Roberto’s aria
Tchaikovsky ‘lolanta’

Text M. Tchaikovsky

KTo MoXeT cpaBHUTbLCA ¢ MaTunbaon Moewn, Russian
[kto moé-zhet srav-ni-tsa sma-til’-daj ma-jéj]

Transliteration
Who can compare to my Matilda?

Word-to-word translation

Stressed vowel

CBepKatoLLen UCKpaMmn YepPHbIX OYeHN,

[svir-ka-ju-schej eésk-ra-mi chér-nyh a-chéj]
Whose dark eyes sparkle

Kak Ha HeDe 3Be3abl 0OCEHHUX HoYen!
[kak na-nibe zvj6z-dy a-sén-nih na-chéj]
Like stars in the autumn night sky!

Bce cTtpacTHOO Heron B HeM OMBHO MOJSTHO,
[fsjo stras-na-ju né-gaj vnej div-na pal-nd]
She is full of passionate bliss,

B Hewn Bce onbsAHseT,
[vhe) fsjo ap’-ja-nja-et]
Everything about her is intoxicating,

B Hen Bce ONbSAHSAET U XKET,
[vne) fsjo ap’-ja-nja-et ee zhot]
And everything is as hot

Kak BuHoO.
[kak vi-no]
as wine.

OHa TonbKo B3rnNsHeT,
[a-na tél’-ka vzglja-nit]
When she casts her glance

Kak monHunen paHur,

[kak mél-ni-ej ra-nit]
It burns like lightening

M nnameHb nobsun
[ee pla-min’ ljub-vi]

And the fire of love

3apaeerT B KpOBU;
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[zar-dé-it fkra-vi]
Sets in your blood.

Ona 3acmeeTcs
[a-na za-smi-jo-tsa]
When she laughs

Mnb necHen 3anbeTcs,
[eel’ pés-nej zal’-j6-tsa]
Or sings a song,

W xemuyroB pag
[ee zhém-chu-gaf rjat]
When a string of pearls

Jlnyo ocBeTAT,
[li-ts6 a-svi-tjat]
Lights up her face

O cTpacTu kuny4yen n BypHOW, U Xry4deun,
[a-stras-ti ki-pu-chej ee bur-naj, ee zhgu-chej]

About the burning and consuming passion

"Ma3a roBopsT U K Gra)KeHCTBY MaHAT,

[gla-za ga-va-rjat ee kbla-zhén-stvu ma-njat]

Her eyes are telling and calling

K 6naxeHcTBy nob3aHni,
[kbla-zhén-stvu lab-za-nij]
To the wonder of kisses,

BesyMHbIX xxenaHuu,
[bi-zam-nyh zhe-la-nij]
And mad desires,

K noxaTtnam HeXXHbIM
[kpa-zha-ti-jam nézh-nym]
To the tender caresses

Pykun 6enocHexHon,
[ru-ki bi-la-snézh-naj]
Of her white hand,

K 3abseHuto rops
[kzab-vé-ni-ju goé-rja]
To forgetting all troubles,
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M k cuyacTbto 6e3 mep, 6e3 koHua n rpaHuy!
[ee kschas-t’ju biz-mér, bis-kan-tsa ee gra-nits]
To the endless and limitless happiness!

Repeat:

KTo MoXxeT cpaBHUTbCA ¢ MaTunbaon Moen,
[kto mé-zhet srav-ni-tsa sma-til’-daj ma-jéj]

Who can compare to my Matilda?

CBepkKatoLen ncKkpamm YepHbIX OYen,
[svir-ka-ju-schej eésk-ra-mi chér-nyh a-chéj]
Whose dark eyes sparkle

Kak Ha HeDe 3Be3abl 0OCEHHUX HoYen!
[kak na-nibe zvjéz-dy a-sén-nih na-chéj]
Like stars in the autumn night sky!

Bce cTtpacTHOO Heron B HEM OMBHO MOJTHO,
[fsjo stras-na-ju né-gaj vnej div-na pal-néd]
She is full of passionate bliss,

B Hewn Bce onbsaHsaerT,
[vne) fsjo ap’-ja-nja-et]
Everything about her is intoxicating,

B Hel Bce onbAHAET U XXKeT,
[vne) fsjo ap’-ja-nja-et ee zhot]
And everything is as hot

Kak BuHoO.
[kak vi-né]
as wine.
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