Brown, and to have brought it to fruition. I 
am also extremely grateful for the support from Champs Hill Records and the 
Gustav Mahler Society.   
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This means that even so-called ‘Urtext’ editions necessarily contain conjectural 
editorial decisions, giving the performer some latitude for disagreement – a point 
readily conceded by Hefling in regard to his edition of the piano score. Despite this, 
existing recordings have faithfully reproduced the published score down to the last 
detail, treating it as something of a scholarly curiosity. Our intention with the 
present recording is rather to reclaim the piano version for the concert hall, and to 
that end we have collated Hefling’s excellent edition with the available manuscripts, 
making our own decisions in an attempt to present the piece as Mahler might 
conceivably have performed it himself. 

Mahler’s own trenchant alterations to Bethge’s poetic transcriptions were already 
present in the draft scores of the songs, but had not yet been transferred to the 
piano score at the point when he broke off work. We have incorporated the later text 
in those places where it seemed an indispensable improvement. By contrast, some of 
the unfamiliar notes and harmonies of the piano version seemed eminently plausible, 
the tenor songs in particular having a wilder contour to the melodic line. Missing 
are two short transitional passages which Mahler added to the orchestral version 
very late in the day; no authentic piano writing exists for these, so we have not 
added them.  

Finally, I have been much influenced by the piano rolls of three songs which Mahler 
himself recorded in 1904. We hear him judiciously adding in orchestral detail where 
it could be done with relative ease, and so have I here – especially in those places 
where he has written a hastily scribbled instruction to that effect in the piano 
manuscript. One favourite example is the delicate celesta writing in the closing 
pages of the Abschied: a note in the manuscript reads ‘Celesta in hoher Lage, 
arpeggieren’. It was impossible to resist the invitation to add such an unforgettable 
colour to the depiction of the poet’s final assumption into the ‘blauen Fernen’ of the 
eternal landscape.  

Justin Brown 

Apart from the early Lieder und Gesänge and one single Rückert-Lied (Liebst du um 
Schönheit), all of Mahler’s song collections and cycles were conceived in two 
parallel versions – with piano and with orchestra – and it was his intention that 
both versions would make their way in the concert hall. Indeed he himself 
performed the Kindertotenlieder on the piano after that work had received its 
orchestral premiere. Perhaps surprisingly, it turns out that Das Lied von der Erde is 
no exception to this rule. As with the other cycles, a fully worked-out piano version 
was conceived and developed alongside the orchestral drafts. The manuscript of this 
version was rediscovered and published in 1989, but for various reasons it has 
remained overlooked and virtually unknown. For one thing, after much to-ing and 
fro-ing, he settled on the subtitle ‘Symphony’, which obviously implies a work of 
orchestral scope, as indeed it is. For another thing the piano-writing, while always 
idiomatic, is fiendishly complex, especially in the great symphonic interludes of the 
outer movements. 

But the work clearly has a dual nature, and there are persuasive advantages to the 
piano version. There is an intimacy in the writing which is intensified in the 
interplay of two musicians equally foregrounded; the poetry becomes more 
immediate, and the delicacy of much of the writing achieves a natural transparency. 
And as the Mahler scholar (and editor of the piano edition) Stephen Hefling has 
pointed out, the ultimate value of his music lies in its actual substance, not in its 
exterior orchestral clothing, however colourful and alluring it may be. ‘It has always 
seemed to me more important what one writes,’ Mahler wrote to his friend Max 
Marschalk, ‘than what instrument one writes it for.’ 

Although Mahler completed the composition of both versions of Das Lied, he did 
not live to supervise either of them for publication; nor of course did he hear the 
piece performed, which would without doubt have occasioned further refinements. 

PERFORMING THE PIANO VERSION



Still ist mein Herz und harret seiner Stunde! 
Die liebe Erde allüberall 
Blüht auf im Lenz und grünt aufs neu! 
Allüberall und ewig blauen licht die Fernen! 
Ewig… ewig…  
My heart is still and awaits its hour! 
The dear earth everywhere 
Blossoms in spring and grows green again! 
Everywhere and forever the distance shines bright and blue! 
Forever… forever… 

 

In the same letter to Bruno Walter quoted earlier, Mahler stated that “I myself 
do not know how to express what the whole thing could be called”. He settled in 
the end for ‘Das Lied von der Erde – Symphony for tenor and alto voices with 
orchestra’. However one of the draft scores specifies ‘Orchestra or Piano’, and 
Mahler did in fact make a complete keyboard score, which is the version we hear 
on the present recording.  

In its far better-known orchestral form, the work calls for a typically large 
orchestra, with quadruple woodwinds, large brass contingent, two harps and a 
colourful array of percussion. Yet despite these huge forces, he only rarely uses 
the full orchestra – mostly in the opening ‘Das Trinklied vom Jammer der Erde’; 
and throughout Mahler’s music is characterized by refined orchestral textures. 
There are several occasions when a solo instrument is delicately accompanied by 
a greatly reduced orchestra; and others when a single department of the 
orchestra plays, as at the beginning of the third and fifth songs, when we hear 
the woodwind alone.   

In 1907 Mahler received from a friend a recently published volume of poetry 
called Die chinesische Flöte (The Chinese Flute) – translations of ancient Chinese 
poems by Hans Bethge. Mahler was forty-six and at the peak of his career. He 
had just completed the titanic Eighth Symphony, was revered as a conductor and 
had for ten years been Director of the Wiener Staatsoper. Fate then struck. 
Growing resentment against his dictatorial manner forced him to resign from the 
Opera in March; in May his four-year-old daughter died of diphtheria; and a few 
days later a doctor diagnosed his own fatal heart disease. He had little over 
three years to live. Das Lied von der Erde was composed during 1908, very much 
sub specie mortis. In a letter to Bruno Walter of September 1908, Mahler states 
that Das Lied von der Erde was the most personal work he had ever composed: 

„Ich glaube, daß es wohl das Persönlichste ist, was ich bis jetzt gemacht habe.“ 
And in another letter to the great conductor he confessed that he was ‘thirstier 
than ever for life.’ It is this dual awareness of the bitterness of mortality and the 
rapture of being alive that gives Das Lied von der Erde its unique poignancy. 

Bethge called his translations Nachdichtungen – in other words, they are 
paraphrases of the original poems, all of which date from the eighth century, the 
era of the T’ang dynasty. Of the 83 poems by 38 different poets, Mahler chose 
seven that best expressed his feelings about life and death (the last two being 
combined to form the final song); and like many a composer before him, he 
adapted the poems to suit his own music and actually ended the work with lines 
of his own: 

 

DAS LIED VON DER ERDE



and drains it to the dregs: ‘What has spring to do with me!? Let me be drunk!’ 
‘Der Abschied’ – a conflation of two poems, one after Mong-Kao-Jen and one 
after Wang-Wei – is by far the longest and, musically, the jewel in the crown of 
this wonderful work; and the mood is predominantly sombre, as Mahler composes 
his farewell to the world he loved so fervently. 

Bruno Walter, who gave the first posthumous performance in Munich in 1911, 
gave this moving description of Mahler’s view of ‘Der Abschied’ in Gustav Mahler 
(Herbert Reichner Verlag, 1939): 

Er übergab mir das Manuskript zum Studium; zum erstenmal lernte ich ein 
neues Werk nicht durch ihn selbst kennen. Als ich es ihm zurück brachte, 
fast unfähig, ein Wort darüber zu sprechen, schlug er den Abschied auf 
und sagte: „Was glauben Sie? Ist das überhaupt zum aushalten? Werden 
sich die Menschen nicht darnach umbringen?” Dann wies er auf die 
rhythmischen Schwierigkeiten und fragte scherzend: „Haben Sie eine 
Ahnung, wie man das dirigieren soll? Ich nicht!”  

He handed me the manuscript to study; it was the first time that it was not 
through him that I became acquainted with a new work. When I returned it 
to him, almost incapable of uttering a single word, he opened the score at 
the Abschied and said: ‘What do you think? Can that be endured? Will 
people not do away with themselves after hearing it?’ Then he drew my 
attention to the rhythmic difficulties and asked me in jest: ‘Have you any 
idea of how one is supposed to conduct this? I haven’t!’ 

Richard Stokes

In the piano version, which pre-dates the final orchestral score, the titles given 
to each movement were the ones supplied by Bethge; in the orchestral version, 
most of the movement titles were altered slightly, while those of the third and 
fourth songs were replaced entirely, becoming ‘Von der Jugend’ and ‘Von der 
Schönheit’.  

The first song, ‘Das Trinklied vom Jammer der Erde’ attempts to defy grief 
through alcoholic inebriation, but the recurring refrain (‘Dunkel ist das Leben, ist 
der Tod!’) is uncompromisingly pessimistic. The slow movement, ‘Die Einsame im 
Herbst’, depicts the loneliness of the solitary protagonist, as she stands in 
autumn by the side of a lake, painfully aware of imminent winter and, by 
extension, death. ‘Der Pavillon aus Porzellan’ is in lighter vein – a delicate 
Allegretto that reveals a group of young men and women drinking tea, chatting 
and occasionally writing verse by a summer-house on an island that is connected 
to the bank by an arching footbridge of jade – all of which is reflected upside-
down in the water. The chinoiserie of this scherzo is far more pronounced than in 
the other movements: Mahler uses the pentatonic scale and suffuses the music 
with eastern-sounding trills and triangle strokes. ‘Am Ufer’, a gossamer Andante, 
presents us with a group of young girls, plucking lotus-flowers by the water’s 
edge, bathed in sunlight. This idyll is interrupted by handsome lads on horseback, 
one of whom attracts the attention of the most beautiful girl. Her proud bearing 
is mere pretence: her eyes flash with desire. ‘Der Trinker im Frühling’ shows us 
the protagonist drowning his sorrows in drink; and when he can drink no more, 
he staggers to bed. On awakening, he hears a bird singing in the tree and asks it 
whether spring has arrived. ‘Yes’ comes the reply, at which he fills his glass again 



GUSTAV MAHLER (1860–1911) 
DAS LIED VON DER ERDE 

Texts: based on The Chinese Flute by Li-Tai-Po 
and others, translated into German by 
Hans Bethge (1876–1946) 

1 DAS TRINKLIED VOM JAMMER DER ERDE 
Text: after Li-Tai-Po 

Schon winkt der Wein im gold’nen Pokale, 
Doch trinkt noch nicht, erst sing’ ich euch  

ein Lied! 
Das Lied vom Kummer soll  
auflachend in die Seele euch klingen. 

 
Wenn der Kummer naht, 
Liegen wüst die Gärten der Seele, 
Welkt hin und stirbt die Freude, der Gesang. 
Dunkel ist das Leben, ist der Tod. 

 
Herr dieses Hauses! 
Dein Keller birgt die Fülle des goldenen Weins! 
Hier, diese Laute nenn’ ich mein! 
Die Laute schlagen und die Gläser leeren, 
Das sind die Dinge, die zusammen passen. 
Ein voller Becher Weins zur rechten Zeit 
Ist mehr wert als alle Reiche dieser Erde! 
Dunkel ist das Leben, ist der Tod! 

 

 
THE SONG OF THE EARTH 

Translation: Richard Stokes 
 
 

 DRINKING SONG OF THE EARTH’S SORROW 
 

The wine now beckons in the golden goblet, 
But drink not yet, first I’ll sing you  

a song! 
The song of sorrow shall  
resound through your soul in gusts of laughter. 

 
When sorrow draws near, 
The gardens of the soul lie wasted, 
Joy and singing wither and die. 
Dark is life, is death. 

 
Master of this house! 
Your cellar is filled with golden wine! 
I name this lute here my own! 
Striking the lute and draining beakers, 
These are things that go well together! 
A full beaker of wine at the right time 
Is worth more than all the kingdoms of this earth. 
Dark is life, is death! 

 

SONG TEXTS
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Ich komm zu dir, traute Dämmerstätte! 
Ja, gib mir Ruh, ich hab’ Erquickung not! 

 
Ich weine viel in meinen Einsamkeiten. 
Der Herbst in meinem Herzen währt zu lange. 
Sonne der Liebe, willst du nie mehr scheinen, 
Um meine bittern Tränen sanft aufzutrocknen? 

3 DER PAVILLON AUS PORZELLAN 
Text: after Li-Tai-Po 

Mitten in dem kleinen Teiche 
Steht ein Pavillon aus grünem 
Und aus weißem Porzellan. 

 
Wie der Rücken eines Tigers 
Wölbt die Brücke sich aus Jade 
Zu dem Pavillon hinüber. 

 
In dem Häuschen sitzen Freunde,  
Schön gekleidet, trinken, plaudern, 
Manche schreiben Verse nieder. 

 
Ihre seidnen Ärmel gleiten 
Rückwärts, ihre seidnen Mützen 
Hocken lustig tief im Nacken. 

 
Auf des kleinen Teiches stiller 
Wasserfläche zeigt sich alles 
Wunderlich im Spiegelbilde. 

 

I come to you, beloved twilit abode! 
Give me rest, I need to be refreshed! 

 
I weep much in my loneliness. 
The autumn in my heart persists too long; 
Sun of love, will you never shine again 
And dry up tenderly my bitter tears? 

THE PAVILION OF PORCELAIN 
 

In the middle of the little pool 
Stands a pavilion of green 
And white porcelain. 

 
Like a tiger’s back 
The jade bridge arches 
Over to the pavilion. 

 
Friends sit in the little house, 
Beautifully dressed, drinking, chatting, 
Several are writing verses. 

 
Their silken sleeves slip 
Back, their silken caps 
Fall cheerfully onto their necks. 

 
On the little pool’s still 
Surface everything is 
Strangely mirrored. 

 

Das Firmament blaut ewig, und die Erde 
Wird lange fest steh’n und aufblüh’n im Lenz. 
Du aber, Mensch, wie lang lebst denn du? 
Nicht hundert Jahre darfst du dich ergötzen 
An all dem morschen Tande dieser Erde! 

 
Seht dort hinab! Im Mondschein auf den Gräbern 
Hockt eine wild-gespenstische Gestalt. 
Ein Aff' ist's! Hört ihr, wie sein Heulen 
Hinausgellt in den süßen Duft des Lebens! 
Jetzt nehmt den Wein! Jetzt ist es Zeit, 

Genossen! 
Leert eure gold’nen Becher zu Grund! 
Dunkel ist das Leben, ist der Tod! 

2 DIE EINSAME IM HERBST 
Text: after Tchang-Tsi 

Herbstnebel wallen bläulich überm See. 
Vom Reif bezogen stehen alle Gräser; 
Man meint, ein Künstler habe Staub von Jade 
Über die feinen Blüten ausgestreut. 

 
Der süße Duft der Blumen ist verflogen; 
Ein kalter Wind beugt ihre Stengel nieder. 
Bald werden die verwelkten, gold’nen Blätter 
Der Lotosblüten auf dem Wasser zieh’n.  

 
Mein Herz ist müde. Meine kleine Lampe 
Erlosch mit Knistern, es gemahnt mich an  

den Schlaf. 

The firmament is forever blue, and the earth 
Will long stand firm and blossom in spring. 
But you, O man, how long do you live? 
Not even a hundred years can you delight 
In all the brittle trumpery of this earth. 

 
Look down there! On the moonlit graves 
A wild ghostly form is squatting. 
It is an ape! Hear him howl 
And screech at life’s sweet fragrance! 
Now take up the wine! Now, friends, 

is the time! 
Drain your golden beakers to the dregs. 
Dark is life, is death. 

THE LONELY ONE IN AUTUMN 
 

Bluish autumn mists drift over the lake, 
Each blade of grass is covered with rime, 
As though an artist had strewn jade-dust 
Over the delicate blossoms. 

 
The sweet fragrance of the flowers has faded, 
A cold wind bends low their stems; 
Soon the withered golden petals 
Of the lotus-flower will drift on the water. 

 
My heart is weary. My little lamp 
Guttered with a hiss, it summons me  

to sleep. 



Das Ross des einen wiehert fröhlich auf, 
Und scheut, und saust dahin,  
über Blumen, Gräser wanken hin die Hufe,  
Sie zerstampfen jäh im Sturm die  

hingesunk’nen Blüten, 
Hei! wie flattern im Taumel seine Mähnen, 
Dampfen heiß die Nüstern! 

 
Gold’ne Sonne webt um die Gestalten, 
Spiegelt sie im blanken Wasser wider. 
Und die schönste von den Jungfrau’n sendet 
Lange Blicke ihm der Sehnsucht nach. 
Ihre stolze Haltung ist nur Verstellung. 
In dem Funkeln ihrer großen Augen, 
In dem Dunkel ihres heißen Blicks 
Schwingt klagend noch die Erregung ihres 

Herzens nach. 

5 DER TRINKER IM FRÜHLING 
Text: after Li-Tai-Po 

Wenn nur ein Traum das Leben ist, 
Warum denn Müh’ und Plag’? 
Ich trinke, bis ich nicht mehr kann, 
Den ganzen lieben Tag! 

 
Und wenn ich nicht mehr trinken kann, 
Weil Kehl’ und Seele voll, 
So tauml’ ich bis zu meiner Tür 
Und schlafe wundervoll! 

 

The horse of one whinnies happily, 
And shies and races off, 
Its hooves fly over flowers and grass, 
Trampling the fallen blossom as they  

storm past. 
Look how its mane flutters in its frenzy, 
Look how the nostrils steam! 

 
Golden sunlight weaves round their forms, 
Mirrors them in the shining water. 
And the loveliest of the girls 
Shoots him long yearning glances. 
Her proud bearing is mere pretence. 
In the flashing of her large eyes, 
In the darkness of her ardent gaze 
Her agitated heart still throbs and grieves  

for him. 

THE TOPER IN SPRING 
 

If life is but a dream, 
Why should there be toil and torment? 
I drink till I can drink no longer, 
The whole day through! 

 
And when I can drink no longer, 
Since throat and soul are full, 
I stagger to my door 
And sleep stupendously! 

 

Alles auf dem Kopfe stehend 
In dem Pavillon aus grünem 
Und aus weißem Porzellan; 

 
Wie ein Halbmond scheint die Brücke, 
Umgekehrt der Bogen. Freunde, 
Schön gekleidet, trinken, plaudern. 

4 AM UFER  
Text: after Li-Tai-Po 

Junge Mädchen pflücken Blumen, 
Pflücken Lotosblumen an dem Uferrande. 
Zwischen Büschen und Blättern sitzen sie, 
Sammeln Blüten in den Schoß und rufen 
Sich einander Neckereien zu. 

 
Gold’ne Sonne webt um die Gestalten, 
Spiegelt sie im blanken Wasser wider. 
Sonne spiegelt ihre schlanken Glieder, 
Ihre süßen Augen wider,  
Und der Zephir hebt mit Schmeichelkosen 
Das Gewebe ihrer Ärmel auf,  
Führt den Zauber ihrer Wohlgerüche  

durch die Luft. 
 

O sieh, was tummeln sich für schöne Knaben 
Dort an dem Uferrand auf mut’gen Rossen, 
Weithin glänzend, wie die Sonnenstrahlen; 
Schon zwischen dem Geäst der grünen Weiden 
Trabt das jungfrische Volk einher! 

 

Everything stands on its head 
In the pavilion of green 
And white porcelain; 

 
The bridge appears like a half-moon, 
Its arch inverted. Friends, 
Beautifully dressed, are drinking, chatting. 

BY THE RIVERBANK 
 

Young girls are picking flowers, 
Lotus-flowers by the river’s edge. 
They sit among bushes and leaves, 
Gather blossoms into their laps and call 
To each other teasingly. 

 
Golden sunlight weaves round their forms, 
Mirrors them in the shining water, 
Sunlight mirrors their slender limbs 
And their sweet eyes, 
And the breeze lifts with its caresses 
The fabric of their sleeves, wafts the magic 
Of their fragrance through  

the air. 
 

O look, what handsome boys are these, riding 
Friskily along the bank on spirited horses? 
Shining afar, like the sun’s rays; 
Now they canter between green willow branches, 
These lads in the flush of youth. 

 



THE FAREWELL 
 

The sun sinking behind the mountains. 
Evening falls in every valley 
With its shadows full of coolness. 

 
O look! Like a silver bark 
The moon floats up the sky’s blue lake. 
I feel a gentle breeze stir 
Behind the dark spruces! 

 
The brook sings melodiously through the dark. 
The flowers grow pale in the twilight. 
The earth breathes full of peace and sleep. 
All desire now turns to dreaming, 
Weary mortals make for home, 
To recapture in sleep 
Forgotten happiness and youth! 
Birds huddle silently on their branches, 
The world falls asleep! 

 
A cool wind blows in the shadow of my spruces, 
I stand here and wait for my friend; 
He comes to me, as he promised 

 
I long, O friend, to enjoy 
The beauty of this evening by your side. 
Where can you be? You have left me  

alone so long! 

6 DER ABSCHIED 
Text: after Mong-Kao-Yen  

Die Sonne scheidet hinter dem Gebirge. 
In alle Täler steigt der Abend nieder 
Mit seinen Schatten, die voll Kühlung sind. 

 
O sieh! wie eine Silberbarke schwebt 
Der Mond am blauen Himmelssee herauf. 
Ich spüre eines feinen Windes Weh’n 
Hinter den dunklen Fichten! 

 
Der Bach singt voller Wohllaut durch das Dunkel. 
Die Blumen blassen im Dämmerschein. 
Die Erde atmet voll von Ruh’ und Schlaf. 
Alle Sehnsucht will nun träumen, 
Die müden Menschen geh’n heimwärts, 
Um im Schlaf vergess’nes Glück 
Und Jugend neu zu lernen! 
Die Vögel hocken still in ihren Zweigen, 
Die Welt schläft ein! 

 
Es wehet kühl im Schatten meiner Fichten. 
Ich stehe hier und harre meines Freundes; 
Er kommt zu mir, der es mir versprach. 

 
Ich sehne mich, o Freund, an deiner Seite 
Die Schönheit dieses Abends zu genießen. 
Wo bleibst du? Du lässt mich  

lang allein! 

What do I hear when I wake? Listen! 
A bird sings in the tree. 
I ask him if spring has come, – 
It all seems like a dream. 

 
The bird twitters: yes! 
Spring is here, it came overnight! 
In deepest contemplation I listened, 
The bird sings and laughs. 

 
I fill my beaker again 
And drain it to the dregs 
And sing until the moon shines bright 
In the black firmament. 

 
And when I can sing no longer, 
I fall asleep again. 
For what has spring to do with me!? 
Let me be drunk! 

Was hör’ ich beim Erwachen? Horch! 
Ein Vogel singt im Baum. 
Ich frag’ ihn, ob schon Frühling sei, – 
Mir ist als wie im Traum. 

 
Der Vogel zwitschert: Ja!  
Der Lenz ist da, sei kommen über Nacht! 
Aus tiefstem Schauen lauscht’ ich auf, 
Der Vogel singt und lacht! 

 
Ich fülle mir den Becher neu 
Und leer’ ihn bis zum Grund 
Und singe, bis der Mond erglänzt 
Am schwarzen Firmament! 

 
Und wenn ich nicht mehr singen kann, 
So schlaf’ ich wieder ein. 
Was geht mich denn der Frühling an!? 
Lasst mich betrunken sein! 



Ich wandle auf und nieder mit meiner Laute 
Auf Wegen, die von weichem Grase schwellen. 
O Schönheit, o ewigen Liebens –,  

Lebens – trunk’ne Welt! 
   

Text: after Wang-Wei 
 

Er stieg vom Pferd und reichte ihm den Trunk 
Des Abschieds dar. Er fragte ihn, wohin 
Er führe und auch warum es müsste sein. 
Er sprach, seine Stimme war umflort:  
Du, mein Freund, 
Mir war auf dieser Welt das Glück nicht hold! 

 
Wohin ich geh’? Ich geh’, ich wand’re in  

die Berge. 
Ich suche Ruhe für mein einsam Herz. 
Ich wandle nach der Heimat, meiner Stätte! 
Ich werde niemals in die Fremde schweifen. 
Still ist mein Herz und harret seiner Stunde: 

 
Die liebe Erde allüberall  
Blüht auf im Lenz und grünt aufs neu!  
Allüberall und ewig blauen licht  

die Fernen! 
 

Ewig… ewig… 
 

I wander up and down with my lute 
On pathways rippling with soft grass. 
O beauty! O world drunk with eternal love  

and life! 
   

 
 

He dismounted and handed him the stirrup-cup. 
He asked him where he was going 
And also why it had to be. 
He spoke, his voice was veiled:  
My friend, 
Fortune was not kind to me on earth! 

 
Where am I going? I go into  

the mountains. 
I seek peace for my lonely heart. 
I am making for home, my resting-place! 
I shall never roam abroad again – 
My heart is still and awaits its hour! 

 
Everywhere the dear earth 
Blossoms in spring and grows green again! 
Everywhere and forever the distance shines bright 
and blue! 

 
Forever… forever…

ALSO AVAILABLE...

MIRAGES: THE ART OF FRENCH SONG 
RODERICK WILLIAMS | ROGER VIGNOLES 

“In no area of repertoire, it seems, is Williams not at ease as 
well as expert... Now, with Vignoles as an ever idiomatic and 
responsive partner, he has turned to French song.” 
The Observer  

“This disc offers an ideal entry point into the world of French 
song: it’s almost impossible to imagine being in safer hands 
... Here we are with two of the finest, most sensitive 
musicians anywhere.” Classical Explorer  

“a fascinating and refreshing promenade in a poetic French 
landscape with the best imaginable guides...”  
Music Web International
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SONGS OF TRAVEL AND HOME 
JULIEN VAN MELLAERTS | JAMES BAILLIEU 

“Besides programming an intriguing mixture of English and French 
20th-century songs that all sit remarkably well together, the 
recital gains extra distinction from an immediately lovable new 
work, Gareth Farr’s Ornithological Anecdotes, which celebrates 
the odd and sometimes extinct avian life of New Zealand.”  
Gramophone 

“A heartfelt, glorious disc of song, the programme imaginative, 
the performances radiant.” Classical Explorer 

“A lovely collection of art songs performed with beauty, subtlety 
and wit.” New Zealand Listener 
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Anglo-German contralto Claudia Huckle studied at the Royal College of Music, the 
New England Conservatory and the Curtis Institute of Music. She is a graduate of 
the Domingo-Cafritz Young Artist Program at Washington National Opera, was a 
member of the ensemble at Oper Leipzig for four seasons and won the 2013 Birgit 
Nilsson Remembrance Award at the Operalia competition. 

She has appeared with opera companies across Europe and the USA, including the 
Royal Opera House, Opéra National de Paris, Teatro alla Scala, Teatro Real Madrid, 
Zürich Opera, Grand Théâtre de Genève, Glyndebourne Festival Opera, Washington 
National Opera, Santa Fe Opera, Festival d’Aix-en-Provence, and Bregenzer 
Festspiele in roles including Erda Das Rheingold / Siegfried, Suzuki Madama 
Butterfly, Schwertleite Die Walküre, the title role in The Rape of Lucretia, 
Hippolyta A Midsummer Night’s Dream, Hänsel Hänsel und Gretel, Marfa 
Khovanshchina, Olga Eugene Onegin and Dalila Samson et Dalila. 

Her wide experience performing Mahler’s music includes Symphony No.2 with the 
Orchestre Philharmonique de Radio France, the Boston Philharmonic Orchestra, the 
Hallé Orchestra, and the Orchestra of the Maggio Musicale Fiorentino; Symphony 
No.3 with Real Filharmonía de Galicia; Kindertotenlieder with the BBC Scottish 
Symphony Orchestra; Rückert Lieder with the Royal Scottish National Orchestra; 
and Symphony No.8 with the BBC National Orchestra of Wales at the BBC Proms. 

Her other concert appearances include performances with the London Symphony 
Orchestra, Boston Symphony Orchestra, Freiburg Baroque Orchestra, Academy of 
Ancient Music, Deutsches Symphonie Orchester, Symphonieorchester des 
Bayerischen Rundfunks, and the National Symphony Orchestra, Washington; and 
with conductors including Sir Simon Rattle, Zubin Mehta, Yannick Nézet-Séguin, 
Sir Antonio Pappano, Trevor Pinnock, Myung-Whun Chung and Sir Mark Elder.



Nicky Spence is one of Scotland’s proudest sons and his unique skills as a 
singing actor and the rare honesty of his musicianship have earned him a place 
at the top of the classical music profession. Nicky won a record contract with 
Decca Records while still studying at the Guildhall School of Music and Drama 
and then took a place as an inaugural Harewood Artist at ENO. Since that time, 
he has gone on to sing operatic roles at London’s Royal Opera, the Metropolitan 
Opera, Deutsche Staatsoper, Opéra National de Paris, Madrid’s Teatro Real, La 
Monnaie and Glyndebourne Festival Opera. In demand on the recital platform, 
Nicky sings regularly with the Myrthen Ensemble and enjoys collaborations with 
leading artists such as Malcolm Martineau, Julius Drake, Roger Vignoles, Graham 
Johnson, Sholto Kynoch, Iain Burnside, Simon Lepper and Joseph Middleton 
which have seen him appear at leading recital and chamber music venues the 
world over. Nicky has recorded prolifically and won both the BBC Music Magazine 
Vocal Award and Gramophone’s Solo Vocal Award for his recording of Janácek’s 
‘The Diary of One Who Disappeared’ with Julius Drake. Other solo recordings 
include recital discs with Malcolm Martineau for Chandos and Resonus, and 
Strauss lieder with Roger Vignoles for Hyperion. His discography ranges from 
Handel and Mozart to Wagner, Brahms, Britten, Dove and Turnage.  
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Justin Brown is a conductor and pianist acclaimed internationally in both the 
concert and opera worlds. In his twelve years as General Music Director of the 
Badisches Staatstheater Karlsruhe, he was recognised as “one of today’s leading 
Wagner conductors” (Süddeutsche Zeitung), received the German Publishers Award 
for innovative programming, and was nominated as Conductor of the Year 
(Opernwelt) as well as for an International Opera Award (for the World Premiere of 
Avner Dorman’s opera Wahnfried). He is also Music Director Laureate of the 
Alabama Symphony Orchestra in the United States, where his programming and 
commissioning work have won multiple national awards. As a pianist, he regularly 
directs concertos from the keyboard, including those of Mozart, Beethoven and 
Shostakovich, as well as participating in chamber music series and lieder recitals. 
As a guest conductor, he has worked with many of the world’s top orchestras and 
opera houses, from the Dallas and Cincinnati Symphonies to the Tokyo 
Philharmonic and Sydney Symphony, and from the Bayerische Staatsoper Munich 
to the Teatro Colón Buenos Aires. 

His discography as a conductor includes critically acclaimed recordings of Mahler’s 
Symphony No.9 and works ranging from Dvorák and Elgar to Elliott Carter, John 
Tavener and Peter Lieberson (The Six Realms, which won the WQXR Gramophone 
American Award and a Grammy nomination for Best Classical Recording). 

Born in Sussex, Justin Brown studied at Trinity College, Cambridge and at 
Tanglewood at the invitation of Leonard Bernstein. There he met Leon Fleisher, 
who would become a major musical influence both through private lessons and 
shared performances. He later became an assistant to both Bernstein and 
Luciano Berio. 
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