LEOS JANACEK
&
KRYSTOF MARATKA

16. 10. 2026, 19:00
— Divadlo Reduta (Mozartav sal)

16 October 2026, 7 p.m.
— Reduta Theatre (Mozart Hall)

UCINKUJICI/ PERFORMERS

Ales Briscein - tenor

Michaela Zajmi - alt/alto

Krystof Maratka — klavir, soubor ¢eskych a moravskych lidovych
nastrojd, mluveny hlas/piano, ensemble of Czech and Moravian
folk instruments, narration

Yan Maratka - klarinet/clarinet

Karine Lethiec - viola

Veronika Vlkova Zaplatilova — Zensky hlas/female voice
Adriana Sedlackova - Zensky hlas/female voice

Darina Konoplia — Zensky hlas/female voice



PROGRAM

Leos Janacek:

Rikadla (1925-1926) / svétova premiéra nové verze
pro 1-2 hlasy, klarinet a klavir, uprava Krystof Maratka
(2025-2026)

Krystof Maratka:

Altotem/noé&ni archaicka hudba pro violu s doprovodem
klaviru (¢eska premiéra)

Bachorky/pro violu, klarinet, klavir a soubor ¢eskych
a moravskych lidovych nastrojd

Prestavka

Krystof Maratka:

Zdhada pana Rybky/melodrama pro herce (a) klaviristu
na motivy povidky Karla Capka

Leos Janacek:
Zapisnik zmizelého, JW V/12/pisfiovy cyklus pro tenor,
alt, tfi zenské hlasy a klavir



PROGRAMME

Leos Janacek:

Nursery Rhymes (1925-1926) /world premiere of a new
version for 1-2 voices, clarinet and piano, arranged by
Krystof Maratka (2025-2026)

Krystof Maratka:

Altotem/nocturnal archaic music for viola with piano
accompaniment (Czech premiere)

Pastoral Fables/composition for viola, clarinet, piano,
and Czech and Moravian folk instruments

Intermission

Krystof Maratka:

The Mystery of Mr Rybka/melodrama for one comedian
(and one) pianist, based on a short story by Karel Capek

Leos Janacek:
The Diary of One Who Disappeared, JW V/12/
song cycle for tenor, alto, three female voices, and piano



Zatimco Janackova hudba ma své kofeny v moravské lidové pisni,
Krystof Maratka je inspirovan etnickou hudbou vicero kontinentd.
Maratka se dilu Leo$e Janacka vénuje nejenom jako interpret, ale
také jako skladatel a autor Upravy dechového sextetu Middi pro

smydécové kvarteto &i Upravy plivodni verze Rikadel.

Leos Janadek (1854-1928) si nadélil rozverna lidova Rikadla
kratce po svych sedmdesdatych narozenindch. Tato Iéta jsou pro
skladatele typickd mimo jiné pozoruhodnou komorni instrumentaci
(Rikadla, Concertino, Capriccio). Inspiraci &erpal, jako predtim uz
nékolikrat, ve svych oblibenych Lidovych novinach, kde v pfiloze
.Détsky koutek” vychdazely kratké détské lidové rymovacky ilu-
strované obrazky Josefa Lady, Ondfeje Sekory a Jana Haly.

V roce 1925 napsal 1. verzi Rikadel: 8 kratkych hudebnich
Cisel pro 1-3 hlasy, klarinet a klavir. O rok pozdéji vytvofil 2. verzi:
rozSitil skladbu na celkem 19 &isel a vyznamné posilil obsazeni
na 9 hlas@ a vét$i instrumentalni soubor. Vydavatelstvi Universal
Edition vydalo Rikadla nejprve v roce 1928 v Upravé Erwina Steina
pro hlasy, violu a klavir, na které se Janac¢ek nepodilel. Partitura
findlniho znéni z roku 1926 vysla u stejného nakladatelstvi az
v roce 1965.

Na koncerté uvedena verze Rikadel z pera Kry$tofa MaFatky
spatfila svétlo svéta pfesné po sto letech od vzniku této skladby
a pfindsi spojeni obou Janackovych pdvodnich verzi z roku 1925
a 1926. Svou délkou a formou odpovida druhé Janackové ,velké”
verzi s 19 hudebnimi Cisly, ale obsazenim vychazi z prvotniho
Janackova napadu prvni verze pro hlas(y), klarinet a klavir. Vznika
tak novy, rozsahlejsi a pfitom intimni komorni cyklus skladeb
moravského Mistra, ktery dava pfilezitost pfedevsim zpévakim,
ale i klarinetistim a klaviristdm roz§ifit nevelky repertoar Janagé-
kovych komornich skladeb z jeho posledniho obdobi Zivota.

Cesky skladatel Krystof Maratka (*1971) spojuje nékdy ve
svych skladbach prvni stopy plvodu hudby z obdobi pravéku se
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soucasnou tvorbou. Tento kompozi€ni zamér nazyva origINovace.
Studium archaické, etnické a lidové hudby ho tak fyzicky privadi
do rozmanitych inspiracnich oblasti, jako jsou archeologicka
nalezisté, nasténné malby, jeskyné, ateliéry na vyrobu pravékych
a lidovych nastrojl, knihovny, muzejni sbirky, vystavy a archivy.

Altotem, archaicka no¢ni hudba, existuje ve tfech verzich:
pro violu s doprovodem harfy, pro violu s doprovodem klaviru
anebo pro soélovou violu. Skladba se inspiruje klicovymi sbirkami
predni francouzské instituce vystavujici poklady minulosti a doklady
plvodu lidské ¢innosti vibec, kterou je Narodni archeologické
muzeum v Saint-Germain-en-Laye nedaleko Pafrize. Skladatel uvadi,
7e v jeho predstavé je altotem pomysiny starobyly a zapomenuty
hudebni nastroj, jakysi pfedchtdce moderni violy, jenz svou hrou
s archaizujici a nezvyklou zvukovosti chrani sbirky muzea, nad
kterymi tak bdi a drzi ochrannou ruku. Odtud prameni i jeho nazev
slozeny ze dvou ¢asti: alto jako viola a totem, symbol ochrany,
patronace. Skladba je vénovana francouzské violistce Karine
Lethiec a vydalo ji nakladatelstvi Editions Artchipel, Paris.

Maratkova skladba Bachorky z roku 2016 je inspirovana
svétem lidové hudby, jejim instrumentafem, ktery autor vyuziva
v konfrontaci s ostatnimi ndstroji. Objevuji se zde instrumenty
jako bezovak, kamzi¢i roh, hadrarska pistalka, nosova flétna,
pastyfska trouba &i kosténa flétna.

Inspiraci pro svlj melodram Zdhada pana Rybky z roku 2015
nalezl Matatka v povidce Karla Capka Slépéje, vydané v Povidkdch
z jedné kapsy. Klicovou roli tu hraji text a déj, z ¢ehoz vychazi
i hudebni zpracovani, které v§ak nenese dominantni funkci, spise
doplfiuje vypravéni. Skladba je soucasti fady dalSich skladatelovych
melodramd pro stejné obsazeni a tvofi s nimi celek. Je plvodné
zamysSlena pro jednoho ucinkujiciho: herce-klaviristu, jenz zastava
obé role: herecky projev a hru na klavir, ale skladbu také mohou hrat
dva interpreti: herec a klavirista. Text je mozné provadét v rliznych
jazycich. Atmosféra zdhady, kterd je tématem Capkovy povidky, je
podtrZena mikro-intervalovou barvou souzvukl v klavirnim partu,
jiz skladatel dosahuje vlastnim, dosti nezvyklym zplsobem
a vytvari tak prostor pro obsah spisovatelova textu, dotykajiciho
se neobjasnitelnosti nékterych jevd, které nas obklopuji.



Stejné& jako v pripadé Rikadel nalezl Jana&ek text pisfiového cyklu
Zapisnik zmizelého ve svych oblibenych Lidovych novinach. Bylo
to v dobé premiéry Jeji pastorkyné v prazském Narodnim divadle
v kvétnu 1916, kdy v Lidovych novinach vychazel na pokracovani
anonymni basnicky cyklus ,Z péra samoukova“. Pfibéh o lasce
mladého chlapce k cikanské divce, pro niz opustil rodi¢e a obétoval
pro lasku a svobodu svij do té doby poklidny Zivot, Janacka zaujal
a text si vystfihl. Pisfovy cyklus Zdpisnik zmizelého na néj zacal
komponovat v srpnu 1917, kratce poté, co v Luhacovicich poznal
svou pozdéjsi pfitelkyni a mizu Kamilu Stosslovou. Nedokonéenou
kompozici véak opustil a vratil se k ni, opét bez vétsiho Uspéchu,
v nasledujicim roce. Se zaujetim se dilu vénoval az v roce 1919, kdy
jej dokoncil a nechal opsat. Stale vSak nebyl spokojen. Nedokézal
si totiZz predstavit, jak by mél byt cyklus interpretovan, a proto jej
opét odlozil. Znovu se k nému vratil az poté, co mu pocatkem roku
1921 &asti cyklu prfednesli klavirista a dirigent Bfetislav Bakala
s tenoristou Jaroslavem Lecianem. Janacek pak podrobil skladbu
revizi a souhlasil s vefejnym provedenim, které se konalo 18. dubna
1923 v sale Reduty v Brné. Janacek mél v umyslu toto dilo uvadét
poloscénicky, kdy starsi muz sedi u stolku a vzpomina, ale na
doporudeni interpretd se tohoto ndpadu vzdal. Avéak vyzadoval
alespon specifické nasviceni scény Cervenym svétlem. Zdpisnik
zmizelého patfi dodnes k nejpozoruhodné&j$im pisfiovym cyklim
20. stoleti.

KryStof Mafatka a Jifi Zahradka



While Janacek’s music has its roots in Moravian folksong, Krystof
Maratka draws inspiration from the traditional music of several
continents. Maratka engages with Leo$ Janac¢ek’s work not only
as a performer, but also as a composer, and has arranged the
wind sextet Youth for string quartet and also adapted the original
version of Nursery Rhymes.

Leo$ Janaéek (1854-1928) wrote his playful folk Nursery
Rhymes shortly after his seventieth birthday. For the composer one
of the things which characterized these years was his remarkable
chamber instrumentation (Nursery Rhymes, Concertino, Capriccio).
As he had done several times before, he drew inspiration from
his favourite Lidové noviny newspaper, where short traditional
children’s rhymes, illustrated with pictures by Josef Lada, Ondfej
Sekora and Jan Hala, appeared in the “Children’s Corner” supplement.

In 1925, he wrote the first version of Nursery Rhymes: eight
short musical numbers for one to three voices, clarinet and piano.
A year later, he created the second version, expanding the work
to a total of 19 numbers and significantly enlarging the forces to
nine voices and a larger instrumental ensemble. Universal Edition
first published Nursery Rhymes in 1928 in Erwin Stein’s arrangement
for voices, viola and piano, though without Janacek’s involvement.
The score of the final 1926 version was not published by the same
publisher until 1965.

This concert version of Nursery Rhymes by KryStof Maratka
was first performed exactly one hundred years after the work was
composed, bringing together Janacek'’s two original versions from
1925 and 1926. In length and form, it corresponds to Janacek'’s
second ‘large’ version, with 19 musical numbers, but its instrumen-
tation is based on Janacek’s initial idea for the first version, for
voice(s), clarinet and piano. The result is a new, more extensive
yet intimate chamber cycle of works by the Moravian maestro,
giving singers in particular, but also clarinettists and pianists,



the opportunity to expand the modest repertoire of Janacek’s
chamber works from the final period of his life.

The Czech composer Krystof Maratka (*1971) sometimes
combines in his compositions the earliest traces of the origins of
music from prehistoric times with contemporary music. He calls
this compositional approach origlNovation. His study of archaic,
ethnic and folk music thus takes him physically to a wide range
of sources of inspiration, including archaeological sites, cave
paintings, workshops where prehistoric and folk instruments are
made, libraries, museum collections, exhibitions and archives.

Altotem, an archaic nocturnal music, exists in three versions:
for viola accompanied by harp, for viola accompanied by piano,
and for solo viola. The work draws inspiration from the central
collections of a leading French institution dedicated to displaying
treasures of the past and evidence of the origins of human activity:
the National Archaeological Museum in Saint-Germain-en-Laye
near Paris. The composer says that, in his imagination, the altotem
is a hypothetical ancient and forgotten musical instrument, a kind
of precursor to the modern viola, whose archaic and unusual sound
protects the museum’s collections, watching over them and keeping
them under its protective wing. This is also the origin of its name,
which is made up of two parts: alto, referring to the viola, and to-
tem, a symbol of protection and patronage. The work is dedicated
to the French violist Karine Lethiec and was published by Editions
Artchipel, Paris.

Maratka’s 2016 composition Pastoral Fables is inspired by
the world of folk music and its instruments, which the composer
juxtaposes against other instruments. Instruments featured
include the elder-wood whistle, chamois horn, ragman’s whistle,
nose flute, shepherd’s trumpet and bone flute.

Martatka found inspiration for his 2015 melodrama The
Mystery of Mr Rybka from Karel Capek’s short story “Footprints”,
published in Tales from One Pocket. The text and plot play a key
role here, and this is reflected in the musical treatment, which
does not take on a dominant role, but rather complements the
narrative. The work is part of a series of other melodramas by the
composer for the same forces and forms a larger unit with them.
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It was originally conceived for a single performer: an actor-pianist
who takes on both roles, delivering the spoken text and playing
the piano, but it can also be performed by two musicians: an actor
and a pianist. The text can also be performed in different languages.
The mysterious atmosphere of Capek’s short story is underscored
by the microtonal colour of the harmonies in the piano part, which
the composer achieves in his own rather unusual way, thereby
creating space for the content of the writer’s text, which touches
on the inexplicability of certain phenomena that surround us.

As with Nursery Rhymes, Janacek found the text of the song
cycle The Diary of One Who Disappeared in his favourite Lidové
noviny. At the time of the premiere of Jendfa at Prague’s National
Theatre in May 1916, an anonymous cycle of poems entitled “From
the Pen of a Self-Taught Man” was being published in instalments
in Lidové noviny. The story of a young boy’s love for a Gypsy girl,
for whom he left home and sacrificed his peaceful life for love
and freedom, caught Jandcek’s attention. He began composing
the song cycle The Diary of One Who Disappeared in August
1917, shortly after meeting his future friend and muse, Kamila
Stosslova, in Luhacovice. However, he abandoned the composition
and returned to it, again without much success, the following year.
It was not until 1919 that he devoted himself to the work, completing
it and having it copied out. He was still not satisfied, however. He
could not imagine how the cycle should be performed, and so he
put it aside. He returned to it only after the pianist and conductor
Bfetislav Bakala and tenor Jaroslav Lecian performed parts of
the cycle for him at the beginning of 1921. Janacek then revised
the work and agreed to a public performance, which took place
on 18 April 1923 at the Reduta Hall in Brno. Janac¢ek intended the
composition to be performed semi-staged, with an older man
sitting at a table and reminiscing, but he abandoned the idea at
the performers’ recommendation. He did, however, insist on red
stage lighting. The Diary of One Who Disappeared remains one of
the most remarkable song cycles of the twentieth century.

Krystof Maratka and Jifi Zahradka



Krystof Maratka

Cesky skladatel Kry$tof Maratka, Zijici v Praze a v Pafizi, patfi
mezi predni autory svétové hudebni scény. Jedine¢nost jeho
hudebniho jazyka tkvi pfedevsim v propojeni riznych sou¢asnych
technik, které prameni z neobycejnych a pfekvapivych inspirac-
nich zdroj: pravéké hudebni nastroje a vyroba jejich replik, jiz
iniciuje, svétova etnicka hudba, zrod lidské feci, improvizace

a nové kompozi¢ni postupy. Jeho sbirka ¢&itajici pies sto rliznych
archaickych transnastroj, na které hraje a které vyuziva

v nékterych svych skladbdch, je ojedinéla. Jako dirigent plsobil
Krystof Maratka s orchestry jako napfiklad Nederlands Kamerorkest
v Concertgebouw v Amsterdamu, Toronto Symphony Orchestra,
PKF - Prague Philharmonia, Sinfonia Varsovia Orchestra,
Orchestre Philharmonique de Radio France a dal$i. V sou¢asné
dobé pfipravuje velky symfonicky projekt ve spolupraci s Pafizskou
filharmonii, Orchestre de Pau Pays de Béarn, Ceskym rozhlasem
a dal8imi evropskymi institucemi.
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The Czech composer Kry$tof Mafatka, who lives in Prague and
Paris, is one of the leading figures on the international music
scene. The uniqueness of his musical language lies above all in
the combination of various contemporary techniques rooted in
extraordinary and surprising sources of inspiration: prehistoric
musical instruments and the creation of their replicas, which
he initiates, world ethnic music, the origins of human speech,
improvisation and new compositional approaches. His collection
of more than one hundred different archaic trans-instruments,
which he plays and uses in some of his compositions, is unique.
As a conductor, KryStof Maratka has worked with orchestras
including the Nederlands Kamerorkest at the Concertgebouw
in Amsterdam, the Toronto Symphony Orchestra, PKF-Prague
Philharmonia, the Sinfonia Varsovia Orchestra and the Orchestre
Philharmonique de Radio France. He is currently preparing a major
symphonic project in collaboration with the Philharmonie de
Paris, the Orchestre de Pau Pays de Béarn, Czech Radio and
other European institutions.
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Ales Briscein

TENOR
Tenor Ales Briscein se naposledy objevil na scéné v Aucklandu
v roli Paula v Korngoldové opefe Mrtvé mésto, v Praze pak jako
Erik (Bludny Holandan) a Fritz (Vzdaleny zvuk od F. Schrekera).
Mezi vyznamné milniky jeho dosavadni kariéry se fadi Boris
(Kata Kabanovd) a Anatol Kuragin (Vojna a mir, rezie Calixto Bieito)
v Zenevé, Albert Gregor (Véc Makropulos) v berlinské Deutsche
Oper a v Grand Théatre de Geneve, Clair Quilty (S€edrinova
Lolita) v Praze a v Petrohradu, Smetanlv Dalibor pod hudebnim
vedenim Stefana Soltesze ve Frankfurtské opefe, Filka Morozov
(Z mrtvého domu) v Bavorské statni opefe v hudebnim nastudo-
vani Simone Youngové, postava Tambourmajora (Wozzeck, rezie
Robert Carsen) v Divadle na Vidence pod vedenim Leo Hussaina,
titulni role v Zemlinského opete Trpaslik ve Styrském Hradci, za
niz obdrzel Musik Preis za nejlepsi muzsky vykon roku 2018, a role
Lenského (EvZen Onégin) v berlinské Komické opefe. Kromé toho
jsme ho také mohli spatfit jako Kralovského syna (Krdlovské déti),
Ferranda (Cosi fan tutte), Laca Klemené& a Stevu Buryju (Jejf
pastorkyria), Jitiho (Dvorak(v Jakobin), Ladislava (Smetanovy Dvé
vdovy), Prince (Rusalka), hrabéte d’Albafloriu (Mirandolina od
Bohuslava Martin(), Jaroméra (Fibichova opera Pad Arkuna),
Lukase (Smetanova Hubicka), Alfréda (La traviata), Polliona (Norma)
a v titulni roli v Lohengrinovi. K jeho koncertnimu repertoaru
se fadi mimo jiné Beethovenova 9. symfonie a Missa solemnis
a Mahlerova 8. symfonie. Hostovani jej zavedlo na Tyrolsky festival
Erl, Salcbursky festival, na operni festival Savonlinna, na hudebni
festival BBC Proms a do Semperovy opery v Drazdanech.
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TENOR
Tenor Ale$ Briscein last appeared on stage in Auckland as Paul
in Korngold'’s opera Die tote Stadt and then in Prague as Erik
(Der fliegende Holldnder) and Fritz (Der ferne Klang by Franz
Schreker). Important milestones in his career to date have been
Boris (Katya Kabanova) and Anatole Kuragin (War and Peace directed
by Calixto Bieito) in Geneva, Albert Gregor (The Makropulos Affair)
at Deutsche Oper Berlin and Grand Thééatre de Geneve, Clare Quilty
(Shchedrin’s Lolita) in Prague and St. Petersburg, Smetana’s Dalibor
conducted by Stefan Soltesz at Oper Frankfurt, Filka Morozov
(From the House of the Dead) at the Bayerische Staatsoper as
staged by Simone Young, the role of the Drum Major (Wozzeck,
directed by Robert Carsen) at the Theater an der Wien conducted
by Leo Hussain, the title role in the opera Der Zwerg by Alexander
von Zemlinsky in Graz, for which he received the Musik Preis for
Best Male Performance of 2018, and the role of Lensky (Eugene
Onegin) at the Komische Oper Berlin. We have also had the chance
of seeing him as the King’s Son (Kénigskinder), Ferrando (Cosi
fan tutte), Laca Klemer and Steva Buryja (Jendfa), Jifi (Dvofak’s
The Jacobin), Ladislav (Smetana’s The Two Widows), The Prince
(Rusalka), Conte d’Albafiorita (Mirandolina by Bohuslav Martin(),
Jaromér (Fibich’s opera The Fall of Arkun), Lukas (Smetana’s
The Kiss), Alfredo (La traviata), Pollione (Norma) and in the lead
role in Lohengrin. His concert repertoire includes such pieces as
Beethoven’s Ninth Symphony and Missa solemnis and Mahler’s
Eighth Symphony. Guest appearances have taken him to the
Tiroler Festspiele Erl, Salzburger Festpiele, the Savonlinna Opera
Festival, the BBC Proms and the Semperoper Dresden.
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Michaela Zajmi

ALT
Mezzosopranistka Michaela Zajmi, sélistka Narodniho divadla
v Praze, narozend v Brné, je absolventkou PraZzské konzervatore.
Nejvétsiho ocenéni dosahla na podzim roku 2009 na 44. Mezi-
narodni pévecké soutézi Antonina Dvordka v Karlovych Varech,
kde v oboru opera-Zeny a v oboru pisen ziskala 3. cenu. Rovnéz
se stala lauredtkou mezinarodni SoutéZze o Cenu Leo$e Janacka
(EMCY), obdrzela 1. cenu na Soutézni pfehlidce konzervatofi
Ceské republiky v Pardubicich a 1. cenu na Mezinarodni soutézi
Prazsky pévec. Za rok 2010 byla Michaela Zajmi nominovana na
Cenu Thalie za mimofadny jevistni vykon v roli Angeliny v opefe
La Cenerentolla v Narodnim divadle Brno a za rok 2023 byla
nominovana za dvojroli v operach Viktora Ullmanna. Absolvovala
také fadu koncertnich vystoupeni napfiklad s Plzeriskou filharmonii,
Komorni filharmonii Ceské Budé&jovice a také s Ceskou filharmonii.
Vystoupila téZ na Slavnostnim zahajovacim koncerté k 200. vyroci
zalozeni Prazské konzervatofe v Rudolfinu a na zavére¢ném
koncerté 50. roéniku Dvorakova Karlovarského podzimu. Podnikla
téZ Usp&sné pévecké turné po Italii. Uastnila se turné s operou
Rusalka s opernim domem Glyndebourne po celé Anglii a hostuje
pravidelné s operou Narodniho divadla v Japonsku. Michaela
Zajmi vystoupila téz s Budapest festival orchestra na koncertech
po Evropé a v roce 2016 byla pozvana do Teatro Regio di Torino
na produkci Prihod lisky Bystrousky v roli LiSdka a v roce 2018 na
roli Paze Herodias v opefe Salome od Richarda Strausse. Siroce
se vénuje také pisfiovému repertodru a ma na konté jiz nékolik
nahrdavek. Opétovneé je zvana na velké role jako host do National-
theater Mannheim v Némecku.
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ALTO
Mezzosoprano Michaela Zajmi, the soloist of the National
Theatre in Prague, was born in Brno and studied at the Prague
Conservatory. The most valuable awards were from the 44th
International Singing Competition in Karlovy Vary where she won
the 3rd place in both the Opera and Song categories. She was
also a laureate of the International Singing Competition of Leo$
Janacek’s Prize (EMCY), then she became a winner of the Singing
Competition of the Music Conservatoires in the Czech Republic
in Parbubice, and she got the 1st prize at the International Singing
Competition “Prazsky pévec”. In 2010 she was nominated for
Thalia Prize for the exceptional stage performance as Angelina
in Rossini’s opera La Cenerentolla in the Brno National Theatre.
Michaela has performed in many concerts recently with the
Prague Chamber Philharmonic, the Pilsen Philharmonic, the South
Bohemian Philharmonic, and Talich Chamber Orchestra. She also
performed at the opening concert of the 200th anniversary of
the foundation of the Prague Conservatory of Music in Rudolfinum
as well as at the closing concert of the 50th annual Dvofak Autumn
Festival. Michaela successfully performed in the concert tour in
Italy and she also toured with the Glyndebourne Opera which
performed Dvorak’s opera Rusalka in Great Britain. Regularly, she
travels to Japan with the Prague National Theatre Opera and she
performed with the Budapest Festival Orchestra on a European
tour. In 2016, she sang in Janacek’s opera The Little Cunning Vixen
in Teatro Regio di Torino. In 2018 she sang Herodias Page in Strauss
opera Salome in Teatro Regio di Torino. She also devotes a lot of
time to his song repertoire and has many recordings to her credit.
She is again invited to big roles in Nationaltheater Mannheim in
Germany.
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Yan Maratka

KLARINET

Cesko-francouzsky klarinetista Yan Maratka se narodil v roce 2003.
Na klarinet zacal hrat v osmi letech a v Sestndcti letech nastoupil
na Conservatoire National Supérieur de Musique v Pafizi, kde
studoval do roku 2025 a do roku 2026 na Konzervatofi v Zenevé.
Je lauredtem mezinarodnich soutézi — Lisabon, Jacques Lancelot
Tokio/Rouen, Janacek Brno, semifinalista a drzitel zvlastni ceny
ARD Mnichov. Vyznacuje se predevsim hloubkou svého hudebniho
vyrazu a je nadSsenym komornim hrac¢em (hostoval na festivalech
v Aix-en-Provence, Grange de Meslay, Journées Ravel, Pacific
Music Festival). Od jara 2026 je 1. klarinetistou v Belgian National
Orchestra v Bruselu, spolupracuje s Orchestre de Paris, Orchestre
du Capitole de Toulouse, Orchestre National de Lyon a jako sélista
vystupuje po Evropé a Asii.
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CLARINET
The Czech-French clarinettist Yan Mafatka was born in 2003.
He began playing the clarinet at the age of eight and, at sixteen,
entered the Conservatoire National Supérieur de Musique in Paris,
where he studied until 2025, and the Conservatory of Geneva,
where he studied until 2026. He is a laureate of international
competitions in Lisbon, the Jacques Lancelot Competition in
Tokyo/Rouen and the Janacek Brno competition, and he was
a semi-finalist and recipient of a special ARD Munich prize. He
is particularly noted for the depth of his musical expression and
is an enthusiastic chamber musician, having appeared as a guest
at festivals including Aix-en-Provence, Grange de Meslay, Journées
Ravel and the Pacific Music Festival. Since spring 2026, he has
been principal clarinettist of the Belgian National Orchestra in
Brussels, and collaborates with the Orchestre de Paris, the
Orchestre du Capitole de Toulouse and the Orchestre National
de Lyon. He also performs as a soloist throughout Europe and Asia.
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Karine Lethiec

VIOLA
Karine Lethiec je francouzska hudebnice, koncertni violistka,
badatelka a umélecka feditelka souboru Ensemble Calliopée
v Pafizi, znama svou praci na pomezi uméni, védy, historie
a archeologie. Vénuje se intenzivné oblasti soudobé tvorby
a uvedla vice neZ sto dél skladateld z celého svéta.

Jako sélistka vystupovala s Orchestre Philharmonique de
Radio-France, Orchestre de la Suisse romande, Camerata
St Petersburg, Orchestre Régional de Cannes, Orchestre
symphonique de Mulhouse, Philharmonie Erfurt, Orchestre Berg
v Praze a Talich Chamber Orchestra.

Jiz nékolik let vede rozsahly projekt zaméfeny na soucas-
nou violu, v rdmci néjz oslovuje skladatelky a skladatele v§ech
generaci, estetickych smérd a kultur, aby pro jeji nastroj kompo-
novali v souvislosti s pojmem ,Plvod uméni“ a zamy$leli se nad
touto tvlréi touhou, kterd pohani lidstvo.
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VIOLA
Karine Lethiec is a French musician, a concert violist, researcher
and artistic director of the Ensemble Calliopée in Paris, renowned
for her work at the intersection of the arts, science, history and
archaeology. Deeply committed to the field of contemporary
composition, she has premiered over a hundred works by com-
posers from around the world.

As a soloist, she has performed with the Radio France
Philharmonic Orchestra, the Orchestre de la Suisse Romande,
the Camerata St Petersburg, the Cannes Regional Orchestra,
the Mulhouse Symphony Orchestra, the Erfurt Philharmonic, the
Prague Berg Orchestra and the Talich Chamber Orchestra.

For several years now, she has been leading a major project
focusing on the viola today, commissioning composers of all
generations, aesthetic approaches and cultural backgrounds to
write for her instrument, in connection with the concept of the
‘Origins of Art’, in order to explore the creative impulse that
drives humanity.
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Leos Janacek:

Rikadla (1925-1926) / svétova premiéra nové verze
pro 1-2 hlasy, klarinet a klavir, Uprava Krystof Maratka
(2025-2026)

1. Uvod

2. Ripa se vdavala

Ripa se vdavala,

celer piskal,

mrkev tancovala,

a kien to vSecko spiskal,
fikadla spiskal.

Tidli, tidli, tidli.

Tidli, fidli, tidli.

Tidli, dudli, tidli!

3. Nenilepsijako z jara
Neni lepsi jako z jara,
zelend se v poli trava.
Koza lezi na mezi,

nic ji lezet nemrzi.

4. Leze krtek podle meze
Leze krtek podle meze,
vymeéfuje louku,

sysel za nim pytle veze,
ze bude mlit mouku.

5. Karel do pekla zajel

Karel do pekla zajel

na bilém koni, ¢ert ho tam honi.
Nevédél kudy, koupil si dudy,
nevedél jesté, koupil si kleste,
nevédél nic, koupil si kli¢.
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6. Roztrhané kalhoty
Roztrhané kalhoty,
vitr do nich fouka,
budu si je zasivat;
pavouk niti souka.

7. Franta rast hral na basu
Franta ras( hral na basu
staré kravé u ocasu.

Stard krava byla rada,

7e ma Frantu kamarada.

8. Nas pes, nas pes
Nas pes, nas$ pes zldmal ocas;

pro svoji dobrotu stréil ho do plotu.

Nas pes! Nas pes!

9. Délam, délam kazani
Délam, délam kazani,
Ctyfi koCky svazany, a paty pes,
do pece viez,

ukrad tam topinku,
béZzel s ni po rynku,
potkala ho krava,

to byla jeho mama,
potkal ho bulicek,

to byl jeho taticek,
potkal ho bejcek,

to byl jeho strejcek,
potkal ho hifebecek,

to byl jeho dédecek,
potkala ho kozic¢ka,

to byla jeho babicka.

21



10. Stara baba ¢arovala
Stard baba Carovala,

z je€mene kroupy,

Z prosa jahly délala,

to byly jeji ¢ary!

11. HO, ho, kravy do

Hé, ho, ho, kravy do,

nes6 mliko pod vodo,

neso6 mlika pul zidlika.

Kde je nase jalovad? U boziho kostela.
Kostel se bof¥i, stodola hofi.

Sko¢, panenko, do vody,

mas tam zlaté koraly.

Nac bych ja tam skakala,

sukynky si machala,

kde bych si jich susila?

U pastéra v kotku, na zeleném proétku.

12. Moje Zena malucicka
Moje Zena malugicka,
postavim ju do hrn¢icka;
pfikryjem ju poklievi¢kou!
Nech uvre mi s poliev€i¢kou!

13. Baba leze do bezu
Baba leze do bezu,
ja tam za ni polezu,
kudy baba, tudy j3,
budeme tam oba dva!

14. Koza bila hrusky sbira
Koza bild hrusky sbirg,
strakata se tiese,

bila je ponese

zitra do Kolina.
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15. Némec brouk, hrnce tlouk
Némec brouk, hrnce tlouk,
hazel jimi pfes palouk,

a s palouku do louze,

Selma némec v hrdlo Ize!

16. Koza leZi na sené
Koza lezi na seng,

ona se na mné sméje,
chytim kozu za bradu,
povedu ji do Brodu.

V Brodé koze nemaju,
Sidlem mléko jidaju,
pantokem chleba krajaju,
méchem drva Stipaju!

17. Vasek, pasek, bubenik
Vasek, pasek, bubenik,
zahnal kozy za rybnik,
kozy se mu splasily,

do vody mu skocily.

18. Frantiku, Frantiku
Frantiku, Frantiku,
dobra kasa na mliku,
esce lepsi na smetané,
ale se ti nedostane.

19. Sedit medvid’na kolodi
Sedél medvid na kolodi,
nohaveci kraje,

koloda sje pohinaje,

on kolodi laje.

Hop, cup, cumandra,
cumandrata moloda.
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Leos Janacek:

Nursery Rhymes (1925-1926) /world premiere of a new
version for 1-2 voices, clarinet and piano, arranged by
Krystof Maratka (2025-2026)

1. Introduction

2. The beetroot got married

The beetroot got married,

the celery whistled,

the carrot danced,

and the horseradish started it all,
started these nursery rhymes.
Tidli, tidli, tidli.

Tidli, fidli, tidli.

Tidli, dudli, tidli!

3. There’s nothing better than springtime
There’s nothing better than springtime,
when the grass grows green in the field.

A goat lies under a hedgerow,

content just to lie there.

4. A mole crawls along a hedge

A mole crawls along a hedge,
measuring a meadow,

The marmot behind him carries a sack,
he’s off to ground some flour.

5. Karel rode off to hell

Karel rode off to hell

on a white horse, a devil after him.

He didn’t know where to go, he bought some bagpipes,
he still didn’t know, he bought some pliers,

he knew nothing, he bought a key.
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6. Torn trousers

Torn trousers,

into which the wind blows,

| will mend them;

a spider weaves the thread.

7. Franta the knacker’s son played the bass-fiddle
Franta the knacker’s son played the bass-fiddle
round by the old cow’s tail.

The old cow was glad,

to have Franta as a friend.

8. Our dog, our dog

Our dog, our dog has broken its tail;

for his own good he stuck it into the fence.
Our dog! Our dog!

9. I'm giving a little talk

I’'m giving a little talk,

four cats tied up, and the fifth, a dog,
crawled into the oven,

where he stole some toast,

and ran round the square with it,
a cow met him,

that was his mummy,

he met a little bull,

that was his daddy,

he met a calf,

that was his uncle,

he met a foal,

that was his grandpa,

he met a goat,

that was his granny.
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10. The old woman was making magic
The old woman was making magic,
making groats from barley,

making gruel from millet seed,

that was her magic!

11. Ho, ho, ho, off the cows go

Ho, ho, ho, off the cows go,

carrying milk to the water,

carrying half a ladle of milk.

Where is our heifer? At church.

The church is falling down, the barn is burning.
Jump into the water, dear,

there are some golden beads for you there.
Why should | jump in,

I'd get my petticoats splashed,

where would | dry them?

At the shepherd’s over in the corner, on a green branch.

12. My tiny little wife

My tiny little wife,

I'll stand her in a pot;

I'll cover her with the lid!

She’ll boil along with the soup!

13. Granny’s crawling into the elder bush
Granny’s crawling into the elder bush,

I'll crawl in after her.

Wherever Granny goes, | go too,

we’ll both be there together!

14. A white goat’s picking pears

A white goat’s picking pears,

a spotted one’s shaking them down.
The white one will take them
tomorrow to Kolin town.
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15. A German beetle broke some pans
A German beetle broke some pans,
threw them across the meadow,

from the meadow to a puddle,

the cunning German tells such lies!

16. A goat is lying in the hay

A goat is lying in the hay,

she’s laughing at me,

I'll catch that goat by the chin

and take her to Brod.

In Brod they don’t have any goats,
they eat milk with an awl,

cut bread with an axe

and chop wood with bellows!

17. Vasek, pasek, the drummer
Vasek, pasek, the drummer,
drove his goats to the pond.
The goats ran away from him
and jumped into the water.

18. Frantik, Frantik

Frantik, Frantik,

nice semolina with milk,

even better with cream.

but it won’t get around to you.

19. The bear sat on a tree trunk
The bear sat on a tree trunk,
dangling his legs.

The trunk moves,

he swears at it.

Hop, hop, cumandra,
cumandrata moloda.
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Krystof Maratka:

Zdhada pana Rybky/melodrama pro herce (a) klaviristu
na motivy povidky Karla Capka

Pan Rybka se té noci ubiral domd ve zvlasté dobré mife, pfedné
proto, Ze vyhral svou partii Sachu, a za druhé proto, Ze napadal
Cerstvy snih a mékce mu chrupal pod nohama v tom pékném

a Cistém tichu. BozZe, to je krdsa. Pan Rybka si hledal neposlapanou
cesti¢ku mezi ostatnimi $ldpotami, jen pro tu radost, Ze snih tak
pékné kifupe; a protoze bydlel v tiché zahradni ulicce, ubyvalo téch
muzskych a hlubokych, rovny a jasny fetizek krok(, jejz rozvijel
osamély chodec. Kterypak soused tudy $el? Tady chodi tak malo lidi.

Pan Rybka se najednou zastavil: pravé kdyz chtél prejit pres
bé&lou¢kou ulici k svym vratklm, vidél, ze i ty §lépé&je, které tu byly
pfed nim, odbod&uji z chodniku a mifi pfes ulici k jeho vratkdm.
Kdo by to ke mné Sel? Pan Rybka sledoval o¢ima ty jasné Slépéje.
Bylo jich pét; a presné uprostied ulice se koncily ostrym otiskem
levé nohy; dal uz nebylo nic, jen neporuseny a nedotéeny snih.

To jsem blazen, snad se ten ¢lovék vratil na chodnik! Ale
chodnik byl hladce a kypfe zasnézen bez jediného lidského kroceje.
Pan Rybka obe$el obloukem ten nedokondeny fadek krokd; ale
na druhém chodniku nebylo jediné Slapoty; a cela ulice dal svitila
nedotéenym a hebkym snéhem, az se dech tajil nad tou Cistotou.
To je divné; nejspis ten Clovek Sel pozpatku az na roh ulice. Ale jak
by se mohl trefit pfesné do svych $1épéji? Krouté hlavou odemkl
pan Rybka vratka a ves$el do svého domu. Tam si pak pomyslel,
Ze se mu to snad jen zdalo, a vyklonil se z okna; na ulici ve svétle
lucerny vidél jasné pét ostrych a hlubokych $lépéji, koncicich
uprostied ulice; a dal nic.

Hrom do toho! ,Halé, pan komisaf BartoSek? Prosim vas. —
Kdybyste sem nékoho poslal; nebo radéji prisel sdm. — Ne, ja myslim,
7e neni zadné nebezpedi; jde jen o to, aby ty stopy nikdo neposlapal.
- To nevim, ¢i stopy! Tak dobfe, ja na vas poc¢kam na rohu ulice!”
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Pan Rybka se oblékl a vySel zase ven; opatrné obesel ty Slépéje
a daval pozor i na chodniku, aby je neposlapal. Bylo ticho a zemé
obyvana lidmi pokojné svitila do vesmiru.

.Tady je tak pékné ticho... A mné privedli jednu rvacku a jednoho
ozralu. Fuj! — Tak copak tu mate?”

»Sledujte tyhle $lépéje, pane komisafi.”

.To byl ¢ahoun, skoro metr osmdesét. Boty mél slusné; myslim,
Ze rucné Sité. Ozraly nebyl a Sel dost razné. A tady ta posledni to
je docela normalni, pevna Slapota. Vaha spocivala spi$ na paté;
kdyby ten ¢lovék udélal dalsi krok nebo skok, pfenesla by se
vaha na $pi¢ku nohy, rozumite? A to by bylo vidét.”

.To tedy znamena...”

,To znamen3, ze uz dal nesel.”

.A kam se tedy podél? Vzdyt tady neni Zadna dalsi slépéj!”

»A co vam je po tom, kam $el? Je to nékdo z vaseho domu?
PohreSujete nékoho?"

»Ale to se pfece musi vysvétlit! Nemyslite, Ze tfeba Sel pozpatku
ve svych vlastnich §lépé&jich?”

.Nesmysl. Kdyz jde ¢lovék pozpatku, nezveda nohy, takze by
musel vryt patami do snéhu celé ryhy. Do téch stop je Slapnuto
jen jednou, pane. Vidite pfece, jak jsou ostré.”

.KdyZ teda se nevratil, kam se ztratil?“

.Koukejte se, kdyz nic neprovedl|, tak my nemame pravo se plést
do jeho véci. Ono se mu nic nestalo. Vzdyt tu neni ani stopy po
néjakém zapasu. Kdyby ho nékdo pfepadl nebo unesl, tak by tady
muselo byt nadélano Slapot. Mné je lito, pane, ale ja tu nemam
pro¢ zakrogit.”

.Ale pane komisafi, tedy mné aspon vysvétlete... To pfece je
takova zdhada...”

»Je. Nemate ponéti, pane, co je na svété zdhad. Kazdy bardk,
kazda rodina je zdhada. Pane, zahady, to neni nase véc. My jsme
placeni za poradek.”

.Tak vidite. A to pfece uznate, Ze neni v poradku, aby se nékdo
uprostfed ulice... dejme tomu vznesl kolmo do vzduchu, ne?”

.To zdlezi na vykladu... TéZko Fict. Tfeba néjaké nanebevzeti, nebo
JakubUv zebfik. Nanebevzeti by se snad mohlo povazovat za Unos...
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TFeba to byla levitace. Mné fikal néjaky pan Baudys$, Ze to sém
vidél, jak médium viselo ve vzduchu.”

.Ale pane komisafi, to by pfece bylo porudeni pfirodnich zédkon(.”
~Pane, to ja znam, lidé prekracuji véechny mozné zakony; kdybyste
byl policajt, tak byste o tom védél vic... Zadhada... My vime starou
belu, co véechno je. Jenom nékteré véci nejsou zahadné. Poradek
neni zdhadny. Policie taky neni zdhadna. Ale kazdy ¢lovék, ktery
jde po ulici, uz je zahadny, protoZe na ného nemUlzeme, pane.
Jakmile néco ukradne, tak prestane byt zdhadny, protoze ho
zavieme, a je to. Ale zahadné je, co si mysli vase kocka, a proc se
vase Zena diva tak zamyslené z okna. Pane, nas nezajima zlodin,
protoZe je zahadny, ale protozZe je zakdzany.”

»Ale pane komisafi, copak vam tohle staci?”

»A ja to nechdvam plavat. Nu, ono to zebe. Pane, chcete-li, ja
necham tu Slépéj odklidit, aby nerusila vas noc¢ni klid. Vic nemohu
délat. Dobrou noc, pane.”

Pan Rybka se jesté jednou ohlédl po téch Slépéjich, jez vedly do
neznama. Ale tam, kde byla posledni §lépé&j, byly ted dlkladné
otisky sluZzebnich bot; a odtud pokracovaly ty Siroké Slapoty
policejniho komisafe pravidelnou a jasnou Fadkou dal.
,Zaplatpanbdh.” Pan Rybka si oddychl a el spat.
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Krystof Maratka:

The Mystery of Mr Rybka/melodrama for one comedian
(and one) pianist, based on a short story by Karel Capek

That night, Mr Rybka was making his way home in a particularly

good mood, firstly because he had won his game of chess, and sec-
ondly because fresh snow was falling and crunching softly beneath
his feet in the fine, pure silence. My goodness, how beautiful it was.
Mr Rybka picked his way along an untouched path among the other
footprints, simply for the pleasure of hearing the snow crunch so
nicely; and because he lived in a quiet street lined with gardens, the
footprints grew fewer and fewer the further he walked. Then there
was only a single line of footprints left, deep and manly, a straight

and clearly defined chain of steps made by a solitary walker. Which
neighbour had walked this way? So few people ever came this way.

Mr Rybka suddenly stopped: just as he was about to cross
the snow-white street to his gate, he saw that the footprints which
had been ahead of him also turned off the pavement and headed
across the street towards his gate. Who could be coming to see
me? wondered Mr Rybka, his eyes following the clear footprints.
There were five of them; and they ended right in the middle of
the street with the sharp imprint of the left foot. Beyond that
there was nothing, only pristine, untouched snow.

Good heavens, | must be imagining things — surely the man
returned to the pavement! But the pavement was smooth and
thickly covered in snow, without a single human footprint. Mr Rybka
walked around the unfinished line of steps in a wide arc; but there
was not a single footprint on the other pavement, and the whole
street beyond still gleamed with untouched, soft snow, so pure
it took his breath away. It was strange; most likely the man had
walked backwards all the way to the corner of the street. But how
could he have stepped exactly into his own footprints? Shaking
his head, Mr Rybka unlocked his gate and went into his house.
There he thought that perhaps he had only imagined it and
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leaned out of the window; in the light of the street lamp, he could
clearly see five sharp, deep footprints ending in the middle of the
street; and beyond them, nothing.

Damn it! “Hello, Commissioner BartoSek? Could you please
send someone over here; or better still, come yourself. No, | don’t
think there’s any danger; it’s just a matter of making sure nobody
tramples the footprints. Whose footprints? | don’t know! All right,
I'll wait for you on the corner!”

Mr Rybka got dressed and went outside again; he carefully
walked around the footprints, taking care on the pavement not to
trample over them. It was quiet, and the human-being filled Earth
shone peacefully into the universe.

“It's so peaceful and quiet here... Until now we’ve had one ruckus
and a drunk. Ugh! So, what have you got here?”

“Look at these footprints, Commissioner.”

“He was a tall fellow, nearly six foot. He had decent shoes; I'd say
they were handmade. He wasn’t drunk, and he was walking with
quite a determined stride. And this last one is a perfectly ordinary,
firm footprint. The weight was resting more on the heel; if the man
had taken another step or jumped, the weight would have shifted
to the ball of the foot, you see? And that would be visible.”

“So that means...”

“It means he didn’t go any further.”

“So where did he go, then? There isn't another footprint here!”
“And what'’s it to you where he went? Is he someone from your
house? Is anyone missing?”

“But surely this has to be explained! Don’t you think he might
have walked backwards in his own footprints?”

“Nonsense. When a person walks backwards, they don't lift their
feet, so they would have to drag their heels through the snow,
leaving whole grooves. These footprints have only been stepped
into once, sir. You can see how sharply defined they are.”

“If he didn’t come back, then where did he disappear to?”

“Look, if he hasn’t done anything wrong, we have no right to
interfere in his affairs. Nothing has happened to him. There isn't
even a sign of a struggle here. If someone had attacked or abducted
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him, there would have to be footprints all over the place. I'm sorry,
sir, but | have no reason to intervene here.”

“But, Commissioner, at least explain it to me... Surely it’s such

a mystery...”

“It is. You have no idea, sir, how many mysteries there are in the
world. Every house, every family is a mystery. Mysteries, sir, are
not our business. We're paid to keep order.”

“Precisely. And surely you'll agree that it isn’t right for someone
to...let’s say, rise vertically into the air in the middle of the street,
would you?”

“That depends on how you interpret it... Hard to say. Perhaps an
Assumption, or Jacob’s Ladder. An Assumption might perhaps be
considered abduction... Maybe it was levitation. A Mr Baudys told
me he had seen it himself, a medium hovering in the air.”

“But, Commissioner, that would surely be a violation of the laws
of nature.”

“Sir, | know all about that. People break all sorts of laws; if you
were a policeman, you'd know more about it... A mystery... We
haven’t got the faintest idea what anything is. Only some things
aren’t mysterious. Order isn't mysterious. The police aren’t
mysterious either. But every person walking down the street is
already a mystery, because we can’t do anything about them, sir.
As soon as they steal something, they cease to be mysterious,
because we lock them up, and that’s that. But what’s mysterious
is what your cat is thinking, and why your wife is looking so
thoughtfully out of the window. Sir, we aren’t interested in crime
because it’'s mysterious, but because it’s forbidden.”

“But, Commissioner, surely that’s enough for you?”

“And | let it go. Well, it’s a mystery. Sir, if you like, | can have the
footprint cleared away so that it doesn’t disturb your peace and
quiet at night. There’s nothing more | can do. Good night, sir.”

Mr Rybka looked back once more at the footprints that led into the
unknown. But where the last footprint had been, there were now the
solid prints of the policeman'’s boots; from there, the commissioner’s
broad footprints continued in a regular, clearly defined line.

“Thank God.” Mr Rybka breathed a sigh of relief and went to bed.

33



Leos Janacek:
Zapisnik zmizelého, JW V/12/pisfiovy cyklus pro tenor,
alt, tfi zenskeé hlasy a klavir

1. Potkal jsem mladou ciganku
Potkal sem mladou cigdnku,
nesla se jako lan,

pres prsa ¢erné leliky

a oCi bez dna zhlan.

Pohledla po mné zhluboka,
pak vznesla sa pres pen,

a tak mi v hlavé ostala

pres celucky, celu¢ky den.

2. Ta ¢erna ciganka
Ta ¢erna ciganka
kolem sa posméta.
Pro¢ sa tady drzi,
pro¢ nejde do svéta?
Byl bych snad veselsi,
gdyby odjit chtéla;
Sel bych sa pomodlit
hnedkaj do kostela.

3. Svatojanské musky tancija po hrazi
Svatojanské musky tancija po hrazi,
gdosi sa v podvecer podle ni prochazi.
Necekaj, nevyjdu, neddm ja sa zlakat,
mosela by po téj ma maménka plakat.
Mésicek zachodi, uz nic vidét neni,
stoji gdosi stoji v nasem zdhumeni.
Dvoje svétélka zafija do noci.

Pane Boze, nedaj! Stoj mi ku pomoci!
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4. Uz mladé viastuvky ve hnizdé vrnozi
Uz mladé vlastuvky ve hnizdé vrnozi,
lezal sem cell noc jako na trnozi.

Uz sa aj svitani na nebi patrni,

lezal sem cell noc jako nahy v trni.

5. Tézko sa mi ore
Tézko sa mi ofe,
vyspal sem sa malo,
a gdyz sem odespal,
o ni sa mi zdalo!

6. Hajsi, vy sivi volci
Hajsi, vy sivi volci,
bedlivo orajte,

nic vy sa k olsiné

nic neohledajte!

Ode tvrdéj zemé

pluh mi odskakuje,
strakatej fértusek
listim pobleskuje.

Gdo tam na mne ¢eka,
nech raci zkameni,
moja chora hlava

v jednom je plameni.
Gdo tam na mne ¢eka,
nech raci zkameni.

7. Ztratil sem kolicek
Ztratil sem kolicek,

ztratil sem od napravy,
postojte, volelci, postojte,
novy to vyspravi.

Pljdu si pro ného

rovnuja do sece.

Co komu suzeno,

tomu neutece.
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8. Nehled'te, volecci
Nehledte, voledci,
tesklivo k Uvratim,
nebojte sa o mne,
Sak sa vam neztratim!
Stoji Cernd Zefka

v ol§iné na kraju,
temné jeji o¢i

jiskru ligotaju.
Nebojte sa 0 mne,

aj gdyZ k ni pfikro¢im,
dokazu zdorovat
uhranclivym ocim.

9. Vitaj, Janicku

Alt: Vitaj, Janic¢ku,
vitaj tady v lese!
Jaka stastna trefa
ta sem cestu nese?
Vitaj, Jani¢ku!
Co tak tady stojis,
bez krve, bez hnuti,
¢i snad sa mne bojis?

Tenor: Nemam ja sa véru,
nemam sa koho bat,
pfisel sem si enom
nakolni¢e kutat!

Alt: Nefez, mlj Jani¢ku,
nefez nakolni¢ku!
Raci si poslechni
cigansku pésnicku!

Zensky sbor: Ruky sepjala,
smutno zpivala,
truchla pésnicka
srdcem hybala.
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10. BoZe dalny, nesmrtelny

Alt:

Zensky sbor
Alt:

Zensky sbor:

Alt:

Zensky sbor:

Boze dalny, nesmrtelny,

pro¢'s ciganu zivot dal?

By bez cile bludil svétem,

$tvan byl jenom dal a dal?

Rozmily Janicku,

¢ujes-li skiivanky?

Prisedni si pfeca podleva ciganky!
Smutnd pésnicka srdcem hybala.
Boze mocny! Milosrdny!

Nez v pustém svété zahynu,

daj mi poznat, daj mi citit!

Smutnd pésnicka srdcem hybala.
Porad tady enom jak solny slp stojis,
v§ecko mi pfipada, Ze sa ty mne bojis.
Prisedni si bliZzej, ne tak zpovzdaleka,
¢i ta moja barva preca enom leka?
Nejsu ja tak ¢ernd, jak sa ti uzdava,
gde nemoze since, jinsi je postava!
KosSulku na prsoch

krapecku shrnula,

jemu sa vSecka krev

do hlavy vhrnula.

11. Tahne viifia k lesu

Tenor:
Alt:

Tenor:

Alt:

Tenor:

Tahne vidna k lesu z rozkvetlé pohanky.
Chces-li Janku vidét,
jak spija ciganky?
Haluzku zlomila, kdmen odhodila.
Toz uz mam ustlané, v smichu prohodila.
Zem je mi za polstar,
nebem sa prikryvam,
arosu schladlé ruce
v kliné si zahFivam.
V jedné sukénce
na zemilezala
a moja poctivost
pla¢em usedala.
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12. Tmava olsSina

Tmava olSinka,

chladna studénka,
¢ernad ciganka,

bilé kolénka:

nato Stvero, co ziv budu,
nikdy ja uz nezabudu.

13. klavir solo

14. SInécko sa zviha
SInécko sa zdviha,
stin sa krati.

Oh! Ceho sem pozbyl,
gdo mi to navrati?

15. Moji sivi volci
Moiji sivi volci,

co na mne hledite?
Esli vy to na mne,
esli vy povite!
Nebudu ja bica

na vas Sanovat,
budete to potem,
budete banovat!
Nejhorsi v8ak bude,
vrata sa k polednu,
jak ja jen maménce
do odi pohlednu!

16. Co sem to udélal?
Co sem to udélal?

Jaka to vzpomnénkal!
GdyzZ bych ja mél pravit
cigdnce maménka.
Cigadnce maménka,
ciganu taticek,
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raci bych si utal
od ruky malicek!
Vyletél skfivanek,
vyletél z oresi,
moje truchlé srdce
nigdo nepotési.

17. Co komu suzeno
Co komu suzeno,
tomu neutece.
Spécham ja veil casto
na vecer do sece.

Co tam chodim délat?
Sbirdm tam jahody.
Listecek odhrna,
uzijes lahody.

18. Nedbam ja véil o nic
Nedbam ja v¢il o nic,
nez aby vecer byl,
abych sija s Zefku
celd noc pobyl.

Po v8eckym kohutom
hlavy bych zutinal,

to aby zadny z nich
svitani nevolal.
Gdyby chtéla noc

na véky trvati,

abych ja na véky mohl milovati.

19. Leti straka leti
Leti straka leti,
kfidlama chlopot3,
ztratila sa sestie
kosulenka z plota.
Gdo ji ju ukradl,

aj, gdyby védéla,
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véckrat by se mnu
fec¢nhovat nechtéla.
Oh, Boze, rozboze,
jak sem sa proménil,
jak jsem své myslenky
ve svém srdci zménil.
Co sem sa modlival,
uz sa hlava zbyla,

jak gdyby sa piskem
zhlyben zarutila!

20. Mam ja panenku
Mam ja panenku,

ale po kolenka

uz sa ji zdviha

rezna kosulenka.

21. Miij drahy tati¢ku
MUj drahy tati¢ku,
jak vy sa mylite,

Ze saja ozenim,
kterd mi zvolite.
Kazdy, kdo pochybil,
nech trpi za vinu;
svojemu osudu
rovnéz nevyminu!

22. S Bohem, rodny kraju
S Bohem, rodny kraju,

s Bohem, ma dédino!
Navzdy sa rozludit,

zbyva mi jedino.

S Bohem, mdj tati¢ku,

aj i vy maménko.

S Bohem, ma sestficko,
mych o¢i pomnénko!
Ruce Vam obtulam,
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zadam odpusténi,

uz pro mne navratu
zadnou cestou neni!
Chci v8ecko podniknut,
co osud porudi!

Zefka na mne ¢eka,

se synem v naruci!
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Leos Janacek:
The Diary of One Who Disappeared, JW V/12/
song cycle for tenor, alto, three female voices, and piano

1. ljust passed a young gipsy

| just passed a young gipsy,

she looked like a doe

Two black braids reaching down to her breasts,
eyes like a dark sea.

She looked at me with a penetrating gaze

and then disappeared behind the birch trunk.
And thus her image stayed with me,

the whole day long.

2. That black gypsy

That black gypsy

roams around our house.

Why does she keep hanging around?
Why isn’t she travelling around the world?
I would be happier

if she left;

I would run to the church

and thank the heavens.

3. The firebugs dance along the promenade
The firebugs dance along the promenade,
someone is walking by at dusk.

Don’t wait, | won’t come, | won’t be seduced.
That would cause my mother too much grief.
The moon is setting.

Someone’s standing in the yard.

Two eyes flashing like lamps in the night.

My God, stop me! Help mel!

42



4. The young swallows

The young swallows a real ready chittering in their nests.

It feels as if | slept on a bed of thorns last night.

The dawn is already colouring the sky,

it feels as if | was lying naked among the brambles last night.

5. Working is so hard
Working is so hard
after sleeping so little.
And when | did sleep,
| dreamt of her!

6. Move, my grey oxen

Move, my grey oxen,

plough with care!

Don’t look back

at those alders!

My plough jumps on

this hard land.

A colourful apron flickers

in between the leaves.
Someone is waiting there for me
I wish she would turn to stone!
My sick head glows

as an ardent flame.

Someone is waiting for me there
| wish she would turn to stone!

7. 1lost a wooden pin

I lost a wooden pin,

it fell out of the ashes.

Stand still, my oxen,

| have to replace it.

| am going to cut one

in an open place in the forest.
No one can escape

from his fate.



8. My oxen, don’t look

My oxen, don’t look

so sad at the edge of the wood.
Don’t worry,

you haven't lost me yet!

The black Zefka is standing

at the edge of the alder wood,
Lightning flickers

in her dark eyes.

Don’t be afraid,

because even when she is near
| will be able to withstand

her bewitched eyes.

9. Welcome, Ilan
Alto: Welcome, lan,
welcome here in the wood!
Which happy coincidence
brought you here?
Welcome, lan!
What are you doing
just standing there?
So pale, motionless
you're not afraid of me, are you?

Tenor: I’'m not afraid, | don’t have to
be afraid for anyone.
| came here
to cut a pin.

Alto: Do not cut it, dear lan,

do not cut wood to make a pin!
You should listen to
a gypsy song instead!
Women choir: She folded her hands
and sang a sad song.
The sad song
moved his heart.
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10. Immortal, far-away god

Alto:

Women choir:
Alto:

Women choir:
Alto:

Women choir:

Immortal, far-away god,

why did you create the gipsy?

To make him wander aimlessly around the world?
To scare him off, further and further?

Dear lan,

do you hear the larks?

Come and sit with the gipsy, for just a moment!
The sad song moved his heart.

Almighty, compassionate God!

Before | perish of loneliness in this place,
allow me to know it, to feel it!

The sad song moved his heart.

There you are now, as a column of salt.
Everything indicates that you are afraid of me.
Come closer, you are so far away.

Or are you afraid of my colour?

I am not as black as you think.

Here, where the sun can’t reach, it is different.
She pulled the shirt on her chest

open a little

and the blood rose

to his head.

11. The smell of buckwheat flowers

Tenor:
Alto:

Tenor:

Alto:

Tenor:

The scent of buckwheat wafts towards the forest.
lan, do you want to see
how gypsies sleep?
She broke off a branch and pushed a stone aside.
Look, my bed is already made, she said laughing.
The earth is my pillow,
the sky my blanket,
and | warm my ice-cold hands
in my abdominal cavity.
She lay there stretched out
on the ground in her dress,
and my virtue cried
without consolation.
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12. Sombre alders
Sombre alders,

a fresh source,

a black gipsy woman,
small white knees:

as long as | live, | will never
forget these four things.

13. Piano solo

14. The sun climbs

The sun climbs,

shadows become shorter.
Oh! What | have lost,

who will give it back to me?

15. My small grey oxen

My small grey oxen,

why are you staring at me?

Is it about me,

are you going to tell my secret?
If you do, | won't spare you
from the whip.

It will cost you dearly.

But the worst will be

in the afternoon, at home:
how will | be able

to look my mother in the eyes?

16. What was I doing?

What was | doing?

What do these memories mean?
Do | have to say “mum”

to a gipsy now?

Say “mum” to a gypsy woman,
“Dad” to a gypsy man.

I'd rather cut off my little finger!
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The lark flew up,
away from the hazels.
No one can comfort
by sad heart.

17. No one can escape his fate
No one can escape his fate.

| often walk to that place

in the woods in the evening.
What am | doing there?

| pick strawberries there,

| take the leaves off

and taste their delight.

18. Only the evening

Only the evening

that is falling interests me now,
to spend the night

together with Zefka.

I would most of all like

to cut off

all the cocks’ heads,

to make sure not a single one
can announce the dawn.

| wish the night

lasted forever,

so | could make love eternally.

19. There flies a magpie
There flies a magpie
rustling of wings.

My sister’s shirt
disappeared from the fence.
Who stole it?

If my sister would know,

she would never speak

to me again.
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Oh, God,

how have | changed!
Changed in my heart
and in my thoughts!
have prayed so much,
that my dazed head
seems buried

in the sand!

20. I have a dear loved-one
| have a dear loved-one.
But above her lovely knees
her rough linen shirt

is already bulging.

21. Dear father

Dear father, how wrong you are,

| won’t marry the one you chose for me.
He who committed sins, must now pay;

| don’t want to escape my fate any longer!

22. Farewell, my birth country
Farewell, my birth country,
farewell, my village!

Saying goodbye forever

is all that | have left to do.
Farewell, my dearest father,

and you too, my dearest mother,
farewell, my little sister,

light of my eyes!

| take your hands

and ask for forgiveness,

even through

there is no way back for me!

| want to fulfil

everything fate imposes.

Zefka wait for me, with our son in her arms!
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