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THE IDEA for this recording of love song transcriptions came to me at least twenty years ago, if not twenty-five.
I remember because the then owner (and founder) of Hyperion Records, the wonderful Ted Perry, absolutely
loved it, and he even (jokingly?) asked to appear on the cover with me. But the years went by, Ted died, and I

never found the time to bring the idea to fruition. I was too busy doing so much other repertoire and touring the world.

Then in March 2020, life as we knew it came to a stop. The COVID-19 pandemic put us into lockdown, and all my concert
engagements for the ensuing months disappeared overnight. That finally gave me the opportunity to spend many an hour
in the solitude of my home researching my idea and putting together this recording—and then of course learning the
works that were new to my repertoire. It is therefore with a huge amount of happiness and satisfaction that I now share
it with you.

I imagine that ever since humans began to sing, they sang about love. Being musicians, we can’t escape it. It’s
everywhere—and of course not just in pieces that have romantic titles or are set to love poems. Think of a Chopin
nocturne, a Brahms intermezzo, a Beethoven slow movement or, dare I say, even a Bach sarabande. Music expresses
what we are often too scared to put into words. One of my favourite quotes of all time comes from that ultra-Romantic,
Hector Berlioz, who wrote at the end of his Mémoires:

Which of the two powers, love or music, can elevate man to the sublimest heights? … It is a great problem. Yet it
seems to me that this is the answer: love can give no idea of music; music can give an idea of love … Why separate
one from the other? They are the two wings of the soul.
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It seems wholly appropriate to begin this recording with one of the greatest piano transcriptions of all time: Franz Liszt’s
arrangement of Robert Schumann’s love song Widmung (‘Dedication’). On the eve of their marriage, in September
1840, Robert presented a collection of songs to his beloved Clara as a wedding present—something he had kept
completely secret from her for months. ‘Widmung’ is the first song in the cycle (Myrthen, Op 25). The text is by
Friedrich Rückert (1788–1866), and it captures perfectly what Schumann must have felt, finally having been able
to marry his beloved after years of fierce opposition from her father.

Du meine Seele, du mein Herz,                                               You my soul, you my heart,
Du meine Wonn’, o du mein Schmerz,                                    you my rapture, O you my pain,
Du meine Welt, in der ich lebe,                                                you my world in which I live,
Mein Himmel du, darein ich schwebe,                                     my heaven you, to which I aspire,
O du mein Grab, in das hinab                                                  O you my grave, into which
Ich ewig meinen Kummer gab!                                                my grief forever I’ve consigned!
Du bist die Ruh, du bist der Frieden,                                       You are repose, you are peace,
Du bist vom Himmel mir beschieden.                                     you are bestowed on me from heaven.
Dass du mich liebst, macht mich mir wert,                             Your love for me gives me my worth,
Dein Blick hat mich vor mir verklärt,                                       your eyes transfigure me in mine,
Du hebst mich liebend über mich,                                          you raise me lovingly above myself,
Mein guter Geist, mein bess’res Ich!                                        my guardian angel, my better self!
FRIEDRICH RÜCKERT (1788–1866)                                                         English by RICHARD STOKES © 2002

The song is given the full treatment by Liszt, done with such panache that it totally carries you away. The text, as in
all these song transcriptions, should be sung (silently!) by the pianist while playing in order to get the right inflection.
(This is why, for many of the works recorded here, we have included the original texts and translations for you to follow.)
Not content with stating the opening rapturous melody only once, Liszt repeats it, but gives the tune to the tenor voice
the second time round. After some florid gestures (which are pure Liszt), we change key and mood, from A flat major
to E major, for the beautiful middle section (‘You are repose, you are peace’). When the opening theme returns, it is now
in full flight with, at first, brilliant arpeggios, and then, one final time, accompanied by triumphant chords (‘con somma
passione’—‘with great passion’). Schumann ends his song softly, but Liszt gives it one final outburst. I first played this
as an encore decades ago, but to this day it never fails to thrill me time and time again.

Schumann’s song Du bist wie eine Blume (‘You are like a flower’) comes from the same collection—Myrthen,
Op 25—as does ‘Widmung’, but here the poet is Heinrich Heine.

Du bist wie eine Blume,                                                           You are like a flower,
So hold und schön und rein;                                                   so sweet and fair and pure;
Ich schau’ dich an, und Wehmut                                             I look at you, and sadness
Schleicht mir ins Herz hinein.                                                 steals into my heart.
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Mir ist, als ob ich die Hände                                                     I feel as if I should lay
Aufs Haupt dir legen sollt’,                                                       my hands upon your head,
Betend, dass Gott dich erhalte                                                  praying that God preserve you
So rein und schön und hold.                                                    so pure and fair and sweet.
HEINRICH HEINE (1797–1856)                                                                English by RICHARD STOKES © 2002

The arranger, Leopold Godowsky (1870–1938), was one of the greatest pianists of his time—along with Busoni. His
career was all the more remarkable given the fact that he was largely self-taught. He is perhaps most famous these
days for his Studies on Chopin’s Études (brilliantly recorded by Marc-André Hamelin on Hyperion), but he also wrote
transcriptions of songs by Brahms and Schubert, as well this one by Schumann, dating from 1921. Those familiar with
the original might jump at hearing the transition from C sharp to C natural in the third bar of the accompaniment, and
also will not recognize the beautiful counterpoint added to the tune on the words ‘Betend, dass Gott dich erhalte’ (which
actually sounds like something Schumann himself might have written).

Now back to Liszt for the third transcription on this recording. Frühlingsnacht (‘Spring night’) is the final song in
Schumann’s collection entitled Liederkreis, Op 39, and is another of the nearly 140 songs he wrote during 1840, the
glorious ‘Year of Song’. In a letter to his beloved, Schumann wrote that this cycle contained ‘my most romantic music
ever, with much of you in it, dearest Clara’. The Liederkreis is set to poetry by Joseph von Eichendorff (1788–1857).

Überm Garten durch die Lüfte                                                 Over the garden, through the air
Hört’ ich Wandervögel zieh’n,                                                  I heard birds of passage fly,
Das bedeutet Frühlingsdüfte,                                                   a sign that spring is in the air,
Unten fängt’s schon an zu blühn.                                            flowers already bloom below.

Jauchzen möcht’ ich, möchte weinen,                                     I could shout for joy, could weep,
Ist mir’s doch, als könnt’s nicht sein!                                      for it seems to me it cannot be!
Alte Wunder wieder scheinen                                                   All the old wonders come flooding back,
Mit dem Mondesglanz herein.                                                  gleaming in the moonlight.

Und der Mond, die Sterne sagen’s,                                           And the moon and stars say it,
Und im Traume rauscht’s der Hain                                          and the dreaming forest whispers it,
Und die Nachtigallen schlagen’s:                                              and the nightingales sing it:
Sie ist Deine, sie ist Dein!                                                         ‘She is yours, is yours!’
JOSEPH VON EICHENDORFF (1788–1857)                                               English by RICHARD STOKES © 2007

The original accompaniment for this song is very virtuosic, at times almost overshadowing the vocal line. Liszt cleverly
incorporates both, at times choosing to go only with the piano part. The original song is quite short; Liszt doubles the
length of the piece by tacking on a sort of free improvisation the second time round. The triumphant feeling reached
in the words ‘She is yours, is yours!’ is extended with a stringendo at the end, the music going right to the top of the
keyboard.
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Schubert’s Ständchen (‘Serenade’) must be one of the most famous songs ever written, and it’s not surprising that Liszt
turned his hand to it. Written by Schubert in the last year of his life, 1828, it was published posthumously as part of the
collection Schwanengesang (‘Swansong’). The text is by Ludwig Rellstab (1799–1860)—he who famously gave the
nickname ‘Moonlight’ to Beethoven’s Piano Sonata in C sharp minor, Op 27 No 2.

Leise flehen meine Lieder                                                        Softly my songs plead
Durch die Nacht zu Dir;                                                           through the night to you;
In den stillen Hain hernieder,                                                  down into the silent grove,
Liebchen, komm’ zu mir!                                                        beloved, come to me!

Flüsternd schlanke Wipfel rauschen                                        Slender treetops whisper and rustle
In des Mondes Licht;                                                                in the moonlight;
Des Verräters feindlich Lauschen                                             my darling, do not fear
Fürchte, Holde, nicht.                                                              that the hostile betrayer will overhear us.

Hörst die Nachtigallen schlagen?                                              Do you not hear the nightingales call?
Ach! sie flehen Dich,                                                                Ah, they are imploring you;
Mit der Töne süssen Klagen                                                      with their sweet, plaintive songs
Flehen sie für mich.                                                                 they are imploring for me.

Sie verstehn des Busens Sehnen,                                             They understand the heart’s yearning,
Kennen Liebesschmerz,                                                           they know the pain of love;
Rühren mit den Silbertönen                                                    with their silvery notes
Jedes weiche Herz.                                                                   they touch every tender heart.

Lass auch Dir die Brust bewegen,                                            Let your heart, too, be moved,
Liebchen, höre mich!                                                               beloved, hear me!
Bebend harr’ ich Dir entgegen!                                                Trembling, I await you!
Komm’, beglücke mich!                                                           Come, make me happy!
LUDWIG RELLSTAB (1799–1860)                                                             English by RICHARD WIGMORE © 2005

The opening bars of piano accompaniment in the Liszt transcription are marked differently from those in the original:
in the latter, the left hand, under the staccato right-hand chords, has a rest on each third beat, implying that very little
pedal is needed. Liszt, on the other hand, clearly writes ‘Pedal in jedem Takt’ (‘pedal in every bar’) and holds the bass
notes for the full three beats—probably because later on when the melody is introduced it would have been difficult
not to use a fair amount of pedal. The melancholy of the singer—hopeful, passionate, but ultimately not so sure that
his beloved will actually appear—is beautifully captured by Liszt, though it can easily be cheapened. Between the first
two verses, he inserts some extra commentary, later extending it even more with an ‘echo’ variation of the theme: very
clever! The chromatic scale, high up on the keyboard, before the final lines is a true Lisztian gesture. It makes me
wonder what he must have done when playing compositions of other composers such as Chopin, who, after hearing
Liszt playing one of his nocturnes, told him to play it as written or not to play it at all!
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When we think of a lieder accompanist par excellence, the first name that comes to mind is surely Gerald Moore (1899–
1987). He played for all the greats—Fischer-Dieskau, Schwarzkopf and de los Ángeles, to name but three—and also
wrote a wonderful book, The Unashamed Accompanist. (An LP with the same title was one of my cherished possessions
and most listened-to albums when I was a child.) He would have played Schubert’s song An die Musik (‘To Music’)
countless times with many a singer, but he also made an arrangement for solo piano which, in the late 1940s, was the
signature tune of the programme ‘Music Magazine’ on the BBC Home Service. He also performed it as the encore at the
end of his farewell concert in London’s Royal Festival Hall in 1967 (with the three singers named above), a recording of
which you can find online. Moore wrote about his arrangement:

‘To Music’ is among the most beautiful of Schubert’s songs, but in fact its vocal line, with its long phrases and leaps
of sixth and seventh, is perhaps less easy to sing than to play. I have felt justified, therefore, in adapting the song as
a straightforward piano solo. The music remains as Schubert wrote it: I hope that in this new form it will make new
friends.

For the second verse, Moore doubles the melody in octaves, and throughout he cunningly leaves out (or ties over) some
of the repeated chords in order to let the melodic notes shine through more easily.

One of my fondest memories is having had the pleasure of accompanying Dame Felicity Lott in this beautiful ‘love song’
to music. The text is by Schubert’s close friend, Franz von Schober. 

Du holde Kunst, in wieviel grauen Stunden,                            Beloved art, in how many a bleak hour,
Wo mich des Lebens wilder Kreis umstrickt,                            when I am enmeshed in life’s tumultuous round,
Hast du mein Herz zu warmer Lieb entzunden,                      have you kindled my heart to the warmth of love,
Hast mich in eine bessre Welt entrückt!                                   and borne me away to a better world!

Oft hat ein Seufzer, deiner Harf entflossen,                              Often a sigh, escaping from your harp,
Ein süsser, heiliger Akkord von dir                                           a sweet, celestial chord
Den Himmel bessrer Zeiten mir erschlossen,                          has revealed to me a heaven of happier times.
Du holde Kunst, ich danke dir dafür!                                       Beloved art, for this I thank you!
FRANZ VON SCHOBER (1796–1882)                                                        English by RICHARD WIGMORE © 2005

Now we turn to another great composer of lied, Richard Strauss (1864–1949). Back in the 1990s, I found out from my
record producer Ludger Böckenhoff about a transcription, by Max Reger, of Strauss’s song ‘Morgen!’. It became one of
my most frequent encores (especially after ending a recital with the Liszt sonata—it was the only piece I felt I could play
after that). It was also one of the reasons for which I wanted to make this recording of love songs in the first place. When
doing my research for this album, a group of Strauss song transcriptions was therefore a must.

The German pianist Walter Gieseking (1895–1956) arranged several of Strauss’s lieder, including Freundliche
Vision (‘A pleasant vision’). Listening to different versions of the original song, I was totally captivated by Arleen Auger’s
remarkable performance of it (which you can see online), in which she seemed never to take a breath, despite the great
stillness she invoked. (I once performed with her in San Francisco—a total joy!) The song begins in C sharp major with
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a gentle ostinato accompaniment in the piano, and the voice enters hesitatingly, staying on the same G sharp for the first
six notes. When the dream becomes—supposedly—reality, the music shifts into D major, the actual key of the piece.
Gorgeous harmonies support the voice, with a shift onto G minor at the word ‘Frieden’ (‘peace’). The last seven bars are
a stroke of genius: over a D pedal point in the bass, Strauss adapts two lines of the text to have the lovers go off into the
distance while the music becomes ‘immer ruhiger’—even more at peace. The poem is by Otto Julius Bierbaum.

Nicht im Schlafe hab ich das geträumt,                                    I did not dream it in my sleep,
Hell am Tage sah ich’s schön vor mir:                                     in broad daylight I saw it fair before me:
Eine Wiese voller Margeritten;                                                  a meadow full of daisies;
Tief ein weißes Haus in grünen Büschen;                                a white house deep in green bushes;
Götterbilder leuchten aus dem Laube.                                     statues of gods gleaming from the foliage.
Und ich geh’ mit Einer, die mich lieb hat                                 And I walk with one who loves me,
Ruhigen Gemütes in die Kühle                                                 my heart at peace, into the coolness
Dieses weißen Hauses, in den Frieden,                                    of this white house, into the peace,
Der voll Schönheit wartet, daß wir kommen.                           brimming with beauty, that awaits our coming.
OTTO JULIUS BIERBAUM (1865–1910)                                                    English by RICHARD STOKES © 2007

Now to four arrangements of Strauss songs by Max Reger (1873–1916), beginning with Strauss’s most famous lied,
Morgen! (‘Tomorrow!’). It comes from Strauss’s Op 27 set, which was a wedding present to his wife, the soprano
Pauline de Ahna. The orchestral version of this song is so well known that we might be forgiven for thinking it’s the
original—but the piano version came first. And what a piano part it is! There exists a recording of Strauss himself
playing it with the tenor Robert Hutt, in which you can hear the composer trying to keep the tempo going but not being
too successful. A beautiful melody (for solo violin in the orchestral version) soars above a broken-chord accompaniment
(harp and strings), setting a mood of ecstatic tranquillity. The voice enters almost as an aside (and with ‘a weather
report’, as my dear late friend, the critic Michael Steinberg, once said to me) but then takes off on its own before
breaking into a recitative-like passage over expressive harmonies in the piano. The last word, like the first, is given
to the piano.

Max Reger’s arrangements all stay very close to the originals, though I have changed a few things to eliminate
superfluous notes (Reger always wrote so many notes!). It is interesting to know that the poet, John Henry Mackay
(a German with a Scottish father), was what we would today call a gay activist.

Und morgen wird die Sonne wieder scheinen                          And tomorrow the sun will shine again
Und auf dem Wege, den ich gehen werde,                                and on the path that I shall take,
Wird uns, die Glücklichen, sie wieder einen                            it will unite us, happy ones, again,
Inmitten dieser sonnenatmenden Erde …                              amid this same sun-breathing earth …
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Und zu dem Strand, dem weiten, wogenblauen,                      And to the shore, broad, blue-waved,
Werden wir still und langsam niedersteigen,                            we shall quietly and slowly descend,
Stumm werden wir uns in die Augen schauen,                        speechless we shall gaze into each other’s eyes,
Und auf uns sinkt des Glückes stummes Schweigen …          and the speechless silence of bliss shall fall on us …
JOHN HENRY MACKAY (1864–1933)                                                         English by RICHARD STOKES © 2011

The next Strauss/Reger transcription is of the song Nachtgang (‘A walk at night’), which I confess to not having known
before; now it’s one of my favourites. The piano and voice move together as do the lovers in Bierbaum’s poem, drawing
upon a rich harmonic language and some beautiful counterpoint. Each word of the poem is perfectly mirrored in the
music, with keys and musical gestures (such as the sigh on ‘weinte’) to match. Strauss ends on the first inversion of
an A flat major chord, leaving the scene open in our imaginations.

Wir gingen durch die stille, milde Nacht, dein Arm                  We walked through the gentle silent night, your arm
in meinem, dein Auge in meinem; der Mond goss                  in mine, your eyes gazing into mine; the moon shed
silbernes Licht über dein Angesicht; wie auf Goldgrund          silver light over your face; as though on gold
ruhte dein schönes Haupt, und du erschienst mir wie            your fair head lay, and you seemed to me
eine Heilige: mild, mild und gross, und seelenübervoll,          like a saint: gentle, gentle and great, with a brimming soul,
heilig und rein wie die liebe Sonne. Und in die Augen             holy and pure like the dear sun. And a pressing
schwoll mir ein warmer Drang, wie Tränenahnung.                warmth welled into my eyes, like impending tears.
Fester fasst’ ich dich und küsste—küsste dich ganz               I held you closer and kissed you—kissed you
leise—meine Seele weinte.                                                     so gently—my soul wept.
OTTO JULIUS BIERBAUM (1865–1910)                                                    English by RICHARD STOKES © 2007

More treasures are to be found in Allerseelen (‘All Souls’ Day’), a poignant moment of remembrance and grief. The
harmonic shift to B minor on the words ‘süßen Blicke’ and the subsequent modulations back to the tonic E flat major
are masterful, as is the ecstatic build-up on the words ‘come to my heart and so be mine again’. The final bars of piano
accompaniment regretfully bring us back to the present.

Stell auf den Tisch die duftenden Reseden,                              Set on the table the fragrant mignonettes,
Die letzten roten Astern trag herbei,                                         bring in the last red asters,
Und laß uns wieder von der Liebe reden,                                 and let us talk of love again
Wie einst im Mai.                                                                      as once in May.

Gib mir die Hand, daß ich sie heimlich drücke,                      Give me your hand to press in secret,
Und wenn man’s sieht, mir ist es einerlei,                               and if people see, I do not care,
Gib mir nur einen deiner süßen Blicke,                                  give me but one of your sweet glances
Wie einst im Mai.                                                                      as once in May.
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Es blüht und duftet heut auf jedem Grabe,                              Each grave today has flowers and is fragrant,
Ein Tag im Jahr ist ja den Toten frei,                                        one day each year is devoted to the dead;
Komm am mein Herz, daß ich dich wieder habe,                    come to my heart and so be mine again,
Wie einst im Mai.                                                                      as once in May.
HERMANN VON GILM (1812–1864)                                                          English by RICHARD STOKES © 2005

One of the first Strauss songs I ever played for a soprano (in this case, the dynamic Helena Juntunen) was Cäcilie, and I
adored the accompaniment, which is a marvellous piece of piano-writing, full of élan and fantastic harmonies. Now with
this Reger transcription, I get to be both soprano and pianist. What a thrilling piece it is! Composed all in one go on the
eve of Strauss’s wedding, it is part of the Op 27 set presented to his bride. In Reger’s transcription it becomes an exciting
solo piano piece in its own right.

Wenn Du es wüßtest,                                                                If you knew
Was träumen heißt                                                                   what it is to dream
Von brennenden Küssen,                                                          of burning kisses,
Vom Wandern und Ruhen                                                        of walking and resting
Mit der Geliebten,                                                                     with one’s love,
Aug’ in Auge                                                                             gazing at each other
Und kosend und plaudernd—                                                and caressing and talking—
Wenn Du es wüßtest,                                                                if you knew,
Du neigtest dein Herz.                                                              your heart would turn to me.

Wenn Du es wüßtest,                                                                If you knew
Was bangen heißt                                                                     what it is to worry
In einsamen Nächten,                                                              on lonely nights,
Umschauert vom Sturm,                                                          in the frightening storm,
Da niemand tröstet                                                                  with no soft voice
Milden Mundes                                                                        to comfort
Die kampfmüde Seele—                                                         the struggle-weary soul—
Wenn Du es wüßtest,                                                                if you knew,
Du kämest zu mir.                                                                    you would come to me.

Wenn Du es wüßtest,                                                                If you knew
Was leben heißt                                                                        what it is to live
Umhaucht von der Gottheit                                                      enveloped in God’s
Weltschaffendem Atem,                                                            world-creating breath,
Zu schweben empor                                                                 to soar upwards,
Lichtgetragen                                                                            borne on light
Zu seligen Höh’n—                                                                 to blessed heights—
Wenn Du es wüßtest,                                                                if you knew,
Du lebtest mit mir.                                                                   you would live with me.
HEINRICH HART (1855–1906)                                                                 English by RICHARD STOKES © 2017
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Decades ago I got to know the touching transcription of Gluck’s Orpheus’ lament when a friend gave me Wilhelm
Kempff ’s CD of Bach transcriptions (on which the piece is included, and which was an inspiration for me when I
recorded my own album of Bach Arrangements). Both the father and grandfather of Kempff (1895–1991) were
organists, and Wilhelm grew up playing the organ, improvising, and then transcribing many works for piano, as Busoni
(whose art Kempff admired greatly) had done before him. He wanted to present audiences with works that deserved to be
better known, and this was one way of doing it. He was also a master of legato playing, and a great singer at the keyboard.

That is amply demonstrated in his transcription of the ballet music that Gluck added to his opera Orfeo ed Euridice
in 1744 when it was first presented in Paris. The ‘Dance of the blessed spirits’ opens Act II and is scored for solo flute
and strings. I’ve included it as a love song because the legend of Orpheus and Eurydice is of course one of the great love
stories of all time. Unlike the original, which begins with the F major minuet-like section, Kempff jumps right in with
the D minor flute solo (a true lament), before making the transition to F major for the final page. Another transcription
of this lament, by Sgambati (played perhaps more frequently than Kempff ’s), leaves out the F major section altogether,
which I feel is a shame as it’s so beautiful and calming. Gluck always searched for ‘a beautiful simplicity’, and here he
certainly found it. The ballet in the opera is staged in the Elysian Fields—the final resting place of pure souls.

When I was a child, there was at home a hardcover edition of the Notebook for Anna Magdalena Bach that seemed
like a treasure. I hardly dared open it as it looked and felt so beautiful (it was the Hermann Keller edition for Peters,
published in 1949). Among the treasures therein was No 25, the aria Bist du bei mir. It wasn’t until I entered my teens
and started studying German that I would have had a clue as to what the words meant, but I always thought the melody
incredibly beautiful. I never imagined that perhaps it was not by J S Bach himself. Only decades later did I hear that it
was in fact by Gottfried Heinrich Stölzel (1690–1749)—an aria from his opera Diomedes, first performed in 1718.
Michael Maul at Leipzig’s Bach Archive tells me that the libretto was also written by Stölzel, and that in the aria,
Diomedes, stranded on a hostile island, assures his beloved Pulcheria of his undying love. The strophic aria is sung
by both in alternation.

I made my own transcription before knowing that, presenting the tune as though it were sung by both the woman and
the man. They take turns until eventually they sing together, demonstrating a perfect unity.

It is interesting to know that Anna Magdalena (Bach’s second wife) wrote out this aria herself in the Notebook that was
so lovingly compiled, and indeed that the aria from the Goldberg Variations appears, also in her handwriting, in between
the pages of this song.

Bist du bei mir, geh ich mit Freuden                                       If you are with me, then I will go gladly
zum Sterben und zu meiner Ruh.                                            unto my death and to my rest.
Ach, wie vergnügt wär so mein Ende,                                       Ah, what a pleasant end for me,
es drückten deine schönen Hände                                           if your dear hands be the last I see,
mir die getreuen Augen zu!                                                      closing shut my faithful eyes to rest!
GOTTFRIED HEINRICH STÖLZEL (1690–1749)
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In January 2018, I organized a private festival in a hotel on the Grand Canal in Venice. Friends from all over the world
attended, and it was one of the best few days of my life. One of the four concerts I presented was an evening of music and
poetry with the actor Roger Allam. Our programme had Italy as a theme, and we ended with Roger reading the final pages
of Thomas Mann’s Death in Venice, after which I played the Adagietto from Mahler’s fifth symphony (because of its
association with the movie of the same name as Mann’s novella). There wasn’t a dry eye in the house after that.

On the internet I had found an arrangement by Otto Singer, but I wasn’t happy with it. Instead I took the orchestral score,
going through it bar by bar, and ended up with my own transcription. What is amazing and beautiful to me is how clear
the counterpoint becomes when you hear it played on the piano. Of course I can’t do the glissando down from that top
D like a violin can do, but I can imagine it. Indeed, now I find it impossible to hear this beautiful movement played in a
dragging tempo with lots of vibrato. That, it seems, wasn’t how Mahler envisaged it anyway. This adagietto is a love song
for his wife-to-be, Alma Schindler. It was his declaration of love. He sent the manuscript to her—with no words attached.
She understood what it meant and told him to come to her. So reported the conductor Willem Mengelberg (whom
Mahler trusted more than anyone when it came to interpretations of his works), who heard the story from both of them.
(Mengelberg recorded this movement several times, always ranging between seven and eight minutes in length rather
than the twelve or more of some modern-day conductors.) Mahler was in the first throes of a passion, and indeed in the
middle section of this movement he used the ‘love glance’ leitmotif from Wagner’s Tristan und Isolde. It is a miraculous
creation and gives me enormous pleasure to play.

Grieg published three versions of his song Våren (‘Spring’): the original (which I once had the privilege of playing for
the beautiful Anne Sofie von Otter), an orchestral version, and this one for solo piano (under the title Letzter Frühling—
Last spring). Even after hearing only the first few bars, you wouldn’t mistake this music for anyone but Grieg, so unique
is his style. The poet is extolling the beauties of the coming of spring, though lamenting that it probably will be his last
one. It’s beautiful how he takes the music up an octave for the second verse, giving an even greater idea of outdoor space
and fresh air.

Ich liebe dich (‘I love you’) is probably Grieg’s most famous song. His piano transcription becomes a sweeping solo in
which much of the writing is similar to what we find in his popular piano concerto.

It’s rather nice to follow the Grieg songs with a transcription done by the Australian-born pianist and composer Percy
Grainger, as he and Grieg were close associates and friends. This transcription of Fauré’s Nell was done in 1924, when
Grainger was living in White Plains, New York, and still performing widely. I was delighted to find it some years ago, as
I’ve known this song since I was a teenager and have always adored its soaring melody, rippling accompaniment and
rich harmonies.
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Ta rose de pourpre, à ton clair soleil,                                       Your crimson rose in your bright sun
Ô Juin, étincelle enivrée ;                                                         glitters, June, in rapture;
Penche aussi vers moi ta coupe dorée :                                    incline to me also your golden cup:
Mon cœur à ta rose est pareil.                                                  my heart is like your rose.

Sous le mol abri de la feuille ombreuse                                   From the soft shelter of shady leaves
Monte un soupir de volupté ;                                                    rises a languorous sigh;
Plus d’un ramier chante au bois écarté,                                  more than one dove in the secluded wood
Ô mon cœur, sa plainte amoureuse.                                        sings, O my heart, its love-lorn lament.

Que ta perle est douce au ciel enflammé,                                How sweet is your pearl in the blazing sky,
Étoile de la nuit pensive !                                                         star of meditative night!
Mais combien plus douce est la clarté vive                               But sweeter still is the vivid light
Qui rayonne en mon cœur charmé !                                        that glows in my enchanted heart!

La chantante mer, le long du rivage,                                        The singing sea along the shore
Taira son murmure éternel,                                                     shall cease its eternal murmur,
Avant qu’en mon cœur, chère amour, ô Nell,                           before in my heart, dear love, O Nell,
Ne fleurisse plus ton image !                                                    your image shall cease to bloom!
CHARLES-MARIE-RENÉ LECONTE DE LISLE (1818–1894)                      English by RICHARD STOKES © 2004

Grainger is immensely prolific with his markings in the score—some of which I find far too eccentric and overdone
for Fauré, who himself hated sentimentality. But it’s exceedingly well written and obviously done by someone who was
a great pianist in their own right.

Manuel de Falla’s song cycle Siete canciones populares españolas has been arranged for umpteen instruments,
including mandolin, cello and violin. I learned it in the original version for soprano and piano when I was a teenager
at university and have always adored it. This arrangement for solo piano was made by Falla’s student and close associate
Ernesto Halffter (1905–1989), who also orchestrated the songs. I’ve chosen the last five of the cycle, since they can be
classified as love songs. The cycle was composed in 1914 and uses authentic folk songs from different regions of Spain.

The accompaniment to the sad folk tune of ‘Asturiana’ is still, hushed, hypnotic, with the constant broken octaves
perhaps reminiscent of the drone of the Asturian bagpipe.

Por ver si me consolaba,                                                          To see if it might console me
arrimeme a un pino verde,                                                      I drew near a green pine.
Por verme llorar, lloraba.                                                          To see me weep, it wept.
Y el pino como era verde,                                                         And the pine, since it was green,
por verme llorar, lloraba!                                                         wept to see me weeping!
ANONYMOUS                                                                                              English by JACQUELINE COCKBURN ©
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The lively ‘Jota’ is a dance associated with the region of Aragon, and it is usually performed with castanets. The rhythmic
sections (in which the voice is silent) contrast with more lyrical ones (known as the ‘copla’—the verse) in which the
melody, moving in stepwise motion, ends with a flourish.

Dicen que no nos queremos,                                                   They say we’re not in love
porque no nos ven hablar.                                                        since they never see us talk.
A tu corazón y al mío                                                                Let them ask
se lo pueden preguntar.                                                            your heart and mine.

Ya me despido de tí,                                                                 I must leave you now,
de tu casa y tu ventana.                                                            your house and your window.
Y aunque no quiera tu madre,                                                 And though your mother disapprove,
Adiós, niña, hasta mañana.                                                      goodbye, sweet love, till tomorrow.
ANONYMOUS                                                                                              English by JACQUELINE COCKBURN ©

A beautiful, peaceful moment is created by the next song, ‘Nana’—a lullaby that Falla said was the first music he ever
heard from his mother’s lips as a baby. The accompaniment is again, like in ‘Asturiana’, hypnotic, in that it keeps the
same rhythmic figure throughout, here over a pedal E. The melody, however, in contrast to this, is anything but square,
and it needs to be played very freely. The harmonies reflect the Moorish influence on much Andalusian music.

Duérmete, niño, duerme,                                                        Sleep, little one, sleep,
duerme, mi alma,                                                                    sleep, my darling,
duérmete, lucerito,                                                                   sleep, my little
de la mañana.                                                                          morning star.
Naninta, nana,                                                                          Lullay, lullay,
duérmete, lucerito                                                                    sleep, my little
de la mañana.                                                                          morning star.
ANONYMOUS                                                                                              English by JACQUELINE COCKBURN ©

The tune of ‘Canción’ supposedly comes from the region of Granada. On YouTube you can hear a version of it under the
title ‘Romance Pascual de los Pelegrinitos’, done by the famous flamenco dancer and singer La Argentinita, accompanied
by Federico García Lorca. That version alternates between major and minor; Falla hints at this in the second half, altering
the joyous mood, and he also puts the melody in canon with the accompaniment (in this transcription, of course, you
play both with the same hand), before returning to G major towards the end.

Por traidores, tus ojos,                                                             Since your eyes are treacherous,
voy a enterrarlos.                                                                      I’m going to bury them.
No sabes lo que cuesta                                                             You know not what it costs,
«del aire».                                                                                ‘del aire’.
Niña, el mirarlos,                                                                     Dearest, to gaze into them,
«Madre, a la orilla».                                                                  ‘Mother, a la orilla’.
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Dicen que no me quieres,                                                        They say you do not love me,
ya me has querido.                                                                   but you loved me once.
Váyase lo ganado,                                                                     Make the best of it
«del aire».                                                                                ‘del aire’.
Por lo perdido,                                                                          And cut your losses,
«Madre, a la orilla».                                                                  ‘Mother, a la orilla’.
ANONYMOUS                                                                                              English by JACQUELINE COCKBURN ©

‘Polo’ throws us into the dark world of flamenco, with the piano imitating the guitar and the accents signifying the hand-
clapping of the people looking on. The singer not so much sings as wails a melody that, in true flamenco fashion, is
almost entirely made up of contiguous notes, bringing the cycle to a brilliant close.

¡Ay!                                                                                           Ay!
Guardo una pena en mi pecho                                                 I have an ache in my heart
que a nadie se la diré.                                                              of which I can tell no one.

¡Malhaya el amor, malhaya                                                      A curse on love, and a curse
y quien me lo dió a entender!                                                  on the one who made me feel it!
¡Ay!                                                                                           Ay!
ANONYMOUS                                                                                              English by JACQUELINE COCKBURN ©

In July 1937, while working on the music for the film The Goldwyn Follies, the thirty-eight-year-old George Gershwin
died of a brain tumour. The first symptoms had only manifested themselves at the beginning of that year. The film was
released in 1938, and one of its hit songs was Love walked in, with lyrics by Gershwin’s brother, Ira.

Gershwin wrote what he called his ‘Brahmsian’ tune back in 1930, but it remained in a drawer. He then chose it for the
film because of its suitability for the actor who sang it (wonderfully, I might add): Kenny Baker. Ira considered it a bit
‘churchy’. In the movie, it makes its first appearance when the lead (Baker) is making hamburgers in a diner, and,
unbeknown to him, the heroine has just walked in. I used to listen incessantly to this and other Gershwin songs in the
1980s on a cassette recording by the brilliant American pianist and composer William Bolcom and his mezzo-soprano
wife Joan Morris.

Percy Grainger made this transcription between September and October 1945. During the war he exhausted himself
by giving hundreds of benefit concerts, mostly for the troops. No doubt this is the kind of thing he played for them.
The middle section features a ‘woggle’, as he called it, which doesn’t need to be played with an exact number of ‘woggle-
notes’. The arranger also offers a choice of two endings: I’ve chosen the simpler one that seems more in keeping with
the style of the song.
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For the last love song on this recording, I remain with an arrangement by Percy Grainger, but not one he did for solo
piano. In 1901 Grainger settled in London and began to research folk music. One of his earliest finds was from a book
of folk songs published in Ireland in 1855. The song had no title other than Irish tune from County Derry. Grainger
arranged it first for wordless chorus, subsequently making versions for wind band or piano and several for orchestra.
The one I play here is a beautiful re-arrangement—of one of the orchestral versions—by the great Russian pianist,
conductor and composer Alexander Siloti (1863–1945), who taught for many years at the Juilliard School in New York.

The ‘Londonderry Air’ as we now know it did not then have the lyrics (known as ‘Danny boy’) by Frederic Edward
Weatherly attached to it. They came along only in 1913 but have since remained associated with the tune. I give them
to you here (so you can sing along!). Other words were used (‘I would be true’ by Howard Arnold Walter) when the tune
was sung by choirboys alone at the funeral of Diana, Princess of Wales, in 1997.

Oh, Danny boy, the pipes, the pipes are calling                        But when ye come and all the flow’rs are dying,
From glen to glen and down the mountainside,                       If I am dead, as dead I well may be,
The summer’s gone, and all the roses falling,                         Ye’ll come and find the place where I am lying,
It’s you, it’s you must go, and I must bide.                              And kneel and say an Ave there for me.
But come ye back when summer’s in the meadow,                 And I shall hear, though soft you tread above me,
Or when the valley’s hush’d and white with snow;                   And all my grave will warmer, sweeter be,
It’s I’ll be here in sunshine or in shadow,                                For you will bend and tell me that you love me,
Oh, Danny boy, oh, Danny boy, I love you so.                           And I shall sleep in peace until you come to me.
                                                                                                FREDERIC EDWARD WEATHERLY (1848–1929)

It means a lot to me to present you with this recording, especially as it was made during a time of great isolation for us
all. Love is what keeps us going—love in all its forms. To all those I have loved, love and will love still, and to all those
who love me, I say a big thank you!

ANGELA HEWITT © 2021

Music was my refuge. I could crawl into the space between the notes and curl my back to loneliness.
~ MAYA ANGELOU
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Also available from Angela Hewitt

LUDWIG VAN BEETHOVEN (1770–1827)
Variations CDA68346
‘It is hard to fault this release … Hewitt’s ever-immaculate finger work [is]
enhanced by Hyperion’s spacious yet focused recording and by the special qualities
of the Fazioli grand piano she treasured for so long’ (BBC Music Magazine)
‘No qualifications are required for Angela Hewitt’s new Beethoven album of seven
variation sets … Hewitt’s touch is remarkably nimble and poetic’ (The Times)

JOHANN SEBASTIAN BACH (1685–1750)
The Six Partitas (2018 recording) CDA68271/2
‘While Hewitt’s stylish integrity, superb finger independence and deep feeling
for the music’s roots in dance remains a constant, there’s now a greater level of
interplay between hands, with added variety of articulation and rhythmic flexibility’
(Gramophone) ‘Hewitt sounds completely immersed in the music’s expressive
soundworld … she’s more inclined to take her listeners by the hand and say
“listen to just how wonderful this passage is”’ (BBC Music Magazine)

FRANZ LISZT (1811–1886)
Piano Sonata & other works CDA68067
‘[A] superbly serious performance … that eschews all personal vanity, all preening
mannerism and flamboyance but which, with strength in abundance, locates the
still centre at the heart of Liszt’s raging heroics … possibly the very finest of Angela
Hewitt’s many recordings’ (Gramophone) ‘For many years Bach has been [Hewitt’s]
calling card. Her Liszt is, if anything, yet more compelling’ (The Guardian)
‘A precisely articulated vividness that works superbly’ (BBC Music Magazine)

GABRIEL FAURÉ (1845–1924)
Piano Music CDA67875
‘Hewitt’s excellently recorded disc (as bright as the playing) provides an invigorating
modern alternative’ (Gramophone) ‘An exquisite Fauré recital … Hewitt’s clarity
is exemplary. The purity and strong, supple backbone of her playing lets Fauré’s
inventive genius, his extraordinary sensitivity to colour, harmonic shading, texture
and eloquence, shine on its own terms’ (BBC Music Magazine)
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