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We should start with Manuel Garcfa (1775-1832). He was the founder of
a family of Spanish (later French and English) musicians, whose most
famous members were characterised by the critic, Henry Chorley, as
“representative artists, whose power, genius and originality IZave
impressed a permanent trace on the record of the methods of vocal exe-
cution and ornament”.

Garcfa was the first Almaviva in Rossini’s Il barbiere di Siviglia, in 1816.
His three children were equally crucial figures in nineteenth century
music. His son, Manuel II (1805-1906), invented the laryngoscope and
became a renowned teacher of singing in Paris and London, his pupils
including Jenny Lind, Mathilde Marchesi and Sir Charles Santley. The
elder daughter, Maria Malibran (1808-36), established a brilliant operat-
ic career but died at 28. Her sister Pauline, however, born in 1821, lived
until 1906 and was the friend and muse of Rossini, Chopin, Schumann,
Liszt, Wagner, Berlioz, Gounod, Saint-Saéns and Hahn, and was one of
the greatest of nineteenth century singers in France.

_iaving retired from the stage, and after the upheavals of the Franco-
Prussian War, Pauline settled back in Paris with her husband, Louis
Viardot. They lived in the rue de Douai, where she taught and com-
posed and presided over a highly regarded musical salon. Her own
songs and those of her friends (Gounod, Saint-Saéns and the rest) were
performed by herself and by her talented children. Two, in particular,
were fine singers: Claudie (married to Georges Chamerot) and
Marianne. In 1872, Saint-Saéns introduced his younger colleague,
Gabriel Fauré, to Mme Viardot. He became very much at home in the
congenial atmosphere of the salon, where Turgenev and Saint-Saéns
would play charades before an audience including luminaries such as
George Sand, Flaubert and Henry James. Fauré became close friends
with the Viardot children and wrote songs and duets for Claudie and
Marianne (as did the other composers).

After a while, Louis and Pauline Viardot became convinced that Fauré
would marry their youngest daughter, Marianne. He had, by 1876, been
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deeply in love with her for four years. But her response was no more than
lukewarm and his normally easy-going temperament began to show
signs of exasperation. The help of Claudie and Georges Chamerot was
enlisted and eventually Marianne agreed to a marriage date: October 1,
1877. Gounod was to be a witness and would help with the music.
During a holiday in Normandy, however, she had second thoughts and
broke off the engagement. The intensity of Fauré’s love frightened her.
As her mother wrote, perceptively, to a friend: “Perhaps it’s a good thing
for both of them . . . He would have burned her up with his love. She in
return could only have offered a gentle but shallow affection. Let’s hope
it’s all for the best.”

Our programme presents songs by the chief composers in Pauline
Viardot’s salon, including several whose texts derive from Italian or
Spanish — she particularly enjoyed this kind of piece, presumably
because of her own Mediterranean origins. By the chatelaine herself we
include three songs, together with a duet in which she arranged several
waltzes by Schubert — a clever trick she also played on mazurkas by
Chopin and Hungarian dances by Brahms. Of the other duets, EI
Desdichado and the two by Fauré were specifically written for Claudie and
Marianre. La Cloche, by Saint-Saéns, and Chanson du pécheur, by Fauré,
were written for Mme Viardot herself, and Au bord de I’eau was dedicated
to Claudie Chamerot (who tried, unsuccessfully, to make Fauré’s engage-
ment work). At the end of this particular story, in 1878, Fauré composed
his Poéme d’un jour in which he summed up, and shrugged off, the despair
he had felt the previous year.

Please reserve your applause until the end of each group ==

Duet: L’ Arithmétique (Charles Turpin) Charles Gounod (1818-1893)

Arithmetic
L’art de compter avec exactitude  The art of counting accurately
Est fort nécessaire ici bas, is very necessary around here.

C’est pour avoir négligé son étude, Because studies are often neglected,
Qu’on trouve tant de fous, hélas!  alas, one finds so many dolts

Qui ne calculent pas. who can’t do figures.

Cultiver cet art salutaire, To cultivate that useful art

C’est apprendre & garder son bien, is to learn to safeguard one’s wealth.
Car, mes amis, sur cette terre, For, my friends, in this world,
Sachez, qu’on a souvent affaire know, that you often have business

A des gens qui comptent trop bien. with people who count very well.
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Three songs

Gounod

Jonathan Estabrooks

Y ma belle rebelle! (Jean-Antoine de Baif)

O ma belle rebelle!

Las! que tu m'es cruelle,

Ou quand d'une doux souris,
Larron de mes esprits,

Ou quand d'une parole,
Mignardetement molle,

Ou quand d'une regard d'yeux
Fierement gracieux,

Ou quand d'un petit geste,
Tout divin, tout céleste,

En amoureuse ardeur

Tu plonges tout mon coeur!

O ma belle rebelle!

Las! que tu m'est cruelle,
Quand la cuisante ardeur
Qui me briile le coeur
Fait que je te demande,
A sa briilure grande,

Un rafraichissement
D'un baiser seulement.
O ma belle rebelle!

Las, que tu m'es cruelle,
Quand d'un petit baiser
Tu ne veux m'apaiser.

Me puissé-je un jour, dure!
Venger de ton injure;
Mon petit maitre amour

2 puisse entrer un jour,
Et pour moi langoureuse
Il te fasse amoureuse
Comme il m'a langoureux
Pour toi fait amoureux.
Alors, par ma vengeance
Tu auras connaissance
Quel mal fait du baiser
Un amant refuser.

O my fine rebel,

how cruel you are to me!
When with a gentle smile,
you steal my spirits,

or when with a word
dainty and soft,

or with a glance from your eyes
full of proud grace,

or when with a small gesture
so divine, so heavenly,

into an amorous flame

you plunge my whole heart!

O my fine rebel,

how cruel you are to me!
When the flames

which consume my heart
compel me to beg you,
to cool and quench

this great burning

with a single kiss.

O my fine rebel,

how cruel you are to me,
when with one little kiss
you will not appease me.

If I could but one day
avenge your wronging of me,
if only my little master Amor
could provoke you one day,
and make you fall

in love with me

who languishes from

being in love with you!

Then by my revenge

you would know

what it means to refuse

a kiss to a lover.
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Chanson de printemps (Eugene Tourneux)

Viens! enfant, la terre s'éveille,
Le soleil rit au gazon vert!

La fleur au calice entr'ouvert
Recoit les baisers de l'abeille.
Respirons cet air pur!
Environs-nous d'azur!
La-haut sur la colline

Viens cueillir 'aubépine!

La neige des pommiers
Parfume les sentiers.

Viens! enfant, voici 'hirondelle,
Qui passe en chantant dans les airs;
QOuvre ton ame aux frais concerts
Eclos sous la feuille nouvelle.

Un vent joyeux, la-bas,

Frémit dans les lilas;

C'est la saison bénie,

C'est 'amour, c'est la vie!

Qu'un fleuve de bonheur

Inonde notre coeur!

Viens! enfant, c'est 'heure charmante
Ot I'on voudrait réver a deux;
Meélons nos réves et nos voeux
Sous cette verdure naissante;
Salut, regne des fleurs,

Des parfums, des couleurs!

Les suaves haleines

Voltigent sur les plaines;

Le coeur épanoui

Se perd dans l'infini!

Spring song

Come, my child, the world awakens,
the sun smiles down on the green turf!
The flower half opens its calix

to receive the kisses of the bee.

Let us breathe in that pure air!

Deep blue sky all around us!

Up there on the hill

I go to gather hawthorns!

Tﬁe snow of the apple blossoms
scents the pathways.

Come, my child, here is the swallow
who flies by singing its melodies;
open your soul to the fresh concerts
hidden under new leaves.

A joyful breeze, over there,

shivers in the lilacs;

It is the blessed season,

it is love, it is life!

It is a river of happiness

flooding our hearts.

Come, my child, it is the charming hour
when we two wish to dream together;
let us mingle our dreams and our pledges
beneath this newly beginning greenery;
Hail, kingdom of the flowers,

of perfumes, of colours!

The gentle breezes

flutter in the fields;

the bursting heart

loses itself in the infinite!

Ce que je suis sans toi (Louis de Peyre)

Ce qu'est le lierre sans l'ormeau
Qui fut I'appui de son enfance,
Lui donnant dans chaque rameau
Un échelon pour sa croissance;
Voila ce que je suis sans toi;

Par pitié, garde-moi ta foi!

L'oiseau qui vole en gazouillant
Vers les demeures éternelles

Et dont soudain un plomb sanglant
Est venu fracasser les ailes,

This is what I am without you

This is how the ivy is without the elm
which supported its young growth,
giving it, in each branch

a ladder for its climbing;

that is what I am without you;

pity me, give me your trust!

The bird who flies in song
towards eternal dwellings

whose wings are suddenly broken
by a wounding shot,



Voila ce que je suis sans toi;
Par pitié, garde-moi ta foi!

Un fréle esquif parmi les flots
‘endant une nuit ténébreuse,
sans gouvernail, sans matelots,
Au sein de la mer orageuse,
Voila ce que je suis sans toi;

Par pitié, garde-moi ta foi!

Duet: Barcarola (Giuseppe Zaffira)

Vedi che bella seral!
Tutto col di riposa

La gondola leggiera
Ci chiama in alto mar!
Sull’onda silenziosa
Vien meco a navigar!

Sotto I'immenso manto
Del ciel che piti s'imbruna
Oh! guarda, dolce incanto
Le stelle scintillar.

A’ raggi della luna

Vien meco a navigar.

La su quell’acque amate
Pace allo spirto anelo
Avrem compagni il cielo
‘aura, le stelle, il mar.
Sull’onde addormentate.
Vien meco a navigar.
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that is how I am without you;
pity me, give me your trust!

A frail skiff among the waves
during a black night,

with no rudder, without sailors,
on the breast of a raging sea;
that is how I am without you,
pity me, give me your trust!

Gounod

See how beautiful the night is!
everything is at rest

the nimble gondola

calls us to the deep waters!
On the hushed waves

come sail away with me!

Under the infinite mantle
of the sky at nightfull

Ah! look, at the soft charms
of the twinkling stars.

In the radiance of the moon
come sail away with me.

There where those sweet waters
give peace to the thirsting soul
we have as company the heavens,
the stars, the sea.

On the sleeping waves

come sail away with me.



Duet: Tes yeux (Louis Pomey)

Franz Schubert (17

La rose nouvelle

Dans tes noirs cheveux,
Brunette, est moins belle
Cent fois que tes yeux.

Hélas, sur ton cou, ma charmante,

L'opale a moins de feux.
La perle brillante

Est moins ravissante
Cent foix que tes yeux.

Sans eux tout dans I'ombre
S’efface et languit,

La nuit la plus sombre

Par eux resplendit.

A tajalousie
Viens-tu par hasard,
Ma mort ou ma vie
Est dans ton regard.

Errant dans ta rue
Chantant plein d’émoi
La gréace ingénue

Que Dieu mit en toi.

La nuit tout entiére
Comme astre des cieux,
Je suis la lumieére

Qui brille en tes yeux.

Heureux a leur flamme
Si je puis briler

Et laisser mon ame
Vers toi s’exhaler.

97-1828) arr. Pauline Viardot (1821-1910)

Your eyes

The rosebud

in your black hair,

dark one, is a hundred times
less beautiful than your eyes.

On your neck, my delightful one,

alas, the opal has less fire,
the shining pearl

is a hundred times

less alluring than your eyes.

Without them, all is hidden
in shadow and languishes,
the darkest night is made
resplendent by them.

You come by chance
to your window blind,
my death or my life
is held in your glance.

Wandering in your street
I am full of agitated song
for the artless grace

that god has given you.

The whole night long

like the star in the heavens,
I am the light

which shines in your eyes.

Happy to burn
in their flame,
let my soul
expire for you.
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Three songs

Viardot

Tyrsa Gawrachynsky

1.a Marquise (Maurice Vaucaire)

_Jontant a sa chaise a porteurs,

La marquise en robe de moire,

A l’air d’entrer dans une armoire

Pour échapper aux séducteurs,

Ces amours qui voltigent roses,

A droite, a gauche, en haut,
partout,

Qu’elle soit couchée ou debout

En lui chuchotant mille choses.

Montant a sa chaise a porteurs
Dont les vitres sont blasonnées
Et de jolis cuivres ornées,

La marquise avec des pudeurs
De jeune naiade surprise

Leste se hate de sasseoir
Dans un flot de peluche grise;

Le Roi daigne dire: “a ce soir!”

Et les deux bons vieux domestiques
Aux mollets maigres et nerveux,
Portent 1’objet de tant de voeux
Comme on porterait des reliques.

Stepping up into her sedan chair,

the Marquise, wearing a dress of taffeta,

looks as if she is entering an armoire

to escape her seducers,

these loves which hover, pink,

at her right, at her left, above,
everywhere,

whether she is reclining or standing,

whispering a thousand secrets to her.

Climbing into her sedan chair,
the windows emblazoned

and with fine decorated copper,
the Marquise with the modesty
of a surprised young naiad
quickly settles into

a sea of grey plush.

The King condescends to say "Till tonight!
And the two loyal old servants,
movinﬁ on weak and nervous legs
carry the object of so many desires
as one carries a sacred relic.

Ici-bas tous les lilas meurent (René-Frangois Armand Sully-Prudhomme)

Ici-bas tous les lilas meurent,

"Hus les chants des oiseaux sont courts,
, < réve aux étés qui demeurent
Toujours!

Ici-bas les levres effleurent
Sans rien laisser de leur
velours,
Je réve aux baisers qui demeurent
Toujours!

Ici-bas, tous les hommes pleurent
Leurs amitiés ou leurs amours;

Je réve aux couples qui demeurent
Toujours!

Here below, all the lilacs die,

all the songs of the birds are short.
I dream of summers which last
forever.

Here below, lips touch and part

without leaving any of their
softness behind.

I dream of kisses which last

forever.

Here, all men weep

for their friendship or their loves.

I dream of couples who remain together
forever.
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Les Filles de Cadix (Alfred de Musset)

Nous venions de voir le taureau,
Trois gargons, trois fillettes.
Sur la pelouse il faisait beau
Et nous dansions un boléro
Au son des castagnettes.
“Dites-moi, voisin

Si j’ai bonne mine?

Et si ma basquine

Va bien ce matin?

Vous me trouvez la taille fine?
Ah! Les filles de Cadix,

Ah! aiment assez cela.”

Et nous dansions un boléro.
Un soir, ¢’était dimanche,
Vers nous s’en vint un hidalgo,
Tout cousu d’or, plume
au chapeau,
Et le poing sur la hanche.
“Si tu veux de moi,
Brune au doux sourire,
Tu n’as qu’a le dire,
Cet or est a toi.”
“Passez votre chemin, beau sire.
Ah! Les filles de Cadix,
Ah! n’entendent pas cela.”

The Girls of Cadiz

We have just seen the bull fight,
three young men, three girls.

It was lovely on the grass,

and we danced a bolero

to the sound of the castanets.
"Tell me, neighbour,

if my looks please you,

and if my skirt

is becoming this morning.

Do you think my waist is slender?
The girls of Cadiz

like that very much!"

And we danced a bolero.
One evening, on a Sunday,
a hidalgo came towards us,
raiment stitched with gold,

a feather in his hat,
his fist on his hip:
"If you want anything from me,
brunette with the sweet smile,
you only have to ask for it;
this gold is yours."
"Take your leave, fine sir.
Ah, the girls of Cadiz
don't listen to that!"

(o]

Duet: Pastorale (Néricault Destouches) ~ Camille Saint-Saéns (1835-1921)

Ici les tendres oiseaux

Gofitent cent douceurs secretes,
Et1'on entend ces c6teaux
Retentir des chansonnettes
Qu'ils apprennent aux échos.

Sur ce gazon les ruisseaux
Murmurent leurs amourettes,
Et l'on voit jusqu'aux ormeaux,
Pour embrasser les fleurettes,
Pencher leurs jeunes rameaux.

Here the young birds

taste a hundred secret joys

and you can hear these hills

ring with the little songs

that they have taught to the echoes.

Across the lawn, the brooks
murmur their passions,

and you can even see the elms
embracing the little flowers
with their young branches.



Three songs

Saint-Saéns

Laura Albino

Réverie (Victor Hugo)

Puisqu'ici-bas toute &me
Donne a quelqu'un

Sa musique, sa flamme,
Ou son parfum;

Puisqu'ici-bas toute chose
Donne toujours

Son épine ou sa rose

A ses amours;

Puisque l'air a la branche
Donne 1'oiseau;

Que l'aube a la pervenche
Donne un peu d'eau;

Puisque, lorsqu'elle arrive
S'y reposer,

L'onde ameére a la rive
Donne un baiser;

Je te donne, a cette heure,
Penché sur toi,

La chose la meilleure
Que j'ai en moi!

Regois donc ma pensée,
Triste d'ailleurs,

Qui, comme une rosée,
T'arrive en pleurs!

Regois mes voeux sans nombre,
O mes amours!

b] 2 1

Xegois la flamme ou I'ombre
De tous mes jours!

Mes transports pleins d'ivresses,
Purs de soupgons,

Et toutes les caresses

De mes chansons!

Mon esprit qui sans voile
Vogue au hazard,

Et qui n'a pour étoile

Que ton regard!

Recgois mon bien céleste,

O ma beauté,

Mon coeur, dont rien ne reste,
L'amour 6té!

Since on this earth

every living creature offers
to somebody its music,

its ardour, its scent,

Since everything
always gives

its thorn or its rose
to its loved one,

Since the air lends the branch
to the small bird

so dawn sends the flowers
the morning dew;

And since, as it comes
to rest there,

the bitter wave gives
the shore a kiss,

I give you now,

as I lean over you,
the best that

I have of myself.

So accept my thoughts,
once so sad,

which come to you,
like dew, in tears!

Accept my numberless vows,
oh my love,

accept the light and the shade
of my life.

My passions full of wildness,
free of suspicions,

and all the caresses

of my songs,

and my soul which drifts

at random without a sail,
and for a guiding star

has only your gaze;

Accept my gift from heaven,

oh my love!

My heart, of which nothing remains
once love is taken away!
















































