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True to its title’s alliteration, this programme by mezzo-
soprano Ema Nikolovska and pianist Hiraku Kanki
juxtaposes ideas and challenges conventions, aiming to
subvert artificial divisions of geography, musical styles,
and even recital formats. Bookended with song cycles by
the Mahlers, the programme connects those pillars
through a series of short works, with and without text,
achieving an emotional arc through more abstract
relationships in musical colour and emotional tone. ‘It was
never a matter of which came first, of who influenced
whom, of what is East or West,” says Nikolovska. ‘All of
these songs exist within one another.’

Serving as the evening’s invocation is Ki i te (Listen)
originally composed by the Osaka-born, London-based
composer Dai Fujikura in 2017 for the soprano Sara
Kobayashi, based on her own poem. Essentially reducing
Kobayashi’s text to virtuosic permutations of the word
‘listen’, Fujikura imagined his piece as a ‘grotesque or
sickly obsessive’ display to counter Kobayashi’s polite
stage appearance.

Only 17 of the hundred-plus songs written by Alma
Mahler exist today, the first five published in 1910 with the
support of her husband Gustav amidst a marital crisis.
Written between 1900-1, before their marriage, these
early works sparkle with discerning musical and literary
taste. The harmonically complex Die stille Stadt opens a
traveller’s journey using Wagner's ‘Tristan’ chord. In
meines Vaters Garten, the longest of the set, opens
warmly but soon turns ominous. The lovers depicted in
Laue Sommernacht ascend chromatically, soon
consumed by the rapture of love. The gently rocking Bei
dir ist es traut then gives way to a brief jaunt toward final
bliss in Ich wandle unter Blumen.

Though not a member of the Jugendstil movement
herself, Alma Mahler came of age during Vienna’s mid-
1890s flowering of the Austro-German variant of Art
Nouveau, marked by natural, flowing lines heavily
influenced by Japanese art and design. Such Japonisme
is fully on display in Petite poémes japonais by her near-
contemporary Francesco Santoliquido, whose musical
prominence in Mussolini-era Europe largely explains his
absence in concert halls today. Taken from the
Man’yoshu, the first (and longest) anthology of classical
Japanese poetry, these French translations of the 8th-
century poet Yamabe no Akahito maintain both the
brevity of the original tanka (a strict five-line, 31-syllable
form) and their impressionistic sketches of nature (snow
falling on plum blossoms, a nightingale announcing
spring, rainfall threatening to scatter cherry blossoms),
each wafting through a sound world seasoned by
Debussy and Respighi.

The evocative subtlety of Debussy’s ‘La terrasse des
audiences du claire de lune’ (The Terrace of the
Audiences of Moonlight), which opens the second half of
his Préludes, Book I, futher dilutes Germanic musical
presence, smoothly priming the ear for Sato Matsui’s
Songs of Curiosity | Fusuigi uta. Set to the poetry of
Misuzu Kaneko (1903-30), Matsui’'s songs unite the
perspective of a Japan-born, Juilliard-trained, Paris-
based composer with one of modern Japan’s most
beloved and distinctive writers. Each text, with an acute

poetic vision prying beneath surface scenes with childlike
innocence (from sympathising with the deceased fish
rather than the hungry villagers in ‘Tairyo’® to
contemplating different layers of fallen snow in ‘Tsumotta
Yuki’), fits a musical setting of faux-simplicity fully
befitting a composer now editing the complete songs of
Erik Satie.

Robert Schumann’s Im ruhigen Tempo (In a Tranquil
Tempo), the first movement of the composer’s final piano
cycle Gesange der Frihe (The Songs of Dawn) Op. 133,
eschews the elaborate extramusical dimensions of his
youth to focus on core melody and harmony, its tightly
structured (39-bar) choral-like rumination utterly
haunting in its modesty. Despite differing details, a
comparable trajectory can be found in Ryuichi
Sakamoto’s Bibo no Aozora (Beautiful Blue Sky). First
appearing as a moody trip-hop tune on his 1995 album
Smoochy, the piece was reworked in various textless
guises by the composer for more than a decade, its
haunting version for piano trio featured in the film Babel
(2006) and a solo piano arrangement becoming a near-
ubiquitous tribute after Sakakoto’s death in 2023.

Listeners familiar with Sakamoto and Toru Takemitsu
would rarely conflate their careers, despite both having
written extensively for film. But just as Sakamoto the pop
star became a presence on the concert stage, Japan’s
most prominent modernist composed many short,
understated vocal pieces throughout his career such as
Shima e (To the Island) that blur any boundaries between
pop and art songs.

An even greater distance, in genres as well geography,
would seem to separate George Gershwin and Gustav
Mabhler. Both, however, shared a fascination with their
respective folk and popular cultures, as well as having one
foot (sometime two) on the stage. ‘Fascinating Rhythm’,
written for the 1924 Broadway musical Lady, Be Good,
marked Gershwin’s first collaboration with his lyricist
brother Ira, along with the stage debut of fellow siblings
Fred and Adele Astaire. ‘The Man | Love’ had a less stellar
reception, being cut from Lady, Be Good and revived for
the Gershwin’s failed 1927 political satire Strike Up the
Band. After becoming a standard in its own right, the
piece finally found feature billing as the title song in Raoul
Walsh’s 1947 melodrama.

Much as Gershwin found inspiration in jazz, Tin Pan
Alley, and klezmer (an Ashkenazi Jewish folk tradition),
Mahler absorbed many Austrian folk influences, often
veering smoothly from the sonic richness of the
symphony to the melodic and harmonic simplicity of
song. His Lieder eines fahrenden Gesellen (Songs of a
Wayfarer), composed between 1883 and 1885, provided
two musical themes in his First Symphony (1888). Several
years after orchestrating his piano-vocal score, Mahler
conducted the belated premiére of his song cycle
alongside his First Symphony in Berlin in 1896.
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Ema and Hikaru would like to thank Cole Knutson for helping
with the research and creation of this programme.



Dai Fujikura (v.1977)

Kiite (2017)
Sara Kobayashi

Listen —

To my voice,
Beyond time,
Beyond space,
It has reached
People’s hearts.

Alma Mabhler 1879-1964)

Five Songs (pub. 1910)

Die stille Stadt
Richard Dehmel

Liegt eine Stadt im Tale,

Ein blasser Tag vergeht.

Es wird nicht lange dauern
mehr,

Bis weder Mond noch
Sterne

Nur Nacht am Himmel
steht.

Von allen Bergen drlcken

Nebel auf die Stadt,

Es dringt kein Dach, nicht
Hof noch Haus,

Kein Laut aus ihrem Rauch
heraus,

Kaum Tdrme noch und
Briucken.

Doch als dem Wandrer
graute,

Da ging ein Lichtlein auf im
Grund

Und durch den Rauch und
Nebel

Begann ein leiser
Lobgesang

Aus Kindermund.

In meines Vaters

Garten
Otto Erich Hartleben

In meines Vaters Garten -

BlUhe, mein Herz, bluh’
aufl!

In meines Vaters Garten,

Stand ein schattender
Apfelbaum.

Susser Traum!

The silent town

Atown lies in the valley,

a pale day is fading;

it will not be
long

before neither moon nor
stars

but night alone will deck
the skies.

From every mountain

mists weigh on the town;

no roof, no courtyard, no
house,

no sound can penetrate
the smoke,

scarcely towers and
bridges even.

But as fear seized the
traveller,

agleam appeared in the
valley;

and through the smoke
and mist

came a faint song of
praise

from a child’s lips.

In my father’s
garden

In my father’s garden -

blossom, O my heart,
blossom!

In my father’s garden

grew a shady apple
tree.

Sweet dream!

Stand ein schattender
Apfelbaum.

Drei blonde Kénigstochter -

BlUhe, mein Herz, blih’
aufl

Drei wunderschéne
Méadchen

Schliefen unter dem
Apfelbaum.

Silsser Traum!

Schliefen unter dem
Apfelbaum.

Die allerjingste
Feine -

BlUhe, mein Herz, blih’
auf!

Die allerjingste
Feine

Blinzelte und erwachte
kaum.

Sasser Traum!

Blinzelte und erwachte
kaum.

Die zweite fuhr sich tber das
Haar -

Blihe, mein Herz, blah’
auf!

Sah den roten
Morgentraum.

Silsser Traum!

Sie sprach:
‘Hort ihr die Trommel nicht?’

Blihe, mein Herz, blah’
aufl

Silsser Traum!

Hell durch den
dammernden Traum!

‘Mein Liebster zieht in den
Kampf -’

BlUhe, mein Herz, blih’
auf!

‘Mein Liebster zieht in den
Kampf hinaus,

KUsst mir als Sieger des
Kleides Saum.’

Sasser Traum!

Kisst mir des Kleides Saum!

Grew a shady apple
tree.

Three blond princesses —

blossom, O my heart,
blossom!

Three wonderfully
beautiful girls

slept beneath the apple
tree.

Sweet dream!

Slept beneath the apple
tree.

The youngest of the three
beauties -

blossom, O my heart,
blossom!

The youngest of the three
beauties

blinked and hardly
awoke.

Sweet dream!

Blinked and hardly
awoke.

The second ran her hand
through her hair -

blossom, O my heart,
blossom!

Saw the red morning
dream.

Sweet dream!

She said:

‘Don’t you hear the
drums?’

blossom, O my heart,
blossom!

Sweet dream!

Brightly through the
dawn?

‘My beloved is going to
war -’

blossom, O my heart,
blossom!

‘My beloved is going to
war,

kisses as victor the hem
of my dress.’

Sweet dream!

Kisses the hem of my dress!

Song continues overleaf. Please turn the page as quietly

as possible.



Die Dritte sprach und sprach

so leis —

BlUhe, mein Herz, bluh’
aufl

Die Dritte sprach und sprach

so leis:
‘lch kiisse dem Liebsten
Des Kleides Saum.’
Susser Traum!
Ich kiisse dem Liebsten
Des Kleides Saum!

In meines Vaters Garten -

BlUhe, mein Herz, bluh’
aufl!

In meines Vaters Garten

Steht ein sonniger
Apfelbaum.

Susser Traum!

Steht ein sonniger
Apfelbaum.

Laue Sommernacht
Otto Julius Bierbaum

Laue Sommernacht: am
Himmel

Steht kein Stern, im weiten
Walde

Suchten wir uns tief im
Dunkel,

Und wir fanden uns.

Fanden uns im weiten
Walde

In der Nacht, der
sternenlosen,

Hielten staunend unsim
Arme

In der dunklen Nacht.

War nicht unser ganzes Leben
Nur ein Tappen, nur ein Suchen

Da: In seine Finsternisse
Liebe, fiel Dein Licht.

Bei dir ist es traut
Rainer Maria Rilke

Bei dir ist es traut,

Zage Uhren schlagen

Wie aus weiten Tagen.

Komm mir ein Liebes
sagen —

Aber nur nicht laut!

The third spoke, and
spoke so quietly -

blossom, O my heart,
blossom!

The third spoke, and
spoke so quietly:

‘| kiss the hem

of my beloved’s coat.’

Sweet dream!

| Kiss the hem

of my beloved’s coat.

In my father’s garden -

blossom, O my heart,
blossom!

In my father’s garden

stands a sunny apple
tree.

Sweet dream!

Stands a sunny apple
tree.

Mild summer night

Mild summer night:in the
sky

not a star, in the deep
forest

we sought each otherin
the dark

and found one another.

Found one another in the
deep wood

in the night, the starless
night,

and amazed, we
embraced

in the dark night.

Our entire life — was it not
but a tentative quest?
There: into its darkness,
O Love, fell your light.

| feel at home with
you

| feel at home with you,

faintly the hours strike

like in the old days.

Come say something
loving to me -

but not too loud!

Ein Tor gehtirgendwo

Draussen im BlUtentreiben,

Der Abend horcht an den
Scheiben.

Lass uns leise bleiben:

Keiner weiss uns so.

Ich wandle unter

Blumen
Heinrich Heine

Ich wandle unter Blumen
Und blihe selber mit.
Ich wandle wie im Traume

Und schwanke bei jedem
Schritt.

Oh halt mich fest, Geliebte!
Vor Liebestrunkenheit

Fall ich dir sonst zu FlUssen,

Und der Garten ist voller
Leut!

A gate moves somewhere
outside inthe sea of flowers,

evening listens at the
window.

Let us stay quiet:
S0 no-one knows about us.

| wander among
flowers

| wander among flowers

and blossom with them;

| wander as in a dream

and sway with every
step.

O, hold me fast, beloved!
Or drunk with love
I'll fall at your feet —

and the garden is full of
folk.

Francesco Santoliquido (1883-1971)

From Petits poémes japonais (1919)

Anonymous

Sur les fleurs du
prunier

Sur les fleurs du prunier

Epaisse tombe la beige.

Jaivoulu la ramasser pour
te la montrer

Mais elle a fondu dans mes
mains.

Quand je suis sorti

Quand je suis sorti sur la
lande,

Ou la brume s’élevait,

Le rossignol chanta.

Le printemps,

Semble-t-il, est venue.

Tombe doucement

Tombe doucement,

O toi, pluie du printemps!
Et n’éparpille pas

Les fleurs des cerisiers
Avant que je les aie vues.

On the plum-tree’s
blossom

Onthe plum-tree’s blossom

falls the thick wool.

| wanted to gather it and
show you,

but it melted in my
hands.

When | walked out

When | walked out onto
the moor,

where the mist was rising,

the nightingale sang.

Spring, it seems,

has arrived.

Fall gently

Fall gently,

O you spring rain!
And do not scatter
the cherry blossom,
before I've beheld it.



Claude Debussy (1862-1918)

La terrasse des audiences du clair de lune

from Préludes Book Il (1911-3)

Sato Matsui (b.1991)

Songs of Curiosity | Fushigi uta (2016)

Misuzu Kaneko
I. Fushigi (Curiosity)

| am overcome with curiosity
Why the rain that falls out of black clouds
Should shine in silver light.

| am overcome with curiosity
Why after eating the green mulberry?
the silkworm should turn so white.

| am overcome with curiosity
Why the moonflower, untouched,
should fall open on its own.

| am overcome with curiosity
Why every person that | ask simple laughs
And tells me it’s only normal.

I. Tairyo (Big Haul)

The sun rises burning the sky!
The haul is big!
What a big haul of oba herrings.

Although the shore is as lively as a festival...

in the ocean’s depth
must be an elegy
for the herrings by the thousands.

Ill. Tsumotta Yuki (Fallen Snow)

The snow on top must feel cold

under the chilling light of the moon

The snow at the bottom must feel heavy
Carrying the weight of hundreds above

The snow in the middle must feel lonely
No sky above nor ground below
ever to behold.

IV. Saraba (Farewell)

Thus far in my life,
| have lived for the appeasement of others.

In this hour

| will speak my will:
Farewell

our champion,
with courage,

go forth.

Interval

Robert Schumann 810-1856)

Im ruhigen Tempo from Gesédnge der
Friihe Op.133 (1853)

Ryuichi Sakamoto (1952-2023)

Bibo no Aozora (1995)
Taeko Onuki

The unfaithfulness of your gaze,
its nobility, | drowned in both.

It was a maddening summer.
The blue sky, your voice,
each like a small death.

| will love no more,
in atenderness forbidden,
my eyes know a wound of the soul.

On separate planets,
we live as twin children.

With the grace of a beast,
| taste silence upon my tongue,
like a poppy flower.

While an ache carves my chest,
from your delicate throat

spills a rainbow’s edge -

a blue sky of beauty.

It was a maddening summer.
Everything my hands touched
was like a fragment of death.

Your blood turns translucent
Your blood turns translucent
| am lost

in this midsummer paradise.

Please do not turn the page until the song and its
accompaniment have ended.



Toru Takemitsu (1930-1996)

Shima e (To the Island) (1983)
Mann Izawa

Where are you, oh stranger

oh, will  ever meet you,

as | walk through the crowd,

in your heart do you think

we will meet someday face to face?
I walk around and then | see

your face in one turn of the revolving door.

Will our paths meet suddenly?
Will we run into each other?

| drift out on the waves

of the ocean of my life,
Forever in search of the island.

Where are you, oh stranger,
Are you forever walking,
wand’ring out out in the crowd?
Do you hope you will find

a hand to hold in your own?

If only | could someday find

an island on my heart’s horizon!
Would our paths meet suddenly?
Would we run into each other?

| drift out on the waves

of the ocean of my dreams,
Forever in search of the island.

George Gershwin (1898-1937)

Fascinating Rhythm from Songbook (1924)

Ira Gershwin

Got a little rhythm, a rhythm, a rhythm
That pit-apats through my brain; ...
The Man | Love (1924)

Ira Gershwin

Someday he’ll come along
The man [ love...

Gustav Mahler (1860-1911)

Lieder eines fahrenden Gesellen (1883-5)

Gustav Mahler

Wenn mein Schatz
Hochzeit macht

Wenn mein Schatz Hochzeit
macht,

Fréhliche Hochzeit macht,

Hab’ ich meinen traurigen
Tag!

Geh’ich in mein Kammerlein,

Dunkles Kammerlein!

Weine! wein’l Um meinen
Schatz,

Um meinen lieben Schatz!

Blimlein blau! Blimlein
blau!

Verdorre nicht! Verdorre
nicht!

Voglein stss! Voglein
suss!

Du singst auf griner Heide!

‘Ach, wie ist die Welt so schon!

ZikUth! Zikuth?

Singet nicht! Bluhet nicht!

Lenzistja vorbei!

Alles Singen ist nun aus!

Des Abends, wenn ich
schlafen geh’,

Denk’ich an mein Leid!

An mein Leide!

Ging heut’ morgen
Uber’s Feld

Ging heut’ morgen tber’s
Feld,

Tau noch auf den Grasern
hing;

Sprach zu mir der lust’ge
Fink:

‘Ei, du! Gelt?

Guten Morgen! Ej, Gelt?
Du!

Wird’s nicht eine schéne Welt?

Zink! Zink! Schén und
flink!

Wie mir doch die Welt gefallt!

When my love has
her wedding-day

When my love has her
wedding-day,

her joyous wedding-day,

| have my day of
mourning!

| gointo my little room,

My dark little room!

| weep, weep! For my
love,

my dearest love!

Blue little flower! Blue
little flower!

Do not wither, do not
wither!

Sweet little bird! Sweet
little bird!

Singing on the green heath!

‘Ah, how fair the world is!

Jug-jug! Jug-jug’

Do not sing! Do not bloom!

For spring is over!

All singing now is done!

At night, when | go to
rest,

| think of my sorrow!

My sorrow!

| walked across the
fields this morning

| walked across the fields
this morning,

dew still hung on the
grass,

the merry finch said to
me:

‘You there, hey -

Good morning! Hey, you
there!

Isn’t it a lovely world?

Tweet! Tweet! Bright and
sweet!

O how | love the world!



Auch die Glockenblum’am
Feld

Hat mir lustig, guter Ding’,

Mit den Gléckchen, klinge,
kling,

lhren Morgengruss
geschellt:

‘Wird’s nicht eine schone Welt?

Kling! Kling! Schénes Ding!

Wie mir doch die Welt gefallt!

Und dafingim
Sonnenschein

Gleich die Welt zu funkeln
an;

Alles, Alles, Ton und Farbe
gewann!

Im Sonnenschein!

Blum’ und Vogel, gross und
klein!

‘Guten Tag! Guten Tag!

Ist’s nicht eine schéone Welt?

Ei, du! Gelt? Schoéne
Welt!

Nun fangt auch mein Glick
wohlan?

Nein! Nein! Das ich
mein’,

Mir nimmer, nimmer blihen
kann!

Ich hab’ ein glihend
Messer

Ich hab’ ein glihend Messer,

Ein Messer in meiner Brust,

O weh! O weh!

Das schneid’t so tief

In jede Freud und jede
Lust,

So tiefl so tief!

Es schneid’t so weh und tief!

Ach, was ist das flr ein
boser Gast!

Nimmer halt er Ruh’,

Nimmer halt er Rast!

Nicht bei Tag,

Nicht bei Nacht, wennich
schlief!

O weh! O weh! O weh!

Wennich in den Himmel seh’,

Seh’ich zwei blaue Augen
steh’n!

O weh! O weh!

Wenn ich im gelben Felde
geh’,

Seh’ich von fern das blonde
Haar

And the harebell at the
field’s edge,

merrily and in good spirits,

ding-ding with its tiny
bell

rang out its morning
greeting:

‘Isn’'tit a lovely world?

Ding-ding! Beautiful thing!

O how | love the world!

And then in the gleaming
sun

the world at once began
to sparkle;

all things gained in tone
and colour!

In the sunshine!

Flower and bird, great
and small.

‘Good day! Good day!

Isn’tit a lovely world?

Hey, you there! A lovely
world!

Will my happiness now
begin?

No! No! The happiness |
mean

can never bloom for
me!

I've a gleaming knife

I've a gleaming knife,

a knife in my breast,

alas! Alas!

It cuts so deep

into every joy and every
bliss,

so deep, so deep!

It cuts so sharp and deep!

Ah, what a cruel guest it
is!

Never at peace,

never at rest!

Neither by day

nor by night, when I'd
sleep!

Alas! Alas! Alas!

When | look into the sky,

| see two blue
eyes!

Alas! Alas!

When | walk in the yellow
field,

| see from afar her golden
hair

Im Winde weh’n! O weh! O
weh!

Wennich aus dem Traum
auffahr’

Und hére klingen ihr silbern
Lachen,

O weh! O weh!

Ich wollt’, ich lag’ auf der
schwarzen Bahr’,

Kénnt’ nimmer die Augen
aufmachen!

Die zwei blauen Augen

Die zwei blauen Augen von
meinem Schatz,

Die haben mich in die weite
Welt geschickt.

Da musst’ ich Abschied
nehmen

Vom allerliebsten Platz!

O Augen blau, warum habt
ihr mich angeblickt?

Nun hab’ ich ewig Leid und
Gramen!

Ich bin ausgegangen in
stiller Nacht,

Wohl Uber die dunkle Heide.

Hat mir niemand Ade
gesagt, Ade!

Mein Gesell’ war Lieb’ und
Leide!

Auf der Strasse stand ein
Lindenbaum,

Da hab’ ich zum ersten Mal
im Schlaf geruht!

Unter dem Lindenbaum,

Der hat seine Bluten tUber
mich geschneit,

Da wusst’ ich nicht, wie das
Leben tut,

War alles, alles wieder
gut!

Alles! Alles!

Lieb’ und Leid, und Welt und
Traum!

blowing in the wind! Alas!
Alas!

When | wake with a jolt
from my dream

and hear her silvery
laugh,

alas! Alas!

| wish | were lying on the
black bier,

and might never open my
eyes again!

The two blue eyes

The two blue eyes of my
love

have sent me into the
wide world.

| had to bid
farewell

to the place | loved most!

O blue eyes, why did you
look on me?

Grief and sorrow shall
now be mine forever!

| set out in the still
night,

across the dark heath.

No one bade me farewell,
farewell!

My companions were
love and sorrow!

A lime tree stood by the
roadside,

where | first found peace
in sleep!

Under the lime tree

which snowed its
blossom on me,

| was not aware of how life
hurts,

and all, all was well once
more!

AllL Al

Love and sorrow, and
world and dream!
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