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Program

LeoS Janacek
VICi stopa pro Zenskeé hlasy a klavir, JW 1V/39

Hradcanskeé pisni€ky pro sopran,
Zensky sbor, flétnu a harfu, JW 1V/40

Zlata ulicka
Placgici fontana
Belveder

Bohuslav Martint
Trojhlasé pisné posvatné (TFi legendy)

Narozeni Pané
Nanebevstoupeni Pané
Cesta k raji

Prestavka

Leos Janacek
Kaspar Rucky pro zensky sbor, JW IV/41

Josef Suk

Deset zpévl pro Zensky sbor
a klavir na 4 ruce, op. 15
Zal

Tuzba

Spole¢ny hrob

Pastyfi na jaro

Divna voda

Vily

Pastyf a pastyrka
Vzpominky

Choutka po vdani

Kéz by védéli!




Programme

LeoS Janacek LeoS Janacek
Wolf Tracks for Female Voices and Piano, JW IV/39 Kaspar Rucky for Female Choir, JW 1V/41

Hrad¢any Songs for Soprano,
Female Choir, Flute, and Harp, JW IV/40 Josef Suk

The Golden Alley .
The Weeping Fountain Ten Songs for Female Choir

Belvedere with Piano for Four Hands, Op. 156
Sorrow

e O Longing
Bohuslav Martint Single Grave

. Shepherds In Spri
Three-voices Sacred Songs (Three Legends) Mi;%u?;uz @at':rrmg

Nativity of the Lord Jesus Fairies

The Lord’s Ascension into Heaven The Shepherd And The Shepherdess
The Path to Paradise Memories

Yearning for Marriage
If Only They Knew!

Intermission




Dnesni koncert Ize z dramaturgického i koncertné-provozniho
hlediska povazovat opravdu za vyjimecny, a to bez jakékoliv
nadsazky ¢€i pfehnané sebevédomeého tvrzeni. Foyer Janackova
divadla rozezni skladby ne zcela pravidelné provozované, totiz
psané vyhradné pro Zenské hlasy, resp. Zzenské sbory, doplnéné
pfipadné o instrumentalni doprovod.

V pfipadé LeoSe Janacka (1854-1928) se jednd o segment
tvorby, jiz se vénoval vskutku ojedinéle a spiSe pragmaticky.
Obdobi prvni svétové valky, kdy mnoho muzl narukovalo do ra-
kousko-uherské armady, totiz na nékolik let ztizilo, ba pfimo
znemoznilo hojné provozovani koncertl muzskych sborl - Ja-
nackovy oblibené oblasti zajmu. Komponoval pro vynikajici sbo-
ry Svatopluk nebo Pévecké sdruzeni moravskych ugditell, které
doboveé plsobily v Brné s pfesahem za jeho pomysiné hranice.
Zminéna valka a s tim souvisejici vylidnénost muzskych sbort
pfinutila sbormistra Ferdinanda Vacha zaloZit Sbor moravskych
ucitelek, pro ktery Janacek slozil své zenské sbory. Na pocatku
roku 1916 zkomponoval vSechna dnes provedena dila: zapocal
je VICi stopou na text Jaroslava Vrchlického. Sbor s klavirnim
doprovodem obsahuje rozsahly a nelehky sopranovy part, kte-
ry podklada fidsi, Casto v unisonech vedeny vokalni doprovod.
To vSak bylo Janackovym zameérem, jelikoz v klavirnim partu
s harmonii sboru pracuje o to bohatéiji.

Nasledujici Hrad&anské pisni¢ky na texty epickych basni
skladatelova pfitele FrantiSka Serafinského Prochazky prekypuiji
melancholii, nikoliv véak fatalismem ¢i skepsi. PGvodni zamér
ryze vokalniho dila pozdgji Jana¢ek obohatil o harfu, &¢imz na-
vazuje na zminku o kralovniné harfé v basni. Doplriuje ji flétna
a rovnéz sopranove solo, prostupujici vSechny tfi ¢asti skladby
(Zlata ulidka, Pladici fonténa, Belveder). ProchéazkQv text Janad-
ka inspiroval i pro zavérecny, tentokrat jiz Cisté vokalni Zzensky
sbor Kaspar Rucky. Jde namétem o Sibalské dilko, které je mis-
ty ironizujicim a misty elegickym pojednanim o titulnim hrdinovi.
Ona absence instrumentalniho doprovodu Janacka opravnila
k velmi ctizddostivému rozepsani vedeni hlast: ke ¢tyfhlasému




zenskému sboru pfidal sélovy zensky kvartet a neprekvapivé

i dramatické sopranoveé sélo. VSechny tfi kompozice propojuje
instrumentaéni jedinecnost, interpretacni naroénost a provo-

zovaci vyjimec&nost — proto stoji za zvySenou pozornost nejen
festivalového publika.

Prvni skladatelské pokusy Josefa Suka (1874-1935) o sboro-
vou tvorbu uUzce souviseji s jeho tvaréim kontaktem se symbolist-
ni poezii Otokara Breziny a Antonina Sovy, pfedevSim ale seces-
ni literaturou zastoupenou Juliem Zeyerem. Jeho pUsobivy svét
pohadek a legend velmi konvenoval Sukovu citovému zalozeni
a lyrismu, ktery hojné propisoval do svych kompozic. Fascina-
ce Zeyerovymi pohadkami — zejména Raduzem a Mahulenou —
byla pro skladatele inspirativnim vychodiskem, k némuz se opa-
kované vracel. Na pfelomu stoleti vznika hudba ke zminéné
dramatické pohadce (1898), pozdéji Castokrat revidované, a také
orchestralni suita Pohadka na motivy hudby pravé k Raduzovi
a Mahulené (1900). Pfizna¢na témata altruismu, smrti a vykou-
peni skrze lasku souviseji se zminénou myslenkovou soundlezi-
tosti skladatele s témito motivy, Uzce spjatymi s jakousi prekle-
novaci tematikou slovanstvi. To se propisuje i do jeho prvnich tFi
sborovych cykld, zkomponovanych na slovanskou lidovou poe-
zii. Dnes zazni Uplné& prvni z nich, Deset zpévl pro Zensky sbor
a Ctyfrucni klavir, op. 15 (1899). Hudebni materidl motivicky sou-
visi se zminénou Pohadkou, progez vyzniva romanticky a snad
i trochu naivné, nikoliv vSak pateticky a prvoplanové. Suk svou
zdafilou sborovou prvotinu tvofil ve velmi Stastném obdobi, z né-
hoZ pochdzi také pisfiovy cyklus Jaro, op. 22a (1902), provedeny
na jiném koncertu letosniho festivalu.

Také Trojhlasé pisné posvéatné Bohuslava Martin( (1890-1959)
vychazeji z textu Ceskeé lidové poezie. Po¢inaje rokem 1923 byl
skladatel fyzicky naplno odlou¢en od rodné vlasti, pfi¢emz cizi
prostfedi v ném mohutné posilovalo védomi narodni sounale-
Zitosti. Ta se vystupriovala ,pomnichovskym® padem Cesko-
slovenska a okupaci béhem druhé svétové valky. Obraceni se
k lidové pisni proto pro Martin{ prfedstavovalo jeden z kli¢ovych

a snad i nejzdsadnéjsich hudebnich stimuld, ktery uplatnil napfic¢
svou tvorbou. Je zndmo, Ze rozsahlou sbirku FrantiSka Susila

s nhazvem Moravské narodni pisné s napévy do textu viadény-
mi (prvni vydani 1859) s sebou vozil vSsude, kde zrovna prebyval.
V oblibé mél také Prostondrodni ceské pisné a fikadla (1864)
Karla Jaromira Erbena. Zminény cyklus pro Zensky sbor, znamy
téz jako TFi legendy, Martin( napsal v New Yorku roku 1952, kdy
mu bylo jasné, Ze navrat do jeho rodné zemé je v podstaté ne-
uskutecnitelny. Dilo je proto plynulym sledem hudebnich ohlast
domova, symbolizujicim skladatelovu spjatost se svym rodnym
prostfedim a stesk po ném.

Jifi Cevela




Today’s concert can be considered truly exceptional in terms of
its dramaturgy and venue without the slightest fear of exaggera-
tion or overconfidence. The foyer of Janacek Theatre is to come
to life with the sound of compositions that are not performed
with any great regularity — compositions written exclusively for
female voices or female choirs, in some cases with instrumental
accompaniment.

In the case of Leo$ Janacek (1854-1928), this is an aspect
of his work to which he dedicated himself only extremely spo-
radically and in a rather pragmatic fashion. The First World War,
when many men enlisted in the Austro-Hungarian army, made
it difficult, or even impossible, to hold a large number of con-
certs by male choirs — one of Janacek’s greatest interests — for
a number of years. He wrote music for the outstanding choirs
Svatopluk and the Moravian Teachers’ Choral Society, which
were active at the time in Brno and beyond its notional borders.
The war and the associated depopulation of the male choirs
forced choirmaster Ferdinand Vach to found the Moravian
Teachers’ Female Choir, for which Jana¢ek composed his fe-
male choruses. He composed all the works to be performed
today at the beginning of 1916, beginning with The Wolf’s Track
to a text by Jaroslav Vrchlicky. The chorus with piano accom-
paniment features an extensive and difficult soprano part that
is underscored by a sparser vocal accompaniment, often in
unison. This was, however, Jana¢ek’s intention, as it allows his
work to be all the more lavish in the piano part in harmony with
the choir.

The following Songs of Hrad¢any to the texts of epic po-
ems by the composer’s friend FrantiSek Serafinsky Prochazka
abound in melancholy, though not in fatalism or scepticism.
Janacek later added a harp to his original intention of a purely
vocal work, thereby referencing the queen’s harp mentioned in
the poem. This is complemented by a flute and a soprano solo
running through all three parts of the composition (The Golden
Lane, The Weeping Fountain, Belvedere). Prochazka’s text also
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inspired Janacek for the final, purely vocal, women’s chorus Kas-
par Rucky. In terms of its subject matter, this is a playful piece
that is a sometimes ironic and sometimes elegiac treatment of
its titular hero. The absence of instrumental accompaniment al-
lowed Janacek a highly ambitious elaboration of the vocal parts;
he added a solo female quartet and, unsurprisingly, a dramatic
soprano solo to the female choir comprised of four voices. All
three compositions are linked by uniqueness of instrumentation,
difficulty of interpretation and performance excellence, which
is why they deserve greater attention, and not merely from the
festival audience.

Josef Suk’s (1874-1935) first attempts at composing choral
work are closely associated with his creative contact with the
symbolist poetry of Otokar Bfezina and Antonin Sova, and above
all with the art nouveau literature represented by Julius Zeyer.
His compelling world of fairy tales and legends was extremely
well-suited to Suk’s emotional makeup and the lyricism with
which he so lavishly imbued his compositions. His fascination
with Zeyer’s fairy tales — particularly Raduz and Mahulena — was
an inspirational starting point for the composer to which he
returned repeatedly. At the turn of the century, he wrote music
to the aforementioned dramatic fairy tale (1898), later revised
many times, as well as the orchestral suite Fairy Tale based on
the music to Raduz and Mahulena (1900). The characteristic
themes of altruism, death and redemption through love are
related to the composer’s aforementioned ideological affinity
with these motifs, closely associated with some kind of over-
arching theme of Slavism. This is also reflected in his first three
choral cycles, composed to Slavic folk poetry. Today, we will
get to hear the very first of them, Ten Songs for Female Choir
with Piano for Four Hands, Op. 15 (1899). There is a motivic rela-
tionship between this musical material and the aforementioned
Fairy Tale, which is why it sounds romantic and perhaps even
a little naive, though not histrionic or calculated. Suk wrote his
successful choral debut during an extremely happy period in his
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life, when he also wrote the song cycle Spring, Op. 22a (1902)
which is being performed at another concert at this year’s
festival.

Bohuslav Martind’s (1890-1959) Three Sacred Songs are
also based on the text of Czech folk poetry. The composer
was completely separated physically from his native land from
1923 onwards, and the foreign environment amplified his sense
of national belonging enormously. This was exacerbated by
the fall of Czechoslovakia following the Munich Agreement
and its occupation during the Second World War. Turning to
folk song therefore represented one of the critical, and per-
haps even the most fundamental, musical stimuli for Martind,
which he applied throughout his work. He is known to have
taken FrantiSek Susil’s extensive collection entitled Moravian
Folk Songs with Melodies Included in the Texts (first edition
1859) with him wherever he was staying. He was also fond of
Karel Jaromir Erben’s Czech Folk Songs and Nursery Rhymes
(1864). Martin wrote the aforementioned cycle for women’s
choir, also known as Three Legends, in New York in 1952 when
it was clear to him that returning to his native country was es-
sentially impossible. The work is, therefore, a continuous se-
quence of musical echoes of home, symbolising the composer’s
connection with his native environment and his longing for it.

Jiti Cevela




JK VOICES

Zensky pé&vecky sbor JK Voices byl zalozen v roce 2023 z inicia-
tivy dirigenta a sbormistra Jakuba Kleckera jako téleso sdruzujici
nékolik generaci zpévacek, které prosly détskym a mladeznickym
sborem Kantiléna a maji i nadale zajem a touhu spole¢né zpivat
a setkavat se. Sbor funguje pod zastitou uméleckého gymnazia
Pavla Kfizkovského v Brné, a pfestoze se jedna o nové zalozené
téleso, stavi na shodnych péveckych zakladech a navycich, jez si
z pUsobeni v Kantiléné odnasi kazdy jeji ¢len. Ackoliv je plvod-
ni repertoarova zakladna Kantilény velmi obsahla, neni ambici
sboru ¢erpat pouze z téchto ovéfenych kusd, ale naopak hledat
a provadeét sborova dila vyznamna i opomenuta.

The women’s choir JK Voices was founded in 2023 at the initia-
tive of conductor and choirmaster Jakub Klecker as an ensem-
ble bringing together several generations of female singers
who are former members of the Kantiléna choir for children and
young people and who continue to have an interest and desire
to sing and meet up together. The choir operates under the aus-
pices of the Pavel Kfizkovsky Art Gymnasium in Brno and, de-
spite the fact that it is a newly-founded ensemble, builds on the
same singing foundations and customs that each of its mem-
bers have taken from their time spent with Kantiléna. Although
Kantiléna’s original repertoire is extremely extensive, the choir’s
ambition is not to draw exclusively from these tried and trusted
pieces, but (on the contrary) to search for and perform impor-
tant and neglected choral works.




Jakub Klecker

Dirigent
Jakub Klecker vystudoval dirigovani na prazské HAMU a poté
zacal pUsobit jako dirigent Janackovy opery Narodniho divadla
Brno, nacas se stal i jejim §éfdirigentem. V loriském roce na-
studoval a dirigoval novou inscenaci Jakobina Antonina Dvora-
ka. Premiéra byla zivé pfenasena do celého svéta pfes operni
platformu Opera Vision. V letech 2015-2020 stal v ¢ele oper-
niho souboru Narodniho divadla moravskoslezského v Ostravé
na pozici hudebniho feditele. Jakub Klecker spolupracuje také
s Narodnim divadlem v Praze. V lednu 2013 debutoval s Verdiho
Aidou ve Statnim divadle v Norimberku. V letech 2019-2022 pu-
sobil Jakub Klecker jako $éfdirigent Moravskeé filharmonie Olo-
mouc. Pravidelné spolupracuje s vétSinou Eeskych i slovenskych
orchestrd (SOCR, FOK, PKF - Prague Philharmonia a mnoho
dalsich). Vystupoval se Symfonickym orchestrem Udine a s Jen-
skou filharmonii v Némecku. V letech 2007 a 2009 vedlI Filhar-
monii Brno na koncertnim turné po Japonsku. Opakované vy-
stoupil na Mezinarodnim hudebnim festivalu Brno, Janac¢ek Brno,
Smetanova Litomys$l nebo Rheingau Musik Festival. V letech
2009, 2016 a 2024 dirigoval na festivalu Prazskeé jaro, v roce 2017
debutoval ve Wroclavské opefe. Na podzim roku 2019 dvakrat
hostoval ve Zlatém sale videriského Musikvereinu. Vyucuje obor
Dirigovani orchestru na JAMU v Brné. V roce 2022 se stal do-
centem a zaroven i vedoucim Katedry dirigovani a operni reZie.

Conductor

Jakub Klecker studied conducting at the Music and Dance
Faculty at the Academy of Performing Arts in Prague (HAMU)
and then began working as a conductor with the Jana¢ek Op-
era at National Theatre Brno, becoming its chief conductor for
a number of years. Last year he staged and conducted a new
production of Antonin Dvofak’s The Jacobin. The premiere was
broadcast live all over the world on the opera platform Opera
Vision. He headed the opera ensemble at the National Moravi-
an-Silesian Theatre in Ostrava in the position of music director
in the years 2015-2020. Jakub Klecker also works with the Na-
tional Theatre in Prague. He made his debut with Verdi’s Aida at
Nuremberg State Theatre in January 2013. He worked as chief
conductor of the Moravian Philharmonic Orchestra in Olomouc
in the years 2019-2022. He works regularly with the majority of
the Czech and Slovak orchestras (The Prague Radio Symphony
Orchestra, the FOK Prague Symphony Orchestra, PKF — Prague
Philharmonia, and many others). He has performed with Udine
Symphony Orchestra and the Jena Philharmonie in Germany.
He led the Brno Philharmonic on concert tours of Japan in 2007
and 2009. He has appeared repeatedly at the International Mu-
sic Festival Brno, Janacek Brno, Smetana’s Litomysl and the
Rheingau Musik Festival. He conducted at the festival Prague
Spring in 2009, 2016 and 2024, and made his debut at the
Wroctaw Opera in 2017. He was twice a guest conductor at the
Golden Hall of the Wiener Musikverein in the autumn of 2019.
He teaches Orchestra Conducting at Jana¢ek Academy of Per-
forming Arts in Brno (JAMU). He became an associate professor
and, at the same time, head of the Department of Conducting
and Opera Direction in 2022.




Doubravka Novotna

Sopran
Doubravka Novotna absolvovala brnénskou konzervatof a poté
JAMU, kde se vzdélavala pod vedenim sopranistky Heleny Kau-
pové. V pribéhu své kariéry byla dvakrat nominovana na Cenu
Thalie, poprvé za roli Ofélie (Hamlet), podruhé za roli Morgany
(Alcina). Jeji debut se odehral v roce 2017 na prknech Narodniho
divadla v Praze, kde je od té doby stalym hostem. Nastudovala
zde role jako Oscar (Maskarni ples), Kralovna noci (Kouzelna flét-
na), Zerlina (Don Giovanni), Lauretta (Gianni Schicchi) ¢i Madele-
ine (Ples v Hotelu Savoy). Od sezony 2024/2025 se stala stalou
¢lenkou Janackovy opery Narodniho divadla Brno. Vystoupila zde
v rolich jako Musetta (Bohéma), Prvni zinka (Rusalka), Nannetta
(Falstaff) a Valencienne (Veselad vdova). Pravidelné vystupuje
i na dalSich opernich scénach. V Narodnim divadle moravsko-
slezském (Juliette, Prihody lisky Bystrousky), v divadle J. K. Tyla
v Plzni (Hamlet, Idomeneo, Carmen, Candide), v Jihoceském
divadle (Mefistofeles, Jakobin). Hostovala téz v némeckém Kre-
feldu jako Ofélie (Hamlet). Vénuje se také staré hudbé. Spolu-
pracuje se soubory Musica Florea, Czech Ensemble Baroque,
Collegium 1704 a dalSimi.

Soprano

Doubravka Novotna graduated first from Brno Conservatory and
then from Janacek Academy of Performing Arts (JAMU) where
she studied under soprano Helena Kaupova. During the course
of her career, she has twice been nominated for a Thalia Award,
the first time for the role of Ophelia (Hamlet), the second time
for the role of Morgana (Alcina). She made her debut in 2017 on
the boards of the National Theatre in Prague, where she has
been a regular guest performer ever since and where she has
played such roles such as Oscar (Un ballo in maschera), Queen
of the Night (The Magic Flute), Zerlina (Don Giovanni), Lauretta
(Gianni Schicchi) and Madeleine (Ball im Savoy). She became

a permanent member of the Janacek opera company at National
Theatre Brno in the 2024/2025 season, and has performed here
in such roles as Musetta (La bohéme), First Wood Sprite (Rusal-
ka), Nannetta (Falstaff) and Valencienne (The Merry Widow). She
also performs regularly on other opera stages — the National
Moravian-Silesian Theatre (Julietta, The Cunning Little Vixen), the
J. K. Tyl Theatre in Plzen (Hamlet, Idomeneo, Carmen, Candide),
and the South Bohemian Theatre (Mephistopheles, The Jacobin).
She has also appeared as a guest performer in Krefeld, Germa-
ny as Ophelia (Hamlet). She also cultivates an interest in early
music. She works with such ensembles as Musica Florea, Czech
Ensemble Baroque and Collegium 1704.




Jifi Hruby

Klavir

Jifi Hruby je absolventem brnénské konzervatore a Janacko-
vy akademie muzickych umeéni. V roce 2016 zavrsil sva studia
na Conservatorium Maastricht v Nizozemsku. Zucastnil se Fady
mistrovskych klavirnich kurzt (napf. Arkadyho Zenzipera, Ave-
dise Kouyoumdjiana, Katiy Veekmans, Jifiho Skovajsy, Antonina
Kubdlka, Frantiska Malého aj.). BEhem svych studii ziskal Fadu
ocenéni na soutézich (v roce 2016 napf. cenu publika na Music
Award Maastricht). Vystupuje na sélovych recitalech a spo-
lupracuje s vyznamnymi hudebnimi télesy, dirigenty i sdlisty.
Vystupuje u nas i v zahranic¢i (Némecko, Francie, Belgie, Nizo-
zemsko, Slovensko, Litva, Turecko, Oman). Je zvan k ucinkovani
na festivalech (napf. Janacek Brno, Moravsky podzim, Janacek
a Luhacovice, Vé€na nadéje, Pardubické hudebni jaro, Stetl aj.)
i k U&asti na rdznorodych hudebnich projektech. Zabyva se
také soudobou hudebni tvorbou, premiéroval a natodil jiz Fadu
skladeb. V sou€asnosti se aktivnhé vénuje ¢eské hudbé, inter-
pretuje hudbu zidovskych autorl (spolupracuje s Institutem
terezinskych skladateld), pfipravuje tematicky zamérené reci-
talové programy.

Piano

Jifi Hruby is a graduate of Brno Conservatory and Janacek
Academy of Performing Arts. He completed his studies at the
Conservatorium Maastricht in the Netherlands in 2016. He has
taken part in a number of piano masterclasses with such figures
as Arkadi Zenziper, Avedis Kouyoumdijian, Katia Veekmans, Jifi
Skovajsa, Antonin Kubalek and FrantiSek Maly. He received nu-
merous awards at competitions during the course of his stud-
ies, including the audience prize at Music Award Maastricht

in 2016. He gives solo recitals and works with leading musical
ensembles, conductors and soloists. He performs both in this
country and abroad (Germany, France, Belgium, the Nether-
lands, Slovakia, Lithuania, Turkey, Oman). He is regularly invited
to perform at such festivals as Janac¢ek Brno, Moravian Autumn,
the Janacek and Luhacovice Festival, the Eternal Hope Festival,
Pardubice Music Spring, Stetl Fest, and to take part in other mu-
sical projects of various kinds. He writes contemporary music
and has already premiered and recorded a number of composi-
tions. He is currently actively involved in Czech music, interprets
music by Jewish composers (he works with the Terezin Com-
posers Institute), and prepares special recital programmes.




Helena Fialova

Klavir

Helena Fialova studovala hru na klavir na konzervatofi v Brné
u prof. Hany Pelikanové. Ve studiu pokracovala na Janackové
akademii muzickych umeéni ve tfidé doc. Vladimiry Slavikové.
V roce 1999 ziskala 3. cenu na mezinarodni klavirni soutézi
Beethovenlv Hradec, kde ji byly sou¢asné udéleny i dvé dal-
§i ceny: Cena za nejlepsi interpretaci Beethovenovy Sonaty,
op. 101, a Cena za nejlepsi provedeni koncertni etudy Ference
Liszta Ricordanza. Od roku 1996 plisobi jako korepetitor Ces-
kého filharmonického sboru Brno. Od roku 2001 ptsobi Helena
Fialova také jako pedagog klavirni hry a korepetitor na konzer-
vatofi v Brné. Od roku 2012 zastava rovnéz funkci korepetito-
ra Katedry dirigovani a operni rezie na JAMU v Brné. Pro svUj
mimoradny hudebni cit je vyhledavanou komorni hra¢kou. Spo-
lupracuje s nasimi pfednimi instrumentalisty i opernimi pévci.
Na fadé sdlovych recitall spolupracovala s prednim ¢eskym
basbarytonistou Richardem Novakem.

Piano

Helena Fialova studied piano at Brno Conservatory with Profes-
sor Hana Pelikdnova and then continued her studies at Janacek
Academy of Performing Arts in Brno (JAMU) in the class of
doc. Vladimira Slavikova. In 1999, she won third prize at the inter-
national piano competition “Beethoven’s Hradec”, where she was
also awarded two other prizes — the prize for the best interpre-
tation of Beethoven’s Sonata Op. 101 and the prize for the best
performance of Franz Liszt’s concert étude Ricordanza. She has
been working as an accompanist with the Czech Philharmonic
Choir of Brno since 1996. Helena Fialova has also been work-
ing as a piano teacher and accompanist at Brno Conservatory
since 2001. She has also held the position of accompanist at the
Department of Conducting and Opera Directing at JAMU in Brno
since 2012. She is a much sought-after chamber musician due
to her extraordinary musical sensibility. She works with leading
Czech instrumentalists and opera singers. She has worked with
the leading Czech bass-baritone Richard Novak on a number
of solo recitals.




Barbara Tolarova

Housle

Barbara Tolarova studovala na konzervatofi v Brné ve tfidé

Magr. Jitiho Novotného (2006-2012). V prlibéhu tohoto studia se
Ucastnila kurz( u prof. MgA. Frantiska Novotného, doc. Miloge
Vacka a absolvovala master class s houslovym virtuosem Va-
dimem Gluzmanem. Zaroven takeé studovala Hru na violu jako
obligatni pfedmét u Mgr. Jana Rezni&ka a viole se volno&asové
vénuje nadale. Po Uspé&sné sloZzené prijimaci zkouSce na JAMU
dalsi zkusenosti sbirala studiem ve tfidé doc. MiloSe Vacka, kte-
ré ukongila bakalafskou zkouskou. PFi studiu i mimo né&j projevuje
velky zdjem o komorni i ansamblovou hru — v prabéhu studia
na konzervatofi je lenem Moravského komorniho orchestru,
od roku 20089 je ¢lenem Ensemble Opera Diversa, s kvartetem
Piu presso se zuc&astnila kurzl Graffova kvarteta a Haasova
kvarteta a s timto Utvarem ziskali v soutéZi Karla Ditterse z Di-
ttersdorfu 1. cenu a titul laureata. Od roku 2013 byla ¢lenem or-
chestru Janackovy opery v Brné, v letech 2015-2022 po uspésné
slozeném konkurzu v tomto orchestru zastavala post zastupce
koncertniho mistra. V letech 2020-2022 absolvovala magister-
sky stupen studia na Akadémii umeni v Banskej Bystrici ve tfidé
houslového virtuosa Milana Paly. Svou praxi dale rozsifuje jako
¢lenka orchestru Filharmonie Brno (od roku 2022). Od roku 2022
je primariem Diversa quartet. Od zafi 2013 se také vénuje pe-
dagogické &innosti — ZUS Zidlochovice, ZUS Jaroslava Kvapila

v Brné a ZUS Frantiska Jilka v Brné.

Violin
Barbara Tolarova studied at Brno Conservatory in the class of
Mgr. Jifi Novotny (2006-2012), during which time she also at-
tended courses held by Professor MgA. FrantiSek Novotny and
doc. Milo$ Vacek and took a masterclass with virtuoso violinist
Vadim Gluzman. At the same time, she also studied the viola as
a compulsory subject with Mgr. Jan Rezni&ek and she continues
to play the viola in her spare time to this day. After successfully
passing the entrance exam to Janacek Academy of Performing
Arts in Brno (JAMU), she gained further experience by study-
ing in the class of doc. Milo§ Vacek, which she completed with
her bachelor’s degree. During and outside of her studies, she
shows great interest in playing chamber and ensemble mu-
sic — during the course of her studies at the conservatory she
was a member of the Moravian Chamber Orchestra and since
2009 she has been a member of Ensemble Opera Diversa. With
the quartet Piu presso she has taken part in courses with the
Graff Quartet and the Haas Quartet, and also won first prize and
the title laureate at the Karl Ditters von Dittersdorf Competi-
tion with this ensemble. She was a member of the orchestra
of the Janacek Opera in Brno from 2013 and, after successfully
passing her audition, held the post of deputy concertmaster
with this orchestra in the years 2015-2022. She took her mas-
ter’s degree at the Academy of Arts in Banska Bystrica in the
class of virtuoso violinist Milan Pala in the years 2020-2022.
She continues to build on her experience as a member of the
Brno Philharmonic Orchestra (since 2022). She has been first
violinist with the Diversa Quartet since 2022. She has also been
engaged in teaching activities since September 2013 at the
Zidlochovice Primary School of the Arts, the Jaroslav Kvapil Pri-
mary School of the Arts in Brno, and the FrantiSek Jilek Primary
School of the Arts in Brno.




Pavla Kopecka

Harfa

Pavla Kopecka vystudovala hru na harfu na brnénské konzerva-
tofi ve tfidé Mgr. Mileny Chromkové a na Hudebni fakulté AMU
v Praze ve tfidé prof. Renaty Kodadové. Je €lenkou orchestru
Narodniho divadla v Brné a Brno Contemporary Orchestra.
Spolupracuje s Filharmonii Brno, Filharmonii Bohuslava Martin(
a jinymi orchestry v Ceské a Slovenské republice. Je &lenkou
Dua con Ardore. Spolutiéinkuje s brnénskou Kantilénou a Ces-
kym filharmonickym sborem Brno. Absolvovala mistrovské
kurzy pod vedenim Mgr. Jany Bouskové. Je &lenkou Zenského
sboru JK Voices a kapely Svitani. Ve volném Case se vénuje
hfe na varhany.

Harp

Pavla Kopecka studied the harp at Brno Conservatory in the
class of Mgr. Milena Chromkova and at the Music and Dance
Faculty at the Academy of Performing Arts in Prague in the
class of Professor Renata Kodadova. She is a member of the
orchestra of the National Theatre in Brno and Brno Contem-
porary Orchestra. She also works with the Brno Philharmonic,
the Bohuslav Martind Philharmonic and other orchestras in
the Czech Republic and Slovakia. She is a member of Dua con
Ardore, and performs with the choir Kantiléna Brno and the
Czech Philharmonic Choir of Brno. She has taken masterclass-
es under the guidance of Mgr. Jana Bouskova. She is a mem-
ber of the women’s choir JK Voices and the band Svitani. She
plays the organ in her free time.

Hana Oracova

Flétna

Hana Oracova vystudovala hru na flétnu na konzervatofi v Brné,
ve tfidé prof. Bozeny RUzi¢kové. Ve studiich pokracovala na Pe-
dagogické fakulté Ostravské univerzity, obor hudebni vychova -
sbormistrovstvi. Nyni se vé&nuje pfedevsim pedagogickeé Cinnosti,
jako ugitelka pfiéné a zobcové flétny, na SZUS Universum v Brné.
Ugastni se rliznych mezindrodnich interpretaénich kurzd a se-
minard. Jako flétnistka spolupracuje s nékolika brnénskymi hu-
debnimi télesy, napf. Ensemble Frizzante, Kantiléna — Sbor déti
a mladeze pfi Filharmonii Brno, smiSeny sbor Kantiléna.

Flute

Hana Orac¢ova studied flute at Brno Conservatory in the class
of Professor BoZzena RUzi¢kova. She continued her studies at
the Faculty of Education at the University of Ostrava in music
education — choral conducting. Now she is engaged primarily
in teaching activities as a teacher of the flute and the recorder
at the private primary school of the arts Universum in Brno.
She takes part in various international interpretation courses
and seminars. She works as a flutist with musical ensembles
in Brno such as Ensemble Frizzante, the Kantiléna Choir for
Children and Young People at the Brno Philharmonic, and the
mixed choir Kantiléna.




LeoS Janacek

VICi stopa pro zenské hlasy a klavir, JW 1V/39

Temna noc! Stary hejtman
hleda stopu vI¢i.

Divné se ta stopa

az v sad pansky stoci!

Druhou noc jiz
hejtman do svitani
tiSe ponocoval

sam s nabitou zbrani.

Kolem mlha,
kam jen obzor staci.

Hejtman v zamysleni
krouti Sedé kniry.
~Sper to tisic hromd,
Skoda noci,

pUjdu radsi doma!“

A tam ve snéhu

jasna zare se kmitla!
Hejtmanovi hlavou
mysSlenka hrozna,

désna jak propast bezedna!
Za ni shluk jinych

ve vifivém kole!

Hoj! Tak supl hejno

kra¢e na mrtvole!

Snad vlk to zavyl v délce,

&i mrazivy vitr do topoll pere?
A opét... zdaz to okno

neb vitr sténa?

,Dable! Za tim oknem dfima
moje mlada zena!“

28

Jeho mlada zena,
plnd, krasna rize,
jeho mlada Zena,
holubice smava.
Kdoz té bujné krvi,
kdoz ji mlze véfit?

Kdo ji vé&fit mbze?
Jeho mladé zené,
pIné, krasné rbzi,
jeho mladé zeng,
holubici smavé?

Hle zas novy proud svétla,
v ném dva stiny hraji;

viz, dvé bilé ruce,

okno otviraji,

hle, stin jeden tmavy,

jak se spousti doll!

Druhy stin se kloni

v jeho obejmuti.

Slys, téch palnych ret(
sladké pfizehnuti!

Div se hejtman zdrzi,
Sileného bolu,

div se zdrzi,

oko v slzach,

pusku ohledava.

K lici klade pusku

v divém rozechvéni.
(Sladké pfizehnuti!)

Ach! Houkla rana!

Snad vé&nym toto polibeni!

Dnes jisté naSel hejtman
stopu vI&i!




Wolf Tracks for Female Voices
and Piano, JW IV/39

Dark the night!
The old captain Seeks the wolf’s trail.
Strangely, the trail winds its way to the manor grounds!

The following night, until daybreak, the captain

keeps watch, alone and in silence, his loaded gun beside him.

All around is thick fog
as far as the ecey can see.

The captain, lost in his thoughts,

twirls his grey whiskers.

’Confound this wasted night,

this wasted night, I'd better be off home!

And there in the snow glints a bright light!

And through the captain’s mind

flashes a terrible thought, as dreadful as a bottomless pit!
And the others follow, in an endless whirl!

Ha, just like a flock of vultures thronging around a corpse!

Is that the wolf howling in the distance,

or the icy wind lashing the poplars?

And again... is that a window, or the gale moaning?
’The devil take it! Behind that window

my young wife is sleeping!”

His young wife — a lovely rose in full bloom,
a joyful dove.

His young wife, that joyful dove.

Such wild blood,

who could trust her?

Who could trust her?
His young wife, a lovely rose in full bloom,
that joyful dove?

Look, another beam of light,

where two shadows move,

see, two white hands, open the window.
Look, one dark shadow

bends down,

and the other shadow leans over,
yielding to its embrace!

Listen to the sweet union

of those ardent lips!

The captain can hardly restrain
his frenzied grief,

he can hardly restrain it,

his eyes full of tears

he stares at his gun.

He raises his gun and takes aim,
trembling wildly.

(Sweet union!)

Ah! A shot rings out!

Perhaps the kiss will last for ever!

Yes, today the captain did find the wolf’s trail!




LeoS Janacek

HradCanské pisni¢ky pro sopran,
zensky sbor, flétnu a harfu, JW 1V/40

Zlata ulicka

Zluty, modry, $edy domek
jako hracka détska,

v zatisi to nezalehne

z2adna vina svétska.

Prouzek nebe v domkd tlumy
probleskava Sefe,

ve hlubiné z dalky Sumi

ze piikopl kefe.

Nebylo zde nikdy zlata

v stinu téch dvou vézi,

a jen stopy hotkych smutku
v tlusté hradbé lezi,

a vse, co kdy osifelo,

sem jak by sbéhlo,

a kde palac zveda Celo,

na prah mu to lehlo.

Na dva kroky od té bidy
nadhery co skvélé!

Ale taky zadumané,
taky osifelé.

Vis-li, chuda uli¢ko ty,
Ze tam trava puci,

zlaté jizby siné Siré

Ze jsou jesté chudsi?

Placici fontana

K sladké pisni slavika

slySte ji, jak nafika

spadla krapéj ke krlpéji
jako slza velika.

Nezvoni jiz, nezpiva,

fontana ta plactiva,

se spézoveé misky vzdechem
slza jen se odliva.

SlySeti je kazdy den

jeji vzlyky a jeji sten,

v zahradé jen pfistup blize
v Serém housti utajen.

Kdyz kol ticho jako hrob,

kdyz zvon doznél beze stop,

v zahradach cos rozvzlyklo se,
a vzlyk ten Zhne do utrob.

Zasla — chtéla nechtéla,
loutna jeji doznéla,

pro ni tiché slzy kanou,
to pohadka umrela.

Zlutym listim postlana,
nad &im place fontana,
po ¢em vzdycha usedaveé
od vecera do rana?

Pohéadka sla zahradou,

s druzinou svou kralovskou
u fontany plesavala —
zasla, zhasla s krasou svou.




Belveder

Kamenna basen v kvétné housti,
zeleny smaragd v prstenu!

Lipa kol nizké vétve spousti,
stfibrnych plné pupend.

Hymnicky pozdrav vééne krasy
vypjatym jasa obloukem,

chrtl par sivych zfi§, jak hra si

ve skocich travnym paloukem.

Akordem harfa v roztouzeni
zahradou tiSe zaznéla,

do strun to sahla v sladkém snéni
pravnucka rodu Jagella.

Tény se linou Sepotavé,
jako by kohos vabily,

a kvéty rudé puci zhavé
do snéni, krasné idyly.

Le¢ basen klame. Tak byt mélo.
Kralovno, kde jsi zCstala?
Mrtvé zde lezZi tvoje télo,

a harfa darmo Cekala.

A véze tvrdé za pfikopem

strmé se pobliz zdvihaji,

okénka v mfizich, dérou stropem
bufi¢i v hluben klesaji.

A jejich kletby, jejich stony
v zahradu drsné zalehnou,
prehluci, harfo, tvoje tény,
pozary vikol vyslehnou.

Budou se nové déje kouti,
a bratr bratra s trdnu rve,

v Utulku lasky koncem pouti
Sileny kral Ika hore své.

Prileti vichry, bouf vSe rvati
zapocne kolkol pfiSerna,
ale ty budes stati,
kamenna basni nadherna!

Stavéla laska tvoji pychu,
tesala krasu v kameny,
co jinde drtil ¢eskou lichu
bés hnévu divé zjitfeny.

Och, kdyby laska jenom zila,
jdouc krajem s pfizni ve zraku,
uboha zemé, kde bys byla,

co by zde bylo zazrak{!




Hrad€any Songs for Soprano,
Female Choir, Flute and Harp, JW 1V/40

The Golden Alley

Yellow, blue, grey house

like a child’s toy in the still life

it will not be smothered

by any worldly fashion.

A streak of sky flashing in grey
between gloomy houses,

in distant depths

bushes murmur from the ditches.

There were never any golden riches
in the shadow of those two towers,
only traces of bitter sorrow

lying in the thick city wall,

and all that ever was orphaned
seems to have gathered here,

and where the palace lifts its facade
it has lain on its threshold.

Within two steps of this misery

there is so much beautiful splendour!
But it is thoughtful, too,

and orphaned.

Do you know, you poor little alley

that the grass is budding there

that the golden rooms and the wide halls
are even poorer?

The Weeping Fountain

To the sweet song of the nightingale
hear it wall

drop to drop has fallen

like a big teardrop.

It rings no more, it sings no more,
the weeping fountain,

from a tin alloy bowl

tears are shed with a sigh.

To hear them every day
sobbing and moaning,

just come closer in the garden
hidden in the dark bush.

When all is dead silent,
when the bell’s sound has died without a trace,
something sobbed in the gardens

and you feel the sob burning in your body.

It died, willy-nilly,

the sound of its lute is heard more,
silent tears are shed for it,

the fairy tale has died.

Covered with yellow leaves,
why does the fountain weep?
What does it sigh for

from dusk till dawn?

There used to be fairies in the garden,

with their royal company

rejoicing and dancing at the fountain -

and then it all died and took its beauty with it.




Belvedere

A stone poem in a flowery thicket,

a green emerald in the ring!

The lime tree lowers its low branches,
full of silver buds.

A hymn-like salute to eternal beauty
exulting in an intensive arch,

you will see a pair of greyhounds
leaping playfully on the grassy meadow.

A harp chord in yearning

sounded silently through the garden,

the great-granddaughter of the Jagiello family
has touched the strings in sweet reverie.

The tones are whispering,

almost as if beckoning,

and the red flowers are budding hotly
into a dreamy, beautiful idyll.

But the poem deceives. It was meant to be.
Queen, where art thou?

Your body lies dead here,

and the harp has waited in vain.

And the stone towers beyond the moat

rising steeply nearby,

through the windows in the bars, the holes in the ceiling,
rabble-rousers are sinking down into the depths.

And the garden is filled

with their curses and moans

they drown out your tones, oh harp,
fires will spring up all around.

They will make new things happen,
brothers shall dethrone each other,
in the shelter of love at the end of the pilgrimage
the mad king cries out his sorrows.

And the storm shall come, ripping everything apart
horrible madness shall reign,

but thou shalt stand,

the beautiful poem made of stone!

Love has built thy pride,

carving your beauty in stone,

while elsewhere the barren Czech land was crushed
by wild and fierce fury of wrath.

Oh, if only love were alive,

walking through the land with favour in its eyes,
poor country, where would you be,

what wonders would we have here!




Bohuslav Martinu

Trojhlasé pisné posvatné
(Tri legendy)

Narozeni Pané
PryS¢i se studena
vodi¢ka z kamena
a v ni se umyva
panenka Maria.

A jak se umyla,

na bfeh vystoupila,
na breh vystoupila,
syna porodila.

Synacku, madj mily,
ja bych uz snidala,
ja bych uz snidala
rybi¢ky z Dunaja.

Poshov, méa maticko,
az ti jich nalovim,

z ledu ohen slozim,
tobé jich pfistrojim.

Synacku, maj mily,
jak bys jich nalovil,
kdyZ ses dnes narodil.

Ty tomu, matic¢ko,

ty tomu neveéfis.

A ja jsem syn Bozi,

ja jsem vSechno stvoil.

Stréil ru¢ku do more
a ulovil uhofte.

Stréil rué¢ku do ficky
a ulovil rybicky.

Znal ohen na ledé,
smazil rybky v medé,
Tot, maticko, snidani
za tvoje kolébani.

Nanebevstoupeni Pané

Kdyz mily pan Jezi§ do nebe vstupoval,
mati¢ku svou milou na zemi zanechal.
Synacku muUj mily, a ja prosim tebe,
ra¢ meé sebou vziti do vééného nebe,
NemUze, mati¢ko, nemUze to byti,

ty musi$, matic¢ko, na zemi umfiti.

Az budu, synac¢ku, na zemi umirat,
nedej mi, synacku, dablu pfistupovat.
Nebuj se, matic¢ko, dabla Seredného,
ja pro tebe poslu andéla krasného.
Andéla krasného, dvanact apostold,
a ja sam tfinacty pljdu pro tebe dold.

Pljdes-li, mati¢ko, pljdes mezi nami,
jak krasny mésic¢ek mezi hvézdi¢kami.
Za koho, maticko, ty budes prositi,
toho ja, matic¢ko, nebudu souditi.
Roztomilé dusi¢ky nermutte se nyni,
mate pomocnici, panenku Marii.




Cesta K raji

Byla cesta uSlapana,

od samého Krista Pana.
Kracely po ni dvé duse,

za nima velka hfiSnice.

Kdyz k nebeskym dvefim prisly,
hned na dvefe udefily.

Svaty Petfe, vemte Klice,
podivte se, kdo to tluce.
Tlucou to, Pane, dvé duse,

za néma velka hfisnice.

Ty dvé duse mné sem pustte,
hfiSnou dusi odtad kaZzte.
Ukazte ji cestu dolu,

kady hfisni do pekla jdou.

Sla od nebe plakajici

a svych hrichd litujict.

Potkala ji matka Bozi,

odkad kracis, hrisna duse?
Vrat se se mnou, hfiSna duse,
poprosim za té JeziSe.

Kdyz k nebeskym dvefim prisly,
zas na dverfe udefily.

Svaty Petfe, vemte klice,
podivte se, kdo to tluce.

Tlu¢e tam, Pane, matka tva

a za ni zas hriSnice ta.

Mou mati¢ku mné sem pustte,
hrisSnou dusi odtad’ kazte.

Ne tak, ne tak, synu mily,
odpust hfisné dusi viny.

Optej se ji, matko mila,

kolik svatkd osvétila?

Ja sem svatkd nesvétila,
j& sem svatkl nesvétila.
Almuzny jen tronik dala,
almuzny jen tronik dala.
Ten troni¢ek maly peniz,
ten ti do nebe spom(z.




Three-voices Sacred Songs
(Three Legends)

Nativity of the Lord Jesus
Cold water gushes from the stone
and in it the Virgin Mary washes.

And as she washed she stepped ashore,
she stepped ashore and gave birth to a son.

My dear son,
I’d like to have breakfast,
fish from the Danube.

Wait, my dearest mother,
I’ll catch them for you,

'l make a fire out of ice,
I’ll cook them for you.

My dear son,
how could you catch them
when you were only born today?

You, mother, don’t believe it,
but | am the son of God,
| created everything.

He put his hand in the sea
and caught an eel,

He put his hand in the river
and caught some fish.

He made fire on the ice,

He fried the fish in honey,

that’s a breakfast for you, mommy
for your cradling me.

The Lord’s Ascension into Heaven
When Lord Jesus ascended into heaven,
He left his dear mother on earth.

My dear son, and | pray thee

Take me with you to eternal heaven,

It cannot be, Mother, it cannot be,

You must die on earth, mother.

When | die on earth, my son,

let not the devil come near me, my son.

Fear not, mother, the ugly devil,

I’ll send a beautiful angel for you.

A beautiful angel, the twelve apostles,

And | myself, the thirteenth, will go down for thee.

If thou wilt go, mother, thou wilt go among us,
Like a beautiful moon among the stars.

For whom, mother, thou shalt pray,

| will not judge that person, mother.

Dear little souls, don’t grieve now

You have a helping hand in the Virgin Mary.




The Path to Paradise

The path was trodden,

From Christ the Lord himself.

Two souls walked it,

Behind them, a great sinner woman.
When they came to heaven’s door,
They struck at the door.

St. Peter, take the keys,

Look who’s knocking.

It’s two souls knocking, Lord,
Behind them, a great sinner.

Let those two souls in,

and let the sinful soul go.

Show her the way down,

Where the wicked go to hell.

She came crying from heaven

Sorry for her sins

The mother of God met her,

Where do you come from, sinful soul?
Come back with me, sinful soul,

I’ll ask Jesus to have mercy for you.
When they came to heaven’s door,
They struck at the door again.

St. Peter, take the keys,

Look who’s knocking.

It’s your mother, Lord, knocking,

And behind her, the sinner woman.
Let my mother in,

and let the sinful soul follow her.

Not so, not so, dear son,

Forgive the guilty soul her sins.

Ask her, dear mother,

How many holy days did she observe?

| have not observed any holy days,

| have not observed any holy days.

| only gave pennies as alms to the poor,
| only gave pennies as alms to the poor,
The little pennies

Will help you go to heaven.




LeoS Janacek

Kaspar Rucky pro Zensky sbor, JW IV/41

Trham ji jak malinu,

tuhle starou novinu,

s véficimi zazpivam si,

nevérficim prominu.

Ach, boze, vzpomerite, takovy pan!
Kordiskem Fin&ival, birytkem sekal,
tinktury vafil, k cisafi zvan,

malo se sodivych pohledt lekal.
Pane Rucky sem, pane KaSpar tam —
tak u dvora platil.

Zatim zlatem cisafovym

sam si kapsu zlatil.

Potajmo kaminek mudrct

upek’ pry v hrnci jak Sedivy brousek,
v noci, kdyz pofrejil ,,u srdcl

kazdé dal panence kaminku kousek.
Pane KaSpar sem, pane Rucky tam —
ve freji masti vafil

s krasnym fraucimorem.

Také rad u kli¢nich otvord

postal si, kde se co Sustlo a feklo,
pozved| zaclonu, poSoupl zavoru -
cisaf mél nékdy pak horouci peklo.
Pane KaSpar sem, pane KaSpar tam —
nahle v§ak byl konec:

s Bilé véze zazniva juz

odsouzenci zvonec.

Zradcoval, kradl a frejil moc,

k vystraze zvolna bud, pozvolna smrcen:
zitra, nez ¢ervankdm ustoupi noc,

na Bilé hofe bud' [dAman a ¢tvrcen! —
Pane Rucky sem, pane KaSpar tam,
pfijdem k tomu kousku!

Ale on jiz ve vézeni

visi na motouzku.

V8ak prece ortel byl proveden.
Belzebub v oustrani dival se na to,
dusi¢ku chytil, kdyz litla ven,

hned rano a v lahvi€ce skryl ji jak zlato.
Pane KaSpar sem, pane KasSpar tam.
AZ tu dusi vynda,

z toho bude poradna as

pro ni jednou brynda.

A byla. Coz nékdy dablu Sprym sklap?

Hvézdicky prokoukly z mraku stem ocek,

hle, hradem harcuje stotisic bab,

jim v patach stotisic rezavych kocek.

Pane Rucky sem, pane KaSpar tam,

horsi jde zlo po zlu,

vy v téch babach a v téch ko¢kach na ohnivém kozlu.

Ach, boze, rozboze, vzhlru byl hrad,
neslySel jaktéZiv takoveé lermo.
Praskaly plaminky kocourdm z brad,
branami, vikyfi derou se mermo.
Pane KaSpar sem, pane KaSpar tam,
jaka divna slava,

kdyz ji biskup kropacem svym

z okna zazehnava!




Cisaf spat nemUze, bez moci stréz,
baba chce kazda kus kozliho lupu,
po jezdci napina kostnatou paz,
nadvofi plné je ohnivych chlupd.
Pane Kaspar sem, pane KaSpar tam,
pékné vas to ztrha,

nezli kohout ke skoncéeni

tomu zakokrha.

Ctyficet noci zlych byval ten hon,
jako by v pekelné bylo to sluji —
zvolna pak umlkl proklatclv ston,
a novi Kaspari zas kasparuji.

A tak kdyby dnes zase Bezelbub
chtél a dusim polik’,

kdez by na ty kavalkady

nabral kozl tolik!

Kaspar Rucky for Female Choir, JW IV/41

| picked this old story

like a raspberry,

I’ll sing it with the faithful,

and forgive the unbelievers.

Oh, God, do you remember what a lord he was?
He rattled his sword, wielded his axe,

he brewed tinctures, was invited to the emperor,
never afraid of his rivals® stares.

Mr. Rucky here, Mr. KaSpar there -

such was his position at court.

Meanwhile, he lined his pockets

with the Emperor’s gold.

People say he brewed the philosopher’s stone
in a pot like a grey whetstone,

at night, when he was in the whorehouse

he gave each girl a piece of the stone.

Mr. KaSpar here, Mr. Rucky there —

he cooked ointments in the whorehouse

with his beautiful entourage.

He was also fond of keyholes,

listened to rumors and gossip,

lifting curtains, sliding latches —

sometimes causing real trouble for the Emperor.
Mr. KaSpar here, Mr. Rucky there -

but all of a sudden, it was over:

from the White Tower sounds

the convict’s bell.




He betrayed, stole, and whored too much,

and will be put to a slow death, as a warning:

tomorrow, before the night succumbs to the red twilight sky,
on Bila Hora he will be broken and quartered!

Mr. KaSpar here, Mr. Rucky there —

We’'ll come to see it!

But he is already in prison.

hanging by a string.

The sentence has been carried out.

And Beelzebub, standing by in shadows, looked on,
he caught his soul as it flew out,

and hid it in a bottle like gold.

Mr. KaSpar here, Mr. Rucky there —

When he takes the soul out one day,

it will be in real trouble.

And it was. Does the devil ever get the joke?

The stars have peeped out from behind the clouds
like a thousand eyes,

and a hundred thousand women are scampering
through the castle,

with a hundred thousand rusty cats at their heels.
Mr. KaSpar here, Mr. Rucky there —

worse evil comes after evil,

you in the hags and the cats on the fiery goat.

Oh, dear God, the castle was awake,

such noise was never heard.

The flames burst from the cats chins,
crawling through the gates and dormers.

Mr. KaSpar here, Mr. Rucky there —

what strange glory,

with the bishop exorcising it with his sprinkler
from the windows!
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The emperor cannot sleep, the guards are powerless
every woman wants a piece of the goat’s hair,
reaching for the rider with their skinny arms,

the courtyard is full of burning hair.

Mr. KaSpar here, Mr. Rucky there —

you will be wasted

before the rooster crows to call an end to this.

The hunting lasted for forty wicked nights,

as if it were a hell-hole.

and then the sound of the accursed man’s groaning died away,
and the new Kaspars are doing their thing again.

And so, if today Beelzebub

wanted souls of men again,

he’d better get a lot of goats

to march in such cavalcade!




Josef Suk

Deset zpévl pro Zensky sbor
a klavir na 4 ruce, op. 156

Zal

Travicka zelena, kadé ja chodievam,
lebo ju ja ¢asto slzami polievam.
Usta mi spievaju, odi sa mi sméju,
ale od srdécka slzy sa mi leju.

Nie preto si spievam,

bych vesela bola, ale preto spievam,
bych Ziale zabola.

Ziale, moje Ziale, smutné,

osiralé, ako ta rosi¢ka na zelenej trave;
jesté tu rosicku vetricek oduje

a mna zarmucenu nik népolutuje!

Tuzba

Kéz by mi tak bylo, jak mi byvavalo,
kdyZ mi ze tfech oken svétlo svitavalo.
Z jednoho slunécko, z druhého mésicek
a z toho tretiho Svarny Sohajic¢ek.

Spoleény hrob

Zomres ty, zomrem ja, zomreme oba dva,
dame my se pochovati do jednoho hroba.
Dame si napisat na jednu dasti¢ku:

»Tuto lezZia dvaja ludia o jednom srdéc¢ku.”

Pastyfi na jaro

Z oravského zamku chlapci pozeraju,
¢i sa pod Tatrami bucky rozvijaju.
Rozvijaj sa, bucku, z husta polehucku,
ked sa ty rozvijes, valachov prikryjes.
Haje, lesy, hory,

to nase komory,

zelené jedlicky,

to naSe izbicky.

Divna voda

Na tom nasem dvore, to je voda, boze!
Kdo se ji napije, zapomnét nemdéze.
Napil se ji, napil, pékny Sohaj zrana;
nemohel zapomnét do svatého Jana.
Do svatého Jana, do svaté Trojice
nemohel zapomnét své Svarné dévdice.

Vily

Tam okolo Stre€na cesta nebezpecna,
pod zamkom sa skryly

v bielych plachtach vily.

Na lukach vo Vahu €asto se kupajy;
po poli Sirokom tancuvaju skokom.
Koho raz pochytia,

tak ho dluho vrtia,

az pokial v ich hrsti

dusu nevypusti.

Pastyf a pastyrka

Z oné strany vody, v lese ve bucginé
zpiva pastyrecka jako krepelicka.
Pastyfecek za ni, ona se mu brani;
chyté za ruginku, prosi o hubinku.

Co ti, pastyfecku, co ti po hubince.

A hle, tam pfichazi nékdo po péSince.
A necht si pfichazi, kdyz ja touhou prahnu,
jestli mi ji nedas, ja ti ji ukradnu.

Z oné strany vody,

v lese ve buciné zpiva pastyrecka.




Vzpominky

Cervené hvozdicky, bilé tulipany,

kde jsi, mUj Jeni¢ku, mnoho milovany.
Boli mne, ach, boli ta moje hlavicka,
kdyz se rozpomenu na tvoje slovicka.
Kdyz se rozpomenu na tebe za noci,
vyplakala bych si svoje modré oci.

Choutka po vdani

Mati¢ko, mati¢ko, mati¢ko moje!
Vdejte mne uz mezi lidi,

at’ mi cely svét zavidi, mati¢ko moje!
Dcerusko, dcerusko, dcerusko moje!
Jestés mlada jak jahoda,

mezi lidi té skoda, dcerusko moje!
Mati¢ko, mati¢ko, mati¢ko moje!

At’ jak jahoda jsem mlada,

ale chlapce mamt’ ja rada, mati¢ko moje!
Dcerusko, dcerusko, dcerusko moje!
Vsak ty bude$§ muze syta,

Ctyfikrate za den bita, dcerusko moje!
Matic¢ko, mati¢ko, mati¢ko moje!
Padnu ja mu na Sijicku,

upfimnou mu dam hubic¢ku,

hned bude shoda.

Kéz by vedéli!
Za Sitnici za vodic¢kou zelena se bor,

kde je ktery mlady, jary, vSechen jasa tvor.

Rad by také Jovo jasal, ale nema s kym.
Rada také hezka Mara, ale jenom s nim!
Za Sitnici za vodi¢kou zelena se bor,

kde je ktery mlady, jary, vSechen jasa tvor.

Ten Songs for Female Choir
with Piano for Four Hands, Op. 15

Sorrow

Green grass, where | go,

because | often water it with my tears.
My mouth sings, my eyes smile,

but my heart overflows with tears.

Not because of that | am singing

that | would be happy but | am singing
to forget my sorrow.

Sorrow my sorrow sad,

orphaned, like dew on the green grass;
wind will dry out dew

and nobody feels sorry for me!

Longing

If only I lived the way | used to,

when the light was coming through three windows.
The sun through one, the moon through the other,
and my beloved through the third one.

Single Grave

| will die, you will die, both of us will die,

we will be buried in one grave.

We will have this written on one gravestone:
“Two people sharing one heart lie here.”

Shepherds In Spring
Boys are watching from Orava castle

whether beech buds are opening under the Tatra Mountains.

Open beech buds, all of you slowly,

when you open, you will cover the Valachians.
Groves, forests, mountains,

they are our pantries,

green fir trees,

they are our chambers.




Miraculous Water

Oh God, what water in our yard!

He who drinks it, cannot forget.

A handsome boy drank it in the morning;
he could not forget until St. John’s day.
Until St. John, until the Holy Trinity

he could not forget his pretty girl.

Fairies

The road around Stre¢no Castle is dangerous,
under the castle fairies

hide in white linen.

They often bath in the meadows in the Vah River;
they dance in the open fields.

When they take hold of somebody,

they dance with him,

when they have him in the palms of their hands,
until he gives up the ghost.

The Shepherd And The Shepherdess

On that side of the water, in the beech forest
the shepherdess is singing like a quail.

The shepherd is following her, she resists;

he catches her arm, begs for a kiss.

Dear shepherd, why do you need a kiss.
Look, somebody is coming down the path.

| do not mind, | feel a surge of desire,

if you do not kiss me, | will steal the kiss.

On that side of the water,

the shepherdess is singing in the beech forest.

Memories

Red clove pinks, white tulips,

where are you, my John, so much loved.
My head aches, oh, aches,

when | remember your words.

When | remember you at night,

| would cry my blue eyes out.

Yearning for Marriage

Mother, mother, mother mine!

Let me get married and leave my home,

so that the whole world can envy me, mother mine!
Daughter, daughter, daughter mine!

You are still young like a strawberry,

leaving home would harm you, daughter mine!
Mother, mother, mother mine!

Never mind | am young,

but | love a boy, mother mine!

Daughter, daughter, daughter mine!

You will have enough of a man,

when you are beaten four times a day, daughter mine!
Mother, mother, mother mine!

| will embrace him,

give him a loving kiss,

we will be in harmony immediately.

If Only They Knew!

Over the Sitnice River, over the water, a green pine forest,
wherever somebody is young, marry, all beings are rejoicing.
Jovo would also like to rejoice but he has nobody.

The pretty Mara would rejoice too but only with him!

Over the Sitnice River, over the water, a green pine forest,
wherever somebody is young, marry, all beings are rejoicing.







