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Pyotr II'yich TCHAIKOVSKY (1840-1893)
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[2] 4 Songs, Op. 39 — No. 2. Zapad gasnet v dali
bledno-rozovoy (‘In the west the pale rose sunset’s
darkening’) (1897) (text: Aleksey Tolstoy) 2:40

[i3 4 Songs, Op. 2 — No. 2. Plenivshis’ rozoy, solovey
(Vostochniy romans) (‘A rose has charmed a
nightingale (An Eastern Romance)’) (1866)

(text: Aleksey Vasil’yevich Koltsov, 1809-1842)  3:10

4 Songs, Op. 3 - No. 4. Na kholmakh Gruzii (‘Upon
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6 Songs, Op. 4 — No. 4. Ne poy, krasavitsa, pri mne
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Pyotr II'yich Tchaikovsky (1840-1893)

Born in Kamsko-Votkinsk in 1840, the second son of a
mining engineer, Pyotr II'yich Tchaikovsky had his early
education, in music as in everything else, at home, under
the care of his mother and a beloved governess. From the
age of ten he was a pupil at the Imperial School of
Jurisprudence in St Petersburg, completing his studies
there in 1859, and going on to take employment in the
Ministry of Justice. During these years he developed his
abilities as a musician and it must have seemed probable
that, like his near contemporaries Modest Mussorgsky,
César Cui, Nikolay Andreyevich Rimsky-Korsakov and
Alexander Borodin, he would keep music as a secondary
occupation, while following his official career.

For Tchaikovsky matters turned out differently. The
foundation of the new St Petersburg Conservatory under
Anton Rubinstein enabled him to study there as a full-time
student from 1863. In 1865 he moved to Moscow as a
member of the staff of a new conservatory, established
there by Anton Rubinstein’s brother, Nikolay. For over ten
years he taught in Moscow, before financial assistance from
a rich widow, Nadezhda von Meck, enabled him to leave
the conservatory, and devote himself entirely to
composition. The same period in his life brought an
unfortunate marriage to a self-proclaimed admirer of his
work, a woman who showed early signs of mental instability
and could only add further to Tchaikovsky’s own problems
of character and inclination. His homosexuality was a
torment to him, while his morbid sensitivity and diffidence,
coupled with physical revulsion for the woman he had
married, led to a severe nervous breakdown.

Separation from his wife, which was immediate, still left
practical and personal problems to be solved. Tchaikovsky’s
relationship with Nadezhda von Meck, however, provided
not only the money that at first was necessary for his career,
but also the understanding and support of a woman who
never even met him face to face, and made no physical
demands upon him. This curiously remote liaison and
patronage only came to an end in 1890, when, on the false
plea of bankruptcy, she discontinued an allowance that was
no longer of importance, and a correspondence on which he
had come to depend.

Tchaikovsky’s sudden death in St Petersburg in 1893
gave rise to contemporary speculation, and has since

sparked further posthumous rumours. It has been
suggested that he committed suicide as the result of
pressure from a court of honour of former students of the
Imperial School of Jurisprudence, when an allegedly erotic
liaison with a young nobleman seemed likely to cause an
open scandal even in court circles. Officially, his death was
attributed to cholera, contracted after drinking undistilled
water. Whether the victim of cholera, of his own
carelessness, reckless despair or of death deliberately
courted, Tchaikovsky was widely mourned.

During the course of his life Tchaikovsky wrote 100 or
so songs, the first before his entry to the St Petersburg
Conservatory and the last in 1893, the year of his death.

Khotel bi v edinoye slovo (‘| wish | could take all my
sadness’) is one of two songs provided for Nikolay
Bernard’s Nouvelliste, where it was issued as a supplement
to the September 1875 issue. The text, by Lev
Alexandrovich Mey, is a translation of Heinrich Heine’s Ich
wollt’, meine Schmerzen ergdssen / Sich all’ in ein einziges
Wort (‘1 would pour out my sorrows all in a single word, and
let the wind carry them away’).

The 6 Romances, Op. 38 were written after the disaster
of Tchaikovsky’s marriage, his escape abroad and return in
1878 to stay at Nadezhda von Meck’s estate in the Ukraine,
in its owner’s absence. The second of the set, To bilo
ranneyu vesnoy (‘Those were the first few days of spring’)
uses a poem by Aleksey Tolstoy, a text among those
suggested by Madame von Meck. This Russian poem is
based on Johann Wolfgang von Goethe’s Mailied and
describes the early spring, with the poet’s beloved standing
in front of them, smiling, an answer to the poet’s love, now
recalled in joy and sorrow.

Tchaikovsky wrote the seven songs of Op. 47 in the
summer of 1880 at his sister’s house at Kamenka and at
Brailov. He dedicated them to the soprano Alexandra
Panayeva, on whom his brother Anatoly had unsuccessfully
set his heart. Ya li v pole da ne travushka bila? (‘And was |
not once a little blade of grass’), the seventh song, takes a
version of Taras Shevchenko’s Ukrainian song and treats it
in a very Russian manner. The words, by Ivan Surikov,
express the sad despair of a young girl, married off by her
parents to an old man for whom she has no love.

The 6 Romances, Op. 16 of 1872 start with a setting of
words by Apollon Nikolayevich Maykov from his cycle of



New Greek Songs. This lullaby, Kolibel'naya pesnya, was
arranged for piano in 1873. It is dedicated to Nadezhda
Rimsky-Korsakov.

In the third song of Op. 38, Sred’ shumnovo bala (‘By
chance at a ball | did see you’), a poem by Aleksey Tolstoy,
the poet catches sight of his future love interest at a ball,
admiring her voice, her figure, her look and her laughter,
and recalling these alone at night, imagining that now he is
in love. The Op. 38 Romances were dedicated to
Tchaikovsky’s brother Anatoly, who had been of
considerable support during the difficulties of the past year.

The first song of Op. 47, Kabi znala ya (‘If I'd only
guessed’), is a setting of a poem by Aleksey Tolstoy, and
tells of the girl whose lover rides by on the hunt and how
she might have awaited him in the evening, by the well.

The six songs that make up the 6 Romances, Op. 6
were written between 27 November and 29 December
1869. The group ends with a setting of Mey’s version of
Goethe’s Mignon song, Nur wer die Sehnsucht kennt (‘Only
he who knows longing’), from Wilhelm Meister’s
Apprenticeship, in the Russian translation Net, tol'’ko tot, kto
znal, familiar in English as None but the Lonely Heart and
the best known of all Tchaikovsky’s songs outside Russia.

The second song of Op. 6, Ni slova, o drug moy (‘Not
one word, not one sigh, oh my friend...’), sets a translation
by Aleksey Nikolayevich Pleshcheyev of a poem by the
radical Austrian writer Moritz Hartmann. It is dedicated to
Tchaikovsky’s first Moscow friend, Nikolay Kashkin, who
also taught at the conservatory there, and with its short
phrases, conveys an even greater feeling of drama.

The earliest of Tchaikovsky’s songs to be heard here is
Moy geniy, moy angel, moy drug (‘My Genius, my Angel,
my Friend’). A setting of a poem To Ophelia by the lyric poet
Afanasy Fet, it was composed in 1857 or 1858. The song is
of interest as evidence of the composer’s early abilities,
before his formal study at the conservatory.

Nikolay Andreyevich Rimsky-Korsakov (1844—-1908)
Nikolay Andreyevich Rimsky-Korsakov originally intended
to embark upon a naval career, following the example of his
elder brother. He showed some musical ability even as a
very small child, but at the age of 14 entered the Naval
Cadet College in St Petersburg in pursuit of a more
immediately attractive ambition. The city, in any case,

offered musical opportunities. He continued piano lessons,
but, more important than this, he was able to enjoy the
opera and attend his first concerts.

It was in 1861, the year before he completed his course
at the naval college, that Rimsky-Korsakov met Mily
Balakirev, a musician who was to become an important
influence on him, as he was on the young army officers
Modest Mussorgsky and César Cui, who already formed
part of his circle, later joined by Alexander Borodin. The
meeting had a far-reaching effect on Rimsky-Korsakov’s
career, although in 1862 he set sail as a midshipman on a
cruise that was to keep him away from Russia for the next
two and a half years.

On his return in 1865 Rimsky-Korsakov fell again under
the influence of Balakirev. On shore there was more time
for music, and the motivation he needed for a serious
application to music that resulted in compositions in which
he showed his early ability as an orchestrator and his
deftness in the use of Russian themes — a gift that Balakirev
did much to encourage as part of his campaign to create a
truly Russian form of music. Nevertheless, as Rimsky-
Korsakov himself soon realised, Balakirev lacked the
necessary technique of a composer, justifying Anton
Rubinstein’s taunts of amateurism. In spite of his own
perceived deficiencies in this respect, in 1871 Rimsky-
Korsakov took a position as professor of instrumentation
and composition at the St Petersburg Conservatory, and the
following year resigned his commission in the navy to
become a civilian Inspector of Naval Bands, a position
created for him through personal and family influence.

Rimsky-Korsakov’s subsequent career was a
distinguished one. Understanding the need for a sure
command of compositional techniques, harmony,
counterpoint and orchestration, he set to work to make good
these defects in his own musical formation with remarkable
success. This led him, as the only real professional of the
nationalist group dominated by Balakirev, to undertake the
completion and, often, the orchestration of works left
unfinished by other composers of the new Russian school.
As early as 1869, Alexander Dargomyzhsky had left him the
task of completing the opera The Stone Guest. 20 years
later he was to perform similar tasks for the music of
Mussorgsky and for Borodin, both of whom had left much
undone at the time of their deaths. Relations with Balakirev

were not always easy, and Rimsky-Korsakov, who had
become increasingly intolerant of the former’s obligatory
and dogmatic interference in the work of others, was to
become associated with Mitrofan Belyayev and his
schemes for the publication of new Russian music, a
connection that Balakirev could only see as disloyalty. There
were other influences on his composition, particularly with
his first hearing of Wagner’s Der Ring des Nibelungen in
1889 and consequent renewed attention to opera, after a
brief period of depression and silence, the result of illness
and death in his family.

Rimsky-Korsakov was involved in the disturbances of
1905, when he sided with the conservatory students, joining
with some colleagues in a public demand for political
reform, an action that brought his dismissal from the
institution, to which he was able to return when his pupil and
friend Alexander Glazunov became director the following
year. He died in 1908.

Like Tchaikovsky, Rimsky-Korsakov too wrote a number
of songs — 50 or more art songs and arrangements of 100
folk songs. In his autobiography, he claimed that his first
song was a setting of a poem by Heinrich Heine in
December 1865. Whatever the accuracy of this, it was
included among the four songs that form Op. 2. The second
of the set, Plenivshis’ rozoy, solovey (Vostochniy romans)
(‘A rose has charmed a nightingale (An Eastern
Romance)’), after the poem by Aleksey Vasil’yevich Koltsov,
was written in February 1866, inspired by hearing the
soprano Natalya Ermolenko-Yuzhina at the house of Mikhail
Glinka’s sister, to which he had been taken by Balakirev.
May of the same year brought the four songs of Op. 3, the
fourth of which is a setting of Pushkin, Na kholmakh Gruzii
(‘Upon the Georgian hills there lies the haze of night’).

Rimsky-Korsakov records the composition of some 40
songs in 1897, a flourish of productivity that he compares
with the sparser period 30 years earlier. The four songs of
Op. 39, settings of words by Aleksey Tolstoy, include Zapad
gasnet v dali bledno-rozovoy (‘In the west the pale rose
sunset’s darkening’). Op. 42 includes Redeyet oblakov
letuchaya gryada (‘The flying wisps of clouds are thinning,
scattering far’), with words by Pushkin, and Op. 43, from
the same year, includes Ne veter, veya s visoti ("Twas not
the wind that lightly brushed’), with words by Aleksey
Tolstoy.

Sergey Rachmaninov (1873-1943)
Russian composer and pianist Sergey Vasilyevich
Rachmaninov was born in 1873, the son of aristocratic
parents. His father’s improvidence, however, led to a
change in the fortunes of the family when increasing debts
necessitated the sale of one estate after another, followed
by removal to an apartment in St Petersburg. It was there
that Rachmaninov, at the age of nine, entered the
conservatory on a scholarship. The subsequent separation
of his parents and his own failure in general subject
examinations brought about his move to Moscow, where
he was accepted as a pupil of Nikolay Zverev, a pupil of
John Field’s pupil Alexandre Dubuque, and of Adolf von
Henselt. Rachmaninov lodged in Zverev’s house, where
the necessary discipline was instilled, providing him with
the basis of a subsequently formidable technique. In 1888
he entered the conservatory as a pupil of his cousin
Alexander Ziloti, a former pupil of Zverev and later of Franz
Liszt. Rachmaninov’s other teachers at the conservatory
were Sergey Taneyev, a former pupil of Nikolay Rubinstein,
and Tchaikovsky, with whom he studied counterpoint, and
Rimsky-Korsakov’s former pupil Anton Arensky, Rach-
maninov’s teacher for fugue, harmony and free
composition. In Moscow, as time went on, he won
considerable success, both as a performer and as a
composer, after graduating in the piano class of the
conservatory in 1891 and in composition the following year.

The Russian Revolution of 1917 brought many
changes. While some musicians remained in Russia,
others chose temporary or permanent exile abroad.
Rachmaninov took the latter course and thereafter found
himself obliged to rely on his remarkable gifts as a pianist
for the support of himself and his family, at the same time
continuing his work as a conductor. Composition inevitably
had to take second place and it was principally as a pianist,
one of the greatest of his time, that he became known to
audiences. Concert tours in America proved lucrative, and
he established a publishing enterprise in Paris, where he
lived for some time, before having a house built for himself
and his family at Hertenstein, near Lucerne in Switzerland.
In 1939 he left Europe, finally settling at Beverly Hills,
California, where he died in 1943.

Rachmaninov wrote some 80 songs between 1890 and
1917. The circumstances of his life and his later career as



a performer put an end to all this. His first songs date from  number of Tchaikovsky’s songs.

his final years as a student, his last songs from 1916. The Op. 4, published in 1893, includes six songs, the fourth

texts he chose to set were predominately Russian. of which, Ne poy, krasavitsa, pri mne (‘Oh beauty, do not
Rachmaninov’s Op. 14, with 12 songs written between  sing to me’) is a setting of a poem by Pushkin.

1894 and 1896, opens with Ya zhdu tebya (‘| wait for you’), Op. 21, a set of twelve songs, mainly dating from 1900,

a setting of words by Mariya Davidova dedicated to includes No. 7. Zdes’ khorosho (‘How good ‘tis here!’), a

Rachmaninov’s cousin Lyudmila Skalon. No. 11, of the poem by Countess Einerling under the pseudonym Galina

songs, Vesenniye vodi (‘The Waters of Spring’), sets words ~ Galina.

by Fyodor Ivanovich Tyutchev and remains among the best The wordless Op. 34, No. 14. Vocalise is widely known

known of Rachmaninov’s songs, welcoming the spring. in various forms. It was written in April 1912, and revised in
Op. 8, published in 1893, includes six more songs, October 1815. It was dedicated to the soprano Antonina

settings of Russian translations by the dissident Aleksey =~ Nezhdanova, to whose objections Rachmaninov is said to

Nikolayevich Pleshcheyev of Heine and Goethe, with, as  have told her that her expressive voice had no need of a

here, Polyubila ya na pechal’ svoyu (‘Oh, | fell in love, tomy  text.

own despair’), a Russian translation of a poem by the

Ukrainian poet Taras Shevchenko, the source of texts for a Keith Anderson
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M. U. YANKOBCKUI

[1] XOTEN Bbl B EAUHOE CNIOBO
(Khotel bi v edinoye slovo)

XoTen 6bl B €4MHOE COBO

A cnuTb Moto rpyCTb 1 Nevasnb
W 6pocuTb TO CNOBO Ha BeTeEp,
Y706 BETep yHec ero Baasnb.

W nycTb 6bl TO CNOBO Nevanu
Mo BeTpy K Tebe AOHECNOCH,
W nycTb 6bl Bceraa v noscioay
OHo Tebe B cepaLe nmnocs!

W ecnn 6 ycTtanble o4un
COMKHYNVCb NOA, rpe30i HOYHOW,
O, nycTb 6blI TO CNOBO NeYanun
3By4ano Bo cHe Hap, Tobon!

XoTen 6bl B €4MHOE COBO

A cnnuTb MOt FpyCTh U Nevasnb
W 6pocuTb TO CNOBO Ha BETEP,
Y706 BETEp YHEC ero Baanb.

JleB Mevi /T.I'esiHe

[2] TO BbIIO PAHHEIO BECHOM
(To bilo ranneyu vesnoy)

To 6bIN10 paHHeLD BECHOW, TpaBa eABa BCXoAMNa,
Pyybu Teknu, He napun 3HON, 1 3eneHb PoLL, CKBO3WNA;

Tpyba nacTylubA NOyTPy eLé He nena 3BOHKO,
W B 3aBUTKax ewé B 60py 6bin NANOPOTHUK TOHKUIA.

To 6bIN10 paHHeELD BECHOW, B TEHN 6epés To ObiN0,
Korpa ¢ ynbi6kor npeao MHOM Tbl 04Y onycTuna.

To Ha N60Bb MOIO B OTBET Thl ONYCTUNA BEXADI.
— O xwn3Hb! O nec! O conHua ceeT! O toHOCTb!
O Hagexapl!

W nnakan A nepepn To60W, Ha MK TBOW rAAA MUMbINA,
— To 6b1110 paHHELD BECHOW, B TEHN 6epé3 TO Hb11o!

Pyotr II’'yich Tchaikovsky (1840-1893)

| WISH | COULD TAKE ALL MY SADNESS

| wish | could take all my sadness

And lock it away in one word,

And cast off that word to the four winds
To be borne to the edge of the world!

And still let that word melancholy

Be borne by the winds where you are,
And wherever, whenever they find you,
Let that word pour in your heart!

And if you should close your eyes weary
In search of the comfort of sleep,

Yet still let that word melancholy

Even in dreams by you keep!

| wish | could take all my sadness

And lock it away in one word,

And cast off that word to the four winds
To be borne to the edge of the world!

Lev Mey / H. Heine

THOSE WERE THE FIRST FEW DAYS OF SPRING

Those were the first few days of spring: the grass was thirsty,
Above the cool still brook the groves with green were
bursting,

To song the shepherd’s lusty pipe each morn was not yet
turning
And still in tendrils delicate the slender fern was curling.

Those were the first few days of spring beneath the shady
birch tree
When with a smile you stood before me, eyes averted.

In answer to my love, your eyes looked downward shyly:
O life! O woods! O youth! O hope! O bright light of spring
sunshine!

And then | wept as | perceived your sweetly charming face
Those were the first few days of spring, beneath the
birches’ shade.



To 6b110 B yTPO Hawmx neT — o cyactme! O cnésbl!
O nec! O »xw3Hb! O conHua ceeT! O cBeXxUiA Ayx
6epésbl!...

Anekce#t Tonctoii

[3] A N1 B NONE OA HE TPABYLLUKA BbINA
(Ya li v pole da ne travushka bila?)

A nn B none aa He TpasyluKa 6bINa,
A nv B None He 3eneHan pocna;
B3Anu MeHA, TpaByLUKy, CKOCUK,
Ha cosnHbilwke B none nceywmnm.

OX Tbl, rope Moe, roptoLLKO!
3HaTb, Takas Mo gosowkal

A nn B none He KanunHywka 6bina,
A nn B none pa He KpacHana pocna;
Baanu KanuHyLwky, cnomanum

[aB XKIYTUKU MEHA NOCBA3asIn.

OX Tbl, rope Moe, roptoLLKo!
3HaTb, Takas Mo gosiowwkal

A nb y 6aTiOWKN He foYeHbKa bbina,
Y poOvmoii He LUBETOYEK A pocna;
HeBonen meHA, 6eaHyto, B3ANM

M ¢ HemunbIm, cefibiM, MOBEHYanNM.

OX Tbl, rope Moe, roptoLLKO!
3HaTb, Takas MOA [OSIOLIKA.

UBaH Cypukos

[4] KOJIbIBEJIbHAA MECHA (Kolibel’naya pesnya)

Cnw, guTA Moe, ycHu!

B HAHbKYM COH K cebe MaHu:
B HAHbKY A Te6e B3Ana
BeTep, conHue u opna.

YneTen open foMoM;

CorHue CKpblnoch Nof, BOAOW;
BeTep nocne Tpex Hoyel
MuuTca K maTepu CBOEW.

BeTpa crpaluvBaeT matb:
«[ne nssonun nponagatb?

It was the morning of our years! Oh joy, such sweet tears
crying!
O woods! O life! O shady birches’ scent! O spring sun shining!

Aleksey Tolstoy

AND WAS | NOT ONCE A LITTLE BLADE OF GRASS

And was | not once a little blade of grass,
Greening in a field as day by day did pass?

But they cut me down, a little grassy blade

In a sunny field they dried me and they flayed me.

Oh you, sadness mine, oh my misery!
You must be the doom allotted me!

And was | not once a blooming snowball tree?
Scarlet in a field was | not growing free?

But then they cut me down and chopped me,
Plaited me after they had lopped me!

Oh, you sadness mine, oh my misery,
You must be the doom allotted me!

And was | not once my father’s little girl?
Did my darling mother not caress my curls?
Then just as cruelly they broke me

And to an unloved greybeard yoked me,

Oh you, sadness mine, oh my misery!
You must be the doom allotted me.

Ivan Surikov

LULLABY

Sleep, my dear child, go to sleep,
Nannies three your peace do keep:
Three nannies I've found, my son:
An eagle, the wind, and the sun.

Now the eagle has flown home

The sun’s sunk 'neath the sea’s foam.
And the wind after three nights

Fleet now to his mother flies.

She in greeting asks the wind:
‘Say, my son, where have you been?

Ann 3Be3pbl BoeBan?
Anv BONHbI BCE roHAN?»

«He roHAn A BOMH MOPCKMX,
3Be3p He Tporan 30M0TblX,
A anTA obeperan,
Konbibenoyky kavan!»

Cnn, outAa moe, ycHu!

B HAHbLKM COH K cebe MaHu:
B HAHbKM A Tebe B3ANa
BeTep, conHue v opna.

AnonnoH Mavikos

(5] CPEQb LUYMHOI'O BANA (Sred’ shumnovo bala)

Cpepfp WwymHoro 6ana, cnyyamnHo,
B TpeBore Mupckon cyeTsbl,

TebA A yBuaen, HO TanHa

TBOW NOKpbIBana 4epTbl.

JIMwb oun nevanbHO rnafenu,
A ronoc Tak AuBHO 3BYy4ar,

Kak 3BOH OTA@neHHon cBupenu,
Kak mopsa urpatowuii Ban.

MHe cTaH TBOW MOHPaBUICA TOHKUIA
W Becb TBOW 3a4yMUnBLIV BUA,;

A cmex TBOW, U rPYCTHbIN 1 3BOHKUIA,
C Tex nop B MOeM cepaLe 3By4uT.

B yacbl oanMHOKME HouM
Jlo6nto A, yctansii npuneyb
A BXy nNevasnbHble oun,

A cnbilwy Becenyto peyb;

W rpycTHO A Tak 3ackinato,

W B rpe3ax HeBeAOMbIX CrIHO...
Jobnto N TebA — A He 3Hato,
Ho ka)keTca MHe, 4To fitobnio!

Anekcevi ToncTou

[6] KABbI 3HANA fl (Kabi znala ya)

Kabbl 3Hana A, kabbl Begana,
He cmoTpena 6bl n3 okoweyka
A Ha monopua pasypanoro,

Fighting with the stars in space?
To waves white-capped giving chase?’

‘'ve not chased the ocean waves.
The stars gold I've left unscathed.
But I've watched over a child,
Rocked his cradle with breath mild.’

Sleep, my dear child, go to sleep,
Nannies three your peace do keep:
Three nannies I've found, my son:
An eagle, the wind, and the sun.

Apollon Maykov

BY CHANCE AT A BALL I DID SEE YOU

By chance at a ball | did see you

The noise and the vain fuss amidst

Yet mystery somehow did sheathe you,
And shrouded your features in mist.

Just your eyes at me mournfully looked
And your voice spoke so marvellously
Like sweet pipes by a murmuring brook,
Or the play of a wave in the sea.

Your figure, so subtle and dainty,

And sadness have left me becharmed.
Your laughter, so clear and so plaintive,
Is still singing out in my heart.

And now every night when I'm lonely,
And wearily lie down to rest

Your sad eyes before me are glowing:
I hear how you cheerfully jest.

In sadness to sleep now I'm drifting
Through reveries of unrevealed hue.
Do | love you or not? I'm not certain.
It seems to me, though, that | do.

Aleksei Tolstoy

IF I’'D ONLY GUESSED
If I'd only guessed, if I'd only known.

I would not have stared out my windowpane

At that handsome man full of derring-do,



Kak oH exan no Hawer ynuue,
HabekpeHb 3aoMm1BLUM MyPMOTKY,
Kak nmxoro KoHa 6ynaHoro,
3BOHKOHOrOro, JONrorpuBoro,
CynpoTunB OKOH Ha Abl6bl B3abIMan!
Kabbl 3Hana A, kabbl Bepana,

[na Hero 6bl A He pagunaca,

C 30n0TOW KariMol NEeHTy anyto

B kocy anuHHyto He BrnneTana 6bl,
PaHo oo cBeTy He BcTaBana 6bl,
3a okonuuy He cnewmna 6bl,

B poce HoXeHbKW He Mounna 6bl,
Ha npocenok ToT He rnAgena 6bl,
He npoepneT nn Tem NpocesikoM oH,
Ha pyke pepxa nectpa cokonal!
Kabbl 3Hana A, kabbl Begana,

He cupena 6bl N034HO BEYepoM,
MpuroptoHMBLWCh, HA 3aBanunHe,
Ha 3aBanviHe, 6113 konopesA,
Momxunpatoum ga ragarouu,

He npupeT nun oH, HeHarNAQHbIA MO,
HanounTb KoHA cTyaeHon Bogoi!
Kabbl 3Hana A, kabbl Begana...

Anekcevi ToncTon

HET, TOJIbKO TOT, KTO 3HAN
(Net, tol’ko tot, kto znal)

HeT, Tonbko TOT, KTO 3Han
CBupaHbA Xaxay,
MoimET, Kak A cTpagjan

W kak A ctpaxay!

nAaxy A Bpans, HeT cun!
TyckHeeT oko!

AX, KTO MeHAa ntobun

W 3Han, panéko!..

AX, TONbKO TOT, KTO 3Han
CBupaHbA Xxaxay,
MomET, Kak A cTpajan
W kak A cTpaxay.
MoiméT, Kak A cTpajan
W kak A ctpaxay!

As he rode his horse down along our street
With his dashing cap rakishly aslant

On his dun-brown steed down our street he flew
With a hoofbeat-pound, with a wavy mane,
And he reared up just where our windows were!
If I'd only guessed, if I'd only known,

| would not have dressed up in finery,

And my scarlet ribbon golden-fringed

In my tresses long would ne’er braid for him,
Before dawn I'd ne’er have risen for him,
From my village I'd ne’er have raced for him,
In the dew ne’er have wet my feet for him,

At that village road ne’er have stared so much
Hoping by that road he’d come riding down

In his arm bearing a falcon bright.

If I'd only guessed, if I'd only known

| would never have sat up nights so late

All in sadness pent, by a little bench

By a little bench, by the wishing well
Ever-waiting and ever-wondering,

Will he never come, my beloved one,

To give water clean to his dashing steed!

If I'd only guessed, if I'd only known...

Aleksey Tolstoy

NO, ONLY HE WHO KNEW

No, only he who knew

Of trysts the anguish,

Can grasp my anguish true,
Knows how | languish.

Grief now my vision blunts:
My eye sees dimly.

Oh, who did love me once,
From far off knew mel...

No, only he who knew

Of trysts the anguish,

Can grasp my anguish true,
Knows how | languish,

Can grasp my anguish true,
Knows how | languish.

Bea rpyab roput! KTo 3Han
CaupaHbA xaxay,
MowimeT, Kak A cTpaaan

W kak a ctpaxay!...

Jles Mevi /W.B. lete

HU CITIOBA, O OPYI MOM (Ni slova, o drug moy)

Hw cnoBa, o apyr Mo, H1 B3aoxa. ..
Mbl 6ynem ¢ To6oM Monyanwveel...
Benb Monya Hapg KamHeMm,

Hap, KaMHEeM MOrMbHbIM
CKIOHAKOTCA rPYCTHbIE MBDI...

W TONbKO, CKNOHMBLUMCH, YUTAIOT,
Kak A, B TBOEM B30pe ycTanom,
Y70 6bINN AHN ACHOIO CHaCTbA,
Y10 3TOrO cyacTbA — He cTano!
Y10 3TOrO cHacTbA — He cTano!

Hu cnosa, o opyr Mon, HY B3goXa...
Mebl 6yaem ¢ To6ov Monyanuvesl...
Benb Monya Hapg KamHeMm,

Hap, KaMHeM MOrMbHbIM
CKIOHAKOTCA rPYCTHbIE MBDI...
CKINOHAIOTCA rPYCTHbIE MBDI...

Anekceii Mnewees

[9] MOW FEHWUIA, MO AHTEJ1, MO IPYT
(Moy geniy, moy angel, moy drug)

He 3pecb v Tbl NErKOO TEHbIO,
Mo renuiA, Mol aHren, Mow apyr,
Beceayelub TMX0 CO MHOIO

W Tnxo neTaewb BOKpyr?

W pobknm Aapuilb BOOXHOBEHBEM,
W cnapkuii Bpadyelub Heayr,

W Txvm papulb CHOBUAEHbEM,
Mot reHunin, Mol aHren, Mo Apyr...

AdpaHacuii et

My whole breast aches! Who knew
Of trysts the anguish

Can grasp my anguish true,
Knows how | languish!...

Lev Mey / J.W. von Goethe

NOT ONE WORD, NOT ONE SIGH, OH MY FRIEND

Not one word, not one sigh, oh my friend...
You and | both will stay silent...

For o’er the rock silent,

The gravestone e’er silent,

The willows bend mournfully pining.

And, as they droop over, they're reading,
They read in your glance so anguished,
That once you knew happiness fleeting,
And then all that happiness vanished!
And then all that happiness vanished!

Not one word, not one sigh, oh my friend...
You and | both will stay silent...

For o’er the rock’s stillness,

The gravestone e’er silent,

The willows bend mournfully pining...

The willows bend mournfully pining...

Aleksey Pleshcheyev

MY GENIUS, MY ANGEL, MY FRIEND

Do you here invisibly fly round me
My genius, my angel, my friend

With inner speech comfort me quietly
And lightly from heaven descend?

You restore me with shy inspiration
And help me my ailments transcend
And bestow on me dreams’ consolation
My genius, my angel, my friend...

Afanasy Fet



H.A. PUMCKUIA-KOPCAKOB

HE BETEP, BEA C BbICOTbI (Ne veter, veya s visoti)

He BeTep, BeA C BbICOTHI,
JINCTOB KOCHYNCA HOYBIO JTYHHOIA;
Moe# pywm KocHynach Tbl

OHa TpeBOXHa, Kak NINCTI,

OHa, KaK rycnv, MHOroCcTpyHHa.

KuTenckuii BUXpb ee Tep3an
W cokpylmnTenbHbiM Haberom,
CBUCTA 1 BOA, CTPYHbI pBan

M 3aHOCKN XONOAHBIM CHErom.

TBOA Xe peyb nackaeT cnyx,
TBOE NErko NPUKOCHOBEHbE,
Kak oT LuBeTOB neTALWMiA nyx,
Kak mancKon Houn AyHOBEHbeE. ..

Anekcevi Toncton

PEQIEET OBJIAKOB JIETYYAA TPAOA
(Redeyet oblakov letuchaya gryada)

Pepeet obnakos netyyan rpaga.

3Be3pa nevanbHan, BeyepHAn 3Be3nal

TBsol Ny4 ocepebpun yBAALLINE PaBHUHDI,

W opemniowmin 3anme, 1 YEpHbIX CKas BEPLUVHBI.
Jlio6nto TBOW cnabblin CBET B HE6ECHOW BbILLINHE;
OH aymbl pa3byaun, yCHyBLUME BO MHe:

A NOMHIO TBOW BOCXOA, 3HAKOMOE CBETWIO,

Hap mypHoto cTpaHow, rae Bce AnA cepaua Muno,
['Ae CTPOoVHbI TOMOMbI B A0NMHAX BO3HECUC,
I'ne npemneT HeXHbI MUPT Y TEMHbIA KMNapuc,
W cnapgocTHO WyMAT NONyAeHHbIE BOSHbI.

Tam Hekorpa B ropax, CepaeyHou AyMbl NOSHbIN,

Hap mMopem A Bnauun 3afymMumByo NeHb,
Korpa Ha XvXVHbl CXOAUa HoUM TeHb —
W nesa toHaA BO Mrne TebA nckana

M nmeHem cBouM noppyram HasbiBana.

AnekcaHgp lMyLwknH

Nikolay Andreyevich RIMSKY-KORSAKOV
(1844-1908)

"'TWAS NOT THE WIND THAT LIGHTLY BRUSHED

"Twas not the wind that lightly brushed

The moonlit groves from someplace higher
It was my soul that you did touch

And like the leaves, it shook, and blushed,
A many-stringed and quivering lyre.

Once life’s cruel whirlwind at it tore,

In one cruel blow its sweetness seizing,
The strings broke with a how!l and roar
The wood cracked with a snowfall freezing.

But your sweet words caress my ears,
And light and tender is your touching
Like downy flowers’ pollen tears,

Like nights in May, so gently rustling.

Aleksey Tolstoy

THE FLYING WISPS OF CLOUDS ARE THINNING,
SCATTERING FAR

The flying wisps of clouds are thinning, scattering far.

O star of melancholy, oh bright evening star!

Your ray silvers the plains, the vast steppe slowly fading,

The bay that dozes hushed, black cliff-peaks silver painting,

I love your feeble light in Heaven’s height a-glimmering,

It wakens thoughts in me that long since had been
slumbering,

Your rising clings to me, familiar shining sphere,

Above that peaceful land, where all to my heart’s dear,

Where graceful poplars spring up tall in valleys steep,

Where tender myrtles and dark cypresses do sleep,

And sweetly soft the surf of southern waves is sounding,

There in those mountains |, wrapped up in my heart’s
pounding,

Did take my pensive ease and loomed above the sea,

Watched night’s soft shade lull huts to sleep there wistfully,

And through the mists, o star, for you, searching the ether,

With her own name a girl named you to girlfriends eager.

Alexander Pushkin

[i2 3ANAL FACHET B ANI1 BJIEOHO-PO30BOW
(Zapad gasnet v dali bledno-rozovoy)

3anag racHeT B fanu 6negHo-po30BONA,
3Be3abl He6o yceanu YucToe,
Conoseii cBuLET B polue 6epe3oBoi,
W TpaBoto 3anaxno AywucToto.

3Hato, 4TO K Tebe B AyMyLLIKY BKpasnoca.
3Hato cepaua HemonyHble xanobbl,

He xouy A, 4T06 Thl NpUTBOPANAcA

W K ynbibke ceba npuHy>kaana 6bi!

TBoe cepaue 6onut 6e3oTpagHoe,

B HeM He cBeTWT 3B€3aa HN eauHan
Mnayb cBO6OAHO, MOA HeHarnAagHan,
Moka necHA 3ByYMT COMOBbLMHAA,

ConoBbMHaA NECHA YHbINaA,

YT0 Kak xanoba kaTUTcA cnesHan,
Mnayb, Aywa MosA, nnayb, Mo Munas,
TebA Hebo NuLb cnylaeT 38e3aHoe!

Anekces Toncton

{3 NNEHMBLUUCH PO30W, CONIOBEMN
(BOCTO4YHbIX POMAHC)
(Plenivshis’ rozoy, solovey (Vostochniy romans))

MneHnBWMCH PO30Ii conosem

W peHb 1 HoYb NoeT Hapd Heln

Ho posa monya necHam BHemneT
Ha nupe Tak neseL, nHom

MoeT AnA AeBbl MONOAON

A pea munas He 3HaeT

Komy noet un otyero

MeyYanbHbl NECHN Tak ero.

Anekcei KonbLos

HA XOJIMAX FPY3Uu
(Na kholmakh Gruzii)

Ha xonmax py3unu NexxmT HoYyHaA Mrna;
LymuT Aparea npeno MHO0.

MHe rpycTHO 1 Nerko; nevanb Mos CBETNa;
Meyvanb MoA nonHa To6oto,

Tob6oi, ooHOM TOBOM ... YHbIHBA MOero
HWYTO He MyumnT, HE TPEBOXWT,

IN THE WEST THE PALE ROSE SUNSET'S
DARKENING

In the west the pale rose sunset’s darkening
In the clear sky the stars spread out sparkling,
In the birch grove the nightingale’s warbling,
And the flowery scent of grass is heartening.

I know that you still think of me secretly,

And | know your heart’s plaintively murmuring.
And | don’t want you dissembling eagerly,
Never want you smiling forced, unwillingly.

Your heart inconsolably is languishing,

In its heaven not one star is twinkling.

Weep, my beauty, and freely be anguishing
While the nightingale songs pour forth rippling.

For the nightingale sings to us drearily,

Till upon your cheek drops a tear glistening,
Weep, my soul, weep, my darling, weep bitterly,
For the stars in the heavens are listening!

Aleksey Tolstoy

A ROSE HAS CHARMED A NIGHTINGALE
(AN EASTERN ROMANCE)

Arose has charmed a nightingale

Which night and day with song regales
That rose, which hearkens quietly.

A different song is sung and played

By a young bard for a young maid,

But that sweet maid knows not the reason
Why he sings, for whom he longs,

And why so mournful are his songs.

Aleksey Koltsov

UPON THE GEORGIAN HILLS THERE LIES THE HAZE
OF NIGHT

Upon the Georgian hills there lies the haze of night.
Aragva’s river foams beside me.

| feel both sad and light; my melancholy’s bright;
My melancholy’s full entirely

Of you and just of you ... This gloominess of mine
Nothing’s tormenting, nothing’s moving.



n cepALue BHOBb ropUt n NO6BUT — 0TTOrO,
Y70 He NobUTb OHO HE MOXET.

AnekcaHap [MyLkmH

C.B. PAXMAHUHOB

[i8 A XXAQY TEBA! (Ya zhdu tebya)

A xny Tebna! 3akaT yrac,

M HOYM TeMHbIe NOKPOBbI
CnycTnTbCA Ha 3emto roTOBbI
W cnpAaTaTb Hac.

A xay Teba! JywmcTton Mrion

Houb Hanovnna mup ycHyBLUWIA,

W pasnyuunnca aeHb MUHYBLIWIA
Hagek ¢ semnen.

A xay, Tep3anAck n No6A,
CyunTtaro Kaxaple MrHOBeHbA!
MonHa Tockn 1 HeTepneHbsA,
A xpy Teba!

Mapwus [aBbligosa

NMONIOBUNA A HA MEYASb CBOIO
(Polyubila ya na pechal’ svoyu)

Monto6una A,

Ha neuansb cBoto,
CVPOTUHYLLKY
BectanaHHoro.

V> TakaA MHe
[ons Bbinana!
Paanyunnu Hac
Jiogun cunbHble;
YBesanu ero,

Cpanu B pekpyThil...
W conpaTtkoli A,
OpwuHokon A,
3HaTb, B Yyxoi n3be
W cocTapetocs...
VX Takaa MHe
[ons Bbinana.

Tapac Llles4eHko / Anekcevi lNneLyees

My heart again burns up with loving, because — why?
It simply cannot not be loving.

Alexander Pushkin

Sergey Vasilyevich Rachmaninov (1873-1943)

1 WAIT FOR YOU

| wait for you! The twilight fell

And now night’s shades are softly falling,
With darkness comforting they’re calling
To hide us well.

| wait for you! Sweet-scented night
Soothing the world that sleeps fast
From earth has parted now the day past
Now hid from sight.

I wait, and suffer in love’s stew

And count each second and each moment
In grief and in impatient torment,

| wait for you!

Mariya Davidova

OH, I FELL IN LOVE, TO MY OWN DESPAIR

Oh, | fell in love

To my own despair
With an orphan lad

A sweet ill-starred boy.
Oh indeed that was
What was fated me!
We were ripped apart:
People powerful
Came recruiting him;
He was dragged away.
I'm a soldier’s wife,
And I'm all alone

And | will get old

In a stranger’s home.
Oh indeed that was
What was fated me.

Taras Shevchenko / Aleksey Pleshcheyev

HE NMOW, KPACABULA, NMPU MHE
(Ne poy, krasavitsa, pri mne)

He non, kpacasuua, npyu mHe

Tbl neceH py3nn nevansHoOm:
HanomuHatoT MHe oHe

[pyryto >n3sHb 1 6eper fanbHbli.

VBbI! HANOMUHAIOT MHE

TBOW XXECTOKME HaneBbl

W cTenb, 1 HOYb — 1 NpW NyHe
YepThl panekoin, 6egHon aesbl!..

A npuspak MunbIA, POKOBOWA,
TebAa yBuaes, 3abbiBato;

Ho Tbl noewwb — 1 Npeao MHoOW
Ero A BHOBb BoOoGparkato.

He non, kpacaeuua, npyu mHe

Tbl neceH 'py3nn nevanbHo:
HanomuHaloT MHe oHe

[pyryto >kn3Hb 1 6eper fanbHbIn.

AnekcaHap lMywknH

OH BEAUTY, DO NOT SING TO ME

Oh beauty, do not sing to me

More songs of melancholy Georgia.
For they bring up, evoke in me
Another life, a distant shoreline.

Alas! You call forth in your tune

In your cruel melody’s refraining,

The steppe, the night, and 'neath the moon
The face of a poor, distant maiden.

That darling fateful spectre — when
| see you — I'm forgetting.

But then you sing and once again
Before my eyes it is engendered.

Oh beauty, do not sing to me

More songs of melancholy Georgia.
For they bring up, evoke, in me
Another life, a distant shoreline.

Alexander Pushkin

There are countless romances and songs set to Pushkin poems, but this poem is actually a rare case of the reverse. It
was written by special request as the lyrical accompaniment to a Georgian melody by Alexander Griboyedov, the poet,
playwright, diplomat and composer, during a musical evening Pushkin spent with the composer Mikhail Glinka. In turn, this
poem was set again to the hauntingly beautiful music by Rachmaninov that is featured here. — Julian Henry Lowenfeld

30ECb XOPOLLO (Zdes’ khorosho)

3n4echb XopoLwlo ...

Barnaxn, Boanu oriem

[opuT peka;

LiBeTHbIM KOBpPOM Nyra nernu,
Beneiot obnaka.

3peck HeT nopen ...
3pnecb TUWINHA ...

3neckb Tonbko bor pa A.
LiBeTbl, ia cTapan cocHa,
Oa Tbl, MmeyTa moA!

FanuHa anuHa

BOKAJU3 (Vocalise)

HOW GOOD 'TIS HERE!

How good 'tis here!

See, as if lit on fire

That distant stream!

With flowers the meadow’s carpeted,
And clouds white gleam.

Here no one’s round.

Here all is still.

Here’s only God and me,

The flowers, and an ancient pine
And you, oh dream of mine!

Galina Galina

VOCALISE



BECEHHME BOAbI (Vesenniye vodi)

Ele B nonAx 6eneet cHer,
A BOAbI Y>X BECHOW LUYMAT,
BeryT v 6yaAT CoHHbIV Geper,
BeryT v 6newyT v rnacAar.

OHU rnacAT BO BCE KOHLbI:
«BecHa npet! BecHa noer!
MbI MONIOA0M BECHbI MOHLibI,
OHa Hac Bbicnana snepes.

BecHa npet! BecHa noet!»

N Tnxunx, TENNbIX MANCKNX OHEN
PyMAHbIA, CBETNbIA XOPOBOA,
TonnuTcA BECENO 3a He.

®epop ToTyeB

THE WATERS OF SPRING

The fields still glisten white with snow
Yet you can hear the floods of spring
The stream banks wake, the waters flow
And race and gleam and dance and sing.

In every nook those waters sing
‘The spring arrives! The spring arrives!
We are the heralds of the spring
Her scouts as on she headlong drives.

The spring arrives! The spring arrives!’
Warm, peaceful, lovely days of May
When colours flush and dancing thrives
In cheerful throng come forth to play.

Fyodor Tyutchev

Margarita Gritskova (left)
and Maria Prinz
Photo © Michael Poehn

CO-PRODUCTION
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The songs on this album are not as well known as other works by these three composers, but
this more intimate form of expression often goes straight to the heart and soul of their work.
Tchaikovsky wrote songs throughout his life, and it is easy to find autobiographical parallels in
his chosen themes of love and longing. Rimsky-Korsakov’s songs are characterised by tender
lyricism, while Rachmaninov’s wordless Vocalise has become one of his most famous melodies.

RUSSIAN SONGS

Pyotr II’yich TCHAIKOVSKY
(1840-1893)

(1] I wish I could take all my sadness
(1875)

[2] Those were the first few days of

1:46

spring (1878) 2:45
[3] And was I not once a little blade of

grass (1880) 5:18
[4] Lullaby (1872) 4:27

(5] By chance at a ball I did see you

(1878) 1:49
[6] If I’d only guessed (1880) 4:36
No, only he who knew (1869) 2:37
Not one word, not one sigh, oh my

friend (1869) 2:41

[9] My genius, my angel, my friend

(1857/58) 2:01

Margarita Gritskova,
Mezzo-soprano

Maria Prinz, Piano

CO-PRODUCTION
WITH

3R

Nikolay Andreyevich KLASSIK
RIMSKY-KORSAKOYV (1844-1908)
"Twas not the wind that lightly

brushed (1897) 1:49
[11 The flying wisps of clouds are
thinning, scattering far (1897) 3:21
[12 In the west the pale rose sunset’s
darkening (1897) 2:40
3 A rose has charmed a nightingale
(An Eastern Romance) (1866) 3:10
Upon the Georgian hills there lies
the haze of night (1866) 2:02
Sergey RACHMANINOV
(1873-1943)
(5 I wait for you (1894-96) 1:37

Oh, I fell in love, to my own despair

(1893) 2:16
Oh beauty, do not sing to me

(1893) 4:41
How good ’tis here (1900) 1:44
Vocalise (1912) 5:20

The Waters of Spring (1894-96) 2:09

Sung in Russian. A detailed track list can be found inside the booklet.

Recorded: 12-15 February 2018 at Studio 2, Bayerischer Rundfunk, Munich, Germany * Recording producer:
Torsten Schreier ® Executive producers: Falk Hédfner (BR-KLLASSIK), Klaus Heymann (Naxos)

Recording engineer: Marcus Huber ¢ Publishers: Ricordi

, Muzyka, Moscow [2/-4] [6]-{18], Fiirstner [5],

Boosey & Hawkes * Booklet notes: Keith Anderson ¢ Photo of Margarita Gritskova by Marusya Mavrina
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