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Opera News hails Lyubov Petrova as a “soprano of ravishing, changeable beauty,
blazing 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 Ariadne 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, Nannetta in Falstaff,
Oscar in Un ballo in maschera, Adele in Die Fledermaus, Blondchen in Die
Entflihrung 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
Symphony 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 Korea 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 previous performances of Lucia di
Lammermoor with the Washington National Opera; Cleopatra in Giulio 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 performances at the
BBC Proms at the Royal Albert Hall; Angelica in Orlando and Louisa in Betrothal
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 Coldn; Lisinga in the Rossini rarity, 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 Moscow’s Novaya Opera,
she has sung Violetta in La traviata, Lyudmila in Glinka’s Ruslan and Lyudmila,
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 Jurowski, 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 performances 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 Conservatory 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 Pressburger 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 Jolla Music Society SummerFest for the performances of Villa-Lobos’s
Bachianas Brasileiras and selections from Rachmaninov, Shostakovich, Bartok,
Dvorak, 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 department 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 television. 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 Conservatory, 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 Philharmonic Society, the Russian Verdi Society, the
National Foundation for Cultural Development and Intellectual 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 Musicians.

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 Outstanding Singers” (Galina Vishnevskaya, Irina
Arkhipova, Elena Obraztsova).



B mMon4yaHbMu HOUYM TaHOM
cn. A ®eta

O, nonro 6yay 51, B MONYaHbi HOUM TaitHOM,

KoBapHblit nenet TBoM, ynbIbKy, B30p, B30p CRy4aitHbIi,
MepcTam nocyLUHyt BOMOC, BOMNOC TBOMX ryCTYI0 Npsifib,
13 MbiCniel U3roHsTh, 1 CHOBa Mpu3biBaT;

LenTaTb v nonpaensiTb Gbirble BbpaXeHbst

Peueit Monx ¢ TOBOI, MCMOMHEHHBIX CMYLLEHbS,

1 B onbsiHEHIM, Hanepekop ymy,

3aBETHbIM MMEHEM BYANTb HOUHYIO ThMY.

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 MoOSI
cn. A. Toncroro

YX Tbl, HUBa MOSl, HUBYLLKa,

He ckocutb T€651 € Maxy eauHoro,

He cBsi3aTb T€bs BCo BO eauHblil cHon!
YK Bbl, ByMbl MOW, JyMYLLKH,

He cTpsixHyTb Bac pa3om ¢ nney Jornoi,
OpHolt peyblo-To Bac He Bbicka3aTb!
Mo Tebe nb, HUBA, BETEp pa3rynuean,
T'Hyn Konocks TBOM [0-3eMMH,

3penbl 3epHa Bce pa3meTbiBan!
LLnpoko BbI, AyMbl, NOPA3CHINANMCL,
Kyna nana kakas gymyLuka,

Tam BCxofnna nioTa 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
nepesog A. AnyxTuHa

Yro Tak ycunerHo cepaue 6onbHoe
BbeTcs, v npocuT, 1 KaxaeT nokos?
YeM 51 B3BONHOBAH WCTyraH B HOYM?
CryKHyna [Bepb, 3aCTOHaB W 3aHOSA?
l"acHyLyeit namnbl GrecHynm nyyu...
Boxe moit! lyx MHe B rpyay 3axsatuno!
KT0-TO 30BET MEHS, LUENYET YHbINO...
Kto-T0 BOWEN...

Mos kenbs nycra,

HeT Hukoro, 310 nonHoub Npobuno...
O, 0AMHOYECTBO, O HuweTa!

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?
A door 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'. TeitHe, nepesog A. lMnelueesa

PeuHast nunes, rONOBKY NOAHABLUKW, HA Hebo MAaguT;

A mecsiLy BritoGNEHHbI My4amm YHbINO e

e cepebpuT...

1 BOT OHa CHOBa NoHWKNa CTbIANIMBO, K Na3ypHbIM BOAAM;
Ho mecsl — Bce 6ne,qu||71 1 TOMHBIA KaK npuspak, — CUseT 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.



YTpo

cn. M. fiHosa

«JTobnio Tebsal» —

LLlenHyna aHio 3apst

W, Hebo 06xBaTVB, 3apaenach OT MPU3HaHbS,
1 conHua nyy, npupogay o3aps,

C ynbiBKoit nocbinan ei xryune nob3aaHbs.

A fieHb, Kak 6bl eLue He JoBepsis,
OCyLLECTBNEHMIO CBONX 3aBETHbIX IPE3,
Cnyckaricsi Ha 3emnio, ¢ yrbIBKoi yTupas
BriecteBLUne BOKpYr psifibl anmasHbIX Cres...

[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.

Mono6una s Ha nevyanb CBOK
cn. T. LeeyeHko, nepesog A. MNnewyeesa

[Montobuna s, Ha neyank CBo,
CupoTuHyLKy becTanaHHoro.

Yx Takas jons MHe Bbinanal
Pa3nyuunu Hac Nioau CUrbHbIE;
YBe3nu ero, Caanu B pekpyTbl...

W conpaTtkoit 51, OAMHOKOM £,

3Harb, B 4yxoit 136e 1 CocTaperc...
YK Takas foNsi 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 oTBevanu
cn. B. Moro, nepesog /1. Mes

Cnpocunu oHu: «Kak B NeTyumx YenHax
Ham Genoto yaiikoit CKONb3WUTb Ha BOSHAX,
Y106 Hac cTopoxa He forHanu?»
«pebuTe!» — OHe oTBEYANM.

Cnpocunm onu: «Kak 3abbiTh, HaBceraa,

Y10 B Mupe togonbHoM ecTb GeaHocTb, Bepa,

Yto ecTb B HEM rpo3a 1 neyanu?»
«3acHuTe!» — OHe oTBEYany.

Cnpocunu oHu: «Kak kpacasiL, NpuBneYb
Bes yapb!: 4T06 cami Ha CTPaCTHYI0 peyb
OHM Ham B 06bATUS nann?»

«JltobuTe!» — oHe oTBEYaNN.

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.

51 He npopok
cn. A. Kpyrnosa

1 He npopok, 51 He boeLl,

A He yuuTenb mupa:

£, Boxbelt MUNoCTbo, NeBeLl,
Moe opyxbe nupa.

£ Bonto Mocnoga TBOpHO:
Cotosa nsberas ¢ NoxXbto,

£ ceppuy necHeil roBopio,
Bysy B Hem nckpy boxbto.

| am not a prophet
Alexander Kruglov. Translation © 2005 by Rianne Stam

| am no prophet, | am no soldier,

| am no teacher of the world;

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

By the will of God | create;

| avoid alliance with a lie,

| talk in song to the heart,

In which | rouse a divine spark.

1
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Menoaus
cn. C. HagcoHa

£ 6 ymepeTb X0TeN Ha KpbIbsiX YNoeHbs,

B neHunBom nonycHe, HaBesiHHOM MeYTON,

Bes Myk packasiHbsi, 6€3 NbITK pasMblLLNEHbS,
Be3 ManoayLUHbIX CNé3 NpoLyaHns ¢ 3emnei.

£ 6 ymepeTb X0TeN AyLIMCTOI BECHOH,

B 3anyLyeHHom cagy, B GnaroyxaHHbiit eHb,
Yr06 Kynbl TEMHbIX NN ApeManit Haio MHOI,

W konbixanacs UBETYLLas CUPeHb.

Y06 psifiom Bbl pyyeit TaMHCTBEHHBIM XypyaHbeM
Hemyto TuLwmMHy Tpeoxwn v Byaun,

W cuHmit HeBOCKNOH TOPKECTBEHHBIM MONYaHbEM
06 paiickol BEYHOCTU MHe BHSTHO FOBOPUTT...
Uro6 He Monuncs 5, He nnakan, ymupas,

A cnagko 3aapeman, v YToBbl CHUMOCH MHE...
Y10 5 NNbIBY... NNbIBY, W YTO BOMHA HeMast
Be33ByyHO 0TAAET MeHs [pyroit BOMHE...

Melody

Semyon Nadson. Translation © Philip Ross Bullock

| 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.

| 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...

12



OHa, KaKk nongeHb, XopoLua
cn. H. Muxckoro

OHa, Kak norgeHb, XopoLua,

Owa 3arafi04Hel NoNHouM.

Y Helt HennakasLLKSA 04K

W HecTpapasLuas gylwa.

A MHe, Ybst X13Hb — 6opb6a K rope,
[0 Heil TOMUTLCS CYXAEHO.

O! Tak BeYHo nrieLLyLiee Mope

B 6eamonBHbIl Geper BritobneHo.

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.

BeTtep nepeneTHblﬁ
cn. K. banbmoHTa

BeTep nepenetHbIit obnackan MeHs

W wenHyn nevanbHo: «Houb cunbHee aHsY.
1 3akaT nomepkHyn. Ty4n noyepHenu.
[porHynu, cMyTUnMCh NacMypHbIst enu

W Hap TeMHbIM MOpeM, Tae KpyTuncs Ban,
BeTep nepeneTHbIit 3bi6bto Npobesxarn.
Houb Lapuna B Mupe. A Mex Tem aneko,
3a MOpEM 3aXXrnocs OrHEHHOE OKO.

Hosblit pacnyctuncs B Hebecax LBETOK,
CBeTOM BO3pOXAEHHbIM 3abnucTan BOCTOK.
BeTep u3MeHUncs, n naxHyn MHe B 04M,

W wenHyn ¢ ycmeLukoi: «[leHb cunbHee Houny!

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!”



OuTa, Kak UBETOK Thl NpeKpacHa

cn. . leie, nepesog A. MneLeesa

[lnTs, Kak LUBETOK Tbl NpekpacHa,
CaeTna, v Y1cTa, 1 Muna.
CmoTpto Ha Tebs, u niobyroch,

W cHoBa aywa oxuna...

OxoTHo 6 Tebe Ha ronosky

A pykv CBOV BO3NOXNT,

Mpocs uTobbl Bor Tebs BeYHO
[MpekpacHoi v YNCTON 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.

Mowaab! s monio!
cn. [1. MepexkoBckoro

Mowwaab! s monto! He Myyb MeHs, Becha,
He nopxoay ko MHe ¢ 6onesHeHHoI0 nackoi
W cepaua He 6yan OT MepTBEHHOTO CHa

CBoeil MriaaeHYeckol, HO TporaTenbHON Ckaskou.

Thl BUANLLb, KaK 51 cnad, 0 — ckanbcs Hafo MHoM!
MeHsi TOMUT 1 XKET TBOW BeTep 6naroBOHHbIIA.

1 noporo kynun 3abBeHbe 1 Nokow, —

OcTaBb Xe WX AyLue, CTpafaHbeM yTOMEHHOM. .

14

| 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.



Cymepku

cn. M. Ttoito, nepesog W. TxopxeBckoro

Ona 3agymanack. OfHa,

lepen OKHOM CKIOHSICh, OHa CHANT,

1 B cympake HO4HOM MepLiaeT [ONruii B3op;
A B cuHeBe 6e36pexHOi TeMHetoLLX Hebec,
POHSAS yy CBOW HEXHBIN,

BocxoasT 3Be3a0uk Ge3llyMHOK TONNoi;

1 KaxeTest, 4TO TaM Kakon-To CBETIIbIV POVt
TaMHCTBEHHO NapWT W, CIIOBHO BOCXMILLIEHHbIN,
TpeneLweT Haf €€ ronoBKOK CKIOHEHHO.

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, nepesog K. BanbmoHTa

113 MOpS CMOTPHT OCTPOBOK,
Ero 3eneHble yKnoHb!
Ykpacun TpaB rycTbiX BEHOK,
®uarnkm, aHeMOHb!.

Hap Hum cnneTatoTcs nnCThI,
BoKpyr HEro 4yTb MNeLLyT BONHbI.
[lepeBbs IpyCTHbI, kak MEYTl,
Kak ctatym, 6e3monBHbl.
3[ecb ene AbILMT BETEPOK,
Ciofia rposa He gonetaer,

1 BeamaTexHBIit 0CTPOBOK
Bce apewmner, 3acbinaer.

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.
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MpoxoauT BCe
cn. [1. Patraysa

[MpoxoauT BCe, W HET K HeMy Bo3BpaTa.

JKu3Hb MunTCS BAAMb, MTHOBEHHS BbICTpeit.
['Ae 3Byky CNOB, 3By4aBLUNX HAM Kkorpa-T0?

['Aie CBET 3apy Hac 03apsBLUMX HEH?
PacuBen LUBeTOK, a 3aBTpa OH yBSIHET.
['opuT OroHb, 4TO6 BCKOPE OTFOPETb...

WpeT BonHa, Hag Heil Apyrast BCTaHeT...

A He Mory BecenbIx NeceH netb!

All passes
Daniil Ratgauz. Translation © 2020 by Lyubov Petrova
and Thomas Walton

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?

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 neyanbHa The night is sorrowful
cn. W. bynuHa Ivan Bunin. Translation © 2020 by Lyubov Petrova

Houb nevanbHa, kak Me4Tbl MOM...
[laneko, B rnyxoit CTENM LWMPOKOA,
OroHek MepLiaeT OANHOKNIA...

B cepaLie MHoro rpyctu v nio6si.

Ho Kkomy 1 kak pacckaxellb Tbl,

Yro 30BeT T€6S, Yem cepLe MonHo?
MyTb panek, rnyxas crenb 6e3MonBHa,
Houb nevanbHa, kak MO MEYTbI.

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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OuccoHaHc
cn. A. MonoHckoro

[MycTb no Bone cyaeb s pacctanack ¢ T060it, —
MycTb Apyroit obnapaet moeit kpacoToii!
113 06bsTHIA €10, 13 HOYHOI BYXOTbI,
YHOLLYCb 51 AANEKo Ha Kpbirbsix MeYTbI.
Buky cHOBa Hall CTapblit, 3anyLLeHHbI cag:
OTpaxéHHbI B Npyze NoTyxaeT 3akar,
[MaxHeT nNuNOBLIM LIBETOM B Npoxnage anne,
3a npyaom, rae-To B PoLLe, YPUNUT COMoBe...
1 CTeKnsHHYI0 ABEPb OTBOPUNA — APOXY —
£ 13 Mpaka B TAUHCTBEHHBIN CyMpaK sy —
Yy! Tam xpycTHyna BeTka — He Tbl Nn WwarHyn?!
BctpeneHynacs nTudka — He Tbl nu cyrHyn?!
£ npucnyLMBatCh, § MyYUTENBHO XAy,
1 Ha LWenecT LwaroB TBOUX TUXO uay —
XonoauT Mow YneHbl To CTPacTb, TO UCIyr —
OT0 Thl MeHst 3a pyKy B3sn, MUnblit Apyr?!
370 Thl OCTOPOXHO Tak OBHSN MeHsi!
370 TBOW Nnovenyi — nouenyit 6e3 orxs!
C 6onblo B TpENeTHOM cepzue,

C BOMHEHbEM B KPOBM
Tl He cMeeLLb 0TAATbCA Be3ymcTBam nobeu, —
W, BHMMas peyam BnaropofiHbIM TBOUM,
1 He cMeto AaTb BOMO BieYEHbSM CBOUM,
W opoxy, v wenvy tebe: Munbii Tbl Moii!
[MycTb BNageeT OH xankoi Moeit kpacoton! —
113 06bsATHI €10, U3 HOYHON BYXOTbI,
£ onATb yneTato Ha KpbINbsix MeYThl
B aT0T Cap, B 3Ty TeMb, BOT Ha 3Ty Ckamblo,
['nie BniepBble NofcayLuan Tl AyLy MOK...
£ pywWwoto cn1BakCch € TBOEHD AYLLION —
[MycTb BNaaeeT OH xankoi Moeit kpacoTon!

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?
| 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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MbI OTOOXHEM
cn. A. Yexosa

Mbl 0TA0XHEM! Mbl yCrbILIMM aHrenos,

M yBuaum Bce Heo B anmasax,

Ml yBUAMM, Kak BCE 3110 3eMHOE,

Bce Halum cTpaaarust NOTOHYT B MUMOCEPANM,
KoTopoe HanonHuT coboto Bech Mup,

M HalLa XM3Hb CTaHeT TUXOt0,

HEXHOI0, CNagKoIo, Kak facka.

A Bepyto, BepyHo...

Mbl 0TAOXHEM... Mbl OTOXHEM.

We shall rest
Anton Chekhov. Translation © Philip Ross Bullock

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,

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.

Houbio B capy y MeHs
cn. A. WcaaksHa, nepesog A. brioka

Houbto B cagy y Mehs
Mnavet nnakyyas uBa,

W besyTeluHa oHa

WMByLuka, rpycTHas uBa.
PaHHee yTpo bnecHet —,
HexHas neByLUka-30pbka
ViByLuKe, NnavyLLei ropbko,
Cnesbl kyapsiMu 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

TpaBbl 0feThI nepnamu.
['Ae-To NpuBeTHI IPYCTHbIE CIIbILLY, —
[MpuBeTbI Munble...

Mwunasi, rge Tbl, Munas?
Beuepa cBeTbl icHble, —
Beuyepa cBeTbl KpacHble. ..
Pyku Bo3geTs!: xay Te6s,
Mwunasi, rge Tbl, Munas?
Pyku Bo3peTs!: xay Tebs...
B ctpysx JleTbl, cMbITyt0
BreaHbimn NleTbl cTpysmu...
Mwunasi, rge 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!

Mapraputkun
cn. W1. CeBepsiHuHa

O, nocMoTpy! kak MHOrO MaprapuTok —
W 1am, n tyT...

OHW LBETYT; UX MHOTO; UX 13BbITOK;
OHW UBeTYT.

VX nenectku TpéxrpaHHble — Kak Kpbirbs,

Kak 6enbiit WEnK...

B Hux neta Mowyp! B HUx pagocTtb n3obunbs!

B HuX cBeTnbIN NONK.

[0TOBb, 3eM1sl, LiBETaM 13 POC HAMMUTOK,

[ait cok cTebnio...
O, pesywwku! O, 38e3abl MaprapuTok!
A Bac niobnio...

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 I love you!



Kpbiconos
cn. B. bptocosa

£ Ha fynouke urpato,
Tpa-nsi-ns-ns-ns-ns-ns,

£ Ha aynouke urpato,

Ybu-To flylum Becens.

£ upy BROMb TUXON peyku,
Tpa-nsi-ns-ns-ns-ns-ns,
[pemnioT TUXMs oBeYKM,
Kpotko 3bibnioTcst nons.
CnwuTe, 0BLbI 1 6apaLuk,
Tpa-ns-ns-ns-ns-ns-ng,

3a nyramu KpacHoi Kalku
CTPOMHO BCTaNM TOMONS.
Manbiit foMuk Tam TauTcs,
Tpa-ns-ns-ns-ns-ns-ng,
Mwunoit fieByLUKe NPUCHUTCS,
Yro eit pywy otaan s

1 Ha HeXHbIN 308 CBUpEnY,
Tpa-ns-ns-ns-ns-ns-ns,
BbiineT cnoBHo k cBETNON Lienu,
Yepes cafl, Yepes nons.

W B necy noa fy6oM TeMHbIM,
Tpa-ns-ns-ns-ns-ns-ng,
ByneT xpatb B 6pedy MCTOMHOM,
B uac, koraa ycHet 3emns.
Bcrpeuy rocTbio goporyio,
Tpa-ns-ns-ns-ns-ns-ng,
Bnnotb fo yTpa 3auenyto,
Ceppue nackoi ytons.

1, CMEHMBLUKCB C Helt Koneykom,
Tpa-ns-ns-ns-ns-ns-ng,
OTnyLLy ee K oBeYkaMm,

B cap, rae cTpoitHbl 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.

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.

20



CoH
cn. ®. Conoryba

B Mupe HeT Hu4ero BoxaeneHHee cHa,

Yapbl eCTb Y Hero, y Hero TULLMHa,

Y Hero Ha ycTax Hu neyarb 1 H1 cMex,

11 B 6€300HHbIX 04aX MHOTO TailHbIX YTEX.

Y Hero LUMPOKM, WMPOK fiBa kpbina,

W nerkw, Tak nerky, Kak nofHo4Has Mria.

He noHsiTb, Kak HEceT, 1 Kyaa 1 Ha YeMm.

OH KpbIfIOM He B3MaxHeT 1 He ABUHET NeYoM.

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 HEXHBI CMeX BbiN CKa3Kolo M3MEHUNBOIO,
OH 3Ban kaK B COH 30BET CBUPENbHbIA 3BOH.

11 BOT BEHKOM, CTXOM TEDS yBEHUMBAIO,
Yitnem, 6exum BABOEM Ha rOpHbINA CKIOH.

Ho roe xe Tbi?

Nk 380H BEPLUMH NO3BaAHNBAET.

LBeTky LiBETOK CPeib JHS 3aXer CBeuy.

W yeir-To cmex Bce B rnybb MeHst 3aMaH1BaeT.
Moto, nuy,

P

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.
| sing, | search,

“A-o0!”

“A-o0!”

I cry.
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[BE 1YXOBHbIE MECHW / TWO SACRED SONGS

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

Hayuu meHs, Boxe, nio6uTs
Bcem ymom Tebsi, BCEM NOMBILLNEHbEM,
Yrobbl Aywy Tebe nocBATUTL

I BCHO XM3Hb C KaxabiM CepauebueHbem.

Hayuu Tl MeHs cobntopath

JInwb TBOK MUNOCEPAHYIO BOMIO,
Hayuu Hukoraa He ponTaTh

Ha cBot0 MHOrOTpYaHYH0 40T,
Bcex, KoTopbIX MpULLEN UCKyNUTb
Tbi CBOEIO NPEYNCTOH KPOBBHO,
BeckopbICTHOI rny6okol Nto6oBbH0.
Hayuu meHs, Boxe, nio6uTs.

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 xouyet netb
cn. ®. Conoryba

Bce xoueT netb 1 cnasuTh bora, —
Poca 1 naHgpILy, 1 KoBbIMb,

W nec, v none, v gopora,

1 BeTpoMm 3bi6nemas nbinb.

OHW 30BYT 3a CIOBOM CI1OBO,

1 necHto 1x 13 Beka B Bek

B WHbIX CO3BYYbSIX CIIBILUMT CHOBA
1 nosTOpSieT Yenosex.
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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.



JioboBbL lMeTpoBa — spkasd 3Be3ga Ha onepHoM HebockrnoHe, npurna-
WEHHaa conucTtka bonbworo Teatpa n MeTpononuTeH-onepbl, OKOHYUNa
MockoBckyto rocygapcTBeHHyto kKoHcepsatoputo um. . W. Yankosckoro no
knaccy npodeccopa lanunel MNucapeHko. Jlaypeat mexayHapoaHbIX KOHKYpP-
COB W edVMHCTBEHHas poCCUsIHKa, YOOCTOEHHas NpPecTkHON npemun [hxoHa
Kpuctn B BenukobputaHun, ctaxuposanace B MeTpononuTteH-onepe, rae
C OrpoMHbIM ycnexom aebtoTvpoBana B 2001 rogy B naptum 3epOuHETTbI
B onepe P. WUtpayca «ApuagHa Ha Hakcoce». B nocnegytowme rogpl uc-
MornHsANa Ha 3ToW NPOCMaBneHHON CueHe Bedylume naptum B onepax B. A.
Mouaprta, W. WTpayca, P. Wrpayca, Ox. Bepaw, I. JoHnuettn, XK. MaccHe,
P. BarHepa, M. Mycoprckoro.

Jio6oBb MeTpoBa nokopuna BepLUnHbI onepHoro OnumMna, BeiCTynas Ha cue-
Hax NyuLwVx TeaTpos Mupa — B Hbto-Mopke, BawumHrTone, Mapuxe, Maitamu,
Jloc-Anpxenece, Magpuae, byaHoc-Anpece, OJannace, Heanone, Ceyne u
ap. Eé repovnu - TatbsiHa, MaHoH, bxuneaa, Iouns gn Nammepmyp, Oxy-
neetTa, Cio3aHHa, Jlakve, paduHs AnbmasmBa u apyrue nontobuslunecs
ny6nuke o6pasbl, co3gaHbl TanaHTOM U MacTepPCTBOM NEBULbI.

WHTepecHom paboTon ctana u ponb Llapuupsl Houn B unbme KenHeTa Bpa-
Hbl «BonwebHas dnentay.

[MeBnuUy npurnawarT conumpoBaTb 3HAMEHWUTbIe My3blKarbHble KOMMeKTU-
Bbl: JIoHOOHCKMN CumdoHuvecknii opkectp, POCCUMICKMI HaLMOHamnbHbIN
opkecTp, bonbluoin cumdoHnyeckuin opkectp um. . N. Yawkosckoro, Mocy-
[ApPCTBEHHbIV akaJeMUyYeckuin cumdoHnYeckuii opkectp um. CeeTnaHoBa,
Oatckuii cumdpoHmyeckmin opkectp OgeHce, MTOHKOHICKUIA (hnnapMOHUYECKUi
n gp. Ei yxe posenocb nopabortatb C Takumy BblAAOLWMMUCSA OUPUXKEPaMM
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kak EBreHun Konobos, [xenmc JlneavH, Bnagumup ®enocees, Bnagumup
KOposckun, Oxenmc KonnoH, KeHt HaraHno, [JoHang PaHHuknc, AnekcaHgp
BenepHukos, Meayc Nones Koboc, Mappu BukkeT, AneccaHapo ae Mapku,
Kpuctnan TunemanH, Oxynuyc Pyaen, ®pepepuk LWacnaH, An BaHx 3BeneH
1 MHOrue gpyrue...

B cnucke eé€ conbHbix naptun noama C. PaxmanuHoBa «Komokonax», «He-
mMeukmn peksuem» U. Bpamca, «Peksnem» B. AptemoBa, «KaHntata Memo-
pusy» Kapna [xeHkuHca v T.4. JIlo6OBb — ofHa M3 NyylInx UCNOnHUTEnemn
PYCCKUX 1 3apybexxHbIX pPOMaHCOB, 1 €€ penepTyap NOCTOSIHHO PacTéT U no-
MOMNHSETCH Kak WeaeBpaMn MUPOBOrO KAMEPHOro Bokana, Tak v npov3see-
HUAMW COBPEMEHHbIX aBTOPOB.

Mo mHeHuto xypHana “Opera News” cekper ycnexa Jlobosu [letpo-
BOW — 3TO «COMPaHO BOCXUTUTENbHOW, WU3MEHYMBOW KpacoTbl, CBEpKalo-
LMe BepxHuWe HOTbl U aKTEPCKUA marHeTmsm Ha cueHe». Cama oHa cuu-
TaeT, YTO rMNaBHOe [ANA neBUa — 3TO Hemnpekpaljawlasca pabota Hag
BO3MOXHOCTSIMW rOfioca U MOMCKN HOBbIX KPACOK M HIOAHCOB B My3blKe U B
TekcTe.

EneHa CaBenbeBa — 3acnyxeHHasa aptuctka Poccumn (2005). MNMpodeccop
Kadeapbl KOHLEpPTMeNcTepckoro muckycctea MOCKOBCKOM KOHCepBaTopum
(c 2005), BbINyckHMLA dopTENUaHHOIO akynsTeTa N aCCUCTEHTYPbI-CTaXK-
poBku (knacc npod. J1. H. Haymoga). MpurnawwéHrHein npodeccop yHUBep-
cuteta Kypacukun Cakyé (Anonus). 3am. Xya. pyk. no obpasosatenbHbIM BO-
npocam LieHTpa onepHoro neHust um. I. M. BuwHesckon (c 2002 roga). YneH
xtopn MexayHapoaHbiX KOHKypcoB nuaHucToB (Taneaxb, 2002, nm. A. Hop-
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Bunsa (Mareus, 2015, 2016, 2017) n BokanucToB — «Bepamesckue ronoca»
(ByccetTo, 2006), um. M. W. MmuHkn (Mocksa, 2014), um. I. B. Ceupugosa
(Kypck, 2012, 2015, 2017).

Vimeet 3anucu Ha paguo u TeneBuaeHWW, BbinylleH aBoviHon CD («Py6uk-
wrenH-Tproy, 2002), 3annucaH asoriHon komnakT-auck (I Ceupugos, 2014).
HarpaxgeHa CepebpsiHbiM 3HakoM otnunumst k 150-netnto MOCKOBCKOWM KOH-
cepsatopuu (2016). Naypeat Mpemun ropoga Mocksbl B 0bnactu nuteparty-
pbl 1 uckycctea (2017).

AKTMBHO racTponupyeT B Poccun n 3a pybexom, cOTpyaHuYaeT C BeayLum-
MK conuctamu onepHbix TeatpoB Mocksbl 1 CaHkT-lNeTepbypra, Mockos-
CKOW rocydapCTBEHHOW akagemwuyeckon dunapmoHueri, Bepanesckum o6-
wecteom Poccuu, ObueHaumoHansHeiM ®OHOAOM pasBUTUS KynbTypbl 1
3aLUMTbl MHTENMNeKTyanbHon cobcTBeHHOCTM («HOBOE NepeaBuKHUYECTBOY),
MexagyHapogHbim BnarotBoputenbHbiM hoHAOM «HoBble nmeHa» u bnaro-
TBOPUTENbHBLIM POHAOM NOAAEPXKKN MY3bIKanbHOro nckyccTea «PoHa EneHbl
O6pasuoBon». YUneH EBponevickon Accounauumn npenogasartenen doprenu-
aHo (EPTA Russia), MexagyHapogHoro Coto3a My3bikanbHbIx AesaTenem.

ABnsaerca MHULMATOPOM, XYAOXKECTBEHHbIM PYKOBOAMTENEM U MOCTOSIHHBLIM
y4acTHUKOM My3blkanbHO-NPOCBETUTENBCKUX NPOEKTOB «TaM, 32 MieYHbIMU
xonMmamu...». Bce kamepHo-BokarbHble counHeHus I B. CBupugosay, «la-
mMATY BblgawoLwwmxces nesuosy (I BuwHesckas, M. Apxunosa, E. O6pasuosa).

25



(=] [o] (2] [e] [¥] =]

=] [=] [
Bl El &[] [=] (]

=] [=] [F] [=] 2] [=] [=
o| o] [N] [o] [u] [»] |w

SMCCD 0252 DDD/STEREO

TT: 77.07
Ceprent BacunbeBuy PaxmaHuoB (1873 — 1943)
PomaHcebl
B monyaHbu Houm TanHon, Op. 4 Ne 3 (cn. A.®eTa). . ... ...t 2.58
Yx Tbl, HUBa Mosi!, Op. 4 Ne 5 (cn. A. ToncToro) . ... .....oovvvenn. .. 5.06
OTpbiBok M3 A. Miocce, Op. 21 Ne 6 (nepeBoa A. AnyxTuHa) . . .. ...... 2.08
Peunas nunes, Op. 8 Ne 1 (cn. I. leviHe, nepesop A. MNnewyeesa). . . . . . 1.39
YTpo, Op. 4 Ne2 (cn. M. AHOBA) . . .. oo 2.32
Montobuna A Ha nevanb ceoto, Op. 8 Ne 4
(cn. T. lWeByeHko, nepeBog A. lMNMnewteeBa). . ... ..o vie ... 2.32
OHe otBeyanu, Op. 21 Ne 4 (cn. B. Toro, nepesog J1. Mest). .. ........ 2.07
A He npopok, Op. 21 Ne 11 (cn. A. KpyrnoBa) . . . .. .. ...t 1.38
Menogus, Op. 21 Ne 9 (cn. C. HagcoHa) .. ... .o 3.46
OHa, kak nongeHb, xopotua, Op. 14 Ne 9 (cn. H. MuHckoro). . ... ... .. 2.47
Betep nepenétHein, Op. 34 Ne 4 (cn. K. BanbMoHTa). .. . ... ..o o et 3.03
Owutal Kak uBetok Tbl npekpacHa, Op. 8 Ne 2
(cn. . TenHe, nepeBod A. TINELUEEBA) . . ..o vt vt 2.06
Mowaak! 5 monto!, Op. 26 Ne 8 (cn. [1. MepexXKOBCKOrO) . . .. .. ... ... 1.35
Cymepkn, Op. 21 Ne 3 (cn. M. Tovio, nepesog N. TxopxeBckoro) . . .. .. 2.12
OcTtpoBok, Op. 14 Ne 2 (cn. M. Wennwu, nepesop K. banbmoHTa) . . . .. .. 2.26
MpoxoanT BCE, Op. 26 Ne 15 (cn. . Patray3a). .. .................. 2.14
Houb nevanbHa, Op. 26 N2 12 (cn. . ByHuHa). . . ... ...t 2.56
OuncconaHc, Op. 34 Ne 13 (cn. A. ToMOHCKOTO). .« v v v v v e e 6.17

Mbl oTgoxHEM, Op. 26 N2 3 (cn. A.YexoBa) . .. ... vi i 2.43
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Houbto B cagy y meHs, Op. 38 Ne 1

(cn. A. VicaaksHa, nepeBog A. brnoka) .. ... .. 1.49
KHert, Op. 38 N2 2 (cn. A.Benoro) . . . .. ..o 3.00
Mapraputku, Op. 38 Ne 3 (cn. . CeBepsiHMHA) . . . . . ..o o v et 2.43
Kpbiconos, Op. 38 Ne 4 (cn. B.BptocoBa) .. ..., 3.13
CoH, Op. 38 Ne 5 (cn. @. ComoryBa) . ........ouueiunianenennnn.. 4.08
Ay!, Op. 38 Ne 6 (cn. 3. Mo, nepesopa K. banbmoHTa) .. ............. 3.00
Monutea (1916) (cn. K.P) .o 3.09
Bcé xouet netb (1916) (cn. ®. Comory6a) .. ... oo viie i 2.13

Io6oBb MeTpora, conpaHo

EneHa CaBenbeBa, hopTenmaHo
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