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pera News hails Lyubov Petrova as a “soprano of ravishing, changeable beauty, blazing
O high notes and magnetic stage presence.”

The winner of the International Elena Obraztsova Young Opera Singers Competition and the
International Rimsky-Korsakov Competition of Opera Singers, Lyubov Petrova is a graduate of the
Moscow Tchaikovsky Conservatory where she studied with Professor Galina Pisarenko.

In 2001, Ms. Petrova made her hugely successful Metropolitan Opera debut as Zerbinetta in Ari-
adne auf Naxos. She has been returning to the famous stage for numerous parts, including Sophie



in Der Rosenkavalier, Pamina in Die Zauberfléte, Norina in Don Pasquale, Sophie in Werther, Nan-
netta in Falstaff, Oscar in Un ballo in maschera, Adele in Die Fledermaus, Blondchen in Die Ent-
flihrung aus dem Serail, Xenia in Boris Godunov, and Woglinde in Der Ring des Nibelungen among
others. Lyubov Petrova starred as Queen of the Night in the 2006 film The Magic Flute directed by
Kenneth Branagh.

In 2012, Lyubov made her debut at the Bolshoi Theatre as Sophie in Der Rosenkavalier.

Her recent performances include Tatyana in Eugene Onegin and Countess Almaviva in Le Nozze
di Figaro at Florida Grand Opera, Sofya in Prokofiev's Semyon Kotko with the Radio Filharmonisch
Orkest at the Concertgebouw in Amsterdam, Freia in Das Rheingold with the London Philharmonic
and both Freia in Das Rheingold and Gutrune in Das Gétterddmmerung with the Odense Sympho-
ny Orchestra, the Four Heroines in Les contes d’Hoffmann with the New Israeli Opera; Despina in
Cosi fan tutte at the Hyogo Performing Arts Center in Japan; and Violetta in La traviata with the Ko-
rea National Opera. She also joined the Bard Music Festival for Marfa in The Tsar’s Bride.

The soprano’s other performances include the title part in Manon at the Teatro Massimo in Palermo;
the title role in Martin y Soler’s L’arbore di Diana at the Teatro Real, Gilda in Rigoletto and the pre-
vious performances of Lucia di Lammermoor with the Washington National Opera; Cleopatra in Gi-
ulio Cesare with the Glimmerglass Opera, Zerbinetta in Ariadne auf Naxos with Opéra National de
Paris, the Dallas Opera, Teatro Real in Madrid, the Los Angeles Opera, and the Pittsburgh Opera;
Adele in Die Fledermaus and Louisa in Betrothal in a Monastery with Glyndebourne Festival Opera
(both available commercially, the former on DVD and the latter on CD), and in the subsequent per-
formances at the BBC Proms at the Royal Albert Hall; Angelica in Orlando and Louisa in Betroth-
al in a Monastery at the Palau de les Arts Reina Sofia in Valencia, Juliet in Roméo et Juliet with the
Nederlandse Opera, the Dallas Opera, the Pittsburgh Opera, and the Atlanta Opera; Pamina in Die
Zauberfléte and Valencienne in Die lustige Witwe at the Teatro Colon; Lisinga in the Rossini rar-
ity, Demetrio e Polibio, at the Teatro San Carlo di Napoli, Adalgisa in Norma at the Bellini Festival
in Catania, Elvira in / puritani with Palm Beach Opera, and Susanna in Le nozze di Figaro with the



Dallas Opera; Oscar in Un ballo in maschera with Houston Grand Opera and Aristea in L’Olimpiade
at the Pergolesi Festival in Jesi, Italy. She joined Spoleto Festival USA for the title part in Lakme, as
Despina in Cosi fan tutte, and further performances of Zerbinetta in Ariadne auf Naxos. With Mos-
cow’s Novaya Opera, she has sung Violetta in La traviata, Lyudmila in Glinka’s Ruslan and Lyud-
mila, the title part in Rimsky-Korsakov’s The Snow Maiden, and Marfa in The Tsar’s Bride.

Lyubov Petrova has sung under the batons of James Levine, Julius Rudel, Jose Serebrier, Donald
Runnicles, Jaap van Zweeden, Vladimir Fedoseyev, Kent Nagano, James Conlon, Vladimir Jurows-
ki, Christian Thielemann, Jesus Lopez Cobos, Harry Bicket, Alessandro de Marchi, Frederic Chaslin,
and Alexander Vedernikov to name but a few.

The soprano has also appeared in recitals and orchestral concerts. Ms. Petrova has sung Brahms'’s
Ein deutsches Requiem with the Hong Kong Philharmonic and Rachmaninov’s The Bells with the
Florida Orchestra. In her native Russia, she joined the Russian National Orchestra for further perfor-
mances of The Bells (available commercially on Warner Classics) and Artyomov’s Requiem; Bach’s
Magnificat and Haydn’s Lord Nelson Mass with Helmuth Rilling conducting the Moscow Conser-
vatory Orchestra; and Mozart’'s Exsultate, jubilate with the Moscow Chamber Orchestra. She also
sung a program of Johann Strauss with the New Jersey Symphony Orchestra and joined the Press-
burger Symphoniker at the Schloss Esterhazy in Austria for a concert of Rossini, Donizetti, Bellini,
Mozart, and Bizet. She appeared at Placido Domingo’s concert in Red Square in Moscow and at the
Theater an der Wien in Austria with the Tchaikovsky Symphony Orchestra.

Lyubov has sung numerous recitals in Russia and around the World. She recently joined La Jol-
la Music Society SummerFest for the performances of Villa-Lobos’s Bachianas Brasileiras and se-
lections from Rachmaninov, Shostakovich, Bartok, Dvofak, and Schubert, and Music@Menlo for
Shostakovich’s From Jewish Folk Poetry.



Elena Savelieva is Honored Artist of Russia (2005) and professor at the piano accompaniment de-
partment of the Moscow State Conservatory. She graduated from the piano department and then
took a postgraduate assistant traineeship course studying with Professor Lev Naumov. Elena is a
visiting professor at Kurashiki Sakuyo University in Japan. She has been deputy artistic director for
education at the Galina Vishnevskaya Opera Center since 2002. Elena has been a judge of various
international piano and vocal competitions such as the International Piano Competition in Taiwan
(2002); the Jan Norvil Competition in Latvia in 2015, 2016, and 2017; the International Competition
Voci Verdiane in Bussetto, Italy, in 2006, the Glinka International Vocal Competition in Moscow in
2014), and the Sviridov International Chamber Singing Competition in Kursk, Russia, in 2012, 2015,
and 2017.

Elena Savelieva’s recording credits include multiple live and studio performances on radio and tele-
vision. Among her hallmark releases are two CDs with The Rubinstein Trio (2002) and a 2-CD set
with music of Georgy Sviridov (2014). On the occasion of the 150th anniversary of the Moscow Con-
servatory, she received the Silver Badge of Merit (2016). Elena is a winner of the City of Moscow
Prize in the Field of Literature and Arts (2017).

The pianist actively tours in Russia and abroad performing in collaboration with some of the leading
soloists of the Moscow and St. Petersburg opera theaters, the Moscow State Academic Philharmon-
ic Society, the Russian Verdi Society, the National Foundation for Cultural Development and Intellec-
tual Property Protection (New Peredvizhniks), the International Charity Foundation “New Names,”
and the Elena Obraztsova Charitable Foundation of Support for the Music Art. Elena is a member of
the European Piano Teachers Association (EPTA Russia) and the International Federation of Musi-
cians.

Elena is an initiator, artistic director, and regular of the educational music projects “There, Beyond
the Milky Hills...,” “All Chamber and Vocal Works of Georgy Sviridov,” and “In Memory of Outstand-
ing Singers” (Galina Vishnevskaya, Irina Arkhipova, Elena Obraztsova).



B Mon4yaHbU HOYM TaliHOM
cn. A. ®eta

O, gonro 6yay 51, B MONYaHbW HOUM TaNHOM,

KoBapHblit neneT T8O, ynbibKy, B30p, B30p Cry4alHbIil,
lMepcTam nocnyLuHyto BOOC, BOMIOC TBOUX IYCTYIO MPsib,
13 MbiCnieit U3roHsTh, 1 CHOBa Npu3biBaT;

LLlenTaTb 1 nonpaensiTb Obirble BbIpaXkeHbst

Peyeit Moux ¢ TOBOIA, NCNONMHEHHBIX CMYLLEHbS,

1 B onbsiHEHK, Hanepekop ymy,

3aBeTHbIM MMEHEM BYANTb HOYHYIO TbMY.

In the silence of the secret night
Afanasy Fet. Translation © Philip Ross Bullock

Oh, long will I, in the silence of the mysterious night,
Chase from my thoughts and then call up again

Your artful chatter, your smile, your casual glance,

The thick tresses of your hair, so pliant in my fingers;

| shall whisper and improve upon the past expressions
Of things | once said to you, things full of bashfulness,
And intoxicated, against all reason,

| shall wake night's darkness with your cherished name.

YX Tbl, HUBa Mol
cn. A. Toncroro

Y Thl, HUBA MOSI, HUBYLLKA,

He ckocuTb T€65 ¢ Maxy eguHoro,

He cBsi3aTh T€6S BCHO BO eanHbIN cHon!
Y Bbl, yMbl MOW, SlyMYLLUKU,

He cTpsixHyTb Bac pa3oM C nney Joron,
OpHoi peybto-To BaC He BbickasaTb!
[o Tee nb, HMBa, BETEP pasrynuearn,
Hyn Konocks TBOM A0-3eMNK,

3penbl 3epHa Bce pasmeTbisan!
LLnpoko Bbl, LyMbl, nopaschinanuce,
Kyna nana kakas gymyLuka,

Tam BCxoauna ntoTa nevanb-Tpasa,
BbipacTano rope roptoyee. Ax!

The harvest of sorrow
Alexey Tolstoy. Translation © Philip Ross Bullock

Oh you, my field, dearest field of mine,

You are not to be mowed at a single stroke,

You are not to be bound up in a single sheaf!

Oh you, my thoughts, dearest thoughts of mine,
You are not to be shaken off with just one shrug,
You are not to be expressed in just one telling!

You, oh field, have you not been battered by the wind,
Which forced your ears of grain down to the ground,
And scattered your ripe grain in all directions!
Wherever a thought should fall,

There a sorrowful blade of grass would sprout,
Breeding the bitterest misery. Ah!



OTpbiBOK U3 Miocce
nepesoa A. AnyxTHa

Y7o TaK ycuneHHo cepaLe 6onbHoe
Bbetcsl, M MpoCuT, M KaxaeT nokosi?
YeM 5 B3BONHOBAH WCMyraH B HOYN?
CTykHyna ABepb, 3aCTOHaB 1 3aHOSA?
l"acHyLLe namnbl GrecHynm nyum...
Bosxe moit! lyx MHe B rpyau 3axsaturo!
KT0-T0 30BET MeHS, LLENYeT YHbIMO...
KT0-T0 BOLET...

Mos Kkenbs nycta,

HeT HuKoro, 370 NoNHOYb NpPo6uso...
O, oanHoYecTBo, 0 HuweTal

(2]

Loneliness
transl. by Aleksey Apukhtin.
Translation © 2018 by Emily Ezust

Why does my aching heart so strenuously
Beat, and plead, and yearn for peace?

What troubles me and terrifies me in the night?
Adoor has banged shut, groaning and whining;
The sputtering lamp has sent out flashing rays of light...
My God! My breath catches in my chest!
Someone calls to me, whispering gloomily...
Someone has come in...

But my cell is empty,

There is nobody here - it was midnight striking.
Oh, loneliness, oh poverty!

Pe4yHas nunes
cn. I. TeiHe, nepesoga A. Mneleesa

PeyHas nunes, ronoeky NoaHsBLUK, Ha HeBO raauT;
A MecsiLy BMOGIEHHbIA NIy4amin YHbINO ee cepebpuT...

11 BOT OHa CHOBa MOHWKNa CTbIANNBO,

K nasypHbIM BOAAM;

Ho mecsiL, — Bce 6neaHbIi 1 TOMHbIi

KaK npu3pak, — cuaeT U Tam...

The waterlily
Heinrich Heine, transl. by Alexey Pleshcheyev.
Translation © 2020 by Lyubov Petrova

The waterlily lifting up her head looks toward heaven;
And the crescent in love bathes her gloomily with his silver rays
And here she is again inclining filled with shame
toward the azure waters,
But the moon, pale and languorous like a ghost shines even there.



Y1po

cn. M. fiHosa

«Iltobnio Tebs!» —

LllenHyna AHto 3apst

1, Hebo 0bxBaTVB, 3apaenach OT NpU3HaHbS,
1 conHua nyy, npupogy o3aps,

C ynbibkoit nockinan e xryume nob3aHbs.

A [ieHb, Kak Obl eLLe He AoBepss,
OcyLLECTBNEHMIO CBOMX 3aBETHBIX Pes,
Cnyckancs Ha 3emnito, ¢ ynblBKoil yTupas
Briecreslune BOKpYr psabl anMasHbIX Ces...

(e]

Morning
M. Yanov. Translation © 2020 by Lyubov Petrova and Thomas Walton

“I love you!”

The dawn whispered to the day

And, enfolding the skies, she blushed from that confession.
And the smiling sunbeam sent her

burning kisses, illuminating nature.

And the day, as if still doubting

The fulfillment of his most cherished dreams,

Stretched out across the land, and with a smile

Dried her glittering tears like rows of diamonds.

Monwo6una A Ha ne4vyanb CBOKO
cn. T. WesyeHko, nepesop A. lMnelleesa

Mont6una s, Ha nevarns CBoH,
CupoTUHYLLKY 6ecTanaHHoro.

Yx Takast jons MHe Bbinana!
Paanyuuni Hac Nioau CUnbHbIE;
YBe3anu ero, caany B pekpyTbl...

W conpatkoi 1, ONHOKOM £,

3HaTb, B Yyxoi u3be n coctaperoch...
Y Takast 4ONs MHe Bbinana.

| fell in love, to my sorrow
Translation © 2020 by Lyubov Petrova

| fell in love, to my sorrow,

With a poor orphan, with an ill-fated lad.

Such is the lot that befell me!

Powerful folks separated us;

They took him away, and made a conscript of him...
A soldier’s wife | am, all alone | am,

It seems that | shall grow old in a stranger’s hut...
Such is the lot that befell me.

10



OHe oTBe4vanu
cn. B. Toro, nepesoa J1. Mes

Cnpocunu oHu: «Kak B neTyunx YenHax
Ham Genoto Yaikoil CKonbauTb Ha BOMHaXx,
Y106 Hac cTopoxa He forHanm?»
«pebuTe!» — OHe oTBEYANM.

Cnpocunu oHu: «Kak 3abbiTb, HaBcerga,
Yo B MMpe t0f10bHOM eCTb BefHocTb, Gepa,
Y10 ecTb B HEM rpo3a 1 neyanu?»
«3acHuTe!» — OHe oTBEYAnNN.

Cnpocunu oHu: «Kak kpacasuL, npuBreyb
Be3 yapbl: YT06 camu Ha CTPACTHYH peyb
OHM Ham B 06BATUS Nann?»

«JltobuTe!» — oHe oTBEYANM.

They answered
Victor Hugo, transl. by Lev Mei. Translation © Philip Ross Bullock

They asked: ‘How, in swift boats,

Are we to glide across the waves, like a white seagull,
Lest the guards should catch us?’

‘Row!’, they answered.

They asked: ‘How are we to forget for ever

That there is poverty and misfortune in this vale of tears,
That there is enmity and sorry?

‘Sleep’, they answered.

They asked: ‘How are we to win beautiful girls
Without spells: so that our passionate words

Will make them fall into our embraces?

‘Love! they answered.

41 He npopok
cn. A. Kpyrnosa

£ He npopok, s He 6oed,

A He yunTenb Mupa:

7, Boxben MUNocTbo, NeBed,
Moe opyxbe nupa.

A Bonto ['ocnopa TBOpHO:
Coto3a nsberas ¢ Noxbio,

£ cepauy necHei rosopio,
Byxy B Hem nckpy boxbto.
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I am not a prophet
Alexander Kruglov. Translation © 2005 by Rianne Stam

| am no prophet, | am no soldier,

| am no teacher of the world;

I, by the grace of God, am a singer,
My weapon is a lyre.

By the will of God | create;

| avoid alliance with a lie,

I talk in song to the heart,

In which | rouse a divine spark.



]

Menogus
cn. C. Hagcora

A6 ymepeTb X0Ten Ha KpbInbsX YNOeHbS,

B neHneom nonycHe, HaBesiHHOM MeYTOM,

Be3 Myk packasHbsi, 63 NbITk pa3MbILLNEHbS,
Bes ManogyLUHbIX CNé3 NpoLLaHus ¢ 3eMne.

A6 ymepeTb XoTen AyLIMCTOK BECHOIO,

B 3anyLieHHom capiy, B GnaroyxaHHblil AeHb,
Y7106 Kynbl TEMHBIX 11N ApemManit Hao MHOHO,

1 konbixanacs LeTyLLas CupeHb.

Y106 psipom Obl pyyeil TaMHCTBEHHbIM XypYaHbeM
Hemyto TwnHy Tpesoxun u Byaun,

W cHIit HeBOCKNOH TOPXKECTBEHHBIM MONYaHLEM
06 paiickoit BEYHOCTV MHE BHSITHO FOBOPWIT...
Y106 He Monuncs 4, He nnakan, ymupas,

A cnapko 3agpemar, v 4Tobbl CHUMOCh MHE...
Y70 8 NNbIBY... NAbIBY, 1 YTO BOMHA HEMas
Be33By4HO 0TAAET MeHs Apyroi BOMHE...

Melody

Semyon Nadson. Translation © Philip Ross Bullock

I should like to die on the wings of ecstasy

In lethargic slumber, brought by dreams,

With no torments of repentance, no anguished meditation,
No pusillanimous tears of parting with the earth.

I should like to die in the fragrant spring,

In an overgrown garden, on a sweet-scented day.

Dark linden-trees will cluster, dreamily, above me,

And the lilac blossoms will sway to and fro.

Nearby a stream will stir and trouble the wordless stillness
With its mysterious babbling,

And the solemn silence of blue sky above

Will impart to me the mysteries of heaven’s eternity...

Let me neither pray nor weep as | die,

But rather fall into a sweet slumber, where | shall dream...
That | am floating... floating, and that one wordless wave
Is soundlessly passing me to another...



OHa, Kak nongeHb, xopoLa
cn. H. MuHckoro

OHa, Kak nongeHb, xopoLua,

OHa 3arafoyHeit NonHoum.

Y Hel HennakasLUWS 04K

/I HecTpaaasLuas aywa.

A MHe, Ybsi X13Hb — Bopbba n rope,
[Mo Helt TOMUTLCS CYXAEHO.

O! Tak BeyHo nneLyyLyee Mope

B 6e3monBHbIi Geper BrtobneHo.

She is as beautiful as midday
Nikolay Minsky. Translation © 2020 by Lyubov Petrova
and Thomas Walton

She is as beautiful as Midday

She is more mysterious than Midnight.

Her eyes have never cried,

Her soul has never known pain.

And me, whose life is all but struggle and sorrow,
| am destined to always yearn for her. Oh!

Just like the restless sea is forever

In love with the silent shore.

BeTep nepeneTHbin
cn. K. banbmoHTa

BeTep nepeneTHblit obnackan MeHst

W/ wenHyn nevansHo: «HoYb cunbHee AHa».
1 3akat nomepkHyn. Ty4u noyepHenu.
[lporHynu, cMyTUNMUCL NacMypHbIS enn

/I Hap TeMHbIM MOpeM, Tie KpyTuncs Bar,
BeTep nepeneTHblit 3bi6bo Npobexarn.
Houb Lapuna B Mupe. A Mex Tem Aaneko,
3a MOpeM 3aXrnocs OrHEHHOE OKO.

HoBblit pacnyctuncs B Hebecax LiBETOK,
CBETOM BO3POX/AEHHbIM 3a0nMcTan BOCTOK.
BeTep nameHuncs, n naxHyn MHe B 04,

W wenHyn ¢ ycmeLukoit: «[ieHb cunbHee Houmy!

13

The migrant wind
Konstantin Balmont. Translation © 2020 by Lyubov Petrova
and Thomas Walton.

A passing breeze caressed my face,

And whispered sadly: “The night defeats the day.”
The sunset darkened. Rain clouds turned to black,
Sombre firs grew troubled, trembled in dismay.
Over the darkling sea, where the waves rolled,

The breeze slipped past and raced above the swell.
Night now reigned supreme over the world.
Meanwhile, far across the sea a fiery eye ignited.
Anew flower blossomed in the heavens,

The East shone reborn in light.

The wind had changed and gently caressed my eyes,
Whispering with smile: “The day defeats the night!”



OnTA, Kak LBETOK Thl NpeKpacHa
cn. T. Teitve, nepesog A. Mnewjeesa

[luTs, kaK LiBETOK Thl NpekpacHa,
CseTna, 1 Y1cTa, 1 Muna.
CMmoTpto Ha Tebs, n niobytoch,

1 cHoBa fywa oxuna...

OxoTHo 6 Tebe Ha ronosky

£ pyKu CBOW BO3NOXMIT,

Mpocs 4Tobbl Bor Tebs BewHo
[MpekpacHoi 1 YCTON XpaHun.

Child, you are as beautiful as a flower

Heinrich Heine, transl. by Alexey Pleshcheyev.
Translation © Philip Ross Bullock

Child, you are as beautiful as a flower,

As bright, and pure and sweet.

I'look at you admiringly,

And once again, my soul is filled with life...
Willingly | would place my hands

On your dear little head;

Asking that God should keep you
Beautiful and pure forever.

Mowapgbl 5 monio!
cn. . MepexxoBckoro

MMowagap! s monto! He My4b MeHs, BecHa,

He noaxoau ko MHe ¢ 60Me3HEHHO Nackoi

W cepaua He 6yay oT MEPTBEHHOrO CHa

CBoeil MnafieH4eckom, Ho TporaTenbHO CKasKoM.
Tbl BUAWLLb, KaK 1 cnab, 0 — Ckanbes Hago MHoM!
MeHsi TOMUT 1 xoKeT TBOW BeTep 6naroBOHHbIN.

A noporo kynun 3abBeHbe 1 MoKkoM, —

OcTaBb e WX fylue, cTpafaHbeM YTOMIEHHOM. .

| beg for mercy!
Dmitry Merezhkovsky.
Translation © 2020 by Lyubov Petrova

| beg for mercy! Do not torture me, Spring,

Do not approach me with painful caress,

And do not wake the heart from deathly sleep

With your infantile but touching fairy-tale.

You see how weak | am, oh, have mercy upon me!
Your fragrant wind torments and burns me,

| acquired rest and peace at such a great expense,
So leave them to the soul, weary from suffering.

14



Cymepkum

cn. M. Ttoito, nepesoa V1. Txopxesckoro

Ona 3agymanace. OfHa,

lepes OKHOM CKMOHSICb, OHa CUAWT,

1 B cympake HOYHOM MepLiaeT JoNruil B3op;
A B cuHeBe 6e3bpexHoi TeMHetoLmx Hebec,
POHSS ny4 CBOW HEXHbIN,

BocxoasT 38e3404k1 6€3LYMHO TONMOW;

W kaxeTcs, YTo TaM Kakoi-TO CBETbI PO
TanHCTBEHHO NAPUT W, CFIOBHO BOCXMLLEHHBIN,
TpeneLyeT Haa eé rofoBKOK0 CKIOHEHHOM.

Twilight

Jean-Marie Guyau, transl. by Ivan Tkhorzhevsky. English translation
© 2020 by Lyubov Petrova

and Thomas Walton

She got lost in her thoughts. Alone,

Leaning against the window,

She sits and in the twilight of the night

her sparkling eyes are gazing off;

And in the boundless blue of darkening Heaven,
Asilent multitude of stars rises shining above;
And it seems as if the bright throng

Soars in a mysterious delight

Trembling over her sweet, bowed head.

OcTpoBOK
cn. M. Wennu, nepesoa K. banbmoHTa

113 Mopsi CMOTPUT OCTPOBOK,
Ero 3eneHble yKoHb!
YKpacun TpaB ryCTbIX BEHOK,
duanku, aHeMOoHbI.

Hap HUM cnneTatoTes MnCTbI,
Bokpyr Hero YyTb NNeLLyT BOMHbI.
[lepeBbsi rpyCTHbI, kak MEYTbI,
Kak ctaryn, 6e3MOnBHbI.
3pech ene bILUnT BETEPOK,
Ctopa rposa He jonetaer,

1 6e3MSATEXHBIN OCTPOBOK
Bce gpemner, 3acbinaer.
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The little island
Percy Bysshe Shelley, transl.by Konstantin Balmont.
English Translation by Richard D. Sylvester

At sea there lies a little island,

Its slopes of green a carpet thick
With grasses dense and lush,
Violets and anemones.

Leafy canopies spread above,
Waves lap lightly all around;

Tall stand the trees, sad as dreams,
Silent as statues.

Alight breeze barely stirs the air,
No storm can venture there,

And in tranquility the little island
Dreams gently on, falling into sleep.



MpoxoguT BCe All passes
cn. [l Patraysa Daniil Ratgauz. Translation © 2020 by Lyubov Petrova
and Thomas Walton

TpOXOANT BCe, W HET K Hemy BO3BpaTa.
JKu3Hb MUMTCS BOanb, MrHOBEHMs BbICTpeil.
I'Aie 3ByKM CrOB, 3By4aBLUNX HAM KOrAa-To?
['ne cBeT 3apu Hac 03apsBLUMX AHen?
PacLien LBETOK, a 3aBTpa OH YBSIHET.

All passes, and there is no return to anything.

Life rushes into the distance, faster than an instant.

Where are the sounds of words that once were spoken to us?
Where is the light of the dawn of our happy days?

TOpUT OrOHb, YTOB BCKOPE OTFOPETb...

WneT BonHa, Ha Heil Apyras BCTaHer...

£ He mory Becenbix neceH netb!

The flower has bloomed but tomorrow it will fade.
Afire burns only to burn out soon...

There is a wave, yet another will rise above it...

| cannot sing joyous songs!

Houb nevanbHa The night is sorrowful
cn. . byHura Ivan Bunin. Translation © 2020 by Lyubov Petrova

Houb nevanbHa, kak MeyThl MOM...
[laneko, B rnyxoi CTENM LWMPOKOM,
OroHek MepLiaeT OAMHOKNHN. .

B cepaLie MHOro rpycTy u nobBu.

Ho KoMy K kak pacckaxeLub Thl,

Yro 30BeT TEbS, Yem cepaue nonHo?
MyTb fanek, rnyxas crenb 6e3monsHa,
Houb nevanbHa, kak MoW MeyTbl.

The night is sorrowful, like my dreams...

Far away, in the broad remote steppe,
Asolitary light flickers...

My heart is full of sadness and love.

But to whom and how could you tell

What beckons you, what fills your heart?

Long is the road, indifferent is the silent steppe,
The night is sorrowful, like my dreams.
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OunccoHaHc
cn. A. Monoxckoro

MycTb no Bone cyneb s pacctanack ¢ Toboit, —
MycTb apyroit obnagaet moeit kpacoToii!

13 06BATII €ro, U3 HOYHOI [yXOTbI,

YHOLLYCb 5 Janeko Ha KpbIMbsiX MEYTbI.

Bwxy cHoBa Hall CTapbli, 3anyLyeHHbIN cap:
OTpaxéHHbI1 B NpyAe NoTyxaeT 3akar,
[NaxHeT NMNoBbIM LiBETOM B Npoxnaze annei,
3a npyaom, rae-To B poLLe, YpUUT COMoBei...
1 cTeknaHHYI0 ABEPb 0TBOPUNA — APOXY —

£ M3 Mpaka B TaUHCTBEHHbI CyMpaK sy —
Yy! Tam xpycTHyna BeTka — He Tbl u Lwarkyn?!
Bctpenenynacs ntudka — He Tbl v cnyryn?!
£ npucnyLwmBakCh, s MyYUTENBHO XY,

1 Ha LenecT LaroB TBOUX TUXO UaY —
XonoauT MO YneHbl TO CTPacTb, TO UCMyr —
370 Thl MeHs 3a pyKy B3sn, Munblil apyr?!

OT0 Tbl OCTOPOXHO Tak 0B6HsN MeHs!

370 TBOW Nowienyit — nowenyi 6e3 orHs!

C 6orblo B TPENETHOM CEPALIE, C BONTHEHHEM B KPOBY

Tbl He cMeeLLb 0TAATbCS BesymcTBam NobBu, —
W, BHUMas peyam GnaropofHbIM TBOMM,

£ He cMeto 1aTb BOMIO BNEYEHbSIM CBOUM,

W apoxy, n wenyy tebe: Munbiii Tbl Moit!
[MycTb BNageeT OH xankoit Moei kpacoTon! —
113 06BN €r0, 13 HOYHOM AYXOTbI,

£ onsTb yneTato Ha Kpbibsix MeYThI

B a70T cag, B 3Ty TeMb, BOT Ha 3Ty CkaMmbto,
['e Bnepable noacnyLuan Tl fyLly MOK...

£ nyLWoio CnuBatoch C TBOEIO YL —

[MycTb BNageeT oH xankoit Moei kpacoToit!

Dissonance
Yakov Polonsky. Translation © 2018 by Sergey Rybin

If fate has parted me from you, so be it -

Never mind that another possesses my beauty!

From his embrace, from the night's sultriness,

| fly far away upon the wings of my dream.

| see again our old overgrown garden:

Reflected in the pond, the sunset is fading away,

Linden trees scent the shade of the alleys,

Beyond the pond, in the coppice, warbles the nightingale...
| open the glass door - trembling -

| peer into the mysterious darkness -

Hark! A branch has crackled — was it you stepping out?
Abird has shuddered — was it you who startled it?

I listen, | wait impatiently,

| quietly follow the rustling of your footsteps -

My body shivers from passion and fright -

Is it you taking me by the hand, dear friend?!

Is it you timidly embracing me?

Itis your kiss — a kiss without fire!

With torment in your trembling heart, with fluttering in your blood,
You dare not give in to the madness of love,

And, listening to your noble voice,

| dare not set free my own passions,

| tremble and whisper to you: “Dearest one!

If he possesses my wretched beauty, so be it!

From his embrace, from the night's sultriness,

Again | fly away upon the wings of my dream,

To this garden, to this darkness, to this bench,

Where for the first time you've discovered my soul’s secret...
And | merge my soul with yours --

If he possesses my wretched beauty, so be it!”
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Mb1 oTAOXHEM We shall rest
cn. A. Yexosa Anton Chekhov. Translation © Philip Ross Bullock

M1 0TAOXHEM! Mbl YCTbILLINM aHrenos,

MbI yBUAMM Bce Hebo B anmasax,

Ml yBUAMM, KaK BCE 3110 3eMHOE,

Bce Halwuv cTpaaaHnst NOTOHYT B MUNOCEPANM,

We shall rest! We shall hear the angels,

We shall see the heaven, all clad in diamonds,
We shall see all earthly evil,

All our sufferings drown in mercy,

KoTopoe HanonHuT co6oto Becb Mup,
M Hallia Xu3Hb CTaHeT TUXOH,
HEXHOI0, CNaaKoto, kak nacka.

A Bepyto, Bepylo...

Mbl 0TAOXHEM... Mbl OTLOXHEM.

A mercy that will cover the whole earth,
And our live will become as peaceful,
Tender and sweet as a caress.

| believe, | believe...

We shall rest... We shall rest.

Houblo B capy y MeHs
cn. A. VcaaksHa, nepesog A. brioka

Houblo B cagy y MeHs
Mnayet nnakyyas 1Bea,

1 BesyTeluHa oHa

VBywwKa, rpycTHas uBea.
PaHHee yTpo BnecHet —,
HexHas AeByLUka-30pbka
ViByLLKe, NnavyLLei ropbko,
Cneabl kygpsiMm oTpeT.

At night in my garden
Avetik Isaakian, transl. by Alexander Blok.
Translation © by Emily Ezust

At night in my garden

the weeping willow weeps,

and she is inconsolable,

This dear Willow, mournful willow tree.
Early morning flashes;

The gentle maiden Dawn

From dear Willow, weeping bitterly,
Wipes away the tears with her curls.
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K Hen
cn. A. benoro

Tpasbl ofeTbl Nepnamu.
['Ae-TO NPUBETHI rPYCTHbIE CrbILLY, —
lMpuBeTbl MUnble. .

Munas, rae Tbl, Munas?
Beyepa cBeTbl sicHble, —
Beuyepa cBeTbI kpacHble. ..
Pyku Bo3aeTb!: xay Tebs,
Munas, rae Tbl, Munas?
Pyku Bo3aeTb!: xay Tebs...
B ctpysax JleTbl, cMbiTyt0
BregHbiMu NleTbl CTpysMM...
Munas, rae Tbl, Munas?

To her
Andrei Bely. Translation © 2016 by Emily Ezust

Pearls adorn the grass.

From somewhere | hear mournful greetings,
Cherished greetings...

Dear one, where are you? Dear one!

The lights of evening are clear,

The lights of evening are red,

My arms raised, | await you,

Dear one, where are you? Dear one?

My arms raised, | await you;

In the streams, Lethe washes the years away,
Pale Lethe, in the streams,

Dear one, where are you? Dear one!

Mapraputku
cn. U. CeBepsHuHa

0O, nocmoTpu! kak MHOrO MaprapuTok —

W tam, n TyT...

OHV LIBETYT; X MHOTO; UX U3BBITOK;

OHM UBETYT.

Vx nenecTku TpéXrpaHHble — Kak KpbIbs,
Kak Benblit WenK...

B Hux neta moLup! B H1x pagocTb 1306unbs!
B Hix cBETMbIN NOMK.

['0TOBb, 3eMns, LIBETaM 13 pOC HaMuTOK,
[ait cok cTebnto...

0O, aesyuwiku! O, 3Be3abI MaprapuTok!

A Bac nobnio...
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Daisies
Igor Severyanin. Translation © Philip Ross Bullock

Just look! See how many daisies there are
Here and there...

They are in flower, so many of them, in abundance.
They are in flower.

Their three-faceted petals are like wings,

Like white silk.

They are the summer’s might, the joy of plenty,
Aradiant army!

Prepare, oh earth, a drink of dew drops,

To refresh the flowers’ stems...

Oh maidens fair! Oh little daisy starlets!

How | love you!



KpbiconoB
cn. B. bptocosa

£ Ha pypouKe urpato,
Tpa-ns-ns-ng-ng-ng-ns,

£ Ha pypouKe urpato,

Ybn-TO AyLn Becens.

£ 1ay BAOMb TUXON PEUkH,
Tpa-ns-ns-ng-ng-ng-ns,
[pemmioT TUXus OBEYKH,
Kpotko 3bibntoTcs nons.
Cninte, 0BUbI 1 BapalLky,
Tpa-ns-ns-ng-ng-ng-ns,

3a nyramu kpacHoii kaLLku
CTPOWHO BCTanM TOMons.
Manblit BOMUK TaMm TauTcs,
Tpa-ns-ns-ng-ng-ng-ns,
Mwnoit feByLUKe NPUCHUTCS,
Yro et gywy otaan s

11 Ha HeXHbI 30B CBUPENH,
Tpa-ns-ns-ng-ng-ng-ns,
BbIAAET croBHO k CBETNOI Lenu,
yepes cag, Yepes nons.

11 B necy nog ay6om TeMHbIM,
Tpa-ns-nsa-ng-ng-ng-ns,
ByneT xnatb B 6peay UCTOMHOM,
B yac, korga ycHeT 3emns.
BcTpeuy roctbto foporyio,
Tpa-ns-nsa-ng-ng-ng-ns,
Bnnotb o yTpa 3auenyio,
CepaLe nackoit ytons.

1, CMEHMBLUNCb C HEeW KONeYKoM,
Tpa-ns-ns-ns-ns-ns-ns,
OTnyLLy ee k oBeYkam,

B cag, rae cTpoitHb! Tonons.
Tpa-ng-ng-ns!

The pied piper
Valery Bryusov.
Translation © Philip Ross Bullock

| play upon my little pipe,
Tra-la-la-la-la-la-la,

| play upon my little pipe,

And gladden people’s hearts.
Along a quiet little stream | go,
Tra-la-la-la-la-la-la,

Little lambkins quietly slumber,
Fields gently sway.

Sleep, oh sheep and lambs,
Tra-la-la-la-la-la-la,

Beyond the meadows of red clover

Slender poplars reach to the sky.
Alittle house is hidden there,
Tra-la-la-la-la-la-la,

Where a sweet girl will dream
That | have given her my heart.
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And at the call of my tender reed,
Tra-la-la-la-la-la-la,

She will come, as if with radiant purpose,

Through the garden, through the fields.

And in the wood, beneath the dark oak,

Tra-la-la-la-la-la-la,

She will wait in languorous delirium
As the earth falls asleep.

| shall meet my beloved guest,
Tra-la-la-la-la-la-la,

| shall kiss her ‘til morning comes,
Assuaging my heart with caresses.
And once we have exchanged rings,
Tra-la-la-la-la-la-la,

I'll send her back to the little sheep,
To the garden where the poplars are
slender.



CoH
cn. ®. Conoryba

B MUpe HET HUYEro BoXaENeHHee CHa,

Yapbl €CTb Y HEro, Y Hero TULLKH,

Y Hero Ha ycTax Hu neyarb W Hil CMeX,

11 B 6E3A0HHbIX 04aX MHOTO TailHbIX yTeX.

Y Hero LWMpOKU, LINPOKY ABa Kpbina,

1 nerku, Tak nerku, kak nofHoYHas Mrna.

He noHsiTb, Kak HeCeT, U Kyaa 1 Ha Yem.

OH KpbINOM He B3MaXHET 1 HE ABUHET MNIEYOM.

Dreams
Fyodor Sologub. Translation © Philip Ross Bullock

There is nothing in the world more longed for than sleep,
It enchants, it brings silence,

On its lips is neither sadness nor laughter,

And in its fathomless eyes there are many secret delights.
Wide are its wings, wide its two wings,

And so light, oh so light, like the darkness at midnight.
We cannot know how it carries us, whither and on what,
Its wings do not beat, its shoulders do not move.

Ay!

cn. 3. Mo, nepesog K. BanbmoHTa

TBOW HEXHbII CMeX Bbif CKA3KOK U3MEHUMBOIO,
OH 3Ban Kak B COH 30BET CBUPENbHbIN 3BOH.

11 BOT BeHKOM, CTUXOM Tebsi yBEHUMBAIO,
Yitnem, 6ex1M BOBOEM Ha rOPHbIN CKMOH.

Ho rpe xe TbI?

JIWLLb 3BOH BEPLUMH N0O3BaHUBAET.

LiBeTky LBETOK Cpeab AHS 3axer cBeuy.

W yeit-To cmex Bee B rnybb MeHs 3aMaHuBaeT.
[oto, vy,

Ayl

AP

Kpuuy!

A-oo!
after Edgar Allan Poe, transl. by Konstantin Balmont.
Translation © 2007 by Laura Claycomb and Peter Grunberg

Your tender laughter was a fickle fairytale,

It calls me out of the dream on pipe chimes.

Now my garland of poetry crowns you.

Let's go, let's run, both of us, to the mountainside!
But where are you?

Only the pipes from the top chime...

One flower to another flower light the candle of midday.
And someone’s laughter calls to me from the depths.
I sing, | search,

“A-o0!”

“A-o0!”

I cry.
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NBE YXOBHbIE MECHW / TWO SACRED SONGS

Monutsa Prayer
cn. K.P. Konstantin Romanov. Translation by Marina Koshits

Hayun mens, Boxe, niobuts
Bcem ymom Tebsi, BCeM NOMBbILLIEHBEM,
Y06kl aywy Tebe nocBsTUTL

1 BCHO JKM3HDb C KaxabIM cepuue6meHbeM.

Hayuu Tel MeHs cobniogats

JInwe TBOK MUNOCEpAHYIO BOMIO,
Hayuu Hukorza He ponTath

Ha cBOI MHOTOTPYAHYI0 AONI0.
Bcex, KOTOpbIX MpuLLEN UCKynuTL
Tol CBOEHO NPEUMCTON0 KPOBLHO,
BeckopbicTHOI rny6okoi noboBbo.
Hayuu mens, Boxe, ntobuTs.

Teach me, teach me, oh God, how to love you
With all my thoughts and understandings,

So | can devote my soul only to you

All through life with each pulsating heartbeat.
Teach me to obey only

Your merciful will,

Teach me not to complain of my fate,

On the path that may seem to bring sorrow.
All those man whom you came to redeem
With your holy and innocent blood,

And with your selfless deep love.

Teach me, teach me, oh God, how to love.

Bce xo4eT netb
cn. ®. Conory6a

Bce xoueT netb 1 cnasutb bora, —
Poca 1 naHgblL, 1 KOBbIfb,

1 nec, n none, u gopora,

1 BeTpoM 3bi6nemas nbinb.

OHM 30BYT 3a CMOBOM CIOBO,

1 necHio nx 13 Beka B Bek

B MHbIX CO3BYYbAX CTIbILUMT CHOBA
1 noTOpsIET Yenosex.

Glory to God
Fyodor Sologub. Translation © 2020
by Lyubov Petrova and Thomas Walton

Everything yearns to sing and praise God, -
Dew and lily of the valley, and feather grass,
And the forest, and the field, and the road,
And dust stirred up in the wind.

They call with word after word,

And from century to century their song

In changing harmony is heard and made new by man.
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toboBb MeTpoBa — sipkas 3Be3ga Ha onepHOM HeBGOCKOHe, NpUrnalléHHas conmcTka

Bonbluoro Teatpa n MeTtpononuTeH-onepbl, OKOH4YMNa MOCKOBCKYIO rocy4apCTBEHHYIO

KoHcepBaTopuio um. . M. Yarkosckoro no knaccy npodeccopa lManuHel MNMucapeHko.
JTaypeat mexayHapoaHbIX KOHKYPCOB M €AMHCTBEHHAs POCCUSIHKA, YOOCTOEHHAs NMPECTUKHOWN
npemumn xoHa Kpuctn B BenukobputaHum, ctaxupoBanack B MeTpononuTeH-onepe, rae ¢
orpomHbIM ycrnexom gebtotuposana B 2001 rogy B naptum 3epbuHettbl B onepe P. LTpay-
ca «ApvagHa Ha Hakcoce». B nocneaytowme rogbl UCNONHANA Ha 3TOM NpPOCnaBneHHoN clie-
He BeayLlume naptum B onepax B. A. Mouaprta, W. Wrpayca, P. Wrpayca, Ox. Bepaun, I. JoHu-
uettn, XK. MaccHe, P. BarHepa, M. Mycoprckoro.

JTo6oeb MNeTpoBa nokopuna BepLUMHbLI onepHoro OnumMna, BbICTYNasi Ha CLeHax Ny4ylumx Tea-
TpOB Mupa - B Hbro-l7lop|<e, BawwuHrtoHe, Mapwxe, Manamu, Jloc-Angxenece, Magpuae, by-
3Hoc-Anpece, [annace, Heanone, Ceyne n ap. EEé repounn - TatbsaHa, MaHoH, kuneaa,
Jlouna gn Nlammepmyp, OxynbeTTa, Cio3aHHa, Jlakme, MpadmHa AnbmasmBa 1 apyrue nomto-
GuBLUMecs nybnuke obpasbl, Co3aaHbl TanaHTOM U MacTePCTBOM NEBULLbI.

MHTepecHon paboToi ctana un ponb Llapuubl Houn B dunbme KeHHeTa BpaHbl «BonwebHas
cnevitar.

[MeBnUy npurnawarT conMpoBaTb 3HaMEHWUTble My3blKarbHble KOmnnekTuBbl: JIOHAOHCKMI
CumMdboHmYecknin opkecTp, Poccuiicknuini HaumMoHarnbHbIN OpkecTp, BorbLluoin cuMdoHUYecKuia
opkecTtp um. M. N. Yarkosckoro, MocyaapCTBEHHbIN akafeMnU4ecknii CUMMOHNYECKNIN OPKECTP
um. CeetnaHoBa, [laTckmin cumdoHudeckuin opkectp OpeHce, TOHKOHICKMIA hunapMoHuye-
ckuin n ap. En yxxe goBenock nopabortatb C TakMMy BblAaKOWMMUCA OUpxEpPaMu kak EBreHuni
Kono6os, xenmc JlneanH, Bnagummp ®enocees, Bnagnmmp HOposckuii, xerimc KoHMNOH,
KeHnT HaraHo, floHana Pannuknc, AnekcaHap BenepHukos, Mesyc Jlones Ko6oc, Mappu Buik-
keT, Aneccangpo ge Mapku, Kpuctnan TunemanH, xynuyc Pyaen, ®pegepuk WacnaH, An
BaH 3BeaeH u MHorve apyrue...
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B cnucke eé conbHbix naptui noama C. PaxmaHuHoBa «Komnokonay», «Hemeukuin pekBuem»
W. bpamca, «PekBnem» B. AptemoBa, «KaHtata Memopusa» Kapna [xeHkuHca wn 1.4. Jlo-
60Bb — OfjHa U3 Ny4LIMX UCMOMHUTENEN PYCCKUX U 3apybBexHbIX POMaHCOB, U eé penepTyap
NOCTOSIHHO PacTET M MOMOSHSAETCH KaK LeaeBpamMn MMPOBOrO KaMepHOro Bokarna, Tak U npo-
N3BEeAEHNSIMM COBPEMEHHbIX aBTOPOB.

Mo mHeHuto xypHana “Opera News” cekpeT ycnexa Jlto6osu [leTpoBon - 3TO «conpaHo
BOCXWUTUTENBHOW, M3MEHYMBOW KpPacoTbl, CBEPKaloLiMe BEpXHUE HOTbl U aKTEPCKUA MarHe-
TM3M Ha cueHe». CamMa OHa CuUMTaeT, YTO [MaBHOE Afsl MeBua — 3TO HemnpekpaliakoLlas-
csi paboTa Hag BO3MOXHOCTSIMU Torioca M MOUCKM HOBbIX KPaCcOK U HIOAHCOB B My3blke U B
TekcTe.

Enena CaBenbeBa — 3acnyxeHHas aptuctka Poccum (2005). Mpodeccop kadenpbl KOHLEPT-
MewcTepckoro nckycctsa MockoBckow koHcepsaTopun (¢ 2005), BeinyckHMUa dpopTenuaHHoro
hakynbTeTa U aCCUCTEHTYPbI-CTaXMPOBKM (knacc npod. J1. H. Haymosa). MpurnawéxHbii npo-
deccop yHuBepcuteTa Kypacukn Cakyé (Anoxus). 3am. Xya. pyk. no obpasoBaTtenbHbIM BO-
npocam LieHTpa onepHoro nennsi um. . . BuwHesckon (¢ 2002 roga). YneH xtopun MexayHa-
POAHbIX KOHKYPCOB nNuaHucToB (TaneaHb, 2002, um. A. Hopsuns (Natsus, 2015, 2016, 2017)
1 BokanuctoB — «Bepanesckue ronoca» (byccerto, 2006), um. M. W. muHkm (Mocksa, 2014),
um. I. B. Ceupugosa (Kypck, 2012, 2015, 2017).

Vimeet 3anucm Ha pagumo v TeneBuaeHuW, BbinyweH ABoviHon CD («PyOuHLITENH-TpUO»,
2002), 3anucaH gsonHon komnakT-guck (I Ceupugos, 2014). HarpaxaeHa CepebpsiHbiM 3Ha-
KoM oTnunuus K 150-netuto Mockosckon koHcepsaTopum (2016). Jlaypeat MNpemun ropoga Mo-
ckBbl B 0brnactu nuteparypbl 1 nckycctaa (2017).

AKTUBHO ractponupyet B Poccun 1 3a pybexom, COTpyaHUYAET C BeAyLUMMU CONMCTamMm onep-
HbIXx TeaTpoB MockBbl 1 CaHkT-lNeTepbypra, MOCKOBCKOM rocyaapCTBEHHOW akageMnU4eckom
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dunapmonuen, Bepguesckum  obuye-
ctBoMm Poccun, OO6ueHaumoHanbHbIM
DoHOOM pasBUTUSI KynbTypbl U 3alu-
Tbl VHTENNeKTyanbHoW COBCTBEHHOCTH
(«HoBoe nepegBwxHU4eCTBOY»), Mexay-
HapofHbiM  BrnarotBopuTenbHbIM - (OOH-
aom «HoBble nMeHa» 1 BnarotBopuTenb-
HbIM (POHAOM MOAAEPXKKN MY3bIKaNIbHOTO
nckycctea «®oHa EneHbl O6pa3suoBomny.
Unen Eponewckon Accoumauumn npeno-
pasatenen coptenuaHo (EPTA Russia),
MexayHapogHoro Coto3a My3ablkanbHbIX
nesitenen.

ABNSeTca MHULMATOPOM, XYLOXECTBEH-
HbIM  pyKOBOAMTENEM W  MOCTOSIHHBIM
y4yacTHMKOM My3blKanbHO-NPOCBETUTENb-
CKMX NPOEKTOB «Tam, 3a MIeYHbIMU XOSl-
Mamu...». Bce kamepHo-BOKanbHble CO-
ynHenunsa . B. CsupugoBay, «[lMamatm
Bblatowwmxcs nesuoBy» (I BuwHeBckas,
W. Apxunosa, E. O6pasuoBa).
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OTtpbiBok 13 A. Miocce, Op. 21 N2 6 (nepeBog A. ANYXTUHA) . . o v oo v it i e e e s 2.08
Peunas nunes, Op. 8 Ne 1 (cn. I'. leiHe, nepeBoa A. MNneweeBa) . . .. .. ..o oo 1.39
YTp0o, Op. 4 N2 2 (Cn. M. FAHOBA) . . . . oot e 2.32
Monto6una st Ha nevans cBoto, Op. 8 Ne 4 (cn. T. LeByeHko, nepesog A. Mneweesa) . . .. 2.32
OHe otBeyanu, Op. 21 Ne 4 (cn. B. loro, nepeBog J1. Mest). .. .. .. ...t 2.07
A He npopok, Op. 21 N2 11 (cn. A. KpyrnoBa) . . . .. oo e 1.38
Menogus, Op. 21 Ne 9 (cn. C. HafiCoHA) . . . ..o v e e 3.46
OHa, kak nongeHb, xopowua, Op. 14 Ne 9 (cn. H. MUHCKOrO). . . .. ..o 2.47
Betep nepenétHbin, Op. 34 Ne 4 (cn. K. BanbMOHTa). . . . ..o oot 3.038
Ownts! Kak uBeTok Tbl npekpacHa, Op. 8 Ne 2 (cn. I. leliHe, nepesog A. Mneweesa). . . . . . 2.06
Mowaabl s monto!, Op. 26 Ne 8 (cn. 1. MEPEXKOBCKOIO) . . v v v v vt e et i e eae s 1.35
Cymepku, Op. 21 Ne 3 (cn. M. Mono, nepeBog N. TXOPXKEBCKOIO) . ... oo v v v v e 2.12
OcTtpoBok, Op. 14 Ne 2 (cn. N. Wennu, nepeBog K. BanbMoHTa) . . . .. .o v v 2.26
MpoxoanT Bc€, Op. 26 Ne 15 (cn. . Patray3a). .. ... ..o 2.14
Houb nevanbHa, Op. 26 N2 12 (cn. . ByHuHa). . ... ..o 2.56
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OuccoHaHe, Op. 34 Ne 13 (cn. A. TIOMOHCKOTO). .« .« v vt v et et e e e e e 6.17
Mbl oTAOXHEM, Op. 26 N2 3 (CI. AL HEXO0BA) . . . v\ vt ettt e 2.43
Houbto B cagy y meHsi, Op. 38 Ne 1 (cn. A. NcaaksiHa, nepeBog A. brioka) ... .......... 1.49
K Hert, Op. 38 N2 2 (CI. A. BEIMOIO) . . . v ottt e e 3.00
Mapraputkn, Op. 38 N2 3 (cn. V. CEBEPAHUHA) . . .. oo vttt i 2.43
Kpbiconos, Op. 38 N2 4 (cn. B. BplocoBa) . ... ..o 3.13
CoH, Op. 38 N2 5 (cn. @. COoMOrYBa) . .. ..ottt ettt e 4.08
Ay!, Op. 38 Ne 6 (cn. 3. Mo, nepeBoa K. BanbMoHTa) ... ... 3.00
MonunTea (1916) (Cn. KIP.) .o 3.09
Bcé xoueT netb (1916) (cn. @. ComnoryBa) . . ... .v vt 2.13

Jo6oBb MeTpoBa, conpaHo
EneHa CaBenbeBa, choprennaHo

3anucaHo B bonbLiom 3ane MockoBckon rocygapCTBeHHON
KoHcepBaTopun um. IMN.N. Yarikosckoro B 2019 — 2020 rr.

3ByKOpexuccép 3anncu n mactepuHra: Muxaun Cnacckui
MrxeHep: Muxaun Cnacckun

MoHTax: Enera Chbiy

[OunzanH: Anekcen MHucrok

WcnonHutenbHbin npoatocep: EBrennn MNnatoHos

© & ® 2020, 2022 MockoBckas rocygapctBeHHas koHcepsatopus um. M./, Yankosckoro
Bce npaBa 3awyuLeHb!
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Sergey Rachmaninov (1873-1943)

In the silence of the secret night,
Op. 4 No. 3 (Fet)

The harvest of sorrow, Op. 4 No. 5 (Tolstoy) . . 5.06

Loneliness (Fragment from A. Musset),
Op. 21 No. 6 (transl. Apukhtin)

The waterlily, Op. 8 No. 1 (Heine/Pleshcheyev) 1.39

Morning, Op. 4 No. 2 (Yanov). . . . . . . . .. 2.32
| fell in love, to my sorrow,
Op. 8 No. 4 (Shevchenko/Pleshcheyev) . . . .2.32

They answered, Op. 21 No. 4 (Hugo/Mei) . . .2.07
| am not a prophet, Op. 21 No.11 (Kruglov) . .1.38
Melody, Op. 21 No. 9 (Nadson). . . . . .. .. 3.46

She is as beautiful as midday,
Op.14 No.9 (Minsky) . . . . . ... ... .. 2.47

The migrant wind, Op. 34 No. 4 (Balmont) . . . 3.03

Child, you are as beautiful as a flower,
Op. 8 No. 2 (Heine/Pleshcheyev). . . . . . .. 2.06

| beg for mercy, Op. 26 No. 8 (Merezhkovsky) . 1.35
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Twilight, Op. 21 No. 3 (Guyau/Tkhorzhevsky) . 2.12
The little island, Op. 14 No. 2

(Shelley/Balmont). . . . . ... ........ 2.26
All passes, Op. 26 No. 15 (Ratgauz) . . . . . . 2.14
Night is sorrowful, Op. 26 No. 12 (Bunin). . . . 2.56
Dissonance, Op. 34 No. 13 (Polonsky). . . . . 6.17
We shall rest, Op. 26 No. 3 (Chekhov) . . . . . 2.43

At night in my garden,
Op. 38 No. 1 (Isaakian/Blok)

Toher,Op.38No.2(Bely) . . . .. ...... 3.00
Daisies, Op. 38 No. 3 (Severyanin)
The pied piper, Op. 38 No. 4 (Bryusov)
Dreams, Op. 38 No. 5 (Sologub) . . . . . . .. 4.08
A-o00!, Op. 38 No. 6 (Poe/Balmont)
Prayer (1916) (K.R.)
Glory to God (1916) (Sologub)

Lyubov Petrova, soprano. Elena Savelieva, piano

Recorded at the Grand Hall of the Moscow Tchaikovsky Conservatory,

2019 - 2020
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