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S E C T I O N  I

Introduction

Lotte Lehmann’s legacy experienced in her recordings, films, writing, and art 
offers as much fascination now as many years ago, and today’s technology allows 
us easy access to all of  it. It is my privilege to meld pieces of  her legacy into its 
own art form, a celebration I hope worthy of  her charisma and creativity.

Instructions: This presentation is designed to be viewed in the portrait mode, 
not the landscape mode, on your iPad or iPhone.

Our Table of  Contents can be found a few pages further on. It is interactive, so 
just tap the chapter you want and you’ll arrive there. 

To locate the Apple internal Table of  Contents, tap anywhere on the page 
you’re reading and options will appear at the top. In the upper left-hand corner 
tap again on the three lines. You’ll have the option of  either “Table of  Contents” 
or “Glossary.” Tap “Table of  Contents” and thumbnails will appear at the bottom 
of  the page. You can navigate back and forth within the chapter that you’re 
reading by just swiping the thumbnails. Swipe a bit stronger and you can go to 
neighboring chapters. Look for the white dots on a black background at the 
bottom of  the page. All the chapters are shown there. If  you wish to move to a 
different chapter, just tap the white dot in the approximate place of  the chapter 
you want.

Galleries: You have the option of  enlarging the photo or image by double-
tapping. 

Other Volumes: There are now eight volumes in this series. Volume I includes 
information about Lehmann’s life, examples of  her singing, teaching, writing, 
Discography, etc. Volume II expands on the first and offers information in 
chapters entitled Misconceptions, Lehmann’s Conductors, The Lehmann I Knew, 
The Lehmann Others Knew, Frances Holden, and Chronology. Volume III 
provides Lehmann’s master classes of  individual songs; Volume IV, of  song cycles; 
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Volume V, of  arias and opera scenes; Volume VI, interviews in English; Volume 
VII, interviews in German. 

In this volume, you’ll find Lehmann’s Winterreise and Dichterliebe in which you 
enjoy her speaking, singing, master classes and drawings. Die schöne Müllerin has no 
speaking of  the poetry, but the singing, master classes and drawings (both early in 
her art career and more advanced) are included.

It’s my hope that you’ll find joy, beauty, and excitement in this book: Lotte 
Lehmann & Her Legacy Vol. VIII.

Gary Hickling
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Foreword

One of  Lehmann’s major biographers, 
the late Beaumont Glass writes of  his 
personal and professional association 
with her.

I have been asked to write about 
my own experience with Mme. 
Lehmann at Santa Barbara. It 
began in the early spring of  
1957.

I had just survived my 
second season as a stage director 
with the Northwest Grand 
Opera in Seattle, an unfinished 
season that came to an abrupt stop when the company went broke.

Suddenly out of  a job, I returned to my home in San Francisco. As I walked 
in the door, I heard the phone ringing. It was a baritone whom I had coached in 
the Winterreise and An die ferne Geliebte. He was now a pupil in Lotte Lehmann’s 
master classes at the Music Academy of  the West. He said: “Beau, dash to the 
airport immediately and take the next plane to Santa Barbara. Mme. Lehmann’s 
accompanist is going to Europe, and you’ve got to get this job.”

I did as I was told, without even stopping to take off  my overcoat.
There was a ten-minute interview with Mme. Lehmann. Acting on impulse 

and intuition, as usual, she accepted me. My duties were still very vague and 
would not begin until the summer session; but meanwhile I was invited to attend 
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all her classes, which were on a more intimate scale during the “winter” session—
is it ever winter in Southern California?—and only rarely open to the public.

I pulled up stakes in San Francisco and moved into a little cabin high up in 
the mountains above Santa Barbara. The view was magnificent, and the spot was 
so isolated that I could run around stark naked when the weather was warm 
enough. It was a nice feeling. Once in a while a tarantula would pay me a visit. 
Otherwise I lived up there completely alone, studying music and reveling in the 
lush nature all around me.

Incidentally, that telephone call that had brought me to this Paradise was 
based on false information. Lehmann’s accompanist was not leaving. There was 
no actual opening at all at the moment. But I sensed that destiny was at work, 
nevertheless. So I stayed on.

Twice a week I would go to the Music Academy to attend Mme. Lehmann’s 
classes. They were a revelation to me. She would demonstrate her interpretations 
of  the lieder being studied, and would act out all the roles in the opera scenes. 
When she stepped in as Micaëla, for instance, she instantaneously transformed 
herself  into a wholesome young girl from the country. Gray hair and wrinkles 
disappeared as if  by magic. Or she would turn into the most hilarious Baron Ochs 
I had ever seen, snatching the wine away with a poisonous look of  frustrated 
lechery when “Mariandl” was becoming too maudlin in her cups. The Supper 
Scene can never have been funnier. “Das Wunder der Verwandlung—the miracle 
of  transformation,” to quote a line from Ariadne auf  Naxos. I admired the 
elegantly off-hand way her sophisticated Tosca removed her gloves. Every 
character came to life in a uniquely believable way. The greatest privilege of  all 
was to see her re-enact her world-famous Marschallin, with a thousand half-lights 
and nuances, “a tear in one eye and a twinkle in the other,” as Strauss had 
prescribed. Nothing that she did ever had the stale whiff  of  “routine.” Everything 
was freshly recreated, out of  her mind and heart and soul, no matter how often 
she had performed it during a long career. Furthermore, she had the eloquence in 
her quaintly accented English to articulate her most subtle insights. Her students 
made fun of  me because I   used to write down all her comments in my scores. 
One day they presented me with a huge pencil, as a joke. But Viola Westervelt, 
one of  Lehmann’s friends, who had dropped in for a visit, leaned over and 
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whispered to me: “Someday you’ll 
be very glad that you profited from 
her wisdom and experience; 
someday you’ll write a book about 
her.” It took thirty years for her 
prophecy to come true.

One day Mme. Lehmann 
suddenly asked me to accompany 
her in two songs by Hugo Wolf,  
“Gebet” and “Auf  ein altes Bild.” 
That was a moment of  destiny in 
my life and I did my best to make 
the most of  it. I felt a rapport such 
as I had never felt with any other 
s inger, although I had been 
accompanying singers since my 
early teens. I was swept into another 
world. Even the look in her eyes was 
electrifying, as she nodded for me to 
begin the prelude to that simple, moving prayer. The first song was totally new to 
me, but it was not hard to play at sight, and a wave of  inspiration seemed to guide 
my fingers. The second was already one of  my favorites.

Evidently Mme. Lehmann was pleased with me, for she made a sudden, 
spontaneous decision. She announced that in the coming summer session she 
would have three separate master classes each week, instead of  two. Jan Popper 
would continue to coach and accompany the opera class. Gwendolyn Koldofsky 
would continue to accompany the lieder class. And I would be the coach and 
accompanist for a third series, which would be devoted half  to opera and half  to 
lieder. I was overjoyed. I loved lieder just as much as I loved opera. And Lotte 
Lehmann was equally great in both.

So I spent my time preparing as much repertoire as I could, studying 
recordings, reading through opera scores and all seven volumes of  Schubert songs, 
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three of  Schumann, four of  Brahms, and all the many small volumes of  Hugo 
Wolf.

My first assignment for the opera class was the scene between Hans Sachs 
and Eva from Act II of  Die Meistersinger. I felt very privileged to be able to work on 
such a masterpiece. I threw myself  into the preparation, played and sang the scene 
over and over until I felt that I understood the poetic and musical essence of  every 
phrase. Then I coached the two young singers until they were able to sing 
everything faultlessly and by heart. Their voices were of  course far too light for the 
roles they were singing; but the performance would be in a recital hall, not in an 
opera house, and with piano, not with an orchestra. The great day finally arrived: 
my first public performance at a Lehmann master class. I started to play the 
opening music as I had rehearsed it a hundred times. “Louder, Beau, louder!” 
Mme. Lehmann called out. I started again, louder. “This is Wagner, not a 
Schumann Lied. Louder!” She sounded surprisingly impatient. I was devastated. 
During the course of  the scene, Lehmann kept insisting on more volume. Must all 
of  my exquisite details, the nuances I had come to love, be sacrificed to sheer 
loudness? I could hardly believe what was happening. When the intermission 
came, I slipped out into the garden, totally humiliated and demoralized. 
Fortunately for me, Gwendolyn Koldofsky came out and put her arm around me. 
“Don’t let it get you down; we’ve all been through that at one time or another.” I’ll 
never forget her kindness. It took me a while to swallow my intense 
disappointment. I had so hoped to impress Lehmann with my interpretation of  
one of  Wagner’s great scenes! I’m afraid that I took out my resentment on an 
innocent baritone whose audition I was asked to accompany immediately after the 
master class. He had to bellow “Nemico della patria” over the loudest fortissimo I 
could pound out. When I was finally calm enough to analyze what had happened, 
a sense of  perspective gradually returned. Obviously Lehmann, who had sung 
Wagner with all the greatest conductors in the world, whose teacher had actually 
sung the world premiere of  the opera in question, must have missed something in 
the way I played that music. Who should know better than she how it was meant 
to sound? She expected a certain sonority, a certain deeper undercurrent, without 
which even the most refined nuances would count for nothing. It was a painful but 
valuable lesson. In retrospect, I am very grateful.
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During that first summer I was one of  three coaches. During the fall, winter, 
and spring of  the next two years I was the only one. After that unfortunate 
experience with Die Meistersinger, I must have drastically improved, for Mme. 
Lehmann and I developed a warm, harmonious relationship as I gradually earned 
her trust. She saw that I worked well with her students.

Luba Tcheresky was one of  Mme. Lehmann’s most talented pupils. She had a 
lovely spinto voice and lots of  Russian temperament. Before one important sing, 
Lehmann had invited her to spend the night at her house, to get a good rest. Luba 
was surprised and touched when Mme. Lehmann herself  served her breakfast in 
bed. Years later, when I was with the Zurich Opera, Luba came there to sing 
Donna Anna and Micaëla.

Another very gifted pupil was a baritone named Douglas Miller. His idol was 
Dietrich Fischer-Dieskau,[i] and he took to lieder as a duck to water. I 
accompanied him in a recital that featured Brahms’ Four Serious Songs and Ravel’s 
Don Quichotte à Dulcinée.

But the star of  the Lehmann classes was undoubtedly Grace Bumbry. She 
was on the threshold of  a big career. Mme. Lehmann reveled in the glorious 
sound of  her voice and was enormously proud of  having discovered her and 
having released her innate talent.

I shall never forget Grace’s very first solo recital, at Santa Barbara. Dame 
Judith Anderson had given her the simple, 
flowing gown she herself  had worn as 
Medea in a famous production of  
Robinson Jeffers’ poetic version of  the 
play by Euripides. Grace looked like a 
goddess in it. Not yet twenty-one, she 
showed remarkable composure and 
dignity. Every song made its effect. Grace 
had the audience in the palm of  her hand 
the entire time.
Mme. Lehmann thought that there were 
too many gestures. My impression was 
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that every movement was expressive, sculpturally beautiful, and fully motivated by 
the text and the mood of  the moment.

Gwendolyn Koldofsky was the accompanist at that very first recital. In the 
many that followed before Grace left for Europe, I had the great pleasure and 
privilege of  being her regular accompanist.

Mme. Lehmann made careful plans to launch Grace in the most effective 
way. She arranged for her debut recital in San Francisco to take place on Lotte’s 
birthday, with a glamorous champagne reception to which all the influential 
people of  the local musical world were invited. The Medea gown was copied in 
gold lamé. Lotte ordered magnificent flowers. The next day there were rave 
reviews of  the recital from both of  the leading San Francisco critics. Grace was 
definitely on her way.

Lehmann did not teach voice as such, only interpretation. For vocal lessons 
her students were sent to Pasadena to work with Armand Tokatyan,[ii] a former 
tenor of  the Metropolitan and an excellent voice teacher. His pupils all swore by 
him.

One of  my odd jobs by then was to chauffeur the singers to and from their 
vocal lessons with Mr. Tokatyan. One miserably rainy night I was driving them 
back to Santa Barbara. We were rounding a curve at a cautious speed when 
suddenly I saw a car speeding toward me in my lane. There was a mountain on 
one side and the ocean on the other. I had less than a second to choose. The next 
thing I knew I was spitting out teeth, half  my lower lip was torn away, and the 
steering wheel was an outsize pretzel pressed against my jaw. The young baritone 
in the passenger seat was blinded by blood from his forehead. Grace Bumbry was 
unconscious on the floor of  the back seat. My first thought was that the car might 
suddenly burst into flames, as I had seen in so many movies. I had somehow to get 
Grace out of  that car, and in a hurry. I staggered out the door and found I could 
hardly walk. I slid around the side of  the car and tried to drag Grace out, but I 
had no strength at all. Meanwhile a large crowd had materialized out of  nowhere. 
Curious strangers stood around and gaped at me. Desperate, I begged for help. 
Finally a nurse appeared and we managed to get Grace out and all three of  us 
into an ambulance. The baritone and Grace were soon released. She had only a 
small cut between her eyebrows. She had been sleeping in the back seat, and that 
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had saved her. The scar is there to this day. As for me, my jaw was broken and had 
to grow a new hinge. And muscle trauma in my legs kept me on crutches for 
several weeks.

A month after my car accident, I met my future wife. I was still on crutches, 
four front teeth were missing and my jaw was wired shut. She was absolutely 
gorgeous (still is, forty-three years later). I first laid eyes on her when she came to 
audition for Mme. Lehmann. I, as usual, was the accompanist. The first thing I 
heard Evangeline sing—omen of  things to come!—was Grieg’s “I Love You,” in 
German, the nearest thing to a Lied that she knew by heart at the time. Then she 
let loose some glorious, full-blooded high notes in Santuzza’s aria. Mme. Lehmann 
accepted her as a pupil. And I scheduled her coaching sessions as the last in the 

day, so that I could have as much time with her as 
possible, with no interruptions from other students 
arriving for their lessons. We worked on arias from 
Lohengrin and Tosca, then went for long strolls in 
the beautiful gardens that surrounded the Music 
Academy. We had met in January, became 
engaged in March, and were married in June. Our 
daughter Melody was born the following March, 
after her mother had performed a very pregnant 
Sieglinde under Mme. Lehmann’s direction in Act 
I of  Die Walküre.
It was always an experience to be invited to the 
menagerie that Lotte Lehmann called home. 

Numerous dogs would beg for scraps at the table. We were encouraged to feed 
them, then to let them lick the plates. There were parrots, horses, all sorts of  
animals at one time or another. But my favorites were the talking Indian mynah 
birds. They seemed to know when their mistress was getting bored. They would 
say with uncanny clarity in a sing-song tone: “Time to go, time to go!” And we all 
had enough sense to take the hint.

After our baby was born we left Santa Barbara’s cozy Paradise for the real-life 
rigors of  New York, to pursue mutual careers. Two years later, Lehmann invited 
me to come back and be her assistant in staging her final production, Beethoven’s 
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Fidelio. She was seventy-three at the time and troubled by arthritis. So she needed 
someone to move people around the stage while she worked on details of  
characterization with the individual singers. Besides helping with the stage 
direction, I was the chorus master and sang in the chorus myself. Evangeline 
participated in the master classes, making an outstanding impression in two scenes 
from Die toten Augen by Eugene d’Albert. One of  Lehmann’s greatest early 
successes had been the role of  Myrtocle in that opera. She showed Evangeline 
how to mime the immensely moving climactic scene where her character blinds 
herself  by staring at the sun during a long and powerful orchestral interlude, a 
tour de force as Lehmann performed it, and as Evangeline re-created it under her 
guidance.

For Lotte teaching was a great satisfaction when she felt some response, a 
great frustration when that was lacking. Before every new series of  master classes, 
especially those in a new place, she would be extremely nervous. Would the 
students be too good? Would there be nothing to correct? Or would they be so 
untalented that the class would be boring? Such thoughts tormented her 
beforehand; but the moment she stepped before an audience her theatre blood 
began to tingle. The old inspiration always came back. No matter how many times 
she demonstrated a song, no matter how many times she herself  had sung it 
during a long career, it was always like a first time when she stood there in the 
bend of  the piano and the accompaniment began.
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Her master classes were a revelation, a glimpse at the inner workings of  an 
incomparably creative artistic imagination. She never taught singing as such, only 
interpretation. Unlike many great artists, she was gifted with the ability to 
articulate her vision in words. She inspired a generation of  young singers to 
surpass themselves, and former students of  hers are singing on opera stages all 
over the world today.

The essence of  her art was her total identification with what she was singing, 
and the mastery with which she communicated her feeling to the audience. Those 
who were privileged to hear her will never forget her.

[i] Dietrich Fischer-Dieskau, phenomenally versatile Ger. bar., b. Berlin 1925. 
Op. deb. Berlin 1948, Salzburg 1956, Bayreuth 1957, Vienna 1957. One of  the 
greatest and most-recorded lieder 
singers.

[ i i ] Ar mand Tokatyan, 
Armenian-Bulgarian/Am. ten., b. 
Plovdiv, Bulgaria, 1896, d. 
Pasadena, Calif., 1960. Met. Op. 
1922-46, also San Francisco, 
Berlin, Vienna, and London.
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Lehmann writes: For Beau––I remember the happy years of our work 
together with much appreciation and affection.  

Lotte Lehmann 1959

xv

Mr. Glass maintained a strong friendship after 
working with Mme Lehmann at the MAW. He 
was a fine pianist as well as a writer, music editor, 
opera director, and professor.



Preface

Would we be looking at Lotte 
Lehmann’s art if  it were done by 
anyone else? Probably not. And she’d 
be the first to admit, as she said to me 
in a 1972 interview, that she wasn’t a 
particularly good artist, though she 
said in her farewell recital that she 
considered herself  “definitely an 
artist.” She also said it gave her great 
satisfaction; she needed to be creative.
In Lehmann’s first career she’d found 
creating characters on the opera stage 
allowed her imagination to become 
the person that she was singing. That 
might be easier for an actor who is 
speaking but is tricky with the voice of  

an opera singer sailing over the orchestra and filling the hall without amplification. 
Lehmann was a great singing actor.

In her second career, as a recitalist, Lehmann accepted the challenge of  
presenting art songs as miniature dramas, with all the story-telling possibilities 
found in an opera role. The concentration of  the time frame, lack of  sets, props, 
and costumes only added to the challenge of  convincing the audience of  the 
import of  the poetry carried on the shoulders of  the singer and pianist. Every 
aspect of  the body, but as she emphasized, the eyes could do so much to convey 
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m e a n i n g . L e h m a n n ’ s 
involvement as a singing 
actress was thus experienced by 
every member of  a recital 
audience.

Lehmann was to take her 
opera and Lieder experience 
into her third career, teaching 
interpretation. She always 
emphasized that she was not a 
vocal teacher, though her 
students often received hints 
that they appreciated. No, that 
tricky word “interpretation” 
was the focus of  her teaching, 
whether in master classes 
before large sophisticated 
audiences, or in the private 
lessons of  her living room. And 
these classes and lessons 
resulted in preparing a whole 

generation of  successful opera and recital performers. You can see and hear 
Lehmann teaching both opera and art song in Volumes III–V of  this series.

So, Lehmann’s fourth career could be seen in a variety of  creative outlets. She 
wrote her autobiography, pedagogical books, a novel, a fantasy story, and books of  
poetry. And she painted, drew, worked in mosaics, ceramics, tiles, cartoons, and 
bits of  felt. The last-mentioned seemed her invention and she spoke often about 
those creations. Her cartoons may have provided her the most fun, often depicting 
students, friends, or even opera characters at their most vulnerable.

This artistic creative world, then, is the subject of  this eighth volume in the 
series. Lehmann might have been embarrassed by it, but it helps round out the 
whole person and, whether great art or not, is part of  her legacy.
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Here’s what she wrote about herself  in her Of  Heaven, Hell & Hollywood in the 
words of  Caruso while he painted caricatures in Heaven: “…be sure to avoid 
Lotte Lehmann who would certainly try to paint me, and God forbid, nobody 
would recognize that portrait.”

Lehmann writes a self-portrait in that same piece: 

…surrounded by easels and collections of  oil and watercolors. She was absorbed in her work 
and did not notice me until I went right up to her. She smelled dreadfully of  turpentine. Her 
painting smock was repulsively dirty–even for a painter. She was surrounded by her pets–she must 
have gotten a special permit to keep them with her… “Hello,” she answered absentmindedly, “the 
light is not very good to-day, I can’t obviously get these clouds right–or do you think they are 
good?” They weren’t, and I said so. She threw me a haughty glance and said: “You don’t 
understand a thing. This is intentional. No one has to know that these are clouds, it is quite 
enough that I know it. And, please get out of  my clay, you are spoiling all my pots.” Then I saw 
that the weird figures around her were also samples of  her art. Ceramics, God help her! [At the 
point that the narrator of  the piece praises her Sieglinde, Lehmann replies:] “Yes, perhaps; but 
this is my real vocation. Through all my incarnations I have been developing as a painter. Don’t 
let’s talk about singing. I get stage fright at the mere mention of  it.” [She asks him to leave so she 
can concentrate.] “No one is supposed to steal my time trying to chat with me. Frances has a 
workshop beside me. She paints and makes pots and you can be sure she builds houses and 
hammers and saws like crazy.”

You’ll see from the table of  contents that Lehmann’s art interests often followed 
her professional musical career. There’s a whole chapter inspired by opera roles 
and you’ll see several that are based on the poetry from song cycles. Her other 
inspiration came from the faces of  friends, family, famous conductors or 
composers. 

When I visited Lehmann in the home she shared with Frances Holden there 
was ample evidence of  her art. That’s why you’ll find a chapter devoted to photos 
of  Lehmann’s art as it was found throughout their house. Missing are photos of  
the tiles that marked each step of  the staircase. All of  this art activity could not 
have been accomplished without the support of  Frances. And I don’t mean just 
moral support. No, Frances was active in helping Lehmann’s projects: firing tiles in 
the kilns, building frames, and hanging the artwork. There was constant work to 
be done and Frances seemed to love doing it.

Dr. Herman Schornstein, a personal friend of  both women, recently wrote me: 
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The yard was also “cluttered with art” –a tile of  Marian Anderson among others, over the 
outdoor fireplace. And also the fountain (which Frances must have made) had tiles embedded. 
Behind the garage/workshop was an abandoned dog house with tiles of  dogs over the entrance. 
Frances also fired items. I admired a clunky but iridescent glazed ashtray in the second living 
room. Months later when [their friend] Haldor was visiting and we were chatting in the living 
room she picked it up and gave it to him. “I made this. Would you like it?” He’d never said 
anything about it. And wasn’t a smoker. Frances also did sketches and watercolors. I hinted, with 
similar success, about liking to have one of  them. She said they weren’t of  sufficient quality. She 
was also critical that too much went to the [Lotte Lehmann Archive at UCSB], without regard for 
quality. [Regarding the two kilns] Frances said to me “Lehmann just couldn’t bare waiting to see 
the results and ‘didn’t understand’ (which I doubt) the lengthy clay firing and cooling process so 
Frances ‘had to’ buy a second kiln.

This assemblage of  Lehmann’s artistic endeavors doesn’t claim to be complete. 
Many of  her pieces were given to friends and students; she did sell works in 
exhibitions, and many larger works are stored at Special Collections of  the UCSB 
Library. Since I plan to update this volume, if  you have a Lehmann artwork, 
please photograph it and email it to me at dengar@hawaii.rr.com

I will of  course credit anyone who can send such additions.
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Epilogue

As I finish this multi-volume and something over a five-year effort on behalf  of  
Lehmann’s legacy, it’s become clear to me that I’ve been afforded the honorable 
task of  working in this medium that allows for audio, video, and certainly lots of  
photographic representation of  Mme Lehmann’s art. And yes, Madame is what I 
called her, what we all called her. She was still a vivid and visible presence at the 
Music Academy of  the West when I was there to study double bass in 1961. 
Lehmann appeared at the dress rehearsal (and probably performances) of  the 
MAW operas and the last master classes of  the season in opera and art song given 
by her excellent successor, Martial Singher. After all, she was one of  the founders 
of  the institution and was proud of  what it continued to accomplish.

Since these books have amply covered her life and legacy, what I want to men-
tion now is her continued imprint on me as I’ve produced these presentations. 
When I’ve made an artistic or even a mundane decision, there’s always been a 
small but potent voice that asks, “Would Mme Lehmann approve of  this?” 

Am I trying to please or impress her? In some way, yes. But on the more 
important artistic level, though I do admit to hoping to attain some of  the same 
high standards to which she aspired, I want my work to represent the best that we 
can both offer. 

Finally, though this series is at an end, I can still enjoy Lehmann’s recordings, 
her books, and try to emulate the demanding, active, creative, and productive life 
that she has so clearly demonstrated. I admit to some degree of  nostalgia: seeing 
the photos of  her home where I watched her teach, reviewing the artwork that I 
viewed on my visits there, hearing her speaking voice in my radio interviews with 
her, all these and more mark my association with this strong personality. The 
young singer whom I drove to private lessons with Lehmann has recently died. So 
have many other of  Lehmann’s students; those who live on are now retired and 
many have even stopped teaching. Beyond nostalgia then, it is my hope that these 
presentations will demonstrate Lehmann’s art, teaching, and creative energy for 
many years.
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C H A P T E R  1

Lehmann Bio

There are many biographies of  Lotte Lehmann (1888–1976) long and short, so I 
thought for this unconventional book of  a singer’s artwork, the obituary that 
appeared in the New York Times would be an interesting alternative. You’ll see some 
corrections. The accompanying photos show her in her maturity and old age, as 
well as ones that apply to the words in the story of  her life.
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Lotte Lehmann, one of  
the most illustrious operatic 
sopranos and lieder singers 
of  her day, died in her sleep 
yesterday at her home in 
Santa Barbara, Calif. She 
was 88 years old and had 
been in failing health for 
several months.

Mme. Lehmann (she was 
of  an era when the great 
prima donnas were always 
addres sed as Madame) 
performed in every major opera house in Europe and the United States and under 
every major conductor in her stage career, which extended from 1910 to 1945.

She was a lovely Eva in Die Meistersinger, a dramatic Sieglinde in Die Walküre, a 
radiant Elsa of  Brabant in Lohengrin, an awesome Elisabeth in Tannhäuser and a 
matchless Marschallin in Der Rosenkavalier, a role she made synonymous with her 
name. Moreover, she was a diva in the regal manner.

In her lieder singing career, which continued until 1951, she excelled in songs 
by Schubert, Schumann, Brahms, Wolf  and Strauss and never failed to pack 
recital halls. Her accompanists included such distinguished musicians as Bruno 
Walter and Paul Ulanowsky.

Although she had long been celebrated throughout Europe and had made her 
American debut with the Chicago Civic Opera in 1930, Mme. Lehmann did not 
make her Metropolitan Opera bow until 1934, when she was almost 46 years old. 
She was acidulous in blaming the Metropolitan’s management for the delay, 
accusing it of  being “passive” and of  “taking no interest in me.” [Actually the diva 
and her rival from Vienna Opera days Maria Jeritza had forbidden the 
administration to allow Lehmann to sing there until she had retired.]
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Despite her successes in New York, 
and the raptures she excited among 
critics and opera goers, she said after she 
left the company that “I never really felt 
at home on this longed for stage.” The 
Metropolitan, she insisted, “came as a 
sort of  anticlimax.” [She also spoke of  
loving to singing there.]

In 1962 she retur ned to the 
Metropolitan to direct a production of  
Der Rosenkavalier. Her relationship with 
the management on that occasion was 
serene.

In her opera prime Mme. Lehmann 
was statuesque and amply proportioned, with thick, short walnut hair, dark brown 
eyes [clear blue] and a plump and childlike face. She made an indelible impression 
as she moved about the stage, for she was an actress of  uncommon talent and 
communicativeness, as well as a singer of  great emotional range and limpidity.

‘I Live What I Sing’
“... I give myself  to my love with all my soul,” Mme. Lehmann explained. “I 

cannot think of  technical matters while I sing, because I live what I sing so com-
pletely that there is no room left for anything else.”

She had a voice that for a Wagnerian soprano was not large in volume. Her 
pianissimo, however, was of  exquisite quality and her fortissimo pierced the 
climaxes of  the orchestra without difficulty. Her enunciation, even in moments of  
tense dramatic activity, was remarkably clear.

Her voice was esteemed by her peers. Hearing her for the first time, Enrico 
Caruso embraced her and exclaimed:

“Ah, brava, brava! Che bella magnifica voce! Una voce Italiana!”
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Generous in Praise

Other singers were equally generous in 
their praise. Among composers, Richard 
Strauss preferred Mme. Lehmann above 
all others as a soprano in his operas. [not 
always true] Conductors, even including 
the mercurial Arturo Toscanini, admired 
her abilities.

Although Mme. Lehmann sang Sophie 
and Octavian in Der Rosenkavalier, a third 
soprano role, that of  the Marschallin—a 
woman with much experience in affairs of  
love—was her most famous. Discussing it, 

Harold C. Schonberg, music critic of  The Times, wrote:

Talking about it, strong men snuffle and break into tears. They discuss her with the reverence 
of  a legal mind talking about Justice Holmes, or a baseball connoisseur analyzing Hornsby’s form 
at the plate, or the old‐timer who remembers Toscanini’s Wagner at the Metropolitan Opera. In 
short, she was The One: unique, irreplaceable, the standard to which all must aspire.

Audience ‘a Melting Blob’
“She generated love,” Mr. Schonberg continued, in explanation of  her 

extraordinary rapport with audiences…Lehmann in her concert and opera days 
had only to walk on stage to reduce the audience to a melting blob.

“She was the most aristocratic of  artists, and also the most intelligent. Whether 
or not her interpretations were worked over, they always sounded spontaneous and 
instinctive.”

Vincent Sheean, the writer, who heard Mme. Lehmann many times, was 
haunted by her.

“The peculiar melancholy expressiveness of  her voice,” he wrote, “the beauty of  her style in 
the theater, the general sense that her every performance was a work of  art, lovingly elaborated in 
the secret places and brought forth with matchless authority before our eyes, made her a delight 
that never staled.
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“She was like that Chinese empress of  ancient days who commanded the flowers to bloom—
except for Lotte they did.”

Mme. Lehmann had an immense repertory, perhaps 100 roles, for her early 
career was fashioned in German opera houses where she had to sing virtually 
everything. In addition to Wagner and Strauss, in all of  whose major operas she 
appeared, her principal roles were Leonora in Fidelio, Floria Tosca in Tosca, [not a 
principal role], Donna Elvira in Don Giovanni, [only a few performances], Tatjana 

in Eugen Onegin, Manon in Manon Lescaut, [really 
Massenet’s Manon far more than Puccini’s 
Manon Lescaut], Mimi in La Bohème, Marguerite 
in Faust and Turandot in Turandot. [not a major 
role in her career.]

Glowing Review
Her New York debut on Jan. 11, 1934, was 
made as Sieglinde in Die Walküre, with Artur 
Bodansky conducting. Hubbard Hutchinson, 
covering the event for The Times, wrote:

She had not been on the stage 10 minutes when it was 
apparent beyond doubt that she was a Wagnerian so-
prano of  first rank. To those familiar with her lieder sing-
ing her finished phrasing, precise in definition yet always 
plastic, and her crystalline diction were no surprise. Yet 
even her admirers in the recital field were not altogether 

prepared for the other qualities she brought to her superb impersonation; her telling restraint and 
sureness as an actress. At the end of  the first act a cheering audience recalled her seven times.

But if  her first act was of  a sort to startle the critical faculty into sharp attention and 
admiration, her performance in the second had an electrifying quality that swept that faculty 
away for once and made even the guarded listener a breathless participant in the emotions of  the 
anguished Sieglinde.

She was still an impressive, artist when she appeared In Der Rosenkavalier for 
almost the last time toward the close of  her career in 1945.

“Although Mme. Lehmann’s voice possessed less volume than formerly and was 
used with caution on top notes,” The Times’s Noel Straus wrote, “her every phrase 
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was so replete with meaning and so deeply communicative that never has her 
artistry in the role worked with greater conviction of  impressiveness.”

Mme. Lehmann appeared with virtually all the great singers of  her era, 
including Ganna Walska, Maria Jeritza, Lauritz Melchior, Lily Pons, Ezio Pinza, 
Feodor Chaliapin, Frieda Hempel, 
Richard Tauber and Lawrence 
Tibbett. [The Chronology in 
Volume II can flesh out this list. I 
believe Risë Stevens would have 
been saddened not to have 
appeared on this list.]

In addition to Toscanini and 
B o d a n s k y, h e r p r i n c i p a l 
conductors were Sir Thomas 
Beecham, Otto Klemperer, Franz 
Schalk and Bruno Walter. [A 
chapter of  Lehmann’s conductors 
appears in Volume II.]

As a lieder singer Mme. Lehmann ranked at the top.

Intensity and Understanding
“Lehmann brought to the concert stage an alliance of  words and song, an 

intensity and an understanding, that gave audiences a new insight into artist and 
music,” Mr. Schonberg recalled in a Times article on the singer’s 75th birthday. 
“Lehmann’s voice was a large one of  rather dark coloration. She may not have 
been one of  the great vocal technicians, and she admits as much. Her singing 
could have moments of  effort, moments when her vocal unease was characterized 
by breathiness.

“In a curious way, those moments were part of  her charm. They suggested to 
the audience that she was not an inhumanly perfect singing machine; that she, too 
was human, with human limitations. Nobody cared about these occasional lapses, 
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as they would have cared with a lesser artist, for at all times the flame of  
Lehmann’s inspiration burned so strongly that it burned away the imperfections.”

Farewell in Town Hall
It was at a lieder recital in Town Hall in 1951 that Mme. Lehmann announced 

her retirement as a singer. Stepping to the footlight at intermission, she said, “This 
is my farewell recital.” [In New York]

“No! No!” the audience cried.

“I had hoped you would protest,” the soprano continued when the shouting 
had abated, “but please don't argue with me. After 41 years of  anxiety, nerves, 
strain and hard work, I think I deserve to take it easy.”

Then, referring to the aging Marschallin, who gives up her young lover in Der 
Rosenkavalier, Mme. Lehmann said:

“The Marschallin 
looks into her mirror 
and says, ‘It is time.’ I 
look into my mirror 
and say. ‘It is time.’“

Many in the throng 
wept.

Later, backstage, she 
remarked:

“It is good that I do 
not wait for the people 
to say: ‘My God, when 
will that Lotte Lehmann shut up!’”

Mme. Lehmann lived on a royal scale and thought in royal terms. Opera 
audiences were “my audiences”; the public was always “my public”; the conductor 
was “my conductor.” Those were not expressions of  egotism so much as they were 
those of  a queen accepting her due.
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The singer’s home outside Vienna, where she lived until World War II, [she left 
Vienna at the end of  1937] was sumptuously furnished. Her Park Avenue 
apartment in New York was equally lavishly got up, in what one visitor called a 
“fussily Victorian” manner. She traveled with two Viennese maids and a 
housekeeper, two Pomeranians, a make‐believe white Persian cat, a huge leather 
folder of  pictures of  her mother, another large leather folder of  pictures of  her 
father, a third big leather folder of  photographs of  her brother, Fritz, and a fourth 
huge folder of  pictures of  her husband. [this list involves more than slight 
exaggerations]

Souvenirs Always Along
All these photographs were set up not only in Mme. Lehmann’s home or hotel 

room but also in her dressing room at the opera house or concert hall. In the 
dressing room they were joined by two miniature Indian totem poles, the root of  a 
Christmas tree, three rosaries, an ancient doll named Poupée, a lace handkerchief  
embroidered with the opening phrases of  the principal arias in a dozen of  her 
operatic roles, a ring that once belonged to Sarah Bernhardt, a wooden elephant, 
a fan presented by Geraldine Farrar, and an ivory squirrel. [more exaggerations]

Before each performance Mme. Lehmann was wont to kiss the pictures of  her 
mother, her father, her brother and her husband and to kiss the doll. She also said 
the beads of  one of  her rosaries. [She was not Catholic. This is more press-release 
stuff  from the pen of  her agent Constance Hope.]

Although Mme. Lehmann was a Prussian by birth, she adopted Austria as her 
country, Vienna in particular. She liked its gemütlichkeit and its cuisine, whose rich 
pastries she was rarely ever able to pass up.

Lotte Lehmann was born in Perleberg, Germany, on Feb. 27, 1888. Her 
singing lessons began when she was 12 years old, [later, actually] with Erna Tiedke 
in Berlin. She studied there later with Helene Jordan and Eva Reinhold. [None of  
these teachers were significant or helpful.]

After further study with Mathilde Mallinger, a Wagnerian star, she made her 
debut in a bit part with the Hamburg Opera. Her first major role was in Hamburg 
in 1910, when she sang Freia in Das Rheingold. It was at Hamburg that she met 
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Otto Klemperer, the conductor who 
encouraged her artistic development, and one 
of  her early triumphs was as Elsa of  Brabant 
in Lohengrin, with Klemperer conducting.

In 1914 she scored heavily [hardly 
noticed] in London as Sophie in Der 
Rosenkavalier, with Sir Thomas Beecham in 
the pit. She was shortly [thereafter] engaged 
for the Vienna Court Opera. There she 
perfected her Wagnerian roles and met 
Giacomo Puccini and Strauss. She was the 
Young Composer in the Vienna premiere of  
Strauss’s Ariadne auf  Naxos and she sang Suor 
Angelica in Puccini’s Tritico at its Vienna 
premiere.

First in Strauss Role
Triumph followed triumph in the nineteen‐twenties. She toured South America in 
1922 and in the same year sang the Marschallin at Covent Garden, London. [actu-
ally 1924] Three years later she was Christine in the Vienna premiere of  Strauss’s 
Intermezzo. [actually the premiere was in Dresden, which she also sang] Her first 
“Fidelio,” sung that year, [really 1927] was such a success that it was repeated in 
Paris, London and Stockholm. In 1928 she was at the Salzburg Festival in Der Ro-
senkavalier and Fidelio. Musical Europe was at her feet. She was called to La Scala to 
sing under Toscanini. [but did not]

Mme. Lehmann’s American debut occurred on Oct. 28, 1930, when she sang 
Sieglinde at the Chicago Civic Opera House. Afterward she toured the country in 
lieder recitals.

During World War II Mme. Lehmann, who had become an Austrian citizen, 
was naturalized as an American citizen. After her retirement from the 
Metropolitan she made her home in Santa Barbara, Calif.
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Gave Classes on Coast
In California she became a patron of  the theatrical arts, gave master classes in lie-
der singing and operatic performance, taught at the Music Academy of  the West, 
in Santa Barbara [and gave master classes in Chicago, Boston, New York, Vienna, 
etc.] and painted in oils. [and many other media 
as this volume attests]

Mme. Lehmann published four books—
Eternal Flight, a novel issued in 1937; Midway in 
My Song, an autobiography that came out in 
1938; My Many Lives, a second autobiography 
[not really an autobiography, but an analysis of  
the roles she’d sung] that appeared in 1948; and 
Five Operas and Richard Strauss, which was issued 
in 1964. [More than Singing and Eighteen Song Cycles 
and the two books of  her poetry strangely are 
not listed.]

In 1926 the singer was married to Otto 
Krause, a former Austro‐Hungarian cavalry 
officer. Mr. Krause died in 1939. The couple 
had no children

Mme. Lehman had a number of  honors and 
decorations, among them the Gold Cross of  
Austria and the Legion of  Honor. [Her complete honors can be found in Volume 
I.]

There will be no funeral service. A memorial service will be held at the Music 
Academy of  the West on Sunday at 2:30 P.M. 
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C H A P T E R  2

Photos of Lehmann

In this final volume of  the Lotte Lehmann & Her Legacy series, we offer, in random order, 
photos not generally encountered. You’ll find studio and candid portraits, Lehmann 
costumed for opera roles, newspaper clippings, and Lehmann with her dogs. In many 
of  the previous volumes you may also find a wide variety of  such unusual photos.
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Two posters from MGM’s Big City: you need to 
search for Lehmann’s face.
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Before jet airplanes, people like Lehmann spent a lot of time on 
steamships crossing back and forth between Europe and North 
America.
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After the Vienna premier Lehmann continued to  
sing Turandot for a while with success and  
even recorded arias from the opera.
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Lehmann sang the first Suor Angelica in Vienna.
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A handsome portrait of the mature Lehmann



37

A seldom encountered early photo of Lehmann
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Lehmann in action in 
scenes from Beethoven’s 
Fidelio.
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After singing Sophie, Lehmann sang the role of 
Octavian (above) for several years. In 1924 she 
began to sing the Marschallin.

An intimate scene between Lehmann, as 
the Marschallin, and Angerer, as 
Octavian.
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Bruno Walter, LL, Felix Salten, probably in Salzburg
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Lehmann’s press agent made sure that she was frequently seen in the newspapers.
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Otto and LL with ? on the 1937 tour of Australia
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LL in Salzburg
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As Tosca
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A rare photo of Lehmann during a recital, with the usual overflow audience 
stacked behind her on stage.

Lehmann smiles at the photographer.
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A Polaroid (with some specks); the candid photo catches 
her in a relaxed mood.
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Unusual candid “street shot” of Lehmann
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In the style of the late 1920s
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LL with Toscanini, probably in Salzburg
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LL with one of her dogs, dated 1940.
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Lehmann singing on stage as Elisabeth in 
Tannhäuser.
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LL as Charlotte in Massenet’s Werther

A youthful portrait as Elsa



53

This New York Times photo was printed on January 28, 1942.
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LL possibly in Salzburg
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Rarely encountered photos of  
Lehmann as Puccini’s Manon 
Lescaut
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A youthful portrait

A portrait taken a few years after the one above.
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Coaching Regine Crespin in the role of the Marschallin in the Met’s 1966 
production of Der Rosenkavalier for which Lehmann was the stage director.
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A program from their 1937 tour of Australia signed by Lehmann and Ulanowsky
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A humorous moment from one of Lehmann’s opera master classes
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Frances and Lotte in back of their home, Orplid
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LL with three of her four step-children
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Lehmann with famous guests Risë Stevens and Bruno Walter
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Lehmann with Melchior and his wife Kleinchen
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A rare live on stage moment as, in Act III, Lehmann, as the Marschallin, enters.
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I suspect that LL 
would have like to 
have been doing 
the sculpting in 
the top photo as 
she was during a 
break filming the 
Big City (with 
Frances as her 
model).
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This is the terracotta bust that stood in Lehmann’s garden at Orplid.
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Some Lehmann photos on Frances Holden’s desk at the time of her death
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A painting of Lehmann in their home called Orplid



70

A youthful portrait of Lotte Lehmann
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Lehmann learned to ride from her husband and continued whenever she had the 
chance in Santa Barbara.

Lehmann riding in Vienna
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Lehmann in her breakout role in Vienna: the 
Composer in Ariadne auf Naxos.



Thomas Mann, Katia Mann, LL, Bruno Walter; Salzburg, August 1935
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Lehmann, Paul Fischer, Arnold Rosé, Stefan Zweig, Salzburg



74



75



76

Honoring Lehmann as a valued long term guest at the  
 Hotel Kaiserhof, Bad Gastein, Austria.
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Is this the final portrait that we have of Mme Lotte Lehmann?
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Wolfgang Windgassen (as Siegfried) with Lehmann at the reopening of the Vienna Opera 
in 1955.
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The only known photo of Lehmann as Desdemona
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Ready for an opera role, but which one?
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The fancy costumes could be 
for either Manon or Sophie
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Is that Paul Ulanowsky with Lehmann and her husband Otto?
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Costumed and with stage makeup for the role of the Dyer’s Wife in Frau ohne 
Schatten.
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In makeup and costume 
but for unknown roles
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87

Made up for an opera role
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In costume, but for which role?
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Lehmann visiting Salzburg met with Christa Ludwig. The latter told me that Lehmann had heard her 
as the Marschallin and in recital, but only spoke of the latter.



C H A P T E R  3

Galleries/Museums

90

“I was never interested in paintings since [until] I started to paint myself. But now 
when I go to Exhibitions (which I do very often and whenever there is one in what-
ever city we are) I do this more from the burning desire to learn real painting —to 
become a real artist. This hobby of  mine is a very serious one—much more for 
me than a hobby… I paint—oil and watercolor, landscape and portraits—and I 
learn feverishly better and better painting.”



It must have offered 
L e h m a n n a l o t o f  
s a t i s f ac t i on to have 
exhibits of  her artwork in 
galleries and museums. 
N o w k n o w n a s t h e 
Norton Simon Museum 
in Pasadena, California, it 
o f fered paint ings by 
Lehmann based on the 
songs from Schubert’s:  
Die Winterreise (which you 
can see later in this 
p re s e n t a t i o n i n t h e 
chapter by that name). 

The dates of  the exhibit were October 11, 
1949–October 18, 1949. In the New York 
Times of  October 13, 1949, there’s an 
announcement of  Lehmann’s 1949 
Pasadena Art Institute exhibit. “Soprano 
Holds First Exhibition of  Paintings in 
Pasadena.”
Also in the New York Times, we read from  
January 24, 1950, “Lotte Lehmann, the 
renowned lieder singer, has taken to the…
visual renderings of  the song-poems which 
make up two of  the most famous lieder 
cycles–Schubert’s Winterreise (The Winter 
Journey) and Schumann’s Dichterliebe 
(Poet’sLove)–are presented to the public 
today at the Schaeffer Galleries, 52 East 
Fifty-eighth Street.
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The above announcement is from the New 
York Times of Oct. 13, 1949

Lehmann in a gallery with one of her song drawings.



“There was no art form that was safe from me.”
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From the New York Times, January 24, 
1950



Lehmann took painting lessons with Charlotte Berend-Corinth (1880–1967), the 
widow of  Lovis Corinth (1858–1925), who was a respected painter in her own 
right.

At the Santa Barbara Museum of  Art, there was an exhibition of  Lehmann’s 
“Compositions in Oil and Watercolor” in October 1944. The photo of  paintings 
on this page and those found on the next page are probably from that exhibit. 
Sadly, the brilliant color which Lehmann used extensively, isn’t shown.
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Some of  the paintings shown in these photos and those on the previous page can 
be seen in the various chapters of  this volume that deal with their subjects.
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Always in an elegant chair: Lehmann at one of her felt appliqué shows.

There was a  month-long Lehmann exhibit: “December 5–January 7 1967–68 
“Felt Appliqué Pictures by Lotte Lehmann” at the Santa Barbara Museum of  Art.



Lehmann made gifts of many of her artworks, but nothing pleased her more 
than having one of her artworks stolen.
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Another photo of Lehmann at the Felt Appliqué show.



98

Lehmann photographed 
at various art galleries.



C H A P T E R  4

Opera Roles & Lieder

99

LL’s drawing considered for the frontispiece of Glass’ biography

Lehmann’s drawings for song cycles can be found in separate chapters. Here you’ll 
enjoy paintings that she created for individual songs. In this chapter, you’ll also see 
many drawings and paintings of  opera characters or scenes. There are cartoon-
like versions of  Lohengrin. There are slightly more sophisticated Rosenkavalier 
drawings that were meant to be baked onto ceramic tiles. As you’re no doubt 
beginning to notice, Lehmann’s hands were seldom idle.
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You can view a whole set of  Der Rosenkavalier drawings later in this chapter. These 
tiles are a different set, but of  similar scenes.
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Two drawings from Act I 
of  Der Rosenkavalier.
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Lehmann drew these for 
Lois Alba who was the 
student Marschallin in the 
MAW’s 1958 production.
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A hand-stitched flower that makes one 
think of Der Rosenkavalier.
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The cover of Lehmann’s final book of 
poetry included her rose.

Though Lehmann claimed 
that the Marschallin was just 
one of  her favorite roles, there 
is something of  an obsession 
with that figure in her art-
work.



105

The previous page gives you some idea of the color of this painting, which we only have in black 
and white.
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A fantasy inspired by Act III of Der Rosenkavalier.
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Lehmann’s felt version of the Marschallin’s Act III appearance 
sent by Peter and Pat de Garmo “In loving memory of Tilly de 
Garmo and Fritz Zweig.”



108

The dungeon scene from Beethoven’s Fidelio.



Felt rendition of Fidelio.
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Lehmann never sang in Wagner’s Flying Dutchman, but this looks 
like it could have some connection.

Could this be LL’s conception of Elisabeth in 
Tannhäuser?
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Two different photos of  
the same palate-knife 
rendition of  “Morgen!” 
by Richard Strauss.
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Though the ribbon isn’t green, this 
could still have a relation to  
Die schöne Müllerin.

Die schöne Müllerin may be the inspiration for this felt work.
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This palate-knife painting of Zinnias might have some connection 
to the flower song of Richard Strauss “Mohnblumen” or Poppies.
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Robert Schumann’s “Die Lotosblume” is the obvious inspiration for this painting.
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Lehmann’s tile painting of Robert Schumann’s “Die Lotosblume” with the 
first words of the poem: Die Lotosblume ängst sich. Sent by Peter and 
Pat de Garmo “In loving memory of Tilly de Garmo and Fritz Zweig.”
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Lehmann’s tile representation of Mendelssohn and his Lied “Mein Herz 
ist wie die dunkle Nacht” sent by Peter and Pat de Garmo “In loving 
memory of Tilly de Garmo and Fritz Zweig.”
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Black and white versions 
of  Lieder from Dichterliebe 
not included in that 
chapter.
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More alternate drawings 
for Dichterliebe. See the 
chapter of  this cycle for 
other drawings.
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The following pages offer sets of  Lehmann’s drawings/cartoons for first, Lohengrin* 
and then, Der Rosenkavalier. The first set is tongue-in-cheek with her typewritten 
commentary. The second set was more serious and made with the idea of  firing 
the colorful images onto tiles. *Recently, Jeannine Altmeyer, Lehmann’s last 
student, told me that when Lehmann told her the story of  Lohengrin, she cried.

OPERA DRAWINGS

Lehmann in her workshop surrounded by cartoons, drawings, 
 bas reliefs, and of course, her mosaic work.
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Lehmann’s light-
hearted take on  
Wagner’s Lohengrin, 
the opera that 
afforded her the big 
breakthrough role of  
Elsa.
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For those of  you who are 
counting, there’s no 
drawing number 25.
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Lehmann is having fun at Wagner’s expense, but 
though she loved to sing the role of  Elsa, she did 
consider her “a silly goose” for asking the forbidden 
question. But also remember, that when she told the 
story of  the opera to her last student, Jeannine 
Altmeyer, Lehmann cried.
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C H A P T E R  5

Felt and…

141

Thanks to Cathy Closson for this wonderful Lehmann still life of magnolia blossoms painted in the 
1940s for Cathy’s mother. This was probably painted in oil.



142

One of Lehmann’s felt creations

Frances, who also painted, giving Lehmann some tips.

In this scratchy 
phone inter-
view for her 
85th birthday, 
Lehmann 
speaks about 
her artwork.
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Das Rheingold, complete with the maidens
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Every cushion got the LL treatment.
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Jungle scene, without opera associations
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“With apologies to Klee–and the hope that this bit of nonsense may amuse you.” Lotte
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Oktoberfest?
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LL’s Salzburg Festival summers may have inspired this one.
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The Vienna opera house in the background and the rest is imagination
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No known opera connection
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Almost abstract assemblage of animals
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The nativity with lots of details; no known opera connection
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LL loved animals

LL loved plants

LL loved Toscanini



154

Already limited by arthritis, LL displays a recent artwork.
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LL’s love of  nature was 
bound to find its way into 
her artwork.
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One of the few landscapes by LL



157

LL painted this scene a few times; Pagliacci?
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An almost abstract forest scene. Unsigned.
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Lehmann could make flowers and leaves seem like ballet dancers.
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This is originally in vibrant color.
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LL was attached to the Vienna 
opera house for years and it 
stayed with her in her artistic 
works.
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Another rare Lehmann landscape



163

ArtWorks Lehmann Developed for Of Heaven, Hell & Hollywood
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Here and in the following nine pages are some of  
my favorite Of Heaven, Hell & Hollywood drawings 
found complete in the chapter of  that name.
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Slightly out-of-focus, but the same medium and subject matter 
of Lehmann’s black & white drawings for  

Of Heaven, Hell & Hollywood.
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This painting of the flowers and the view from their window was in color.
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An unusual self-portrait
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Craggy nature with a palate knife
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LL was a dog person, so perhaps the cat here represents something spooky.
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Another LL creation originally in color
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A similar layout had a clown figure so I speculated Pagliacci; this one is possibly sheer fantasy.
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Was this Lehmann’s beach in Santa Barbara?
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This is beautiful as it is, but originally probably in color.
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A graveyard, perhaps inspired by “Auf dem Kirchhofe” by Brahms?
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Thanks to Amanda De Lucia for this early Lehmann mosaic. “This photo of Lehmann’s art thanks 
to the estate of her student Janice Gibson Cloud”
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Thanks to Amanda De Lucia for this 1945 Lehmann painting. “This photo of Lehmann’s art thanks 
to the estate of her student Janice Gibson Cloud”
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Different lighting brings out different colors of these two photos of the same artwork.
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Sent by Peter and Pat de Garmo “In loving memory of Tilly de Garmo and Fritz Zweig.”
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Sent by Peter and Pat de Garmo “In loving memory of Tilly de Garmo 
and Fritz Zweig.” Lehmann’s painting is a rendition of Susie, one of Fritz 
and Tilly’s dogs at the time. The plate was broken and re-glued some-
where along the line.
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Lehmann’s version of Melisande’s hair flow in which Péleas gets tangled. Sent by Peter 
and Pat de Garmo “In loving memory of Tilly de Garmo and Fritz Zweig.”
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Lehmann’s tile painting of a ship, sent by Peter and Pat de Garmo “In loving memory of Tilly de 
Garmo and Fritz Zweig.”
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Thanks go to Christopher Nupen for sending this photo of a painting Lehmann personally 
gave to him. He met her at the reopening of the Vienna Opera in 1955.He first wrote: “it 
comes with love and remembered kisses.” His second suggestion: "Given to Christopher 
Nupen in memory of happy days in London"



C H A P T E R  6

Living with Art

When I visited Lehmann’s and Holden’s home, Orplid, I was always aware that 
art was being produced and exhibited right there. We were surrounded by many 
aspects of  Lehmann’s artistic endeavors. I thought it appropriate to show photos 
of  exactly how her art occupied their living quarters. 

Though Lehmann often made light of  her artistic efforts, she was proud of  
what she accomplished and was pleased when visitors enjoyed her work. 
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During one of the breaks while filming Big City, LL sculpts a head of Frances.
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Winterreise paintings above, flowers and an in-focus painting of the back of Orplid, seen later in 
this chapter.

When LL discovered a new medium, such as felt appliqué, she worked in it with a vengeance. 



196

Above the books hang LL landscape paintings.
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The walls of Orplid were covered in the many styles of art that LL enjoyed working in.
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Lehmann favored bright colors in her appliqués.
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A table top of Rosenkavalier tiles.



201

St. Francis on top and a LL self-portrait below
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Another corner, another set of Rosenkavalier appliqués.
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Sadly there is only this black and white photo of LL’s Rosenkavalier felt appliqués.
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Everywhere you looked there were examples of Lehmann’s artwork scattered around Orplid.
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Out-of-focus scans of Lehmann’s paintings of the back and side of her beloved 
house Orplid in Santa Barbara.
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Two of LL’s loves in one photo.
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Black backed mosaics and a Christ head.

Madonna as it hung in Orplid
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At this time we only have this black and white photo of these felt works.
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LL working in mosaic with portraits behind her.
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Other Homes of Lehmann Art

On the wall: Lehmann’s art in Dr. Schornstein’s home
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Lehmann’s art in Dr. Schornstein’s home complete with reflections.
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Lehmann’s art in a jumble formerly at Amanda De Lucia’s home
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More jumble of Lehmann’s art previously at De Lucia’s home
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This Lehmann painting may be found in the Main Office of the Music Academy of the West. 
Thanks to Amanda de Lucia for the photo.



C H A P T E R  7

Portraits

216

Two Metropolitan Opera singers: Mme Lehmann paints a portrait of mezzo 
soprano Risë Stevens when the latter visits Santa Barbara.

Lehmann delighted in painting portraits whether of  her family, friends, 
colleagues, or historic figures. The results are varied: from faithful representation 
to cartoon-like. 



217

Lehmann paints a portrait of the Virgin in 1942, far earlier than we knew.



218

LL’s brother Fritz



Lehmann’s father in his youth
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Lehmann’s father in old age
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Lehmann’s aging mother

Lehmann’s tile depiction of her youthful mother

Lehmann’s mother in bas relief
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Lehmann’s bas relief  of  
Maestro (Arturo Tosca-
nini). Below you see an oil 
painting of  the conductor 
and a third depiction (as a 
drawing) that Lehmann is 
holding.
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Two of  Lehmann’s paintings 
of  composer/conductor 
Richard Strauss. 

The following page shows a 
drawing of  the great man 
surrounded by his music.
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Lehmann’s Beethoven
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Frances was always handy 
as a model so Lehmann 
could experiment with vari-
ous media.
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The top portrait of  
Frances is incomplete, but 
is really excellent. The 
portrait below seems over 
worked by comparison.



A line drawing of one of her students, Benita Valente

Viola Douglas, one of Lehmann’s closest friends
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Grace Bumbry

Benita again
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The first Bess in Porgy & Bess, Ann Brown, studied with Lehmann.
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St. Frances surrounded by birds and animals and self-portrait below
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Self portrait
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Portraits of some of LL’s beloved dogs
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Though not a Catholic, Lehmann had spent a lot of time in Austria and was inspired by the art of 
the Church.
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A rather abstract portrait; an angel?
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Two cartoons featuring LL’s assistant at the 
MAW, Carl Zytowski. He was stage 
manager, chorus director, coach, and 
everything else LL needed, not just with 
Arabella and Der Rosenkavalier, but with 
almost all of  the operas she produced.
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Above: Two idiots playing Scrabble. LL 
observes Frances and student Luba 
Tcheresky.

Below: LL’s pianist Ernö Balogh
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LL’s cartoon of Goering?
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An out-of-focus scan of LL with her dogs



C H A P T E R  8

Abstract

Lehmann didn’t sing avant guard 20th-century music and her drawing styles also 
tended to be conservative. But as you’ll see on the following pages, she could 
explore the world of  abstract art.
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A rather abstract painting of the Marschallin
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Even scenes in nature 
could end up in a rather 
abstract manner
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LL’s imagination always 
at work/play
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A fairy realistic banana 
flower above and some 
humanized rocks below
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If  you feared that LL’s 
artist creativity might ever 
wane, guess again. 
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This fired tile has a 1940s abstract feeling.
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A rather ominous scene
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Cartoons

246



Laura Mullen sent these Lehmann cartoons drawn about her very active grand-
mother Esther Bear. Esther was married   to Donald Bear,  who was the founding 
director of  the Santa Barbara Museum of  Art; after his death in 1952 she built a 
house in Montecito and opened a gallery there in 1965. She ran the gallery for a 
decade. 

You’ll find many more cartoon-like drawings of  opera scenes and characters 
in the chapter “Opera Roles & Lieder.”

In a letter from the great pianist/accompanist, Dalton Baldwin, who along 
with Gérard Souzay met several times with Lehmann at her Hope Ranch home 
when they performed on the West Coast. He writes: “She painted a kind of  comic 
strip scene in which she as Salome holds the head of  John the Baptist (Souzay) 
only to be thwarted by an angel (me).”

It is hoped that such cartoons and other Lehmann artworks will be discovered 
and sent to me for an update on this chapter. dengar@hawaii.rr.com
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Both of  these cartoons represent Mme 
Lehmann’s assistant at the Music 
Academy of  the West, Carl Zytowski. 
You can read his Foreword in Volume V.
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Above: A drawing/cartoon of  Lehmann’s 
pianist, Ernö Balogh, in 1931.

Below: “Two idiots playing Scrabble” 
Lehmann’s student Luba Tcheresky (right) 
plays Scrabble with Frances Holden. 
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Cartoon-like drawings of unidentified men
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From LL’s Of Heaven, Hell and Hollywood



C H A P T E R  10

252
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Winterreise
Lotte Lehmann was the first 
woman to perform and record the 
complete Winterreise of  Schubert. 
The recording was split between 
RCA and Columbia during 1940 
and 1941, and in 2006 Naxos 
combined the two, with acceptable 
results. Pearl and Vocal Archives 
tracks have also been used in the 
following collection. The pianist for 
the whole project was Paul 
Ulanowsky.
	 L e h m a n n h a d b e g u n t o 
perform excerpts from Winterreise as 
early as 1931, so the cycle was not 
new to her when she recorded it in 
the 1940s. When I told Lehmann 
in 1972 that we were assembling 
her complete Winterreise cycle on 
tape, she was thrilled and said, “I 
always hoped that would be one 

day.” Well, it’s even better now with the sophisticated filters that can remove the surface 
noise of  the original shellacs, without harming the sound of  the voice and piano. This 
is what Lehmann says about Winterreise in her book Eighteen Song Cycles:

This cycle begins with the last phase of  an unhappy experience of  love. The lover has come to real-
ize the worthlessness of  his beloved and knows at last that the love which was the greatest experience of  
his life, has been squandered on one who was incapable of  appreciating the unique gift of  true love and 
faith. The girl had playfully accepted her lover’s pledge and then without any compunction had broken 
his heart. He struggles to escape from his devotion to her. He tries to leave the surroundings where he 
has been so deeply wounded and betrayed. The cycle—through twenty-four songs—leads step by step to 
utter dissolution. 

Lehmann & her Winterreise paintings. 



254

Lehmann was an experienced artist by the time she completed these draw-
ings, so we can enjoy her watercolors that serve as a background to each song. The 
gallery at the end of  the cycle features all of  them assembled. 

It’s important to know Lehmann’s point of  view to appreciate the paintings 
that she designed for this cycle. In November 1949, Lehmann prefaced an exhibit 
of  the Winterreise paintings with these words:

It is not as an accomplished painter that I want to exhibit my illustrations of  the “Winterjour-
ney.” I wanted to give visual expression to those songs which I have sung so often and have made 
my own as if  they had been born from my heart and spirit. It is the singer who for once speaks to 
you not on the wings of  song but on the wings of  color and form.

I know that much is missing in technique. But what I want to say has really nothing to do with 
the demands of  the painter’s technique. With a bold sweep I overrun the barriers and say to you: 
don’t you think I paint when I sing? Don’t I paint in various colors, in different shades the music 
and the word? If  you ever felt this—and that means: if  you ever understood my art—then please 
try to listen to my pictures. 

In 1956 Lehmann recorded the Wilhelm Müller poetry of  the cycle, and you 
can choose to hear her reading as well. The translations are based on those of  
Emily Ezust from her LiederNet Archive.

We have assembled as many Lehmann Winterreise master classes as possible 
and inserted them at the appropriate places. Her ability to explain and inspire her 
student singers is legendary, as Mr. Drake’s testimony below shows.

Frank Drake wrote: “I was a freshman in college when the master class films 
were first aired on educational TV. Unfortunately, I only got to see one or two of  
them. However, one of  them changed my life. The song was “Der Wegweiser” 
from Winterreise.  Lehmann demonstrated a few phrases (an octave low and 
croaked), but that demonstration was a revelation to me. Up till then, a Lied 
wasn’t much more than just a song as far as I was concerned. Lehmann showed 
me what a microcosm a Lied could be and I owe my love of  Lieder to that 
moment. 

https://www.lieder.net
https://www.lieder.net


1  Gute Nacht (Good Night)



LL reads Gute Nacht LL sings Gute Nacht

Fremd bin ich eingezogen I arrived as a stranger
Fremd zieh’ ich wieder aus. As a stranger I depart.
Der Mai war mir gewogen May favored me
Mit manchem Blumenstrauß. With many garlands.
Das Mädchen sprach von Liebe, The girl spoke of love,
Die Mutter gar von Eh’,— Her mother even of marriage,—
Nun ist die Welt so trübe, Now the world is so gloomy,
Der Weg gehüllt in Schnee. The road shrouded in snow.
Was soll ich länger weilen, Why should I stay here any longer,
Daß man mich trieb hinaus ? So that people can drive me away ?
Laß irre Hunde heulen Let stray dogs howl
Vor ihres Herren Haus; In front of their master’s house;
Die Liebe liebt das Wandern— Love loves to wander—
Gott hat sie so gemacht— God made it that way—
Von einem zu dem andern. From one to the other.
Fein Liebchen, gute Nacht ! My dearest, good night !
Will dich im Traum nicht stören, I don’t want to disturb your dreaming,
Wär schad’ um deine Ruh’. It would be a shame to wake you.
Sollst meinen Tritt nicht hören— You won’t hear my step,
Sacht, sacht die Türe zu ! Softly, softly the door closes !
Schreib im Vorübergehen I write in passing
Ans Tor dir: Gute Nacht, On your gate: Good night,
Damit du mögest sehen, So that you may see
An dich hab’ ich gedacht. That I thought of you.

MC Gute Nacht 2

MC Gute Nacht 1



2  Die Wetterfahne (Weathervane)



Der Wind spielt mit der Wetterfahne The wind plays with the weathervane
Auf meines schönen Liebchens Haus. On my lovely darling’s house.
Da dacht’ ich schon in meinem Wahne, And I thought in my delusion,
Sie pfiff den armen Flüchtling aus. That it mocked the poor fugitive.
Er hätt’ es eher bemerken sollen, He should have noticed sooner
Des Hauses aufgestecktes Schild, The symbol displayed on the house,
So hätt’ er nimmer suchen wollen So he wouldn’t ever have expected
Im Haus ein treues Frauenbild. To find a faithful woman within.
Der Wind spielt drinnen mit den Herzen The wind plays inside with the hearts
Wie auf dem Dach, nur nicht so laut. As on the roof, only not so loudly.
Was fragen sie nach meinen Schmerzen ? Why should they care about my grief?
Ihr Kind ist eine reiche Braut. Their child is a rich bride.

LL reads Die Wetterfahne LL sings Die Wetterfahne

MC Die Wetterfahne



3  Gefror’ne Tränen (Frozen Tears)



LL sings Gefror’ne Tränen

Gefrorne Tropfen fallen Frozen drops are falling
Von meinen Wangen ab: Down from my cheeks.
Ob es mir denn entgangen, How could I have not noticed
Daß ich geweinet hab’ ? That I have been weeping ?
Ei Tränen, meine Tränen, Ah tears, my tears,
Und seid ihr gar so lau, And are you so tepid
Daß ihr erstarrt zu Eise That you freeze to ice
Wie kühler Morgentau ? Like cool morning dew ?
Und dringt doch aus der Quelle Yet you burst from the well-spring
Der Brust so glühend heiß, Of my heart so burning hot,
Als wolltet ihr zerschmelzen As if you wanted to melt
Des ganzen Winters Eis ! The entire winter’s ice !

LL reads Gefror’ne Tränen

MC Gefror’ne Tränen



4  Erstarrung (Numbness)



LL reads Erstarrung LL sings Erstarrung

Ich such’ im Schnee vergebens I search the snow in vain
Nach ihrer Tritte Spur, For the trace of her steps.
Wo sie an meinem Arme Where she, arm in arm with me,
Durchstrich die grüne Flur. Crossed the green meadow.
Ich will den Boden küssen, I want to kiss the ground,
Durchdringen Eis und Schnee Penetrate ice and snow
Mit meinen heißen Tränen, With my hot tears,
Bis ich die Erde seh’. Until I see the soil.
Wo find’ ich eine Blüte, Where will I find a blossom,
Wo find’ ich grünes Gras ? Where will I find green grass ?
Die Blumen sind erstorben, The flowers are all dead,
Der Rasen sieht so blaß. The turf is so pale.
Soll denn kein Angedenken Shall then no memento
Ich nehmen mit von hier ? Accompany me from here ?
Wenn meine Schmerzen schweigen, When my pains cease,
Wer sagt mir dann von ihr ? Who will tell me of her then ?
Mein Herz ist wie erstorben, My heart is as if dead,
Kalt starrt ihr Bild darin; Her image frozen cold within;
Schmilzt je das Herz mir wieder, If my heart ever thaws again,
Fließt auch ihr Bild dahin ! Her image will also melt away !

MC Erstarrung



5  Der Lindenbaum (Linden Tree)



Am Brunnen vor dem Tore At the well by the gate
Da steht ein Lindenbaum; There stands a linden tree;
Ich träumt’ in seinem Schatten I dreamed in its shadow
So manchen süßen Traum. Many a sweet dream.
Ich schnitt in seine Rinde I carved in its bark
So manches liebe Wort; Many a word of love;
Es zog in Freud’ und Leide In joy and in sorrow
Zu ihm mich immer fort. I was always drawn to it.
Ich mußt’ auch heute wandern Again today I had to travel
Vorbei in tiefer Nacht, Past it in the depths of night.
Da hab’ ich noch im Dunkeln There even in the darkness
Die Augen zugemacht. I closed my eyes.
Und seine Zweige rauschten, And its branches rustled,
Als riefen sie mir zu: As if they called to me:
Komm her zu mir, Geselle, Come here to me, friend,
Hier find’st du deine Ruh’ ! Here you’ll find peace !
Die kalten Winde bliesen The cold winds blew
Mir grad’ ins Angesicht; Right into my face;
Der Hut flog mir vom Kopfe, The hat flew off my head,
Ich wendete mich nicht. I didn’t turn around.
Nun bin ich manche Stunde Now I am many hours
Entfernt von jenem Ort, Distant from that place,
Und immer hör’ ich’s rauschen: And I still hear it whispering:
Du fändest Ruhe dort ! You’d find peace here !

LL reads Der Lindenbaum LL sings Der Lindenbaum

MC Der Lindenbaum (incomplete)



6  Wasserflut (Torrent)



LL sings  Wasserflut

Manche Trän’ aus meinen Augen Many a tear from my eyes
Ist gefallen in den Schnee; Has fallen in the snow;
Seine kalten Flocken saugen Its cold flakes absorb
Durstig ein das heiße Weh. Thirstily the burning woe.
Wenn die Gräser sprossen wollen When it’s time for the grass to sprout
Weht daher ein lauer Wind, There blows a mild wind,
Und das Eis zerspringt in Schollen And the ice will break apart
Und der weiche Schnee zerrinnt. And the soft snow melt away.
Schnee, du weißt von meinem Sehnen, Snow, you know about my longing,
Sag’, wohin doch geht dein Lauf ? Tell me, where does your course lead ?
Folge nach nur meinen Tränen, If you just follow my tears,
Nimmt dich bald das Bächlein auf. The brook will soon receive you.
Wirst mit ihm die Stadt durchziehen, You will flow through the town with it,
Muntre Straßen ein und aus; In and out of the busy streets;
Fühlst du meine Tränen glühen, When you feel my tears burning,
Da ist meiner Liebsten Haus. There is my sweetheart’s house.

LL reads Wasserflut

We have no LL master 
class for this Lied.



7  Auf dem Flusse (On the Stream)



Der du so lustig rauschtest, You who thundered so cheerfully,
Du heller, wilder Fluß, You clear, untamed river,
Wie still bist du geworden, How quiet you have become,
Gibst keinen Scheidegruß. Give no word of farewell.
Mit harter, starrer Rinde With a hard stiff crust
Hast du dich überdeckt, You have covered yourself,
Liegst kalt und unbeweglich Lie cold and unmoving,
Im Sande ausgestreckt. Outstretched in the sand.
In deine Decke grab’ ich In your covering I inscribe
Mit einem spitzen Stein With a sharp stone
Den Namen meiner Liebsten The name of my sweetheart
Und Stund’ und Tag hinein: And the hour and day, as well.
Den Tag des ersten Grußes, The day of the first greeting,
Den Tag, an dem ich ging; The day on which I left;
Um Nam’ und Zahlen windet Around name and figures winds
Sich ein zerbroch’ner Ring. A broken ring.
Mein Herz, in diesem Bache My heart, in this stream
Erkennst du nun dein Bild ? Do you now recognize your image ?
Ob’s unter seiner Rinde And under its crust
Wohl auch so reißend schwillt ? Is there also a raging torrent ?

LL reads Auf dem Flusse LL sings  Auf dem Flusse

We have no LL master 
class for this Lied.



8  Rückblick (Backward Glance)



Es brennt mir unter beiden Sohlen, It burns under both my feet,
Tret’ ich auch schon auf Eis und Schnee, Even though I walk on ice and snow;
Ich möcht’ nicht wieder Atem holen, I don’t want to catch my breath
Bis ich nicht mehr die Türme seh’. Until I can no longer see the spires.
Hab’ mich an jedem Stein gestoßen, I tripped on every stone,
So eilt’ ich zu der Stadt hinaus; As I hurried out of the town;
Die Krähen warfen Bäll’ und Schloßen The crows hurled chunks of snow & ice
Auf meinen Hut von jedem Haus. On my hat from every house.
Wie anders hast du mich empfangen, How differently you received me,
Du Stadt der Unbeständigkeit ! You town of inconstancy !
An deinen blanken Fenstern sangen At your sparkling windows sang
Die Lerch’ und Nachtigall im Streit. The lark & nightingale in competition.
Die runden Lindenbäume blühten, The bushy linden trees bloomed,
Die klaren Rinnen rauschten hell, The clear streams murmured brightly,
Und ach, zwei Mädchenaugen glühten. And, oh, two maiden’s eyes glowed—
Da war’s gescheh’n um dich, Gesell! Your fate was sealed, my boy!
Kommt mir der Tag in die gedanken, Whenever that day enters my mind,
Möcht’ ich noch einmal rückwärts seh’n. I want to look back once more,
Möcht’ ich zurücke wieder wanken, I want to turn back again
Vor ihrem Hause stille steh’n. And stand still before her house.

LL reads Rückblick LL sings Rückblick

We have no LL master 
class for this Lied.



9  Irrlicht (Will-o-the-Wisp)



In die tiefsten Felsengründe Into the deepest mountain chasms

Lockte mich ein Irrlicht hin; A will o’ the wisp lured me;

Wie ich einen Ausgang finde, How to find a way out

Liegt nicht schwer mir in dem Sinn. Doesn’t worry me much.

Bin gewohnt das Irregehen, I’m used to going astray,

s führt ja jeder Weg zum Ziel; And every way leads to the goal.

Uns’re Freuden, uns’re Wehen, Our joys, our sorrows,

Alles eines Irrlichts Spiel ! Are all a will o’ the wisp’s game !

Durch des Bergstroms trockne Rinnen Through the mountain stream’s dry channel

Wind’ ich ruhig mich hinab, I wend my way calmly downward.

Jeder Strom wird’s Meer gewinnen, Every river finds its way to the ocean,

Jedes Leiden auch sein Grab. And every sorrow to its grave.

LL reads Irrlicht LL sings Irrlicht

We have no LL master 
class for this Lied.



10  Rast (Resting Place)



Nun merk’ ich erst wie müd’ ich bin, Now I first notice how tired I am
Da ich zur Ruh’ mich lege; As I lay myself down to rest;
Das Wandern hielt mich munter hin Walking kept me going strong
Auf unwirtbarem Wege. On the inhospitable road.
Die Füße frugen nicht nach Rast, My feet didn’t ask for rest,
Es war zu kalt zum Stehen; It was too cold to stand still,
Der Rücken fühlte keine Last, My back felt no burden,
Der Sturm half fort mich wehen. The storm helped to blow me onward.
In eines Köhlers engem Haus In a charcoal-burner’s tiny house
Hab’ Obdach ich gefunden. I have found shelter;
Doch meine Glieder ruh’n nicht aus: But my limbs won’t relax,
So brennen ihre Wunden. Their hurts burn so much.
Auch du, mein Herz, in Kampf und Sturm You, too, my heart, in strife and storm
So wild und so verwegen, So wild and so bold,
Fühlst in der Still’ erst deinen Wurm Feel first in the silence your serpent
Mit heißem Stich sich regen Stir with burning sting!

LL reads Rast LL sings Rast

We have no LL master 
class for this Lied.



11  Frühlingstraum (Dream of Spring)



Ich träumte von bunten Blumen, I dreamed of many-colored flowers,
So wie sie wohl blühen im Mai; The way they bloom in May;
Ich träumte von grünen Wiesen, I dreamed of green meadows,
Von lustigem Vogelgeschrei. Of merry bird calls.
Und als die Hähne krähten, And when the roosters crowed,
Da ward mein Auge wach; My eye awakened;
Da war es kalt und finster, It was cold and dark,
Es schrien die Raben vom Dach. The ravens shrieked on the roof.
Doch an den Fensterscheiben, But on the window panes—
Wer malte die Blätter da ? Who painted the leaves there ?
Ihr lacht wohl über den Träumer, I suppose you’ll laugh at the dreamer
Der Blumen im Winter sah ? Who saw flowers in winter ?
Ich träumte von Lieb um Liebe, I dreamed of love reciprocated,
Von einer schönen Maid, Of a beautiful maiden,
Von Herzen und von Küssen, Of embracing and kissing,
Von Wonne und Seligkeit. Of joy and delight.
Und als die Hähne krähten, And when the roosters crowed,
Da ward mein Herze wach; My heart awakened;
Nun sitz’ ich hier alleine Now I sit here alone
Und denke dem Traume nach. And reflect on the dream.
Die Augen schließ’ ich wieder, I close my eyes again,
Noch schlägt das herz so warm. My heart still beats so warmly.
Wann grünt ihr Blätter am Fenster? When will you leaves on the window turn green ?
Wann halt’ ich mein Liebchen im Arm? When will I hold my love in my arms ?

LL reads Frühlingstraum LL sings Frühlingstraum

We have no LL master 
class for this Lied.



12  Einsamkeit (Solitude)



Wie eine trübe Wolke As a dreary cloud
Durch heit’re Lüfte geht, Moves through the clear sky,
Wenn in der Tanne Wipfel When in the crown of the fir tree
Ein mattes Lüftchen weht: A faint breeze blows,
So zieh ich meine Straße So I travel my road
Dahin mit trägem Fuß, Onward with sluggish feet,
Durch helles, frohes Leben Through bright, happy life,
Einsam und ohne Gruß. Lonely and unrecognized.
Ach, daß die Luft so ruhig ! Oh, that the air should be so still !
Ach, daß die Welt so licht ! Oh, that the world should be so light !
Als noch die Stürme tobten, When the storms still raged,
War ich so elend nicht. I was not so miserable.

LL reads Einsamkeit LL sings Einsamkeit

We have no LL master 
class for this Lied.



13  Die Post (Mail Coach)



Von der Straße her ein Posthorn klingt. From the highroad a posthorn sounds.
Was hat es, daß es so hoch aufspringt, Why do you leap so high,
Mein Herz ? My heart ?
Die Post bringt keinen Brief für dich. The post doesn’t bring a letter for you,
Was drängst du denn so wunderlich, Why the strange compulsion,
Mein Herz ? My heart ?
Nun ja, die Post kommt aus der Stadt, Of course, the post comes from the town,
Wo ich ein liebes Liebchen hat, Where I once had a dear sweetheart,
Mein Herz ! My heart !
Willst wohl einmal hinüberseh’n Would you like to look over there,
Und fragen, wie es dort mag geh’n, And ask how things are going,
Mein Herz ? My heart ?

LL reads Die Post LL sings Die Post

We have no LL master 
class for this Lied.



14  Der greise Kopf (Grey Head)



Der Reif hatt’ einen weißen Schein The frost has spread a white sheen
Mir übers Haar gestreuet; All over my hair;
Da glaubt’ ich schon ein Greis zu sein I thought I had become an old man
Und hab’ mich sehr gefreuet. And was very pleased about it.
Doch bald ist er hinweggetaut, But soon it melted away,
Hab’ wieder schwarze Haare, And now I have black hair again
Daß mir’s vor meiner Jugend graut— So that I am horrified by my youth—
Wie weit noch bis zur Bahre ! How long still to the grave !
Vom Abendrot zum Morgenlicht From the sunset to the dawn
Ward mancher Kopf zum Greise. Many a head turns white.
Wer glaubt’s ? und meiner ward es nicht Who can believe it ? And mine
Auf dieser ganzen Reise ! Has not on this whole journey !

LL reads Der greise Kopf LL sings Der greise Kopf

We have no LL master 
class for this Lied.



15  Die Krähe (Crow)



Eine Krähe war mit mir A crow has accompanied me
Aus der Stadt gezogen, Since I left the town,
Ist bis heute für und für Until today, as ever,
Um mein Haupt geflogen. It has circled over my head.
Krähe, wunderliches Tier, Crow, you strange creature,
Willst mich nicht verlassen ? Won’t you ever leave me ?
Meinst wohl, bald als Beute hier Do you plan soon as booty
Meinen Leib zu fassen ? To have my carcass ?
Nun, es wird nicht weit mehr geh’n Well, I won’t be much longer
An dem Wanderstabe. Wandering on the road.
Krähe, laß mich endlich seh’n Crow, let me finally see
Treue bis zum Grabe ! Loyalty unto the grave !

LL reads Die Krähe LL sings Die Krähe

MC Die Krähe 1

MC Die Krähe 2 (portion)



16  Letzte Hoffnung (Last Hope)



Hie und da ist an den Bäumen Here and there on the trees
Manches bunte Blatt zu seh’n, There’s a colored leaf to be seen.
Und ich bleibe vor den Bäumen And I stop in front of the trees
Oftmals in Gedanken steh’n. Often, lost in thought.
Schaue nach dem einen Blatte, I watch a particular leaf
Hänge meine Hoffnung dran; And pin my hopes on it;
Spielt der Wind mit meinem Blatte, If the wind plays with my leaf
Zittr’ ich, was ich zittern kann. I tremble from head to foot.
Ach, und fällt das Blatt zu Boden, Oh, and if the leaf falls to earth,
Fällt mit ihm die Hoffnung ab; My hopes fall along with it.
Fall’ ich selber mit zu Boden, I fall to earth as well
Wein’ auf meiner Hoffnung Grab. And weep on the grave of my hopes.

LL reads Letzte Hoffnung
LL sings Letzte Hoffnung

We have no LL master 
class for this Lied.



17  Im Dorfe (In the Village)



Es bellen die Hunde, es rasseln die Ketten; The dogs are barking, the chains are rattling;
Es schlafen die Menschen in ihren Betten, The people are sleeping in their beds,
Träumen sich manches, was sie nicht haben, Dreaming of things they don’t have,
Tun sich im Guten und Argen erlaben; Finding pleasure in good and bad.
Und morgen früh ist alles zerflossen. And by morning all has vanished.
Je nun, sie haben ihr Teil genossen Oh well, they enjoyed their share
Und hoffen, was sie noch übrig ließen, And hope that what they missed
Doch wieder zu finden auf ihren Kissen. Can be found again on their pillows.
Bellt mich nur fort, ihr wachen Hunde, Bark me away, you vigilant dogs,
Laßt mich nicht ruh’n in der Schlummerstunde ! Don’t let me rest when it’s time for slumber.
Ich bin zu Ende mit allen Träumen. I am finished with all my dreams.
Was will ich unter den Schläfern säumen ? Why should I linger among the sleepers ?

LL reads Im Dorfe LL sings Im Dorfe

We have no LL master 
class for this Lied.



18  Der stürmische Morgen 
(Stormy Morning)



Wie hat der Sturm zerrissen How the storm has torn asunder
Des Himmels graues Kleid ! The heavens’ grey cover !
Die Wolkenfetzen flattern The cloud tatters flutter
Umher im matten Streit. Around in weary strife.
Und rote Feuerflammen And fiery red flames
Zieh’n zwischen ihnen hin; Dart around among them;
Das nenn’ ich einen Morgen That’s what I call a morning
So recht nach meinem Sinn ! That really fits my mood !
Mein Herz sieht an dem Himmel My heart sees in the heavens
Gemalt sein eig’nes Bild— Its own image painted—
Es ist nichts als der Winter, It’s nothing but the winter,
Der Winter kalt und wild ! Winter cold and wild !

LL reads Der stürmische 
Morgen

LL sings Der stürmische 
Morgen

We have no LL master 
class for this Lied.



19 Täuschung (Delusion)



Ein Licht tanzt freundlich vor mir her, A light does a friendly dance before me,
Ich folg’ ihm nach die Kreuz und Quer; I follow it here and there;
Ich folg’ ihm gern und seh’s ihm an, I like to follow it and watch
Daß es verlockt den Wandersmann. The way it lures the wanderer.
Ach ! wer wie ich so elend ist, Ah, a man as wretched as I am
Gibt gern sich hin der bunten List, Is glad to fall for the merry trick
Die hinter Eis und Nacht und Graus, That, beyond ice and night and fear,
Ihm weist ein helles, warmes Haus. Shows him a bright, warm house.
Und eine liebe Seele drin.— And a loving soul within—
Nur Täuschung ist für mich Gewinn ! Only illusion lets me win !

LL reads Täuschung LL sings Täuschung

We have no LL master 
class for this Lied.



20  Der Wegweiser (Sign-post)



Was vermeid’ ich denn die Wege, Why then do I avoid the highways
Wo die ander’n Wand’rer geh’n, Where the other travelers go,
Suche mir versteckte Stege, Search out the hidden pathways
Durch verschneite Felsenhöh’n ? Through the snowy mountain tops ?
Habe ja doch nichts begangen, I’ve committed no crime
Daß ich Menschen sollte scheu’n,— That I should hide from other men—
Welch ein törichtes Verlangen What is the foolish compulsion
Treibt mich in die Wüstenei’n ? That drives me into desolation ?
Weiser stehen auf den Straßen, Signposts stand along the highways
Weisen auf die Städte zu. Pointing to the cities,
Und ich wandre sonder Maßen And I wander ever further
Ohne Ruh’ und suche Ruh’. Without rest and look for rest.
Einen Weiser seh’ ich stehen Before me I see a signpost standing
Unverrückt vor meinem Blick; Fixed before my gaze.
Eine Straße muß ich gehen, I must travel a road
Die noch keiner ging zurück. From which no one ever returned.

LL reads Der Wegweiser LL sings Der Wegweiser

We have no LL master 
class for this Lied.



21  Das Wirtshaus (The Inn)
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LL sings Das Wirtshaus

Auf einen Totenacker To a graveyard
Hat mich mein Weg gebracht; My path has brought me
Allhier will ich einkehren, Here would I lodge,
Hab ich bei mir gedacht. I thought to myself.
Ihr grünen Totenkränze You green death-wreaths
Könnt wohl die Zeichen sein, Might well be the signs,
Die müde Wand’rer laden That invite the weary traveler
Ins kühle Wirtshaus ein. Into the cool inn.
Sind denn in diesem Hause But in this house
Die Kammern all’ besetzt ? Are all the rooms taken?
Bin matt zum Niedersinken, I am weak enough to drop,
Bin tödlich schwer verletzt. Fatally wounded.
O unbarmherz’ge Schenke, O unmerciful innkeeper,
Doch weisest du mich ab ? Do you turn me away?
Nun weiter denn, nur weiter, Then further on, further on,
Mein treuer Wanderstab ! My faithful walking stick.

LL sings Das Wirtshaus

MC Das Wirtshaus 2

MC Das Wirtshaus 1



22  Mut! (Courage!)



LL sings Mut!LL reads Mut!

Fliegt der Schnee mir ins Gesicht, If the snow flies in my face,
Schüttl’ ich ihn herunter. I shake it off again.
Wenn mein Herz im Busen spricht, When my heart speaks in my breast,
Sing’ ich hell und munter. I sing loudly and gaily.
Höre nicht, was es mir sagt, I don’t hear what it says to me,
Habe keine Ohren; I have no ears to listen;
Fühle nicht, was es mir klagt, I don’t feel when it laments,
Klagen ist für Toren. Complaining is for fools.
Lustig in die Welt hinein Happy through the world along
Gegen Wind und Wetter ! Facing wind and weather !
Will kein Gott auf Erden sein, If there’s no God upon the earth,
Sind wir selber Götter ! Then we ourselves are Gods !

We have no LL master 
class for this Lied.



23  Die Nebensonnen (Phantom Suns)
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Drei Sonnen sah ich am Himmel steh’n, I saw three suns in the sky
Hab’ lang und fest sie angeseh’n; Stared at them hard for a long time;
Und sie auch standen da so stier, And they stayed there so stubbornly
Als wollten sie nicht weg von mir. As though they wouldn’t leave me.
Ach, meine Sonnen seid ihr nicht ! Ah, you are not my suns !
Schaut ander’n doch ins Angesicht ! Go, look into someone else’s face !
Ja, neulich hatt’ ich auch wohl drei; Yes, recently I, too, had three
Nun sind hinab die besten zwei. But now the best two have gone down.
Ging nur die dritt’ erst hinterdrein ! If only the third would also set !
Im Dunkel wird mir wohler sein. I will feel better in the dark.

LL sings Die Nebenssonnen LL sings Die Nebensonnen

We have no LL master 
class for this Lied.



24 Der Leiermann (Hurdy-Gurdy Man)
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Drüben hinterm Dorfe Over there beyond the village
Steht ein Leiermann Stands an organ-grinder,
Und mit starren Fingern And with numb fingers
Dreht er was er kann. He plays as best he can.
Barfuß auf dem Eise Barefoot on the ice,
Wankt er hin und her He totters here and there,
Und sein kleiner Teller And his little plate
Bleibt ihm immer leer. Is always empty.
Keiner mag ihn hören, No one listens to him,
Keiner sieht ihn an, No one notices him,
Und die Hunde knurren And the dogs growl
Um den alten Mann. Around the old man.
Und er läßt es gehen, And he just lets it happen,
Alles wie es will, As it will,
Dreht, und seine Leier Plays, and his hurdy-gurdy
Steht ihm nimmer still. Is never still.
Wunderlicher Alter ! Strange old man,
Soll ich mit dir geh’n ? Shall I go with you ?
Willst zu meinen Liedern Will you play your hurdy-gurdy
Deine Leier dreh’n ? To my songs ?

LL sings Der Leiermann LL sings Der Leiermann

We have no LL master 
class for this Lied.
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GALLERY 10.1 Lotte Lehmann’s Winterreise Illustrations



C H A P T E R  11

Dichterliebe

As with Winterreise, Lehmann recorded the songs of  Robert Schumann’s 
Dichterliebe, but instead of  Paul Ulanowsky, Bruno Walter was the pianist. You’ll 
hear Pristine label’s refurbished 1941 Dichterliebe recording. In 1951 she recorded 
the Heinrich Heine poems used in the cycle; later drawing expressionistic 
impressions of  each song. She revisited these and made color examples of  many 
of  them which you’ll find at the end of  the cycle itself.

Excerpts from Lehmann’s suggestions for each song are drawn from her 
books More than Singing and Eighteen Song Cycles: A Study in Their Interpretation. They 
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Lehmann’s handwritten title  
and dedication to Bruno Walter, her pianist on 

the Dichterliebe recording



are aimed at a potential singer but provide everyone with a bit of  an introduction 
to each song. You’ll find them as a small button        in the lower left-hand corner 
of  each drawing that will provide a Lehmann suggestion for the song.

Lehmann pointed out to viewers that she was not a professional artist: 
It is not as an accomplished painter that I want to exhibit my illustrations of  the ‘Poet’s Love.’ I 
wanted to give visual expression to those songs which I have sung so often and have made my own 
as if  they had been born from my heart and spirit. It is the singer who for once speaks to you not 
on the wings of  song but on the wings of  color and form.

I know that much is missing in technique. But what I want to say has really nothing to do with the 
demands of  the painter’s technique. With a bold sweep I overrun the barriers and say to you: 
don’t you think I paint when I sing? Don’t I paint in various colors, in different shades the music 
and the word? If  you ever felt this and that means: if  you ever understood my art then please try 
to listen to my pictures.

The following translations are based on those of  Emily Ezust, found in her 
helpful LiederNet Archive.

Thanks are due to Daisy C. Muralles, working at Special Collections, UCSB, 
for scanning/copying Lehmann’s drawings.

Below you can listen to Lehmann’s introduction to Dichterliebe.

We also offer Lehmann master classes for all 
but the final two songs of  Dichterliebe.

Alternate (colored) versions of  the drawings 
can be found at the end of  the cycle.
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In this drawing, Lehmann 
envisions either Heine writing 

the verses or Schumann writing 
the music.

LL’s spoken introduction

https://www.lieder.net
https://www.lieder.net
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1  Im wunderschönen Monat Mai 
(In the lovely month of May) 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Im wunderschönen Monat Mai, In the lovely month of  May, 
Als alle Knospen sprangen,  When all buds burst open, 
Da ist in meinem Herzen There, from my heart
Die Liebe aufgegangen. Love burst forth.

Im wunderschönen Monat Mai, In the lovely month of  May, 
Als alle Vögel sangen, When all the birds were singing,
Da hab’ ich ihr gestanden I confessed to her
Mein Sehnen und Verlangen. My longing and desire.

1. LL reads Im wunder-
schönen Monat Mai

1. LL sings Im wunder-
schönen Monat Mai

1. MC Im wunderschönen Monat Mai
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2   Aus meinen Tränen sprießen 
(From my tears spring up) 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Aus meinen Tränen sprießen From my tears spring up
Viel blühende Blumen hervor, Many blooming flowers,
Und meine Seufzer werden And my sighs become
Ein Nachtigallenchor. A chorus of  nightingales.

Und wenn du mich lieb hast, Kindchen, And if  you love me, dear one,
Schenk’ ich dir die Blumen all’, I will send you many flowers,
Und vor deinem Fenster soll klingen And before your window shall sound
Das Lied der Nachtigall. The song of  the nightingale.

2. LL reads Aus meinen 
Tränen sprießen

2. LL sings Aus meinen 
Tränen sprießen

2. MC Aus meinen Tränen sprießen
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3  Die Rose, die Lilie, die Taube, die Sonne 
(The rose, the lily, the dove, the sun) 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Die Rose, die Lilie, die Taube, die Sonne, The rose, the lily, the dove, the sun,
Die liebt’ ich einst alle in Liebeswonne. I loved them all once in the joy of  love.
Ich lieb’ sie nicht mehr, ich liebe alleine I love them no more, I love only
Die Kleine, die Feine, die Reine, die Eine; The small, the fine, the pure, the ONE; 

Sie selber, aller Liebe Wonne, She herself, the delight of  all love,
Ist Rose und Lilie und Taube und Sonne. Is rose, and lily, and dove, and sun.
Ich liebe alleine I love only
Die Kleine, die Feine, die Reine, die Eine. The small, the fine, the pure, the ONE.

3. LL reads Die Rose, die 
Lilie, die Taube, die Sonne

3. LL sings Die Rose, die 
Lilie, die Taube, die Sonne

3. MC Die Rose, die Lilie, die Taube, die Sonne
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4  Wenn ich in deine Augen seh’ 
  (When I gaze into your eyes) 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Wenn ich in deine Augen seh’, When I gaze into your eyes,

So schwindet all’ mein Leid und Weh; All my pain and woe vanishes;

Doch wenn ich küße deinen Mund, But when I kiss your lips,

So werd’ ich ganz und gar gesund. Then I’ll be wholly and entirely healthy.

Wenn ich mich lehn’ an deine Brust, When I lay on your breast

Kommt’s über mich wie Himmelslust; I’m overcome with heavenly delight;

Doch wenn du sprichst: ich liebe dich! But when you say, “I love you!”

So muß ich weinen bitterlich. Then I must weep bitterly.

4. LL reads Wenn ich in 
deine Augen seh’

4. LL sings Wenn ich in 
deine Augen seh’

4. MC Wenn ich in deine Augen seh’
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5  Ich will meine Seele tauchen 
(I want to immerse my soul)
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Ich will meine Seele tauchen I want to immerse my soul
In den Kelch der Lilie hinein; Into the cup of  the lily;
Die Lilie soll klingend hauchen The lily proclaims and breathes
Ein Lied von der Liebsten mein. A song of  my beloved.

Das Lied soll schauern und beben The song shudders and trembles
Wie der Kuß von ihrem Mund, Like the kiss from her lips
Den sie mir einst gegeben That she once gave me
In wunderbar süßer Stund’. In that wonderfully sweet hour.

5. LL reads Ich will 
meine Seele tauchen

5. LL sings Ich will meine 
Seele tauchen

5. MC Ich will meine Seele tauchen
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6  Im Rhein, im heiligen Strome 
(In the Rhine, in that holy river)
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Im Rhein, im heiligen Strome, In the Rhine, in that holy river,
Da spiegelt sich in den Well’n It mirrors in its waves 
Mit seinem großen Dome With its grand cathedral 
Das große, heil’ge Köln. The great, holy city of  Cologne.

Im Dom da steht ein Bildnis, In the cathedral stands a portrait,
Auf  goldnem Leder gemalt; Painted on golden leather;
In meines Lebens Wildnis Into my life’s wilderness
Hat’s freundlich hineingestrahlt. It has brightly shone.

Es schweben Blumen und Eng’lein Flowers and little angels float
Um unsre liebe Frau; Around our beloved Lady;
Die Augen, die Lippen, die Wänglein, The eyes, the lips, the cheeks,
Die gleichen der Liebsten genau. They resemble my beloved’s exactly.

6. LL reads Im Rhein, im 
heiligen Strome

6. LL sings Im Rhein, im 
heiligen Strome

6. MC 1 Im Rhein, im heiligen Strome

6. MC 2 Im Rhein, im heiligen Strome
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7  Ich grolle nicht  (I bear no grudge) 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Ich grolle nicht, und wenn das Herz auch bricht, I bear no grudge, even though my heart’s 
breaking,

Ewig verlor’nes Lieb! Ich grolle nicht. My love is lost forever! I bear no grudge.
Wie du auch strahlst in Diamantenpracht, How you do shine in diamond splendor,
Es fällt kein Strahl in deines Herzens Nacht. No beam falls into the night of  your heart.
Das weiß ich längst. I know that now.

Ich grolle nicht, und wenn das Herz auch bricht, I bear no grudge, even though my heart’s 
breaking,

Ich sah dich ja im Traume, I saw you there in a dream,
Und sah die Nacht in deines Herzens Raume, And saw the night in the chamber of  your 

heart,
Und sah die Schlang’, die dir am Herzen frißt, And saw the snake that feeds upon your 

heart;
Ich sah, mein Lieb, wie sehr du elend bist. I saw, my love, how truly miserable you are.

7. LL reads Ich grolle 
nicht

7. LL sings Ich grolle 
nicht

7. MC 1 Ich grolle nicht

7. MC 2 Ich grolle nicht

7. MC 3 Ich grolle nicht
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8  Und wüßten’s die Blumen, die kleinen 
(And if  the blooms, the small ones, knew) 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Und wüßten’s die Blumen, die kleinen, And if  the blooms, the small ones, knew
Wie tief  verwundet mein Herz, How deeply wounded my heart is,
Sie würden mit mir weinen, They would weep with me
Zu heilen meinen Schmerz. To heal my pain.

Und wüßten’s die Nachtigallen, And if  the nightingales knew,
Wie ich so traurig und krank, How sad and ill I am,
Sie ließen fröhlich erschallen They would let forth merrily
Erquickenden Gesang. A refreshing song.

Und wüßten’s sie mein Wehe, And if  they knew my woe,
Die goldenen Sternelein, The little golden stars,
Sie kämen aus ihrer Höhe, They would come down from their heights,
Und sprächen Trost mir ein. And speak consolation to me.

Sie alle können’s nicht wissen, But all of  them could not know this,
Nur eine kennt meinen Schmerz; Only one knows my pain;
Sie hat ja selbst zerrissen, She herself  has indeed torn,
Zerrissen mir das Herz. Torn my heart in two.

8. LL reads Und 
wüßten’s die Blumen, die 

kleinen

8. LL sings Und wüßten’s 
die Blumen, die kleinen

8. MC Und wüßten’s die Blumen, die kleinen
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9  Das ist ein Flöten und Geigen 
(There is a fluting and fiddling) 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Das ist ein Flöten und Geigen, There is a fluting and fiddling,
Trompeten schmettern darein; With trumpets blaring;
Da tanzt wohl den Hochzeitreigen In a wedding dance whirls
Die Herzallerliebste mein. My heart’s whole love.

Das ist ein Klingen und Dröhnen, There is a ringing and roaring,
Ein Pauken und ein Schalmei’n; A drumming and sounding of  shawms;
Dazwischen schluchzen und stöhnen In between which sob and moan
Die lieblichen Engelein. The lovely little angels.

9. LL reads Das ist ein 
Flöten und Geigen

9. LL sings Das ist ein 
Flöten und Geigen

9. MC Das ist ein Flöten und Geigen
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10  Hör’ ich das Liedchen klingen 
(I hear the little song sounding) 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Hör’ ich das Liedchen klingen, I hear the little song sounding,
Das einst die Liebste sang, That once my beloved sang,
So will mir die Brust zerspringen And my heart will break
Von wildem Schmerzendrang. From the savage penetrating pain.

Es treibt mich ein dunkles Sehnen A dark longing drives me
Hinauf  zur Waldeshöh’, Up into the forest heights,
Dort löst sich auf  in Tränen There my tears dissolve
Mein übergroßes Weh’. My colossal woe.

10. LL reads Hör’ ich 
das Liedchen klingen

10. LL sings Hör’ ich das 
Liedchen klingen

10. MC 2 Hör’ ich das Liedchen klingen

10. MC 1 Hör’ ich das Liedchen klingen
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11  Ein Jüngling liebt ein Mädchen 
(A young man loves a maiden) 



327

Ein Jüngling liebt ein Mädchen, A young man loves a maiden,
Die hat einen andern erwählt; Who has chosen another;
Der andre liebt eine andre, This other man loves yet another,
Und hat sich mit dieser vermählt. And has wed that one.

Das Mädchen nimmt aus Ärger The first girl takes out of  anger
Den ersten besten Mann, The first best man,
Der ihr in den Weg gelaufen; That happened to cross her path;
Der Jüngling ist übel dran. Our young man is sick at this.

Es ist eine alte Geschichte, It is an old story,
Doch bleibt sie immer neu; Yet it remains ever new;
Und wem sie just passieret, But to whom this befalls,
Dem bricht das Herz entzwei. It breaks the heart in two.

11. LL reads Ein Jüngling 
liebt ein Mädchen

11. LL sings Ein Jüngling 
liebt ein Mädchen

11. MC 2 Ein Jüngling liebt ein Mädchen

11. MC 1 Ein Jüngling liebt ein Mädchen
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12  Am leuchtenden Sommermorgen 
(On a shining summer morning) 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Am leuchtenden Sommermorgen On a shining summer morning
Geh’ ich im Garten herum. I wander around the garden.
Es flüstern und sprechen die Blumen, The flowers are whispering and speaking,
Ich aber wandle stumm. I, however, wander mute.

Es flüstern und sprechen die Blumen, The flowers are whispering and speaking
Und schau’n mitleidig mich an: And look at me with pity:
Sei unserer Schwester nicht böse, “Do not be angry with our sister,
Du trauriger blasser Mann. You sad pale man.”

12. LL sings Am leuchten-
den Sommermorgen

12. LL reads Am 
leuchtenden Sommer-

morgen

12. MC Am leuchtenden Sommermorgen
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13  Ich hab’ im Traum geweinet 
(I wept in my dream) 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Ich hab’ im Traum geweinet, I wept in my dream,
Mir träumte, du lägest im Grab. I dreamed, you lay in a grave.
Ich wachte auf, und die Träne I awoke, and my tears
Floß noch von der Wange herab. Still flowed down my cheeks.

Ich hab’ im Traum geweinet, I wept in my dream,
Mir träumt’, du verließest mich. I dreamed you had left me.
Ich wachte auf, und ich weinte I awoke and I cried
Noch lange bitterlich. Bitterly for a long while.

Ich hab’ im Traum geweinet, I wept in my dream,
Mir träumte, du wär’st mir noch gut. I dreamed you were still true to me.
Ich wachte auf, und noch immer I awoke, and still
Strömt meine Tränenflut. Streamed my flood of  tears.

13. LL reads Ich hab’ im 
Traum geweinet

13. LL sings Ich hab’ im 
Traum geweinet

13. MC Ich hab’ im Traum geweinet



332

14  Allnächtlich im Traume 
(Nightly in my dreams) 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Allnächtlich im Traume seh’ ich dich Nightly I see you in my dreams
Und sehe dich freundlich grüßen, And I see you greet me, friendly,
Und laut aufweinend stürz’ ich mich And crying out loudly, I throw myself
Zu deinen süßen Füßen. At your sweet feet.

Du siehest mich an wehmütiglich You look at me sorrowfully
Und schüttelst das blonde Köpfchen; And shake your little blonde head;
Aus deinen Augen schleichen sich From your eyes creep forth
Die Perlentränentröpfchen. The pearly teardrops.

Du sagst mir heimlich ein leises Wort You say to me secretly a soft word,
Und gibst mir den Strauß von Zypressen. And give me a branch of  cypress.
Ich wache auf, und der Strauß ist fort, I awake, and the branch is gone,
Und’s Wort hab’ ich vergessen. And I have forgotten the word.

14. LL sings Allnächtlich 
im Traume

14. LL reads Allnächtlich 
im Traume

14. MC Allnächtlich im Traume
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15  Aus alten Märchen winkt es 
(From old fairy tales beckons) 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Aus alten Märchen winkt es From old fairy tales beckons
Hervor mit weißer Hand, To me a white hand,
Da singt es und da klingt es There’s a singing and sounding
Von einem Zauberland; Of  a magical land;

Wo bunte Blumen blühen Where colorful flowers bloom
Im gold’nen Abendlicht, In golden twilight,
Und lieblich duftend glühen, And glow lovely and fragrant
Mit bräutlichem Gesicht; With their bridal visage;

Und grüne Bäume singen And green trees sing
Uralte Melodei’n, Ancient melodies,
Die Lüfte heimlich klingen, The breezes sound secretly,
Und Vögel schmettern drein; And birds warble;

Und Nebelbilder steigen And mist-figures rise
Wohl aus der Erd’ hervor, Even from out of  the earth,
Und tanzen luft’gen Reigen And dance airy round-dances
Im wunderlichen Chor; In a wondrous chorus;

Und blaue Funken brennen And blue sparks burn
An jedem Blatt und Reis, On every leaf  and twig,
Und rote Lichter rennen And red lights run
Im irren, wirren Kreis; In a mad, chaotic circle;

Und laute Quellen brechen And loud springs break
Aus wildem Marmorstein. Out of  wild marble stone.
Und seltsam in den Bächen And weirdly in the streams,
Strahlt fort der Widerschein. Shine forth the reflections.

Ach! könnt’ ich dorthin kommen, Ah! If  I could enter there,
Und dort mein Herz erfreu’n, And there delight my heart,
Und aller Qual entnommen, And give up all my agony,
Und frei und selig sein! And be free and blissful!

Ach! jenes Land der Wonne, Ah! This land of  bliss,
Das seh’ ich oft im Traum, That I see so often in the dream,
Doch kommt die Morgensonne, But when the morning sun comes,
Zerfließt’s wie eitel Schaum. It melts like mere foam.

15. LL sings Aus alten 
Märchen winkt es

15. LL reads Aus alten 
Märchen winkt es

We have no LL master 
class for this Lied.
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16  Die alten, bösen Lieder 
(The old, angry songs) 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Die alten, bösen Lieder, The old, angry songs,
Die Träume bos und arg, The angry terrible dreams,
Die laßt uns jetzt begraben, Let us now bury them,
Holt einen großen Sarg. Fetch a huge coffin.

Hinein leg’ ich gar manches, In it I’ll lay many things,
Doch sag’ ich noch nicht, was; But I won’t say quite what;
Der Sarg muß sein noch größer, The coffin must be even larger,
Wie’s Heidelberger Faß. Than the Heidelberg keg.

Und holt eine Totenbahre, And fetch a death bier,
Und Bretter fest und dick; And planks firm and thick;
Auch muß sie sein noch länger, They must be still longer,
Als wie zu Mainz die Brück’. Than the bridge to Mainz.

Und holt mir auch zwölf  Riesen, And fetch me too, twelve giants,
Die müssen noch stärker sein They must be even stronger
Als wie der starke Christoph Than the strong St. Christopher
Im Dom zu Köln am Rhein. In the Cologne Cathedral on the Rhine.

Die sollen den Sarg forttragen, They should carry the coffin away,
Und senken ins Meer hinab; And sink it down deep in the sea;
Denn solchem großen Sarge Since such a huge coffin
Gebührt ein großes Grab. Deserves an immense grave.

Wißt ihr, warum der Sarg wohl Do you know why the coffin
So groß und schwer mag sein? Must be so large and heavy?
Ich senkt auch meine Liebe I sank also my love
Und meinen Schmerz hinein. And my pain within it.

16. LL reads Die alten, 
bösen Lieder

16. LL sings Die alten, 
bösen Lieder

We have no LL master 
class for this Lied.
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The musical notation is from “Und wüßten’s die Blumen, die kleinen” but 
Lehmann has another colorized drawing that fits that one. 
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This colorful drawing seems just right for the thought that from the poet’s tears,  
(2. “Aus meinen Tränen sprießen”) many beautiful blooming flowers will spring up.
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This drawing fits 3. “Die Rose, die Lilie, die Taube, die Sonne,” but Lehmann ob-
viously didn’t like her own work and drew several X’s through it. We feel that 
there are many elements that work well: the bright yellow for the sun, etc.
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The simple blue color palette that Lehmann chose helps illustrate the calm devo-
tion to the lovely lady found in the church painting that so resembles the loved one 
of  6. “Im Rhein, im heiligen Strome.”
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The anger felt in the dream is caught in Lehmann’s black snakes that drip from 
the image above the sleeping man. This feels just right for 7. “Ich grolle nicht.”
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In this drawing for 8.” Und wüßten’s die Blumen, die kleinen,” Lehmann catches 
the anguish of  the poet who imagines that if  only the little flowers know what only 
his beloved knows: she’s torn his heart in two.
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In 9. “Das ist ein Flöten und Geigen,” Lehmann imagines all of  the trumpets play-
ing for the wedding dance of  his beloved. In her drawing it’s as if  the poet is being 
deafened by the blaring. 
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Lehmann’s drawing for 11. “Ein Jüngling liebt ein Mädchen” doesn’t depict the 
scene so much as the reflection of  the poet.
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Lehmann paints the poet walking in the garden for 12. “Am leuchtenden Sommer-
morgen” and listening to what the flowers are telling him. 
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Lehmann responds to the lines in 14. “Allnächtlich im Traume” that speak of  fal-
ling at her sweet feet in his dream.
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Lehmann’s sleeping poet in 15. “Aus alten Märchen winkt es” experiences the wild 
dreams of  fairy stories.
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Lehmann’s drawing for 16. “Die alten, bösen Lieder” tries to depict the grand po-
etic ideas of  Heine for this final farewell.



C H A P T E R  12

Die schöne Müllerin
Perhaps Lehmann’s recording of  Schubert’s Die schöne Müllerin isn’t as famous as 
her Winterreise, but she did teach almost the whole cycle at Northwestern 
University and painted a work for every song, so she obviously valued the cycle. 
We’ll combine these elements in the following pages. Wilhelm Müller (1794–1827) 
was the poet for the cycle. Except for “Ungeduld” which she recorded with Ernö 
Balogh in 1935, Lehmann recorded the remaining songs of  the cycle with Ulanowsky 
in 1942. At this point in her life, Lehmann’s flexibility was inadequate for some of  the 
songs. But for the majority of  them, she brings her indelible interpretive genius and joy 
in singing. The July 1967 Northwestern University class was prepared and 
accompanied by Laurence Davis. Lehmann often asks the students to leave off  a verse 
or more. The translations are based on those of  the LiederNet Archive. 

In Lehmann’s book Eighteen Song Cycles she writes extensively on Die schöne Müllerin. 
For the first song, “Das Wandern,” she advises the singer to
begin with a buoyant tempo as if  you were wandering along briskly and were enjoying looking around you….In the last 
verse your recurrent farewell to the master and the mistress [of  the mill] is without any sadness, even free of  any regret. 
You are just a young apprentice, you work where you find a mill and go upon your way singing happily.

Noted vocal critic Alan Blyth wrote about the Naxos Lehmann CD of  Lieder by 
Schubert and R. Strauss. He quotes from her Eighteen Song Cycles.
In the aforementioned book, Lehmann gives a subjective analysis of  each song in the cycle. She follows her own 
injunction in “Wohin?” to start the piece as if  the protagonist were listening to something which is far away and then 
obeys her suggestion for an accelerando at “Hinuter und immer weiter,” as if  the singer is driven by a power that has to 
be obeyed. In the next song, “Halt!,” she enters into the “joyful excitement” she mentions at the start, sings “Ei 
Willkommen” with typical Lehmann warmth, and brings a smile to “Ei Bächlein.” For “Am Feierabend,” she says the 
lad must show immense zest for his work, and that is just what she suggests in her impetuous start, even more so at the 
repeat, and ends the song “with great feeling and dreamy yearning.” In “Die Neugierige” she sings the section starting 
“O Bächlein” with the “beautiful floating legato” the music predicates. Here, as throughout, Lehmann’s judicious use of  
portamento and her wonderful feeling for the text make her performance one to treasure.

[LL’s “Ungeduld” was recorded in 1935.] Lehmann suggests “Your trembling, throbbing heart beats in a stormy tempo 
through this song. Sing with a fiery impetuosity…In each verse from out of  the surging restlessness there blooms, in a 
broad line and with great feeling, the confession of  your devotion.” For “Morgengruss” she says “shyly and humbly you 
approach the window of  your beloved…she vanishes…but the look which she throws you could not have been 
unfriendly for you begin the song in a mood of  happy animation…The second verse should be sung with a tender 
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intimacy.” In “Des Müllers Blumen” “you bring flowers to her bedroom window and plant them where they may bloom 
in the light of  her eyes….Avoid throughout giving too equal emphasis to every syllable and in this way making this 
beautiful song monotonous.” “Tränenregen” “…must be sung with deep emotion….With the beginning of  the prelude 
feel the dreaming enchantment of  the moonlit night…You are so young and shy. You do not dare to look into the face of  
your beloved as she sits beside you, no, you look down into the brook in which her beauty is mirrored…You believe the 
brook is blissfully happy because it holds the image of  your beloved within its water…The girl’s nature is a completely 
prosaic one, the overpowering emotion of  the youth at her side is to her something foreign and beyond her 
understanding…Suddenly she gets up and the only thing which she can think of  saying in this hour of  enchantment is 
the very prosaic remark: ‘It’s going to rain, good-bye, I’m going home.’”

For “Mein!” Lehmann wants the singer to feel intoxicated: “Imagine that your whole body sways, as it would for exam-
ple if  sitting in a soaring swing: you become one with its motion.” Typical of  her vivid imagery, that is how she interprets 
it herself. Lehmann takes “Pause” faster than most singers, saying: “Don’t drag this song: the tempo is moderato and it 
should not be made sentimental!” She asks for the start of  the second verse to be delivered with great tenderness and 
does it that way. Wonderful colorings inform her interpretation. The fatal question near the beginning “Soll es das Vor-
speil…?” should be done “very softly, trembling with great restraint,” as she does it.

“Mit dem grünen Lautenband” “is one of  the few songs in this cycle (and in any case the last one) which has a carefree 
quality. You have thrust aside the lurking premonition; you are living completely in the happy present….That she will 
rob your lute of  its [green ribbon] adornment…is like a command for you…This green which later becomes the hated 
color (the coat of  the hunter, with whom the unfaithful one betrays you, is green) now seems the most beautiful color in 
the world to you…”

She brings the wildness she mentions to the fierce jealousy of  “Der Jäger,” and the marked accentuation suggestive of  
deep excitement to the next song, and Lehmann herself  allows her marvelous spontaneity in word-painting to bring 
these two songs before us in all their desperation. [Lehmann writes about “Eifersucht und Stolz”]: “but from the hunter 
who seems scarcely worth your contempt you turn back to your beloved: you can no longer deny to yourself  that she is 
the guilty one, that it is she who has betrayed you and has turned her fickle heart to the hunter…You now take refuge 
again with the brook, the one friend to whom you may confess your feelings.” The legato and dark coloring in “Die liebe 
Farbe” is just right; so is the “Whispered piano, trembling through tears” of  the third verse. How often has one heard 
this sorrowful song so filled with meaning? That is followed by the “wild storming…of  the whole body” in “Die böse 
Farbe.” The sheer abandoned courage of  Lehmann’s singing here is unique in my experience. 

Melancholy and veiled tone inform the deeply moving first half  of  “Trock’ne Blumen,” ending in the “aching sigh” of  
“Die Blümlein alle, die sie mir gab.” In “Der Müller und der Bach” Lehmann declares that the protagonist’s soul is no 
longer “really on earth” so the music should be sung “without expression in a somber monotony,” while the brook’s re-
sponse should be sung “as if  in play, with a light quality of  voice,” and the final verse “should have deep emotion. Put all 
the glow, all the warmth of  your heart into the address to the stream.” Lehmann says she only ever sang three verses of  
the concluding lullaby. “Everything must be subdued, restrained, dream-like…” And so it is in her performance. This 
highly individual reading of  the cycle will not suit the purist taste…but in its heartfelt, seemingly spontaneous utterance 
it is its own justification.
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For the two songs missing master classes (Tränenregen and Die böse Farbe), 
I’ve included a sentence each from Lehmann’s Eighteen Song Cycles.

A gallery at the end offers Lehmann’s early paintings for the cycle.
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1  Das Wandern (Wandering)



Das Wandern ist des Müllers Lust, Wandering is the miller’s joy,
Das Wandern! Wandering!
Das muß ein schlechter Müller sein, He mustn’t be much of  a miller,
Dem niemals fiel das Wandern ein, If  he never thought of  wandering,
Das Wandern. Wandering!

Vom Wasser haben wir's gelernt, From the water [stream] we’ve learned this,
Vom Wasser! From the water!
Das hat nicht Rast bei Tag und Nacht, It doesn’t rest by day or night,
Ist stets auf  Wanderschaft bedacht, It’s always thinking of  its journey,
Das Wasser. The water.

Das sehn wir auch den Rädern ab, We see this also in the wheels,
Den Rädern! The mill wheels!
Die gar nicht gerne stille stehn, They don’t like to stand still,
Die sich mein Tag nicht müde drehn, They turn all day without tiring,
Die Räder. The mill wheels.

Die Steine selbst, so schwer sie sind, Even the millstones, heavy though they are,
Die Steine! The millstones!
Sie tanzen mit den muntern Reihn They join in the merry dance
Und wollen gar noch schneller sein, And want to go even faster,
Die Steine. The millstones!

O Wandern, Wandern, meine Lust, Oh, wandering, wandering, my joy,
O Wandern! Oh, wandering!
Herr Meister und Frau Meisterin, Oh, Master and Mistress,
Laßt mich in Frieden weiterziehn Let me freely continue on
Und wandern. And wander!
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LL sings  
Das Wandern (Wandering)

MC Das Wandern
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2 Wohin? (Whither?)



Ich hört' ein Bächlein rauschen I heard a brooklet rushing
Wohl aus dem Felsenquell, Right out of  the rock’s spring,
Hinab zum Tale rauschen Down there into the valley it rustles
So frisch und wunderhell. So fresh and wonderfully bright.

Ich weiß nicht, wie mir wurde, I don’t know what came over me,
Nicht, wer den Rat mir gab, Nor who gave me the advice,
Ich mußte auch hinunter I just had to down there
Mit meinem Wanderstab. With my walking stick.

Hinunter und immer weiter Down and always further
Und immer dem Bache nach, And always following the brook,
Und immer frischer rauschte And always more briskly rustling
Und immer heller der Bach. And always the brook is brighter.

Ist das denn meine Straße? Is this then my path?
O Bächlein, sprich, wohin? Oh, brooklet, speak, where to?
Du hast mit deinem Rauschen You have with your rushing
Mir ganz berauscht den Sinn. Entirely intoxicated my senses.

Was sag ich denn vom Rauschen? Why do I speak of  rustling?
Das kann kein Rauschen sein: That can’t really be just rustling:
Es singen wohl die Nixen It must be the water-nymphs singing rounds
Tief  unten ihren Reihn. Deep down there [under their stream].

Laß singen, Gesell, laß rauschen Sing on, friend, keep rushing,
Und wandre fröhlich nach! And wander joyously along!
Es gehn ja Mühlenräder Mill-wheels turn
In jedem klaren Bach. In every clear brook.
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LL sings
Wohin? (Whither?)

MC Wohin?
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3  Halt! (Stop!)



Eine Mühle seh ich blinken  I see a mill gleaming
Aus den Erlen heraus,  Out from among the alder trees,
Durch Rauschen und Singen  Through roaring and singing
Bricht Rädergebraus.  Bursts the clatter of  wheels.

Ei willkommen, ei willkommen,  Hey, welcome, welcome,
Süßer Mühlengesang!  Sweet mill-song!
Und das Haus, wie so traulich!  And the house, so cozy!
Und die Fenster, wie blank!  And the windows, how shiny!

Und die Sonne, wie helle  And the sun, how brightly
Vom Himmel sie scheint!  It shines in the sky!
Ei, Bächlein, liebes Bächlein,  Hey, brooklet, dear brook,
War es also gemeint?  Was this, then, what you meant?
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LL sings Halt! (Stop!)

MC Halt! 
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4  Danksagung an den Bach  
(Gratitude to the Brook)



War es also gemeint,  Was this, then, what you meant,
Mein rauschender Freund?  My bubbling friend?
Dein Singen, dein Klingen,  Your singing and your ringing?
War es also gemeint?  Was this what you meant?

Zur Müllerin hin!  To the miller’s daughter!
So lautet der Sinn.  It seems to say.
Gelt, hab' ich's verstanden?  Right, have I understood?
Zur Müllerin hin!  To the miller’s daughter!

Hat sie dich geschickt?  Has she sent you?
Oder hast mich berückt?  Or am I bewitched?
Das möcht ich noch wissen,  I’d like to know,
Ob sie dich geschickt.  Whether she has sent you.

Nun wie's auch mag sein,  Now, however it may be,
Ich gebe mich drein:  I commit myself:
Was ich such', hab' ich 'funden,  What I sought, I have found.
Wie's immer mag sein.  However it may be.

Nach Arbeit ich frug,  For work I asked,
Nun hab ich genug  Now I have enough
Für die Hände, fürs Herze  For my hands and my heart
Vollauf  genug!  More than enough!

359

LL sings  
Danksagung an den Bach  
(Gratitude to the Brook)

MC Danksagung an den Bach
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5  Feierabend (After Word)
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LL sings Am Feierabend (Af-
ter Work)

Hätt ich tausend If  only I had a thousand
Arme zu rühren! Arms to move!
Könnt ich brausend I could loudly
Die Räder führen! Drive the wheels!
Könnt ich wehen I could blow
Durch alle Haine! [Like the wind in] all the groves!
Könnt ich drehen I could turn 
Alle Steine! All the millstones!
Daß die schöne Müllerin So the beautiful Miller maid 
Merkte meinen treuen Sinn! Would notice my faithful thoughts!

Ach, wie ist mein Arm so schwach! Ah, why is my arm so weak?
Was ich hebe, was ich trage, What I lift, what I carry,
Was ich schneide, was ich schlage, What I cut, what I hammer,
Jeder Knappe tut mir’s nach. Any guy can do as much.
Und da sitz ich in der großen Runde, And there I sit in the great gathering,
In der stillen kühlen Feierstunde, In the quiet, cool hour of  rest,
Und der Meister spricht zu allen: And the master speaks to all of  us:
Euer Werk hat mir gefallen; Your work has pleased me;
Und das liebe Mädchen sagt And the lovely maiden bids us
Allen eine gute Nacht. All a good night.

MC Am Feierabend
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6 Der Neugierige (The Curious One)
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LL sings Der Neugierige 
(The Curious One)

Ich frage keine Blume, I ask no flower,
Ich frage keinen Stern, I ask no star;
Sie können mir alle nicht sagen, None of  them can tell me,
Was ich erführ so gern. What I would like to know so much.

Ich bin ja auch kein Gärtner, I am certainly not a gardener,
Die Sterne stehn zu hoch; The stars are too high;
Mein Bächlein will ich fragen, I’ll ask my brooklet,
Ob mich mein Herz belog. Whether my heart has deceived me.

O Bächlein meiner Liebe, Oh brooklet of  my love,
Wie bist du heut so stumm? Why are you so quiet today?
Will ja nur eines wissen, I only want to know one thing,
Ein Wörtchen um und um. One little word again and again.

Ja heißt das eine Wörtchen, “Yes,” is one word,
Das andre heißet Nein, The other is “No,”
Die beiden Wörtchen Together these little words
Schließen die ganze Welt mir ein. Enclose the entire world for me.

O Bächlein meiner Liebe, Oh brooklet of  my love,
Was bist du wunderlich! Why are you so strange!
Will's ja nicht weitersagen, I won’t tell anyone else, 
Sag, Bächlein, liebt sie mich? Tell me, oh brooklet, does she love me?

MC Der Neugierige 1 

MC Der Neugierige 2 

MC Der Neugierige 3
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7  Ungeduld (Impatience)
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LL sings Ungeduld (Impa-
tience)

Ich schnitt es gern in alle Rinden ein, I’d like to carve it in the bark of  every tree,
Ich grüb es gern in jeden Kieselstein, I’d etch it into every pebble,

Ich möcht es sä'n auf  jedes frische Beet I’d sow it in every flower bed,

Mit Kressensamen, der es schnell verrät, With watercress seeds that would show it quickly,

Auf  jeden weißen Zettel möcht ich's schreiben: I’d write it on white scraps of  paper: 

Dein ist mein Herz und soll es ewig bleiben. My heart is yours and shall ever remain so. 

Ich möcht mir ziehen einen jungen Star, I’d like to train a young starling,

Bis daß er spräch die Worte rein und klar, Until he speaks the words clearly and distinctly,

Bis er sie spräch mit meines Mundes Klang, Until he would speak with the sound of  my voice, 

Mit meines Herzens vollem, heißem Drang; With all my heart’s intense longing;

Dann säng er hell durch ihre Fensterscheiben: Then he’d sing it through her windowpanes:

Dein ist mein Herz und soll es ewig bleiben. My heart is yours and shall ever remain so. 

Den Morgenwinden möcht ich's hauchen ein, I’d like to breathe it into the morning breezes,

Ich möcht es säuseln durch den regen Hain; I’d like to whisper it through the stirring grove;

O, leuchtet' es aus jedem Blumenstern! Oh, if  it could only glow from every starry blossom!

Trüg es der Duft zu ihr von nah und fern! If  the scent could carry it to her from near and far!

Ihr Wogen, könnt ihr nichts als Räder treiben? You ripples, can you only drive wheels?

Dein ist mein Herz und soll es ewig bleiben. My heart is yours and shall ever remain so.

Ich meint, es müßt in meinen Augen stehn, I’d swear it must show in my eyes,

Auf  meinen Wangen müßt man's brennen sehn, Anyone could see it on my burning cheeks,

Zu lesen wär's auf  meinem stummen Mund, Anyone could read it on my silent lips,

Ein jeder Atemzug gäb's laut ihr kund, Every breath proclaims it aloud,

Und sie merkt nichts von all dem bangen Treiben: And she doesn’t even notice my anxious yearning: 

Dein ist mein Herz und soll es ewig bleiben. My heart is yours and shall ever remain so.

MC Ungeduld
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8  Morgengruß (Morning Greeting)
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LL sings Morgengruß (Morn-
ing Greeting)

Guten Morgen, schöne Müllerin! Good morning, beautiful miller maid!
Wo steckst du gleich das Köpfchen hin, Why do you so turn your little head away,
Als wär dir was geschehen? As if  something upset you?
Verdrießt dich denn mein Gruß so schwer? Does my greeting vex you so deeply?
Verstört dich denn mein Blick so sehr? Does my glance disturb you so much?
So muß ich wieder gehen. Then I must go.

O laß mich nur von ferne stehn, Oh let me only stand from afar,
Nach deinem lieben Fenster sehn, Looking toward your dear window,
Von ferne, ganz von ferne! From afar, from quite far away!
Du blondes Köpfchen, komm hervor! Your blonde little head, come out!
Hervor aus eurem runden Tor, Come out from your round arched door,
Ihr blauen Morgensterne! You blue morning stars!

Nun schüttelt ab der Träume Flor Now shake off  the veil of  dreams
Und hebt euch frisch und frei empor And lift up [yourselves], fresh and free
In Gottes hellen Morgen! In God’s bright morning!
Die Lerche wirbelt in der Luft, The lark trills in the sky,
Und aus dem tiefen Herzen ruft And from my heart’s depths sings
Die Liebe Leid und Sorgen. Love [declares its] suffering and cares.

MC Morgengruß
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9  Des Müllers Blumen  
(The Miller’s Flowers)
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LL sings  
Des Müllers Blumen  

(The Miller’s Flowers)

Am Bach viel kleine Blumen stehn, By the brook, many small flowers [grow],
Aus hellen blauen Augen sehn; Out of  bright blue eyes they look;
Der Bach, der ist des Müllers Freund, The brook is the miller’s friend,
Und hellblau Liebchens Auge scheint, And my darling’s light blue eyes shine,
Drum sind es meine Blumen. Therefore, these are my flowers.

Dicht unter ihrem Fensterlein, Right under her little window,
Da will ich pflanzen die Blumen ein, There I’ll plant these flowers,
Da ruft ihr zu, wenn alles schweigt, There you’ll call to her when all’s quiet,
Wenn sich ihr Haupt zum Schlummer neigt, When she lays her head down to sleep,
Ihr wißt ja, was ich meine. You know what I mean!

Und wenn sie tät die Äuglein zu And when she closes her little eyes,
Und schläft in süßer, süßer Ruh, And sleeps in sweet, sweet rest,
Dann lispelt als ein Traumgesicht Then whisper, like a dreamy vision
Ihr zu: Vergiß, vergiß mein nicht! Forget, forget me not!
Das ist es, was ich meine. That is what I mean.

Und schließt sie früh die Laden auf, And early when she opens the shutters,
Dann schaut mit Liebesblick hinauf: Then gaze up with looks of  love:
Der Tau in euren Äugelein, The dew in your little eyes,
Das sollen meine Tränen sein, That shall be my tears,
Die will ich auf  euch weinen. That I’ll weep upon you.

MC Des Müllers Blumen
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10  Tränenregen (Rain of  Tears)
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LL sings Tränenregen (Rain 
of Tears)

Wir saßen so traulich beisammen We sat so cozily together
Im kühlen Erlendach, Under the cool roof  of  alder trees,
Wir schauten so traulich zusammen We gazed so cozily together
Hinab in den rieselnden Bach. Down into the murmuring brook.

Der Mond war auch gekommen, The moon had appeared,
Die Sternlein hinterdrein, The stars after that,
Und schauten so traulich zusammen And [they too] gazed so cozily together
In den silbernen Spiegel hinein. Into the silver mirror.

Ich sah nach keinem Monde, I didn’t see the moon,
Nach keinem Sternenschein, Nor the star’s shine,
Ich schaute nach ihrem Bilde, I looked only at her image,
Nach ihren Augen allein. At her eyes alone.

Und sahe sie nicken und blicken And I saw her reflection nod and gaze
Herauf  aus dem seligen Bach, Up from the blissful brook,
Die Blümlein am Ufer, die blauen, The flowers on the bank, the blue ones,
Sie nickten und blickten ihr nach. They nodded and gazed back.

Und in den Bach versunken And engulfed in the brook 
Der ganze Himmel schien The entire sky, it seemed
Und wollte mich mit hinunter And wanted to pull me under
In seine Tiefe ziehn. Into its depths.

Und über den Wolken und Sternen, And over the clouds and stars,
Da rieselte munter der Bach There murmured cheerfully the brook
Und rief  mit Singen und Klingen: And called with singing and ringing:
Geselle, Geselle, mir nach! Friend, friend, follow me!

Da gingen die Augen mir über, Then my eyes filled with tears,
Da ward es im Spiegel so kraus; And made the mirror ripple;
Sie sprach: Es kommt ein Regen, She spoke: “The rain comes,
Ade, ich geh nach Haus. Goodbye, I’m going home.”

We have no Lehmann master class for this song. LL: “You are alone with your adored one, the 
magic of  the quiet moonlit night envelops you, perhaps you will find the courage to ask the 
question which will decide whether your life is to be one of  joy or sorrow…The girl’s nature is 
a completely prosaic one…She looks at him with a mixture of  scorn, compassion, and fear.…
Suddenly she gets up and the only thing which she can think of  saying in this hour of  enchant-
ment is ‘It’s going to rain, goodbye, I’m going home.’ Sing this piano, rather impatiently…You 
must convey the picture of  the girl: an unromantic, commonplace nature… fearful of  any-
thing which is at all foreign to her.”
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11  Mein! (Mine!)
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LL sings Mein! (Mine!)

Bächlein, laß dein Rauschen sein! Little brook, stop your rushing!
Räder, stellt euer Brausen ein! Wheels, cease your roaring!
All ihr muntern Waldvögelein, All you merry woodland birds,
Groß und klein, Large and small,
Endet eure Melodein! Hush your melodies!
Durch den Hain Through the grove,
Aus und ein Out and in,
Schalle heut ein Reim allein: Only one phrase resounds:
Die geliebte Müllerin ist mein! The beloved miller maid is mine!
Mein! Mine!
Frühling, sind das alle deine Blümelein? Spring, are these all of  your flowers?
Sonne, hast du keinen hellern Schein? Sun, have you no brighter shine?
Ach, so muß ich ganz allein Ah, so I must be all alone
Mit dem seligen Worte mein With my blissful word,
Unverstanden in der weiten Schöpfung sein! Misunderstood in all of  creation!

MC Mein! 
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12  Pause (Interlude)
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LL sings Pause (Interlude)

Meine Laute hab ich gehängt an die Wand, My lute I’ve hung upon the wall,
Hab sie umschlungen mit einem grünen Band– I've tied it there with a green ribbon–
Ich kann nicht mehr singen, mein Herz ist zu voll, I can sing no more, my heart is too full,
Weiß nicht, wie ich's in Reime zwingen soll. I don’t know how to force the rhymes.

Meiner Sehnsucht allerheißesten Schmerz The burning pain of  my longing
Durft ich aushauchen in Liederscherz, I once could exhale out into jesting songs,
Und wie ich klagte so süß und fein, And when I lamented, so sweet and fine,
Glaubt ich doch, mein Leiden wär' nicht klein. It seemed to me my sorrows weren’t small.

Ei, wie groß ist wohl meines Glückes Last, Ah, but how huge is my joy’s weight,
Daß kein Klang auf  Erden es in sich faßt? That no sound on earth can encompass it?

Nun, liebe Laute, ruh an dem Nagel hier! Now, dear lute, rest on this nail here!
Und weht ein Lüftchen über die Saiten dir, And if  a breeze flutters over your strings,
Und streift eine Biene mit ihren Flügeln dich, And if  a bee grazes you with its wings,
Da wird mir so bange, und es durchschauert mich. I’m anxious and I shudder runs through me.

Warum ließ ich das Band auch hängen so lang? Why have I left that ribbon hanging there so long?
Oft fliegt's um die Saiten mit seufzendem Klang. Often it brushes the strings with a sighing sound.
Ist es der Nachklang meiner Liebespein? Is it the echo of  my love’s pain?
Soll es das Vorspiel neuer Lieder sein? Can it be the prelude to new songs?

MC Pause 
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13  Mit dem grünen Lautenbande  
(With the Green Lute Ribbon)
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LL sings Mit dem grünen 
Lautenbande (With the 

Green Lute Ribbon)

»Schad um das schöne grüne Band, “What a shame about the green ribbon,
Daß es verbleicht hier an der Wand, That it fades here on the wall,
Ich hab das Grün so gern!« I like green so much!”
So sprachst du, Liebchen, heut zu mir; So you said, sweetheart, today to me;
Gleich knüpf  ich's ab und send es dir: Right away I’ll untie it and send it to you:
Nun hab das Grüne gern! Now enjoy the green!

Ist auch dein ganzer Liebster weiß, Even though your lover is white [with flour],
Soll Grün doch haben seinen Preis, Green shall still have its prize,
Und ich auch hab es gern. And I also like [green].
Weil unsre Lieb ist immergrün, Because our love is evergreen,
Weil grün der Hoffnung Fernen blühn, Because hope’s far reaches bloom green,
Drum haben wir es gern. So we are both fond of  green.

Nun schlinge in die Locken dein Now pleasantly entwine in your curls
Das grüne Band gefällig ein, The green ribbon, if  you please,
Du hast ja's Grün so gern. Since you’re so fond of  green.
Dann weiß ich, wo die Hoffnung wohnt, Then I’ll know where hope dwells,
Dann weiß ich, wo die Liebe thront, Then I’ll know, where love is enthroned,
Dann hab ich's Grün erst gern. Only then shall I really love green.

MC Mit dem grünen Lautenband
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14  Der Jäger (The Hunter)
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LL sings  Der Jäger  
(The Hunter)

Was sucht denn der Jäger am Mühlbach hier? What does the hunter seek at the mill stream here?
Bleib, trotziger Jäger, in deinem Revier! Remain, bold hunter, in your own preserve!
Hier gibt es kein Wild zu jagen für dich, Here there’s no game for you to hunt,
Hier wohnt nur ein Rehlein, ein zahmes, für mich, Here dwells only a little doe, a tame one, for me,
Und willst du das zärtliche Rehlein sehn, And if  you wish to see the tender doe,
So laß deine Büchsen im Walde stehn, Then leave your rifle behind in the woods,
Und laß deine klaffenden Hunde zu Haus, And leave your yelping dogs at home,
Und laß auf  dem Horne den Saus und Braus, And stop the horn from blowing and blasting,
Und schere vom Kinne das struppige Haar, And shave from your chin the bristly hair,
Sonst scheut sich im Garten das Rehlein fürwahr. Otherwise the doe will hide herself  in the garden.

Doch besser, du bliebest im Walde dazu Or better yet, just remain in the forest
Und ließest die Mühlen und Müller in Ruh. And leave the mills and the miller in peace.
Was taugen die Fischlein im grünen Gezweig? What use would a fish be in the green branches?
Was will den das Eichhorn im bläulichen Teich? What would the squirrel want in a blue pond?
Drum bleibe, du trotziger Jäger, im Hain, So stay, bold hunter, in the woods,
Und laß mich mit meinen drei Rädern allein; And leave me with my three wheels alone;
Und willst meinem Schätzchen dich machen beliebt, And if  you’d like to endear yourself  to my sweetheart,
So wisse, mein Freund, was ihr Herzchen betrübt: Then know, my friend, what troubles her heart:
Die Eber, die kommen zur Nacht aus dem Hain The boars that come at night from the grove
Und brechen in ihren Kohlgarten ein And break into her cabbage patch
Und treten und wühlen herum in dem Feld: And trample and wallow around in the field:
Die Eber, die schieß, du Jägerheld! The boars, shoot them, you gallant hunter!

MC Der Jäger 
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We haven’t been able to locate the art Lehmann intended for this song, so 
I’m using this one of hers possibly intended for another song.

15  Eifersucht und Stolz  
(Jealousy and Pride)
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LL sings Eifersucht und 
Stolz (Jealousy and Pride)

Wohin so schnell, so kraus und wild, mein lieber Bach? Where so quickly, so ruffled and wild, my dear brook?
Eilst du voll Zorn dem frechen Bruder Jäger nach? Do you hurry full of  anger after arrogant brother hunter?
Kehr um, kehr um, und schilt erst deine Müllerin Turn around and scold first your miller maid,
Für ihren leichten, losen, kleinen Flattersinn. For her light, wanton, little fickleness.

Sahst du sie gestern abend nicht am Tore stehn, Didn’t you see her standing at the door last night,
Mit langem Halse nach der großen Straße sehn? Craning her neck toward the large street?
Wenn vom den Fang der Jäger lustig zieht nach Haus, When the hunter returns gaily home from the catch,
Da steckt kein sittsam Kind den Kopf  zum Fenster 'naus. No decent girl sticks her head out the window.

Geh, Bächlein, hin und sag ihr das; doch sag ihr nicht, Go, brooklet, and tell her that; but tell her not,
Hörst du, kein Wort von meinem traurigen Gesicht. Do you hear? Not a word about my sad face.
Sag ihr: Er schnitzt bei mir sich eine Pfeif' aus Rohr Tell her: he is carving a pipe from a reed
Und bläst den Kindern schöne Tänz' und Lieder vor. And plays pretty dances and songs for the children.

MC Eifersucht und Stolz
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16  Die liebe Farbe  
(The Favorite Color)
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LL sings Die liebe Farbe 
(The Favorite Color)

In Grün will ich mich kleiden, In green will I dress myself,
In grüne Tränenweiden: In green weeping willows:
Mein Schatz hat's Grün so gern. My sweetheart is so fond of  green.
Will suchen einen Zypressenhain, I’ll look for a cypress thicket,
Eine Heide von grünen Rosmarein: A hedge of  green rosemary:
Mein Schatz hat's Grün so gern. My sweetheart is so fond of  green.

Wohlauf  zum fröhlichen Jagen! Away to the joyous hunt!
Wohlauf  durch Heid' und Hagen! Away through heath and hedge!
Mein Schatz hat's Jagen so gern. My sweetheart is so fond of  hunting.
Das Wild, das ich jage, das ist der Tod; The game that I hunt is death;
Die Heide, die heiß ich die Liebesnot: The heath is what I call love’s distress:
Mein Schatz hat's Jagen so gern. My sweetheart is so fond of  hunting.

Grabt mir ein Grab im Wasen, Dig me a grave in the turf,
Deckt mich mit grünem Rasen: Cover me with green grass:
Mein Schatz hat's Grün so gern. My sweetheart is so fond of  green.
Kein Kreuzlein schwarz, kein Blümlein bunt, No black cross, no colorful flowers,
Grün, alles grün so rings und rund! Green, everything green all around!
Mein Schatz hat's Grün so gern. My sweetheart is so fond of  green.

MC Die liebe Farbe
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17  Die böse Farbe (The Hated Color)
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LL sings Die böse Farbe 
(The Hated Color)

Ich möchte ziehn in die Welt hinaus, I’d like to go out into the world,
Hinaus in die weite Welt; Out into the wide world;
Wenn's nur so grün, so grün nicht wär, If  only it weren’t so green, so green,
Da draußen in Wald und Feld! Out there in the forest and field!

Ich möchte die grünen Blätter all I’d like to pluck all the green leaves
Pflücken von jedem Zweig, From every branch,
Ich möchte die grünen Gräser all I’d like to weep on all the green grass
Weinen ganz totenbleich. Until it’s as pale as death.

Ach Grün, du böse Farbe du, Ah, green, you hated color, you,
Was siehst mich immer an Why do you always look at me,
So stolz, so keck, so schadenfroh, So proud, so bold, so gloating,
Mich armen weißen Mann? Me a poor, white [flour-covered] man?

Ich möchte liegen vor ihrer Tür I’d like to lay in front of  her door,
Im Sturm und Regen und Schnee. In storm and rain and snow.
Und singen ganz leise bei Tag und Nacht And sing quite softly by day and night
Das eine Wörtchen: Ade! The one little word: farewell!

Horch, wenn im Wald ein Jagdhorn schallt, Listen, when in the woods a hunter’s horn sounds,
Da klingt ihr Fensterlein! Her window clicks!
Und schaut sie auch nach mir nicht aus, And she looks out, but not for me,
Darf  ich doch schauen hinein. [Yet] I can certainly look in.

O binde von der Stirn dir ab Oh do unwind from your brow
Das grüne, grüne Band; That green, green ribbon;
Ade, ade! Und reiche mir Farewell, farewell! And give me
Zum Abschied deine Hand! Your hand in parting!

We have no Lehmann master class for this song. LL: “You  cannot escape from the 
obsession: the color green pursues you, mocks you…Your mind begins to be con-
fused…Wherever you might flee, the color green is there–the forest, the fields, the 
banks of  the brook…[Begin] with great violence, like a cry of  fear…and whisper 
with an expression of  insanity–’Wenn's nur so grün, so grün nicht wär…’”
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18  Trockne Blumen  
(Withered Flowers)
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Ihr Blümlein alle,  All you little flowers,
Die sie mir gab,  That she gave me,
Euch soll man legen  You shall be laid
Mit mir ins Grab.  With me in my grave.

Wie seht ihr alle  Why do you all look
Mich an so weh,  At me so sadly,
Als ob ihr wüßtet,  As if  you had known,
Wie mir gescheh?  What would happen to me?

Ihr Blümlein alle,  You little flowers all,
Wie welk, wie blaß?  How wilted, how pale?
Ihr Blümlein alle,  You little flowers all,
Wovon so naß?  Why so moist?

Ach, Tränen machen  Ah, tears will not make
Nicht maiengrün,  The green of  May,
Machen tote Liebe  Don’t make dead love
Nicht wieder blühn.  Bloom again.

Und Lenz wird kommen,  And spring will come,
Und Winter wird gehn,  And winter will go,
Und Blümlein werden  And flowers will
Im Grase stehn.  Grow in the grass.

Und Blümlein liegen  And flowers will lie
In meinem Grab,  In my grave,
Die Blümlein alle,  All the flowers
Die sie mir gab.  That she gave me.

Und wenn sie wandelt  And when she strolls
Am Hügel vorbei  Past the grave
Und denkt im Herzen:  And thinks in her heart:
Der meint' es treu!  His feelings were true!

Dann, Blümlein alle,  Then, all you little flowers,
Heraus, heraus!  Come forth, come forth,
Der Mai ist kommen,  May has come,
Der Winter ist aus.  Winter is over.

LL sings Trockne Blumen 
(Withered Flowers)

MC Trockne Blumen
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19  Der Müller und der Bach  
(The Miller and the Brook)
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LL sings  
Der Müller und der Bach  

(The Miller and the Brook)

Der Müller: The Miller:
 Wo ein treues Herze  Where a true heart
 In Liebe vergeht,  Perishes from love,
 Da welken die Lilien  There wither the lilies
 Auf  jedem Beet;  In every flower bed;

 Da muß in die Wolken  Then into the clouds must
 Der Vollmond gehn,  The full moon go,
 Damit seine Tränen  So that her tears
 Die Menschen nicht sehn;  People don’t see;

 Da halten die Englein  Then angels
 Die Augen sich zu  shut their eyes
 Und schluchzen und singen  And sob and sing
 Die Seele zur Ruh'.  The soul to rest.

Der Bach: The Brook:
 Und wenn sich die Liebe  And when love
 Dem Schmerz entringt,  Breaks away from pain,
 Ein Sternlein, ein neues,  A little star, a new one,
 Am Himmel erblinkt;  Twinkles in the sky;

 Da springen drei Rosen,  Three roses spring up,
 Halb rot und halb weiß,  Half  red and half  white,
 Die welken nicht wieder,  That never wilt,
 Aus Dornenreis.  On thorny stalks.

 Und die Engelein schneiden  And the angels cut off
 Die Flügel sich ab  Their wings
 Und gehn alle Morgen  And go every morning
 Zur Erde herab.  Down to earth.

Der Müller: The Miller:
 Ach Bächlein, liebes Bächlein,  Ah, brooklet, dear little brook,
 Du meinst es so gut:  You mean it so well,
 Ach Bächlein, aber weißt du,  Ah, brooklet, but do you know,
 Wie Liebe tut?  What love does [to you]?

 Ach unten, da unten  Ah, below, down there
 Die kühle Ruh!  The cool rest!
 Ach Bächlein, liebes Bächlein,  Ah, brooklet, dear little brook,
 So singe nur zu.  Just sing on.

MC Der Müller…
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20  Des Baches Wiegenlied  
(The Brook’s Lullaby)
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LL sings 
Des Baches Wiegenlied 
(The Brook’s Lullaby)

Gute Ruh, gute Ruh! Rest well, rest well!
Tu die Augen zu! Close your eyes!
Wandrer, du müder, du bist zu Haus. Wanderer, tired one, you are home.
Die Treu' ist hier, Fidelity is here,
Sollst liegen bei mir, You shall lie with me,
Bis das Meer will trinken die Bächlein aus. Until the sea drains the brooklet dry.

Wenn ein Jagdhorn schallt When a hunting horn sounds
Aus dem grünen Wald, From the green forest,
Will ich sausen und brausen wohl um dich her. I will roar and rush around you.
Blickt nicht herein, Don’t peep in here,
Blaue Blümelein! Little blue flowers!
Ihr macht meinem Schläfer die Träume so schwer. You trouble my sleeper’s dreams so badly.

Gute Nacht, gute Nacht! Good night, good night,
Bis alles wacht, Until everything awakes,
Schlaf  aus deine Freude, schlaf  aus dein Leid! Sleep away your joy, sleep away your pain!
Der Vollmond steigt, The full moon rises,
Der Nebel weicht, The mist fades,
Und der Himmel da oben, wie ist er so weit! And the sky above, how vast is is!

MC Des Baches…
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In 1943 Lehmann wrote the following note to her brother Fritz that 
accompanied her quick paintings for Die schöne Müllerin.

Mein lieber Fritz,

Wenn Dir die Sachen ein bischen gefallen, haben sie ihren Zweck erfüllt. Mein 
“Neujahrsgeschenk.”

Im Sommer möchte ich gern mit Frau Behrends Hilfe das alles noch mal machen, es 
ist ja meistens sehr kindisch gezeichnet, aber es war sehr schwer. Ich habe zwei ganze 
Tage daran gearbeitet.

Innigste Deine Lotte

[My dear Fritz, If  these things have pleased you even a little, then their goal has been 
achieved. My “New Years’ Gift.” 

In summer I’d like Mrs. Behrend’s help to do them once again as they’re mostly 
childishly drawn, but it’s very difficult. I have spent two complete days working. 
Deeply, your Lotte]

Lotte Lehmann with her brother Fritz in Santa Barbara



Dedication

Die schöne Müllerin drawings from 1943

393



C H A P T E R  13

Of Heaven, Hell & 
Hollywood

“Of  all my brain children, this is my favorite,” wrote Lotte Lehmann of  her 
Satirical Fantasy, Of  Heaven, Hell and Hollywood. She’d begun it in her native 
German, returned to write it in English, and ‘finished’ in 1950 by having Frances 
Holden improve the English when necessary. As far as I can tell, this 162 page 
manuscript along with the drawings that Lehmann intended should accompany 
the whole thing, has never before been made available to the public. You’ll find 
two galleries of  the drawings that you will need to insert where appropriate. 
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There’s no indication from any source as to where Lehmann wanted to place her 
drawings. Some are obvious, but others are certainly open to speculation. So in a 
creative way, you the reader will become the co-author with Lehmann, mentally 
placing the drawings where you think they best reflect the text. Enjoy!
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Drawings for Of Heaven, Hell and Hollywood
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Lehmann’s Drawings for Of Heaven, Hell and Hollywood
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This almost blank final page demonstrates the faith that Lehmann had that her 
work with its drawings would be published. She had sought a publisher, but the 
result wasn’t mutually satisfying, so her favorite child lay unrecognized.



C H A P T E R  14

The Author

The author, Gary Hickling, came to the world of  classical vocal music thanks to 
Lotte Lehmann. She unknowingly opened the worlds of  opera and art song to 
him. While following a busy career as a classical double bassist, he still found time 
to host radio programs in New York City. Two of  these programs featured 
interviews with Lehmann. In 1988 Hickling began broadcasting programs in 
Honolulu that focused on art songs (which he considers neglected in comparison to 
opera). This long-running program is still active as of  2020. It has the sad 
distinction of  being the only radio program in the world that features art song.
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In 1990 Hickling created the Lotte Lehmann Foundation. The mission was 
larger than the world of  Lehmann; the Foundation also promoted art song. 

He established an international art song contest and major composers were 
commissioned to write the required song. Winners shared a recital.

Hickling initiated the World of  Song award and beautiful calligraphed 
documents were presented to art song singers, pianists, and composers. 

A regular Foundation newsletter was mailed to interested subscribers and an 
active website developed. Recitals were staged and filmed.

Hickling demonstrated the role of  supra titles, so successful in opera, for the 
concert singer. A few professional singers use them now.

He wrote and directed a video with singing actors, called Three American Art 
Songs. This may be viewed on YouTube. 

At a certain point, the Lehmann Foundation seemed to outgrow its Hawaiian 
roots and was moved to New York City. Eminent composers, singers, and pianists 
were active on the board, but after a few years the Foundation faltered and as we 
write, it is in hiatus.

To fill the gap, in 2013 Hickling initiated the Lotte Lehmann League, which is 
essentially a website promoting various art song projects as well as Lehmann. The 
World of  Song award was re-established and that lasted until 2017. Replacing 
Cybersing, he began the International Art Song Contest promoted by his Hawaii 
Public Radio program “Singing and other Sins.” That contest was discontinued.

Specific Lehmann projects have included Hickling’s discography for Beaumont 
Glass’ Lotte Lehmann: A Life in Opera & Song. He also advised Michael Kater for his 
biography, Never Sang for Hitler: the Life & Times of  Lotte Lehmann. 

Hickling worked on UCSB’s Lehmann Centennial, consulted with RCA for its 
Lehmann CD, produced a Lehmann tribute CD, and for the Music & Arts label, 
produced a 4 CD set of  Lehmann rarities. He conferred with the Jon Tolansky, 
producer of  a two-hour Lehmann radio documentary broadcast from Chicago on 
the 30th anniversary of  Lehmann’s death. Hickling was executive producer for the 
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2017 Marston Records release of  a 4 CD set of  Lehmann’s acoustic recordings 
and for their 2020 publication of  her Berlin “electrics.”

In 2015 he assembled the first volume of  Lotte Lehmann & Her Legacy and has 
published Lotte Lehmann & Her Legacy Volumes III-V which offer Lehmann’s master 
classes cross-indexed so that one can find a particular aria or song. Volumes VI & 
VII provide Lehmann’s interviews (the latter German) (2019). 

Hawaii has been his home for many years where Hickling shares his life with 
his partner, Dennis Moore.
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This photo has multiple personal associations for the author: Mme Lehmann is 
demonstrating for a master class in a hall at the MAW that now bears her 
name. Her assistant, friend, and later biographer with whom Gary Hickling 

worked closely, Beaumont Glass, plays piano.


