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After performing in Japan for over twenty years, she recorded a CD of classical Japanese songs
. She was the first foreigner to have recorded this music in the
called
native tongue and as such was hailed as a pioneer and she has promoted the beauty of these
songs all over the world, accompanied by harp, piano or orchestra. Her other Nimbus CD
releases, created with Adrian, include a double album called
which showcase the beautiful French and German songs of her talented ancestor
who was a pupil of Chopin and a well-published composer in the 19th century, the first volume
, a Fauré album
and a collection of songs
of Schumann Lieder
by Roger Quilter.

Adrian Farmer trained as an accompanist at the Royal Northern College of Music in Manchester
from 1977, following a music degree at Birmingham . He first encountered Nimbus Records in
1979, when he was invited to record for them, but quickly made the decision to join the
founders as a record producer. In the mid 1980s he became Nimbus’s Music Director, joining
the Board of Directors. He became a co-owner of the company in 1992.
Through the 1990s Adrian spanned both sides of Nimbus’s varied business interests;
maintaining the creative focus for Nimbus Records and coordinating the international
marketing activity of the company’s optical disc technology division ‘Nimbus Technology &
Engineering’.
Adrian has made several recordings for Nimbus with other artists: Nimbus’s founder the bass
Shura Gehrman in Vaughan Williams, Butterworth, Fauré and Duparc, tenor Dennis O’Neill in
songs by Liszt, pianists Nina Walker in Schubert and Martin Jones at one and two pianos in
works by Halffter, Françaix, Reizenstein Roger-Ducasse and Saint-Saens. In the 1980s he
recorded Ravel’s
with legendary pianist Vlado Perlemuter, which remains a
treasured memory.
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c & © 2016 Wyastone Estate Ltd
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Robert Schumann – The First Green
Diary entry:
The seventeen year old Robert
Schumann’s stark acknowledgement on receiving the news of the death of his musical
hero: it is reported that he was heard sobbing through the night. In 1838, ten years after
Schubert’s death, Schumann’s joyous discovery in Vienna of Schubert’s ‘Great C Major’
Symphony, and his role in getting its first performance in Leipzig under Mendelssohn’s
direction in the following year, would confirm the enduring influence of that juvenile
adoration. Then, in 1840, Schumann took up in earnest the master’s baton of ‘song’, and
made it his own.

The village maids sit in their spinning rooms. Each one spins for her sweetheart. The wheels whir. Each
one spins her wedding dress to please her lover. There will soon be wedding bells! But no suitor comes
to talk with me. I sit in despair, my hands shake, and the tears flow silently over my cheeks. Why
should I spin? I do not know.
To the lovely jewel of spring, the rose, my delight, already wilting and pale under the heat of the sun,
I bring you water from the deep well. And so to you, rose of my heart, bowed down by sorrow, I would
silently pour out my soul at your feet, even thought I might not see you rise up.

Schumann spent the 1830s learning his craft, and a living of sorts, by writing the
‘Romantic’ piano pieces that persist in popularity to this day:
and the
. The sudden urge to write
songs, and a great many songs at that, was entirely due to his need to express
overwhelming love for his bride to be, Clara.
In his ‘Liederjahr’ of 1840 Schumann wrote some 140 songs, including every one of the
‘cycles’ that carries his fame:
and
. It puts him on a par with Schubert, the yardstick by which
prolific song writing is measured, who in his busiest year of 1815 wrote about 140 songs.
Schubert’s fundamental importance in the development of song was to show how words
and the poetic images they conjure could shape the fabric of music; a song’s themes,
gestures and melodies could illustrate the text and in the finest examples marry
seamlessly with the text.
Schumann went further and freed voice and accompaniment from dependence on each
other. He allowed the piano an additional voice, one that intensifies the emotion by
appearing to comment on the narrative. The result is so much more than an improved
dialogue; it becomes a multi-dimensional realisation of text, subtext, music
the
emotional concept at the heart of the poetry. For this writer, that puts Schumann with
Schubert on an equal footing as having jointly created the basis of all subsequent song
writing.
4
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Charlotte de Rothschild’s career has taken her all over the world. With her wide knowledge of
the song repertoire, from different eras, countries and genres, she has created some wonderful
themed programmes; the best known being
which traces the musical
history of her forebears with music by, and anecdotes about, the composers who were friends,
teachers or ancestors of the Rothschild family during the 19th and 20th Centuries. Recently,
Charlotte presented this programme in Switzerland, Japan, Singapore and the U.K.
Other themes presented in major concert halls or Festivals include
(arranged by the season) with which Charlotte toured Japan and India in the Spring of 2012 and
did again in Japan in July 2014 and
, a collection of British songs released
with harp accompaniment. For Boston, Yale and
on the Nimbus label N16193 as
London, Charlotte created a new programme to compliment the art exhibition
from the Royal Society of Antiquaries, including songs that reflect Antiquarian interest in
England in the 18th, 19th and early 20th Centuries. During the same U.S. tour, she gave a
recital at the National Gallery of Art in Washington in honour of the Joan Mirò exhibition. Last
year Charlotte gave further concerts in the U.S. with Adrian Farmer and toured Japan and Taiwan.
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I hear the brooklets running in the wood; amidst these sounds, in the wood, yet I don’t know where I
am. The nightingales sing, as if recalling happy days of old. In the darting moonbeams I seem to see
the castle in the valley, far from here. Surely my beloved must be waiting for me there, in a garden of
white and red roses? But no, she is long since dead.
Yes, I can sing as though I were happy; but yet tears flow secretly bringing relief to my heart. As caged
nightingales sing a song of yearning when spring breezes blow. All hearts are gladdened by this; but
none feel the pain and deep sadness in the song.
Twilight spreads it wings, the trees shiver and the dreaming clouds drift by; what is this dark mystery?
Do not let your favourite deer graze alone; hunters are about, sounding their horns, their voices
echoing. At this hour not even your friend can be trusted; his eyes and lips may smile but he is plotting
war. Go to your rest now and you will rise again tomorrow; but much can be lost in the night for ever.
Keep awake, be on your guard.
A wedding party passed by the hill. I heard the birds singing. Then came riders on a merry hunt,
sounding their horns. Before I knew it the echoes have died away, and night covered the land. And
on the hill the forest murmurs, and deep in my heart I shudder.
Over the garden through the night air I heard the birds in flight; a sign that spring is in the air, that
blossom time has come. My joy and tears combine, as if it could only be a miraculous dream, which
comes thronging back in the moonlight. The moon and the stars say it, and the wood whispers it, and
the nightingales sing ‘She is yours; yours!’
Violets, rosemary, mimosa, lilies, daisies and roses all flower here in my garden. Every bloom that can
be made into a garland; only the flower of happiness is missing. Though it may be hidden, and hard
to find, yet, dear heart, take some comfort from having searched for it so ardently!
Spring’s blue ribbon flutters once more. Sweet, familiar scents brings promise; the dreaming violets
will soon arrive. Listen! In the distance, a muted harp! Spring, it is you that I have heard!
16
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The song cycle
was conceived as a wedding gift for Clara: myrtle is a traditional
flower of bridal bouquets. It contains 26 songs setting an eclectic group of unrelated
poets: Goethe (5), Ruckert (5), Heine (3), Mosen (1) and, in German translation, the
British writers Thomas Moore (2), Lord Byron (1), Catherine Fanshawe (1) and Robert
Burns (8). The overall conception of the cycle is an exploration of the great complexity
of love between man and woman: love that is uncovered, expressed, doubted,
challenged, lost, and ultimately won.
Schumann included in this set eight poems by Burns (1759-96) in recently published
translations by Wilhelm Gerhard (1778-1858) who, like Schumann, was living in Leipzig.
There is no question of Schumann being drawn to the sound of Burns’s poetry, since the
German translation makes no attempt to preserve that unique style.
Nonetheless the
composer found in Burns exactly what was needed for his ‘love’ cycle, and he created
music that is at once straightforwardly German lied yet coloured with recognisable
folksong gestures that, mercifully, avoid caricature. In the complete cycle the Burns songs
are scattered. In this recital they are organised into a loose narrative. The eighth song
is left out because it should be sung by a man.
Catherine Fanshawe (1765-96) was an English writer of light, humorous texts. Her ‘Riddle’
was allegedly written overnight as an entertainment for house guests and delivered to
them at breakfast the following morning. Married to its clever conceit noting the
occurrences of the letter ‘H’ is an underlying ironic observation of the dangers of allowing
it to be dropped in common speech. The poem became so popular through repeated
publication that it was at some point misattributed to Lord Byron. Several English versions
exist, the one given in this booklet is taken from the original 1823 publication.
Schumann’s setting is appropriately playful, even though he cannot resist announcing the
‘answer’ in the first bar with a 4 octave blurt (H is in German musical notation a B), and
making absolutely certain that we ‘get it’ by answering his own addition to the text - ‘was
ist’s’ (what is it?) - with a final aspirated ‘ha’. The retranslation in English of Kannegeisser’s
German text included here destroys the riddle (which is faithfully preserved in the
5

German) but shows how much of Fanshawe’s original delicacy has been lost in the
process. This is probably one of the few songs in the repertoire that should not work at
all if transposed from its original key.
The remaining three songs from
are well known and in the case of
, universally celebrated. Eric Sams, in his invaluable and detailed book on
Schumann’s songs
Faber, 1961), dismisses the two
as ‘fascinating failures’, suggesting they are little more than sketches for
. He recognised that the words would have special meaning for
Schumann, and even more so for Clara, but argues that the composer’s obvious
investment in the emotion has had the effect of suffocating the music. Listeners can
decide for themselves, but what is undeniable is the melodic charm of these songs, and
the crucial importance of both postludes. Note also the shared material of the ‘Adagio’
final bars of the first
and the final bars of
.
Schumann chose words by Joseph von Eichendorff (1788For the
1857); and he assembled a wide-ranging, very personal, compilation of songs from
Eichendorff’s dramatic works and other material. Schumann is very much both composer
and ‘author’ of this cycle, not least in his fearless substitution of individual words,
omission of stanzas, and frequent repetition of words, or entire verses.
has no
unifying story, but we quickly recognise the constant reference to seasons, to place, and
to the passage of time: spring and summer, sky and forest, twilight and evening. In all
these various scenes a heightened personal emotion is revealed, and a sense of some
enormous life-changing event unfolding.
At a detailed musical level Schumann demonstrates enhanced awareness of, and ability
to create, a unified work. He is very subtle in his use of repeated motives and takes greater
care with key relationships. The intervals of a fourth and a fifth feature prominently in
both areas; compare, for example, the opening melodies of No.5
and No.6
, which both rise by a fourth and fall by a fifth, and also those of No.7
and No.8
, which both fall by a fifth and rise by a minor third.
Similarly the key centres of the cycle move primarily between E, A, B and F-sharp – all
inter-related intervals of a fourth and fifth.
6
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‘It is late, and growing cold; why do you ride through the woods? They are wide, you are alone, let me
lead you home, fair lady.’ ‘Great is the cunning and deceit of men; and my heart is broken. I hear
hunting horns faintly blowing; fly, for you do not know who I am.’ ‘So richly dressed, so exquisite to
behold – now I know you, God shield me! You are the witch Lorelei!’ ‘You know me now. My castle
looks down on the Rhine from its towering rock. It is late, it is cold; and you will never leave these
woods.’
No one knows or can guess how happy I am. If only
knew, no one else would matter. My mind is
calmer than the snow, quieter than the stars. If I was a bird I would fly over the sea and beyond, until
I reached heaven. No one knows or can guess how happy I am. If only
knew, no one else would
matter.
It was as if the sky had kissed the sleeping earth, and she, bright with blossom, could dream only of
that kiss. The air moved across the fields, and the corn swayed gently; the woods murmured, and the
night was clear and starry. And my soul spread wide its wings and flew over the silent land as if it were
going home.
The branches stirred and sighed, and it was as if the old gods had returned to march again around their
ruined walls. In dark twilight, under the myrtle trees, what is it that you whisper to me in my dream,
fantastic night? The stars watch on, their eyes bright with love; the horizon exclaims a great joy to
come.
The old knight sleeps in his keep. The rain falls, and the forest rustles through the gates. His beard and
hair are matted, his breast and collar turned to stone; there he has sat in silence for hundreds of years.
Outside it is quiet and peaceful; all have gone to the valley below. Lonely birds sing in the empty
windows. A wedding party sails by on the sunlit Rhine; musicians are playing, and the beautiful bride
is in tears.

15

You are like a flower, sweet and pure and beautiful. I look at you and sorrow steals into my heart. I
feel as if I should lay my hands on your head and pray God to keep you so pure and beautiful and
sweet.
Mother, just because I love him so does not mean I love you less. It is only since I fell in love that I
have truly loved you. Let me hold you, and kiss you as he kisses me! Mother! I now love you
completely for giving me life that has become so joyous.
Let me embrace him, mother! Stop worrying; don't ask what will come of it, how it will end. End? It
never will. Change? It cannot.
The jasmine bush was green when it went to sleep last night. But when breeze and sunlight woke it
this morning it was snowy white. ‘What happened to me in the night?" This, you see, is what happens
to trees that dream in springtime.
You young green, you fresh grass, how many hearts you have revived from winter’s chill. Oh, how my
heart longs for you. Already you emerge from earth's night. How my eyes laughs to see you! Here in
the valley’s quiet I press you to my heart and mouth. I shun mankind; no words will ease my sorrow.
Only springtime’s green will calm my heart.

The clouds approach from my homeland behind the red lightning. Father and mother are long since
dead, and I am forgotten there. Oh, how soon it will be my turn to sleep under the rustle of the lonely
woods, forgotten here also.

Schumann is no less inventive with the vocal part. He is more careful than Schubert to
restrict the range and compass of the vocal line; limiting himself to just over an octave,
in the middle of the voice, and only for special effect dropping into the chest register as
he does at the end of
He always gives the impression of tunefulness (as befits
one of history’s most gifted melodists), but, with the exception of
the vocal line
of these songs is actually dominated by the rhythmic speech pattern of the words, very
often delivered on a single repeated tone.
Some of Schumann’s greatest masterpieces are found here; one might single out
as being perhaps the finest of all. In this song, as in virtually every song in
this cycle, he has entirely mastered the multiple roles of the piano mentioned earlier. In
song after song Schumann treats us to new and surprising textures. Here is a ceaseless
flood of invention that surpasses even that of Schubert himself, and the attainment of
piano preludes and postludes that effortlessly heighten the emotional impact of each song.
The remaining items in this recital are, with the exception of
, ‘nature’ songs.
Each one is a modest jewel from a song composer of genius. Schumann’s style is always
recognisable, yet he never seems to run out of new ways to express essentially the same
message; a gift never more in evidence than in songs about flowers, trees and spring.
Only
steps outside this miniature world. Although composed in 1850 it
undoubtedly harks back to the flower songs of the 1840s, albeit now most richly dressed.
Eric Sams in his analysis of this song finds the sumptuous harmonies ‘a velvet music of
sated love’ and tries his best to resist their cloying charm. In particular he objects to the
repetition of the first verse as a distortion of Lenau’s poem, implying a more optimistic
ending than originally intended. But an alternative reading might be to see this repetition
on Schumann’s part as indicative of the circular musings of a lover rehearsing in his head
what he might do, or say, to his love, to Clara, when the opportunity arises.
© 2016 Adrian Farmer

Deep in my heart I keep your radiant image, looking at me, fresh and smiling. And my heart sings an
old sweet song that takes flight to you.

14
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The Original poems, and translations from the German texts in italics

In the heaps of the miser ’tis hoarded with care,
But is sure to be lost on his prodigal heir.
It begins every hope, every wish it must bound,
With the husbandman toils and with monarchy is crown’d.
Without it the soldier, the seaman may roam,
But wo to the wretch who expels it from home!
In the whispers of conscience its voice will be found,
Nor e’en in the whirlwind of passion be drown’d.
’Twill not soften the heart; but though deaf be the ear,
It will make it acutely and instantly hear.
Yet in shade let it rest like a delicate flower,
Ah breathe on it softly - it dies in an hour.

O, mount and go,
Mount and make you ready;
O, mount and go,
And be the Captain’s lady.
When the drums do beat,
And the cannons rattle,
Thou shalt sit in state,
And see thy love in battle.
When the vanquished foe
Sues for peace and quiet,
To the shades we’ll go,
And in love enjoy it.
My heart’s in the Highlands, my heart is not here;
My heart’s in the Highlands, a-chasing the deer;
Chasing the wild deer, and following the roe My heart’s in the Highlands wherever I go.
Farewell to the Highlands, farewell to the North!
The birthplace of valour, the country of worth;
Wherever I wander, wherever I rove,
The hills of the Highlands for ever I love.
Farewell to the mountains high covered with snow!
Farewell to the straths and green valleys below!
Farewell to the forests and wild-hanging woods!
Farewell to the torrents and loud-pouring floods!
My heart’s in the Highlands, my heart is not here,
My heart's in the Highlands a-chasing the deer;
Chasing the wild deer, and following the roe My heart’s in the Highlands wherever I go.
8

These translations from the German texts © 2016 Sharon Krebs
For more details and full translations of all the songs on in this recital please visit
the LiederNet Archive
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And there I had threescore o’ yowes,
Och-on, och-on, och-rie!
Skipping on yon bonie knows And casting woo’ to me.
I was the happiest of a’ the clan Sair, sair may I repine;
For Donald was the brawest man,
And Donald he was mine.
Till Charlie Stewart cam’ at last,
Sae far to set us free;
My Donald's arm was wanted then
For Scotland and for me.
Their waefu’ fate what need I tell?
Right to the wrong did yield;
My Donald and his country fell
Upon Culloden-field.
Och-on, Donald, O!
Och-on, och-on, och-rie!
Nae woman in the warld wide
Sae wretched now as me.

O how can I be blythe and glad,
Or how can I gang brisk and braw,
When the bonnie lad that I lo’e best
Is o’er the hills and far awa’?
It’s no the frosty winter wind,
It’s no the driving drift and snaw;
But aye the tear comes in my e’e
To think on him that’s far awa’.

’Twas in heaven pronounced, and ’twas muttered in hell,
And echo caught faintly the sound as it fell:
On the confines of earth ’twas permitted to rest.
And the depths of the ocean its presence confest;
’Twill be found in the sphere, when ’tis riven asunder,
Be seen in the lightning, and heard in the thunder.
’Twas allotted to man with his earliest breath,
Attends at his birth, and awaits him in death,
Presides o’er his happiness, honour, and health,
Is the prop of his house, and the end of his wealth.
12

A pair of gloves he bought for me,
And silken snoods he ga’e me twa;
And I will wear them for his sake,
The bonnie lad that's far awa’.
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My heart is sair, I dare na tell,
My heart is sair for somebody,
I could wake a winter night
For the sake o’ somebody,
Oh-hon! for somebody!
Oh-hey! for somebody!
I could range the world around
For the sake o’ somebody.

Hee balou, my sweet wee Donald,
Picture o’ the great Clanronald!
Brawlie kens our wanton chief
Wha got my young Highland thief.
Leeze me on thy bonnie craigie!
An’ thou live, thou’ll steal a naigie;
Travel the country through and through,
And bring home a Carlisle cow.

Ye Powers that smile on virtuous love,
O, sweetly smile on somebody!
Frae ilka danger keep him free,
And send me safe my somebody.
Oh, hon! for somebody!
Oh-hey! for somebody!
I wad do - what wad I not,
For the sake o’ somebody?

Through the Lawlands, o’er the border,
Weel, my babie, may thou furder!
Herry the louns o’ the laigh countrie,
Syne to the Highlands harm to me.

Oh, I am come to the low countrie,
Och-on, och-on, och-rie!
Without a penny in my purse
To buy a meal to me.

Out over the Forth I look to the north,
But what is the north and its Highlands to me?
The south nor the east gi’e ease to my breast
The far foreign land, or the wide-rolling sea.

It was na sae in the Highland hills,
Och-on, och-on, och-rie!
Nae woman in the country wide
Sae happy was as me.

But I look to the west, when I gae to rest
That happy my dreams and my slumbers may be;
For far in the west lives he I lo’e best,
The lad that is dear to my baby and me.

For then I had a score o’ kye,
Och-on, och-on, och-rie!
Feeding on yon hills so high,
And giving milk to me.

10
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