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JlocToeBCcKui MpHUILIEIT B TOCTH K ['orouto.
[To3Bonun. EMy otkpbuin. «HUTo Bbl, — roBOpAT,
— @enop Muxainosuy, Hukosnaii Bacunbesuy,
YK€ JIeT IAThJecAT Kak ymep». «Hy, uro x, —
noayman JlocTOeBCKUi, — LIAPCTBO EMY
HebecHoe. S Beib ToXKe KOrAa-HuOYyIab YMPY».

Fyodor Dostoyevsky came to see Nikolai
Gogol. He rang the bell and was
admitted.

“What are you on about?” they said,
“Fyodor, you realize Nikolai has been
dead for fifty years.” “Well,” thought
Dostoyevsky, “May he rest in peace, |
will also die sometime.”

Opmnaxsl [lymkun crpensics ¢ ['oronem.
[Tymkun ropoput: «CTpensii nepBbli Thl. —
Kak s? Her, To1! — AX, g9? Her to1!» Tak u He
CTaJIM CTPEJIATHCA.

One day Pushkin was duelling with
Gogol. Pushkin said, “You shoot first.”
“Why me? No you!” “Argh, me? No
you!” They never did get to shooting.

JlepmoHTOB JF00MIT cobak. Erre oH mro0wmt
Haransro Hukonaesny [lymkuny. Tosbko
Oosbie Bcero oH Jioomi camoro [lymkuaa.
Yuran ero ctuxu u Beeraa miakai. [lomnayver, a
MIOTOM BBITALIHUT caliIro U JaBail pyoOuTh
nonymky. Tyt u mobumast cobaka He onajaics
MOJT pyKy — INTYK COPOK Kak-ToO 3apyOmir. A
[TymkuH HE OT KaKMX CTUXOB He Iakai. Hu 3a
9T0.

Lermontov loved dogs. He also loved
Natalya Nikolaevna Pushkin.But more
than anything he loved Pushkin himself.
In reading his verses, he always cried.
Cried and then took out his sabre and cut
up pillows. At these times, even his
favourite dog best not approach him.

A total of forty pillows were somehow
cut to pieces. But Pushkin never cried
over any verses. Never!

JleB Toncroit ouens ar00uI aeteil. Yrpom
IIPOCHETCS, MoIMaeT KOro-HUOy b U IIIaJUT MO
TOJIOBKE, II0Ka HE MTO30BYT 3aBTPaKaTh.

Leo Tolstoy was very fond of children.
After waking up in the morning, he will
catch one and pat it on the head and not
stop until he is called for breakfast.

®.M.JlocToeBCcKkHiA, IAPCTBO €My HEOECHOE,
TOXKE OUEHB JIIO0MII cO0aK, HO OBLI 0O0JIE3HEHHO
CaMOJIFOOMB M 3TO CKpbIBaJ (HacueT cobak),
9YTOOBI HUKTO HE MOT CKa3aTh, YTO OH MOJpakaeT
JlepmonToBy. [Ipo HEro u Tak yxe MHOTO
TOBOPHIIU.

Fyodor Dostoyevsky, may he rest in
peace, also loved dogs very much, but he
was extremely proud and hid his
preference for dogs so that nobody could
say that he had copied Lermontov.
Already, much has been said about him.

JleB ToscToit oueHb JHOOUI IeTEH, a B3POCIBIX
TepreTh He Mor, ocobeHHo ['epriena. Kak
YBUJIUT, TaK U OpOcaeTcsi ¢ KOCThIIEM, U BCE B
IJ1a3 HOPOBUT, B IJ1a3. A TOT AeNlaeT BUJl , UTO HE
3ameyvaet. ['ooput: «O, Toscroid, o!»

Leo Tolstoy was very fond of children,
but could not stand grown-ups, especially
Herzen. As soon as Leo saw him, he
would throw his crutch at him and always
aimed for the eyes. But Herzen pretended
that he didn’t notice, and said, “Oh,
Tolstoy, oh!”

Onnax bl YepHBIIIEBCKUM BUIET U3 OKHA CBOEH
MaHcap/bl, Kak JIepMOHTOB BCKOYMJI HA KOHS U
kpukHys: «B Ilaccax!». «Hy u uro xe, —
noayman YepHeleBckuii, — BOT bor gacr,
PEBOJIIOLIUS

One day Chernyshevsky looked out of his
attic and saw good old Lermontov
mounting his horse and shouting, “To the
Boutique!” “Well,” thought
Chernyshevsky, “When, God willing,




Oyzer, Toraa u s Kak-To KpukHy». U cran
perneTupoBaTh NMepe1 3epKajioM, MTOBTOPsIA Ha
pasubie Manepsl: «B Ilaccax! B Ilaccax! B
ITaccaxorox! B I1accaaax!!».

the revolution comes, then | will shout
like that.” And he began to practice in
front of the mirror, repeating in different
ways, “To the Boutique! To the
Boutique! To the Boutiggqgque! To the
Boutiiiiiique!”

JleB Tonacroii ouens ar00u gerei. OmHaXK bl OH
e 1o TBepckomy OynbBapy U yBUIET
naywero Buepenu Ilymkuna. [Iymkus, kak
M3BECTHO, pOCTOM ObLT HeBeNUK. «KoHeuHo, 3T0
y’Ke HEe peOeHOK, a CKOpee MOAPOCTOK,—
noayman Tosictoi. — Bce paBHO TOTOHIO U
TMIOTJIaXYy I10 TOJIOBKE», — U MOOEKal JOTOHITh
[Tymkuna. [TymkuH ke He 3HaT TOJCTOBCKHUX
HamepeHuii u Opocuiics HayTEK. [IpoberatoT
MHMO TopoioBoro. Ceil cTpax mopsiaka Obut
BO3MYIIEH HEMPUIMYHOIO OBICTPOTOM B JIFOJHOM
MecCTe U OEroM yCTPEeMHUIICS BCIE] C IIENIbI0
OCTAHOBHTH. 3ariajHas rpecca MoToM Iucana,
yT0 B Poccum murepaTopsl oaBepraroTcs
MIPECIICIOBAHUIO CO CTOPOHBI BIACTEH.

Leo Tolstoy was very fond of children.
One day he was walking on Tverskoy
Boulevard and saw Pushkin walking
ahead of him. Pushkin, as everyone
knows, had a small stature. “Of course,
that is not exactly a child, rather a
teenager,” thought Tolstoy, “All the
same, 1’1l catch up with him and pat him
on the head.” Tolstoy ran to catch up with
Pushkin, and Pushkin, not knowing what
Tolstoy’s intentions were, shot forward.
They ran past a policeman. This guardian
of public order was outraged by this
indecent display of speed in a crowded
area and ran after them, so as to put a
stop to it. The Western press later wrote
that writers were victims of persecution
by national authorities in Russia.

TypreneB xoren ObITH XpaOpPbIM, KaK
JIepMOHTOB, ¥ mo1en nokynars cadio. [lymxkun
MIPOXO/MI MAMO Mara3uHa M YBHUJIENT €ro B OKHO.
B3sut u 3akpuyan HapouHo: «CMOTpH-Ka,
I'orounb (a Hukakoro ['orosust ¢ HUM U BOBCE HE
0bU10), cMOTpHU-Ka. Typrenes cabuto nmoxkymnaer!
JaBaiil MbI ¢ TOOOM pyxbe KynuM!» TypreHes
UCIyTaJCs U B Ty ke Houb yexan B bagen-basnen.

Turgenev wanted to be brave, like
Lermontov, and went to buy a sabre.
Pushkin was walking past the store and
saw him in the window. He seized this
opportunity and deliberately shouted
“Look at that, Gogol,” (no such Gogol
was with him, no Gogol at all), “Look!
Turgenev is buying a sabre! Let’s go and
buy a rifle!” Turgenev became frightened
and that night left for Baden-Baden.

Jles Toucront u @.M./[ocToeBCcKkuii MOCIOPUIIH,
KTO JIydle pomad HanumeT. CyauThb
npuriacunu Typrenesa. Toncroit npubexan
JIOMOW, 3amepcsi B kaOuHeTe U Havyall MHcaTh
pOMaH Ipo JeTeil, KOHEYHO (OH UX OYEHb
mobun). A JloctoeBckuii CHANT y ce0st 1
nymaet: «Typrenes yenoBek poOkuit. OH cuaut
ceifuac y cebs u xymaet: «JloctoeBckuii
YeJI0BEeK HEpBHBIN. Ecnu s ckaxy, 4TO €ro poMaH
XYXe€, OH U 3ape3arbcst MoxKeT». UTo ke MHe
crapatbcs? (310 JloctoeBckuii fymaer). Hanumry
HapOYHO MOXY’KE, BCE PABHO JIEHEXKKH MOU
Oynyt (Ha cTo pyoseit ciopwin)». A Typrenes B
3TO BpeMs CUJIUT y ce0st U

nymaet: «JloCTOEeBCKUI 4eIOBEK HEPBHBIN, €CITU
sl CKaXy, YTO €T0 pOMaH Xy’K€, OH U 3ape3aThCsl

Leo Tolstoy and Fyodor Dostoyevsky bet
on who would write the best novel.
Turgenev was called on to be the judge.
Tolstoy ran home and, locking himself in
his office, started to write a novel, about
children of course. (He was very fond of
them.) And Dostoyevsky is sitting at
home and thinking, “Turgenev is a timid
guy. He is sitting at home and thinking,
‘Dostoyevsky is a nervous guy. If I say
that his novel is worse, he might cut his
own throat.”” “Why bother trying?” is
what Dostoyevsky thought, “I will write
worse deliberately, and the money will be
mine regardless.” (They had staked one
hundred rubles on the bet.) At this time,




Mmoxet. C apyroii ctoponsl, Toncroit — rpad.
Toxxe smyunie He cBsa3biBaThCa. Hy ux coBcem!».
W B Ty ke HOYb yexan B baneH-baneH.

Turgenev was sitting at home and
thinking, “Dostoyevsky is a nervous guy.
If | say that his novel is worse, he might
cut his own throat. And on the other
hand, Tolstoy is a count. All the more
reason to stay uninvolved. Forget them!”
And that night he left for Baden-Baden.




