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SIDOR BELARSKY
CONCERT of RUSSIAN MUSIC

SIDE ONE

LUKkHMNIEM Shaliapin « Kecnénian
{'r.'lz t"l:l'_r-l ﬂ.:u'l:-ta'p E.plll

In smonch breast and shoulder horse-collars, the
Vol bargemen trudge single file up the river bank
tuI:I:riI"l.g.' the swift cirrents dc:[l:ru.l.ﬂ}' baging &l
the barpes tow lines in toilsome thythm with the
miourrful stratns of the w|d-:|'am¢d"E}fl:hﬁ.nnm"
day on day, from daven bl dusk.

IT OCCURRED LONG AGOD Pregel
It occured Jong ago. When it was 1 have no re

tion, Fleeting years, like dllusions, are gonc
thru eternity’s all. From cthe indolent beart 8 erased
any past mchmation to lowe, It occurred long ago ., .

maybe never at all

ON THE HILL Varobysff

Seven maidens sing and frolic mid bushes on 2 hill.
Sewen handsome braves roam in the ylade below,
Lotz of nut-trees in the woods for the lads to regale
the girle What merriment, what singing!

THE ARBA DRIVER Pragoroviky

In my arba {a type of coversd wagon) deeps my
docreyed bride, the tenderbyp-reamed floveer of the
Alazsn valley. | am carrying ber east to my home.
The wagon creaks , . . the road is long . . .

DARK NIGHT Bogeslovsky

Dark night. Bullets whiz in the murky shine of
stars, Belowed! 1 know you're h'lldl.i.rz at the child’s
cradle furtively drying your eyes. | fesr not death,
T'd bowe to ks your lipa, BI'.H:rE might ;nﬂ pcl'jjl-fl.'ll.rr.l
sieppen separate wa, but my faith & firm. Il come
back unbarmed

PERSIAN SOMNG Rubinibein

The risny sun sets aglistening on the mlling wawes
of Kur below, Would that it Last forever! 1 drink in
vigor and joy from the beaker, the sparkle of eyes
dazzles me, "Wonkl that iz last forever! Hamry hither
in the dark of the night if you wisth me to pour all
my lowe into your epes. Would that it last forewer!

WHEN THE KING WENT FORTH TO WAR

R LT

When the king went forth o war, borns blared
for viciory, When the private Stakh went, the rye
field muttered grief, The whistle of bullcts delighted
the watching chicls, the wounded graymen groaned.
The battle over, bell-tolling and shoots. of wel-
wome greet the retuming King. The wind alone
bewacla cver Seakh's corpse on the battleficld,
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SIDOR BELARSKY

SIDOE, BRELARSKEY s F!rﬂ.l.ll.l.l.t.: of the S Cl_lmrn'.[m:r' at !-lfﬂll'llﬂ'il.l wwas for-
merly 3 lesding basso of the Leningrad State Opera Company. Within an astorsishingly
short time he was hailed a5 one of the leading artists of the day.

In his song recitals from coast to const and as solowt with such eminent conductons
as Arturo Toscaning; Frite Busch, Arthur Rodeinski and other, his success has been
everwhelming. In Opera, Sidor Mdhﬁ}' hai been |‘-!1'-Il11'l-"t;|m|:.' recerwed an ln:qdmj,r Buiasn
of the Chicago Civic Opera Company, the San Francisco Opera Company, the Amer:
ican Upera Company of Los Angeles, the New York City Center Company, Teatro
Municpal in Rio de Janeiro and the Teatrn Colon in Buenos Aires. One of his ot
popular opera roles, that of the basso Rocon, can be heard on the RCA recording of
Beethoven's "Fidelio™, with Toscanini conducting.

SIDETWO ALOME ON THE ROAD
Sharkina - Saslavsky
Alone | walk, moonlit flinty path — a lifeless
ON Bl < BANK o ekt desert; in heaven the sars converie. Yet heavy hearts
IF]E VER ed, no hopes shead, no regretting the pass, eternal
(Folk Soag) ueep | orave, — though not the numbing slecp of
he grave, Life’ i .
I shall walk down o the waft mver's hank ond :-: ti;‘:ﬂsng_fa‘:::iddu?l;dhmmﬁm
gaze at my hative countrynde Mo more spacious a green leafed oak bend over me and nutle
and hospitsble fiedds xnd meadews than these in all '
the world. SWEETLY SAMNG THE NIGHTINGALE
Ghiere

Once my blooming ganden sang with the rightin:
gale's songs, than which nothing was sweeter. The
snows and winter came, the garden & lbeafless and
desd-the nightingale fled. The songs o which I
could listen wnto eternity are beard no more,

CALM IS THE NIGHT Kashevara]]

Calm is the night, the pephyr moves no gram-
Mades in the meadow and garden. The river is nodse-

less and sleeps on the muted banks, Silence. Infinite ULLAB .

galm in the skdes, over garden and river, The moon L X (Lermeninff) Grechanineff

sails farth from behind the lacy Dime prees, Sulll the ?‘HI" my preity babyl Hushabye! The moon i

night, . . . Silence. pazng into your craclle. Il eell you fairy wtories, Il
sing a litthe purscry thyme. Shut your eyes in dum-
ber! Hushabye!

MY LIPS ARE SILENT Bievkmau MOBRNING LIGHT Shostakovich

Morning preets w with s cool, the river with fis

My lips are mldent in buming angudih. Life's ways breese. Riskiice, curly-hock at the g

shiall pever dim the glean of your eyes. Aned lesee | factory-whistle get up, curly-lock! The country is
crave as vague us reveries of masdens heart, to love aringing with glory to greet the day. Youth, you
i you the crown af crestion, of beauty the purest will pass until the new youth comes forth tw greet
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