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Dmitri Hvorostovsky and Mikhail Arkadiev.  

An amazing baritone, capable of more. 

RUSSIAN baritone Dmitri Hvorostovsky is one of the brightest stars on the vocal scene these 

days, so it was hardly surprising that his appearance at the Recital Hall at the North York 

Performing Arts Centre on Tuesday night drew a large and enthusiastic crowd. (He also 

performed Sunday night.) Hvorostovsky spent most of Tuesday's program anchored in repertoire 

of his homeland - Shostakovich and Rachmaninoff - with side trips to England (Purcell) and 

France (Ravel).  

Hvorostovsky captured the strange sense of cultural dislocation created by the Russian flavour of 

Shostakovich's settings of two Spanish folk songs - Adios Granada and The First Encounter, 

from a cycle written for mezzo-soprano and piano in 1956.  

The same composer's Four Monologues on Verses of Pushkin, Op.91, date from autumn, 1952. 

Hvorostovsky performed the first (Fragment), which paints a bleak picture of an impoverished 

Jewish family in Tsarist Russia. It was not the first time that Shostakovich drew on the image of 

persecuted Jews to express his horror of oppression (the cycle was written the year before 

Stalin's death); the bleak, elliptical setting of Fragment , with its listless piano figures, had a 

haunting effect. Hvorostovsky's French wasn't quite up to snuff in Ravel's Don Quichotte a 

Dulcinee - a question of some stray vowels and swallowed consonants. But the prize for 

linguistic incompetence goes to the program editors of the Recital Hall, whose error-riddled 

French text was an embarrassment.  

Pianist Mikhail Arkadiev played with a certain emotional detatchment that made their 

partnership functional rather than thrilling. And while Hvorostovsky's gorgeous instrument, his 

superb breath control and his gift for musical storytelling made his performances a pleasure, I 

felt we were not hearing the singer at his most engaged. Granted, he warmed up emotionally 

toward the end of the program - especially in Rachmaninoff's Noch pechalna (Sad Night) and 

encores by Leoncavallo, Tchaikovsky and Rachmaninoff.  

Every artist probably has nights where he or she has to fall back on a certain amount of 

automatic pilot. Hvorostovsky on automatic pilot is still pretty amazing, but it wasn't enough to 

move me. 



 


