TF

¥
.

B daiid

RUSSIAN

POETRY

READ

IN
RUSSIAN
BY
LARISSA

CONTENTS:
1 sound disc
text

University of Alberta Lib

SR

0 1620 0506 69

FOI KWAYS FI 94GRn

Cover design by Ronald Clyne



Ay




LIBRARY
UNIVERSITY OF ALBERTA

FOLKWAYS RECORD Album No. FL 9960
Copyright © 1958, Folkways Records & Service Corp., 165 W. 46th St., NYC, USA

RUSSIAN POETRY
READ IN RUSSIAN

BY
LARISSA
GATOVA

The editor wishes to thank the
translators, Babette Deutsch,
Boris Gourevitch, Lee Culpepper,
and D. Mogula as well as Random
House, which authorized the
reprinting of the translations
of Babette Deutsch from "The
Poems, Prose and Plays of
Alexander Pushkin," an edition
of the Modern Library. All
rights are reserved to the ar:ve-
mentioned translators and to
Random House, especially in-
cluding the copyright.

Larissa Gatova enjoys a tremen-
dous prestige among the Russians
in America. When the Russian
workers in Detroit were informed
that she was to give a recital
of Russian poetry in their city,
they printed and distributed
playbills headed "Russian Men!
Salute the great Russian

actress!"

o
Where is a secret of her artistics
influence?

Her diploma in the College of
Dramatic Art was signed, among
others, by the great Maria

Savina who, with Vladimir

Davydov, admired the young ac-
tress's early performances. In
the first and terrible years

of the Russian upheaval, she
rapidly conquered the stage, al-
ready disturbed by opposing
influences. She played tragic
and dramotic roles in the

theater named in the honor of

the late Vera Komissarjevsky,

in the theater of Balieff, in

the studio of the Moscow Art
Theater, in the spectacles of

the Moscow Art Theater itself,
and in the theater of

Sinelnikov. She was marvelous

in the dramatic roles of Ostrovsky,
Tchekhov and Surgutchev, but she
attained the heights when she had
occasion to play in Greek tragedy.
She had already developed a passion
to recite the great works of
Russian poetry. At current exhibit
in the New York Library dedicated
to Stanislavsky and the Moscow
Art Theater, one could find her
name on one of the playbills.
Stanislavsky prepared her for the
role of Eve in the Byron's Cain,
but circumstances external to the
Theater stopped its production,

Larissa Gatova at the
Moscow Art Theater.

already staged. She played in

the poet Kuzmin's play "A knight
who lost the soul of his wife in

a geme with the devil," where
Gatova is the unfortunate wife.

She played also principal roles

in the Russian films. We present
here her photos in the film
"Olessia" based on the text of
Kuprin, with Moscow Art Theater
artists Muratova and Boleslavsky,
and in the film "The Lame Gentleman"
based on the text of Alexis Tolstoy,
with Moscow Art Theater artists
Aslanov and Zeland.

In exile she played leading roles
in Russian theaters in Riga and
Tallin, and on the ephemeral
Russian stage in Paris. But in
exile she developed her unheard
of mastery of the reciting of
Russian poetry.

She was aided by her exceptional
memory. She gave scores of
recitals with a wide repertory
of poetry. She knows by heart
some 3000 pages of the poems
of old and modern Russian
poets from Pushkin to Blok,
from Blok to Kirsanov. Some-
times she introduced in these
recitals her favorite scenes
from the great tragedies. She
recited and played the Medea
of Euripides, Antigone of
Sophocles, Maria Stuart of
Schiller, Sister Beatrice of

Maeterlinck, Catherine of
Ostrovsky. In certain cases
she played two roles, as for
Maria and Elisabeth by Schiller
or Mozart and Salieri by
Pushkin. Nobody listening with
closed eyes could believe that
only one actress was playing
both. She astounded all the
critics by reciting with elfin
ease the poenm "Cinderella" of
Kirsanov which requires sixty
minutes to read-- all without
any note or book.

The word of "genius" was often
uttered about this extraordinary
actress, who today gives us
eighteen masterpieces of classi-
cal Russian poetry. The poems
of Pushkin, Lermontov, Tyutcheff,
Fet, and Nekrassov and several
lines from the artistic prose

of Gogol are included in a
record submitted to the American
public. They are supplemented
by their Russian text and by
English translations.

B.G.
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THE CREATIVE PATH OF
LARISSA GATOVA

Larissa Gatova, without the aid
of special costumes and scenery,
plays alone both roles of Mozart
and Salieri, in the dramatic
poem of Pushkin.

A reveller of genius, Mozart,
and a scientific architect of
music, Salieri, writhing in
envy of Mozart, alternate
before our eyes, making it

seem natural that in the single
body of Gatova reside two souls.

And here something supernatural
occurs. The pilanist seated on
the stage plays twice for Mozart.
But Mozart-Gatova is also here,
in the chair, and his face con-
tinues the fatal game. And no-
body in the audience finds it
strange that Mozart has two
bodies, as the Egyptian mummy
has two souls.

The audience is bewitched by
Gatova, and dares not believe
that someone else is playing
the piano. And the wise,
cunning, tragic face of Salieri
shines like a torch in the
hand of the high priest of the
God of Vengeance: He is full
of compassion for his future
victim, Mozart, but also full of
anxiety to save all composers
from the competition of this
dangerous and crazy genius.

In the "Masquerade" of

Lermontov, Gatove-Nina, in
antique lace lightly gilded,
speaks not only in the weird word
of Lermontov. She speaks as

much in the musical, infinitely
various, and monstrously truth-
ful movements of her fingers and
turns of her shoulders.

Her suffering and faithful soul
finally vanquishes the vindictive
and demoniacal fiendishness of
Arbenin. How did this actress
impersonate a few minutes ago Don
Juan, Leporello, and Donna Anna,
and force us to imagine, without
scenery, a church, a sepulchre,
and the Stony Guest?

Larissa Gatova reaches her
highest point of heroic and
religious power in the
monologue of the Chairman
in the "Feast During the
Plague" of Pushkin, and

in the revelations that she
finds in Alexander Blok.

She re-creates for us the Blok
of the Beautiful Dame, of the
Unknown Lady Stranger, the
Blok of his youth, bewitched by
the philosophy of Vladimir
Soloviev and by the spectral
and sinful city. And also she
re-creates the Blok of the
mysterious thousand years

of Russia, and the Blok resur-
recting the medieval mystics of
the knights in "The Rose and
the Cross," as never was done
before him.

"The Rose and the Cross" of
Gatova could enliven the
knightly stone statues of
the Gothic cathedrals. A
kind of new and elusive kin-
ship with Pushkin is heard
in the rhythm and in the
ring of this noble medieval
poem-mystery of Blok.

The Middle Ages, their

pathos, their supreme self-
renouncement, are perceived
by Pushkin otherwise than

by Blok. But Gatova finds a
trail connecting the two great
poets, and finds in Blok the
heritage of the images of
Pushkin. In the same manner,
many are finding the magic of
the nature images of Rousseau
in Wordsworth and Chateaubriand.

The "Feast During the Plague"

by larissa Gatove reveals itself
as the feast of the millions of
years of life on earth, the
feast of our days in the shadow
of atomic explosions. And
behind the courageous words,
behind the "Ode to Joy" by the
chairman of this ill-omened Feast,
rings not the real "Ode to Joy"
of Schiller and Beethoven, but
the demoniac fugue of irony, the
laugh of Mephistopheles from
the "Mephisto Valse" of Liszt.

Gatova seeks and finds in Blok
and Pushkin the theurgy of an
occult art conjuring &

demoniac and frightful nature.

She reads--or she plays--

(with these both roles being
identical) the words of Tyutcheff
on chaos stirring under tempests
which fell asleep. In the
monologue of Sophocles' Antigone
she challenges the laws of men

in the name of the divine
commands of fraternal love and of
Natural Law.

One can feel her deep religiosity

verified by philosophical thought.
Her creativity is rebellious,
searching for the truth and for
mystery, and full of faith in
occult religion of an Eternal
Beauty. One remembers the thirst
of possession of Beauty of which
Socrates speaks to Diotima in the
"Symposium" of Plato.

The secret of the creative work
of Larissa Gatova lies in the
limitless religious seriousness
with which she has worked for
many years over her voice,
gestures, mimetic art, and in-
tonations. In full command of
her material after long and
diligent application, not for-
getting a single intonation, she
has an elfin ease and freedom.
And she gives freely and lightly
to the spectator all that she
has succeeded in creating.

On the impassable roads of a
Russian exile, as from a mist,
appeared her tragic mask and
rang a voice for whom Tyutcheff,
Pushkin, Blok, -- the magic of
Russian verse--is a mysterious
and eternal cosmic reality.

Her creative art is pierced

by the lights of the prophetic
religion of Beauty and Truth.
In this manner, in the "Symposium"
of Plato, Diomida and Socrates
pass from Beauty to the Supreme
Good. Gatova, in her creative
art, reverentially dedicates
herself to the eternal images
of poets, like the antique
maenad to the ever elusive face
of Dionysus.

Boris Gourevitch

Copyright for Boris
Gourevitoh's articles,
"larigssa Ontova Reads
Russian Poetry," "The
Creative Path of larissa
Gatova," and "The Art of
larissa Gatova,"” as well
as for poems translated
by Boris Gourevitch and
Ise Culpepper, is re-
served to Boris Gourevitoh.
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READ BY LARISSA GATOVA

G. Aronson

AT THE RECITAL OF LARISSA GATOVA

The recital of masterpieces of
prose and poetry, given by the
noted actress L. Gatova was,
without any exaggeration, a
feast of Russian art. Gatova's
reading, or rather her dramatic
interpretation of some of the
best works of Russian literature,
was marked by a deeply spiritual
earnestness, by consummate
artistry and talent.

Thanks to her truly phenomenal
memory, it was easy for Gatova

to carry out the program of

the evening which lasted, with a
short intermission, more than

two hours. But what exquisite
taste went into composing this
program, and how varied it was:
folklore and fairy tales, lyrical
poets and classics, civic subjects
and samples of the most
modernistic poetry, - the program
comprised all of these.

Gatova divided the evening in two
parts: the first devoted to the
Russian landscape, the second to
Russian womanhood. However, the
abundant wealth which she shared
with us at this recital would not
fit into the limits within which
the actress tried conscientiously
to maintain herself. It would be
wrong to define the impression
received by the listener as a
merely aesthetic appreciation of
the beauty of the Russian word

in poetry and prose. This im-
pression went deeper. Without
embellishments, we must emphasize
the ennobling nature of the

cause which L. Gatova serves.

Among the works she recited in

the first part of the evening,

we shall name besides Pushkin,
Tyutcheff, Lermontov, Bunin, —
some of Fet's masterpieces,
presented in a strikingly novel
light, "Wordlessness' by Balmont,—
sharply expressive, carved as it
were, poems by O. Mandelstamm and
Pasternak, an eccentric gypsy-like
poem by Selvinsky "Dark alleys",
"Three sisters" by V. Khlebnikov,
full of poetic: finds and genuine
originality, and D. Klenovsky's
religious pantheistic poem

"Light is burning in me and above
me"., Poetry alternated with prose
excerpts, uncovering the soul of
the Russian landscape, - excerpts
from Ostrovsky's "Snow White",
from Remizov's "The four seasons
of the year", from Gogol, all of
them recited by Gatova with

great power and artistic brilliancy.
She also read poems by George
Ivanov, inspired by Lermontov's
"A11 alone I go out on the road",
and the first section closed with
Blok's "On the Kulikovo battle-
field", a poem which won exceptional
applause of the audience.

The second part of the evening
opened with a masterly rendering
of Lukeriya's dream from "The
living relics" by Turgenev,

and with the dialogue of Kupava
and the Tsar from "Snow White"
by Ostrovsky.

Then, with great feeling and
restraint, Gatova read the
letter of Tatiana, and the
evening ended with Nekrassov's
"Russian Women" which, rendered
by Gatova, always come to a
new life and bring a new
enchantment.

"Novoye Russkoye Slovo".
December 17, 1952

"The day" ("Der Tog"),
December 21, 1952.

L. Feinberg
PUSHKIN AND BLOK ON BROADWAY

(On the occasion of & recital of
Russian poetry by larissa Gatova).

I can hardly imagine a stranger
place for reciting poems by
Pushkin and mystical verses

by Blok than on Broadway,




in the center of New York.

And nevertheless for several
days already I have been under
the spell of the marvelous
evening which I spent in a
small salon of a New York
hotel in which the noted
Russian actress Larissa
Gatova recited a cycle of
poems of great Russian poets.

It is difficult to communicate
the impression made by these
Russian poems rendered by

that talented actress with so
much finesse, such tender
lyricism and with a compelling,
extatical pathos.

The movingly lyrical song of
Fet's admirable lines,
"Whispering, Timid breathing.

A nightingale's trills{" echoes
in your ears, and you feel a
nostalgic breath of youtn which
passed forever - and of old time
Russia.

And now a tragic struggle of the
Russian people against the
Tartar yoke comes to life
before you, evoked by the genius
of the great poet Alexander
Blok in his immortal poem "On
the Kulikovo battlefield."

And I remember the face of the
late poet himself as I saw him
in 1918 reciting before a large
audience of revolutionary Moscow
his famous poem "The Twelve".
And it seems to me that a whole
century, and not 34 years,
passed since that day...

You are still under the unfor-
gettable charm of Blok's poetry,
when Gatova, with her bewitching
voice and admirable play of her
face and hands already introduces
you into a different world, the
world of Nekrassov's "Russian
Women", those tragical heroines,
the wives of the Decembrist
revolutionaries who, in 1826,
followed their husbands to
faraway Siberia.

One image succeeds another,

one poem after another bewitches
you, and when you recover from
the overpowering emotion, you
suddenly realize that you are
sitting in a hotel in New York,
among a hundred of Russian
intellectunls assembled there
who, like you yourself, came
here to relive together and,
possibly, recapture the feelings
of the youth gone forever, the

memory of Russia forever veiled
and obscured...

A1l our gratitude goes to the
marvelous Larissa Gatova for
these admirable two hours of
spiritual feast which, in this
prosaic New York, I spent with
her and, thanks to her, in the
company of Pushkin, Lermontov,
Blok, Tyutcheff, Nekrassov and
Turgenev.

These two hours I am going to
remember for a very long time.

NOVOYE RUSSKOYE SLOVO,
December 11, 1952.

Boris Gourevitch
THE ART OF L. GATOVA

larissa Gatova's recitals of
Russian poetry are soO Very
uncommon that it is not easy for
me to discover the nature of

the deep artistic enjoyment
which possesses the audience.

Her recitals do not belong

to the realm of ordinary

to the theater, Gatova acts

with her voice, her facial
expressions, the movements

of her body, her hands and
shoulders. She plays in the
manner of the religious nysteries
of old. She throws away all
that is unsuited to the theater,
-- frigid Parnassian poems, the
dead beauty of description. By
instinct she reunites and sets
side by side poems pierced
through by the flaming thread of
a common emotion. It seems that
she creates a living unity from
several borrowed poems-- as the
poet creates his poem out of
words.

Gatova plays both Mozart and
Salieri, as if her body were
possessed by two souls. And
the spectator forgets that
there are not two artists
before him. This magic
ability of taking from every
hero the inner sanctum of
his feelings and passions,
and of forcing everybody
to forget that one single
actress plays for two,
creates miracles. Blok's
"The Rose and the Cross",
emizov's "The tragedy of
udas, prince of Iscariot",
ophocles' "Antigone"
ive Gatova the occasion to
hrow out the heavy material

nature of the heroes and to
preserve only the masks of

thelr passions, by speaking
and playing for two heroes.

Gatova is obsessed by Russia,
by the Russian past, by the
mystery of the Russian spirit.
When she recites Blok's "On
the Kulilkovo battlefield",
she undergoes a real rein-
carnation. The enigmatic,
priestly struggle with

the alien, Tartar spirit be-
comes eternal, inextinguish-
able, present day reality.

Gatova seldom reads from

Blok's early work of the

period of "The Fair Dane"

when the poet was under
Soloviev's influence.

She feels herself infinitely
nearer to Blok the minstrel

of love's mystery, and seer

of the enigmas of suffering
which expresses itself in

song, Blok who peoples

the lanes of ghostly

Petersburg with shades of
romantics, troubadours,
personages of the Italian
comedy. She unrolls side by
side, like two carved rosaries
of different epochs, six poems
of Blok on love and despair,

and six poems of Essenin on similar
subjects. She unmasks at will in
"The Twelve" of Blok the
coarseness and the passion of the
revolutionary mob.

Gatova's great love is natural-
ly Pushkin. When her recital
fell on the date of Pushkin's
death, she recited by heart

an article devoted to the
poet's memory which appeared

in a newspaper on the day of
tragedy, and we all communed
with her sharing again the
grief of Russia. Pushkin's

A Feast during the Plague" and
"The Prophet" are for me Gatova's
highest achievement.

Strong and original is her
manner of playing Nekrassov. It
is difficult to listen unmoved
to her rendering of "Russian
wWomen." An American professor
of Russian literature sees in
the poem "Whether riding at night
on a street in the darkness"

the most beautiful of all the
images created by Gatova.

Tyutcheff, Ostrovsky, Turgenev,
Bunin, the new poets--from
Essenin to the émigré Klenovsky...
In all of them Gatova avidly

3

seeks and finds lines trembling
with life, passion, sorrow and
wisdom, she gives herself up to
them, as though in the trance of
some Delphic inebriation.

I cannot forget, and remember
agein the millenary majesty of
Blok's "Ravenna" as recited by
Gatova.

Alexander Pushkin
(1799-1837)

Miednyi Vsadnik
The Bronze Horseman

A tale of Petersburg
1833
Introduction.

Before the wilderness of waves,

Invoking thinking full of
greatness,

He stood and peered into space.

The river drifted very broadly.

A poor and solitary skiff

Was seen while scudding on the
river.

Upon its swampy, mossy shores

Appeared a few poor, blackish
shacks--

The shelters of the pitiable
natives;

The sun was hidden by the clouds,

The woods, untouched by rays of
light,

Were howling under the wind.

And thought He:

From hither shall we threaten
Sweden.

A city will be laid and built

In spite of our haughty neighbor.

And nature's destiny for us:

To meke & window on Europe,

To put the foot on the seashore.

Ships of the world will visit us

Over these waves for them
unknown ;

There will be feasts in this wide
space.

One century. The youthful city,

Miracle and beauty of the North,

Arose in pride, and stood in
splendour

Both from the derkness of the
woods

And from the swamps of endless
marshes.

There, where the Finnish fisher-
man,

A mournful stepson of the forest,
Alone on the lowland of the shores
Cast his decrepit old fish-net
Into unknown somber waters,

-- On the bright, vivacious, board-
walks

Are crowded sightly edifices

Of towers and of palaces; the ships

In crowds, from far-lying countries

Are rushing to the wealthy wharves.

Neva is clothed in granite;

The bridges hang over the waters;

The gardens in the darkest green

Are far and near over the islands.

01d Moscow became so -dim

Before the young and reigning

city,--
0ld widow in her porphyry
Before the consort of the Tsar.

I love you, work of the great Peter,

I love your stern, well-fashioned
face,

The river's streams majestic flow,

Granite of shores on the Neva,

Cast-iron pattern of enclosures,

Trensparent twilight, moonless
shine

Of thoughtful nights in which I can

Both write and read without light.

The heaps of sleeping streets are
clear,

Deserted in the night, and bright

Is the Admiralty spire.

One dawn hastens to replace

Another dawn, in preventing

The night from climbing in the
golden sky,

The night endures for half an hour.

I like the frost and air immovable

Of the ferocious winter days,

The girls with rosy dazzling faces,

The glitter, noise, and talks of
balls.

And in the hour of the party

Among the bachelors, at night,

The fizzle of all the foamy
goblets,

And the blue flame of the punch-
bowl.

I like the martial animation

Of the parades on the Field of
Mars,

The monotony and the beauty

0of infantry and of the horses;

In their well-shaped, rippled
ranks

The shreds of the victorious
banners,

And radiance of the copper caps,

Shot through and through on
Russian battlefields.

I love, O martial capital,

Your fortress's thunder and the
smoke

When the Tsarina of the North

Confers a son to the Tsar's
house,

Or if a victory in war

Is celebrated by the Russians,

Or when, by breaking bluish ice,

Neva bears it straight to the
seas,




Neva exults and feels the spring.

Appear in beauty, Peter's city,

And stand foursquare as Russia
stands.

Let peace descend on elements

Of nature vanquished here by
Peter.

Let Finnish waves at last forget

Both enmity and ancient capture,

And not disturb by pointless spite

The eternal repose of Peter.

Once happened a frightful time...

And its remembrance still is
fresh...

My friends, I shall begin for you

A narrative of these events.

My story will be sad and mournful.

Translated by
Boris Gourevitch
and
Lee Culpepper.

A. C. RYHIENH

MEJHHA BCAJIMK.

HeTeplSyprcxas mosecThe

BCTYILIEHHE

Ha Gepery nycrumnnx soxs
Crosn om, AyM BeINKHX NOAN,
H szaas rasgen. Ilpex mmm mmpoxo
Pexa mecaacs; Genmumil wexm
Ho meik crpemmacs oammORO.

Mo mmmcrmm, ronxum Geperam
Yepnean msbu spechk H TaM,
pmor yGororo wyxomga;
H nec, memexommii nxyuam
B rymane cnparamEoro coasya,
Kpyrom mywmen.

H ayman om:
Orceas rposmrs mu Gyaem mseny.
3aecs Gyaer ropoa sanomen
Ha sno maamemmomy coceay.
Hpupoxoii saecs mam cymaexHo
B Espony npopy6urs oxmo;
Horowo reepaoi crars npm mope.
Ciona mo HOBMM HM BOAHAM
Bce ¢aarm B rocrs Gyayr x Ham
H sanmpyem ma npocrope.

Mpomno cro xer, m ¥oHsl rpax,
IMoxmomamx cTpan kpaca M AMBO,
M3 temm necos, m3 ronm Grar
Boanecca mmmso, ropaeanso;
T'ae npexae ¢puuckmit puiboios,
IMevansumii NACKHOK NPHPOIW,
Ozun y mmsxux Geperos
Bpocan B HeBenomuie BoAM
Cpoli BeTxmit HeBOA, HHEHEC Tam
Ilo omusnenamm Geperam
I'pomanst crpoiinsie Tecuaves
Jsopuor m Gamcu; xopaGan
Toanos co Bcex KOHYWOB 3€MAH
K Gorarim npmcTaHaM CTPeMITCA;
B rpamur oxcnaca Hesa;

MocTi MOBHCAH Haj BOZAVM;

TemuoseneHNME CAAAMH

Ee noxpuamce ocrposa,

M nepex maamweio croamyei
Iomepxna crapan Mocksa
Kax nepen momoio yapuyei
Mopduponocnan Baova.

Jw6mo rebn, Ilerpa Toopenue,
JIwoGnio TROW CTPOrMiL, CTPORNLIA BHI
Hesu aepmxannoc Tedensc,
Beperonoi ee rpanur,

Teonx orpax ysop uyrymiuii,

TeoBx 3aAyMUYMBLIX HOYCH

Ipospaunsii cympax, Gicck
Geanyuusui,

Koraa n » xommare moeii

Mumy, uwraro Ges nammaiu.

M scem cnmigne TrpoMajbi

IMycruunux yauy, u cseria

Anmupanreiickas muraa,

M me nycxan TeMy HOUHYIO

Ha sonorme meleca,

Oama paps CMeHHTE APYTy

Cnemmr, xas mous nonuaca.

Jhobmo smmm TeOEH Mecroxoi

Heaswxunit BOSAYX H MOpO3,

Ber camox saoas Hesw mmpoxoi,

Jlesuusu Amga spue po3

M Gaecx m mym u rosop Garos,
A B 9ac NEpYmMKH XOJIOCTOR
Illunense nesmcrmix Goxaxos
M nymma naamess roayGoii.
J106110 BOHHCTBEHHYIO MKHBOCTH
Moremnmx Mapcoswx moxei,
Iexoramx parteil W xomei

yo =p by
B mx crpoiino 3ubiemom crpoio
Jlockytsn cux 3uames moGeammix,
Cummpe manox PTHX MEAHBIX,
npocTp s Goo.
Jio6mo0, BOEHHAN CTONMEA,
Tsoeit TBEpPALIEM AWM H [POM,
Koraa moamomnan gapuga
Jlapyer cmHa B UapckWil aoM,
Mam noGeay max sparom
Poccus cHOBa TOpIKECTBYeT,
Hau, B310Mas CBOH CHHMH AeX,
Hesa x mopam ero mecer,
U uyn pemmw auE, JHKyeT.

Kpacyiics, rpax Ilerpos, m croit
Hexone6umo xax Poccma.
Ja ymmpurcs e ¢ roGoi
U nobemaennas cTHXHA;
Bpamay M niem CTapHHEBIK cBoit
Myers soanm ¢uuckue sabyayr
M rigernoi 3noboro me Gyayr
Tpesoxuts seunsiit con Ierpa!

Buaa ymacuas nopa. ..
O6 ueit cBEXKO BOCNOMMHAHBC. ..
06 nei, APyssA MOHW, AJXA Bac
Hauny csoe nosecTsoBaHbe.
Ilegaren Gyier Mol pacckas.

A Poem by
Alexander Pushkin

I Loved You Once

Ya Was Liubil

T Toved you once, nor can this
heart be quiet:

For it would seem that love still
lingers here;

But do not you be further troubled
by it;

I would in no wise hurt you, oh,
my dear.

Alexander Pushkin
Excerpt from the first canto of
the Poem

"Ruslan and Ludmila"

At the Carved Seashore/ At
"Lukomorye"/ At the Fairy
Seaside Forest/

A green oak is standing at the
curved seashore;

A golden chain rings this green
oak.

And day and night a learned
tomcat

Is running around on this chain.

When he goes to right he winds
& song,

When he goes to left, a fairy
tale.

There are the wonders: the wood-
goblin is roving,

A mermaid is sitting on a branch;

There, on the unknown paths,

There are the spoors of unseen
beasts.

A hut so small, on chicken feet,

Is standing without doors and

windows;

The dale and forest are full of
visions;

At the dawn, the sea waves will
run over

The boardwalk, empty, full of
sand.

And thirty knights of splendid
beauty

In turn appear from the clear
sea,

With their maritime undertutor.

Alexander Pushkin

Thou and You¥*

Ty 1 Vy

By a slip of the tongue she
replaced

The empty you by the cordial
thou,

And aroused in my amorous
soul

All visions of happiness.

I am standing in a reverie,
I cannot take my eyes from
her;

I loved you without hope, a mute
offender;
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What jealous pangs, what shy
despairs I knew!

A love as deep as this, as true,
as tender,

God grant another may yet offer
you.

(1829)

Translated by Babette Deutsch.
"The Poems, Prose and Plays of

In passing by, a prince will
capture

A redoubtable and terrible king;

There in the clouds in sight of
the crowd,

Through the forests and through
the seas,

A sorcerer carries a robust
hero;

A princess grieves in darkest
dungeon,

And the brown faithful wolf
attends her.

An ogress in a giant mortar

Is going, wandering without feet,

And King Kashtchey pines on his
treasure.

There is a Russian spirit, smell
of Russia.

And I was there, I drank the
mead ;

I saw beside the shore the oak so
green,

I sat beneath, and the learned
tomeat

Recounted me his fairy tales.

I remember one: and this same tale

I shall disclose the world around.

(1817-1820)

Trauslated by
Boris Gourevitch
and
Lee Culpepper

I say to her, "How nice you
arel"
But I think, "How I love

thou!"
(1828)

*In Russian, tender feelings
among lovers, kin and close
friends are expressed by the
pronoun ty (thou).

Translated by
Boris Gourevitch
and
Lee Culpepper

Alexander Pushkin," Selected
and Edited by Avrahm Yarmolinsky.

The Modern Library, Random House,
New York.

A. C. NYHEHH

$1 sac mobun: moGosb eme, GuTs MOXeT,
B nywe moeit yracna ue coBcem;
Ho nycrs ona Bac Gosbille He TPEBOMMT;
S He X04y NMeYaNHTh BAC HHYEM.
A pac mobun GeamonsHo, Ge3HaAONKHO,
To pobocTbio, TO PEBHOCTHIO TOMHM;
51 Bac mOGKHA TAK HCKPEHHO, TAK HEMHO,
Kak pait Bam Gor moGumoil Gurs ApyrMM.

A. C. IYNENH

PYCIAH 1 IDJMUIJA .

/O0Tp:uBOK M3 mepBot necuu/.

NOCBATNENIE

Jas Bac, xymn moeii gapngs,
Kpacasugs, a1a sac ogmmnx
Bpemen munysmnx mebuaagws,

B wacm pocyroe sosormx,

MMoa monor crapmam Goaramsoi,
Pykow sepmoii a nncax;

Ilpaunre x sut moii Tpya mrpasuii!
Hu wsnx me rpebys noxnax,
Cuacrans yx s magexzoli caaxxoi,
Yro zesa ¢ rpenerom xiobnm
[locuorpar, moxer Gurs, yxpuaxos
Ha necan rpemnwe mon.

NECHb NEPBAA

Y nayxomopea xy6 senemsiii;
Bnaras gens ma ayGe Tom:
U nuem m HOURIO XOT yuemw
Beé xopmr nmo gemm xpyrom;.
Hzer manpaso — necus 3ameaur,
Haneso — crasxy rosopmr.

Tam uyneca: Tam zemmic Gpoxur,
Pycanxa ma mermax cajar;
Tam Ha HeBenoOMMX XOpomEAX
Crean HeBHMAIMEMX 3mepei;
HMsbymka raM Ha KypsSEXx HOMKEX
Cromr Gea oxom, Ges amepeii;
Tam nec B AR BERCHEN HOXMLL
Tam o 3ape NPEXALHYT BOANM
Ha Gper necuamwmii = myctpi,
U tpuagars BETEpel SpexpacmMx
Upenoit H3 BOX BMXOXSY SCHAX,
M ¢ nuME guAsxs WX sOpCmed;
Tau xoporesmy ummexemee

Ilrenser rpoanoro yaps;

Tam B o6nrakax mepen HapoAoOM
Yepes neca, uepes mops

Konnys mecer Gorarmps:

B remuuge Tam pgapessa TymmT,

A Gypuiii BOaK el BEpHO CAYMNT}
Tam cryna ¢ Ba6ow froi

Hper, 6pener cama coboii;

Tam paps Kamei max snarom waxmer:
Tam pyccxmii ayx... ram Pycnio maxmew!
M ram s 6un, m mex s mun;

Y mops smpen ny6 sememmiin;

IMon mmm cmpen, ® KOT ywemsni




Cson mue cxasxm rosopma.
Oxny m nommwo: cxasxy pry
Ilosexawo Temeps = csery...

A. C. IYHIRNH

TH = BR

Mycroe ss! cepuevHuM ‘mu
Ona, ofmonBsch, Samexnna
M sce cuacTiMBHE MeWTH
B gyme smoGnexuoit BosGyanna.
Mpen Heit sagymumso CTO0;
Ceectn oueit ¢ Hee HeT CHAM;
M robopio eif: ¢xaKk oo MHHly
M mpicmo: «xak me6a moGmols

A Poem by
Alexander Pushkin

Winter Evening
Zimniy Vetcher

Storm-clouds dim the sky; the

terpest

Weaves the snow in patterns
wild;

Like a beast the gale is
howling,

And now wailing like a child;

On the worn old roof it rustles

The piled thatch, and then
again

Like a traveler belated

Knocks upon the window-pane.

Sad and dark our shabby cottage,
Indoors not a sound is heard;
Nanny, sitting at the window,
Can't you give me just a word?
What is wrong, dear? Are you
wearied

By the wind, so loud and rough?
Or the buzzing of your distaff--
Has that set you dozing off?

A Poem by
Alexander Pushkin

Elegy
Elegia

The mirth, now dead, that once
was madly bubbling,

Like fumes of last night's cups
is vaguely troubling;

Not so the griefs that to those
years belong:

Like wine, I find, with age
they grow more strong.

My path is bleak--before me
stretch my morrows:

A tossing sea, foreboding toil
and sorrows.

A Poem of
Alexander Pushkin

To Kern

I remember the instant of marvel

K Kern
Ya Pomniu Tchudnoie
Mgnovenye

I remember the instant of marvel:
You appeared alone before me,

Like a fugitive, fleeting vision,
Like a spirit of innocent beauty.

In the languor of hopeless sadness,
In the agitation of the noisy

bustle,

Long I remembered your voice so
tender,

And dreamed of your beloved dearest
face.

The years were passing. The restless
gust of tempests

Dispersed all my former dreams,

Let us drink, dear old companion,

You who shared my sorry start;

Get the mug and drown our troubles;

That's the way to cheer the heart.

Sing the ballad of the titmouse

Who beyond the seas was gone,

Or the song about the maiden

Fetching water just at dawn.

Storm-clouds dim the sky; the
tempest

Weaves the snow in patterns wild;
Like a beast the gale is howling,
And now wailing like a child.

Let us drink, dear old companion,
You who shared my sorry start;

Get the mug and drown our troubles;
That's the way to cheer the heart.

(1825)

Translated by Babette Deutsch.
"The Poems, Prose and Plays of
Alexander Pushkin," Selected and
Edited by Avrahm Yarmolinsky.

The Modern Library, Random House,
New York.

And yet I do not wish to die,
be sure;

I want to live--think, suffer,
and endure;

And I shall know some savor of
elation

Amidst the cares, the woes, and
the vexation:

At times I shall be drunk on
music still,

Or at a moving tale my eyes will

£113;

And, as sad dusk folds down about
my story,

Love's farewell smile may shed a
parting glory.

(1830)

And I forgot your voice so tender,
And your celestial, finest face.

In a solitary place, in the darkness
of reclusion,

Were passing slowly my days,

Without inspiration, life and godhead,

Without tears, without love.

But an awakening nears my spirit,
And you again appear to me,

Like a fugitive, tender vision,
A spirit beautiful and pure.

My heart is throbbing in ecstasy,

And here for it there live anew

The inspiration, and the godhead,

And tears, and life, and love
itself.

(1825)

Translated by
Boris Gourevitch
and
Lee Culpepper

i. C. IYIIENH

Buuunft sewep
Byps mraon ne6o xpoer,

To mo xposne o6sermanoit
Bapyr conomoilt samymnr,
To, kax nyTHuk 3anoazanmit,
K Ham B OKOWIKO 3acTyumT.

Hama perxas nawyxka
H newansHa, W TeMHa,
Uro e T, MOA CTapymika,
MNpuymonxna y oxua?
Hnu Gypu 3apuipaHbem
T, Mot Apyr, yromnena,
HMonu ppemnems nog xydoKaHbem
Caoero meperena?

Bumnsem, 106pas noapyxa
Bemolt 1onocTH Moeil,
Bunsem ¢ rops; rae e Kpywxa?
Cepnuy Gyner seceneit.
Crioit mHe mecw10, KaK CHHHUA
TuXo 3a MOpeM wna;-
Cnoit mHe necwio, xak aesuua
3a sonoit noyrpy wna.

Byps mrnow ue6o xpoer,
Buxpn chexaise KpyTa.
To, kak 3seps, OHa 3aBoer,
To 3annaver, KaK auTs.
Bunsem, 1o6pas noapywxa
Beanoit wonocrit moeit,
Bunbem ¢ rops; rie xe Kpywka?
Cepany Gyaer seceneit.

Translated by Babette Deutsch.
"The Poems, Prose and Plays of
Alexander Pushkin," Selected

and Edited by Avrahm Yarmolinsky.

The Modern Library, Random House,
New York.
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A. C. IYMENHR

Baernx
BesyMHmX et yracuee Becense
Mue TSDKeN0, KaK CMyTHOE MOXMesbe.
Ho, Kax BiHO —nevans munyBmmx anett
B moelt gyme wem crape, Tem cunnmelt.

Mokt nyms yuun, Cyaur mue Tpyn u rope

Ipspymero sonnyemoe Mope.
Ho ne xouy, o apyru, ymupars;

auom X04y, 4rol MBCTHTL H CTPajaTsh,

Befla, mMHe CyAyT HaChDKACHBR
Mex rop 3abor u Tp
Topoit onsrs rapmonmelt ynsiocs,
Hax 60;

H, moxucer Guirs—Ha Mol saKar newannHu

B, moboss y it

A. C. NYNEHH

E A. I. Eepu
51 NoMHIO YyAHOE MrHOBeHbe:
TMepeno mHoM mBHNAcH TH,
Kax mumosernoe Buaense,
Kax renuit ancroit xpacorst.

B rpycTH
B Tpesorax mymmuo#t cyersi.
3pyyan MHe J0/Ir0 roIoc HEWMbl,
M cunmics mubie HepTH.

LWinn rops. Bypb nopsie MsTexusiif
Paccesn npexcine meuThi,
N a 3a6bin TBON ronoc mexuwii,
Tsou HeGecHbie YepTh.

B raymm, Bo mpake 3atodenbs
TAHYMNCH THXO AHI MOK
Bes GoykectBa, 6e3 BIOXHOBEHDS,
Bea caes, Ges »unaii, Ges mobsi.

Aywe wacrano npobyxiense:
U Bor onaTe smBuAachL TH,
Kak mimonernoe pitaenne,
Kak renuit uncroit xpacorsi.

U cepaue Gberca B ynocuse,
W nas Hero BocKpec.n BHOBB

H Gowectso, 1t BAOXHOBeHbBE,
H »usub, 1 creast, 1 moboss.

A Poem by
Alexander Pushkin
The Prophet

Prorok

Athirst in spirit, through the

gloon
Of an unpeopled waste I
blundered,

And saw a six-winged seraph loom
Where the two pathways met and

sundered.

He laid his fingers on my eyes:
His touch lay soft as slumber

lies, --

And like an eagle's, his crag shaken,
Did my prophetic eyes awaken.

Upon my ears his fingers fell

And sound rose--stormy swell on

swell:

I heard the spheres revolving,

chiming,

The angels in their soaring sweep,
The monsters moving in the deep,

A Poenm of
Alexander Pushkin

I Built for Me a Monument
not Made by Human Hands

Ya Pamiatnik Siebie Vozdvig
Nerukotvornyi

Exegi monumentum,

I built for me a monument not made
by human hands,

The people's trail to it will never
disappear;

And its indocile head ascended
higher

Than the Alexandria Pillar.

I shall not wholly die--my spirit
in the sacred lyre

Survives my dust, escaping from
decay;

I shall be glorified while in the
world subiunar

The last among the poets lives.

My fame will spread throughout all
Great Russia,

My name will ring in all existing
tribes,

By proud sons of Slavs, by Finns ’
by the Tungus

Still savage, and by steppes-
loving Kalmyk.

The green vine in the valley
climbing.

And from my mouth the seraph wrung

Forth by its roots my sinful tongue;

The evil things and vain it babbled

His hand drew forth and so effaced,

And the wise serpent's tongue he
placed

Between my lips with hand blood-
dabbled;

And with a sword he clove my breast,

Plucked out the heart he made beat
higher,

And in my stricken bosom pressed

Instead a coal of living fire.

Upon the wastes, a lifeless clod,

I lay, and heard the voice of God:

"Arise, oh, prophet, watch and
hearken,

And with my Will thy soul engird,

Roam the gray seas, the roads that
darken,

And burn men's hearts with this,
my Word."

(1826)

For long the folk will cherish me,
because

Good feelings were awakened by my
lyre,




In our cruel time I raised my voice
for freedom,

And I appealed for mercy to the
fallen.

0 Muse! Obey divine volition:

Fear not affronts, not asking for
a crown,

Accepting praise and slander as
they come,

And never contradict a stupid
man.

(1836)
Translated by
Boris Gourevitch
and
Lee Culpepper

Translated by Babette Deutsh.
"The Poems, Prose and Plays of
Alexander Pushkin," Selected

and Edited by Avrahm Yarmolinsky.

The Modern Library, Random House,
New York.

A. C. IYMEEH
IIpopox

JlyXoBHOH KO0 TOMHM,
y P i 3
M mectukpuinuit cepadum
Ha nepenyTsi MHe SBHICS;
TMepcramm nerkuMu, KaK COH,
MouX SeHWI| KOCHYNCA OH:
OTBep3NTHCHL BemHe 3EHHIM,
Kak y ucnyrannoit opmmist.
Moux yme#t xocuyncs oH,
M X HanONHWI WyM H SBOH:
H Buan s Heba copporaHsbe,
H ropuuit anrenos nosner,
M rap mopcimx moasomHuit Xon,
W ponsedt nosu npossbanve.
M oH K ycram MOMM MPHHHK
n BHPBAN rpemHbi Mol AWK
"

M Xano Mmyapusa smen
B ycra samepmne MOH

y

M on MHe rpyns paccex medem,

M cepaue TpenerHoe BHHYN,

U yras, neutaloumi oruem,

Bo rpyas OTBEPCTYIO BOABHHYI.

Kak Tpyn, B NyCThiHe 5 JIeXKa,

M Gora rnac Ko MHe BO33Baj:

«BoccTanb, MPOPOK, H BHXAb, H BHEMIM,
Hcnonnuck Boneio moek

U, obxonst MOps M 3emaH,

Tnarosnom Xri cepaua mopeds

A. C. IYHNEHHK
Exzegl monumentum.

51 namaTHUK ceGe BOSABHT HEPYKOTBOPHBIM,
K memy me 3apacter mapoanas Tpona,
Bosseccs Bbilé OH rAaBOIO HETIOKOPHOH

A rexcanapuiickoro cToana.

Her, Bech a He ympy — Ayla 8 3aBETHOH AHpE

Moit mpax nepesuser H TAeHbs ybemur —

H carasen 6yay fi, AOKOAD B fIOAAYHHOM MHpPE
HKus 6yzer xoTp OAHR MHHT.

Cayx o060 mue mpoiizer mo nceit Pycn seankoii;

M nasoser meHs Bcak CyuuH B Heit A3bBIK,

U ropamii BHyK cAaBAW, M (QHHH, H HbiHe AHKOH
Tyurys, u apyr creneil KaAMbIK.

U aoaro 6yay Tem Alobesen s Hapoay,

Yro uyscTsa zobpbie A AHPOH npobymaan,

Yro B MOi MXECTOKHHl BEK BOCCAABHA A cBoGoay
U MurocTp X MagmHM NPU3BIBAA.

Beaennio 6omuio, o Mysa, 6yap mocAymsa,

O6uant He cTpamach, He Tpebysa Bewua,

XBary H KAEBETY TIDHEMAH DaBHOAYIIHO,
He ocmopuBal TAymya.

A Poem of
F. Tyutcheff
(1803-1873)

Tears
Sliozy

Human tears, o human tears,

You are flowing at the first and
latest hour.

You are flowing unknown, you are
flowing unseen,

A Poem by
F. Tyutcheff

Silence
Silentium

Be silent, hide yourself, conceal

Your feelings and your dreams as
well!

Let them in the depth of the soul

Rise and set like the stars,

Like the clear stars in the night:

Admire them all remaining silent!

How can the heart unburden itself?

How can another understand you?

How could he know what you are
living through?

A Poem of
Mikhail Lermontov
(1814-1841)

Alone I Go Out to the Highway
Vikhoju Odin Ya na Dorogu

Alone I go out to the highway;

Through the mists a flinty highway
glitters;

The night is still. The desert
hears the godhead,

And a star is speaking to a star.

In the heavens are solemnity and
marvel!

The earth is sleeping in the sky-
blue sheen...

Whence comes my feeling of pain
and sorrow?

Is it a regret? an expectation?

I have no hopes of anything from
life,

And nothing I regret in years
that passed;

Inexhaustible, incalculable,

You are flowing like streams of
rain

In the lonely autumn, in the
hours of night.

Translated by
Boris Gourevitch
and
Lee Culpepper

All thoughts when uttered are lies.

Blasting the springs will only
trouble them:

Be assuaged by them, remaining

silent.

Only be able to live in you your-
self:

There is in your soul a world
entire

Of mysteriously-magical thoughts;
They can be deadened by external

noise,

They can be blinded by diurnal
rays:

Hark to their song, remaining
silent.

(1833) Translated by

Boris Gourevitch
and
Lee Culpepper

I only search for freedom and for
rest!

I would forget myself and fall
asleep.

But not in the cold sleep of
the graveyeard...

I would like to sleep forever

In such a way that the living
powers

Drowse in me, and slow swells
my breast.

And by cherishing both night and
day my hearing,

A sweet voice would sing for me
of love,

And the dark and ever-verdant oak,

Bending over me, forever rustles.

(18h41)
Trenslated by
Boris Gourevitch
and
Lee Culpepper

®. H. TOTYER
CJIE3BI
Coeant 0, ciess
JIserech BH paHHell W ToaxHe# mopoi,
JIberech GeapBCTHHA, JbETECh HE3PHMELA,
HencTomMMbA, HEHCIHCTHMbBIA,
JIserech, KAKD JBIOTCA CTPYH ROMIEBHA

B% OCeHb riyXyio, MOPO0 HOYHOH.
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®. H. TIOTYER

SILENTIUM
Monun, ckpuiBafica ¥ Tam
Y uyscrBa W meurn cBom!
TMyckait B» RywesHo#t rayGuirk
U BcxonaTs M 3alayTs owb,
Kaxs 3pbaiul ACHHA Bb HOYH:
JlioGy#ica uMu 1 Monun!

Kaxs cepiiy BHCKasaTh ce6a?
Jpyromy kaxs noHath Te6a?
To#tMers aM OHB, YbMB TH MUBEWs ?
MuICIb M3DEYCHHAA €CTh JIOMb.
Baphiasi, BO3MYTHIIE KIOYM :
Turafica umu 0 Moaum |

JImms xuTh BB camoms ceGB ywbit:
Ecre whasit Mips BB Ayws TBOEH
TanHCTBEHHO-BOAMEGHBXD AYMB;
HIXb 3ariiylliTh HADYMKHLH WIyMs,
JueBnnie ocHBOATS Jy4M:

BauMalt uxs TBHbIO ¥ MouM |

M.10.AEPMOHTOB
1

Buxoxy aans s Ha opory;

CKBO3b TYMaH KDEMHHCTHA nyTh GJECTHT;
Houb Thxa. IMycTaus sHemaer Gory,

U sseana c 3Be3/0I0 TOBOPHT.

B HeGecax TOpXeCTBEHHO M uyamo!
CnHT 3eMAR B CHAHbH roayGoM...

Yro e mHe Tak GOJBHO W TaK TpyaHo?
JKay ab uero? xanelo AH O yeM?

VX He XAy OT XHSHH HHuero %,
H He Xanb MHE NPOLLIOrO HHYYTH;
Sl mmy csofoas B moxosl

Sl G xoTen 3a6HTLCA H 3aCHYTb!

4

Ho He TeM XOJOAHMM CHOM MOTHAH...
5l 6 menan HaBeKH TaK SaCHYTS,
Y7106 B rpyAH APEMAanH XHIHH CHAM,
Yro6, Amila, BIINMANECH THXO TPYAS;

5
Yro6, BCIO HOYL, BECh NeHb MOR cayx Jejes,
Mpo M0GoBL MHe CRafKHA roaoc med,

Hano muoRt urof, BeuHo 3esewes,
Temunfi ay6 CKAOHAJCA H LIyMen.

A Poem by
Mikhail Lermontov

Angel
Angel

An Angel was soaring through Heav'n
in the Night

And singing a song in his flight.

The Moon and the Stars, and the
Clouds in array

Were list'ning in awe to his lay.

He sang of the Spirits who, sinless
and bless'd

In Gardens of Bliss dwell in rest;

He sang of the God who is Great
and Austere,

And true was his praise, and
sincere.

A Poem of
Mikhail Lermontov

The Sail
Parus

The lonesome sail grows white

In the sky-blue mist of the sea.

What is it seeking in the far-
lying country?

What did it cast off in its old
home?

The waves are playing--the wind
is whistling,

And the mast is bending and it
creaks...

Poem by
A A, Fet
(1820.2892)

A Whisper
Shopot

A whisper. A timid breathing.

The trills of the nightingale.

Silvery ondulations

Of the sleepy brook.

The nocturnal light as well as
shadows,

Shadows without end.

A Poem of
A. A. Fet

The Night Was Radiant
Siala Notch
The night was radiant. The moon
filled the garden.
The rays were lying at our feet in
the lightless drawing roorm.
The square piano was open, and its

strings vibrated,
Like our hearts, after your song.

He bore in his arms a young soul
from the Spheres

To regions of Sorrow and Tears,

And ever his song in the Soul did
survive,

Though wordless and dim, yet alive.

And long in the World was She
roaming agrope,




Entranc'd by a wonderful hope;

And no dreary song of the Earth

could efface

M.10.AEPMOHTOB
MAPYC

The sounds of the Radiant Space.

(1831)

Translated by
D. Magula
From a volume of poems
by D.A. Mogula
"Poslednie Luchi®
New York, 1943

Beneer napyc onmsoxoft

B tymane mops ronyGom! ..
Yro mmer ou B cTpaHe panexof?
Yro KHHY/N OH B KPal PONHOM? ..

Hrpaior BOJHH — Berep cBHINeT,
W MauTta rHercs H CKpHNHT...
YBH| OH CYaCTHA He HuleT

H e or cuactha Gexur!

Non uAM cTpys ceetsied nasypw,
Han uaM ayy conuna somotodt. ..
A on, maTexuuifl, npocHT GypH,
Kak 6yaro B Gypax ectb nokofil
1682

Alas!

Beneath it a stream like sky is

limpid,

Above it the golden ray of sun...
And it, a rebel, asks for tempest,

As if in tempests comes a rest.
(1832)

Translated by
Boris Gourevitch
and
Lee Culpepper

It seeks not to be happy,
Nor is its flight from happiness.

A. A. PETD

Lllonorn. Pobkoe abixanbe.
Tpeau corosbs.

Cepe6po 1 KoAbixanbe
Connaro pyubs.

Cehrb nounoit. Hounnta thuu, —
Thuu Gesv xouya.

Psaab BoAwe6HbIXD Hambrenik
Muraro anga.

Bv abiMubixb> Tyukaxnp nypnypn posbi,
Or6reckn sutaps,

The range of magical changes
Of the beloved face.

In the smoky clouds

The purple of the rose,

The glean of amber,

And kisses and tears,--

And the dawvn, dawn.

Translated by
Boris Gourevitch
and
Lee Culpepper

M Aob63anisn, u caesm, —
W saps, sapal..

A. A. PETD

Cisra soup. Aymno#t 6bian morown caxn. Aexaau
Ayun y nammxb HOrn Bb roctusoit Gesn ormeft.
PosiAb 6BIAD BECD PaCKPHITD, H CTPYHDI B HEMD APOXAAH,
Kakp u cepaya y nacn, 3a nbeueio Taoeil.

Tot mbaa 40 sapu, Bb cAesaxb MaHeMoras,

Yro Thi — oaHa A060Bb, 4TO HBTD Al0GBM MHOH, —
UM rtakp xorbroco muTb, uTo6B, BByKa HE pOHAS,
Te6s A06uTb, O6HATD M NMAakaTh Hazb ToGoM! ..

You sang until the dawn, exhausted

by tears,

That your whole being is Love, that

there is no other love--
And we wanted to live, and, not
losing one sound,

To bring you love, embrace you, and

to weep.

M.}0.AEPMOHTOB
AHI'EX

Mo ueGy nonymoun amren aeren
M Ttaxyo necuio OH neJ;

W Mecsu, W 3se3nn, H TyuH Toanoft
BuuManu. Tofk mnecHe CBATOR.

On nen o Gnaxescrse GesrpelIHHX AYXOB
lNoa kymamu paficKHx canos;

O Gore BeJAHKOM OH nea, H xsajra
Ero senputBopHa Guia.

Ou nymy Maanylo B OGBATHAX HeC
Jlns Mupa neuanu H caes;

U 3Byk ero necHH B ayuie MOJOAOR
Ocrancs — 6e3 cJ0B, HO XHBOA.

H AOATO HAa CBeTe TOMHJACh OHa,
JKenauuem uyAHHIM NOJIHAE;

W 3sykoB HeGec 3aMEHHTh Re MOI/H
Ef cKyuHHe NecHH 3eMJH.

1831

But many years went by, tedious and
boring,

And now in the stillness of the night
I hear your voice again--

It breathes as before, in these
sonorous sighs,

That you alone are life, that you
alone are Love!

Selected lines
read by Larissa Gatova from the
passage on
"The Highway"
from Gogol's
Dead Souls

(Volume I, Chapter XI).

There is something strange and
beckoning and marvelous that drives
me in the word highway.

How marvelous itself is this
highway! A bright day, the autumn
Foliage, a cold air... *

Everything is asleep. Only some-
where shines a little light,
elone and lonely in a window. *¥*

And what a night!...All the heavenly
powers!

What kind of night fulfills itself
on high!

And the air! And the sky, remote,

high, there in its unattainable

depth, spread in such a boundless,

sonorous, serene way! ¥¥¥

A Poem by
. Nekrassov

(1821-1877)

Whether I Drive at Night
Through the Dark Street

Iedu 1i Notchyu po Ulitze Tiomnoy
Whether I drive at night through

the dark street,
Or whether I hear the storm on a

gloomy day,

My helpless friend, sick and
honeless,

Suddenly your shadow flashes before
ne.

My heart is oppressed by the
tormenting thought.

From childhood, Destiny did not
love you:

Poor and evil was your sullen
father;

You married, loving another one;

A heartless husband was your lot,

With furious moods and a heavy
hand;

You did not submit--and you left
for freedom,

And you united with me, but not

for joy.

Do you recall the day when, sick
and hungry,

I pined and was losing my last
strength?

In our room, empty and frozen,

The vapor of our breaths moving
in waves.

Do you recall the mournful sounds
of the whistles of the
smokestacks,

The splashes of the rain, half
light, half darkness?

Your little son wept, and with
your breath

You tried to warm his cold hands.

He did not stop crying--and his
voice was piercingly sonorous...

It became dark.

The child cried for a long time,
and finally he died...

My poor friend! Don't shed
reckless tears.

That therc are no blows of fate, and
no heart's smashing pain,

Life is without end, and our only aim

Is to believe in tender, sobbing
sounds,

To bring you love, embrace you, and
to weep.

Translated by
Boris Gourevitch
and
Lee Culpepper

My God! How beautiful sometimes
are you, a far-lying, distant
highway! How many times, like

someone perishing and drowning,

7

have I clutched at you, and
every time you bore me generously
and saved ne! And how many
magnanimous intentions and poetic
dreams were born on you, how many
marvelous impressions were deeply
felt!..

¥) 18 lines omitted.
(**) 3 lines omitted.
(%#*) 20 lines omitted.

.V. Gogol, Volume V,
Published by the Academy
of Science, Moscow, 1952

Translated by
Boris Gourevitch
and
Lee Culpepper

From sorrow and from hunger,
tomorrow both of us

Will also fall into the same deep,
sweet sleep.

The landlord, cursing, will buy
three coffins--

They will carry us away together
and together lay us in the
earth.

We were sitting morosely in
separate corners;

I remember how pale and weak
you were,

A secret thought ripened in you,

It created a struggle in your
heart.

While I dozed you left the room
in silence,

Dressing yourself as for a
wedding.

After an hour you brought
hurriedly

A coffin for the child and a
supper for the father.

We assuaged our tormenting
hunger.

We made a light in the dark
roon,

We dressed our son and put him
in the coffin...

Were we rescued by chance?
Were we aided by God?

You did not hasten to make a
sad confession,

I asked nothing;

Only both of us looked at
each other and wept,

Only I was sullen and angry...

+++ Where are you now? Were
you crushed

By the evil fight with wretched
misery?

Or did you follow the usual
path

So that fatal destiny will be
fulfilled?

Who can protect you? Everybody
without exception

Will malign you with a fright-
ful name--

W mnoro AbTe NpomAOC, TOMHTEABHBIXD M CKYMHMXD,
H sor> BB THIH HOuMOH# TBOH roAOCH CAbumy BHOBD —
U shers, xaxn Toraa, Bo BaAOXaXD BTHXD IBYUHMXD,
Yro Toi oAMA BCA MHBHB, 4TO TH OAHA A0GOBD,

Yro whrp o6uan cyanbmi u cepaya mryweft myxm,
A =musun wht> xonga u yhau whrs umolt,

Kaxn ToAbko mhpomars Bb paiaaioyiie snyxs,
Te6s A106uTb, O6HATD ¥ NAaxats Hag» ToGOH!

CTPOKH M3 «1OPOT'H» H. B. rorojs

(Meprenie [lyws, Tom nepsmifi, raasa Xi-n)

Kakoe crtpauHoe, n maHsiulee,  Hecyuee,
M uyASCHOE B COBe: Aoporal Kax yyaHa oHa
cama, 3Ta JIOpOra: sCHBIfi JeHb, OCEHHHE JH-
CThbAl, XOAOAHBIH BO3AYX...*

—-scé cnut. Onun-onnnéluesex, paspe rae-
HHOYAb B OKOLIKE GPE3KHT OroHek;**

A Houb! HeGecHble cHABI! KaKas HOYb COBep-
waercs B BuinHe! A BO3ayX, a ne6o, naxe-
KOe, BBICOKO®, TaM, B HeAOCTYNHOK rayGuue
cBOeH TaK HEOG'ATHO 3BYHHO H AICHO PAacKH-
HyBlueeca!. ***

Boxe, Kak TH XOpowa MOAYAc, Aanexas,
nanexan nopora! CKoAbKO pas, Kak noruGaio-
wui M TOHYWHH, A XBaTancs 3a Te6s, W TH
BCAKMI Pa3 BEAHKOAYOIHO BWROCHAA W Cna-
cana!

* [ponyuenst 18 cTpok.

** [ponyuens 3 CTPORH.
*+* [Iponymensi 20 CTPOK.
(H. B. Foroas, Toit_ narsift,
n3nanue Axanemun Hayx,
Mocksa, 1952.)

Only in me will writhe the
maledictions,

Vainly to die. Translated by

Boris Gourevitch

(18u7) and
HA.HEKPACOB ~ 1°® Ciiperper

Exy an Houbio no yauue temioft,

BypH 3acaywaich B NacMypiibii AeHs —
Jpyr Gessawutubifl, 6oabhol W GeanomHwi,
Bapyr npeno mHofi npomeabkHeT TBus Tenbl
Cepale COXMETCR MYWHTEAbHOR AyMOR.

C nerctsa cyab6a nepaawbnna Te6s

Benen u 30a Obia oTew TBOR yrpiombiit,
3amyx nowna Tel — APYroro A6,

Myx TeGe Buinan HenoGpbifi Ha 10210

C GewenbiM HpasoM, ¢ Tsxenofi pykoft:

He nokopuaace — ywaa Tel Ha BOJIO,

Jla He Ha pajocTh COWAACh H CO MHOA...

ToMHHWb AH ZeHb, Kak GoabHofl W rosoanwmf
51 yHbiBan, BHIGMBANCS M3 CHAP

B komuate Hawef, nyctod H xosoanoft,
TNap OT AbIXaHbA BOJHAMH XOAWA.

Tlomuuws AH TPYO 3ayHbiBHbIE 3BYKH,
Bpbiary A0XKAR, NONYCBET, NOAYTbMY?
Naakan TBOA CbiH, H XONOAHLIE PYKH

Twl corpesana AbiXanbeMm emy.

OH He CMOAKAA — H NPOH3HTENBHO 3BOHOK
Bbin ero KpHk... CraHoBHJIOCH TeMHed;
Bnoeoab nonnakan H ymep peGeHok...
Bennas! cnes Geapaccyanuix ‘He Jefil

C rops Aa C rofoy 3aBTpa Mbl 06a

Tak ke ray6OKO H CNAIKO 3acHeM;

Kynut XO3fiHH, C MPOKAATHEM, TPH rpoba —
BMecTe CBE3yT H NOJIOXKAT PALKOM...

B pasupiX yraax Mbl CHIEAH YrprOMu.

TMomHio, 6uina T Gneana u cnaGa,

3pena B Te6e COKpOBeHHas AyMa,

B cepaue TBoem cosepiuanach Gopn6a.

51 sanpeman. T ylwna mMonyanuso,

MpunapaauBWHCh, Kak GyATo K BeHuy,

W uepes wac npuHecna TOPONJHBO

TpobHK peGeHKY H YXHH OTLY.

Tonon MyuuTeNbHBIH Mbl YTOJNHJH,

B KoMHaTe TeMHOM SaXIJH OTOHeK,

CoiHa ofieid ¥ B rpo0 MOJIOXKHAH...

Cayuat nac Buipyuna? Bor au nomor?

Thi He CreHAa NeyaibHLIM NPH3HAHbBEM,
51 Huyero He cnpocuJ,

Toabko Mbi 062 TASAeH C PHAAHBEM,

Toabko yrpiom u oanoGnex s Obid...

Tze o teneps? C uuwmeroft ropemuiuHof

3nas Te6s cokpywmaa GopnGa?

Mau nowna u Roporofi o6uuHO#,

U pokoas csepumtca cyanba?

KTO XK 3AUHTHT TebA? Bce Ge3 u3nATHS

Hmenem cTpawbiM Te6s Ha30BYT.

ToAbKO BO MHE WeEBENbHYTCA NPOKAATHA —
W Gecnoneano 3ampyt!..




OTHER RECORDINGS OF INTEREST

RUSSIAN

Language Instruction

FC7743 RUSSIAN SONGS FOR CHILDREN for learning
Russian. sung by Gedda Petry with guitar. 15 songs are:
Children, Get Ready For School; Rooster, Rooster; The
Kid (Little Goat) The Captured Bird; Playful Katy; Little
Bird; When the Sun Gets Tired; Rain, Rain, Go Away;
Bunny Rabbit; The Dog and the Popa; Little Finch;
Lullaby; Katiusha; Lullyabye; Song About A Captain.
Complete Russian text and English translation.

1-12" 33-1/3 rpm longplay record .......c.cecevarees.. $4.98

RUSSIAN SONGS
FOR TEACHING RUSSIAN

FI8160 THE RUSSIAN ALPHABET GUIDE, read by
L L Nikanov. Pronunciations for the complete Russian
alphabet, using each letter with typical Russian words
showing the -ch in pr fation in different combi-
nations of letters. With complete, two-color visual chart.
2-12" 33-1/3 rpm longplay record ..... Seiaihessats $11.90

FI8161 GETTING ALONG IN RUSSIAN, Vol. 1. Prepared
by Dr. Mario Pei, Columbia University and Fedor I
Nikanov, Language Guild, narrated by Mr. Nikanov and
Countess Buxhoeveden. Typical phrases for communicating
in everyday situations. Passport, Baggage, Tickets, Travel
by Ship, Travel by Bus or Streetcar, Travel by Taxi or
Other Hired Conveyance, Numerals, Places of Interest,
Cable and Telephone. Accompanying booklet includes
English phrase text, the Russian Phonetic and text in
Russian.

1-12?” 33-1/3 rpm longplay record ..... et Bty s e $5.95

FI8162 GETTING ALONG IN RUSSIAN, Vol. 2. Prepared
by Dr. Mario Pei, Columbia University and Fedor I.
Nikanov, Language Guild, narrated by Mr. Nikanov and
Countess Buxhoeveden. Typical phrases for communica-
ting in everyday situations. Greetings, Etiquette, Social
Amenities, Money, Bank, Measures, Writing and Post
Office, Hotel, Boarding House, Apartment, Laundry, Dry
Cleaning, Barbershop, Beauty Salon. Accompanying book-
let includes English phrase text, the Russian Phonetic
and text in Russian.

1-12”? 33-1/3 rpm longplay record .......ccceveennnes .. $5.95

FL9206 LEARNING RUSSIAN. A complete guide to mas-
tering this most important language. From the beginnings of
the alphabet you are led through all the facets of conversing
in now-a-day Russia. A book of 280 pages, published by
Ryerson Press accompanies this set.

6-12" 33-1/3 rpm longplay records ...ce....vesseeees $45.00
FL9450 GRADED RE ADINGS IN RUSSIAN HISTORY The
Formation of the Russian State. From the book by Leon
Stillman, Columbia University Press, N.Y. Read by Vera
Buxhoeveden (Mrs. D.S. Mirsky). Includes 96 p. ill. Text

book.
2-12?" 33-1/3 rpm longplay records ........c..cseseere $15.65

Literature

FL9953 STORIES OF ANTON CHEKHOV, read in Russian
by Karp Korolenko; five tales by onme of the glants of

coming (Serget Alexandrovich Yesenin), Flowers (S, A.
Yesenin).
1-12” 33-1/3 rpm longplay record .

Folk Songs

FW6820 RUSSIAN-FOLKSONGS (Piatnitsky Chorus) A
Stone Mountain Fears No Winds. Ducks in Flight, Balalaika
Tunes, Leave~Taking, The New Porch, My Beloved Walked
Down the Road, Who knows? Oh, Mists and Dew, Farm
Dance (Instrumental). Words in Russian and English.
1-10" 33-1/3 rpm longplay record ......... FECERT .$4.25

FW8754 RUSSIAN CHORAL MUSIC from: Ukraine, Cau~
casia, Gur'ya, Georgia, Voronia, Byzantine (orthodox
church). Women’s, men’s mixed choruses. Notes by Henry
Cowell.

1-12*? 33-1/3 rpm 1ongpPlay record.....cccecvverrennrssess $5.95

FR8972 THE DOUKHOBORSof British Columbia. A relig-
jous sect, this Russian ethnic community in Canada,
confirm's its beliefs in songs of uninhibited faith. Among
these are: Declaration of Faiths, Land of Treasure,End of
Meeting Song, O Mountain of Holy Zion, High Went Up the
Star in the Sky. Notes and texts.

1-12"* 33-1/3 rpm longplay record .....c.ecccseseraecess $5.95

FE4535 FOLK MUSIC of the USSR; folksongs, dances,
instrumentals with solo voices, chorus, instrumentals,
etc. recorded in many areas of the Soviet Union, an-

tated and selected by Henry Cowell; recordings from

Russian literature; The Death of the Official, The Ch
leon, The Horse-Name, Corporal Prischibeget, Mourning.
Complete Russian text.

1-12’" 33-1/3 rpm longplay record ........cssecensees . $5.95

FL9955 THE OVERCOAT BY NIKOLAIGOGOL;adrama=-
tization in Russian with a cast of seven; produced by A.
Lobanov; directed by A. Ilyina; with music. Complete
Russian and English text in accompanying booklet. Edited
and with English translation by Elizabeth Kresky.

1-12 33-1/3 rpm longplay record ......c.e.seesseeeers-s $5.95

FL9960 RUSSIAN POETRY, read by Larissa Gatova.
Eighteen poems and one prose excerpt including words
of Pushkin. Tyucheff, Lermontov, Fet, Gogol, Nekrassov
Russian and English text.

1=12?? 33-1/3 rpm 1ongpIAY reCOTd ...occernerersrarerasess $5.95

FL9961 RUSSIAN POETRY AND PROSE read in Russian
by Prof. Vladimir Markov; selections from Pushkin,
Ostrovsky, Tyutchev, Dostoevsky, Blok, Tolstoy, Chekhov,
Mayakovsky, Panova; with complete Russiantexts. English
translations and vocabulary.

112" 33-1/3 rpm 10NgPlay record.....cccerrererarancesess $5.95

FL9962 MODERN SOVIET POETRY AND HUMOR read
by Alexander Demidov. Complete Russian and English
texts. The Delights of Culture (Michael Michaelovich
Zoschenko), The Dictaph (M.M. Zoschenko), Passport
(Vladimir Viadimirovich), The Public Baths (M. M.
Zoschenko), The Aristocrat (M. M, Zoschenko), The Home-

Byelorussia, Karelia, Smolensk, Moldavia, Dagestan, Os~
setia, Ukraine, Georgia, Azerbaijan, Urals - Bashkir, Ar-
menia, Tatar, Kazakh, Uzbekh, Tadjik, Turkmen, Kirghiz.
2-12"" 33-1/3 rpm longplay record .......eceeccesee $11.90

OLISH

Literature

FL9401 POETRY OF JULIUSZ SLOWACKI (1809-1849).
Includes: Hymn, Rozlaczenie (Separation), Grob Agamem-
nona (The Tomb of Agamemnon), Uspokojenie (Appease-~
ment). Pogrzeb Kapitana Meyznera (The Funeral of
Captain Meyzner), Do Ludwika Bobrownej (To Ludwika
Browna). Testament moj (My Last Will and Testament).
1-12* 33-1/3 rpm longplay record .........ceseerereseee $5.95

Folk Songs

FW6848 POLISH FOLK SONGS AND DANCES, recorded
in Poland. Tostok, Lowicz, Mazury, Warmia, Krosno,
Mazowsze. Includes choruses, d: and a p
wedding ceremony. Text in Polish and English.

1-10"* 33-1/3 rpm longplay record .......c.e.e-ee.... $4.25

UKRAINIAN

Literature

FL9952 TARAS SHEVCHENKO, readings from his works;
read in Ukrainianby artists of the Ukraine; postavlyu Khatu
1 Kimnatu (11 Build a House), Meni Trinadtsyat Minalo (I
Was Thirteen), Yakbi Vi Znali Panichi (IF You But Knew),
Svite Yasny (Bright World), I Veris Va Na Chuzhyni (And I
Grew Up in a Strange Land), I Zolotoyi I Dorohoyi (Golden
and Dear), Minayut Dni, MINAYUT Nochi (The Days Go
By), Dumi Moyl (Thoughts of Mine), Meni Zdayetsya (It
Seems To Me); Entr’acte and Excerpt from Act 3 of the
Opera ‘‘Katerina’ based on the poem by Taras Shevchenko
with Choir and Symphony Orchestra of the Kiev Radio.
With complete texts in Ukrainian and English.

1-12’’ 33-1/3 rpm longplay record ..... SeasssekvsssnIbess $5.95

Folk Songs

FE4443 (P443) MUSIC OF THE UKRAINE, recorded in the
Ukraine. Songs and dances from Central Ukraine and
Carpathian Mountains. Gutsul, Kozachok, Hutsulka, wedding
melodies, Hukulka, village orchestras. Notes by Henry
Cowell.

1-12’? 33-1/3 rpm longplay record ......cceeevees eonseses 3585

FW6828 (FP828) UKRANIAN CHRISTMAS SONGS. Recorded
by Laura Boulton in Canada. TextinUkrainianand English.
1-10" 33-1/3 rpm longplay record....c...covaneearrasee.. $4.25

FW8705 THE KOBZA - SONGS AND TUNES; folk, traditional
popular Ukranian songs played and sung in Ukranianon the
traditional Ukranian folk instrument, the Kobza, by Paul
Knoplenko. A Cossack Was Leaving for War, The Black
Cloud, O Betrothed Maiden, Oh My Mother Told Me, For
Your Cherry Lips, Ukranian Folk Dances, Bayda, O Green
Oak Tree, Our Ukraine, Blow Wind Unto Ukraine, There
Stands A Mountain, A Bundle of Jocund Folk Songs. Ukranian
texts, English translations.

1-12’ 33-1/3 rpm longplay record.............. eyt $5.95

FOLKWAYS RECORDS
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