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THE SONGS OF BORYS LYATOSHYNSKY
by Anthony Phillips

When you do something to react against a rigid system, the product loses its authenticity. Rather
one has to act as though the system doesn’t exist at all. That’s the only way music continues to be
viable in the longer term.!

The conductor Theodore Kuchar, born in New York but of Ukrainian descent, has written? that
there are very few musically literate Ukrainians who do not know the Third Symphony of Boris
Lyatoshynsky.3 Almost precisely the reverse is true of their counterparts in Russia, not to mention
western Europe or America. The contrast serves to underline the deep isolation in which Ukrainian
intellectual and cultural life existed throughout the nineteenth century as a neglected outpost of
Imperial Russia, only to sink again, after a brief but rather glorious outpouring in the first two decades
of the twentieth century, beneath the waves of post-Revolution Soviet Russian political and cultural
hegemony, and the aesthetically stifling Communist Party doctrine of Socialist Realism.

Borys Mykolayovych Lyatoshynsky (Mykola is the Ukrainian equivalent of Nikolai) grew up
and came to maturity at the apogee of this short-lived ‘Ukrainian Renaissance’ of writers, artists,
musicians, choreographers and philosophers, parallel to and contemporaneous with Russias Silver
Age. In keeping with the convulsive political and social instability of the times, artists and thinkers
threw off the restrictions of convention to experiment with new forms, new ideas, new language,
new approaches to religion, mysticism and the occult. Collisions abounded: the aesthetic refinement
of Symbolism with the urban barbarity of Futurism, untrammelled individualism with collective
sobornost (national and group solidarity), spirituality with decadence. The time, the place and the

! Alfred Schnittke, 1990, quoted in Peter J. Schmelz, Such Freedom, If Only Musical, Oxford University Press, New York, 2009, p. 3.
2 Booklet notes to his Marco Polo recording (8.223540; 1994) with the Ukrainian State Symphony Orchestra of Lyatoshynsky
Symphonies Nos. 2 and 3.

3 Lyatoshynsky’s name is usually transliterated from Russian as Boris Lyatoshinsky; here I adhere to the Ukrainian version but
have generally retained the more familiar Russian names of places and other individuals.
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milieu produced such artists, writers and thinkers eventually to grace the world stage as Lev Shestov,
Nikolai Berdyaev, Mikhail Bulgakov, Vladimir Tatlin, David Burliuk, Ilya Repin, Sholem Aleichem, Vasily
Grossman, Isaac Babel, Leon Trotsky, Sergei Prokofiev, Leonid Utyosov, Anatoly Lunacharsky, Serge Lifar,
Vatslav and Bronislava Nijinsky, Alexandra Exter, Heinrich Neuhaus, Sviatoslav Richter, Emil Gilels, Ilya
Ehrenburg - although hardly any of these powerful creative spirits would either at the time or now be
recognised as Ukrainian. That is the point, as the writer and polemicist Mykola Khvylovyi argued with
such vehemence in his references to ‘rozstriliane Vidrodzhennia’ (‘the executed Renaissance’) — and his
rallying war cry ‘Het'vid Moskvu!” (Away with Moscow’). Khvylovyi, despairing, committed suicide in
1933.

Lyatoshynsky thus emerged from a cradle of germinating imagination. He was born in 1895 to a
cultivated middle-class family - his father was a local headmaster and school director - in Zhitomir, now
in north-western Ukraine near the Polish border but then the regional capital of Volhynia, a still mainly
rural Governorate of the Russian Empire populated predominantly by Ukrainian-Russians with substantial
German, Polish and Jewish communities. He attended the local gymnazium and on graduation entered
the University of Kiev where he studied law. At the same time he joined the composition class of Reinhold
Gliére, who had come home to Kiev to head the newly founded Kiev Conservatoire. Gliére, who had been
the first proper teacher of the young Prokofiev, another gifted young composer from rural Ukraine, not
only gave Lyatoshynsky a similarly solid and comprehensive grounding in compositional technique and
musical form, but as can be seen from their extensive and candid correspondence extending from 1913 to
Gliére’s death in 1956 and published in 2002,* became a lifelong friend and mentor.

Lyatoshynsky’s very earliest student compositions reflect in their lyrical romanticism his evident
love of Schumann, Chopin and Borodin, but a few short years later, in the chaotic aftermath of the First
World War and the Russian Revolution, his country and Kiev itself descended into anarchy, a battleground
perpetually fought over by the German and Austrian armies, Trotsky’s Red Army, General Denikin's White
Army, the Polish Army, the short-lived German-backed Ukrainian People’s Republic, and anarchists led by
Nestor Makhno. Kiev, for example, was taken by the Red Army on 9 February 1918, by the Germans on
2 March 1918, by the Bolsheviks a second time on 5 February 1919, by the White Army on 31 August 1919,
by the Bolsheviks for a third time on 15 December 1919, by the Polish Army on 6 May 1920, and finally by
the Bolsheviks for the fourth time on 12 June 1920. Against such a background of death, destruction, fear,
high ideals and heroism the young composer’s musical language acquired a more exalted Scriabinesque

4Borys Lyatoshynsky, Epistoliarna Spadshchina (‘Legacy in Letters’): Vol. 1, Boris Lyatoshynsky—Reinhold Gliére, Letters, 1914-1956,
ed. Iya Tsarevich and Marianna Kopitsa, Tchaikovsky National Music Academy of the Ukraine/TOV Zadruga, Kiev, 2002.
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expressionism, as can be heard in his String Quartets Nos. 1 and 2, and his graduation composition, the
First Symphony of 1918. By 1922, the date of composition of the first cycle of songs in this disc, the Five
Romances, Op. 5 [1]-[5], the struggle for independence had been brought to a close by the establishment
of the Ukrainian Soviet Socialist Republic. Culturally speaking, the 1920s were a time of relatively light
Kremlin control, largely due to the principle of korenizatsia (literally ‘growing roots’), a deliberate policy of
fostering indigenous language and culture in the republics of the Soviet Union as a means of counteracting
the former Russian imperial domination. Lyatoshynsky’s music by 1924, the date of the Four Romances
to Verses by Shelley, Op. 14 [6], has absorbed the new language of post-Romantic Central and Western
Europe, not excepting the Second Viennese School. The cycle of piano pieces Otrazhenie (‘Reflections’),
Op. 16, of 1925 and the Violin Sonata, Op. 18, the following year, clearly show this influence. Nevertheless,
it is one thing to take advantage of a relaxed, even encouraging climate for artistic envelope-pushing, but
quite another to take a text such as ‘Ozymandias, Shelley’s outcry against despotism [7], at a time when
Stalin was consolidating his stranglehold over the Soviet Union. Lyatoshynsky had too much courage and
conviction as man and artist to abandon easily his artistic and philosophical integrity.

Towards the end of the decade, perhaps recognising that the pro-western orientation of the
Association of Contemporary Music (in whose Ukrainian chapter Lyatoshynsky had played a prominent
and active part) was losing out to the very different agenda of the militant Association of Proletarian
Musicians, the composer immersed himself in Ukrainian and pan-Slavic history and folklore, producing
in 1926 an Overture on Four Ukrainian Folksongs and in 1929 a large-scale opera based on a historical
novella by one of his favourite writers, Ivan Franko: The Golden Hoop. To what extent this new direction
was influenced by an admixture of pragmatism to an undoubtedly genuine, deeply felt interest is hard
to say, but in any case during the 1930s Lyatoshynsky’s reluctance to jump to the often contradictory
succession of tunes promulgated by the cultural apparatus of the Communist Party under the banner of
Socialist Realism was to cause him much hardship, professional disappointment and emotional distress.
The Second Symphony, composed in 1935-36, a dense and complex work reflecting the individual’s
often conflicting relationship with reality, was harshly reviewed even before the first performance, as a
result of which the performance was cancelled and the work (like Shostakovich’s Fourth Symphony at
approximately the same time) was not heard until 1964, not long before Lyatoshynsky died (in 1968).
Although he escaped specific censure by name in Zhdanov’s Decree of 1948 which for so long blighted
the careers of his better-known (because Moscow-based) fellow-composers Shostakovich, Prokofiev,
Khachaturian and Myaskovsky, the charges of ‘formalist distortion, ‘anti-democratic tendencies” in music
‘antipathetic to the tastes of Soviet people, promotion of ‘atonalism, dissonance and unharmoniousness’
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and ‘neurotic combinations’ all too obviously applied to him. Lest he be in any doubt of this, there were
plenty of hostile opinions he could read in the pages of Pravda, Sovetskaya Kultura, Sovetskoe Iskusstvo and
the like. He wrote to Gliére after the Decree: ‘As a composer I am dead, and do not know when I shall be
resurrected.’

But despite the criticism and virtually total neglect beyond the Ukraine, the lack of performances
and obstacles to publication by the State Publishing House, he kept going, completing (and spending a
further four years revising under heavy Party pressure) a Third Symphony (1951-54), to be followed by
two more; the patriotic opera Shchors, Op. 29 (1938), on the Civil War hero Nikolai Shchors; the Slavonic
Piano Concerto based on Slav folk material, symphonic poems, choral music, chamber music, solo piano
works — and songs. In Ukraine his status as the leading composer was unaffected: at the inaugural congress
of Ukrainian Composers in 1939 he was elected President of the Ukrainian Union of Composers and
continued to play a leading role in the Union until his death.

Lyatoshynsky wrote songs throughout his composing life, amassing a corpus of over sixty, although
few of them were published in his lifetime. Generally, his approach to the setting of poetry is dominated by
the words: he stated that his aim was to create a musical partner (‘accompaniment’ was the term he used)
to the poetry, rather than a piece of music with words attached. The shaping of the melody is determined
by the sound and the sense of the words, as a result of which it can sometimes take several listenings to
grasp the shape of the musical line. At the same time, immense care, imagination and skill are lavished
on the piano parts: they are anything but ‘accompaniments’ but marvellously atmospheric evocations of
the imagery in the poems. Listen, for instance, to the wind in Shelley/Balmont’s ‘A Dirge’ [4], the rustling
of the leaves in Pleshcheyev’s “The Tomb’ [9] or the icy, dead tinkling sound of the suicide’s flower [10].
The choice of poets from whom Lyatoshynsky drew inspiration, or at least the selection of their work for
these songs, reveals much about his artistic personality and, by all accounts, his personal demeanour as
well: introspective, undemonstrative, reluctant to engage in flamboyant or superficial display, firm but not
aggressive in his convictions, with a keen understanding of history and man’s true place in the physical
and spiritual world. Love, death and the transience of human ambition are the themes with which the
composer is concerned. Since these subjects do not generally provoke euphoria among thoughtful people,
the mood is predominantly sombre rather than joyful, but the sensitivity and imaginative resourcefulness
of the settings avoids any hint of morbidity.

Noticeable in this collection is the extent to which Lyatoshynsky modified his musical language
from the dissonance of the 1922 and 1924 cycles, which often resort to sequences of major seventh

5 Letter No. 386, dated 2 May 1948, ibid., p. 358.




harmonies for expressive effect and even (in the setting of Shelley’s ‘A Dirge’ [4]) to dodecaphony, to the
less intimidating idiom of the later collections. The treatment of the Shelley/Balmont ‘Ozymandias’
is a masterfully compressed drama in which the timeless, featureless desert is conveyed by static, empty
chords, suddenly and briefly interrupted by the equally hollow declamatory boast of the long-vanished
tyrant. Pushkin’s “There on the Shore’ has echoes of Musorgsky while the setting of Lermontov’s
wistfully hopeful love song “The Sun’ [14] reminds one of a romance by Tchaikovsky or Borodin. The
decorative piano figuration in Pushkin’s ‘On the Hills of Georgia’ [11] is a clear memory of the ‘orientalism’
of Georgian traditional music. By 1940, the time at which Lyatoshynsky was writing his affectionate
settings of the Ukrainian poets Ivan Franko [15]-[18], Leonid Pervomaiski [19], Maxim Rylsky [22] and
Volodymyr Sosyura [23], the idiom has been simplified still further but without loss of expressivity. The
romances of Borys Lyatoshynsky, Ukrainian composer, take their honoured place with those in the
enduring tradition of Glinka, Dargomyzhsky, Musorgsky, Tchaikovsky, Borodin, Rachmaninov, Prokofiev,
Shostakovich and many others.

The scholarship of the eminent musicologist and Lyatoshynsky specialist Dr Marianna Kopitsa, Professor
of the History of Ukrainian Music at the Tchaikovsky National Music Academy, Kiev, is gratefully
acknowledged.

Anthony Phillips, formerly General Manager of the South Bank Concert Halls in London, now translates
and annotates books by and about Russian musicians and writers. His latest publications are translations of
Rodion Shchedrin’s Autobiographical Memories, published by Schott, Mainz, 2012, and the third of three
volumes of Prokofiev’s diaries, covering the period 1924-33 and published by Faber ¢ Faber in 2012 under
the title Prodigal Son.




Ukrainian-born Vassily Savenko completed his vocal studies at the Moscow
Conservatory. He won both the Mussorgsky and Lysenko Competitions
and has sung principal roles for major opera houses in his native Ukraine
and in Russia, including the Bolshoi Opera in Moscow and the Kirov
Opera, St Petersburg, where he sang Tago (Otello) under Valery Gergiev.

In the early 1990s Vassily Savenko moved to Britain where his debut
at the Wigmore Hall launched the showcase vocal series ‘Russian Images.
This feast of Russian art song was followed by the series ‘Rachmaninov and
Medtner, ‘Russian Horizons, ‘Pushkin in Music’ and ‘Russian settings of
Robert Burns, with much of the material recorded on prominent record
labels — Russian Settings of Robert Burns on Toccata Classics (Tocc 0039).
UK Festival appearances have included the Cheltenham International
Music, Hereford Autumn, Three Choirs, Rimsky-Korsakov, and Oxford
Lieder. Elsewhere he has sung at the Kiev Music Fest, Moscow Autumn, Second International Medtner
Festival, Three Centuries of the Classical Romance in St Petersburg and the Radio Orpheus Music Festival,
Moscow.

Vassily Savenko’s recital programmes on the concert platform and on CD, many with his long-standing
partner, the pianist Alexander Blok, include romances by Arensky, Dargomyzhsky, Denisov, Gliére, Glinka,
Khrennikov, Lyatoshynsky, Medtner, Mosolov, Musorgsky, Rachmaninov, Rimsky-Korsakov, Sviridov,
Taneyev and Tchaikovsky. His collaboration with Tchaikovsky gold-medallist Boris Berezovsky has focused
on the songs of Nikolai Medtner: they have given recitals in the UK, Belgium, Russia and Japan, and recorded
a CD (on the Mirare label).

Sacred works include the Rachmaninov Vespers (Cantor) with Adrian Partington and the Gloucester
Choral Society, and numerous performances of Sacred Orthodox Chants with The Revutsky Academic Male
Capella (Boyan Ensemble of Kiev).

Vassily Savenko made his UK operatic debut in a Rachmaninov double-bill in the dual roles of Baron
(The Miserly Knight) and Lanciotto Malatesta (Francesca da Rimini) for Chelsea Opera. He has performed
with the conductors Nikolai Alexeev, Alexander Annisimov, Alberto Hold-Garrido, Alexander Lazarev,
David Lloyd-Jones, Alexander Polianichko and Gennadi Rozhdestvensky in principal roles for Grange Park
Opera, Opera Holland Park, Opera Ireland, State Theatre Klagenfurt (Austria), Teatro Lirico di Cagliary,
Teatro Nacional, Lisbon, and Welsh National Opera. For his Royal Opera House debut he covered the role
of Sobakin in a new production of Rimsky-Korskov’s The Tsar’s Bride under Mark Elder.

In 2012 he sang the roles Prince Gremin (Eugene Onegin); Khan Konchak (Prince Igor), and the title
role in Boris Godunov for the State Academic Opera Theatre, Ukraine. Later that year he joined the extensive
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European tour of Tchaikovsky’s Iolanta under Emmanuel Villaume, as the mystic healer Ibn-Hakia, with
Anna Netrebko in the title role.
Vassily Savenko’s website can be visited at www.vassilysavenko.co.uk.

Born in Moscow in 1957, Alexander Blok graduated from the Gnessin
Academy of Music, Moscow, in Piano (under Vladimir Tropp) and
composition under Georgy Litinsky). As a principal soloist with the
Moscow Concert Philharmonic, he performs as concert pianist and
chamber-music leader and has toured Germany, Italy, Finland, Norway
and the United Sates, as well as the countries of the former Soviet Union.
A Moscow resident, he joined the USSR Composers’ Union in 1985; his
significant output includes compositions for string orchestra, solo piano,
vocal, chamber and ballet music. He is related to the influential Russian
poet-playwright Alexander Alexandrovich Blok (1880-1921), described
by the Russian literary critic Viktor Zhirmunsky as ‘the last romantic poet’

Alexander Blok made his British concert debut in 1999 at the
Cheltenham International Festival of Music. For two decades he has
partnered Vassily Savenko, who premiered his song-cycle Dreams at the Wigmore Hall in London in 1994.
The work was enthusiastically received, one critic describing it as a ‘a surrealist fairy tale in a modern urban
setting’ Their recitals and recordings exploring some of the rarer Russian vocal masterpieces have won
critical acclaim: noteworthy programmes include ‘Pushkin in Music, ‘Musorgsky and Rimsky-Korsakov,
‘English Poets/Russian Romances” and ‘Russian Settings of Robert Burns.




Five Romances for bass voice and piano, Op. 5 (1922)

No. 1, ‘Tlocne 605

BOTKHYB KOIIbE, OH COPOCIII ILITEM I JIET.

KypraH 6b71 XECTKMIA, BBIOUTBIIA, KOTBIyTa KOOI
Tpynp,

A B criuHy nonjeHb skér. OceHHeil CyIIbIo, KapKo
TYTO C 10Ta.

W ymep oH, OKO4eHeT, 3aCTbUT, TPUIIAB K 3eM/Te
TSKENOI TONIOBOIO.

A BeTep BONIOCAaMM ILEBENNTI, KAK KOBbIIEM, KaK
MEPTBOIO TPABOIO,

W MypaBby 3aKOMOIMIACH B HUX.

Ho paBHOAYIIHO BCE KPYrOM MOTYAIIO.

W maneko cpemy moseit Harux KOMbé B Kypran

BOTKHYTOE TOPYAIO.

Ivan Bunin

No. 2, ‘Cmeptb (Ha kmaa6mme)’

CIHOKOITHO Ha IIOroCTe IO TYHOI..

KpecToB 06bATDSA, KAMHM ¥ CUPEHb.

Ho ot Ham cken. ITog MpaMOpHOII CTeHOIO,
Kax panHMit MpuU3paK, BHITAHYNACH TEHb.

VI 5xyTKO MHe, 1 MOJi IBOHUK MOTM/IBHBII
Kax 6yaTo skJ€ET 4ero-To npu IyHe.
Ho s npy, u TeHb, Kak pab 6eccmbHbIi
OnATb NON3ET, OIATH HOKOPHA MHe!
Ivan Bunin

No. 3, ‘Crapas mecus’

Boin 1apb: €ro cepare OCThIIO.
IToxppina yeno ceamua;

V 6enHoro, JIPAXJIOTO CTapIia
bBrima monopas »xena.

[1]No. 1, ‘After the Battle’

After the last lance thrust, he threw off his helmet
and lay on the ground.

The hill, unyielding ground hard-won, the chain-
mail pricked his chest.

The noon-day sun burning on his back. From the
south the wind blew hot,

Bearing the drought of autumn.

And there he died. His limbs grew stiff and cold,

His head weighed heavy on the earth.

The wind ruffled his hair like withered feather-grass

While ants burrowed deep into his locks.

But all around indifferent silence reigned,

Amid the naked fields a far-off spear-stuck mound.

No. 2, ‘Death (At the Cemetery)’
It is quiet in the graveyard under the moon,
The cold embrace of the crosses, stones and lilac.
Here is our crypt. Upon the marble walls
The outline of a shadow, a ghost before its time.

And horror strikes me, as I seem to see

My moonlit double from the grave awaiting me.
But I walk on. The shadow, powerless slave,
Obediently slinks at my command.

No. 3, ‘A King There Was’
A King there was, now old in years,
With heavy heart and head so grey;
That poor sad aged King,
He took a youthful wife.




Bbit masx, OemoKypblil Kpacaser;

OH X13HDb 6€33200THO JTIOONTI,

V1 miénKoBblii 1teiid) OH MOBCIOAY 3 IOHOIA Iapuiieit
HOCHJL

Tl 3HaeIIb M CTAPYIO IECHIO?
3BYYNT TaK I€Ya/IbHO OHa!
TIpuuioch ymMepeTh UM — Mo60Bb ux Gbiia yepecdayp
YK CUJIbHA.
Heinrich Heine (translated by A. Shkaff)

[4]No. 4, ‘ToxopoHnas Ilecp’

O, Betep, mnadyumit yubiio, O, BECTHUK Ty4n
rpo3oBoi!

Tlemepa, MpadyHas MOIIA, T/ie C/IBILIEH Oypy
37106HBIIT BOJA!

Tl)l, BE€YHO TpeﬂeTHOe MOpe, ThI COCEH BEKOBBIX
ceMmbs ,

OrntaybTe MUPOBOE TOpPE, TOCKY 3eMHOTO ObITHA |

P. B. Shelley (translated by Konstantin Balmont)

No. 5, ‘MHe cHUIOCH’

MHe CHUIOCH: ITeYaIbHO CBETUIA JIyHa,

VI 3BE3[1bI IIEYa/IBHO CBETU/IN;

B Tor TOpOJI, B KOTOPOM OCTajIaCch OHa,

51 Myazcs 3a MHOTME MIJINL.

HPI/IM‘{aIICH ¥ KaMEHHBI Ji0OMa MOPOT TaK INTAMEHHO
CTas 11e/10BarThb s,

Te KaMHI, 9YTO MMIbBIX KaCa/JIMUCA HOT, Kaca/lCbh KpaeB
€€ IIaThs.

TCMHa, XOonmogHa 6bIIIa HOYb; XO/IOHBI M KAMHU
HeMble TIOpora. ..

B oxHe 671e1HBIT 06pa3 Py CBETE IyHBI CMOTPETT I

A page there was, a lovely boy,

His head was fair, his heart was gay;
He bore aloft the silken train
Behind the young Queen’s gowns.

You know the old song, do you not?
It rings so sweet, it tolls so drear!
They both must die, you see,

They loved too much, too well.

[4]No. 4, A Dirge’

No. 5, T Dreamed: The Moon Shone Sadly’

Rough wind, that moanest loud
Grief too sad for song;

Wild wind, when sullen cloud
Knells all the night long;

Sad storm whose tears are vain,
Bare woods, whose branches strain,
Deep caves and dreary main, -
Wail, for the world’s wrong!

I dreamed: the moon shone sadly
And sadly gleamed the stars;

That city where my beloved lives
Drew me for many hundred miles.

I hastened to her house
And passionately kissed the threshold,

That stone so often touched by her dainty foot,

And brushed by the hem of her dress.

The night was long, the night was cold,




TI€49a/IbHO 1 CTPOTO.
Heinrich Heine (translated by Konstantin Balmont)

The stone was colder still,
From the window peered a blank visage,
Cold in the light of the moon.

From Four Romances to Verses by Shelley, Op. 14 (1924)
[6]No. 3, ‘Good Night’

[6]No. 3, ‘Ho6poit Houn’

Tlo6poit Houn? O Het, goporas!
Ona He 106pa, ec/v TOHUT TI60Bb MOIO IPOUb;
TTposenieM eé BMecTe ¢ T060I0 6e3 cHa u Torga oyaer
Ho6past Houb!
PasBe MoxeT 6bITb 06past HOub 6e3 Tebs?
PasBe B cumax s rpycTh o Tebe IPeBO3MOYD?
Her, - Becb MU 1103a6bITh, TPeIeLa i 0051, — 9TO

Ho6past Houb!
Houb /b TeM Xopoliia, 4To Mbl HOYbIO HEXHel,
Or BI06/IEHHBIX ceppier] CKOpOb YHOCHTCS TIPOUb,
Ho He 6yeM coBCeM FOBOPUTb MBI O Hell, U TOIfa
6ynet fobpast HOUb!

P. B. Shelley (translated by Konstantin Balmont)

Osumanous, Op. 15 (1924)

S BCTpeTI My THMKA; OH I U3 CTPaH JaNEKUX

VI MHe cKasasr: ‘BJa/iu, Tie BEYHOCTb CTOPOXKUT
HyCTbIHV[ TULIVHY, Cpefin IeCKoB I‘Hyﬁ()](]/[x
OG/I0MOK CTAaTyM PacIaBLIEICs JIKNT.

VI3 momycTépThIX YepT CKBO3UT HA/IMEHHbIII TI/TaMeHb —
JKemanbe 3acTaB/IATH BeCh MUp cebe CTy>KIUTh;
BasTe/nb ONBITHBI BIOXIT B 6€3/yIIHbI KaMeHb
Te cTpacTy1, YTO MOITIM CTONEThA MEPEKNTD.

u COXpaHMII C/I0OBa 00/I0MOK M3BasgHbs:

Good-night? ah! no; the hour is ill
‘Which severs those it should unite;
Let us remain together still,

Then it will be good night.

How can I call the lone night good,
Though thy sweet wishes wing its flight?
Be it not said, thought, understood -
Then it will be - good night.

To hearts which near each other move
From evening close to morning light,
The night is good; because, my love,
They never say good-night.

‘Ozymandias; Op. 15

I met a traveller from an antique land

Who said: “Two vast and trunkless legs of stone
Stand in the desert. Near them, on the sand,

Half sunk, a shattered visage lies, whose frown,
And wrinkled lip, and sneer of cold command,

Tell that its sculptor well those passions read
Which yet survive, stamped on these lifeless things,
The hand that mocked them and the heart that fed:
And on the pedestal these words appear:

“My name is Ozymandias, King of Kings:




“S1 - OsuMaHpus, 51 — MOLHBII LIAPb Lapeii!
BsriAaHmTe HA MOV BEIMIKNE [IesHbs,
Brrajibiky BceX BpeMéH, BCeX CTPaH U Bcex Mopeii!”

Kpyrom Het Hudero ... [my6okoe MonyaHbe ...
Tlycreins MéprBas ... VI HeGeca Haj Heit ...
P, B. Shelley (translated by Konstantin Balmont)

Look on my works, ye Mighty, and despair!”

Nothing beside remains. Round the decay
Of that colossal wreck, boundless and bare,
The lone and level sands stretch far away’

Three Romances for low voice and piano, Op. 6 (1922)
No. 1, ‘Accursed Place’

No. 1, ‘IIpoxnisToe Mecto’

3/1eCh LIBETHI TaK BBICOKO PACTYT,

3j5ech 1BeTHI BCe O/I€IHBI, CIOBHO CMepPTb,

Ho MexX HIMI OfiYH /LB LIBETOK IIOCPEN BeCh B

GarpsiHIie CTONT.

Ero 1BeT He OT COJHIIA JTy4Yeil — 37eCh He CBETUT OHO
HUKOT/IA.

Ero KpoBBIO TOpsTY€ii 3eM/Is HAlIOW/Ia, HAlMBLIVCh
cama.

Friedrich Hebbel (translated by Zoya Belza-Doroshuk)

[9]No. 2, ‘Mornna’

JIMCThA IyMeNu YHBIIO

B ny6paBe HOYHOIO IIOPOIL.
Ipo6 omycTumy B MOTHIY,
Tpo6, 03apéHHBIIT TYHOIL.

Tuxo, 63 w1ada 3apbuin
W ynammmuch Bce Ipoyb.
To/bKO JTyHa Ha MOTTUTY
Mormya cMoTpera BClo HOUb.
Alexei Pleshcheyev

The flowers here all grow so tall,

The flowers here are pale as death,

Just one among them is deep crimson,

Its brilliance not from the sun, which shines not here,
But nourished by blood drunk from the warm earth.

[9]No. 2, “The Tomb’

The leaves rustled dismally

At night time in the grove.

The coffin, lowered into the grave,
Gleamed palely in the moonlight.
Quietly they buried it, not weeping,
And went their separate ways.

Only the moon, grieving,

Looked down all night on the grave.




No. 3, “3apeIT Ha janbHEM IIepeKTPECTKe’
3aphIT Ha Ja/TbHEM TepeKpECTKe
CaMOyOuUiTIbI TPYII B [IECOK,

Hay num pactér npetodex cunmi,
Camoy6uitl] 1IBETOK.

TaM s1 cTosi, B3fbIxast... Beuep
Bcé cnoM u xomomom 067éx,

VI ipu /ryHe Kadasicsi TUXO
CamOyOuiiLy IBETOK.

Heinrich Heine (translated by Pyotr Vainberg)

No. 3, ‘At the Crossroads’

At the crossroads there is buried
Someone who killed himself.

A flower grows there, a blue flower,
The condemned man’s flower.

I stood sighing at the crossroads,

The night was cold and mute.

In the moonlight the blue flower slowly nodded,
The condemned man’s flower.

From Four Romances to words by Pushkin, Op. 27 (1936)
[M]No. 1, ‘On the Hills of Georgia’

[11] No. 1, ‘Ha xonmax [pysun nexut HouHas Mria’
Ha xonmmax Ipysum n1exxut HouHas MIia
IIymuT Aparsa rnpeso MHOI.
MHe rpycTHO 1 JIETKO: MeYastb MOsi CBET/Ia
Tlegatb MOs O/THA TOGOIO.
To6oi1, T060IT OHOIA.
YVHBIHDSA MOEIO HMYTO He MYYUT, He TPEBOXKNT.
VI cepptie BHOBb TOPUT U OBETCA OTTOTO,
Yro He MOGUTH OHO He MOXET.

No. 2, “Tpu xoua’
B crenu Mupckoit, medanbHol 1 6e36pexHoIL,
TaMHCTBEHHO MPOGIIIICH TPU KITI0Ya:
Kiti04 10HOCTH, K04 GYPHBIIT 1 MATEKHBIIA,
Kunnt, 6exurt, cBepKas 1 >Kypya;
Kacranbckuit K/I0Y BOTHOIO BJIOXHOBEHbS
B creny MUpPCKOIT MU3THAHHMKOB TIONT.
TlocmemHuii K104 - XOMOIHBINA K/TI0Y 3a0BEHbS,
OH crale Bcex Kap cepyila yTOMNT.

Over the hills of Georgia

Lies the gloom of night.

Before me the rushing sound of the Aragva,

I am prey to easy sadness, a sadness light, not dark.
My sadness is filled with thee, and only thee,

It is free from hurt and dread.

My heart is on fire, it loves once again,

Because it must.

No. 2, “Three Springs’

In this world’s boundless, melancholy steppe
Mysteriously appear three springs:

The spring of youth is quick and rebellious,
Boiling, rushing, sparkling and babbling.

From Apollos Castalian spring are bathed by waves
Of inspiration exiles from the world.

The last cold spring of oblivion, sweetest of all,
Slakes the heart free from the world’s heat.




No. 3, “Tam Ha 6pery’ No. 3, ‘There on the Shore’

Tam Ha 6pery, I7ie IpeMIIeT IeC CBAIICHHBII There on the shore, where drowses the sacred wood,
TBOE 51 MM OBTOPSIT, I would repeat your name;

Tam 4acTo st 6pORNT yeAMHEHHDIT There often I wandered alone, gazing into the

VI Bjja/Ib V1A, ¥ MUJION BCTPEUN XA/ distance,

Awaiting our sweet meeting.

Comnne (1940) “The Sun’
Kak connue sumnee npexkpacHo, How fine the sun in winter is,
Korpa, 6pos Mex cepbix Ty, Darting between the winter clouds
Ha Gerible cHera HalpacHO And vainly spilling its wan beams
OHo Kupaet cabpiit my4! On the whiteness of the snow.
Tax To4HO, IeBa MOIOfIAs, Just so, young girl, you dazzle me
TBoit 06pas mpejo MHOI1 GrecTu, With the brilliance of your image,
Ho B30p TBoI1, cuacTbe oberras, But can your glance, which promises such bliss,
Moo 7 iynry o)XuBuT? Bring my soul back to life?
Mikhail Lermontov

From Five Romances to Verses by 1. Franko, Op. 31 (1940)

No. 1, “TBoi 04i, sk Te MOpe’ No. 1, ‘Your Eyes are like the Sea’
TBoi odi, AIK Te MOpe, HECIOKilTHe, CyM sHe. Your eyes are like the sea,
Moro ceplst JaBHE rope MOB IIVJIMHKA B HUX TOHE. Restless and stormy,
TBoi 0di, AK KPMHMIIA, YICTA Ha [EPIOBIM [IHi. My hearts long grief
A Hapiis, AK 3ipHMIA, B HUX BCMIXAa€TbCs MeHi. Is like a mote in them.

Your eyes are like a well,

Lustrous as a pear] to its depths,

And in them hope, like summer lightning,
Smiles at me.

No. 3, ‘Beamesxnee none’ No. 3, ‘Boundless Plain’
BeamexHee 1o/Ie B CHDKHOMY 3aBOIO Boundless plain, covered in snow,
O, jait MeHi 06mmpy it Boi! O give me strength and freedom!




S cam cepen Tebe, MM KiHb HiJo MHOIO
1B cepui HecTepmHii 607i.

Hecwu x MeHe, KOHIO, 110 YUCTOMY IIOJIIO,
Sk Bixop, 10 TyTKa rynsae

Adenb yTeuy A Bifj mororo 6ormo,

o cepue mMeni pospusae!

No. 4, ‘Yomy He cmieurcs Hikom?

Yomy He cmiemics Hikomn?
Yomy B TBOIM cepuii 3uma?

I rope smoposuno yury,

o cmixy B ropri Hema?
Yomy He cmiemics Hikommn?

Yu MOKe TIeKUTD AKUIACH TPiX
BEIMKMI Ha TBOIM CYyM/TiHHIO,
1 3maBmroe pagicanii cmix?
JIeXXuUTh AKUIACH CMYTOK TAEMHUI
Ha TBOIM YyJI0BiM 4071,

I ycmix TBiit — Have mifg ocinb
BCMiXa€TbCSl COHIIE Y MIVII.

No. 5, ‘He MuHaii 3 TOropor’

He muHait 3 moropioio i He cmiiich, Tl

Moske B TiM OCMisIHIM — CyTb TBOTO XXUTTSL.
Moske B TiB 3HeBa)KEHHIM — TBOTO HIACTA Kapﬁ,
Mooke B TiM IIOTOPIKeHIM € m060Bi ckapb.
Moske cMixX TBiiT HUHIIIHIN, cpiﬁ}mﬁ i m3BiHKMIT,
CraHe B TBOil TaM ATi, 32 JOKIp TipKumit.

I stand in your midst, mounted on my steed,
With unbearable pain in my heart.

Carry me, my horse, across the empty plain,
Like the whirlwind raging about me,
Perhaps it will assuage the terrible pain
Which tears my heart asunder.

No. 4, ‘Why do you never laugh?’

Why do you never laugh?

Why is there winter in your heart?
Has grief turned your soul to ice
And silenced laughter there?
Why do you never laugh?
Perhaps some great sin

Lies heavy on your conscience
And stifles joyous laughter?

Or does some secret sorrow
Furrow your superb brow,

And hide your laughter

As autumn mist hides the sun?

No. 5, ‘Do not pass by so proudly, my child’

Do not pass by so proudly, my child, do not laugh!

It may be what you mock is the core of your life.

Perhaps what you despise is the echo of your
happiness;

Perhaps it is the treasure of your love your arrogance

rejects.

Perhaps your present mocking laughter, silvery and

loud,
Will live on in your memory to taunt you.




From Two Romances to Verses by L. Pervomaysky, Op. 32 (1940)
No. 2, ‘Recurring Dreams’

No. 2, ‘Bce MeHi cHuThCS

Bce meHi cunTbCs TOMMOC TBIT My

B noni xpunuisA, ABip moxmmmii.
Tlone pocunocs i komocumnoch,

Bce, 1110 HacHMIIOCD, TIePEMiHNUIOCD.

ITonem 671yKae BiTep B HETORY,
SBip myckae nucta Ha BOTY.
TinbKy KpUHMIA Ilje He 3Minina
Bce MeHi cHUTBCS 3ry6IeHa M.

I hear in my dreams your dear voice;

I see in the field a well below a leaning sycamore,
The field watered with dew and sown with wheat.
Nothing that I dreamt has come to pass:

An ill wind blows over the field,

The sycamore sheds its leaves into the water.
Only the well has not run dry,

And my ruined darling still haunts my dreams.

Romances for bass and piano or orchestra, Op. 57 (1951)

No. 1, ‘A Letter to Siberia’

No. 1, ‘Tlocnanne B Cubups’
Bo ry6une Cubupckux pyx
Xpanure ropyioe TepreHbe,
He npomager Bai cKkopOHbIIT TPYX
VI iyM BBICOKOE CTpeMJIeHbe..

HecuacTblo BepHast cectpa,
Hapexxpa B MpauHOM nofiseMernbe
Pas6yaut ropaocTb u Becenbe,
IIpuper xenmanHas nopa:

JTro60Bb 1 IPY>KeCTBO JI0 Bac
JoiayT CKBO3b MpayHble 3aTBOPBI,
Kak B Bamm KaTOP>KHbIE HOPbI
JToxomuT Moit cBOOOIHBIN I71ac

OKOBBI TAKKME TAfyT,
TeMHUIIBI PYXHYT I CBOGOA
Bac npumet pajjoctHo y BXOa2
VI 6parbs Med BaM OTfamyT!

Alexander Pushkin

In the depths of the Siberian mines
Guard your proud endurance,
Your grievous toil is not in vain,
Nor the nobility of your ambitions.

That faithful sister of misfortune
Hope, in the gloom of the dungeon
Gives birth to pride and joy,

The long-awaited day will come:

Love and friendship come to you

Passing through the dreadful prison bars,
As to your convict cells

My voice of freedom reaches.

Your heavy chains will fall from you,
The fortress walls collapse, and freedom
Welcome you joyfully as you emerge
And your brothers hand you your sword.




No. 2, ‘Onerus’

VICHONHMIICH MOV JKe/laHbs,
CObUTUCD JIABHUIIHYE MEUThI:
Moun xecTokue CTpaaHbs,
Moo m060Bb y3HA/IA THL

HampacHo s ce6s1 TpeBOXuII,

3a CTpacTh BIOTIHE S HATPAXKIEH:

51 BHOBD 141 IIACTDA CEPHLIEM OXKML
Vicyesna rpycTh, KaK CMyTHbII COH.

Tak, OKpoIIeH pocoit OTpajiHO,

B ToT yac, xorgja roput BoCToK,
BHOBb BoCKpecaeT HOYbIO X/Ta/[HOIA
Tlomysapsnbiit Bacunéx.

Kondraty Ryleyev

No. 2, ‘Elegy’

My wishes have been granted,

My long-held dreams have come about:
My cruel sufferings, my love,

You have at last recognised.

Needlessly did I torment myself,

My passion has found its full reward:
My heart lives once again for happiness,
Sorrow has vanished like a misty dream.

Just so, when sprinkled with refreshing dew,
And in the East the light glows red,

After the cool of the night

Revives the wilting cornflower.

Two Romances, Op. 37 (1942)
No. 1, “The Star’

No. 1, ‘3ops”’

MepkuyTb 30pi, 6171010 CTIHOI0 CMYTEH JIeHb Ha 06pii
BCTaE.

CuBnii CHIir 3aHOCUTb 11071€ 6010, YOPHUIT BOPOH

6i/mit TPYII KITIOE.

Bce moBunth. Kpaina sanimina, Bij noxxapuiy
B’€TbCS MEPTBIUI VM.

Hap JninpoM posruiBana MOruia po3mMoBJise 3
BITPOM CHIiroBUM.

XoauTb BiTep, OCNaHelb KPUIATHil, Ha KpUBaBe
3aK/IMKa BUHO...

Tlpunazae o MpUUiNKy XaTu, CPiOHMM NepCTHEM
CTYKQ€ B BiKHO.

Beuip gosri mpoctsrae kpua, Tuxi Tini Bukpammcs
3 XaT,

The stars fade; the white wall of dull day rises on the
horizon.

Grey snow covers the battlefield, a black crow pecks
at the white corpse.

All is still. The countryside is dumb, smoke rises
slowly from the charred houses.

By Dnieper’s side the furious grave [of Shevchenko]
laments in the snow-laden wind.

The wind stalks, a messenger on wings with his
offering of blood-wine,

Stumbles at the cottage doorway, knocks at the
window with his silver ring.

The long-drawn evening spreads its wings, quiet
shadows come out of the cottages,




TToToK /Isir/Ia BOpPOXKa CUJIa, He OOAINTb COHLIS
CymocTar.

TomounsTs nix KaneBoM cersiHim, 0)XKBa€ 1mocratb

Ko63aps.

Bie Bitep 3 fcHoi ITonsann, Hay MockBoxo cBiToBa
3ops!

Maxim Rylsky

No. 2, ‘HajiBume macrs’

Konu gopomy s npuiify B TofuHy pajicHy, mobifHy,

S Ha koriHa ymajy i mouinyio semo pigHy.

Huimpo, i JIaBpa, i MocTu, Becenmit romiH, A3Bin
TPaMBaKo...

Tlo 6pyKy pifHOMY iTH- 5 I[ACTA BUILOTO He 3HAO!

Cuirn...i Tyra... i 61aKNTB...

SK cTbO3M MAZAIOTh TOMIVHIL

I'y muue moe mrymutsb, pupae Bitep 3 Ykpainu.

Komu mopomy s mpuiiy

B ropuny papicny, no6igny,

Sl Ha xomiHa ymajy i mominyro semo pifHy.

Volodymyr Sosyura

The enemy’s power is vanquished, they will not see
the sun again.

The peasants whisper near Kanev; Kobzar the poet’s
statue comes to life.

A wind is blowing from Yasnaya Polyana,
a worldwide star rises over Moscow!

No. 2, ‘The Height of Happiness’

When that joyous day comes and I return home,
victorious,

I shall fall to my knees and kiss my native soil.

The Dnieper, the Lavra monastery, the bridges, the
merry chatter,

To hear the trams, to walk along the pavements — I
know no greater happiness!

The snow ... and the longing ... and the azure sky ...

Fall at times like this like tears,

I feel on my face the sobbing of the wind from
Ukraine.

When that joyous day comes and I return home,
victorious,
I shall fall to my knees and kiss my native soil.

In memory of Iya Sergeevna Tsarevich,
31 October 1928-20 April 2010,

niece of Borys Lyatoshynsky

and an enthusiastic supporter

of this recording project
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The Ukrainian composer Boris Lyatoshynsky (1895-1968) studied with Gliere at the
Kiev Conservatory, where he remained as a much-loved teacher for the rest of his life.
Lyatoshynsky’s songs — a neglected part of his output — meld intense Scriabinesque
expressionism with elements of Ukrainian folksong in a language that embraces both
the lyrical and the dramatic. His setting of Shelley's Ozymandias, with its warning of the
impermanence of power, was a brave act in the Soviet Union of 1924.
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