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DBoscgn:
o
geauyue nPeogoaeHHou

Ocennvro 1913 200a ¢ Mockee noxonuunia
¢ co60t Havunaowas noamecca Hadexcoa
Jveosa. Ona évicmpenuna 8 cepoue us pe-

80AB6EPA, KOMOPBILL NOAYUUAG OM A10008HU-

xa — noama Banepus bprocosa. «[Ipuwau
MHeE 60U Pesoveep, — HanUCala ona emy
ne3a00n20 0o amozo. — Bce me "eo3moocrio-
cmu” yimu, Komopoie y MeHs ecmv, 0uens

mywumensrot. A e xouy, wmobvt y mens Ovl-

A0 UcKasicenmoe, curee auyo. Ilycmo ono
OCMAHEMCS, CROKOUNBIM U KPACUBHIM. .. »
«Mme cnuwrom mpyoro 6vuio omxasams
el 6 ee HacmouuUusol npocvbe», — Max 6no-
CAeOCMBUU 0OBACHUM NOIM CBOU NOCIMY-
nox. Beuepom Jlveosa noseonuna bprocosy:
«Ecnu 6w cetiuac we npuedeme, s 3acmpe-
A10Ch... » TToam omeemun, wmo emy nexo-
eoa, — oM 3amam cpounoli pabomou. Yepes
HeCKOAKO MUHYM pasdancs evicmpen...

CanoH ee cBeTnocTU PyccKon nutepaTypsl.
Pemu (Hukonan Pemnzos). 1914 roa.

The Salon of Her Highness Russian Literature.
Remi (Nikolai Remizov). 1914.

In the autumn of 1913 the novice poet
Nadezhda Lvova took her own life in
Moscow. She shot herself through the heart
with a revolver that she obtained from her
lover — the poet Valery Briusov. “Send me
your revolver,” she had written not long
before. “All the ‘possibilities’ that I have for
departing this world are extremely painful.
I don’t want to have a distorted blue face.
Let it remain calm and beautiful...”

“It was too hard for me to refuse her insis-
tent request,” the poet stated, explaining his
acquiescence later. In the evening Lvova
telephoned Briusov, saying , “If you don’t
come right now, I'll shoot myself...” The
poet replied that he didn’t have the time,
that he was busy with urgent work. A few
manutes later a shot rang out...
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Becuoit 1893 roja neBsTHAAIATIIE THII
TMMHA3UCT 3an1cajl B CBOEM JHEBHUKe: «Ta-
JIAHT, JKe TeHHH, JAAYT TOJBKO MEJJICH-
HBII ycnex... 1o Maao! Mue mano. Hajo
HANTHU IIyTEeBOJHYIO 3Be3/y B TymMaHe. M s Bu-
Ky €e: 3TO JEKaJEHTCTBO... Oyayuiee OyneT
MPUHAAIEKATh €My, OCOOEHHO KOTJa OHO
HaleT JOCTOMHOIO BOXKAA. A 3TUM BOXKIEM
6yny A! Jla, A!>»

W nmpopouecTBo €ro COBLIOCE...

Y Hero 6bUIM BCE KAUeCTBa, HY)KHBIC IS
TOTO, 4TOOBI CTATb BOXKJIEM: OCIICHOE Ye-
cToo0ne, BCEMOVIONAIONAs KaK/a BJIa-
CTH, a ITABHOE — YTO PEJKOCTb Ha Pycm —
CBEPXbECTECTBEHHASI, OCTEPBEHENAs CHJIA
Bosu. C MaHMAaKaTbHBIM YIOPCTBOM OH
crpeMmiics cjeaatbest moatoMm. ITouemy
UMEHHO 03ToM? Bo3MmoxxHO, moromy, 4TO
ero jaeJ MHWI ce0s1 6ACHOIMCIEM U JIIOOWI
PAacCKa3bIBATh BHYKY, KaK OJHAXK/BI €My JO-
Besoch yBueTh Ilymknna. bor BecTh, Kak
CJIOKMIach ObI cyAbOa Bamepus, ecin 651 y
HEro OBLT He Jie]; GACHOMNCIIEM, a CTAPIINIA
6paT — TEPPOPUCTOM...

IlepBblii mar Ha IMyTH K IETA ObUI PACCUH-
TaH C MAaTEMaTHYECKOH TOYHOCTBIO. JoBOPS
COBPEMEHHBIM sI3bIKOM, BpIocoB mposiBrI ce-
6s1 ymesbIM nuap-crpareroM. B cepexune
1890-X ro10B B MOCKOBCKHUX KHIKHBIX JIABKAX
OJHUH 32 APYIUM MOSIBIINCH TPH MOITHYE-
CKUX COOpPHHUKA IIOJ TPOMKUM Ha3BaHUEM —
«Pycckme cumBomcThI». CTHUXU OBLIH TOIIH-
CaHbI Pa3HBIMU IMEHAMU, HO ABTOPOM IIOYTH

KTto 6bl MO noagymaTtb, 4TO
13 TaKoro Munoro pe6ex-
Ka BblpacTeT YENoBeK,

He TONIbKO YOeXAEHHbIN B
CBOEM JE€MOHUYECKOM /K-
[1epcTBe, HO U CyMEBLIWM
BHYLUWUTb 3TO NOYTU BCEM.

Who could have imagined
that this sweet child would
grow up into a man not
only convinced of his own
daemonic leadership,

but also able to convince
almost everyone else of it.

Bcex 6bu1 Basepuii bprocos. Ynrarenxam stu
CTUX!U HOKAa3aIMCh BEPXOM OECCMBICJIHILI, a
VX aBTOPBI — CyMaCIIE/IIIIMU, CTPaJaloIIMI
Manueil Besmund. Iloceimanucs gecarku pe-
neHsuii, napoauit. Mima «Banepuit bpiocos»
C/IeTANIOCh YyTh JIM HEe HapuIiaTeabHbIM. Korma
K€ OH OIYOGJIMKOBAJI KHUTY C BbI3BIBAIOIIIM
HazBaaneM «Chefs d'oeuvre» («lllexeBps»),
HIyM B II€4aTu «yueTsepuics». Ero «cruxo-
TBOPEHHE», COCTOSIIEE U3 OTHOM CTpoKu: «O,
3aKpOW CBOM GJIe/THBIC HOTH» — BBI3BIBAJIO HE-
JOyMEHIE WM U3/IeBATENbCKIE CMEX, HO 3aTO
3aIIOMUHAJIOCh MTHOBEHHO.

W TyT caydnnach camast KpynHas yjada B
xu3Hu bprocopa: cyapba cTONKHYIA €ro c
Cepreem AsekcanzpposudeM IlorsaxoBpim.
ITO UM MAJO KOMy U3BECTHO, a MEXK/Y TEM
OH ObUI CAaMbIM IPOCBENICHHBIM U3 MOCKOB-
CKUX MeTieHaToB. PoBecHnk bprocosa u To-
e ChbIH Kymiia, I1ogsgkoB 66U TOJUIIOTOM,
MHOTO TIEPEBOANII (3TO OH OTKPBUI JUISI PyC-
ckoro ynTarenas Kayra lamcyna), yBiaekancs
«HOBBIM UCKYCCTBOM». OCHOBAB MOJIEPHUCT-
cKxoe u31aTeNbCTBO «CKOPIHOH», 2 IOTOM U
xKypHan «Becpl», Ilorakos mopydmn Bosria-
BUTHb ux Basepuio bprocosy. ToT cpasy B3siin
BCE JIeJIO B CBOM PyKu. PoOkue npurasaHus
BJIAJIC/IbIIA HA COPEJAKTOPCTBO OH PEIIH-
TenpHO npecek. Cepreit Aexcanaposuy, oT-
JIMYABIINICA «JIE€JUKATHOM HEXHOCTBIO»
(«HE>)XHBIM, KaK MHMO3a», TOBOPWI O HEM
banbmonT), crymesancs. bprocos crar mpa-
BUTD €IUHOINYIHO.

OT ero paccyxaeHui Besi-
110 CTPEMSIEHUEM CTEPETH
rpaHb Mexay A06poMm U
3/10M, NPOBO3rNacuTb
cBoe «$I» B LieHTpe Bce-
neHHon. MaHepa bptocoBa
epxaTtb cebs B no3e npo-
puLaTens Ha MHOrMx Npo-
M3BOAMNA HENPUSATHOE
BrnevyaTieHue.

Kapukatypa Ceprest
fopogeukoro. 1908 roga.

His arguments suggested
an effort to erase the
boundary between good
and evil, to place his own
ego at the centre of the
universe. Briusov’s man-
ner of adopting the pose
of a prophet made an
unpleasant impression on
many.

Caricature by Sergei
Gorodetsky. 1908.

Xapaxmep u scusnennas
ueneycmpemMaeHHocmy
Bprocosa, ouesudno, ume-

BptocoB HeCOMHEHHO o6nagan
OrpoOMHOM apyauumen. Ero nek-
LiMM MO UCTOPUMU U TEOPUU NTUTE-
paTypHOro TBOpYecTBa Bbl3blBa-

In the spring of 1893 a nineteen-year-old
schoolboy wrote in his diary: “Talent, even
genius, bring only slow success... That’s not
enough! Not enough for me. One has to
find a lodestar in the fog. And I can see it:
Decadence... the future will belong to it, es-
pecially when it finds a worthy leader. And I
shall be that leader! Yes, I shall!”

And his prediction came true...

He had all the qualities necessary to
become a leader: raging ambition, an all-
consuming thirst for power, and most

AU 21y00KUe CeMETNBLe
Kopru. E2o0 0ed no omyy

002a0aN HEMAABIMU

CNOCOOHOCMAMU U 80AEN,

€CAU CYMEN U3 CEMBU

KPenocmmuuix Kpecmusan
ELIUMU 8 MOP2060E COCNO-
sUe U CMamv Kynyom

240 aunvouu.

anthologies of poetry appeared one after
another in the bookshops of Moscow with
the high-sounding title Russian Symbolists.
The verses were signed with a number of dif-
ferent names, but nearly all had been written
by Valery Briusov. To the readers these verses
seemed the height of nonsense and their
authors madmen suffering from delusions
of grandeur. Dozens of reviews and parodies
appeared. The name “Valery Briusov” almost
became a generic term. And when he pub-
lished a book with the provocative title Chefs-

v 60NbLIOV MHTEPEC.

Briusov’s character and
firmness of purpose evi-
dently had deep genetic
roots. His father’s father
must have had consider-
able talent and willpower

importantly — a rarity for Russia — supernat-
ural, frenetic willpower. With maniacal stub-
bornness he set about making a poet of him-
self. But why a poet and not something else?
Perhaps because his grandfather reckoned
himself a fable-writer and was fond of telling

d’oeuvre, the clamour in the press quad-
rupled. His “poem” consisting of the single
line “Oh, cover up your pale legs” evoked
bewilderment or mocking laughter, yet it
immediately stuck in the mind.

It was at this point that the greatest piece

his grandson how he had once seen
Pushkin. God knows what would have
become of Valery if he had had not a fable-
writing grandfather, but a terrorist for an
older brother (like Lenin).

His first step towards his goal was calculat-
ed with mathematical precision. To use our
modern jargon Briusov showed himself to be
askilled PR strategist. In the mid-1890s three

OH Hayan yuTaTb TPEXNETHUM, ¢ 11 neT
YYMNCA B YACTHbIX TMMHa3UsX, Nopakas To-
BapULLEN M yiUTENEN CBOEN HAYUTAHHOCTBIO
1 UHTEPECOM He TOSIbKO K XYAOXECTBEHHOW
nutepaTtype, HO U K GUNOCOPCKUM Tpyaam
KaHTa, Jlannaca, JapBuHa.

He began reading at three. From eleven he
studied at private schools, amazing fellow
pupils and teachers with his erudition and
his interest not only in fiction, but also in the
works of Kant, Laplace and Darwin.

to rise out of peasant serf
Jamily into the trading
class and become a mer-
chant of the second guild.

of good fortune in Briusov’s life occurred:
fate brought him together with Sergei
Alexandrovich Poliakov. His name is little
known, but he was one of the most enlight-
ened art-patrons in Moscow. The same age as
Briusov, and also the son of a merchant, Poli-
akov was a polyglot, who translated a great
deal (he introduced Russian readers to Knut
Hamsun) and was mad about “modern art.”

Briusov was undoubtedly
tremendously erudite. His lec-
tures on the history and theory
of literary creation evoked great
interest.
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Bckope ero yxe ctanm Ha3bIBaTh BOKIEM
PYCCKOro CUMBOIM3MA. JTOT IOYETHBIN TH-
TYJI, C KOTOPBIM OH BOIIEJ B UCTOPUIO JIUTE-
PAaTypBI, Tak MPOYHO IPUPOC K €r0 UMEHH,
YTO YAUBJIEHUS HE BBI3BIBAET. A MEKIY TEM
3TO CIy4yall yHUKaJIbHBIA. PasBe koro-uuoyanb
HA3bIBAIN, K IPUMEPY, BOXKAEM POMAHTU3-
ma? Mnu dyrypusma? Jlaxe «GypesecTHHKA
pesomonun» Makcuma Iopbkoro HukTO He
BEJITYAJT BOKJIEM COI[pEATN3MA.

Ha py6eske BeKoB, KOT/Ia PyCCKHE COIHaI-
JIeMOKpAThl CHavYajla OOBEAWHSIINCD, A IIO-
TOM JIEJININCh Ha OOJIBIIEBUKOB U MEHbIIIE-
BUKOB, «XOJM1 1o MOCKBe ¢ 3aIlMCHOI CBO-
el KHIKEeUKON M ¢ KapaHJAIUKOM» CKyJIac-
TBII U IyCTOGOPOJBIN GPIOHET, HA BUJ| — HE
TO II€YEHET, HE TO TaTapUH, «OPraHU3ys MO-
JIOABIX IIO3TOB B JIMTEPATYPHYIO IAPTUIO».
JTa KapTHHKa, 3apucoBaHHas AHapeem be-
JIBIM, HECKOJILKO YTPUPOBaHa, HO CyTh CXBa-
YyeHa TOYHO.

IIlTa6 O6proCOBIEB PACIOJOXKMICI Ha
BEPXHEM 3TaXe TOCTUHHIIBI «MeTpOomoab».
Kpyr 6mmxaiimux copaTHHUKOB Barepus
AxosneBuya 6bu1 y30k: Koncrantun bas-
MoHT, IOpruc barxrpymaiituc, nosxe — An-
apeit bensrit. Kpyr mpoTUBHUKOB — HEOObsI-
teH. Oxnaxo bpiocos 6bLT MacTep MO YACTH
BepOOBKU CTOPOHHMKOB. Jlaske HEIIyIbli
4eJI0BEK BBIHOCHII U3 OOIEHHS C HUM YOeK-
JIeHHEe, 9YTO M3TP BCEX Ipe3upaeT (M moje-
aoM!). Bcex — kpome TOro, ¢ KeM pasrosa-
puBaer.

Poliakov founded the modernist publishing
house Skorpion and then the periodical Vesy
and put Valery Briusov in charge of them.

Soon he was already being called the
leader of Russian Symbolism. This hon-
orary title, with which he has gone down in
literary history, has become so firmly
attached to his name that it does not evoke
astonishment. Yet his case is unique. Was
anybody known, for example, as the “leader
of Romanticism”? Or Futurism? Even
Maxim Gorky — the “stormy petrel of the
revolution” — was never hailed as “the
leader of Socialist Realism.”

At the turn of the century, when Russian
Social Democrats first united and then
divided into Bolsheviks and Mensheviks, a
dark-haired man with high cheek-bones
and a thick beard, looking like a Pecheneg
nomad or perhaps a Tatar, “went about
Moscow with his little notebook and tiny
pencil... organizing young poets into a lit-
erary party.” This word picture drawn by
Andrei Bely is somewhat exaggerated, yet it
captures the essence of the matter.

The headquarters of Briusov’s party was
on the top floor of the Hotel Metropole.

3uHaunga mnnuyc B 1918 rofy 3anucana B CBOEM AHEBHM-
Ke: «He comHeBalocb, 4YTO, NPocuan 6onbleBuKu rog (?!),
NoYTH BCS Halla XJIMMKas, 0COGEHHO NUTepaTypHas, UHTeN-
NIUFeHLMS TaK AU MHaYe Nonon3eT K HUM». BpilocoB cTo-
NPOLEHTHO OnpaBAas ee NPopoYeCTBO.

In 1918 Zinaida Gippius wrote in her diary: “| don’t doubt
that if the Bolsheviks last a year (?!), almost all our weak
intelligentsia, especially the literary intelligentsia, will one
way or another go crawling over to them.” Briusov entirely
justified her expectations.

“Briusov is a man

of absolute, completely
rabid ambition. I say
‘ambition’ only because
there is no other,

Stronger word to express ...
that intense thirst for
8vUpaxNcenus... mo supremacy and omnipo-
Hanpﬂyfceunoﬁ ACancovL tence that possesses
scesenuMuUs U ecesaacmus,  Briusou”

KOMopoti 00epacum
bprocos».

«bprocos — uenosex
abcontommoeo, cosepuien-
O beULEN020, UECONI0-
ous. A zosopro "wecmonio-
ous" suws nomomy,

wmo nem opyeoeo, bonee
CUABIHO020 CA08A 0N

Zinaida Gippius. Possessed.
On Briusov. 1922

Bunauda Tunnuyc. «Odepacumvli.
O bprocose». 1922

Muorue ynpekanu bpiocosa B «iuxra-
TopcTBE». EMy 3TO 10JI’KHO GBUIO JIBCTUTD —
BeJlb ellle B IOHOCTU OH CPaBHUBAI cebs C
puMcknM gukratopom Cysuloi, 4esoBeKoM
6e3 Bepbl M 3aKoHA. Boxab cHMBOIM3MA
VIUBAICS BJIACTBIO — B €T0 PyKax (pakTHye-
CKH OKa3aJIOCh MOHOIIOJIBHOE IIPaBO pe-
MaTh, KOMy OTKPBITH JOPOTY B INTEPATYPY, &
KOMY U1 TIepeKpBITh. bpiocos ropaumics cBo-
eif pospio MepBOOTKpEIBaTeNsd: «CKOIBKO
HMCTUHHBIX TTIO3TOB f MEPBBIA "mpeacTaBmr”
yprareaam!.. f ¢ "ancreiv cepanem” He nom-
HIO HHU OJHOI KPYIHOH cBoeil omu6ku...
HE IIOMHIO, YTOOBbI 51 PE3KO OTPHUIATETHHO
BBICKA3QJICS O TI03TE, KOTOPBIN I103/[HEE BbI-
Ka3aJl HOJUIMHHOE JJapOBaHUE>.

ITamsats nojsena Banepusa fAxosinesnya.
Ero nepsbiii oT3bI1B 06 Anekcanzape bioke
6b11 KaTeropudeH: «OH He 1mo3T». IIpoun-
taB ctuxy Ocuna ManjenrbmraMa, KOTOpbIe
nepecaana emy n3 Iletepbypra 3uHamma
linmuyc, on oTBeTHI €if HeOpeKHO U He3a-
MEJUIAIMOHHO: YTO JO Ballero IOHIA «CO
CIIOCOOGHOCTSIMH», TO TAaKUX IOHIIOB Y MEHS
CJINIIKOM JIOCTATOYHO B MOCKBE, COBETYIO
5TOMY He IeJaTaThCs.

Bosxap 6bu1 3imomamsten. B 1913 roxy
1oHass Mapuna IlBeracBa Ha KpUTHYECKUN
0T3bIB bplocoBa 0 ee KHHUTe IEP3KO OTBETH-
Ja: «...1mo33us Bama — u3 xaur / 1 u3s 3aBu-
CTU — KPUTHKA». ITOrO OH €H He MPOCTUIL.
Korma mactynmun gepnbrii 1919 roa, xro-to
Hajzoymms lIBeTaeBy OTHeCTH PYKONUCH B

The inner circle of his adherents was a small
one: Konstantin Balmont and Jurgis Bal-
trushaitis, later joined by Andrei Bely. The
circle of his opponents immense. But
Briusov was a past-master at drumming up
support. Even people with intelligence
came away from a conversation with him
convinced that the maestro scorned every-
one (and rightly so) — everyone, that is,
except the person he was talking to.

Many accused Briusov of behaving like a
dictator. That must have flattered him — after
all, in his youth he had compared himself to
the Roman dictator Sulla, a man without
faith or law. The Leader of Symbolism
became drunk with power — he held an effec-
tive monopoly, allowing him to decide for
whom the road into literature would be
opened and for whom closed. Briusov took a
pride in his role as discoverer: “How many
genuine poets have I first ‘introduced’ to the
readers! ... ‘In all sincerity’ I cannot recall a
single major mistake... I do not remember
expressing a strongly negative opinion of a
poet who went on to display real talent.”

Valery Yakovlevich’s memory betrayed
him. His first comment on Alexander Blok

He TepneBwmnin conepHu-
yectBa bptocoB npusHa-
Ban banbmoHTa noytn
paBHOBENNKUM cebe,

0 YeM CBUAETENbCTBYET
[apcTBEHHas HaANWCb
Ha doTorpadumn.

Briusov, who abhorred
rivals, acknowledged Bal-
mont as his near-equal as
is shown by the dedication
on this photograph.

[Nna pyCCKUX CUMBOUCTOB BblNn Xapak-
TEPHbI OTHOLIEHUS APYKObI-BpaXabl. He
M36ernu aToro v 6nKanwme copaTHUKK
no TBOpYeCKOMY Liexy Banepuit BptocoB u

AHpapen Benbin.
LWap» B. Kappwvka. 1910-e roabl.

| Jumepamypruie xpumuxu
0JICECMOUENHO CROPUAU O
NOIMUMECKOU GAUMUNE
Konemarnmuna barsmonma
u Banepus bprocosa. Odno
beccnopmo — npascmeenno
bansmonm oxasancs evlue:
6 1920 200y on amuzpupo-
éan u3 Poccuu.

Literary critics argued bitterly
over the poetic magnitude of
Konstantin Balmont and
Valery Briusov. One thing is
unarguable — morally Bal-
mont proved the better man:
in 1920 he emigrated from

Russia.

Relations of friendly hostility were charac-
teristic of the Russian Symbolists. They
affected even the closest of creative
comrades Valery Briusov and Andrei Bely.
Caricature by V. Karrick. 1910s.
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Jlureparypusiii otaen Hapkommnpoca, xoro-
pbIM 3aBesoBan bpiocos: «Jluto HuYero He
IleyaTaeT, HO BCE€ IIOKymIaeT.. Bce-taku —
AT JHEH x1e6a». [oa npoures B MOT4aHHH,
HAKOHeEI, PyKomHchb BepHy;H. Ilpurosop
bpiocosa 6p11 cypos: «Ctuxm M. Ilperta-
€BOH, KaK He HalledYaTaHHbIE CBOEBPEMEHHO
U He OTPa’kaIolIrie COOTBETCTBEHHOH COBpe-
MEHHOCTH, 0E€CIOJIE3HbI».

Biragucnas Xomacesuu BcmomuHan: «B
mapre 1920 roga <...> g4 HNPUHAICH XJIOHO-
TaTh O IEPEBOJIE MOETO MOCKOBCKOTO ITHCA-
Teabckoro maiika B Ilerep6ypr. Jinst atoro
MHE IPUIUIOCh HOTPATUTL MECSALA TPU He-
BEPOATHBIX YCUJIMN, IPUYEM $I BCE BpEMs
HATBIKAJICS HAa KaKoe-TO HEeBUANMOE, HO
SIBCTBEHHO OLIyTUMOe€ IpensaTcTaue. Toabko
CIycTs JBa roja f y3Haa oT lopbpkoro, 4ro
IPENATCTBUEM ObLIa HeKas Oymara. B aToit
6ymare bpiocoB KOH(PHUIEHIHATHHO CO-
o0, 4TO g — 4YeJOBEK HeOJIaroHalexk-
upiit. [IpumevarenbHo, 4To jgaxe "mo jpoiry
CIIYKOBI" 3TO HE BXOJUJIO B €T0 OOSI3aHHO-
CTH».

B mem 6bBLTO «BETMYME IPEOTOTCHHON
6e3/JapHOCTU» — TaK OJMH U3 KPUTHUKOB
oTo3Baicsi o bprocose. 3syunt obugHo. Ho
€CJIM BJIyMaTbCs: pa3Be 3To xyaa? Jlerko ym
CTaTb II03TOM He 110 BLIGOPY Hebec, a 10 coo-
CTBEHHOM BoJie! BplocoB 3HAI cexpeTnl pe-
Mecaa. OH yMes AejJaThb CTUXU — IPOJyMaH-
Hble, 4YeTKHe, KJIACCUYeCKd dYeKaHHbIE.
CaumkoM 4YeTKHue, depecdyp JeKaHHBIC...

was categorical: “He is no poet.” After read-
ing verses by Osip Mandelstam that Zinaida
Gippius had sent him from St Petersburg, he
wrote back to her carelessly and peremptori-
ly: “as for your young man ‘with abilities,” I
have more than enough young men like that
in Moscow. I advise him not to publish his
work.”

Vladislav Khodasevich recollected: “In
March 1920 ... I set about applying for my
Moscow writer’s food allowance to be trans-
ferred to Petersburg. It cost me three months
of incredible efforts, and I kept coming up
against some invisible, but clearly tangible
obstacle. Only two years later did I find out
from Gorky that the obstacle had been some
piece of paper. On that paper Briusov had
confidentially confided that I was politically
suspect. The noteworthy thing is that even ‘in
the line of duty’ that was no part of his
responsibilities.”

Briusov had “the greatness of lack of talent
overcome,” as one critic said of him. It
sounds insulting. But if you think about it, is
it really abuse? Is it easy to become a poet not
by the choice of Providence, but by your own
will? Briusov knew the secrets of the trade.

Hepapom Anjpeit Besblit rosopui, 4To
My3a bpiocoBa — «aBTOMAT, ABIDKUMBIN Ia-
POM U aJIeKTpUdYecTBOM». /[a 1 B HEeM caMoM
ObUIa HEKas Pa3MEPEHHOCTh, «MaTEMaTH4-
HOCTb». «BpIOCOB — YeIOBEK MexaHMYe-
CKHUI, OH HAa HOYb BECh pa3bupaeTcs o va-
CTSIM: YAaCTU KJIAAYTCsI B KEPOCUH, A YXO Be-
maercsa Ha TeaedoH, — octpua Jleonun
Anpnpees. — bpIocoB X00/IeH, KaK paccyan-
TeJbHBbIN NOKOMHUK Ha 20-rpajycHOM MOpPO-
3e. bosen s y Hero XoTh pas KUBOT?»
MemyapucTBI HENPEMEHHO PAaCcCKa3bIBa-
IOT O €ro IO-HAITOJCOHOBCKH CKPEIIEHHBIX
Ha TPYAU PyKaX, YEPHOM CIOPTYKE, 3aCTETHY-
TOM Ha BCE MYTOBHIIBI U IIOTHO CTATHBAIO-
meM ero xyayio ¢urypy. OJHUM OH HAIIOMU-
HaJl MaHEKEH, JAPYrUM — XUIIHOTO 3BEps:
PBICh, MIAHTEPY MK BOJIKA, 2 MakcuMuInaHy
Bosonmay — u BoBce «MyMU(pUIPOBAHHYIO
ETUTIETCKYIO KOMKy». CMeAThCS OH HE yMes
— HE yMeJ YUCTO (PU3UIECKH, JaKE B JET-
CTBE. «YJIBIOKA HE Kpacwia, a NCKaXaaa ero
JIUIO, — BCIIOMUHAJA TUMHa3WYECKUUA TO-
Bapum Basepus, — a korza ero 3apaskaia

XyooxHuK Jexn (BUKTOp
[eHuvcoB) caenan aToT
KapuKaTypHbIX nopTpeT
«BOX[S PYCCKOro AeKa-
[laHCca» UMEHHO B POKOBOM
oana Hapexabl JllbBoBOM
1913 rogy. He B cunax
cTepneTb NpeHebpexu-
TeNbHOE OTHOLIEHNE
BplocoBa, oHa 3acTpenu-
nlacb U3 JaHHOTO UM
peBonbBeEpa.

The artist Deni (Victor
Denisov) produced this
caricature portrait of the
“leader of Russian Deca-
dence” in 1913, the fate-
ful year for Nadezhda
Lvova. Unable to bear
Briusov’s scornful attitude,
she shot herself with the
revolver he provided.

He knew how to make verses — thought out,
precise, classically wrought. Too precise, too
well-wrought... It was not for nothing that
Andrei Bely said that Briusov’s muse was “an
automaton driven by steam and electricity.”
He was unable to laugh, unable on a purely
physical level, even in childhood. ‘A smile
did not adorn, but rather distorted his face,”
one of Valery’s classmates recalled, “and
when he was infected by a gale of laughter, he
shook his head in torment, baring his teeth.”

In many of his poems Briusov extolled
insane passion, or rather “the horror of
voluptuous pleasure.” From the moment
he first bought a prostitute on Tsvetnoi
Boulevard as a twelve-year-old schoolboy, a

Bayecnas MBaHoB. C pucyHka
KoHctaHTnHa ComoBa. 1906 roa.

M3 nucbma MBaHoBa bprocosy:

«M BOT Tbl MMeellb B "Becax" TBoM
"6onblon goM", rae Tbl MOMECTUN
1 CBOM AenapTaMeHT MNO3TUYECKNX
nen. Y te6s CBOM YAHOBHUKMK, KOTO-
pble MHOTAa NMOXOXK Ha NaKeeBs».

Viacheslav Ivanov. From a drawing
by Konstantin Somov. 1906.

In a letter to Briusov Ivanov wrote:
“And so you have in the Scales your
own ‘big house,” where you have also
installed your own Department of
Poetic Affairs. You have your officials,
who sometimes resemble lackeys.”

«bprocosy cosepuenrio
6ce pasto, 0 uem NUcams,
0N He20 NOIZUA — CKAUKU
€ NPENAMCMBUAMU» .

Huva Dpentype

“Briusov does not care
at all what he writes
about. For him poetry is
a steeplechase.”

Ilya Ehrenburg



B navane XX éexa
coneprunams

¢ bprocosvin crasot
MO2 AU 00UH
Konemanwmun ban-
monm. B 1905 200y
banvmornm yesacan

6 Ilapuorc, a ommyda —
6 Mexcuxy. Ha eeo
nposodax bprocos,

no croeam Anopes
benozo, «ckpussace
NO0AEOHEBUUM JUYOM,
€ HEULYMOUHBIM
bneckom 6 enasax»,
npousmrec mocm:
«lTv10, wmob Kopabav,
ommocsuwutt bassmon-
ma 6 Amepuxy,

nowen ko 0uy!»

Nunus rcusnu: 8vLCOKOMEpHAR nodrocms / I ine of fate: arrogant despicability

3naHue Bbicliero nutepaTypHO-XyA0XECTBEHHOMO UH-
ctuTyTa B MockBe. doTorpadusa koHua 1920-x rogos.
3pecb bplocoB YynTan neKkumMm No UCTOPUM rpevecKon,
PUMCKOW, PYCCKOM NUTepaTypbl, Npenogasan TEopuUio
CTVXa, CPaBHUTENbHYIO FpaMMaTUKy MHLOEBPONen-
CKMX 13bIKOB, NlaTbliHb U AaXe UCTOPUIO MaTeMaTHKH.

Cembs bplocoBbIX «3a nu-
poramu nNpasgHUYHbIMU»

B POAWTENBCKOM AOME Ha
LiBeTHom 6ynbBape B Moc-
KBe. Jllobutenbckasa GoTo-
rpacdwmsa. 1900-e roabi.

The Briusov family around
the festive board in his
parents’ house on Tsvet-
noi Boulevard in Moscow.
Amateur photograph from
the early 1900s.

The building of the Higher Institute of Literature
and Art in Moscow. Late 1920s photograph.

Here Briusov gave lectures on the history of Greek,
Roman and Russian literature, taught the theory of
verse, comparative grammar of Indo-European lan-
guages, Latin and even the history of mathematics.

In the early twentieth
century Briusouv’s only
rival for literary glory
was Konstantin
Balmont. In 1905
Balmont went off to
Paris and from there on
to Mexico. At his send
off, Briusou, according
to Andrei Bely, “with

a grimace on his
bloodless face and

a serious gleam in his
eyes” pronounced

this toast: “I drink
that the ship

carrying Balmont

to America might go to
the bottom!”

BOJIHA CMEXA, OH MYYHUTEJBHO TPSC TOJIO-
BOI1, 3yObI OCKaJIMBAJIICh».

Bo muormx csoux cruxax bprocos Bocre-
BaJI GE3YMHYIO CTPACTb, TOYHEE — «y)KAC CJIa-
JocTpacTbs». G Tex Mop Kak OH JIBEHAALATH-
JIETHUM I'MMHAa3UCTOM BIIEPBbIE KYIIWJI IIPO-
cTutyTKy Ha lIBeTHOM GysbBape, yepes ero
SKU3HD MTPOIIUTH BEPEHUITDI KCHIIITH:

O, smu pyxu, u epyou, u eyoo.,

Buteubvt arwywux men!

Bac o6peman 2 u 6amu eaaden!..

Bcex, keM moaT «Baagea», OH MEJaHTUI-
HO, B XPOHOJIOTHYECKOM MOPSJKE Iepeyn-
cau B cricke «Mou IpexpacHbIe JaMbl».
Ho B ero cTuxax 3TH «/JaMbl» IOXO0XKH OJ{HA
Ha JIpyIylo, Kak JiBe Karum Bojel. He nmoromy
JIA, YTO OH HU OJHOM U3 HUX HE JIOOWI?
bpiocoB caM nmpusHaBa, Y4TO HE CIOCOOEH
Ha CTPACTHYIO JIIOOOBDb, U OIIyIIAJI 3TO KaK
CBOIO YIEPOHOCTD: «B CBOMX CTHXaX g 9acTO
rOBOPIO OT HIfa paba [crpactu]... Ho cam s
3TOH CJIAZOCTH — OBITH pAaGOM — TaK U HE HIC-
IBITAT HUKOTZAA». JII0GOIBITCTBO OBJIanEBa-
JIO MM, KOT/[a CJIYYaIOCh TOATTISIETD UYXKYIO
CTPACTb, YBUAETH OTCBET TOTO, UTO OBLIO
€My HeOCTYIIHO.

JI1060IBITCTBO MOBJIEKJIO €ro K JKeHe
BJIaJlesbLa u3gaTeabcTsa «[pudg>» Hune Ile-
TPOBCKOI1, KOTOPYIO OH ITIOAYEPKHYTO HE 3a-
MeuaJs, IoKa He 000pBaJIcs ee GYpHBIH, HO
KOPOTKHI poMaH ¢ AxzipeeM besbim — ToOT,
CUMTABIINKA UX JIOOOBHYIO CBA3b I'PEXOM,
«6exan oT cobrasHa». bpiocos cTam 3Bo-

procession of women passed through his life.

Oh, those hands, and breasts, and lips,

The curves of hungry bodies!

I found you and possessed you!

The poet pedantically recorded all the
women he had “possessed” in chronological
order in the list “My beautiful ladies.” But in
his verses these “ladies” are as alike as peas in
a pod. Is that not the reason why he never
loved any of them? Briusov himself con-
fessed that he was incapable of passionate
love and felt this to be a detriment: “In my
verse I often speak in the character of a slave
[of passion]... But myself I have never once
experienced the delights of being a slave.”
Curiosity seized him when he happened to
spy upon the passion of others, to catch a
glimpse of what was out of his own reach.

Curiosity drew him to Nina Petrovskaya,
the wife of the owner of the Grif publishing
house, a woman he had pointedly failed to
notice until the end of her tempestuous, but
brief affair with Andrei Bely (who, regarding
their liaison as a sin, “fled from temptation”).
Briusov took to telephoning the abandoned
mistress, inviting himself to her home, send-
ing baskets of white lilies. And he asked solic-

HUTH GPOIICHHOI >KEHIIMHE 110 TeIe(OHY,
HAIIPallUBaTbCA B I'OCTHU, IPUCLUIATL KOP-
3UHBI OeIbIX . M paccrnpamusail, ge3
B JIymIy:

— Oruero BbI Takas IedajgbHass? Hert, He
IevyasibHasl, — Tparudeckas... ¥ Bac ecTb He-
U3MIagUuMoe?

— ¥V mens? Ecrb!.. — orBeuana ona.

- Ay mens noka uet. f Toxe xoTes ObI 1me-
PEXHUTH YTO-TO OCOOECHHOE, HEN3TIAJIMOE.

Jlero 1905 roga oHn BMecTe MpoOBEIA Ha
ozepe Caiima B Ounnsgaann. «To 6pu1a Bep-
IIMHA MOEM KU3HU, €€ BBICIHIUUA ITHK», —
npusHasan bpiocos. Kaxxercs, on cam nnose-
PpUJI, 9TO HAKOHEI-TO HCHBITaI «J[1060Bb,
€eIUHYI0, OecIpe/ieIbHYI0, HaBeKU». «bymy
nucarb K Tebe, mHoro, 6€3 KoHlla, — obema-
€T OH BO3/M001eHHOH. — Byny nucats u TBoi
pomaH ¢ ceropHsmHero aHsA. OH JOJDKEH
OBITD BITOXOH B TUTEPAType».

B 1907 roxy «Becsl» Hauamm nedaraTs po-
maH bpiocosa «Oruennbiii aures». XoTs ero
JefiCTBAE IIPOMCXOJUT B CPETHEBEKOBOM
Iepmanny, y unTaTesreil He BOSHUKATIO COM-
HEHUI, C KOTO CIIMCAHBI Iepon. «ABTOp pac-
cka3a — bprocos, — xoncraruposan Anapei
benprit. — I'pag lenpux — sydmas gyacTb Me-
Hd... Penara — nosmnas konusa ¢ Hunwr HMBa-
HoBHBI IleTpoBckoii». Poman 6bL1 fonmcan,
FePOMHIO NHKBU3UTOPBI COXKIJIM HA KOCTPE,
a «PenaTa» Bce HUKaK He MOIVIA CMUPUTBCS €
TeM, 4TO CIOKET HCYEpPIaH, IPO3WIA CaMO-
yOUIICTBOM, AK€ NBITANTACh 3ACTPETUTDH

itous questions, worming his way into her
heart:

“Why are you so sad? No, not sad — tragic...
Do you have something you cannot forget?”

“Yes, I do,” she would reply.

“I don’t, not yet. I would like to experi-
ence something special too, something
unforgettable.”

They spent the summer of 1905 together
on Lake Saimaa in Finland. “That was the
summit of my life, its highest peak,” Briusov
confessed. It seems that he himself believed
that he had at last experienced “that one
love, boundless for ever.” “I shall write to
you, much, without end,” he promised his
mistress. “I will also write your novel starting
today. It should be an epoch in literature.”

In 1907 Vesy began publishing Briusov’s
novel The Fiery Angel. Although it is set in
medieval Germany, the readers were in no
doubt on whom the characters were based.
“The author of the tale is Briusov,” Andrei
Bely stated. “Count Heinrich is the better
part of me... Renata is a complete copy of
Nina Ivanovna Petrovskaya.” The novel was
completed, the heroine burnt at the stake by
the Inquisition, but “Renata” could not rec-
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JIOOGOBHUKA, HO PEBOJIbBEP Jiasl OCEUKy. Tor-
Jla oHa ucnpodosasa Mopduil U IPUCTPa-
cTua K Hemy bpiocosa. Hakonern oceHnbio
1911 rosa ona pemmiach yexarb 3a TpaHULLY.
C BprocoBbIM OHU 6OIbITE HE BUJIETUCK. ..

«IIpaBma o cmeptu H. I JIbBoBoii (Mos
ucrnosesp). OOGHApOJOBAHNME pa3pENIA0
TOJBKO MOCIE MOEH CMepTH», — TaK b JeKa-
6pa 1913 roga bpiocos mayan cBoi pacckas
06 06CTOATENBCTBAX, MPUBEANINX K THOETN
noaTecchl. Onu no3Hakomuauch B 1911 roxy,
KOT/a IB/IIATIUICTHSS IIPOBUHITIAIKA TTPH-
HECJIa CBOM CTUXH Ha cyx MaTpy. Ilo croBam
XonaceBnua, JIbBoBa GbljIa HE XOPOIIA, HO U
He BOBCE JlypHA COOO0M — mpocTas, JymeBHas,
3acTeHuMBad JeBymKa. «Ee cruxu 3auHTEpe-
COBAIM MeH4... — nuieT bpiocos. — f nonpas-
JIST WX, JaBaj el coBeThl... HezameTHO 3Ha-
KOMCTBO Hepemto Bo "¢uupt". Mbl ObIBain
BMECTE B TeaTpax, KOHIEPTaX, PECTOPaHaX.
A rosopun H., uTo ona HpaBuTCA MHE, LI€JI0-
BaJ €€ PyKH... MOXET OBbITh, S TOBOPWI M3-
JIMIITHE BOJBHO, HO BCE OCTABATOCH B IIpEIE-
JIaX IIYTKU U "UrpoI'>.

«K Becne 1912 roja, — npojgokaer ox
csoo "Mcnosean", — 4 3aMETWI, YTO yBJIEKa-
I0Ch CEPBE3HO U UTO UyBCTBA KO MHe H. Tax-
e cepbesHee, ueM g oxpaan. Toraa g mo-
CTapaJICcs IpepBaTh HAIIK OTHOIIEHUs». Jle-
BYIIKA IOINbBITATACh OTpaBUThCA. «Ilocie
3TOTO, — IHUIET bpiocoB, — y MeHs He OCTa-
J0Ch cua 6OpPOThCHA, W A yCTymui...» Ho
BCKOpE, 110 €ro cjaosaM, JIbBoBa crana Tpe-

oncile herself to the idea that the plot was
exhausted. She threatened suicide, even
tried to shoot her lover, but the revolver
misfired. Then she tried morphine and
gave Briusov a predilection for it too. Final-
ly, in the autumn of 1911, she decided
to go abroad. She and Briusov never met
again...

“The Truth about the Death of N.G. Lvova
(My Confession). I allow publication only
after my death” — that is how on 5 Decem-
ber 1913 Briusov began his account of
the circumstances leading to the poetess’s
death. They had become acquainted in 1911
when the twenty-year-old provincial girl
brought her verses for the maestro’s judge-
ment.

“By the spring of 1912,” he continues his
confession, “I noticed that I was seriously
falling for her and that N’s feelings for me
were more serious than I expected. At that
point I tried to break off our relations.” The
girl tried to poison herself. “After that,”
Briusov writes, “I no longer had the strength
to fight and I gave in...” Soon, however,
according to him, Lvova started demanding
that he leave his wife. “From the first I

60BaThb, 4TOOBI OH Gpocw xeHy. «C nepso-
ro pasa s oTKasal... MHe Ka3aJIoch HEYeCT-
HO GPOCHUTB KECHIIIHY (MOIO 3KEHY), C KOTO-
poii st npoxui 17 ser... Ocennio 1913 roxa
OHa BO30OGHOBIIA CBOM HacTOstHUA. f, ays-
CTBYSl 0€3BLIXOJZHOCTH, OOPATUJICSA K MOP-
¢uo. H., He Buas ncxopa, Hamuia ero B
CMEPTU».

W3 npexcmepraoro nucbma Hagexn
JIbBoBOIL: «fI XOuy OLITE ¢ TOGOH. Kax xo-
Yemb, "3HAKOMOMH, JPyrom, JTIOGOBHUIIEH,
CJIYroit", — Kakue CTpalIHbIe CJI0BAa Thl Ha-
mest. Jloosao Tedd, n KeM Xodellb — TeEM U
6yny... B mociennmii pas ymousiio: eciu ycre-
elb, IpUAU...» OH IpuUIIes, KOrja OHa yKe
ObLTa MEPTBA.

B 1y xe HOUb bplocos 6exan B Iletep-
Oypr W OTTYyAa Hamucal xkeHe: « ogeHs mo-
Jasien cayuusmumcs. ITonaraio, yro Ther
MOHUMAaeNb Moe coctossaue. OTuacTu BeIb
n Ha Tebe 1exuT oTBEeTCTBeHHOCTDL. He 6ynb
Tebs, He 6bL10 ObI U 3TOTO. Thl HE BUHOBATA,
HUKTO HE CTaHET CHOpPUTh, HO Thl — cpean
IIPpUYNH, 3TO GeccriopHo... "Barepnii bpio-
coB", ToT, uto 6611 40 JIET, y™MED...»

Ho o 6bIcTpO «BOCKpEC», HAMMCAT UK
CTHXOB, IOCBAMEHHbIX Haje, u crycrs xa-
KHUX-HUOY/b [TOJITOPA MECSILIA ITOCIE €€ CMep-
TU IpodYesI UX Ha obeje, rie cobpatach BCs
surepatypHas Mocksa.

bpary Hajgu, xoropsiii cuuran bpirocosa
BUHOBHHUKOM €€ CMEPTH, OH HaIWUIIeT:
«Cpean Bcex jmn, oxpyxasmux H. I, g,

refused... It seemed to me dishonest to
abandon the woman (my wife) with whom I
had lived 17 years... In the autumn of 1913
she renewed her demands. Sensing the hope-
lessness of the situation, I resorted to mor-
phine. N, seeing no way out, found it in
death.”

From Nadezhda Lvova’s suicide note: “I
want to be with you. However you want,
‘acquaintance, friend, lover, servant’— what
dreadful words you found. I love you and I
shall be whatever you want... For the last time
I beg you: if you have time, come...” He
came, when she was already dead.

That same night Briusov fled to St Peters-
burg and from there he wrote to his wife. “I
am very downcast over what happened. I sup-
pose you will understand the state I am in.
After all, the responsibility lies partly with
you. If you did not exist, this would not have
occurred. You are not guilty, no-one would
argue that, but you are unarguably among
the reasons... The Valery Briusov that existed
for forty years has died...”

But he very quickly came back to live,
wrote a cycle of poems dedicated to Nadezh-
da, and about a month and a half after her

Banepuit bprocos sosanas-
aan Beepoccusiexuit coros
noamos. Ha cobparuu,
NOCBAULEHHOM NAMUNE-
MU0 IMO20 €OM030, 2060-
pun: «llucarue cmuxoe
ABALEMCS, OOHUM U3 NPO-
U3600CM8, NO CYUecmsy,
MAKUM JICE, KAK NPoussoo-
CMBO MAWUH, MAHYPAK-
mypoL, Kepamuxu u m. 0.».

Valery Briusov became head
of the All-Russian Union
of Poets. At the meeting to
mark the fifth anniversary
of the union he said: “The
writing of verse is one of
the manufacturing indus-
tries, essentially the same as
car-making, factories,
ceramics and so on.”

CewmeiicTBO BplocoBbIx Ha aaye.
No6utenbckas doTtorpadms.

1900-e roabl.

«[pu cymaclieslue 4ectontob1MBon
YKaXK/e KEeHCKOro ycrnexa, npwv yToH-
YEHHOWN NOroHe 3a XKEHLMHaMM. ..
NOGUN OH, NO-4EN0BEYECKHM, CKOSb-
KO MOT, OfIHy BOT 3Ty HE3aMETHYIO
KEHLLUMHY — CBOIO KEHY», — yTBEp-
wpaana 3uHauaa mnnuyc.

The Briusovs at their dacha.
Amateur photograph from the
early 1900s.

“For all his crazy ambitious thirst
for success with women, for all his
sophisticated pursuit of women...
he loved in a human way, in as far
as he could, only this one incon-
spicuous female — his wife,”
Zinaida Gippius asserted.

HaBepHOE, 6OJIbIIe BCEX 3a0OTHIICS O €€ Cy-
anoe. A nenan Bce, YTOODI €€ KU3HD CKIAJIbI-
BaJach Ui Hee Xopomo. B ymep6 Bcem
CBOMM JieJIaM U 3aHATUAM o nocsaman H. I
€/1Ba T He T0JOBUHY cBoero spemenu. Ho,
OUYEBUIHO, BCETO 3TOrO el 6bL10 Maio. Oue-
BUJTHO, € HY’KHO OBLTO €IIe YTO-TO, YTO MbI
el JaThb He MOIIM UIU He cymenu. B saTom
CMBICJIE U 1, 1 BBI, 1 BCe MBI JOMKHBI CUN-
TaTh ce6s1 "MOpPATBHO BUHOBHBIMH'».

B navane XX Bexa TpuanatuaeTHuii Ba-
sepuii bpiocos nucar:

Bnepeo, meuma, mou eeprviii gon!

Hesoneu, ecru ne oxomoit!

A 6nus mebs, mott Krym maoicen,

A cam mpyorcycw, u moe pabomari!

Toap! MM, U «BEPHBII BOJI» BCE YaIEe OT-
Ka3bIBAJICA MIATATh BIEPEJ, /Ia U MTOTOHIUKY
BCEe TpyAHEEe ObUIO €ro MOHyKaTh. Kputnkm
BCE "ale CTalu ynpekaTs bpiocosa B moBTO-
pax, mepermnepax camoro ce6s. Ho ero sure-
paTypHas penyTarus 6bu1a eme mpoyHa. OH
CTaJI TOYTH YTO KaaccukoM. Ilpunuro Bpems
HamucaThb U cBoi «[laMaTHUK>:

Mottt namsamrux cmoum,

U3 CMPogh CO38YUHBLX CLOINCEN.

Kpunume, byiicmeyime, —

€20 6aM He c8arumn!

Ho HuxTO He Kpuuan u He OyiCTBOBAIL
bprocoBbiM mompocTy mepecTanu HMHTepe-
COBATHCA.

IMocne oxrsa6pst 1917-ro ox BHAUaIE pacTe-
pSUICSI, HO KOT/IAa TIOHSUI, UTO GOJBIICBUKN —

death he read them at a dinner attended by
the whole of Moscow literary society.

To Nadezhda’s brother, who held him
responsible for her death, Briusov wrote,
“Of all the people surrounding N. G. I prob-
ably most concerned myself with her fate. I
did all I could to ensure that life turned out
well for her. To the detriment of all my
affairs and occupations, I devoted almost
half my time to N. G. But evidently all that
was too little for her. Evidently she needed
something more that we were unable to give
or did not manage to give. In that sense, I,
and you, and all of us should hold ourselves
‘morally responsible’.”

At the beginning of the twentieth century
the thirty-year-old Valery Briusov had written:

Torward, dream, my trusty ox!

Willing or unwilling!

I am nearby, my whip is heavy,

1 labour myself, don’t you be slacking!

The years went by and his “trusty ox” ever
more frequently refused to trudge forward,
and the driver found it ever harder to urge
him on. The critics increasingly charged
Briusov with repetition, with rehashing his
own work. But his literary reputation was
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3TO BCEPBE3 U HAJIOJITO, MTOCIEIIIII 3asIBUTh O
coeit sosuibHocT. B 1919-M BeTynmn B map-
THUIO 1 OOBACHII B CKyuHOM 6pommopke: «ITo-
geMmy s CTad KOMMyHUCTOM>». OH npenojasan
B IlosTmyeckom TexHuKyMe (ObUI Takoil B
1921 roxy) m B HMaCcTuTyTE IMTEpaTyphl —
YU MOJIOABIX, KAK J€TaTh CTHXH.

OH cayxnn 8 Hapkomare nmpocsemeHus n
IraBaOM ympasienun npogeccHoHaIbLHOTO
obpazosanus. Kax urem Moccosera yuya-
CTBOBAJI B «YHCTKE» IIPEIIOJABATEIBCKOTO
CoCTaBa YHUBEPCUTETA U IIOTOM ITHCAT B OT-
qeTe: «JTa YUCTKA... ObUIa IpoBeJieHa OUYeHb
TBepo. Pax npodeccopos, noabsyommuxcs
IPOMKUM HMMEHEM, ObUI OTCTPAHEH OT Ipe-
HOJIABAHMSA B YHUBEPCUTETE BBUJY UX 0O1IIe-
CTBEHHO-TIOJUTUIECKUX B3MIAN0B». Ho m1a
601b1MeBUKOB bProcoB Bce paBHO ocTaBaiCcs
gyxuM. CTUXH €T0 He TOANIUCD JJIs IIPAMOT
arntanun. Kyna emy 65110 10 Jlembsana ben-
Horo! XoTs oH cTapacs:

Hem, ne cryuaiino noswiii 2epo

Sacacen nad mupom — Cepn u Monom!

B edunwuii cnon, cepn, nac eaodxncu,

B edunwuii yoxoaw cxyi nac, mosom!

OH Bce GoJIbIIIe MTOXJIECTBIBAN Ce0s1 Hap-
KOTHKaMH, Bce vame xBopat. Ocensio 1921
rojga Esrennii IlIsapiy 3anucan B JHEBHUKE:
«BpIcTynmai ¢ peypio 06 UMaxuHUCTaX bpro-
coB... Kax om crap! Bamaxg ocobenno Ty-
CKJIBIM, JaKe OJIOBSIHHBINA. Bcsg 3maumresn-
HOCTb, CJIOBHO MITYKaTypKa, OOBAJNIACH CO

still firm. He had become almost a classic.
The time had come to write his answer to
Pushkin’s Monument:

My monument stands,

composed of harmonious verses.
Shout and rampage all you like;
you will not bring it down!

But no-one was shouting and rampaging.
People had simply lost interest in Briusov.

After October 1917 he at first did not know
what to do, but when he grasped that the Bol-
sheviks were serious and here to stay, he made
haste to declare his loyalty. In 1919 he joined
the party, explaining in a tedious brochure
Why I became a Communist. He taught at the
Poetic Technical College (there was such a
thing in 1921) and at the Institute of Litera-
ture — instructing young people in versifying.

He served in the People’s Commissariat
for Education and the Main Administration
of Professional Education. As a member of
the Moscow city soviet he took part in the
purge of teaching staff at the university and
later wrote in the report: “This purge ... was
carried out very resolutely. A number of pro-
fessors with famous names were debarred
from teaching at the University in view of

BCETO €ro CyIEeCcTBa...» Boxap cuMBoIM3Ma
eme ycnen B gexkadope 1923 roga orMeTuTh
cBoit b0-reTHunii o6uIei, ycresa oH U OT-
KJIMKHYTbCS CTUXAMU HA CMEPTD «BOXK/S MU-
poBOro IposeTapuaTa», HO IEPEXII €ro
HeHaoIro — ymep 9 oktsa6pst 1924 roxa.
Kax-to pas, B Hayase ux 3HaKoMcTBa, Ha-
Js JIbBoBa ocMmenunach ckasaTh bpiocosy o
TOM, YTO KaKHUE-TO €TO CTUXU €Il He HPABAT-
cs1. B oTBeT M3Tp OCKanmiICa CBOEH JTacKkOBO-
3JI0H YIBIOKOH: «A BOT MX OYAyT yIUTH HaU-

3yCTb B 'MMHA3UAX, a TAKUX JEBOYEK, KaK
BBI, OyIyT HAKa3bIBATbh, €CJIU IUIOXO BBIyJaT>.
ITO €ro NPOPOYECTBO HE COLLIOCH. W

their social and political views.” Yet for the
Bolsheviks Briusov never became one of
their own. His verses were of no use for
direct propaganda.

More and more he resorted to narcotics
to keep himself going and his health failed
with increasing frequency. In autumn 1921
Yevgeny Shvarts wrote in his diary: “Briusov
gave a speech about the Imagists... How he
has aged! His eyes are especially dull, even
leaden. All the consequence had crumbled
from his entire figure like plaster from a
building...” The Leader of Symbolism last-
ed long enough to celebrate his fiftieth
birthday in December 1923, long enough,
too, to respond in verse to the death of
the “Leader of the World Proletariat,”
but he did not outlive him by much, dying
on 9 October 1924.

Once, at the beginning of their relation-
ship, Nadezhda Lvova dared to tell Briusov
that she did not like some of his poems. In
response the maestro presented his sardonic
smile: “School pupils will have to learn them
by heart, and girls like you will be punished
for not knowing them properly.” That
prophecy has not come true. m

KabuHeT Banepus bptoco-
Ba B KBapTUpe, rae 3aBep-
lwmnnacb 6ypHas X13Hb
«BOXAS PyCCKOrO CUMBO-
N1M3manr, CTaBLIero CoBeT-
CKMUM YYHOBHWKOM.

Valery Briusov’s study in
the apartment where the
tempestuous life of the
“Leader of Russian Sym-
bolism” and later Soviet
official came to an end.



