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“Kospi0esrpHas necHs (Cradle Song),” Op. 16, No. 1
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Sleep, my child, fall asleep!
Beckon slumber’s sweetness deep:
'Thave summoned three nannies for you—

The wind, the sun, and an eagle.'

The eagle has flown home,
the sun has slipped below the water,
the wind, after three nights,

races to its mother.

The wind’s mother asked him:
‘Where have you been hiding all this
time?

Did you wage war with the stars?

Did you drive the waves away?’

‘I didn’t drive the waves of the sea away,
I touched no golden stars;
I was keeping a child safe and sound,

rocking its little cradle!’

Sleep, my child, fall asleep!
Beckon slumber’s sweetness deep:
I have summoned three nannies for you—

The wind, the sun, and an eagle.
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“Hens iu naput? (Does the Day Reign?),”

Op. 47, No. 6
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Whether the day reigns

or the stillness of night,

In incoherent dreams

or everyday struggles,

always with me,

making my life whole—

Is the same thought, one fateful thought—
Always of you!

With it I have no fear

of ghosts from the past,

my heart leaps again with love...

Faith, dreams, an inspired word,

all that is dear and sacred in my soul—

All of this comes from you!

Whether my years be bright or despondent,
if I should perish and ruin my life!

There is one thing I know:

that to the grave itself,

My thoughts and feelings,

songs and strength are all for you!
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“HeT, TOJBKO TOT, KTO 3HaJ (None but the Lonely Heart),”

Op. 6, No. 6
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None but the lonely heart
knows what I suffer!
Alone and parted,

from all joy,

I see the firmament
in that direction.
Alas, who loves and knows me

is far away.

Ah! none but the lonely heart
knows what I suffer!

Knows what I suffer!

I'm dizzy,
it burns my entrails.
None but the lonely heart

knows what I suffer.
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“Xoten 60n1 B equHoe ¢10BO (I Should Like in a Single Word)”
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I should like in a single word.
All my sorrow and sadness,
and throw that word to the wind,

which might carry it far away.

And would that that word of sadness
could be borne to you on the wind,
and would that always and everywhere,

it would flow into your heart.

And if your tired eyes
should close in nocturnal reverie,
then this word of sadness

would sound over you in your dreams.
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“CHoBa, Kak npexze, onuH (Again, As Before, Alone),”

Op. 73, No. 6
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Again, as before, I am alone,
melancholy once again holds me in its
embrace.

Through the window I can see a poplar;
Standing in the light of the moon.
Through the window I can see a poplar;
Its leaves whisper about something.
The sky is aflame, full of stars,

why are you now, my beloved?

I cannot begin to convey

all that is happening to me.

My friend! Pray for me,

as I already pray for you!
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“Motii renuii, Mol aures, Mol apyr (My Genius, My Angel,
My Friend)”

RBGAEE M BIRFIZLR Are you not here, like some gentle shade,
FRAAHE ~ FRAYRAE ~ FTRAYAAK © my genius, my angel, my friend.

VRIE 75 IE AR AT A TRAREE Are you not talking to me quietly,

e A e B 2 e 2 and quietly circling around?

VR T et LAY B K 2 You bestow wary inspiration,

TR IRANEH E AR o and heal my sweet ailment.

TRIT AR ERFRY BRI You tender a quiet dream,

FREUAEE > FRAYRAE - FRATIAK ! my genius, my angel, my friend!
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“fAA u B moJsie ma He TpaByIika Ob1a? (Was I Not a Little
Blade of Grass in the Meadow?),” Op. 47, No. 7
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Was I not a blade of grass in the field?
Did I not grow, all green, in the field?
They took me, blade of grass,

and cut me down,

they left me out to dry in the field
under the sun.

Oh you, oh woe of mine, miserable woe!

Such is my lot in life!

Was I not a guelder rose in the field?
Did I not grow, my berries red,

in the field?

They took the rose bush and cut it down,
and tied me up in a bunch of twigs!

Oh you, oh woe of mine, miserable woe!

Such is my lot in life!

Was I not my father’s little daughter?
Did I not grow up as my mother’s little
flower?

They took me against me will, poor girl,
and married me off to a grey old man I
didn’t love!

Oh you, oh woe of mine, miserable woe!

Such is my lot in life!
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Cepenaga “O, agutsa! noxa okomkom TBouM (Serenade “O
Child! Beneath Your Window”), Op. 63, No. 6

0 &1 AEVRIY BTG O child, below your balcony
A URIERE/ N I'll sing you a serenade...
MR B R A e - Calmed by my singing,
RIREE R RIS you’ll find peace in dreams;
FEVRAEE B B SERT Let yourself sleep, and rest,
1178 FUAF AR R - in the silent hour of night.
IR Y 85 RV PR g ! be filled with the delicate sound of
cherished kisses!
feath FAFF SR E EAS Many sorrows, many hardships exist
FREIR in the world below you;
B BLLE A VREH R 3t A B - Just sleep sweetly,
RERIZAEN until you have no worries,
MRALEZREBELS and your grieving soul won’t know,
TE 7S R MR AR sleep your serene sleep,
VRIRF 22 SRS 22 A e o in the darkness of the night,
AN > st R AR o Sleep, ignorant of earthly strife.
FEVRAREE R ~F & R AL Let your holy guardian angel,
BRI > ~FiEIEIRE 5 dear friend, who hovers over you,
i HHER R ARG BB and lulls your childlike slumber,
ZVRIERE R YRR © Sing you a song of paradise.
BRAVER ZHIERE This divine song's living echo,

FEEW PR o may it give you hope.



FRMENE » B MR Sleep well, my dear, sleep, rest,

FEpEE B IMR A | beneath the harmonies of my serenade!

REVRES ARG K5 May you dream of a bright paradise,

eI A 2R ; filled with everlasting joy;

FEVRAYEE S B B AT Let yourself sleep, and rest,

1178 FUAFH MR - in the silent hour of night,

MR SR B SE S AWy At | be filled with the delicate sound of
cherished kisses!
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“Cepenazia lon-Kyana (Don Juan's Serenade),”

Op. 38, No. 1
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Night falls on the golden lands of distant
Alpujarras.
Come out, my dear, to the call of my

guitar!

If anybody dares to claim

that another can compare with you,

I shall fight them all, burning with love,
fight them to the death!

The sky’s horizon is aglow in the
moonlight,
Oh come out, Nisetta, come out, Nisetta,

come out on to the balcony now!

From Seville to Grenada,
in the quiet darkness of the night,
comes the sound of serenading,

comes the clatter of swords.

Blood is spilt and songs flow forth,

all for the sake of beautiful ladies,



FARFRR TR A L - I will give my song and my blood

AR IR | to the one who is loveliest of all!

H ORI KRR The sky’s horizon is aglow in the

% > HOZRNE > YEZESE > HZRNE - YesEss - moonlight,

Thalfg & bRk ! Oh come out, Nisetta, come out, Nisetta,

come out onto the balcony now!
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“Cpenp mrymsoro 6ana (Amid the Din of the Ball),”

Op. 38, No. 3
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Amid the noise of the ball, by chance,
in the commotion of worldly vanity,
I glimpsed you,

but mystery Covered your features.

Only your eyes looked sad,
but the divine sound of your voice,
was like the of far-off pipes,

or the dancing waves of the sea.

I fell for your delicate form,
and all of your pensiveness,
and your laughter,

both sad and sonorous,

still rings in my heart.

In the lonely hours of night,
I love to lie down, tired;
I see your sad eyes,

I hear your joyful words.

And wistful, so wistfully falling asleep,
I drift into mysterious dreams...

I don’t know whether I love you,

but I think I probably do!
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“IIpumupenbe (Acquiescence),” Op.25, No. 1
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Oh, sleep deeply, my heart!

Do not awaken—you cannot revive what
once was.

Do not call for what has fled far away,
do not love what you once loved before...
Let not false hope and deceitful dreams,

disturb your sleep and peace!

For you, the past is irretrievable,
there is no hope for the future...

You never knew peace in bliss,

so rest now on the bed of suffering,
and strive not to remember in winter,

how you plucked roses in spring!
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Apus xusa3s Enenkoro "f Bac 060" us Iuxosas dama,

Op. 68

(Yeletsky’s Aria “I Love You” from The Queen of Spades)
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I love you, love you beyond all measure,
I cannot conceive a day without you,

I am ready to accomplish for your sake,
a heroic task requiring matchless
strength.

But be assured I do not wish in any way
to restrict the liberty of your heart,

I am ready to hide my feelings in order to
please you,

and master the heat of jealousy,

I am ready to do anything,

anything for you!

I should like to be not simply a loving
husband,

or sometimes a useful servant,

but your friend and always your consoler.

Yet I see clearly and feel it now,

how I allowed myself to be misled by my
dreams,

how little trust you have in me,

how alien and how remote I seem to you.
Oh! I am tormented by this remoteness,
all my soul shares in your suffering,
your sadness is mine.

Your tears, I weep them too!

Oh! My dear, trust me!
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"Cu, Mu1aJieHel MoU IIpeKpacHbill u3 Masena
(“Maria's Lullaby” from Mazeppa)

HENE > FRISFEAY S Sleep, my beautiful baby,

RENE > SRR > BENE > FROVETH | sleep, my dear, sleep, my beloved!
W% - FZWHE | Hush-a-bye, hush-a-bye!

HAZE ) H OG- The bright moon shines clearly,
AFAFHILE B VRAVIEE watching over your cradle.
TEIWIZ - W | Hush-a-bye, hush-a-bye!
E T IRAYIEE? - I will cherish your dreams,
SFRERAN L AR B guard your slumber,

T3 - FZWHE - BN | Hush-a-bye, hush-a-bye, sleep!
BN ! BN ! OREEAE > FRAVETH ! Sleep! Sleep! Sleep, my beloved!
BEENE - BEENE > %1 ! Sleep, sleep, my child!

W R A R Singer | Soprano: LIN Ying-min
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