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Arturo Marquez Danzon No. 2
(1950-)

Rebecca Hsiao, piano
Marien Femerling Garcia, piano

Coached by David Fung
Camille Saint-Saéns Introduction and Rondo Capriccioso for two pianos
(1835-1921) (trans. Debussy)

Jiayin Li, piano
Yutong Zhang, piano
Coached by Elena Lisitsian

Antonin Dvorak Piano Quintet No. 2 in A major, Op. 81
(1841-1904) I. Allegro, ma non tanto
Il. Dumka: Andante con moto

Te-Hsuan Bu, violin

Xenia Bergmann, violin
Isabella Mier, viola

Olivia Schulte, cello

Yanxin Wang, piano

Coached by Wolfram Koessel

Jean Rivier Concerto for Alto Saxophone, Trumpet, and Piano
(1896-1987) I. Allegro burlesco
Il. Adagio

Ill. Vivacissimo

Zachary Kern, saxophone
Bryce Grier, trumpet
Alina Xiong, piano
Coached by Paul Cohen

Sergei Rachmaninov The Harvest of Sorrow
(1873-1943)

Yining Liu, mezzo-soprano
Wenzhuo Ma, piano
From Djordje Nesic’s Songs of the Romantic Period class

Modest Mussorgsky The Song of the Flea
(1839-1881)

Brian Linares, bass
Yu Chen, piano
From Djordje Nesic’s Songs of the Romantic Period class

Ludwig van Beethoven Violin Sonata No. 9, Op. 47 “Kreutzer”
(1770-1827) I. Adagio sostenuto — Presto
Il. Andante con variazioni
lll. Finale. Presto

Faith Borkowski, violin
Anthony Wu, piano
Coached by Daniel Epstein



Sergei Rachmaninov The Harvest of Sorrow Modest Mussorgsky The Song of The Flea
Original text by Aleksey Konstantinovich Tolstoy Original Text by Goethe, adapted by A. Strugusgchikov
English translation © Phillip Ross Bullock English translation © Phillip Ross Bullock

Oh you, my field, my beloved field,

You cannot be mowed with a single stroke

You cannot be bound in a single sheaf!

Oh you, my thoughts, my beloved thoughts,

You cannot be shaken off with a single shrug,

You cannot be expressed in a single tale!

Did not the wind batter you, oh field of mine?

Did it not bend your ears of wheat right to the ground,
Scattering the ripe grain hither and thither!

Ah my thoughts, you have been scattered far and wide,
And where a single little thought did fall,

There a grass of cruel sadness did sprout,

There burning bitterness did grow.

Once upon a time there lived a king.
The king he kept a flea.

A flea! A flea!

This flea was dearer to him

Than his own brother.

A flea! Hee-hee, hee-hee. A flea?
Hee-hee, hee-hee. A flea!

The king did summon his tailor.

‘Listen here, you blockhead,

Sew a velvet kaftan

For my dear friend!’

A kaftan for a flea? Hee-hee, hee-hee.
For a flea? Hee-hee, hee-hee. A kaftan?
Hee-hee, hee-hee. Hee-hee, hee-hee.

A kaftan for a flea?

‘Il want my flea to be cosy and warm,
And to enjoy total freedom at court.’
At court? Hee-hee. A flea? Hee-hee.

Hee-hee, hee-hee. A flea!

The king made it a minister and gave it a medal,
And all the other fleas joined in too.

And the queen and all her ladies-in-waiting

Were sore vexed by them and suffered grievously.

And they were afraid to touch them, let alone hit them,
But we will squash them as soon as they start to bite!
Hee-hee, hee-hee,

Hee-hee, hee-hee,

Hee-hee, hee-hee, hee-hee.



