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Program

Bedrich Smetana Josef Suk

Vecerni pisné Noc byla krasna
(cely cyklus; na slova Vitézslava Hélka) (ze sesitu Tri pisné na slova Vitézslava Halka)

Kdo v zlaté struny zahrat zna
Nekamenujte proroky Zdenék Fibich
Mné zdalo se
Hej, jaka radost v kole Patero pisni z VeCernich pisni, op. 5
Ze svych pisni trdn Ti udélam (cely cyklus; na slova Vitézslava Halka)

, v 7 Umlklo strom@ Suméni
Antonin Dvorak Na nebi plno hvézdicek
Ty divko zvlasté libezna
Tvé oko krasné jezero
Prilitlo jaro zdaleka

Nocni cestou
(z klavirniho cyklu Poetické nalady, op. 85)

Vecerni pisné, op. 3, 9, 31

(cely cyklus na slova Vitézslava Halka; LeO§ J anééek

v nové edici vydavatelstvi Barenreiter, 2024)

Po zarostlém chodnicku

(op.3) (vybér; v nové edici Jifiho Zahradky, G. Henle Verlag 2022)
Ty hvézdiCky tam na nebi

Mné zdalo se

Ja jsem ten rytif

Kdyz blh byl nejvic rozkochan
(bez op. ¢Cisla)

Tak jak ten mésic (z fragmentu dokomponoval J. Kréek) AIltOIlin DVOfék

(op. 9) ., , .
Urr;lklo stromé Sumani Ciganské melodie, op. 55
Prilitlo jaro zdaleka Ma pisen zas mi laskou zni

(op. 31) Aj! Kterak trojhranec muj

KdyzZ jsem se dival do nebe A les je tichy kolem kol

Vy mali, drobni ptackoveé KdyZ mne stara matka

Jsem jako lipa kosata Struna naladéna

Vy vsichni, kdo jste stisnéni Siroké rukavy

Ten ptacek Dejte klec jestfabu

NaSe vecery (1. fada, &.1)
Piu mosso (plivodné zkomponovéno v 1. fadé, nepublikovano)
Allegro (pivodn& zkomponovano v 1. fad&, nepublikovano)

Prestavka Soucasti koncertu bude slavnostni kfest CD.




Programme

Bedrich Smetana

Evening Songs
(complete cycle set to words by Vitézslav Halek)

He Who Can Play the Golden Strings
Do Not Stone the Prophets

| Once Dreamed

Oh, What Joy When Dancing

I’ll Build You a Throne from My Songs

Antonin Dvorak
Night Journey

(from the piano cycle Poetic Tone Pictures, Op. 85)

Evening Songs, Op. 3, 9, 31
(complete cycle set to words by Vitézslav Halek;
in a new edition published by Barenreiter, 2024)

(Op. 3)

The Stars That Twinkle in The Sky

| Dreamed Last Night

| Am the Fairy-tale Knight

When God Was In a Happy Mood
(without opus number)

Like the Moon

(Op. 9)

The Soughing of the Trees Has Ceased
The Spring Came Flying from Afar
(Op. 31)

Visions of Heaven | Fondly Paint

This | Would Ask Each Tiny Bird

Like a Linden Tree | Am

All Ye That Labour, Come to Me

All Through the Night a Bird Will Sing

Intermission

Josef Suk

The Night Was Beautiful
(from Three Songs Set to Words by Vitézslav Halek)

/denék Fibich

Five songs from Evening Songs, Op. 5
(complete cycle; set to words by Vitézslav Halek)

The Rustling of the Trees Fell Silent
In a Sky Full of Stars

You Special Lovely Girl

Your Eye Is a Beautiful Lake

Spring Has Come from Afar

Leos Janacek

On an Overgrown Path (selection;

in the new edition by Jifi Zahradka, G. Henle Verlag 2022)

Our Evenings (series 1, no. 1)
Piu Mosso (originally composed in series 1, unpublished)
Allegro (originally composed in series 1, unpublished)

Antonin Dvorak

Gypsy Songs, Op. 56

My Song Sounds of Love

Hah, How My Triangle Rings Out
The Forest Is Quiet All Around
Songs My Mother Taught Me
The String Is Tuned

Wide Sleeves

Give a Hawk a Cage

The concert will include a CD release ceremony.




Dnesni recital kromé vybéru vyhradné tuzemskych dél propo-
juje osobnost basnika Vitézslava Halka (1835-1874). Vyrazna
osobnost ¢eského basnictvi a predstavitel skupiny majovcl

je obvykle srovnavan se svym souputnikem Janem Nerudou,
kterého nezfidka povazujeme za zakladatele moderni Ceské
poezie. Pfi letmém pohledu na jejich dilo se nelze ubranit dojmu,
Ze ackoliv je Neruda v obecném poveédomi daleko vice zakofe-
nén, Halkav vklad je vice nez véestranny. Na rozdil od Nerudovy
optiky ryze méstského umélce u Halka nachazime daleko dl-

porl generacnich i socidlnich, méstskych i venkovskych. Jeho
cit pro niterné vystizeni této spolecenské nejednoty je vskutku
naturalistickym vyrazem srovnatelnym s jeho patrné znamejsim
vrstevnikem Emilem Zolou. Pfitom v&ak Halkovo dilo nepotladu-
je lyrismus a citovost vyvérajici z obrozeneckého romantismu,
¢imz svym basnim proptjcuje jedinec¢né vyznéni.

Nemohly proto zlstat bez pov§imnuti hudebnich skladate-
10. Centralnim prvkem tohoto koncertu je zhudebnéni (Easti)
sbirky milostnych basni Vecerni pisné Bedfichem Smetanou
(1824-1884), Antoninem Dvorakem (1841-1905) a Zdenkem Fi-
bichem (1850-1900). A¢koliv svou intimitou, prostotou a snad
i jistou naivitou odkazuji vice k romantickym zdrojam Halkova
basnického vyraziva, strukturalné pfimo vybizeji k hudebnimu
zpracovani. Smetantv drobny cyklus z roku 1879 obsahuijici
vybér péti basni je jednim z vyznamnych priklad skladatelovy
vokalni tvorby, ve kterém se spojila lyricka kvalita Halkovych
versU s hudebni citlivosti Smetany. Je zaméren na klasicky ro-
manticky styl s dlrazem na dramatické a emocionalni vyjadreni
textu. Smetana €asto pouziva slozitéjSi harmonické struktury
a modulace, jez dodavaji jeho pisnim hlubokou emocionalitu,

razy a nalady kazdého slova &i verSe.

Dvorakovo zhudebnéni, jez dnes zazni z nové edice, vznikalo
patrné v rozmezi let 1876 az 1882. Mezi tfemi opusovymi Cisly
(a jednim necislovanym dilem) je celkem dvanéct basni z Halkova




a Casto se inspiruje lidovou hudbou. Nelze v§ak preslechnout
take jistou inspiraci dobové popularni tvorbou Schuberta a Schu-
manna, ktefi v tomto smyslu plsobi jako pojici prvek mezi tu-
zemskymi autory. Dvorfakovy pisné jsou charakteristické bohaty-
mi, zpévnymi melodiemi s ddrazem na celkovou melodickou linii
a zpévnost, a tedy jednodussi harmonickou strukturou, zdlraz-
Aujici lyrickou krasu textu.

Pomyslny mezistupen tvofi rané dilo Patero pisni, op. 5,
Zdenka Fibicha, ktery zhudebnil Halkovy basné jiz v roce 1871.
Fibichlv pfistup je charakteristicky jeho peclivym respektem
k textu a sledovanim struktury a rytmu, coz umozruje pfirozeny
tok hudby a slova. Dynamické zmény a vyrazové nuance jsou
promyslené vyuzivany k tomu, aby zvyraznily dramatické vrcholy
a klidné pasaze textu. Klavirni part v jeho zhudebnénich neni
pouhym doprovodem, ale aktivnim partnerem hlasu, ktery vy-
tvari bohatou a podmanivou atmosféru.

VSichni tfi jjmenovani skladatelé tedy pfistupuji k zhudebné-
ni VeCernich pisni svym unikatnim zpldsobem, avSak zachovavaji
romanticky a emotivni charakter Halkovych basni. Literat vSak
inspiroval i jinymi basnémi, coz na dneSnim programu doklada
provedeni skladbic¢ky Noc byla krasna (1891) od Josefa Suka.
Jeho hudba je ¢asto introspektivnéjsi, s jemnymi harmonickymi
posuny. Sukova zhudebnéni Halkovych basni pfinaseji novy roz-
mér Ceskeé pisfiove tvorbé a obohacuiji tradici zapo¢atou Smeta-
nou a Dvofakem.

Vecer pak doplnuji dalsi tfi dila, z nichz pouze v kratkosti
zminme Po zarostlém chodni¢ku. Dvoudilny klavirni cyklus na le-
tos$nim festivalovém ro¢niku zazni mnohokrat, nikdy vSak v tak
lyrickém kontextu. Zaroven je pozoruhodna paralela Janackova
(1854-1928) povsechného hudebniho verismu a Halkova (pozd-
niho) basnického naturalismu. Dodejme, Ze pfi védomi Janac-
kovych vypravécskych schopnosti toto provedeni ziskava po-
nékud unikatni moznost vyznéni, tfeba dfive nerozpoznané ani
zkusenymi a znalymi posluchaci skladatelova (klavirniho) dila.

Jiti Cevela

In addition to presenting a selection of exclusively homegrown
works, today’s recital is also linked together by the poet Vitézslav
Halek (1835-1874). This leading figure in Czech poetry and rep-
resentative of the Majovci group (the “May School”) is usually
compared with his contemporary Jan Neruda, who is often con-
sidered the founder of modern Czech poetry. A cursory glance
at their work cannot, however, avoid giving the impression that,
although Neruda is far more entrenched in the general con-
sciousness, Hélek also made an enormously versatile contribu-
tion. In contrast to Neruda’s perspective of a purely urban artist,
in Halek we find a far more thorough and realistic immersion in
the decidedly diverse generational and social, urban and rural,
contradictions of his time. His feeling for the inner encapsulation
of this social disunity is undoubtedly a naturalistic expression
comparable to that of his evidently better-known contemporary
Emile Zola. At the same time, however, Halek’s work does noth-
ing to suppress the lyricism and sensibility stemming from Re-
vivalist romanticism, which lends his poems a unique tone.

These poems could not, therefore, go unnoticed by compos-
ers of music. The central feature of this concert is the setting to
music of (parts) of the collection of love poems Evening Songs
by Bedrich Smetana (1824-1884), Antonin Dvorak (1841-1905)
and Zdenék Fibich (1850-1900). Although their intimacy, simplic-
ity and perhaps even a certain naivety refer more to the roman-
tic sources of Halek’s poetic vocabulary, their structure directly
encourages their musical arrangement. Smetana’s small cycle
from 1879 containing a selection of five poems is an important
example of the composer’s vocal work, in which the lyrical qual-
ity of Halek’s verses was combined with Smetana’s musical
sensitivity. It aims at a classical romantic style with an emphasis
on the dramatic and emotional expression of the text. Smetana
often uses rather complex harmonic structures and modula-
tions, which give his songs a deep emotionality, and he shows
a tendency towards a rather dramatic arrangement of the text
with an emphasis on the expressions and moods of each word
or verse.




Dvorak’s setting to music, which is to be heard today in a new
edition, was evidently written between 1876 and 1882. The three
opus numbers (and one unnumbered work) feature a total of
twelve poems from Halek’s cycle. Dvorak tends to be melodically
more lyrical and more accessible, and is often inspired by folk
music. It is, however, impossible to overlook a certain inspira-
tion from the work of Schubert and Schumann that was popular
at the time, who in this sense act as a unifying element among
Czech composers. Dvorék’s songs are characterised by rich and
harmonious melodies with an emphasis on the overall melodic
line and harmonies, and thereby a simpler harmonic structure
emphasising the lyrical beauty of the text.

A notional stepping stone can be seen in the early work Five
Songs Op. 5 by Zdenék Fibich, who set Halek’s poems to music
in 1871. Fibich’s approach is characterised by his meticulous re-
spect for the text and the way in which he follows structure and
rhythm to enable a natural flow of music and words. Dynamic
changes and expressive nuances are thoughtfully used to high-
light dramatic peaks and calm passages in the text. The piano
part in his musical setting is not merely an accompaniment, but
an active partner to the voice that creates a rich and captivat-
ing atmosphere.

We can see that all three of the composers mentioned above
approach the setting to music of Evening Songs in their own
unique way, while retaining the romantic and emotional nature
of Halek’s poems. Other poems by the same writer also proved
a source of inspiration, however, as can be seen from the per-
formance of the piece The Night Was Beautiful (1891) by Josef
Suk on today’s programme. His music is often more introspec-
tive, with subtle harmonic shifts. Suk’s settings of Halek’s poems
bring a new dimension to Czech songwriting and enrich the tra-
dition begun by Smetana and Dvorak.

The evening is also to feature another three works, however,
of which we will give a brief mention just to On an Overgrown
Path. This two-part piano cycle is to be heard many times at this
year’s festival, though never in such a lyrical context. There is

10

also a remarkable parallel between Janacek’s (1854-1928) broad
musical verismo and Halek’s (late) poetic naturalism. We might
add that, knowing Janac¢ek’s abilities as a story-teller, this ver-
sion takes on unique possibilities for nuance, perhaps previously
unrecognised even by experienced and knowledgeable listeners
of the composer’s (piano) work.

Jiri Cevela




Adam Plachetka

Basbaryton

Adam Plachetka, absolvent Prazské konzervatofe a HAMU, pra-
videlné vystupuje v Metropolitni opefe v New Yorku, ve Wiener
Staatsoper a v Narodnim divadle v Praze. Jeho dal§i operni za-
vazky Citaji Royal Opera House Covent Garden, Baden-Baden
festival, Carnegie Hall, Deutsche Oper a Deutsche Staatso-
per v Berling, Teatro alla Scala, Lyric Opera v Chicagu, Opéra
de Paris nebo Houston Grand Opera. Na koncertnich pédiich se
objevil v Musikvereinu ve Vidni a Grazu, ve Wigmore Hall v Lon-
dyné, v Usher Hall v Edinburghu, v Herkulové sale v Mnichové,
ve Videniském Konzerthausu, v Konserthuset ve Stockholmu,

v Hollywood Bowl v Los Angeles a v prazském Obecnim domé
a Rudolfinu. Spolupracoval s Chicagskym symfonickym orches-
trem, Symfonickymi orchestry Francouzského, Bavorského,
Rakouského a Ceského rozhlasu, Skotskym komornim orches-
trem, Ceskou filharmonii, Videriskymi symfoniky, stockholmskou
Kralovskou filharmonii a Budapest Festival Orchestra. Vystupuje
pod taktovkou dirigentC: M. Armiliato, D. Barenboim, M. Jansons,
F. Luisi, R. Muti, A. Nelsons, Y. Nézet-Séguin, Ch. Thielemann
nebo F. Welser-Most.

Bass-baritone

Adam Plachetka is a graduate of Prague Conservatory and the
Music and Dance Faculty of the Academy of Performing Arts in
Prague (HAMU) and performs regularly at the Metropolitan Ope-
ra in New York, the Wiener Staatsoper and the National Theatre
in Prague.His other opera engagements include the Royal Opera
House in Covent Garden, the Baden-Baden Festival, Carnegie
Hall, Deutsche Oper and Staatsoper Berlin, Teatro alla Scala, the
Lyric Opera in Chicago, Opéra de Paris and the Houston Grand
Opera. He has appeared on concert stages at the Musikverein in
Vienna and Graz, the Wigmore Hall in London, the Usher Hall in
Edinburgh, the Herkules Hall in Munich, the Wiener Konzerthaus,
the Konserthuset Stockholm, the Hollywood Bowl in Los Ange-
les, and the Municipal House and the Rudolfinum in Prague. He
has worked with the Chicago Symphony Orchestra, the French,
Bavarian, Austrian and Czech Radio Symphony Orchestras, the
Scottish Chamber Orchestra, the Czech Philharmonic, the Wie-
ner Symphoniker, the Royal Stockholm Philharmonic Orchestra
and the Budapest Festival Orchestra. He has performed under
the baton of conductors Marco Armiliato, Daniel Barenboim, Ma-
riss Jansons, Fabio Luisi, Riccardo Muti, Andris Nelsons, Yannick
Nézet-Seéguin, Christian Thielemann and Franz Welser-Most.




David Svec

Klavir
Jako klavirista ucinkuje s pfednimi ¢eskymi pévci, napfiklad
s Evou Urbanovou, Adamem Plachetkou nebo Katefinou Kné-
zikovou, se kterou v roce 2021 natocil pisfiové album Fantasie.
Stale se ale profiluje i jako sélovy hra¢ — nejnovéjsim pocinem
je koncertni uvedeni a nahravka Gershwinovy Rhapsody in Blue
s Jiho€eskou komorni filharmonii. Od roku 2011 je ve stalém di-
rigentském angazma v Narodnim divadle v Praze. Zde se za di-
rigentskym pultem predstavil v desitkach opernich i baletnich
inscenaci, fadu titul nastudoval v ¢eské premiére. V lednu 2022
se stal Séfdirigentem Jiho€eského divadla. Jednim z jeho poci-
na v tomto divadle bylo i scénické provedeni Handelova orato-
ria Mesids na Otadivém hledisti v Ceském Krumlové, které bylo
zaznamenano Ceskou televizi a distribuovéno do celého sv&-
ta. Spolupracuje s mnoha ¢eskymi symfonickymi orchestry, jak
na koncertnich padiich, tak se Symfonickym orchestrem Ces-
kého rozhlasu v jeho nahravacim studiu. Ze zahrani¢nich hosto-
vani Ize uvést spolupraci s Teatro Liceo v Barceloné&, Opéra na-
tional de Paris, Opéra de Lyon, Wiener Staatsoper, Theater an
der Wien, Glyndebourne Festival, Salzburger Festspiele. Od roku
2017 spolupracuje se Slovinskym narodnim divadlem v Lublani.

Piano

He performs as a pianist with leading Czech singers such as
Eva Urbanova, Adam Plachetka and Katefina Knézikova, with
whom he recorded the album of songs Fantasie in 2021. He is,
however, still primarily a solo performer — his latest project is

a concert performance and recording of Gershwin’s Rhapsody
in Blue with the South Bohemian Chamber Philharmonic. Since
2011, he has had a permanent engagement as a conductor at
the National Theatre in Prague, where he has conducted dozens
of opera and ballet productions and staged the Czech premiere
of numerous titles. He became the chief conductor of the South
Bohemian Theatre in January 2022. One of his achievements
with this theatre was a stage performance of Handel’'s Messiah
oratorio at the Revolving Theatre in Cesky Krumlov that was re-
corded by Czech Television and distributed worldwide. He works
with many Czech symphony orchestras on concert stages and
with the Czech Radio Symphony Orchestra in its recording stu-
dio. He has worked as a guest abroad with Teatre del Liceu in
Barcelona, Opéra national de Paris, Opéra de Lyon, Wiener Staa-
tsoper, Theater an der Wien, the Glyndebourne Festival and the
Salzburger Festspiele. He has been working with the Slovene
National Theatre in Ljubljana since 2017.




Bedrich Smetana

Vecerni pisné

(cely cyklus; na slova Vitézslava Hélka)

Kdo v zlaté struny zahrat zna
Kdo v zlaté struny zahrat zna,
jej ctéte vic nez sebe,

nebot vas tak Bdh miloval,

Ze poslal vam ho s nebe.

Hrozné, kdyz Bih neourodou
a morem tresta pfisné;

vSak ze v8ech trestl nejvétsi,
kdyz narod nema pisné.

Ten narod jesté nezhynul,
dokud mu véstec zpiva,
a pisen v nebi zrozena

i ve smrt Zivot vliva.

Nekamenujte proroky
Nekamenujte proroky.

Neb pévci jsou jak ptaci;
kdo hodil po ném kamenem,
k t&m vic se nenavraci.

Soud bozi na se narod zve,
jenz pévce sve ctit nevi,

kdyz Bdh odejmul zpévy.

Jet srdce pévcl nejdistsi
a vSeho hnévu prosté,

a co vam zpival od srdce,
to ve svém srdci noste.

Mné zdalo se

Mné zdalo se: ,Bol sestar’ uz,
a bude s nim uz amen,

a slzi — téch uz vyteklo,

ze vysch’ uz jejich pramen.®

Tu jsem si zpomnél na Tebe
a duse ma se chvéla,
a cosi v ni se ozvalo,
jak by Té ztratit méla.

A oci mi se zalily,

radost se v pla¢ mi méni,
a ja poznavam s bolesti,
ze slzam konce neni.

Hej, jaka radost v kole

Hej, jaka radost v kole

a v naruci mit holku!

Pojd, bledy hochu, tancit -
ja dam Ti zahrat polku.

Aj, bledy hoch se zachvél,
jak mraz by mu vjel v oudy,
a po téch bledych tvafich
mu tekly slzi proudy.




Ze svych pisni trin Ti udélam
Ze svych pisni trn Ti udélam
za velkych pévcl prikladem,
za zezlo Ti své srdce dam

a slavu svou za diadem.

Za zakon lasku vyvolam,

svou pisni oslavim Tvdj den,
v Tvou dusi vleju lasky slast,
a sladkou touhu ve Tvij sen.

Ptacka Ti pisné privolam,

maj nastele Ti k nohoum kvét,
a nebes hvézdam rozkaz dam
a v nebe zménim cely svét.

A srdce vSech Ti podmanim,
raj vyzpivam Ti z hrobu zpét,
a kralovnou Té provolam,
kam SiroSiry saha svét.

Evening Songs
(complete cycle set to words by Vitézslav Halek)

He Who Can Play the Golden Strings
He who can play the golden strings,
Revere him more than yourself,

For God loved you so much

that He sent him down from heaven.

It is a terrible thing for God to punish
with a plague and a pestilence;

But of all punishments, the worst is
when a nation has no songs.

The nation is not yet perished,

As long the prophet sings to it,

And the song that is born in heaven
pours life even into death.

Do Not Stone the Prophets

Do not stone the prophets.

For singers are like birds;

To those who cast a stone at him,
he shall return no more.

The judgment of God is upon the nation

that does not know how to honor their singers,
and the most terrible curse is

when God takes away their songs.

The heart of singers is purest,

and free from all anger,

and what he sang to you from his heart,
you shall bear it in your hearts.




| Once Dreamed

| once dreamed

“he grew old” and will soon be gone,
so many tears have flown,

that their fountain has dried out.

| thought of you,

my soul trembled,

and something in it made a sound,
as if it were to lose you.

And my eyes watered,

and my joy turned to weeping,
and | know in pain

there is no end to my tears.

Oh, What Joy When Dancing

Oh, what joy when dancing

to have a girl in your arms!

Come on, pale boy, dance —

I’ll have the band play a polka for you.

The pale boy shuddered,
as if frost has bit his limbs,
and streams of tears

ran down his pale cheeks.

I’ll Build You a Throne from My Songs
I’ll build you a throne from my songs
with great singers as my role models,
I’ll give you my heart as a scepter

and my glory for a diamond.

| will declare love to be my law,

| will celebrate your day with my song,
| will pour the joy of love into your soul,
and sweet longing into your dream.

| will summon the song of birds,

| will make May lay blossom at your feet,
and to the stars of heaven | command
and turn the whole world into heaven.

And | will conquer all hearts for you,

| will sing of paradise for you from grave,
and proclaim you the queen

throughout the whole wide world.




Antonin Dvorak

Vecerni pisné, op. 3, 9, 31
(cely cyklus; na slova Vitézslava Halka;
v nové edici vydavatelstvi Barenreiter, 2024)
(op. 3)
Ty hvézdicky tam na nebi
Ty hvézdi¢ky tam na nebi,
to veliké jsou sveéty;
a ja bych jenom védél rad,
jaké tam tvory vsety.

Zda také nékdo odtamtud
se k ndm sem dold diva,
a jestli tam, jako zde ja,

o lasce pisné zpiva.

Mné zdalo se

Mné zdalo se, Zzes umrela;
slySel jsem zvonit hrany,
a place bylo, kvileni

a narku na vse strany.

Tak divné Ti tam ustlali!
Na hrob Ti kdmen dali,

a abych na né&j napsal vers
mne vlidné pozadali.

O lidé, lidé z kamene,
zde srdce mé si méjte,
a co jsem jesté nezpival,
to do kamene vrejte.

Mé lasce jste nevéfili

a zhrdli mymi slovy,

kdyz bude kdmen mluvit k vam,
shad vam to |épe povi.

Ja jsem ten rytit

Ja jsem ten rytif z pohadky,
jenz hrdé vyjel do svéta,
abych tu pannu uvidél,

jez jako rlze vykvéta.

O ni §la veést: kdo spatfi ji,
ten s kletbou pry to odnese,
bud' ze se v kdmen proméni,
bud' Ze mu srdce vyrve se.

I myslil jsem si u sebe:

Snad prec jen nékdo vyjmuty!
A vyjel jsem a za ten hfich
ted' v zpévaka jsem zaklety.




Kdyz Blh byl nejvic rozkochan
Kdyz BUh byl nejvic rozkochan,
tu lidské srdce stvoril,

a pak na vé&nou pamatku

v né svoji lasku vlozil.

A kdyz pak na ném utkvélo
to oko jeho vésti,

radosti az se rozplakal,
kdyZ vidél vse to Stésti.

Lec pfi tom placi do srdce
se jedna slza vkradla,
jako ta rosa v kalisek,
a na same dno padla.

A proto laska velky bol,
le€ bol tak sladky, mily,
Ze Skoda srdci nastokrat,
jez bol ten necitily.

A proto laska Stésti pal
a polovic je muka,

le€ kdyZz se slza rozvini,
tu leckdy srdce puka.

(bez op. Cisla)

Tak jak ten mésic

Tak jak ten mésic v nebes ban
tak laska v srdce vchazi,

a tajny bol a tichy zal

ji v chlzi doprovazi.

A co driv ¢lovék netusil,

v tom Serém svétle spatfi,
a tajny bol a tichy zal

se divné v pisni sbratfi.

Le€¢ mnoha téz se boure zla
v ubohém srdci shlukne,
a nez ji v pisni vyslovi —
jak mnohé srdce pukne!




(op. 9)

Umlklo stromU Suméni
Umlklo strom@ Suméni

a listek sotva dySe,

a ptacek dfima krasny sen
tak tichounce, tak tiSe.

Na nebi vzeslo mnoho hvézd

a kolem je tak volno,

jenom v téch nadrech teskno tak
a u srdce tak bolno.

Ve kvitkl pékny kaliek
se bila rosa sklada -
mUj boZe, a ta rosa téz

se v moje oci vkrada.

Prilitlo jaro zdaleka
Prilitlo jaro z daleka

a vSude plno touhy,

vSe tlacilo se k slunci ven,
Ze snilo sen tak dlouhy.

Vylitly z hnizda pénkavy
a drobné déti z chyse,
a pestré kviti na lukach
presladkou vini dyse.

Z vétvi se listek tlaci ven,

a ptackam z hrdla hlasky,

a v nadrech v srdci mladounkém
tam kli¢i poupé lasky.

(op. 31)

Kdyz jsem se dival do nebe
Kdyz jsem se dival do nebe
skrz ty hvézdicky zlaty,

mné zdalo se, Zes svétice

a ja Zze andél svaty.

Tu vzal jsem harfu do ruky
a pisné tobé zpival,

ze pisné svatych umlkly

a kazdy k nam se dival.

Ba sdm Buh Otec na chvili

v svych tvar&ich planech stanul,
a zda se mi, Ze po tvafi

mu slzny démant kanul.

Vy mali, drobni ptackové

Vy mali, drobni ptackové,

vy zpévosnivi spaci,

zda vzpomene si ktery z vas,
Ze jd umiram v plagi?

Mésicku, postuj na nebi,
bych potésil se v tobég;
meé lasky zar je vychladly,
my hodime se k sobé.

Posledni plamen usina,

mné zbyvaji jen slova:

a pfec bych v§e zas rozdmychal,
bych nestastnym byl znova.




Jsem jako lipa koSata
Jsem jako lipa kosata,
kdyz odéje se k svatku:
ty krasna rGize majova,

pojd sem, do mého chladku.

Zde vUini dyse kaZdy list,
zde bzuci v¢elek roje,
vecer sem leti ptackoveé,
to myslénky jsou moje.

Ty odletuji daleko,

jak od domova déti:

vSak Ty-li ke mné zasednes,
jiz vice neodleti.

Vy vSichni, kdo jste stisnéni
Vy vsichni, kdo jste stisnéni,
jiz pojdte, pojdte ke mné,
zde slozte s beder utrap

tiz a zapomente jemné.

Ja lasky Fis$ zde zalozZil,

kde druh se k druhu vine,
a vSe, co ma kdo na srdci,
to v péknych pisnich plyne.

Zde nezna soka zavistnik,
zde fecC jak pisen sladka,

zde lev je krotky beranek
a dravci holoubatka.

Zde léky vSechném utrapam,
zde srdce vé¢né mladne,
zde neopada rize kvét,

a nepratelstvi zadné.




Ten ptacek

Ten ptacek, ten se nazpiva,
jak by byl pisen ziva;

ba kdo v svém srdci lasku ma,
nedivte se, Ze zpiva!

A ptacek ten tak od srdce
a k srdci mluvit umi,

ze div by ¢lovék neplakal,
kdyz srdcem porozumi.

Ba ¢asto mné to pfipada,
Ze jsem mu druhem v lkani,
neb i ty moje pisné jsou
jen jemné nafikani.

Evening Songs, Op. 3, 9, 31
(complete cycle set to words by Vitézslav Halek;
in a new edition published by Barenreiter, 2024)
(Op. 3)
The Stars That Twinkle in The Sky
The stars that twinkle in the sky
are massive worlds;
and I'd just like to know,
what creatures live there.

Whether any one from there

is looking down on us,

and if anyone there

sings the songs of love, as | do here.

| Dreamed Last Night

| dreamed that you were dead;
| heard the bells toll,

and there was weeping, wailing
and crying on every side.

So strangely did they lay you there!
They put a stone on your grave.
they asked me

to kindly write a verse on it.

O people, you people of stone,
Here is my heart,

and engrave in stone

what | have not yet sung.

You have not trusted my love
and despised my words,

when the stone speaks to you,
perhaps it will tell you better.




I Am the Fairy-tale Knight

| am the fairy-tale knight,

who rode so proudly out into the world,
to see the maiden,

who blossoms like a rose.

There was a rumor about her: whoever sees her,
they say, shall be cursed,

turned to stone,

or their heart shall be torn out.

And | thought to myself:

There must be a chosen one!
And | rode out and for this sin

| am now cursed to be a singer.

When God Was in a Happy Mood
When God was in a happy mood,
he made the human heart,

and then, in eternal memory,

He put His love in it.

And then when the eye of his divination
was impressed upon him,

he wept of joy,

when he saw all the happiness.

But as he wept

one tear crept into his heart,
like dew in a cup,

and fell to the very bottom.

And thus love is so much pain,
the pain so sweet and dear,
that we pity all the hearts

that have never felt the pain.

A half of love is happiness
and the other half is torment,
but when the tear is shed,
the heart is often broken.




(without opus number)

Like the Moon

Just like the moon in the vault of heaven,
so love enters the heart,

and secret pain and silent sorrow
accompany it in its walk.

And what one did not perceive before,
they now see in the dim light,

and secret pain and silent sorrow
strangely merge in song.

But many a fierce storm

gathers in the poor heart,

and before it's expressed in a song —
oh, how many hearts break!

(Op.9)

The Soughing of the Trees Has Ceased
The soughing of the trees has ceased
and the leaves scarcely breathe,

and the little bird dreams a beautiful dream
so softly, so quietly.

Many stars have risen in the sky
and all around is free,

only in this breast is such sorrow
and near the heart such pain.

Into the beautiful chalice of the flowers
white dew is gathering—

my God, and that dew too

is creeping into my eyes.

The Spring Came Flying from Afar
The spring came flying from afar

and everywhere was full of longing,
everything pushed towards the sun,
for it had dreamed such a long dream.

Chaffinches flew from their nests
and small children from their huts,
and the colorful flowers in the meadows
breathed a most sweet fragrance.

From the branches, leaves push forth,
and from the throats of birds, their songs,
and in the young heart,

a bud of love is sprouting.




(Op. 31)

Visions of Heaven | Fondly Paint
When | looked up to the heaven
through those golden stars,

it seemed to me that you were a saint
and | a holy angel.

Then | took the harp in my hand
and sang songs for you,

as the songs of the saints fell silent
and everyone looked at us.

Even God the Father for a moment
paused in his creative plans,
and it seems to me, it seems to me,

that a diamond teardrop fell down his face.

This | Would Ask Each Tiny Bird
You small, little birds,

you sweet-singing sleepers,
does any one of you remember
that | am dying in tears?

Oh moon, pause in the sky,
so | may find solace in you;
the flame of my love has cooled,
we match each other well.

The last flame is fading away,
and | have only words left:
and yet I'd rekindle everything,
so | could be miserable again.

Like a Linden Tree | Am

| am like a linden tree

when it dresses for the festival:
you beautiful May rose,

come here, into my shade.

Here every leaf breathes fragrance,
here the hum of bees abounds,

in the evening, little birds fly here,
those are my thoughts.

They fly far away,

like children from home:

but if you sit by me,

they will never fly away again.




All Ye That Labour, Come to Me

All ye that labour,

come to me,

here, lay down the burden of your troubles
and forget them gently.

| have founded a realm of love here,
where everyone embraces one another,
and whatever weighs upon the heart,
flows sweetly in songs.

Here, no envy knows a rival,

here, speech is as sweet as song,
here the lion is a tame lamb,

and predators are like doves.

Here are cures for all troubles,
here hearts stay forever young,
here roses never wither,

and no enmity exists.,

All Through the Night a Bird Will Sing
All through the night a bird will sing,
as if it were a living song;

and if one carries love in their heart,
don‘t be surprised they sing!

And that little bird knows how to speak
from the heart to the heart,

and it seems one could almost weep
when they understand with their heart.

Yes, often it seems to me,

that | am its companion in weeping,
for my songs too

are but gentle lamentations.




Josef Suk

Noc byla krasna
(ze sesitu Tri pisné na slova Vitézslava Halka)

Noc byla krasnd, prihledna —
az v nebe vidét bylo;

ten zpéy, ta vané a ten Sum
az srdce okouzlilo.

O zel, Ze nejsi pritomna,

bys slySela si se mnou,

jak v8echno, véechno kolkolem
fed rozpravi tak jemnou.

Jak cely vesmir jeden zpéy,
jenz z véeho-nader fine,
jak slabounky to ohlas jen,
co z lidskych srdci plyne.

The Night Was Beautiful

(from Three Songs Set to Words by Vitézslav Halek)

The night was beautiful, so transparent —
that you could see the sky;

the singing, the smell, the sound,

it was so enchanting.

Oh, | wish you were here,
to hear with me,

how everything around
speaks so softly.

How the whole universe sings one song,
from all the breasts of the world,

and how faint is its echo coming,

from the hearts of men.




/denék Fibich

Patero pisni z Ve€ernich pisni, op. 5
(cely cyklus; na slova Vitézslava Hélka)

Umlklo stromd suméni Ty divko zvlaste libezna
Umlklo strom® Suméni, Ty divko zvlasté libezna,
a listek sotva dyse, jiz v svété rovné neni,

a ptacek dfima krasny sen mné v Tobé se zalibilo
tak tichounce, tak tise. a Ty’s mé potéseni.

Na nebi vzeslo mnoho hvézd, Ty’s Cista, jak ta rosicka,
a kolem je tak volno, CO rano s nebe splyva,
jenom v téch nadrech teskno tak a jemna, jak ta hrdlicka,
a u srdce tak bolno. kdyz tu svou pisen zpiva.

Ve kvitkl pékny kaligek Ty’s pé€kna jako lilium,

se bila rosa sklada - jez vini odiva se,

mUj boZe, a ta rosa téz a vznesenad’s jak dennice,
se v moje oci vkrada. kdyz vzchazi - rozdniva se.

Na nebi plno hvézdi¢ek Tvé oko krasné jezero

Na nebi plno hvézdicek, Tvé oko krasné jezero,

jak z jara sedmikrasky; jez v Seru tam se houpa;

ba na tom bozim svété zde v ném nocnich svétel mila zar
ma v8e svou mluvu lasky. s modrym se nebem koupa.

Fialka plna viné jest, A Cisté jako kFistal je,

kaliSek rosou maci, v ném vidét je az na dno —

a slavik ten se nazpiva, le€ hloub kdo do né&j nahlidne -
div hrdélko mu stadi. ten utone v ném snadno.

Na nebi plno hvézdi¢ek
v velebném svété kradi,
a lidé tady na zemi

ti zpivaji a placi.




Prilitlo jaro z daleka
Prilitlo jaro z daleka,

a vSude plno touhy,

vSe tlacilo se k slunci ven,
Ze snilo sen tak dlouhy.

Vylitly z hnizda pénkavy
a drobné déti z chyse,
a pestré kviti na lukach
presladkou vini dyse.

Z vétvi se listek tlaci ven

a ptackam z hrdla hlasky,

a v nadrech v srdci mladounkém
tam kli¢i poupé lasky.

Five songs from Evening Songs, Op. 5
(complete cycle; set to words by Vitézslav Halek)

The Rustling of the Trees Fell Silent
The rustling of the trees fell silent,

and the leaf barely breathes,

and the bird slumbers a beautiful dream
so silently, so softly.

Many stars have risen in the sky,

and all around feels so free,

it is just that | feel such loneliness in my chest
and the heart is so sore.

In a pretty cup of flowers

drops of white dew are gathering —
my God, and the drops

they creep so slowly into my eyes, too.

In a Sky Full of Stars

In a sky full of stars,

like daisies in the spring;

and in the God’s world down here
everything has its own language of love.

The violet is full of fragrance,

its cup is soaked with dew,

and the nightingale sings,

with all his tiny might and power.

The sky is full of stars,

traveling in a splendid world of sublime beauty,
and the people here on earth

they sing and they cry.




You Special Lovely Girl

You special lovely girl,

there is no one equal in the world,
| fell in love with you

you’re my delight.

You’re as pure as the dew,

that falls from the sky in the morning,
and soft as a dove,

when it sings its song.

You’re as pretty as a lily,

that wears its fragrance,

and noble as the morning star,
when it rises and begins to shine.

Your Eye Is a Beautiful Lake

Your eye is a beautiful lake,
wobbling in the darkened distance;
in it, the night lights’ sweet glow
bathing with the blue sky.

And clear as crystal,

you can see all the way to the bottom —

but those who can see all the way down to its depths -
they will drown in it easily.

Spring Has Come from Afar

Spring has come from afar

and everywhere it is full of longing,
everything pushing out towards the sun,
for having dreamt such a long a dream.

Finches flew from their nests

and tiny children from the hut

and the colourful flowers in the meadows
emanating the sweet smell.

Leaves are pushing out from branches,
while birds are singing songs of love,
and in the chests with young hearts
there sprouts the bud of love.




Antonin Dvorak

Ciganské melodie, op. 55

Ma pisen zas mi laskou zni
Ma pisen zas mi laskou zni,
kdyz stary den umirg;

a chudy mech kdy na $at svUj
si tajné perle sbira.

Ma pisen v kraj tak touzné zni,
kdyz svétem noha bloudi;

jen rodné pusty dalinou

zpév volné z nader proudi.

Ma pisen hluéné laskou zni,
kdyz boure bé&zi plani;

kdyz téSim se, Ze bidy prost
dli bratr v umirani.

Aj! Kterak trojhranec mj

Aj! Kterak trojhranec muj prerozkogné zvoni,
jak cigana pisen, kdyz se k smrti kloni!

Kdyz se k smrti kloni, trojhran mu vyzvani.
Konec pisni, tanci, lasce, bédovani.

Konec pisni, tanci, lasce, bédovani.

A les je tichy kolem kol

A les je tichy kolem kol,

jen srdce mir ten rusi,

a ¢erny kour, jenz spécha v dol,
mé slze v licich, mé slze susi.

V8ak nemusi jich ususit,
necht’ v jiné tvare bije.

Kdo v smutku mUze zazpivat,
ten nezhynul, ten Zije, ten Zije!

Kdyz mne stara matka

Kdyz mne stara matka zpivat ucivala,
podivno, ze Casto, Casto slzivala.

A ted’ také placem snédé lice mucim,
kdyz ciganské déti hrat a zpivat u¢im!

Struna naladéna

Struna naladéna, hochu, to¢ se v kole,

dnes, snad dnes prevysoko, zejtra, zejtra, zejtra zase dole!
Pozejtfi u Nilu za posvatnym stolem;

struna jiz, struna naladéna, hochu, to¢, hochu, to¢ se kolem!

Siroké rukavy

Siroké rukdvy a Siroké gaté

volngjsi ciganu nezli dolman v zlaté.
Dolman a to zlato bujna prsa svira;

pod nim volna pisen nasilné umira.

A kdo radujes se, tva kdy pisen v kvéte,
prej si, aby zaslo zlato v celém svété!

Dejte klec jestrabu

Dejte klec jestfabu ze zlata ryzého;

nezmeni on za ni hnizda trnéného.

Komoni bujnému, jenz se pustou Zene,

zfidka kdy pfipnete uzdy a tfemene.

A tak i ciganu pfiroda cos dala:

k volnosti ho vé€nym poutem, k volnosti ho upoutala.




Gypsy songs, Op. 55

My Song Sounds of Love

My song resounds, a psalm of love,
when day begins to fade,

and when the moss and withered grass
secretly drink in pearls of dew.

My song resounds full of wanderlust
in the green of lofty forests,

only on the puszta’s wide plains

can | sing out happily.

My song is also full of love,

as storms rage across the heath;
when the breast of my friend heaves,
as he takes his last breath!

Hah, How My Triangle Rings Out

Hah, how my triangle rings out in splendor,

..as a gypsy’s song when his death comes near!
When his death comes near, the triangle rings.

No more song, no more dance, no more love, no more
lamentation.

No more song, no more dance, no more love, no more
lamentation.

The Forest Is Quiet All Around
The forest is quiet all around,

my heart beats so fearfully;

the black smoke sinks ever deeper
and dries the tears on my cheek.

Ah, my tears do not dry,

you must seek out other cheeks!
He who can praise his pain in song,
will not curse death.

50

Songs My Mother Taught Me

When my old mother taught me songs to sing,
tears would well strangely in her eyes.

Now my brown cheeks are wet with tears,
when | teach the children how to sing and play!

The String Is Tuned

The string is tuned!

Come and join the round dance, lad!

Be happy today! But what of the morrow?
Sad tomorrow - it was ever thus!

Next day on the banks of the Nile,

at the table of our fathers,

the string is tuned,

hasten to the dance and mingle!

Wide Sleeves
Wide sleeves and wide pants

the gypsy feels freer than when dressed in silk and gold!

Yes! The golden dolman constricts his breast,

smothers the happily wandering strains of his free song.

He who feels true joy when these songs resound,

wishes that all gold should vanish from the face of the earth!

Give a Hawk a Cage

Give the hawk a cage of pure gold;

he shall not exchange it for a nest of thorns.

If the wild foal can race across the heath,

he’ll find no pleasure in bridle and reins.

And so the nature has given something to the gypsy:
bound him to freedom with an eternal bond.







