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BALLET

IN FIVE SCENES

AFTER PERRAULTS TALE

The Sleeping Princess

(LA BELLE AU BOIS DORMANT)

The entire production by M. Leon Bakst.

Music by P. TCHAIKOVSKY

Prelude to 3rd Scene and Aurora’s Variation in Scene 3

orchestrated by IGOR STRAVINSKY.

Chorcography by MARIUS PETIPA.

Reproduced by M. SERGUEIEEF,
Regisseur-en-chef of the Imperial Opera, Petrograd.

The Action-Scenes, Hunting Dances in Scene 3,

Aurora’s Variation in the same scene, and tales

of Bluebeard, Schchcrazade, and Innocent Ivan,
produced by La NijiNska.

From the designs cf M. LEoN BARST.
Curtain painted by M. Oupor.

Scenes 1, 2, 4 and 5 painted by O. ALLE
Scene 3 painted by Mr. and Mgs. Port
The Growing Forest painted by M. Cnev:

Costumes executed by
M. Pierre Prrorrr, Mrs. Lovar Fraser, Miss Normax and na Marson
MuEeLLE ROSSIGNOL.

Wigs by Poxtrt. Shoes by Crarr and Gamsa.




If you don’t sleep
—a Mustard Bath

HEN worried or overworked, don’t go

straight to bed to toss about half the
night without rest. ~ Get into a Mustard Bath
first. As you lie there a feeling
of repose steals over you. The
blood which goes to your head
and makes you sleepless is drawn
away and distributed over the
body.  Your nervous system is
fed through the pores of the skin
and steadies down. You go to
bed soothed and refreshed—ready

; i

for a sound natural sleep. P

“‘Let Muster Mistard
you

A Mustard Bath is no trouble #¢o "
to prepare. Just empty one of Colman’s Bath
Mustard cartons into your bath, or use a couple
of tablespoonfuls of the Table Mustard.




EON BAKST, the
celebrated
theatrical
painter and
decorative

artist, is the acknowledg-
ed head of a movement
of far-reaching import-
ance. It stretehes back
to the days when M. Diag-
hileff, now director of
the Russian Ballet, was
the editor of an art review
in  Petrograd, entitled
“Mir Irkusstva  (“ The
Art World ), and ga-
thered round him the
Petrograd group of painters deriving from Vroubel, among whom were also Alexandre
Benc ind Nicholas Roerich.  Both are well known to enthusiasts of the ballet, the
former through ** Petroushka,” the latter through “ Prince Igor.”

Leon Bakst was born at Petrograd in 1868. He studied at the Fine Arts School there,
and then migrated to Paris where he worked with the Finnish painter Albert Edelfeldt from
1893 to 1896. He was then commissioned by the Russian government to paint the arrival
of Admiral Avellan and the Russian naval contingent in Paris. Since then he has exhibited
with great success in every European gallery.

His connection with the stage began in Russia. where he designed many important
productions for the Imperial Tk catres, From the foundation of the Diaghiletf Ballet he
has produced a series of the: al s gs which have made him world- meux in this branch
ofhis art. Among them are *Schcherazad “ Thama “ Le Dieu Bleu,” © L’Aprés-Midi
d'un Faune,” and * ‘ Daphnis and Chloé.” In recent years there has been a break in his
activity, due partly to illness, and partly to depression brought about by the unhappy fate

7. With *“The Sleeping Prince which has long associations for him, his

revived and led him to exccute a prodigious undertaking, the greatest of its
kind he has ever attempted, involving as it does a special curtain, five scenes, and close
upon three hundred costumes, with innumerable properties and accessories.




The Sleeping Princess

I.

NCE upon a time there lived a good king, Florestan XXIV.,
and his Consort, who had long been very unhappy because
they were childless, but at last, to their great joy, the
Queen had given birth to a daughter who was named
Aurora, because the dawn itself was never more beautiful.
They agreed that the christening must be a magnificent
festivity, to which the fairies were invited to be present

as godmothers. Seven of them came, attended by their pages, and each

of them in turn bestowed a gift upon the baby Princess. One promised
that she should be the most beautiful creature in the world, another that
she should have the wit of an angel, the next a marvellous grace in all her

ways, and the others that she should dance to perfection, sing like a
nightingale, and play exquisitely on all instruments of music. But just
s everybody was rejoicing a page burst upon the scene with the dreadful

tidings that the wicked fairy, Carabosse, was approaching in dire anger
at not having been invited to the christening. Presently she arrived in
a chariot drawn by four rats, and demanded to be shown the royal infant
Not daring to disobey, the King ordered the royal nurses to bring her
forward, whereupon the wicked fairy, in a terrible voice, said, “ I promise
that one day you shall pierce your hand with a spindle, and on that day
you shall surely die.” But the seventh of the fairy godmothers, the
youngest of them all, the Lilac Fairy, had not yet bestowed her gift. She
now stepped forward, and although she could not undo the harm her elder
sister had done, she did her best. She promised that instead of dying the
princess would fall into a deep slumber that would last many, many years
until a king’s son should come and awaken her with a kiss. She also
promised to safeguard the little Princess from harm.

R

In sixteen years the little Princess Aurora had grown into a lovely
maiden, the fame of whose beauty had spread far and near. There came
to woo her four princes, from Spain, from England, from India, and from
Italy, and the King and Queen prepared festivities in their honour. All
the villagers were invited, but when they came, the master of ceremonies
saw, to his horror, that four of them had spinning wheels and spindles.
This was contrary to a law that had been enacted sixteen years before,
making it a criminal offence to bring a spindle within a mile of the Palace.
It would have gone hard with them but for the intervention of the Court
who did not wish the general rejoicing to be marred by an untoward event.
But during the dance the young Princess was approached by an old woman
who showed her a spindle, a thing she had never seen in all her life. Whilst
examining it with curiosity she pricked her finger. At her cry the dance
ceased. 'The four princes rushed to her aid, but the old woman threw
back her cloak and revealed the wicked fairy, who disappeared before




they could reach the spot. The little Lilac Fairy then proved that she
had not forgotten her promise. She waved her fairy wand and everybody
fell into a deep slumber, not to awake before their mistress, so that all
might be ready to wait on her when she needed them. The good fairy
then commanded an impenctrable forest to grow round the palace, and
when all was safe she disappeared from view.

IT1.

One day, many years afterwards, perhaps even twenty, the incomparable
young Prince Florimond, who is known to all as Prince Charming, happened
to ride ahunting on that side of the country where was the tangled forest.
He became separated from his companions, and rested beneath a tree.
There he was visited by the Lilac Fairy, who told him the story of the
sleeping Princess. He was slow to believe her, until, with a wave of her
wand, she showed him the Princess in a vision. But when he moved to-
wards her, she vanished as if she had never been. Prince Charming then
implored the Lilac Fairy to lead him to her, and, out of compassion, she
invited him to step into her fairy boat, which is made of mother-of-pearl.

IV.

At length the Lilac Fairy led Prince Charming into the palace, which
they found thickly covered with cobwebs. They beheld the King and
Queen and all the Court in a deep slumber. With some difficulty they
found their way to the couch on which slept the beautiful Princess Aurora.
Prince Charming tiptoed to her side, leant over her, and with one kiss
broke the spell of the wicked fairy. The Lilac Fairy then awakened the
whole Court from slumber. The cobwebs disappeared, the room glowed
with a thousand lights, and, amidst great rejoicings, the King and Queen
bestowed the hand of their beautiful daughter upon the Prince who had
freed her from enchantment.

V.

Never has there been such a wedding that of the lovely Princess
Aurora, only daughter of His Majesty Florestan XXIV., to ¥lorimond,
Prince Charming, a King’s son. All storyland was there. There came
Colombine and her Harlequin, Pierrot and his Pierrette. There came
Puss-in-Boots, the Blue Bird and the Enchanted Princess, Little Red
Riding Hood and the Wolf. From the country of the Arabian Nights
came Scheherazade, together with the Shah Shahriar and his brother. From
far-off China journeyed a mandarin and two little porcelain princesses.
Then there was Bluebeard with his last wife Ariana, and Sister Anne.
From Russia came Innocent Ivan and his Brothers. When all these
delightful people had paid their respects to the bride and bridegroom,
the whole assembly joined in a great dance in their honour, and, in
storyland, they are dancing yet.

1 few sentences of the above are taken from Sir Avihwr Quiller-Couch's v2rsion of 1

2 Stery, published by
Messrs. Hoddey & Stoughton.
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Tchaikovsky at the Russian Ballet
By LEON BAKST

T dates one. Twenty-five years and more have elapsed since those days.
But let us not dwell upon them ! My check was smooth, but A]lm(l)
I worshipped the theatre.
The ardently expected dress rchearsal of Tehaikovsky's * The
Sleeping li(n\ui\, fell upon a murky and cold November afternoon.
But when one is very young, what matters the weather ? Especially
with a complimentar ticket in my pocket from my old and venerable
friend, the chief \lmr( -manager of the Imperial ()p(m
Before entering the auditorium, already swarming with people,
custom ordained a visit to the stage- m.umgu\ room, where he—a veritable pasha, with
his Methusalem-like white beard and a Persian cap upon his head—smoked and drank his
perpetual glass of tea in this club, wherein gathered the stars of the opera and the ballet.
l‘]\rr)‘lxmly loved to gossip in this vast apartment !

This visit has remained in my memory all my life. My rubbers quickly doffed and the
snow shaken from my fur coat, I stand, nonplussed.

Dare T enter ? At the end of the sumptuous, Persian-carpeted room, through the
crowd of dancers in daintily puffed-out skirts, I saw in outline two central figures, and, from
the respectful distance kept by the artists, I gathered that they were personages of importance.

One of them—tall, slightly bent, with an aquiline nose, and a smile at once affable and
sly, wore the Star of the Vladimir order on the left breast of the blue uniform he wore as
director of the Imperial theatres.

* There must be a member of the Imperial family in the theatre,” I thought, not without
pride at finding myself in such a brilliant assembly. (As it transpired, the Emperor
Alexander IIL was there.) The other gentleman was shorter. His hair and beard were
white, his complexion very pink, his manner shyly amiable. He appeared very nervous,
but was making a visible effort to control himself.

Who is it ? T sought to catch the eye of my old friend, who at last saw me (I was then
far from tall), hemmed in among the frothy mass of fluttering ballet-skirts.

* Lovushka (Little Leon). come here and let me introduce you to our glory and pride,
Piotr Ilytch Techaikovsky.”

Blushing with emotion in my tight uniform as a student of the School of Fine Arts,
but wearing white gloves—so smart, ]ﬂmughtfwnh my carroty, close-cropped hair, I nm\l
have looked funny. Bn]d]\ escaping from my pleasant prison, without hesitating, I stepped
for \\411(1 and held out my hand to the famous musician.

‘ Here he is,” continued the old régisseur ** this youngster adores the theatre and is
d]l(nul\ painting scenic designs. The other day, whilst telling some friends at tea about
your * Sleeping Beauty.” he improvised scenery in his own way. Where is it now ? >

And he sought in vain in the drawer of his desk.

“Ilike the music of * The Slecping Beauty.” ” T exclaimed in a voice strangled with emotion,
amidst the general stupefaction, which was qlll(]\l\' followed by a mad outburst of laughte:

Ah! You alrcady know my ballet ? * laughingly said Tchaikov: sky with surprise,
and looking inquiringly at the patriarchal beard of the stage manager.

Unforgettable matinée ! I lived in a magic dream for three hours, intoxicated with
fairies and princesses, splendid palaces flowing with gold, in the enchantment of the old tale.
My whole being was as if swayed in cadence to the rhythms, the radiant flow of refreshing
and beautiful melodies, which were already friends.

But what a home-coming ! What a eruel ending to the enchantment ! Outside, a dark-
ness grown murkier after all this bedaz ling ;. snow, stinging horribly ; an icy wind from
the Neva ; vain efforts to find a droshky (too expensive near the theatre), and, at last, home :
the lamp with its depressingly commonplace petrol, suspended too high.

Ah! What a contrast with the Maryinsky Theatre, all decorated in blue velvet, filled
with brightly clad officers of the Guard, with ladies in evening dress, bejewelled and radiant,
with a heterogeneous and perfumed crowd, in which a more solemn note was struck by the
red coats and white stockings of the Court, so bedizened with Imperial eagles.




That evening, I believe, my vocation was determined.

If originally T may be to some extent ** responsible,” as the English say, for the letting
loose of modern staging which is nearing hysterical exasperation, it is also I who at present
begin to call out, ow then, gentlemen, let us not commit excesses !

This cry, which might pass for the coming of wisdom with age, is, however, repeated
at the moment in all plastic art. Cubism and cubo-futurism have Il\ul "and eyes that have
been fatigued with too much insistence upon angles will, by the law of evolution, seck the
curve, the clusive line—Farewell, all quasi-Gothic combinations !

When, seeking the deep-lying reason of this artistic movement, I read long and erudite
futuro-cubist articles, T was much struck with one argument, among others, that was readily
"l\( n ]”UHIIIN nee,

Modern life was deseribed in the light of the multitude of impressions received by the
retina, among acroplanes, trams, monster motor-"buses ; amid the shricks of motor-horns
and the blinding projections of luminous advertisements in motion.

I confess that this laborious explanation gave me the impression of a provincial, dumb-
founded, on newly emerging from the terminus on to the Grands Boulevards.

Docs it blind you ? Does it startle you ? Does it enable you to translate life into art
in the form of multicoloured slices and iron cages ? Pull yourselves together ! Are you, then,
from Dijon, or from Treviso ?

No, decidedly, farewell to eestasy in presence of the Machine (\mh a mpllal letter) ;
farewell to drawings from photographs, *startling documents,” * reading ** of pictures,
and “ recording > of motion.

How funny he was, this futuro-cubist, always hailing from the ranks of unsuccessful
engineers, who shouted in my face, with an exuberance of gesture that was not Vvery
French, that the mistress he dreamed of, this modern of moderns, was, not a woman, oh fic,
but . . . a machine. * A machine is so beautiful ! ” You know by heart this eulogy
of the machine.

In Tchaikovsky this mistress, oh noble Futurista permit me to trot out a name that
has aged much—this “ Muse,” is, on the contrary, very human, sensitive and high-strung,

sometimes in tears, and also madly dancing—in short, the Slav soul, is it not ?
% ow
joy. Allll a delight, to build up in our clan, hardened as it is by continual conflicts, this
> great musician who succeeded so well in reflecting the Russian soul. What could be more
inating than the hours we spent in Stravinsky’s narrow little studio, surrounded with the most quaint
collections : a giant and many-coloured pile of drums of all nations, gongs, motor-horns, yes, those \lsul on
motor-buses, padc drumsticks, pipes. And, amid this litter the young master pours forth at the piano,
number by number, the ballet of *The Sleeping Beauty,” shouting an accompaniment, rolling I(u»umh'
eyes at some invisible enemy of Tchaikovsky ; then, sudden v, bringing his hand down heavily, he
hoarse and triumphant

““Ah, that, nom d'un AIIU)I that is good musi Listen to this Adagio, ha, ha! and what pauses
pauses dictated by the ear of a musician, not the brain of a mummer
* * *
And through the warm smoke-clouds of havanas steps the music, so thoroughly Slav, of this great
composer who, in his life-time, proudly endured the lnnlvmpi of the deaf.
% *
in the great struggle between melody and Ihe musical theme, the doctrinaire Wotan of the Bayreuth
ybbing market has ready suffered eclipse by the lovers of music, by Mozart and Haydn, admits of
no .lmxhl As Stravinsky expra it, it is impossible to prefer celluloid to tortoiseshell, to enjoy a theme as
much as a melody. I have never feared to state my own personal opinion, even when it went against the tide,
and I confess, without subterfuge, that, beside Tchaikovsky’s me lody, the ruminated the nm{um of Wagner
seems to me cerebral and—tedious (pompier).

How unfortunate it is, this traditional misunderstanding in the appreciation of Tehaikovsky ! Ah!
Musicians, are you fascinated by an opinion long since ready- made ? The ¢ ror has lasted, in very truth, too
long. Tchaikovsky is the least German, the most Slay of the Russian composers you admire !

I cannot forget the remark of Rimsky-Korsakoff at the time of the Russian concerts given in Paris in

i i was urging the great hermit to come to Paris and conduct his works, Rimsk y-Korsakoff,
aimed :
*To Paris, no !

Well, for me, a painter, true greatness is reve i is et of ** The Sleeping Beauty
has had no recourse to /mm,m Wh ight seem obligatory in treating the period of Louis XIV,
Techaikovsky re r ewher an in qnh of all. But, through the absolutism of Ale:

I, with its pomp and splendour, Tehaikovsky's genius impels our thoughts to the broad decorative lines
of the seventeenth century and the magnificenc i Solei

Nore.—It is perhaps relevant to recall that Tehaikovsky has never had in Paris the vogue he enjoyed

here, and that M. Bakst is here addressing a French audience.—* The Translator.’
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Design by Léon Bakst for the costume of
One of the five Duchesses.

Copyright by Léon Baskt, Paris 1921.




Design by Léon Bakst for the costume of
The Queen and her Page.

Design by Léon Bakst for the costume of
The Fairy Carabosse.

Copyright by Léon Basht, Pavis 1921.




Design by Léon Bakst for the costume of
Catalabutte *, the Marshall of the Court.

Copyright by Léon Baskt, Payis 1921.
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Design by Léon Bakst for the costume of
The page of the fairy ““ Colibri”.

Copyright Leon Bakst 1921.




Castel in the forests where the Princess sleeps. Dedin by Léo

Bakst for the second scene of the

third act.




Design by Léon Bakst for the costume of
The page of the fairy * Pinetree ”.

Copyright by Leon Bakst 1921.




Design by Léon Bakst for the costume of

The Chinese.

Copyright by Léon Baskt, Paris 1921.




Design by Léon Bakst for the costume of

Dancer of the Mazurka.

Copyright by Léon Basht,

Payis
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Design by Léon Bakst for the costume of
The Cherry-Fairy

Copy#ight by Léon Baskt, Payis
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Dear Friexn,

It gives me great happiness to know that you are producing that masterpicce  The
Sleeping Beauty,” by our great and beloved Tcehaikovsky. It makes me doubly Im|||)\.
In the first place it is a personal joy, for this work appears fo me as the most ‘mllnnln ¢
pression of that period of our Russian life which we call the ¢ Petersburg Period,” and \\lmh
Is stamped \1|)nH my memory with the morning vision of the Imperial sleighs of Alexander
I1I, the giant Emperor and his giant coachman, and the immense joy that aw: ited me in
the evening, the performance of * The Sleeping Beauty.

It is, further t satisfaction to me as a musician to see produced a work of so direct
a character at a time when so many people, who are neither simple, nor naive, nor spontaneous,
seck in their art simplicity, < poverty " and spontancity.

Tchaikovsky in his very nature possessed these three gifts to the fullest extent.

That is why he never feared to let himself go, whereas the prudes, whether © raffinés
or academic, were shocked by the frank speech, free from artifice, of his music.

Tchaikovsky possessed the power of melody, centre of gravity in every symphony,
opera or ballet composed by him. It is absolutely indifferent to me that the quality of his
melody was sometimes unequal. The fact is that he was a creator of melody, which is an
extremely rare and precious gift. Among us, Glinka, too, possessed it ; and not to the same
degree, those others.

And that is something which is not German.

The Germans manufactured and manufactured music with themes and leitmotive, which
they substituted for melodic

Tchaikovsky’s musie, which does not appear specifically Russian to everybody, is often
more lll‘()l(!ll!\(”\ Russian than music which has long since been awarded the facile label of
Muscovite picturesqueness.

This music is quite as Russian as Pushkin’s verse or G linka’s song.  Whilst not specially
cultivating in his art the “soul of the Russian peasant,’ Tehaikovs y drew unconsciously
from the true, popular sources of our race.

And how characteristic were his predilections in the music of the past and of his own
day ! He worshipped Mozart, Couperin, Glinka, Bizet ; that leaves no doubt of the quality
of his taste. How strange it is. Bvery time that a Russian mus cian has come under the
influence of this Latino-Slay culture, and seen clearly the frontier between the Austrian-
Catholic Mozart turned towards Beaumarchais, and the German-Protestant Becthoven
inclined towards Goethe, the result has been striking.

The convincing example of Tchaikovsky’s great creative power is, beyond all doubt,
the ballet of *“ The Sleeping Beaut This cultured man, with his knowledge of folksong
and of old French music, had no need to engage in arc h,ul]mm.ll research in order to present
the age of Louis XIV; he recreated the character of the period by his musical language,
pnm\ ng inyoluntary but living anachronisms to conscious and laboured pasticeio ;
virtue that appertains only to great creative minds.

I have just read again the score of this ballet. I have instrumented some numbers of
it which had remained unorchestrated and unperformed. T have spent some days of intense
pleasure in finding thercin again and again the same feeling of freshness, inventiveness,
ingenuity and vigour. And I warmly desire that your audiences of all countries may feel
this work as it is felt by me, a Russian musician.

Yours ever,

IGOR STRAVINSKY.
To M. S. DiaGHILEFF,
Paris, 10th October, 1921.
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Scene L—THE CHRISTENING

King Florestan XXIV. . 5 . M. Leoxarp TrEER

The Queen . . g . . Mme. VErA SubpEIKINA
Cantalabutte, Master of Ceremonies M. JuaN JAzZwINSKY
The Fairy of the Pine Woods. . Mme. Freria Dusrovska
Her Page . s s B . M. Error AppIsoN

The Cherry Blossom Fairy . . Mme. Lypra Sokorova

Her 5 ? : 5 . M. Leox Worzikovsky

The Fairy of the Humming Birds . Mme. NiiNska

Her Page . : 3 . . M. Nicoras ZvERs

The Fairy of the Song-Birds . . Mme. Lusov Ecorova

Her Page . . 5 ; . M. Nicoras KrREMNEFF

The Carnation Fairy . & . Mme. ViErsa NEMTCHINOVA
Her Page . : . : . M. TADEO SLAVINSKY

The Fairy of the Mountain Ash . Mme. Lusov TCHERNICHEVA
Her Page . 3 o 2 . M. Axaron Vivzak

The Lilac Fairy . 5 5 . Mme. Lypra Lorokova

Her Page . o / . M. Sranisvas IDzikowski

The Wicked Fairy . X . Mme. Carrorra BRIaANza

Her Two Pages . c > . MM. Feporov and WiNTER
Her Four Rats . d 3 . MM. Savirzgi, KARNECKI, YALMOUJINSKY, LUKINE

Royal Nurses o . o . Mmes. Arrnaxova, Krassovsks, MAJCHERSKA,
Komarova

Ministers of State. . . . MM. SEMENOFF, SINGATEVSKI, C. St

Royal Pages x " . . MM.MikorAicuik, Bourmay, OCHIMOVSKI, PATRIKEEFRE
The King’s Herald . . . M. Kosiarsky

The Royal Physician . . M. Paviov

Maids of Honour . . . . Mmes. KLEMENTOVICZ, BEWICKE, MORETON,
SUMAROKOVA

Ladies-in-Waiting . v .« . Mmes. D’Angarciy, Coxon, DAMASKINA, PLOTNIKOVA,
ROSENSTEIN,  ANTONOVA, Evina,
, A. Sumaroxkova, L. NEMTCHINOVA,

GREKULOVA, POPLAVSKA, ASTAFIEVA

Lords, Pages, Negro Lackeys

SYMPHONIC INTERLUDE




King Florestan XXIV.

The Queen
The Princess Aurora

The Lilac Fairy

Scene II.—_THE SPELL

5 . . M. LeEoxarDp TREER
Mme. VErRA SUDEIRINA
Mlile. Orca Spessiva

Mme. Lypra Lorokova

Cantalabutte, Master of Ceremonies M. JEAN JAZWINSKY

The Spanish Prince
The Indian Prince
The Ttalian Prince
The English Prince

Princess Aurora’s Fri

The Wicked Fairy
Village Maidens

Village Youths

. Axatorn ViLzax
Lrox Worzikovsky
. TADEO SLAVINSKY
M. Error AppIsox

Mmes. Vera NEMTcmiNova, BEwicks, KLeMeNTOVICZ,
MAJCHERSKA

Mme. CArnorTA BRIANZA

Mmes. ALLANOVA, ROSENSTEIN, A. SOUMAROKOVA, L.
Soumarokova, Evina, L. NEMTCHINOVA, ANTONOVA,
Krassovska, Coxox, MoreTON, GOSTEMILOVA,
Komarovs, ProrNxikova, Popravska, Damaskina,
ASTAFIEVA

Fepororr, Bourman, SEMENOV,

ICHIK, PATRIKE , Kosarskr, OCHIMOVSKY,

T KARNECKI, YALMOUJINSKY, SAVITZKI,
Pavroy, LUKINE, SINGAIEVSKI, STEPANOY

INTERVAL . Twenty Minutes

PRELUDE . Orchestrated by Icor STRAVINSKY

Scene III.—THE VISION

A Vision of the Princess Aurora . Mlle. OLes Spessiva

The Lilac Fairy
Countess

Prince Charming

Mme. Lynia Lorokova
Mme. LuBov TCHERNICHEVA
M. PierRE VLADIMIROFER

Gallison, the Prince’s Tuter . . M. Nicoras ZveRrerr

Duchesses

Dukes

Baronesses
Marchionesses
Marquises .

Huntsmen

Nymphs

Mmes. DoBrovsks, ALLANOVA, KLEMENTOVICZ,
Komarova, MAJCHERSKA
MM. FEporov, SEMENOV, Roziarsky, Pavrov, WiNTER
Mmes.  ScnorLar,  Soxonova, V. NEMTCEINOVA,
BewIicke
Mmes. Evina, Coxox, SUMAROKOVA, L. NEMTCHINOVA.
ROSENSTEIN, SAVITZKA
MM. Kremyerr, Bourman, Migorarrenik, KARNECKT,
OCHIMOVSKI, SAVITSKY
INGATEVSKI, YALMOUJINSKI, LUKINE, STEPANOV
Mmges. ALLANOVA, ANTONOVA, ASTAFIEVA, DAMASKINA,
GostEMILOVA, L. SuMaroxkova, Komarova, Kras-
KA, Majgcnerska,  Moreron, PopPLAVSKA,
PLOTNIKOVA
Beaters, Scrvants. cte.

Symphonic Interlude “THE DREAM”




Scene IV..THE AWAKENING

The King M. LEoNARD TREER

The Queen Mme. VERA SUDEIKINA

Princess Aurora . Mlle. OrcA SPESSIVA
The Lilac Fairy Mme. Lypra Lorokova
Prince Charming 5 . . M. PierRE VLADIMIROFF
Cantalabutte, Master of Ceremonies M. JEAN JAZWINSKY
Princess Aurora’s Friends Mmes. V. Neyrcuixova, KremenTovicz, BEWICKE,
MascHERSKA ‘
Princes

MM. Vivzax, WOIZIKOVSKY, SLAVINSKY, ADDISON

INTERVAL - - - Twenty Minutes

Scene V..THE WEDDING

The King . e . 5 . M. LeoxArD TRE

The Queen . 5 3 . Mme. VErRA SUDE:

FAIRY TALES
Pierrette . 5 o g . Mme. N
Colombine . . . . Mme. VER: MTCHINOVA
Pierrot 2 - . 5 . M. Nicoras ZVEREFE
Harlequin . 5 . . . M. Axaron ViLzax
Puss-in-Boots < > ’ . M. Erron ADDISON
The White Cat . 5 . . Mme. LubDMILLA SCHOLLAR
The Blue Bird . 5 . . M. Sranisvas Ipzikowskr
The Enchanted Princess . . Mme. Lypra Loroxova

Red Riding Hood . . 5 . Mme. Lypia Sokorova
The Wolf : M. MIKOLATTCHIK
Blue Beard . 5 . M. Feporov
Ariana s 5 . Mme. LuBov TCHERNICHEVA
Sister Anne . 5 . Mme. FELza DUBROVSKA
Scheherazade 5 E Mme. Marta D’AuBarciy
The Shah . L s . M. Paviov
His Brother. 3 . . . M. SINGAIEVSKI
The Porcelain Princesses 5 Mmes. BEWICKE, SUMAROKOVA
The Mandarin . : . . M. Nicoras KREMNEFF
Innocent Ivan and his Brothers . MM. Lrox Worzikovsky, TADEO SLAVINSKY,
KORNEZKY
Pas de Deux 5 . . . Mlle. Orca Spessiva, M. PIERRE VLADIMIROFE
Princess Royal . . " . Mme. KomMarova
Ladies of the Court g 3 . Mmes. KrEMENTOVI Mascuerska, Krassovska
ALLANOVA, OSENSTEIN, L. SUMAROKOV
SUMAROKOVA, xoN, Damasxkiva, Evina,
IMILOVA, ASTAFIEYV
Dignitaries of the Court . MM. SEere SEMENOV, BOURMAN, SAVITSKY,
LUKINE,
PATRIKE Kozarski, STEPANOV, KoMISSAROV

Lords and Ladies, Servants, Negro Lackeys, ete.
Vialin Solo § 2 . Mr. Wyxy RE

Conductor . M. GrEGOrR FITTELBERG
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THE GARDEN OF KING FLORESTAN

Scene of the Second Act by Leon Bakst




MORALITE
Attendre quelque temps pour avoir un Epous,
Riche bien-fait, galant et doux,
La chose est assez naturelle,
Mais I'attend it ans et toujotirs en dormant,
On ne trouve plus de femelle,
Qui dormist si tranquillement,
La Fable semble encor vouloir nous faire entendre,
Que souvent de I'Hymen las agreables noeuds,
Pour estre inHn erez n'en sont moins heureux,
Et qu’on ne perd rien pour attendre ;
Mais le sexe avec tant d’ardeur,

ny le coeur,
De luy prescher cette Morale,

MORAL
Ye Maids, to await some while a lover fond,
Rich, titled, debonair as Florimond,
Is reason ; and who learns on fate to attend
Goes seldom unrewarded in the end—
! no one k us for a hundred \vu,l“
la-la-la ! T understood, my des

Crartes PERRAULT.

ANOTHER
Further, the story would suggest a doubt,
That 1 may be happiest when def
“Deferr’d ! you ery—* Deferr’d,” I see you pout,
We'll skip this moral, and attempt a third.
ANOTHER
'n.mu\,“.u fable then appears to proye
sparity of years no bar to love.
( )b'd ‘Age and Youth—but that’s an ancient quarrel,
And I'll not interfere. There’s no third moral.
Translated by Sir Artrur Quitter-Coucir.
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N our uncerrain climate a gas fire is just the thing

for old people. Though the evening turn chilly

the after dinner game of patience may still be
enjoyed.

By lighting a match and turning a tap the room may
be made warm and cosy in five minutes.
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