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FOREWORD

On behalf of the Gamma Majoris Ensemble, thank you very much for choosing our CD
of Russian music by Tchaikovsky and Rachmaninov. 
This CD features ensemble combinations not typically associated with these
composers. Alongside works for piano solo and duos with violin and cello, there are
transcriptions for a voice, cello and piano trio and a voice, violin, cello and piano
quartet. This unusual programming represents the core of what we in Gamma Majoris
are about – a flexible quartet, whose performances showcase the individual and
combined musicianship of its members through varied ensemble combinations. All
the songs (in Russian романсы – romansi) on the CD except for ‘April’ and the Dance
of Gypsies (for violin and piano) have been arranged by us.
The idea of arranging Russian songs emerged spontaneously from a rehearsal one day.
What would happen if we added lyrical string instruments to complement the
soaring melodies and polyphonic and complex accompaniments of songs by the
great Russian composers? To our delight, it worked beautifully. The different
registers of the violin and cello add extra depth to the interplay between melody

and counter-melody without detracting from the vocal line.
Furthermore, a large number of songs worked beautifully in
quartet or trio transcriptions, notwithstanding occasional
debates about which instrument has the privilege of playing
the most beautiful melodies!
The selection of pieces on the CD is very personal. The songs
included cover the full range of emotions – dark, dramatic,
glorious, gloomy, tender and powerful – and speak directly to
the heart.
We hope you enjoy listening to this CD as much as we have
enjoyed recording and playing it.

Yulia Chaplina, Artistic Director of Gamma Majoris



Composed in homage to the great Polish composer, this mazurka was presented to
the pianist and Moscow Conservatory teacher Sergey Remezov.

‘Do not believe, my friend’ sets verse by Alexei Tolstoy (1817-75), a poet whose work
attracted several Russian composers for its sincere sentiments and easy lyricism.
Tchaikovsky clearly felt at home with Tolstoy’s work, setting several of his verses
including in some of his most celebrated songs. ‘Do not believe, my friend’ is the
opening song of Tchaikovsky’s first published collection, Op.6 (composed 1869): in
this song, he adds dramatic tension by using a recurring motif based on the singer’s
opening phrase, suggesting the protagonist’s obsessive yearning for their beloved.
Equally prophetic of his great operatic works is ‘Zachem?’ (Why did I dream of you?),
the third of his Six Romances, Op.28 (1875): setting a poem by Lev Mey (1822-62),
its melancholic, plaintive start clearly foreshadows Tytania’s letter scene in Eugene
Onegin. Mey’s translation of Goethe’s ‘Nur wer die Sehnsucht kennt’ (known in
English as ‘None but the lonely heart’) inspired Tchaikovsky to one of his greatest
songs, albeit suggesting wistful longing rather than the pain of separation suggested
by Goethe’s original.

‘Tell me, what in the shade of branches’, composed early in 1884, sets a ballade by
Vladimir Sollogub (1813-82). One of his most operatic songs, Tchaikovsky dedicated
this to Fyodor Komissarzhevsky, creator of the title role in his opera Vakula the
Smith (premiered in 1876). The song bears a strong kinship with an aria from
Tchaikovsky’s newly composed opera Mazepa, in which the title character assures his
young beloved of his constant love.  

 Tchaikovsky greatly loved and admired French music, and he confessed that his 1880
setting of ‘A soul quietly flew to the heavens’, another Aleksey Tolstoy poem, was
inspired by the duet between Christ and Mary Magdalene in Massenet’s oratorio
Marie-Magdeleine. ‘Take my heart away’, composed in October 1873, sets a poem by
Afanasy Fet (1820-92). Though little known outside Russia, Fet was a lyric poet

In the late nineteenth century, when domestic entertainment could not be
summoned at the press of a switch but had to be created in the parlour around a
piano, there was a high demand for piano pieces and songs within the modest reach
of amateur performers. Many composers met this need, including Tchaikovsky, though
his songs often reach well above the sentimental romances written by so many of his
contemporaries in Russia and abroad. Indeed, one of Tchaikovsky’s enduring qualities
was his reluctance to write any music unless he had been inspired, or at least
genuinely touched by a libretto or poem.

 Though Tchaikovsky’s greatest operas were inspired by Russia’s most celebrated poet,
Alexander Pushkin (1799-1837), he only twice made song settings of that poet’s
work. More often, his songs set intimate poetry by several lesser writers, many of
them known to him personally such as Aleksey Apukhtin (1840-93), a talented poet
who had also been a classmate of Tchaikovsky at St Petersburg’s Imperial School of
Jurisprudence.

Another friend whose poetry Tchaikovsky set was Konstantin Konstantinovich
Romanov (1858-1915), a cousin of Tsar Alexander III. Tchaikovsky had first been
introduced – somewhat reluctantly – to Konstantin in 1880, but had been totally
won over by the then 22-year-old’s enthusiasm for music, on which subject they
talked on that first meeting from nine in the evening until two in the morning.
Tchaikovsky’s Six Romances, Op.63, composed in 1887, set lyrics by Romanov. The
two songs performed here from this set show Tchaikovsky in by turns extrovert mood
(Serenade) and, in ‘By an open window’, sweet and forthright, with just a hint of the
poignant longing suggested by the poem – a mood typical of Tchaikovsky’s work.

 Tchaikovsky composed Nocturne, one of a pair of piano pieces, in the winter of 1871-
72 while on holiday in Nice: he dedicated this to his travelling companion, Vladimir
Shilovsky, a poet and amateur composer. ‘Un poco di Chopin’ comes from near the
end of Tchaikovsky’s career, composed just six months before his death in 1893.
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towards what might be called the ‘domestic’ market. Yet, for all his experience as a
conductor of opera, Rachmaninov, unlike Tchaikovsky, failed to find success in that
genre: song, therefore, was his prime outlet for vocal writing. Unlike Tchaikovsky,
Rachmaninov more consistently turned to high-quality poetry for his songs, and was
inspired by some of the greatest singers of his time including the operatic bass
Feodor Chaliapin, and the soprano Nina Koshetz, both of them close friends of his.
The original piano parts, as one might expect from one of the greatest pianists of all
time, are far more challenging and richly varied than Tchaikovsky’s – prime candidates
for instrumental arrangement as here.

‘Before my window’ is taken from Rachmaninov’s impressive collection of fifteen songs,
Op.26, composed in 1906 at his regular rural summer retreat in Ivanovka, about 300
miles south of Moscow. Rachmaninov loved being in this estate, surrounded by the
steppe “like an infinite sea where the waters are actually boundless fields of wheat,
rye, oats, stretching from horizon to horizon. Sea air is often praised, but how much
more do I love the air of the steppe, with its aroma of earth and all that grows and
blossoms.” In ‘Before my window’, the poet looks outside rapt at the sights and
smells of spring. ‘The Isle’, composed some ten years earlier, sets Bal’mont’s
translation of a poem by the Englishman Shelley, and again is a rapt hymn to nature.
‘April!’ (‘C’était en Avril’) is an even earlier work from 1891, a setting of verse by
Edouard Pailleron composed when Rachmaninov was still a student at the Moscow
Conservatory. Depicting two lovers rapturously seated amid the beauties of nature, it
undoubtedly resonated with Rachmaninov: in the previous summer, aged 17, he had
become besotted with his 15-year-old cousin Natalia Skalon, whom he had met on
his first visit to Ivanovka that year. Though he was forbidden by Natalia’s mother to
see her again, Rachmaninov and Natalia kept up a secret correspondence, which was
still going strong at the time he composed this song.

 Eleven years later, Rachmaninov was composing another set of songs. His Op.21 set
include several of his best, apparently inspired by love as he was soon to be married

greatly admired by his compatriots, including Tchaikovsky who, writing to Romanov,
compared Fet’s verse to the music of Beethoven. The poem expresses the longing of
an absent beloved, and Tchaikovsky’s setting reflects the agitated emotions of the
protagonist.

 Alexei Tolstoy’s ‘Amid the noise of the ball’ was directly inspired by the poet’s own
experience of catching sight and falling in love with Sofya Miller, whom he finally
married some 12 years later. Tchaikovsky found the poem in an anthology sent to
him by his patroness, Nadezhda von Meck, and it was on her estate that in 1878 he
composed the song, one of his most haunting, together with five companions to
make up a set, Op.38.

 The Méditation for piano solo is the fifth piece from Op.72, the same collection from
which ‘Un poco di Chopin’ is taken. Yearning from the start, it builds to an
impassioned climax before resuming the opening theme with filigree decoration, its
long-protracted ending seemingly reluctant to release the moment.

‘We were sitting with you’ is taken from Tchaikovsky’s final collection of songs,
Op.73 – indeed, this was his last completed composition, composed in May 1893.
The previous August a young law student and amateur poet, Daniil Rathaus, had
sent Tchaikovsky some of his verses. Immediately struck by ‘We were sitting
together’, Tchaikovsky quickly sketched the vocal part for the first verse. He
eventually composed his usual number of six songs for a set, only this time they
appear to work together as a cycle, one that is closely related to Tchaikovsky’s final
symphony, the Pathétique: the poems set by Tchaikovsky tell of two lovers who enjoy
one night of bliss only to be cruelly parted. In the opening song, heard here, the
poet is full of regret for not having said what is in their heart.

Although Rachmaninov’s music was deeply permeated with Tchaikovsky’s style and
was much admired by the great composer, the younger composer had greater
ambition as a song writer. Indeed, he showed little inclination or indulgence
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– not to Natalia Skalon, but to another cousin, Natalia Satina. Appropriately, the
three thousand ruble fee paid by his publisher for the entire set covered the cost of
his honeymoon. ‘They Answered’ sets another French poem, this time by Victor Hugo,
translated by Mey.

‘Do not sing, my beauty’, composed in the summer of 1893, sets a poem by Pushkin,
itself inspired by his exile to the southern reaches of the Imperial empire.
Rachmaninov imbues the song with both folk-like simplicity, and with certain exotic
touches such as vocal melismata and a piano melody based on an oriental-sounding
scale to evoke its Georgian setting. Similarly exotic and based on Pushkin (albeit, as
adapted by Vladimir Nemirovich-Danchenko) is Rachmaninov’s early opera Aleko,
composed in 1892, from which the Gypsies’ Dance is taken. Predating Carmen by some
decades, Pushkin’s tale of wild gypsy love probably inspired Prosper Mérimée’s novella.  

We return to Tchaikovsky with ‘Cradle song in a storm’, a haunting minor-key song
taken from 16 Songs for Children, Op.54 – later used by Stravinsky for the opening of
his ballet The Fairy’s Kiss. The following Waltz, originally composed in 1876, was
revised two years later before being published in a set of 12 Pieces, Op.40, which
Tchaikovsky dedicated to his brother Modest. The song ‘It was in early spring’,
composed in the same year, sets another Aleksey Tolstoy poem from the anthology
provided by von Meck – this one a recollection of young love.

 In contrast follows the stormy and passionate ‘On this moonlit night'’, taken from
Tchaikovsky’s melancholic final cycle of songs setting poems by Rathaus. Its sequel,
‘The Sunset’, is a would-be stoically upbeat song, sharing something of the character
of the Pathétique’s second movement. Finally, we hear a rare instance in Tchaikovsky
of love attained with a song setting Aleksey Apukhtin’s ‘In the glare of day, or the
silence of night’: this starts with a noble piano introduction before bursting its banks
with an impetuous setting of the lyric itself.

© Daniel Jaffé

1 Serenade  Op.63 No.6
(О дитя, под окошком твоим) 
Words: Konstantin Romanov
Translation: Laura Prichard

O child, below your balcony
I’ll sing you a serenade…
Calmed by my singing,
You’ll find peace in dreams;
Let yourself sleep, and rest
In the silent hour of night,
Be filled with the delicate sound of 

cherished kisses!

Many sorrows, many hardships exist
Just sleep sweetly, until you have no worries,
Sleep your serene sleep
In the darkness of the night,
Sleep, ignorant of earthly strife.

Let your holy guardian angel,
Dear friend, who hovers over you
And, lulling your childlike slumber,
Sing divine song’s
Living echo:
give you hope.

Sleep well, my dear, sleep, rest
Beneath the harmonies of my serenade!
May you dream of a bright paradise,
Filled with everlasting joy;
Let yourself sleep, and rest
In the silent hour of night,
Be filled with the delicate sound of 

cherished kisses!

2 By an open window  Op.63 No.2
(Растворил я окно)
Words: Konstantin Romanov
Translation: Leonid Gulchin

I opened the window - ‘twas too hot,
And stood down on my knees,
And the spring night breathed into my face
With the wonderful aroma of lilacs.

And somewhere else the nightingale sang,
I listened to him with melancholy...
And sadly recollected my Motherland;
My distant native land,

Where the native nightingale sings the 
native songs,

And not knowing about the sorrows of the world,
He sings the whole night through
Upon the branch of lilacs.

5 Do Not Believe, my Friend  Op.61 No.1
(Не верь, мой друг не верь)
Words: Aleksey Tolstoy
Translation: Robert Bonte-Friedheim

Don’t believe, my love, when in a burst 
of sorrow

I say I no longer love you!
When the tide ebbs, don’t believe the 

sea betrays,
She will return to shore, full of love.
I already miss you, full of old passion again,
I’ll give up my freedom to you once more,
Already the waves are racing loudly back
From the horizon to their beloved shore.

SONG TEXTS



9 A soul quietly flew to the heavens  
Op.47 No.2
(Горними тихо летела душа небесами)
Words: Aleksey Tolstoy
Translation: Robert Bonte-Friedheim

A soul quietly flew into heavenly clouds,
Sadly she lowered her eyelashes to the forest,
Tears falling starlike into space,
Streaming brightly and procession-like 

behind her.
The oncoming stars all quietly enquired:

“Why so sad, why the tears in your eyes?”
To them she replied “I have not 

forgotten Earth.
Much suffering and sorrows I left behind.
Here I only feel heavenly bliss and joy.
Godly souls don’t know sadness or anger.
O, please let me return, My Creator, 

to Earth,
There are people to comfort and console.”

10 Take my heart away  TH 96
(Уноси моё сердце в звенящую даль)
Words: Afanasy Fet
Translation: Sergey Rybin

Carry my heart away into the crystal distance, 
Where the crescent moon is pensive beyond 

the coppice, 
Amidst these sounds, upon your fervent tears
Always shines a smile of love.

Oh child, how easy it is amongst the 
unseen spheres

For me to entrust myself to your song, 
Higher and higher I fly on the silver path,
Like a quivering shadow under your wing.

Your voice dies away in the distance, glowing
Like dawn above the sea, 
And then suddenly, I can’t understand 

from where –
It rings out like a scattering of pearls.

Carry my heart away into the crystal distance,
Where my sadness is as timid as a smile, 
And I will fly higher and higher on the 

silver path
Like a quivering shadow under your wing.

6 Why did I dream of you?  Op.28 No.3
(Зачем приснилася)
Words: Lev Mey
Translation: Laura Prichard

Why did I dream of you,
Distant beauty,
And why, like a fire, did
My lonely pillow burst into flame?

O, begone, specter of the night!
Your eyes are shiftless
And your decimated ashes crumble easily,
And your lips are haughty –

Everything seemed real that I had dreamed,
And everything, like a superficial daydream,
Whirled away, – and my heart
Rested in the pitch dark!

Why did I dream of you,
Distant beauty,
When alone with my visions,
My lonely pillow grows cold.

8 Tell me, what in the shade of the branches
Op.57 No.1
(Скажи, о чем в тени ветвей)
Words: Vladimir Sollogub
Translation: Robert Bonte-Friedheim

Tell about what in branches’ shade,
When nature rests,
Does the spring nightingale sing?
What does it say in its song?
What secretly worries the blood?
Say, say, say, which word
Is known to all, yet eternally new?
Love, love, love!
Tell me what the maiden wonders
Alone in her thoughts,
What in secret trembling asleep
Promises her fear and happiness?
How is this strange malady called,
That contains bright joy,
What is she waiting for? What does she need?
Love, love!
Tell me! When from boring life,
You languish tired
Instead of angry sadness,
You call for a trace of joy!
What will delight your breast?
Maybe those heavenly sounds,
When you first heard
The words, the words of love.



18 Do not sing, my beauty  Op.4 No.4
(Не пой, красавица, при мне)
Words: Alexander Pushkin
Translation: Robert Bonte-Friedheim

Don’t sing, my beauty,
Sad songs of Georgia;
They remind me
Of another life and distant shores.
Alas, your fierce songs,
They remind me
Of the steppe, the night and moonlit
Features of a sad maiden far away!
That sweet and fateful appearance
I forget when seeing you;
But you sing, and in front of me
I imagine her again.

22 It was in early spring  Op.38 No.2
(То было раннею весной)
Words: Aleksey Tolstoy 
Translation: Laura Prichard

It was in early spring
the grass was barely coming up,
streams were flowing, it was not yet 

steaming hot,
I peeped through the green trees;

Shepherds’ morning pipes
weren’t sounding loudly yet,
and still curled up in the forest
was a delicate fern;

It was in early spring,
in the shade of the birches it was,
when smiling before me
you lowered your eyes...

It was due to my love, that in turn
you lowered your eyelids!
O life! O forest! O sunlight!
O youth! O hope!

And I wept in front of you,
looking into your sweet face;
it was early spring,
in the shade of the birches, it was!

It was in the morning of our lives!
O happiness! O tears!
O forest! O life! O sunlight!
O fresh scent of the birch!

23 On this moonlit night  Op.73 No.3
(В эту лунную ночь) 
Words: Daniil Rathaus
Translation: Sergey Rybin

On this moonlit night, on this wondrous night, 
At this rapturous moment of meeting,
Oh, my friend, I can’t overcome the feeling 

of love, 
I cannot contain my confession!

Gently trembles the silvery surface of the lake, 
Leaning willows are whispering quietly...
But words are powerless! How to convey to you
All the impulses of my weary heart?

13 We were sitting with you  Op.73 No.1
(Мы сидели с тобой у заснувшей реки)
Words: Daniil Rathaus
Translation: Jennifer Gliere

We sat together beside the sleeping river.
With soft singing, the fishermen had 

drifted homeward.
The sun burned golden beyond the river,
And at that time I said nothing to you.

Thunder rumbled in the distance...A storm 
was building.

A tear appeared on your eyelashes.
I sank towards you sobbing madly,
And you did not say anything.

And now today, I am alone again, 
as before.

I expect nothing from future years.
In my heart the sounds of life have 

long since been echoing away.
Oh why did I not say anything?!

14 Before my window  Op.26 No.10
(У моего окна)
Words: Glafira Galina
Translation: Robert Bonte-Friedheim

At my window a cherry tree blooms,
Wistfully it blooms under a silver halo...
Branches fresh and fragrant,
It bows and calls me...
I joyfully grasp the happy breath
Of its quivering petals...
Its sweet fragrance envelops my consciousness
And they sing their wordless love songs...

15 The Isle  Op.14 No.2
(Из моря смотрит островок) 
Words: Percy Bysshe Shelley
Translation: Konstantin Dmitrevich Bal’mont

There was a little lawny islet
By anemone and violet, 
Like mosaic paven:
And its roof was flowers and leaves
Which the summer’s breath enweaves,
Where nor sun nor showers nor breeze
Pierce the pines and tallest trees,
Each a gem engraves; -
Girt by many an azure wave
With which the clouds and mountains pave
A lake’s blue chasm.

17 They Answered  Op.21 No.4
(Они Отвечали)
Words: Victor Hugo
Translation: Richard Stokes

How, said the men,
In our small craft
Can we flee the alguazils?
- Row, said the women.

How, said the men,
Can we forget feuds,
Poverty and peril?
- Sleep, said the women.

How, said the men,
Can we bewitch the fair
Without rare potions?
- Love, said the women.



Gamma Majoris is a London-based ensemble whose concert programmes
showcase the individual and combined talents of four established soloists to
present classical music in a new way.

The ensemble’s name derives from the star Gamma Ursae Majoris and is also the
term for ‘major scale’ in Russian (гамма – scale, мажор – major).

Anastasia Prokofieva (soprano) has performed operatic roles including
Violetta (La Traviata) in Moscow; Countess (Le Nozze di Figaro), Despina (Così
Fan Tutte) and Tatiana (Eugene Onegin) in London. She has sung with a wide
variety of orchestras and worked with famous conductors such as Gennadi
Rozhdestvensky, Michael Rosewell and Volodimir Sirenko. She has Masters
degrees from Moscow Tchaikovsky Conservatory and the Royal College of Music.
Anastasia recently recorded her second CD, ‘Russian Heroines’, with Kiev’s
National Philharmonic Orchestra.

Yulia Chaplina (piano) won First Prize and the Gold Medal in the prestigious
Tchaikovsky International Competition for Junior Musicians in 2004, going on
to perform regularly as a soloist in many of the world’s finest venues, including
WigmoreHall in London, Berlin’s Philharmonie, the Grand Halls of the Moscow
Conservatory and the St. Petersburg Philharmonia, Bunka Kaikan Hall in Tokyo
and many other prestigious concert halls. Her solo CD of Russian Music was
recorded by Champs Hill Records in the UK in May 2014. The American Record
Guide described this as “... an outstanding disc and one I’ll return to often.”
Yulia holds a Bachelor’s degree from the University of Arts in Berlin as well as
a Masters in Music and Fellowship from the Royal College of Music.
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The night doesn’t linger and flies by... 
The moon has set...

The distance has turned mysteriously 
scarlet...

My dear, farewell! Again the tides of life
Bring to us another day of sorrow 

and sadness!

24 The Sunset  Op.73 No.4
(Закатилось солнце, заиграли краски)
Words: Daniil Rathaus
Translation: Sergey Rybin

The sun has set, the flickering colours
Have lightly gilded the azure skies,
Charmed by the languorous caresses of 

the night
The slumbering forest is whispering gently...

“Now within my troubled soul my worries 
fall silent

And I can breathe freely with a full 
chest tonight...

The shadows and sounds of this 
marvellous night

Carry us far away together, my friend.
“Embraced by the languor of this 

passionate night, 
You have reclined upon my shoulder with 

your head...
I am deliriously happy, oh, my 

beautiful friend, 
Endlessly happy on this night with you.

25 In the glare of day, or the silence of night  
Op.47 No.6
(День ли царит, тишина ли ночная)
Words: Aleksey Apukhtin
Translation: Grant A. Lewis

Whether day dawns or in the stillness of night,
Whether in a dream or awake,
Everywhere I go, I am filled entirely
With one thought alone:
Only of you!

Gone are the griefs that have tortured me,
Love alone reigns supreme within my heart...
Courage, hope, and eternal devotion,
All that is good, united in my soul,
All that my soul holds dear or sacred,
It is all because of you!

“Whether the rest of my days pass in joy or 
in sadness,

Whether my life ends soon or late,
I know that, though death overtake me,
All my hope, feeling, song, and strength,
All, all, all are for you!
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orchestras in the world, including the Orchestra of the Royal Opera House at
Covent Garden, London Philharmonic Orchestra and the London Chamber Orchestra.
As a soloist, Ksenia has performed with the Southbank Sinfonia and London
Chamber Players and given numerous solo recitals around Europe. She studied at
the Moscow Tchaikovsky Conservatory and the Royal College of Music.

Alisa Liubarskaya (cello) is a guest cellist at venues including the Orchestra of
the Royal Opera House at Covent Garden, Birmingham Royal Ballet Sinfonia,
Orchestra of the Scottish Opera, Southbank Sinfonia and Orchestra of the Welsh
National Opera. She has won prizes at the Heran, Beethoven and Chandos
International competitions.

Since 2007 Alisa has been studying in London and has degrees from the Royal
College of Music and Trinity Laban Conservatoire. Her most recent performances
include solo concerto performances with Southbank Sinfonia, Trinity Laban
Sinfonia and Canterbury Symphony Orchestra, as well as chamber music recitals at
the Wigmore Hall, Royal Festival Hall and St. John’s Smith Square.


