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PREFACE.

WraEN the present volume was originally planned
it was intended to contain an account of Russian folk-
lore in general—of the stories, legends, riddles, pro-
verbs, and epic as well as lyric poems, which oral
tradition has preserved among the Russian peasantry.
But I soon found that the subject was one which, if
treated at all in detail, would require more time and
space than I had expected. So I thought it best to
restrict myself for the present to a part of it only,
leaving the rest to be described afterwards. In
this first instalment of the work, therefore, I have
dealt chiefly, though not exclusively, with the lyric
poetry of the peasantry; the next will be mainly
devoted to their Popular Tales and their Metrical
Romances. )

In order to render intelligible the songs I have
quoted, it has been necessary to give some slight
account of the religious ideas attributed to the ancient
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Slavonians and the superstitions current among
their descendants, as well as of some of the manners
and customs of the Russian peasantry, especially with
regard to marriages and funerals. But my book can
make no pretence to any thing like a satisfactory
grappling with the difficult problems—mythological,
ethnological, philological, historical—suggested by
the study of Slavonic antiquities. Perhaps the best
. excuse I can offer for my shortcomings with respect
to those questions is this. A great part of the ground
over which I have hastily skimmed has been explored
by a scholar who is far better qualified for the task
than I am. And so to Mr. Morfill’s forthcoming
work on “The Slaves” I refer, at all events for a
time, all who wish for fuller information on the
subject.

In the translations contained in the present volume
I have attempted to give, in every case, as literal a
version of the original as possible. My rule has been
to translate the songs into prose, line for line and
word for word, and this rule has scarcely ever been
broken. Only here and there, in the introductory
chapter and in that on Marriage, I have been some-
times almost unconsciously led into following, to some
slight extent, the rhythmical flow of the Russian.
Rhyme, as my readers are probably aware, very rarely
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Russian authorities on which I have principally relied
a full list will be given at the end of the book. The
Songs contained in the present volume have been
taken, for the most part, from the rich collections
made by Sakharof and Shein; the descriptions of
popular manners and customs have been mainly bor-
" rowed from the valuable works of Snegiref and
Tereshchenko; the greater part of the chapter on
Funeral Songs I have extracted from the erudite
treatise by Kotlyarevsky, “On the Funeral Rites of
the Heathen Slavonians;” and for the arrangement
and much of the contents of the chapter on Mythic
and Ritual Songs I am indebted to Orest Miller’s
¢ Historical Survey of Russian Literature.”

But it is to Alexander Nikolaevich Afanasief, whose
recent and premature death cannot sufficiently be
deplored, that I am under the deepest obligations.
His great work, “On the Poetic Views of the Old
Slavonians about Nature” is a rich storehouse to
which I have had constant recourse in the present
volume; on his excellent collections of Russian
Popular Tales and Legends the next volume will be
based ; and from his writings in general I have de-
rived frequent assistance while studying the Builinas,

few occur also in the collection entitled Balalaika. Eine Sammlung
slawischer Lieder von W. von Waldbriihl. Leipzig, 1848.
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or Metrical Romances—with respect to which the
special books of reference are the collections of Ruib-
nikof and Kiryeevsky?, and the critical works of
Buslaef, Bezsonof, Maikof, Orest Miller, Schiefner,
Stasof, and many others. There is one other-Russian
scholar to whom I wish to render hearty acknowledg-
ments for aid constantly received. Were it not for
the great dictionary * of the living Russian language "
by Vladimir Dahl, a foreigner would be hopelessly
bewildered when trying to make his way through
the difficult field of Russian folk-lore.

Finally, let me offer cordial thanks for the assist-
ance personally tendered to me by many Russian
friends, as well upon other occasions as on those of
_ my visits to Russia in 1868 and 1870. To them
I dedicate my book, trusting that, imperfect as it is,
they will recognize in it such traces of honest work
as may render them lenient towards its sins both of

omission and of commission.

January, 1872.

* A new collection of builinas isnow in the press, containing the
poems written down from the dictation of the Olonets ““rhapsodists’
by the editor, A. F. Hilferding. They will not be arranged
according to their subjects, nor chronologically ; but they will be
grouped in relation to their reciters—all the poems dictated by each.
rhapsodist being kept together.
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A woek has recently been published, to which, had
I seen it before my book went to press, I should
have made frequent reference—Professor Bernhard
Schmidt’s Das Volksleben der Neugriechen und das
hellenische Alterthum. The similarity between the
folk-lore of the modern Greeks, as described in it,}
and that of the Russians, is most striking—so much
80, that it seems to point to something more than a
common origin ages ago. Professor Schmidt utterly
repudiates Fallmerayer’s doctrine with respect to
the preponderance of the Slavonic element in the
population of modern Greece, and he will not allow
that Slavonic myths have at all seriously affected
those of Hellenic descent. However this may be,
many of the customs and songs which I have quoted

* And in the works of Wachsmuth, Ulrichs, Passow, Kind,
Fauriel, Firmenich-Richartz, and many others, of most of which
an account is given in the “Notes on the ballads, tales, and classical

superstitions of the modern Greeks,” contained in chapters 21 and

28—30 of the Rev. H. F. Tozer’s “ Researches in the Highlands of
Turkey."”

f .
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of Slavonic origin in modern Greek. The cere-
monies, also, attendant on the building of a new
house are almost the same, whether the builders be
Greeks or Slavonians. The three Baba Yagas of
Russian Storyland are very like the three Moirais
who in Greece have succeeded to "the old Fates.
And the Slavonic folk-beliefs with respect to the life
beyond the grave, like as they are to those held in
Latin, Teutonic, and Celtic lands, yet still more
closely resemble those of the modern Greeks.

Since the Preface to the first edition was printed
I have read Professor Hilferding’s most interesting
account (in the March number of the Vyestnik
Evroput) of his recent expedition to the home of the
“ Rhapsodists ”” described by Ruibnikof. I have, for
the present, availed myself in a few instances only
of his criticisms, but they will be of the utmost
value to me when I am dealing with the “ metrical
romances *’ in detail.

It may be as well to observe that, throughout the
following chapters, I have generally confined myself
to stating, without criticizing, the opinions held by
the Russian Mythologists whom I have quoted.

April, 1872.
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THE SONGS _
OF THE RUSSIAN PEOPLE.

CHAPTER 1L
INTRODUCTORY.

BEeFoRrE entering upon the consideration of the more
important features of the poetical folk-lore of Russia
—the relics of mythic and ritual song, the remains of
a wide-spread system of sorcery which have drifted
down to our days in the form of truncated spells,
exorcisms, and incantations, and the fragmentary
epics or metrical romances called Builinas—before
endeavouring to fix the fleeting images they offer of
the past, it may be as well to tarry awhile in the
present; to trace a rapid outline of the general
aspect of Russian popular poetry ; to give some brief
account of the songs which are sung on ordinary
occasions by the peasantry, of the times and places
when and where they are usually to be heard, and of
what manner of persons they are who sing them.
And perhaps the simplest method of conveying this
information will be to describe in a few words what

are, 80 far at least as the younger members of the
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peasantry are -concerned two of the most popular
institutions:.. ‘of Russia—the Khorovod, or choral
dance, and the Posidyelka, or social gathering.

A-s s60n as the long winter has fully passed away,
. _and "the spring has made its welcome influence felt,

. -'.'.'-.:'.'the thoughts of the younger members of every village

community in Russia begin to turn towards the
blended dance and song of the Khorovod. Before
long, what are called the vernal Khorovods are
making their voices heard all over the land, to pass
successively into those of summer and autumn, before
they disappear at the approach of wintry weather.
Whence were derived these circling dances to the
sound of song, or at what period they gained
their hold upon the Slavonic peoples, neither history
nor tradition can say. All that the Russian peasant
cares to know about them is, that they formed the
favourite solace of generation after generation of his
ever-toiling and often suffering ancestors, and that
the songs which belong to them have been for the
most part carefully handed down from parent to
child from some remote period of time of which he
has but a very vague idea. Nor have the researches
of the learned thrown any very clear light on the
subject, nothing definite being known even as to the
origin of the word Khorovod—one of which the
equivalent, among many of the Slavonians, is the
simpler term_Kolo, a circle.

But it is not on the history of the Khorovod that
it is proposed to dwell at present, but rather on the
songs associated with it, on the poetical delineations

L4
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commentators to reveal itself; so in the songs of
the villagers, by common consent, may be recognized
the principal features of the life led within the family
circle by the Russian peasants. On them, remarks
one of the principal collectors of his country’s popular
poetry’, their songs have no slight influence. Com-
mencing at the side of his cradle, song accompanies
the Russian man during the games of his childhood
and the sports of his youth, and gives expression to
his earliest feelings of love. In the ears of the girls
it is always ringing; and if it depicts in sombre
hues the .unwelcome change from maiden freedom
to wedded subjection, it also paints, in glowing
colours, the happiness of mutual attachment. To
the - husband and wife it suggests many a form of
loving words, and teaches them how, with croons
about the “ evil Tartars” of olden days, to lull their
babes to sleep, and to soothe the restlessness of their
elder children. Song lightens the toil of the working
hours, whether carried on out of doors, amid exposure
io sun and wind, and rain and frost, or within the
stifling hut, by the feeble light of a pinewood splinter ;
it enlivens the repose of the holiday, giving animation
to the choral dance by day and the social gathering
by night. The younger generation grows up, and
song escorts the conscript son to the army, the
wedded daughter to her new home, and mourns
over the sorrow of the parents of whom their
children huve taken what may be a last farewell.

! Ruibnikof, 11r. p. iii.
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continues, all that we can determine about them is
that they must have belonged to the common people,
for otherwise they never could have expressed with
80 much sympathy the simple thoughts and feelings
of the villagers, or described - with such accuracy, and
with so complete a freedom from artificial embellish-
ment, the commonplace occurrences of village-life.
The latter part of this criticism is not likely to be
disputed, but as regards the dates of the songs
Tereshchenko’s arguments have not been universally
accepted as conclusive. '

When a holiday arrives, in fine spring weather,
even the saddest looking of Russian hamlets assumes
a lively aspect®. In front of their wooden huts the
old people sit “ simply chatting in a rustic row,” the
younger men and women gather together in groups,
each sex apart from the other, and talk about their
fields and their flocks, their families, and their house-
hold affairs. Across the river they see their horses,
free from labour for the day, browsing in the green
meadows ; above the copse rises the blue cupola of a
neighbouring church ; beyond the log-houses a streak
of road stretches away into the distance, and loses
itself among the woods which darken the plain and
fringe the horizon. Along the village street and the
slope towards the river stroll the girls in their holiday
array, merrily wending towards the open space in
which the Khorovods are always held, and singiug as
they go—

* Tereshchenko, Iv. 186—140.
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‘

The beautiful maidens have come forth

From within the gates, to wander out of doors.

They bave carried out with them a nightingale,

And have set the nightingale upon the grass,

On the grassy turf, on the blue flowers.

The nightingale will break into song,

And the beautiful maidens will begin to dance;

But the young wives will pour forth tears.

* Play on, ye beautiful maidens,

While you still are at liberty in a father’s home,

While you still lead a life of ease in the home of a
mother.”

When the appointed spot is reached they form a
circle, take hands, and begin moving this way and
that, or round and round. If the village is a large
one a couple of Khorovods are formed, one at each
end of the street, and the two bands move towards
each other singing a song which changes, when they
blend together, into the Byzantium-remembering
chorus—

To Tsargorod
Will T go, will T go.
With my lance the wall
Will I pierce, will I pierce.

After this they proceed with their games and songs
under the guidance of the Kkorovodnitsa, or leader of
the dance. If they become tired of performing by
themselves, they invite the village youths to join
them, singing— ‘

The bright falcons have met in the oak-forest :

Into the greenwood have flown the white cygnets,

Fluttering about from bush to bush,
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Pondering, considering,

“ How shall we make ourselves nests ?

How shall we build ourselves warm nests ?”’
Didi, Ladi, Didi, Ladushki !

““ How shall we maidens form our Khorovod ?

How shall we fair ones begin new carols ?”’

Often, however, the Khorovod remains composed
of girls alone, and then she who plays the male part
in any of what may be calledthe little operettas which
they perform, sometimes adopts a man’s hat or cap, in
order to be in keeping with her assumed character. Of
these brief metrical dramas, the number of which is
considerable, the following may be taken as speci-
mens : '

In the Murmanka Shlyapa, the “ Murman Cap*,” a
drunken Pan, or Lord, comes staggering in, followed
by a Pan’ya, or Lady. Presently his cap falls off,
and he orders the Lady to pick it up. The chorus
sings—

From the Prince has come a drunken Lord,
He has dropped his Murman cap.
To the Lady young the Lord has cried,

““Come hither, come hither, O Lady young,
Pick up, pick up, my Murman cap.”

The Lady, in the pride of her maiden liberty,
replies—
“1, rﬂy Lord, am not thy handmaid ;

I am the handmaid of my father
And of my mother.”

¢ The Murmanki were large caps, richly adorned with fur, worn
in old times by the Grand Dukes and Boyars. The word may
possibly be corrupted from the name Norman.

AN
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The chorus recommences—

From the Prince has come a drunken Lord,
He has dropped his Murman cap.

To his Lady young the Lord has cried,
“Come hither, come hither,

My Lady young,

Pick up, pick up,

My sable Murman cap.”

By this time the -Lady has become his wife, so she
no longer refuses to obey his commands, but replies
with humility, A

“My Lord, I am thy handmaid,

I will pick up thy sable Murman cap,
And I will place it on thy daring head?®.”

The idea of the despotic power of the husband is

" expressed still more strongly in the favourite game of
“A Wife’s Love.” A youth and a girl, or more
frequently two girls, one of whom wears a man’s hat,
take their place in the middle of the circle of singers,

who begin—

g Wife, I am going,
To walk through the bazaar®.
Wife, my wifie,

Hard is thy heart.
Wife, I will buy thee
Muslin for a sleeve.
Wife, my wifie,
Hard is thy heart.
See, wife, here is
Muslin for a sleeve.

3 Tereshchenko, Iv. 158.

* The Kitai-Gorod, or China-Town of Moscow, is part of the
bazaar outside the Kremlin. It takes its name from Kitaigrod in
Podolia, the birthplace of Helena, the mother of Ivan the Terrible.
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The husband offers his present. At first his wife
will not look at it ; presently she snatches it from his
hand, and flings it on the ground. The chorus sings,

Good people, only see!

She does not love her husband at all !

Never agrees with him, never bows down to him,
From hinr turns away !

The second act is similar to the first. The husband
buys his wife a golden ring, but it fares no better
than his former present.

Then comes the third and final act, in which the
husband cries—

Wife, I will go
To the bazaar—

Wife, I will buy thee
A silken whip.

This time when he brings his new offering, and
says—
There, wife,
Is your dear present !
She looks upon him affectionately, he gives her a
blow with the whip, and she bows low before him
and kisses him, while the chorus sings—

Good people, only see !
How well she loves her Lord !
Always agrees with him, always bows down to him,
Gives him kisses.
And the satisfied husband concludes with the words,
Wife, my wifie,
Soft is thy heart’.

' Tereshchenko, 1v. 238.
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The subject of wife-beating plays a considerable
part in Russian popular poetry. The following song
may serve as a specimen of the manner in which it is
treated.

Across the Don a plank lay, thin and bendmg 3

No foot along it passed.

But I alone, the young one, from the hill,

I went along it with my true love dear,

And to my love I said :

O darling, dear!

Beat not thy wife without a cause,

But only for good cause beat thou thy wife,

And for a great offence.

Far away is my father dear,

And farther still my mother dear;

They cannot hear my voice,

They cannot see my burning tears®.

The * Millet-Sowing,” the “Hedge” and the
¢ Beer-Brewing” will occur in a later chapter : the
“ Greese,” the * Sparrow,” and many others of the

.same kind, ought to be described among the “‘games”
of which the Russian people possess so rich a store,
rather than among their poems, and therefore we will
not dwell upon them at present, but there are a few
others in which historical allusions occur, and which
therefore seem to deserve especial attention. Such,
for instance, are the ‘ Titmouse’” and the * Qak
Bench.”

The subject of the first is marriage. The Bul-
finch, after many unsuccessful attempts, determines
to get married ; so his sister, the Titmouse, invites

¢ Shein, 1. 408.
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the birds to her dwelling, in order that he may choose
a spouse. The person who represents the Bulfinch
wanders about inside the Khorovod, seeking for his
bride among its members, who sing—

Beyond the sea the Titmouse lived; not grand,

Not sumptuous was her state—but beer she
brewed,

Bought malt, and borrowed hops. The Blackbird
brewed,

And the distiller was the Eagle grey.

¢ Grant us, O Lord, that we the beer may brew,

May brew the beer, the brandy may distil—

We will invite as guests the little birds.”

The widow Owl, though uninvited, came.

The Bulfinch wandered through the passages,

The Owl caressed the feathers of her head.

Among themselves the birds began to say,

“ Why ever don’t you marry, Bulfinch dear ?”

¢ Fain would I marry could I find a bride.

I’d take the Linnet—only she’s my mother.

I’d take the Titmouse—only she’s my sister.

I'd take the Magpie—but she chatters so.

But there, across the water, lives the Quail :

Neither my mother nor my aunt is she:

Her do I love, and I will marry her®.”

This song is said to have been written during the
reign of Ivan the Terrible (A.p. 1533—1584) but to
have been prohibited for a time, on account of its
containing allusions to the life of a certain influential
Boyar.

In the “Oak Bench” a girl sits pensively in the
middle of a circle of young people who, with linked
hands, move around her, singing—

* Tereshchenko, 1v. 380.



SONGS OF THE RUSSIAN PEOPLE. 13

By the river side

Lies an oaken bench,
An oaken plank—

On that oaken bench
Sits a fair young Swede,
In a blue pelisse,

With a girdle of silk.

Presently some of the youths leave the circle and
lay hands on her— ' '

There have come dragoons,

Young cavaliers,

They have seized, have laid hold of the Swedish
woman,

Have set her in a carriage,

Have taken her along the banks of the Moskva.-

The prisoner begins to wéep, on which some of
the youths console her, others strike up merry music,
and the rest break into a lively dance—

The Swedish woman has begun to weep piteously,
But the dragoons console her,

They strike upon their drums,

They tootle on their fifes.

At the sight of so much merriment the captive
forgets her sorrows, and joins her warders in the
dance, while the chorus sings—

The Swedish woman has grown more joyous,

The Swede has begun to dance,

And having dancegushe has bowed low.

Well done! O, ye dragoons !

Ye know how to seize a Swedish woman,

And at consoling a Swedish woman are ye expert'. -

! Tereshchenko, Iv. 168.
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This song is one of many similar relics of the war
between Peter the Great and Charles the Twelfth of
Sweden.

But such chants as this, although rendered in-
teresting by their historical associations, are not
remarkably poetic. It may be as well, therefore,
before going farther, to give some specimens of
songs which possess intrinsic as well as accidental
merit, prefacing them, however, by a few words of
deprecatory criticism.

There are two points in which these dramatlc
sketches of Russian life may seem defective to foreign
eyes—they may appear to lack variety of form, and
still more to be wanting in ‘contrast of colour. Nor
can it be denied that they are often monotonous and
sombre. In former days, at least, the ideas of their
composers not unnaturally revolved in a narrow
circle. In the choice of their themes, the popular
poets seldom ventured off the beaten track; in the
treatment of their subjects they rarely deviated from
the ordinary method. And the tone of their compo-
sitions, undoubtedly, is apt to be painfully subdued.
Although one of the saddest features of Russian
peasant life, the slavery which weighed so heavily on
the mass of the people from the time of Boris
Godunof to that of Alexander II., is seldom, if ever,
alluded to in the popular songs, yet a settled gloom
too often prevails in many of the pictures they offer,
unbroken by a sparkle of high light, unrelieved by a
touch of warm colour. In this, however, they are
not out of keeping with the landscape of certain
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parts of Russia, suggestive as they are of grey plains
dotted with sad brown huts, or of dark forests where
no sound is heard but the sighing of the wind
through the pines. But such drawbacks being ad-
mitted, it is only fair to recognize the merits also of
these songs of the people—the untutored freshness
of their thought, the nervous vigour of their lan-
guage, the musical ring of their versification, their
complete freedom from the sickly affectation, the
wearisome sentimentality, and the tawdry ornamenta-
tion of the mock pastorals and spurious idylls of the
age in which very many of them were composed.
Unfortunately it is next to impossible to give in a
translation, however faithful it may be, any idea
of the greater part of these merits. The stuffed
nightingale of the taxidermist is but a poor.
exchange for the living songster of the wood-
land.

Love is, of course, the inspirer of the great majority
of these songs, but it is generally the darker side of
love which they reveal ; it is on its sorrows, its dis-
appointments, its betrayals, that they lay most stress.
The separation of lovers, for instance, is one of their
favourite themes. Generally it is a girl who bewails
her lot, lamenting over the departure of him who is
o dear to her. Such is the case, for instance, in
the following lyric—

Valley of mine, sweet valley !
O thou wide valley !

Within that valley

A Guelder-rose tree grew,



16 SONGS OF YHE RUSSIAN PEOPLE.

And on that tree

There sat a Cuckoo kookooing.
*“ Wherefore, O my Cuckoo,
Art thou kookooing ?”

¢ Wherefore, O sad maiden,
Art thou sorrowing ? ”

“ How can I, poor Cuckoo,
Cease from kookooing ?”

“ How can I, sad maiden,
Cease from sorrowing?”

“ One green garden had I—
And that is withering!”

“ One dear friend had I—
And he is departing !

Aloné does he leave me,
The young one, alone *!”

Sometimes it is the youth who mourns for a lost
love—stolen away from him perhaps by a richer rival.

“ Why, O Dove, art thou so joyless ?”

How can I, poor Dove, be joyous ?

Late last night my mate was with me.

My mate was with me, on one wing she slept,

Slept on one wing, embraced me with the other,

With the other embraced me, calling me her dear
one.

“ Dear beloved one! Dovelet blue !

Sleep, yet do not sleep, my dovelet,

Only do not, sleeping, lose me, darling.”

The Dove awoke, his mate was gone !

Hither, thither, he flung himself, dash’d himself,

Hither, thither, in homes of Nobles,

Homes of Nobles, Princes, Merchants.

In a Merchant’s garden did I find my Dove,

In a Merchant’s garden, underneath an apple-tree ;

* 8hein, 1. 810.
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Underneath an apple-tree, wounded sore with shot !
The Merchant’s son had wounded my Dove,
Wounded her with a weapon of gold®.

But the desertion is generally on the part of the
¢ good youth.” The girl’s heart remains faithful to
its love.

Misty is the sunlight, misty ;

None the sun can see.

Mournful is the maiden, mournful:

None her grief can tell.

Not her father dear, nor her mother dear,
Nor her sister dear, dovelet white.

Mournful is the maiden, mournful.

‘¢ Canst not thou find a solace for thy woe ?
Canst not thou thy dear friend forget ?
Neither by day nor yet by night,

Neither at dawn nor by the evening glow ?”
Thus did the maiden in her grief reply—

‘ Then only my dear love will I forget,
When my swift feet shall under me give way,
And to my side my hands fall helplessly ;
What time my eyes are filled with dust,

And coffin boards my bosom white conceal*.”

When her lover is taken from her, a girl is some-
times described as being so crushed by the blow that
she can no longer endure to live. Such a despair as
this is described in a song which commences with a
broken-hearted youth’s complaint—

* Keep watch no more by night, dear love,
The waxen taper burn no more,

* Shein, 1. 328. The last line is translated from another Acopy.
¢ Sakharof, 1. iii. 208. .

(v
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No more await me at the midnight hour.
Ah me! our sunny days have passed away,
The stormy wind has carried off our joys,
And scattered them across the open plain !
My father has arranged,

My mother has enjoined,

That I should take another as my wife !
There blaze not in the sky two suns,

Nor shine two moons,

Nor can the youth’s heart two loves know.
My father I will not disobey,

My mother’s behests I will fulfil.

And I will take another as my wife—
Another will I wed—Death early wooed,
Death early wooed by violence !”

Then melted into tears the maiden fair,
And thus with tears she spake:

¢ Oh thou, my love, my eye’s delight!

No dweller in the white light will I be
When thou art gone, my source of hope !
The swan knows not two mates,

Two mates the dove knows not,

Nor I two loves.”

No longer keeps she watch by night,

But still the waxen taper burns.

Upon the table stands a coffin new,

Within the coffin lies the maiden fair®.

A maiden whose parents wish her to marry a
stranger and give up her “ hope, her heart’s beloved,”
exclaims in her grief—

Forth will I go
To the meadows green.

With outery loud
On Harm will I call.

¢ Sakharof, 1. iii. 208.
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¢ Come hither, come hither,
Ye beasts of prey !

Here is luscious food—
Come tear me to shreds !
Only leave untouched -

My beating heart,

And bear it away

To the hands of my dear one.
Ah! there let him see

How fondly I loved him®.”

Sometimes it is death that steps in between two
lovers and separates them for ever. Here is part of
a song expressing the passionate grief of a youth
whose ¢ dovelet dear,” whose ** sweet cygnet,” has
passed away “ at the rising of the bright sun.”

O winds, warm winds,

Warm autumn winds,

Breathe not, ye are not wanted here.
But hither fly ye stormy winds
From the Northern side;
Asunder rend moist mother earth,
And furrowing the open field,
The open, sweeping plain,

Reveal to me the coffin planks,
And let me for the last of times,
To my beloved one say farewell’.

And here is a slightly modified extract from another,
in which is heard the wailing of a “ fair maiden” at
the death-bed of her lover. As he lies there in his
last agony, at his right hand stand his father and
mother, on his left his brother and his sister. At the

- ¢ Sakharof, 1. iii. 206. ' Sakharof, 1 iii. 204.
c2
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head of his couch are his friends. * Opposite his
heart” stands the * fair maiden” weeping and bitterly
lamenting.

If God would grant my love his health,
Were it but for one idle day,

Though it were only for one little hour—
Then would I wander with my love,

Would tread the mossy turf,

Would pluck the flow’rets blue,

Would weave a garland for my love,

And place it on my darling’s head.

Then homewards leading him in glad content,
Would say, “ My hope, my love! -

We two will keep together, love,

Nor part, my darling, till at death

We say farewell for ever to the light :
Leaving behind us some such fame as this—
That we two loved each other tenderly,

And loyally, my love, together died®.”

To the tears of a wife the songs attach less impor-
tance than to those of “a dear friend,” or of a mother
or a sister. In one instance a brave youth lies dead
beside a thicket in the plain—

There weeps his mother—as a river runs;
There weeps his sister—as a streamlet flows ;
There weeps his youthful wife—as falls the dew.
The sun will rise and gather up the dew”’.

And indeed a dying husband often seems to think
less about the sorrow of his wife than about that of
his parents and his children—

* Sakharof, 1. iii 207. * Sakharof, 1. iii. 209.
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Not for my kinsman do I grieve,

Nor for my youthful wife—

But for my little ones I grieve.

My darling little ones are left,

Dear little tiny innocents,

To suffer pangs of hunger and of cold'.

Not only do the songs frequently describe the in-
difference which is likely to attend upon marriages
contracted without the intervention of love, but they
find a fruitful theme in the hatred into which that
indifference sometimes deepens. Many of the most
striking among them are devoted to tales of crime,
especially to stories of poisoning. One of them, for
instance, which is said to be founded on fact, de-
scribes with repulsive realism the murder of an old
husband by his young and faithless wife. But it is
generally the husband who makes away with his wife,
sometimes merely because he is tired of her, some-
times in order that he may fill her place with one
who is nearer to his heart.

It is generally by the agency of poison that a
husband rids himself of the wife who has become an
encumbrance—

Thanks, thanks to the blue pitcher !
It has rid me of my cares, my longings !
Not that cares afflicted me.

real affliction was my wife. '
“ lZIa.st not thou long been ailing, w1fe?
Get worse and worse then, wife,

Make haste to die!
Then shall I lead a freer life.”

! Sakharof, 1. iii, 204.
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I will take a sharp axe;

I will seek the green copse;

I will fell a young pine;

I will build a new room;

I will set in it a glazed stove,

And I will take to myself a young wife,
And to my children a cruel stepmother.
But the children answered him and said :
“Be thou burnt with fire, thou new room !
And do thou die, O cruel stepmother!
But rise, rise again, O our own mother dear?!”

In many cases the poisoner is a girl, who, driven
wild by passion or hate, avenges her real or fancied
wrongs by the deadly cup.

Through the meadow she went
The wicked one;

She dug for an evil root.

“] dug for the evil root,
Deep, deep down !

I washed the evil root,
White, all white !

I dried the evil root
Dry, all dry !

I pounded the evil root,
Small, so small.

I dressed the evil root,
Dressed it—and meant it

For my cruel love.

To the lot of my own dear brother
That evil root fell.

* Shein, 1. 358. The epithet applied to the stepmother is
a purely conventional one. Just as in the songs an axe is always
called sharp, a pitcher blue, a hand white, a girl beautiful, and a
. youth or a horse “good,” so is the stepmother always styled

" likhaya, malicious. )
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At eventide, my brother
Began to moan.
At midnight, my brother
Called for the priest.
With the grey light, my brother
Passed away.
“ Bury me, my sister
Between three roads;
The Petersburg and the Moscow
And the road that leads to Tver.
All who pass by
. Will pray to God,
And on thee, sister,

39

A curse invoke?®.

In one song, which bears the stamp of a foreign
origin, and is probably of a mythical character, a
sister intentionally offers a deadly draught to her
brother, with the design of consuming him with fire.
He happens, however, to let a drop fall from the cup
on his horse’s mane, which instantly begins to burn.
Thereupon he cuts off her head at once, remarking .
that she is a snake and no sister of his. But this
piece of oriental savagery is merely a lyrical setting
either of ideas connected with the old and deeply
rooted belief in witcheraft, of which an account will
be given in another chapter, or of some mytholo-
gical fragment which has given rise to various stories
of a somewhat similar kind ; as, for instance, that of
Arthur’s narrow escape from death at the hands of
Guendolen—an incident which Sir Walter Scott bor-
rowed, in his ‘‘Bridal of Triermain,” from the German

* Shein, 1. 338.
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tale of how Count Otto of Oldenburg was invited by
a fairy maiden to drink from a magic horn, and how
he let a portion of the proffered beverage fall on his
white steed, the hair of which it immediately burnt
off*. But whatever may be its origin, it decidedly must
not be looked upon as in any way typical of the rela-
tions existing between brothers and sisters in Russia.
On these relations the Russian songs do not dwell
nearly so much as the Servian, but still there are to
be found among them expressions of brotherly or sis-
terly love or regret. Of such a nature is the follow-
ing lament, which is interesting, moreover, inasmuch
as it contains one of the allusions to the Tartars—
those terrible enemies who used to overrun the land—
which are to be met with in Russian popular poetry
so much less often than might have been expected.

In his garden green

A youth sowed flowers,

And having sown them, wept,

*“ Ah me! blue flow’rets dear,

Who is to water you ?

To shelter you from evil frosts ?

My father and my mother are too old,

A sister had I once,

But she for water to the Danube went.
Was she drowned in the Danube’s waves ?
Was she lost in the forest dark ?

Did the wolves her body rend ?

Or evil Tartars carry her away ?

In the Danube had she been drowned,
Turbid with sand the Danube’s waves would roll;

¢ Thorpe’s Northern Mythology, 111. 128. Deutsche Sager, 541.
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If the wolves had her body rent,

Scattered across the plain her bones would lie. -
If the Tartars had carried her off,

Surely some tidings would have reached my ears *.”

In one instance & husband’s mere wish proves fatal
to his “evil wife.” It must be remembered that
death was usually represented by the Slavonians,
unless under strong ecclesiastical influence, as a
female being.

A%:inst my will was I married ;
I have taken an evil wife.
An evil one, not to my liking,
Neither in feeling nor thought.
Lovingly live with her—that will I not.
» Across the stream will I go,
Love will I make to the girls.
As for that wife of mine
I will go pray for her death.
Along the bank of the stream
Death, the beautiful, goes.
““ Ho there! My beautiful Death !
Turn thee-back again, Death !
Make an end of my wife!”
Scarce had I spoken—when Death
Began her work with my wife.
Scarce had I time to look round—
Shrouded in linen white was her corpse !
Struck was the stroke on the bell®.

One more extract may be given, in which an unna-
tural husband longs for his wife’s death. The cry of
A—o0’ which occurs in it is the Slavonic equivalent

$ Sakharof, 1. iii. 205. ¢ Shein, 1. 356.
¥ The vowel sounds a, u, pronounced as in Italian.
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of the Australian Coo-ey, and is a call with which the
woods of Russia may be heard ringing in summer
and autumn, when the young people wander through
them gathering nuts and berries—

Out in the dreamy woods,

There goes wandering a fair maiden,

That fair maiden, darling Mashenka.

Masha was gathering berries and mushrooms,

Ere she’d gathered her berries and mushrooms,
She lost her way in the gloomy forest,

Began to A-oo to her dear friend.

“A-00! A-00! Thou dear friend,

Not far art thou, dear; wilt not thou answer to my

call.”

I cannot answer to thy call,

For over me are watchers three— .
Watchers three—three stern ones they.

The first watcher—my wife’s father,

The second watcher—my wife’s mother,

The third watcher—my young wife.”

“We will find him, we will consume him with fire ;
Consume him with fire; cast him into the swift
. stream.”

¢Oh! arise, thou terrible storm-cloud !

Strike dead my wife’s father !

Pierce her mother with thy arrow,

Beat my young wife to death with the rush of rain !
But spare, spare, the fair maiden,

The fair maiden my olden love®.”

In the next song the ¢‘olden love” dies, and the
news of her death is brought to him to whom she
used to be dear, but with whom fate has not allowed
her to be linked—

¢ Shein, 1. 841.
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From under the stone, the white stone,
Fire blazes not, nor pitch seethes,

But a youth’s heart is seething.

Not for his father dear, nor for his mother dear,
Nor for a young wife well-beloved,
Seethes the heart of the youth ;

But for a maiden well beloved,

For her who used to be his love.

‘“ There had reached me broken tidings
That the maiden fair was ill. .
Quickly follows them a letter—

The maiden fair is dead.

I will sadly to the stable:

Lead my good—my best horse forth,
Hasten to the church of God,

Tie my horse beside the belfry,

Stamp upon the mould.

Split open, damp Mother Earth !

Fly asunder, ye coffin planks!

Unroll, O brocade of gold !

Awake, awake, O maiden fair,

O maiden fair, my olden love®!”

A great number of the songs are devoted to the
sorrows of a young wife, condemned to live with an
old and uncongenial husband. The following is one
of the most characteristic of her complaints. It may
be as well to take this opportunity of remarking that
when poetry which deals with the various relation-
ships of married life has to be rendered into English,
the poverty of our own family nomenclature, com-
pared with that of Russia, is very cramping to a
translator. Such odious terms as father-in-law,
mother-in-law, and the rest of the endearing appella-

* Quoted from an old MS. by Shein, 1. 824.
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tions of a spouse’s kinsfolk so ominously terminating
in law, are all but inadmissible, and it is absolutely
impossible to find English equivalents for many of
the numerous Slavonic names for persons mutually
affected by the various degrees of consanguinity and
connexion. Inherited by the Slavonians from their
Aryan ancestors in Central Asia, they have been
retained by them in many instances all but intact,
and they remain among them to bear witness to the
strength of their domestic attachments, to the vigour
of their family life.

Tae Wire.

Fain would I be sleeping, dreaming :

Heavy lies my head upon the pillow.

Up and down the passage goes my husband’s father, -
Angrily about it keeps he pacing, )

CHoRUS.
Thumping, scolding, thumping, scolding,
Never lets his daughter sleep.
FATHER-IN-LAW.

Up, up, up, thou sloven there!
Up, up, up, thou sluggard there !
Slovenly, slatternly, sluggardish slut !

Tee WIFE.

Fain would I be sleeping, dreaming:

Heavy lies my head upon the pillow.

Up and down the passage goes my husband’s mother,
Angrily about it keeps she pacing.

CHorus.

Thumping, scolding, thumping, scolding,
Never lets her daughter sleep. :
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MoTHER-IN-LAwW.

Up, up, up! thou sloven there !
Up, up, up ! thou sluggard there!
Slovenly, slatternly, sluggardish slut!

Tae WirE.

Fain would I be sleeping, dreaming :

Heavy lies my head upon the pillow.

Up and down the passage steals my well-beloved one,
All so lightly, softly, keeps he whisp’ring.

Trae Lover.

Sleep, sleep, sleep, my darling one !
Sleep, sleep, sleep, my precious one !
Driven out, thrown away, married too soon'!

1If the last song was dark with discontent, the next
is expressive of the utter blackness of despair. The
word rendered in it by sorrow is the Russian Gore
meaning misfortune, éalamjty, woe, a being who, as
will be seen farther on, often figures in the popular
tales—as for instance, in that in which a poverty-
stricken wretch tries to keep up appearances by sing-
ing, and hears another voice in unison with his own,
for which he cannot account until he discovers that
it belongs to Gore—to misery, who is keeping him
company. The fish into which sorrow is supposed
in the song to turn itself, is the Byelaya Ruibitsa, a
large Caspian fish, probably the largest with which
the poet was acquainted.

! Shein, 1. 326.
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‘Whither shall I, the fair maiden, flee from Sorrow ?

If T fly from Sorrow into the dark forest,

After me runs Sorrow with an axe.

“T will fell, I will fell the green oaks;

I will seek, I will find the fair maiden.”

If I fly from Sorrow into the open field,

After me runs Sorrow with a scythe.

“T will mow, I will mow the open field ;

I will seek, I will find the fair maiden.”

Whither then shall I flee from Sorrow ?

If I rush from Sorrow into the blue sea—

After me comes Sorrow as a huge fish.

“] will drink, I will swallow the blue sea :

I will seek, I will find the fair maiden.”

If I seek refuge from Sorrow in marriage—

Sorrow follows me as my dowry.

If T take to my bed to escape from Sorrow—

Sorrow sits beside my pillow.

And when I shall have fled from Sorrow into the
damp earth—

Sorrow will come after me with a spade.

Then willSorrow stand over me,and cry triumphantly,

T have driven, I have driven, the maiden into the
damp earth®.”

As these dolorous laments might leave on the mind
of the reader the erroneous impression that Russian
popular poetry is of a morbid character, it will be as
well to give at least one specimen of a love-song, in
which the pathetic does not deepen into the tragic.

The little wild birds have come flying
From beyond the sea, the blue sea.

The little birds go fluttering

About the bushes, over the open field,
All have their mates and rejoice in love.

* Shein, 1. 322.
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Only the good youth, Alexdndrushka,
A homeless orphan in the wide world,
Grieves like a pining cuckoo,
And melts away in burning tears.
The poor lad has no one,
No one in the wide world to fondle him,
No one ever brings joy to the orphan,
Uttering words of kind endearment.
Should he go out into the open field—
There to trample underfoot his cares,
His misery and his bitter longing—
His longing and his misery not to be shaken off—
Or should he go out into the dark forest,
His sorrow will not fly away.
The heart of the good youth
Is eaten up with care.
He fades, he withers in his loneliness,
Like a blade of grass in the midst of a wild plain.
To the youth not even God’s light is dear !
But Dunya dear has taken pity
. On the poor fellow, on the orphan.
She has caressed the homeless one,
She has spoken to him terms of endearment,
The beautiful maiden has fallen in love
With the lad, Alexdndrushka—
She has covered him with her silken veil,
She has called him her darling, her beloved one—
And his sorrow and sighing have passed away®.

During the summer months, as has already been
observed, it is in the Khorovods that songs are chiefly
to be heard, their period varying in different localities,
and being most prolonged in the neighbourhood of
towns or in places where manufactories bring together
large numbers of young people. In the villages, as

8 Tereshchenko, 11. 345. Sakharof, 1. iii. 130.
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soon as the harvest and other field-labours are over,
and the evenings begin to grow dark and long, com-
mence the social gatherings of the young people
called Posidyelki, Besyedui, Dostitki, etc. In the
greater part of Russia the Posidyelka prevails—so
called from posidyet, to sit awhile. This is how it is
described by Tereshchenko :— )
When the appointed evening comes, the village

girls take their work to a cottage selected for the
purpose, and there spend some hours in spinning
and combing flax, hemp, and wool. As they sit at
their work they lighten it with much laughter and
chattering, discussing their domestic affairs, or the
character Jof their sweethearts, or they sing such
songs as— '

“ Spin, my spinner!

Spin, idle not !”

¢ Gladly would I have spun,

But to the neighbour’s I'm called
At the Besyeda to feast.”

The green copse

All night thoaned—
But I, poor Dunya,
All night sat up,
Waiting for my love*.

At first they all spin away steadily, but about a
couple of hours after supper-time they throw aside
their work, and take to playing games. By degrees
tho youths make their appearance, and exchange
greotings with the girls. After a time the distaffs,

¢ Tercshchenko, v. 156.
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spindles, combs, and hackles are put away, and the
young people begin dancing to the sound of reed
pipes, balalaikas, and other musical instruments, or
of songs sung by the girls in chorus, such as—

Remember, dear, remember,

My former love,

How we two together, my own, would wander,
Or sit through the dark antumnal nights,

And whisper sweet secret words.

“ Thou, my own, must never marry.

I, the maiden, will never wed.”

Soon, very soon, my love has changed her mind :
“ Marry, dear, marry! I am going to wed®.”

Sometimes the songs are of a very melancholy
nature, as, for instance :—

Oak wood, dear oak wood,
Green oak wood of mine !

Why moaning so early ?

Low bending thy boughs ?
From thee, from the oak wood,
Have all the birds flown ?

One bird still lingers,

The cuckoo so sad,

Day and night singing kookoo,
She never is still.

Of the wandering falcon

The cuckoo complains.

He has torn her warm nest,
He has scattered her young,
Her cuckoolings dear.

In her lofty chamber
A maiden fair sits ;
By the window she weeps

* Tereshchenko, v. 157.
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As a rivulet flows,

As a spring wells she sobs.
Of the wandering youth
The maiden complains—
From her father and mother
He lured her away

To a strange far off home,
Strange, far off, unknown,
He has lured her—and now
Fain would fling her aside®.

In the middle of a series of such melancholy songs
as these, the girls will suddenly begin to dance.
“The performers (says Tereshchenko) stand facing
each other, and beat time to the music with their
feet ; then they turn round in opposite directions,
change places, and anew stamp on the ground,
and anew turn round.” If they dance to the sound
of song, the women and girls form a circle around
them, as in the Khorovod, and sing what are called
plyasovuiya pyesni, dance-songs—from plyasdt’, to
dance. Here is a specimen. In the original, each
alternate line is composed of the exclamation, Akh!
moy Bozhin'ka! followed by a repetition of the last
words of the preceding line :—

Ah! on the hill a pine-tree stands !

Ah! dear Lord ! a pine-tree stands!
Under the pine a soldier lies!

Ah! dear Lord! a soldier lies !
Over the soldier a black steed stands,
With its right hoof tearing up the ground,
Water it seeks for its soldier lord.

¢ Tereshchenko, v. 159.
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always end in marriage. This is the case, also, at
the Posidyelki, Besyedui, etc., of Great Russia. A sin-
gular amount of liberty is conceded to the rustic lover,
but he would meet with general reprobation were he
to take advantage of his position, and then attempt
to evade making amends for his wrong-doing.

Of the Besyedas in the Olonets Government—one
of those outlying districts in the mnorth-east of
Russia, in which the songs of old times have been
best preserved—a very pleasant and picturesque
account has been given by Ruibnikof, a collector to
whom students of Russian folklore are deeply in-
debted. When October comes, he says, the young
men of each village choose some clean and spacious
cottage, and meet in it almost every evening during
the winter months. These gatherings commence at
seven o’clock, and last till a late hour. Each of the
men pays the owner of the cottage from two to
three kopecks a night for the right of entry, or from
twenty-five to thirty [from tenpence to a shilling] for
the whole season. When music is required, they
make a special collection for the purpose. As a
general rule the girls are admitted free, but in some
districts they pay their share of the expenses.

| If we follow the guidance of Ruibnikof to one of
' these merry gatherings, we find ourselves in a spa-
cious izbi—a term applied to the whole cottage as
well as toits “keeping-room”. Its ceiling is made of
interlacing planks. On the left of the door is a brick
stove, with ample space between it and the wall, and
liberal accommodation for sleepers on the polati, or
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side opposite that occupied by the girls, most of
them dressed in blue caftans, though here and there
a burlak, a man who is in the habit of working for
wages in Petersburg, wears a long surtout, “or even
a Palmerston-Paletot®.”

After a time the amusements of the evening begin,
games and dances following each other in regular
order, attended by songs, which are not chosen capri-
ciously at the will of the singers, but are accepted in
accordance with the dictates of established usage.
Hour after hour the singing goes on until the party
breaks up, the lights are put out, and, escorted by
their * dear friends,” the girls speed home across the
snow.

It would be easy to give picture after picture of a
similar kind, in which should be portrayed the
bright side of social life among those Russian peasants
who remain faithful to the old manners and customs
of their ancestors. But to do full justice to the sub-
ject a whole volume would be required, and not a
mere introductory chapter. And so we will tarry no
longer in the region of the picturesque, but will pro-
ceed to clear the way for the discussion of the mythi-
cal and ritual or ceremonial songs which have to
follow, by giving a rapid sketch of some divisions of
the general subject which have not yet been noticed.

The songs which have been quoted in the preceding
pages belong for the most part to the class of those
called Golosovuiya (golos = voice) or Protyazhnuiya,

* Ruibnikof, 111. 427—429.
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fragmentary epics, to which neither our metrical ro-
mances nor our historical ballads exactly correspond,
although they offer certain points of resemblance—
and the historical songs, and most of the others of
which we have just spoken, are generally written in
the same style and metre as the Builinas, and often
contain scraps of poetry which have been borrowed
from them. As a general rule, however, there is not
much poetry to be found in the  Soldier Songs,” or
“ Historical Songs” in Sakharof’s collection. As
for the * popular poetry * laboriously produced now-
a-days in the towns, and unblushingly fathered upon
soldiers and gipsies, it is not worthy of serious notice,
contrasting as it does most unfavourably with that
which flowed spontaneously in olden days from the
well of Russian undefiled. Here and there, however,
in remote parts of the country, the old Slavonic faculty
of improvisation still lives among the peasantry, and
sometimes gives birth to metrical effusions which are
caught up by their hearers, and so added to the
common stock of current song.

‘ Almost every woman,” says Ruibnikof, speaking
of the neighbourhood of Lake Onega, “ can give ex-
pression to her feelings of distress, either by construct-
ing & new lament (zapldchka), or by adapting an old
one to the circumstances.” And he proceeds to speak
of a zapldchka improvised by a young woman of the
neighbourhood. A first cousin of hers died, and all
the family bitterly lamented his loss. But his cousin’s
grief was expressed in a lyrical form with such force
and clearness, that her zaplichka immediately ac-
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Cossack boats. In one song a young Cossack, riding
away -on a foray, sorrowfully parts from his betrothed ;
in another he sends from his last field a farewell
message to his home. In all of them breathe the
same feelings of courage, of loyalty, of independence,
the same attachment to a free life, the same con-
tempt for death. Of the Tsar himself they speak,
as a general rule, with devotion ; but his messengers
are not always treated with respect. One of the
songs, for instance, describes how a great Boyar
(probably a certain Prince Dolgoruky), starts from
Moscow for “the quiet Don Ivanovich,” boast-
ing that he will hang up all the Cossacks. They,
suspecting his intention, meet together and form a
great circle, in the middle of which he takes his
stand and begins to read aloud ¢ the T'sar’s Ukases.”
When he comes to the royal titles the Cossacks
all doff their caps, but he keeps his on,—

Thereupon they rose in commotion,

Flung themselves upon the Boyar,

Cut off his proud head,

And threw his white body into the quiet Don;

And having killed him, they said to his corpse,—
‘ Respect, Boyar, the Gosudar,
Don’t go ’glorying or giving yourself airs before
im

Then they went to the T'sar with their confession :—

“ O thou, Father orthodox Tsar !

Judge us according to a just decision,
Order to be done to us what pleaseth thee.
Thou art master of our bold heads?.”

* Sakharof, 1. iii. 238.
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A subject which is frequently treated in the songs
is that of a Cossack who lies grieving in a dark
prison. In one instance he entreats his parents to
ransom him, but they say they cannot do so; then
he turns to the “fair maiden” whom he loves, and
she immediately hastens to release him. In another
song & prisoner who has lain for twenty-two years
in “a dark dungeon without windows or doors,”
within the white stone walls of “ the famous city of
Azof,” hears “ His Sultanic Majesty, the Turkish
Tsar himself” go by, and calls out to him, demand-
ing that he may be set free, adding,—

If thou dost not order me to be let out,

I will at once write a letter,

Not with pen and ink,

But with my burning tears,

To my comrades on the quiet Don.

The glorious, quiet Don will rise in anger ;
The whole Cossack circle will fly to arms;
They will shatter the Turkish forces,

And lead thee, O Tsar, away into captivity.

On hearing this ¢ His Sultanic Majesty” immediately
cries to his ¢ field-marshals,”—

“ Set free the brave youth,

The brave youth, the Don Cossack,
Let him go to his Russian land,

To his White Tsar*.”

Of a more poetic nature is the following address
to the favourite river of the Cossacks :—

* Sakharof, 1. iii. 287.
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Father of ours! famous, quiet Don !

Don Ivanovich, our nourisher |

Great praise of thee is spoken,

Great praise and words of honour.

That thou didst swiftly run in olden days,

Swiftly but all clearly didst thou run.

But now, our nourisher, all troubled dost thou
flow,

Troubled unto thy depths art thou, O Don.

Then glorious, quiet Don thus made reply,—

““ How otherwise than troubled can I be ?

I have sent forth my falcons bright,

My falcons bright, the Don-Kazéks.

Deprived of them my steep banks crumble down,

Deprived of them my shoals are thick with sand*.”

And so is this description of a battle with the
Tartars :—

Beyond the famous river Utva,

Among the Utvinsk hills,

In a wide valley,

A cornfield was ploughed.

Not with the plough was the field ploughed,
Rut with keen Tartar spears.

Not with a harrow was the field harrowed,
But with swift feet of horses.

Not with rye, nor with wheat, was the field sown,
But that cornfield was sown

With bold Cossack heads.

Not with rain was it moistened,

Not with strong autumn showers ;

That field was moistened

With burning Cossack tears®.

Most of what have been styled the *Robber

§ Sakharof, 1. iii. 240. * Sakharof, 1. iii. 243.
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The last survivor of a band which has been crushed
in fight makes his way slowly homewards through
the dark forests, sadly thinking of his comrades who
are either dead or in prison. Arriving at a river, he
is rowed across it by the ferrymen, but no sooner
does he reach the other side than he feels that death
is close at hand, so he cries,—

Bury me, brothers, between three roads,

The Kief and the Moscow, and the Murom famed in
story.

At my f?ert fasten my horse,

At my head set a life-bestowing cross,

In my right hand place my keen sabre.

Whoever passes by will stop;

Before my life-bestowing cross will he utter a prayer,

At the sight of my black steed—will he be startled,

At the sight of my keen sword—will he be terrified.

“ Surely this is a brigand who is buried here!

A son of the brigand, the bold Stenka Razin®!”

When these freebooters are taken prisoners, they
make it a point of honour to maintain a defiant
demeanour in the presence of their capturers. One

* Sakharof, 1. iil. 226. The same idea occurs at the end of our
own ballad of “ Robin Hood’s Death and Burial : ’—

“Lay me a green sod under my head,

And another at my feet:

And lay my bent bow by my side,
Which was my music sweet ;

And make my grave of gravel and green,
‘Which is most right and meet.

Let me have length and breadth enough,
With a green sod under my head:

That they may say, when I am dead,
Here lies bold Robin Hood.”

-
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After him follow his father and his mother,

His father and his mother and his young wife;

They weep as a river flows,

Their sobbing is like the sound of a rushing stream,
And amid their sobs they incessantly entreat him.
“(Q child, dear child of ours !

Humble thyself before the Tsar,

Offer him thy confession.

Perchance the Gosudar Tsar will pardon thee,

Will leave thy bold head on thy strong shoulders.”
Hard as a stone grows the heart of the brave youth;
He stiffens his neck and defies the Tsar,

Not listening to his father and mother,

Not pitying his young wife,

Feeling no sorrow for his children.

He was led to the Red Field,

And there his bold head

Was struck off from his strong shoulders'.

Many of the songs are devoted to love. Here, for
instance, is the outline of a romantic story. A brave
youth leaves his native Ukraine, and enters into the
gervice of ¢ the King of Lithuania,” who shows him
great favour. The King has a fair daughter, whose
heart is won by the young Cossack, a fact of which
her father is made aware by the youth’s “ own evil"
brothers,” who repeat the idle boastings in which he
had indulged when under the influence of strong
drink. The King in his wrath orders his favourite -
to be taken out at once to the place of execution. His
commands are obeyed, and the youth soon stands at
the foot of the gallows :—

On the first step mounted the youth :
« Farewell, farewell, my father and my mother !”

! Sakharof, 1. iii. 224.
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On the second step mounted the youth :

‘¢ Farewell, farewell, my kith and kin !”’
On the third step mounted the ?routh :

** Farewell, my sweet Princess |”

The Princess {ea.rd the voice afar off,
She hastened into her lofty chamber,

She seized her golden keys, ’
She opened a silver coffer,

She took two steel daggers,

And pierced her white bosom.

In the open field swings the brave youth,
On the daggers bends down the Princess and dies*.

The only consolation which the bereaved father can
find is that of cutting off the heads of the fatal
informers.

By way of conclusion, the following romance of
robber life may be given :—

It was in the city of Kief

That there lived a rich widow :

Nine sons had she,

Her tenth child was a daughter dear;

Her did her brothers carefully bring up,
Brought her up and gave her in marriage,

To a young dweller by the sea,

To a rich Boydr.

He took her to the seaside,

And there they lived a year, two years,

But in the third year they grew weary,

And set off to pay her mother a visit.

They travelled one day, they travelled two days,
The third day they made a halt,

To cook kasha, and to let their horses graze.
It was not evil crows that flew down on them,
It was evil robbers who pounced upon them.

* Sakharof, 1. iii. 230, 281.
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The husband they put to death,

His child they flung into the sea,

His wife they kept as a prisoner,

And after that they lay down to sleep.

But one of their number did not lie down to sleep,
Did not lie down, but prayed to God,

And took to questioning the captive.

¢ Moryanka, Moryanka, Moryanushka?,

From what city dost thou come ?

Who are thy father and thy mother ?”’

The captive tells her story in the words with which
the song opens, to the horror of her listener.

With a loud cry exclaimed he then—

¢ O brothers, brothers of mine!

No _mere dweller by the sea have we slain,
‘We have slain the dear husband of our sister !
No mere child have we flung into the sea,
But our own sister’s son |

No mere seaside woman have we taken captive
We have taken captive our own sister |

Sister dear, our own sister !

Do not tell this to our mother.

‘We will find thee another husband,

We will endow thee more richly than before.”

But with tears does the sister reply,—

“ With whatsoever ye may endow me,
Ye cannot bring my dear one back to life*.”

Of the Soldier Songs some refer to the wars with
Sweden, as, for instance, one in which ‘ General

* Moryanka means a female dweller by the seaside. Moryan-
ushka is an affectionate diminutive of the word.
¢ Sakharof, 1. iii. 228
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Boris Petrovich Sheremetef’’ marches out of Pskoff,
and his troops * chase the Swedish general up to the
very walls of Dorpat;”’ and another in which a girl
tells her mother of a dream she has had—how in a
vision of the night she saw a steep hill on which lay
a white rock; and on this rock grew a cytisus bush,
on which sat a dark blue eagle, holding in its claws
a black crow. To which the mother replies that she
will explain the dream :—

The steep hill is stone-built Moskva, -

The white rock is our Kreml Gorod,

And the cytisus bush is the Kremlin palace ;

The dark blue eagle is our father the Orthodox Tsar,
And the black crow is the Swedish King.

Our Gosudar will conquer the Swedish land, -
And the King himself will lead into captivity®.

Many of them refer to various military and naval
exploits, one describing how a Russian Admiral ter-
rified the Turks, another telling how the blood of
the infidels was poured forth at the taking of Azof,
and a third embodying the expressions used by the
Orthodox Tsar himself, as he steered across the Cas-
pian Sea one of a fleet of thirty Russian ships.

Some of the most interesting are devoted to the
soldier’s sorrows. In one, for instance, we see the
young conscript enrolled among the “ Imperial dra-
goons,” and hear him lament as his long locks fall
before the. official scissors :—

“ Not for my black curls do I mourn,
But I mourn for my own home.

¢ Sakharof, 1. iii. 282.
E 2
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In my home are three sorrows,

And the first sorrow is—

I have parted from my father and mother,
From my father and from my mother,
From my young wife,

From my orphaned boys,

From my little children®.

In the days when long terms of military service
were the rule, a conscript was generally looked upon
as lost to his native village, and the occasion of his
departure was one of great sorrow and mourning.
Here is a song which used to be sung by the rela-
tions of a recruit when he took leave of his home,
in a district of the Archangel Government. The
inhabitants of the village, old and young, would col-
lect on such an occasion, and amid sobs and tears
would listen to the sad lament :—

Warm, warm, O red Sun !

Shine, shine, O-bright Moon [Myésyats] !
Together with the clear stars,

Together with the bright Moon [Lund],

So that we, the old thieves-bloodsuckers,
May be able to see to go to the dram-shop
To go to the dram-shop and take counsel :
From the rich to take—and not to restore,
From the poor to take—and so to ruin.
Beyond the brook, beyond the river,

In the house of an old widow

Is her only son Ivinushko—

Of him will we make a soldier.

Good and pleasing is he by nature,

Favour has he found in the eyes of the girls,
Of service has he been to all the commune’.

¢ Sakharof, 1. iii. 234. ' Ruibnikof, 1. 460.
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. Weeping the while, as a river flows,
For the recent death of the Emperor,
The Emperor, Peter the First.

And thus amid his sobs he spake,—

“ Split asunder, O damp mother Earth
On all four sides—

Open, ye coffin planks,

Unroll, O brocade of gold-—

And do thou arise, awake, Gosudar,
Awake Batyushka, Orthodox Tsar.
Look upon thy army dear,

The well loved, the brave.

Without thee are we all orphans,
Having become orphans, have we lost all

strength®.”

This song may serve also as a fair specimen of the
class styled “ Historical.” The faculty of composing
Builinas, or what are usually styled the real historical
poems of Russia, is supposed by some writers to
have existed among the people till the time of Peter
the Great, and then to have expired during the great
social revolution brought about by that monarch.
Of these Builinas—whether of the Vladimir cycle,
or of the series referring to Ivin the Terrible, Alexis
Mikhailovich, and other Tsars who lived after the
Tartar period—I hope at some future period to give
a detailed account. At present it is rather with
lyric than with epic poetry that I propose to deal,
and therefore I will not dwell any longer on the
“ Historical Songs,” and those of a similar nature.
But before parting with the subject, it may not be
amiss to say a few words about the Builinas and

their reciters.
* Sakharof, 1. iii. 232.
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Until the beginning of the present century very few
persons even suspected that Russia could boast of
possessing a national epos. It was vaguely reported
that a considerable mass of more or less historical
poetry was floating about in the memories of the
people, but little had been done to secure and pre-
serve it. From time to time small collections were
made, one of the most interesting of which, so far as
English readers are concerned, is that which is now
at Oxford, having been formed by Richard James,
an English clergyman, a great number of whose
manuscripts are preserved in the Bodleian Library.
He was in Moscow in the summer of 1619, and spent
the ensuing winter in the extreme north, where he was
detained on his return home by way of Archangel.
His collection consists of six poems, chiefly relating
to events which had recently taken place in Russia'.

In the year 1804 there appeared at Moscow a book
which extended the growing knowledge that there
existed in Russia a rich mine of historical poetry.
This was the work entitled ‘“Ancient Russian
Poems,” containing 26 out of the 61 old *epic
poems *’ which purported to have been collected by a
certain Kirsha Danilof, towards the middle of the
18th century, at the Demidof mining works, in the
Government of Perm. Fourteen years later the entire
collection was edited by Kalaidovich. No farther
steps of any importance were taken till about twenty

! Professor Buslaef has written an interesting article on these
poems. Ist. Ocherki, 1. 470—548. They have been printed by
the St. Petersburg Academy of Sciences,



56 SONGS OF THE RUSSIAN PE