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Slavic culture embraces a range of ancient folk styles and is found within old
Russian, Ukrainian, Czech and Moravian societies, among others. This recital
explores an array of songs influenced, whether subtly or overtly, by Slavic music
and poetry.

Nikolai Rimsky-Korsakov's Gornimi tikha (‘Softly the soul flew up to heaven’),
Op.27 No.1 (1882-3) was written in the wake of his opera, The Show Maiden,
after which he struggled creatively, feeling that he had said most of what he
wanted to say. The song sets an unusual poem by Tolstoy in which a soul in
heaven longs to return to Earth to provide solace to those in pain, represented
by a vocal line that soars above the piano part. Rimsky-Korsakov's creative crisis
liffed in 1888-9, when Wagner's Ring Cycle brought fresh inspiration. His Two
Songs, Op.56, date from 1898, and set poetry by Maykov. Nimfa (‘The nymph’),
about a near miss between a lonely nymph and a sailor, features an undulating
piano part full of delicious harmonies underpinning a captivating melody, while
the seductive fantasy of ‘Summer Night's Dream’ begins with a magical piano
introduction before the soprano unleashes an increasingly ecstatic, almost
operatic, melody.

Antonin Dvordk began his career as a professional violist in Prague’s theatrical
orchestras. To supplement his paltry income, Dvordk gave piano lessons, and
from 1865 he taught the daughters of a Prague goldsmith, Josefina and Anna
Cermdkova. He fell in love with Josefina, but his feelings were unreciprocated;
like Mozart, he ended up marrying the younger sister of the woman he had first
loved. Antonin and Anna were married in 1873 and had nine children, six of
whom survived infancy. The song cycle Cyprise (‘Cypresses’, B11) was written in
1865, with eight of the songs later revised as Dvordk’s Love Songs, Op.83, in
1888; Dvordk had arranged 12 of the songs for string quartet the year before.
All of the texts are by Gustav Pleger-Moravsky, and the rhythm of the words
informs Dvordk’s approach to his melodic lines throughout the cycle. He was



concerned with capturing the mood of each poem, in the process exhibiting
a romanticism that shows the influence of Schubert and Schumann.

The opening song, O nasi Idsce nekvete (‘Oh, that longed-for happiness’), is
a tender, resigned farewell to a love that has not bloomed; V tak mnohem
srdci mrtvo jest (‘So many a heart is as though dead’) is more melancholy
still, reflecting on hearts bereft of love briefly hoping that it has returned. The
third song, Kol domu se ted’potdcim (‘Around the house now | stagger’)
includes folk-like motifs to illustrate the erratic wanderings of a rejected lover,
while in the lyrical J& vim, Ze v sladke nadéji (‘| know, with sweet hope’), joy is
allowed to flourish until the last lines reveal that love is overshadowed by an
impending threat, illustrated by Dvordk with a delicate piano postlude that
ends ambiguously. Nad krajem vévodi lehky spdnek (‘Over the landscape

a light slumber reigns’) is structured in a similar way, full of pleasant imagery
until the very last lines, with Dvordk reflecting each aspect of the text through
shapely melody and varied, vivid piano writing. Zde v lese u potoka (‘In the
woods by the stream’) is gently introspective, with another subtly chilling
ending, while V té sladké moci oci tvych (‘In that sweet power of your eyes’)
is more ardent, but again with phrasing that closely follows the text. The
cycle ends with the sublime, other-worldly O duse drdha jedinkd (‘Oh dear,
matchless soul’).

In 1886, Pyofr II'yich Tchaikovsky renewed his friendship with the Grand Duke
Konstantin Romanov, who informed the composer that the Empress wanted him
to write something for her. Tchaikovsky responded with the Romances, Op.60
(1886), of which No.12, Nam zviozdi krotkie siali (‘Gentle stars were shining upon
us') is fo a text by Pescheyev reminiscing about past love. Tchaikovsky's songs
of 1878-1885 displayed a confident facade beneath which he charted the
events of his life in collections such as his Op.47 (1880), which reflected a painful
encounter with Antonina Miliukova, the student he had married with disastrous



consequences in 1877. To a text by Apukhtin, Den li tsarit (‘Can it be day?’,
No.é) is a full-throated outpouring of unfulfiled longing, a theme that would
recur throughout the composer’s life. Similarly, the earlier Op.é songs directly
addressed aspects of Tchaikovsky's personal life, in this case his courtship of the
Belgian soprano Désirée Artotin 1868. They were engaged until Artét's refusal to
move or to curtail her career put an end to the relationship. Otchevo (‘Why?’,
Op.6, No.5), to words by Heinrich Heine, is a poignant reflection on faded love,
arficulated through an increasingly powerful soprano line supported by the
piano’s chordal accompaniment.

Sergei Rachmaninov composed songs throughout his career, and while

their reputation may have been overshadowed by the grand passions of

his large-scale works, the concision of song distils info concentrated form

the very essence of his style. The Op.4 songs were written not long after the
success of Rachmaninov's opera, Aleko in the spring of 1893. Tchaikovsky

was delighted with Aleko, and this encouragement from one of his heroes
motivated Rachmaninov to complete the Op.4 and Op.8 sets of songs during
the summer and autumn of the same year. Some of the Six Romances, Op.4
had been begun earlier, and the fourth, Oh, never sing to me again, dates from
1892. The song begins with a melancholic infroduction, the piano unfolding
long, introspective phrases in the right hand over the left hand’s gentle
accompaniment. The melodic contours and sorrowful tone of the infroduction
are taken up by the voice, which enters with an anguished cry, reflecting
Pushkin’s text, in which the narrator seeks escape from painful memories. The
next song in the set, The Harvest of Sorrow, is to words by Tolstoy in which the
poet’s thoughts are likened to grain in a field being blown in all directions before
a seed of grief takes root. The soprano’s line has the quality of Russian folk music,
while the piano part illustrates the blustery imagery of the text.



Rachmaninov’s 12 Songs, Op.21 (1900-2), were written not long after the
composition of his Piano Concerto No.2 and echo its lush, Romantic style.
Rachmaninov really hit his song-writing stride in the Op.12 songs, which achieve
a poised balance between voice and piano. The piano’s role becomes
integral to the communication of each text, adding layers of musical insight or
commentary to those of the voice. How fair this spot, Op.21 No.7, to poetry by
Galina, paints a picture of an idyll in which man, God and Nature are in perfect
harmony, the soprano line soaring above the piano’s rich cushion of sound.

This blissful mood continues in Spring Waters, the eleventh of the 12 Romances,
Op.14, to words by Tyutchev celebrating the impending joys of spring. The piano
part’s running lines build up energy and anticipation, leading into passionate
outbursts from both voice and piano.

In 1909 Rachmaninov embarked on his first American tour, which he did not enjoy;
afterwards he retreated to his Russian country estate at lIvanovka where, over the
next few summers, he wrote a number of significant works including the 14 Songs,
Op.34 (1910-12). Rachmaninov's experience of writing the choral symphony, The
Bells, with its prominent vocal solos, informed his approach to his final sets of songs,
Opp.34 and 38. Rachmaninov tailored his Op.34 songs to the singers Chaliapin,
Litvin, Sobinov and Nezhdanova, and used the piano part to accentuate key
words in the texts, which are by prominent Russian Romantics. Arion (No.5) is to a
brooding poem by Pushkin about a shipwreck from which the narrator is the only
survivor, a subject that elicits from Rachmaninov a stormy response.

Leo$ Janacek compiled his 53 folksong arrangements entitled Moravska lidova
poezie v pisnich or ‘Moravian folk poetry in songs’, JW V/2, between 1892 and
1901. Moravia is one of the three historical Czech regions, the others being
Bohemia and Czech Silesia; like Dvordk and Smetana, Jandcek embraced



the folk music of his homeland and arranged it or incorporated it into his own
compositions. The first song, Laska (‘Love’), is concise but deeply expressive,
while Stdlost (‘Constancy’), No.16, is a restless song full of irrepressible forward
motion. Rozmaryn (‘Rosemary’, No.30) features a soulful, expansive vocal line
over subtly illustrative piano gestures, and the joyful Muzikanti, No.50, takes
wedding ‘Musicians’ as its subject.

Vitézslav Novdk was also fascinated by Moravian folk music and was deeply
influenced by Jandcek, with whom he became familiarin 1897 — a year after
writing his Pohddka srdce (‘A Tale of the Heart'), Op.8 for voice and piano or
orchestra. Songs Nos.1, 2 and 4 are to poetry by Ivan Olbracht; No.3 sets words
by Jaroslav Vrchlicky, and No.5 by Josef Vdaclav Sladek. Throughout, Novak's
infimate understanding of the words shines, with vocal lines that are melodically
inventive whilst following closely the nuances of the text. The set opens with

the sorrowful Pisent melancholickd (‘Melancholy song’), Novdk's use of melody
emphasising aspects of the poem with subtle commentary from the piano. Zda
neni snemée ('ls it a dream?’) is operatic in its wide-ranging emotions, contrasted
with the romanticism of Vecer (‘Evening’). Podzimni ndlada (‘Autumn mood’)
includes blustery piano writing and an agile vocal line, ending enigmatically,
and the cycle concludes with Az prejde den (‘When the day ends’), once again
demonstrating Novdk's exceptional gift for melody.

© Joanna Wyld, 2020



Natalya Romaniw

Despite her name, Natalya Romaniw was born in Wales. Natalya's grandfather,
affectionately named ‘Dido’ and to whose memory this album is dedicated,
was Ukrainian and settled in Wales during the Second World War. This album is
dedicated to his memory.

Growing up in Swanseaq, with her Dido being the only musical influence in
Natalya's life. She remembers fondly singing along to Ukrainian folk songs and
music all played on the accordion by her Dido. She was always encouraged

to take part in many a sing-along at the Ukrainian club in Morriston, Swansea.
The sound of the bare voices of the Ukrainian men singing unaccompanied in
harmony instilled in Natalya a vivid memory of colours, emotions and expressions
painted by their raw instruments.

Later on, after she had studied at the Guildhall School of Music and Drama and
at the Houston Grand Opera Studio in TX, USA, Natalya made her first poignant
mark in the Slavic repertoire as the young heroine ‘Tatyana’ in Garsington
Opera’s production of Eugene Onegin. Her interpretation of the role has

since lead to critical acclaim across the UK and opened the door to many
interpretations of other Slavic heroines including Tchaikovsky's ‘Lisa’ in Queen
of Spades, the title role of the same composer’s lolanta and the title roles of
Jandcek’s Jenufa and Dvordk's Rusalka.

Often noted for the Slavic influence in the timbre of her voice, it is perhaps no
surprise that Natalya feels a deep-rooted connection to the music of these
composers and strongly feels that it is a legacy of her Ukrainian heritage.
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Lada Valesova

Lada ValeSova continues to make an indelible mark with her original artistry,
imaginative music exploration and dramaturgy. Her album of songs and
chamber music by Pavel Haas Fata Morgana (Resonus) was nominated for

the BBC Music Magazine Awards and selected Europadisc CD of the Year.

Her albums of piano music Intimate Studies and Dumka (Avie) have received
universal critical acclaim. Inspired by her Czech and Russian heritage and
having lived and worked most of her artistic life in London, Lada enjoys exploring
and presenting to the public lesser known repertoire with Slavic and middle
European links.

Lada graduated from the Prague Conservatoire and Prague Music Academy,
followed by London’s Guildhall School of Music and Drama where she is now

a professor. She is also an opera coach at the Royal Academy of Music and
has worked for a number of international opera companies including the Royal
Opera House Covent Garden, the Hamburgische Staatsoper and the Kungliga
Operan Stockholm.

Lada has performed at various prestigious venues and international music
festivals. As Music Director and pianist of the acclaimed production Diary of

One Who Disappeared directed by Ivo van Hove, Lada has performed on

an international tour, making her debuts at the Royal Opera House's Linbury
Studio, BAM New York, Beijing International Music Festival and Muziekgebouw
Amsterdam among others. Building upon her all-round music and artistic
experience, Lada is embracing a new chapter of her artistic journey and will be
making her London debut as the conductor for the Young Artists performance of
Eugene Onegin at the Opera Holland Park.
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NIKOLAI RIMSKY-KORSAKOV

Gornimi tikho letela dusha nebesami

TOPHUMM TUXO AETEAQ AYLLIA HEGEeCcamu,

[PYCTHbIE AOAY OHQ OMYCKOAQ PECHMLLBI,

CAE3bl B MPOCTPAHCTBO OT HUX YNAAQS 3BE3ACMM,
CBETAOM U AAMHHOM 30 HEKO BUAMCH BEPEHULLEN.
BcTpeyHble TMXO €€ BOMPOLLIAAM CBETUAQ

“ OT4ero TaK rpyCTHA M O YEM 3TU CAE3bI BO B30pE?S”
MM OTBEYOAQ OHQA: “'g 3€MAM HE 3A0bIAQ.

MHOro oCTaBMAQG 1 TOM CTPAAQHbS U TOPS.

3AECDH 9 AVLLIb AMKOM DAQXKEHCTBA M PAAOCTU BHEMAIO,
MNMpaBEAHBIX AYLLIM HE 3HAKOT HK CKOPOU, HU 3A00DI.
O, OTNYCTU MEHS CHOBA, CO3AATEAb, HO 3EMALO,
BbIAO-B O KOM MOXAAETh U YTELLIMTL KOrO-OblIl)

A soul flew quietly through the heavens,

Sadly she lowered her lashes,

Shedding tears into the space like stars,

They trailed behind her like a long bright row.

The oncoming bodies of light shone on her and inquired:
“Why are you so sad, with tears in your eyes?g”

She responded: "I haven't forgotten the Earth,

I've left there much suffering and grief.

Here | see only images of bliss and joy:

The souls of the righteous know neither sorrow, nor anger.
Oh, let me return once again, Creator, to the Earth,

So that I might bring pity and comfort to someone!”

Nimfa

4 3Hato, oT4ero y atmx 6eperos

Pa3aymbe TaMHOE OObEMAET AYX MAOBLLOB:

Tam HUMAOQ TPYCTHAS C PACMYLLEHHOM KOCOIO,
MoAY3QKpPbITAS MEBYYEN OCOKOIO,

Mopoto NeCHb NOET NPO LLIEAK CBOMX BAQCOB,
AQ3ypb 3AMAQKOHHbIX O4EM, XKEMHYT 3yOOB

M cepaLe, NOAHOE AIODBU HEPA3AEAEHHON.
MpoeAET AU HEAHOK-MAOBEL, OOBOPOXKEHHbIM,

E€ 3aCAYLLABLLMCD, MEPECTAeT IPecTm;
3OMOAKHET AWM OHA -- HO AOATO HA MyTH

EMY BCE Y4yASITCA HAMEBLI HOA BOAOIO

N HUMTOQ B KOMBILLIOX, C PACTYLLEHHOM KOCOIO.

| know why around these shores

A mysterious pensiveness captivates the spirit of the
sailors:

Here a melancholic water nymph

With a loose braid, half- hidden by the singing reeds,
Sometimes sings a song about the silk of her hair,
The azure of her tearful eyes, the pearls of her teeth
And her heart, full of unrequited love.

When a small boat passes by an entfranced sailor
While listening to her stops rowing;

And even long after she stops singing

He seems to be hearing her songs floating over the
water

and fo be seeing the nymph among the reeds, with
her loose hair.

Son v lethuyu noch

AOATO HOYBIO BYEPA 9 3ACHYTh HE MOTAQ.
A BCTABAAQ, OKHO OTBOPSIAQ...

Ho4b HEMAS MEHS 1 TOMUMAQ, U XKTAQ,
APOMATOM LLBETOB OMbIHAAQ...

TOABKO BAPYT 3ALLYMEAM KYCTbl MOA OKHOM,
PACMNAXHYAQCH, LLYMS 30HABECKA -

M BAETEA KO MHE IOHOLLIA, CBETEA AULLOM,
TOYHO BECH BbIA M3 AYHHOTO BAECKA.

POCTBOPMAMCS ABEPM CBETAMLLEI MOEM,
KOAOHHOAbI 34 HUMU OTKPBIAUCH;

B MMPAMMACX M3 PO3 BEPEHMLLBI OTHEM
B AA€BACTPOBbIX BA3OX CBETUAMC....

YYAHbIM FTOCTb MOAXOAMA BCE K MOCTEAU MOEN,
FTOBOPUA MHE OH C KPOTKOM YAbIOKOM:
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«OT4ero NPeAO MHOIO B MOAYLLIKM CKOPEM
Tbl HBIPHYAQ UCMYTAHHOM PbIOKOWM!

OragHUCH - 9 6or, 6or BUASHMM U TPE3,
TAMHBIN APYT 9 30CTEHYMBOM AEBBI...

N BAQKEHCTBO HEGEC 4 BMNEpBblE MPUHEC
AN TEDS, AAS MOEM KOPOAEBBI...)

[OBOPUA U AULLO OH MOE OTPbIBAA

OT MOAYLLKM TUXOHBKO PYKOMMU;

U LLLEKM MOEM KPAM FOPSH0 LLEAOBAA,
M MCKAA MOMX YCT OH YCTOMM...

MoA AbIXGHbEM €70 OBECCHAEAQ 4...
Ha rpyam pA3OMKHYAUCS PYKM...

M 3By4OAO B yLUAX: «Tbl MOs! Tbl MOy
TOYHO AP dObl AOAEKME 3BYKM...

MPOTEKAAM YACHL... 1 OTKPbIAG TAQ3Q...

Mo nokom BbIA Y>K OBAUT 3apeElO...

A OAHQ... BCS APOXY... POCnyCcTMAQCH KOCOQ...
A He 3HaI0, 4TO BbIAO CO MHOIO...

For a long time, | couldn’t fall asleep last night,
I'd get up and open the window...

The silent night caressed and burned me,
Inebriating me with the aroma of the flowers...

Suddenly the bushes rustled under the window,
And the curtain blew open

And a bright-faced youth flew in

As if he was all made from the moon shine.

The doors of my bedroom opened,
Revealing colonnades behind them;

The rows of lights shone in alabaster vases
Overflowing with garlands of roses...

The wonderous guest approached my bed
Speaking with a gentle smile:

“Why did you dive so quickly at my sight
Into your pillows like a frightened little fishe

Look back at me - | am the God of visions and dreams,
I am a secret friend of a timid maiden...

And | have brought the rapture of heavens for the

first time

For you - my Queen..."”

He kept speaking and trying gently to lift
My face from the pillow with his hands,
And he’d ardently kiss my cheek

While seeking my lips with his own...

| swooned under his breath

And unclenched my hands on my chest...
And I've heard: “You are mine! You are mine!”
Like the distant sounds of the harp...

The hours have flown by... I've opened my eyes...

My room was already filled with dawn light...

I’'m alone... | am frembling all over... my hair is all undone.
I don’t know what has happened to me...

ANTONIN DVORAK

PISNE MILOSTNE

I. O, nasi Idsce nekvete

O, naii ldsce nekvete

to vytouzené stésti.

A kdyby kvetlo, a kdyby kvetlo, nebude
dlouho, dlouho kvésti.

Pro¢ by se slza v ohnivé
polibky vekréadala?

ProC by mne v pIné Iasce své
ouzkostné objimala?

O, frpké je to louceni,

kde nadéj nezahyne.

Tu srdce citi ve chvéni,

Ze brzo, ach, brzo bidné zhyne.
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Oh, that longed-for happiness
does not bloom for our love;
and if it would bloom, in this world
it would not bloom for long.
Why would a tear

steal into fiery kisses?

Why would you embrace me
in your full love with anxiety?
Oh, bitter is that parting

where hope does not beckon:
the heart then feels, frembling,
that soon in misery it will die.

Il. V tak mnohém srdci mrivo jest
V tak mnohém srdci mrtvo jest,
jak v temné pusting,

v ném na zalost a na bolest,
ba, mista jediné.

Tu klamy ldsky horouci

v to srdce vstupuie,

a srdce zalem prahnouci,

to mni, Ze miluje.

A v tomto sladkém domnéni
se jesté jednou v rdj

to srdce mrtvé proméni

a zpivd, zpivd, starou bd;!

So many a heart is as though dead,
as in a dark wasteland;

yeaq, only for grief and for pain
does it have room.

Then delusions of burning love
enter into that heart,

and the heart, yearning in misery,
believes that it loves.

And in this sweet belief

the dead heart once again
transforms itself into a paradise
and sings the old tale!

lll. Kol domu se ted’ potdcim
Kol domu se ted' potdacim,
kdes bydlivala drive,

a z lasky rany krvdcim,

I&sky sladké, 1Zivé!

A smutnym okem nazirdm,
zdaz ke mné vedes kroku:
a vstfic ti ndruc otvirdm,
vsak slzu citim v oku!

O, kde jsi, drahd, kde jsi dnes,
cozZ nepiijdes mi vstfice?

Coz nemdm v srdci slast a ples,
té& uziit nikdy vice?

Around the house now [ stagger
where you used to live,

and from the wound of love | bleed,
of that love sweet, deceitfull

And with a sad eye | watch
whether you step toward me:
and toward you my arms | open,
but a tear | feel in my eye!

Oh where are you, dear one, where are you
today?

Won't you come toward me?

Am | not, with delight and joy in my heart,

to behold you ever again?
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IV. Ja vim Ze v sladké

J& vim, ze v sladké nadéji
Té smim prec milovat;

A Ze chces tim horoucnéiji
Mou lasku péstovat.

A prec, kdyz nazfim oci tvych
V tu prerozkosnou noc

A zvim jak nebe Idsky z nich
Na mne snd&si moc:

Tu moje oko slzami,

Tu ndhle se obstird,

Neb v stésti nase za ndmi
Zly osud pozird!

I know, with sweet hope,
that | can offer you my love;
That you will cherish

my love with ardour.

And yet, when | look

info your eyes on this opulent night,
And see there all the power

that love brings from the sky,

Suddenly my eyes well up
with tears of sadness --
Above our happiness,
cruel fate looms.

V. Nad krajem vévodi lehky spanek
Nad krajem vévodi lehky spdnek
Jasnd se rozpjala mdjovd noc;
Nesmely krade se do listi vanek,

S nebes se schylila miru moc.

Zadfimlo kviti, potokem Sumd
Tiseji ndpévl tajemnych sbor.
Priroda v rozkosi blazené dumd,
Neklidnych Zivis viad utichl vzpor.

Hvézdy se sesly co nadéje svétia,

Zemeé se méni na nebesky kruh.

Mym srdcem, v némz-to kdys blazenost kvetla,
Mym srdcem tdhne jen bolesti ruch!

Over the landscape ruled by care-free dreams,
Clear May night is outstretched.

Gently a breeze steals through the leaves,
From the skies, calmness descends.

Flowers slumber, and through the woods,
Like a secretive choir, the brook sings.
Opulent nature muses blissfully,

Nothing remains that would bring confiict.

Stars are assembled to bring the light,

The earth is melding into the heaven’s orb.

But in my heart, where once blessedness blossomed,
Now only illness remains.

VI. Zde v lese v potoka ja
Zde v lese u potoka j&
Stojim sédm a sém;

A ve potoka viny

V myslenkdach pozirdm.

Tu vidim stary kdmen,

Nad nimz se viny dmou;
Ten k&men stoupd a padd
Bez klidu pod vinou.

A proud se on opird,

AZ kdmen zvrhne se.

Kdy vina zivota mne ze svéta

Odnese, kdy, ach, vina Zzivota mne odnese?
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In the woods by the sfream

I stand all alone,

And lost in my thoughts

| gaze into the sfream’s eddy.

There | see an old stone,

Over which the water rolls.

And that stone beneath the waves,
Always rises and falls.

The stone battles the waves,
And finally overturns.

When will the waves of life finally
Sweep me away from this world?@

VII. V té sladké moci oéi tvych

V té sladké moci oci tvych

jak rad, jak radd bych zahynul,
kdyby mé k Zivotu jen smich

rt0 krdsnych nekynul.

V3ak tu smrt sladkou zvolim hned
s tou laskou, s tou ldskou ve hrudi:
kdyZz mé jen ten tvij smavy ret

k Zivotu probudi.

In that sweet power of your eyes
how gladly would | die,

if only the laughter of lovely

lips did not beckon me to life.

But I'll choose that sweet death at once

with that love in my breast,
if only those smiling lips of yours
will awaken me to life.

VIil. O, duse drahd, jedinkd

O, dude drahd, jedinkd,

jez v srdci zijes dosud:

md& oblétd té myslenka,

ac nds déli zly osud.

O, ké7 jsem zp&vnou labuti,

j& zaletél bych k tobé;

a v poslednim bych vzdechnuti
fi vypél srdce v mdlobé.

Oh dear soul, the only one

that still lives in my heart:

my thought hovers about you,
though evil fate separates us.

Oh, were | a singing swan,

I'd fly to you

and in my final sighing would

sing out my heart to you, swooning.

PYOTR IL'YICH TCHAIKOVSKY
Nam zviozdi krotkie siali
Ham 3BE3AbI KPOTKME CUIAM,
4yTb BEAA TUXMI BETEPOK,
KPYrom LLBETbI OAQrOyXaAM,
M BOAHBI AQCKOBO XXYPHOAM

Yy HOLLMX HOT.

MbI ©bIAU IOHBI, Mbl AKOOMAM,

M C BEPOM B AQAb CMOTPEAU Mbl;
B HOC rPE&3bl PAAYXKHbIE XXMAM,

M HOM HE CTPALLHbI BbIOTM OblAM
CEAOM 3UMbI.

A€ XK OTU HOYM C UX CUSHBEM,

C BACroyxatoLLen Kpacom

M BOAH TOMHCTBEHHbBIM [POHTAHbEM] T,
HOAEXA, BOCTOPXXEHHbBIX MEYTAHMM
rA€ CBETAbIN PON?
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IoMeEPKAM 3BE3AbI, U YHBIAO
MOHUKAM DAEKABIE LIBETDI...

Koraa x, o cepaLle, BCe, 4TO BbIAO,
4TO HOM BECHO C TOBOM AQPUAQ,
3abyAelLlb Thi?

The timid stars were shining upon us,
The light breeze was flowing,

The flowers scented the air

And the waves were gently murmuring
At our feetf.

We were young, we were in love,

And we were looking intfo our future with tfrust.

We were full of rosy dreams
And the snowstorms of the grey winter
Held no threat over us.

Where are those nights with their shine
And their scented beauty,

With the mysterious murmur of the waves?
And the bright tfrail of hopes

And the exalted dreams,

Where is it

The stars have faded

And the bleak flowers hang sadly all wilted...
When, oh my heart, all that we had,

All that the Spring used fo gift us,

Will you forget?

Den li tsarit

AeHb AU LLARUT, TULLUMHC AWM HOYHQAS,

B cHax AM BeCCBs3HbIX, B XXMTEMCKOM Bopbbe,
BcroAy CO MHOM, MOIO XKM3Hb HAMOAHSS,
AyMa BCe TA XXe, OAHO POKOBAS,

Bcé o tebel

C Helo He CTpALUEH MHE NPMU3PAK BbIAOTO,
CepaLe BOCMPIHYAO CHOBA AKODS4...

Bepa, meuTbl, BAOXHOBEHHOE CAOBO,

BCé, 4TO B AyLLIE AOPOrOro, CBATOrO,

Bcé ot 1ebs!

BYAYT AWM AHWM MOM ICHBI, YHbIAbI,
CKOPO AU CTUHY 9, XM3Hb 3ary6s!
3HAO OAHO, 4TO A0 COMOM MOTUADI
MOMBICAbI, H4yBCTBA, W MECHU, U CUAbI,
Bcé anq 1ebs!

Whether the day reigns or in the silence of night,
Whether in my scattered dreams or awake,
Always with me, filling my life entirely

Is one single thought of destiny:

All about you!

With this thought the ghosts of the past no longer
haunt me,

My heart has revived loving again...

The trust, the dreams, and the inspired word,

All that my soul holds dear or sacred,

It is all because of you!

Whether the rest of my days will be bright or
melancholy

Whether | perish soon ruining my life,

| only know that fill my very grave

All my thoughts, my feelings, my songs and my strengths
All are for you!

Otchevo

OT14ero nobaeAHEAd BECHOM
MbILLIHOLIBETHAS PO3A CAMA?
OT14ero noa 3eAéHoun TpaBon
roAy6as doMaAAKa HEMO'?

OT4ero TaK NeYAAbHO 3BY4MT
necHs NTMYKM, HECACb B HEOeca?e
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OT14ero HaA AYramm BUCUT
norpe®aAbHbIM MOKPOBOM POCA?

Ort4ero B HebGE COAHLLE C YyTpA
XOAOAHO U TEMHO, KAK 3MMOMe
OT4ero 1 3eMAs BCH Chipa

M YIPIOMEN MOTUAbI COMOM?S

OT14ero 9 M CaM BCE TPYyCTHEMN

M BOAE3HEHHEN AEHDb OTO AHA?
OT4ero, 0, CKAXXM MHE CKOPEM Tbl,
MOKWHYB, 3AObIAG MEHS?

Why has paled in the spring

The voluptuously blooming roseg

Why has grown silent under the green grass
The blue violete

Why so sadly resounds the song of the bird
Soaring into the skies?

Why above the meadows

Hangs the dew like a funeral shroud?

Why does the morning sun in the sky
Seem so cold and dark like in the winter
Why is the earth all raw

And more sombre than the grave itself2

Why am | myself more sad

And grow sicklier from one day to another,
Oh tell me why, having left me

You've forgotten me so soon¢

SERGEI RACHMANINOV

Oh Never Sing to me again

He nown, kpacasmua, Npm MHe
Tbl neceH Mpy3nn NeYaAbLHOM;
HanoMUHAIOT MHE OHe

APYryto xmn3Hb 1 6eper AQAbHUMA.

YBbl, HOMOMMHAIOT MHE

TBOM XECTOKME HAMEBbI

M cTenb, 1 HOYb, U MPU AYHE
YepTbl AOAEKOM, BEAHOM AEBbI!

A NPU3PAK MMAbI, POKOBOM,
Tebs yBmaes, 3a06bIBAIO;

Ho Tbl NOELLb, M MPEAO MHOM
Ero 9 BHOBb BOOGRCXKAIO.

He now, KpacaBmLLa, MPpU MHE
Tbl neceH py3um NeYaAbHOM;
HanomMuHaIOT MHEe OHe

APYryto XXu3Hb 1 6eper AQAbHUM,

Do not sing for me, fair beauty,

Your songs of sad Georgia:

They remind me

Of another life and distant shore.

Alas, they bring back memories,

Your cruel melodies of the steppe at night

And in the moonlight, the features of a poor

maiden far away!..

Seeing you, | forget

That dear fateful vision

But when you sing again

I imagine it before me.

Do not sing for me, fair beauty,
Your songs of sad Georgia:

They remind me

Of another life and distant shore.

The Harvest of Sorrow

YK Tbl, HUBA MO$, HMBYLLIKQ,

He ckocuTb TeBR C MAXY EAMHOTO,

He cBa3aTb Te64 BCKO BO €AMHBIN CHOM!
Y>K Bbl, AYMbl MOU, AYMYLLIKM,

He cTpsaxHyTb BOC PA30OM C MAEY AOAOH,
OAHOM PEYBIO-TO BAC HE BbICKA3ATH!
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Mo Tebe-Ab, HUBQ, BETEPD PA3TYAUBAA,
[HYA KOAOCbS TBOM AO-3EMAMU,

3pEeAbl 3€PHA-BCE PA3METBLIBAA!
LLIMPOKO Bbl, AYMbl, MOPACCHINAAUCH,
KyAQ MOAQ KOKOS AYMYLLIKQ.

TOM BCXOAMAQ AIOTA NEYAAL-TPABA,
BbIpOCTAAO rope roptoyee.

O you my field, dear field of mine,

You can’'t be mowed down at one stroke

You can't be bound up in one sheaf

O you my thoughts, dear little thoughts
You can’t be shaken off with a single shrug

You can’t be told in a single talel

Have you not been battered by the wind, field,
Your ears of grain bent down to the ground,
Your ripe grain scattered here and yonder!
You've been scattered thoughts, far and wide

And wherever a thought fell
The bitter grass of sorrow sprouted up
And grew info burning misery. Ah! Ah!

How Fair This Spot

3AECb XOPOoLLO...

B3rAsHM, BAOAM

OrHéM ropuT peka;
LLBETHbIM KOBPOM AYTQ AETAM,
BeaetoT obAaka.

3AECH HET AIOAEMN...
3AECH TULLIMHA...

3AEeCb TOABKO bor Aa 4.
LLBeTbl, AQ CTAPAsY COCHQ,
AQ Tbl, MeyTa MOo4!

Here it's so fine...

Look: in the distance the river glitters like fire,

The meadows are a carpet of colour,
There are white clouds overhead.
Here there are no people...

Here it's so quiet...

Here are only God and |.

And the flowers and the old pine tree
And you, my dream.

Spring Waters

ELLLE B MOAdx BeAeeT cHer,
A BOAbI Y>)K BECHOM LLIYMAT --
Beryt 1 6yadT COHHbIM Bper,
Beryt, 1 BAeLLyT, 1 TAQCHT...

OHM TAQCHT BO BCE KOHLLbI:
«BecHa MAET, BeCHA MAET!
Mbl MOAOAOM BECHbI TOHLLbI,
OHQ HAOC BbICAOAQ BNEPEA.

BeCHa MAET, BECHAO MAET,

M TUXMX, TENABIX MAMCKUX AHEM
PYMSHbBIN, CBETAbIM XOPOBOA
ToANUTCY BECEAO 3Q Hen!

The fields are still white with snow,

But already the waters are proclaiming spring,
Running along and waking sleepy riverbanks,
Running and glittering and declaring.

They declare in all directions:

“Spring is coming! Spring is coming!

We are the heralds of young spring,

She sent us in advance.

Spring is coming! Spring is coming!”

And the still, warm days of May

In a rosy, bright circle-dance,

Crowd together and gaily follow behind



Arion

Hac BGbIAO MHOTO HA YeAHE:
MHble NapyC HONPAraau,
Apyrve APY>XHO YNMpaAmK

B rAyOb MOLLLHBI BECAQ.

B TMLLMHE,

Ha pyAb CKAOHSCH, HOLL KOPMMULLMK YMHBIA
B MOAYQHBM NPOBUA TPY3HbIN YEAH;

A 9 6ecneyHom Bepbl MOAH

MAOBLLOM § MEA...

BApPYr AOHO BOAH

M3MSAA C HOAETY BMXOPb LLIYMHbIM. ..
Mormd 1 KOPMLLMK 1 NAoBeLL!
AULLb 9, TAOMHCTBEHHbIM NEBELL,

Ha 6eper BbIGPOLLEH rPO30t0.

A TMMHbI NPEXHME MOIO,

LEOS JANACEK

Laska.

Ej tasko, tasko, ty nejsi statd,
Jako vodénka mezi brehama.
Voda uptyne, tdska pomine,
Jako listeCek na rozmaryné.

Oh love, love, you are not constant,
Like the water between the shores.

Water flows away and love fades away,

Like a little leaf of a rosemary sprig.

Stdlost

Zelené sem setq,

Cervené mi schodi,

Povézmi, synecku, kdo tebe rozvodi;
Povézmi, synecku, kdo tebe rozvodi.

M pur3y BAQXKHYIO MOIO
CyLUy HO COAHLLE MOA CKAAOIO.

Rozvodi, rozvodi
Celd ma roding,

Ze si ty chudobnéj
Mameénky dévcina.

There were many of us in the boat: Some pulled

the sail,

Others powerfully pushed, Nedaj, Boze, nedqj
Their oars into the deep. Fialence rozkvést,

In silence, Nedgj sa

Upon the rudder leaning, our wise captain Without Od cérecky rozvést.

speaking guided our heavy vessel; But I, full of
careless faith

To sailors sang...

Suddenly the depth of waves

Was rumpled strongly by the noisy wind... The
captain and the sailors perished!

Only I, a mysterious bard,

On the shore was brought by the storm.

The same old hymns | now sing, And my wet robes
I dry on the sun beneath a cliff.

Sak j& neddm, neddm,
Ani nerozvedu,

Dokud” j&, cérecko,
Dokud” j& Ziv budu.

In the green that | planted the red colour is blossoming,
Tell me, sonny boy: who is trying to break us up?

My entire family is frying to separate us,
Because you are only the daughter of a poor Mother.



Just as God doesn't stop the little violet from blooming
Don’t let them, my sonny boy, break us up.

I won't let them, and as long as | live,
They will never drive us apart, my dear girl!

Rozmaryn
Pod nasima oknama,
Rozmaryn prokvitd

Chodivd k ndm Sohajko
Ode mna ho pytd

Nepytaj ho ode mna
Ode mna od samej

Muzikanti
Muzikanti co délate,
Aj, mdte husle a nehrate

Zahréte mné na huslicky,
A rozveselte ty drozicky

Zahréte mné na cimbdle,
At” moja mild veseld je
Zahréte mné na té basu,

A rozveselte vSecku chasu

Zahréte mné vieci spolu,
A vyprovod’te mné az domu

LeZ ho pytaj od otca,
Od mamicky mojéj

Musicians what are you doing?¢

You have the fiddles and yet you don't play!
J& mdm takych rodicy,
Co mda radi maju

Play for me on those little fiddles
And cheer up the bridesmaids.
Pridi ku ndm Sohajko
Oni ma ti daju

Play for me on the cimbalom
And make my darling jolly!

Play for me on the double bass
And cheer up all the wedding guests.

Under our windows
Rosemary is blooming:
Then play for me all together

A young lad often comes here
And accompany me all the way home!
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Asking it of me.

Do not ask of it from me,
From me myself,

But rather, ask for it from my father,
And from my Mother.

| have such parents
Who love me so much,

Come fo visit us young lad:
They will give my hand to you.

VITESLAV NOVAK

Pisern melancholicka

Jsou v svété srdce ubohd,
JeZ nevi, co je Stésti,

Jimz kazdy den a kazdd noc
Jen novou bolest vésti.

Jsou v svété srdce ubohd,
Jez nevi, co je I&ska,

V néz zahy jiz za mladych let
Tak mnohd vryta vréska.
Jsou v svété srdce ubohd,
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Jez znaiji jenom touhy,

Jsou v svété srdce ubohd,
Jez znaji jenom touhy,

Viak mdlokdo si vzpomene,
Jak v touhdch zivot dlouhy.

There are poor hearts in the world,
Which do not know happiness

And to whom every day and every night
Promise only a new pain.

There are poor hearts in the world,
Which do not know love,

And already at a young age

A deep wrinkle has been carved into them.
There are poor hearts in the world,
Which know only longing,

But it occurs only to few of us

How very long life feels when lived only in longing.

Zda neni snem

Zda neni snem, ze vinul jsem t& k sobé
A libal rucky, libal tvére obé

A celoval zas vdbné tvoje rety

AZ v moii blaha pomijely svéty?

Zda nenisnem, Ze vinul jsem té k sobé?

Zda neni snem, to celé moje $tésti,
Ze zkvetly znovu lasky ratolesti,

Ze srdce tvoje na mych prsou bilo,
Jak o tom dlouho srdce mé jen snilo,
Zda neni snem, to celé moje stésti.

Ach, byl to den tak luzny, beze stinu,
J& v myslenkdch té jesté k sobé vinu
A libdm znova, libdm vroucné zase,

AC Ve juz zaSlo v neUprosném Case.

To znovu zas jsem poznal,

A jaké blaho laska ldsce vésti,

To opét Zil jsem den v tom svété zdej§im,
Jenz Zitt mého dnem byl nejkréasné&jsim.
Zda neni snem, Ze vinul jsem t€ k sobé,
Zda neni snem?

Was it not just a dream that | embraced you,
And kissed your dainty hands and your cheeks
And kissed your tempting lips

Until the universes would dissolve in a sea of blisse

Was my entire happiness not just a dream?

That the new offshoots of our love blossomed again,
That your heart was beating on my chest,

Just as my heart always dreamt about?e

Ah, it was such a soft day without shadows,

And in my thoughts, | am still embracing you,

And | am again kissing you ardently,

Although everything has passed now with merciless time.

And so, one more time I've felt the happiness

And the bliss that one love can bring to another,
Once again, I've relived that day of times gone by:
The most beautiful day of my life.

Wasn't it just a dream that | was embracing you?
Was it not a dream?

Vecer

Jest vecer, kouri se z lesU,

Cervdnek stromy prokmitd,

Kytici z viesu ti nesu, je celd rosou pokryta.
Kazdy ten nejmensi kalich pld&,

Jak by protkdn rubiny,

Nesu ti v téch kvitkdich malych

Své ldsky velké hlubiny.
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It's evening: fog pours from the woods,

The sunset glances through the frees,

| bring you a poise of dew-covered heather.
Each small chalice is shining

As though embroidered with rubies:

| bring you in these tiniest of flowers,

The greatest depths of my love.

Podzimni ndlada

Juz pfiSel podzim, snih a mrdz,
Kvét se stromu a listi stfds

A smutek pfines v dusi.

Jen upominek rychly let

Mné chvile §tésti vraci zpét,
Jak jaro mizu hrusi.

A vzpomindm na vonny les,
Kde v ndruc tvou jsem poprv kles,
Té zlibal v stromU stinu.

O, drahd, vrat' ty chvile zas,
Necht' hreji v srdci v zimni ¢as
Coz nevidi, jak hynu?

Coz nevidi, jak hynu?

The Autumn has already arrived with the snow
and frost,

It shook the blooms and the leaves off the trees
And brought sadness into one’s soul.

Only the fast fleet of the memories

Brings back to me the moments of happiness
As the Spring brings the sap to the pear free.
And | remember the scent-filled forest,

Where | sunk into your arms for the first time,
And kissed you in the shade of the tree.

Oh beloved, give me back those moments again
So that they may warm my heart in the wintertime:

Can't you see I'm perishing?

AZ prejde den

AZ prejde den, az budu spdt,
Pfijd’ na muj hrob se podivat.
Jen podivat a nepla¢ moc,
Jen podivat a nepla¢ moc:
Kdo usnul jiz, spi kazdy rad,

A svatd je ta tichd noc

A svatd je ta noc, kdyz prejde den.
Mél jsem té rad, a ty to vis,

Jak snadnila jsi dnd mi tiz,

Co setfelas mi slzi s fas,

Jen prijd’, jen prijd’ a fekni:

Ty UZ spis, ty UZ spis,

V3ak na mne nékde ¢ekds zas
Vsak na mne nékde Cekds zas,
Vzdyt' méls mne rad

Vzdyt' méls mne rad.

When the day is gone and | shall sleep,

Come to my grave, but do not weep.

Just come and stay, but don't cry much.

The one who sleeps, he sleeps so well,

And holy is that silent night when day is gone.

[ loved you so, you know that well,

Oh, how you've eased the burden of my days,
How many tears you've wiped from my eyes;
Just come and tell me: “Now you sleep,

But once again you somewhere wait for me,

Because you loved me, because you loved me so.”
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