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EVER since he carried off the title of Cardiff Singer of the World in 1989 (narrowly beating the 

local boy, a certain Bryn Terfel), Dmitri Hvorostovsky has been in that elite company of singers 

that's always on the move from one international opera house to another.  

And no wonder, as his voice must be one of the most riveting and personal of any singer in the 

world. It's not as big as Terfel's, but it's no less compelling, and Hvorostovsky is just as powerful 

a presence, with that amazing shock of spun-platinum hair. Frankly, we could have done with 

more of him and less of the Moscow Chamber Orchestra, which was decidedly lacklustre in the 

purely orchestral contributions to the evening.  

One of Hvorostovsky's great qualities is an aristocratic finesse, which showed itself in the first 

half of the concert, devoted to Italian operatic arias. The turns and chromatic runs in Gluck's "O 

del mio dolce amor" were shaded in with amazing delicacy, and Mozart's famous mandolin aria 

"Deh, vieni" was sung with slow, ruminative sweetness.  

In the second half there was a change of mood. Like Bryn Terfel, Hvorostovsky has kept his 

roots, and makes a speciality of those sweetly sentimental Russian salon songs of the 1920s and 

'30s, of which we now heard several. But, unlike Terfel's, his roots are mixed. Hvorostovsky has 

an Italian wife, he's immersed himself in Italian song to the extent of learning the Neapolitan 

dialect, and in this second half Italian popular song loomed just as large as Russian.  

Part of the pleasure of the evening was savouring the subtle changes in mood between them. The 

Russian songs leaned towards stoical tragedy rather than effusive emotionalism, but the kinship 

of sound and feeling was fascinating - abetted on this occasion by the quartet of Russian folk 

musicians playing alongside the orchestra. The delicately melancholy tremolando of the domra 

and the hammered gusli or dulcimer were just as prominent in the Italian songs as in the Russian, 

which was hardly authentic. But it seemed exactly right.  

And Hvorostovsky's performances, whether in familiar Neapolitan numbers such as O Sole Mio 

or the completely unknown Russian songs, were utterly persuasive. I'd never heard of L D 

Malashkin or his extravagantly melancholic O, if only I could express in sounds, but it certainly 

hit the spot, and not just for me. I'd swear there wasn't a dry eye in the house. 



 

 

 


