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The concert by Egils Silins presented on this CD took place on October 31, 2015, at the Dzintari Concert Hall

in Jarmala, Latvia. A century ago this area was called Edinburgh. Its railway station by the Gulf of Riga received
such an exotic name in honour of the marriage of the Grand Duchess Maria Alexandrovna of Russia (daughter
of Tsar Alexander I1) to the Duke of Edinburgh in 1874. And it was to Edinburgh — not yet known as Dzintari —
that the Latvian composer Emils Darzing often came in the summers over a century ago to listen to concerts
at the open-air stage in Horn's Garden, and then rush back to Riga to write another review. He even ended
one of his last reviews with the words “swearing on all the missed trains...." But, unfortunately, he did not miss
the train that led to his death in an accident near the Zasulauks station in Riga.

Darzins died at the end of the summer of 1910. This means that most of the music in Silins' concert
programme was written well over a century ago. Today these songs are considered classic Latvian art songs.
Did Darzins, Vitols, Kalnins and Melngailis ever ponder that while writing their songs? | doubt it. There was
little time for daydreaming back then.

In 1901, the 25-year-old Darzing and 22-year-old Alfréds Kalning left St. Petersburg and the St. Petersburg
Conservatory before having finished their studies. They felt it was much more important to return to their
homeland and begin working on the creation of Latvian music, rather than wait around to receive their
diplomas. We can only imagine how determined and idealistic they were to have such dreams, to undertake
such a grand task and to admirably accomplish it.

Only a year later Darzing wrote about Kalning' art songs: “Two notebooks of new songs would be an
insignificant event for any large cultural nation. But for us it is a noteworthy occasion. We cannot yet count
our own composers in the tens, and it is no difficult task to count their compositions. We have masterpieces
of choral music that surpass those of foreign composers, and we have considerable collections of folk songs
and music, but that is almost all we have. We still have no operas, and the genre of symphonic music has also
only been touched upon. By this | do not mean to reproach our composers. The contemporary Latvian artist
is like a plant that is able to survive severe winters. Poor living conditions, then long and both physically and
spiritually overwhelming years of study at the conservatory, then real life with all of its demands, coldness and
ruthlessness. Much talent and much joy for life is thus lost. They pass into obscurity ‘with no work, no fruits,
no summer’, as the poet Rainis sang.”

Darzing was the only Latvian composer of the day to dare to remain and settle in Riga — to accept real, cold
and ruthless life in that city.... Baltic-German culture dominated in Riga at that time, and there was simply
no work in the city for young Latvian cultural figures. Kalning soon left for Parnu, Emilis Melngailis moved to
Tashkent, and older composers such as Jazeps Vitols and Andrejs Jurjans had already settled in St. Petersburg
and Kharkov, where they remained until the end of the First World War.

And, despite the fact that his work as a music critic took up much of his time and energy, Darzin3' concert
reviews and descriptions of his colleagues’ work never lost that feeling of idealism. With all the means
available to him, including his concert reviews, he continued to unyieldingly fight for the education of the
Latvian people and encourage them to actively develop their spiritual lives.



The fate of both Darzins himself and his works is cruel but also unique. He wrote 17 songs for a cappella choir
and 19 art songs as well as the unbelievably popular Valse mélancolique for symphonic orchestra, and that is
all. But his early death is not the only determining factor in the relatively small amount of work he left behind.
Rather, he held himself and art in general to very high standards. “Dilettantes always think artists are a kind of
automaton, which need only lift its hand in order for pearls to pour out of its sleeve. They forget that the work
of every artist is the result of years of suffering, his unquenchable longing and the most secret movements of
his soul, that with each new work he gives us a piece of his flesh and blood, that every new work is a grain of
gold that comes to light only after a lengthy polishing and purifying,” he wrote, not to justify his own method
of working, but of art in general. However, it is probably due to Darzins' very high standards of quality that
each and every one of his songs are now an integral part of our choral repertoire and every one of his art songs
continues to be performed at concerts by the country's best artists.

Darzind’ comments about his colleagues’ music not only characterise it very precisely, but also often help us
to understand his own aesthetic views.

Regarding Vitols' songs, for example, Darzins pointed to his special style, in which everything superfluous is
cast aside and in which a certain striving towards clarity and simplicity can be heard. “His expression is short
and definite, plastic — not too much, not too little. His musical language is convincing, full of feeling but never
sentimental even in its most lyrical sections.” Vitols' imagery ranges from the intimate poetry of nature that
is “quiet, lucid, crystal clear, without longing or sorrow, like a clear, starry winter night" (The Sound of Kokles)
to the poetry of love (Below Your High, White Window). Darzins called the latter song a beautiful romance
that is “full of rosy love poetry, a poetry that has no hint of sickly sweetness nor sorrow or mourning”. As
confirmation of “how diverse are the strings of Vitols' kokle”, he mentioned his epic A Goblet on the Isle of the
Dead, full of demonic fantasy, as well as In a White Birch Cradle, which reflects the tone of folk songs. Both
songs are now considered masterpieces of Latvian classical music. “Technically speaking, the song’s melody is
easy to sing. But only few will be able to deliver what is inside the melody,” wrote Darzin$ about Vitols’ music.

Regarding Alfréds Kalning’ music he wrote: “From the very first measures we realise that we have a poet in
front of us, a poet whose intentions are expressed through sound.” “Nature, our northern Nature, our Latvian
lands, our birch groves — that is what Kalnins turns to for inspiration for his creative endeavours. And he has,
and will have, no match when it comes to transforming this inspiration into sound....” “Every strain of the
accompaniment to | Wonder is like a complete painting. (..) Itis a poetry of longing, an unsatisfiable longing
for tranquillity, home, homeland, something unattainable and unsummonable, a longing for lost happiness
and love."

Elsewhere, when writing about Kalning’ music, Darzins touched upon the dominating aesthetic expressions
of his time: “This lyricism of the long-suffering soul, which we now encounter in modern art and which is
the result of the greatest of spiritual battles and the deepest of suffering — and, in addition, which our own
poets, such as [Janis] Poruks and Aspazija, have also used to greater or lesser extent in their best works —
this deepest of lyricisms is virtually a b s e n t from Kalnins" work. Kalning is not a tragic artist, he is not a
Weltschmerz poet, he is not a ‘Decadent’. And thus | believe that Kalnins" music, no matter how deep it may



be, still does not resound in the most hidden corners of the soul, still does not touch the finest tendrils of the
soul. Only in a few of his works does he approach this deep lyricism.”

Paradoxically, by saying what Kalning’ music | a c k s, Darzins reveals what his own songs do have. They possess
an elegiac melancholy and tragedy-tinted emotion that characterised turn-of-the-century art as a whole. It

has motifs of sorrow, loneliness and lost expectations that were aroused in Latvian poetry of the day by the
collapse of ideals in the face of real life and the indifference and incomprehension of the people. Darzins was also
sometimes called a Decadent, to which he responded that almost every tragically toned piece of art was called
Decadent at that time. The opposite to the prevailing pessimism of the day was born in the call for counteraction
and unity inspired by the Revolution of 1905, and this entered Latvian music through the poetry of Rainis.

In this CD, we hear Emilis Melngailis’ interpretation of Rainis’ Golden Leaves. Inspired by the powerful ideals of
the day, Melngailis saw the ideals of his own creative output in the uniformity and optimism of Latvian folkloric
awareness. He always prided himself in the fact that he was unable to be sensitive and did not understand what
Kalning and Darzing meant by mood (Stimmung). Regarding Melngailis’ music, Darzing once wrote: “If ideal
simplicity and authentic depth of emotion are combined to such great extent in a single work, then that work
must be called a work of art. And moreover, a La tvianwork of art.”

Darzins' statements truly help us to feel and understand the era in which most of the songs on this CD were
composed, and they let us recognise their significance as well as the significance of their creators, not only in the
past but also today.

Siling’ selection of songs, for its part, lets us enjoy the music via a broad range of themes and emotions. On this
CD we hear romances inspired by the St. Petersburg tradition and never lacking in enthusiasm and exaltation
(Vitols' Below Your High, White Window and [ Still Recall That Silent Night; Darzins' Spanish Romance), intimately
fragile love poetry (Darzins' Tell Me the Hour, the Moment and Close Your Eyes and Smile), resignation (Darzins'
You Still Pick Roses and In Defiance of Pain; Kalnins' Autumn Flower), folkloric naiveté (Vitols' Listen, Bright-

Eyed Maiden and In a White Birch Cradle), reflections of symbolism (A Goblet on the Isle of the Dead) and even
narratives reminiscent of a Hitchcock film (The Orchid’s Dream).

In addition to Darzins' songs, there is even a greater number of Vitols' songs on this CD. Latvians tend to consider
Vitols the most influential Latvian composer of the first half of the 20th century and practically the symbol of
Latvian classical music in general. This is based on his importance in the development of Latvian classical music
and its music institutions and on his great authority and invaluable significance in his work as a pedagogue.
When the Republic of Latvia declared independence in 1918, Vitols became the rector of the newly established
Conservatory of Latvia and, with only short breaks, remained in the position until 1944, when he fled into exile.
Siling' recordings also include compositions by several of Vitols' students: Janis Kalning, Bruno Skulte, Arvids
Zilinskis and Talivaldis Kenins. It seems that, despite having been composed in the mid-20th century or even
later, they are united by the presence of some archetypical character of the art song, a reflection across time of
a noble, Schubert-like vocal poetry. Of course, with one exception — Kenins" humorous Miestins (The Village),
which portrays the charm of the village.



Before bass-baritone Egils Silins’ debut at the Royal Opera House in London'’s Covent Garden in 2011 in the
role of the Flying Dutchman, Michael Church, a reviewer at The Independent, wrote: “With all his success, he's
become a sort of Flying Dutchman himself. | catch him in London between performances in St. Petersburg
(the day before) and Zurich (the day after). He has bases in Germany, Spain and Latvia: 'In the last 10 years,
I've never spent more than three weeks at a time in any one place. And | like this life.””

Silins studied at the Latvian Academy of Music in Gurijs Antipovs' singing class and Leonids Vigners' opera
class. He actively participated in competitions at the beginning of his career and has won ten international
competition prizes. He debuted at the Latvian National Opera in 1988 in Arrigo Boito's opera Mefistofele and
began his international career a few years later at the Vienna Volksoper again in the role of Méphistophélés (in
Gounod's Faust). Siling' repertoire also includes the role of Méphistophélés in Berlioz's La damnation de Faust.

Silins has performed at La Scala in Milan, the Metropolitan Opera in New York City, the Covent Garden Royal
Opera House in London, the Opéra Bastille in Paris, the Vienna State Opera and the Vienna Volksoper, the
opera houses in Barcelona, Munich, Zurich, Dresden, Berlin, Hamburg, Chicago, Tokyo and many others

as well as countless festivals in Europe, Asia and America, such as Tanglewood, Savonlinna, Glyndebourne,
Bregenz, Nomori and others. He has performed in productions conducted by Andrew Davis, Colin Davis,
Daniele Gatti, Nikolaus Harnoncourt, Christian Thielemann, Zubin Mehta, Riccardo Muti, Seiji Ozawa, Mariss
Jansons, Andris Nelsons and many others.

Even though he has sung a great variety of roles — from Escamillo to Oedipus, from Jochanaan to lago, from
Wotan to the Demon (Silins is often referred to as the god and demon of opera), numbering close to one
hundred roles in all — he has lately been in demand as a superb interpreter of Wagnerian heroes. He has
also performed oratorial and symphonic works by Mozart, Beethoven, Mendelssohn, Brahms, Dvofék and
Shostakovich.

In 2013, Silins received the Latvijas Gaze award for best soloist at the Latvian National Opera for his role as
Wotan in the Opera’s production of Wagner's Ring Cycle. He is also a three-time winner of Latvia's Grand
Music Award (1996, 2003, 2014) and a recipient of the Order of the Three Stars. He was named the year's best
singer in Croatia in 2011. Together with Maris Skuja, Silin$ has recorded songs by Tchaikovsky, Rachmaninoff
and Mussorgsky. He has participated in recordings of the operas Die Valkiire (Marc Elder), Aleko (Vladimir
Fedoseyev), Rinaldo (Harry Bicket), Samson and Delilah (Colin Davis), The Demon (Fedoseyev) and Les Noces
(Vladimir Ashkenazy) as well as recordings of religious music by Schubert and Mozart and the Sony Classical
CD Wagner in Switzerland with Zurich's Tonhalle Orchestra and conductor David Zinman.

Today, Siling mostly devotes himself to large musical projects such as vocal symphonic works or operas and
has been performing ever fewer solo concerts. In an interview with Latvijas Radio before his solo concert

in Dzintari, he stated: “I often need only two days in Latvia in order to regain my energy. I'm very much
looking forward to performing in Latvia, and | particularly wish to sing Latvian music. For some time now
I've thought that Latvian vocal chamber music has been undeservedly forgotten. In describing these songs,



| must say that we Latvians are quite sorrowful — we lack happy songs! But what's special are the songs’
lyrics, which caress the Latvian’s soul. Who else will popularise them if not ourselves, and why not soloists
with recognised names?” Silin$ believes that “if performed well, the music will definitely be of interest to
audiences abroad as well. We have so much good music. We shouldn't be afraid; we should instead sing
and play.”

Pianist Maris Skuja studied not only piano but also composition and music theory at the Latvian
Academy of Music. He was a répétiteur at the Latvian National Opera from 1974 to 1990, about which Egils
Silins commented: “Maris and | have worked together for 30 years already. | remember that we started
when | was still a student in my final year at the Latvian Academy of Music, in 1985 or 1986. | gradually
began singing at the Opera, and Maris was like a magnet, a person all of the singers wanted to work with
during rehearsals.”

Skuja has been working at the Graz Opera in Austria since 1991 and has been directing the opera studio
there since 2002. He has regularly performed at the Belvedere Competition in Vienna and is often a

jury member at various competitions. As a répétiteur, he has participated in the preparation of over

100 productions of operas, oratories, cantatas and operettas. He has worked with many distinguished
musicians, including Ana Pusar-Jeri¢, Yvonne Naef, Adrianne Pieczonka, Gabriele Lechner, Harry Peeters
and Andrzej Dobber. He has performed in France, Finland, Sweden, Poland, Canada, Czech Republic, the
United States and Switzerland.






Janis Poruks
Teici to stundu, to bridi

Teici to stundu, to bridi,

Kad tu man roku sniegsi!

Jeb vai tu mazigi mazam,

Ka mani mili, liegsi?

Man saules dienas teic pukes,
Ka manu laimi tu glaba!

Kad tu to manim teiksi,

Tu neizsakami laba?

Man saules dienas driz zudis
Un pukes nobalés lejas!

Nac sniedz man savu roku,
Jel sniedz man savu roku,
Lai laime staro mums sejas!

Teici to stundu, to bridi,
Kad tu man roku sniegsi!
Jeb vai tu mazigi mazam,
Ka mani mili, liegsi?

Janis Poruks
Kad biis as'ras izraudatas

Kad bus as'ras izraudatas,
Kad bus izpriecajies prieks,
Milestiba izmiléta,

Mani apnems naves miegs.
Tad uz kapiem neej, mila,
Neej mani modinat;
As'ras, prieki, milestiba
Nedrikst mani valdzinat.

Lai uz kapa zied tik rozes,
Lai ap mani daba klus;

Lai tie, kas man bij tik mili,
Visi man pie saniem dus...
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Janis Poruks

Tell Me the Hour, the Moment
Tell me the hour, the moment,
When you will give me your hand!
Or will you forever deny

That you love me?

On sunny days flowers tell me,

That you are the keeper of my happiness!
When will you tell me so yourself,

You — so indescribably good?

My sunny days will soon disappear
And the flowers will fade in the valleys!
Come, give me your hand,

Do give me your hand,

So that our faces are radiant with joy!

Tell me the hour, the moment,
When you will give me your hand!
Or will you forever deny

That you love me?

Janis Poruks

When All Tears Will Have Been Shed
When all tears will have been shed
All'happiness enjoyed,

Love loved,

Then the sleep of death will enfold me.

Don't go to the graveyard then, my dear,
Don't go to wake me;

Tears, joy, love

Must not captivate me.

Let only roses bloom on my grave,

Let the silence of nature surround me;
Let those, whom | loved so much,

All sleep by my side...
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Radolfs Blaumanis
Vél tu rozes plic

Vel tu rozes pliic nenotvikdama,

Matos spraudi tas vél bez nodoma.

Vel tu uzsmaidi visai pasaulei,
Vel tu nezini sava skaistuma.

Paies laicin$ Tss, un tu nosarksi,
Birzes ma[iné masas ieraugot.

Un tu pliksi tas vienam vienigam,
Un tu smaidisi vienam vienigam.
Karsti slavés vins Tavu skaistumu,
Bet es staigasu ka pa rudeni.

Janis Poruks
Aizver actinas un smaidi

Aizver actinas un smaidi,
Noliecies pie manas krats:
Atteiksanas, vientuliba

Ir jau diezgan ilgi bats.
Aizver actinas un smaidi,
Sapni lai mas projam nes
Turp, kur milestibas vilnos
Izkustu mums dvéseles.

Aizver actinas un smaidi,
Noliecies pie manas krats.

anis Poruks

Sapju spites

Es neteiksu, ko milgju,
Lidz svéts un taisnis basu,
Lidz tumsibu es izbridis,
Pie skaidribas reiz klasu.

Pie vinas celos kritisu
Un teiksu savu prieku,
Ka beidzot tak par upuri
Es debess gaismai tieku.

Ja vina mani atraidis,
No sevis projam dzis,
Tad mUzigi man asaras
Par netaisnibu Iis.

Ridolfs Blaumanis

You Still Pick Roses

You still pick roses without blushing,
Place them in your hair without intent.
You still smile at all the world.

You are still unaware of your beauty.

A short time will pass, and you will blush

Seeing your sisters at the edge of the birch grove.
And you will pick them for your one and only,
And you will smile for your one and only.

Fervently he will praise your beauty.
But | shall be left as if in autumn.

Janis Poruks
Close Your Eyes and Smile

Close your eyes and smile,
Let me hold you in my arms:
Self-denial and loneliness

We have had for long enough.

Close your eyes and smile,
Let our dreams carry us away
To where in waves of love
Our souls can melt and fuse.

Close your eyes and smile,
Let me hold you in my arms.

Janis Poruks
In Defiance of Pain

| shall not say whom | love

Until | am sanctified and righteous,
Until | have waded through darkness
And reached purity.

I shall fall on my knees before her
And tell of my happiness,

That at last | can offer myself

To the light of heaven.

If she rejects me,

And drives me away,

Then my tears will flow forever
For such injustice.



Helgi
Mana laime

Lauj glaudit tavus matus
Ar laimes as'ram man,
Lai naves sarmu mazam
To cirtas nepaman’!

Lauj skaipstit vaigus un pieri,
Un grumbas izzudis,

Un lapas ziedona prieka

Ka citkart uzsmaidis.

Tev savu sirdi dosu,

Ja tava lauzta klas:

Pie tavas krats tad mirsu,
Ta mana laime bas.

Radolfs Blaumanis
Ka zagsus

Ka zagsus, tik [énam, tik klusitinam
Bez puteniem un bez vétras

Nu ziedonis ir atnacis,

Zied lazdas, zalo jau métras.

Ka zagsus, tik lenam, tik klusitinam,

Ta pasam nezinoti
Pret tevi iedegusies sirds
Un kvélo nu loti, loti.

Vilis Pladonis péc A. Puskina
Spanie$u romance

Nakts suminats, gaiss klusi $nac,
Gvadalkvivira skrej un krac...

Meéness zeltu lecot laista;

Klusu! Klau, kur citara!
Spaniete, ltk, smuiga, skaista,
Atspiezas uz balkona.

Nomet sagu, engel balto,
Paradies ka liljas zieds.

Un caur margu ¢ugunkalto
Dailkajinu lauka liec!

Nakts suminats, gaiss klusi $nac,
Gvadalkvivira skrej un krac...

Helgi

My Happiness

Let me caress your hair

With tears of happiness in my eyes,
So that death's hoar frost

May never be detected in its locks!

Let me kiss your cheeks and forehead,
And the wrinkles will disappear,

And your lips will smile

With the joy of spring as in former times.

| shall give you my heart

If yours breaks:

I shall die close to your bosom,
That will be my happiness.

Rudolfs Blaumanis

As if by Stealth

As if by stealth, so slowly, so quietly,
Without snowfalls and storms

Spring has now arrived,

Hazels are in flower, shrubs already green.

As if by stealth, so slowly, so quietly,
Without my knowing it

You have come into my heart

And it is burning so ardently now.

Vilis Pladonis after Alexander Pushkin
Spanish Romance

With night setting in, there's a quiet hiss in the air,
The Guadalquivir River rushes by roaring...

The rising moon scatters gold;

Quiet! Listen, the zither!

Look! A Spanish woman, slender, beautiful,
Leans against the balcony.

Throw off your shawl, angel in white,
Emerge as a lily flower.

And through the wrought iron railing
Show yourself and your beauty!

With night setting in, there's a quiet hiss in the air,
The Guadalquivir River rushes by roaring...



13

Karlis Skalbe
Par katru stundu

Par katru stundu Dievam pateicos,

Par elpu vienu,
Par katru nodzivoto dienu.
Un ja ar man tik sapes tiek,

Par katru stundu Dievam pateicos,

Ka vin§ man dzivot liek.
Man arf aiziet baitu prieks
Ka aiziet strauti, paztd sniegs.

Rainis

Zeltitas lapas
Cik leni vilkas,

Ka svina kurpém,
Sikatra nakts.

Ka dzisis gaisa jau
Dzives pukstiena
Vajais takts,

Un galvinu lieca
Pie zemes kriits
Zalzala zale,

Bez elpas gaidija
Mezs un putni,
un visa tale----

Ko jus veél skumstat,
JOs jaunas dvésles,
Tik zali sartas?

Péc katras nakts

No rita véja

Js pirmas skartas!
Lak, zeltitas lapas
Tris kalna

Bérzu galotnu zaros.
Tas jus, tas pirmas,
No laimes mirdzot,
Peld austras staros.

Tas junda ritu
Bez bailém 3alcot,
Kaut stingusas salna.

Un cauru dienu
Ar sauliruna
Augstaja kalna.

Karlis Skalbe
For Every Hour

| thank the Lord for every hour,

For each breath | take,

For every day | have lived.

And even if | suffer only pain,

| thank the Lord for every hour

That he bids me live.

To die would also give me joy,

As streams die out, as snow disappears.

Rainis
Golden Leaves

How slowly drags
This interminable night,
As if wearing lead shoes.

As if no longer there,
The weak throb of life's pulse
Is already petering out.

And the green, green grass
Hangs down its head
Embracing the earth.

The forest, the birds
And all the world around us
Is waiting, breathless.

Why are you still grieving,
Young souls,
So green and rosy?

After the interminable night
You are the first to be touched
By the morning wind!

Behold! The golden leaves
Quiver on the top branches
Of the birches on the hill.

They are you, those first ones
Radiant with happiness,
Bathed in the dawning light.

They herald the morning
Fearlessly rustling,
Though numbed by the frost.

And the all day long
On the high hill
They talk to the sun.



Janis Akuraters
Rudena zieds

Smalks miglas lietus,
dzeltenas lapas

un klusums...
Pédgjie ziedi,
pédéjas skanas

un klusums...
Pédéjas asaras,
pédéjas skumjas

un celam gals,

un celam gals...

Andrievs Niedra
Brinoses...

Brinos es, kad rudens diena
Tur aiz priedém taisas aust:
Ka pie celinieka kratim

Vari tu tik drosi snaust?

Ne tu zini, kur tam séta,
Nedz kurp liktens vinu sauc,
Kadus priekus, kadas likstas
Dzive vina kausa jauc.

Masu kazu drimo dziesmu
Garsa vetra dziedaja;

Bérzi vésas stinu cisas
Raibam lapam kaisija.
Vakar tur aiz meza slédzas
Tev uz mazu téva nams,
Cel$ uz manu dzimto zemi
Nenospraudits, nezinams.

Klau! Caur kokiem rita vésma
let jau rasu birdinat,

Un tu dzila miega smaidi...
Z&l man tevi modinat!

Brinos es, kad rudens diena
Tur aiz priedém taisas aust:
Ka pie svesa bégla kratim
Vari tu tik saldi snaust!

14

Janis Akuraters
Autumn Flower

A mist of drizzling rain,
yellow leaves
and silence...

The last flowers
the last sounds
and silence...

The last tears,

the last blues

and the end of the road,
and the end of the road...

Andrievs Niedra
1 Wonder...

| wonder — when the autumn day

Is almost dawning there beyond the pines —
How you can sleep so fearlessly

In the arms of a traveller.

You know not where his home is,
Nor where his destiny calls him,
Nor what pleasures, what troubles
Life has in store for him.

In the vast forest the storm sang
Our wedding'’s gloomy song;
Birches strewed our chilly moss bed
With colourful leaves.

Yesterday, beyond the forest there,

Your father's house was closed to you forever,
The road to my native land

Unmarked, unknown.

Listen! A morning breeze wafts through the trees
And begins to scatter the dew,
And in a deep sleep you smile...
| am sorry to have to wake you!

| wonder — when the autumn day

Is almost dawning there beyond the pines —
How you can sleep so fearlessly

In the arms of an unknown fugitive?
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15 Janis Poruks Below Your High, White Window
Pie tava augsta, balta loga
Pie tava augsta, balta loga
Jau Klusi sniedzas rita blazma,
Un priekskars sarkst, it ka tas justu,
Ka mana milestiba tuvu.

Quietly, the morning glow has already reached
Your high, white window,

And the curtain blushes, as if it feels,

My love is near.

The sky, the earth shines with a rosy glow,
Chaste dew glistens on leaves and flowers,
And the curtains part, at the window
Your radiant figure — my life's dream.

Mirdz debesis, mirdz zeme sarti,
Mirdz lapas, ziedos $kista rasa,
Un priekskars iz3kiras, pie loga mirdz baltais téls —

Mans maza sapnis.

Anna Brigadere

Balta bérza Supolité
Balta bérza stpolité
Gul ka balta vizbulite
Sika, maza mas’ masite,
Aija, aija.

Tal' aiz zalas jaras vina
Sarkanrozu debestina
Nolaidas no ménestina,
Aija, aija.

Meéness sidrablaivu gja,
Liljas ziedu buras séja,
Masin' jaru atpeldéja,
Aija, aija.

Un caur biezu mezu vienu
Gar tinekla pavedienu
Gaja nakti, gaja dienu,
Aija, aija.

Gaja dienu, nakti gaja,
Kad pienaca masu maja
Nu vairs cela nezinaja,
Aija, aija.

Vecais tévs ar gudru zinu,
Vila vinu, sauca vinu,
Pa atslégas cauruminu,
Aija, aija.

In a White Birch Cradle

In a white birch cradle

Our tiny little sister

Sleeps like a white anemone,
Rock-a-bye.

Far beyond the green sea

Ina cloud of red roses

She floated down from the moon,
Rock-a-bye.

The moon fashioned a silver boat,
Fastened sails of lily flowers,

Our dear sister sailed across the sea,
Rock-a-bye.

And through a forest,

Following a cobweb thread,
Walked day and night,
Rock-a-bye.

Walked day and night.

When she came to our house
She no longer knew the way,
Rock-a-bye.

Grandfather knowingly

Enticed her, called to her
Through the keyhole,
Rock-a-bye.



Janis Poruks

Bikeris mironu sala

Talu, aiz kalniem, aiz jaram,
Balaja mironu sala,

Spigulo milzigs biker's
Dzintara kalna gala.

Zelta bikert

Vina dzeltena laistas stari,
Saulei lecot,

Kad mostas miruso dzéraju gari.

Dziesmai skanot par jaru,
Gari uz bikeri steidzas,

Lai péc dzeltena vina
Dveéseles slapes reiz beidzas.
Bikeri dzili jo dzili

Nogrimst cilvéces slapes.
Miruso gari péc naves

Lai vairs nejustu sapes.

Martin$ Johansons
Koklu skanas

Dzirdu koklu skanas skanam
Burvigaja taluma.

It ka debess zvanus skanam
Klusa, skaidra vakara.

Zvaigznes mirdz tik spozas, skaistas

Velve zila, maziga,
Sniega parslas zib un laistas
Meza klusa, snaudusa.

Un es vientul3 plada lauka
Jausmi klausos taluma,
Dabas miers un skana jauka
It ka sapni midzina.
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The Goblet on the Isle of the Dead

Far beyond hills, beyond seas,
On the pallid Isle of the Dead,
A gigantic goblet gleams
Atop an amber hill.

In the golden goblet, in the wine
Golden-yellow, shafts of light shimmer
When, with the rising of the sun,

The spirits of the thirsty begin to stir.

With the sound of song across the sea,
The spirits hasten towards the goblet
To let the yellow wine release

At last the anguish in their souls.

Deep, deep down in the goblet
Human longing drowns,

So that the spirits of the dead
Need no longer feel pain.

Martins Johansons

The Sound of Kokles

| hear the sound of kokles playing
In the distance, so enchanting.
Like the sound of heavenly bells
In the clear, quiet evening.

The stars are shining so brightly, so beautiful
In the eternal blue vault of heaven,
Snowflakes shimmer and glisten

In the quiet, drowsy forest.

And - all alone in the open field —

| listen to new tidings borne from afar,

The peace of nature and the delightful sound
Seem to lull me and let me dream.
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Fricis Barda

Orhidejas sapnis

Palagos baltos aiz tumsajam ratim
Gul orhideja ar atsegtam kratim.
Meénesis liepzaros ligojas, svarstas,

Pa sudraba tvanu ar rasu barstas.
Mirdzosam rokam caur ratim liecas,
Zemu pa kairajam kritim liecas.
Redz gulétaja: balts bruninieks mirdz,
Pienak un saka : te mana sirds!

Bet nu nemsu tavu tik asinainu,

Es atzistu sirzu slepeno mainu.

Un pieplok ving skapsta pie kratim, ak Dievs,
Ne elsot, ne kliegt vairs, ne atnemties.

Bet kratis deg briice

Un kaisligas ltpas asinis stic.

Lidz pagurstot mokas ta sakustas
Un acis kd nemana atveras.

Stav loga ménesis
Sudraba térpies.

Uz krats dreb zirneklis,
Asinis piesticies.

Valdis

Man prata stav vél klusa nakts

Man prata stav vél klusa nakts,
Kad bijam krasta mala,

Un skaidro zvaigznu spozais stars
Ap mums kad lidinaja.

Kad tava mila roka,

Tad S0 manu karsti spieda,
Un méness masu laimei
Tur tik laipnus starus deva.

Man prata vél tavs siltais skats,
Kas tad man sirdr krita,

Un viln's pie kajam glaudas mums,
Ka milestibas ludzot.

Man prata vél, ka lapas tu

Pret manam lapam spiedi,

Un vilni, zvaigznes un viss,

Aiz laimibas Sis zuda.

Frici da
The Orchid’s Dream

Between white sheets, behind the dark windowpanes

An orchid sleeps with her breasts bared.

The moon in the lime tree branches sways to and fro,

Scattering dew in the silvery haze.

Reaching through the panes with glittering hands,

He bends low over the enticing breasts.
The sleeper sees a shining white knight,
He approaches and says: here is my heart!

But now | shall take yours, so full of blood,
| recognize the secret exchange of hearts.

And, with a kiss, he flattens himself against her breast, good God!

No chance to sob, or shout, or regain control.

But the wounded breast burns
And the passionate lips suck blood.
Until weary from pain she stirs
And opens her eyes as if in a daze.

In the window stands the moon
Attired in silver.

On her breast a spider trembles,
Full of sucked blood.

Valdis

1 Still Recall That Quiet Night

| still recall that quiet night
When we were on the shore,
With the clear bright starlight
Shining all around us.

When your dear hand

Ardently pressed mine,

And the moon granted our happiness
Such benevolent rays.

| still recall your warm look,
It fell into my heart then,
And a wave caressed our feet
As if asking for love.

I still recall how you pressed
Your lips against mine,

And waves, stars and all else
Vanished in this ecstasy.



Eduards Zeibots
Klausies, spulgacit!

Klausies, spulgacit, maza zeltainit,
Kadu meitinu es, Itk, pazistu:
Augumins tai stalts, vaidzins sarti balts,
Rozu ltpinas, zilas actinas.

Skaisto galvinu, céli paceltu,

Matu sprodzinas pusko zeltotas,
Skapsta pieriti un ap mutiti

Mili lakstojas, skapstit ilgojas.
Reizem dobulits, Mildas milulits,
Radas vaidzina liela skelmiba .

Tad tai actinas skats man gremdéjas,
Iz tam pretim mirdz vinas daila sirds.

Saki, spulgacit,
Maza zeltainit,
Teic jel, milaka,
Vai neesi ta?

Fricis Barda

Aka

Pie tum3as, dzilas akas
Kluss engelis raudaja,
Un vina asara aka

Ka zvaigznite iekrita.

Ir gajusas dienas un gadi,
Bet aka vél zvaigznite mirdz.
Ak, klusais engel, vai zini,

Ta aka bij’ mana sirds.

Atis Kenins
Glasts

Glastu tavas milas rokas,
Skdpsts mans saules rieta stars.
Grib vél tavu galvu svétit
Siltais, sartais milas gars.

Skapstu tavas klusas acis,
Valgas IGpas, skisti kairs.
Aiziesi caur nakti diena,
Manim dienu nebds vairs.

Tikai krésla, tikai mina,
Talu skanés sapnu zvans,
Vinam tumsa preti iedams
Tevi meklés gars vél mans.
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Listen, Bright-Eyed Maiden!

Listen, bright-eyed maiden, golden girl,
I'll tell you of a dear girl | know:

She is tall, her cheeks rosy white,
Rosebud lips, blue eyes.

Her beautiful head, held high,

Is adorned with golden ringlets

That kiss her forehead and play lovingly
Around her mouth, yearning for a kiss.

Sometimes a dimple, Milda's favourite,
Mischievously appears in her cheek.
Then | gaze deep into her eyes

And see her beautiful heart shining there.

Tell me, bright-eyed maiden,
Golden girl,

Do tell me, my beloved one,
Are you not her?

Fricis Barda

The Well

By the deep, dark well
Asilent angel wept,

And his tear fell into the well
Like a tiny star.

Days and years have gone by,

But the star still shines in the well.
O, silent angel, I'll tell you,

That well was my heart.

Atis Kenin$

A Caress

| caress your dear hands,

My kiss is the last ray of the setting sun.
The warm and rosy spirit of love

Still wishes to touch your head in blessing.

| kiss your quiet eyes,

Your moist lips, so pure and yet enticing.
You will pass through the night into day,
There will be no day left for me.

Just twilight, just a memory,

The bell of dreams ringing far away,
Going towards it in the darkness

My spirit will still be searching for you.



eris Aigars

Miestins

Te maza maiznica un siku prec¢u bodes,

Un miesnieks siks, kam jatérzé ik brid’,

Te tumsa téjnica, kur patvaris vél spid,

Un maiga friziere, kas matus griez péc modes.

Péteris Aigars

The Village

A small bakery and shops selling small goods,

And a tiny butcher, who has to chat all the time,

The dark teashop still using a burnished samovar,

And the gentle hairdresser cutting hair according to the fashion.

Un talak, Zidini, sézot piedurvé uz sola,

Sit zoles zabakiern un kaut ko séru daied. And further along, Jewish men, sitting on a bench by the door,

Hammer soles on boots and sing some mournful song.

Bet pari Zogiem sartas georgines zied,
Un kalna baznicina debess mieru sola.

Karlis Zale

Sapnu zeme

Ir tikai paradize viena,

Tik viena sapnu zemeir,
Kur katris akmens cela mala
Skiet it ka mila, laipna sirds.
Tur véji, maigi glastot, 3alko,
Un visi sapni sparnus ples,
Tur visas takas aizsapnojies,
Lai cilvéku vai koku mezs.

Kad, maldoties pa svesiem celiem,
Tev pari salta tumsa grast,

Tu vienu gaismu kratis juti,

To, kas no sapnu zemes plast.

Ai, mana mila sapnu zeme,

Kur paradizes gaisma mirdz,

Kur katris akmens cela mala

Skiet it ka mila, laipna sirds.

Tu tala Dievzemit,

Tu mana Latvija.

Alfréds Kraklis
Aktiera muzs

Aktiera mazs ir ka nemiera liesma,
Lemts tai ir kvélot un dzirksteles mest.
Aktiera mazs ir ka briniska dziesma,
Lemts tai ir skanét un atbalsis nest.

Trauksmainas aizrit mums naktis un dienas,
Tajas gan skumjas, gan laime un prieks.
Gadi un mazs mums ka virtene sienas,
Péksni tu ieraugi, matos jau sniegs.

Varbut ka tu reizém noguris raugies,
Ziemelis skarbs, liekas, seja tev pas.
Bezgala skaists tomér, milotie draugi,
Ir masu trauksmainais aktiera maizs.

But red dahlia flowers tower above the fences,

And on the hill a tiny church promises heavenly peace.

Karlis Zale
Dreamland

There is only one paradise.

Just one dreamland exists.

Where every stone by the roadside
Seem:s like a dear and friendly heart.

Winds, caressing gently, whisper there,
And every dream can spread its wings.
Every pathway has you lost in dreams,
Be it a forest of people or trees.

When, wandering lost along foreign highways,
You are surrounded by an icy gloom,

You can feel one light shining in your heart —
Alight that your dreamland radiates.

O, my beloved dreamland,

Shining with the radiance of paradise,
Where every stone by the roadside
Seem:s like a dear and friendly heart.

Just you, dearest land, so far away,
Just you, my Latvia.

Alfréeds Kruklis
An Actor’s Life

An actor's life is like a restless flame,
Destined to blaze and emit sparks.
An actor's life is like a wonderful song,
Destined to ring out and resound.

Our nights and days pass turbulently,
There is sorrow but also happiness and joy.
The years of our life are strung together,
Suddenly you notice the snow in your hair.

Perhaps you look tired sometimes,
As if facing a harsh north wind.

Yet infinitely beautiful, dear friends,
Is our turbulent actor’s life.
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Egila Silina koncerts, kura ieskanojumu varat baudit $aja CD, notika 2015. gada 31. oktobri Dzintaru koncertzalg,
Jarmala. Pirms simts un vél vairak gadiem 3o vietu sauca par Edinburgu, un pie tik eksotiska nosaukuma
dzelzcela pietura Rigas jaras [ica krasta tika, pateicoties Krievijas cara Aleksandra |l meitas Marijas laulibam ar
Edinburgas hercogu 1874 gada. Tiesi uz Edinburgu, vél nebt ne Dzintariem, pirms nedaudz vairak ka simts
gadiem ik vasaru jo biezi brauca komponists Emils Darzins, lai, tuvéja Horna darza brivdabas estradé jeb muselé
(no vacu val. - gliemeznica) koncertu noklausijies, steigtos atpakal uz Rigu rakstit kartéjo recenziju... Vienu no
savam pédéjam recenzijam Darzins pat beidz $adi — , pie visiem nokavétajiem vilcieniem zvérot”... Un diemzél
paspéj uz to vilcienu, kas vinu aizveda navé negadijuma pie Zasulauka stacijas Riga.

Darzing mira 1910. gada vasaras beigas. Un tas nozimé to, ka ne tikai subjektivu, bet daléji arT objektivu iemeslu dél
lielaka dala Egila Silina koncerta programma ieklauto dziesmu tapu3as pirms krietna gadsimta. Sodien tas saucam
par latvie3u solodziesmu klasiku. Nez vai toreiz, §is dziesmas radot, Darzins, Vitols, Kalnins un Melngailis par ko
tadu maz iedomajas? Saubos. Sapnosanai toreiz laika ta sti nemaz nebija.

1901. gada 25 gadus vecais Darzins un tris gadus jaunakais Kalning pamet Péterburgu un pamet Péterburgas
konservatoriju — nepabeigtu. Jo abiem daudz svarigaka par diplomu tobrid Skiet nepieciesamiba atgriezties
majas, lai talit pat kertos pie darba. Pie latvieSu muzikas radisanas darba.

Varam vien iztéloties, kadam bija jabut idealisma un apnémibas méram, lai par ko tadu sapnotu, lai ko tadu
apnemtos, un lai ar So uzdevumu godam tiktu gala.

Jau gadu vélak Darzins raksta par Alfréda Kalnina solodziesmam: ,Divas burtnicas jauniznakusu dziesmu

batu prieks kaut kuras lielakas kultGrtautas gluzi neievérojams atgadijums. Priek§ mums tas jau ir notikums.
Més savus komponistus neskaitam pat vél ne desmitiem, un vinu darbus ari nebas grati saskaitit. Mums ir
meistardarbi kora literattira, kuri parspgj cittautiesu darbus taja pasa zanra, mums ir krietni tautasdziesmu
krajumi, bet tas arf ir gandriz viss. Nav mums vél operas; ari simfoniskais lauks maz apstradats. Ar to es negribu
musu komponistiem izteikt parmetumus. Maslaika latviesu makslinieks ir ziemcietis. No pat mazam dienam
Sauri, mazpilsoniski apstakli, vélak ilggadigas, miesu un garu nospiedosas studijas konservatorija, tad dzive, reala,
auksta, nezéliga dzive ar visiem tas prasjjumiem. Ta aiziet boja daudz spéka, daudz dzives prieka. Aiziet nezina
,bez darba, bez aug|u, bez vasarinas”, ka Rainis dzied."

nezéligo dzivi... Jo darba Seit jaunajiem latviesu kultdras darbiniekiem, gluzi vienkarsi, nebija — Riga dominé
baltvacu kulttira. Alfréds Kalnin$ pavisam driz dodas uz Pérnavu, Emilis Melngailis — uz Taskentu, bet vecaka
gadagajuma kolégi — Vitols un Jurjans — jau labu laiku iedzivojusies Péterburga un Harkova, un paliks tur lidz pat
1. pasaules kara beigam.

Un, kaut ar Darzina laika un energijas lauvas tiesu noéd kritika darbs, vina koncertu recenzijas un amatbralu
dailrades aprakstos neztd idealisms - vins nepiekapigi, visiem lidzekliem — tai skaita ar savam koncertu
recenzijam - cinas par latviesu tautas izglitoSanu, tas mudinasanu aktivai gara dzivei.

Darzina — komponista — un vina darbu liktenis ir gan skarbs, gan ari unikals. Vien 17 dziesmas korim a cappella un
19 solodziesmas, un vél neiedomajami popularais ,Melanholiskais valsis” simfoniskam orkestrim — tas arf viss.
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Tomér miiza isums nebt nav noteico3ais Darzina dailrades mazskaitliguma iemesls. Drizak — |oti augstas prasibas
gan pret sevi, gan pret makslu. Neba sevis pasa attaisnojumam Darzins savulaik rakstija: , Diletanti arvien doma, ka
makslinieks ir ka kads automats, kuram vajag tikai pakustinat roku, lai no piedurknes izbirdinatu pérles. Vini aizmirst,
ka katrs makslinieka darbs ir vina ilggadéjo ciesanu, vina neapmierinamo ilgu un pasléptako dvéseles kustibu auglis,
ka ar katru jaunu darbu ving dod, ta sakot, gabalu no savas miesas un asinim, ka katrs jauns darbs ir zelta grauds,
kurs tikai péc ilgas tirisanas un $kistisanas ir varéjis nakt dienas gaisma...." Laikam tacu tiesi Siipasi augsta kvalitates
uzstadijuma dé| pilnigi visas Emila Darzina dziesmas ari Sodien ir neatnemama maisu koru repertuara dala, pilnigi
visas vina solodziesmas turpina skanét labako latviesu dziedonu koncertos.

Savukart Darzina rakstitais par vina kolégu muaziku to raksturo loti trapigi. Un nereti palidz saprast ari vina pasa
estétiskos uzskatus.

Ta, runajot par Jazepa Vitola dziesmam, Darzins norada uz vina ipaso stilu, kura atmests viss liekais, un jausama
tiek38anas péc skaidribas un vienkarsibas. ,Vina izteiksme ir isa un noteikta, plastiska, - ne par daudz, ne par maz. Vina
muzikala valoda parliecinosa, jltam bagata, bet pat visliriskakajas vietas nekad sentimentala.” Télu loks sniedzas no
intimas dabas poézijas, kas ,klusa, dzidra, kristalskaidra, bez ilgam un skumjam, ka dzidra, zvaigznota ziemas nakts
(,Koklu skanas”) lidz milestibas dzejai (,Pie tava augst3, balta loga”). So dziesmu Darzins nosauc par skaistu romanci,
kas ,pilna rozainas milestibas poézijas, poézijas, kurai svesa ne vien salkaniba, bet ari skumjas un séras.” To, ,cik
dazadas stigas ir Vitola koklei" apliecina gan Sedevra kategorija ierindota episka, démoniskas fantazijas pilna dziesma
,Bikeris mironu sala”, gan tautasdziesmas toni atbalsojosa , Balta bérza stpolité”. , Dziesmas melodija ir, tehniski
nemot, dziedasanai viegla. Bet atdot to, kas taja ieksa, varés tikai retais”, ari ta par Vitola maziku teicis Emils Darzins.

Savukart par Alfrédu Kalninu vins raksta: ,No pasam pirmajam taktim més nomanam, ka masu prieksa ir
dzejnieks, dzejnieks, kurs savas poetlskas mtencuas izteic skanas.” ,D aba, misu ziemelu daba, masu Latvijas
ares, masu bérzu birzes — Ik, no kurienes Kalnins nem iespaidus savai makslinieciskai radisanai. Un Sos dabas
iespaidus prast parvérst skanas — tur vinam I|dznga nav un nebis... ",Brinos es” (.) katrs vilciens pavadijuma ir vesela
glezna (...) Tair ilgosanas poézija, neapmierinamas ilgosanas péc miera, majas, tévijas, péc kaut ka neaizsniedzama,
neatsaucama, péc zudusas laimes, milestibas.”

Un kada cita vieta, joprojam raksturojot Kalnina maziku, vins skar ari sava laika domingjosas estétikas
izpausmes: ,Ta dzila izciesta dvéseles lirisma, kadu més to tagad sastopam moderna maksla, kurs ir vislielako
dvéseles cinu un dZ|Iak0 cieSanu rezultats un — blakus pieminot — vairak vai mazak izteicies ari dazu maisu
dzejnieku, pieméram, Poruka un Aspazijas, labakos darbos; 51 dzilaka lirisma Tsteniba n a v Kalninam. Kalnins
nav tragisks makslinieks, nav ,Weltschmerza” dzejnieks, nav ,dekadents”. Un, liik, tadé| man liekas, ka Kalnina
maizika, cik dzila ta arf batu, tomér vél neieskan visapsléptakajos dvéseles kaktinos, vél neaizskar vissmalkakas
dvéseles stigas. Un tikai nedaudzos savos darbos vins tuvojas Sim dzilajam lirismam.”

Paradoksala karta Darzina teiktaja par to, ka Kalnina mazika n a v, atklajas tas, kas Darzina pasa dziesmasir.

Ir elégiskas gratsirdibas un tragisma ietonéta emocionalitate, kas raksturoja gadsimtu mijas makslu kopuma. Ir
skumiju, vientulibas un aizlauztu ceribu motivi, kurus ta laika latvieSu dzeja nereti rosinaja idealu sabrukums realas
dzives, sabiedribas vienaldzibas un neizpratnes prieksa. Ari Darzing savureiz nodévéts par ,dekadentu”, uz ko
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vins atbild, precizédams, ka par dekadentisku tolaik dévéta teju ikkatra tragiski tonéta maksla. Tobrid domingjosa
pesimisma pretmets dzimst ka 1905. gada revolcijas iedvesmots aicinajums uz pretsparu un vienotibu, un tas
latviesu mazika ienak caur Raina dzeju. Sai diska Raina ,Zeltitas lapas” dzirdam Emila Melngaila interpretétas.
Varenas kopas idealu iedvesmots, Melngailis savas dailrades idealu saredz folkloriskas apzinas viengabalainiba,
optimisma. Ving vienmér lielijies ar to, ka nevarot bt jteligs, un ka nesaprotot, ko Kalning un Darzins saucot
par noskanu (Stimmung). Tiesi rakstot par Melngaila maiziku, Darzins savulaik teicis: ,Ja kada darba tik liela méra
savienota ideala vienkarsiba ar patiesu jatu dzilumu, tad tads jau jasauc par makslas darbu. Un pie tam par
latviskumakslas darbu.”

Darzina teiktais mums tie$am palidz izjust un izprast laiku, kura tapa lielaka dala aja diska ieklauto dziesmu. Un
lauj apzinaties gan So dziesmu nozimibu, gan - to raditaju darba nozimibu. Ne tikai toreiz, bet ari Sodien.

Savukart Egila Silina programmas izvéle lauj o maziku izbaudit plasa tematiskaja un emocionalaja gamma. Te
dzirdésim gan krievu mazikas citadeles — Péterburgas tradiciju iedvesmotas romances, kuras netraks jasmas un
eksaltacijas (Vitola ,Pie tava augsta, balta loga”, ,Man prata stav vél klusa nakts”, Darzina ,Spaniesu romance”) ,
intimi trausla milas lirika ( Darzina ,Teici to stundu, to bridi", , Aizver actinas un smaidi"), rezignacija ( Darzina ,Vél
tu rozes pluc”, ,Sapju spites”, Kalnina ,Rudens zieds"), folkloriski ietonéts naivums (Vitola ,Klausies, spulgacit”,
,Balta bérzu spolité”), simbolisma atblazma (,Bikeris mironu sala”) un pat Hickoka Sausmu kino cienigi sizeta
manevri (,Orhidejas sapnis”).

Vel bez Darzina dziesmam lielaka skaita 3aja diska skan Jazepa Vitola dziesmas. Tiesi vinu médz uzskatit par
pasu ietekmigako latvieSu muzikas personibu 20.gadsimta pirmaja pusé, gandriz vai par latviesu klasiskas
skanumakslas simbolu. To noteica gan Vitola radosas un sabiedriskas darbibas nozime latviesu klasiskas
muzikas institTciju izveides procesa, gan vina liela autoritate un neparvértéjama nozime pedagogiskaja darba.
Dibinoties Latvijas brivvalstij 1918.gada, Vitols kluva par jaundibinamas Latvijas Konservatorijas rektoru, un ar
Tsiem partraukumiem palika Sai amata lidz pat 1944. gadam, kad devas trimda. Egila Silina ieskanoto dziesmu
vida ir arf vairaku Jazepa Vitola kompozicijas skolnieku — Jana Kalnina, Bruno Skultes, Arvida Zilinska un Talivalza
Kenina dziesmas. Skiet, lai arf 20.gadsimta vida un pat vél vélak komponétas, tas vieno tada ka solodziesmas
arhetipiska téla klatbttne, tada ka Stbertiski cildenas vokalas lirikas atblazma pari laikiem. Ar vienu vien
iznémumu, proti, Talivalza Kenina humorpilno, mazpilsétas Sarmu télojoso ,Miestinu”.

.

Pirms Egila Silina debijas Londonas Covent Garden Karaliskaja Opera 2011. gada Klisto3a holandiesa loma,
Independent aprakstnieks Maikls Cércs rakstija: Neskatoties uz lielajiem panakumiem, vin pats ir kluvis par
tadu ka Klisto3o holandieti. Es vinu satieku Londona starp izradem Péterburga (dienu ieprieks) un Cirihé (dienu
vélak). Vinam ir majas Vacija, Spanija un Latvija. ,Pédéjo desmit gadu laika nekad neesmu kada viena vieta
uzturéjies ilgak par trim nedélam péc kartas. Un man patik $ada dzive', teic dziedonis.

Basbaritons Egils Siling studgjis Latvijas Mazikas akadémija, Gurija Antipova dziedasanas un Leonida Vignera

operas klasés. Karjeras sakumposma aktivi piedalijies konkursos, ir desmit starptautisku konkursu laureats.
Latvijas Nacionalaja Opera vins debitéja 1988.gada Arigo Boito opera ,Mefistofelis”. Tiesi ar Mefistofela lomu



23

Sarla Guno ,Fausta” Vines Tautas opera aizsakas Egila Silina starptautiska karjera. (Japiebilst, ka vina repertuara ir
ari treSais — Hektora Berlioza raditais Mefistofelis. Egils Siling muzicéjis Milanas La Scala, Nujorkas Metropolitan
Opera, Londonas Karaliskaja Covent Garden opera, Parizes Bastilijas opera, Vines Pilsétas un Tautas operas,
Barselonas, Minhenes, Cirihes, Drézdenes, Berlines, Hamburgas, Tokijas, Cikagas un daudzos citos opernamos,
tapat arf neskaitamos festivalos Eiropa, Azija un Amerika — Tenglvuda, Savonlinna, Glaindborna, Bregenca,
Nomori u.c. Vins piedalijies dirigentu Endrja Deivisa, Kolina Deivisa, Danieles Gati, Nikolausa Arnonkira,
Kristiana Tilemana, Zubina Metas, Rikardo Muti, Seidzi Ozavas, Marisa Jansona, Andra Nelsona, ka ari daudzu
citu dirigentu vaditos iestudéjumos.

Lai ar Egila Silina atveidoto lomu klasts ir plass — no Eskamiljo lidz Edipam, no Johanana lidz Jago, no Votana lidz
Démonam (vinu médzot dévét par operpasaules dievu un démonu), un kopskaita tas tuvojas jau simtam, pédéjo
gadu laika vinu daudzviet pasaulé gaida tiesi ka izcilu Vagnera varonu interpretu. Egils Silin3 piedalijies arf Mocarta,
Béthovena, Mendelsona, Bramsa, Dvorzaka, Sostakovica oratorialo un simfonisko opusu atskanojumos.

Par Votana lomu Latvijas Nacionalas operas ,Nibelunga gredzena” tetralogijas iestudéjuma makslinieks 2013.
gada sanéma , Latvijas Gazes” balvu ka gada labakais solists LNO, ving ir triskartéjs Latvijas Lielas mazikas
balvas ieguvéjs (1996,2003,2014), Triju zvaigznu ordena kavalieris. 2011.gada vins tika atzits par gada labako
dziedataja Horvatija. Sadarbiba ar Mari Skuju vins ieskanojis ari Caikovska, Rahmaninova un Musorgska
dziesmas, ir piedalijies operu Valkira" (M.Elders), ,Aleko” (V.Fedosejevs), ,Rinaldo” (H.Bikets), ,Samsons un
Dalila" (K.Deiviss), ,Démons” (V.Fedosejevs), ,Kazinas” (V.ASkenazi) DVD ierakstos, ka ar Stberta un Mocarta
garigas muzikas ieskanojumos. ,Sony Classical” ar vina piedali$anos izdevis CD ,Vagners Sveicé” (Cirihes
Tonhalles orkestris, dirigents D.Zinmans).

Sodien dziedona ikdiena parsvara ir lielie projekti — vokali simfoniskie darbi vai operas, solokoncertu paliekot arvien
mazak. Pirms latviesu solodziesmu koncerta Dzintaros intervija Latvijas Radio dziedonis vélreiz apliecinja: ,Nereti
man pietiek vien ar divam dienam Latvija, lai atjaunotu spékus. Es |oti vélos uzstaties Latvija un it ipasi gribu dziedat
latviesu maziku. Mani jau labu laiku brieda doma, ka latviesu vokala kamermuizika ir daudz par daudz aizmirsta.
Raksturojot 3is dziesmas, jasaka, ka més, latviesi, esam tadi sérigi — mums trikst jautru dziesmul! Bet ta sals ir
dziesmu tekstos, kas glasta latviesa dvéseli. Kurs gan cits to popularizés, ja ne més pasi, un kapéc ne tiesi solisti ar
vardu?!" Dziedonis uzskata, ka ,|zpildita augsta liment, ta noteikti ieinteresétu ari citzemju publiku. Mums ir daudz
kvalitativas muzikas. Nevis jabaidas, bet jadzied un jaspéle.”

Pianists Maris Skuja Latvijas mtzikas akadémija vél bez klavierspéles studéja ari kompoziciju un mazikas
teoriju. No 1974. Lidz 1990.gadam vins bija repetitors Latvijas Nacionalaja opera, un par $o laiku Egils Silins

teic: ,Ar Mari sadarbojamies jau 30 gadu garuma - atceros, ka sakam vél tad, kad biju pédéjo kursu students
Latvijas Mazikas akadémija - 1985. vai 1986.gada. Saku jau palénam dziedat Opera, un Maris bija viens no

tiem magnétiem, ar kuru kopa visi dziedataji gribéja muzicét un stradat méginajumos”. Kops 1991.gada Maris
Skuja strada Gracas opera Austrija, kops 2002. gada tur vada ari operas studiju. Vins regulari muzicégjis Vines
Belvederes konkursa, tapat nereti piedalas Ztrijas darba dazados konkursos. Ka repetitors piedalijies vairak neka
100 iestudéjumu — gan operu, gan oratoriju, kantasu un operesu - sagatavosana. Vins stradajis kopa ar daudziem
izciliem mazikiem, tostarp - Anu Pusaru, Ivonni Néfu, Adrianu Pie¢onku, Gabrielu Lehneri, Hariju Pitersu und
Andzeju Doberu. Koncertgjis Francija, Somija, Zviedrij, Polija, Kanada, Cehija, ASV un Sveice.






