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IN GRATITUDF. FOR A GIFT 
Surely the most unique celebra1ion or the Schuben Bicentennial, and wilhout a doubt the most exten­
sive such effort. has been the series. of lieder recitals presented by John Wuslma.n and his colleagues 
from the Univel'Sity of Illinois. The 1.ask he set for himself (joyfully, to be sure) wa.s noching less than 
the li\•e perfonnance of every single Sc:hubtrl ,u,ng in a sequen(·e ,,Jrttitob m'tr ,te~·tn uo.tons, 
a towering task. Beginning in la1e 1990, then. he began presenting some seven different programs 
per year. 

Franz (Peter) Schubert was born in the suburbs ofVienna on lhe last day of January J797, almost 
cxac'lly 200 )'ears ago. His songs- and he wrote we.II O\'CT six hundrod of them- re.ncct his fashion­
ing and refining of a splendid, almost new form of aesthetic expression. "I work C\'Cry morning." 
Schubert said of himself. "When I have finished one piece I begin another." (He finished eight, no kss, 
onn. single day in 1815, a year in which - in addi,ion moc.her works - he composed 144.songs! He 
w:is only 18. yet each one he wroce th:11 season was cruOcd with all the care and precision of a 
Rembrandt working o..-er a miniature.) Concern for text always was central; among the poems he 
chose were 72 from Goclhe and 46 from Schiller. By the time of his death (at 3 I, even younger than 
Mo1..aJ1 had been) Schube.n h.1d m::ule of the German lied a soph.i.s,icated, subtle art fonn. 

As many of you know, over 1wen1y of this sequence of rcdt:1ls have been presented here 5ince early 
1991 , (We belie1,-e that moreof1hem have been hosted at IUSB than anywhere other lhan their home 
base at the Unh·ersity of Illinois,) We have heard so many beautiful litdtr over these years, and we 
have orten though! to ourseh·es 1ha1 we will never again in our lifetimes have such a wonderful oppor• 
1uni1y. That reali:uttion remind.~ us to thank John Wusiman affectionately for what has been for IUSB 
and Michinna a splendid gift 10 us, a kindness wrapped in his special musical insights and beautiful 
playing, as well as an historic tribute to Franz Schuber1. 

RWD 

JOHN WUSTMAN 
Distinguished as accomp,mist, cooch. and tc.ichcr, John Wus1mon has appeared in recital with 
Elizabeth Schwarzkopf. Birgit Nilsson, Regine Crespin. Christa Ludwig, Nicolai Gcclda. and Luciano 
Pavaroui. He has represented both the Fulbright Exchange program and the U.S. State Department in 
teaching abroad. At the Fou.nh International Tschaikovsky Competition in Moscow he was the only 
American member of the voice jury. His perfonnances available in recordings include his Carnegie 
Hall rcx:hal with Luciano P..1varoui (London Records). At the invitation of the Soviet Union, John 
Wustman accompanied the Russian metzo soprano Ekna Obaitsova at a Soviet Embassy dinner given 
by Cha.innan and Mrs. Gorbachev for President and Mrs, Reagan. Mr. Wustman heads the graduate 
accompanying program at the Uni1,·crsity of Illinois. 

NATHAN GUNN 
One of the singers appearing on the first of these Schubcn conccns in January 1991 was baritone 
Nathan Gunn, at that time a stodent at Champaign-Urbana; for several years Mr, Gunn was a feature 
of this ser.CS, and we had opportunities 10 hear him sing a wide range of Schuben li~thr. Tonight 
Nathan Gunn brings home to IUSB and South Bend professional successes of which we are gre.nly 
proud. His national 1,•ictory in tl1e McLropOlitan Opera Auditions. and his promising, developing career 
make it especially appropriate th.i11 he should appear with John Wu~man in this valcdic:tory concert, 
singing a Schubert work which is itself one of 1he glories o( Western music. 

As a wuncsy cu the ut.ius and lo uthct members o( the- •11J1i:ncc, l,1tccomtt1 •·111 be sc1tcd •1 1n appn115n'latc time. ftw ,he 
IM"ne ieuon, tttum re, n1dn1t follm11ing in,crmi,wnn shoold be ptnmpc. Actcndanc~ by children ldl(I« ,he Jf:C o( tC'(IOflt.i• 
blc bcllt.,u- i~ disc:oun~. AudlO •™' viJl...-. tttOtdi"S c<1uipmtt11 an,;! UR'ICft& may flO< be: usal at t pct'fotmance in any 
1...Jiwri..n of IUS8. l~linK tnJ Jrinki"S in the Camp11f AvJicorillm, R«ittl Hall and Upst't,;c arc prohibited, SnkllkinK t! 
not pc,m11111.'d •n any bwlJinK of lndn.n1 Uni~m11y South 8cnd. 
Pcrfmm«s wil nQC be an1bbk to mtmbc-n o( the- 1uJ11:nct in the- badutagt aru. 
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Pfanz Jcltubert 
1797-1828 

WINTERREISE 
Wilhelm MOiier 
D911 (1827) 

Cute Nacbt 

Fremd bin teh eingczogcn, 
Fremd zich' ich wicdcr aus. 
Ou Mai war mfr gewogcn 
Mit manchem BlumcnstrauB. 
Das Mldchcn sprach von Liebe, 
Die Mutter gar von Eh~ 
Nun ist die Welt ,o trobc, 
Der Weg gehOllt in Schnee. 

lch bnn zu meiner Reisen 
Nicht wahlen mit dcr Zell: 
Mu6 selbst den Wcg mir wciscn 
1n dieter Ounkclhcit. 
Es zieh1 ein Mondenschanen 
Als mcin Gctkhnc mit, 
Und auf den v.-ciOc:n Matten 
Such' ich des Wildes Trin. 

Wu soll ich Langer weilen, 
Da8 man mich trieb hinaus? 
LaB inc Hunde heulcn 
Vor ihrcs Herren Haus! 
Die Liebe liebt da.s Wandem, 
0011 hat sie ,o gemacht 
Von cincm zu dcm andem 
Fein Licbchen, 3ute Nacht! 

Will dich im Traum nicht storen. 
WI( schad um dcinc Ruh, 
Solla meinen Tritt nicht hOren~ 
Sacht, aachl die Tore zul 
Schreib' im Vorobcrgehe11 
Ans Tor dir: gutc Naeh1, 
DaJnit du mOgest sehcn, 
An dich hab' ich gedacht. 

WINTER JOURNEY 
Wilhelm MOiier 
0911 (1827) 

Good Night 

I arrived a stranger, 
A slranger I depart. 
May blcssd me 
Witll many a bouqucl of flO\\'Crs. 
The girl spoke oflovc, 
Her mother even of marriage~ 
Now the world is so desolate. 
The path concealed beneath snow. 

I c-annol choose lhe time 
For myjourney; 
I must find my own way 
In this darkness. 
A shadow thrown by the moon 
Is my companion; 
And on the white meadows 
I seek tlic track, ofdeer. 

Why should I tarry longer 
And be driven out? 
Lei s1ray dogs howl 
Before their master's house. 
Love delights in W&Jldering. 
Ood made it so. 
From one lo another. 
&loved, good nightl 

I will not disturb you as you dream, 
It woukl be a sltame to spoil your rest. 
You sh.all not hear my footsteps~ 
Sonty, soOly tl>e door is closed. 
As I pass I write 
•Good nighl" on your gate, 
So that you might sec 
That I thought ofyou. 



Die Wttterrahne 

Der Wind spielt mit der Wettcrfahne 
Auf mcines sehoncn Liebchcns Haus., 
Da daeht' ieh schon in mcincm Wahnc, 
Sic pfi[f den armen FIOchlling au,. 

Er hltt' es cher bcmcrken sollcn, 
Des H.auses aufgesleck1es Schild, 
So hltf er nimmer suchen wollen 
Im Haus c.in treucs Frauenbild, 

Der Wind spielt drinnen rni1 den Hcrzcn 
W'ic aufdcm Dach, nur nicht so laut. 
Wis fragen sic nach meinen Schmcrzcn? 
1hr Kind ist cine rciche Braut. 

Cdrome Trlnen 

Gefrome Tropfen fallen 
Von meinen Wangen ab: 
Ob cs mir dcnn entgangen, 
OaB icl, gcweinel hab'? 

Ei Trlnen, mcine Trlnen, 
Und seid ihr a-, so lau, 
DaB ihr ers1Arn zu Eise. 
Wie kOhlcr Mo,genlJlu? 

Und dringl doch aus der Quelle 
Der Brusl so glohend heiB, 
Als wolltcl ihr zcrschmelzcn 
Des ganzcn Winters Eis. 

Entarrung 

Jch such' im Schnee vergebcns 
Nach ihrer Tritte Spur, 
Wo sic an mcincm Anne 
Durchstrich die grnne Flur. 

leh will den Boden kossen, 
Durchdringen Eis und Schnee 
Mit mcincn hciDcn Trlncn, 
Bis ich die Erde seh. 

Tht Wulher Vane 

The wind is playing with the weather vane 
On my fair sweethe.art's house. 
In my delusion I lhoughl 
It was whistling to mock the poor fugitive. 

He shoukl have noticed it sooner, 
This sign fixed upon the house• 
Then he would never have sought 
A faithful woman within lhal house. 

Inside the wind is playing with hearts, 
As on lhe roof, only less loudly. 
Why should lhcy care about my grief/ 
Their child isa rich bride. 

Frozen Tun 

Fr=n drops fall 
from my checks~ 
I lave I, then, nOI noticed 
That I have bec-n 'A'Ceping? 

Ah tears, my tears, 
Arc you so lepid 
That you tum to ice, 
Like the cold morning dew? 

And ye1 you well up, so scaldingly hol, 
From your source within my heart, 
As ifyou would mell 
AU the tee ofwinter. 

Numbness 

In nin I seek 
Her footprints in the snow, 
Where she walked on my amt 
Through lhe green meadows. 

I will ki,s lhe ground 
And pierce ice and snow 
With my burning tears, 
Until I see lhe earth. 

Wo finer ieh cine Blate, 
Wo find' ich grOnes Gras? 
Dk: Blumcn 5ind crstorbcn, 
Der Rasen siehl so blaB. 

Soll denn kein Angedenken 
Ich nchmen mit von hier? 
Wcnn meine Schmerzcn schwcigen, 
Wcr sagt mir dann von ihr? 

Mein Herz ist wie erfroren, 
Kall starr1 ihr Bild darin: 
Schmilzt jc du Herz mir wieder. 
FlieBI auch ihr Bild dahin. 

Dtr Llndtnbaum 

Am Brunnen vor dem Tore, 
Da stchl cin Lindenbaum: 
Ich lrlumt in seincm Schatten 
So manehen s0Ocn Traum, 

lch sc.hnin in scioc Rinde 
So manches liebc Wort; 
Es zog in Freud und Lcide 
Zu ihm mteh immcr fort. 

lch mu8c' 1uch hcute wandcm 
Vorbei in liefer Nacht, 
0a hab' icl, noch im Ounkel 
Die Augen zugemaeht 

Und seine Zweigc rauschten, 
AJs ricfen sic mir z.u: 
Komm' her z.u mir, Gesclle, 
Hier findsl du deine Ruh! 

Oie kallen Winde bliesen 
Mir grad ins Angcsicht, 
Der Hui Oog mir vom Kopfc, 
leh w.ndete mich nichl. 

Nun bin ich manehe Slunde 
Entfcmt vonjenem Ort, 
Und immer ho,' ich's rauschen: 
Du flndesl Ruhe dort! 

Whe~ shall I find a flower? 
Where shall I find green grass? 
The nowers have died, 
The grass looks so pale. 

Shall 1, lhen, lake 
No memento from here? 
When my sorrows are $lilied 
Who will speak lo me ofhet? 

My heart is dead, 
Her image coldly rigid within it. 
If my heart ever melts again 
Hc:r image, 100, will now away. 

The Linden Tree 

By lhe well, before lhe gale, 
Stands a linden tree~ 
In its sl,adc I drea.,ned 
Many a sweet dream, 

In ics bark I carved 
Many a v.--ord oflove; 
In joy and ,orrow 
I was cvCf dra\\11 toil. 

Today, 100, I had lo walk 
Past ii al dead of nighl; 
Evcn in the darkness 
I closed my eyes. 

And its branches rustk:d. 
As if they were calling to me: 
"Come to me. friend, 
llere you will find rest." 

The oold wind blew 
Slraighl inlo my face. 
My hat new from my head; 
I did not lum back. 

Now I am many hours' journey 
From lhal place; 
Y cl I still hear 1he rustling: 
'"There you would find rest." 
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WasserOut 

Manche Tran· aus meincn Augcn 
Isl gefallon in den Schnee; 
Seine kaltcn Aoc:.kcn saugcn 
Durstig ein das heillc Weh. 

Wc-nn die Ort.ser sprosscn wollen, 
Weht daher ein laucr Wind. 
Und das Eis zcrspringt in Schollcn, 
Und der weiche Schnee zcrrinnt. 

Schnee, du weiOt von meinem Sehnen: 
Sag, wohin doch gcht dcin Lauri 
Folge nach nur meinen Trfilte1t, 
Nimmt dich bald das Bachlcin auf. 

Wirst mit ihm die Stadt durchziehen, 
Muntrc StraJlen ein und aus: 
Fohlst du mcine Trllncn glOhcn, 
Da ist meiner Liebsten IJaus. 

Auf dem Flusse 

Der du so lus1ig rauschtest, 
Du heller, wilder Flu6, 
Wie still hist du geworden, 
Oibst keincn ScheidcgruO. 

Mil harter, starrer Rinde 
Hast du dich obcrdeckt, 
Liegst kilt und unbeweglich 
Im Sande ausgcstrcckt. 

In deinc Dccke grab' ich 
Mit einem spitzen Stein 
Den Namco meincr Liebsten 
Und Stund und Tag hinein: 

Den Tag des ersten Grulles, 
Den Tag, an dem ich ging, 
Um Nam und Zahlen windet 
Sich ein zerbrochner Ring. 

Mein Herz, in dicscm Bache 
Erkennsl du nun dein Bild? 
Ob's unter xincr Rinde 
Wohl ouch so reillend schwilll? 

Flood 

Many a tear has fallen 
From my eyes into the snow; 
lls cold flakes eagerly suck in 
My burning grief. 

When the grass is about to shoot forth, 
A mild bre,ze blows; 
The ice breaks up into pieces 
And the son snow mells away. 

Snow, you know of my longing 
Tell me, where does your path kad? 
Ifyou bul follow my tear, 
The brook will soon absorb you. 

Wilh i1 you will flow through the town, 
In and out ofbustJing street~ 
When you feel my tears glow. 
There will be my sweetheart's house. 

On tht Rlnr 

You who rippled so merrily, 
Clear, boisterous river, 
How still you have become, 
You give no parting g,ceting. 

-With a hard, rigid crust 
You have covered yourself; 
You lie cold and motionless, 
Stretched out in the sand. 

On your surface I carve 
With a sharp stone 
The name ofmy beloved, 
The hour and the day. 

The day ofour first greeting, 
The date I departed. 
Around name and figures 
A broken ring is entwined. 

My heart, do you now rccogniz.e 
Your image in this brook? 
Is there not beneath its crust 
Llkewi!Ye a seething torrent? 

ROckblick 

Es brennt mir untcr beiden Solllen, 
Trct' ich auch schon aufEis und Schnee. 
lch mochr nicht wieder Alem holcn, 
Bis ich nicht mehr die Tonne seh'. 

I-lab' mich an jcdem Stein gcstoOen, 
So eilt' ich zu der Stadt hinaus; 
Die Krlhen Wllrfen Bill und Schlollen 
Auf mcinen Hut \'On jedem Haus. 

WtC anden hast du mic:h empfangen, 
Du S14dt der Unbe,itJndigkeil! 
An deincn blanken Fcnstem sangcn 
Die Lerch und Nachtigall im Streit. 

Die rundcn Llndcnblumc blUhten, 
Die klarcn Rinnen rauschten hell, 
Und ach, zwci Mldchenaugen glohten! 
Da war's geschchn um dich, OcselH 

KOmmt mir dcr Tag in die Gcdanlcen, 
Moehr ich noch einmal ruckwlrts Khn, 
Mocht' ich zurocke wieder wankcn, 
Vor ihrem Hause stillc stchn. 

lrrlicbt 

In die tiefsten Felsengronde 
Loektc mich c1n lrrticht hin: 
Wic ich cincn Ausgang findc 
Llegt nicht seh\l.'Cr mir in dcm Sinn. 

Bin gewohnt das lrregchen, 
'S fdhrt ja jeder Weg zum Ziel: 
Unsre Freuden, unsrc Lc-idcn. 
Alles eines lrrlichts SpielI 

Durch des Bergs:troms lrocknc: Rinncn 
Wind' ich ruhig mich hinab. 
Jeder Strom wird's Mocr ~winnen, 
Jedes Leiden auch sein Or11b. 

Backward Glanct 

The soles of my feet are buming, 
Though I walk on ice and snow; 
I do not wish to draw breath again 
Until I can no longer sec the towers. 

I tripped on every stone, 
Such was my huny to leave the town; 
The crows threw snowballs and hailstones 
On to my hot from every house. 

Ilow diffcrcntJy you received me. 
Town ofinconstancy! 
At your shining windows 
Luk and nightingale sang in rivalry. 

The round linden trees blossomed, 
The cl<:ar foonl4ins splashed brightly, 
And, ah, a maiden's eyes gk>wed; 
Then, friend, your fate was sc::alcd. 

When that day comes to my mind 
I should like to k>ok back once more, 
And stumble bock 
To stand before her house. 

WUl-o'-the-Wi:sp 

A will-o'.t.he-wisp c.n1iced me 
Into the deepest rocl-y chasms; 
How I shall find a way out 
Docs not trouble my mind. 

I am used to straying 
Every palh kads lo one goal; 
Our jO)•s, our sorrows, 
All arc a wilJ-o'-thc wisp's game. 

Down the dry gullies ofthe mountain stream 
I calmly wend my way; 
Every river will rea(:h the sea, 
Every sorrow, too, will reach its grave. 
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R.asr 

Nun mer\:' ich erst, wic rnod ich bin. 
Da ich zur Ruh mich leg~ 
Das Wandem hicl1 mich munter hin 
Aufunwirtbarem Wege, 

Die Fo8e frugcn nichl nach Rast, 
Es war z.u kalt zum Slehen, 
Der Rocken fllhlte keine Last, 
Der Sturm half fort mich m:hen, 

In eincs KOhlers cngcm Haus 
Hab' Obdach ieh gefunden; 
Doch mcine Glicdcr ruhn nicht aus: 
So brenncn ihrc Wunden. 

Auch du, mein Herz.. in Kampf und Srunn 
So wild und so vcrwcge:n, 
Fohlst in der Still erst deincn Wunn 
Mit hciOcm Stich sich regcn! 

Frilhllngstnum 

Jch trlumtc von buntcn Blumen, 
So wic sic wohl blohcn im Mai, 
tch traumtc von grOnen Wiesen, 
Von lustigern Vogelgcschrci. 

" 

Und als die Hahne krllhten, 
Da ward mein Auge wach~ 
Da war es L..alt und ftnster, 
Es schricen die Rabcn vom Dach. 

Doch an den Fcnsterscheibcn 
C Wer malte die BIKl\er da? 
u 1hr lacht wohl Ober den Trlumcr, 

Der Blumen im Winter sah? 
D 
D lch traumte von L.Cb um Liebe, 
u Von einer schonen Maid. 

Von Hencn und von Kossen, 
Von Wonne und Scligkcit

M 
E, 

Und als die Hahne krahten, 
01 Da ward mcin Herze wach;w 

Nun sitz' ich hier alleinc 
Und denke dcm Traume na.ch. 

Rest 

Only now, as I lie down to rest, 
Do I notice how tired I am. 
Walking kepi me cheerful 
On the inhospitable road, 

My feet did not seek rest, 
II was 100 cold lo stand still; 
My back fell no burden, 
The s.tonn helped to blow me onward. 

ln a charcoal burner's cramped cottage 
I found sheller, 
8u1 my limbs cannot rest, 
Their "'Ounds bum so. 

You too, my heart, so wild and daring 
In bottle and tempest; 
ln this calm now feel the stirring 
Ofyour serpent with its fierce sting. 

Drum of Spdng 

I dreamed ofbright 0owcrt 
That blossom in May, 
I dreamed ofgreen meadows 
And mcny bird calls. 

And when the cocks crowed 
My eyes awoke; 
It was cold and dark, 
Ra'"·ens cawed from the roof. 

But there, on the window panes, 
Who had painted the leaves? 
Arc you laughjng at the dreamer 
Who saw flowers in winter? 

I dreamed ofmutual love, 
Ofa lovely maiden, 
Ofembracing and ki,.ing, 
Ofjoy and rapture. 

And when the cocks crowed 
My heart awoke; 
Now I sit here alooc 
And re0ccl upon my dream, 

Die Augen schlieO' ich wieder, 
Noch schl!gl das I leri so w,,nn, 
Wann gr0n1 ihr Blllttcr am Fenster? 
Wann halt' ich mein Ltcbchen im Ann? 

Elnsamktit 

Wic cine trObe Wolke 
Durch heitrc Lofte gefll, 
Wenn in der Tanne Wiprel 
Ein mattes Loftchen weht: 

So zieh' ich mcinc StraOe 
Dahin mil tragem FuB, 
Durch hcllcs, frohcs Leben, 
Einsam und ohne GruO, 

f\eh, da0 die Luft so ruhig! 
Aeh, da0 die Well so lichl! 
Al• noch die St0mte tobten, 
War ich so ckmd nicht. 

Die Post 

Von dcr Stra8e herein Poothom klingt. 
Was hat cs, da0 es so hoch aufspringt, 
Mein Hera? 

Ji< Post bringt kcincn Brief ftlr dich: 
'Has drlngst du dcnn so wundcrtich, 
Mein Hen? 

'Sun ja, die Post kommt aus dcr Stadt~ 
No ieh cin liebes Llebchcn half, 
Mein Hen! 

'Nills1 wohl cinmaJ hinobccsehn, 
Und fragcn, wie es dort mag gehn, 
Mein Herz? 

Iclose my eyes 1gain, 
My heart still beats so warmly. 
Leaves on my window, when will you tum grcc:n? 
Whrn ahall I hold my love in my arms? 

Lontliness 

As adark cloud 
Drifts through clear skies, 
When a faint breeze blows 
In the fir lops; 

Thus I go on my way, 
With weary steps, through 
Brigh~joyful life, 
Alone, g,eeted by no one, 

Alas, that the air is so calm! 
Alas, that the world is so bright! 
When stonns were still raging 
Iwas not so wretched, 

The Post 

A posthom sounds from the road, 
Why is it that yw leap so high, 

My heart? 

The post brings no letter for you, 
Why, then, do yw surge so strangely, 
My heart? 

But yes, the post comes from the town 
Where I once had a beloved sweetheart, 
My heart! 

Do you want to ~ out 
And ask how things are there, 
My heart? 
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Der grelse Kopr The Gn,y ffud 
Im Dorre In lhe VIiiage 

Der Reif hat einen wciOen Schein 
Mir 0bers Haar scstrcucl. 
Da glaubt' ich schon ein Orcis zu sdn, 
Und hab' mieh ,chr gefreuet. 

The frost hu sprinkled a white sheen 
Upon my h.air, 
I lhousht I was already an old man, 
And I rejoiced. 

Es bellen die Hunde, cs mscln die Kclten. 
Es schlafen die Mcn.schen in ihren Betten, 
frlumen sich manches, was sic nicht habcn, 
Tun s1Ch im Outen und Argen erlaben~ 
Und m0<gcn frOh ist Alles z.crllos,cn. 

Dogs berk, chains rattle; 
People sleep in their beds, 
Dn:aming ofnuny a tl1ing they do not have, 
Consoling themselves with good and bad. 
Tomonow morning all will have vanished. 

Doch bald ist er hinweggetaut, 
Hab' wieder schwarze I laar<:, 

But soon it melted away, 
Once again I have black hair, 

re nun, sic haben ihr Teil genossen, 
Und hoifcn, was sic n(X;h Obrig licOcn, 
Doch wieder zu finden aufihr<:n Kisscn. 

Well, they have enjoyed their share, 
And hope to find on their pillows 
What they still have left lo savor. 

Da8 mils vor mciner Jugcnd graut- So that I shudder at my youth. 
Wtc weit noch bis z.ur Bahre! How far it is still lo the sravc! 8ellt mich nur fort, ihr wachen Hundc, Drive me away, you barking, watchful dogs, 

Wt mich nicht ruhn in dcr Schlummcrstundc! Allow me no rest in 1his hour ofsleep! 
Vom Abendrot ium Morgcnlicht Between sunset and the light ofmorning lch bin zu Ende mit allcn Trlumen~ I am finished with all dreams; 
Ward manchcr Kopfzum Greisc. Many a head has turned grey. Was will ieh unter den Sehlifern sllumen? Why should I linger among slumber<:rs? 
Wer glaub1's? Und meiner ward es nichl Who will bcljcve it? Mine has not done so 
Aufdjcscr ganzc Reise! Throughout this whole journey. 

Der stQnniscbe Morgen The Stormy Morning 
Die Kribe The Crow 

Wie hat der Slurm zcrris:scn How the storm has tom apsrt 
Einc Krthc war mit mir A crow hu come with me De, Himmels graues Kleid! The grey mantle of the sl-y! 
Aus der Stadt gez.ogen, 
1st bis heute fllr und fllr 
Um mein Haupt geflogen. 

From the town, 
And 10 this day 
Has been flying ceaselessly about my head. 

Die Wolkenfetzen nanern 
Umher in ma11em Streit 

Tattered clouds fly about 
In weary conflict. 

Jnd rote F-eucrtlammen And red ftames 
K.rlhc. wunderliches Tier, 
Willst mich nicht verlas:sen? 
Meinst wohl bold als Beute hier 
Meinen Leib zu fasscn? 

Crow, )'OU strange creature, 
Will you not kavc me? 
Do you intend soon 
To seize my body as prey? 

t.Chn zwischen ihnen hin. 
)as ncnn' ich cinc11 Morgen 
k> rccht nach mcincm Sinn! 

Dart between them. 
This is what I call 
A morning after my own heart. 

Nun. cs wird nicht wcit mchr gehn 
An dem Wandcntabe. 
Krahe, la6 mich endlich sehn 
Treue bis zum Grabel 

Well, I do not have much further to walk 
With my staff. 
Crow. Jet me at last sec 
Faithfulness unto 1he grave. 

~cin Herz sicht an dcm Himmel 
3cmal1 scin cignes Bild -
!I ist nichls als der Winier, 
)er Winier kall und "ild. 

My he.art ,ccs its own image 
Painted in the sl-y -
It is nothing but winter, 
Winter•cold and saV1ge. 

Letite Hofrnung Last Hope 
Uusebung Illusion 

Hie und da i.st an den Blumcn Herc and there on the tree:s 
Manches buntc Blatt zu sehn, 
Und ich bleibe vor den Blumcn 

Many a colored le•.fcan still be seen. 
I often •tand, lost in thought, 

iin Licht tanzt frcundlieh vor mir her, 
ch folg' ihm nach die Krcuz und Quer; 

A light d•nccs cheerfully befor,: me, 
I follow it this way and that; 

Oftmals in Gcdanken stehn. Before those trcca. ch folg' ihm gem, und sch's ihm an, I follow it gladly, knowing 
)a8 es vcrlocl1 den Wandcrsmann. That it lures the wanderer. 

Sehaue Mch dcm einen Blatte, I look at one such leaf ~ch, wer wie ich so elend ist, Ah, a man as WTClchc:d as l 
Hinge mcine Hotrnung dra.n~ And hang my hopes upon i~ 3ibt gem sich hin der bunten List, Gladly yields to the besuiling gleam 
Spiel! der Wind mil meincm BIAtte, Ifthe wind plAys with my leaf )ie hinter Eis und Nacht und Graus Thal r,:vcals, beyond ice, night and terror, 
Zittf ich, was ich zittem kann. I tr<:mble to~depths of my being. hm wei.st ein belles, warmes Haus, A bright, wann house, 

Jnd einc liebe Seelc drin- And a beloved soul within. 
Ach, und 0011 das Blatt zu Boden, Ah, and if the leaffalls to the ground IJur TAuschung isl rur mich Gewinnt Even mere delusion is a boon lo me! 
Flllt mit ihm die Hoffnung ab, My hopes fall with it; 
Fall' ich sclbcr mil zu Boden, I, too, fall to the ground 
Wein' aufmeiner HofTnung Grab. And weep on the grave ofmy hopes. 



Dtr Wegwels<r 

Wu vermctd' ich dcnn die Wege, 
Wo die andcm Wandrer gehn. 
Suchc mir verstcclcte Stege 
Durch ver,chneite Felsenhohn? 

Habe ja doch nichts begangen, 
DaO ich Menschen sollte scheun -
Welch ein torichtes Verlangen 
Trcibt mich in die Wostenein? 

Weiser slehen auf den StraBcn. 
Wciscn auf die Stldte zu, 
Ubd ich wandre sonder MaOen, 
Ohne Ruh, und suche Ruh. 

Einen Weiser sch' ich stehen 
Unverruclct vor meinem Blick.; 
Eine StntOe muO ich gehen, 
Die noch kcincr ging zurOck 

Das Winihaus 

Auf eincn T otenackcr 
Hat mich mcin Wcg gcbracht 
Allhier will ich cinkehren: 
Hab' ich bci mir gcdacht. 

1hr grOnen Totenkrtnzc 
Konnt wohl die Zcichcn scin. 
Die mode Wandrer laden 
Ins kUhlc Wirtwus ein. 

Sind denn in dic,em Hause 
Die Kammem all besetzt? 
Bin matt z.um Niedcrsinkcn 
Bin tOdlich schwer verlctzl. 

0 unb&nnhcrzge Schenkc, 
Doch wciscst du mich ab? 
Nun weiter denn, nur weiter, 
Mein trcuer Wanderstab! 

The Signp<>Jt 

Why do I avoid the roads 
That other travellers ta.kc, 
And seek hidden paths 
Over the rocky, snow-clad heights? 

Yet I have done no wrong, 
That I should shun mankind. 
What foolish yearning 
Drives me into the wilderness? 

Signposts stand on the roads, 
Pointing towards the towns; 
And I wander on, relentlessly, 
Restless, and yet ,ceking resl. 

I see a signpost standing 
Immovable before my eyes; 
l must lravcl • rotd 
fr(M'n ,... hl-(;h no min tw ever returned. 

Tht Inn 

Myjourney ha• b<ought me 
To a graveyard. 
Here, I thought to myself, 
I will rest for the night. 

Green funeral wreaths, 
You must be the signs 
Inviting tired travelJers 
Into the cool inn. 

Are all the rooms 
In this house taken, then? 
I am weary to the point ofcollapse, 
I am fatally wounded. 

PitilC$$ tavern, 
Do you nonetheless tum me away? 
On, then, press pnwa.rd, 
My trusty staffi 

Jllut 

fliegt der Schnee mir ins Gcsicht, 
Schottl' ich ihn hcrunler. 
Wenn mein Herz im Bu.sen sprichl, 
Sing' ich he.II und muntcr. 

Hore nicht, was cs mir sagt, 
Habe Jceine Ohren, 
Fahie nicht, was es mir klagt, 
Klagen ist fllr Toren. 

Lustig in die Welt hinein 
Oegcn Wind und Wetter! 
Will kein Gott auf Erden sein, 
Sind wir selber Gotter. 

Counge 

When the snow flies in my face 
I shake it off. 
When my heart speaks in my brcaSI 
I sing loudly and merrily. 

I do not hear what it klls me, 
I have oo ears; 
I do not feel what it laments, 
Lamenting is for fool,. 

Cheerfully out into the world, 
Agajnst wind and stonn! 
If there is no God on earth, 
Then '-''C ourselves arc gods! 



Ole Ne.bensonnen 

Drei Sonnen sah ich am Himmel stehn, 
Hab' Jang und fest sie angesehn~ 
Und sic auch standcn da so sticr. 
Ah wolJtcn sic nicht weg von mir. 
Ach, me-inc Sonnen scid ihr nicht! 
Schaul Andem doch ins Angesi<>ht! 
Ja, nculich hatt' ieh auch wohl drei: 
Nun sind hinab die bcsten zwe:i. 
Gins nur die dritt' erst hinterdrein! 
Im Dunkeln wird mir wohJcr sein. 

Der Lt.iennana 

Dnlben hintenn Dorfe 
Stehl cin Lc:iennann, 
Und mil starren Fingem 
Dreht er was er kann. 

Barfu8 aufdem Eise 
Wanl1 er hin und her, 
Und scin kleiner Tell er 
Blcibt ihm immcr leer. 

Keiner mag ihn hOrcn, 
Keiner sieht ihn an~ 
Und die Hunde knurren 
Um den altett Mann. 

Under lltllt es gehen 
Alles, wie es will, 
Drcht, und seine Leier 
Stcht ihm nimmer still. 

Wunderlicher Alter, 
Soll ich mit dir gehn? 
Willst z:u meinen Licdem 
Deine Leier drehn? 

The Mock Suns 

Isaw thrco suns in tJ1e sky. 
I gazed at them long and intently. 
And they, too, stood there so fixedly, 
As ifunwilling to leave me. 
Alas, you are not my suns! 
Gaze into other people's faces! 
Yes, not 1011g ago I, loo, had lhrec suns; 
Now the two best have sel. 

Ifonly the third would follow, 
I should feel happier in the dart. 

The 01-gan-grinder 

There, beyond the village, 
Stands an orsan•grinder. 
With numb fingers 
He plays as best he can. 

8arefooc 011 the ice 
He totter, to and fro, 
And his little plate 
Remains forever empty. 

No one wants to llsten, 
No one looks al him, 
And Che dogs growl 
Around the old man. 

And he lei$ everything go on 
As it will~ 
He plays, and his hurdy-gurdy 
Never stops. 

Strange old man, 
Shall I go wilh yoo? 
Will you grind yoor hurdy-gurdy 
To my songs? 

Compila1i011 and translation copyright (c) 1988 by Richard Wigmore. 
Reprinted by pennission ofSchinner Books, a Division ofM&cmiUan, Inc., 
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This week marks the culmination of John Wustman's "Labor of Love" on behalfofthe 
songs ofSchubert. Beginning in the fall of 1990, Mr. Wustman and his Schubert class 
have studied and performed all the songs ofthe acknowledged master of the genre. 

At the end ofthis week. which is tilled with four concerts, SI singers will have sung 638 
songs, arranged in 31 programs. Thanks IO a tour schedule chat has taken Mr. Wustman 
and his singers to 22 mies, from Minncsola to Florida and Nebraska to New Hampshire, 
the total nwnber ofconcerts in the series will be 241. 

What we have learned from this astounding series of concerts is the depth of expression 
contained in the lieder of Franz Schubert. We have witnessed first-hand what the 
perceptive aitic ofthe WitMrAllgtmtlnt Thtattr:dtung wrote on 29 March 1828 
cooceming the first section ofSchubert's WinttnYiu, to lhc texts of Wilhelm Moller: 
"Schubert has llllderstood his poet with the kind of genius that is his own. His music is 
as naive as the poet's expression; the emotions contained in the poems are as deeply 
reflected in the compose<'s own feelings, and these are so brought out in sound that none 
can sing or hear them withoot being touched to the heart.• 

ARS WNGA VITA BREVIS 

--Thomas H. Schleis 
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