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PROGRAM

Antonin Dvorak:

Pisné milostné, op. 83, B 160
I. O, nasi ldsce nekvete
Il. V tak mnohém srdci mrtvo jest
Ill. Kol domu se ted' potdcim
IV. Ja vim, Ze v sladké nadéji
V. Nad krajem vévodi lehky spanek
VI. Zde v lese u potoka
VII. V té sladké moci o¢i tvych
VIll. O, duse drahd, jedinka

Vitézslava Kapralova:
Dvé pisné na slova R. Bojka, op. 4
I. Jitro
Il. Osirely
Sbohem a satecek, op. 14
Zpivano do dalky, op. 22
I. Piseri tvé nepfitomnosti

Il. Polohlasem
1. Jarnfi

Prestavka

Leos Janacek:

Ukvalska lidova poezie v pisnich, JW V/4 (vybér)
I. Ondras, Ondras!



Il. Ty ukvalsky kostelicku

Il. Ma mila mamulko

V. Pro¢ kalinko smutna stojis
XI. Ty ukvalsky kosteli¢ku!

Moravska lidova poezie v pisnich, JW V/2 (vybér)
XLVII. Bolava hlava
XX. Tuzba
XVI. Stélost
XXXVII. Lavecka
XVIII. Koni¢ky milého
Xll. Jabucko
XXXVI. Jindy a nyni
XXI. Tiha
Ll. Milenec vrah
Xill. Cervend jabucka
V. Obrdzek milého

Poh&ddka pro violoncello a klavir, JW VII/5
I. Con moto
Il. Con moto
lll. Allegro

Erich Wolfgang Korngold:

TFi pisné, op. 22
I. Cim mi jsi? (Was Du mir bist?)
Il. Micet s Tebou (Mit Dir zu schweigen)
I1l. Svét tise usnul (Welt ist stille eingeschlafen)

Tii zpévy, op. 18 (&. 2 a 3)
Il. Zbav mé bolesti (Tu ab den Schmerz)
Ill. Pokuseni (Versuchung)



PROGRAMME

Antonin Dvorak:

Love Songs, op. 83, B 160
I. Oh, for us love does not bloom
Il. So many hearts are as though dead
Ill. Around the house | now stagger
IV. | know that in my sweet hope
V. Over the countryside reigns a light sleep
VI. In the forest here by a stream
VIl. In that sweet power of your eyes
VIll. Oh dear soul, the only one

Vitézslava Kapralova:
Two Songs to words by R. Bojek, Op. 4
I. Morning
II. Orphaned
Waving Farewell, Op. 14
Sung into the Distance, Op. 22
I. Song of Your Absence

Il. Under One’s Breath
Ill. Spring

Prestavka

Leos Janacek:

Hukvaldy Songs, JW V/4 (selection)
I. Ondras, Ondras!



II. You Little Church in Hukvaldy

I1l. My Dear Mummy

V. Why Do You Stand So Sad, Guelder Rose
Xl. You Little Church in Hukvaldy!

Moravian Folk Poetry in Songs, JW V/2 (selection)
XLVIl. Headache
XX. Desire
XVI. Constancy
XXXVII. The Little Bench
XVIIl. My Sweetheart’s Horses
Xll. Apple
XXXVI. Some Other Time and Now
XXI. Heavy Burden
LI. Lover Murderer
Xlll. Red Apples
V. Picture of my Beloved

Fairy Tale for cello and piano, JW VII/5
I. Con moto
Il. Con moto
lll. Allegro

Erich Wolfgang Korngold:

Three Songs, Op. 22
I. What are you to me? (Was Du mir bist?)
II. To be silent with you (Mit Dir zu schweigen)
Ill. The world has quietly fallen asleep
(Welt ist stille eingeschlafen)

Three Songs, Op. 18 (Nos. 2 and 3)
Il. Take away the pain (Tu ab den Schmerz)
Ill. Temptation (Versuchung)



Ve svych dvaceti letech si Antonin DvoFak (1841-1904) ke skrom-
nému platu violisty v orchestru Ceského prozatimniho divadia
v Praze pfivydélaval vyukou hry na klavir. Jeho Zadkynémi byly

i sestry Josefina a Anna Cerméakovy, dcery zlatnika. V roce 1873
se Dvordk ozenil s Annou, o deset let dfive byl vSak vasnivé
zamilovany do Sestndactileté Josefiny, kterd tehdy stala na prahu
své herecké kariéry. Ta Dvorakovy city neopétovala a pozdéji
se provdala do Slechtické rodiny. Pod bezprostfednim vlivem
své neopétované lasky slozil své nejranéjsi sélové pisné, cyklus
18 milostnych pisni s ndzvem Cyprise na texty basnika Gustava
Pflegera-Moravského. Schubertovské vlivy v nich suverénné
pfekryva Dvofdkova nanejvys osobitd melodicka invence.

K Cypfisim a jejich hudebnim motiviim se Antonin Dvoiék vracel
po cely zivot. Roku 1881 napfiklad prepracoval ¢tyfi ¢asti do
pisfiového cyklu vydaného jako op. 2, roku 1887 upravil dvanact
téchto pisni pro smyc¢cové kvarteto a kone¢né v prosinci 1888
jiz jako mezindrodné uzndvany skladatel vybral Dvoiék z Cypfisi
osm pisni, které pfepracoval a uspofadal jako cyklus Pisni mi-
lostnych, op. 83. Kompozice vySla nasledujiciho roku v berlinském
nakladatelstvi Fritze Simrocka a rychle se zafadila ke klenotdim
Ceské pisfiové literatury.

Zivotni dréha skladatelky Vitézslavy Kapralové (1915-1940)
byla pfervana pfed€asnou smrti v 25 letech. Pfesto prokazuji jeji
dila pozoruhodnou miru vyspélosti a kompozi¢niho uméni, diky
nimzZ se Kapralova radi k pfednim osobnostem ¢eské mezivalec¢né
hudebni moderny. Studovala skladbu na brnénské konzervatofi
u Viléma Petrzelky a dirigovani u Zdernka Chalabaly. V fijnu 1935
byla pfijata na mistrovskou $kolu prazské konzervatore k Vitézslavu
Novakovi (skladba) a Vaclavu Talichovi (dirigovani). V Praze méla
moznost bezprostfedné se seznamovat se soudobymi hudebnimi
novinkami, studia u Novaka pak zdokonalila jeji kompoziéni
techniku a vytfibila slohové citéni. Kdyz se v roce 1937 poprvé
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setkala s Bohuslavem Martind, jeho osobnost okouzlila Kapralovou
natolik, Ze se zahy rozhodla pro studia v Pafizi. Na Ecole normale
de musique vstoupila do dirigentské tfidy Charlese Muncha.
MartinG od zaéatku pafizského pobytu Kapralové obétavé pomahal
a Casem se stal jejim nejblizsim pritelem. Poskytoval ji konzultace
a seznamil ji s ¢leny parfizské umélecké avantgardy. Okupace
Ceskoslovenska v bfeznu 1939 a rychld zména politické situace
ovéem razantnim zplsobem zkomplikovaly Zivot Kapralové.
Finanéni problémy ji donutily sestéhovat se do bytu spolec¢né

s nékolika ¢eskymi ptateli, mezi nimiz byl i novinar a spisovatel
Jifi Mucha, za néjz se v dubnu 1940 provdala. Brzy po shatku
postihlo Kapralovou vazné onemocnéni, kvili kterému musela
byt hospitalizovana. Pfed blizicimi se nacistickymi okupanty
stihla byt za pomoci manzela pfevezena z Pafize na jih Francie
do nemocnice v Montpellier, kde vSak v Eervnu 1940 podlehla
tehdy jes$té nediagnostikovatelné tyfoidni horecce.

Ve svych pisfiovych cyklech Kapralova osobité pretvari
vlivy Jana¢ka, MartinQ i dobové avantgardy. Pro Pisné na slova
R. Bojka, komponované v |été 1932 pfed nastupem do tfetiho
ro¢niku konzervatore, si Kapralova zvolila dva texty z basnikovy
sbirky Prosté kvéty (1924). Verse, jez nesou zietelnou stopu vlivu
symbolistni poezie Otakara Bfeziny, dokdzala sedmnactileta
skladatelka obdafit mistrné zpracovanym klavirnim doprovodem.
Prvni provedeni se uskutecnilo 5. prosince 1933 na veceru brnén-
ské konzervatofe v podani Milady Musilové a pianisty Frantiska
Vrany. Pisen Sbohem a Satecek na text Vitézslava Nezvala
pochazi z pocatku Cervna roku 1937. Kapralova ji zkomponovala
v samém zavéru svého studia na mistrovské Skole a v partitufe
vénovala ,na rozlouc¢enou nejkrdsnéjsimu méstu Praze". \ premiére
zazneéla pouhych deset dni po jejim dokonceni 19. ¢ervna 1937
v sdle divéiho ,anglického” interndtu Victoria College v Praze
v interpretaci sopranistky Jarmily Vavrdové za skladatelCina
klavirniho doprovodu. Pisfovy cyklus Zpivdno do dalky pfedsta-
vuje jednu z poslednich kompozi¢nich praci Kapralové. Vznikal
v Pafizi v kvétnu roku 1939. Poté, co doslo k némecké okupaci
Ceskoslovenska, se &tyfiadvacetiletd autorka rozhodla zlstat ve
Francii, ¢imz se razem ocitla odlou¢ena jak od rodicd, tak i od fady
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svych ¢eskych pratel. Basnické texty, které vyjadfovaly jeji pocity,
nalezla ve sbirce Svéty beze jména Viktora Kripnera. Ten byl
synovcem spisovatele Viktora Dyka a Kapralova jej poznala jako
Urednika ¢eskoslovenského vyslanectvi v Pafizi, kde mél na
starosti studentské zalezitosti. Premiéra pisni zaznéla 30. ¢ervna
1939 v Office du Tourisme de Tchécoslovaquie v Pafizi, kde je
zazpivala RGzZena Herlingerova se skladatelkou u klaviru.

Druha polovina 80. let pfedstavuje dobu, v niz Leo$ Janaéek
(1854-1928) zacal blize pronikat ke kofentim moravské lidové
pisné. Béhem svého pedagogického plisobeni na uditelském
Ustavu se sezndmil s nadSenym sbératelem lidové poezie
FrantiSkem Bartosem. Jejich vzajemna spoluprace dala roku 1890
vznik obsahlé sbirce nazvané Kytice z ndrodnich pisni moravskych.
Obrovsky Uspéch této sbirky si brzy vyzadal potiebu jejiho druhého
vydani. PFi této prilezitosti vyzval nakladatel Emil Solc Janacka,
aby k nékterym pisnim pfikomponoval klavirni doprovod. Janacek
opatfil klavirnim doprovodem nejprve 15 pisni, které vysly v prvnim
sesitu roku 1893. Patrné mély brzy poté nasledovat dalsi, ale od
roku 1894 naplno zaméstnala Janackovu tviréi ¢innost prace
na opefe Jeji pastorkyria. Jana&ek tak mohl Solcovi poskytnout
dalSi Upravy teprve roku 1901, kdy byl publikovan druhy sesit
obsahujici 38 pisni. Oba seSity vysly souborné roku 1908 pod
nazvem Moravskd lidova poezie v pisnich. Cyklus pfedstavuje
osobité dilo, které Janackovi do jisté miry slouzilo jako zkuSebni
pole, kde mohl v malém méfitku experimentovat s hudebnimi
prvky a zakonitostmi, jez poznal na zakladé sbéru a podrobného
studia moravského hudebniho folkloru.

Ke kompozici Pohadky pro violoncello a klavir inspirovala
Janacka v roce 1910 ruska Pohddka o caru Berendéji Vasilije
Andrejevic¢e Zukovského, epickd basef publikovana poprvé roku
1832, jejiz déj se dotyka rodinného $tésti, nenaplnéné touhy po
détech i hofkych pocitl z jejich ztraty. Jsou to témata, ktera
hluboce pronikala také skladatelovym osobnim Zivotem. Na
pocatku stala programni kompozice o tfech ¢astech, jiz sklada-
tel v roce 1912 rozsitil do ¢tyfvété podoby, kterou 22. zafi 1912
ve VysSkové premiéroval brnénsky violoncellista Antonin Vana.
Zahy poté, na prelomu let 1912-1913, vSak Jandacek své dilo
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podstatné pfekomponoval a dal$im zdsahm a zménam skladbu
podrobil znovu o deset let pozdéji v souvislosti s prvnim vydanim
v nakladatelstvi Hudebni matice Umélecké besedy, kdy vytvofil
findlIni tifivétou verzi. Svou Pohdadku Janacek naplnil virtudzni,
emocionalné vypjatou hudbou s momenty néhy, dramatu i radosti.
Premiéra findIni verze Pohddky se uskutecnila 7. bfezna 1923

v brnénském Besednim domé v podani violoncellisty Julia Junka
a klaviristky RGZeny Nebuskové. A skladba zaznéla také béhem
Janackovy navstévy Anglie na pocatku kvétna 1926, kde ji

v londynské Wigmore Hall provedl Livio Mannucci za klavirniho
doprovodu Fanny Davies.

Brnénsky rodak, skladatel Erich Wolfgang Korngold
(1897-1957), pochazel z bohaté némecko-zidovské rodiny
pravnika a hudebniho kritika Julia Korngolda. Jiz roku 1901 vSak
celd rodina pfesidlila z Brna do Vidné, kde se Julius Korngold
stal ¢lenem fejetonistické redakce prestizniho deniku Neue
Freie Presse. Syn Erich projevil mimofddné hudebni nadani ve
velice raném véku. Diky svému vlivu a zndmostem dokazal otec
synovi zajistit nadstandardni hudebni vzdélani a pFipravit pro
néj drahu zazra¢ného ditéte. V sedmi letech zkomponoval Erich
své prvni skladbi¢ky, v deviti letech byl pfijat jako soukromy Zak
profesora videfiské konzervatofe Roberta Fuchse, posléze se
na radu Gustava Mahlera vzdélaval v hudebni teorii, kompozici
a hfe na klavir u Alexandera Zemlinského. Provedeni baletni
pantomimy Schneemann (Snéhulak) na scéné videfiské Dvorni
opery v roce 1910 pfineslo mladému skladateli vefejnou proslulost.
V pozdéjSich letech si dokazal ziskat pfizefi obecenstva prede-
v§im diky svym Uspésnym operam Violanta (1916), Mrtvé mésto
(1920) a Zazrak Heliany (1927). Od roku 1934 spolupracoval
s americkymi studii v Hollywoodu jako jeden z pfednich autor
filmové hudby. Kvili Zidovskému plvodu musel po anslusu
Rakouska zlstat v americkém exilu.

TFi pisné, op. 22, z let 1928-1929 zkomponoval Erich
Wolfgang Korngold na milostnou poezii hudebniho kritika Karla
Kobalda a rakouské hrabénky Eleonory van der Straaten-Sternberg.
Potfeba uzivit manzelku Luisu a jejich dva malé syny vedla
skladatele k tomu, Ze pfijal misto jako aranzér a dirigent operet



v Theater an der Wien. Vliv operetniho prostfedi se promitl také
do Trech pisni, jez jsou hudebné oprosténéjsi, vyrazové pfimo-
Carejsi a pfimo dychaji videfiskou atmosférou 20. let.

Textovou pfedlohou pro Tri zpévy, op. 18, z roku 1924 se
staly mystické basné rakouského dramatika Hanse Kaltnekera.
Kaltnekerova divadelni hra Die Heilige zavdala mimochodem
o nékolik let pozdéji podnét ke vzniku Korngoldovy opery Zazrak
Heliany, monumentalni a erotické mysteridzni hry, jejiz hudba
balancuje na hrané postromantismu a expresionismu. A podobny
charakter ma Korngoldova hudba také v ptipadé Tii zpévd,

v nichz proménlivé, komplikované harmonie podtrhuji snivou
a tajemnou atmosféru versa.

Ondfej Pivoda
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At the age of twenty, Antonin Dvorak (1841-1904) supplemented
his modest salary as a violist in the orchestra of Prague’s Czech
Provisional Theatre by giving piano lessons. Among his pupils
were the sisters Josefina and Anna Cermak, the daughters of
a goldsmith. Dvordk married Anna in 1873, but ten years earlier
he had been passionately in love with sixteen-year-old Josefina,
who was then on the threshold of an acting career. She did not
return Dvofak’s feelings and later married into an aristocratic
family. Under the immediate influence of his unrequited love,
he composed his earliest solo songs, a cycle of eighteen love
songs entitled Cypresses, to texts by the poet Gustav Pfleger-
Moravsky, where we see any Schubertian influences effortlessly
absorbed into Dvorak’s highly distinctive melodic invention.
Antonin Dvofdk returned to Cypresses and its musical motifs
throughout his life. In 1881, for example, he reworked four of the
songs into a song cycle published as Op. 2, while in 1887 he
arranged twelve of them for string quartet. Finally, in December
1888, by then an internationally acclaimed composer, Dvofak
selected eight songs from Cypresses, which he reworked and
arranged as the cycle Love Songs, Op. 83. This composition was
published the following year by Fritz Simrock’s Berlin publishing
house and quickly took its place among the jewels of Czech
song literature.

The life and career of composer Vitézslava Kapralova
(1915-1940) were cut short by her premature death at the age
of twenty-five. Her works, however, demonstrate a remarkable
degree of maturity and compositional skill, placing Kapralova
among the leading figures of Czech interwar musical modernism.
She studied composition at the Brno Conservatory with Vilém
Petrzelka and conducting with Zdenék Chalabala. In October 1935,
she was admitted to the Master School of the Prague Conservatory,
where she studied composition under Vitézslav Novak and
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conducting under Vaclav Talich. In Prague, she had the oppor-
tunity to experience the latest developments in contemporary
music first hand, while her studies under Novak refined her
compositional technique and sharpened her stylistic sensibility.
When she first met Bohuslav Martin( in 1937, Kapralova was so
captivated by his personality that she soon decided to continue
her studies in Paris. At the Ecole normale de musique, she joined
Charles Munch’s conducting class. From the beginning of
Kapralova’s time in Paris, Martin{ gave her unstinting support
and eventually became her closest friend. He offered her con-
sultations and introduced her to members of the Parisian artistic
avant-garde. The occupation of Czechoslovakia in March 1939
and the rapid changes in the political situation, however, greatly
complicated Kapralova’s life. Financial difficulties forced her to
move into a flat shared with several Czech friends, among them
the journalist and writer Jifi Mucha, whom she married in April 1940.
Soon after their marriage, Kapralova was struck by a serious
iliness that required hospitalisation. With the Nazi occupiers
closing in, her husband helped arrange her transfer from Paris to
a hospital in Montpellier in southern France, but in June 1940
she succumbed there to typhoid fever, which at the time could
not be treated.

In her song cycles, Kapralova distinctively transforms the
influences of Janacek, Martind and the avant-garde of her time.
For Songs to Words by R. Bojko, composed in the summer of 1932
before she began her third year at the conservatory, Kapralova
chose two texts from the poet’s collection Simple Flowers (1924).
The verses, which bear the clear influence of the Symbolist poetry
of Otokar Bfezina, were given masterful piano accompaniment
by the seventeen-year-old composer. The first performance
took place on 5 December 1933 at an evening organised by the
Brno Conservatory, with Milada Musilova and pianist FrantiSek
Vrdna. The song Waving Farewell to a text by Vitézslav Nezval
dates from early June 1937. Kapralovd composed it at the very
end of her studies at the Master School and dedicated it in the
score “as a farewell to the most beautiful city, Prague”. It was
premiered just ten days after its completion, on 19 June 1937,

12



in the hall of the girls’ ‘English’ boarding school of Victoria College
in Prague, performed by soprano Jarmila Vavrdova with the
composer accompanying her on piano. The song cycle Sung into
the Distance is one of Kapralova’s final compositional works. It
was written in Paris in May 1939. Following the German occupation
of Czechoslovakia, the twenty-four-year-old composer decided
to remain in France, suddenly finding herself separated both
from her parents and many of her Czech friends. She found the
poetic texts that expressed her feelings in the collection Worlds
Without a Name by Viktor Kripner. He was the nephew of the
writer Viktor Dyk, and Kapralova met him when was an official at
the Czechoslovak Legation in Paris, where he was responsible
for student affairs. The songs were premiered on 30 June 1939
at the Office du Tourisme de Tchécoslovaquie in Paris, per-
formed by RlZena Herlingerova with the composer on piano.
The second half of the 1880s was a period in which Leo$
Janacek (1854-1928) began to delve more deeply into the roots
of Moravian folksong. During his teaching at the Teacher Training
Institute, he met FrantiSek Barto$, an enthusiastic collector of
folk poetry. Their collaboration resulted in the publication of
a substantial collection entitled A Bouquet of Moravian Folksongs
in 1890. The enormous success of the collection soon created
demand for a second edition, and this time the publisher Emil Solc
asked Janacek to add piano accompaniments to some of the
songs. Janacek initially provided piano accompaniments for
fifteen songs, which were published in the first volume in 1893.
Further songs were presumably to follow soon afterwards, but
from 1894 Janaclek’s creative energies were fully occupied with
work on the opera Jen(fa. He was therefore unable to provide
Solc with further arrangements until 1901, when the second
volume, containing thirty-eight songs, was published. The two
volumes were issued together in 1908 under the title Moravian
Folk Poetry in Songs. The cycle is a distinctive work that served
Jandacek, to some extent, as a testing ground where he could
experiment on a small scale with the musical elements and
principles he had discovered through collecting and studying
Moravian folk music in depth.
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In 1910, Janacek was inspired to compose his Fairy Tale for Cello
and Piano to The Tale of Tsar Berendey by Vasily Andreyevich
Zhukovsky, an epic poem first published in 1832, whose plot
touches on family happiness, an unfulfilled longing for children,
and the bitter feelings associated with their loss. These were
themes which also deeply touched the composer’s own life. It
began as a three-movement programmatic composition, which
the composer expanded to four movements in 1912; the four-move-
ment version was premiered by the Brno cellist Antonin Vana in
VysSkov on 22 September 1912 . Soon afterwards, however, at the
turn of 1913, Janacek substantially revised the work, and ten
years later he made further changes in connection with its first
publication by Hudebni matice Umélecké besedy, when he
produced the final three-movement version. Janacek imbued
his Fairy Tale with virtuosic, emotionally charged music encom-
passing moments of tenderness, drama and joy. The final version
of the Fairy Tale was premiered by the cellist Julius Junek and
pianist RGzena Nebuskova at the Besedni diim in Brno on 7 March
1923. The work was also performed during Janacek’s visit to
England in early May 1926, when Livio Mannucci performed it at
London’s Wigmore Hall with Fanny Davies on piano.

Brno-born composer Erich Wolfgang Korngold (1897-1957)
came from a wealthy German-Jewish family. His father, Julius
Korngold, was a lawyer and music critic. In 1901, however, the
entire family moved from Brno to Vienna, where Julius Korngold
joined the feuilleton section of the prestigious daily Neue Freie
Presse. His son Erich displayed exceptional musical talent from
a very early age. Thanks to his influence and connections, his
father was able to secure an outstanding musical education for
his son, which set him on the path to becoming a child prodigy.
Erich composed his first minor pieces at the age of seven, and
at nine he was accepted as a private pupil of Robert Fuchs,

a professor at the Vienna Conservatory. He subsequently studied
music theory, composition and piano under Alexander Zemlinsky
at the recommendation of Gustav Mahler. The performance of
his ballet pantomime Schneemann (The Snowman) at the Vien-
na Court Opera in 1910 brought the young composer public
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recognition. In later years, he won audiences over with his
successful operas Violanta (1916), The Dead City (1920) and
Das Wunder der Heliane (1927). From 1934 onwards, he worked
with Hollywood studios in the United States as one of the lead-
ing composers of film music. Because of his Jewish background,
he was forced to remain in American exile following the Austrian
Anschluss.

Erich Wolfgang Korngold composed his Three Songs, Op. 22,
from 1928-29, to love poetry by the music critic Karl Kobald and
the Austrian countess Eleonora van der Straaten-Sternberg. The
need to support his wife Luisa and their two young sons led the
composer to accept a position as an arranger and conductor of
operettas at the Theater an der Wien. The influence of operetta
is also reflected in Three Songs, which are musically more pared
back, more direct in expression and steeped in the atmosphere
of 1920s Vienna.

The texts for Three Songs, Op. 18, composed in 1924,
were mystical poems by the Austrian dramatist Hans Kaltneker.
Kaltneker’s play Die Heilige would, incidentally, inspire Korngold’s
opera Das Wunder der Heliane several years later, a monumental
and erotic mystery play whose music balances on the border
between post-Romanticism and Expressionism. Korngold’s
music has a similar character in Three Songs, where shifting,
complex harmonies underscore the dreamlike and mysterious
atmosphere of the poems.

Ondfej Pivoda
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Corinne Winters

SOPRAN
Corinne Winters vystupovala jako hostujici umélkyné v Royal Opera
House Covent Garden v Londyné, v Teatro Real v Madridu, ve
Videniské statni opere, v Opernhaus Zirich, Grand Théatre de
Geneve, v Palau de les Arts Reina Sofia ve Valencii, v Teatro
dell’Opera di Roma, v Bavorské statni opere a v Metropolitni opere
v New Yorku, stejné jako na festivalu v Aix-en-Provence. Jeji
repertoar zahrnuje role jako Cio-Cio-San (Madama Butterfly),
Jendfa, Blanche de la Force (Dialogues des Carmélites), Nedda
(Pagliacci), Lauretta, Giorgetta, Suor Angelica (Il trittico), Mimi
(La bohéme), Tatana (EvZen Onégin) a titulni role v operach
Rusalka, Jolanta a Halka od Stanistawa Moniuszka. Na Salcburském
festivalu debutovala v roce 2022 v titulni roli v opefe Kata
Kabanova. V roce 2025 byla na OPER! AWARDS vyhlasena nejlepsi
zpévackou. Casto vystupuje na recitalech a koncertech a v této
sezoné ptedvede Straussovy Ctyfi posledni pisné na turné po
Evropé a USA. Corinne ziskala magistersky titul v oboru vokalni
interpretace na Peabody Conservatory a bakalafsky titul s vyzna-
menanim magna cum laude na Towson University, poté plsobila
jako rezidenéni umélkyné na prestizni Academy of Vocal Arts
ve Filadelfii. Ztvarnila titulni roli na premiérové nahravce opery
Esther, ktera nedavno vysla u vydavatelstvi Pentatone.
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SOPRANO
Corinne Winters has performed as a guest artist at the the Royal
Opera House Covent Garden in London, the Teatro Real in Madrid,
Vienna State Opera, the Opernhaus Zirich, the Grand Théatre
de Geneve, the Palau de les Arts Reina Sofia in Valencia, Teatro
dell’'Opera di Roma, the Bavarian State Opera, and the Metropolitan
Opera in New York, as well as the Aix-en-Provence Festival. Her
repertoire includes roles such as Cio-Cio-San (Madama Butterfly),
Jen(fa, Blanche de la Force (Dialogues des Carmélites),Nedda
(Pagliacci), Lauretta, Giorgetta, Suor Angelica (Il trittico), Mimi
(La bohéme), Tatyana (Eugene Onegin), and the title roles in the
operas Rusalka, lolanta and Stanistaw Moniuszko’s Halka. She
made her debut at the Salzburg Festival in 2022 in the title role
in Katya Kabanovd. In 2025, she was named Best Singer at the
OPER! AWARDS. She frequently performs in recital and concert,
and will perform Strauss’ Four Last Songs this season on tour
in Europe and the US. Corinne earned a Master of Music degree
in vocal performance from the Peabody Conservatory and
a Bachelor’s degree magna cum laude from Towson University
before appearing as a resident artist at the prestigious Academy
of Vocal Arts in Philadelphia. She is featured in the title role on
the premiere recording of the opera Esther, recently released
on Pentatone.
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David Marecek

KLAVIR

David Marecek je vyhledavanym komornim hrac¢em, ktery pra-
videlné vystupuje s nejvyznamnéjsimi Ceskymi solisty, jakymi
jsou houslisté Jifi Vodicka a Jan Mracek, violoncellisté Michaela
Fukacova a Vaclav Petr a pévec Jan Martinik. Vystupoval s nékte-
rymi prednimi sou¢asnymi hudebniky, véetné Alisy Weilerstein
a Gautiera Capugona (violoncello). Jako sdlista spolupracoval
mimo jiné s dirigentem Jakubem HrlSou (Beethovenlv Trojkoncert).
Mezinarodni uznani ziskal David Marecek za interpretaci Dvorakova
Klavirniho kvintetu (The Strad), a to s Dover a Jerusalem Quartets
a Zemlinského kvartetem. S Alisou Weilerstein vystoupil v pfimém
prfenosu BBC Radio 3 (2018) a oba umélci natodili v roce 2021
recital z Rudolfina pro Ceskou televizi. Jeho nahravka Schubertovy
Zimni cesty s Janem Martinikem ziskala mj. pétihvézdi¢kovou
recenzi v Diapasonu (2018). David Marecek pravidelné vystupuje
jako komorni hra¢ v Evropé, USA a Asii. Je absolventem brnénské
konzervatofe v oborech klavir a dirigovani (lvana Stanovska,
EvZen Holis), ve studiu klaviru pokracoval na Jana¢kové akademii
muzickych uméni (Inessa Janic¢kova, Jaroslav Smykal). Za¢astnil
se mistrovskych kurzd vyznamnych Klaviristd a pedagog, jakymi
jsou Karl-Heinz Kdmmerling, Dominique Weber a Peter Lang.
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PIANO
David Marecek is a much sought-after chamber musician who
performs regularly with some of the most distinguished Czech
soloists, such as violinists Jifi Vodi¢ka and Jan Mracek, cellists
Michaela Fukacova and Véclav Petr, and singer Jan Martinik. He
has performed with some of today’s leading musicians, including
Alisa Weilerstein and Gautier Capugon (cello). He has appeared
as a soloist with, for example, conductor Jakub Hr(3a (Beethoven's
Triple Concerto). David MareCek received international recognition
for his interpretation of Dvofak’s Piano Quintet (The Strad) with
the Dover Quartet, the Jerusalem Quartet and the Zemlinsky
Quartet. He has performed live with Alisa Weilerstein on BBC
Radio Three (2018) and the two musicians filmed a recital at the
Rudolfinum in Prague for Czech Television in 2021. His recording
of Schubert’s Winterreise with Jan Martinik received great acclaim,
including a five-star review in Diapason (2018). David Marecek
performs regularly as a chamber musician in Europe, the USA
and Asia. He is a graduate of the Brno Conservatory in the piano
and conducting (lvana Stanovskad, EvZen Holi§), and continued
his piano studies at the Janac¢ek Academy of Performing Arts
(Inessa Janitkova, Jaroslav Smykal). He has taken part in master-
classes with leading pianists and teachers such as Karl-Heinz
Kéammerling, Dominique Weber and Peter Lang.
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Lukas Marecek

VIOLONCELLO
Lukas Marecek je mlady ¢esky violoncellista. V sou¢asnosti je
studentem italského violoncellisty Enrica Bronziho na univerzité
Mozarteum Salzburg. Zaklad svého hudebniho vzdélani ziskal
na Konzervatofi Brno ve tfidé Vaclava Hordka. Vystoupil jako
sdlista s komornim orchestrem Ceské filharmonie, Jana&kovou
filharmonii Ostrava a orchestrem Barocco sempre giovane.
V roce 2024 debutoval recitdlem na mezinarodnim festivalu
Dvorakova Praha. Zucastnil se fady mezinarodnich interpretacnich
kurzl vedenych vyznamnymi osobnostmi svétové klasické hudby,
mezi néz patfi Gautier Capugon, Steven Isserlis, Pablo Ferrandéz,
Michaela Fukacova, Jérébme Pernoo nebo Wolfgang Emanuel
Schmidt. K jeho nejvyznamnéjsim sout&znim Gsp&chlm patfi
vitézstvi v Mezindrodni soutézi Prague Cello Competition a Gustav
Mahler Prize Cello Competition. DalSi ocenéni ziskal napfiklad na
mezinarodni soutézi Talents for Europe, Heranové violoncellové
soutézi a Soutézni pfehlidce konzervatofi a hudebnich gymnazii
CR. Jako orchestralni hrag spolupracoval s dirigenty sirem
Simonem Rattlem, Petrem Altrichterem a Tomasem Netopilem.
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CELLO
Lukds Marecek is a young Czech cellist who is currently a student
of the Italian cellist Enrico Bronzi at the Mozarteum University
Salzburg. He received the foundations of his musical education
at the Brno Conservatory, where he studied under Véaclav Horak.
He has performed as a soloist with the Czech Philharmonic
Chamber Orchestra, the Janacek Philharmonic Ostrava and
Barocco sempre giovane. In 2024, he made his recital debut at
the international Dvorak Prague festival. He has taken part in
numerous international masterclasses led by prominent figures
in classical music, including Gautier Capugon, Steven Isserlis,
Pablo Ferrandez, Michaela Fukacova, Jéréme Pernoo and
Wolfgang Emanuel Schmidt. Among his most significant competi-
tion successes are first prizes at the Prague Cello Competition
and the Gustav Mahler Prize Cello Competition. He has also
received awards at the international Talents for Europe com-
petition, the Heran Cello Competition and the Czech Republic
Conservatories and Music High Schools Competition. As an
orchestral player, he has worked with conductors such as Sir
Simon Rattle, Petr Altrichter and Tomas Netopil.
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Antonin Dvorak:
Pisné milostné, op. 83, B 160

0, nasi lasce nekvete
0, nasi lasce nekvete
to vytouzené Stésti.

A kdyby kvetlo,
nebude dlouho kvésti.

Pro¢ by se slza v ohnivé
polibky vekradala?

Pro¢ by mne v pIné lasce své
ouzkostné objimala?

O, trpké je to louceni,

kde nadéj nezahyne.

Tu srdce citi ve chvéni,

Ze brzo, ach, brzo bidné zhyne.

V tak mnohém srdci mrtvo jest
V tak mnohém srdci mrtvo jest,
jak v temné pusting,

v ném na zalost a na bolest,

ba, mista jediné.

Tu klamy lasky horouci

v to srdce vstupuje

a srdce zalem prahnouci,
to mni, Ze miluje.

A v tomto sladkém domnéni
se jesté jednou v rj

to srdce mrtvé proméni

a zpiva, zpiva, starou baj!
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Kol domu se ted’ potacim
Kol domu se ted potacim,
kdes bydlivala dfive,

a z lasky rany krvacim,
lasky sladké, 1Zivé!

A smutnym okem naziram,
zdaz ke mné vedes kroku:
a vstfic ti naruc otviram,
vSak slzu citim v oku!

0, kde jsi, draha, kde jsi dnes,
coz nepfijdes mi vstrice?

CoZz nemam v srdci slast a ples,

té uzfit nikdy vice?

Ja vim, Ze v sladké nadéji
Ja vim, Ze v sladké nadéji
té smim prec milovat;

a ze chces tim horoucnéji
mou lasku péstovat.

A pfec, kdyZ nazfim o¢i tvych
v tu pferozkoSnou noc

a zvim, jak nebe lasky z nich
na mne snasi moc:

Tu moje oko slzami,

tu nahle se obstir3,

neb v $tésti nase za nami
zly osud pozira!
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Nad krajem vévodi lehky spanek
Nad krajem vévodi lehky spanek
jasna se rozpjala majova noc;
nesmély krade se do listi vanek,

s nebes se schylila miru moc.
Zadtimlo kviti, potokem Suma
tiSeji napévl tajemnych sbor.
Pfiroda v rozkosi blazené dum§3,
neklidnych zivl( véad utichl vzpor.

Hvézdy se sesly co nadéje svétla,

zemé se méni na nebesky kruh.

Mym srdcem, v némzto kdys blazenost kvetla,
mym srdcem tahne jen bolesti ruch!

Zde v lese u potoka
Zde v lese u potoka ja
stojim sam a sam;

a ve potoka viny

v myslenkach poziram.

Tu vidim stary kamen,
nad nimz se viny dmou;
ten kdmen stoupa a pada
bez klidu pod vinou.

A proud se on opir3,

az kdmen zvrhne se.

Kdy vina zivota mne ze svéta odnese,
kdy, ach, vina Zivota mne odnese?
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V té sladké moci oéi tvych

V té sladké moci oci tvych
jak rad, jak rad bych zahynul,
kdyby mé k zZivotu jen smich
rtd krasnych nekynul.

Vs$ak tu smrt sladkou zvolim hned

s tou laskou, s tou laskou ve hrudi:

kdyZz mé jen ten tvdj smavy ret
k Zivotu probudi.

0, duse draha, jedinka
0, duse drah4, jedinka,
jez v srdci zije$ dosud:
ma obléta té myslenka,
ac nas déli zly osud.

0, kéz jsem zpévnou labuti,

ja zaletél bych k tobé;

a v poslednim bych vzdechnuti
ti vypél srdce v mdlobé.
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Love Songs, op. 83, B 160

Oh, for us love does not bloom
Oh, for our love, does not bloom
that longed-for happiness.

And if it did bloom,

it would not be for long.

Why would a tear

steal into fiery kisses?

Why, in the fullness of her love,
would she embrace me so anxiously?

Oh, bitter is that parting,

where hope does not die.

There the heart senses, trembling,
that soon in misery it will die.

So many hearts are as though dead
So many hearts are as though dead,
as though in a dark wasteland,
where there is only room,

for grief and pain.

Then delusions of burning love
enter into the heart,

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

And in this sweet delusion,

that dead heart is transformed
once more into a paradise

and sings, sings its ancient tale!
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Around the house now I stagger
Around the house now | stagger,
where once you did live,

and from the wound of love | bleed,
sweet, deceitful love!

And with a sorrowful eye do | gaze,
whether you step toward me:

and | open my arms to you,

though | feel a tear in my eye!

Oh, where are you today, my dear,
will you not come to me?

Will I never have the joy and delight,
of ever seeing you again?

I know that in sweet hope

| know that in sweet hope

I may love you after all;

and that you wish all the more ardently,
to cherish my love.

And yet, when | look into your eyes,
on that most blissful night,

and know how from them the heaven of love,

casts its power upon me:

My eyes then suddenly fill with tears,
for in our happiness, behind us
evil fate does watch!
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Over the countryside reigns a light sleep

Over the countryside reigns a light sleep,

bright and clear, the May night unfolded;

a timid breeze stole through the leaves,

from the heavens descended the power of peace.

The flowers fell asleep, the stream murmured
more softly the melody of mysterious songs.
Nature, in delight, blissfully meditated

and the restless elements fell still.

The stars gathered like lights of hope,

the earth transformed into a heavenly sphere.
But through my heart where bliss once bloomed,
only the tumult of pain now passes!

Here in the forest by a stream
Here in the forest by a stream
| stand all alone;

and gaze into its waves

lost in thought.

There | see an ancient stone,
over which the waves swell;
the stone rises and falls
restlessly beneath the waves.

And the current presses against it,
until the stone is overturned.
When will the wave of life,

carry me away from this world?
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In that sweet power of your eyes

In the sweet power of your eyes,

how gladly, how gladly | would die,

if only the laughter of your beautiful lips
did not summon me back to life.

Yet | would gladly choose that sweet death
with this love within my breast,

if only your smiling lips

would awaken me to life.

Oh dear soul, the only one

Oh, dear soul, the only one

who still lives within my heart:
my thoughts fly round you,
though cruel fate keeps us apart.

Oh, if only | were a singing swan,
I would fly to you;
and with my final breath

| would sing to you the fainting of my heart.
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Vitézslava Kapralova:
Dvé pisné na slova R. Bojka, op. 4

Jitro

Jitro zpiva kol a ve mng,
zlaty ptak, jenz prelét hory,
smavé dité dne a zory,
rdzovy sen bilé zemé&, zemé.

Jitro, sbératel snl bosy,
svétla rozsévac a rosy,
vlidny pozdrav boha svétu.

Jitro se skfivany, kosy,
rozprostira kfidla k letu,
duse, bila sestra kvétd.

Jitro zaFi kol a ve mné, zafi, zafi kol.

Osirely

Jde bily mésic po lukach
a prsty tfpytné, zafivé
na travy klade bazlivé

a sklouzd tiSe po rosach.

0, bych t& mél zde na dosah.
Matozné sladké postavy,

v tyl zahaleny bélavy
rukama kynou v doubravy.

Vzdech nyvy vane od pasek.
Stfibrné paze bilych fek
se zvedly pro hvézd polibek,
Zem koléba se na oséach.
0, bych té mél zde na dosah.
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Two Songs to words by R. Bojek, Op. 4

Morning

Morning sings all around and within me,

a golden bird that has flown over the mountains,
the smiling child of dawn and daybreak,

a rosy dream of the white earth, the earth.

Morning, barefoot collector of dreams,
sower of light and dew,
God'’s gentle greeting to the world.

Morning, with larks and blackbirds,
spreads its wings to take flight,
the white sister of flowers, the soul.

Morning shines all around and within me,
it shines, shines all around.

Orphaned

A white moon crosses the meadows
and lays its glittering, radiant fingers
upon the timid grass

and glides softly over the dew.

Oh, if only | could reach you here.

Sweet, ghostly figures,

veiled in pale tulle,

beckon with their hands towards the groves.

A mournful sigh drifts from the clearings.
The silver arms of white rivers

rise to kiss the stars,

the earth sways upon its axis.

Oh, if only I could reach you here.
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Sbohem a satecek, op. 14

Sbohem, a kdybychom se nikdy nesetkali,
bylo to pfekrasné a bylo toho dost.

Sbohem, a kdybychom si spolu schlzku dali,
mozna, zZe nepfijdem, Ze pfijde jiny host.

Bylo to pfekrasné, zel, véecko ma svlj konec.
MIE, umiracku, mi¢, smutek ten ja uz znam,
polibek, kapesnik, siréna, lodni zvonec,

tfi, ¢tyfi usmévy, a potom zUstat sam.

Sbohem, a kdybychom si nefekli uz vice,

at po nas zlstane mali¢kd pamatka,

vzdu$na jak kapesnik, prosts$i nez pohlednice,
a trochu mamiva jak viné pozlatka.

A jestli vidél jsem, co nevidéli jini,

tim Iépe, vlastovko, jez hledas rodny chlév.
Ukdazalas mi jih, kde mas své hnizdo v skfini,
tvym osudem je let, mym osudem je zpév.

Sbohem, a bylo-li to v§ecko naposledy,

tim haF, mé nadéje, nic uz vam nezbude.
Chcem-li se setkati, nehneme se rad$ tedy.
Sbohem a $atecek. Vyplh se, osude!
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Waving Farewell, Op. 14

Farewell, and if we were never to meet again,

it was so beautiful, and it was enough.

Farewell, and if we were to have a rendezvous,

it is possible we would not come, that another guest would arrive.

It was so beautiful, unfortunately everything has its end.

Keep silent, tolling bell, keep silent, that sadness | already know,
a kiss, a handkerchief, a foghorn, the ship’s bell,

three, four smiles, and then to remain alone.

Farewell, and if we were not to speak to each other anymore,
after us shall remain a little remembrance,

transparent like a handkerchief,

simpler than a postcard, and a little

intoxicated like the fragrance of gold leaf.

And if | saw what others did not see, that is better, oh swallow,
who looks for its native shed.

You showed me the south,
where you have your nest in a closet,
your fate is flight, my fate is song.

Farewell, and if everything were for the last time,

that is worse, oh my hopes, nothing else from you will remain.
If we want to meet each other again,

then it is better not to say goodbye.

A waving farewell. Carry on, fate!
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Zpivano do délky, op. 22

Pisen tvé nepfitomnosti
Mofe mi neni morem

bez tebe, lasko ma.

Tys mi vSak stdle tebou,
blizka ¢i vzdalena.

Jsi nade mnou jak oblak,
jak véény racek nad vodou,
zatim co v tremolu destl
se stiny v plavy pisek strou,
jsi nade mnou jak zare.

Polohlasem

Vitr vane.

Chvéje se lampy svit.

Jej strezi

dvé ruce milované.

Na lampu, jez zimomfivé plane,
Stérbinami dvefi,

skulinami v oknech

vitr vane.

At k rdnu lampa dohasne

a zlstaneme sami

s geniem hudby.

Tvé srdce zazni, hraci hodiny.
Vdechnuv$e vécnost, vtélime ji dlouze
v polibek jediny.

Jarni

Den s motyly, sluncem a kvitim,

s jasotem détskych her

zasvitl z pavucin.

Ptaci vySkami tahli na sever.

Zahy vsak stali se kapkami stfibra,
jez tichounce skanuly k zemi,

- slzy tvé ztracené lasky.
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Sung into the Distance, Op. 22

Song of Your Absence

The sea is not the sea to me

without you, my love.

But you are always with me,

whether near or far.

You are above me like a cloud,

like the eternal gull above the water,
while in the tremolo of rain

shadows are ground into the pale sand, -
you are above me like radiance.

Under One’s Breath

The wind blows.

The lamplight trembles.

Itis guarded

by two loving hands.

Through cracks in the door,

gaps in the windows,

the wind blows on the lamp,

which flickers in the cold.

Let the lamp die out by morning

and let us remain alone

with that genius of music.

Your heart will sound, like a music box.
Having breathed in eternity, we shall embody it
in one long lingering kiss.

Spring

The day with butterflies, sunlight and flowers,
with the cries from children’s games,

it shone through the cobwebs.

The birds up high headed north.

But soon they became drops of silver,

falling softly to the earth,

—the tears of your lost love.
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Leos Janacek:
Ukvalska lidova poezie v pisnich, JW V/4 (vybér)

Ondras, Ondras!
Ondras, Ondra$, dobfe sobé rozvaz,
dobre sobé rozvaz, kerou cestu it mas.

Pujdém, pujdém, pujdém dolinami,
pujdém dolinami, nech je Pambu s nami.

Pujdém, pujdém na Ukvaldy s Vami,
na Ukvaldy s Vami, tam su Vasi pani.

Ondras, kdé mas fojta Janovskeho,
fojta Janovskeho, synecka Svarneho.

Ty ukvalsky kostelicku
Ty ukvalsky kosteli¢ku,
proti tobé Cerny les,
eSCe se podivam,

e8Ce se podivam,

kdé muj mily jedé dnes.

Ach, jede on z domu, jede
na svém vraném konic¢ku
a pfipina sobé

a pfipind sobé

ocelovou Sabli¢ku.

A jak si $abli¢ku pfipjal,
na svdj ddm se obratil,
pak zalostné zplakal

a sobé zavzdychal,

az kan pod nim zafehtal.
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Ma mila mamulko

Ma mila mamulko, tulam se jak v noci,
pod naSima okny sedavaju chlapci.

Pod okenkem sedaju, pokoja mi nédaju.

Ma mila cerudko, névdavaj se esce,
ludé povédaju, Ze si mlade dévce.
Ze ty mlade Zenky mfu, co se skoro vdavaiju.

Ma mila mamulko, pfes krchov chodité,
kdé vy tam ty hroby mladych zen poznaté.
Ze ty mlade Zenky mfu, co se skoro vdavaju.

Pro¢ kalinko smutna stojis

Pro¢ kalinko, ach, pro¢ kalinko smutna stojis§?
Ach pro¢€ kalinko smutna stojis,

sucha, mokra se nébojis?

Pro¢ bych se ja smutna bala?
Kaj sem zrostla, stojim sama.

Zrostla sem ja na bafince,
sem podobna kukalince.

Zrostla sem ja v ¢irem poli,
sucha, mokra se nébojim.
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Ty ukvalsky kostelicku!

Ty ukvalsky kosteli¢ku, hej!
Ty ukvalsky kosteli¢ku,
stojis na péknym travnicku!

Vychazaju z tebe panny, hej!
Vychazaju z tebe panny,
su bile jako andéli.

Jedna vysla pékné bila, hej!
Jedna vysla pékné bila,
to byla ma roztomila.

Druha vysla eSce bilsi, hej!

Druha vysla eSce bilsi,

to byla ma nejmilejsi.

Hukvaldy Songs, JW V/4 (selection)
Ondras, Ondras!

Ondras, Ondras, think carefully,

think carefully the path you'll take.

We will go, we will go, we will go through the valleys,
we will go through the valleys, may God be with us.

We will go, we will go to Hukvaldy with you,
to Hukvaldy with you, your lords are there.

Ondras, where is the bailiff Janovsky,
bailiff Janovsky, that fine young man.
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You Little Church in Hukvaldy
Little church of Hukvaldy,

with the dark woods facing you,
once more I'll look out,

once more I'll look out,

to see where my love rides today.

Ah, he rides away from home,
on his fine black horse,

and he fastens at his side,
and he fastens at his side,

his shining steel sabre.

And when he had fastened his sabre,
he turned back towards his home,
then bitterly he wept

and heaved a heavy sigh,

till the horse beneath him neighed.

My Dear Mummy

My dear mummy, | wander as though in the night,
beneath our windows the young lads sit.

They sit beneath my window and give me no peace.

My dear daughter, don’t marry just yet,
people say that you're still a young girl.
Young wives die, those who marry too soon.

My dear mummy, when you walk through the churchyard,
how will you know the graves of the young wives there?
Young wives die, those who marry too soon.
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Why Do You Stand So Sad, Guelder Rose

Why, oh why, do you stand there so sad, guelder rose?
Oh why, guelder rose, do you stand there so sad,
fearing neither drought nor rain?

Why should | be sad or afraid?
Where | grew, | stand alone.

| grew there by the marsh,
like the cuckoo, all alone.

| grew out in the open fields,
fearing neither drought nor rain.

You Little Church in Hukvaldy!
You little church in Hukvaldy, hey!
You little church in Hukvaldy,

you stand on a lovely meadow!

Maidens come out from you, hey!
Maidens come out from you,
as white as angels.

One came out beautifully white, hey!
One came out beautifully white,
she was my darling.

Another came out whiter still, hey!

Another came out whiter,
she was dearest of all.
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Moravska lidova poezie v pisnich, JW V/2 (vybér)

Bolava hlava

Na travni¢ku, na zeleném
u studénky u kamenéj,
stéji tam kOn ryzovrany,
na ném $ohaj porubany.

Tuzba

Ej Janku, Jani¢ku, vonavy hrebicku,

jak’s ty mné zavoriét v tom Sirém polecku.
To moje srdenko, tak ve mné buchoce,
jako ta rybénka v htubokém potoce.

Stalost

Zelené sem seta, ¢ervené mi schodi,
povéz mi synecku, kdo tebe rozvodi.
Rozvodi, cetd ma rodina,

Ze si ty chudobnéj mamény div¢ina.
Nedaj, Boze, nedaj, fialence rozkvést,
nedaj sa, synec¢ku, od cérenky rozvést.
Sak ja nedam, ani nerozvedd,

dokud ja, cérecko, dokud'ja ziv budu.

Lavecka

Ta nada tavecka, aj uz a polamala,

co sem ze syneckem, aj na ni sedavala.
Byla to lavecka, aj z dieva olSového,
byt ten mUj synecek srdénka fale$ného.
Ta nasa lavecka, na dveé sa rozdélila,

Ze nase srdénka od sebe rozucila.

Ty nasa lave&ko, aj zrosti sa mi eSce,
staroddvny galdn, aj navrat sa mi esce!
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Konic¢ky milého

Dybych ja védéta, &i su to konicky,
nazata bych ja jim zelenéj travicky.
Dybych ja védéla, Ze su to mitého,
nazata bych ja jim ovsa zeleného.
Dybych ja védéta, ze su frajirovy,
oplétta bych ja jich ztatymi pentlami.

Jabucko

Fuc vétricku, z podolé,
zron jabucko lebo dvé.
Nerdnaj né zelené,

ale pékné Cervené.

V zeleném je Cervicek,
v Cerveném Janicek.

Jindy a nyni
Hrdelenko moje

ej jako ta hrkavka,
nemoze dovotat
svéj vlle $ohajka.
Prvéj dovotato,

ej co len zazpivato,
a vCiléj nemoze,
co by zaptakato.

Tiha

Tézko je mi, tézko na mojim srdecku,
jak by mi ho zvazat hedbavnu $hurecku.
Hedbavnu $niurec¢ku, tu rozvazat mozu,
na tebe, synec¢ku, zapomét nemozu.

42



Milenec vrah

Stdji Jano pfi potoce, eja hoj!
Umyva si v krvi ruce, boze mgj!
Co’s Janicku, co’s porobil, eja hoj!
Ze si's ruce zakrvavit, Boze mdj!

Dosla k nému jeho mati,
pocala ho nafikati:

MUj synacku piemileny,

povéz ty mné, co ta boli.

Htavicka mna tuze boli,
ta sa jakziv nezahoji.
Ma maticko premilend,
to mi vojna porobita.

Cervena jabucka

Pted nasimi okny pékna rovenecka,
na téj rovenecce pékna zahradecka.
A v téj zahradecce pékna jabunecka,
na téj janunecce Cervené jabucka.
Cervené jabu&ko uz sa dokulato,
moje potéseni uz sa dotutato.

Obrazek milého

Sta dévecka do haje¢ka, do zeleneho,
potkata tam malerecka ¢ernookého.
Malerecku ¢ernooky, pékné té prosim,

vymaluj mi obrazecek, co v srdci nosim.

Nemaluj mi, malerecku, svateho Jana,
vymaluji mi, malere¢ku, meho galana.
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Moravian Folk Poetry in Songs, JW V/2 (selection)

Headache

A girl went to a forest, to a green forest,

She met a dark-eyed painter there.

Dark-eyed painter, | would like to ask you nicely
to paint me a picture of what I carry in my heart.
Do not paint St John for me, painter,

paint my bonny, bonny boy.

Desire

Hey Janek, Jani¢ek, sweet-smelling clove,
how nicely you smelled to me in the wide field.
Oh my heart, how hard it is beating,

like the fish swimming in the deep stream.

Constancy

| sowed a red one, | got a green one,

tell me boy, who is dissuading you.

My whole family is dissuading, persuading,
you are a girl from a poor mother.

Don’t let, God, don't let the violet bloom,
Do not part, boy, do not part from your girl.
Surely, | shall not, | shall not part from her,
while |, girl, while | still live.

The Little Bench

Our little bench now lies broken,

the bench where | sat with my boy.

It was a bench from alder wood,

but my boy’s heart was false.

Our bench, it broke in two,

and our hearts parted from one another.
Bench, mend yourself for me,

let my old sweetheart return to me!
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My Sweetheart’s Horses

If I had known whose horses they were,

| would have cut green grass for them.

If I had known that they were my sweetheart’s,
| would have cut green oats for them.

If I had known that they were my boy’s,

I would have weaved them golden ribbons.

Apple

Blow, wind, from the valley,
knock down an apple or two.
Don’t knock down a green one
but a nicely red one.

There is a worm in the green one,
and Janic¢ek’s in the red one.

Some Other Time and Now
My little throat,

just like that bell,

cannot call to me

the boy that | love.

Once it could call him,

all it had to do was sing,

but it can’t any more,

it's enough to make one cry.

Heavy Burden

| feel heavy, heavy is my heart,

as if it were tied with a silk ribbon.
A silk ribbon, that | could untie,
but | can never forget you, my boy.

Lover Murderer

Jano is standing by a brook, hey ho!

He is washing his hands in blood, my Lord!
What have you done, Janic¢ek, hey ho!

That your hands are covered in blood, my Lord!
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Red Apples

There’s a nice flat place under our window,
and on the flat place a pretty garden.

And in the garden a pretty apple tree,

and on the apple tree a red apple.

The red apple has rolled away,

my joy has finished wandering.

Picture of my Beloved

A girl went to a forest, to a green forest,

She met a dark-eyed painter there.

Dark-eyed painter, | would like to ask you nicely
to paint me a picture of what | carry in my heart.
Do not paint St. John for me, painter,

paint my bonny, bonny boy.
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Erich Wolfgang Korngold:
TFi pisné, op. 22

Cim mi jsi? (Was Du mir bist?)
Cim mi jsi?

Vyhlidkou do krasné krajiny,

kde rostou stromy obtiZené plody,
kvétiny kvetou u okraje pramene.

Cim mi jsi?

Jiskfenim hvézd, které prordzi mraky,

vzdalenym paprskem svétla, ktery v temnoté fika:
0, poutniku, neklesej na mysli!

A i kdyz mUj Zivot byl také odfikani,
neosliiovala mé stastna sudba -
Cim mi jsi? M(ze$ se jesté ptat?
Moji virou ve Stésti.

Micet s Tebou (Mit Dir zu schweigen)
TiSe s Tebou ml¢et za soumraku,

s duéi opfenou o klin snd -

je naslouchani vé&nym melodiim,

je nekonecna laska...

MI¢et s Tebou za soumraku,

je touha po svétech velké hojnosti,
je rGst do dalné nekoneénosti,
pohrouzeni do vééného ticha...
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Svét tise usnul (Welt ist stille eingeschlafen)
Svét tiSe usnul,

odpodiva v mésicnim svitu.

V nebeském pfistavu se oteviraji

odi, zlaté, cisté.

Bozi housle ted tiSe péji -
Milovana, myslim na Tebe.
Cesta ubiha jako na lodi snd,
hleddm Té v hvézdach.

Paprsky stastné lasky prozaruji
prostor mého srdce.

Nase duse spolu hovofi,

libaji se ve snu.

Three Songs, Op. 22

What are you to me? (Was Du mir bist?)
What are you to me?

A view of a beautiful landscape,

where the trees grow laden with fruit,
and the flowers bloom by a spring.

What are you to me?

The sparkle of stars breaking through the cloud,
A distant ray of light which in the darkness says:
Oh, pilgrim, do not lose heart!

And even if my life has also been one of renunciation,
No fortunate destiny there to dazzle me -

What are you to me? Can you still ask?

My faith in happiness.
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To be silent with you (Mit Dir zu schweigen)
To be silent with you at nightfall,

My soul resting on the lap of dreams -

is to listen to eternal melodies,

is infinite love...

To be silent with you at nightfall,

is the longing for worlds of great abundance,
It is to grow into distant infinity,

plunge into eternal silence...

The world has quietly fallen asleep
(Welt ist stille eingeschlafen)

The world has quietly fallen asleep,
resting in the moonlight.

In the heavenly harbour,

golden, pure eyes are opening.

God’s violin now sings softly—
My beloved, | am thinking of you.

The journey passes as if aboard a ship of dreams,

| search for you among the stars.

Rays of happy love illuminate
the space within my heart.

Our souls speak to one another,
kissing in a dream.
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Tti zpévy, op. 18 (¢. 2 a 3)

Zbav mé bolesti (Tu ab den Schmerz)

Zbav mé bolesti, odejdi, touho!

Kvéty léta se vinou kolem hlavy mé sladké sestry.
Blazena je duse, kterd bez obav

mysli na dobrou, vé¢nou zimu.

Otevfi své srdce, vejdi dovnit¥, pokoji!
Vznasejici se Slunce liba tvar mé sestry.
Blazen je ten, kdo s posledni pisni

zapléta kvetouci vénce kolem skrani smrti!

Pokuseni (Versuchung)

Ty, Cista zeno ze svétla a slonoviny,

ty, jasna sestro u mého chmurného loze,

ty, posledni utocisté moji krve,

ty, zachrano dus$e, hluboka a chladna a gista,

jako bych se kdysi zrodil z tvého Ilna,

moje srdce vzdy dojde klidu v tvé lasce!

Tebe, sladka svétice, nemdlze znesvétit zadné pfani,
mé vsak, své dité, zachran z bédnych plamend!
Nasloucham v noci $tvanici divokych jezdcl,

v tvafi citim jejich horky sipavy dech -

ne, nepomahej mi! Dovol, at i toto vydrzim

kvUli tobé, kterd mé povznese$, kdyz mé premizes.
Znam to slovo, které prosvétli vSechny noci:

,Chci! Miluji té!” — Podivej, pfichazi svétlo!
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Three Songs, Op. 18 (Nos. 2 and 3)

Take away the pain (Tu ab den Schmerz)

Take away the pain, go away, longing!

Summer flowers twine around my sweet sister’s head.
Blessed is the soul that without fear

thinks of the good, eternal winter.

Open your heart, peace, enter in!

The motionless sun kisses my sister’s face.

Blessed is the one who, with his final song,

weaves flowering wreaths around the brow of death!

Temptation (Versuchung)

You, pure woman of light and ivory,

you, radiant sister at my gloomy bedside,

you, the last refuge of my blood,

you, salvation of the soul, deep and cool and pure,
as if I had once been born from your womb,

my heart will always find peace in your love!

No desire can defile you, sweet saint,

but save me, your child, from the wretched flames!
At night | hear the wild riders’ hunt,

| feel their hot, panting breath upon my face -

no, do not help me! Let me endure this too

for your sake, you who will exalt me when you overcome me.
I know the words that will illuminate all nights:

“I' willl I love you!” = And behold, there was light!
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