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The Russian baritone Dmitri Hvorostovsky is one of the most vocally gifted, sophisticated and 
charismatic singers around. He’s a favorite at the Metropolitan Opera and has an international 
following as a superb classical artist. So, I never imagined that one day I would be forced to use 
foam rubber noise-reduction ear plugs to listen to him. 

But that’s what happened on Saturday night at Radio City Music Hall when I took in “Déjà Vu,” 
Mr. Hrovostovsky’s concert with the Russian pop music songwriter Igor Krutoi. 
 
The word crossover has become pejorative in classical music circles, which is unfortunate. There 
is nothing wrong with crossover in principle. There are simply good crossover projects and bad 
ones. This one was bafflingly, mind-numbingly bad. 

Mr. Krutoi, who played the piano during the performance, is apparently a sensation in Russia. 
Radio City Music Hall was packed with Russians. But Mr. Krutoi’s songs, performed here with 
the Orchestra and Choir of Konstantin Obrelian and souped-up with extra electronic elements, 
are corny, pompous and operatically puffy. Was I missing something? 

Full disclosure: I stayed only for the first half, the long first half, which offered about a dozen 
songs, it seemed, including some ballads and such in French and Italian, all by Mr. Krutoi. There 
was no program, so I am not sure of titles and dates, not that it much mattered. 
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Mr. Hvorostovsky, of course, has the right to travel the pop culture circuit in an effort to reach 
new audiences and make money. With his trademark white mane and glistening teeth, wearing a 
sharp black velvet suit, he looked great. And from what I could tell through the amplified din, 
his mellow voice sounded just fine. 

But what schlock! All the songs were the same: smoothly lyrical, easy-going, unabashedly 
romantic and utterly generic. The lyrics, by Lilia Vinogradova, or what I could glean of the lyrics 
from the English translations that were quickly scanned on video screens as each song began, 
are compendiums of clichés, with lines like “to live is the hard task, the ultimate joy,” and 
“sunrise, sunset; petals, thorns; hope, faith and love, the divine puzzle,” and “we are the drops of 
passion.” 

The videos that were part of this packaged program were projected on a big screen behind the 
orchestra. They were both banal and manipulative. During one life-affirming ballad, we saw a 
montage of fleeting images: smiling people in Third World countries; a couple kissing in 
silhouette; a female gymnast doing a split; a sonogram of a baby-to-be; a rendering of a tsunami 
ravaging a coastal city; a young blonde girl playing the violin; and to end, a naked newborn 
being washed in a basin. 

During one song, dedicated to victims of terrorism from the last decade, names were scrolled of 
people, it appeared, who had died on 9/11, listed alphabetically starting, for some reason, with 
the letter G, going though H and I, and ending with Father Mychal Judge, the chaplain of the 
Fire Department of New York. 

The prosaic, musically thin songs that Mr. Hvorostovsky threw himself into would have seemed 
harmless had the music not been so pumped up with lush orchestrations, the swelling choir and 
ground-shaking electronics. It was the fortified bass blasts coming from curved rows of 
overhead speakers the size of gondolas that had me reaching for my ear plugs. Yet, everyone 
around me listened blithely, it seemed. In a world of constant amplification are we all turning 
deaf? That’s my fear. 

As a critic, I have my beat. And I like to think of myself as reasonably well-informed about 
what’s going on in popular culture. Yet, for me this concert was an out-of-body experience. What 
am I doing here? I kept wondering. 

At intermission, my partner and I headed straight for the bar at Petrossian where a vodka gimlet 
restored my faith in things Russian. 

9 COMMENTS 
 
robert Maryland June 24, 2010 

I am Italian. My father is a musician and a good one. We were together at the concert.The 
music,choir,imagery, Dmitry,s voice -everything was simply stunning!!! Words cannot 
describe.Why Mr.Tomassini failed to appreciate such simply superb show? Simple answer: 
envy.I also noticed that american ballet critics like to teach Russians how to dance classical 
ballets. 

Nadya O New York-Florida March 16, 2010 

Yes, a shot of vodka is prescribed before going to concerts like the one described, not after. 
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Inter Saint-Petersberg March 12, 2010 

"Mr. Krutoi, who played the piano during the performance, is apparently a sensation in Russia." 
ABSOLUTELY NOT! It's only Mr.Krutoi, who is proud of himself. He belongs to the so-called 
Theatre of Alla Pugacheva and writes music for all silly and empty pop-songs, which, it's a pity, 
are sponsored with people who have no taste. I'm surprised to see outstanding 
Mr.Hvorostovsky next to ordinary Mr.Krutoi. 

MrFi Old Bridge, NJ March 11, 2010 

I agree with Nrousso. This concert was excellent filled with beautiful music written by Igor Krutoy 
and a great performance by Hvorostovsky, his Orchestra and choir, with eye-catching images 
on the screen. Tommasini missed out on the complete high quality show, that much of the 
audience enjoyed. 
 
I look forward to many more returns of the Composer's live performances. 

Greg New York March 8, 2010 

With all due respect you should have gone straight to Petrossian, without making totally 
unnecessary (for you, Mr. Tommasini) stop at Radio City. Apparently, only the person, whose 
interests and taste lies elsewhere (Petrossian is perfect example) could not feel the magnitude 
and beauty of the incredible performance, powerful music and delightful sound. 

oleg New York March 8, 2010 

I could't describe this performance any better than the author of this this article. I am russian 
speaking and, unlike Anthony Tommasini, I could relate to the audience and the performers. I 
have a lot of respect for Dmitrii, but I felt that he either fell a victim to Igor Krutoi,or in a 
desparateneed of money. His voice is incredible, but this "concert" was a disgrace. I wish I had 
my earplugs with me. I also noticed that the list of victims of 9/11 stopped at letter J. The whole 
thing was very sloppy. 

Nrousso miami March 8, 2010 

I also think that Dmitri is one of the most talented people in the world, however I would have to 
disagree with this entire article. I flew in for this concert especially to see Dmitri and I thought 
overall the show was incredible. Sure, 
Mr. Hvorostovsky, at times was a little pitchy nevertheless it was truly a pleasure to witness 
such a performer on stage. The show which was almost three hours long, flew by as though it 
was a second. The illustrations and music were so powerful and so unusual that I simply cannot 
believe Mr. TOMMASINI you would degrade the show to such an extent. Shame that you are 
not open to new and exciting things that are taking place all over the world. 

T W Flynn Oswego NY March 7, 2010 

Nice dump! Congratulations! Although I fear we are all growing deaf. Even in small venues, 
people seem to need amplification. 

BB PA March 7, 2010 

Vodka gimlet at Petrossian is as much Russian as your obviously betrayed fantasy of what 
Russian pop music is or should be. 
 
What brand of vodka was it, by the way? 
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