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Ha ouepeorom npocrywusarnuu uierst
npuemnot xomuccuu Capamosckou
KoMcepsamopuu OmxpPoseHHO CKYUaIu.
Kmo cmompen 6 oKHo, Kmo pucogan 6
oaoxrome saxoprouxu. Caywanu
enonyxa.

— Jocmamouno, nosoeume credyrouezo,
noscanyiicma, — obporun npedceda-
menbw.

B san sacmenvuso sowna desywxa.
ITpedcmasunace.

— Ymo 6ydeme nemw?

— «Conosen» Anabvesa.

— A 2de xce sauu Homui?

— A a max. Mne ne nado. A 6es nom.

Uepes murymy om cKyuarouwux Mun na
AUYAX npenodasameneii e 0Cmanoch u
creda. Bcee bviu nopascenst wucmomo
2040Ca, MENABIM, HEHCHBIM, UAPYOUUM
Memopom u eepxrum pecucmponm,
Heoehpanurernom 00 «pa» mpemvels
0KMABYL.

— Ionpobyiime 6e3 axxomnaremenma.
H 6n1o6v «Conosetl» 6vin cnem co ecemu
mpeasmu 6e3 eOunot OUUOKU.

— IIpocmume, xax eac 3o8ym? — Ilo-
mpscenrvie npenodasament 3a0vuU,
UMO 0e8YUKA Yore NpedcmasuLacy.

— lans, — cmywenno yrvlbHyLaCH OHA. —
lanuna Kosanesa.

the glorious sounds of that voice

IM0O20 2010CA ===
GJUBEHLIC 36YKU

It was one move in the series of auditions
Jor the Saratov Conservatory and the
members of the admissions panel were
openly bored. One was looking out of the
window, another doodling on his
notepad. They were all listening with half
an ear.

“That’s enough. Ask the next candidate
to come in, please,” the chairman inter-
rupled the singer.

A girl came shyly into the voom and gave
her name.

“What are you going to sing?”
“Aliabyev’s Nightingale.”

“And where’s your music?”

“I don’t need any. I'll sing without.”
Within a minute there was no trace of
boredom left on the faces of the teachers.
They were all amazed by the purity of that
voice, by its warm, lender, enchanting
timbre...

“Try it without the accompaniment.”
And again she sang The Nightingale
with all its trills through without a single
mistake.

“Sorry, what was your name?” The
stunned teachers had forgotien that she
had already introduced herself.

“Galya,” she said with an embarrassed
smile, “Galina Kovaleva.”

Camopro0K U3 lorsiyero Kntoua

MHoro JeT criycTs HpUMaJOHHA MOJIJaB-
ckoii onepbl Mapus buenty nogapur lanune
KoBaseBoli KHUTY ¢ JapCTBEHHOM HAIHCDIO:
«Pycckomy conoBbio TIasmne KosaneBoii
JKeJIAI0 elie JIOJITUE ToJbl HEeTbh U IPUHO-
CUTD JIOJSM PaJloCTh CBOUM YapYIOIIUM To-
JIocoM U mactepcrBom». Iomocom Kosaie-
Boii Bocxumamch Cepreii Jlememes, MBan
Kosnosckuit u maorue-muorue jpyrue. Ho
B jganexom 1954 rojy, mepecrtynas mopor
CapaToBCKO KOHCEPBATOPUU, CKPOMHAS
JeBymka lana us kyGaHcKkoro nocejka ¢ po-
MaHTH4YeCKUM HaszBaHueM lopaunii Kmou
U MeuTaThb HE MOIVIa O OJHCTATEIbHOU
Kapbepe OIepPHOM ITEBUIIbI.

Mysblka Okpy:kaza ee ¢ gerctsa. Orern
IeJ IO/ FUTApy, MaMa yJacTBOBaJIa B CaMo-
peareapHocTy. Ho MysbpikaibHBIM 06pa3oBa-
HueM [aTmHbI HUKTO BCEpbe3 He 3aHUMAJICS.
Yuunnace neTb OHA... CJIyIIasl pajuo, C yBJIe-
YEHUEM IMOJIEBAsI COMMCTAM OIEPHBIX TEa-
TpoB. M Korna B IpassHUKN POAUTEIN O/
HUMAJIM €€ Ha CTyJ1 U cupamusamm: «l[arou-
Ka, 9YTO Thl HAM CIIO€NIb?» — OHA OTBeYasa
OYeHb BaXKHO: «f 11010 BaM apum u3 onepbl
»H1Ban Cycanun®...»

B pmercrBe oma xorena, kak MaMma, CTaTh
yuuresneM. Ha npociaymusanue B KOHCEpBa-
TOPUIO €€ OYKBAJILHO IPUTAMIMIINA 34 PYKY
apy3bs. Tamant KosaneBoii cpasu mejgaro-
roB. Ee npussm 1axe HECMOTPSI HA TO, 9TO
OHa HE 3HaIa HOTHOHU rpamotbl! Bcero 3a
TPU TOJa OHA OCBOMWJIA BCIO MY3LIKAJIbHYIO

A NATURAL TALENT FROM THE HOT SPRING

Many years later the prima donna of
Moldovan opera Maria Biesu would give
Galina Kovaleva a book in which she wrote
“I wish that the Russian nightingale Galina
Kovaleva will sing for many more years and
bring people joy with her enchanting voice
and mastery.” Kovaleva’s voice was also
admired by Sergei Lemeshev, Ivan Koz-
lovsky and many, many others. But way back
in 1954, as she crossed the threshold of the
Saratov Conservatory, modest young Galya
from the settlement of Goryachy Kliuch
(Hot Spring) in the Kuban river basin could
not have dreamt of a brilliant career as an
opera singer.

She had been surrounded by music since
childhood. Her father sang to the guitar;
her mother took part in amateur perform-
ances. But nobody had given Galina proper

musical training. She taught herself to

sing... listening to the radio and happily
singing along with the soloists of the opera
theatres. And when on special occasions her
parents would stand her on a chair and ask,
“Galochka, what are you going to sing for
us?”, she would answer with an air of great
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TEOPHIO. YK€ Ha YETBEPTOM Kypce ee Ipu-
HsM B Tpymiy CapaToBCKOTO ONEPHOro Te-
aTpa M cpasy Jaau poiab Mapdol B onepe
Pumckoro-Kopcakosa «llapckas HeBecTa».
A B HOs#6pe 1960-ro npurtacuam B Jlenus-
rpaj, Ha cLieHy npociasieHHoro Kuposcko-
ro (HpIHe MapUHMHCKOTr0) TeaTpa.

Fonoc, HE OCTABAAIOLLUA PABHOAYLUHbIM
Yenex — omeToMISTIONIH — IPUIIeNT Cpa-
3y. Jlyumme maprum conpano B «CeBuib-
CKOM IUpIOJIbHUKE», «Puronerro», «Pycna-
ge u Jiongmuie», «Aune», «J/lrounu gu Jlam-

importance, “I shall sing you arias from the
opera Ivan Susanin.”

In childhood she wanted to become a
teacher like her mother. Her friends literally
dragged her to the audition for the Conser-
vatory. She was accepted, even though she
could not read music! In just three years she
mastered the whole theoretical side of music.
While she was still a fourth-year student, she
was enrolled in the company of the Saratov
Opera House and immediately given the role
of Marfa in Rimsky-Korsakov’s The Tsar’s
Bride. Then in November 1960 she was invit-
ed to Leningrad, to perform at the famous
Kirov (Mariinsky) Theatre.

A Voice THAT NEVER FAILED TO MoOVE

Success — staggering success — came
immediately. She performed the best sopra-
no parts in The Barber of Seville, Rigoletto, Rus-
lan and Ludmila, Aida, Lucia di Lammermoor
with, as the critics noted, captivating ease
and naturalness. But her favourite role
remained Marfa. The audience were in tears

MepMyp» HCIOJHSUIUCH €10, KaK OTMedan
My3bIKaJIbHBIE KPUTHUKU, C IJIEHUTEIbHOMN
JIETKOCTBIO ¥ HENPUHY:KAeHHOCTEI0. Ho Jmo-
OGUMOI POJIbIO OCTABAJACh IO-IIPEKHEMY
Mapda. 3purenn IIaKaId Ha KaKAOM CIIEK-
TaKJIe, COCTpajas NPEKPacHON U Ge33amuT-
Holt repouHe Kopanesoii.

«Kak-To mo31H1M BEIepOM 5 BKIIOUILI pa-
JVIOTIPUEMHUK M YCJIBIMIAT TIO TPAHCISIUAN
BCTyIUIEHHE K 4YeTBEPTOMy akTy ,llapckoi
HEBECTHI‘, — BCIIOMUHAT BEJUKHH TEHOP
Cepreii Jlememes. — A odens mo6mo 3Ty
OIlepy, OCOOEHHO YETBEPTLIH aKT, U XOTs

CripaBa. «Tbl CTaHellb
BENIMKOW NeBULIEN», —
HanytctBoBasna KoBanesy
NPYMafoHHa UTaNbSHCKOM
onepbl ToTTn ganb MoHTe
(cneBa) nocne no6epasbl
[anunHbl Ha Coduickom
KOHKypce.

Right. “You will become a
great singer,” the Italian
opera prima donna

Totti dal Monte (left) told
Kovaleva after the Rus-
sian’s victory at the Sofia
competition.

at every performance, sympathizing with
Kovaleva’s beautiful, defenceless heroine.

“Late one evening I turned on the wire-
less and they were broadcasting the intro-
duction to the fourth act of The Tsar’s Bride,”
the great tenor Sergei Lemeshev recalled. “I
am very fond of that opera, especially the
fourth act, and although the orchestra
sounded a little off, I decided to listen.

“When a pleasant tenor began singing,
my mood improved, then a fine baritone, a
beautiful mezzo and suddenly...

«YBaxato Bac 1 LeHto Kak
3amMeyvaTenbHOro macrepa,
BAOXHOBEHHOI O, HecyLe-
ro CBO€ UCKYCCTBO ANs
pajfiocTv, Ans TULWWHBI, ANs
rapMOHUM KU3HU», —
nucan B nucbme KoBane-
Bon MBaH Koanosckui
(Ha ¢oT0) B HOAGpe

1980 roaa.

“I respect you and value
you as a remarkable
inspired craftswoman who
presents her art for joy, for
peace and for the harmony
of life,” lvan Kozlovsky
(photograph) wrote to
Kovaleva in a letter in
November 1980.

Mapda n3 onepsbl «Llap-
CcKas HeBecTa» Hukonas
Pumckoro-KopcakoBa
6blna OHOM U3 CaMblX
JIO6UMBIX ponen fanuHbl
KoBanesow.

Marfa in Rimsky-Kor-
sakov’s A Bride for the
Tsar was one of Galina
Kovaleva’s favourite roles.

«..Januna Kosanesa obnadaem xonopamyprwim conparo
MAK020 UCKAIOUUMEALHO20 QOCTOUHCMEA, UMO €20 MOHCHO
cuumanms 00HUM U3 204008 eexa... Ilesuyy omauvaem
OCAENUMEALHAS, MEXHUKA, OECOO0OHAS BUPMYOSHOCTYD,
brecmawuil meM6p KoAopamypvl, cosepulerHcmeo marepol
nenus», — nucara 6 1963 200y ppanuysckas sasema

«/la denew».

“Galina Kovaleva possesses a coloratura soprano of such
exceptional quality that it can be reckoned one of the voices
[ the century... The singer displays dazzling technique,
unparalleled virtuosity, a brilliant coloratura timbre and
a perfect manner of delivery,” the French newspaper
La Dépéche wrote in 1963.

“Suddenly I heard an exceptional voice, a
voice that made me start.

“I' had never heard anything like it before.
Avoice of amazing beauty, fluency and light-
ness that could not fail to move.

“It was, as I later learnt, the voice of Gali-
na Kovaleva. And the most fascinating thing
was that as soon as Kovaleva as Marfa
launched into her aria, the orchestra that
up till then had played insipidly, suddenly
began to acquire a harmonious, colourful
sound.

“Amiracle took place that rarely occurs in
the theatre: the singer’s voice acted like a
sort of tuning-fork and set the orchestra and

3By4JaHHE OPKECTpa ITOKA3aJI0Ch MHE HE COB-
CEM YJaYHBIM, 51 PN IOCTYIIATD.

Ho BoT 3ames1 npusATHBINA TEHOP, HACTPO-
€HHUe MO€ ITOJHSUIOCh, 3aTeM KPacHUBbII Ga-
PUTOH, IPEKPACHOE MEIIO, ¥ BAPYL...

W BApYT 4 ycIIbImas ro1oc HeOObIYaliHbIHI,
roJIOC, 3ACTABUBIIUI MEHS BCTPEIICHYThCH.

Hugero moso6HOTO s paHbINe HE CJIbI
man. [010c U3yMUTENLHON KPACOTHI, ILIAB-
HOCTH, JIETKOCTHU, KOTOPBII HE MOT OCTAaBUTh
PABHO/YIITHBIM.

AT0 GBI, KAK 5 Y3HAJI IIOTOM, rosoc larm-
bl Kosasesoit. M uro camoe mHTEpecHoe,
kak Tonpko Kosanesa — Mapda 3anena cBoro
apuIo, OPKECTP, MI'PABIIMIA JO TOTO BSJIO,
Hayasl BJPYr OOpeTaTb CJIAKEHHOCTb M Kpa-
COYHOCTH 3ByYaHUSI.

IIpounsonuio 4yyo, pesxo BCTpeyalole-
ecsl B TeaTpe: roJIoC IEeBUIbI, OyATO Kamep-
TOH, HACTPOWJI OPKECTP U AUPILKEpPa, TTOBET
1X 3a COOOM, yBJI€Kass MHTOHAIIMOHHOM TOY-
HOCTBIO U THOKOCTBIO UyIECHOTO 3BYKQ>.

HE3ABUCUMOCTb U JOCTOUHCTBO

«3Be3nHasg 6oJsie3Hb» lamuHe KoBaieBoit
6bUTa He3HakoMa. [lo mpu3HAHUIO KOJLIeT,
OHa OblTa COBEPIIEHHO «HEKAaPbEePHbIM» de-
JIOBEKOM. 3aKYJMCHBIMM CIUIETHAMH HE HH-
TEePeCcoBAIACH, B TEATPAIbHBIX MTHTPUTAX — &
KaKOH TeaTp 63 HHTPUT? — HE Y4aCTBOBAJIA.
ITo aToi NpuYMHE OTKa3ajJach OT Iepexoa
B bonbmoii rearp. Tpyano, nosxanyit, Bcriom-
HUTB €IIe TAaKOH cIyuaii, Kor/a MeBUIia OTKa-
3BIBACTCS CTATh COJNMCTKOI IIEPBOTO TeaTpa

C 6yaywmnm myxxem Benua-
MWUHOM PabpuLKUM
lanuHa KoBanesa nosHa-
Komunach, Koraa oH ¢oTo-
rpacdvpoBan KupoBckui
TeaTtp Ans anbb6oma no
apxXuUTeKType.

Galina Kovaleva met her
future husband Veniamin
Fabritsky when he was
photographing the Kirov
Theatre for a book on
architecture.
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cTpansl. /[a eme BOpekn HACTOMYUBBIM pe-
KOMEH/IAIIUSAM YMHOBHUKOB MuHMCTEpCTBA
KYJIBTYPBL B TO Bpems 5To 10pororo CTOmIO.
Ho Tamuna Kosasesa 6blia HEIpeKJIOHHA,
cYnTasd, YTO HPOIMTAHHAS UHTPUTAHCTBOM
aTmMocdepa boJbinoro TeaTpa K TBOPYECTBY

lanvHa KoBanesa Galina Kovaleva and Sergei
n Ceprei Jlendepkyc Leiferkus in a scene from
B CLieHe 13 onepsbl «<Auga» Verdi's Aida.

[hxysenne Bepau.

conductor right, led them, carried them
along with the intonational subtlety and
flexibility of a wonderful sound.”

INDEPENDENCE AND DIGNITY

Galina Kovaleva was never a prima donna
in the negative sense of the term. Col-
leagues recall her having been anything but
a careerist. She was not interested in back-
stage gossip and did not participate in the
intrigues that are a part of life in any theatre.
For that reason she turned down the chance
to move to the Bolshoi. It would be hard to
recall another instance of a singer turning
down the opportunity to become a soloist at
the country’s premier theatre.

Galina Kovaleva had the ability to keep
her independence, dignity and artistic prin-
ciples under any circumstances. People in
the theatre were rather scared of the sharp
tongue that she did not always keep in
check. She was capable of telling anyone
straight to their face just what she thought
of them. But on a simple human level Koval-
eva won everyone over with her openness,
her smiling kindness and constant willing-
ness to help.

OTHOmEHHUs He uMeeT. UyThb mosxke OTKa-
3aJach OT INPUIVIANIEHHUS Ha CTaKHPOBKY
B JIa Ckasa, c JIETKOCTBIO JiaB ce6sl YBEPUTD
B TOM, YTO UTaJbSHCKAs MIKOJIA MOXET «HC-
HOPTUTD I'OJIOC».

lamaa KoBaseBa npu J0GbIX 06CTOS-
TEJbCTBAX yMeJAd COXPAHATb HE3aBUCH-
MOCTB, JOCTOMHCTBO U CBOHM TBOPYECKUE
npuHIUIbLL. B Tearpe mobamBanuch ee oc-
TPOTO, HE BCETAa CAEPKaHHOTO A3bIKa. He
3a7yMBIBAsICh, OHA MOIJA JIIOOOMY B IVIa3a
CKa3aTh BCE, YTO O HEM JyMaeT. A B IIPOCTOM
9YeI0BEUECKOM OOINEHHH BCEX IIOKOpsIa ee
OTKPBITOCTD, €€ YJILIOUUBOCTL U J00pOTa,
IOCTOAHHASl TOTOBHOCTb HPUNUTH HA IIO-
MOIIb.

B 1961 200y lanuna Kosanesa — aaypeam Coguiicxoeo xonxypea,

200 cnycma 3asoesara I pav-npu xonxypca 6 Tynyse, 6 196 7-m yenew-

Ho sviemynuaa wa Monpearvckom konxypce. B 1964-m yoocmoena

NOUEMHO020 36ANUSA 3ACAYHCEHHOU, Uepes mpPu 200a — HapoOHO
apmucmu pecnybauxu, a 6 1974 e0dy cmana napooroti apmucm-
kot CCCP. B 1978 200y lanune Anexcarnoposne bvua npucysrcoena
Tocydapemesernnas npemus umenu M. H. Lunxu.

In 1961 Galina Kovaleva won the Sofia Competition; a year later
she took the Grand Prix at a competition in Toulouse. In 1967 she
performed successfully at the Montreal Compettion. In 1964 she was
awarded the title of Honoured Artist of the RSESR, three years later
that of People’s Artist, and in 1974 she became a People’s Artist

of the USSR. In 1978 Galina Alexandrovna received the State
Glinka Prize.

«3T0 ro/IoC 3aBOpaXmBea-
fOLLEN KPaCOThl U MO3TUY-
HOCTH, OH HEOBbIKHOBEHEH
M0 KpacoTe W 6/IECKY», «3TO
rofloc BEKa», «OCNenuTeb-
Has TEXHWUKA NEHUs, «AC-
KIIOYMTENBHOE NeBYecKoe
ABEHME» — 3TO NLLb
manas ons 3MNUTeToB,
KOTOPLIMW COMPOBOXAaNa
npecca Bce racTposibHble
BbICTYM/IEHUS NEBULbI.

B ponv kunbabl
13 onepsbl [xy3enne Bepau
«Puronetron.

“A voice of captivating beau-
ty and poetry, exceptionally
lovely and brilliant”, “the
voice of the century”, “daz-
zling technique”, “an ex-
ceptional singing phenome-
non” — those are just some
of the comments that
accompanied the diva’s
performances on tour.

In the role of Gilda in Verdi's
Rigoletto.

Huxomy He npomana npoxajHoro OTHO-
meHns Kk padore. Cama e mepes Kaxk/JbIM
BBICTYIUIEHUEM IIO JiBa Jaca T'OTOBWJIACH K
BBIXOJly Ha CIICHY, IbITAsCh HAWTH HOBbIC
KPACKU JUISI UCIIOJHEHNsI, Ka3aJI0Ch Obl, yKe
JJaBHO U3BECTHOM POJIN.

OpHaXIpI HA TACTPOJIAX IMPOH3ONLIA Ha-
KJIaIKa — OPraHU3ATOPbl HE YCIEIU IOJro-
TOBUThL K npuespy Kosanesoil rocrunmuy-
HBII HOMEP U PeNneTUIIMOHHLIN 3a1. binsu-
JIOCh HA4aJIO0 KOHIEepTa, a laimna Bce npo-
JloJDKaJla CUJETh B XOJUIE Ha YeMOJaHaX.
Torna oHa BbI3BaIA TAKCH U BEpHYJIach B Jle-
HuHTrpaj. Exsa ycrena nepectynuTh nmopor
JIoMa, pasfaics Teae(OHHBIA 3BOHOK.

— Yro cayumnocs? — lonoc BcecmibHOrO
MUHHCTPA KyJIsTypbl Exatepunnr @yprieBoii
3BEHEJ OT BO3MYIICHUS.

v Jiogmuna» Muxamna MMuHKM.

Above. Boris Shtokolov and Galina Kovaleva in a scene from Glinka’s Ruslan

and Liudmila.

Boiwe. Bopuc LTokonos u lannHa Koeanesa. CueHa 3 cnektaknsa «PycnaH

BBepxy. MNocne cnekTakns
«Tpy6aayp» [xxy3enne Bepau.
CneBa HanpaBo: Banepui
[eprues, lanMHa Kosanesa,
Enena O6pasuoBsa, Ceprem
Nendepkyc n Anekcen
CTebnsaHKo (cuamr).

Top. After a performance

of Il Trovatore. Left to right:
Valery Gergiyev, Galina
Kovaleva, Yelena Obraztsova,
Sergei Leiferkus and (seated)
Alexei Steblianko.

Hwxe. MNepea KaxabiM Bbl-
XO[JOM Ha cLeHy [anuHa
KoBaneBa nogonry Bxoauna
B 06pa3, cTapasich Npuaatb
PONK HOBbIE KPacKM.

Below. Before going on stage
Galina Kovaleva always spent
a long time getting into her
role, trying to bring new
shades to it.
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KopaseBa CIIOKOITHO OOBSCHIUIA, YTO HE
MOIJIa BLIATH Ha CIIEHY HETOTOBOM, IIO3TOMY
BBIHY’K/[€HA ObLIA YeXaTh.

— Hy u npasmibHO cpenana, — cMmsaryu-
sace Pypuesa, — s pazdepych.

lPOWANBHASA OCEHb

B cepeanne BOCBMUIECATBIX I'OJOB IPO-
nwioro Beka lammna Kosasesa ynuia us te-
arpa. Cziefaia OHa 3TO TaK K€ CTPEMUTEb-
HO, KaK M BOpPBaJIach Ha onepHyio cueny. Ee
rOJIOC TPOJIOJIKAT TIOKOPSATD CEPAIA 3PUTe-
JIei, BO3PACT Ui ONEPHOH MHMEeBUIbI ObLI
Janex otT kpurudeckoro. Ho B TeaTpe, kak u
B CTpaHe, HAPACTAINA 3aCTONHDBIE SBJICHUS.
Penepryap mpaxkTuueckn He OGHOBIIAICH,
HOBBLIX posieil He 6buto. McmbIThiBas TBOp-
YECKYIO HEeyJIOBIE€TBOPEHHOCTD, [amna Kosa-
JieBa pellnia OCTaBUTD cIieHy. TieTHo Ko

.

One thing the singer would not forgive
was a lukewarm attitude to work. She herself
spent two hours preparing for every appear-
ance on the stage, trying to find new
nuances in even the most familiar role.

THE FAREWELL AUTUMN

In the middle of the 1980s Galina Koval-
eva said goodbye to the theatre. She did it
just as rapidly as she had burst onto the
opera scene. Her voice still captured audi-
ence’s hearts; she was still far from a critical
age for an opera singer, but she decided she
had achieved her best and was beginning to
repeat herself. Colleagues tried in vain to
persuade her to stay. After a farewell concert
that included many arias she never had sung
on the stage, she concentrated on teaching
work. And on her home.

JIETW yroBapuBaau ee ocraTbed. Jlas npo-
IMAJIbHBIN KOHLEPT, Ky/la MeBUIA BKIIOYMIIA
MHOTHE TaK U HE CIIeThIE B T€aTPe apuu, OHa
COCPEJIOTOUNIACh HA MPENoAaBATEIbCKON
pa6ore. U eme Ha ome.

Bripouem, paxe 6mcTast Ha OIIEPHOM cIie-
ge, lTajmmna ocraBajzach UAEATbHON XO3SIH-
KOU B OTPOMHOI KBAPTHPE HA HAGEPEKHON
kanana [puboenosa. HecmoTps Ha nocTosH-
Hble PEeNeTHULUH, KOHUEPTHI, CHEKTAKJIH,
OHa caMa CTHpaja, XOJWJIa B MarasuH, you-
pana. «OveHsp JOOIA TOTOBUTD, TIE€Yb ITH-
poru, — BcnomuHaeT Myx lamuubr Kosase-
BOII M3BECTHBIA apxuTekTop Benmamun
Pabpunkuii. — B jome Bcerna ObIu camble
pasHble KEKCBI, BATPYIIKU, MapaoTku. Kakoi
y Hee ObLT 60pIy — KyOAHCKHI, YKPAMHCKUM,
OJIUH JPYroro Jydlle, a KaKue CYyIbl, IIH,
BCEBO3MOXKHbBIE canatbl! Bce ObUIO O4YeHDb

But even when she was resplendent on the
opera stage, Galina had always been a perfect
housewife in her huge apartment on the Gri-
boyedov Canal. Despite the constant round of
rehearsals, concerts and performances, she
did her own laundry, shopping and cleaning.
“She was very fond of cooking, of baking pies,”
Galina’s husband, the well known architect
Veniamin Fabritsky, recalls. “At home there
was always a variety of biscuits, cheese-cakes
and charlottes. The borscht she made —
Kuban and Ukrainian, one better than the
other, and her soups, the shchi, and all kinds
of salads! It was all very tasty, but we reckoned
her real specialities were charlotte and
borscht. When visitors came from abroad, the
first thing they asked for was borscht.”

After quitting the stage, Galina Kovaleva
set about improving her dacha with her

fonocom lanvHbl KoBane-
BOW BOCXMLLANNCh U COBET-
CKas TBOpYecKas anuTa,

1 NapTUHOE PYKOBOACTBO
CTpaHbl. PaccKasbliBaloT,
4YTO BCECU/IbHbIN UE0I10-
rMYecKUn BOXAb Muxaun
Cycnos, npuexaB B JIEHWUH-
rpaj v y3HaB, 4To B Knupos-
CKOM AatoT «TpaBuaty»,
6pocun Bce Aena u nom-
yancs cnywatb KoBanesy.

lanuHa Kosanesa
1 Komnosutop feoprun
CBu1pKUaoB.

Galina Kovaleva’s voice
was admired by the Soviet
creative elite and also by
the party leadership. It is
said that once, when he
had come to Leningrad
and learnt that La Traviata
was to be performed in the
Kirov, Mikhail Suslov, the
Kremlin’s all-powerful
chief ideologist, laid aside
all his business and
dashed off to the theatre
to hear Kovaleva.

Galina Kovaleva and the
composer Georgy Sviridov.



Boucoxuii cmuas / high style

B nocnegHve roabl }KU3Hu
lanvHa KoBanesa MHOro
BPeMeHu NpoBoauna Ha
nade B Jlebsbem.

In the last years of her life
Galina Kovaleva spent a
lot of time at her dacha in
Lebiazhye.

«Mmne u cettuac nepedxo npedcmasasiemcs,
UMO IMO KAKOU-MO MANCCABLU, MYLUMEND-
HbUU COH, KOMOPBLL 80M-60M 3AKOHUUMCEL.
Beow cxomvico pas ona, mos Mappa, /Tovus,
Buonemma, cmpadana, 6orera u ymupana
Ha CUEHe, @ NOMOM NOABAANAC 3Q KYAUCA-
MU, MAKAT HCUBAS U YALLOUUBAR, U 2080PU-
aa: , Bewa, nowau domou“».

H3 socnomunanuii Benuanuna Pabpuyrozo

(J
m “FEven now I quite often imagine that it is

some sort of painful unpleasant dream that
is just about to end. After all she —my
Marfa, Lucia, Violetta — suffered, fell ill and
died so many times on the stage and then she
would appear backstage, so alive and smil-
ing, and say Vesha, let’s go home.””

From Veniamin Fabritsky’s reminiscences.

characteristic drive and enthusiasm. Until
late in the evening the opera star could be
found in the garden tending the flowers.

Late in 1994 Kovaleva and Fabritsky final-
ly finished refurbishing the house, set the
paths, lawns and flowerbeds in order. It was
a beautiful, sunny, golden autumn. No-one
could have imagined that for Galina Kovale-
va it would be the last.

The terrible illness came over her sudden-
ly. Weakness, nausea, fainting spells... She
had to go into hospital for tests. When the
doctors told her husband the diagnosis, they
avoided looking in his eyes — it was cancer.

They saw in the New Year together. At
home. They raised glasses of champagne
and drank to good health. A week later, at
Orthodox Christmas, she passed away. B

BKYCHBIM, HO CaMbIMH (DIPMEHHBIMHU OJII0/[a-
MH CUYHTAINCh ImapioTka u Gopm. Korma
MIPUE3KINA TOCTU M3-3a PyOesKa, IEPBbIM Jie-
JIOM IIPOCUJIH YTOCTUTD GOPIOM>.

Ocrasus cueny, lasmna Kosanesa ¢ npu-
cyliei el a3apToM B3sLIach 32 O0YCTPOMCTBO
Jaqi. YYacTOK BMECTE C MYXeM BbIOpaia B
Jle6sxbeM: ToJJaTbIe OT TOPOJCKON CYeThI
1 TPAIUITMOHHBIX MECT OT/JbIXa TeaTpab-
HOIT 60TEMBI, TIO COCEACTBY C OOBITHBIMHU Jie-
peBeHCKNMU xkuTeasmu. /lo mo3Hero seve-
pa oIepHas 3Be37ia IIPOBOJNIIA BPEMs, yXa-
JKUBAs 32 [IBETAMU B CaJy.

B xonre 1994 roxa Kosanesa n ®abpurr-
KU HAKOHEI[ 3aKOHYIUIN PEMOHT JIoMa, IIPH-
BEJIM B MOPSIAOK JOPOXKKU, TA30HBI U KIyM-
6b1. CTOosUTa KpacuBasi, COJTHEYHAsI, 30JI0Tast
ocenb. HUKTO He MOTr HPEAIIOIOXUTH, YTO
3Ta oceHb craner Jus lanmunel Kosanzepoit
OCJIETHEN.

CrpamHast 60J1€3Hb O6pyHIMIACh BHE3ATT-
HOo. CmabocTh, TOMHOTA, 06MOPOKH... I1pu-
MITOCH JIEYb B GOJTBHUITY Ha 0OCIE/JOBAHNE.
Coob6mas PabpUIKOMy AMArHO3, Bpadu Ips-
TaJIU IIa3a — OHKOJIOTHSI.

Hospili rox onn Bcrpermin Bmecre. Jlo-
Mma. [ToHsin 60KaIbI MIAMIAHCKOTO. 32 3/10-
posbe. YUepes nememo, B JgeHb Poxpectsa
Xpucrosa, ee He cTano. |

OcTaBMB cLeHy, [anuHa
KoBaneBa ywna B neaaro-
FUKY, OTKPbIB NyTb B UCKYC-
CTBO MHOTMM MONOAbIM
nesuam. Ho ee TanaHT He
6bin 3a6bIT — MbllUHbIE
6yKeTbl LLIBETOB Bceraa
YKpallanu ee }U3Hb.

When she quit the stage,
Galina Kovaleva devoted
herself to teaching, open-
ing up the way into art for
many young singers. But
her talent was not forgot-
ten: magnificent bouquets
of flowers always adorned
her life.




