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INTRODUCTION



The Lay ofthe Warfare Waged by Igor was written as long ago as in 1187, but time
has not muted its patriotic appeal or dimmed its brilliant colours. Interest in The
Lay, far from slackening, is actually growing wider and deeper.

Why is this not very long epic poem enjoying such a long life? Why do the ideas
it carries and the writing itself continue to move us till this day?

The Lay was first published in the autumn of 1800. The manuscript had been
acquired a few years previously by Count Alexei Musin-Pushkin, a well-known
collector and lover of Russian antiquities. True, it was not the original author’s
text, but one of the copies made by a scribe in the 16th century and included in
a collection of old Russian secular writings. And it was this collection that Musin-
Pushkin bought among other manuscripts through a commission agent from Ar-
chimandrite Joel of the since closed down Spasso-Yaroslavsky Monastery.

More than a thousand investigations have been published since The Lay first
appeared in print. And research continues.

The discovery of the poem was largely responsible for the development of the
patriotic theme in Russian literature. The poet Kheraskov, describing the Kherson
(Chersonesos) campaign of Vladimir Svyatoslavich in the second edition of his poem
Vladimir, addressed the following words to Boyan; “Guide my pen, teach me to
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play the lyre!” and in a footnote made brief mention of the discovery of The Lay,
which he must have read before its publication. The next to speak of The Lay in
somewhat greater detail was Karamzin in the October 1797 issue of Spectateur du
Nord, a journal brought out by French emigres in Hamburg. The discovery of the
poem stimulated interest in the ancient Russian language, in ancient Russian
literature, paleography, Russian 11th-12th century history, and folk poetry. Poets
were inspired to give their renderings of it in modern Russian prosody. In fact,
The Lay never remained a dusty museum piece.

The manuscript perished in the Moscow fire of 1812 together with the whole
invaluable collection of Musin-Pushkin which he kept in his house. An especially
great loss was the famous early 15th century Troitsky Chronicle.

At the beginning of the 19th century, ancient Russia had been little studied as yet.
People had only a very vague notion of ancient Russian literature and the literary
language, of its wonderful architecture, painting and jeweller’s art. Therefore, it was
not surprising that when The Lay was discovered the skeptics refused to believe
that a marvellous work like that could have belonged to the 12th century. Their
voices were all the louder because ‘‘scientific skepticism” in general was widespread
at the beginning of the 19th century. In Russia, as in the West, there existed a whole
trend "in historical science, a ‘‘skeptical school” which subjected to doubt the
authenticity of most ancient writings (Russian, Ancient Greek, and West European)
among them, for instance, even Nestor’s Chronicle (The Tale of Bygone Years)
although hundreds of 14th-16th century copies and numerous testimonials of its
authenticity have been preserved.

The more The Lay was investigated, the clearer it became that it was genuine.
At the end of the 18th century, ancient Russian was so little known that an
imitation was hardly possible. In the course of research some passages in The Lay
which first seemed obscure were clarified, as were also many references to actual
historical events found in the poem. At first, readers and researchers took
no interest whatsoever in the idea behind The Lay but they went back to it after
the discovery of other ancient writings with similar patriotic ideas. Later
writings showed a stylistic resemblance to The Lay and used some ol its turns
of speech.
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The poem was written at a time when the feudal fractioning of Russia was at
its height. The economical, political and cultural life of the princedoms was
insulated within their local little worlds. A great number of the smaller princes fought
with each other, contending for land, for seniority, and becoming involved in
fratricidal wars for the sake of purely personal, local claims. And Kiev lost its
significance as the centre of the Russian lands.

The feud of the princes was tragically complicated by the threatening invasion
of Russia by the Polovtsi (Kipchak Turks) who had already in the middle of the
11th century overrun the steppes between the Volga and the Dnieper. At the beginning
of the 12th century, the Russian Kievan princes headed by Viadimir Monomakh
had scored some major victories over the Polovtsi, but the latter continued
making their sudden raids on the towns and villages, plundering them, destroying
the crops, and herding off the inhabitants into slavery. The south and south-eastern
borders of Russia, stretching along open country and difficult to protect, presented
no natural obstacles to the Polovtsi, mounted on fast steppeland horses. There
seemed to be no end of them, and the nomads came on and on to devour the
Russian towns and the rather well-developed agriculture. To be sure, their raids often
came to nought when they ran into a strong resistance put up by some of the
princedoms. A part of the nomad invaders then settled on the borderlands,
and with time fell under the peaceful influence of Russian culture. They were
then popularly called “good heathens”, or kovuis, however, the feuds between
the Russian princedoms actually created the conditions for new invasions.
Sometimes their quarrels reached such a pitch that princes appealed to the
Polovtsi for help, thereby heedlessly endangering the independence of the Russian
land.

Still, in spite of there being no political unity in 12th century Russia, culture
was by no means on the decline. The very fragmentation of Kievan Rus was
prompted by the growth of its separate parts and their productive forces, by the
development of new regional centres and an upsurge of activity on the part of the
urban population. Besides Kiev, Novgorod and Chernigov, Russian culture
flourished in numerous new cities, among them Vladimir Zalessky, Vladimir
Volynsky, Polotsk, Smolensk, Turov and Galich. The veche-popular assembly-
became more of an influence. Princes were “dethroned”’, and others were invited
in their place. Merchants and craftsmen rose in importance. Splendid edifices were
built and numerous teams of painters, stone carvers, carpenters, jewellers, copyists
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of manuscripts were at work. Excavations in Novgorod show that literacy was
strongly developed among the common people-artisans and peasants (a great
number of letters written on birch bark in the 12th, 13th and 14th centuries have
been found).

Just a cursory enumeration of 12th century cultural achievements is evidence
enough that The Lay was not the time’s only work of art. It had its contemporaries
in different spheres. In architecture it was the graceful and ornate Church of the
Intercession of the Holy Virgin on the Nerle (1165); the Cathedral of the Dormition
in Vladimir (built in 1158, and reconstructed in 1185-1189) whose magnificence has
been admired all these centuries by people from all over the world; the Cathedral
of St. Dmitry also in Vladimir (1194) with its walls of white stone richly adorned
on the outside with figures, in relief, of saints, horsemen, centaurs, lions, snow
leopards, griffins. In painting, there were the famous frescoes in the Mirozhsky
Monastery in Pskov, in Staraya Ladoga, in the Arkazhi Church in Novgorod,
and in the Spas-Nereditsa Church. The applied arts were also developed to a high
skill. Some excellent 12th century manuscripts, jewelry (silver and enamel), objects
of art made from iron and carved from bone, stone and wood, have been preserved.
As many as forty-two different skills are mentioned in the chronicles, but in actual
fact there were many more.

Literature-oral or written—was really the pride of Russian 12th century culture.
The little that has come down to us of the wealth that was destroyed in enemy
raids, that perished in fires or was lost through negligence, proves not just the
existence of good literary works but also the general development of literature at
the time. There were several literary schools, numerous genres, a demand for
literature and an ingrained habit of reading. The orations of Kliment Smolyatich and
Kirill of Turov are linked with the European tradition and rooted in antiquity
through Byzantium. The Kiev Crypt Patericon, the historical tales, and the famous
Daniel the Exile’s Supplications, all differ sharply in both form and content.
Records were kept in practically every town, every large monastery, at the court
of the local prince, and even in ordinary churches. The writing of these chronicles
is most original, they have an amazingly diversified vocabulary, specific literary
traditions, they make extensive use of the images of folk poetry, and all of them
have their local distinctions of style and language.

This diversity of schools, styles, traditions and genres in architecture, painting
and literature, reflecting the fractionisation of the land into separate feudal
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princedoms, must also be put down to another development, typical for the 12th
century, that is, the intensified influence of the old local folk tradition exerted on
the development of the Russian national culture. This influence was at its strongest
during the writing of The Lay, although it had begun long before, and the poem
with its natural combination of folk tradition and elements of refined literature is
indisputably typical for the 12th century.

* * *

The Lay tells about the unsuccessfu] campaign undertaken for ambitious reasons
in 1185 by Prince Igor Svyatoslavich of Novgorod-Seversky with a small company
and without pre-arrangement with the other princes. The defeat he suffered was
terrible, and The Lay is the author’s appeal to the Russian princes for unity in
their struggle against Russia’s external enemies.

The campaign took place in the early spring of 1185. On Tuesday, April 23,
Igor Svyatoslavich of Novgorod-Seversky set out against the Polovtsi with his son
Vladimir of Putivl, his nephew Prince Svyatoslav Olegovich Rylsky, and a company
of “‘good heathens” led by Olstin Oleksich and sent over by Yaroslav Vsevolodovich
of Chernigov. The campaign had not been agreed upon with the Kiev Prince
Svyatoslav. The company, moving slowly on horses that had fattened during the
winter, reached the Donets on May 1, the day of the solar eclipse. This was a bad
omen, but Igor did not turn back, and went as far as the Oskol where for two
days he waited for his brother, the brave Vsevolod, who was coming a different
way from Kursk. From the Oskol they went on the river Salnitsa.

Igor’s plan to take the Polovtsi unawares fell through: his scouts reported to
him that the Polovtsi were armed and ready for battle. The scouts advised Igor
to move faster or else turn back, to which Igor replied that death was better than
the disgrace of returning home without fighting a battle. And so, they rode on all
night, and at noon the next day, they encountered the Polovtsi. The nomads had
sent their tents mounted on carts to a safe distance behind them, and all of them,
everyone to a man, lined up on the opposite bank of the Syurlia. Igor’s army was
ranged in six regiments. According to custom he addressed a short, heartening speech
to his fellows. His regiment took up the central position, with Vsevolod’s to the
right, and his nephew Svyatoslav Rylsky’s to the left. The regiment of Igor’s son
Vladimir and the Chernigov “good heathens’ stood in front. The best shots from
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all the regiments were ranged at the head of the entire company. The Polovtsi also
lined up their archers. They fired a volley of arrows, and, without taking battle,
turned and ran, even the rear guard standing far back from the river. The vanguard
regiments of Vladimir Igorevich and the Chernigov “good heathens” gave them the
chase, while Igor and Vsevolod advanced slowly. carefully keeping the battle order
of their regiments. The Russians seized the tents and families of the Polovtsi. A part
of Igor’s army continued in pursuit of the Polovtsi, and came back in the night
with more prisoners.

According to the Ipatievsky Chronicle, when dawn broke the next day the Polovtsi
made a surprise attack on the Russians to whom it looked as if a “‘great forest”
was advancing upon their small host. But even then, Igor did not turn back. In
order to get to the Donets all in a body, he ordered the horsemen to dismount
and fight with everyone else on foot.

For three days and three nights, they fought their difficult way to the river. In
battle, Igor was wounded in the right arm. His warriors were dying of thirst. The
horses were the first to collapse. Many were the wounded and the dead among
the Russians. At dawn on the third day, on Sunday, the Chernigov “good heathens”
quavered. Igor galloped to them, taking off his helmet so that they would recognise
him, but he was unable to hold them back. Riding back, when he was only an
arrow’s flight from his regiment, he was taken captive. He saw his brother Vsevolod
fighting desperately at the head of his regiment and prayed God for death so as
not to see him being killed. The captive princes were distributed among the khans.
Konchak himself vouched for Igor because he was wounded. Only fifteen Russian
soldiers and even fewer “good heathens” survived from the entire company. The rest
fell in battle.

Meanwhile, Prince Svyatoslav Vsevolodovich of Kiev, had gone to Korachev to
assemble warriors for a summer campaign against the Polovtsi on the Don. At
Novgorod-Severski on his way back, he learnt that his cousins had gone off to fight
the Polovtsi in secret from him, and the news angered him. When his boats were
tying up at Chernigov, a man called Byelovolod Prosovich brought him the tidings
of Igor’s defeat. On hearing this, Svyatoslav sighed grievously, and shed a tear.
The Lord God had granted him victory over the pagans, but the young princes
in their unrestrained rashness had flung the gates wide open for them.

The Polovtsi, after defeating Igor, gathered all their forces together and invaded
‘he Russian land, causing grief and devastation. But there was discord among the
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victors: khan Konchak wanted to march against Kiev to avenge Bonyak and
Sharukan, his grandfather, defeated there in 1106, whereas khan Gza proposed
going to the Sem where the wives and children of the Russians had been left
unprotected, and where they could easily take the towns together with all the slaves
they wanted. And so, they divided in two. Khan Konchak marched on Pereyaslavl
Yuzhny, and laid siege to the town. Vladimir Glebovich was the prince of Pereyaslavl
at the time. A ““valiant and keen warrior”, he rode out of the city gates and attacked
the Polovtsi, but few of his company ventured out after him. The prince was
surrounded and stabbed with three spears. Seeing this, his men hastened to his aid
and rescued him from the enemies’ hands. From Pereyaslavl, Vladimir sent
messengers to Svyatoslav in Kiev, and' to Rurik and David Rostislavich, asking
them to help him against the Polovtsi who were at his gate. Svyatoslav, in his turn
sent a messenger to David who was at Trepol with his Smolensk troops. The Smolensk
people called a veche, and this is what they replied to Svyatoslav: “We are on our way
to Kiev, we’d fight if we ran into the enemy, but we are not up to another campaign,
we are exhausted as it is.”” Svyatoslav and Rurik then sailed down the Dnieper to
meet the Polovtsi, while David with his Smolensk troops turned back. Khan
Konchak retreated from Pereyaslavl, on hearing that Svyatoslav and Rurik were
approaching, and on the way back laid siege to Rimov. During the siege, part of
the city wall collapsed. Those who ventured out to grapple with the enemy survived.
All the rest were taken captive or killed.

In captivity, Igor enjoyed a relative freedom and respect. His guard of twenty
men obeyed his orders and let him ride where he wished. Accompanied by his
servants he went hunting with falcons, and once had a priest brought over from
Russia to perform a church service for him.

Lavr, a baptised Polovets named Ovlur, offered to help Igor to escape. Igor
refused to take this “inglorious road™, but later circumstances compelled him to
do so when a fellow prisoner told him that the Polovtsi returning from Pereyaslavl
meant to slaughter all the Russian captives. His escape was timed for the sunset
hour. [gor sent his equerry to Lavr to tell him to wait on the opposite bank of the
river with an extra horse. Igor’s guards, drunk on kumiss, were having a gay time,
certain that he had gone to sleep. Igor said his prayers, and slipped out of the tent.
He got across the river, mounted the horse waiting for him there, and rode quietly
through the camp. It took him eleven days, with the pursuers hard upon his heels,
to reach the border town of Donets. He did not stay long at home in Novgorod-
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Seversky, and rode off again to Chernigov and Kiev imn search of assistance and
support. He was joyously welcomed everywhere.

His son Vladimir returned two years later. In captivity he had marricd Konchak’s
daughter. The church wedding ceremony was held in Russia.

* * *

That is how the chronicles tell the story of Igor’s campaign. In The Lay the
events are not related in their sequence, the author discusses them rather than
relates them, lamenting the fate of Igor’s host, and appealing for a joint defense of
the Russian land. In Igor’s defeat he saw a grave warning to the princes who were
so busy wallowing in their private feuds that they left their motherland unprotected
against the continuous raids of the nomads. The principal message in The Lay,
therefore, is an appeal for unity of all the Russians in the struggle against their
common foe.

Although The Lay is a written work, in essence and style it comes very close to
oral folk poetry. The author does not strive for novelty or use any startling artistic
means. He bases his poem on the images and symbols existing in poetic diction
and in usage in 12th century Russian ordinary speech. The Lay owes much of its
lasting appeal to the skill with which the existing wealth of the Russian poetic and
prose language is shown up in all its splendour and significance.

The author, moved by strong, simple feelings well understandable in our time,
is concerned for the safety of the Russian people as a whole and, when telling about
Igor’s campaign, he feels such acute anxiety and sorrow that he cannot help inter-
fering in Igor’s actions and interrupts his narrative with such exclamations as:
“Oh, far has the falcon flown, driving the wild fowl before him down to the sea!
And the valiant host of Igor shall never rise again!” ““Oh, the Russian land shall
moan recalling bygone days and the princes of old.” The author humanises nature
and makes it respond to everything that happens among the people. Nature
sympathises with the Russians and strives, as it were, to warn them of danger and
make Igor turn back from his fateful course. The significance and the drama is
thereby greatly enhanced. Twice the author exclaims as the Russian warriors vanish
in the distance: “O Russian land! Far are you, now beyond the hills!”” Only a man
who has himself been to war could so eloquently render the emotion of a soldier
crossing the boundary of his land into enemy country. The author seems to be
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hearing the din of battle from a distance, and although there is no obviating the
inevitable defeat, he refuses to accept the fact and cries: “What clamour is that?
What clang is that far away, so early, before dawning?”’ Again, only a man who
has known this desperate sense of loss could render his state of confusion with such
psychological veracity.

The mixed feelings of Svyatoslav, the Kiev prince, when he heard about the
defeat suffered by Igor and Vsevolod are presented in all their complexity. He loves
them as a father, and as a father he rebukes them for rashly going to war against
the Polovtsi without first coming to some agreement with the other princes.

The author is awake to all the thoughts and feelings of his heroes. He under-
stands and sympathises with the brave warriors’ disdain for luxury, and very
tenderly reveals to us the emotional state of Yaroslavna, Igor’s young wife, weeping
for her husband. He shares Igor’s sentiment that death is preferable to captivity,
and tells in amazingly stirring words of Izyaslav’s lonely death in the blood-spattered
grass on the battlefield. His brothers were not with him, and in utter solitude he
“‘yielded up his pearl-white soul from his valiant body through his necklace of
gold”.

The sad picture of the abandoned field where no ploughman urges on his horses
and only ravens croak gathering for the feast, wrings the reader’s heart and is
perceived as the author’s lament for the Russian people as a whole and for the
toiling population in particular.

The poem is permeated with the author’s all-forgiving love for his native Russian
land which, in fact, plays the lead in his work. His call to unity is embodied in this
image, enormous and alive.

Geographically speaking, the scene of The Lay is very wide indeed, there is
mention of the Don, Volga, Dnieper, Donets, Danube, Zapadnaya Dvina, Ross,
Sula, Stugna, Nemiga and other smaller rivers, and numerous towns, among them
Korsun, Tmutorokan, Kiev, Polotsk, Chernigov, Kursk, Pereyaslavl, Byelgorod,
Novgorod, Galich, Putivl, Rimov, and others. The events taking place in the Russian
land are closely followed by the Germans, the Venetians, the Greeks and the
Moravians, while the Lithuanians, the Polovtsi, and the Lithuanian tribes Yatviags
and Deremelas, are directly involved in the course of Russia’s history.

The hyperbolical speed with which the personages of the poem move about
condenses the vast scene of action considerably. Vseslav, for instance, touched the
golden throne of Kiev with his spear-shaft, recoiled like a savage beast, disappeared
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at midnight from Byelgorod, and in the morning battered open the gates ol Nov-
gorod and shattered Yaroslav’s fame. Vseslav passed judgement on his people,
allotted cities to the princes, and “himself would scour through the night like a
wolf”’, getting to Tmutorokan from Kiev before dawn. And Svyatoslav, like a
whirlwind swept the pagan Kobiak from the sea-coast, snatched him away from
the mighty hosts of the Polovtsi, and passed judgement on him in Kiev, in his
own hall.

In the vast expanses of Russia, the might of the heroes acquires hyperbolic
proportions: Vladimir Monomakh cannot be nailed to the hills of Kiev, and
Yaroslav of Galich pressed back the Hungarian hills with his iron hosts, barring
the way to the king and making fast the gates to the Danube.

The scenery has the same grandeur and is never static. Before the battle with
the Polovtsi, the day breaks in a blood-red sky, black clouds advance from the
sea, a great thunderstorm is in the air, and rain is to fall in arrows from beyond
the great Don. The earth rumbles, the rivers run turbid, dust sweeps over the fields.
After the defeat of Igor’s host, deep sadness spreads over Russia. The wind, the
sun, the thunderclouds with blue lightning quivering within them, the morning
mist, the rainclouds, the nightingales trilling in the night and the jackdaws cry in
the morning, the sunset glow, the dawns, the sea, the gullies and the rivers, form
the huge background against which the tale is enacted.

In her wailing Yaroslavna appeals to such “cosmic” images as the wind blowing
high up under the clouds and rocking ships upon the blue sea, to the Dnieper which
has bored its way through mountains and rocks in the Polovtsian land and rocked
Svyatoslav’s galleys down to Kobiak’s camp, to the sun which, though warm and
fair to everybody, has spread its burning rays on to the Russian warriors in the
waterless waste, so that thirst twisted their bows and weariness sealed their quivers
tight.

Russian nature is present in all the joys and sorrows of the Russian people. The
sun cloaks Igor’s road with darkness, warning him of danger. When Igor escapes
from captivity, the Donets makes a green bed for him on its silver banks, covers
him with a warm mist, and has the wild duck guard his sleep.

The wider the author embraces the Russian land, the more clearly defined and
alive becomes its image. Rivers awaken to life and speak with Igor, and birds and
beasts reason like humans. The feeling of space and spaciousness, ever present in
the poem, is intensified by the action of the wind, the faraway sea, the birds making
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their great flights, and the mention and movements of the geese, ravens, jackdaws,
nightingales, cuckoos, swans, and gerfalcons.

While observing the Russian land from a height which gives him a panoramic
view of it, the author misses none of the small things happening upon it, such as
the minutiae of life on the march across the steppes, techniques of attack and
dclense, details of armour, and the behaviour of birds and beasts.

The image of the Motherland, with its flourishing, populated towns and navigable
rivers, is set off against the image of the desolate Polovtsian steppe, an “‘unknown
land” of gullies, hills, swamps and quagmires.

““Motherland” means people in the first place, of course. The author speaks of
the peaceful toil of the ploughmen disrupted by the princes fratricidal feuds; he
speaks of the Russian women, mourning their husbands who fell in battle for
Russia; he speaks of the sorrow that swept over the entire Russian people after
Igor’s defeat, of the ruination of the Russian people, and the rejoicings in towns
and villages when Igor returned. Igor’s host was made of true Russians in the first
place, they went to war against the Polovtsi for their motherland, when they crossed
the boundary of Russia to enter enemy country they parted with the Russian land
and not just with Novgorod, Kursk or Putivl. As already said earlier, the concept
of Motherland includes the Russian history for the author. In the opening lines of
the poem, he says that he will begin the tale “from Vladimir of old to Igor of our
own days” (Vladimir I, son of Svyatoslav). In setting out the story of Igor’s ill-starred
campaign, he embraces a period of a hundred and fifty years, often going back in
history, and comparing the olden days with the present. He recalls the days of
Troyan and Yaroslav, the campaigns of Oleg, and the times of the “‘old Vladimir”.

* * *

The author’s attitude to the Russian princes is dual, in that while sympathising
with them, priding in their successes and grieving over their failures, he condemns
their feuds and their selfish, purely local policy.

He makes an example of Igor to show what an absence of unity leads to. Igor was
defeated only because he went on his campaign all by himself. The words addressed
by Svyatoslav of Kiev to Igor and Vsevolod are more or less what the author himsell
would have said to them: “O Igor and Vsevolod! Too soon you began to smite
with your swords the Polovtsian land, to seek glory for yourselves! No glorious
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victory have you thus gained, for not in victory have you spilt pagan blood! Your
valiant hearts are forged of steel, tempered with daring. But what have you done
to my silver locks!”

Actually, the whole story of Igor’s campaign confirms Svyatoslav’s opinion of
him: he is valiant but rash. Igor starts on his campaign although from the first it
has been doomed to failure. He ignores all the omens. His main purpose is to achieve
personal glory. He says to his men before starting out: “O brethren and warriors!
Better be slain than taken captive! Let us mount, my brethren, our fleet-footed
steeds, and let us behold the blue Don!” He also says: “I will break my spear to
splinters at the far end of the Polovtsian plains with you, o Russians! I will either
lay low my head, or drink a helmetful of Don water!”

The author stresses that Igor’s actions should be put down to the delusions of
the epoch rather than to his traits of character. He was neither a bad person, nor
a good one; actually, there was more good than bad in him. His actions, for all
that, were bad, and that was because he was governed by the prejudices of feudal
society. In other words, the general and the historical prevail over the individual and
the temporary in the poem. Igor was a true son of his epoch. A courageous man
and something of a patriot, he was rash and short-sighted, caring more for his own
than his country’s honour.

The author speaks in a much more accusatory tone of Oleg Svyatoslavich, grandson
of Yaroslav the Wise and the constant opponent of Vladimir Monomakh. Remem-
bering Oleg (who died in 1115), the author says that he “forged feuds with his sword,
sowed his arrows over the earth”. Under Oleg, the Russian soil was sown with
sprouted feuds. These feuds were the ruin of the toiling people, the peasants in the
first place: “Then was the voice of the husbandman seldom heard throughout the
Russian land, but often, indeed, the ravens croaked feasting on the dead, and the
jackdaws raised their cries making ready to fly to a feast.” The author calls Oleg
“Gorislavich”-the Son of Woe, meaning, of course, not his personal misfortune
but the woe his feuds caused the people.

Vseslav, the forefather of the Polotsk princes, is also shown as a man who kindled
feuds. The passage about him in The Lay is a contemplation of his ill-starred fate.
He is described with both condemnation and a warmth of feeling: a prince without
a princedom, he dashed about like a hunted beast, he had cunning, “the soul of a
seer”, but he was a poor failure. We have before us an exceptionally striking image
of a Russian prince of that particular period of feudal dissent.
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In the other Russian princes, the author tends to emphasise their good points,
not the bad. He hyperbolizes their war feats, their might and their glory, thus
expressing his own dream of a strong rule for Russia and of a great military might
for the Russian princes.

The female images in The Lay form a group apart. All their thoughts are of peace,
of family, of home, they are tender, loving creatures embodying the Motherland’s
anxiety and sorrow for her warriors. These female images occupy a very important
place in the narrative: they stand for peace and creativity, against war and
destruction.

After the defeat of Igor’s host, the widows weep for their husbands with infinite
tenderness and sorrow. Yaroslavna’s weeping has the same melodious folk-song
pattern. It is remarkable that she weeps not only for her captive husband, but mourns
all the Russian warriors who fell in battle: “Wind, o wind! Why blow, my lord,
such a stormy blast? Why do you bring on your wings so light pagans’ arrows
down on my lover’s host?. . . O bright sun, thrice-bright sun!. .. Why have you cast,
my lord, your burning rays on my lover’s warriors? In the waterless waste thirst
withered up their bows, weariness sealed their quivers tight!”

A most powerful indictment of war is to be found in the author’s words addressed
to Vsevolod who in the heat of battle forgets his wounds, his honour, and his wife:
“O Vsevolod!... What wound, o my brethren, can cause dread to him, forgetful
of his high estate, his life, the city of Chernigov, the golden throne of his father, the
ways and wonts of his dear bride, the fair daughter of Gleb!”

And so, all the images, male and female, each in his or her own way support
the author’s appeal for unity. The hand of the author was guided, we see, by a
political, passionately patriotic idea.

The name of the author is unknown to us, and will hardly ever be known. So far,
all the attempts to establish his identity have been based on the most fantastic
assumptions.

Still, there are some things we can assume about the author, his views, and his
social position. First of all, he was not a monk, he was most likely a soldier, seeing
how familiar he is with military concepts. He was undoubtedly an educated man
and did not belong to the toiling class. In his political views, however, he clearly
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gave his sympathies to the working population of Russia, and had nonc for the
class interests of the feudal elite. That is why he uses elements of [olk poctry so {reely.
He wrote The Lay soon after Igor’s campaign of 1185. It is not a historical lale
about the remote past, it is a response to a recent happening, agricvous happening
that still hurts. He speaks of things that are very well known to him. It is a {resh
impression of something that his readers, his contemporaries, still vividly remember,
and therefore the poem is full of hints, reminders, and muted indications. There
is also more definite proof that The Lay was written soon after thc cvent. No
mention is made of what happened after 1187. Vsevolod died in 1196. 1gor became
the prince of Chernigov in 1198, but before that he led more than one campaign
against the Polovtsi, yet none of them are mentioned. For another thing, Yaroslav
Osmomysl of Galich died in 1187, but the author urges him as if he were living
to shoot at Konchak, to “stand up for the Russian land, avenge the wounds of
Igor, Svyatoslav’s bold son”. It is obvious, therefore, that the poem was written
not later than 1187 and not earlier either because it ends with glory to the young
princes, among them Igor’s son Vladimir who only returned from captivity that
year.

Knowledge of The Lay can be clearly seen in subsequent ancient Russian literature.
For instance, in the Apostle, written in Pskov in 1307 and kept in the Historical
Museum in Moscow, there is a postscript made by the copyist on the last page of the
manuscript in which he gives almost a direct quotation from The Lay about the
feuds fought by the princes.

At the very beginning of the 15th century, The Lay served as a model for the
author of Zadonshchina (The Don Tale), a not very large poem glorifying the victory
won by Dmitry Donskoi on the Kulikovo battlefield.

Either directly or indirectly through Zadonshchina, The Lay obviously influenced
the writing of another story about the Kulikovo battle, called The Tale of the Battle
Against Mamai.

There is no doubt that in the 16th century The Lay was copied out in Pskov or
else in Novgorod.

There is reason to believe that the author of The Tale of the Defense of Azov
by the Don Cossacks, written in the mid-17th century, was familiar with The Lay.
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The poem cropped up from time to time in different parts of Russia. It was read
and copied down, and authors sought inspiration in it for their own efforts. A. Orlov,
member of the USSR Academy of Sciences, wrote in his book: “The Lay, written
in the south of Russia, was not lost on the boundary of the Polovtsian steppes, it
travelled over the entire Russian territory, crossing its circumference more than
once.”

Early in the 19th century, Russian historians who belonged to the skeptical school
voiced their doubts about the authenticity of the poem, and these doubts were
then repeated by André Mazon, the French scholar. He suggested that The Lay
was a forgery made in the reign of Catherine II for the purpose of proving that
the northern coast of the Black Sea belonged to Russia by ancient right. André
Mazon further suggested that the forgerers used Zadonshchina for their work, and
afterwards destroyed the manuscript. The question is: would not the falsifiers be
defeating their own purpose by changing the story about the victory of the
Russians into a story about their defeat and destroying the original manuscript?
This question could not be answered by A. Mazon.

As a matter of fact, the manuscript of Zadonshchina was found some time later,
after the publication of The Lay. Comparing the two works, an impartial researcher
will see at once that The Lay is not a revised version of Zadonshchina, but that
Zadonshchina is an imitation of The Lay. The person who wrote Zadonshchina at
the end of the 14th century wanted to show that the days of Russia’s sufferings
from the devastating raids of the nomads were over, that a great victory had been
won over the invaders from the steppe and he chose to write this in the form of
The Lay the better to set off the triumph against the earlier defeat.

It must be said that the author of Zadonshchina distorted and weakened many
of the images in The Lay. For example, in The Lay the Dnieper bores its way
through mountains and rocks; in Zadonshchina this applies to the Don, but there
are no mountains or rapids on its way. ‘“The spawn of the Evil One have barred the
field with their yells”, we read in The Lay, and we know that the Polovtsi were
so many that they surrounded the Russians in a solid wall; in Zadonshchina it is just
the soldier-monk Peresvet alone who “‘bars the field with his whistling”.

There are many ways of proving that Zadonshchina was adapted from The Lay
and not vice versa. André Mazon’s hypothesis was denied support by the majority
of West European and American scholars. What is more, numerous investigations
of The Lay as a work of 12th century literature are appearing in different countries:
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in England, Switzerland, Germany, lItaly, United States, Holland, Yugoslavia,
Bulgaria, Poland, Czechoslovakia, Hungary and Romania.

With us, interest in The Lay is unflagging. The poem has been translated into
almost all the languages spoken and written in the USSR and it remains ever alive
in poetry, painting, music, and the applied arts.

Dmitry Likhachov,
Academician



i TIVLKV
CTKINX tELXVOiixXK.\»,
KN\j>KX eAKFtKX

THE LAY OF THE WARFARE
WAGED BY IGOR,
SON OF SVYATOSLAYV,
GRANDSON OF OLEG



e n'bno nn Hel 6swWeTL, bGpatue,

HauyAaTU CTapbiMK C/OBECHI

TPYAHbIXb MOB'bCTUIA 0 MbAKYy Wropes'b,
Wrops CsATbcnaenmMua?

Hauaty e csi Tbil N/CHK

no 6blMMHaMb CEr0 BPEMEHMU,

a He Mo 3ambllieHn0 BosHI0.

BosiHb 60 B-blmid,

alle KoMy XxoTAwe rn-bcHb TBOPUTH,

TO pacT'bKalleTca MbICIUIO MO APEBY,
CbpbIMb BBLIKOMB MO 3eM/U,
LWM3bIMb OP/IOMb MOAb 06/1aKbl.
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ould it not befit us, my brethren.
To begin, in age-old words.

The woeful tale

Of the warfare waged by Igor,
Igor, son of Svyatoslav?®

This lay shall begin

After the deeds of this time.

Not after the fancies of Boyan.
Boyan the Wise,"

Wishing to sing of any man.
Would let his thoughts flow
Through the tree of his dreams.
Would let them speed

As the grey wolf over the earth.
Would let them soar

As the blue eagle beneath the clouds.
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MomMHsAWweTb 60, peue,
MbPBbIXb BPeMeHDb ycobumu'b.

Torga nywaweTtb 10 COKONOBbL Ha CTaflo Nebepeir;
KOTOpbIV [goTevalle,
Ta npean n'bCHb nosile —
cTapomy fApocnasy,
Xpabpomy McTucnasy,
nxe 3ap'b3za Pefeflo npeab NbAKbl KACOXbCKbIMMU,
KpacHoMy PomaHoBY CBATBLCNABINYIO.

bosHb e, 6paTne, He 10 COKOMOBb

Ha cTafo neben’bit nyuaie,
Hb CBOS BbliMa MPbLCTHI

Ha >XMBas CTPYHbl BbCKajalle;
OHM e CaMW KHf3eMb C/laBy POKOTaxy.

MoyHemb Xe, 6paTue, MOBY%CTb CUIO
O0Tb cTaparo Bnaammepa [0 HbIH'bwHATO Urops,
MXKe UCTATHY YMb Kp-bmocTuio CBOEKD
M MOOCTPU CepAua CBOEro MyXeCTBOM®b;
HanNbHUBCA paTHaro ayxa,
HaBefe CBOS Xpabpblsi MbKbI

Ha 3emnto [1010B-bLbKyO

3a 3eM/l0 PycbKylo.

Torga Wropb BB3p”
Ha CB'bTN0E COMHLUE
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He would recall, they say,
Warfare of old.

Then would he loose

Ten falcons

Upon a flock of swans:
And when a falcon
Swooped down upon a swan.
Then would that swan
Chant a song

Of old Yaroslav,"

Of the valiant MstislaV*
Who slew Rededya
Before the Kassog host,
Or of Roman the Fair,*
Son of Svyatoslav.

But Boyan, my brethren.
Loosed not ten falcons
Upon a flock of swans-
He laid his wise fingers
Upon the living chords.
And they themselves rang out
Glory to princes.

Let us then, my brethren.

Begin this tale

From Vladimir of old.

To Igor, of our own days,®

Who girded up his wisdom

With his might.

And whetted his heart

With valour.

And, moved by the spirit of warfare.
Led his valiant host

Into the land of the Polovtsi,

For the cause of the Russian land.

Then Igor gazed up
At the bright sun
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N BAL-b OTb HEro TbMOK
BCA CBOSA BOSA MPUKPLITHI,
n peye WNropb
Kb [APY>XWH-b CBOei:
«bpatve n gpyxmHo!
Nyue Xb 6bl NOTATY 6bITK,
HeXe MOMNOHEHY 6bITu;
a Bcagemb, 6paTwe,
Ha CBOM 6Pb3bi KOMOHM,
[a nospums
cuHero [oHy».

Cnana KHA3K0 yMb
MoXoTK
M XanocTb eMy 3HaMeHWe 3acTynu
ncKycuTn JJoHy Benukaro.
«Xowy 60,—peye,—Konme NpuUIOMUTH
KOHeupb nons [lonosewKaro;
Cb BaMmW, pycuLM, XOLY rNnaBy CBOK MNPUIOXKATHU,
a nwbo ncnUTK WenoMomb [JoHy».

0 bogHe, conosuto ctaparo BpemeHu!
A Obl Tbl CMa MJTbKbI YLEKOTanb,
CKaya, CfaBuio, M0 MbIC/IEHY [JpeBy,
NneTas YMOMBb NoAb 06/aKbl,
cBMBas cnaebl 06a MOMbl CEr0 BPEMEHM,
pulia BbL Tpony TposHio

4ypechb Nons Ha ropobl.
M~Tn 6bIN0 N”cHb Wropeswm,

TOT0 BHYKY:
«He 6yps cokonbl 3aHece

ypechL nonsg LMpPOKas —
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And he saw a shadow from it
Overcasting all his host.

And then said Igor

To his men-at-arms:

““O brethren and warriors!
“Better be slain

“Than taken captive!

“Let us mount, my brethren,
“Our fleet-footed steeds,

““And let us behold

“The blue Don!”

The prince’s mind was overcome '
With ardent longing

And his desire to drink of Don water
Overcame the portents of Heaven.
“I will,” said he,

“Break my spear to splinters

““At the far end of the Polovets plains
“With you, o Russians!

“I will either lay low my head,
“Or drink a helmetful

“Of Don water!”

7

O Boyan,

Nightingale of old!

Were you to sing this warfare,
Fluttering, o nightingale,

In the tree of thought,
Soaring up to the clouds in musing,
Entwining with glory

Both halves of this time,
Speeding along Troyan’s trail®
Over hill and dale,

Thus would you have sung
The lay of Igor,

Grandson of Oleg:

“No storm is this

“That has blown the falcons
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ranvuyn ctagbl 6exarb
Kb [OHY Be/nvKomy».
Un nm Bben'bTn 6bINO,
BbLein BosiHe,
BenecoBb BHyYe:
«KomoHM pxyTb 3a Cynow —
3BEHUTbL CnaBa Bb KbleB”,;
Tpy6bl Tpy6sThb Bb HOB rpagin —
CTOATb CTA3U Bb [lyTmBN'bl»

ropb XfeTb muna 6pata BceBonoga.
N peue emy Byt Typb BceBonogb:
«OguHbL 6pats,
0AMHb CB-bTb CB'bTNbIN—
Tbl, Wropio!
o6a ece'b CsTbCcnaBanus!
Cepnait, 6pare,
CBOM 6GpPb3blM KOMOHW,
a MOM TW TOTOBMU,
ocanaHn y Kypbcka Hanepegu.

A MOM TN KYpPAHW CB'bAOMU KbMETWU:
noagbL Tpyb6amu MnoBUTH,
noAb wWenomMbl Bb3A'bA'baHN,
KOHeLb KOMusA BbCKPbMIIEHH,
nyTM UMb B-baomu,
APYTbl UMb 3HAEMU,
NYUN Y HUXB HANPSXKEHU.
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“Beyond the rolling plains:

“The daws are fleeing in flocks
“Towards the great Don!”

Yet it should rather thus be sung,
O wise Boyan,

Grandson of Velles:®

“Steeds neigh beyond the Sula,—
“Glory resounds through Kiev,'°
“The bugles blow in Novgorod*!-
“The banners fly in Putivi!”!?

gor awaits

His dear brother Vsevolod.

And then said Vsevolod,

The furious bull:!?

“One brother have I,

“One bright light—

“You, o Igor!

“We two are sons of Svyatoslav!
“Saddle, my brother,

“Your fleet-footed steeds:

“Mine stand ready,

“Saddled beforehand at Kursk !'*
“My men of Kursk

“Are all tried warriors,

“Born to the blare of bugles,
“Rocked beneath helmets,!®
“Nurtured at the point of the spear!
“The paths are known to them.
“The gullies are known to them.
“Their bows are taut,

“The quivers open,

“Their swords whetted,
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XY OTBOPEHMU,

cabnn M3bLOCTPEHMU;
CaMW CKauyloTb, akbl cbpbin BAbLM Bb nont,
nwyun cebe 4K, a KHA3K cnas'b».

Torga BuCTYnM Wropb KHA3b Bb 3/1aTb CTPEMEHb
1N no'bxa NO 4YMCTOMY MOSIO.
ConHue emy TbMOK MNyTb 3acCTynaLle;
HOLWb CTOHYLIM emy rpo30K0 NTW4b YOyau;
CBUCTb 3BbPUHDBL BLCTQ,
36uca OAnBb—
KNN4YeTh BPbXY [ApeBa,
BE/IUTHL MOCNYyLWaTU— 3eM/I He3Haem-b,
Bnb3'b,
n MNomopwuio,
n Mocynuio,
n Cypoxy,
n KopcyHio,
n Te6b, TbMYyTOPOKaHbLCKbIA 61bBaHbB!
A NO0M0BUM HEroToBamu [oporamu
no6-browa kv [OHY BENUKOMY;
KpblyaTb Tef-brbl MOAYHOLLbI,
pun, nedeay pochyLLEHN.

Wropb Kb [OHY BOI BefeTb!
Yxe 60 6'bapl ero nacetb NTULp
no Ayoéwio;
B/IbLUM rpo3y BbLCPOXKATb
no sipyramds;
OpNN KNEKTOMBb Ha KOCTU 3B'bpu 30BYTh;
TIICALWM BPELLYTb HA UPbJIEHbIS LKUThI.

O Pyckas 3emne! yxe 3a wenoMsaHemb ecu!
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"They scour the field

“Like hoary grey wolves,

“For themselves seeking honour,
“And for their prince-glory!”

Then sprang Prince Igor

To his golden stirrup

And rode forth over the open plain.
The sun then crossed

His path with darkness.

Night awakened the birds

With its stormy moaning.

The whistling of marmots arose.
The Div has started up*®

He calls from the tree-top.
Bidding strange lands hearken-
The Volga, and the coastlands.
And the banks of the Sula,

And Surozh and Korsun,

And you. Idol of Tmutorokan!*»
And the Polovtsi sped

By untrodden trails

Towards the great Don.*®

Their wains screamed at midnight
Like suddenly startled swans'
Igor leads his host to the Don!

And now the birds in the oaks
Gloat over his misfortune to come.
The wolves howl in the gullies
Raising a storm.

The eagles call the beasts

To glut upon bones,

The foxes bark

At the scarlet shields.

O Russian land!
Far are you now beyond the hills!
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[ONbro Houb MpPbLKHETD.
3apa cB'’bTb 3anana,
Mbra nons Mokpblia.
LLlekoTb cnaBuin ycne;
roBopb raimyb ybyaucs.

Pycnun Benukas Nons YpbieHbIMU LWWTHI MPEropoguLla,
nwyun ceb-b, a KHA3K —cCnasbl.

Cb 3apaHus Bb NATHKD
noTonTalla MnoraHbis MAbKbl MONOBELKbIA,
N paccylacek cTp-bnamn no nonto,
rnomMyaila KpacHbli [O-bBKbl MOJSIOBELKbIS,

a Cb HMMK 3naTo,

1 MaBOOKbI,

W Oparbid OKCaMuTl.
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Long lingers the night;

The glow of sunset has waned.
The mists enshroud the plains
The warbling of the nightingale
Has died away.

The chattering of daws

Has arisen.

The Russians have barred

The boundless plains

With their scarlet shields,

For themselves seeking honour,
And for their prince-glory.

Early on a Friday morn

They trampled underfoot

The pagan Polovets host.

And scattering like arrows
Over the field.

They whirled away

The fair Polovets maidens
And with them gold and satin.
And precious samite.°

37



OpbTbMamu,
N AnoHYnLamu,
N KOXYXbI
Hayalsi MOCTbl MOCTUTW MO 60NO0TOMDB
N TpA3vMBbIMb M/CTOM®b,
N BCAKbIMW Y30p04bi MOJOB'buKbIMU.
UpbneHs CTArD,
6-bna Xoptoroeb,
ypb/ieHa 40/Ka,
cpebpeHo CTpyxue —
Xpabpomy CBATbCNABANYIO!

Opemnets Bb noi-b OnbroBo xopobpoe rH'b3go.
[Janeye 3anet'bno!
He 6b1710 OHb 06MA'b NOpOXKAEHO,
HU COKOny,
HM KpeueTy,
HU Te6-b, YPBHbLI BOPOH®D,
noraHblii NonoB4YMHe!
M3aKb O6BXUTL CbpbIMb BABHKOMb,
KoHuakb eMmy cnbab npaBuThb Kb [IOHY BeNMKOMY.

[pyraro gHvW Benmu paHo
KpOBaBbI 30pW CB-bTb MOB-bAalOTh;
YpbHbLIA Tyys Cb MOPA UAYTH,
XOTATHL NPUKPbLITU 4 ConHua,
a Bb HUXb TpenewyTb CUHUA MITbHUW.
BbiTn rpoMy Benukomy!
UTTn poxato ctp'bnamu cbv [oOHY Benukaro!
Ty cA Konuemb npunaMaTy,
Ty ca cabnaMmb NOTPyYATU
0 LUENOMbl MOMOBELKbIS,

Ha pbu”™ Ha Kaan”,

y [oHy Benukaro!
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With cloaks, and mantles, and coats of fur
And many a costly Polovets tissue

They bridged over

The swamps and the mire.

The scarlet banner,

The white standard,

The scarlet pennant,

The silver shaft,

Were for the fearless

Son of Svyatoslav!

£

Oleg’s brave brood

Slumbers on the battlefield.
Far, far has it flown!

It was not born to be worsted
By the falcon,

Nor by the gerfalcon,

Nor by you, o black raven,
Pagan Polovets!

Gza speeds onward

Like the grey wolf,

Konchak breaks a trail for him?!
To the great Don!

Full early on the morrow

A blood-red dawn foretells the day.
Black clouds come up from the sea,??
Striving to overcast the four suns.??
Blue lightning quivers within them,
Mighty thunder shall be heard,

A rain of arrows shall rain

From beyond the great Don.
Spears shall be shattered there,
Swords shall be blunted there,

On Polovets helmets,

On the Kayala river,2*

By the great Don!

39



0 Pyckas 3emn yxe 3a wenomsHeMb ecu!

Ce B-btpn, CTpnb0OXM BHYUM, BMOTH Cb MOpS CTpenamm
Ha Xxpabpbla NAbKbl ropess!.

3eMns TYTHET®S,

P~Kbl MYTHO TeKyTb,

rnopocu Mofs MPUKPbLIBAKOTD,

CTA3N TNarofiloTh:

nosiosuM nayTb oTb JloHa,
M 0Tb MOpA,

M OTb BC-bXb CTpaHb PYCKbIA MIbKbl OCTYMULLIA.

O'bTn 6'bcoBM KNMKOMB MNONS NPEropogmLLa,
a xpabpym Pycuum nperpaguila YpbieHbIMUA LUUTBI.

Apb Type Bcesonog'b!
CTomwm Ha 60poHM,
NpbILELWn Ha BOW CTPKIamu,
rpeM/ielin o LWeioMbl Meun XapaayXXHbimu!
Kamo, Typb, mockousLue,

CBOMMb 3/1aTbiMb LLEIOMOMB MOCB-bumBas,
TaMO JieXXaTb MoraHbld ro/I0Bbl MOMOBELKbIS.

MockenaHbl cabnsiMn KaneHbIMW LUENOMbl OBapbCKbIS
oTb Tebe, Apb Type Bcesonoge!
Kasi paHbl gopora, 6paTue, 3abbiBb YTW W XMBOTA.
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O Russian land!
Far are you now beyond the hills!

Now the winds,

Those grandsons of Stribog,*
Blow arrows up from the sea
Upon Igor’s valiant host.
The earth rumbles,

The rivers run turbid,

Dust overspreads the plains,
The banners clamour :

The Polovtsi come—

From the Don, from the sea,
On all sides they beset

The Russian host!

The spawn of the Evil One
Have barred the fields

With their yells,

And the fearless Russians—
With their scarlet shields.

O Vsevolod, you fearless bull!

You stand at bay,

You spray with arrows

The host of the foe,

Your swords of steel clang

Upon their helmets.

Wherever, o bull, you have galioped
With your golden helmet glittering,
There pagan Polovets heads lie thick,
Their Avar helmets shattered?®

By your swords of tempered steel,

By you, o furious bull,

O Vsevolod!

What wound, o my brethren, can cause dread to him,
Forgetful of his high estate, his life,
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M rpaga YpbHWUroBa OTHA 3/1aTa CTONa,
N CBOS MWMbIS XOTW, KpacHbi [Ne6oBHbI,
CBblyasd 1 00blYas?

Bbinn B'bun TposHu.
MWHYyNa n"Ta fApocnasng;
6blnn NabUM ONrosbl,
Onbra CeATbCNABANYSA.

Toli 60 Oners MeuyemMb Kpamosny KOBaLle
N cTp'bnbl No 3emnu cbslue.
Ctynaets Bb 3/1aTb CTpeMeHb Bb rpag-b TbMyTOpoOKaHb,
TOI )K€ 3BOHb CAbllla AaBHbIA BeNMKbIA HApocnasb,
a CbiHb Bcesonoas, Bnagnmupwn,
no BCA yTpa ywKM 3aknajawle Bb YepHUros-b.
bopuca ke BsyecnaBnuya cnaea Ha CyAb npusese
M Ha KaHWHY 3e/eHy nanosiomy noctia
3a obugy Onrosy,
Xpabpa 1 Mnaga KHA3S.
Cb T10g Xe Kaanbl CBATONNBLKL NOMen” s ortua CBOEro
MEXK YropbCKUMU MHOXOAbLbI
KO cBATKA Cotum Kb Kuesy.

Torpa, npy On3'b [Mopucnaennuw,
chaweTca U pacTaweTb ycobuuamm,
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The city of Chernigov,

The golden throne of his father,
The ways and wonts

Of his dear bride,

The fair daughter of Gleb!

The age of Troyan is gone,

The days of Yaroslav are past.?’
Gone are the wars waged by Oleg,?®
Oleg, son of Svyatoslav.

For he, that Oleg,

Forged feuds with his sword,
Sowed his arrows over the earth.
When he sprang to his golden stirrup
In the city of Tmutorokan,

Its jingling was heard

In days of old

By the great Yaroslav,?

While Vladimir, son of Vsevolod
Stopped his ears every morn

In the city of Chernigov.

And Boris, son of Vyacheslav,3°
Was brought by his vaunting

To the judgment (of God),

And a green shroud

Was spread for him,

That valiant young prince,

By the Kanina River,

For a wrong done to Oleg.
From another such Kayala
Svyatopolk had his father borne
Between two Hungarian pacers
To St. Sophia’s,

To Kiev.3!

Then, in the days of Oleg,

The Son of Woe,

Discord was sown and throve.
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nornballeTb XusHb [Jaxab60)Ka BHYKa;
Bb KHSXXMXb Kpamosiaxb B-bly 4enoB“KOMb CKPATULLACH.
Torga no Pyckoit 3emnn p-bTKo poTaeB-b KMKaxyTb,
Hb 4acTO BpaHW rpasxyTb,
Tpynua ce6'b a'bnsue,
a raimuy csok p'byb roBOPAXYTb,
XOTATHL NONeT'bTv Ha yepnue.

To 6b1710 Bb Thl paTy M Bb Tbl MAbKbI,
a CULUEN paTu He CAblwaHo!
Cv 3apaHMa [0 Beuvepa,
Cb Beyepa [0 CB Ta
NEeTATb CTpesibl Ka/eHbis,
rpyM/IOTL cabnu 0 LUENOMbl,
Tpewars KOnua Xapasy>XHbls
Bb Nnon% He3HaeMb,
cpean 3emnu lMonoseLKbIn.

UpbHa 3eMn1s NOAb KOMbITbl KOCTbMM Oblna MOCbsiHa,
a KpPOBMIO MOJbsiHA:
TYrot B3blgowa no Pyckoii 3emsu.

UTo MK LLIYyMUTS,
yYTo0 MM 3BEHUTb—
[aBeye paHo npeab 30pAMKU?
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Then perished the birthright

Of the grandsons of Dazhbog.

The lives of the common folk
Were cut short

By the brawls of princes.

Then was the voice of the husbandman seldom heard
Throughout the Russian land,

But often, indeed,

The ravens croaked

Feasting on the dead,

And the jackdaws raised their cries
Making ready to fly to a feast.

Thus was it in those batitles,
In the days of that warfare.
But such a battle as this
Has never been heard of yet!
From morning till evening,
From twilight till dawn
Steel-tipped arrows fly,
Swords clang upon helmets,
Steel spears are shattered

In that strange field

In the heart of the Polovets land.
The black earth

Under the hoofs

Was sown with bones,
Watered with blood:

It yielded a harvest of woe
To the Russian land.

What clamour is that?
What clang is that
Far away, so early,
Before dawning?
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Mropb NabKbl 3aBOPOYaETb:

Xanb 60 emy muna 6paTta BceBonoga.

buwaca peHs,

ovwacs Apyrblii;

TPeTbAro AHW Kb MONYAHWIO nagolla cTA3n Mropesbl.

Ty cs 6paTa pasnyumcTta Ha 6pes"b 6bicTpoit Kasnbl;
Ty KpOBaBaro BMHa He A0CTa;
Ty NUPb AOKOHYalla Xpabpuu PyCUYu:
cBaTbl MOMOWLIA, a CaMu Mosierowa
3a 3emn0 Pyckylo.
Huunte TpaBa >kanowamu,
a ApPeBO C TYrow Kb 3eMAM MPEKNOHWUIOCh.

Yxe 60, 6paTue, He Becenas roguHa BbLCTanNa,
VXK€ MNYCTbIHWU CUY MNPUKPbINA.
BbcTtana O6uga Bb cunax [axbb0xa BHYKA,
BCTynuna A'beol0 Ha 3em/nio TposHIo,
BbCrneckana nebeuHbLIMU KpbiNbl

Ha CMH"MBb Mope y [oHy;
nnewyyun, yoyam XXUpHA BpeMeHa.

Ycobuua KHA3eMb Ha MoraHbisi Morbioe,
pekocTa 60 6paTb 6paTty:
«Ce MoOe, a TO MOe Xe»,
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It is Igor turning his host about,>?

Smitten with pity

For his beloved brother Vsevolod.
One day they fought,

And another,

And on the third,

At midday,

The banners of Igor fell!

That’s where the fwo brothers parted,

On the banks of the swift Kayala.

Of gory wine they had scarce enough.
There the brave Russians ended their feast.
They made their kinsmen drunken,

And were laid low themselves

For the Russian land.

The very grass droops with pity,

And the trees bend down

To the grounds with woe.

Then, my brethren,

An evil time set in:

The wilderness had engulfed our host.
Sorrow arose

Among the offspring of Dazhbog.
Maiden-like, she paced

Through Troyan’s land;

Waving her swan-like wings®?
Over the blue sea, by the Don,
She drove away

The days of plenty.

The princes warred no more
Against the pagans,

For brother spoke to brother,
Saying,

“This is mine,
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N Haysla KHA3W Mpo Masioe
«Ce BE/INKOe» MITbBUTY,

a camMu Ha Ceb-1 Kpamony KOBaTW.

A noraHuM cb BCbxb CTpaHb NpUXoXaaxy Cb No6-baamu
Ha 3em/0 PycCKylo.

0, [fanedye 3aiige COKOMb, NTUUb 6bf,—Kb MOptO!
A VropeBa xpabparo nnbky He Kp“cutu!

3a HUMBb KIMKHY KapHa u XKns,

MocKo4YM no PycKOW 3emnn,

cMary NifeMb MblHlOuM Bb MnamsaH'b pos-b.

YKeHbl PyCKuUsi BbCMJaKallacb, apKyuu:
«Ye HaMb CBOVXb MU/bIX Nagb

HA MbIC/IMIO CMbICIINTH,

HA OyMOK caymatw,

H/A ouYMMa CbrAsAgaTH,
a 3nata u cpebpa HM Maso TOrO MOTpenaTh»

A BbCTOHa 60, 6paTne, Kunesb Tyroto,

A YepHUroeb HanacTbMW.
Tocka pasnusics no Pyckoil 3emnu;
neyasib >XMpHa Teye cpedb 3eMIn PycKbiu.
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“And that, too, is mine!”
And the princes began

To call small things great.

To forge feuds

Among themselves.

And from all sides the pagans
Invaded in triumph

The Russian land.

Oh, far has the falcon flown.
Driving the wild fowl before him
Down to the sea!

And the valiant host of Igor
Shall never rise again!

Then Kama and Zhelya

Raised their lament, M

They swept through the Russian land.
Scattering funeral fire

From a flaming horn.

The Russian women

Lamented, wailing:

“Now shall we never

“See our dear lovers

“In thoughts, nor in dreams,
“Nor with our own eyes!
“Neither silver, nor gold

“Shall we wear again!”

Then Kiev, my brethren.
Moaned in sorrow

And Chernigov moaned
Beneath these disasters.
Woe overflowed

The land of Russia,
Deep sorrow flooded
The Russian land.
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A KHA3M camy Ha cebe Kpamonly KoBaxy,
a noraHuy camu,

no6-bgamy Hapuulylle Ha Pyckyto 3emnto,
eMnaxy AaHb no 6bn'b oTb ABoOpa.

Tum 60 gBa xpabpas CeATbCNaBANYA,—
Wropb n Bcesonogb—

yXe Ky ybyaucta KOTopoo,

Ty Osle ycnuab oTeub UXb—
CBATbCNABb PO3HbIA BENUKbIA KUEBCKbIi

rpo3oto:

6AWeTb NpUTpenant CBOUMM CU/IbHLIMU MbKbI
N XapanyXHbIMU Meuun,

HacTynu Ha 3emn0 onoseLkyto,

nNpuTONTa XMW W APYTbI,

B3MYTU p-bKbl U 03epbl,

nccyln MoTokuM U 6onoTa.

A noraHaro Kob6sika n3b nyky mops,

OTb JKe/'K3HbIX BENNKbIX MABLKOBL MOM0BELKbIXb,
AKO BUXPb, BbITOPXKE:

n nageca Kob6skb Bb rpag-K Kues-k,
Bb rpuaHuuK CBATLCNABAN.

Ty HkMum u BeHeguuum

Ty [peun n Mopasa
nowTs cnasy CBATHLCNABIO,
KaloTb KHA33 Mrops.

WXKE MOrpysm Xupb BO AHK Kasanbl —pKKbl M0M0BELKUs,
pycKaro 3narta Hacblnatua.
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The princes forged feuds

Among themselves,

And the pagans, overrunning

The Russian land,

Levied tribute,—~

A squirrel pelt from each household.

For the valiant two,

Sons of Svyatoslav,

Igor and Vsevolod,

With discord had aroused the evil
Put to sleep by their father,

The great, the terrible

Svyatoslav of Kiev.>

Like a thunderstorm,

He struck men with awe,

With his mighty hosts

And his swords of steel

He invaded the Polovets land,
Trampled level hill and gully,
Muddied lake and river, ‘
Scorched up stream and swamp.
He swept from the sea-coast

The pagan Kobiak,3¢

Like a whirlwind, he snatched him
From the thick of the mighty iron Polovets host,
And Kobiak fell prostrate

In the city of Kiev,

In Svyatoslav’s hall.

Now Germans, Venetians,

Now Greeks and Moravians

Sing the praises

Of Svyatoslav;

They blame Prince Igor

That he drowned his wealth

In the depths of the Kayala,

The Polovets river,

That he scattered in it the Russian gold!
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Ty Wropb KHA3b BbiCbab M3b cbpna 3naTa,
a Bb cbano Kowineso.

YHbiwa 60 rpagomMb 3abpanbl,
a Becefe MoHuYe.

BATLCNAaBb MYTEHbL COHL BUA-b
Bb KueB4 Ha ropaxs.

«CVHOUM Cb Beyepa 0f-bBaxyTb MA,—peye,—
YpLHOIO ManosomMolo
Ha KpoBaTbl TUCOB'b;

ypbnaxyTb MW CUHEE BUHO,
Cb TPYAOMb CM'bLLEHO;

CbiNaxyTb MW TbLUMMU TYNbl MOTaHbIXb T/ILKOBUHb
BE/IMKbIA XEHYIOTb Ha IOHO
N H'bryoTs ms.

Yxe [fbCKbl 6€3b KH'bca
B MOeMb TepeM'b 31aTOBPbLCbMb.
Bcio Howb Cb Beuepa
6ycoBn BpaHu Bb3rpasxy y Mn4cHbcKa.
Ha 60n0HbKN 6-blia Aebpb KucaHto
N HECOLWTO Kb CUMHEMY MOpIO».
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There Prince Igor exchanged
His golden saddle

For that of a captive.

Grief has seized

The walls of cities

And joy droops low.

vyatoslav has dreamt

A troubled dream

On the hills of Kiev.

“Last night,” said he,

“From eventide,

“They swathed me

“In a black shroud

“Upon a bed of yew.

“Blue wine was poured for me
“Mingled with sorrow.

“From the empty quivers

“Of pagan strangers

“Large pearls were strewn

“All over my breast,*’

“And they waited upon me.

“The boards above

“My golden-roofed hall

““Had lost their carved girder.?®
“And all through the night,

“From eventide,

“Smoke-grey crows raised their cries
“Beyond the city walls, by Pliesensk;
“In the gully of the Kiyanka they were,
“And they winged their way
“Towards the blue sea.”
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N pKola 60spe KHA3M0:
«YXe, KHXKe, Tyra YMb MOJIOHWNE;
ce 60 Aga cokona cn-bt-bcra

Cb OTHA CTONa 3nara
nouckatn rpaga TbMyTOPOKaHS,

a Ntobo MCnUTK rHeNoMOMb [loHY.
YXe cokonoma Kpwuibla npun'bLianm
noraHbIXb cabnsamu,

a caMmol omyTaila
Bb MYTUHbLI XeN'b3HbI.

TemHO 60 6b Bb 3 f€Hb:
[Ba ConHUa nom-bpkocTa,
oba 6arpsiHas cTnbna noracocra.
n B Mopb norpysucra
N Cb HMMa mosiofasa M'bcAua-
Onerv 1 CBATbLCNABL —
TbMOK CSi MOBOJIOKOCTA

Ha pbuii Ha Kasan'b Tbma CBbTb MOKpbINa-

no Pyckon 3em/in nNpocTpoLlacs MosoBLy,
aku napayxe rH-"3mo,

M BeNMKoe GYNCTBO MOAACTb XVHOBW

Ye cHececs Xyna Ha xsany;

yXe TPecHy HyX[a Ha BOJIO;

y>Xe BpbXeca [AuBb Ha 3emiio.

Ce 60 roTckma KpacHbisi A'bBbl
BbCMbwa Ha 6pe3-b cuHeMy MOpIO:
3BOHAI PYCKbIMb 3/1aTOMb,
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Then spoke the boyars to the prince,
Saying: “Now, o prince,

“Is your mind oppressed with grief,
“For the two falcons have flown forth
“From their father’s golden throne
“To seed the city of Tmutorokan,

“Or to drink a helmetful of Don water.
“And now are their wings clipped close
“By the swords of the pagans,

“And they are fettered

“With gyves of iron.”

“On the third day darkness fell;
“The two suns have grown dim,*®
“The two purple pillars*®

“Blaze no more.

“And with them together

“Both the young moons,*!

“Oleg and Svyatoslav,

“Are shrouded in darkness,

“And they are sunk

“Into the sea,—

““Great boldness they have
“Inspired in the pagans!

“On the Kayala river

“The darkness overcame the light.
“All the land of Russia

“Is overrun by the Polovtsi

“As by whelps of the pard.*?
“Dishonour has vanquished glory,
“Violence has triumphed over freedom,
“The Div has swooped down
“Upon this land.

“The fair maids of the Goths*?
“Have struck up their songs

“On the shores of the blue sea
“To the jingle of Russian gold.
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notoTs Bpemsa bycoso,
nen'bloTb MecTb LllapokaHio.
A Mbl yXe, APYXWHa, >aaHW Becenns!

Torga Benukbiii CBATHCNABD
M3POHU 3N1aTO CNOBO,
cnesamum CmblUeHO
n peye;

«O Mos cbiHOBYA, Uropio n Bcesonoge!
PaHo ecTta Havana [1onoBeLKyO 3emso
Meun LB-KnTK,
a ce6'b cnaebl UCKaTW.
Hb HeuyecTHO ofon'bcTe,
HeyecTHO 60 KpOBb MOraHyr MposmMscTe.
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“They sing the days of Bus,*"
“They cherish the thought
“Ofvengeance for Sharukan.”
“And we, your men-at-arms,
“We thirst after joy!”

And the great Svyatoslav

Let fall from his lips

A word of gold

Mingled with tears.

Said he, “O my nephews,

“O Igor and Vsevolod!

“Too soon you began

“To smite with your swords
“The Polovets land,

“To seek glory for yourselves!
“No glorious victory

“Have you thus gained,

“For not in victory

“Have you spilt pagan blood!
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Bato xpabpas cepgua
Bb >KEeCToueMb Xapanys'b ckoBaHa
a B OyecTu 3akaneHa.

Ce 1 cTBOPUCTe MOeli cpebpeHeli c-bamH-b?

A yXe He BWXIY Bnactu
CUJIbHAro,
n 6orararo,
N MHOroBOS
6pata Moero lpocnasa,
Cb YEPHMTOBLCKUMU ObINAMY,
Cb MOryThl,
N C TaTpaHbl,
N C wenbbupsl,
N Cb TOMYaKbl,
N Cb PEBYrbI,
N Cb 0Nnbbepsbl.
Tum 60 6Gec WWTOBb, Cb 3aCanOXKHMUKbI
KMMKOMb MAbKbl M06-bXaatoTs,
3BOHAYM Bb Mpaf-baHioo cnasy.

Ht pekocte: «Myxaem'bca camu:

NPeLHIOK CnaBy camy MOXUTUM®D,

a 33QHI0 CM caMu nof-bnmmbl»

a uM amBo cs, Gpatme, cTapy MOMONOAUTW?

Konu cokonb Bb MbITeXb OblBaeTh,

BbICOKO MTUUb Bb30OMBaETH:

He AacTb rHesga CBOEro BbL 06uay.

Hb ce 310 —KHSXXe M1 Henocobue:

HaHu4ye CA roAmHbl obpaTtua.

Ce y Pumb KpuuaTb nogb cabnsimm nonoBeLKbIMU.
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“Your valiant hearts
““Are forged of steel
“Tempered with daring.
“But what have you done
“To my silver locks!”

*“No more do I see the power

“Of my mighty and wealthy brother,
“Yaroslav, lord of many hosts,46
“With his boyags of Chernigov,
“With his chieftains, with the Tatrans,
“The Shelberes, the Topchaks,
“The Revugs, the Olbers!*’
“These overcome the foe shieldless,
“With but daggers and war-cries,
“Making their forefathers’ fame
“Resound again!

“But you have said,—

“““Let us dare this alone!

““We two will grasp

*““The glory of old,

““We two will share

““The fame to come!’-

“Is it a marvel, my brethren,

“For the aged to regain youth?
“When a falcon has moulted,

“He pursues the wild fowl

“High up into the air,

“He lets no harm

“Come near his nest!

“But here is evil indeed:

“The princes are now

“No help to me.

“These are evil times!

“The people cry out

“In the town of Rimov

“Under Polovets swords,*®
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a Bonogumumps noAb paHamu.
Tyra n Tocka cbiHy [ne6osy!»

Benukbiini KHske BceBonoge!
He mbicnuio T npenet'’bTn n3ganedya
OTHA 3/1ara cTona H6ACTU?
Tbl 60 MOXewwn Bonry Becnbl packponuTw,
A [oHb WenomMbl BblIbATU!
AXe 6bl Tbl ObiNb,

TO Oblna 6bl Yara no Horat'b,

a KoLleil no pesaH-b.
Tbl 60 MOXeELIM NOCYyXy

YKUBbIMUN LLEPELINpbl CTPMNIATU —
yaanbiMn CbiHbl n'b60BbI.

Tol, 6yl Propuye, n [asbige!
He Bato s BoOM
31a4eHbIMU LIENOMbI MO KPOBM Mfasalua?
He Bato fm xpabpas apyxuHa
pblKalTh, akbl Typw,
paHeHbl CabnAMK KaneHbIMU
Ha nom'b HesHaem'b?

BcTynuTa, rocnoguHa, Bb 3/1ata CTpeMeHa
3a 00May cero BPeMEHW,
3a 3em/0 Pyckyto.
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“Prince Vladimir moans
“With the pain of his wounds.
“Woe and sorrow

“To the son of Gleb!”

O great Prince Vsevolod

Is it not in your thoughts
To come flying from far off
To guard your father’s golden throne?"®
For you are able

To splash away the Volga
With your oars,”

To scoop up the Don

With your warriors’ helmets.
If you were here-

Slave-girls would be

A nogata each,
Bondmen-but a riezana:™
For you can send flying
Over dry land

Your living lances.

The valiant sons of Gleb!”

O you furious Rurik,”

And you, o David!”

Were not those warriors yours

Whose gilded helmets

Sailed a sea of blood?

Are those brave men-at-arms not yours
That roar like wild bulls

Wounded with swords of tempered steel
In the unknown plains?

O lords, step into

Your golden stirrups.

Avenge the wrong of these days.

Stand up for the Russian land.
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3a paHbl Mropessl,
6yero CeaTbcnaBuyal

Mannukbl Ocmombicn-b Apocnase!
Bbicoko cbauium

Ha CBOEMb 3/M1aTOKOBaHH-bmb cTon'b,
noAneps ropbl Yropckbiv

CBOUMU >Kefle3HbIMU TMJTbKMK,
3aCTYNMBL KOPO/IEBU MYTb,
3aTBOpPMBL [lyHato BOpOTa,
Meya GpeMeHbl yYpe3b 061aKu,

cyabl paga no JyHas.

[po3bl TBOS MO 3EM/ISAIMb TEKYTh,
oTBopsewn KueBy Bparta,
CTp-bsHew Cb OTHA 3n1ara cTona
caiTaHy 3a 3emasamu.
CTtpensii, rocnognHe, KoH4aka,
MoraHoro Kouues,
3a 3emno Pyckyio,
3a paHbl Wropessl,
6yero CasiTbcnasuual

A Tbl, 6yin PomaHe, n McTucnase!
Xpabpas MbIC/Ib HOCUTbL Bald yMb Ha A'bno.
BbicOko nnaBaewmn Ha Abno Bb 6yecTw,
AKO COKO/b Ha B'bTpexb Lumpaacs,

X0TS MTUUO Bb OyiicTB'b ogon'bTw.
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Avenge the wounds of Igor,
Svyatoslav’s bold son!

O Osmomysl-Yaroslav of Galich!*¢
You are seated high

On your throne of gold,>’

Pressing back the Hungarian hilis®®
With your iron hosts,

Barring the way to the king,>® '
Making fast the gates to the Danube,
Casting hosts over the clouds, '
Sitting in judgment

Even as far as the Danube!

Your thunder spreads

Through many a land;

You unlock the gates of Kiev,

You shoot at sultans

Beyond your domains®®

From your father’s golden throne.
Shoot, o lord, at Konchak,

The pagan slave,

Stand up for the Russian land,
Avenge the wounds of Igor,
Svyatoslav’s bold son!

And you, furious Roman,®!
You too, o Mstislav 62
Bold thoughts

Turn your minds

To deeds of valour.

You soar high, in your daring,
To valiant deeds,

As falcons hovering

Upon the winds

In their fury striving

To overcome the wild fowl!
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CyTb 60 Yy Bal0 >KeNe3Hblii NaBop3u
NnoAb LUENOMbl JIATUHCKUMU
TAMU TpecHy 3emns,
N MHOIM CTpaHbl —
XWHOBa,
JlnTtBa,
ATBA3N,
Jepemena,
n T1oNoBUN CynuuM CBOA MOBPBIOLLA,
a rnaebl CBOS MOAKIOHMLIA
NnoAb TbiI Meyn Xapasny>XHbIW.

Hb yxe, KHaxe Wropio,
yTpbun'b COMHLUK CB'bTh,
a [peBO He 60N0roOMb NNCTBUE CPOHW:
no Peu n no Cynu rpagu nogdnuvuia.
A WNropeBa xpabparo nabky He Kpcutum!
[OHBL TN, KHSXKE, KIMYeTb
M 30BETb KHA3M Ha no6'bay.
OnroBuyn, xpabpblii KHA3W, AOcCNann Ha 6paHb.

VHbreapb 1 BceBonoaw,
n BCM Tpu McTrcnasnun,
He Xxyfa rH-bsga wectokpunuyu!
He no6-baHbIMK Xpebun
cobb BnactTu pacxbiTucTe!
Koe Bawn 3naTbiv LUENOMbI
N CynuUbl NALKUN
N Wntol?
3aropofauTe non BopoTa
CBOMMW OCTpbIMWU CTp'bnamu
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You have warriors of iron

Under Latin helmets.

The earth has quaked beneath them,
And many a land:

The Hinov, the Litva,

The Yatviag, the Deremela

And the Polovtsi

Have flung down their spears

And have bowed their heads
Beneath those swords of steel!

But now, Prince Igor,

The light of the sun

Has grown dim,

And the tree, in ill omen,

Has shed its leaves.

Foes have divided among them
The towns on the Ross and the Sula,
And the valiant host of Igor
Shall never rise again!

“The Don calls you, o prince,
*“It calls the princes to victory!”
And the offspring of Oleg,
Those fearless princes,

Flew to the fray!

O Ingvar and Vsevolod,®?

And you, three sons of Mstislav,®*
You six-winged offspring

Of a noble nest!

It was not by fortune in war

That you obtained your domains!
Where are your golden helmets,
Your Polish spears and shields7%>
Bar the gates to the plains

With your keen arrows,
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3a 3em0 Pyckyto,
3a paHbl Mropessl,
6yero CasiTbCcnaenuyal

Yxe 60 Cyna He TeyeTb cpebpeHbIMU CTpysaMuU
Kb rpagy [lepescnasnio,
n [pvHa 60M10TOMb TeuyeTb
OHbIMb TPO3HBLIMb M0/I04aHOMb
MoAb K/AMKOMb MOraHbIXb.
EonHb Xe M3dAcnaBb, CblH BacuMnbKOBYL,
MO3BOHW CBOVMMW OCTPbIMK Meuu
0 LUeNOMbl JIMTOBCKUA,
nputpena cnasy [bay csoemy Bcecnasy,
a CaMb MO4b YPbAEHbIMU LUUTHI
Ha KpoBaB” Tpas-b
npuTpenaHs IMTOBCKUMWU Meun
McXatn HHa KpoB,
a TbN pPeKb:
«[py>XUHY TBO, KHSfXe,
NTULL Kpuibl npuogh,
a 3B”pWM KpOBb MoM3aLlax».
He 6bicTb Ty 6GpaTa bpsuscnaBsa,
HW fpyraro — BceBosnoga.
EOVHD XKe M3POHWM XEMUIOXKHY LyLly
n3bL xpabpa T-bna
Ypech 3/1aT0 OXKepenue.
YHbINbl ronocu,
MoHWYe Becenue,
Tpy6bl Tpy6ATH TOPOAEHLCKUN.

A

Apocnase BcM BHyLUe n Bcecnasnu!
Ye NOHU3UTE CTA3N CBOM,
BOH3UTE CBOW MEUM BEPEXKEHMW.
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Stand up for the Russian land,
Avenge the wounds of Igor,
Svyatoslav’s bold son!

Now the Sula no longer sweeps

A silvery stream

To the city of Pereyaslavl,

And the Dvina flows through fens
To those dread men of Polotsk,

To the yells of the pagans.

Izyaslav, son of Vasilko, alone

Has made his sword clang.

On Lithuanian helmets.

Bringing to naught

The fame of Vseslav, his forefather;
But he himself was struck down
Beneath his scarlet shields

On the blood-bedewed grass

With his friend who spoke thus;
“O prince, the birds have clothed
“Your warriors with their wings,
“The beasts have licked up their blood!”
Bryachislav, his brother, was not there.
Nor the other, Vsevolod:

He alone yielded up

His pearl-white soul

From his valiant body

Through his necklace of gold &
Voices are mournful now.

And joy has waned.

The bugles wail in Gorodno...

O you, offspring of Yaroslav,
And you, grandsons of Vseslavi®’
Lower your banners, and sheathe
Your blunted swords!
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Yxe 60 BbiCKOUMCTe U3b A-bAHeid cnas-b.
Bbl 60 cBOMMMK Kpamonamu
HauysACTe HaBOAWUTU MOTaHbIs
He 3emn0 Pyckyto,
Ha XXn3Hb Bcecnasnto,
KoTtopoto 60 6-blue Hacunve
0Tb 3emnu [lonoseuKbin!

Ha cegbmomb BuU'b TposHU
BpbXXe BcecnaBb Xpebuii

0 a’suuto ceb't noby.
Tl KNHOKaMU MOAMNPBLCS O KOHU
N ckoun Kb rpagy Kblesy
N 0OTYeCA CTPYXUEMD

3/1ata CToMa KMEeBCKaro

CKouM 0Tb HUXb IIOTbIMb 3B pEMDb
Bb NabHouM M3b B'bna-rpaga
06'beucst cuH-b Mbr'b;

yTp'b Xe BasHW C TpU KyCbl,—

oTBOpU Bpata Hosy-rpaay,

paswunbe cnasy fpocnasy,

CKOYM BJTbKOMb
Jo Hemuru cbv [yayToKb.

Ha Hemn3% cHonbl CTEHOTHL roioBaMu,
MOIOTATL YENWU Xapany>KHbIMU,

Ha Tou'b XXMBOTHL KNagyTh,

B'bloTbL Aywly oTb Thra.

Hemuns”" kposasu 6pes”
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Far, far have you fled

From your forefathers’ fame!

For your brawls have brought the pagans
Into the Russian land,

Into Vseslav’s realm!

For your feuds have brought violence
From the Polovets land!

In the seventh age of Troyan
Vseslav cast lots *

For the maid he desired.®®

With wiles he strengthened

His seat in the saddle,

He galloped up to the city of Kiev,
With his spear-shaft he touched

Its golden throne.

He bounded thence

Like a savage beast

At midnight, from Byelgorod®®

And was lost in blue mists;

In the morning he battered with bills
And burst open the gates of Novgorod,
Shattering Yaroslav’s fame.”

Like a wolf he sprang

From Dudutki to the Nyemiga.”!

On the Nyemiga River

Heads lie strewn like sheaves of corn,
The threshers thresh

With flails of steel.

On that threshing-floor

Lives are laid down,

The soul is winnowed

From out of the body.

The Nyemiga’s gory banks
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He 60/10roMb 6AXyTb MOCbAHWM—
MOCbSHW KOCTbMW PYCKMXb CbIHOBB.

BcecnaBb KHA3b NOAEeMb CyAsLUe,

KHA3EMDb rpafbl psagdalie,

a CaMb Bb HOYb B/IbKOMb pbICKALLE:

n3b KbleBa gopuckalle [0 Kypb TMYTOPOKaHS,

Be/IMKOMY XpPbCOBM BNBHKOMB MyTb MpepbiCKaLLe.

Tomy Bb [M0NOTLCK-b M0O3BOHULUIA 3ayTPEHIOKD PaHo
y cBaTbia Coden Bb KONOKOSbI,

a OHb Bb KbleB® 3BOHDL CriblLLa.

Aule n Bdua aywa Bb Apb3® TPnb,

Hb YacTo 6dabl cTpagalle

Tomy B-blieii BOsIHDB
1 npbBoe NpundBKy, CMbICIEHbIA, peve:
«Hu XbITpy,
HU ropasay,
HU NTULIO ropasgy
cyga 60Xna He MUHYTU».

O, cToHaT Pyckoii 3emnu,
MOMSIHYBLUE NMPBBYO FOANHY
N NPBLBbIXb KHS3ei!
Toro ctaparo Bnagumwupa
HeMb3-b 6 NpUrBO3aUTN Kb FOPaMb KUEBCKMMD:
cero 60 HbIH( CTawa CTA3M PHOPUKOBSI,
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Were sown not with good seed—
They were sown with the bones
Of Russia’s sons!

Vseslav the prince

Judged his people,

He assigned cities to princes,

And himself would scour

Through the night like a wolf:
From Kiev speeding,

Before cockcrow he reached

Far Tmutorokan.

Like a wolf,

He would cross the path

Of Khors, the great god.”?

Early matins were rung for him

At St. Sophia’s in Polotsk,

And he heard the chimes in Kiev.”?
Though he had the soul of a seer
In his valiant body,

Yet many a time

He suffered misfortune.

To him did the seer Boyan

Full of sagacity,

Speak thus long ago:

“Neither the crafty, nor the cunning,
“Nor even the crafty bird

“Shall escape the judgment of God!”

Oh, the Russian land shall moan
Recalling bygone days

And the princes of old:
Vladimir of old

Could not be nailed fast

To the hills of Kiev!

And now Rurik and David
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a Apysun — [asuaoBsl,
Hb PO3HO CH MMb XO060Tbl NallyTh.
KonHa notoTs!

a [yHaihi fpocnaBHbIHbL TNach €S CAbIWLNTD,
3er3vuer0 HesHaema paHO KblYeTb:

«lNoneyro,—peyve,—3er3uvueto no JyHaesu,
oMouto 6ebpsHbL pykaBb Bb Kasn-b piu-b,
YTPY KHA3K0 KPOBABbIS €ro paHbl

Ha XecTou'bmb ero Tba'b».
ApocnaBHa paHO NNayeTb
Bb lyTmBn'b Ha 3abpan'b, apkyuu:

«O B'bTpe B'bTpUNO!

Uemy, rocrnofuHe, Hacu/ibHO B”eLlin?

Uemy MblYeLIN XUHOBLCKbIA CTPMIKbI
Ha CBOEK HETPYAHOIO KpuiLio
Ha Moes najbl BOWA?
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Have raised their banners,
But their pennons float apart!’™

Listen, the spears are singing!

n the Danube

Yaroslavna’s voice is heard.
Like a lone cuckoo

She cries aloud

In the early morn:

“I shall fly,” says she,
“Down the Danube

“Like a lone cuckoo.

“I shall moisten my beaver sleeve
“In the Kayala river;

*“I shall stanch

“My prince’s gory wounds
“On his mighty body.”

Yaroslavna weeps’>

In the early morn

On the walls of Putivl,
Wailing:

“Wind, o wind!

“Why blow, my lord,
“Such a stormy blast?
“Why do you bring
“On your wings so light
“Pagans’ arrows down
“On my lover’s host?
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Mano fim M 6sAWweTs ropd nogb 06nakbl B'bATK,
nen'broun Kopabnm Ha cuH'b mMop4?
Yemy, rocnoguHe, Moe Becesnve
Mo KOBbLINNIO Pa3BoA?»

ApocnasHa paHO nnayvetb
MyTueno ropogy Ha 3abopon”, apkyuu:

«O [Henpe Cnosytuuio!
Tbl NPOGWIL €CU KaMeHHbIS ropbl
CKB034 3emsno [1onoBeukyto.
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“Were you not sated with blowing
“High up under the clouds,

“And with rocking ships

“Upon the blue sea?

“Why have you scattered
“My joy, o my lord,
“Over the feather-grass?”

Yaroslavna weeps

In the early morn

On the walls of Putivl,
Wailing:

“O Dnieper, o Slovutich!
“You have bored your way
“Through mountains of rock"®
“In the Polovets land.

“You have rocked the galleys
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Tbl nen'bant ecnm Ha ceb'b CBATOCNABNM Hacafbl
o nnbKy Kob6sikosa.

Bw3nen-bii, rocnogyHe, MO0 nagy Kb MH”,

a OblXb He cnana Kb Hemy cnesb
Ha Mope paHo».

ApocnaBHa paHO nfa4veTs
Bb lyTmBn” Ha 3abpan-b, apKyuu:

«CBbTNoe 1 Tpece'bTnoe cAbHUe!

Bcbm Tenno u KpacHo ecu:

yeMmy, TOCMOAWHE, MPOCTPE rOpAYIO0 CBOKO Jy4lo
Ha nag-b BOH?

Bb nond 6e3BogH'b KaXAew UMb Nlyun CbhpsxKe,
TYrol UMb TYyIU 3aTye?»

[pbICHY MOpe MNONYHOLLM,

MOYTb CMOPLY MbramMu.

ropeBn KHA3ID 6Orb MyTb KaXKeTb
n3b 3emnn onoBeLKoi
Ha 3emn0 Pyckylo,
Kb OTHIO 3M1aTy CTony.

MMoracolua Beyepy 3apwm.
Mropb cnuTs,
Wropb 6auTD,
Wropb mbicnvio nons Mbputh
0Tb Benukaro [loHy go manaro [oHua.

78



“Of Svyatoslav

“Down to Kobiak’s camp.

“Waft my dear lover

“Back to me, my lord,

“That I send not my tears to him
“Down to the sea, at dawning!”

Yaroslavna weeps

In the early morn

On the walls of Putivl,
Wailing:

“QO bright sun,

“Thrice-bright sun!

“You are warm and fair

“To one and all!

“Why have you cast, my lord,
“Your burning rays

“On my lover’s warriors?

“In the waterless waste
“Thirst withered up their bows,
“Weariness sealed

“Their quivers tight!”

The swell rolls high

On the sea at midnight.

Pillars of mist arise.

God showeth the way

To Prince Igor

From the Polovets land,

To the Russian land,

To his father’s golden throne.
The glow of sunset has waned.
Igor sleeps,

Igor wakes,

In his thoughts, Igor measures the plains
From the great Don
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KoMOHb Bb nonyHounm OBNypb CBUCHY 3a pPbKoto;
BE/IMTb KHA3I0 pasymbTu:
KHA3t0 Uropto He 6bITb!
KnunkHy,
CTYKHY 3eMm/s,
BblyM-b Tpasa,
BEXW €A MONOBELKUI NOABU3ALLA.
A Uropb KHA3b MNOCKOYM
ropHacTaeMb Kb TPOCTUIO
N 6”NbIMb TOrofeMb Ha BOAY.

Bb3BpbXKecsd Ha 6pb3b KOMOHb
M CKOYM Cb Hero 60CbIMb BABbKOMb.
M noteue kb nyry [oHua,
M MofieT-b COKOMOMb MOAb Mbr/iamu,
n3bmeas rycu u nebeau

3aBTPOKY,

n 064ay,

N YXXUH4.
Konu Wropb coKofoMb nonet?,
Torga Bnypb BABKOMBL MOTeue,
Tpyca cob60ol0 CTYfeHYH pocy:
npeTpbrocta 60 cBOS Gpb3asd KOMOHS.

JoHeub peye:

«KHsxe Wropto!

He mano T Bennuus,

a KoHuaky Hentobus,

a Pyckou 3emnu Becenua.

Wropb peue:

«O [oHye!

He Maio TU Bennuus,
nen"*aBlWY KHA3A Ha BAbHaXb.
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To the lesser Donets.

Ovlur™ has whistled

To the steed at midnight

Beyond the river,

Bidding the prince understand:
Prince Igor must not linger!

He called out but once,-

The earth rumbled,

The grass rustled.

The tents of the Polovtsi

Were astir!

Prince lgor raced down

To the reeds like an ermine.

Like a white drake

He cast himself on the waters.

He leapt onto his fleet-footed steed.
He sprang down like a grey wolf.
And sped down the winding Donets,
And flew like a falcon through the fogs.
Shooting geese and swans

For his morning, noon and evening meat.
While Igor flew like a falcon,

Ovlur sped like a wolf.

Shaking the cold dew

From the blades of grass:

For they had winded

Their fleet-footed steeds!

Says the Donets:

“O Prince Igor,

“No small glory is yours,

“No small worry to Konchak,
“And joy to the Russian land!”
Says Igor,

“O Donets,

“No small glory is yours:

“You have gently rocked

8l



CTnaswy emy 3en'bHy TpaBy

Ha CBOMXb CpebpeHbiXb 6pe3’bXb,
Of-bBaBLLYy ero TenjbIMU Mbriamu

nogb CbHWIO 3eneHy Apesy;

CTpexkalle ero roroneMb Ha BoAb,
yaiiamMmm Ha CTPysiXb,
UPbHALBMY Ha BETP/Xb».

He Tako i, pedye, p~ka CTyrHa;

XyZy CTpyl uM-bs,

NOXPbLUN YYXKN PyYbU U CTPYTbI,
pOCTpeHa Kb YCTY,

YHOLLY KHA3t0 PocTucnaBy 3aBopw.
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“A prince upon your waves,

“Spread green grass for him

“On your silvery banks,

“Clothed him in warm mists

“Under the canopy of the green tree;

00

“You have watched over him

“With the drake upon your wave,
“The gull upon your stream,

“The black duck upon the breezes!”

“Not such,” says he,

“Is the Stugna river:"®

“Puny stream as it is,

“Swallowing up other brooks and barks,
“It grows broad at the mouth,

“And it engulfed

“The young Prince Rostislav.
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[H4 npu TemMH4 6Gepe3b
nnayetcs matu Poctucnasns
Mo YHOLIW KHA3M Poctucnas-b.
YHbIWwa UB'bTbl »anoboto,
M OpeBO C TYrOW Kb 3eman NpbKAoHUAOCS.

A He COpOKbl BTpOCKOTalla—
Ha cn-bay Wropes-b v3auMT” 3aKb ¢Cb KOHYaKOM®b.
Torga BpaHW He rpaaxyThb,
ramym noMabKoLa,
COpPOKbl He TpOCKOoTaLla,
nososue nonsawla TOJbKO.
[ATnoBe TeKTOMb NyTb Kb pbub KaXyTb,
CONOBUWN BEeCENbIMA N CHbMU
CB'bTb MOB AaloTh.

MneBuTh [3aKb KOHYakoBu:
«AXe COKONb Kb TH'b3y NeTuTs,
coKonmya pactp'bnses'b

CBOMMW 3M1a4EHLIMM CTPEenamm».
Peue KoH4yakb Ko [37:
«AXE COKONb Kb TH-K3y /1eTUTD,
a Bb cokosnua onyTaes'b

KPacHOK [AUBULIEIO».

M peye M3akb Kb KoH4yakosu:
«Alle ero onyTaes'b KpacHow [bBuLeto,
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“Rostislav’s mother
“Weeps for the youth,
“For Prince Rostislav;
“Even the flowers

“Have faded in pity,
“The tree has bent down
“To the ground in woe.”

No magpies are these, chattering:
Gza gallops |

Along Igor’s trail

Together with Konchak.

Then the ravens did not croak,
The jackdaws were still,

The magpies did not chatter—
Only the grass-snakes

Drawled here and there.

The woodpeckers, tapping,

Point the way to the river,

The gay warble of the nightingale
Heralds the dawn.

Says Gza to Konchak,
““As the falcon flies
“Towards his nest,

“Let us shoot the fledgling”®
“With our gilded arrows!”
Says Konchak to Gza,
*“As the falcon flies
“Towards his nest,

“Let us snare the fledgling
“With a fair maid!”

Gza said to Konchak:

“If we snare him

“With a fair maid-

“Then shall we keep
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HW Hama 6yfeTb COKOMbLa,

H/ Hama KpacHbl AO-bsuLle,

TO MOYHYTBL Hal NTULM BUTK
Bb nond llonoseLkoMb™

Pekt boaHb 1 XopbiHa,
CeaTbcnaens n'bcHoTBOpLA
cTaparo BpemeHu fpocnasng,
Onbroea KOraHsi XOTu:
«TSKKO TU TOMI0BbI KPOM” MJIEHIO,
3710 Tbl T4ny KpoM'b ronosbl» —
Pyckoin 3emnn 6e3b Urops.

ONHue cB'bTuTCs Ha Hebecb,—
Nropb KHS3b Bb Puckoi 3emMam»;
A-bBvLbI MOKOTH Ha [yHail,—
BbIOTCA ro/s0cn 4pesb Mope Ao Kuesa.
Nropb -baets no Bopuuesy

Kb CBATOW Bboropoanum TuporoLei.
CtpaHbl pagw, rpagu BeCenw.

M4Bwe n-bcHb CTapbIMb KHA3EMb,
a MnoToM MONOAbIMb TM-KTU:

«Cnasa Nropo CBATBLCNABIMYIO,
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“Neither the fledgling,

“Nor the fair maid,

“And even the birds will smite us
“In the Polovets plains!”

Thus said Boyan and Khodyna,
Bards of Svyatoslav,

Of Yaroslav of yore,

Bards beloved by Prince Oleg:
“Hard it is for the head
“Without the shoulders,

“Woe to the body

“Without the head!”

Woe to the land of Russia
Without Igor!

he sun light up the heavens-

Prince Igor is in the Russian land!
The maidens sing on the Danube,
Their voices fly far

Across the sea to Kiev.

Igor rides up Borichev

To the Holy Mother of Pirogoshch.
The hamlets rejoice,

The towns are merry!

Having sung to the old princes,

We shall now sing to the young ones:
“Glory to Igor,

“Son of Svyatoslav,
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Byin Typy Bcesonopgy,
Bnagumupy Wropesuuy!»

30paBn KHA3N U SPY>XKMHA,
nobapasi 3a XpPUCTbsAHbI
Ha noraHbIg MIbKu!

KHA3emMb cnaBa a ApyxuH-bl
AMUHb.



“To Vsevolod, the furious bull,

“To Vladimir, son of Igor!”

Health to the princes.

To their men-at-arms.

Standing up for Christendom

Against the pagan hosts!

Glory to the princes

And to their men-at-arms!
Amen!






HIen1, tbIHX 4KNT6C\xK«KX,
KH\|'KX TXTTrKx



Ho npwucTano nn Ham, 6paTbs,
HayaTb CTapbIMK CIOBaMU
neyasibHbIe NOBECTU O Noxofe Vropesom,
Mropsa CesaTocnasmya?
MycTb HAUHETCA XKe NecHb 3Ta
no 6blIMHaM Hallero BpeMeHM,
a He Mo 3amblLLNeHno bosHa.
BOsH e BeLLWiA,
€C/IN XOTeJT KOMY MECHb BOCMETb,
TO pacTeKancs MbICAUIO MO ApeBy,
CepbIM BOJIKOM MO 3eMfie,
CU3bIM OP/IOM Mog 06naKamu.
BcnomyHan oH, Kak rosopun,
NepBbIX BPEMeH YCobULbl.
Torga HanmycKan fecsiTb COKO/OB Ha CTafo nebeneit:
KaKylo nebeapb HacTuranm,
Ta NepBoii 1 Mena MecHb -
cTapomy Apocnasy,
Xpabpomy McTucnasy,
yTo 3ape3an Pefénto npen nonkaMm KacoXCKUMMU,
KpacHoMy PomaHy CBsATOCNaBUYY.
BosiH e, 6paTbs, He 4eCATb COKO/OB
Ha cTago nebefei Hanyckar,
HO CBOW BeLLMe NepcThl
Ha >XMBble CTPYHbI BOCK/1agan;
OHU e Camy KHA3bSM CaBy PoKOTasu.

93



Haynewm xe, OpaThs, NOBECTH 3TY
oT craporo Bnanumupa no Heisemsero Mrops,
KOTOPBIH CKpENMJI yM CHJIOIO CBOEKO
H IIOOCTPHJI CEPIIUE CBOE MYXECTBOM ;
UCIIOJIHUBIINCH PATHOTO 1yXa,
HaBeJI CBOU Xpalphble NOJKH

Ha 3emutro [TonoBseuxyro

3a 3emunio Pycckyto.

Toraa Uropsb B3rasHya
Ha CBETJIOE COJIHIIE
W yBUEJ] BOUHOB CBOUX
TBMOFO [IPUKPBITHIX.
U cxazan Uropp-kas3b
Jpy>XHHE CBOCH :
«O npyxuHa Most M OpaTbs!
Jly4iue Bexb yOUTHIM OBITH,
YeM IIJIEHCHHBIM OBITh ;
caneM xe, 6pathb4,
Ha Oop3kIX KOHEMH
J1a MOCMOTPHM XOTb
Ha cuHUA JloH».
VM KkHA3s yCeTyNUI
MEeJIaHUIO,
H 0XOTa oTBeaTh JlOH BeJIMKuid
34CJIOHIJIa EMY NIpeA3HaMeHOBaHHe.
«Xo4y, — cka3all, — KOIbe IPeJIOMHTh
Ha rpanuue noJs ITojgoseukoro;
C BaMH, PyCH4H, XO4y JINOO r0JIOBY CBOIO CJIOXHUTD,
Ju6o 1nIeMoM MCInThb n3 JJoHy».

O BosiH, coyioBei cTaporo BpeMeHH |
BoT GBI ThI MOXOABI T€ BOCHE,
CKa4a, COJIOBE, II0 MBICJIEHHOMY IEPEBY,
JieTasi yMOM 10 MoA006I1avblo,
CBHUBas cjiaBy 00eyx MOJIOBHH CErO BPEMEHH,
phitia no tpone TposiHa

4epe3 MOJIf Ha TOPBL.
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Tak 6vI npunutocs BHyKy Beneca
Bocneth necHb Uropro:
«He 6yps coxoJioB 3aHecia
4yepe3 NoJIsl UPOKUE —
CTam rajok oeryt
K [loHy BeTTHKOMY».
W tak 6b1 HauaTh Tebe meTh,
peruii bosH,
Benecos BHYK:
«Konu pxyT 3a Cynoit —
3BeHMT cnaBa B Kuese;
TpyOsl TpyOsaT B HoBropone —
cronar craru B [Tyrusne»

Hrops xaet munoro 6parta Beesonona.
U cxazan emy 6yi Typ BeeBonon:
«OnuH Opar,
OIMH CBET CBETJIBIH —
161, Urops!
O6a msbr — CBaTocnaBnyu !
Cennaii xe, Opar,
CBOMX OOP3BIX KOHEH,
a MOH-TO TOTOBBI,
ocennanbl y Kypcka ele paHblie.
A MOU-TO KypsiHE — OIBITHbIE BOMHBI:
moa TpybamMu MoBUTHI,
MO/, [IJIEMAMHM B3JIEJIesHbI,
C KOHLIA KOIIbsI BCKOPMJIEHBI,
MYTH UM BEAOMBI,
OBparv UM 3HaEMHBI,
JIYKH Y HAX HATAHYTBI,
KOJIYaHB!I OTBOPEHBI,
cabyu N30CTPEHHI ;
caMM CKavyT, KaK Cepbie BOJIKH B MOJIE,
uia cebe 4eCTH, a KHA3IO CJIABBI,

95



Torna Betynun Uropb-kHA3b B 30J10TOE CTpPEMSs
¥ noexas Ho YUCTOMY MOJIIO.
CoJiHile eMy ThbMOIO NYTh 3aCTYNATIO;
HOYb CTOHAMH I'PO3bI IITULL TPOOYIMTIA;
CBHCT 3BEPHHBIN BCTAJI,
B30WIICS OB —
KJIMYET Ha BEpIIWHE IepeBa,
BEJINT NPUCITYLIATHCS — 3eMJTE HE3HAEMOMH,
Bourre,
u [Tomopeto,
u Iocynelo,
u Cypoxy,
u KopceyHio,
u Tebe, TMyTOpOKaHCKMii A0 !
M noJs1oBUBI HENPOJIOKEHHBIMH 10POraMu
noGexau Kk JlOHy BEJTUKOMY :
KpHYAT TEJIEry B MOJIYHOUH,
CIIOBHO J1ebeau paciyllieHHbIE,

A Hrops k JoHy BouHOB BejeT!

YKe HeCUaCTHi ero noJCTEperatoT NTUIBI
no ay6am;
BOJIKY FPO3Y MOAbIMAIOT
MO OBparam;
OPJIBI KJIEKTOM Ha KOCTH 3Bepel 30BYT;
JIUCUIIbI OpellyT Ha YepPBJIEHBIE [IIUTHI.

O Pycckas 3emuts! yxe Tl 32 X01MOM !

Honro Houb MepKHeT.

3aps ceeT ypoHMIIa,

MrJia MoJis NOKpbLIA.

lilexoT conoBbUHBIH yCHYT,

roBOP rajiok NpodyauJcs.

Pycuun Besiukue MOJIs 4EPBJIEHBIMH LM TAMH [NEPEropoOaAnz,
uia cebe YeCTH, a KHA3EO — CJIABLI.
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Cno3apaHok B ATHUIY
HOTONTAJIX OHM MOTAHbIE MOJIKH MOJIOBEILIKUE
1, PACCHINABILIKCEH CTPEIaMU MO MOJIIO,
MOMYaTNH KPACHBIX JIEBYUIEK ITOJIOBEIKHUX,

a ¢ HUMH 30J10TO,

1 TABOJIOKH,

U IOPOTHE OKCAMMTHI.

IMokpriBanamu,

R ENIGIVIE

M KOXyXaMu
CTaJId MOCTBl MOCTUTHIIO BoJl0TaM

Y IO TOIKUM MECTaM,

M BCAKHMM Y30POUYbSIMH ITOJIOBELKHMH.

YepsJeH cTAT,

6enas Xopyrsb,

4YepRJICHA YETIKA,

cepebpsAHO IPEBKO —
xpabpomy CesiTocnaBuyy!

HApemner B nose Oneroso xpabpoe rae3no.
Haneko 3anereno!
He 651710 0HO B 06MAy MopoxaeHo
HH COKOI1Y,
HU Kpeyery,
HY Tebe, 4epHBIA BOPOH,
[oraHeli noJiosen !
['3ak GeXUT cepbIM BOJIKOM,
a Konuyak eMy nyTh ykasbiBaeT kK J{oHy BelukoMmy.

Ha npyro#t neHb cno3apaHok

KpOBaBbIE 30PU CBET BO3BELIAIOT;

YEPHBIE TYYH C MOPA UOYT,

XOTHAT MPUKPBITH YEThIPE COJIHLIA,

a B HUX TpemnellyT CUHNE MOJTHUY.

BriTH rpoMy BeHMKOMY,

noiTH noxnaro crpesamu ¢ Jlona Benukoro!
TyT KONbAM U3JIOMUTbCA,

TYT cabnsiM HoOUTLCS
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O LIUIEMBI ITOJIOBELIKHE
Ha pexe Ha Kasure,
y Hona Besiukoro!

O Pycckas 3emiis! yxe ThI 32 XOJIMOM !

BoT Betpsl, BHykn Ctpudora, BeloT ¢ MOps CTpelaMHu
Ha xpabpsle moaku Uropessl.

3emu1s ryauT,

PEeKH MYTHO TEKYT,

TbLIb [OJIS IPUKPLIBAET,

CTACH FOBOPSAT:

HoJIOBLBI UAyT oT JJoHa
U OT MopH

U CO BCEX CTOPOH PYCCKHE [TOJIKH OOCTYINIIM.

JeTtu 6ecoBrl KJIMKOM TOJIA HEPErOPOaMIIH,

a xpabpble pycu4d NEPEropoaHIA YEPBJIEHBIMHU LLIUTAMH.

Slpelit Typ Beesosion!

Croulib Thl B caMOM 6010,

NIPBIIIEIUL HA BOMHOB CTpEJIaMH,

TPEMHUIIIL O NLJIEMBI MeYaMH OyJIaTHBIMH !

Kyna, Typ, nockavenis,
CBOHUM 3J1aThIM IILJIEMOM I1IOCBEYUBA,

TaM JIeXaT [MOTaHbIe T'OJIOBBI MOJIOBEIKHE.

Pacceuenr! cabiiiMu kaneHbIMH [1JIEMBI aBapPCKHE
Tobot0, Apblit Typ BeeBomon!

Kakoii pansl, OpaThs, no60UTCS TOT, KTO 3a0bLIT 4eCTh, U OOraTCTBO,
U ropona YepHuronsa oTLOB 30JI0TOH CTOJI,

¥ cBOEH MITOM, sxenaHHO#N nmpekpacHoi ['eGoBHEI
CBbIYaU U OOBbIYau ?

Beinu Bexa Tposina,

MMHYJIH TOAEI SIpOCnaBoBHI;

Ob11H 0X0 bl OJIErOBbI,

Ougera CeaTocnaBuua.

Tot Benp Oner Me4OM KpaMoOJ1y KOBAI
U CTPEJIBI 10 3eMJIe CesLll.
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Bcrynan B 30710TO€ cTpems B ropojae TmyTopokate,
M 3BOH TYT YyXe CJIbIlIaj JaBHUi Benukuil Spocnas,
a ceiH BeeBosioga, Binamumup,
KaXXJI0e YTPO YIUM 3aKjiafbiBan B UepHUroBe.
Bopuca xe Bsueciasnua noxsanbba Ha cyn npusena
¥ Ha KannHy 3eneHoe norpedabHOE MOKPBIBAJIO NOCTJIaia
XpabpoMy M MOJIOIOMY KHA3IO
3a obuny Omnera.
C Toit xe Kasanbl CBATOMONK MOBENEN OTIA CBOEro NMPUBE3TH
MEXy BEHI€PCKUMH UHOXOII[AMH
ko catoii Codpu x Kueny.
Torna, npu Onere ['opucnasnue,
3aCeBaJIOCh M NPOPacTano ycoOULamu,
norubaiio nocrosauue Jdaxap60xka BHyKa;
B KHAXKECKHUX KPaMOJIaX COKpAILAUCh KA3HH JIFOICKUE.
Torna mo Pycckoii 3emuite peko naxapu nOKpUKHBaIIH,
HO 4aCTO BOPOHBI Ipasiiiy,
TPYNBI MeXy cOOOH nens,
a raJiIKi CBOIO pevb FOBOPHIJIH,
CcOOMpasnChL NOJIETETh Ha NOOBITY.

To 6bLIO B TE paTH U B TE€ NMOXOMHI,
a Takoil paTy He CJIbIXaHo!
C pansero ytpa [0 Beuepa,
€ Bevepa JI0 CBeTa
JIETAT CTPENbI KaJICHBIE,
rpeMsT cabJii O LIJIEMBL,
Tpelar Komnbs GyJlaTHbIE
B 10JI€ HE3HAEMOM,
cpenu 3emiin [lonoseukoii.
YepHas 3eMJig 1101 KOIBITAMH KOCThMHU Oblj1a 3acesiHa
U KPOBBIO IOJINTA :
ropeM B30l oHM o Pycckoii 3emie.

YUTto MHE HIyMHUT,
4YTO MHE 3BEHHT —
H3gajieka paHo a0 3apu?
Urops monku 3aBopaunsaer,
ubo xanb emy mutoro 6para Beesosioaa.
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bunucs neus,
Ounuca opyroi;
Ha TPeTH#l IeHb K NMOJIYAHIO nayu ctard Uropessl.
Tyt npa 6paTa pa3znyunnucs Ha Gepery ObicTpoit Kasuibl;
TYT KPOBaBOI'o BHHA HENOCTAJIO ;
TYT IMP 3aKOHYMIM XpaOpble PyCHYH
CBAaTOB HaMouJiy, a CaMH HOJIETJIH
3a 3emito Pycckyro.
HukHeT TpaBa OT XKaJIOCTH,
a IepeBO € ropeM K 3eMJle IPUKJIOHUIOCH.

Ve Beb, OpaThs, HEBECEJIOe BpEMs HacTajlo,
yXe IYCTBhIHSA BOHCKO [PUKPbLNA.
Bcrana o6una B Boiickax Jaxap6o0xa BHyKa,
BCTYNMJIA IEBOO Ha 3eMJito TposiHIo,
BOCILIECKaJ1a JieOe IMHBIMH KpbLiaMHU
Ha cuHeM Mope y oHa;
IlecKas, MpPOrHajia BpeMeHa OOMJIHUA.
Bopn6a kHA3el NpoTHB MOraHbIX MPEKPATUIIACD,
nbo ckasay 6par Opary:
«I9TO MO€, U TO MOE Xe».
U ctaim KHA3BA PO Majioe
«3TO BEJINKOE» FOBOPUTH
U caMU Ha cebs KxpaMoJly KOBaTh.
A 1norassle CO BCEX CTOPOH IPUXOAHIIH ¢ MOGeaaMu
Ha 3emutio Pycckyro.

O, nanexo 3aNeTejl COKOJI, IITUIl U30UBasg, — K MOpro!
Uropesa xpabporo noJika He BOCKpECUTB !
ITo vem xnmknyna Kapua, u Xéns
nockakaja o Pycckoii zemute,
OTOHb MBIKasi B ILIAMEHHOM pore.
JKeHBI pycckue Bocniakajuch, IPUrOBAPHBAL :
«¥Ye HaM CBOMX MHJIBIX JIaf

HM MBICITHIO HE CMBICITIHTD,

HH JyMOKO HE CAyMaTh,

HM I'JIa3aMH He IOBUATD,
a 30J10Ta U cepebpa COBCEM He MOTPOTraThy.
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M 3acronasn, 6pates, Kues oT rops,

a YUepHHUroB OT HanmacTem.
Tocka pasnunace mo Pycckoil semie;
nevass oOMNIbHAA MOTEKIa nocpenu 3eMimn Pycckoii.
A KHS3HM caMH Ha ceOs KpaMoOJly KOBau,
a rnorasble,

¢ nobenamu HapoickuBas Ha Pycckyro 3emito,
camu Opanu gaHe no 6eJke OT ABOpA.

U 60 Te nBa xpabpsix CesATOCNaBUYA,
Urops u Beepouion,
yXe KOBapCTBO MpoOyauiIu pa3gopom,
a ero ychbimui ObIIO OTeI] UX —
CasiTOCNIAaB IPO3HBIH BEJIMKUHA KUEBCKMIH —
rpo3omo:
NpUOUJI CBOMMMU CHIIBHBIMU TOJIKAMU
U OyJIaTHBIMHU ME4aMH,
HacTynuI Ha 3emutio [ToJioBelkyto,
IPUTOITAJ XOJIMBI M OBpary,
B3MYTHMJI PEKH U 03€pa,
HCCYIUMJI HOTOKH U H0JI0Ta.
A noranoro Ko6sika oT JiykoMopb4,
U3 XKEJIE3HBIX BEJIMKUX TOJIKOB MMOJIOBEIKUX,
KaK BUXPb HCTOPI
u nai Kob6sx B rpage Kuese,
B rpuaHuie CBATOCIAaBOBOM.
TyT HeMIIBI U BEHEHAHIIDBI,
TYT IPEKM H YEXH
notoT ciaBy CBsTOC/aBY,
kopaT k131 Urops,
noTonusuiero 6orarcTBo Ha JHe Kasibl — pekd MOJIOBENKOM, —
IPOCHINAB PYCCKOro 30J/10Ta.
Tyt Uropb-xHa3b Iepeces U3 celjia 30J10TOro
B ceio pabckoe.
IIpuyHbLIN Y TOpoaoB 3a0paJisl,
a BeceJjIie NOHHUKJIO.
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A CBATOCNAB CMYTHBII COH BUJET
B Kuese Ha ropax.
«JTOM HOYBIO C Beyepa OJCBAJIM MEHS, — TOBOPHUT, —
YEepPHBIM ITOKPLIBAIIOM
Ha KpOBATH THCOBOM ;
uepnasy MHE CHHee BUHO,
C rOpPEM CMEIlIaHHOE ;
CBINATH MHE U3 MYCTHIX KOJYaHOB NOTaHbIX HHO3EMIIEB
KPYIHbIH )XeMHyT Ha Ipylib
H HEXUJT! MEHSL.
Ve mocku 6e3 KHA3bKa
B MOEM TepeEME 3J1aTOBEPXOM.
Bcro HOUb C Beuepa
cepble BOpOHbBI rpasim y [Tnecenbcka,
B pearpanse crosn jiec Kuanu,
U TIOHECIIUCh OHU, BOPOHBI, K CHHEMY MOPIO».
U ckazanm 60spe KHA3LO !
«YKe, KHS3b, TOPE YM NOJIOHUIIO ;
3TO Beb JIBA COKOJIA CJIETEIH
C OTHEro MpecToia 30J0TOro
106bITE TOpoJ1a TMYTOpPOKaHs
HJIM UCTIUTH HieMoM JloHa.
Ve cOKOJIaM KpbLIIblLia NOJICEKITH
cabJi1 MOTaHbIX,
a caMHX OIyTajin
B MYTHI EJIE3HBIEY.

TemHo 6b110 B TpeTUH IeHb :

JIBa COJIHLIA NOMEPKJIH,

006a OarpsHbie cTon6a noracim,
H C HOIMH J1Ba MOJIOJbIX MecsLa —
Ouer u CssiToc:1aB —

TBMOIO 32BOJIOKJIUCH

U B MODE NOTPY3HJIUCh,

U BEJIMKYIO CMENOCTh BO30YAMIIM B XMHOBAX.

Ha pexe Ha Kasne TbMa cBeT nokpbina —

no Pycckoil 3emJiie npocTepiich NOJOBIbI,
TOYHO BBIBOJOK Irenaplos.
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Vike nan no3op Ha ciaBy;
yX€e yIapuio Hacuue Ha cBobony;
y)e OpoCHJICS AVB Ha 3eMUIIO.
M BOT rorckue KpacHble JAeBbl
3anesu Ha 6epery CUHEro Mops:
3BEHH PYCCKHUM 30JI0TOM,
BocneBaroT Bpems bycoso,
nesnerot MecTh 3a lllypakaHa.
A MBEI yxe, npyxuHa, 6e3 Becelnbs !
Torna senuxuit Cesitocnas
H3POHHUII 30JI0TOE &JI0BO,

CO CJIE3aMU CMEILIaHHOE,

U cKa3aji:

«O mou getu, Urops u Beeponona!
Pano navanu BeI [Tonosenxoii 3emie

Mevamu obuay TBOPHUTD,

a cebe craBbl HCKATh.
Ho nevectHO BBI 011018711,
HEYECTHO KPOBb NOTAHYIO IPOJIUIIH.
Bamu xpabpsle cepaua

U3 Kpenkoro 0yJiaTa CKOBaHbI

U B CMEJIOCTH 3aKaJIeHbl.
UTo xe COTBOPHIIM BBl MOei cepeOpsiHoii cequne?
He Buxy yxe Bnactu

CHJIBHOTO,

u boraroro,

U OOUJIBHOTO BOMHAMH
6pata moero Slpociasa,

C YEPHHUTOBCKMMH 60spaMHu,

C BOEBOJIAMMA,

U C TaTpaHaMy,

U C 1Iens0ApaMu,

U C TOM4YaKAMH,

U C peByramu,

U C 01b06épamu.
Te Benp 6e3 IMTOB, C 32CANOXHBIMU HOXaMHU
KJINKOM IIOJIKH NT0OexaaroT,
3BOH# B NPAJIEIOBCKYIO CIIABY.
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Ho cxasanu Bbi: «[TomMyxecTByeM camu :

NPOLLITYIO CJIaBy cebe OXUTHM,

a Oynyuyio camu nonenum H

A paspe IuBHO, 6paThs, CTApOMY [IOMOJIOAETH ?

Koraa cokoJ nuHseT,

BBICOKO NTHI[ B36UBaeT:

HE JACT rHe3Aa CBOEro B obuay.

Ho BOT 3710 — KHI3b51 MHE HE IIOMOTAIOT !

XyZIO BpeMeHa OOEpHYJIUCE.

BoT'y PumMoBa kpu4aT noa cabisiMu NOJIOBELIKMMH,
a Braaumup non paHami.

I'ope u Tocka ceiny I'eboBy »

Benukuii kua3p Beeposion!
Heyxenn n MbicieHHO Tebe He MpUJIeTETh U3/alieKa
OTYHIA 30J10TO# CTOJ MOGIFOCTH ?
Trl Beabs Moxelnb Bonry BecnaMu paciiecKaTh,
a J/loH uieMaMu BBUTUTD !
Ecnu GBI THI ObLN 3/16Ch,
TO 6BLIA OBI paba no Horare,
a pa6 no pésaHu.
Tel Begs MOXeNb MOCYXy
JKUBBIMU KONbAMU CTPEJIATH —
yaJbIMU CBIHOBBAMY I 1€0OBBIMH,

Tro1, Oyinbiii Propux, u aBsin!
He Bammu 14 BOMHBI
30JI0YEHBIMH LIJIEMAMH 110 KPOBH ILJIaBaIH ?
He Bawia i xpabpas apyXxuHa
PBIKAET, KaK TYpBbI,
paHeHHbIE cabNaAMHU KaIeHbIMH
Ha noéJjie He3HaeMoM ?
Berynure xe, rocnona, B 30J10ThIe CTpeEMeEHa
3a obuay cero BpeMeHH,
3a 3emutio Pycckyro,
3a panbl Uropessl,
6yiiHoro CssitocnaBuya !
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Ianmuuxmit OcMomsicn Spocnas!
BbICOKO cMAULUIB ThI
Ha CBOEM 3JIaTOKOBAHOM IIPECTOJIE,
noanep rops! Benrepckue
CBOUMM XKeJIE3HBIMHU MOJIKaMH,
3aCTYNUB KOPOJIIO MyTh,
3aTBopuB [lyHaro BopoTa,
Meua TSKeCTH uepe3 obnaka,
cyael psans no JdyHas.
['po3bI TBOU MO 3€MJISIM TEKYT,
oTBopsieib Knery gopora,
CTpeJisellb C OTYErO 30JI0TOr0 MPECToJIa
CaJITAHOB 32 3eMJIMH.
Crpensii xe, rocniogut, B KoH4uaxka,
noraHoro paba,
3a 3emJiro Pycckyto,
3a pans! Uropesn,
Oyiinoro CesTocnasuya!

A oI, Oyitneiii PoMan, u McTuciab!
Xpabpas MbIC/Ib BJICYET Balll YM HA MOIBHT,
Bricoxo B3MBbIBaelIb HA MMOABUI B OTBAre,
TOYHO COKOJI Ha BeTpax naps,
CTPEMSICH ITULY Xpabpo 0H0JIeTh.
Ectb Beap y Bac jkesie3Hble MOJIOIBI
1o/ [IAeMaMH JIaTUHCKUMU.
OT HUX OpoTHYNa 3eMis,
W MHOIHME CTPaHbI —
X¥HoBa,
Jlutea,
STBsArN,
Hepeména,
M HOJIOBIBI KOIIbS CBOU NMOBEPTJIH,
a TOJIOBBI CBOY TOJKJIOHUITH
nop Te Meud OyJaTHbIE,

Ho yxe, o kasa3s Urops,
NOMEPK COJIHIIA CBET,
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a nepeBo He K 106pY JIMCTBY CPOHHUJIO
no Pocu u no Cyné ropoaa noaeuin.
A Hropesa xpaGporo mnojka He BOCKPECUTB !
JoH 1ebs, KHA3D, KJIMYET
U 30BeT KHsA3eil Ha moGeny.
Onbroeuuu, xpabpele KHA3LA, [I0AOCHEH Ha OpaHb. . .

Hureaps n Beeposion,
1 Bce Tpu McTHCNaBuya,
He XyJ0ro rHe3fa CoxoJbl!
He no npaBy noben
pacxuTUIY Bbl cebe BiaaneHus !
I'ne xe Baiuy 30/10ThIE LUJIEMBI
¥ KOIbS NIOJIbCKUE
U LU THI?
3aropouTe IOJII0 BOpOTa
CBOMMH OCTPBIMH CTpPEIaMH
3a 3emutio Pycckyro,
3a pansl Uropesuol,
6yitHoro CesaTocnasuya!

Vxe Cyna He TeyeT cepeOpAHBIMH CTPYSIMH
s ropoaa Ilepesicnanns,
u [IppHa 60JIOTOM TE4ET
IU15 TeX TPO3HBIX I10JI04aH
O] KJINKOM IOTaHBIX.
OnuH Tonbko M3scias, cblH Bacuiibkos,
HO3BEHEJ1 CBOUMH OCTPbIMHU MEYaMHU
O LLJIEMBI JIATOBCKUE,
mpubui cinaBy Jiena csoero Beecnara,
a caM I10J, YePBJIEHBIMM LIUTAMH
Ha KpOBaBOH TpaBe
ObU1 IPUOKUT TUTOBCKUMH MEYaMH
Ha KPOBL CO CBOUM JIIOOUMIIEM,
a TOT 4 CKa3asf:
«JIpyxuHy TBOFO, KHA3b,
KpbLIbsl HTHUI IPUOIEIIH,
a 3BepU KPOBb IOJIM3aNIN».
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He 6bu10 TYT GpaTa Bpauucnasa,
Hu npyroro — Beesosona.

Tak B oAMHOYECTBE NU3POHHII OH XEMUYKHYIO AYLIY
u3 xpabporo Tena
4yepes3 371aToe OXepeibe.

IIpuynbuin roJyoca,

IIOHHKJIO BEceJIHe,

TpPYyOBI TpyOsAT ropoaeHckue!

SApocnasa Bce BHYKH U Beecnapa!
CKJIOHHTE CTATH CBOH, 4
BiioxuTe B HOXHBI CBOU MEUH noapexcne}mb[e,
HOO0 JIMIIMIIMCE BBl CJIABbI JIEJOB.
BbI Beqs CBOMMU KpaMOJIaMM
HaYaJd HaBOIUTD MOTraHbIX
Ha 3emMJ1i0 Pycckytro,
Ha 6orarcTsa BceciaBa.
M3-3a ycoOuIp! Beap HACTAJIO HACHJIUE
ot 3emuu [Tonosenxoii!

Ha cenpmom Beke Tposina
KkuHyJ Beecnas sxxpebuit

0 OCBULE EMY MHIJIOM.
OH XHTPOCTAMMU Oliepcs Ha KOHei
Y cKakHyJ K ropony Kuesy
¥ KOCHYJICSL APEBKOM

30JIOTOrO MPECTOJIa KMEBCKOTO.
CKakHYJ OT HHX JIFOTBIM 3BepeM

B OJIHOYL U3 bearopona.
OOBATHIA CHHElt MIJI0#, 1OOBLI OH CYACTheE,
B TpM yZapa otBopu Bopota Hosropoaa,
pacunb cnaBy Spociany,
CK4KHYJI BOJIKOM

no Hemuru ¢ Qynytox.

Ha Hemure cHONBI CTEMIOT rOJIOBAMH,
MOJIOTST 1enamu OyIaTHbIMHU,
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Ha TOKY JXM3Hb KJIagyT,
BEIOT JyUIy OT TeJia.
¥V Hemurn xpoBaBbie Oepera
He 100pOM ObLIM MOCESIHbI —
MOCESIHbI KOCTBMM PYCCKMX CHIHOB.

BcecniaB-kHA3b JIIOAAM CY[ NTpaBuJ,
KHA3bsIM ropoJa psaui,
a caM B HOYH BOJIKOM pbICKaJl:
u3 Kuepa mopeickuBan 1o neryxos TMyTopokaHs,
BeJINKOMY XOpCYy BOJIKOM NYTh NEPEepLICKUBAJL.
Hnsa Hero B ITojolke NO3BOHWIN K 3ayTPEHE PaHO
y cBatoit Coduu B KOJIOKOJA,
a od B KueBe 3B0oH TOT Citbiian.
XoTb M Belllas Oylia y HEro B xpabpom Tee,
HO 4acTo oT 6en crpazxas.
Emy Bemmii bosu
JABHO IPUIEBKY, Pa3yMHBIH, CKa3aJ:
«Hu xutpomy,
HH YMeEJIOMY,
HU NTHLE YMEON
cyna 060Xbero He MUHOBATbY.

O, ctonatp Pycckoii 3emie,
BCIIOMUHAA NepBhIC BpEMeHa
U NepBLIX KHsA3e# !
Toro craporo Binaaumupa
HeJb35 ObLIO NPHUIBO3ANTHL K TOpPaM KUEBCKHM :
Tenepsb Xe BCTajM CTAru PropukoBsl,
a npyrue — J1aBblIOBSI,
HO BpO3b Y HUX MMOJOTHHIIA PA3BEBAIOTCA.
Konbs norot!

Ha [ynae SpocyiaBHUH rOJIOC CBILLIMTCA,
KYKYILIKOIO Oe3BECTHOIO PaHO KYKYET:
«Ilonevy, — rOBOPHUT, — KYKYIUKOI no J[yHato,
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OMOUy 11eNKoBbI# pykaB B Kasme-peke,
YTPY KHA3IO KPOBABBIE €r0 PAHbI

Ha MOTY4YEM €r0 Telie»,
SpocnaBHa paHO MiaYeT
B [IyTuBne Ha 3a0paje, npuroBapusas:
«O Betep, BeTpuiio!
3a4yeM, rocrnoauH, Beellb Thl HAaBCTpedy ?
3auemM MYMILL XHHOBCKHE CTPEJIOYKU

Ha CBOHUX JIETKMX KPbUILHIAX

Ha BOMHOB MOETO MMHJIOTO?
Paspe masio Tebe 6bLT0 [loa 06akamMu BESTS,

neses kopabnu Ha cuHeM Mope?
3ayeM, rocrnoIuH, MOE BECEJILE

1O KOBBUIIO THI pa3Besiyi

SlpocnaBHa paHo miavYeT

B [lyTuBne-ropone Ha 3abpase, npuroBapuBas:
«O Ouenp CnoByTtuy!
Tol npoOUJT KaMEHHBIE TOPBI

cKkBO3b 3eMinio [Tonoseukyro.
Tol nenesn Ha cebe CBATOCIABOBBI Haca bl

Jo crana Kobsikosa.
IIpuneneit e, rocnoanH, MOEro MUJIOTO KO MHe,
4yTOOBI HE Clana s K HEMY cJie3

Ha MOpE paHo».

SpocnasHa paHO MIa4CT
B IlyTuBie Ha 3abpaJe, npurosapusas:

«CBeTJI0€ U TPUX bl CBETJIOE COJHIIE !

BceM THI TEMITO M NIpEKPACHO

3a4eM, BJIAJBIKO, IPOCTEPIIO Thl TOPSAYME CBOU JIYUH
Ha BOMHOB MO€TO J1aabl?

B nosie 6€3B0IHOM KX IOK MM JIYKH CKPYTHIIO,
ropeM UM KOJIYaHbI 3aTKHYJIO D

IIpbIcHy0 MOpE B OJIyHOUH,
UAYT CMEPYH TYYaMH.
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Uropro-kHa3r0 60T MyTh yKa3bIBAECT
13 3emin IlonoBenxoi
B 3eMI0 Pycckyto,
K OTYEMY 30JIOTOMY CTOJIY.

IToracnu BeyepomM 30pH.
Hrops cnur,
Hrops 6auT,
Hrops MbICIIBIO NOJISE MEPUT
ot Besiukoro Jlona no manoro Jlonna.
Kons B monmHo4Ys OBJyp CBHCTHYJI 32 PEKOIO;
BEJIMT KHA3IO pa3yMeTh:
kHs3t0 Uropro He ObITH B MUieHY !
Knuknyna,
CTYKHYJIa 3eMJId,
Jalrymesia Tpasa,
BEXM MOJIOBEIKHE 33/IBUTAJIUCE.
A HUropb-kHA3b OCKaKaJT
TOPHOCTAE€M K TPOCTHHKY
U OeJIbIM FOrOJIEM Ha BOJY.
Bckounn Ha 60p30T0 KOHS
M COCKOYHJI C HET'O CEPHIM BOJIKOM.
U nobexan kx n3nyuune JoHua,
U TIOJIETEJI COKOJIOM IOJ o0J1aKaMH,
n3buBas ryceit u nmebeneit
K 3aBTpaxy,
H oGeny,
U Y)XKHHY.
Ko Urops coxosioM nonere,
Toraa OBJiyp BOJIKOM NoGexall,
CTpsAXuBas coboI0 CTYIEHYIO POCY :
06a BeZ1b HaJOPBaJIH CBOUX OOP3bIX KOHEH.

JloHel roBopuT:

«O kHs3b Urops!

Hemano tebe Bennyns,

a Konvaky Hemobus,

a Pycckoii 3eme Becenus».
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Hropb rosopur:
«O Honeu!
Hemano tebe Benums,
JieNiesBIIEMY KHA3S Ha BOJIHAX,
CTJIaBLUEMY €MY 3€JICHYIO TpaBy
Ha CBOMX cepeOpsaHbIx Oeperax,
OEBaBIIIEMY €r0 TEIJIbLIMA TyMaHaMU
NIOJI CEHBIO 3EJIEHOTO JIEpEBa ;
TBI CTEpET €ro rorojieM Ha BoJe,
yaifkaMy Ha CTPYSX,
4EPHASMH Ha BETPax».
He taxoBa-to, roBoput oH, peka Ctyrua:
CKYIHYIO CTPYIO HMes,
HOTJIOTHB Yy)XHE PY4YbH U NOTOKH,
pacllIUpeHHas K YCThIO,
roHOIITY KHs3A PocTucnasa 3akirouna.
Ha remuom 6epery dHenpa
miaver MaTh PocTrciaBa
o 1Hole kHa3e Pocrucnase.
VHBIIH LBETH! OT XKAJIOCTH,
Y IEPEBO C TOCKOM K 3eMJle IPUKIOHUIIOCE.

To He COPOKM 3aCTPEKOTANH —
o cyieny Urops enyt I'3ak c KoHuakoMm.
Toraa BOpOHBI He I'pasiiy,
rajKy IPUMOJIKJIH,
COPOKH HE CTPEKOTAH,
TOJIbKO NMOJIO3B! MOJI3aJIH.
AT CTYKOM IYTH KaXYT K peke
Jla COJIOBbH BeCEJIbIMH NIECHAMH
paccBeT BO3BEIIAIOT.

I'oBoput I'3ak Konyaxy:
«Ecnu cokoJ1 K THE3y JIETUT,
paccTpeiseM COKOJIEHKa

CBOMMH 30JIOYEHBIMH CTpEJIaMU».
I'osoput Konyak I'3aky:
«Eciu cokout K THe3ay JIETHT,
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TO OIYTAEM MBI COKOJIEHKA
KpacHOIO AEBHLIEH.

A cxazan I'zak Konyaky:
«Ecimn ero onyraeM KpacHO# JeBULEH,
He OyIeT y Hac HU COKOJICHKA,
HU KPacHOMW AEBHIIbI,
U CTaHYT HAC NTULILI OUTh
B noJie IlonoBenxom».

Cka3zanm bosn u XonbiHa,
CBATOCIIABOBBI IECHOTBOPIILI
craporo BpeMeHu Spociasa,
Outera-kHa35 JTIOOUMIIHI :
«TsKKO roJioBe 0€e3 ey,
Gena Tesy 6e3 rososbm, —
tak u Pycckoit 3emne 6e3 Urops.
ComnHue cBeTUTCA Ha Hebe, —
a Uropb-kusa3b B Pycckoii 3emue;
AeBHIbI OrOT Ha [lyHae, -
BBIOTCH roJioca ux yepe3 mope no Kuesa.
Urops enet no bopriuesy
Ko cBsiTO# Goropoauue IMupororei.
Cena panpl, rpaJbl BeCebl.

[leBiyn necHs CTapbIM KHA3BAM,
NOTOM U MOJIOOBIM NETH :

«CinaBa HUropto CssiTOC/IaBUYY,
6yi1 Typy Beesoutony,
Bnannmupy Uropesuuy »

3npaBbl OyAbTe, KHA3bSA U IPYXKHHA,
Oopschk 3a XpUCTHAH
MPOTHUB HALIIECTBUI OTaHbIX !

KHs3baM ciaBa u npyxwuHe !
AMHHB.



Notes



'/gor-the son of Svyatoslav and the grandson of Oleg, prince of Chernigov, was born in 1151,
and in 1179 became the prince of Novgorod-Seversky, a small town on the eastern extreme
of the princedom of Chernigov. In 1198, Igor became the prince of Chernigov, succeeding
Yaroslav Vsevolodovich. Igor died in 1202.

rBoyan the fVise-a bard who lived in the latter half of the 11th century and sang the paeans he
composed to one or another prince to the accompaniment of his psaltery.

~0ld yaroj/av-Yaroslav Vladimirovich the Wise, Prince of Kiev. He was an active ruler. The
political unity of Russia was, on the whole, maintained while he was prince. Yaroslav
successfully repelled the incursions of the nomads, keeping them back from the boundaries
of the Russian land. He had Kiev built up with magnificent edifices; literature, oratory and
various crafts attained a high level of development; and Russia’s standing in the world was
solid and strong. Yaroslav died in 1054.

*AThe valiant Mstislav-iYte famous prince of Chernigov and Tmutorokan, brother of Yaroslav
the Wise. From the chronicles we know that when Mstislav went to war against the Kassogs,
their prince Rededya suggested that they should spare their warriors and fight it out in single
combat, the winner taking the loser’s property, wife, children and land. Mstislav agreed.
They wrestled long and hard, and Mstislav was beginning to weaken. Making a solemn vow to
build a church if he won, he threw Rededya to the ground, pulled out his knife and killed him.
After that, he entered Rededya’s land, took all his property, his wife, and his children, and
imposed a tax on the Kassogs. This tribe, living in Northern Caucasus, is often mentioned in
the chronicles.

ARoman the Fair-prince of Tmutorokan, grandson of Yaroslav the Wise, son of Svyatoslav
and brother of Oleg of Chernigov, was killed by the Polovtsi in 1079.

AFrom Vladimir of old, to Igor of our own days...-that is from Vladimir | Svyatoslavich
(d. 1015) to Igor, hero of The Lay.

A .. .to drink of Don water...-In the writings of ancient Rus drinking water from a river
signified the victory over a foreign land.
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8 Speeding along Troyan’s trail. . .—In The Lay, Troyan is mentioned three more times: The age
of Troyan is gone, Through Troyan’s land, and In the seventh age of Troyan. Apparently,
Troyan was a pagan god. If so, then “Troyan’s trail” means “God’s ways”, the “age of
Troyan’'-the age of idol worship, and “Troyan’s land” means Russia (it is in this sense that
in the poem the Russian people are called the grandsons of Dazhbog), and ‘“‘the seventh age
of Troyan”-the last age of idol worship. Other ancient Russian pagan gods are also mentioned
in the poem: Velles, Dazhbog and Stribog. The author was, of course, a Christian, and he
mentioned the idols simply as poetical symbols.

® Grandson of Velles-Velles or Vollos, mentioned several times in the chronicles, was apparently
the patron of bards and shepherds. In the 10th century his effiges were displayed in Kiev,
Rostov, Novgorod and other towns.

10 Steeds neigh beyond the Sula,~glory resounds through Kiev. . .~In plain words this means that
no sooner had the enemy approached the boundaries of Russia, than Kiev celebrated the
victory of the Russians.

' .in Novgorod-Novgorod-Seversky, a town on the Desna, in the princedom of Chernigov.

It is called Seversky because it is located in the land of the Severyane, an ancient Slav tribe.
It was first mentioned in the chronicles only in 1141, and did not become a town of any
consequence until the latter half of the 12th century.

12 pytivl-a small town in the lower reaches of the Seim, to the south of Novgorod-Seversky.
It was the seat of Igor’s son Vladimir.

13 the furious bull-in ancient Russia the bull was a symbol of courage and strength.

14 . .at Kursk...-The town is situated in the upper reaches of the Seim, on the banks of the
Tuskora and Kura (hence its name Kursk). It was first mentioned in the first half of the
11th century. Kursk had the importance and responsibility of a frontier town: hence the
fearlessness of its warriors who were familiar with all the gullies and paths in the adjoining
steppeland, occupied by the Polovtsi.

!5 Born to the blare of bugles, rocked beneath helmets. . .—In folk poetry similar imagery is often
used to describe the upbringing of the bogatyrs, accustomed to weapons from the cradle.

16 The Div has started up. . .—The word “div”” has no generally accepted interpretation. Most
of the researchers think it is a mythical creature, something like a goblin or a prophet bird.
In The Lay the div warns Russia’s enemies, being a deity of Eastern peoples.

7 And you, Idol of Tmutorokan!~-Tmutorokan was a region on the northern shore of the Black
Sea where Taman Peninsula is today. In the 10th century it was known from Byzantine
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historical sources under the name of Tamatarkha. In the llith century, Tmutorokan was
a Russian princedom with a large Russian population, and was ruled by the prince of
Chernigov. In the second half of the 11th century, the territory was seized by the Polovtsi.
Igor looked upon Tmutorokan as the appenage of the Chernigov princes, and the aim of his
campaign was to wrest it away from the Polovtsi. The “idol” was, probably, a statue or
a kind of totem pole. Two huge statues of Sanerg and Astarte, erected in the 3rd century
B.C. near Taman, remained there until the 18th century. Perhaps, the author had a statue like
that in mind.

18 And the Polovtsi sped by untrodden trails towards the great Don—In the 11th-12th centuries,
before a large army started out on a carpaign repairs were done to the roads and corduroys
were laid across the swamps. The Polovtsi were in such a hurry that they forewent this
practice.

19 Their wains screamed at midnight like. .. swans...-The nomads did not grease the wheels
of their carts, and the screech of many carts moving together was heard far across the steppe,
on still nights especially. The screech does resemble the cries of the northern swans somewhat.

20 . .gold and satin and precious samite~The satins and samite manufactured in Byzantium

were valued very highly in Europe. The samite especially. It was a heavy, velvety fabric with
a design of fantastically stylised animals and birds in medallions.

2 Gza. .. Konchak—Polovtsian khans. Khan Konchak, the more active enemy of the two, made
many an incursion into Russia.

22 Black clouds come up from the sea. . .~the Sea of Azov is meant. This is where some of the Po-
lovets tribes set up their winter camps,and it was from here that they advanced upon Igor’s host.

B . .the four suns.-Igor, Vsevolod, Svyatoslav, their nephew,-and Igor’s son Viadimir.

24 On the Kayala river. . .-the site of Igor’s defeat. It has not been clarified what river the author
had in mind.

25 Stribog—one of the ancient Russian gods, apparently the god of winds.

%6 Their Avar helmets. . .—~The Avars first appeared on the northern shores of the Black Sea in
the 5th century. Chronicles state that the tribe disappeared completely in the 9th century.

2" The age of Troyan is gone, the days of Yaroslav are past—Two periods in Russian history:
the age of paganism and the reign of Yaroslav the Wise when Russia had adopted christianity
and was united.
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8 . .the wars waged by Oleg...-The author means the fratricidal wars waged by Oleg
Svyatoslavich, Prince of Chernigov, who was a constant opponent of Vladimir Monomakh.
Oleg Svyatoslavich was the grandfather of Igor and Vsevolod. The author has his reasons
for remembering him: he perceives the policy pursued by Igor as a family policy, initiated
by Oleg.

2 Its jingling was heard in days of old by the great Yaroslav. . .~In 12th-13th century chronicles,
Yaroslav the Wise and Vladimir Monomakh are often recalled as the ideal princes of old,
representing a united Russia, whereas Oleg Svyatoslavich is the generalised image of the bad
princes. Indeed, Yaroslav had already heard the din raised by the princes’ quarrels. Allegedly,
he left a testament warning his heirs against engaging in fratricidal wars.

3 Boris, son of Vyacheslav—-was the grandson of Yaroslav the Wise and an ally of Oleg Svytosla-
vich. He was killed in battle under the following circumstances. In 1077, Oleg Svyatoslavich
lost his princedom, Chernigov, to Vsevolod Yaroslavich, the father of Vladimir Monomakh.
Oleg fled to Tmutorokan, assembled an army there, including a regiment of Polovtsi, returned
to Russia and dislodged Vsevolod. Joining forces with his son, Viadimir Monomakh, with
the Kiev prince Izyaslav and his son Yaropolk, Vsevolod confronted Oleg and Boris at
Chernigov. Oleg did not think he could defeat the four princes, but Boris boasted that
he would beat his enemies single-handed. Boris was the first to fall, and after him Izyaslav.
With the remains of his host, Oleg fled to Tmutorokan again, while Vsevolod was enthroned
in Kiev.

3! Svyatopolk had his father borne between two Hungarian pacers to St. Sophia’s, to Kiev.-Svyato-
polk’s father Izyaslav was killed in battle in 1078 against Boris and Oleg. Hungarian pacers
were used in carrying stretchers with the wounded and the dead.

32 . Igor turning his host about . . .-Igor galloped after the fleeing regiment of “‘good heathens”
in the hope of detaining them, and on the way back was taken captive.

3 Sorrow arose. .. maiden-like. .. waving her swan-like wings. . .—The image of a girl-sorrow,
a girl-swan, is typical for Russian folk poetry.

3 Then Karna and Zhelya raised their lament. . .—Apparently “‘karna” is a personification of
regret and sorrow, and “zhelya” is a lamentation for the dead, a keen.

3 Svyatoslav of Kiev-was the nominal head of Igor and Vsevolod. He was the prince of Kiev
from 1180, but only of the city, while the other towns in the princedom were ruled by Rurik.
Together with Rurik, Svyatoslav organised the Russian princes into a joint force and made
several campaigns against the Polovtsi, scoring a big victory in 1184,
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3 Kobiak-this Polovets khan was taken prisoner during the campaign launched by tne
united Russian forces under the leadership of Svyatoslav in 1184. The Russians took as
many as seven thousand prisoners, among them several other khans besides Kobiak.

37 Large pearls were strewn all over my breast...—According to Russian folk superstition
dreaming of pearls portended tears.

38 The boards above my golden-roofed hall had lost their carved girder~It was an ill omen to
dream of one’s roof without the girder.

39 On the third day darkness fell; the two suns have grown dim. . .—By the “two suns” the author
means Igor and Vsevolod.

40 The two purple pillars. . .—i.e. Igor and Vsevolod.

*! And with them together both the young moons...—One is Igor’s son Oleg, born in 1175,
and the other is his nephew Svyatoslav.

42 45 by the whelps of the pard. . .—By “pard” the author obviously means the cheetah. In ancient
Rus, cheetahs were imported for hunting and valued very highly.

43 The fair maids of the Goths...—The Goths lived in the Crimea and also in the vicinity of
Tmutorokan. They rejoiced in the victory of the Polovtsi, and “‘jingled Russian gold” which
the Polovtsi had looted and against which the Goths evidently did trade with them.

#* They sing the days of Bus...-This must be Prince Bus or Bos of the Antae. As related by
the Roman historian Jordanes, a Goth by origin, in the year 375 A.D. Vinitar, king of the
Goths and grandson of Wultwulf, defeated the Antae (ancestors of the Eastern Slavs, that is
Russians) and had their Prince Bus crucified together with his sons and seventy of his nobles.
The Goth maids sing a hymn of glory to those days.

45 They cherish the thought of vengeance for Sharukan—Sharukan, the grandfather of khan
Konchak, was ignominiously defeated by Vladimir Monomakh in 1106, and his son Otrok
was forced to flee to the Caucasus. After defeating Igor’s host, Konchak had his first chance
to avenge the Russians for his grandfather’s and father’s disgrace.

46 Yaroslav, lord of many hosts. . .—Yaroslav, Prince of Chernigov, was the brother of Svyatoslav.

47 . .with the Tatrans, the Shelberes, the Topchaks, the Revugs, the Olbers!-These were nomad

tribes of Turkic origin which had long settled on the territory of the Chernigov princedom
and fallen under the influence of Russian culture. They formed the regiments of “Kovuis”,
or popularly known as “good heathens”.
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48 In the town of Rimov under Polovets swords. ..—After defeating Igor, khan Gza laid siege
to Putivl but did not succeed in taking the town, while khan Konchak marched on Pereyaslavl
Yuzhny. Vladimir Glebovich, Prince of Pereyaslavl, was wounded fighting single-handed
against many Polovtsi, but his warriors came to his rescue in the nick of time. Konchak
beat a retreat on learning that Svyatoslav and Rurik were approaching with their hosts to
help Vladimir. On the way back from Pereyaslavl, Konchak laid siege to and seized the town
of Rimov.

4% O great Prince Vsevolod!-Vsevolod, Prince of Vladimir-Suzdal, was the son of Yuri Dolgoruki
and grandson of Vladimir Monomakh. He was an outstanding politician of his day, and
one of the most powerful princes in 11th-12th century Russia. He was feared and obeyed
by the heads of other princedoms which neighboured on his or were located further to the
south of Russia. He was the first of the Vladimir princes to assume the title of Grand
Duke; he had some magnificent edifices built in his city which he wanted to establish as the
centre of Russia.

%0 To guard your father’s golden throne ?>-Yuri Dolgoruki, Vsevolod’s father, seized the throne
of Kiev several times by force, and eventually died in Kiev in 1157.

*1 For you are able to splash away the Volga with your oars. . .-Implied here is the numerical
strength of Vsevolod’s host and his successful conquest of the Volga lands. In 1183, two
years prior to Igor’s campaign, Vsevolod with his river fleet had victoriously attacked the
Great City of the Volga Bulgars, and then concluded a peace treaty with them to his advantage.

52 Nogata and riezana—small coins.
53 .. .sons of Gleb. . .—Ryazan princes.

% O you furious Rurik .. .—Rurik Rostislavich was one of the most active, trouble-making and
remarkable of the 12th century princes. He spent all his life in campaigns against the Polovtsi
and in private feuds. He attained the ‘“‘golden throne” of Kiev seven times, and twice
surrendered it of his own free will to his defeated rivals. He took the lead in several campaigns
against the Polovtsi undertaken by the joint forces of the Russian princes, but in 1203,
together with the Polovtsi, he subjected Kiev to a raid so devastating that it was comparable
only to the ruinous incursions of khan Batiy’s hordes. Rurik was one of the best educated
men of his day, and had an army of experienced warriors. In 1205, Roman Mstislavich of
Volyn imposed the monastic vows on him forcibly, but before the year was out Rurik was
at large once more and enthroned in Kiev—for the last time. In 1210, he ceded the throne,
apparently of his own free will, to Vsevolod Chermny, and died in 1215 as prince of Chernigov.
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55 David-brother of Rurik, and prince of Smolensk. David took part in his brother’s
campaigns and led many of his own. He died in 1198, having voluntarily taken the monastic
VOWS.

36 Osmomysl-Yaroslav of Galich-the father of Yaroslavna, Igor’s wife. The general opinion in
the princedoms surrounding Galich was that Yaroslav was a powerful ruler, but in actual
fact he often had to give in to his boyars, a very strong community with whom he was
engaged in a never-ending struggle for supremacy. Late in life, he married a low-born
townswoman who was eventually burnt at the stake by the boyars. After Yaroslav’s death
(1187) his beloved son, born of this marriage, was evicted from Galich.

The nickname Osmomys] (Eight-witted) has been interpreted variously: ‘perhaps he was
called that because he knew eight languages, or else because he had brains enough for eight.

57 You are seated high on your throne of gold. . .~In the original, it says “hammered from a piece
of solid gold™, thus stressing the wealth of Galich which was at the height of its prosperity
in the 12th-13th centuries. The kremlin was built on a hilltop, and that is what the author means
by ““seated high”.

58 Hungarian hills—the Carpathians.
59 Barring the way 1o the king...—the Hungarian king.

6 You shoot at sultans beyond your domains...-It is surmised that the Galichians took part
in the Third Crusade.

! And you, furious Roman...-Roman was an energetic, enterprising, courageous prince and
a clever manager of his possessions. By dint of persevering struggle, he achieved a mergence
of his inherited Vladimir-Volyn princedom with Galich. He had no respect for Kiev, and
eventually turned it into an outpost of his powerful domain. With a firm hand he curbed
the disintegration of south-western Russia, and directed his main strength against the
powerful Galich boyars. He was a terror to the neighbouring peoples-to the Polovtsi, the
Lithuanians, the Yatviags and the Poles. In the victories he scored over the Polovtsi none
but Vladimir Monomakh could equal him. According to the Byzantine historian Nikita
Khoniat, Roman’s very first campaign against the Polovtsi, who were threatening Constanti-
nople itself, ended in their hasty flight from the region. Roman invariably reorganised f{or
the better the economic life in the territories he conquered. For instance, he made the Lithu-
anians clear their forests, stub the land and till these new fields for- raising crops on them.
Roman’s name was well known in all the countries of Europe. He sent his ambassadors to
Constantinople; his generous donations were received by the St. Peter Monastery in Erfurt,
a big centre of international trade. Roman gave asylum to the Byzantine Emperor Alexius 111
Angelus whom the Crusaders had evicted from Constantinople. In West European sourccs,
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Roman is always called a king of Russia, while Russian chroniclers call him a sovereign
and tsar of all Russia. Pope Innocent III offered him a crown on condition that his supremacy
be recognised, but Roman rejected the idea. He died during his march on Poland on July 19,
1205. That is what is recorded in the French chronicles: “The King of Russia named Roman,
having left his own boundaries and wishing to go through Poland to Saxony, was killed on
the Visla by two Polish princes.”

62 You too, o Mstislav!-1t is not clear who this man was. Roman had no brother of that name,
but he did have a cousin Mstislav.

63 O Ingvar and Vsevolod. . .—they were the sons of Yaroslav, Prince of Lutsk.

54 And you, three sons of Mstislav. . .—~There is no doubt that the author means Roman, Svyatoslav
and Vsevolod, who, like Ingvar and Vsevolod, were Volyn princes.

85 Where are your golden helmets, your Polish spears and shields >-The maternal grandfather of
Roman, Svyatoslav and Vsevolod was the Polish king Boleslaw III the Wry-Mouthed. The
Volyn princes often received military support from Poland.

6 Through his necklace of gold!-This is a band round the neck of a prince’s dress embroidered
in gold thread and adorned with precious stones.

570 you, offspring of Yaroslav, and you, grandsons of Vseslav!-The feud between the Polotsk
princes, descendants of Vseslav, and the Kiev princes, descendants of Yaroslav the Wise,
continued into the 11th-12th centuries. The author of The Lay holds that both sides were
the losers, the winners being the pagan Polovtsi and Lithuanians.

58 Vseslav cast lots for the maid he desired~the “maid” here means Kiev.

In 1068, the Polovtsi routed the army of Izyaslav, Vsevolod and Svyatoslav, sons of
Yaroslav the Wise. The people of Kiev demanded that Izyaslav should give them horses and
weapons so that they could themselves defend their city. Izyaslav, distrusting them, refused.
Then, the people went to the prison where Prince Vseslav of Polotsk had been kept by the
three brothers since 1067, and enthroned him. Vseslav must have promised therP the horses
and weapons, and 'therefore the author says: ‘“With wiles he strengthened his seat in the saddle.”

%% At midnight, from Byelgorod. . .-In 1069, Izyaslav and the Polish king Boleslaw went to war
against Vseslav who had brought the Kiev host with him. For reasons unknown, Vseslay
was compelled to flee from Byelgorod at midnight, deserting the Kiev host.

70 Shattering Yaroslav's fame.—Yaroslav the Wise was prince of Novgorod until 1016. Under
him Novgorod became less dependent on Kiev, and what is more he gave the Novgorodians
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some kind “deeds” (they have not come down to us) which until the end of the 15th century
they regarded as their chief claim to independence.

The Nyemiga-the small river (no longer existing) near Minsk where Vseslav was defeated by
the three sons of Yaroslav and taken captive.

He would cross the path of Khors, the great god.-Khors was evidently the sun-god, and the
sentence therefore means that Vseslav dashed about the land until daybreak.

Early matins were rungfor him at St. Sophia’s in Polotsk, and he heard the chimes in Kiev.-\n
Polotsk, Vseslav was still the reigning prince, daily prayed for in church. Actually, he was
a captive in prison in Kiev (1067-1068).

But their pennons float apart!-\n 1185, after Konchak had defeated Igor and laid siege to
Pereyaslavl, Svyatoslav and Rurik went to Vladimir’s aid, but David refused to go, and
so his and his brother’s pennons floated apart.

Yaroslavna-lgox’s second wife, affectionately called here by her patronimic, whereas her
Christian name was, perhaps, Efrosinya.

Through mountains ofrock.. .-the Dnieper rapids.

Ovlur-in the chronicles he is called Lavr or Lavor. V.Tatishchev, an 18th century Russian
historian, says (the source of his information is not known to us) that Lavr’s mother was
a Russian from Igor’s country, that he had borne insult from some of the Polovtsi, and was
a man to be trusted. Igor, upon return home, promoted Lavr to a noble, rewarded him
generously and found him a good girl to marry.

Not such is the Stugna river.. .-Prince Rostislav was drowned in the Stugna in 1093 at the
age of 22, in sight of his brother, Vladimir Monomakh. This hostile river is contrasted here
to the friendly Donets.

The fledgling-I\\\s was Igor’s son Vladimir. He did, in fact, marry Konchak’s daughter. In
1187 he returned to Russia with his wife and child, and the marriage was consecrated in
church.
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