
AUS MEINEN TRÄNEN SPRIEßEN 
 
Heinrich Heine 
 
 
From my tears arise, come 
flowerets fair and frail, 
and all my sighs become 
a choir of nightingales. 
 
If you love me, my belle, 
I’ll give each blossom frail, 
before your pane shall swell 
songs of the nightingale. 
 

—Translated by Phillip A. Ellis 
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