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Russian Art & Folk Songs
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The Russian songs on this recording span a century and a quarter. Most have achieved folk song status- the
others, even the most modern, are well on the way to achieving it. Included are favorites from nineteenth century
repertory such as the melodies of Alexander Varlamov who in the course of a shortlife (1801 - 1848) wrote more
than two hundred songs and drew up the first Russian singing method. There are also selections of recent vintage:
a song about a soldier (Dark Night) that was a great favorite during WW 2, a song of the road (Traveling Song)
which gives a Soviet accent to the familiar theme of love for one's homeland, and Moscow Nights - a pop number
from a Soviet motion picture. The texts of the older songs, those pertaining to old Russia, tend to be built around
a figure in whom all interest centers - a peddler, a refurning exile, a prisoner in Siberia, an accordion player, or
lovers who run the gamut from bold to naive, from one who is in love with love to one who has been rejected,
from one fearful of being hurt by love to one unable to warm even to the memory of it. Nature in the shape of snow,
spring flowers, autumnal desolation etc. is at times an integral part of these songs; occasionally it serves as an
artificial backdrop or as a means of demonstrating a general truth. The Soviet songs, on the other hand though
they too deal with individuals, seem less interested in them than in their reactions to their environment - i.e. the
former Soviet Union. Thus the soldier, the traveler, and the lover show a deep emotional involvement with the land
- its natural beauties, its sheer size and giant economic strides, and the necessity of giving one's life to defend it
1. Snowfall - Snow is whirling down the street. Through the flakes, I see my sweetheart walking. Stop,

my sweet, and let me feast my eyes on you. Let me drink in your beauty, your flawless complexion. Such
loveliness takes the breath away.



2. Lonely Accordion - Once more everything is hushed and sleeping, waiting for dawn. Not a door
creaks- fires burn low on the hearth. Only somewhere in the street broods a solitary accordion. Over the
fields blows the frost-laden night air. The apple trees stand radiant in white bloom. Oh young accordion
player, what is your urgent need? Perhaps, your longing will be fulfilled. Perhaps she is not really the girl
you want. What drives you to go walking at night alone? Why do you disturb the sleep of the girls?

3. Do Not Revive the Memories - Do not wake in me the memory of a time that is past. Do not fill my
heart once more with yearning. Do not turn on me those eyes that can wreak havoc with me. Do not
make me a prisoner again to thoughts of love and to your beauty. And yet, for him who can extinguish the
divine fire of love in his heart, life offers only emptiness....

4. The Peddler - my pack is bursting with calico and brocade. Sweetheart, meet me tonight, I beg you,
in the field where the rye grows tall. I'll be waiting there, and when I see my black-eyed girl, I shall show
my wares./ Night falls, a cloudy night, and the bold fellow waits. Ah, there she comes; the one he longs for
has come. The peddler makes a sale./Only the dark night knows what really happened between the two.
Stand straight and tall, you spears of rve, and guard their secret well....

5. Oh Fate - Oh fate! Oh bitter fate! Why did you condemn me to Siberia? In Siberia [ found myself in a
mine-shaft, narrow and damp; there I met my fellow prisoners. "Comrade, we're in this together." And
the years of our vouth speed by I live without friends and family here in Siberia. Do they still remember
me?.

6. Grass - Why should the grass have become sere and yellow so early in summer? What reason for the
flowers to be shedding their petals so soon? Why, sweet girl, do you look so pale and wan? Where are the
roses that should be blooming in your cheeks?/The flowers withered because a cruel blight struck them.
And 1, I had barely learned to know the sweetness of love when my loved one left me....

7. Traveling Song - On the horizon the rays of the sun paint a blaze of color. I gaze out of the window
and cannot get my fill of the sights gliding past - dense forests, smooth meadows, wooden sheds, steel
structures./Such a variety of sights to delight the eye; so much to make life rich, such a vast expanse, and



it all belongs to me!/The brick factories with their high chimneys, the whitewashed houses - all these are
dear to my heart, every inch of this dear familiar land./The window clouds with the rising mists of night.
Already the moon's outline can be seen, and I still stand spellbound at the train window. It is time for the
lamps to be lit. I look into the growing dark and say to myself: Such a variety of sights to delight the eve,
elc.

8. Moscow Nights - Here in the garden all is still until dawn. If only you knew how dear you are to me,
nights on the outskirts of Moscow!/Ripples move on the stream, and then its surface lies smooth, silvery
in the light of the moon. A snatch of song is heard and then dies away in the growing stillness./Tell me,
darling, why you shyly turn your eyes from mine, why you hang vour head. It is very hard to say all that is
in my heart./Dawn is beginning to light the sky. Never forget, my darling, these summer nights on the
outskirts of Moscow....

9. Flowers Bloom Sweetly in Spring - Flowers bloom sweetly in Spring but the girls, they bloom still
sweeter. You meet your love in the garden when it grows dark, and from that moment your life is no
longer the same./The one I love is here; I do not have to seek her far. I tap on her window: "Come out on
the porch, my darling. It is 1, the fellow who has loved you for so long."/ That's how things happen in life.
You think a storm is threatening. Then the black clouds blow away, the wind dies down, and the skies are
blue once more....

10. Dark Night - Dark night and bullets whistling across the steppe; the wind hisses through the barbed
wire, Up above, the stars are shining bright. On this night so black, I know, my love, that you do not sleep
but sit by the bedside of our child, alone and wakeful. How dear to me are your deep eyes, full of
tenderness! How I long to kiss them! But the dark night separates us, my dear; the black steppe divides us
from one another./ I know you are true to me. This knowledge has kept me safe among the flying bullets.
Even during the thick of the fighting, my heart is at peace. Because I know you love me and are true to
me, I am safe from any blow./Death does not seem a thing to be feared. We have faced it again and again
on the steppe. I walk in its shadow secure because you wait for me at the side of our child....



11. Oh My Darling - Oh darling, oh beautiful girl of mine, we will go for a stroll, just you and I. We will
g0 together to the green meadows and gather flowers for a wreath. There I shall tell you of the love that
burns in me and eats my heart....

12. Why Despair - Why despair and live in wretched loneliness? Where are you, my precious, my black-
eyed love? Cruel one, rather than live with unhappiness as a constant companion, I shall seek you out
wherever you are! . . .

13. The Lonely Bell - Monotonously jingles the harness, and the road before me is filled with clouds of
dust. The driver’s song rings out over the spreading fields. There is so much feeling in this song, in its
familiar strains, that in my breast long numb and closed to feeling, my heart begins to thaw. I recall times
long gone and fields and woods once dear to me. Tears glint in my eyes which have long been strangers
to weeping. Monotonously jingles the harness and echo repeats the sound. The driver finishes his song,
but the road stretches ahead without end....

14. Forgotten Kisses of Love - Forgotten are the tender kisses; the passion that once flamed in me is
cold and dead; love no longer possesses me. The thought of meeting you does not quicken my pulses,
nor does misery gnaw at my heart. Past bliss, I have learned, cannot return. I have no pretty illusions
about what happened. Nothing is to be gained from giving another vour heart and love./ The wind strips
the trees in autumn of their beauty and piles up dry brown leaves in garden paths till winter storms sweep
over the unhappy earth and scatter drifts down many a road. So lovers that are forced apart are envel-
oped in a shroud that none can see.



