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Description :

Prsentation de I'diteurRudolf Nureyev had it all: beauty, genius, charm, passion, and sex appeal. No other
dancer of our time has generated the same excitement, for both men and women, on or off the stage. With
Nureyev: The Life, Julie Kavanagh shows how hisintense drive and passion for dance propelled him from a
poor, Tatar-peasant background to the most sophisticated circles of London, Paris, and New Y ork. His
dramatic defection to the West in 961 created a Cold War crisis and made him an instant celebrity, but this
was just the beginning. Nureyev spent the rest of hislife breaking barriers: reinventing male technique,
crashing the gates of modern dance, iconoclastically updating the most hallowed classics, and making dance
history by partnering England s prima ballerina assoluta, Margot Fonteyn--a woman twice his age. He
danced for almost all the major choreographers--Frederick Ashton, George Balanchine, Kenneth MacMillan,


http://f3db.com/pub/links.php?id=B005O1BYXW

Jerome Robbins, Maurice Bjart, Roland Petit--his main motive, he claimed, for having left the Kirov. But
Nureyev also made it his mission to stage Russias full-length masterpieces in the West. His highly personal
productions of Swan Lake, The Nutcracker, Raymonda, Romeo and Juliet, and La Bayadre are the mainstays
of the Paris Opra Ballet repertory to thisday. An inspirational director and teacher, Nureyev was a Diaghilev-
like mentor to young protgs across the globe--from Karen Kain and Monica Mason (now directors
themselves), to Sylvie Guillem, Elisabeth Platel, Laurent Hilaire and Kenneth Greve. Sex, as much as dance,
was adriving force for Nureyev. From hisfirst secret liaison in Russiato his tempestuous relationship with
the great Danish dancer Erik Bruhn, we see not only Nureyevs notorious homosexual history unfold, but also
learn of his profound effect on women--whether a Sixties wild child or Jackie Kennedy and Lee Radziwill or
the aging Marlene Dietrich. Among the first victims of AIDS, Nureyev was diagnosed HIV positivein 1984
but defied the disease for nearly a decade, dancing, directing the Paris Opra Ballet, choreographing, and
even beginning anew career as a conductor. Still making plans for the future, Nureyev finally succumbed
and died in January 1993. Drawing on previously undisclosed letters, diaries, home-movie footage,
interviews with Nureyevsinner circle, and her own dance background, Julie Kavanagh gives the most
intimate, revealing, and dramatic picture we have ever had of this dazzling, complex figure NOTE: This
edition does not include photos.ExtraitChapter 1: A Vagabond SoulEarly one morning when six-year-old
Rosa K olesnikova woke up, she remembered first of all that she was on the train, and then she noticed the
three Nureyev girls sitting on the bunk opposite. The toddler was whimpering, and her eight-year-old sister
was trying to comfort her. She saw to her annoyance that her friend Lilia, who was also six, had taken her
toy and was clutching it. Their mother was nowhere to be seen. Something was going on. In the corridor
people were rushing back and forth talking excitedly, but no one would say what was happening. Later she
noticed that next door there were sheets curtaining off the Nureyev compartment and doctors in white coats
were going in and out. Tyotya-Farida must beill. Throughout the morning, making some excuse, she and the
other children walked by to seeif they could peek through a crack in the screen of sheets, but her mother
would call them back and try to distract them. Look, Lake Baikal! Lake Baikal! Isnt it beautiful ? she cried.|t
was a cold, clear morning, and the lake, a sunlit ocean of ice, seemed to merge with the far-off white
mountain ridges of Khamar Daban. For most of the day the train travel ed a ong the southwestern shore
beneath sheer cliffs and steep woods, offering sudden dazzling views of Baikal asit threaded through the
tunnels. With its legend of the vengeful Old Man Baikal, who hurled a huge rock at his runaway daughter,
the lake was a wonder for children: Its size alone was breathtakingfour hundred miles long and one mile
deep in the middle. By late afternoon, however, its fascination had worn off, and everyone was glad to get to
the Mongolian city of Ulan-Ude, where the train stopped for several hours.Almost all the passengers went
into town to shop in the trading arcades and the poplar-lined main street, Leninskaya Ulitsa. When they
returned, one or two of the women came up to the children with alarge box and told them to look inside.
There they saw atiny baby swaddled tightly: We bought him in Ulan-Ude, they said, laughing. Its alittle
Tatar brother for the Nureyev girls! Rosafound this hard to believe. It didnt make sense that a Tatar child
would be for salein a place full of people who looked so foreign, with their big foreheads and slanting eyes.
Besides, before they arrived, she had heard the adults talking about a new baby on the train. Rosa had a six-
month-old brother of her own, but even so she was full of envy of the Nureyev sisters and tremendously
excited. Wewere all in ecstasies, and in the carriage there was such jubilation! It was like a holiday, with
everyone happy and wanting to share in the celebration.Word of the event spread quickly, and for the rest of
the day people crowded into the carriage to see the new arrival: Rudolf Nureyevs first audience. His birth, he
would later say, was the most romantic event of hislife, symbolic of his future statelessness and nomadic
existence. It was to be alife lived mostly en route to places, navigated by what he called his vagabond soul.
To Rosa he was never Rudolf or even Rudik, its diminutive, but Malchik kotoriy rodilsay v poezde said in
one breath as a name: The-boy-who-was-born-on-a-train. The order for the soldiers families to leave had
come suddenly. Almost full term in her pregnancy, Farida Nureyev knew she was taking arisk by traveling
at this stage, but she had had no choice. For the last two months, Farida and Ekaterina, Rosas mother, had
regularly gone together to the authorities to find out when they were going to be permitted to join their
husbands, who were serving in the Red Armys Far Eastern Division. One delay had followed another until at
last, at the beginning of March 1938, the wives were told that a military train would be leaving that
night. The children were asleep by the time the trucks arrived, and after waking them and bundling themin
blankets, Farida left the barracks of Alkino, her home for the past nine months, and started for the station in
Ufa, about forty kilometers away, where the train was waiting. There were two carriages set aside for the



women and children, and a special wagon for their luggage. The compartments opened straight onto the
corridor without the privacy of doors, but they were clean and quite comfortable, with an unoccupied single
row of bunks on the opposite side, which all the children on the train immediately converted into a play area.
It was the best of times! There was such a spirit of adventure and excitement. Most of the wives were young,
aready friends, and delighted to be going to their husbands, whom they hadnt seen for several months. They
were al very kind and solicitous toward Farida, making sure she had everything she needed, and each day
one of the two doctors on board would come and check up on her.The train traveled at varying speeds,
sometimes racketing along, sometimes stopping for hours while waiting to be hooked up to another engine.
At stations there was usually a straggle of babushki selling little piles of waresscallions, pickled gherkins,
curds, smoked fish but the women rarely bought anything, as the soldiers appointed to take care of them
brought them provisions as well as hot water for tea and for washing. The children would have liked to get
out and run along the platform, but their mothers were reluctant to let them go: They never knew when the
train was going to leave. After nearly two weeks of traveling, everyone was growing restless, Is the Far East
far? became the childrens endless refrain. Thats why the day the little boy was born stuck in the memory.
Given all the monotony, expectation, and boredom, you couldnt forget such an event in alifetime.Rudolf
Nureyev was shaken out of the womb as the train ran alongside L ake Baikal around midday on March 17,
1938. Farida was euphoric. Not only was the baby born safely, but at last she had the son her husband
longed for. When the train stopped in Ulan-Ude, she asked one of the women to accompany her eldest
daughter, also called Rosa, a solemn, responsible girl, to send atelegram to her husband, Hamet, with the
news, even though she felt sure he wouldnt believe it. Once before, when her second daughter, Lilia, was
born, Farida had sent word that she had given birth to a boyShe lied because she longed to make him happy,
Rudolf wrote in hismemoir. It is far more likely, however, that as Hamets work kept him away for long
periods, her motive was to persuade him to return to their village. If so, it worked. Overjoyed, Father came
home on leave as soon as he could and found out that the boy was Lida[Lilia]. He was speechless and
utterly miserable.By 1938 Farida had been married to Hamet for nearly nine years, athough they had spent
much of that time apart. When they first met, in the city of Kazan in the late twenties, he was still a student,
studying Tatar philology and the new ideology of Communism at the academy there. He was not then the
rigid army officer he later became, but a debonair young man full of ambition and ideals. A studio portrait of
Hamet at twenty-five, dressed in pinstripe trousers, dress shirt, and bow tie, shows him sitting at a caf table
with an equally handsome friend, cigarette in hand; they look like a pair of Parisian flaneurs. Two years
younger than Hamet and also of sight build, Farida herself was extremely attractive, with long sleek black
hair parted in the middle, and dark round eyes. She rarely laughed, but had a quiet sense of humor that
showed in her wry, closed smile: It came from inside as in a Rembrandt picture. Although she had no
education, she was bright and, like Hamet, self-confident and proud, giving relatives the impression that they
both considered themselves a touch above their families.The couple could not have chosen a more romantic
place for their courtship than Kazan, with its elegant arcades and parks, and its skyline of minarets. There
was a summer theater, a bandstand and chairs, the beautiful fountain encircled with birch treesin the
Lyadskoy Gardens, and the l[imestone-white kremlin on the hill from which one could look down at the boats
far below on the Kazanka River. They both retained their nostalgia for the city, and years later would sing
such Kazakh duets together as the Tower of Kazan, a plaintive ballad about the Tatar queen who chose to
jump to her death from its upper terrace rather than forsake her birthplace. Before the revolution, Kazan had
ninety-one houses of worship monasteries, mosques, and cathedral sbut by 1928, when Hamet and Farida
were living there, many had been demolished by the Bolsheviks or were being used as administrative and
storage buildings. Although brought up as MuslimsHamets father was a mullahboth were now party
members, having been more than willing to exchange their religious beliefs for faith in the Communist
regime. For them, as Rudolf said, the revolution was a miracle, opening up the possibility of educating
themselves and sending their children to university, an opportunity previously undreamed of by peasant
families. Tugulbay, where Farida was born in 1905, was alarge, relatively wealthy Tatar village near Kazan.
Most households had a cow, but her parents, the Agilivulyevni, were poor, as there were four daughters and
only one son to work the land. Faridas brother, Valiula, was fifteen years older than she, and when their
mother and father died during the typhus epidemic, he took her and her three sistersGafia, Gandalip, and
Sharideto live with hisfamily in the city. Valiulas second wife, who was much younger than her husband,
resented the sudden arrival of the four girls and loaded them with domestic chores. He, on the other hand,
was kind and caring, and did everything he could to make them happy. Valiula had a phonograph and



encouraged his sisters to sing and dance, and he sent them to school. Farida received an elementary
education, learning to read and write in Arabic (but not in Russian), and left with no special qualifications.

At first she worked for her sister-in-law as a nanny, but there was a good deal of conflict between them.
Then, in the early twenties, during the period of NEPthe New Economic Policy, which encouraged private
enterpriseValiula opened a bakery-restaurant near the Kirov Gardens, where all the sisters helped out. They
loved being there: It meant that they were never hungry, and sometimes there were so many relatives sitting

at the tables that there was no room for customers. Farida became an excellent cook, producing kabartmi

(fried round cakes) from salty dough, and mastering the technique of making pelmeni, atype of ravioli,
which remained her specialty. She was, her family claims, very good at attracting customers, and would
stand at the stall outside the restaurant singing out her wares to passersby. One of whom might well have
been twenty-five-year-old Hamet Nureyev, who claimed to have fallen in love with Farida because of her

good looks and sweet musical voice.ln his Bashkirian village of Asanova, Hamet was known as
Nuriakhamet Nuriakhametovich Fasliyev, the son of Nuriakhamet Fasliyevich Fasliyev. Saying he wanted to

be different, he chose to use the shortened Hamet and to combine his patronym with his surname when he
left for the city. As children he and his brother, Nurislam, attended the local madrassa until 1917, when the

Bolsheviks closed it down, at which point fourteen-year-old Hamet went to the village school for the next

four years. His father, although no longer permitted to hold services, and forced to work in the fields,
continued to be thought of as the mullah by the locals, most of whom still observed Muslim traditions and
festivals.With their two sons and three daughtersSaima, Fatima, and Jamilathe Fasliyevslived in along
narrow wooden isba at the edge of the village, the largest house in Asanova. It was a comfortable existence,
with animals in the barns and rows of vegetables growing in the backyard. Across the dusty road was the
Karmazan River, where the children spent so much of their time, swimming and fishing al summer in the
bend where the water was deep and clean, and skating when it iced over in the winter months. During these
long dark evenings the family gathered for music sessions, singing folk songs and dancing to Hamets
accompaniment on the accordion or harmonica. Sometimes, on afine day, he sat on a bench outside the
house and played for the local children, who sat cross-legged or danced around him.In contrast to their
neighbors, many of whom were illiterate, the Fasliyevs were one of the most educated familiesin the village.
The siblings were encouraged to work hard, which Hamet did obsessively: Studying was his passion. In
1921, when the famine years began, the school was shut down and the sole priority became the search for
food. Asanovas mortality rate rose by the day; some villagers were forced to exist on libeda, akind of gruel
made from grass. Hamet had no choice but to join the workersin the fields until conditions improved. By
1925 he was working as an ishach in charge of the village club, organizing lectures on political issues,
stocking the small library with propagandist literature, and arranging social evenings with dances and films.
All the same he was restless. At twenty-two, he knew there was nothing but a peasantslife for him in
Asanova, which to this day remains a backward village of primitive shacks. He felt he had to escape. Y oung
people were migrating to the cities to work, and Hamet wanted to be one of them. Kazan, the Tatar capital, a
center of science, culture, industry, and commerce, was the obvious place to go. Deciding that military life
was where his future lay, Hamet joined Kazans cavalry school as a private in charge of horses; but either too
impatient or too proud to work hisway up through the ranks, he |eft after two years to continue his studies,
enrolling at the Tatar Academy.Farida, who met him at this time, had set her heart on going to the teachers
training college on the wide boulevard of Gruzinskaya Street, and when she married Hamet in May 1929 he
promised her that after his course was completed it would be her turn to study. By the end of that year,
however, Farida was pregnant, and by the following summer they had left Kazan for good. It had begun to
look asif the promise the city had offered them had failed. Following the arrest in 1928 of Sultan Galiev, a
prominent supporter of Muslim Communism appointed by Stalin, a number of other |eaders of the
republicteachers, intellectuals, and writerswere being prosecuted. Tatar autonomy was under threat and,
uneasy about the outcome, Hamet decided to take his new wife back to hisvillage. Stalin had just announced
aradical switch from individual peasant farming to mass collectivization, and seeing in the changes an
opportunity for self-advancement, Hamet volunteered himself as a senior worker in the Karmazan kolkhoz,
Asanovas state farm.From the Hardcover edition.Revue de pressedulie Kavanagh distills the fabul ous spirit
of Nureyev, the ballet world's first pop icon. Vanity FairFerociously concrete, ambitious, profligate,
shocking and soaring. . . . Nureyev is easily the best biography of the year. The Philadelphia InquirerThe
definitive biography of ballet's greatest star whose ego was as supersized as histalent. Tina Brown A
treasure trove for those intrigued by Nureyev the dancer, filled with thoughtful reflections on his technique,



details of hisroles, and of his encounters with ballet greats. Seattle Times Kavanagh chronicles [Nureyev]
with even-mindedness and original research and a mastery of detail. . . . And that is what we get: not atell-
al, but atell-everything. The New Y ork Observer



