KITEZH

The Russ

ian Grail Legends

Munin Nederlander






Kitezh

the Russian Grail Legends

by Munin Nederlander

translated from the Dutch by Tony Langham
Foreword by John Matthews

TRADITION






Contents

Acknowledgements
Foreword by John Matthews

Introduction

L. The Kitezh legends
The legend of Kitezh — the Slav Church version
(The legend of the Holy City of Kitezh)
Introduction
Basic prose text
The legend of Kitezh, twentieth-century version (W. Belski)
(The legend of the Invisible City of Kitezh and Lady Fevronia)
Introduction by W. Belski
Introduction by Munim Nederlander
Verse text (libretto of the opera in four acts) — verse

II. Introduction to the Kitezh legend
(Valentin Tomberg on the Kitezh legend;
Kitezh as the community of Philadelphia in the Apocalypse)

III. Early Russian history up to 1236-40, when Kitezh
and Kiev Rus fell, as the history of the Slav-Rurik Call
and the Varangian Answer to it

IV. The Russian bylini, with commentaries
Introduction
The bylini
The mythical bylini

Sviatogor
Volkh Vselavyevich
Volga Sviatoslavovich
Volga Sviatoslavovich and Mikoela Selyaninovich

— O~

13
13
14
25

25
26
27

91

107

131
131
131
132
132
135
138
141



The heroic bylini of Kiev
The wedding of King Vladimir
The contest between Dunai Ivanovich and Natasha
Korolyevichna
Dobryna Nikitich and the dragon Zmei Gorynchich
Dobrynya Nikitich and Natasha Mikoelichna
Alyosha Popovich and the magician Tugarin
Zmejovich
The Cure of Ilya Muromets
Ilya Muromets frees Chernigov
Ilya Muromets and Solovej Razbonjiek *
Ilya Muromets and Sviatogor
Ilya Muromets and Idolich
The dispute between Ilya Muromets and King Vladimir
Ilya Muromets and Tsar Kalien
Ilya Muromets and the falcon Sokolniek
The three journeys of Ilya Muromets
The betrayal of Alyosha Popovich
Michailo Ivanovich Potyk
Stavyor Godinovich and Vasilisa Mikoelichna
The death of Stavyor Godinovich and Vasilisa
Mikoelichna
Solovei Budimirovich of Venice
Dobrynya Nikitich and Vasili Kasimirov
How the Bogatyri of Holy Russia met death
The heroic bylini of other southern Russian cycles
Prince Roman Mstislavich
The campaign of King Igor
The heroic bylini of Novgorod
The youth of Vasili Buslayev
The death of Vasili Buslayev
How Sadko became a rich merchant
Sadko and the Sea King
Reflections on the bylini

V. Epilogue

Appendix: The histories of Dimitri Donskoi and Dimitri lvanovich,
with a commentary

Glossary

Notes

Further Reading

Index

145
145

151
153
157

158
163
167
169
174
177
179
181
184
188
192
195
200

202
203
207
209
215
215
217
219
219
225
227
229
232

239

245
263
265
267
269



Acknowledgements

I would like to thank the many people who have helped me in the
preparation of this book, particularly my wife, Alja Wormgoor-Werz, and
my friend, Bas van de Bosch. Without their help this book could not
possibly have been published. My wife accepted that in relation to the size
of this work I had to devote a disproportionate amount of time to it:
working on the manuscript proved to be very arduous.

The beginning of the commentaries on the Kitezh legend and the Russian
bylini contained in this work, which are taken from early Russian history,
is based on an article by the Russian publisher Valentin Tomberg in the
German magazine Antroposophie, Wochenscrift fiir freier Geistesleben, 13th
year, no. 12, 22 March 1931. In that article, which is reproduced here in
translation, the Kitezh legend is identified as the central legend of the Slav
culture. It was Tomberg who first identified it as such. Therefore I would also
like to thank him.

My greatest thanks go to the benevolent spiritual forces that have guided
me. | dedicate this book to everyone it will concern.






Foreword

I first became aware of Kitezh: the Russian Grail Legends in 1988, when
Dolores Ashcroft-Nowicki drew my attention to the large volume she had
acquired while teaching in Holland. Knowing of my interest in the Grail
and in Russian legends, she showed me the book, and together we decided
to recommend its translation and publication in English by the Aquarian
Press. Happily, this has been achieved, and the book you are holding is the
result.

It tells a strange and fascinating story, drawing some exciting parallels
between the Russian legends of Prince Vladimir of Kiev and his Knights of
the Golden Table and those of Arthur and the Round Table of Camelot.
Although there are almost as many differences as there are similarities
between the two cultures, the overlap between the two mythic cycles —
between Camelot and Kiev — are indeed remarkable, and open up
possibilities for deeper exploration still, which I myself hope to achieve
during the next few years.

Of the great and mysterious city of Kitezh itself, little is known. It was
supposedly founded in 1168 by Georgi (Juri) Vselodovich, a distant cousin
of the same Vladimir around whom the cycle of tales referred to above first
constellated in the Middle Ages. At some point, however, it vanished,
rather like Arthur himself, and from that moment it became a place of
legend, a withdrawn paradise to which only the elect could find their way.

This too is reminiscent of the Arthurian tales, in which the knights of
the Round Table go in search of the Grail, the final resting place of which
is the holy city of Sarras, far to the East. In these Western European Grail
legends the Quest-Knights ride out in search of what they perceive as an
object, which can heal the earth. In those of Eastern Europe the Gralil is
manifest as the earth itself, and the heroes of the Golden Table of King
Vladimir experience its mystery in a symbolic relationship with their native
earth through the presence of the invisible city of Kitezh. (This supplies the
missing element of an actual Grail Quest in the Russian legends.)

Munin Nederlander suggests that in a future time, mirrored by the past,
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all people will be able to enter the spiritual City irrespective of their nature.
This belief lies at the centre of his book, which sets out to prove that the
ancient mysteries of ‘Mother Russia, as embodied in Vladimir and his
Botaryi (Knights), reflect a future arc of history in which these symbolic
stories will be re-enacted, but in a spiritual dimension.

This is all in keeping with Anthroposophical teaching, and ‘Munin
Nederlander’ (the name can be interpreted as meaning ‘Memory of the Low
Lands’) is first and foremost a student of Rudolf Steiner’s intricate and
fascinating vision. The book is written in a curious mixture of naivety and
sophistication which characterizes much Anthroposophical writing. The
almost transparent mysticism is balanced by the precise and detailed
commentary. The two interact to form a unity of surprising strength, and
though the book is at times difficult to follow in terms of detalil, it is very
well worth the occasional effort for the gems of wisdom and insight this
produces.

One of the most important aspects of the book are the translations (many
for the first time in English) of the great cycles of heroic songs known as
Byliny. These contain a fascinating account of a past heroic age, very little
removed from that of the ancient West. The many parallels are evident, even
at a superficial reading, and some are traced in the present book in
extraordinary detail.

At a time when the Eastern and Western halves of the European
continent are speaking to each other for the first time in many generations,
this is indeed a timely and important book. It shows some of the ways this
dialogue can be opened up to create a new spiritual unity between the
USSR and the rest of the world. It is my personal hope that this is allowed
to develop unchecked, and that further and deeper explorations of Slavic
and Russian myth and spirituality are permitted to continue. The outcome
can only be of the greatest value to both East and West.

John Matthews.
London, 1990

10



Introduction

This publication is the first part of a treatise on the Slav Kitezh legend, in
commemoration of the thousandth anniversary of the existence of Kiev
Rus. It provides an interpretation of:

1) ‘The legend of the holy city of Kitezh, an ancient Slav text from
Kitezkaja Legenda, published by V.I. Komarovic, Moscow 1936 (prose);

2) ‘The legend of the invisible city of Kitezh and Lady Fevronia’, the
libretto of the opera Kitezh by M. Rimsky-Korsakov, written by WJ.
Belski in 1905 (verse).

These are two versions of the mysterious Russian legend about the
ascension or descent of the sacred city of Great Kitezh into the Svetli Jarr,
the brightly shining lake. Both versions of this legend are simply called the
Kitezh legend. '

The interpretation is carried-out firstly in relation to the Slav Bylini
(heroic epics) about the Round Table of (the Brotherhood of the Grail) of
King Vladimir, the Red Sun of Kiev. It is also seen against the background
of early Russian history, which can be considered as an organic unit with
a foundation in the honorary request of the Slavs to the Varangians for
order (the so-called Slav-Rurik Call, and the Varangian Answer to this).
These indicate how the Kitezh legend is related to that of the Bylini. It is
also interpreted in the light of Western European spiritual science. The
reader is assumed to have some knowledge of the teachings of Rudolf
Steiner, and of theosophy, anthroposophy and Rosicrucianism. For this
purpose, the Bylini stories are summarized in this book, virtually all taken
from Boris Raptschinsky’s book, Russian Heroic Sagas and Legends (Thieme,
Zutphen, 1923), together with commentaries which are also based on
Western spiritual science.

With regard to the facts in the outline of early Russian history, and the
two subsequent historical periods, I based my description on standard
works, such as Ancient Russia from the Parool-Life series, and Ph. L.
Barbour’s Dimitri.
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The Kitezh legend will be identified firstly as a Slav cultural legend (cf.
Faust as the Germanic cultural legend). Secondly, it will be seen as a Utopia
(the Utopia ‘Philadelphia’ from the Apocalypse) or as the ‘social conclusion’
in the form of a Christian communist state, the quest for the Grail by King
Vladimir’s Round Table.

Western European spiritual science, particularly anthroposophy,
emphasizes that early Russian history (including the reign of Dimitri
Donskoi) should also and particularly be seen as a mythological outline
anticipating Russia’s future history. Clearly, a similar idea applies to an even
greater extent to the mythological side of this history, ie. to the Kitezh
legend, and in relation to the bylini. Therefore the interpretations and
commentaries will constantly indicate that the content of the bylini and the
Kitezh legend (like the history of Kiev Rus) is related both to Russia’s past
and future.

The introduction and the emphasis on this idea inevitably raise the
question of the character of ‘modern Russia’, i.e. Russia as a land conquered
by the Mongols, a Tsarist empire, and a communist Soviet republic.

The history of Kitezh and its interpretation will show that:

1) Present-day Russia emerged from the Slav Call for order and some
unasked for (incorrect) answers to this — an unasked for answer on the
part of the Mongols, an incorrect answer on the part of the Anglo-
Saxons, and an unasked for and incorrect answer from both. It will also
show that its character (the character of a non-Christian communist
state, in a threefold sense) is based on this.

2) The force is active in ‘modern Russia’, which is represented by the so-
called Demetrius essence. This links Russia’s early and future history,
Kiev’s former and subsequent Round Table, and above all the Christian
communism of the ancient and future Kitezh.

[ hope that this treatise will contribute to the correct Varangian Answer to
the Slav-Rurik Call for order in the sense described in the Epilogue.
Baarn, Whitsun 1988

12



1.
The Kitezh Legends

The Legend of Kitezh: the Slav Church version
(The legend of the Holy City of Kitezh)

Introduction

The original Slav Church version of this legend can be found in the book
Kitezkaja Legenda by the Russian historian and linguist V.L. Komarovic,
published in 1936 in Moscow. Kitezkaja Legenda consists of the basic Slav
Church text of overlapping and interrelated fragments, an extensive
interpretation of the text in twentieth-century Russian, as well as a map of
the area where the cities of Great and Little Kitezh were supposedly
situated.
This translation of the legend, like the German translation of the
anonymous Russian original, is completely faithful to the Slav Church basic
- text. The texts shown in brackets were provided by the Russian student .
N.N., who translated the text into German. The texts shown in double
brackets are my own additions or clarifications.
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Basic prose text

The book was written, according to tradition, on the fifth of September
of the year 1138 (6646).

ONCE UPON A TIME there lived the exalted true believer and great
prince, Georgi Vsevolodovich, the son of the exalted true believer
and great Prince Vsevolod, who was christened with the holy name of
Gavril, the miracle worker. This exalted true believer and great Prince
Vsevolod was the son of the great Prince Mstislav, and the grandson of the
exalted King Vladimir of Kiev, the supreme ruler of the whole of Russia who
resembled the Apostles. Prince Georgi Vsevolodovich was the great-
grandson of the exalted true believer and great King Vladimir. The exalted
true believer Prince Vsevolod was the first ruler of Novgorod.

After some time it happened that the people of Novogorod became
agitated about the following problem: ‘How can our Prince, who is not
christened, rule over us, who are christened?’

A delegation was sent and drove him away. He fled to his uncle, Jaropolk,
in Kiev, and told him why he had been driven away by the citizens of
Novgorod. When his uncle had heard his story, he gave him a castle. The
people of the city of Pskov asked him to rule over them, and this is how
Vsevolod came to rule over Pskov. During his reign he was blessed with holy
baptism, and was given the name Gavril.

In Pskov he led a devout life and was held in high esteem up to the day
of his death on the 11th of February of the year 1163 (6671). He was buried
by his son, the true believer and great Prince Georgi.

His holy powers brought about many miracles.
Praise be to Christ, our God and all the saints,
Amen.

At the request of the people of Pskov, in the year 1163 (6671) the exalted
true believer Prince Georgi Vsevolodovich ascended the throne of his dead
father, the true believer Prince Vsevolod, baptized with the name of Gavril.

The exalted true believer and great Prince Georgi Vsevolodovich went to
visit the true believer, Prince Michail Chernigovski. When the true believer
and great Prince Georgi arrived to visit the true believer Prince Michail, he
bent down before him and uttered the following words: ‘Greetings, O true
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believer and great Prince Michail! May you excel in your devoutness and
Christian belief. Endeavour to resemble in all ways our great-grandfathers
and our great-grandmother, the true believer and great Queen Olga, who
was converted to a belief in Christ, the chosen one, the pearl of great value,
and to a belief in his holy Prophets, Apostles and holy Church fathers.
Endeavour to resemble our just great-grandfather, Tsar Konstanin, who was
like the Apostles.

The true believer Prince Michail replied: ‘Greetings to you, true believer
and great Prince Georgi Vsevolodovich! You come to me with well
considered advice and without envy. You speak with a different mind than
our grandfather Sviatopolk, who wished to reign alone and therefore killed
his brothers who were true believers and great princes. He ordered that
Boris be pierced with a spear and Gleb stabbed with a dagger. Throughout
the years of their rule he betrayed them by means of flattery and the infernal
lie that their mother was on her deathbed. And because they, like their
peaceful prophet Christ, were well intentioned lambs of God, they did not
defend themselves against their hostile brother. However, the Lord raised
up his followers, the true believers, princes and miracle workers, Boris and
Gleb?

The great princes Georgi and Michail embraced each other, and
celebrated a solemn feast and were joyful.

Then the exalted and great Prince Georgi addressed the true believer
Prince Michail: ‘Grant me permission to build houses and citadels of God
in the cities of the holy land of Russia’

The true believer and great Prince Michail answered: ‘As it is your wish,
you will build houses of God to the glory and honour of the holiest name
of God. And you will be rewarded for your devout wish on the day of
Christ’s return to earth’

For many days there was a solemn feast, and when the true believer King
Georgi wished to return to his home, the true believer Prince Michail
ordered his servants to prepare the official consent to build the churches.
He endorsed it with his signature.

When the true believer and great Prince Georgi started his journey back,
the true believer Prince Michail accompanied him and took his leave with
dignity. The two princes knelt down before each other and the true believer
Prince Michail handed him the consent.

(Another version continues from this point.)

The true believer Prince Georgi took the consent from the true believer
Prince Michail, and bowed down before him. Then the former also bowed
down.

Georgi travelled through many cities, and when he arrived in Novgorod
in the year 1164 (6672), he ordered a church to be built in honour of the
Assumption of Our Holiest Lady, the Mother of God, the Virgin Mary.
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From Novgorod he travelled to his own city of Pskov, where his father,
the true believer Prince Vsevolod, baptised under the name of Gavril, the
miracle worker of Pskov and Novgorod, had died. From there he travelled
on to Moscow, and in the year 1164 (6672), he ordered a church to be built
in honour of the Assumption of Mary, Our Holiest Lady, the Mother of
God, the Virgin Mary. From Moscow he travelled to Pereslavl Saleski, and
on to the city of Rostov.

At that time the great and god-fearing Prince Andrei was in the city of
Rostov. On the 23rd of May 1164 (6672), the true believer Prince Georgi
ordered him (?) (not clear in the original Russian) to build a church in
honour of the Assumption of Our Lady in the city of Rostov.

During Prince Georgi’s sojourn there, deep ditches were dug for the
foundations of the Church. During these excavations the immortal body
of Leonti was found, the servant of Christ, and miracle worker and
Archbishop of Rostov. The power of that living body led the people of
Rostov to be converted to the Christian faith, and they were all baptised,
great and small. The true believer Prince Georgi was extremely joyful about
this. He thanked God who had granted him such a valuable treasure. He
offered a prayer of thanks and ordered the God-fearing Prince Andrei to
travel to the city of Murom to build a church there in honour of the
Assumption of Our Lady.

The true believer and great Prince Georgi himself travelled from Rostov
to Jaroslavl on the banks of the Volga. He took a boat and travelled down
the Volga. In Little Kitezh, on the Volga, he stepped ashore.

(Another version continues from this point)

All the people of that city requested the true believer Prince Georgi to bring
to their city the miraculous holy statue, the icon of the Holiest Mother of
God of Feodorovsk. Before fulfilling their wish, he sang songs of praise in
honour of the Holy Mother of God. When he had finished, he wanted to
carry the holy statue into their city, but was unable to move it from its place.

When the true believer Prince Georgi saw this as the will of the Holy
mother of God, he ordered a convent to be built in her honour on the spot
she had chosen for her image. The true believer Prince Georgi continued
his journey not by water, but overland.

He crossed the rivers Uzol, Sandu, Sanogtu, and finally the River
Kerschenec, and arrived at a lake called Svetlojar. He observed the beautiful
and spiritual area, and at the request of the people he ordered a fortified
town by the name of Great Kitezh to be built on the shores of Lake Svetlojar.
The setting was magnificent.

On the opposite shore of the lake there was a holy oak forest. On the
advice and command of the true believer and great Prince Georgi
Vsevolodovich, ditches were dug for the foundations of the city, and a
church was built in honour of the establishment of Christ’s Cross. (This
was on an Orthodox Holy Day.)
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Subsequently another church was built (The Assumption of Our Lady),
as well as a third church (The Annunciation). In addition, he ordered
portraits to be painted of all the saints. The city of Great Kitezh was 100
sazen wide (1 sazen = 2133 m.) and 100 sazen long. As the site was not large
enough, Prince Georgi ordered that it should be extended by another 100
sazen. The city was now 200 sazen long and 100 sazen wide. Building
commenced on this fortified city of stone in honour of the prophet Jeremiah
and his followers in the year 1165 (6683).

Three years later, on 30 September 1168 (6686), it was completed in
honour of the holy Martyr, Gregory of Armenia.

Then the true believer Prince Georgi Vsevolodovich travelled to Little
Kitezh and ordered the distance between Little Kitezh and Great Kitezh to
be measured. It amounted to 100 poprist (church measurement: 1 poprist
= approximately 23.33 km).

When the true believer and great Prince Georgi Vsevolodovich learned
this, he offered a prayer of thanks to the Lord and to the Holy Mother of
God. Then he ordered a historian to chronicle events. The true believer and
great Prince Georgi Vsevolodovich held a Mass and sang songs of praise for
the Holy Mother of God of Feodorovsk.

After the Mass, he sailed in his ship to his father’s city of Pskov, which
was also situated on a river. The people of Kitezh took their leave of him
and kissed him farewell with great respect.

When the true believer Prince Georgi Vsevolodovich arrived in Pskov, he
passed many days in prayer, fasting, and meditation. He gave many alms to
beggars, widows and orphans. About 75 years passed after he had founded
all those cities and churches, and it was the year 1239 (6747).

That year it was God’s will, and because of our sins, that the
dishonourable and godless Khan Batu entered the holy country of Russia.
He laid waste and burnt down many cities and churches, slaughtered many
people, struck down small children and raped young girls. There was great
lamenting.

When the true believer Prince Georgi Vsevolodovich heard this, he wept
many tears, prayed to the Lord and the Holy Mother of God, and
assembled his warriors.

With his warriors he set out to fight the dishonourable Khan Batu. At
the moment that the two armies encountered one another, there was a great
battle and much blood was shed.

When the true believer Prince Georgi had only a few warriors left, he fled
from the dishonourable Khan Batu. He fled down the Volga to Little
Kitezh. There the true believer Prince Georgi stood firm against the
dishonourable Khan Batu for a long time, and prevented him from entering
the city. At night the true believer Prince Georgi secretly left Little Kitezh
and fled to Great Kitezh.

In the morning the dishonourable Khan stormed the city of Little Kitezh
with his hordes and conquered it. He killed the inhabitants, but because
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he could not find the true believer Prince Georgi, he decided to torture
someone. When the victim could no longer endure the torture, he betrayed
the road to Great Kitezh.

The dishonourable Khan hastened thither. When he arrived at the
fortified town, he overran it with his hordes and took Great Kitezh on the
shores of the Svetli-Jarr. On the 4th of February the dishonourable Khan
Batu murdered the true believer Prince Georgi Vsevolodovich and left the
city. This brought to an end the power of the true believer Prince Georgi
Vsevolodovich.

‘This is what Batu thought he had achieved, or at least, this is how he
saw it. The city of Little Kitezh on the banks of the Volga died out, and
Great Kitezh on the shores of Lake Svetlojar no longer existed.

Similar events also took place in history as recounted in the biographies of
the Holy Fathers, and as described in the book ‘Monasiki’, and in the Book
of Hermits, the alphabetical biography, The Book of Jerusalem and in the
Book of the Holy Mountain.

These books give corresponding accounts of the lives of the Holy Fathers,
though the holy places often differ. For that matter, there were as many
~ monasteries with as many Holy Fathers with different lifestyles as there are
stars in the sky. It is no more possible to write down all those names than
it is to count the grains of sand on the seashore.

The holy prophet King David, inspired by the Holy Ghost, writes in the
Book of Psalms, inspired by God: ‘The just man flowers like a date palm and
- multiplies like a cedar of Lebanon which was planted in the house and
garden of Our Lord!

Inspired by the Holy Ghost, the holy Apostle Paul wrote in his letters:
‘The wolf in sheep or lamb’s clothing who lives beneath his dignity is not
worthy of the world!

These words were also uttered by the holy St John in his teachings on the
third week of fasting.

(End of this version.)

A similar account was also passed down to us from Mount Sinai by the holy
Anastasi. In addition, our respectful father, the great Ilarion, describes the
saints in the same way as the Scriptures mentioned above. All in all, it is
clear that there are hidden cities and monasteries. When the Antichrist
assumes world dominion, the people in mountains, caves, and
subterranean abysses will flee. Then God, who loves man, will not abandon
people as they beg for salvation with burning zeal, great emotion and
tearfulness, for the Lord will do everything for mankind. According to the
divine words of the Saviour in the Holy Gospels, all who wish to be saved
will be saved.

Six years after the murder of the honourable true believer and great
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Prince Georgi Vsevolodovich, and the interment of his sacred mortal
remains, Khan Batu penetrated the rest of Russia to wage war. The true
believer Prince Michail Chernigovski went to fight against Khan Batu,
together with his boyar Fyodor.

When their warriors engaged in battle, a great deal of blood was shed, and
the dishonourable Khan Batu killed the true believer Prince Michail
Chernigovski, together with the boyar, Fyodor. This took place on the 20th
of September of the year 1242 (6750).

In the fifth year after the murder of the true believer Prince Michail
Chernigovski, the dishonourable Khan Batu murdered the true believer
Prince Mercurii Smolenski on the 24th of November of the year 1247
(6755). In the year 1248 (6756) the principality of Moscow was destroyed,
as well as many monasteries in other cities, and that of the city of Great
Kitezh. ‘At least, this is how it was seen.

(These additional details about the legend of the hidden city of Kitezh were
added to the three versions.)

When someone takes a decision to go to Kitezh and starts by praying,
fasting, and shedding many tears; when that person also decides to starve
rather than ever leave the city, he will certainly arrive there. He will not even
leave the city if he has to suffer many insults, for God will save him by
ordering the angels to protect him, and record his life in the Book of Life.
With this honest decision, a seeker follows the path of salvation as described
in the Holy Books about the lives of hermits.

According to one of these books, there was once a devout man who
perpetrated the sin of fornication with a girl. The girl went with him to a
monastery and died by the entrance. She was saved. In the same way,
another girl travelled through the desert with him and died on the way. The
angels took her soul and raised it up the ladder of heaven. In this way, every
man will be judged as he turns to God at his last hour.

Just as, according to this Holy Book, the girls are liberated from the dark
and inhuman Babylonian world, every ‘converted’ man will be saved from
it. In his Book of Revelations, St John Bogoslov described that judgment
at the end of the days. He saw how, naked and without shame, the woman
World rode a seven-headed dragon. In her hand she holds a dish full of evil;
she reaches this stinking dish to people burning with passion. The first to
receive it are the patriarchs and kings, princes and generals, and all those
who have great power and desire power. However, if someone wishes to be
saved, he must renounce the world and its treasures.

Thus Johr, inspired by the Holy Ghost, describes how the woman and
the dragon followed him in his isolation in order to lead him away from the
path of righteousness, though he wished to live a humble life of spiritual
contemplation.

The dragon of damnation teaches people to take the easiest path. He leads
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them astray from the right path onto the path of evil, preventing them from
following the right path. He tempts them to lead an immoral and dissolute
life and taunts those who are on the right path.

When the Lord wishes and aims to save someone who has been misled
in this way, he convinces that person and helps him even more with his
divine blessing to lead him onto the path of a perfect and humble life.

No one has ever been abandoned by God anywhere. I called to him and
he heard me; does he not hear the prayers of those who call for help? Does
he not reveal himself to those who seek him? The Lord joyfully accepts all
those who come to him and call on him.

Generally even the powers of heaven do not see the face of God. But
when a sinner is converted on earth, all these powers suddenly see the face
of Christ in his divine glow. All the saints in heaven are filled with great
joy for every single sinful soul that is converted.

The heavenly powers, angels and archangels, cherubim and seraphim are
the beginning and end of all power, dominion and holiness. The prophets,
apostles, saints, the just and the martyrs are among them. They all feel
joyful about every single sinner who is converted. However, when someone
does not wish to be saved, and does not desire salvation, the Lord does not
impose it upon him. Yet when someone unceasingly and wholeheartedly
desires this salvation, and unhesitatingly pursues this without harbouring
any evil thoughts, the Lord will do everything possible for that person. The
Lord reveals Himself to such a person, and will lead him to a sheltered place.
Our Father strives day and night to hear their prayers. A prayer from their
mouth is redolent of frankincense. Such people also pray for ‘everyone else’
who wholeheartedly seeks salvation, without making any false promises
‘just as they do’

When someone turns to them because he wishes to be led to that
protected place, ‘just like them, and does not harbour any sly or treacherous
thoughts, or have any ulterior motives, they will gladly accept him ‘in their
ranks’ However, he must guard against dangerous and evil thoughts, as well
as against doubt, which will keep him away from the protected place. This
person will be led along the path of freedom by the Lord, together with
others. In the end he will receive a message from a hidden city or monastery.

In every monastery a chronicle is kept of the progress of those who are
approaching.

I will return to the fact that a person who has been called will go astray,
and start to doubt and boast. This means the path will remain hidden to
him, and it will seem like a forest or a void. He will achieve nothing, and
all his efforts will be in vain. Because he has wandered off the path, he reaps
resentment and taunts. God allows this to happen to him, and condemns
him to the darkness of hell for eternity, because he has desecrated the holy
place.

However, at the end of eternity a miracle takes place. The hidden city
becomes visible to him again, just as in the past this happened with one of
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the many hidden monasteries described in the biographies of those saints
who travelled far and wide.

The city of Great Kitezh was also hidden and protected by God’s hands.
‘But now that we look at her from the future, we declare: She was worth
the endless search and the shedding of many tears. The Lord also covered
this city with his hands, and it was no longer visible’

However, in the case of this city it was despite the prayers and
supplications of those who justifiably despaired. (They were right to despair,
as shown by the fact that even before they suffered the pain and troubles
of the Antichrist, they were sorrowing for the world day and night.)

Our fathers informed us that their fathers told us that our people had to
withdraw from the principality of Moscow because of the tyranny of the
Antichrist, his impure and unclean commandments, and the destruction
of the city of Kitezh. ‘Others say that Kitezh was submerged in the
Svetli-Jarr!

After the disappearance of the city and a hundred years after the rule of
the godless and dishonourable Khan Batu, who laid waste to the whole
region of Uzol, burning settlements and villages, that region was overgrown
with forests, and Kitezh and its monastery could no longer be seen.

This chronicle was written in the year 1251 (6759). It was sealed by
holding a council and submitted to the Holy Church of God.

(First conclusion)

This Holy Scripture is for the confirmation of all true Christians who wish
to hear it or read it, and do not wish to make it into a scandal. However,
when someone mocks us or takes us lightly because we have given him this
Scripture, he should be aware that he is not blaspheming against us but
against God and his Holy Mother, Our Lady, the Virgin Mary. In the
Scripture her great name, Mother of God, is praised and exalted, for her
name alone protects and saves.

She also covers the holy city of Kitezh with her hands, and prays to her
Son for the people. ‘Do not despise my request, dear Son, you who have
shed your blood for the whole world. Protect and save those who call on
my name with unwavering faith and a pure heart.

For this reason, protect the city of Kitezh with your hand O Lord, for we
have written about this city, made the Scripture into an article of faith and
submitted it to your Church. Nothing can be added nor taken away from
this, our article of faith. Not a comma nor a full stop may be changed in it.

(Second conclusion)

Anyone who adds anything to this or changes it will be damned, according
to the traditions of the saints who sealed and passed down this Scripture.
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(Third conclusion)

However, if someone does not believe this, he should consult the
biographies of the saints who lived in those days, and then he will find for
himself how many similar events took place then.

Praise be to God and his Holy Trinity, and to his absolute immaculate
mother who safeguards the city of Kitezh and protects all the saints. Amen.
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The plan of Great Kitezh.
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The Legend of Kitezh: Twentieth-Century
Version by W. Belski

(The Legend of the Invisible City of Kltezh
and Lady Fevronia)

Written by W.J. Belski in 1905, commissioned by M. Rimski-Korsakov
for an opera about the legend of Kitezh. Translated from the French
and German versions of the text of the opera of Kitezh, as contained in
the Russian, French and German piano arrangement of the opera,

published by M.P. Belaieff, Leipzig, 1926.

Introduction by W.J. Belski

The following works served as a basis of the legend:

1) the so-called Chronicle of Kitezh by Meledin which was included by
Bessonoff in his foreword to the fourth edition of the Songs of
Kirejevski;

2) anumber of traditional tales about the invisible city of Kitezh, some of
which are also mentioned in Meledin’s Chronicle, and an episode from
the saga of Lady Fevronia from the city of Murom.

As anyone who is familiar with these texts will understand, the motifs
which can be found among them are completely inadequate for a large,
complex theatrical work. In order to create a complete theatrical work that
adequately outlines the actions and views of the characters contained in it,
and clearly describes the locations where these actions take place, the
author of this work considered it a challenge to write numerous far-reaching
additions to the many fragments and ideas in the available texts and to the
oral traditions. These are based on the living philosophy of the soul of the
‘Russian people. Nevertheless, there is hardly a single detail in the entire
poem that is not derived from some Russian myth, saga or legend.

The attack by the Tartars on the Volga, and other events, are not
rendered historically in the legend, but are described freely as they occur
in the popular imagination.

Similarly, great care was taken regarding the use of language, which is not
based on thirteenth-century Russian — the century in which the story takes
place — but is based on the rather solemn and literary use of language and
mode of expression of later centuries, during which the tale slowly
developed in the Russian popular imagination. If any literary criticism is
brought to bear on this modest libretto, it might start by pointing out the
lack of dramatic action in most acts. In order to clearly reveal the spiritual
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aspects of this subject, the author chose to describe the organic
interrelationship and logical change of moods of the heroes on the stage in
very broad terms. Such a description does not lend itself to dramatic action,
and this should be emphasized if such criticisms are made.

Perhaps it is appropriate to mention that the libretto was commissioned
by Rimski-Korsakov, even before he composed his work ‘Zar Saltan’ in 1899,
and that the final version of the libretto was completed after lengthy joint
discussions both regarding the content of the story and the way in which
it was elaborated. The text contains nothing which does not have the
composer’s agreement.

Introduction by Munin Nederlander

As WJ. Belski points out in his foreword to the libretto, he should be
characterized as a writer who is a representative of Russian Symbolism, like
the better known Alexander Blok.

Russian Symbolism was a (literary) movement at the end of the nineteeth
century and the beginning of the twentieth century, and in a sense it can
be considered as the final Christian offshoot of the Pan-Slav development
of the middle of the nineteenth century. It was concerned with the
interpretation of Pan-Slav ideas and sought to disseminate them by
linking them with the symbolic content of Russian legends dating from
before the Tartar invasion.

My verse translation — it could be sung to the music of Rimski-Korsakov
with few changes — is fairly free in several places, but this also applies to
the French and German translations on which it is based. These
translations are very different and contain numerous clichés. I did not
attempt to translate these French and German clichés in a literal way. When
[ allowed myself to be free with the translation, I made sure that I was never
inconsistent with regard to the nature of WJ. Belski’s symbolism. On the
contrary, in the romantic passages I adopted a traditional style, and in the
battle scenes I used a double meaning with reference to the victory over the
Self which corresponds entirely to the ideas of W.J. Belski’s work.
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Basic verse Text
(A Libretto for an Opera in Four Acts)

Cast:

Prince Juri Vsevolodovich

Prince Vsevolod Jurivich

Lady Fevronia

The drunkard, Grisjka Kutjerma (Grisjenka)
Officer Fyodor Pojarok

A shepherd boy

Two rich citizens

A goesli player

The tamer

A guild leader of the beggars
Khan Bedjai

Khan Burundai

The bird of paradise, Alkonost(us)
The bird of paradise, Siren

The people (peasants and youths)

Act one: In the woods on the other side of the Volga
Act two: In Little Kitezh on the Volga

Act three, scene 1: In Great Kitezh

Act three, scene two: On the shores of Lake Svetli-Jarr
Act four, scene one: In the forest of Kersjenez
Interlude

Act four, scene two: In the invisible city

The action takes place in the year 6751 after the creation of the world.
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Act 1

In the forest on the other side of the Volga, not far from Little Kitezh, stands
a humble woodcutter’s hut surrounded by a circle of oak, elm and pine trees.
A stream murmurs. It is afternoon in the middle of summer. As the birds
sing and the cuckoo calls, Fevronia gathers medicinal herbs and hangs them
in the sun to dry.

Fe ia

STRONG, GIANT OAK FOREST realm of yellow and green,
I feel at home only in your leafy chambers.
You protected me more than my father’s love,
You were quietly good to me, more than my loving mother.
Did you not sing words and songs of consolation
In my ear when I was young? Did you not tell me fairytales?
In the evening you lulled me to sleep with a breath of wind.
It is good my child — sleep sweetly!
In the daytime you brought playfellows on my path,
Birds, four-footed creatures to dance and play games with.
I happily ran along with everything that hopped around.
No, I never had time for the slightest cares.
Thank you, giant oak forest, for giving me so much.
Let time not cut you down unnoticed.
All your trees together formed a roof over my head,
And your grass was a mat where I could rest in peace.
The morning dew served for me to bathe in.
Silence contemplating a deeper silence quiets
The tumult of the day — there is never any guilt —
I hear your voice like a soft plaint,
I hear your voice, the voice of silence,
I hear the voice of the forest.

Dear friends, tell me where you are,
Birds, four-footed creatures, tell me.
Come out, appear before me,

Come out of the dense bushes.

I have all sorts of good things to eat,
Sweet seeds, nuts, a worm, a maggot.
Are you there?

A crown of birds from the marsh and forest flies nearer, surrounding
Fevronia without a trace of shyness. She turns to the crane.
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Fevronia

Wise crane, are you sad?

Why do you walk around so despondently?
Did you find nothing to eat on the ground?
And you are such a strong crane.

A young bear walks up; it rubs against Fevronia’s knees and rolls round and
round to attract her attention. She gives him some bread.

Fevronia

Little bear, what have I heard? It is sometimes said
That you crack open honeycombs and steal honey.
But for the moment I will believe

That you mean well; people like to gossip.

One day a tamer will show how musical you are
Travelling through the country and in towns,

How charmingly you can dance.

They will say: give me such a dancer.

Fevronia moves to a distant corner of the forest where an elk shyly shows its
head crowned with antlers.

Fevronia
Elk, do not be afraid. Please come.
The bear and the bird are not your enemies.

Oh! What is that? Are you hurt?
Did a hunter’s dog bite you?

Fevronia examines the wound on the elk’s neck. The bear lies at her feet,
and the crane stands next to her. A flock of other birds patters around the
group.

Fevronia does not notice when Prince Vsevolod steps out of the foliage. He
looks pale. The animals scatter in all directions. The prince stands still in
utter amazement. Then Fevronia’s eyes are on him.

- Fevronia

A singular young man

Wearing a coat of wolf’s pelt.

It does not suit his handsome face,
Which is like that of a king.
Where are you from, my friend?

Prince Vsevolod
Is she an illusion or reality?
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Am I dreaming or awake?

It is as though I have always known that face,
Completely unknown to me now.
Yes, I think her eyes are just

Like the sun and the moon
Shining in the firmament

At the painful moment

Of my very first childish sob.

Is she an angel? Only light,

Only for my happiness,

Like the stars seen at night?

Or is she a wicked witch,
Secretly lusting for sex?

Fevronia greets the stranger.

Fevronia

Be welcome friend. If you are tired,

Stay awhile. Take what I have:

Bread with golden jelly and copper syrup,
Honey from the lime tree and the wild rose.

Prince Vsevolod leans against a tree, tired out. Fevronia passes him a wooden
plate with bread and honey, and a mug of water.

Prince Vsevolod
It is dusk. The path homewards will soon disappear
In shadow. I should hurry.

Fevronia

[ know the way in the forest everywhere, friend.
If you like, I will lead the way for you.

But you look as if you are hurt.

Your arm is covered in blood.

How did that happen?

Prince
As I was hunting, I was attacked by a bear.
I struck it down. It hit my arm.

Fevronia

Do not worry.

Let me tend your painful wound
Without delay,

I will wash away the dust and grime
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with rainwater.

I will find herbs

In the green valley —
Blossoms and some leaves
To bind up your wound.
The bleeding will cease,
And the fever will drop.

Prince Vsevolod eats some bread and honey and drinks some water. Fevronia
gets the herbs from the wood and goes back to Vsevolod. She turns back the
sleeve of his jacket and binds up his wound.

Prince Vsevolod

How is it possible that it is precisely

Her face which makes such an impression on me?
Even when I explain it to myself, '

It remains a mystery — a secret.

Where would she look best?

Not in the royal palace.

Her virginal purity

Belongs here in these unspoilt woods.

Fevronia

If this bandage works,

The fever will go down.

But I am trembling too much.

He is more charming

Than the woods, fields and lakes.
I suddenly lack courage

In the face of his penetrating gaze,
I retreat in fear.

Prince Vsevolod
Tell me who you are. Who are your parents?
Do you live alone in these woods?

Fevronia

I am Fevronia. I live in a tiny cottage,

Two leagues from here, with my brother.

He takes the honey from the beehives,

Deeper in the woods. We live

A simple and contented life.

The poverty does oppress us sometimes in winter,
But what does it matter?

With the rains of spring cotne,
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And the flat fields flood,

The flowers and trees will soon be decked

For a splendid summer,

King Winter, who reigned too harshly,
Disappears. Princess Spring

Raises her head. Every year she weaves the soil
To make a flower-studded tapestry.

And she brings the whole wood

Back to life — life from which life

Emerges again. Ten thousand birds

Are mating and warble a thousand songs.
This daydream will never bore me.

You do not understand what a wonderful place this is.
I even wonder whether the light of the ground
Is not lighter than God’s throne.

Prince Vsevolod

Oh, dear child, remember that ancient songs
Teach us a different wisdom. They say:
Dreams lie. You have to defend yourself
Against dreams. Hold on to physical reality.

Fevronia

Have patience with me; I don’t know any better.
Nobody taught me in the past.

But tell me — does the wound still hurt?

Prince Vsevolod

Hardly at all. I feel no pain. It’s like magic.
How can I thank you?

Do you know the powerful spell which,
When you say it, charms the animals
And cures illness?

Child, are there any churches here? I want
To thank Christ for my cure.

The shadows are growing longer, and the sun is big and red. The forest is
like an enormous church.

Fevronia

No, there is no church in these parts.
But is not God present everywhere?

Do not think that the forest has been
Forgotten by God. This is God’s temple
As much as all the churches in the cities,
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North and South. Look with clear eyes.

Day and night this forest church is open

For you and me. And day and night it smells of sweet thyme.
The sunlight bathes us in God’s essential glow.
When darkness falls, the firmament is on fire,

Like a candelabra on the altar.

Day and night a choir of many birds sings

In the bushes, in the grass, the marsh and the shore
Heavenly Father, we sound your chords.

Christ, praise be to you because you were crucified.
Holy Mother, for your love, our thanks.

Earth, echo their divine word, as we do.

Prince Vsevolod

Lady, I thank you! You spoke simply,

And with astonishing grace. Your words

Are certainly the peak of happiness. But

The wise teach us something quite different.
Their advice is: do not seek happiness on earth.
They consider that this world is a

Vale of sadness. Therefore I would most

Like to withdraw. Joy is in the blood of youth.
Youth has the courage for life.

Fevronia takes hold of Vsevolod’s hand and gazes lovingly into his eyes.

Fevronia

My love, who can live without joy?

Do you want to live without happiness?

Look around you: everything that is alive lives
As happy as light.

See how full of joy is every creature.

Believe me, bitter tears are worth nothing
When they are shed for your own sadness.

It is only a tear of joy or pity that falls

As a dewdrop of love on the earth.

Even sin cannot really pull you down.

You know, a man who lives like a beast

Is the one who needs your love the most.
Christ lives in every human soul and

Suffers with one of his own free will.

I see the Lord in he who suffers,

And therefore I am drawn to that tortured soul.
If I do not think about a lost love,

The whole world literally shines like gold.
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Joy showers down from the heavenly blue.
The miracle of growth and blossoming unfolds
A greater miracle, seen by no Argus’s eye,

The temple of the world is built again.

Just as when Mary’s son came into.the world.
Choirs of angels come down to earth.

A bell rings like Easter Day,

And God’s nature is aflame as at Pentecost.

Prince Vsevolod

What you say condenses into reality:

As though words of praise awake a whole world.
Strong, gigantic forest, in the depths of your greenery
A warm flower blossomed unperceived.

I almost forgot myself for that flower.

I am Vsevolod, a man from the town.

Be my wife in this earthly Jerusalem.

Fevronia
Dearest, but who am I? Will T be the wife
Of a hunter from the town?

Hesitatingly, Fevronia stretches out her hands to Prince Vsevolod. The Prince
takes his ring and slides it onto Fevronia’s finger.

Prince Vsevolod

Do not refuse. Allow me to place my golden ring

On your finger. It fits. Keep it.

Take it as a seal of my trust.

Do not blush. Let the most beautiful flower of the forest
Be entrusted to the Lord of the city.

Fevronia

I am not bowed down by shame.

My blood rises up with pure joy!

Am [ really meant for you?

In reality, rather than in a dream?

Yes, I realize that if this were a dream,
The sunlight would not be visible to me,
The glow in my heart would be a chill,
The song of the birds would be a silence.

Prince Vsevolod

Undaunted and soft as a dove
Is what you seem to me.
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Oh! Perhaps happiness will not pass me by
Divine joy also suits me.

Place the happiness of your heart in me
For it is close to the joy of God.

Place the happiness of your heart in me.

Fevronia

I belong to you.

As you belong to me.

By your side, my friend,

I feel neither the pain, nor fear.
At your command,

I will lay down my life.

I have no fear of death.

I care more for you

Than for this fragrant wood.
But tell me, dearest,

How can I release you

From your sadness?

The sound of hunting horns is suddenly heard in the forest. The Prince takes
the silver horn which hangs from his belt and answers the call.

Hunters’ voices

Yes, today the hunt passes through the oak forest.

It has cost many hares their coats.

Hawk, falcon, crow, and raven flew up in alarm,

And the forest is more intensely silent than bare rock.

Prince Vsevolod

Ah, I hear my friends approaching.

I fear that I must go straightaway,

But I will come and fetch you very soon.
I thank you again, Fevronia!

Again the hunters’ horns are heard. Fevronia and Prince Vsevolod bid each
other farewell.

Hunters’ voices
Our Prince had a fantastic idea.
He dressed himself in the pelt of a he-wolf.

Fevronia
Hunter, hunter, come back.
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Prince Vsewolod, who has already begun to move away, turns back to her.

Prince Vsevolod
Dearest, what is the matter?

Fevronia

Nothing. I swing between fear and hope.

I would like best to be with you and with people,

But I also want the solitariness of this realm of dreams,
Of this green kingdom.

Prince Vsevolod

Do you think that you will miss the plants and animals
When you are in my kingdom of stone?

I promise you: we will stop hunting animals.

I will protect the forest.

But now I must really go. Duty calls.

The Prince leaves very quickly.
He has barely left when the hunters appear, led by the Adjutant, Fyodor
Pojarok.

The Hunters

He drives the game courageously: oxen, fox,

Boar, goose — they all run from him. The horns sound.
Everyone goes after their favourite prey. What luck.

But where is our hero, where is Vsevolod?

Fyodor Pojarok turns to Fevronia.

Fyodor Pojarok

Strange lady, where are you from?

Just now it seemed there was no one here.
Have you seen our master pass

Wearing a wolf’s coat?

Fevronia

Certainly. You will easily catch him up.
He went that way. But tell me:

Where does he come from? Who is he?

Fyodor Pojarok

Strange. You really do not know who he is?
Our leader is Prince Vsevolod,

Son of Juri, our ruler and yours.

And he came, like we did, from the castle
In the middle of the city, the royal castle.
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Act Two

On the banks of the Volga, Little Kitezh shines in the morning sun.
There are many rows of stalls in the market of the town opposite the
inn. Everywhere groups of people are waiting for the wedding
procession in honour of Prince Vsevolod, the son of the ruler of the
city, Juri, and Lady Fevronia, a girl from the forest on the other side of
the river. Here and there, there are small groups of beggars (mendicant
monks, rather than tramps). Next to the inn a Tamer plays the flute,
while he makes his bear do tricks. The bear attracts the attention of
outsiders, peasants, and their wives and children.

The Tamer

Master Bear! Watch out!
Show these crowds of people
How the fat parson,
Leaning on his stick,
Climbed up the clock tower,
But got stuck on the ladder.

Leaning on a stool, the bear hops and shuffles about as the tamer plays the
flute.

The Tamer

Master Bear, do it again.

Amuse the people and show them
How he has turned around,

And is coming down, step by step.
How, when he came home,

He complained to his wife:

‘Wife, what hard work’

The little bear walks round, taking small steps. The tamer plays the flute
and people laugh. Then a stately, dignified old man appears: he is the goesli
player.

Goesli player
Just be quiet, good people. Stop talking,
Little Bear, stop making that racket.

The People

Sing to us about the City of Jerusalem [Peasants]
Let us hear what the Bard has to say. [Peasants’ wives]
Goesli player

Bulls with golden horns walked to the city
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From the holy, radiant Svelti Jarr.

There were exactly twelve, no more, no less.

On the way a mother cow went to them

And she asked: Did you see anything strange on the way?

The People

Singer, this is about the lake and the city.
This is the start of the song of Kitezh's dirge.
This is how the song of Juri starts,

Our ruler, the song of Juri.

Goesli player

Our road, said the herd, went around God’s city,

And we saw a lady who also walked

Around Great Kitezh. She was wondrously beautiful.

In her hand she had a magnificent book. She was reading.
But her cheek seemed to be wet with bitter tears.

The People

Certainly, this song is about sorrow.
Oh, we weep with our lady.

This song is about terrible pain.

This song is about the end of the world.

Goesli player

Silly children, complained the cow.

You twelve did not even recognize our celestial mother of heaven.
She shed her tears because she already knew

What despair was waiting in Kitezh; the end

Of the world for all eternity.

The People

Christ, spare us by the miracle of your great love. [Peasants]
Have patience with our sins. [Peasants’ wives]
Why do we have to suffer? [Young peoplel

We live peacefully in the areas

Which came to us from you. Ah! Nobody,
Nobody knows why we deserve to suffer.
Christ, spare us Kitezh. If necessary, spare it
Only for the sick who live there.

The Beggars

Kitezh is a refuge for the poor.

We, who have nothing and strive for peace,
May live in Little Kitezh,
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This city represents the heavenly Jerusalem.
Here we found mercy.
Christ, if possible, spare this city of cities.

The People

Pain was suffered here for the people. [Young people]
The light of the city revives the exhausted. .

No, no disaster must befall Kitezh: [Peasants’ wives]
We do not want to live outside Kitezh.

God will protect our royal city. : [Peasants]
He also protects our King Juri.

Has the wedding procession still not arrived? [All]

Hopefully, nothing has happened to the carriage.
The tamer leads his bear through the crowd.

Tamer

Master Bear, watch out again.

Show the frightened people

How the bride of our Prince

Is never tired, but is making herself up.
Look how she preens before the mirror
To see how beautiful she is.

The Tamer plays his flute. The Bear holds a small spade in his paws and
pulls funny faces. The people laugh. The bear grabs hold of a woman and
wants to dance with her. Some rich townspeople approach the ridiculous

scene.
Rich townspeople
See how the simple folk enjoy themselves. [First citizen]
But look, there is some reason for it. [Second citizen]
Wias it a good idea, this circus on the street?
Since the Prince has chosen a wife from the wood, [Third citizen]

The people feel related to the ruler.

And we, the merchants, are no longer worth anything.

This wedding is doing great harm to the land, [Fourth citizen]
And is bringing dishonour to our women.

The drunkard, Grisjka Kutjerma, stumbles out of the inn. He pulls himself
together and walks into the market.

Rich townspeople
Well, well! Even Grisjka is here!
His joy knows no bounds.
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Grisjka

Great heavens! We’re merry souls.

I'm here now, and God knows where tonight.

My hand hasn’t done a second’s work.

I'm happy for today is today.

I'm grateful to anyone who will give me a penny.

I'll drink to anyone who'll feed me and buy me a drink.

Rich citizens

I wor'’t give a penny to a beggar [First citizen]
But I will spoil a drinker.

Off you go, back to the tavern [Second citizen]
And drink your alcohol like tepid tea. _

Be jolly in honour of the bride. [Third citizen]

Give her greetings from the god of wine.

The rich townspeople throw Grisjka some coins. The beggars immediately
approach.

The Beggars

Fathers, give to us, the poor.
Have pity on us.

Be kind-hearted, help us, help us.
God will reward you.

Remember us all

By giving us a little something.
God will make you happy.

At the end of time.

Grisjka turns to the beggars, mocking them.
Grisjka

Good for nothings. If you greet me as a lord,
Perhaps I'll give you something, like a lord.

The Beggars

Drunkard! Look after yourself. [Leader of the guild]
Who has neither friends nor relations?

Only a boozer. [All]
Who gets nothing but mockery and shame? [Leader of the guild]
Exactly. A drunkard. [All]
Let him clink his glass, let him get drunk [Leader of the guild]

Let him fall about, let him make a spectacle of himself.
Who forgets to serve the Lord? C
It’s the drunkard, only the drunkard. [All]
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Who has even forgotten how to pray?

Again it’s the drunkard, the drunken drunkard
He cannot enter the house of God.

He shakes and shivers outside the church door.
Drunkard, drunkard, drunkard, drunkard.

He will soon die in dire distress,

And will not receive God’s forgiveness.

Woe bedtide thee, drunkard.

He will soon die in dire distress,

And will not receive God’s forgiveness.

Woe bedtide thee, drunkard.

Grisjka
Come, come dear people, it is the way it is.
I’'m used to suffering and privation.

[Leader of the guild]
[All]
[Leader of the guild]

[All]
[Leader of the guild]

[All]
[Leader of the guild]

[All]

Anyone who makes do with nothing from their earliest days

Is not easily deterred by worries and concerns.
Yes, I thank the spirit of hops and yeast
Which lightens my heavy burden of cares.

It has shown me what life is.

It has refreshed my thirst like rain on the field.
When I no longer have any banknotes,

I'll still have enough change for a tipple.

And I can sell my shirt or vest for a drink:
For shame and disgrace are paper thin.

Grisjka Kutjerma disappears back into the tavern. The tamer makes the

bear — which is still holding the short spade in his paws — do some new

dance steps. He accompanies the animal on the flute. The people crowd
round them laughing. The beggars bow deeply before the passers-by.

The Beggars
Be generous and give to us pious beggars.
. Gad will reward you.

The beggars are not given very much money, so they decide to leave for

Great Kitezh.

The Beggars

Let us be on our way

To the city of Great Kitezh,

Where anyone who wants to eat can do so.

Grisjka Kutjerma comes out of the tavern. He is tipsy and dances and sings.
The common people surround the chatterbox; the rich townspeople smile, but
stand at a distance.
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Grisjka

It is a feast today. Listen to the sound of bottles.
Hear the cooks working hard. Listen to their prattle.
Our bride from the fields, with no shoes or shirt
Has assumed airs for an elegant wedding.

Wearing a fur coat with a tail for a collar,

She rides around the land as proud as a peacock.

People start to thump Griskja and force him to be quiet.

The People

Get away, you rude dog. [Several people]
Get out of here and shut up for good.

If necessary, beat the drunkard till he goes, [Others]

Grab him by the hair or kick his backside.

In the distance, bells can be heard pealing, and soft music is heard. The
people stop talking and listen. Some curious people take the trouble to move
to the front to see whether the wedding procession is approaching.

The ringing of bells and the music gets louder.
The People

Listen to the merry music in the distance! [Young people]
Listen, the wedding procession is coming round the corner slowly,

So that no coach loses a wheel.

The bride of King Vsevolod sits [Peasants’ wives]
On a seat of velvet and gold

In the wedding coach made of pure rosewood.

Listen the wedding procession is coming round the corner,

Hail Fevronia and Vsevolod! [Peasants]

Three coaches bedecked with red and gold come into sight. The first coach is
full of goesli and domra (Russian flute) players, the marriage brokers are in
the second coach, and Fevronia and her brother are in the third coach. The
coaches are accompanied by a knight on horseback, Fyodor Pojarok. The
coaches are followed by many other knights, including Prince Vsevolod, the
bridegroom. The people walk up to the wedding procession and bar the way
with ribbons like those which are used to decorate the coaches.

The People

Come people, come quickly. [All]
Close together so that the procession is halted.

Keep calling: Prince and Princess, [Working people]
Pay the working people a toll. Do us a favour!

All call out: Prince and Princess, [Peasants]

Pay the peasants a toll. Do us a favour!
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The beggars

Kusjma Djemian,

A fire and lightning smith

Forges a ring for Vsevolod and his Queen.
For in the church,

It will bind them more closely

Than the heavens

Surround the land and sea.

[Peasants]

Who wants to pass?

Do not let them through.

Strangers, halt.

Let no one pass.

First say who you are [Young peoplel]
Otherwise: turn back. - : '

Who wants to pass?

Do not let them through.

Strangers, halt.

Let no one pass.

First say who you are [Young people]
Otherwise: turn back.

Fyodor Pojarok

Juri has said:

Take the young bride

. Quickly to Great Kitezh

Take her to the House of God.

The People

Hail, O Light . [Peasants]
Hail, Lady of Light

You are holy, Light.

Hail, Fevronia Vasilievna.

Hail, O Light  [Peasants’ wives]
Hail, Lady of Light

You are holy, Light.

Hail, Fevronia Vasilievna.

The Rich Townspeople

Oh, how simple the bride looks. A few]
Is she to be our mistress?

Yes, she is. She belongs here. . [Others]

She is surrounded by an angelic orange glow.
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The coach with Fevronia and her brothers stands still.

The People

Holy art thou, Light! [Young people]
Holy art thou; Lady of Light!

Holy, holy are thou, Lady of Light!

Holy, holy art thou, Lady of Light!

You were equal to us in the green kingdom. [Peasants]
Once you were poor and miserable like us.
Now you have been raised up. The throne awaits you.

Hail, O Light, Hail, highest Queen.

You were equal to us in the green kingdom. [Peasants’ wives]
Once you were poor and miserable like us.
Now you have been raised up. The throne awaits you.

Hail, O Light, Hail, highest Queen.

The semi-drunken Griska Kutjerma, who had been sent away, again tries to
struggle to the front. The people try to prevent him from getting close, and
beat him back.

The People
Go away! Clear off! Your loud talk and insults will spoil the wedding.

Fevronia is surprised by the hardness of the people to the notorious, semi-
drunken rebel rouser. She takes his side.

Fevronia
Why do you hit him?
Why does he have to go?

The People
It is Grisjka, the bad-mouth drunkard. [One of them]

Fyodor Pojarok
Don’t take any notice of the scoundrel.
Ignore what he has to say.

Fevronia takes pity on the outcast rascal.

Fevronia

Let nobody’s heart harden.

Christ praised the teeth of a rotten dog.
Grisjenka, pass the guard of knights.
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Grisjka

Welcome here, beloved mistress.

You are better than the very best,

But do not flash the gold you have acquired,
In fact, we are all made of the same wood.

The Guard try to push Grisjka away. Fevronia stops them; gently she turns
back to the drunkard.

Fevronia

Why should I be vain, or proud.

I am quite ordinary like everyone else.

It is because I have been raised up so high
That I deliberately greet the common people.

Fevronia bows deeply before everyone standing around.

Grisjka

Do not feel joy about anything.

Great joy is often accompanied by great sorrow.
If fate is too kind to you,

This gives rise to jealousy in the unlucky.

Let the wedding feast be what it is.

Throw away the glitter, as well as the poison.
Don’t you feel the ghost of disaster yet?

Bow down before his grim face.

Give that demon what he wants.

Give it to him, and enjoy nothing, just like me.

Fyodor Pojarok
Don’t take any notice of the scoundrel.
Ignore what the wretch has to say.

Fevronia

Pray to the Holy Basil.

Ask the protector of drunkards

To help you to be yourself.

Pray, Grisjka, with all your soul.

Allow him to destroy the God of Wine.

Grisjka Kutjerma feels criticized and very insulted.

Grisjka
Rubbish! Do not pretend to be so holy.
Where do you get the right to do that, peasant?
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I predict that today or tomorrow

You will be a poor beggar girl once again.
And although you hardly deserve it,

I offer myself as a dear friend.

The Knights grab Grisjka by the collar and drag him away. The crowd
pressed forward, wanting to beat him.

The People

Shut your trap, scoundrel!

Wash your mouth out with salt. [Some]
Tie him up and take him to the forest. [Others]
Fyodor Pojarok

Clear the way! The music is almost here.
Men and women. Sing and have fun.

The women start singing, accompanied by goesli and domra.

The People

With bells ringing like a stormy hunt, [Women]
Three fast sleighs speed to the Royal City

Over snow-white wooden bridges,

Over roads where the red carpet has been rolled out.

Let everyone sing [All]
And dance and jump for joy.
Music drifts towards us from the first sleigh [Peasants]

The friends of the bridal couple are in the second sleigh,

But the third sleigh is carrying our Virgin of Light,

Lady Fevronia Vasilievna.

Music drifts towards us from the first sleigh [Peasant women]
The friends of the bridal couple are in the second sleigh,

But the third sleigh is carrying our Virgin of Light,

Lady Fevronia Vasilievna.

Let everyone sing and dance and jump for joy, [Peasants]
Eat bread and drink wine in their honour.

With the bridal couple in our thoughts the meal tastes delicious,

And feeds the heart and soul more than the stomach.

Let everyone sing and dance and jump for joy, [Peasant women]
Eat bread and drink wine in their honour.

With the bridal couple in our thoughts the meal tastes delicious,

And feeds the heart and soul more than the stomach.

The horns sound in the distance. The wedding procession goes on and the
people follow behind the coaches and knights. However, some who are
listening attentively hear the trumpeting in the distance.

46



[Some attentive listeners]
Quiet! It is as though trumpets are sounding . . .

The people disperse in several intermingling crowds.

The first crowd

They are horses — and coaches [Peasant women]
Which are rattling wildly

The clouds seem to

Get darker in the distance.

What terrible disaster

Is about to befall us sinners?

Misery threatens all of us.

Unthinkable torture,

And immeasurable dangers.

"~ Like an army of locusts

The Tartars are coming upon us!

Like an army of locusts

The Tartars are coming upon us!

At the commands of God’s angels

The glaciers disappear from the mountains
The hellish fanatics

With devilish powers

Escape from the chasms!

It is as though [Peasants]
Women and children are already crying
That there is no mercy.

Misery threatens all of us

Unthinkable torture

Like an army of locusts

The Tartars are coming upon us!

At the commands of God’s angels

The glaciers disappear from the mountains
The hellish fanatics

With devilish powers

Escape from the chasms!

A second crowd appears, despairing and complaining.

The second crowd

What terrible disaster [Peasant women]
Is about to befall us sinners?

Misery threatens all of us.

They are devils, not people.

47



Bloodless demons,

Betraying Christ the Lord,

With no shame for his altar.

Yes, with spears and swords,

They are on the way to the Holy Cities —
Little and Great Kitezh,

Raping our women,

Ignoring our children,

And trampling on them.

Oh there is no mercy. [Peasants]
Misery threatens all of us.

They are devils, not people.

Bloodless demons,

Betraying Christ the Lord,

With no shame for his altar.

Yes, with spears and swords,

They are on the way to the Holy Cities —
Little and Great Kitezh,

Raping our women,

Ignoring our children,

And trampling on them.

A third crowd presses forward in despair.

The third crowd [Peasant women]
What terrible disaster

Is about to befall us sinners?
Oh, there is no mercy.

Misery threatens all of us.

Can anyone escape!

Can anyone find a hiding place?
Night, and darkness, conceal us.
Mighty glacier, hide us.

Even as we make haste,

Like a raging wind,

There is no escape.

The enemy is ready.

There is no escape.

The enemy is ready.

Help, oh God, help!

Misery threatens all of us.

Can anyone escape?!
Can anyone find a hiding place?
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Night, and darkness, conceal us.
Mighty glacier, hide us.

Even as we make haste,

Like a raging wind,

There is no escape.

The enemy is ready.

There is no escape.

The enemy is ready.

Help, oh God, help!

A seemingly endless army of colourfully clad Tartars comes into sight. The
people desperately flee in every direction; everyone tries to hide. A large
group of Tartars herd the people back together with scimitars and clubs. It is
virtually impossible to escape; only Prince Vsevolod manages to flee. Apart
from him, nearly everyone is slaughtered — peasants, the remaining beggars,
townspeople, knights.

Some of the Tartars have grabbed Fevronia and drag her to their leaders;
they have spared her because of her beauty.

Some Tartars
Hey there! Hey there. Hey, hey, hey, there!

Two Tartar leaders on horseback, Khans Bedjai and Burundai, ride up to the
soldiers who captured Fevronia. They jump down from their horses and have
Fevronia clubbed. One of the Khans is immediately overwhelmed by her
beauty.

Khan Burundai

What beautiful legs this bride has.
I've never seen such a lovely bitch.
I can have some fun with her.

Khan Bedjai

Beat everyone until they’re dead. Let no one live.
She is Russian. She won’t show us the way.

We won’t get to the Royal City like this.

Khan Burundai
This is true. No one will tell us the way.
We won’t get to the Royal City like this.

Khans Burundai and Bedjai

Great Kitezh is astonishingly rich,

Both in its treasures and its churches.

The streets are paved with gold and silver
And the gravel has been replaced by pearls.
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A few Tartars drag another figure behind Fevronia. It is Grisjka Kutjerma.
The sly fox managed to hide longer than anyone. Now they have grabbed
him and he cries in terror.

A few Tartars
Well, well! We forgot one of them. Well, well!

Grisjka

Ah, have mercy, Lords.

Let me live. Brave leaders,

How can I, unworthy as I am, serve you?
Have pity on me. Have mercy.

Khans Burundai and Bedjai

Right! Your miserable life will be spared.

We will make you a Tartar soldier.

But one service is worth another.

Lead us straightaway to the Holy City of Kitezh.
- The road through the forest must be the fastest.
Lead us by the secret path

To your incomparable royal city.

Fevronia
Oh, do not betray us Grisjenka.

Khan Bedjai
You, my beauty, keep your mouth shut.
Be quiet!

Grisjka Kutjerma is desperate. He cannot stand still.

Grisjka

Oh, you blackmailer. You serpent.

You offer me a sly reward.

Yes, you know how poor I am. How poor.
If I show you the way to Kitezh,

I will be a Judas to my people.

My conscience may not be clear,

But I do not wish to be a traitor.

Khans Burundai and Bedjai

Think hard and choose wisely, wretch.

If you make the wrong choice . . . we will tickle you
We will bang out your teeth,

Cut away your loins,
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Shoot an arrow in your eye,
And roast you on a fire.
Then, if you like, you can go . . .!

With his soul in total confusion, Grisjka mumbles to himself.

Grisjka
God, damnation. What now? What should I do?

Burundai and Bedjai call out commands to their subordinates.

Khans Burundai and Bedjai

He won’t show us the path,
Grab hold of the good-for-nothing.

Some Tartars throw themselves on Grisjka Kutjerma.

Tartars
Hey there! Hey!

Grisjka is like a rat caught in a trap; he has lost the last trace of ingenuity
and feels forced to betray his people.

Grisjka

No! Betrayers of God, I fear the pain.
Oh, the pain. I will obey.

You have forced me to do a deed
Which will make heaven weep.

My name will be Judas in future.

I will be damned to eternity.

Grisjka joins the Khans at the head of the Tartar hordes.

Khan Burundai
To Kitezh. Ha, ha, ha!

Khan Bedjai

To Kitezh.

We will destroy the whole of Rurik’s land.

The Royal City of Russia will be burned down,

Russia’s churches will be razed to the ground.

Our spears will spare neither children, women nor men.
The Russian armies are completely disarmed.
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Most of the Tartars mount their horses and ride off, but a handful of
Mongols stay behind to prepare a carriage to follow the army with Fevronia.

Fevronia
God, protect the city against disaster and downfall.
Help its people and make them invisible.

Fevronia is dragged off to the carriage.
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Act 3, scene 1.

It is midnight in Great Kitezh. All the people, young and old, have
assembled in front of the Cathedral of Our Lady of the Assumption. Every
citizen is armed with the helmet of hope, the shield of faith, and the sword

of love. King Juri and Prince Vsevolod and their followers are standing under

an awning on a platform in front of the cathedral. The people surround the

adjutant, Fyodor Pojarok, who has just arrived. He leans heavily on a young
man, his head bent down.

Fyodor Pojarok

Greetings, citizens of Great Kitezh.

The People

Many things have gone well for you, Pojarok!
Fyodor Pojarok

Where is our king? Answer me!

Did Vsevolod get here?

The People

Look, Fyodor. There they are in front of you.

Fyodor Pojarok
Ah! the day is like night.
I can hardly see anything.

Prince Vsevolod goes up to his adjutant, who is clearly almost blind, and
gazes into his face.

Prince Vsevolod
Fyodor, are you blind, my friend?

Fyodor Pojarok
Yes, I am blind. Blind!

Prince Vsevolod and the People

God, be merciful to him!

How did this happen?

Fyodor, Fyodor, how did this happen?
Fyodor, Fyodor, how terrible.

Oh, tell us, Fyodor, how did this happen?

Fyodor Pojarok
Listen to me. In the name of Christ, listen.
No one can suspect the danger in store.
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The People S -
Speak, friend. Do not leave us in uncertainty.

Fyodor Pojarok
God the father has allowed the Devil to try us,
The people of Job, for a thousand years.

The People
Speak. Tell us what is inevitable.

Fyodor Pojarok

Mother Earth has given birth to hell.
Hordes of ghosts crawled from her innards,
Praying mantises of human proportions.
They are devouring our whole kingdom.
And they are seeing an even fatter prey:
Kitezh, the city of man fit for angels.

Prince Vsevolod and the People

Fyodor, Blind Fyodor! How terrible.

Do not hesitate. Try to tell us exactly

How many robbers are marching on Great Kitezh.

Fyodor Pojarok

I do not know the exact number,

But with the stamping of horses and men,
The squealing of wheels and cracking of wood,
Nothing else can be heard for miles around.
The breath exhaled by that great army

Has made the bright midday sun fade.

Prince Vsevolod and the People

Good, Holy Mother Earth,

What have we done wrong that you have
Saddled us with these devilish beings?
Fyodor, blind Fyodor. How terrible!

How was our outpost overpowered?

How badly did the people suffer?

Fyodor Pojarok

Little Kitezh was raped by the Tartars

Like a virgin. However, the inhuman hordes
Were mainly concerned with Great Kitezh.
The inhabitants of the outpost

Preferred injury to betraying us.
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The People
Lord God, protect Great Kitezh.

Fyodor Pojarok

Yes! But one of us could not endure until death
The pain inflicted by the Tartar hordes.

One of them betrayed the way here.

The People

May God punish him.
His name will be Judas,
Judas of Little Kitezh.

Prince Vsevolod
Fyodor, my friend, you are blind now,
But tell me, did you catch a glimpse of my beloved?

Fyodor Pojarok

Yes, she is alive . . . would she were dead.
Prince Vsevolod

Has she been taken?

Fyodor Pojarok

God punish her... Ah!...

God forgive her her great weakness,

She and she alone betrayed you and us.
In the end she could not endure the pain.

Prince Vsevolod
What? She? The best part of me? Impossible.

Fyodor Pojarok

I was overwhelmed by those devils from the East.
They beat me about the head but spared me,

And said: ‘Tell your king we are coming

The Rurik land is ours!

Our spear spares no one, neither woman nor man,
Only some virgins go to our khans —

You can guess what happens to them.

Your churches will be destroyed.

We will set fire to the whole of Great Kitezh.

We will banish your Christ,

No matter where his flock runs or turns.

The God of the Khans will soon be worshipped here.
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We will teach the slave people to obey
And your armies will be overpowered.
Shame on you! Shame and disgrace!’

The people raise their hands up to God.

The People ‘
Christ, old and young are awaiting the grave.
Sow the seeds of courage in every heart.

King Juri

Fame and wealth are all vanity.

How mad, how blind we are always.

Our life is like the life of a mayfly.

In the evening it is time to die.

The soul, which is not a fly but a butterfly,
Rises up to the Throne of Justice.

The body becomes a worthless corpse.

It was dust and returns to dust after a while.
Fame and wealth are all vanity.

Great Kitezh, a jewel and a royal city,
Great Kitezh,.a wonderful city of Tzars,
Did I design you so great and mighty
Merely to be destroyed by the Tartars?
Great Kitezh, I built you as a town

For seekers of true human dignity.

I dedicated you to Mary and Christ.

Their one holy heart beats in you.

Kitezh, Kitezh, die now like a fly.

Kitezh, now rise up like a fire.

Shepherd boy! Do not look so shy!

Climb up the tall clock tower.

Look ahead to see if you can see

Christ’s dove of peace, north, south, east or west.

The boy quickly climbs the clocktower and peers in every direction. King
Juri, Prince Vsevolod, Fyodor Pojarok and the people say prayers to Mary,
the Mother of God.

King Juri, Prince Vsevolod, Fyodor Pojarok and the People
Heavenly Mother! Hear our weeping people.

Have mercy on us, take pity on us.

Pray for us, sad sinners.
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The shepherd’s boy

The dust rises up; it is swirling up in clouds.

The midday sun and evening moon are shrouded.
The Tartar army hastens to the desired city of Kitezh
Like an overgrown praying mantis.

The people gather in the street and in the square.
Many people are pointing and gesticulating.
Some are silent, inwardly exhausted,

As though this disaster is an ancient taboo.

The dust swirls up; a forest of swords
Stands out at right angles to the forest of the city,
To kill the peasants.

The crows are gathering, waiting for the prey,
And drink their fill of blood.

King Juri

Fate presses on us like a dead weight.

It is clear: Kitezh is the victim.

Brothers and sisters, our death is certain.
Let us turn again to the Virgin of Light
Let us pray for her to protect the city.

King Juri, Prince Vsevolod, Fyodor Pojarok and the People
Holy Mother of Heaven, look at us and have mercy.
Not on us personally, but on us as your community.
Hide Great Kitezh in your cloak of clouds.

The shepherd boy

Kitezh is in danger of complete annihilation.

The locust man walks through its streets.

The enemy flags hang everywhere.

The citadel shivers down to its last stone.

The markets and squares are empty.

Caravans of plundered jewels are moving through the city.
Where are they going?

King Juri

We fall into the enemy hand, still alive.
The disgrace is more cruel than death.
Kitezh, as you await slavery,

Let us turn to the Virgin Mother

A third time and say:

Please at least spare Great Kitezh.
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King Juri, Prince Vsevolod, Fyodor Pojarok and the People
Holy Mother of Heaven, look down on us, and have mercy.
Hear us, oh hear us, oh hear us.

As the people of the calm and peace-loving City of Tsars,
We beg you: wrap us in your cloak,

And send your angel guards to the City of God.

The shepherd’s boy

How the great lake of Svetli Jarr

Lies without a ripple and full of hope.
The mists glow in confusion

Like the lace veil around the head

Of a bride awaiting her groom.

The firmament reveals our faith!

King Juri
Even if your city is overrun
Your will be done, Lord, not ours.

Prince Vsevolod steps forward and speaks to his druzina (personal
bodyguards)

Prince Vsevolod

Loyal friends, I emphatically request you

To follow me from this threatened Jerusalem.
Take your goesli and your domra

And march towards the enemy with me.
Friends, we have the strength and the courage
To wear the helmet of hope.

To don the shield of faith and take up

The sword of the heavenly spirit.

Father, let us go, for the glory of Christ.

Prince Vsevolod’s Guards

Yes, we will follow you. Be our leader!

King Juri gives his son and the guard God’s blessing.
King Juri

Christ! Bless their sacrifice.
Let their blood be the seed for your church.

Prince Vsevolod and the members of his guard bid farewell to their families
and go through Great Kitezh; they go to meet the Tartar hordes.
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Prince Vsevolod and his guard

Life or death, joy or grief.

It’s all the same. we are on our way.

God be with us; Your rod, your staff
Consoled us. Weigh our dreadful fate.
Give us divine strength in the battle

So that he who conquers himself

Is stronger than those who threaten the city.
Those who stay behind, do not be sad.
Brothers in God, do not weep. Remember,
Death is only victory to us.

We go to heaven as a group.

We go to God.

Prince Vsevolod and his men pass through the gates of Great Kitezh and
move on. A golden mist sinks down from the dark sky, becoming even

denser. The bells in the city begin to peal.

Prince Vsevolod and his guard

Sisters, come. Gather courage, the end is nigh ...

Do you wish to die without greeting us?

Come, so that your tears may mingle with ours.

Let them be tears of joy.

Hark! A rare and miraculous sound. Our bells are singing.
As though heavenly bellringers are striking the copper.
Yes, we see the angels guard Great Kitezh.

The shepherd boy
My gaze is clouded, clouded by the mist.

King Juri

An unknown fragrance of heaven is blowing towards us:
The mist covers the land and the city like a blanket.
Let us dissolve in it. The city glows anew in it.

We becomes ourselves in our body, spirit and soul.

The shepherd boy

What a fiery mist! Unbelievable, it cannot be!

The Svetli Jarr shines radiantly and we hide

In its cave of clouds. Or are we travelling away from the earth?
A living death: this is how we will resist the Tartars.

King Juri
Kitezh is sinking into the Svetli Jarr; it is sailing heavenward.
God the Lord has taken the city away from the Tartars!
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It is glowing in the mother-of-pearl of fire and water,
The heavenly Jerusalem, the last Kitezh.

The shepherd boy
Cheer loudly, heaven. Cheer as though it were Easter.
Kitezh will be the head and the heart of the earth.

Fyodor Pojarok

Kitesh will be the heart and head of the earth.

The city and the country are shrouded in a thick golden mist.

The Tartars are slaughtering Prince Vsevolod and his guard in
Kershenez.
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Act 3, scene 2

The oak forest on the banks of the Svetli Jarr is shrouded in impenetrable
darkness. A thick mist hangs over Great Kitezh on the opposite shore of the
lake. Grisjka Kutjerma shows the Tartar army the way to the City of
Christ. The traitor, closely followed by the Khans, Burundai, and Bedjai,
makes his way through the thick undergrowth and comes to a small field
which leads to the Svetli Jarr.

Grisjka : :

Look, there lies the Svetli Jarr,
Shining in the ochre gold of dawn.
On its banks, the royal city,

Great Kitezh, which even I love.

The Tartars try to penetrate the mist with their gaze.

Khan Burundai
Dirty lies! On that shore there are trees
And thick undergrowth.

Grisjka

Can’t you hear the bronze bells tolling?

They are tolling, tolling, like tyrants,

The sound of thunder. The earth shakes.

The thudding sounds sicken my thumping heart.

Khan Bedjai

I could swear there’s nothing to see.

Gradually all the Tartars reach the field by the water. They pull or push
along the carts full of stolen goods.

The Tartars

Rotten country, half covered in woods, [Some]
Half in pools of water.

A land of forests and endless marshes.

‘Our horses break their necks and legs

In this undergrowth full of rocks.

Icy damp which settles on the lungs,

Rises up slowly and then sinks down again.

Is there any point in our victory?

If our army cannot find a way through?

Our hordes have narrowly escaped [Others]
Being lost in these waters which attract us like a magnet.
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Icy damp which settles on the lungs,

Rises up slowly and then sinks down again.
Is there any point in our victory?

If our army cannot find a way through?

The Tartars surround Grisjka Kutjerma and push him about, while they

shout insults and threats. Grisjka throws himself on his knees in front of the
Khans.

The Tartars
Drunkard! It’s your fault that we’re lost.
You showed us the wrong way . . . deliberately.

Grisjka
My lords! Have mercy. Be patient!

Burundai and Bedjai prevent their subordinates from lynching the drunkard.

Khan Bedjai

Calm down. For the time being we will tie you to an oak tree,
Like a small boy who has been caught telling lies.

Start thinking about tomorrow.

Khan Burundai

If, by any chance, we unexpectedly find Great Kitezh
On the shores of that shining lake,

We will break your neck, my friend.

You are the fledgling who betrayed the nest.

The cart with Fevronia, which followed the Tartar army, also reaches the
meadow on the shore of the Svetli Jarr.

Khan Burundai

But if you have betrayed us and there is
No royal city on the steaming water,
We will break your nose and jaws.

Grisjka Kutjerma is tied to an oak tree by a few Tartar soldiers.

Grisjka

Murderers!

The Tartars sit down on the ground. Some of them light a camp fire, others
gather together their booty and set it out by the fire.
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Khans Burundai and Bedjai

What bad luck that the Prince died!

Forty wounds and he didn’t say a word.
No, he didn’t lift a finger to show the way.
If he were here, I would tie him to a bed,
I would put my knee on his chest

And force him to speak.

The Tartars break open barrels of wine and drink from silver goblets.
Burundai and Bedjai settle down in the grass with their men. They start
drinking seriously. Some of the Tartars divide up the booty.

Khans Burundai and Bedjai
It is not the Russian who has had his fill of wine.
Who'’s drinking the firewater now? Cheers, mate!

The Tartars

The camp is blown about and the battlefield is silent. [Some]
A flock of crows flies over one corpse after another.

The night brings a chill on the front.

The victor laughs, the pillaged land sparks. [Others]
The proud Khans boast about their deeds. [All]
They throw lots for Vsevolod’s

Majestic helmet made of solid gold.

Hopefully it will fit one of them.

They throw lots for Vsevolod’s shield

Unbelievably strong and old.

They throw lots for Vsevolod’s sword,

Which looks like a Christian cross.

They do not yet throw for Vsevolod’s bride.

See, she is silent and fasts and weeps.

Khan Burundai

Khan Bedjai, soldiers, I declare that

I want nothing of all this treasure.

I do not want any of these spoils of war
Except that lady there, so still and chaste.

Khan Bedjai

Unbelievable, how unselfish!

You get only what fate decides.

I am also attracted by her star-white face.
That princess seems made for me.
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Khan Burundai

Nonsense! She hasn’t looked at you for a second.
She wants me! I'm the one for her.

Ask her plainly what she thinks of you.

Just ask her which Khan she would like.

Khan Bedjai
Slavs make love when their lord wishes.

Burundai turns to Fevronia.

Khan Burundai

Do not cry, beautiful Russian girl.

Very soon we will return to the

Middle Kingdom. You will be my wife.

We'll make love every night dear, so you'll be faithful.

Bedjai laughs hatefully and imitates Burundai.

Khan Bedjai

Do not cry my beautiful Slav girl.

Very soon we will return to the

Middle Kingdom. You will be my wife.

The lashes of a whip will keep you faithful, my dear.

Khan Burundai
You won'’t let me have her ... I'll hit you.
Give her to me. I saw her first.

Khan Bedjai

No, no, no!

Khan Burundai
Here, take this!

Burundai hits Bedjai on the head with an axe. Bedjai falls down dead.
There is a moment’s silence among the Tartar soldiers; then they go about
their business as though nothing has happened. Many of them are drunk,

and gradually fall asleep with their share of the booty.

The Tartars
The camp is blown about and the battlefield is silent. [Some]
The night brings a chill on the front. [Others]

The victor laughs, the pillaged land sparks.

64



Khan Burundai pulls Fevronia onto his lap and kisses her.

Khan Burundai

Don’t be afraid, my dear child.

Our belief is as simple as my little finger.

No incense is necessary, no prayers, no cross.
Only order reigns in my house.

Be more forthcoming, my child.

I can certainly do more than a Russian.

Then Burundai falls fast asleep. Fevronia moves away from him. During the
battle she caught a glimpse of her slain bridegroom and she mourns for him.

Fevronia

I pity only you, my love, not myself!

So alone, so dishonoured and so naked
You lie there, unmourned, unburied,

Not much more than carrion for the crows.
If only it were possible to go to you

I would warm you and kiss you. I would
Blow breath into your mouth. My sighs
Would make you breathe again.

My love, you would live

As intensely as I feel my heart tremble

So little can I move here.

You are bleeding and I cannot come to you

To give you half of my blood.
Fevronia weeps softly. Grisjka Kutjerma raises himself up and speaks to her.

Grisjka

Lady, listen — listen to me.
Move closer to me, very quietly.
Have pity.

Feuronia sits up with a shock and recognizes the drunkard.

Fevronia

Grisjka, Grisjka, you betrayed us.

Grisjka Kutjerma is utterly dejected.
Grisjka
Oh stop! Don’t talk about it.

You don’t know how afraid I am.
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You don’t know how my conscience torments me.
Why is one bell tolling after another?

Christ hasn't risen, has he?

Terrible! What a thundering noise.

The din will drive me mad.

Fevronia makes an effort to hear it.

Fevronia

What bells?

Grisjka

Lady, help me.

Have pity on me, have pity.

Please cover my ears with my cap.

I cannot endure each thundering stroke.
It will awaken the next day.
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