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«CJoBa «TpeThe U3/1aHue», OTHOCAIIMECS K BhIXOLy OaceH KpbuioBa B mpeKkpacHOM
nepeBojie I. PonbcToHa, 3By4aT 0COOEHHO MPUSITHO ISl yXa KakI0ro pyccKoro,

TaK KaK OHU MOKAa3bIBAIOT, YTO AHIVIMMCKUI YUTATE b HAYMHAET MHTEPECOBAThCS
€ro poAHOM JIMTEPaTypO, KU3HBIO U XapaKTEPOM €ro HapoAa, KOTOPBIE 10 CHX

NIOp pacCMaTpUBaJl JIMIIb C OJTUTUYECKON TOUKM 3peHus. UTo Kacaercs camoro
KpbuioBa, To OH, 6€3 COMHEHUs1, BIIOJIHE 3aCITy:KWJ BCE TO BHUMAHUE, KOTOPOE eMY
OKa3bIBAIOT. DTO €IMHCTBEHHBI OPUTMHAILHBIN OACHOMHMCEN, TOSBUBIIHICS CO
Bpemenu JlapoHteHa. . .»
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Coaep:xanue

Krilof and his FABLES. By W. R. S. Ralston. Third edition, greatly
enlarged
Konerr o3HakOMUTEIBHOTO (hparMeHTa.
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3-e n3jaHue, 3HAYUTEJbHO PacHIUpPEeHHOe

Krilof and his FABLES. By W. R. S.
Ralston. Third edition, greatly enlarged

The words «third edition» are particularly agreeable to the ears of a Russian, in connection with
this issue of Mr. Ralston’s excellent translation of Krilof’s fables, as they prove that English readers are
beginning to feel an interest in the literature of his country, and in the national life and character which
they have hitherto only contemplated from a political point o view. And Krilof certainly deserves
all the attention thus bestowed upon him. He is the only original fabulist who has appeared since La
Fontaine; and though he does not, perhaps, equal the exquisite grace of the inimitable Frenchman,
though he has fewer sly strokes of wit, less cunning simplicity in telling a story, he has, on the other
hand, more originality of invention. His observant good sense penetrates to the roots of things, and he
possesses a genuine kind of phlegmatic humour which betrays the Oriental element in Slavonic nature.
In his birth and all the circumstances of his life Krilof was as Russian as possible: he was essentially
national in his ways of thinking, feeling, and writing; and it may be maintained without exaggeration
that a foreigner who has carefully studied Krilof’s fables will have a better idea of the Russian national
character than if he had read through all the travels and essays that attempt to describe it. Russian
children learn Krilof by heart as French ones do La Fontaine, without entering into all the wisdom
of his teaching, but in later life they return to him with double profit. Like La Fontaine, but to a still
greater degree, Krilof has supplied the public conscience with a number of precepts and adages and
sayings which have become proverbial even in the mouth of unlettered peasants; no one is oftener
quoted than he, and, like the Bible and Shakespeare in England, those who quote him have often no
idea of their obligation — proof positive that his work has been completely absorbed into the national
popular life from which it sprung. The present day offers no higher reward to literary ambition than
this faint reflection of the past grandeur of epic poetry, which is only great because it is impersonal.

Mr. Ralston’s translation leaves nothing to desire in the matter of accuracy or colouring, and
the fables which he has added are not amongst the least welcome. The short preface and memoir
prefixed to the volume, and the historical and literary notes on some of the fables, have been done
conscientiously and con amore. It will not be his fault if Krilof does not prove to be thoroughly
«naturalised» in England.

Personally, the present writer remembers to have seen Krilof once a short time before his death.
He had a majestic head rather massive and heavy, fine white hair, pendent cheeks, the mouth large but
well formed and earnest, the eye fixed and eyelid drooping, an expression of indolence and almost of
apathy on the whole face, but with intelligence and humour, as it were, showing through. He scarcely
ever spoke, but listened — brilliantly, if I may say so, since his silence was accompanied by an internal
sort of smile, as if he were imparting to himself a number of lively observations never destined to
be given to the world.
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KoHen 03HakoMuUTEJIbHOT0 (pparmMeHra.

Texkcr npenocrasieH OO0 «JIutPec».

[IpounTaiiTe 3Ty KHUTY LIEJIMKOM, KYIMB IIOJHYIO JIEraJbHYIO Bepcuio Ha JlutPec.

BesomnacHo onnatuTh KHUTY MOKHO OaHKOBCKOM Kaprtoit Visa, MasterCard, Maestro, co cuera
MOOWIIBHOTO TenepoHa, C TUIaTeKHOro tepMuHana, B catone MTC wm Cesi3Hoii, yepes PayPal,
WebMoney, fAunekc.densru, QIWI Komesnek, 60HyCHbIME KapTaMu WX APYTUM YIOOHBIM Bam crio-
COOOM.
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