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HM. KAPAM3UH
BEJHAS JIM3A
(ompwvi60K)

Moxet ObITb, HUKTO W3 XKMBYIIUX B MOCKBe
HE 3HACT TaK XOPOIIO OKPECTHOCTEN ropoJa cero,
KaK s, TOTOMY YTO HUKTO Yallle MOero He ObIBaeT
B TI0JIe, HHUKTO 0OJiee MOEero He OPOJUT MELIKOM,
6e3 miaHa, 6e3 1eau — Kyja rjasa TisasaT — 10
JyraMm U polllaM, I10 X0JMaM U paBHHHaM. Beskoe
JIETO HAaX0XYy HOBBIE NPUATHBIE MECTa WIU B CTa-
pBIX HOBBIE KpacoTel. Ho Bcero npusatHee 1uist Me-
HS TO MECTO, HAa KOTOPOM BO3BBIIIAIOTCS Mpay-
Hble, rorudeckue OamHu CH...HOBa MOHACTBIPS.
Cros Ha ceil rope, BUIUILIb HA NPaBOM CTOPOHE
IIOYTH BCIO MOCKBY, CHIO Y)KacHyH TIpoMaiy
JIOMOB U LIEPKBEH, KOTOPasl NPEACTaBIAETCS I1a-
3aM B 0Opa3e BETMUECTBEHHOTO amQureaTpa: Be-
JIMKOJIETIHAsl KapTHHA, OCOOJIMBO KOT'JIa CBETUT Ha
HEEe COJHIE, KOI/Ia BEUEPHME JIyYH €r0 NbUIAIOT
Ha OECUMCIIEHHBIX 3/1aThIX KyIojax, Ha Oecuuc-
JICHHBIX KpecTaxX, K HeOy Bo3Hocsmmxcs! BHu3y
pPacCTUIIAIOTCS TY4YHBIE, T'yCTO-3€JIEHbIE LIBETYLINE
JyTa, a 3a HUMHU, I10 XKEJIThIM IIECKaM, TeYET CBET-
7asi peka, BOJHyeMasl JITKMMH BeCJIaMu pbiOa-
YbUX JIOJOK WM LIyMslias MOJ pyJieM TIpPy3HBIX
CTPYTOB, KOTOpBIE IIBIBYT OT IJIOJOHOCHEHIINX
cTpad Poccuiickol UMIIEpUM U HAJEIAIOT AITYHYIO
MockBy X1€00M.
Ha npyroii cropoHe peku BujaHa ayOoBas

NIKOLAI KARAMSIN
LISA
(excerpt)
Translated by John Elrignton

Whenever I contemplate the beautiful scenery
which surrounds the city of Moscow, I feel myself
particularly interested by the adjacent hill, over-
topped by the gloomy walls which rise from the
monastery of Simeon, On the right, the churches
and houses of the city appear a vast amphitheatre;
and the picture is enriched with brilliant cupolas,
and golden crosses, which the various steeples op-
pose, in glittering beauty, to the soft purple of the
setting sun. Beneath, Nature has spread her varie-
gated carpet of endless sweets over the extended
meadows, bounded by the river Moskwa, whose
playful stream wantons o'er the yellow sands;....its
swelling bosom now panting beneath the pressure
of the deep-laden barge, ..now playful with the
light boundings of the fisherman's boat. To the left
wander innumerable flocks, amid which the young
shepherd, courting the sweet shade of the venera-
ble oak, in rustic melody tunes his oaten pipe, and
cheats his labours of their tedious length. The twi-
light begins to shadow the lofty poplars, the dis-
tant horizon, with the Sparrow mountains, fade on
the sight.

On the other side, vast fields, interspersed with
villages and woods, seem to form an avenue to the
castle of Kolomensko, and terminate the view.

NIKOLAY KARAMZIN
POOR LIZA
(excerpt)
Translated by Leo Wiener

Perchance none of those who live in Moscow
know the surroundings of that city so well as I do,
because nobody is oftener in the open than I, no-
body oftener wanders about, planlessly, aimlessly,
whither his eyes carry him, through meadows and
groves, over hills and vales. Every summer I dis-
cover new places of delight, or new beauties in
those I already know.

But most pleasant to me is the place where rise
the sombre Gothic towers of the monastery of St.
Simeon. Standing on that mound, you survey upon
your right nearly all of Moscow, that enormous
mass of houses and churches, that presents itself
to the eyes in the form of a majestic amphitheatre,
a superb picture, especially when the sun shines
upon it, when his evening rays gleam on the in-
numerable gilded cupolas and the innumerable
crosses that tower to heaven!

Below, stretch the luscious, dark-green, blos-
soming fields; beyond them, there flows over the
yellow sands the limpid river, stirred by the light
oars of fishing-boats, or splashing under the prows
of freighted barges that come from the more fertile
parts of the Russian Empire and supply hungry
Moscow with grain. On the other side of the river
there is seen an oak grove, and near it graze nu-
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pola, MoJule KOTOPOMl MacyTcsi MHOTOYMCIIEH-
HBbIE CTaJa; TaM MOJIOAbIE MAaCTyXH, CUOS O]
TEHUIO JEPEB, IOIT IPOCThIE, YHBUIBIE IIECHU
U COKpAalalOT TEM JIETHUE MAHM, CTOJIb JJIf
HUX enuHooOpasHble. [loganee, B rycroil 3eneHu
JPEBHUX BS30B, ONHMCTAaET 3MATOrNIaBbIi JlaHWIIOB
MOHACTBIPb; €I1I€ AAJEE, IOUYTH Ha KPar0 TOPU30H-
Ta, cuHeoTcs BopoObeBbl ropsl. Ha neBoii ke
CTOpPOHE BHJHBI OOLIMpHBIE, XJIEOOM IOKPHITHIC
0JIsA, JIECOYKH, TPU WM YETHIPE IEPEBEHBKU U
BIanu ceno KoJloMEHCKOe ¢ BBICOKMM JABOPLIOM
CBOUM.

Yacrto mpuxoky Ha CHE MECTO M IIOYTH
BCEI/Ia BCTPEUYAIO TaM BECHY; TyJa M€ IMPUXOXKY
U B MpayHble JHU OCEHHM IrOpEBaTh BMECTE C IPU-
ponoro. CTpallHO BOIOT BETpPbl B CTEHAX OIly-
CTEBILETO MOHACTBHIPS, MEXIy I'poOOB, 3apOCIINX
BBICOKOIO TPaBOIO, M B TEMHBIX IEPEX0Jax Ke-
muii. Tam, omepmmch Ha pa3BajJiiHaX TPOOHBIX
KaMHell, BHHMMAlO TJIyXOMY CTOHY BpeMEH, 0e3-
JTHOI0O MHUHYBUIETO MOIVIOIIEHHBIX, — CTOHY, OT
KOTOPOIr'0 CEepALe MOE COIPOraeTcs W Tpereuer.
WHoryma BXOXy B KENUWH M TPEACTaBIAl0  cede
T€X, KOTOPbIE B HUX JKWIH, — NI€YaJbHblE KapTH-
Hbl! 31€ch BHXKY CEAOro crapua, MpeKJIOHUBIIE-
ro KOJIEHA Iepes paclsiTUEM M MOJISILErocs o
CKOPOM pa3pelIeHUH 3€MHBIX OKOB CBOHMX, MO0
BCE YJIOBOJILCTBUSI MCUE3JIM A HETO B JKU3HH,
BCE YYBCTBAa €r0 yMepJH, KpOMe 4yBCTBa 00Je3-
HU U ciaboctr. TaM IOHBII MOHAxX — C OJEIHBIM
JUIIOM, C TOMHBIM B30pOM — CMOTPHUT B MOJE

It is my delight frequently to visit this spot. I
mourn with Nature the declining year, and cele-
brate the glad return of spring. While the tempest
thunders through the solitary walls, and the ne-
glected walks of the old monastery, busy Fancy
pourtrays to my view the appearance of objects
which had once existence.

On a decayed tomb, overgrown with wild
grass and briars, I sit, and listen to the groans of
centuries past, while a sweet sadness steals on my
heart, and gives a luxury to anguish. And when,
with unmeasured steps, I wander through the
desolate cells, spirits of their former inhabitants
encircle me. I see an aged man, whose scattered
locks vie with the whiteness of the snow, prostrate
at the crucifix;.... his eyes, with enthusiastic fer-
vor, dwell on the sacred mage;....he implores to be
released from the weary toils of this life.....his
feelings are extinguished....he is merely sensible
of sickness and debility....... A young monk, pale
with confinement, haggard with despair, his
lengthened visage the sad emblem of his soul,.....
casts a gloomy look through a small grated win-
dow:...he beholds the birds of the air, as they
lightly wing their flight in mockery of his
woes,...and ponders on the charms of liberty,
while his young, but feeble eye, moistens with
tears. Nature has resisted to her uttermost....he
mourns....he dies, and the deep tones of the con-
vent bell proclaim his early fate.

Then I direct my thoughts to the walls, conse-

merous flocks. There young shepherds, sitting in
the shade of trees, sing simple, doleful songs, and
thus shorten the monotonous summer days. A lit-
tle farther off, in the dense verdure of ancient
elms, gleams the gold-domed monastery of St.
Daniel's; still farther away, almost on the verge of
the horizon, loom the blue outlines of the Sparrow
Hills. To the left appear vast, grain-covered fields,
groves, three or four villages, and, in the distance,
Kolomna with its high palace.

I often repair to that spot, and nearly always
meet spring there; thither I also repair in the
gloomy days of autumn, to mourn together with
Nature. The winds moan terribly within the walls
of the deserted monastery, in the rank grass of the
graves, and in the dark corridors of the cells.
There I lean against the ruins of the tombstones
and hearken to the hollow groan of Time, the
groan of those swallowed by the abyss of the past,
which makes my heart flutter and tremble. At
times I enter into the cells, and I picture to myself
those who have lived in them, sad pictures! Here |
see a greyhaired old man bending his knee before
the crucifix and imploring a swift liberation from
his earthly fetters, for all pleasures of life have left
him, all his feelings are dead, except the feeling of
ill-health and weakness. There a youthful monk,
with pale face and languishing glance, looks
through the latticed window, sees the merry birds
that freely swim in the aerial ocean, sees them,
and bitter tears issue from his eyes. He pines,
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CKBO3b PEIIETKY OKHA, BHIUT BECEIbIX NTHYCK,
CBOOO/THO TUIABAIOLINX B MOPE BO3/yXa, BUANT — U
MIPOJIMBAET FOPbKHUE CJIe3bl U3 a3 cBoux. OH To-
MUTCSI, BIHET, COXHET — U YHBUIBIH 3BOH KOJIO-
KOJIa BO3BELIaeT MHE Oe3BPEMEHHYIO CMEpTh €ro.
WHoryma Ha BpaTax Xpama paccMaTpuBaIO0 H300-
paskeHHe 4yAec, B CEM MOHACTBIPE CIIyUHBIIMXCS,
TaM pbIObI MagaloT ¢ HeOa Ui HACBILICHUS KH-
TeJel MOHACTBIPS, OCAXIEHHOI'O MHOTOYHMCIICH-
HBIMHU Bparamu; TyT oopa3 boromarepu oGpariaer
Henpusiteneil B O6ercrso. Bee cue oOHOBisieT B
MOel TaMsATH HCTOPHUIO HAIIEro OTEYecTBa — Ie-
YaJIbHYIO0 UCTOPHIO TEX BPEMEH, KOIJIa CBUpEIIbIC
TaTapbl W JUTOBIBI OTHEM U MEUOM OITyCTOIIAIH
OKpPECTHOCTH POCCUKCKOM CTOJIMIBI W KOrja
HecuacTHass MoOcCKBa, Kak Oe33aliuTHas BIOBUIIA,
oT oaHOro bora oxuiana mOMOLIM B JIOTBHIX CBO-
uX OeJCTBHSIX.

Ho Bcero yarie npuBieKaeT MeHs K CTeHaM
Cu...HOBa MOHACTBIpS BOCIIOMHUHAHHE O IIJIa4€B-
HOM cyanOe JIusel, Oennoit JIuzel. Ax! S mrobmio
T€ MpPEeIMEThl, KOTOpbIE TPOTalOT MOE CEeple U
3aCTaBJIAIOT MEHS TPOJHMBATh CIE3bl HEKHOU
ckopOwu!

CaxeHsaxX B CEMHJECITH OT MOHACTHIPCKOM
CTEHBI, TOJyIe Oepe30BOI POIIUIIBI, CPEIH 3eie-
HOTO JIyra, CTOUT ITycTasi XWXHHa, 6e3 n1Bepel, 0e3
OKOHYHH, 0€3 MOJy; KpOBJIA JIaBHO CTHWJIA U 00-
BaJIMIack. B 3TOM XWKMHE JIeT 32 TpUALaTh IIe-
pen cuM Kuia npekpacHas, joOe3znas Jluza c
CTapYUIKOI0, MaTEePhIO CBOCIO.

crated with miracles..... Tradition has so handed it
down, that the cloisters, being surrounded by an
hostile army, the heavens rained fishes to support
its inhabitants, and the Holy Virgin compelled the
enemy to fly.

All these circumstances recall to my memory
the history of my country, and represent those
melancholy times, when wild hordes of Tartars
devastated Russia with fire and sword, and the un-
fortunate Moscow, like a deserted widow, looked
to Heaven, alone, for aid.

It is impossible to separate the fate of poor LI-
SA from the recollection of these scenes. My heart
is susceptible of all the softer emotions. I love to
dwell on subjects which arrest my feelings,.... and
my soul continues the indulgence till a flood of
tears breaks the charm.

At a short distance from the convent walls, in
the centre of a green plat, close to a grove of birch,
stands a ruined cottage,...without doors or win-
dows. The roof seems to have fallen in long
ago;....and this cottage, about thirty years since,
fostered the growing virtues of LISA, the beautiful
and good, who, with her aged mother, were its
sole inhabitants.

The father of LISA had been an industrious
peasant, ever attentive to the cultivation of his
lands; and a frugal, but comfortable, economy,
marked his regular life. All prospered with him;
but at his death his wife and daughter sunk into
poverty. The hand of the hireling ill supplied that

withers, dries up, and the dismal sound of a bell
announces to me his untimely death.

At times I scan on the doors of the sanctuary the
representation of miracles that have taken place in
this monastery: there fishes fall from heaven to
appease the hunger of the denizens of the cloister
that is besieged by a multitudinous host; here the
image of the Mother of God puts the enemy to
flight. All that refreshes in my mind the history of
our country, the sad history of those times when
the savage Tartars and Lithuanians with fire and
sword laid waste the surroundings of the Russian
capital, and when luckless Moscow, like a de-
fenceless widow, awaited from God alone succour
in her dire distress.

But most frequently of all I am attracted to the
walls of St. Simeon's monastery by the memory of
the tearful fate of Liza, poor Liza. Oh! I love those
objects that touch my heart and cause me to shed
tears of tender sorrow!

Some five hundred feet from the cloister wall
there stands, near a birch grove, amidst a green
field, a deserted hut without doors, without win-
dows, without a floor; its roof is decayed and has
fallen in long ago. In that hut there lived, some
thirty years ago, lovely Liza with her old mother.

Liza's father was a fairly well-to-do peasant, for
he loved work, carefully tilled the soil, and always
led a sober life. But soon after his death his wife
and daughter fell into poverty. The indolent hand
of the hired servant ploughed the field carelessly,
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Oren JIu3uH OBLT AOBOJIBHO 3a)KUTOYHBIN
MOCESIHUH, TIOTOMY 4YTO OH JIOOWI paboTy, ma-
XaJI XOPOILO 3eMJII0 U BEJI BCET1a TPE3BYIO KU3Hb.
Ho ckopo mo cmeprtu ero xeHa u 104b OO0CHS-
mu. JleHnBas pyka HaeMHHKa XyJ10 oOpabaThiBaia
nojie, ¥ xjed mepecran xopouo poauThes. OHu
NPUHYKICHBI ObUTM OTJAaTh CBOIO 3€MJII0 BHAEM,
U 3a BecbMa HebOoupme neHsru. K romy xe Oen-
Hasi BJOBAa, IMOYTH OecrpecTaHHO MPOJIMBas Cle-
361 O CMEPTU MYy’Xa CBOETO — MO0 U KPECThIHKU
MOOUTh yMEIOT! — JEeHb OTO JHS CTAHOBUJIACH
cnabee M coBceM He Morna paborare. Oxpna Jlu-
3a, KOTOpas OCTaJach IOCIE OTIA MATHAIIATH
Jer, — oaHa JIm3za, He Iagsd CBOEHl HEXHOM
MOJIOJOCTH, HE€ Iaiasd PEIKOH KpacoTbl CBOEH,
TpyAMJach JIeHb M HOYb — TKaja XOJCTHI, Bs3a-
Ja YyJKH, BECHOIO pBajia LIBETHI, a JIETOM Opaia
AroApl — U npojaBana ux B Mockse. UyBCTBHU-
TeNbHas, A00pas CcTapylika, BUAS HEYTOMH-
MOCTh JIOUEpH, YacTO MpPWXKHMajda ee K ciabo
ouromemMycsi cepaiy, HasblBalia O0XXECKOI MH-
JIOCTHIO, KOPMHJIUIICIO, OTPAZ0I0 CTApPOCTU CBOEH
U MonuiIa 0ora, — YTOOBI OH HAarpaauiI ee 3a Bce
TO, YTO OHA JIeNIACT Ui MaTepH.

«bor nanx MHe pyku, 4T00bI paboTarh, — ro-
Bopwia JIuza, — Tl KOpMMJIa MEHS CBOCIO Ipy-
IbI0 M XOAWJIA 32 MHOIO, KOrza s Oblia pedeH-
KOM; Telepb MpUIUIa MOs O4epelb XOIUTh 3a
To0010. IlepecTaHb TOJBKO KpPYIIUTHCS, Tepe-
CTaHb IUIaKaTh; CJE3bl HAIIM HE OKUBAT OATIOII-
KI».

which they had lost; and in a little time they were
obliged to abandon their farm, which they let out
for a trifle.

Added to all this, the poor widow incessantly
mourned the loss of her husband, (for love is no
stranger in a cottage) till grief had so taken pos-
session of her mind, that her health visibly de-
clined, and she was unable to work. LISA had just
attained her fifteenth year, and was left at this per-
ilous time of life, to her own guidance.

Regardless of her beauty, she worked day and
night, wove, knit, gathered flowers in the spring,
and berries in the summer, which she carried for
sale to Moscow. The good and affectionate mother
would often press her industrious and indefatiga-
ble daughter to her feebly-beating heart,....bless
her as the support of her declining years, the con-
solation, the delight, of her age implore the protec-
tion of Heaven to guard her innocence, and re-
ward her filial piety.

"God has given me these hands to work;" an-
swered the amiable daughter, “besides, have you
not nourished me at your breast, dear mother?
Have you not raised me with the fondest care from
helpless childhood? Now, 'tis my turn to nurse
you;...only cease to weep,....do, dear mother.
Grieve no more; our tears cannot recall my poor
dear father from the grave."

With the artless but impressive language of
duty, the tender-hearted LISA stifled, in her own
bosom, the rising tear at the recollection of her

and the grain began to give diminished returns.
They were compelled to let their land to a tenant,
at an inconsiderable income. At the same time the
poor widow, who continuously shed tears for her
deceased husband, for peasant women also know
how to love, grew weaker and weaker from day to
day, and finally could not work at all. Liza alone,
who was fifteen years old at her father's death, Li-
za alone did not spare her tender youth nor her
rare beauty, and laboured day and night: she wove
hempen cloth, knit stockings; in springtime picked
flowers, and in winter berries, and sold them in
Moscow. Seeing the indefatigableness of her
daughter, the sensitive, gentle old woman fre-
quently pressed her to her feebly beating heart,
called her “divine grace, protector, consolation of
my old age,” and prayed to God to reward her for
all she did for her mother.

“God gave me hands to work,” Liza would say.
“You nourished me at your breast, watched me in
my childhood. Now it is my turn to look after you.
Only stop grieving, stop weeping! Our tears will
not bring father to life.”

But often gentle Liza could not restrain her own
tears, for oh! she recalled that she had had a fa-
ther, and that he was no more; but to comfort her
mother she tried to hide the grief of her heart, and
to appear calm and gay.

“In the world to come, beloved Liza,” the sor-
rowing old woman answered, “in the world to
come I shall cease to weep. There, they say, we
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Ho wacro Hexnas Jluza He Morna yuep-
XKaTh COOCTBEHHBIX CJIe3 CBOMX — ax! OHa MMOMHH-
Ja, 9YTO y Hee ObUI OTeIl M YTO €ro He CTajlo, HO
JUIsL YCIIOKOGHUS MaTepu cTapajach TauTh Iie-
qaJlb CEepAlla CBOEro U Ka3aThCsl IOKOMHOIO U Be-
cenoro. «Ha Tom cBere, mobOe3nas JInza, — oT-
Beuaja TOpecTHas CTapyllka, — Ha TOM CBETE
nepecTany s IUakaTb. TaM, CKa3bIBalOT, OyIyT
BCE BeCelbl; 5, BEpHO, Becena Oyny, Korjaa yBH-
Ky OTLa TBOEro. TOJIBKO Tenepsb HE X04y YMEPETh
— 4910 ¢ TOoOor0 Oe3 meHs Oyner? Ha xoro Tebs
nokuHyTh? Her, naii Oor npexxae mpucTpouTh Te-
0 k mecty! MoxeTr ObITh, CKOPO CBHIIIETCS J100-
peiii demoBek. Torma, OmarocioBs Bac, MUJIBIX
JeTe MOMX, NEPEKpPEUlyCh M CIOKOWHO JIATY B
CBIPYIO 3eMJII0 | »

forlorn and defenceless state; and, with a mien gay
as it was innocent, by fascinating attentions
smoothed the sorrows of her aged parent.

"It is only on the other side of the grave," said
her mother,...."only there, my child, my sorrows
can find a resting place. There my tears will cease
to flow, for there, we are assured, we shall all be
happy.... and I shall certainly be so, my LISA, for
there I shall meet your father again..... But I don't
wish for death; for what, then, would become of
you? What could you do alone? No..... Heaven
will, I hope, permit me first to see you provided
for. Some honest, industrious young man, sensible
of your worth, may be found for you. Then, I shall
bless you both, my children, and willingly retire to
the grave”

shall all be happy; I shall certainly be happy when
I see your father again. But I do not wish to die
now, for what would become of you without me?
To whom could I leave you? No, God grant me
first to see you provided for! Maybe some good
man will be found for you. Then I will bless you,
my dear children, will make the sign of the cross,
and willingly will lie down in the damp earth.”.




