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Translations

Danksagung an den Bach
Giving thanks to the brook

Is this, then, what you meant,
My babbling friend?

Your singing and your ringing?
Is this what you meant?

‘To the maid of the mill”
It seems to say...

Have | understood?

‘To the maid of the mill”

Did she send you,

Or have you entranced me?

I should like to know this, too:
Did she send you?

Now, however it may be,

| yield to my fate;

What | sought, | have found.
However it may be.

| asked for work;

Now have | enough

For my hands and my heart;
Completely enough!



Der Neugierige
The Curious One

| ask no fower,

| ask no star;

None of them can tell me

What | would so dearly like to hear.

For I am no gardener,
And the stars are too high;
I will ask my little brook
if my heart has lied to me.

O brook of my love,

How silent you are today!

I wish to know just one thing,

One small word, over and over again.

One word is ‘yes’,

The other is ‘no’;

These two words contain for me the whole world.

O brook of my love,

How wonderful you are.

| will tell no one else;

Say, brook, does she love me?

Der Jager
The Hunter

What does the hunter seek here by the millstream?
Stay in your own territory, defant hunter!

Here is no game for you to hunt;

Here dwells only a tame fawn for me.

And should you wish to see that gentle fawn,
Leave your guns in the forest,

Leave your baying hounds at home,

Stop that pealing din on your horn

And shave that unkempt beard from your chin,
Or the fawn will take fright in the garden.

But it would be better if you stayed in the forest

And left mills and millers in peace.

How can fsh thrive among green branches?

What can the squirrel want in the blue pond?

Stay in the wood, then defant hunter,

And leave me alone with my three mill-wheels,

And if you wish to make yourself popular with my sweetheart,
Then, my friend, you should know what distresses her heart:
Wild boars come out of the wood at night,

And break into her cabbage patch,

Rooting about and trampling over the feld.

Shoot the wild boars, hunting hero!



