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“He otxoau ot meHs (Do Not Leave Me),” Op. 27, No. 3
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English Translation by Vitaly ANDREEV

Don’t walk away from me,

O friend, abide with me!

Don’t walk away from me,
How blissful it is by your side...
How blissful it is by your side!

Closer than we are, my dear,
Closer we never could be;
Purer, vivacious and deeper, than ours,

Love knows no mightier fervor.

And if before me you bow
Your sorrowful little head —
How blissful it is by your side...

Don’t walk away from me!
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Singer | Soprano: Grace LIN
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“Crpamraas muHyTa (The Fearful Minute),” Op. 28, No. 6
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English Translation by Vitaly ANDREEV

You listen with your head bowed low,

Your eyes cast down, sighing softly.

You cannot imagine how moments like these
Are dreadful to me and full of meaning,

How your silence unsettles my soul.

I await your judgment, I await your answer—
You will pierce my heart with a dagger,

Or you will open the gates of paradise.

Ah, do not torment me—speak but a word!

Why has this timid confession

Sunk so deeply into your heart?

You sigh, you tremble, you weep—

Are the words of love silenced on your lips,
Or do you pity me, yet love me not?

I await your judgment, I await your answer—
You will pierce my heart with a dagger,

Or you will open the gates of paradise.

Ah, heed my plea,

Answer, answer me quickly!

I await your judgment, I await your answer.
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Singer | Baritone: CHAO Fang-hao
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“Jleregga (Legend),” Op. 54, No. 5
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English Translation by Vitaly ANDREEV

Christ had a garden as a child,
Where many roses did he grow;
Thrice every day he gave them drink,

That he might weave a wreath.

But then the roses bloomed so bright,
He called the Jewish children on;
They picked a flower, each took one,
And they left all the garden bare.

“How will you weave your wreath now,

say?

»
!

Your garden blooms no more with roses

FEAFIPREETRE S o “But you forgot — the thorns remain,”
Said Christ, his voice serene.
At A7 FH 3 4R From thorns they wove for him
F At 7 ZRIfEER— A wreath both sharp and grim,
MFEARBBE And drops of blood, instead of roses,
AEHM T A Y EE o Adorned his brow tranquil.
W OME | LEE Y Singer | Soprano: Grace LIN
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“Ha uuBbI :kenthble (On the Golden Cornfields),” Op. 57, No. 2
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English Translation by Vitaly ANDREEV

Silence descends upon the golden fields,
In cooling air from darkening hamlets,
A trembling bell resounds...

My soul is filled with parting from

Thee and bitter sorrow.

And every reproach I now recall anew,
And every gentle word I whisper once
again,

The words I could have spoken, O my
love, to you,

Yet sternly kept within my heart in vain.

W WE | BrhE A

Singer | Baritone: CHAO Fang-hao
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“Cososett (Nightingale),” Op. 60, No. 4
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English Translation by Vitaly ANDREEV

Nightingale, my nightingale!
Little bird of forest glades!
Thou hast three songs, O tiny creature,

And I, a youth, have three great sorrows.

B KEMARZHHES ; The first — too young they bound me in
B R RBEK R marriage;
B UEREAN The second — my raven steed is weary;
e LT F o The third — the fairest maid was parted
From me by cruel people.
PRI 2 FRAZ i HE I 0, dig for me a grave so deep
1EFRTE L SR %y In the boundless open field,
ARG SRS At my head plant crimson flowers,
FEIAH L B RE S 5t o At my feet let pure springs flow.
At o BRSO When fair maidens pass me by,
G2 H R - They shall weave themselves bright
EEEN wreaths;
R EEERFTK o When old men go on their way,
They shall draw my waters clear.
W e BB Singer | Baritone: CHAO Fang-hao
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“Sérénade,” Op. 65, No. 1
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English Translation by HSIEH Lin

Where are you going, breath of dawn,
Honeyed wind that has just bloomed,
Fresh breath of a beautiful day, a
beautiful day?

Where are you going, fickle breeze,
When the quivering leaf

Seems to shiver with love?

Is it to the depths of the valley,

In the wild crown

Of a willow where the turtledove sleeps,
The turtledove sleeps?

Do you pursue the crimson flower,

Or the butterfly who awakes

One morning of flame and gold?

Go instead, breath of dawn,
Cradle the soul I adore:

Carry to her perfumed bed

The scent of woods and mosses,
And some sweet words

Like the roses of May.

W ME | LEE  MEE

Singer | Soprano: Grace LIN
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Apuo3zo kopoJs Pene “I'ocrmosib MO, ecjiu TpellleH s~ U3
Hoaanma, Op. 69
(King René’s Aria “My Lord, If I am Sinful” from Iolanta)

R | AR English Translation by Vitaly ANDREEV
W EILIER 2R My Lord, if I am sinful,

F AN E FRANRR R AL ? Why must the purest angel weep?

2ol [Rl 23R Y JREE Why has her radiant gaze

Al YA AR B LR 2 Been cast into this dark abyss?

W > CEFREE = IRATHE Oh, send me word of joy anew,
FRIEZAHE » dthikezei | Console me with the hope of healing!

# T FRHFERGEE For her, I would surrender all —
LA ~ RESIFNGE L © My crown, my power, my dominion.
BRI A —FZ ~ EIENHEE Take all from me: my peace, my bliss,
e EREESZ I shall endure with humbled heart,

N 2 L JRKEH ! And bless Thee still in every part!
SR > PR T S B Behold, I'm ready to submit,

REA  WE—V] To lose it all, to yield my fate,

FATKRAY - (SR RE B TR L5 But let me never see my child

RS P SRR T SRR ! Embraced by darkness of eternal night!
T > AR TR Oh, God, have mercy upon me,

TR B 0 FRIATREERSK > Before Thee, in the dust, I bow!

FRA T FRE b7y Oh, My Lord, have mercy upon me!
BRI - BRI !

W I | BKE  #MERE Singer | Bass: Julian LO
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Apma JIussl “Yak momHoub Omusutess” u3 Iuxosas dama, Op. 68
(Lisa’s Aria “Midnight is Nearing” from The Queen of Spades)
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English Translation by

© Opernfiihrer the virtual opera house

Midnight is nearing already,

But still no sign of Herman, no sign!

I know that he will come and clear away my
suspicion.

He is the victim of circumstance

And could never, never commit a crime!

Oh! I am weary and worn out with suffering!

Ah! T am weary with sorrow...
Night and day only of him

I think and I worry...

Joy, where have you gone!

Oh! I am weary and worn!

Life promised me nothing but happiness,
Then came a cloud bringing the storm.

All that I loved in the world,
My happiness and my hopes were destroyed!



W | BRI B T ! Oh! I am weary and worn!

HRBIK Night and day only of him

W > HRH Zufth > RSHEE---- I think and I worry...

et > JRE TR Joy, where have you gone!

NERSE > BRI Then came a cloud bringing the storm.
RN —Y] All that I loved in the world,

SERR AT S A AR ! My happiness and my hopes were destroyed!
PIfE - Pom ! Oh! I am weary and worn!
BHEERERNLDL Anguish gnaws and consumes me...

W OMR | LEE S Singer | Soprano: Grace LIN
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Cuena u 6ayutaga Tomckoro, us ITuxkosas dama, Op. 68
(Scene and Tomsky’s Ballad, from The Queen of Spades)

AEArhEE | ool English Translation by

© Opernfiihrer the virtual opera house

BATEREFRES ! Then listen to me!

ZAERT > fEEER Many years ago

HEFR AR RERFEL © In Paris the Countess was a famous beauty.
SRR N 2 2t AT All the young men were mad about her

fadth [ ELHTRLAEANIT) o And she was known as “the Moscow Venus.”
EFEERSMNEERREAN Count Saint Germain, who was then still a
RS handsome man,

{EfEHAEF R NS E RS ! Was one of her admirers,

(Rl 278 5 L BE MR BB (E D But his sighs for the Countess were

15| BHukEMIHEEEN o unavailing!

The beauty spent her whole nights gaming
And alas! preferred Pharaon to love.

ARENHESNEGHER Once at Versailles at the “Jeu de la Reine”
SR AR R B — A 8 o The Moscow Venus had lost her last sou.
R B BB =2 A1 B Count Saint Germain was among the guests;
PR R PR Following her from the tables,
1)t A48 S S R R R He heard her murmur in despair.

R R o “O heaven! O heaven.
FRREW IR P AR I could recoup all my losses
HEIRAEES R =0k If I could only have once more those three
—oRfE o =oRpR cards,

Three cards, three cards!”
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The Count, choosing cleverly his moment,
When, as she left unnoticed the crowded hall,
The beauty was sitting silent and alone,
Whispered amorously into her ear

Words sweeter than the sweetest Mozart:
“Countess, in return for a single rendez-vous,
I am ready;, if you will, to name you

Those three cards, three cards, three cards!”
The Countess blazed “how dare you?”

But the Count was no coward.

And when a day later

The beauty was seen once again, alas!
Without a sou in her pocket at the “Jeu de la
Reine”

She already knew the three cards...

Playing them boldly, one after the other,
She won back her fortune, but at what a
price!

O cards, cards, cards!

Once she told her husband those cards,

On another occasion a handsome boy
learned them,

But on that very night, no sooner was she
alone,

Then an apparition warned her threateningly—
“You will receive your death-blow

From the third who, impelled by burning
passion,

Comes to force from you the knowledge

Of those three cards, those three dread cards!

W ME | BrhE L EE

Singer | Baritone: CHAO Fang-hao
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