AALITRA

To cite this article:

Windle, Kevin. “Sergei Aksakov’s Collecting Butterflies (Excerpts).” The
AALITRA Review: A Journal of Literary Translation 20, (December 2024):
150-164.

aalitra.org.au

Australian Association for Literary Translation




Sergei Aksakov’s Collecting Butterflies (Excerpts)

KEVIN WINDLE
The Australian National University

Translator’s Introduction

The name of Sergei Timofeyevich Aksakov (1791-1859) is less familiar to the English-
speaking public than those of the great Russian novelists of his day, though he has never lacked
admirers in his homeland.! His best-known works, The Childhood Years of Bagrov’s Grandson
and A Family Chronicle, came late in his career and were overshadowed by others at a time
when Gogol, Turgenev, Tolstoy and Dostoyevsky dominated the literary landscape. Born in
the provincial town of Ufa, west of the Urals, Aksakov attended the new University of Kazan
and spent some years managing the family estate in Orenburg province, before settling in
Moscow. There he moved in theatrical circles — he would later write of his acquaintance with
Gogol — and made his name as a translator of Moliére and Walter Scott. (See Durkin, “Pastoral”;
Durkin, Sergej Aksakov; Mashinsky; Aksakov, Notes of a Provincial Wildfowler)

Apart from his works of fiction and some early poetry, he is remembered for his seminal
writings in the field of natural history, which came in the form of “notes” on fishing,
wildfowling (Aksakov, Notes on Fishing, Notes of a Provincial Wildfowler) and butterfly-
collecting, the latter being the subject of some reminiscences written in 1858 (Aksakov,
“Sobiranie babochek’) and presented in abridged form below.

Vladimir Nabokov, the novelist, translator and lepidopterist, had no time for this
memoir, or indeed for its author. The hero of his novel The Gift speaks contemptuously of “the
wretched Aksakov” and his “disgraceful blunders” in hunting scenes and descriptions of nature
(Nabokov, Gift 85). These were, he avers, “well-meaning prattle, larded with fatuities of every
kind” (Nabokov, Drugie berega 75). Aksakov is the name given to a fittingly minor character,
Van’s “chaste, angelic Russian tutor” in 4da (Nabokov, Ada 149), whose subtitle A Family
Chronicle pays back-handed homage by introducing a family most unlike that in Aksakov’s
Family Chronicle. Nabokov’s commentary on Eugene Onegin mentions Aksakov as “a very
minor writer, tremendously puffed up by Slavophile groups” (Pushkin IIT 139).

While Aksakov himself, a modest man, would have accepted “very minor” without
demur, many readers, writers and critics, and not only “Slavophile groups”, would dissent.
Among the writers of his day, Dobrolyubov, Turgenev, Gogol, Nekrasov and Dostoyevsky
were quick to acknowledge his talent. On reading his wildfowling notes, the critic Nikolai
Chernyshevsky exclaimed, “What masterly descriptions, what love for his subject and what
knowledge of the life of birds!” (Aksakov, ru.wikipedia). Aksakov is widely recognized as a
consummate stylist in no way inferior to his better-known contemporaries. In the Soviet period,
some who shared his love of the natural world, including Mikhail Prishvin, Ivan Sokolov-
Mikitov, Konstantin Paustovsky and Vladimir Soloukhin, admired his talent and saw in him a
kind of spiritual father.

Aksakov often deplored his own lack of imagination. His forte lay in vivid and precise
description, in conveying what D. S. Mirsky called “the impression of photographic,
unswerving, incorruptible fidelity to fact” (Aksakov, Chronicles xi). Non-fiction was his
natural home, to the extent that when he did turn to fiction no suspension of disbelief was
required. His fictional creations breathed authenticity. Edward Crankshaw described his

1 This introduction draws on Aksakov, Provincial Wildfowler xi-xxi, and Windle 10-29.
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Family Chronicle as “a classic example of that essentially Russian genre, a factual record
faintly disguised as fiction, or a fiction so actual, so apparently inconsequent and uncontrived,
that it reads like fact” (Aksakov, Russian Gentleman xi).

Aksakov was blessed with a vocabulary of exceptional range and richness, an eye for
detail and an unerring sense of /e mot juste. The distinguished critic Aleksei Khomyakov wrote:
“He felt incorrectness of expression as a kind of insult to the subject itself, as a kind of untruth
in relation to his own impression, and he would rest easy only when he found the right word”
(quoted in Aksakov, Fishing xx).

Any translation of Aksakov’s prose needs to reflect his descriptive skill and stylistic
elegance, along with the precision he brought to a scientific subject. The version below seeks
to achieve accuracy where accuracy was important to the author, for example, in the
identification of species, which is less easy than it may appear. Long before any agreed
nomenclature, the same vernacular name might denote a number of species, and any given
species might be known by several names. Historical changes in entomological taxonomy
complicate the identification of butterflies by their scientific names, and Aksakov does not
always use them. Some of the fish and birds he names (plotichka, loshok, bolotny kulik,
kulichok-zuyok) can only be definitively identified by recourse to the detailed descriptions in
his fishing and wildfowling notes.

In relation to Aksakov’s prose, the phonetic properties of vernacular names of species
should not be overlooked. As a poet with a keen interest in language, he was fully alert to them
and often commented on names of particular interest (the Russian names for “curlew” and
“capercaillie”, among others. Aksakov, Provincial Wildfowler 170, 222). Just as Nabokov was
acutely aware of the evocative power of “fritillary”, “swallowtail”, “hairstreak” and
“Camberwell beauty” (Nabokov Speak, Memory 119-39, 231), and the “fluffy and dreamy”
syllables of cheryomukha (bird-cherry) (Pushkin III 9-15; Boyd 18), so too is Aksakov
conscious of the musical resonances and associations inherent in, for example, galateya
(marbled white), ivolga (oriole), kronshnep (curlew), veretennik (godwit) and varakushka
(bluethroat). The resonances are inevitably altered in translation, simply by the substitution of
technical target-language equivalents, but those may have a music of their own.

A century after Aksakov’s death, in his novel Tremor of Intent, Anthony Burgess, a
writer well versed in Russian literary culture and in addition a composer and connoisseur of
music, would exploit the auditory effects of bird names for a very different purpose: “[Hillier]
let the cries of birds possess his ears,” and a catalogue of twenty-three species follows,
including some of Aksakov’s favourites: the oriole, curlew, godwit and bluethroat (Burgess
1966, 79). In Burgess’s novel they form part of the accompaniment to Hillier’s “immense
sexual bout” with Miss Devi (Burgess 1990, 127), helping to convey “the rhythms and cries of
rutting”. Burgess would answer his critics by saying that much in that chapter “makes sense
only to the ear”; rather than “senseless surrealism” it was an attempt at “phonographic
realism”.?

Aksakov’s realism is more scientific in nature, which means that where the names
of particular species occur the translator has little choice but to apply their standard English
common names. The author’s detailed descriptions are an invaluable aid to identification, but
here the translator has to navigate the lexical pitfalls of some colour terms: purpurny, used of
the bands on the red admiral’s wings, corresponds to “purple” only in an obsolete sense,
“crimson”. Yakhontovy has two very different meanings: ruby red and sapphire blue. In the

2 Whether Burgess’s acquaintance with Russian literature extended to Aksakov’s nature notes is unknown, but in
Tremor of Intent his name occurs in what may be an authorial hint, when Hillier delivers a report on intelligence
gathered. It includes the following sentence, without further explanation: “The assassin of Sergei Timofeyevich
Aksakov is in retirement at Fribourg; he goes under the name of Chichikov — a pretty touch” (Burgess 1966, 181).
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case of the peacock butterfly, lest the reader be in doubt, Aksakov adds the qualifier sinii (dark
blue).

Elsewhere, however, “accuracy” is not to be construed as word-for-word replication
in a syntactic copy. Nabokov’s forcefully promulgated “ideal of literalism” (Pushkin I, x), if
applied to Aksakov’s longer periods and folk sayings, might deter all but the most determined
readers and necessitate a Nabokovian commentary. In the interests of readability, this
translation strives to eschew the “Gefiihl des Fremden” (sense of the foreign) advocated by
Friedrich Schleiermacher in a famous essay (1813, 2002) and resuscitated by later theorists
such as Lawrence Venuti (“foreignization™).

Writing in 1858, Aksakov was “looking back lovingly” at the enthusiasms of his youth
fifty years earlier. The translation below attempts to convey the “tender emotion” and nostalgic
feeling. It does not deliberately archaize but does try to avoid obvious lexical and stylistic
anachronisms.

While Aksakov’s autobiographical prose and his fishing and shooting notes are
available in English translation, there appears to have been no previous English version of
“Collecting Butterflies”.
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CooOupanue 6a6ouek (Excerpts)
Sergei Aksakov, Sobranie sochinenii v 5-i tomakh, Pravda, Vol. 2, 1966, pp. 158-214

Cobupanue 6abouek OBLIIO OTHUM U3 TEX
YBJIIEYEHU MOEN paHHEW MOJIOAOCTH,
KOTOPOE XOTsI HEJI0JITO, HO 3aTO CO BCEIO
CHJIOIO CTPACTH BJIA/I€JI0 MHOIO ¥ OCTaBHJIO B
Moel maMsATH TIIy00Koe, CBeXee 10 CHX 0P
BIleYaTiIeHue. S mroous HaTypalbHYIO
HCTOPHUIO C IETCKUX JIET; KHI)KKA HA PyCCKOM
s13bIKE (KOTOpPOI Ha3BaHUs HE TIOMHIO) C
TyOOYHBIMH H300paKEeHBSIMU 3BEpE, MITHII,
pBIO, TIOTIABIIAsICA MHE B PYKH €Ilie B
I'MMHa31H, ¢ OJJarOrOBEHbEM, OT JIOCKH JI0
JOCKH, OblJIa BBIyYeHa MHOIO HAaU3yCTh.
VYBUEB, 4TO B KHHXKKE HET TOTO, YTO IPU
MIEPBOM B3TJIsi/1€ OBUIO 3aMEeYaeMO MOUM
JETCKUM TIBITJIMBBIM BHUMAHHUEM, 51 caM
poOOBaJI ONUCHIBATH 3BEPHKOB, ITUYEK U
PBIOOK, C KOTOPBIMU MHE JI0BEJIOCH ITIOKOpPOYE
MO3HAKOMUTBCS. ITO OBUIM PEeOSUbU MOMBITKA
MaJIbYMKa, KOTOPOMY KaXK10€ PHOOPETEeHHOE
UM CaMUM 3HaHHE Ka3aJI0Ch HOBOCTHIO,
HUKOMY HE U3BECTHOIO, JIParoleHHBIM U
BaXXHBIM OTKPBITHEM, KOTOPOE HaI00HO
3amucarb U cooO0muTh apyruM. C yMusieHuem
CMOTPIO 5 TeTIePh Ha 3TH JIBE TETPAJIKH B
4eTBEPTKY U3 TOJCTON CUHEH Oymaru, Kakoi
B HACTOsILIEE BpPEMS M OTHICKaTh Henb3sl. Ha
CTpaHMYKaX 3THX TETPAIOK JETCKUM
MIOYEPKOM M CJIOTOM ONHCAHBI: 3al4MK, Oernka,
OOJIOTHBIH KyJIHK, KyJIHIOK-

3y€K, HeuzgecmHbulil KyTU4oK, IJIOTHYKA,
MeCKaph M JIOLIOK; OYE€BUIHO, YTO MAJIbYHK-
Ha0JI0AaTeNb TO3HAKOMUIICS C HUMHU
nepBbIMH. Bekope s pa3BiIeKcsi MHOKECTBOM
JPYTUX HOBBIX U elle 0ojiee BaXKHbBIX
MHTEPECOB, KOTOPBIMHU TaK OoraTa MoJjiojas
KHM3Hb; Pa3BJICKCS U MepeCcTal ONUCHIBATH
CBOUX 3BEPHKOB, ITUYEK U PHIOOK.

Ho ropsiuast m000Bb K IPUPOJIE U KUBBIM
TBOPEHUSM, HACEIISIOIIUM O0XUI MHp, HE
OCTBIBaJIa B IyLIE MOEM, U YEPE3 MATHIAECCAT
JIET, 0OOralleHHbBIH ONBITAMHA OXOTHHYLEH
KU3HU CTPACTHOTO CTPEIIKa U phIOaKa, s
OTJISTHYJICS ¢ TFOOOBBIO Ha CBOE JIETCTBO — U
MOIBITKU MaJbYMKa OCYILECTBUI
LIECTUIECATUIIETHUN CTAPUK: BBILLINA B CBET
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Collecting butterflies was one of the
pastimes of my early youth which
possessed me with such passion, however
briefly, that it left deep traces in my
memory, still fresh to this day. From
childhood I loved natural history; while at
school, I acquired a Russian book (I forget
the title) with chapbook-style pictures of
wild animals, birds and fish, and read it
with religious devotion from cover to
cover until I knew it by heart. Realizing
that it did not cover some things which
my inquisitive child’s eye noticed at first
glance, I tried to produce my own
descriptions of the little animals, birds and
fish I had become more closely familiar
with. Those were the first childish
attempts by a boy to whom every scrap of
self-acquired knowledge seemed a
precious and important revelation,
unknown to anybody else, to be recorded
and communicated to others. Now I look
with tender emotion on those two quarto
notebooks of thick blue paper, which
today is nowhere to be found. On their
pages are descriptions in childish terms
and a childish hand of a hare, a squirrel, a
black-tailed godwit, a common sandpiper
and one unidentified sandpiper, a roach, a
gudgeon and a taimen trout. It is clear that
the boy-observer was encountering them
for the first time. Soon I developed many
other interests, in other new and even
more important things of the kind a young
life is so rich in; I was distracted and
ceased to describe my animals, birds and
fish.

But my passion for nature and the living
creatures which populate God’s world did
not fade in my heart, and fifty years later,
enriched by an ardent hunter’s and
fisherman’s experience, I looked back
lovingly at my childhood: an old man of
sixty brought to completion the efforts of
the boy. Notes on Fishing and Notes of a



«3anucku 00 yxKeHbe PbIObD U «3aUCKH
pyXeiHoro oxoTHuka OpeHOyprckoi
ryOepHHI».

Emte B peOstuecTBE MOEM 51 IOTYUHI U3
«JIETCKOr0 YTEHHs MOHATHE O YEPBAUKAX,
KOTOpPBIE MTPEBPAIIAIOTCS B KyKOJIOK, HIIH
XpU3aiu, U, HaKoHell, B 6abouek. JTo,
KOHEYHO, MPUAaBajgo 6aboyKkaM HOBBIN
WHTEpEC B MOMX TJla3ax; HO U 0e3 TOro s
OYCHB 00U uX. /la u B caMoM Jielie, U3 Bcex
HACEKOMBIX, HACEIISIOMINX O0XKHUI MUD, U3
BCEX MEIIKHX TBapei, MOI3a0IINX,
MPBITAOIINX U JICTAIOMINX, — 0abouka myuiie,
U3SIIIHEE BCEX. DTO MOUCTHHE «TOPXAFOIINN
I[BETOK», WJIM PACIHICAHHBIN UyIHBIMU
SPKUMH KPACKaMU, OJECTSIIUMHU 30JI0TOM,
cepeObpoM U mepraMyTpoM, UK
UCTIEIIPEHHBINA HEOMpEeACICHHBIMU [IBETAMHU 1
y30paMu, He MEHee MPEeKPACHBIMU U
MIPHUBJICKATEITLHBIMU; TO MUJIOE, YUCTOE
CO3/1aHKe, HUKOMY He JIeJIaroliee Bpea,
MUTAIOIIEEeCs] COKOM IIBETOB, KOTOPBI COCET
OHO CBOMM XOOOTKOM, Y UHBIX KOPOTECHHKUM
Y TOJICTBIM, & Y HHBIX JUTHHHBIM H TOHCHBKUM,
KaK BOJIOC, CBHUBAIOIUMCSI B HECKOJIBKO
KOJICYCK, KOT'/1a HeT HaJJOOHOCTH B €0
ynotpebnennu. Kak pagocTHo nepBoe
nosiBjieHne 0abouyek BecHOO! OOBIKHOBEHHO
3TO OBIBAIOT 0A00YKHM KpamuBHBIC, OEIbIC, a
ITOTOM H JKEJThIC.

Kakoe onynieBnenue npuaar0T OHU IPUPOJIE,
TOJIKO YTO TIPOCHIMAOMIEHCS K KU3HU TOCTE
YKECTOKOM, MPOJOJKUTEIBHON 3UMBI, KOT 1A
MOYTH HET elle HU 3€JICHOW TPaBbl, HH
JTUCTHEB, KOT/Ia BUJI TOJIBIX JIEPEBHEB U
yBALIEH IPOLUIONOJHEH OCEHHEN
pPacTUTENHHOCTU OB ObI OYECHB MEeYalIeH,
ecau 6 0J1arogaTHOE TEIIO U MBICIb, YTO
CKOpO BCE 3a3€JICHEET, 3alBETET, UYTO
KU3HEHHBIC COKH YK€ TeKYT U3 KOPHEH BBEpX
IO CTBOJIAM U BETBSAM JPEBECHBIM, UTO POCTKH
MOJIOJIBIX TPAB M PACTCHHI YK€ TPOOUBAIOTCS
U3 COIpETOM BIIAYKHOU 3€MJIH, — HE
yCIIOKOMBAaJa, He BECeIna cepAra
YEII0BEUECKOrO0.

Hunter in the Province of Orenburg are
now in print.?

While still a child, I learned from
“Reading for Children” about larvae
which changed into cocoons, or
chrysalids, and then into butterflies. That
of course made butterflies more
interesting in my eyes, but I was very fond
of them anyway. And really, of all the
insects which inhabit God’s world, of all
the little crawling, jumping and flying
organisms, the butterfly is the best, the
most graceful. It is truly a “fluttering
flower”, either painted in wonderful bright
colours, brilliant gold, silver and mother-
of-pearl, or stippled with indeterminate
colours and patterns of no less beauty and
appeal; it is a pure, lovable creature that
does no harm to anyone, feeds on the sap
of flowers which it sucks through its
proboscis — short and stout in some, and in
others long and as fine as a hair, coiled
into several rings when not in use. What a
delight is the first appearance of
butterflies in spring! Usually, the first are
the tortoiseshells, the whites and then the
yellows.

How they enliven nature as it first
awakens to life after a long, cruel winter
with hardly any green grass or leaves! The
sight of the bare trees and last year’s faded
autumn vegetation would be dreary
indeed, but for the bountiful warmth and
the thought that everything will soon turn
green and come into flower, the thought
that vital juices are already flowing from
the roots up through the boles and boughs,
that new shoots of grass and plants are
breaking through the warm moist soil —
thoughts that calm and warm the human
heart.

3 Zapiski ob uzhen'e ryby first appeared in 1847. The English translation, Notes on Fishing, was published by
Northwestern University Press in 1997. Zapiski ruzheinogo okhotnika v Orenburgskoi gubernii appeared in 1852;
the English translation, with the title Notes of a Provincial Wildfowler, in 1998 (Northwestern University Press).
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B 1805 romy, kak u3BeCTHO, OBLIT
yTBEpKJeH ycTaB Ka3aHCkoro yHMBepcHUTETa,
U 4epe3 HECKOJIbKO MECSALIEB MOCIIE0BAJI0 €ro
OTKPBITHE; MEXTy HEMHOTHMHU
IperoiaBaTeNsiMHi, Ha4aBIIMMU YTEHUE
YHHUBEPCHUTETCKUX JICKIIUH, HAXOIHIICS
OpAMHAPHBINA Ipodeccop HATYpaTIbHON
uctopuu Kapn ®@enoposuu Oykc, ynTaBIIMii
CBOU IpeAMET Ha (PPaHILy3CKOM SI3bIKE. DTO
ObL10 yoke B Hadase 1806 rona. Xors s
CBOOOHO YHTAJ U IIOHUMAJ (PpaHIy3CKHE
KHUTH J]a’K€ OTBJIIEYCHHOTO COJIEPKaHMsI, HO
Pa3TOBOPHBIH S3BIK U BOOOIIE U3YCTHAS PEUb
npodeccopa cHavamna 3aTpyAHSIIA MEHS;
CKOpO, OJTHAKO, 5 IPUBBIK K HUM H C
YKaTHOCTBIO caayma Jekuuu dykca. MHoro
CIOCOOCTBOBAJIO K SICHOMY MOHUMAaHHIO TO
00CTOSATENBCTBO, UTO DYKC YUTA 1O
brnymen6axy, neyaTHble SK3eMIUISIPBI
KOTOPOT'O Ha PYCCKOM $SI3bIKE HAXOJMIIUCH Y
Hac B pyKax. [...]

Mexnay ciymatensimu Oykca ObLT
OJIUH cTyAeHT, Bacunuit TumbsHckui, |... ]

OpnHaxxapl TUMBSHCKUN IIPU MHE
pacckasblBal, 4TO BHJIEN y Ipodeccopa
00JBIIIOE COOpaHNE MHOTUX HACEKOMBIX, U B
TOM umncie 6abodek, u uto Dykc odeman
BBEIYYUTH €70, KaK X JJOBUTh, PACKIIAbIBATH U
CYWIHUTH. [...]

Becnoto 1806 rona st y3uan, 4ro
TUMBSHCKUI BMECTE C CTYJEHTOM
KaiicapoBbIM yke HaUMHAIOT COOUPATH
HACEKOMBIX M YTO CIIOCOO COOMpaHus, TO €CTh
ToBIIK, 6a00UYeK U JOCKH IS PACKIIaIbIBAaHUS
UX JIep’KaT OHHU B cekpere. [...] Bapyr
3aropenoch BO MHE CUJIBHOE JKEJIaHUE CAaMOMY
cobupartb 6abouek. S cooburmt 06 FToM
npyry moemy, ctynenty A. U. [TanaeBy, u
BO30YIMJI B HEM TaKylo ke oxory. CHavana s
obparuiics K TUMBSHCKOMY C TPOCKOOH
HAY4YHUTb MEHsI IPOM3BOICTBY 3TOTO JIeja; HO
OH HE COTJIaCUJICA OTKPBITh MHE CEKpeTa,
rOBOpSsI, UTO TOT/Ia OTKPOET €ro, KOraa
clleaeT 3HaunuTeNIbHOE COOpaHue, a TOJIBKO
MoKa3aJl MHE HECKOJIBKO SK3eMILISIPOB
BBICYIIEHHBIX 0a00ueK U HACEKOMBIX. JTO

In 1805, as is well known, the charter of
the University of Kazan was ratified, and
it opened a few months later. Among the
few staff who began lecturing there was a
professor of natural history, Karl
Fyodorovich Fuchs, who gave his lectures
in French. That was at the beginning of
1806. Although I could read French
fluently and understand French books
even of abstract content, the spoken
language and the professor’s speech at
first caused me difficulty, but I soon grew
accustomed to it and avidly followed his
lectures. It helped greatly that Fuchs
followed Blumenbach, printed copies of
whose work we had in Russian.* [...]

One of Fuchs’s students was
Vasily Timyansky. [...]

On one occasion Timyansky recounted in
my presence how he had seen at Professor
Fuchs’s home a large collection of many
insects, including butterflies, and said that
Fuchs had promised to teach him how to
catch, dry and set them. [...]

In the spring of 1806, I learned
that Timyansky and a student called
Kaisarov were starting to collect
butterflies, and that they were keeping
their methods of trapping and displaying
them secret. [...] At that a powerful urge
to collect butterflies myself awoke in me.
I told my friend Alexander Panayev, and
aroused the same enthusiasm in him. First
I went to Timyansky and asked him to
teach me how to do it, but he would not
reveal his secret, saying that he would do
so only when he had a substantial
collection. He would show me only some
dried specimens of butterflies and other
insects. That fired me with even more
enthusiasm, and I decided to go at once to

4 Johann Friedrich Blumenbach (1752-1840): scientist and philosopher at the University of Gottingen, author of
Handbuch der Naturgeschichte (1780).
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BOCIIJIAMEHMIJIO MEHS ellie OouIble, U 5
perwiics ceifuac exatb kK npodeccopy Dykcy,
KOTOPBIH OBLIT B TO K€ BpeMs IOKTOP
MEIULUHBI 1 HAYMHAI TPAKTUKOBATb.

[...]

Mgl xonuiu ¢ ITanaeBbIM TakKe Ha
MaceKy, W MOCEKY, U HaXOAALIHecs 10
o0euM ee CTOpOHaM TOPUCTHIC MECTa, WY,
JydIlle CKa3aTh, TTyOOKHe OBpart,
oOpacTaBiIre TOTr/1a MOJIOJBIM JIECKOM. | ... ]
[Toucku Hamm OblTH OOJIee UK MEHEe
yJIa4uHbI, ¥ MBI, MaJIO-TIOMaJTy, IPUOOpEIH
BceX TeX 6a00YeK, KOTOpPbIE HAXOIWIUCH B
coOpanny TUMBSIHCKOTO, U KOTOPBIX HAM
He/0CcTaBajo, Kpome, ogHako, KaBanepa
[Topganupuyca.

MBpI 1a)ke He UIMEJH HaZeK bl 10CTaTh €To,
noromy uto nossieHue Kapanepa B
okpecTHOCTAX Kazanu cunranocs Toraa
penkoctbio. Kapanep Iloganupuyc Topuan,
KaK 3aHO03a, B HaIleM cepaue!

He cxopo nocranu mbl u KapnamMmoHHyo
6a00uKy, KOTOpasi, He OyAy4dH 0COOEHHO sipKa,
necTpa U KpacuBa, Kak-To O4eHb Muiia. Ee
KPYTJIOBaThIe, MOJIOYHON O€IM3HBI KPBUTYILIKA
MOKPBITHI KAKMM-TO 0COOEHHBIM, HEXHBIM
MyXOM; Ha Ka)KJIOM BEpPXHEM YTIIy BEpXHETr0
KpbLJa y Hell HAXOJUTCS MO OJTHOMY TIATHY
SPKOTO OPAH)KEBOTO 1IBETA, a UCIIO/ HIKHUX
KPBUIbEB — 3€JIEHOBATO-1IeCcTphlid. HO cambimu
KpacuBbIMH 0a00YKaMU MOXHO ObLIO
Ha3BaTh, BO-TIEPBBIX, 0a00uKy VpHcy; KpbUIbs
y Hell HeCKOJIbKO 3y0uatsie, OJIecTAIIero
TeMHOOYPOTO IBETA, C IPKUM CHHHM
SIXOHTOBBIM OTJINBOM; BEPXHHUE JIO MTOJIOBHHBI
nepepe3anbl 000 MOBSA3KOI0, @ Ha HIDKHUX
y BEPXHETO0 Kpasi HaXOIUTCS M0 OeToOMy OUKY;
0c00EHHO 3aMeyaTesIbHO, YTO UCTIO] €€
KPBUIbEB €CTh COBEPUICHHBIN OTIIEYaTOK
JIMIIEBOI CTOPOHBI, TOJIBKO HECKOIBKO
onennee. Emie kpacuBee 6abouka ATananra,
win Anmupan (Atalanta). Y Hell KpbUIbs
TaKXe 3y0uaTble, YepHBIE C JIOCKOM,
UCTICI[PEHHBIC OETBIMH MATHYIIKAMH; BO BCIO
JUTMHY BEPXHHUX KPBUIBEB JIEKHT MOBSI3KA
SPKOITYPITypOBOT'O IIBETA, & HA HIYKHUX
KPBUTYIIKaX TaKast e MOBI3Ka, TOJIBKO C
YepHBIMU MATHYIIKAMH, OTHOAET NX OOKOBBIE
kpas. HanoOHo npu3HaTbes, 4TO y HaC Uy
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Professor Fuchs, who was also a doctor of
medicine and beginning to practise. [...]

Panayev and I visited a bee-garden and
the hilly area on both sides of it, better
described as a place of deep gullies
overgrown at that time with young trees.
[...] Our searches yielded a measure of
success, and little by little we acquired all
the butterflies which Timyansky had in
his collection and which we lacked, with
the exception of the swallowtail. We did
not even entertain any hope of catching
one, because they were then thought to be
rare in the Kazan region. The swallowtail
nagged at our hearts like a thorn!

After a while we caught an orange tip,
which, though not very brightly coloured,
is mottled, pretty and very appealing. Its
rounded milk-white wings are covered in
soft down of some particular kind. In the
upper corner of each fore-wing is a single
bright-orange patch, and the underside of
the hind-wings is a greenish dapple. But
the prettiest butterflies are the peacock
and the red admiral. The peacock’s
slightly jagged-edged wings are a bright
reddish-brown with a vivid sapphire
sheen, and on the upper edge of each fore-
wing and hind-wing is a white spot. Of
particular note is the fact that the
underwing is an exact copy of the upper
wing, only a little paler. The Atalanta
butterfly, or red admiral, is even prettier.
It too has jagged-edged wings of glossy
black with splashes of white; running the
length of the fore-wings is a band of
bright crimson and a band of identical
colour, but dotted with black, borders the
hind-wings. It must be admitted that in
our collection, as in Timyansky’s, there
were many butterflies which we could not
positively identify with the aid of
Blumenbach, and for which Professor



THUMBSIHCKOTO OBLIO MHOT'O 0aboueK
0€3BIMEHHBIX, KOTOPBIX HEb3s OBLIO
oTpeAenuTh Mo baymMen0axy u KOTOPBIX
npodeccop Pykc HE yMell Ha3BaTh I0-
PYCCKH.

[...]

Mesxy TeM JeTo BCTYIajo B IpaBa
cBou. [Iponuta Becna. CoJioBeid fomeln cBou
MOCIICHNE TIECHU, J1a U IPYTUE TICBUHE
NITUYKH MIOYTH BCE MEPECTaIH MeTh. ToabKo
BapakxyIlka eIe nepeapasHuBaia u
nepeBupaa rojioca U KpUKA BCIKUX MTHIL, a
Y Ta CKOPO JOJKHA ObLIIa YMOJIKHYTb.

OnHM KaBOPOHKH, BUCS TJe-TO B HeOe,
HEBUIUMBIE IS TJ1a3 YEJIIOBEUECKUX,
pacchIaiy ¢ BBICOTHI CBOM MEJIOAUYECKUE
TPEIH, O’KUBJISISI COHHYIO TUIIMHY 3HOMHHOTO,
MOJTYAJIMBOTO JieTa. Jla, mpoiuia roiocucras
BeCHa, mopa 0e33a00THOTr0 Becenbsl, MECEH,
mo6Bu! [Iponutm «J1eTHHE TOBOPOTHI», TO
€CTh 12 HMIOHS; MOBOPOTHIIO COJHBILIKO HA
3UMY, a JIETO Ha aphbl, KaKk TOBOPUT PYCCKUN
HapOJI; HACTYNHJIA U JJIS ITUIL TIOpa AEJI0Bas,
Mopa HEYCHIMHBIX 3200T, OeCTpecTaHHBIX
OTACeHU, MHCTUHKTHUBHOTO CaM03a0BEHUS,
CaMOII0KEPTBOBAHMS, 10PA POIUTENIBCKON
m00BH. BBIBEUCH IETH y MEBYHUX NTHUYEK,
Ha/100HO UX KOPMHTH, IIOTOM YUHTH JIETAaTh U
€KEMUHYTHO Oepeub OT OMAcHBIX BParos, OT
XMIIHBIX NTUL U 3Bepel. IleceH yxe Her, a
€CTb KPUK; 3TO HE IIECHS, a peub: OTELl U MaTh
OecrpecTaHHO OKJIMKAIOT, 30BYT, MAHAT CBOUX
TJIYTIBIX I€TEHBIIIEH, KOTOPhIE OTBEYAIOT UM
XKaoOHBIM, OZTHOOOPA3HBIM ITMCKOM, pPa3eBas
roJIofHbIe PTHI. Takas nmepemeHa,
COBEPILUBIIAACS B KaKue-HUOY/Ib J1BE HEJIEIH,
B IIPOJIOJDKEHHE KOTOPBIX 51 HE BBIXOMII 32
TOpoJ, CHJILHO MOopa3uiia M Jake orevaania
MEHSI, KOT/Ia sI, BO BTOPOM MTOJIOBUHE HIOHS,
BMECTE C HEpPa3Iy4HbIM MOUM CITy THHKOM
[TaHaeBbIM, paHO YTPOM BOLLIEJ B TCHUCTBIN
Heenosckuii can. — B nipeskHue roast s He
3aMedall TAKOU IIEPEMEHBI.

[...]

Haxkogerr, Bce oK3aMeHBI KOHUMIIUCE.
Hao0Ho ObLI0 €XaTh Ha JIETHIOK BaKaIHIO:
MHe B CuMOupckyto ryoepuauto, B Ctapoe
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Fuchs did not know the Russian name.

[...]

By now, summer had come on in
earnest. Springtime was over. The
nightingale had sung its last song and the
other small songbirds had almost stopped
singing. The bluethroat alone was still
mimicking and playing its variations on
the calls and songs of many other birds,
and soon it too would fall silent.

Only the skylarks, somewhere aloft in the
heavens, invisible to the human eye, went
on pouring down their melodious trills
from on high, enlivening the sleepy
stillness of the sultry, silent summer. Yes,
the springtime of vibrant song, the
carefree season of merry-making, singing
and love was over! The “turn of summer”,
that is 12" June, was past: the sun had
turned “winterwards”, as Russian country
folk say, and ushered in the summer heat.
A busy time set in for the birds too, a time
of ceaseless cares, endless dangers,
instinctive self-denial and self-sacrifice,
and parental love. The songbirds’ eggs
had hatched, and they had to feed their
young, then teach them to fly and be on
guard every moment against dangerous
foes, predatory birds and animals. They
no longer sang, but they called: it was no
longer song, but speech: father and mother
called constantly, summoning their silly
offspring, who replied in piteous
monotonous squeaks, their hungry mouths
agape. This change came about in a matter
of a fortnight, during which time I did not
leave the town, and it struck me forcibly
and even saddened me when in mid-June,
with my inseparable companion Panayev,
I entered Neyelovsky Park early one
morning. In previous years I had not
noticed such a change. [...]

At last all the examinations were
over. It was time to leave for the summer



AKCaKoBO, TJI€ )KMJIO 3TOT I'0J] MO€
ceMeiicTBo, a IlanaeBriM — B TeTromckui
ye3n Kazanckoii ryGepHum, rie xuia ux MaTh
U cecTpsl. B nepsslii pa3

CIIy4HJIOCh, YTO PaZOCTHOE BpeMs MTOE3IKU HA
BaKallMIO B IEPEBHIO, K CEMENUCTBY, ObLIO
CMYLIEHO B IyUIE MOEH ITOCTOPOHHEHN
3a00TOM.

ITo coBery ®Dyxkca, 6a004YEK MBI OCTABIISITU B
TUMHA3U4eCKON OMOIMOTEKE MO HAI30pOM
ee cmoTtpurens. Ho 4ro ke ObLI0 AenaTh ¢
MOMMM I'yceHulaMu u xpuzanuaamu? CeMb
SIIIIUKOB U TPU CTCKJISTHHBIE OAHKH HETb3s
OBLIO BE3TU C COOOI0 B MPOCTOM SIMCKOMA
KHOHTKE; B OJTHU CYTKH YEPBIKOB ObI
3aTpsCIo, a XpU3alU OTOPBAJIO C MECTA U
BOOOIIE BCe OBl paCCTPOUIIOCH, J1a U IPOCTO
HEKyJa ObLIO MOMECTHTH 3TU TPOMO3IKHE
BEIIU; OCTABUTh ke 03 mpru3opa Moe
BOCIIUTATEIHLHOE 3aBE/ICHUE — TaKXKe ObLIO
HEBO3MOXKHO. /]a 1 Ha KOTO e MOT A
nonoxuthesa? B Kazanu ocraBaiics TobKo
MOi#1 Kyuep ¢ somanpio. KTo Mor 3aMeHuTh
MeHs? [Ipu3HArOCh TaKkKe, 4TO Kalb MHE
OBLIIO OTOPBATHCS OT ITOTO MOCTOSTHHOTO
HaOJII0ICHUS, ITOIICUCHHMS, 3a00T U 0KUJAHUM,
KOTOPBIC 5 YK€ MPHUBBIK YCTPEMIISATh HA
KHU3Hb MOHMX TTUTOMIIEB, OECTIPECTAHHO
OKUJIasi HOBBIX MIPEBPAIICHUI U, HAKOHETI,
MOCIIEHETO, MOJIHOTO MPEBPAICHHUS B KaKyIO-
HUOYIb HEM3BECTHYIO MHE UyTHYIO 0a00UKY.
Ho nenatb Ob110 HEYETO, U C 3TOIO MBICTHUIO 5
yKe IPUMHPHUIICS.

[...]

Korna Bce pa3besipl ObuUIM KOHUEHBI,
JepeBEHCKast )KU3Hb C BO3MOKHBIMU 110
TaMOIIHEH MECTHOCTH YOBOJIbCTBUSMH
TOIIUIA TI0 CBOEH OOBIKHOBEHHOM Kosee. UTo u
TOBOPUTH — HE OBUIO HUKAKOTO CPAaBHEHHS
Mmexay Crapsim 1 HoBeim AkcakoBom! Tam
ObuIa peKa, OrPOMHBIN NPy, KylaHbe,
y’KeHbE U camas pa3HooOpa3Has cTpenboa, a
3J1€Ch BOJIBI COBCEM ITOUTH HE ObLIO, AaXKe
BOJY JUTS TUTHsI IPUBO3UIIM 32 JIBE BEPCTHI U3

vacation: I was going to Old Aksakovo, in
the province of Simbirsk, where my
family were staying that year, while the
Panayev brothers were going to Tetyushi
in the province of Kazan, where their
mother and sisters lived. For the first time
the joy of travelling to the country, to my
family, for the holidays was clouded for
me by a nagging worry.

Following the advice of Fuchs, we had
left our butterflies in the library in the care
of the custodian. But what was I to do
with my caterpillars and chrysalids? I
could not take seven cartons and three
glass jars with me in an ordinary covered
wagon; in one day the caterpillars would
have been shaken to death, the chrysalids
torn loose and everything would have
been jumbled up,’ and there was simply
nowhere to put such bulky objects. To
leave everything unsupervised was also
out of the question. And on whom could I
rely? In Kazan there was only my
coachman and his horse. Who could take
my place? I also admit that I was loath to
tear myself away from the ceaseless
observation and expectant care which |
had grown used to lavishing on the life of
my charges, constantly expecting new
transformations, including that final
complete metamorphosis into some
wonderful new butterfly unknown to me.
But there was nothing for it, and I had
already resigned myself to the idea. [...]

When we had finished paying all our
visits, country life resumed its wonted
course, with all the pleasures that the
locality offered. Say what one might,
there was no comparison between Old and
New Aksakovo! In the former there was a
river, a huge pond, bathing, fishing and
the most varied shooting, while the latter
had hardly any water — even drinking
water had to be carried two versts from

5 That was what we thought at the time, but we were mistaken: caterpillars can be safely transported in
grass and leaves, and especially pupae in cotton. (Tak Mbl AyMa/y TOT/ja, HO OIIMOATUCh: YEPBSIKOB B TPaBe
Y JIUCThSIX, U 0COOEHHO XpU3aIUJ, B XJIoYaTOM 6yMare, MOXXHO Be3TU 6e3omnacHo. Author’s note)
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POIIHUKOB; 0XOTa C PYXKbEM, MMpaBja, Oblia
qyJiecHas, HO JIECHAs, ISl MEHSI eIlle He
JOCTyTHAsI, ]a ¥ JIeTaBoi co0aku He ObLIO.

BrnpoueM, orer; BO3uJI MEHsI HECKOJIBKO pa3 Ha
OXOTY 32 BBIBOJKaMHU INIyXHUX TETEPEBOB,
KOTOPBIX TAMOLIHUI OXOTHUK, KPECThSIHUH
Erop ®unaros, ymen HaXOAUTh U MIOJHUMATh
6e3 cobaku; HO BCe 3TO OBLIO B JIECy, U 5 HE
ycreBaJl HOJHATh PYXbsl, KaK BCE TETEPEBATA
pas3eTanuch B pa3Hble CTOPOHBI, & OTELl MOM
u oxoTHUK Erop Beskuii pa3, 01HaKo,
YMYAPSUIACH KaK-TO YOMBATh MO HECKOJIBKY
IITYK; 51 K€ TOJIBKO OJIH pa3 yOUJ IIIyXoro
TETEPEBEHKA, UMEBILIETO TIIYIIOCTh CECTh HA
nepeBo. BanpaimHenos ObU10 BETUKOE
MHO’KECTBO, HO JIJIS1 HUX €I1I€ HE HAaCTyIuIIa
nopa. Bipouewm, Erop npunocuin nHoraa
CTapbIX ¥ MOJIOJBIX BaJIbJLIHENIOB: MOJIOABIX
OH JIOBUJI pyKaMH, C IIOMOILBbIO CBOEH
3BEpOBOM COOAKH, a KaK OH YXUTPSJICS
yOuBaTh CTapbIX — 5 ¥ TEHEephb HE 3HAIO,
IIOTOMY YTO OH B JIET CTPEJIATH HE YMET.
OK0J10 MOXOBBIX 0OJIOT, OKPYKEHHBIX JIECOM,
KHII0O MHOYKECTBO OEKaCOB, CTaphIX
MOJIOZIBIX; HO S pEIIMTEIBHO HE YMET UX
CTpEJIAATH, 1a U OOJOTHBIE Oepera 03ep Mmoj
HOTaMU TaK TPSACIUCH U OIYCKAJIUCH,
«XOJIEHEM XOAMIIN», KAK TOBOPUIH
KPECTBSIHE, UTO 1, 10 HENPUBBIYKE, U XOIUTh
TaM Oosuics. E3xkxanu Mel MHOT A B JIEC, LIETOMH
CeMbeH, 3a Arojamu, 3a TpudamMu, 3a Opexamu;
HO 3TH MOE€3/IKH Maji0 MEHs IPUBJICKAJIH.
Wtak, noHEBOJIE €AMHCTBEHHBIM MOUM
HaclaxJeHreM ObuIo cobupanue 6abouek; Ha
HEro-TO yCTPEMUII 51 BCE CBOE BHUMAHUE U
AesTenbHOCTh. babouek, 1o cyacTuio, B
CrapoM AKcakoBe 0Ka3ajloCh OYEHb MHOTO, U
CaMbIX Pa3HOOOPA3HBIX OPOJ; OCOOCHHO e
ObUT10 MHOTO 6a00uYeK HOYHBIX U CyMEPEUHBIX.
I'ycenun nonaganocs yxe Majo, 1a sl U He
3aHUMAJICSI UMM, IOTOMY YTO BBIBOJUTHCS
OBbUIO UM YK€ HEKOTJa WJIH MO3/IHO: HAaCTymall
aBr'yCT MECHL.

IIpu nepBBIX MOUX IOMCKAX U B CTApOM
IIJIOZOBUTOM Caly, U Ha IOHUKIIEH peUKe
Maline, 1 OKO0JIO MaJICHbKUX POJHUYKOB,
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some springs. The shooting, it is true, was
wonderful, but it was forest shooting —
still beyond my abilities, and we had no
pointers.

However, my father did take me out
hunting several times for broods of
capercaillie, which a local hunter, the
peasant Yegor Filatov, knew how to find
and flush without a dog. But that was in
the forest, and before I could raise my gun
all the capercaillies had scattered in
different directions. My father and Yegor
somehow managed to shoot several each
every time, while I only once succeeded
in killing a small one which was silly
enough to alight on a tree. Woodcock
were very abundant, but the season for
them had not yet opened. Yegor did
sometimes bring in old and young
woodcock: he caught the young birds with
his hands, with the aid of his hunting dog,
but how he managed to kill the adults I do
not know to this day, because he was
unable to shoot them in flight. Round the
peat bogs, surrounded by woodland, lived
many snipe, old and young, but I was
quite incapable of shooting them, and the
marshy fringes of the lakes shook so much
and gave way underfoot that I, being
unused to this, feared walking there; the
ground danced, as the peasants said.
Sometimes we drove as a family into the
forest to pick berries, mushrooms or nuts,
but those excursions held little appeal for
me, so my only pleasure, willy-nilly, was
to collect butterflies. That was the focus
of all my attention and energy.
Fortunately, in Old Aksakovo there were
huge numbers of them, and of the most
varied kinds. Moths and evening species
were particularly abundant. I found few
caterpillars, and did not bother much with
them, because they would have too little
time to hatch, as it was the beginning of
August.

On my first expeditions and in the old
orchard, along the low-flowing River
Maina, and round the small springs which



KOTOpBIE KOe-TJIe MPOCauYNBAIHCH IO CTAPOMY
pYCIly peKH, U Ha MOJITHAX MEXY JeCaMu s
BCTPETHJI HE TOJBKO 0a004eK, BOIUBIIMXCS B
okpecTHOCTAX KazaHu, HO MHOTO TakHX, O
KOTOPBIX 51 HE uMel oHATHs. CyMepedHbIX
6a0ouyeK s KapayJIuil BCeraa B CyMEpKH UIIH
OTBICKHMBAJI B JIECCHOM CyMpake, J1axe CepeIu
THSI, TJI€ OHU, HE YyBCTBYS SIPKOTO
COJIHEYHOT'O CBETAa, MepernapXuBaim ¢ MecTa
Ha MecTo. HouHbIxX ke 6abouek, Kpome
OTBHICKMBAHUS UX JHEM B JIyIJIaxX JACpPEB HIIH B
paciienuHax 3a00poB U CTapbIX CTPOCHU, 5
N00BIBAI HOYBIO, IPUMAHUBAs UX Ha OTOHb. 5
crenan cebe MaJeHbKUN (POHAPH U
MIPUBS3BIBAI €r0 Ha BEPIIUHY CMOPOJAUHHOTO
i 6apOaprCcoOBOTO KyCTa, WIH HA CHHEITb,
WA HEBBICOKYIO 510710Hb. [IpuBieueHHbIe
CBETOM 0a00UKH MPUIIETATIHN U KPYKHUIIUCH
OKOJIO MOero (oHaps, a s, CTOSI HETIOIBUKHO
BO3JIE HETO € TOTOBOM PaMIIETKOH,
MOJIXBATHIBAJ UX Ha JIeTy. B
HETPOJIOJKUTEIILHOM BPEMEHH 1 ToiMan
OKOJIO JIBAJIIIaTH HOBBIX 3K3EMILISIPOB; TPYIHO
OBUIO ONPEAETUTh X HA3BaHUS 110
bnymen6axy, Kak Mbl HU XJIOTIOTAJIH HAJ HUM
BMECTE C CECTPOU.

[...]

Korna Mbl coeTMHIIN HATH YeThIpe
ALIMKA U IPUBEJH UX B HaAJISKAIIUN
MOPSI0K, TO €CTh PACIONIOXKUIN 6abouek 1o
polaM, BEICTaBUIIM HyMEpa, COCTaBUIIH
PETUCTp C Ha3BaHUSMH U ONHUCAHHUSIMHU, TO
MIOUCTHHE Hallle COOpaHHe MOKHO OBLIO
Ha3BaTh MPEBOCXOIHBIM BO MHOTHX
OTHOIICHUSAX, XOTS, KOHEUHO, HE TTOJIHBIM.
Bce crynenTsl coriamanich
0€eCIPEeKOCIIOBHO, U YK€ He ObLII0 HUKaKOTO
CTOpa, Ybe coOpaHue JydIlle, Halle WIn
TuMbsHCKOr0. MOXHO CKa3aTh, YTO MBI C
ITaHaeBBIM TOPIKECTBOBAIIH.

Me:x 1y TeM Ha4aJucCh JIEKLIUH, U 5, YyBCTBYS
ce0s1 HECKOJIBKO OTCTaBIINM, IIOTOMY YTO C
caMOM BECHBI CIUIIKOM MHOTO 3aHUMAaJICA
6a0ouyKaMH, IPUHSIICA C )KapOM JIOTOHATH
Moux toBapuuien. I1anaes Toxe. Uepes
HEZIEII0, OJIHAKO, MBI PELIMJINCH C HUM, 110
CTapOy IPUBBIYKE U HE OCTHIBILIEH €11 OXOTE,
BBIMTH 32 TOPO/JI, YTOOBI TOCMOTPETH, HE
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here and there broke through the old river
bed, and in the woodland glades I found
not only the butterflies I knew from
Kazan, but many others of which I knew
nothing. I always sought crepuscular
moths at twilight, or in the gloom of the
forest, where there was no bright sunlight
and they fluttered from place to place
even in daytime. As for night-flying
moths, | hunted for them at night by luring
them to a flame, besides seeking them
during the day in tree hollows or chinks in
fences and old buildings. I fashioned a
little lamp and tied it to the top of a
blackcurrant or barberry bush, or a lilac,
or a small apple tree. Attracted by the
light, the moths would fly in and circle
round my lamp, while I stood motionless
nearby, with my net at the ready, and
caught them in flight. I soon had some
twenty new specimens. It was difficult to
identify them by name from
Blumenbach’s guide, however hard my
sister and I tried. [...]

When Panayev and I combined our
four cases and put everything into proper
order, that is, arranged the butterflies in
families, numbered them and compiled a
register with names and descriptions, our
collection could in many respects be truly
considered splendid, although of course
less than complete. All the students were
in full agreement: there was no argument
as to whose collection was the better, ours
or Timyansky’s. For Panayev and me, that
could be called a moment of triumph.

In the meantime, lectures had
recommenced, and I, feeling that I had
fallen somewhat behind because since
early spring I had spent too much time on
my butterflies, set determinedly about
catching up with my classmates. So did
Panayev. A week later, however, he and |
decided, following our old habit and not



MIOTIa/IETCS JIM HAaM KakKas-HUOYIb HOBasl,
Heu3BecTHas mopoja 6abodek. Ho He TONBKO
HE TIOTAajI0Ch HaM HOBOMH, JTa)Ke U3BECTHBIX
6a00YeK BCTPETUIIOCH MaJlo, TOTOMY YTO
HACTYTIMJ YK€ KOHEIl aBr'yCTa U IMOrojia O4eHb
noxosozaena. C 3Toro AHS MPEKPATUIUCH
HAIIIMA ITOXObI 32 0a00UKaMH, U
npekpatuiauch HaBceraa! [pumnia cypoBas
OCEHb, ¥ BCE CBOOOTHOE BpeMs OT YIEOHBIX
3aHATUN MBI IOCBSTUIIH JTUTEPATYPE, C
BEJTMKUM KapOM H3/1aBasi MUCbMEHHBIH
KypHaJI, IoJl Ha3BaHueM: «OKypHan Hammx
3aHATUIY. Sl Ke, CBEpX TOro, CUIIbHO YBIIEKCS
TeaTpoM. Y Hac B YHHUBEPCUTETE COCTABUINCH
CHEKTaKJIH, KOTOPbIE YIPOYHIN MO0
aKTepcKyro cinaBy. babouku oTonuy cHavyaa
Ha BTOPOU IlIaH, HO MbI ¢ I1aHaeBbIM emie
KKIBIHA JCHh CMOTPEJH HX, TI000BAIINCH
WUMU, BCTIOMUHAJIH C yIOBOJILCTBUEM, KaK
J0CTaBaJINCh HAM JIYUIIHE U3 HUX U KaK MBI
ObUTH TOTJa cuacTIUBEL. [loToM 3T
BOCIIOMHUHAHUS JI€Hb OTO JTHS CTAHOBUJIKCH
pexe u 6ennee. babouku 3a0bIBaTUCH
MMOHEMHOTY, ¥ CTPAacTh JIOBUTh U COOUPATH UX
Havala Ka3aTbCs HaM CIIMIITKOM MOJIOBIM WU
JETCKUM yBIieueHHeM. Tak Kazanoch
0COOCHHO MHE, KOTOPBIH OBLIT MPUBSI3aH K
3TOW 0XOTE HECPABHEHHO TOopsiuee U
crpactHee [lanaeBa.

B HempoaomKuTeTbHOM BpEMEHU
cynp0a Mosi ObLIa pelIeHa MOMM OTIIOM U
MaTephIO: Yepe3 HECKOIBLKO MECSIIEB, B
Hauaie 1807 rona, s 1OIKeH ObLT BBIMTH U3
YHHUBEPCUTETA JIJISl TIOCTYTUICHUS B CTATCKYIO
ciyx0y B I[lerepOypre.

B yHuBepcurere B 310 Bpems
LIapCTBOBAJl BOMHCTBEHHBIN NyX. bosbmas
4aCTh Ka3€HHBIX CTYACHTOB JKeJlala, XOTs
0€3Ha/Ie’KHO, BCTYIHUTh B BOCHHYIO CITYkKOY,
9YTO0 MPUHATH TUYHOE U ICATEIIBHOE yUacTHe
B BoitHe ¢ HanoseonoMm. [Ipyr moi
Anexcanap [Tanae ¢ 6parom ceoum MBanowm,
HaIllUM YHUBEPCUTETCKUM JINPUKOM, TAK¥KE
BOCIIJIAMEHWIMCH OpaHHBIM KapoM U
pPELIINCH BBINTH HEMEIJICHHO U3
YHUBEPCUTETA U ONPEICIIUTHCS B KABAJIEPUIO.

[...]
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having cooled to the chase, to go into the
country again to see if we could catch
some new and unknown species. But not
only could we find no new ones, even the
familiar ones were scarce, because it was
already late August and the weather had
turned much colder. From that day forth,
our expeditions ceased, and ceased
forever! A harsh autumn drew on, and all
our spare time was given over to
literature, as we eagerly produced a
magazine called Our Journal of Studies.
In addition, I had become deeply involved
in theatricals: at the university we
produced plays, which bolstered my
reputation as an actor. Our butterflies
retreated into the background at first,
though Panayev and I still looked at them
every day, admiring them and recalling
with pleasure how we had captured the
best of them and how happy we had been.
Later, day by day, those memories
became less frequent and less vivid. We
slowly forgot about butterflies, and our
passion for catching and collecting them
began to seem too juvenile or childish a
pastime. That was how I felt, especially,
and I was incomparably more ardent and
keen in the pursuit of it than Panayev.

Soon my fate was sealed by my
father and mother: in a few months, at the
beginning of 1807, I was to leave the
university and enter the civil service in St
Petersburg.

At that time, a warlike spirit
reigned in the university. The majority of
the state-scholarship students cherished a
hopeless longing for an army career, in
order to take a personal active part in the
war against Napoleon. My friend
Alexander Panayev and his brother Ivan,
our university poet, were also fired by the
martial flame and resolved to leave the
university as soon as possible and join the
cavalry. [...]



[Tpexne nocTyrieHus Ha ¢y x0y B
[TeTepOypre MHE IPEACTOSIIO €I1Ie
BCTPETUTH BECHY B JIEPEBHE, B MOEM
mobuMoM Akcakose. [IpuneT nTuibt
MIPUBOINI MEHS B BOCTOPT IPU OJTHOM
BOCIIOMHHAHUH O TOH BECHE, KOTOPYIO 5
MIPOBEJI TaM, OyAy4H elle BOCbMUJIETHUM
MaJIBYMKOM; HO TeTephb, KOTraa s MOT
BCTPETUTH BECHY C PYKbEM B pyKax, IPHIIET
NTHIIBI Ka3aJICS MHE TaKUM KEJIaHHBIM U
Ona’keHHBIM BpEMEHEM, 4TO J1ail TOJIbKO Oor
TEPIIEHBS TOKUTH JI0 HETO U CHJI — IEPEKUTh
ero. [Ipu TakoM HacTpoeHUH HE OBLIO yKe
MecTa 0aboYKkaM B MeUTaX M JKEJIAHUSIX,
KUIIEBIIMX B TO BPEMsI B MOECH TOJIOBE U JyIIIE.
CHauana s moJjapuI1 CBOIO MOJIOBHHY 0ab0ouex
ITanaeBy. IlaHaeB xxe nogapuil MHe
MPEeKpacHbIC PUCYHKH JIyUIIUX U3 HUX,
CHSTBIE UM C HATYpPBI C OOJIBIIUM HCKYCCTBOM
¥ TOYHOCTBIO; a Kak notoM I[lanaes 3agyman B
BOCHHYIO CITY>KO0Y, TO MBI OT/1aiu 6a0ouek B
BEYHOE U TOTOMCTBEHHOE BJIaJICHUE
TumbsackoMy. OcTanuck JIn OHU €T0
COOCTBEHHOCTBIO, MJTH OH MOKEPTBOBA UX B
YHHUBEPCUTETCKUI KaOMHET HaTypajIbHOM
UCTOPUU — HUYETO HE 3HAIO.

BricTpo, HO ropsiY0 MpoiuIa Mo AyIe
MOEH CTpacTb — HHAUe 51 He MOT'Y Ha3BaTh €e —
JIOBUTH U coOuparh 6abodek. OHa moxoauia
J10 U3JIAILIECTB, 10 KPAHOCTEH, 10
CMEIITHOTO; MOXET OBITh, HA HECKOJIBKO
MECSIIEB OHA MTOMeEIajla MHE BHUMATEIBHO
CIIyIIaTh JEKIHH. .. HO HYXbl HeT! S He
Kanero 00 3ToM. Besikoe 6eckopbICTHOE
CTpeMIICHHE, HANPSHKEHUE CHUJT TyIIEBHBIX
HpPaBCTBEHHO MOJIE3HO ueaoBeKy. Ha Bcio
KHM3Hb OCTAJIOCh Y MEHS OTPaHOE
BOCIIOMHHAHHUE 3TOTO BPEMEHHU, MHOTUX
CUACTJIUBBIX, OJIaXKEHHBIX 4acoB. JIoBA
6a004eK MPOUCXOAMIIA MTO/T OTKPHITHIM HEOOM,
oHa Obl1a 00CTaHOBIIEHA Pa3HOOOPA3HBIMU
SBJICHUSMH, KPAaCOTaMH, YyJI€CaMU TPUPO/IbI.
I"opel, 1eca u ayra, o KOTOPBIM OpOAMII 5 €
paMIIeTKOI0, Beuepa, KOr/a s MoAKapayinBail
CyMepeydHbIX 0abovek, U HOUH, KOTJa Ha
OTOHb MMPUMAHUBAI 1 0a00UEK HOYHBIX, KaK
OyATO HE 3aMeYaINCh MHOIO: BCE BHUMaHHE,
Ka3aJI0Ch, OBIJIO yCTPEMJICHO Ha JParoleHHYI0

163

Before entering government service in St
Petersburg, I would spend one more
spring in the country, in my beloved
Aksakovo. The arrival of the birds
delighted me at the mere memory of that
spring I had spent there as a boy of eight;
but now that I could greet the spring with
shotgun in hand, it seemed to me such a
blessed time that I wished only for the
patience, with God’s will, to see it come
on, and the strength to last the season. In
that mood, there was no longer room for
butterflies in the dreams and desires that
seethed in my mind and heart. First I gave
my half of the butterflies to Panayev. He
gave me his wonderful sketches of the
best of them, made from life with great
precision and art. When Panayev later
decided to join the army, we gave our
butterflies to Timyansky to keep
permanently. Whether they remained his
property, or whether he donated them to
the university’s natural history collection I
do not know.

My passion — I have no other word
for it — for catching and collecting
butterflies was brief but feverish. It ran to
excess, to comical extremes. It may have
prevented me from paying proper
attention to my lectures for some months.
It matters not! I do not regret it. Any
selfless concentration of one’s spiritual
energies is morally beneficial. The joyful
memory of that time, of so many
blissfully happy hours, has remained with
me all my life. The netting of butterflies
took place under the open sky, and was
accompanied by a variety of wonders and
beauties of nature. The hills, forests and
meadows I roamed with my net, the
evenings when I stalked the crepuscular
moths, and the nights when I lured night-
flying moths to a flame seemed to pass
unnoticed: all my attention was focussed
on my precious prey. But, although I
failed to notice it, nature imprinted itself



N00BIYY; HO TIPUPOJIA, HE3AMETHO JIJISl MEHSI upon me with its eternal beauty, and such
caMoro, oTpakajach Ha JyIlle MOe BEYHBIMH  impressions, returning subsequently in

KpacoTaMy CBOMMH, a TAKUE BIEYATIICHUS, luminous and harmonious form, are

SPKO ¥ CTPOMHO BO3HUKAIOIIUE bountiful, and the memory of them calls
BIIOCJICJICTBUH, — OJIarOAaTHEI, U forth a feeling of joy from the very depths
BOCIIOMHHAHHUE O HUX BBI3BIBAET OTPATHOE of one’s being.

YyBCTBO U3 TTTyOUHBI YN YEIOBEUYECKOI.
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