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Robert Schumann 

(1810–1856) 

Frauen-Liebe und Leben, op. 42 (1840) 

  Seit ich ihn gesehen 

  Er, der Herrlichste von allen 

  Ich kann’s nicht fassen, nicht glauben 

  Du Ring an meinem Finger 

  Helft mir, ihr Schwestern 

  Süßer Freund, du blickest 

  An meinem Herzen, an meiner Brust 

  Nun hast du mir den ersten Schmerz getan 

 

 

 

Ralph Vaughan Williams 

(1872–1958) 

Songs of Travel (1904) 

  The vagabond 

  Let Beauty awake 

  The roadside fire 

  Youth and love 

  In dreams 

  The infinite shining heavens 

  Whither must I wander 

  Bright is the ring of words 

  I have trod the upward and the downward 

   slope  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Xiao Xiao is the recipient of the Mildred H. Kellogg Endowed Voice Scholarship. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

Thank you to my dearest teacher, 

Ms. MaryAnn McCormick, 

for being so encouraging and doing everything you can  

to keep me motivated and supported throughout my program.  

Your knowledge and experience provides us with a priceless model for our own careers.  

I am so happy you are part of my education. 

 

Thank you to my wonderful coach and accompanist, 

Mr. J.J. Penna, 

your advice, kindness and passion comes through in our coaching,  

your patience and understanding are unsurpassed,  

and seems to be a part of what makes you an effective teacher and performer.  

I feel so grateful to perform this recital with you. 

 

Thank you to my beloved Parents, 

Just wanted to make sure you know that one of the biggest things I’m feeling right now  

is gratitude for the loving, supportive parents you are.  

As I look ahead to what’s next, I see lots of changes.  

But there’s at least one thing that will never change— 

how lucky I’ll always feel to have parents like you. 

 

Last but not least, 

thank you to all of my friends for your generous love and support,  

each one of you made my journey in NEC special and unforgettable,  

I couldn't have made it without you. 

 

 

 



 
Er, der Herrlichste von allen 

 

Er, der Herrlichste von allen, 

Wie so milde, wie so gut! 

Holde Lippen, klares Auge, 

Heller Sinn und fester Mut. 

 

So wie dort in blauer Tiefe, 

Hell und herrlich, jener Stern, 

Also er an meinem Himmel, 

Hell und herrlich, hehr und fern. 

 

Wandle, wandle deine Bahnen; 

Nur betrachten deinen Schein, 

Nur in Demut ihn betrachten, 

Selig nur und traurig sein! 

 

Höre nicht mein stilles Beten, 

Deinem Glücke nur geweiht; 

Darfst mich niedre Magd nicht kennen, 

Hoher Stern der Herrlichkeit! 

 

Nur die Würdigste von allen 

Darf beglücken deine Wahl, 

Und ich will die Hohe segnen, 

Viele tausendmal. 

 

Will mich freuen dann und weinen, 

Selig, selig bin ich dann; 

Sollte mir das Herz auch brechen, 

Brich, o Herz, was liegt daran? 

He, the most wonderful of all 

 

He, the most wonderful of all, 

How gentle and loving he is! 

Sweet lips, bright eyes, 

A clear mind and firm resolve. 

 

Just as there in the deep-blue distance 

That star gleams bright and brilliant, 

So does he shine in my sky, 

Bright and brilliant, distant and sublime. 

 

Wander, wander on your way, 

Just to gaze on your radiance, 

Just to gaze on in humility, 

To be but blissful and sad! 

 

Do not heed my silent prayer, 

Uttered for your happiness alone, 

You shall never know me, lowly as I am, 

You noble star of splendour! 

 

Only the worthiest woman of all 

May your choice elate, 

And I shall bless that exalted one 

Many thousands of times. 

 

Then shall I rejoice and weep, 

Blissful, blissful shall I be, 

Even if my heart should break, 

Break, O heart, what does it matter? 

 
Ich kann’s nicht fassen, nicht glauben 

 

Ich kann’s nicht fassen, nicht glauben, 

Es hat ein Traum mich berückt; 

Wie hätt er doch unter allen 

Mich Arme erhöht und beglückt? 

 

Mir war’s, er habe gesprochen: 

„Ich bin auf ewig dein“— 

Mir war’s—ich träume noch immer, 

Es kann ja nimmer so sein. 

 

O lass im Traume mich sterben, 

Gewieget an seiner Brust, 

Den seligen Tod mich schlürfen 

I cannot grasp it, believe it 

 

I cannot grasp it, believe it, 

A dream has beguiled me; 

How, from all women, could he 

Have exalted and favoured poor me? 

 

He said, I thought, 

‘I am yours forever’, 

I was, I thought, still dreaming, 

After all, it can never be. 

 

O let me, dreaming, die, 

Cradled on his breast; 

Let me savour blissful death 



 

In Tränen unendlicher Lust. In tears of endless joy. 

 

Du Ring an meinem Finger 

 

Du Ring an meinem Finger, 

Mein goldenes Ringelein, 

Ich drücke dich fromm an die Lippen, 

Dich fromm an das Herze mein. 

 

Ich hatt ihn ausgeträumet, 

Der Kindheit friedlich schönen Traum, 

Ich fand allein mich, verloren 

Im öden, unendlichen Raum. 

 

Du Ring an meinem Finger 

Da hast du mich erst belehrt, 

Hast meinem Blick erschlossen 

Des Lebens unendlichen, tiefen Wert. 

 

Ich will ihm dienen, ihm leben, 

Ihm angehören ganz, 

Hin selber mich geben und finden 

Verklärt mich in seinem Glanz. 

 

Du Ring an meinem Finger, 

Mein goldenes Ringelein, 

Ich drücke dich fromm an die Lippen, 

Dich fromm an das Herze mein. 

You ring on my finger 

 

You ring on my finger, 

My golden little ring, 

I press you devoutly to my lips, 

To my heart. 

 

I had finished dreaming 

Childhood’s peaceful dream, 

I found myself alone, forlorn 

In boundless desolation. 

 

You ring on my finger, 

You first taught me, 

Opened my eyes 

To life’s deep eternal worth. 

 

I shall serve him, live for him, 

Belong to him wholly, 

Yield to him and find 

Myself transfigured in his light. 

 

You ring on my finger, 

My golden little ring, 

I press you devoutly to my lips, 

To my heart. 

 

Helft mir, ihr Schwestern 

 

Helft mir, ihr Schwestern, 

Freundlich mich schmücken, 

Dient der Glücklichen heute mir, 

Windet geschäftig 

Mir um die Stirne 

Noch der blühenden Myrte Zier. 

 

Als ich befriedigt, 

Freudigen Herzens, 

Sonst dem Geliebten im Arme lag, 

Immer noch rief er, 

Sehnsucht im Herzen, 

Ungeduldig den heutigen Tag. 

Help me, my sisters 

 

Help me, my sisters, 

With my bridal attire, 

Serve me today in my joy, 

Busily braid 

About my brow 

The wreath of blossoming myrtle. 

 

When with contentment 

And joy in my heart 

I lay in my beloved’s arms, 

He still called, 

With longing heart, 

Impatiently for this day. 

 

 

 (The text continues on the following page.  Please turn the page quietly.) 



 

Helft mir, ihr Schwestern, 

Helft mir verscheuchen 

Eine törichte Bangigkeit, 

Dass ich mit klarem 

Aug ihn empfange, 

Ihn, die Quelle der Freudigkeit. 

 

Bist, mein Geliebter, 

Du mir erschienen, 

Giebst du mir, Sonne, deinen Schein? 

Lass mich in Andacht, 

Lass mich in Demut, 

Lass mich verneigen dem Herren mein. 

 

Streuet ihm, Schwestern, 

Streuet ihm Blumen, 

Bringet ihm knospende Rosen dar, 

Aber euch, Schwestern, 

Grüss ich mit Wehmut, 

Freudig scheidend aus eurer Schar. 

Help me, my sisters, 

Help me banish 

A foolish fearfulness; 

So that I with bright eyes  

May receive him, 

The source of all my joy. 

 

Have you, my love, 

Really entered my life, 

Do you, O sun, give me your glow? 

Let me in reverence, 

Let me in humility 

Bow before my lord. 

 

Scatter flowers, O sisters, 

Scatter flowers before him, 

Bring him budding roses. 

But you, sisters, 

I greet with sadness, 

As I joyfully take leave of you. 

 

Süsser Freund, du blickest 

 

Süsser Freund, du blickest 

Mich verwundert an, 

Kannst es nicht begreifen, 

Wie ich weinen kann; 

Lass der feuchten Perlen 

Ungewohnte Zier 

Freudig hell erzittern 

In dem Auge mir! 

 

Wie so bang mein Busen, 

Wie so wonnevoll! 

Wüsst ich nur mit Worten, 

Wie ich’s sagen soll; 

Komm und birg dein Antlitz 

Hier an meiner Brust, 

Will in’s Ohr dir flüstern 

Alle meine Lust. 

 

Weisst du nun die Tränen, 

Die ich weinen kann, 

Sollst du nicht sie sehen, 

Du geliebter Mann? 

Bleib an meinem Herzen, 

Fühle dessen Schlag, 

Sweet friend, you look 

 

Sweet friend, you look 

At me in wonder, 

You cannot understand 

How I can weep; 

Let the unfamiliar beauty 

Of these moist pearls 

Tremble joyfully bright 

In my eyes! 

 

How anxious my heart is, 

How full of bliss! 

If only I knew 

How to say it in words; 

Come and hide your face 

Here against my breast, 

For me to whisper you 

All my joy. 

 

Do you now understand the tears 

That I can weep, 

Should you not see them, 

Beloved husband? 

Stay by my heart, 

Feel how it beats, 



 
Dass ich fest und fester 

Nur dich drücken mag. 

 

Hier an meinem Bette 

Hat die Wiege Raum, 

Wo sie still verberge 

Meinen holden Traum; 

Kommen wird der Morgen, 

Wo der Traum erwacht, 

Und daraus dein Bildnis 

Mir entgegen lacht. 

That I may press you 

Closer and closer. 

 

Here by my bed 

There is room for the cradle, 

Silently hiding 

My blissful dream; 

The morning shall come 

When the dream awakens, 

And your likeness 

Laughs up at me. 

 
An meinem Herzen, an meine Brust 

 

An meinem Herzen, an meiner Brust, 

Du meine Wonne, du meine Lust! 

 

Das Glück ist die Liebe, die Lieb ist das Glück, 

Ich hab’s gesagt und nehm’s nicht zurück. 

 

Hab überschwenglich mich geschätzt, 

Bin überglücklich aber jetzt. 

 

Nur die da säugt, nur die da liebt 

Das Kind, dem sie die Nahrung giebt; 

 

Nur eine Mutter weiss allein, 

Was lieben heisst und glücklich sein. 

 

O, wie bedaur’ ich doch den Mann, 

Der Mutterglück nicht fühlen kann! 

 

Du lieber, lieber Engel, Du 

Du schauest mich an und lächelst dazu! 

 

An meinem Herzen, an meiner Brust, 

Du meine Wonne, du meine Lust! 

On my heart, at my breast 

 

On my heart, at my breast, 

You my delight, my joy! 

 

Happiness is love, love is happiness, 

I’ve always said and say so still. 

 

I thought myself rapturous, 

But now am delirious with joy. 

 

Only she who suckles, only she who loves 

The child that she nourishes; 

 

Only a mother knows 

What it means to love and be happy. 

 

Ah, how I pity the man 

Who cannot feel a mother’s bliss! 

 

You dear, dear angel, you, 

You look at me and you smile! 

 

On my heart, at my breast, 

You my delight, my joy! 

 



 
Nun hast du mir den ersten Schmerz getan 

 

Nun hast du mir den ersten Schmerz getan, 

Der aber traf. 

Du schläfst, du harter, unbarmherz’ger Mann, 

Den Todesschlaf. 

 

Es blicket die Verlassne vor sich hin, 

Die Welt ist leer. 

Geliebet hab ich und gelebt, ich bin 

Nicht lebend mehr. 

 

Ich zieh mich in mein Innres still zurück, 

Der Schleier fällt, 

Da hab ich dich und mein verlornes Glück, 

Du meine Welt! 

 

Adelbert von Chamisso 

 

 

Now you have caused me my first pain 

 

Now you have caused me my first pain, 

But it struck hard, 

You sleep, you harsh and pitiless man, 

The sleep of death. 

 

The deserted one stares ahead, 

The world is void. 

I have loved and I have lived, 

And now my life is done. 

 

Silently I withdraw into myself, 

The veil falls, 

There I have you and my lost happiness, 

You, my world! 

 

Translation © Richard Stokes, author of The 

Book of Lieder (Faber, 2005) provided courtesy 

of Oxford Lieder www.oxfordlieder.co.uk 

The vagabond 

 

Give to me the life I love, 

Let the lave go by me, 

Give the jolly heaven above, 

And the byway nigh me. 

Bed in the bush with stars to see, 

Bread I dip in the river— 

There’s the life for a man like me, 

There’s the life for ever. 

 

Let the blow fall soon or late, 

Let what will be o’er me; 

Give the face of earth around, 

And the road before me. 

Wealth I seek not, hope nor love, 

Nor a friend to know me; 

All I seek, the heaven above, 

And the road below me. 

 

Or let autumn fall on me 

Where afield I linger, 

Silencing the bird on tree, 

Biting the blue finger. 

White as meal the frosty field— 

Warm the fireside haven— 

Not to autumn will I yield, 

Not to winter even! 



 

Let Beauty awake 

 

Let Beauty awake in the morn from beautiful dreams, 

Beauty awake from rest! 

Let Beauty awake 

For Beauty’s sake 

In the hour when the birds awake in the brake 

And the stars are bright in the west! 

 

Let Beauty awake in the eve from the slumber of day, 

Awake in the crimson eve! 

In the day’s dusk end 

When the shades ascend, 

Let her wake to the kiss of a tender friend, 

To render again and receive! 

 

 

The roadside fire 

 

I will make you brooches and toys for your delight 

Of bird-song at morning and star-shine at night, 

I will make a palace fit for you and me 

Of green days in forests, and blue days at sea. 

 

I will make my kitchen, and you shall keep your room, 

Where white flows the river and bright blows the broom; 

And you shall wash your linen and keep your body white 

In rainfall at morning and dewfall at night. 

 

And this shall be for music when no one else is near, 

The fine song for singing, the rare song to hear! 

That only I remember, that only you admire, 

Of the broad road that stretches and the roadside fire. 

 

 

Youth and love 

 

To the heart of youth the world is a highwayside. 

Passing for ever, he fares; and on either hand, 

Deep in the gardens golden pavilions hide, 

Nestle in orchard bloom, and far on the level land 

Call him with lighted lamp in the eventide. 

 

Thick as stars at night when the moon is down, 

Pleasures assail him. He to his nobler fate 

Fares; and but waves a hand as he passes on, 

Cries but a wayside word to her at the garden gate, 

Sings but a boyish stave and his face is gone. 

 



 

In dreams 

 

In dreams unhappy, I behold you stand 

As heretofore: 

The unremember’d tokens in your hand 

Avail no more. 

 

No more the morning glow, no more the grace, 

Enshrines, endears. 

Cold beats the light of time upon your face 

And shows your tears. 

 

He came and went. Perchance you wept awhile 

And then forgot. 

Ah me! but he that left you with a smile 

Forgets you not. 

 

 

The infinite shining heavens 

 

The infinite shining heavens 

Rose, and I saw in the night 

Uncountable angel stars 

Showering sorrow and light. 

 

I saw them distant as heaven, 

Dumb and shining and dead, 

And the idle stars of the night 

Were dearer to me than bread. 

 

Night after night in my sorrow 

The stars looked over the sea, 

Till lo! I looked in the dusk 

And a star had come down to me. 

 

 

Whither must I wander? 

 

Home no more home to me, whither must I wander? 

Hunger my driver, I go where I must. 

Cold blows the winter wind over hill and heather: 

Thick drives the rain and my roof is in the dust. 

Loved of wise men was the shade of my roof-tree, 

The true word of welcome was spoken in the door— 

Dear days of old with the faces in the firelight, 

Kind folks of old, you come again no more. 

 

Home was home then, my dear, full of kindly faces, 

Home was home then, my dear, happy for the child. 



 

Fire and the windows bright glittered on the moorland; 

Song, tuneful song, built a palace in the wild. 

Now when day dawns on the brow of the moorland, 

Lone stands the house, and the chimney-stone is cold. 

Lone let it stand, now the friends are all departed, 

The kind hearts, the true hearts, that loved the place of old. 

 

Spring shall come, come again, calling up the moorfowl, 

Spring shall bring the sun and rain, bring the bees and flowers; 

Red shall the heather bloom over hill and valley, 

Soft flow the stream through the even-flowing hours. 

Fair the day shine as it shone on my childhood— 

Fair shine the day on the house with open door; 

Birds come and cry there and twitter in the chimney— 

But I go for ever and come again no more. 

 

 

Bright is the ring of words 

 

Bright is the ring of words 

When the right man rings them, 

Fair the fall of songs 

When the singer sings them, 

Still they are carolled and said— 

On wings they are carried— 

After the singer is dead 

And the maker buried. 

 

Low as the singer lies 

In the field of heather, 

Songs of his fashion bring 

The swains together. 

And when the west is red 

With the sunset embers, 

The lover lingers and sings 

And the maid remembers. 

 

 

I have trod the upward and the downward slope 

 

I have trod the upward and the downward slope; 

I have endured and done in days before; 

I have longed for all, and bid farewell to hope; 

And I have lived and loved, and closed the door. 

 

Robert Louis Stevenson 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

Food and drink are not allowed in the concert hall, 

and photography and audio or video recording are prohibited.  

Assistive listening devices are available for all Jordan Hall concerts;  

contact the head usher or house manager on duty or inquire at the Coat Room. 

Latecomers will be seated at the discretion of management.  
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