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RACHMANINOV romances
PAXMAHWHOB pouaticet

[leTp POMAaHCHI BI[BOCM? Besib PAXMaHHHOB He HAIKCA CPEAU HUX HY
OZIHOTO Ay3Ta. OHAKO 3aMbICE] UCIIOJHUTENEH UMEET JIOTUKY.

Haranpa [letpoxunkas u JIMuTpuil 3yeB — OlEpHbIE apTUCTBL Korga onu 6epyrcs 3a
KAMEPHBII PENEPTyap, OHU, KOHEYHO K€, COOMIOAAIOT €I0 MPaBUIA. KaXK/iblil POMaHC
— OTJE/IbHAA 3AKOHUEHHAA MUHUATIOPA, B UCIIONTHEHUN KOTOPOH IEBELL 10OUBAETCA
OTTOYEHHOI'O COBEPIIEHCTBA. BMeCTe € T€M, POMAHCHI CKJIAIbIBAIOTCA B LIEIOYKY, KOTO-
pad cobpaHa BOIPEKU XPOHONOTMH HAMCAHKA, HO B KOTOPO! MOCTENEHHO HAYNHAET
YUTATHCA CBA3HBIN CIOKET, IUTEPATYPHAL UK TEATPAIbHASL UCTOPUA.

ADPTHUCTBI TIOIOT 10 OYEPEAH, 110 IBA-TPU POMAHCA IOAPAJ, BRICTPAUBAA UX IO HACTPO-
€HUIO U COAEPXKAHUIO. B pesynbraTe nporpaMma JucKa 00pasyer Nofo6ue MoIHO-
LEHHOT'O OIEPHOIo Ay3Ta — U MOXKHO JaXe YBEPEHHO CKA3dTh, KAKOIO UMEHHO. DTO
NOCJIEAHAA KapTuHA oneps! «Erennii OHerny» YanuKoBCKOI0, 3aKII0UUTEIbHBIA YT
OnernHa u TaTbAHBL APAMATHYECKAS CLIEHA MYKYMHBI U KEHITUHBL, KOTOPBIE IIPOJOI-
JKAIOT JIIOOUTD JIPYT APYTrd — HO YIIYIIEHHOI'O CYACThA UM YKE HE BEPHYTD.

D12 EMKaA CUTyanys HEGYKBAIbHO Pa3BEPTHIBAETCA B IPUXOTIUBYIO KAPTUHY, COCTAB-
JIEHHYIO 13 POMaHCOB PaxMaHnHOBA. B HEKOTOPBIX U3 HUX («O HET, MOJIIO, HE YXOAW,
«f] OBLIT Y HEl») HOYTH IPAMO OTPAKEHA KOJIU3UA «OHETUHA» — TeM 60JIee, YTO U MY3bI-
KaJIbHOE BIvsAHKE YaKOBCKOro Ha PaxMannHOBA HeocropuMo. Ho u gpyrue poMaHchl,
IPE/CTABIEHHBIE HA JUCKE, IIOBECTBYIOT O TOM K€, O YEM IIE€JIN [IEPCOHAKU Oephl Yar-
KOBCKOI'O — 00 YTPAYEHHBIX JHAX MOJIOAOCTH, O MOTEPAX U PA30YAPOBAHUAX.

Haranpa [lerpoxunkas u IMuTpuii 3yeB MHOTO pa3 61ucTanm Ay3ToM B ponax OHe-
rMHA 1 TaThAHbI HA PA3HBIX ONEPHBIX CLIEHAX. BOT M PAXMaHMHOBA 3y€B MOET BCELIENO0
II0-OHETUHCKH, IIOJTHOBECHBIM Y IOPOAMCTBIM OHETMHCKUM 6apuTOHOM. Ero repoit
— 3PEJIBII YETIOBEK, IO3HABIINII TOPECTHU CY/bOBI, OJJHAKO HE YTPATUBIINK 1yIIEBHBIX
cu/l. EMy TIpeKkpacHo ypaercs U anerndyeckad uHTOHauus («CoH»), U BOCTOPKEHHOE

HAaTApa IIETPOXUIIKA S
JIMUTPUM 3YEB
AnTOHMHA KAJTOBHOBA

Tomenue (<O, Joaro 6yay £»), U IPUCATA UCKYCCTBY (¢ HE IPOPOK»), HO BIIEYAT/IAET OH
U B O0JIMYUTENBHOM I'HEBE («<XPHUCTOC BOCKPEC — TIOIOT BO XPAME»).
PaxmaHuHOBCKAs reporHs Haranbu [1eTpoKUITKON e1e MHOTOOOPA3HEE repOost: OHA MO-
JKET IPYCTUTD U OTYANUBATHCA, HO €€ I'ONOC JIETUT BBBICh, 32 IIPEAIEIB JUANA30HA TaThAHbI,
4 ee Jiylie, HeCMOTPA HY HA YTO, BCE €IIE JOCTYIIHBI U yCa/Ie0HAA HEXXKHOCTD («CUpEHD»),
1 60COHOras GIU30CTb HAPOAY (I1omobna g Ha EYaIb CBOIO»), ¥ IOPBIBBI BOOOPAKE-
Hus («[JaBHO Jib, MOY IPYI»), ¥ TAHTEUCTUYECKMIT BOCTOPT («BeceHHne BOAbD).
ADPTHUCTBI HU pa3y He TIOI0T BMECTE, HO AUCK POMAHCOB PAXMaHUHOBA — UX COBMECTHOE
npoussezieHue. Ux o0beAnHAeT U postib AHTOHUHB! KaJ0GHOBOM, ¥ TOHKOE APTUCTHU-
YECKOE COIVIACHE, U YMEHUE MBICIUTD MACIITAOHO, COEAUHAS MUHUATIOPHL B [IOBECTD
0 JIBYX Y€JIOBEYECKHUX JYIIAX, B3AUMOIIOHUMAHHUE MEX/Y KOTOPBIMH HE CIIOCOOHBI Pa3-
PYIIUTD JJaXKe HEYMOMUMBIE JUPEKTUBBI CY/IbOBI.

Ilemp Iocnenos

NATALIA PETROZHITSKAYA
DMITRY ZUEV
ANTONINA KADOBNOVA
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MoxHO IPEACTABUTD, uro mobymuresHbM CTHMYIOM K 3AIIHCH JUC-
Ka C 22-M4 poMaHcamu C.B. PAXMaHWHOBA [/ TAIAHTIUBLIX NEBIIOB Hatansu [leTpo-
KULKON 1 [IMUTpUA 3yeBa IOCTYKUNA IPEABIAYIAd PAb0Ta — AIbOOM U3 POMAHCOB
[1.1. Yarikosckoro (2014), rie ApaMaTyprudecku O0ObeANHAOMUM HEHTPOM IIPO3BY-
qai1 1yaT «Cnespk Ha ctuxu Pesopa TioTuesa. PAXMAHMHOB, BLICTYIIAS B KAUECTBE AK-
KOMITAHUATOPA, CYUTANICA, TIO CJIOBAM aKaaeMuka b.B. Acadpesa, HEMPEB3OMICHHBIM
TOJIKOBATENIEM «POMAHCOB YaMKOBCKOIrO, 0COOEHHO «HU €10B4, O APyr MO, «Cle3bD,
«Ha HuBbI XKenThe..». Ho Jaxe eciy 3T0 HE TaK, U NPUASHD K KAMEPHO-BOKAIBHOMY
TBOPYECTBY PAXMAHUHOBA IIPAMO HE 3ABUCUT OT NOTPEOHOCTU APTUCTOB IIPOJO/IKUTD
B COBMECTHOM TBOPYECTBE €JUHYIO MY3BIKATbHO-IIO3TUYECKYIO JIMHUIO, POACTBO
YaMKOBCKOrO U PaXMaHMHOBA B UX HOBOM OIYCE OLIYIIAETCA HECOMHEHHO — KaK
POACTBO TOHYANIIETO JUPUUECKOIO CTPOSL, BBIPAKAIOMEIO MHOTOIPAHHYIO /YLy ye-
JIOBEKA U 00PA3YIOMEr0 PA3BEPHYTHIE ABTOPCKUE UCIIOBEAH. B COBPEMEHHOM MY3bI-
K4JIbBHOM MMPE HE TaK MHOI'O aKaJEMUYECKUX BOKAJIbHBIX J[Y3TOB, CJIOKUBIINXCS HE
B CUJIYy OOCTOATENLCTB — CIYYANHBIX UM BBIHYXICHHBIX, HO U3 IIOTPEOHOCTH TBOP-
YECKOI'O COEAUHEHNUA, APTUCTUYECKOTO COITIACUA ¥ OOIMIHOCTH B3ITIAZOB HA MY3bIKY,
11033u10, Tearp. lyar Harausu Ilerpoxurnkoi u Imurpus 3yesa, TUTOMIEB MOCKOB-
CKOM KOHCEPBATOPUM M BEAYIIUX CONUCTOB MOCKOBCKOIO MY3BIKAJIBHOIO TEATpa
umenn KC. Cranucnasckoro u B M. Hemuposnua-JIaHueHKO, — peAKUil Ciydant
CYACTIUBOIO CJIOKEHUA MY3bIKAHTCKUX B3IVIA/IOB, T€ATPAIbHBIX IPUCTPACTHUIH U 3CTE-
TUYECKUX BO33PEHMI HA MUD. He CIIyyaiiHO «1apHBIE» BHICTYIIIEHUA APTUCTOB B OIIEPAX
«Eprenntt Onernn» LY. Yarikosckoro (Tatbana n Onerun), «Boitna u mup» C.C. IIpoko-
(pesa (Harama Pocrosa u Anapeit bonkonckuit), «/loH Kyan» B-A. Moapra (Jon JKyan
U JIOHHA ONBBUPA) COOOPA3YIOTCH C XKENTAHUEM PA3BUTH BOILIOMIAEMBIE TEMBI HA KOH-
LEPTHHIX IUIOMAJAKAX ¥ B CTYAMIHBIX MABUIbOHAX 3BYKO3AIMCHIBAIOMMX KAMIIAHUIL.

HAaTApa IIETPOXUIIKA S
JIMUTPUM 3YEB
AnTOHMHA KAJTOBHOBA

MoHorpaguyeckue nporpamMmmbl, B KOTOPBIE TENEPh BKIOYEH U PAXMAHUHOBCKUI ITAKI,
y Herpoxunkoil u 3yeBa — CyTb NPOAOKEHUE TEATPAIBHO-CLEHUYECKOTO AUAJIOra,
CJIOBHO YBE/ICHHOI'O B 30HY MHTUMHBIX, HE TE€ATPAIN30BAHHBIX [IPEACTABIECHUI, KOIZI
AYIIEBHBIE TOKU OOOUX, OAXBATHIBAA IPYT APYTd, CIMBAIOTCA B BOJTBHOE M UCIIOBE/IANIb-
HOE BBICK43bIBAHKE 00 U3MEHYNBO-TIO/BIKHOM IIPUPOJIE YENIOBEUECKUX 4YBCTB. BRIOOD-
K4 U3 CEMU OIYCOB POMAHCOBOTO COOpaHuUsA PAXMaHNHOBA (COOTBETCTBEHHO, C 1891 10
1916 rr: cBbime 80 COYMHEHMIT) OAYUHEHA JIOTUKE MY3bIKAIbHO-IPAMATYPIHYECKOTO
B3AUMOJEHCTBYA JIBYX T'OJIOCOB (CONIPAHO ¥ OAPUTOH), ABYX TEMIIEPAMEHTOB (KEHIMHA
1 MYKYMHQ), ABYX UHAUBUAYAIBHOCTEN (IMPUYECKON U JpAMAaTUYECKON). B eanHcTBe
IIPOTHUBOIIOJIOKHOCTEN HA 3BYKOBBIX JOPOKKAX 3AMUCH COMMKAIOTCA HECXOKKE, KA3d-
JIOCh Obl, SMOITMOHAJIBHBIE COCTOSHMUSA, OLCHKU, OTHOMEHUS, U «MaprapuTku» Ha CTUXU
Urops CeBepsHUHA MAPAIOKCATBHBIM O0PA30M «TIOJIXBATBIBAIOTCS> «BCTpeuei» Ha CTh-
xu SIkoBa [1010HCKOTO, poMaHC «O HET, MOJIIO, HE YXOAW» Ha CTUXU JMUATPHA MEPEKKOB-
CKOT'O KOPPECTIOHANPYeETCA € «/IaBHO JIb, MOM ApyI» HA CTUXU ApceHud l'onenninesa-Ky-
TY30B4, 4 «BeceHHue Bojip Ha cTUXU Pezropa TroTuesa 1 «B MOTYaHbY HOUH TaitHOM» Ha
cruxu Apanacusa Gera IpeBpamaoTCa B O0IIYIO IUaTOTMYECKYIO> KYJIbMUHALIAIO UC-
Ka. Cam e IUasor OTKPBIBAET MEBLAM «CEKPET OAYXOTBOPEHHOCTH JIIOOOI'0 NHTEPBAJIA>
y PaxmManuHOBa, Korya, o cnosaM b.B. AcapeBa, HET «HU OfHON HEBEJOMOM... TPOIIBL
HA IIyTAX UHTEPBAJIOB, KOTOPAs HE Bed Obl K OCMBICJIECHHENIIEMY — SMOLIMOHAIBHO U
UHTEJJIEKTYAIbHO — “IPOU3HECEHUIO™, U «MEJIOAUYECKOE B MY3BIKE» HE CTAHOBHJIACH
OBl «KJIIOUOM K UEJIOBEYHENIIEMY B 3BYKaX>. BAKHBIM FOJIOCOM K /Iy3TY O/JAPEHHBIX I1€B-
OB J06aBAETCA (POPTENMAHHASA TAPTHA AHTOHUHBI KaJ0OHOBOM, OJHOTO U3 TyYIINX
KOHLIEPTMENCTEPOB HAIIKX JHEI, II0 4yBCTBAM U ITMAHUCTUYECKON BLIPA3UTENLHOCTH
COBIIA/IAIONIEN C KOMIIO3UTOPCKUMU BBICKA3bIBAHUAMU O€3YCUIBHO U BIOXHOBEHHO.
Cepeeti Kopooxos

NATALIA PETROZHITSKAYA
DMITRY ZUEV
ANTONINA KADOBNOVA
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COH
W'y Mens 6bU1 KAyt pOJHOL;
NPEKPACEH OH!

TaM e71b Ka9aJ1ACh HAZO MHOM...

Ho 10 6b111 COH!

CeMbs ipy3et K1Ba ObLIA.
Co BCEX CTOPOH

3BYYaJI MHE JIIOOBU CJIOBA...
Ho 10 6b11 COH!

A DREAM
And I had a homeland;
A beautiful one!

There a spruce swayed above me...

But that was a dream!

A friends' family was alive.
From all sides

There were words of love...
But that was a dream!

Anekcen I1nemees
© Translation by Ruslan Sviridov
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BCE OTHAJI Y MEHA

Bce ot y MeHs Ka3HAmMUI bor —
3/10pOBbE, CUITY BOJH, BO3AYX, COH.
OpnHy T€65 IPU MHE OCTABUI OH,
YT06 5 €My €I1e MOIUTHCA MOT.

EVERYTHING I HAD

The punishing God took everything I had,
Health, strength, will, breath, sleep.

You alone He left to me

So that I might still pray to Him.

®enop TroTues
© Translation by Carl Ratner

CHPEHD
Ilo yTpy, Ha 3ape, IO POCUCTOM TPABE
A nomjy CBEKUM YTPOM JIbIIIATD;

11 B IyIUCTYIO TEHD, I7i€ TECHUTCS CUPEHD,

A nonpy cBOe C4aCTbE UCKATD...

B JKM3HU CYACTHE OTHO MHE HAUTHU CYKJICHO,

M T0 cYacTbe B CUPEHU JKUBET;
Ha 3eneHbix BETBAX, HA ILYHH/ICTI)IX KUCTAX
Moe 6emHOEe CUACThE LIBETET.

LILACS

In the morning, at daybreak,

over the dewy grass,

[ will go to breathe the crisp dawn;
and in the fragrant shade,

where the lilac crowds,

[ will go to seek my happiness...

In life, only one happiness

it was fated for me to discover,

and that happiness lives in the lilacs;
in the green boughs,

in the fragrant bunches,

my poor happiness blossoms...

Exarepuna bekeTosa
© Translation by Anton Bespalov
and Rianne Stam
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MAPTAPUTKH

O, TOCMOTPH, KK MHOT'O MAPTAPUTOK
W ram, U TyT.

OHU IIBETYT, UX MHOT'O, UX U30BITOK;
Onu 1BETYT.

WX IeNeCTKU TPEXTPAHHBIE, KAK KPBLIbS,
Kaxk 6ebiii menk.

B Hux nera momip!

B HUX pagoCTh H3001Ib,

B HUX CBETIIBIN TIOJIK.

[OTOBB 3eMJIf, IIBETAM U3 PO3 HAIIUTOK,
Jlaii COK CTEOMIO..

O JIeBYIIKH, O 3BE3/Ibl MAPIAPUTOK,

A Bac mo6:mo!

DAISIES

Oh, see how many daisies,

Here and there,

They blossom, they are plentiful;
They are abundant.

They blossom.

Their petals are three-edged, like wings,
Like white silk;

You are the summer's might!

You are abundant joy,

You are radiant multitude!

Earth prepares to flower with the dew’s
draught,

Giving sap to the stalks.

AY

TBOM HEKHBIN CMEX OBLT CKA3KOHM M3MEHYHBOIO,
OH 3BaJI, KaK B COH 30BET CBUPEJIBLHBIN 3BOH.

M BOT BEHKOM, CTUXOM T€Os YBEHUMBAIO,

YiineM, 6€XKUM, BBOEM Ha TOPHBIN CKJIOH.

Ho re xe tor? JINimb 3B0H BEPIINH IO3BAHUBAET.
[IBETKY LIBETOK CPEADb LHA 3AKET CBEYY.

W 4ei-To cMeX MEHS 3AMAHUBAET.

[loro, nty. «Ay! Ayl», — kpuuy.

A 00!

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, I search,

Oh maidens, Oh daisy stars, "A-00!"
[ love you! "A-00!"
[ cry. KoHcranTus BanpmoHT

Hrops CeBepaHuH © Translation by Laura Claycomb

© Translation by Elizabeih Wiles and Peter Grunberg
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BYEPA MbI BCTPETHJIUCH

Buepa MBI BCTPETUINUCH: OHA OCTAHOBUJIACD,
A Taxkxe..

Mbl B 11232 IpyT APYTY IOCMOTPEIIN..

O 60xe! Kak oHa ¢ TeX IOp NEPEMEHUIACD,
B 171a32X IOTYX OT'OHb, U IEKH NOOIEHENN..
U monro Ha Hee ITALEN 1 MOIY4, CTPOTO..
Mue pyky npoTaHyB, 6€JHAKKA YIBIOHYIACD,
Sl rOBOPUTD XOTEI, OHA K€,

pazu bora Besesra MHE MOJIUATD,

W TyT € OTBEPHYIACH, 1 OPOBU CABUHYIA,
W BriiepHYIA PYKY, X MOJIBUJIA:

JIpomarire, 10 CBUJAHbS

A 1 XOT€J CKa32aTh:

«Ha BEeUHYy10 pa3nyKy npoma, noruomiee,
HO MHJIOE CO3/aHbe!»

PAXMAHWHOB pomarcol

YESTERDAY WE MET

Yesterday we met: she halted.

and so did I... We looked each other in the eyes...

O, God! How she had changed with all that time

The fire in her eyes extinguished, her cheeks grown pale...
And for a long time I stared at her, silently, severely...

My hand stretched out, the poor little soul smiled;

[ wanted to speak; but she, for the sake of God,

ordered me to remain silent, and there and then turned away,
and knitted her brows, and pulled away her hand,

and spoke: farewell, goodbye!

While I wanted to say: in eternal separation

farewell, ruined, but sweet creature!

AxoB I[TonoHckum

© Translation by Anton Bespalov and Rianne Stam



0, HET, MOJIIO, HE YXOIH

O mer, Moo, He yxoau!

Bcs 60116 HUYTO NEpes PasayKou.
S CIMIKOM CYACTIUB 3TOH MYKOH,
CuJIbHEN NPUKMU MEHS K IPYAH,
CKaKH: «TIOOIO,

[Ipumien 1 BHOBb, 60JIBHOM,
U3MYYEHHBIN U OJETHBINL
CMOTpH, KaKOH £ CI1aObIH, OEHBIT,
Kaxk MHE HyXHa TBOS JIIOOOBb...
MyuJeHu HOBBIX BIIEPEAH S K]Y,
Kak nack, kax nouenys,

1 06 0fHOM MOJIIO, TOCKYSL:

O, 6yb CO MHO¥, HE YXOAH!

O, 6yzb CO MHOH, HE yXOziU!
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0, NO, I BEG YOU, DO NOT LEAVE!
O, no, I beg you, do not leave!

All my pains are nothing compared to separation
[ am only too fortunate

with that torment,

Press me tightly to your bosom

and say you love me.

[ came anew

full of pain, pale and exhausted.

See how poor and weak I am,

how I need your love...

The new torments ahead

[ await like a caress or kiss,

and again [ beg you in anguish:

O stay with me, do not leave!

ImuTpuit MepeKKOBCKUi

© Translation by Anton Bespalov and Rianne Stam

JTABHO JIb MOY IPYT

JlaBHO J1b, MOH JIPYT, TBOW B30P NEYAJIbHBII
SI B paccTaBaHbs CMYTHBII MUT JIOBUJI,

YT00 JIyY €10 NPOIA/IbHBIH
Hagonro B gymy MHE IPOHUK.
JlaBHO J1b, 6Ty 125 O MTHOKO

B ronme TecHAmMUI 1 9yKOU

K Tebe :xemaHHOM U IaIEKOM

I MuaJICA TPYCTHOIO MEYTOI.
JKenanpg raciu.. CepLe HbUIO..
Cro4710 BpeMs.. YM MOIYAJL.
J1aBHO JIb 3aTUIIIBE 3TO OBIIO?

Ho BuXpb CBUAHbA HAOEKAIL..
MBsI BMECTE BHOBB, U JTHU HECYTCH,
Kax B MOpE€ BOJIH JIETYUUX CTPOY,
/1 MBIC/Ib KMIIUT, U IECHU JIBIOTCS
13 cepawa moaHoro To604!

13 ceppara moaHoro T0601!

HOW LONG, MY FRIEND

Has it been so long, my friend, since I caught
your sad gaze at our farewell moment?

The ray of that farewell

penetrated my soul.

Has it been so long, my friend, since,
blundering alone

in a constricting and strange crowd,

[ rushed to you, distant beloved,

In a sad dream?

My desires faded... my heart ached...

Time stopped... my mind was numb...

Has it been so long ago, this calm?

But a whirlwind of reunion came rushing...
We are together anew, and the days rush along
As in a flying sea of waves,

And thoughts boil

And songs pour forth from my heart
Brimming over with thoughts of you!

[Tasesn Fonennmes-KyTy3oB
© Translation by Jennifer Gliere



RACHMANINOV romances
PAXMAHWHOB pomarcol

IIOJTFOBUJIA A HA ITIEYAJIb CBOIO
[Tono6una 5, Ha eYab CBOIO,
CUpOTHHYIIKY 6ECTAIAHHOTO.

V3K TaKast [0/ MHE BBITTA1a!
Pa3nyuniv Hac 104K CUTIBHBLE,
YBe3u €ro, CAaIu B PEKPYTHL.

W conpaTkon 4, OMUHOKON 4,

3HATb, B UYKOM U30€ U COCTAPEIOCE..
VK TaKas JOJIs MHE BbIIANA... Al

TO MY SORROW I HAVE GROWN TO LOVE

To my sorrow

[ have grown to love
my wretched

little orphan.

That is the fate

which has befallen me.
Powerful people
separated us...

They took him away
to be a recruit...

a soldier's wife,

a lonely soul,

it seems that I shall grow old
in a stranger's home.
That is the fate

which has befallen me.

Anexcen [1nemees
© Translation by Anne Evans

KAK MHE BOJIBHO

Kax MHE 60JIbHO, KAK XOUETCA JKUTb..
Kaxk cBexa u gymucra BecHa!

Her! He B cunax s ceppiie youTb

B 3Ty HOUb rony6yIo 6€3 CHa.

XOTb OB CTAPOCTD IPHIILIA TIOCKOPEH,
XoTb Obl MHEN B KYAPAX 320/1€CTE,
YTo6 He IeJI I MEHS COJIOBEH,
YTOOBI JIEC /11 MEHS HE IYMEJ,
YTOOBI IECHD HE PBAIACH U3 YN
CKBO3b CUPEHU B IHUPOKYIO JaJIb,
YTOOB! HE OBLIO B 3TOU TUITH

MHe 4ero-To My4uTeabHO Kb

HOW MUCH IT HURTS

How much it hurts, how much I want to be alive...

How fresh and fragrant is the spring!

No! I can’t bridle my heart

On this sleepless blues night.

If only old age could come sooner,

If only the hoar could glitter in my hair,

So that the nightingale would stop singing for me,
So that the forest would not rustle for me,

So that a song in my soul would not strive

To fly though the lilacs far away,

So that in this piece

[ would not so painfully regret something missing!

lanuna FanuHa
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OHA, KAK IIOJITEHD, XOPOIIIA A BbLTY HEA

OHa, KaK IOJIZIEHB, XOPOII, S 611 Y HEX,

Omna 3arajio4yHei MoJHOYM. Omna cxazana: JIo0mo Te64, MOX MUJIbIN ApyTrh

Y Hel He TUIaKABIINE OYU Ho 31y TaitHy OT IOAPYT XPAHUTH MHE CTPOTO 3APEIAIIA.

W He crpajasmadg gyma. 51 6bL1 y HEM, HA TIPEJIECTD 3/1aTA KIAIACh MEHA HE IIPOMEHATD;
A MHe, 4bd KU3Hb 60PBOA 1 TOPE, Ko MHe 1imib CTpaCTHUIO TIbIIATD,

[To Hewt ToMuTHCA CyXKAeHO. O! MeH# I06UTD, TIOOUTB, KAK OpaTa.

Tax BeyHO memymee Mope 51 6b11 Y HEH, 4 BEUHO OYY € €€ AYIION AYIIOK0 XUTb.

B 6e3MomBHBIN Geper BI0OIEHO. [Tyckait OHa MHE U3MEHMUT, HO s U3MEHHUKOM HE OY1Y.

I WAS WITH HER
[ was with her; she said to me:

SHE IS AS BEAUTIFUL AS NOON
She is as beautiful as noon,

She has more enigma than midnight.
Her eyes have never filled with tears,
Her soul has never suffered.

And [, whose life is the one of struggle and sorrow,

I'm destined to long for her. Oh!
So ever the roaring sea
Is in love with the silent shore.

Hukonai MUHCKUH

Anexcert Konbiios
© Translation by Anton Bespalov
and Rianne Stam

"I love you, my dearest friend!"

But she strictly implored me to keep
this secret from her girlfriend.

[ was with her, not for golden riches
she swore to trade me;

only to me to be afire with passion,
to love me, love me like a brother.

[ was with her; [ will always

live with her soul, her soul.

Let her betray me,

but I will be no traitor.
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OHHA OTBEYAJIA

Copocuiny OHu:

«KaK B JIETYUHX YEIHAX

HaM 0€JI0I0 YaKO CKOJb3UTh HA BONHAX,
Y106 HAC CTOPOXKA HE JOTHATINU?>
{'pedure!», — OHM OTBEYAIHL.

Cnpocuny oHu:

«Kaxk 320bITh HABCEITIA,

YTO B MUPE I0JI0IBHOM €CTh GEIHOCTD, O€/1a,
Yro ecTb B HEM I'DO3a U IIEUAIU?>
«3acHuUTED, — OHU OTBEYAJIH.

Cnpocuny oHu:

«Kax Kpacasuli IpuBJEYb 6€3 Yaphl,

4TOO CAMU HA CTPACTHYIO PEYb

OHM HaM B OOBATHS AT,

«JI1oouTe!, — OHU OTBEYAJIH.

HOW THEN, ASKED HE
"How then," asked he
"By boat and tide
Alguazils flee?"

"Row," she replied.
"How then," asked he,
"To set aside

Strife, misery?"
"Sleep," she replied.
"How then," asked he,
"Love's philtre denied,
Win fair beauty?"
"Love," she replied.

JleB Meii

© Translation by Faith J. Cormier

BECEHHHUE BO/Ibl

Eme B monsx 6eneeT CHer,

A BOZIBI YK BECHOM IIYMAT —
BeryT u OyaaT COHHBIN OpeT,
Beryr u OnemtyT, 1 IIacAr..
OHH I712CAT BO BCE KOHIIBL:
«Becna uget! Becna ngert!
MBI MOJIOZIOY BECHBI T'OHIIBI,
OHA HAC BBIC/IANIA BIIEpE!
Becna uzer! Becna uzer!

W TUXUX, TEIJIBIX MAUCKUX JIHEN
PyMAHBIN, CBETIBIN XOPOBOJ,
TonmuTcs BECETIO 32 HEIA.

SPRING WATERS

The fields are covered still with snow,
But Spring has swollen all the streams.
They run and sparkle as they go,

And wake the shores from drowsy dreams.
They call out loudly on their way:
“Spring’s coming on! Spring’s coming on!
We bring the message here today,

That's why we meet you on the run!
Spring’s coming on! Spring’s coming on!
And soon the lovely days of May

Will follow happily along

And dance a merry roundelay!”

®enop TroTues
© Translation by Malcolm Gain
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B MOTYAHBY HOYU TAMHON

O, nonro 6yAy 4 B MOTYAHBM HOYM TAMHOM
KoBapHsIi1 JIENIET TBOM, Y/IBIOKY, B30,

Bsop ciryuannbli,

[lepcTam IOCIYIIHYIO BOIOC,

Bonoc TBOIO IycTyIo IpA/b

M3 MBIC/IEI U3TOHATD U CHOBA IIPU3BIBATE;
[lenTaTh ¥ MONPABIATD OBLIbIE BHIPAKEHbS
Peueit MOUX € TOOOH, UCTIOJHEHHBIX CMYIIEHbS,
1 B OIIbAHEHDBU, HALIEPEKOD YMY,

3aBETHBIM UMEHEM OYIUTh HOUHYIO ThMY,
34BETHBIM UMEHEM OyIUTH HOUHYIO ThMY.
O, monro 6yay s, B MOJTYAHBM HOUX TAWHOY,
34BETHBIM UMEHEM OyIUTH HOUHYIO ThMY.

PAXMAHWHOB pomarcol

OH, FOR A LONG WHILE, IN THE SILENCE OF...
Oh, for a long while, in the silence of the mysterious night,
Your beguiling murmur, smile, fleeting glance,

A luscious strand of your hair, obedient to my fingers,
Will I banish from my thoughts — but then recall again;
Breathing impulsively, alone, unseen by anyone,
Blushing and burning with vexation and shame,

[ will search for secret messages

In the words you uttered;

Whisper and reconsider the phrases

Of my embarrassed conversations with you,

And, as if intoxicated, against all reason,

With your cherished name awaken the nightly [haze]l.

Adanacuen det
© Translation by Sergey Rybin
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OTPBIBOK M3 MIOCCE

YTO TaK YCUIIEHHO CEPALIE GOIBHOE OBETCH,
W ipocuT, 1 KaxeT MOKOA?

YeM 4 B3BOJHOBAH, UCIIYTaH B HOUN?
CryKHyIa IBEPb, 34CTOHAB U 3aHOA...
[acHyBIIEN NaMITB GNIECHYIN TYYH..

Boxe mort!

Jlyx MHE B IPy/y 3aXBATUIIO!

K10-TO 30BET MEHS, MEMYET YHBUIO..
Kr0-10 BOMIE..

Mos KeJbs IyCTa, HET HUKOT'O, 3TO MOIHOYb IIPOOUIIO..
O 0IMHOYECTBO, O HUIIETA!

AN EXCERPT FROM ALFRED DE MUSSET
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 room is empty,
There is nobody here — it was midnight striking.
Oh, loneliness, o poverty!

AJIexceit AlyXTHH

© Translation by Emily Ezust

HE IO, KPACABMIIA, TP MHE

He now, kpacasuiia, npyu MHe

Tor necen I'py3un nevaabHOM:

HamomuHaOT MHE OHE

JlpyryIo KU3Hb U 6EPET 1A IbHbII.

VYBbI! HAIOMMHAIOT MHE TBOU JKECTOKHE HATICBbI
U cTens M HOUb — U TIPY JIYHE YEPTHI JAIEKON,
benHOM JEBHL..

S IpU3paK MUIBIA, POKOBOM,

Tebs yBuj€eB, 3a0bIBAI0;

Ho bl moems — u npejo MHOM

€ro g BHOBb BOOOPAXKAIO.

He noit, kpacasuiia, Iipy MHE

Tol mecen I'py3un nevaabHOM:

HamomuHaOT MHE OHE

JIpyryI0 XXU3Hb ¥ OEPET JaIbHBIIL.

Do not sing, my beauty, to me
your sad songs of Georgia;

they remind me

of that other life and distant shore.
Alas, They remind me,

your cruel melodies,

of the steppe, the night and moonlit
features of a poor, distant maiden!
That sweet and fateful apparition

[ forget when you appear;

but you sing, and before me

[ picture that image anew.

Do not sing, my beauty, to me
your sad songs of Georgia;

they remind me

of that other life and distant shore.

Anexcanzp [ymkun
© Translation by Anton Bespalov and Rianne Stam

DO NOT SING, MY BEAUTY, TO ME
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JUCCOHAHC

[IycTb 110 BOJIE CYAIEO 1 PACCTAIACH C TOOOI,
[IycTs Apyroit 06mafaeT Moeit KpacoTom!
13 06'pATHI €70, U3 HOUHOH JYXOTHI
VHOIHYCI) A 1AJICKO HA KPbUIbAX MCYTDI.
Brxy CHOBA HAIll CTAPBIN 3ANYIIEHHBII CaJ,
OTpaKEHHBII B IPY/E IOTYXAET 3aKAT;
[TaXHET JTUIIOBBIM LIBETOM B IIPOXJIAZIE AJITIEN,
34 IPYZAOM, TAE-TO B POLIE, YPUUT CONOBE.
S CTEKNAHHYIO ABEPh OTBOPHIIA, APOXY,

1 13 MpaKa B TANHCTBEHHBINA CYMPAK [ILXKY.
Yy! Tam XpyCTHYJIA BETKA, HE ThI JIU IIATHYIL?!
Berpenenynaca nTuyKa, He Thl 14 CITyTHYIL?!
Sl NpUCTYIUBAIOCE, I MYYUTENILHO XKAY,

S Ha meneCT MaroB TBOMX TUXO UJY,
XONOAUT MOU WIEHBI TO CTPACTD, TO UCIIVT...
DTO TBI MEHA 32 PYKY B34JI, MUJIBIN APyT!?

OTO TH OCTOPOKHO TAK OOHSAI MEHS!

OTO TBOY NOLENYH, OLENYH 6€3 OrHAL.

C 60IBIO B TPENETHOM CEPALIE, C BOIHEHBEM B KDOBU
Tbl HE CMeenb OTAATHCA OE3yMCTBAM JTI00BH,
Y, BHMMas peuam 6IaropogHBIM TBOUM,

S HE CMEIO aTh BOJIO BIEYEHBAM CBOHM,

U npoxy, ¥ memndy Te6e: MUJIBIY Thl MOY!
[IycTb BraJeeT OH KAIKON MOEH KPacoTOi!
13 06’pATHI €70, U3 HOUHOU JYXOTHI

A onsTh YACTAI0 HA KPbUJIbAX MCUTDI

B 3TOT Caj, B 3Ty TEMB, BOT Ha 3Ty CKAMBIO,
['1e BIepBble MOACAYIIAT ThI AYIIY MOIO..

S Iymoio CIMBaloCh C TBOEIO AYIION,

[IyCcTb BIaA€ET OH XKAJIKOU MOEH KPacoToH!

DISSONANCE

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?

A bird has shuddered —

was it you who startled it?

[ listen, I wait impatiently,

I 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?

It is 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 I 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!”

AxoB [ToJOHCKU

© Translation by Sergey Rybin
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XPHUCTOC BOCKPEC

«Xpucroc Bockpech, — IOT BO XPAME;
Ho rpycrHO MHe.. lyia MOJTYUT.
Mup 1moI0H KPOBBIO U CIE3AMY,

W 3TOT rUMH NIpeJ ANTapAMU

TaK OCKOPOUTEBHO 3BYYUT.

Korya 6 OH 6B MEX HAC ¥ BUJET,
Yero AOCTUT HAI CIABHBIN BEK,

Kak 6paTa 6par BO3HEHABU/ET,

Kak o1no3opeH 4enosex,

U ecnu 6 371€Ch, B OIECTAIEM XPAME,
«Xpucroc Bockpec» 0H yCIbxa,
Kaxumu 6 roppKuMu Cre3aMu
Ilepen TOMNON OH 3apbigan!

CHRIST IS RISEN

"Christ is risen"

they sing in church.

Yet [ am sad...

my soul is silent.

The world is steeped in blood and tears,
and so this hymn before the altars
sounds like an insult.

Were He present among us to see

what our glorious age has achieved —
how brother comes to hate his brother,
and how shameful is mankind —

and if, within the shining church,

this "Christ is risen"

He were to hear,

what bitter tears

before the crowd

would He sob!

Jmutprit MepeKKOBCKUH
© Translation by Shawn Thuris

ITPOXOAUT BCE

[IpoxoauT BCE, U HET K HEMY BO3BPATA.
JKn3Hb MUNTCA BAJIb, MTHOBEHUS OBICTPEN.
['1ie 3ByKH CJI0B, 3By4aBIINX HAM KOI/Ja-TO?
['e cBeT 3apy HAC 03APABIIUX JHEU?
Pacusern [{BETOK, 4 3aBTPA OH YBAHET,

[opuT OrOHB, 4TOO BCKOPE OTIOPET...

WpeT BosHa, HAZ HEW APyrad BCTAHET...

Sl He MOry BeCEIbIX MECEH METh!

EVERYTHING PASSES

Everything passes, without return.

Life runs along and so do fleeting moments.

Where are the echoes of the words we once used to hear?

Where is the light of the dawns that used to brighten up our days?
The flower has blossomed, and it will have wilted by tomorrow,
The more flames flare up, the faster they will fade...

A wave comes, and the next one rolls on it...

I can no longer sing joyful songs!

Hanunn Patrays
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AKIY TEBA

A xpy Teba!

3aKaT yrac ¥ HOYM IOJIHbIE TIOKPOBbI
CITYCTUTBCA Ha 3EMJIIO TOTOBBIL U CIIPATATD HAC.
A xpy Teba!

JlyImucTon MIJION HOYb HATIOU/IA MUP YCHYBILMI
1 PA3YYWIICA IEHb MAHYBIINI HABEK C 3eMIIEHL.
Axny!

Tep3asch 1 M06s, CIUTAIO KAXK/IbIE MTHOBEHD,
II0JIHA TOCKU U HETEPIIEHbL.

A xpy Teba!

PAXMAHWHOB pomarcol

I WAIT FOR YOU

[ wait for you! The sun has set
night's dark covers

are ready to descend

and hide us.

['wait for you! With a fragrant mist,
night suffused the sleeping world
and the past day has bid

farewell to earth.

[ wait for you! Tormented and in love,
[ am counting each moment.

Full of anguish and impatience

[ wait for you!

Mapus JaBuzosa
© Translation by Ruslan Sviridov

A HE ITPOPOK

51 He IPOPOK, 4 He 60€L, A HE YYUTENb MUPA;
A1 60XKbEY MUIOCTBIO TIEBEIT,

Moe opyxbe 1upa.

A Boitto T'ocrona TBOpIO;

Co1032 U36€Tas C JIOKBIO,

S cepauy IECHEN TOBOPIO,

Byxy B HEM UCKPY 6OXKBIO!

I AM NO PROPHET

[ am no prophet, I 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 I create;

[ avoid alliance with a lie,

[ talk in song to the heart,

In which I rouse a divine spark.

Anexcanop Kpyanoe
© Translation by Rianne Stam
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Romances Sung by 2 duet? But not one of Rachmaninov's romances
was written as a duet. And yet, there is a logic to the singers’ idea.

As opera singers, Natalia Petrozhitskaya and Dmitry Zuev take on a repertoire of chamber
music, and naturally follow its rules. In this album, each romance is an individual, finished
miniature, which the singer has honed to perfection. The romances, however, come
together in a sequence contrary to their chronological order of composition, and a single
thread begins to emerge through them, telling a literary or theatrical story.

The singers alternately perform two to three romances in a row, arranged by mood and
content. The result is that the album’s programme resembles a full operatic duet — and we
can even state confidently which: the last scene of Tchaikovsky’s opera Eugene Onegin,
the final duet between Onegin and Tatyana. It is a dramatic scene between a man and a
woman who still love each other, but whose happiness is already irretrievably lost.

The profundity of the setting is metaphorically transformed into a whimsical scene,
composed of Rachmaninov’s romances. Several of them (Oh No, I Beg You, Do Not Leave;
[ Was With Her) reflect almost directly the clash in Onegin, the more so since Tchaikovsky’s
musical influence on Rachmaninov is indisputable. Similarly, the other romances presented
on the album relate that which the characters of Tchaikovsky’s opera sang about: the lost
days of their youth, pain, and disappointment.

Natalia Petrozhitskaya and Dmitry Zuev have shone many times in the roles of Onegin
and Tatyana, singing together on a variety of stages. Thus, Zuev sings Rachmaninov like
a true Onegin, with a powerful, full-blooded Onegin baritone. He delivers a mature man,
who has suffered reversals of fortune without losing his moral fortitude. He beautifully
captures melancholy tones (The Dream), exultant anguish (In the Silence of the Night),
and pledging oneself to art (I Am No Prophet); and he is just as impressive in accusatory
anger (Christ is Risen).

HAaTApa IIETPOXUIIKA S
JIMUTPUM 3YEB
AnTOHMHA KAJTOBHOBA

Natalia Petrozhitskaya, as Rachmaninov’s heroine, is still more multi-faceted than his
hero: she is capable of lamentation and despair, as her voice soars heavenwards, beyond
Tatyana’s range. And in spite of it all, her soul still remains open to pastoral gentleness
(Lilac), to barefooted closeness to the people (I Have Grown Fond of Sorrow), to bursts
of imagination (How Long, My Friend), and to pantheistic delight (Spring Waters).
Not once do the artists sing as a duet, yet this album of Rachmaninov’s romances is their
joint work. They are united by Antonina Kadobnova’s piano accompaniment, as well as
a subtle artistic accord, and the ability to think on a grand scale, bringing together these
miniatures to tell a tale of two human souls, whose mutual understanding cannot be
destroyed even by the implacable hand of fate.

Pyotr Pospelov

NATALIA PETROZHITSKAYA
DMITRY ZUEV
ANTONINA KADOBNOVA
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One mlght easily suppose that the decision by the talented singers Natalia
Petrozhitskaya and Dmitry Zuev to record an album of 22 romances by Rachmaninov
was motivated by their previous recording: an album of romances by Tchaikovsky (2014).
Yet even if the aforementioned supposition is wide of the mark, and there is no direct
link between Petrozhitskaya and Zuev’s predilection for Rachmaninov’s chamber music
for voices, and the artistic need to continue pursuing a single musical and poetic thread
in their creative work together, the kinship between Tchaikovsky and Rachmaninov
comes across unmistakably in their latest opus. This affinity is felt in the wonderfully
subtle lyricism of the two composers’ works, laying bare the many facets of the human
soul in an elaborate personal confession.

In the contemporary musical world, there are not many classically-trained vocal pairings
which arose neither by force of circumstance, accident, or necessity; but in response
to the call of creative communion, artistic harmony, and a shared outlook on music,
poetry, and theatre. The partnership between Natalia Petrozhitskaya and Dmitry Zuev,
both products of the Moscow Conservatory and leading lights of the Stanislavsky and
Nemirovich-Danchenko Moscow Music Theatre, is an example of one such rare and
happy instance of two soloists who share musical outlooks, a passion for the theatre,
and their aesthetic visions of the world. It is no coincidence that the singers’ joint
performances in Tchaikovsky’s Eugene Onegin (as Tatyana and Onegin), Prokofiev’s
War and Peace (as Natasha Rostova and Andrei Bolkonsky), and Mozart’s Don Juan (as
Don Juan and Donna Elvira) should be accompanied by a desire to take the operatic
themes they first explored in concert halls further, onto record companies’ soundstages.
In essence, Petrozhitskaya and Zuev’s monographic repertoires, which now include
their Rachmaninov cycle, are the continuation of a dialogue begun on the stages of
opera houses. A dialogue seemingly lifted from the stage into a realm of intimate,

HAaTApa IIETPOXUIIKA S
JIMUTPUM 3YEB
AnTOHMHA KAJTOBHOBA

undramatised expression, where the outpourings of their two souls, each finding its
echo in the other, merge and mingle in an unrestrained, confessional declaration on the
fickle and changeable nature of human emotions.
The selection of seven opuses from Rachmaninov’s collection of romances (more than
80 works composed between 1891 and 1910) is structured around the musical and
dramatic interaction between two voices (a soprano and a baritone), two characters
(@ woman and a man), and two moods (lyrical and dramatic). This recording draws
together apparently divergent emotional states, views, and relationships in a unity of
opposites. A setting of Igor Severyanin’s Daisies is paradoxically echoed in The Meeting,
a setting of a poem by Yakov Polonsky; Oh No, I Beg You, Do Not Leave, a setting of a
poem by Dmitry Merezhkovsky, corresponds with a setting of Arseny Golenishchev-
Kutuzov’s How Long, My Friend. Forming the ‘dialogic’ climax of the album as a whole
are Spring Waters and In the Silence of the Secret Night, settings of poems by Fyodor
Tyutchev and Afanasy Fet respectively.
It is this dialogue which itself reveals to the singers “the secret of the inherent spirituality
of each and every interval” in Rachmaninov’s music, where, as Boris Asafyev puts it
“There is not a single unknown... path along the intervals whose exploration would not
lead to a truly meaningful ‘pronunciation’, in both the intellectual and the emotional
sense,” or an intervallic insight which would not reveal “the melodic in music” to be “the
key to what is most human in sounds”.
Antonina Kadobnova at the piano contributes a third, important voice to the duet
between these two talented singers. One of the best accompanists of our time, her
heartfelt pianistic expressivity lends itself to an unforced and inspired interpretation
which respects the composer’s intentions.

Sergey Korobkov

NATALIA PETROZHITSKAYA
DMITRY ZUEV
ANTONINA KADOBNOVA
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