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PROGRAM

Carl Loewe:
Tti balady, op. 1

Edward
Dceruska hostinské (Der Wirtin Téchterlein)
Kral duchd (Erlkénig)

Franz Schubert:
Labuti zpév, D 957 (vybér)

Il. Pfedtucha (Kriegers Ahnung)

IV. Zastaveni¢ko (Stdndchen)

IX. Jeji obraz (Ihr Bild)

X. Rybarské dévce (Das Fischermddchen)
Xll. U more (Am Meer)

Xlll. Atlas (Der Atlas)

Prestavka

Hugo Wolf:

Pisné na Michelangela

Casto pfemitam (Wohl denk’ ich oft)
Ve konéi, co vznika (Alles endet)
Co citi duse ma (Fihlt meine Seele)

Petr Iljic Cajkovskij:
Sest romanci, op. 38 (vybér)

To bylo v prvni jara &as
Uprostred plesu

Ach, kdybys tak mohla
Ldska mrtvého
Zastaveni¢ko Dona Juana



PROGRAMME

Carl Loewe:
Three Ballads, Op. 1

Edward
The Innkeeper’s Daughter (Der Wirtin Téchterlein)
The Erlking (Erlkénig)

Franz Schubert:
Swan Song, D 957 (selection)

II. The Soldier’s Foreboding (Kriegers Ahnung)
IV. Serenade (Stdndchen)

IX. Her Image (lhr Bild)

X. The Fishermaiden (Das Fischerm&dchen)
Xll. By the Sea (Am Meer)

Xlll. Atlas (Der Atlas)

Intermission

Hugo Wolf:

Three Michelangelo Songs

| Often Think of my Past Life Perish (Wohl denk’ ich oft)
All That Is Created Must (Alles endet)
Does my Soul Feel the Longed-for Light (Flihit maine Seele)

Pyotr Ilyich Tchaikovsky:

Six Romances, Op. 38 (selection)

It was in the Early Spring
Amid the Din of the Ball
Oh, If Only You Could
The Love of a Dead Man
Don Juan’s Serenade



Touha, laska, vzpominka, pomijivost Zivota, smrt. Témata pro-
chéazejici celym programem dnesniho koncertu a, s trochou nad-
sazky receno, i celym romantismem, zejména pisfiovou tvorbou
tohoto obdobi. A pfestoze bychom mohli vSechna dila, ktera dnes
vecer zazni, zaskatulkovat prostou ndlepkou ,romanticka pisen”,
kazdy ze skladatelll z dnedniho programu ke komponovani pfi-
stupoval odlisné. Nejde pfitom pouze o slozku hudebni, ale také
o volbu zhudebnénych textu.

Pisné s doprovodem klaviru tvofi velkou ¢ast dila
I6bejlinského rodaka Carla Loeweho (1796-1869), dnes jen zfidka
uvadéného, ve své dobé ovSem uzndvaného skladatele (mnohymi
prezdivaného ,Schubert severniho Némecka"“), ktery ¢asto své
pisné sam interpretoval. A byl to pravé jeho hlas, jenz mu zafidil
moznost pokracovani ve studiich hudby a pozdéji i vystudovani
teologie na univerzité v Halle. Loeweho krasny détsky sopranek
upoutal Madame de Staél natolik, Ze mu zafidila stipendium od
Jérébma Bonaparta, tehdejsiho krdle Vestfalska, a fika se, ze uz
jako maly chlapec dokdazal zazpivat veleznamou arii Kralovny
noci z Mozartovy opery Kouzelna flétna. V roce 1820 se Loewe
stéhuje do Stétina (tehdy soud&asti Pruska), kde pfijima misto
varhanika a hudebniho feditele mistni Skoly. Pravé béhem svého
Uvazku ve Stéting, ktery opusti az po 46 letech, Loewe pise &i
publikuje vétSinu svych skladeb. V této dobé zanechal v hudeb-
nim svéte stopu také jako klavirista, kdy se spole¢né s Felixem
Mendelssohnem-Bartholdym podilel jako sélista na uvedeni jeho
Koncertu pro dva klaviry As dur, a také jako dirigent, kdyz Fidil
premiéru koncertni pfedehry Sen noci svatojanské, op. 21, téhoz
autora. Béhem 40. a 50. let absolvoval jako zpévak nékolik turné,
bé&hem nichZ nebyla vyjimka, Ze svoje pisné nejen zpival, ale
Casto se sam doprovazel.

Loeweho nejranéjsi pisné (jesté neopatiené opusovym
¢islem) navazuji na hudebni vzory tradice z konce 18. stoleti
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a vyznacuji se jedinou melodickou linkou, jednoduchym dopro-
vodem a pfevazné strofickymi formami. Pod vlivem Johanna
Rudolfa Zumsteega zalal Loewe rozvijet baladickou formu, ktera
se pro jeho tvorbu stala typickou, a pfizna¢né prvni dilo opatfené
opusovym Cislem predstavuji Tri balady. O Loeweho kompozi¢nim
stylu se fikd, Ze se vyznacuje ,ndpadnou absenci organického
hudebniho vyvoje“. Ve svych baladach ¢asto oddéloval jednotlivé
mys$lenky a zachazel s nimi spiSe epizodicky, nez aby pouzival
jednotici motivy. Loeweho pisné tak pfedstavuji, jak samotnym
pifistupem ke kompozici, tak volbou zhudebriovanych textd,
jakési mikroopery, ve kterych se objevuji dialogy postav a jasné
ztetelny déj je dokreslovan klavirnim doprovodem, jenz ma kolikrat
témér scénickou funkci. Jako zajimavost dodejme, Ze tfeti z balad
vydanych jako opus 1, tedy Krdl duchd (Erlkénig), zhudebriujici
bdsen Johanna Wolfganga Goetheho, pfedstavuje taktéz prvni
opus nasledujiciho autora dnesniho koncertu.

Pro ,originainiho” Franze Schuberta (1797-1828) predsta-
vuji pisné taktéz podstatnou ¢ast jeho dila. Vrcholné pisné se ale
spiSe nez na pfibéh zamérfuji na prozitky a vhled do myslenek
lyrického subjektu. A pfestoze i v nich mizeme naznaky déje
cyklus Labuti zpév (Schwanengesang) piSe Schubert v samém
zavéru svého Zivota. Od jeho pfedchazejicich sbirek (Krasna
mlynafka a Zimni cesta) se na prvni pohled liSi tim, Ze obsahuje
zhudebnéné texty vice nez jednoho basnika. Sedm textd pochazi
od Ludwiga Rellstaba, Sest od Heinricha Heineho a posledni
pisefl zhudebriuje basen Johanna Gabriela Seidla. Je mozné,
Ze Schubert tento cyklus plvodné zamyslel rozdéleny na dvé
¢éasti a Seidlova bdsen Die Taubenpost (Holubi posta) do néj
vibec neméla byt zahrnuta, ¢i tento soubor vibec jako cyklus
planovany nebyl, coz dodnes zlstava spornou otazkou. Teorii
o plvodné zamyslenych dvou cyklech nahrava kromé zhudebnéni
textl vice basnikl také fakt, ze 2. fijna 1828 nabidl Schubert sv{j
rukopis — soubor Sesti pisni na Heinovy texty — lipskému vydavateli
jménem Probst. Zajimavosti je, Ze pofadi pisni v rukopisu této
¢asti cyklu neni stejné jako poradi basni, v némz byly napsany
bdsnikem, pficemz Schubert mél obvykle ve zvyku originalni



pofadi basni respektovat. Franz Schubert se vydani svého cyklu
nedozil a oznaceni Labuti zpév pochazi od nakladatele Haslingera
a skladatelova bratra Ferdinanda, ktefi chtéli tuto publikaci svétu
pfedstavit jako posledni skladatellv hudebni odkaz. Proto ho
pojmenovali pravé Labuti zpév - idiom ,labuti pisei” oznacuje
posledni a ¢asto i nejlepsi dilo v Zivoté umélce.

Schubertlv Labuti zpév neni jedinou labuti pisni, kterd
na dnesnim koncertu zazni. Pisné na Michelangela rakouského
skladatele Hugo Wolfa (1860-1903) jsou taktéz poslednim
dokoncéenym dilem skladatele. Propojeni nas ale nemine ani
s prvnim dnes$nim uvedenym autorem - Carlem Loewem — nebot
Wolf patfil mezi jeho obdivovatele. Hugo Wolf se cely Zivot
snazil dosahnout Uspéchu v komponovani velkych forem, presto
byl za svého Zivota cenén (a dnes to plati snad jesté vice) pre-
devsim za pisné. S oznac¢enim za ,songwritera” se nikdy Uplné
nesmifil a k hudebnimu Uspéchu s touto formou se vyjadfil, ze
... takové uznani... mé znepokojuje az do hloubi duse”. Wolf
mél asi i proto tendenci spojovat své pisné do rozsahlejsich
svazkdl, které byly podle néj dostate&né rozmanité. Tyto svazky
se tak alespon ¢astecné staly skladatelovym ,velkoformatem®”.
Tti Pisné na Michelangela na némecké pieklady textl Miche-
langela Buonarrotiho Wolf napsal pouhych $est mésicl pfed
nervovym zhroucenim, na néjz mélo dozajista vliv i dlouhodobé
onemocnéni syfilidou. Némecké pfeklady Michelangelovych
sonetl vytvofené Walterem Robertem-Tornowem daroval skla-
dateli Paul Mdller, zakladatel berlinského Hugo-Wolf Verein
(Spoleénosti Huga Wolfa), v prosinci roku 1896 a v bfeznu roku
nasledujiciho Wolf pisné dokondil. V tomto opusu mizeme
¢astecné najit posun od ,,schubertovského” osobniho prozitku
smérem k obecnéjsi reflexi Zzivota a jeho pomijivosti, pfestoze
silna citovost, i ta milostnd, v pisnich zlstava.

Zaveér koncertu nas geograficky pfenasi z némecky mlu-
viciho prostoru do ruskojazy¢ného. Velikdna hudebniho roman-
tismu Petra lljie Cajkovského (1840-1893) dnes oslavujeme
predevsim za jeho symfonie, balety, opery ¢i koncerty a jako
autora pisni ho primarné nevnimame, presto napsal béhem svého
Zivota vice nez stovku kusl tohoto zanru. Jeho rané pisnég, jesté
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neopatifené opusovym Cislem, patfi mezi nejstarsi skladatelova
dochovana dila. Cajkovského pisnim s doprovodem klaviru vé-
vodi do velké miry romance a mezi vydanymi cykly pfedstavuji
naprostou vétsinu. Pfi nahlédnuti do Cajkovského katalogu
skladeb si mizeme poviimnout také toho, Ze nejvice z téchto
vydanych souborl nese oznacéeni ,8est” (romanci, pfipadné pisni).
Vyjimkou nenf ani dnes uvedenych Sest romancf (respektive
vybér péti z nich, vynechdvajici zavére¢nou Pimpinellu), které
byly pfi svém prvnim vydani opatfeny prostym nazvem Opus 38.
Cajkovskij pise tento cyklus v dobé hluboké osobni krize, pouze
nékolik mésicl po uzavieni manzelstvi s Antoninou Miliukovovou,
které velice pravdépodobné probé&hlo pouze kvdli ukonéeni
pomluv o skladatelové homosexualité. Pro Cajkovského bylo
manzelstvi katastrofou, a prestoze nedoslo k rozvodu, k perma-
nentnimu odlouceni se skladatel uchylil po pouhych Sesti tydnech.
Sam oznacil praci na tomto opusu jako ,,néco mezi relaxaci a praci”.
O komponovani Sesti romanci Cajkovskij v dopisech pravidelné
informoval Nadézdu von Meck, svoji mecendsku, a podle viast-
nich slov jednu z nejlepSich pritelkyn, se kterou se oviem nikdy
napfimo nesetkal. Pfestoze se nékolikrat vidéli, nemluvili spolu
a jejich komunikace tak zlstala na drovni korespondence coz
byIa jedna z jejich podmlnek k finan&ni pomoci. V Cajkovského
Sesti romancich miizeme najit protnuti Loeweho vypravéni se
Schubertovou introspekci. Jeho romance jsou pfedevsim vyrazem
intenzivniho emocionalniho prozitku, ktery je ale bezprostred-
néjsi a expresivnéjsi nez u Schuberta.

Petr Meckovsky



Longing, love, memory, the transience of life and death. These
are themes which run through the entire programme of today’s
concert and, with slight exaggeration, through Romanticism as
a whole, particularly the songs of this period. Although we could
place all the works we will hear this evening under the simple
label of ‘Romantic song’, each of the composers in today’s
programme had different approaches to composing. These
differences lie not only in the music itself, but also in the choice
of texts they set to music.

Songs with piano accompaniment account for a large
proportion of the output of Carl Loewe (1796-1869), a native of
Lobejln who, although rarely performed today, was a highly
respected composer in his lifetime (dubbed by many the
‘Schubert of northern Germany’) and frequently performed his
own songs. Indeed, it was his singing voice that enabled him to
continue his musical education and later study theology at the
University of Halle. Loewe’s beautiful boy soprano so impressed
Madame de Staél that she secured him a scholarship from Jérome
Bonaparte, then King of Westphalia, and it is said that even
as a young boy he was able to sing the famous Queen of the
Night aria from Mozart’s opera The Magic Flute. In 1820, Loewe
moved to Stettin (then part of Prussia), where he took up the
posts of organist and music director at a local school. It was
during his 46 years in Stettin that Loewe composed or published
most of his works. He also made his mark on the musical world
as a pianist, joining Felix Mendelssohn Bartholdy as a soloist
in a performance of the latter’s Concerto for Two Pianos in
A flat major, and as a conductor, directing the premiere of
Mendelssohn’s concert overture A Midsummer Night’s Dream,
Op. 21. During the 1840s and 1850s, he undertook several concert
tours as a singer, frequently performing his own songs at the
piano.
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Loewe’s earliest songs (which had not yet been assigned opus
numbers) followed the musical models of the late eighteenth-century
tradition and were characterised by a single melodic line, simple
accompaniment and predominantly strophic forms. Under the
influence of Johann Rudolf Zumsteeg, Loewe began to develop
the ballad form that would become a hallmark of his work, and it
is telling that his first published opus, Three Ballads, belongs to
this genre. Loewe’s compositional style has been described as
displaying a ‘striking absence of organic musical development’.
In his ballads, he often treated individual musical ideas separately,
developing them episodically rather than employing unifying
motifs. Both in their compositional approach and in the choice of
texts set to music, Loewe’s songs thus resemble miniature operas,
featuring dialogue between characters and a clearly defined
narrative, with the piano accompaniment helping to bring the ac-
tion to life, often assuming an almost theatrical role. Interestingly,
the third of the ballads published as Op. 1, The Erlking (Erlkénig),
a setting of Johann Wolfgang von Goethe’s poem, was also the
first opus of the next composer featured in this evening’s concert.
Songs also account for a substantial part of the output of
the ‘original’ Franz Schubert (1797-1828). His mature songs,
however, focus less on narrative than on emotional experiences
and an insight into the thoughts of the lyrical subject. Although
traces of a narrative can be found in these works, it is by no means
their most important element. Schubert composed his song cycle
Swan Song (Schwanengesang) towards the very end of his life.
At first glance, it differs from his earlier cycles (The Fair Maid of
the Mill and Winter Journey) in that it contains settings of poems
by more than one poet. Seven texts are by Ludwig Rellstab, six
by Heinrich Heine, and the final song is a setting of a poem by
Johann Gabriel Seidl. It is possible that Schubert originally in-
tended to divide the cycle into two parts, with Seidl’'s poem Die
Taubenpost (Pigeon Express) not included at all, or indeed that
he never envisaged the collection as a cycle in the first place. This
remains a matter of debate to this day. Apart from the use of texts
by different poets, the theory that Schubert originally intended two
separate cycles is supported by the fact that on 2 October 1828
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he offered a manuscript containing six settings of Heine’s poems
to the Leipzig publisher Probst. Interestingly, the order of the
songs in the manuscript of this part of the cycle differs from the
order in which the poet wrote them, whereas Schubert generally
tended to respect the original sequence of the poems. Franz
Schubert did not live to see the publication of his cycle, and the
title Swan Song was chosen by the publisher Haslinger and the
composer’s brother Ferdinand, who wished to present the collection
to the world as Schubert’s final musical legacy. They therefore
called it Swan Song, an expression denoting an artist’s final, and
often finest, work.

Schubert’s Swan Song is not the only swan song we will
hear in today’s concert. The Michelangelo Songs by the Austrian
composer Hugo Wolf (1860-1903) were likewise his last com-
pleted work. There is also a connection with the first composer
featured in today’s programme, Carl Loewe, whom Wolf greatly
admired. Throughout his life, Hugo Wolf strove to achieve success
as a composer of large-scale works, yet during his lifetime he was
valued primarily for his songs (and this is perhaps even more true
today). He never entirely reconciled himself to being labelled
a ‘'songwriter’, remarking on the success of his songs that “...such
recognition... troubles me to the depths of my soul”. Perhaps for
this reason, Wolf tended to group his songs into larger collections
which he considered sufficiently varied. These collections thus
became, at least to some extent, the composer’s equivalent of
large-scale works. Wolf composed his three Michelangelo Songs,
settings of German translations of texts by Michelangelo
Buonarroti, just six months before suffering a nervous breakdown,
to which his longstanding syphilis undoubtedly contributed. The
German translations of Michelangelo’s sonnets by Walter Robert-
-Tornow were given to the composer in December 1896 by Paul
Miller, founder of the Berlin Hugo Wolf Society, and Wolf com-
pleted the songs in March of the following year. In this work, we
can discern something of a shift away from the ‘Schubertian’ em-
phasis on personal experience towards a more universal reflection
on life and its transience, although the songs retain a strong
emotional intensity, including expressions of romantic love.
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The final part of the concert takes us geographically from the
German-speaking world to the Russian-speaking world. Nowadays
we celebrate the great Romantic composer Pyotr llyich
Tchaikovsky (1840-1893) primarily for his symphonies, ballets,
operas and concertos, rather than as a composer of songs, yet
he wrote more than a hundred works in this genre during his
lifetime. His early songs, which had not yet been assigned opus
numbers, are among his earliest surviving compositions. Romances
account for a large proportion of Tchaikovsky’s songs with piano
accompaniment and constitute the overwhelming majority of his
published collections. A glance at Tchaikovsky'’s catalogue of works
also reveals that most of these published collections contain six
pieces, whether romances or songs. The Six Romances featured
in today’s concert are no exception, although we will hear only five
of them, omitting the final song, Pimpinella. When first published,
the collection bore the simple title Opus 38. Tchaikovsky composed
this cycle during a period of profound personal crisis just a few
months after his marriage to Antonina Miliukova, which was very
probably undertaken solely to put an end to rumours about the
composer’s homosexuality. The marriage proved disastrous for
Tchaikovsky, and although the couple never divorced, he sepa-
rated from his wife permanently after just six weeks. He himself
described work on this opus as “something between relaxation
and work”. Tchaikovsky regularly reported on his progress with
the Six Romances in letters to Nadezhda von Meck, his patron
and, in his own words, one of his closest friends, although the
two never met face to face. Although they did catch sight of one
another on several occasions, they never spoke, and their rela-
tionship remained confined to correspondence, this being one
of the conditions of her financial support. In Tchaikovsky’s Six
Romances, we find both Loewe’s narrative approach and Schubert’s
introspection. His romances are above all expressions of intense
emotional experience, conveyed with greater immediacy and
expressiveness than in Schubert’s songs.

Petr Meckovsky
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Richard Novak

BAS
Richard Novak (*1931), legenda brnénského jevisté, se za léta
plUsobeni v Janackové opefe nesmazatelnym zpUsobem zapsal
do povédomi hned nékolika generaci milovnikd vazné hudby.
Roddk z Rozsece u Jihlavy studoval na brnénské konzervatofi
kompozici, dirigovani a po dobu dvou let zpév u Jifiho Wootha,
u néhoz pak pokrac¢oval ve studiu soukromé. Prvni angazma
ziskal v ostravské opefe (1957), kde hostoval jiz béhem studii.
Vynikal znélym hlasem a vybrousenou péveckou technikou,
intonacni jistotou a presvédc¢ivym herectvim. Po ohodnoceni
laureatskym titulem na pévecké soutézi v Toulouse presel jako
sélista do opery v Brné. V sezoné 1970/1971 byl angaZovan i ve
Styrském Hradci. Se souborem brn&nské opery vystupoval
v mnoha evropskych zemich, s Ceskou filharmonii i v Japonsku.
Hostoval v prazském Narodnim divadle, U¢astnil se Prazského
jara a dal$ich prestiznich festivall. Jeho repertoar obsahuje
vétSinu vyznamnych basovych roli eské a svétové operni litera-
tury (Vodnik v Rusalce, Revirnik v Pfihoddch lisky Bystrousky,
Sarastro v Kouzelné flétné, Leporello v Donu Giovannim, Kecal
v Prodané nevésté a dalSi — vice nez 150 roli). Skvéle se uplatiiuje
v repertoaru oratornim a kantatovém (spoluprace s vyznamnymi
orchestry); niternou vyrazovosti vynika v oblasti koncertni pisné.
Dlouhodobé spolupracoval s pianistou Cyrilem KlimeSem, také
napfiklad s lvanem Klanskym.

Novakovu interpretacni tvorbu dokumentuje nespocet na-
hravek - gramofonovych desek, CD, rozhlasovych a televiznich
zaznamuU. Roku 1986 ziskal titul zaslouZzily umélec, pozdéji Cenu
mésta Brna, Cenu Thélie a roku 2005 Cenu Ministerstva kultury CR.
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BASS
Richard Novak (b. 1931), a legend of the Brno stage, has left an
indelible mark on several generations of classical music lovers
during his many years with the Janacek Opera. Born in Rozsec¢
near Jihlava, he studied composition and conducting at the Brno
Conservatory, as well as singing for two years under Jifi Wooth,
with whom he subsequently continued his studies privately. He
obtained his first engagement at the Ostrava Opera in 1957, having
already appeared there as a guest during his studies. He dis-
tinguished himself through his resonant voice, refined vocal
technique, unwavering intonation and convincing acting. After
being awarded the title of laureate at a singing competition in
Toulouse, he joined the Brno Opera as a soloist. During the
1970/1971 season, he was also engaged in Graz. He performed
with the Brno Opera ensemble in numerous European countries
and toured Japan with the Czech Philharmonic. He made guest
appearances at the National Theatre in Prague and participated
at the Prague Spring Festival and other prestigious festivals. His
repertoire encompasses most of the major bass roles in Czech
and international opera, including the Water Goblin in Rusalka,
the Forester in The Cunning Little Vixen, Sarastro in The Magic
Flute, Leporello in Don Giovanni and Kecal in The Bartered Bride,
among more than 150 roles. He has also excelled in oratorio and
cantata repertoire, collaborating with leading orchestras, while
his performances of art songs are distinguished by their profound
emotional expressiveness. He enjoyed a longstanding collabora-
tion with the pianist Cyril Klime$ and has also worked with lvan
Klansky, among others.

Novak’s performing career has been documented by
countless recordings, including LPs, CDs and radio and television
broadcasts. In 1986, he was awarded the title of Merited Artist,
followed by the City of Brno Award, the Thalia Award and, in
2005, the Czech Ministry of Culture Award.
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Ondrej Olos

KLAVIR
Ondrej Olos studoval dirigovani na Konzervatofi v Ziliné u Milana
Seidla a na Janackové akademii muzickych uméni (JAMU) ve
tfidé doc. Emila Skotédka. V roce 2006 ziskal Cenu LeoSe Janacka
za inscenaci komorni verze opery Prihody Lisky Bystrousky
v Komorni opefe JAMU. V ramci Janackova festivalu Brno 2008
uved! Janackovu Jendfu v plvodni verzi z roku 1904. V sou¢asné
dobé plsobi v Janackové opefe Narodniho divadla v Brné a ve
Slovenském narodnim divadle, kde dirigoval dila jako Cajkovského
EvZena Onégina a Pikovou dému, Verdiho Macbetha, Dona Carlose
a Sicilské nespory, Janackovy Prihody Lisky Bystrousky, Katu
Kabanovou, Sarku, Jen(fu a Véc Makropulos, Straussova Netopyra,
Leoncavallovy I Pagliacci, Pucciniho Gianni Schicchiho, Il tabarro,
Turandot a Toscu, Nedbalovu Polskou krev, Rossiniho Lazebnika
sevillského a Hedvdbny Zebrik, Straussovu Salome, Smetanovu
Prodanou nevéstu, Mozartova Dona Giovanniho a Cosi fan tutte,
Offenbachovy Hoffmannovy povidky, Donizettiho Marii di Rohan
a L'elisir d'amore a Dvofakovu Rusalku. Jako dirigent spolupra-
coval také s Reckou narodni operou v Athéndach (Pfihody Lisky
Bystrousky, 2015; Véc Makropulos, 2018; La bohéme, 2023), s ope-
rou Den Jyske Opera v Aarhusu (Kdta Kabanova, 2013), s operami
Opéra de Rennes, Opéra de Limoges a Opéra de Reims (Jendfa,
2011), Narodnim divadlem v Praze (Koncert k Mozartovym naro-
zeninam, Galakoncert k 100. vyroé&i zalozeni Ceskoslovenska,
Rusalka), Divadlem J. K. Tyla (Cavalleria rusticana) a Narodnim
divadlem v Kosicich (Gianni Schicchi, Il tabarro, Dialogy karmelitek
a Samson a Dalila). Pravidelné spolupracuje se Symfonickym
orchestrem Slovenského rozhlasu, Kosickou filharmonii, Statnim
komornim orchestrem v Ziling, Prazskou komorni filharmonii,
Brnénskou filharmonii, Moravskou filharmonii v Olomouci, Filhar-
monii Bohuslava Martint ve Zlin&, Hradeckou filharmonii a dal$imi.
Je také vyhleddvanym klaviristou a komornim hudebnikem.
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PIANO
Ondrej Olos studied conducting at Zilina Conservatory with
Milan Seidl and at Janacek Academy of Performing Arts (JAMU)
in the class of doc. Emil Skotak. In 2006, he received the Leo$
Jandacek Award for staging a chamber version of the opera The
Cunning Little Vixen at the JAMU Chamber Opera. He staged
Janadek’s Jenlifa in the original version from 1904 as part of
the Janacek Festival Brno 2008. He currently works at National
Theatre Brno's Janacek Opera and the Slovak National Theatre,
where he has conducted such works as Tchaikovsky’s Eugene
Onegin and The Queen of Spades, Verdi's Macbeth, Don Carlos
and Sicilian Vespers, Jana¢ek’s The Cunning Little Vixen, Kdta
Kabanovd, Sdrka, Jen(ifa and The Makropulos Affair, Strauss’s
Die Fledermaus, Leoncavallo’s | Pagliacci, Puccini’'s Gianni
Schicchi, Il tabarro, Turandot and Tosca, Nedbal’s Polish Blood,
Rossini's The Barber of Seville and The Silk Ladder, Strauss’s
Salome, Smetana’s The Bartered Bride, Mozart’'s Don Giovanni
and Cosi fan tutte, Offenbach’s The Tales of Hoffmann, Donizetti’s
Maria di Rohan and L’elisir d’'amore and Dvorak’s Rusalka. As
a conductor, he has also worked with the Greek National Opera
in Athens (The Cunning Little Vixen, 2015; The Makropulos Affair,
2018; La bohéme, 2023), Den Jyske Opera Aarhus (Katya Kabanova,
2013), Opéra de Rennes, Opéra de Limoges and Opéra de Reims
(Jendfa, 2011), the National Theatre in Prague (Mozart’s Birthday
Concert, Gala Concert to mark the 100th anniversary of the
foundation of Czechoslovakia, Rusalka), the J. K. Tyl Theatre
(Cavalleria rusticana), and the National Theatre in KoSice (Gianni
Schicchi, Il tabarro, Dialogues of the Carmelites and Samson
and Dalila). He regularly collaborates with the Slovak Radio
Symphony Orchestra, the KoSice Philharmonic, the State Chamber
Orchestra in Zilina, the Prague Chamber Philharmonic, the Brno
Philharmonic, the Moravian Philharmonic in Olomouc, the Bohuslav
Martin( Philharmonic in Zlin, the Hradec Kralové Philharmonic
and others. He is also a sought-after pianist and chamber
musician.
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Carl Loewe:

TFi balady, op. 1

Edward

Jak je tvdj mec od krve rudy, Edwarde, Edwarde!
A jdes tu tak smutné? O!

Ubil jsem svého supa, matko, matko!

A to mne dojima. O!

Krev tvého supa neni tak rudd, Edwarde, Edwarde!
Mdaj synu, pfiznej se mi upiimné. O!

Ubil jsem svého ryzaka, matko, matko!

A on byl tak hrdy a vérny. O!

Tvij kG byl stary a nepotiebny, Edwarde, Edwarde!
Tebe tiZi jind bolest. O!

Ubil jsem svého otce, matko, matko!

A to trapi mé srdce. O!

A co budes nyni délat? Edwarde, Edwarde!

MUj synu, to mi Fekni!

Ma noha nesmi na zemi spo¢inout, matko, matko!
Chci jit za more. O!

A co bude s tvym domem a dvorem? Edwarde, Edwarde!
Tak nadhernym, tak krasnym? O!

Ach, at stoji a klesne a padne, matko, matko!

Ja ho vic nespatfim. O!

A co bude s Zenou a ditétem? Edwarde, Edwarde!
Az pljde$ za mofe? O!

Svét je velky, nech je v ném zebrat, matko, matko!
Jé uz je nikdy vic neuzfim. O! O!

A co si po¢ne tva matka, Edwarde, Edwarde!

Mdj synu, mQj synu! O! O!

Prokleti pekla at na vas spocine, matko, matko!
Nebot vy, vy jste mi to radila.
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Dceruska hostinské (Der Wirtin Téchterlein)
Cestou kol Ryna tfi mladenci jdou,
vraci se za pani hostinskou.
.Hostinska pani, zda da nam pit?
Dcerusku péknou, kde nechava dlit?“
.Mé pivo i vino je lahodné, ach,

vSak dceruska ma lezi na marach.”

A kdyZ do komory vstoupili,

divku tam v rakvi spatfili.

Ten prvni ji z tvafe stah’ zavoj hned
a zamé&fil na ni svQj pfesmutny hled.
,Kdybys jen Zila, divko, dal,

cely ten ¢as bych té miloval.”

Ten druhy ji zdvojem zahalil zas

a odvrativ se zvedl v placi hlas:
»Ach divko, ty lezi$ v rakvi ted.

Ja miloval jsem té tolik let.”

Ten treti ji z tvare zas rousku zdvih

a polibil ret, jenz navzdy ztich.

»Ja miloval jsem té a miluji dal,

o lasku Tvou bych i na vé&nosti stal.”
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Kral duchii (Erlkénig)

Kdo jede tak pozdé vétrem a tmou, /

to otec a jeho synacek jsou.

V svém naruci otec tak pevné ho ma, /
tak teple, tak vroucné ho objima.

»MUj hochu, pro¢ tvér jsi do dlani dal?“/
,CoZ nevidis, tatinku? Vzdyft je tu kral.
Maé korunu, vle¢ku, kral ducht to je.”/
»Jen pruh to mlhy, ty dité mé.”

,MUj hodku, pojd se mnou, my budem si hrat, /
my krasné si zit budem naporad,

tam na brehu pestré kvétinky mam, /

ma matka Sat ze zlata nosiva tam.”

,MUj otée, m{j tati¢ku, neslysis? /

Kral ducht mi $epta a slibuje, slys!”
,Bud klidny, mij chlap&e, klidny bud jen:/
to ve vétru svisti bezlisty kmen.”

.,Chces, chlapecku pékny, se mnou jit? /
Mé dcerky té budou za bratra mit,

mé dcerky se za noci proplétaji/

a zpévy té, tanci té zkolébaji.”

,MUj otée, mdj tati¢ku, hled do té tmy!/
Kral duchd tam ma svoje princezny.”
.MUj synu, m{j synacku, divdm se tmou, /
to Sedivé vrby jen v soumraku jsou.”
.MUj mila¢ku, vznicen jsem plvabem tvym, /
bud po dobrém pljdes$, bud nasilim.”
»Ach otcée, ted sah na mne kral!/

Kral duchl bolest mi udélal.”

Je otec jat hrlizou, v trysk se da, /

v svém narudi chroptici dité ma;

jen s ndmahou dvorce dojizdél, /

v svém narudi dité mrtvé mél.
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Three Ballads, Op. 1

Edward

Why is your sword so red with blood, Edward, Edward!

And why do you come here looking so sorrowful? Oh!

I have killed my hawk, mother, mother!

And it grieves me so. Oh!

Your hawk’s blood is not so red, Edward, Edward!

My son, tell me the truth. Oh! |

have killed my chestnut horse, mother, mother!

And he was so proud and faithful. Oh!

Your horse was old and of no use, Edward, Edward!

Some other sorrow weighs upon you. Oh!

| have killed my father, mother, mother!

And it torments my heart. Oh!

And what will you do now, Edward, Edward!

My son, tell me!

My foot must never rest upon this land, mother, mother!

I shall go across the sea. Oh!

And what will become of your house and estate, Edward, Edward!
So splendid and so beautiful? Oh!

Ah, let it stand, decay and fall! Mother, mother!

I shall never see it again. Oh!

And what will become of your wife and child, Edward, Edward!
When you go across the sea? Oh!

The world is wide, let them beg their way through it, mother, mother!
| shall never see them again. Oh! Oh!

And what will your mother do, Edward, Edward!

My son, my son! Oh! Oh!

May the curse of hell fall upon you, mother, mother!

For it was you, you who counselled me to do it.
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The Innkeeper’s Daughter (Der Wirtin Téchterlein)
Three young men were walking along the Rhine,
returning to the innkeeper’s wife.

“Good landlady, will you give us something to drink?
And where is your pretty daughter?”

“My beer and wine are delicious, alas,

but my daughter lies upon her bier.”

And when they entered the chamber,

they saw the girl lying in her coffin.

The first immediately drew the veil from her face
and gazed upon her with deepest sorrow.

“If only you were still alive, dear girl,

| would love you for all my days.”

The second covered her with the veil again,
then turned away and cried aloud:

“Ah, dear girl, now you lie in your coffin.

| loved you so many years.”

The third lifted the veil from her face once more
and kissed the lips that were forever silent.

“I' loved you, and | love you still.

Even in eternity, | would long for your love.”
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The Erlking (Erlkonig)

Who rides so late through wind and night? /

It is a father with his young son.

The father holds him tightly in his arms, /

embracing him so warmly, so tenderly.

“My boy, why do you hide your face in your hands?”/
“Can you not see him, Father? The king is here!

He wears a crown and a flowing robe — it is the Erlking!” /
“It is only a wisp of mist, my child.”

“My dear boy, come with me, we shall play, /

and live together in happiness forever.

| have bright flowers growing by the riverbank, /

and my mother wears robes of gold.”

“My father, my dear father, can you not hear?/

The Erlking is whispering promises to me, listen!”
“Be calm, my boy, be calm,/

itis only a leafless tree whistling in the wind.”

“Will you come with me, my pretty boy?/

My daughters will welcome you as their brother.

My daughters dance their rounds at night, /

and will lull you to sleep with song and dance.”

“My father, my dear father, look into the darkness!/
The Erlking's daughters are there!”

“My son, my dear son, | can see through the gloom, /
those are only grey willows in the twilight.”

“My darling, your beauty has set my heart aflame./
Come willingly, or | shall take you by force!”

“Oh Father, the Erlking has touched me now!/

The Erlking has hurt me!”

The father is seized with terror and spurs his horse into a gallop, /

holding the gasping child in his arms.
With great difficulty he reaches the courtyard, /
but in his arms the child lies dead.
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Franz Schubert:

Labuti zpév, D 957 (vybér)

Predtucha (Kriegers Ahnung)

Zde v klidu tie spi mych kamaradd fad.

Mym srdcem vladne zoufalstvi, strach o to, co mam rad.
Jak Casto jsem tak ve snu ja na jejich riadrech snil,

jak mily ohen v krbu byl, é blaho krasnych chvil.

Zde ohen temny pldpold, ach, jen na zbrani lesk,

zde v prsou dési samota, zde znas jen zal a stesk.

Ach, tucham tézko odolat, boj zitra bude zly,

snad v miru smim jiz zitra spat, ma lasko, sladce spi.

Zastavenicko (Stdndchen)

Lehce létne kfidlem vanku bliz ti pisefi ma!
Louka davno dfime v spanku, pojd ty libezna!
Jak je krdsné v haje klinu v luny zaf¥i snit.

Z ukrytého zradce v stinu chces snad bazen mit?
Slavik vabi sladkou pisni v mou té narug bliz.
Co té v nadru sladce tisni, povéz druhu jiz.

Zni ta pisen nafky mymi, zarem lasky mé,
pohne tény stfibrnymi srdce zmamené.

Kéz itvé ta pisen vzbudi, v naru¢ pojd jiz mou.
Touhou mam se stale chviti, pfej mi lasku svou!

Jeji obraz (Ihr Bild)

Jé pred obrazem jejim jsem v zadumani stal.

A obli¢ej ten krasny tajemné zit pocinal.

Kol vabnych rtik( ¢arny jsem Uusmév uvidél

a jakby v slzach Zalnych se zrak jeji leskle chvél.
Tval mou téz slza skrépi a litost citim a zal.

MUj Boze, sotva to chapu, Zzes mi davno zasla v dal.



Rybarské dévée (Das Fischermédchen)

Svou lodku, dévce krasné, z mofe ved na mij bieh,
sedni bliz a své bilé ruce si hladit, libat nech!

Dej hlavu na mé srdce a nic se mé nestrachuj,
vzdyt denné zlému mofi svéfujes zivot svdj.

Mé srdce jak to more i bouf i pfiliv zna

a mnoha krdsna perla v ném na dné spociva.

U mofe (Am Meer)

Hle, more v zafi vecerni se lesklo dal pred nami.

0, jak se to na bfehu mile sni, my sedéli tie sami.

MIh zavoj stoup” a proud se zved', vzlét racek tam kdesi v dali.
Z tvych odi jak by spadla tiZ, slzy se finout jaly.

Ja zfel, jak padaiji na tvou dlan, tu ma se hlava shyba.

Mou &isi byla tvoje dlafi, ret mUQj tu slzu liba.

A od té chvile Zhne v dusi mé Zar, mne szira touhy sila.

Ten napoj zly byl Zeny dar, mne slza ta otravila.

Atlas

Ja zoufaly jsem Atlas! Bidny svét, tu hriznou tihu strasti je mi nésti.
Pod tihou svéta podklesam a srdce moje hyne v tryzni.

Ty srdce mé, tys laskou chtélo Zzit

a chtélos vSecko dat v tom zavratném §tésti,

anebo zmirat v bidé. Z pychy jen jsi nekonecné bidné.

Swan Song, D 957 (selection)

The Soldier’s Foreboding (Kriegers Ahnung)

Here, in the stillness, my comrades lie quietly asleep.
My heart is filled with despair and fear for all | hold dear.
How often, in my dreams, | rested upon her breast,

how comforting the fire in the hearth

- oh, the bliss of those beautiful hours!

Here a sombre fire flickers, alas,

gleaming only upon our weapons,
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Here loneliness haunts the heart,

and sorrow and longing are all one knows.

Ah, | cannot shake off my dark forebodings
- tomorrow's battle will be fierce.

Perhaps tomorrow | too shall rest in peace.
Sleep sweetly, my love.

Serenade (Stindchen)

Softly, on the wings of the breeze, my song flies towards you!
The meadow has long been sleeping, come, my lovely one!
How beautiful it is to dream beneath the moonlight,

sheltered by the grove.

Surely you need not fear some hidden traitor lurking in the shadows?
The nightingale beckons you with its sweet song,

drawing you closer to my arms.

Tell your beloved what sweet longing stirs within your breast.
This song resounds with my lamentations

and the ardour of my love,

Its silvery notes will move even an enchanted heart.

May this song awaken your heart too — come into my arms!

| tremble constantly with longing — grant me your love!

Her Image (lhr Bild)

| stood before her portrait, lost in thought.

And that beautiful face began mysteriously to come to life.

| saw a bewitching smile play upon her lovely lips,

And her eyes seemed to glisten and tremble with sorrowful tears.
A tear runs down my cheek too, and | feel grief and sorrow.

My God, | can scarcely comprehend that you have long since
vanished from my life.
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The Fishermaiden (Das Fischerm&ddchen)

Bring your little boat from the sea to my shore, beautiful maiden,
Sit beside me and let me caress and kiss your white hands!

Lay your head upon my heart and have no fear of me,

For every day you entrust your life to the treacherous sea.

My heart, like the sea, knows both storms and tides,

And many a beautiful pearl lies hidden in its depths.

By the Sea (Am Meer)

Behold, the sea shimmered in the evening light,

stretching far before us.

Oh, how sweet it was to dream upon the shore,

as we sat there quietly alone.

A veil of mist rose, the waves began to swell,

and a seagull soared somewhere in the distance.

A burden seemed to lift from your eyes, and tears began to flow.
| watched them fall upon your hand, and bowed my head.

Your hand became my cup, and my lips kissed away a tear.
Since that moment, a fire has burned within my soul,

and | have been consumed by longing.

That bitter draught was a woman's gift — that tear had poisoned me.

Atlas

| am that wretched Atlas! The unhappy world,

that terrible burden of suffering, is mine to bear.

| stagger beneath the weight of the world,

and my heart is dying in agony.

Oh, my heart, you longed to live for love

and give everything in the rapture of happiness,

Or else to perish in misery.

Through your pride alone, you are infinitely miserable.
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Hugo Wolf:

Pisné na Michelangela

Casto pFfemitam (Wohl denk’ ich oft)
Casto premitam o svém uplynulém Zivots,
jaky byl, nez jsem poznal lasku k tobé;
tehdy o mne nikdo nedbal,

mé dny byly pro mne ztraceny;

myslil jsem, Ze jen zpévem mohu Ziti,
také uniknout lidskému davu...

ted vSichnilidé o mné védi

a velebenihanén jsem!

Vse konéi, co vznika (Alles endet)
VSe kon¢i, co vznika,

vse, vSe zanika,

nebot ¢as leti

a slunce vidi,

Ze v§echno zanik3,

mysSlenky, slova, bolest i blaho;
a ti, které jsme méli jako vnuky,
odesli jako za dne stiny,

jako para ve vétru.

Byli jsme pfece také lidé,
veseli a smutni, jako vy,

nyni jsme po smrti,

proménéni v prach, jak vidite.
Vse konci, co vznika,

vse, vSe zanika.
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Co citi duse ma (Fiihit meine Seele)

Citi ma duse vytouzené svétlo

Boha, ktery ji stvofil?

Je to paprsek jiné krésy

ze slzavého udoli,

ktery vnika do mého srdce jako vzpominka?
Je to hlas, je to vidina,

ktera ndhle mi plIni o¢ii srdce
nepochopitelné palcivym hofem,

ktery mne nuti k slzdm?

Nevim.

Po ¢em touzim, co citim, co mne vede,
neni ve mné:

fekni mi, jak to poznam?

Pfipada mi to jen jako zdasluha jiného;

v tom pohrouzen ziji, co jsem té poznal.
Mne tryzni ano a ne,

sladkost a trpkost -

to je, ma pani, vina tvych oci.

Michelangelo Songs

1 Often Think of my Past Life (Woh! denk’ ich oft)
| often think of my past life,

what | was like before | knew my love for you;
Then no one paid me any heed,

My days were lost to me;

I thought | could live only through song,

And thus escape the crowds of men...

Now everyone knows of me,

And | am both praised and reviled!
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All That Is Created Must Perish (Alles endet)
All that is created must perish,
Everything, everything passes away,

For time flies

And the sun witnesses

How everything perishes:

Thoughts, words, sorrow and joy;

And those we regarded as grandchildren
Have vanished like shadows in daylight,
Like vapour in the wind.

We too were once human,

Joyful and sorrowful, just like you.

Now we are dead,

Turned to dust, as you can see.

All that is created must perish,
Everything, everything passes away.

Does my Soul Feel the Longed-for Light (Fiihlt meine Seele)
Does my soul feel the longed-for light

Of God who created it?

Is it a ray of another beauty

From the vale of tears,

Entering my heart like a memory?

Is it a voice, is it a vision

That suddenly fills my eyes and heart

With an inexplicably searing grief

That brings me to tears?

| do not know.

What | long for, what | feel, what guides me,

Does not come from within me:

Tell me, how am | to know?

It seems to me only the work of another;

Absorbed in this, | have lived since | first knew you.
| am tormented by yes and no,

By sweetness and bitterness -

And the fault, my lady, lies in your eyes.
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Petr Ilji¢ Cajkovskij:

Sest romanci, op. 38 (vybér)

To bylo v prvni jara ¢as

To bylo v prvni jara cas,

tréva sotva vzchazela,

potlcky tekly, nezhnul vzduch,
a kefe vyhanély zelené vyhonky.

Pastyflv roh rano

jesté hlasité nezpival,

a v lese jesté byla
klubi¢ka tenkého kapradi.

To bylo v prvni jara ¢as,
to bylo ve stinu bfizek,
kdyz jsi pfede mnou

s Usmévem sklopila o¢i...

V odpovéd na moji lasku

jsi sklopila ogi!

Ach, Zivot, ach, les, ach, slunecni svit!
Ach, mladi, ach, nadéje!

A ja jsem pred tebou plakal,
pohlizel jsem na tvoji libeznou tvar;
to bylo v prvnijara ¢as,

to bylo ve stinu bfizek!

To bylo za Usvitu naseho Zivota!

Ach, $tésti, ach, slzy!

Ach, les, ach, zivot, ach, slunecni svit!
Ach, svézi viné bfizek!
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Uprostied plesu

Uprostfed hlu¢ného plesu, nahodou,
ve svétském ruchu a shonu

jsem té uvidél, ale tvé rysy

byly zahaleny tajemstvim.

Jen oci teskné hledély

a hlas znél tak prekrasné,
jako zvuk vzdalené salmaje,
jako dovadiva vina na mofi.

Zalibila se mi tvoje $tihla postava
a cely tvQj zadumdivy vzhled,

a tvdj smich, smutny a zvuény,
od té doby zni v mém srdci.

V osamélych no¢nich hodinach

se rad ukladam znaveny k spanku;
vidim ty smutné oci

a slySim vesely hovor.

A usinam, usinam tak smutny,

a mUj spanek je plny bludnych snd...
Nevim, jestli t& miluji,

ale zda se mi, ze miluji!

Ach, kdybys tak mohla

Ach, kdybys mohla jen na okamzik

zapomenout na svlj smutek, zapomenout na své souzeni,
aby, kdybych jenom jednou uvidél tvoji tvar,

jakou jsem ji znaval za Stastnych let!

KdyzZ se v tvych ocich zaleskne slza,
ach, kdyby ten smutek mohl razem projit,
jako prchava preharka za teplého jara,
jako stin mrakd, bézici po polich!
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Laska mrtvého

At jsem chladnou hlinou
zahazen.

O ptiteli! Véude, vzdy je s tebou
moje duse.

Lasky nekonecné stradani,

ja, ktery obyvam hrob,

v krajiné klidu a zapomnéni
jsem nezapomnél.

Beze strachu v hodiné poslednich muk
jsem opustil svét.

Cekal jsem Ulevu z rozlougeni —

a rozlouceni nepfislo!

Vidél jsem plvab netélesnych bytosti
a litoval jsem,

Ze nepozndvam tvoji podobu

v nebeskych obrazech.

Cim mi je zafe bozi moci

a svaty raj?

Pozemské vasné jsem tam
vzal s sebou.

Pfichazi ke mné znamy sen,
vSude stejny;

touzim, placu a zarlim,

jako kdysi davno.

Jestli se tvych tvafi

dotkne cizi dech, -

moje duse se celd rozechvéje
v némém stradani.

Jestli mysli$ na jiného,

kdyZ usinas,

tvoje slova po mné tecou
jako planouci ohen.
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Nesmi$ milovat jiného,

ne, to nesmis,

posvatnym slovem jsi mrtvému
zaslibena.

Bé&da, tv{j strach, tvé modlitby,
k ¢emu jsou?

Ty vi§, Ze mi neni souzen

klid a zapomnéni!

Zastaveni¢ko Dona Juana

Pohasinaji zlatavé kraje vzdalené Alpujarry,
na vabivy hlas kytary

vyjdi ven, moje mild!

VSechny, ktefi feknou, Ze jina je ti tady rovna,
v§echny, protoze planu laskou,
vSechny vyzvu na souboj na zZivot a smrt!

Od mésicniho svitu
zrudla obloha,

ach, Nisetto, pospés,
pospés a vyjdi na balkén!

Od Sevilly do Granady, v tichém soumraku,
rozléhaji se serenady,
rozléha se tiesk medd.

Mnoho krve te¢e, mnoho pisni zni pro plvabné damy,
ja jsem ten, ktery té nejplvabnéjsi,
daruje vSechno, pisen i svoji krev!

Od mési¢niho svitu

zrudla obloha,

ach, Nisetto, pospés,
pospés a vyjdi na balkén!
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Six Romances, Op. 38 (selection)

It was in the Early Spring

It was in the early spring,

The grass had barely begun to grow,

The streams were flowing, the air was not yet warm,
And the bushes were putting forth green shoots.

The shepherd’s horn in the morning
Had not yet sounded loudly,

And in the forest there were still
Tightly curled fronds of delicate ferns.

It was in the early spring,

It was in the shade of the birch trees,
When you lowered your eyes before me
With a smile...

In answer to my love,

You lowered your eyes!

Oh, life, oh, forest, oh, sunshine!
Oh, youth, oh, hope!

And | wept before you,

Gazing upon your lovely face;

It was in the earliest days of spring,
It was in the shade of the birch trees!

It was at the dawn of our lives!

Oh, happiness, oh, tears!

Oh, forest, oh, life, oh, sunshine!

Oh, the fresh fragrance of the birch trees!



Amid the Din of the Ball

Amid the din of the ball, by chance,

In the bustle and whirl of society,

| caught sight of you, but your features
Were veiled in mystery.

Only your eyes gazed wistfully,

And your voice sounded so beautiful,
Like that of a distant shawm,

Like a playful wave upon the sea.

| was captivated by your slender figure
And your whole pensive appearance,
And your laughter, sad yet melodious,
Has echoed in my heart ever since.

In the lonely hours of the night,

| gladly lie down, weary, to sleep;

| see those sorrowful eyes

And hear your cheerful conversation.

And | fall asleep, so full of sadness,

And my sleep is filled with wandering dreams...
I do not know whether | love you,

But it seems to me that | do!

Oh, If Only You Could

Oh, if only you could, for a moment,
Forget your sorrow, forget your troubles,
If only | could see your face once more
As | knew it in happier years!

When a tear glistens in your eyes,

Oh, if only that sadness could pass in an instant,
Like a fleeting shower in the warmth of spring,
Like the shadow of clouds racing across the fields!
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The Love of a Dead Man

Though | lie buried

Beneath the cold earth,

Oh, my friend! Everywhere, always,
My soul is with you.

The endless torment of love

Has not been forgotten by me,
Who dwell within the grave,

In the realm of peace and oblivion.

Without fear, in the hour of my final agony,
| left this world.

| hoped that parting would bring relief -
But no parting came!

| beheld the beauty of incorporeal beings,
And grieved

That | could not recognise your likeness
Among the heavenly visions.

What is the radiance of divine power to me,
Or holy paradise?

| carried my earthly passions

There with me.

A familiar dream returns to me,

The same wherever | may be;

I'long, | weep, | burn with jealousy,

Just as | did long ago.

If a stranger’s breath
Touches your cheeks,
My whole soul trembles
In silent anguish.

If you think of another
As you fall asleep,

Your words pour over me
Like blazing fire.
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You must not love another,

No, you must not;

By a sacred vow, you are pledged
To one who is dead.

Alas, your fears, your prayers —
What use are they?

You know that | am not destined
For peace or oblivion!

Don Juan’s Serenade

The golden landscapes of distant Alpujarra are fading into darkness;
At the enticing sound of the guitar,

Come out, my beloved!

All those who say that another can equal your beauty here,
All of them, for | burn with love,
| shall challenge to a duel to the death!

The sky has turned crimson

In the moonlight;

Ah, Nisetto, make haste,

Hurry, come out onto the balcony!

From Seville to Granada, in the quiet twilight,
Serenades ring out,
And swords clash.

Much blood is shed, many songs are sung for beautiful ladies;
But | am the one who will give the fairest of all
Everything — my song and my blood!

The sky has turned crimson

In the moonlight;

Ah, Nisetto, make haste,

Hurry, come out onto the balcony!
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