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Foreword i)
to the revised edition (]

| minismnn warnise thin book on Amnat 30, 1929, the day |
heard of Diaghiley's deach. T did not change: then what Lhad written:
abour him - §left him still alive a8 1 had knvwn hirm In this revised
edition [ have done the same, But 1 hav: added a chapeer in an
attempt to bring some unity mto the featurry of Diaghiley’s
. . some of which features are wattered about the book,
and some of which are newly told,
This chiapter does not aim at being a condensed biography, vor
yeta psychological analysis: it is just a por rait  the mirror of my
affection.

Tamara Karsaring
QOctober 20, 1947
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v s paRTLY from my Father's tales, told 1o me in later years, and
pantly from my own early recollections that | ean prece together a
tarly comecutive story of my childhood, a story made up ofa series
of Tittle prctures ke those in a child’s alphabet.

My Father loved to talk to me of the time when | was guite small,
When, in hos spare hours, he sat by the window with hus album and
watcr-cobours, L used to stand or at by him watching him work. Fean

sce even now the Hede pictures he wsed to make of different national

Platom Karsavin, Tamar
Karssvima's father
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costumed—Spanish, Hungaran, Ukrainian, Polish—each man
with his Ihdy on the opposte sheet. All their dresses were minutely
done, bud the faces all looked to me to have rather large noses, and
complexions seemed 100 awny,
took bis eyes of his worl; as he mimicked some inadent
yhood. He would anly pwse now and then to wash his
4 suck it. The pictures were meant to help such of his pupib
3 wanted to Jearn mational dances. |
\ clear recollection is how 'my nurse put me down on the
path autfide some house. Holding me under the arms, she first
steadied we and then left me on my own. | started off toddling, at
first farrly straight. Then my feet cirried me faster and faster nll |
could nog fallow them. Father caught me up just in time.

Next comes to my mand 4 sume‘er at Ligove, near Petersburg,
The houye we occupied stood m th: park of Count Posen’s estate.
We came down in early spring. | ws recovering from inflamation
of the lungs, and the doctor said | st drink birch sap. Just at the
back of the house there was a plot of grass encireled by young birch-
trees not yet in leal. 1 often watchied with iterest the sap bang
drawn from a hole drilled in the trie, It spurted aut in a serong jet
and we gathered it, usually in the moming, inan earthenware Jug,
The jutcy had a sweet astringent fagte,

OF the preceding illness | remember very little, only lying on
big ottornan converted into a bed, 41 my hands a small micror with
which I darted “sun rabbits” across the ceiling and on the striped
wall-paper. 1 dreaded the appeasance of Mother with a cold
compress which she changed on me several times a day. She told me
afterwargds that she dreaded it too, xs | used to cry ever so pitifully
i feebly. My memorics of this tine are somewhat blurred. A few
Ahings, however, were impressed so deeply on my mind that cven

w they stand out clear and havg not lost all their magic. The
g;e'w then had ar Ligovo seemed vast and beaunful to me, and
very likdy my child’s impression of it was not far wrong What 1
yemembier of 3 large round room yith a domed ceiling and niches
seems taime now as if it could only have belonged to a farly big
“country house of the late eighteenth century.
 Though w very different from the small flat in which we lived in

face had 4 strange familiarity to me. ln some inexplic-

_faint detached images of 2 life | had never seen and never

e heard of took hold of rie. They had no beginning and

jon; just very vivid epyodes, fike sudden flashes, that |
16

could not fit in anywhere. One especially insistent image, amount-
ng i its vividness almost to a memory, ;uultd me guﬁly. I «T:‘a
describe a pond, sull and regular, 1, 3 child, and 3 woman that
seemed €0 be my Mother, stepped out of a carriage, She held my
hand anc we walked round the pond towards a large house with a
wr'ncwlm:’ maq« and many windows.
movid with some difficuley: the path was gravel, and my b
Ieels made me unsteady. My dress was volumin‘:us‘, heavy m’:l ;:i%":
not my everyday one, 1 felt timid, as 1 always did when taken on a
visit. There the image stopped abruptly, and it teased me so not to
know wlom we thus went to see that | put endless questions about
it to my [Mother. She seemed amused by my story, but neither then
nor after vards tried to find a matter-of-fact explanation of it.
How hig the grounds were of our Ligovo house | could not

realise. The place then must have been m it decline. T do not
remembey any flower-beds. The park was shady and overgrown;
and therd was in it, at some distance from the house, a pavilion with
mmnrco.‘ullcd a Turkish bath, one of the ingenions devices of 2
Roussan maison de plaisance of this time. Father told me that we spent
a summey in it once, but never wene back, as it was damp. An
artificial pond in front of it had a circle of very green starlike weads
round its edges. The pavilion stood empty, and my brother and |

Lev Kyravim, Kamavina's
brother



http://www.mijnstambomen.nl/ballet.htm

