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HATAADBS TTETPOKMIIKAS, AMUTPUM 3VEB,
AHTOHMHA KAAOFHOBA

17 n36paHHbIX pOMaHCOB KOMMO3UTOPA NPeACTaBAEHbl My3blKaHTaMM HOBOO No-
KONEHNS POCCUICKOM MCMOMHUTENbCKOM LIKOAbI. BbinyckHMKM MOCKOBCKOM KOH-
cepsaTopun Hatanbsa Metpoxuukas (knacc npodeccopos B.H. Kyapsasuesoii-
Nemewesoit n K.I. KagunHckoi, Beinyck 2005 r.) u mutpuin 3yes (knacc npodec-
copa b.H. Kynpssuesa, Bbinyck 2007 r.] — naypeaTbl MeXAyHapOAHbIX KOHKYpP-
coB, BefyLine conuctel MockoBCKOro akageMmnyeckoro MysbikanbHOro Teatpa
nm. K.C. Ctanucnasckoro u Bn.W. Hemuposunya-[laHuyeHko, akTMBHO ractpo-
nvpylowme B ropogax Poccmn n 3a pybexxoM. AHToHuHa KapgobHoBa okoHYuna
MocKoBCKyt KOHCepBaTOpUio Mo TpeM crelnanbHocTaM (bopTenunaHo, opraH u
KOMMO3MLMSA), @ TakxKe 3aHMMasach B KJlaccax KOHLEpPTMeCTepCcKoro MacTep-
CTBa W KaMepHOro aHcambns; y4aCcTHUK MeXAYyHapOoAHbIX KOHKYpCOB U pecTu-
Basieil, oHa bbina HeofHOKPATHO yaocToeHa «[Aunnoma nyyero KoHLepTMein-
cTepa» W B HacTosiLLee BpeMs BbICTynaeT C NOYYUBLUMMM MUPOBOE NpU3HaHue
nesuamu (B. Mbasko, E. Hecteperko, M. My6okum, E. 3apemboit), MHCTpymeH-
TanucTaMu, a TakKe C CONIbHbIMU MPOrpaMMaMu.

TBopuecknin gyaT Hatanbu leTpoxuukon n OMutpusa 3yeBa Xopowwo m3-
BeCTeH M Mo npaBy oueHeH nNybnukon. [eBuUbl MCNONHAIOT NPpOU3BELEHUS pOC-
CUMCKOM 1 3apybe>XHOW oMepHOMN KIACcCMKK, OJHAKO TBOpYECTBO YamkoBCKOro
3aHUMaeT B Ux penepTyape ocoboe MecTo — HelapoM aBTOpPUTETHAs My3blKasb-
Has KpUTUKa OTHOCUT rnasBHble nNapTuun B onepe «EBreHuit OHernH» K vmcny
BbICLUMX LOCTUXKEHWI MOSTOABIX CONINCTOB.

B pomaHcax YankoBckoro — oT nepBOro KOMMNO3UTOPCKOrO OMbIiTa CEMHAS-
LaTUNeTHero cTyaeHTa Yuunuila npaBoBefeHus «Mol reHnin, Mo aHresn, Mon
Lpyr» Lo nocliegHero Tparmyeckoro MoHonora «CHoBa, Kak npexpie, oguH»,
C TakoW OCTPOTOM BOMJIOTUBLLEr0 NMpefyyBCTBME CMEPTU — OTpaxkeHa Xusas
CTUXUS YenoBeyeckmx 4yBcTB. Cnywasa ux, HEBONbHO BCMOMWHAELb OLHO U3
MPU3HaHWIA KOMMO3UTOPA B MUCbMe K «HEe3pMMOMY ApPYry» v noymTaTeNbHuLe
H. doH Mekk: «...Bbl cnpalwunsaeTe, opyr Mo, 3HakoMa 1n MHe N0boBb Henna-
ToHunuveckaa? W pa, n HeT. Ecim BompocC 3TOT NOCTaBUTb HECKOJSIbKO MHaye, T.e.
CNpOCUTb, UCMbITaN NN 9 NONIHOTY CYacTba B NOOBM, TO OTBEUY: HET, HET, HEeT.
BnpoueM, g gymato, 4To 1 B My3bike MOeW MMeeTCs OTBET Ha Bonpoc 3ToT. Ecnu
Xe Bbl cnpocute MeHs: MOHWMALD NI 1 BCE MOTYLLECTBO, BCIO HEU3bBSACHUMYIO
CUNy 3TOro YyBCTBa, TO OTBEYY: Aa, Aa 1 fa. OnATb-Takm ckaxy, 4To g ¢ NoboBbio
NblTancs HEOQHOKPATHO BbIPa3uTb MY3bIKOW MY4YUTENbHOCTb U, BMeCTe C TeM,
BnaxxeHCcTBO NtOOBU.

[Mpon3BeneHns, onybnnKoBaHHbIe Ha OUCKe, — CBOEro poga aHTosorug,
npeacraBnstowas cobon COBpeMEHHOE U XKMBOE NPOYTEHNE BOKANBHOM IMPUKN
YalikoBCKOro B fManasoHe oT IMpUYECKUX BbiCKa3blBaHWIA Ha4Yana TBOPYECKOro
nyt («He Bepb, Mol gpyr», «0T4ero?») o CTPACTHLIX ApamMaTUYeCcKnUX 1 Jio-
6oBHbIX MOHONOroB («3abbiTh Tak ckopo», «Kabebl 3Hana a», «CepeHana [oH-
XKyaHa») n ¢unocodckux pasmblluneHnin nosgHux net («fopHuMK Txo netena
nywa Hebecamu», «Moasur»). OToeNbHOrO BHUMaHMS 3acnyxusatT «Kosbl-
BenbHas» n «JlloboBb MepTBELL@», TNYHO U FNYBOKO OCMbICIEHHbIE NEBLAMNU, U
nyaT «Cnesbl» — CMbIC/IOBOWN U fpaMaTypruyeckui LLeHTp AUcKa.

MEAOAUSI
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«$ Tebe HMuero He ckaxy», cod. 60 N® 2 (Apanacuin Pet).............. 2.48
«Morogun!», cou. 16 N2 2 (Hukonan MpekoB) . . ...t 3.45
«He Bepb, Mot apyr», cou. 6 N 1 (Anekcei Tonctoit). . ................ 4.03
«KonbibesnbHasg», cou. 16 N 1 (AnonioH Maiikos) . ................... 4.09
«3abbiTb Tak ckopo», coy. 1870 r. (Anekcen AnyxTuH) . ................ 2.55
«9 nn B none ga He Tpasyuika 6bina?», cod. 47 N° 7 (Mean Cypukos). . . . . 6.26
«lopHUMU TUX0 NeTena aylua Hebecamm», cod. 47 N 2 (Anekcen Toncton). . . . 2.54
«Kabbl 3Hana s», coy. 47 N2 1 (Anexceit Toncton) ..o .. 4.55
«Cnesbi» (myaT), cou. 46 N¢ 3 (Depop TiotueB) ..., 4.07
«Mol1 reHuit, Moit aHren, Mol fipyr», cod. 1855-1859 rr. (AdaHacuin Per) . .. 1.54
«0T1yero?», cou. 6 N2 5 (FeHpux leitHe, nepesog JlsBa Mesi) .. .......... 3.08
«CepeHapa [loH-Xyana», cou. 38 N® 1 (Anekcei Tonctont) .. ........... 2.39
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Omutpunin 3yes, 6aputoH (9-17)
AHTOHMHa KapobHoBa, popTenmaHo
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TCHAIKOVSKY. ROMANCES.

NATALIA PETROZHITSKAYA, DMITRY ZUEV,
ANTONINA KADOBNOVA

THE ALBUM OF ROMANCES

BY PYOTR ILYICH TCHAIKOVSKY

IS DEDICATED TO THE 175TH ANNIVERSARY
OF THE RUSSIAN GENIUS OF MUSIC

Seventeen selected romances of the composer are represented by musicians
from the new generation of Russian performing school. The graduates of
the Moscow Conservatory Natalia Petrozhitskaya (graduated in 2005 under
professors V. Kudryavtseva-Lemesheva and K. Kadinskaya) and Dmitry Zuev
(graduated in 2007 under professor B. Kudryavtsev) are prize winners of
international competitions and leading soloists of The Stanislavsky and
Nemirovich-Danchenko Music Theatre who have actively toured across
Russia and abroad. Antonina Kadobnova also graduated from the Moscow
Conservatory where she majored in piano, organ and composition, as
well as attended concertmaster and chamber ensemble classes. She is a
participant of international competitions and festivals, a repeat winner of
the Best Concertmaster Diploma, has collaborated with world-known singers
(V. Piavko, E. Nesterenko, P. Gluboky, E. Zaremba) and instrumentalists, and
also performed as a solo artist.

The artistic duo of Natalia Petrozhitskaya and Dmitry Zuev is well known
to and highly appreciated by the audience. The singers perform together
works from both world and Russian classical opera. However, Tchaikovsky’s
music takes a special place in their repertoire. It is not without reason that
competent music critics reckon their parts in Eugene Oneginamong the highest
achievements of the young soloists.

Tchaikovsky's romances, from My Genius, My Angel, My Friend, which was
the first composing experience of then 17-year-old student of a legal college,
to the last tragic monologue Again, As Before, Alone, which so acutely
reproduced the premonition of death, vividly reflect the whole palette of human
feelings. Listening to these romances, one may involuntarily recollect one of
the composer’s confessions in a letter to his “invisible friend” and admirer
Nadezhda von Meck: “You are asking me, my friend, whether | know what non-
platonic love is. Yes and no. If we put the question in a different way and ask
whether | have known complete happiness in love, then the answer is no, no
and no again. In any case the question is answered in my music. If you were to
ask me whether | understand the full force, the immeasurable power of this
feeling, | would answer yes, yes and yes again and | would say yet again that my
repeated efforts to express in music the torments and, at the same time, the
bliss of love have themselves been efforts lovingly made.”

The works collected on the album are a sort of anthology representing
contemporary and living rendition of Tchaikovsky’s vocal classics ranging from
lyrical pieces of the composer’s early period (Do not Believe My Friend and
Why?) to passionate dramatic love monologues (To Forget So Soon, If Only
| Had Known, Don Juan’s Serenade) and philosophic reflection of the latter
years (Softly the Spirit Flew Up to Heaven, Exploit). Cradle Song and The Love
of a Dead Man so intimately and deeply interpreted by the singers deserve a
special mention, as well as their duet on Tears, a meaningful and dramatic
centerpiece of the album.
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NATALIA PETROZHITSKAYA, DMITRY ZULV,
ANTONINA KADOBNOVA

1 I'll Tell You Nothing, Op. 60 No. 2 (Afanasy Fet)....................... 2.48
2 Wait!Op. 16 No. 2 (Nikolay Grekov) ....... ... .. ... .. ... ....... 3.45
3 Do Not Believe My Friend, Op. 6 No. 1 (Aleksey Tolstoy) ................ 4.03
4 Cradle Song, Op. 16 No. 1 (Apollon Maykov) ......................... 4.09
5 To Forget So Soon, Op. from 1870 (Aleksey Apukhtin).................. 2.55
6 Was | Not a Little Blade of Grass in the Meadow? Op. 47 No. 7 (lvan Surikov]. . . 6.26
7  Softly the Spirit Flew up to Heaven, Op. 47 No. 2 (Aleksey Tolstoy) . ....... 2.54
8 IfOnly | Had Known, Op. 47 No. 1 (Aleksey Tolstoy) . ................... 4.55
9 Tears (Duet], Op. 46 No. 3 (Fyodor Tyutchev) .. ....................... 4.07
10 My Genius, My Angel, My Friend, Op. from 1855- 59 (Afanasy Fet) ....... 1.54
11 Why?0p. 6 No. 5 (Lev Mey, after Heinrich Heine).................. ... 3.08
12 Don Juan's Serenade, Op. 38 No. 1 (Aleksey Tolstoy) . ................. 2.39
13 Amid the Din of the Ball, Op. 38 No. 3 (Aleksey Tolstoy) ................ 212
14 Exploit, Op. 60 No. 11 (Aleksey Khomyakov) . ........................ 4.19
15 The Love of a Dead Man, Op. 38 No. 5 (Mikhail Lermontov) ............. 4.34
16 Serenade: Oh, Child! Beneath Your Window, Op. 63 No. 6 (K.R.*).......... 3.23
17 Again, As Before, Alone, Op. 73 No. 6 (Daniil Rathaus) ................. 2.22

Total playing time: 60.42

* Grand Duke of Russia Konstantin Romanov

Natalia Petrozhitskaya, soprano (1-9)
Dmitry Zuev, baritone (9-17)
Antonina Kadobnova, piano

Recorded in 2014.
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A TEBE HUYEI'O HE CKAJKY

A rebe HUYero He cKaxky,

S Teba He BCTPEBOKY HUUYTh

M o Tom, 9TO S MOAYA TBEPIKY,
He pemych HM 32 4TO HAMEKHY Tb.

IleAbrii 1eHb COSAT HOYHBIE IIBETHI,
Ho, Aumb coanne 3a pomry 3aizér,
PackpriBaroTca TUXO AMCTEHI

W a capliy, Kak cep/ile IIBETET.

M B 60ABHYIO, YCTAAYIO TPY/AD
Beet Baaroii HOUHOM... S APOKY,
S Teba He BCTPEBOXKY HUUYTh,
S Tebe HUUero He CKaxKy.

Adpanacuii QPem

IIOTO/U!

ITorozu! /Iag wero ToponuTnbcs?
Beap u Tak xM3HD HeCETCA CTPEAOH.
ITorozu! Ter ycneems mpocTuThCH,
Kak AyuyamMu BocTOK 3aropurcs, —
Ho goxaemcst Ab MBI HOYM TAKOWM?

[TocmoTpH, MocMOTpPH, KaKk 4yAeCHO
Y6pan 3Bé3zamu kKynmoa HeOeCHBIH,
Kak MeuTaTeAbHO CMOTPHUT AyHa!
Kak TeMHO B 3TOH CE€HH JpeBECHOU
U xakas Beszge TummnHal

ToAbKO CABIIIHO, Kak MIendyT Oepésnl
/la cTyduT cepziie B IBIAKOH IPYJH...
Bo3zyx Bech IIOAOH 3aI1aXOM PO3BL..
Munsiit zpyr! DTo KuU3HB, a He IPE3bI!
Kusup aerur... Ilorogu! Ilorogu!

Huronait T'pexos

PLL TELL YOU NOTHING

I’ll say nothing to you,
I won’t trouble you a bit.
I’ll by no means dare to give you a hint

At what I am silently repeating in my mind, over and over again.

The night flowers sleep all the day long...
But when the sun sets behind the grove
The dreams gently open

And I feel how my heart blossoms.

And the night air, cool and damp,

Fans my ailing weary breast... I am trembling...
I won’t trouble you a bit,

I’ll say nothing to you.

Afanasy Fet

WAIT!

O stay with me! Why would you hasten away?
Life flies swiftly like an arrow, you know!

O stay! You will have time enough to say farewell
When the rays of dawn lighten the East.

Shall we ever see such a night again?

Look, look how splendidly the vault of
Heaven is adorned with stars!

How wistfully the moon looks

How dark it is here in the shade of the trees
And how quiet it is all around!

One only hears the birches whispering

And the heart throbbing in the ardent bosom...
The air is filled with the smell of roses...

O my darling, this is life, not a dream!

Life flies swiftly... O stay! Life flies swiftly... O stay!

Nikolay Grekov
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HE BEPb, MOU JIPVT

He Beps, Moit zpyT, He Beph, KOI/la B IIOPBIBE TOPs
A rosopro, uTo pasar0buA TEOA,

B oramBa yac He Bepn. He Bepnr nsmene mops,
OmHo k 3eMAe BOPOTHUTCH, AIOO.

Vx g Tockylo, mpexHEH cTPacTH IMOAHBIH,
Cso1o cB0ob60sy BHOBDL Tebe 0TZaM,

M yx 6eryT 06paTHO ¢ NIyMOM BOAHEI
Mszarexa k Aro6uMbIM 6eperam!

He Beps, Mo#i zpyr, He Bepb, KOTa B IOPBIBE TOPA
A rosopio, uTo pasanbuA TEbA,

B oranBa yac He Bepn. He Beps nsmene mops4,
Ono x 3eMAe BOPOTHUTCH, AI0O.

Aunexceit Toacmoi

DO NOT BELIEVE MY FRIEND

Don’t believe me, my friend, when plunged in deepest sorrow
I say I've ceased to love you.

In the hour of low tide don’t believe the treason of the sea —
It will rush back to the land for it is bound to it by love.

Already I feel the longing; my heart is filled with passion, as
before,

I’ll give up my freedom to you again.

So now the roaring waves are running from afar,

Flowing back to their beloved shores.

Don’t believe me, my friend, when plunged in deepest sorrow
I say I've ceased to love you.

In the hour of low tide don’t believe the treason of the sea —
It will rush back to the land for it is bound to it by love.

Aleksey Tolstoy
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KOABIBEABHAA

Cru, aurta moé, cu, ycHu!
Chrazkuii coH K cebe MaHU.
B manbku g tebe B3saAa
Betep, coanne u opaa.

Yaerea opén gomoii,

ConHIle CKPBIAOCH 1107, BOJOH,
Berep nocae Tpéx Houeit
MunTca Kk MaTepu cBOeH.

CnpammuBana BeTpa MaTh:
«I'z7e m3BOAMA ITpOTIAZATH?
AAHM 3BE3/IBI BOEBAAT

AAU BOAHBI BCE TOHSAA?»

«He ronsa 1 BoAH MOpCKHX,
3BE37 HE TPOran 30A0THIX, —
A auta obeperana,
Koasibeneuxy kagan!»

Cnu, guta moé, e, ycHu!
Chrazkuii coH K cebe MaHwU.
B maubxu g tebe B3sara
Berep, conniie u opaa.

Anorron Mauxos

CRADLE SONG

Sleep, my baby, go to sleep!
Beckon sweet sleep to yourself.

I’ve found three nurses for you:
The Wind, the Sun and the Eagle.

The Eagle flew back home,

The Sun disappeared under the water.
The Wind, after three nights had passed,
Whirled and rushed to its mother.

Wind’s mother asked the Wind:
“Where did you pass your time away?
Were you waging war with the stars?
Were you hurrying up the waves?”

“I did not attempt to hurry up the sea waves,
I did not attempt to disturb the golden stars.
I was guarding a little baby

And rocking the little cradle”.

Sleep, my baby, go to sleep!
Beckon sweet sleep to yourself.

I have found three nurses for you:
The Wind, the Sun and the Eagle.

Apollon Maykov
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3ABBITHh TAK CKOPO

3a6bITh Tak CKOPO, H0Xe MOH,

Bcé cuacThe skM3HM IPOKUTOI!

Bce namm BcTpeun, pa3roBopel,
3a6BITh TaK CKOPO, 3a0BITH TaK CKOPO!

3a6BITh BOAHEHBS IIEPBHIX JHEH,
CBUZaHbsa 4ac B TEHU BeTBE!

Oueli HeMbIe Pa3rOBOPHI

3a6BITh TaK CKOPO, 3a0BITH TaK CKOPO!

3a6bITh, KaK IIOAHAS AyHA

Ha nac rasazeaa u3s okHa,

Kax koabIxarack THUXO mITOpA...
3abbITh TaK CKOPO, 3a0BITH TaK CKOPO!

3a6bITh AI060OBD, 3a0BITH MEYTHI,
3a6bITh T€ KAATBEL.. IloMHAUIIL THI?
B Hounyl0 macmypHyIo mopy

3a0BITh TaK CKOPO, 3a0BITH TaK CKOPO!
boxe moii!

Auxexceit Anyxmun

TO FORGET SO SOON

To forget so soon, my God,

All the happiness we have lived through!
All our meetings, our conversations!

To forget so soon, to forget so soon!

To forget the tension of the first days,

The hour of lovers’ tryst under the shady branches,
The silent intercourse of glances...

To forget so soon, to forget so soon!

To forget how the full moon
Watched us through the window,
How the blinds gently swayed...
To forget so soon, to forget so soon!

To forget love, to forget the dreams,

To forget these vows — do you remember them?
In the gloomy night-tide

To forget so soon, to forget so soon!

Oh my God!

Aleksey Apukbtin
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A AU B IIOAE A HE TPABYIIKA BbIAA

S An B moAe za He TpaByIKa ObIAa,
S Am B moAe He 3eneHAsA PoCcAa;
B3aau mens, TpaBymKky, CKOCHAH,
Ha coaHbIIIKe B IOA€ HCCYIITHAH.
Ox T8I, TOpe MOE, TOPIOIIKO!
3HaTh, Takasd MO JTOAIOIIKA!

S Am B moAe He KaAMHYIIKa OBIAa,
S Au B moae za He KpacHas pocaa;
B3siAM KaAHHYIIKY CAOMAAU

/Jla B KTYTHKH MEHA IMOCBA3aAU.
Ox T8I, rope MO€, FOPIOIIKO!
3HaTh, Takas MO ZOAIOIIKA!

S Ap y baTiOmIKM He ZJ09eHDbKA OBIAA,
VY poanmoii He 1IBETOYEK A POCAA;
Hesoaeil mens, OegHy10, B3IAR

/la ¢ HEMUABIM CeZIbIM TTOBEHYAAM.

C HEMHUABIM /12 C CEABIM HOBEHYAAMN!
Ox T8I, rOpe Moe€, TOPIOIIKO!

3HaTb, Takasg MO ZOAIOIIKA!

Hean Cypuxos

WAS I NOT A LITTLE BLADE
OF GRASS IN THE MEADOW?

Was I not a blade of grass in the field,

A blade of grass growing green in the field;
They mowed the grass, mowed me down,
And dried me in the sun.

O woe to me, woe to me!

So such is my lot!

Was I not a water elder bush in the field,

A bush with berries ripening red in the field;
They broke the elder bush, tore off its branches
And tied them in bundles.

O woe to me, woe to me!

So such is my lot!

Was I not my father’s little girl?

Was I not my mother’s sweet flower?

Yet they imposed their will upon me

And married me to a hateful grey-haired man.
To a hateful grey-haired man they married me!
O woe to me, woe to me!

So such is my lot!

Tvan Surikov
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IFrOPHUMHU TUXO AETEAA AVIHA HEBECAMHU

lopuumu THXO AeTeAa gylna HebGecamu,

I'pycTHBIE 0Ny OHA OIyCKaAa PeCHUILBI;

CAé3pl, B IPOCTPAHCTBO OT HUX ylazas 3B€3/aMU,
CBeTAOU M IAMHHOHN BUAUCS 32 HEH BEpEHUIIEH.

Berpeunsie THXO €€ BOIPOIIAAN CBETHAA!

«9r1o ToI rpycTHA? M 0 9éM 5TH CAE3HI BO B3ope?»
M orBeuara ona: «J 3emAu He 3a0b1Aa,

MHoro octaBuAa TaM A CTpPaZaHbsA U rops.

3/1ech g AUIIb AUKaM OAQKEHCTBA U PaJOCTH BHEMAIO.
[IpaBesHBIX AYIIN HE 3HAIOT HU CKOPOU, HH 300061 —
O, ornycTu MeHs cHoBa, Co3ZaTeAD, Ha 3EMAIO,

briro 6 0 KoM mokareTh U yTEMIUTH KOro ObI!»

Aunexcer Torcmou

SOFTLY THE SPIRIT FLEW UP TO HEAVEN

The soul was quietly floating though the heavens,
Her eyelashes were lowered sadly,

Her tears streamed down shining like stars

And leaving behind a long radiant winding trail.

The heavenly bodies she met gently asked her:
“Why are you so sad and shedding tears?”

And she answered: “I have not forgotten the Earth,
I have left many sufferings and much grief behind.

Here I see nothing but sights of bliss and joy —

The souls of the righteous know not sorrow, nor spite.
O my Creator, let me return to the Earth,

So that I could find somebody to pity and console!”

Aleksey Tolstoy
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KABDbI SBHAAA 4

Kab6n1 3mana g, kabul Begara,

He cmorpera 651 u3 okomreuka

S na moaoz11a pasyzanoro,

Kak on exaa mo namei yauie,
HabexpeHb 3aAOMHBIIN MYPMOAKY,
Kak auxoro koHs OyaaHorO,
3BOHKOHOI'OTO, JOATOT PUBOTO,
CynpoTus oKoH Ha /IBIOB! B3/IbIMaA!

Kab6rb1 35202 4, kabbl Begana,

JAst Hero ObI 51 He psifHAACA,

C 30A0TOU KaUMOU AEHTY aAyIo

B xocy gannHYyI0 He BrAeTaAa ObI,
Pano 0 cBeTy He BcTaBaaa ObI,

3a OKOAMILY HE CIeNIuAa Obl,

B poce Hoxenbku He MouHAa ObI,
Ha npocénok ToT He ragzeaa 6kI,
He npoeger au TeM npocéakom oH,
Ha pyke zepxa nécrpa cokoaa!

Kab6n1 30ana 4, kabb1 Begara!

Ka6u1 3nana g, kabul Begaaa,

He cuzena 651 mo3sHO Bedepom,
[IpuropionuBIINCh, Ha 3aBaAMHE,
Ha 3aBaaune, 6Anu3 xorogess,
IHoaxugaroun za razarmoumu,

He nmpuzsér An oH, HEeHarAAZHBIU MOH,

Hamonts koHA cTyzeHOH Bogol!
Kab6n1 35ana g, kabur Begara!

Aunexcer Torcmou

IF ONLY I HAD KNOWN

If only I had known, had realized,

I would not have looked out of the window

At the dashing young man

In a fur-hat cocked to one side,

As he galloped along our street,

Upon a swift dun horse,

Its hooves clattering, its mane flying,

And raised the horse on its hind legs before our house!

If only I had known, had realized,

I would not have smartened up for him,

I would not have plaited a scarlet ribbon with golden border
Into my long braid;

I would not have risen early, before sunrise,

And rushed to the edge of our village,

And drenched my feet in dew,

I would not have watched the byroad

To see if he would come this way,

With a speckled falcon on his wrist.

If only I had known, had realized!

If only I had known, had realized,

I would not have sat up until late hours,

Sadly musing, on the bench,

On the bench, near the well,

Waiting and hoping —

Will he not come, my beloved,

Will he not come to water his horse at the icy-cold well?

If I had only known, had realized!

Aleksey Tolstoy
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CALE3BI

CAE3BI AIOJICKHE, O CAE3BI AIOJCKHE,
AbéTech BBl paHHEH M MO3/IHEH MOPOH. ..
Abérech Oe3BecTHBIE, ABETECH HE3PUMBIE,
Hewncromumeie, Hencuncanmoie, —
ABéTech, KaK ABIOTCA CTPYH 0K/ EBBIE

B ocenp rayxyio mopoxo HOYHOH.

Qédop Tromzes

MOUW '’EHU, MO AHTEA, MOU /IPYT

He 3z€ech AU TH AETKOI0 TEHBIO,
Moii renunii, Mol aHTeA, MO ZIPYT,
becezyems Tuxo co MHOIO

M tnxo aeraemsb BOKpyr?

M pobkuM gapUIIb BZOXHOBEHBEM,
M cragxuii Bpadyenrb HeAYT,

U tuxum gapuinb CHOBU/ECHBEM,
Moii renunii, Mol aHTeA, MO IPYT...

Adpanacuii Pem

TEARS

Tears of people, tears of people,

You flow in the early hours and late at night,
Remaining obscure and hidden from sight,
Inexhaustible and innumerable,

You flow as torrents of rain streaming down
On a dark night in the dead of autumn.

Fyodor Tyutchev

MY GENIUS, MY ANGEL, MY FRIEND

Aren’t you here, floating in the air like a shadow,
My genius, my angel, my friend,

Aren’t you peacefully talking with me

And quietly soaring above?

You fill me with shy inspiration,

And heal my sweet affliction

And favour me with quiet, gentle dreams,

My genius, my angel, my friend!

Afanasy Fet



11| OTYEIO? WHY?

Oruero mobaegHe A BECHOH Why did the gorgeous rose
ITenmaOIIBETHAS po3a cama? Fade in springtime?

Oruero noy 3eAéHON TpaBoOH Why is the blue violet

Torybas ¢puarka Hema? Hiding silently in the green grass?
OTuero Tak ne4aAbHO 3BYYHT Why does the bird’s song, rising into the air,
Ilecusa nruuku, Hecsacoh B Hebeca? Sound so sad?

OTuero HaZ AyraMu BUCHT Why does the dew envelop the fields
ITorpe6arbHBIM TOKPOBOM poca? Like a sepulchral pall?

OTuero B HebGe corHIIE ¢ yTpa Why is the morning sun in the sky
XOAOZHO U TEMHO, KAK 3UMOM? So cold and gloomy, as if it were winter?
OTuero u 3eMAs Bcs chIpa Why is the earth so damp

N yrpromeii MOTHABI caMON? And grim like a tomb?

OTuero 1 u cam Bc€ rpycTHel Why am I getting more and more sad

U 6Goresnenneit 4eHb 0TO AHAT With every passing day?

OTuero, o cka)ku MHe CKOpEH, Why, o tell me why

Ter, mokunyB, 3a6b1Aa MeHA? Did you leave and forget me?

Aes Meii, us Ienpuxa leitne Lev Mey, after Heinrich Heine



CEPEHA/JA JTOH-JKYAHA

lcuyT marpHell AAbIyXapsl
3oroTHCTHIE Kpad.

Ha npusbiBHEIN 3BOH IUTapHI
Breriiau, munag mos!

Bcex, kTO ckaxer, 4TO Apyrag
3zech cpaBHAETCA ¢ TOOOH,
Bcex, aroboBuio cropas,

Bcex 30By Ha cMepTHBIH 60ii.

Ot AyHHOTO CBETa

3apaer He6OCKAOH,
O, Buiiigu, Hucera,
Cxopeit Ha 6arkoH!

Ot CeBuabu o I'penazger

B tuxom cympake HoueHn,
Paszatorca cepeHazsl,
Pazzgaercsa cryk meden.

MHoro kpoBH, MHOTO IIECEH
/JIAs IpeAecTHBIX ABETCA ZaM,

A ke TOH, KTO BCEX MpEAECTHEN,
ITecHp B KPOBB MOIO OTZaM.

Ot AyHHOTO cBeTa
3apaeA HEOOCKAOH
O, Boiigu, Hucera,
Cxopeii Ha 6aAKOH!

Aunexrcert Toacmou

DON JUAN’S SERENADE

The golden light fades

On the distant hills of Las Alpujarras
Respond to the call of my clanging guitar,
Come out, my love!

Burning with love,

I challenge to a fatal duel

Any man who declares that any other girl
Can vie with you in beauty!

The sky is glowing

With moonlight...

O, come out, Niceta,

Don’t linger, step onto the balcony!

From Seville to Granada

In the quiet darkness of the nights

There sound the serenades

There sounds the clanking of swords.
Blood is streaming, songs are ringing

For the charming ladies...

And I will give up my blood and my song
To her who is the fairest of them all.

The sky is glowing

With moonlight...

O, come out, Niceta,

Don’t linger, step onto the balcony!

Aleksey Tolstoy



CPEADb ITYMHOTI'O BAAA

Cpeap mymHOro 6ara, caydaiHo,
B tpeBore mupckoii cyersl,

Tebs s yBuzgen, HO TaliHa

TBou nmoxpeiBara 4epThl.

AMIIb 09U TTEYANBHO TASI/ICAH,
A ronoc Tak ZUBHO 3BYYaA,
Kak 3BoH oTZaAéHHOH CBUpEAH,
Kak mops urparomuii Baa.

MHe craH TBOH MOHPAaBUACSH TOHKHI
M Bech TBOU 337 yMUYUBBIN BUJ,

A cMexX TBOU M I'PYCTHBIH, U 3BOHKHUH,
C Tex mop B MOEM cep/lie 3BYYHT.

B uacw ogunokMEe HOUM
A0OAIO f, YCTaABIH, HIpUAEYD —
A Bmky medarbHBIE 0UH,
A capimy Becényio peus.

U rpycrtHO 2 Tak 3aceinaio,

M B rpésax HEBEZOMBIX CIIAI...
A100AI0 AU TEOH, g HE 3HATO,
Ho kaxerca mue, 4To A106A10!

Aunexcerrt Toacmou

AMID THE DIN OF THE BALL

Amidst the ball, in the buzzing crowd,
In the anxiety of worldly bustle,

I saw you, but your features

Were wrapped in mystery.

Only your eyes looked sadly at me

And your voice sounded so sweet,

Like a reed pipe playing in the distance,
Like a gently lapping sea wave.

I liked your delicate figure

And all that air of dreaminess about you.
And your laughter, sad but so clear,
Since then has been ringing in my heart.

In the lonely hours of the night,
When I am tired and longing to rest,
I see your wistful eyes,

I hear your cheerful voice...

And I fall asleep feeling so sad,
And plunge into strange reveries...
I don’t know if I love you,

But it really seems so to me!

Aleksey Tolstoy



HOABUL

[TogBur ects U B CpakeHbHU,
ITozBur ecte u B 60pbbE;

Bercmuii mogBUT B TepIeHBH,

A00BH U MoABOE.

Ecam cepaiie 3aHbINO
ITepes 3r060i0 AtogCKOM
WAL HacHABE CXBATHAO
Tebs 11em1bI0 CTAABHOM;

Ecan ckopbu 3emHBIE
JKanrom B symy BIUAKCH, —
C Bepoii 60zpoii 1 cMeAOT
Ter 3a nogBuUr 6epuCh.

EcTb y mogBura Kpeiabs,
U B3AeTHUIND TH HA HUX
bes tpyza, 6e3 ycuaps
Beimre MpakoB 3eMHBIX,

Beime kpuImmym TeMHUILH,
Brimte 300051 caenon,

Brrme Bonaeli m KpUKoB
Topsoit yepHU ATOZICKOM.

IToaBuUT ecTh U B CPaKEHbBH,
IToaBur ecte u B 60pnbiE;

Brrcmmii mogBUr B TepreHbH,

A006BU U MOALOE.

Aunexcett Xomaros

EXPLOIT

Great feats are performed in battle,
Great feats are accomplished in struggle.
The greatest feats are patience,

Love and prayer.

If your heart grieves

Over human malice

Or if violence has seized you
And tied with a steel chain,

If all the earthy sorrows,

Have stuck their stings into your soul,
Strive to accomplish your feat

With courage and faith.

The feat is endowed with wings,

And they will take you up into the sky
Without strain and effort —

Above the earthly gloom,

Above the roof of your prison,
Above the blind anger,

Above the wailing and screaming
Of the conceited common rabble.

Great feats are performed in battle,
Great feats are accomplished in struggle.
The greatest feats are patience,

Love and prayer.

Aleksey Khomyakov



AIOBOBb MEPTBELIA

ITyckaii XoA01HOIO 3EMAEIO
3acplnax 4,

O, zpyr! Bcerza, Besge ¢ T06010
Jyma mos.

A106BH 6€3yMHOTO TOMACHBA,
Kunen morua,

B crpane nokos u 3a6BeHbA
S me 3a6bIA.

bes crpaxa B wac mocaezgHel MyKH
IToxunys cBer,

OTpazpl KAaA 4 OT Pa3AYKH —
Pasayxnu mer.

Yro MHe cusaHbE 60KbEN BAACTH
U paii cBaToii?

A nmepenec 3eMHBIE CTpPacTH
Tyzna ¢ coboii.

Aackamo g MeuTy poJHYIO
Besge oxny;

JKenaro, nrauy u peBHyIO,
Kaxk B cTapuny.

Kocuerca Ab uyxkgoe gbIxaHbe
TBoux AraHwuT,

Mos zymnia B HeMOM cTpaZaHbe
Bea zagpoxur.

CAyuHTCA AB, IIENUENTD, 3aCHIIAA,
Ter o gpyrom, —

TBowu croBa TekyT, mblAad,
IIo mue oruem.

ITyckait xoroZHOIO 3€MAEIO
3aceiman s,

O, apyr! Bcerza, Besge ¢ To6010
/Jyma mos.

Bcerga, Beszne ¢ Toboro.

Muxaur Aepmormos

THE LOVE OF A DEAD MAN

Though I lie covered over with
Cold earth,

O my beloved! Always, wherever you are, my soul
Is with you.

Even beyond the grave, in the land of peace
And oblivion,

I cannot forget my love

And frenzied longing.

Without fear I left this world in the hour
Of my last agony,

I expected that separation would bring me comfort —
There is no separation!

What is to me the splendor of God’s power
And holy paradise?

I took my earthly passions there
With me.

I cherish a precious dream,
Ever the same;

I desire and weep, I am jealous,
As in the bygone days.

If somebody’s breath touches
Your hair,
My soul shivers
In mute suffering;
If some night, dropping off to sleep, you whisper
Another’s name —
Your words flow all over me like
Flaring streams of fire.

Though I lie covered over with
Cold earth,

O my beloved! Always, wherever you are, my soul
Is with you.

Always with you.

Mikbail Lermontov



CEPEHA/A

O, AUTH, 11071, OKOIIKOM TBOUM

A tebe mpomoio cepeHazny...
Vb6arokaHna nenbeM MOHM,

Tel Haliziemb B CHOBU/IEHBAX OTPAZY;
ITycTp TBOM cOH M TIOKOI

B 4ac 6e3MOABHBII HOYHOU

HexHBIX 3BYKOB AeACIOT A0O3aHBA!

MHoro ropecrteii, MHOTO HEB3TO0/,
Te6a B KU3HU, AUTSA, OKUAAET;
Cuu xe cAaZKo, IoKa HeT 3200T,
IToxka cepalile TpeBOTH He 3HAET,
Cnu Bo Mpake HOUHOM
besmaTexHBIM TBI CHOM,

Crm, He 3Hast 3eMHOI'O CTpPaJaHbs!

IIycths TBOI aHreA-XpaHUTEAD CBATOH,
Munsiit zpyr, Hag T0O60I0 A€TaET

U, reres con geBCTBEHHBIN TBOH,
Tebe palickylo mecHb HalleBaeT;
[TycTs TO¥ ecHM cBATOMH

OTroA0COK XHUBOH

Tebe B zymy BceanT ynoBaHbe!

Cnu xe, MUAAA, CIIM, IIOYUBAK

ITos akkopabr Moeli cepeHabl!
ITycTs mpucHuTCA Tebe CBETABIN paii,
IIpencioAHeHHBIH BEYHOH OTPaLbl!
IIycts TBOM COH M MOKOH

B yac 6e3MOABHBII HOUYHONI

HesxupIx 3ByKOB AeA€l0T A063aHBA!

K P.*

* Beanknii kusa3b Koucrantun Pomanos

SERENADE

O my child, beneath your window
I will sing a serenade...

Lulled to sleep by my singing
You’ll have delightful dreams.

Let the sweet sounds

Kiss and caress you

In the silent hours of the night!

Many hardships and sorrows

Await you, my child,

So sleep sweetly while you have no care
And your heart is not heavy with grief.
Sleep in the stillness of the night,
Sweetly and serenely,

Knowing nothing of the earthly suffering.

May your guardian angel

Soar above you, my darling,

And, comforting you in your virgin sleep,
Sing you a song of paradise.

May the living echo

Of this divine song

Bring you hope.

So sleep, my darling,

To the sounds of my serenade.

May you dream of the shining Paradise,
The realm of eternal bliss;

Let the sweet sounds

Kiss and caress you

In the silent hours of the night!

K R*

* Grand Duke of Russia Konstantin Romanov
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CHOBA, KAK IIPEXK/E, O/UH

CHoBa, Kak npexze, o/[uH,
CHOBa 00DBAT 1 TOCKOH.
CMOTpPHUTCS TONOAB B OKHO,
Becnb o3apénHbIl AyHOH.

CMOTpPHUTCS TOIOAB B OKHO,
[IlemgyT 0 94eM-TO AMCTHI.
B 3Bé3zax ropaT Hebeca...
I'ze Tenmeps, Muaas, THI?

Bcé, uro TBOpPUTCA CO MHOH,
A nepeagats He Gepych...
Apyr! nomoaucs 3a mens,

A 3a Teb6A yK MOAIOCH.

Aanuunr Pameays

AGAIN, AS BEFORE, ALONE

I am alone again, as before,

And my heart is heavy again.

The poplar brightly lighted by the moon
Is looking through my window,

The poplar is looking through my window,
The leaves are whispering something,

The sky is shining with stars...

Where are you now, my love?

I cannot find words to describe
What’s happening with me.
Pray for me, my friend!

I am praying for you now.

Daniil Rathaus
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Pepaktop — Omutpuin Macnsikos
3Bykopexunccep — AnekcaHap Muxnumu
[wnzariHep — Enena ®ponosa

®otorpa¢p — TaHa CasaHckasn

MepeBoaunku — Hukonait KysHewos (cTatba),
AHHa CMupuHa (poMaHchbl)

Lindposoe nsgaHne — PomaH TOMASIHKMH,
IOmuTtpuin Macnsikos

Editor — Dmitry Maslyakov

Sound engineer — Alexander Mikhlin
Designer — Elena Frolova

Photo — Tanya Sazansky

Translation — Nikolay Kuznetsov (article),
Anna Smirina (romances)

Digital release — Roman Tomlyankin,
Dmitry Maslyakov
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MEAOAUSI
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ApTtuctel 1 «®@upma Menogua» BbipaxkatoT ocobyto bnarogapHocTb

Hatanbe BnagumunposHe Borenasa, negarory MockoBckol KoHCcepBaTopuu,

3a Nt0b0Bb W CUNbI, BIOXKEHHbIE B CBOMX Y4EHUKOB, U AHHe 396peBoi 3a NoMoLLb
N BJOXHOBEHWE B OCYLLECTBJIEHWUM 3TOM0 U3LaHUS.

Artists and “Melodiya” are very grateful to the Moscow Conservatory professor
Natalia Bogelava for putting her heart and strength into students and to Anna
Zyabreva for help and inspiration while preparing this release.

MEAOAUSI
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