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People sometimes chuckle at the fact that Emilis Melngailis and Arnold Schoenberg were both born in
the same year, 1874 - just think, the apologist for ancient folk-song diatonics and the founder of twelve-
tone technique as peers! But one must understand that Melngailis belonged to those relatively few for
whom art expresses not so much humanity’s strained relationship with reality but rather serves as a
reflection of the ultimate harmony, beauty and magnificence of nature and the world around us. On this
subject, he made a significant statement: “The first artist is Nature herself. In every snowflake she shoots
forth her divine pattern. In infinite richness she has formed the scales of fishes, the slickness of snails, the
colours of crystals, the flowers of the land. The observant eye perceives it, transposes it and creates the
pattern of its own genus.”

This is especially true of folk art, which is a natural product of nature and a people’s history. It also explains
why Melngailis became a composer, a keen folklorist and an ethnographer all in one person, collecting
more than 4000 folk songs from a thousand traditional singers, transcribing them and developing a
selection of them into about 250 arrangements for choirs. Similarly, his work in other music genres -
especially original choral songs, but also chamber music - vividly reflects elements of folk music as well.
Unusually for the Romantic era, the diatonic dominates in the piano parts of his solo songs. In them, as
in his arrangements of folk songs, we find seventh chords at all degrees of the scale and, even more
frequently, accumulations of softly dissonant major-second harmonies, even chains of such chords (for
example, in K& zagSus (By Stealth), Bérzs i varaviksna (The Birch and the Rainbow), Pasacina (The Little
Story), etc.). All of these songs, especially the last one, show the influence of folk polyphony, in which
harmonies of major seconds and trichords are perceived as consonant.

The music of Melngailis often contains qualities of ancientfolk art not only in individual means of expression
but also in its general mood, such as the concreteness of emotions and the concise “objectivity” of the
image, which are alien to the language of Romantic sighs and verbosity. In this regard, it is perhaps
surprising that he does not shy away from prosaic themes and expressive lyrics, as, for example, in the
song Nebij ménesnicas, nebij ziedu (No Moonlight, No Flowers), in which two people casually seal their
lifelong commitment to each other with a kiss “at the breakfast table, still uncleared”. Melngailis tells this
story matter-of-factly, in a melodic recitative, without even hesitating to mention the mud on that autumn
day. This laconism in expression, this directness, this ability to elevate commonplace situations brings
Melngailis close to Modest Mussorgsky — abstention from sentiment, objective portrayal and, instead
of cantilena, an unembellished yet supple melodicism dictated by the intonations of speech, the most
striking example being Zeltitas lapas (Golden Leaves).

In fact, a defence of Mussorgsky’s musical legacy affected Melngailis’ life quite significantly. As a student
at the Saint Petersburg Conservatoire he came into conflict with his teacher Nikolai Rimsky-Korsakov,
who, while editing Mussorgsky’s opera Boris Godunov, had transformed its harmonic language and
orchestral expression. Melngailis condemned this action and was therefore forced to abandon his studies,
completing his musical education externally. When, a couple of decades later, authorities in European
music argued for the production of the original version of Mussorgsky’s Boris Godunov, even though the
composer’s orchestral score was considered lost, Melngailis himself orchestrated the entire opera based
on the original piano version and organised a performance of it in May 1924 at the Latvian National Opera
in Riga, which became the world’s first restoration of the original version of Boris Godunov.

Mussorgsky’s characteristic restraint from any expressive embellishments seems to be reflected in the
simplicity and modesty of the piano accompaniments to Melngailis’ songs. In some songs, the piano
part not only does not paint or illustrate anything, but the composer even seems to find pleasure in
its sparseness as a particular style - Uz rita pusi (Towards Morning), Rauduves balss (The Duck’s Call),
Divas mazas rocinas (Two Small Hands). Even at the climaxes, the texture often does not expand but
instead thickens into dense, narrow chords that recall the qualities of choral music, Melngailis’ genre par
excellence - Zeltitas lapas (Golden Leaves), Pasacina (The Little Story). This tendency to express himself
concisely and succinctly has also determined the miniature-like form of all of Melngailis’ songs for voice
and piano.

1 Melngailis E. No atzinu pdra. Maksla, 1974, 1, 33. Ipp.

The aforementioned influence from folk art of the diatonic, the vitality and the harmonious sense of the
world does not mean that Melngailis’ solo songs are devoid of reflective, wistful or restless moods - Pirmais
marts (The First of March), Uz rita pusi (Towards Morning) , Man mirdzéja zvaigzne (A Star Shone for Me).
A lighter emotional undercurrent appears not only in songs about the perception of nature, where it does
dominate; according to leva Parsa, the soloist on this aloum, as well as Andrejs Osokins, her partner at
the piano, a lightness remains perceptible in all of Melngailis’ songs, even those exhibiting a certain
resignation. And both musicians realise this idea with conviction and nuance.

This brief glance at the combination of expressive qualities in Melngailis’ 45 solo songs allows us to
conclude that, while the songs do not constitute the most important genre in his oeuvre, he nevertheless
developed his own style through them, and quite a distinctive style at that. If one listens carefully to its
idiosyncrasies, the unique appeal of this style becomes apparent.

Almost a century and a half youngerthan Melngailis, the avantgarde composer Kristaps PETERSONS, who
has written numerous chamber and symphonic works and won several national and international awards,
is also, paradoxically, in some ways related to Melngailis, namely, in his applied, constructive approach to
creativity and, above all, in not shying away from prosaic themes in music. The most striking example in this
respect is Mikhail and Mikhail Play Chess (2008), his opera about the battles between world champions
Mikhail Tal and Mikhail Botvinnik at the chess board.

The works on this album by Pétersons are dominated by various types of sonorics, if sonorics are understood
as a style in which musical expression is based primarily on the acoustic-energetic properties of sound.
In this respect, the presence of percussion in his Music for Piano celebrating the 250™ anniversary of
Beethoven'’s birth is significant, but here the phenomenon of the sonoric physicality of sound is united with
the freely and fancifully wandering, perhaps also post-Romantic, tones emanating from the keyboard. On
the other hand, in Smilgas (Grasses) for mezzo-soprano, Pétersons (who is also the author of the text) has
found it sufficient to juxtapose two concepts - smilgas (‘grasses, dry grasses’) as the loss of green life, and
ilgas (‘longing, yearning’) as the presence of fragile, easily vanishing illusions — to evoke intellectually poetic
content. The rest is accomplished by strings of sonoric vowels, which also allude to features of so-called
spectralism in the composer’s style. A Song with Poetry by Eduards Veidenbaums centres on a popular
poem about lost hopes expressed in chromatic intonations and restrained percussive accents.

Arnolds Kloting

Opera and concert singer leva ParSa has earned diplomas in choral conducting and pedagogy, but she
is at her best in chamber music. While equally successful in interpreting the classics and 20"-century
music, she is most sovereign and in demand when it comes to contemporary and experimental vocal art,
even winning the Latvian Music Award for her work in these genres. Dramatic saturation, exquisite musical
imagination, a developed sense of style — with these vocal qualities ParSa has attracted the attention of
many Latvian composers, who have in turn dedicated compositions to her. Emilis Melngailis is one of
Parsa’s favourite Latvian classical composers.

Andrejs Osokins is an exceptional concert pianist and ensemble player. He regularly performs with the
most prestigious symphony orchestras and conductors in Europe and has won more than ten international
piano competitions in ten years. He has a wide stylistic range and is as perceptive of and attentive to the
specifics of Latvian music as he is to those of world classics.



Zobgali médz pasminét par Emila Melngaila un Arnolda Sénberga kopigo dzimsanas gadu - 1874, tatad -
seno tautasdziesmu diatonikas apologéts iepreti dodekafonijas pamatlicéjam ka vienaudzi! Tacu jasaprot,
ka Melngailis piederéja pie tiem saméra retajiem, kuriem maksla izsaka ne tik daudz cilvéka saspriegtas
attiecibas ar istenibu, bet gan ir paSas apkartéjas pasaules un dabas galigas harmonijas, skaistuma un
lieliskuma atspulgs. Saja sakara zimigs vina teiktais: “Pirma rakstitaja ir pati daba. Katra sniegparsla vina ries
savu dievisko rakstu. Bezgala bagatiba vina veidojusi zivju zvinas, gliemezu gludenumus, kristalu krasas,
zemes ziedus. Vériga acs to uztver, pardarina, rada savas gints rakstu.”

Vél jo vairak tads ir tautas makslas mantojums - dabas un lauZzu vestures dabisks produkts. Tapec
Melngailis kluva par komponistu, dedzigu folkloristu un etnografu viena persona, vin$ pierakstijis pari
par 4000 tautasdziesmu no tUksto$ teicéjiem, tas partvéris un attistijis ap 250 aranzéjumos koriem.
Tautas muzikas Tpadibas metusas spilgtu atblazmu ari paréjos vina jaunrades zanros, it ipasi kora
originaldziesmas, tadu ari kamermazika. Romantisma laikmetam neparasta karta Melngaila solodziesmu
klavieru partija dominé diatonika. Tapat ka tautasdziesmu apdarés, tur sastopam septakordus uz
visam gammas pakapém un vél biezak lielo sekundu sablivejumus miksti disonéjosas saskanas, pat
$adu akordu kédes (Ka zagsus; Bérzs i varaviksna; Pasacina u. c.). Tur visur un seviski pedéja gadijuma
izpauzas ietekme no tautas daudzbalsibas, kura, ka zinams, lielo sekundu vai trihordu saskanas tiek
uztvertas ka konsonanses.

Ne tikai atseviSkos izteiksmes lidzeklos, bet ari visparéja noskana Melngaila jaunrade nereti pauz senas
tautas makslas ipasibas — emociju konkrétibu, télojuma kodoligo priekSmetiskumu, kam sves$a romantisku
nopUtu valoda un daudzvardiba. Sai sakara var parsteigt nevairi$anas no prozaiskas tematikas un izteiksmes
tekstiem, ka, pieméram, dziesma Nebij ménesnicas, nebij ziedu, kur gandriz nejausi sastapies paris savu
mUza deribu zZimogo vien ar sklpstu “pie nesakopta brokastgalda”. Un Melngailis ka pa$saprotamu izstasta
prozaisko stastu melodiska recitativa, nemaz neslépjot arf dublainas rudens dienas kontekstu. Izteiksmes
lakonisms, tieSums, spé&ja apgarot prozaiskas situacijas ir Melngaili satuvindjusi ar Modestu Musorgski —
atturéSanas no sentimenta, kantilénas vietad runas intonaciju diktéta un tomér lokana melodika bez
greznojumiem, objektivs télojums (Zeltitas lapas - spilgtakais paraugs).

Blakus minot, Modesta Musorgska mdzikas mantojuma apologija daudz noteikusi Melngaila maza.
Jau Péterpils konservatorija ving nonaca konflikta ar pasniedzéju N. Rimski-Korsakovu, kurs, redigéjot
Musorgska operu Boriss Godunovs, bija parveidojis tds harmoniju valodu un orkestralo izteiksmi. Sadu
ricibu Melngailis nosodija, vinam bija japamet studijas un vélak japabeidz konservatorija eksterni. Kad
pardesmit gadus vélak par Musorgska operas originalredakcijas uzve$anu iestajas Eiropas muzikalas
autoritates, bet komponista orkestra partitdra skaitijas pazudusi, tad Melngailis pats instrumentéja visu
Borisu Godunovu péc klavieru varianta originala un panaca originalas versijas uzvedumu 1924. gada
maija Latvijas Nacionalaja opera Riga - tas bija pirmais Borisa Godunova originalversijas atjaunojums
pasaulé.

Musorgska muzikai raksturiga atturiba no jebkadiem izteiksmes izskaistinajumiem, $kiet, izpauzas ari
Melngaila dziesmu klavierpavadijumu vienkarsiba, pieticiba. Daza dziesma klavieru partija ne tikai neko
neglezno, neilustre, bet, liekas, komponists pat atrod patiku tas skopuma ka Tpasa stila (Uz rita pusi;
Rauduves balss; Divas mazas rocinas). Sai sakara pat kulminacijas fakttra biezi vien nevérsas plasuma, bet
sabieze blivos Saura salikuma akordos, atgadinot kora muzikas — Melngaila Zanra par excellence - ipasibas
(Zeltitas lapas; Pasacina). Tieksme izteikties lakoniski, kodoligi noteikusi ari Melngaila visu dziesmu balsij
un klavierem miniataro formu.

Jau minéta tautas makslas diatonikas, vitalitates un harmoniskas pasaulizjatas ietekme nenozimé, ka
Melngaila solodziesmas triktu ari pardomu, ilgu un nemiera noskanu (Pirmais marts; Uz rita pusi; Man
mirdzéja zvaigzne). Tacu gaiSa emocionald zemstrava ir ne tikai ar dabas uztveri saistitajas dziesmas, kur
ta doming, bet, ka izteikusies gan §i albuma soliste leva Par8a, gan vinas partneris pie klavierem Andrejs
Osokins, visas Melngaila dziesmas, kur pavid rezignacija, ta tomér nezaudé gaisumu. Un abi muziki $o
domu parliecinos$i un nianséti isteno.

1Melngailis E. No atzinu para. Maksla, 1974, 1, 33. Ipp.

Isais ieskats atsevisko izteiksmes Tpasibu kompleksa lauj secinat, ka, lai arf 45 komponétas solodziesmas
neveido Melngaila jaunrades svarigéko zanru, vin$ tajas izveidojis savu stilu - visai ipatnéju. Uzmanigi
ieklausoties ta savdabiba, atklajas &7 stila originala pievilciba.

Gandriz pusotru gadsimtu par Melngaili jaunakais komponists avangardists Kristaps PETERSONS, daudzu
kamermdazikas un simfonisku darbu autors, vairaku nacionalu un starptautisku atzinibu laureats, ari sava
zind un paradoksala karta tomér radniecigs Melngailim - ar lietisko, konstruktivo pieeju jaunradei un -
galvenais - ar nevairisanos no prozaiskas tematikas mazika. Sai zina spilgtékais piemérs ir vina opera Mihails
un Mihails spélé sahu (2008) - par pasaules Saha ¢empionu Mihaila Tala un Mihaila Botvinnika cinam pie
spéles galdina.

Saja albuma ietvertajos Kristapa Pétersona skandarbos dominé sonorikas paveidi - ja sonoriku izprotam
ka stila virzienu, kur muzikala izteiksme balstas galvenokart skanas akustiski energétiskajas Tpasibas. Sai
sakara zZimiga ir perkusijas klatbGtne Béthovena 250 gadu atcerei veltitaja klavierdarba, tatu minétais
skanas sonoriskais fizikalitates fenomens $eit vienots ar it ka klaviatara brivi un fantazéjosi klainojosiem
pasvertigiem, varbUt postromantismu véstoSiem toniem. Savukart, skandarba mecosopranam Smilgas
komponistam un vienlaikus teksta autoram pieticis ar divu jédzienu sastatijumu - “smilgas” ka zalas dzivibas
zudiba un “ilgas” ka trauslu, biezi zGdosu ilGziju klatbUtne, - ar to pieticis, lai raisitu intelektuali poétisku
saturu. Paréjo paveic sonoriski traktétu balsienu virknes, véstot ari par t.s. spektralisma iezimém komponista
stila. Skandarba Dziesma ar Eduarda Veidenbauma dzeju izskan hromatiskas intonacijas un atturigos
perkusijas akcentos ieturéts popularais zaudétu ceribu dzejolis Ka gulbji balti padebesi iet.

Arnolds Klotins

Operu un koncertu dziedataja leva Parsa ieguvusi diplomus ari kora dirigé$ana un pedagogija, tacu viss-
pilgtak izpaudusies kamermazika. Vina vienlidz sekmigi interpreté pasaules klasiku un 20. gadsimta maziku,
bet visvairak pieprasita un suveréna ir madsdienu un tai skaita eksperimentalaja vokalaja maksla, par ko
sanémusi ari LatvieSu muzikas balvu. Dramatisks piesatinajums, reljefa muzikala iztéle, attistita stila izjata -
ar §im specifiskajam dziedajuma Tpasibam leva Par$a piesaistijusi daudzu latvieSu komponistu uzmanibu,
vinai veltitas daudzas vokalas kompozicijas. Emilis Melngailis pieder pie levas Par$as iemilotakajiem latvieSu
muzikas klasikiem.

Andrejs Osokins ir izcils koncertpianists un ansamblists. Vin$ regulari koncerté ar Eiropas prestizakajiem
simfoniskajiem orkestriem un dirigentiem, desmit gados ir kluvis par laureatu vairdk neka desmit starptau-
tiskos pianistu konkursos. Andreja Osokina spélei raksturiga visai plasa stilistiska amplitdda, tikpat labi ka
pasaules klasiku vins izjat art latvieSu mazikas specifiku un atvél tai lielu uzmanibu.




Nebij’ ménesnicas, nebij’ ziedu Rudolfs Blaumanis, dzejolis Cik nedzejiski!

No Moonlight, No Flowers Rudolfs Blaumanis, the poem How unpoetic!

Nebij’ ménesnicas, nebij’ ziedu,

nepogdja ari lakstigala.

Rudens dublos malu malas slika,
i bez cimdiem drusku rokas sala.

Ne pie strauta malas puku leja,
birzé ne, kur maigas énas valda,
gluzi vienkarsi, més satikdmies
pie vél nenokopta brokastgalda.

Nekritu es tava prieksa celos,
mana mute neka nezvéréja,

ne tu gaviléji: "Mazam basu tava!”
Ne tev asaras par vaigiem skré&ja.

Atbildi uz: “Vai tu mani arf milo?”
tev no acim nolasiju.
Sabucojamies. Tad édu, dzéru,
jo es visu ritu salcis biju.

No moonlight, no flowers,

nor did the nightingale sing.
Instead, the mud covered all,

and my bare hands shivered as well.

Not by the stream in the fragrant valley

nor in the birch grove where the shadows are cool;

no, we met quite simply,
at the breakfast table, still uncleared.

| did not get down on one knee,
nor promise to you, nor did you say,
“Forever shall | be yours!”

tears of joy rolling down your face,

| just asked, “Do you love me, too?”
and read your answer from your eyes.
We kissed. Then | ate and took a drink,
for I had been hungry all morning.

Ka zag§us péc Ridolfa Blaumana tada pasa nosaukuma dzejola
By Stealth after the poem of the same name by Radolfs Blaumanis

Ka zagdus tik lenam, tik klusitinam,
bez putenu, bez vétras

atnacis pavasars,

zied lazdas, zalo métras.

Atnacis pavasars.

Ka zag8us tik lenam, tik klusitinam,
ta paSam nemanoti,

pret tevi iedegusies sirds

i kvélo |oti, loti.

So slow, so very quiet, by stealth,

with no blizzard and no storm,

spring has arrived,

the hazels blooming, the bushes green.
Spring has arrived.

So slow, so very quiet, by stealth,
I've hardly even noticed

how my heart has begun to glow
so brightly for you.

Ganins dainu vardi
The Shepherd traditional folk texts

Pavasar:

Vai dzirdi, mat, vasara klat,
ciruli dzied, vizbuli zied.

Es ieSu ganos gosninas ganiti
pa abolinu, pa zalu zali.

Ciruli dzied, vizbuli zied.

Cep, mate, kukuli, es dziSu ganos.
Ja cepsilielu, tad dziSu talu.
Ja cepsi mazu, tepat guldisu. U! U!

Vasara:

Jau mate klat, grib mani rat:
kam nemostos, kam neposos.
let ieSu ganos gosninas gantti
Pa abolinu, pa zalu zali.

Jauna gaisma Antons Austring
The New Light

Aiz reta meza makonits

uz zemes tvaikiem atbalstits.

Pa debess talém zeltsaule brauc,
ta tvaikus karstus jauktin jauc.

No vétras begdami makoni trauc,
Sedz zelta sauli mells milzu auts.
Pérkontévs vecais bargi grauz,
no zib8nu Skiedram gaismu auz,
lai celas negaiss, lai pelékbals mac
bula gaisu makonvals,

lai mac bulu makonvals.

In spring:

Mother, do you hear, summer is here,
the larks are singing, the anemones blooming.
I'm off to herd the cows

in the clover, in the green grass.

The larks are singing, the anemones blooming.
Bake some bread, mother, I'm going to herd.
If the loaf is big, I'll drive the cows far;

if the loaf is small, I'll herd them nearby. Oo! Oo!

In summer:

Mother comes in, ready to scold:

Why am | still asleep, why do | not dress?
| will go to herd the cows

in the clover, in the green grass.

Beyond a sparse forest a cloud

rests on the steam of the earth.

The golden sun drives across the sky,
churning and swirling the hot steam.
The clouds flee the approaching storm,
a big black cloak concealing the sun.
Old Father Thunder sternly growls,
weaving light from the fibres of lightning,
that the storm may lift, that the pale grey wall
of clouds overwhelm the sultry air,

that the clouds overwhelm the sultry air.



Pirmais marts Anna Brigadere
The First of March
Dzilas skanas dzirdu ddcam, vai jau pavasaris valda?

Lauki zemes balsu pilni? Jeb vai vétra jaru skalda?
Vilnis vel un $tpo vilni, noplok putas, uzplUst pali.

Dziedu, dziedu, skanu, skanu, brinas vecie tornu gali.

Dziedu, dziedu, skanu, skanu latvju seno ligo$anu,
latvju seno ligosan'.

Brinas tornu veco zvanu laika grauztas, sirmas sejas.

Vai tas sapnis, vai tie modi? Vai tie velni, vai tie jodi,

kas tur dimdina tas lejas? Vai tie velni, vai tie jodi?

Vai tas sapnis, vai tie modi?

| hear deep sounds humming, is spring already here?
Are the fields full of the earth’s voice?
Or does a storm cleave the sea?

The waves roll and rock, the foam abates, the floods surge.
I'sing, | sing, resound, resound - the old towertops marvel at me.
I'sing, | sing, resound, resound the ancient Lettish ligo song,

the ancient Lettish ligo song.

They marvel, too, the timeworn faces of the towertop bells.

Isita dream, is it real? Are they devils, are they fiends?

Who makes the valleys resound? Are they devils, are
they fiends?

Is it a dream, is it real?

Pasacirga péc Aspazijas tada pasa nosaukuma dzejola
A Little Story after the poem of the same name by Aspazija

Jaj uz sirma kumelina
pa celinu pasacina.
Atri, atri steidzas vina,
roka zelta patadzina.
Jaj, jaj, jaj, jaj, jaj, jaj, jaj, jaj.
Lidz ko sapni izbeidzasi,
tai projami jasteidzasi,
[idz ko sapni izbeidzasi,
tai projami jasteidzasi.
ligi 8kita projam biju,

nu atkali ieraudziju:

jaj uz sirma kumelina

pa celinu pasacina.

Pavadai pérles sienas:
senas, milas bérnu dienas.
Jaj, jaj, jaj, jaj.

Jaukie sapni izbeidzasi,
tai projami jasteidzasi...
Jaj uz sirma kumelina

pa celinu pasacin’.

Along the road a short little story

rides upon a dappled-grey pony.

It hurries and hurries,

a golden crop in its hand.

Riding, riding, riding, riding, riding, riding.

And when the dreams end,
it must hurry away,
And when the dreams end,
it must hurry away.

It seemed | was gone a long, long time,
but now | see it again:

along the road a short little story

rides upon a dappled-grey pony.

Pearls strung on the reins
like the dear old childhood days.
Riding, riding, riding, riding.

The pleasant dreams end,

it must hurry away...

Along the road a short little story
rides upon a dappled-grey pony.

Par celu zakitis parskréja Arveds Smilga
A Rabbit Ran Across the Road

Tek mazas kajinas, tip-tap, tip-tap,

mani lidzi aicina klip-klap, klip-klap!

Nu skrienam, keramies, viens otra veramies,
Mans mazais meitenits ir es.

Par celu zakitis parskréja, ail
Mums maza nelaime notika, vail
Uz gridas més ka klupusi,

viena ¢umura satupusi,

mans mazais meitenits ir es.

Uz rita pusi Arveds Smilga
Towards Morning

Pamodos agri uz rita pusi.
Vakargjs lietus Iist vienmuli, klusi,
peléka krésla spiezas caur ratim,
makona éna gulstas uz kratim.

Aizveru acis: saulaina talé

aiz miglas, kréslas gaismas sarts balé.
Peléka krésla gulstas uz kratim,

uz kratim.

Little feet pattering, tip-tap, tip-tap,
inviting me along, clip-clap, clip-clap!

We run, we play catch, we gaze at each other,

my little daughter and me.

A rabbit ran across the road, a-hal!
We had a bit of a mishap, o-ho!
We trip, we fall on the floor,

we collapse in a bunch,

my little daughter and me.

| wake early, towards morning.
Yesterday'’s rain still quietly falling,

a grey dawn squeezing through the pane,
the shadow of clouds heavy on my chest.

| close my eyes: a sunny valley
beyond the twilight and the fog.

The grey dawn lies heavy on my chest,
heavy on my chest.



Zeltitas lapas Rainis
Golden Leaves

Cik Ieni vilkas,
ka svina kurpém,
§1 katra nakts!

Ka dzisis gaisa
jau dzives pukstiena
vajais takts,

un galvinu lieca
pie zemes krits
zal-zala zéle,

bez elpas gaidija
mezs i putni,
i visa tale.

Ko jas vél skumstat,
jds jaunas dvéseles,
tik zali-sartas?

Péc katras nakts
no rita véja
jds pirmas skartas!

Lk, zeltitas lapas
tris kalna bérzu
galotnu zaros.

Tas jds, tas pirmas,
no laimes mirdzot,
peld austras staros;

tas junda ritu,
bez bailém salcot,
kaut stingusas salna,

i cauru dienu
ar sauli runa
augstaja kalna.

How long it felt,
as if wearing lead shoes,
this indolent night!

Like the weak beat
of life’s pulse
robbed of air,

and the green, green grass
laid its head
on the earth’s bosom;

the forest and birds,
and the valley as well,
waited breathlessly.

Why do you still grieve,
you young souls
so rosy and green?

After the indolent night,
the morning breeze
touches you first!

Look, golden leaves
in the branches
of the three hill-birches.

They are you, the first,
glittering and swimming
in the sun’s rays;

they wake the morning
and, although stiff with frost,
rustle without fear

and speak all day
with the sun
from the high hilltop.

Dziesma ar Eduarda Veidenbauma dzeju
A Song with Poetry by Eduards Veidenbaums

Ka gulbji balti padebesi iet,

Tiem vélétos es lidza talu skriet,

Tur taluma, kur ziemas nepazist,

Kur rozes mizam zied un nenovist. -
Kam veltigi laimibu karo tu, sirds?

Met projam reiz ceribas tums$aja kapa:
No saulainam lejam ir mirstigais $kirts,
Tam jadzivo asaru duksnaja slapja,

Kur dzelzi un cirvji bez rim$anas klaudz,
Péc maizes, péc partikas vergi kur sauc,
No stipraka samits, vajaks kur last

Un asins un sviedri ik dienas kur plast.
Padebesi iet.

Like swans the white clouds float by,

Oh, that | could glide with them,

Into the distance, which knows no winter,
Where roses bloom everlasting, eternal.
Why does my heart long in vain for joy?
Throw its desires into the dark grave:

The mortal is severed from the sunny vales,
He must remain in the tear-filled mire,
Where chains and axes ceaselessly clang,
Where slaves call out for a morsel of bread,
Where the weak break, trampled by the strong,
And blood and sweat flow daily.

The clouds float by.

Man mirdzéja zvaigzne Andrejs Paparde (ist. v. Mikelis Valters, ievérojams politikis)
A Star Shone for Me Andrejs Paparde (pen name of Mikelis Valters, a notable politician)

Man mirdzéja zvaigzne.

Ta man dega tuvuy, it tuvu melna kalna...
Sasniedzu kalnu,

tad ta dega talu, aiz zila taluma...

Es sasniedzu tali:

zuda mana zvaigzne, zvérojo$a mana zvaigzne...
Kratis nolaidas nakts, naves nakts...

A star shone for me.

It glimmered so close on the dark, black hill...
| reached the hill,

then it shined from afar, in the blue beyond...
| reached the horizon:

my star disappeared, my glowing bright star...
Night fell onto my chest, the night of death...



Ka diena bez saules Rudolfs Blaumanis
Like a Day Without Sun

Ka diena bez saules, tik drims ir mans prats;
kur remdésu sirdi, ko Zélabas mac?

Ta mezin$, ka plava, kur baltabols zied,

mans darzing, mans putning, kas paloda dzied,
i vakara saule, kas rozaini dziest,

par vinu vien spiez mani domat i ciest.

Ka diena bez saules, tik drims ir mans prats;
kur remdésu sirdi, ko zélabas mac?

LGk, ieleja dzili rams ezerin$ mirdz,

tur zvérédams spieda ving mani pie sirds.
Tur skdpstija mani vin$ viltibas pilns,

tur vina zvérestu aiznesa viln's...

Nu traucin man traucas uz ezeru prats...
Kur remdeésu sirdi, ko Z&labas mac?

Smilgas
Grasses
smilgas ilgas smilgas

Rauduves balss Rainis
The Duck’s Call

Jau pat véla priek$pusdiena,
vél uz plavas liela rasa,
kamenes, kas medu lasa,
nav vél iznakusas klaja.

Klusi lauki, bala saule,

miglas upes leja staiga.
Rauduves aiz purviem klaiga,
Aizlaizdamas, noklusdamas.

Pakal noklusu$o skanu

es bez mérka apkart klistu,
neatceru, nepazistu,

kur vasaru gaviléju...

Like a day without sun, so sombre my thoughts;
where to soothe my heart, so heavy with sorrow?
The forest, the meadow where clover blooms,
my garden, my tiny bird singing on the sill,

and the evening sun with its rosy hue

only remind me of him, and | suffer much more.

Like a day without sun, so sombre my thoughts;
where to soothe my heart, so heavy with sorrow?
Deep in the valley a tranquil lake,

there he held me, whispered promises so true.
But there he kissed me with cunning and guile,
and there the water washed away his vow...

Now in my thoughts | return to that lake...
Where to soothe my heart, so heavy with sorrow?

grasses yearnings grasses

Already late morning,

the dew still heavy on the grass,
the bumblebees not yet emerged
to gather the honey.

Quiet fields, pale sunlight,

streams of fog sliding downbhill.

The ducks call from beyond the marsh,
the sound fades as they fly away.

| wander aimlessly,

following the dying sounds,

| do not remember, do not recognise,
where in summer | rejoiced...

Bérzs i varaviksna Antons Austring
The Birch and the Rainbow

Bérzs gadiem jau aiz loga — vasaram tornis zal$,
viens, prom no bralu birzém zel| savrup vienumals.
Ik ritus, saulei lecot, jauns zaros rasas zelts
izzemes nakts visdzilas, iz blazmas dzilém smelts.

Ai, te pret rudens pusi jau dzelté smuidris koks.
Péec lietus vela saulé par to likst burvigs loks,
dzer varaviksna valgmi no lapu bikeriem.

Ta liecas dzili jaras, uz tumsiem vakariem.

Bet, varaviksnai ztdot [1dz saulei debesos,
bérzs rudens skumjas tinas i tumsas zidautos.

Divas mazas rocinas Arveds Smilga
Two Small Hands

Divas mazas rocinas matos man grabj,
mazi, mazi pirkstini vaiga man knabj.
Pats mazais cilvécin$ rajas, rajas:
Parvaru grib nostaties kajas, kajas,
bet nenostajas.

Ko mazas lUpinas gauzdamas stdz?
Ko mazas actinas bailigi 10dz?

Ja tieSam vien tik to izdibinatu,

Tavu mazitino préatu ja izzinatu,

ja izzinatu!

This birch outside my window - for years a green tower,

growing alone, far from its brothers.
Each morn, at sunrise, dewy gold in its leaves
newly drawn from the nightly depths.

But as autumn approaches, the slender tree yellows,
a magic arc bending over it after a rain,

late-sun colours drinking from leafy goblets,

leaning deep to the seas and dark evenings.

But when the rainbow dissipates into the sky,
The birch sorrowfully wraps itself in the veils of night.

Two small hands grab at my hair,

teeny tiny fingers pinch at my cheek.

The little person himself snaps and shrieks:

he wants to stand on his own two feet,

but teeters and totters and tumbles to the ground.

What do his dainty lips how!?
What do his eyes implore?

If only I knew

how his little mind thinks,

if only | knew!

Alpu kvéles Viktors Andrejanovs, péc Jana Poruka tulkojuma
Alpine Ardour Viktor Andreyanov, Latvian translation by Janis Poruks

Alpu kvéles dziestin dziest:
tumsas téli briestin briest.
Pakalniemi dziesmas klus,
visa daba miega dus.

Viss tik jauki smarzo, zied,
it k& sapni garam iet...
Nezinoti sapes rimst.
Miers i laime dzimst.

The Alpine ardour wanes and dies down:
the images in the dark grow and swell.
The songs in the hills fall silent,

nature sinks into a slumber.

The blossoms and fragrance so sweet, so fine,
like dream after dream passing by...

Without even realising it, my pain abates.
Peace and joy are born.



