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TPOITOIO ITOPOTOBA

ncropuu Kamuyatkm XX CcToJIeTUS U, OCOOEHHO, B pa3BUTUM HALIMO-
HAJIbHOM KYJIBTYPbl KOPEHHBIX HAPOIOB MMOJIYOCTPOBA JUYHOCTE [eop-
rus [epmanosuua [lopotoBa (1929—1985) sBisieTcst, HECOMHEHHO,
HauBaxkHeuein. CBOM MHOrorpaHHbIN TaJlaHT OH CyMeJ HAaCTOJbKO COJIN-
3UTh C AVIIOW CBOMX 3€MJISIKOB, UTO MHOTME €r0 COYMHEHUSI, OCOOEHHO,
CTUXU U TIECHU, TaBHO BOCITPUMHUMAIOTCS KAaK HAPOIHBIE.

[eopruii I1opoTOB XM Cpead HAC TaK XK€ MPOCTO U HEOOBIKHOBEHHO,
KaK MpocTa 1 HeOObIKHOBEHHA 3eMJisd KamuaTckasi. OH ObLI ee XKMBOM yac-
TULIEW U yKpalleHueM. YToObl BIpasuTh ce0sl, BOCTIETh CBOM Kpail, YCIIbI-
[IaTh CEpALleM BHYTPEHHME CTPYHbI HE3HAKOMbIX, HO OJIM3KUX I10 OAYXY
JII0JIeM, YTOOBI, HAKOHEL[, YBUIAETh MUP B CETOJHAIIHEM OO0JIMYbe U OBITH
B HEM HE€ co3eplarejeM, a APYroM U 0OpLIOM, OH B3I ce0€ B COPAaTHUKMU
TpeX UCIBITAHHBIX MOAPYYHBIX — Ci10BO, My3bIKy U TaHell.

Kak HernpeB3onIeHHbIN POJIbKIOpUCT, Ieopruii I10pOTOB MMOCTOSHHO
oOpauiajicd K HallMOHAJIbHBIM JIEreHaaM. 4acTo repoem ero cKasok, IryrTou-
HBIX MUHUATIOP, MpeIdaHWi CTAHOBUWJICS JIEr€HIApHBIMA MnpapoauTeiib Bee-
aeHHoM Kytx... Hebosbiass nmostuyeckas nbeca IloporoBa «KpbuiaThii
Kytx, nimm IlecHp 0 1100BU» BOCIPUHUMAETCS, KaK JIMOPETTO K Oajery,
B KOTOPOM IJIaBHBIE MepcoHaXu — KyTx 1 MUTTBI — MIpeacTaloT HEeXXHOMN
JIIO0SIIIEN rmapoi.

Banepuit KpaBueHKO

POROTOV’S PATH

eorgy Germanovich Porotov’s (1929—1985) personality is no doubt
G the most important one in the indigenous peoples’ of Kamchatka

national culture development as well as in Kamchtka’s history of the
20th century in general. His versatile talent was so much inspired with the
sole of his fellow-countrymen that most of his works, especially his verses and
songs are taken for folk ones.

Georgy Porotov’s life was as simple and wonderful as the land of
Kamchatka itself. He was its part and parcel. Word, Music and Dance were
his faithful companions in expressing himself, in glorifying his land, in pene-
trating into the hearts of unknown but allied people, in seeing the world in its
today’s appearance. Never was he a contemplator but a friend and a fighter.

National legends strongly appealed to Georgy Porotov, an unsurpassed spe-
cialist in folklore. Kutkh, the legendary forefather of the Universe, was often
the hero of Porotov’s tales, comic sketches, ballads... Porotov’s small «The
Winged Kutkh or Chant of Love: a poem» might be a ballet libretto in which
the main characters — Kutkh and Miti — are a tender and loving couple.

Valery Kravchenko




Kornma 310 0bL10 —
He nomMHUT HUKTO,
Ho monm cinoxunm
Jlerenay mnpo To,

Kak B maBHIOIO ITOPY
Ha ropHbie kpyun

N3 6ypHOro Mop4

Ha Kpbuibsax MOTy4mx
KyTx nmpuiere.

OH 10JITO CMOTpEII
Ha xunsiiee Mope.
OH 1u1aKaj M meJ
I1po Benukoe rope,
BHM3yY B IMKOI1 3100€
Apwuiace BoJIHA.
Bapyr KyTx oxXuBuJICH
M KpuKHYII:

— Omna!

O, Murtsl!..

A MOpe CepIuTo

PBIYUT mox yTECOM...

C BepILIMHBI TPAHUTHOM
Baieren Hag oTKOCOM
1 Gpocuiics B BOJHBI,
Kaxk necHsa KpaCuBbIi,
Beimmuus mmoJiHbIN,
KpbL1aThlil 1 CUJIBHBIN
HOHB1 KyTx!

When all this did happen
Is remembered by none,
But a legend passed on
From father to son.

On this day long ago,
Over the rough, stormy sea
To the shore as rocky

As ever can be

Kutkh descended.

He gazed at the foam

As he stood on the cliff,
He cried and he sang

All consumed by his grief.
He stood and he stared
At the rage of the sea

At the furious waves
Then cried out:

«’t1s she!

Oh, Miti!»

The sea was still seething
At the foot of the cliff,

As he rose from the granite,
Soared over the gulf,

And plunged from a height,
His wings being strong,
Majestic and bright,

Like a beautiful song,
Youthful Kutkh.




Kpenkoe teno
bpbI3ru cexyr.
OcTepBEHEJIO
bopercsa Kytx.
byiicTtByeT BeTep

C HEUCTOBBIM JIAEM.
K 6epery BeTep
KyTx HarmpasJIsieT.
XOJIOJJHOM BOJIOIO
KpbL10 niepeduro,
Topsueii cies30r0
Ouu 32JIUTHI.

Y KpoMKU 11pubos
Kpyras ckana.
[1pubpexHOM BOTHOIO

B3MeTHyJ10 TEna.
O, Murhl!

llllllllllllllllllllllllllll
llllllllllllllllllllllllllllll

Cpenb KaMEHHBIX T'PY/I
CHOM KpenKuM IOBUTHI
IloBepxkeHHbIN KyTx

U cnmacenHass MuUTHI.

The surf was still lashing,
The wind was still stiff,
But Kutkh battled through
To the foot of the cliff.
The wind kept on raging
And howling still more,
Blowing young Kutkh
And his prize to the shore.
His wing it was broken,
The water was chilling,
His eyes were a-stinging,
And hot tears were brimming;
They lay side by side

No breath and no groans,
Enveloped in dream
Amongst piles of stones.
Oh, Mit1!

llllllllllllllllllllllllllllll

'hen Miti was rescued
I'hough Kutkh was defeated.
They lay on the strand

And the danger retreated.




COH MUTDI

B mmosiore TecHoM
OcTaBiieH MepTBELL,
Jlories CBOIO MECHIO
Becesblii otell...
OObIuaii B Hapoze
Ponuiicsa kormoa-To:
Kena nepexoaut

Ot Opara K Opary...
FOpra npyras,
XO351MH IPYTrou:
XKanen 0e3 Kpas,
HpaBoM KpyTOH.

— BToporo xeHoi
ThI BXOAUIIIBb KO MHE.
bynet Haka3 Mo
HoBoii xeHe:

Wy o otimBy

Ha kamMeHb opJ10B

M Xnm TeprneauBo
[Ipuxoma BanoB.
OcraBuiub TaM MUTHI
be3s Bcsikoro rops!
Crymnaii! He rHeBu ThI
XO03s1MHa MOpsi!
BcrioMmHMII HegapoMm
CrapuHHBINA 00ObIYa,
MuTx 3a mogapok
JlacT MHe DOObIYY...

MITI’'S DREAM

Her father was lain

In his funeral bed;

He had sung his last song,
Only sorrow ahead.

The custom it says:

Don’t marry another;

The widow must pass
From brother to brother.
The brother was different,
And different his tent.

He was mean without limit,
And cruel in intent:
«There’s a stone of granite
Awash at low tide,

You’ll leave Miti on it

Her fate to abide.

You’ll offer your daughter
To the sea-god so angry,
You will mollify him

Lest we should go hungry.
Get going, don’t falter,
You must offer your daughter
Without looking back

To the lord of the water.
In return for this present

I shall have my wish,

Old Mitkh he will give us
A fine catch of fish»




Ha xamHe ropbarom
PeGEHOK 1 MaTh.
Cepale — cxarto.

bojib — He YHATE.

N ayT UCIIOJIMHBEI,
KpyTbie BaJibl.
OrpoMHBIE CITUHBI

OT 11ieHb1 OeJIbl.
KameHb 10 Kpas
CpOBHSJIO C BOLOM.
Matbs Motonas

Crana cenoii...

Beuep crymaer

Hax MopeM moTeMKH.
A BOJIHBI BCE JIAOT

be3 ycranu, rpoOMKO.
Han xkamMmHeM ropoaTbeiM
[TpoHEccs opér.

— Cayman, Kpbeuiateliit! —
Bcaen ronoc yiien. —
bynb 6e1HBIM 3a1IUTOMN.
ThI 1OJKEH TOMOYb:
Cnacu Mmoo MUTHI,
Bo3bMu M0O10 10YB!
KpbL1aTelii BepHYJICS,
PebeHKka cxBaTuI.

BaJyi rHEBHO MeTHYJICS
M xaMeHb HaKpBbLI.

Stood mother and daughter,
Their hearts full of pain,

On the rock by the water:
Their anguish was plain.
Giant waves started crashing,
White horses careering,

With foam and spray lashing
Steep valleys between them.
With the waves coming closer
To wash them away,

The young mother’s hair

Was turning to grey.

As evening grew darker,

The weather was foul,

The waves like wild monsters
Did ceaselessly howl.

But lo! There’s an eagle,
Soaring high o’er the sea:
«Listen, winged hero —

Save my daughter for me!»
Her voice carried far,

It resounded over the water.
She begged him to help

And to save her poor daughter.
The eagle swooped down
And rescued the child,

As the rock disappeared,

And was swamped by the tide.




