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— Texts and Translations—

Cui’s “I Was in Love with You”

S Bac AroOUA: ATOOOBB €eI11é, OBITh MOXKET,
B aymre moeit yracaa ue coscem;

Ho myctp oHa Bac GOABIIIE HE TPEBOMKUT:
51 He XO4y HeYaAUTDh BAC HUYEM.

S Bac AT0OHA GE3MOABHO, DE3HAAEKHO,
To poOOCTBIO, TO PEBHOCTBIO TOMHM:
5] Bac AFOOHA TaK HCKPEHHO, TaK HEXKHO,

Kax aaii Bam Bor AFOOHMOT OBITH APYTHIM.

I was in love with you: and perhaps this love
in my soul has not yet died out;
But I do not wish it to trouble you anymore:
I do not want to grieve you with anything.

I loved you silently, hopelessly,
now timid, now jealous;
May God grant that another someday
will love you as sincerely, as tenderly as I did.

Glinka’s “I Recall the Wonderful Moment”

I momMHIO YyAHOE MTHOBEHDE:
ITepeao MHOM ABHAACH THI,
Kak MumoaerHOE BUACHBE,
Kak rennii 9uCcTON KPACOTHIL.

B TomaenbAX rpycT Oe3HAACKHOIA,
B Tpesorax mrymmoO# cyersr,
3By4aA MHE AOATO TOAOC HEKHBII
W cHIAMCH MIABIE Y€PTHL.
[ITAm roasr. Bypb ITOpBIB MATEAKHBIH
Paccesa npexnne meuTh,

W 51 3a0BIA TBOM TOAOC HEKHBIH,
TBou HEOECHBIE YEPTHL

B rayrmm, Bo Mpaxke 3aTo4YeHbA
TAHYAHCH THXO AHH MOH

bes GoskecrBa, 6e3 BAOXHOBEHB,

bes caes, 6e3 xusnu, 6¢3 AOOBH.

AyIire HaCTaAO IIPOOYKACHbE:
W BoT omifiTh ABHAACH THI
5

Kak MmuMoAeTHOE BUACHBE,
Kak reHnii 9ucTON KPaCOTHI.

M cepare Obercs B yIIOEHbBE,
1 AAfl HErO BOCKPECAH BHOBb
11 GoxecTBO, 1 BAOXHOBCHBC,
W sxn3Hb, 1 CAE3BL, U AFOOOBb.

I recall the wonderful moment:
You appeared before me,
Like a fleeting apparition,

Like a genius of pure beauty.

In anguish of my hopeless sadness,
In troubles of the noisy bustle of life,
I often heard your tender voice,
And dream of your gentle features.
The years went by. The restless gusts of storms
Dispersed my former dreams,
And I forgot your tender voice,
And your heavenly features.

In isolation, in the darkness of captivity
My days dragged by silently;
Deprived of a deity and inspiration,
Deprived of tears and life and love.

My soul awoke again,
And here again, you appeared,

Like a fleeting apparition,
Like a genius of pure beauty.

And the heart is beating in ecstasy,
And for it revived again
The deity and inspiration,
And life, and tears, and love.




— Texts and Translations—

Tchaikovsky’s “No, Only the One Who Knew”

S Bac AToOHA: ATOOOBB eI1é, OBITH MOJKET,
B Ay1iie Moeit yracaa He coBcem;

Ho myctp oHa Bac OOABIIIE HE TPEBOKUT:
S He X049y mEeIAAUTD BAC HIYEM.

S Bac AroOUA 6E3MOABHO, OE3HAAEKHO,
To poOOCTBIO, TO PEBHOCTBIO TOMHUM:
51 Bac ATOOHA TAaK HCKPEHHO, TaK HEKHO,

Kak aaii Bam Bor Aro6uMOiIt OBITE APYTHM.

I'loved you: and perhaps this love
in my soul has not yet died out;
But I do not wish it to trouble you anymore:
I do not want to grieve you with anything.

I'loved you silently, hopelessly,
now timid, now jealous;
May God grant that another someday
will love you as sincerely, as tenderly as I did.

Tatiana’s Letter Scene excerpt from Tchaikovsky’s Eugene Onegin

Ko TBI, MOIT aHTEA AM XPAHUTEAD
VAm KOBapHBIN MCKYCHTEAD, —
Mowu coMHEHBA pa3pernm.
berre Mmozker, 310 Bec mycroe,
OOMaH HEOIIBITHON AYIIIH,
W cyxaeHO coBceM MHOE?..
Ho rtax u 6prrs! CyApOy MOIO
OrabiHe 51 TEOE BPyYaIo,
ITepea TOOOXO CAE3BI ABFO,
TBOEH 3AIUTHL YMOASIO,
Boobpasu: s 3aech 0AHa,
Huxro mens me moummaer,
Paccyaok moit usHemoraer,
M moAua THOHYTE 5 AOAKHA!
S xAy Tebs,

EAnmsbIM B30pOM
HaaexApl cepAlia OKUBH
VIAb COH TAKEABI IIEpEPBH,
VBEL, 3aCAYKEHHBIM YKOPOM!
Konuaro... Crparno nepedects.
CTBIAOM H CTPAXOM 3aMHPAIO....
Ho mue nmopykoit Harra 4ects,
M cmeno et cebs BBepsro!

Who are you: my angel guardian,
or a cunning tempter?
Resolve my doubts!
Perhaps, all this is trivial,
an illusion of an inexperienced soul
and something utterly different is predestined.
So let it be! From now on,

I entrust my destiny to you.

I shed my tears before you, I
beg for your protection!
Imagine, I am all alone here!
No one understands me!

My mind is exhausted,
and I must perish in silence!

I await youl!

With one word revive the hope
in my heart, or alas,
interrupt this painful dream
with a deserved reproach!

I am finishing! I am terrified to read it over,
my heart sinks with shame and fear.
But my reassurance is your honor
and bravely I entrust myself to it!




— Texts and Translations—

Rachmaninoff’s “Oh No, I Beg You, Forsake Me Not!”

O, Het, MOATO, He yxoAn!
Bces 60Ab HIYTO IIEpEA Pa3AYKOL,
S camrtikom caacTAuB
DTOI MYKOH,
CuabHEH IPIKMUA MEHS K IPYAH,
Craxu AFOOAIO.

[Tpuméa s BHOBB,
BoABHOI, H3MyYEHHBIN 1 OACAHBII.
CmoTpH, Kakoi A CAAOBIH, OEAHBII,
Kak mue HykHA TBOSI AFOOOBB...

MydJeHHi HOBBIX BIIEPEAH
51 KAy Kak AACKy, Kak ITOIICAYH,
M 06 oAHOM MOAFO, TOCKYH:
O, OyAp CO MHO¥, HE YXOAH!

O, no, I beg you, forsake me not!
My pains are nothing compared to separation
I am only too fortunate
with that torment,
Press me tightly to your bosom
and say you love me.

I came anew
full of pain, pale and exhausted.
See how poor and weak I am,
how I need your love...

The new torments ahead
I await like a caress or kiss,
and again I beg you in anguish:
O stay with me, do not leave!

Rimsky-Korsakov’s “Not one Nightingale sings in the Dark”

B remuoii vare 3aMOAK cOAOBEIA,
[Ipokartuaacek 3Be3Aa B CHHEBE;
Mecs1r cMOTPUT CKBO3b CETKY BETBEHH,
3azKuraer pocy Ha Tpase.

Kak ipu mMecsIie KpOTOK M THX
V 1e0s MuABII Ouepk Anmal
DTy HOUB, IIOAHBII IPE3 30AOTHIX,
51 6 mpoaana 6e3 komia, 6e3 KoHral

The nightingale ceased its song in the heart of
the dark forest, a star fell across the sky.
A crescent is gazing through a net of branches.
Lighting the dew on the grass.

The outline of your beautiful face looks so meek
and quiet by the moonlight!
This night, filled with dreams golden,
I would prolong without end!

Rimsky-Korsakov’s “The Evening is Fading Gently”

Tuxo Bedep AOropaer
I'oper 3080T1;
3HOMHEBIN BO3AYX XOAOAQET, -
Cin, MOé Anrs!

CoAOBBU AQBHO 3aIICAH,
Cympak Bo3BecTH;
CrpyHbl pOOKO 3a3BEHEAH, -
Cin, MOé Ants!

CMOTpPAT aHI€ABCKHE OYH,
TpenerHo cpers;

Tak A€rKO ABIXaHbE HOYH, -
Crm, Mmoé anrs!

The evening is fading gently
Turning the mountains into gold.
The sultry air is cooling down-
Sleep, my little child!

The nightingales are singing,
Announcing the coming of the night,
The strings are ringing timidly-
Sleep, my little child

The eyes of angels look on,
Shining with awe,
The breath of night is so tender-
Sleep, my little child!




— Texts and Translations—

Prince Yeletsky’s Aria from Tchaikovsky’s The Queen of Spades

51 Bac AFOOAIO, ATOOATO He3MepHO,
bBes Bac He MBICATO AHSA IIPOKUTE.
S moaBur cuAbr GecripuMepHON
I'oToB ceitgac AAfl BAC CBEPIIIHATD,

Ho 3maifre: cepAlia BaIrero cBOOOAy
Hudgem s He X049y CTECHATD,
I'oTOB CKPBIBATLCA BAM B YTOAY
M 1pIA pEeBHHUBBIX YyBCTB YHATS,
Ha Bce, 1a Bce AAst Bac roToB s

He ToABKO AFOOAIIIIM CyIPyrom,
CAyroii ITOA€3HBIM HHOTAQ,
7Keaaa OB f OBITH BAIIIIM APYTOM
M yremmreaem Bceraa.

Ho scHO BrKy, 9yBCTBYIO TEIIEPH 1,
Kyaa cebs B MedTax 3aBAeK,
Kak mano B Bac Ko MHE AOBEpb,
Kak gyxa a1 BaM 1 Kak AaAck!

AX, f TEP3aFOCh 3TOH AAABIO,
CoctpaKAy BaM A BCEH AYITIOH,
ITevaAroch Balmen s He4IaAbIO
W maavy Bammero cA€30ii...
O, Muaas, AoBepbTeCh MHE!

I love you, love you beyond all measure,
I cannot conceive a day without you,
A heroic task requiring matchless strength
I am ready to accomplish for your sake.

But be assured I do not wish to restrict
the liberty of your heart in any way.
I am ready to hide my feelings in order to please you
And master the heat of jealousy,
I'am ready to do anything for youl!

I should like to be not simply a loving husband
Or sometimes a useful servant,
But your friend
And always your heart 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 darling, have trust in mel!

Rachmaninoff’s “How Fair This Spot!”

3A€Ch XOPOIIO...
Barasuu, Baasu
Orném ropur pexa;
LIBEeTHBIM KOBPOM AYTa ACTAH,
Beaeror obaaxa.

3AeCh HET AIOAEH... 3AECh TUIIINHA.
3Aech TOABKO bor Aa 1.
LIBeTsL, A2 CTapast COCHa,
Aa TeI, MedTA MOAI...

It’s good to be here...
Look, in the distance
As the river burns as if on fire burns;
The fields spread out like a flowery,
The clouds shine white.

There are no people here... Everything is silent.
Here, there is only God and 1.
The flowers and an old pine,
And you, my dream!




— Texts and Translations—

Lensky’s Aria from Tchaikovsky’s Eugene Onegin

Kyaa, xyaa, KyAa BB YAAAUAUCD,
BECHBI MOCI 3AATBIC AHI?

Yro ACHB TPAAYIINIT MHE TOTOBHUT?
Ero moii B30p HAIPacHO AOBHT:
B TAYOOKOM TbMe TauTcs OH!
Her Hy)ABL, IIpaB CyABOBI 3aKOH!

ITaay Am 4, cTpeAO IPOH3EHHEIH,
HADB MHMO IIPOACTHT OHA4, -
BCEé OAAro; OACHHUA U CHA
IIPUXOAHUT YaC OIPEACAEHHBII!

baarocaosen u aenp 3a00T,
OAATOCAOBEH U THMBI IIPUXOA!
Baecnér sayrpa Aya AeHHUITHL,
W 3aUTPAET APKUU AEHD,
a 1, OBITb MOKET, I TPOOHUIIEI
COMAY B TAMHCTBEHHYIO CCHB!

W tramsTh FOHOTO M03T2
IIOPAOTHT MeAACHHAs Aera.
3abyaer MEpP MEHS; HO THI, TBI, OABIa...
Ckaxu, IPUAEITD AU, ACBA KPACOTHI,
CA€3Y IIPOAHUTH HAA PAaHHEH YPHOMI
U AyMaTb: OH MEHSA AFOOHA!

Omn MHE EAMHOM MOCBATHA
PACCBET II€IAABHBIN KU3HH OYPHOI!

Ax, OAbra, s TeOs Arobua! Tebe eAnHON ITOCBATHA
paCCBeT ITeYaAbHBIN KU3HU OypHOI!
CepAedHBII APYT, KEAAHHBII APYT,

IIPUAH, TIPUAH!

S Ay TeOs, KeAaHHBIH APYT,

IIPUAH, IPUAH, A TBOH CyrIpyr!

Kyaa, KyAa, KyAa BBI YAAAHUAHCH,

BECHBI MOCH, BECHBI MOEH 3AATBIC AHHU?

Where, Where, Where have you disappeared,
The golden days of my spring?
What does the coming day have in store for me?
My eyes search for it in vain:
It is hidden in deep darkness!
No need: the law of destiny is just!

Will I fall pierced by an arrow,
Or will it fly by?
All is good; there is an appointed hour
For being awake and for sleeping.

Blessed are the days of cares,

Blessed are the days of darkness coming]!
The ray of sunshine will flash at the break of dawn,
And the bright new day will begin;

But I, perhaps, I will enter
The mysterious chamber of the grave!
The memory of a young poet
Will be swallowed by the sluggish Lethe,
The world will forget me; but you, you, Olga...
Tell me, would you come, maiden of beauty,
Will you shed a tear over my untimely grave
And think: “Oh, he loved me!

To me alone, he dedicated the melancholy
Dawn of his tempestuous life!”

Oh, Olga, I loved you! To you alone, I dedicated
The melancholy dawn of my tempestuous life!
You desired Friend, come I am your husband,

Come, come!

I await you love, desired friend,
Come, come, I am your husband!
Where, where, where have you disappeared,
The golden days of my spring?




— Texts and Translations—

Glazunov’s “Muze”

B mAaaseHgecTBE MOEM OHA MEHSA AFOOMAA
11 ceMUCTBOABHYIO LIEBHHITY MHE BPYIHAA;
OmHa BHEMaA2 MHE C YABIOKOH, H CAETKA
ITo 3BOHKHMM CKBa’KHHAM ITyCTOTO TPOCTHHKA
Vike HAUTPBHIBAA i CAAOBIMU IIEPCTAMU,

W rumuBL BasKHBIE, BHYILICHHBIE OOTaMH,
I/I II€CHN MI/IpHI)IH @pI/II‘I/II/IVCKI/IX HaCTyXOB.

C yrpa A0 Bedepa B HEMOH TEHH AyOOB
[IprAeXHO s BHEMAA YPOKAM ACBBI TANHOM,
I paays MEHS HATPAAOIO CAYIANHOH,
OTKHIHYB AOKOHBEI OT MHAOTO Y€AQ,
Cama 13 pyk MOHX CBHPEAb OHA OpaAa.
TpocTHHK OBIA OKHBAEH OOKECTBEHHBIM ABIXaHBEM
11 cepAlie HAITOAHAA CBATBIM OYaPOBAHBEM.

She loved me while I was still in my infancy,
And she bestowed upon me a seven-pipe reed flute
She listened to me with a smile
and little by little, I played with weak fingers
On the sonorous holes of the hollowed out reed
The pompous hymns, by gods inspired,

And peaceful songs of Phrygian shepherds.

From morning until night in the silent shade of oaks
I listened to the lessons of my mysterious maiden;
Sometimes she made me happy with prizes,
Tossing aside the locks from her beautiful face,
She took the reed pipe from my hands.

The reed was made alive by her divine breath
And filled my heart with sacred enchantment.

Rachmaninoff’s “In the Silence of the Mysterious Night”

O, AOATO OYAY f, B MOAYAHBH HOYH TAHHOM,
KoBapHbIil AeTIeT TBOH, YABIOKY, B3OP CAyYIalHBIT,
ITepcram mocaymayro BoAoc 1BOMX rycTyro mpsab,
113 MbICA€H H3rOHATD, M CHOBA IIPU3BIBATE;
[lerrraTh 1 HOIPABAATH OBIABIE BEIPAKEHbBA
Peuett monx ¢ TOOOT, HCITOAHEHHBIX CMYIIICHb,
W B onpaHEHNH, HATIEPEKOP YMY,
3aBETHBIM UMEHEM OYAUTH HOYHYIO MTAY.

In the silence of the mysterious night
your alluring babble, smiles and glances,
the locks of your rich hair

I will be repeating and correcting in a whisper

and drunk with love, contrary to reason,
I'll awaken in night’s darkness a cherished name.

I'll try to get rid of the images, only to call them back;

the words I've told you, words full of awkwardness,




— Texts and Translations—

Boyar Gryaznoy’s aria from Rimsky-Korsakov’s The Tsar’s Bride

C yMa HEHAET KpacaBurial
1 paA ObI 3a0BITO €, 3a0BITH-TO CHABI

HAIIPpACHO AYMAaA 9YECTBIO KOHYUTH ACAO,

HAITPACHO 3aCBIAAA K OTIIy 5l CBATOB.
BEACA CKa3aTb KyIEIl MHE HAOTPE3:
«baaropapum GosipuHa 3a AACKY,

a AOYb CBOIO fl ODEIIIAA APYTOMY,
MBany ABIKOBY, 9TO BO3BPATHACH
HEAABHO U3 KPAEB CIOAA 3AMOPCKIX».

KYAQ TBI YAAAD IIPEKHAA ACBAAACE,
KyAQ YMYAAUCh AHU AUXHX 320aB?
HE TOT A CTaA TEIePb - BCE MUTHOBAAO,
OTBAra MHE AYIIII HE BECEANT,

1 OyIiHas TOAOBYIIIKA ITOHUKAAQ.
He ysnaro Teneps s cam ceb,

He y3Haro ['puropus I'pasuoro.
KYAQ TBI YAQAD ITPEKHAA ACBAAACE,
KyAQ YMYAAUCH AHH AUXHX 320aB?
HE TOT A CTAA TEIEPD, HE TOT A CTAA.
brrBaro MBI 9yTH A€BHITA IO CEPATTY,
HATPAHEM HOYBIO,

ABEPD C KPIOKA COPBAAH,
KPacaBUITy HA TPOMKY H IIOIIEA.
HATPAHYAH, ¥ IIOMUHAM, KaK 3BAAH.
He mMaAo ux s BEIKpAaA Ha POAY,

HE MaAO HX yMYaA Ha OOP3BIX KOHAX
1 FOHOIO AEBUYBEM KPACATOIO

ITIOTEIIHA KPOBb TOPAYYIO CBOIO.

Her beauty does not leave my mind!

And I would be happy to forget her, had I the strength.
In vain I thought I could settle the matter honorably
By sending representatives to her father.

The merchant ordered them to tell me, categorically:
“We thank the Boyar for his kindness,
but I have promised my daughter to another,
to Ivan Lykov, who has recently
Returned from foreign lands.”

To where has my former swagger disappeared?
Where have the days of wild diversions gone?
Now I am not the same, the past is gone;
Swagger does not make me happy,

And I am discouraged.

I do not recognize myself anymore,

I do not recognize Grigory Gryaznoy
To where has my former swagger disappeared?
Where have the days of wild diversions gone?

I have become different, I am not the same.

It used to be, if one of us liked a gitl we would come upon
her house late at night, break the door,

Put her on a three-horse sleigh, and rush away.

We would come upon them suddenly,
and no one could catch us.

I have stolen many of them in my time,

Many of them I have rushed away with on swift horses,
and with a young gitl’s beauty
Entertained my hot blood.




— Texts and Translations—

Rimsky-Korsakov’s “The Floating Chain of Clouds is Turning Thin”

Peacer 00AaKOB AeTyuas rpsaa.
3Be3Aa I1eIaAbHAs, BEeYePHAA 3Be3Aal
TBOIT Ayd OCEpeOPHA YBAAIIINE PABHUHEL,
N ApemAroInnii 3aAuB, ¥ YEPHBIX CKAA BEPIIIHHEL

AFOOATO TBOI CAAOBII CBET B HEOECHOU BHIIIIMHE;
On AYMBI pa36yAI/IA, YCHYBIIIIE BO MHE:

S TOMHIO TBOII BOCXOA, 3HAKOMOE CBETHAO,
Haa MupHORO CTPaHOM, TA€ BCE AASL CEPATIA MHAO,
I'Ae cTpOITHBI TOITOABI B AOAMHAX BO3HECAWCE,
T'ae APEMACET HEXHBII MUPT U TEMHBIN KUIIAPHC,
W cAaAOCTHO IITyMAT IIOAYAECHHBIE BOAHBL.

Tam HeKOrAa B ropax, CEpACUHON AYMBI TIOAHBIMH,
Haa mMopeMm sl BAAYMA 3aAYMYHBYIO ACHB,
Koraa Ha X¥MKHHBI CXOAMAZ HOYH TEHb —

U AeBa ronast BO Mrae tebsi nCcKaAa
/1 nMeHEM CBOHM ITOAPYraM Ha3BIBAAA.

The floating chain of clouds is thinning,.
Wistful star, Evening-star!

You have turned the fading valleys, the slumbering bay,

and the tops of the black cliffs silver with your light.

How I love your dim light in the infinite heavens;
It has awoken my inner thoughts long at-rest:

I remember your ascending, familiar moonlight,
over that country, where all is dear to my heart,
where elegant poplars rise up in the valleys,
where the tender myrtle and dark cypress sleep,
and the noontime waves resound so sweetly.

There long ago in the mountains, full of ardent desire,
I passed my dreamy idleness on the seashore,
when night's shadow would descend over the homes --
and a young maiden searched for you through the dark
claiming to her friends that you were her very own.

Robert’s aria from Tchaikovsky’s lolanta

Kro moxer cpapaITbCA ¢ MAaTHABAOI MOEH,
CBepxaroImei HCKpaMy YepPHBIX OYEH,
Kak na nebe 3Be3ABI OCEHHUX HOYEH!
Bce crpacrHOFO HETO# B HEIT AUBHO ITOAHO,
B meii Bce ombauaser,
B neii Bce ompanser u xoxer, Kak BunO.

Ona TOABKO B3TASHET,
Kak moAnmen pannr,
W tiaamens AroOBH
3apaeer B KpOBH;
Omna 3acmeercs
M aAb mecuett 3aabeTcH,
M xemayros psa
Awuro ocsersr,

O crpacru Kumyder u OypHOI, U KIy4IeH,
I'Aaza TOBOPAT U K OAQKEHCTBY MAHAT,
K GaaxeHcTBY AOO3AHUIA,
besymupIx xeaanmit,

K moxarusam HeKHBIM
Pyku 6eAOCHEKHOM,

K 3abBenuro rops
I k cgacTpro Oe3 mep, Oe3 KOHITa 1 rpaHuLl!

Who can compare to my Matilda?
Whose dark eyes sparkle
Like stars in the autumn night sky!
She is full of passionate bliss,
Everything about her is intoxicating,
And everything is as hot, as wine.

When she casts her glance
It burns like lightening
And the fire of love
Sets in your blood.
When she laughs
Or sings a song,
When a string of pearls
Lights up her face
About the burning and consuming passion
Her eyes are telling and calling
To the wonder of kisses,
And mad desires,
To the tender caresses
Of her white hand
To forgetting all troubles,
To the endless and limitless happiness!




— Texts and Translations—

Rachmaninoff’s “Spring Waters”

The snow still sparkles white in the fields,
But the waters already make their spring noise,
They run and wake the dreaming shores,
They run and sparkle and proclaim.

Eine B moasix Geaeer cuer,
A BOABI YK BECHOH IIIyMAT -
Beryr u Oyasar connsiii Oper,
Beryr, u 6aermyT, u raacr...

OHU rAacAT BO BCE KOHIIBL: They proclaim everywhere:
"BecHa maeT, BeCHA HACT, Spring is coming! Spring is coming]!
We are the messengers of the spring,

MBI MOAOAOM BECHBI TOHITHI,
It sent us ahead of her.

Omna Hac BbICAaAa Briepea!

Becna naer, Becua maer, Spring is coming, Spring is coming!
And the quiet, warm days of May,
Are happily rushing after her,

As if in a ruddy, bright circle -dance.

W tuxmx, TEITABIX MAWCKAX AHCH
PyMAHBIIN, CBETABIIT XOPOBOA
ToAmmrca BeceAo 3a Hedl.."

May 7

May 12

Upcoming Events

Phillip Hoskins St. Percussion Recital 5:30 p.m.
Hope Fashina Gr. Voice Recital 7:30 p.m.
7 p.m.

APSU Brass Quintet at Madison Street United Methodist Church

Evwents listed above are beld in the George and Sharon Mabry Concert Hall in the
Music/ Mass Communication Building and are free and open to the publi,

unless indicated otherwise.
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