4}

.

)

Tarmo & he
Peltokoski Relss

BERHEARRER

€

SCHUMANN Frauenliebe und Leben
BERG Sieben friihe Lieder
MAHLER RUickert-Lieder

tA
JUL

2026

ERASERETRPOAGE muse.hku.hk
BSun1500 HKU Grand Hall hkphil.org



M
e é?é

HKPhil
HK PHIL x HKU MUSE

Join us in celebrating a longstanding collaboration that
unites exceptional talent with a shared passion for music,
all within the brilliant acoustics of
the HKU Grand Hall!

Presenting large-scale choral masterpieces, such as
Fauré's Requiem and Poulenc's Gloriq, featuring both
the HK Phil Chorus and HKU Chamber Singers
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Offering a unique platform for student composers to have
their new works premiered and recorded by HK Phil

musicians

Featuring much-loved solo and chamber works by three

piano stars alongside HK Phil principals
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Tarmo Peltokoski & Chen Reiss

EE | ums Chen Reiss | Soprano
BEfi | @z Tarmo Peltokoski | Piano
E3d=] ROBERT SCHUMANN 22’
(ZAWBIEHRER) op. 42 Frauenliebe und Leben, op. 42
(BREBRM) “Seit ich ihn gesehen”
(> RARRBEE) “Er, der Herrlichste von allen”
CREDUIERE  REVRTRE) “Ich kann’s nicht fassen, nicht glauben”
R $5RARIAES) “Du Ring an meinem Finger”
(EEE k) “Helft mir, ihr Schwestern”
(REMBER RBEERK) “SuRer Freund, du blickest”
CBEFR DB IRFE IS “An meinem Herzen, an meiner Brust”
GREME—RERED) “Nun hast du mir den ersten Schmerz getan”
RIS kS INTERMISSION
BHEg ALBAN BERG 16’
tE R Sieben friihe Lieder
(&> “Nacht”
(EHD “Schilflied”
(RE) “Die Nachtigall”
(BZmE) “Traumgekront”
(REE) “Im Zimmer”
(BzZigE) “Liebesode”
(ER) “Sommertage”
BE GUSTAV MAHLER 18’
(BRFRED Riickert-Lieder
(FEHEERVI “Blicke mir nicht in die Lieder”
(BHEIENER “Ich atmet’ einen linden Duft”
(EMMEEME) “Liebst du um Schoénheit”
(EF &) “Um Mitternacht”
(HEAIHFES) “Ich bin der Welt abhanden gekommen”

EEFIRE
Please turn off your mobile phone
and other electronic devices

ERAMEFERE

BN R E R
No photography, recording or filming

@

000
W

BREMBREZR
Please keep noise to a minimum
during the performance

FRTEELMTERTRUER
Please reserve your applause until
the end of the entire performance

BHRITERZST
Please share your programme
with your companion

BIRR
No eating or drinking

@
O

MIX

Paper | Supporting
responsible forestry

FSC® C126259

wwwiscorg




Lp a8

£7 2 (1810-1856)
(ZABEIEEER) > op. 42
(BRtZERM)

(> RAPRABEE)

(RREEL IR > RERFRIS)

R I5EB TS

(EEH® M)

(REWBRR REER)

CREFR OB > R FR B SS)
(REMB—REHRREDS)

HEHAKTHN-F8 (Y T8%1) W
AEA R E T B UM IR R RER -
AREFATERELEFREAMABRIE
DHERF1840F > T E RN E K
RIRBIR > T E R E i MWEEX i
AREHREANNRITER > FE
RS TR LRI AR B R 22 52 AL L 45 48 o0&
EFRHFEEN REWAREIAL2H
HEEE —PREFRRAN2IRER
Y - FEELFERRRS FEHERA
HIHmRE > Rt — @R KRR IEE  BR
BENEMP —ROEMARIEA W
BEMZzZEA—thUEEARTETER
R °

;MR B1840F1BE  FE—ORBIFTEF
ZHe-MEEEEAN LT (BLEH)

(op. 24> 98) AR BMBEML AL

MEETEIR 1 — (BEk2IR) (op. 25026 8)°
B (FAZE) S5B248E6R
1B (X ANEBRESG) EEMRAT
% (1840F7H11E12H) - #F£7 18404
2EEGRNANRGEE: TRIFBHXHBZE
FERoARL HEHE -EEBENR
EYENZSH 2R NHEHMBILENA
TE BEERZ HRERSS .

(KA EBEEER) RRFADKE
1830 HRMNER > HRE +OREL -
SEEMTERARD (EFR2EH) FF

A 5 AR o JR{F 58 il — i &% 1B PR R B9 R
Ko BEBECEERF—MARBES XK
BME— U BECREBGNHEER
52 &) — & - TSI L > T 58 ek &l
SEEEHPMBRERRNER: $—8 (5
MHRERM) MRHEATE  BEH BB
EFRECUREURE SRLTERTRE
Ee (fth RAFRAESE) > EAFHO
EARBWMAGEFERL EALHBECHE
BER A —ZIREBUERE ((REHLIE
o FEAEE) FFEEERMSHEETE
DR JEIE) o

AREEFTE (R FEEAE)) MER
ZRUEER BHRM - BBEEEER
B)(BHER D) BSEAMEELERE
ETHNENER ZBMBEAS KR
BoRAa AR BRI EZRESHBERE
(CRENBRR REER) (OB
W) RBEHARMEINEE - &
B—ih (REME-—NERRES) BRIA
—HADNANEERSE2M BEHE
WMER-MERONSE BEELEETAS
WEREREME BERERLEAEF B
EDEABEM - FEHARAA AIKREFR
HEEEE-



ROBERT SCHUMANN
(1810-1856)
Frauenliebe und Leben, op. 42

“Seit ich ihn gesehen”

“Er, der Herrlichste von allen”

“Ich kann's nicht fassen, nicht glauben”
“Du Ring an meinem Finger”

“Helft mir, ihr Schwestern”

“SURBer Freund, du blickest”

“An meinem Herzen, an meiner Brust”
“Nun hast du mir den ersten Schmerz getan’

In the case of Robert and Clara
Schumann (née Wieck), it's almost
impossible to separate the songs of
either artist from the context of their
relationship. Robert came to song in a
great surge of inspiration in the year
1840. That spring, he would go to court
in Leipzig for the right to marry Clara
without her father’s consent. The court
eventually ruled in their favour, and they
were married on 12 September, one
day before her 215t birthday. Robert’s
biographer Martin Geck has suggested
that his growing closeness with Clara
found its natural echo in an art form
that requires the intimate meeting

— and union — of two creators, and
two arts.

Certainly, from January 1840 onwards,
Schumann poured out songs at a
breathtaking pace. The nine songs

of the Liederkreis op. 24 came first;
then the 26 songs of Myrthen op. 25,
his “wedding garland” for Clara. The
cycle Dichterliebe was created between
24 May and 1 June, and Frauenliebe
und Leben was written in just two
days, 11 and 12 July 1840. “What bliss
it is to write for the voice,” he wrote

’
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to Clara in late February. “Generally,
| write standing or walking, not at the
piano. After all, it is a very different
kind of music, much more immediate
and melodious”.

A setting of most (but not all) of a
widely-read cycle of poems published
by Adelbert von Chamisso in 1830 —
Frauenliebe und Leben reveals the
lovestruck composer using his newfound
illustrative skill to imagine himself as
his future bride. Robert’s achievement
is to create a sense of lived experience
in each song: the serene rapture of

the first (“Seit ich ihn gesehen”) grows
unstable as the scale of the emotion
becomes apparent. “Er, der Herrlichste
von allen” shows a lover who's ardent

in her pursuit, and then — in “Ich

kann’s nicht fassen, nicht glauben” —
momentarily incredulous that her love is
returned (Schumann marks the climax
Mit leidenschaft: passionately).

There follows engagement (“Du Ring
an meinem Finger”), pre-wedding
nerves (the piano can’t sit still) in
“Helft mir, ihr Schwestern” and (after
its tiny wedding-march postlude), an
intimate, wonderstruck confession of
imminent motherhood (“StuRer Freund,
du blickest”). The breathless rush

of maternal love drives “An meinem
Herzen, an meiner Brust”; and although
the D minor shadow that falls across
the tragic final song “Nun hast du mir
den ersten Schmerz getan” creates a
sudden and startling chill, our heroine
has at least shared life and love to the
last breath. Robert and Clara, in the
end, would have no such consolation.
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Frauenliebe und Leben

Seit ich ihn gesehen

Seit ich ihn gesehen,

Glaub ich blind zu sein;

Wo ich hin nur blicke,

Seh ich ihn allein;

Wie im wachen Traume
Schwebt sein Bild mir vor,
Taucht aus tiefstem Dunkel,
Heller nur empor.

Sonst ist licht- und farblos
Alles um mich her,

Nach der Schwestern Spiele
Nicht begehr ich mehr,
Mochte lieber weinen,

Still im Kdmmerlein;

Seit ich ihn gesehen,

Glaub ich blind zu sein.

Er, der Herrlichste von allen

Er, der Herrlichste von allen,
Wie so milde, wie so gut!
Holde Lippen, klares Auge,
Heller Sinn und fester Mut.

So wie dort in blauer Tiefe,

Hell und herrlich, jener Stern,
Also er an meinem Himmel,
Hell und herrlich, hehr und fern.

Wandle, wandle deine Bahnen;
Nur betrachten deinen Schein,
Nur in Demut ihn betrachten,
Selig nur und traurig sein!

Hore nicht mein stilles Beten,
Deinem Gliicke nur geweiht;

Darfst mich niedre Magd nicht kennen,

Hoher Stern der Herrlichkeit!

Nur die Wirdigste von allen
Darf begllicken deine Wahl,
Und ich will die Hohe segnen,
Viele tausendmal.

Will mich freuen dann und weinen,
Selig, selig bin ich dann;

Sollte mir das Herz auch brechen,
Brich, o Herz, was liegt daran?

Since | saw him,

| believe | am blind;

Wherever | may look,

| see only him alone.

Like in a waking dream,

His image floats before me,
Rising out of deepest darkness,
Ever more brightly.

All else is pale and colourless
Around me now;

For my sisters’ games

| have no more desire.

| would rather weep,

Quietly in my little room;
Since | saw him,

| believe | am blind.

He, the noblest of them all,

Oh, how gentle, how good!

Lovely lips, clear eyes,

A bright mind and steadfast courage.

As there in the deep blue distance
Shines that star, so bright and glorious,
So does he in my own heaven,

Bright and splendid, exalted and far.

Wander, wander your paths;

Let me only behold your radiance,
Only gaze on you in humility,
Blessed, yet sorrowful.

Do not hear my silent prayer,
Offered only for your happiness;
You must not know me, lowly maid,
Lofty star of glory!

Only the worthiest of all

May win the joy of your choosing;
And | will bless the noble one
Many thousands of times.

Then | shall rejoice and weep,
Blessed, blessed shall | be;
Even if my heart should break,
Break, O heart, what matters it?
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Ich kann’s nicht fassen, nicht glauben

Ich kann’s nicht fassen, nicht glauben,
Es hat ein Traum mich bertickt;

Wie hatt er doch unter allen

Mich Arme erhoht und begliickt?

Mir war’s, er habe gesprochen:

»Ich bin auf ewig dein” —

Mir war’'s — ich traume noch immer,
Es kann ja nimmer so sein.

O lass im Traume mich sterben,
Gewieget an seiner Brust,

Den seligen Tod mich schlurfen
In Tranen unendlicher Lust.

Du Ring an meinem Finger

Du Ring an meinem Finger,

Mein goldenes Ringelein,

Ich driicke dich fromm an die Lippen,
Dich fromm an das Herze mein.

Ich hatt ihn ausgetraumet,

Der Kindheit friedlich schénen Traum,
Ich fand allein mich, verloren

Im 6den, unendlichen Raum.

Du Ring an meinem Finger

Da hast du mich erst belehrt,

Hast meinem Blick erschlossen

Des Lebens unendlichen, tiefen Wert.

Ich will ihm dienen, ihm leben,
Ihm angehdren ganz,

Hin selber mich geben und finden
Verklart mich in seinem Glanz.

Du Ring an meinem Finger,

Mein goldenes Ringelein,

Ich driicke dich fromm an die Lippen,
Dich fromm an das Herze mein.

Text

| cannot grasp it, cannot believe it,
A dream has enchanted me;

How could he, among all others,
Have raised and blessed poor me?

It seemed to me that he had spoken:
“I am yours forever” —

It seemed so — | am still dreaming,
It cannot truly be.

O let me die within this dream,
Cradled upon his breast,

Let me drink in that blissful death
In tears of endless delight.

You ring upon my finger,

My little golden ring,

| press you devoutly to my lips,
Devoutly to my heart.

| had outgrown and dreamt away

The peaceful, lovely dream of childhood;
| found myself alone, lost

In a barren, endless void.

You ring upon my finger,
You have first taught me,
You have opened my eyes
To life's deep, infinite worth.

I will serve him, live for him,
Belong to him wholly,

Give myself to him and find myself
Transfigured in his radiance.

You ring upon my finger,

My little golden ring,

| press you devoutly to my lips,
Devoutly to my heart.
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Helft mir, ihr Schwestern

Helft mir, ihr Schwestern,
Freundlich mich schmiicken,
Dient der Glicklichen heute mir,
Windet geschaftig

Mir um die Stirne

Noch der blihenden Myrte Zier.

Als ich befriedigt,

Freudigen Herzens,

Sonst dem Geliebten im Arme lag,
Immer noch rief er,

Sehnsucht im Herzen,

Ungeduldig den heutigen Tag.

Helft mir, ihr Schwestern,
Helft mir verscheuchen

Eine torichte Bangigkeit,

Dass ich mit klarem

Aug ihn empfange,

Ihn, die Quelle der Freudigkeit.

Bist, mein Geliebter,

Du mir erschienen,

Giebst du mir, Sonne, deinen Schein?
Lass mich in Andacht,

Lass mich in Demut,

Lass mich verneigen dem Herren mein.

Streuet ihm, Schwestern,

Streuet ihm Blumen,

Bringet ihm knospende Rosen dar,
Aber euch, Schwestern,

Grlss ich mit Wehmut,

Freudig scheidend aus eurer Schar.

SuBer Freund, du blickest

SURer Freund, du blickest
Mich verwundert an,
Kannst es nicht begreifen,
Wie ich weinen kann;

LaR der feuchten Perlen
Ungewohnte Zier

Freudig hell erzittern

In dem Auge mir.

Wie so bang mein Busen,
Wie so wonnevoll!

WURBt ich nur mit Worten,
Wie ich’s sagen soll;

Komm und birg dein Antlitz
Hier an meiner Brust,

Will in’s Ohr dir flistern
Alle meine Lust.

Help me, sisters,

Kindly adorn me,

Serve me today, the happy one;
Busily weave

About my brow

The blooming myrtle's wreath.

When | lay content,

Joyful at heart,

Once in my beloved’s arms,
Still he would call,

With longing in his heart,
Impatient for this very day.

Help me, sisters,

Help me banish

A foolish anxious fear,

So that with clear eyes

| may receive him,

Him, the source of all my joy.

Have you, my beloved,

Appeared to me,

Do you grant me, O sun, your light?
Let me in reverence,

Let me in humility,

Bow before my lord.

Scatter for him, sisters,

Scatter flowers for him,

Bring him budding roses;

But you, my sisters,

| greet with sadness,

Joyfully departing from your company.

Sweet friend, you gaze
At me in wonder,

You cannot comprehend,
How | can weep;

Let the moist pearls,
Unfamiliar adornment,
Tremble brightly with joy
Within my eyes.

How anxious is my heart,
How full of bliss!

If only | knew in words,
How | should tell it;
Come, and rest your face
Here upon my breast,

| will whisper in your ear
All my delight.
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MSRE]ENE » WeiRt du nun die Tranen, Now that you know the tears
EAALURRIR ? Die ich weinen kann? That | can shed?
RAZER Sollst du nicht sie sehen, Must you not see them,
EHRENBA? Du geliebter Mann? My beloved man?
SEERAIOR Bleib an meinem Herzen, Stay close to my heart,
RZEHs Flhle dessen Schlag, Feel how it beats,

EHAEE B Dal ich fest und fester That | may hold you
BB Nur dich driicken mag. Tighter and ever tighter.
MERNKIE Hier an meinem Bette Here beside my bed
BETRZE Hat die Wiege Raum, There is room for a cradle,
F e e St ek Wo sie still verberge Where | shall quietly conceal
RUEBMHMES; Meinen holden Traum; My lovely dream;

AR IRER Kommen wird der Morgen, Morning will come

E A0 Wo der Traum erwacht, When the dream awakens,
RS 52 Und daraus dein Bildnis And from it your image
MU E o Mir entgegen lacht. Smiles upon me.
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An meinem Herzen, an meiner Brust

An meinem Herzen, an meiner Brust,
Du meine Wonne, du meine Lust!

At my heart, against my breast,
You, my rapture, you, my delight!

=RIEE BHE=R
FUNUERIB  RAGUE

Das Glick ist die Liebe, die Lieb ist das Gluck, Happiness is love, and love is happiness,
Ich hab’s gesagt und nehm’s nicht zurtck. | have said it, and | take it not back.

REUBBCETAIURE
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Hab Uberschwenglich mich geschatzt,
Bin Ubergliicklich aber jetzt.

| once thought myself supremely blessed,
But now | am more than happy.

Nur die da saugt, nur die da liebt Only she who nurses, only she who loves

BRFHMRFEESFS; Das Kind, dem sie die Nahrung giebt; The child to whom she gives
. . ) her nourishment;
WHESHRA RS Nur eine Mutter weiss allein,
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Only a mother alone can know
What it is to love and to be happy.

Was lieben heisst und gllicklich sein.

O, wie bedaur’ ich doch den Mann,
Der Muttergluick nicht flhlen kann! Oh, how [ pity the man

Who cannot feel a mother’s joy!

Du lieber, lieber Engel, Du
Du schauest mich an und lachelst dazu! You, dear, dear angel, you,

You look at me and smile!
REEG OB fRERARSE >
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An meinem Herzen, an meiner Brust,
Du meine Wonne, du meine Lust! At my heart, against my breast,
You, my rapture, you, my delight!
REME—REREE Nun hast du mir den ersten Schmerz getan
REME—RERES Nun hast du mir den ersten Schmerz getan,
EREE Der aber traf.

fRIEET  fREET  THERE Du schlafst, du harter, unbarmherz’ger Mann,

Now you have dealt me my first pain,
And it has struck deep.
You sleep, you hard, unfeeling man,

MAFETZHR © Den Todesschlaf. The sleep of death.

B EENAERERAIS > Es blicket die Verlassne vor sich hin, The forsaken one gazes before her,
HR—-RZERe Die Welt ist leer. The world is empty.

KEEE thEES Geliebet hab ich und gelebt, ich bin I have loved and | have lived
MESTEEE Nicht lebend mehr. I am no longer living.

FIHAIREIAOEREE Ich zieh’ mich in mein Innres still zurlck, | withdraw quietly into my inner self,

WEREEE Der Schleier fallt, The veil falls;
ERBEMEIKLEN=IRE>  Da hab ich dich und mein verlornes Glick, There | have you and my lost happiness,
R BH2HR! Du meine Welt! You, my whole world!
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ALBAN BERG (1885-1935)
Sieben fruhe Lieder

“Nacht”
“Schilflied”

“Die Nachtigall”
“Traumgekrént”
“Im Zimmer”
“Liebesode”
“Sommertage”

Alban Berg served a long
apprenticeship; but then, his teacher
was Arnold Schoenberg and between
them, they were engaged in remaking
the language of music. “Two things
emerged clearly even from Berg's
earliest compositions” recalled
Schoenberg years later:

First, that music was to him a
language, and he really expressed
himself in that language — and
secondly, the overflowing warmth

of feeling...He steeped himself in
music, lived in music. [...] He was
enthusiastic and unbiased, receptive
to everything beautiful, old or new, in
music, literature, painting, sculpture,
theatre and opera.

Schoenberg could have been talking
about the rapturous Sieben frihe
Lieder (Seven Early Songs) that Berg
composed in Vienna between 1905 and
1908, while under his tutelage — seven
sensual mood-paintings drenched in
the heightened emotions with which
(in the age of Freud) every aspect of
nature seemed to quiver. Originally
conceived for voice and piano, Berg

Programme Notes

never disowned the Songs, even as his
musical language matured, and in 1928
he created lush orchestral versions of
all seven.

Berg chose his poets from the rich
heritage of German romanticism,

and responded to their verses with
uninhibited expression. The piano
evokes the swirling mist in Carl
Hauptmann's “Nacht”, while Berg’s
setting of Nikolaus Lenau’s “Schilflied”,
another song of yearning at twilight,

is pregnant with melancholy passion.
“Die Nachtigall” imagines one of the
great symbols of German romantic song
— the nightingale — surrendering to
love, and in the dream of Rainer Maria
Rilke's “Traumgekront”, the fulfilment
is unambiguously sensual, with Berg
finding music to match.

“Im Zimmer" is altogether more gentle;
a cosy lovers’ idyll on an autumn day. In
“Liebesode”, the summer wind caresses
a pair of lovers, as piano and voice
twine sensuously around one another
(the poet, Otto Hartleben, also created
the German text of Schoenberg’s Pierrot
Lunaire). And with his setting of Paul
Hohenberg’s poem “Sommertage”,
Berg ends the cycle on a note of stormy
exaltation. In those long Viennese
summers before 1914, even the bluest
sky was not without its clouds.
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Nebel schweben. Wasser rauschen sacht.

Nun entschleiert sich’s mit einem Mal.
O gib acht! gib acht!

Weites Wunderland ist aufgetan,
Silbern ragen Berge traumhaft groR,
Stille Pfade silberlicht talan

BFEFNRERIE T T o Aus verborg’nem SchoR.

=St R RS- Und die hehre Welt so traumhaft rein.

— R BB FF LIRSS Stummer Buchenbaum am Wege steht
ERIIN—EAMERN&EE  Schattenschwarz — ein Hauch vom fernen Hain
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Einsam leise weht.

Und aus tiefen Grundes Dusterheit
Blinken Lichter auf in stummer Nacht.
Trinke Seele! Trinke Einsamkeit!

O gib acht! gib acht!

E Schilflied
EAFR IR/ N £ Auf geheimem Waldespfade
REAEEEDHME Schleich” ich gern im Abendschein

AFERNEERS
D BBER!

An das 6de Schilfgestade,
Madchen, und gedenke dein!

EEARMERE Wenn sich dann der Busch verdistert,
EEZLEWRE Rauscht das Rohr geheimnisvoll,
TEEsREEE Und es klaget und es fllstert,

ERTR R

DaR ich weinen, weinen soll.

BHHERMEAR Und ich mein’, ich hére wehen
MEREEHNE2 Leise deiner Stimme Klang,
TEKIEZ R ERY » Und im Weiher untergehen
ERHEARIRE o Deinen lieblichen Gesang.

®E Die Nachtigall

2RARE Das macht, es hat die Nachtigall
MEERRK; Die ganze Nacht gesungen;
WhEHEERE Da sind von ihrem sissen Schall,
E&HERH> Da sind in Hall und Widerhall
BUORBEER R o Die Rosen aufgesprungen.

Yt B AR Sie war doch sonst ein wildes Blut,
SERERLR; Nun geht sie tief in Sinnen;
FHEAE Tragt in der Hand den Sommerhut
BRAZIAH Und duldet still der Sonne Glut
THIFTHER © Und weiB nicht, was beginnen.
EARKRE Das macht, es hat die Nachtigall
BMEBIEERK; Die ganze Nacht gesungen;

hE SRR Da sind von ihrem siissen Schall,
EZHERE Da sind in Hall und Widerhall
BURBEE R o Die Rosen aufgesprungen.
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Clouds gather over night and valley;
Mists drift, waters murmur softly.
All at once it is unveiled.

O take heed, take heed!

A vast wonderland opens wide,

Silver mountains rise, dreamlike and grand;
Silent paths, silver-lit, lead downward

From a hidden womb.

And that exalted world, so purely dreamlike.
A silent beech tree stands by the way,
Shadow-dark — a breath from distant groves
Wanders lonely and softly.

And from the depths of darkness

Lights begin to glimmer in the silent night.
Drink, O soul, drink solitude!

O take heed, take heed!

On a secret forest pathway

| gladly steal along in the evening glow
To the desolate, reed-lined shore,
Maiden, and think of you!

When the bush grows dark,

The reeds murmur mysteriously,
lamenting and whispering

That | must weep, must weep.

And | think | hear, carried on the breeze
The gentle sound of your voice,

And in the pond sinking away,

Your lovely song.

It is because the nightingale
Sang all night long;

From her sweet sound,

In echo and reverberation,
The roses burst into bloom.

She was once so wild of heart,

Now she walks in deep reflection;
She carries her summer hat in hand,
Endures the sun’s heat in silence,
And knows not what to do.

It is because the nightingale
Sang all night long —

From her sweet sound,

In echo and reverberation,
The roses burst into bloom.
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Traumgekront

Das war der Tag der weien Chrysanthemen, —

mir bangte fast vor seiner Pracht ...

Und dann, dann kamst du mir die Seele nehmen

tief in der Nacht.

Mir war so bang, und du kamst lieb und leise, —

ich hatte grad im Traum an dich gedacht.
Du kamst, und leis wie eine Marchenweise
erklang die Nacht ...

Im Zimmer

Herbstsonnenschein.

Der liebe Abend blickt so still herein.
Ein Feuerlein rot

Knistert im Ofenloch und loht.

So! — Mein Kopf auf deinen Knie'n. —
So ist mir gut;

Wenn mein Auge so in deinem ruht.
Wie leise die Minuten ziehn! ...

Liebesode
Im Arm der Liebe schliefen wir selig ein.

Am offnen Fenster lauschte der Sommerwind,

und unsrer Atemzige Frieden
trug er hinaus in die helle Mondnacht. —

Und aus dem Garten tastete zagend sich
Ein Rosenduft an unserer Liebe Bett
Und gab uns wundervolle Traume,

Traume des Rausches — so reich an Sehnsucht!

Sommertage

Nun ziehen Tage Uber die Welt,
Gesandt aus blauer Ewigkeit,

Im Sommerwind verweht die Zeit.
Nun windet nachtens der Herr
Sternenkranze mit seliger Hand
Uber Wander — und Wunderland.

O Herz, was kann in diesen Tagen

Dein hellstes Wanderlied denn sagen
Von deiner tiefen, tiefen Lust:

Im Wiesensang verstummt die Brust,
Nun schweigt das Wort, wo Bild um Bild
Zu dir zieht und dich ganz erflllt.

Text

That was the day of white
chrysanthemums —

| almost trembled at its splendor...

And then, you came to take my soul

Deep in the night.

| was afraid, and you came gently,
lovingly —

| had just been dreaming of you.

You came, and soft as a fairy tale melody

The night resounded...

Autumn sunlight.

The dear evening gazes in so quietly.
A little red fire

Crackles and glows in the stove.

So — my head upon your knees —
Thus | feel at peace;

When my eyes rest within yours.
How softly the minutes pass...

In love’s embrace we fell asleep in bliss.
At the open window, the summer
wind listened,
And the peace of our breathing
It carried out into the bright moonlit night.

And from the garden, gently feeling its way,
A scent of roses reached our bed of love
And gave us wondrous dreams,

Dreams of rapture — rich with longing.

Now days drift over the world,

Sent from blue eternity;

In the summer wind, time dissolves.
By night, the Lord winds

Garlands of stars with blessed hand
Over wandering, wondrous lands.

O heart, in these days what can

Your brightest song utter

Of your deep, deep joy?

In meadow-song the breast falls silent;
Words fall still, where image upon image
Flows to you and fills you completely.
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GUSTAV MAHLER (1860-1911)
Rickert-Lieder

“Blicke mir nicht in die Lieder”

“Ich atmet’ einen linden Duft”

“Liebst du um Schonheit”

“Um Mitternacht”

“Ich bin der Welt abhanden gekommen”

Ich bin der Welt abhanden gekommen...
“I am lost to the world”... That one line
from Friedrich Ruckert’s 1821 collection
Liebesfrihling has come to stand for the
poet and his entire life’s work — at least
in the English-speaking, music-loving
world. The poet who moved Gustav
Mahler to compose his most perfect
single song would merit our attention on
that count alone. But those outwardly
artless, endlessly heartfelt words (and
the rapt melody to which Mahler set
them) could serve as a motto for the life
of their author, and his particular place
in German literature.

In a sense, Johann Friedrich Michael
Rlckert (1788-1866) really was lost to
the world: a survivor of the Romantic
generation whose long grey hair and
pensive gaze made him resemble one
of the oriental sages or hermits who
fascinated him so deeply. His earliest
verse had dealt with Germany’s
political struggle against Napoleon,
his later poems with love (he was
happily married in 1821) and still later,
with personal tragedy. Between 1826
and 1849 he was renowned as one of
Europe’s foremost scholars of Oriental

Programme Notes

society and literature — reputedly able
to speak some 30 languages. In his later
years, contemporaries often expressed
surprise that he was still alive at all.

So Ruckert developed a reputation as a
poet and a thinker who stood somewhat
apart — a man with his eyes on

distant horizons — and Gustav Mahler
identified closely with him, though his
five Rlickert-Lieder of 1901-1902 date
from the first flush of his own love

and marriage. “l could not compose
anything but Riickert,” he remarked.
“This is lyric poetry from the source, all
else is lyric poetry of a derivative kind.”

The outsider-composer found
something intensely personal in the
verse of the outsider-poet, whether
expressed playfully (“Blicke mir nicht
in die Lieder”), ardently (“Liebst du

um Schonheit”) or in solemn (and
ultimately ecstatic) contemplation of
the infinite, embodied by a starless
sky (“Um Mitternacht”). In “Ich atmet’
einen linden Duft”, Mahler evokes the
fragrance and delicacy of nature, as
seen through the imagination of a poet
whose sensibility is informed by his love
of the East. The sequence is crowned
— some might say sanctified — by “Ich
bin der Welt abhanden gekommen:
the union of souls expressed, by some
poetic and musical alchemy, through the
experience of a solitude that Riickert
guarded closely, and which the world-
famous Mahler could only rarely enjoy.

All programme notes by Richard Bratby
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Blicke mir nicht in die Lieder

Blicke mir nicht in die Lieder!
Meine Augen schlag’ ich nieder,
Wie ertappt auf boser Tat.
Selber darf ich nicht getrauen,
Ihrem Wachsen zuzuschauen.
Deine Neugier ist Verrat!

Bienen, wenn sie Zellen bauen,

Lassen auch nicht zu sich schauen,

Schauen selbst auch nicht zu.
Wenn die reichen Honigwaben
Sie zu Tag geférdert haben,
Dann vor allen nasche du!

Ich atmet’ einen linden Duft

Ich atmet’ einen linden Duft!
Im Zimmer stand

Ein Zweig der Linde,

Ein Angebinde

Von lieber Hand.

Wie lieblich war der Lindenduft!
Wie lieblich ist der Lindenduft!
Das Lindenreis

Brachst du gelinde;

Ich atme leis

Im Duft der Linde

Der Liebe linden Duft.

Liebst du um Schonheit

Liebst du um Schénheit,
O nicht mich liebe!
Liebe die Sonne,

Sie tragt ein goldnes Haar.
Liebst du um Jugend,

O nicht mich liebe!
Liebe den Frihling,

Der jung ist jedes Jahr.
Liebst du um Schatze,
O nicht mich liebe!
Liebe die Meerfrau,

Sie hat viel Perlen klar.
Liebst du um Liebe,

0 ja, mich liebe!

Liebe mich immer,

Dich lieb’ ich immerdar.

Do not look into my songs!

| cast my eyes down,

As if caught in some wrongdoing.
Even | scarcely dare,

To watch them growing,

Your curiosity is betrayal!

When bees are building their cells,

They do not allow themselves to be watched,

Nor do they watch themselves.
But when their rich honeycombs
Are brought forth into the light,
Then you shall be the first to taste!

| breathed a gentle fragrance!
In the room there stood

A branch of linden,

A gift

From a dear hand.

How lovely was the linden scent!
How lovely is the linden scent!
The linden twig

You broke so gently;

Softly | breathe

In the linden’s fragrance

The gentle scent of love.

If you love for beauty,

O love not me!

Love the sun,

It bears golden hair.

If you love for youth,

O love not me!

Love the spring,

Which is young every year.
If you love for riches,

O love not me!

Love the mermaid,

She has many shining pearls.
If you love for love,

O yes, love me!

Love me always,

| shall love you ever more.
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Um Mitternacht

Um Mitternacht

Hab'’ ich gewacht

Und aufgeblickt zum Himmel;
Kein Stern vom Sterngewimmel
Hat mir gelacht

Um Mitternacht.

Um Mitternacht

Hab' ich gedacht

Hinaus in dunkle Schranken.
Es hat kein Lichtgedanken
Mir Trost gebracht

Um Mitternacht.

Um Mitternacht

Nahm ich in acht

Die Schlage meines Herzens;
Ein einz'ger Puls des Schmerzes
War angefacht

Um Mitternacht.

Um Mitternacht

Kéampft' ich die Schlacht,

O Menschheit, deiner Leiden;
Nicht konnt’ ich sie entscheiden
Mit meiner Macht

Um Mitternacht.

Um Mitternacht

Hab’ ich die Macht

In deine Hand gegeben!
Herr! Gber Tod und Leben
Du haltst die Wacht

Um Mitternacht!

Ich bin der Welt abhanden gekommen

Ich bin der Welt abhanden gekommen,
Mit der ich sonst viele Zeit verdorben,
Sie hat so lange nichts von mir vernommen,
Sie mag wohl glauben, ich sei gestorben!
Es ist mir auch gar nichts daran gelegen,
Ob sie mich fir gestorben halt,

Ich kann auch gar nichts sagen dagegen,
Denn wirklich bin ich gestorben der Welt.
Ich bin gestorben dem Weltgetimmel,
Und ruh’ in einem stillen Gebiet!

Ich leb’ allein in meinem Himmel,

In meinem Lieben, in meinem Lied!

Text

At midnight

| kept watch

And looked up to heaven;

No star among the multitude
Smiled upon me

At midnight.

At midnight

| let my thoughts

Wander into dark confines;
No thought of light
Brought me comfort

At midnight.

At midnight

| heeded

The beating of my heart;
A single pulse of pain
Was kindled

At midnight.

At midnight

| fought the battle,

0 mankind, of your suffering;
| could not resolve it

With my own strength

At midnight.

At midnight

| gave my power

Into Your hands!

Lord, over death and life
You keep the watch

At midnight!

| am lost to the world

With which | once wasted so much time;
It has long heard nothing of me,
It may well think | am dead.

Nor does it matter to me at all,
If it thinks me dead;

| cannot say otherwise,

For truly | am dead to the world.
| am dead to the world’s tumult,
And rest in a quiet realm!

I live alone in my heaven,

In my love, in my song!
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TARMO PELTOKOSKI

#HZE Piano

Photo: Peter Rigaud

Finnish conductor Tarmo Peltokoski will become Music
Director of the Hong Kong Philharmonic Orchestra

in the 2026/27 season following his tenure as Music
Director Designate in 2025/26. He currently serves as
Music Director of the Orchestre National du Capitole
de Toulouse, and as Principal Guest Conductor of
both the Deutsche Kammerphilharmonie Bremen and
Rotterdams Philharmonisch Orkest. He is Conductor
Laureate of the Latvian National Symphony Orchestra,
where he held his first Music Director position from
2022 to 2025.

Widely praised for his exceptional technique and
expressive clarity, Peltokoski has led renowned
orchestras around the world, including Orchestre
Philharmonique de Radio France, Orchestra
dell’Accademia Nazionale di Santa Cecilia, Israel
Philharmonic and the Los Angeles Philharmonic.

He conducted his first full Ring Cycle at age 22 at the
Eurajoki Bel Canto Festival, where he returned in 2023
for Tristan und Isolde. He made his debut at Deutsche
Oper Berlin with Parsifal (April 2026) and will conduct
Lohengrin with the Latvian National Symphony
Orchestra (August 2026). Furthermore, he will conduct
a new production of Die Zauberfléte at Zurich Opera
House (September and October 2026).

Peltokoski began conducting at the age of 14 under the
guidance of Jorma Panula, and later studied with Sakari
Oramo at the Sibelius Academy. His mentors include
Hannu Lintu, Jukka-Pekka Saraste, and Esa-Pekka
Salonen. In October 2023, he signed an exclusive
recording contract with Deutsche Grammophon.

His debut album of Mozart symphonies with The
Deutsche Kammerphilharmonie Bremen was released
in May 2024 and received critical acclaim. In March
2026, he released a new recording of Wagner’s The
Ring: An Orchestral Adventure (arr. de Vlieger) with
the HK Phil, which marks the orchestra’s DG debut.

He is a 2023 OPUS Klassik winner.
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With “a voice of silver brightness and clarity”
(Bachtrack) with “immaculately produced and
enticing tone matched by superb musicianship”
(Opera News), soprano Chen Reiss came to
prominence as a member of the ensemble of the
Bavarian State Opera and as resident artist at
the Vienna State Opera.

Highlights of the 2025/26 season include her
debut as second soprano in Mahler’'s Symphony
no. 8 with Tarmo Peltokoski, Mahler’s Symphony
no. 2 with the Los Angeles Philharmonic under
Gustavo Dudamel, including an Asia tour,
Carmina Burana with the Detroit Symphony,
Beethoven’s Missa Solemnis with the Orchestre
de Paris under Klaus Makela, Brahms’s

German Requiem with the London Symphony
Orchestra under Manfred Honeck and Vaughan
Williams’s A Sea Symphony with the Hong Kong
Philharmonic. Chen returns to the Rotterdam
Philharmonic with Lahav Shani for Mahler’s
Symphony no. 4, and records a CD with the
Beethoven Orchester Bonn featuring works by
Anton Reicha, Andreas Romberg, Ferdinand von
Waldstein, and Peter von Winter. In addition,
Chen serves as Artist in Residence with the
Real Orquesta Sinfénica de Sevilla for the
2025/26 season.

Recent recordings include Mendelssohn’s
Lobgesang with the Tonhalle-Orchester Zurich
and Paavo Jarvi (Alpha Classics), Mahler’s
Fourth Symphony with the Czech Philharmonic
and Semyon Bychkov (Pentatone), Schreker’s
Vom ewigen Leben with Christoph Eschenbach
and the Konzerthausorchester Berlin (Deutsche
Grammophon), and Beethoven arias and scenas
with the Academy of Ancient Music.
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