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			The River of Life

			
				I

				The land­la­dy’s room in the “Ser­bia.” Yel­low wall­pa­per; two win­dows with dirty muslin cur­tains; be­tween them an oval squint­ing mir­ror, stuck at an an­gle of forty-five de­grees, re­flects a paint­ed floor and chair legs; on the win­dowsills dusty, pim­ply cac­tus­es; a cage with a ca­nary hangs from the ceil­ing. The room is par­ti­tioned off by red screens of print­ed cal­i­co: the small­er part on the left is the bed­room of the land­la­dy and her chil­dren; that on the right is blocked up with var­ied odds and ends of fur­ni­ture—bedrid­den, rick­ety, and lame. In the cor­ners all kinds of rub­bish are in chaot­ic cob­webbed heaps: a sex­tant in a gin­ger leather case, and with it a tri­pod and a chain, some old trunks and box­es, a gui­tar with­out strings, hunt­ing boots, a sewing ma­chine, a “Monopan” mu­si­cal box, a cam­era, about five lamps, piles of books, dress­es, bun­dles of linen, and a great many things be­sides. All these things had been de­tained at var­i­ous times by the land­la­dy for rent un­paid, or left be­hind by run­away lodgers. You can­not move in the room be­cause of them.

				The “Ser­bia” is a third-rate ho­tel. Per­ma­nent lodgers are a rar­i­ty, and those are pros­ti­tutes. Most­ly they are ca­su­al pas­sen­gers who float up to town on the Dnieper: small farm­ers, Jew­ish com­mis­sion agents, dis­tant provin­cials, pil­grims, and vil­lage priests who come to town to in­form, or are re­turn­ing home when the in­for­ma­tion has been lodged. Rooms in the “Ser­bia” are al­so oc­cu­pied by cou­ples from the town for the night or a few days.

				Spring. About three in the af­ter­noon. The cur­tains of the open win­dows stir gen­tly, and the room smells of kerosene and baked cab­bage. It is the land­la­dy warm­ing up on her stove a bigoss à la Polon­aise of cab­bage, pork fat, and sausage, with a great deal of pep­per and bay leaves. She is a wid­ow be­tween thir­ty-six and forty, a strong, quick, good-look­ing wom­an. The hair that she wears in curls over her fore­head has a strong tinge of grey; but her face is fresh, her big sen­su­al mouth red, and her young dark eyes moist and play­ful­ly sly. Her name is An­na Friedri­chov­na. She is half Ger­man, half Pole, and comes from the Baltic Prov­inces; but her close friends call her Friedrich sim­ply, which suits her de­ter­mined char­ac­ter bet­ter. She is quick-tem­pered, scolds and talks bawdy. Some­times she fights with her porters and the lodgers who have been on the spree; she drinks as well as any man, and has a mad pas­sion for danc­ing. She changes from abuse to laugh­ing in a sec­ond. She has but small re­spect for the law, re­ceives lodgers with­out pass­ports, and with her own hands, as she says, “chucks in­to the street” those who don’t pay up—that is, she un­locks his door while he is out, and puts all his things in the pas­sage or on the stairs, and some­times in her own room. The po­lice are friend­ly with her for her hos­pi­tal­i­ty, her cheer­ful char­ac­ter, and par­tic­u­lar­ly for the gay, easy, un­cer­e­mo­ni­ous, dis­in­ter­est­ed com­plai­sance with which she re­sponds to man’s pass­ing emo­tions.

				She has four chil­dren. The two el­dest, Rom­ka and Aly­ch­ka, have not yet come back from school, and the younger, Ad­ka, sev­en, and Ed­ka, five, strong brats with cheeks mot­tled with mud, blotch­es, tear-stains, and the sun­burn of ear­ly spring, are al­ways to be found near their moth­er. Both of them hold on to the ta­ble leg and beg. They are per­pet­u­al­ly hun­gry, be­cause their moth­er does not pay much at­ten­tion to food; they eat any­how, at dif­fer­ent times, send­ing in­to a lit­tle gen­er­al shop for any­thing they want. Stick­ing out his lips in a cir­cle, frown­ing, and look­ing out un­der his fore­head, Ad­ka roars in a loud bass: “That’s what you’re like. You won’t give me a taste.” “Let me try,” Ed­ka speaks through his nose, scratch­ing his calf with his bare foot.

				At the ta­ble by the win­dow sits Lieu­tenant Va­le­ri­an Ivanovich Tchi­jhe­vich of the Army Re­serve. Be­fore him is the reg­is­ter, in which he en­ters the lodgers’ pass­ports. But af­ter yes­ter­day’s af­fair the work goes bad­ly; the let­ters wave about and crawl away. His trem­bling fin­gers quar­rel with the pen. There is a roar­ing in his ears like the tele­graph poles in au­tumn. At times it seems to him that his head is be­gin­ning to swell, to swell … and the ta­ble, the book, the ink­stand, and the lieu­tenant’s hand go ter­ri­bly far away and be­come quite tiny. Then again the book comes up to his very eyes, the ink­stand grows and re­peats it­self, and his head grows small, turns to queer strange sizes.

				Lieu­tenant Tchi­jhe­vich’s ap­pear­ance speaks of for­mer beau­ty and lost po­si­tion; his black hair bris­tles, and a bald patch shows on the nape of his neck. His beard is fash­ion­ably trimmed to a sharp point. His face is lean, dirty, pale, dis­si­pat­ed. On it is, as it were writ­ten, the full his­to­ry of the lieu­tenant’s ob­vi­ous weak­ness­es and se­cret dis­eases.

				His sit­u­a­tion in the “Ser­bia” is com­pli­cat­ed. He goes to the mag­is­trates on An­na Friedri­chov­na’s be­half. He hears the chil­dren’s lessons and teach­es them de­port­ment, keeps the house reg­is­ter, makes out the lodgers’ ac­counts, reads the news­pa­per aloud in the morn­ing and talks of pol­i­tics. He usu­al­ly sleeps in one of the va­cant rooms and, in case of an in­flux of guests, in the pas­sage on an an­cient so­fa, whose springs and stuff­ing stick out to­geth­er. When this hap­pens the lieu­tenant care­ful­ly hangs all his prop­er­ty on nails above the so­fa: his over­coat, cap, his morn­ing coat, shiny with age and white in the seams but tol­er­a­bly clean, a “Mono­pole” pa­per col­lar, an of­fi­cer’s cap with a blue band; but he puts his note­book and his hand­ker­chief with some­one else’s ini­tials un­der his pil­low.

				The wid­ow keeps her lieu­tenant un­der her thumb. “Mar­ry me and I’ll do any­thing for you,” she prom­ises. “Full equip­ment, all the linen you want, a fine pair of boots and golosh­es as well. You’ll have ev­ery­thing, and on hol­i­days I’ll let you wear my late hus­band’s watch with the chain.” But the lieu­tenant is still think­ing about it. He val­ues his free­dom, and sets high store by his for­mer dig­ni­ty as an of­fi­cer. How­ev­er, he is wear­ing out some of the old­er por­tions of the de­ceased’s linen.

			
			
				II

				From time to time storms break out in the land­la­dy’s room. Some­times it hap­pens that the lieu­tenant, with the as­sis­tance of his pupil Rom­ka, sells a heap of some­body else’s books to a sec­ond­hand deal­er. Some­times he takes ad­van­tage of the land­la­dy’s ab­sence to in­ter­cept the pay­ment for a room by day. Or he se­cret­ly be­gins to have play­ful re­la­tions with the ser­vant-maid. Just the oth­er day the lieu­tenant abused An­na Friedri­chov­na’s cred­it in the pub­lic-house over the way. This came to light, and a quar­rel raged, with abuse and a fight in the cor­ri­dor. The doors of all the rooms opened, and men and wom­en poked their heads out in cu­rios­i­ty. An­na Friedri­chov­na shout­ed so loud that she was heard in the street:

				“You get out of here, you black­guard, get out, you tramp! I’ve spent on you ev­ery pen­ny of the mon­ey I’ve earned by sweat­ing blood. You fill your bel­ly with the far­things I sweat for my chil­dren!”

				“You fill your bel­ly with our far­things,” squalled the school­boy Rom­ka, mak­ing faces at him from be­hind his moth­er’s skirt.

				“You fill your bel­ly!” Ad­ka and Ed­ka ac­com­pa­nied from a dis­tance.

				Ar­se­ny the porter, in stony si­lence, pressed his chest against the lieu­tenant. From room No. 9, the valiant pos­ses­sor of a mag­nif­i­cent­ly part­ed black beard leaned out to his waist in his un­der­clothes, with a round hat for some rea­son perched on his head, and res­o­lute­ly gave his ad­vice:

				“Ar­se­ny, give him one be­tween the eyes.”

				Thus the lieu­tenant was driv­en to the stairs; but there was a broad win­dow open­ing on to these very stairs from the cor­ri­dor. An­na Friedri­chov­na hung out of it and still went on shout­ing af­ter the lieu­tenant:

				“You dirty beast … you mur­der­er … scoundrel … Kiev gut­ter-sweep­ing!”

				“Gut­ter-sweep­ing!” “Gut­ter-sweep­ing!” the brats in the cor­ri­dor strained their voic­es, shout­ing.

				“Don’t come eat­ing here any more! Take your filthy things away with you. Take them. Take them!”

				The things the lieu­tenant had left up­stairs in his haste de­scend­ed on him: a stick, his pa­per col­lar, and his note­book. The lieu­tenant halt­ed on the bot­tom stair, raised his head, and bran­dished his fist. His face was pale, a bruise showed red be­neath his left eye.

				“You just wait, you scum. I tell ev­ery­thing in the prop­er quar­ter. Ah! ah. … They’re a lot of pimps, rob­bing the lodgers!”

				“You just sling your hook while you’ve got a whole skin,” said Ar­se­ny stern­ly, press­ing on the lieu­tenant from be­hind and push­ing him with his shoul­der.

				“Get away, you swine! You’ve not the right to lay a fin­ger on an of­fi­cer,” the lieu­tenant proud­ly ex­claimed. “I know about ev­ery­thing! You let peo­ple in here with­out pass­ports! You re­ceive—you re­ceive stolen goods. … You keep a broth—”

				At this point Ar­se­ny seized the lieu­tenant adroit­ly from be­hind. The door slammed with a shat­ter­ing noise. The two men rolled out in­to the street to­geth­er like a ball, and thence came an an­gry: “Broth­el!”

				This morn­ing, as it had al­ways hap­pened be­fore, Lieu­tenant Tchi­jhe­vich came back pen­i­tent, with a bou­quet of lilac torn out of some­body’s gar­den. His face was weary. A dim blue sur­round­ed his hol­low eyes. His fore­head was yel­low, his clothes un­brushed, and there were feath­ers in his hair. The rec­on­cil­i­a­tion goes slow­ly. An­na Friedri­chov­na hasn’t yet had her fill of her lover’s sub­mis­sive look and re­pen­tant words. Be­sides, she is a lit­tle jeal­ous of the three nights her Va­le­ri­an has passed, she knows not where.

				“An­na, dar­ling, … where …” the lieu­tenant be­gan in an ex­traor­di­nar­i­ly meek and ten­der falset­to, slight­ly tremu­lous even.

				“Wha-at! Who’s An­na dar­ling, I’d like to know,” the land­la­dy con­temp­tu­ous­ly cut him short. “I’m not An­na dar­ling to any scum of a road sweep­er!”

				“But I on­ly want­ed to ask what ad­dress I was to write for ‘Praskovia Uver­tie­she­va, 34 years old,’ there’s noth­ing writ­ten down here.”

				“Put her down at the Rag-mar­ket, and put your­self there, too. You’re a pret­ty pair. Or put your­self in a dosshouse.”

				“Dirty beast,” thinks the lieu­tenant, but he on­ly gives a deep, sub­mis­sive sigh. “You’re very ner­vous to­day, An­na, dar­ling!”

				“Ner­vous! What­ev­er I am, I know I’m an hon­est, hard­work­ing wom­an. … Get out of the way, you bas­tards,” she shouts at the chil­dren, and sud­den­ly, “Shlop, shlop”—two well-aimed smacks with the spoon come down on Ad­ka’s and Ed­ka’s fore­heads. The boys be­gin to sniv­el.

				“There’s a curse on my busi­ness, and on me,” the land­la­dy growls an­gri­ly. “When I lived with my hus­band I nev­er had any sor­rows. Now, all the porters are drunk­ards, and all the maids are thieves. Sh! you cursed brats! … That Pros­ka … she hasn’t been here two days when she steals the stock­ings from the girl in No. 12. Oth­er peo­ple go off to pubs with oth­er peo­ple’s mon­ey, and nev­er do a stroke. …”

				The lieu­tenant knew per­fect­ly who An­na Friedri­chov­na was speak­ing about, but he main­tained a con­cen­trat­ed si­lence. The smell of the bigoss in­spired him with some faint hopes. Then the door opened and Ar­se­ny the porter en­tered with­out tak­ing off his hat with the three gold braids. He looks like an Al­bi­no eu­nuch, and his dirty face is pit­ted. This is at least the for­ti­eth time he has had this place with An­na Friedri­chov­na. He keeps it un­til the first fit of drink­ing, when the land­la­dy her­self beats him and puts him in­to the streets, first hav­ing tak­en away the sym­bol of his au­thor­i­ty, his three-braid­ed cap.

				Then Ar­se­ny puts a white Cau­casian fur hat on his head and a dark blue pince-nez on his nose, and swag­gers in the pub­lic-house op­po­site un­til he’s drunk ev­ery­thing on him away, and at the end of his spree he will cry on the bo­som of the in­dif­fer­ent wait­er about his hope­less love for Friedrich and threat­en to mur­der Lieu­tenant Tchi­jhe­vich. When he sobers down he comes to the “Ser­bia” and falls at his land­la­dy’s feet. And she takes him back again, be­cause the porter who suc­ceed­ed Ar­se­ny had al­ready man­aged in this short time to steal from her, to get drunk, to make a row and be tak­en off to the po­lice sta­tion.

				“You … have you come from the steam­er?” An­na Friedri­chov­na asked.

				“Yes. I’ve brought half a dozen pil­grims. It was a job to get ’em away from Ja­cob—the ‘Com­mer­cial.’ He was just lead­ing them off, when I comes up to him and says, ‘It’s all the same to me, I says, go wher­ev­er you like. But as there are peo­ple who don’t know these places, and I’m very sor­ry for you, I tell you straight you’d bet­ter not go with that man. In their ho­tel last week they put some pow­der in a pil­grim’s food and robbed him.’ So I got them away. Af­ter­wards Ja­cob shook his fist at me in the dis­tance, and called out: ‘You just wait, Ar­se­ny. I’ll get you. You won’t get away from me!’ But when that hap­pens, I’ll do it my­self. …”

				“All right,” the land­la­dy in­ter­rupt­ed. “I don’t care twopence about your Ja­cob. What price did you fix?”

				“Thir­ty kopeks. I did my best, but I couldn’t make them give more.”

				“You fool. You can’t do any­thing. … Give them No. 2.”

				“All in the one room?”

				“You fool. Two rooms, each. … Of course, all in one room. Bring three mat­tress­es from the old ones, and tell them that they’re not to lie on the so­fa. These pil­grims have al­ways got bugs. Get along!”

				When he had gone the lieu­tenant said in a ten­der and so­lic­i­tous un­der­tone: “An­na, dar­ling, I won­der why you al­low him to en­ter the room in his hat. It is dis­re­spect­ful to you, both as a la­dy and pro­pri­etress. And then—con­sid­er my po­si­tion. I’m an of­fi­cer in Re­serve, and he is a pri­vate. It’s rather awk­ward.”

				But An­na Friedri­chov­na leapt up­on him in fresh ex­as­per­a­tion: “Don’t you poke your nose in where it’s not want­ed. Of­fi­cer in­deed! There are plen­ty of of­fi­cers like you spend­ing the night in a shel­ter. Ar­se­ny’s a work­ing man. He earns his bread … not like. … Get away, you lazy brats, take your hands away!”

				“Ye-es, but give us some­thing to eat,” roars Ad­ka.

				“Give us some­thing to eat. …”

				Mean­while the bigoss is ready. An­na Friedri­chov­na clat­ters the dish­es on the ta­ble. The lieu­tenant keeps his head busi­ly down over the reg­is­ter. He is com­plete­ly ab­sorbed in his busi­ness.

				“Well, sit down,” the land­la­dy abrupt­ly in­vit­ed him.

				“No thanks, An­na, dar­ling. Eat, your­self. I’m not very keen,” Tchi­jhe­vich said, with­out turn­ing round, in a sti­fled voice, loud­ly swal­low­ing.

				“You do what you are told. … He’s giv­ing him­self airs, too. … Come on!”

				“Im­me­di­ate­ly, this very minute. I’ll just fin­ish the last page. ‘The cer­tifi­cate is­sued by the Bilden Ru­ral Dis­trict Coun­cil … of the prov­ince … num­ber 2039. …’ Ready.” The lieu­tenant rose and rubbed his hands. “I love work­ing.”

				“H’m. You call that work,” the land­la­dy snort­ed in dis­dain. “Sit down.”

				“An­na, dar­ling, just one … lit­tle. …”

				“You can man­age with­out.”

				But since peace is al­ready al­most re­stored, An­na Friedri­chov­na takes a small, fat-bod­ied cut-glass de­canter from the cup­board, out of which the de­ceased’s fa­ther used to drink. Ad­ka spreads his cab­bage all over his plate and teas­es his broth­er be­cause he has more. Ed­ka is up­set and screams:

				“Ad­ka’s got more. You gave him—”

				Shlop! Ed­ka gets a sound­ing smack with the spoon up­on his fore­head. Im­me­di­ate­ly An­na Friedri­chov­na con­tin­ues the con­ver­sa­tion as if noth­ing had hap­pened:

				“Tell us an­oth­er of your lies. I bet you were with some wom­an.”

				“An­na, dar­ling!” the lieu­tenant ex­claimed re­proach­ful­ly. Then he stopped eat­ing and pressed his hands—in one of which was a fork with a piece of sausage—to his chest. “I … oh, how lit­tle you know me. I’d rather have my head cut off than let such a thing hap­pen. When I went away that time, I felt so bit­ter, so hard! I just walked in the street, and you can imag­ine, I was drowned in tears. My God,” I thought, “and I’ve let my­self in­sult that wom­an—the one wom­an whom I love sa­cred­ly, mad­ly. …”

				“That’s a pret­ty sto­ry,” put in the land­la­dy, grat­i­fied, but still some­what sus­pi­cious.

				“You don’t be­lieve me,” the lieu­tenant replied in a qui­et, deep, trag­ic voice. “Well, I’ve de­served it. Ev­ery night I came to your win­dow and prayed for you in my soul.” The lieu­tenant in­stant­ly tipped the glass in­to his mouth, took a bite, and went on with his mouth full and his eyes wa­ter­ing:

				“I was think­ing that if a fire were to break out sud­den­ly or mur­der­ers at­tack, I would prove to you then. … I’d have giv­en my life joy­ful­ly. Alas! my life is short with­out that. My days are num­bered. …”

				Mean­while the land­la­dy fum­bled in her purse.

				“Go on!” she replied, co­quet­tish­ly. “Ad­ka, here’s the mon­ey. Run to Vasi­ly Vasilich’s and get a bot­tle of beer. But tell him it’s got to be fresh. Quick!”

				Break­fast is fin­ished, the bigoss eat­en, and the beer all drunk, when Rom­ka, the de­praved mem­ber of the prepara­to­ry class of the gym­na­si­um, ap­pears cov­ered in chalk and ink. Still stand­ing at the door he pouts and looks an­gri­ly. Then he flings his satchel down on the floor and be­gins to howl:

				“There! … you’ve been and eat­en ev­ery­thing with­out me. I’m as hun­gry as a do-og.”

				“I’ve got some more. But I shan’t give you any,” Ad­ka teas­es him, show­ing him his plate across the room.

				“There! … it’s a dirty trick,” Rom­ka drags out the words. “Moth­er, tell Ad­ka—”

				“Be qui­et!” An­na Friedri­chov­na cries in a pierc­ing voice. “Daw­dle till it’s dark, why don’t you? Take twopence. Buy your­self some sausage. That’ll do for you.”

				“Ye-es, twopence! You and Va­le­ri­an Ivanich eat bigoss, and you make me go to school. I’m just like a do-o-o-g.”

				“Get out!” An­na Friedri­chov­na shouts in a ter­ri­ble voice, and Rom­ka pre­cip­i­tate­ly dis­ap­pears. Still he man­aged to pick his satchel up from the floor. A thought had sud­den­ly come in­to his head. He would go and sell his books in the Rag-mar­ket. In the door­way he ran in­to his el­der sis­ter Aly­ch­ka, and seized the op­por­tu­ni­ty to pinch her arm very hard. Aly­ch­ka en­tered grum­bling aloud:

				“Mam­ma! tell Rom­ka not to pinch.”

				She is a hand­some girl of thir­teen, be­gin­ning to de­vel­op ear­ly, a swarthy, olive brunette, with beau­ti­ful dark eyes, which are not at all child­ish. Her lips are red, full and shin­ing, and on her up­per lip, which is light­ly cov­ered with a fine black down, there are two de­light­ful moles. She is a gen­er­al favourite in the house. The men give her choco­lates, of­ten in­vite her in­to their rooms, kiss her and say im­pu­dent things to her. She knows as much as any grownup, but in these cas­es she nev­er blush­es, but just casts down her long black eye­lash­es which throw a blue shade on her am­ber cheeks, and smiles with a strange, mod­est, ten­der yet volup­tuous, and some­how ex­pec­tant smile. Her best friend is the wom­an Eu­ge­nia who lives in No. 12—a qui­et girl, punc­tu­al in pay­ing for her room, a stout blonde, who is kept by a tim­ber mer­chant, but on her free days in­vites her cav­a­liers from the street. An­na Friedri­chov­na holds her in high es­teem, and says of her: “Well, what does it mat­ter if Eu­ge­nia is not quite re­spectable, she’s an in­de­pen­dent wom­an any­how.”

				See­ing that break­fast is over Aly­ch­ka gives one of her con­strained smiles and says aloud in her thin voice, rather the­atri­cal­ly: “Ah! you’ve fin­ished al­ready. I’m too late. Mam­ma! may I go to Eu­ge­nia Nico­laiev­na?”

				“Go wher­ev­er you like!”

				“Mer­ci!”

				She goes away. Af­ter break­fast com­plete peace reigns. The lieu­tenant whis­pers the most ar­dent words in­to the wid­ow’s ear, and press­es her gen­er­ous knee un­der the ta­ble. Flush­ing with the food and beer, she press­es her shoul­der close to him, then push­es him away and sighs with ner­vous laugh­ter.

				“Yes, Va­le­ri­an. You’re shame­less. The chil­dren!”

				Ad­ka and Ed­ka look at them, with their fin­gers in their mouths and their eyes wide open. Their moth­er sud­den­ly springs up­on them.

				“Go for a run, you ruf­fi­ans. Sit­ting there like dum­mies in a mu­se­um. Quick march!”

				“But I don’t want to,” roars Ad­ka.

				“I don’ wan’—”

				“I’ll teach you ‘Don’t want to.’ A half­pen­ny for can­dy, and out you go.”

				She locks the door af­ter them, sits on the lieu­tenant’s knee, and they be­gin to kiss.

				“You’re not cross, my trea­sure?” the lieu­tenant whis­pers in her ear.

				But there is a knock at the door. They have to open. The new cham­ber­maid en­ters, a tall, gloomy wom­an with one eye, and says hoarse­ly, with a fe­ro­cious look:

				“No. 12 wants a samovar, some tea, and some sug­ar.”

				An­na Friedri­chov­na im­pa­tient­ly gives out what is want­ed. The lieu­tenant says lan­guid­ly, stretched on the so­fa:

				“I would like to rest a bit, An­na, dear. Isn’t there a room emp­ty? Peo­ple are al­ways knock­ing about here.”

				There is on­ly one room emp­ty, No. 5, and there they go. Their room is long, nar­row, and dark, like a skit­tle-al­ley, with one win­dow. A bed, a chest of draw­ers, a blis­tered brown wash­stand, and a com­mode are all its fur­ni­ture. The land­la­dy and the lieu­tenant once more be­gin to kiss; and they moan like doves on the roof in spring­time.

				“An­na, dar­ling, if you love me, send for a pack­et of ten Cig­a­rettes Plaisir, six kopeks,” says the lieu­tenant coax­ing­ly, while he un­dress­es.

				“Lat­er—”

				

				The spring evening dark­ens quick­ly, and it is al­ready night. Through the win­dow comes the whistling of the steam­ers on the Dnieper, and with it creeps a faint smell of hay, dust, lilac and warm stone. The wa­ter falls in­to the wash­stand, drip­ping reg­u­lar­ly. There is an­oth­er knock.

				“Who’s there? What the dev­il are you prowl­ing about for?” cries An­na Friedri­chov­na awak­ened. She jumps bare­foot from the bed and an­gri­ly opens the door. “Well, what do you want?”

				Lieu­tenant Tchi­jhe­vich mod­est­ly pulls the blan­ket over his head.

				“A stu­dent wants a room,” Ar­se­ny says be­hind the door in a stage whis­per.

				“What stu­dent? Tell him there’s on­ly one room, and that’s two rou­bles. Is he alone, or with a wom­an?”

				“Alone.”

				“Tell him then: pass­port and mon­ey in ad­vance. I know these stu­dents.”

				The lieu­tenant dressed hur­ried­ly. From habit he takes ten sec­onds over his toi­lette. An­na Friedri­chov­na ti­dies the bed quick­ly and clev­er­ly. Ar­se­ny re­turns.

				“He’s paid in ad­vance,” he said gloomi­ly. “And here’s the pass­port.”

				The land­la­dy went out in­to the cor­ri­dor. Her hair was di­shev­elled and a fringe was stick­ing to her fore­head. The folds of the pil­low were im­print­ed on her crim­son cheeks. Her eyes were un­nat­u­ral­ly bril­liant. The lieu­tenant, un­der cov­er of her back, slipped in­to the land­la­dy’s room as noise­less as a shad­ow.

				The stu­dent was wait­ing by the win­dow on the stairs. He was al­ready no longer a young man. He was thin and fair-haired, and his face was long and pale, ten­der and sick­ly. His good-na­tured, short­sight­ed blue eyes, with the faintest shade of a squint, look out as through a mist. He bowed po­lite­ly to the land­la­dy, at which she smiled in con­fu­sion and fas­tened the top hook of her blouse.

				“I should like a room,” he said soft­ly, as if his courage was ebbing. “I have to go on from here. But I should be obliged for a can­dle and pen and ink.”

				He was shown the skit­tle-al­ley.

				“Ex­cel­lent,” he said. “I couldn’t want any­thing bet­ter. It’s won­der­ful here. Just let me have a pen and ink, please.” He did not re­quire tea or bed-linen.

			
			
				III

				The lamp was burn­ing in the land­la­dy’s room. Aly­ch­ka sat Turk­ish fash­ion in the open win­dow, watch­ing the dark heavy mass of wa­ter, lit by elec­tric lamps, wa­ver­ing be­low, and the gen­tle mo­tion of the scant dead green of the poplars along the quay. Two round spots of bright red were burn­ing in her cheeks, and there was a moist and weary light in her eyes. In the cool­ing air the petu­lant sound of a valse gra­cious­ly float­ed from far away on the oth­er side of the riv­er, where the lights of the café chan­tant were shin­ing.

				They were drink­ing tea with shop bought rasp­ber­ry jam. Ad­ka and Ed­ka crum­bled pieces of black bread in­to their saucers, and made a kind of por­ridge. They smeared their faces, fore­heads, and noses with it. They blew bub­bles in their saucers. Rom­ka, re­turned with a black eye, was hasti­ly tak­ing noisy sups of tea from a saucer. Lieu­tenant Tchi­jhe­vich had un­but­toned his waist­coat, ex­trud­ing his pa­per dick­ey, and half lay on the so­fa, per­fect­ly hap­py in this do­mes­tic idyll.

				“Thank God, all the rooms are tak­en,” An­na Friedri­chov­na sighed dream­i­ly.

				“You see, it’s all due to my lucky touch,” said the lieu­tenant. “When I came back, ev­ery­thing be­gan to look up.”

				“There, tell us an­oth­er.”

				“No, re­al­ly, my touch is amaz­ing­ly lucky. By God, it is! In the reg­i­ment, when Cap­tain Goro­jhevsky took the bank, he al­ways used to make me sit be­side him. My God! how those men used to play! That same Goro­jhevsky, when he was still a sub­al­tern, at the time of the Turk­ish War, won twelve thou­sand. Our reg­i­ment came to Bukarest. Of course, the of­fi­cers had pots of mon­ey—noth­ing to do with it—no wom­en. They be­gan cards. Sud­den­ly, Goro­jhevsky pounced on a sharp. You could see he was a crook by the cut of his lug. But he faked the cards so clev­er­ly that you couldn’t pos­si­bly get hold of him. …”

				“Wait a sec­ond. I’ll be back in a mo­ment,” in­ter­rupt­ed the land­la­dy. “I on­ly want to give out a tow­el.”

				She went out. The lieu­tenant stealth­ily came near to Aly­ch­ka and bent close to her. Her beau­ti­ful pro­file, dark against the back­ground of night, took on a sub­tle, ten­der out­line of sil­ver in the ra­di­ance of the elec­tric lamps.

				“What are you think­ing about, Aly­ch­ka—per­haps I should say, whom?” he asked in a sweet tremo­lo.

				She turned away from him. But he quick­ly lift­ed the thick plait of her hair and kissed her be­neath her hair on her warm thin neck, greed­i­ly smelling the per­fume of her skin.

				“I’ll tell moth­er,” whis­pered Aly­ch­ka, with­out draw­ing away.

				The door opened. It was An­na Friedri­chov­na re­turned. Im­me­di­ate­ly the lieu­tenant be­gan to talk, un­nat­u­ral­ly loud and free.

				“Re­al­ly, it would be won­der­ful to be on a boat with your beloved or your dear­est friend on a spring night like this. … Well, to con­tin­ue, An­na, dar­ling. So Goro­jhevsky dropped a cool six thou­sand, if you’ll be­lieve me! At last some­one gave him a word of ad­vice. He said: ‘Bas­ta—I’m not hav­ing any more of this. You won’t mind if we put a nail through the pack to the ta­ble and tear off our cards?’ The fel­low want­ed to get out of it. Goro­jhevsky took out his re­volver: ‘You’ll play, you dog, or I’ll blow a hole in your head!’ There was noth­ing for it. The crook sat down, so flus­tered that he clean for­got there was a mir­ror be­hind him. Goro­jhevsky could see ev­ery one of his cards. So Goro­jhevsky not on­ly got his own back, but raked in a clear eleven thou­sand in­to the bar­gain. He even had the nail mount­ed in gold, and he wears it as a charm on his watch chain.”

			
			
				IV

				At the mo­ment the stu­dent was sit­ting on the bed in No. 5. On the com­mode be­fore him stood a can­dle and a sheet of writ­ing pa­per. The stu­dent was writ­ing quick­ly; then he stopped for a mo­ment, whis­pered to him­self, shook his head, smiled a con­strained smile and wrote again. He had just dipped his pen deep in the ink. He spooned up the liq­uid wax round the wick with it and poked the mix­ture in­to the flame. It crack­led and splashed about ev­ery­where with lit­tle blue dart­ing flames. The fire­work re­mind­ed the stu­dent of some­thing fun­ny, dim­ly re­mem­bered from his dis­tant child­hood. He looked at the flame of the can­dle, his eyes nar­rowed, and a sad, dis­tract­ed smile formed up­on his lips. Then sud­den­ly as though awak­ened he shook his head, sighed, wiped his pen on the sleeve of his blue blouse, and con­tin­ued to write:

				
					“Tell them ev­ery­thing in my let­ter, which you will be­lieve, I know. They will not un­der­stand me all the same; but you will have sim­ple words that will be in­tel­li­gi­ble to them. One thing is very strange. Here am I writ­ing to you, yet I know that in ten or fif­teen min­utes I shall shoot my­self—and the thought does not fright­en me at all. But when that huge grey colonel of the gen­darmes went red all over and stamped his feet and swore, I was quite lost. When he cried that my ob­sti­na­cy was use­less, and on­ly ru­ined my com­rades and my­self, that Bieloussov as well as Knigge and Soloveitchik had con­fessed, I con­fessed too. I, who am not afraid of death, was afraid of the shout­ing of this dull, nar­row-mind­ed clod, pet­ri­fied with pro­fes­sion­al con­ceit. What is more dis­gust­ing still, he dared not shout at the oth­ers. He was cour­te­ous, oblig­ing, and sug­ary to them, like a sub­ur­ban den­tist. He was even a Lib­er­al. But in me he saw at once a weak, yield­ing will. You can feel it in peo­ple at a mere glance—there’s no need of words.

					“Yes, I con­fess that it was all mad and con­temptible and ridicu­lous and loath­some. But it could not be oth­er­wise. And if it were to be again, it would hap­pen as be­fore. Des­per­ate­ly brave gen­er­als are of­ten fright­ened of mice. Some­times they even boast of their lit­tle weak­ness. But I say with sor­row that I fear these wood­en peo­ple, whose view of the world is rigid and un­change­able, who are stupid­ly self-con­fi­dent, and have no hes­i­ta­tions, worse than death. If you knew how timid and un­com­fort­able I am be­fore huge po­lice­men, ug­ly Pe­ters­burg porters, typ­ists in the ed­i­to­ri­al of­fices of mag­a­zines, mag­is­trates’ clerks, and snarling sta­tion­mas­ters! Once I had to have my sig­na­ture wit­nessed at the po­lice sta­tion, and the mere look of the fat in­spec­tor, with his gin­ger mous­tache as big as a palm tree, his im­por­tant chest and his fish eyes, who in­ter­rupt­ed me con­tin­u­al­ly, would not hear me out, for­got me al­to­geth­er for min­utes on end, or sud­den­ly pre­tend­ed that he could not un­der­stand the sim­plest Rus­sian words—his mere look made me so dis­gust­ing­ly fright­ened that I could catch an in­sin­u­at­ing, servile in­flec­tion in my voice.

					“Who’s to blame for it? I’ll tell you. My moth­er. She was the orig­i­nal cause of the foul­ing and cor­rup­tion of my soul with a vile cow­ardice. She be­came a wid­ow when she was still young, and my first im­pres­sions as a child are in­dis­sol­ubly mixed up with wan­der­ing in oth­er peo­ple’s hous­es, servile smiles, pet­ty in­tol­er­a­ble in­sults, com­plai­sance, ly­ing, whin­ing piti­ful gri­maces, the vile phras­es: ‘a lit­tle drop, a lit­tle bit, a lit­tle cup of tea.’ … I was made to kiss my bene­fac­tors’ hands—men and wom­en. My moth­er protest­ed that I did not like this dain­ty or that; she lied that I had a weak stom­ach, be­cause she knew that the chil­dren of the house would have more, and the host would like it. The ser­vants sneered at us on the sly. They called me hunch­back, be­cause I had a stoop from child­hood. They called my moth­er a hang­er-on and a beg­gar in my pres­ence. And to make the kind peo­ple laugh my moth­er her­self would put her shab­by old leather cig­a­rette case to her nose and bend it dou­ble: ‘That’s my dar­ling Lev­oush­ka’s nose.’ They laughed, and I blushed and suf­fered end­less­ly for her and for my­self; but I kept silent, be­cause I must not speak in the pres­ence of my bene­fac­tors. I hat­ed them, for look­ing at me as though I were a stone, idly and lazi­ly thrust­ing their hand to my mouth for me to kiss. I hat­ed and feared them, as I still hate and fear all de­cid­ed, self-sat­is­fied, rigid, sober peo­ple, who know ev­ery­thing be­fore­hand—club or­a­tors; old red-faced hairy pro­fes­sors, who flirt with their harm­less Lib­er­al­ism; im­pos­ing, anoint­ed canons of cathe­drals; colonels of the gen­darmerie; rad­i­cal la­dy-doc­tors, who ev­er­last­ing­ly re­peat bits out of man­i­festoes, whose soul is as cold, as cru­el, and as flat as a mar­ble table­top. When I speak to them I feel that there is on my face a loath­some mark, a servile of­fi­cious smile that is not mine, and I de­spise my­self for my thin wheedling voice, in which I can catch the echo of my moth­er’s note. These peo­ple’s souls are dead: their thoughts are fixed in straight in­flex­i­ble lines; and they are mer­ci­less as on­ly a con­vinced and stupid man can be.

					“I spent the years be­tween sev­en and ten in a state char­i­ty school on the Froebel sys­tem. The mis­tress­es were all soured old maids, all suf­fer­ing from in­flam­ma­tions, and they in­stilled in­to us re­spect for the gen­er­ous au­thor­i­ties, taught us how to spy on each oth­er and tell tales, how to en­vy the favourites, and, most im­por­tant of all, how to be­have as qui­et­ly as pos­si­ble. But we boys ed­u­cat­ed our­selves in thiev­ing and abus­es. Lat­er on—still char­i­ty—I was tak­en as a state board­er in­to a gym­na­si­um. The in­spec­tors vis­it­ed and spied on us. We learnt like par­rots: smok­ing in the third form; drink­ing in the fourth; in the fifth, the first pros­ti­tute and the first vile dis­ease.

					“Then sud­den­ly there arose new, young words like a wind, im­petu­ous dreams, free, fiery, thoughts. My mind opened ea­ger­ly to meet them, but my soul was al­ready ru­ined for­ev­er, soiled and dead. It had been bit­ten by a mean, weak-nerved timid­i­ty, like a tick in a dog’s ear: you tear it off, but the small head re­mains to grow again in­to a com­plete, loath­some in­sect.

					“I was not the on­ly one to die of the moral con­ta­gion, though per­haps I was the weak­est of all. But all the past gen­er­a­tion has grown up in an at­mos­phere of sanc­ti­mo­nious tran­quil­li­ty, of forced re­spect to its el­ders, of lack of all in­di­vid­u­al­i­ty and dumb­ness. A curse on this vile age, of si­lence and pover­ty, this peace­ful pros­per­ous life un­der the dumb shad­ow of pi­ous re­ac­tion: for the qui­et degra­da­tion of the hu­man soul is more hor­ri­ble than all the bar­ri­cades and slaugh­ter in the world.

					“Strange that when I am alone with my own will, I am not on­ly no cow­ard, but there are few peo­ple I know who are more ready to risk their lives. I have walked from one win­dowsill to an­oth­er five sto­ries above ground and looked down be­low; I’ve swum so far out in­to the sea that my hands and feet would move no more, and I had to lie on my back and rest to avoid cramp. And many things be­sides. Fi­nal­ly, in ten min­utes I shall kill my­self—and that is some­thing. But I am afraid of peo­ple. I fear peo­ple! When from my room I hear drunk­en men swear­ing and fight­ing in the street I go pale with ter­ror. When I imag­ine at night as I lie in bed, an emp­ty square with a squadron of Cos­sacks gal­lop­ing in with a roar, my heart stops beat­ing, my body grows cold all over, and my fin­gers con­tract con­vul­sive­ly. I am al­ways fright­ened of some­thing which ex­ists in the ma­jor­i­ty of peo­ple, but which I can­not ex­plain. The young gen­er­a­tion of the pe­ri­od of tran­si­tion were like me. In our mind we de­spised our slav­ery, but we our­selves be­came cow­ard­ly slaves. Our ha­tred was deep and pas­sion­ate, but bar­ren, like the mad love of a eu­nuch.

					“But you will un­der­stand ev­ery­thing, and ex­plain it all to the com­rades to whom I say be­fore I die, that in spite of all, I love and re­spect them. Per­haps they will be­lieve you when you tell them that I did not die whol­ly be­cause I had be­trayed them vile­ly and against my will. I know that there is in the world noth­ing more hor­ri­ble than the hor­ri­ble word ‘Traitor.’ It moves from lips to ears, from lips to ears, and kills a man alive. Oh, I could set right my mis­take were I not born and bred a slave of hu­man im­pu­dence, cow­ardice, and stu­pid­i­ty. But be­cause I am this slave, I die. In these great fiery days it is dis­grace­ful, dif­fi­cult, no, quite im­pos­si­ble for men like me to live.

					“Yes, my dar­ling, I have heard, seen, and read much in the last year. I tell you there came a mo­ment of aw­ful vol­canic erup­tion. The flame of long pent-up anger broke out and over­whelmed ev­ery­thing: fear of the mor­row, re­spect for par­ents, love of life, peace­ful joys of fam­i­ly hap­pi­ness. I know of boys, hard­ly more than chil­dren, who re­fused to have a ban­dage on their eyes when they were ex­e­cut­ed. I my­self saw peo­ple who un­der­went tor­tures, yet ut­tered not a word. It was all born sud­den­ly, in a tem­pes­tu­ous wind. Ea­gles awoke out of tur­key eggs. Let who will ar­rest their flight!

					“I am quite cer­tain that a sixth-form boy of to­day would pro­claim the de­mands of his par­ty, firm­ly, in­tel­li­gent­ly, per­haps with a touch of ar­ro­gance, in the pres­ence of all the crowned heads and all the chiefs of po­lice in Eu­rope, in any throne room. It is true the pre­cious school­boy is very near­ly ridicu­lous, but a sa­cred re­spect for his proud free self is al­ready grow­ing up with­in him, a re­spect for ev­ery­thing that has been cor­rod­ed in us by spir­i­tu­al pover­ty and anx­ious pa­ter­nal moral­i­ty. We must go to the dev­il.

					“It is just eight min­utes to nine. At nine ex­act­ly it will be all over with me. A dog barks out­side—one, two—then is silent for a lit­tle and—one, two, three. Per­haps, when my con­scious­ness has been put out, and with it ev­ery­thing has dis­ap­peared from me for­ev­er: towns, pub­lic squares, hoot­ing steam­ers, morn­ings and nights, apart­ment rooms, tick­ing clocks, peo­ple, an­i­mals, the air the light and dark, time and space, and there is noth­ing—then there will be no thought of this ‘noth­ing’! Per­haps the dog will go on bark­ing for a long while tonight, first twice, then three times. …

					“Five min­utes to nine. A fun­ny idea is oc­cu­py­ing me. I think that a hu­man thought is like a cur­rent from some elec­tric cen­tre, an in­tense, ra­di­at­ing vi­bra­tion of the im­pon­der­able ether, poured out in the spa­ces of the world, and pass­ing with equal ease through the atoms of stone, iron, and air. A thought springs from my brain and all the sphere of the uni­verse be­gins to trem­ble, to rip­ple round me like wa­ter in­to which a stone is flung, like a sound about a vi­brat­ing string. And I think that when a man pass­es away his con­scious­ness is put out, but his thought still re­mains, trem­bling in its for­mer place. Per­haps the thoughts and dreams of all the peo­ple who were be­fore me in this long, gloomy room are still hov­er­ing round me, di­rect­ing my will in se­cret; and per­haps to­mor­row a ca­su­al ten­ant of this room will sud­den­ly be­gin to think of life, of death, and sui­cide, be­cause I leave my thoughts be­hind me here. And who can say whether my thoughts, in­de­pen­dent of weight and time and the ob­sta­cles of mat­ter, are not at the same mo­ment be­ing caught by mys­te­ri­ous, del­i­cate, but un­con­scious re­ceivers in the brain of an in­hab­i­tant of Mars as well as in the brain of the dog who barks out­side? Ah, I think that noth­ing in the world van­ish­es ut­ter­ly—noth­ing—not on­ly what is said, but what is thought. All our deeds and words and thoughts are lit­tle streams, trick­ling springs un­der­ground. I be­lieve, I see, they meet, flow to­geth­er in­to riv­er-heads, ooze to the sur­face, run in­to rivulets, and now they rush in the wild, broad stream of the har­mo­nious Riv­er of Life. The Riv­er of Life—how great it is! Soon­er or lat­er it will bear ev­ery­thing away, and wash down all the strongholds which im­pris­oned the free­dom of the spir­it. Where a shoal of triv­i­al­i­ty was be­fore, there will be the pro­found­est depth of hero­ism. In a mo­ment it will bear me away to a cold, re­mote, and in­con­ceiv­able land, and per­haps with­in a year it will pour in tor­rents over all this mighty town and flood it and car­ry away in its wa­ters not mere­ly its ru­ins, but its very name.

					“Per­haps what I am writ­ing is all ridicu­lous. I have two min­utes left. The can­dle is burn­ing and the clock tick­ing hur­ried­ly in front of me. The dog is still bark­ing. What if there re­main noth­ing of me—noth­ing of me, or in me, but one thing on­ly, the last sen­sa­tion, per­haps pain, per­haps the sound of the pis­tol, per­haps wild naked ter­ror; but it will re­main for­ev­er, for thou­sands of mil­lions of cen­turies, in the mil­lionth de­gree.

					“The hand has reached the hour. We’ll know it all now. No, wait. Some ridicu­lous mod­esty made me get up and lock the door. Good­bye. One word more. Sure­ly the ob­scure soul of the dog must be far more sus­cep­ti­ble to the vi­bra­tions of thought than the hu­man. … Do they not bark be­cause they feel the pres­ence of a dead man? This dog that barks down­stairs too. But in a sec­ond, new mon­strous cur­rents will rush out of the cen­tral bat­tery of my brain and touch the poor brain of the dog. It will be­gin to howl with a queer, in­tol­er­a­ble ter­ror. … Good­bye, I’m go­ing!”

				

				The stu­dent sealed the let­ter—for some rea­son he care­ful­ly closed the inkpot with a cork—and took a Brown­ing out of his jack­et pock­et. He turned the safe­ty catch from sur to feu. He put his legs apart so that he could stand firm, and closed his eyes. Sud­den­ly, with both hands he swift­ly raised the re­volver to his right tem­ple and pulled the trig­ger.

				“What’s that?” An­na Friedri­chov­na asked in alarm.

				“That’s your stu­dent shoot­ing him­self,” the lieu­tenant said care­less­ly. “They’re such canaille—these stu­dents. …”

				But An­na Friedri­chov­na jumped up and ran in­to the cor­ri­dor, the lieu­tenant fol­low­ing at his leisure. From room No. 5 came a sour smell of gas and smoke­less pow­der. They looked through the key­hole. The stu­dent lay on the floor.

				With­in five min­utes there was a thick, black, ea­ger crowd stand­ing in the street out­side the ho­tel. In ex­as­per­a­tion Ar­se­ny drove the out­siders away from the stairs. Com­mo­tion was ev­ery­where in the ho­tel. A lock­smith broke open the door of the room. The care­tak­er ran for the po­lice; the cham­ber­maid for the doc­tor. Af­ter some time ap­peared the po­lice in­spec­tor, a tall thin young man with white hair, white eye­lash­es, and a white mous­tache. He was in uni­form. His wide trousers were so full that they fell half­way down over his pol­ished jack­boots. Im­me­di­ate­ly he pressed his way through the pub­lic, and roared with the voice of au­thor­i­ty, stick­ing out his bright eyes:

				“Get back! Clear off! I can’t un­der­stand what it is you find so cu­ri­ous here. Noth­ing at all. You, sir! … I ask you once more. And he looks like an in­tel­lec­tu­al, in a bowler hat. … What’s that? I’ll show you ‘po­lice tyran­ny.’ Mikhailtchuk, just take note of that man! Hi, where are you crawl­ing to, boy? I’ll—”

				The door was bro­ken open. In­to the room burst An­na Friedri­chov­na, the po­lice in­spec­tor, the lieu­tenant, the four chil­dren; for wit­ness­es, one po­lice­man and two care­tak­ers; and af­ter them, the doc­tor. The stu­dent lay on the floor, with his face buried in the strip of grey car­pet by the bed. His left arm was bent be­neath his chest, his right flung out. The pis­tol lay on one side. Un­der his head was a pool of dark blood, and a lit­tle round hole in his left tem­ple. The can­dle was still burn­ing, and the clock on the com­mode ticked hur­ried­ly.

				A short procès-ver­bal was com­posed in wood­en of­fi­cial terms, and the sui­cide’s let­ter at­tached to it. … The two care­tak­ers and the po­lice­man car­ried the corpse down­stairs. Ar­se­ny light­ed the way, lift­ing the lamp above his head. An­na Friedri­chov­na, the po­lice in­spec­tor and the lieu­tenant looked on through the win­dow in the cor­ri­dor up­stairs. The bear­ers’ move­ments got out of step at the turn­ing; they jammed be­tween the wall and the ban­is­ters, and the one who was sup­port­ing the head from be­hind let go his hands. The head knocked sharply against the stairs—one, two, three. …

				“Serves him right, serves him right,” an­gri­ly cried the land­la­dy from the win­dow. “Serves him right, the scoundrel! I’ll give you a good tip for that!”

				“You’re very blood­thirsty, Madame Sieg­may­er,” the po­lice in­spec­tor re­marked play­ful­ly, twist­ing his mous­tache, and look­ing side­ways at the end of it.

				“Why, he’ll get me in­to the pa­pers, now. I’m a poor work­ing wom­an; and now, all along of him, peo­ple will keep away from my ho­tel.”

				“Nat­u­ral­ly,” the in­spec­tor kind­ly agreed. “I can’t un­der­stand these stu­dent fel­lows. They don’t want to study. They bran­dish a red flag, and then shoot them­selves. They don’t want to un­der­stand what their par­ents must feel. They’re bought by Jew­ish mon­ey, damn them! But there are de­cent men at the same game, sons of no­ble­men, priests, mer­chants. … A nice lot! How­ev­er, I give you my com­pli­ments. …”

				“No, no, no, no! Not for any­thing in the world!” The land­la­dy pulled her­self to­geth­er. “We’ll have sup­per in a mo­ment. A nice lit­tle bit of her­ring. Oth­er­wise, I won’t let you go, for any­thing.”

				“To tell the truth—” The in­spec­tor spoke in per­plex­i­ty. “Very well. As a mat­ter of fact, I was go­ing to drop in to Nagourno’s op­po­site for some­thing. Our work,” he said, po­lite­ly mak­ing way for the land­la­dy through the door, “is hard. Some­times we don’t get a bite all day long.”

				All three had a good deal of vod­ka at sup­per. An­na Friedri­chov­na, red all over, with shin­ing eyes and lips like blood, slipped off one of her shoes be­neath the ta­ble and pressed the in­spec­tor’s foot. The lieu­tenant frowned, be­came jeal­ous, and all the while tried to be­gin a sto­ry of “In the reg­i­ment—” The in­spec­tor did not lis­ten, but in­ter­rupt­ed with ter­rif­ic tales of “In the po­lice—” Each tried to be as con­temp­tu­ous of and inat­ten­tive to the oth­er as he could. They were both like a cou­ple of young dogs that have just met in the yard.

				“You’re ev­er­last­ing­ly talk­ing of ‘In the reg­i­ment,’ ” said the in­spec­tor, look­ing not at the lieu­tenant, but the land­la­dy. “Would you mind my ask­ing what was the rea­son why you left the ser­vice?”

				“Well, …” the lieu­tenant replied, of­fend­ed. “Would you like me to ask you how you came to be in the po­lice; how you came to such a life?”

				Here An­na Friedri­chov­na brought the “Monopan” mu­si­cal box out of the cor­ner and made Tchi­jhe­vich turn the han­dle. Af­ter some in­vi­ta­tion the in­spec­tor danced a pol­ka with her—she jumped about like a lit­tle girl, and the curls on her fore­head jumped with her. Then the in­spec­tor turned the han­dle while the lieu­tenant danced, press­ing the land­la­dy’s arm to his left side, with his head flung back. Aly­ch­ka al­so danced with down­cast eyes, and her ten­der dis­si­pat­ed smile on her lips. The in­spec­tor was say­ing his last good­bye, when Rom­ka ap­peared.

				“There, I’ve been see­ing the stu­dent off, and while I was away you’ve been—I’m treat­ed like a do-o-og.”

				And what was once a stu­dent now lay in the cold cel­lar of an anatom­i­cal the­atre, in a zinc box, stand­ing on ice—lit by a yel­low gas flame, yel­low and re­pul­sive. On his bare right leg above the knee in gross ink fig­ures was writ­ten “14.” That was his num­ber in the anatom­i­cal the­atre.

			
		
	
		
			Captain Ribnikov

			
				I

				On the very day when the aw­ful dis­as­ter to the Rus­sian fleet at Tsushi­ma was near­ing its end, and the first vague and alarm­ing re­ports of that bloody tri­umph of the Ja­pa­nese were be­ing cir­cu­lat­ed over Eu­rope, Staff-Cap­tain Rib­nikov, who lived in an ob­scure al­ley in the Pies­ki quar­ter, re­ceived the fol­low­ing tele­gram from Irkut­sk: Send lists im­me­di­ate­ly watch pa­tient pay debts.

				Staff-Cap­tain Rib­nikov im­me­di­ate­ly in­formed his land­la­dy that he was called away from Pe­ters­burg on busi­ness for a day or two, and told her not to wor­ry about his ab­sence. Then he dressed him­self, left the house, and nev­er re­turned to it again.

				On­ly five days had passed when the land­la­dy was sum­moned to the po­lice sta­tion to give ev­i­dence about her miss­ing lodger. She was a tall wom­an of forty-five, the hon­est wid­ow of an ec­cle­si­as­ti­cal of­fi­cial, and in a sim­ple and straight­for­ward man­ner she told all that she knew of him. Her lodger was a qui­et, poor, sim­ple man, a mod­er­ate eater, and po­lite. He nei­ther drank nor smoked, rarely went out of the house, and had no vis­i­tors. She could say noth­ing more, in spite of all her re­spect­ful ter­ror of the in­spec­tor of gen­darmerie, who moved his lux­u­ri­ous mous­tach­es in a ter­ri­fy­ing way and had a fine stock of abuse on hand.

				Dur­ing this five days’ in­ter­val Staff-Cap­tain Rib­nikov ran or drove over the whole of Pe­ters­burg. Ev­ery­where, in the streets, restau­rants, the­atres, tram­cars, the rail­way sta­tions, this dark lame lit­tle of­fi­cer ap­peared. He was strange­ly talk­a­tive, un­tidy, not par­tic­u­lar­ly sober, dressed in an in­fantry uni­form, with an allover red col­lar—a per­fect type of the rat at­tached to mil­i­tary hos­pi­tals, or the com­mis­sari­at, or the War Of­fice. He al­so ap­peared more than once at the Staff Of­fice, the Com­mit­tee for the Care of the Wound­ed, at po­lice sta­tions, at the of­fice of the Mil­i­tary Gov­er­nor, at the Cos­sack head­quar­ters, and at dozens of oth­er of­fices, ir­ri­tat­ing the of­fi­cials by his sense­less grum­bling and com­plaints, by his ab­ject beg­ging, his typ­i­cal in­fantry rude­ness, and his noisy pa­tri­o­tism. Al­ready ev­ery­one knew by heart that he had served in the Army Trans­port, had been wound­ed in the head at Liao-Yang, and touched in the leg in the re­treat from Muk­den. “Why the dev­il hasn’t he re­ceived a gra­tu­ity be­fore now! Why haven’t they giv­en him his dai­ly mon­ey and his trav­el­ling ex­pens­es! And his last two months pay! He is ab­so­lute­ly ready to give his last drop of blood—damn it all—for the Czar, the throne, and the coun­try, and he will re­turn to the Far East the mo­ment his leg has healed. But the cursed leg won’t heal—a hun­dred dev­ils take it. Imag­ine on­ly—gan­grene! Look your­self—” and he put his wound­ed leg on a chair, and was al­ready ea­ger­ly pulling up his trous­er; but he was stopped ev­ery time by a squea­mish and com­pas­sion­ate shy­ness. His bustling and ner­vous fa­mil­iar­i­ty, his star­tled, fright­ened look, which bor­dered strange­ly on im­per­ti­nence, his stu­pid­i­ty, his per­sis­tent and friv­o­lous cu­rios­i­ty taxed to the ut­most the pa­tience of men oc­cu­pied in im­por­tant and ter­ri­bly re­spon­si­ble scrib­bling.

				In vain it was ex­plained to him in the kind­est pos­si­ble way that he had come to the wrong place; that he ought to ap­ply at such and such a place; that he must pro­duce cer­tain pa­pers; that they will let him know the re­sult. He un­der­stood noth­ing, ab­so­lute­ly noth­ing. But it was im­pos­si­ble to be very an­gry with him; he was so help­less, so eas­i­ly scared and sim­ple, and if any­one lost pa­tience and in­ter­rupt­ed him, he on­ly smiled and showed his gums with a fool­ish look, bowed hasti­ly again and again, and rubbed his hands in con­fu­sion. Or he would sud­den­ly say in a hoarse, in­gra­ti­at­ing tone:

				“Couldn’t you give me one small smoke? I’m dy­ing to smoke. And I haven’t a cent to buy them. ‘Blessed are the poor. … Pover­ty’s no crime,’ as they say—but sheer in­de­cen­cy.”

				With that he dis­armed the most dis­agree­able and dour of­fi­cials. He was giv­en a cig­a­rette, and al­lowed to sit by the ex­treme cor­ner of the ta­ble. Un­will­ing­ly, and of course in an off­hand way, they would an­swer his im­por­tu­nate ques­tions about what was hap­pen­ing at the war. But there was some­thing very af­fect­ing and child­ish­ly sin­cere in the sick­ly cu­rios­i­ty with which this un­for­tu­nate, grub­by, im­pov­er­ished wound­ed of­fi­cer of the line fol­lowed the war. Quite sim­ply, out of mere hu­man­i­ty, they want­ed to re­as­sure, to in­form, and en­cour­age him; and there­fore they spoke to him more frankly than to the rest.

				His in­ter­est in ev­ery­thing which con­cerned Rus­so-Ja­pa­nese events was so deep that while they were mak­ing some com­pli­cat­ed in­quiry for him he would wan­der from room to room, and ta­ble to ta­ble, and the mo­ment he caught a cou­ple of words about the war he would ap­proach and lis­ten with his ha­bit­u­al strained and sil­ly smile.

				When he fi­nal­ly went away, as well as a sense of re­lief he would leave a vague, heavy and dis­qui­et­ing re­gret be­hind him. Of­ten well-groomed, dan­di­fied staff-of­fi­cers re­ferred to him with dig­ni­fied acer­bity:

				“And that’s a Rus­sian of­fi­cer! Look at that type. Well, it’s pret­ty plain why we’re los­ing bat­tle af­ter bat­tle. Stupid, dull, with­out the least sense of his own dig­ni­ty—poor old Rus­sia!”

				Dur­ing these busy days Cap­tain Rib­nikov took a room in a dirty lit­tle ho­tel near the rail­way sta­tion.

				Though he had with him a Re­serve of­fi­cer’s prop­er pass­port, for some rea­son he found it nec­es­sary to de­clare that his pa­pers were at present in the Mil­i­tary Gov­er­nor’s of­fice. In­to the ho­tel he took his things, a holdall con­tain­ing a rug and pil­low, a trav­el­ling bag, and a cheap, new box, with some un­der­cloth­ing and a com­plete out­fit of mufti.

				Sub­se­quent­ly, the ser­vants gave ev­i­dence that he used to come to the ho­tel late and as if a lit­tle the worse for drink, but al­ways reg­u­lar­ly gave the door porter twopence for a tip. He nev­er used to sleep more than three or four hours, some­times with­out un­dress­ing. He used to get up ear­ly and pace the room for hours. In the af­ter­noon he would go off.

				From time to time he sent tele­grams to Irkut­sk from var­i­ous post of­fices, and all the tele­grams ex­pressed a deep con­cern for some­one wound­ed and se­ri­ous­ly ill, prob­a­bly a per­son very dear to the cap­tain’s heart.

				It was with this same cu­ri­ous busy, un­couth man that Vladimir Ivanovich Schavin­sky, a jour­nal­ist on a large Pe­ters­burg pa­per, once met.

			
			
				II

				Just be­fore he went off to the races, Schavin­sky dropped in­to the dingy lit­tle restau­rant called “The Glo­ry of Pet­ro­grad,” where the re­porters used to gath­er at two in the af­ter­noon to ex­change thoughts and in­for­ma­tion. The com­pa­ny was rough and ready, gay, cyn­i­cal, om­ni­scient, and hun­gry enough; and Schavin­sky, who was to some de­gree an aris­to­crat of the news­pa­per world, nat­u­ral­ly did not be­long to it. His bright and amus­ing Sun­day ar­ti­cles, which were not too deep, had a con­sid­er­able suc­cess with the pub­lic. He made a great deal of mon­ey, dressed well, and had plen­ty of friends. But he was wel­come at “The Glo­ry of Pet­ro­grad” as well, on ac­count of his free sharp tongue and the af­fa­ble gen­eros­i­ty with which he lent his fel­low-writ­ers half sov­er­eigns. On this day the re­porters had promised to pro­cure a race-card for him, with mys­te­ri­ous an­no­ta­tions from the sta­ble.

				Vass­i­ly, the porter, took off Schavin­sky’s over­coat, with a friend­ly and re­spect­ful smile.

				“If you please, Vladimir Ivanovitch, com­pa­ny’s all there. In the big sa­loon, where Prokhov waits.”

				And Prokhov, stout, close-cropped, and red-mous­tached, al­so gave him a kind­ly and fa­mil­iar smile, as usu­al not look­ing straight in­to the eyes of a re­spectable cus­tomer, but over his head.

				“A long time since you’ve hon­oured us, Vladimir Ivanovich! This way, please. Ev­ery­body’s here.”

				As usu­al his fel­low-writ­ers sat round the long ta­ble hur­ried­ly dip­ping their pens in the sin­gle inkpot and scrib­bling quick­ly on long slips of pa­per. At the same time, with­out in­ter­rupt­ing their labours, they man­aged to swal­low pies, fried sausages and mashed pota­toes, vod­ka and beer, to smoke and ex­change the lat­est news of the town and news­pa­per gos­sip that can­not be print­ed. Some­one was sleep­ing like a log on the so­fa with his face in a hand­ker­chief. The air in the sa­loon was blue, thick and streaked with to­bac­co smoke.

				As he greet­ed the re­porters, Schavin­sky no­ticed the cap­tain, in his or­di­nary army uni­form, among them. He was sit­ting with his legs apart, rest­ing his hands and chin up­on the hilt of a large sword. Schavin­sky was not sur­prised at see­ing him, as he had learned not to be sur­prised at any­thing in the re­port­ing world. He had of­ten seen lost for weeks in that reck­less noisy com­pa­ny—landown­ers from the prov­inces, jew­ellers, mu­si­cians, danc­ing-mas­ters, ac­tors, cir­cus pro­pri­etors, fish­mon­gers, café-chan­tant man­agers, gam­blers from the clubs, and oth­er mem­bers of the most un­ex­pect­ed pro­fes­sions.

				When the of­fi­cer’s turn came, he rose, straight­ened his shoul­ders, stuck out his el­bows, and in­tro­duced him­self in the prop­er hoarse, drink-sod­den voice of an of­fi­cer of the line:

				“H’m! … Cap­tain Rib­nikov. … Pleased to meet you. … You’re a writ­er too? … De­light­ed. … I re­spect the writ­ing fra­ter­ni­ty. The press is the sixth great pow­er. Eh, what?”

				With that he grinned, clicked his heels to­geth­er, shook Schavin­sky’s hand vi­o­lent­ly, bow­ing all the while in a par­tic­u­lar­ly fun­ny way, bend­ing and straight­en­ing his body quick­ly.

				“Where have I seen him be­fore?” the un­easy thought flashed across Schavin­sky’s mind. “He’s won­der­ful­ly like some­one. Who can it be?”

				Here in the sa­loon were all the celebri­ties of the Pe­ters­burg re­port­ing world. The Three Mus­ke­teers—Kod­lubt­zov, Ri­azhkin, and Popov—were nev­er seen ex­cept in com­pa­ny. Even their names were so eas­i­ly pro­nounced to­geth­er that they made an iambic tetram­e­ter. This did not pre­vent them from eter­nal­ly quar­relling, and from in­vent­ing sto­ries of in­cred­i­ble ex­tor­tion, crim­i­nal forgery, slan­der, and black­mail about each oth­er. There was present al­so Sergey Kon­drashov, whose un­re­strained volup­tuous­ness had gained him the name of “A Patho­log­i­cal Case, not a man.” There was al­so a man whose name had been ef­faced by time, like one side of a worn coin, to whom re­mained on­ly the gen­er­al nick­name “Matanya,” by which all Pe­ters­burg knew him. Con­cern­ing the dour-look­ing Svischov, who wrote para­graphs “In the po­lice courts,” they said jok­ing­ly: “Svischov is an aw­ful black­mail­er—nev­er takes less than three rou­bles.” The man asleep on the so­fa was the long-haired po­et Piestrukhin, who sup­port­ed his frag­ile, drunk­en ex­is­tence by writ­ing lyrics in hon­our of the im­pe­ri­al birth­days and the twelve Church hol­i­days. There were oth­ers be­sides of no less celebri­ty, ex­perts in mu­nic­i­pal af­fairs, fires, in­quests, in the open­ing and clos­ing of pub­lic gar­dens.

				Said lanky, shock-head­ed, pim­ply Matanya: “They’ll bring you the card im­me­di­ate­ly, Vladimir Ivanovich. Mean­while, I com­mend our brave cap­tain to your at­ten­tion. He has just re­turned from the Far East, where, I may say, he made mince­meat of the yel­low-faced, squint­ing, wily en­e­my. … Now, Gen­er­al, fire away!”

				The of­fi­cer cleared his throat and spat side­ways on the floor.

				“Swine!” thought Schavin­sky, frown­ing.

				“My dear chap, the Rus­sian sol­dier’s not to be sneezed at!” Rib­nikov bawled hoarse­ly, rat­tling his sword. “ ‘Epic he­roes!’ as the im­mor­tal Su­vorov said. Eh, what? In a word, … but I tell you frankly, our com­man­ders in the East are ab­so­lute­ly worth­less! You know the proverb: ‘Like mas­ter, like man.’ Eh, what? They thieve, play cards, have mis­tress­es … and ev­ery­one knows, where the dev­il can’t man­age him­self he sends a wom­an.”

				“You were talk­ing about plans, Gen­er­al,” Matanya re­mind­ed him.

				“Ah! Plans! Mer­ci! … My head. … I’ve been on the booze all day.” Rib­nikov threw a quick, sharp glance at Schavin­sky. “Yes, I was just say­ing. … They or­dered a cer­tain colonel of the gen­er­al staff to make a re­con­nais­sance, and he takes with him a squadron of Cos­sacks—dare­dev­ils. Hell take ’em! … Eh, what? He sets off with an in­ter­preter. Ar­rives at a vil­lage, ‘What’s the name?’ The in­ter­preter says noth­ing. ‘At him, boys!’ The Cos­sacks in­stant­ly use their whips. The in­ter­preter says: ‘Bu­tun­du!’ And ‘Bu­tun­du’ is Chi­nese for ‘I don’t un­der­stand.’ Ha-ha! He’s opened his mouth—the son of a bitch! The colonel writes down ‘vil­lage, Bu­tun­du.’ They go fur­ther to an­oth­er vil­lage. ‘What’s the name?’ ‘Bu­tun­du.’ ‘What! Bu­tun­du again?’ ‘Bu­tun­du.’ Again the colonel en­ters it ‘vil­lage, Bu­tun­du.’ So he en­tered ten vil­lages un­der the name of ‘Bu­tun­du,’ and turned in­to one of Chekhov’s types—‘Though you are Ivanov the sev­enth,’ says he, ‘you’re a fool all the same.’ ”

				“Oh, you know Chekhov?” asked Schavin­sky.

				“Who? Chekhov? old An­ton? You bet—damn him. … We’re friends—we’re of­ten drunk to­geth­er. … ‘Though you are the sev­enth,’ says he, ‘you’re a fool all the same.’ ”

				“Did you meet him in the East?” asked Schavin­sky quick­ly.

				“Yes, ex­act­ly, in the East, Chekhov and I, old man. … ‘Though you are the sev­enth—’ ”

				While he spoke Schavin­sky ob­served him close­ly. Ev­ery­thing in him agreed with the con­ven­tion­al army type: his voice, man­ner, shab­by uni­form, his coarse and thread­bare speech. Schavin­sky had had the chance of ob­serv­ing hun­dreds of such de­bauched cap­tains. They had the same grin, the same “Hell take ’em,” twist­ed their mous­tach­es to the left and right with the same brava­do; they hunched their shoul­ders, stuck out their el­bows, rest­ed pic­turesque­ly on their sword and clanked imag­i­nary spurs. But there was some­thing in­di­vid­u­al about him as well, some­thing dif­fer­ent, as it were, locked away, which Schavin­sky had nev­er seen, nei­ther could he de­fine it—some in­tense, in­ner, ner­vous force. The im­pres­sion he had was this: Schavin­sky would not have been at all sur­prised if this croak­ing and drunk­en sol­dier of for­tune had sud­den­ly be­gun to talk of sub­tle and in­tel­lec­tu­al mat­ters, with ease and il­lu­mi­na­tion, el­e­gant­ly; nei­ther would he have been sur­prised at some mad, sud­den, fren­zied, even bloody prank on the cap­tain’s part.

				What struck Schavin­sky chiefly in the cap­tain’s looks was the dif­fer­ent im­pres­sion he made full face and in pro­file. Side face, he was a com­mon Rus­sian, faint­ly Kalmuck, with a small, pro­trud­ing fore­head un­der a point­ed skull, a form­less Rus­sian nose, shaped like a plum, thin stiff black mous­tache and sparse beard, the griz­zled hair cropped close, with a com­plex­ion burnt to a dark yel­low by the sun. … But when he turned full face Schavin­sky was im­me­di­ate­ly re­mind­ed of some­one. There was some­thing ex­traor­di­nar­i­ly fa­mil­iar about him, but this “some­thing” was im­pos­si­ble to grasp. He felt it in those nar­row cof­fee-coloured bright ea­gle eyes, slit side­ways; in the alarm­ing curve of the black eye­brows, which sprang up­wards from the bridge of the nose; in the healthy dry­ness of the skin strained over the huge cheek­bones; and, above all, in the gen­er­al ex­pres­sion of the face—ma­li­cious, sneer­ing, in­tel­li­gent, per­haps even haughty, but not hu­man, like a wild beast rather, or, more tru­ly, a face be­long­ing to a crea­ture of an­oth­er plan­et.

				“It’s as if I’d seen him in a dream!” the thought flashed through Schavin­sky’s brain. While he looked at the face at­ten­tive­ly he un­con­scious­ly screwed up his eyes, and bent his head side­ways.

				Rib­nikov im­me­di­ate­ly turned round to him and be­gan to gig­gle loud­ly and ner­vous­ly.

				“Why are you ad­mir­ing me, Mr. Au­thor. In­ter­est­ed? I!” He raised his voice and thumped his chest with a cu­ri­ous pride. “I am Cap­tain Rib­nikov. Rib-ni-kov! An or­tho­dox Rus­sian war­rior who slaugh­ters the en­e­my, with­out num­ber. That’s a Rus­sian sol­dier’s song. Eh, what?”

				Kod­lubt­zov, run­ning his pen over the pa­per, said care­less­ly, with­out look­ing at Rib­nikov, “and with­out num­ber, sur­ren­ders.”

				Rib­nikov threw a quick glance at Kod­lubt­zov, and Schavin­sky no­ticed that strange yel­low green fires flashed in his lit­tle brown eyes. But this last­ed on­ly an in­stant. The cap­tain gig­gled, shrugged, and nois­i­ly smacked his thighs.

				“You can’t do any­thing; it’s the will of the Lord. As the fa­ble says, Set a thief to catch a thief. Eh, what?”

				He sud­den­ly turned to Schavin­sky, tapped him light­ly on the knee, and with his lips ut­tered a hope­less sound: “Ph­wit! We do ev­ery­thing on the off-chance—hig­gledy-pig­gledy—any­how! We can’t adapt our­selves to the ter­rain; the shells nev­er fit the guns; men in the fir­ing line get noth­ing to eat for four days. And the Ja­pa­nese—damn them—work like ma­chines. Yel­low mon­keys—and civil­i­sa­tion is on their side. Damn them! Eh, what?”

				“So you think they may win?” Schavin­sky asked.

				Again Rib­nikov’s lips twitched. Schavin­sky had al­ready man­aged to no­tice this habit of his. All through the con­ver­sa­tion, es­pe­cial­ly when the cap­tain asked a ques­tion and guard­ed­ly wait­ed the an­swer, or ner­vous­ly turned to face a fixed glance from some­one, his lips would twitch sud­den­ly, first on one side then on the oth­er, and he would make strange gri­maces, like con­vul­sive, ma­lig­nant smiles. At the same time he would hasti­ly lick his dry, cracked lips with the tip of his tongue—thin bluish lips like a mon­key’s or a goat’s.

				“Who knows?” said the cap­tain. “God on­ly. … You can’t set foot on your own doorstep with­out God’s help, as the proverb goes. Eh, what? The cam­paign isn’t over yet. Ev­ery­thing’s still to come. The Rus­sian’s used to vic­to­ry. Re­mem­ber Polta­va and the un­for­get­table Su­vorov … and Se­bastopol! … and how we cleared out Napoleon, the great­est cap­tain in the world, in 1812. Great is the God of Rus­sia. What?”

				As he be­gan to talk the cor­ners of his lips twitched in­to strange smiles, ma­lig­nant, sneer­ing, in­hu­man, and an omi­nous yel­low gleam played in his eyes, be­neath the black frown­ing eye­brows.

				At that mo­ment they brought Schavin­sky cof­fee.

				“Wouldn’t you like a glass of co­gnac?” he asked the cap­tain.

				Rib­nikov again tapped him light­ly on the knee. “No thanks, old man. I’ve drunk a fright­ful lot to­day, damn it. My nod­dle’s fair­ly split­ting. Damn it all, I’ve been peg­ging since the ear­ly morn­ing. ‘Rus­sia’s joy’s in the bot­tle!’ Eh, what?” he cried sud­den­ly, with an air of brava­do and an un­ex­pect­ed­ly drunk­en note in his voice.

				“He’s sham­ming,” Schavin­sky in­stant­ly thought. But for some rea­son he did not want to leave off, and he went on treat­ing the cap­tain.

				“What do you say to beer … red wine?”

				“No thanks. I’m drunk al­ready with­out that. Gran’ mer­ci.”

				“Have some so­da?”

				The cap­tain cheered up.

				“Yes, yes, please. So­da, cer­tain­ly. I could do with a glass.”

				They brought a siphon. Rib­nikov drank a glass in large greedy gulps. Even his hands be­gan to trem­ble with ea­ger­ness. He poured him­self out an­oth­er im­me­di­ate­ly. At once it could be seen that he had been suf­fer­ing a long tor­ment of thirst.

				“He’s sham­ming,” Schavin­sky thought again. “What an amaz­ing man! Ex­cit­ed and tired, but not the least bit drunk.”

				“It’s hot—damn it,” Rib­nikov said hoarse­ly. “But I think, gen­tle­men, I’m in­ter­fer­ing with your busi­ness.”

				“No, it’s all right. We’re used to it,” said Ri­azhkin short­ly.

				“Haven’t you any fresh news of the war?” Rib­nikov asked. “A-ah, gen­tle­men,” he sud­den­ly cried and banged his sword. “What a lot of in­ter­est­ing copy I could give you about the war! If you like, I’ll dic­tate, you need on­ly write. You need on­ly write. Just call it: Rem­i­nis­cences of Cap­tain Rib­nikov, re­turned from the Front. No, don’t imag­ine—I’ll do it for noth­ing, free, gratis. What do you say to that, my dear au­thors?”

				“Well, it might be done,” came Matanya’s lazy voice from some­where. “We’ll man­age a lit­tle in­ter­view for you some­how. Tell me, Vladimir Ivanovich, do you know any­thing of the Fleet?”

				“No, noth­ing. … Is there any news?”

				“There’s an in­cred­i­ble sto­ry, Kon­drashov heard from a friend on the Naval Staff. Hi! Patho­log­i­cal Case! Tell Schavin­sky.”

				The Patho­log­i­cal Case, a man with a black tragedy beard and a chewed-up face, spoke through his nose:

				“I can’t guar­an­tee it, Vladimir Ivanovich. But the source seems re­li­able. There’s a nasty ru­mour go­ing about the Staff that the great part of our Fleet has sur­ren­dered with­out fight­ing—that the sailors tied up the of­fi­cers and ran up the white flag—some­thing like twen­ty ships.”

				“That’s re­al­ly ter­ri­ble,” said Schavin­sky in a qui­et voice. “Per­haps it’s not true, yet? Still—nowa­days, the most im­pos­si­ble things are pos­si­ble. By the way, do you know what’s hap­pen­ing in the naval ports—in all the ships’ crews there’s a ter­ri­ble un­der­ground fer­ment go­ing on. The naval of­fi­cers ashore are fright­ened to meet the men in their com­mand.”

				The con­ver­sa­tion be­came gen­er­al. This in­quis­i­tive, ubiq­ui­tous, cyn­i­cal com­pa­ny was a sen­si­tive re­ceiv­er, unique of its kind, for ev­ery con­ceiv­able ru­mour and gos­sip of the town, which of­ten reached the pri­vate sa­loon of “The Glo­ry of Pet­ro­grad” quick­er than the min­is­ter’s sanc­tum. Each one had his news. It was so in­ter­est­ing that even the Three Mus­ke­teers, who seemed to count noth­ing in the world sa­cred or im­por­tant, be­gan to talk with un­usu­al fer­vour.

				“There’s a ru­mour go­ing about that the re­serves in the rear of the army refuse to obey or­ders. The sol­diers are shoot­ing the of­fi­cers with their own re­volvers.”

				“I heard that the gen­er­al in com­mand hanged fifty sis­ters of mer­cy. Well, of course, they were on­ly dressed as sis­ters of mer­cy.”

				Schavin­sky glanced round at Rib­nikov. Now the talk­a­tive cap­tain was silent. With his eyes screwed and his chest pressed up­on the hilt of his sword, he was in­tent­ly watch­ing each of the speak­ers in turn. Un­der the tight-stretched skin of his cheek­bones the sinews strong­ly played, and his lips moved as if he were re­peat­ing ev­ery word to him­self.

				“My God, whom does he re­mind me of?” the jour­nal­ist thought im­pa­tient­ly for the tenth time. This so tor­ment­ed him that he tried to make use of an old fa­mil­iar trick … to pre­tend to him­self that he had com­plete­ly for­got­ten the cap­tain, and then sud­den­ly to give him a quick glance. Usu­al­ly that trick soon helped him to re­call a name or a meet­ing-place, but now it was quite in­ef­fec­tive.

				Un­der his stub­born look, Rib­nikov turned round again, gave a deep sigh and shook his head sad­ly.

				“Aw­ful news! Do you be­lieve it? What? Even if it is true we need not de­spair. You know what we Rus­sians say: ‘Whom God de­fends the pigs can’t eat,’—that’s to say, I mean that the pigs are the Ja­pa­nese, of course.”

				He held out stub­born­ly against Schavin­sky’s steady look, and in his yel­low an­i­mal eyes the jour­nal­ist no­ticed a flame of im­pla­ca­ble, in­hu­man ha­tred.

				Piestrukhin, the po­et asleep on the so­fa, sud­den­ly got up, smacked his lips, and stared at the of­fi­cer with dazed eyes.

				“Ah! … you’re still here, Jap mug,” he said drunk­en­ly, hard­ly mov­ing his mouth. “You just get out of it!”

				And he col­lapsed on the so­fa again, turn­ing on to his oth­er side.

				“Ja­pa­nese!” Schavin­sky thought with anx­ious cu­rios­i­ty, “That’s what he’s like,” and drawled mean­ing­ly: “You are a jew­el, Cap­tain!”

				“I?” the lat­ter cried out. His eyes lost their fire, but his lips still twitched ner­vous­ly. “I am Cap­tain Rib­nikov!” He banged him­self on the chest again with cu­ri­ous pride. “My Rus­sian heart bleeds. Al­low me to shake your hand. My head was grazed at Liao-Yang, and I was wound­ed in the leg at Muk­den. You don’t be­lieve it? I’ll show you now.”

				He put his foot on a chair and be­gan to pull up his trousers.

				“Don’t! … stop! we be­lieve you,” Schavin­sky said with a frown. Nev­er­the­less, his ha­bit­u­al cu­rios­i­ty en­abled him to steal a glance at Rib­nikov’s leg and to no­tice that this in­fantry cap­tain’s un­der­cloth­ing was of ex­pen­sive spun silk.

				A mes­sen­ger came in­to the sa­loon with a let­ter for Matanya.

				“That’s for you, Vladimir Ivanovich,” said Matanya, when he had torn the en­ve­lope. “The race-card from the sta­ble. Put one on Zenith both ways for me. I’ll pay you on Tues­day.”

				“Come to the races with me, Cap­tain?” said Schavin­sky.

				“Where? To the races? With plea­sure.” Rib­nikov got up nois­i­ly, up­set­ting his chair. “Where the hors­es jump? Cap­tain Rib­nikov at your ser­vice. In­to bat­tle, on the march, to the dev­il’s dam! Ha, ha, ha! That’s me! Eh, what?”

				

				When they were sit­ting in the cab, driv­ing through Cab­i­net­sky Street, Schavin­sky slipped his arm through the of­fi­cer’s, bent right down to his ear, and said, in a voice hard­ly au­di­ble:

				“Don’t be afraid. I shan’t be­tray you. You’re as much Rib­nikov as I am Van­der­bilt. You’re an of­fi­cer on the Ja­pa­nese Staff. I think you’re a colonel at least, and now you’re a mil­i­tary agent in Rus­sia. …”

				Ei­ther Rib­nikov did not hear the words for the noise of the wheels or he did not un­der­stand. Sway­ing gen­tly from side to side, he spoke hoarse­ly with a fresh drunk­en en­thu­si­asm:

				“We’re fair­ly on the spree now! Damn it all, I adore it. I’m not Cap­tain Rib­nikov, a Rus­sian sol­dier, if I don’t love Rus­sian writ­ers! A mag­nif­i­cent lot of fel­lows! They drink like fish­es, and know all about life. ‘Rus­sia’s joy is in the bot­tle.’ And I’ve been at it from the morn­ing, old man!”

			
			
				III

				By busi­ness and dis­po­si­tion Schavin­sky was a col­lec­tor of hu­man doc­u­ments, of rare and strange man­i­fes­ta­tions of the hu­man spir­it. Of­ten for weeks, some­times for months to­geth­er, he watched an in­ter­est­ing type, track­ing him down with the per­sis­tence of a pas­sion­ate sports­man or an ea­ger de­tec­tive. It would hap­pen that the prize was found to be, as he called it, “a knight of the black star”—a sharp­er, a no­to­ri­ous pla­gia­rist, a pimp, a souteneur, a lit­er­ary ma­ni­ac, the ter­ror of ev­ery ed­i­tor, a plung­ing cashier or bank mes­sen­ger, who spends pub­lic mon­ey in restau­rants and gam­bling hells with the mad­ness of a man rush­ing down the steep; but no less the ob­jects of his sport­ing pas­sion were the li­ons of the sea­son—pi­anists, singers, lit­téra­teurs, gam­blers with amaz­ing luck, jock­eys, ath­letes, and co­cottes com­ing in­to vogue. By hook or crook Schavin­sky made their ac­quain­tance and then, en­velop­ing them in his spi­der’s toils, ten­der­ly and gen­tly se­cured his vic­tim’s at­ten­tion. Then he was ready for any­thing. He would sit for whole sleep­less nights with vul­gar, stupid peo­ple, whose men­tal equip­ment, like the Hot­ten­tots’, con­sist­ed of a dozen or two an­i­mal con­cep­tions and clichés; he stood drinks and din­ners to damnable fools and scoundrels, wait­ing pa­tient­ly for the mo­ment when in their drunk­en­ness they would re­veal the full flow­er of their vil­lainy. He flat­tered them to the top of their bent, with his eyes open; gave them mon­strous dos­es of flat­tery, firm­ly con­vinced that flat­tery is the key to open ev­ery lock; he lent them mon­ey gen­er­ous­ly, know­ing well that he would nev­er re­ceive it back again. In jus­ti­fi­ca­tion of this pre­car­i­ous sport he could say that the in­ner psy­cho­log­i­cal in­ter­est for him con­sid­er­ably sur­passed the ben­e­fits he sub­se­quent­ly ac­quired as a re­al­is­tic writ­er. It gave him a sub­tle and ob­scure de­light to pen­e­trate in­to the mys­te­ri­ous in­ac­ces­si­ble cham­bers of the hu­man soul, to ob­serve the hid­den springs of ex­ter­nal acts, springs some­times pet­ty, some­times shame­ful, more of­ten ridicu­lous than af­fect­ing—as it were, to hold in his hand for a while, a live, warm hu­man heart and touch its very pulse. Of­ten in this in­quis­i­tive pur­suit it seemed to him that he was com­plete­ly los­ing his own “ego,” so much did he be­gin to think and feel with an­oth­er’s soul, even speak­ing in his lan­guage with his pe­cu­liar words un­til at last he even caught him­self us­ing an­oth­er’s ges­ture and tone. But when he had sat­u­rat­ed him­self in a man he threw him aside. It is true that some­times he had to pay long and heav­i­ly for a mo­ment’s in­fat­u­a­tion.

				But no one for a long time had so deeply in­ter­est­ed him, even to ag­i­ta­tion, as this hoarse, tip­pling in­fantry cap­tain. For a whole day Schavin­sky did not let him go. As he sat by his side in the cab and watched him sur­rep­ti­tious­ly, Schavin­sky re­solved:

				“No, I can’t be mis­tak­en;—this yel­low, squint­ing face with the cheek­bones, these eter­nal bobs and bows, and the in­ces­sant hand wash­ing; above all this strained, ner­vous, un­easy fa­mil­iar­i­ty. … But if it’s all true, and Cap­tain Rib­nikov is re­al­ly a Ja­pa­nese spy, then what ex­tra­or­di­nary pres­ence of mind the man must have to play with this mag­nif­i­cent au­dac­i­ty, this di­a­bol­i­cal­ly true car­i­ca­ture of a bro­ken-down of­fi­cer in broad day­light in a hos­tile cap­i­tal. What aw­ful sen­sa­tions he must have, bal­anced ev­ery sec­ond of the day on the very edge of cer­tain death!”

				Here was some­thing com­plete­ly in­ex­pli­ca­ble to Schavin­sky—a fas­ci­nat­ing, mad, cool au­dac­i­ty—per­haps the very no­blest kind of pa­tri­ot­ic de­vo­tion. An acute cu­rios­i­ty, to­geth­er with a rev­er­ent fear, drew the jour­nal­ist’s mind more and more strong­ly to­wards the soul of this amaz­ing cap­tain.

				But some­times he pulled him­self up men­tal­ly: “Sup­pose I’ve forced my­self to be­lieve in a ridicu­lous pre­con­ceived idea? Sup­pose I’ve just let my­self be fooled by a dis­rep­utable cap­tain in my in­quis­i­tive ea­ger­ness to read men’s souls? Sure­ly there are any num­ber of yel­low Mon­gol faces in the Ural or among the Orem­burg Cos­sacks.” Still more in­tent­ly he looked in­to ev­ery mo­tion and ex­pres­sion of the cap­tain’s face, lis­tened in­tent­ly to ev­ery sound of his voice.

				Rib­nikov did not miss a sin­gle sol­dier who gave him a salute as he passed. He put his hand to the peak of his cap with a pe­cu­liar­ly pro­longed and ex­ag­ger­at­ed care. When­ev­er they drove past a church he in­vari­ably raised his hat and crossed him­self punc­til­ious­ly with a broad sweep of his arm, and as he did it he gave an al­most im­per­cep­ti­ble side-glance to his com­pan­ion—is he notic­ing or not?

				Once Schavin­sky could hold out no longer, and said: “But you’re pi­ous, though, Cap­tain.”

				Rib­nikov threw out his hands, hunched his shoul­ders up fun­ni­ly, and said in his hoarse voice: “Can’t be helped, old man. I’ve got the habit of it at the Front. The man who fights learns to pray, you know. It’s a splen­did Rus­sian proverb. You learn to say your prayers out there, whether you like it or not. You go in­to the fir­ing line. The bul­lets are whirring, ter­ri­bly—shrap­nel, bombs … those cursed Ja­pa­nese shells. … But it can’t be helped—du­ty, your oath, and off you go! And you say to your­self: ‘Our Fa­ther, which art in heav­en, hal­lowed be Thy name. Thy king­dom come. Thy Will be done in earth, as it is in heav­en. …’ ”

				And he said the whole prayer to the end, care­ful­ly shap­ing out each sound.

				“Spy!” Schavin­sky de­cid­ed.

				But he would not leave his sus­pi­cion half­way. For hours on end he went on watch­ing and goad­ing the cap­tain. In a pri­vate room of a restau­rant at din­ner he bent right over the ta­ble and looked in­to Rib­nikov’s very pupils.

				“Lis­ten, Cap­tain. No one can hear us now. … What’s the strong­est oath I can give you that no one will ev­er hear of our con­ver­sa­tion? … I’m con­vinced, ab­so­lute­ly and be­yond all doubt, that you’re a Ja­pa­nese.”

				Rib­nikov banged him­self on the chest again.

				“I am Capt—”

				“No, no. Let’s have done with these tricks. You can’t hide your face, how­ev­er clever you are. The line of your cheek­bones, the cut of your eyes, your pe­cu­liar head, the colour of your skin, the stiff, strag­gling growth on your face—ev­ery­thing points be­yond all shad­ow of doubt to you be­long­ing to the yel­low race. But you’re safe. I shan’t tell on you, what­ev­er of­fers they make me, how­ev­er they threat­en me for si­lence. I shan’t do you any harm, if it’s on­ly be­cause I’m full of ad­mi­ra­tion for your amaz­ing courage. I say more—I’m full of rev­er­ence, ter­ror if you like. I’m a writ­er—that’s a man of fan­cy and imag­i­na­tion. I can’t even imag­ine how it’s pos­si­ble for a man to make up his mind to it: to come thou­sands of miles from your coun­try to a city full of en­e­mies that hate you, risk­ing your life ev­ery sec­ond—you’ll be hanged with­out a tri­al if you’re caught, I sup­pose you know? And then to go walk­ing about in an of­fi­cer’s uni­form, to en­ter ev­ery pos­si­ble kind of com­pa­ny, and hold the most dan­ger­ous con­ver­sa­tions. The least mis­take, one slip will ru­in you in a sec­ond. Half an hour ago you used the word ‘holo­graph’ in­stead of ‘man­u­script.’ A tri­fle, but very char­ac­ter­is­tic. An army cap­tain would nev­er use this word of a mod­ern man­u­script, but on­ly of an ar­chive or a very solemn doc­u­ment. He wouldn’t even say ‘man­u­script,’ but just a ‘book’—but these are tri­fles. But the one thing I don’t un­der­stand is the in­ces­sant strain of the mind and will, the di­a­bol­i­cal waste of spir­i­tu­al strength. To for­get to think in Ja­pa­nese, to for­get your name ut­ter­ly, to iden­ti­fy your­self com­plete­ly with an­oth­er’s per­son­al­i­ty—no, this is sure­ly greater than any hero­ism they told us of in school. My dear man, don’t try to play with me. I swear I’m not your en­e­my.”

				He said all this quite sin­cere­ly, for his whole be­ing was stirred to flame by the hero­ic pic­ture of his imag­i­na­tion. But the cap­tain would not let him­self be flat­tered. He lis­tened to him, and stared with eyes slight­ly closed at his glass, which he qui­et­ly moved over the table­cloth, and the cor­ners of his blue lips twist­ed ner­vous­ly. And in his face Schavin­sky recog­nised the same hid­den mock­ery, the same deep, stub­born, im­pla­ca­ble ha­tred, the pe­cu­liar ha­tred that a Eu­ro­pean can per­haps nev­er un­der­stand, felt by a wise, cul­tured, civilised beast, made man, for a be­ing of an­oth­er species.

				“Keep your kind­ness in your pock­et,” replied Rib­nikov care­less­ly. “Let it go to hell. They teased me in the reg­i­ment too with be­ing a Jap. Chuck it! I’m Cap­tain Rib­nikov. You know there’s a Rus­sian proverb, ‘The face of a beast with the soul of a man.’ I’ll just tell you there was once a case in our reg­i­ment—”

				“What was your reg­i­ment?” Schavin­sky asked sud­den­ly.

				But the cap­tain seemed not to have heard. He be­gan to tell the old, thread­bare dirty sto­ries that are told in camp, on ma­noeu­vres, and in bar­racks, and in spite of him­self Schavin­sky be­gan to feel in­sult­ed. Once dur­ing the evening as they sat in the cab Schavin­sky put his arm round his waist, and drew him close and said in a low voice:

				“Cap­tain … no, Colonel, at least, or you would nev­er have been giv­en such a se­ri­ous mis­sion. Let’s say Colonel, then. I do homage to your dar­ing, that is to the bound­less courage of the Ja­pa­nese na­tion. Some­times when I read or think of in­di­vid­u­al cas­es of your di­a­bol­i­cal brav­ery and con­tempt of death, I trem­ble with ec­sta­sy. What im­mor­tal beau­ty, what di­vine courage there is, for in­stance, in the ac­tion of the cap­tain of the shat­tered war­ship who an­swered the call to sur­ren­der by qui­et­ly light­ing a cig­a­rette, and went to the bot­tom with a cig­a­rette in his lips! What ti­tan­ic strength, what thrilling con­tempt for the en­e­my! And the naval cadets on the fire­ships who went to cer­tain death, de­light­ed as though they were go­ing to a ball! And do you re­mem­ber how a lieu­tenant, all by him­self, towed a tor­pe­do in a boat at night to make an end of the mole at Port Arthur? The search­lights were turned on and all there re­mained of the lieu­tenant and his boat was a bloody stain on the con­crete wall. But the next day all the mid­ship­men and lieu­tenants of the Ja­pa­nese Fleet over­whelmed Ad­mi­ral To­go with ap­pli­ca­tions, of­fer­ing to re­peat the ex­ploit. What amaz­ing he­roes! But still more mag­nif­i­cent is To­go’s or­der that the of­fi­cers un­der him should not so mad­ly risk their lives, which be­long to their coun­try and not to them. It’s damnably beau­ti­ful, though!”

				“What’s this street we’re in?” in­ter­rupt­ed Rib­nikov, yawn­ing. “Af­ter the dugouts in Manchuria I’ve com­plete­ly lost my sense of di­rec­tion in the street. When we were in Kharbin. …”

				But the ec­stat­ic Schavin­sky went on, with­out lis­ten­ing to him.

				“Do you re­mem­ber the case of an of­fi­cer who was tak­en pris­on­er and bat­tered his head to pieces on a stone? But the most won­der­ful thing is the sig­na­tures of the Samu­rai. Of course, you’ve nev­er heard of it, Cap­tain Rib­nikov?” Schavin­sky asked with sar­cas­tic em­pha­sis. “It’s un­der­stood, you haven’t heard of it. … You see Gen­er­al No­gi asked for vol­un­teers to march in the lead­ing col­umn in a night at­tack on the Port Arthur forts. Near­ly the whole brigade of­fered them­selves for this hon­ourable death. Since there were too many and they pressed in front of each oth­er for the op­por­tu­ni­ty of death, they had to make ap­pli­ca­tion in writ­ing, and some of them, ac­cord­ing to an old cus­tom, cut off the first fin­ger of their left hand and fixed it to their sig­na­ture for a seal of blood. That’s what the Samu­rai did!”

				“Samu­rai,” Rib­nikov dul­ly re­peat­ed. There was a noise in his throat as if some­thing had snapped and spread. Schavin­sky gave a quick glance to his pro­file. An ex­pres­sion such as he had nev­er seen in the cap­tain’s face be­fore sud­den­ly played about his mouth and on his chin, which trem­bled once; and his eyes be­gan to shine with the warm, tremu­lous light which gleams through sud­den, brim­ming tears. But he pulled him­self to­geth­er in­stant­ly, shut his eyes for a sec­ond, and turned a naive and stupid face to Schavin­sky, and sud­den­ly ut­tered a long, filthy, Rus­sian oath.

				“Cap­tain, Cap­tain, what’s the mat­ter with you?” Schavin­sky cried, al­most in fright.

				“That’s all news­pa­per lies,” Rib­nikov said un­con­cerned­ly. “Our Rus­sian Tom­my is not a bit be­hind. There’s a dif­fer­ence, of course. They fight for their life, how­ev­er, in­de­pen­dence—and what have we mixed our­selves up in it for? No­body knows! The dev­il alone knows why. ‘There was no sor­row till the dev­il pumped it up,’ as we say in Rus­sian. What! Ha, ha, ha!”

				On the race­course the sport dis­tract­ed Schavin­sky’s at­ten­tion a lit­tle, and he could not ob­serve the cap­tain all the while. But in the in­ter­vals be­tween the events, he saw him ev­ery now and then in one or an­oth­er of the stands, up­stairs or down­stairs, in the buf­fet or by the parimutuel. That day the word Tsushi­ma was on ev­ery­body’s lips—back­ers, jock­eys, book­mak­ers, even the mys­te­ri­ous, ragged be­ings that are in­evitable on ev­ery race­course. The word was used to jeer at a beat­en horse, by men who were an­noyed at los­ing, with in­dif­fer­ent laugh­ter and with bit­ter­ness. Here and there it was ut­tered with pas­sion. Schavin­sky saw from a dis­tance how the cap­tain in his easy, con­fi­dent way picked a quar­rel with one man, shook hands with oth­ers, and tapped oth­ers on the shoul­der. His small, limp­ing fig­ure ap­peared and dis­ap­peared ev­ery­where.

				From the races they drove to a restau­rant, and from there to Schavin­sky’s house. The jour­nal­ist was rather ashamed of his role of vol­un­tary de­tec­tive; but he felt it was out of his pow­er to throw it up, though he had al­ready be­gun to feel tired, and his head ached with the strain of this stealthy strug­gle with an­oth­er man’s soul. Con­vinced that flat­tery had been of no avail, he now tried to draw the cap­tain to frank­ness, by teas­ing and rous­ing his feel­ings of pa­tri­o­tism.

				“Still, I’m sor­ry for these poor Japs,” he said with iron­i­cal pity. “When all is said, Japan has ex­haust­ed all her na­tion­al ge­nius in this war. In my opin­ion she’s like a fee­ble lit­tle man who lifts a half dozen hun­dred­weight on his shoul­ders, ei­ther in ec­sta­sy or in­tox­i­ca­tion, or out of mere brava­do, and strains his in­sides, and is al­ready be­gin­ning to die a lin­ger­ing death. You see Rus­sia’s an en­tire­ly dif­fer­ent coun­try. She’s a Colos­sus. To her the Manchuri­an de­feats are just the same as cup­ping a full-blood­ed man. You’ll see how she will re­cov­er and be­gin to blos­som when the war is over. But Japan will with­er and die. She’s strained her­self. Don’t tell me they have civil­i­sa­tion, uni­ver­sal ed­u­ca­tion, Eu­ro­pean tech­nique: at the end of it all, a Ja­pa­nese is an Asi­at­ic, half-man, half-mon­key. Even in type he ap­proach­es a Bush­man, a Touareg, or a Black­fel­low. You have on­ly to look at his fa­cial an­gle. It all comes to this, they’re just Japs! It wasn’t your civil­i­sa­tion or your po­lit­i­cal youth that con­quered us at all, but sim­ply a fit of mad­ness. Do you know what a seizure is, a fit of fren­zy? A fee­ble wom­an tears chains to pieces and toss­es strong men about like straws. The next day she hasn’t even the pow­er to lift her hand. It’s the same with Japan. Be­lieve me, af­ter the hero­ic fit will fol­low im­po­tence and de­cay; but cer­tain­ly be­fore that she will pass through a stage of na­tion­al swag­ger, out­ra­geous mil­i­tarism and in­sane Chau­vin­ism.”

				“Re­al­ly?” cried Rib­nikov in stupid rap­ture. “You can’t get away from the truth. Shake hands, Mr. Au­thor. You can al­ways tell a clever man at once.”

				He laughed hoarse­ly, spat about, tapped Schavin­sky’s knee, and shook his hand, and Schavin­sky sud­den­ly felt ashamed of him­self and the tricks of his stealthy search­ing in­to hu­man souls.

				“What if I’m mis­tak­en and this Rib­nikov is on­ly the truest type of the drunk­en in­fantry­man. No, it’s im­pos­si­ble. But if it is pos­si­ble, then what a fool I’m mak­ing of my­self, my God!”

				At his house he showed the cap­tain his li­brary, his rare en­grav­ings, a col­lec­tion of old chi­na, and a cou­ple of small Siberi­an dogs. His wife, who played small parts in mu­si­cal com­e­dy, was out of town. Rib­nikov ex­am­ined ev­ery­thing with a po­lite, un­in­ter­est­ed cu­rios­i­ty, in which his host caught some­thing like bore­dom, and even cold con­tempt. Rib­nikov ca­su­al­ly opened a mag­a­zine and read some lines aloud.

				“He’s made a blun­der now,” Schavin­sky thought, when he heard his ex­tra­or­di­nary cor­rect and wood­en read­ing, each sep­a­rate let­ter pro­nounced with ex­ag­ger­at­ed pre­ci­sion like the head boy in a French class show­ing off. Ev­i­dent­ly Rib­nikov no­ticed it him­self, for he soon shut the book and asked:

				“But you’re a writ­er your­self?”

				“Yes. … I do a bit.”

				“What news­pa­pers do you write for?”

				Schavin­sky named them. It was the sixth time he had been asked the ques­tion that day.

				“Oh, yes, yes, yes. I for­got, I’ve asked you be­fore. D’you know what, Mr. Au­thor?”

				“What is it?”

				“Let us do this. You write and I’ll dic­tate. That is, I won’t dic­tate … oh, no, I shall nev­er dare.” Rib­nikov rubbed his hands and bowed hur­ried­ly. “You’ll com­pose it your­self, of course. I’ll on­ly give you some thoughts and—what shall I call them—rem­i­nis­cences of the war? Oh, what a lot of in­ter­est­ing copy I have! …”

				Schavin­sky sat side­ways on the ta­ble and glanced at the cap­tain, cun­ning­ly screw­ing up one eye.

				“Of course, I shall give your name?”

				“Why, you may. I’ve no ob­jec­tion. Put it like this: ‘This in­for­ma­tion was sup­plied to me by Cap­tain Rib­nikov who has just re­turned from the Front.’ ”

				“Very well. Why do you want this?”

				“What?”

				“Hav­ing your name in it. Do you want it for fu­ture ev­i­dence that you in­spired the Rus­sian news­pa­pers? What a clever fel­low, I am, eh?”

				But the cap­tain avoid­ed a di­rect an­swer, as usu­al.

				“But per­haps you haven’t time? You are en­gaged in oth­er work. Well, let the rem­i­nis­cences go to hell! You won’t be able to tell the whole sto­ry. As they say: ‘There’s a dif­fer­ence be­tween liv­ing a life and cross­ing a field.’ Eh, what? Ha, ha, ha!”

				An in­ter­est­ing fan­cy came in­to Schavin­sky’s head. In his study stood a big, white ta­ble of un­paint­ed ash. On the clean vir­gin sur­face of this ta­ble all Schavin­sky’s friends used to leave their au­to­graphs in the shape of apho­risms, vers­es, draw­ings, and even notes of mu­sic. He said to Rib­nikov: “See, here is my au­to­graph-book, Cap­tain. Won’t you write me some­thing in mem­o­ry of our pleas­ant meet­ing, and our ac­quain­tance which”—Schavin­sky bowed po­lite­ly—“I ven­ture to hope will not be short-lived?”

				“With plea­sure,” Rib­nikov read­i­ly agreed. “Some­thing from Pushkin or Gogol?”

				“No … far bet­ter some­thing of your own.”

				“Of my own? Splen­did.”

				He took the pen and dipped it, thought and pre­pared to write, but Schavin­sky sud­den­ly stopped him.

				“We’d bet­ter do this. Here’s a piece of a pa­per. There are draw­ing-pins in the box at the cor­ner. Please write some­thing par­tic­u­lar­ly in­ter­est­ing and then cov­er it with the pa­per and fas­ten the cor­ners with the draw­ing-pins. I give you my word of hon­our as an au­thor, that for two months I won’t put a fin­ger on the pa­per and won’t look at what you’ve writ­ten. Is that all right? Well, write then. I’ll go out of the room so as not to hin­der you.”

				Af­ter five min­utes Rib­nikov shout­ed to him: “Please come in.”

				“Ready?” Schavin­sky asked, en­ter­ing.

				Rib­nikov drew him­self up, put his hand to his fore­head in salute and shout­ed like a sol­dier: “Very good, sir.”

				“Thanks. Now we’ll go to the ‘Buff,’ or some­where else,” Schavin­sky said. “There we’ll think what we’ll do next. I shan’t let you out of my sight to­day, Cap­tain.”

				“With the great­est plea­sure,” Rib­nikov said in a hoarse bass, click­ing his heels. He lift­ed up his shoul­ders and gave a mil­i­tary twist to his mous­tach­es on ei­ther side.

				But Schavin­sky, against his own will, did not keep his word. At the last mo­ment be­fore leav­ing his house the jour­nal­ist re­mem­bered that he had left his cig­a­rette-case in the study and went back for it, leav­ing Rib­nikov in the hall. The piece of white pa­per, care­ful­ly fas­tened with draw­ing-pins, aroused his cu­rios­i­ty. He could not re­sist the temp­ta­tion; he turned back stealth­ily and af­ter lift­ing a cor­ner of the pa­per quick­ly read the words writ­ten in a thin, dis­tinct and ex­tra­or­di­nary el­e­gant hand:

				“Though you are Ivanov the sev­enth, you’re a fool all the same.”

			
			
				IV

				Long af­ter mid­night they were com­ing out of a sub­ur­ban café chan­tant ac­com­pa­nied by the well-known mu­si­cal com­e­dy ac­tor Zhenin-Lirsky, the young as­sis­tant Crown-Pros­e­cu­tor Sash­ka Strahlmann, who was fa­mous all over Pe­ters­burg for his in­com­pa­ra­ble skill in telling amus­ing sto­ries about the top­ic of the day, and Karyukov, the mer­chant’s son, a pa­tron of the arts.

				It was nei­ther bright nor dark. It was a warm, white, trans­par­ent night, with soft cha­toy­ant colours and wa­ter like moth­er-of-pearl in the calm canals, which plain­ly re­flect­ed the grey stone of the quay and the mo­tion­less fo­liage of the trees. The sky was pale as though tired and sleep­less, and there were sleepy clouds in the sky, long, thin and wool­ly like clews of rav­elled cot­ton-wool.

				“Where shall we go, now?” said Schavin­sky, stop­ping at the gate of the gar­dens. “Field-Mar­shal Oya­ma! Give us your en­light­ened opin­ion.”

				All five lin­gered on the pave­ment for a while, caught by a mo­ment of the usu­al ear­ly morn­ing in­de­ci­sion, when the phys­i­cal fa­tigue of the rev­eller strug­gles with the ir­re­sistible and ir­ri­tat­ing yearn­ing af­ter new and pi­quant sen­sa­tions. From the gar­den con­tin­u­al­ly came pa­trons, laugh­ing, whistling, nois­i­ly shuf­fling their feet over the dry, white cob­ble­stones. Walk­ing hur­ried­ly, bold­ly rustling the silk of their pet­ti­coats emerged the artistes wear­ing huge hats, with di­a­monds trem­bling in their ears, es­cort­ed by dash­ing gen­tle­men, smart­ly dressed, with flow­ers in their but­ton­holes. With the porters’ re­spect­ful as­sis­tance these ladies flut­tered in­to car­riages and pant­ing au­to­mo­biles, freely ar­rang­ing their dress­es round their legs, and flew away hold­ing the brims of their hats in their hands. The cho­rus-girls and the filles du jardin of the high­er class drove off alone or two to­geth­er in or­di­nary cabs with a man be­side them. The or­di­nary wom­en of the street ap­peared ev­ery­where at once, go­ing round the wood­en fence, fol­low­ing close on the men who left on foot, giv­ing spe­cial at­ten­tion to the drunk­en. They ran be­side the men for a long while, of­fer­ing them­selves in a whis­per with im­pu­dent sub­mis­sive­ness, nam­ing that which was their pro­fes­sion with blunt, coarse, ter­ri­ble words. In the bright, white twi­light of May, their faces seemed like coarse masks, blue from the white of their com­plex­ions, red with crim­son colour, and one’s eyes were struck with the black­ness, the thick­ness and the ex­tra­or­di­nary curve of their eye­brows. These naive­ly bright colours made the yel­low of their wrin­kled tem­ples ap­pear all the more pitiable, their thin, scrag­gy necks, and flab­by, fee­ble chins. A cou­ple of mount­ed po­lice­men, ob­scene­ly swear­ing, rode them down now and then with their hors­es’ mouths afoam. The girls screamed, ran away, and clutched at the sleeves of the passers­by. Near the rail­ing of the canal was gath­ered a group of about twen­ty men—it was the usu­al ear­ly morn­ing scan­dal. A short, beard­less boy of an of­fi­cer was dead-drunk and mak­ing a fuss, look­ing as though he want­ed to draw his sword; a po­lice­man was as­sur­ing him of some­thing in a con­vinc­ing falset­to with his hand on his heart.

				A sharp, sus­pi­cious-look­ing type, drunk, in a cap with a ragged peak, spoke in a sug­ary, ob­se­quious voice: “Spit on ’em, yer hon­our. They ain’t worth look­ing at. Give me one in the jaw, if you like. Al­low me to kiss yer ’and.”

				A thin, stern gen­tle­man at the back, whose thick, black whiskers could alone be seen, be­cause his bowler was tilt­ed over his face, drawled in a low, in­dis­tinct voice: “What do you stand about talk­ing for? Pitch him in­to the wa­ter and have done with it!”

				“But re­al­ly, Ma­jor Fukushi­ma,” said the ac­tor, “we must put a de­cent fin­ish to the day of our pleas­ant ac­quain­tance. Let’s go off with the lit­tle ladies. Where shall it be, Sash­ka?”

				“Bertha?” Strahlmann asked in re­ply.

				Rib­nikov gig­gled and rubbed his hands in joy­ful ag­i­ta­tion.

				“Wom­en? ‘Even a Jew hanged him­self for com­pa­ny’s sake,’ as the Rus­sian proverb says. Where the world goes there go we. Eh, what? ‘If we’re go­ing, let’s go,’ as the par­rot said. What? Ha, ha, ha!”

				Schavin­sky had in­tro­duced him to the young men, and they had all had sup­per in the café chan­tant, lis­tened to the Ro­ma­ni­an singers, drink­ing cham­pagne and liqueurs. At one time they found it amus­ing to call Rib­nikov by the names of dif­fer­ent Ja­pa­nese gen­er­als, par­tic­u­lar­ly be­cause the cap­tain’s good na­ture was ev­i­dent­ly un­lim­it­ed. Schavin­sky it was who be­gan this rude, fa­mil­iar game. True he felt at times that he was be­hav­ing in an ug­ly, per­haps even treach­er­ous, way to Rib­nikov, but he calmed his con­science by the fact that he had not breathed a word of his sus­pi­cions, which nev­er en­tered his friends’ heads at all.

				At the be­gin­ning of the evening he was watch­ing Rib­nikov. The cap­tain was nois­i­er and more talk­a­tive than any­body: he was in­ces­sant­ly drink­ing healths, jump­ing up, sit­ting down, pour­ing the wine over the table­cloth, light­ing his cig­a­rette the wrong end. Nev­er­the­less, Schavin­sky no­ticed that he was drink­ing very lit­tle.

				Rib­nikov had to sit next the jour­nal­ist again in the cab. Schavin­sky was al­most sober. He was gen­er­al­ly dis­tin­guished for a hard head in a spree, but it was light and noisy now, as though the foam of the cham­pagne was bub­bling in it. He gave the cap­tain a side-glance. In the un­cer­tain, drowsy light of the white night Rib­nikov’s face wore a dark, earthy com­plex­ion. All the hol­lows were sharp and black, the lit­tle wrin­kles on his fore­head and the lines round his nose and mouth were deep­ened. The cap­tain him­self sat with a weary stoop, his hands tucked in­to the sleeves of his uni­form, breath­ing heav­i­ly through his open mouth. Al­to­geth­er it gave him a worn, suf­fer­ing look. Schavin­sky could even smell his breath, and thought that gam­blers af­ter sev­er­al nights at cards have just the same stale, sour breath as men tired out with in­som­nia or the strain of long brain work. A wave of kind­ly emo­tion and pity welled up in Schavin­sky’s heart. The cap­tain sud­den­ly ap­peared to him very small, ut­ter­ly worn out, af­fect­ing and pitiable. He em­braced Rib­nikov, drew him close, and said af­fa­bly: “Very well, Cap­tain, I sur­ren­der. I can’t do any­thing with you, and I apol­o­gise if I’ve giv­en you some un­com­fort­able min­utes. Give me your hand.”

				He un­fas­tened the rose he wore in his coat which a girl in the gar­den had made him buy, and fixed it in the but­ton­hole of the cap­tain’s great­coat.

				“This is my peace-of­fer­ing, Cap­tain. We won’t tease each oth­er any more.”

				The cab drew up at a two-sto­ried stone house stand­ing apart in a pleas­ant ap­proach. All the win­dows were shut­tered. The oth­ers had gone in ad­vance and were wait­ing for them. A square grille, a hands­breadth wide, set in the heavy door, was opened from in­side, and a pair of cold, search­ing grey eyes ap­peared in it for a few sec­onds. Then the door was opened.

				This es­tab­lish­ment was some­thing be­tween an ex­pen­sive broth­el and a lux­u­ri­ous club. There was an el­e­gant en­trance, a stuffed bear in the hall, car­pets, silk cur­tains and lus­tre-chan­de­liers, and lack­eys in evening dress and white gloves. Men came here to fin­ish the night af­ter the restau­rants were shut. Cards were played, ex­pen­sive wines kept, and there was al­ways a gen­er­ous sup­ply of fresh, pret­ty wom­en who were of­ten changed.

				They had to go up to the first floor, where was a wide land­ing adorned by palms in tubs and sep­a­rat­ed from the stairs by a balustrade. Schavin­sky went up­stairs arm-in-arm with Rib­nikov. Though he had promised him­self that he would not tease him any more, he could not re­strain him­self: “Let’s mount the scaf­fold, Cap­tain!”

				“I’m not afraid,” said he lazi­ly. “I walk up to death ev­ery day of my life.”

				Rib­nikov waved his hand fee­bly and smiled with con­straint. The smile made his face sud­den­ly weary, grey and old.

				Schavin­sky gave him a look of silent sur­prise. He was ashamed of his im­por­tu­ni­ty. But Rib­nikov passed it off im­me­di­ate­ly.

				“Yes, to death. … A sol­dier’s al­ways ready for it. There’s noth­ing to be done. Death is the tri­fling in­con­ve­nience at­tached to our pro­fes­sion.”

				Schavin­sky and Karyukov the art-pa­tron were as­sid­u­ous guests and hon­oured habitués of the house. They were greet­ed with pleas­ant smiles and low bows.

				A big, warm cab­i­net was giv­en them, in red and gold with a thick, bright green car­pet on the floor, with sconces in the cor­ners and on the ta­ble. They were brought cham­pagne, fruit and bon­bons. Wom­en came—three at first, then two more—then they were pass­ing in and out con­tin­u­al­ly. With­out ex­cep­tion they were pret­ty, well pro­vid­ed with bare, white arms, neck, bo­som, in bright, ex­pen­sive, glit­ter­ing dress­es. Some wore bal­let skirts; one was in a school­girl’s brown uni­form, an­oth­er in tight rid­ing-breech­es and a jock­ey’s cap. A stout el­der­ly la­dy in black al­so came, rather like a land­la­dy or a house­keep­er. Her ap­pear­ance was de­cent; her face flab­by and yel­low. She laughed con­tin­u­al­ly the pleas­ant laugh of an el­der­ly wom­an, coughed con­tin­u­al­ly and smoked in­ces­sant­ly. She be­haved to Schavin­sky, the ac­tor, and the art-pa­tron with the un­con­strained co­quet­terie of a la­dy old enough to be their moth­er, flick­ing their hands with her hand­ker­chief, and she called Strahlmann, who was ev­i­dent­ly her favourite, Sash­ka.

				“Gen­er­al Kuro­ki, let’s drink to the suc­cess of the grand Manchuri­an army. You’ll be get­ting mildewy, sit­ting in your cor­ner,” said Karyukov.

				Schavin­sky in­ter­rupt­ed him with a yawn: “Steady, gen­tle­men. I think you ought to be bored with it by now. You’re just abus­ing the cap­tain’s good na­ture.”

				“I’m not of­fend­ed,” replied Rib­nikov. “Gen­tle­men! Let us drink the health of our charm­ing ladies.”

				“Sing us some­thing, Lirsky!” Schavin­sky asked.

				The ac­tor cheer­ful­ly sat down to the pi­ano and be­gan a gip­sy song. It was more recita­tion than singing. He nev­er moved the cigar from his lips, stared at the ceil­ing, with a pa­rade of swing­ing to and fro on his chair. The wom­en joined in, loud and out of tune. Each one tried to race the oth­ers with the words. Then Sash­ka Strahlmann gave an ad­mirable im­i­ta­tion of a gramo­phone, im­per­son­at­ed an Ital­ian opera, and mim­icked an­i­mals. Karyukov danced a fan­dan­go and called for bot­tle af­ter bot­tle.

				He was the first to dis­ap­pear from the room, with a red-haired Pol­ish girl. Af­ter him fol­lowed Strahlmann and the ac­tor. On­ly Schavin­sky re­mained, with a swarthy, white-toothed Hun­gar­i­an girl on his knees, and Rib­nikov, by the side of a tall blonde in a blue satin blouse, cut square and open half­way down her breast.

				“Well, Cap­tain, let’s say good­bye for a lit­tle while,” said Schavin­sky, get­ting up and stretch­ing him­self. “It’s late—we’d bet­ter say ear­ly. Come and have break­fast with me at one o’clock, Cap­tain. Put the wine down to Karyukov, Madame. If he loves sa­cred art, then he can pay for the hon­our of hav­ing sup­per with its priests. Mes com­pli­ments!”

				The blonde put her bare arm round the cap­tain’s neck and kissed him, and said sim­ply: “Let us go too, dar­ling. It re­al­ly is late.”

			
			
				V

				She had a lit­tle gay room with a bright blue pa­per, a pale blue hang­ing lamp. On the toi­let-ta­ble stood a round mir­ror in a frame of light blue satin. There were two oleographs on one wall, Girls Bathing and The Roy­al Bride­groom, on the oth­er a hang­ing, with a wide brass bed along­side.

				The wom­an un­dressed, and with a sense of pleas­ant re­lief passed her hands over her body, where her chemise had been fold­ed un­der her corset. Then she turned the lamp down and sat on the bed, and be­gan calm­ly to un­lace her boots.

				Rib­nikov sat by the ta­ble with his el­bows apart and his head rest­ing in his hands. He could not tear his eyes from her big, hand­some legs and plump calves, which her black, trans­par­ent stock­ings so close­ly fit­ted.

				“Why don’t you un­dress, of­fi­cer?” the wom­an asked. “Tell me, dar­ling, why do they call you Ja­pa­nese Gen­er­al?”

				Rib­nikov gave a laugh, with his eyes still fixed up­on her legs.

				“Oh, it’s just non­sense. On­ly a joke. Do you know the vers­es:

				
					
						‘It hard­ly can be called a sin,
						

						If some­thing’s fun­ny and you grin! …’ ”
					

				

				“Will you stand me some cham­pagne, dar­ling. … Since you’re so stingy, or­anges will do. Are you go­ing soon or stay­ing the night?”

				“Stay­ing the night. Come to me.”

				She lay down with him, hasti­ly threw her cig­a­rette over on to the floor and wrig­gled be­neath the blan­ket.

				“Do you like to be next to the wall?” she asked. “Do if you want to. O-oh, how cold your legs are! You know I love army men. What’s your name?”

				“Mine?” He coughed and an­swered in an un­cer­tain tone: “I am Cap­tain Rib­nikov. Vass­i­ly Alexan­drovich Rib­nikov!”

				“Ah, Vasya! I have a friend called Vasya, a lit­tle chap from the Ly­cée. Oh, what a dar­ling he is!”

				She be­gan to sing, pre­tend­ing to shiv­er un­der the bed­clothes, laugh­ing and half-clos­ing her eyes:

				
					
						“ ‘Vasya, Vasya, Vasinke,
						

						It’s a tale you’re telling me.’
					

				

				“You are like a Ja­pa­nese, you know, by Jove. Do you know who? The Mika­do. We take in the Ni­va and there’s a pic­ture of him there. It’s late now—else I’d get it to show you. You’re as like as two peas.”

				“I’m very glad,” said Rib­nikov, qui­et­ly kiss­ing her smooth, round shoul­der.

				“Per­haps you’re re­al­ly a Ja­pa­nese? They say you’ve been at the war. Is it true? O-oh, dar­ling, I’m afraid of be­ing tick­led—Is it dread­ful at the war?”

				“Dread­ful … no, not par­tic­u­lar­ly. … Don’t let’s talk about it,” he said weari­ly. “What’s your name?”

				“Clotilde. … No, I’ll tell you a se­cret. My name’s Nastya. They on­ly called me Clotilde here be­cause my name’s so ug­ly. Nastya, Nas­ta­sya—sounds like a cook.”

				“Nastya,” he re­peat­ed mus­ing­ly, and cau­tious­ly kissed her breast. “No, it’s a nice name. Na—stya,” he re­peat­ed slow­ly.

				“What is there nice about it? Malv­ina, Wan­da, Zhe­nia, they’re nice names—es­pe­cial­ly Ir­ma. … Oh, dar­ling,” and she pressed close to him. “You are a dear … so dark. I love dark men. You’re mar­ried, sure­ly?”

				“No, I’m not.”

				“Oh, tell us an­oth­er. Ev­ery­one here says he’s a bach­e­lor. You’ve got six chil­dren for sure!”

				It was dark in the room, for the win­dows were shut­tered and the lamp hard­ly burned. Her face was quite close to his head, and showed fan­tas­tic and chang­ing on the dim white­ness of the pil­low. Al­ready it was dif­fer­ent from the sim­ple, hand­some, round grey-eyed, Rus­sian face of be­fore. It seemed to have grown thin­ner, and, strange­ly chang­ing its ex­pres­sion ev­ery minute, seemed now ten­der, kind, mys­te­ri­ous. It re­mind­ed Rib­nikov of some­one in­fin­ite­ly fa­mil­iar, long beloved, beau­ti­ful and fas­ci­nat­ing.

				“How beau­ti­ful you are!” he mur­mured. “I love you. … I love you. …”

				He sud­den­ly ut­tered an un­in­tel­li­gi­ble word, com­plete­ly for­eign to the wom­an’s ear.

				“What did you say?” she asked in sur­prise.

				“Noth­ing. … Noth­ing. … Noth­ing at all. … My dear! Dear wom­an … you are a wom­an … I love you. …”

				He kissed her arms, her neck, trem­bling with im­pa­tience, which it gave him won­der­ful de­light to sup­press. He was pos­sessed by a ten­der and tem­pes­tu­ous pas­sion for the well-fed, child­less wom­an, for her big young body, so cared for and beau­ti­ful. His long­ing for wom­an had been till now sup­pressed by his aus­tere, as­cetic life, his con­stant weari­ness, by the in­tense ex­er­tion of his mind and will: now it de­voured him sud­den­ly with an in­tol­er­a­ble, in­tox­i­cat­ing flame.

				“Your hands are cold,” she said, awk­ward and shy. In this man was some­thing strange and alarm­ing which she could in no way un­der­stand. “Cold hands and a warm heart.”

				“Yes, yes, yes. … My heart,” he re­peat­ed it like a mad­man, “My heart is warm, my heart. …”

				Long ago she had grown used to the out­ward rites and the shame­ful de­tails of love; she per­formed them sev­er­al times ev­ery day—me­chan­i­cal­ly, in­dif­fer­ent­ly, and of­ten with silent dis­gust. Hun­dreds of men, from the aged and old, who put their teeth in a glass of wa­ter for the night, to young­sters whose voice was on­ly be­gin­ning to break and was bass and so­pra­no at once, civil­ians, army men, priests in mufti, bald­heads and men over­grown with hair from head to foot like mon­keys, ex­cit­ed and im­po­tent, mor­pho­ma­ni­acs who did not con­ceal their vice from her, beaux, crip­ples, rakes, who some­times nau­se­at­ed her, boys who cried for the bit­ter­ness of their first fall—they all em­braced her with shame­ful words, with long kiss­es, breathed in­to her face, moaned in the parox­ysm of an­i­mal pas­sion, which, she knew be­fore­hand, would then and there be changed to un­con­cealed and in­su­per­a­ble dis­gust. Long ago all men’s faces had in her eyes lost ev­ery in­di­vid­u­al trait—as though they had unit­ed in­to one las­civ­i­ous, in­evitable face, eter­nal­ly bent over her, the face of a he-goat with stub­bly, slob­ber­ing lips, cloud­ed eyes, dimmed like frost­ed glass, dis­tort­ed and dis­fig­ured by a volup­tuous gri­mace, which sick­ened her be­cause she nev­er shared it.

				Be­sides, they were all rude, ex­act­ing and de­void of the el­e­ments of shame. They were lu­di­crous­ly ug­ly, as on­ly the mod­ern man can be in his un­der­clothes. But this el­der­ly lit­tle of­fi­cer made a new, pe­cu­liar, at­trac­tive im­pres­sion on her. His ev­ery move­ment was dis­tin­guished by a gen­tle, in­sin­u­at­ing dis­cre­tion. His kiss, his ca­ress, and his touch were strange­ly gen­tle. At the same time he sur­round­ed her im­per­cep­ti­bly with the ner­vous at­mos­phere of re­al and in­tense pas­sion which even from a dis­tance and against her will arous­es a wom­an’s sen­su­al­i­ty, makes her docile, and sub­ject to the male’s de­sire. But her poor lit­tle mind had nev­er passed be­yond the round of ev­ery­day life in the house, and could not per­ceive this strange and ag­i­tat­ing spell. She could on­ly whis­per shy­ly, hap­py and sur­prised, the usu­al triv­ial words: “What a nice man you are! You’re my sweet, aren’t you?”

				She got up, put the lamp out, and lay be­side him again. Through the chinks be­tween the shut­ters and the wall showed thin threads of the whiten­ing dawn, which filled the room with a misty blue half-light. Be­hind the par­ti­tion, some­where an alarm-clock hur­ried­ly rang. Far away some­one was singing sad­ly in the dis­tance.

				“When will you come again?” the wom­an asked.

				“What?” Rib­nikov asked sleep­i­ly, open­ing his eyes. “When am I com­ing? Soon—to­mor­row. …”

				“I know all about that. Tell me the truth. When are you com­ing? I’ll be lone­ly with­out you.”

				“M’m. … We will come and be alone. … We will write to them. They will stay in the moun­tains …” he mur­mured in­co­her­ent­ly.

				A heavy slum­ber en­locked his body; but, as al­ways with men who have long de­prived them­selves of sleep, he could not sleep at once. No soon­er was his con­scious­ness over­cast with the soft, dark, de­light­ful cloud of obliv­ion than his body was shak­en by a ter­ri­ble in­ward shock. He moaned and shud­dered, opened his eyes wide in wild ter­ror, and straight­way plunged in­to an ir­ri­tat­ing, tran­si­to­ry state be­tween sleep and wake­ful­ness, like a delir­i­um crowd­ed with threat­en­ing and con­fused vi­sions.

				The wom­an had no de­sire to sleep. She sat up in bed in her chemise, clasp­ing her bend­ed knees with her bare arms, and looked at Rib­nikov with timid cu­rios­i­ty. In the bluish half-light his face grew sharp­er still and yel­low­er, like the face of a dead man. His mouth stood open, but she could not hear his breath­ing. All over his face, es­pe­cial­ly about the eyes and mouth, was an ex­pres­sion of such ut­ter weari­ness and pro­found hu­man suf­fer­ing as she had nev­er seen in her life be­fore. She gen­tly passed her hand back over his stiff hair and fore­head. The skin was cold and cov­ered all over with clam­my sweat. Rib­nikov trem­bled at the touch, cried out in ter­ror, and with a quick move­ment raised him­self from the pil­low.

				“Ah! Who’s that, who?” he cried abrupt­ly, wip­ing his face with his shirt­sleeve.

				“What’s the mat­ter, dar­ling?” the wom­an asked with sym­pa­thy. “You’re not well? Shall I get you some wa­ter?”

				But Rib­nikov had mas­tered him­self, and lay down once more.

				“Thanks. It’s all right now. I was dream­ing. … Go to sleep, dear, do.”

				“When do you want me to wake you, dar­ling?” she asked.

				“Wake. … In the morn­ing. … The sun will rise ear­ly. … And the horse­men will come. … We will go in a boat. … And sail over the riv­er. …” He was silent and lay qui­et for some min­utes. Sud­den­ly his still, dead face was dis­tort­ed with ter­ri­ble pain. He turned on his back with a moan, and there came in a stream from his lips mys­te­ri­ous, wild-sound­ing words of a strange lan­guage.

				The wom­an held her breath and lis­tened, pos­sessed by the su­per­sti­tious ter­ror which al­ways comes from a sleep­er’s delir­i­um. His face was on­ly a cou­ple of inch­es from hers, and she could not tear her eyes away. He was silent for a while and then be­gan to speak again, many words and un­in­tel­li­gi­ble. Then he was silent again, as though lis­ten­ing at­ten­tive­ly to some­one’s speech. Sud­den­ly the wom­an heard the on­ly Ja­pa­nese word she knew, from the news­pa­pers, pro­nounced aloud with a firm, clear voice:

				“Ban­zai!”

				Her heart beat so vi­o­lent­ly that the vel­vet cov­er­let lift­ed again and again with the throb­bing. She re­mem­bered how they had called Rib­nikov by the names of Ja­pa­nese gen­er­als in the red cab­i­net that day, and a far faint sus­pi­cion be­gan to stir in the ob­scu­ri­ty of her mind.

				Some­one light­ly tapped on the door. She got up and opened.

				“Clotilde dear, is that you?” a wom­an’s gen­tle whis­per was heard. “Aren’t you asleep? Come in to me for a mo­ment. Leon­ka’s with me, and he’s stand­ing some apri­cot wine. Come on, dear!”

				It was Sonya, the Karaim,1 Clotilde’s neigh­bour, bound to her by the cloy­ing, hys­ter­i­cal af­fec­tion which al­ways pairs off the wom­en in these es­tab­lish­ments.

				“All right. I’ll come now. Oh, I’ve some­thing very in­ter­est­ing to tell you. Wait a sec­ond. I’ll dress.”

				“Non­sense. Don’t. Who are you ner­vous about? Leon­ka? Come, just as you are!”

				She be­gan to put on her pet­ti­coat.

				Rib­nikov roused out of sleep.

				“Where are you go­ing to?” he asked drowsi­ly.

				“On­ly a minute. … Back im­me­di­ate­ly … I must …” she an­swered, hur­ried­ly ty­ing the tape round her waist. “You go to sleep. I’ll be back in a sec­ond.”

				He had not heard her last words. A dark heavy sleep had in­stant­ly en­gulfed him.

			
			
				VI

				Leon­ka was the idol of the whole es­tab­lish­ment, be­gin­ning with Madame, and de­scend­ing to the tini­est ser­vant. In these places where bore­dom, in­do­lence, and cheap lit­er­a­ture pro­duce fever­ish­ly ro­man­tic tastes, the ex­treme of ado­ra­tion is lav­ished on thieves and de­tec­tives, be­cause of their hero­ic lives, which are full of fas­ci­nat­ing risks, dan­gers and ad­ven­tures. Leon­ka used to ap­pear in the most var­ied cos­tumes, at times al­most made up. Some­times he kept a mean­ing and mys­te­ri­ous si­lence. Above all ev­ery­one re­mem­bered very well that he of­ten pro­claimed that the lo­cal po­lice had an un­bound­ed re­spect for him and ful­filled his or­ders blind­ly. In one case he had said three or four words in a mys­te­ri­ous jar­gon, and that was enough to send a few thieves who were be­hav­ing row­di­ly in the house crawl­ing in­to the street. Be­sides there were times when he had a great deal of mon­ey. It is easy to un­der­stand that Hen­ri­et­ta, whom he called Gen­ka and with whom he had an as­sid­u­ous af­fair, was treat­ed with a jeal­ous re­spect.

				He was a young man with a swarthy, freck­led face, with black mous­tach­es that point­ed up to his very eyes. His chin was short, firm and broad; his eyes were dark, hand­some and im­pu­dent. He was sit­ting on the so­fa in his shirt­sleeves, his waist­coat un­but­toned and his neck­tie loose. He was small but well pro­por­tioned. His broad chest and his mus­cles, so big that his shirt seemed ready to tear at the shoul­der, were elo­quent of his strength. Gen­ka sat close to him with her feet on the so­fa; Clotilde was op­po­site. Sip­ping his liqueur slow­ly with his red lips, in an ar­ti­fi­cial­ly el­e­gant voice he told his tale un­con­cerned­ly:

				“They brought him to the sta­tion. His pass­port—Ko­r­ney Sapi­etov, res­i­dent in Kolpin or some­thing of the kind. Of course the dev­il was drunk, ab­so­lute­ly. ‘Put him in­to a cold cell and sober him down.’ Gen­er­al rule. That very mo­ment I hap­pened to drop in­to the in­spec­tor’s of­fice. I had a look. By Jove, an old friend: San­ka the Butch­er—triple mur­der and sac­ri­lege. In­stant­ly I gave the con­sta­ble on du­ty a wink, and went out in­to the cor­ri­dor as though noth­ing had hap­pened. The con­sta­ble came out to me. ‘What’s the mat­ter, Leon­ti Spiri­donovich?’ ‘Just send that gen­tle­man round to the De­tec­tive Bu­reau for a minute.’ They brought him. Not a mus­cle in his face moved. I just looked him in the eyes and said”—Leon­ka rapped his knuck­les mean­ing­ly on the ta­ble—“ ‘Is it a long time, San­ka, since you left Odessa and de­cid­ed to hon­our us here?’ Of course he’s quite in­dif­fer­ent—play­ing the fool. Not a word. Oh, he’s a bright one, too. ‘I haven’t any idea who San­ka the Butch­er is. I am … so-and-so.’ So I come up to him, catch hold of him by the beard—hey, presto—the beard’s left in my hand. False! … ‘Will you own up now, you son of a bitch?’ ‘I haven’t any idea.’ Then I let fly straight at his nose—once, twice—a bloody mess. ‘Will you own up?’ ‘I haven’t any idea.’ ‘Ah, that’s your game, is it? I gave you a de­cent chance be­fore. Now, you’ve got your­self to thank. Bring Ar­sen­ti the Flea here.’ We had a pris­on­er of that name. He hat­ed San­ka to death. Of course, my dear, I knew how they stood. They brought the Flea. ‘Well, Flea, who’s this gen­tle­man?’ The Flea laughs. ‘Why San­ka the Butch­er, of course? How do you do, Sanich­ka? Have you been hon­our­ing us a long while? How did you get on in Odessa?’ Then the Butch­er gave in. ‘All right, Leon­ti Spiri­donovich. I give in. Noth­ing can get away from you. Give us a cig­a­rette.’ Of course I gave him one. I nev­er refuse them, out of char­i­ty. The ser­vant of God was tak­en away. He just looked at the Flea, no more. I thought, well, the Flea will have to pay for that. The Butch­er will do him in for sure.”

				“Do him in?” Gen­ka asked with servile con­fi­dence, in a ter­ri­fied whis­per.

				“Ab­so­lute­ly. Do him in. That’s the kind of man he is!”

				He sipped his glass com­pla­cent­ly. Gen­ka looked at him with fixed, fright­ened eyes, so in­tent­ly that her mouth even opened and wa­tered. She smacked her hands on her lips.

				“My God, how aw­ful! Just think, Clotil­duch­ka! And you weren’t afraid, Leonya?”

				“Well, am I to be fright­ened of ev­ery vagabond?”

				The rapt at­ten­tion of the wom­an ex­cit­ed him, and he be­gan to in­vent a sto­ry that stu­dents had been mak­ing bombs some­where on Vas­siliev Is­land, and that the Gov­ern­ment had in­struct­ed him to ar­rest the con­spir­a­tors. Bombs there were—it was proved af­ter­wards—twelve thou­sand of them. If they’d all ex­plod­ed then not on­ly the house they were in, but half Pe­ters­burg, per­haps, would have been blown to atoms. … Next came a thrilling sto­ry of Leon­ka’s ex­tra­or­di­nary hero­ism, when he dis­guised him­self as a stu­dent, en­tered the “dev­il’s work­shop,” gave a sign to some­one out­side the win­dow, and dis­armed the vil­lains in a sec­ond. He caught one of them by the sleeve at the very mo­ment when he was go­ing to ex­plode a lot of bombs.

				Gen­ka groaned, was ter­ror-strick­en, slapped her legs, and con­tin­u­al­ly turned to Clotilde with ex­cla­ma­tions:

				“Ah! what do you think of all that? Just think what scoundrels these stu­dents are, Clotil­duch­ka! I nev­er liked them.”

				At last, stirred to her very depths by her lover, she hung on his neck and be­gan to kiss him loud­ly.

				“Leonich­ka, my dar­ling! It’s ter­ri­ble to lis­ten to, even! And you aren’t fright­ened of any­thing!”

				He com­pla­cent­ly twist­ed his left mous­tache up­wards, and let drop care­less­ly: “Why be afraid? You can on­ly die once. That’s what I’m paid for.”

				Clotilde was tor­ment­ed all the while by jeal­ous en­vy of her friend’s mag­nif­i­cent lover. She vague­ly sus­pect­ed that there was a great deal of ly­ing in Leon­ka’s sto­ries; while she now had some­thing ut­ter­ly ex­tra­or­di­nary in her hands, such as no one had ev­er had be­fore, some­thing that would im­me­di­ate­ly take all the shine out of Leon­ka’s ex­ploits. For some min­utes she hes­i­tat­ed. A faint echo of the ten­der pity for Rib­nikov still re­strained her. But a hys­ter­i­cal yearn­ing to shine took hold of her, and she said in a dull, qui­et voice: “Do you know what I want­ed to tell you, Leonya? I’ve got such a queer vis­i­tor to­day.”

				“H’m. You think he’s a sharp­er?” he asked con­de­scend­ing­ly. Gen­ka was of­fend­ed.

				“A sharp­er, you say! That’s your sto­ry. Some drunk­en of­fi­cer.”

				“No, you mustn’t say that,” Leon­ka pompous­ly in­ter­rupt­ed. “It hap­pens that sharpers get them­selves up as of­fi­cers. What was it you were go­ing to say, Clotilde?”

				Then she told the sto­ry of Rib­nikov with ev­ery de­tail, dis­play­ing a pet­ty and ut­ter­ly fem­i­nine tal­ent for ob­ser­va­tion: she told how they called him Gen­er­al Kuro­ki, his Ja­pa­nese face, his strange ten­der­ness and pas­sion, his delir­i­um, and fi­nal­ly now he said “Ban­zai!”

				“You’re not ly­ing?” Leon­ka said quick­ly. Keen points of fire lit in his eyes.

				“I swear it’s true! May I be root­ed to the ground if it’s a lie! You look through the key­hole, I’ll go in and open the shut­ter. He’s as like a Ja­pa­nese as two peas.”

				Leon­ka rose. With­out haste, with a se­ri­ous look, he put on his over­coat, care­ful­ly feel­ing his left in­side pock­et.

				“Come on,” he said res­o­lute­ly. “Who did he ar­rive with?”

				On­ly Karyukov and Strahlmann re­mained of the all-night par­ty. Karyukov could not be awak­ened, and Strahlmann mut­tered some­thing in­dis­tinct­ly. He was still half drunk and his eyes were heavy and red.

				“What of­fi­cer? Blast him to hell! He came up to us when we were in the ‘Buff,’ but where he came from no­body knows.”

				He be­gan to dress im­me­di­ate­ly, snort­ing an­gri­ly. Leon­ka apol­o­gised and went out. He had al­ready man­aged to get a glimpse of Rib­nikov’s face through the key­hole, and though he had some doubts re­main­ing, he was a good pa­tri­ot, dis­tin­guished for im­per­ti­nence and not de­void of imag­i­na­tion. He de­cid­ed to act on his own re­spon­si­bil­i­ty. In a mo­ment he was on the bal­cony whistling for help.

			
			
				VII

				Rib­nikov woke sud­den­ly as though an im­per­a­tive voice with­in him had said “Wake up.” An hour and a half of sleep had com­plete­ly re­freshed him. First of all he stared sus­pi­cious­ly at the door: it seemed to him that some­one was watch­ing him from there with a fixed stare. Then he looked round. The shut­ter was half open so that ev­ery lit­tle thing in the room could be seen. The wom­an was sit­ting by the ta­ble op­po­site the bed, silent and pale, re­gard­ing him with big, bright eyes.

				“What’s hap­pened?” Rib­nikov asked in alarm. “Tell me, what’s been hap­pen­ing here?”

				She did not an­swer, but her chin be­gan to trem­ble and her teeth chat­tered.

				A sus­pi­cious, cru­el light came in­to the of­fi­cer’s eyes. He bent his whole body from the bed with his ear to the door. The noise of many feet, of men ev­i­dent­ly un­used to mov­ing cau­tious­ly, ap­proached along the cor­ri­dor, and sud­den­ly was qui­et be­fore the door.

				Rib­nikov with a quick, soft move­ment leapt from the bed and twice turned the key. There was an in­stant knock at the door. With a cry the wom­an turned her face to the ta­ble and buried her head in her hands.

				In a few sec­onds the cap­tain was dressed. Again they knocked at the door. He had on­ly his cap with him; he had left his sword and over­coat be­low. He was pale but per­fect­ly calm. Even his hands did not trem­ble while he dressed him­self, and all his move­ments were quite un­hur­ried and adroit. Do­ing up the last but­ton of his tu­nic, he went over to the wom­an, and sud­den­ly squeezed her arm above the wrist with such ter­ri­ble strength that her face pur­pled with the blood that rushed to her head.

				“You!” he said qui­et­ly, in an an­gry whis­per, with­out mov­ing his jaws. “If you move or make a sound, I’ll kill you. …”

				Again they knocked at the door, and a dull voice came: “Open the door, if you please.”

				The cap­tain now no longer limped. Quick­ly and silent­ly he ran to the win­dow, jumped on to the win­dow-ledge with the soft spring of a cat, opened the shut­ters and with one sweep flung wide the win­dow frames. Be­low him the paved yard showed white with scanty grass be­tween the stones, and the branch­es of a few thin trees point­ed up­wards. He did not hes­i­tate for a sec­ond; but at the very mo­ment that he sat side­ways on the iron frame of the win­dowsill, rest­ing on it with his left hand, with one foot al­ready hang­ing down, and pre­pared to leap with his whole body, the wom­an threw her­self up­on him with a pierc­ing cry and caught him by the left arm. Tear­ing him­self away, he made a false move­ment and sud­den­ly, with a faint cry as though of sur­prise, fell in an awk­ward heap straight down on the stones.

				Al­most at the very sec­ond the old door fell flat in­to the room. First Leon­ka ran in, out of breath, show­ing his teeth; his eyes were aflame. Af­ter him came huge po­lice­men, stamp­ing and hold­ing their swords in their left hands. When he saw the open win­dow and the wom­an hold­ing on the frame and scream­ing with­out pause, Leon­ka quick­ly un­der­stood what had hap­pened. He was re­al­ly a brave man, and with­out a thought or a word, as though he had al­ready planned it, he took a run­ning leap through the win­dow.

				He land­ed two steps away from Rib­nikov, who lay mo­tion­less on his side. In spite of the drum­ming in his head, and the in­tense pain in his bel­ly and his heels from the fall, he kept his head, and in­stant­ly threw him­self heav­i­ly with the full weight of his body on the cap­tain.

				“A-ah. I’ve got you now,” he ut­tered hoarse­ly, crush­ing his vic­tim in mad ex­as­per­a­tion.

				The cap­tain did not re­sist. His eyes burned with an im­pla­ca­ble ha­tred. But he was pale as death, and a pink froth stood in bub­bles on his lips.

				“Don’t crush me,” he whis­pered. “My leg’s bro­ken.”

			
		
	
		
			
				The Outrage

				A True Sto­ry

			
			It was five o’clock on a Ju­ly af­ter­noon. The heat was ter­ri­ble. The whole of the huge stone-built town breathed out heat like a glow­ing fur­nace. The glare of the white-walled house was in­suf­fer­able. The as­phalt pave­ments grew soft and burned the feet. The shad­ows of the aca­cias spread over the cob­bled road, piti­ful and weary. They too seemed hot. The sea, pale in the sun­light, lay heavy and im­mo­bile as one dead. Over the streets hung a white dust.

			In the foy­er of one of the pri­vate the­atres a small com­mit­tee of lo­cal bar­ris­ters who had un­der­tak­en to con­duct the cas­es of those who had suf­fered in the last pogrom against the Jews was reach­ing the end of its dai­ly task. There were nine­teen of them, all ju­niors, young, pro­gres­sive and con­sci­en­tious men. The sit­ting was with­out for­mal­i­ty, and white ducks, flan­nels and white al­paca were in the ma­jor­i­ty. They sat any­where, at lit­tle mar­ble ta­bles, and the chair­man stood in front of an emp­ty counter where choco­lates were sold in the win­ter.

			The bar­ris­ters were quite ex­haust­ed by the heat which poured in through the win­dows, with the daz­zling sun­light and the noise of the streets. The pro­ceed­ings went lazi­ly and with a cer­tain ir­ri­ta­tion.

			A tall young man with a fair mous­tache and thin hair was in the chair. He was dream­ing volup­tuous­ly how he would be off in an in­stant on his new-bought bi­cy­cle to the bun­ga­low. He would un­dress quick­ly, and with­out wait­ing to cool, still bathed in sweat, would fling him­self in­to the clear, cold, sweet-smelling sea. His whole body was en­er­vat­ed and tense, thrilled by the thought. Im­pa­tient­ly mov­ing the pa­pers be­fore him, he spoke in a drowsy voice.

			“So, Joseph Morit­zovich will con­duct the case of Ru­binchik. … Per­haps there is still a state­ment to be made on the or­der of the day?”

			His youngest col­league, a short, stout Karaim, very black and live­ly, said in a whis­per so that ev­ery­one could hear: “On the or­der of the day, the best thing would be iced kvass. …”

			The chair­man gave him a stern side-glance, but could not re­strain a smile. He sighed and put both his hands on the ta­ble to raise him­self and de­clare the meet­ing closed, when the door­keep­er, who stood at the en­trance to the the­atre, sud­den­ly moved for­ward and said: “There are sev­en peo­ple out­side, sir. They want to come in.”

			The chair­man looked im­pa­tient­ly round the com­pa­ny.

			“What is to be done, gen­tle­men?”

			Voic­es were heard.

			“Next time. Bas­ta!”

			“Let ’em put it in writ­ing.”

			“If they’ll get it over quick­ly. … De­cide it at once.”

			“Let ’em go to the dev­il. Phew! It’s like boil­ing pitch.”

			“Let them in.” The chair­man gave a sign with his head, an­noyed. “Then bring me a Vichy, please. But it must be cold.”

			The porter opened the door and called down the cor­ri­dor: “Come in. They say you may.”

			Then sev­en of the most sur­pris­ing and un­ex­pect­ed in­di­vid­u­als filed in­to the foy­er. First ap­peared a full-grown, con­fi­dent man in a smart suit, of the colour of dry sea-sand, in a mag­nif­i­cent pink shirt with white stripes and a crim­son rose in his but­ton­hole. From the front his head looked like an up­right bean, from the side like a hor­i­zon­tal bean. His face was adorned with a strong, bushy, mar­tial mous­tache. He wore dark blue pince-nez on his nose, on his hands straw-coloured gloves. In his left hand he held a black walk­ing-stick with a sil­ver mount, in his right a light blue hand­ker­chief.

			The oth­er six pro­duced a strange, chaot­ic, in­con­gru­ous im­pres­sion, ex­act­ly as though they had all hasti­ly pooled not mere­ly their clothes, but their hands, feet and heads as well. There was a man with the splen­did pro­file of a Ro­man sen­a­tor, dressed in rags and tat­ters. An­oth­er wore an el­e­gant dress waist­coat, from the deep open­ing of which a dirty lit­tle-Rus­sian shirt leapt to the eye. Here were the un­bal­anced faces of the crim­i­nal type, but look­ing with a con­fi­dence that noth­ing could shake. All these men, in spite of their ap­par­ent youth, ev­i­dent­ly pos­sessed a large ex­pe­ri­ence of life, an easy man­ner, a bold ap­proach, and some hid­den, sus­pi­cious cun­ning.

			The gen­tle­man in the sandy suit bowed just his head, neat­ly and eas­i­ly, and said with a half-ques­tion in his voice: “Mr. Chair­man?”

			“Yes. I am the chair­man,” said the lat­ter. “What is your busi­ness?”

			“We—all whom you see be­fore you,” the gen­tle­man be­gan in a qui­et voice and turned round to in­di­cate his com­pan­ions, “we come as del­e­gates from the Unit­ed Ros­tov-Kharkov-and-Odessa-Nico­laiev As­so­ci­a­tion of Thieves.”

			The bar­ris­ters be­gan to shift in their seats.

			The chair­man flung him­self back and opened his eyes wide. “As­so­ci­a­tion of what?” he said, per­plexed.

			“The As­so­ci­a­tion of Thieves,” the gen­tle­man in the sandy suit cool­ly re­peat­ed. “As for my­self, my com­rades did me the sig­nal hon­our of elect­ing me as the spokesman of the dep­u­ta­tion.”

			“Very … pleased,” the chair­man said un­cer­tain­ly.

			“Thank you. All sev­en of us are or­di­nary thieves—nat­u­ral­ly of dif­fer­ent de­part­ments. The As­so­ci­a­tion has au­tho­rised us to put be­fore your es­teemed Com­mit­tee”—the gen­tle­man again made an el­e­gant bow—“our re­spect­ful de­mand for as­sis­tance.”

			“I don’t quite un­der­stand … quite frankly … what is the con­nec­tion. …” The chair­man waved his hands help­less­ly. “How­ev­er, please go on.”

			“The mat­ter about which we have the courage and the hon­our to ap­ply to you, gen­tle­men, is very clear, very sim­ple, and very brief. It will take on­ly six or sev­en min­utes. I con­sid­er it my du­ty to warn you of this be­fore­hand, in view of the late hour and the 115 de­grees that Fahren­heit marks in the shade.” The or­a­tor ex­pec­to­rat­ed slight­ly and glanced at his su­perb gold watch. “You see, in the re­ports that have late­ly ap­peared in the lo­cal pa­pers of the melan­choly and ter­ri­ble days of the last pogrom, there have very of­ten been in­di­ca­tions that among the in­sti­ga­tors of the pogrom who were paid and or­gan­ised by the po­lice—the dregs of so­ci­ety, con­sist­ing of drunk­ards, tramps, souteneurs, and hooli­gans from the slums—thieves were al­so to be found. At first we were silent, but fi­nal­ly we con­sid­ered our­selves un­der the ne­ces­si­ty of protest­ing against such an un­just and se­ri­ous ac­cu­sa­tion, be­fore the face of the whole of in­tel­lec­tu­al so­ci­ety. I know well that in the eye of the law we are of­fend­ers and en­e­mies of so­ci­ety. But imag­ine on­ly for a mo­ment, gen­tle­men, the sit­u­a­tion of this en­e­my of so­ci­ety when he is ac­cused whole­sale of an of­fence which he not on­ly nev­er com­mit­ted, but which he is ready to re­sist with the whole strength of his soul. It goes with­out say­ing that he will feel the out­rage of such an in­jus­tice more keen­ly than a nor­mal, av­er­age, for­tu­nate cit­i­zen. Now, we de­clare that the ac­cu­sa­tion brought against us is ut­ter­ly de­void of all ba­sis, not mere­ly of fact but even of log­ic. I in­tend to prove this in a few words if the hon­ourable com­mit­tee will kind­ly lis­ten.”

			“Pro­ceed,” said the chair­man.

			“Please do. … Please …” was heard from the bar­ris­ters, now an­i­mat­ed.

			“I of­fer you my sin­cere thanks in the name of all my com­rades. Be­lieve me, you will nev­er re­pent your at­ten­tion to the rep­re­sen­ta­tives of our … well, let us say, slip­pery, but nev­er­the­less dif­fi­cult, pro­fes­sion. ‘So we be­gin,’ as Gi­ral­doni sings in the pro­logue to Pagli­ac­ci.

			“But first I would ask your per­mis­sion, Mr. Chair­man, to quench my thirst a lit­tle. … Porter, bring me a lemon­ade and a glass of Eng­lish bit­ter, there’s a good fel­low. Gen­tle­men, I will not speak of the moral as­pect of our pro­fes­sion nor of its so­cial im­por­tance. Doubt­less you know bet­ter than I the strik­ing and bril­liant para­dox of Proud­hon: La pro­priété c’est le vol—a para­dox if you like, but one that has nev­er yet been re­fut­ed by the ser­mons of cow­ard­ly bour­geois or fat priests. For in­stance: a fa­ther ac­cu­mu­lates a mil­lion by en­er­get­ic and clever ex­ploita­tion, and leaves to his son—a rick­ety, lazy, ig­no­rant, de­gen­er­ate id­iot, a brain­less mag­got, a true par­a­site. Po­ten­tial­ly a mil­lion rou­bles is a mil­lion work­ing days, the ab­so­lute­ly ir­ra­tional right to labour, sweat, life, and blood of a ter­ri­ble num­ber of men. Why? What is the ground or rea­son? Ut­ter­ly un­known. Then why not agree with the propo­si­tion, gen­tle­men, that our pro­fes­sion is to some ex­tent as it were a cor­rec­tion of the ex­ces­sive ac­cu­mu­la­tion of val­ues in the hands of in­di­vid­u­als, and serves as a protest against all the hard­ships, abom­i­na­tions, ar­bi­trari­ness, vi­o­lence, and neg­li­gence of the hu­man per­son­al­i­ty, against all the mon­strosi­ties cre­at­ed by the bour­geois cap­i­tal­is­tic or­gan­i­sa­tion of mod­ern so­ci­ety? Soon­er or lat­er, this or­der of things will as­sured­ly be over­turned by the so­cial rev­o­lu­tion. Prop­er­ty will pass away in­to the lim­bo of melan­choly mem­o­ries and with it, alas! we will dis­ap­pear from the face of the earth, we, les braves cheva­liers d’in­dus­trie.”

			The or­a­tor paused to take the tray from the hands of the porter, and placed it near to his hand on the ta­ble.

			“Ex­cuse me, gen­tle­men. … Here, my good man, take this … and by the way, when you go out shut the door close be­hind you.”

			“Very good, your Ex­cel­len­cy!” the porter bawled in jest.

			The or­a­tor drank off half a glass and con­tin­ued: “How­ev­er, let us leave aside the philo­soph­i­cal, so­cial, and eco­nom­ic as­pects of the ques­tion. I do not wish to fa­tigue your at­ten­tion. I must nev­er­the­less point out that our pro­fes­sion very close­ly ap­proach­es the idea of that which is called art. In­to it en­ter all the el­e­ments which go to form art—vo­ca­tion, in­spi­ra­tion, fan­ta­sy, in­ven­tive­ness, am­bi­tion, and a long and ar­du­ous ap­pren­tice­ship to the sci­ence. From it is ab­sent virtue alone, con­cern­ing which the great Karamzin wrote with such stu­pen­dous and fiery fas­ci­na­tion. Gen­tle­men, noth­ing is fur­ther from my in­ten­tion than to tri­fle with you and waste your pre­cious time with idle para­dox­es; but I can­not avoid ex­pound­ing my idea briefly. To an out­sider’s ear it sounds ab­surd­ly wild and ridicu­lous to speak of the vo­ca­tion of a thief. How­ev­er, I ven­ture to as­sure you that this vo­ca­tion is a re­al­i­ty. There are men who pos­sess a pe­cu­liar­ly strong vis­ual mem­o­ry, sharp­ness and ac­cu­ra­cy of eye, pres­ence of mind, dex­ter­i­ty of hand, and above all a sub­tle sense of touch, who are as it were born in­to God’s world for the sole and spe­cial pur­pose of be­com­ing dis­tin­guished card­sharpers. The pick­pock­ets’ pro­fes­sion de­mands ex­tra­or­di­nary nim­ble­ness and agili­ty, a ter­rif­ic cer­tain­ty of move­ment, not to men­tion a ready wit, a tal­ent for ob­ser­va­tion and strained at­ten­tion. Some have a pos­i­tive vo­ca­tion for break­ing open safes: from their ten­der­est child­hood they are at­tract­ed by the mys­ter­ies of ev­ery kind of com­pli­cat­ed mech­a­nism—bi­cy­cles, sewing ma­chines, clock­work toys and watch­es. Fi­nal­ly, gen­tle­men, there are peo­ple with an hered­i­tary an­i­mus against pri­vate prop­er­ty. You may call this phe­nom­e­non de­gen­er­a­cy. But I tell you that you can­not en­tice a true thief, and thief by vo­ca­tion, in­to the prose of hon­est veg­e­ta­tion by any gin­ger­bread re­ward, or by the of­fer of a se­cure po­si­tion, or by the gift of mon­ey, or by a wom­an’s love: be­cause there is here a per­ma­nent beau­ty of risk, a fas­ci­nat­ing abyss of dan­ger, the de­light­ful sink­ing of the heart, the im­petu­ous pul­sa­tion of life, the ec­sta­sy! You are armed with the pro­tec­tion of the law, by locks, re­volvers, tele­phones, po­lice and sol­diery; but we on­ly by our own dex­ter­i­ty, cun­ning and fear­less­ness. We are the fox­es, and so­ci­ety—is a chick­en-run guard­ed by dogs. Are you aware that the most artis­tic and gift­ed na­tures in our vil­lages be­come horse-thieves and poach­ers? What would you have? Life has been so mea­gre, so in­sipid, so in­tol­er­a­bly dull to ea­ger and high-spir­it­ed souls!

			“I pass on to in­spi­ra­tion. Gen­tle­men, doubt­less you have had to read of thefts that were su­per­nat­u­ral in de­sign and ex­e­cu­tion. In the head­lines of the news­pa­pers they are called ‘An Amaz­ing Rob­bery,’ or ‘An In­ge­nious Swin­dle,’ or again ‘A Clever Ruse of the Mob­s­men.’ In such cas­es our bour­geois pa­ter­fa­mil­ias waves his hands and ex­claims: ‘What a ter­ri­ble thing! If on­ly their abil­i­ties were turned to good—their in­ven­tive­ness, their amaz­ing knowl­edge of hu­man psy­chol­o­gy, their self-pos­ses­sion, their fear­less­ness, their in­com­pa­ra­ble histri­on­ic pow­ers! What ex­tra­or­di­nary ben­e­fits they would bring to the coun­try!’ But it is well known that the bour­geois pa­ter­fa­mil­ias was spe­cial­ly de­vised by Heav­en to ut­ter com­mon­places and triv­i­al­i­ties. I my­self some­times—we thieves are sen­ti­men­tal peo­ple, I con­fess—I my­self some­times ad­mire a beau­ti­ful sun­set in Alexan­dra Park or by the seashore. And I am al­ways cer­tain be­fore­hand that some­one near me will say with in­fal­li­ble aplomb: ‘Look at it. If it were put in­to a pic­ture no one would ev­er be­lieve it!’ I turn round and nat­u­ral­ly I see a self-sat­is­fied, full-fed pa­ter­fa­mil­ias, who de­lights in re­peat­ing some­one else’s sil­ly state­ment as though it were his own. As for our dear coun­try, the bour­geois pa­ter­fa­mil­ias looks up­on it as though it were a roast tur­key. If you’ve man­aged to cut the best part of the bird for your­self, eat it qui­et­ly in a com­fort­able cor­ner and praise God. But he’s not re­al­ly the im­por­tant per­son. I was led away by my de­tes­ta­tion of vul­gar­i­ty and I apol­o­gise for the di­gres­sion. The re­al point is that ge­nius and in­spi­ra­tion, even when they are not de­vot­ed to the ser­vice of the Or­tho­dox Church, re­main rare and beau­ti­ful things. Progress is a law—and theft too has its cre­ation.

			“Fi­nal­ly, our pro­fes­sion is by no means as easy and pleas­ant as it seems to the first glance. It de­mands long ex­pe­ri­ence, con­stant prac­tice, slow and painful ap­pren­tice­ship. It com­pris­es in it­self hun­dreds of sup­ple, skil­ful pro­cess­es that the clever­est jug­gler can­not com­pass. That I may not give you on­ly emp­ty words, gen­tle­men, I will per­form a few ex­per­i­ments be­fore you, now. I ask you to have ev­ery con­fi­dence in the demon­stra­tors. We are all at present in the en­joy­ment of le­gal free­dom, and though we are usu­al­ly watched, and ev­ery one of us is known by face, and our pho­to­graphs adorn the al­bums of all de­tec­tive de­part­ments, for the time be­ing we are not un­der the ne­ces­si­ty of hid­ing our­selves from any­body. If any one of you should recog­nise any of us in the fu­ture un­der dif­fer­ent cir­cum­stances, we ask you earnest­ly al­ways to act in ac­cor­dance with your pro­fes­sion­al du­ties and your obli­ga­tions as cit­i­zens. In grate­ful re­turn for your kind at­ten­tion we have de­cid­ed to de­clare your prop­er­ty in­vi­o­lable, and to in­vest it with a thieves’ taboo. How­ev­er, I pro­ceed to busi­ness.”

			The or­a­tor turned round and gave an or­der: “Sesoi the Great, will you come this way!”

			An enor­mous fel­low with a stoop, whose hands reached to his knees, with­out a fore­head or a neck, like a big, fair Her­cules, came for­ward. He grinned stupid­ly and rubbed his left eye­brow in his con­fu­sion.

			“Can’t do noth­in’ here,” he said hoarse­ly.

			The gen­tle­man in the sandy suit spoke for him, turn­ing to the com­mit­tee.

			“Gen­tle­men, be­fore you stands a re­spect­ed mem­ber of our as­so­ci­a­tion. His spe­cial­i­ty is break­ing open safes, iron strong box­es, and oth­er re­cep­ta­cles for mon­e­tary to­kens. In his night work he some­times avails him­self of the elec­tric cur­rent of the light­ing in­stal­la­tion for fus­ing met­als. Un­for­tu­nate­ly he has noth­ing on which he can demon­strate the best items of his reper­toire. He will open the most elab­o­rate lock ir­re­proach­ably. … By the way, this door here, it’s locked, is it not?”

			Ev­ery­one turned to look at the door, on which a print­ed no­tice hung: “Stage Door. Strict­ly Pri­vate.”

			“Yes, the door’s locked, ev­i­dent­ly,” the chair­man agreed.

			“Ad­mirable. Sesoi the Great, will you be so kind?”

			“ ’Tain’t noth­in’ at all,” said the gi­ant leisure­ly.

			He went close to the door, shook it cau­tious­ly with his hand, took out of his pock­et a small bright in­stru­ment, bent down to the key­hole, made some al­most im­per­cep­ti­ble move­ments with the tool, sud­den­ly straight­ened and flung the door wide in si­lence. The chair­man had his watch in his hands. The whole af­fair took on­ly ten sec­onds.

			“Thank you, Sesoi the Great,” said the gen­tle­man in the sandy suit po­lite­ly. “You may go back to your seat.”

			But the chair­man in­ter­rupt­ed in some alarm: “Ex­cuse me. This is all very in­ter­est­ing and in­struc­tive, but … is it in­clud­ed in your es­teemed col­league’s pro­fes­sion to be able to lock the door again?”

			“Ah, mille par­dons.” The gen­tle­man bowed hur­ried­ly. “It slipped my mind. Sesoi the Great, would you oblige?”

			The door was locked with the same adroit­ness and the same si­lence. The es­teemed col­league wad­dled back to his friends, grin­ning.

			“Now I will have the hon­our to show you the skill of one of our com­rades who is in the line of pick­ing pock­ets in the­atres and rail­way-sta­tions,” con­tin­ued the or­a­tor. “He is still very young, but you may to some ex­tent judge from the del­i­ca­cy of his present work of the heights he will at­tain by dili­gence. Yasha!” A swarthy youth in a blue silk blouse and long glacé boots, like a gip­sy, came for­ward with a swag­ger, fin­ger­ing the tas­sels of his belt, and mer­ri­ly screw­ing up his big, im­pu­dent black eyes with yel­low whites.

			“Gen­tle­men,” said the gen­tle­man in the sandy suit per­sua­sive­ly, “I must ask if one of you would be kind enough to sub­mit him­self to a lit­tle ex­per­i­ment. I as­sure you this will be an ex­hi­bi­tion on­ly, just a game.”

			He looked round over the seat­ed com­pa­ny.

			The short plump Karaim, black as a bee­tle, came for­ward from his ta­ble.

			“At your ser­vice,” he said amus­ing­ly.

			“Yasha!” The or­a­tor signed with his head.

			Yasha came close to the so­lic­i­tor. On his left arm, which was bent, hung a bright-coloured, fig­ured scarf.

			“Sup­pose yer in church, or at a bar in one of the ’alls—or watchin’ a cir­cus,” he be­gan in a sug­ary, flu­ent voice. “I see straight off—there’s a toff. … Ex­cuse me, sir. Sup­pose you’re the toff. There’s no of­fence—just means a rich gent, de­cent enough, but don’t know his way about. First—what’s he like­ly to ’ave about ’im? All sorts. Most­ly, a tick­er and a chain. Where­abouts does ’e keep ’em. Some­where in ’is top weskit pock­et—’ere. Oth­ers ’ave ’em in the bot­tom pock­et. Just ’ere. Purse—most al­ways in the trousers, ex­cept when a gree­ny keeps it in ’is jack­et. Cigar-case. ’Ave a look first what it is—gold, sil­ver—with a mono­gram. Leather—wot de­cent man ’d soil ’is ’ands? Cigar-case. Sev­en pock­ets: ’ere, ’ere ’ere, up there, there, ’ere and ’ere again. That’s right, ain’t it? That’s ’ow you go to work.”

			As he spoke the young man smiled. His eyes shone straight in­to the bar­ris­ter’s. With a quick, dex­ter­ous move­ment of his right hand he point­ed to var­i­ous por­tions of his clothes.

			“Then agen you might see a pin ’ere in the tie. ’Ow­ev­er we do not ap­pro­pri­ate. Such gents nowa­days—they ’ard­ly ev­er wear a reel stone. Then I comes up to ’im. I be­gin straight off to talk to ’im like a gent: ‘Sir, would you be so kind as to give me a light from your cig­a­rette’—or some­thing of the sort. At any rate, I en­ter in­to con­ver­sa­tion. Wot’s next? I look ’im straight in the peep­ers, just like this. On­ly two of me fin­gers are at it—just this and this.” Yasha lift­ed two fin­gers of his right hand on a lev­el with the so­lic­i­tor’s face, the fore­fin­ger and the mid­dle fin­ger and moved them about.

			“D’ you see? With these two fin­gers I run over the ’ole pi­anner. Noth­in’ won­der­ful in it: one, two, three—ready. Any man who wasn’t stupid could learn eas­i­ly. That’s all it is. Most or­di­nary busi­ness. I thank you.”

			The pick­pock­et swung on his heel as if to re­turn to his seat.

			“Yasha!” The gen­tle­man in the sandy suit said with mean­ing weight. “Yasha!” he re­peat­ed stern­ly.

			Yasha stopped. His back was turned to the bar­ris­ter, but he ev­i­dent­ly gave his rep­re­sen­ta­tive an im­plor­ing look, be­cause the lat­ter frowned and shook his head.

			“Yasha!” he said for the third time, in a threat­en­ing tone.

			“Huh!” The young thief grunt­ed in vex­a­tion and turned to face the so­lic­i­tor. “Where’s your lit­tle watch, sir?” he said in a pip­ing voice.

			“Ach,” the Karaim brought him­self up sharp.

			“You see—now you say ‘Ach,’ ” Yasha con­tin­ued re­proach­ful­ly. “All the while you were ad­mir­ing me right ’and, I was op­er­atin’ yer watch with my left. Just with these two lit­tle fin­gers, un­der the scarf. That’s why we car­ry a scarf. Since your chain’s not worth any­thing—a present from some mam­selle and the watch is a gold one, I’ve left you the chain as a keep­sake. Take it,” he added with a sigh, hold­ing out the watch.

			“But. … That is clever,” the bar­ris­ter said in con­fu­sion. “I didn’t no­tice it at all.”

			“That’s our busi­ness,” Yasha said with pride.

			He swag­gered back to his com­rades. Mean­time the or­a­tor took a drink from his glass and con­tin­ued.

			“Now, gen­tle­men, our next col­lab­o­ra­tor will give you an ex­hi­bi­tion of some or­di­nary card tricks, which are worked at fairs, on steam­boats and rail­ways. With three cards, for in­stance, an ace, a queen, and a six, he can quite eas­i­ly. … But per­haps you are tired of these demon­stra­tions, gen­tle­men.” …

			“Not at all. It’s ex­treme­ly in­ter­est­ing,” the chair­man an­swered af­fa­bly. “I should like to ask one ques­tion—that is if it is not too in­dis­creet—what is your own spe­cial­i­ty?”

			“Mine. … H’m. … No, how could it be an in­dis­cre­tion? … I work the big di­a­mond shops … and my oth­er busi­ness is banks,” an­swered the or­a­tor with a mod­est smile. “Don’t think this oc­cu­pa­tion is eas­i­er than oth­ers. Enough that I know four Eu­ro­pean lan­guages, Ger­man, French, Eng­lish, and Ital­ian, with­out speak­ing of Pol­ish, Ukrain­ian and Yid­dish. But shall I show you some more ex­per­i­ments, Mr. Chair­man?”

			The chair­man looked at his watch.

			“Un­for­tu­nate­ly the time is too short,” he said. “Wouldn’t it be bet­ter to pass on to the sub­stance of your busi­ness? Be­sides the ex­per­i­ments we have just seen have am­ply con­vinced us of the tal­ent of your es­teemed as­so­ciates. … Am I not right, Isaac Abramovich?”

			“Yes, yes … ab­so­lute­ly,” the Karaim bar­ris­ter read­i­ly con­firmed.

			“Ad­mirable,” the gen­tle­man in the sandy suit kind­ly agreed. “My dear Count”—he turned to a blonde, curly-haired man, with a face like a bil­liard-mak­er on a bank-hol­i­day—“put your in­stru­ments away. They will not be want­ed. I have on­ly a few words more to say, gen­tle­men. Now that you have con­vinced your­selves that our art, al­though it does not en­joy the pa­tron­age of high-placed in­di­vid­u­als, is nev­er­the­less an art; and you have prob­a­bly come to my opin­ion that this art is one which de­mands many per­son­al qual­i­ties be­sides con­stant labour, dan­ger, and un­pleas­ant mis­un­der­stand­ings—you will al­so, I hope, be­lieve that it is pos­si­ble to be­come at­tached to its prac­tice and to love and es­teem it, how­ev­er strange that may ap­pear at first sight. Pic­ture to your­selves that a fa­mous po­et of tal­ent, whose tales and po­ems adorn the pages of our best mag­a­zines, is sud­den­ly of­fered the chance of writ­ing vers­es at a pen­ny a line, signed in­to the bar­gain, as an ad­ver­tise­ment for ‘Cig­a­rettes Jas­mine’—or that a slan­der was spread about one of you dis­tin­guished bar­ris­ters, ac­cus­ing him of mak­ing a busi­ness of con­coct­ing ev­i­dence for di­vorce cas­es, or of writ­ing pe­ti­tions from the cab­men to the gov­er­nor in pub­lic-hous­es! Cer­tain­ly your rel­a­tives, friends and ac­quain­tances wouldn’t be­lieve it. But the ru­mour has al­ready done its poi­sonous work, and you have to live through min­utes of tor­ture. Now pic­ture to your­selves that such a dis­grace­ful and vex­a­tious slan­der, start­ed by God knows whom, be­gins to threat­en not on­ly your good name and your qui­et di­ges­tion, but your free­dom, your health, and even your life!

			“This is the po­si­tion of us thieves, now be­ing slan­dered by the news­pa­pers. I must ex­plain. There is in ex­is­tence a class of scum—passez-moi le mot—whom we call their ‘Moth­ers’ Dar­lings.’ With these we are un­for­tu­nate­ly con­fused. They have nei­ther shame nor con­science, a dis­si­pat­ed riffraff, moth­ers’ use­less dar­lings, idle, clum­sy drones, shop as­sis­tants who com­mit un­skil­ful thefts. He thinks noth­ing of liv­ing on his mis­tress, a pros­ti­tute, like the male mack­er­el, who al­ways swims af­ter the fe­male and lives on her ex­cre­ments. He is ca­pa­ble of rob­bing a child with vi­o­lence in a dark al­ley, in or­der to get a pen­ny: he will kill a man in his sleep and tor­ture an old wom­an. These men are the pests of our pro­fes­sion. For them the beau­ties and the tra­di­tions of the art have no ex­is­tence. They watch us re­al, tal­ent­ed thieves like a pack of jack­als af­ter a li­on. Sup­pose I’ve man­aged to bring off an im­por­tant job—we won’t men­tion the fact that I have to leave two-thirds of what I get to the re­ceivers who sell the goods and dis­count the notes, or the cus­tom­ary sub­si­dies to our in­cor­rupt­ible po­lice—I still have to share out some­thing to each one of these par­a­sites, who have got wind of my job, by ac­ci­dent, hearsay, or a ca­su­al glance.

			“So we call them Mo­tients, which means ‘half,’ a cor­rup­tion of moitié. … Orig­i­nal et­y­mol­o­gy. I pay him on­ly be­cause he knows and may in­form against me. And it most­ly hap­pens that even when he’s got his share he runs off to the po­lice in or­der to get an­oth­er half-sov­er­eign. We, hon­est thieves. … Yes, you may laugh, gen­tle­men, but I re­peat it: we hon­est thieves de­test these rep­tiles. We have an­oth­er name for them, a stig­ma of ig­nominy; but I dare not ut­ter it here out of re­spect for the place and for my au­di­ence. Oh, yes, they would glad­ly ac­cept an in­vi­ta­tion to a pogrom. The thought that we may be con­fused with them is a hun­dred times more in­sult­ing to us even than the ac­cu­sa­tion of tak­ing part in a pogrom.

			“Gen­tle­men! While I have been speak­ing, I have of­ten no­ticed smiles on your faces. I un­der­stand you: our pres­ence here, our ap­pli­ca­tion for your as­sis­tance, and above all the un­ex­pect­ed­ness of such a phe­nom­e­non as a sys­tem­at­ic or­gan­i­sa­tion of thieves, with del­e­gates who are thieves, and a lead­er of the dep­u­ta­tion, al­so a thief by pro­fes­sion—it is all so orig­i­nal that it must in­evitably arouse a smile. But now I will speak from the depth of my heart. Let us be rid of our out­ward wrap­pings, gen­tle­men, let us speak as men to men.

			“Al­most all of us are ed­u­cat­ed, and all love books. We don’t on­ly read the ad­ven­tures of Roqueam­bole, as the re­al­is­tic writ­ers say of us. Do you think our hearts did not bleed and our cheeks did not burn from shame, as though we had been slapped in the face, all the time that this un­for­tu­nate, dis­grace­ful, ac­cursed, cow­ard­ly war last­ed. Do you re­al­ly think that our souls do not flame with anger when our coun­try is lashed with Cos­sack-whips, and trod­den un­der­foot, shot and spit at by mad, ex­as­per­at­ed men? Will you not be­lieve that we thieves meet ev­ery step to­wards the lib­er­a­tion to come with a thrill of ec­sta­sy?

			“We un­der­stand, ev­ery one of us—per­haps on­ly a lit­tle less than you bar­ris­ters, gen­tle­men—the re­al sense of the pogroms. Ev­ery time that some das­tard­ly event or some ig­no­min­ious fail­ure has oc­curred, af­ter ex­e­cut­ing a mar­tyr in a dark cor­ner of a fortress, or af­ter de­ceiv­ing pub­lic con­fi­dence, some­one who is hid­den and un­ap­proach­able gets fright­ened of the peo­ple’s anger and di­verts its vi­cious el­e­ment up­on the heads of in­no­cent Jews. Whose di­a­bol­i­cal mind in­vents these pogroms—these ti­tan­ic blood-let­tings, these can­ni­bal amuse­ments for the dark, bes­tial souls?

			“We all see with cer­tain clear­ness that the last con­vul­sions of the bu­reau­cra­cy are at hand. For­give me if I present it imag­i­na­tive­ly. There was a peo­ple that had a chief tem­ple, where­in dwelt a blood­thirsty de­ity, be­hind a cur­tain, guard­ed by priests. Once fear­less hands tore the cur­tain away. Then all the peo­ple saw, in­stead of a god, a huge, shag­gy, vo­ra­cious spi­der, like a loath­some cut­tle­fish. They beat it and shoot at it: it is dis­mem­bered al­ready; but still in the fren­zy of its fi­nal agony it stretch­es over all the an­cient tem­ple its dis­gust­ing, claw­ing ten­ta­cles. And the priests, them­selves un­der sen­tence of death, push in­to the mon­ster’s grasp all whom they can seize in their ter­ri­fied, trem­bling fin­gers.

			“For­give me. What I have said is prob­a­bly wild and in­co­her­ent. But I am some­what ag­i­tat­ed. For­give me. I con­tin­ue. We thieves by pro­fes­sion know bet­ter than any­one else how these pogroms were or­gan­ised. We wan­der ev­ery­where: in­to pub­lic hous­es, mar­kets, teashops, dosshous­es, pub­lic places, the har­bour. We can swear be­fore God and man and pos­ter­i­ty that we have seen how the po­lice or­gan­ise the mas­sacres, with­out shame and al­most with­out con­ceal­ment. We know them all by face, in uni­form or dis­guise. They in­vit­ed many of us to take part; but there was none so vile among us as to give even the out­ward con­sent that fear might have ex­tort­ed.

			“You know, of course, how the var­i­ous stra­ta of Rus­sian so­ci­ety be­have to­wards the po­lice? It is not even re­spect­ed by those who avail them­selves of its dark ser­vices. But we de­spise and hate it three, ten times more—not be­cause many of us have been tor­tured in the de­tec­tive de­part­ments, which are just cham­bers of hor­ror, beat­en al­most to death, beat­en with whips of ox-hide and of rub­ber in or­der to ex­tort a con­fes­sion or to make us be­tray a com­rade. Yes, we hate them for that too. But we thieves, all of us who have been in prison, have a mad pas­sion for free­dom. There­fore we de­spise our gaol­ers with all the ha­tred that a hu­man heart can feel. I will speak for my­self. I have been tor­tured three times by po­lice de­tec­tives till I was half dead. My lungs and liv­er have been shat­tered. In the morn­ings I spit blood un­til I can breathe no more. But if I were told that I will be spared a fourth flog­ging on­ly by shak­ing hands with a chief of the de­tec­tive po­lice, I would refuse to do it!

			“And then the news­pa­pers say that we took from these hands Ju­das-mon­ey, drip­ping with hu­man blood. No, gen­tle­men, it is a slan­der which stabs our very soul, and in­flicts in­suf­fer­able pain. Not mon­ey, nor threats, nor prom­ises will suf­fice to make us mer­ce­nary mur­der­ers of our brethren, nor ac­com­plices with them.”

			“Nev­er … No … No … ,” his com­rades stand­ing be­hind him be­gan to mur­mur.

			“I will say more,” the thief con­tin­ued. “Many of us pro­tect­ed the vic­tims dur­ing this pogrom. Our friend, called Sesoi the Great—you have just seen him, gen­tle­men—was then lodg­ing with a Jew­ish braid-mak­er on the Mol­da­van­ka. With a pok­er in his hands he de­fend­ed his land­lord from a great horde of as­sas­sins. It is true, Sesoi the Great is a man of enor­mous phys­i­cal strength, and this is well known to many of the in­hab­i­tants of the Mol­da­van­ka. But you must agree, gen­tle­men, that in these mo­ments Sesoi the Great looked straight in­to the face of death. Our com­rade Mar­tin the Min­er—this gen­tle­man here”—the or­a­tor point­ed to a pale, beard­ed man with beau­ti­ful eyes who was hold­ing him­self in the back­ground—“saved an old Jew­ess, whom he had nev­er seen be­fore, who was be­ing pur­sued by a crowd of these canaille. They broke his head with a crow­bar for his pains, smashed his arm in two places and splin­tered a rib. He is on­ly just out of hos­pi­tal. That is the way our most ar­dent and de­ter­mined mem­bers act­ed. The oth­ers trem­bled for anger and wept for their own im­po­tence.

			“None of us will for­get the hor­rors of those bloody days and bloody nights lit up by the glare of fires, those sob­bing wom­en, those lit­tle chil­dren’s bod­ies torn to pieces and left ly­ing in the street. But for all that not one of us thinks that the po­lice and the mob are the re­al ori­gin of the evil. These tiny, stupid, loath­some ver­min are on­ly a sense­less fist that is gov­erned by a vile, cal­cu­lat­ing mind, moved by a di­a­bol­i­cal will.

			“Yes, gen­tle­men,” the or­a­tor con­tin­ued, “we thieves have nev­er­the­less mer­it­ed your le­gal con­tempt. But when you, no­ble gen­tle­men, need the help of clever, brave, obe­di­ent men at the bar­ri­cades, men who will be ready to meet death with a song and a jest on their lips for the most glo­ri­ous word in the world—Free­dom—will you cast us off then and or­der us away be­cause of an in­vet­er­ate re­vul­sion? Damn it all, the first vic­tim in the French Rev­o­lu­tion was a pros­ti­tute. She jumped up on to a bar­ri­cade, with her skirt caught el­e­gant­ly up in­to her hand and called out: ‘Which of you sol­diers will dare to shoot a wom­an?’ Yes, by God.” The or­a­tor ex­claimed aloud and brought down his fist on to the mar­ble ta­ble top: “They killed her, but her ac­tion was mag­nif­i­cent, and the beau­ty of her words im­mor­tal.

			“If you should drive us away on the great day, we will turn to you and say: ‘You spot­less Cheru­bim—if hu­man thoughts had the pow­er to wound, kill, and rob man of hon­our and prop­er­ty, then which of you in­no­cent doves would not de­serve the knout and im­pris­on­ment for life?’ Then we will go away from you and build our own gay, sport­ing, des­per­ate thieves’ bar­ri­cade, and will die with such unit­ed songs on our lips that you will en­vy us, you who are whiter than snow!

			“But I have been once more car­ried away. For­give me. I am at the end. You now see, gen­tle­men, what feel­ings the news­pa­per slan­ders have ex­cit­ed in us. Be­lieve in our sin­cer­i­ty and do what you can to re­move the filthy stain which has so un­just­ly been cast up­on us. I have fin­ished.”

			He went away from the ta­ble and joined his com­rades. The bar­ris­ters were whis­per­ing in an un­der­tone, very much as the mag­is­trates of the bench at ses­sions. Then the chair­man rose.

			“We trust you ab­so­lute­ly, and we will make ev­ery ef­fort to clear your as­so­ci­a­tion of this most griev­ous charge. At the same time my col­leagues have au­tho­rised me, gen­tle­men, to con­vey to you their deep re­spect for your pas­sion­ate feel­ings as cit­i­zens. And for my own part I ask the lead­er of the dep­u­ta­tion for per­mis­sion to shake him by the hand.”

			The two men, both tall and se­ri­ous, held each oth­er’s hands in a strong, mas­cu­line grip.

			

			The bar­ris­ters were leav­ing the the­atre; but four of them hung back a lit­tle by the clothes peg in the hall. Isaac Abramovich could not find his new, smart grey hat any­where. In its place on the wood­en peg hung a cloth cap jaun­ti­ly flat­tened in on ei­ther side.

			“Yasha!” The stern voice of the or­a­tor was sud­den­ly heard from the oth­er side of the door. “Yasha! It’s the last time I’ll speak to you, curse you! … Do you hear?”

			The heavy door opened wide. The gen­tle­man in the sandy suit en­tered. In his hands he held Isaac Abramovich’s hat; on his face was a well-bred smile.

			“Gen­tle­men, for Heav­en’s sake for­give us—an odd lit­tle mis­un­der­stand­ing. One of our com­rades ex­changed his hat quite by ac­ci­dent. … Oh, it is yours! A thou­sand par­dons. Door­keep­er! Why don’t you keep an eye on things, my good fel­low, eh? Just give me that cap, there. Once more, I ask you to for­give me, gen­tle­men.”

			With a pleas­ant bow and the same well-bred smile he made his way quick­ly in­to the street.

		
	
		
			The Witch

			
				I

				Yarmo­la the game­keep­er, my ser­vant, cook, and fel­low-hunter, en­tered the room with a load of wood on his shoul­der, threw it heav­i­ly on the floor, and blew on his frozen fin­gers.

				“What a wind there is out­side, sir,” he said, squat­ting on his heels in front of the oven door. “We must make a good fire in the stove. Will you give me a match, please?”

				“It means we shan’t have a chance at the hares to­mor­row, eh? What do you think, Yarmo­la?”

				“No. … Out of the ques­tion. … Do you hear the snow­storm? The hares lie still—no sound. … You won’t see a sin­gle track to­mor­row.”

				Fate had thrown me for a whole six months in­to a dull lit­tle vil­lage in Vol­hym­nia, on the bor­der of Polyessie, and hunt­ing was my sole oc­cu­pa­tion and de­light. I con­fess that at the time when the busi­ness in the vil­lage was of­fered me, I had no idea that I should feel so in­tol­er­a­bly dull. I went even with joy. “Polyessie … a re­mote place … the bo­som of Na­ture … sim­ple ways … prim­i­tive na­tures,” I thought as I sat in the rail­way car­riage, “com­plete­ly un­fa­mil­iar peo­ple, with strange cus­toms and a cu­ri­ous lan­guage … and there are sure to be thou­sands of ro­man­tic leg­ends, tra­di­tions, and songs!” At that time—since I have to con­fess, I may as well con­fess ev­ery­thing—I had al­ready pub­lished a sto­ry with two mur­ders and one sui­cide in an un­known news­pa­per, and I knew the­o­ret­i­cal­ly that it was use­ful for writ­ers to ob­serve cus­toms.

				But—ei­ther the peas­ants of Pere­brod were dis­tin­guished by a par­tic­u­lar­ly ob­sti­nate un­com­mu­nica­tive­ness, or I my­self did not know how to ap­proach them—my re­la­tions with them went no fur­ther than that when they saw me a mile off they took off their caps, and when they came along­side said stern­ly, “God with you,” which should mean “God help you.” And when I at­tempt­ed to en­ter in­to con­ver­sa­tion with them they looked at me in be­wil­der­ment, re­fused to un­der­stand the sim­plest ques­tions, and tried all the while to kiss my hands—a habit that has sur­vived from their Pol­ish serf­dom.

				I read all the books I had with me very soon. Out of bore­dom—though at first it seemed to me very un­pleas­ant—I made an at­tempt to get to know the lo­cal “in­tel­lec­tu­als,” a Catholic priest who lived fif­teen ver­sts away, the gen­tle­man or­gan­ist who lived with him, the lo­cal po­lice-sergeant, and the bailiff of the neigh­bour­ing es­tate, a re­tired non­com­mis­sioned of­fi­cer. But noth­ing came of it.

				Then I tried to oc­cu­py my­self with doc­tor­ing the in­hab­i­tants of Pere­brod. I had at my dis­pos­al cas­tor-oil, car­bol­ic acid, bo­racic, and io­dine. But here, be­sides the scant­i­ness of my knowl­edge, I came up against the com­plete im­pos­si­bil­i­ty of mak­ing a di­ag­no­sis, be­cause the symp­toms of all pa­tients were ex­act­ly the same: “I’ve got a pain in­side,” and “I can’t take bite nor sup.”

				For in­stance an old wom­an comes to me. With a dis­turbed look she wipes her nose with the fore­fin­ger of her right hand. I catch a glimpse of her brown skin as she takes a cou­ple of eggs from her bo­som, and puts them on the ta­ble. Then she be­gins to seize my hands in or­der to plant a kiss on them. I hide them and per­suade the old wom­an: “Come, granny … don’t. … I’m not a priest. … I have no right. … What’s the mat­ter with you?”

				“I’ve got a pain in the in­side, sir; just right in­side, so that I can’t take nor bite nor sup.”

				“Have you had it long?”

				“How do I know?” she an­swers with a ques­tion. “It just burns, burns all the while. Not a bite, nor a sup.”

				How­ev­er much I try, I can get no more def­i­nite symp­toms.

				“Don’t you wor­ry,” the non.-com. bailiff once said to me. “They’ll cure them­selves. It’ll dry on them like a dog. I beg you to note I use on­ly one medicine—sal-volatile. A peas­ant comes to me. ‘What’s the mat­ter?’ ‘I’m ill,’ says he. I just run off for the bot­tle of sal-volatile. ‘Sniff!’ … he sniffs. … ‘Sniff again … go on!’ He sniffs again. ‘Feel bet­ter?’ ‘I do seem to feel bet­ter.’ ‘Well, then, be off, and God be with you.’ ”

				Be­sides I did not at all like the kiss­ing of my hands. (Some just fell at my feet and did all they could to kiss my boots.) For it wasn’t by any means the emo­tion of a grate­ful heart, but sim­ply a loath­some habit, root­ed in them by cen­turies of slav­ery and bru­tal­i­ty. And I could on­ly won­der at the non.-com. bailiff and the po­lice-sergeant when I saw the im­per­turbable grav­i­ty with which they shoved their enor­mous red hands to the peas­ants’ lips. …

				On­ly hunt­ing was left. But with the end of Jan­u­ary came such ter­ri­ble weath­er that even hunt­ing was im­pos­si­ble. Ev­ery day there was an aw­ful wind, and dur­ing the night a hard icy crust formed on the snow, on which the hares could run with­out leav­ing a trace. As I sat shut up in the house lis­ten­ing to the howl­ing wind, I felt ter­ri­bly sad, and I ea­ger­ly seized such an in­no­cent dis­trac­tion as teach­ing Yarmo­la the game­keep­er to read and write.

				It came about quite cu­ri­ous­ly. Once I was writ­ing a let­ter, when sud­den­ly I felt that some­one was be­hind me. Turn­ing round I saw Yarmo­la, who had ap­proached noise­less­ly, as his habit was, in his soft bast shoes.

				“What d’you want, Yarmo­la?” I asked.

				“I was on­ly look­ing how you write. I wish I could. … No, no … not like you,” he be­gan hasti­ly, see­ing me smile. “I on­ly wish I could write my name.”

				“Why do you want to do that?” I was sur­prised. (It must be re­mem­bered that Yarmo­la is sup­posed to be the poor­est and lazi­est peas­ant in the whole of Pere­brod. His wages and earn­ings go in drink. There isn’t such an­oth­er scare­crow even among the lo­cal ox­en. I thought that he would have been the last per­son to find read­ing and writ­ing nec­es­sary.) I asked him again, doubt­ful­ly:

				“What do you want to know how to write your name for?”

				“You see how it stands, sir.” Yarmo­la an­swered with ex­tra­or­di­nary soft­ness. “There isn’t a sin­gle man who can read and write in the vil­lage. When there’s a pa­per to be signed or some busi­ness to be done on the coun­cil or any­thing … no­body can. … The may­or on­ly puts the seal; but he doesn’t know what’s in the pa­per. It would be a good thing for ev­ery­body if one of us could write his name.”

				Yarmo­la’s so­lic­i­tude—Yarmo­la, a known poach­er, an idle vagabond, whose opin­ion the vil­lage coun­cil would nev­er dream of con­sid­er­ing—this so­lic­i­tude of his for the pub­lic in­ter­est of his na­tive vil­lage some­how moved me. I of­fered to give him lessons my­self. What a job it was—my at­tempt to teach him to read and write! Yarmo­la, who knew to per­fec­tion ev­ery path in the for­est, al­most ev­ery tree; who could find his where­abouts day and night, no mat­ter where he was; who could dis­tin­guish all the wolves, hares, and fox­es of the neigh­bour­hood by their spoor—this same Yarmo­la could not for the life of him see why, for in­stance, the let­ters m and a to­geth­er make ma. In front of that prob­lem he usu­al­ly thought painful­ly for ten min­utes and more, and his lean swarthy face with its sunken black eyes, which had been com­plete­ly ab­sorbed in­to a stiff black beard and a gen­er­ous mous­tache, be­trayed an ex­trem­i­ty of men­tal strain.

				“Come, Yarmo­la, say ma. Just say ma sim­ply,” I urged him. “Don’t look at the pa­per. Look at me, so. Now say ma.”

				Yarmo­la would then heave a deep sigh, put the horn­book on the ta­ble, and an­nounce with sad de­ter­mi­na­tion:

				“No, I can’t. …”

				“Why can’t you? It’s so easy. Just say ma sim­ply, just as I say it.”

				“No, sir, I can­not … I’ve for­got­ten.”

				All my meth­ods, my de­vices and com­par­isons were be­ing shat­tered by this mon­strous lack of un­der­stand­ing. But Yarmo­la’s long­ing for knowl­edge did not weak­en at all.

				“If I could on­ly write my name!” Yarmo­la begged me bash­ful­ly. “I don’t want any­thing else. On­ly my name: Yarmo­la Popruzhuk—that’s all.”

				When I fi­nal­ly aban­doned the idea of teach­ing him to read and write prop­er­ly, I be­gan to show him how to sign his name me­chan­i­cal­ly. To my amaze­ment this method seemed to be the eas­i­est for Yarmo­la, and at the end of two months he had very near­ly mas­tered his name. As for his Chris­tian name we had de­cid­ed to make the task eas­i­er by leav­ing it out al­to­geth­er.

				Ev­ery evening, af­ter he had fin­ished fill­ing the stoves, Yarmo­la wait­ed on pa­tient­ly un­til I called him.

				“Well, Yarmo­la, let’s have a go at it,” I would say. He would si­dle up to the ta­ble, lean on it with his el­bows, thrust his pen through his black, shriv­elled, stiff fin­gers, and ask me, rais­ing his eye­brows:

				“Shall I write?”

				“Yes, write.”

				Yarmo­la drew the first let­ter quite con­fi­dent­ly—P.2 (This let­ter was called “a cou­ple of posts and a cross­beam on top.”) Then he looked at me ques­tion­ing­ly.

				“Why don’t you go on writ­ing? Have you for­got­ten?”

				“I’ve for­got­ten.” Yarmo­la shook his head an­gri­ly.

				“Heav­ens, what a fel­low you are! Well, make a wheel.”

				“Ah, a wheel, a wheel! … I know. …” Yarmo­la cheered up, and dili­gent­ly drew an elon­gat­ed fig­ure on the pa­per, in out­line very like the Caspi­an Sea. Af­ter this labour he ad­mired the re­sult in si­lence for some time, bend­ing his head now to the left, then to the right, and screw­ing up his eyes.

				“Why have you stopped there? Go on.”

				“Wait a lit­tle, sir … present­ly.”

				He thought for a cou­ple of min­utes and then asked timid­ly:

				“Same as the first?”

				“Right. Just the same.”

				So lit­tle by lit­tle we came to the last let­ter k, which we knew as “a stick with a crooked twig tilt­ed side­ways in the mid­dle of it.”

				“What do you think, sir?” Yarmo­la would say some­times af­ter fin­ish­ing his work and look­ing at it with great pride; “if I go on learn­ing like this for an­oth­er five or six months I shall be quite a learned chap. What’s your idea?”

			
			
				II

				Yarmo­la was squat­ting on his heels in front of the stove door, pok­ing the coals in the stove, while I walked from cor­ner to cor­ner of the room. Of all the twelve rooms of the huge coun­try house I oc­cu­pied on­ly one—the lounge that used to be. The oth­er rooms were locked up, and there, grave and mo­tion­less, moul­dered the old bro­cad­ed fur­ni­ture, the rare bronzes, and the eigh­teenth-cen­tu­ry por­traits.

				The wind was rag­ing round the walls of the house like an old naked, frozen dev­il. To­wards evening the snow­storm be­came more vi­o­lent. Some­one out­side was fu­ri­ous­ly throw­ing hand­fuls of fine dry snow at the win­dow­panes. The for­est near by moaned and roared with a dull, hid­den, in­ces­sant men­ace. …

				The wind stole in­to the emp­ty rooms and the howl­ing chim­neys. The old house, weak through­out, full of holes and half de­cayed, sud­den­ly be­came alive with strange sounds to which I lis­tened with in­vol­un­tary anx­i­ety. In­to the white draw­ing-room there broke a deep-drawn sigh, in a sad worn-out voice. In the dis­tance some­where the dry and rot­ten floor­boards be­gan to creak un­der some­one’s heavy, silent tread. I think that some­one in the cor­ri­dor be­side my room is press­ing with cau­tious per­sis­tence on the door-han­dle, and then, sud­den­ly grown fu­ri­ous, rush­es all over the house mad­ly shak­ing all the shut­ters and doors. Or he gets in­to the chim­ney and whines so mourn­ful­ly, weari­ly, in­ces­sant­ly—now rais­ing his voice high­er and high­er, thin­ner and thin­ner, all the while, till it be­comes a wail­ing shriek, then low­er­ing it again to a wild beast’s growl­ing. Some­times this ter­ri­ble guest would rush in­to my room too, run with a sud­den cold­ness over my back and flick­er the lamp flame, which gave a dim light from un­der a green pa­per shade, scorched at the top.

				There came up­on me a strange, vague un­easi­ness. I thought: Here am I sit­ting, this bad, stormy night, in a rick­ety house, in a vil­lage lost in woods and snow­drifts, hun­dreds of miles from town life, from so­ci­ety, from wom­an’s laugh­ter and hu­man con­ver­sa­tion. … And I be­gan to feel that this stormy evening would drag on for years and tens of years. The wind will whine out­side the win­dows, as it is whin­ing now; the lamp will burn dim­ly un­der the pal­try green shade, as it burns now; I will walk just as breath­less­ly up and down my room, and the silent, in­tent Yarmo­la will sit so by the stove, a strange crea­ture, alien to me, in­dif­fer­ent to ev­ery­thing in the world, in­dif­fer­ent that his fam­i­ly has noth­ing to eat, to the rag­ing wind, and my own vague con­sum­ing anx­i­ety.

				Sud­den­ly I felt an in­tol­er­a­ble de­sire to break this anx­ious si­lence with some sem­blance of a hu­man voice, and I asked:

				“Why is there such a wind to­day? What do you think, Yarmo­la?”

				“The wind?” Yarmo­la mut­tered, lazi­ly lift­ing his head. “Don’t you re­al­ly know?”

				“Of course I don’t. How could I?”

				“Tru­ly, you don’t know?” Yarmo­la livened sud­den­ly. “I’ll tell you,” he con­tin­ued with a mys­te­ri­ous note in his voice. “I’ll tell you this. Ei­ther a witch is be­ing born, or a wiz­ard is hav­ing a wed­ding-par­ty.”

				“A witch? … Does that mean a sor­cer­ess in your place?”

				“Ex­act­ly … a sor­cer­ess.”

				I caught up Yarmo­la ea­ger­ly. “Who knows,” I thought, “per­haps I’ll man­age to get an in­ter­est­ing sto­ry out of him present­ly, all about mag­ic, and buried trea­sure, and dev­ils.”

				“Have you got witch­es here, in Polyessie?” I asked.

				“I don’t know … may be,” Yarmo­la an­swered with his usu­al in­dif­fer­ence, bend­ing down to the stove again. “Old folks say there were once. … May be it’s not true. …”

				I was dis­ap­point­ed. Yarmo­la’s char­ac­ter­is­tic trait was a stub­born si­lence, and I had al­ready giv­en up hope of get­ting any­thing more out of him on this in­ter­est­ing sub­ject. But to my sur­prise he sud­den­ly be­gan to talk with a lazy in­dif­fer­ence as though he was ad­dress­ing the roar­ing stove in­stead of me.

				“There was a witch here, five years back. … But the boys drove her out of the vil­lage.”

				“Where did they drive her to?”

				“Where to? In­to the for­est, of course … where else? And they pulled her cot­tage down as well, so that there shouldn’t be a splin­ter of the cursed den left. … And they took her to the cross roads. …”

				“Why did they treat her like that?”

				“She did a great deal of harm. She quar­relled with ev­ery­body, poured poi­son be­neath the cot­tages, tied knots in the corn. … Once she asked a vil­lage wom­an for fif­teen kopeks. ‘I haven’t got a six­pence,’ says she. ‘Right,’ she says, ‘I’ll teach you not to give me a six­pence.’ And what do you think, sir? That very day the wom­an’s child be­gan to be ill. It grew worse and worse and then died. Then it was that the boys drove her out—curse her for a witch.”

				“Well … where’s the witch now?” I was still cu­ri­ous.

				“The witch?” Yarmo­la slow­ly re­peat­ed the ques­tion, as his habit was. “How should I know?”

				“Didn’t she leave any rel­a­tives in the vil­lage?”

				“No, not one. She didn’t come from our vil­lage; she came from the Big Rus­sians, or the gip­sies. I was still a tiny boy when she came to our vil­lage. She had a lit­tle girl with her, a daugh­ter or grand­child. … They were both driv­en out.”

				“Doesn’t any­one go to her now—to get their for­tunes told or to get medicine?”

				“The wom­en­folk do,” Yarmo­la said scorn­ful­ly.

				“Ah, so it’s known where she lives?”

				“I don’t know. … Folks say she lives some­where near the Dev­il’s Cor­ner. … You know the place—the marsh be­hind the Trine road. She lives in that same marsh. May her moth­er burn in hell!”

				“A witch liv­ing ten ver­sts from my house … a re­al live Polyessie witch!” The idea in­stant­ly in­trigued and ex­cit­ed me.

				“Look here, Yarmo­la,” I said to the forester. “How could I get to know the witch?”

				“Foo!” Yarmo­la spat in in­dig­na­tion. “That’s a nice thing!”

				“Nice or nasty, I’m go­ing to her all the same. As soon as it gets a lit­tle warmer, I’ll go off at once. You’ll come with me, of course?”

				Yarmo­la was so struck by my last words that he jumped right off the floor.

				“Me?” he cried in­dig­nant­ly. “Not for a mil­lion! Come what may, I’m not go­ing with you.”

				“Non­sense; of course, you’ll come.”

				“No, sir, I will not … not for any­thing. … Me?” he cried again, seized with a new ex­as­per­a­tion, “go to a witch’s den? God for­bid! And I ad­vise you not to ei­ther, sir.”

				“As you please. … I’ll go all the same. … I’m very cu­ri­ous to see her.”

				“There’s noth­ing cu­ri­ous there,” grunt­ed Yarmo­la, an­gri­ly slam­ming the door of the stove.

				An hour lat­er, when he had tak­en the samovar off the ta­ble and drunk his tea in the dark pas­sage and was pre­par­ing to go home, I asked him:

				“What’s the witch’s name?”

				“Manui­likha,” replied Yarmo­la with sullen rude­ness.

				Though he had nev­er ex­pressed his feel­ings, he seemed to have grown great­ly at­tached to me. His af­fec­tion came from our mu­tu­al pas­sion for hunt­ing, from my sim­ple be­hav­iour, the help I oc­ca­sion­al­ly gave his per­pet­u­al­ly hun­gry fam­i­ly, and above all, be­cause I was the on­ly per­son in the world who did not scold him for his drunk­en­ness—a thing in­tol­er­a­ble to Yarmo­la. That was why my de­ter­mi­na­tion to make the ac­quain­tance of the witch put him in­to such an ug­ly tem­per, which he re­lieved on­ly by sniff­ing more vig­or­ous­ly, and fi­nal­ly by go­ing off to the back-stair­case and kick­ing his dog Ri­abchik with all his might. Ri­abchik jumped aside and be­gan to howl des­per­ate­ly, but im­me­di­ate­ly ran af­ter Yarmo­la, still whin­ing.

			
			
				III

				About three days af­ter the weath­er grew warmer. Very ear­ly one morn­ing Yarmo­la came in­to my room and said care­less­ly:

				“We shall have to clean the guns, sir.”

				“Why?” I asked, stretch­ing my­self un­der the blan­kets.

				“The hares have been busy in the night. There are any amount of tracks. Shall we go af­ter them?”

				I saw that Yarmo­la was wait­ing im­pa­tient­ly to go to the for­est, but he hid his hunter’s pas­sion be­neath an as­sumed in­dif­fer­ence. In fact, his sin­gle-bar­relled gun was in the pas­sage al­ready. From that gun not a sin­gle wood­cock had ev­er es­caped, for all that it was adorned with a few tin patch­es, and spliced over the places where rust and pow­der gas had cor­rod­ed the iron.

				No soon­er had we en­tered the for­est than we came on a hare’s track. The hare broke out in­to the road, ran about fifty yards along it, and then made a huge leap in­to the fir plan­ta­tion.

				“Now, we’ll get him in a mo­ment,” Yarmo­la said. “Since he’s shown him­self, he’ll die here. You go, sir. …” He pon­dered, con­sid­er­ing by cer­tain signs known on­ly to him­self where he should post me. “You go to the old inn. And I’ll get round him from Zanilin. As soon as the dog starts him I’ll give you a shout.”

				He dis­ap­peared in­stant­ly, as it were, plung­ing in­to a thick jun­gle of brush­wood. I lis­tened. Not a sound be­trayed his poach­er move­ments; not a twig snapped un­der his feet, in their bast shoes. With­out hur­ry­ing my­self I came to the inn, a ru­ined and de­sert­ed hut, and I stopped on the edge of a young pine for­est be­neath a tall fir with a straight bare trunk. It was qui­et as it can be qui­et on­ly in a for­est on a wind­less win­ter day. The branch­es were bent with the splen­did lumps of snow which clung to them, and made them look won­der­ful, fes­tive, and cold. Now and then a thin lit­tle twig broke off from the top, and with ex­treme clear­ness one could hear it as it fell with a tiny crack­ing noise, touch­ing oth­er twigs in its fall. The snow glint­ed rose in the sun and blue in the shad­ow. I fell un­der the qui­et spell of the grave cold si­lence, and I seemed to feel time pass­ing by me, slow­ly and noise­less­ly.

				Sud­den­ly far away in the thick­et came the sound of Ri­abchik’s bark—the pe­cu­liar bark of a dog fol­low­ing a scent, a thin, ner­vous, trilling bark that pass­es al­most in­to a squeak. I heard Yarmo­la’s voice im­me­di­ate­ly, call­ing an­gri­ly af­ter the dog: “Get him! Get him!” the first word in a long-drawn falset­to, the sec­ond in a short bass note.

				Judg­ing from the di­rec­tion of the bark, I thought the dog must be run­ning on my left, and I ran quick­ly across the mead­ow to get lev­el with the hare. I hadn’t made twen­ty steps when a huge grey hare jumped out from be­hind a stump, laid back his long ears and ran leisure­ly across the road with high del­i­cate leaps, and hid him­self in a plan­ta­tion. Af­ter him came Ri­abchik at full tilt. When he saw me he wagged his tail faint­ly, snapped at the snow sev­er­al times with his teeth, and chased the hare again.

				Sud­den­ly Yarmo­la plunged out from the thick­et as noise­less­ly as the dog.

				“Why didn’t you get across him, sir?” he ex­claimed, click­ing his tongue re­proach­ful­ly.

				“But it was a long way … more than a cou­ple of hun­dred yards.” See­ing my con­fu­sion, Yarmo­la soft­ened.

				“Well, it doesn’t mat­ter. … He won’t get away from us. Go to­wards the Iren­ov road. He’ll come out there present­ly.”

				I went to­wards the Iren­ov road, and in a cou­ple of min­utes I heard the dog on a scent again some­where near me. I was seized with the ex­cite­ment of the hunt and be­gan to run, keep­ing my gun down, through a thick shrub­bery, break­ing the branch­es and giv­ing no heed to the smart blows they dealt me. I ran for a very long time, and was al­ready be­gin­ning to lose my wind, when the dog sud­den­ly stopped bark­ing. I slowed my pace. I had the idea that if I went straight on I should be sure to meet Yarmo­la on the Iren­ov road. But I soon re­alised that I had lost my way as I ran, turn­ing the bush­es and the stumps with­out a thought of where I was go­ing. Then I be­gan to shout to Yarmo­la. He made no an­swer.

				Mean­while I was go­ing fur­ther. Lit­tle by lit­tle the for­est grew thin­ner. The ground fell away and be­came full of lit­tle hillocks. The prints of my feet on the snow dark­ened and filled with wa­ter. Sev­er­al times I sank in it to my knees. I had to jump from hillock to hillock; my feet sank in the thick brown moss which cov­ered them as it were with a soft car­pet.

				Soon the shrub­bery came to an end. In front of me there was a large round swamp, thin­ly cov­ered with snow; out of the white shroud a few lit­tle mounds emerged. Among the trees on the oth­er side of the swamp, the white walls of a hut could be seen. “It’s the Iren­ov game­keep­er lives there, prob­a­bly,” I thought. “I must go in and ask the way.”

				But it was not so easy to reach the hut. Ev­ery minute I sank in the bog. My high boots filled with wa­ter and made a loud suck­ing noise at ev­ery step, so that I could hard­ly drag them along.

				Fi­nal­ly I man­aged to get through the marsh, climbed on top of a hillock from whence I could ex­am­ine the hut thor­ough­ly. It was not even a hut, but one of the chick­en-legged erec­tions of the fairy tales. The floor was not built on to the ground, but was raised on piles, prob­a­bly be­cause of the flood-wa­ter which cov­ers all the Iren­ov for­est in the spring. But one of the sides had sub­sid­ed with age, and this gave the hut a lame and dis­mal ap­pear­ance. Some of the win­dow panes were miss­ing; their place was filled by some dirty rags that bel­lied out­wards.

				I pressed the latch and opened the door. The room was very dark and vi­o­let cir­cles swam be­fore my eyes, which had so long been look­ing at the snow. For a long time I could not see whether there was any­one in the hut.

				“Ah! good peo­ple, is any­one at home?” I asked aloud.

				Some­thing moved near the stove. I went clos­er and saw an old wom­an, sit­ting on the floor. A big heap of hen feath­ers lay be­fore her. The old wom­an was tak­ing each feath­er sep­a­rate­ly, tear­ing off the down in­to a bas­ket. The quills she threw on to the floor.

				“But it’s Manui­likha, the Iren­ov witch.” The thought flashed in­to my mind, as soon as I ex­am­ined her a lit­tle more at­ten­tive­ly. She had all the fea­tures of a witch, ac­cord­ing to the folk­tales; her lean hol­low cheeks de­scend­ed to a long, sharp, hang­ing chin, which al­most touched her hook nose. Her sunken, tooth­less mouth moved in­ces­sant­ly as though she were chew­ing some­thing. Her fad­ed eyes, once blue, cold, round, pro­trud­ing, looked ex­act­ly like the eyes of a strange, ill-bod­ing bird.

				“How d’you do, granny?” I said as af­fa­bly as I could. “Your name’s Manui­likha, isn’t it?”

				Some­thing be­gan to bub­ble and rat­tle in the old wom­an’s chest by way of re­ply. Strange sounds came out of her tooth­less, mum­bling mouth, now like the rau­cous caw­ing of an an­cient crow, then chang­ing abrupt­ly in­to a hoarse, bro­ken falset­to.

				“Once, per­haps, good peo­ple called me Manui­likha. … But now they call me What’s-her-name, and duck’s the name they gave me. What do you want?” she asked in a hos­tile tone, with­out in­ter­rupt­ing her mo­not­o­nous oc­cu­pa­tion.

				“You see, I’ve lost my way, granny. Do you hap­pen to have any milk?”

				“There’s no milk,” the old wom­an cut me short, an­gri­ly. “There’s a pack of peo­ple come strag­gling about the for­est here. … You can’t keep them all in food and drink. …”

				“You’re un­kind to your guests, granny.”

				“Quite true, my dear sir. I’m quite un­kind. We don’t keep a store cup­board for you. If you’re tired, sit down a while. No­body will turn you out. You know what the proverb says: ‘You can come and sit by our gate, and lis­ten to the noise of a feast­ing; but we are clever enough to come to you for a din­ner.’ That’s how it is.”

				These turns of speech im­me­di­ate­ly con­vinced me that the old wom­an re­al­ly was a stranger in those parts. The peo­ple there have no love for the ex­pres­sive speech, adorned with cu­ri­ous words, which a Rus­sian of the north so read­i­ly dis­plays. Mean­while the old wom­an con­tin­ued her work me­chan­i­cal­ly, mum­bling un­der her nose, quick­er and more in­dis­tinct­ly all the while. I could catch on­ly sep­a­rate dis­con­nect­ed words. “There now, Granny Manui­likha. … And who he is no­body knows. … My years are not a few. … He fid­gets his feet, chat­ters and gos­sips—just like a mag­pie. …”

				I lis­tened for some time, and the sud­den thought that I was with a mad wom­an aroused in me a feel­ing of re­volt­ing fear.

				How­ev­er, I had time to catch a glimpse of ev­ery­thing round me. A huge blis­tered stove oc­cu­pied the greater part of the hut. There was no icon in the place of hon­our. On the walls, in­stead of the cus­tom­ary hunts­men with green mous­tach­es and vi­o­let-coloured dogs, and un­known gen­er­als, hung bunch­es of dried herbs, bun­dles of with­ered stalks and kitchen uten­sils. I saw nei­ther owl nor black cat; in­stead, two speck­led fat star­lings glanced at me from the stove with a sur­prised, sus­pi­cious air.

				“Can’t I even have some­thing to drink, granny?” I asked, rais­ing my voice.

				“It’s there, in the tub,” the old wom­an nod­ded.

				The wa­ter tast­ed brack­ish, of the marsh. Thank­ing the old wom­an, though she paid me not the least at­ten­tion, I asked her how I could get back to the road.

				She sud­den­ly lift­ed up her head, stared at me with her cold bird­like eyes, and mur­mured hur­ried­ly:

				“Go, go … young man, go away. You have noth­ing to do here. There’s a time for guests and a time for none. … Go, my dear sir, go.”

				So noth­ing was left to me but to go. But there flashed in­to my mind a last re­source to soft­en the stern­ness of the old wom­an, if on­ly a lit­tle. I took out of my pock­et a new sil­ver six­pence and held it out to Manui­likha. I was not mis­tak­en; at the sight of the mon­ey the old wom­an be­gan to stir, her eyes widened, and she stretched out her crooked, knot­ted, trem­bling fin­gers for the coin.

				“Oh no, Granny Manui­likha, I shan’t give it to you for noth­ing,” I teased, hid­ing the coin. “Tell me my for­tune.”

				The brown wrin­kled face of the witch changed to a dis­con­tent­ed gri­mace. She hes­i­tat­ed and looked ir­res­o­lute­ly at my hand that closed over the coin. Her greed pre­vailed.

				“Very well then, come on,” she mum­bled, get­ting up from the floor with dif­fi­cul­ty. “I don’t tell any­body’s for­tune nowa­days, my dear. … I have for­got­ten. … I am old, my eyes don’t see. But I’ll do it for you.”

				Hold­ing on to the wall, her bent body shak­ing at ev­ery step, she got to the ta­ble, took a pack of dirty cards, thick with age, and pushed them over to me.

				“Take the cards, cut with your left hand. … Near­est the heart.”

				Spit­ting on her fin­gers she be­gan to spread the sur­round. As they fell on the ta­ble the cards made a noise like lumps of dough and ar­ranged them­selves in a cor­rect eight-point­ed star. … When the last card fell on its back and cov­ered the king, Manui­likha stretched out her hand to me.

				“Cross it with gold, my dear, and you will be hap­py, you will be rich,” she be­gan to whine in a gip­sy beg­gar’s voice.

				I pushed the coin I had ready in­to her hand. Quick as a mon­key, the old wom­an stowed it away in her jaw.

				“Some­thing very im­por­tant is com­ing to you from afar off,” she be­gan in the usu­al vol­u­ble way. “A meet­ing with the queen of di­a­monds, and some pleas­ant con­ver­sa­tion in an im­por­tant house. Very soon you will re­ceive un­ex­pect­ed news from the king of clubs. Cer­tain trou­bles are com­ing, and then a small lega­cy. You will be with a num­ber of peo­ple; you will get drunk. … Not very drunk, but I can see a spree is there. Your life will be a long one. If you don’t die when you are six­ty-sev­en, then. …”

				Sud­den­ly she stopped, and lift­ed up her head as though lis­ten­ing. I lis­tened too. A wom­an’s voice sound­ed fresh, clear, and strong, ap­proach­ing the hut singing. And I recog­nised the words of the charm­ing Lit­tle Rus­sian song:

				
					
						“Ah, is it the blos­som or not the bloom
						

						That bends the lit­tle white hazel-tree?
						

						Ah, is it a dream or not a dream
						

						That bows my lit­tle head. …”
					

				

				“Well, now, be off, my dear.” The old wom­an be­gan to bus­tle about anx­ious­ly, push­ing me away from the ta­ble. “You must not be knock­ing about in oth­er peo­ple’s huts. Go your way. …”

				She even seized me by the sleeve of my jack­et and pulled me to the door. Her face showed an an­i­mal anx­i­ety.

				The singing came to an end abrupt­ly, quite close to the hut. The iron latch rat­tled loud­ly, and in the open door a tall laugh­ing girl ap­peared. With both hands she care­ful­ly held up her striped apron, out of which there peeped three tiny birds’ heads with red necks and black shiny eyes.

				“Look, granny, the finch­es hopped af­ter me again,” she cried, laugh­ing. “Look, how fun­ny they are. And, just as if on pur­pose, I had no bread with me.”

				But see­ing me she be­came silent and blushed crim­son. Her thick black eye­brows frowned, and her eyes turned ques­tion­ing­ly to the old wom­an.

				“The gen­tle­man came in here to ask the way,” the old wom­an ex­plained. “Now, dear sir,” she turned to me, with a res­o­lute look, “you have rest­ed long enough. You have drunk some wa­ter, had a chat, and it’s time to go. We are not the folk for you. …”

				“Look here, my dear,” I said to the girl. “Please show me the way to the Iren­ov road; oth­er­wise I’ll stick in this marsh for­ev­er.”

				It must have been that the kind­ly plead­ing tone in which I spoke im­pressed her. Care­ful­ly she put her lit­tle finch­es on the stove, side by side with the star­lings, flung the over­coat which she had al­ready tak­en off on to the bench, and silent­ly left the hut.

				I fol­lowed her.

				“Are all your birds tame?” I asked, over­tak­ing the girl.

				“All tame,” she an­swered abrupt­ly, not even glanc­ing at me. “Now look,” she said, stop­ping by the wat­tle hedge. “Do you see the lit­tle foot­path there, be­tween the fir-trees? Can you see it?”

				“Yes, I see.”

				“Go straight along it. When you come to the oak stump, turn to your left. You must go straight on through the for­est. Then you will come out on the Iren­ov road.”

				All the while she di­rect­ed me, point­ing with her right hand, in­vol­un­tar­i­ly I ad­mired her. There was noth­ing in her like the lo­cal girls, whose faces have such a scared, mo­not­o­nous look un­der the ug­ly head­bands which cov­er their fore­head, mouth, and chin. My un­known was a tall brunette from twen­ty to twen­ty-five years old, free and grace­ful. Her white shirt cov­ered her strong young bo­som loose­ly and charm­ing­ly. Once seen, the pe­cu­liar beau­ty of her face could not be for­got­ten; it was even dif­fi­cult to get ac­cus­tomed to it, to de­scribe it. The charm lay in her large, shin­ing, dark eyes, to which the thin arched eye­brows gave an in­de­scrib­able air, shy, queen­ly, and in­no­cent, and in the dusky pink of her skin, in the self-willed curl of her lips. Her un­der­lip was fuller, and it was pushed for­ward a lit­tle, giv­ing her a de­ter­mined and capri­cious look.

				“Are you re­al­ly not afraid to live by your­selves in such a lone­ly spot?” I asked, stop­ping by the hedge.

				She shrugged her shoul­ders in­dif­fer­ent­ly.

				“Why should we be afraid? The wolves do not come near us.”

				“Wolves are not ev­ery­thing. Your hut might be smoth­ered un­der the snow. The hut might catch on fire. Any­thing might hap­pen. You two are there alone, no one could come to your as­sis­tance.”

				“Thank God for that!” she waved her hand scorn­ful­ly. “If granny and I were left alone en­tire­ly, it would be much bet­ter, but—”

				“What?”

				“You will get old, if you want to know so much,” she cut me short. “And who are you?” she asked anx­ious­ly.

				I re­alised that prob­a­bly the old wom­an and the girl were afraid of per­se­cu­tion from the au­thor­i­ties, and I has­tened to re­as­sure her.

				“Oh, don’t be alarmed. I’m not the vil­lage po­lice­man, or the clerk, or the ex­cise­man. … I’m not an of­fi­cial at all.”

				“Is that re­al­ly true?”

				“On my word of hon­our. Be­lieve me, I am the most pri­vate per­son. I’ve sim­ply come to stay here a few months, and then I’m go­ing away. If you like, I won’t tell a soul that I’ve been here and seen you. Do you be­lieve me?”

				The girl’s face bright­ened a lit­tle.

				“Well, then, if you’re not ly­ing, you’re telling the truth. But tell me: had you heard about us, or did you come across us by ac­ci­dent?”

				“I don’t quite know how to ex­plain it my­self. … Yes, I had heard, and I even want­ed to call on you some time. But it was an ac­ci­dent that I came to­day, I lost my way. Now tell me: why are you afraid of peo­ple? What harm do they do you?”

				She glanced at me with sus­pi­cion. But my con­science was clear, and I en­dured her scru­ti­ny with­out a tremor. Then she be­gan to speak, with in­creas­ing ag­i­ta­tion.

				“They do bad things. … Or­di­nary peo­ple don’t mat­ter, but the of­fi­cials. … The vil­lage po­lice­man comes—he must be bribed. The in­spec­tor—pay again. And be­fore he takes the bribe he in­sults my grand­moth­er; says she’s a witch, a hag, a con­vict. … But what’s the good of talk­ing? …”

				“But don’t they touch you?” The im­pru­dent ques­tion es­caped my lips.

				She drew up her head with proud self-con­fi­dence, and an­gry tri­umph flashed in her half-closed eyes.

				“They don’t touch me. … Once a sur­vey­or came near to me. … He want­ed a kiss. … I don’t think he will have for­got­ten yet how I kissed him.”

				So much harsh in­de­pen­dence sound­ed in these proud, de­ri­sive words, that I in­vol­un­tar­i­ly thought:

				“You haven’t been bred in the Polyessie for­est for noth­ing. You’re re­al­ly a dan­ger­ous per­son to joke with. …”

				“Do we touch any­body?” she con­tin­ued as her con­fi­dence in me grew. “We do not want peo­ple. Once a year I go to the lit­tle town to buy soap and salt … and some tea for granny. She loves tea. Oth­er­wise, I could do with­out them for­ev­er.”

				“Well, I see you and your granny are not fond of peo­ple. … But may I come to see you some­times for a lit­tle while?”

				She laughed. How strange and un­ex­pect­ed was the change in her pret­ty face! There was no trace of her for­mer stern­ness in it. It had in an in­stant be­come bright, shy, and child­ish.

				“What­ev­er will you do with us? Granny and I are dull. … Why, come, if you like, and if you are re­al­ly a good man. But … if you do hap­pen to come, it would be bet­ter if you came with­out a gun. …”

				“You’re afraid?”

				“Why should I be afraid? I’m afraid of noth­ing.” Again I could catch in her voice her con­fi­dence in her strength. “But I don’t like it. Why do you kill birds, or hares even? They do no­body any harm, and they want to live as much as you or I. I love them; they are so tiny, and such lit­tle stupids. … Well, good­bye.” She be­gan to hur­ry. “I don’t know your name. … I’m afraid granny will be cross with me.”

				With easy swift­ness she ran to the hut. She bent her head, and with her hands caught up her hair, blown loose in the wind.

				“Wait, wait a mo­ment,” I called. “What is your name? Let us be prop­er­ly in­tro­duced.”

				“My name’s Aly­ona. … Here­abouts they call me Olyessia.”

				I shoul­dered my gun and went the way I had been shown. I climbed a small mound from whence a nar­row, hard­ly vis­i­ble, for­est path be­gan, and looked back. Olyessia’s red skirt, flut­ter­ing in the wind, could still be seen on the steps of the hut, a spot of bright colour on the smooth and blind­ing back­ground of the snow.

				An hour lat­er Yarmo­la re­turned. As usu­al he avoid­ed idle con­ver­sa­tion, and asked me not a word of how and where I lost my way. He just said, ca­su­al­ly:

				“There. … I’ve left a hare in the kitchen. … Shall we roast it, or do you want to send it to any­one?”

				“But you don’t know where I’ve been to­day, Yarmo­la?” I said, an­tic­i­pat­ing his sur­prise.

				“How do you mean, I don’t know?” he mut­tered gruffly. “You went to the witch’s for sure. …”

				“How did you find that out?”

				“How could I help it? I heard no an­swer from you, so I went back on your tracks. … Sir!” he added in re­proach­ful vex­a­tion, “you shouldn’t do such things. … It’s a sin! …”

			
			
				IV

				That year spring came ear­ly. It was vi­o­lent and, as al­ways in Polyessie, un­ex­pect­ed. Brown, shin­ing, tur­bu­lent streams be­gan to run down the vil­lage streets, foam­ing an­gri­ly round the stones, whirling splin­ters and feath­ers along with it. In the huge pools of wa­ter was re­flect­ed the azure sky, with the round, spin­ning white clouds that swam in it. Heavy drops pat­tered nois­i­ly from the eaves. Flights of spar­rows cov­ered the road­side wil­lows, and chat­tered with such noisy ex­cite­ment that noth­ing could be heard above the clam­our. Ev­ery­where was felt the joy­ous, quick alarm of life.

				The snow dis­ap­peared. Dirty yel­low patch­es re­mained here and there in the hol­lows and the shady thick­ets. From be­neath it peeped the warm wet soil, full of new sap af­ter its win­ter sleep, full of thirst for a new ma­ter­ni­ty. Over the black fields swung a light vapour, fill­ing the air with the scent of the thawed earth, with the fresh, pen­e­trat­ing, mighty smell of the spring, which one can dis­tin­guish even in the town from a hun­dred oth­er smells. To­geth­er with this scent I felt that the sweet and ten­der sad­ness of spring poured in­to my soul, ex­u­ber­ant with rest­less ex­pec­ta­tions and vague pre­sen­ti­ments, that ro­man­tic sad­ness which makes all wom­en beau­ti­ful in one’s eyes, and is al­ways tinged with in­def­i­nite re­grets for the springs of the past. The nights grew warmer. In their thick moist dark­ness pulsed the un­seen and ur­gent cre­ation of Na­ture.

				In those spring days the im­age of Olyessia nev­er left me. Alone, I loved to lie down and close my eyes that I might bet­ter con­cen­trate up­on her. Con­tin­u­al­ly in my imag­i­na­tion I sum­moned her up, now stern, now cun­ning, now with a ten­der smile re­splen­dent in her face, her young body nur­tured on the rich­ness of the old for­est to be as har­mo­nious and mighty as a young fir-tree, her fresh voice with its sud­den low vel­vety notes. … “In all her move­ments, and her words,” I thought, “there is a no­bil­i­ty, some na­tive grace of mod­u­la­tion.” I was drawn to Olyessia al­so by the ha­lo of mys­tery which sur­round­ed her, her su­per­sti­tious rep­u­ta­tion as a witch, her life in the for­est thick­et amid the marsh, and above all her proud con­fi­dence in her own pow­ers, that had shown through the few words she said to me.

				Sure­ly there is noth­ing strange in it that, so soon as the for­est paths were dry, I set out for the hut with the chick­en legs. In case it should be nec­es­sary to pla­cate the queru­lous old wom­an I bore with me a half-pound of tea and a few hand­fuls of sug­ar.

				I found them both at home. The old wom­an was mov­ing about by the bright burn­ing stove, and Olyessia was sit­ting on a very tall bench spin­ning flax. I banged the door as I en­tered, and she turned round. The thread snapped and the spin­dle rolled on to the floor.

				For some time the old wom­an stared at me with an­gry in­tent­ness, frown­ing, and screen­ing her face from the heat of the stove with her hand.

				“How do you do, granny?” I said in a loud, hearty voice. “It must be you don’t recog­nise me. You re­mem­ber I came in here last month to ask my way? You told me my for­tune too.”

				“I don’t re­mem­ber any­thing, sir,” the old wom­an be­gan to mum­ble, shak­ing her head with an­noy­ance. “I re­mem­ber noth­ing. I can’t make out at all what you’ve for­got­ten here. We are no com­pa­ny for you. We’re sim­ple, plain folk. … There’s noth­ing for you here. The for­est is wide, there’s room enough to wan­der. …”

				Tak­en aback by the hos­tile re­cep­tion, and ut­ter­ly non­plussed, I found my­self in the fool­ish sit­u­a­tion of not know­ing what to do: whether to turn the rude­ness to a joke, or to take of­fence, or fi­nal­ly to turn and go back with­out a word. In­vol­un­tar­i­ly I turned to Olyessia with a look of help­less­ness. She gave me the faintest trace of a smile of de­ri­sion, that was not whol­ly ma­li­cious, rose from the spin­ning-wheel and went to the old wom­an.

				“Don’t be afraid, granny,” she said re­as­sur­ing­ly. “He’s not a bad man. He won’t do us any harm. Please sit down,” she added, point­ing me to a bench in the cor­ner of hon­our, and pay­ing no more at­ten­tion to the old wom­an’s grum­bling.

				En­cour­aged by her at­ten­tion, I sud­den­ly de­cid­ed to adopt the most de­ci­sive mea­sures.

				“But you do get an­gry, granny. … No soon­er does a guest ap­pear in your door­way than you be­gin to abuse him. And I had brought you a present,” I said, tak­ing the parcels out of my bag.

				The old wom­an threw a swift glance at the parcels; but in­stant­ly turned her back up­on me.

				Im­me­di­ate­ly, I hand­ed her the tea and sug­ar. This soothed the old wom­an some­what, for though she con­tin­ued to grum­ble, it was no longer in the old im­pla­ca­ble tone. Olyessia sat down to her yarn again, and I placed my­self near to her, on a small, low, rick­ety stool. With her left hand Olyessia was swift­ly twist­ing a white thread of flax, silky soft, and in her right the spin­dle whirled with an easy hum­ming. Now she would let it fall al­most to the floor; then she would catch it neat­ly, and with a quick move­ment of her fin­gers send it spin­ning round again. In her hands this work (which at the first glance ap­pears so sim­ple, but in truth de­mands the habit and dex­ter­i­ty of cen­turies), went like light­ning. I could not help turn­ing my eyes to those hands. They were coars­ened and black­ened by the work, but they were small and of shape so beau­ti­ful that many a princess would have en­vied them.

				“You nev­er told me that granny had told your for­tune,” said Olyessia, and, see­ing that I gave a cau­tious glance be­hind me, she added: “It’s quite all right, she’s rather deaf. She won’t hear. It’s on­ly my voice she un­der­stands well.”

				“Yes, she did. Why?”

				“I just asked … noth­ing more. … And do you be­lieve in it?” She gave a quick, stealthy glance.

				“Be­lieve what? The for­tune your granny told me, or gen­er­al­ly?”

				“I mean gen­er­al­ly.”

				“I don’t quite know. It would be truer to say, I don’t be­lieve in it, but still who knows? They say there are cas­es. … They write about it in clever books even. But I don’t be­lieve what your granny told me at all. Any vil­lage wom­an could tell me as much.”

				Olyessia smiled.

				“Yes, nowa­days she tells for­tunes bad­ly, it’s true. She’s old, and be­sides she’s very much afraid. But what did the cards say?”

				“Noth­ing in­ter­est­ing. I can’t even re­mem­ber it now. The usu­al kind of thing: a dis­tant jour­ney, some­thing with clubs. … I’ve quite for­got­ten.”

				“Yes, she’s a bad for­tune-tell­er now. She’s grown so old that she has for­got­ten a great many words. … How could she? And she’s scared as well. It’s on­ly the sight of mon­ey makes her con­sent to tell.”

				“What’s she scared of?”

				“The au­thor­i­ties, of course. … The vil­lage po­lice­man comes, and threat­ens her ev­ery time. ‘I can have you put away at any minute,’ he says. ‘You know what peo­ple like you get for witch­craft? Pe­nal servi­tude for life on Hawk Is­land.’ Tell me what you think. Is it true?”

				“It’s not al­to­geth­er a lie. There is some pun­ish­ment for do­ing it, but not so bad as all that. … And you, Olyessia, can you tell for­tunes?”

				It was as though she were per­plexed, but on­ly for a sec­ond.

				“I can. … But not for mon­ey,” she added hasti­ly.

				“You might put out the cards for me?”

				“No,” she an­swered with qui­et res­o­lu­tion, shak­ing her head.

				“Why won’t you? Very well, some oth­er time. … Some­how I be­lieve you will tell me the truth.”

				“No. I will not. I won’t do it for any­thing.”

				“Oh, that’s not right, Olyessia. For first ac­quain­tance’ sake you can’t refuse. … Why don’t you want to?”

				“Be­cause I’ve put out the cards for you al­ready. It’s wrong to do it twice.”

				“Wrong? But why? I don’t un­der­stand it.”

				“No, no, it’s wrong, wrong,” she be­gan to whis­per with su­per­sti­tious dread. “It’s for­bid­den to ask twice of Fate. It’s not right. Fate will dis­cov­er, over­hear. … She does not like to be asked. That’s why all for­tune-tell­ers are un­hap­py.”

				I want­ed to make a jest­ing re­ply to Olyessia; but I could not. There was too much sin­cere con­vic­tion in her words; and when she turned her head to the door in a strange fear as she ut­tered the word Fate, in spite of my­self I turned with her.

				“Well, if you won’t want to tell me my for­tune now, tell me what the cards have told you al­ready,” I begged.

				Olyessia sud­den­ly gave a turn to the spin­ning-wheel, and with her hand touched mine.

				“No! … bet­ter not,” she said. A child­like, im­plor­ing look came in­to her eyes. “Please, don’t ask me. … There was noth­ing good in it. … Bet­ter not ask.”

				But I in­sist­ed. I could not un­der­stand whether her re­fusal and her dark al­lu­sions to Fate were the de­lib­er­ate trick of a for­tune-tell­er, or whether she her­self re­al­ly be­lieved what she said. But I be­came rather un­easy; what was al­most a dread took hold of me.

				“Well, I’ll tell you, per­haps,” Olyessia fi­nal­ly con­sent­ed. “But lis­ten; a bar­gain’s bet­ter than mon­ey; don’t be an­gry if you don’t like what I say. The cards said that though you are a good man, you are on­ly a weak one. … Your good­ness is not sound, nor quite sin­cere. You are not mas­ter of your word. You love to have the whip-hand of peo­ple, and yet, though you your­self do not want to, you sub­mit to them. You are fond of wine and—Well, if I’ve got to say, I’ll say ev­ery­thing right to the last. … You are very fond of wom­en, and be­cause of that you will have much evil in your life. … You do not val­ue mon­ey and you can­not save. You will nev­er be rich. … Shall I go on?”

				“Go on, go on, say ev­ery­thing you know!”

				“The cards said too that your life will not be a hap­py one. You will nev­er love with your heart, be­cause your heart is cold and dull, and you will cause great sor­row to those who love you. You will nev­er mar­ry; you will die a bach­e­lor. There will be no great joys in your life, but much weari­ness and de­pres­sion. … There will come a time when you will want to put an end to your life. … That will come to you, but you will not dare, you will go on en­dur­ing. You will suf­fer great pover­ty, but to­wards the end your fate will be changed through the death of some­one near you, quite un­ex­pect­ed. But all this will be in years to come; but this year … I don’t know ex­act­ly when … the cards say very soon … maybe this very month—”

				“What will hap­pen this year?” I asked when she stopped again.

				“I’m afraid to tell you any more. … A great love will come to you through the queen of clubs. On­ly I can’t see whether she is mar­ried or a girl, but I know that she has dark hair. …”

				In­vol­un­tar­i­ly I gave a swift glance to Olyessia’s head.

				“Why are you look­ing at me?” she blushed sud­den­ly, feel­ing my glance, with the sen­si­tive­ness pe­cu­liar to some wom­en. “Well, yes, some­thing like mine,” she con­tin­ued, me­chan­i­cal­ly ar­rang­ing her hair, and blush­ing still more.

				“So you say, a great love from clubs?” I laughed.

				“Don’t laugh. It’s no use laugh­ing,” Olyessia said se­ri­ous­ly, al­most stern­ly. “I’m on­ly telling you the truth.”

				“Well, I won’t laugh any more, I prom­ise. What is there more?”

				“More. … Oh! Evil will come up­on the queen of clubs, worse than death. She will suf­fer a great dis­grace through you, one that she will nev­er be able to for­get; she will have an ev­er­last­ing sor­row. … In her plan­et no harm comes to you.”

				“Tell me, Olyessia. Couldn’t the cards de­ceive you? Why should I do so many un­pleas­ant things to the queen of clubs? I am a qui­et unas­sum­ing fel­low, yet you’ve said so many aw­ful things about me.”

				“I don’t know that. … The cards showed that it’s not you will do it—I mean, not on pur­pose—but all this mis­for­tune will come through you. … You’ll re­mem­ber my words, when they come true.”

				“The cards told you all this, Olyessia?”

				She did not an­swer at once, and then as though eva­sive and re­luc­tant:

				“The cards as well. … But even with­out them I learn a great deal, just by the face alone. If, for in­stance, some­one is go­ing to die soon by an ug­ly death, I can read it im­me­di­ate­ly in his face. I need not speak to him, even.”

				“What do you see in his face?”

				“I don’t know my­self. I sud­den­ly feel afraid, as though he were a dead man stand­ing be­fore me. Just ask granny, she will tell you that it’s the truth I’m say­ing. The year be­fore last, Trophim the miller hung him­self in his mill. On­ly two days be­fore I saw him and said to granny: ‘Just look, granny, Trophim will die an ug­ly death soon.’ And so it was. Again, last Christ­mas Yash­ka the horse thief came to us and asked granny to tell his for­tune. Granny put out the cards for him and be­gan. He asked, jok­ing: ‘Tell me what sort of death will I have?’ and he laughed. The mo­ment I glanced at him, I could not move. I saw Yash­ka sit­ting there, but his face was dead, green. … His eyes were shut, his lips black. … A week af­ter­wards we heard that the peas­ants had caught Yash­ka just as he was try­ing to take some hors­es off. … They beat him all night long. … They are bad peo­ple here, mer­ci­less. … They drove nails in­to his heels, smashed his ribs with stakes, and he gave up the ghost about dawn.”

				“Why didn’t you tell him that mis­for­tune was wait­ing for him?”

				“Why should I tell?” Olyessia replied. “Can a man es­cape what Fate has doomed? It is use­less for a man to be anx­ious the last days of his life. … And I loathe my­self for see­ing these things. I am dis­gust­ed with my own self. … But what can I do? It is mine by Fate. When granny was younger she could see Death, too; so could my moth­er and granny’s moth­er—we are not re­spon­si­ble. It is in our blood. …”

				She left off her spin­ning, bent her head and qui­et­ly placed her hands up­on her knees. In her ar­rest­ed, im­mo­bile eyes and her wide pupils was re­flect­ed some dark ter­ror, an in­vol­un­tary sub­mis­sion to mys­te­ri­ous pow­ers and su­per­nat­u­ral knowl­edge which cast a shad­ow up­on her soul.

			
			
				V

				Then the old wom­an spread a clean cloth with em­broi­dered ends on the ta­ble, and placed a steam­ing pot up­on it.

				“Come to sup­per, Olyessia,” she called to her grand­daugh­ter, and af­ter a mo­ment’s hes­i­ta­tion added, turn­ing to me: “Per­haps you will eat with us too, sir? Our food is very plain; we have no soup, on­ly plain groats. …”

				I can­not say there was any par­tic­u­lar in­sis­tence in her in­vi­ta­tion, and I was al­ready mind­ed to refuse had not Olyessia in her turn in­vit­ed me with such sim­plic­i­ty and a smile so kind, that in spite of my­self I agreed. She her­self poured me out a plate­ful of groats, a por­ridge of buck­wheat and fat, onion, pota­to and chick­en, an amaz­ing­ly tasty and nour­ish­ing dish. Nei­ther grand­moth­er nor grand­daugh­ter crossed them­selves as they sat down to ta­ble. Dur­ing sup­per I con­tin­u­al­ly watched both wom­en, be­cause up till now I have re­tained a deep con­vic­tion that a per­son is nowhere re­vealed so clear­ly as when he eats. The old wom­an swal­lowed the por­ridge with hasty greed, chew­ing aloud and push­ing large pieces of bread in­to her mouth, so that big lumps rose and moved be­neath her flab­by cheeks. In Olyessia’s man­ner of eat­ing even there was a na­tive grace.

				An hour lat­er, af­ter sup­per, I took my leave of my hostess­es of the chick­en-legged hut.

				“I will walk with you a lit­tle way, if you like,” Olyessia of­fered.

				“What’s this walk­ing out you’re af­ter?” the old wom­an mum­bled an­gri­ly. “You can’t stay in your place, you gad­fly. …”

				But Olyessia had al­ready put a red cash­mere shawl on. Sud­den­ly she ran up to her grand­moth­er, em­braced her and gave her a loud kiss.

				“Dear lit­tle pre­cious granny. … It’s on­ly a mo­ment. I’ll be back in a sec­ond.”

				“Very well, then, mad­cap.” The old wom­an fee­bly wrenched her­self away. “Don’t mis­un­der­stand her, sir; she’s very stupid.”

				Pass­ing a nar­row path we came out in­to the for­est road, black with mud, all churned with hoof marks and rut­ted with wheel tracks, full of wa­ter, in which the fire of the evening star was re­flect­ed. We walked at the side of the road, cov­ered ev­ery­where with the brown leaves of last year, not yet dry af­ter the snow. Here and there through the dead yel­low big wak­en­ing blue­bells—the ear­li­est flow­ers in Polyessie—lift­ed their lilac heads.

				“Lis­ten, Olyessia,” I be­gan; “I very much want to ask you some­thing, but I am afraid you will be cross. … Tell me, is it true what they say about your grand­moth­er? … How shall I ex­press it?”

				“She’s a witch?” Olyessia qui­et­ly helped me out.

				“No. … Not a witch,” I caught her up. “Well, yes, a witch if you like. … Cer­tain­ly, peo­ple say such things. Why shouldn’t one know cer­tain herbs, reme­dies, and charms? … But if you find it un­pleas­ant, you need not an­swer.”

				“But why not?” she an­swered sim­ply. “Where’s the un­pleas­ant­ness? Yes, it’s true, she’s a witch. But now she’s grown old and can no longer do what she did be­fore.”

				“And what did she do be­fore?” I was cu­ri­ous.

				“All kinds of things. She could cure ill­ness, heal toothache, put a spell on a mine, pray over any­one who was bit­ten by a mad dog or a snake, she could find out trea­sure trove. … It is im­pos­si­ble to tell one ev­ery­thing.”

				“You know, Olyessia, you must for­give me, but I don’t be­lieve it all. Be frank with me. I shan’t tell any­body; but sure­ly this is all a pre­tence in or­der to mys­ti­fy peo­ple?”

				She shrugged her shoul­ders in­dif­fer­ent­ly.

				“Think what you like. Of course, it’s easy to mys­ti­fy a wom­an from the vil­lage, but I wouldn’t de­ceive you.”

				“You re­al­ly be­lieve in witch­craft, then?”

				“How could I dis­be­lieve? Charms are in our des­tiny. I can do a great deal my­self.”

				“Olyessia, dar­ling, … if you on­ly knew how in­ter­est­ed I was. … Won’t you re­al­ly show me any­thing?”

				“I’ll show you, if you like.” Olyessia read­i­ly con­sent­ed. “Would you like me to do it now?”

				“Yes, at once, if pos­si­ble.”

				“You won’t be afraid?”

				“What next? I might be afraid at night per­haps, but it is still day­light.”

				“Very well. Give me your hand.”

				I obeyed. Olyessia quick­ly turned up the sleeve of my over­coat and un­fas­tened the but­ton of my cuff. Then she took a small Finnish knife about three inch­es long out of her pock­et, and re­moved it from its leather case.

				“What are you go­ing to do?” I asked, for a mean fear had awak­ened in me.

				“You will see im­me­di­ate­ly. … But you said you wouldn’t be afraid.”

				Sud­den­ly her hand made a slight move­ment, hard­ly per­cep­ti­ble. I felt the prick of the sharp blade in the soft part of my arm a lit­tle high­er than the pulse. In­stant­ly blood showed along the whole width of the cut, flowed over my hand, and be­gan to drop quick­ly on to the earth. I could hard­ly re­strain a cry, and I be­lieve I grew pale.

				“Don’t be afraid. You won’t die,” Olyessia smiled.

				She seized my arm above the cut, bent her face down up­on it, and be­gan to whis­per some­thing quick­ly, cov­er­ing my skin with her steady breath­ing. When she stood up again un­clasp­ing her fin­gers, on the wound­ed place on­ly a red graze re­mained.

				“Well, have you had enough?” she asked with a sly smile, putting her lit­tle knife away. “Would you like some more?”

				“Cer­tain­ly, I would. On­ly if pos­si­ble not quite so ter­ri­ble and with­out blood­shed, please.”

				“What shall I show you?” she mused. “Well, this will do. Walk along the road in front of me. But don’t look back.”

				“This won’t be ter­ri­ble?” I asked, try­ing to con­ceal my timid ap­pre­hen­sions of an un­pleas­ant sur­prise with a care­less smile.

				“No, no. … Quite tri­fling. … Go on.”

				I went ahead, very much in­trigued by the ex­per­i­ment, feel­ing Olyessia’s steady glance be­hind my back. But af­ter about a dozen steps I sud­den­ly stum­bled on a per­fect­ly even piece of ground and fell flat.

				“Go on, go on!” cried Olyessia. “Don’t look back! It’s noth­ing at all. It will be all right be­fore your wed­ding day. … Keep a bet­ter grip on the ground next time, when you’re go­ing to fall.”

				I went on. An­oth­er ten steps, and a sec­ond time I fell my full length.

				Olyessia be­gan to laugh aloud and to clap her hands.

				“Well, are you sat­is­fied now?” she cried, her white teeth gleam­ing. “Do you be­lieve it now? It’s noth­ing, noth­ing. … You flew down in­stead of up.”

				“How did you man­age that?” I asked in sur­prise, shak­ing the lit­tle cling­ing twigs and blades of grass from my clothes. “Is it a se­cret?”

				“Not at all. I’ll tell you with plea­sure. On­ly I’m afraid that per­haps you won’t un­der­stand. … I shan’t be able to ex­plain. …”

				In­deed, I did not un­der­stand her al­to­geth­er. But, as far as I can make out, this odd trick con­sists in her fol­low­ing my foot­steps, step by step, in time with me. She looks at me steadi­ly, try­ing to im­i­tate my ev­ery move­ment down to the least; as it were, she iden­ti­fies her­self with me. Af­ter a few steps she be­gins to imag­ine a rope drawn across the road a cer­tain dis­tance in front of me—a yard from the ground. The mo­ment my foot is touch­ing this imag­i­nary rope, Olyessia sud­den­ly pre­tends to fall, and then, as she says, the strong­est man must in­fal­li­bly fall. … I re­mem­bered Olyessia’s con­fused ex­pla­na­tion long af­ter­wards when I read Char­cot’s re­port on the ex­per­i­ments which he made on two wom­en pa­tients in the Salpêtrière, who were pro­fes­sion­al witch­es suf­fer­ing from hys­te­ria. I was great­ly sur­prised to dis­cov­er that French witch­es who came from the com­mon peo­ple em­ployed ex­act­ly the same sci­ence in the same cas­es as the beau­ti­ful witch of Polyessie.

				“Oh, I can do a great many things be­sides,” Olyessia bold­ly de­clared. “For in­stance, I can put a fear in­to you. …”

				“What does that mean?”

				“I’ll act so that you feel a great dread. Sup­pose you are sit­ting in your room in the evening. Sud­den­ly for no rea­son at all such a fear will take hold of you that you will be­gin to trem­ble and won’t dare to turn round. But for this I must know where you live and see your room be­fore­hand.”

				“Well, that’s quite a sim­ple af­fair.” I was scep­ti­cal. “You on­ly have to come close to the win­dow, tap on it, call out some­thing or oth­er. …”

				“Oh no! … I shall be in the for­est at the time. I won’t go out of the hut. … But I will sit down and think all the while: I’ll think that I am walk­ing along the road, en­ter­ing your house, open­ing the door, com­ing in­to your room. … You’re sit­ting some­where; at the ta­ble, say. … I walk up to you from be­hind qui­et­ly and stealth­ily. … You don’t hear me. … I seize your shoul­der with my hands and be­gin to squeeze … stronger, stronger, stronger. … I stare at you, just like this. Look! …”

				Her thin eye­brows sud­den­ly closed to­geth­er. Her eyes were fixed up­on me in a stare, fas­ci­nat­ing, threat­en­ing. Her pupils di­lat­ed and be­came blue. In­stant­ly I re­mem­bered a Medusa’s head, the work of a painter I have for­got­ten, in the Tri­etyakov Gallery in Mos­cow. Be­neath this strange look I was seized by a cold ter­ror of the su­per­nat­u­ral.

				“Well, that’ll do, Olyessia. … That’s enough,” I said with a forced laugh. “I much pre­fer you when you smile. Your face is so kind and child­like.”

				We went on. I sud­den­ly rec­ol­lect­ed the ex­pres­sive­ness of Olyessia’s con­ver­sa­tion—el­e­gance even for a sim­ple girl—and I said:

				“Do you know what sur­pris­es me in you, Olyessia? You’ve grown up in the for­est with­out see­ing a soul. … Of course, you can’t read very much. …”

				“I can’t read at all.”

				“Well, that makes it all the more. … Yet you speak as well as a re­al la­dy. Tell me, where did you learn it? You un­der­stand what I mean?”

				“Yes, I un­der­stand. It’s from granny. You mustn’t judge her by her ap­pear­ance. She is so clever! Some day she may speak when you are there, when she has be­come used to you. She knows ev­ery­thing, ev­ery­thing on earth that you can ask her. It’s true she’s old now.”

				“Then she has seen a great deal in her life­time. Where does she come from? Where did she live be­fore?”

				It seemed that these ques­tions did not please Olyessia. She hes­i­tat­ed to an­swer, eva­sive and re­luc­tant.

				“I don’t know. … She doesn’t like to talk of that her­self. If ev­er she says any­thing about it, she asks you to for­get it, to put it quite out of mind. … But it’s time for me. …” Olyessia has­tened, “Granny will be cross. Good­bye. … For­give me, but I don’t know your name.”

				I gave her my name.

				“Ivan Tim­o­feye­vich? Well, that’s all right. Good­bye, Ivan Tim­o­feye­vich! Don’t dis­dain our hut. Come some­times.”

				I held out my hand at part­ing, and her small strong hand re­spond­ed with a vig­or­ous friend­ly grip.

			
			
				VI

				From that day I be­gan to be a fre­quent vis­i­tor to the chick­en-legged house. Ev­ery time I came Olyessia met me with her usu­al dig­ni­fied re­serve. But I al­ways could tell, by the first in­vol­un­tary she made on see­ing me, that she was glad that I had come. The old wom­an still went on grum­bling as she used, mut­ter­ing un­der her nose, but she ex­pressed no open malev­o­lence, ow­ing to her grand­daugh­ter’s in­ter­ces­sion, of which I was cer­tain though I had not wit­nessed it. Al­so, the presents I would bring her from time to time made a con­sid­er­able im­pres­sion in my favour—a warm shawl, a pot of jam, a bot­tle of cher­ry brandy. As though by tac­it con­sent, Olyessia be­gan to make a habit of ac­com­pa­ny­ing me as far as the Iren­ov road as I went home. And there al­ways be­gan such a live­ly in­ter­est­ing con­ver­sa­tion, that in­vol­un­tar­i­ly we both made an ef­fort to pro­long the jour­ney, walk­ing as slow­ly as pos­si­ble in the silent fringes of the for­est. When we came to the Iren­ov road, I went back half a mile with her, and even then be­fore we part­ed we would stand talk­ing for a long while be­neath the fra­grant shade of the pine branch­es.

				It was not on­ly Olyessia’s beau­ty that fas­ci­nat­ed me, but her whole free in­de­pen­dent na­ture, her mind at once clear and en­wrapped in un­shak­able an­ces­tral su­per­sti­tions, child­like and in­no­cent, yet not whol­ly de­void of the sly co­quetry of the hand­some wom­an. She nev­er tired of ask­ing me ev­ery de­tail con­cern­ing things which stirred her bright un­spoiled imag­i­na­tion—coun­tries and peo­ples, nat­u­ral phe­nom­e­na, the or­der of the earth and the uni­verse, learned men, large towns. … Many things seemed to her won­der­ful, fairy, in­cred­i­ble. But from the very be­gin­ning of our ac­quain­tance I took such a se­ri­ous, sin­cere, and sim­ple tone with her that she read­i­ly put a com­plete trust in all my sto­ries. Some­times when I was at a loss for an ex­pla­na­tion of some­thing which I thought was too dif­fi­cult for her half-sav­age mind—it was of­ten by no means clear to my own—I an­swered her ea­ger ques­tions with, “You see. … I shan’t be able to ex­plain this to you. … You won’t un­der­stand me.”

				Then she would be­gin to en­treat me.

				“Please tell me, please, I’ll try. … Tell me some­how, though … even if it’s not clear.”

				She forced me to have re­course to pre­pos­ter­ous com­par­isons and in­cred­i­bly bold analo­gies, and when I was at a loss for a suit­able ex­pres­sion she would help me out with a tor­rent of im­pa­tient con­clu­sions, like those which we of­fer to a stam­mer­er. And, in­deed, in the end her pli­ant mo­bile mind and her fresh imag­i­na­tion tri­umphed over my ped­a­gog­ic im­po­tence. I be­came con­vinced that, con­sid­er­ing her en­vi­ron­ment and her ed­u­ca­tion (rather, lack of ed­u­ca­tion) her abil­i­ties were amaz­ing.

				Once I hap­pened in pass­ing to men­tion Pe­ters­burg. Olyessia was in­stant­ly in­trigued.

				“What is Pe­ters­burg? A small town?”

				“No, it’s not a small one. It’s the big­gest Rus­sian city.”

				“The big­gest? The very largest of all? There isn’t one big­ger?” she in­sist­ed naive­ly.

				“The largest of all. The chief au­thor­i­ties live there … the big folks. The hous­es there are all made of stone; there aren’t any wood­en ones.”

				“Of course, it’s much big­ger than our Stiepa­ny?” Olyessia asked con­fi­dent­ly.

				“Oh, yes. A good bit big­ger. Say five hun­dred times as big. There are hous­es there so big that twice as many peo­ple live in a sin­gle one of them as in the whole of Stiepa­ny.”

				“My God! What kind of hous­es can they be?” Olyessia asked al­most in fright.

				“Ter­ri­ble hous­es. Five, six, even sev­en sto­ries. You see that fir tree there?”

				“The tall one. I see.”

				“Hous­es as tall as that, and they’re crammed with peo­ple from top to bot­tom. The peo­ple live in wretch­ed lit­tle holes, like birds in cages, ten peo­ple in each, so that there isn’t enough air to breathe. Some of them live down­stairs, right un­der the earth, in the damp and cold. They don’t see the sun from one end of the year to the oth­er, some of them.”

				“Noth­ing would make me change my for­est for your city,” Olyessia said, shak­ing her head. “Even when I go to the mar­ket at Stiepa­ny, I’m dis­gust­ed. They push, shout, swear … and I have such a long­ing for the for­est, that I want to throw ev­ery­thing away and run and nev­er look back. God may have your city: I don’t want to live there.”

				“But what if your hus­band comes from a town?” I asked with the trace of a smile.

				Her eye­brows frowned and her nos­trils trem­bled.

				“What next!” she said with scorn. “I don’t want a hus­band.”

				“You say that now, Olyessia. Near­ly ev­ery girl says the same, but still they mar­ry. You wait a bit: you’ll meet some­body and you’ll fall in love—and you’ll fol­low him, not on­ly to town, but to the end of the earth.”

				“No, no. … We won’t talk of that, please,” she cut me short in vex­a­tion. “Why should we talk like this? I ask you not to.”

				“How fun­ny you are, Olyessia. Do you re­al­ly be­lieve you’ll nev­er love a man in your life? You’re so young, hand­some, strong. If your blood once catch­es fire, no oaths of yours will help you.”

				“Well, … then, I’ll love,” Olyessia an­swered with a chal­lenge in her flash­ing eyes. “I shan’t ask any­body’s leave.”

				“So you’ll have to mar­ry too,” I teased her.

				“I sup­pose you’re mean­ing the church?” she guessed.

				“Ex­act­ly—the church. The priest will lead you round the al­tar; the dea­con will sing, ‘Isa­iah, re­joice!’ they’ll put a crown on your head. …”

				Olyessia cast down her eyes and shook her head, faint­ly smil­ing.

				“No, dear. … Per­haps you won’t like what I say, but in our fam­i­ly no one was ev­er mar­ried in church. My moth­er and my grand­moth­er be­fore her man­aged to live with­out that. … Be­sides, we must not en­ter a church. …”

				“All be­cause of your witch­ery?”

				“Yes, be­cause of our witch­ery,” Olyessia replied with a calm se­ri­ous­ness. “How could I dare to ap­pear in a church? From my very birth my soul was sold to Him.”

				“Olyessia, dear. … Be­lieve me, you’re de­ceiv­ing your­self. It’s wild and ridicu­lous what you say.”

				Once more there ap­peared on Olyessia’s face the strange ex­pres­sion of con­vinced and gloomy sub­mis­sive­ness to her mys­te­ri­ous des­tiny, which I had no­ticed be­fore.

				“No, no. … You can’t un­der­stand it. … But I feel it. … Just here. …” She pressed her hand strong­ly to her heart. “I feel it in my soul. All our fam­i­ly is cursed for ev­er and ev­er. But think your­self, who is it that helps us if it is not He? Can an or­di­nary per­son do the things I can do? All our pow­er comes from Him.”

				Ev­ery time our con­ver­sa­tion touched up­on this strange theme it end­ed in the same way. In vain I ex­haust­ed ev­ery ar­gu­ment to which Olyessia was sen­si­ble; in vain I spoke in sim­ple terms of hyp­no­tism, sug­ges­tion, men­tal doc­tors, and In­di­an fakirs; in vain I en­deav­oured to ex­plain cer­tain of her ex­per­i­ments by phys­i­ol­o­gy, such, for in­stance, as blood charm­ing, which is eas­i­ly pro­duced by skil­ful pres­sure on a vein. Still Olyessia, who be­lieved me so im­plic­it­ly in all else, re­fut­ed all my ar­gu­ments and ex­pla­na­tions with ob­sti­nate in­sis­tence.

				“Very well, I’ll make you a present of blood charm­ing,” she said, rais­ing her voice in the heat of the dis­cus­sion. “But where do the oth­er things come from? Is blood charm­ing the on­ly thing I know? Would you like me to take away all the mice and bee­tles from a hut in a sin­gle day? If you like, I’ll cure the most vi­o­lent fever in two days with plain cold wa­ter, even though all your doc­tors give the pa­tient up. I can make you for­get any word you like, com­plete­ly? And how is it I in­ter­pret dreams? How is it I can see the fu­ture?”

				The dis­cus­sion al­ways end­ed by our mu­tu­al si­lence, from which a cer­tain in­ward ir­ri­ta­tion against each oth­er was not whol­ly ab­sent. In­deed, for much of her black art I could find no ex­pla­na­tion in my small sci­ence. I do not know and can­not say whether Olyessia pos­sessed one half the se­crets of which she spoke with such naive be­lief. But the things which I fre­quent­ly wit­nessed plant­ed an un­shak­able con­vic­tion in me that Olyessia had ac­cess to that strange knowl­edge, un­con­scious, in­stinc­tive, dim, ac­quired on­ly by ac­ci­den­tal ex­pe­ri­ence, which has out­run ex­act sci­ence for cen­turies, and lives in­ter­twined with wild and ridicu­lous su­per­sti­tions, in the ob­scure im­pen­e­tra­ble heart of the mass­es, where it is trans­mit­ted from one gen­er­a­tion to an­oth­er as the great­est of all se­crets.

				For all our dis­agree­ment on this sin­gle point, we be­came more and more strong­ly at­tached to one an­oth­er. Not a word had been spo­ken be­tween us of love as yet, but it had be­come a ne­ces­si­ty for us to be to­geth­er; and of­ten in mo­ments of si­lence I saw Olyessia’s eyes moist­en, and a thin blue vein on her tem­ple be­gin to pulse.

				But my re­la­tions with Yarmo­la were quite ru­ined. Ev­i­dent­ly my vis­its to the chick­en-legged hut were no se­cret to him, nor were my evening walks with Olyessia. With amaz­ing ex­act­ness, he al­ways knew ev­ery­thing that went on in the for­est. For some time I no­ticed that he had be­gun to avoid me. His black eyes watched me from a dis­tance, with re­proach and dis­con­tent ev­ery time I went out to walk in the for­est, though he did not ex­press his re­proof by so much as a sin­gle word. Our com­i­cal­ly se­ri­ous stud­ies in read­ing and writ­ing came to an end; and if I oc­ca­sion­al­ly called Yarmo­la in to learn dur­ing the evening he would on­ly wave his hand.

				“What’s the good? It’s a peg­gling busi­ness, sir!” he would say with lazy con­tempt.

				Our hunt­ing al­so ceased. Ev­ery time I be­gan to talk of it, Yarmo­la found some ex­cuse or oth­er for re­fus­ing. Ei­ther his gun was out of or­der, or his dog was ill, or he was too busy. “I have no time, sir. … I have to be plough­ing to­day,” was Yarmo­la’s usu­al an­swer to my in­vi­ta­tion; but I knew quite well that he would do no plough­ing at all, but spend a good hour out­side the inn in the doubt­ful hope of some­body stand­ing him a drink. This silent, con­cealed an­i­mos­i­ty be­gan to weary me, and I be­gan to think of dis­pens­ing with Yarmo­la’s ser­vices, on the first suit­able oc­ca­sion. … I was re­strained on­ly by a sense of pity for his enor­mous pover­ty-strick­en fam­i­ly, whom Yarmo­la’s four week­ly rou­bles just saved from star­va­tion.

			
			
				VII

				Once when I came to the chick­en-legged hut, as my habit was, just be­fore dark, I was im­me­di­ate­ly struck by the anx­i­ety of its oc­cu­pants. The old wom­an sat with her feet on the bed, hunched up, and swayed to and fro with her head in her hands, mur­mur­ing some­thing I could not catch. She paid no at­ten­tion to my greet­ing. Olyessia wel­comed me kind­ly as al­ways, but our con­ver­sa­tion made no head­way. She lis­tened to me ab­sent­ly and an­swered me in­con­se­quent­ly. On her beau­ti­ful face lay the shad­ow of some un­ceas­ing se­cret trou­ble.

				“Some­thing bad has hap­pened to you, Olyessia, I can see,” I said cau­tious­ly, touch­ing her hand which lay on the bench.

				Olyessia quick­ly turned her face to the win­dow, as though she were ex­am­in­ing some­thing. She tried to look calm, but her eye­brows drew to­geth­er and trem­bled, and her teeth vi­o­lent­ly bit her un­der lip.

				“No, … what could have hap­pened to us?” she said with a dull voice. “Ev­ery­thing is just as it was.”

				“Olyessia, why don’t you tell me the truth? It’s wrong of you. … I thought that we had be­come re­al friends.”

				“It’s noth­ing, re­al­ly. … Noth­ing. … Our trou­bles … tri­fles.”

				“No, Olyessia, they don’t seem to be tri­fles. You’re not like your­self.”

				“That’s on­ly your fan­cy.”

				“Be frank with me, Olyessia. I don’t know whether I can help, but I can give you some ad­vice per­haps. … And, any­how, you’ll feel bet­ter when you’ve shared your trou­ble.”

				“But it’s re­al­ly not worth talk­ing about,” Olyessia replied im­pa­tient­ly. “You can’t pos­si­bly help us at all, now.”

				Sud­den­ly, with un­ex­pect­ed pas­sion, the old wom­an broke in­to the con­ver­sa­tion.

				“Why are you so stub­born, you lit­tle fool? Some­one talks busi­ness to you, and you hold up your nose. As if no­body in the world was clev­er­er than you! If you please, sir, I’ll tell you the whole sto­ry,” she said, turn­ing to­wards me, “be­gin­ning with the be­gin­ning.”

				The trou­ble ap­peared much more con­sid­er­able than I could have sup­posed from Olyessia’s proud words. The evening be­fore, the lo­cal po­lice­man had come to the chick­en-legged hut.

				“First he sat down, nice and po­lite­ly, and asked for vod­ka,” Manui­likha said, “and then he be­gan and went on and on. ‘Clear out of the hut in twen­ty-four hours with all your be­long­ings. If I come next time,’ he says, ‘and find you here, then I tell you, you’ll go to jail. I’ll send you away with a cou­ple of sol­diers to your na­tive place, curse you.’ But you know, sir, my na­tive place is hun­dreds of miles away, the town of Am­chen­sk. … I haven’t a soul there now who knows me. Our pass­ports have been out of date for years, and be­sides they aren’t in or­der. Ah, my God, what mis­for­tune!”

				“Then why did he let you live here be­fore, and on­ly just now made up his mind?”

				“How can I tell? … He shout­ed out some­thing or oth­er, but I con­fess I couldn’t un­der­stand it. You see how it is: this hole we live in isn’t ours. It be­longs to the land­lord. Olyessia and I used to live in the vil­lage be­fore, but the—”

				“Yes, yes, I know, granny. I’ve heard about that. The peas­ants got an­gry with you—”

				“That’s it, ex­act­ly. So I begged this hut from the old land­lord, Mr. Abrossi­mov. Now, they say a new land­lord has bought the for­est, and it seems he wants to drain some marsh­es. But what can I do?”

				“Per­haps it’s all a lie, granny,” I said. “And the sergeant on­ly wants to get a pound out of you.”

				“But I of­fered it to him, I of­fered it, sir. He wouldn’t take it. It’s a strange busi­ness. … I of­fered him three pounds, but he wouldn’t take it. … It was aw­ful. He swore at me so bad­ly that I didn’t know where I was. All the while he went on say­ing: ‘Be off with you, be off!’ What can we do now? We’re alone in the world. Good sir, you might man­age to help us in some way. You could speak to him; his bel­ly’s nev­er sat­is­fied. I’m sure I’d be grate­ful to you eter­nal­ly.”

				“Granny!” said Olyessia, in a slow re­proach­ful voice.

				“What do you mean, ‘Granny!’ ” The old wom­an was an­noyed. “Twen­ty-five years I’ve been a granny to you. And what’s your opin­ion; it’s bet­ter to car­ry a beg­gar’s pack? No, don’t lis­ten to her, sir! Of your char­i­ty, do some­thing for us if you can.”

				I gave her vague prom­ises to take some steps, though, to tell the truth I could see but lit­tle hope. If our sergeant wouldn’t take mon­ey, then the af­fair must be very se­ri­ous. That evening Olyessia part­ed from me cold­ly, and, quite against her usu­al habit, did not walk with me. I could see that the proud girl was an­gry with me for in­ter­fer­ing, and rather ashamed of her grand­moth­er’s whim­per­ing.

			
			
				VIII

				It was a warm, grey­ish morn­ing. Sev­er­al times al­ready there had been brief show­ers of heavy fruit­ful rain, which makes the young grass grow be­fore your eyes and the new shoots stretch out. Af­ter the rain the sun peeped out for a mo­ment, pour­ing its joy­ous glit­ter over the ten­der green of the lilac bush­es, sod­den with the rain, which made all my hedge. The spar­rows’ im­petu­ous chirrup grew loud­er among the lush gar­denbeds, and the scent of the sticky brown poplar buds came sweet­er. I was sit­ting at the ta­ble, draw­ing a plan of tim­ber to be felled, when Yarmo­la en­tered the room.

				“The sergeant’s here,” he said gloomi­ly.

				At the mo­ment I had com­plete­ly for­got­ten that I had or­dered him a cou­ple of days ago to let me know in case the sergeant were to pass. It was im­pos­si­ble for me to un­der­stand im­me­di­ate­ly what was the con­nec­tion be­tween me and the del­e­gate of au­thor­i­ty.

				“What?” I said in con­fu­sion.

				“I say the sergeant’s here,” Yarmo­la re­peat­ed in the same hos­tile tone that he nor­mal­ly as­sumed to­wards me dur­ing the last days. “I saw him on the dam just now. He’s com­ing here.”

				There was a rum­ble of wheels on the road out­side. A long thin choco­late-coloured geld­ing with a hang­ing un­der lip, and an in­sult­ed look on its face, grave­ly trot­ted up with a tall, jolt­ing, bas­ket gig. There was on­ly a sin­gle trace. The place of the oth­er was sup­plied by a piece of stout rope. (Ma­li­cious tongues as­sert­ed that the sergeant had put this mis­er­able con­trap­tion to­geth­er on pur­pose to avoid any un­de­sir­able com­ments.) The sergeant him­self held the reins, fill­ing both seats with his enor­mous body, which was wrapped in a grey uni­form made of smart mil­i­tary cloth.

				“Good day to you, Evpsy­chyi Afrikanovich!” I called, lean­ing out of the win­dow.

				“Ah, good day! How do you do?” he an­swered in a loud, cour­te­ous, of­fi­cial bari­tone.

				He drew up his horse, salut­ed with straight­ened palm, and bent his body for­ward with ele­phan­tine grace.

				“Come in for a mo­ment. I’ve got a lit­tle busi­ness with you.”

				The sergeant spread his hands wide and shook his head.

				“Can’t pos­si­bly. I’m on du­ty. I’ve got to go to Volocha for an in­quest—man drowned.”

				But I knew Evpsy­chyi’s weak points; so I said with as­sumed in­dif­fer­ence:

				“It’s a pity … a great pity … and I’ve got a cou­ple of bot­tles of the best from Count Vortzel’s cel­lar. …”

				“Can’t man­age it. … Du­ty.”

				“The but­ler sold them to me, be­cause he’s an ac­quain­tance of mine. He’d brought them up in the cel­lar, like his own chil­dren. … You ought to come in. … I’ll tell them to give the horse a feed.”

				“You’re a nice one, you are,” the sergeant said in re­proof. “Don’t you know that du­ty comes first of all? … What’s in the bot­tles, though? Plum wine?”

				“Plum wine!” I waved my hand. “It’s the re­al old stuff, that’s what it is, my dear sir!”

				“I must con­fess I’ve just had a bite and a drop.” The sergeant scratched his cheek re­gret­ful­ly, wrin­kling his face in­cred­i­bly.

				I con­tin­ued with the same calm.

				“I don’t know whether it’s true; but the but­ler swore it was two hun­dred years old. It smells just like an old co­gnac, and it’s as yel­low as am­ber.”

				“Ah, what are you do­ing with me?” said the sergeant. “Who’ll hold my horse?”

				I re­al­ly had some bot­tles of the old liqueur, though it was not quite so old as I made out; but I thought that sug­ges­tion might eas­i­ly add a hun­dred years to its age. … At any rate it was the re­al home-dis­tilled, om­nipo­tent stuff, the pride of a ru­ined mag­nate’s cel­lar. (Evpsy­chyi Afrikanovich, who was the son of a par­son, im­me­di­ate­ly begged a bot­tle from me, in case, as he put it, he were to catch a bad cold.) Be­sides, I had some very con­ducive hors d’oeu­vre: young radish­es, with fresh churned but­ter.

				“Now, what’s the lit­tle busi­ness?” the sergeant asked af­ter his fifth glass, throw­ing him­self back in the old chair which groaned un­der him.

				I be­gan to ex­plain the po­si­tion of the poor old wom­an; I dwelt on her hope­less de­spair; spoke light­ly of use­less for­mal­i­ties. The sergeant lis­tened to me with his head bent down, me­thod­i­cal­ly clear­ing the small roots from the suc­cu­lent red radish­es, and chew­ing and crunch­ing them with rel­ish. Now and then he gave me a quick glance with his cloudy, in­dif­fer­ent, pre­pos­ter­ous­ly lit­tle blue eyes; but I could read noth­ing on his great red face, nei­ther sym­pa­thy nor op­po­si­tion. When I fi­nal­ly be­came silent, he on­ly asked.

				“Well, what is it you want from me?”

				“What do you mean?” I be­came ag­i­tat­ed. “Look at their po­si­tion, please—two poor de­fence­less wom­en liv­ing there—”

				“And one of them’s a per­fect lit­tle bud!” the sergeant put in ma­li­cious­ly.

				“Bud or no bud—that doesn’t come in­to it. But why shouldn’t you take some in­ter­est in them? As though you re­al­ly need to turn them out in such a hur­ry? Just wait a day or two un­til I’ve been to the land­lord. What do you stand to lose, even if you wait­ed for a month?”

				“What do I stand to lose?” The sergeant rose in his chair. “Good God! I stand to lose ev­ery­thing—my job, first of all. Who knows what sort of a man this new land­lord, Ilya­she­vich is? Per­haps he’s an un­der­hand dev­il, one of the sort who get hold of a bit of pa­per and a pen on the slight­est provo­ca­tion, and send a lit­tle re­port to Pe­ters­burg? There are men of the kind!”

				I tried to re­as­sure the ag­i­tat­ed sergeant.

				“That’s enough, Evpsy­chyi Afrikanovich! You’re ex­ag­ger­at­ing the whole af­fair. Af­ter all, a risk’s a risk, and grat­i­tude’s grat­i­tude.”

				“Ph-e-w!” The sergeant gave a long-drawn whis­tle and thrust his hands in­to his trous­er-pock­ets. “It’s grat­i­tude, is it? Do you think I’m go­ing to stake my of­fi­cial po­si­tion for three pounds? No, you’ve got a wrong idea of me.”

				“But what are you get­ting warm about, Evpsy­chyi Afrikanovich? The amount isn’t the point, just sim­ply—well, let’s say, for hu­man­i­ty’s sake—”

				“For hu-man-i-ty’s sake?” He ham­mered out each syl­la­ble. “I’m full up to here with your hu­man­i­ty!” He tapped vig­or­ous­ly on the bronzed nape of his mighty neck which hung down over his col­lar in a fat, hair­less fold.

				“That’s a bit too strong, Evpsy­chyi Afrikanovich.”

				“Not a bit too strong! ‘They’re the plague of the place,’ as Mr. Krylov, the fa­mous fa­ble-writ­er, said. That’s what these two ladies are. You don’t hap­pen to have read that splen­did work, by His Ex­cel­len­cy Count Urussov, called The Po­lice Sergeant?”

				“No, I haven’t.”

				“Well, you ought to have. A bril­liant work, high­ly moral. I would ad­vise you to make its ac­quain­tance when you have the time—”

				“Right, I’ll do so with plea­sure. But still I don’t see what this book’s got to do with these two poor wom­en.”

				“What’s it got to do with them? A great deal. First­ly” (Evpsy­chyi Afrikanovich ticked off the fat hairy fore­fin­ger of his left hand): “ ‘It is the du­ty of a po­lice sergeant to take the great­est care that all the peo­ple go to the Church of God, with­out, how­ev­er, com­pelling them by force to re­main there. …’ I ask you, does she go—what’s her name; Manui­likha, isn’t it? … Does she ev­er go to church?”

				I was silent, sur­prised by the un­ex­pect­ed turn of his speech. He gave me a look of tri­umph, and ticked off his sec­ond fin­ger. “Sec­ond­ly: ‘False prophe­cies and prog­nos­ti­ca­tions are ev­ery­where for­bid­den. …’ Do you no­tice that? Then, third­ly: ‘It is il­le­gal to pro­fess to be a sor­cer­er or a ma­gi­cian, or to em­ploy sim­i­lar de­cep­tions.’ What do you say to that? And sup­pose all this be­comes known, or gets round to the au­thor­i­ties by some back way, who has to pay for it? I do. Who gets sacked from the ser­vice? I do. Now you see what a busi­ness it is.”

				He sat down in his chair again. His raised eyes wan­dered ab­sent­ly over the walls of the room and his fin­gers drummed loud­ly on the ta­ble.

				“Well, what if I ask you, Evpsy­chyi Afrikanovich,” I be­gan once more in a gen­tle voice. “Of course I know your du­ties are com­pli­cat­ed and trou­ble­some, but you’ve got a heart, I know, a heart of gold. What will it cost you to prom­ise me not to touch these wom­en?”

				The sergeant’s eyes sud­den­ly stopped, over my head.

				“That’s a nice lit­tle gun you’ve got,” he said care­less­ly, still drum­ming his fin­gers. “A splen­did lit­tle gun. Last time I came to see you and you were out, I ad­mired it all the while. A splen­did gun!”

				“Yes, it’s not a bad gun,” I agreed. “It’s an old pat­tern, made by Gastin-Ren­net; but last year I had it con­vert­ed in­to a ham­mer­less. You just look at the bar­rels.”

				“Yes, yes … it was the bar­rels I ad­mired most. … A mag­nif­i­cent piece of work. I’d call it a per­fect trea­sure.”

				Our eyes met, and I saw the trace of a mean­ing smile flick­er­ing in the cor­ner of the sergeant’s lips. I rose from my seat, took the gun off the wall and ap­proached Evpsy­chyi Afrikanovich with it.

				“The Cir­cas­sians have an ad­mirable cus­tom,” I said cour­te­ous­ly, “of pre­sent­ing a guest with any­thing that he prais­es. Though we are not Cir­cas­sians, Evpsy­chyi Afrikanovich, I en­treat you to ac­cept this from me as a me­men­to.”

				For ap­pear­ance’ sake the sergeant blushed.

				“My good­ness, what a beau­ty! No, no. … That cus­tom is far too gen­er­ous.”

				How­ev­er, I did not have to en­treat him long. The sergeant ac­cept­ed the gun, care­ful­ly put it be­tween his knees and with a clean hand­ker­chief lov­ing­ly wiped away the dust that had set­tled on the lock; and I was rather mol­li­fied when I saw that the gun had at least passed in­to the hands of an ex­pert and an am­a­teur. Al­most im­me­di­ate­ly Evpsy­chyi Afrikanovich got up and be­gan to hur­ry away.

				“Busi­ness won’t wait, and here I’ve been gos­sip­ing with you,” he said, nois­i­ly bang­ing on the floor with his re­luc­tant golosh­es. “When you hap­pen to come our way, you’ll be most wel­come.”

				“Well, what about Manui­likha, my dear Au­thor­i­ty?” I re­mind­ed him del­i­cate­ly.

				“We’ll see, we’ll see, …” Evpsy­chyi Afrikanovich vague­ly mut­tered. “There was some­thing else I want­ed to ask you. … Your radish­es are mag­nif­i­cent. …”

				“I grew them my­self.”

				“Mag‑nif­i­cent radish­es! You know, my wife is ter­ri­bly par­tial to gar­den-stuff. So, you know, one lit­tle bun­dle. …”

				“With the great­est plea­sure, Evpsy­chyi Afrikanovich. I con­sid­er it an obli­ga­tion. … This very day I’ll send a bas­ket by mes­sen­ger. Let me send some but­ter as well. … My but­ter’s quite a spe­cial thing.”

				“Well, but­ter too, …” the sergeant gra­cious­ly per­mit­ted. “And you can tip those wom­en the wink that I shan’t touch them for the time be­ing. But you’d bet­ter let them know”—he raised his voice sud­den­ly—“that they can’t set­tle me with a ‘Thank you.’ … Now, I wish you good­bye. Once more, mer­ci for the present and the en­ter­tain­ment.”

				He clicked his heels to­geth­er like a sol­dier, and walked to his car­riage with the pon­der­ous gait of a full-fed, im­por­tant per­son. By his car­riage were al­ready gath­ered the vil­lage po­lice­man, the may­or and Yarmo­la, in re­spect­ful at­ti­tudes, with their heads bare.

			
			
				IX

				Evpsy­chyi Afrikanovich kept his word and left the peo­ple of the for­est hut in peace in­def­i­nite­ly. But my re­la­tions with Olyessia suf­fered an acute and cu­ri­ous change. Not a trace of her old naive and con­fi­dent kind­ness re­mained in her at­ti­tude to me, nor any of the old an­i­ma­tion where­in the co­quetry of a beau­ti­ful girl so beau­ti­ful­ly blend­ed with the play­ful wan­ton­ness of a child. An awk­ward con­straint be­yond which we could not pass be­gan to ap­pear in our con­ver­sa­tion. … With an in­stant timid­i­ty Olyessia avoid­ed the live­ly themes which used to give such bound­less scope to our cu­rios­i­ty.

				In my pres­ence she gave her­self up to her work in a strained, stern, busi­nesslike way; but I of­ten no­ticed that in the mid­dle of her work her hands would sud­den­ly drop weak­ly on her knees, and her eyes be fixed, vague and im­mov­able, down­wards up­on the floor. And when at such a mo­ment I called her by name, “Olyessia,” or put some ques­tion to her, she shiv­ered and turned her face slow­ly to­wards me: in it was re­flect­ed fright and the ef­fort to un­der­stand the mean­ing of my words. Some­times it seemed to me that she was bur­dened and em­bar­rassed by my com­pa­ny, but I could not rec­on­cile that with the deep in­ter­est that ev­ery re­mark and phrase of mine used to arouse in her on­ly a few days ago. I could on­ly think that Olyessia was un­will­ing to for­give my pa­tron­age in the af­fair with the sergeant, which so re­volt­ed her in­de­pen­dent na­ture. But this so­lu­tion did not sat­is­fy me ei­ther, and I still asked my­self from whence did this sim­ple girl, who had grown up in the midst of the for­est, de­rive her in­or­di­nate­ly sen­si­tive pride?

				All this de­mand­ed ex­pla­na­tions; but Olyessia avoid­ed ev­ery favourable oc­ca­sion for frank con­ver­sa­tion. Our evening walks came to an end. In vain I cast elo­quent im­plor­ing glances at Olyessia each day, when I was on the point of leav­ing; she made as though she did not un­der­stand their mean­ing, and in spite of the old wom­an’s deaf­ness, her pres­ence dis­turbed me.

				At times I re­volt­ed against my own weak­ness and the habit which now drew me ev­ery day to Olyessia. I my­self did not sus­pect with what sub­tle, strong, in­vis­i­ble threads my heart was bound to this fas­ci­nat­ing, in­com­pre­hen­si­ble girl. As yet I had no thought of love; but I was al­ready liv­ing through a dis­turb­ing pe­ri­od of un­con­scious an­tic­i­pa­tion, full of vague and op­pres­sive sad­ness­es. Wher­ev­er I was, with what­ev­er I tried to amuse my­self, my ev­ery thought was oc­cu­pied with the im­age of Olyessia, my whole be­ing craved for her, and each sep­a­rate mem­o­ry of her most in­signif­i­cant words, her ges­tures and her smiles, con­tract­ed my heart with a sweet and gen­tle pain. But evening came and I sat long be­side her on a low rick­ety lit­tle bench, to my grief find­ing my­self ev­ery time more timid, more awk­ward and fool­ish.

				Once I passed a whole day thus at Olyessia’s side. I had be­gun to feel un­well from the morn­ing on­ward, though I could not clear­ly de­fine where­in my sick­ness con­sist­ed. It grew worse to­wards evening. My head grew heavy; I felt a dull in­ces­sant pain in the crown of my head, ex­act­ly as though some­one were press­ing down up­on it with a soft, strong hand. My mouth was parched, and an idle, lan­guid weak­ness poured over my whole body. My eyes pained me just as though I had been star­ing fixed­ly, close to a glim­mer­ing point.

				As I was re­turn­ing late in the evening, mid­way I was sud­den­ly seized and shak­en by a tem­pes­tu­ous chill. I could hard­ly see the way as I went on; I was al­most un­con­scious of where I was go­ing; I reeled like a drunk­en man, and my jaws beat out a quick loud tat­too, each against the oth­er.

				Till this day I do not know who brought me in­to the house. For ex­act­ly six days I was strick­en by a ter­ri­ble rack­ing Polyessian fever. Dur­ing the day the sick­ness seemed to abate, and con­scious­ness re­turned to me. Then, ut­ter­ly ex­haust­ed by the dis­ease, I could hard­ly walk across the room, such was the pain and weak­ness of my knees; at each stronger move­ment the blood rushed in a hot wave to my head, and cov­ered ev­ery­thing be­fore my eyes with dark­ness.

				In the evening, and usu­al­ly at about sev­en o’clock, the ap­proach of the dis­ease over­whelmed me like a storm, and on my bed I passed a ter­ri­ble, cen­tu­ry-long night, now shak­ing with cold be­neath the blan­kets, now blaz­ing with in­tol­er­a­ble heat. Hard­ly had I been touched by a drowsy slum­ber, when strange, grotesque, painful­ly mot­ley dreams be­gan to play with my in­flamed brain. Ev­ery dream was filled with tiny mi­cro­scop­ic de­tails, which piled up and clutched each at the oth­er in ug­ly chaos. Now I seemed to be un­pack­ing some box­es, coloured with stripes and of fan­tas­tic form, tak­ing small ones out of the big, and from the small still small­er. I could not by any means in­ter­rupt the un­end­ing labour, al­though it had long been dis­gust­ing to me. Then there flashed be­fore my eyes with stu­pe­fy­ing speed long bright stripes from the wall­pa­per, and with amaz­ing dis­tinct­ness I saw on them, in­stead of pat­terns, whole gar­lands of hu­man faces—beau­ti­ful, kind, and smil­ing, then hor­ri­bly gri­mac­ing, thrust­ing out their tongues, show­ing their teeth, and rolling their eyes. Then I en­tered in­to a con­fused and ex­traor­di­nar­i­ly com­pli­cat­ed ab­stract dis­pute with Yarmo­la. Ev­ery minute the ar­gu­ments which we brought up against each oth­er be­came sub­tler and more pro­found: sep­a­rate words and even in­di­vid­u­al let­ters of words sud­den­ly took on a mys­te­ri­ous and un­fath­omable mean­ing, and at the same time I was seized by a re­volt­ing ter­ror of the un­known, un­nat­u­ral force that wound out one mon­strous sophism af­ter an­oth­er out of my brain, and would not let me break off the dis­pute which had long been loath­some to me. …

				It was like a seething whirl­wind of hu­man and an­i­mal fig­ures, land­scapes, things of the most won­der­ful forms and colours, words and phras­es whose mean­ing was ap­pre­hend­ed by ev­ery sense. … But the strange thing was that I nev­er lost sight of a bright reg­u­lar cir­cle re­flect­ed on to the ceil­ing by the lamp with the scorched green shade. And some­how I knew that with­in the in­dis­tinct line of that qui­et cir­cle was con­cealed a silent, mo­not­o­nous, mys­te­ri­ous, ter­ri­ble life, yet more aw­ful and op­pres­sive than the mad chaos of my dreams.

				Then I awoke, or more tru­ly did not awake, but sud­den­ly forced my­self to sit up. Con­scious­ness al­most re­turned to me. I un­der­stood that I was ly­ing in bed, that I was ill, that I had just been in delir­i­um, but the bright cir­cle on the ceil­ing still ter­ri­fied me by its hid­den, omi­nous men­ace. With weak hands I slow­ly reached for the watch, looked at it, and saw with melan­choly per­plex­i­ty that all the end­less se­quence of my ghast­ly dreams had tak­en no longer than two or three min­utes. “My God, will the dawn ev­er come?” I thought in de­spair, toss­ing my head over the hot pil­lows and feel­ing my short heavy breath­ing burn my lips. … But again a slight drowsi­ness pos­sessed me, and again my brain be­came the sport of a mot­ley night­mare, and again with­in two min­utes I woke, racked by a mor­tal an­guish.

				In six days my vig­or­ous con­sti­tu­tion, aid­ed by qui­nine and an in­fu­sion of buck­thorn, over­came my dis­ease. I rose from my bed com­plete­ly crushed, with dif­fi­cul­ty stand­ing up­right on my legs. But my con­va­les­cence passed with ea­ger quick­ness. In my head, weary with six days’ fever­ish delir­i­um, I felt now an idle, pleas­ant ab­sence of any thought at all. My ap­petite re­turned with dou­ble force, and hourly my body gath­ered strength, in each mo­ment im­bib­ing its par­ti­cle of health and of the joy of life. And with that a new and stronger crav­ing came up­on me for the for­est and the lone­ly, tum­ble-down hut. But my nerves had not yet re­cov­ered, and ev­ery time that I called up Olyessia’s face and voice in my mem­o­ry, I want­ed to cry.

			
			
				X

				On­ly five more days had passed, when I was so much re­cov­ered that I reached the chick­en-legged hut on foot with­out the least fa­tigue. As I stepped on the thresh­old my heart pal­pi­tat­ed with breath­less fear. I had not seen Olyessia for al­most two weeks, and I now per­ceived how near and dear she was to me. Hold­ing the latch of the door, I wait­ed some sec­onds, breath­ing with dif­fi­cul­ty. In my ir­res­o­lu­tion I even shut my eyes for some time be­fore I could push the door open. …

				It is al­ways im­pos­si­ble to an­a­lyse im­pres­sions like those which fol­lowed my en­trance. … Can one re­mem­ber the words ut­tered in the first mo­ment of meet­ing be­tween a moth­er and son, hus­band and wife, or lover and lover? The sim­plest, most or­di­nary, even ridicu­lous words are said, if they were put down ex­act­ly up­on pa­per. But each word is op­por­tune and in­fin­ite­ly dear be­cause it is ut­tered by the dear­est voice in all the world.

				I re­mem­ber—very clear­ly I re­mem­ber—on­ly one thing: Olyessia’s beau­ti­ful pale face turned quick­ly to­wards me, and on that beau­ti­ful face, so new to me, were in one sec­ond re­flect­ed, in chang­ing suc­ces­sion, per­plex­i­ty, fear, anx­i­ety, and a ten­der ra­di­ant smile of love. … The old wom­an was mum­bling some­thing, clat­ter­ing round me, but I did not hear her greet­ings. Olyessia’s voice reached me like a sweet mu­sic:

				“What has been the mat­ter with you? You’ve been ill? Ah, how thin you’ve grown, my poor dar­ling!”

				For a long while I could make no an­swer, and we stood silent face to face, clasp­ing hands and look­ing straight in­to the depths of each oth­er’s eyes, hap­pi­ly. Those few silent sec­onds I have al­ways con­sid­ered the hap­pi­est in my life: nev­er, nev­er be­fore or since, have I tast­ed such pure, com­plete, all-ab­sorb­ing ec­sta­sy. And how much I read in Olyessia’s big dark eyes!—the ex­cite­ment of the meet­ing, re­proach for my long ab­sence, and a pas­sion­ate dec­la­ra­tion of love. In that look I felt that Olyessia gave me her whole be­ing joy­ful­ly with­out doubt or reser­va­tion.

				She was the first to break the spell, point­ing to Manui­likha with a slow move­ment of her eye­lids. We sat down side by side, and Olyessia be­gan to ask me anx­ious­ly for the de­tails of my ill­ness, the medicines I had tak­en, what the doc­tor had said and thought—he came twice to see me from the lit­tle town; she made me tell about the doc­tor time af­ter time, and I could catch a fleet­ing, sar­cas­tic smile on her lips.

				“Oh, why didn’t I know that you were ill!” she ex­claimed with im­pa­tient re­gret. “I would have set you on your feet again in a sin­gle day. … How can they be trust­ed, when they don’t un­der­stand any­thing at all, noth­ing at all? Why didn’t you send for me?”

				I was at a loss for an an­swer.

				“You see, Olyessia … it hap­pened so sud­den­ly … be­sides, I was afraid to trou­ble you. To­wards the end you had be­come strange to­wards me, as though you were an­gry with me, or bored. … Olyessia,” I added, low­er­ing my voice, “we’ve got ev­er so much to say to each oth­er, ev­er so much … just we two … you un­der­stand?”

				She qui­et­ly cast down her eyes in to­ken of con­sent, and then whis­pered quick­ly, look­ing round timid­ly at her grand­moth­er:

				“Yes. … I want to, as well … lat­er … wait—”

				As soon as the sun be­gan to set, Olyessia be­gan to urge me to go home.

				“Make haste, be quick and get ready,” she said, pulling my hand from the bench. “If the damp catch­es you now, the fever will be on you again, im­me­di­ate­ly.”

				“Where are you go­ing, Olyessia?” Manui­likha asked sud­den­ly, see­ing that her grand­daugh­ter had thrown a large grey shawl hur­ried­ly over her head.

				“I’m go­ing part of the way with him,” an­swered Olyessia.

				She said the words with in­dif­fer­ence, look­ing not at her grand­moth­er but at the win­dow; but in her voice I could de­tect on al­most im­per­cep­ti­ble note of ir­ri­ta­tion.

				“You’re re­al­ly go­ing?” the old wom­an once more asked, mean­ing­ly.

				Olyessia’s eyes flashed, and she stared steadi­ly in­to Manui­likha’s face.

				“Yes, I am go­ing,” she replied proud­ly. “We talked it out and talked it out long ago. … It’s my af­fair, and my own re­spon­si­bil­i­ty.”

				“Ah, you—” the old wom­an ex­claimed in re­proach and an­noy­ance. She want­ed to add more, but on­ly waved her hand and dragged her trem­bling legs away in­to the cor­ner, and be­gan to busy her­self with a bas­ket, groan­ing.

				I un­der­stood that the brief un­pleas­ant con­ver­sa­tion which I had just wit­nessed was a con­tin­u­a­tion of a long se­ries of mu­tu­al quar­rels and bursts of anger. As I walked to the for­est at Olyessia’s side, I asked her:

				“Granny doesn’t want you to go for a walk with me, does she?”

				Olyessia shrugged her shoul­ders in vex­a­tion.

				“Please, don’t take any no­tice of it. … No, she doesn’t like it. … Sure­ly I’m free to do as I like?”

				Sud­den­ly I con­ceived an ir­re­sistible de­sire to re­proach Olyessia with her for­mer stern­ness.

				“But you could have done it be­fore my ill­ness as well. … On­ly then you didn’t want to be alone with me. … I thought, ev­ery evening I thought, per­haps you would come with me again. But you used to pay no at­ten­tion; you were so un­re­spon­sive, and cross. … How you tor­ment­ed me, Olyessia! …”

				“Don’t, dar­ling. … For­get it, …” Olyessia en­treat­ed with a ten­der apol­o­gy in her voice.

				“No, I’m not say­ing it to blame you. It just slipped out. Now, I un­der­stand why it was. … But be­fore—it’s fun­ny to talk about it even now—I thought you were of­fend­ed be­cause of the sergeant. The thought made me ter­ri­bly sad. I couldn’t help think­ing that you con­sid­ered me so re­mote and for­eign to you, that you found it hard to ac­cept a sim­ple kind­ness from me. … It was very bit­ter to me. … I nev­er even sus­pect­ed that granny was the cause of it all, Olyessia.”

				Olyessia’s face sud­den­ly flamed bright red.

				“But it wasn’t granny at all. … It was me. I didn’t want it, my­self,” she ex­claimed with a pas­sion­ate chal­lenge.

				“But why didn’t you want it, Olyessia, why?” I asked. My voice broke for ag­i­ta­tion, and I caught her by the hand and made her stop. We were just in the mid­dle of a long nar­row path, straight as an ar­row through the for­est. On ei­ther side we were sur­round­ed by tall slen­der pines, that formed a gi­gan­tic cor­ri­dor, re­ced­ing in­to the dis­tance, vault­ed with fra­grant in­ter­wo­ven branch­es. The bare peeled trunks were tinged with the pur­ple glow of the burnt-out red of the evening sky.

				“Tell me why, Olyessia, why?” I whis­pered again, press­ing her hand clos­er and clos­er.

				“I could not … I was afraid,” Olyessia said so low that I could hard­ly hear. “I thought it was pos­si­ble to es­cape one’s des­tiny. … But, now … now.”

				Her breath failed her, as though there were no air; and sud­den­ly her hands twined quick and ve­he­ment about my neck, and my lips were sweet­ly burnt by Olyessia’s quick trem­bling whis­per:

				“But it’s all the same, now … all the same! … Be­cause I love you, my dear, my joy, my beloved!”

				She pressed clos­er and clos­er to me, and I could feel how her strong, vig­or­ous, fer­vent body pulsed be­neath my hands, how quick­ly her heart beat against my chest. Her pas­sion­ate kiss­es poured like in­tox­i­cat­ing wine in­to my head, still weak with dis­ease, and I be­gan to lose my hold up­on my­self.

				“Olyessia, for God’s sake, don’t … leave me,” I said, try­ing to un­clasp her hands. “Now I am afraid. … I’m afraid of my­self. … Let me go, Olyessia.”

				She raised her head. Her face was all light­ed with a slow, lan­guid smile.

				“Don’t be afraid, my dar­ling,” she said with an in­de­scrib­able ex­pres­sion of ten­der pas­sion and touch­ing fear­less­ness. “I shall nev­er re­proach you, nev­er be jeal­ous of any­one. … Tell me on­ly, do you love me?”

				“I love you, Olyessia. I loved you long ago, and I love you pas­sion­ate­ly. But … don’t kiss me any more. … I grow weak, my head swims, I can’t an­swer for my­self. …”

				Her lips were once more pressed to mine in a long, painful sweet­ness. I did not hear, rather I di­vined her words.

				“Then don’t be afraid. Don’t think of any­thing be­sides. … To­day is ours; no one can take it from us.”

				

				And the whole night melt­ed in­to a mag­i­cal fairy tale. The moon rose, and its ra­di­ance poured fan­tas­ti­cal­ly in mot­ley and mys­te­ri­ous colours over the for­est. It lay amid the dark­ness in pale blue stains up­on the gnarled tree-trunks, on the bent branch­es and the soft car­pet of moss. The high birch-trunks showed clear and keen­ly white, and it seemed that a sil­very trans­par­ent veil of gauze had been thrown over the thin leaves. In places the light could by no means pen­e­trate the thick canopy of pine branch­es. There was com­plete, im­pen­e­tra­ble dark­ness, save on­ly that in the mid­dle a ray slipped in un­known from some­where and sud­den­ly shone bright­ly on a long row of trees, cast­ing a straight nar­row path on the earth, as bright and trim and beau­ti­ful as a path fash­ioned by fairies for the tri­umphant pro­ces­sion of Oberon and Ti­ta­nia. And we walked with our arms en­locked through this vivid, smil­ing fairy tale, with­out a sin­gle word, un­der the weight of our hap­pi­ness and the dread­ful si­lence of the night.

				“Dar­ling, I’ve for­got­ten quite that you must hur­ry home,” Olyessia sud­den­ly re­mem­bered. “What a wicked girl I am! You’re on­ly just re­cov­er­ing from your ill­ness and I’ve kept you all this while in the for­est.”

				I kissed her, and threw back the shawl from her thick dark hair, and asked her in the soft­est whis­per, bend­ing to her ear:

				“You don’t re­gret it, Olyessia? You don’t re­pent?”

				She shook her head slow­ly.

				“No, no. … Come what may, I shan’t re­gret. … I am so hap­py!”

				“Is some­thing bound to hap­pen, then?”

				There ap­peared in her eyes a flash of the mys­ti­cal ter­ror I had grown to recog­nise.

				“Yes, it is cer­tain. You re­mem­ber I told you about the queen of clubs. That queen of clubs is me, my­self; the mis­for­tune that the cards told of will hap­pen to me. … You know I thought of ask­ing you not to come and see us any more. But then you fell ill, and I nev­er saw you for near­ly a fort­night. … I was so anx­ious and sad for you that I felt I could have giv­en the whole world to be with you, just one lit­tle minute. Then I thought that I would not give up my hap­pi­ness, what­ev­er should come of it. …”

				“It’s true, Olyessia. That’s how it was with me, too,” I said, touch­ing her fore­head with my lips. “I nev­er knew that I loved you un­til I part­ed from you. It seems that man was right who said that part­ing to love is like wind to a fire: it blows out a small one, and makes a large one blaze.”

				“What did you say? Say it again, again, please.” Olyessia was in­ter­est­ed.

				I re­peat­ed the words again. I do not know whose they are. Olyessia mused over them, and I could see by the move­ment of her lips that she was say­ing the words over to her­self.

				I looked close­ly in­to her pale face, thrown back, her large black eyes with glim­mer­ing bright lights with­in them from the moon; and with a sud­den chill a vague fore­bod­ing of im­mi­nent calami­ty crept in­to my soul.

			
			
				XI

				The naive en­chant­ing tale of our love last­ed for near­ly a month. To this day there live with undi­min­ished po­ten­cy in my soul Olyessia’s beau­ti­ful face and those blaz­ing twi­lights, those dewy morn­ings fra­grant with lilies and hon­ey, full of vig­or­ous fresh­ness and the sonorous noise of birds, those hot, lan­guid, idle days of June. In that time nei­ther weari­ness, nor fa­tigue, nor my eter­nal pas­sion for a wan­der­ing life ev­er touched my soul. I was a pa­gan god or a strong, young an­i­mal, de­light­ing in the light and warmth and con­scious joy of life, and in calm, pure, sen­su­ous love.

				Af­ter my re­cov­ery old Manui­likha be­came so in­tol­er­a­bly snap­pish, met me with such undis­guised mal­ice, and, while I was sit­ting in the hut, moved the pots on the stove with such noisy ex­as­per­a­tion, that Olyessia and I pre­ferred to meet in the for­est ev­ery evening. … And the state­ly green beau­ty of the pine-for­est was the pre­cious set­ting which adorned our tran­quil love.

				Ev­ery day with deep­er and deep­er won­der I dis­cov­ered that Olyessia, the child of the for­est who could not even read, showed in many things of life a del­i­cate sen­si­tive­ness and a pe­cu­liar na­tive re­fine­ment. There are al­ways hor­ri­ble sides to love, in its di­rect and coars­er mean­ing, which are a tor­ment and a shame to ner­vous artis­tic na­tures. But Olyessia could avoid them with such naive chasti­ty that our love was nev­er once spoiled by a sin­gle ug­ly thought, or one mo­ment of cyn­i­cism.

				Mean­while the time of my de­par­ture was ap­proach­ing. To tell the truth, all my of­fi­cial busi­ness at Pere­brod was al­ready at an end; but I had de­lib­er­ate­ly de­layed my re­turn to town. I had not yet breathed a word of this to Olyessia, for I was afraid even to imag­ine to my­self how she would re­ceive the news that I must go away. Habit had tak­en roots too deep in me. To see Olyessia ev­ery day, to hear her dear voice and mu­si­cal laugh­ter, to feel the ten­der beau­ty of her ca­ress­es, had come to be more than a ne­ces­si­ty for me. On the rare days when stress of weath­er pre­vent­ed us from meet­ing I felt ex­act­ly as though I had been lost, and de­prived of what was chief and all-im­por­tant in my life. Ev­ery oc­cu­pa­tion was te­dious and use­less to me, and my whole be­ing craved for the for­est, the warmth and the light, and Olyessia’s dear fa­mil­iar face.

				The idea of mar­ry­ing Olyessia en­tered my head more and more in­sis­tent­ly. At first it had on­ly pre­sent­ed it­self to me but rarely as a pos­si­ble, and in ex­trem­i­ties an hon­est, is­sue to our re­la­tion­ship. On­ly one thing alarmed and checked me. I dared not even imag­ine to my­self what Olyessia would be like, fash­ion­ably dressed, chat­ting to the wives of my col­leagues in the draw­ing-room, snatched away from the fas­ci­nat­ing set­ting of the old for­est, full of leg­ends and mys­te­ri­ous pow­ers.

				But the near­er came the time for me to de­part, the greater was the an­guish and hor­ror of lone­li­ness which pos­sessed me. My res­o­lu­tion to mar­ry grew dai­ly stronger in my soul, and fi­nal­ly I could no longer see it as a bold de­fi­ance of so­ci­ety. “De­cent, well-ed­u­cat­ed men mar­ry dress­mak­ers and ser­vant-maids,” I con­soled my­self, “and they live hap­pi­ly to­geth­er, and to the day of their death they thank the fate which urged them to this res­o­lu­tion. Shall I be un­hap­pi­er than the oth­ers?”

				Once in mid-June, to­wards evening, I was wait­ing for Olyessia, ac­cord­ing to my habit, at the turn of a nar­row for­est path among the flow­er­ing whitethorn bush­es. When she was far in the dis­tance I made out the easy, quick sound of her steps.

				“How are you, my dar­ling?” Olyessia said, em­brac­ing me and breath­ing heav­i­ly. “Have I kept you wait­ing too long? … It was so hard to get away at the last. … Fight­ing with granny all the while.”

				“Isn’t she rec­on­ciled yet?”

				“Nev­er! She says to me: ‘He’ll ru­in you. … He’ll play with you at his plea­sure and then desert you. … He doesn’t love you at all—’ ”

				“So that’s what she says about me?”

				“Yes, dar­ling, about you. … But I don’t be­lieve a sin­gle word of it all the same. …”

				“Does she know ev­ery­thing?”

				“I couldn’t say for sure. … But I be­lieve she knows. … I’ve nev­er spo­ken to her about it—she guess­es. But what’s the good of think­ing about that. … Come.”

				She plucked a twig of whitethorn with a su­perb spray of blos­som and thrust it in­to her hair. We walked slow­ly along the path which showed faint­ly rosy be­neath the evening sun.

				The night be­fore I had de­cid­ed that I would speak out at all costs this evening. But a strange timid­i­ty lay like a weight up­on my tongue. “If I tell Olyessia that I am go­ing away and go­ing to mar­ry her,” I thought, “will she not think that my pro­pos­al is on­ly made to soothe the pain of the first wound? … But I’ll be­gin the mo­ment we reach that maple with the peeled trunk,” I fixed in my mind. We were al­ready on a lev­el with the maple. Pale with ag­i­ta­tion I had be­gun to draw a deep breath to be­gin to speak, when my courage sud­den­ly failed, and end­ed in a ner­vous painful beat­ing of my heart and a chill on my lips. “Twen­ty-sev­en is my num­ber,” I thought a few mo­ments lat­er. “I’ll count up to twen­ty-sev­en, and then! …” I be­gan to count to my­self, but when I reached twen­ty-sev­en I felt that the res­o­lu­tion had not yet ma­tured in me. “No,” I said to my­self, “I’d bet­ter go on count­ing to six­ty … that will make just a minute, and then with­out fail, with­out fail—”

				“What’s the mat­ter with you to­day?” Olyessia sud­den­ly asked. “You’re think­ing of some­thing un­pleas­ant. What has hap­pened to you?”

				Then I be­gan to speak, but with a tone re­pug­nant to my­self, with an as­sumed un­nat­u­ral care­less­ness, just as though it were a tri­fling af­fair.

				“Yes, it re­al­ly is rather un­pleas­ant. … You have guessed it, Olyessia. … You see, my ser­vice here is fin­ished, and the au­thor­i­ties have sum­moned me back to town.”

				I took a quick side-glance at Olyessia. The colour died away from her face and her lips quiv­ered. She said not a word in re­ply. Some min­utes I walked in si­lence by her side. The grasshop­pers chat­tered nois­i­ly in the grass, and the strained mo­not­o­nous note of a corn­crake sound­ed some­where afar.

				“Of course you un­der­stand, your­self, Olyessia,” I again be­gan, “that it’s no good my stay­ing here, be­sides there’s nowhere to stay. … And I can’t ne­glect my du­ty—”

				“No … why … what’s the good of talk­ing?” Olyessia said, in a voice out­ward­ly calm, but so deep and life­less that ter­ror seized me. “If it’s your du­ty, of course … you must go—”

				She stopped by the tree and leaned against the trunk, her face ut­ter­ly pale, her hands hang­ing limply by her body, a poignant piti­ful smile on her lips. Her pal­lor fright­ened me. I rushed to her and pressed her hands ve­he­ment­ly.

				“What’s the mat­ter, Olyessia … dar­ling!”

				“Noth­ing … for­give me. … It will pass—now. … My head is dizzy.” She con­trolled her­self with an ef­fort and went on, leav­ing her hand in mine.

				“You’re think­ing ill of me, Olyessia,” I said re­proach­ful­ly. “You should be ashamed. Do you think, as well, that I could cast you off and leave you? No, my dar­ling. That’s why I be­gan this con­ver­sa­tion—so that you should go this very day to your grand­moth­er and tell her you will be my wife.”

				Quite con­trary to my ex­pec­ta­tion, Olyessia showed hard­ly a trace of sur­prise at my words.

				“Your wife?” She shook her head slow­ly and sad­ly. “No, it’s im­pos­si­ble, Vanich­ka dear.”

				“Why, Olyessia? Why?”

				“No, no. … You can see your­self, it’s fun­ny to think of it even. What kind of wife could I be for you? You are a gen­tle­man, clever, ed­u­cate—and I? I can’t even read. I don’t know how to be­have. You will be ashamed to be my hus­band. …”

				“What non­sense, Olyessia,” I replied fer­vent­ly. “In six months you won’t know your­self. You don’t even sus­pect the nat­u­ral wit and ge­nius for ob­ser­va­tion you have in you. We’ll read all sorts of good books to­geth­er; we’ll make friends with de­cent, clever peo­ple; we’ll see the whole wide world to­geth­er, Olyessia. We’ll go to­geth­er arm in arm just like we are now un­til old age, to the grave it­self; and I shan’t be ashamed of you, but proud and grate­ful. …”

				Olyessia an­swered my pas­sion­ate speech with a grate­ful clasp of the hand, but she per­sist­ed:

				“That’s not ev­ery­thing. … Per­haps you don’t know, yet. … I nev­er told you. … I haven’t a fa­ther. … I’m il­le­git­i­mate. …”

				“Don’t, Olyessia. … That’s the last thing I care about. What have I got to do with your fam­i­ly, when you your­self are more pre­cious to me than my fa­ther and moth­er, than the whole world even? No, this is all tri­fling—just ex­cus­es! …”

				Olyessia pressed her shoul­der against mine with a gen­tle sub­mis­sive ca­ress.

				“Dar­ling! … You’d bet­ter not have be­gun to talk at all. … You are young, free. … Would I ev­er dare to tie you hand and foot for all your life? … What if you fall in love with an­oth­er wom­an af­ter­wards? Then you will de­spise me, and curse the day and hour when I agreed to mar­ry you. Don’t be an­gry, dar­ling!” she cried out in en­treaty, see­ing by my face that the words had of­fend­ed me, “I don’t want to hurt you. … I’m on­ly think­ing of your hap­pi­ness. And you’ve for­got­ten granny. Well, ask your­self, could I leave her alone?”

				“Why … she’ll come with us, too.” (I con­fess the idea of granny made me un­easy.) “And even if she didn’t want to live with us … there are hous­es in ev­ery town … called alms-hous­es, where such old wom­en are giv­en rest, and care­ful­ly looked af­ter.”

				“No, what are you say­ing? She will nev­er go away from the for­est. She is afraid of peo­ple.”

				“Well, think of some­thing bet­ter your­self, Olyessia. You must choose be­tween me and granny. But I tell you this one thing—that life will be hideous to me with­out you.”

				“You dar­ling!” Olyessia said with pro­found ten­der­ness. “Just for those words I am grate­ful. … You have warmed my heart. … But still I shan’t mar­ry you. … I rather go with you with­out be­ing mar­ried, if you don’t send me away. … But don’t be in a hur­ry, please don’t hur­ry me. Give me a day or two. I’ll think it over well. … Be­sides, I must speak to granny, as well.”

				“Tell me, Olyessia,” I asked, for the shad­ow of a new thought was up­on my mind. “Per­haps you are still … afraid of the church?”

				Per­haps I should have be­gun with this ques­tion. Al­most ev­ery day I used to quar­rel with Olyessia over it, try­ing to shake her be­lief in the imag­i­nary curse that hung over her fam­i­ly for the pos­ses­sion of mag­ic pow­ers. There is some­thing of the preach­er es­sen­tial in ev­ery Rus­sian in­tel­lec­tu­al. It is in our blood; it has been in­stilled by the whole of Rus­sian lit­er­a­ture in the last gen­er­a­tions. Who could say but, if Olyessia had had a pro­found be­lief, and strict­ly ob­served the fasts, and nev­er missed a sin­gle ser­vice, it is quite pos­si­ble I would have be­gun to speak iron­i­cal­ly (but on­ly a lit­tle, for I was al­ways a be­liev­er my­self) of her piety and to de­vel­op a crit­i­cal cu­rios­i­ty of mind in her. But with a firm, naive con­vic­tion she pro­fessed her com­mu­nion with the pow­ers of dark­ness, and her es­trange­ment from God, of whom she was afraid to speak.

				In vain I tried to shake Olyessia’s su­per­sti­tion. All my log­i­cal ar­gu­ments, all my mock­ery, some­times rude and wicked, were bro­ken against her sub­mis­sive con­fi­dence in her mys­te­ri­ous, fa­tal vo­ca­tion.

				“You’re afraid of the church, Olyessia?” I re­peat­ed.

				She bent her head in si­lence.

				“You think God will not ac­cept you?” I con­tin­ued with grow­ing pas­sion. “That He will not have mer­cy on you; He who, though He com­mands mil­lions of an­gels, yet came down to earth and suf­fered a hor­ri­ble in­fa­mous death for the sal­va­tion of all men? He who did not dis­dain the re­pen­tance of the worst wom­an, and promised a high­way mur­der­er that on that very day he would sit to­geth­er with Him in Par­adise?”

				This in­ter­pre­ta­tion of mine was al­ready fa­mil­iar to Olyessia; but this time she did not even lis­ten to me. With a quick move­ment she took off her shawl, rolled it up and flung it in my face. A strug­gle be­gan. I tried to snatch her nosegay of whitethorn away. She re­sist­ed, fell on the ground and dragged me down with her, laugh­ing joy­ful­ly and hold­ing out to me her dar­ling lips, moist and opened by her quick breath­ing. …

				Late at night, when we had said good­bye and were al­ready a good dis­tance away from each oth­er, I sud­den­ly heard Olyessia’s voice be­hind me: “Vanich­ka! Wait a mo­ment. … I want to tell you some­thing.”

				I turned and went to meet her. Olyessia quick­ly ran up to me. Al­ready the thin notched sil­ver sick­le of the young moon stood in the sky, and by its light I saw that Olyessia’s eyes were full of big brim­ming tears.

				“What is it, Olyessia?” I asked anx­ious­ly.

				She seized my hands and be­gan to kiss them in turn.

				“Dar­ling … how sweet you are! How good you are!” she said with a trem­bling voice. “I was just walk­ing and think­ing how much you love me. … You see I want aw­ful­ly to do some­thing that you would like very, very much.”

				“Olyessia … my pre­cious girl, be calm—”

				“Tell me,” she con­tin­ued, “would you be very glad if I went to church some time? Tell me the truth, the re­al truth.”

				I was think­ing. A su­per­sti­tious thought sud­den­ly crossed my mind that some mis­for­tune would come of it.

				“Why don’t you an­swer? Tell me quick­ly; would you be glad, or is it all the same to you?”

				“How can I say, Olyessia?” I be­gan doubt­ful­ly. “Well, yes. … I would be glad. I’ve said many times that a man may dis­be­lieve, doubt, even laugh fi­nal­ly. But a wom­an … a wom­an must be re­li­gious with­out any so­phis­ti­ca­tion. I al­ways feel some­thing touch­ing, fem­i­nine, beau­ti­ful in the sim­ple ten­der con­fi­dence with which a wom­an sur­ren­ders her­self to the pro­tec­tion of God.”

				I was silent; nei­ther did Olyessia make any an­swer, but nes­tled her head in my bo­som.

				“Why did you ask me this?” I was cu­ri­ous.

				She start­ed sud­den­ly.

				“Noth­ing. … I just asked. … Don’t take any no­tice. Now, good­bye, dar­ling. Come to­mor­row.”

				She dis­ap­peared. I stood still for a long while, look­ing in­to the dark­ness, lis­ten­ing ea­ger­ly to the quick steps go­ing away from me. A sud­den dread fore­bod­ing seized me. I had an ir­re­sistible de­sire to run af­ter Olyessia, to take hold of her and ask, im­plore, de­mand, if need be, that she should not go to church. But I checked the sud­den im­pulse, and I re­mem­ber that as I went my way I even said aloud:

				“It seems to me, my dear Vanich­ka, that the su­per­sti­tion’s touched you as well.”

				My God, why did I not lis­ten then to the dim voice of the heart, which—I now be­lieve it im­plic­it­ly—nev­er errs in its mo­men­tary mys­te­ri­ous pre­sen­ti­ments?

			
			
				XII

				The day af­ter this meet­ing was Whit­sun­tide, which that year fell on the day of the great mar­tyr Tim­o­thy, when, ac­cord­ing to the folk leg­ends, the omens of a bad har­vest be­fall. Ec­cle­si­as­ti­cal­ly the vil­lage of Pere­brod was con­sid­ered aux­il­iary; that is to say, that though there was a church there it had no priest of its own. On rare oc­ca­sions, in fast time and on the great fes­ti­vals, it was served by the priest of the vil­lage of Volchye.

				That day my of­fi­cial du­ties took me to the neigh­bour­ing town, and I set off thith­er on horse­back about eight o’clock, in the chill of the morn­ing. A good time be­fore I had bought a small cob for do­ing my rounds, a beast six or sev­en years old, which came from the rough lo­cal breed, but had been care­ful­ly looked af­ter and made a pet of by the for­mer own­er, the dis­trict sur­vey­or. The horse’s name was Taranchik. I be­came great­ly at­tached to the dear beast, with its strong, thin, chis­elled legs, with its shag­gy mane, from be­neath which peeped fiery eyes, with firm, close-pressed lips. Its colour was rare and cu­ri­ous, a grey mouse-colour all over the body save for a piebald rump.

				I had to pass right through the vil­lage. The big green that ran from the church to the inn was com­plete­ly cov­ered by long rows of carts in which the peas­ants of the neigh­bour­ing vil­lages had come with their wives and chil­dren for the hol­i­day—from Volocha, Zoul­nya, and Pechalov­ka. Peo­ple were roam­ing about among the carts. Not­with­stand­ing the ear­ly hour and the strict reg­u­la­tions one could al­ready see drunk­en peo­ple among them. (On hol­i­days and at night Shroul, the for­mer innkeep­er, sold vod­ka on the qui­et.) The morn­ing was wind­less and close. The air was sul­try and the day promised to be in­suf­fer­ably hot. There was not a sin­gle cloud to be seen in the glow­ing sky, which looked ex­act­ly as though it were cov­ered with a sil­ver dust.

				When I had done all my busi­ness in the lit­tle town I had a light hasty meal of pike, stuffed and cooked in the Jew­ish fash­ion, washed down with some very in­fe­ri­or mud­dy beer, and set out for home. As I passed by the smithy I rec­ol­lect­ed that Taranchik’s off fore-shoe had been loose for some time, and I stopped to have him shod. That took me an­oth­er hour and a half, so that by the time I was near­ing Pere­brod it was al­ready be­tween four and five o’clock in the af­ter­noon.

				The whole square was packed with drunk­en, shout­ing peo­ple. The yard and porch of the inn were lit­er­al­ly choked by jostling, push­ing cus­tomers; the Pere­brod men were mixed up with strangers, sit­ting on the grass and in the shade of the carts. Ev­ery­where were heads thrown back and lift­ed bot­tles. There was not a sin­gle man sober; and the gen­er­al in­tox­i­ca­tion had reached the point at which the peas­ant be­gins nois­i­ly boast­ing and ex­ag­ger­at­ing his own drunk­en­ness, and all his move­ments ac­quire a fee­ble, pon­der­ous free­dom, when, for in­stance, in or­der to nod “yes” he bows his whole body down, bends his knees, and, sud­den­ly los­ing his bal­ance com­plete­ly, draws back help­less­ly. The chil­dren were push­ing and scream­ing in the same place be­neath the hors­es’ legs, while the hors­es munched their hay un­con­cerned. Else­where, a wom­an who could hard­ly stand on her feet her­self dragged her re­luc­tant hus­band, foul­ly drunk, home by the sleeve. … In the shade of a fence about twen­ty men and wom­en peas­ants were pressed close round a blind harpist, whose tremu­lous, snuf­fling tenor, ac­com­pa­nied by the mo­not­o­nous, jin­gling drone of his in­stru­ment, rose sharp above the dull mur­mur of the crowd. At a dis­tance I could hear the fa­mil­iar words of the Lit­tle Rus­sian song:

				
					
						“Oh, there rose the star, the evening star,
						

						And stood over Pochah monastery.
						

						Oh, there came out the Turk­ish troops
						

						Like un­to a black cloud.”
					

				

				This song goes on to tell how the Turks, fail­ing in their at­tack up­on the Pochayev monastery, re­solved to take it by cun­ning. With this end they sent, as it were a gift to the monastery, a huge can­dle filled with gun­pow­der. The can­dle was dragged by twelve yoke of ox­en, and the de­light­ed monks were ea­ger to light it be­fore the icon of the Vir­gin; but God did not al­low the wicked de­sign to be ac­com­plished.

				
					
						“And the el­der dreamt a dream
						

						That he should not take the can­dle,
						

						But bear it away to the open field,
						

						And hew it down with an axe.”
					

				

				And the monks:

				
					
						“Took it in­to the open field,
						

						And be­gan to chop it,
						

						Oh, then bul­lets and balls be­gan
						

						To scat­ter on ev­ery side.”
					

				

				It seemed that the in­suf­fer­ably hot air was whol­ly sat­u­rat­ed with a dis­gust­ing smell, com­pound­ed of vod­ka dregs, onions, sheep­skins, strong shag, and the vapours of dirty hu­man bod­ies. As I made my way through the peo­ple, hard­ly hold­ing in Taranchik who tossed his head con­tin­u­al­ly, I could not help notic­ing that un­cer­e­mo­ni­ous, cu­ri­ous, and hos­tile looks were bent on me from ev­ery side. Not a sin­gle man doffed his cap, which was quite un­usu­al, but the noise grew still at my ap­proach. Sud­den­ly from the very mid­dle of the crowd came a hoarse, drunk­en shout which I could not clear­ly dis­tin­guish; but it was an­swered by a re­strained gig­gle. A fright­ened wom­an’s voice be­gan to re­buke the brawler.

				“Hush, you fool. … What are you shout­ing for? He’ll hear you—”

				“What if he does hear?” the peas­ant replied taunt­ing­ly. “What the hell’s he got to do with me? Is he an of­fi­cial? He’s on­ly in the for­est with his—”

				A long, filthy, hor­ri­ble phrase hung in the air, with a burst of fran­tic, roar­ing laugh­ter. I quick­ly turned my horse round, and seized the han­dle of my whip con­vul­sive­ly, over­whelmed by the mad fury which sees noth­ing, thinks of noth­ing, and is afraid of noth­ing. In a flash, a strange, anx­ious, painful thought went through my mind: “All this has hap­pened once be­fore in my life, many years ago. … The sun blazed just as it does now. … The whole of the big square was over­flow­ing with a noisy, ex­cit­ed crowd just as it is now. … I turned back in a parox­ysm of wild anger just in the same way. … But where was it? When? When?” I low­ered my whip and mad­ly gal­loped home.

				Yarmo­la came out of the kitchen at his leisure, and said rude­ly, as he took my horse: “The bailiff of the Maren­ov farm is sit­ting in your room.”

				I had the fan­cy that he want­ed to add some­thing more that was im­por­tant to me and painful too; I even imag­ined that a fleet­ing ex­pres­sion of evil de­ri­sion sped over his face. In­ten­tion­al­ly I stopped dead in the door­way and gave Yarmo­la a look of chal­lenge, but with­out look­ing at me he was al­ready drag­ging the horse away by the rein. The horse’s head was stretched for­ward, and it stepped del­i­cate­ly.

				In my room I found the agent of the neigh­bour­ing es­tate, Niki­ta Nazarich Mishtchenko. He was dressed in a grey jack­et with large gin­ger checks, in nar­row corn­flow­er blue trousers, and a fiery red neck­tie. There was a deep part­ing down the mid­dle of his hair, which shone with po­made, and from the whole of him ex­ud­ed the scent of Per­sian lilac. When he saw me he jumped up from his chair and be­gan to curt­sy, not bow­ing, but some­how break­ing at the waist, and at the same time un­sheath­ing the pale gums of both his jaws.

				“Ex­treme­ly de­light­ed to have the hon­our,” Niki­ta Nazarich jab­bered cour­te­ous­ly. “Very glad in­deed to see you. I’ve been wait­ing for you here ev­er since the ser­vice. I hadn’t seen you for so long that I was bored, and missed you very much. Why is it you nev­er look us up? The girls in Stiepa­ny laugh at you nowa­days.”

				Sud­den­ly he was seized by an in­stan­ta­neous rec­ol­lec­tion, and broke out in­to an ir­re­sistible gig­gle.

				“What fun it was to­day!” he cried out, chok­ing and chuck­ling. “Ha, ha, ha, ha. … I fair­ly split my sides with laugh­ing.”

				“What do you mean? What fun?” I asked with­out trou­bling to con­ceal my an­noy­ance.

				“There was a row af­ter ser­vice,” Niki­ta Nazarich con­tin­ued, punc­tu­at­ing his words with vol­leys of laugh­ter. “The Pere­brod girls. … No, by God, I re­al­ly can’t. … The Pere­brod girls caught a witch in the mar­ket­place here. Of course, it’s on­ly their peas­ant ig­no­rance that makes them think she’s a witch. … But they did give her a thrash­ing! They were go­ing to tar her all over, but some­how she slipped from them and got away—”

				A ghast­ly sur­mise en­tered my head. I rushed to­wards the bailiff, and for­get­ting my­self com­plete­ly in my ag­i­ta­tion, gripped him vi­o­lent­ly by the shoul­ders.

				“What’s that you say?” I cried in a fu­ri­ous voice. “Stop your gig­gling, damn you? Who’s this witch you’re talk­ing about?”

				In­stant­ly his laugh­ing ceased, and he stared with his round, fright­ened eyes. …

				“I … I … re­al­ly don’t know,” he be­gan to stam­mer in con­fu­sion. “I be­lieve it was some­one called Samoi­likha … Manui­likha, was it? … Yes, that’s it, the daugh­ter of some­one called Manui­likha. … The peas­ants were shout­ing some­thing or oth­er, but hon­est­ly I don’t re­mem­ber what it was.”

				I made him tell me ev­ery­thing he had seen and heard in or­der. He told his tale ab­surd­ly, in­co­her­ent­ly, con­fus­ing de­tails, and ev­ery mo­ment I in­ter­rupt­ed him with im­pa­tient ques­tions and ex­cla­ma­tions, al­most with abuse. I could un­der­stand very lit­tle from his sto­ry, and it was on­ly two months lat­er that I could piece to­geth­er the re­al or­der of the vile hap­pen­ing from the words of an eye­wit­ness, the wife of the forester of the Crown Lands, who was al­so present at Mass that day.

				I had not been de­ceived by my fore­bod­ing. Olyessia had bro­ken down her fears and come to church. Though she did not reach the church un­til the ser­vice was half done, and stopped in the en­try, her ar­rival was in­stant­ly no­ticed by ev­ery peas­ant in church. All through the ser­vice the wom­en were whis­per­ing to each oth­er and glanc­ing be­hind them.

				How­ev­er Olyessia had strength enough in her­self to stand out the Mass right to the end. Per­haps she did not un­der­stand the re­al mean­ing of those hos­tile looks; per­haps she de­spised them out of pride. But when she came out of the church she could get no far­ther than the church fence be­fore she was sur­round­ed by a crowd of wom­en, which grew larg­er and larg­er ev­ery minute, and pressed clos­er and clos­er up­on Olyessia. At first they on­ly ex­am­ined the help­less girl in si­lence and with­out cer­e­mo­ny, while she looked ev­ery­where about her in fright. Then there came a show­er of rude in­sults, hard words, abuse, ac­com­pa­nied by roars of laugh­ter; then all sep­a­rate words dis­ap­peared in­to one gen­er­al pierc­ing wom­en’s shriek, where­in ev­ery­thing was con­fused and the nerves of the ag­i­tat­ed crowd be­came more and more tight­ly strung. Sev­er­al times Olyessia at­tempt­ed to pass through this hor­ri­ble liv­ing ring, but ev­ery time she was pushed back in­to the mid­dle again. Sud­den­ly the squeak­ing voice of some old hag shrieked from some­where at the back of the crowd: “Smear the slut with tar—tar the slut!” (Ev­ery­body knows that in Lit­tle Rus­sia to smear with tar even the gates of the house where a girl lives is con­sid­ered as a mark of the great­est, the most in­deli­ble, dis­grace to her.) Al­most the same sec­ond a pot of tar and a brush ap­peared over the heads of the rag­ing fu­ries, passed from hand to hand.

				Then Olyessia, seized by a parox­ysm of anger, hor­ror and de­spair, rushed on the near­est of her tor­men­tors with such im­petu­ous force that she was thrown to the ground. Im­me­di­ate­ly a fight burst forth, and in­nu­mer­able bod­ies were con­fused in one gen­er­al shout­ing mass. But by some mir­a­cle Olyessia suc­ceed­ed in slip­ping out from among the tan­gle, and rushed head­long down the road, with­out her shawl, her clothes torn to rib­bons, through which in many places her naked body could be seen. Stones, vile abuse, laugh­ter and shouts sped af­ter her. … When she had run fifty paces Olyessia stopped, turned her pale, scratched, bleed­ing face to the crowd, and said so loud that each word could be heard all through the square: “Very well. … You will re­mem­ber this. You will weep your fill for this, all of you!”

				The eye­wit­ness of the hap­pen­ing told me af­ter­wards that this threat was pro­nounced with such pas­sion­ate ha­tred, in such a de­ter­mined tone of prophe­cy, that for a mo­ment the whole crowd was as it were be­numbed; but on­ly for a mo­ment, be­cause a fresh ex­plo­sion of curs­es was heard im­me­di­ate­ly.

				I say again that it was not till long af­ter that I came to know many de­tails of this sto­ry. I had nei­ther strength nor pa­tience to hear Mishtchenko’s tale to the end. I sud­den­ly re­mem­ber that Yarmo­la had prob­a­bly not had time yet to un­sad­dle my horse, and with­out a word to the as­tound­ed bailiff, I rushed out in­to the yard. Yarmo­la was still lead­ing Taranchik along by the fence. I quick­ly slipped the bri­dle on, tight­ened the girths, and raced away in­to the for­est by cir­cuitous paths in or­der to avoid hav­ing to pass through the drunk­en crowd again.

			
			
				XIII

				I can­not pos­si­bly de­scribe my state dur­ing that wild gal­lop. There were mo­ments when I ut­ter­ly for­got where and why I was rid­ing; on­ly a dim con­scious­ness re­mained that some­thing ir­repara­ble had hap­pened, some­thing grotesque and hor­ri­ble; a con­scious­ness like the heavy, cause­less anx­i­ety which will pos­sess a per­son in a fever­ish night­mare. And all the while strange­ly rang in my head, in time with the horse’s hoof-beat, the snuf­fling, bro­ken voice of the harpist:

				
					
						“Oh, there came out the Turk­ish troops
						

						Like un­to a black cloud.”
					

				

				When I reached the nar­row foot­path that led straight to Manui­likha’s hut, I jumped off Taranchik and led him by the rein. By the edge of the sad­dle pads, and wher­ev­er the girths and bri­dle touched him, stood out white lumps of thick froth. From the vi­o­lent heat of the day and the speed of my gal­lop, the blood roared in my head as though forced by some im­mense, un­ceas­ing pump.

				I tied my horse to the wat­tle hedge and en­tered the hut. At first I thought that Olyessia was not there, and my heart and lips were chilled with fear; but a minute lat­er I saw her ly­ing on the bed with her face to the wall and her head hid­den in the pil­lows. She did not even turn at the noise of the open­ing door.

				Manui­likha was squat­ting on the floor by her side. When she saw me she rose with ef­fort to her feet and shook her hand at me.

				“Sh! Don’t make a noise, curse you!” she said in a men­ac­ing whis­per, com­ing close to me. She glanced with her cold, fad­ed eyes straight in­to mine and hissed ma­lig­nant­ly: “Yes! You’ve done that beau­ti­ful­ly, my dar­ling!”

				“Look here, granny!” I an­swered stern­ly. “This isn’t the time to set­tle our ac­count and abuse each oth­er. What’s the mat­ter with Olyessia?”

				“Sh. … Sh! Olyessia’s ly­ing there un­con­scious; that’s what’s the mat­ter with Olyessia! If you hadn’t poked your nose in where you had no busi­ness, and talked a pack of non­sense to the girl, noth­ing wrong would have hap­pened. And I just looked on and in­dulged it, blind fool that I am. … But my heart scent­ed mis­for­tune. … It scent­ed mis­for­tune from the very first day when you broke in­to our house, al­most by force. Do you mean to say that it wasn’t you who per­suad­ed her to go trail­ing off to church?” Sud­den­ly the old wom­an looked at me with her face dis­tort­ed with ha­tred. “Wasn’t it you, you cursed gen­tle­man! Don’t lie—don’t put me off with your cun­ning tricks, you shame­less hound! What did you go en­tic­ing her to church for?”

				“I didn’t en­tice her, granny. … I give you my word. She want­ed to, her­self.”

				“Ah, my grief, my mis­for­tune!” Manui­likha clasped her hands. “She came run­ning back from there—with no face left at all, and all her skirt in rags … with­out a shawl to her head. … She tells me how it hap­pened … then she laughs, or cries. … Just pos­sessed sim­ply. … She lay on the bed … weep­ing all the while, and then I saw that she’d fall­en in­to a sleep, I thought. … And I was hap­py like an old fool. ‘She’ll sleep it all away now, for good,’ I thought. I saw her hand hang­ing down, and I thought I’d bet­ter put it right, or it would swell. … I felt for the dar­ling’s hand and it was burn­ing, blaz­ing. … That meant the fever had be­gun. … For an hour she nev­er stopped speak­ing, fast, and so piti­ful­ly. … She on­ly stopped this very minute, a mo­ment ago. … What have you done? What have you done to her?”

				Sud­den­ly her brown face writhed in­to a mon­strous, dis­gust­ing gri­mace of weep­ing. Her lips tight­ened and drooped at the cor­ners: all the mus­cles of her face stiff­ened and trem­bled, her eye­lids lift­ed and wrin­kled her fore­head in­to deep folds, and from her eyes came a quick rain of big tears, big as peas. She held her head in her hands, and with her el­bows on the ta­ble be­gan to rock her whole body to and fro and to whine in a low, drawn-out voice.

				“My lit­tle daught‑er! My dar­ling grand-daught‑er! Oh, it is so hard for me, so bit‑te‑r!”

				“Don’t roar, you old fool!” I coarse­ly broke in on Manui­likha. “You’ll wake her!”

				The old wom­an kept si­lence, but with the same ter­ri­ble con­tor­tion of her face she went on swing­ing to and fro, while the big tears splashed on to the ta­ble. … About ten min­utes passed in this way. I sat by Manui­likha’s side and anx­ious­ly lis­tened to a fly knock­ing against the win­dow­pane with a bro­ken yet mo­not­o­nous buzzing. …

				“Granny!” sud­den­ly a faint, bare­ly au­di­ble voice came from Olyessia: “Granny, who’s here?”

				Manui­likha hasti­ly hob­bled to the bed, and straight­way be­gan to whine once more.

				“Oh, my grand­daugh­ter, my own! Oh, it is so hard for me, so bit‑t‑e‑r!”

				“Ah, stop, granny, stop!” Olyessia said with com­plain­ing en­treaty and suf­fer­ing in her voice. “Who’s sit­ting here?”

				Cau­tious­ly, I ap­proached the bed on tip­toe, with the awk­ward, guilty con­science of my own gross health which one al­ways feels by a sick bed.

				“It’s me, Olyessia,” I said, low­er­ing my voice. “I’ve just come from the vil­lage on horse­back. … I was in the town all the morn­ing. … You’re ill, Olyessia?”

				With­out mov­ing her face from the pil­low, she stretched out her bare hand, as though she were feel­ing for some­thing in the air. I un­der­stood the move­ment and took her hot hand in­to mine. Two huge blue marks, one on the wrist, the oth­er above the el­bow, stood out sharp on her ten­der white skin.

				“My dar­ling,” Olyessia be­gan to speak slow­ly, with dif­fi­cul­ty sep­a­rat­ing one word from an­oth­er. “I want … to look at you … but I can­not. … They’ve maimed me. … All over, my whole body. … You re­mem­ber. … You loved my face, so much. … You loved it, dar­ling, didn’t you? … It made me so glad, al­ways. … And now it will dis­gust you … even to look at me. … That is why … I do not want—”

				“For­give me, Olyessia!” I whis­pered, bend­ing down to her ear.

				Her burn­ing hand pressed mine hard and held it long.

				“But what are you say­ing? Why should I for­give you, my dar­ling? Aren’t you ashamed to think of it even? How could it be your fault? It’s all my own—stupid me. … Why did I go? … No, my pre­cious, don’t blame your­self. …”

				“Olyessia, will you let me. … Prom­ise me first, that you will—”

				“I’ll prom­ise, dar­ling … any­thing you want—”

				“Let me send for a doc­tor. … I im­plore you. … Well, you needn’t do any­thing he tells you, if you like. … But say ‘yes’—on­ly for my sake, Olyessia.”

				“Oh … you’ve caught me in a ter­ri­ble trap! No, you’d bet­ter let me free of my prom­ise. Even if I were re­al­ly ill, dy­ing—I wouldn’t let the doc­tor come near me. And am I ill now? It’s on­ly fright that brought it on; it will go off when the evening comes. If it doesn’t, granny will give an in­fu­sion of lilies or make some rasp­ber­ry-tea. What’s the good of the doc­tor? You—you’re my best doc­tor. You’ve on­ly just come—and I feel bet­ter al­ready. … Ah, there’s on­ly one thing wrong, I want to look at you, even if it were on­ly with one eye, but I’m afraid. …”

				With a gen­tle ef­fort I lift­ed Olyessia’s head from the pil­low. Her face blazed with fever­ish red­ness; her dark eyes shone un­nat­u­ral­ly bright; her dry lips trem­bled ner­vous­ly. Long, red scratch­es ploughed her fore­head, cheeks, and neck. There were dark bruis­es on her fore­head and un­der her eyes.

				“Don’t look at me. … I im­plore you. … I’m ug­ly now,” Olyessia be­sought me in a whis­per, try­ing to cov­er my eyes with her hand.

				My heart over­flowed with pity. I nes­tled my lips on Olyessia’s hand, which lay mo­tion­less on the blan­ket, and be­gan to cov­er it with long, qui­et kiss­es. In the time be­fore I used to kiss her hands too, but she al­ways would draw them away from me in hasty, bash­ful fright. But now she made no re­sis­tance to my ca­ress and with her oth­er hand she gen­tly smoothed my hair.

				“You know it all?” she asked in a whis­per.

				I bent my head in si­lence. It is true I had not un­der­stood ev­ery­thing from Niki­ta Nazarich’s sto­ry. On­ly I did not want Olyessia to be ag­i­tat­ed by hav­ing to re­call the events of the morn­ing. Sud­den­ly a wave of ir­re­press­ible fury over­whelmed me at the idea of the out­rage to which she had been sub­ject­ed.

				“Oh, why wasn’t I there!” I cried, hold­ing my­self straight and clench­ing my fists. “I would … I would have—”

				“Well, don’t wor­ry … don’t wor­ry. … Don’t be an­gry, dar­ling. …” Olyessia in­ter­rupt­ed me meek­ly.

				I could not keep back the tears any more which had been chok­ing my throat and burn­ing my eyes. I pressed my face close to Olyessia’s shoul­der, and I be­gan to cry bit­ter­ly, silent­ly, trem­bling all over my body.

				“You are cry­ing? You are cry­ing?” There was sur­prise, ten­der­ness, and com­pas­sion in her voice. “My dar­ling … don’t … please don’t. … Don’t tor­ment your­self, my dar­ling. … I feel so hap­py near you. … Don’t let us cry while we are to­geth­er. Let us be hap­py for the last days, then it won’t be so hard for us to part.”

				I raised my head in amaze­ment. A vague pre­sen­ti­ment be­gan slow­ly to press up­on my heart.

				“The last days, Olyessia? What do you mean—the last? Why should we part?”

				Olyessia shut her eyes and kept si­lence for some sec­onds. “We must part, Vanich­ka,” she said res­o­lute­ly. “When I’m a lit­tle bit bet­ter, we’ll go away from here, granny and I. We must not stay here any longer.”

				“Are you afraid of any­thing?”

				“No, my dar­ling, I’m not afraid of any­thing, if it comes to that. But why should I tempt peo­ple in­to mis­chief? Per­haps you don’t know. … Over there—in Pere­brod. … I was so an­gry and ashamed that I threat­ened them. … And now if any­thing hap­pens, they will in­form on us. If the cat­tle be­gin to die or a hut is set on fire—we shall be the guilty ones. Granny”—she turned to Manui­likha, rais­ing her voice—“isn’t it true what I say?”

				“What did you say, lit­tle grand­daugh­ter? I con­fess I didn’t hear,” the old wom­an mum­bled, com­ing clos­er and putting her hand to her ear.

				“I said that what­ev­er mis­for­tune hap­pens in Pere­brod now they’ll put all the blame on us.”

				“That’s true, that’s true, Olyessia—they’ll throw ev­ery­thing on us, the mis­er­able wretch­es. … We are no dwellers in this world. They will de­stroy us both, de­stroy us ut­ter­ly, the cursed. … Be­sides, how did they drive me out of the vil­lage? … Why? … Wasn’t it just the same? I threat­ened them … just out of vex­a­tion, too. … One stupid fool of a wom­an—and lo and be­hold her child died. It was no fault of mine at all—not a dream of my dream­ing or a spir­it of my call­ing; but they near­ly killed me all the same, the dev­ils. … They be­gan to stone me. … I ran away and on­ly just man­aged to pro­tect you—you were a lit­tle tiny child then. … Well, I thought, it doesn’t mat­ter if they give it to me, but why should an in­no­cent child be in­jured. … No, it all comes to the same thing—they’re sav­ages, a dirty lot of gal­lows’-birds.”

				“But where will you go? You haven’t any re­la­tions or friends any­where. … Fi­nal­ly, you’ll have to have mon­ey to set­tle in a new place.”

				“We’ll make shift some­how,” Olyessia said neg­li­gent­ly. “There’ll be mon­ey as well. Granny has saved some­thing.”

				“Mon­ey as well!” the old wom­an echoed an­gri­ly, go­ing away from the bed. “Wid­ows’ mites, washed in tears—”

				“Olyessia. … What’s to be­come of me? You don’t want even to think of me!” I ex­claimed, feel­ing a bit­ter, sick, ug­ly re­proach against Olyessia ris­ing with­in me.

				She raised her­self a lit­tle, and, care­less of her grand­moth­er’s pres­ence, took my head in­to her hands, and kissed me on the cheeks and fore­head sev­er­al times in suc­ces­sion.

				“I think of you most of all, my own! On­ly … you see … it’s not our fate to be to­geth­er … that is it. … You re­mem­ber, I spread out the cards for you? Ev­ery­thing hap­pened as they fore­told. It means that Fate does not will our hap­pi­ness. … If it were not for this, do you think I would be fright­ened of any­thing?”

				“Olyessia, you’re talk­ing of fate again!” I cried im­pa­tient­ly. “I don’t want to be­lieve in it … and I nev­er will be­lieve.”

				“Oh no, no, no! … Don’t say that.” Olyessia be­gan in a fright­ened whis­per. “It’s not for me I’m afraid, but you. No you’d bet­ter not start us talk­ing about it.”

				In vain I tried to dis­suade Olyessia; in vain I paint­ed glow­ing pic­tures of un­bro­ken hap­pi­ness for her, which nei­ther cu­ri­ous fate nor ug­ly, wicked peo­ple could dis­turb. Olyessia on­ly kissed my hands and shook her head.

				“No … no … no. … I know. I see,” she re­peat­ed per­sis­tent­ly. “There’s noth­ing but sor­row awaits us … noth­ing … noth­ing.”

				Dis­con­cert­ed and baf­fled by this su­per­sti­tious ob­sti­na­cy, I asked at length, “At least you will let me know the day you are go­ing away?”

				Olyessia pon­dered. Sud­den­ly the shad­ow of a smile flick­ered over her lips. “I’ll tell you a lit­tle sto­ry for that. Once up­on a time a wolf was run­ning through the for­est when he saw a lit­tle hare and said to him: ‘Hi, you hare! I’ll eat you!’ The hare be­gan to im­plore him: ‘Have mer­cy on me. I want to live. I have lit­tle chil­dren at home.’ The wolf did not agree, so the hare said: ‘Well, let me live an­oth­er three days in the world; then you can eat me, but still I shall feel it eas­i­er to die.’ The wolf gave him his three days. He didn’t eat him, but on­ly kept a watch on him. One day passed, then the sec­ond, and at last the third was com­ing to an end. ‘Well, get ready now,’ said the wolf, ‘I’m go­ing to eat you at once.’ Then my hare be­gan to weep with bit­ter tears. ‘Oh, why did you give me those three days, wolf? It would have been far bet­ter if you had eat­en the first mo­ment that you saw me. The whole of these three days it hasn’t been life for me, but tor­ment.’

				“Dar­ling, that lit­tle hare spoke the truth. Don’t you think so?”

				I was silent, dis­traught by an anx­ious fore­bod­ing of the lone­li­ness that threat­ened me. Olyessia sud­den­ly raised her­self and sat up in bed. Her face grew se­ri­ous at once. “Lis­ten, Vanya. …” she said slow­ly. “Tell me, were you hap­py while you were with me? Did you feel that it was good?”

				“Olyessia! Can you still ask?”

				“Wait. … Did you re­gret hav­ing met me? Were you think­ing of an­oth­er wom­an while you were with me?”

				“Nev­er for one sin­gle sec­ond! Not on­ly when I was with you, but when I was alone, I nev­er had a thought for any­one but you.”

				“Were you jeal­ous of me? Were you ev­er an­gry with me? Were you ev­er wretch­ed when you were with me?”

				“Nev­er, Olyessia, nev­er!”

				She put both her hands up­on my shoul­ders, and looked in­to my eyes with love in­de­scrib­able.

				“Then I tell you, my dar­ling, that you will nev­er think evil­ly or sad­ly of me when you re­mem­ber me,” she said with con­vic­tion, as though she were read­ing the fu­ture in my eyes. “When we part you will be mis­er­able, ter­ri­bly mis­er­able. … You will cry, you will not find a place to rest any­where. And then ev­ery­thing will pass and fade away, and you will think of me with­out sor­row, eas­i­ly and hap­pi­ly.”

				She let her head fall back on the pil­lows again and whis­pered in a fee­ble voice:

				“Now go, my dar­ling. … Go home, my pre­cious. … I am a lit­tle bit tired. No, wait … kiss me. … Don’t be fright­ened of granny … she won’t mind. You don’t mind, do you, granny?”

				“Say good­bye. Part, as you should,” the old wom­an mut­tered in dis­con­tent. … “Why should you want to hide from me? I’ve known it a long while.”

				“Kiss me here and here … and here,” Olyessia said, touch­ing her eyes, cheeks and mouth with her fin­gers.

				“Olyessia, you’re say­ing good­bye to me as though we shall nev­er see each oth­er again!” I cried in ter­ror.

				“I don’t know, I don’t know, my dar­ling. I don’t know any­thing. Now, go and God be with you. No, wait … just one lit­tle mo­ment more. … Bend down to me. … You know what I re­gret?” she be­gan to whis­per, touch­ing my cheeks with her lips. “That you haven’t giv­en me a child. … Oh, how hap­py I should be!”

				I went out in­to the pas­sage, es­cort­ed by Manui­likha. Half the heav­en was cov­ered by a black cloud with sharp, curly edges, but the sun was still shin­ing, bend­ing to the east. There was some­thing omi­nous in this mix­ing of light and on­com­ing dark­ness. The old wom­an looked up, shad­ing her eyes with her hand as it were an um­brel­la, and shook her head mean­ing­ly.

				“There’ll be a thun­der­storm over Pere­brod, to­day,” she said with con­vic­tion. “And hail as well, most like­ly.”

			
			
				XIV

				I had al­most reached Pere­brod when a sud­den whirl­wind rose, driv­ing col­umns of dust be­fore it on the road. The first heavy, scat­tered drops of rain be­gan to fall.

				Manui­likha was not mis­tak­en. The storm which had been gath­er­ing all through the in­suf­fer­able heat of the day burst with ex­tra­or­di­nary force over Pere­brod. The light­ning flashed al­most with­out in­ter­mis­sion, and the win­dow panes of my room trem­bled and rang with the roll of the thun­der. At about eight o’clock in the evening the storm abat­ed for some min­utes, but on­ly to be­gin again with new ex­as­per­a­tion. Sud­den­ly some­thing poured down on to the roof with a deaf­en­ing crash, and on to the walls of the old house. I rushed to the win­dow. Huge hail­stones, as big as a wal­nut, were fall­ing fu­ri­ous­ly on to the earth and bounc­ing high in the air again. I glanced at the mul­ber­ry bush which grew against the house. It stood quite bare; ev­ery leaf had been beat­en off by the blows of the aw­ful hail. Be­neath the win­dow ap­peared Yarmo­la’s fig­ure, hard­ly vis­i­ble in the dark­ness. He had cov­ered his head in his sheep­skin and run out of the kitchen to close the shut­ters. But he was too late. A huge piece of ice sud­den­ly struck one of the win­dows with such force that it was smashed, and the tin­kling splin­ters of glass were scat­tered over the floor of the room.

				A fa­tigue came over me, and I lay down on the bed in my clothes. I thought I would nev­er be able to sleep at all that night, but would toss from side to side in im­po­tent an­guish un­til the morn­ing. So I de­cid­ed it would be bet­ter not to un­dress; lat­er I might be able to tire my­self if on­ly a lit­tle by walk­ing up and down the room, over and over again. But a strange thing hap­pened to me. It seemed to me that I had shut my eyes on­ly a sec­ond; but when I opened them, long, bright sun­beams were al­ready stretch­ing through the chinks of the shut­ters, and in­nu­mer­able motes of gold­en dust were turn­ing round and round with­in them.

				Yarmo­la was stand­ing over my bed. On his face was writ­ten stern anx­i­ety and im­pa­tient ex­pec­ta­tion. Prob­a­bly he had been wait­ing long for me to wake.

				“Sir,” he said in a dull voice, in which one could dis­tin­guish his un­easi­ness. “You’d bet­ter go away from here, sir.”

				I put my feet out of bed and looked at Yarmo­la with amaze­ment. “Bet­ter go away? Where to? Why? You’re mad, sure­ly.”

				“No, I’m not mad,” Yarmo­la snarled. “You didn’t hear what hap­pened through yes­ter­day’s hail? Half the corn of the vil­lage is like as though it had been trod­den un­der­foot—crip­ple Max­im’s, the Goat’s, old Ad­dlepate’s, the broth­ers Prokopchuk’s, Gor­di Ole­fir’s. … She put the mis­chief on us, the dev­il­ish witch. … May she rot in hell!”

				In an in­stant I re­mem­ber what had hap­pened yes­ter­day, the threat Olyessia had made by the church, and her ap­pre­hen­sions.

				“And all the vil­lage is in a ri­ot now,” Yarmo­la con­tin­ued. “They got drunk first thing in the morn­ing, and now they’re fight­ing. … They’ve got some­thing bad to say of you, too, sir. … You know what our peo­ple are like? … If they do some­thing to the witch­es, that won’t mat­ter, it’ll serve ’em to rights; but you, sir—I’ll just say this one word of warn­ing, you get out of here as quick as you can.”

				So Olyessia’s fears had come true. I must let her know at once of the dan­ger that threat­ened her and Manui­likha. I got up hur­ried­ly, rinsed my face with­out ev­er stand­ing still, and in half an hour I was rid­ing full gal­lop to­wards the Dev­il’s Cor­ner.

				The near­er I came to the chick­en-legged hut the stronger grew the vague melan­choly anx­i­ety with­in me. I said to my­self that in a mo­ment a new, un­ex­pect­ed mis­for­tune would cer­tain­ly be­fall me.

				I al­most gal­loped over the nar­row foot­path that wound up the sandy hill. The win­dows of the hut were open, the door wide.

				“My God, what has hap­pened?” I whis­pered, and my heart sank as I en­tered the pas­sage.

				The hut was emp­ty. Over it all reigned the sad, dirty dis­or­der that al­ways re­mains af­ter a hur­ried de­par­ture. Heaps of dust and rags lay about the floor, and the wood­en frame of a bed stood in the cor­ner.

				My heart was ut­ter­ly sad, over­flow­ing with tears; I want­ed to get out of the hut al­ready, when my eye was caught by some­thing bright, hung, as if on pur­pose, in a cor­ner of the win­dow-frame. It was a string of the cheap red beads which they call “corals” in Polyessie—the on­ly thing that re­mained to me in mem­o­ry of Olyessia and her ten­der, great­heart­ed love.

			
		
	
		
			A Slav Soul

			The far­ther I go back in my mem­o­ry of the past, and the near­er I get to re­mem­ber­ing in­ci­dents con­nect­ed with my child­hood, the more con­fused and doubt­ful do my rec­ol­lec­tions be­come. Much, no doubt, was told me af­ter­wards, in a more con­scious stage of my ex­is­tence, by those who, with lov­ing care, no­ticed my ear­ly do­ings. Per­haps many of the things that I re­call nev­er hap­pened to me; I heard or read them some time or oth­er and their re­mem­brance grew to be part of my­self. Who can guar­an­tee which of these rec­ol­lec­tions are of re­al facts and which of tales told so long ago that they have all the ap­pear­ance of truth—who can know where one ends and the oth­er be­gins?

			My imag­i­na­tion re­calls with spe­cial vivid­ness the ec­cen­tric fig­ure of Yasha and the two com­pan­ions—I might al­most call them friends—who ac­com­pa­nied him along the path of life: Matsko, an old re­ject­ed cav­al­ry horse, and the yard-dog Bou­ton.

			Yasha was dis­tin­guished by the de­lib­er­ate slow­ness of his speech and ac­tions, and he al­ways had the air of a man whose thoughts were con­cen­trat­ed on him­self. He spoke very sel­dom and con­sid­ered his speech; he tried to speak good Rus­sian, though at times when he was moved he would burst out in his na­tive di­alect of Lit­tle-Rus­sian. Ow­ing to his dress of a dark colour and sober cut, and to the solemn and al­most melan­choly ex­pres­sion of his shaven face and thin pursed lips, he al­ways gave the im­pres­sion that he was an old ser­vant of a no­ble fam­i­ly of the good old times.

			Of all the hu­man be­ings that he knew, Yasha seemed to find my fa­ther the on­ly one be­sides him­self wor­thy of his ven­er­a­tion. And though to us chil­dren, to my moth­er, and to all our fam­i­ly and friends, his man­ner was re­spect­ful, it was min­gled with a cer­tain pity and slight­ing con­de­scen­sion. It was al­ways an enig­ma to me—whence came this im­mea­sur­able pride of his. Ser­vants have of­ten a well-known form of in­so­lence; they take up­on them­selves some of that at­trac­tive au­thor­i­ty which they have no­ticed in their mas­ters. But my fa­ther, a poor doc­tor in a lit­tle Jew­ish vil­lage, lived so mod­est­ly and qui­et­ly that Yasha could nev­er have learnt from him to look down up­on his neigh­bours. And in Yasha him­self there was none of the or­di­nary in­so­lence of a ser­vant—he had no met­ro­pol­i­tan pol­ish and could not over­awe peo­ple by us­ing for­eign words, he had no over­bear­ing man­ners to­wards coun­try cham­ber­maids, no gen­tle art of tin­kling out touch­ing ro­mances on the gui­tar, an art by which so many in­ex­pe­ri­enced souls have been ru­ined. He oc­cu­pied his leisure hours in ly­ing in sheer idle­ness full-length on the box in which he kept his be­long­ings. He not on­ly did not read books, but he sin­cere­ly de­spised them. All things writ­ten, ex­cept in the Bible, were, in his opin­ion, writ­ten not for truth’s sake but just to get mon­ey, and he there­fore pre­ferred to any book those long ram­bling thoughts which he turned over in his mind as he lay idly on his bed.

			Matsko, the horse, had been re­ject­ed from mil­i­tary ser­vice on ac­count of many vices, the chief of which was that he was old, far too old. Then his forelegs were crooked, and at the places where they joined the body were adorned with blad­der-like growths; he strut­ted on his hind legs like a cock. He held his head like a camel, and from old mil­i­tary habit tossed it up­ward and thrust his long neck for­ward. This, com­bined with his enor­mous size and un­usu­al lean­ness, and the fact that he had on­ly one eye, gave him a piti­ful war­like and se­ri­o­com­ic ex­pres­sion. Such hors­es are called in the reg­i­ments “stargaz­ers.”

			Yasha prized Matsko much more than Bou­ton, who some­times dis­played a fri­vol­ity en­tire­ly out of keep­ing with his size. He was one of those shag­gy, long-haired dogs who at times re­mind one of fer­rets, but be­ing ten times as large, they some­times look like poo­dles; they are by na­ture the very breed for yard-dogs. At home Bou­ton was al­ways over­whelm­ing­ly se­ri­ous and sen­si­ble in all his ways, but in the streets his be­hav­iour was pos­i­tive­ly dis­grace­ful. If he went out with my fa­ther he would nev­er run mod­est­ly be­hind the car­riage as a well-be­haved dog should do. He would rush to meet all oth­er dogs, jump about them and bark loud­ly in their very noses, on­ly spring­ing away to one side in af­fright if one of them with a snort of alarm bent his head quick­ly and tried to bite him. He ran in­to oth­er peo­ple’s yards and came tear­ing out again af­ter a sec­ond or so, chased by a dozen an­gry dogs of the place. He wan­dered about on terms of deep­est friend­ship with dogs of a known bad rep­u­ta­tion.

			In our dis­tricts of Podolia and Vol­hy­nia noth­ing was thought so much of as a per­son’s way of set­ting out from his house. A squire might long since have mort­gaged and re-mort­gaged his es­tate, and be on­ly wait­ing for the of­fi­cers of the Crown to take pos­ses­sion of his prop­er­ty, but let him on­ly on a Sun­day go out to “Holy Church,” it must be in a light taran­tass drawn by four or six splen­did fiery Pol­ish hors­es, and driv­ing in­to the mar­ket square of the vil­lage he must cry to the coach­man—“Lay on with the whip, Joseph.” Yet I am sure that none of our rich neigh­bours start­ed off in such pomp as Yasha was able to im­part to our equipage when my fa­ther made up his mind to jour­ney forth. Yasha would put on a shin­ing hat with a shade in front and be­hind, and a broad yel­low belt. Then the car­riage would be tak­en out about a hun­dred yards from the house—an an­tique coach of the old Pol­ish days—and Matsko put in. Hard­ly would my fa­ther show him­self at the house-door than Yasha would give a mag­nif­i­cent crack with his whip, Matsko would wave his tail some time in hes­i­ta­tion and then start at a sober trot, fling­ing out and rais­ing his hind legs, and strut­ting like a cock. Com­ing lev­el with the house-door Yasha would pre­tend that on­ly with great dif­fi­cul­ty could he re­strain the im­pa­tient hors­es, stretch­ing out both his arms and pulling back the reins with all his might. All his at­ten­tion would seem to be swal­lowed up by the hors­es, and what­ev­er might hap­pen else­where round about him, Yasha would nev­er turn his head. Prob­a­bly he did all this to sus­tain our fam­i­ly hon­our.

			Yasha had an ex­traor­di­nar­i­ly high opin­ion of my fa­ther. It would hap­pen up­on oc­ca­sion that some poor Jew or peas­ant would be wait­ing his turn in the an­te­room while my fa­ther was oc­cu­pied with an­oth­er pa­tient. Yasha would of­ten en­ter in­to a con­ver­sa­tion with him, with the sim­ple ob­ject of in­creas­ing my fa­ther’s pop­u­lar­i­ty as a doc­tor.

			“What do you think?” he would ask, tak­ing up a po­si­tion of im­por­tance on a stool and sur­vey­ing the pa­tient be­fore him from head to foot. “Per­haps you fan­cy that com­ing to my mas­ter is like ask­ing med­i­cal ad­vice of the clerk at the vil­lage po­lice-sta­tion. My mas­ter not on­ly stands high­er than such a one, broth­er, but high­er than the chief of po­lice him­self. He knows about ev­ery­thing in the world, my broth­er. Yes, he does. Now, what’s the mat­ter with you?”

			“There’s some­thing wrong with my in­side …” the sick per­son would say, “my chest burns. …”

			“Ah, you see—what caus­es that? What will cure you? You don’t know, and I don’t. But my mas­ter will on­ly throw a glance at you and he’ll tell you at once whether you’ll live or die.”

			Yasha lived very eco­nom­i­cal­ly, and he spent his mon­ey in buy­ing var­i­ous things which he care­ful­ly stored away in his large tin-bound wood­en trunk. Noth­ing gave us chil­dren greater plea­sure than for Yasha to let us look on while he turned out these things. On the in­side of the lid of the trunk were past­ed pic­tures of var­i­ous kinds. There, side by side with por­traits of ter­ri­fy­ing green-whiskered gen­er­als who had fought for the fa­ther­land, were pic­tures of mar­tyrs, en­grav­ings from the Ne­va,3 stud­ies of wom­en’s heads, and fairy­tale pic­tures of the rob­ber-swal­low in an oak, open­ing wide his right eye to re­ceive the ar­row of Ilya-Muromets. Yasha would bring out from the trunk a whole col­lec­tion of coats, waist­coats, top­coats, fur-caps, cups and saucers, wire box­es or­na­ment­ed with false pearls and with trans­fer pic­tures of flow­ers, and lit­tle cir­cu­lar mir­rors. Some­times, from a side pock­et of the trunk, he would bring out an ap­ple or a cou­ple of buns strewn with pop­py-seed, which we al­ways found es­pe­cial­ly ap­petis­ing.

			Yasha was usu­al­ly very pre­cise and care­ful. Once he broke a large de­canter and my fa­ther scold­ed him for it. The next day Yasha ap­peared with two new de­canters. “I dare­say I shall break an­oth­er one,” he ex­plained, “and any­how we can find a use for the two some­how.” He kept all the rooms of the house in per­fect clean­li­ness and or­der. He was very jeal­ous of all his rights and du­ties, and he was firm­ly con­vinced that no one could clean the floors as well as he. At one time he had a great quar­rel with a new house­maid, Yev­ka, as to which of them could clean out a room bet­ter. We were called in as ex­pert judges, and in or­der to tease Yasha a lit­tle we gave the palm to Yev­ka. But chil­dren as we were, we didn’t know the hu­man soul, and we lit­tle sus­pect­ed what a cru­el blow this was to Yasha. He went out of the room with­out say­ing a word, and next day ev­ery­body in the vil­lage knew that Yasha was drunk.

			Yasha used to get drunk about two or three times a year, and these were times of great un­hap­pi­ness for him and for all the fam­i­ly. There was no­body then to chop wood, to feed the hors­es, to bring in wa­ter. For five or six days we lost sight of Yasha and heard noth­ing of his do­ings. On the sev­enth day he came back with­out hat or coat and in a dread­ful con­di­tion. A crowd of noisy Jews fol­lowed about thir­ty paces be­hind him, and ragged urchins called names af­ter him and made faces. They all knew that Yasha was go­ing to hold an auc­tion.

			Yasha came in­to the house, and then in a minute or so ran out again in­to the street, car­ry­ing in his arms al­most all the con­tents of his trunk. The crowd came round him quick­ly.

			“How’s that? You won’t give me any more vod­ka, won’t you?” he shout­ed, shak­ing out trousers and waist­coats and hold­ing them up in his hands. “What, I haven’t any more mon­ey, eh? How much for this? and this, and this?”

			And one af­ter an­oth­er he flung his gar­ments among the crowd, who snatched at them with tens of ra­pa­cious fin­gers.

			“How much’ll you give?” Yasha shout­ed to one of the Jews who had pos­sessed him­self of a coat—“how much’ll you give, mare’s head?”

			“We‑ll, I’ll give you fifty copecks,” drawled the Jew, his eyes star­ing.

			“Fifty copecks, fifty?” Yasha seemed to fall in­to a fren­zy of de­spair. “I don’t want fifty copecks. Why not say twen­ty? Give me gold! What’s this? Tow­els? Give me ten copecks for the lot, eh? Oh that you had died of fever! Oh that you had died when you were young!”

			Our vil­lage has its po­lice­man, but his du­ties con­sist main­ly in stand­ing as god­fa­ther to the farm­ers’ chil­dren, and on such an oc­ca­sion as this “the po­lice” took no share in quelling the dis­or­der, but act­ed the part of a mod­est and silent look­er-on. But my fa­ther, see­ing the plun­der of Yasha’s prop­er­ty, could no longer re­strain his rage and con­tempt. “He’s got drunk again, the id­iot, and now he’ll lose all his goods,” said he, un­selfish­ly hurl­ing him­self in­to the crowd. In a sec­ond the peo­ple were gone and he found him­self alone with Yasha, hold­ing in his hands some piti­ful-look­ing ra­zor-case or oth­er. Yasha stag­gered in as­ton­ish­ment, help­less­ly rais­ing his eye­brows, and then he sud­den­ly fell heav­i­ly on his knees.

			“Mas­ter! My own dear mas­ter! See what they’ve done to me!”

			“Go off in­to the shed,” or­dered my fa­ther an­gri­ly, pulling him­self away from Yasha, who had seized the tail of his coat and was kiss­ing it. “Go in­to the shed and sleep off your drunk­en­ness so that to­mor­row even the smell of you may be gone!”

			Yasha went away humbly in­to the shed, and then be­gan for him those tor­ment­ing hours of get­ting sober, the deep and op­pres­sive tor­ture of re­pen­tance. He lay on his stom­ach and rest­ed his head on the palms of his hands, star­ing fixed­ly at some point in front of him. He knew per­fect­ly well what was tak­ing place in the house. He could pic­ture to him­self how we were all beg­ging my fa­ther to for­give him, and how my fa­ther would im­pa­tient­ly wave his hands and refuse to lis­ten. He knew very well that prob­a­bly this time my fa­ther would be im­pla­ca­ble.

			Ev­ery now and then we chil­dren would be im­pelled by cu­rios­i­ty to go and lis­ten at the door of the shed, and we would hear strange sounds as of bel­low­ing and sob­bing.

			In such times of af­flic­tion and degra­da­tion Bou­ton count­ed it his moral du­ty to be in at­ten­dance up­on the suf­fer­ing Yasha. The saga­cious crea­ture knew very well that or­di­nar­i­ly when Yasha was sober he would nev­er be al­lowed to show any sign of fa­mil­iar­i­ty to­wards him. When­ev­er he met the stern fig­ure of Yasha in the yard Bou­ton would put on an air of gaz­ing at­ten­tive­ly in­to the dis­tance of be­ing en­tire­ly oc­cu­pied in snap­ping at flies. We chil­dren used to fon­dle Bou­ton and feed him oc­ca­sion­al­ly, we used to pull the burrs out of his shag­gy coat while he stood in pa­tient en­durance, we even used to kiss him on his cold, wet nose. And I al­ways won­dered that Bou­ton’s sym­pa­thy and de­vo­tion used to be giv­en en­tire­ly to Yasha, from whom he seemed to get noth­ing but kicks. Now, alas! when bit­ter ex­pe­ri­ence has taught me to look all round and on the un­der side of things, I be­gin to sus­pect that the source of Bou­ton’s de­vo­tion was not re­al­ly enig­mat­i­cal—it was Yasha who fed Bou­ton ev­ery day, and brought him his dish of scraps af­ter din­ner.

			In or­di­nary times, I say, Bou­ton would nev­er have risked forc­ing him­self up­on Yasha’s at­ten­tion. But in these days of re­pen­tance he went dar­ing­ly in­to the shed and plant­ed him­self by the side of Yasha, star­ing in­to a cor­ner and breath­ing deeply and sym­pa­thet­i­cal­ly. If this seemed to do no good, he would be­gin to lick his pa­tron’s face and hands, timid­ly at first, but af­ter­wards bold­ly and more bold­ly. It would end by Yasha putting his arms round Bou­ton’s neck and sob­bing, then Bou­ton would in­sin­u­ate him­self by de­grees un­der Yasha’s body, and the voic­es of the two would min­gle in a strange and touch­ing duet.

			Next day Yasha came in­to the house at ear­ly dawn, gloomy and down­cast. He cleaned the floor and the fur­ni­ture and put ev­ery­thing in­to a state of shin­ing clean­li­ness ready for the com­ing of my fa­ther, the very thought of whom made Yasha trem­ble. But my fa­ther was not to be ap­peased. He hand­ed Yasha his wages and his pass­port and or­dered him to leave the place at once. Prayers and oaths of re­pen­tance were vain.

			Then Yasha re­solved to take ex­treme mea­sures.

			“So it means you’re send­ing me away, sir, does it?” he asked bold­ly.

			“Yes, and at once.”

			“Well then, I won’t go. You send me away now, and you’ll sim­ply all die off like bee­tles. I won’t go. I’ll stay years!”

			“I shall send for the po­lice­man to take you off.”

			“Take me off,” said Yasha in amaze­ment. “Well, let him. All the town knows that I’ve served you faith­ful­ly for twen­ty years, and then I’m sent off by the po­lice. Let them take me. It won’t be shame to me but to you, sir!”

			And Yasha re­al­ly stayed on. Threats had no ef­fect up­on him. He paid no at­ten­tion to them, but worked un­tir­ing­ly in an ex­ag­ger­at­ed way, try­ing to make up for lost time. That night he didn’t go in­to the kitchen to sleep, but lay down in Matsko’s stall, and the horse stood up all night, afraid to move and un­able to be down in his ac­cus­tomed place. My fa­ther was a good-na­tured and in­do­lent man, who eas­i­ly sub­mit­ted him­self to sur­round­ing cir­cum­stances and to peo­ple and things with which he was fa­mil­iar. By the evening he had for­giv­en Yasha.

			Yasha was a hand­some man, of a fair, Lit­tle-Rus­sian, melan­choly type. Young men and girls looked ad­mir­ing­ly at him, but not one of them run­ning like a quail across the yard would have dared to give him a play­ful punch in the side or even an invit­ing smile—there was too much haugh­ti­ness in him and icy con­tempt for the fair sex. And the de­lights of a fam­i­ly hearth seemed to have lit­tle at­trac­tion for him. “When a wom­an es­tab­lish­es her­self in a cot­tage,” he used to say in­tol­er­ant­ly, “the air be­comes bad at once.” How­ev­er, he did once make a move in that di­rec­tion, and then he sur­prised us more than ev­er be­fore. We were seat­ed at tea one evening when Yasha came in­to the din­ing-room. He was per­fect­ly sober, but his face wore a look of ag­i­ta­tion, and point­ing mys­te­ri­ous­ly with his thumb over his shoul­der to­wards the door, he asked in a whis­per, “Can I bring them in?”

			“Who is it?” asked fa­ther. “Let them come in.”

			All eyes were turned in ex­pec­ta­tion to­wards the door, from be­hind which there crept a strange be­ing. It was a wom­an of over fifty years of age, ragged, drunk­en, de­grad­ed and fool­ish-look­ing.

			“Give us your bless­ing, sir, we’re go­ing to be mar­ried,” said Yasha, drop­ping on his knees. “Get down on your knees, fool,” cried he, ad­dress­ing the wom­an and pulling her rough­ly by the sleeve.

			My fa­ther with dif­fi­cul­ty over­came his as­ton­ish­ment. He talked to Yasha long and earnest­ly, and told him he must be go­ing out of his mind to think of mar­ry­ing such a crea­ture. Yasha lis­tened in si­lence, not get­ting up from his knees; the sil­ly wom­an knelt too all the time.

			“So you don’t al­low us to mar­ry, sir?” asked Yasha at last.

			“Not on­ly do I not al­low you, but I’m quite sure you won’t do such a thing,” an­swered my fa­ther.

			“That means that I won’t,” said Yasha res­o­lute­ly. “Get up, you fool,” said he, turn­ing to the wom­an. “You hear what the mas­ter says. Go away at once.”

			And with these words he hauled the un­ex­pect­ed guest away by the col­lar, and they both went quick­ly out of the room.

			This was the on­ly at­tempt Yasha made to­wards the state of mat­ri­mo­ny. Each of us ex­plained the af­fair to our­selves in our own way, but we nev­er un­der­stood it ful­ly, for when­ev­er we asked Yasha fur­ther about it, he on­ly waved his hands in vex­a­tion.

			Still more mys­te­ri­ous and un­ex­pect­ed was his death. It hap­pened so sud­den­ly and enig­mat­i­cal­ly and had ap­par­ent­ly so lit­tle con­nec­tion with any pre­vi­ous cir­cum­stance in Yasha’s life that if I were forced to re­count what hap­pened I feel I couldn’t do it at all well. Yet all the same, I am con­fi­dent that what I say re­al­ly took place, and that none of the clear im­pres­sion of it is at all ex­ag­ger­at­ed.

			One day, in the rail­way sta­tion three ver­sts from the vil­lage, a cer­tain well-dressed young man, a pas­sen­ger from one of the trains, hanged him­self in a lava­to­ry. Yasha at once asked my fa­ther if he might go and see the body.

			Four hours lat­er he re­turned and went straight in­to the din­ing-room—we had vis­i­tors at the time—and stood by the door. It was on­ly two days af­ter one of his drink­ing bouts and re­pen­tance in the shed, and he was quite sober.

			“What is it?” asked my moth­er.

			Yasha sud­den­ly burst in­to a guf­faw. “He—he—he,” said he. “His tongue was all hang­ing out. … The gen­tle­man. …”

			My fa­ther or­dered him in­to the kitchen. Our guests talked a lit­tle about Yasha’s idio­syn­cra­sies and then soon for­got about the lit­tle in­ci­dent. Next day, about eight o’clock in the evening, Yasha went up to my lit­tle sis­ter in the nurs­ery and kissed her.

			“Good­bye, mis­sy.”

			“Good­bye, Yasha,” an­swered the lit­tle one, not look­ing up from her doll.

			Half an hour lat­er Yev­ka, the house­maid, ran in­to my fa­ther’s study, pale and trem­bling.

			“Oh, sir … there … in the at­tic … he’s hanged him­self … Yasha. …”

			And she fell down in a swoon.

			On a nail in the at­tic hung the life­less body of Yasha.

			When the coro­ner ques­tioned the cook, she said that Yasha’s man­ner had been very strange on the day of his death.

			“He stood be­fore the look­ing-glass,” said she, “and pressed his hands so tight­ly round his neck that his face went quite red and his tongue stuck out and his eyes bulged. … He must have been see­ing what he would look like.”

			The coro­ner brought in a ver­dict of “sui­cide while in a state of un­sound mind.”

			Yasha was buried in a spe­cial grave dug for the pur­pose in the ravine on the oth­er side of the wood. Next day Bou­ton could not be found any­where. The faith­ful dog had run off to the grave and lay there howl­ing, mourn­ing the death of his aus­tere friend. Af­ter­wards he dis­ap­peared and we nev­er saw him again.

			And now that I my­self am near­ly what may be called an old man, I go over my var­ied rec­ol­lec­tions now and then, and when I come to the thought of Yasha, ev­ery time I say to my­self: “What a strange soul—faith­ful, pure, con­tra­dic­to­ry, ab­surd—and great. Was it not a tru­ly Slav soul that dwelt in the body of Yasha?”

		
	
		
			The Song and the Dance

			We lived at that time in the Gov­ern­ment of Ri­azan, some 120 ver­sts from the near­est rail­way sta­tion and even 25 ver­sts from the large trad­ing vil­lage of Tu­ma. “Tu­ma is iron and its peo­ple are of stone,” as the lo­cal in­hab­i­tants say of them­selves. We lived on an old un­tenant­ed es­tate, where in 1812 an im­mense house of wood had been con­struct­ed to ac­com­mo­date the French pris­on­ers. The house had col­umns, and a park with lime trees had been made around it to re­mind the pris­on­ers of Ver­sailles.

			Imag­ine our com­i­cal sit­u­a­tion. There were twen­ty-three rooms at our dis­pos­al, but on­ly one of them had a stove and was warmed, and even in that room it was so cold that wa­ter froze in it in the ear­ly morn­ing and the door was frost­ed at the fas­ten­ings. The post came some­times once a week, some­times once in two months, and was brought by a chance peas­ant, gen­er­al­ly an old man with the pack­et un­der his shag­gy snow-strewn coat, the ad­dress­es wet and smudged, the backs un­sealed and stuck again by in­quis­i­tive post­mas­ters. Around us was an an­cient pine wood where bears prowled, and whence even in broad day­light the hun­gry wolves sal­lied forth and snatched away yawn­ing dogs from the street of the ham­let near by. The lo­cal pop­u­la­tion spoke in a di­alect we did not un­der­stand, now in a singsong drawl, now cough­ing and hoot­ing, and they stared at us surlily and with­out re­straint. They were firm­ly con­vinced that the for­est be­longed to God and the muzhik alone, and the lazy Ger­man stew­ard on­ly knew how much wood they stole. There was at our ser­vice a splen­did French li­brary of the eigh­teenth cen­tu­ry, though all the mag­nif­i­cent bind­ings were mouse-eat­en. There was an old por­trait gallery with the can­vas­es ru­ined from damp, mould, and smoke.

			Pic­ture to your­self the neigh­bour­ing ham­let all overblown with snow, and the in­evitable vil­lage id­iot, Serozha, who goes naked even in the cold­est weath­er; the priest who does not play “pref­er­ence” on a fast day, but writes de­nun­ci­a­tions to the staros­ta, a stupid, art­ful man, diplo­mat and beg­gar, speak­ing in a dread­ful Pe­ters­burg ac­cent. If you see all this you un­der­stand to what a de­gree of bore­dom we at­tained. We grew tired of en­com­pass­ing bears, of hunt­ing hares with hounds, of shoot­ing with pis­tols at a tar­get through three rooms at a dis­tance of twen­ty-five paces, of writ­ing hu­mor­ous vers­es in the evening. Of course we quar­relled.

			Yes, and if you had asked us in­di­vid­u­al­ly why we had come to this place I should think not one of us would have an­swered the ques­tion. I was paint­ing at that time; Va­le­ri­an Alexan­drovitch wrote sym­bol­i­cal vers­es, and Vas­ka amused him­self with Wag­n­er and played Tris­tan and Iseult on the old, ru­ined, yel­low-keyed clav­i­cor­dia.

			But about Christ­mas-time the vil­lage be­gan to en­liv­en, and in all the lit­tle clear­ings round about, in Tris­ten­ka, in Boro­d­i­na, Bres­li­na, Shus­to­va, Niki­forskaya and Kosli the peas­ants be­gan to brew beer—such thick beer that it stained your hands and face at the touch, like lime bark. There was so much drunk­en­ness among the peas­ants, even be­fore the fes­ti­val, that in Dag­ile­va a son broke his fa­ther’s head, and in Kruglit­si an old man drank him­self to death. But Christ­mas was a di­ver­sion for us. We start­ed pay­ing the cus­tom­ary vis­its and of­fer­ing con­grat­u­la­tions to all the lo­cal of­fi­cials and peas­ants of our ac­quain­tance. First we went to the priest, then to the psalm-singer of the church, then to the church watch­man, then to the two schoolmistress­es. Af­ter the schoolmistress­es we fared more pleas­ant­ly. We turned up at the doc­tor’s at Tu­ma, then trooped off to the dis­trict clerk, where a re­al ban­quet await­ed us, then to the po­lice­man, then to the lame apothe­cary, then to the lo­cal peas­ant tyrant who had grown rich and held a score of oth­er peas­ants in his own grasp, and pos­sessed all the cord, linen, grain, wood, whips in the neigh­bour­hood. And we went and went on!

			It must be con­fessed, how­ev­er, that we felt a lit­tle awk­ward now and then. We couldn’t man­age to get in­to the tem­po of the life there. We were re­al­ly out of it. This life had creamed and man­tled for years with­out num­ber. In spite of our pleas­ant man­ners and ap­par­ent ease we were, all the same, peo­ple from an­oth­er plan­et. Then there was a dis­par­i­ty in our mu­tu­al es­ti­ma­tion of one an­oth­er: we looked at them as through a mi­cro­scope, they at us as through a tele­scope. Cer­tain­ly we made at­tempts to ac­com­mo­date our­selves, and when the psalm-singer’s ser­vant, a wom­an of forty, with warty hands all choco­late colour from the reins of the horse she put in the sledge when she went with a buck­et to the well, sang of an evening, we did what we thought we ought to do. She would look ashamed, low­er her eyes, fold her arms and sing:

			
				
					“An­dray Niko­lae­vitch
					

					We have come to you,
					

					We wish to trou­ble you.
					

					But we have come
					

					And please to take
					

					The one of us you love.”
				

			

			Then we would bold­ly make to kiss her on the lips, which we did in spite of feigned re­sis­tance and screams.

			And we would make a cir­cle. One day there were a lot of us there; four stu­dents on hol­i­day from an ec­cle­si­as­ti­cal col­lege, the psalm-singer, a house­keep­er from a neigh­bour­ing es­tate, the two schoolmistress­es, the po­lice­man in his uni­form, the dea­con, the lo­cal horse-doc­tor, and we three aes­thetes. We went round and round in a dance, and sang, roared, swing­ing now this way, now that, and the li­on of the com­pa­ny, a stu­dent named Vozd­vizhen­sky, stood in the mid­dle and or­dered our move­ments, danc­ing him­self the while and snap­ping his fin­gers over his head:

			
				
					“The queen was in the town, yes, the town,
					

					And the prince, the lit­tle prince, ran away.
					

					Found a bride, did the prince, found a bride.
					

					She was nice, yes she was, she was nice,
					

					And a ring got the prince for her, a ring.”
				

			

			Af­ter a while the gid­dy whirl of the dance came to an end, and we stopped and be­gan to sing to one an­oth­er, in solemn tones:

			
				
					“The roy­al gates were opened,
					

					Bowed the king to the queen,
					

					And the queen to the king,
					

					But low­er bowed the queen.”
				

			

			And then the horse-doc­tor and the psalm-singer had a com­pe­ti­tion as to who should bow low­er to the oth­er.

			

			Our vis­it­ing con­tin­ued, and at last came to the school­house at Tu­ma. That was in­evitable, since there had been long re­hearsals of an en­ter­tain­ment which the chil­dren were go­ing to give en­tire­ly for our ben­e­fit—Pe­ters­burg guests. We went in. The Christ­mas tree was lit si­mul­ta­ne­ous­ly by a touch-pa­per. As for the pro­gramme, I knew it by heart be­fore we went in. There were sev­er­al lit­tle tableaux, il­lus­tra­tive of songs of the coun­try­side. It was all poor­ly done, but it must be con­fessed that one six-year-old mite play­ing the part of a peas­ant, wear­ing a huge cap of dogskin and his fa­ther’s great leather gloves with on­ly places for hand and thumb, was de­light­ful, with his se­ri­ous face and hoarse lit­tle bass voice—a born artist.

			The re­main­der was very dis­gust­ing. All done in the false pop­u­lar style.

			I had long been fa­mil­iar with the usu­al en­ter­tain­ment items: Lit­tle-Rus­sian songs mis­pro­nounced to an im­pos­si­ble point; vers­es and sil­ly em­broi­dery pat­terns: “There’s a Christ­mas tree, there’s Petrush­ka, there’s a horse, there’s a steam-en­gine.” The teach­er, a lit­tle con­sump­tive fel­low, got up for the oc­ca­sion in a long frock-coat and stiff shirt, played the fid­dle in fits and starts, or beat time with his bow, or tapped a child on the head with it now and then.

			The hon­orary guardian of the school, a no­tary from an­oth­er town, chewed his gums all the time and stuck out his short par­rot’s tongue with sheer de­light, feel­ing that the whole show had been got up in his hon­our.

			At last the teach­er got to the most im­por­tant item on his pro­gramme. We had laughed up till then, our turn was com­ing to weep. A lit­tle girl of twelve or thir­teen came out, the daugh­ter of a watch­man, her face, by the way, not at all like his horse-like pro­file. She was the top girl in the school and she be­gan her lit­tle song:

			
				
					“The jump­ing lit­tle grasshop­per sang the sum­mer through,
					

					Nev­er once con­sid­er­ing how the win­ter would blow in his eyes.”
				

			

			Then a shag­gy lit­tle boy of sev­en, in his fa­ther’s felt boots, took up his part, ad­dress­ing the watch­man’s daugh­ter:

			
				
					“That’s strange, neigh­bour. Didn’t you work in the sum­mer?”
					

					“What was there to work for? There was plen­ty of grass.”
				

			

			Where was our fa­mous Rus­sian hos­pi­tal­i­ty?

			To the ques­tion, “What did you do in the sum­mer?” the grasshop­per could on­ly re­ply, “I sang all the time.”

			At this an­swer the teach­er, Kapi­tonitch, waved his bow and his fid­dle at one and the same time—oh, that was an ef­fect re­hearsed long be­fore that evening!—and sud­den­ly in a mys­te­ri­ous half-whis­per the whole choir be­gan to sing:

			
				
					“You’ve sung your song, you call that do­ing,
					

					You’ve sung all the sum­mer, then dance all the win­ter,
					

					You’ve sung your song, then dance all the win­ter,
					

					Dance all the win­ter, dance all the win­ter.
					

					You’ve sung the song, then dance the dance.”
				

			

			I con­fess that my hair stood on end as if each in­di­vid­u­al hair were made of glass, and it seemed to me as if the eyes of the chil­dren and of the peas­ants pack­ing the school­room were all fixed on me as if re­peat­ing that d——d phrase:

			
				
					“You’ve sung the song, you call that do­ing,
					

					You’ve sung the song, then dance the dance.”
				

			

			I don’t know how long this drone of evil bod­ing and sin­is­ter recita­tion went on. But I re­mem­ber clear­ly that dur­ing those min­utes an ap­palling idea went through my brain. “Here we stand,” thought I, “a lit­tle band of in­tel­li­gentsia, face to face with an in­nu­mer­able peas­antry, the most enig­mat­i­cal, the great­est, and the most abased peo­ple in the world. What con­nects us with them? Noth­ing. Nei­ther lan­guage, nor re­li­gion, nor labour, nor art. Our po­et­ry would be ridicu­lous to their ears, ab­surd, in­com­pre­hen­si­ble. Our re­fined paint­ing would be sim­ply use­less and sense­less smudg­ing in their eyes. Our quest for gods and mak­ing of gods would seem to them stu­pid­i­ty, our mu­sic mere­ly a te­dious noise. Our sci­ence would not sat­is­fy them. Our com­plex work would seem laugh­able or piti­ful to them, the aus­tere and pa­tient labour­ers of the fields. Yes. On the dread­ful day of reck­on­ing what an­swer shall we give to this child, wild beast, wise man, and an­i­mal, to this many-mil­lion-head­ed gi­ant?” We shall on­ly be able to say sor­row­ful­ly, “We sang all the time. We sang our song.”

			And he will re­ply with an art­ful peas­ant smile, “Then go and dance the dance.”

			And I know that my com­pan­ions felt as I did. We went out of the en­ter­tain­ment-room silent, not ex­chang­ing opin­ions.

			Three days lat­er we said good­bye, and since that time have been rather cold to­wards one an­oth­er. We had been sud­den­ly chilled in our con­sciences and made ashamed, as if these in­no­cent mouths of sleepy chil­dren had pro­nounced death sen­tence up­on us. And when I re­turned from the post of Ivan Ka­raulof to Gore­li, and from Gore­li to Koslof, and from Koslof to Zintabrof, and then fur­ther by rail­road there fol­lowed me all the time that iron­i­cal, seem­ing­ly ma­li­cious phrase, “Then dance the dance.”

			God alone knows the des­tiny of the Rus­sian peo­ple. … Well, I sup­pose, if it should be nec­es­sary, we’ll dance it!

			I trav­elled a whole night to the rail­way sta­tion.

			On the bare frost­ed branch­es of the birch­es sat the stars, as if the Lord Him­self had with His own hands dec­o­rat­ed the trees. And I thought, “Yes, it’s beau­ti­ful.” But I could not ban­ish that iron­i­cal thought, “Then dance the dance.”

		
	
		
			Easter Day

			On his way from Pe­ters­burg to the Crimea Colonel Voznitsin pur­pose­ly broke his jour­ney at Mos­cow, where his child­hood and youth had been spent, and stayed there two days. It is said that some an­i­mals when they feel that they are about to die go round to all their favourite and fa­mil­iar haunts, tak­ing leave of them, as it were. Voznitsin was not threat­ened by the near ap­proach of death; at forty years of age he was still strong and well-pre­served. But in his tastes and feel­ings and in his re­la­tions with the world he had reached the point from which life slips al­most im­per­cep­ti­bly in­to old age. He had be­gun to nar­row the cir­cle of his en­joy­ments and plea­sures; a habit of ret­ro­spec­tion and of scep­ti­cal sus­pi­cion was man­i­fest in his be­hav­iour; his dumb, un­con­scious, an­i­mal love of Na­ture had be­come less and was giv­ing place to a more re­fined ap­pre­ci­a­tion of the shades of beau­ty; he was no longer ag­i­tat­ed and dis­turbed by the adorable love­li­ness of wom­en, but chiefly—and this was the first sign of spir­i­tu­al blight—he be­gan to think about his own death. For­mer­ly he had thought about it in a care­less and tran­sient fash­ion—soon­er or lat­er death would come, not to him per­son­al­ly, but to some oth­er, some­one of the name of Voznitsin. But now he thought of it with a griev­ous, sharp, cru­el, un­wa­ver­ing, mer­ci­less clear­ness, so that at nights his heart beat in ter­ror and his blood ran cold. It was this feel­ing which had im­pelled him to vis­it once more those places fa­mil­iar to his youth, to live over again in mem­o­ry those dear, painful­ly sweet rec­ol­lec­tions of his child­hood, over­shad­owed with a po­et­i­cal sad­ness, to wound his soul once more with the sweet grief of re­call­ing that which was for­ev­er past—the ir­rev­o­ca­ble pu­ri­ty and clear­ness of his first im­pres­sions of life.

			And so he did. He stayed two days in Mos­cow, re­turn­ing to his old haunts. He went to see the board­ing­house where once he had lived for six years in the charge of his form mis­tress, be­ing ed­u­cat­ed un­der the Froe­be­lian sys­tem. Ev­ery­thing there was al­tered and re­con­sti­tut­ed; the boys’ de­part­ment no longer ex­ist­ed, but in the girls’ class­rooms there was still the pleas­ant and al­lur­ing smell of fresh­ly var­nished ta­bles and stools; there was still the mar­vel­lous mix­ture of odours in the din­ing-room, with a spe­cial smell of the ap­ples which now, as then, the schol­ars hid in their pri­vate cup­boards. He vis­it­ed his old mil­i­tary school, and went in­to the pri­vate chapel where as a cadet he used to serve at the al­tar, swing­ing the censer and com­ing out in his sur­plice with a can­dle at the read­ing of the Gospel, but al­so steal­ing the wax can­dle-ends, drink­ing the wine af­ter Com­mu­nion, and some­times mak­ing gri­maces at the fun­ny dea­con and send­ing him in­to fits of laugh­ter, so that once he was solemn­ly sent away from the al­tar by the priest, a mag­nif­i­cent and plump grey­beard, strik­ing­ly like the pic­ture of the God of Sabaoth be­hind the al­tar. He went along all the old streets, and pur­pose­ly lin­gered in front of the hous­es where first of all had come to him the naive and child­ish lan­guish­ments of love; he went in­to the court­yards and up the stair­cas­es, hard­ly recog­nis­ing any of them, so much al­ter­ation and re­build­ing had tak­en place in the quar­ter of a cen­tu­ry of his ab­sence. And he no­ticed with ir­ri­ta­tion and sur­prise that his staled and life-wea­ried soul re­mained cold and un­moved, and did not re­flect in it­self the old fa­mil­iar grief for the past, that gen­tle grief, so bright, so calm, re­flec­tive and sub­mis­sive.

			“Yes, yes, yes—it’s old age,” he re­peat­ed to him­self, nod­ding his head sad­ly. … “Old age, old age, old age. … It can’t be helped. …”

			Af­ter he left Mos­cow he was kept in Kiev for a whole day on busi­ness, and on­ly ar­rived at Odessa at the be­gin­ning of Holy Week. But it had been bad weath­er for some days, and Voznitsin, who was a very bad sailor, could not make up his mind to em­bark. It was on­ly on the morn­ing of East­er Eve that the weath­er be­came fine and the sea calm.

			At six o’clock in the evening the steam­er Grand Duke Alex­is left the har­bour. Voznitsin had no one to see him off, for which he was thank­ful. He had no pa­tience with the some­what hyp­o­crit­i­cal and al­ways dif­fi­cult com­e­dy of farewell, when God knows why one stands a full half-hour at the side of the boat and looks down up­on the peo­ple stand­ing on the pier, smil­ing con­strained smiles, throw­ing kiss­es, call­ing out from time to time in a the­atri­cal tone fool­ish and mean­ing­less phras­es for the ben­e­fit of the by­standers, till at last, with a sigh of re­lief, one feels the steam­er be­gin slow­ly and heav­i­ly to move away.

			There were very few pas­sen­gers on board, and the ma­jor­i­ty of them were third-class peo­ple. In the first-class there were on­ly two oth­ers be­sides him­self: a la­dy and her daugh­ter, as the stew­ard in­formed him. “That’s good,” thought he to him­self.

			Ev­ery­thing promised a smooth and easy voy­age. His cab­in was ex­cel­lent, large and well light­ed, with two di­vans and no up­per berths at all. The sea, though gen­tly toss­ing, grew grad­u­al­ly calmer, and the ship did not roll. At sun­set, how­ev­er, there was a fresh breeze on deck.

			Voznitsin slept that night with open win­dows, and more sound­ly than he had slept for many months, per­haps for a year past. When the boat ar­rived at Eu­pa­to­ria he was awak­ened by the noise of the cranes and by the run­ning of the sailors on the deck. He got up, dressed quick­ly, or­dered a glass of tea, and went above.

			The steam­er was at an­chor in a half-trans­par­ent mist of a milky rose tint, pierced by the gold­en rays of the ris­ing sun. Scarce­ly no­tice­able in the dis­tance, the flat shore lay glim­mer­ing. The sea was gen­tly lap­ping the steam­er’s sides. There was a mar­vel­lous odour of fish, pitch and sea­weed. From a barge along­side they were lad­ing pack­ages and bales. The cap­tain’s di­rec­tions rang out clear­ly in the pure air of morn­ing: “Maina, véra, véra po malu, stop!”

			When the barge had gone off and the steam­er be­gan to move again, Voznitsin went down in­to the din­ing sa­loon. A strange sight met his gaze. The ta­bles were placed flat against the walls of the long room and were dec­o­rat­ed with gay flow­ers and cov­ered with East­er fare. There were lambs roast­ed whole, and tur­keys, with their long necks sup­port­ed by un­seen rods and wire, raised their fool­ish heads on high. Their thin necks were bent in­fo the form of an in­ter­ro­ga­tion mark, and they trem­bled and shook with ev­ery move­ment of the steam­er. They might have been strange an­te­dilu­vian beasts, like the bron­toza­u­ri or ichthau­ri one sees in pic­tures, ly­ing there up­on the large dish­es, their legs bent un­der them, their heads on their twist­ed necks look­ing around with a com­i­cal and cau­tious wari­ness. The clear sun­light streamed through the port­holes and made gold­en cir­cles of light on the table­cloths, trans­form­ing the colours of the East­er eggs in­to pur­ple and sap­phire, and mak­ing the flow­ers—hy­acinths, pan­sies, tulips, vi­o­lets, wall­flow­ers, for­get-me-nots—glow with liv­ing fire.

			The oth­er first-class pas­sen­ger al­so came down for tea. Voznitsin threw a pass­ing glance at her. She was nei­ther young nor beau­ti­ful, but she had a tall, well-pre­served, rather stout fig­ure, and was well and sim­ply dressed in an am­ple light-coloured cloak with silk col­lar and cuffs. Her head was cov­ered with a light-blue, semi­trans­par­ent gauze scarf. She drank her tea and read a book at the same time, a French book Voznitsin judged by its small com­pact shape and pale yel­low cov­er.

			There was some­thing strange­ly and re­mote­ly fa­mil­iar about her, not so much in her face as in the turn of her neck and the lift of her eye­brows when she cast an an­swer­ing glance at him. But this un­con­scious im­pres­sion was soon dis­persed and for­got­ten.

			The heat of the sa­loon soon sent the pas­sen­gers on deck, and they sat down on the seats on the shel­tered side of the boat. The la­dy con­tin­ued to read, though she of­ten let her book fall on to her knee while she gazed up­on the sea, on the dol­phins sport­ing there, on the dis­tant cliffs of the shore, pur­ple in colour or cov­ered with a scant ver­dure.

			Voznitsin be­gan to pace up and down the deck, turn­ing when he reached the cab­in. Once, as he passed the la­dy, she looked up at him at­ten­tive­ly with a kind of ques­tion­ing cu­rios­i­ty, and once more it seemed to him that he had met her be­fore some­where. Lit­tle by lit­tle this in­sis­tent feel­ing be­gan to dis­qui­et him, and he felt that the la­dy was ex­pe­ri­enc­ing the same feel­ings. But try as he would he could not re­mem­ber meet­ing her be­fore.

			Sud­den­ly, pass­ing her for the twen­ti­eth time, he al­most in­vol­un­tar­i­ly stopped in front of her, salut­ed in mil­i­tary fash­ion, and light­ly click­ing his spurs to­geth­er said:

			“Par­don my bold­ness … but I can’t get rid of a feel­ing that I know you, or rather that long ago I used to know you.”

			She was quite a plain wom­an, of blonde al­most red colour­ing, grey hair—though this was on­ly no­tice­able at a near view ow­ing to its orig­i­nal light colour—pale eye­lash­es over blue eyes, and a fad­ed freck­led face. Her mouth on­ly seemed fresh, be­ing full and rosy, with beau­ti­ful­ly curved lips.

			“And I al­so,” said she. “Just fan­cy, I’ve been sit­ting here and won­der­ing where we could have met. My name is Lvo­va—does that re­mind you of any­thing?”

			“I’m sor­ry to say it doesn’t,” an­swered he, “but my name is Voznitsin.”

			The la­dy’s eyes gleamed sud­den­ly with a gay and fa­mil­iar smile, and Voznitsin saw that she knew him at once.

			“Voznitsin, Kolya Voznitsin,” she cried joy­ful­ly, hold­ing out her hand to him. “Is it pos­si­ble I didn’t recog­nise you? Lvo­va, of course, is my mar­ried name. … But no, no, you will re­mem­ber me in time. … Think: Mos­cow, Borisogleb­sky Street, the house be­long­ing to the church. … Well? Don’t you re­mem­ber your school chum, Arkasha Yurlof … ?”

			Voznitsin’s hand trem­bled as he pressed hers. A flash of mem­o­ry en­light­ened him.

			“Well, I nev­er! … It can’t be Lenotch­ka? I beg your par­don, Ele­na … Ele­na. …”

			“Ele­na Vladimirov­na,” she put in. “You’ve for­got­ten. … But you, Kolya, you’re just the same Kolya, awk­ward, shy, touchy Kolya. How strange for us to meet like this! Do sit down. … How glad I am. …”

			“Yes,” mut­tered Voznitsin, “the world is re­al­ly so small that ev­ery­one must of ne­ces­si­ty meet ev­ery­one else”—a by no means orig­i­nal thought. “But tell me all that has hap­pened. How is Arkasha—and Alexan­dra Mil­liev­na—and Oletch­ka?”

			At school Voznitsin had on­ly been in­ti­mate with one of his com­pan­ions—Arkasha Yurlof. Ev­ery Sun­day he had leave he used to vis­it the fam­i­ly, and at East­er and Christ­mas-time he had some­times spent his hol­i­days with them. Be­fore the time came for them to go to col­lege, Arkasha had fall­en ill and had been or­dered away in­to the coun­try. And from that time Voznitsin had lost sight of him. Many years ago he had heard by chance that Lenotch­ka had been be­trothed to an of­fi­cer hav­ing the un­usu­al sur­name of Jen­ishek, who had done a thing at once fool­ish and un­ex­pect­ed—shot him­self.

			“Arkasha died at our coun­try house in 1890,” an­swered the la­dy, “of can­cer. And moth­er on­ly lived a year af­ter. Oletch­ka took her med­i­cal de­gree and is now a doc­tor in the Ser­dob­sky dis­trict—be­fore that she was as­sis­tant in our vil­lage of Je­maki­no. She has nev­er wished to mar­ry, though she’s had many good of­fers. I’ve been mar­ried twen­ty years,” said she, a gleam of a smile on her com­pressed lips. “I’m quite an old wom­an. … My hus­band has an es­tate in the coun­try, and is a mem­ber of the Pro­vin­cial Coun­cil. He hasn’t re­ceived many hon­ours, but he’s an hon­est fel­low and a good hus­band, is not a drunk­ard, nei­ther plays cards nor runs af­ter wom­en, as oth­ers do. … God be praised for that! …”

			“Do you re­mem­ber, Ele­na Vladimirov­na, how I was in love with you at one time?” Voznitsin broke in sud­den­ly.

			She smiled, and her face at once wore a look of youth. Voznitsin saw for a mo­ment the gleam of the gold stop­ping in her teeth.

			“Fool­ish­ness! … Just lad’s love. … But you weren’t in love with me at all; you fell in love with the Sinyel­nikofs, all four of them, one af­ter the oth­er. When the el­dest girl mar­ried you placed your heart at the feet of the next sis­ter, and so on.”

			“Ah-ha! You were just a lit­tle jeal­ous, eh?” re­marked Voznitsin with joc­u­lar self-sat­is­fac­tion.

			“Oh, not at all! … You were like Arkasha’s broth­er. … Af­ter­wards, lat­er, when you were about sev­en­teen per­haps, I was a lit­tle vexed to think you had changed to­wards me. … You know, its ridicu­lous, but girls have hearts like wom­en. We may not love a silent ador­er, but we are jeal­ous if he pays at­ten­tions to oth­ers. … But that’s all non­sense. Tell me more about your­self, where you live, and what you do.”

			He told her of his life—at col­lege, in the army, about the war, and his present po­si­tion. No, he had nev­er mar­ried—at first he had feared pover­ty and the re­spon­si­bil­i­ty of a fam­i­ly, and now it was too late. He had had flir­ta­tions, of course, and even some se­ri­ous ro­mances.

			The con­ver­sa­tion ceased af­ter a while, and they sat silent, look­ing at one an­oth­er with ten­der, tear-dimmed eyes. In Voznitsin’s mem­o­ry the long past of thir­ty years ago came swift­ly again be­fore him. He had known Lenotch­ka when he was eleven years old. She had been a naughty, fid­get­ty sort of girl, fond of telling tales and lik­ing to make trou­ble. Her face was cov­ered with freck­les, she had long arms and legs, pale eye­lash­es, and dis­or­der­ly red hair hang­ing about her face in long wisps. Her sis­ter Oletch­ka was dif­fer­ent; she had al­ways kept apart, and be­haved like a sen­si­ble girl. On hol­i­days they all went to­geth­er to dances at the As­sem­bly Rooms, to the the­atre, the cir­cus, to the skat­ing rink. They got up Christ­mas par­ties and chil­dren’s plays to­geth­er; they coloured eggs at East­er and dressed up at Christ­mas. They quar­relled and car­ried on to­geth­er like young pup­pies.

			There were three years of that. Lenotch­ka used to go away ev­ery sum­mer with her peo­ple to their coun­try house at Je­maki­no, and that year, when she re­turned to Mos­cow in the au­tumn, Voznitsin opened both eyes and mouth in as­ton­ish­ment. She was changed; you couldn’t say that she was beau­ti­ful, but there was some­thing in her face more won­der­ful than ac­tu­al beau­ty, a rosy ra­di­ant blos­som­ing of the fem­i­nine be­ing in her. It is so some­times. God knows how the mir­a­cle takes place, but in a few weeks, an awk­ward, un­der­sized, gawky school­girl will de­vel­op sud­den­ly in­to a charm­ing maid­en. Lenotch­ka’s face still kept her sum­mer sun­burn, un­der which her ar­dent young blood flowed gai­ly, her shoul­ders had filled out, her fig­ure round­ed it­self, and her soft breasts had a firm out­line—all her body had be­come wil­lowy, grace­ful, gra­cious.

			And their re­la­tions to­wards one an­oth­er had changed al­so. They be­came dif­fer­ent af­ter one Sat­ur­day evening when the two of them, frol­ick­ing to­geth­er be­fore church ser­vice in a dim­ly light­ed room, be­gan to wres­tle to­geth­er and fight. The win­dows were wide open, and from the gar­den came the clear fresh­ness of au­tumn and a slight winey odour of fall­en leaves, and slow­ly one af­ter an­oth­er rang out the sounds of the church bells.

			They strug­gled to­geth­er; their arms were round each oth­er so that their bod­ies were pressed close­ly to­geth­er and they were breath­ing in each oth­er’s faces. Sud­den­ly Lenotch­ka, her face flam­ing crim­son even in the dark­en­ing twi­light, her eyes di­lat­ed, be­gan to whis­per an­gri­ly and con­fus­ed­ly:

			“Let me go … let go. … I don’t want to … ,” adding with a ma­li­cious gleam in her wet eyes: “Nasty, hor­rid boy.”

			The nasty, hor­rid boy re­leased her and stood there, awk­ward­ly stretch­ing out his trem­bling arms. His legs trem­bled al­so, and his fore­head was wet with a sud­den per­spi­ra­tion. He had just now felt in his arms the slen­der re­spon­sive waist of a wom­an, broad­en­ing out so won­der­ful­ly to the round­ed hips; he had felt on his bo­som the pli­ant yield­ing con­tact of her firm, high, girl­ish breasts and breathed the per­fume of her body—that pleas­ant in­tox­i­cat­ing scent of open­ing poplar buds and young shoots of black-cur­rant bush­es which one smells on a clear damp evening of spring af­ter a slight show­er, when the sky and the rain-pools flame with crim­son and the may bee­tles hum in the air.

			Thus be­gan for Voznitsin that year of love lan­guish­ment, of bit­ter pas­sion­ate dreams, of se­cret and soli­tary tears. He be­came wild, unso­cia­ble, rude and awk­ward in con­se­quence of his tor­tur­ing shy­ness; he was al­ways knock­ing over chairs and catch­ing his clothes on the fur­ni­ture, up­set­ting the tea-ta­ble with all the cups and saucers—“Our Kolin­ka’s al­ways get­ting in­to trou­ble,” said Lenotch­ka’s moth­er good-na­tured­ly.

			Lenotch­ka laughed at him. But he knew noth­ing of it, he was con­tin­u­al­ly be­hind her watch­ing her draw or write or em­broi­der, and look­ing at the curve of her neck with a strange mix­ture of hap­pi­ness and tor­ture, watch­ing her white skin and flow­ing gold­en hair, see­ing how her brown school-blouse moved with her breath­ing, be­com­ing large and wrin­kling up in­to lit­tle pleats when she drew in her breath, then fill­ing out and be­com­ing tight and elas­tic and round again. The sight of her girl­ish wrists and pret­ty arms, and the scent of open­ing poplar buds about her, re­mained with the boy and oc­cu­pied his thoughts in class, in church, in de­ten­tion rooms.

			In all his note­books and text­books Voznitsin drew beau­ti­ful­ly-twined ini­tials E and Y, and cut them with a knife on the lid of his desk in the mid­dle of a pierced and flam­ing heart. The girl, with her wom­an’s in­stinct, no doubt guessed his silent ado­ra­tion, but in her eyes he was too ev­ery­day, too much one of the fam­i­ly. For him she had sud­den­ly been trans­formed in­to a bloom­ing, daz­zling, fra­grant won­der, but in her sight he was still the same im­petu­ous boy as be­fore, with a deep voice and hard rough hands, wear­ing a tight uni­form and wide trousers. She co­quet­ted in­no­cent­ly with her school­boy friends and with the young son of the priest at the church, and, like a kit­ten sharp­en­ing its claws, she some­times found it amus­ing to throw on Voznitsin a swift, burn­ing, cun­ning glance. But if he in a mo­men­tary for­get­ful­ness squeezed her hand too tight­ly, she would threat­en him with a rosy fin­ger and say mean­ing­ly:

			“Take care, Kolya. I shall tell moth­er.” And Voznitsin would shiv­er with un­feigned ter­ror.

			It was no won­der that Kolya had to spend two years in the sixth form; no won­der ei­ther that in the sum­mer he fell in love with the el­dest of the Sinyel­nikof girls, with whom he had once danced at a par­ty. … But at East­er his full heart of love knew a mo­ment of heav­en­ly blessed­ness.

			On East­er Eve he went with the Yurlofs to Borisogleb­sky Church, where Alexan­dra Mil­liev­na had an hon­oured place, with her own kneel­ing-mat and soft fold­ing chair. And some­how or oth­er he con­trived to come home alone with Lenotch­ka. The moth­er and Oletch­ka stayed for the con­se­cra­tion of the East­er cakes, and Lenotch­ka, Arkasha and Kolya came out of church to­geth­er. But Arkasha diplo­mat­i­cal­ly van­ished—he dis­ap­peared as sud­den­ly as if the earth had opened and swal­lowed him up. The two young peo­ple found them­selves alone.

			They went arm in arm through the crowd, their young legs mov­ing eas­i­ly and swift­ly. Both were over­come by the beau­ty of the night, the joy­ous hymns, the mul­ti­tude of lights, the East­er kiss­es, the smiles and greet­ings in the church. Out­side there was a cheer­ful crowd of peo­ple; the dark and ten­der sky was full of bright­ly twin­kling stars; the scent of moist young leaves was waft­ed from gar­dens, and they, too, were un­ex­pect­ed­ly so near to one an­oth­er they seemed lost to­geth­er in the crowd, and they were out at an un­usu­al­ly late hour.

			Pre­tend­ing to him­self that it was by ac­ci­dent, Voznitsin pressed Lenotch­ka’s el­bow to his side, and she an­swered with a bare­ly no­tice­able move­ment in re­turn. He re­peat­ed the se­cret ca­ress, and she again re­spond­ed. Then in the dark­ness he felt for her fin­ger­tips and gen­tly stroked them, and her hand made no ob­jec­tion, was not snatched away.

			And so they came to the gate of the church house. Arkasha had left the lit­tle gate open for them. Nar­row wood­en planks placed over the mud led up to the house be­tween two rows of spread­ing old lime trees. When the gate closed af­ter them, Voznitsin caught Lenotch­ka’s hand and be­gan to kiss her fin­gers, so warm, so soft, so full of life.

			“Lenotch­ka, I love you; I love you. …”

			He put his arms around her and kissed her in the dark­ness, some­where just be­low her ear. His hat fell off on to the ground, but he did not stop to pick it up. He kissed the girl’s cool cheek, and whis­pered as in a dream:

			“Lenotch­ka, I love you, I love you. …”

			“No, no,” said she in a whis­per, and hear­ing the whis­per he sought her lips. “No, no, let me go; let me. …”

			Dear lips of hers, half child­ish, sim­ple, in­no­cent lips. When he kissed her she made no op­po­si­tion, yet she did not re­turn his kiss­es; she breathed in a touch­ing man­ner, quick­ly, deeply, sub­mis­sive­ly. Down his cheeks there flowed cool tears, tears of rap­ture. And when he drew his lips away from hers and looked up in­to the sky, the stars shin­ing through the lime branch­es seemed to dance and come to­wards one an­oth­er, to meet and swim to­geth­er in sil­very clus­ters, seen through his flow­ing tears.

			“Lenotch­ka, I love you. …”

			“Let me go. …”

			“Lenotch­ka!”

			But sud­den­ly she cried out an­gri­ly: “Let me go, you nasty, hor­rid boy. You’ll see, I’ll tell moth­er ev­ery­thing; I’ll tell her all about it. In­deed, I will.”

			She didn’t say any­thing to her moth­er, but af­ter that night she nev­er al­lowed Voznitsin to be alone with her. And then the sum­mer­time came. …

			

			“And do you re­mem­ber, Ele­na Vladimirov­na, how one beau­ti­ful East­er night two young peo­ple kissed one an­oth­er just in­side the church-house gate?” asked Voznitsin.

			“No, I don’t re­mem­ber any­thing. … Nasty, hor­rid boy,” said the la­dy, smil­ing gen­tly. “But look, here comes my daugh­ter. You must make her ac­quain­tance.”

			“Lenotch­ka, this is Niko­lai Ivan­itch Voznitsin, my old, old friend. I knew him as a child. And this is my Lenotch­ka. She’s just ex­act­ly the same age as I was on that East­er night. …”

			“Big Lenotch­ka and lit­tle Lenotch­ka,” said Voznitsin.

			“No, old Lenotch­ka and young Lenotch­ka,” she an­swered, sim­ply and qui­et­ly.

			Lenotch­ka was very much like her moth­er, but taller and more beau­ti­ful than she had been in her youth. Her hair was not red, but the colour of a hazel nut with a bril­liant lus­tre; her dark eye­brows were fine­ly and clear­ly out­lined; her mouth full and sen­si­tive, fresh and beau­ti­ful.

			The young girl was in­ter­est­ed in the float­ing light­ships, and Voznitsin ex­plained their con­struc­tion and use. Then they talked about sta­tion­ary light­hous­es, the depth of the Black Sea, about divers, about col­li­sions of steam­ers, and so on. Voznitsin could talk well, and the young girl lis­tened to him with light­ly part­ed lips, nev­er tak­ing her eyes from his face.

			And he … the longer he looked at her the more his heart was over­come by a sweet and ten­der melan­choly—sym­pa­thy for him­self, plea­sure in her, in this new Lenotch­ka, and a qui­et thank­ful­ness to the el­der one. It was this very feel­ing for which he had thirst­ed in Mos­cow, but clear­er, brighter, pu­ri­fied from all self-love.

			When the young girl went off to look at the Kher­son monastery he took the el­der Lenotch­ka’s hand and kissed it gen­tly.

			“Life is wise, and we must sub­mit to her laws,” he said thought­ful­ly. “But life is beau­ti­ful too. It is an eter­nal ris­ing from the dead. You and I will pass away and van­ish out of sight, but from our bod­ies, from our thoughts and ac­tions, from our minds, our in­spi­ra­tion and our tal­ents, there will arise, as from our ash­es, a new Lenotch­ka and a new Kolya Voznitsin. All is con­nect­ed, all linked to­geth­er. I shall de­part and yet I shall al­so re­main. But one must love Life and fol­low her guid­ance. We are all alive to­geth­er—the liv­ing and the dead.”

			He bent down once more to kiss her hand, and she kissed him ten­der­ly on his white-haired brow. They looked at one an­oth­er, and their eyes were wet with tears; they smiled gen­tly, sad­ly, ten­der­ly.

		
	
		
			The Idiot

			We were seat­ed in a lit­tle park, driv­en there by the un­bear­able heat of the noon­day sun. It was much cool­er there than in the streets, where the paving stones, steeped in the rays of the Ju­ly sun, burnt the soles of one’s feet, and the walls of the build­ings seemed red-hot. The fine scorch­ing dust of the road­way did not pen­e­trate through the close bor­der of leafy old limes and spread­ing chest­nuts, the lat­ter with their long up­right pyra­mids of rosy flow­ers look­ing like gi­gan­tic im­pe­ri­al can­de­labra. The park was full of frol­ic­some well-dressed chil­dren, the old­er ones play­ing with hoops and skip­ping-ropes, chas­ing one an­oth­er or go­ing to­geth­er in pairs, their arms en­twined as they walked about with an air of im­por­tance, step­ping quick­ly up­on the side­walk. The lit­tle ones played at choos­ing colours, “My la­dy sent me a hun­dred rou­bles,” and “King of the cas­tle.” And then a group of all the small­est ones gath­ered to­geth­er on a large heap of warm yel­low sand, mould­ing it in­to buck­wheat cakes and East­er loaves. The nurs­es stood round in groups, gos­sip­ing about their mas­ters and mis­tress­es; the gov­erness­es sat stiffly up­right on the bench­es, deep in their read­ing or their needle­work.

			Sud­den­ly the chil­dren stopped their play­ing and be­gan to gaze in­tent­ly in the di­rec­tion of the en­trance gate. We al­so turned to look. A tall beard­ed peas­ant was wheel­ing in be­fore him a bath-chair in which sat a piti­ful help­less be­ing, a boy of about eigh­teen or twen­ty years, with a flab­by pale face, thick, wet, crim­son hang­ing lips, and the ap­pear­ance of an id­iot. The beard­ed peas­ant pushed the chair past us and dis­ap­peared down a side path. I no­ticed as he passed that the enor­mous sharp-point­ed head of the boy moved from side to side, and that at each move­ment of the chair it fell to­wards his shoul­der or dropped help­less­ly in front of him.

			“Poor man!” ex­claimed my com­pan­ion in a gen­tle voice.

			I heard such deep and sin­cere sym­pa­thy in his words that I in­vol­un­tar­i­ly looked at him in as­ton­ish­ment. I had known Zim­i­na for a long time—he was a strong, good-na­tured, jol­ly, vir­ile type of man serv­ing in one of the reg­i­ments quar­tered in our town. To tell the truth, I shouldn’t have ex­pect­ed from him such sin­cere com­pas­sion to­wards a stranger’s mis­for­tune.

			“Poor, of course he is, but I shouldn’t call him a man,” said I, wish­ing to get in­to con­ver­sa­tion with Zim­i­na.

			“Why wouldn’t you?” asked he in his turn.

			“Well, it’s dif­fi­cult to say. But sure­ly it’s clear to ev­ery­body. … An id­iot has none of the high­er im­puls­es and virtues which dis­tin­guish man from the an­i­mal … no rea­son or speech or will. … A dog or a cat pos­sess­es these qual­i­ties in a much high­er de­gree. …”

			But Zim­i­na in­ter­rupt­ed me.

			“Par­don me, please,” said he. “I am deeply con­vinced, on the con­trary, that id­iots are not lack­ing in hu­man in­stincts. These in­stincts are on­ly cloud­ed over … they ex­ist deep be­low their an­i­mal feel­ings. … You see, I once had an ex­pe­ri­ence which gives me, I think, the right to say this. The re­mem­brance of it will nev­er leave me, and ev­ery time I see such an af­flict­ed per­son I feel touched al­most to tears. … If you’ll al­low me, I’ll tell you why the sight of an id­iot moves me to such com­pas­sion.”

			I has­tened to beg him to tell his sto­ry, and he be­gan.

			“In the year 18—, in the ear­ly au­tumn, I went to Pe­ters­burg to sit for an ex­am­i­na­tion at the Acad­e­my of the Gen­er­al Staff. I stopped in the first ho­tel I came to, at the cor­ner of Nevsky Prospect and the Fontan­ka. From my win­dows I could see the bronze hors­es on the para­pet of the An­itch­ka Bridge—they were al­ways wet and gleam­ing as if they had been cov­ered over with new oil­cloth. I of­ten drew them on the mar­ble win­dow-seats of my room.

			“Pe­ters­burg struck me as an un­pleas­ant place, it seemed to be al­ways en­veloped in a melan­choly grey veil of driz­zling rain. But when I went in­to the Acad­e­my for the first time I was over­whelmed and over­awed by its grandeur. I re­mem­ber now its im­mense broad stair­case with mar­ble balustrades, its high-roofed am­philades, its se­vere­ly pro­por­tioned lec­ture-hall, and its waxed par­quet floor, gleam­ing like a mir­ror, up­on which my pro­vin­cial feet stepped war­i­ly. There were four hun­dred of­fi­cers there that day. Against the mod­est back­ground of green Ar­me­ni­an uni­forms there flashed the clat­ter­ing swords of the Cuirassiers, the scar­let breasts of the Lancers, the white jack­ets of the Cav­al­ry Guards, wav­ing plumes, the gold of ea­gles on hel­mets, the var­i­ous colours of fac­ings, the sil­ver of swords. These of­fi­cers were all my ri­vals, and as I watched them in pride and ag­i­ta­tion I pulled at the place where I sup­posed my mous­tache would grow by and by. When a busy colonel of the Gen­er­al Staff, with his port­fo­lio un­der his arm, hur­ried past us, we shy foot sol­diers stepped on one side with rev­er­ent awe.

			“The ex­am­i­na­tion was to last over a month. I knew no one in all Pe­ters­burg, and in the evening, re­turn­ing to my lodg­ing, I ex­pe­ri­enced the dull­ness and weari­some­ness of soli­tude. It was no good talk­ing to any of my com­pan­ions; they were all im­mersed in sines and tan­gents, in the qual­i­ties de­ter­min­ing good po­si­tions for a bat­tle ground, in cal­cu­la­tions about the dec­li­na­tion of a pro­jec­tile. Sud­den­ly I re­mem­bered that my fa­ther had ad­vised me to seek out in Pe­ters­burg our dis­tant rel­a­tive, Alexan­dra Ivanov­na Gratche­va, and go and vis­it her. I got a di­rec­to­ry, found her ad­dress, and set out for a place some­where on the Gorokhavaya. Af­ter some lit­tle dif­fi­cul­ty I found Alexan­dra Ivanov­na’s room; she was liv­ing in her sis­ter’s house.

			“I opened the door and stood there, hard­ly see­ing any­thing at first. A stout wom­an was stand­ing with her back to me, near the sin­gle small win­dow of dull green glass. She was bend­ing over a smoky paraf­fin stove. The room was filled with the odour of paraf­fin and burn­ing fat. The wom­an turned round and saw me, and from a cor­ner a bare­foot­ed boy, wear­ing a loose-belt­ed blouse, jumped up and ran quick­ly to­wards me. I looked close­ly at him, and saw at once that he was an id­iot, and, though I did not re­coil be­fore him, in re­al­i­ty there was a feel­ing in my heart like that of fear. The id­iot looked un­in­tel­li­gent­ly at me, ut­ter­ing strange sounds, some­thing like oor­li, oor­li, oor­li. …

			“ ‘Don’t be afraid, he won’t touch it,’ said the wom­an to the id­iot, com­ing for­ward. And then to me—‘What can I do for you?’ she added.

			“I gave my name and re­mind­ed her of my fa­ther. She was glad to see me, her face bright­ened up, she ex­claimed in sur­prise and be­gan to apol­o­gise for not hav­ing the room in or­der. The id­iot boy came clos­er to me, and cried out more loud­ly, oor­li, oor­li. …

			“ ‘This is my boy, he’s been like that from birth,’ said Alexan­dra Ivanov­na with a sad smile. ‘What of it. … It’s the will of God. His name is Stepan.’

			“Hear­ing his name the id­iot cried out in a shrill, bird­like voice:

			“‘Pa­pan!’

			“Alexan­dra Ivanov­na pat­ted him ca­ress­ing­ly on the shoul­der.

			“ ‘Yes, yes, Stepan, Stepan. … You see, he guessed we were speak­ing about him and so he in­tro­duced him­self.’

			“‘Pa­pan!’ cried the id­iot again, turn­ing his eyes first on his moth­er and then on me.

			“In or­der to show some in­ter­est in the boy I said to him, ‘How do you do, Stepan,’ and took him by the hand. It was cold, puffy, life­less. I felt a cer­tain aver­sion, and on­ly out of po­lite­ness went on:

			“ ‘I sup­pose he’s about six­teen.’

			“ ‘Oh, no,’ an­swered the moth­er. ‘Ev­ery­body thinks he’s about six­teen, but he’s over twen­ty-nine. … His beard and mous­tache have nev­er grown.’

			“We talked to­geth­er. Alexan­dra Ivanov­na was a qui­et, timid wom­an, weighed down by need and mis­for­tune. Her sharp strug­gle against pover­ty had en­tire­ly killed all bold­ness of thought in her and all in­ter­est in any­thing out­side the nar­row bounds of this strug­gle. She com­plained to me of the high price of meat, and about the im­pu­dence of the cab driv­ers; told me of some peo­ple who had won mon­ey in a lot­tery, and en­vied the hap­pi­ness of rich peo­ple. All the time of our con­ver­sa­tion Stepan kept his eyes fixed on me. He was ap­par­ent­ly struck by and in­ter­est­ed in my mil­i­tary over­coat. Three times he put out his hand stealth­ily to touch the shin­ing but­tons, but drew it back each time as if he were afraid.

			“ ‘Is it pos­si­ble your Stepan can­not say even one word?’ I asked.

			“Alexan­dra Ivanov­na shook her head sad­ly.

			“ ‘No, he can’t speak. He has a few words of his own, but they’re not re­al­ly words—just mut­ter­ings. For ex­am­ple, he calls him­self Pa­pan; when he wants some­thing to eat he says mnya; he calls mon­ey te­ki. Stepan,’ she con­tin­ued, turn­ing to her son, ‘where is your te­ki; show us your te­ki.’

			“Stepan jumped up quick­ly from his chair, ran in­to a dark cor­ner, and crouched down on his heels. I heard the jin­gling of some cop­per coins and the boy’s voice say­ing oor­li, oor­li, but this time in a growl­ing, threat­en­ing tone.

			“ ‘He’s afraid,’ ex­plained the moth­er; ‘though he doesn’t un­der­stand what mon­ey is, he won’t let any­one touch it … he won’t even let me. … Well, well, we won’t touch your mon­ey, we won’t touch it,’ she went to her son and soothed him. …

			“I be­gan to vis­it them fre­quent­ly. Stepan in­ter­est­ed me, and an idea came to me to try and cure him ac­cord­ing to the sys­tem of a cer­tain Swiss doc­tor, who tried to cure his fee­ble­mind­ed pa­tients by the slow road of log­i­cal de­vel­op­ment. ‘He has a few weak im­pres­sions of the out­er world and of the con­nec­tion be­tween phe­nom­e­na,’ I thought. ‘Can one not com­bine two or three of these ideas, and so give a fourth, a fifth, and so on? Is it not pos­si­ble by per­sis­tent ex­er­cise to strength­en and broad­en this poor mind a lit­tle?’

			“I brought him a doll dressed as a coach­man. He was much pleased with it, and laughed and ex­claimed, show­ing the doll and say­ing Pa­pan! The doll, how­ev­er, seemed to awak­en some doubt in his mind, and that same evening Stepan, who was usu­al­ly well-dis­posed to all that was small and weak, tried to break the doll’s head on the floor. Then I brought him pic­tures, tried to in­ter­est him in box­es of bricks, and talked to him, nam­ing the dif­fer­ent ob­jects and point­ing them out to him. But ei­ther the Swiss doc­tor’s sys­tem was not a good one or I didn’t know how to put it in­to prac­tice—Stepan’s de­vel­op­ment seemed to make no progress at all.

			“He was very fond of me in those days. When I came to vis­it them he ran to meet me, ut­ter­ing rap­tur­ous cries. He nev­er took his eyes off me, and when I ceased to pay him spe­cial at­ten­tion he came up and licked my hands, my shoes, my uni­form, just like a dog. When I went away he stood at the win­dow for a long time, and cried so piti­ful­ly that the oth­er lodgers in the house com­plained of him to the land­la­dy.

			“But my per­son­al af­fairs were in a bad way. I failed at the ex­am­i­na­tion, failed un­usu­al­ly bad­ly in the last but one ex­am­i­na­tion in for­ti­fi­ca­tions. Noth­ing re­mained but to col­lect my be­long­ings and go back to my reg­i­ment. I don’t think that in all my life I shall ev­er for­get that dread­ful mo­ment when, com­ing out of the lec­ture-hall, I walked across the great vestibule of the Acad­e­my. Good Lord! I felt so small, so piti­ful and so hum­bled, walk­ing down those broad steps cov­ered with grey felt car­pet, hav­ing a crim­son stripe at the side and a white linen tread down the mid­dle.

			“It was nec­es­sary to get away as quick­ly as pos­si­ble. I was urged to this by fi­nan­cial con­sid­er­a­tions—in my purse I had on­ly ten copecks and one tick­et for a din­ner at a stu­dent’s restau­rant.

			“I thought to my­self: ‘I must get my “dis­missal” quick­ly and set out at once. Oh, the irony of that word “dis­missal.” ’ But it seemed the most dif­fi­cult thing in the world. From the Chan­cel­lor of the Acad­e­my I was sent to the Gen­er­al Staff, thence to the Com­man­dant’s of­fice, then to the lo­cal in­ten­dant, then back to the Acad­e­my, and at last to the Trea­sury. All these places were open on­ly at spe­cial times: some from nine to twelve, some from three to five. I was late at all of them, and my po­si­tion be­gan to ap­pear crit­i­cal.

			“When I used my din­ner tick­et I had thought­less­ly squan­dered my ten copecks al­so. Next day, when I felt the pangs of hunger, I re­solved to sell my text­books. Thick Baron Bego, adapt­ed by Bremik­er, bound, I sold for twen­ty-five copecks; Pro­fes­sor Lobko for twen­ty; sol­id Gen­er­al Durop no one would buy.

			“For two days I was half starved. On the third day there on­ly re­mained to me three copecks. I screwed up my courage and went to ask a loan from some of my com­pan­ions, but they all ex­cused them­selves by say­ing there was a Tor­ri­cel­lian vac­u­um in their pock­ets, and on­ly one ac­knowl­edged hav­ing a few rou­bles, but he nev­er lent mon­ey. As he ex­plained, with a gen­tle smile, ‘ “Loan oft los­es both it­self and friend,” as Shake­speare says in one of his im­mor­tal works.’

			“Three copecks! I in­dulged in trag­ic re­flec­tions. Should I spend them all at once on a box of ten cig­a­rettes, or should I wait un­til my hunger be­came un­bear­able, and then buy bread?

			“How wise I was to de­cide on the lat­ter! To­wards evening I was as hun­gry as Robin­son Cru­soe on his is­land, and I went out on to the Nevsky Prospect. Ten times I passed and repassed Philipof’s the bak­er’s, de­vour­ing with my eyes the im­mense loaves of bread in the win­dows. Some had yel­low crust, some red, and some were strewn with pop­py-seed. At last I re­solved to go in. Some school­boys stood there eat­ing hot pies, hold­ing them in scraps of grey greasy pa­per. I felt a ha­tred against them for their good for­tune.

			“ ‘What would you like?’ asked the shop­man.

			“I put on an in­dif­fer­ent air, and an­swered su­per­cil­ious­ly:

			“ ‘Cut me off a pound of black bread. …’

			“I was far from be­ing at my ease while the man skil­ful­ly cut the bread with his broad knife. And sud­den­ly I thought to my­self: ‘Sup­pose it’s more than two and a half copecks a pound, what shall I do if the man cuts it over­weight? I know it’s pos­si­ble to owe five or ten rou­bles in a restau­rant, and say to the wait­er, “Put it down to my ac­count, please,” but what can one do if one hasn’t enough by one copeck?’

			“Hur­rah! The bread cost ex­act­ly three copecks. I shift­ed about from one foot to an­oth­er while it was be­ing wrapped up in pa­per. As soon as I got out of the shop and felt in my pock­et the soft warmth of the bread, I want­ed to cry out for joy and be­gin to munch it, as chil­dren do those crusts which they steal from the ta­ble af­ter a long day’s romp­ing, to eat as they lie in their beds. And I couldn’t re­strain my­self. Even in the street I thrust in­to my mouth two large tasty morsels.

			“Yes. I tell you all this in al­most a cheer­ful tone. But I was far from cheer­ful then. Add to my tor­ture of hunger the sting­ing shame of fail­ure; the near prospect of be­ing the laugh­ing­stock of my reg­i­men­tal com­pan­ions; the charm­ing ami­a­bil­i­ty of the of­fi­cial on whom de­pend­ed my cursed ‘dis­missal’. … I tell you frankly, in those days I was face to face all the time with the thought of sui­cide.

			“Next day my hunger again seemed un­bear­able. I went along to Alexan­dra Ivanov­na. As soon as Stepan saw me he went in­to an ec­sta­sy. He cried out, jumped about me, and licked my coat-sleeve. When at length I sat down he placed him­self near me on the floor and pressed up against my legs. Alexan­dra Ivanov­na was obliged to send him away by force.

			“It was very un­pleas­ant to have to ask a loan from this poor wom­an, who her­self found life so dif­fi­cult, but I re­solved I must do so.

			“ ‘Alexan­dra Ivanov­na,’ said I. ‘I’ve noth­ing to eat. Lend me what mon­ey you can, please.’

			“She wrung her hands.

			“ ‘My dear boy, I haven’t a copeck. Yes­ter­day I pawned my brooch. … To­day I was able to buy some­thing in the mar­ket, but to­mor­row I don’t know what I shall do.’

			“ ‘Can’t you bor­row a lit­tle from your sis­ter?’ I sug­gest­ed.

			“Alexan­dra Ivanov­na looked round with a fright­ened air, and whis­pered, al­most in ter­ror:

			“ ‘What are you say­ing? What! Don’t you know I live here on her char­i­ty? No, we’d bet­ter think of some oth­er way of get­ting it.’

			“But the more we thought the more dif­fi­cult it ap­peared. Af­ter a while we be­came silent. Evening came on, and the room was filled with a heavy weari­some gloom. De­spair and hate and hunger tor­tured me. I felt as if I were aban­doned on the edge of the world, alone and hu­mil­i­at­ed.

			“Sud­den­ly some­thing touched my side. I turned. It was Stepan. He held out to me on his palm a lit­tle pile of cop­per mon­ey, and said: ‘Te­ki, te­ki, te­ki. …’

			“I did not un­der­stand. Then he threw his mon­ey on to my knee, called out once more—te­ki—and ran off in­to his cor­ner.

			“Well, why should I hide it? I wept like a child; sobbed out, long and loud­ly. Alexan­dra Ivanov­na wept al­so, out of pity and ten­der­ness, and from his far cor­ner Stepan ut­tered his piti­ful, un­mean­ing cry of oor­li, oor­li, oor­li.

			“When I be­came qui­eter I felt bet­ter. The un­ex­pect­ed sym­pa­thy of the id­iot boy had sud­den­ly warmed and soothed my heart, and shown me that it is pos­si­ble to live, and that one ought to live, as long as there is love and com­pas­sion in the world.”

			“That is why,” con­clud­ed Zim­i­na, fin­ish­ing his sto­ry, “that is why I pity all these un­for­tu­nates, and why I can’t de­ny that they are hu­man be­ings.” Yes, and by the way, his sym­pa­thy brought me hap­pi­ness. Now I’m very glad I didn’t be­come a “mo­ment”—that’s our nick­name for the of­fi­cers of the Gen­er­al Staff. Since that time I have had a full and broad life, and prom­ises to be as full in the fu­ture. I’m su­per­sti­tious about it.

		
	
		
			The Picture

			
				I

				One evening, at the house of a well-known lit­er­ary man, af­ter sup­per, there arose among the com­pa­ny an un­usu­al­ly heat­ed dis­cus­sion as to whether there could ex­ist in this time of ours, so bar­ren of ex­alt­ed feel­ings, a last­ing and un­al­ter­able friend­ship. Ev­ery­one said that such friend­ship did not ex­ist; that there were many tri­als which the friend­ship of our days was quite un­able to sup­port. It was in the state­ment of the caus­es through which friend­ship was bro­ken, that the com­pa­ny dis­agreed. One said that mon­ey stood in the way of friend­ship; an­oth­er that wom­an stood in the way; a third, sim­i­lar­i­ty of char­ac­ter; a fourth, the cares of fam­i­ly life, and so on.

				When the talk­ing and shout­ing had died down, and the peo­ple were tired, though noth­ing had been ex­plained and no con­clu­sion ar­rived at, one re­spect­ed guest, who till that mo­ment had not tak­en part in the dis­cus­sion, sud­den­ly broke si­lence and took up the con­ver­sa­tion.

				“Yes, gen­tle­men, all that you have said is both weighty and re­mark­able. Still I could give you an ex­am­ple from life where friend­ship tri­umphed over all the ob­sta­cles which you have men­tioned, and re­mained in­vi­o­late.”

				“And do you mean,” asked the host, “that this friend­ship en­dured to the grave?”

				“No, not to the grave. But it was bro­ken off for a spe­cial rea­son.”

				“What sort of a rea­son?” asked the host.

				“A very sim­ple rea­son, and at the same time an as­ton­ish­ing one. The friend­ship was bro­ken by St. Bar­bara.”

				None of the com­pa­ny could un­der­stand how, in our com­mer­cial days, St. Bar­bara could sev­er a friend­ship, and they all begged Afanasy Sil­itch—for such was the re­spect­ed man’s name—to ex­plain his enig­mat­i­cal words.

				Afanasy Sil­itch smiled as he an­swered:

				“There’s noth­ing enig­mat­i­cal about the mat­ter. It’s a sim­ple and sad sto­ry, the sto­ry of the suf­fer­ing of a sick heart. And if you would re­al­ly like to hear, I’ll tell you about it at once with plea­sure.”

				Ev­ery­one pre­pared to lis­ten, and Afanasy Sil­itch be­gan his tale.

			
			
				II

				In the be­gin­ning of the present cen­tu­ry there was a fam­i­ly of princes, Be­lokon Be­lono­gof, fa­mous on ac­count of their il­lus­tri­ous birth, their rich­es and their pride. But fate des­tined this fam­i­ly to die out, so that now there is hard­ly any re­mem­brance of them. The last of these princes, and he was not of the di­rect line, fin­ished his world­ly ca­reer quite late­ly in the Arzhan­sky, a well-known night house and gam­bling den in Mos­cow, among a set of drunk­ards, wastrels and thieves. But my sto­ry is not about him, but about Prince An­drey Lvovitch, with whom the di­rect line end­ed.

				Dur­ing his fa­ther’s life­time—this was be­fore the eman­ci­pa­tion of the serfs—Prince An­drey had a com­mis­sion in the Guards, and was looked up­on as one of the most bril­liant of­fi­cers. He had plen­ty of mon­ey, was hand­some, and a favourite with the ladies, a good dancer, a du­el­list—and what not be­sides? But when his fa­ther died, Prince An­drey threw up his com­mis­sion in spite of all en­treaties from his com­rades to re­main. “No,” said he, “I shall be lost among you, and I’m cu­ri­ous to know all that fate has in store for me.”

				He was a strange man, of pe­cu­liar and, one might say, fan­tas­tic habits. He flat­tered him­self that his ev­ery dream could at once be re­alised. As soon as he had buried his fa­ther he took him­self off abroad. As­ton­ish­ing to think of the places he went to! Mon­ey was sent to him through ev­ery agen­cy and bank­ing house, now in Paris, now in Cal­cut­ta, then in New York, then Al­giers. I know all this on unim­peach­able au­thor­i­ty, I must tell you, be­cause my fa­ther was the chief stew­ard of his es­tate of two hun­dred thou­sand de­si­atines.4

				Af­ter four years the prince re­turned, thin, his face over­grown with a beard and brown from sun­burn—it was dif­fi­cult to recog­nise him. As soon as he ar­rived he es­tab­lished him­self on his es­tate at Pneestche­va. He went about in his dress­ing-gown. He found it very dull on the whole.

				I was al­ways wel­come in his house at that time, for the prince liked my cheer­ful dis­po­si­tion, and as I had re­ceived some sort of ed­u­ca­tion I could be some­what of a com­pan­ion to him. And then again, I was a free per­son, for my fa­ther had been ran­somed in the old prince’s time.

				The prince al­ways greet­ed me af­fec­tion­ate­ly, and made me sit down with him. He even treat­ed me to cigars. I soon got used to sit­ting down in his pres­ence, but I could nev­er ac­cus­tom my­self to smok­ing the cigars—they al­ways gave me a kind of sea­sick­ness.

				I was very cu­ri­ous to see all the things which the prince had brought back with him from his trav­els. Skins of li­ons and tigers, curved swords, idols, stuffed an­i­mals of all kinds, pre­cious stones and rich stuffs. The prince used to lie on his enor­mous di­van and smoke, and though he laughed at my cu­rios­i­ty he would ex­plain ev­ery­thing I asked about. Then, if he could get him­self in­to the mood, he would be­gin to talk of his ad­ven­tures un­til, as you may well be­lieve, cold shiv­ers ran down my back. He would talk and talk, and then all at once would frown and be­come silent. I would be silent al­so. And then he would say, all of a sud­den:

				“It’s dull for me, Afanasy. See, I’ve been all round the world and seen ev­ery­thing; I’ve caught wild hors­es in Mex­i­co and hunt­ed tigers in In­dia; I’ve jour­neyed on the sea and been in dan­ger of drown­ing; I’ve crossed deserts and been buried in sand—what more is there for me? Noth­ing, I say; there’s noth­ing new un­der the sun.”

				I said to him once, quite sim­ply, “You might get mar­ried, prince.”

				But he on­ly laughed.

				“I might mar­ry if I could find the wom­an whom I could love and hon­our. I’ve seen all na­tions and all class­es of wom­en, and since I’m not ug­ly, not stupid, and I’m a rich man, they have all shown me spe­cial at­ten­tion, but I’ve nev­er seen the sort of wom­an that I need. All of them were ei­ther mer­ce­nary or de­praved, or stupid or just a lit­tle too much giv­en to good works. But the fact re­mains, that I feel bored with life. It would be an­oth­er mat­ter if I had any sort of tal­ent or gift.”

				And to this I gen­er­al­ly used to an­swer: “But what more tal­ent do you want, prince? Thank God for your good looks, for your land—which, as you say your­self, is more than be­longs to any Ger­man prince—and for the pow­ers with which God has blessed you. I shouldn’t ask for any oth­er tal­ent.”

				The prince laughed at this, and said: “You’re a stupid, Afanasy, and much too young as yet. Live a lit­tle longer, and if you don’t be­come an ut­ter scoundrel, you’ll re­mem­ber these words of mine.”

			
			
				III

				Prince An­drey had, how­ev­er, a gift of his own, in my opin­ion, a very great gift, for paint­ing, which had been ev­i­dent even in his child­hood. Dur­ing his stay abroad he had lived for near­ly a year in Rome, and had there learnt to paint pic­tures. He had even thought at one time, he told me, that he might be­come a re­al artist, but for some rea­son he had giv­en up the idea, or he had be­come idle. Now he was liv­ing on his es­tate at Pneestche­va, he called to mind his for­mer oc­cu­pa­tion and took to paint­ing pic­tures again. He paint­ed the riv­er, the mill, an icon of St. Nicholas for the church—and paint­ed them very well.

				Be­sides this oc­cu­pa­tion the prince had one oth­er di­ver­sion—bear hunt­ing. In our neigh­bour­hood there were a fear­ful num­ber of these an­i­mals. He al­ways went as a mouzhik, with hunt­ing pole and knife, and on­ly took with him the vil­lage hunter Niki­ta Dran­ny. They called him Dran­ny be­cause on one oc­ca­sion a bear had torn a por­tion of his scalp from his skull, and his head had re­mained ragged ev­er since.5

				With the peas­ants the prince was quite sim­ple and friend­ly. He was so easy to ap­proach that if a man want­ed wood for his cot­tage, or if his horse had had an ac­ci­dent, all he had to do was to go straight to the prince and ask for what he want­ed. He knew that he would not be re­fused. The on­ly things the prince could not stand were ser­vil­i­ty and ly­ing. He nev­er for­gave a lie.

				And, more­over, the serfs loved him be­cause he made no scan­dals with their wom­en folk. The maids of our coun­try­side had a name for their good looks, and there were landown­ers in those days who lived worse than Turks, with a harem for them­selves and for their friends. But with us, no—no, noth­ing of that sort. That is, of course, noth­ing scan­dalous. There were oc­ca­sions, as there al­ways must be, man be­ing so weak, but these were qui­et and gen­tle af­fairs of the heart, and no one was of­fend­ed.

				But though Prince An­drey was sim­ple and friend­ly to­wards his in­fe­ri­ors, he was proud and in­so­lent in his bear­ing to­wards his equals and to those in au­thor­i­ty, even need­less­ly so. He es­pe­cial­ly dis­liked of­fi­cials. Some­times an of­fi­cial would come to our es­tate to see about the farm­ing ar­range­ments, or in con­nec­tion with the po­lice or with the ex­cise de­part­ment—at that time the no­bil­i­ty reck­oned any kind of ser­vice, ex­cept mil­i­tary ser­vice, as a degra­da­tion—and he would act as a per­son new to of­fice some­times does: he would strut about with an air of im­por­tance, and ask “Why aren’t things so and so?” The stew­ard would in­form him po­lite­ly that ev­ery­thing was in ac­cor­dance with the prince’s or­ders and mustn’t be al­tered. That meant, of course—You take your reg­u­la­tion bribe and be off with you. But the of­fi­cial would not be daunt­ed. “And what’s your prince to me?” he would say. “I’m the rep­re­sen­ta­tive of the law here.” And he would or­der the stew­ard to take him at once to the prince. My fa­ther would warn him out of pity. “Our prince,” he would say, “has rather a heavy hand.” But the of­fi­cial would not lis­ten. “Where is the prince?” he would cry. And he would rush in­to the prince’s pres­ence ex­claim­ing, “Mer­cy on us, what’s all this dis­or­der on your es­tate! Where else can one see such a state of things? I … we …” The prince would let him go on, and say noth­ing, then sud­den­ly his face would be­come pur­ple and his eyes would flash—he was ter­ri­ble to look at when he was an­gry. “Take the scoundrel to the sta­bles!” he would cry. And then the of­fi­cial would nat­u­ral­ly re­ceive a flog­ging. At that time many landown­ers ap­proved of this, and for some rea­son or oth­er the flog­gings al­ways took place in the sta­bles, ac­cord­ing to the cus­tom of their an­ces­tors. But af­ter two or three days the prince would se­cret­ly send my fa­ther in­to the town with a pack­et of ban­knotes for the of­fi­cial who had been chas­tised. I used to dare to say to him some­times, “You know, prince, the of­fi­cial will com­plain about you, and you’ll have to an­swer for your do­ings.” And he would say: “Well, how can that be? Let me be brought to ac­count be­fore God and my Em­per­or, but I’m bound to pun­ish im­pu­dence.”

				But bet­ter than this, if you please, was his be­hav­iour to­wards the Gov­er­nor at one time. One day a work­man from the fer­ry came run­ning up to him to tell him that the Gov­er­nor was on the oth­er side of the riv­er.

				“Well, what of it?” said the prince.

				“He wants the fer­ry­boat, your Ex­cel­len­cy,” said the peas­ant. He was a sen­si­ble man, and knew the prince’s char­ac­ter.

				“How did he ask for it?” said the prince.

				“The cap­tain of the po­lice sent to say that the fer­ry­boat was want­ed im­me­di­ate­ly.”

				The prince at once gave the or­der:

				“Don’t let him have it.”

				And he didn’t. Then the Gov­er­nor guessed what had hap­pened, and he wrote a lit­tle note and sent it, ask­ing dear An­drey Lvovitch—they were re­al­ly dis­tant cousins—to be so kind as to let him use the fer­ry, and sign­ing the note sim­ply with his Chris­tian and sur­name. On this the prince him­self kind­ly went down to the riv­er to meet the Gov­er­nor, and gave him such a feast in wel­come that he couldn’t get away from Pneestche­va for a whole week.

				To peo­ple of his own class, even to the most im­pov­er­ished of them, the prince nev­er re­fused to “give sat­is­fac­tion” in cas­es where a mis­un­der­stand­ing had arisen. But peo­ple were gen­er­al­ly on their guard, know­ing his in­domitable char­ac­ter and that he had fought in his time eigh­teen du­els. Du­els among the aris­toc­ra­cy were very com­mon at that time.

			
			
				IV

				The prince lived in this way on his es­tate at Pneestche­va for more than two years. Then the Tsar sent out his man­i­festo grant­ing free­dom to the serfs, and there com­menced a time of alarm and dis­tur­bance among the landown­ers. Many of them were not at all pleased about it, and sat at home on their far­away es­tates and took to writ­ing re­ports on the mat­ter. Oth­ers, more avari­cious and far­sight­ed, were on the watch with the freed peas­ants, try­ing to turn ev­ery­thing to their own ad­van­tage. And some were very much afraid of a ris­ing of the peas­ants, and ap­plied to the au­thor­i­ties for any kind of troops to de­fend their es­tates.

				When the man­i­festo ar­rived, Prince An­drey called his peas­ants to­geth­er and ex­plained the mat­ter to them in very sim­ple words, with­out any in­sin­u­a­tions. “You,” he said, “are now free, as free as I am. And this is a good thing to have hap­pened. But don’t use your free­dom to do wrong, be­cause the au­thor­i­ties will al­ways keep an eye on you. And, re­mem­ber, that as I have helped you in the past I shall con­tin­ue to do so. And take as much land as you can cul­ti­vate for your ran­som.”

				Then he sud­den­ly left the place and went off to Pe­ters­burg.

				I think you know very well what hap­pened at that time, gen­tle­men, both in Mos­cow and in Pe­ters­burg. The aris­toc­ra­cy turned up im­me­di­ate­ly, with piles of mon­ey, and went on the spree. The farm­ers and the hold­ers of con­ces­sions and the bankers had amazed all Rus­sia, but they were on­ly as chil­dren or pup­pies in com­par­i­son with the landown­ers. It’s ter­ri­ble to think what took place. Many a time a man’s whole for­tune was thrown to the winds for one sup­per.

				Prince An­drey fell in­to this very whirlpool, and be­gan to whirl about. Added to that, he fell in again with his old reg­i­men­tal friends, and then he let him­self go al­to­geth­er. How­ev­er, he didn’t stay long in Pe­ters­burg, for he was quick­ly forced to leave the city against his will. It was all be­cause of some hors­es.

			
			
				V

				He was hav­ing sup­per one evening with his of­fi­cer friends in one of the most fash­ion­able restau­rants. They had had very much to drink, cham­pagne above all. Sud­den­ly the talk turned on hors­es—it’s well known to be an eter­nal sub­ject of con­ver­sa­tion with of­fi­cers—as to who owned the most spir­it­ed team in Pe­ters­burg. One Cos­sack—I don’t re­mem­ber his name, I on­ly know that he was one of the reign­ing princes in the Cau­ca­sus—said that at that time the most spir­it­ed hors­es were a pair of black stal­lions be­long­ing to ———, and he named a la­dy in an ex­treme­ly high po­si­tion.

				“They are not hors­es,” said he, “but wild things. It’s on­ly Ilya who can man­age them, and they won’t al­low them­selves to be out­dis­tanced.”

				But Prince An­drey laughed at this.

				“I’d pass them with my bays.”

				“No, you wouldn’t,” said the Cos­sack.

				“Yes, I would.”

				“You wouldn’t race them.”

				“Yes, I would.”

				“Well, in that case,” said the Cos­sack, “we’ll lay a wa­ger about it at once.”

				And the wa­ger was laid. It was agreed that if Prince An­drey were put to shame he should give the Cos­sack his pair of bay hors­es, and with them a sledge and a car­riage with sil­ver har­ness, and if the prince got in front of Ilya’s team, then the Cos­sack would buy up all the tick­ets in the the­atre for an opera when Madame Bar­ba was to sing, so that they could walk about in the gallery and not al­low any­one else in the the­atre. At that time Madame Bar­ba had cap­ti­vat­ed all the beau-monde.

				Very well, then. On the next day, when the prince woke up, he or­dered the bay hors­es to be put in­to the car­riage. The hors­es were not very much to look at, hairy coun­try hors­es, but they were suf­fi­cient­ly fast go­ers; the most im­por­tant thing about them was that they liked to get in front of oth­er hors­es, and they were ex­cep­tion­al­ly long-wind­ed.

				As soon as his com­pan­ions saw that the prince was re­al­ly in earnest about the mat­ter, they tried to dis­suade him. “Give up this wa­ger,” urged they, “you can’t es­cape get­ting in­to some trou­ble over it.” But the prince would not lis­ten, and or­dered his coach­man, Bartholomew, to be called.

				The coach­man, Bartholomew, was a gloomy and, so to speak, ab­sent­mind­ed man. God had en­dowed him with such ex­tra­or­di­nary strength that he could even stop a troi­ka when the hors­es were go­ing at full gal­lop. The hors­es would fall back on their hind legs. He drank ter­ri­bly, had no lik­ing for con­ver­sa­tion with any­one, and, though he adored the prince with all his soul, he was rude and su­per­cil­ious to­wards him, so that he some­times had to re­ceive a flog­ging. The prince called Bartholomew to him and said: “Do you think, Bartholomew, you could race an­oth­er pair of hors­es with our bays?”

				“Which pair?” asked Bartholomew.

				The prince told him which hors­es they were. Bartholomew scratched the back of his head.

				“I know that pair,” he said, “and I know Ilya, their driv­er, pret­ty well. He’s a dan­ger­ous man. How­ev­er, if your Ex­cel­len­cy wish­es it, we can race them. On­ly, if the bay hors­es are ru­ined, don’t be an­gry.”

				“Very well,” said the prince. “And now, how much vod­ka shall we pour down your throat?”

				But Bartholomew wouldn’t have any vod­ka.

				“I can’t man­age the hors­es if I’m drunk,” said he.

				The prince got in the car­riage, and they start­ed. They took up their po­si­tion at the end of the Nevsky Prospect, and wait­ed. It was known be­fore­hand that the im­por­tant per­son­age would drive out at mid­day. And so it hap­pened. At twelve o’clock the pair of black hors­es were seen. Ilya was driv­ing, and the la­dy was in the sledge.

				The prince let them just get in front, and then he said to the coach­man:

				“Drive away!”

				Bartholomew let the hors­es go. As soon as Ilya heard the tramp­ing of the hors­es be­hind, he turned round; the la­dy looked round al­so. Ilya gave his hors­es the reins, and Bartholomew al­so whipped up his. But the own­er of the blacks was a wom­an of an ar­dent and fear­less tem­per­a­ment, and she had a pas­sion for hors­es. She said to Ilya, “Don’t dare to let that scoundrel pass us!”

				What be­gan to hap­pen then I can’t de­scribe. Both the coach­men and the hors­es were as if mad; the snow rose up above them in clouds as they raced along. At first the blacks seemed to be gain­ing, but they couldn’t last out for a long time, they got tired. The prince’s hors­es went ahead. Near the rail­way sta­tion, Prince An­drey jumped out of his car­riage, and the per­son­age threat­ened him an­gri­ly with her fin­ger.

				Next day the gov­er­nor of Pe­ters­burg—His Serene High­ness Prince Su­vo­rof—sent for the prince, and said to him:

				“You must leave Pe­ters­burg at once, prince. If you’re not pun­ished and made an ex­am­ple of, it’s on­ly be­cause the la­dy whom you treat­ed in such a dar­ing fash­ion yes­ter­day has a great par­tial­i­ty for bold and des­per­ate char­ac­ters. And she knows al­so about your wa­ger. But don’t put your foot in Pe­ters­burg again, and thank the Lord that you’ve got off so cheap­ly.”

				But, gen­tle­men, I’ve been gos­sip­ing about Prince An­drey and I haven’t yet touched on what I promised to tell you. How­ev­er, I’m soon com­ing to the end of my sto­ry. And, though it has been in rather a dis­joint­ed fash­ion, I have de­scribed the per­son­al­i­ty of the prince as best I can.

			
			
				VI

				Af­ter his fa­mous race the prince went off to Mos­cow, and there con­tin­ued to be­have as he had done in Pe­ters­burg, on­ly on a larg­er scale. At one time the whole town talked of noth­ing but his caprices. And it was there that some­thing hap­pened to him which caused all the folks at Pneestche­va to mock. A wom­an came in­to his life.

				But I must tell you what sort of a wom­an she was. A queen of wom­en! There are none like her in these days. Of a most mar­vel­lous beau­ty. … She had for­mer­ly been an ac­tress, then she had mar­ried a mer­chant mil­lion­aire, and when he died—she didn’t want to mar­ry any­one else—she said that she pre­ferred to be free.

				What spe­cial­ly at­tract­ed the prince to her was her care­less­ness. She didn’t wish to know any­one, nei­ther rich nor il­lus­tri­ous peo­ple, and she seemed to think noth­ing of her own great wealth. As soon as Prince An­drey saw her he fell in love with her. He was used to hav­ing wom­en run af­ter him, and so he had very lit­tle re­spect for them. But in this case the la­dy paid him no spe­cial at­ten­tion at all. She was gay and af­fa­ble, she ac­cept­ed his bou­quets and his presents, but di­rect­ly he spoke of his feel­ings she laughed at him. The prince was stung by this treat­ment. He near­ly went out of his mind.

				Once the prince went with Marya Gavrilov­na—that was the la­dy’s name—to the “Yar,” to hear some gip­sy singers. The par­ty num­bered fif­teen. At that time the prince was sur­round­ed and fawned up­on by a whole crowd of hang­ers-on—his Be­lono­gof com­pa­ny, as he called them—his own name was Be­lono­gof. They were all seat­ed at a ta­ble drink­ing wine, and the gip­sies were singing and danc­ing. Sud­den­ly, Marya Gavrilov­na want­ed to smoke. She took a pack­e­tos­ka—the sort of twist­ed straw cig­a­rette they used to smoke in those days—and looked round for a light. The prince no­ticed this, and in a mo­ment he pulled out a ban­knote for a thou­sand rou­bles, light­ed it at a can­dle and hand­ed it to her. Ev­ery­body in the com­pa­ny ex­claimed; the gip­sies even stopped singing, and their eyes gleamed with greed. And then some­one at a neigh­bour­ing ta­ble said, not very loud­ly, but with suf­fi­cient dis­tinct­ness, “Fool!”

				The prince jumped up as if he had been shot. At the oth­er ta­ble sat a small sick­ly-look­ing man, who looked straight at the prince in the calmest man­ner pos­si­ble. The prince went over to him at once.

				“How dare you call me a fool? Who are you?”

				The lit­tle man re­gard­ed him very cool­ly.

				“I,” said he, “am the artist Rozanof. And I called you a fool be­cause, with that mon­ey you burnt just to show off, you might have paid for the sup­port of four sick peo­ple in the hos­pi­tal for a whole year.”

				Ev­ery­body sat and wait­ed for what would hap­pen. The un­re­strained char­ac­ter of the prince was well known. Would he at once chas­tise the lit­tle man, or call him out to a du­el, or sim­ply or­der him to be whipped?

				But, af­ter a lit­tle si­lence, the prince sud­den­ly turned to the artist with these un­ex­pect­ed words:

				“You’re quite right, Mr. Rozanof. I did in­deed act as a fool be­fore this crowd. But now if you don’t at once give me your hand, and ac­cept five thou­sand rou­bles for the Marin­skaya Hos­pi­tal, I shall be deeply of­fend­ed.”

				And Rozanof an­swered: “I’ll take the mon­ey, and I’ll give you my hand with equal plea­sure.”

				Then Marya Gavrilov­na whis­pered to the prince, “Ask the artist to come and talk to us, and send away these friends of yours.”

				The prince turned po­lite­ly to Rozanof and begged him to join them, and then he turned to the of­fi­cers and said, “Be off with you!”

			
			
				VII

				From that time the prince and Rozanof were bound to­geth­er in a close friend­ship. They couldn’t spend a day with­out see­ing one an­oth­er. Ei­ther the artist came to vis­it the prince or Prince An­drey went to see the artist. Rozanof was liv­ing then in two rooms on the fourth floor of a house in Mestchan­skaya Street—one he used as a stu­dio, the oth­er was his bed­room. The prince in­vit­ed the artist to come and live with him, but Rozanof re­fused. “You are very dear to me,” said he, “but in wealthy sur­round­ings I might be idle and for­get my art.” So he wouldn’t make any change.

				They were in­ter­est­ed in ev­ery­thing that con­cerned one an­oth­er. Rozanof would be­gin to talk of paint­ing, of var­i­ous pic­tures, of the lives of great artists—and the prince would lis­ten and not ut­ter a word. Then af­ter­wards he would tell about his ad­ven­tures in wild coun­tries, and the artist’s eyes would glis­ten.

				“Wait a lit­tle,” he would say. “I think I shall soon paint a great pic­ture. Then I shall have plen­ty of mon­ey, and we’ll go abroad to­geth­er.”

				“But why do you want mon­ey?” asked the prince. “If you like, we can go to­mor­row. Ev­ery­thing I have I will share with you.”

				But the artist re­mained firm.

				“No, wait a lit­tle,” said he. “I’ll paint the pic­ture and then we can talk about it.”

				There was a re­al friend­ship be­tween them. It was even mar­vel­lous—for Rozanof had such an in­flu­ence over the prince that he re­strained him from many of the im­petu­ous and thought­less ac­tions to which, with his fiery tem­per­a­ment, he was spe­cial­ly prone.

			
			
				VIII

				The prince’s love for Marya Gavrilov­na did not be­come less, it even in­creased in fer­ven­cy, but he had no suc­cess with the la­dy. He pressed his hands to his heart, and went down on his knees to her many times, but she had on­ly one an­swer for him: “But what can I do if I don’t love you?” “Well, don’t love me,” said the prince; “per­haps you will love me by and by, but I can’t be hap­py with­out you.” Then she would say, “I’m very sor­ry for you, but I can’t help your un­hap­pi­ness.” “You love some­one else, per­haps,” said the prince. “Per­haps I love some­one else,” said she, and she laughed.

				The prince grew very sad about it. He would lie at home on the so­fa, gloomy and silent, turn his face to the wall, and even refuse to take any food. Ev­ery­body in the house went about on tip­toe. … One day Rozanof called when the prince was in this state, and he too looked out of sorts. He came in­to the prince’s room, said “Good morn­ing,” and noth­ing more. They were both silent. At length the artist pulled him­self to­geth­er and said to the prince, “Lis­ten, An­drey Lvovitch. I’m very sor­ry that with my friend­ly hand I have got to deal you a blow.”

				The prince, who was ly­ing with his face to the wall, said, “Please come straight to the point with­out any in­tro­duc­tion.”

				Then the artist ex­plained what he meant.

				“Marya Gavrilov­na is go­ing to live with me as my wife,” said he.

				“You’re go­ing out of your mind,” said the prince.

				“No,” said the artist, “I’m not go­ing out of my mind. I have loved Marya Gavrilov­na for a long time, but I nev­er dared tell her so. But to­day she said to me: ‘Why do we hide things from one an­oth­er? I’ve seen for a long time that you love me, and I al­so love you. I won’t mar­ry you, but we can live to­geth­er. …’ ”

				The artist told the whole sto­ry, and the prince lay on the so­fa nei­ther mov­ing nor say­ing a word. Rozanof sat there and looked at him, and present­ly he went qui­et­ly away.

			
			
				IX

				How­ev­er, af­ter a week, the prince over­came his feel­ings, though it cost him a good deal, for his hair had be­gun to turn grey. He went to Rozanof and said:

				“I see love can’t be forced, but I don’t want to lose my on­ly friend for the sake of a wom­an.”

				Rozanof put his arms about his friend and wept. And Marya Gavrilov­na gave him her hand—she was there at the time—and said:

				“I ad­mire you very much, An­drey Lvovitch, and I al­so want to be your friend.”

				Then the prince was quite cheered up, and his face bright­ened. “Con­fess now,” said he, “if Rozanof hadn’t called me a fool that time in the Yar, you wouldn’t have fall­en in love with him?”

				She on­ly smiled.

				“That’s very prob­a­ble,” said she.

				Then, in an­oth­er week, some­thing else hap­pened. Prince An­drey came in one day, dull and ab­sent­mind­ed. He spoke of one thing and an­oth­er, but al­ways as if he had some per­sis­tent idea in the back­ground. The artist, who knew his char­ac­ter, asked what was the mat­ter.

				“Oh, noth­ing,” said the prince.

				“Well, but all the same, what is it?”

				“Oh, it’s noth­ing, I tell you. The stupid bank in which my mon­ey is. …”

				“Well?”

				“It’s failed. And now I’ve noth­ing of all my prop­er­ty ex­cept what I have here with me.”

				“Oh, that’s re­al­ly noth­ing,” said Rozanof, and he at once called Marya Gavrilov­na, and they had the up­per part of their house put in or­der so that the prince might come and live with them.

			
			
				X

				So the prince set­tled down to live with Rozanof. He used to lie on the so­fa all day, read French nov­els and pol­ish his nails. But he soon got tired of this, and one day he said to his friend:

				“Do you know, I once learnt to paint!”

				Rozanof was sur­prised. “No, did you?”

				“Yes, I did. I can even show you some of my pic­tures.”

				Rozanof looked at them, and then he said:

				“You have very good ca­pa­bil­i­ties, but you have been taught in a stupid school.”

				The prince was de­light­ed.

				“Well,” he asked, “if I be­gan to study now, do you think I should ev­er paint any­thing good?”

				“I think it’s very prob­a­ble in­deed.”

				“Even if I’ve been an idler up till now?”

				“Oh, that’s noth­ing. You can over­come it by work.”

				“When my hair is grey?”

				“That doesn’t mat­ter ei­ther. Oth­er peo­ple have be­gun lat­er than you. If you like, I’ll give you lessons my­self.”

				So they be­gan to work to­geth­er. Rozanof could on­ly mar­vel at the great gift for paint­ing which the prince dis­played. And the prince was so tak­en up by his work that he nev­er want­ed to leave it, and had to be dragged away by force.

				Five months passed. Then, one day, Rozanof came to the prince and said:

				“Well, my col­league, you are ripen­ing in your art, and you al­ready un­der­stand what a draw­ing is and the school. For­mer­ly you were a sav­age, but now you have de­vel­oped a re­fined taste. Come with me and I will show you the pic­ture I once gave you a hint about. Un­til now I’ve kept it a se­cret from ev­ery­body, but now I’ll show you, and you can tell me your opin­ion of it.”

				He led the prince in­to his stu­dio, placed him in a cor­ner from whence he could get a good view, and drew a cur­tain which hung in front of the pic­ture. It rep­re­sent­ed St. Bar­bara wash­ing the sores on the feet of lep­ers.

				The prince stood for a long time and looked at the pic­ture, and his face be­came gloomy as if it had been dark­ened.

				“Well, what do you think of it?” asked Rozanof.

				“This—” an­swered the prince, with ran­cour, “that I shall nev­er touch a paint­brush again.”

			
			
				XI

				Rozanof’s pic­ture was the out­come of the high­est in­spi­ra­tion and art. It showed St. Bar­bara kneel­ing be­fore the lep­ers and bathing their ter­ri­ble feet, her face ra­di­ant and joy­ful, and of an un­earth­ly beau­ty. The lep­ers looked at her in prayer­ful ec­sta­sy and in­ex­press­ible grat­i­tude. The pic­ture was a mar­vel. Rozanof had de­signed it for an ex­hi­bi­tion, but the news­pa­pers pro­claimed its fame be­fore­hand. The pub­lic flocked to the artist’s stu­dio. Peo­ple came, looked at St. Bar­bara and the lep­ers, and stood there for an hour or more. And even those who knew noth­ing about art were moved to tears. An En­glish­man, who was in Mos­cow at the time, a Mr. Bradley, of­fered fif­teen thou­sand rou­bles for the pic­ture as soon as he looked at it. Rozanof, how­ev­er, would not agree to sell it.

				But some­thing strange was hap­pen­ing to the prince at that time. He went about with a sullen look, seemed to get thin­ner, and talked to no one. He took to drink. Rozanof tried to get him to talk, but he on­ly got rude an­swers, and when the pub­lic had left the stu­dio, the prince would seat him­self be­fore the easel and re­main there for hours, im­mov­able, gaz­ing at the holy Bar­bara, gaz­ing. …

				So it went on for more than a fort­night, and then some­thing un­ex­pect­ed hap­pened—to tell the truth, some­thing dread­ful.

				Rozanof came home one day and asked if Prince An­drey were in. The ser­vant said that the prince had gone out very ear­ly that morn­ing, and had left a note.

				The artist took the note and read it. And this was what was writ­ten. “For­give my ter­ri­ble ac­tion. I was mad, and in a mo­ment I have re­pent­ed of my deed. I am go­ing away, nev­er to re­turn, be­cause I haven’t strength to kill my­self.” The note was signed with his name.

				Then the artist un­der­stood it all. He rushed in­to his stu­dio and found his di­vine work ly­ing on the floor, torn to pieces, tram­pled up­on, cut in­to shreds with a knife. …

				Then he be­gan to weep, and said:

				“I’m not sor­ry for the pic­ture, but for him. Why couldn’t he tell me what was in his mind? I would have sold the pic­ture at once, or giv­en it away to some­one.”

				But noth­ing more was ev­er heard of Prince An­drey, and no one knew how he lived af­ter his mad deed.

			
		
	
		
			Hamlet

			
				I

				Ham­let was be­ing played.

				All tick­ets had been sold out be­fore the morn­ing of the per­for­mance. The play was more than usu­al­ly at­trac­tive to the pub­lic be­cause the prin­ci­pal part was to be tak­en by the fa­mous Kostrom­sky, who, ten years be­fore, had be­gun his artis­tic ca­reer with a sim­ple walk­ing-on part in this very the­atre, and since then had played in all parts of Rus­sia, and gained a re­sound­ing fame such as no oth­er ac­tor vis­it­ing the prov­inces had ev­er ob­tained. It was true that, dur­ing the last year, peo­ple had gos­siped about him, and there had even ap­peared in the Press cer­tain vague and on­ly half-be­lieved ru­mours about him. It was said that con­tin­u­al drunk­en­ness and de­bauch had un­set­tled and ru­ined Kostrom­sky’s gi­gan­tic tal­ent, that on­ly by be­ing “on tour” had he con­tin­ued to en­joy the fruit of his past suc­cess­es, that im­pre­sar­ios of the great met­ro­pol­i­tan the­atres had be­gun to show less of their for­mer slav­ish ea­ger­ness to agree to his terms. Who knows, there may have been a cer­tain amount of truth in these ru­mours? But the name of Kostrom­sky was still great enough to draw the pub­lic. For three days in suc­ces­sion, in spite of the in­creased prices of seats, there had been a long line of peo­ple wait­ing at the box of­fice. Spec­u­la­tive buy­ers had resold tick­ets at three, four, and even five times their orig­i­nal val­ue.

				The first scene was omit­ted, and the stage was be­ing pre­pared for the sec­ond. The foot­lights had not yet been turned up. The scenery of the queen’s palace was hang­ing in strange, rough, var­ie­gat­ed card­board. The stage car­pen­ters were hasti­ly driv­ing in the last nails.

				The the­atre had grad­u­al­ly filled with peo­ple. From be­hind the cur­tain could be heard a dull and mo­not­o­nous mur­mur.

				Kostrom­sky was seat­ed in front of the mir­ror in his dress­ing-room. He had on­ly just ar­rived, but was al­ready dressed in the tra­di­tion­al cos­tume of the Dan­ish prince; black-cloth buck­led shoes, short black vel­vet jack­et with wide lace col­lar. The the­atri­cal bar­ber stood be­side him in a servile at­ti­tude, hold­ing a wig of long fair hair.

				“He is fat and pants for breath,” de­claimed Kostrom­sky, rub­bing some cold cream on his palm and be­gin­ning to smear his face with it.

				The bar­ber sud­den­ly be­gan to laugh.

				“What’s the mat­ter with you, fool?” asked the ac­tor, not tak­ing his eyes from the mir­ror.

				“Oh, I … er … noth­ing … er. …”

				“Well, it’s ev­i­dent you’re a fool. They say that I’m too fat and flab­by. And Shake­speare him­self said that Ham­let was fat and pant­ed for breath. They’re all good-for-noth­ings, these news­pa­per fel­lows. They just bark at the wind.”

				Hav­ing fin­ished with the cold cream, Kostrom­sky put the flesh tints on to his face in the same man­ner, but look­ing more at­ten­tive­ly in­to the mir­ror.

				“Yes, make­up is a great thing; but all the same, my face is not what it used to be. Look at the bags un­der my eyes, and the deep folds round my mouth … cheeks all puffed out … nose lost its fine shape. Ah, well, we’ll strug­gle on a bit longer. … Kean drank, Mochalof drank … hang it all. Let them talk about Kostrom­sky and say that he’s a bloat­ed drunk­ard. Kostrom­sky will show them in a mo­ment … these young­sters … these wa­ter-peo­ple … he’ll show them what re­al tal­ent can do.”

				“You, Ethiop, have you ev­er seen me act?” he asked, turn­ing sud­den­ly on the bar­ber.

				The man trem­bled all over with plea­sure.

				“Mer­cy on us, Alexan­der Yev­grafitch. … Yes, I … O Lord! … is it pos­si­ble for me not to have seen the great­est, one may say, of Rus­sian artists? Why, in Kazan I made a wig for you with my own hands.”

				“The dev­il may know you. I don’t re­mem­ber,” said Kostrom­sky, con­tin­u­ing to make long and nar­row lines of white down the length of his nose, “there are so many of you. … Pour out some­thing to drink!”

				The bar­ber poured out half a tum­bler­ful of vod­ka from the de­canter on the mar­ble dress­ing-ta­ble, and hand­ed it to Kostrom­sky.

				The ac­tor drank it off, screwed up his face, and spat on the floor.

				“You’d bet­ter have a lit­tle some­thing to eat, Alexan­der Yev­grafitch,” urged the bar­ber per­sua­sive­ly. “If you take it neat … it goes to your head. …”

				Kostrom­sky had al­most fin­ished his make­up; he had on­ly to put on a few streaks of brown colour­ing, and the “clouds of grief” over­shad­owed his changed and en­no­bled coun­te­nance.

				“Give me my cloak!” said he im­pe­ri­ous­ly to the bar­ber, get­ting up from his chair.

				From the the­atre there could al­ready be heard, in the dress­ing-room, the sounds of the tun­ing of the in­stru­ments in the or­ches­tra.

				The crowds of peo­ple had all ar­rived. The liv­ing stream could be heard pour­ing in­to the the­atre and flow­ing in­to the box­es stalls and gal­leries with the noise and the same kind of pe­cu­liar rum­ble as of a far-off sea.

				“It’s a long time since the place has been so full,” re­marked the bar­ber in servile ec­sta­sy; “there’s n‑not an emp­ty seat!”

				Kostrom­sky sighed.

				He was still con­fi­dent in his great tal­ent, still full of a frank self-ado­ra­tion and the il­lim­itable pride of an artist, but, al­though he hard­ly dared to al­low him­self to be con­scious of it, he had an un­easy feel­ing that his lau­rels had be­gun to fade. For­mer­ly he had nev­er con­sent­ed to come to the the­atre un­til the di­rec­tor had brought to his ho­tel the stip­u­lat­ed five hun­dred rou­bles, his night’s pay, and he had some­times tak­en of­fence in the mid­dle of a play and gone home, swear­ing with all his might at the di­rec­tor, the man­ag­er, and the whole com­pa­ny.

				The bar­ber’s re­mark was a vivid and painful re­minder of these years of his ex­tra­or­di­nary and colos­sal suc­cess­es. Nowa­days no di­rec­tor would bring him pay­ment in ad­vance, and he could not bring him­self to con­trive to de­mand it.

				“Pour out some more vod­ka,” said he to the bar­ber.

				There was no more vod­ka left in the de­canter. But the ac­tor had re­ceived suf­fi­cient stim­u­lus. His eyes, en­cir­cled by fine sharp lines of black drawn along both eye­lids, were larg­er and more full of life, his bent body straight­ened it­self, his swollen legs, in their tight-fit­ting black, looked lithe and strong.

				He fin­ished his toi­let by dust­ing pow­der over his face, with an ac­cus­tomed hand, then slight­ly screw­ing up his eyes he re­gard­ed him­self in the mir­ror for the last time, and went out of the dress­ing-room.

				When he de­scend­ed the stair­case, with his slow self-re­liant step, his head held high, ev­ery move­ment of his was marked by that easy gra­cious sim­plic­i­ty which had so im­pressed the ac­tors of the French com­pa­ny, who had seen him when he, a for­mer drap­er’s as­sis­tant, had first ap­peared in Mos­cow.

			
			
				II

				The stage man­ag­er had al­ready rushed for­ward to greet Kostrom­sky.

				The lights in the the­atre blazed high. The chaot­ic dishar­mo­ny of the or­ches­tra tun­ing their in­stru­ments sud­den­ly died down. The noise of the crowd grew loud­er, and then, as it were, sud­den­ly sub­sid­ed a lit­tle.

				Out broke the sounds of a loud tri­umphal march. Kostrom­sky went up to the cur­tain and looked through a lit­tle round hole made in it at about a man’s height. The the­atre was crowd­ed with peo­ple. He could on­ly see dis­tinct­ly the faces of those in the first three rows, but be­yond, wher­ev­er his eye turned, to left, to right, above, be­low, there moved, in a sort of bluish haze, an im­mense num­ber of many-coloured hu­man blobs. On­ly the side box­es, with their white and gold arabesques and their crim­son bar­ri­ers, stood out against all this ag­i­tat­ed ob­scu­ri­ty. But as he looked through the lit­tle hole in the cur­tain, Kostrom­sky did not ex­pe­ri­ence in his soul that feel­ing—once so fa­mil­iar and al­ways sin­gu­lar­ly fresh and pow­er­ful—of a joy­ous, in­stan­ta­neous up­lift­ing of his whole moral be­ing. It was just a year since he had ceased to feel so, and he ex­plained his in­dif­fer­ence by think­ing he had grown ac­cus­tomed to the stage, and did not sus­pect that this was the be­gin­ning of paral­y­sis of his tired and worn-out soul.

				The man­ag­er rushed on to the stage be­hind him, all red and per­spir­ing, with di­shev­elled hair.

				“Dev­il! Id­io­cy! All’s gone to the dev­il! One might as well cut one’s throat,” he burst out in a voice of fury, run­ning up to Kostrom­sky. “Here you, dev­ils, let me come to the cur­tain! I must go out and tell the peo­ple at once that there will be no per­for­mance. There’s no Ophe­lia. Un­der­stand! There’s no Ophe­lia.”

				“How do you mean there’s no Ophe­lia?” said the as­ton­ished Kostrom­sky, knit­ting his brows. “You’re jok­ing, aren’t you, my friend?”

				“There’s no jok­ing in me,” snarled the man­ag­er. “On­ly just this mo­ment, five min­utes be­fore she’s want­ed, I re­ceive this lit­tle bil­let-doux from Milevskaya. Just look, look, what this id­iot writes! ‘I’m in bed with a fever­ish cold and can’t play my part.’ Well? Don’t you un­der­stand what it means? This is not a pound of raisins, old man, par­don the ex­pres­sion, it means we can’t pro­duce the play.”

				“Some­one else must take her place,” Kostrom­sky flashed out. “What have her tricks to do with me?”

				“Who can take her place, do you think? Bo­bro­va is Gertrude, Markovitch and Smolen­skaya have a hol­i­day and they’ve gone off to the town with some of­fi­cers. It would be ridicu­lous to make an old wom­an take the part of Ophe­lia. Don’t you think so? Or there’s some­one else if you like, a young girl stu­dent. Shall we ask her?”

				He point­ed straight in front of him to a young girl who was just walk­ing on to the stage; a girl in a mod­est coat and fur cap, with gen­tle pale face and large dark eyes.

				The young girl, as­ton­ished at such un­ex­pect­ed at­ten­tion, stood still.

				“Who is she?” asked Kostrom­sky in a low voice, look­ing with cu­rios­i­ty at the girl’s face.

				“Her name’s Yure­va. She’s here as a stu­dent. She’s smit­ten with a pas­sion for dra­mat­ic art, you see,” an­swered the man­ag­er, speak­ing loud­ly and with­out any em­bar­rass­ment.

				“Lis­ten to me, Yure­va. Have you ev­er read Ham­let?” asked Kostrom­sky, go­ing near­er to the girl.

				“Of course I have,” an­swered she in a low con­fused voice.

				“Could you play Ophe­lia here this evening?”

				“I know the part by heart, but I don’t know if I could play it.”

				Kostrom­sky went close up to her and took her by the hand.

				“You see … Milevskaya has re­fused to play, and the the­atre’s full. Make up your mind, my dear! You can be the sav­ing of us all!”

				Yure­va hes­i­tat­ed and was silent, though she would have liked to say much, very much, to the fa­mous ac­tor. It was he who, three years ago, by his mar­vel­lous act­ing, had un­con­scious­ly drawn her young heart, with an ir­re­sistible at­trac­tion, to the stage. She had nev­er missed a per­for­mance in which he had tak­en part, and she had of­ten wept at nights af­ter see­ing him act in Cain, in The Crim­i­nal’s Home, or in Uriel da Cos­ta. She would have ac­count­ed it her great­est hap­pi­ness, and one ap­par­ent­ly nev­er to be at­tained … not to speak to Kostrom­sky; no, of that she had nev­er dared to dream, but on­ly to see him near­er in or­di­nary sur­round­ings.

				She had nev­er lost her ad­mi­ra­tion of him, and on­ly an ac­tor like Kostrom­sky, spoilt by fame and sa­ti­at­ed by the at­ten­tions of wom­en, could have failed to no­tice at re­hearsals the two large dark eyes which fol­lowed him con­stant­ly with a frank and per­sis­tent ado­ra­tion.

				“Well, what is it? Can we take your si­lence for con­sent?” in­sist­ed Kostrom­sky, look­ing in­to her face with a search­ing, kind­ly glance, and putting in­to the some­what nasal tones of his voice that ir­re­sistible tone of friend­li­ness which he well knew no wom­an could with­stand.

				Yure­va’s hand trem­bled in his, her eye­lids drooped, and she an­swered sub­mis­sive­ly:

				“Very well. I’ll go and dress at once.”

			
			
				III

				The cur­tain rose, and no soon­er did the pub­lic see their favourite than the the­atre shook with sounds of ap­plause and cries of ec­sta­sy.

				Kostrom­sky stand­ing near the king’s throne, bowed many times, pressed his hand to his heart, and sent his gaze over the whole as­sem­bly.

				At length, af­ter sev­er­al un­suc­cess­ful at­tempts, the king, tak­ing ad­van­tage of a mo­ment when the noise had sub­sid­ed a lit­tle, raised his voice and be­gan his speech:

				
					
						“Though yet of Ham­let our dear broth­er’s death
						

						The mem­o­ry be green, and that it us be­fit­ted
						

						To bear our hearts in grief, and our whole king­dom
						

						To be con­tract­ed in one brow of woe;
						

						Yet so far hath dis­cre­tion fought with na­ture
						

						That we with wis­est sor­row think on him. …”
					

				

				The en­thu­si­asm of the crowd had af­fect­ed Kostrom­sky, and when the king turned to him, and ad­dressed him as “broth­er and beloved son,” the words of Ham­let’s an­swer:

				
					
						“A lit­tle more than kin and less than kind,”
					

				

				sound­ed so gloomi­ly iron­i­cal and sad that an in­vol­un­tary thrill ran through the au­di­ence.

				And when the queen, with hyp­o­crit­i­cal words of con­so­la­tion, said:

				
					
						“Thou know­st ’tis com­mon; all that lives must die,
						

						Pass­ing through na­ture to eter­ni­ty,”
					

				

				he slow­ly raised his long eye­lash­es, which he had kept low­ered un­til that mo­ment, looked re­proach­ful­ly at her, and then an­swered with a slight shake of the head:

				
					
						“Ay, madam, it is com­mon.”
					

				

				Af­ter these words, ex­press­ing so ful­ly his grief for his dead fa­ther, his own aver­sion from life and sub­mis­sion to fate, and his bit­ter scorn of his moth­er’s light-mind­ed­ness, Kostrom­sky, with the spe­cial, del­i­cate, in­ex­pli­ca­ble sen­si­tive­ness of an ex­pe­ri­enced ac­tor, felt that now he had en­tire­ly gripped his au­di­ence and bound them to him with an in­vi­o­lable chain.

				It seemed as if no one had ev­er be­fore spo­ken with such mar­vel­lous force that de­spair­ing speech of Ham­let at the ex­it of the king and queen:

				
					
						“O, that this too too sol­id flesh would melt,
						

						Thaw, and re­solve it­self in­to a dew!”
					

				

				The nasal tones of Kostrom­sky’s voice were clear and flex­i­ble. Now it rang out with a mighty clang, then sank to a gen­tle vel­vety whis­per or burst in­to hard­ly re­strained sobs.

				And when, with a sim­ple yet el­e­gant ges­ture, Kostrom­sky pro­nounced the last words:

				
					
						“But break my heart, for I must hold my tongue!”
					

				

				the au­di­ence roared out its ap­plause.

				“Yes, the pub­lic and I un­der­stand one an­oth­er,” said the ac­tor as he went off the stage in­to the wings af­ter the first act. “Here, you croc­o­dile, give me some vod­ka!” he shout­ed at once to the bar­ber who was com­ing to meet him.

			
			
				IV

				“Well, lit­tle fa­ther, don’t you think he’s fine?” said a young ac­tor-stu­dent to Yakovlef, the pa­tri­arch of pro­vin­cial ac­tors, who was tak­ing the part of the king.

				The two were stand­ing to­geth­er on the stair­case which led from the dress­ing-rooms to the stage.

				Yakovlef pursed and bit his full thick lips.

				“Fine! Fine! But all the same, he acts as a boy. Those who saw Mochalof play Ham­let wouldn’t mar­vel at this. I, broth­er, was just such a lit­tle chap as you are when I had the hap­pi­ness of see­ing him first. And when I come to die, I shall look back on that as the most blessed mo­ment of my life. When he got up from the floor of the stage and said:

				
					
						“ ‘Let the strick­en deer go weep’
					

				

				the au­di­ence rose as one man, hard­ly dar­ing to breathe. And now watch care­ful­ly how Kostrom­sky takes that very scene.”

				“You’re very hard to please, Va­lerie Niko­laitch.”

				“Not at all. But you watch him; to tell you the truth, I can’t. Do you think I am watch­ing him?”

				“Well, who then?”

				“Ah, broth­er, look at Ophe­lia. There’s an ac­tress for you!”

				“But Va­lerie Niko­laitch, she’s on­ly a stu­dent.”

				“Id­iot! Don’t mind that. You didn’t no­tice how she said the words:

				
					
						“ ‘He spoke to me of love, but was so ten­der,
						

						So timid, and so rev­er­ent.’6
					

				

				Of course you didn’t. And I’ve been near­ly thir­ty years on the stage, and I tell you I’ve nev­er heard any­thing like it. She’s got tal­ent. You mark my words, in the fourth act she’ll have such a suc­cess that your Kostrom­sky will be in a fury. You see!”

			
			
				V

				The play went on. The old man’s prophe­cy was abun­dant­ly ful­filled. The en­thu­si­asm of Kostrom­sky on­ly last­ed out the first act. It could not be roused again by re­peat­ed calls be­fore the cur­tain, by ap­plause, or by the gaze of his enor­mous crowd of ad­mir­ers, who thronged in­to the wings to look at him with gen­tle rev­er­ence. There now re­mained in him on­ly the very small­est store of that en­er­gy and feel­ing which he had ex­pend­ed with such roy­al gen­eros­i­ty three years ago on ev­ery act.

				He had wast­ed his now in­signif­i­cant store in the first act, when he had been in­tox­i­cat­ed by the loud cries of wel­come and ap­plause from the pub­lic. His will was weak­ened, his nerves un­braced, and not even in­creased dos­es of al­co­hol could re­vive him. The im­per­cep­ti­ble ties which had con­nect­ed him with his au­di­ence at first were grad­u­al­ly weak­en­ing, and, though the ap­plause at the end of the sec­ond act was as sin­cere as at the end of the first, yet it was clear that the peo­ple were ap­plaud­ing, not him, but the charm of his name and fame.

				Mean­while, each time she ap­peared on the stage, Ophe­lia—Yure­va—pro­gressed in favour. This hith­er­to un­no­ticed girl, who had pre­vi­ous­ly played on­ly very mi­nor parts, was now, as it were, work­ing a mir­a­cle. She seemed a liv­ing im­per­son­ation of the re­al daugh­ter of Polo­nius, a gen­tle, ten­der, obe­di­ent daugh­ter, with deep hid­den feel­ing and great love in her soul, em­poi­soned by the ven­om of grief.

				The au­di­ence did not yet ap­plaud Yure­va, but they watched her, and when­ev­er she came on the stage the whole the­atre calmed down to at­ten­tion. She her­self had no sus­pi­cion that she was in com­pe­ti­tion with the great ac­tor, and tak­ing from him at­ten­tion and suc­cess, and even the spec­ta­tors them­selves were un­con­scious of the strug­gle.

				The third act was fa­tal for Kostrom­sky. His ap­pear­ance in it was pre­ced­ed by the short scene in which the king and Polo­nius agree to hide them­selves and lis­ten to the con­ver­sa­tion be­tween Ham­let and Ophe­lia, in or­der to judge of the re­al rea­son of the prince’s mad­ness. Kostrom­sky came out from the wings with slow steps, his hands crossed up­on his breast, his head bent low, his stock­ings un­fas­tened and the right one com­ing down.

				
					
						“To be or not to be—that is the ques­tion.”
					

				

				He spoke al­most in­audi­bly, all over­borne by se­ri­ous thought, and did not no­tice Ophe­lia, who sat at the back of the stage with an open book on her knee.

				This fa­mous so­lil­o­quy had al­ways been one of Kostrom­sky’s show places. Some years ago, in this very town and this very the­atre, af­ter he had fin­ished this speech by his in­vo­ca­tion to Ophe­lia, there had been for a mo­ment that strange and mar­vel­lous si­lence which speaks more elo­quent­ly than the nois­i­est ap­plause. And then ev­ery­one in the the­atre had gone in­to an ec­sta­sy of ap­plause, from the hum­blest per­son in the back row of the gallery to the exquisites in the pri­vate box­es.

				Alas, now both Kostrom­sky him­self and his au­di­ence re­mained cold and un­moved, though he was not yet con­scious of it.

				
					
						“Thus con­science does make cow­ards of us all;
						

						And thus the na­tive hue of res­o­lu­tion,
						

						Is sick­lied o’er with the pale cast of thought
						

						And en­ter­pris­es of great pith and mo­ment,
						

						With this re­gard their cur­rents turn awry,
						

						And lose the name of ac­tion,”
					

				

				he went on, ges­tic­u­lat­ing and chang­ing his in­to­na­tion from old mem­o­ry. And he thought to him­self that when he saw Ophe­lia he would go down on his knees in front of her and say the fi­nal words of his speech, and that the au­di­ence would weep and cry out with a sweet fool­ish­ness.

				And there was Ophe­lia. He turned to the au­di­ence with a cau­tious warn­ing “Soft you, now!” and then walk­ing swift­ly across the stage he knelt down and ex­claimed:

				
					
						“—Nymph, in thy orisons
						

						Be all my sins re­mem­ber’d,”
					

				

				and then got up im­me­di­ate­ly, ex­pect­ing a burst of ap­plause.

				But there was no ap­plause. The pub­lic were puz­zled, quite un­moved, and all their at­ten­tion was turned on Ophe­lia.

				For some sec­onds he could think of noth­ing; it was on­ly when he heard at his side a gen­tle girl’s voice ask­ing, “Prince, are you well?”—a voice which trem­bled with the tears of sor­row for a love de­stroyed—that, in a mo­men­tary flash, he un­der­stood all.

				It was a mo­ment of aw­ful en­light­en­ment. Kostrom­sky recog­nised it clear­ly and mer­ci­less­ly—the in­dif­fer­ence of the pub­lic; his own ir­rev­o­ca­ble past; the cer­tain­ty of the near ap­proach of the end to his noisy but short-lived fame.

				Oh, with what ha­tred did he look up­on this girl, so grace­ful, beau­ti­ful, in­no­cent, and—tor­ment­ing thought—so full of tal­ent. He would have liked to throw him­self up­on her, beat her, throw her on the ground and stamp with his feet up­on that del­i­cate face, with its large dark eyes look­ing up at him with love and pity. But he re­strained him­self, and an­swered in low­ered tones:

				
					
						“I humbly thank you; well, well, well.”
					

				

				Af­ter this scene Kostrom­sky was re­called, but he heard, much loud­er than his own name, the shouts from the gallery, full with stu­dents, for Yure­va, who, how­ev­er, re­fused to ap­pear.

			
			
				VI

				The strolling play­ers were play­ing The Mur­der of Gon­za­go. Kostrom­sky was half sit­ting, half ly­ing on the floor op­po­site to the court, his head on Ophe­lia’s knees. Sud­den­ly he turned his face up­ward to her, and giv­ing forth an over­whelm­ing odour of spir­it, whis­pered in drunk­en tones:

				“Lis­ten, madam. What’s your name? Lis­ten!”

				She bent down a lit­tle to­wards him, and said in an an­swer­ing whis­per:

				“What is it?”

				“What pret­ty feet you have!” said he. “Lis­ten! You must be pret­ty … ev­ery­where.”

				Yure­va turned away her face in si­lence.

				“I mean it, by heav­en!” Kostrom­sky went on, noth­ing daunt­ed. “No doubt you have a lover here, haven’t you?”

				She made no re­ply.

				Kostrom­sky want­ed to in­sult her still more, to hurt her, and her si­lence was a new ir­ri­ta­tion to him.

				“You have? Oh, that’s very very fool­ish of you. Such a face as yours is … is your whole cap­i­tal. … You will par­don my frank­ness, but you’re no ac­tress. What are you do­ing on the stage?”

				For­tu­nate­ly, it was nec­es­sary for him to take part in the act­ing. Yure­va was left in peace, and she moved a lit­tle away from him. Her eyes filled with tears. In Kostrom­sky’s face she had seen a spite­ful and mer­ci­less en­e­my.

				But Kostrom­sky be­came less pow­er­ful in each scene, and when the act was fin­ished there was very slight ap­plause to grat­i­fy him. But no one else was clapped.

			
			
				VII

				The fourth act com­menced. As soon as Ophe­lia came on to the stage in her white dress, adorned with flow­ers and straw, her eyes wide open and star­ing, a con­fused mur­mur ran through the au­di­ence, and was fol­lowed by an al­most painful si­lence.

				And when Ophe­lia sang her lit­tle songs about her dear love, in gen­tle, naive tones, there was a strange breath­ing among the au­di­ence as if a deep and gen­er­al sigh had burst from a thou­sand breasts:

				
					
						“How should I your true love know,
						

						From an­oth­er one?
						

						By his cock­le hat and staff,
						

						And his san­dal shoon.”
					

				

				“Oh, poor Ophe­lia! What are you singing?” asked the queen sym­pa­thet­i­cal­ly.

				The wit­less eyes of Ophe­lia were turned on the queen in won­der, as if she had not no­ticed her be­fore.

				“What am I singing?” she asked in as­ton­ish­ment. “Lis­ten to my song:

				
					
						“ ‘He is dead and gone, la­dy,
						

						He is dead and gone;
						

						At his head a grass-green turf,
						

						At his heels a stone.’ ”
					

				

				No one in the the­atre could look on with in­dif­fer­ence, all were in the grip of a com­mon feel­ing, all sat as if en­chant­ed, nev­er mov­ing their eyes from the stage.

				But more per­sis­tent­ly, and more ea­ger­ly than any­one else, Kostrom­sky stood in the wings and watched her ev­ery move­ment. In his soul, his sick and proud soul, which had nev­er known re­straint or lim­it to its own de­sires and pas­sions, there now blazed a ter­ri­ble and in­tol­er­a­ble ha­tred. He felt that this poor and mod­est girl-stu­dent had def­i­nite­ly snatched from his hands the evening’s suc­cess. His drunk­en­ness had, as it were, quite gone out of his head. He did not yet know how this en­vi­ous spite which boiled in him could ex­pend it­self, but he await­ed im­pa­tient­ly the time when Ophe­lia would come off the stage.

				
					“I hope all will be well. We must be pa­tient; but I can­not choose but weep to think they should lay him in the cold ground,”

				

				he heard Ophe­lia say, in a voice choked with the mad­ness of grief.

				
					“My broth­er shall know of it, and so I thank you for your good coun­sel. Come, my coach! Good night, ladies; good night, sweet ladies; good night, good night.”

				

				Yure­va came out in the wings, ag­i­tat­ed, breath­ing deeply, pale even un­der her make­up. She was fol­lowed by deaf­en­ing cries from the au­di­ence. In the door­way she stum­bled up against Kostrom­sky. He pur­pose­ly made no way for her, but she, even when her shoul­der brushed against his, did not no­tice him, so ex­cit­ed was she by her act­ing and the rap­tur­ous ap­plause of the pub­lic.

				“Yure­va! Yure­va! Brav‑o‑o!”

				She went back and bowed.

				As she re­turned again to the wings she again stum­bled against Kostrom­sky, who would not al­low her to pass. Yure­va looked at him with a ter­ri­fied glance, and said timid­ly:

				“Please al­low me to pass!”

				“Be more care­ful please, young per­son!” an­swered he, with ma­li­cious haugh­ti­ness. “If you are ap­plaud­ed by a crowd of such id­iots, it doesn’t mean you can push in­to peo­ple with im­puni­ty.” And see­ing her silent and fright­ened, he be­came still more in­fu­ri­at­ed, and tak­ing her rough­ly by the arm he pushed her on one side and cried out:

				“Yes, you can pass, dev­il take you, block­head that you are!”

			
			
				VIII

				When Kostrom­sky had qui­et­ed down a lit­tle af­ter this rude out­burst of tem­per, he at once be­came weak­er, slack­er and more drunk­en than be­fore; he even for­got that the play had not yet fin­ished. He went in­to his dress­ing-room, slow­ly un­dressed, and be­gan lazi­ly to rub the paint from his face with vase­line.

				The man­ag­er, puz­zled by his long ab­sence, ran in­to his room at last and stared in amaze­ment.

				“Alexan­der Yev­grafitch! Please! What are you do­ing? It’s time for you to go on!”

				“Go away, go away!” mut­tered Kostrom­sky tear­ful­ly, speak­ing through his nose, and wip­ing his face with the tow­el. “I’ve fin­ished ev­ery­thing … go away and leave me in peace!”

				“What d’you mean, go away? Have you gone out of your mind? The au­di­ence is wait­ing!”

				“Leave me alone!” cried Kostrom­sky.

				The man­ag­er shrugged his shoul­ders and went out. In a few mo­ments the cur­tain was raised, and the pub­lic, hav­ing been in­formed of Kostrom­sky’s sud­den ill­ness, be­gan to dis­perse slow­ly and silent­ly as if they were go­ing away from a fu­ner­al.

				They had in­deed been present at the fu­ner­al of a great and orig­i­nal tal­ent, and Kostrom­sky was right when he said that he had “fin­ished.” He had locked the door, and sat by him­self in front of the mir­ror in his dress­ing-room be­tween two gas burn­ers, the flames of which flared with a slight noise. From old habit he was care­ful­ly wip­ing his face, all smeared over with drunk­en but bit­ter tears. His mind re­called, as through a mist, the long line of splen­did tri­umphs which had ac­com­pa­nied the first years of his ca­reer. Wreaths … bou­quets … thou­sands of presents … the eter­nal rap­tures of the crowd … the flat­tery of news­pa­pers … the en­vy of his com­pan­ions … the fab­u­lous ben­e­fits … the ado­ra­tion of the most beau­ti­ful of wom­en. … Was it pos­si­ble that all this was past? Could his tal­ent re­al­ly have gone—van­ished? Per­haps it had left him long ago, two or three years back! And he, Kostrom­sky, what was he now? A theme for dirty the­atri­cal gos­sip; an ob­ject of gen­er­al mock­ery and ill-will; a man who had alien­at­ed all his friends by his un­feel­ing nar­row-mind­ed­ness, his self­ish­ness, his im­pa­tience, his un­bri­dled ar­ro­gance. … Yes, it was all past!

				“And if the Almighty”—the well-known lines flashed in­to his mem­o­ry—“had not fixed his canon ’gainst self-slaugh­ter. … Oh, my God, my God!” The burn­ing, help­less tears trick­led down his erst­while beau­ti­ful face and min­gled with the colours of the paint.

				All the oth­er ac­tors had left the the­atre when Kostrom­sky came out of his dress­ing-room. It was al­most dark on the stage. Some work­men were wan­der­ing about, re­mov­ing the last dec­o­ra­tions. He walked along grop­ing­ly, with qui­et foot­falls, avoid­ing the heaps of prop­er­ty rub­bish which were scat­tered ev­ery­where about, and mak­ing his way to­wards the street.

				Sud­den­ly he was ar­rest­ed by the sound of the re­strained sob­bing of a wom­an.

				“Who is there?” he cried, go­ing in­to a cor­ner, with an un­de­fined im­pulse of pity.

				The dark fig­ure made no an­swer; the sobs in­creased.

				“Who’s cry­ing there?” he asked again, in fear, and at once recog­nised that it was Yure­va who was sob­bing there.

				The girl was weep­ing, her thin shoul­ders heav­ing with con­vul­sive shud­ders.

				It was strange. For the first time in his life Kostrom­sky’s hard heart sud­den­ly over­flowed with a deep pity for this un­pro­tect­ed girl, whom he had so un­jus­ti­fi­ably in­sult­ed. He placed his hand on her head and be­gan to speak to her in an im­pres­sive and af­fec­tion­ate voice, quite nat­u­ral­ly and un­af­fect­ed­ly.

				“My child! I was dread­ful­ly rude to you to­day. I won’t ask your for­give­ness; I know I could nev­er atone for your tears. But if you could have known what was hap­pen­ing in my soul, per­haps you would for­give me and be sor­ry for me. … To­day, on­ly to­day, I have un­der­stood that I have out­lived my fame. What grief is there to com­pare with that? What, in com­par­i­son with that, would mean the loss of a moth­er, of a beloved child, of a lover? We artists live by ter­ri­ble en­joy­ments; we live and feel for those hun­dreds and thou­sands of peo­ple who come to look at us. Do you know … oh, you must un­der­stand that I’m not show­ing off, I’m speak­ing quite sim­ply to you. … Yes. Do you know that for the last five years there’s not been an ac­tor in the world whose name was greater than mine? Crowds have lain at my feet, at the feet of an il­lit­er­ate drap­er’s as­sis­tant. And sud­den­ly, in one mo­ment, I’ve fall­en head­long from those mar­vel­lous heights. …” He cov­ered his face with his hands. “It’s ter­ri­ble!”

				Yure­va had stopped weep­ing, and was look­ing at Kostrom­sky with deep com­pas­sion.

				“You see, my dear,” he went on, tak­ing her cold hands in his. “You have a great and un­doubt­ed tal­ent. Keep on the stage. I won’t talk to you about such triv­i­al­i­ties as the en­vy and in­trigues of those who can­not act, or about the equiv­o­cal pro­tec­tion af­ford­ed by pa­trons of dra­mat­ic art, or about the gos­sip of that marsh which we call So­ci­ety. All these are tri­fles, and not to be com­pared with those stu­pen­dous joys which a con­temptible but ador­ing crowd can give to us. But”—Kostrom­sky’s voice trem­bled ner­vous­ly—“but do not out­live your fame. Leave the stage di­rect­ly you feel that the sa­cred flame in you is burn­ing low. Do not wait, my child, for the pub­lic to drive you away.”

				And turn­ing quick­ly away from Yure­va, who was try­ing to say some­thing and even hold­ing out her hands to him, he hur­ried­ly walked off the stage.

				“Wait a mo­ment, Alexan­der Yev­grafitch,” the man­ag­er called af­ter him as he went out in­to the street, “come in­to the of­fice for your mon­ey.”

				“Get away!” said Kostrom­sky, wav­ing his hand, in vex­a­tion, ir­ri­ta­bly. “I have fin­ished. I have fin­ished with it all.”

			
		
	
		
			Mechanical Justice

			The large hall of the prin­ci­pal club of one of our pro­vin­cial towns was packed with peo­ple. Ev­ery box, ev­ery seat in pit and stalls was tak­en, and in spite of the ex­cite­ment the pub­lic was so at­ten­tive and qui­et that, when the lec­tur­er stopped to take a mouth­ful of wa­ter, ev­ery­one could hear a soli­tary be­lat­ed fly buzzing at one of the win­dows.

			Amongst the bright dress­es of the ladies, white and pink and blue, amongst their bare shoul­ders and gen­tle faces shone smart uni­forms, dress coats, and gold­en epaulettes in plen­ty.

			The lec­tur­er, who was clad in the uni­form of the De­part­ment of Ed­u­ca­tion—a tall man whose yel­low face seemed to be made up of a black beard on­ly and glim­mer­ing black spec­ta­cles—stood at the front of the plat­form rest­ing his hand on a ta­ble.

			But the at­ten­tive eyes of the au­di­ence were di­rect­ed, not so much on him as on a strange, high, mas­sive-look­ing con­trivance which stood be­side him, a grey pyra­mid cov­ered with can­vas, broad at its base, point­ed at the top.

			Hav­ing quenched his thirst, the lec­tur­er went on:

			“Let me briefly sum up. What do we see, ladies and gen­tle­men? We see that the en­cour­ag­ing sys­tem of marks, prizes, dis­tinc­tions, leads to jeal­ousy, pride and dis­sat­is­fac­tion. Ped­a­gog­ic sug­ges­tion fails at last through rep­e­ti­tion. Stand­ing cul­prits in the cor­ner, on the form, un­der the clock, mak­ing them kneel, is of­ten quite in­ef­fec­tu­al as an ex­am­ple, and the vic­tim is some­times the ob­ject of mirth. Shut­ting in a cell is pos­i­tive­ly harm­ful, quite apart from the fact that it us­es up the pupil’s time with­out prof­it. Forced work, on the oth­er hand, robs the work of its true val­ue. Pun­ish­ment by hunger af­fects the brain in­ju­ri­ous­ly. The stop­ping of hol­i­days caus­es mal­ice in the mind of pupils, and of­ten evokes the dis­sat­is­fac­tion of par­ents. What re­mains? Ex­pul­sion of the dull or mis­chievous child from the school—as ad­vised in Holy Writ—the cut­ting off of the of­fend­ing mem­ber lest, through him, the whole body of the school be in­fect­ed. Yes, alas! such a mea­sure is, I ad­mit, in­evitable on cer­tain oc­ca­sions now, as in­evitable as is cap­i­tal pun­ish­ment, I re­gret to say, even in the best of states. But be­fore re­sort­ing to this last ir­repara­ble means, let us see what else there may be. …”

			“And flog­ging!” cried a deep bass voice from the front row of the stalls. It was the gov­er­nor of the town fortress, a deaf old man, un­der whose chair a pug-dog growled an­gri­ly and hoarse­ly. The gov­er­nor was a fa­mil­iar fig­ure about town with his stick, ear trum­pet, and old pant­ing pug-dog.

			The lec­tur­er bowed, show­ing his teeth pleas­ant­ly.

			“I did not in­tend to ex­press my­self as short­ly and pre­cise­ly, but in essence his Ex­cel­len­cy has guessed my thought. Yes, ladies and gen­tle­men, there is one good old Rus­sian method of which we have not yet spo­ken—cor­po­ral pun­ish­ment. Yes, cor­po­ral pun­ish­ment is part and par­cel of the very soul of the great Rus­sian peo­ple, of its mighty na­tion­al sense, its pa­tri­o­tism and deep faith in Prov­i­dence. Even the apos­tle said: ‘Whom the Lord loveth He chas­teneth.’ The un­for­got­ten mon­u­ment of me­dieval cul­ture—Do­mostroi—en­joins the same with pa­ter­nal firm­ness. Let us call to mind our in­spired Tsar-ed­u­ca­tor, Pe­ter the Great, with his fa­mous cud­gel. Let us call to mind the speech of our im­mor­tal Pushkin:

			
				
					“ ‘Our fa­thers, the fur­ther back you go,
					

					The more the cud­gels they used up.’
				

			

			“Fi­nal­ly, let us call to mind our won­der­ful Gogol, who put in­to the mouth of a sim­ple, un­learned serv­ing-man the words: ‘The peas­ant must be beat­en, for the peas­ant is be­ing spoiled.’ Yes, ladies and gen­tle­men, I bold­ly af­firm that pun­ish­ment with rods up­on the body goes like a red thread through­out the whole im­mense course of Rus­sian his­to­ry, and takes its rise from the very depths of prim­i­tive Rus­sian life.

			“Thus delv­ing in thought in­to the past, ladies and gen­tle­men, I ap­pear a con­ser­va­tive, yet I go for­ward with out­stretched hands to meet the most lib­er­al of hu­man­i­tar­i­ans. I freely al­low, loud­ly con­fess, that cor­po­ral pun­ish­ment, in the way in which it has been prac­tised un­til now, has much in it that is in­sult­ing for the per­son be­ing chas­tised as well as hu­mil­i­at­ing for the per­son chastis­ing. The per­son­al con­front­ment of the two men in­evitably awak­ens hate, fear, ir­ri­ta­tion, re­venge­ful­ness, con­tempt, and what is more, a com­pet­i­tive stub­born­ness in the rep­e­ti­tion of crime and pun­ish­ment. So you no doubt imag­ine that I re­nounce cor­po­ral pun­ish­ment. Yes, I do re­nounce it, though on­ly to in­tro­duce it anew, re­plac­ing man by a ma­chine. Af­ter the labours, thoughts and ex­per­i­ments of many years, I have at last worked out a scheme of me­chan­i­cal jus­tice, and have re­alised it in a ma­chine. Whether I have been suc­cess­ful or not I shall in a minute leave this most re­spect­ed au­di­ence to judge.”

			The lec­tur­er nod­ded to­wards the wings of the stage. A fine-look­ing at­ten­dant came for­ward and took off the can­vas cov­er from the strange ob­ject stand­ing at the foot­lights. To the eyes of those present, the bright gleam­ing ma­chine was rather like an au­to­mat­ic weigh­ing-ma­chine, though it was ob­vi­ous­ly more com­plex and was much larg­er. There was a mur­mur of as­ton­ish­ment among the au­di­ence in the hall.

			The lec­tur­er ex­tend­ed his hand, and point­ed to the ap­pa­ra­tus.

			“There is my off­spring,” said he in an ag­i­tat­ed voice. “There is an ap­pa­ra­tus which may fair­ly be called the in­stru­ment of me­chan­i­cal jus­tice. The con­struc­tion is un­com­mon­ly sim­ple, and in price it would be with­in the reach of even a mod­est vil­lage school. Pray con­sid­er its con­struc­tion. In the first place you re­mark the hor­i­zon­tal plat­form on springs, and the wood­en plat­form lead­ing to it. On the plat­form is placed a nar­row chair, the back of which has al­so a pow­er­ful spring and is cov­ered with soft leather. Un­der the chair, as you see, is a sys­tem of cres­cent-shaped levers turn­ing on a hinge. Pro­por­tion­ate­ly with the pres­sure on the springs of the chair and plat­form these levers, de­part­ing from their equipoise, de­scribe half cir­cles, and close in pairs at a height of from five to eigh­teen ver­shoks7 above the lev­el of the chair—vary­ing with the force of pres­sure. Be­hind the chair ris­es a ver­ti­cal cast-iron pil­lar, with a cross bar. With­in the pil­lar is con­tained a pow­er­ful mech­a­nism re­sem­bling that of a watch, hav­ing a 160 lb. bal­ance and a spi­ral spring. On the side of the col­umn ob­serve a lit­tle door, that is for clean­ing or mend­ing the mech­a­nism. This door has on­ly two keys, and I ask you to note, ladies and gen­tle­men, that these keys are kept, one by the chief dis­trict in­spec­tor of me­chan­i­cal flog­ging ma­chines, and the oth­er by the head mas­ter of the school. So this ap­pa­ra­tus, once brought in­to ac­tion, can­not be stopped un­til it has com­plet­ed the pun­ish­ment in­tend­ed—ex­cept, of course, in the even­tu­al­i­ty of its be­ing forcibly bro­ken, which is a hard­ly like­ly pos­si­bil­i­ty see­ing the sim­plic­i­ty and so­lid­i­ty of ev­ery part of the ma­chine.

			“The watch mech­a­nism, once set go­ing, com­mu­ni­cates with a lit­tle hor­i­zon­tal­ly-placed axle. The axle has eight sock­ets in which may be mount­ed eight long sup­ple bam­boo or met­al rods. When worn out these can be re­placed by new ones. It must be ex­plained al­so that, by a reg­u­la­tion of the axle, the force of the strokes may be var­ied.

			“And so we see the axle in mo­tion, and mov­ing with it the eight rods. Each rod goes down­ward per­fect­ly freely, but com­ing up­ward again it meets with an ob­sta­cle—the cross­beam—and meet­ing it, bends and is at ten­sion from its point, bulges to a half-cir­cle, and then, break­ing free, deals the blow. Then, since the po­si­tion of the cross­beam can be ad­just­ed, raised or low­ered, it will be ev­i­dent that the ten­sion of the bend­ing rods can be in­creased or de­creased, and the blow giv­en with a greater or less de­gree of sever­i­ty. In that way it has been pos­si­ble to make a scale of sever­i­ty of pun­ish­ment from 0 de­grees to 24 de­grees. No. 0 is when the cross­beam is at its high­est point, and is on­ly em­ployed when the pun­ish­ment bears a mere­ly nom­i­nal, or shall I say, sym­bol­i­cal, char­ac­ter. By the time we come to No. 6, a cer­tain amount of pain has be­come no­tice­able. We in­di­cate a max­i­mum for use in el­e­men­tary schools, that would be up to No. 10; in sec­ondary schools up to 15. For sol­diers, vil­lage pris­ons, and stu­dents, the lim­it is set at 20 de­grees, and, fi­nal­ly, for hous­es of cor­rec­tion and work­men on strike, the max­i­mum fig­ure, name­ly, 24.

			“There, ladies and gen­tle­men, is the sub­stance of my in­ven­tion. There re­main the de­tails. That han­dle at the side, like the han­dle of a bar­rel or­gan, serves to wind up the spi­ral spring of the mech­a­nism. The ar­row here in this slot reg­u­lates the celer­i­ty of the strokes. At the height of the pil­lar, in a lit­tle glass case, is a me­chan­i­cal me­ter or in­di­ca­tor. This en­ables one to check the ac­cu­ra­cy of the work­ing of the ma­chine, and is al­so use­ful for sta­tis­ti­cal and re­vi­sion­ary pur­pos­es. In view of this lat­ter pur­pose, the in­di­ca­tor is con­struct­ed to show a max­i­mum to­tal of 60,000 strokes. Fi­nal­ly, ladies and gen­tle­men, please to ob­serve some­thing in the na­ture of an urn at the foot of the pil­lar. In­to this are thrown met­al coupons with num­bers on them, and this mo­men­tar­i­ly sets the whole ma­chine in ac­tion. The coupons are of var­i­ous weights and sizes. The small­est is about the size of a sil­ver pen­ny,8 and ef­fects the min­i­mum pun­ish­ment—five strokes. The largest is about the size of a hun­dred-copeck bit—a rou­ble—and ef­fects a pun­ish­ment of just one hun­dred strokes. By us­ing var­i­ous com­bi­na­tions of met­al coupons you can ef­fect a pun­ish­ment of any num­ber of strokes in a mul­ti­ple of five, from five to three hun­dred and fifty. But”—and here the lec­tur­er smiled mod­est­ly—“but we should not con­sid­er that we had com­plete­ly solved our prob­lem if it were nec­es­sary to stop at that lim­it­ed fig­ure.

			“I will ask you, ladies and gen­tle­men, to note the fig­ure at which the in­di­ca­tor at present stands, and that which it reach­es af­ter the pun­ish­ment has been ef­fect­ed. What is more, the re­spect­ed pub­lic will ob­serve that, up to the mo­ment when the coupons are thrown in­to the urn, there is no dan­ger what­ev­er in stand­ing on the plat­form.

			“And so … the in­di­ca­tor shows 2,900. Con­se­quent­ly, hav­ing thrown in all the coupons, the point­er will show, at the end of the ex­e­cu­tion … 3,250. … I fan­cy I make no mis­take!

			“And it will be quite suf­fi­cient to throw in­to the urn any­thing round, of what­ev­er size, and the ma­chine will go on to in­fin­i­ty, if you will, or, if not to in­fin­i­ty, to 780 or 800, at which point the spring would have run down and the ma­chine need re-wind­ing. What I had in view in us­ing these small coupons was that they might com­mon­ly be re­placed by coins, and each me­chan­i­cal self-flog­ger has a com­par­a­tive ta­ble of the stroke val­ues of cop­per, sil­ver and gold mon­ey. Ob­serve the ta­ble here at the side of the main pil­lar.

			“It seems I have fin­ished. … There re­main just a few par­tic­u­lars con­cern­ing the con­struc­tion of the re­volv­ing plat­form, the swing­ing chair, and the cres­cent-shaped levers. But as it is a tri­fle com­pli­cat­ed, I will ask the re­spect­ed pub­lic to watch the ma­chine in ac­tion, and I shall now have the hon­our to give a demon­stra­tion.

			“The whole pro­ce­dure of pun­ish­ment con­sists in the fol­low­ing. First of all, hav­ing thor­ough­ly sift­ed and got to the bot­tom of the mo­tives of the crime, we fix the ex­tent of the pun­ish­ment, that is, the num­ber of strokes, the celer­i­ty with which they shall be giv­en, and the force and, in some cas­es, the ma­te­ri­al of the rods. Then we send a note to the man in charge of the ma­chine, or com­mu­ni­cate with him by tele­phone. He puts the ma­chine in readi­ness and then goes away. Ob­serve, the man goes, the ma­chine re­mains alone, the im­par­tial, un­wa­ver­ing, calm and just ma­chine.

			“In a minute I shall come to the ex­per­i­ment. In­stead of a hu­man of­fend­er we have, on this oc­ca­sion, a leather man­nequin. In or­der to show the ma­chine at its best we will imag­ine that we have be­fore us a crim­i­nal of the most stub­born type. ‘Of­fi­cer!’ ” cried the lec­tur­er to some­one be­hind the scenes. “ ‘Pre­pare the ma­chine, force 24, min­i­mum celer­i­ty.’ ”

			In a tense si­lence the au­di­ence watched the at­ten­dant wind the han­dle, push down the cross­beam, turn round the celer­i­ty ar­row, and then dis­ap­pear be­hind the scenes again.

			“Now all is in or­der,” the lec­tur­er went on, “and the room in which the flog­ging ma­chine stands is quite emp­ty. There on­ly re­mains to call up the man who is to be pun­ished, ex­plain to him the ex­tent of his guilt and the de­gree of his pun­ish­ment, and he him­self—re­mark, ladies and gen­tle­men, him­self!—takes from the box the cor­re­spond­ing coupon. Of course, it might be ar­ranged that he, there and then, drops the coupon through a slot in the ta­ble and lets it fall in­to the urn; that is a mere de­tail.

			“From that mo­ment the of­fend­er is en­tire­ly in the hands of the ma­chine. He goes to the dress­ing-room, he opens the door, stands on the plat­form, throws the coupon or coupons in­to the urn, and … done! The door shuts me­chan­i­cal­ly af­ter him, and can­not be re­opened. He may stand a mo­ment, hes­i­tat­ing, on the brink, but in the end he sim­ply must throw the coupons in. For, ladies and gen­tle­men”—ex­claimed the ped­a­gogue with a tri­umphant laugh—“for the ma­chine is so con­struct­ed that the longer he hes­i­tates the greater be­comes the pun­ish­ment, the num­ber of strokes in­creas­ing in a ra­tio of from five to thir­ty per minute ac­cord­ing to the weight of the per­son hes­i­tat­ing. … How­ev­er, once the of­fend­er is off, he is caught by the ma­chine at three points, neck, waist and feet, and the chair holds him. All this is ac­com­plished lit­er­al­ly in one mo­ment. The next mo­ment sounds the first stroke, and noth­ing can stop the ac­tion of the ma­chine, nor weak­en the blows, nor in­crease or di­min­ish the celer­i­ty, un­til that mo­ment when jus­tice has been ac­com­plished. It would be phys­i­cal­ly im­pos­si­ble, not hav­ing the key.

			“Of­fi­cer! Bring in the man­nequin!

			“Will the es­teemed au­di­ence kind­ly in­di­cate the num­ber of the strokes. … Just a num­ber, please … three fig­ures if you wish, but not more than 350. Please. …”

			“Five hun­dred,” shout­ed the gov­er­nor of the fortress.

			“Reff,” barked the dog un­der his chair.

			“Five hun­dred is too many,” gen­tly ob­ject­ed the lec­tur­er, “but to go as far as we can to­wards meet­ing his Ex­cel­len­cy’s wish let us say 350. We throw in­to the urn all the coupons.”

			Whilst he was speak­ing, the at­ten­dant brought in un­der his arm a mon­strous-look­ing leath­ern man­nequin, and stood it on the floor, hold­ing it up from be­hind. There was some­thing sug­ges­tive and ridicu­lous in the crooked legs, out­stretched arms, and for­ward-hang­ing head of this leath­ern dum­my.

			Stand­ing on the plat­form of the ma­chine, the lec­tur­er con­tin­ued:

			“Ladies and gen­tle­men, one last word. I do not doubt that my me­chan­i­cal self-flog­ger will be most wide­ly used. Slow­ly but sure­ly it will find its way in­to all schools, col­leges and sem­i­nar­ies. It will be in­tro­duced in the army and navy, in the vil­lage, in mil­i­tary and civ­il pris­ons, in po­lice sta­tions and for fire-brigades, and in all tru­ly Rus­sian fam­i­lies.

			“The coupons are in­evitably re­placed by coins, and in that way not on­ly is the cost of the ma­chine re­deemed, but a fund is com­menced which can be used for char­i­ta­ble and ed­uca­tive ends. Our eter­nal fi­nan­cial trou­bles will pass, for, by the aid of this ma­chine, the peas­ant will be forced to pay his tax­es. Sin will dis­ap­pear, crime, lazi­ness, sloven­li­ness, and in their stead will flour­ish in­dus­try, tem­per­ance, so­bri­ety and thrift.

			“It is dif­fi­cult to probe fur­ther the pos­si­ble fu­ture of this ma­chine. Did Guten­berg fore­see the con­tri­bu­tion which book-print­ing was go­ing to make to the his­to­ry of hu­man progress when he made his first naive wood­en print­ing-press? But I am, how­ev­er, far from air­ing a fool­ish self-con­ceit in your eyes, ladies and gen­tle­men. The bare idea be­longs to me. In the prac­ti­cal de­tails of the in­ven­tion I have re­ceived most ma­te­ri­al help from Mr. N——, the teach­er of physics in the Fourth Sec­ondary School of this town, and from Mr. X——, the well-known en­gi­neer. I take the op­por­tu­ni­ty of ac­knowl­edg­ing my in­debt­ed­ness.”

			The hall thun­dered with ap­plause. Two men in the front of the stalls stood up timid­ly and awk­ward­ly, and bowed to the pub­lic.

			“For me per­son­al­ly,” con­tin­ued the lec­tur­er, “there has been the great­est sat­is­fac­tion to con­sid­er the good I was do­ing my beloved fa­ther­land. Here, ladies and gen­tle­men, is a to­ken which I have late­ly re­ceived from the gov­er­nor and no­bil­i­ty of Kursk—with the mot­to: Si­m­il­ia sim­ilibus.”

			He de­tached from its chain and held aloft an im­mense an­tique chronome­ter, about half a pound in weight. From the watch dan­gled al­so a mas­sive gold medal.

			“I have fin­ished, ladies and gen­tle­men,” added the lec­tur­er in a low and solemn voice, bow­ing as he spoke.

			But the ap­plause had not died down be­fore there hap­pened some­thing in­cred­i­ble, ap­palling. The chronome­ter sud­den­ly slipped from the raised hand of the ped­a­gogue, and fell with a metal­lic clash right in­to the urn.

			At once the ma­chine be­gan to hum and click. The plat­form in­vert­ed, and the lec­tur­er was sud­den­ly hoist with his own petard. His coat­tails waved in the air; there was a sud­den thwack and a wild cry.

			2,901, in­di­cat­ed the me­chan­i­cal reck­on­er.

			It is dif­fi­cult to de­scribe rapid­ly and def­i­nite­ly what hap­pened in the meet­ing. For a few sec­onds ev­ery­one was turned to stone. In the gen­er­al si­lence sound­ed on­ly the cries of the vic­tim, the whistling of the rods, and the click­ing of the count­ing ma­chine. Then sud­den­ly ev­ery­one rushed up on to the stage.

			“For the love of the Lord!” cried the un­for­tu­nate man, “for the love of the Lord!”

			But it was im­pos­si­ble to help him. The val­or­ous physics teach­er put out a hand to catch one of the rods as they came, but drew it back at once, and the blood on his fin­gers was vis­i­ble to all. No ef­forts could raise the cross­beam.

			“The key! Quick, the key!” cried the ped­a­gogue. “In my trous­er pock­et.”

			The de­vot­ed at­ten­dant dashed in to search his pock­ets, with dif­fi­cul­ty avoid­ing blows from the ma­chine. But the key was not to be found.

			2,950, 2,951, 2,952, 2,953, clicked the count­ing ma­chine.

			“Oh, your hon­our!” cried the at­ten­dant through his tears. “Let me take your trousers off. They are quite new, and they will be ru­ined. … Ladies can turn the oth­er way.”

			“Go to blazes, id­iot! Oey, o, o! … Gen­tle­men, for God’s sake! … Oey, oey! … I for­got. … The keys are in my over­coat. … Oey! Quick­ly!”

			They ran to the an­te­room for his over­coat. But nei­ther was there any key there. Ev­i­dent­ly the in­ven­tor had left it at home. Some­one was sent to fetch it. A gen­tle­man present of­fered his car­riage.

			And the sharp blows reg­is­tered them­selves ev­ery sec­ond with math­e­mat­i­cal pre­ci­sion; the ped­a­gogue shout­ed; the count­ing ma­chine went in­dif­fer­ent­ly on.

			3,180, 3,181, 3,182. …

			One of the gar­ri­son lieu­tenants drew his sword and be­gan to hack at the ap­pa­ra­tus, but af­ter the fifth blow there re­mained on­ly the hilt, and a jump­ing splin­ter hit the pres­i­dent of the Zem­st­vo. Most dread­ful of all was the fact that it was im­pos­si­ble to guess to what point the flog­ging would go on. The chronome­ter was prov­ing it­self weighty. The man sent for the key still did not re­turn, and the counter, hav­ing long since passed the fig­ure pre­vi­ous­ly in­di­cat­ed by the in­ven­tor, went on placid­ly.

			3,999, 4,000, 4,001.

			The ped­a­gogue jumped no longer. He just lay with gap­ing mouth and pro­trud­ing eyes, and on­ly twitched con­vul­sive­ly.

			At last, the gov­er­nor of the fortress, boil­ing with in­dig­na­tion, roared out to the ac­com­pa­ni­ment of the bark­ing of his dog:

			“Mad­ness! De­bauch! Un­heard of! Or­der up the fire-brigade!”

			This idea was the wis­est. The gov­er­nor of the town was an en­thu­si­ast for the fire-brigade, and had smartened the fire­men to a rare pitch. In less than five min­utes, and at that mo­ment when the in­di­ca­tor showed stroke No. 4,550, the brave young fel­lows of the fire-brigade broke on the scene with chop­pers and hooks.

			The mag­nif­i­cent me­chan­i­cal self-flog­ger was de­stroyed for ev­er and ev­er. With the ma­chine per­ished al­so the idea. As re­gards the in­ven­tor, it should be said that, af­ter a con­sid­er­able time of feel­ing sore in a cor­po­ral way and of ner­vous weak­ness, he re­turned to his oc­cu­pa­tion. But the fa­tal oc­ca­sion com­plete­ly changed his char­ac­ter. He be­came for the rest of his life a calm, sweet, melan­choly man, and though he taught Latin and Greek he was a favourite with the school­boys.

			He has nev­er re­turned to his in­ven­tion.

		
	
		
			The Last Word

			Yes, gen­tle­men, I killed him!

			In vain do you try to ob­tain for me a med­i­cal cer­tifi­cate of tem­po­rary aber­ra­tion. I shall not take ad­van­tage of it.

			I killed him sober­ly, con­sci­en­tious­ly, cold­ly, with­out the least re­gret, fear or hes­i­ta­tion. Were it in your pow­er to res­ur­rect him, I would re­peat my crime.

			He fol­lowed me al­ways and ev­ery­where. He took a thou­sand hu­man shapes, and did not shrink—shame­less crea­ture—to dress in wom­en’s clothes up­on oc­ca­sion. He took the guise of my rel­a­tive, my dear friend, col­league, good ac­quain­tance. He could dress to look any age ex­cept that of a child (as a child he on­ly failed and looked ridicu­lous). He has filled up my life with him­self, and poi­soned it.

			What has been most dread­ful was that I have al­ways fore­seen in ad­vance all his words, ges­tures and ac­tions.

			When I met him he would drawl, crush­ing my hand in his:

			“Aha! Whom—do—I—see? Dear me! You must be get­ting on in years now. How’s your health?”

			Then he would an­swer as for him­self, though I had not asked him any­thing:

			“Thank you. So so. Noth­ing to boast of. Have you read in to­day’s pa­per … ?”

			If he by any chance no­ticed that I had a flushed cheek, flushed by the vex­a­tion of hav­ing met him, he would be sure to croak:

			“Eh, neigh­bour, how red you’re get­ting.”

			He would come to me just at those mo­ments when I was up to the neck in work, would sit down and say:

			“Ah! I’m afraid I’ve in­ter­rupt­ed you.”

			For two hours he would bore me to death, prat­tling of him­self and his chil­dren. He would see I was tear­ing my hair and bit­ing my lips till the blood came, and would sim­ply de­light in my tor­ments.

			Hav­ing poi­soned my work­ing mood for a whole month in ad­vance, he would stand, yawn a lit­tle, and then mur­mur:

			“Lord knows why I stay here talk­ing. I’ve got lots to do.”

			When I met him in a rail­way car­riage he al­ways be­gan:

			“Per­mit me to ask, are you go­ing far?” And then:

			“On busi­ness or … ?”

			“Where do you work?”

			“Mar­ried?”

			Oh, well do I know all his ways. Clos­ing my eyes I see him. He strikes me on the shoul­der, on the back, on the knees. He ges­tic­u­lates so close­ly to my eyes and nose that I wince, as if about to be struck. Catch­ing hold of the lap­pet of my coat, he draws him­self up to me and breathes in my face. When he vis­its me he al­lows his foot to trem­ble on the floor Un­der the ta­ble, so that the shade of the lamp tin­kles. At an “at home” he thrums on the back of my chair with his fin­gers, and in paus­es of the con­ver­sa­tion drawls, “y‑e‑s, y‑es.” At cards he calls out, knocks on the ta­ble and quacks as he los­es: “What’s that? What? What?”

			Start him in an ar­gu­ment, and he al­ways be­gins by:

			“Eh, neigh­bour, it’s hum­bug you’re talk­ing.”

			“Why hum­bug?” you ask timid­ly.

			“Be­cause it is non­sense.”

			What evil have I done to this man? I don’t know. He set him­self to spoil my ex­is­tence, and he spoiled it. Thanks to him, I now feel a great aver­sion from the sea, the moon, the air, po­et­ry, paint­ing, mu­sic.

			“Tol­stoy”—he bawled oral­ly, and in print—“made his es­tate over to his wife, and he him­self. … Com­pared with Tur­ge­nief, he. … He sewed his own jack­boots … great writ­er of the Rus­sian earth. … Hur­rah! …

			“Pushkin? He cre­at­ed the lan­guage, didn’t he? Do you re­mem­ber ‘Calm was the Ukraine night, clear was the sky’? You re­mem­ber what they did to the wom­an in the third act. Hsh! There are no ladies present, do you re­mem­ber?

			
				
					“ ‘In our lit­tle boat we go,
					

					Un­der the lit­tle boat the wa­ter.’
				

			

			“Dos­to­evsky … have you read how he went one night to Tur­ge­nief to con­fess … Gogol, do you know the sort of dis­ease he had?”

			Should I go to a pic­ture gallery, and stand be­fore some qui­et evening land­scape, he would be sure to be on my heels, push­ing me for­ward, and say­ing to a girl on his arm:

			“Very sweet­ly drawn … dis­tance … at­mos­phere … the moon to the life. … Do you re­mem­ber Ni­na—the coloured sup­ple­ment of the Ne­va9—it was some­thing like it. …”

			I sit at the opera lis­ten­ing to Car­men. He is there, as ev­ery­where. He is be­hind me, and has his feet on the low­er bar of my fau­teuil. He hums the tune of the duet in the last act, and through his feet com­mu­ni­cates to my nerves ev­ery move­ment of his body. Then, in the en­tr’act, I hear him speak­ing in a voice pitched high enough for me to hear:

			“Won­der­ful gramo­phone records the Zado­dad­ofs have. Sha­lapin ab­so­lute­ly. You couldn’t tell the dif­fer­ence.”

			Yes, it was he or some­one like him who in­vent­ed the bar­rel or­gan, the gramo­phone, the bio­scope, the pho­to­phone, the bi­o­graph, the phono­graph, the pathe­p­hone, the mu­si­cal box, the pi­ani­no, the mo­tor car, pa­per col­lars, oleographs, and news­pa­pers.

			There’s no get­ting away from him. I flee away at night to the wild seashore, and lie down in soli­tude up­on a cliff, but he steals af­ter me in the shad­ow, and sud­den­ly the si­lencers bro­ken by a self-sat­is­fied voice which says:

			“What a love­ly night, Katen­ka, isn’t it? The clouds, eh, look at them! Just as in a pic­ture. And if a painter paint­ed them just like it, who would say it was true to Na­ture?”

			He has killed the best min­utes of my life—min­utes of love, the dear sweet nights of youth. How of­ten, when I have wan­dered arm in arm with the most beau­teous cre­ation of Na­ture, along an av­enue where, up­on the ground, the sil­ver moon­light was in pat­tern with the shad­ows of the trees, and he has sud­den­ly and un­ex­pect­ed­ly spo­ken up to me in a wom­an’s voice, has rest­ed his head on my shoul­der and cried out in a the­atri­cal tone:

			“Tell me, do you love to dream by moon­light?”

			Or:

			“Tell me, do you love Na­ture? As for me, I mad­ly adore Na­ture.”

			He was many shaped and many faced, my per­se­cu­tor, but was al­ways the same un­der­neath. He took up­on oc­ca­sion the guise of pro­fes­sor, doc­tor, en­gi­neer, la­dy doc­tor, ad­vo­cate, girl-stu­dent, au­thor, wife of the ex­cise in­spec­tor, of­fi­cial, pas­sen­ger, cus­tomer, guest, stranger, spec­ta­tor, read­er, neigh­bour at a coun­try house. In ear­ly youth I had the stu­pid­i­ty to think that these were all sep­a­rate peo­ple. But they were all one and the same. Bit­ter ex­pe­ri­ence has at last dis­cov­ered to me his name. It is—the Rus­sian in­tel­li­gent.

			If he has at any time missed me per­son­al­ly, he has left ev­ery­where his traces, his vis­it­ing cards. On the heights of Bar­chau and Machu­ka I have found his or­ange peel­ings, sar­dine tins, and choco­late wrap­pings. On the rocks of Aloop­ka, on the top of the bel­fry of St. John, on the gran­ites of Ima­tra, on the walls of Bakhchis­ari, in the grot­to of Ler­montof, I have found the fol­low­ing sig­na­tures and re­marks:—

			“Pu­sia and Kuzi­ki 1908 year 27 Feb­ru­ary.”

			“Ivanof.”

			“A. M. Plokhokhostof (Bad-tail) from Saratof.”

			“Ivanof.”

			“Pe­cho­ra girl.”

			“Ivanof.”

			“M.D. … P.A.P. … Talotch­ka and Achmet.”

			“Ivanof.”

			“Trophim Sinepupof. Sama­ra Town.”

			“Ivanof.”

			“Adel Soloveitchik from Min­sk.”

			“Ivanof.”

			“From this height I de­light­ed in the view of the sea.—C. Nicode­mus Ivanovitch Bezuprech­ny.”

			“Ivanof.”

			I have read his vers­es and re­marks in all vis­it­ing books, and in Puskhin’s house, at Ler­montof’s Cliff, and in the an­cient monas­ter­ies have read: “The Troakofs came here from Pen­za, drank kvass and ate stur­geon. We wish the same to you,” or “Vis­it­ed the na­tal ash­tray of the great Rus­sian po­et, Chichkin, teach­er of calig­ra­phy, Voronezh High School for Boys,” or—

			
				
					“Praise to thee, Ai Petri, moun­tain white,
					

					In dress im­pe­ri­al of fir.
					

					I climbed up yes­ter­day un­to thy height,
					

					Re­tired Staff-Cap­tain Nikoli Pro­fer.”
				

			

			I need­ed but to pick up my favourite Rus­sian book, and I came up­on him at once. “I have read this book.—Pafnutenko.” “The au­thor is a block­head.” “Mr. Au­thor hasn’t read Karl Marx.” I turn over the pages, and I find his notes in all the mar­gins. Then, of course, no one like he turns down cor­ners and makes dog-ears, tears out pages, or drops grease on them from tal­low can­dles.

			Gen­tle­men, judges, it is hard for me to go on. This man has abused, fouled, vul­garised all that was dear to me, del­i­cate and touch­ing. I strug­gled a long while with my­self. Years went by. My nerves be­came more ir­ri­ta­ble I saw there was not room for both of us in the world. One of us had to go.

			I fore­saw for a long while that it would be just some lit­tle tri­fle that would drive me to the crime. So it was.

			You know the par­tic­u­lars. In the com­part­ment there was a crush; the pas­sen­gers were sit­ting on one an­oth­er’s heads. He, with his wife, his son, a school­boy in the prepara­to­ry class, and a pile of lug­gage, were oc­cu­py­ing four seats. Up­on this oc­ca­sion he was wear­ing the uni­form of the De­part­ment of Pop­u­lar Ed­u­ca­tion. I went up to him and asked:

			“Is there not a free seat here?”

			He an­swered like a bull­dog with a bone, not look­ing at me:

			“No. This seat is tak­en by an­oth­er gen­tle­man. These are his things. He’ll be back in a minute.”

			The train be­gan to move.

			I wait­ed, stand­ing, where I was. We went on about ten miles. The gen­tle­man didn’t come. I was silent, and I looked in­to the face of the ped­a­gogue, think­ing that there might yet be in him some gleam of con­science.

			But no. We went an­oth­er fif­teen miles. He got down a bas­ket of pro­vi­sions and be­gan to eat. He went out with a ket­tle for hot wa­ter, and made him­self tea. A lit­tle do­mes­tic scan­dal arose over the sug­ar for the tea.

			“Pe­ter, you’ve tak­en a lump of sug­ar on the sly!”

			“Word of hon­our, by God, I haven’t! Look in my pock­ets, by God!”

			“Don’t swear, and don’t lie. I count­ed them be­fore we set out, on pur­pose. … There were eigh­teen and now there are sev­en­teen.”

			“By God!!”

			“Don’t swear. It is shame­ful to lie. I will for­give you ev­ery­thing, on­ly tell me straight out the truth. But a lie I can nev­er for­give. On­ly cow­ards lie. One who is ca­pa­ble of ly­ing is ca­pa­ble of mur­der­ing, of steal­ing, of be­tray­ing his king and his coun­try. …”

			So he ran on and ran on. I had heard such ut­ter­ances from him in my ear­li­est child­hood, when he was my gov­erness, af­ter­wards when he was my class teach­er, and again when he wrote in the news­pa­per.

			I in­ter­rupt­ed.

			“You find fault with your son for ly­ing, and yet you your­self have, in his pres­ence, told a whop­ping lie. You said this seat was oc­cu­pied by a gen­tle­man. Where is that gen­tle­man? Show him to me.”

			The ped­a­gogue went pur­ple, and his eyes di­lat­ed.

			“I beg you, don’t in­ter­fere with peo­ple who don’t in­ter­fere with you. Mind your own busi­ness. How scan­dalous! Con­duc­tor, please warn this pas­sen­ger that he will not be al­lowed to in­ter­fere with oth­er peo­ple in the rail­way car­riage. Please take mea­sures, or I’ll re­port the mat­ter to the gen­darme, and write in the com­plaint book.”

			The con­duc­tor screwed up his eyes in a fa­ther­ly ex­pres­sion, and went out. But the ped­a­gogue went on, un­con­soled:

			“No one speaks to you. No one was in­ter­fer­ing with you. Good Lord! a de­cent-look­ing man too, in a hat and a col­lar, clear­ly one of the in­tel­li­gen­tia. … A peas­ant now, or a work­man … but no, an in­tel­li­gent!”

			In­tel‑li‑gent! The ex­e­cu­tion­er had named me ex­e­cu­tion­er! It was end­ed. … He had pro­nounced his own sen­tence.

			I took out of the pock­et of my over­coat a re­volver, ex­am­ined the charge, point­ed it at the ped­a­gogue be­tween the eyes, and said calm­ly:

			“Say your prayers.”

			He turned pale and shrieked:

			“Guard‑d‑d! …”

			That was his last word. I pulled the trig­ger.

			I have fin­ished, gen­tle­men. I re­peat: I do not re­pent. There is no sor­row for him in my soul. One des­o­lat­ing doubt re­mains, how­ev­er, and it will haunt me to the end of my days, should I fin­ish them in prison or in an asy­lum.

			He has a son left! What if he takes on his fa­ther’s na­ture?

		
	
		
			The White Poodle

			
				I

				By nar­row moun­tain paths, from one vil­la to an­oth­er, a small wan­der­ing troupe made their way along the south­ern shore of the Crimea. Ahead com­mon­ly ran the white poo­dle, Ar­to, with his long red tongue hang­ing out from one side of his mouth. The poo­dle was shorn to look like a li­on. At cross­ways he would stop, wag his tail, and look back ques­tion­ing­ly. He seemed to ob­tain some sort of sign, known to him alone, and with­out wait­ing for the troupe to catch up he would bound for­ward on the right track, shak­ing his shag­gy ears, nev­er mak­ing a mis­take. Fol­low­ing the dog came the twelve-year-old Sergey, car­ry­ing un­der his left arm a lit­tle mat­tress for his ac­ro­bat­ic ex­er­cis­es, and hold­ing in his right hand a nar­row dirty cage, with a goldfinch, taught to pull out from a case var­i­ous coloured pa­pers on which were print­ed pre­dic­tions of com­ing for­tune. Last of all came the old­est mem­ber of the troupe, grand­fa­ther Mar­tin Lodishkin, with a bar­rel or­gan on his bent back.

				The or­gan was an old one, very hoarse, and suf­fer­ing from a cough; it had un­der­gone, in the cen­tu­ry of its ex­is­tence, some scores of mend­ings. It played two things: a melan­choly Ger­man waltz of Launer and a ga­lop from A Trip to Chi­na Town, both in fash­ion thir­ty to forty years ago, but now for­got­ten by all. Be­yond these draw­backs it must be said that the or­gan had two false tubes; one of them, a tre­ble, was ab­so­lute­ly mute, did not play, and there­fore when its turn came the whole har­mo­ny would, as it were, stut­ter, go lame and stum­ble. The oth­er tube, giv­ing forth a bass note, had some­thing the mat­ter with the valve, which would not shut, and hav­ing once been played it would not al­to­geth­er stop, but rolled on­ward on the same bass note, deaf­en­ing and con­fus­ing the oth­er sounds, till sud­den­ly, at its own caprice, it would stop. Grand­fa­ther him­self ac­knowl­edged the de­fi­cien­cies of his in­stru­ment, and might some­times be heard to re­mark jo­cose­ly, though with a tinge of se­cret grief:

				“What’s to be done? … An an­cient or­gan … it has a cold. … When you play it the gen­try take of­fence. ‘Tfu,’ they say, ‘what a wretch­ed thing!’ And these pieces were very good in their time, and fash­ion­able, but peo­ple nowa­days by no means adore good mu­sic. Give them ‘The Geisha,’ ‘Un­der the Dou­ble-head­ed Ea­gle,’ please, or the waltz from The Sell­er of Birds. Of course, these tubes. … I took the or­gan to the shop, but they wouldn’t un­der­take to mend it. ‘It needs new tubes,’ said they. ‘But, best of all, if you’ll take our ad­vice, sell the rusty thing to a mu­se­um … as a sort of cu­rio. …’ Well, well, that’s enough! She’s fed us till now, Sergey and me, and if God grant, she will go on feed­ing us.”

				Grand­fa­ther Mar­tin Lodishkin loved his or­gan as it is on­ly pos­si­ble to love some­thing liv­ing, near, some­thing ac­tu­al­ly akin, if it may be so ex­pressed. Hav­ing lived with his or­gan for many years of a try­ing vagabond life, he had at last come to see in it some­thing in­spired, come to feel as if it were al­most a con­scious be­ing. It would hap­pen some­times at night, when they were ly­ing on the floor of some dirty inn, that the bar­rel or­gan, placed be­side the old man’s pil­low, would sud­den­ly give vent to a faint note, a sad melan­choly qua­ver­ing note, like an old man’s sigh. And Lodishkin would put out his hand to its carved wood­en side and whis­per ca­ress­ing­ly:

				“What is it, broth­er? Com­plain­ing, eh! … Have pa­tience, friend. …”

				And as much as Lodishkin loved his or­gan, and per­haps even a lit­tle more, he loved the oth­er two com­pan­ions of his wan­der­ings, Ar­to, the poo­dle, and lit­tle Sergey. He had hired the boy five years be­fore from a bad char­ac­ter, a wid­ow­er cob­bler, promis­ing to pay him two rou­bles a month. Short­ly af­ter­wards the cob­bler had died, and Sergey re­mained with grand­fa­ther, bound to him for­ev­er by their com­mon life and the lit­tle dai­ly in­ter­ests of the troupe.

			
			
				II

				The path went along a high cliff over the sea, and wan­dered through the shade of an­cient olive trees, The sea gleamed be­tween the trunks now and then, and seemed at times to stand like a calm and mighty wall on the hori­zon; its colour was the more blue, the more in­tense, be­cause of the con­trast seen through the trel­lis-work of sil­ver ver­dant leaves. In the grass, amongst the kizil shrubs, wild ros­es and vines, and even on the branch­es of the trees, swarmed the grasshop­pers, and the air it­self trem­bled from the monotonous­ly sound­ing and un­ceas­ing mur­mur of their legs and wing-cas­es. The day turned out to be a sul­try one; there was no wind, and the hot earth burnt the soles of the feet.

				Sergey, go­ing as usu­al ahead of grand­fa­ther, stopped, and wait­ed for the old man to catch up to him.

				“What is it, Serozha?” asked the or­gan-grinder.

				“The heat, grand­fa­ther Lodishkin … there’s no bear­ing it! To bathe would be good. …”

				The old man wiped his per­spir­ing face with his sleeve, and hitched the or­gan to a more com­fort­able po­si­tion on his back.

				“What would be bet­ter?” he sighed, look­ing ea­ger­ly down­ward to the cool blue­ness of the sea. “On­ly, af­ter bathing, one gets more hun­gry, you know. A vil­lage doc­tor once said to me: ‘Salt has more ef­fect on man than any­thing else … that means, it weak­ens him … sea-salt. …’ ”

				“He lied, per­haps,” re­marked Sergey, doubt­ful­ly.

				“Lied! What next? Why should he lie? A sol­id man, non­drinker … hav­ing a lit­tle house in Sev­astopol. What’s more, there’s no get­ting down to the sea here. Wait a bit, we’ll get to Miskhor, and there rinse our sin­ful bod­ies. It’s fine to bathe be­fore din­ner … and af­ter­wards to sleep, we three … and a splen­did bit of work. …”

				Ar­to, hear­ing con­ver­sa­tion be­hind him, turned and ran back, his soft blue eyes, half shut from the heat, looked up ap­peal­ing­ly, and his hang­ing tongue trem­bled from quick breath­ing.

				“What is it, broth­er dog­gie? Warm, eh?” asked grand­fa­ther.

				The dog yawned, strain­ing his jaws and curl­ing his tongue in­to a lit­tle tube, shook all his body, and whim­pered.

				“Yes, yes, lit­tle broth­er, but it can’t be helped,” con­tin­ued Lodishkin. “It is writ­ten, ‘In the sweat of thy face,’ though, as a mat­ter of fact, it can hard­ly be said that you have a face, or any­thing more than a muz­zle. … Be off! Go off with you. … As for me, Serozha, I must con­fess I just like this heat. On­ly the or­gan’s a bit of a nui­sance, and if there were no work to do I’d just lie down some­where in the grass in the shade, and have a good morn­ing of it. For old bones this sun­shine is the finest thing in the world.”

				The foot­path turned down­ward to a great high­way, broad and hard and blind­ing­ly white. At the point where the troupe stepped on to it com­menced an an­cient ba­ro­nial es­tate, in the abun­dant ver­dure of which were beau­ti­ful vil­las, flowerbeds, or­angeries and foun­tains. Lodishkin knew the dis­trict well, and called at each of the vil­las ev­ery year, one af­ter an­oth­er, dur­ing the vine-har­vest­ing sea­son, when the whole Crimea is filled with rich, fash­ion­able, and plea­sure-lov­ing vis­i­tors. The bright mag­nif­i­cence of south­ern Na­ture did not touch the old man, but it en­rap­tured Sergey, who was there for the first time. The mag­no­lias, with their hard and shiny leaves, shiny as if lac­quered or var­nished, with their large white blos­soms, each al­most as big as a din­ner-plate; the sum­mer­hous­es of in­ter­wo­ven vines hang­ing with heavy clus­ters of fruit; the enor­mous cen­tu­ry-old plane trees, with their bright trunks and mighty crowns; to­bac­co plan­ta­tions, rivulets, wa­ter­falls, and ev­ery­where, in flowerbeds, gar­dens, on the walls of the vil­las, bright sweet-scent­ed ros­es—all these things im­pressed un­ceas­ing­ly the naive soul of the boy. He ex­pressed his ad­mi­ra­tion of the scene, pulling the old man’s sleeve and cry­ing out ev­ery minute:

				“Grand­fa­ther Lodishkin, but, grand­fa­ther, just look, gold­fish in the foun­tain! … I swear, grand­fa­ther, gold­fish, if I die for it!” cried the boy, press­ing his face to a rail­ing and star­ing at a large tank in the mid­dle of a gar­den. “I say, grand­fa­ther, look at the peach­es! Good gra­cious, what a lot there are. Look, how many! And all on one tree.”

				“Leave go, leave go, lit­tle stupid. What are you stretch­ing your mouth about?” joked the old man. “Just wait till we get to the town of Novorossisk, and give our­selves to the South. Now, that’s a place in­deed; there you’ll see some­thing. Sotchi, Adler, Tu­apse, and then, lit­tle broth­er, Sukhum, Ba­tum. … Your eyes’ll drop out of your head. … Palms, for in­stance. Ab­so­lute­ly as­ton­ish­ing; the trunks all shag­gy like felt, and each leaf so large that we could hide our­selves in one.”

				“You don’t mean it!” cried Sergey, joy­ful­ly.

				“Wait a bit and you’ll see for your­self. Is there lit­tle of any­thing there? Now, or­anges for in­stance, or, let us say, lemons. … You’ve seen them, no doubt, in the shops?”

				“Well?”

				“Well, you see them sim­ply as if they were grow­ing in the air. With­out any­thing, just on the tree, as up here you see an ap­ple or a pear. … And the peo­ple down there, lit­tle broth­er, are al­to­geth­er out of the way: Turks, Per­sians, dif­fer­ent sorts of Cherkess­es, and all in gowns and with dag­gers, a des­per­ate sort of peo­ple! And, lit­tle broth­er, there are even Ethiopi­ans. I’ve seen them many times in Ba­tum!”

				“Ethiopi­ans, I know. Those with horns,” cried Sergey, con­fi­dent­ly.

				“Well, horns I sup­pose they have not,” said grand­fa­ther; “that’s non­sense. But they’re black as a pair of boots, and shine even. Thick, red, ug­ly lips, great white eyes, and hair as curly as the back of a black sheep.”

				“Oi, oi, how ter­ri­ble! … Are Ethiopi­ans like that?”

				“Well, well, don’t be fright­ened. Of course, at first, be­fore you’re ac­cus­tomed, it’s alarm­ing. But when you see that oth­er peo­ple aren’t afraid, you pick up courage. … There’s all sorts there, lit­tle broth­er. When we get there you’ll see. On­ly one thing is bad—the fever. All around lie marsh­es, rot­ten­ness; then there is such ter­ri­ble heat. The peo­ple who live there find it all right, but it’s bad for new­com­ers. How­ev­er, we’ve done enough tongue-wag­ging, you and I, Sergey, so just climb over that stile and go up to the house. There are some re­al­ly fine peo­ple liv­ing there. … If ev­er there’s any­thing you want to know, just ask me; I know all.”

				But the day turned out to be a very un­suc­cess­ful one for them. At one place the ser­vants drove them away al­most be­fore they were seen even from a dis­tance by the mis­tress; at an­oth­er the or­gan had hard­ly made its melan­choly be­gin­ning in front of the bal­cony when they were waved away in dis­gust; at a third they were told that the mas­ter and mis­tress had not yet ar­rived. At two vil­las they were in­deed paid for their show, but very lit­tle. Still, grand­fa­ther nev­er turned his nose up even at the small­est amounts. Com­ing out at the gate on to the road he would smile good-na­tured­ly and say:

				“Two plus five, to­tal sev­en … hey hey, broth­er Serozhen­ka, that’s mon­ey. Sev­en times sev­en, and you’ve pret­ty well got a shilling, and that would be a good meal and a night’s lodg­ing in our pock­ets, and p’raps, old man Lodishkin might be al­lowed a lit­tle glass on ac­count of his weak­ness. … Ai, ai, there’s a sort of peo­ple I can’t make out; too stingy to give six­pence, yet ashamed to put in a pen­ny … and so they surlily or­der you off. Bet­ter to give, were it on­ly three far­things. … I wouldn’t take of­fence, I’m no­body … why take of­fence?”

				Gen­er­al­ly speak­ing, Lodishkin was of a mod­est or­der, and even when he was hound­ed out of a place he would not com­plain. How­ev­er, on this day of which we are writ­ing, he was, as it hap­pened, dis­turbed out of his usu­al equa­nim­i­ty by one of the peo­ple of these Crimean vil­las, a la­dy of a very kind ap­pear­ance, the own­er of a beau­ti­ful coun­try house sur­round­ed by a won­der­ful flow­er-gar­den. She lis­tened at­ten­tive­ly to the mu­sic; watched Sergey’s som­er­saults and Ar­to’s tricks even more at­ten­tive­ly; asked the lit­tle boy’s age, what was his name, where he’d learned gym­nas­tics, how grand­fa­ther had come by him, what his fa­ther had done for a liv­ing, and so on, and had then bid­den them wait, and had gone in­doors ap­par­ent­ly to fetch them some­thing.

				Ten min­utes passed, a quar­ter of an hour, and she did not ap­pear, but the longer she stayed the greater be­came the vague hopes of the troupe. Grand­fa­ther even whis­pered to Sergey, shield­ing his mouth with his palm the while:

				“Eh, Sergey, this is good, isn’t it? Ask me if you want to know any­thing. Now we’re go­ing to get some old clothes or per­haps a pair of boots. A sure thing! …”

				At last the la­dy came out on her bal­cony again, and flung in­to Sergey’s held-out hat a small sil­ver coin. And then she went in again. The coin turned out to be an old worn-out three­pen­ny bit with a hole in it. No use to buy any­thing with. Grand­fa­ther held it in his hand and con­sid­ered it a long while dis­trust­ful­ly. He left the house and went back to the road, and all the while he still held the bit of mon­ey in his open and ex­tend­ed palm, as if weigh­ing it as he went.

				“Well, well. … That’s smart!” said he at last, stop­ping sud­den­ly. “I must say. … And didn’t we three block­heads do our best. It’d a-been bet­ter if she’d giv­en us a but­ton. That, at least, we could have sewn on some­where. What’s the use of this bit of rub­bish? The la­dy, no doubt, thought that it would be all the same as a good coin to me. I’d pass it off on some­one at night. No, no, you’re deeply mis­tak­en, my la­dy. Old man Lodishkin is not go­ing to de­scend so low. Yes, m’la­dy, there goes your pre­cious three­pen­ny bit! There!”

				And with in­dig­na­tion and pride he flung the coin on to the road, and it gen­tly jin­gled and was lost in the dust.

				So the morn­ing passed, and the old man and the boy, hav­ing passed all the vil­las on the cliff, pre­pared to go down to the sea. There re­mained but one last es­tate on the way. This was on the left-hand side.

				The house it­self was not vis­i­ble, the wall be­ing high, and over the wall loomed a fine ar­ray of dusty cy­press­es. On­ly through the wide cast-iron gate, whose fan­tas­ti­cal de­sign gave it the ap­pear­ance of lace, was it pos­si­ble to get a glimpse of the love­ly lawn. Thence one peered up­on fresh green grass, flowerbeds, and in the back­ground a wind­ing per­go­la of vines. In the mid­dle of the lawn stood a gar­den­er wa­ter­ing the ros­es. He put a fin­ger to the pipe in his hand, and caused the wa­ter in the foun­tain to leap in the sun, glit­ter­ing in myr­i­ads of lit­tle sparkles and flash­es.

				Grand­fa­ther was go­ing past, but look­ing through the gate he stopped in doubt.

				“Wait a bit, Sergey,” said he. “Sure­ly there are no folk here! There’s a strange thing! Of­ten as I’ve come along this road, I’ve nev­er seen a soul here be­fore. Oh, well, broth­er Sergey, get ready!”

				A no­tice was fixed on the wall:

				“Friend­ship Vil­la: Tres­passers will be pros­e­cut­ed,” and Sergey read this out aloud.

				“Friend­ship?” ques­tioned grand­fa­ther, who him­self could not read. “Vo-vo! That’s one of the finest of words—friend­ship. All day we’ve failed, but this house will make up for it. I smell it with my nose, as if I were a hunt­ing dog. Now, Ar­to, come here, old fel­low. Walk up brave­ly, Serozha. Keep your eye on me, and if you want to know any­thing just ask me. I know all.”

			
			
				III

				The paths were made of a well-rolled yel­low grav­el, crunch­ing un­der the feet; and at the sides were bor­ders of large rose-coloured shells. In the flowerbeds, above a car­pet of var­i­ous coloured grass­es, grew rare plants with bril­liant blos­soms and sweet per­fume. Crys­tal wa­ter rose and splashed con­tin­u­al­ly from the foun­tains, and gar­lands of beau­ti­ful creep­ing plants hung down­ward from beau­ti­ful vas­es, sus­pend­ed in midair from wires stretched be­tween the trees. On mar­ble pil­lars just out­side the house stood two splen­did spheres of mir­ror glass, and the wan­der­ing troupe, com­ing up to them, saw them­selves re­flect­ed feet up­wards in an amus­ing twist­ed and elon­gat­ed pic­ture.

				In front of the bal­cony was a wide, much-tram­pled plat­form. On this Sergey spread his lit­tle mat­tress, and grand­fa­ther, hav­ing fixed the or­gan on its stick, pre­pared to turn the han­dle. But just as he was in the act of do­ing this, a most un­ex­pect­ed and strange sight sud­den­ly at­tract­ed his at­ten­tion.

				A boy of nine or ten rushed sud­den­ly out of the house on to the ter­race like a bomb, giv­ing forth pierc­ing shrieks. He was in a sailor suit, with bare arms and legs. His fair curls hung in a tan­gle on his shoul­ders. Away he rushed, and af­ter him came six peo­ple; two wom­en in aprons, a stout old lack­ey, with­out mous­tache or beard but with grey side-whiskers, wear­ing a frock coat, a lean, car­rot­ty-haired, red-nosed girl in a blue-checked dress, a young sick­ly-look­ing but very beau­ti­ful la­dy in a blue dress­ing-jack­et trimmed with lace, and, last of all, a stout, bald gen­tle­man in a suit of Tus­sore silk, and with gold spec­ta­cles. They were all very much ex­cit­ed, waved their arms, spoke loud­ly, and even jos­tled one an­oth­er. You could see at one that the cause of all their anx­i­ety was the boy in the sailor suit, who had so sud­den­ly rushed on to the ter­race.

				And the boy, the cause of all this hurly-burly, did not cease scream­ing for one sec­ond, but threw him­self down on his stom­ach, turned quick­ly over on to his back, and be­gan to kick out with his legs on all sides. The lit­tle crowd of grownups fussed around him. The old lack­ey in the frock coat pressed his hands to his starched shirt­front and begged and im­plored the boy to be qui­et, his long side-whiskers trem­bling as he spoke:

				“Lit­tle fa­ther, mas­ter! … Niko­lai Apol­lonovitch! … Do not vex your lit­tle mam­ma. Do get up, sir; be so good, so kind—take a lit­tle, sir. The mix­ture’s sweet as sweet, just syrup, sir. Now let me help you up. …”

				The wom­en in the aprons clapped their hands and chirped quick­ly-quick­ly, in seem­ing­ly pas­sion­ate and fright­ened voic­es. The red-nosed girl made trag­ic ges­tures, and cried out some­thing ev­i­dent­ly very touch­ing, but com­plete­ly in­com­pre­hen­si­ble, as it was in a for­eign lan­guage. The gen­tle­man in the gold spec­ta­cles made speech­es to the boy in a rea­son­ing bass voice, wagged his head to and fro as he spoke, and slow­ly waved his hands up and down. And the beau­ti­ful, del­i­cate—look­ing la­dy moaned weari­ly, press­ing a lace hand­ker­chief to her eyes.

				“Ah, Tril­ly, ah, God in Heav­en! … An­gel mine, I be­seech you, lis­ten, your own moth­er begs you. Now do, do take the medicine, take it and you’ll see, you’ll feel bet­ter at once, and the stom­achache will go away and the headache. Now do it for me, my joy! Oh, Tril­ly, if you want it, your mam­ma will go down on her knees. See, dar­ling, I’m on my knees be­fore you. If you wish it, I’ll give you gold—a sov­er­eign, two sov­er­eigns, five sov­er­eigns. Tril­ly, would you like a live ass? Would you like a live horse? Oh, for good­ness’ sake, say some­thing to him, doc­tor.”

				“Pay at­ten­tion, Tril­ly. Be a man!” droned the stout gen­tle­man in the spec­ta­cles.

				“Ai-yai-yai-ya-a-a-a!” yelled the boy, squirm­ing on the ground, and kick­ing about des­per­ate­ly with his feet.

				De­spite his ex­treme ag­i­ta­tion he man­aged to give sev­er­al kicks to the peo­ple around him, and they, for their part, got out of his way suf­fi­cient­ly clev­er­ly.

				Sergey looked up­on the scene with cu­rios­i­ty and as­ton­ish­ment, and at last nudged the old man in the side and said:

				“Grand­fa­ther Lodishkin, what’s the mat­ter with him? Can’t they give him a beat­ing?”

				“A beat­ing—I like that. … That sort isn’t beat­en, but beats ev­ery­body else. A crazy boy; ill, I ex­pect.”

				“In­sane?” en­quired Sergey.

				“How should I know? Hst, be qui­et! …”

				“Ai-yai-ya-a! Scum, fat­heads!” shout­ed the boy, loud­er and loud­er.

				“Well, be­gin, Sergey. Now’s the time, for I know!” or­dered Lodishkin sud­den­ly, tak­ing hold of the han­dle of his or­gan and turn­ing it with res­o­lu­tion. The snuf­fling and false notes of the an­cient ga­lop rose in the gar­den. All the peo­ple stopped sud­den­ly and looked round; even the boy be­came silent for a few sec­onds.

				“Ah, God in heav­en, they will up­set my poor Tril­ly still more!” cried the la­dy in the blue dress­ing-jack­et, with tears in her eyes. “Chase them off, quick­ly, quick­ly. Drive them away, and the dirty dog with them. Dogs have al­ways such dread­ful dis­eases. Why do you stand there help­less­ly, Ivan, as if you were turned to stone?” She shook her hand­ker­chief weari­ly in the di­rec­tion of grand­fa­ther and the lit­tle boy; the lean, red-nosed girl made dread­ful eyes; some­one gave a threat­en­ing whis­per; the lack­ey in the dress coat ran swift­ly from the bal­cony on his tip­toes, and, with an ex­pres­sion of hor­ror on his face, cried to the or­gan grinder, spread­ing out his arms like wings as he spoke:

				“What­ev­er does it mean—who per­mit­ted them—who let them through? March! Clear out! …”

				The or­gan be­came silent in a melan­choly whim­per.

				“Fine gen­tle­man, al­low us to ex­plain,” be­gan the old man del­i­cate­ly.

				“No ex­pla­na­tions what­ev­er! March!” roared the lack­ey in a hoarse, an­gry whis­per.

				His whole fat face turned pur­ple, and his eyes pro­trud­ed to such a de­gree that they looked as if they would sud­den­ly roll out and run away like wheels. The sight was so dread­ful that grand­fa­ther in­vol­un­tar­i­ly took two steps back­ward.

				“Put the things up, Sergey,” said he, hur­ried­ly jolt­ing the or­gan on to his back. “Come on!”

				But they had not suc­ceed­ed in tak­ing more than ten steps when the child be­gan to shriek even worse than ev­er:

				“Ai-yai-yai! Give it me! I wa‑ant it! A-a-a! Give it! Call them back! Me!”

				“But, Tril­ly! … Ah, God in heav­en, Tril­ly; ah, call them back!” moaned the ner­vous la­dy. “Tfu, how stupid you all are! … Ivan, don’t you hear when you’re told? Go at once and call those beg­gars back! …”

				“Cer­tain­ly! You! Hey, what d’you call your­selves? Or­gan grinders! Come back!” cried sev­er­al voic­es at once.

				The stout lack­ey jumped across the lawn, his side-whiskers wav­ing in the wind, and, over­tak­ing the artistes, cried out:

				“Pst! Mu­si­cians! Back! Don’t you hear, friends, you’re called back?” cried he, pant­ing and wav­ing both arms. “Ven­er­a­ble old man!” said he at last, catch­ing hold of grand­fa­ther’s coat by the sleeve. “Turn the shafts round. The mas­ter and mis­tress will be pleased to see your pan­tomime.”

				“Well, well, busi­ness at last!” sighed grand­fa­ther, turn­ing his head round. And the lit­tle par­ty went back to the bal­cony where the peo­ple were col­lect­ed, and the old man fixed up his or­gan on the stick and played the hideous ga­lop from the very point at which it had been in­ter­rupt­ed.

				The rum­pus had died down. The la­dy with her lit­tle boy, and the gen­tle­man in the gold spec­ta­cles, came for­ward. The oth­ers re­mained re­spect­ful­ly be­hind. Out of the depths of the shrub­bery came the gar­den­er in his apron, and stood at a lit­tle dis­tance. From some­where or oth­er the yard-porter made his ap­pear­ance, and stood be­hind the gar­den­er. He was an im­mense beard­ed peas­ant with a gloomy face, nar­row brows, and pock­marked cheeks. He was clad in a new rose-coloured blouse, on which was a pat­tern of large black spots.

				Un­der cov­er of the hoarse mu­sic of the ga­lop, Sergey spread his lit­tle mat­tress, pulled off his can­vas breech­es—they had been cut out of an old sack, and be­hind, at the broad­est part, were or­na­ment­ed by a quadri­lat­er­al trade mark of a fac­to­ry—threw from his body his torn shirt, and stood erect in his cot­ton un­der­clothes. In spite of the many mends on these gar­ments he was a pret­ty fig­ure of a boy, lithe and strong. He had a lit­tle pro­gramme of ac­ro­bat­ic tricks which he had learnt by watch­ing his el­ders in the are­na of the cir­cus. Run­ning to the mat­tress he would put both hands to his lips, and, with a pas­sion­ate ges­ture, wave two the­atri­cal kiss­es to the au­di­ence. So his per­for­mance be­gan.

				Grand­fa­ther turned the han­dle of the or­gan with­out ceas­ing, and whilst the boy jug­gled var­i­ous ob­jects in the air the old mu­sic-ma­chine gave forth its trem­bling, cough­ing tunes. Sergey’s reper­toire was not a large one, but he did it well and with en­thu­si­asm. He threw up in­to the air an emp­ty beer-bot­tle, so that it re­volved sev­er­al times in its flight, and sud­den­ly catch­ing it neck down­ward on the edge of a tray he bal­anced it there for sev­er­al sec­onds; he jug­gled four balls and two can­dles, catch­ing the lat­ter si­mul­ta­ne­ous­ly in two can­dle­sticks; he played with a fan, a wood­en cigar and an um­brel­la, throw­ing them to and fro in the air, and at last hav­ing the open um­brel­la in his hand shield­ing his head, the cigar in his mouth, and the fan co­quet­tish­ly wav­ing in his oth­er hand. Then he turned sev­er­al som­er­saults on the mat­tress; did “the frog”; tied him­self in­to an Amer­i­can knot; walked on his hands, and hav­ing ex­haust­ed his lit­tle pro­gramme sent once more two kiss­es to the pub­lic, and, pant­ing from the ex­er­cise, ran to grand­fa­ther to take his place at the or­gan.

				Now was Ar­to’s turn. This the dog per­fect­ly well knew, and he had for some time been pranc­ing round in ex­cite­ment, and bark­ing ner­vous­ly. Per­haps the clever poo­dle wished to say that, in his opin­ion, it was un­rea­son­able to go through ac­ro­bat­ic per­for­mances when Réau­mur showed thir­ty-two de­grees in the shade. But grand­fa­ther Lodishkin, with a cun­ning grin, pulled out of his coat­tail pock­et a slen­der kizil switch. Ar­to’s eyes took a melan­choly ex­pres­sion. “Didn’t I know it!” they seemed to say, and he lazi­ly and in­sub­mis­sive­ly raised him­self on his hind paws, nev­er once ceas­ing to look at his mas­ter and blink.

				“Serve, Ar­to! So, so, so … ,” or­dered the old man, hold­ing the switch over the poo­dle’s head. “Over. So. Turn … again … again. … Dance, dog­gie, dance! Sit! Wha‑at? Don’t want to? Sit when you’re told! A-a. … That’s right! Now look! Salute the re­spect­ed pub­lic. Now, Ar­to!” cried Lodishkin threat­en­ing­ly.

				“Gaff!” barked the poo­dle in dis­gust. Then he fol­lowed his mas­ter mourn­ful­ly with his eyes, and added twice more, “Gaff, gaff.”

				“No, my old man doesn’t un­der­stand me,” this dis­con­tent­ed bark­ing seemed to say.

				“That’s it, that’s bet­ter. Po­lite­ness be­fore ev­ery­thing. Now we’ll have a lit­tle jump,” con­tin­ued the old man, hold­ing out the twig at a short dis­tance above the ground. “Allez! There’s noth­ing to hang out your tongue about, broth­er. Allez! Gop! Splen­did! And now, please, noch ein mal … Allez! … Gop! Allez! Gop! Won­der­ful dog­gie. When you get home you shall have car­rots. You don’t like car­rots, eh? Ah, I’d com­plete­ly for­got­ten. Then take my silk top­per and ask the folk. P’raps they’ll give you some­thing a lit­tle more tasty.”

				Grand­fa­ther raised the dog on his hind legs and put in his mouth the old greasy cap which, with such del­i­cate irony, he had named a silk top­per. Ar­to, stand­ing af­fect­ed­ly on his grey hind legs, and hold­ing the cap in his teeth, came up to the ter­race. In the hands of the del­i­cate la­dy there ap­peared a small moth­er-of-pearl purse. All those around her smiled sym­pa­thet­i­cal­ly.

				“What? Didn’t I tell you?” asked the old man of Sergey, teas­ing­ly. “Ask me if you ev­er want to know any­thing, broth­er, for I know. Noth­ing less than a rou­ble.”

				At that mo­ment there broke out such an in­hu­man yowl that Ar­to in­vol­un­tar­i­ly dropped the cap and leapt off with his tail be­tween his legs, looked over his shoul­ders fear­ful­ly, and came and lay down at his mas­ter’s feet.

				“I wa‑a‑a‑nt him,” cried the curly-head­ed boy, stamp­ing his feet. “Give him to me! I want him. The dog, I tell you! Tril­ly wa‑ants the do‑og!”

				“Ah, God in heav­en! Ah, Niko­lai Apol­lonovitch! … Lit­tle fa­ther, mas­ter! … Be calm, Tril­ly, I be­seech you,” cried the voic­es of the peo­ple.

				“The dog! Give me the dog; I want him! Scum, demons, fat­heads!” cried the boy, fair­ly out of his mind.

				“But, an­gel mine, don’t up­set your nerves,” lisped the la­dy in the blue dress­ing-jack­et. “You’d like to stroke the dog­gie? Very well, very well, my joy, in a minute you shall. Doc­tor, what do you think, might Tril­ly stroke this dog?”

				“Gen­er­al­ly speak­ing, I should not ad­vise it,” said the doc­tor, wav­ing his hands. “But if we had some re­li­able dis­in­fec­tant as, for in­stance, bo­racic acid or a weak so­lu­tion of car­bol­ic, then … gen­er­al­ly …”

				“The do‑og!”

				“In a minute, my charmer, in a minute. So, doc­tor, you or­der that we wash the dog with bo­racic acid, and then. … Oh, Tril­ly, don’t get in­to such a state! Old man, bring up your dog, will you, if you please. Don’t be afraid, you will be paid for it. And, lis­ten a mo­ment—is the dog ill? I wish to ask, is the dog suf­fer­ing from hy­dropho­bia or skin dis­ease?”

				“Don’t want to stroke him, don’t want to,” roared Tril­ly, blow­ing out his mouth like a blad­der. “Fat­heads! Demons! Give it to me al­to­geth­er! I want to play with it. … For al­ways.”

				“Lis­ten, old man, come up here,” cried the la­dy, try­ing to out­shout the child. “Ah, Tril­ly, you’ll kill your own moth­er if you make such a noise. Why ev­er did they let these mu­sic peo­ple in? Come near­er—near­er still; come when you’re told! … That’s bet­ter. … Oh, don’t take of­fence! Tril­ly, your moth­er will do all that you ask. I be­seech you, miss, do try and calm the child. … Doc­tor, I pray you. … How much d’you want, old man?”

				Grand­fa­ther re­moved his cap, and his face took on a re­spect­ful­ly piteous ex­pres­sion.

				“As much as your kind­ness will think fit, my la­dy, your Ex­cel­len­cy. … We are peo­ple in a small way, and any­thing is a bless­ing for us. … Prob­a­bly you will not do any­thing to of­fend an old man. …”

				“Ah, how sense­less! Tril­ly, you’ll make your lit­tle throat ache. … Don’t you grasp the fact that the dog is yours and not mine. … Now, how much do you say? Ten? Fif­teen? Twen­ty?”

				“A-a-a; I wa‑ant it, give me the dog, give me the dog,” squealed the boy, kick­ing the round stom­ach of the lack­ey who hap­pened to be near.

				“That is … for­give me, your Seren­i­ty,” stut­tered Lodishkin. “You see, I’m an old man, stupid. … It’s dif­fi­cult to un­der­stand at once. … What’s more, I’m a bit deaf … so I ought to ask, in short, what were you wish­ing to say? … For the dog? …”

				“Ah, God in heav­en! It seems to me you’re play­ing the id­iot on pur­pose,” said the la­dy, boil­ing over. “Nurse, give Tril­ly some wa­ter at once! I ask you, in the Rus­sian lan­guage, for how much do you wish to sell your dog? Do you un­der­stand—your dog, dog? …”

				“The dog! The do‑og!” cried the boy, loud­er than ev­er.

				Lodishkin took of­fence, and put his hat on again.

				“Dogs, my la­dy, I do not sell,” said he cold­ly and with dig­ni­ty. “And, what is more, madam, that dog, it ought to be un­der­stood, has been for us two”—he point­ed with his mid­dle fin­ger over his shoul­der at Sergey—“has been for us two, feed­er and clother. It has fed us, giv­en us drink, and clothed us. I could not think of any­thing more im­pos­si­ble than, for ex­am­ple, that we should sell it.”

				Tril­ly all the while was giv­ing forth pierc­ing shrieks like the whis­tle of a steam-en­gine. They gave him a glass of wa­ter, but he splashed it fu­ri­ous­ly all over the face of his gov­erness.

				“Lis­ten, you crazy old man! … There are no things which are not for sale, if on­ly a large enough price be of­fered,” in­sist­ed the la­dy, press­ing her palms to her tem­ples. “Miss, wipe your face quick­ly and give me my headache mix­ture. Now, per­haps your dog costs a hun­dred rou­bles! What then, two hun­dred? Three hun­dred? Now an­swer, im­age. Doc­tor, for the love of the Lord, do say some­thing to him!”

				“Pack up, Sergey,” growled Lodishkin mo­rose­ly. “Im­age, im‑a‑age. … Here, Ar­to! …”

				“Hey, wait a minute, if you please,” drawled the stout gen­tle­man in the gold spec­ta­cles in an au­thor­i­ta­tive bass. “You’d bet­ter not be ob­sti­nate, dear man, now I’m telling you. For your dog, ten rou­bles would be a beau­ti­ful price, and even for you in­to the bar­gain. … Just con­sid­er, ass, how much the la­dy is of­fer­ing you.”

				“I most humbly thank you, sir,” mum­bled Lodishkin, hitch­ing his or­gan on to his shoul­ders. “On­ly I can’t see how such a piece of busi­ness could ev­er be done, as, for in­stance, to sell. Now, I should think you’d bet­ter seek some oth­er dog some­where else. … So good day to you. … Now, Sergey, go ahead!”

				“And have you got a pass­port?” roared the doc­tor in a rage. “I know you—canaille.”

				“Porter! Se­my­on! Drive them out!” cried the la­dy, her face dis­tort­ed with rage.

				The gloomy-look­ing porter in the rose-coloured blouse rushed threat­en­ing­ly to­wards the artistes. A great hub­bub arose on the ter­race, Tril­ly roar­ing for all he was worth, his moth­er sob­bing, the nurse chat­ter­ing vol­ubly to her as­sis­tant, the doc­tor boom­ing like an an­gry cockchafer. But grand­fa­ther and Sergey had no time to look back or to see how all would end. The poo­dle run­ning in front of them, they got quick­ly to the gates, and af­ter them came the yard porter, punch­ing the old man in the back, beat­ing on his or­gan, and cry­ing out:

				“Out you get, you ras­cals! Thank God that you’re not hang­ing by your neck, you old scoundrel. Re­mem­ber, next time you come here, we shan’t stand on cer­e­mo­ny with you, but lug you at once to the po­lice sta­tion. Char­la­tans!”

				For a long time the boy and the old man walked along silent­ly to­geth­er, but sud­den­ly, as if they had ar­ranged the time be­fore­hand, they both looked at one an­oth­er and laughed. Sergey, sim­ply burst in­to laugh­ter, and then Lodishkin smiled, seem­ing­ly in some con­fu­sion.

				“Eh, grand­fa­ther Lodishkin, you know ev­ery­thing?” teased Sergey.

				“Ye‑s broth­er, we’ve been nice­ly fooled, haven’t we,” said the old or­gan grinder, nod­ding his head. “A nasty bit of a boy, how­ev­er. … How they’ll bring up such a crea­ture, the Lord on­ly knows. Yes, if you please, twen­ty-five men and wom­en stand­ing around him, danc­ing dances for his sake. Well, if he’d been in my pow­er, I’d have taught him a les­son. ‘Give me the dog,’ says he. What then? If he asks for the moon out of the sky, give him that al­so, I sup­pose. Come here, Ar­to, come here, my lit­tle dog­gie dog­gie. Well, and what mon­ey we’ve tak­en to­day—as­ton­ish­ing!”

				“Bet­ter than mon­ey,” con­tin­ued Sergey, “one la­dy gave us clothes, an­oth­er a whole rou­ble. And doesn’t grand­fa­ther Lodishkin know ev­ery­thing in ad­vance?”

				“You be qui­et,” growled the old man good-na­tured­ly. “Don’t you re­mem­ber how you ran from the porter? I thought I should nev­er catch you up. A se­ri­ous man, that porter!”

				Leav­ing the vil­las, the wan­der­ing troupe stepped down­ward by a steep and wind­ing path to the sea. At this point the moun­tains, re­tir­ing from the shore, left a beau­ti­ful lev­el beach cov­ered with tiny peb­bles, which lisped and chat­tered as the waves turned them over. Two hun­dred yards out to sea dol­phins turned som­er­saults, show­ing for mo­ments their curved and glim­mer­ing backs. Away on the hori­zon of the wide blue sea, stand­ing as it were on a love­ly vel­vet rib­bon of dark pur­ple, were the sails of fish­ing boats, tint­ed to a rose colour by the sun­light.

				“Here we shall bathe, grand­fa­ther Lodishkin,” said Sergey de­ci­sive­ly. And he took off his trousers as he walked, jump­ing from one leg to the oth­er to do so. “Let me help you to take off the or­gan.”

				He swift­ly un­dressed, smack­ing his sun­burnt body with the palms of his hands, ran down to the waves, took a hand­ful of foam to throw over his shoul­ders, and jumped in­to the sea.

				Grand­fa­ther un­dressed with­out hur­ry. Shield­ing his eyes from the sun with his hands, and wrin­kling his brows, he looked at Sergey and grinned know­ing­ly.

				“He’s not bad; the boy is grow­ing,” thought Lodishkin to him­self. “Plen­ty of bones—all his ribs show­ing; but all the same, he’ll be a strong fel­low.”

				“Hey, Serozh­s­ka, don’t you get go­ing too far. A sea pig’ll drag you off!”

				“If so, I’ll catch it by the tail,” cried Sergey from a dis­tance.

				Grand­fa­ther stood a long time in the sun­shine, feel­ing him­self un­der his armpits. He went down to the wa­ter very cau­tious­ly, and be­fore go­ing right in, care­ful­ly wet­ted his bald red crown and the sunken sides of his body. He was yel­low, wiz­ened and fee­ble, his feet were as­ton­ish­ing­ly thin, and his back, with sharp pro­trud­ing shoul­der-blades, was humped by the long car­ry­ing of the or­gan.

				“Look, grand­fa­ther Lodishkin!” cried Sergey, and he turned a som­er­sault in the wa­ter.

				Grand­fa­ther, who had now gone in­to the wa­ter up to his mid­dle, sat down with a mur­mur of plea­sure, and cried out to Sergey:

				“Now, don’t you play about, pig­gy. Mind what I tell you or I’ll give it you.”

				Ar­to barked un­ceas­ing­ly, and jumped about the shore. He was very much up­set to see the boy swim­ming out so far. “What’s the use of show­ing off one’s brav­ery?” wor­ried the poo­dle. “Isn’t there the earth, and isn’t that good enough to go on, and much calmer?”

				He went in­to the wa­ter two or three times him­self, and lapped the waves with his tongue. But he didn’t like the salt wa­ter, and was afraid of the lit­tle waves rolling over the peb­bles to­wards him. He jumped back to dry sand, and at once set him­self to bark at Sergey. “Why these sil­ly, sil­ly tricks? Why not come and sit down on the beach by the side of the old man? Dear, dear, what a lot of anx­i­ety that boy does give us!”

				“Hey, Serozha, time to come out, any­way. You’ve had enough,” cried the old man.

				“In a minute, grand­fa­ther Lodishkin,” the boy cried back. “Just look how I do the steam­boat. U-u-u-ukh!”

				At last he swam in to the shore, but, be­fore dress­ing, he caught Ar­to in his arms, and re­turn­ing with him to the wa­ter’s edge, flung him as far as he could. The dog at once swam back, leav­ing above the sur­face of the wa­ter his nos­trils and float­ing ears alone, and snort­ing loud­ly and of­fend­ed­ly. Reach­ing dry sand, he shook his whole body vi­o­lent­ly, and clouds of wa­ter flew on the old man and on Sergey.

				“Serozha, boy, look, sure­ly that’s for us!” said Lodishkin sud­den­ly, star­ing up­wards to­wards the cliff.

				Along the down­ward path they saw that same gloomy-look­ing yard porter in the rose-coloured blouse with the speck­led pat­tern, wav­ing his arms and cry­ing out to them, though they could not make out what he was say­ing, the same fel­low who, a quar­ter of an hour ago, had driv­en the vagabond troupe from the vil­la.

				“What does he want?” asked grand­fa­ther mis­trust­ful­ly.

			
			
				IV

				The porter con­tin­ued to cry, and at the same time to leap awk­ward­ly down the steep path, the sleeves of his blouse trem­bling in the wind and the body of it blown out like a sail.

				“O-ho-ho! Wait, you three!”

				“There’s no fin­ish­ing with these peo­ple,” growled Lodishkin an­gri­ly. “It’s Ar­tosh­ka they’re af­ter again.”

				“Grand­fa­ther, what d’you say? Let’s pitch in­to him!” pro­posed Sergey brave­ly.

				“You be qui­et! Don’t be rash! But what sort of peo­ple can they be? God for­give us. …”

				“I say, this is what you’ve got to do … ,” be­gan the pant­ing porter from afar. “You’ll sell that dog. Eh, what? There’s no peace with the lit­tle mas­ter. Roars like a calf: ‘Give me, give me the dog. …’ The mis­tress has sent. ‘Buy it,’ says she, ‘how­ev­er much you have to pay.’ ”

				“Now that’s pret­ty stupid on your mis­tress’s part,” cried Lodishkin an­gri­ly, for he felt con­sid­er­ably more sure of him­self here on the shore than he did in some­body else’s gar­den. “And I should like to ask how can she be my mis­tress? She’s your mis­tress, per­haps, but to me fur­ther off than a third cousin, and I can spit at her if I want to. And now, please, for the love of God … I pray you … be so good as to go away … and leave us alone.”

				But the porter paid no at­ten­tion. He sat down on the peb­bles be­side the old man, and, awk­ward­ly scratch­ing the back of his neck with his fin­gers, ad­dressed him thus:

				“Now, don’t you grasp, fool? …”

				“I hear it from a fool,” in­ter­rupt­ed the old man.

				“Now, come … that’s not the point. … Just put it to your­self. What’s the dog to you? Choose an­oth­er pup­py; all your ex­pense is a stick, and there you have your dog again. Isn’t that sense? Don’t I speak the truth? Eh?”

				Grand­fa­ther med­i­ta­tive­ly fas­tened the strap which served him as a belt. To the ob­sti­nate ques­tions of the porter he replied with stud­ied in­dif­fer­ence.

				“Talk on, say all you’ve got to say, and then I’ll an­swer you at once.”

				“Then, broth­er, think of the num­ber,” cried the porter hot­ly. “Two hun­dred, per­haps three hun­dred rou­bles in a lump! Well, they gen­er­al­ly give me some­thing for my work … but just you think of it. Three whole hun­dred! Why, you know, you could open a gro­cer’s shop with that. …”

				Whilst say­ing this the porter plucked from his pock­et a piece of sausage, and threw it to the poo­dle. Ar­to caught it in the air, swal­lowed it at a gulp, and in­gra­ti­at­ing­ly wagged his tail.

				“Fin­ished?” asked Lodishkin sweet­ly.

				“Doesn’t take long to say what I had to say. Give the dog, and the mon­ey will be in your hands.”

				“So‑o,” drawled grand­fa­ther mock­ing­ly. “That means the sale of the dog, I sup­pose?”

				“What else? Just an or­di­nary sale. You see, our lit­tle mas­ter is so crazy. That’s what’s the mat­ter. What­ev­er he wants, he turns the whole house up­side down. ‘Give,’ says he, and it has to be giv­en. That’s how it is with­out his fa­ther. When his fa­ther’s here … holy Saints! … we all walk on our heads. The fa­ther is an en­gi­neer; per­haps you’ve heard of Mr. Obolyani­nof? He builds rail­way lines all over Rus­sia. A mil­lion­aire! They’ve on­ly one boy, and they spoil him. ‘I want a live pony,’ says he—here’s a pony for you. ‘I want a boat,’ says he—here’s a re­al boat. There is noth­ing that they refuse him. …”

				“And the moon?”

				“That is, in what sense?” asked the porter.

				“I say, has he nev­er asked for the moon from the sky?”

				“The moon. What non­sense is that?” said the porter, turn­ing red. “But come now, we’re agreed, aren’t we, dear man?”

				By this time grand­fa­ther had suc­ceed­ed in putting on his old green-seamed jack­et, and he drew him­self up as straight as his bent back would per­mit.

				“I’ll ask you one thing, young man,” said he, not with­out dig­ni­ty. “If you had a broth­er, or, let us say, a friend, that had grown up with you from child­hood—Now stop, friend, don’t throw sausage to the dog … bet­ter eat it your­self. … You can’t bribe the dog with that, broth­er—I say, if you had a friend, the best and truest friend that it’s pos­si­ble to have … one who from child­hood … well, then, for ex­am­ple, for how much would you sell him?”

				“I’d find a price even for him! …”

				“Oh, you’d find a price. Then go and tell your mas­ter who builds the rail­roads,” cried grand­fa­ther in a loud voice—“Go and tell him that not ev­ery­thing that or­di­nar­i­ly is for sale is al­so to be bought. Yes! And you’d bet­ter not stroke the dog. That’s to no pur­pose. Here, Ar­to, dog, I’ll give it you. Come on, Sergey.”

				“Oh, you old fool!” cried the porter at last.

				“Fool; yes, I was one from birth, but you, bit of rab­ble, Ju­das, soul-sell­er!” shout­ed Lodishkin. “When you see your la­dy-gen­er­al, give her our kind re­spects, our deep­est re­spects. Sergey, roll up the mat­tress. Ai, ai, my back, how it aches! Come on.”

				“So‑o, that’s what it means,” drawled the porter sig­nif­i­cant­ly.

				“Yes. That’s what it is. Take it!” an­swered the old man ex­as­per­at­ing­ly. The troupe then wan­dered off along the shore, fol­low­ing on the same road. Once, look­ing back ac­ci­den­tal­ly, Sergey no­ticed that the porter was fol­low­ing them; his face seemed cog­i­ta­tive and gloomy, his cap was over his eyes, and he scratched with five fin­gers his shag­gy car­rot­ty-haired neck.

			
			
				V

				A cer­tain spot be­tween Miskhor and Aloop­ka had long since been put down by Lodishkin as a splen­did place for hav­ing lunch, and it was to this that they jour­neyed now. Not far from a bridge over a rush­ing moun­tain tor­rent there wan­dered from the cliff side a cold chat­ter­ing stream of limpid wa­ter. This was in the shade of crooked oak trees and thick hazel bush­es. The stream had made it­self a shal­low basin in the earth, and from this over­flowed, in tiny snake­like stream­lets, glit­ter­ing in the grass like liv­ing sil­ver. Ev­ery morn­ing and evening one might see here pi­ous Turks mak­ing their ablu­tions and say­ing their prayers.

				“Our sins are heavy and our pro­vi­sions are mea­gre,” said grand­fa­ther, sit­ting in the shade of a hazel bush. “Now, Serozha, come along. Lord, give Thy bless­ing!”

				He pulled out from a sack some bread, some toma­toes, a lump of Bessara­bi­an cheese, and a bot­tle of olive oil. He brought out a lit­tle bag of salt, an old rag tied round with string. Be­fore eat­ing, the old man crossed him­self many times and whis­pered some­thing. Then he broke the crust of bread in­to three un­equal parts: the largest he gave to Sergey (he is grow­ing—he must eat), the next largest he gave to the poo­dle, and the small­est he took for him­self.

				“In the name of the Fa­ther and the Son. The eyes of all wait up­on Thee, O Lord,” whis­pered he, mak­ing a sal­ad of the toma­toes. “Eat, Serozha!”

				They ate slow­ly, not hur­ry­ing, in si­lence, as peo­ple eat who work. All that was au­di­ble was the work­ing of three pairs of jaws. Ar­to, stretched on his stom­ach, ate his lit­tle bit at one side, gnaw­ing the crust of bread, which he held be­tween his front paws. Grand­fa­ther and Sergey al­ter­nate­ly dipped their toma­toes in the salt, and made their lips and hands red with the juice. When they had fin­ished they drank wa­ter from the stream, fill­ing a lit­tle tin can and putting it to their mouths. It was fine wa­ter, and so cold that the mug went cloudy on the out­side from the mois­ture con­dens­ing on it. The mid­day heat and the long road had tired the per­form­ers, for they had been up with the sun. Grand­fa­ther’s eyes closed in­vol­un­tar­i­ly. Sergey yawned and stretched him­self.

				“Well now, lit­tle broth­er, what if we were to lie down and sleep for a minute or so?” asked grand­fa­ther. “One last drink of wa­ter. Ukh! Fine!” cried he, tak­ing his lips from the can and breath­ing heav­i­ly, the bright drops of wa­ter run­ning from his beard and whiskers. “If I were Tsar I’d drink that wa­ter ev­ery day … from morn­ing to night. Here, Ar­to! Well, God has fed us and no­body has seen us, or if any­body has seen us he hasn’t tak­en of­fence. … Okh—okh—okhonush—kee—ee!”

				The old man and the boy lay down side by side in the grass, mak­ing pil­lows for their heads of their jack­ets. The dark leaves of the rugged many-branch­ing oaks mur­mured above them; oc­ca­sion­al­ly through the shade gleamed patch­es of bright blue sky; the lit­tle streams run­ning from stone to stone chat­tered monotonous­ly and stealth­ily as if they were putting some­one to sleep by sor­cery. Grand­fa­ther turned from side to side, mut­tered some­thing to Sergey, but to Sergey his voice seemed far away in a soft and sleepy dis­tance, and the words were strange, as those spo­ken in a fairy tale.

				“First of all—I buy you a cos­tume, rose and gold … slip­pers al­so of rose-coloured satin … in Kiev or Kharkof, or, per­haps, let us say in the town of Odessa—there, broth­er, there are cir­cus­es, if you like! … End­less lanterns … all elec­tric­i­ty. … Peo­ple, per­haps five thou­sand, per­haps more … how should I know. We should have to make up a name for you—an Ital­ian name, of course. What can one do with a name like Es­teep­heyef, or let us say, Lodishkin? Quite ab­surd! No imag­i­na­tion in them what­ev­er. So we’d let you go on the plac­ards as An­to­nio, or per­haps, al­so quite good, En­ri­co or Alphonse. …”

				The boy heard no more. A sweet and gen­tle slum­ber set­tled down up­on him and took pos­ses­sion of his body. And grand­fa­ther fell asleep, los­ing sud­den­ly the thread of his favourite af­ter-din­ner thoughts, his dream of Sergey’s mag­nif­i­cent ac­ro­bat­ic fu­ture. Once, how­ev­er, in his dream it ap­peared to him that Ar­to was growl­ing at some­body. For a mo­ment through his dreamy brain there passed the half-con­scious and alarm­ing re­mem­brance of the porter in the rose-coloured blouse, but over­come with sleep, tired­ness and heat, he could not get up, but on­ly idly, with closed eyes, cried out to the dog:

				“Ar­to … where’re you go­ing? I’ll g‑give it you, gip­sy!”

				But at once he for­got what he was talk­ing about, and his mind fell back in­to the heav­i­ness of sleep and vague dreams.

				At last the voice of Sergey woke him up, for the boy was run­ning to and fro just be­yond the stream, shout­ing loud­ly and whistling, call­ing anx­ious­ly for the dog.

				“Here, Ar­to! Come back! Pheu, pheu! Come back, Ar­to!”

				“What are you howl­ing about, Sergey?” cried Lodishkin in a tone of dis­plea­sure, try­ing to bring the cir­cu­la­tion back to a sleep­ing arm.

				“We’ve lost the dog whilst we slept. That’s what we’ve done,” an­swered the boy in a harsh, scold­ing note. “The dog’s lost.”

				He whis­tled again sharply, and cried:

				“Ar­to‑o‑o!”

				“Ah, you’re just mak­ing up non­sense! He’ll re­turn,” said grand­fa­ther. But all the same, he al­so got up and be­gan to call the dog in an an­gry, sleepy, old man’s falset­to:

				“Ar­to! Here, dog!”

				The old man hur­ried­ly and trem­bling­ly ran across the bridge and be­gan to go up­ward along the high­way, call­ing the dog as he went. In front of him lay the bright, white stripe of the road, lev­el and clear for half a mile, but on it not a fig­ure, not a shad­ow.

				“Ar­to! Ar‑tosh‑en­ka!” wailed the old man in a piteous voice, but sud­den­ly he stopped call­ing him, bent down on the road­side and sat on his heels.

				“Yes, that’s what it is,” said the old man in a fail­ing voice. “Sergey! Serozha! Come here, my boy!”

				“Now what do you want?” cried the boy rude­ly. “What have you found now? Found yes­ter­day ly­ing by the road­side, eh?”

				“Serozha … what is it? … What do you make of it? Do you see what it is?” asked the old man, scarce­ly above a whis­per. He looked at the boy in a piteous and dis­tract­ed way, and his arms hung help­less­ly at his sides.

				In the dust of the road lay a com­par­a­tive­ly large half-eat­en lump of sausage, and about it in all di­rec­tions were print­ed a dog’s paw-marks.

				“He’s drawn it off, the scoundrel, lured it away,” whis­pered grand­fa­ther in a fright­ened shiv­er, still sit­ting on his heels. “It’s he; no one else, it’s quite clear. Don’t you re­mem­ber how he threw the sausage to Ar­to down by the sea?”

				“Yes, it’s quite clear,” re­peat­ed Sergey sulk­i­ly.

				Grand­fa­ther’s wide-open eyes filled with tears, quick­ly over­flow­ing down his cheeks. He hid them with his hands.

				“Now, what can we do Serozhen­ka? Eh, boy? What can we do now?” asked the old man, rock­ing to and fro and weep­ing help­less­ly.

				“Wha‑at to do, wha‑at to do!” teased Sergey. “Get up, grand­fa­ther Lodishkin; let’s be go­ing!”

				“Yes, let us go!” re­peat­ed the old man sad­ly and humbly, rais­ing him­self from the ground. “We’d bet­ter be go­ing, I sup­pose, Serozhen­ka.”

				Los­ing pa­tience, Sergey be­gan to scold the old man as if he were a lit­tle boy.

				“That’s enough driv­el­ling, old man, stupid! Who ev­er heard of peo­ple tak­ing away oth­er folks’ dogs in this way? It’s not the law. What-ye blink­ing your eyes at me for? Is what I say un­true? Let us go sim­ply and say, ‘Give us back the dog!’ and if they won’t give it, then to the courts with it, and there’s an end of it.”

				“To the courts … yes … of course. … That’s cor­rect, to the courts, of course … ,” re­peat­ed Lodishkin, with a sense­less bit­ter smile. But his eyes looked hith­er and thith­er in con­fu­sion. “To the courts … yes … on­ly you know, Serozhen­ka … it wouldn’t work … we’d nev­er get to the courts. …”

				“How not work? The law is the same for ev­ery­body. What have they got to say for them­selves?” in­ter­rupt­ed the boy im­pa­tient­ly.

				“Now, Serozha, don’t do that … don’t be an­gry with me. They won’t give us back the dog.” At this point grand­fa­ther low­ered his voice in a mys­te­ri­ous way. “I fear, on ac­count of the pass­port. Didn’t you hear what the gen­tle­man said up there? ‘Have you a pass­port?’ he says. Well, and there, you see, I,”—here grand­fa­ther made a wry and seem­ing­ly fright­ened face, and whis­pered bare­ly au­di­bly—“I’m liv­ing with some­body else’s pass­port, Serozha.”

				“How some­body else’s?”

				“Some­body else’s. There’s no more about it. I lost my own at Tagan­rog. Per­haps some­body stole it. For two years af­ter that I wan­dered about, hid my­self, gave bribes, wrote pe­ti­tions … at last I saw there was no get­ting out of it. I had to live like a hare—afraid of ev­ery­thing. But once in Odessa, in a night house, a Greek re­marked to me the fol­low­ing:—‘What you say,’ says he, ‘is non­sense. Put twen­ty-five rou­bles on the ta­ble, and I’ll give you a pass­port that’ll last you till dooms­day.’ I wor­ried my brain about that. ‘I’ll lose my head for this,’ I thought. How­ev­er, ‘Give it me,’ said I. And from that time, my dear boy, I’ve been go­ing about the world with an­oth­er man’s pass­port.”

				“Ah, grand­fa­ther, grand­fa­ther!” sighed Sergey, with tears in his eyes. “I’m sor­ry about the dog. It’s a very fine dog, you know. …”

				“Serozhen­ka, my dar­ling,” cried the old man trem­bling. “If on­ly I had a re­al pass­port. Do you think it would mat­ter to me even if they were gen­er­als? I’d take them by the throat! … How’s this? One minute, if you please! What right have you to steal oth­er peo­ple’s dogs? What law is there for that? But now there’s a stop­per on us, Serozha. If I go to the po­lice sta­tion the first thing will be, ‘Show us your pass­port! Are you a cit­i­zen of Sama­ra, by name Mar­tin Lodishkin?’ I, your Ex­cel­len­cy, dear me—I, lit­tle broth­er, am not Lodishkin at all, and not a cit­i­zen, but a peas­ant. Ivan Dud­kin is my name. And who that Lodishkin might be, God alone knows! How can I tell? Per­haps a thief or an es­caped con­vict. Per­haps even a mur­der­er. No, Serozha, we shouldn’t ef­fect any­thing that way. Noth­ing at all. …”

				Grand­fa­ther choked, and tears trick­led once more over his sun­burnt wrin­kles. Sergey, who had lis­tened to the old man in si­lence, his brows tight­ly knit, his face pale with ag­i­ta­tion, sud­den­ly stood up and cried: “Come on, grand­fa­ther. To the dev­il with the pass­port! I sup­pose we don’t in­tend to spend the night here on the high road?”

				“Ah, my dear, my dar­ling,” said the old man, trem­bling. “ ’Twas a clever dog … that Ar­toshen­ka of ours. We shan’t find such an­oth­er. …”

				“All right, all right. Get up!” cried Sergey im­pe­ri­ous­ly. “Now let me knock the dust off you. I feel quite worn out, grand­fa­ther.”

				They worked no more that day. De­spite his youth­ful years, Sergey well un­der­stood the fate­ful mean­ing of the dread­ful word “pass­port.” So he sought no longer to get Ar­to back, ei­ther through the courts or in any oth­er de­ci­sive way. And as he walked along the road with grand­fa­ther to­wards the inn, where they should sleep, his face took on a new, ob­sti­nate, con­cen­trat­ed ex­pres­sion, as if he had just thought out some­thing ex­traor­di­nar­i­ly se­ri­ous and great.

				With­out ac­tu­al­ly ex­press­ing their in­ten­tion, the two wan­der­ers made a con­sid­er­able de­tour in or­der to pass once more by Friend­ship Vil­la, and they stopped for a lit­tle while out­side the gates, in the vague hope of catch­ing a glimpse of Ar­to, or of hear­ing his bark from afar. But the iron gates of the mag­nif­i­cent vil­la were bolt­ed and locked, and an im­por­tant, undis­turbed and solemn still­ness reigned over the shady gar­den un­der the sad and mighty cy­press­es.

				“Peo‑ple!” cried the old man in a qua­ver­ing voice, putting in­to that one word all the burn­ing grief that filled his heart.

				“Ah, that’s enough. Come on!” cried the boy rough­ly, pulling his com­pan­ion by the sleeve.

				“Serozhen­ka! Don’t you think there’s a chance that Ar­toshen­ka might run away from them?” sighed the old man. “Eh! What do you think, dear?”

				But the boy did not an­swer the old man. He went ahead in firm large strides, his eyes ob­sti­nate­ly fixed on the road, his brows ob­sti­nate­ly frown­ing.

			
			
				VI

				They reached Aloop­ka in si­lence. Grand­fa­ther mut­tered to him­self and sighed the whole way. Sergey pre­served in his face an an­gry and res­o­lute ex­pres­sion. They stopped for the night at a dirty Turk­ish cof­fee­house, bear­ing the splen­did name of Eeldeez, which means in Turk­ish, a star. In the same room with them slept Greek stone-break­ers, Turk­ish ditch-dig­gers, a gang of Rus­sian work­men, and sev­er­al dark-faced, mys­te­ri­ous tramps, the sort of which there are so many wan­der­ing about South­ern Rus­sia. Di­rect­ly the cof­fee­house closed they stretched them­selves out on the bench­es along the length of the walls, or sim­ply up­on the floor, and the more ex­pe­ri­enced placed their pos­ses­sions and their clothes in a bun­dle un­der their heads.

				It was long af­ter mid­night when Sergey, who had been ly­ing side by side with grand­fa­ther on the floor, got up stealth­ily and be­gan to dress him­self with­out noise. Through the wide win­dow­panes poured the full light of the moon, fall­ing on the floor to make a trem­bling car­pet of sil­ver, and giv­ing to the faces of the sleep­ers an ex­pres­sion of suf­fer­ing and death.

				“Where’s you go­ing to, zis time o’ night?” cried the own­er of the cof­fee­house, Ibrahim, a young Turk ly­ing at the door of the shop.

				“Let me pass; it’s nec­es­sary. I’ve got to go out,” an­swered Sergey in a harsh, busi­nesslike tone. “Get up, Tur­co!”

				Yawn­ing and stretch­ing him­self, Ibrahim got up and opened the door, click­ing his tongue re­proach­ful­ly. The nar­row streets of the Tar­tar bazar were en­veloped in a dense dark-blue mist, which cov­ered with a tooth-shaped de­sign the whole cob­bled road­way; one side of the street lay in shade, the oth­er, with all its white-called hous­es, was il­lu­mined by the moon­light. Dogs were bark­ing at dis­tant points of the vil­lage. Some­where on the up­per high road hors­es were trot­ting, and the metal­lic clink of their hoofs sound­ed in the night still­ness.

				Pass­ing the white mosque with its green cupo­la, sur­round­ed by its grove of silent cy­press­es, Sergey tripped along a nar­row, crooked lane to the great high­way. In or­der that he might run quick­ly the boy was prac­ti­cal­ly in his un­der­gar­ments on­ly. The moon shone on him from be­hind, and his shad­ow ran ahead in a strange fore­short­ened sil­hou­ette. There were mys­te­ri­ous shag­gy shrubs on each side of the road, a bird was cry­ing monotonous­ly from the bush­es in a gen­tle, ten­der tone “Splew! Splew!”10 and it seemed as if it thought it­self to be a sen­try in the night si­lence, guard­ing some melan­choly se­cret, and pow­er­less­ly strug­gling with sleep and tired­ness, com­plain­ing hope­less­ly, qui­et­ly, to some­one, “Splew, splew, I sleep, I sleep.”

				And over the dark bush­es, over the blue head­dress of the dis­tant forests, rose with its two peaks to the sky, Ai-Petri—so light, so clear-cut, so ethe­re­al, as if it were some­thing cut from a gi­gan­tic piece of sil­ver card­board in the sky. Sergey felt a lit­tle de­pressed by the ma­jes­tic si­lence in which his foot­steps sound­ed so dis­tinct­ly and dar­ing­ly, but at the same time there rose in his heart a sort of tick­lish, head-whirling, spir­it of ad­ven­ture. At a turn of the road the sea sud­den­ly opened be­fore him, im­mense and calm, qui­et­ly and solemn­ly break­ing on the shore. From the hori­zon to the beach stretched a nar­row, a quiv­er­ing, sil­ver road­way; in the midst of the sea this road­way was lost, and on­ly here and there the traces of it glit­tered, but sud­den­ly near­er the shore it be­came a wide flood of liv­ing, glim­mer­ing met­al, or­na­ment­ing the coast like a belt of deep lace.

				Sergey slipped noise­less­ly through the wood­en gate­way lead­ing to the park. There, un­der the dense fo­liage of the trees, it was quite dark. From afar sound­ed the cease­less mur­mur of moun­tain streams, and one could feel their damp cold breath. The wood­en planks of the bridge clacked sound­ing­ly as he ran across; the wa­ter be­neath looked dark and dread­ful. In a mo­ment he saw in front of him the high gates with their lace pat­tern of iron, and the creep­ing glox­inia hang­ing over them. The moon­light, pour­ing from a gap in the trees, out­lined the lace­work of the iron gates with, as it were, a gen­tle phos­pho­res­cence. On the oth­er side of the gates it was dark, and there was a ter­ri­fy­ing still­ness.

				Sergey hes­i­tat­ed for some mo­ments, feel­ing in his soul some doubt, even a lit­tle fear. But he con­quered his feel­ings and whis­pered ob­sti­nate­ly to him­self:

				“All the same; I’m go­ing to climb in, all the same!”

				The el­e­gant cast-iron de­sign fur­nished sol­id step­ping places and hold­ing places for the mus­cu­lar arms and feet of the climber. But over the gate­way, at a con­sid­er­able height, and fit­ting to the gates, was a broad arch­way of stone. Sergey felt all over this with his hands, and climbed up on to it, lay on his stom­ach, and tried to let him­self down on the oth­er side. He hung by his hands, but could find no catch­ing place for his feet. The stone arch­way stood out too far from the gate for his legs to reach, so he dan­gled there, and as he couldn’t get back, his body grew limp and heavy, and ter­ror pos­sessed his soul.

				At last he could hold on no longer; his fin­gers gave, and he slipped and fell vi­o­lent­ly to the ground.

				He heard the grav­el crunch un­der him, and felt a sharp pain in his knees. He lay crouch­ing on all fours for some mo­ments, stunned by the fall. He felt that in a minute out would come the gloomy-look­ing porter, raise a cry and make a fear­ful to do. … But the same brood­ing and self-im­por­tant si­lence reigned in the gar­den as be­fore. On­ly a sort of strange mo­not­o­nous buzzing sound­ed ev­ery­where about the vil­la and the es­tate.

				“Zhu … zhzhu … zhzhu. …”

				“Ah, that’s the noise in my ears,” guessed Sergey. When he got on his feet again and looked round, all the gar­den had be­come dread­ful and mys­te­ri­ous, and beau­ti­ful as in a fairy tale, a scent­ed dream. On the flowerbeds the flow­ers, bare­ly vis­i­ble in the dark­ness, leaned to­ward one an­oth­er as if com­mu­ni­cat­ing a vague alarm. The mag­nif­i­cent dark-scent­ed cy­press­es nod­ded pen­sive­ly, and seemed to re­flect re­proach­ful­ly over all. And be­yond a lit­tle stream the tired lit­tle bird strug­gled with its de­sire to slum­ber, and cried sub­mis­sive­ly and plain­tive­ly, “Splew, splew, I sleep, I sleep.”

				Sergey could not recog­nise the place in the dark­ness for the con­fu­sion of the paths and the shad­ows. He wan­dered for some time on the crunch­ing grav­el be­fore he found the house.

				He had nev­er in his whole life felt such com­plete help­less­ness and tor­ture­some lone­li­ness and des­o­la­tion as he did now. The im­mense house felt as if it must be full of con­cealed en­e­mies watch­ing him with wicked glee, peer­ing at him from the dark win­dows. Ev­ery mo­ment he ex­pect­ed to hear some sort of sig­nal or wrath­ful fierce com­mand.

				“… On­ly not in the house … he couldn’t pos­si­bly be in the house,” whis­pered the boy to him­self as in a dream; “if they put him in the house he would be­gin to howl, and they’d soon get tired of it. …”

				He walked right round the house. At the back, in the wide yard, were sev­er­al out­hous­es more or less sim­ple and ca­pa­cious, ev­i­dent­ly de­signed for the ac­com­mo­da­tion of ser­vants. There was not a light in any of them, and none in the great house it­self; on­ly the moon saw it­self dark­ly in the dull dead win­dows. “I shan’t ev­er get away from here; no, nev­er!” thought Sergey to him­self de­spair­ing­ly, and just for a mo­ment his thoughts went back to the sleep­ing tav­ern and grand­fa­ther and the old or­gan, and to the place where they had slept in the af­ter­noon, to their life of the road, and he whis­pered soft­ly to him­self, “Nev­er, nev­er any more of that again,” and so think­ing, his fear changed to a sort of calm and de­spair­ing con­vic­tion.

				But then sud­den­ly he be­came aware of a faint, far-off whim­per­ing. The boy stood still as if spell­bound, not dar­ing to move. The whim­per­ing sound was re­peat­ed. It seemed to come from the stone cel­lar near which Sergey was stand­ing, and which was ven­ti­lat­ed by a win­dow with no glass, just four rough square open­ings. Step­ping across a flowerbed, the boy went up to the wall, pressed his face to one of the open­ings, and whis­tled. He heard a slight cau­tious move­ment some­where in the depths, and then all was silent.

				“Ar­to, Ar­tosh­ka!” cried Sergey, in a trem­bling whis­per.

				At this there burst out at once a fran­tic burst of bark­ing, fill­ing the whole gar­den and echo­ing from all sides. In this bark­ing there was ex­pressed, not on­ly joy­ful wel­come, but piteous com­plaint and rage, and phys­i­cal pain. One could hear how the dog was tug­ging and pulling at some­thing in the dark cel­lar, try­ing to get free.

				“Ar­to! Dog­gikin! … Ar­toshen­ka! …” re­peat­ed the boy in a sob­bing voice.

				“Peace, cursed one! Ah, you con­vict!” cried a bru­tal bass voice from be­low.

				There was a sound of beat­ing from the cel­lar. The dog gave vent to a long howl.

				“Don’t dare to kill him! Kill the dog if you dare, you vil­lain!” cried Sergey, quite be­side him­self, scratch­ing the stone wall with his nails.

				What hap­pened af­ter that Sergey on­ly re­mem­bered con­fus­ed­ly, like some­thing he had ex­pe­ri­enced in a dread­ful night­mare. The door of the cel­lar opened wide with a noise, and out rushed the porter. He was on­ly in his pan­taloons, bare­foot­ed, beard­ed, pale from the bright light of the moon, which was shin­ing straight in his face. To Sergey he seemed like a gi­ant or an en­raged mon­ster, es­caped from a fairy tale.

				“Who goes there? I shall shoot. Thieves! Rob­bers!” thun­dered the voice of the porter.

				At that mo­ment, how­ev­er, there rushed from the door of the cel­lar out in­to the dark­ness Ar­to, with a bro­ken cord hang­ing from his neck.

				There was no ques­tion of the boy fol­low­ing the dog. The sight of the porter filled him with su­per­nat­u­ral ter­ror, tied his feet, and seemed to paral­yse his whole body. For­tu­nate­ly, this state of nerves didn’t last long. Al­most in­vol­un­tar­i­ly Sergey gave vent to a pierc­ing and de­spair­ing shriek, and he took to his heels at ran­dom, not look­ing where he was go­ing, and ab­so­lute­ly for­get­ting him­self from fear.

				He went off like a bird, his feet strik­ing the ground as if they had sud­den­ly be­come two steel springs, and by his side ran Ar­to, joy­ful­ly and ef­fu­sive­ly bark­ing. Af­ter them came the porter, heav­i­ly, shout­ing and swear­ing at them as he went.

				Sergey was mak­ing for the gate, but sud­den­ly he had an in­tu­ition that there was no road for him that way. Along the white stone wall of the gar­den was a nar­row track in the shel­ter of the cy­press trees, and Sergey flung him­self along this path, obe­di­ent to the one feel­ing of fright. The sharp nee­dles of the cy­press trees, preg­nant with the smell of pitch, struck him in the face. He fell over some roots and hurt his arm so that the blood came, but jumped up at once, not even notic­ing the pain, and went on as fast as ev­er, bent dou­ble, and still fol­lowed by Ar­to.

				So he ran along this nar­row cor­ri­dor, with the wall on one side and the close­ly ranged file of cy­press­es on the oth­er, ran as might a crazy lit­tle for­est an­i­mal feel­ing it­self in an end­less trap. His mouth grew dry, his breath­ing was like nee­dles in his breast, yet all the time the noise of the fol­low­ing porter was au­di­ble, and the boy, los­ing his head, ran back to the gate again and then once more up the nar­row path­way, and back again.

				At last Sergey ran him­self tired. In­stead of the wild ter­ror, he be­gan to feel a cold, dead­ly melan­choly, a tired in­dif­fer­ence to dan­ger. He sat down un­der a tree, and pressed his tired-out body to the trunk and closed his eyes. Near­er and near­er came the heavy steps of the en­e­my. Ar­to whim­pered soft­ly, putting his nose be­tween the boy’s knees.

				Two steps from where Sergey sat a big branch of a tree bent down­ward. The boy, rais­ing his eyes ac­ci­den­tal­ly, was sud­den­ly seized with joy and jumped to his feet at a bound, for he no­ticed that at the place where he was sit­ting the wall was very low, not more than a yard and a half in height. The top was plas­tered with lime and bro­ken bot­tle-glass, but Sergey did not give that a thought. In the twin­kling of an eye he grabbed Ar­to by the body, and lift­ing him up put him with his forelegs on the top of the wall. The clever poo­dle un­der­stood per­fect­ly, clam­bered on to the top, wagged his tail and barked tri­umphant­ly.

				Sergey fol­lowed him, mak­ing use of the branch­es of the cy­press, and he had hard­ly got on to the top of the wall be­fore he caught sight of a large, shad­owy face. Two sup­ple, ag­ile bod­ies—the dog’s and the boy’s—went quick­ly and soft­ly to the bot­tom, on to the road, and fol­low­ing them, like a dirty stream, came the vile, ma­li­cious abuse of the porter.

				But whether it was that the porter was less sure on his feet than our two friends, or was tired with run­ning round the gar­den, or had sim­ply giv­en up hope of over­tak­ing them, he fol­lowed them no fur­ther. Nev­er­the­less, they ran on as fast as they could with­out rest­ing, strong, light-foot­ed, as if the joy of de­liv­er­ance had giv­en them wings. The poo­dle soon be­gan to ex­hib­it his ac­cus­tomed fri­vol­ity. Sergey of­ten looked back fear­ful­ly over his shoul­ders, but Ar­to leapt on him, wag­ging his ears ec­stat­i­cal­ly, and wav­ing the bit of cord that was hang­ing from his neck, ac­tu­al­ly lick­ing Sergey’s face with his long tongue. The boy be­came calm on­ly by the time they got to the spring where the af­ter­noon be­fore grand­fa­ther and he had made their lunch. There both the boy and the dog put their lips to the cold stream, and drank long and ea­ger­ly of the fresh and pleas­ant wa­ter. They got in one an­oth­er’s way with their heads, and think­ing they had quenched their thirst, yet re­turned to the basin to drink more, and would not stop. When at last they got away from the spot the wa­ter rolled about in their over­full in­sides as they ran. The dan­ger past, all the ter­rors of the night ex­plored, they felt gay now, and light­heart­ed, go­ing along the white road bright­ly lit up by the moon, go­ing through the dark shrubs, now wet with morn­ing dew, and ex­hal­ing the sweet scent of fresh­ened leaves.

				At the door of the cof­fee­house Eeldeez, Ibrahim met the boy and whis­pered re­proach­ful­ly:

				“Where’s you been a-rov­ing, boy? Where’s you been? No, no, no, zat’s not good. …”

				Sergey did not wish to wake grand­fa­ther, but Ar­to did it for him. He at once found the old man in the midst of the oth­er peo­ple sleep­ing on the floor, and quite for­get­ting him­self, licked him all over his cheeks and eyes and nose and mouth, yelp­ing joy­ful­ly. Grand­fa­ther awoke, saw the bro­ken cord hang­ing from the poo­dle’s neck, saw the boy ly­ing be­side him cov­ered with dust, and un­der­stood all. He asked Sergey to ex­plain, but got no an­swer. The lit­tle boy was asleep, his arms spread out on the floor, his mouth wide open.

			
		
	
		
			The Elephant

			
				I

				The lit­tle girl was un­well. Ev­ery day the doc­tor came to see her, Dr. Michael Petro­vitch, whom she had known long, long ago. And some­times he brought with him two oth­er doc­tors whom she didn’t know. They turned the lit­tle girl over on to her back and then on to her stom­ach, lis­tened to some­thing, putting an ear against her body, pulled down her un­der eye­lids and looked at them. They seemed very im­por­tant peo­ple, they had stern faces, and they spoke to one an­oth­er in a lan­guage the lit­tle girl did not un­der­stand.

				Af­ter­wards they went out from the nurs­ery in­to the draw­ing-room, where moth­er sat wait­ing for them. The most im­por­tant doc­tor—the tall one with grey hair and gold eye­glass­es—talked earnest­ly to her for a long time. The door was not shut, and the lit­tle girl ly­ing on her bed could see and hear all. There was much that she didn’t un­der­stand, but she knew the talk was about her. Moth­er looked up at the doc­tor with large, tired, tear-filled eyes. When the doc­tors went away the chief one said loud­ly:

				“The most im­por­tant thing is—don’t let her be dull. Give in to all her whims.”

				“Ah, doc­tor, but she doesn’t want any­thing!”

				“Well, I don’t know … think what she used to like be­fore she was ill. Toys … some­thing nice to eat. …”

				“No, no, doc­tor; she doesn’t want any­thing.”

				“Well, try and tempt her with some­thing. … No mat­ter what it is. … I give you my word that if you can on­ly make her laugh and en­joy her­self, it would be bet­ter than any medicine. You must un­der­stand that your daugh­ter’s ill­ness is in­dif­fer­ence to life, and noth­ing more. … Good morn­ing, madam!”

			
			
				II

				“Dear Nadya, my dear lit­tle girl,” said moth­er; “isn’t there any­thing you would like to have?”

				“No, moth­er, I don’t want any­thing.”

				“Wouldn’t you like me to put out all your dolls on the bed? We’ll ar­range the easy chair, the so­fa, the lit­tle ta­ble, and put the tea-ser­vice out. The dolls shall have tea and talk to one an­oth­er about the weath­er and their chil­dren’s health.”

				“Thank you, moth­er. … I don’t want it. … It’s so dull. …”

				“Oh, very well, lit­tle girlie, we won’t have the dolls. Sup­pose we ask Katya or Zhenochka to come and see you. You’re very fond of them.”

				“I don’t want them, moth­er. In­deed, I don’t. I don’t want any­thing, don’t want any­thing. I’m so dull!”

				“Shall I get you some choco­late?”

				But the lit­tle girl didn’t an­swer, she lay and stared at the ceil­ing with stead­fast, mourn­ful eyes. She had no pain at all, she wasn’t even fever­ish. But she was get­ting thin­ner and weak­er ev­ery day. She didn’t mind what was done to her; it made no dif­fer­ence, she didn’t care for any­thing. She lay like this all day and all night, qui­et, mourn­ful. Some­times she would doze for half an hour, and then in her dreams she would see some­thing long and grey and dull, as if she were look­ing at rain in au­tumn.

				When the door lead­ing from the nurs­ery in­to the draw­ing-room was open, and the oth­er door in­to the study was open too, the lit­tle girl could see her fa­ther. Fa­ther would walk swift­ly from one cor­ner of the room to the oth­er, and all the time he would smoke, smoke. Some­times he would come in­to the nurs­ery and sit on the edge of Nadya’s bed and stroke her feet gen­tly. Then he would get up sud­den­ly and go to the win­dow, whis­tle a lit­tle, and look out in­to the street, but his shoul­ders would trem­ble. He would hur­ried­ly press his hand­ker­chief first to one eye and then to the oth­er, and then go back in­to his study as if he were an­gry. Then he would be­gin again to pace up and down and smoke … and smoke … and smoke. And his study would look all blue from the clouds of to­bac­co smoke.

			
			
				III

				One morn­ing the lit­tle girl woke to feel a lit­tle stronger than usu­al. She had dreamed some­thing, but she couldn’t re­mem­ber ex­act­ly what she had dreamed, and she looked at­ten­tive­ly in­to her moth­er’s eyes for a long time.

				“What would you like?” asked moth­er.

				But the lit­tle girl had sud­den­ly re­mem­bered her dream, and she said in a whis­per, as if it were a se­cret:

				“Moth­er … could I have … an ele­phant? On­ly not one that’s paint­ed in a pic­ture. … Eh?”

				“Of course you can, my child, of course.”

				She went in­to the study and told pa­pa that the lit­tle girl want­ed an ele­phant. Pa­pa put on his coat and hat di­rect­ly, and went off some­where. In half an hour he came back, bring­ing with him an ex­pen­sive beau­ti­ful toy. It was a large grey ele­phant that could move its head and wave its tail; on its back was a red sad­dle, and on the sad­dle there was a gold­en vent with three lit­tle men sit­ting in­side. But the lit­tle girl paid no at­ten­tion to the toy; she on­ly looked up at the walls and ceil­ing, and said lan­guid­ly:

				“No. That’s not at all what I meant. I want­ed a re­al live ele­phant, and this one’s dead.”

				“But on­ly look at it, Nadya,” said mam­ma. “We’ll wind him up, and he’ll be ex­act­ly, ex­act­ly like a live one.”

				The ele­phant was wound up with a key, and it then be­gan to move its legs and walk slow­ly along the ta­ble, nod­ding its head and wav­ing its tail. But the lit­tle girl wasn’t in­ter­est­ed at all; she was even bored by it, though in or­der that her fa­ther shouldn’t feel hurt she whis­pered kind­ly:

				“Thank you very very much, dear pa­pa. I don’t think any­one has such an in­ter­est­ing toy as this. … On­ly … you re­mem­ber … long ago, you promised to take me to a menagerie to see a re­al ele­phant … and you didn’t bring it here. …”

				“But lis­ten, my dear child. Don’t you un­der­stand that that’s im­pos­si­ble. An ele­phant is very big; he’s as high as the ceil­ing, and we couldn’t get him in­to our rooms. And what’s more, where could I ob­tain one?”

				“Pa­pa, I don’t want such a big one. … You could bring me as lit­tle a one as you like, so long as it’s alive. As big as this … a ba­by ele­phant.”

				“My dear child, I should be glad to do any­thing for you, but this is im­pos­si­ble. It’s just as if you sud­den­ly said to me, ‘Pa­pa, get me the sun out of the sky.’ ”

				The lit­tle girl smiled sad­ly.

				“How stupid you are, pa­pa! As if I didn’t know it’s im­pos­si­ble to get the sun, it’s all on fire. And the moon, too, you can’t get. No, if on­ly I had a lit­tle ele­phant … a re­al one.”

				And she qui­et­ly closed her eyes and whis­pered:

				“I’m tired. … For­give me, pa­pa. …”

				Pa­pa clutched at his hair and ran away to his study, where for some time he marched up and down. Then he res­o­lute­ly threw his un­fin­ished cig­a­rette on the floor—mam­ma was al­ways grum­bling at him about this—and called out to the maid:

				“Ol­ga! Bring me my hat and coat!”

				His wife came out in­to the hall.

				“Where are you go­ing, Sasha?” asked she.

				He breathed heav­i­ly as he but­toned up his coat.

				“I don’t know my­self, Mashen­ka, where I’m go­ing. … On­ly I think that this evening I shall ac­tu­al­ly bring a live ele­phant here.”

				His wife looked anx­ious­ly at him.

				“My dear, are you quite well?” said she. “Haven’t you got a headache? Per­haps you slept bad­ly last night?”

				“I didn’t sleep at all,” he an­swered an­gri­ly. “I see, you want to ask if I’m go­ing out of my mind. Not just yet. Good­bye. You’ll see this evening.”

				And he went off, loud­ly slam­ming the front door af­ter him.

			
			
				IV

				In two hours’ time he was seat­ed in the front row at the menagerie, and watch­ing trained an­i­mals per­form their dif­fer­ent parts un­der the di­rec­tion of the man­ag­er. Clever dogs jumped, turned som­er­saults, danced, sang to mu­sic, made words with large card­board let­ters. Mon­keys—one in a red skirt, the oth­er in blue knick­ers—walked the tight rope and rode up­on a large poo­dle. An im­mense tawny li­on jumped through burn­ing hoops. A clum­sy seal fired a pis­tol. And at last they brought out the ele­phants. There were three of them: one large and two quite small ones, dwarfs; but all the same, much larg­er than a horse. It was strange to see how these enor­mous an­i­mals, ap­par­ent­ly so heavy and awk­ward, could per­form the most dif­fi­cult tricks which would be out of the pow­er of a very skil­ful man. The largest ele­phant dis­tin­guished him­self par­tic­u­lar­ly. He stood up at first on his hind legs, then sat down, then stood on his head with his feet in the air, walked along wood­en bot­tles, then on a rolling cask, turned over the pages of a large pic­ture-book with his tail, and, fi­nal­ly, sat down at a ta­ble and, ty­ing a servi­ette round his neck, had his din­ner just like a well-brought-up lit­tle boy.

				The show came to an end. The spec­ta­tors went out. Nadya’s fa­ther went up to the stout Ger­man, the man­ag­er of the menagerie. He was stand­ing be­hind a par­ti­tion smok­ing a long black cigar.

				“Par­don me, please,” said Nadya’s fa­ther. “Would it be pos­si­ble for you to send your ele­phant to my house for a short time?”

				The Ger­man’s eyes opened wide in as­ton­ish­ment, and his mouth al­so, so that the cigar fell to the ground. He made an ex­cla­ma­tion, bent down, picked up the cigar, put it in his mouth again, and then said:

				“Send? The ele­phant? To your house? I don’t un­der­stand you.”

				It was ev­i­dent from his look that he al­so want­ed to ask Nadya’s fa­ther if he were a lit­tle wrong in the head. … But the fa­ther quick­ly be­gan to ex­plain the mat­ter: his on­ly daugh­ter, Nadya, was ill with a strange mal­a­dy which no doc­tor could un­der­stand nor cure. She had lain for a month in her bed, had grown thin­ner and weak­er ev­ery day, wasn’t in­ter­est­ed in any­thing, was on­ly dull—she seemed to be slow­ly dy­ing. The doc­tors had said she must be roused, but she didn’t care for any­thing; they had said that all her de­sires were to be grat­i­fied, but she didn’t wish for any­thing at all. To­day she had said she want­ed to see a live ele­phant. Wasn’t it pos­si­ble to man­age that she should?

				And he took the Ger­man by the but­ton of his coat, and added in a trem­bling voice:

				“Well … of course I hope that my lit­tle girl will get well again. But sup­pose … God for­bid it! … her ill­ness should take a sud­den turn for the worse … and she should die! Just think—shouldn’t I be tor­tured for all the rest of my life to think that I hadn’t ful­filled her last, her very last wish!”

				The Ger­man wrin­kled up his fore­head and thought­ful­ly scratched his left eye­brow with his lit­tle fin­ger. At length he asked:

				“H’m. … And how old is your lit­tle girl?”

				“Six.”

				“H’m. … My Lisa’s six, too. H’m. But you know, it’ll cost you a lot. We’ll have to take the ele­phant one night, and we can’t bring it back till the next night. It’ll be im­pos­si­ble to do it in the day­time. There’d be such crowds of peo­ple, and such a fuss. … It means that I should lose a whole day, and you ought to pay me for it.”

				“Of course, of course … don’t be anx­ious about that.”

				“And then: will the po­lice al­low an ele­phant to be tak­en in­to a pri­vate house?”

				“I’ll ar­range it. They’ll al­low it.”

				“And there’s an­oth­er ques­tion: will the land­lord of your house al­low the ele­phant to come in?”

				“Yes. I’m my own land­lord.”

				“Aha! That’s all the bet­ter. And still an­oth­er ques­tion: what floor do you live on?”

				“The sec­ond.”

				“H’m. … That’s not so good. … Have you a broad stair­case, a high ceil­ing, a large room, wide door­ways, and a very stout floor­ing. Be­cause my ‘Tom­my’ is three and a quar­ter ar­shins in height and five and a half long. And he weighs a hun­dred and twelve poods.”11

				Nadya’s fa­ther thought for a mo­ment.

				“Do you know what?” said he. “You come with me and look at the place. If it’s nec­es­sary, I’ll have a wider en­trance made.”

				“Very good!” agreed the man­ag­er of the menagerie.

			
			
				V

				That night they brought the ele­phant to vis­it the sick girl.

				He marched im­por­tant­ly down the very mid­dle of the street, nod­ding his head and curl­ing up and un­curl­ing his trunk. A great crowd of peo­ple came with him, in spite of the late hour. But the ele­phant paid no at­ten­tion to the peo­ple; he saw hun­dreds of them ev­ery day in the menagerie. On­ly once did he get a lit­tle an­gry. A street urchin ran up to him un­der his very legs, and be­gan to make gri­maces for the di­ver­sion of the sight­seers.

				Then the ele­phant qui­et­ly took off the boy’s cap with his trunk and threw it over a wall near by, which was pro­tect­ed at the top by pro­ject­ing nails.

				A po­lice­man came up to the peo­ple and tried to per­suade them:

				“Gen­tle­men, I beg you to go away. What’s there here un­usu­al? I’m as­ton­ished at you! As if you nev­er saw an ele­phant in the street be­fore.”

				They came up to the house. On the stair­case, and all the way up to the din­ing-room where the ele­phant was to go, ev­ery door was opened wide; the latch­es had all been pushed down with a ham­mer. It was just the same as had been done once when they brought a large won­der-work­ing icon in­to the house.

				But when he came to the stair­case the ele­phant stopped in alarm, and re­fused to go on.

				“You must get him some dain­ty to eat,” said the Ger­man. … “A sweet cake or some­thing. … But … Tom­my! … Oho-ho … Tom­my!”

				Nadya’s fa­ther ran off to a neigh­bour­ing con­fec­tion­er’s and bought a large round pis­ta­chio tart. The ele­phant looked as if he would like to eat it at one gulp, and the card­board box it was in as well, but the Ger­man gave him on­ly a quar­ter of the tart. … Tom­my ev­i­dent­ly liked it, and stretched out his trunk for a sec­ond morsel. But the Ger­man was cun­ning. Hold­ing the tart in his hand he went up the stair­case, step by step, and the ele­phant un­will­ing­ly fol­lowed him with out­stretched trunk and bristling ears. On the land­ing Tom­my was giv­en a sec­ond piece.

				In this way they brought him in­to the din­ing-room, from whence all the fur­ni­ture had been tak­en out be­fore­hand, and the floor had been strewn with a thick lay­er of straw. … Tom­my was fas­tened by the leg to a ring which had been screwed in­to the floor. They put some fresh car­rots, cab­bages and turnips in front of him. The Ger­man stretched him­self out on a so­fa by Tom­my’s side. The lights were put out, and ev­ery­body went to bed.

			
			
				VI

				Next morn­ing the lit­tle girl woke very ear­ly, and asked, first thing:

				“The ele­phant? Has he come?”

				“Yes, he’s come,” said mam­ma; “but he says that Nadya must first of all be washed, and then eat a soft-boiled egg and drink some hot milk.”

				“Is he good?”

				“Yes, he’s good. Eat it up, dear. We’ll go and see him in a minute.”

				“Is he fun­ny?”

				“Yes, a lit­tle. Put on your warm bodice.”

				The egg was quick­ly eat­en, and the milk drunk. Nadya was put in the per­am­bu­la­tor in which she used to be tak­en out when she was too small to walk by her­self, and wheeled in­to the din­ing-room.

				The ele­phant looked much larg­er than Nadya had thought when she saw it in a pic­ture. He was on­ly just a lit­tle low­er than the top of the door, and half as long as the din­ing-room. He had thick skin, in heavy folds. His legs were thick as pil­lars. His long tail looked some­thing like a broom at the end. His head had great lumps on it. His ears were as large as shov­els, and were hang­ing down. His eyes were quite tiny, but they looked wise and kind. His tusks had been cut off. His trunk was like a long snake and had two nos­trils at the end, with a mov­ing flex­i­ble fin­ger be­tween them. If the ele­phant had stretched out his trunk to its full length, it would prob­a­bly have reached to the win­dow.

				The lit­tle girl was not at all fright­ened. She was on­ly just a lit­tle as­tound­ed by the enor­mous size of the an­i­mal. But Polya, the six­teen-year-old nurse­maid, be­gan to whim­per in ter­ror.

				The ele­phant’s mas­ter, the Ger­man, came up to the per­am­bu­la­tor and said:

				“Good morn­ing, young la­dy. Don’t be afraid, please. Tom­my’s very good, and he likes chil­dren.”

				The lit­tle girl held out her lit­tle white hand to the Ger­man.

				“Good morn­ing,” she said in an­swer. “How are you? I’m not in the least afraid. What’s his name?”

				“Tom­my.”

				“Good morn­ing, Tom­my,” said the child, with a bow. “How did you sleep last night?”

				She held out her hand to him. The ele­phant took it cau­tious­ly and pressed her thin fin­gers with his mov­able strong one, and he did this much more gen­tly than Dr. Michael Petro­vitch. Then he nod­ded his head, and screwed up his lit­tle eyes as if he were laugh­ing.

				“Does he un­der­stand ev­ery­thing?” asked the lit­tle girl of the Ger­man.

				“Oh, ab­so­lute­ly ev­ery­thing, miss.”

				“On­ly he can’t speak.”

				“No, he can’t speak. Do you know, I’ve got a lit­tle girl just as small as you. Her name’s Lisa. Tom­my’s a great, a very great, friend of hers.”

				“And you, Tom­my, have you had any tea yet?” asked Nadya.

				The ele­phant stretched out his trunk and blew out a warm breath in­to the lit­tle girl’s face, mak­ing her hair puff out at each side.

				Nadya laughed and clapped her hands. The Ger­man laughed out loud too. He was al­so large and fat, and good-na­tured like the ele­phant, and Nadya thought they looked like one an­oth­er. Per­haps they were re­la­tions.

				“No, he hasn’t had tea, miss. But he likes to drink sug­ar-wa­ter. And he’s very fond of rolls.”

				Some rolls were brought in on a tray. The lit­tle girl hand­ed some to her guest. He caught a roll clev­er­ly with his fin­ger, and turn­ing up his trunk in­to a ring hid the roll some­where un­der­neath his head, where one could see his fun­ny three-cor­nered, hairy, low­er lip mov­ing, and hear the roll rustling against the dry skin. Tom­my did the same with a sec­ond roll, and a third, and a fourth and a fifth, nod­ding his head and wrin­kling up his lit­tle eyes still more with sat­is­fac­tion. And the lit­tle girl laughed de­light­ed­ly.

				When the rolls were all eat­en, Nadya pre­sent­ed her dolls to the ele­phant.

				“Look, Tom­my, this nice­ly-dressed doll is Sonya. She’s a very good child, but a lit­tle naughty some­times, and doesn’t want to eat her soup. This one is Natasha, Sonya’s daugh­ter. She’s be­gun to learn al­ready, and she knows al­most all her let­ters. And this one is Ma­tresh­ka. She was my very first doll. Look, she hasn’t got any nose and her head’s been stuck on, and she’s lost all her hair. But I can’t turn an old wom­an out of the house. Can I, Tom­my? She used to be Sonya’s moth­er, but now she’s the cook. Let’s have a game, Tom­my; you be the fa­ther and I’ll be the moth­er, and these shall be our chil­dren.”

				Tom­my agreed. He laughed, took Ma­tresh­ka by the neck and put her in his mouth. But this was on­ly a joke. Af­ter bit­ing the doll a lit­tle he put her back again on the lit­tle girl’s lap, just a lit­tle wet and crum­pled.

				Then Nadya showed him a large pic­ture-book, and ex­plained:

				“This is a horse, this is a ca­nary, this is a gun. … Look, there’s a cage with a bird in­side; here’s a pail, a look­ing-glass, a stove, a spade, a raven. … And here, just look, here’s an ele­phant. It’s not at all like you, is it? Is it pos­si­ble an ele­phant could be so small, Tom­my?”

				Tom­my thought that there were no ele­phants in the world as small as that. He didn’t seem to like that pic­ture. He took hold of the edge of the page with his fin­ger and turned it over.

				It was din­ner­time now, but the lit­tle girl couldn’t tear her­self away from the ele­phant. The Ger­man came to the res­cue.

				“If you al­low me, I will ar­range it all. They can dine to­geth­er.”

				He or­dered the ele­phant to sit down, and the obe­di­ent an­i­mal did so, shak­ing all the floor of the whole flat, mak­ing all the chi­na on the side­board jin­gle, and the peo­ple down­stairs were sprin­kled over with bits of plas­ter fall­ing from the ceil­ing. The lit­tle girl sat op­po­site the ele­phant. The ta­ble was put be­tween them. A table­cloth was tied round the ele­phant’s neck, and the new friends be­gan their din­ner. The lit­tle girl had chick­en broth and cut­lets, the ele­phant had var­i­ous veg­eta­bles and sal­ad. The lit­tle girl had a liqueur glass full of sher­ry, and the ele­phant had some warm wa­ter with a glass­ful of rum in it, and he sucked up this liq­uid through his trunk with great plea­sure from a soup tureen. Then they had the sweet course—the lit­tle girl a cup of co­coa, and the ele­phant a tart, a wal­nut one this time. The Ger­man, mean­while, sat with pa­pa in the draw­ing-room, and, with as much plea­sure as the ele­phant, drank beer, on­ly in greater quan­ti­ties.

				Af­ter din­ner some vis­i­tors came to see pa­pa, and they were warned in the hall about the ele­phant so that they should not be fright­ened. At first they couldn’t be­lieve it, but when they saw Tom­my they pressed them­selves close up against the door.

				“Don’t be afraid, he’s good,” said the lit­tle girl sooth­ing­ly.

				But the vis­i­tors quick­ly hur­ried in­to the draw­ing-room, and af­ter hav­ing sat there for five min­utes took their de­par­ture.

				The evening came. It grew late, and time for the lit­tle girl to go to bed. But they couldn’t get her away from the ele­phant. She dropped asleep by his side present­ly, and then they car­ried her off to the nurs­ery. She didn’t wake up, even when she was be­ing un­dressed.

				That night Nadya dreamed that she was mar­ried to Tom­my and that they had many chil­dren, tiny, jol­ly, lit­tle ba­by ele­phants. The ele­phant, whom they took back at night to the menagerie, al­so dreamed of the sweet and af­fec­tion­ate lit­tle girl. He dreamt, too, that he had a large tart with wal­nuts and pis­ta­chios as big as a gate. …

				Next morn­ing the lit­tle girl woke, fresh and healthy, and as she used to do be­fore her ill­ness, cried out, in a voice to be heard all over the house, loud­ly and im­pa­tient­ly:

				“I want some milk.”

				Hear­ing this cry, in her bed­room mam­ma crossed her­self de­vout­ly.

				But the lit­tle girl re­mem­bered what had hap­pened yes­ter­day, and she asked:

				“Where’s the ele­phant?”

				They ex­plained to her that the ele­phant had been obliged to go home, that he had chil­dren who couldn’t be left by them­selves, but that he had left a mes­sage for Nadya to say that he hoped she would come and see him as soon as she was well.

				The lit­tle girl smiled sly­ly and said:

				“Tell Tom­my that I’m quite well now.”

			
		
	
		
			Dogs’ Happiness

			It was be­tween six and sev­en o’clock on a fine Sep­tem­ber morn­ing when the eigh­teen-months-old point­er, Jack, a brown, long-eared, frisky an­i­mal, start­ed out with the cook, An­nush­ka, to mar­ket. He knew the way per­fect­ly well, and so ran con­fi­dent­ly on in front of her, sniff­ing at the curb­stones as he went and stop­ping at the cross­ings to see if An­nush­ka were fol­low­ing. Find­ing af­fir­ma­tion in her face, and the di­rec­tion in which she was go­ing, he would turn again with a de­ci­sive move­ment and rush on in a live­ly gal­lop.

			On one oc­ca­sion, how­ev­er, when he turned round near a fa­mil­iar sausage-shop, Jack could not see An­nush­ka. He dashed back so hasti­ly that his left ear was turned in­side out as he went. But An­nush­ka was not to be seen at the cross­roads. So Jack re­solved to find his way by scent. He stopped, cau­tious­ly raised his wet sen­si­tive nose, and tried in all di­rec­tions to recog­nise the fa­mil­iar scent of An­nush­ka’s dress, the smell of the dirty kitchen-ta­ble and mot­tled soap. But just at that mo­ment a la­dy came hur­ried­ly past him, and brush­ing up against his side with her rustling skirt she left be­hind a strong wave of dis­gust­ing Ori­en­tal per­fume. Jack moved his head from side to side in vex­a­tion. The trail of An­nush­ka was en­tire­ly lost.

			But he was not up­set by this. He knew the town well and could al­ways find his way home eas­i­ly—all he had to do was to go to the sausage-shop, then to the green­gro­cer’s, then turn to the left and go past a grey house from the base­ment of which there was al­ways waft­ed a smell of burn­ing fat, and he would be in his own street. Jack did not hur­ry. The morn­ing was fresh and clear, and in the pure, soft­ly trans­par­ent and rather moist air, all the var­i­ous odours of the town had an un­usu­al re­fine­ment and dis­tinct­ness. Run­ning past the post-of­fice, with his tail stuck out as stiff as a rod and his nos­trils all trem­bling with ex­cite­ment, Jack could have sworn that on­ly a mo­ment be­fore a large, mouse-coloured, old­ish dog had stopped there, a dog who was usu­al­ly fed on oat­meal por­ridge.

			And af­ter run­ning along about two hun­dred paces, he ac­tu­al­ly saw this dog, a cow­ard­ly, sober-look­ing brute. His ears had been cropped, and a broad, worn, strap was dan­gling from his neck.

			The dog no­ticed Jack, and stopped, half turn­ing back on his steps. Jack curled his tail in the air pro­vok­ing­ly and be­gan to walk slow­ly round the oth­er, with an air of look­ing some­where to one side. The mouse-coloured dog al­so raised his tail and showed a broad row of white teeth. Then they both growled, turn­ing their heads away from one an­oth­er as they did so, and try­ing, as it were, to swal­low some­thing which stuck in their throats.

			“If he says any­thing in­sult­ing to my hon­our, or the hon­our of any well-bred point­er, I shall fas­ten my teeth in his side, near his left hind-leg,” thought Jack to him­self. “Of course, he is stronger than I am, but he is stupid and clum­sy. Look how he stands there, like a dum­my, and has no idea that all his left flank is open to at­tack.”

			And sud­den­ly … some­thing in­ex­pli­ca­ble and al­most su­per­nat­u­ral hap­pened. The oth­er dog un­ex­pect­ed­ly threw him­self on his back and was dragged by some un­seen force from the path­way in­to the road. Di­rect­ly af­ter­wards this same un­seen pow­er grasped Jack by the throat … he stood firm on his forelegs and shook his head fu­ri­ous­ly. But the in­vis­i­ble “some­thing” was pulled so tight round his neck that the brown point­er be­came un­con­scious.12

			He came to his sens­es again in a stuffy iron cage, which was jolt­ing and shak­ing as it was drawn along the cob­bled road­way, on a bad­ly-joint­ed ve­hi­cle trem­bling in all its parts. From its acrid dog­gy odour Jack guessed at once that this cart must have been used for years to con­vey dogs of all breeds and all ages. On the box in front sat two men, whose out­ward ap­pear­ance was not at all cal­cu­lat­ed to in­spire con­fi­dence.

			There was al­ready a suf­fi­cient­ly large com­pa­ny in the cart. First of all, Jack no­ticed the mouse-coloured dog whom he had just met and quar­relled with in the street. He was stand­ing with his head stuck out be­tween two of the iron bars, and he whined piti­ful­ly as his body was jolt­ed back­wards and for­wards by the move­ment of the cart. In the mid­dle of the cage lay an old white poo­dle, his wise-look­ing head ly­ing be­tween his gouty paws. His coat was cut to make him look like a li­on, with tufts left on his knees and at the end of his tail. The poo­dle had ap­par­ent­ly re­signed him­self to his sit­u­a­tion with a sto­ic phi­los­o­phy, and if he had not sighed oc­ca­sion­al­ly and wrin­kled his brows, it might have been thought that he slept. By his side, trem­bling from ag­i­ta­tion and the cold of the ear­ly morn­ing, sat a fine well-kept grey­hound, with long thin legs and sharp-point­ed head. She yawned ner­vous­ly from time to time, rolling up her rosy lit­tle tongue in­to a tube, ac­com­pa­ny­ing the yawn with a long-drawn-out, high-pitched whine. … Near the back of the cage, pressed close up to the bars, was a black dachs­hund, with smooth skin dap­pled with yel­low on the breast and above the eyes. She could not get over her as­ton­ish­ment at her po­si­tion, and she looked a strange­ly com­i­cal fig­ure with her flop­ping paws and croc­o­dile body, and the se­ri­ous ex­pres­sion of her head with its ears reach­ing al­most to the ground.

			Be­sides this more or less dis­tin­guished so­ci­ety, there were in the cage two un­mis­tak­able yard dogs. One of them was that sort of dog which is gen­er­al­ly called Bou­ton, and is al­ways not­ed for its mean­ness of dis­po­si­tion. She was a shag­gy, red­dish-coloured an­i­mal with a shag­gy tail, curled up like the fig­ure 9. She had been the first of the dogs to be cap­tured, and she had ap­par­ent­ly be­come so ac­cus­tomed to her po­si­tion that she had for some time past made many ef­forts to be­gin an in­ter­est­ing con­ver­sa­tion with some­one. The last dog of all was out of sight, he had been driv­en in­to the dark­est cor­ner, and lay there curled up in a heap. He had on­ly moved once all the time, and that had been to growl at Jack when he had found him­self near him. Ev­ery­one in the com­pa­ny felt a strong an­tipa­thy against him. In the first place, he was smeared all over with a vi­o­let colour, the work of cer­tain jour­ney­man white­wash­ers; sec­ond­ly, his hair was rough and bristly and un­combed; third­ly, he was ev­i­dent­ly mangy, hun­gry, strong and dar­ing—this had been quite ev­i­dent in the res­o­lute push of his lean body with which he had greet­ed the ar­rival of the un­con­scious Jack.

			There was si­lence for a quar­ter of an hour. At last Jack, whose healthy sense of hu­mour nev­er for­sook him un­der any cir­cum­stances, re­marked in a jaun­ty tone:

			“The ad­ven­ture be­gins to be in­ter­est­ing. I am cu­ri­ous to know where these gen­tle­men will make their first stop­ping place.”

			The old poo­dle did not like the friv­o­lous tone of the brown point­er. He turned his head slow­ly in Jack’s di­rec­tion, and said sharply, with a cold sar­casm:

			“I can sat­is­fy your cu­rios­i­ty, young man. These gen­tle­men will make their first stop­ping place at the slaugh­ter­house.”

			“Where? Par­don me, please, I didn’t catch the word,” mut­tered Jack, sit­ting down in­vol­un­tar­i­ly, for his legs had sud­den­ly be­gun to trem­ble. “You were pleased to say—at the s‑s …”

			“Yes, at the slaugh­ter­house,” re­peat­ed the poo­dle cold­ly, turn­ing his head away.

			“Par­don me, but I don’t quite un­der­stand. … Slaugh­ter­house? … What kind of an in­sti­tu­tion is that? Won’t you be so good as to ex­plain?”

			The poo­dle was silent. But as the grey­hound and the ter­ri­er both joined their pe­ti­tion to Jack’s, the old poo­dle, who did not wish to ap­pear im­po­lite in the pres­ence of ladies, felt obliged to en­ter in­to cer­tain de­tails.

			“Well, you see mes­dames, it is a sort of large court­yard sur­round­ed by a high fence with sharp points, where they shut in all dogs found wan­der­ing in the streets. I’ve had the un­hap­pi­ness to be tak­en there three times al­ready.”

			“I’ve nev­er seen you!” was heard in a hoarse voice from the dark cor­ner. “And this is the sev­enth time I’ve been there.”

			There was no doubt that the voice from the dark cor­ner be­longed to the vi­o­let-coloured dog. The com­pa­ny was shocked at the in­ter­rup­tion of their con­ver­sa­tion by this rude per­son, and so pre­tend­ed not to hear the re­mark. But Bou­ton, with the cring­ing ea­ger­ness of an up­start in so­ci­ety, cried out: “Please don’t in­ter­fere in oth­er peo­ple’s con­ver­sa­tion un­less you’re asked,” and then turned at once to the im­por­tant-look­ing mouse-coloured dog for ap­pro­ba­tion.

			“I’ve been there three times,” the poo­dle went on, “but my mas­ter has al­ways come and fetched me away again. I play in a cir­cus, and you un­der­stand that I am of some val­ue. Well, in this un­pleas­ant place they have a col­lec­tion of two or three hun­dred dogs. …”

			“But, tell me … is there good so­ci­ety there?” asked the grey­hound af­fect­ed­ly.

			“Some­times. They feed us very bad­ly and give us lit­tle to eat. Oc­ca­sion­al­ly one of the dogs dis­ap­pears, and then they give us a din­ner of …”

			In or­der to height­en the ef­fect of his words, the poo­dle made a slight pause, looked round on his au­di­ence, and then added with stud­ied in­dif­fer­ence:

			—“Of dog’s flesh.”

			At these words the com­pa­ny was filled with ter­ror and in­dig­na­tion.

			“Dev­il take it … what low-down scoundrelism!” ex­claimed Jack.

			“I shall faint … I feel so ill,” mur­mured the grey­hound.

			“That’s dread­ful … dread­ful …” moaned the dachs­hund.

			“I’ve al­ways said that men were scoundrels,” snarled the mouse-coloured dog.

			“What a strange death!” sighed Bou­ton.

			But from the dark cor­ner was heard once more the voice of the vi­o­let-coloured dog. With gloomy and cyn­i­cal sar­casm he said:

			“The soup’s not so bad, though—it’s not at all bad, though, of course, some ladies who are ac­cus­tomed to eat chick­en cut­lets would find dog’s flesh a lit­tle too tough.”

			The poo­dle paid no at­ten­tion to this rude re­mark, but went on:

			“And af­ter­wards I gath­ered from the man­ag­er’s talk that our late com­pan­ion’s skin had gone to make ladies’ gloves. But … pre­pare your nerves, mes­dames … but, this is noth­ing. … In or­der to make the skin soft­er and more smooth, it must be tak­en from the liv­ing an­i­mal.”

			Cries of de­spair broke in up­on the poo­dle’s speech.

			“How in­hu­man!”

			“What mean con­duct!”

			“No, that can’t be true!”

			“O Lord!”

			“Mur­der­ers!”

			“No, worse than mur­der­ers!”

			Af­ter this out­burst there was a strained and melan­choly si­lence. Each of them had a men­tal pic­ture, a fear­ful fore­bod­ing of what it might be to be skinned alive.

			“Ladies and gen­tle­men, is there no way of get­ting all hon­ourable dogs free, once and for all, from their shame­ful slav­ery to mankind?” cried Jack pas­sion­ate­ly.

			“Be so good as to find a way,” said the old poo­dle iron­i­cal­ly.

			The dogs all be­gan to try and think of a way.

			“Bite them all, and have an end of it!” said the big dog in his an­gry bass.

			“Yes, that’s the way; we need a rad­i­cal rem­e­dy,” sec­ond­ed the servile Bou­ton. “In the end they’ll be afraid of us.”

			“Yes, bite them all—that’s a splen­did idea,” said the old poo­dle. “But what’s your opin­ion, dear sirs, about their long whips? No doubt you’re ac­quaint­ed with them!”

			“H’m.” The dog coughed and cleared his throat.

			“H’m,” echoed Bou­ton.

			“No, take my word for it, gen­tle­men, we can­not strug­gle against men. I’ve lived in this world for some time, and I’ve not had a bad life. … Take for ex­am­ple such sim­ple things as ken­nels, whips, chains, muz­zles—things, I imag­ine, not un­known to any one of us. Let us sup­pose that we dogs suc­ceed in think­ing out a plan which will free us from these things. Will not man then arm him­self with more per­fect in­stru­ments? There is no doubt that he will. Haven’t you seen what in­stru­ments of tor­ture they make for one an­oth­er? No, we must sub­mit to them, gen­tle­men, that’s all about it. It’s a law of Na­ture.”

			“Well, he’s shown us his phi­los­o­phy,” whis­pered the dachs­hund in Jack’s ear. “I’ve no pa­tience with these old folks and their teach­ing.”

			“You’re quite right, made­moi­selle,” said Jack, gal­lant­ly wag­ging his tail.

			The mouse-coloured dog was look­ing very melan­choly and snap­ping at the flies. He drawled out in a whin­ing tone:

			“Eh, it’s a dog’s life!”

			“And where is the jus­tice of it all?”—the grey­hound, who had been silent up to this point, be­gan to ag­i­tate her­self—“You, Mr. Poo­dle, par­don me, I haven’t the hon­our of know­ing your name.”

			“Ar­to, pro­fes­sor of equi­lib­ris­tics, at your ser­vice.” The poo­dle bowed.

			“Well, tell me, Mr. Pro­fes­sor, you have ap­par­ent­ly had such great ex­pe­ri­ence, let alone your learn­ing—tell me, where is the high­er jus­tice of it all? Are hu­man be­ings so much more wor­thy and bet­ter than we are, that they are al­lowed to take ad­van­tage of so many cru­el priv­i­leges with im­puni­ty?”

			“They are not any bet­ter or any more wor­thy than we are, dear young la­dy, but they are stronger and wis­er,” an­swered Ar­to, with some heat. “Oh, I know the morals of these two-legged an­i­mals very well. … In the first place, they are greedy—greed­i­er than any dog on earth. They have so much bread and meat and wa­ter that all these mon­sters could be sat­is­fied and well-fed all their lives. But in­stead of shar­ing it out, a tenth of them get all the pro­vi­sions for life in­to their hands, and not be­ing able to de­vour it all them­selves, they force the re­main­ing nine-tenths to go hun­gry. Now, tell me, is it pos­si­ble that a well-fed dog would not share a gnawed bone with his neigh­bour?”

			“He’d share it, of course he would!” agreed all the lis­ten­ers.

			“H’m,” coughed the dog doubt­ful­ly.

			“And be­sides that, peo­ple are wicked. Who could ev­er say that one dog would kill an­oth­er—on ac­count of love or en­vy or mal­ice? We bite one an­oth­er some­times, that’s true. But we don’t take each oth­er’s lives.”

			“No, in­deed we don’t,” they all af­firmed.

			“And more than this,” went on the white poo­dle. “Could one dog make up his mind not to al­low an­oth­er dog to breathe the fresh air, or to be free to ex­press his thoughts as to the ar­range­ments for the hap­pi­ness of dogs? But men do this.”

			“Dev­il take them!” put in the mouse-coloured dog en­er­get­i­cal­ly.

			“And, in con­clu­sion, I say that men are hyp­ocrites; they en­vy one an­oth­er, they lie, they are in­hos­pitable, cru­el. … And yet they rule over us, and will con­tin­ue to do so … be­cause it’s ar­ranged like that. It is im­pos­si­ble for us to free our­selves from their au­thor­i­ty. All the life of dogs, and all their hap­pi­ness, is in the hands of men. In our present po­si­tion each one of us, who has a good mas­ter, ought to thank Fate. On­ly a mas­ter can free us from the plea­sure of eat­ing a com­rade’s flesh, and of imag­in­ing that com­rade’s feel­ings when he was be­ing skinned alive.”

			The pro­fes­sor’s speech re­duced the whole com­pa­ny to a state of melan­choly. No oth­er dog could ut­ter a word. They all shiv­ered help­less­ly, and shook with the jolt­ings of the cart. The big dog whined piteous­ly. Bou­ton, who was stand­ing next to him, pressed his own body soft­ly up against him.

			But soon they felt that the wheels of the cart were pass­ing over sand. In five min­utes more they were driv­en through wide open gates, and they found them­selves in the mid­dle of an im­mense court­yard sur­round­ed by a close pal­ing. Sharp nails were stick­ing out at the top of the pal­ing. Two hun­dred dogs, lean and dirty, with droop­ing tails and a look of melan­choly on their faces, wan­dered about the yard.

			The doors of the cage were flung open. All the sev­en new­com­ers came forth and in­stinc­tive­ly stood to­geth­er in one group.

			“Here, you pro­fes­sor, how do you feel now?” The poo­dle heard a bark be­hind him.

			He turned round and saw the vi­o­let-coloured dog smil­ing in­so­lent­ly at him.

			“Oh, leave me alone,” growled the old poo­dle. “It’s no busi­ness of yours.”

			“I on­ly made a re­mark,” said the oth­er. “You spoke such words of wis­dom in the cart, but you made one mis­take. Yes, you did.”

			“Get away, dev­il take you! What mis­take?”

			“About a dog’s hap­pi­ness. If you like, I’ll show you in whose hands a dog’s hap­pi­ness lies.”

			And sud­den­ly press­ing back his ears and ex­tend­ing his tail, the vi­o­let dog set out on such a mad ca­reer that the old pro­fes­sor of equi­lib­ris­tics could on­ly stand and watch him with open mouth.

			“Catch him! Stop him!” shout­ed the keep­ers, fling­ing them­selves in pur­suit of the es­cap­ing dog. But the vi­o­let dog had al­ready gained the pal­ing. With one bound he sprang up from the ground and found him­self at the top, hang­ing on by his forepaws. And in two more con­vul­sive springs he had leaped over the pal­ing, leav­ing on the nails a good half of his side.

			The old white poo­dle gazed af­ter him for a long time. He un­der­stood the mis­take he had made.

		
	
		
			A Clump of Lilacs

			Niko­lai Yev­grafovitch Al­ma­zof hard­ly wait­ed for his wife to open the door to him; he went straight to his study with­out tak­ing off his hat or coat. His wife knew in a mo­ment by his frown­ing face and ner­vous­ly-bit­ten un­der­lip that a great mis­for­tune had oc­curred.

			She fol­lowed him in si­lence. Al­ma­zof stood still for a mo­ment when he reached the study, and stared gloomi­ly in­to one cor­ner, then he dashed his port­fo­lio out of his hand on to the floor, where it lay wide open, and threw him­self in­to an arm­chair, ir­ri­ta­bly snap­ping his fin­gers to­geth­er.

			He was a young and poor army of­fi­cer at­tend­ing a course of lec­tures at the staff of­fice acad­e­my, and had just re­turned from a class. To­day he had tak­en in to the pro­fes­sor his last and most dif­fi­cult prac­ti­cal work, a sur­vey of the neigh­bour­hood.

			So far all his ex­am­i­na­tions had gone well, and it was on­ly known to God and to his wife what fear­ful labour they had cost him. … To be­gin with, his very en­trance in­to the acad­e­my had seemed im­pos­si­ble at first. Two years in suc­ces­sion he had failed ig­no­min­ious­ly, and on­ly in the third had he by de­ter­mined ef­fort over­come all hin­drances. If it hadn’t been for his wife he would not have had suf­fi­cient en­er­gy to con­tin­ue the strug­gle; he would have giv­en it up en­tire­ly. But Verotch­ka nev­er al­lowed him to lose heart, she was al­ways en­cour­ag­ing him … she met ev­ery draw­back with a bright, al­most gay, front. She de­nied her­self ev­ery­thing so that her hus­band might have all the lit­tle things so nec­es­sary for a man en­gaged in men­tal labour; she was his sec­re­tary, draughts­man, read­er, les­son-hear­er, and note­book all in one.

			For five min­utes there was a dead si­lence, bro­ken on­ly by the sor­ry sound of their old alarm clock, fa­mil­iar and tire­some … one, two, three-three—two clear ticks, and the third with a hoarse stam­mer. Al­ma­zof still sat in his hat and coat, turn­ing to one side in his chair. … Ve­ra stood two paces from him, silent al­so, her beau­ti­ful mo­bile face full of suf­fer­ing. At length she broke the still­ness with the cau­tious­ness a wom­an might use when speak­ing at the bed­side of a very sick friend:

			“Well, Kolya, what about the work? Was it bad?”

			He shrugged his shoul­ders with­out speak­ing.

			“Kolya, was it re­ject­ed? Tell me; we must talk it over to­geth­er.”

			Al­ma­zof turned to his wife and be­gan to speak ir­ri­ta­bly and pas­sion­ate­ly, as one gen­er­al­ly does speak when telling of an in­sult long en­dured.

			“Yes, yes. They’ve re­ject­ed it, if you want to know. Can’t you see they have? It’s all gone to the dev­il! All that rub­bish”—he kicked the port­fo­lio with his foot—“all that rub­bish had bet­ter be thrown in­to the fire. That’s your acad­e­my. I shall be back in the reg­i­ment with a bang next month, dis­graced. And all for a filthy spot … damn it!”

			“What spot, Kolya?” asked she. “I don’t un­der­stand any­thing about it.”

			She sat down on the side of his chair and put her arm round his neck. He made no re­sis­tance, but still con­tin­ued to stare in­to the cor­ner with an in­jured ex­pres­sion.

			“What spot was it, Kolya?” asked his wife once more.

			“Oh, an or­di­nary spot—of green paint. You know I sat up un­til three o’clock last night to fin­ish my draw­ing. The plan was beau­ti­ful­ly done. Ev­ery­one said so. Well, I sat there last night and I got so tired that my hand shook, and I made a blot—such a big one. … I tried to erase it, but I on­ly made it worse. … I thought and thought what I had bet­ter do, and I made up my mind to put a clump of trees in that place. … It was very suc­cess­ful, and no one could guess there had been a blot. Well, to­day I took it in to the pro­fes­sor. ‘Yes, yes,’ said he, ‘that’s very well. But what have you got here, lieu­tenant; where have these bush­es sprung from?’ Of course, I ought to have told him what had hap­pened. Per­haps he would on­ly have laughed … but no, he wouldn’t, he’s such an ac­cu­rate Ger­man, such a pedant. So I said, ‘There are some trees grow­ing there.’ ‘Oh, no, no,’ said he. ‘I know this neigh­bour­hood as well as I know the five fin­gers of my own hand; there can’t be any trees there.’ So, my word against his, we had a great ar­gu­ment about it; many of our of­fi­cers were there too, lis­ten­ing. ‘Well,’ he said at last, ‘if you’re so sure that there are trees in this hol­low, be so good as to ride over with me to­mor­row and see. I’ll prove to you that you’ve ei­ther done your work care­less­ly, or that you’ve copied it from a three ver­sts to the inch map. …’ ”

			“But why was he so cer­tain that no bush­es were there?”

			“Oh, Lord, why? What child­ish ques­tions you do ask! Be­cause he’s known this dis­trict for twen­ty years; he knows it bet­ter than his own bed­room. He’s the most fear­ful pedant in the world, and a Ger­man be­sides. … Well, of course, he’ll know in the end that I was ly­ing and so dis­cussed the point with him. …”

			All the time he spoke he kept pick­ing up burnt match­es from the ash­tray on the ta­ble in front of him, and break­ing them to lit­tle bits. When he ceased speak­ing, he threw the pieces on the floor. It was quite ev­i­dent that, strong man though he was, he was very near weep­ing.

			For a long while hus­band and wife sat there silent. Then sud­den­ly Verotch­ka jumped up from her seat.

			“Lis­ten, Kolya,” said she. “We must go this very minute. Make haste and get ready.”

			Niko­lai Yev­grafovitch wrin­kled up his face as if he were suf­fer­ing some in­tol­er­a­ble pain.

			“Oh, don’t talk non­sense, Ve­ra,” he said. “You don’t think I can go and put mat­ters right by apol­o­gis­ing, do you? That would be ask­ing for pun­ish­ment. Don’t be fool­ish, please!”

			“No, it’s not fool­ish­ness,” said Ve­ra, stamp­ing her toot. “No­body wants you to go and apol­o­gise. But, don’t you see, if there aren’t any sil­ly old trees there we’d bet­ter go and put some.”

			“Put some—trees!” ex­claimed Niko­lai Yev­grafovitch, his eyes star­ing.

			“Yes, put some there. If you didn’t speak the truth, then you must make it true. Come along, get ready. Give me my hat … and coat. No, not there; in the cup­board. … Um­brel­la!”

			And while Al­ma­zof, find­ing his ob­jec­tions en­tire­ly ig­nored, be­gan to look for the hat and coat, Ve­ra opened draw­ers and brought out var­i­ous lit­tle box­es and cas­es.

			“Ear­rings. … No, they’re no good. We shan’t get any­thing on them. Ah, here’s this ring with the valu­able stone. We’ll have to buy that back some time. It would be a pity to lose it. Bracelet … they won’t give much for that ei­ther, it’s old and bent. … Where’s your sil­ver cigar-case, Kolya?”

			In five min­utes all their valu­ables were in her hand­bag, and Ve­ra, dressed and ready, looked round for the last time to as­sure her­self she hadn’t over­looked any­thing.

			“Let us go,” she said at last, res­o­lute­ly.

			“But where?” Al­ma­zof tried again to protest. “It’s be­gin­ning to get dark al­ready, and the place is ten ver­sts away.”

			“Stupid! Come along.”

			First of all they went to the pawn­shop. The pawn­bro­ker had ev­i­dent­ly got ac­cus­tomed long ago to the sight of peo­ple in dis­tress, and could not be touched by it. He was so me­thod­i­cal about his work, and took so long to val­ue the things, that Ve­ra felt she should go crazy. What spe­cial­ly vexed her was that the man should test her ring with acid, and then, af­ter weigh­ing it, he val­ued it at three rou­bles on­ly.

			“But it’s a re­al bril­liant,” said poor Ve­ra. “It cost thir­ty-sev­en rou­bles, and then it was a bar­gain.”

			The pawn­bro­ker closed his eyes with the air of a man who is frankly bored.

			“It’s all the same to us, madam,” said he, putting the next ar­ti­cle in­to the scales. “We don’t take the stones in­to con­sid­er­a­tion, on­ly the met­als.”

			To Ve­ra’s as­ton­ish­ment, her old and bent bracelet was more valu­able. Al­to­geth­er they got about twen­ty-three rou­bles, and that was more than was re­al­ly nec­es­sary.

			When they got to the gar­den­er’s house, the white Pe­ters­burg night had al­ready spread over the heav­ens, and a pearly light was in the air. The gar­den­er, a Tchekh, a lit­tle old man with gold eye­glass­es, had on­ly just sat down to sup­per with his fam­i­ly. He was much sur­prised at their re­quest, and not al­to­geth­er will­ing to take such a late or­der. He was doubt­less sus­pi­cious of a prac­ti­cal joke, and an­swered dry­ly to Ve­ra’s in­sis­tent de­mands:

			“I’m very sor­ry. But I can’t send my work­men so far at night. If it will do to­mor­row morn­ing, I’m quite at your ser­vice.”

			There was no way out of the dif­fi­cul­ty but to tell the man the whole sto­ry of the un­for­tu­nate blot, and this Verotch­ka did. He lis­tened doubt­ful­ly at first, and was al­most un­friend­ly, but when Ve­ra be­gan to tell him of her plan to plant some bush­es on the place, he be­came more at­ten­tive and smiled sym­pa­thet­i­cal­ly sev­er­al times.

			“Oh, well, it’s not much to do,” he agreed, when Ve­ra had fin­ished her sto­ry. “What sort of bush­es do you want?”

			How­ev­er, when they came to look at his plants, there was noth­ing very suit­able. The on­ly thing pos­si­ble to put on the spot was a clump of lilacs.

			It was in vain for Al­ma­zof to try and per­suade his wife to go home. She went all the way with him, and stayed all the time the bush­es were plant­ed, fever­ish­ly fuss­ing about and hin­der­ing the work­men. She on­ly con­sent­ed to go home when she was as­sured that the turf un­der the bush­es could not be dis­tin­guished from the rest of the grass round about.

			Next day Ve­ra felt it im­pos­si­ble to re­main in the house. She went out to meet her hus­band. Quite a long way off she knew, by a slight spring in his walk, that ev­ery­thing had gone well. … True, Al­ma­zof was cov­ered in dust, and he could hard­ly move from weari­ness and hunger, but his face shone with the tri­umph of vic­to­ry.

			“It’s all right! Splen­did!” cried he when with­in ten paces of his wife, in an­swer to the anx­ious ex­pres­sion on her face. “Just think, we went to­geth­er to those bush­es, and he looked and looked at them—he even plucked a leaf and chewed it. ‘What sort of a tree is this?’ says he.”

			“ ‘I don’t know, your Ex­cel­len­cy,’ said I.

			“ ‘It’s a lit­tle birch, I sup­pose,’ says he.

			“ ‘Yes, prob­a­bly, your Ex­cel­len­cy.’ ”

			Then he turned to me and held out his hand.

			“ ‘I beg your par­don, lieu­tenant,’ he says. ‘I must be get­ting old, that I didn’t re­mem­ber those bush­es.’ He’s a fine man, that pro­fes­sor, and he knows a lot. I felt quite sor­ry to de­ceive him. He’s one of the best pro­fes­sors we have. His learn­ing is sim­ply won­der­ful. And how quick and ac­cu­rate he is in mark­ing the plans—mar­vel­lous!”

			But this meant lit­tle to Ve­ra. She want­ed to hear over and over again ex­act­ly what the pro­fes­sor had said about the bush­es. She was in­ter­est­ed in the small­est de­tails—the ex­pres­sion on the pro­fes­sor’s face, the tone of his voice when he said he must be grow­ing old, ex­act­ly how Kolya felt. …

			They went home to­geth­er as if there had been no one in the street ex­cept them­selves, hold­ing each oth­er by the hand and laugh­ing at noth­ing. The passers­by stopped to look at them; they seemed such a strange cou­ple.

			Nev­er be­fore had Niko­lai Yev­grafovitch en­joyed his din­ner so much as on that day. Af­ter din­ner, when Ve­ra brought a glass of tea to him in the study, hus­band and wife sud­den­ly looked at one an­oth­er, and both laughed.

			“What are you laugh­ing at?” asked Ve­ra.

			“Well, why did you laugh?” said her hus­band.

			“Oh, on­ly fool­ish­ness. I was think­ing all about those lilacs. And you?”

			“Oh, mine was fool­ish­ness too—and the lilacs. I was just go­ing to say that now the lilac will al­ways be my favourite flow­er. …”

		
	
		
			Tempting Providence

			You’re al­ways say­ing “ac­ci­dent, ac­ci­dent. …” That’s just the point. What I want to say is that on ev­ery mer­est ac­ci­dent it is pos­si­ble to look more deeply.

			Per­mit me to re­mark that I am al­ready six­ty years old. And this is just the age when, af­ter all the noisy pas­sions of his youth, a man must choose one of three ways of life: mon­ey­mak­ing, am­bi­tion, or phi­los­o­phy. For my part I think there are on­ly two paths. Am­bi­tion must, soon­er or lat­er, take the form of get­ting some­thing for one­self—mon­ey or pow­er—in ac­quir­ing and ex­tend­ing ei­ther earth­ly or heav­en­ly pos­si­bil­i­ties.

			I don’t dare to call my­self a philoso­pher, that’s too high-flown a ti­tle for me … it doesn’t go with my char­ac­ter. I’m the sort of per­son who might any­time be called up­on to show his cre­den­tials. But all the same, my life has been ex­treme­ly broad and very var­ied. I have seen rich­es and pover­ty and sick­ness, war and the loss of friends, prison, love, ru­in, faith, un­be­lief. And I’ve even—be­lieve it or not, as you please—I’ve even seen peo­ple. Per­haps you think that a fool­ish re­mark? But it’s not. For one man to see an­oth­er and un­der­stand him, he must first of all for­get his own per­son­al­i­ty, for­get to con­sid­er what im­pres­sion he him­self is mak­ing on his neigh­bours and what a fine fig­ure he cuts in the world. There are very few who can see oth­er peo­ple, I as­sure you.

			Well, here I am, a sin­ful man, and in my de­clin­ing years I love to pon­der up­on life. I am old, and soli­tary as well, and you can’t think how long the nights are to us old folk. My heart and my mem­o­ry have pre­served for me thou­sands of liv­ing rec­ol­lec­tions—of my­self and of oth­ers. But it’s one thing to chew the cud of rec­ol­lec­tion as a cow chews net­tles, and quite an­oth­er to con­sid­er things with wis­dom and judg­ment. And that’s what I call phi­los­o­phy.

			We’ve been talk­ing of ac­ci­dent and fate. I quite agree with you that the hap­pen­ings of life seem sense­less, capri­cious, blind, aim­less, sim­ply fool­ish. But over them all—that is, over mil­lions of hap­pen­ings in­ter­wo­ven to­geth­er, there reigns—I am per­fect­ly cer­tain of this—an in­ex­orable law. Ev­ery­thing pass­es and re­turns again, is born again out of a lit­tle thing, out of noth­ing, burns and tor­tures it­self, re­joic­es, reach­es a height and falls, and then re­turns again and again, as if twin­ing it­self about the spi­ral curve of the flight of time. And this spi­ral hav­ing been ac­com­plished, it in its turn winds back again for many years, re­turn­ing and pass­ing over its for­mer place, and then mak­ing a new curve—a spi­ral of spi­rals. … And so on with­out end.

			Of course you’ll say that if this law is re­al­ly in ex­is­tence peo­ple would long ago have dis­cov­ered it and would be able to de­fine its course and make a kind of map of it. No, I don’t think so. We are like weavers, sit­ting close up to an in­fin­ite­ly long and in­fin­ite­ly broad web. There are cer­tain colours be­fore our eyes, flow­ers, blues, pur­ples, greens, all mov­ing, mov­ing and pass­ing … but be­cause we’re so near to it we can’t make out the pat­tern. On­ly those who are able to stand above life, high­er than we do, gen­tle schol­ars, prophets, dream­ers, saints and po­ets, these may have oc­ca­sion­al glimpses through the con­fu­sion of life, and their keen in­spired gaze may see the be­gin­nings of a har­mo­nious de­sign, and may di­vine its end.

			You think I ex­press my­self ex­trav­a­gant­ly? Don’t you now? But wait a lit­tle; per­haps I can put it more clear­ly. You musn’t let me bore you, though. … Yet what can one do on a rail­way jour­ney ex­cept talk?

			I agree that there are laws of Na­ture gov­ern­ing alike in their wis­dom the cour­ses of the stars and the di­ges­tion of bee­tles. I be­lieve in such laws and I re­vere them. But there is Some­thing or Some­body stronger than Fate, greater than the world. If it is Some­thing, I should call it the law of log­i­cal ab­sur­di­ty, or of ab­surd log­i­cal­i­ty, just as you please. … I can’t ex­press my­self very well. If it is Some­body, then it must be some­one in com­par­i­son with whom our bib­li­cal dev­il and our ro­man­tic Sa­tan are but puny jesters and harm­less rogues.

			Imag­ine to your­self an al­most god­like Pow­er over this world, hav­ing a des­per­ate child­ish love of play­ing tricks, know­ing nei­ther good nor evil, but al­ways mer­ci­less­ly hard, saga­cious, and, dev­il take it all, some­how strange­ly just. You don’t un­der­stand, per­haps? Then let me il­lus­trate my mean­ing by ex­am­ples.

			Take Napoleon: a mar­vel­lous life, an al­most im­pos­si­bly great per­son­al­i­ty, in­ex­haustible pow­er, and look at his end—on a tiny is­land, suf­fer­ing from dis­ease of the blad­der, com­plain­ing of the doc­tors, of his food, se­nile grum­blings in soli­tude. … Of course, this piti­ful end was sim­ply a mock­ing laugh, a de­ri­sive smile on the face of my mys­te­ri­ous Some­body. But con­sid­er this trag­ic bi­og­ra­phy thought­ful­ly, putting aside all the ex­pla­na­tions of learned peo­ple—they would ex­plain it all sim­ply in ac­cor­dance with law—and I don’t know how it will ap­pear to you, but here I see clear­ly ex­ist­ing to­geth­er this mix­ture of ab­sur­di­ty and log­i­cal­i­ty, and I can­not pos­si­bly ex­plain it to my­self.

			Then Gen­er­al Sko­belef. A great, a splen­did fig­ure. Des­per­ate courage, and a kind of ex­ag­ger­at­ed be­lief in his own des­tiny. He al­ways mocked at death, went in­to a mur­der­ous fire of the en­e­my with brava­do, and court­ed end­less risks in a kind of un­ap­peasable thirst for dan­ger. And see—he died on a com­mon bed, in a hired room in the com­pa­ny of pros­ti­tutes. Again I say: ab­surd, cru­el, yet some­how log­i­cal. It is as if each of these piti­ful deaths by their con­trast with the life, round­ed off, blend­ed, com­plet­ed, two splen­did be­ings.

			The an­cients knew and feared this mys­te­ri­ous Some­one—you re­mem­ber the ring of Poly­crates—but they mis­took his jest for the en­vy of Fate.

			I as­sure you—i.e., I don’t as­sure you, but I am deeply as­sured of it my­self—that some­time or oth­er, per­haps af­ter thir­ty thou­sand years, life on this earth will have be­come mar­vel­lous­ly beau­ti­ful. There will be palaces, gar­dens, foun­tains. … The bur­dens now borne by mankind—slav­ery, pri­vate own­er­ship of prop­er­ty, lies, and op­pres­sion—will cease. There will be no more sick­ness, dis­or­der, death; no more en­vy, no vice, no near or far, all will have be­come broth­ers, And then He—you no­tice that even in speak­ing I pro­nounce the name with a cap­i­tal let­ter—He, pass­ing one day through the uni­verse, will look on us, frown evil­ly, smile, and then breathe up­on the world—and the good old Earth will cease to be. A sad end for this beau­ti­ful plan­et, eh? But just think to what a ter­ri­ble bloody or­gias­tic end uni­ver­sal virtue might lead, if once peo­ple suc­ceed­ed in get­ting thor­ough­ly sur­feit­ed by it!

			How­ev­er, what’s the use of tak­ing such great ex­am­ples as our earth, Napoleon, and the an­cient Greeks? I my­self have, from time to time, caught a glimpse of this strange and in­scrutable law in the most or­di­nary oc­cur­rences. If you like, I’ll tell you a sim­ple in­ci­dent when I my­self clear­ly felt the mock­ing breath of this god.

			I was trav­el­ling by train from Tom­sk to Pe­ters­burg in an or­di­nary first-class com­part­ment. One of my com­pan­ions on the jour­ney was a young civ­il en­gi­neer, a very short, stout, good-na­tured young man: a sim­ple Rus­sian face, round, well-cared for, white eye­brows and eye­lash­es, sparse hair brushed up from his fore­head, show­ing the red skin be­neath … a kind, good “York­shire­man.” His eyes were like the dull blue eyes of a suck­ing pig.

			He proved a very pleas­ant com­pan­ion. I have rarely seen any­one with such en­gag­ing man­ners. He at once gave me his low­er sleep­ing-place, helped me to place my trunk on the rack, and was gen­er­al­ly so kind that he even made me feel a lit­tle awk­ward. When we stopped at a sta­tion he bought wine and food, and had ev­i­dent­ly great plea­sure in per­suad­ing the com­pa­ny to share them with him.

			I saw at once that he was bub­bling over with some great in­ward hap­pi­ness, and that he was de­sirous of see­ing all around him as hap­py as he was.

			And this proved to be the case. In ten min­utes he had al­ready be­gan to open his heart to me. Cer­tain­ly I no­ticed that di­rect­ly he spoke of him­self the oth­er peo­ple in the car­riage seemed to wrig­gle in their seats and take an ex­ag­ger­at­ed in­ter­est in ob­serv­ing the pass­ing land­scape. Lat­er on, I re­alised that each of them had heard the sto­ry at least a dozen times be­fore. And now my turn had come.

			The en­gi­neer had come from the Far East, where he had been liv­ing for five years, and con­se­quent­ly he had not seen his fam­i­ly in Pe­ters­burg for five years. He had thought to dis­patch his busi­ness in a year at the most, but at first of­fi­cial du­ties had kept him, then cer­tain prof­itable en­ter­pris­es had turned up, and af­ter it had seemed im­pos­si­ble to leave a busi­ness which had be­come so very large and re­mu­ner­a­tive. Now ev­ery­thing had been wound up and he was re­turn­ing home. Who could blame him for his talkative­ness; to have lived for five years far from a beloved home, and come back young, healthy, suc­cess­ful, with a heart full of un­spent love! What man could have im­posed si­lence up­on him­self, or over­come that fear­ful itch of im­pa­tience, in­creas­ing with ev­ery hour, with ev­ery pass­ing hun­dred ver­sts?

			I soon learnt from him all about his fam­i­ly. His wife’s name was Su­san­nah or San­nochka, and his daugh­ter bore the out­landish name of Yurochka. He had left her a lit­tle three-year-old girl, and “Just imag­ine!” cried he, “now she must be quite grown up, al­most ready to be mar­ried.”

			He told me his wife’s maid­en name, and of the pover­ty they had ex­pe­ri­enced to­geth­er in their ear­ly mar­ried days, when he had been a stu­dent in his last year, and had not even a sec­ond pair of trousers to wear, and what a splen­did com­pan­ion, nurse, moth­er, and sis­ter in one, his wife had been to him then.

			He struck his breast with his clenched fist, his face red­dened with pride, and his eyes flashed, as he cried:

			“If on­ly you knew her! A be‑eau­ty! If you’re in Pe­ters­burg I must in­tro­duce you to her. You must cer­tain­ly come and see us there, you must, in­deed, with­out any cer­e­mo­ny or ex­cuse, Kirochnaya 156. I’ll in­tro­duce you to her, and you’ll see my old wom­an for your­self. A Queen! She was al­ways the belle at our civ­il-en­gi­neers’ balls. You must come and see us, I swear, or I shall be of­fend­ed.”

			And he gave us each one of his vis­it­ing cards on which he had pen­cilled out his Manchuri­an ad­dress, and writ­ten in the Pe­ters­burg one, telling us at the same time that his sump­tu­ous flat had been tak­en by his wife on­ly a year ago—he had in­sist­ed on it when his busi­ness had reached its height.

			Yes, his talk was like a wa­ter­fall. Four times a day, when we stopped at im­por­tant sta­tions, he would send home a re­ply-paid tele­gram to be de­liv­ered to him at the next big stop­ping-place or sim­ply on the train, ad­dressed to such and such a num­ber, first-class pas­sen­ger. So-and-so. … And you ought to have seen him when the con­duc­tor came along shout­ing in a singsong tone “Tele­gram for first-class pas­sen­ger So-and-so.” I as­sure you there was a shin­ing ha­lo round his head like that of the holy saints. He tipped the con­duc­tors roy­al­ly, and not the con­duc­tors on­ly ei­ther. He had an in­sa­tiable de­sire to give to ev­ery­body, to make peo­ple hap­py, to ca­ress them. He gave us all sou­venirs, knick­nacks made out of Siberi­an and Ural stones, trin­kets, studs, pins, Chi­nese rings, jade im­ages, and oth­er tri­fles. Among them were many things that were very valu­able, some on ac­count of their cost, oth­ers for their rare and artis­tic work, yet, do you know, it was im­pos­si­ble to refuse them, though one felt em­bar­rassed and awk­ward in re­ceiv­ing such valu­able gifts—he begged us to ac­cept them with such earnest­ness and in­sis­tence, just as one can­not con­tin­ue to refuse a child who con­tin­ues to ask one to take a sweet.

			He had with him in his box­es and in his hand lug­gage a whole store of things, all gifts for San­nochka and Yurochka. Won­der­ful things they were—price­less Chi­nese dress­es, ivory, gold, minia­tures in sar­donyx, furs, paint­ed fans, lac­quered box­es, al­bums—and you ought to have seen and heard the ten­der­ness and the rap­ture with which he spoke of his new ones, when he showed us these gifts. His love may have been some­what blind, too noisy, and ego­tis­ti­cal, per­haps even a lit­tle hys­ter­i­cal, but I swear that through these for­mal and triv­ial veil­ings I could see a great and gen­uine love—love at a sharp and painful ten­sion.

			I re­mem­ber, too, how at one of the sta­tions when an­oth­er wag­on was be­ing at­tached to the train, a points­man had his foot cut off. There was great ex­cite­ment, all the pas­sen­gers went to look at the in­jured man—and peo­ple trav­el­ling by train are the most emp­ty-head­ed, the wildest, the most cru­el in the world. The en­gi­neer did not stay in the crowd, he went qui­et­ly up to the sta­tion­mas­ter, talked with him for a few mo­ments, and then hand­ed him a note for a sum of mon­ey—not a small amount, I ex­pect, for the of­fi­cial cap was lift­ed in ac­knowl­edg­ment with the great­est re­spect. He did this very quick­ly; no one but my­self saw his ac­tion, but I have eyes that no­tice such things. And I saw al­so that he took ad­van­tage of the longer stop­page of the train and suc­ceed­ed in send­ing off a tele­gram.

			I can see him now as he walked across the plat­form—his white en­gi­neer’s cap pushed to the back of his head; his long blouse of fine tus­sore, with col­lar fas­ten­ing at the side; over one shoul­der the strap of his field-glass­es, and cross­ing it, over the oth­er shoul­der, the strap of his dis­patch-case—com­ing out of the tele­graph of­fice and look­ing so fresh and plump and strong with such a clear com­plex­ion, and the look of a well-fed, sim­ple, coun­try lad.

			And at al­most ev­ery big sta­tion he re­ceived a tele­gram. He quite spoilt the con­duc­tors—run­ning him­self to the of­fice to in­quire if there was no mes­sage for him. Poor boy! He could not keep his joy to him­self, but read his tele­grams aloud to us, as if we had noth­ing else to think about ex­cept his fam­i­ly hap­pi­ness—“Hope you are well. We send kiss­es and await your ar­rival im­pa­tient­ly.—San­nochka, Yurochka.” Or: “With watch in hand we fol­low on the timetable the course of your train from sta­tion to sta­tion. Our spir­its and thoughts are with you.” All the tele­grams were of this kind. There was even one like this: “Put your watch to Pe­ters­burg time, and ex­act­ly at eleven o’clock look at the star Al­pha in the Great Bear. I will do the same.”

			There was one pas­sen­ger on the train who was own­er or book­keep­er, or man­ag­er of a gold mine, a Siberi­an, with a face like that of Moses the Moor,13 dry and elon­gat­ed, thick, black, stern brows, and a long, full, grey­ish beard—a man who looked as if he were ex­cep­tion­al­ly ex­pe­ri­enced in all the tri­als of life. He made a warn­ing re­mark to the en­gi­neer:

			“You know, young man, it’s no use you abus­ing the tele­graph ser­vice in such a way.”

			“What do you mean? How is it no use?”

			“Well, it’s im­pos­si­ble for a wom­an to keep her­self all the time in such an ex­alt­ed and wound-up state of mind. You ought to have mer­cy on oth­er peo­ples’ nerves.”

			But the en­gi­neer on­ly laughed and clapped the wiseacre on the knee.

			“Ah, lit­tle fa­ther, I know you, you peo­ple of the Old Tes­ta­ment. You’re al­ways steal­ing back home un­ex­pect­ed­ly and on the qui­et. ‘Is ev­ery­thing as it should be on the do­mes­tic hearth?’ Eh?”

			But the man with the icon face on­ly raised his eye­brows and smiled.

			“Well, what of it? Some­times there’s no harm in that.”

			At Nizh­ni we had new fel­low-trav­ellers, and at Mos­cow new ones again. The ag­i­ta­tion of my en­gi­neer was still in­creas­ing. What could be done with him? He made ac­quain­tance with ev­ery­body; talked to mar­ried folks of the sa­cred­ness of home, re­proached bach­e­lors for the sloven­li­ness and dis­or­der of bach­e­lor life, talked to young ladies about a sin­gle and eter­nal love, con­versed with moth­ers about their chil­dren, and al­ways led the con­ver­sa­tion to talk about his San­nochka and Yurochka. Even now I re­mem­ber that his daugh­ter used to lisp: “I have thome yel­low thlip­perth,” and the like. And once, when she was pulling the cat’s tail, and the cat mewed, her moth­er said, “Don’t do that, Yurochka, you’re hurt­ing the cat,” and the child an­swered, “No, moth­er, it liketh it.”

			It was all very ten­der, very touch­ing, but, I’m bound to con­fess, a lit­tle tire­some.

			Next morn­ing we were near­ing Pe­ters­burg. It was a dull, wet, un­pleas­ant day. There was not ex­act­ly a fog, but a kind of dirty cloudi­ness en­veloped the rusty, thin-look­ing pines, and the wet hills looked like hairy warts ex­tend­ing on both sides of the line. I got up ear­ly and went along to the lava­to­ry to wash; on the way I ran in­to the en­gi­neer, he was stand­ing by the win­dow and look­ing al­ter­nate­ly at his watch and then out of the win­dow.

			“Good morn­ing,” said I. “What are you do­ing?”

			“Oh, good morn­ing,” said he. “I’m just test­ing the speed of the train; it’s go­ing about six­ty ver­sts an hour.”

			“You test it by your watch?”

			“Yes, it’s very sim­ple. You see, there are twen­ty-five sazhens be­tween the posts—a twen­ti­eth part of a verst. There­fore, if we trav­el these twen­ty-five sazhens in four sec­onds, it means we are go­ing forty-five ver­sts an hour; if in three sec­onds, we’re go­ing six­ty ver­sts an hour; if in two sec­onds, nine­ty. But you can reck­on the speed with­out a watch if you know how to count the sec­onds—you must count as quick­ly as pos­si­ble, but quite dis­tinct­ly, one, two, three, four, five, six—one, two, three, four, five, six—that’s a spe­cial­i­ty of the Aus­tri­an Gen­er­al Staff.”

			He talked on, with fid­gety move­ments and rest­less eyes, and I knew quite well, of course, that all this talk about the count­ing of the Aus­tri­an Gen­er­al Staff was all be­side the point, just a sim­ple di­ver­sion of his to cheat his im­pa­tience.

			It be­came dread­ful to watch him af­ter we had passed the sta­tion of Luban. He looked to me paler and thin­ner, and, in a way, old­er. He even stopped talk­ing. He pre­tend­ed to read a news­pa­per, but it was ev­i­dent that it was a tire­some and dis­taste­ful oc­cu­pa­tion for him; some­times he even held the pa­per up­side down. He would sit still for about five min­utes, then go to the win­dow, sit down for a while and seem as if he were try­ing to push the train for­ward, then go again to the win­dow and test the speed of the train, again turn­ing his head, first to the right and then to the left. I know—who doesn’t know?—that days and weeks of ex­pec­ta­tion are as noth­ing in com­par­i­son with those last half-hours, with the last quar­ter of an hour.

			But at last the sig­nal-box, the end­less net­work of cross­ing rails, and then the long wood­en plat­form edged with a row of porters in white aprons. … The en­gi­neer put on his coat, took his bag in his hand, and went along the cor­ri­dor to the door of the train. I was look­ing out of the win­dow to hail a porter as soon as the train stopped. I could see the en­gi­neer very well, he had got out­side the door on to the step. He no­ticed me, nod­ded, and smiled, but it struck me, even at that dis­tance, how pale he was.

			A tall la­dy in a sort of sil­very bodice and a large vel­vet hat and blue veil went past our car­riage. A lit­tle girl in a short frock, with long, white-gaitered legs, was with her. They were both look­ing for some­one, and anx­ious­ly scan­ning ev­ery win­dow. But they passed him over. I heard the en­gi­neer cry out in a strange, chok­ing, trem­bling voice:

			“San­nochka!”

			I think they both turned round. And then, sud­den­ly a sharp and dread­ful wail. … I shall nev­er for­get it. A cry of per­plex­i­ty, ter­ror, pain, lamen­ta­tion, like noth­ing else I’ve ev­er heard.

			The next sec­ond I saw the en­gi­neer’s head, with­out a cap, some­where be­tween the low­er part of the train and the plat­form. I couldn’t see his face, on­ly his bright up­stand­ing hair and the pinky flesh be­neath, but on­ly for a mo­ment, it flashed past me and was gone. …

			Af­ter­wards they ques­tioned me as a wit­ness. I re­mem­ber how I tried to calm the wife, but what could one say in such a case? I saw him, too—a dis­tort­ed red lump of flesh. He was dead when they got him out from un­der the train. I heard af­ter­wards that his leg had been sev­ered first, and as he was try­ing in­stinc­tive­ly to save him­self, he fell un­der the train, and his whole body was crushed un­der the wheels.

			But now I’m com­ing to the most dread­ful point of my sto­ry. In those ter­ri­ble, nev­er-to-be-for­got­ten mo­ments I had a strange con­scious­ness which would not leave me. “It’s a stupid death,” I thought, “ab­surd, cru­el, un­just,” but why, from the very first mo­ment that I heard his cry, why did it seem clear to me that the thing must hap­pen, and that it was some­how nat­u­ral and log­i­cal? Why was it? Can you ex­plain it? Was it not that I felt here the care­less in­dif­fer­ent smile of my dev­il?

			His wid­ow—I vis­it­ed her af­ter­wards, and she asked me many ques­tions about him—said that they both had tempt­ed Fate by their im­pa­tient love, in their cer­tain­ty of meet­ing, in their sure­ness of the mor­row. Per­haps so. … I can’t say. … In the East, that tried well of an­cient wis­dom, a man nev­er says that he in­tends to do some­thing ei­ther to­day or to­mor­row with­out adding In­sh-Al­lah, which means, “In the name of God,” or “If God will.”

			And yet I don’t think that there was here a tempt­ing of Fate, it seemed to me just the ab­surd log­ic of a mys­te­ri­ous god. Greater joy than their mu­tu­al ex­pec­ta­tion, when, in spite of dis­tance, their souls met to­geth­er—greater joy, per­haps, these two would nev­er have ex­pe­ri­enced! God knows what might have await­ed them lat­er! Dis­chant­ment? Weari­ness? Bore­dom? Per­haps hate?

		
	
		
			Cain

			The com­pa­ny of sol­diers com­mand­ed by Cap­tain Markof had come to take part in a puni­tive ex­pe­di­tion. Tired, ir­ri­ta­ble, weary from their long jour­ney in an un­com­fort­able train, the men were sullen and mo­rose. On their ar­rival at a sta­tion with a strange-sound­ing for­eign name, beer and vod­ka were served out to them by men who seemed to be peas­ants. The sol­diers cried “Hur­rah!” sang songs and danced, but their faces wore a look of stony in­dif­fer­ence.

			Then the work be­gan. The com­pa­ny could not be bur­dened with pris­on­ers, and so all sus­pect­ed per­sons whom they came across on the road, and all those who had no pass­ports, were shot with­out de­lay. Cap­tain Markof was not mis­tak­en in his psy­cho­log­i­cal anal­y­sis; he knew that the steadi­ly in­creas­ing ir­ri­ta­tion of his sol­diers would find a cer­tain sat­is­fac­tion in such bloody chas­tise­ment.

			On the evening of De­cem­ber 31st the com­pa­ny stopped for the night at a half-ru­ined ba­ro­nial farm. They were fif­teen ver­sts from the town, and the cap­tain reck­oned to get there by three o’clock the next af­ter­noon. He felt cer­tain that his men would have se­ri­ous and pro­longed work there, and he want­ed them to get what­ev­er rest was pos­si­ble, to qui­et and strength­en them for it. He there­fore gave or­ders that they be lodged in the var­i­ous barns and out­hous­es of the es­tate. He him­self oc­cu­pied a large hol­low-sound­ing, emp­ty room, with a Goth­ic fire­place, in which a bed, tak­en from the lo­cal cler­gy­man, had been placed.

			A dark, star­less night, windy and sleety, came down up­on the farm, swift­ly and al­most un­no­tice­ably. Alone in his im­mense emp­ty cham­ber, Markof sat in front of the fire­place, in which some pal­ings from the plun­dered es­tate were burn­ing bright­ly. He put his feet on the grate and spread out a mil­i­tary map up­on his bony knees, at­ten­tive­ly study­ing the neigh­bour­hood be­tween the farm and the town. In the red fire­light his face, with its high fore­head, turned-up mous­tach­es and firm, ob­sti­nate chin, seemed more se­vere than ev­er.

			The sergeant-ma­jor came in­to the room. The wa­ter trick­led down on to the floor from his wa­ter­proof cloak. He stood still for a mo­ment or two, and then, con­vinced that the cap­tain had not no­ticed his en­trance, coughed dis­creet­ly.

			“Is it you?” said the cap­tain, bend­ing his head back. “What is it?”

			“Ev­ery­thing is in or­der, your hon­our. The third pla­toon is on guard, the first di­vi­sion at the church wall, the sec­ond. …”

			“All right! What else? Is the pass­word giv­en?”

			“Yes, your hon­our. …” The sergeant was silent, as if wait­ing to hear more, but as the cap­tain said noth­ing, he be­gan in a low­er tone,

			“What’s to be done, your hon­our, with the three who. …”

			“Shoot them at dawn,” in­ter­rupt­ed the cap­tain sharply, not al­low­ing the sergeant to fin­ish his sen­tence, “And af­ter­wards”—he frowned and looked mean­ing­ly at the sol­dier—“don’t ask me any more ques­tions about them. Do you un­der­stand?”

			“Cer­tain­ly, your hon­our,” an­swered the sol­dier em­phat­i­cal­ly. … And they were both silent again. The cap­tain lay down on the bed with­out un­dress­ing, and the sergeant re­mained at the door in the shad­ow. For some rea­son or oth­er he de­layed his de­par­ture.

			“Is that all?” asked the cap­tain im­pa­tient­ly, with­out turn­ing his head.

			“Yes, that’s all, your hon­our.” The sol­dier fid­get­ed from one foot to an­oth­er, and then said sud­den­ly, with a de­ter­mined res­o­lu­tion,

			“Your hon­our … the sol­diers want to know … what’s to be done with … the old man?”

			“Get out!” shout­ed the cap­tain with sud­den anger, jump­ing up from the bed and mak­ing as if to strike him.

			The sergeant-ma­jor turned dex­ter­ous­ly in dou­ble-quick time, and opened the door. But on the thresh­old he stopped for a mo­ment and said in an of­fi­cial voice,

			“Ah, your hon­our, per­mit me to con­grat­u­late your hon­our on the New Year, and to wish. …”

			“Thanks, broth­er,” an­swered the cap­tain dry­ly. “Don’t for­get to have the ri­fles ex­am­ined more care­ful­ly to­mor­row.”

			Left alone in the room, Markof, nei­ther un­dress­ing nor tak­ing off his sword, flung him­self down up­on the bed and lay with his face to­ward the fire. His coun­te­nance changed sud­den­ly, tak­ing on an ap­pear­ance of age, and his close­ly-cropped head drooped on his shoul­ders; his half-closed eyes wore an ex­pres­sion of pain and weari­ness. For a whole week he had suf­fered tor­tures of fever and had on­ly over­come his ill­ness by force of will. No one in the com­pa­ny knew that at nights he tossed about in fierce parox­ysms, shiv­er­ing in ague, deliri­ous, on­ly los­ing con­scious­ness for mo­ments, and then in fan­tas­tic hideous night­mares.

			He lay on his back and watched the blue flames of the dy­ing fire, feel­ing ev­ery mo­ment the stealthy ap­proach­es of dizzi­ness and weak­ness, the ac­com­pa­ni­ments of his usu­al at­tack of malar­ia. His thoughts were con­nect­ed in a strange fash­ion with the old man who had been tak­en pris­on­er that morn­ing, about whom the sergeant-ma­jor had just been speak­ing. Markof’s bet­ter judg­ment di­vined that the sergeant-ma­jor had been right: there was, in­deed, some­thing ex­tra­or­di­nary about the old man, a cer­tain mag­nif­i­cent in­dif­fer­ence to life, min­gled with gen­tle­ness and a deep melan­choly. Peo­ple of his type, peo­ple re­sem­bling this old man, though on­ly in a very slight de­gree, the cap­tain had seen at Lao-Yan and Muk­den, among the un­mur­mur­ing sol­diers dy­ing on the fields of bat­tle. When the three men had been brought be­fore Markof that morn­ing and he had ex­plained to them by the help of cyn­i­cal­ly-elo­quent ges­tures that they would be dealt with as spies, the faces of the two oth­ers had at once turned pale and been dis­tort­ed by a dead­ly ter­ror; but the old man had on­ly laughed with a cer­tain strange ex­pres­sion of weari­ness, in­dif­fer­ence, and even … even as it were of gen­tle con­de­scend­ing com­pas­sion to­wards the cap­tain him­self, the head of the puni­tive ex­pe­di­tion.

			“If he is re­al­ly one of the rebels,” Markof re­flect­ed, clos­ing his in­flamed eyes, and feel­ing as if a soft and bot­tom­less abyss of dark­ness yawned be­fore him, “then there is no doubt that he oc­cu­pies an im­por­tant po­si­tion among them, and I’ve act­ed very wise­ly in or­der­ing him to be shot. But sup­pose the old man is quite in­no­cent? So much the worse for him. I can’t spare two men to guard him, es­pe­cial­ly con­sid­er­ing what we’ve got to do to­mor­row. In any case, why should he es­cape the des­tiny of those fif­teen whom we shot yes­ter­day? No, it wouldn’t be fair to spare him af­ter what we have done to oth­ers.”

			The cap­tain’s eyes opened slow­ly, and he start­ed up sud­den­ly in mor­tal ter­ror.

			Seat­ed on a low stool by the bed­side, with bent head, and the palms of his hands rest­ing up­on his knees, in a qui­et and sad­ly thought­ful at­ti­tude, was the old man who had been sen­tenced to death.

			Markof, though he be­lieved in the su­per­nat­u­ral and wore on his breast a lit­tle bag con­tain­ing cer­tain holy bones, was no cow­ard in the gen­er­al sense of the word. To re­tire in ter­ror, even in the face of the most mys­te­ri­ous and im­ma­te­ri­al phe­nom­e­non, the cap­tain would have reck­oned as much a dis­grace as if he had fled be­fore an en­e­my or ut­tered a hu­mil­i­at­ing ap­peal for mer­cy. With a quick, ac­cus­tomed move­ment he drew his re­volver from its leath­ern case and point­ed it at the head of his un­known vis­i­tant, and he shout­ed like a mad­man,

			“If you move, you’ll go to the dev­il!”

			The old man slow­ly turned his head. Across his lips there passed that same smile which had en­graved it­self up­on the cap­tain’s mem­o­ry in the morn­ing.

			“Don’t be alarmed, Cap­tain. I have come to you with­out evil in­ten­tion,” said he. “Try to ab­stain from mur­der till the morn­ing.”

			The voice of the strange vis­i­tant was as enig­mat­i­cal as his smile, even mo­not­o­nous, and as it were with­out tim­bre. Long, long ago, in his ear­li­est child­hood, Markof had oc­ca­sion­al­ly heard voic­es like this when he had been left alone in a room, he had heard such voic­es be­hind him, voic­es with­out colour or ex­pres­sion, call­ing him by his own name. Obe­di­ent to the in­com­pre­hen­si­ble in­flu­ence of this smile and this voice, the cap­tain put his re­volver un­der his pil­low and lay down again, lean­ing his head on his el­bow, and nev­er tak­ing his eyes from the dark fig­ure of the un­known per­son. For some min­utes the room was filled with a deep and painful si­lence; there was on­ly heard the tick­ing of Markof’s watch, hur­ried­ly beat­ing out the sec­onds, and the burnt-out fu­el in the grate fall­ing with a weak, yet re­sound­ing and metal­lic, crack­le.

			“Tell me, Markof,” be­gan the old man at length, “what would you an­swer, not to a judge or to the au­thor­i­ties, or even to the em­per­or, but to your own con­science, should it ask you, ‘Why did you en­ter up­on this ter­ri­ble, un­just slaugh­ter?’ ”

			Markof shrugged his shoul­ders as if in mock­ery.

			“You speak rather freely, old man,” said he, “for one who is go­ing to be shot in four hours’ time. How­ev­er, we’ll have a lit­tle con­ver­sa­tion, if you like. It’s a bet­ter oc­cu­pa­tion for me than to toss about sleep­less­ly in fever. How shall I an­swer my con­science? I shall say first that I am a sol­dier, and that it is my du­ty to obey or­ders im­plic­it­ly; and sec­ond­ly, I am a Rus­sian by birth, and I would make it clear to the whole world that he who dares to rise up against the might of the great pow­er of Rus­sia shall be crushed as a worm un­der the heel, and his very tomb shall be made lev­el with the dust. …”

			“O Markof, Markof, what a wild and blood­thirsty pride speaks in your words!” replied the old man. “And what un­truth! If you look at an ob­ject and put your eyes quite close to it you see on­ly the small­est of its de­tails, but go fur­ther away, and you see it in its true form. Do you re­al­ly think that your great coun­try is im­mor­tal? Did not the Per­sians think so once, and the Mace­do­nians, and proud Rome, who seized the whole world in her iron claws, and the wild hordes of Huns who over­ran Eu­rope, and mighty Spain, lord over three-fourths of the globe? Yet ask his­to­ry what has be­come of their im­mea­sur­able pow­er. And I can tell you that thou­sands of cen­turies be­fore these there were great king­doms, stronger, proud­er, and more cul­tured than yours. But life, which is stronger than na­tions and more an­cient than memo­ri­als, has swept them aside in her mys­te­ri­ous path, leav­ing nei­ther trace nor mem­o­ry of them.”

			“That’s fool­ish­ness,” ob­ject­ed the cap­tain, in a fee­ble voice, ly­ing down again up­on his back. “His­to­ry fol­lows out its own course, and we can nei­ther guide it nor show it the way.”

			The old man laughed noise­less­ly.

			“You’re like that African bird which hides its head in the sand when it is pur­sued by the hunter. Be­lieve me, a hun­dred years hence your chil­dren’s chil­dren will be ashamed of their an­ces­tor, Alexan­der Vas­sil­itch Markof, mur­der­er and ex­e­cu­tion­er.”

			“You speak strong­ly, old man! Yes, I’ve heard of the rav­ings of those en­thu­si­as­tic dream­ers who want to change swords in­to ploughshares. … Ha-ha-ha! I pic­ture to my­self the sort of state these scro­fu­lous neuras­thenists and rick­ety id­iots of paci­fists would make. No, it is on­ly wax that can forge out an ath­let­ic body and an iron char­ac­ter. How­ev­er …”—Markof pressed his hand to his fore­head, striv­ing to re­mem­ber some­thing—“how­ev­er, this is all unim­por­tant. … But what was it I want­ed to ask you? … Ah, yes! Some­how I don’t think you will tell me un­truths. Do you be­long to these parts?”

			“No.” The old man shook his head.

			“But sure­ly you were born in the dis­trict?”

			“No.”

			“But you are a—Eu­ro­pean? What are you, French? Eng­lish? Rus­sian? Ger­man?”

			“No, no. …”

			Markof, in ex­as­per­a­tion, struck the side of the bed with his fist.

			“Well, who are you, then? And why the dev­il do I know your face so well? Have we ev­er met any­where?”

			The old man bent his head still low­er and sat for a long time say­ing no word. At last he be­gan to speak, as if hes­i­tat­ing:

			“Yes, we have met, Markof, but you have nev­er seen me. Prob­a­bly you don’t re­mem­ber, or you’ve for­got­ten, how once, dur­ing an epi­dem­ic of plague, your un­cle hanged in one morn­ing fifty-nine per­sons. I was with­in two paces of him that day, but he didn’t see me.”

			“Yes … that’s true … fifty-nine …” mut­tered Markof, feel­ing him­self over­whelmed by an in­tol­er­a­ble heat. “But they … were … ri­ot­ers. …”

			“I saw your fa­ther’s cru­el ex­ploits at Sev­astopol, and your work af­ter the cap­ture of Is­maila,” the old man went on in his hol­low voice. “Be­fore my eyes has been shed enough blood to drown the whole world. I was with Napoleon on the fields of Auster­litz, Fried­land, Je­na, and Boro­d­i­na. I saw the mob ap­plaud­ing the ex­e­cu­tion­er when he held up be­fore them on the plat­form of the guil­lo­tine the bloody head of Louis XVI. I was present on the eve of St. Bartholomew, when the Catholics, with prayers on their lips, mur­dered the wives and chil­dren of the Huguenots. In the midst of a crowd of en­raged fa­nat­ics I gazed whilst the holy fa­thers of the In­qui­si­tion burned heretics at the stake, flayed peo­ple alive for the glo­ry of God, and poured white-hot lead in­to their mouths. I fol­lowed the hordes of At­ti­la, Genghis Khan, and Soly­man the Mag­nif­i­cent, whose paths were marked by moun­tains of hu­man skulls. I was with the noisy Ro­man crowd in the cir­cus when they sewed Chris­tians up in the skins of wild an­i­mals and hunt­ed them with dogs, when they fed the beasts with the bod­ies of cap­tive slaves … I have seen the wild and bloody or­gies of Nero, and heard the wail­ing of the Jews at the ru­ined walls of Jerusalem. …”

			“You’re—on­ly my dream … go away … you’re—on­ly a fig­ure in my delir­i­um. Go away from me!” Markof’s parched lips ut­tered the words with dif­fi­cul­ty.

			The old man got up from the stool. His bent fig­ure be­came in a mo­ment im­mense­ly tall, so that his hair seemed to touch the ceil­ing. He be­gan to speak again, slow­ly, monotonous­ly, ter­ri­bly:

			“I saw how the blood of man was first shed up­on the earth. There were two broth­ers. One was gen­tle, ten­der, in­dus­tri­ous, com­pas­sion­ate; the oth­er, the el­der, was proud, cru­el, and en­vi­ous. One day they both brought of­fer­ings to the Lord ac­cord­ing to the cus­tom of their fa­thers: the younger brought of the fruits of the earth, the el­der of the flesh of an­i­mals killed by him in the chase. But the el­der cher­ished in his heart a feel­ing of ill-will to­wards his broth­er, and the smoke of his sac­ri­fice spread it­self out over the earth, while that of his broth­er as­cend­ed as an up­right col­umn to the heav­ens. Then the hate and en­vy which op­pressed the soul of the el­der over­flowed, and there was com­mit­ted the first mur­der on the earth. …”

			“Go away, leave me … for God’s sake,” Markof mut­tered to him­self, and tossed about in his crum­pled sheets.

			“Yes, I saw his eyes grow wide with the ter­ror of death, and his clenched fin­gers clutch con­vul­sive­ly at the sand, wet with his blood. And when af­ter his last shud­der his pale cold body lay still up­on the ground, then the mur­der­er was over­whelmed by an un­bear­able ter­ror. He hid his face in his hands and ran in­to the depths of the for­est, and lay trem­bling there, un­til at even­tide he heard the voice of his of­fend­ed God—‘Cain, where is thy broth­er Abel?’ ”

			“Go away; don’t tor­ture me!” Markof’s lips could scarce­ly move. Yet he seemed to hear the voice con­tin­ue,

			“In fear and trem­bling I an­swered the Lord, ‘Am I my broth­er’s keep­er?’ And then the Lord pro­nounced on me an eter­nal curse:

			“ ‘Thou shalt re­main among the num­ber of the liv­ing as long as the earth shall en­dure. Thou shalt roam as a home­less wan­der­er through all cen­turies, among all na­tions and in all lands, and thine eyes shall be­hold nought but the blood shed by thee up­on the earth, thine ears shall hear on­ly the moans of the dy­ing—eter­nal re­minders of the broth­er thou hast slain.’ ”

			There was si­lence for a mo­ment, and when the old man spoke again each word fell in­to Markof’s soul with pain:

			“O Lord, how just and in­ex­orable is Thy judg­ment! Al­ready many cen­turies and tens of cen­turies have I wan­dered up­on the earth, vain­ly ex­pect­ing to die. A mighty and mer­ci­less pow­er ev­er calls me to ap­pear where on the bat­tle­fields the sol­diers lie dead in their blood, where moth­ers weep, and curs­es are heaped up­on me, the first mur­der­er. There is no end to my suf­fer­ings, for ev­ery time I see the blood of man flow­ing from his body I see again my broth­er, stretched out up­on the ground clutch­ing hand­fuls of sand with his dy­ing fin­gers … And in vain do I de­sire to cry out, ‘Awake! Awake! Awake!’ ”

			“Wake up, your hon­our, wake!” The in­sis­tent voice of the sergeant-ma­jor sound­ed in Markof’s ears. “A tele­gram! …”

			The cap­tain was awake and on his feet in a mo­ment. His strong will as­sert­ed it­self at once, as usu­al. The fire had long since died out, and the pale light of dawn gleamed through the win­dow.

			“What about … those …” asked Markof, in a trem­bling voice.

			“As you or­dered, your hon­our, just this mo­ment.”

			“But the old man? The old man?”

			“As well.”

			The cap­tain sank down up­on the bed as if his strength had sud­den­ly left him. The sergeant-ma­jor stood at at­ten­tion be­side him, await­ing or­ders.

			“That’s it, broth­er,” said the cap­tain in a fee­ble voice. “You must take the com­mand in my place. I will send in my pa­pers to­day, for I … I … ’m ab­so­lute­ly tor­ment­ed by this cursed fever. … And per­haps”—he tried to smile, but on­ly dis­tort­ed his fea­tures by the ef­fort—“per­haps I may soon be en­tire­ly at rest.”

			The sergeant-ma­jor salut­ed and an­swered calm­ly, as if noth­ing could sur­prise him,

			“Yes, your hon­our.”

		
	
		
			The Bracelet of Garnets
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				L. van Beethoven, 2 Son. (Op. 2, No. 2)

				Largo Ap­pas­sion­a­to
			
			
				I

				In the mid­dle of Au­gust, just be­fore the birth of the new moon, the weath­er sud­den­ly took a turn for the worse and as­sumed that dis­agree­able char­ac­ter which is some­times char­ac­ter­is­tic of the north­ern coast of the Black Sea. Some­times a heavy fog would hang drea­ri­ly over land and sea, and then the im­mense siren of the light­house would howl day and night like a mad bull. Some­times it would rain from morn­ing to morn­ing, and the thick­ly fall­ing rain­drops, as fine as dust, would trans­form the clayey roads and paths in­to one con­tin­u­ous sheet of mud, in which the pass­ing wag­ons and car­riages stuck for a long time. Some­times a hur­ri­cane-like wind would be­gin to blow from the steppes ly­ing to­ward the north­west, and then the tops of the trees would bend down to the ground, and again sweep up, like waves dur­ing a storm; the iron roofs of the coun­try hous­es would rat­tle at night, as though some­one were walk­ing over them in iron-shod boots, the win­dow­panes would jin­gle, the doors snap, and the flues howl dis­mal­ly. Sev­er­al fish­ing barks lost their way in the sea, and two of them nev­er re­turned to shore; it was on­ly a week lat­er that the bod­ies of the fish­er­men were washed ashore in dif­fer­ent places.

				The in­hab­i­tants of the shore re­sort—which lay on the out­skirts of a large city—most­ly Greeks and Jews, who, like all peo­ple of the south, are fond of com­forts, has­tened to move to the city. And end­less lines of wag­ons, load­ed with mat­tress­es, fur­ni­ture, trunks, wash­stands, samovars, and all kinds of house­hold goods, stretched down the mud­dy road. Sad and pitiable, and even dis­gust­ing, was the sight of this pro­ces­sion, as one caught glimpses of it through the thick net of rain, for ev­ery­thing seemed so old and worn out and sor­did. Maids and cooks were sit­ting on top of the tar­pau­lins that cov­ered the vans, hold­ing flatirons, tin box­es, or bas­kets in their hands; the sweat­ing, al­most ex­haust­ed hors­es stopped ev­ery lit­tle while, their knees shak­ing, and a cloud of steam ris­ing from their heav­ing flanks, while the driv­ers, all cov­ered with rags for pro­tec­tion against the rain, cursed them hoarse­ly. But even sad­der was the sight of the de­sert­ed hous­es, with their sud­den­ly ac­quired bare­ness and empti­ness, with their mu­ti­lat­ed flowerbeds, bro­ken win­dow­panes, stray­ing dogs, and piles of refuse con­sist­ing of cig­a­rette stumps, pieces of pa­per, box­es, and medicine-bot­tles.

				But to­ward the mid­dle of Sep­tem­ber the weath­er again changed un­ex­pect­ed­ly. The days sud­den­ly be­came calm and cloud­less, bright, warm, and sun­ny, as they had not been even in Ju­ly. The fields be­came dry, and on their yel­low bris­tle glis­tened the au­tumn spi­der­web, like net­ted mi­ca. The trees were now drop­ping their yel­low leaves, obe­di­ent­ly and silent­ly.

				Princess Ve­ra Niko­layev­na Sheyin, the wife of the pres­i­dent of the lo­cal As­sem­bly of the No­bles, could not leave her coun­try house, be­cause the al­ter­ations in their city home had not as yet been com­plet­ed. And now she was hap­py over the splen­did weath­er that had set in, over the qui­et, the fresh air, the chirp­ing of the swal­lows that were gath­er­ing on the tele­graph-wires and form­ing in­to flocks for their far jour­ney—hap­py over the gen­tle, salty breeze slow­ly com­ing from the sea.

			
			
				II

				More­over, that day, Sep­tem­ber 17, hap­pened to be her birth­day. She was al­ways fond of that day, as it was con­nect­ed with hap­py child­hood rec­ol­lec­tions, and she al­ways ex­pect­ed some­thing mirac­u­lous and for­tu­nate to hap­pen on her birth­day. This time, be­fore leav­ing for the city, where he had an ur­gent en­gage­ment, her hus­band had put on her night ta­ble a lit­tle case, con­tain­ing beau­ti­ful ear­rings with shape­ly pearl pen­dants, and this present made her still hap­pi­er.

				She was all alone in the house. Her bach­e­lor broth­er Niko­lay, who was liv­ing with them, had al­so gone to the city, as he had to ap­pear in court that morn­ing in his ca­pac­i­ty of as­sis­tant dis­trict at­tor­ney. Her hus­band had promised to bring a few in­ti­mate friends for din­ner. She thought it was well that her birth­day came at the time when they were still in their coun­try home. If it had hap­pened in the city, it would have been nec­es­sary to pro­vide a for­mal ban­quet, while here, on the seashore, a sim­ple din­ner would do just as well. Prince Sheyin, de­spite his promi­nence in so­ci­ety, or per­haps be­cause of it, had al­ways found it rather dif­fi­cult to make his fi­nan­cial ends meet. His im­mense hered­i­tary es­tate had been re­duced al­most to the point of bank­rupt­cy by his pre­de­ces­sors, and he was com­pelled to live be­yond his means: to pro­vide en­ter­tain­ments, give to char­i­ty, dress well, keep up a good sta­ble. Princess Ve­ra, whose for­mer­ly pas­sion­ate love for her hus­band had al­ready be­come trans­formed in­to a feel­ing of last­ing, true, sin­cere friend­ship, did ev­ery­thing in her pow­er to help her hus­band ward off fi­nan­cial dis­as­ter. With­out let­ting him know, she re­fused her­self many lux­u­ries and econ­o­mized in her house­hold man­age­ment as much as she could.

				Just now she was in the gar­den care­ful­ly cut­ting flow­ers for the din­ner-ta­ble. The flowerbeds were al­most emp­ty and pre­sent­ed a dis­or­dered ap­pear­ance. The many-col­ored dou­ble car­na­tions were in their last bloom; the gillyflow­ers al­ready had half of their blos­soms trans­formed in­to thin, green pods, that smelled like cab­bage; the rose­bush­es were bloom­ing for the third time that sum­mer, and their blos­soms and buds were small and far be­tween, as though they were de­gen­er­at­ing. On­ly dahlias, pe­onies, and asters were cold­ly and haugh­ti­ly beau­ti­ful in their lux­u­ri­ant bloom, spread­ing a sad, grassy, au­tum­nal odor in the air. The oth­er flow­ers, af­ter their sump­tu­ous love and abun­dant sum­mer moth­er­hood, were now qui­et­ly shed­ding on the ground the num­ber­less seeds of fu­ture life.

				The sound of an au­to­mo­bile-horn came from the road. It was Princess Ve­ra’s sis­ter, An­na Niko­layev­na Friesse, com­ing to help her with her prepa­ra­tions, as she had promised over the tele­phone that morn­ing.

				Ve­ra’s ac­cu­rate ear did not de­ceive her. A few mo­ments lat­er, a beau­ti­ful car stopped at the gates, and the chauf­feur, jump­ing down from his seat, quick­ly opened the door.

				The sis­ters greet­ed each oth­er joy­ful­ly. From ear­ly child­hood they had been warm­ly and close­ly at­tached to each oth­er. They were strange­ly un­like in ap­pear­ance. Ve­ra was the old­er of the two, and she was like her moth­er, a beau­ti­ful En­glish­wom­an; she was tall and slen­der, with a cold and proud face, beau­ti­ful, some­what large hands, and that charm­ing slope of the shoul­ders which one some­times meets in old minia­tures. An­na, on the oth­er hand, in­her­it­ed the Mon­go­lian blood of her fa­ther, a Tar­tar prince, whose fore­bears had em­braced Chris­tian­i­ty on­ly at the be­gin­ning of the nine­teenth cen­tu­ry, and whose an­ces­try could be traced back to Tamer­lane him­self, or Lang-Temir, as the fa­ther was fond of call­ing in the Tar­tar di­alect that great bloody tyrant. She was con­sid­er­ably short­er than her sis­ter, rather broad-shoul­dered, with a live­ly and light-mind­ed dis­po­si­tion. Her face was of a pro­nounced Mon­go­lian type, with rather prom­i­nent cheek­bones, nar­row eyes, which she al­ways screwed up a lit­tle be­cause of near­sight­ed­ness, with a haughty ex­pres­sion of her small, sen­su­ous mouth, that had a slight­ly pro­trud­ing, full low­er lip. And yet her face was fas­ci­nat­ing with some in­com­pre­hen­si­ble and elu­sive charm, which lay per­haps in her smile, per­haps in the deep fem­i­na­cy of all her fea­tures, per­haps in her pi­quant and co­quet­tish mimicry. Her grace­ful lack of beau­ty ex­cit­ed and at­tract­ed the at­ten­tion of men much of­ten­er than her sis­ter’s aris­to­crat­ic beau­ty.

				She had mar­ried a very wealthy and very stupid man, who had ab­so­lute­ly noth­ing to do, but was nom­i­nal­ly con­nect­ed with some char­i­ta­ble in­sti­tu­tion and had the ti­tle of a gen­tle­man of the Em­per­or’s bed­cham­ber. She did not like her hus­band, and had on­ly two chil­dren; af­ter the birth of her sec­ond child, she de­cid­ed to have no more. Ve­ra, on the oth­er hand, was very anx­ious to have chil­dren, and the more the bet­ter, as it seemed to her, but she had none, and was ex­treme­ly fond of her sis­ter’s pret­ty and anaemic chil­dren, al­ways po­lite and obe­di­ent, with pale faces and curly, light hair, like that of a doll.

				An­na was per­fect­ly hap­py in her hap­haz­ard way of do­ing things, and she was full of con­tra­dic­tions. She was per­fect­ly will­ing to en­gage in most risky flir­ta­tions in all the cap­i­tals and fash­ion­able re­sorts of Eu­rope, but she was nev­er un­faith­ful to her hus­band, whom she, nev­er­the­less, jeered con­temp­tu­ous­ly both in his pres­ence and ab­sence; she was ex­trav­a­gant, in­or­di­nate­ly fond of gam­bling and danc­ing, of ex­cit­ing ex­pe­ri­ences, of vis­its to sus­pi­cious cafés, and yet she was re­mark­able for her gen­eros­i­ty and kind­ness, and for her deep, sin­cere piety, which had even led her to em­brace se­cret­ly the Catholic faith. She had a won­der­ful­ly beau­ti­ful bo­som, neck, and shoul­ders. When dress­ing for balls, she bared her neck and shoul­ders be­yond the lim­its set by both pro­pri­ety and fash­ion, but it was whis­pered that de­spite her low dé­col­leté, she al­ways wore a hair shirt.

				Ve­ra was char­ac­ter­ized by stern sim­plic­i­ty, cold and some­what con­de­scend­ing po­lite­ness, in­de­pen­dence, and ma­jes­tic calm­ness.

			
			
				III

				“Good­ness, how beau­ti­ful it is here! How beau­ti­ful!” An­na was say­ing this, as she walked rapid­ly with her sis­ter down the path. “Let us sit on this bench by the precipice for a while, if we may. I haven’t seen the sea for such a long time. The air is so ex­hil­a­rat­ing it makes my heart glad to breathe it. You know, last sum­mer in Crimea, when we were in Miskho­ra, I made a mar­vel­lous dis­cov­ery. Do you know what is the odor of the wa­ter at high tide? Just imag­ine, it smells like mignonettes!”

				Ve­ra smiled af­fec­tion­ate­ly.

				“You are a reg­u­lar dream­er.”

				“Why, no, no, not at all. I re­mem­ber once, when I said that there is a pink­ish tint in moon­light, ev­ery­body laughed at me. And on­ly a few days ago, Borit­sky, the artist who is paint­ing my por­trait, told me that I was right and that artists have known about it for a long time.”

				“An artist? Is that your new fad?”

				“You al­ways imag­ine things!” said An­na laugh­ing­ly, as she rapid­ly walked up to the brink of the precipice, which was slop­ing down al­most per­pen­dic­u­lar­ly in­to the sea, glanced over it, and sud­den­ly cried out in hor­ror, jump­ing away, her face turn­ing pale.

				“Good­ness, how high it is!” she said in a weak and shak­ing voice. “When I look down from such a stu­pen­dous height, I have such a sweet­ish and dis­gust­ing sen­sa­tion in my chest. … And my toes feel as though they were be­ing pinched. … And yet I am drawn, drawn to­ward it. …”

				She made a mo­tion as though she were again go­ing to look over the brink of the precipice, but her sis­ter stopped her.

				“An­na, dear, please don’t do it. I be­come dizzy my­self, when I see you do­ing it. Won’t you, please, sit down?”

				“All right, all right, here I am. … But just look how beau­ti­ful it all is; I can’t feast my eyes enough on it. If you on­ly knew how thank­ful I am to God for hav­ing cre­at­ed all these mar­vels for us!”

				The sis­ters re­mained thought­ful for a mo­ment. Far, far be­low, un­der their feet, spread the calm sea. The shore was not vis­i­ble from the spot where they were sit­ting, and this mere­ly em­pha­sized the feel­ing of il­lim­itable grandeur, pro­duced by the vast sheet of wa­ter be­fore them. And the wa­ter was gen­tly qui­et, joy­ful­ly blue, shin­ing with oc­ca­sion­al, oblique bands of smooth­ness, that marked the cur­rents, and chang­ing its col­or in­to a deep­er blue near the hori­zon line.

				Fish­er­men’s boats, ap­pear­ing so small that they were scarce­ly dis­cernible to the naked eye, seemed plunged in slum­ber up­on the mo­tion­less sur­face of the sea, not far from the shore. And a lit­tle far­ther off, a large, three-mast schooner, cov­ered from top to bot­tom with white sails monotonous­ly ex­pand­ed by the wind, seemed to be stand­ing in the air, al­so mo­tion­less.

				“I think I un­der­stand you,” said Ve­ra thought­ful­ly. “But I feel dif­fer­ent­ly about it. When I see the sea for the first time, af­ter be­ing away for a con­sid­er­able pe­ri­od, it ag­i­tates me and glad­dens me and amazes me. It seems to me as though I were be­hold­ing for the first time an enor­mous, ma­jes­tic mir­a­cle. … But af­ter a while, when I be­come used to it, it be­gins to op­press me with its flat empti­ness. … I have no more in­ter­est in gaz­ing at it, and even try not to look. I sim­ply be­come tired of it.”

				An­na smiled.

				“Why do you smile?”

				“You know, last sum­mer,” An­na said mis­chie­vous­ly, “a large group of us went on horse­back from Yal­ta to the top of Uch-Kosh, over to the spot above the wa­ter­falls. At first we struck a cloud; it was aw­ful­ly damp and we could hard­ly see ahead, but we were still go­ing up and up a steep path, wind­ing among pine-trees. And then sud­den­ly, the pine for­est came to an end and we came out of the fog. Just imag­ine: a nar­row plat­form on the rock, and un­der our feet a deep abyss. The vil­lages down there seemed like match­box­es, and woods and gar­dens like thin blades of grass. Ev­ery­thing be­fore us sloped down to the sea, like a ge­o­graph­ic map. And be­yond it was the sea, stretch­ing out fifty or a hun­dred miles be­fore us. It seemed to me as though I were hang­ing in the air, ready to fly. You get a feel­ing of such beau­ty, such light­ness! I turned back to our guide and said to him in rap­ture, ‘Isn’t it won­der­ful, Seid-Ogly?’ and he just smacked his tongue and said: ‘If you on­ly knew, la­dy, how tired I am of all this. I see it ev­ery day.’ ”

				“Thanks for the com­par­i­son,” said Ve­ra, laugh­ing. “No, but I guess that we north­ern­ers can nev­er ap­pre­ci­ate the beau­ties of the sea. I like the woods. Re­mem­ber the woods in our Yegorovsk? You can nev­er get tired of them. The pines! And the moss­es! And the fly-agar­ics! They look as though they were made of crim­son satin and em­broi­dered with tiny white beads. And it is so qui­et and cool.”

				“I don’t care; I like ev­ery­thing,” an­swered An­na. “But most of all, I like my dear lit­tle sis­ter, my sen­si­ble lit­tle Ve­ra. We two are alone in the world, aren’t we?”

				She em­braced her sis­ter and pressed her cheek against Ve­ra’s. Sud­den­ly she jumped up.

				“My, how stupid I am! Here we are, sit­ting to­geth­er, as they do in sto­ries, talk­ing about na­ture, while I’ve for­got­ten all about the present I brought you. Here it is—look! I won­der if you’ll like it?”

				She took out of her bag a lit­tle note­book with a won­der­ful cov­er. On old blue vel­vet, al­ready worn off and grown gray with age, was em­broi­dered in dull gold a fil­i­greed de­sign of rare com­plex­i­ty, del­i­ca­cy, and beau­ty—ev­i­dent­ly a work of love, ex­e­cut­ed by the skil­ful hands of a pa­tient artist. The note­book was at­tached to a gold chain, as thin as a thread, and thin ivory tablets were sub­sti­tut­ed for the leaves in­side.

				“Isn’t it charm­ing!” ex­claimed Ve­ra, kiss­ing her sis­ter. “Thank you ev­er so much. Where did you get such a trea­sure?”

				“Oh, in an an­tique shop. You know my weak­ness for rum­mag­ing among all kinds of an­tiques. And once I came across this prayer­book. See, here is where the de­sign is made in the shape of a cross. Of course, I found on­ly the cov­er, all the rest, the leaves, the clasps, the pen­cil, I had to think out my­self. But Molliner sim­ply re­fused to un­der­stand what I was try­ing to tell him. The clasps had to be made the same way as the whole de­sign, of dull, old gold, del­i­cate­ly en­graved, and he made this thing of it. But the chain is very an­cient, re­al­ly Vene­tian.”

				Ve­ra stroked the beau­ti­ful cov­er af­fec­tion­ate­ly.

				“What deep an­tiq­ui­ty! How old do you think this book is?” asked she.

				“It would be pret­ty hard to say. Per­haps the end of the sev­en­teenth cen­tu­ry, or the mid­dle of the eigh­teenth.”

				“How strange it is,” said Ve­ra with a thought­ful smile, “that I am hold­ing in my hands an ob­ject which may have been touched by the hands of the Mar­quise de Pom­padour, or even Queen An­toinette her­self. … Do you know, An­na, you must be the on­ly per­son in the world who could con­ceive of the mad idea of mak­ing a la­dy’s note­book out of a prayer­book. How­ev­er, let’s go in and see how things are get­ting on.”

				They went in­to the house through the large brick pi­az­za, cov­ered on all sides by thick­ly in­ter­laced vines of grapes. The abun­dant bunch­es of black grapes, that had a faint odor of straw­ber­ries, hung down heav­i­ly amidst dark-green leaves, gold­ened in spots by the sun. The whole pi­az­za was filled with green­ish twi­light, which made the faces of the two wom­en ap­pear pale.

				“Will you have the din­ner served here?” asked An­na.

				“I thought of do­ing that at first. But it is rather cool in the evening now. I guess we shall use the din­ing-room, and the men can come out here to smoke.”

				“Will there be any in­ter­est­ing peo­ple?”

				“I don’t know yet. But I do know that grand­pa is com­ing.”

				“Grand­pa! Isn’t that fine!” ex­claimed An­na. “It seems to me that I haven’t seen him in ages.”

				“Vasi­ly’s sis­ter is com­ing, and I think Pro­fes­sor Spesh­nikov. Why, I sim­ply lost my head yes­ter­day, An­na. You know that they both like a good din­ner, grand­pa and the pro­fes­sor, and you can­not get any­thing, ei­ther here or in the city. Lu­ka has got­ten some quails and is try­ing to do some­thing with them now. The roast beef we got isn’t bad. Alas! the in­evitable roast beef. The lob­sters, too, are pret­ty good.”

				“Well, that isn’t bad at all. Don’t trou­ble your­self about that. Still, be­tween us two, you must ad­mit that you like a good din­ner your­self.”

				“And then we’ll have some­thing rare. The fish­er­man brought us a sea-cock this morn­ing. It’s a mon­ster.”

				An­na, in­ter­est­ed in ev­ery­thing that con­cerned her and did not con­cern her, im­me­di­ate­ly ex­pressed a de­sire to see the sea-cock.

				The tall, yel­low-faced cook, Lu­ka, brought in a large, oval basin of wa­ter, hold­ing it care­ful­ly so as not to spill the wa­ter on the par­quet floor.

				“Twelve and a half pounds, your High­ness,” said he with that pride which is so char­ac­ter­is­tic of cooks. “We weighed him a few min­utes ago.”

				The fish was too large for the basin, and was ly­ing on the bot­tom, with its tail curled up. Its scales had a gold­en tint, the fins were of bright-scar­let col­or, while on ei­ther side of the rav­en­ous head was a long, fan-shaped wing of light-blue col­or. The fish was still alive and was breath­ing heav­i­ly.

				An­na touched the head of the fish with her lit­tle fin­ger. The an­i­mal swept up its tail, and An­na drew her hand away in fright.

				“Don’t trou­ble your­self, your High­ness,” said Lu­ka, ev­i­dent­ly un­der­stand­ing Ve­ra’s wor­ry. “Ev­ery­thing will be first class. The Bul­gar­i­an has just brought two fine can­taloupes. And then, may I ask of your High­ness, what kind of sauce to serve with the fish, Tar­tar or Pol­ish, or just toast in but­ter?”

				“Do as you like,” said the princess.

			
			
				IV

				The guests be­gan to ar­rive af­ter five o’clock. Prince Vasi­ly Lvovich brought his sis­ter, Lud­mi­la Lvov­na Duraso­va, a stout, kind­ly, and un­usu­al­ly tac­i­turn wom­an; a very rich young man, fa­mil­iar­ly known in so­ci­ety as Va­su­chok, who was fa­mous for his abil­i­ty to sing, re­cite po­et­ry, or­ga­nize char­i­ty balls and en­ter­tain­ments; the fa­mous pi­anist, Jen­nie Re­it­er, Princess Ve­ra’s school friend; and Ve­ra’s broth­er, Niko­lay Niko­layevich. Then came An­na’s hus­band in his au­to­mo­bile, bring­ing with him the clean-shaven, fat Pro­fes­sor Spesh­nikov, and the Vice-Gov­er­nor Von Zeck. The last one to ar­rive was Gen­er­al Anosov, in a fine hired lan­dau, ac­com­pa­nied by two army of­fi­cers, Pono­marev, a colonel of the staff, and Lieu­tenant Bakhtin­sky, who was fa­mous in Pe­ters­burg as a splen­did dancer and cotil­lon lead­er.

				Gen­er­al Anosov was a stout, tall old man with sil­ver hair. He alight­ed heav­i­ly from his car­riage, hold­ing on to it with both hands. Usu­al­ly he had an ear-tube in his left hand and a walk­ing-stick with a rub­ber head in the right. He had a large, coarse, red face, with a prom­i­nent nose and that kind­ly, ma­jes­tic, just a lit­tle con­temp­tu­ous ex­pres­sion in his slight­ly screwed-up eyes, which is char­ac­ter­is­tic of brave and sim­ple men, who had of­ten seen mor­tal dan­ger im­me­di­ate­ly be­fore their eyes. The two sis­ters, rec­og­niz­ing him at a dis­tance, ran to the car­riage just in time to sup­port him by both arms half in jest and half se­ri­ous­ly.

				“Just like an … arch­bish­op,” said the gen­er­al in a kind­ly, hoarse bass.

				“Grand­pa, grand­pa,” said Ve­ra in a tone of light re­proach, “we wait for you ev­ery day al­most, and you nev­er show your­self.”

				“Grand­pa must have lost all con­science down here in the south,” con­tin­ued An­na. “Might at least have re­mem­bered his god­daugh­ter. Shame on you! You be­have like a reg­u­lar Don Juan, and have for­got­ten en­tire­ly about our ex­is­tence.”

				The gen­er­al, bar­ing his ma­jes­tic head, kissed their hands, then kissed their cheeks, and then their hands again.

				“Wait, wait … girls … don’t scold me,” he said, al­ter­nat­ing his words with deep sighs, re­sult­ing from ha­bit­u­al short breath­ing. “My word of hon­or … those good-for-noth­ing doc­tors … bathed my rheuma­tisms … all sum­mer … in some kind of … jel­ly. … Smells aw­ful­ly. … And wouldn’t let me go. … You are the first. … Ev­er so glad … to see you. … How are you? … You’ve be­come … an Eng­lish la­dy … Ve­ra … you look so much … like your moth­er. … When are we go­ing to have … the chris­ten­ing?”

				“Nev­er, I am afraid, grand­pa.”

				“Don’t de­spair. … Pray to God. … And you haven’t changed a bit, An­na. … I guess when you are six­ty … you’ll still be the same prat­tler. Wait a mo­ment. Let me in­tro­duce the of­fi­cers to you.”

				“I had the hon­or long ago,” said Colonel Pono­marev, bow­ing.

				“I was in­tro­duced to the princess in Pe­ters­burg,” said the hus­sar.

				“Well, then let me in­tro­duce to you, An­na, Lieu­tenant Bakhtin­sky, a fine dancer, a good scrap­per, and a first-class cav­al­ry­man. Will you get that par­cel out of the car­riage, Bakhtin­sky, please? Well, let’s go now. … What’ll you give us tonight, Ve­ra? I tell you, af­ter that treat­ment … I have an ap­petite … like a grad­u­at­ing en­sign.”

				Gen­er­al Anosov was a war com­rade and loy­al friend of the late Prince Mirza-Bu­lat-Tuganovsky. Af­ter the prince’s death he trans­ferred all his friend­ship and af­fec­tion to the two daugh­ters. He had known them since their ear­ly child­hood, and was An­na’s god­fa­ther. At that time, just as at the time of the sto­ry, he was the com­man­dant of the large though al­most use­less Fortress K., and vis­it­ed the Tuganovsky house al­most ev­ery day. The chil­dren sim­ply adored him for his presents, for the the­atre and cir­cus tick­ets that he used to get for them, and for the fact that no­body could play with them as the old gen­er­al did. But his great­est fas­ci­na­tion lay in the sto­ries that he told them. For hours at a time, he would tell them of march­es and bat­tles, vic­to­ries and de­feats, and death and wounds, and bit­ter cold; they were slow, sim­ple sto­ries, epic-like in their calm, told be­tween the evening tea and the drea­ry time when the chil­dren would be tak­en to bed.

				Ac­cord­ing to mod­ern ideas, this frag­ment of the old days was re­al­ly a gi­gan­tic and pic­turesque fig­ure. In him were brought to­geth­er those touch­ing and deep char­ac­ter­is­tics which are more com­mon­ly met with among plain sol­diers, and not of­fi­cers—those unadul­ter­at­ed char­ac­ter­is­tics of a Rus­sian peas­ant, which, in prop­er com­bi­na­tion, pro­duce that lofty type which of­ten makes our sol­dier not on­ly un­con­quer­able, but a mar­tyr, al­most a saint—those char­ac­ter­is­tics of un­so­phis­ti­cat­ed, naive faith, a clear, joy­ful view of life, cool courage, meek­ness be­fore the face of death, pity for the con­quered, bound­less pa­tience, and re­mark­able phys­i­cal and moral en­durance.

				Start­ing with the Pol­ish cam­paign, Anosov took part in ev­ery war ex­cept the one against the Ja­pa­nese. He would have gone to that war, too, but he was not sum­moned, and he had a rule, re­al­ly great in its mod­esty, which was as fol­lows: “Do not tempt death un­til you are called up­on to do so.” Dur­ing his whole mil­i­tary ca­reer, he not on­ly nev­er had a sol­dier flogged, but nev­er even struck one. Dur­ing the Pol­ish up­ris­ing he re­fused to shoot some pris­on­ers, al­though he was or­dered to do so by the com­man­der of the reg­i­ment. “When it comes to a spy,” he said, “I would not on­ly have him shot, but, if you will or­der me, I shall kill him my­self. But these are pris­on­ers of war; I can’t do it.” And he said this with such sim­plic­i­ty, so re­spect­ful­ly, with­out a trace of a chal­lenge, look­ing his su­pe­ri­or straight in the face with his clear eyes, that he was let alone, in­stead of be­ing him­self or­dered shot for in­sub­or­di­na­tion.

				Dur­ing the war of 1877–9, he quick­ly reached the colonel’s rank, al­though he had re­ceived no ed­u­ca­tion, hav­ing been grad­u­at­ed, in his own words, from the “bears’ acad­e­my.” He took part in the cross­ing of the Danube, went through the Balka­ns, took part in the de­fense of Ship­ka, and the last at­tack on Plev­na. Dur­ing this cam­paign he re­ceived one se­ri­ous wound and four slighter ones, be­sides re­ceiv­ing se­ri­ous head lac­er­a­tions through be­ing struck by the frag­ment of a grenade. Gen­er­als Radet­zky and Sko­belev knew him per­son­al­ly and treat­ed him with sin­gu­lar re­spect. It was about him that Sko­belev said: “I know an of­fi­cer who is much braver than I am; it is Ma­jor Anosov.”

				He re­turned from the war al­most deaf, thanks to the head lac­er­a­tions, with an in­jured foot—three of the toes were frozen dur­ing the cross­ing of the Balka­ns and had to be am­pu­tat­ed—with se­vere rheuma­tism—the re­sults of his ser­vice at Ship­ka. Af­ter two years had passed, it was de­cid­ed that he should leave ac­tive ser­vice, but Anosov did not wish to leave. The com­man­der of the dis­trict, who still re­mem­bered his re­mark­able brav­ery dis­played dur­ing the cross­ing of the Danube, helped him, and the au­thor­i­ties in Pe­ters­burg changed their minds, fear­ing to hurt the old colonel’s feel­ings. He was giv­en for life the po­si­tion of com­man­dant of the Fortress K., which was, as a mat­ter of fact, mere­ly an hon­orary post.

				Ev­ery­body in the city knew him and made fun, in a kind­ly way, of his weak­ness­es, his habits, and his man­ner of dress­ing. He al­ways went about un­armed, in an old-fash­ioned coat, a cap with large rims and huge straight vi­sor, a walk­ing-stick in his right hand, and an ear-horn in the left; he was al­ways ac­com­pa­nied by two fat, lazy dogs, the tips of whose tongues were for­ev­er be­tween their teeth. If, dur­ing his morn­ing walks he hap­pened to meet his ac­quain­tances, the passers­by would hear blocks away the gen­er­al’s loud voice and the bark­ing of his dogs.

				Like many deaf peo­ple, he was very fond of the opera, and some­times, in the course of a love duet, the whole the­atre would hear his loud bass, say­ing: “Didn’t he take that do clear, the dev­il take him? Just like crack­ing a nut.” And the whole the­atre would re­strain its laugh­ter, while the gen­er­al him­self would be en­tire­ly un­con­scious of the whole thing; he would be sure that he had whis­pered his opin­ion to his neigh­bor.

				As the com­man­dant of the fortress, he of­ten vis­it­ed the guard­house, ac­com­pa­nied by his loud­ly breath­ing dogs. There, spend­ing their time rather pleas­ant­ly in play­ing cards, sip­ping tea, and telling anec­dotes, the im­pris­oned of­fi­cers rest­ed from the stren­u­ous du­ties of army life. He would ask each one at­ten­tive­ly for his name, the cause of his ar­rest, by whom or­dered, and the pe­ri­od of time to be spent in con­fine­ment. Some­times he would sud­den­ly praise an of­fi­cer for a brave, though il­le­gal, act; at oth­er times he would sud­den­ly fall to scold­ing an of­fi­cer and his voice would be heard far in­to the street. But the scold­ing over, he would al­ways make it a point to in­quire where the of­fi­cer gets his meals and how much he pays for them. And if some poor sub­lieu­tenant, sent over from some out-of-the-way place for a long pe­ri­od of im­pris­on­ment, would ad­mit to him that be­cause of lack of means he was com­pelled to eat the sol­diers’ fare, Anosov would im­me­di­ate­ly or­der meals brought to him from the com­man­dant’s house, which was not more than two hun­dred steps away from the guard­house.

				It was at K. that he had met the fam­i­ly of Prince Tuganovsky and be­come so at­tached to the chil­dren that it be­came a mat­ter of ne­ces­si­ty with him to vis­it them ev­ery evening. If it hap­pened some­times that the young ladies would go some­where in the evening, or that of­fi­cial du­ties would keep him in the fortress, he would feel ac­tu­al dis­tress and find no place for him­self in the spa­cious rooms of his large house. Ev­ery sum­mer, he would take a leave of ab­sence and spend a whole month in Yegorovsk, the Tuganovsky es­tate, which was a dis­tance of fifty ver­sts from K.

				All the hid­den kind­ness of his soul and his ne­ces­si­ty for heart­felt af­fec­tion he trans­ferred to these chil­dren, es­pe­cial­ly the girls. He him­self had mar­ried once, but it was so very long ago that he had for­got­ten about it. Even be­fore the war, his wife had eloped with a trav­el­ling ac­tor, charmed by his vel­vet cloak and his lace cuffs. The gen­er­al sup­port­ed her un­til her death, but nev­er per­mit­ted her to en­ter his house, de­spite her nu­mer­ous at­tempts at rec­on­cil­i­a­tion and her tear­ful let­ters to him. They nev­er had any chil­dren.

			
			
				V

				The evening turned out to be quite warm and calm, so that the can­dles both in the din­ing-room and on the pi­az­za were giv­ing steady light. At din­ner, it was Prince Vasi­ly Lvovich that pro­vid­ed the en­ter­tain­ment. He had a re­mark­able way of re­lat­ing sto­ries, re­al­ly a method all pe­cu­liar to him­self. The ba­sis of his sto­ry would be an ac­tu­al oc­cur­rence, the hero of which would be some­one present or well known to those present, but he would change things around in such a way and tell about them with such a se­ri­ous face and in such a busi­nesslike tone, that the lis­ten­ers would be kept in con­stant laugh­ter. That night he was telling the sto­ry of Niko­lay Niko­layevich’s un­suc­cess­ful courtship for a very beau­ti­ful and very rich la­dy. The truth of the sto­ry was that the hus­band of the la­dy had re­fused to di­vorce her. But in the prince’s nar­ra­tive, the truth was mar­vel­lous­ly blend­ed with the fan­tas­tic. In the sto­ry, the se­ri­ous and some­what haughty Niko­lay was made to run through the streets at night in his stockinged feet and his shoes un­der his arm. A po­lice­man stopped the young man some­where on the cor­ner and it was on­ly af­ter a long and stormy ex­pla­na­tion that Niko­lay fi­nal­ly suc­ceed­ed in prov­ing to the of­fi­cer of the law that he was the as­sis­tant dis­trict at­tor­ney and not a bur­glar. The mar­riage, ac­cord­ing to the sto­ry, came very near be­ing suc­cess­ful­ly con­sum­mat­ed, but in the very crit­i­cal mo­ment, a band of per­jur­ers, who were tak­ing part in the case, went on strike, de­mand­ing an in­crease in wages. Both be­cause he was miser­ly (Niko­lay was in re­al­i­ty a lit­tle close­fist­ed) and be­cause, as a mat­ter of prin­ci­ple, he was op­posed to all kinds of strikes, he re­fused to grant the in­crease, cit­ing a def­i­nite statute con­firmed by the ver­dict of the ap­pel­late di­vi­sion. Then the in­fu­ri­at­ed per­jur­ers, in re­ply to the cus­tom­ary ques­tion, as to whether any­one knows any rea­sons why the mar­riage should not take place, an­swered in cho­rus: “We know. Ev­ery­thing that we have de­posed un­der oath is false, and we were forced by the dis­trict at­tor­ney to tell these lies. As for the hus­band of this la­dy, we, as per­sons well in­formed about these mat­ters, can say that he is the most re­spectable man in the world, as chaste as Joseph, and of most an­gel­ic kind­ness.”

				Con­tin­u­ing on the road of bridal sto­ries, Prince Vasi­ly did not spare Gus­tav Ivanovich Friesse, ei­ther. He told the sto­ry of how An­na’s hus­band, on the day fol­low­ing the mar­riage cer­e­mo­ny, de­mand­ed po­lice aid in forc­ing his bride to leave her par­ents’ home, as she did not have a pass­port of her own, and com­pelling her to move to the domi­cile of her le­gal hus­band. The on­ly thing that was true in this anec­dote was that, dur­ing the first few days of her mar­ried life, An­na was com­pelled to stay with her moth­er, who was sud­den­ly tak­en ill, while Ve­ra had to leave for her own home in the south, and dur­ing this whole time, Gus­tav Ivanovich was full of dis­tress and de­spair.

				Ev­ery­body laughed. An­na, too, smiled. Gus­tav Ivanovich laughed loud­er than any­body else, and his thin face, tight­ly cov­ered with glis­ten­ing skin, with his care­ful­ly brushed, thin, light hair, and deeply sunk eye-sock­ets, re­mind­ed one of a bare skull, dis­play­ing two rows of de­cayed teeth. He was still en­chant­ed by An­na, just as on the first day of their mar­ried life, al­ways tried to sit next to her, to touch her, and looked af­ter her with such an amorous and self-sat­is­fied ex­pres­sion, that one of­ten felt sor­ry and ill at ease to look at him.

				Just be­fore ris­ing from the ta­ble, Ve­ra Niko­layev­na count­ed the guests, with­out re­al­ly mean­ing to do it. There were thir­teen. She was su­per­sti­tious, and thought to her­self: “Now, that’s bad. How is it that I nev­er thought of it be­fore? And it’s all Vasya’s fault; he didn’t tell me any­thing over the tele­phone.”

				When­ev­er friends met ei­ther at the Sheyins’ or at the Friess­es’, it was cus­tom­ary to play pok­er, as both sis­ters were very fond of games of chance. Spe­cial rules were even worked out in both homes. Each play­er was giv­en a cer­tain num­ber of bone coun­ters, and the game con­tin­ued un­til all the coun­ters fell in­to one per­son’s hands. Af­ter that the game au­to­mat­i­cal­ly came to a close, de­spite all the protes­ta­tions of the play­ers. It was for­bid­den to take ad­di­tion­al coun­ters. These stern rules were the re­sult of ac­tu­al prac­tice, as nei­ther of the sis­ters knew any bounds in games of chance. In this way, the to­tal loss nev­er ag­gre­gat­ed to more than one or two hun­dred rou­bles.

				A game of pok­er was or­ga­nized for that evening, too. Ve­ra, who took no part in it, start­ed to go out to the pi­az­za, where the tea-ta­ble was be­ing set, when she was stopped by her maid, who asked her with a some­what mys­te­ri­ous ex­pres­sion to go with her to the lit­tle room ad­join­ing the par­lor.

				“What is it, Dasha?” asked Princess Ve­ra with dis­plea­sure. “Why do you look so stupid? And what is it that you have in your hands?”

				Dasha placed a small square par­cel on the ta­ble. It was care­ful­ly wrapped up in white pa­per and bound with pink rib­bon.

				“It isn’t my fault, your High­ness,” said she, blush­ing at the scold­ing. “He came and said …”

				“Who came?”

				“The fel­low in the red cap, your High­ness. The mes­sen­ger.”

				“Well?”

				“He came to the kitchen and put this on the ta­ble. ‘Give this to your la­dy,’ says he, ‘and to no­body but her­self.’ And when I asked him whom it is from, he says, ‘Ev­ery­thing is marked there.’ And with that he ran away.”

				“Send some­body af­ter him.”

				“We can’t do it now, your High­ness; he was here a half-hour ago, dur­ing the din­ner, on­ly I didn’t dare to trou­ble your High­ness.”

				“All right. You may go.”

				She cut the rib­bon with a pair of scis­sors and threw it in­to the bas­ket to­geth­er with the wrap­per, up­on which her ad­dress was writ­ten. The par­cel proved to be a small case of red vel­vet, com­ing ev­i­dent­ly from a jew­el­ry store. Ve­ra raised the top lined with light-blue silk and found in­side an oval gold bracelet, un­der which was ly­ing a note pret­ti­ly fold­ed in­to an eight-cor­nered fig­ure. She quick­ly un­fold­ed the pa­per. The hand­writ­ing seemed fa­mil­iar to her, but, like a re­al wom­an, she pushed the note aside and be­gan to ex­am­ine the bracelet.

				It was made of rather base gold and, while very thick, was ev­i­dent­ly emp­ty in­side. The whole out­er rim was stud­ded with small, old gar­nets, rather poor­ly pol­ished. But in the cen­tre of the rim there was a small, pe­cu­liar-look­ing, green stone, sur­round­ed by five beau­ti­ful, large gar­nets, each as large as a pea. When Ve­ra ac­ci­den­tal­ly turned the bracelet so that the five large gar­nets came un­der the light of the elec­tric lamp, five crim­son lights sud­den­ly flared up be­fore her eyes.

				“Like blood!” thought she in­vol­un­tar­i­ly, with a sud­den, un­ex­pect­ed alarm.

				Then she thought of the let­ter and opened it again. She read the fol­low­ing lines, writ­ten in a beau­ti­ful, small hand:

				
					“Your High­ness, Princess Ve­ra Niko­layev­na:

					“I take the courage to send you my mod­est gift, to­geth­er with my most re­spect­ful con­grat­u­la­tions up­on this joy­ous and bright oc­ca­sion of your birth­day.”

				

				“Oh, it’s the same man again,” thought the princess with dis­plea­sure. Still, she fin­ished the let­ter:

				
					“I should nev­er had dared to send you as a gift any­thing cho­sen by my­self, as I have nei­ther the right nor the taste, nor—I ad­mit—the mon­ey for this. More­over, I am sure that there is not a trea­sure in the world which would be wor­thy of adorn­ing you.

					“But this bracelet was the prop­er­ty of my great-grand­moth­er and was worn last by my late moth­er. In the mid­dle, among the large stones, you will see a green one. This is a very rare kind of gar­net, a green gar­net. Ac­cord­ing to an old tra­di­tion, still be­lieved in by our fam­i­ly, it has the prop­er­ty of ren­der­ing prophet­ic the wom­en who car­ry it and driv­ing away all their painful thoughts, while with men it is a tal­is­man that pro­tects them from vi­o­lent death.

					“All the stones have been care­ful­ly trans­ferred from the old sil­ver bracelet, and you may be cer­tain that no one be­fore you had ev­er worn this bracelet.

					“You may im­me­di­ate­ly throw away this lu­di­crous toy, or give it to some­body, but I will still be hap­py when think­ing of the fact that your hands touched it.

					“I beg you not to be an­gry with me. I blush at the rec­ol­lec­tion of the in­so­lence which led me, sev­en years ago, to write you fool­ish and wild let­ters and even to ex­pect you to re­ply to them. Now noth­ing re­mains in me but rev­er­ence, eter­nal de­vo­tion, and slav­ish loy­al­ty. Now I can on­ly wish for your hap­pi­ness ev­ery minute of my life, and to be joy­ful in the knowl­edge of your hap­pi­ness. In my thoughts I bow to the ground be­fore the chairs on which you sit, the floor on which you walk, the trees which you touch, the maid with whom you speak. I do not even en­vy ei­ther hu­man be­ings or inan­i­mate things.

					“Once more I beg your for­give­ness for hav­ing trou­bled you with this long and un­nec­es­sary let­ter.

					
						“Your obe­di­ent ser­vant, un­to death and be­yond the grave, G. S. Z.”

					
				

				“I won­der if I ought to show this to Vasya? And if I ought to, would it be bet­ter to do it now, or af­ter ev­ery­body is gone? No, I guess I’ll wait un­til ev­ery­body is gone; if I do it now, not on­ly this un­for­tu­nate fel­low will ap­pear ridicu­lous, but I al­so.”

				So thought Princess Ve­ra as she gazed up­on the five crim­son lights trem­bling be­neath the sur­face of the five gar­nets, un­able to turn her gaze away.

			
			
				VI

				It took some time to con­vince Colonel Pono­marev that he ought to play pok­er. He said that he did not know the game, that he did not be­lieve in play­ing games of chance even for fun, that the on­ly games he played with any de­gree of suc­cess were of the milder va­ri­eties. Still, he gave in in the end and agreed to learn.

				At first he had to be shown ev­ery lit­tle thing, but it did not take him long to mas­ter the rules of pok­er, and at the end of less than half an hour, all the coun­ters were al­ready in his hands.

				“You can’t do that!” said An­na with com­i­cal dis­plea­sure. “Why didn’t you give us a chance to have a lit­tle fun at least?”

				Three of the guests, Spesh­nikov, the colonel, and the vice-gov­er­nor, a rather stupid and un­in­ter­est­ing Ger­man, re­al­ly couldn’t find any­thing to do, and Ve­ra was at a loss to pro­vide some kind of en­ter­tain­ment for them. At last she suc­ceed­ed in get­ting them to play cards, invit­ing Gus­tav Ivanovich to be the fourth part­ner. An­na looked at her sis­ter and, as if in sign of her grat­i­tude, she low­ered her long lash­es, and the sis­ter im­me­di­ate­ly un­der­stood her. Ev­ery­body knew that if Gus­tav Ivanovich were not made to play cards, he would keep close to his wife’s side all the time, re­al­ly spoil­ing the evening for her.

				Now ev­ery­thing ran smooth­ly and in­ter­est­ing­ly. Va­su­chok was singing pop­u­lar Ital­ian songs and Ru­bin­stein’s “East­ern Melodies,” ac­com­pa­nied by Jen­nie Re­it­er. His voice was not very strong, but it was pleas­ant and well trained. Jen­nie Re­it­er, who was a fine mu­si­cian her­self, was al­ways glad to ac­com­pa­ny him. More­over, it was whis­pered that Va­su­chok was in love with her.

				In the cor­ner An­na was flirt­ing with the hus­sar. Ve­ra walked over to them and be­gan to lis­ten to their con­ver­sa­tion with a smile.

				“Now, now, please don’t make fun of me,” An­na was say­ing, smil­ing with her pret­ty, Tar­tar eyes. “Of course, you con­sid­er it hard work to gal­lop in front of your squadron as though you were mad, or to take part in horse-races. But just look at what we have to do. It was on­ly a few days ago that we fi­nal­ly got through with the lot­tery. You think that was easy, don’t you? My good­ness, there was such a crowd there and ev­ery­body was smok­ing and an­noy­ing me with all sorts of com­plaints. … And I had to be on my feet the whole day long. And then there is go­ing to be a char­i­ty con­cert for the re­lief of poor work­ing wom­en, and then a ball. …”

				“At which, I hope, you will not refuse to dance the mazur­ka with me?” said Bakhtin­sky, jin­gling his spurs un­der the chair.

				“Thanks. … But my main trou­ble is our asy­lum, the asy­lum for de­praved chil­dren, you know.”

				“Oh, yes, I know. It must be aw­ful­ly fun­ny?”

				“Stop it, aren’t you ashamed of your­self, to make fun of such things? But do you know what our main trou­ble is? We want to take care of these un­for­tu­nate chil­dren, whose souls are full of hered­i­tary vices and evil ex­am­ples, we want to take care of them. …”

				“Hm!”

				“… to raise their moral­i­ty, to awak­en in their souls the re­al­iza­tion of their du­ties. Do you un­der­stand that? Well, ev­ery day hun­dreds and thou­sands of chil­dren are brought to us, and there is not a sin­gle de­praved child among them! And if we ask the par­ents whether their child is de­praved or not, why, they even get in­sult­ed. And there you are, the asy­lum is all equipped, ev­ery­thing is ready, and not a sin­gle in­mate. Why, it looks as though we would have to of­fer a pre­mi­um for ev­ery de­praved child brought to us.”

				“An­na Niko­layev­na,” said the hus­sar in a se­ri­ous, though al­most in­sin­u­at­ing, tone, “why of­fer the prize? Take me. Up­on my word you won’t be able to find a more de­praved child than my­self.”

				“Oh, stop that! You can’t speak se­ri­ous­ly about any­thing,” laughed she, throw­ing her­self back in the chair.

				Prince Vasi­ly Lvovich, sit­ting at a large, round ta­ble, was show­ing his sis­ter, Anosov, and his broth­er-in-law an al­bum of com­i­cal pic­tures drawn by him­self. The four were laugh­ing hearti­ly over the al­bum and this grad­u­al­ly at­tract­ed the oth­er guests who were not busy with card-play­ing.

				The al­bum served as a sort of sup­ple­ment to the satir­i­cal sto­ries told by Prince Vasi­ly. With his usu­al calm­ness, he was show­ing for ex­am­ple, “The His­to­ry of the Love Af­fairs of the Great Gen­er­al Anosov, Per­pe­trat­ed in Tur­key, Bul­gar­ia, and Oth­er Coun­tries”; or else, “The Ad­ven­tures of Prince Niko­lay-Bu­lat-Tuganovsky in Monte Car­lo,” etc.

				“And now, ladies and gen­tle­men, you will see the brief life sto­ry of our beloved sis­ter, Lud­mi­la Lvov­na,” said he, glanc­ing quick­ly at his sis­ter. “Part One. Child­hood. ‘The child grew, and it was called Li­ma.’ ”

				On the sheet of the al­bum was drawn the fig­ure of a small girl with her face in pro­file, yet show­ing two eyes, with bro­ken lines for her legs and long, ex­tend­ed fin­gers on her hands.

				“No­body ev­er called me Li­ma,” laughed Lud­mi­la Lvov­na.

				“Part Two. Her First Love. A cadet presents the maid­en with po­et­ry of his own cre­ation. He is seen kneel­ing be­fore her. The po­et­ry con­tains re­al gems. Here is an ex­am­ple:

				
					
						“ ‘Your foot, so beau­ti­ful and dain­ty—
						

						A sign of pas­sion sent from Heav­en!’
					

				

				“And here is an ac­tu­al rep­re­sen­ta­tion of the foot.

				“And in this pic­ture the cadet in­duces the in­no­cent Li­ma to elope with him. This is the elope­ment. And this is the crit­i­cal sit­u­a­tion; the en­raged fa­ther catch­es up with the elop­ers. The cadet, through cow­ardice, blames ev­ery­thing on poor Li­ma, in the fol­low­ing lines:

				
					
						“ ‘You spent an ex­tra hour with rouge and pow­der,
						

						And now the pur­suers are up­on us.
						

						Do any­thing you like, get your­self out of the scrape,
						

						I run away in­to the near­est bush­es.’ ”
					

				

				The life sto­ry of Li­ma was fol­lowed by a new sto­ry, en­ti­tled, “Princess Ve­ra and the En­am­oured Tele­graphist.”

				“This touch­ing po­em has on­ly been il­lus­trat­ed with pen and ink, and in col­ors,” ex­plained Vasi­ly Lvovich se­ri­ous­ly. “The text has not been pre­pared as yet.”

				“That’s some­thing new,” re­marked Anosov. “I’ve nev­er seen this be­fore.”

				“The lat­est news. Just out on the mar­ket.”

				Ve­ra touched his arm.

				“Do not show it,” said she.

				But Vasi­ly Lvovich ei­ther did not hear her, or did not pay at­ten­tion to her words.

				“The be­gin­ning of this sto­ry runs back in­to times pre­his­toric. One beau­ti­ful day in May, a maid­en by the name of Ve­ra re­ceived a let­ter with two kiss­ing pi­geons at the top of the sheet. This is the let­ter and these are the pi­geons.

				“The let­ter con­tained a dec­la­ra­tion of love, writ­ten with ab­so­lute de­fi­ance of all rules of spell­ing. It be­gins like this, ‘Oh, beau­ti­ful blonde la­dy, you, who … rag­ing sea of flame seething with­in my bo­som. … Your glance, like a poi­sonous snake, has pierced my suf­fer­ing soul. …’ At the end of the let­ter, there was the fol­low­ing mod­est sig­na­ture: ‘Ac­cord­ing to my branch of ser­vice, I am on­ly a poor tele­graphist, but my feel­ings are wor­thy of the great Lord George. I dare not dis­close my full name, as it is not fit to be pro­nounced. There­fore I sign this with my ini­tials on­ly, viz. P. P. Z. Please ad­dress your re­ply to Gen­er­al De­liv­ery.’ And here, ladies and gen­tle­men, you can be­hold the pic­ture of the tele­graphist him­self, very skil­ful­ly done in col­ors.

				“Ve­ra’s heart is pierced. Here is the heart and here, the ar­row. But, be­ing a well-be­haved and well-brought-up girl, she showed the let­ter to her par­ents and al­so to her friend to whom she was al­ready en­gaged, a very hand­some young man by the name of Vasya Sheyin. This is the il­lus­tra­tion. At some fu­ture time it will be ac­com­pa­nied by ex­pla­na­tion in verse.

				“Vasya Sheyin weeps with grief and re­turns Ve­ra her ring. ‘I dare not stand in the way of your hap­pi­ness,’ says he, ‘but I im­plore you not to do any­thing hasti­ly. Think well be­fore you act. My child, you know not life, and like a but­ter­fly you are fly­ing in­to the flames. While I, alas! I know well the cold and hyp­o­crit­i­cal world! Let me warn you that tele­graphists are fas­ci­nat­ing but crafty. They find in­ex­press­ible joy in de­ceiv­ing their in­ex­pe­ri­enced vic­tim with their proud beau­ty and false feel­ings, and then mock­ing her most cru­el­ly.’

				“Six months go by. In the midst of life’s tem­pes­tu­ous dance, Ve­ra for­gets her ad­mir­er and is mar­ried to hand­some young Vasya, but the tele­graphist does not for­get her. He dis­guis­es him­self as a flue clean­er and makes his way to Princess Ve­ra’s room. You can still see the traces of his five fin­gers and two lips on the car­pets, the cush­ions, the wall­pa­per, and even the par­quet floor.

				“Then he dis­guis­es him­self as a peas­ant wom­an and is hired as a dish­wash­er. But the ex­ces­sive at­ten­tions of our cook make him flee.

				“Now he is in the lu­natic asy­lum. And now he en­ters the monastery. But ev­ery day, with­out fail, he sends pas­sion­ate let­ters to Ve­ra. And you can still see the blots on the parts of the sheets where his tears fell.

				“Fi­nal­ly he dies and be­fore his death wills to Ve­ra two brass but­tons torn off his coat and a per­fume bot­tle filled with his tears. …”

				“Who wants tea?” asked Ve­ra Niko­layev­na.

			
			
				VII

				The au­tumn sun had al­ready set. The last red, thin band of light that was still burn­ing on the hori­zon line be­tween the dark cloud and the earth dis­ap­peared at last. Nei­ther the earth, nor the trees, nor the sky were vis­i­ble any more. On­ly the large stars over­head twin­kled, and a bluish beam of light rose up­ward from the light­house and spread out in­to a cir­cle of dull light, as though break­ing against the dome of the sky. The night but­ter­flies were fly­ing around the glass cov­ers of the can­dles. The star-shaped white flow­ers in the gar­den had a stronger odor in the midst of the dark­ness and cool­ness.

				Spesh­nikov, the vice-gov­er­nor, and Colonel Pona­marev had left some time ago and promised to send the car­riage back from the sta­tion to take the com­man­dant over. The re­main­ing guests sat on the pi­az­za. De­spite his protests, the gen­er­al was com­pelled to put on an over­coat and to agree to have his feet cov­ered with a rug. A bot­tle of his fa­vorite red Pom­mard wine was stand­ing be­fore him, while the two sis­ters were sit­ting by his side, fill­ing his glass with the old wine, slic­ing the cheese for him, and strik­ing match­es to light his cigar. The old com­man­dant was com­plete­ly hap­py.

				“Y‑yes. … Au­tumn is here, all right,” he was say­ing, gaz­ing at the can­dle flame and thought­ful­ly shak­ing his head. “It’s time for me to get back. And I must say, I don’t feel like go­ing. Now is the best time to live at the seashore, in qui­et and calm. …”

				“Why don’t you stay with us, grand­pa?” said Ve­ra.

				“Can’t do it, my dear, can’t do it. Ser­vice won’t let me. My fur­lough is over. … How I should like to stay here, though! The ros­es have such a fine odor now. In sum­mer on­ly the aca­cia has any odor, and it smells more like can­dy.”

				Ve­ra took two small ros­es out of a vase and in­sert­ed them in­to the but­ton­hole of the gen­er­al’s coat.

				“Thank you, Ve­ra.” Anosov bent his head, smelled the flow­ers, and then smiled with that fine smile of his.

				“This re­minds me of how we came to Bukharest. Once I was walk­ing in the street, when a very strong odor of ros­es stopped me. In front of me were two sol­diers hold­ing a beau­ti­ful cut-glass bot­tle of rose oil. They had al­ready rubbed their boots with it and oiled their ri­fle locks. ‘What have you got there?’ I asked them. ‘Some kind of oil, your Hon­or. We tried to use it in cook­ing, but it doesn’t work. And it smells fine!’ I gave them a rou­ble, and they were very glad to part with the bot­tle. Al­though the bot­tle was no more than half full, the way prices stood then, the oil was worth at least six­ty rou­bles. The sol­diers, great­ly pleased with the bar­gain, added: ‘And here is some kind of Turk­ish peas, your Hon­or. We tried to cook them but they are as hard as be­fore.’ It was cof­fee. I said to them: ‘This is good on­ly for the Turks, it will nev­er do for our sol­diers!’ It was luck that they didn’t eat any opi­um. I saw opi­um tablets in sev­er­al places.”

				“Grand­pa, tell me frankly,” said An­na, “were you ev­er afraid dur­ing bat­tles?”

				“That’s a fun­ny ques­tion to ask, An­na. Of course I was afraid. Don’t you be­lieve the peo­ple who tell you that they are not afraid and that the whis­tle of bul­lets is the sweet­est mu­sic in the world to them. A man like that is ei­ther crazy or else he is boast­ing. Ev­ery­body is afraid. On­ly one fel­low will lose all self-con­trol, and an­oth­er holds him­self well in hand. You see, the fear al­ways re­mains the same, but the abil­i­ty to hold your­self in hand de­vel­ops with prac­tice; that’s why we have he­roes and great men. And yet, there was one oc­ca­sion when I was al­most fright­ened to death.”

				“Won’t you tell us about it, grand­pa?” asked both sis­ters to­geth­er. They were still fond of lis­ten­ing to Anosov’s sto­ries, just as they had been in ear­ly child­hood. An­na even placed her el­bows on the ta­ble and rest­ed her chin on the palms of her hands, just as she had done when she was a child. There was a pe­cu­liar charm in his slow and art­less man­ner of nar­rat­ing. Even the phrase­ol­o­gy with which he nar­rat­ed his rem­i­nis­cences of­ten as­sumed a pe­cu­liar­ly awk­ward, some­what book­ish char­ac­ter. Some­times it seemed that he had learned a sto­ry in some dear old vol­ume.

				“It isn’t a long sto­ry,” said Anosov. “It was in win­ter, at Ship­ka, af­ter I was wound­ed in the head. There were four of us liv­ing in a dugout, and it was there that a pe­cu­liar thing hap­pened to me. One morn­ing, as I was get­ting up, it sud­den­ly ap­peared to me that my name was not Yakov but Niko­lay, and I could not pos­si­bly con­vince my­self of the fact that it was Yakov. I re­al­ized that I was los­ing my sens­es and cried for some wa­ter, with which I moist­ened my head, and that brought me back to my­self.”

				“I can just imag­ine how many con­quests you made among the wom­en there, Yakov Mikhailovich,” said Jen­nie Re­it­er. “You must have been very hand­some in your youth.”

				“Oh, our grand­pa is still hand­some!” ex­claimed An­na.

				“No, I guess I nev­er was very hand­some,” said Anosov, with a qui­et smile. “But I was nev­er dis­liked, over­much, ei­ther. A rather touch­ing in­ci­dent oc­curred in Bukharest. When we en­tered the city, the in­hab­i­tants met us with salutes of can­non from the pub­lic square, which dam­aged many win­dow­panes. But the win­dows, on whose sills stood glass­es of wa­ter, were not dam­aged. And this is how I found it out. When I came to the house to which I was bil­let­ed, I saw a small cage over which stood a large cut-glass bot­tle, filled with wa­ter. There were fish­es swim­ming in the wa­ter, and among them sat a ca­nary. That as­ton­ished me. But when I looked close­ly, I saw that the bot­tom of the bot­tle was so blown that it formed an arched space over the open top of the cage, and the ca­nary could fly in and sit on a perch. Af­ter­ward I ad­mit­ted to my­self that I was rather slow in grasp­ing things.

				“I went in­to the house and saw a beau­ti­ful lit­tle Bul­gar­i­an girl. I showed her my card, and asked her, by the way, why their win­dow­panes were not bro­ken. She said that it was on ac­count of the wa­ter, and ex­plained to me about the ca­nary, too. That’s how slow I was! Well, dur­ing our con­ver­sa­tion, our eyes met, and a spark passed be­tween us, just like elec­tric­i­ty, and I felt I had fall­en in love with her, ar­dent­ly and ir­recov­er­ably.”

				The old man be­came silent for a mo­ment, and slow­ly sipped the dark wine.

				“But you told her of your love, didn’t you?” asked the pi­anist.

				“Hm. … Of course. … But with­out … words. … This is how it hap­pened. …”

				“Grand­pa, I hope you won’t make us blush?” said An­na with a mis­chievous smile.

				“No, no. It is a very de­cent sto­ry. You see, wher­ev­er we came the in­hab­i­tants of the cities were not equal­ly cor­dial and re­spon­sive. But in Bukharest, they treat­ed us so well that when I start­ed play­ing the vi­o­lin once, the girls be­gan to dance, and we re­peat­ed this ev­ery day.

				“One evening, when we were danc­ing in the moon­light, I went in­to the hall, and my Bul­gar­i­an girl was there. When she saw me, she pre­tend­ed that she was sort­ing dry rose-leaves, whole sacks of which were gath­ered there. But I em­braced her and kissed her sev­er­al times.

				“Well, ev­ery time the moon and stars ap­peared in the sky, I has­tened to my beloved and with her for­got all my trou­bles. And when I had to leave, we swore eter­nal love, and part­ed for­ev­er.”

				“Is that all?” asked Lud­mi­la Lvov­na, plain­ly dis­ap­point­ed.

				“What more would you want?” replied the com­man­dant.

				“You will ex­cuse me, Yakov Mikhailovich, but that was not love; on­ly an or­di­nary mil­i­tary ad­ven­ture.”

				“Don’t know, my dear, don’t know whether that was love, or some oth­er feel­ing. …”

				“But now, tell me, didn’t you ev­er love with re­al, true love? You know, love which is … well, holy, pure, eter­nal, heav­en­ly. … Didn’t you ev­er love that way?”

				“I re­al­ly don’t know what to say,” an­swered the old man hes­i­tat­ing­ly, ris­ing from his chair. “I guess I nev­er did love that way. At first, I had no time: youth, cards, wine, the war. … It seemed that there would nev­er be an end to life, youth, and health. But be­fore I had time to turn around, I was al­ready a wreck. … And now, Ve­ra, don’t keep me any longer. Hus­sar,” said he, turn­ing to Bakhtin­sky, “the night is warm. Let’s walk a lit­tle way; we’ll meet the car­riage.”

				“I’ll go with you, grand­pa,” said Ve­ra.

				“And I, too,” added An­na.

				Be­fore they went away, Ve­ra said to her hus­band, in a low voice:

				“Go up to my room. There is a red case in the draw­er of the ta­ble, and a note in­side. Read it.”

			
			
				VIII

				An­na and Bakhtin­sky walked ahead, while the com­man­dant and Ve­ra fol­lowed, arm in arm, about twen­ty paces be­hind. The night was so black that dur­ing the first few min­utes, be­fore the eyes be­came ac­cus­tomed to the dark­ness af­ter the light of the rooms, it was nec­es­sary to feel for the road with the foot. Anosov, who, de­spite his age, still had very sharp eyes, had to help his com­pan­ion ev­ery lit­tle while. From time to time, with his large, cold hand, he stroked af­fec­tion­ate­ly Ve­ra’s hand, that lay light­ly on the bend of his over­coat sleeve.

				“Isn’t Lud­mi­la Lvov­na queer?” sud­den­ly said the gen­er­al, as if con­tin­u­ing his thought aloud. “I have of­ten no­ticed that when a wom­an is fifty, and es­pe­cial­ly if she is a wid­ow or an old maid, she al­ways likes to make fun of oth­er peo­ple’s love. Ei­ther she is spy­ing, or gos­sip­ing, or re­joic­ing at oth­er peo­ple’s mis­for­tunes, or try­ing to make oth­ers hap­py, or spread­ing ver­bal glue about the high­er love. And I say that in our times peo­ple don’t know how to love. I don’t see any re­al love. Didn’t see any in my time, ei­ther.”

				“Now, now, grand­pa,” Ve­ra re­tort­ed soft­ly, press­ing his hand a lit­tle, “why slan­der your­self? You were mar­ried, too. That means that you were in love, doesn’t it?”

				“Doesn’t mean any­thing of the sort, Ve­ra. Do you know how I got mar­ried? I saw her, such a fresh, naive girl, you know. And when she breathed, her bo­som rose and fell un­der her waist. She would low­er her long, long eye­lash­es, and sud­den­ly blush. And her skin was so del­i­cate and white, and her hands so warm and soft. Oh, the dev­il! And pa­pa and mam­ma walk around, look­ing at you with such dog­like eyes. And when you’d go away, she’d kiss you just once or twice be­hind the door. And at tea, her foot would touch yours, as though by ac­ci­dent. … Well, the thing was done. … ‘My dear Niki­ta Antonych, I came to ask you for your daugh­ter’s hand. Be­lieve me, she is a saint and …’ And pa­pa’s eyes are al­ready wet, and he is ready to kiss me. ‘My dear boy, we have been ex­pect­ing it for a long time. … God bless you. … Take good care of your trea­sure. …’ Well, three months af­ter the wed­ding, the ‘saint­ed trea­sure’ was al­ready run­ning about the house in a dirty ki­mono, with slip­pers on her bare feet, with her thin, un­combed hair all in curl-pa­per, flirt­ing with ser­vants like a cook, mak­ing faces at young of­fi­cers, talk­ing to them in a strange way, rolling her eyes. In the pres­ence of oth­ers, she would in­sist on call­ing me ‘Jacque,’ and pro­nounc­ing the word with a fun­ny nasal sound. And she was so ex­trav­a­gant, and greedy, and dirty, and false. And I knew that she was al­ways ly­ing with her eyes. … Now it is all over, and I can talk about it calm­ly. In my heart, I am even thank­ful to that ac­tor. … Thank God, there were no chil­dren. …”

				“But you for­gave them, grand­pa, didn’t you?”

				“For­gave? No, that’s not the word, Ve­ra. At first I was like mad. If I had met them then, I would have killed them both, of course. And then, by and by, I calmed down, and noth­ing re­mained but con­tempt. And it was well. God spared me un­nec­es­sary blood­shed. And be­sides, I es­caped the usu­al lot of hus­bands. What would I have been if it were not for this dis­gust­ing busi­ness? A beast of bur­den, a shame­ful con­niv­er, a cow to be milked, a screen, a con­ve­nient piece of house­hold goods. … No! It was bet­ter that way, Ve­ra.”

				“No, no, grand­pa. You will for­give me, but I think that it is your out­raged feel­ings that still speak in you. … You trans­fer your un­for­tu­nate ex­pe­ri­ence to the rest of mankind. Take Vasya and me, for in­stance. You would not call our mar­ried life un­for­tu­nate, would you?”

				Anosov was silent for a long time. Then he said slow­ly, al­most un­will­ing­ly:

				“Well … let us say … that you are an ex­cep­tion. … But look, why do most peo­ple mar­ry? Take a wom­an. She is ashamed of re­main­ing an old maid when all her friends are mar­ried. She does not want to re­main a bur­den on her fam­i­ly, wants to be in­de­pen­dent, to live for her­self. … And then, of course, there is the pure­ly phys­i­o­log­i­cal ne­ces­si­ty of moth­er­hood. Men have oth­er mo­tives. In the first place, he is tired of sin­gle life, of lack of or­der in his room, of restau­rants, dirt, cig­a­rette-stumps, torn clothes, debts, un­cer­e­mo­ni­ous friends, and so on. In the sec­ond place, it is bet­ter, health­i­er, and more eco­nom­i­cal to live a fam­i­ly life. In the third place, he thinks of the pos­si­ble chil­dren, and says to him­self: ‘I shall die, but a part of me will still re­main be­hind. …’ Some­thing like the il­lu­sion of im­mor­tal­i­ty. Then, again, there is the temp­ta­tion of in­no­cence, as with me, for in­stance. Some­times men think of the dowry. But where is love, dis­in­ter­est­ed, self-sac­ri­fic­ing, ex­pect­ing no re­ward—the love about which it has been said that it is ‘more pow­er­ful than death’? Where is the love, for which it is joy, and not la­bor, to make a sac­ri­fice, give up life, suf­fer pains? Wait, wait, Ve­ra, I know that you are go­ing to tell me about your Vasya. Yes, I like him. He is a good fel­low. And, per­haps, in the fu­ture, his love will ap­pear in the light of great beau­ty. But, think of the kind of love I mean. Love must be a tragedy, the great­est mys­tery in the world! No life com­forts, cal­cu­la­tions, or com­pro­mis­es must ev­er af­fect it.”

				“Did you ev­er see such love, grand­pa?” asked Ve­ra qui­et­ly.

				“No,” said the old man de­ci­sive­ly. “I do know of two cas­es some­what like it, though. Still, one of them was the re­sult of fool­ish­ness, and the oth­er … of weak­ness. I’ll tell you about them, if you like. It won’t take long.”

				“Please, grand­pa.”

				“Well, the colonel of one of the reg­i­ments of our di­vi­sion (not of mine, though) had a wife. The ugli­est-look­ing thing imag­in­able. Red-haired, and bony, and long, and with a big, big mouth. … Plas­ter­ing used to come from her face, as though it were the wall of an old Mos­cow res­i­dence. You know the kind: tem­per­a­men­tal, im­pe­ri­ous, full of con­tempt for ev­ery­body, and a pas­sion for va­ri­ety. A mor­phine fiend in­to the bar­gain.

				“Well, once, in the fall, a new­ly baked en­sign was sent to the reg­i­ment, a reg­u­lar yel­low-mouthed spar­row just out of a mil­i­tary school. In a month’s time, the old mare had him un­der her thumb. He was her page, and her ser­vant, and her slave; al­ways danced with her, car­ried her fan and hand­ker­chief, rushed out in­to the cold to call her car­riage. It is an aw­ful thing when a clean-mind­ed and in­no­cent boy lays his first love at the feet of an old, ex­pe­ri­enced, and im­pe­ri­ous lib­er­tine. Even if he comes out un­hurt, you can still count him as lost. It’s a stamp for life.

				“To­ward Christ­mas, she was al­ready tired of him. She went back to one of her for­mer pas­sions. But he couldn’t give her up. He would trail her, like a ghost. He grew thin and dark. Us­ing ex­alt­ed lan­guage, ‘death al­ready lay up­on his lofty brow.’ He was ter­ri­bly jeal­ous of ev­ery­body. It was said that he used to stand for whole nights un­der her win­dow.

				“Once, in the spring, their reg­i­ment had an out­ing or a pic­nic. I knew both her and him per­son­al­ly, al­though I was not present when it hap­pened. As usu­al ev­ery­body drank a good deal. They were com­ing back on foot, along the rail­road-tracks. Sud­den­ly a freight-train ap­peared, com­ing to­ward them. It was go­ing up a steep slope, very slow­ly, sig­nalling all the time. And when the head­lights were al­ready very near, she whis­pered in the en­sign’s ears: ‘You al­ways say that you love me. And if I were to or­der you to throw your­self un­der the train, I am sure you wouldn’t do it.’ He nev­er said a word, but rushed right un­der the train. They say that he had cal­cu­lat­ed cor­rect­ly to land be­tween the front and the rear wheels of a car, so as to be cut in half, but some id­iot start­ed hold­ing him back. On­ly he wasn’t strong enough to pull the en­sign off the rail, which he clutched with his hands. So both of his hands were lopped off.”

				“How hor­ri­ble!” ex­claimed Ve­ra.

				“The en­sign had to leave ser­vice. His friends got a lit­tle mon­ey to­geth­er and helped him go away. He couldn’t stay in the city and be a con­stant liv­ing re­proach to her and the whole reg­i­ment. And the man was lost in the most scoundrel­ly man­ner; he be­came a beg­gar and froze to death some­where near the Pe­ters­burg piers. …

				“The oth­er case was re­al­ly piti­ful. The wom­an was of the same sort as the oth­er, on­ly young and pret­ty. And she be­haved very, very bad­ly. It dis­gust­ed even us, al­though we were used to re­gard­ing these home ro­mances rather light­ly. The hus­band knew ev­ery­thing and saw ev­ery­thing, but nev­er said a word. His friends hint­ed about it, but he just said: ‘Oh, let it alone. It is none of my busi­ness. As long as Lenochka is hap­py. …’ Such a jack­ass!

				“Fi­nal­ly she tied up with Lieu­tenant Vish­ni­akov, a sub­al­tern in their com­pa­ny. And so they lived, two hus­bands and one wife—as though that were the ac­cept­ed form of wed­lock. Then our reg­i­ment was sent to war. Our ladies came to see us off, and it was re­al­ly a shame to look at her. Out of plain de­cen­cy, she might have looked at her hus­band at least once. But no, she hung around her lieu­tenant’s neck, like the dev­il on a dead wil­low. When we were in the train, she had the in­so­lence to say to her hus­band: ‘Re­mem­ber that you must take care of Volodya. If any­thing should hap­pen to him, I’ll go away from home and nev­er come back. And I’ll take the chil­dren with me.’

				“And you might think that this cap­tain was some weak­ling? A rag? A cow­ard? Not at all. As brave a sol­dier as ev­er there was. At Green Moun­tain he led his men six times to at­tack the Turk­ish re­doubt. Out of his two hun­dred men on­ly four­teen re­mained. He him­self was wound­ed twice, and still re­fused to go to the hos­pi­tal. That’s the kind of a fel­low he was. His men sim­ply adored him.

				“But she told him. … His Lenochka told him!

				“And he looked af­ter this cow­ard and drone, Vish­ni­akov, like a nurse, like a moth­er. At night, when they had to sleep in the mud, he cov­ered him with his own coat. He used to take his place when it came to sap­per work, while the lieu­tenant stayed in bed or played cards. At night he took his place at in­spect­ing the out­posts. And at that time, Ve­ra, the bashi-bazouks cut down our pick­ets, as a peas­ant wom­an cuts cab­bage-heads. I tell you, we all heaved a sigh of re­lief when we learned that Vish­ni­akov died of ty­phoid fever. …”

				“Grand­pa, and have you met any wom­en who re­al­ly loved?”

				“Oh, yes, sure­ly, Ve­ra. And I’ll say even more. I am sure that ev­ery wom­an is ca­pa­ble of the lofti­est hero­ism in her love. When she kiss­es a man, em­braces him, be­comes his wife, she is al­ready a moth­er. If she loves, love for her is the whole pur­pose of life, the whole uni­verse. It is not her fault that love has as­sumed such dis­gust­ing forms and has be­come de­grad­ed sim­ply to a small amuse­ment, a sort of con­ve­nience. It is men’s fault, for they be­come sa­ti­at­ed at twen­ty, and live on, with bod­ies like those of chick­ens, and souls like those of hares, in­ca­pable of pow­er­ful de­sires, of hero­ic deeds, of ado­ra­tion be­fore love. Peo­ple say that it was dif­fer­ent be­fore. And if it wasn’t, did not the best hu­man minds and souls dream of it—the po­ets, the nov­el­ists, the artists, the mu­si­cians? A few days ago, I read the sto­ry of Manon Lescaut and Cav­a­lier de Grieux. … Would you be­lieve me that I wept over it? Now tell me tru­ly, doesn’t ev­ery wom­an, in her in­most soul, dream of such a love, which is all-for­giv­ing, mod­est, self-sac­ri­fic­ing, self-deny­ing?”

				“Oh, sure­ly, sure­ly, grand­pa. …”

				“And if they do not have love like that, wom­en take vengeance. An­oth­er thir­ty years will go by. … I shall not see it, but you, Ve­ra, may. In some thir­ty years from now, wom­en will have an un­heard-of pow­er. They will be dressed like Hin­du idols. They will tram­ple us men un­der foot, like con­temptible, cring­ing slaves. Their mad fan­cies and whims will be­come painful laws for us. And all this will come about be­cause, in the course of whole gen­er­a­tions, we had not learned to adore love. That will be the re­venge. You know the law of ac­tion and re­ac­tion, don’t you?”

				Af­ter a mo­ment’s si­lence, he sud­den­ly asked:

				“Tell me, Ve­ra, if it isn’t too hard, what kind of a sto­ry is that one about the tele­graphist, the one that Prince Vasi­ly told tonight? How much of it is truth, and how much is just imag­i­na­tion, as in all his sto­ries?”

				“Does it in­ter­est you, grand­pa?”

				“Just as you like, Ve­ra. If you wouldn’t like. …”

				“Why, no, not at all. I should be very glad to tell you.”

				And she told the com­man­dant how some mad­man be­gan to an­noy her with his love two years be­fore her mar­riage. She had nev­er seen him and did not know his name. He on­ly wrote to her, and signed his let­ters “G. S. Z.” In one of the let­ters he men­tioned the fact that he was a pet­ty of­fi­cial in some gov­ern­ment in­sti­tu­tion—he had nev­er said any­thing about be­ing a tele­graphist. He was ev­i­dent­ly watch­ing all her move­ments, as in his let­ters he men­tioned ac­cu­rate­ly the places that she had vis­it­ed, as well as the dress­es she had worn. At first the let­ters were rather vul­gar and cu­ri­ous­ly pas­sion­ate. But once Ve­ra sent him a note (this fact should not be men­tioned at home, as no one there knows about it), ask­ing him to stop an­noy­ing her with his dec­la­ra­tions of love. From that time on he nev­er men­tioned his love, and wrote but sel­dom, on New Year’s Day, East­er, and her birth­day. Princess Ve­ra told Anosov al­so about that morn­ing’s present and re­peat­ed, al­most word for word, the strange let­ter of her mys­te­ri­ous ad­mir­er. …

				“Ye‑es,” said the gen­er­al slow­ly, when she had fin­ished. “Per­haps this fel­low is mad, a plain ma­ni­ac. But then, who knows? Per­haps your life path has been crossed by the kind of love of which all wom­en dream, and of which men are in­ca­pable nowa­days? Don’t you see any lights over there? That must be my car­riage.”

				At the same time, the loud snort­ing of an au­to­mo­bile was heard from be­hind, and the rough road shone with white acety­lene light. It was Gus­tav Ivanovich’s car.

				“I took your things along, An­na. Get in,” said he. “Won’t you al­low me to take you over, your Ex­cel­len­cy?”

				“No, thanks,” said the gen­er­al. “I don’t like that ma­chine. It on­ly shakes you up and has all sorts of smells, but you can’t en­joy it. Well, good night, Ve­ra. I am go­ing to come of­ten now,” added he, kiss­ing Ve­ra’s hand and fore­head.

				They part­ed. Mr. Friesse brought Ve­ra Niko­layev­na to the gates of her home, then swung his car around and dis­ap­peared in the dark­ness, to­geth­er with his snort­ing and howl­ing au­to­mo­bile.

			
			
				IX

				It was with an un­pleas­ant feel­ing that Princess Ve­ra came up the steps of the pi­az­za and en­tered the house. Even at a dis­tance she heard the loud voice of her broth­er Niko­lay, and when she came near­er to the house she saw him walk­ing rapid­ly from one end of the room to the oth­er. Vasi­ly Lvovich was sit­ting at the card-ta­ble and, his large, light-haired head bent over the ta­ble, was draw­ing fig­ures on the green cloth.

				“Haven’t I been in­sist­ing on it for a long time?” Niko­lay was say­ing an­gri­ly, mak­ing a ges­ture with his right hand as though he was try­ing to throw a heavy ob­ject on the floor. “Haven’t I been in­sist­ing for a long time that this whole his­to­ry of fool­ish let­ters must come to an end? Even be­fore you and Ve­ra were mar­ried, when I was as­sur­ing you that you were both mere­ly amus­ing your­selves like chil­dren, and saw noth­ing but fun and amuse­ment in them. … Oh, here is Ve­ra her­self. … Why, we were just talk­ing with Vasi­ly Lvovich, about that crazy fel­low of yours, that P. P. Z. I con­sid­er this cor­re­spon­dence both in­so­lent and dis­gust­ing.”

				“There was no cor­re­spon­dence at all,” in­ter­rupt­ed Prince Sheyin cold­ly. “He was the on­ly one that wrote.”

				Ve­ra blushed at this and sat down on the couch in the shad­ow of the large house plant.

				“I apol­o­gize for us­ing that ex­pres­sion,” said Niko­lay Niko­layevich and again threw to the ground some in­vis­i­ble, heavy ob­ject which he seemed to have torn away from his chest.

				“And I do not un­der­stand at all why you in­sist on call­ing him mine,” added Ve­ra, glad of her hus­band’s sup­port. “He is just as much yours as mine.”

				“All right, I apol­o­gize again. But at any rate what I want to say is that it is time to put an end to all this non­sense. It seems to me that things have gone be­yond the lim­it with­in which one can laugh and draw fun­ny pic­tures. And be­lieve me, if there is any­thing that I am wor­ry­ing about just now, it is the good name of Ve­ra, and yours, too, Vasi­ly Lvovich.”

				“Oh, I am afraid that is putting the thing a lit­tle bit too strong, Kolya,” replied Sheyin.

				“That’s pos­si­ble, but both of you run a risk of find­ing your­selves in a very fun­ny sit­u­a­tion.”

				“I do not see how,” said the prince.

				“Just imag­ine that this id­i­ot­ic bracelet,” Niko­lay picked up the red case from the ta­ble and im­me­di­ate­ly re­placed it with a ges­ture of aver­sion, “that this mon­strous trin­ket will re­main in your hands, or we shall throw it away, or give it to the maid. Then, in the first place, P. P. Z. can boast to his friends of the fact that Princess Ve­ra Niko­layev­na Sheyin ac­cepts his presents, and in the sec­ond place, he might be en­cour­aged to re­peat the same feat. To­mor­row he might send you a di­a­mond ring, the day af­ter to­mor­row, a pearl neck­lace, and then, all of a sud­den, he will find him­self on tri­al for em­bez­zle­ment or forgery, and Prince Sheyin to­geth­er with his wife will have to ap­pear as wit­ness­es at the tri­al. That would be a fine sit­u­a­tion, in­deed.”

				“Oh, no, the bracelet must be sent back at once!” ex­claimed Vasi­ly Lvovich.

				“I think so, too,” said Ve­ra, “and the soon­er the bet­ter. But how are you go­ing to do it? We know nei­ther his name nor his ad­dress.”

				“That’s a very small mat­ter,” replied Niko­lay Niko­layevich con­temp­tu­ous­ly. “We know his ini­tials, P. P. Z. Is not that right, Ve­ra?”

				“G. S. Z.”

				“That’s fine. More­over, we know that he’s some kind of an of­fi­cial. That’s quite suf­fi­cient. To­mor­row I will get a copy of the city di­rec­to­ry and will find there an of­fi­cial with these ini­tials. And if for some rea­son or oth­er, I do not find him that way, I shall sim­ply call in a de­tec­tive and or­der him to find the man for me. In case of dif­fi­cul­ty, I shall make use of this note which gives us an idea of his hand­writ­ing. At any rate, by two o’clock to­mor­row af­ter­noon, I shall know ex­act­ly the name and ad­dress of this young fel­low and even the time when he can be found at home. And once I know this, we can see him to­mor­row, re­turn him his trea­sure, and take prop­er mea­sures to make sure that he will nev­er again re­mind us of his ex­is­tence.”

				“What do you pro­pose to do?” asked Prince Vasi­ly Lvovich.

				“I will go to the gov­er­nor and ask him. …”

				“Oh, no, not to the gov­er­nor. You know the re­la­tions that ex­ist be­tween us two. … If you do that, then we shall be sure to find our­selves in a fun­ny sit­u­a­tion.”

				“All right, then, I will go to the colonel of the gen­darmes. We be­long to the same club. I will ask him to get this Romeo down to his of­fice and tell him a few things. You know how he does it? He just brings a fin­ger right close to the man’s nose and shakes it there, as though to say: ‘I won’t stand for any­thing like that, sir.’ ”

				“No, no, not through the gen­darmes,” said Ve­ra.

				“That’s right, Ve­ra,” added the prince. “It would be bet­ter not to mix in any out­siders. There would be all sorts of ru­mors and gos­sip if we do. We know our town well enough; ev­ery­body lives here as though in a glass jar. … I guess I my­self will go to see this young fel­low. … Though, the Lord knows, he may be six­ty. … I will re­turn him the bracelet, and have it out with him.”

				“Then I will go with you,” in­ter­rupt­ed Niko­lay Niko­layevich. “You are not stern enough. Let me do the talk­ing. … And now, my friends,” he took out his watch and con­sult­ed it, “you will have to ex­cuse me. I shall go up to my room now. I have two cas­es to look over be­fore to­mor­row morn­ing.”

				“I be­gin to feel sor­ry for this un­for­tu­nate fel­low, some­how or oth­er,” said Ve­ra in­de­ci­sive­ly.

				“There is noth­ing to feel sor­ry for,” said Niko­lay sharply turn­ing around, al­ready in the door­way. “If a man of our cir­cle had per­mit­ted him­self to send this bracelet and the let­ter, Prince Vasi­ly would have had to chal­lenge him to a du­el. And if he would not have done it, I cer­tain­ly would. And if this had hap­pened a good many years ago, the chances are I would have or­dered him tak­en to my sta­ble and flogged there. Wait for me to­mor­row at your of­fice, Vasi­ly—I shall let you know by tele­phone.”

			
			
				X

				The filthy stair­case smelled of mice, cats, kerosene, and wash­ings. On the sixth floor, Prince Vasi­ly Lvovich stopped for a mo­ment.

				“Wait a few sec­onds,” said he to his broth­er-in-law. “Let me rest awhile. I am afraid we should not have done this, Kolya.”

				They went up an­oth­er two flights. It was so dark in the hall that Niko­lay Niko­layevich had to light two match­es be­fore he fi­nal­ly found the num­ber of the apart­ment he was look­ing for.

				When he rang the bell the door was opened by a stout, gray-haired wom­an, with her body bent for­ward a lit­tle, as though by some dis­ease.

				“Is Mr. Zheltkov in?” asked Niko­lay Niko­layevich.

				The wom­an looked hasti­ly and in con­fu­sion from one to the oth­er, and back again. The re­spectable ap­pear­ance of both of them ev­i­dent­ly re­as­sured her.

				“Yes, he is in. Step in, please,” said she, open­ing the door. “First door to the left.”

				Bu­lat-Tuganovsky knocked three times. A rus­tle was heard in­side the room. He knocked again.

				“Come in,” was heard weak­ly from the room.

				The room was very low but very large, and al­most square in shape. Two round win­dows, that re­mind­ed one of steam­er win­dows, light­ed it dim­ly. The whole room looked more like the cab­in of a freight-steam­er. A nar­row bed stood against one of its walls, a very large and broad di­van cov­ered with a worn, though still beau­ti­ful car­pet, rest­ed against an­oth­er, and a ta­ble with a col­ored Lit­tle-Rus­sian cloth stood in the mid­dle.

				The face of the oc­cu­pant of this room was not vis­i­ble at first, as he was stand­ing with his back to the light, rub­bing his hands in con­fu­sion. He was tall and thin, with long, soft hair.

				“Mr. Zheltkov, if I am not mis­tak­en?” asked Niko­lay Niko­layevich haugh­ti­ly.

				“Yes. I am very glad to see you.” He made two steps in the di­rec­tion to­ward Tuganovsky with his hand out­stretched, but at that mo­ment, as though not not­ing his greet­ing, Niko­lay Niko­layevich turned around to where Sheyin was stand­ing.

				“I told you that we did not make any mis­take.”

				Zheltkov’s thin, ner­vous ringers moved rapid­ly up and down the front of his brown coat, un­but­ton­ing it and but­ton­ing it again. Fi­nal­ly he said, bow­ing awk­ward­ly and point­ing to the di­van:

				“Won’t you be seat­ed, please?”

				Now his face was vis­i­ble. It was very pale, al­most ef­fem­i­nate, with blue eyes and a dim­pled chin that in­di­cat­ed stub­born­ness. He looked about thir­ty or thir­ty-five.

				“Thank you,” said Prince Sheyin, look­ing at him at­ten­tive­ly.

				“Mer­ci,” replied Niko­lay Niko­layevich. Both re­mained stand­ing. “We came here on­ly for a few min­utes. This is Prince Vasi­ly Lvovich Sheyin, pres­i­dent of the lo­cal As­sem­bly of No­bles. My name is Mirza-Bu­lat-Tuganovsky. I am as­sis­tant dis­trict at­tor­ney. The mat­ter about which I shall have the hon­or of speak­ing to you con­cerns equal­ly both the prince and my­self, or, rather, the prince’s wife, and my sis­ter.”

				Zheltkov be­came even more con­fused, sat down silent­ly on the di­van and whis­pered, “Won’t you be seat­ed?” but, ev­i­dent­ly re­call­ing that he had al­ready in­vit­ed them to be seat­ed, he jumped up to his feet, ran over to the win­dow, and then re­turned to his old place. And again his trem­bling fin­gers moved up and down the front of his coat, tug­ging at the but­tons, then mov­ing up to his face and touch­ing his light mus­tache.

				“I am at your ser­vice, your High­ness,” said he in a dull voice, look­ing at Vasi­ly Lvovich with en­treaty in his eyes.

				But Sheyin re­mained silent, while Niko­lay Niko­layevich be­gan to talk.

				“In the first place, al­low us to re­turn you this thing,” said he tak­ing the red case out of his pock­et and plac­ing it on the ta­ble. “No doubt it does hon­or to your taste, but we would ask you to see that such sur­pris­es are not re­peat­ed any more.”

				“I beg your par­don. … I re­al­ize my­self that I was a fool,” whis­pered Zheltkov, blush­ing and look­ing down on the floor. “May I of­fer you some tea?”

				“Now you see, Mr. Zheltkov,” con­tin­ued Niko­lay Niko­layevich, as though he did not hear Zheltkov’s last words, “I am very glad to find you a gen­tle­man, and one who un­der­stands things per­fect­ly. It seems to me that we will be able to come to an un­der­stand­ing very soon. Un­less I am mis­tak­en, you have been writ­ing let­ters to Ve­ra Niko­layev­na for sev­en or eight years?”

				“Yes,” an­swered Zheltkov qui­et­ly, low­er­ing his eye­lash­es rev­er­ent­ly.

				“Un­til the present time we did not un­der­take any­thing against you, al­though, as you will your­self agree, we not on­ly could have, but should have done it.”

				“Yes.”

				“Yes. But your last ac­tion in send­ing this bracelet of gar­nets car­ried you be­yond the lim­it of our pa­tience. Do you un­der­stand? Our pa­tience is at an end. I shall be frank with you. Our first thought was to seek the aid of the au­thor­i­ties. But we did not do that, and I am very glad that we didn’t, be­cause, I re­peat, I re­al­ized im­me­di­ate­ly that you are a man of no­ble­ness of mind.”

				“I beg your par­don. What did you say just then?” sud­den­ly asked Zheltkov and laughed. “You want­ed to seek the aid of the au­thor­i­ties? Isn’t that what you said?” He put his hands in his pock­ets, sat down com­fort­ably on the di­van, then took out a cig­a­rette-case and match­es, and light­ed a cig­a­rette.

				“And so you said that you were go­ing to seek the aid of the au­thor­i­ties? You will ex­cuse me for sit­ting down, won’t you?” said he, turn­ing to Sheyin. “Yes, I am lis­ten­ing.”

				The prince moved the chair over to the ta­ble and sat down. He could not take his gaze from the face of this pe­cu­liar man and was gaz­ing at him with per­plex­i­ty and cu­rios­i­ty.

				“But you see, my dear fel­low, that we can al­ways fall back on this mea­sure,” con­tin­ued Niko­lay Niko­layevich, a lit­tle in­so­lent­ly. “To break in­to an­oth­er man’s fam­i­ly. …”

				“I beg your par­don, but I shall have to in­ter­rupt you. …”

				“I beg your par­don, but I shall have to in­ter­rupt you, now …” al­most shout­ed Tuganovsky.

				“Just as you like. Pro­ceed. I am lis­ten­ing to you. But I have a few words to say to Prince Vasi­ly Lvovich. …”

				And with­out pay­ing any more at­ten­tion to Tuganovsky, he said:

				“This is the most dif­fi­cult mo­ment of my life. And I must speak to you, prince, out­side of all con­ven­tion­al­i­ties. Will you lis­ten to me?”

				“I am lis­ten­ing,” said Sheyin. “Now, won’t you keep qui­et for a few min­utes, Kolya,” said he im­pa­tient­ly, not­ing Tuganovsky’s an­gry ges­ture. “I am lis­ten­ing.”

				For a few sec­onds it seemed as though Zheltkov was suf­fo­cat­ing. Then he sud­den­ly be­gan to talk, though his white lips seemed to be per­fect­ly mo­tion­less.

				“It is hard to say … to say that I love your wife. But sev­en years of hope­less and per­fect­ly po­lite love give me a right to say this. I agree with you that I was at fault when I wrote fool­ish let­ters to Ve­ra Niko­layev­na be­fore she was mar­ried, and even ex­pect­ed to re­ceive a re­ply. I agree al­so that my last act, in send­ing this bracelet, was even more fool­ish. But … I am look­ing you straight in the eyes now, and I feel that you will un­der­stand me. I know it is out­side of my pow­er to stop lov­ing her. … Tell me, prince … sup­pose that this is un­pleas­ant to you … tell me, what you would have done in or­der to make me stop it? Would you have sent me to an­oth­er city, as Niko­lay Niko­layevich has just said? What dif­fer­ence would that make? I would still con­tin­ue to love Ve­ra Niko­layev­na just as be­fore. Would you send me to prison? But even there I will find some way of let­ting her know of my ex­is­tence. There is on­ly one thing that re­mains, and that is death. … If you wish it, I shall take death in any form you pre­scribe.”

				“Now, look here, this sounds more like recit­ing dra­mat­ic po­et­ry than do­ing busi­ness,” said Niko­lay Niko­layevich, putting on his hat. “The mat­ter is quite sim­ple. You will choose one of the two: ei­ther you will stop pes­ter­ing Ve­ra Niko­layev­na with your let­ters, or else, if you do not stop, we shall have to take mea­sures which our po­si­tion en­ables us to take.”

				But Zheltkov did not even look at him, al­though he heard his words. He turned to Prince Vasi­ly Lvovich and said:

				“Will you al­low me to leave you for ten min­utes? I will not con­ceal from you that I am go­ing to speak to Princess Ve­ra Niko­layev­na on the tele­phone. I as­sure you that I shall re­peat to you ev­ery­thing that I will find it pos­si­ble to re­peat.”

				“Go,” said Sheyin.

				When Vasi­ly Lvovich and Tuganovsky re­mained alone, Niko­lay Niko­layevich im­me­di­ate­ly be­gan to scold his broth­er-in-law.

				“Now, this is im­pos­si­ble,” he was shout­ing and mak­ing ges­tures as though he were throw­ing an ob­ject to the ground. “Did I not warn you that I was go­ing to do all of the talk­ing? And there you went, and weak­ened down, and let him tell all about his feel­ings. I would have done the thing in two words.”

				“Wait a few min­utes,” said Prince Vasi­ly Lvovich. “Things will be­come clear in a few min­utes. The main thing is that when I see his face I feel that this man is un­able to de­ceive and to lie. And just think, Kolya, it is not his fault that he can­not con­trol his love. No­body can do it. You know per­fect­ly well it is a feel­ing that has not even now been ex­plained.” Af­ter a mo­ment’s re­flec­tion, the prince con­tin­ued: “I am sor­ry for this man. And not on­ly sor­ry for him, but I feel that we stand in the pres­ence of a great tragedy, and I can­not play the part of the clown.”

				“This is deca­dence and noth­ing else,” said Niko­lay Niko­layevich.

				Ten min­utes lat­er Zheltkov re­turned. His eyes were glis­ten­ing and had an ex­pres­sion of pro­fun­di­ty as though filled with un­shed tears. It was ev­i­dent that he had for­got­ten who was ex­pect­ed to sit and where. And again Sheyin un­der­stood.

				“I am ready,” said Zheltkov. “To­mor­row you will see noth­ing more of me. You may con­sid­er me dead. But there is one con­di­tion—I am say­ing this to you, Prince Vasi­ly Lvovich—you see, I have spent mon­ey that did not be­long to me, and I have to leave the city im­me­di­ate­ly. Will you al­low me to write my last let­ter to Princess Ve­ra Niko­layev­na?”

				“No. Ev­ery­thing is over now. No more let­ters,” shout­ed Niko­lay Niko­layevich.

				“All right, write it,” said Sheyin.

				“That’s all,” said Zheltkov, with a haughty smile. “You will nev­er again hear from me, nor, of course, see me. Princess Ve­ra Niko­layev­na did not wish to speak with me. But when I asked her whether I may re­main in the city, in or­der to see her from time to time, with­out, of course, her see­ing me, she replied: ‘Oh, if you on­ly knew how tired I am of all this! Won’t you please put an end to it?’ And now I am putting an end to it. I think I have done all that I can.”

				When he re­turned home that night Vasi­ly Lvovich re­peat­ed to his wife all the de­tails of his in­ter­view with Zheltkov. He felt him­self obliged to do this.

				Al­though she was trou­bled, Ve­ra did not seem as­ton­ished and did not be­come con­fused. On­ly, that night, when her hus­band came over to her, she sud­den­ly turned her face to the wall and said: “Let me alone. I know that this man is go­ing to kill him­self.”

			
			
				XI

				Princess Ve­ra Niko­layev­na nev­er read the news­pa­pers; in the first place be­cause they soiled her hands and, in the sec­ond, be­cause she could not make any­thing out of the way the news is re­port­ed nowa­days.

				But fate made her open the news­pa­per sheet al­most at the spot where she read the fol­low­ing:

				
					“A mys­te­ri­ous death. Last night at about sev­en o’clock, an of­fi­cial of the De­part­ment of Con­trol, G. S. Zheltkov, com­mit­ted sui­cide. Ac­cord­ing to the in­for­ma­tion ob­tained by the coro­ner, the sui­cide came as a re­sult of the late Zheltkov’s em­bez­zle­ment. This fact was men­tioned in a let­ter left by the sui­cide. In view of the fact that the tes­ti­mo­ny of the wit­ness­es made it ap­par­ent that the act was com­mit­ted of his own free will, it was de­cid­ed not to per­form an au­top­sy.”

				

				Read­ing this, Ve­ra thought to her­self:

				“Why is it that I felt this was com­ing, this very, trag­ic end? And what was it, love or in­san­i­ty?”

				She walked up and down the gar­den and the or­chard paths all day long. Her rest­less­ness would not let her sit down for a mo­ment. All her thoughts were con­cen­trat­ed on this un­known man, whom she had nev­er seen, and whom, per­haps, she would nev­er see.

				“Who knows? Per­haps your life path was crossed by a re­al, self-sac­ri­fic­ing, true love,” she re­called Anosov’s words.

				At six o’clock the mail came. Ve­ra read­i­ly rec­og­nized Zheltkov’s hand­writ­ing, and with a ten­der­ness, which she did not her­self ex­pect, she opened the let­ter. It ran as fol­lows:

				
					“It is not my fault, Ve­ra Niko­layev­na, that God has willed to send me such great hap­pi­ness as my love for you. It so hap­pened that noth­ing in life in­ter­ests me, nei­ther pol­i­tics, nor sci­ence, nor care for the fu­ture hap­pi­ness of mankind—my whole life was con­cen­trat­ed in my feel­ing to­ward you. And now I feel that I cut in­to your life like an un­wel­come wedge. If you can, for­give me for this. I am leav­ing to­day nev­er to re­turn, and there will be noth­ing that will re­mind you of me.

					“I am on­ly in­fin­ite­ly thank­ful to you be­cause you are in ex­is­tence. I have sub­ject­ed my­self to all sorts of tests; this is not a dis­ease, a ma­ni­a­cal delu­sion, but love which God has grant­ed me to re­ward me for some­thing or oth­er.

					“Even if I should ap­pear lu­di­crous in your eyes and in those of your broth­er, Niko­lay Niko­layevich—go­ing away for­ev­er I still re­peat in ado­ra­tion: ‘May your name be holy forever­more.’ ”

					“I saw you for the first time eight years ago in the box of a the­atre, and I said to my­self in the very first sec­ond: ‘I love her be­cause there is noth­ing in the world that is like her, there is noth­ing bet­ter, there is not an an­i­mal, not a plant, not a star, not a hu­man be­ing more beau­ti­ful and more del­i­cate than she is.’ The whole beau­ty of the earth seemed to me to have be­come em­bod­ied in you.

					“Just think of what I should have done un­der the cir­cum­stances. To run away to an­oth­er city? My heart would have still been near you and ev­ery mo­ment of my life would have been filled with you, with thoughts of you, with dreams about you—with a sweet delir­i­um. I am very much ashamed be­cause of that fool­ish bracelet, but that was just a mis­take of mine. I can imag­ine what an im­pres­sion the whole thing made on your guests!

					“In ten min­utes I shall be gone. I shall on­ly have time to put a stamp on this let­ter and drop it in the mail­box, for I would not have any­one else do it. Will you please burn this let­ter? I have just lit a fire in my stove and am burn­ing up ev­ery­thing that was dear­est to me in life: your hand­ker­chief which I stole—you left it on your chair at a ball; your note—oh, how I kissed it!—in which you for­bade me to write to you; the pro­gramme of an art ex­hi­bi­tion which you once held in your hands and left on your chair on go­ing out. … Ev­ery­thing is fin­ished. I have put an end to ev­ery­thing, but I still think, and I am even sure of it, that you will re­mem­ber me some­times. And if you should hap­pen to re­mem­ber, then. … I know that you are mu­si­cal, for of­ten­est of all I saw you at the Beethoven con­certs—if you should re­mem­ber, will you please play or have some­body else play for you the Sonata in D-dur, No. 2, Op. 2.

					“I do not know how to fin­ish this let­ter. From the bot­tom of my heart I thank you be­cause you were the on­ly joy of my life, my on­ly so­lace, my on­ly thought. May God grant you hap­pi­ness, may noth­ing tran­sient and vain trou­ble your beau­ti­ful soul. I kiss your hand. G. S. Z.”

				

				She came to her hus­band with her eyes red from tears and, show­ing him the let­ter, said:

				“I do not want to con­ceal any­thing from you, but I feel that some­thing ter­ri­ble has forced it­self in­to our life. You and Niko­lay must have done some­thing that should not have been done.”

				Prince Sheyin read the let­ter at­ten­tive­ly, fold­ed it care­ful­ly, and said, af­ter a long si­lence:

				“I have no doubt that this man was sin­cere, and what is more, I do not dare to an­a­lyze his feel­ings to­ward you.”

				“Is he dead?” asked Ve­ra.

				“Yes, he is dead. I will on­ly say that he did love you and was not mad. I did not take my eyes away from him, and I saw ev­ery move­ment of his face. Life was im­pos­si­ble for him with­out you. And it seemed to me that I was in the pres­ence of a suf­fer­ing so colos­sal, that men die when once strick­en by it, and I al­most re­al­ized that there was a dead man be­fore me. I hard­ly knew what to do in his pres­ence, how to con­duct my­self. …”

				“Would it pain you, Vasya,” in­ter­rupt­ed Ve­ra Niko­layev­na, “if I should go to the city and see his corpse?”

				“No, no, Ve­ra, on the con­trary. I would have gone my­self, but Niko­lay spoiled ev­ery­thing for me. I am afraid I would feel con­strained.”

			
			
				XII

				Ve­ra Niko­layev­na stepped from her car­riage when it came with­in two blocks of Luther Street. She did not en­counter any dif­fi­cul­ty in find­ing the house where Zheltkov lived. She was met by the same gray-eyed old wom­an, who, again, as on the pre­ced­ing day, asked:

				“Whom did you wish to see?”

				“Mr. Zheltkov,” said the princess. Her cos­tume, her hat, her gloves, and her some­what com­mand­ing tone must have pro­duced an ef­fect on the la­dy. She be­came talk­a­tive.

				“Step in, step in, please, the first door to the left. … He left us in such an aw­ful hur­ry. Sup­pose it was an em­bez­zle­ment—why not tell me about it? Of course you know how rich we are when we have to rent out rooms. But I could have got­ten six or sev­en hun­dred rou­bles to­geth­er and paid for him. If you on­ly knew what a fine man he was, madam! He lived here for over eight years, and al­ways seemed more like a son than a roomer.”

				There was a chair in the hall and Ve­ra sat down up­on it.

				“I was a friend of your late roomer,” said she, choos­ing each word care­ful­ly. “Tell me some­thing about the last min­utes of his life, of what he did and said.”

				“Two gen­tle­men came to see him and spoke to him for a long time. Then he told me that they had of­fered him the po­si­tion of a su­per­in­ten­dent on their es­tate. Then he ran over to the tele­phone and came back look­ing very hap­py. Then the two gen­tle­men went away, and he sat down to write a let­ter. Then he went out and mailed the let­ter, and when he came back we heard a shot as though some­body was shoot­ing out of a toy pis­tol. We paid no at­ten­tion to it. At sev­en o’clock he al­ways had his tea. Luk­erya, our ser­vant, went and knocked at the door, but no­body an­swered, and so she knocked again and again. Then we had to break down the door, and we found him al­ready dead.”

				“Tell me some­thing about the bracelet,” or­dered Ve­ra Niko­layev­na.

				“Oh, yes, about the bracelet, I had for­got­ten. How do you know about it? Just be­fore he wrote the let­ter, he came to me and said, ‘Are you a Catholic?’ and I said, ‘Yes, I am a Catholic.’ Then he said, ‘You have a beau­ti­ful cus­tom,’ that’s just what he said, ‘a beau­ti­ful cus­tom to hang rings, neck­laces, and oth­er gifts be­fore the im­age of the Holy Vir­gin. Will you please take this bracelet and hang it be­fore the im­age?’ I promised him that I would do it.”

				“Will you show me his body?” asked Ve­ra.

				“Cer­tain­ly, cer­tain­ly, la­dy. They want­ed to take him to the anatom­i­cal the­atre. But he has a broth­er who begged them to let him be buried like a Chris­tian. Step in, please.”

				Ve­ra opened the door. There were three wax can­dles burn­ing in the room, which was filled with the odor of some in­cense. Zheltkov’s body was ly­ing on the ta­ble. His head was bent far back, as though some­body had put but a very small pil­low un­der it. There was a pro­found dig­ni­ty in his closed eyes, and his lips were smil­ing with such hap­pi­ness and calm as though just be­fore leav­ing life he had learned a deep and sweet se­cret which solved the whole prob­lem of his life. She re­called that she had seen the same paci­fied ex­pres­sion on the masks of the great suf­fer­ers, Pushkin and Napoleon.

				“If you wish it, la­dy, I can go out of the room,” said the old wom­an, and there was some­thing ex­treme­ly in­ti­mate in her tone.

				“Yes, I will call you lat­er,” said Ve­ra, and im­me­di­ate­ly took out of the side pock­et of her coat a large, red rose. Then, with her left hand, she raised Zheltkov’s head a lit­tle and placed the flow­er un­der it. At that mo­ment she re­al­ized that the love of the kind that is the dream of ev­ery wom­an had gone by her. She re­called the words of Gen­er­al Anosov about love that is ex­cep­tion­al and eter­nal—words that proved to be al­most prophet­ic. She pushed away the hair on the fore­head of the dead man, pressed his tem­ples with her hand, and kissed the cold, moist fore­head with a long, friend­ly kiss.

				When she was leav­ing, the pro­pri­etress said to her in that char­ac­ter­is­ti­cal­ly soft, Pol­ish tone: “La­dy, I see that you are not like all the oth­ers who come out of cu­rios­i­ty. Mr. Zheltkov told me be­fore his death that if he should hap­pen to die and a la­dy came to see his corpse, I should tell her that Beethoven’s best work is … he wrote it down on a piece of pa­per. Here it is. …”

				“Let me see it,” said Ve­ra Niko­layev­na, and sud­den­ly burst in­to tears.

				“Ex­cuse me, but his death af­fect­ed me so much that I can­not help this.”

				Then she read the fol­low­ing words, writ­ten in the well-known hand­writ­ing:

				
					L. Van Beethoven, Sonata No. 2, Op. 2, Largo Ap­pas­sion­a­to.

				

			
			
				XIII

				It was late in the evening when Ve­ra Niko­layev­na re­turned home, and she was very glad to find that nei­ther her hus­band nor her broth­er had ar­rived.

				But she was met by Jen­nie Re­it­er, the pi­anist, and, still un­der the im­pres­sion of what she had seen and heard, Ve­ra ran to her and ex­claimed, kiss­ing her beau­ti­ful hands:

				“Jen­nie, dear, won’t you play some­thing for me now?” And she im­me­di­ate­ly left the room, went out in­to the gar­den and sat on a bench.

				She did not doubt for a mo­ment that Jen­nie would play the very part of the sec­ond sonata about which that dead man with such a fun­ny name had told her in his last note.

				So it was. She rec­og­nized the very first chords as be­long­ing to that re­mark­able cre­ation of mu­si­cal ge­nius, unique for its pro­found­ness. And her soul seemed to have split in twain. She was think­ing of the great love, which is re­peat­ed but once in a thou­sand years, and which had gone past her. She re­called the words of Gen­er­al Anosov, and asked her­self why it was that this man had com­pelled her to lis­ten to this par­tic­u­lar work of Beethoven, even against her wish­es? In her mind she be­gan to im­pro­vise words. Her thoughts seemed to have so blend­ed with the mu­sic, that they re­al­ly fell in­to can­tos, each of which end­ed with the words: May your name be holy forever­more.

				“Now I will show you in gen­tle sounds, a love that joy­ful­ly and obe­di­ent­ly gave it­self to pains, suf­fer­ings, and death. Not a com­plaint, not a re­proach, not a pain of self-love, did I ev­er know. Be­fore you, I am this one prayer: May your name be holy forever­more.

				“I fore­see suf­fer­ing, blood, and death. I think that it is hard for the body to part with the soul, but my praise for you, my pas­sion­ate praise, and my silent love are eter­nal: May your name be holy forever­more.

				“I re­call your ev­ery step, smile, look, the sound of your foot­steps. My last rec­ol­lec­tions are in­ter­twined with a sweet sad­ness, a beau­ti­ful, qui­et sad­ness. But I will cause you no grief. I am part­ing alone and in si­lence, for God and Fate have willed this. May your name be holy forever­more.

				“In the sad hour of death, I pray but to you. Life might have been beau­ti­ful for me, too. Do not com­plain, my poor heart, do not com­plain. In my soul I call for death, but my heart is full of prayers for you: May your name be holy forever­more.

				“Nei­ther you your­self nor those around you know how beau­ti­ful you are. The hour strikes. The time has come. And on the brink of death, in this sor­row­ful hour of part­ing from life, I still sing, Glo­ry be to you.

				“Here it comes, the all-paci­fy­ing death, and I still say, Glo­ry be to you!”

				Princess Ve­ra stood un­der an aca­cia tree, lean­ing against it, weep­ing soft­ly. And the tree was sway­ing gen­tly un­der the light wind, which made the leaves rus­tle, as though to sym­pa­thize with her. The star-shaped flow­ers in the gar­den ex­haled their fra­grance. And the won­der­ful mu­sic, as if obey­ing her grief, rang on:

				“Be calm, my dear, be calm. Do you re­mem­ber me? Do you re­mem­ber? You were my on­ly and my last love. Be calm, for I am with you. Think about me, and I shall be with you, be­cause we loved each oth­er but for a short in­stant, yet for­ev­er. Do you re­mem­ber me? Do you re­mem­ber? Do you re­mem­ber? Now I feel your tears. Be calm. My sleep is so sweet, sweet, sweet.”

				When she had fin­ished play­ing, Jen­nie Re­it­er came out in­to the gar­den and saw Princess Ve­ra sit­ting on the bench in tears.

				“What is it?” asked the pi­anist.

				And with her eyes still glis­ten­ing with tears, Ve­ra be­gan to kiss her face, her lips, her eyes, say­ing:

				“No, no, he has for­giv­en me now. Ev­ery­thing is well.”

			
		
	
		
			The Horse-Thieves

			
				I

				One evening, in the mid­dle of Ju­ly, two men were ly­ing in the rush­es on the shore of the small Polyesse riv­er Zul­nia. One of them was a beg­gar from the vil­lage of Kaz­imirov­ka, named On­isim Kozel, while the oth­er one was his grand­son, Vasil, a boy of thir­teen. The old man was half asleep, his face cov­ered by his torn, sheep-fur cap for pro­tec­tion against the flies, while Vasil lay with his chin rest­ing on the palms of his hands and his screwed-up eyes gaz­ing va­cant­ly at the riv­er, at the warm, cloud­less, sky, and at the far­away pine-trees that stood black against the fiery light of the sun­set.

				The wide riv­er, as still as a swamp, was hid­den al­most en­tire­ly by the firm leaves of pond-lilies, with their beau­ti­ful, gen­tle, white flow­ers stand­ing out lan­guid­ly. On­ly on the oth­er side, near the op­po­site shore, there was a clear, smooth band of wa­ter un­cov­ered by the leaves, and the boy saw re­flect­ed in it, with re­mark­able dis­tinct­ness, the rush­es, the black, bro­ken line of the for­est, and the light be­hind it. On this shore of the riv­er, very close to the wa­ter, stood old, hol­low, white wil­lows, placed at al­most equal dis­tances from one an­oth­er. Their short, straight branch­es were ris­ing up­ward, and the trees them­selves, short, large, and crooked, looked like so many old men rais­ing their thin arms to­ward the sky.

				The riv­er birds were whistling sad­ly. At times a large fish would splash in the wa­ter. The thrips flew above the wa­ter in a trans­par­ent, thin, trem­bling col­umn. Sud­den­ly Kozel raised his head from the ground and looked at Vasil with a va­cant, mean­ing­less glance.

				“What did you say?” asked he in a scarce­ly au­di­ble voice.

				The boy did not an­swer. He did not even turn around to look at the old man, on­ly slow­ly, and with a stub­born, tired ex­pres­sion, low­ered and raised again his long eye­lash­es.

				“I guess they will come soon,” con­tin­ued the old man, as though ad­dress­ing him­self. “Guess I’ll take a smoke.”

				Drowsi­ly rolling from side to side, he fi­nal­ly land­ed in a squat­ting po­si­tion. The fin­gers of both his hands were cut off, with the ex­cep­tion of the thumb of the left hand. And with the use of this fin­ger, he quick­ly filled his pipe, hold­ing it against his knee with the stump of his right hand, took a box of match­es from his cap, and lit the pipe. A sweet­ish smoke of cheap to­bac­co, with a faint odor of mignonettes, float­ed in the air in bluish curls.

				“Did you see Buzy­ga your­self?” asked Vasil, ap­par­ent­ly with re­luc­tance, with­out tak­ing his eyes away from the op­po­site bank of the riv­er.

				Kozel took the pipe out of his mouth, and, bend­ing over to one side, spat on the ground.

				“Sure, I did. My, but he is a des­per­ate man. Just the way I was, when I was younger. He gets drunk as the night and then goes out in­to the vil­lage … and hires a band of Jew­ish mu­si­cians to walk in front of him and play. Car­ries a hand­ker­chief in his right hand and has new rub­bers on his boots, and wears a nice sil­ver chain. And then he comes to Gri­pa Ko­val­e­va and de­mands some whiskey. He throws a sil­ver rou­ble in­to the glass, drinks the whiskey, and then gives the mon­ey to his mu­si­cians. The boys all run af­ter him. Of course, ev­ery­body looks at him as though they were dogs and he was a wolf, but they can’t do any­thing. Just snap their teeth.”

				“Oh!” ex­claimed the boy with ado­ra­tion, though al­most in­cred­u­lous­ly.

				“Why, sure. … What does he care? He just spits on them all. Just tells them to let him alone, be­cause he nev­er stole their hors­es. Of course, if he had stolen their hors­es and they had caught him, then they would have the up­per hand, then they’d have the right to beat him. … But that way, it won’t go. …”

				The boy gazed at the riv­er in si­lence. The re­sound­ing cries of the frogs were now heard from the near­by bank, at first com­ing slow­ly and in­fre­quent­ly. The evening fog was like smoke in the rush­es and hung over the wa­ter like light steam. The sky grew dark­er and green­ish, and on it was now dis­tinct­ly vis­i­ble the hith­er­to con­cealed disk of the young moon.

				“Kozel, and is it true that Buzy­ga has dou­ble ribs?” asked Vasil med­i­ta­tive­ly. “Is it true that you can’t kill him?”

				“Of course, it’s true. What do you ex­pect? All his ribs are grown to­geth­er. You can beat a man like Buzy­ga as much as you want, but you will nev­er hurt his liv­er. Oh, no! Be­cause his liv­er is at­tached to his ribs. And the liv­er is the first thing in a man’s body. A man can’t live, once you hurt his liv­er. He’ll get weak, start spit­ting blood, won’t be able to eat or drink, and then it’s all over. …”

				The boy touched his nar­row chest, his sides, and heaved a long sigh.

				“And then they say that peo­ple have dou­ble backs like hors­es,” said he sad­ly. “Is it true, too, Kozel?”

				“Yes, that’s true. Hap­pens some­times.”

				“And Buzy­ga, too?”

				“What about Buzy­ga?”

				“Is it true that he’s got a dou­ble back?”

				“Well, I don’t know about that, can’t say.”

				“I think that it must be dou­ble.”

				“Ev­ery­thing is pos­si­ble,” and the old man shook his head. “Ev­ery­thing is pos­si­ble. … But the main thing is that Buzy­ga’s got a clever head. He’s a won­der­ful man! Once he got caught in She­p­elev­ka. … Well, even that time he was not re­al­ly caught; he was be­trayed by an­oth­er man. It was about some wom­an or some­thing like that. At any rate, they got him in the open field, and the hors­es were with him. It was to­ward evening. So, of course, they brought him to a house, lit the light, and start­ed beat­ing him. And they were at it the whole night long. When the peas­ants start beat­ing some­body, they have a rule that ev­ery­body must take part in it. They even bring their chil­dren and wives and make them beat the man, so that ev­ery­body would be re­spon­si­ble. So they beat him and beat him, and when they’d get tired, they’d drink a lit­tle whiskey, and then start at it again. And Mitro Gun­dosy saw that Buzy­ga was al­ready half-dead, and so he says: ‘Wait awhile, boys, the ras­cal might die here in our house. Wait awhile, I’ll give him a lit­tle wa­ter.’ But Buzy­ga is so clever, he knows that if a man is giv­en a lit­tle wa­ter af­ter be­ing beat­en like that, that’s a sure end. So he gets all his strength to­geth­er and says to them: ‘Won’t you please give me just a lit­tle whiskey, and then start beat­ing me again if you like? I feel that my end is com­ing and I wish I could taste whiskey again be­fore I die.’ Well they all laughed at that and gave him a bot­tle. Af­ter that they did not touch him any more. They thought he was near death any­way. They took him over to Basov Kut and threw him in there, as though he were al­ready dead. They thought that was the end of him, but Lev­on­ty got over it. Two months af­ter that Mitro Gun­dosy missed two fine hors­es. First-class hors­es they were. …”

				“That must have been Buzy­ga, all right,” ex­claimed the boy joy­ful­ly.

				“Who­ev­er it was, it’s none of our busi­ness,” re­tort­ed Kozel an­gri­ly and sig­nif­i­cant­ly. “Af­ter that Gun­dosy went to Buzy­ga sev­er­al times and got down on his knees be­fore him and kissed his feet. ‘Take all the mon­ey you want, on­ly tell me where the hors­es are. You know!’ And he would an­swer him: ‘Why don’t you go and get a drink of wa­ter, Mitro?’ That’s the kind of a fel­low Buzy­ga is!”

				The old beg­gar be­came silent and puffed fierce­ly at his pipe. But the pipe gave no more smoke. Then Kozel sighed, emp­tied the pipe over his bare foot, and thrust it in­to his shirt.

				The frogs were now croak­ing on all sides. It seemed that the whole air trem­bled with their pas­sion­ate, ring­ing cries, ac­com­pa­nied by the dull, pro­longed, slow groans of large toads. The sky had changed from green in­to dark blue and the moon was shin­ing like the curved blade of a sil­ver hal­berd. It was al­ready dark all around. On­ly near the very bank of the oth­er side of the riv­er were burn­ing two long, bloody bands.

				“Kozel, when I grow up, I’ll be a horse-thief too!” said the boy sud­den­ly, in a low, pas­sion­ate whis­per. “I don’t want to be a beg­gar, I’ll be like Buzy­ga.”

				“Sh. … Wait a minute …” said the old man sud­den­ly. He raised up­ward his ter­ri­ble thumb, bent his head to one side and lis­tened at­ten­tive­ly. “They are com­ing!”

				Vasil jumped to his feet. From the thick rush­es that stood near the very wa­ter­line came scarce­ly au­di­ble splash­es of some­body’s foot­steps. Dull, mo­not­o­nous voic­es were heard.

				“Shout to them, Vasil,” or­dered the old man. “On­ly not very loud.”

				“Hop-hop!” shout­ed the boy, but his voice was not very strong be­cause of ex­cite­ment.

				“Hop!” came a re­strained, calm bass from a dis­tance.

			
			
				II

				The curly tops of the rush­es trem­bled as they were care­ful­ly pushed aside by some­one’s hand. A short, stocky, ap­par­ent­ly awk­ward peas­ant in a torn brown coat ap­peared from the rush­es, and, with body bent for­ward, stepped up­on the tram­pled down, dry spot where the beg­gar and the boy were sit­ting. His straight, hard hair fell down his face, al­most cov­er­ing his black, slant­ing eyes, which had a gloomy and sus­pi­cious look. He held his head bent down­ward and a lit­tle to one side, some­what like a bear, and when he had to look to one side, he slow­ly and awk­ward­ly turned with his whole body, as is usu­al­ly done by men with short necks or dis­eased throats. This was Akim Sh­pak, the well-known deal­er in stolen goods. He of­ten in­formed the horse-thieves of like­ly op­por­tu­ni­ties and some­times even helped them.

				Sh­pak looked at the old man and the boy close­ly, and with an ex­pres­sion of en­mi­ty, then turned back with his whole ridicu­lous body and his im­mov­able neck, and said hoarse­ly:

				“Over here, Buzy­ga!”

				“Here!” came back in a mer­ry, low, self-con­fi­dent voice, the word be­ing pro­nounced in a mil­i­tary fash­ion.

				“Good evening to you, gen­tle­men ras­cals.”

				A tall, red-haired man, dressed in city clothes, with high, el­e­gant boots, stepped in­to the clear­ing. He ex­tend­ed his hand to Kozel but drew it back im­me­di­ate­ly, not­ing his blun­der.

				“Oh, the dev­il … I’ve for­got­ten that you have noth­ing to shake hands with,” said he care­less­ly. “Well, good evening any­way. Is this the lad you were talk­ing about?” and he point­ed to Vasil.

				“Yes, yes,” the old beg­gar nod­ded his head hasti­ly. “He is quick, just like a bul­let. Well, sit down, Lev­on­ty.”

				“I will sit down all right, and be a guest, and if I treat you to some whiskey, I will be the host,” jest­ed Buzy­ga in­dif­fer­ent­ly, sit­ting down on the ground. “Let’s see what you’ve got there, Akim.”

				Akim took from the bag a bot­tle of whiskey, a few hard-boiled eggs, and half a loaf of bread, and placed them all on the grass in front of Buzy­ga. Kozel fol­lowed ev­ery one of his move­ments greed­i­ly, and ner­vous­ly tugged with his on­ly fin­ger at his gray­ish mus­tache.

				“And I thought you would nev­er come,” said the old beg­gar, turn­ing his face to­ward Buzy­ga, but with­out tak­ing his eyes from Akim’s hands. “I saw you in Berez­na a few hours ago and you were more drunk than whiskey it­self. And I thought that you would not come this evening. But you don’t show it now.”

				“Whiskey doesn’t af­fect me,” said Buzy­ga slow­ly. “I was bluff­ing more than any­thing else. And be­sides, I slept un­til evening.”

				“At Gri­pa’s?”

				“Any of your busi­ness? And sup­pose it was there?”

				“Oh, noth­ing, noth­ing. On­ly, wom­en like you.”

				“Oh, the dev­il take them. Let them like me.” Buzy­ga shrugged his shoul­ders in­dif­fer­ent­ly. “Are you jeal­ous?”

				“Who, I? My time is past. I have for­got­ten how to think about it. … I guess she did not want to let you go?”

				“Oh, yes, as if she could hold me back!” Buzy­ga threw up his chin with a self-con­fi­dent ex­pres­sion on his face. “You had bet­ter take a drink of this whiskey, old fel­low. I see that you are try­ing to get some­where. Why don’t you ask straight out?”

				“Oh, I have noth­ing to ask, noth­ing at all. I was just won­der­ing. … Well, to your health, Buzy­ga; may God send you health and suc­cess in all your en­ter­pris­es.”

				The old man clasped the neck of the bot­tle with his thumb as though it were a mov­able hook, and raised the bot­tle to his mouth with a shak­ing hand. For a long time he strained the whiskey through his teeth, then re­turned the bot­tle to Buzy­ga, dried his mouth with the sleeve of his coat, and asked:

				“Did she ask you where you were go­ing?”

				“Who?”

				“Gri­pa.”

				Buzy­ga looked at the old man se­ri­ous­ly and at­ten­tive­ly.

				“Sup­pose she did ask. What of that?” he said slow­ly, knit­ting his eye­brows.

				“Why, I. … Noth­ing at all. … I know, any­way, that you would not tell. …”

				“You had bet­ter shut your mouth, Un­cle Kozel,” the tac­i­turn Akim ad­vised him weight­i­ly, look­ing off at a dis­tance to one side.

				“You are try­ing to be too smart, you old dog,” said Buzy­ga, and in his strong voice were sud­den­ly heard tones that re­mind­ed one of wild an­i­mals. “Look out. It is not for you to teach Buzy­ga. When Buzy­ga says that he is go­ing to be in Kresh­er, that means that they are go­ing to look for him in Fil­ip­povichi, and in the mean­time Buzy­ga will be sell­ing his hors­es at the Stepan fair. Sh­pak is right. You had bet­ter keep still.”

				While Buzy­ga was speak­ing, Vasil did not take his eyes from him. There was noth­ing ex­tra­or­di­nary in the horse-thief’s ap­pear­ance. His large face, marked by small­pox, with red mus­tach­es curled in a mil­i­tary fash­ion, was mo­tion­less and seemed weary. His lit­tle, blue eyes, sur­round­ed by white lash­es, ap­peared drowsy, and it was on­ly for a mo­ment that a pe­cu­liar­ly keen and cru­el ex­pres­sion shone in them. All his mo­tions were slow, lazy, as though his pur­pose was to ex­pend the least pos­si­ble ef­fort, but his pow­er­ful neck, vis­i­ble from un­der his shirt, his long arms with their large hands cov­ered with red hair, and his broad back spoke of gi­gan­tic strength.

				Un­der the boy’s per­sis­tent gaze, Buzy­ga in­vol­un­tar­i­ly turned his head to­ward him. The light in his eyes im­me­di­ate­ly be­came ex­tin­guished, and his face be­came in­dif­fer­ent once more.

				“Why are you look­ing at me, boy?” he asked calm­ly. “What is your name?”

				“Vasil,” an­swered the boy, and coughed. His own voice seemed to him to be so weak and whistling.

				Kozel tit­tered servile­ly.

				“He-he-he! Ask him, Buzy­ga, what he is go­ing to do when he grows up. We were talk­ing about it just be­fore you came. ‘I don’t want to be a beg­gar like you,’ says he, ‘I am go­ing to be like Buzy­ga. …’ I thought I’d die laugh­ing!” lied Kozel, for some rea­son or oth­er.

				The boy quick­ly turned to his grand­fa­ther. His large gray eyes were dark and glar­ing with anger.

				“All right, all right, you shut up,” said he rude­ly, in a bro­ken, child­ish bass.

				“You’re a good lad!” ex­claimed Buzy­ga, with as­ton­ish­ment and sud­den ten­der­ness in his voice. “Come over here. Do you drink whiskey?”

				He put Vasil be­tween his knees and placed his strong, large arms around his thin body.

				“Yes,” an­swered the boy brave­ly.

				“My, but you are go­ing to be a fine thief, by and by. Here, swal­low some of this.”

				“Maybe it will hurt him?” said Kozel with hyp­o­crit­i­cal so­lic­i­tude, gaz­ing at the bot­tle greed­i­ly.

				“Shut up, you old fox. There will be enough for you, too,” said Buzy­ga.

				Vasil swal­lowed some whiskey and be­gan to cough. Some­thing that had the most un­pleas­ant taste and was as hot as fire burned his throat and took away his breath for a mo­ment. He groaned for a few min­utes, catch­ing the air with his open mouth like a fish tak­en out of the wa­ter. Tears be­gan to stream from his eyes.

				“That’s right. Now sit down, and be a Cos­sack among oth­er Cos­sacks,” said Buzy­ga and pushed Vasil light­ly away from him. And, as though he had im­me­di­ate­ly for­got­ten all about the boy, he turned again to Kozel.

				“I have been want­ing for some time to ask you where you lost your fin­gers.” Buzy­ga spoke this slow­ly, in a low, lazy voice.

				“Oh, it hap­pened once,” said the old beg­gar with af­fect­ed re­luc­tance. “It was about hors­es.”

				“Yes, I know it was. … Well?”

				“Well. … It isn’t very in­ter­est­ing,” replied Kozel slow­ly. He was anx­ious to tell in de­tail of the ter­ri­ble ac­ci­dent that cut his life in­to two halves. And he was pur­pose­ly tun­ing up the at­ten­tion of his hear­ers. “It was some thir­ty years ago. Maybe the man who did this to me is not alive any more. He was a Ger­man colonist.”

				Vasil was ly­ing on his back. He felt a pleas­ant warmth all over his body which ap­peared very light, while be­fore his eyes count­less tiny spots of light were mov­ing to and fro. Around him were heard hu­man voic­es; hu­man hands and heads were mov­ing over him. The low, black branch­es of bush­es swayed above him while over his head was the dark sky. But he saw and heard all this with­out un­der­stand­ing it, as though not he, but some­one else were ly­ing there on the ground among the rush­es. Then, sud­den­ly, he heard with re­mark­able dis­tinct­ness the voice of the old beg­gar and con­scious­ness re­turned to him with re­newed force and aroused in him an un­ex­pect­ed­ly pro­found at­ten­tion to­ward ev­ery­thing around him. And the sto­ry which he had heard from Kozel at least thir­ty times again filled his soul with cu­rios­i­ty, ex­cite­ment, and hor­ror.

			
			
				III

				“… Over at the road­house I saw a pair of hors­es tied to a post,” Kozel was say­ing in a dole­ful singsong. “The mo­ment I looked at the wag­on I knew that they were Ger­man hors­es. The colonists al­ways use wag­ons like that. And they were a fine pair of hors­es! My heart al­most stopped beat­ing when I saw them. … And I know some­thing about hors­es. There they were stand­ing as if their feet were grown in­to the ground, and their lit­tle ears all stand­ing up, and they were look­ing at me like two beasts. … You can’t say that they were very large, would not call them very good just by look­ing at them ei­ther, but I knew im­me­di­ate­ly what kind of hors­es they were. You could drive a pair like that for a hun­dred ver­sts and noth­ing would hap­pen to them. Just brush their mouths with hay, give them a lit­tle wa­ter, and go on with your jour­ney. Well, what’s the use of talk­ing! I’ll say one thing. If God him­self, or some saint, would come to me now and say: ‘Look here, On­isim, I will give you back your fin­gers, if you will prom­ise nev­er to steal hors­es again, …’ I’ll tell you, Buzy­ga, if I saw those hors­es, I would take them. May God pun­ish me if I wouldn’t. …”

				“So, what hap­pened?” in­ter­rupt­ed Buzy­ga.

				“We’re com­ing to that. Akim, roll me a cig­a­rette, will you? Yes. … So I walked and walked around that wag­on, maybe for a whole half-hour. I tell you, the main thing is that a man nev­er knows his own time. If I had un­tied them right then and there, ev­ery­thing would have been all right. The road was through the woods and it was a dark night; ev­ery­thing was mud­dy and a good strong wind was blow­ing. What else could you wish? But I got scared. I just walked around the hors­es like a fool, think­ing to my­self: ‘Now I’ve lost my chance. Guess the Ger­man will come out of the road­house and that will be the end of it.’ Then I would come over again and walk around and think again: ‘Lost my chance again! Can’t do it now at all.’ And I don’t know what it was that made me so scared then. …”

				“You have got to do it quick­ly,” said Buzy­ga res­o­lute­ly.

				“Why weren’t you with me then, Lev­on­ty?” ex­claimed Kozel in a tone of pas­sion­ate re­proach. “But then! … I guess you hadn’t been born yet. … Yes. So I walked and walked around those hors­es and that wag­on and could not make up my mind to do any­thing. Maybe it was be­cause I was sober and hun­gry at the time. Who knows? At first I just wait­ed and moped there, and then sud­den­ly, as though some­body had hit me on the back of the neck, I ran over to the hors­es, un­tied the reins, and be­gan to tie up the bells. … And just then out comes the Ger­man, all ready for the road. As soon as he saw me, he shout­ed from the steps: ‘Hey, you there! What are you do­ing with my hors­es? Try­ing to steal them?’ And I an­swered him: ‘Why should I steal this junk of yours? Haven’t I got enough of my own? You had bet­ter thank me for ty­ing your hors­es to the post, oth­er­wise they would have run away on you.’ ‘All right! All right! I know how you tie hors­es to posts. Get out of here, you pig!’ Well, of course, I walked over to one side and hid back of the house and start­ed watch­ing him. And I was so an­gry, I trem­bled all over. ‘Oh, no,’ thinks I to my­self, ‘I won’t let this go.’ ”

				“Of course not. How could you let it go?” nod­ded Buzy­ga. “I would have stolen those hors­es on him even if it would have tak­en me a year.”

				“No, Buzy­ga, you wouldn’t!” replied Kozel with deep con­vic­tion. “Not from that Ger­man. You wait, don’t get an­gry. … Just lis­ten to what hap­pened af­ter that. So I hid back of the house and watched. The Ger­man looked around and then shout­ed to the tav­ern-keep­er: ‘Hey, Ley­ba, bring me some oats.’ Ley­ba brought him some and then asked him: ‘But why don’t you stay here overnight? We would take good care of your hors­es.’ And he said to him: ‘No, thank you, I have no time and I have far to go. I’ll feed my hors­es in the woods by the Volchy Ra­zlog. Good­bye.’ ‘Good­bye.’ So the colonist got in­to his wag­on and start­ed out.

				“Well, I ran af­ter him. Down as far as Myslo­vo he kept pret­ty fast, but I knew the road well, and so I ran across the gov­ern­ment woods. As soon as I got out on the road again and hid in a ditch, along came the Ger­man, driv­ing slow­ly. I let him get ahead of me and then start­ed to fol­low him. As soon as he’d start driv­ing fast, I’d break in­to a run. And when he would ride slow­ly, I’d fol­low him walk­ing. I was on­ly twen­ty-five then and a pret­ty strong fel­low. No worse than you, Buzy­ga. And I fol­lowed him for thir­ty ver­sts, down as far as Volchy Ra­zlog. To tell you the truth, I did not hope that he would stop in the woods overnight as he had said. I thought he was say­ing that just to get me off the track. But he re­al­ly turned in­to the woods and stopped at a lit­tle clear­ing. There he un­har­nessed his hors­es and fixed up his wag­on with the shafts raised up. I crawled along on my bel­ly like a snake, lay down back of some bush­es, and watched him. You know, at night, when you look down the hill you can’t see any­thing, but up the hill ev­ery­thing is plain. …”

				“Yes, I know,” said Buzy­ga im­pa­tient­ly. “Well?”

				“Then I saw that he tied the hors­es’ legs. And what he used was iron chains, be­cause I heard them jin­gle even at a dis­tance. Well, that looked as though he were re­al­ly go­ing to stay there all night. It was ter­ri­bly cold and windy. I was shak­ing all over. But I did not give in. I saw that Ger­man get in­to the wag­on, move around a bit, and then he still. I wait­ed for a long time af­ter that; maybe for an hour or two. I start­ed to get up from the ground a lit­tle and thought to my­self, ‘Is the Dutch­man re­al­ly asleep or is he just pre­tend­ing?’ I picked up a hand­ful of earth and threw it ahead. The Dutch­man did not make a noise. And I was an­gry with him, sim­ply boil­ing with rage. Ev­ery time I re­called how he cursed me over there by the road­house, I would get an­gri­er than ev­er. Well, I got up from the ground, start­ed look­ing around, and there were the two hors­es com­ing along right to­ward me. They’d stop a mo­ment, pick up a lit­tle grass or a dry leaf, and then move to­ward me again. I tell you, Buzy­ga, there is not a horse that is afraid of me at night. Be­cause there is a cer­tain word. …”

				“Yes, I know. It’s all non­sense,” replied the horse-thief an­gri­ly. “Well, go ahead.”

				“All right, just as you like. Pret­ty soon the hors­es got so close to me that I could al­most touch them. So I moved for­ward a lit­tle and sort of fon­dled one of them and he stood still. Then I be­gan to cut the irons. I al­ways have a file with me. … I worked and worked and kept an eye on the wag­on all the time. I de­cid­ed not to take the oth­er horse be­cause it was very hard to cut the iron. It was thick and new. And I was sure that he would not catch me with one horse, any­way.

				“I cut one of the irons to the mid­dle and be­gan to try if I could not break it. And then sud­den­ly some­body touched me on the shoul­der. I turned around, and there was the Ger­man right be­hind me. The dev­il on­ly knows how he ev­er got there. He stood there look­ing at me as though he were laugh­ing at me. Then he said: ‘Come along with me. I’ll teach you how to steal hors­es.’ I was so fright­ened I could not use my feet, and my tongue seemed to be glued to the roof of my mouth. But he lift­ed me up from the ground.”

				“What then?” ex­claimed Buzy­ga wrath­ful­ly.

				The old man made a sad ges­ture with his mu­ti­lat­ed hand.

				“I don’t know,” he said qui­et­ly. “May God strike me dead on this very spot if I know even now how he did it. He was just a lit­tle fel­low; not much to look at; on­ly up to my shoul­ders, head and all. And he dragged me along like a lit­tle child. And I let him do it—had a sort of feel­ing that I could not get away from him. I could not even stir. And he got me as though with a pair of pin­cers and dragged me to­ward the wag­on. How do I know? Maybe he wasn’t hu­man at all?

				“So we got to the wag­on. He held me with one hand and start­ed feel­ing for some­thing with the oth­er. And I think to my­self: ‘What is he go­ing to do now?’ He looked for some­thing and then said: ‘Oh, I guess it isn’t here.’ Then he led me over to the oth­er side of the wag­on, felt there for a while, and fi­nal­ly got a hatch­et. ‘Here it is,’ says he. ‘I’ve found it. Well now, put your hand on the log.’ And he said it qui­et­ly, with­out any anger at all. Then I un­der­stood that he was go­ing to cut my hands off. And I be­gan to cry like a child. … And he says to me: ‘Don’t cry. It won’t take long. …’ So I stood there like an ox that was be­ing slaugh­tered, could not say any­thing, on­ly shook all over. And he took my hand, put it on a piece of wood and brought the hatch­et down. ‘Don’t steal hors­es, if you don’t know how.’ Three fin­gers flew right off. One of them hit me in the face. Then he hit again and again, say­ing all the time: ‘Don’t steal hors­es, if you don’t know how. …’ Then he told me to give him the oth­er hand; I obeyed him like a lit­tle child, and put my left hand there. And he says again, ‘Don’t steal hors­es,’ and down came the hatch­et again. This time he cut off four fin­gers at one blow; left on­ly this one,” and Kozel stretched be­fore him his mu­ti­lat­ed hand with its sin­gle fin­ger. “He looked at the thumb, looked at it, and then said: ‘Well, I guess you won’t be able to steal any hors­es with this one fin­ger. On­ly you might help an­oth­er thief with it. Still, I will give it to you so that you can eat and drink with it, light your pipe, and re­mem­ber me all your life.’ The blood was just spurt­ing out of the nine fin­gers. I could not stand it any more and al­most faint­ed away. Then he grabbed me again like a kit­ten and car­ried me over to a big pool of wa­ter. The night was dread­ful­ly cold and the wa­ter had frozen over. The Ger­man brought me there, broke the ice with his foot and told me to stick my hands in­to the wa­ter. I obeyed him and felt much eas­i­er right away. And he said to me: ‘You’d bet­ter stay there un­til morn­ing. It’ll be worse for you if you take your hands out.’ And with that he walked away to­ward his hors­es and went off. Then I thought to my­self that I ought to go to the doc­tor. But the mo­ment I took my hands out of the wa­ter, I start­ed hol­ler­ing so that I could be heard all over the woods. The fin­gers hurt as though some­body were burn­ing them with hot irons. Then I stuck them in­to the wa­ter again and felt bet­ter. And I stayed there un­til morn­ing. As soon as I would take my hands out, it would hurt ter­ri­bly, but as long as I kept them in the wa­ter it did not hurt at all. To­ward morn­ing I was al­most frozen, and the wa­ter be­came red as blood. Some­body came along, took me in­to his car­riage and brought me to the hos­pi­tal. Well, they kept me there a month un­til my hands healed up a lit­tle and then let me out. But what was the use?” ex­claimed he bit­ter­ly. “It would have been a hun­dred times bet­ter if I had died there in the Volchy Ra­zlog!”

				He be­came silent and sat there bent over, with his head bowed low. For a few min­utes the horse-thieves sat mo­tion­less with­out say­ing a word. Sud­den­ly a quiver went through Buzy­ga’s body as though he had just awak­ened from ter­ri­ble dreams. He sighed loud­ly.

				“And what did you do with the Ger­man af­ter that?” asked he in a re­strained voice, which quiv­ered with fury.

				“And what could I have done with him?” asked Kozel sad­ly. “What would you have done if you were in my place?”

				“I? I? Oh!” roared Buzy­ga, fierce­ly scratch­ing the ground with his fin­ger­nails. He was al­most suf­fo­cat­ed with anger and his eyes shone in the dark­ness like those of a wild beast. “I would have cut his throat when he was asleep; I would have torn his throat with my own teeth! I would. …”

				“You would!” in­ter­rupt­ed Kozel with a bit­ter sneer. “And how would you have found him? Who was he? Where did he live? What was his name? Maybe he was not hu­man at all. …”

				“That’s a lie,” said Akim Sh­pak slow­ly. He had been silent un­til now. “There is nei­ther God nor dev­il in the world. …”

				“It doesn’t make any dif­fer­ence!” shout­ed Buzy­ga, strik­ing the ground with his fists. “It doesn’t make any dif­fer­ence. I would have burned all the colonies that I could have laid my hands on; killed their cat­tle and maimed their chil­dren. And I would do that un­til death.”

				Kozel laughed qui­et­ly and bent his head still low­er.

				“Oh, yes!” said he with a bit­ing re­proach. “It’s all right to set fire to build­ings when you have your ten fin­gers. … But when you have just one left”—the man raised up again his ter­ri­ble stumps—“there is on­ly one road left open for you, over to the church steps with the beg­gars. …” And he sud­den­ly be­gan to sing in his old, shaky voice the gloomy words of the an­cient beg­gar-song:

				
					
						“Woe, woe is me, the crip­ple. …
						

						Have pity on me, for the sake of Christ. …
						

						You are our bene­fac­tors. …
						

						Here we sit, arm­less, leg­less,
						

						We, poor crip­ples, here by the road. …”
					

				

				The song end­ed in a cry of writhing pain, his head dropped on his knees, and the old beg­gar be­gan to sob.

				Not a word was said af­ter that. In the riv­er, in the grass and bush­es, the frogs were croak­ing in­ces­sant­ly as if try­ing to out­do one an­oth­er. The half-moon stood in the mid­dle of the sky, lone­ly and sad. The old wil­lows, out­lined omi­nous­ly against the dark­ened sky, raised their knot­ty, dried-up arms to­ward heav­en with an ex­pres­sion of silent grief.

			
			
				IV

				Sud­den­ly, heavy, rapid foot­steps were heard in the rush­es in the di­rec­tion from which Buzy­ga and Akim had come a short while be­fore. Some­body was ev­i­dent­ly run­ning in haste with­out pick­ing his way, splash­ing the wa­ter and break­ing dry branch­es. The horse-thieves pricked up their ears. Akim Sh­pak stood on his knees. Buzy­ga, his hands on the ground, crouched down, ready to jump up and rush off in an in­stant.

				“Who is that?” asked Vasil in a whis­per.

				No one an­swered him. The heavy steps were near­er and near­er. Some­one’s pow­er­ful, hoarse, and whistling breath­ing could al­ready be heard amidst the splash­ing of the wa­ter and the crack­ling of the branch­es. Buzy­ga quick­ly shoved his hand in­to his boot, and be­fore Vasil’s eyes glit­tered a shin­ing knife.

				But the noise sud­den­ly stopped. For a mo­ment a re­mark­ably deep si­lence reigned around. Even the dis­turbed frogs were silent. Some­thing gi­gan­tic and heavy tramped about in the bush­es, snort­ing fierce­ly, and be­gan to sniff.

				“Oh, that must be a boar,” said Buzy­ga, and the oth­er three shiv­ered at the sound of his loud voice. “Must have come to get a drink.”

				“Yes, that’s true,” said Sh­pak, again ly­ing down.

				The boar snort­ed again an­gri­ly and then be­gan to run away. For a long time the branch­es cracked in the di­rec­tion in which he took flight. Then ev­ery­thing be­came qui­et. The frogs, as though an­gered by the mo­men­tary in­ter­rup­tion, be­gan to croak with re­dou­bled force.

				“When are you go­ing, Buzy­ga?” asked the old man.

				Buzy­ga raised his head and looked at the sky at­ten­tive­ly.

				“It’s too ear­ly yet,” said he, yawn­ing. “I will go be­fore morn­ing. Right be­fore dawn the peas­ants sleep like chick­ens. …”

				Sleep was grad­u­al­ly over­com­ing Vasil. The earth be­gan to quake un­der him, ris­ing up and fall­ing down, and then slow­ly float­ed away to one side. For an in­stant, when, with some dif­fi­cul­ty, he opened his eyes, the boy saw the dark fig­ures of three men, sit­ting silent­ly side by side, but he no longer knew who they were and why they were sit­ting so close to him. Out of the bush­es, where wild boars were crowd­ing to­geth­er, snort­ing and sniff­ing an­gri­ly, sud­den­ly stepped in­to the clear­ing the son of the church el­der, Zin­ka, and said, laugh­ing: “Here are the hors­es, Vasil. Let’s go out for a ride.” Then they sat down to­geth­er in a lit­tle sleigh and rushed off in­to the dark­ness at a very pleas­ant, rapid pace, fol­low­ing a nar­row, white, silent road that wound among tall pine-trees. His grand­fa­ther ran af­ter them wav­ing his mu­ti­lat­ed hands in the air, but could not catch up with them, and all this was ex­traor­di­nar­i­ly joy­ful and fun­ny. Lit­tle bells were tied to the hors­es’ manes and tails, and al­so to the branch­es of the dark pine-trees, and a mo­not­o­nous, hasty, and mer­ry ring­ing sound­ed on all sides. … Then Vasil sud­den­ly struck a dark, soft wall—and ev­ery­thing dis­ap­peared. …

				The cold damp­ness which made his whole body shiv­er, woke him. It had be­come dark­er and the wind was blow­ing. Ev­ery­thing seemed to have changed sud­den­ly. Large, black, fluffy clouds with di­shev­elled and chipped white edges were rush­ing past over­head, very low to the ground. The tops of the rush­es, in­ter­twined by the wind, were hasti­ly bend­ing down and trem­bling all over. … And the old wil­lows, with their thin arms raised up­ward, were shak­ing in ag­i­ta­tion from one side to the oth­er as if they were try­ing to tell each oth­er some ter­ri­ble tid­ings, but could not do it.

				The horse-thieves lay mo­tion­less and their bod­ies ap­peared black in the dark­ness. One of them was smok­ing, and his pipe flashed ev­ery lit­tle while. The red, mo­men­tary flash­es ran over the bronzed faces, al­ter­nat­ing with long, slant­ing shad­ows. The cold and the in­ter­rupt­ed sleep gave the boy the sen­sa­tion of be­ing tired, in­dif­fer­ent, and up­set. He lis­tened with­out any in­ter­est to the low con­ver­sa­tion of the horse-thieves and, with a dull feel­ing of out­rage, felt that they were not in the least con­cerned with him, just as they were not con­cerned with the gi­gan­tic, rapid­ly flee­ing clouds and the ag­i­tat­ed wil­lows. And that for which he had been pre­par­ing that night, and which had for­mer­ly filled his soul with ex­cite­ment and pride, sud­den­ly be­gan to seem to him un­nec­es­sary, and small, and tire­some.

				“You’re still at it, like a big jack­ass,” Buzy­ga was say­ing in a vexed tone. “What the deuce do I want your bay colt for? Why, they know him in ev­ery vil­lage around here. A year ago I stole a rid­ing-horse from the book­keep­er of the sug­ar-re­fin­ery. It was all one col­or, on­ly the left front leg hap­pened to be white; the dev­il take it! I tried to sell it ev­ery­where, and they all made fun of me, as though I were a fool. ‘We’re not crazy yet,’ they’d say to me. ‘You can’t sell this horse any­where. Ev­ery­body in the prov­ince knows him.’ And do you know, Kozel, what I sold it for? For a mug of sour milk. What are you whistling about? I’m telling you the truth. Vol­ka Fishkin got it. He saw that my tongue was al­most stick­ing out on ac­count of the heat, and so he said to me: ‘Look here, Buzy­ga, come in­side and have a glass of milk.’ I went in, and lat­er on he says to me: ‘Now lis­ten, Buzy­ga, I al­ways liked to deal with you, but it will take a fool to buy this horse from you. You’ll have to leave it some­where, in the evening, any­how. Bet­ter give it to me. I’ll take it over to the re­fin­ery and maybe I’ll get a few pen­nies for it.’ Well, I gave him the horse and he sold it lat­er in the Podol Prov­ince, over at the Yari­no­linet­zk fair, for one hun­dred and thir­ty rou­bles. That’s what you get out of steal­ing hors­es like that, Kozel.”

				“Ye‑es. … That’s so,” said the old man slow­ly and thought­ful­ly, and chewed a lit­tle with his tooth­less gums. “Viken­ty Siro­ta has fine dark hors­es. … And it’s easy to get them, too. …”

				“Viken­ty. … Yes, that’s so, of course. …” Buzy­ga agreed with him hes­i­tat­ing­ly. “Viken­ty, that’s right. … On­ly, do you know, Kozel, that I hate to harm Viken­ty? He is not very rich and al­ways treats you so well. How many times did it hap­pen that my head would be aching like blazes, and when I’d say to him, ‘Get us a drink, Viken­ty,’ he’d get it right off. No, I am sor­ry for Viken­ty. …”

				“Non­sense! Don’t be sor­ry for any­body,” said Akim Sh­pak an­gri­ly.

				“No, you let Viken­ty alone,” or­dered Buzy­ga firm­ly. “Any oth­ers?”

				“Well. … Maybe Miko­lo Grach?”

				“Miko­lo Grach? That’s a dif­fer­ent brand, on­ly he is as crafty as the dev­il. Well, at any rate, we’ll keep Grach in mind.”

				“You might get An­dreyev’s mare, that white one. It’s a pret­ty good horse.”

				“Go to the dev­il with your white mare!” ex­claimed Buzy­ga an­gri­ly. “It’s old and the hair is fall­ing out all over. That’s the first sign. … Do you re­mem­ber how Zh­gun got caught with a white horse? Sh. … Keep qui­et, Kozel.” He waved his hand at the old man. “What’s the mat­ter with the boy over there?”

				Vasil was wrig­gling on the ground, try­ing to curl up in such a way that as lit­tle as pos­si­ble of the cold and damp­ness would reach him. His teeth were clat­ter­ing.

				“What is it, boy? What’s the trou­ble?” he sud­den­ly heard above his head. This was said in a deep voice that ex­pressed an un­ac­cus­tomed soft­ness. The boy opened his eyes and saw Buzy­ga’s large face bend­ing over him.

				“Wait a minute, I’ll cov­er you,” the horse-thief said, as he took off his coat. “Why didn’t you say be­fore that you were cold, you fool? Turn around a lit­tle … like that. …”

				Buzy­ga tucked the coat around the boy so­lic­i­tous­ly, then sat down by his side and put his large, heavy hand on his shoul­der. A feel­ing of in­ex­press­ible plea­sure and grat­i­tude trem­bled in Vasil’s bo­som, rose like a wave in his throat, and brought tears to his eyes. The coat was very large and very heavy. It was warm and smelled of healthy per­spi­ra­tion and to­bac­co. The boy soon felt the warmth spread­ing through his whole body. Curled up in a ball, his eyes tight­ly closed, he felt for Buzy­ga’s large and pleas­ant­ly heavy hand, and touched it ten­der­ly with his fin­gers. And again in his cloud­ed con­scious­ness the dark woods and the long white road be­gan to rush by.

				He fell fast asleep, so fast that when he opened his eyes it seemed to him that he had closed them on­ly for an in­stant. But when he did open them, a thin, un­cer­tain twi­light was all around and the bush­es and trees stood out against it as gray, cold spots. The wind had be­come stronger. As be­fore, the tops of the rush­es bent up and down, and the old wil­lows swayed, but there was no longer any­thing ter­ri­fy­ing or dis­qui­et­ing in this. A fog was ris­ing over the riv­er. Torn in­to slant­ing bands, bent over to one side, it was rush­ing rapid­ly over the woods, ex­hal­ing damp­ness.

				Buzy­ga’s face was al­most blue with cold, but still mer­ry. He touched light­ly Vasil’s shoul­der and said in a singing voice, im­i­tat­ing the ring­ing of the bells:

				
					
						“Priest, oh, priest!
						

						Do you hear?
						

						All the bells are ring­ing. …”
					

				

				“Get up, boy,” he said when his glance met Vasil’s smil­ing eyes. “It’s time to go. …”

				Kozel emit­ted low, hol­low coughs, cov­er­ing his mouth with his sleeve and chok­ing, as though he were vom­it­ing. The col­or of his face was gray­ish-green, like that of a dead body. He waved his mu­ti­lat­ed hands help­less­ly in Vasil’s di­rec­tion, but the cough pre­vent­ed him from speak­ing. Fi­nal­ly, over­com­ing the parox­ysm and still breath­ing heav­i­ly, he said: “So you’ll take Buzy­ga through the Marink­i­no swamp over to Pere­brod, Vasil. …”

				“Yes, I know,” in­ter­rupt­ed the boy im­pa­tient­ly.

				“You stop your blab for a minute,” ex­claimed the old man an­gri­ly, as a new fit of cough­ing again pre­vent­ed him from speak­ing. “Look out when you get in­to the gov­ern­ment woods. There is a deep bog there. See that you don’t fall in­to a ‘sky­light.’ …”

				“Yes, I know. … You’ve told me that al­ready. …”

				“Let me fin­ish. … Re­mem­ber, don’t go past the shack. Bet­ter go around the hill, be­cause the work­ing men get up ear­li­er in the shack. And right near there a man will be hold­ing four hors­es for you. So Buzy­ga will take three and you will ride the oth­er one and go with him as far as Kre­she­vo. You do ev­ery­thing as Buzy­ga tells you. Don’t be afraid. And when you come back and some­body asks you where you were, say that you went with your grand­fa­ther to the gov­ern­ment woods to get some bast. On­ly, don’t be afraid, Vasil. …”

				“Oh, go to. … I am not afraid of any­thing,” replied Vasil con­temp­tu­ous­ly, turn­ing away from the old man. “Come on, Buzy­ga.”

				“Well, but you’re a fiery one!” said Buzy­ga, laugh­ing. “That’s the way; give it to him, the old dog. … Now come, walk ahead.”

				Akim Sh­pak sud­den­ly sniffed and be­gan to strike the ground with his feet. His gloomy face was all wrin­kled up af­ter the sleep­less night, and seemed turned to one side even more than ev­er. The whites of his black eyes were yel­low and blood­shot, as though filled with dirty slime.

				“We share half and half, Buzy­ga,” said he gloomi­ly; “we’re not go­ing to take ad­van­tage of you. You get half, and I, Kozel, and Cu­bik get the oth­er half. … So don’t try to bluff us. We’ll find out any­way.”

				“All right, all right,” said Buzy­ga care­less­ly. “Good­bye.”

				“God be with you!” said Kozel.

				Akim Sh­pak turned to the old man with his whole body, looked at him with ha­tred and con­tempt, and spat on the ground.

				“You beg­gar!” he hissed through his clinched teeth.

			
			
				V

				On­isim Kozel lived with his grand­son on the out­skirts of the vil­lage, in a di­lap­i­dat­ed lit­tle hut that seemed to have grown in­to the ground, with a bro­ken flue and chipped white­wash­ing, be­hind which one could see the in­ner lay­er of yel­low clay. The win­dow­panes, for which rags were sub­sti­tut­ed in many places, had be­come dull green with time and now shone with all the col­ors of the rain­bow. Be­sides the two, the hut was in­hab­it­ed by Prokhorov­na, a deaf, hun­dred-year-old, in­sane wom­an. The three used the hut free of charge through the char­i­ty of their neigh­bors, es­pe­cial­ly since it was used for the per­form­ing of au­top­sies on sui­cides, the drowned, and mur­dered peas­ants. The very ta­ble at which the three vil­lage out­laws usu­al­ly ate was used for the pur­pos­es of au­top­sy.

				Vasil re­turned home tired and ex­cit­ed. Kozel was al­ready there, ly­ing on the stove, his head cov­ered with a torn sheep-fur coat. The boy had suc­ceed­ed in tak­ing Buzy­ga safe­ly as far as Pere­brod. They had not been seen from the mill, al­though peo­ple were al­ready stir­ring there and some wag­ons stood around. They had found the hors­es in the place in­di­cat­ed. There were four hors­es, but Cu­bik was not there. That cir­cum­stance dis­turbed Buzy­ga a great deal, so that he took with him on­ly the two bet­ter hors­es, leav­ing the oth­ers tied to the post and or­dered the boy to run home im­me­di­ate­ly and not along the road, but straight across the Marink­i­no swamp and through the gov­ern­ment woods.

				“Did Buzy­ga get scared?” asked Kozel hasti­ly.

				“No, he didn’t get scared,” an­swered Vasil, breath­ing with dif­fi­cul­ty. “On­ly he was very an­gry, threat­ened to cut Cu­bik’s throat. … And he got an­gry with me, too. … I said to him: ‘It doesn’t make any dif­fer­ence, Buzy­ga. I am not afraid. Let’s take all the hors­es and go.’ And he start­ed shout­ing at me; I thought he’d beat me, so I ran away from him. …”

				“And what about me? Did he ask you to tell me any­thing?”

				“Yes. He said: ‘You tell the old man to stay home all day long and not to stir out. And if any­body asks you about Buzy­ga or the hors­es, tell them you don’t know any­thing about it …’ ”

				“What is it, O Lord?” ex­claimed Kozel in a help­less, trou­bled voice.

				Vasil was drink­ing wa­ter greed­i­ly out of a wood­en dish.

				“I guess they went af­ter Buzy­ga,” said he, rais­ing his face from the dish for a mo­ment. “When I was run­ning across the swamp I heard a lot of peo­ple rid­ing down the road, on horse­back and in wag­ons.”

				The old man kept wink­ing his red, wet eyes in con­fu­sion. His face was al­most dis­fig­ured with fear, and one end of his mouth was twitch­ing.

				“Lie down, Vasil, lie down on the bed quick­ly!” he said in a bro­ken voice. “Lie down quick­ly. O Lord, O Lord! Whose hors­es did he take? Did you see? Lie down, lie down!”

				“One of them I did not know, but the oth­er one was that roan mare of Kuz­ma Sot­nik’s. …”

				“Kuz­ma’s? O Lord! What are we go­ing to do now? Didn’t I ask Buzy­ga not to touch any hors­es from our vil­lage? There you are!”

				Kozel breathed heav­i­ly, mov­ing on top of the stove. “Don’t for­get, Vasil, that, if any­body asks you where we went, say that we went to the gov­ern­ment woods for bast. And tell them that the guard took it away from us. Do you hear?”

				“Yes, I hear,” said the boy rough­ly.

				“O Lord, O Lord!” Kozel kept re­peat­ing. “It’s im­pos­si­ble that Cu­bik be­trayed me. He isn’t that kind of a fel­low. It’s all Buzy­ga’s fault, that iron head of his! What the deuce did he want to take the two hors­es for? You say there were a lot of peo­ple go­ing down the road? Lord, O Lord! That’s the way he al­ways is. Doesn’t care for his own head and still less for an­oth­er man’s. Didn’t he see, the ras­cal, that the thing was off? Why not run away? No, he was ashamed of the boy and had to show what a brave fel­low he was. … O Lord, O Lord! … Are you asleep, Vasil?”

				The boy kept an an­gry si­lence. The old man moved about for a long time, groan­ing and sigh­ing, and talk­ing to him­self in a rapid, fright­ened whis­per. He tried to as­sure him­self that there was no dan­ger at all, that Cu­bik’s ab­sence would be ex­plained by and by as a mere ac­ci­dent, that the gal­lop­ing rid­ers of the road were sim­ply an il­lu­sion of the fright­ened boy, and al­though he suc­ceed­ed in de­ceiv­ing his mind for a few short mo­ments, he saw clear­ly and un­mis­tak­ably in the depth of his soul that a ter­ri­ble and in­evitable death was mov­ing to­ward him. At times he would break off his sense­less whis­per­ing and lis­ten with painful at­ten­tion. And ev­ery rus­tle, ev­ery knock, or sound of a voice made him shiv­er and lie mo­tion­less. Once, when un­der the win­dow a roost­er crowed loud­ly and flapped his wings, the old beg­gar felt all the blood rush­ing from his head to his quiv­er­ing heart, and his body be­came limp, and was cov­ered with hot per­spi­ra­tion.

				An hour went by. The sun rose from be­hind the yel­low fields that stretched to the oth­er side of the bridge. Two col­umns of mer­ry, gold­en light in which num­ber­less specks of dust were danc­ing joy­ful­ly, rushed in through the two win­dows of the dark, smoky hut, filled with an odor of sheep-fur and stale food. Sud­den­ly Kozel threw the coat away and stood up on the stove. His old, col­or­less eyes were wide open and had an ex­pres­sion of mad fright. His blue lips were trem­bling, un­able to pro­nounce the word.

				“They are com­ing!” said he fi­nal­ly, through hic­cups, shak­ing his head. “Vasil, they are com­ing. … Our death. … Vasil. …”

				The boy al­ready heard an in­dis­tinct, dull, low rum­bling which rose and fell like wind-rid­den waves, be­com­ing more ter­ri­ble and more dis­tinct ev­ery mo­ment. But it seemed that a far­away bar­ri­er held it back. But now this in­vis­i­ble wall sud­den­ly gave way and the sounds rushed from be­hind it with ter­ri­ble force.

				“They are com­ing here. They will kill us, Vasil!” cried Kozel wild­ly.

				Now one could hear the sound of a vast crowd of peo­ple, fren­zied and blind­ed by the cru­el, un­bound­ed, mer­ci­less peas­ant wrath, run­ning down the street, shout­ing fierce­ly, and stamp­ing with their heavy, iron-shod boots.

				“Drag them over here! Break the door!” howled un­der the very win­dow of the hut some­one’s voice, and it had not a sin­gle hu­man tone in it.

				The un­locked door, torn off its hinges, opened and struck against the wall, while a black, shout­ing crowd rushed in­to the bright ob­long formed by its open­ing. Their faces dis­fig­ured with anger, push­ing and shov­ing each oth­er with­out notic­ing it, dozens of fren­zied men rushed in­to the hut, forced in from be­hind. Di­shev­elled, fren­zied faces were look­ing in through the win­dow, dark­en­ing the room and pre­vent­ing the gold­en col­umns of dust from en­ter­ing.

				Vasil sat mo­tion­less with his back pressed against the wall, pale and trem­bling but not fright­ened. He saw the sheep-fur coat fly down from the stove, and di­rect­ly af­ter it came Kozel help­less­ly fly­ing over the heads of the crowd. The old beg­gar was shout­ing some­thing, open­ing wide his tooth­less mouth, twitch­ing his face in­to shame­less con­tor­tions of cring­ing ter­ror, which made his whole wrin­kled face hor­ri­bly dis­gust­ing. He waved his mu­ti­lat­ed hands, point­ing them at the im­age, hasti­ly mak­ing the sign of the cross, and strik­ing his bo­som with them. And from all sides men rushed up­on him, their blood­shot eyes al­most glassy with anger, their lips twist­ed out of shape by their mad shout­ing. The old man was twirling in the midst of their hot, sweat­ing bod­ies like a splin­ter of wood in a whirlpool.

				“Kill him! Kill him! The scoundrel! No, you won’t get away! Tsypenuk, give it to him! Drag him out in­to the street, boys, drag him out! You’ve pestered us long enough. We’ll bury you alive! … Kill him!” was heard as sep­a­rate ex­cla­ma­tions in the midst of the gen­er­al up­roar.

				Sud­den­ly, cov­er­ing all this tem­pest of curs­es and vi­tu­per­a­tions, was heard the mighty voice of Kuz­ma Sot­nik, who shout­ed, tow­er­ing above the crowd, his face red with the ef­fort.

				“Wait a mo­ment, brethren, we have to in­ves­ti­gate this. Take him over to where Buzy­ga is!”

				“Drag him! Take him! Let’s put an end to them all! …”

				With the same el­e­men­tal im­petu­os­i­ty with which it rushed in­to the hut, the crowd now surged back in­to the street. Some­body picked up Vasil and threw him in­to this crowd of wrig­gling bod­ies. Crushed in on all sides, deaf­ened by the noise, he was thrown out­side by this rush­ing cur­rent.

				The vil­lage pre­sent­ed an un­usu­al, pe­cu­liar sight on that beau­ti­ful sum­mer morn­ing. De­spite the fact that it was a work­ing day, in the mid­dle of the week, the streets were crowd­ed with peo­ple. And wag­ons and ploughs with hors­es al­ready har­nessed, stood aban­doned in front of al­most ev­ery gate. Chil­dren and wom­en were run­ning in one di­rec­tion, to­ward the church. Dogs barked all around; hens cack­led, flap­ping their wings and fly­ing to all sides. The crowd was grow­ing fast and oc­cu­pied the whole width of the street. Crowd­ed in a dense mass, half suf­fo­cat­ed, con­stant­ly push­ing and shov­ing each oth­er, these men were run­ning along, shout­ing hoarse­ly, their mouths foam­ing as though they were a pack of wild beasts.

				On a lit­tle mead­ow in front of the wine-shop, there was a dense, black ring of peo­ple. The two crowds joined to­geth­er, min­gled, and pressed against each oth­er. Some mon­strous­ly elas­tic force threw Kozel and Vasil for­ward.

				In the mid­dle of a nar­row spot in­stinc­tive­ly set apart by the crowd, Buzy­ga was ly­ing on the grass, which was wet and dark with blood. His face had the ap­pear­ance of a large piece of bloody meat, torn to shreds. One of his eyes was torn out and was hang­ing on some­thing that looked like a red rag. The oth­er eye was closed. What had been his nose was now a large bloody, round cake. His mus­tach­es were cov­ered with blood. But what was most ter­ri­ble, in­ex­press­ibly ter­ri­ble, was the fact that this mu­ti­lat­ed and dis­fig­ured man was ly­ing on the ground in si­lence, while around him the wild crowd was shout­ing and howl­ing, in­tox­i­cat­ed with cru­el­ty.

				Kuz­ma Sot­nik caught Kozel by the col­lar of his coat and bent him down with such force that the old man fell on his knees.

				“Hey, there! Qui­et!” shout­ed Kuz­ma, turn­ing around. “Keep qui­et there!”

				He was the lead­er on that day and his word was obeyed. The crowd’s roar grad­u­al­ly died away, as though run­ning back from rank to rank.

				“Buzy­ga!” shout­ed Kuz­ma when si­lence set in, bend­ing low over the horse-thief. “Do you hear me? We won’t beat you any more. Will you tell me tru­ly whether Kozel was with you or not?”

				Buzy­ga re­mained silent and did not open his one eye. His chest rose of­ten and so high that it seemed im­pos­si­ble for a man to breathe in that way, and each breath made some­thing whis­tle in his throat, as though a flu­id were flow­ing with dif­fi­cul­ty through a nar­row tube.

				“Don’t try to bluff us, you dev­il!” shout­ed Kuz­ma threat­en­ing­ly, and rais­ing his foot, he struck Buzy­ga on the low­er part of the chest with all the force of his iron-shod boot.

				“Ukh!” the whole crowd sighed in uni­son, heav­i­ly and greed­i­ly.

				Buzy­ga groaned and opened his eye slow­ly. It fell on Vasil’s face.

				Buzy­ga looked at the boy slow­ly for a long time, close­ly and in­dif­fer­ent­ly, and then it sud­den­ly seemed to Vasil that the bloody mouth of the horse-thief twist­ed in­to a suf­fer­ing, ten­der smile, and this seemed so un­nat­u­ral, so piti­ful, and so dread­ful that Vasil cried in­vol­un­tar­i­ly, and cov­ered his face with his hands.

				“Now, tell us, you Sa­tan!” Sot­nik shout­ed this in Buzy­ga’s ear. “Lis­ten. If you will tell us who helped you, we’ll let you go im­me­di­ate­ly. Oth­er­wise, we’ll kill you like a dog. Am I telling the truth or not, boys? Tell him. …”

				“That’s right. … Tell us, Buzy­ga, and we won’t do any­thing else to you,” rum­bled through the crowd like a dull wave of sound.

				Buzy­ga looked at Vasil with that same long and pe­cu­liar gaze and, open­ing with dif­fi­cul­ty his mu­ti­lat­ed lips, said in a scarce­ly au­di­ble voice:

				“No one … was there. … I was alone. …”

				He closed his eye and his chest be­gan to rise and fall.

				“Kill him!” came a tremu­lous, ner­vous, half-child­ish voice, shriek­ing some­where in the back ranks. The crowd moved for­ward, howled dul­ly, and closed in on the spot where the horse-thief was ly­ing.

				With­out ris­ing, Kozel dragged him­self over to where Kuz­ma was stand­ing and threw his arms about his feet.

				“My bene­fac­tor!” he was say­ing sense­less­ly and en­treat­ing­ly. “See, I kiss your feet. … God knows that I was home all the time. I went for some bast. … God knows and the Holy Vir­gin. My bene­fac­tors! Here I kiss your feet! … I am on­ly a poor crip­ple. …”

				And he was re­al­ly drag­ging him­self around on his knees, hold­ing on to Kuz­ma’s boot and kiss­ing it in such fren­zy as though his whole safe­ty lay in this. Kuz­ma slow­ly turned around and looked at the crowd.

				“Let him go to the dev­il!” said an old man stand­ing there.

				“To the dev­il with him!” caught up sev­er­al voic­es. “Maybe it wasn’t he. It was a Kre­she­vo horse any­way! What’s the use? Let Kozel go. … We’ll ask the el­der af­ter­ward.”

				Kozel was still drag­ging him­self on his knees from one peas­ant to an­oth­er. The ter­ror of the im­mi­nent and cru­el death had now changed to deliri­ous joy. He pre­tend­ed that he did not un­der­stand what was go­ing on. Tears were run­ning down his hor­ri­bly twist­ed face. He caught the hands and the boots of the peas­ants and kissed them greed­i­ly. Vasil stood to one side, pale and mo­tion­less, with his eyes burn­ing. He could not turn his face away from Buzy­ga’s ter­ri­ble face, seek­ing yet fear­ing his glance.

				“Go away!” Kuz­ma Sot­nik sud­den­ly said and kicked the old man in the back with his boot. “You go away too, Vasil! Buzy­ga!” he shout­ed al­most im­me­di­ate­ly, turn­ing to the dy­ing horse-thief, “do you hear? I am ask­ing you for the last time: ‘Who was with you?’ ”

				The crowd moved in again. The same force that threw Kozel and the boy for­ward was now bear­ing them back, and the peo­ple whom they met turned away, made room for them im­pa­tient­ly, as if they were dis­turb­ing their strained at­ten­tion. Through the soft and dense bar­ri­er of hu­man bod­ies, Vasil heard the loud bass of Kuz­ma who was still ques­tion­ing Buzy­ga. Sud­den­ly the same thin, hys­ter­i­cal voice shout­ed al­most above Vasil’s head: “Kill Buzy­ga! …”

				All those who were stand­ing be­hind pushed for­ward, shov­ing in those be­fore them. Kozel and Vasil found them­selves out­side of the crowd.

				“Lord be praised!” the old man mut­tered joy­ous­ly, dry­ing his tears with one of his stumps and mak­ing the sign of the cross with the oth­er. “Vasil, Vasil! O Lord! We have es­caped! … Vasil! O Lord! … We have es­caped! Why do you stand there? Let’s run home!”

				“You go; I won’t,” said Vasil gloomi­ly.

				It seemed that it was out­side of his pow­er to draw his burn­ing eyes away from the black, mo­tion­less, and dread­ful­ly silent crowd. His blue lips trem­bled and be­came dis­tort­ed, as they whis­pered un­in­tel­li­gi­ble words.

				“Let’s go, Vasil!” Kozel en­treat­ed him, drag­ging his grand­son by the hand.

				At that mo­ment the black mass sud­den­ly quiv­ered and swayed like a for­est that was sud­den­ly struck by the wind. A dull and short groan of fury rolled over it. In an in­stant it pressed to­geth­er, then tore apart again, then pressed to­geth­er once more. And deaf­en­ing each oth­er with their fren­zied cries, the men min­gled to­geth­er in the hor­ri­ble fray.

				“Vasil, for God’s sake!” the old man mut­tered, “let’s go away. … They will kill us!”

				It was with great dif­fi­cul­ty that he suc­ceed­ed in drag­ging the boy away from the mob, but on the cor­ner, struck by the dead si­lence that sud­den­ly set in, Vasil drew away and glanced back.

				“O Lord have mer­cy on thy sin­ful slave, Lev­on­ty, and take him to Par­adise,” Kozel sud­den­ly be­gan to whis­per. “They have killed Buzy­ga,” he said with pre­tend­ed sad­ness.

				He knew that the peo­ple’s wrath was al­layed with blood and that death had gone past him. He could not con­ceal his deep, an­i­mal joy. He al­ter­nate­ly cried and laughed with noise­less, long laugh­ter. He spoke fever­ish­ly, with­out paus­es, with­out sense, and made id­i­ot­ic faces at him­self. Vasil looked at him from time to time in aver­sion, knit­ting his brows with an ex­pres­sion of deep ha­tred.

			
		
	
		
			Anathema

			“Fa­ther Dea­con, stop burn­ing that can­dle. You won’t get far at this rate,” said the archdea­con’s wife. “It’s time to get up.”

			This lit­tle, thin, sal­low-faced wom­an treat­ed her hus­band very stern­ly. When she was still at school, the preva­lent opin­ion there was that all men are ras­cals, cheats, and tyrants. But the dea­con was not a tyrant at all. He was re­al­ly afraid of his hys­ter­i­cal wife, who was sub­ject to fits. They had no chil­dren, as the wife was bar­ren. The archdea­con was of im­mense stature, weigh­ing over three hun­dred pounds, with a chest that re­mind­ed one of the body of an au­to­mo­bile. He was pos­sessed of a pow­er­ful voice and, at the same time, of that gen­tle con­de­scen­sion, which is so pe­cu­liar to ex­ceed­ing­ly strong men when they are deal­ing with very weak per­sons.

			It took the archdea­con a long time to get his voice in­to prop­er shape. He had to go through the whole of that painful­ly long and un­pleas­ant process which is so fa­mil­iar to all pub­lic singers. He, too, had to make lo­cal ap­pli­ca­tion with co­caine, and with caus­tic, and gar­gle his throat with a so­lu­tion of boric acid. While still in bed, Fa­ther Olympy be­gan to try out his voice:

			“Via … hmm! … Via‑a‑a! … Hal­lelu­ja, hal­lelu­ja … maa‑ma …”

			“Don’t seem to sound well, God bless me. Hm, …” thought he to him­self.

			Just like fa­mous singers, he nev­er trust­ed his own pow­ers. It is a well-known fact that ac­tors be­come pale and make the sign of the cross just be­fore com­ing out. Fa­ther Olympy was the same way. And yet, there was not an­oth­er man in the city, per­haps not in all Rus­sia, who could make the dark, an­cient church, with its gilt mo­saics, re­sound to his low notes. He alone could fill ev­ery nook and cor­ner of the old build­ing with his mighty voice, and make the cut-glass or­na­ments on the in­cense-bowls tin­kle in uni­son.

			His wife brought him a glass of weak tea with lemon and, as usu­al on Sun­days, a small glass of vod­ka. Olympy test­ed his voice again. “Mi, mi, fa. …”

			“Strike that D, moth­er,” said he.

			His wife struck a pro­longed, melan­choly note.

			“Hm … Pharaoh, driv­ing his char­i­ot. … No; doesn’t work. The dev­il take that writ­er, what’s his name?”

			Fa­ther Olympy was a great lover of books. He read them one af­ter an­oth­er, in any or­der, nev­er in­ter­est­ing him­self much in the writ­er’s name. His ed­u­ca­tion in the sem­i­nary, based most­ly on learn­ing things “by heart,” and con­sist­ing al­most ex­clu­sive­ly of mem­o­riz­ing church canons and quo­ta­tions from the Fa­thers of the Church, had de­vel­oped his mem­o­ry won­der­ful­ly. In or­der to mem­o­rize a whole page of the com­pli­cat­ed works of such dia­lec­ti­cians as Au­gus­tine, Ter­tul­lian, Ori­gen, and Basil the Great, all he had to do was to read the lines, and they would be­come firm­ly fixed in his mem­o­ry. Books for read­ing were sup­plied by his friend Smirnov, a stu­dent at the Acad­e­my. The book he had just read was a beau­ti­ful sto­ry of life in the Cau­ca­sus, where sol­diers, Cos­sacks, and Chechens killed each oth­er, drank wine, mar­ried, and hunt­ed wild beasts.

			The book aroused the archdea­con’s ad­ven­tur­ous soul. He read it over three times, and dur­ing each read­ing he cried and laughed with joy, dou­bled his fists, and turned his huge body from side to side. Of course, it would have been much bet­ter if he were a hunter, a fish­er­man, a horse­man; cer­tain­ly, his place was not in the cler­gy.

			

			He al­ways came to the church a lit­tle lat­er than was nec­es­sary; just like the fa­mous bary­tone at the opera. Ap­proach­ing the south­ern gate of the al­tar, he test­ed his voice for the last time.

			“Hm, hm. … Sounds like D, and that ras­cal of a re­gent will be sure to strike C-sharp. But I don’t care. I’ll get the choir to sing my tone, any­way.”

			The pride of the pop­u­lar fa­vorite awoke in him. He knew that the whole city adored him, and that even boys in the streets gath­ered in crowds to gaze at him, as they did up­on the gap­ing mouth of the enor­mous trum­pet in the mil­i­tary or­ches­tra that played in the pub­lic square.

			The arch­bish­op came in and was solemn­ly led to his place. His mitre was tilt­ed a lit­tle to the left. Two sub­dea­cons were stand­ing on each side, sway­ing the censers rhyth­mi­cal­ly. The cler­gy, in bright hol­i­day vest­ments, sur­round­ed the arch­bish­op’s seat. Two cler­gy­men brought the im­ages of the Saviour and the Vir­gin Mary from the al­tar.

			The church was an old one, and, like Catholic church­es, it had a lit­tle el­e­vat­ed plat­form in one cor­ner, with a carved-oak rail­ing around it, and a flight of nar­row, wind­ing steps lead­ing up to it.

			Slow­ly, feel­ing each step and care­ful­ly sup­port­ing him­self by the handrail, as he was al­ways afraid to break some­thing through his awk­ward­ness, the archdea­con mount­ed the plat­form, coughed, spit over the rail­ing, touched his tun­ing-fork, went from C to D, and be­gan the ser­vice.

			“Bless me, your most gra­cious Em­i­nence!”

			“Oh, no, Mr. Re­gent. You won’t dare to change the pitch as long as the bish­op is here,” he thought. He felt with plea­sure at that mo­ment that his voice sound­ed bet­ter than ev­er, went eas­i­ly from note to note, and made the air of the whole church trem­ble with its soft, deep sighs.

			It was Quadra­ges­i­ma Sun­day, in the first week of Lent. At first there was very lit­tle work for Fa­ther Olympy. The read­er monotonous­ly mum­bled the psalms; the dea­con, an aca­demi­cian and fu­ture pro­fes­sor of homilet­ics, spoke rapid­ly through his nose.

			From time to time the archdea­con roared, “We shall at­tend,” or, “We shall pray to the Lord.” His huge body, in a sur­plice em­broi­dered with gold, tow­ered over the crowd. He stood there shak­ing his black, sil­ver­ing hair, that was like a li­on’s mane, and test­ing his voice from time to time. The church was filled with old wom­en and gray-beard­ed lit­tle old men who re­mind­ed one of fish-traders, or money­len­ders.

			“It’s fun­ny,” thought Olympy, “that all wom­en’s pro­files re­mind you ei­ther of a fish or of a hen’s head! … There’s my wife, too. …”

			But his pro­fes­sion­al habits com­pelled him to fol­low close­ly the ser­vice, which was in ac­cor­dance with the sev­en­teenth-cen­tu­ry mass-book. Fi­nal­ly, the psalm-read­er fin­ished his part, con­clud­ing it with the words: “The Most High Lord, our Mas­ter and Cre­ator, Amen.”

			Then be­gan the rite of the af­fir­ma­tion of Or­tho­doxy.

			“Who is more supreme than our Lord? Thou, O Lord, art supreme above all, thou, alone, per­formest mir­a­cles.”

			The melody was slow, and not very dis­tinct. The ser­vice for Quadra­ges­i­ma Sun­day and the rite of anath­ema­ti­za­tion may be var­ied at will. For ex­am­ple, the Holy Church knows anath­e­mas writ­ten for spe­cial oc­ca­sions, e.g., anath­e­mas against Ivash­ka Mazepa, Sten­ka Razin, the heretic Ar­ius, the icon­o­clasts, the Arch­priest Habakkuk, etc., etc.

			But some­thing pe­cu­liar hap­pened to the archdea­con that morn­ing, some­thing that had nev­er hap­pened be­fore. Per­haps it was the whiskey that his wife gave him with his tea.

			Some­how his thoughts could not be­come de­tached from the sto­ry he had read the night be­fore. Sim­ple, beau­ti­ful, fas­ci­nat­ing pic­tures rose in his mind with un­usu­al clear­ness and dis­tinct­ness. But, through sheer force of habit, he com­plet­ed this part of the ser­vice, pro­nounced the word “Amen,” and con­clud­ed:

			“This apos­tolic faith, this pa­ter­nal faith, this Or­tho­dox faith, this uni­ver­sal faith, af­firm.”

			The arch­bish­op was an ex­treme for­mal­ist and pedant. He nev­er per­mit­ted any omis­sion in the canons of the most blessed Fa­ther An­drew of Crete, or the fu­ner­al rites, or any oth­er ser­vice. And Fa­ther Olympy, mak­ing the whole church trem­ble with his mighty voice, and the glass or­na­ments on the lus­tres tin­kle in uni­son with it, cursed, anath­e­ma­tized, and ex­com­mu­ni­cat­ed the fol­low­ing: all icon­o­clasts, all heretics, be­gin­ning with Ar­ius, all fol­low­ers of the teach­ings of Italus, the pseu­do-monk Nile, Con­stan­tine and Irini­ka, Var­laam and Akin­d­i­na, Heron­tius and Isaac Ar­gi­ra, all Mo­hammedans, Jews, those who mock the Holy Church, those who blas­pheme the Day of An­nun­ci­a­tion, tav­ern-keep­ers who rob wid­ows and or­phans, Old Be­liev­ers, the traitors and rebels Gre­go­ry Otrepiev, Tim­o­sh­ka Akundi­nov, Sten­ka Razin, Ivash­ka Mazepa, Emel­ka Pu­gachev, and al­so all who pro­fess faith con­trary to the Holy Or­tho­dox faith.

			Then fol­lowed cat­e­gor­i­cal anath­e­mas against those who refuse the bless­ing of re­demp­tion, who de­ny the holy sacra­ments, who do not rec­og­nize the coun­cils of the Fa­thers of the Church and their tra­di­tions.

			“All those who dare to pre­sume that the Or­tho­dox rulers are not seat­ed on their thrones by the spe­cial grace of God, and that at their anoint­ing and their el­e­va­tion to that high sta­tion the bless­ings of the Holy Ghost do not de­scend up­on them, and who dare, there­fore, to rise in re­bel­lion against them and to be­tray them. … All those who blas­pheme and mock the holy im­ages. …”

			And af­ter each ex­cla­ma­tion the choir an­swered him sad­ly, the gen­tle, an­gel­ic voic­es groan­ing the word, “Anath­e­ma.”

			Hys­ter­ics be­gan among the wom­en.

			The archdea­con had al­ready fin­ished the “Long Life!” ser­vice to all the de­ceased zealots of the church, when the psalm-read­er mount­ed the plat­form and hand­ed him a short note from the arch­priest, in which he was in­struct­ed, by the or­der of the arch­bish­op, to anath­e­ma­tize the “bo­yard Leo Tol­stoy.”—“See Chapt. L of the mass-book,” was added in the note.

			The archdea­con’s throat was al­ready tired af­ter its long ex­er­tions. Yet he cleared it again and be­gan: “Bless me, your most gra­cious Em­i­nence.” He scarce­ly heard the low whis­per of the old arch­bish­op:

			“May our Lord God bless you, O archdea­con, to anath­e­ma­tize the blas­phe­mer and the apos­tate from the faith of Christ, re­ject­ing its holy sacra­ments, the bo­yard Leo Tol­stoy. In the name of Fa­ther, and Son, and the Holy Ghost.”

			“Amen,” came from the choir.

			Sud­den­ly, Fa­ther Olympy felt his hair stand­ing erect on his head, be­com­ing hard and heavy, like steel wire. And at the same mo­ment the beau­ti­ful words of the sto­ry he had read the night be­fore came to him, clear and dis­tinct:

			
				“… awak­ing, Erosh­ka raised his head and be­gan to watch in­tent­ly the night-but­ter­flies, which were fly­ing around the trem­bling flame of the can­dle, and fall­ing in­to it.
			

			
				“ ‘You fool,’ said he. ‘Where are you fly­ing? Fool, fool!’ And, sit­ting up, he be­gan to chase the but­ter­flies away from the flame with his thick fin­gers.
			

			
				“ ‘Why, you’ll get burned, you lit­tle fools. Fly over there, there’s lots of room,’ he was say­ing gen­tly, catch­ing but­ter­flies by the wings, hold­ing them care­ful­ly in his thick fin­gers, and then let­ting them go.
			

			
				“ ‘You’re hurt­ing your­self, and I’m try­ing to save you.’
			

			“My God! Whom am I anath­e­ma­tiz­ing?” thought the archdea­con in ter­ror. “Him? Is it pos­si­ble? Didn’t I weep all night in joy, and rap­ture, and ad­mi­ra­tion?”

			But, obe­di­ent to the tra­di­tions of cen­turies, he con­tin­ued to hurl those aw­ful, stu­pe­fy­ing words of anath­e­ma and ex­com­mu­ni­ca­tion, which fell in­to the crowd like the peals of a huge brass bell.

			“… The for­mer priest Niki­ta, and the monks Sergius, Sab­batius, Doroth­ius, and Gabriel … blas­pheme the holy sacra­ments of the church, and will not re­pent and ac­cept the true church; may they be cursed for such im­pi­ous do­ings. …”

			He wait­ed a few mo­ments. His face was now red, stream­ing with per­spi­ra­tion. The ar­ter­ies of his neck swelled un­til they were as thick as a fin­ger. …

			
				“Once I was sit­ting by the riv­er and saw a cra­dle float­ing down. A per­fect­ly good cra­dle it was, on­ly one side bro­ken off a lit­tle. And then all sorts of thoughts came in­to my head. Whose cra­dle is it? Those dev­ils of sol­diers of yours must have come to the vil­lage, tak­en the wom­en with them, and some one of them, maybe, killed the child. Just swung him by the feet and dashed him against the cor­ner of the house. As though such things were not done! There is no soul in men! And such thoughts came to me, such thoughts. … They must have tak­en the wom­an with them, I thought, thrown the cra­dle away, burned the house. And the man, I guess, took his gun and went over to our side to be a rob­ber.
			

			“… And though he tempt the Holy Spir­it, like Si­mon the Ma­gi­cian, or like Ana­nias and Saphi­ra, re­turn­ing like a dog to the mat­ter he has vom­it­ed, may his days be short and hard, may his prayer lead to sin, may the dev­il dwell in his mouth, may he be con­demned for­ev­er, may his line per­ish in one gen­er­a­tion, may the mem­o­ry of his name be ef­faced from the earth. And may dou­ble, and triple, and nu­mer­ous curs­es and anath­e­mas fall up­on him. May he be struck with Cain’s trem­bling, Giez­ius’s lep­rosy, Ju­das’s stran­gu­la­tion, Si­mon’s de­struc­tion, Ar­ius’s burst­ing, the sud­den end of Ana­nias and Saphi­ra. … Be he ex­com­mu­ni­cat­ed and anath­e­ma­tized, and for­giv­en not even un­to death, may his body fall to dust and the earth refuse to ac­cept it, and may a part of it de­scend in­to eter­nal Gehen­na, and be tor­tured there day and night. …”

			And his vivid mem­o­ry brought to his thought more and more of the beau­ti­ful words:

			
				“Ev­ery­thing that God has made is for man’s joy. There is no sin in any­thing. … Take a beast, for ex­am­ple. He lives in the Tar­tar rush­es, and in ours. … Wher­ev­er he comes, there is his home. He eats what­ev­er God gives him. And our peo­ple say that for such do­ings you will lick hot irons in Hell. On­ly, I think that it is not true.”
			

			Sud­den­ly the archdea­con stopped and closed the an­cient mass-book with a snap. The words that fol­lowed on its pages were even more ter­ri­ble than those that he had spo­ken. They were words that could have been con­ceived on­ly by the nar­row minds of the monks who lived in the first cen­turies of our era.

			The archdea­con’s face be­came blue, al­most black; his hands clutched con­vul­sive­ly the rail­ing of his plat­form. For a sec­ond he thought that he was go­ing to faint. But he re­cov­ered him­self. Strain­ing the ut­most re­sources of his mighty voice, he be­gan solemn­ly:

			“To the joy of our earth, to the or­na­ment and the flow­er of our life, to the true comil­i­tant and ser­vant of Christ, to the bo­yard Leo. …”

			He be­came silent for a sec­ond. There was not a whis­per, not a cough, not a sound in the crowd­ed church. It was that aw­ful mo­ment of si­lence when a large crowd is mute, obe­di­ent to one will, seized by one feel­ing. And now, the archdea­con’s eyes red­dened and be­came suf­fused with tears, his face sud­den­ly be­came ra­di­ant with that beau­ty which can trans­form the face of a man when in the ec­sta­sy of in­spi­ra­tion. He coughed again, and sud­den­ly, fill­ing the whole ed­i­fice with his ter­ri­ble voice, roared:

			“Lo‑o‑ong li‑i‑ife.”

			And, in­stead of low­er­ing his can­dle, as is done in the rite of anath­ema­ti­za­tion, he raised it high above his head.

			It was in vain that the re­gent hissed at his choir­boys, struck them on the heads with his tun­ing-fork, closed their mouths with his hand. Joy­ful­ly, like the sil­very sounds of the archangels’ trum­pets, their voic­es rang out through the church: “Long life! Long life!”

			In the mean­time, Fa­ther Pri­or, Fa­ther Provost, an of­fi­cial of the Con­sis­to­ry, the psalm-read­er, and the archdea­con’s wife had mount­ed on the plat­form.

			“Let me alone. … Let me alone …” said Fa­ther Olympy in a wrath­ful, hiss­ing whis­per, con­temp­tu­ous­ly brush­ing aside Fa­ther Provost. “I’ve spoiled my voice, but it was for the glo­ry of the Lord. Go away.”

			He took off the sur­plice em­broi­dered with gold, rev­er­ent­ly kissed the stole, made the sign of the cross, and came down. He went out through the aisle, tow­er­ing over the crowd, im­mense, ma­jes­tic, and sad, and peo­ple in­vol­un­tar­i­ly moved away, ex­pe­ri­enc­ing strange fear. As if made of stone, he walked past the arch­bish­op’s place with­out even glanc­ing at it.

			It was on­ly in the church­yard that his wife caught up with him. Cry­ing and pulling him by the sleeve, she be­gan to shriek:

			“What have you done, you crazy id­iot? Got drunk in the morn­ing, and start­ed up. … It’ll be lucky if they on­ly send you to some monastery to clean cesspools. How much trou­ble I’m go­ing to have now, and all on ac­count of you, you block­head!”

			“Doesn’t make any dif­fer­ence,” said the archdea­con, look­ing at the ground. “I’ll go as a com­mon la­bor­er, be­come a switch­man or a jan­i­tor, but I won’t serve in the church any more. I’ll go to­mor­row. Don’t want it any more. My soul can’t stand it. I be­lieve tru­ly, ac­cord­ing to the sym­bol of the faith, yes, I be­lieve in Christ and the Apos­tolic Church. Yet I feel no wrath.”

			And then again, the fa­mil­iar, beau­ti­ful words rushed through his mind:

			
				“Ev­ery­thing that God has made is for man’s joy.”
			

			“Id­iot! Block­head!” shrieked his wife. “I’ll send you to the in­sane asy­lum. … I’ll go to the gov­er­nor, to the Tsar. … Got drunk out of his sens­es, the block­head.”

			Then Fa­ther Olympy paused, turned around, and, open­ing wide his large, an­gry eyes, said stern­ly and heav­i­ly:

			“Well?”

			For the first time his wife be­came timid­ly silent. She turned away from her hus­band, cov­ered her face with a hand­ker­chief, and burst in­to tears.

			And he walked on, im­mense, dark, and ma­jes­tic, like a mon­u­ment.

		
	
		
			The Laestrygonians

			
				
					I

					Si­lence

				
				At the end of Oc­to­ber, or the be­gin­ning of No­vem­ber, the city of Bal­akla­va, that most orig­i­nal cor­ner of the var­ie­gat­ed Rus­sian Em­pire, be­gins to live a life all its own. The days are still warm and pleas­ant, as they some­times are in the fall, but at night it grows cold and the ground re­sounds un­der your step. The last sum­mer vis­i­tors have gone to Se­bastopol with their bun­dles, suit­cas­es, trunks, sick­ly chil­dren, and deca­dente young ladies. As me­men­tos of the re­cent guests, there still re­main grape-skins which the in­valid sum­mer vis­i­tors had scat­tered in abun­dant quan­ti­ties on ev­ery pier and in ev­ery nar­row street, all for the pur­pose of aid­ing their pre­cious health, and piles of pa­per, refuse, cig­a­rette stumps, scraps of let­ters and news­pa­pers, which al­ways re­main be­hind when the sum­mer vis­i­tors go away.

				And im­me­di­ate­ly Bal­akla­va be­comes roomy, fresh, com­fort­able, and cozy, as though it were an apart­ment which had just been left by a crowd of noisy, smok­ing, ar­gu­ing, un­in­vit­ed guests. The old, na­tive Greek pop­u­la­tion, which had un­til then con­cealed it­self in back rooms and shacks, now creeps forth and takes pos­ses­sion of the streets.

				On the street run­ning along the shore fish­ing-nets are spread out, stretched across the whole width of the street. Against the rough cob­bles of the street they seem thin and del­i­cate as a cob­web, and the fish­er­men, creep­ing over them on all fours, ap­pear like black spi­ders mend­ing their bro­ken, airy traps. Oth­er fish­er­men are twist­ing the cord that they will use for catch­ing the stur­geon and the floun­der; with a se­ri­ous and pre­oc­cu­pied air, they run back and forth with the cord thrown over their shoul­ders, twist­ing the thread with­out stop­ping.

				The cap­tains of the fish­ing-boats are sharp­en­ing the stur­geon-hooks, the old, dull cop­per hooks which, ac­cord­ing to an old tra­di­tion of fish­er­men, are al­ways pre­ferred by the fish to the mod­ern steel hooks of the Eng­lish style. On the oth­er side of the bay the boats, drawn on the shore and turned with the keel up, are be­ing calked, tarred, and paint­ed.

				Around the stone foun­tains, where a thin stream of wa­ter runs and mur­murs with­out stop­ping, the thin, dark-faced Greek wom­en, with large eyes and long noses—so strange­ly and touch­ing­ly like the rep­re­sen­ta­tions of the Holy Vir­gin on the old Byzan­tine im­ages—chat­ter for hours at a time about their pet­ty house­hold af­fairs.

				And all this is done with­out any un­due haste, in a pleas­ant, neigh­bor­ly way, with skill and deft­ness ac­quired by age-long habits, be­neath the bright and pleas­ant au­tumn sun, on the shore of the mer­ry blue bay, un­der the clear au­tumn sky, which rests so calm­ly up­on the in­dent­ed line of the low, bald moun­tains that sur­round the bay.

				It seems that the sum­mer guests have al­ready been for­got­ten, as though they had nev­er been there. Two or three rainy days, and the last ves­tige of their re­cent pres­ence will be washed away from the streets. The whole sense­less sum­mer, passed in ab­surd haste, with its evening con­certs, its dust raised by the wom­en’s skirts, its piti­ful flir­ta­tions and dis­cus­sions of po­lit­i­cal sub­jects, now seems like a far­away, long-for­got­ten dream. The whole in­ter­est of the fish­ing town is con­cen­trat­ed up­on the fish and their com­ing.

				In the cof­fee­hous­es of Ivan Yuryich and Ivan Adamovich, the fish­er­men form in­to com­pa­nies for their fu­ture work, while oth­ers play domi­nos. Cap­tains are cho­sen here, too. The con­ver­sa­tion in ev­ery cor­ner of the room is con­cerned with the one sub­ject of shares, fish­ing-nets, hooks, the pos­si­ble catch, the mack­er­el, the floun­der, the stur­geon, and oth­er fish caught here. And at nine o’clock the whole town is plunged in­to pro­found slum­ber.

				Nowhere in the whole of Rus­sia, and I have trav­elled much through its width and length—nowhere have I ex­pe­ri­enced the sen­sa­tion of such deep, com­plete, and per­fect si­lence as in Bal­akla­va.

				Some­times I would go out on the bal­cony and feel im­me­di­ate­ly swal­lowed up by the dark­ness and the si­lence. The sky is black, the wa­ter in the bay is black, the moun­tains are black. The wa­ter is so thick, so heavy, and so calm that the stars re­flect­ed in it do not twin­kle or break. Not a sin­gle hu­man sound in­ter­rupts this si­lence. Now and then, per­haps once a minute, you can hear a tiny wave­let splash up­on a rock. But this lone­ly, melo­di­ous sound on­ly deep­ens, on­ly ac­cen­tu­ates the si­lence. You can hear the blood cours­ing through the veins in your ears. A rope hold­ing a boat squeaks some­where. And again ev­ery­thing is silent. You feel that the night and the si­lence are plunged in one black em­brace.

				I gaze to the left, where the nar­row neck of the bay hemmed in by two moun­tains, dis­ap­pears. A long, low moun­tain lies there, crowned by some an­cient ru­ins. If you look at it at­ten­tive­ly it will ap­pear to you like a gi­gan­tic mon­ster of the fairy­tale who lies with his breast on the shore of the bay and, thrust­ing his dark head with its up­stand­ing ears deep in­to the wa­ter, greed­i­ly drinks it, un­able to sa­ti­ate his thirst.

				At the very spot where the mon­ster ought to have an eye burns a lit­tle red speck that rep­re­sents the light of the cus­tom­house. I know this light well, for I have passed it a hun­dred times, touch­ing the lantern with my hand. But in the strange si­lence and the deep black­ness of this au­tumn night I seem to see more and more dis­tinct­ly the back and the head of the an­cient mon­ster, and I feel that its sly and wicked eye is watch­ing me in­tent­ly with a feel­ing of con­cealed ha­tred.

				Sud­den­ly I re­call that verse from Homer in which Odysseus sees blood­thirsty Laestry­go­ni­ans in a small, nar­row-necked Black Sea bay. I al­so think of the en­ter­pris­ing, sup­ple, hand­some Ge­noese who erect­ed their colos­sal for­ti­fi­ca­tions up­on the brow of this moun­tain. And in my mind ris­es the pic­ture of a stormy win­ter night when a whole Eng­lish squadron, head­ed by the haughty flag­ship, the Black Prince, was dashed to bits against the bo­som of the old mon­ster. The Black Prince is now ly­ing on the bot­tom of the sea, not far away from the spot where I am stand­ing, with its bars of gold still with­in its hold, that had car­ried down with it hun­dreds of hu­man lives.

				The old mon­ster in its half-slum­ber gazes at me with its sharp lit­tle red eye. It ap­pears to me like an old, old, for­got­ten di­vin­i­ty, which dreams its thou­sand-year-old dreams amidst this black si­lence. And I feel a strange dis­qui­et.

				The slow, lazy foot­steps of the night-watch­man are heard at a dis­tance, and I dis­tin­guish clear­ly not on­ly ev­ery sound of his heavy, iron-shod fish­er­man’s boots beat­ing against the stones of the side­walk, but al­so the shuf­fling of his heels at ev­ery sec­ond step. The sounds are so dis­tinct amidst this si­lence that it seems to me as though I were walk­ing to­geth­er with him, al­though I am cer­tain that he is more than a verst away from me. But now he has turned aside in­to some dark al­ley, or, per­haps, has sat down on a bench some­where: his foot­steps are heard no more. Ev­ery­thing is silent. Ev­ery­thing is dark.

			
			
				
					II

					The Mack­er­el

				
				The au­tumn is com­ing fast. The wa­ter be­comes cold­er and cold­er. Just now one can catch on­ly small fish with drag­nets, those large vas­es of net­ting which are thrown to the bot­tom from the boat. But sud­den­ly a ru­mor is set afloat that Yu­ra Parati­no had rigged his boat and had sent it to the spot where his mack­er­el-nets were placed, be­tween the Capes of Aya and Laspi.

				Of course, Yu­ra Parati­no is not the Em­per­or of Ger­many, or a fa­mous bass, or a fash­ion­able writ­er, or a singer of gyp­sy songs, but when I think of the im­por­tance and re­spect that at­tach to his name along the whole shore of the Black Sea, I al­ways re­call his friend­ship with plea­sure and pride.

				Yu­ra Parati­no is a tall, strong Greek of about forty, with an ap­pear­ance of hav­ing been steeped in brine and tar. He has a bull-neck, a dark com­plex­ion, black, curly hair, mus­tach­es, a clean-shaven, square chin, with an in­den­ta­tion in the mid­dle that re­minds one of an­i­mals—a chin that be­speaks enor­mous willpow­er and great cru­el­ty—and thin lips that in­di­cate great en­er­gy, all the more so be­cause the cor­ners of his mouth are turned down­ward. There isn’t a sin­gle fish­er­man on the whole shore more skil­ful, clever, pow­er­ful, and coura­geous than Yu­ra Parati­no. No one could out­do Yu­ra when it came to drink­ing, and yet he had nev­er been seen drunk. No one had ev­er been as suc­cess­ful as Yu­ra, not even the fa­mous Theodore of Oleiza him­self.

				In him, more than in any­one else, was de­vel­oped that spe­cial fish­er­man’s in­dif­fer­ence to the un­just strokes of fate, an in­dif­fer­ence which is so high­ly prized by these sea­far­ing peo­ple.

				When Yu­ra would be told that the storm had torn to pieces the rig­ging of his boat, or that one of his boats filled to the top with pre­cious fish had sunk in the storm, Yu­ra would on­ly say light­ly, “Oh, let it go to the dev­il!” And im­me­di­ate­ly he would seem to have for­got­ten all about it.

				The oth­er fish­er­men say about Yu­ra: “The mack­er­el have on­ly be­gun com­ing here from Kerch, but Yu­ra al­ready knows where to put his nets.”

				These nets are about sev­en­ty feet long and thir­ty-five feet wide. The de­tails of their weav­ing and plac­ing are hard­ly in­ter­est­ing. But when large schools of fish swim­ming along the shore at night are caught in what be­comes a trap, be­cause of the nets’ spe­cial in­cli­na­tion, the fish can­not get away with­out be­ing thrown out of the net. The fish­er­men lift the net out of the wa­ter and emp­ty the fish in­to their boats. It is high­ly im­por­tant to note in time the mo­ment when the wa­ter about the net be­gins to seethe as though it were boil­ing. If this mo­ment is not an­tic­i­pat­ed, the fish are like­ly to break through the net and es­cape.

				And now, when some mys­te­ri­ous pre­mo­ni­tion had in­formed Yu­ra of the fish’s in­ten­tions, the whole of Bal­akla­va was pass­ing through dis­qui­et­ing, an­noy­ing­ly tense days. Boys were sta­tioned on the tops of the moun­tains to watch day and night, and the boats were kept in con­stant readi­ness. Num­bers of fish-deal­ers had come from Se­bastopol. The lo­cal can­ning fac­to­ry was busi­ly pre­par­ing its barns for enor­mous quan­ti­ties of fish.

				At last, ear­ly in the morn­ing, the ru­mor flashed like light­ning through the hous­es, the restau­rants, and the streets.

				“The fish have come! The fish have come! Mack­er­el are be­ing caught in the nets of Ivan Yegorovich, Ko­ta, Khris­to, Spiro, Cap­i­tana­ki, and, of course, of Yu­ra Parati­no.”

				All the boats are now manned and go out of the har­bor.

				And the rest of the in­hab­i­tants of the town are on the shore. They are all there, the old men, the wom­en, the chil­dren, the two fat sa­loon-keep­ers, the gray-haired cof­fee­house keep­er, Ivan Adamovich; the pro­pri­etor of the drug­store, who is a very busy man and has come out but for a mo­ment, the good-na­tured as­sis­tant sur­geon, Yevsey Markovich, and the two lo­cal physi­cians.

				The most im­por­tant cir­cum­stance is the fact that the first boat to en­ter the bay sells its fish at a high­er price than the oth­ers, and so the feel­ings that ag­i­tate the crowd gath­ered on the shore spring from in­ter­est and sport and am­bi­tion and cal­cu­la­tion.

				Fi­nal­ly, at the spot where the neck of the bay nar­rows down be­tween the two moun­tains, ap­pears the first boat, mak­ing a sharp curve around the shore.

				“It’s Yu­ra.”

				“No, it’s Kolya.”

				“No; of course, it is Genali.”

				The fish­er­men have an am­bi­tion pe­cu­liar to them­selves. When the catch is par­tic­u­lar­ly large they con­sid­er it a mark of spe­cial el­e­gance fair­ly to fly in­to the bay in­stead of en­ter­ing it slow­ly. And the three men at the oars, strain­ing their back and arm mus­cles to the ut­most, their necks bent for­ward, their bod­ies al­most fall­ing back at each of their fre­quent and mea­sured strokes, send the boat fly­ing across the smooth sur­face of the bay with short, rapid strokes. The cap­tain, his face turned to­ward them, is stand­ing up, guid­ing the di­rec­tion of the boat.

				Of course, it is Yu­ra Parati­no! The boat is brim­ful of white, sil­very fish, and the feet of the oars­men are above them, tramp­ing them down. Care­less­ly, while the boat is still in mo­tion and the oars­men have scarce­ly be­gun to slow down the mo­tion of the boat, Yu­ra jumps up­on the wood­en pier.

				The bar­gain­ing with the fish-deal­ers im­me­di­ate­ly be­gins.

				“Thir­ty!” says Yu­ra and slaps, with the palm of his hand, the long, bony hand of one of the fish-deal­ers.

				This means that he wants to sell his fish at thir­ty rou­bles a thou­sand.

				“Fif­teen!” shouts the Greek and, in his turn, hav­ing lib­er­at­ed his hand, slaps Yu­ra’s palm.

				“Twen­ty-eight!”

				“Eigh­teen!”

				Slap, slap. …

				“Twen­ty-six!”

				“Twen­ty!”

				“Twen­ty-five!” says Yu­ra hoarse­ly. “There’s an­oth­er of my boats com­ing along.”

				And at that mo­ment an­oth­er boat ap­pears through the neck of the bay, fol­lowed by a sec­ond, a third, then two to­geth­er. They make ev­ery ef­fort to over­take one an­oth­er, as the price of fish is fall­ing and fall­ing. In an­oth­er half-hour the fish will be worth no more than fif­teen rou­bles a thou­sand; in an hour, ten rou­bles, and fi­nal­ly five, and even three.

				To­ward evening the whole of Bal­akla­va is per­me­at­ed with the odor of fish. Mack­er­el is fried or canned in ev­ery house. The wide mouths of bread-ovens are full of tile boards on which the fish are be­ing fried in their own juice. This is con­sid­ered the most de­li­cious food by the lo­cal lovers of fish. And all the cof­fee­hous­es and sa­loons are filled with smoke and the odor of fried fish.

				Yu­ra Parati­no, the most open­hand­ed man in all Bal­akla­va, goes in­to the cof­fee­house where the Bal­akla­va fish­er­men are gath­ered sur­round­ed by its heavy clouds of to­bac­co and fish smoke; he shouts to the pro­pri­etor in a tone of com­mand, his voice ris­ing above the up­roar:

				“A cup of cof­fee for ev­ery­body!”

				A mo­ment of uni­ver­sal si­lence, amaze­ment, and joy sets in.

				“With sug­ar or with­out?” asks the pro­pri­etor of the cof­fee­house, the im­mense and dark Ivan Yuryich.

				Yu­ra hes­i­tates for a sec­ond: a cup of unsweet­ened cof­fee costs three copecks; with sug­ar it costs five. But Yu­ra is far from be­ing mean-spir­it­ed. The most un­skilled la­bor­er of his boat had earned no less than ten rou­bles that day.

				He says con­temp­tu­ous­ly:

				“With sug­ar. And let’s have some mu­sic, too!”

				The mu­si­cians ap­pear im­me­di­ate­ly: a man with a clar­inet and one with a tam­bourine. Late in­to the night they play their mo­not­o­nous, mourn­ful Tar­tar melodies. Young wine ap­pears on the ta­ble—the pink­ish wine that smells of fresh grapes and caus­es in­tox­i­ca­tion in a very short while, leav­ing you with a dread­ful headache on the fol­low­ing morn­ing.

				And on the pier, al­so un­til late at night, the last boats are be­ing un­load­ed. Bend­ing down in the boat, two or three Greeks quick­ly and with easy skill take two fish in the right hand and three in the left and throw them in the bas­ket, keep­ing an ex­act, rapid, and cease­less count. And on the fol­low­ing day more boats come in from the sea.

				It seems that the whole of Bal­akla­va is full of fish.

				The lazy cats, with their bel­lies swollen through overeat­ing, are ly­ing there on the side­walks, and when you hit them with your foot, they open one eye lazi­ly and then doze off again. The geese, al­so seem­ing half asleep, can be seen on the placid sur­face of the bay, and from their beaks stick the tails of some of the fish they had eat­en.

				For many days the air is full of the strong odor of fresh fish and the burn­ing smell of fried fish. And the light, sticky fish-scales cov­er the wood­en piers, the stones of the street, the hands and the clothes of the hap­py house­wives, and the blue wa­ters of the bay, lazi­ly rip­pling un­der the au­tumn sun.

			
			
				
					III

					Poach­ing

				
				It is evening. We are sit­ting in Ivan Yuryich’s cof­fee­house, that is light­ed by two hang­ing lamps. Thick clouds of to­bac­co smoke hang in the air. All the ta­bles are oc­cu­pied. Some of us play cards or domi­nos, oth­ers sip their cof­fee, oth­ers again sim­ply lounge about, rev­el­ling in the light and warmth and ex­chang­ing re­marks. A long, lazy, cozy, pleas­ant evening en­nui has tak­en hold of the en­tire cof­fee­house.

				By and by we be­gin a rather odd game which is a great fa­vorite with the fish­er­men here. I must con­fess, in spite of the protests of my mod­esty, that the hon­or of hav­ing in­vent­ed the game be­longs to none but my­self. In this game each of the par­tic­i­pants in turn is blind­fold­ed with a hand­ker­chief tied with a sailor’s knot, and then a jack­et is thrown over his head; two oth­er par­tic­i­pants take him by each arm, lead him all over the room, make him spin about sev­er­al times, then take him out­side, bring him in again and steer him in and out among the ta­bles try­ing their best to con­fuse him as to his po­si­tion. When, by gen­er­al ac­claim, enough has been done to con­fuse the vic­tim, he is per­mit­ted to stop and is asked to point to the north.

				Ev­ery­one is giv­en three chances, and the one who shows the poor­est sense of ori­en­ta­tion has to treat the com­pa­ny to cof­fee or to young wine, each per­son present re­ceiv­ing a cup or a half-bot­tle. I must ad­mit that I am the most fre­quent los­er. As for Yu­ra Parati­no, he in­vari­ably points north with the ac­cu­ra­cy of a mag­net­ic nee­dle. What a beast!

				Sud­den­ly I turn back in­vol­un­tar­i­ly and note that Khris­to Am­barza­ki winks at me to ap­proach him.

				He is not alone; by his side sits Yani, my teach­er and the head of our fish­ing crew.

				I go over to them. Khris­to, for ap­pear­ance sake, asks for a set of domi­nos, and while we pre­tend to be play­ing he whis­pers to me, pur­pose­ly rat­tling the domi­nos:

				“Take your di­fans and come qui­et­ly to the land­ing-place to­geth­er with Yani. The bay is chock-full of mul­lets, like a jar of olives. The swine drove them in.”

				Di­fans are very thin fish­ing-nets, some one hun­dred and fifty yards long and about three yards wide. They con­sist of three walls, of which the two out­er ones have larg­er mesh­es and the mid­dle has nar­row ones. The small mack­er­el will pass through the large-meshed walls, but will get en­tan­gled in the mesh­es of the in­ner net; on the oth­er hand, large mul­lets which knock their heads against the mid­dle net and turn back be­come en­tan­gled in the large out­er mesh­es. I am the on­ly man in Bal­akla­va who owns such nets.

				Quick­ly, and try­ing to keep in the shad­ows, Yani and I take the nets to the beach. The night is so dark that we are hard­ly able to de­scry Khris­to, who is al­ready wait­ing for us in a boat. Muf­fled sniff­ing, grunt­ing, and heavy groans are heard from the bay. It is the dol­phins, or sea-swine, as the fish­er­men call them. They have driv­en enor­mous shoals of fish in­to the nar­row bay and are now dart­ing across it, de­vour­ing the fish as they pass.

				What we are get­ting ready to do is un­doubt­ed­ly a crime. Ac­cord­ing to a pe­cu­liar an­cient cus­tom it is per­mit­ted to catch fish in the bay on­ly with fish­ing-rods and tram­mels. On­ly once a year, and for no more than three days, are fish caught in mu­nic­i­pal nets. This un­writ­ten law is a sort of fish­er­man’s taboo.

				But the night is so black, the groans and the grunt­ing of the dol­phins goad so vi­o­lent­ly the hunter’s cu­rios­i­ty in us, that, re­press­ing an in­vol­un­tary sigh of re­pen­tance, I cau­tious­ly leap in­to the boat, and, while Khris­to rows noise­less­ly, I help Yani to get the nets in shape. He pays out the low­er edge of the net laden with large lead­en plum­mets, while I hand him quick­ly the up­per edge, along which cork-floats are strung.

				But sud­den­ly a won­der­ful spec­ta­cle, which I had nev­er seen be­fore, fas­ci­nates me. Near by, to the left of the boat, sounds the snort­ing of the dol­phin, and all of a sud­den I no­tice a great num­ber of sin­u­ous sil­very stream­lets, re­sem­bling the rays of burst­ing fire­works, dash­ing around the boat with in­cred­i­ble speed. It is the fright­ened fish flee­ing be­fore the ra­pa­cious dol­phin. And here I no­tice that the en­tire sea is ablaze with fire. Pale-blue jew­els shim­mer on the tops of small, scarce­ly rip­pling wave­lets. Where the oars touch the wa­ter, deep, gleam­ing bands flame up in mag­ic splen­dor. I dip my hand in­to the sea, and when I draw it out a hand­ful of shim­mer­ing di­a­monds drips in­to the wa­ter, and for a long time del­i­cate, bluish phos­phor­ic lights glow on my fin­gers. This is one of those mag­ic nights when, as the fish­er­men say, “the sea is ablaze.”

				An­oth­er shoal of fish darts un­der the boat, fur­row­ing the deep with short, sil­very ar­rows. I hear the snort­ing of the dol­phin near at hand. Here he is, at last! He ap­pears along­side the boat, dis­ap­pears for a sec­ond un­der the keel and im­me­di­ate­ly forges ahead. He swims deep un­der the wa­ter, but with ex­tra­or­di­nary clear­ness I dis­tin­guish his pow­er­ful body, strained in the race. Wrapped in the shim­mer of in­fu­so­ria, his con­tours set off by myr­i­ads of span­gles, he looks like a shin­ing glass skele­ton, dart­ing at a ter­rif­ic speed.

				Khris­to rows with ab­so­lute noise­less­ness, and Yani on­ly once hits the side of the boat with the lead plum­mets. We have un­wound the en­tire net, and now we can start.

				We cross to the op­po­site shore. Yani plants him­self firm­ly on the prow, his feet wide apart. A large, flat stone, tied to a rope, qui­et­ly slides from his hands and sinks to the bot­tom, hard­ly splash­ing the wa­ter. A big cork buoy ris­es to the sur­face, a scarce­ly vis­i­ble black dot on the sur­face of the bay. Now we make our boat trace a half-cir­cle, as far as the length of our net al­lows, then we come again to the shore and low­er an­oth­er buoy. We are in­side a closed half-cir­cle.

				If, in­stead of poach­ing, we had been work­ing open­ly and freely, the next thing to do would have been to make as much noise as pos­si­ble with our oars and oth­er­wise, so as to drive the fish with­in our half-cir­cle, in­to the nets, where they would be­come en­tan­gled in the mesh­es. But our busi­ness needs se­cre­cy, so that all we can do is to go twice from buoy to buoy, noise­less­ly churn­ing the wa­ter with our oars and mak­ing it boil in beau­ti­ful pale-blue knolls. Then we re­turn to the first buoy. Yani cau­tious­ly lifts up the stone which served us as an an­chor and drops it with­out the slight­est noise to the bot­tom of the boat. Stand­ing on the prow and lean­ing on his left foot, which is put for­ward, he draws out the net, rhyth­mi­cal­ly rais­ing and low­er­ing his hands in turn. Slight­ly lean­ing over­board, I see the net emerg­ing from the wa­ter, and I dis­tin­guish clear­ly ev­ery mesh of it, ev­ery thread, like an en­chant­ing fiery web. Lit­tle, flick­er­ing lights slide down Yani’s fin­gers, and fall back in­to the wa­ter.

				And I hear the fish, large and alive, fall to the bot­tom of the boat with a heavy, wet thud, writhe vig­or­ous­ly, and strike the boards with their tails. Grad­u­al­ly we come to the sec­ond buoy and cau­tious­ly raise it out of the wa­ter.

				It is now my turn to row. Khris­to and Yani again ex­am­ine the nets and pick out the mul­lets from the mesh­es. Khris­to can­not re­frain from throw­ing a big, fat, sil­very mul­let to my feet over Yani’s head.

				“Some fish!” he whis­pers in my ear, chuck­ling with bliss.

				Yani qui­et­ly stops him.

				When their work is done and the wet net again lies on the prow plat­form of the long boat, I see that the en­tire bot­tom is car­pet­ed with fish, which are still alive and writhing. But we must make haste. We de­scribe a few more cir­cles, al­though pru­dence bids us re­turn to town. Fi­nal­ly, we land in a spot which is but lit­tle fre­quent­ed. Yani brings a bas­ket, and arm­fuls of big, plump fish, which spread a fresh, de­light­ful odor, fall in­to it with a sa­vory smack.

				Ten min­utes lat­er we come back to the cof­fee­house, one af­ter an­oth­er. Ev­ery­one in­vents some pre­text for his ab­sence. But our trousers and jack­ets are wet, Yani has fish-scales in his mus­tache and beard, and we all smell of the sea and wet fish. Khris­to, who can­not con­trol the ex­cite­ment he has just been through, now and then throws in an al­lu­sion to our ad­ven­ture.

				“I was just on the beach. … Lots of swine in the bay—it’s sim­ply ter­ri­ble!” And he would dart a sly, mis­chievous glance at us.

				Yani, who, with Khris­to, had car­ried and hid the bas­ket, sits near me and mum­bles in­to his cup of cof­fee in a scarce­ly au­di­ble whis­per:

				“About two thou­sand, all big. I brought some thir­ty over to your place.”

				This is my share of the booty. I nod. But now I am some­what ashamed of my crime. Still there is com­fort in catch­ing quick, know­ing glances around us. It seems that we were not the on­ly ones poach­ing that night.

			
			
				
					IV

					White Stur­geon

				
				Win­ter is set­ting in. One evening it be­gan to snow, and dur­ing the night ev­ery­thing had be­come white, the em­bank­ment, the boats on the beach, the roofs, the trees. On­ly the wa­ter of the bay re­mains black and som­bre, and splash­es rest­less­ly in this calm white frame.

				All along the shores of Crimea—at Ana­pa, Su­dak, Kerch, Theo­dosia, Yal­ta, Bal­akla­va, and Se­bastopol—the fish­er­men pre­pare for the white-stur­geon sea­son. They clean the fish­ing-boots, enor­mous horse-leather boots reach­ing to the thigh, each weigh­ing some twen­ty pounds; they re­pair their wa­ter­proof coats paint­ed with yel­low oil-paint, and their leather trousers; they mend sails and knit seines.

				Long be­fore the be­gin­ning of the white-stur­geon sea­son the de­vout fish­er­man Fy­o­dor, from Oleiz, burns wax ta­pers and lamps filled with the finest olive-oil be­fore the im­age of St. Nicholas, the mir­a­cle-work­er of Myra in Ly­cia and the pa­tron saint of sea­men. When he will put out to sea with his crew of Tar­tars, the im­age of the sea saint will be tak­en from his shan­ty and nailed to the prow, as a guide and load­star of luck. This is known to all the sea­men of Crimea, be­cause Fy­o­dor does it ev­ery year and be­cause he has the rep­u­ta­tion of a brave and lucky fish­er­man.

				At last, with a fair wand blow­ing, in the ear­ly dawn that is still a part of the dark night, hun­dreds of fish­ing-craft leave the Crimean penin­su­la and set sail for the open sea.

				How glo­ri­ous is the mo­ment of de­par­ture! All five men sit on the prow of the long boat. “God speed! God’s help with you! God speed!”

				The loos­ened sail falls, and, af­ter flap­ping hes­i­tat­ing­ly in the air for some mo­ments, sud­den­ly swells like a sharp, con­vex, up­turned white wing. The boat, ca­reen­ing all the way to one side, grace­ful­ly moves out of the mouth of the bay in­to the open sea. The wa­ter siz­zles and foams around the prow and the spray dash­es in­to the boat, while one of the fish­er­men care­less­ly sits on the very gun­wale, the low­er hem of his jack­et now and then skim­ming the sur­face of the wa­ter, and with a swag­ger­ing air lights a rolled cig­a­rette. Be­neath the grate of the prow is kept a small stock of pro­vi­sions, con­sist­ing of strong whiskey, bread, smoked fish, and a bar­rel of wa­ter.

				They sail away a dis­tance of some thir­ty miles from shore. Dur­ing this long jour­ney, the lead­er of the crew and his as­sis­tant pre­pare the fish­ing im­ple­ments. These con­sist of a strong rope about a mile long with bits of cord, about two yards long, tied to it at in­ter­vals of two or three yards. The pieces of cord are pro­vid­ed with hooks bait­ed with small fish, and the whole thing is sunk to the bot­tom of the sea by means of two stones which are placed on the ends of the rope and which serve as an­chors. Their po­si­tion is in­di­cat­ed by two cork buoys float­ing above the an­chors on the sur­face of the sea, and sur­mount­ed by small red flags.

				The as­sis­tant baits the hooks with ex­tra­or­di­nary dex­ter­i­ty and ra­pid­i­ty, while the lead­er care­ful­ly coils the rope in­to a round bas­ket, ar­rang­ing it in a neat spi­ral close to the side of the bas­ket. The bait is put in­side the cir­cle. The work, done al­most in ab­so­lute dark­ness, is not so easy as would ap­pear at first glance. When the time comes for low­er­ing the rope in­to the wa­ter, one care­less­ly ad­just­ed hook may catch the main ca­ble and hope­less­ly en­tan­gle the en­tire out­fit.

				At dawn the place is reached. Each ata­man (head of a fish­ing-gang) has his fa­vorite, “lucky” spots, and he finds them in the open, tens of miles off the coast, as eas­i­ly as we find a box of steel pens on our desk. The on­ly thing to do is to sail east un­til the Foros light­house is sight­ed, tak­ing care that the po­lar star should be vis­i­ble above the bel­fry of the monastery of St. George. Ev­ery ata­man has his se­cret signs in the form of light­hous­es, large rocks, hous­es, soli­tary pines on the moun­tains, or stars.

				When the place is se­lect­ed, the first stone is low­ered, sound­ings are made, and a buoy tied to the an­chor. Then the fish­er­men row the en­tire length of the rope while the lead­er pays it out from the bas­ket with a fab­u­lous speed. When the en­tire rope is in the sea, the sec­ond stone is low­ered, the buoy ad­just­ed, and the work is done. The fish­er­men row or sail back to shore, as the wind per­mits. A day or two lat­er they re­turn to their places and drag out the rope. If Prov­i­dence wills or chance per­mits, the hooks with the bait will be swal­lowed by the stur­geon, and the fish­er­men will have a rich catch of this big, sharp-nosed fish, which nor­mal­ly weigh from 300 to 700 pounds, and in rare in­stances even as much as half a ton.

				It was thus that, one night, Vanya An­drutza­ki put out to sea in his long boat. To tell the truth, no one ex­pect­ed any good to come of his en­ter­prise. Old An­drutza­ki had died the pre­ced­ing spring, and Vanya was much too young as yet. Ac­cord­ing to the opin­ion of ex­pe­ri­enced fish­er­men he should have served for two years more as a mere oars­man, and then worked an­oth­er year as an as­sis­tant. But in­stead, he gath­ered a gang of green young­sters of the dev­il-may-care sort, rude­ly scold­ed his old moth­er who had be­gun to weep, abused the grum­bling old fish­er­men with the pro­fan­est oaths, and had sailed off, he and his whole crew dead-drunk. His sheep-fur cap was row­di­ly tilt­ed to the back of his head, and his curly hair, as black as a poo­dle’s, fell in dis­or­der over his sun­burnt fore­head as he stood on the prow of his boat.

				A stormy gale was blow­ing on the sea that night, and a thick snow fell. Sev­er­al fish­ing-craft came back soon af­ter leav­ing the bay, for Greek fish­er­men, in spite of their long ex­pe­ri­ence, are ex­ceed­ing­ly pru­dent, not to say cow­ard­ly. “Bad weath­er,” they said in ex­pla­na­tion.

				But Vanya An­drutza­ki re­turned about noon, his long boat chock-full of the largest white stur­geon. In ad­di­tion, he towed in a mon­strous fish, a stur­geon weigh­ing about 750 pounds, which the crew had to thump with mal­lets and oars for a long time be­fore they could put it to death.

				This mon­ster had giv­en the crew no lit­tle trou­ble. Fish­er­men say that, as a rule, it is enough to bring the stur­geon’s head to the lev­el of the stern-board, and it will leap in­to the boat of its own ac­cord. It is true that some­times, while leap­ing in­to the boat, the stur­geon, with a pow­er­ful stroke of its tail, sends the care­less fish­er­men fly­ing in­to the sea. Be­sides, in catch­ing stur­geon there are even more se­ri­ous mo­ments which threat­en fish­er­men with re­al dan­ger. That is ex­act­ly what had hap­pened to Vanya An­drutza­ki.

				Stand­ing on the very prow, which now rose to the foamy crest of broad waves and now sank in­to smooth, green wa­ter-pits, Vanya hauled in the rope with a rhyth­mi­cal mo­tion of his arms and back. Five small stur­geons, which had been tak­en off at the very be­gin­ning, lay mo­tion­less on the bot­tom of the boat. Then the catch be­came poor­er: some hun­dred and fifty hooks were emp­ty, with their bait un­touched.

				The men rowed in si­lence, with their eyes fixed on the two points of the beach in­di­cat­ed by their ata­man. His as­sis­tant sat at his feet, tak­ing the bait off the hooks and putting the rope in­to the bas­ket in a neat bale. Sud­den­ly one of the fish on the bot­tom of the boat be­gan to writhe and shake.

				“When a fish kicks, an­oth­er is com­ing,” said the young fish­er Pavel, re­peat­ing an old fish­er­men’s say­ing.

				That very mo­ment Vanya An­drutza­ki felt, deep in the sea, an enor­mous liv­ing weight shak­ing and re­sist­ing and strain­ing on the rope, which be­came taut like a string. Lean­ing over the side, he no­ticed un­der the wa­ter the long, sil­very, float­ing, shim­mer­ing body of a mon­strous white stur­geon, and, un­able to re­strain his feel­ings, he turned to the crew and whis­pered, his eyes shin­ing with ex­cite­ment:

				“A large one! Like a bull! More than a thou­sand pounds, I guess. …”

				That was just what he should not have done! God for­bid that you an­tic­i­pate events or ex­press joy over your suc­cess while at sea! And the an­cient, mys­te­ri­ous be­lief im­me­di­ate­ly proved true in the case of Vanya An­drutza­ki. He saw clear­ly the fish’s long, sharp, bony head half a yard be­low the sur­face of the sea, and, still­ing his wild­ly beat­ing heart, he was get­ting ready to bring it to the board, when sud­den­ly … the mon­ster tossed up its tail above the wave and dashed in­to the depth of the sea, drag­ging along the rope with the bait-hooks.

				Vanya did not lose his head. “Back astern!” he cried to the fish­er­men, swore sav­age­ly and elab­o­rate­ly, and start­ed to pay out the rope af­ter the dis­ap­pear­ing fish. The hooks seemed to flash in the air from un­der his hands and whipped the wa­ter. The as­sis­tant helped him by throw­ing the rope out of the bas­ket, and the oars­men worked fu­ri­ous­ly, try­ing to over­take the mon­ster. The work re­quired ex­tra­or­di­nary speed and per­fect ac­cu­ra­cy. A few hooks be­came en­tan­gled in the as­sis­tant’s hands. He shout­ed to Vanya to stop feed­ing the rope and start­ed to set free the hooks with that speed and care which sea­men alone man­i­fest in mo­ments of dan­ger. In those few sec­onds the rope in Vanya’s hands be­came as taut as a string, and the boat leaped on the waves in fury, towed by the fran­tic fish and driv­en by the ef­forts of the oars­men.

				“Pay away!” fi­nal­ly cried out the as­sis­tant. The rope start­ed again slid­ing at an in­cred­i­ble speed from the ata­man’s dex­ter­ous hands, when sud­den­ly the boat jerked and Vanya swore with a re­pressed groan: a cop­per hook pierced his palm, just be­low the lit­tle fin­ger and stuck there its full length. … It is here that Vanya showed him­self a re­al salt­wa­ter fish­er­man. Hav­ing wound the rope around the fin­gers of the wound­ed hand, he stopped feed­ing it for a sec­ond, and, pro­duc­ing a knife with his oth­er hand, he cut the cord to which the hook was at­tached. The hook stuck fast in the palm, but Vanya tore it out with the flesh and threw it in­to the sea. And al­though both his hands and the rope were stained with his blood, al­though the boards of the boat and the wa­ter in­side grew red, he did his work to the end and was the first to deal the ob­sti­nate mon­ster a heavy blow with a mal­let.

				His was the first stur­geon catch of the sea­son. The crew sold the fish at a very high price so that each mem­ber’s share amount­ed to no less than forty rou­bles. On this oc­ca­sion a good bit of wine was drunk, and to­ward evening the en­tire crew of St. George the Con­queror—as Vanya’s long boat was called—set out with mu­sic for Se­bastopol in a two-horse cur­ri­cle. There the gal­lant Bal­akla­va fish­er­men, to­geth­er with some navy sailors, smashed the pi­ano, the bed­steads, the chairs, and the win­dows in a house of ill fame; then they thrashed one an­oth­er thor­ough­ly and came back on­ly at dawn, drunk, bruised, but singing. And as soon as they left the cab, they got in­to the boat, set sail, and put out to sea again.

				From that day Vanya’s rep­u­ta­tion as a re­al salt­wa­ter ata­man was firm­ly es­tab­lished.

			
			
				
					V

					The Lord’s Fish

					(An Apoc­ryphal Tale)

				
				This charm­ing an­cient leg­end was re­lat­ed to me at Bal­akla­va by the ata­man, Kolya Kon­stan­di, a re­al salt­wa­ter Greek, an ex­cel­lent sea­man, and a heavy drinker.

				At that time he was in­struct­ing me in all those wise and strange things which make up the fish­er­men’s lore. He showed me how to make sea knots and mend torn nets, how to bait hooks for white stur­geon, how to launch and clean seines, how to take out the mul­let from the three-walled net, how to fry it, how to sep­a­rate with a knife the petal­ide which grow on rocks, how to eat shrimps raw, how to fore­cast the night’s weath­er by the day’s surf, how to set sail, weigh an­chor, and sound the depths of the sea.

				He pa­tient­ly ex­plained to me the dif­fer­ent di­rec­tions and pe­cu­liar­i­ties of the winds: the lev­an­ter, the siroc­co, the tra­mon­tane, the ter­ri­ble bo­ra, the pro­pi­tious sea-wind, and the capri­cious land breeze.

				To him I al­so owe my knowl­edge of fish­er­men’s cus­toms and su­per­sti­tions. It is not per­mis­si­ble, dur­ing the catch, to whis­tle aboard the craft or to spit ex­cept over­board; one should nev­er men­tion the dev­il, though one is per­mit­ted to curse by faith, the grave, the cof­fin, the soul, one’s fore­fa­thers, their eyes, liv­ers, spleen, and so on; it is well to leave in the net, as if by chance, a lit­tle fish: this brings luck, and God for­bid that any ar­ti­cle of food be thrown over­board while the boat is at sea. But the most ter­ri­ble, un­par­don­able and ob­jec­tion­able breach of fish­er­men’s eti­quette, is to ask a fish­er­man: “Where are you bound for?” For a ques­tion like this one is like­ly to be round­ly thrashed.

				It is from him that I learned about the poi­sonous fish drakus, that re­sem­bles a small mack­er­el, and about the man­ner in which it ought to be tak­en off the hook; al­so about the sea-gremille which caus­es sores by sting­ing with its fin, and the ter­ri­ble dou­ble tail of the elec­tric ray. He al­so told me how skil­ful­ly a sea-crab eats an oys­ter by first putting a peb­ble in­to its valve.

				And many a strange and mys­te­ri­ous sea-tale did I hear from Kolya in those sweet, qui­et hours of the night in ear­ly au­tumn, when our yawl rocked gen­tly on the sea, far away from the un­seen shores, and when the two or three of us, sit­ting by the yel­low light of a hand-lantern, leisure­ly sipped the lo­cal pink wine, that smelled of fresh­ly crushed grapes.

				“There lives in the ocean a sea-ser­pent a verst long. Very sel­dom, not more than once in ten years, he comes up to the sur­face and breathes. He lives all alone. In for­mer times there were many of them, males and fe­males, but they did so much evil to the small fish, that God con­demned them to steril­i­ty, and now on­ly this thou­sand-year-old male ser­pent lives his last in lone­li­ness. Sea­men meet him oc­ca­sion­al­ly, here and there, all over the world, in all the oceans.”

				“There lives, some­wheres in the sea, on a de­sert­ed is­land, in a deep, sub­merged cave, the king of sea-lob­sters. When he strikes claw against claw, there aris­es a great tur­moil on the sur­face of the wa­ter.”

				“Fish con­verse among them­selves—this is known to ev­ery fish­er­man. They warn each oth­er about var­i­ous dan­gers and traps, and an in­ex­pe­ri­enced, awk­ward fish­er­man can spoil a lucky spot if he lets some fish out of the net.”

				From Kolya I heard al­so about the Fly­ing Dutch­man, that eter­nal sea-wan­der­er, with black sails and a life­less crew. This tale is known and be­lieved all over the seashores of Eu­rope.

				

				But one old leg­end, told by him, es­pe­cial­ly touched me with its fresh and naive sim­plic­i­ty.

				Once at dawn, when the sun had not yet risen but the sky was al­ready or­ange-col­ored and a pink mist hov­ered over the sea, Kolya and I were haul­ing out a net which had been placed along the shore in the evening for mack­er­el. The catch was very poor. It con­sist­ed of about a hun­dred mack­erels, five or six gremilles, a few dozen fat, gold­en cru­cians, and a lot of jel­ly­like moth­er-of-pearl-col­ored medusas, that re­sem­bled huge, col­or­less, many-legged mush­room pileuses.

				But we al­so caught a very queer fish which I had nev­er seen be­fore. It had a flat, oval shape and would scarce­ly cov­er a wom­an’s palm. Its edges were fringed with fre­quent, small, trans­par­ent hairs. Its head was small, and in it were set eyes that were not like those of a fish; they were black, rimmed with gold, and un­usu­al­ly live­ly. Its body was of an even, gold­en col­or. But most strik­ing in this fish were two spots, one in the mid­dle of each side. They were as large as a dime, but of an ir­reg­u­lar shape and of a bright azure hue so re­mark­able that it is not found on any painter’s pal­ette.

				“Look,” said Kolya. “This is the Lord’s fish. It sel­dom gets in­to our nets.”

				We placed it first in­to the boat pail, and lat­er on, when we re­turned home, I poured some sea wa­ter in­to a big, enam­elled basin, and put the Lord’s fish in it. The fish im­me­di­ate­ly be­gan to swim round and round, along the sides of the basin, al­most touch­ing them, and all the time in one di­rec­tion. When touched, it emit­ted a short, scarce­ly au­di­ble, rat­tling sound, and in­creased its speed. Its black eyes rolled around, and the wa­ver­ing of the count­less hairs set the wa­ter in swift, wave­like mo­tion. I want­ed to keep the Lord’s fish in or­der to take it lat­er to the Aquar­i­um of the Bi­o­log­i­cal Sta­tion at Se­bastopol, but Kolya said, wav­ing his hand:

				“It does not pay to both­er. Any­way, it won’t live long enough. That’s the kind of fish it is. If you take it out of the sea even for a sec­ond, it won’t live. It is the Lord’s fish.”

				To­ward evening it died. And at night, while sit­ting in the yawl, I thought of it, and said:

				“Kolya, why is this fish the Lord’s?”

				“Well,” an­swered Kolya with de­vout earnest­ness, “our old men here tell the sto­ry this way: When our Lord Je­sus Christ rose from the dead on the third day af­ter his buri­al, no one be­lieved him. Many mir­a­cles wrought by him were wit­nessed while he was alive, but peo­ple could not be­lieve this one and they were afraid.

				“His dis­ci­ples re­nounced him, his apos­tles de­nied him, the faith­ful wom­en aban­doned him. Then he comes to his moth­er. At that mo­ment, she was stand­ing at the fire­place, fry­ing some fish, pre­par­ing din­ner for her­self and hers. Said the Lord to her: ‘Greet­ings! Here I am, thy Son, risen from the dead, as it is writ­ten in the Scrip­tures. Peace be with thee.’ But she shud­dered and cried out in af­fright: ‘If thou art tru­ly my Son, work thou a mir­a­cle, so I may be con­vinced.’

				“The Lord smiled at her lack of faith and said: ‘I shall take this fish ly­ing on the fire, and it will spring to life. Wouldst thou be­lieve me then?’

				“And bare­ly did he touch the fish with his two fin­gers and lift­ed it up in the air, when it be­gan to trem­ble and sprang to life.

				“Then our Lord’s moth­er had faith in the mir­a­cle and joy­ful­ly wor­shipped her res­ur­rect­ed Son. And ev­er since then there re­mained on the fish the two spots of heav­en­ly azure. These are the traces of our Lord’s fin­gers.”

				

				That was how a plain, sim­ple-mind­ed fish­er­man re­lat­ed this naive, an­cient tale. A few days lat­er I learned that the Lord’s fish has al­so an­oth­er name, that of the fish of Zeus. Who knows how far back in­to the womb of ages this apoc­ryphal tale ex­tends?

			
			
				
					VI

					Bo­ra

				
				O dear, sim­ple men, stout hearts, naive, prim­i­tive souls, strong bod­ies, swept by the salt-sea breezes, sinewy hands, sharp eyes, that have so of­ten looked in­to the face of death, in­to its very pupils!

				Bo­ra has been blow­ing for three days. Bo­ra—al­so called the north­east­er—is a mys­te­ri­ous, fierce wind, born some­where in the bald, peeled-off moun­tains near Novorossiysk, which swoops down up­on the round bay and sets the en­tire Black Sea rolling heav­i­ly. Its vi­o­lence is so great that it up­sets load­ed freight­cars on the rail­ways, up­roots tele­graph-posts, shat­ters fresh­ly laid brick walls, and throws down soli­tary pedes­tri­ans. In the mid­dle of the past cen­tu­ry sev­er­al war­ships, caught by the north­east­er, found refuge against it in the Novorossiysk Bay: un­der full steam they strove against the wind, but could not ad­vance an inch; then they cast dou­ble an­chors, yet the gale tore them from the an­chors, dragged them in­to the bay, and dashed them to splin­ters on the rocks near the shore.

				This wind is ter­ri­ble be­cause of its un­ex­pect­ed­ness: it is im­pos­si­ble to fore­see it—it is the most capri­cious of winds on the most capri­cious of seas.

				Old fish­er­men say that the safest way of get­ting away from it is to “slip away in­to the open sea.” And there have been times when bo­ra car­ried away some small bark or pale-blue Turk­ish feluc­ca or­na­ment­ed with sil­ver stars, across the en­tire Black Sea, to the Ana­to­lian coast, three hun­dred and fifty ver­sts away.

				Bo­ra has been blow­ing for three days. It is the time of the new moon. The birth-throes of the moon are, as usu­al, painful. Ex­pe­ri­enced fish­er­men have giv­en up all hope of set­ting out to sea, and have dragged their boats as far away from the shore as they could.

				The des­per­ate Fy­o­dor from Oleiz alone, who for many days had been burn­ing can­dles be­fore the im­age of St. Nicholas, the mir­a­cle-work­er, de­cid­ed to put to sea in or­der to gath­er in his stur­geon line. With his gang, con­sist­ing en­tire­ly of Tar­tars, he set out three times, and each time, curs­ing and blas­phem­ing, mak­ing no more than one-tenth of a sea knot an hour, he was forced to row back. Each time, in a fury which on­ly a sea­man can un­der­stand, he tore off the im­age of his saint nailed to the prow, hurled it to the bot­tom of the boat, tram­pled it un­der foot, and cursed fierce­ly, while the crew with their hats and hands baled out the wa­ter which dashed mad­ly over the sides of the boats.

				Mean­while, the old, sly Bal­akla­va Laestry­go­ni­ans sat in the cof­fee­hous­es, rolled cig­a­rettes, sipped strong thick cof­fee, played domi­nos, com­plained of the weath­er, and, rev­el­ling in the cozy warmth and in the light thrown by the hang­ing lamps, they re­called an­cient, leg­endary tales in­her­it­ed from fa­thers and grand­fa­thers, of how, in such and such a year, the surf was so many hun­dred yards high and the spray reached to the very base of the half-ru­ined Ge­noese fortress.

				In the mean­time, a bark from Foros was lost at sea. It be­longed to a band of eight flax­en-haired Ivans, who had come all the way from the in­te­ri­or of Rus­sia to try their luck on the Black Sea. In the cof­fee­house no one wor­ried about them or pitied them. Peo­ple smacked their lips over their liquor, laughed, and con­tent­ed them­selves with say­ing con­temp­tu­ous­ly: “The fools! In such weath­er! Oh, well, they’re on­ly Rus­sians.” On a dark, roar­ing night, in the hour pre­ced­ing the dawn, all those poor Ivans from Il­men Lake or from the Vol­ga went to the bot­tom, like stones, with their horse-leather boots reach­ing to the waist, with their leather jack­ets and yel­low-paint­ed wa­ter­proof cloaks.

				It was al­to­geth­er dif­fer­ent when Vanya An­drutza­ki, in spite of all the warn­ings and per­sua­sions of the old men, put to sea just be­fore the bo­ra set in. The Lord alone knows why he did it, most prob­a­bly out of boy­ish brava­do, goad­ed by his youth­ful im­petu­os­i­ty and am­bi­tion and al­so by wine. Per­haps some red-lipped, black-eyed Greek girl was gaz­ing at him that mo­ment.

				He set sail—the gale even then was quite strong—and van­ished from sight. The boat dashed out of the bay with the swift­ness of a fine prize-horse; for five min­utes the white sail flashed on the blue of the deep, and then it be­came im­pos­si­ble to dis­tin­guish it from the white froth that leaped from wave to wave.

				On­ly three days lat­er he re­turned home. …

				Three days and three nights with­out food or sleep, in a tiny cock­leshell amidst a fu­ri­ous sea—with no coast in sight, no sail, no beck­on­ing light­house, no steam­er’s smoke on the hori­zon! But once back from his jour­ney, Vanya for­got all about it, as though noth­ing had hap­pened to him, as though he had tak­en a ride in a mail-coach to Se­bastopol and bought a box of cig­a­rettes there.

				There were, how­ev­er, sev­er­al de­tails which I squeezed with great dif­fi­cul­ty out of Vanya’s mem­o­ry. For in­stance, at the end of the sec­ond night Yu­ra Lip­i­a­di was over­come by some sort of hys­ter­ic fit: all of a sud­den he broke out weep­ing and laugh­ing, and would sure­ly have jumped over­board had not Vanya hit him on the head with an oar. There was al­so a mo­ment when the crew, fright­ened by the fu­ri­ous speed of the boat, want­ed to low­er the sails, and it must have cost Vanya tremen­dous ef­fort to curb the will of these five men and sub­ju­gate them to his own in the very face of death. I al­so learned that the oars­men worked so fu­ri­ous­ly that blood gushed from un­der their fin­ger­nails. But all this was re­lat­ed to me in frag­ments, re­luc­tant­ly, in­ci­den­tal­ly. Yes, in those days of fever­ish, tense strug­gle with death, many things were said and done which the crew of the bark will nev­er re­late to any­one, not for the whole world!

				Dur­ing those three days and three nights no one at Bal­akla­va closed his eyes ex­cept fat Peta­l­i­di, the own­er of the ho­tel “Paris.” Young and old, wom­en and chil­dren, roamed along the coast in anx­i­ety, scaled the cliffs and climbed up the Ge­noese fortress which over­shad­ows the city with its two an­cient bat­tle­ments. Tele­grams were sent all over the world: to the com­man­der of the Black Sea ports, the bish­op of our dio­cese, the light­hous­es, the life­sav­ing sta­tions, the min­is­ter of the navy, the min­is­ter of ways of com­mu­ni­ca­tion, to Yal­ta, Se­bastopol, Con­stantino­ple, and Odessa, to the Pa­tri­arch of Greece, the gov­er­nor, and al­so, for no earth­ly rea­son at all, to the Rus­sian con­sul at Dam­as­cus, who hap­pened to be an ac­quain­tance of a Greek aris­to­crat of Bal­akla­va, a deal­er in flour and ce­ment.

				The an­cient, im­memo­ri­al ties which weld man with man came again to life, the deep feel­ing of com­rade­ship, so lit­tle no­tice­able amidst the pet­ty cal­cu­la­tions and the bus­tle of ev­ery­day life, and the voice of the fore­bears rang again in ev­ery heart, of the fore­bears who, thou­sands of years ago, long be­fore the time of Ulysses, stood out to­geth­er against bo­ra, on days and nights like these.

				No one slept. At night the fish­er­men built a huge fire on the moun­tain, and peo­ple roamed about the coast with lanterns, as they do at East­er. But no one laughed or sang, and the cof­fee­hous­es were emp­ty.

				What a de­light­ful, un­for­getable mo­ment it was, when, in the morn­ing, at about eight o’clock, Yu­ra Parati­no, who stood on the sum­mit of a cliff above the White Stones, screwed up his eyes, bent for­ward, bored the dis­tance with his sharp gaze, and sud­den­ly shout­ed:

				“They’re com­ing!”

				No one but Yu­ra Parati­no could have de­scried the boat on the blue-black sea, which was still rolling heav­i­ly and vi­cious­ly, but was slow­ly calm­ing down. But five, ten min­utes lat­er any boy could see clear­ly that St. George the Con­queror was mak­ing for the bay, tack­ing about and run­ning un­der sail. A great joy weld­ed to­geth­er hun­dreds of hu­man be­ings in­to one body and one soul!

				Be­fore en­ter­ing the bay they low­ered their sails and took to oars; their en­try was at top speed, as tri­umphant as though they re­turned af­ter an ex­cel­lent catch of stur­geon. All around peo­ple wept with joy: moth­ers, wives, brides, sis­ters, lit­tle broth­ers. Do you think that even one of the crew soft­ened, burst in­to tears, or wept on some­one’s bo­som? Not at all! Soaked, hoarse, and windswept, the six of them made straight for Yu­ra’s cof­fee­house, or­dered wine and mu­sic, and for hours shout­ed songs and danced like mad­men, leav­ing pools of salt wa­ter on the floor. Late at night their com­rades car­ried them, drunk and ex­haust­ed, to their homes; there ev­ery one of them slept twen­ty hours at a stretch. And when they awoke, their jour­ney ap­peared to them like a trip to Se­bastopol, where they had had a good time, and then re­turned home.

			
			
				
					VII

					The Divers

				
				
					I

					Prob­a­bly since the Crimean War no steam­er, ex­cept per­haps an oc­ca­sion­al tor­pe­do-boat on ma­noeu­vres, has en­tered the nar­row-mouthed, sin­u­ous, and ob­long Bal­akla­va Bay. And re­al­ly what busi­ness could bring steam­ers to this out-of-the-way fish­ing set­tle­ment, half vil­lage, half town? Its on­ly car­go, fish, is bought up on the spot by mid­dle­men and is cart­ed to the mar­kets of Se­bastopol, thir­teen ver­sts away. It is al­so from Se­bastopol that a few peo­ple come to spend the sum­mer months at Bal­akla­va, us­ing for that pur­pose the mail-coach, which charges them fifty copecks for the trip. The small but des­per­ate­ly brave steam-tug, The Hero, which plies dai­ly be­tween Yal­ta and Alup­ka, pant­ing like a fagged-out dog, and toss­ing and pitch­ing in the slight­est breeze as if caught in a hur­ri­cane, tried to es­tab­lish pas­sen­ger com­mu­ni­ca­tion with Bal­akla­va. But this at­tempt, re­peat­ed three or four times, re­sult­ed mere­ly in a waste of time and coal. The Hero came and left emp­ty. And the Bal­akla­va Greeks, the dis­tant de­scen­dants of the blood­thirsty Home­r­ic Laestry­go­ni­ans, stand­ing on the land­ing-place with their hands in their pock­ets, greet­ed it and saw it off with cut­ting words, am­bigu­ous ad­vice, and sting­ing God­speeds.

					But dur­ing the siege of Se­bastopol the charm­ing pale-blue Bal­akla­va Bay shel­tered al­most a quar­ter of the al­lied fleet. That hero­ic epoch has left some au­then­tic traces at Bal­akla­va, such as the steep road, which was cut by the Eng­lish sap­pers in the ravine of Ke­fa­lo-Vrisi; the Ital­ian ceme­tery, hid­den among the vine­yards on the top of the Bal­akla­va hills, and the short plas­ter-of-Paris and bone pipes, which the al­lied sol­diers smoked half a cen­tu­ry ago, and which are un­earthed from time to time by vine­yard tillers.

					But the leg­end blos­soms forth more gor­geous­ly. The Bal­akla­va Greeks are even now con­vinced that it was on­ly ow­ing to the stur­dy re­sis­tance of their own Bal­akla­va bat­tal­ion that Se­bastopol was able to hold out so long? Yes, in for­mer days Bal­akla­va was in­hab­it­ed by iron-heart­ed and proud men. Pop­u­lar tra­di­tion has hand­ed down the years a sto­ry which well il­lus­trates their pride.

					I do not know whether the late Em­per­or Nicholas I ev­er vis­it­ed Bal­akla­va. It stands to rea­son that dur­ing the Crimean War he had not the time to come to Bal­akla­va. But the lo­cal an­nals re­late, with a great deal of as­sur­ance, that dur­ing a mil­i­tary muster the ter­ri­ble Em­per­or, hav­ing rid­den up close to the Bal­akla­va bat­tal­ion, was struck by their mar­tial air, fiery eyes, and huge black mus­tach­es. In a thun­der­ing and joy­ous voice he shout­ed:

					“Good morn­ing, men!”

					But the bat­tal­ion kept silent.

					The Tsar re­peat­ed his greet­ing sev­er­al times, rapid­ly work­ing up in­to a rage. Not a sound from the sol­diers! Fi­nal­ly, quite be­side him­self, the Em­per­or dashed up to the of­fi­cer who was in charge of the bat­tal­ion, and ex­claimed in his fear­ful voice:

					“Why, the dev­il take them, don’t they an­swer? Haven’t I said in plain Rus­sian: ‘Good morn­ing, men!’ ”

					“There are no men here,” an­swered the of­fi­cer meek­ly. “They are all cap­tains.”

					Then Nicholas, so the sto­ry goes, laughed—what else could he do?—and shout­ed again:

					“Good morn­ing, cap­tains!”

					And the gal­lant Laestry­go­ni­ans gay­ly re­spond­ed:

					“Kále méra (Good day), your Majesty!”

					Whether or not the event hap­pened as re­lat­ed, or whether it took place at all, is hard to say in de­fault of con­clu­sive his­tor­i­cal ev­i­dence. But up to this day a good­ly por­tion of the brave Bal­akla­vians bear the fam­i­ly name of Cap­i­tana­ki, and if you ev­er run across a Greek with the name of Cap­i­tana­ki, you may be sure that ei­ther he or his near an­ces­tors come from Bal­akla­va.

					But the bright­est and most daz­zling flow­ers of imag­i­na­tion dec­o­rate the tale of the Eng­lish squadron which sank off the coast of Bal­akla­va. On a dark win­ter night sev­er­al Eng­lish ships were mak­ing for Bal­akla­va Bay, seek­ing refuge from a storm. Among them was a mag­nif­i­cent three-mast frigate, The Black Prince, laden with mon­ey where­with to pay the al­lied armies. Six­ty mil­lion rou­bles in Eng­lish gold were on board. Old men even know the pre­cise amount.

					The same old men say that nowa­days there blow no longer such hur­ri­canes as the one that raged on that ter­ri­ble night. Mon­strous waves, break­ing up­on the ver­ti­cal cliffs, tossed up to the very foot of the Ge­noese tow­er—fifty yards up!—and washed its old gray walls. The fleet could not lo­cate the nar­row mouth of the bay, or prob­a­bly, hav­ing found it, the men-of-war were not able to en­ter the in­let. All the ships were smashed on the cliffs, and to­geth­er with the mag­nif­i­cent Black Prince and the Eng­lish gold went down by the White Stones, which up to this very day emerge threat­en­ing­ly from the sea where the nar­row mouth of the bay broad­ens out sea­ward, to­ward the right, as you leave Bal­akla­va.

					Nowa­days steam­ers pass far away from the bay, fif­teen to twen­ty ver­sts off. From the Ge­noese fortress it is al­most im­pos­si­ble to de­scry the dark, seem­ing­ly sta­tion­ary body of the steam­er, its long, trail­ing tail of gray, melt­ing smoke, and its two masts grace­ful­ly bent back­ward. But the sharp eye of a fish­er­man al­most un­fail­ing­ly dis­tin­guish­es these ves­sels by signs which are in­com­pre­hen­si­ble to both our sight and ex­pe­ri­ence: Here is a freighter from Eu­pa­to­ria. … And here a “Rus­sian Com­pa­ny” steam­er. … This is a “Rus­sian” one … and there is one of Koshkin’s boats. … And here is the Pushkin, toss­ing on the rip­ples—this one rocks even on a qui­et sea.

				
				
					II

					One day, quite un­ex­pect­ed­ly, a huge, old-fash­ioned, un­usu­al­ly dirty Ital­ian steam­er, the Gen­o­va, en­tered the bay. It hap­pened late in the evening, dur­ing that part of au­tumn when all the sum­mer vis­i­tors have left for the north, but the sea is still so warm that re­al fish­ing has not yet be­gun, and the fish­er­men mend their nets in leisure­ly fash­ion and pre­pare hooks, play domi­nos in the cof­fee­hous­es, drink wine, and, in gen­er­al, en­joy their tem­po­rary leisure.

					The evening was qui­et and dark, with big calm stars twin­kling both in the sky and in the slum­ber­ing wa­ter of the bay. Along the em­bank­ment the lanterns be­gan to gleam, form­ing a chain of yel­low dots. The bright rec­tan­gles of the stores were dis­ap­pear­ing. Light, black sil­hou­ettes were slow­ly mov­ing along the streets and side­walks. … And then, I do not know who, per­haps the boys who were play­ing at the Ge­noese tow­er, brought the news that a steam­er had turned in from the sea and was head­ing for the bay.

					In a few min­utes the en­tire na­tive male pop­u­la­tion was on the quay. It is well known that a Greek is al­ways a Greek, and, there­fore, is cu­ri­ous first of all. It is true that in the Bal­akla­va Greeks one sens­es, in ad­di­tion to lat­er ad­mix­tures of Ge­noese blood, some mys­te­ri­ous, im­memo­ri­al, prob­a­bly Scythi­an strain—the blood of the abo­rig­i­nal in­hab­i­tants of this nest of free­boot­ers and fish­er­men. You will no­tice many tall, ro­bust, and dig­ni­fied fig­ures; at times you run across reg­u­lar, no­ble fea­tures; there are many fair-head­ed and even blue-eyed spec­i­mens among them. The Bal­akla­va Greeks are nei­ther greedy nor ob­se­quious; they car­ry them­selves with dig­ni­ty; at sea they are dar­ing, but with­out sil­ly brava­do; they are good com­rades and keep their word. Re­al­ly, they are a sep­a­rate, ex­clu­sive branch of the Hel­lenic race, which has pre­served it­self main­ly be­cause of the fact that for many gen­er­a­tions their an­ces­tors came to life, lived, and died in their tiny town, mar­riages tak­ing place among neigh­bors on­ly. But the Greek col­o­niz­ers had left in the psy­chic or­ga­ni­za­tion of the present-day in­hab­i­tants of Bal­akla­va their own most typ­i­cal trait which dis­tin­guished them even in the time of Per­i­cles—cu­rios­i­ty and ea­ger­ness for news.

					Slow­ly, at first show­ing its tiny front light, the steam­er turned the sharp bend and head­ed for the bay. In the thick, warm dark­ness of the night its out­lines were in­vis­i­ble from a dis­tance, but the lights high on the masts, the sig­nal-lamps on the bridge, and a row of round light­ed bull’s-eyes along the rail al­lowed one to guess at its size and shape. In the sight of hun­dreds of boats and smacks, which stood along the quay, the steam­er was mov­ing to­ward the beach al­most im­per­cep­ti­bly, with that care­ful and awk­ward cau­tious­ness with which a huge and pow­er­ful man pass­es through a nurs­ery room with frail toys scat­tered all around it.

					The fish­er­men were mak­ing guess­es. Many of them had sailed on traders and, more fre­quent­ly, on men-of-war.

					“What are you talk­ing about? Don’t I see? Of course, it is a freighter of the Rus­sian Com­pa­ny.”

					“No, it isn’t a Rus­sian steam­er.”

					“Some­thing must have gone wrong with the en­gine, and she is turn­ing in for re­pairs.”

					“Maybe it’s a bat­tle­ship?”

					“Bosh!”

					On­ly Kolya Kon­stan­di, who had sailed a long time on a gun­boat on the Black Sea and on the Mediter­ranean, guessed cor­rect­ly, declar­ing it an Ital­ian ves­sel. And he did so on­ly when the steam­er had come very near the beach, and it was pos­si­ble to make out her fad­ed, peeled-off boards, the dirty streams run­ning from the hatch­es, and the mot­ley crew on the deck.

					The end of a rope shot from the steam­er in a spi­ral, and, un­coil­ing like a snake in the air, it flew at the spec­ta­tors’ heads. To hurl the end from the steam­er adroit­ly, and to catch it as skil­ful­ly, is, as ev­ery­body knows, the first re­quire­ment of sea chic. Young Apos­to­li­di, with­out re­mov­ing his cig­a­rette from his mouth, caught the end of the rope with an air as if he were do­ing it for the hun­dredth time that day, and care­less­ly to all ap­pear­ances, but firm­ly, he wound it around one of the two cast-iron can­non which, from time im­memo­ri­al, have been stand­ing on the em­bank­ment, dug up­right in the ground.

					A boat pulled off from the steam­er. Three Ital­ians leaped ashore and bus­ied them­selves with ropes. One of them wore a cloth biret­ta, the oth­er, a cap with a straight quad­ran­gu­lar vi­sor, the third had on a non­de­script knit­ted cap. They were all small, ro­bust, alert, and wiry, like mon­keys. Un­cer­e­mo­ni­ous­ly they shoved the crowd with their shoul­ders, bab­bled some­thing in their rapid, mu­si­cal, ten­der Ge­noese di­alect, and ex­changed re­marks with the men on the steam­er. And all the time their big, black eyes smiled kind­ly and pleas­ant­ly, and their white, young teeth flashed from their sun­burnt faces.

					“Bona sera. … Ital­iano. … Mari­naro!” said Kolya ap­prov­ing­ly.

					“Oh! Bona sera, sig­nore!” an­swered the Ital­ians gay­ly in a cho­rus.

					The an­chor chain rum­bled and screamed. Some­thing in­side the steam­er be­gan to gur­gle and hiss. The lights went out in the lanterns. In half an hour the Ital­ian sailors were sent ashore.

					The Ital­ians, short, swarthy, and young, proved to be so­cia­ble and gay fel­lows. Full of light, charm­ing ease, they made over­tures that evening to the fish­er­men in the beer-halls and rathskellers. But the lo­cal peo­ple met them dry­ly and with re­serve. They want­ed, prob­a­bly, to show these strangers that the vis­it of a for­eign ves­sel was no rar­i­ty to them, that such things hap­pened dai­ly, and that, there­fore, there was no rea­son for un­due ex­cite­ment or joy. Was it the voice of their lo­cal pa­tri­o­tism that spoke in them?

					And—oh! it was an un­seem­ly trick that they played that evening on the good, gay, trust­ing Ital­ians, when the lat­ter point­ed at bread, wine, cheese, and oth­er ob­jects and asked the Rus­sian words for them, bland­ly show­ing their mag­nif­i­cent teeth. Such were the words which the fish­er­men taught their guests, that lat­er on, when­ev­er the Ge­noese tried to make them­selves un­der­stood in Rus­sian in the stores or on the mar­ket­place, the sales­men roared with laugh­ter and the wom­en fled, cov­er­ing up their faces in shame. That same evening the ru­mor spread all over the town with the speed of an elec­tric mes­sage (the Lord knows how) that the Ital­ians had come for the ex­press pur­pose of rais­ing the sunken frigate The Black Prince with its car­go of gold, and that the work was go­ing to last the en­tire win­ter.

				
				
					III

					No one at Bal­akla­va be­lieved in the suc­cess of this un­der­tak­ing. In the first place, of course, a mys­te­ri­ous spell lay on the sea trea­sure. Hoary, white old men, all bent with age, said that at­tempts to get the Eng­lish gold from the bot­tom had al­ready been made: En­glish­men and al­so some fab­u­lous Amer­i­cans had come, wast­ed heaps of mon­ey, and had left Bal­akla­va with emp­ty hands. What, in­deed, could such peo­ple as En­glish­men or Amer­i­cans do if the leg­endary Bal­akla­va he­roes of yore had failed here? Nat­u­ral­ly, in those days the weath­er, the catch, the long­boats, the sails, and the peo­ple were quite dif­fer­ent from the small fry of to­day. In for­mer days there lived the myth­i­cal Spiro. He was able to dive to any depth and stay un­der wa­ter a quar­ter of an hour. This very Spiro, hold­ing be­tween his feet a stone three pounds in weight, went down to the bot­tom, to a depth of a hun­dred yards, where the rem­nants of the sunken squadron had found their grave. And Spiro saw ev­ery­thing: the ship, the gold, but he could not take any­thing … it will not let you.

					“Sash­ka the Mes­sen­ger ought to try,” one of the lis­ten­ers would re­mark sly­ly. “He is our best div­er.”

					Ev­ery­body laughed, and loud­est of all—dis­play­ing his beau­ti­ful, proud mouth—laughed Sash­ka Ar­giri­di, alias Sash­ka the Mes­sen­ger.

					This wor­thy—a su­perb, blue-eyed man, with a hard clas­sic pro­file—is the great­est lazy­bones, cheat, and buf­foon on the en­tire Crimean sea­coast. He was nick­named “the Mes­sen­ger” be­cause some­times, at the very height of the sum­mer sea­son, he would sew a pair of gold stripes on the band of his cap and would seat him­self on a chair in the street very near to the ho­tel. And if some gid­dy tourists had the mis­for­tune of ad­dress­ing a ques­tion to the self-styled com­mis­sion­aire, no earth­ly pow­er could save them from be­com­ing Sash­ka’s vic­tims. He would drag them over hills, through court­yards, vine­yards, ceme­ter­ies, and re­gale them with all kinds of im­pos­si­ble sto­ries. He would run in­to some­body’s court­yard, break in­to pieces a frag­ment of an old pot, and then coax the tourists in­to buy­ing the pot­sherds—the rem­nants, he would swear, of an an­cient Greek vase dat­ing to the time be­fore Christ. At oth­er times he would hold up in front of their noses an or­di­nary, thin, oval-shaped, and grooved peb­ble which the fish­er­men use as plum­mets for their nets, try­ing to per­suade the poor tourists that no Greek fish­er­man ev­er goes to sea with­out such a tal­is­man, which is hal­lowed at the shrine of St. Nicholas, and which saves them from storms.

					But his most re­mark­able trick is div­ing. While ac­com­pa­ny­ing a boat­ing par­ty of sim­ple-mind­ed tourists whom he bores with the in­evitable “Our sea is de­sert­ed,” “Down Moth­er Vol­ga,” and sim­i­lar songs, he would skil­ful­ly and im­per­cep­ti­bly turn the con­ver­sa­tion to the sunken squadron, the myth­i­cal Spiro, and the sub­ject of div­ing in gen­er­al. A quar­ter of an hour un­der wa­ter—even to the cred­u­lous mem­bers of the boat­ing par­ty this sound­ed like a lie, like a specif­i­cal­ly Greek lie. Two or three min­utes, well, that may be pos­si­ble. … But fif­teen! Of course, Sash­ka is cut to the quick. … He frowns, of­fend­ed. … Well, if peo­ple don’t be­lieve him, he will per­son­al­ly and on the spot, this very minute, prove that he, Sash­ka, will dive and stay un­der wa­ter all of ten min­utes.

					“It is true that the job is not an easy one,” he says rather gloomi­ly. “In the evening blood will come out of my ears and eyes. … But I will not let any­body say that Sash­ka Ar­giri­di is a brag­gart.”

					The tourists try to make him lis­ten to rea­son and to dis­suade from such a reck­less un­der­tak­ing, but to no avail, since the man is in­sult­ed in his ten­der­est spot. Quick­ly and an­gri­ly he takes off his coat and trousers, in a twin­kling strips off the rest of his clothes, mak­ing the ladies turn away and screen them­selves with um­brel­las, and then with a noise and a splash he throws him­self in­to the wa­ter, head first, with­out for­get­ting, how­ev­er, to mea­sure with his eye the dis­tance be­tween the boat and the near­by pub­lic baths for men.

					Sash­ka is re­al­ly an ex­cel­lent swim­mer and div­er. Deep down in the wa­ter he turns about un­der the keel of the boat and heads straight for the baths. And while the hol­i­day mak­ers in the boat are great­ly alarmed—re­proach one an­oth­er and, in gen­er­al, make much and noisy ado—Sash­ka sits on one of the steps of the baths and hur­ried­ly fin­ish­es smok­ing some­one’s cig­a­rette end. He re­turns in the same man­ner, and quite un­ex­pect­ed­ly bobs up out of the wa­ter—to ev­ery­body’s re­lief and de­light—close to the boat, try­ing his best to make his eyes bulge and his chest pant from the ex­er­tion.

					Of course, all this ho­cus-pocus is for Sash­ka a source of in­come. But it must be rec­og­nized that what guides him in his tricks is not at all greed, but rather the imp of gay, boy­ish mis­chief that lives in him.

				
				
					IV

					The Ital­ians did not con­ceal the pur­pose of their vis­it: they came to Bal­akla­va with the ex­press in­ten­tion of ex­plor­ing the scene of the naval dis­as­ter, and, if cir­cum­stances per­mit­ted, to raise from the bot­tom all of the more valu­able rem­nants—main­ly, of course, the leg­endary gold­en trea­sure. The ex­pe­di­tion was head­ed by Giuseppe Restuc­ci, an en­gi­neer and an in­ven­tor of a spe­cial div­ing ap­pa­ra­tus. He was a mid­dle-aged, tall, tac­i­turn man, al­ways dressed in gray, with a gray, ob­long face and al­most white hair, with a cataract on one eye—in gen­er­al, look­ing more like an En­glish­man than an Ital­ian. He put up at the ho­tel on the beach, and of an evening, when you called on him, he treat­ed you to Chi­anti and to the vers­es of his fa­vorite po­et, Stec­cheti:

					
						“A wom­an’s love is like coal, which burns when aglow, and soils when cold.”

					

					And al­though he re­cit­ed the vers­es in Ital­ian, with his soft and mu­si­cal ac­cent, their mean­ing was clear with­out trans­la­tion, ow­ing to his won­der­ful­ly ex­pres­sive ges­tures: with such an air of sud­den pain did he jerk away his hand, singed by the imag­i­nary fire, and with such a mien of squea­mish dis­gust did he spurn the cold coal!

					There were al­so aboard the ves­sel a cap­tain and two as­sis­tant of­fi­cers. But the most re­mark­able mem­ber of the crew was, of course, the div­er—il palom­baro—a fine Ge­noese, by the name of Sal­va­tore Tra­ma.

					Con­gest­ed veins, like lit­tle, blue snakes, were seen on his big, round, dark-bronze face, stud­ded with black dots which looked as if they were caused by a gun­pow­der burn. He was rather short, but be­cause of the ex­tra­or­di­nary vol­ume of his chest, the breadth of his shoul­ders, and the mas­sive­ness of his pow­er­ful neck, he gave the im­pres­sion of a very stout man. When he walked, with his lazy gait, along the em­bank­ment, his hands in his trousers pock­ets and his feet wide apart, he looked from afar like a walk­ing square, his height not ex­ceed­ing his breadth.

					Sal­va­tore Tra­ma was an af­fa­ble, in­do­lent­ly jovial, and trust­ful man, with a ten­den­cy to­ward apoplexy. He was not un­will­ing to re­late strange, mar­vel­lous things about his pro­fes­sion­al ex­pe­ri­ences.

					Once, in the Bay of Bis­cay, he went down to the bot­tom, fifty yards deep. Sud­den­ly, amidst the green­ish dusk of the deep, he no­ticed that a huge shad­ow was slow­ly mov­ing from above straight to­ward him. Then the shad­ow halt­ed. Through the round win­dow of the div­ing-hel­met Sal­va­tore be­held right above his head, at the dis­tance of about a yard, an enor­mous elec­tric ray, about five yards in di­am­e­ter, “as big as this room,” as Tra­ma said. It stood mo­tion­less, wav­ing the edges of its round, flat body. One slight con­tact with the div­er’s body of its dou­ble tail, which car­ries a pow­er­ful elec­tric charge, would mean death for brave Tra­ma. Those two min­utes of ex­pec­ta­tion, at the end of which the mon­ster seemed to have changed its mind and slow­ly swam on, shak­ing its thin, wav­ing sides, Tra­ma con­sid­ers the most hor­ri­ble mo­ments of his hard and dan­ger­ous life.

					He spoke al­so of how he met un­der wa­ter dead sailors, who had been thrown over­board. In spite of the weight tied to their feet, and, ow­ing to the de­com­po­si­tion of the body, they set­tle in­to a lay­er of wa­ter of such a den­si­ty that they can nei­ther sink nor rise. Stand­ing up­right, with the can­non­ball fas­tened to their feet, they trav­el in the wa­ter, car­ried by a gen­tle cur­rent.

					Tra­ma al­so re­lat­ed a mys­te­ri­ous ac­ci­dent which hap­pened to an­oth­er div­er, his rel­a­tive and teach­er. He was an old, ro­bust, cold-blood­ed, and dar­ing man, who had searched the sea bot­tom of near­ly all the sea­coasts of the globe. His ex­cep­tion­al and dan­ger­ous trade he loved with all his heart, as does ev­ery true div­er.

					Once, this man, while en­gaged in lay­ing a tele­graph-ca­ble at the bot­tom of the sea, had to go down to a com­par­a­tive­ly slight depth. But as soon as he reached the bot­tom and sig­nalled the fact, he gave the sig­nal of alarm: “Lift me up. Am in dan­ger.”

					When he was hur­ried­ly dragged out and freed from the brass hel­met con­nect­ed with the scaphan­der, ev­ery­one was struck by the ex­pres­sion of ter­ror which had dis­tort­ed his pale face and whitened his eyes. They stripped the div­er of his clothes, made him swal­low a few gulps of co­gnac, and did all they could to soothe him. For a long time his jaws clat­tered, and he could not say a word. Fi­nal­ly he came to him­self and said:

					“Bas­ta! I don’t go down any more! I have seen. …”

					Un­til his dy­ing hour he told no one what sight or hal­lu­ci­na­tion had shak­en his mind so fear­ful­ly. If the con­ver­sa­tion turned to that sub­ject he be­came sulk­i­ly silent and left the com­pa­ny at once. … And he kept his word: nev­er again did he go down to the bot­tom of the sea.

				
				
					V

					There were about fif­teen sailors aboard the Gen­o­va. They all lived on the steam­er and sel­dom went ashore. Their re­la­tions with the Bal­akla­va fish­er­men re­mained dis­tant and cold­ly po­lite. On­ly Kolya Kon­stan­di greet­ed them good-na­tured­ly from time to time:

					“Bona gior­na, sig­nori. Vi­no rosso. …”

					These gay young south­ern lads must have felt very lone­some at Bal­akla­va af­ter their vis­its to Rio Janeiro, Mada­gas­car, Ire­land, Africa, and many live­ly ports of the Eu­ro­pean Con­ti­nent. At sea, con­stant dan­ger and the strain­ing of all one’s forces; ashore, wine, wom­en, singing, danc­ing, and a good fight—this is the life of a true sea­man. But Bal­akla­va is on­ly a tiny, qui­et place, a nar­row, pale-blue in­let, lost amidst naked cliffs, with sev­er­al dozen shanties perched on them. The wine here is sour and strong—as for wom­en, there are none for the amuse­ment of a gal­lant sea­man. The Bal­akla­va wives and daugh­ters lead a re­served and chaste life. Their on­ly di­ver­sion is a leisure­ly chat at the foun­tain, where house­wives come to fill their jars with wa­ter. Men, even close friends or rel­a­tives, avoid call­ing on one an­oth­er at home, pre­fer­ring to meet in a cof­fee­house or on the land­ing.

					Once, how­ev­er, the fish­er­men ren­dered the Ital­ians’ a small ser­vice. There was on the Gen­o­va a steam-launch with an old, very poor en­gine. Sev­er­al sailors, un­der the com­mand of the as­sis­tant cap­tain, went out in­to the open sea in this launch. But, as of­ten hap­pens in the Black Sea, a strong gale be­gan blow­ing from the land and drove the frail craft in­to the open sea with in­creas­ing speed. For a long time the Ital­ians re­fused to give up: for an hour they strug­gled with the wind and the waves, and it was nerve-rack­ing to watch from the rocks the tiny cock­leshell, crowned with a tail of smoke; now it ap­peared on the crests of the waves, now it dis­ap­peared com­plete­ly, as if founder­ing in the waves. The launch could not over­come the wind, and it was driv­en far­ther and far­ther out to sea. At last, those who watched the boat from the Ge­noese fortress no­ticed a white rag hoist­ed on the smoke­stack. In the lan­guage of sig­nals it meant: “Am in dan­ger.” Two of the best Bal­akla­va barks, Rus­sia’s Glo­ry and Svyet­lana, at once set sail and made sea­ward.

					Two hours lat­er they towed in the launch. The Ital­ians were some­what crest­fall­en, and poked fun at their own sit­u­a­tion in a rather con­strained man­ner. The fish­er­men, too, cracked jokes, but with an air of marked su­pe­ri­or­i­ty.

					Some­times, while catch­ing flat fish or white stur­geon, the fish­er­men hap­pened to hook a sea-cat—a species of elec­tric ray. With all nec­es­sary pre­cau­tion, the fish­er­men would take it off and throw it over­board. But some­one, prob­a­bly that stu­dent of the Ital­ian lan­guage, Kolya, spread a ru­mor that Ital­ians con­sid­er the sea-cat one of the choic­est of dain­ties. Fre­quent­ly af­ter that, a fish­er­man on his way back from the sea would shout as he passed the steam­er:

					“Ital­iano, sig­noro! Take this for your lunch!”

					The round, flat elec­tric ray would shoot through the air and fall on the deck with a heavy thud. The Ital­ians laughed, show­ing their mag­nif­i­cent teeth, shook their heads good-na­tured­ly, and mum­bled some­thing in their own tongue. They prob­a­bly thought that the sea-cat is con­sid­ered the finest lo­cal dain­ty and they did not wish to in­sult the good fish­er­men by re­ject­ing their of­fer­ing. …

				
				
					VI

					Two weeks af­ter their ar­rival, the Ital­ians built and launched a large raft, on which they placed a steam-en­gine, an air-pump­ing ma­chin­ery. The long shaft of a crane, like a huge fish­ing-rod, rose slant­ing­ly over the raft. Once, on a Sun­day, Sal­va­tore Tra­ma was low­ered for the first time in­to the wa­ter of the bay. He wore the or­di­nary gray rub­ber suit of a div­er, in which he ap­peared larg­er than usu­al, shoes with lead­en soles, and iron shirt­front on his chest, and a round brass hel­met which en­cased his head. He walked on the bot­tom of the bay for about half an hour, and his road was marked by a mass of air-bub­bles which welled up to the sur­face. And a week lat­er all Bal­akla­va learned that on the fol­low­ing day the div­er was to go down at the White Stones, to the depth of a hun­dred yards. And when on that mor­row the small, mis­er­able launch towed the raft to the mouth of the bay, al­most all the fish­er­men’s barks which were sta­tioned in the bay were wait­ing at the White Stones.

					The main ad­van­tage of Mr. Restuc­ci’s in­ven­tion was that it en­abled a div­er to reach a depth at which a man in an or­di­nary scaphan­der would be crushed by the tremen­dous pres­sure of the wa­ter. It was with sur­prise and, at any rate, with a feel­ing of deep re­spect that our fish­er­men watched the prepa­ra­tions which were be­ing made be­fore their eyes. First the steam crane lift­ed up and set down a strange case which re­sem­bled slight­ly the hu­man fig­ure de­prived of its head and arms. It was made of a thick sheet of cop­per, on the out­side cov­ered with pale-blue enam­el. Then this scaphan­der was opened like a gi­gan­tic cigar-case, in which, in­stead of a cigar, a hu­man body was to be placed. Sal­va­tore Tra­ma, smok­ing a cig­a­rette, calm­ly watched these prepa­ra­tions and lazi­ly smiled, pass­ing care­less re­marks from time to time. Then he flung the cig­a­rette end over­board, wad­dled over to the case, and slid in­to it. Sev­er­al me­chan­ics bus­ied them­selves over him for a long time, set­ting up all sorts of ap­pa­ra­tus, and it must be said that when the work was done, the div­er pre­sent­ed quite a dread­ful spec­ta­cle. On­ly his arms re­mained out­side, the rest of his body be­ing shut up in a sol­id pale-blue enam­elled cof­fin of tremen­dous weight. A huge pale-blue ball, with three bull’s-eyes—one in the front and two on the sides—and with an elec­tric lantern in the fore­head, hid his head; the main ca­ble, a rub­ber pipe for air, a sig­nalling rope, a tele­phone wire, and a light-con­duct­ing wire seemed to cov­er the ap­pa­ra­tus with a net, in­creas­ing the air of odd­i­ty and dread which rest­ed on this pale-blue mas­sive mum­my, pro­vid­ed with liv­ing hu­man arms.

					The steam-en­gine gave a sig­nal, and the air re­sound­ed with the clat­ter of chains. The bizarre, pale-blue box sep­a­rat­ed it­self from the deck of the raft and it sailed through the air calm­ly, twirling on its ver­ti­cal ax­is, then start­ed down­ward slow­ly. First it touched the sur­face of the wa­ter, then plunged down to its feet, its waist, its shoul­ders. … Present­ly the head, too, dis­ap­peared, and fi­nal­ly noth­ing was seen ex­cept the steel ca­ble, slow­ly de­scend­ing in­to the wa­ter. Silent­ly and se­ri­ous­ly the fish­er­men ex­changed glances and shook their heads. …

					En­gi­neer Restuc­ci is at the tele­phone. From time to time he flings short com­mands to the me­chan­ic who reg­u­lates the move­ments of the rope. All around in the boats reigns com­plete, deep si­lence, in­ter­rupt­ed on­ly by the hiss­ing of the air-pump­ing ma­chine, the noise of pin­ions, the whizzing of the steel ca­ble on the pul­leys, and the abrupt words of the en­gi­neer. All eyes are fixed on the spot where the ter­ri­ble ball-like head had dis­ap­peared.

					The de­scent is painful­ly long. It lasts more than an hour. But fi­nal­ly Restuc­ci be­comes an­i­mat­ed, speaks sev­er­al times in­to the tele­phone re­ceiv­er, and sud­den­ly ut­ters a short com­mand:

					“Stop! …”

					Now all the spec­ta­tors un­der­stand that the div­er has reached the bot­tom, and ev­ery­one heaves a sigh of re­lief. The most ter­ri­ble part is over. …

					Squeezed in­to his metal­lic case, with on­ly his arms free, Tra­ma was un­able to move on the sea bot­tom. The on­ly thing he could do was to or­der through the tele­phone that he be trans­port­ed for­ward to­geth­er with the raft or moved to the side by means of the crane, lift­ed up, or low­ered down. With­out leav­ing the tele­phone, Restuc­ci calm­ly and im­pe­ri­ous­ly re­peat­ed his or­ders and it seemed as if the raft, the crane, and all the ma­chines were set in mo­tion by the will of an in­vis­i­ble, mys­te­ri­ous be­ing un­der the wa­ter.

					Twen­ty min­utes lat­er Sal­va­tore Tra­ma gave a sig­nal that he be lift­ed up. Slow­ly, as be­fore, he was dragged up to the sur­face, and when he was again sus­pend­ed in the air, he gave the odd im­pres­sion of a ter­ri­ble and at the same time help­less an­i­mal, mirac­u­lous­ly ex­tract­ed from the deep.

					At last the case stood on the deck. The sailors quick­ly and adroit­ly took off the hel­met and un­packed the case. Tra­ma emerged from it sweat­ing, chok­ing, his face al­most black with blood con­ges­tion. He seemed to make an ef­fort to smile, but the re­sult was a gri­mace of suf­fer­ing and weari­ness. The fish­er­men in their boats re­mained re­spect­ful­ly silent and shook their heads as a sign of amaze­ment and, ac­cord­ing to the Greek cus­tom, clacked their tongues sig­nif­i­cant­ly.

					An hour lat­er all Bal­akla­va knew what the div­er had seen on the sea bot­tom, at the White Stones. Most of the ships were so thor­ough­ly buried in mud and all sorts of dirt, that there was no hope of lift­ing them up. As for the three-mast frigate with gold, which had been sucked in by the sea bot­tom, the on­ly part of it which was still vis­i­ble was a bit of the prow on which were the green cop­per let­ters: “… ck Pr. …”

					Tra­ma al­so told that around the sunken squadron he saw many boat an­chors, and this news moved the fish­er­men, be­cause each of them, at least once in his life, had to leave his an­chor there, caught in the rocks and the frag­ments of the ill-fat­ed fleet.

				
				
					VII

					The Bal­akla­va fish­er­men, too, once suc­ceed­ed in of­fer­ing the Ital­ians an ex­tra­or­di­nary and, in a sense, mag­nif­i­cent spec­ta­cle. It was on the 6th of Jan­u­ary, on the day of our Lord’s bap­tism, which at Bal­akla­va is cel­e­brat­ed in quite a pe­cu­liar man­ner.

					By this time the Ital­ian divers were com­plete­ly con­vinced of the use­less­ness of fur­ther ef­forts to lift up the squadron. In a few days they were to sail home to their beloved gay Genoa, and they were hasti­ly putting the steam­er in or­der, scrub­bing and wash­ing the deck, and clean­ing the en­gines.

					The church pro­ces­sion, the cler­gy in gold-wrought ves­tures, the ban­ners, the cross, and the saints’ im­ages, the church singing—all this at­tract­ed their at­ten­tion and they stood on the deck, lean­ing over its rail­ing.

					The cler­gy as­cend­ed the boards of the land­ing-place. Be­hind them wom­en, old men, and chil­dren were crowd­ed to­geth­er. As for the younger men, they sat in their boats, which formed a nar­row semi­cir­cle around the land­ing-place.

					The day was sun­ny, trans­par­ent, and cold. The snow which had fall­en the night be­fore cov­ered the streets, roofs, and the bald, brown hills; the wa­ter in the bay was an amethyst blue, and the azure of the heav­ens smiled fes­tive­ly.

					The young fish­er­men wore un­der­wear mere­ly for the sake of deco­rum, and many of them were stripped to the waist. They all shiv­ered with cold, and rubbed their frozen hands and chests. The singing of the cho­rus, har­mo­nious and sweet, float­ed over the mo­tion­less stretch of the clear wa­ters.

					“On the riv­er Jor­dan …” sang the priest in a thin falset­to, and the cross, raised high, sparkled in his hand. … The most crit­i­cal mo­ment had ar­rived. The fish­er­men stood each on the prow of his boat, all half-naked, bend­ing for­ward in im­pa­tient ex­pec­ta­tion.

					The priest again raised his voice and the cho­rus joined in har­mo­nious­ly and joy­ful­ly: “On the riv­er Jor­dan.” At last, the cross rose for the third time above the crowd, and sud­den­ly, sent fly­ing by the priest’s hand, it de­scribed a shin­ing arc in the air and fell in­to the sea with a splash.

					At the same mo­ment dozens of strong, mus­cu­lar bod­ies leaped from the boats in­to the sea, head first, shout­ing and splash­ing the wa­ter. Three, four sec­onds passed. The emp­ty boats rocked and bowed; the churned-up wa­ter pitched and tossed. … Then one af­ter the oth­er, shak­ing, snort­ing heads, with hair fall­ing over their eyes, be­gan to ap­pear above the wa­ter. The last one to emerge was young Yani Lip­i­a­di. He held the cross in his hand.

					The gay Ital­ians could not re­main se­ri­ous at the sight of this ex­tra­or­di­nary, half-sport­like, half-re­li­gious rite, hal­lowed by im­memo­ri­al an­tiq­ui­ty. They met the win­ner with such noisy ap­plause that even the kind­ly priest shook his head dis­ap­prov­ing­ly:

					“Very un­seem­ly. … Very un­seem­ly, in­deed. … Is this a the­atri­cal per­for­mance for them?”

					The snow sparkled daz­zling­ly, the blue wa­ter ca­ressed the eye, the sun flood­ed with its gold the bay, the hills, and the peo­ple, and the sea ex­haled a strong, thick, and pow­er­ful odor. Fine!

				
			
		
	
		
			
				The Park of Kings

				(A Fan­ta­sy)

			
			It was the be­gin­ning of the twen­ty-sixth cen­tu­ry of the Chris­tian era. The life of men on earth had changed be­yond recog­ni­tion. The col­ored races of mankind had al­ready blend­ed com­plete­ly with the white races, adding to their blood that health, firm­ness, and longevi­ty which are so char­ac­ter­is­tic of all hy­brids and mon­grels among an­i­mals. Wars ceased for­ev­er in the mid­dle of the twen­ti­eth cen­tu­ry, af­ter dread­ful slaugh­ters in which the whole civ­i­lized world took part and which cost mankind tens of mil­lions of hu­man lives and hun­dreds of bil­lions in mon­ey. Man’s ge­nius had ren­dered mild the sever­est cli­mates, had drained swamps, had dug tun­nels through moun­tains, trans­formed the earth in­to a lux­u­ri­ant gar­den and a gi­gan­tic ma­chine-shop, the pro­duc­tiv­i­ty of which had in­creased ten­fold. Im­prove­ments in ma­chin­ery re­duced the work­ing day to four hours, while work be­came com­pul­so­ry for ev­ery­body. Vices dis­ap­peared en­tire­ly and virtue blos­somed out. To tell the truth, how­ev­er, all this was tire­some enough. And it was no won­der that in the mid­dle of the thir­ty-sec­ond cen­tu­ry, af­ter the great South African in­sur­rec­tion, which took the form of a protest against the ex­ist­ing weari­some or­der of things, the whole of hu­man­i­ty, in a fren­zy of in­tox­i­ca­tion, en­tered again up­on the road of war, blood, plots, cor­rup­tion, and cru­el despo­tism, and, for Lord knows which time in the long his­to­ry of our plan­et, de­stroyed and turned in­to dust and ash­es all the great achieve­ments of the world’s civ­i­liza­tion.

			But the con­tent­ed pros­per­i­ty which pre­ced­ed this el­e­men­tal de­struc­tion came as by it­self, with­out blood or vi­o­lence.

			The rulers of the earth obe­di­ent­ly and silent­ly gave in to the spir­it of the times; vol­un­tar­i­ly they came down from their thrones in or­der to lose them­selves in the mass­es of the peo­ple, and take a part in its cre­ative work. They re­al­ized that the charm of their pow­er had long since be­come an emp­ty phrase. It was not for noth­ing that for cen­turies in suc­ces­sion their princess­es had been run­ning away from the palaces with ser­vants, grooms, gyp­sies, and wan­der­ing ma­gi­cians. And it was not for noth­ing that their princes and grand dukes pawned their hered­i­tary scep­tres and laid their thou­sand-year-old crowns at the feet of cour­te­sans, who used them as or­na­ments for their false hair.

			But some of their de­scen­dants, blind­ly, haugh­ti­ly, fear­less­ly, and, in a way, trag­i­cal­ly cer­tain of the di­vine and end­less char­ac­ter of their pow­er, which rests up­on them by rea­son of hered­i­ty, con­temp­tu­ous­ly re­fused to live in com­mon with the mass­es of the peo­ple and nev­er ceased to re­gard them­selves the rulers and the fa­thers of the peo­ple. They con­sid­ered it be­low their dig­ni­ty to com­mit sui­cide, which in their minds was a de­grad­ing weak­ness, un­wor­thy of per­sons of roy­al blood. They re­fused to dim the ha­lo of their es­cutcheons by con­tract­ing mar­riages be­low their rank, and their ef­fem­i­nate, thin, white hands were nev­er made dirty by phys­i­cal work, which they still con­sid­ered the lot of slaves.

			Then the pop­u­lar gov­ern­ment, which had long since abol­ished pris­ons, vi­o­lence, and pun­ish­ment, de­cid­ed to build for them in a beau­ti­ful pub­lic park a large, light, and com­fort­able house with a com­mon sit­tin­groom, din­ing-room, and par­lor, and with small­er but com­fort­able liv­ing-rooms. Their food and clothes had to come from vol­un­tary con­tri­bu­tions of the peo­ple, and the for­mer rulers tac­it­ly agreed to re­gard these small gifts as the le­gal trib­ute of their vas­sals. And in or­der that the ex­is­tence of these grand per­son­ages should not be whol­ly aim­less, the prac­ti­cal gov­ern­ment de­cid­ed to per­mit school chil­dren to study the his­to­ry of the past by ob­serv­ing these liv­ing frag­ments of past times.

			And so, gath­ered in one place, left to them­selves and to their in­ac­tiv­i­ty, they soon be­gan to de­te­ri­o­rate in body and be­come de­grad­ed in soul with­in the walls of this pub­lic asy­lum. Their ex­ter­nal ap­pear­ance still re­tained an af­ter­glow of their for­mer grandeur. Their fine faces, ren­dered no­ble by care­ful se­lec­tion in the course of hun­dreds of gen­er­a­tions, still re­tained their slop­ing fore­heads, their ea­gle noses, their strong chins, fit for medal pro­files. Their hands and feet were still small and shape­ly, as for­mer­ly. Their move­ments were still ma­jes­tic, and their smiles charm­ing.

			But they were such on­ly in the pres­ence of strangers who came to vis­it the park. When left alone with­in the walls of their asy­lum, they changed in­to wrin­kled, groan­ing, sick­ly old men, en­vi­ous, sus­pi­cious, quar­rel­some, and un­feel­ing. In the evenings they usu­al­ly played cards, two kings and two grand dukes. When deal­ing, they would be po­lite and calm. But their mu­tu­al dis­like, which al­ways ac­cu­mu­lates among men pent up to­geth­er, added to their ner­vous­ness and ir­ri­tabil­i­ty, spoiled their re­la­tions. The King of Sar­dinia would re­mark most po­lite­ly to the Duke of St. Bernard:

			“I hope, your High­ness, that you have not put away an ex­tra ace of clubs, as you did on a for­mer oc­ca­sion?”

			“On­ly the ac­tiv­i­ty of my en­e­mies and the low­er­ing of the stan­dard of moral­i­ty could com­pel me to live in the same cage with such an old mon­key as you, sir.”

			They all knew per­fect­ly well that the card rep­re­sent­ing the queen of di­a­monds had a cor­ner torn off, and that the nine of spades had an ink stain on its back. But, mak­ing a lit­tle com­pro­mise with con­science, they se­cret­ly made use of these signs.

			Some­times at din­ner they would still re­peat high-sound­ing phras­es, like the fol­low­ing:

			“My peo­ple and my army. …”

			“Oh, if you on­ly knew how my fa­ther was loved by his sub­jects. … And they are still. … Why, I could show you a let­ter which I have re­ceived from my par­ty. … On­ly I don’t know where it is just now.”

			“Yes. And I, too, have re­ceived in­for­ma­tion about a pow­er­ful move­ment on foot in my coun­try. …”

			“Peo­ple must at last come back to their sens­es and re­turn to the le­git­i­mate or­der of things. …”

			But no one ev­er heard these mut­ter­ings, and if any­one had heard, he would not have be­lieved them. They all had but one loy­al sub­ject, a thor­ough­ly con­vinced ad­vo­cate of roy­al pre­rog­a­tives, their half-blind, deaf, one-hun­dred-year-old ser­vant, a for­mer sol­dier.

			Their emp­ty life was full of in­trigues, gos­sip, spy­ing. They would look in­to each oth­ers’ cups and pots, ta­ble-draw­ers, beds; would re­proach each oth­er with hav­ing all sorts of dis­eases and old-age in­fir­mi­ties, and were all jeal­ous of the Count of Loire, whose wife had opened a lit­tle store near the park and thus was able to send cigars to her roy­al hus­band.

			Their sons and daugh­ters had left them long ago in or­der to lose their iden­ti­ty in the mass­es of the peo­ple. But on hol­i­days the princes were vis­it­ed by their wives and their old moth­ers, who, like all wom­en, were not per­mit­ted to go to the “House of Kings” on week­days. They brought with them all the gos­sip that they had heard in the streets and on the pub­lic squares; they spoke to their chil­dren of hopes which could nev­er come true, and to­geth­er with them dreamed of im­prov­ing the meth­ods of agri­cul­ture and spoke of how nec­es­sary and im­por­tant it was for the coun­try to grow Swiss ros­es, as­para­gus, and to raise An­go­ra cats. And af­ter such con­ver­sa­tions the poor old kings saw in their night dreams fire­works and pa­rades, and balls and tri­umphs, and vast mobs of peo­ple howl­ing with joy. And af­ter sleep­less nights, they would awak­en ill and un­com­fort­able, and would watch each oth­er for the re­sults of the medicine they would have to take.

			

			The spring came again, as it had been com­ing for thou­sands of years past. What­ev­er hap­pens, spring al­ways re­mains a dear, bright, joy­ful hol­i­day, just as its in­vari­able com­pan­ion, the East­er egg, al­ways re­mains a sym­bol of the end­less­ness and fer­til­i­ty of life.

			Fra­grant poplar buds were al­ready open­ing in the Park of Kings, the grass was turn­ing green, and the still bare, soft earth, per­form­ing again the great mys­tery of moth­er­hood, was ex­hal­ing a pow­er­ful and sweet odor. The old, beau­ti­ful, azure sky was again smil­ing through the branch­es of trees.

			The crowned per­son­ages came out of their rooms and were walk­ing slow­ly up and down the park paths, sup­port­ing them­selves on their crutch­es. Spring al­ways has an im­per­a­tive ap­peal for young hearts, but even in the old blood of the kings it awak­ened a sad and un­de­fined rest­less­ness. To the young peo­ple who crowd­ed the beau­ti­ful park on such fine days, they seemed even more dis­tant, strange, and for­eign, as though they had come out of the grave.

			The old, lone­some, child­less, wid­owed King of Trape­sund, an old man of ma­jes­tic ap­pear­ance with a con­i­cal-shaped head, an aquiline nose, and a long sil­ver beard, sat down on a green bench in the most se­clud­ed and far­away al­ley of the park. The spring sun and air en­fee­bled his body as though in­tox­i­cat­ing him, and filled his soul with a qui­et sad­ness. As though in sleep, he heard the fa­mil­iar re­marks which oc­ca­sion­al passers­by ex­changed on see­ing him.

			“This is the King of Trape­sund. You can see the por­trait of his great-grand­fa­ther, Charles XV, sur­named the In­domitable, in the Na­tion­al Mu­se­um. Their faces are iden­ti­cal.”

			“And have you heard of his an­ces­tor, Al­fon­so XIX, who ru­ined his coun­try for the sake of his mis­tress, a French ac­tress, and even sold the plans of his own for­ti­fi­ca­tions to the spies of oth­er coun­tries?”

			“And what about Louis the Bloody? Twen­ty thou­sand men were shot to death one morn­ing in front of the bar­rack walls.”

			But the proud soul of the monarch who was re­ject­ed by his own peo­ple did not quiver and did not shrink be­fore this omi­nous obit­u­ary. Yes, his fore­fa­thers were right in act­ing thus. Not on­ly the king’s wish­es, but his whims as well, should be sa­cred to the peo­ple. And ev­ery man who dares to ques­tion di­vine pow­er is wor­thy of death.

			But sud­den­ly he heard a gen­tle, child­ish voice, the sound of which caused him to raise his white head.

			“Grand­pa, why are you al­ways so sad? Has any­body hurt you? Grand­pa, let me give you this sug­ar East­er egg. You should not be sad on such a fine hol­i­day. Look, grand­pa, there is a lit­tle glass here, and back of it is a lit­tle lamb, eat­ing grass. And when you are tired of look­ing at the egg, you can eat it. It is made of sug­ar.”

			The king drew to­ward him this kind, light-haired, blue-eyed girl, hith­er­to un­known to him, and said with a sad smile:

			“No, my dear child, I can­not eat it. I have no teeth with which to eat sug­ar.”

			Now it was the girl’s turn to stroke his wrin­kled cheek with her lit­tle hand, as she said in her thin voice:

			“My poor grand­pa. You are so poor and so old. … Do you know what we will do? We have no grand­pa. … Do you want to be our grand­pa? Can you tell fairy­tales?”

			“Yes, my dear child. I can tell beau­ti­ful old tales. About iron men, and vic­to­ries, and bloody fes­ti­vals. …”

			“Well, that’s fine. I will go out for a walk with you and get flow­ers for you, and make gar­lands. We will each put on a gar­land, and that will be fine. You see, I have some flow­ers now. The blue ones are vi­o­lets, and the white ones snow­drops. I will sing you all the songs that I know. Will you come?”

			And then a strange thing hap­pened. The old king whom nei­ther ar­gu­ments, nor the words of his politi­cians, nor the cru­el lessons of life, nor his­to­ry had con­vinced, sud­den­ly re­al­ized with his whole soul how lu­di­crous and use­less was his stub­born faith in what was past. There sud­den­ly awak­ened in him a de­sire for a fam­i­ly, for ca­ress­es, at­ten­tion, child­ish prat­tle. And kiss­ing the girl’s light hair, he said in a scarce­ly au­di­ble voice:

			“All right, my dear girl, I shall come. I was so lone­ly dur­ing my whole life. … But what will your pa­pa say? …”

			Then the girl ran away and re­turned in a minute, lead­ing by the hand a tall and sun­burnt man with calm and deep-gray eyes, who said, tak­ing off his hat:

			“If you should con­sent, your Majesty, to do what the girl sug­gests, we should all be in­fin­ite­ly hap­py, your Majesty.”

			“Let my Majesty alone …” said the old man, ris­ing from the bench and shak­ing hands with the cit­i­zen. “From now on my Majesty ex­ists no more.”

			And they all three walked out for­ev­er from the Park of Kings. But as they were pass­ing through the gate, the old man sud­den­ly stopped, and when they turned back to him, his com­pan­ions saw that a tear was fall­ing down his white beard, like a di­a­mond rolling down a sheet of sil­ver.

			“Do not think …” said the old man, trem­bling with emo­tion. “Do not think that I shall be … en­tire­ly use­less to you. … I can … I can make beau­ti­ful box­es out of col­ored pa­per. …”

			And over­joyed by his words, the lit­tle girl threw her arms around his neck.

		
	
		
			An Evening Guest

			The lamp throws a bright cir­cle of even light on the ta­ble at which I am sit­ting. Ev­ery­thing be­yond this cir­cle is dark, emp­ty, life­less; ev­ery­thing is strange to me, for­got­ten by me. The whole world is con­cen­trat­ed in this small space, ev­ery ink stain of which, ev­ery cut and rough­ness is per­fect­ly fa­mil­iar to me. I want noth­ing else. The sheet of pa­per be­fore me is blind­ing­ly white and its edges are sharply out­lined against the green cloth. The sec­onds of the evening run by with gen­tle, haste­less monotony, and in that cir­cle of light ev­ery­thing is sim­ple, bright, con­ge­nial, close, fa­mil­iar, and dreamy. I want noth­ing, noth­ing else!

			But some­body knocks at my door. One, two, three. … In rapid and in­sis­tent suc­ces­sion come three dull, dis­qui­et­ing knocks. The dreamy fas­ci­na­tion of the light­ed cir­cle im­me­di­ate­ly dis­ap­pears, as a pic­ture moves away from the screen. I am again in my room, in my home in the city. … Life has rushed in up­on me, just as the nois­es of the street rush in through an open win­dow.

			Who is there on the oth­er side of the door? In a mo­ment he will en­ter my room, I shall see his face, hear the sound of his voice, take his hand. I shall touch him with my vi­sion and my hear­ing, with my body and thought. Oh, how sim­ple is all this, yet how mys­te­ri­ous, in­com­pre­hen­si­ble, al­most ter­ri­fy­ing!

			For there is not a sin­gle phe­nom­e­non, how­ev­er tri­fling, that would not leave in me its in­deli­ble trace. The qui­et stir­ring of a mouse un­der my floor, and an ex­e­cu­tion, the birth of a child, and the rus­tle of a leaf in au­tumn, a storm on the ocean, and the tick­ing of a watch, the em­brace of a loved wom­an, and an or­di­nary ad­ver­tise­ment—ev­ery­thing, large and small, con­scious­ly or un­con­scious­ly per­ceived by me, touch­es my brain and traces on it un­in­tel­li­gi­ble lines and curves. Ev­ery in­stant of my life leaves an in­deli­ble, though un­con­scious, im­press on my char­ac­ter—on my love or ha­tred of life, my mind, my health, my mem­o­ry, my imag­i­na­tion, my fu­ture life, and, per­haps, even on the life of my chil­dren and my grand­chil­dren. But I know nei­ther the se­quence of events, nor the time of their com­ing, nor their el­e­men­tal force, nor their hid­den mean­ing. …

			I do not know what will hap­pen to me to­mor­row. … On­ly the shal­low, self-sat­is­fied, dull phar­isees, or the cho­sen clair­voy­ants, with ex­traor­di­nar­i­ly sen­si­tized spir­its, know it—or de­ceive them­selves and oth­ers in­to a be­lief that they know it. I do not know what will hap­pen to me in an hour or in a minute. I live like a play­er, and fate turns con­stant­ly my wheel of sur­pris­es.

			Why is it that gam­bling ex­cites peo­ple? Be­cause if we stake a cer­tain sum on the nine of spades, we can­not tell be­fore­hand where it will fall: if to the right, we lose; if to the left, we win; be­cause be­fore our very eyes the fu­ture im­me­di­ate­ly be­comes the past, while our hopes and plans change in­to dis­ap­point­ment or joy; be­cause a game of cards is al­so life, on­ly more con­tract­ed and in­ten­si­fied, like life in a jar of oxy­gen; be­cause in a game of cards we feel with our souls that be­fore us walks a dread di­vin­i­ty that holds sway over prob­a­bil­i­ties and pos­si­bil­i­ties.

			But the phe­nom­e­na of plain, or­di­nary life do not af­fect us deeply; we live in their midst blind­ly and in­dif­fer­ent­ly. And yet, ev­ery day, ev­ery hour, whether we eat, or has­ten to a tryst, or sign a busi­ness doc­u­ment, or sit in a the­atre, or play cards, or bring a new friend to our home, or buy or sell, or sleep or stay awake—in re­al­i­ty we are con­stant­ly draw­ing lots out of the colos­sal urn that life presents to us at each step. Af­ter all, in a game of cards there are on­ly two chances: you ei­ther win or lose; while life has mil­lions of chances, mul­ti­plied by oth­er mil­lions, and no tick­ets are blank. In a game of cards, when it is over, you pay in mon­ey im­me­di­ate­ly, while life has count­less meth­ods and dates of pay­ment. Some­times it pays with the miser­li­ness of a money­len­der, and some­times with the ex­trav­a­gance of a man who has just come in­to a large for­tune; some­times its pay­ment is open, like that of a char­i­ta­ble bene­fac­tor, and some­times it is se­cret, like that of the Bib­li­cal wid­ow; some­times it pays with the sud­den­ness and ra­pid­i­ty of a re­volver shot, and some­times with the slow­ness of an in­cur­able dis­ease. …

			All this is in­ex­pli­ca­ble, mys­te­ri­ous, and, thanks to its sim­plic­i­ty, re­al­ly dread­ful. Imag­ine some tyrant, a re­al hu­man tyrant, a mad­man en­dowed with ge­nius, who be­comes weary of the or­di­nary forms of en­joy­ing his un­lim­it­ed pow­er, and hits up­on the idea of in­tro­duc­ing in his king­dom an an­nu­al lot­tery of life. On a cer­tain hour of the ap­point­ed day, the sol­diers would drive all the peo­ple to a pub­lic square, in the cen­tre of which would stand an enor­mous vase filled with cards, def­i­nite­ly stat­ing in de­tail the life of each per­son for the com­ing year. Ev­ery­thing that hu­man in­ge­nu­ity can de­vise is stat­ed on some of these cards: wealth, fame, pow­er, dis­grace, im­pris­on­ment, love, sui­cide, hon­ors, ex­ile, war, la­bor, ti­tles, tor­ture, cap­i­tal pun­ish­ment. … Now try to imag­ine your­self await­ing your turn in a crowd of the un­for­tu­nate sub­jects of this ex­quis­ite tyrant. Oh, how your face would sud­den­ly turn pale, how your knees would be­gin to shake; when you would be led to the fa­tal urn, how painful­ly your heart would beat with two di­a­met­ri­cal­ly op­posed, yet equal­ly po­tent, de­sires—to has­ten and to post­pone the mo­ment of your choice! …

			And yet, we draw lots ev­ery day; on­ly through blind­ness, su­per­sti­tion, cow­ardice, or plain habit, we nev­er no­tice this, do not want to no­tice, do not think about it or be­lieve in it. A man says: “I will or­der my life in such a way.” An­oth­er says: “I know that a year or two, or ten years from now, I shall still be sit­ting in this chair, sign­ing pa­pers.” Still an­oth­er man is more cer­tain of the fact that un­til his very death he will not leave the walls of his asy­lum than he is of the fact of his very ex­is­tence. … And if their con­fi­dence will not de­ceive them, these self-sat­is­fied men will say to them­selves or to their chil­dren, or to their friends: “Now, you see, I want­ed to get those hon­ors, and I got them. Per­sis­tence and la­bor will bring you any­thing you de­sire. Ev­ery man forges his own hap­pi­ness.” But their words are just as fool­ish and naive as the words of the man who says, in or­der to prove his in­de­pen­dence of fate, “Now I will strike the ta­ble with my fin­ger,” and does strike. And the for­mer think even more fool­ish­ly than the lat­ter, be­cause their fool­ish­ness is more com­pli­cat­ed and in­tri­cate.

			For, in the first place, once a man be­comes pet­ri­fied in any one def­i­nite and fi­nal form, he en­ters up­on the first symp­to­matic phase of death, for life con­sists in con­stant mo­tion. In the sec­ond place, if we could show him, as he is to­day, his soul of that time, he would be as­ton­ished and would not be­lieve that the soul is re­al­ly his, and if he would be­lieve it, he would be at a loss to ex­plain those in­flu­ences and con­cate­na­tions through which it could have un­der­gone such amaz­ing changes. And in the third place, this man, who rec­og­nizes not the soul, but mere­ly the fil­a­ment that en­velops it, will nev­er un­der­stand that the most im­por­tant phe­nom­e­na of life—birth, love, and death—ev­i­dent­ly for the pur­pose of strik­ing us with ter­ror, are sub­ject­ed to the un­cer­ti­tude of chance.

			Who of us knows the mean­ing and the cause of our ap­pear­ance in the world? Sure­ly, our par­ents know least about it. In the con­cep­tion and the birth of a child, in the for­ma­tion of its soul and its body, and there­fore in the de­ter­mi­na­tion of its whole fu­ture life, thou­sands of caus­es play an equal­ly im­por­tant part. The din­ner eat­en dur­ing the day, the odor of flow­ers in the gar­den, the frag­men­tary tune im­plant­ed in the con­scious mem­o­ry—all these are pos­si­ble fac­tors, and there are thou­sands up­on thou­sands of oth­ers. And the sim­plest and, ap­par­ent­ly, least im­por­tant of them, which re­mains un­no­ticed and to­tal­ly for­got­ten, may prove to be the most im­por­tant and po­tent cause.

			It is the same in love. Who can tell when, where, and how we shall be­come en­thralled by its pow­er, beau­ti­ful, de­struc­tive, or dis­gust­ing? One can nev­er know be­fore­hand ei­ther one’s wife or one’s lover. A friend in­tro­duces me to some of his friends; while there, I meet oth­ers; through these, I meet a wom­an hith­er­to to­tal­ly un­known to me. And when I am in­tro­duced to her, I do not know that at that mo­ment I drew a tick­et out of the urn of fate, up­on which is writ­ten the fol­low­ing: “You are des­tined to eat at the same ta­ble with this wom­an for many years to come, to sleep next to her, to have chil­dren with her, to be called her hus­band.” And how many times does it hap­pen that two men, who are long­ing for years for an op­por­tu­ni­ty to meet, pass each oth­er in the street, even touch el­bows, and sep­a­rate once more, per­haps nev­er to meet again!

			And the chil­dren! Have I ev­er thought of them be­fore? Can I tell even ap­prox­i­mate­ly what part of my body, my mind, and my soul I shall trans­mit to them? And not mine alone; but those of my fa­ther and grand­fa­ther and great-grand­fa­ther. Can I fore­see all the oc­cur­rences, scarce­ly no­tice­able to me, but ca­pa­ble of prov­ing fa­tal to my child, of leav­ing in­deli­ble traces on its soul?

			And the end of all this is brought by death, by the true, yet most ac­ci­den­tal guest of all, for whose com­ing we pre­pare our­selves in­vol­un­tar­i­ly by our dress, our drink, our food, our home, our dis­po­si­tions, our love, and ha­tred.

			No, I know noth­ing of this life, un­der­stand noth­ing. With obe­di­ent, dull fear I draw my lot, and can­not even read the un­in­tel­li­gi­ble in­scrip­tion up­on it.

			And nev­er be­fore has this been so clear to me as on this night when the dis­qui­et­ing knock was heard at my door. “Here is fate,” rushed through my mind, “come with her mag­ic wheel.” I must go and draw my lot. Who can tell whether the per­son stand­ing be­hind my door has brought me joy or grief, love or ha­tred? Will his com­ing mark a turn­ing-point of my life, or will it glide past, leav­ing a scarce­ly per­cep­ti­ble trace, which I shall im­me­di­ate­ly for­get, and not re­call un­til death or even be­yond it? And a su­per­sti­tious thought comes to me that if I were to ask loud­ly, “Who is there?” an in­dif­fer­ent, scarce­ly au­di­ble voice would an­swer: “Fate.”

			I say: “En­ter!” Not a sec­ond in­ter­venes be­tween the sound of his knock­ing and my re­ply, but the thoughts which rushed through my head dur­ing that short in­ter­val of time have lift­ed up a cor­ner of the cur­tain be­yond which is hid­den a black abyss; they have al­ready aged me. And I feel that the ner­vous knock has al­ready drawn in­vis­i­ble threads be­tween the man on the oth­er side of the door and my­self.

			Now he opens the door. An­oth­er in­stant, and the sim­plest, yet the most in­com­pre­hen­si­ble of things will take place. We shall be­gin to talk. With the aid of sounds of dif­fer­ent pitch and in­ten­si­ty, he will ex­press his thoughts in the cus­tom­ary form, while I shall re­ceive those sound vi­bra­tions and de­ci­pher their mean­ing, and the oth­er man’s thoughts will be­come mine.

			Oh, how un­in­tel­li­gi­ble to us, how mys­te­ri­ous, how strange are the com­mon­est phe­nom­e­na of life! And with­out un­der­stand­ing them, with­out con­ceiv­ing of their true sig­nif­i­cance, we pile them one on the oth­er, in­ter­twine them, con­nect them, broad­en them; we meet peo­ple and mar­ry, write books, preach ser­mons, es­tab­lish min­istries, fight wars, con­duct trade, make new in­ven­tions, and write his­to­ry! And ev­ery time that I think of the vast­ness, com­plex­i­ty, dark­ness, and el­e­men­tal ac­ci­den­tal­ly of this gen­er­al in­ter­twin­ing of lives, my own life ap­pears to me like a tiny speck of dust, lost in the fury of a tem­pest. …

		
	
		
			A Legend

			The tall, thin, long-haired man, in whose face were so strange­ly blend­ed the pale­ness of a life full of star­va­tion and moral im­pu­ri­ty and the stern pro­found­ness of in­spi­ra­tion, be­gan to play on his vi­o­lin. It was a ma­jes­tic, fairy tune, plain­tive­ly beau­ti­ful in its up­per notes, dom­i­nat­ed by som­bre sad­ness in the low­er. There was some­thing me­dieval in it, some­thing hope­less, un­pleas­ant­ly sweet, cru­el, pro­longed, and ter­ri­fy­ing.

			The host, who con­sid­ered him­self a pa­tron of mu­sic, dressed in a red dress­ing-gown, his large, light, wan­der­ing eyes glis­ten­ing al­most like those of a mad­man, arose from his chair, and, pre­tend­ing to be over­whelmed by the ec­sta­sy of cre­ative in­spi­ra­tion, be­gan to im­pro­vise a sto­ry to the mu­sic. And the stud­ied­ly ir­reg­u­lar mo­tions of his sleeves were over­turn­ing glass­es and gob­lets on the wet cloth.

			“It was long ago …” he be­gan, clos­ing his eyes and lift­ing up his chin, so that his words were cu­ri­ous­ly dis­tort­ed. He seemed to speak like a for­eign­er, al­though he was of a well-known no­ble fam­i­ly, and a man of good ed­u­ca­tion.

			“It was long ago. … Oh, how long ago it was! Many ages have gone by. … Oh, how many ages. … And ev­ery­body has for­got­ten about this. It was so dread­ful­ly long ago. …”

			Sud­den­ly a man arose from among those who were sit­ting about the ta­ble. He had been silent un­til then, and very few knew him. Some­one had brought him to this house and did not even go to the trou­ble of in­tro­duc­ing him. He was poor­ly dressed, short and broad-shoul­dered, vul­gar in ap­pear­ance, with his hair cut in a pe­cu­liar­ly lu­di­crous fash­ion.

			“Won’t you please al­low me?” said he, and there was en­treaty in his voice.

			The pa­tron, step­ping back like a clown, bend­ing down and swing­ing his arms from his chest to the ground, said in the voice of a clown:

			“Why, cer­tain­ly.”

			“Start at the be­gin­ning,” said the vul­gar stranger, turn­ing to the vi­o­lin­ist.

			His eyes met the eyes of the vi­o­lin­ist for one short in­stant, and he be­gan to speak with the first chords of the vi­o­lin.

			

			It was long, long ago. Many an old fam­i­ly has died out since then, many an an­cient cas­tle has been de­stroyed.

			At that time the old cas­tle was still stand­ing on a rock in the mid­dle of the lake. And ev­ery­body around knew that the lake was fath­om­less, that the cas­tle was im­preg­nable, and that the long iron bridge was raised at night.

			From time to time the king sent let­ters to the own­er of the cas­tle, call­ing him his cousin, and of­fer­ing him ti­tles and hon­ors. But the proud prince, in­stead of thank­ing the king, or­dered the roy­al mes­sen­gers to be hung on the tow­ers of his cas­tle. He was afraid of no one. His cas­tle was im­preg­nable, and was al­ways pro­vi­sioned for a ten years’ siege.

			The prince was no­ble, strong, and mad­ly brave, al­though he was al­ready six­ty years of age. With the mer­ry cry of an ea­gle, ter­ri­ble in the rud­dy glow of tar torch­es, he gal­loped at the head of his knights, over the bridge, and be­neath him the waves were splash­ing in the dark, and the hoof-beats of the fly­ing steeds were like the sound of the waves. Then vil­lages burned in flames, wom­en wept, and the rich trans­ports of trav­el­ling mer­chants were his booty.

			No one knows why he mar­ried the girl he chose. Were there not enough beau­ti­ful wom­en among the daugh­ters of his vas­sals? Would not any daugh­ter of a no­ble fam­i­ly be hon­ored by his choice? He cel­e­brat­ed a wild wed­ding, drank wine, cast hand­fuls of di­a­monds to his ser­vants, and con­stant­ly gazed at his young wife with his enor­mous, wild, col­or­less eyes. She was the daugh­ter of a poor artist.

			A long, long year went by, then an­oth­er, and still an­oth­er. The young wife grew pale and more pale; the dread­ful eyes of the prince be­came more and more ter­ri­ble. Vil­lages blazed at night. Half-wild dogs de­voured the en­trails of the cap­tive wom­en sen­tenced to death.

			Thou­sands of eyes at­tend­ed up­on the beau­ti­ful wom­an. But there was one pair that gazed up­on her with gen­tle pas­sion, that spoke to her: “Here is my life. Take it, if it is need­ed. I love you! …”

			One day—so reads the dark leg­end—the prince re­turned from an ex­pe­di­tion and found a young page on his knees be­fore the princess. He or­dered the page led in­to the court­yard, and there put him to death by send­ing a bul­let in­to his right eye.

			He did not touch his wife. But he gath­ered his obe­di­ent, bois­ter­ous com­pa­ny, gave each one gold with the gen­eros­i­ty of a king, and said to them:

			“You are free. Go wher­ev­er you will.”

			And when the last of them had crossed the iron bridge, the prince him­self raised it, broke the chain, and locked the great gates of the cas­tle.

			The knights turned around to cast a last gaze up­on the cas­tle, and, as they did so, they saw the prince ap­pear in the high­est win­dow of the tow­er and cast the great iron key that locked the cas­tle gates in­to the fath­om­less lake.

			Year af­ter year went by. No one ev­er learned the se­cret of the old, som­bre cas­tle. Now noth­ing re­mains of it but ru­ins, moss­es, and dirt, where green lizards are creep­ing back and forth, and hon­ey­suck­les scent the silent air. What hap­pened to those two hu­man be­ings? Did they suf­fer much and long? Which of them suf­fered more?

			No one, no one will ev­er learn the se­cret. The waves are dash­ing against the stone case­ments. … The old, ter­ror-in­spir­ing hoof-beats of gal­lop­ing hors­es seem to re­sound through their splash­ing. No one will ev­er know the se­cret. …

			And the qui­et waves are splash­ing on the shore. …

			

			Both be­came silent at the same time, the vi­o­lin­ist and the im­pro­vis­er. And amidst the quiv­er­ing si­lence that still reigned around, the host sniffed sneer­ing­ly, and said:

			“Is that all? Y‑yes. Not much, but rather sad.”

		
	
		
			
				Demir-Kayá

				(An East­ern Leg­end)

			
			The wind has sub­sid­ed. It is pos­si­ble that we shall have to spend the night in the open sea. It is about thir­ty ver­sts to the shore. The two-mast ship is lazi­ly rolling from side to side. The white sails are hang­ing help­less­ly.

			A white fog en­velops our boat. Nei­ther the stars, nor the sky, nor the sea, nor the night are vis­i­ble. We strike no light.

			Seid-Ah­bly, the old, bare­foot­ed, mud-cov­ered cap­tain of the boat, tells us a sto­ry in the truth of which I be­lieve with my whole heart. His voice is low, dig­ni­fied, and deep. And I be­lieve in the truth of his sto­ry be­cause the night is so strange­ly silent, be­cause the in­vis­i­ble sea is slum­ber­ing un­der our feet.

			And, en­veloped by the fog, we are sail­ing slow­ly in the midst of the thick white clouds.

			

			His name was Demir-Kayá. In your lan­guage, it means “Iron Rock.” He was giv­en this name be­cause he knew nei­ther pity, nor shame, nor fear.

			His band of rob­bers was ac­tive in the vicin­i­ty of Stam­boul, in blessed Thes­saly, in moun­tain­ous Mace­do­nia, and in the fer­tile pas­tures of Bul­gar­ia. He him­self had killed nine­ty-nine hu­man be­ings, and among them were wom­en, old men, and chil­dren.

			But one day a pow­er­ful army of the Padishah—may Al­lah bless his days!—sur­round­ed him in the moun­tains. For three days Demir-Kayá de­fend­ed him­self like a wolf brought to bay by a pack of dogs. On the morn­ing of the fourth day, he cut his way through the ranks of his be­siegers and es­caped—alone. Part of his band per­ished dur­ing the strug­gle, the oth­er found death at the hands of the hang­man up­on the round square of Stam­boul.

			Wound­ed and bleed­ing, Demir-Kayá lay by the fire in the in­ac­ces­si­ble cave where he found refuge with wild shep­herds of the moun­tains. But in the mid­dle of the night a bright an­gel with a flam­ing sword ap­peared be­fore him. And Demir-Kayá rec­og­nized Azrail, the mes­sen­ger of death sent from heav­en. And he said:

			“Let the will of Al­lah be done. I am ready.”

			But the an­gel said:

			“No, Demir-Kayá, your hour has not yet come. Hear­ken now to the will of God. When you will arise from what is al­most your deathbed, go forth and dig out of the earth all your trea­sures and con­vert them in­to gold. Then you will walk on to­ward the east, on and on, un­til you come to a place where sev­en roads meet. There you will build for your­self a house with large, cool rooms, with broad di­vans, with foun­tains of pure wa­ter, with a place where trav­ellers can par­take of your repast, drink aro­mat­ic cof­fee, and rest when they are tired. In­vite them to your house, all who go past, and serve them as though you were their slave. Let your house be their house, let your gold be their gold, let your la­bor be rest to them. And know that the time will come when Al­lah will for­give your heavy sins, will for­give you the blood of his chil­dren.”

			“But what sign will the Lord send me to show that my sins have been for­giv­en?”

			And the an­gel replied:

			“Out of the fire that is smoul­der­ing by your side take a burnt log, cov­ered with ash­es, and plant it in the ground. And when the dead tree will be­come cov­ered with bark, and will be­gin to bloom, then the hour of your de­liv­er­ance will have ar­rived.”

			Twen­ty years went by. Through­out the whole land of the Sul­tan—may Al­lah bless his days!—the house at the cross­ing of the sev­en roads, on the way from Jed­da to Smyr­na, was fa­mous. The beg­gar went away from that house with ru­pees in his bag, the hun­gry went away af­ter a rich repast, the tired went away rest­ed, and the wound­ed went away cured.

			For twen­ty years, for twen­ty long years, Demir-Kayá turned his gaze ev­ery evening to the mar­vel­lous stump of wood dug in­to the ground of his court­yard, but the wood re­mained black and dead. And the ea­gle eyes of Demir-Kayá grew dull, and the hair on his head be­came as white as the an­gel’s wings.

			But one morn­ing, ear­ly, he heard hur­ried hoof-beats on the road and saw a horse­man gal­lop­ing to­ward him. Demir-Kayá ran to him, seized the horse by the reins, and be­gan to beg the horse­man:

			“Broth­er mine, won’t you en­ter my home? Step in and re­fresh your face with wa­ter, strength­en your­self with food and drink, and sweet­en your breath with the pleas­ant odor of smoke.”

			But the trav­eller ex­claimed in wrath:

			“Let me go, old man, let me go.”

			And he spat in­to Demir-Kayá’s face, and he struck him on the head with the han­dle of his whip, and gal­loped on.

			Then the proud blood of the rob­ber flamed up in Demir-Kayá. He lift­ed a heavy stone from the ground, cast it af­ter his of­fend­er, and broke his head. And the horse­man fell to the ground on the dusty road.

			With ter­ror in his heart, Demir-Kayá ran to him and said sad­ly:

			“Broth­er mine, I have killed you.”

			But the dy­ing man an­swered:

			“It was not you that killed me, it was Al­lah’s hand. Lis­ten to me. The Pasha of our dis­trict is a cru­el, greedy, and un­just man. My friends have con­spired to as­sas­si­nate him. But I was won over by a rich re­ward. I want­ed to be­tray them, and it was when I was hur­ry­ing with this in­for­ma­tion that the rock cast by you stopped me in my haste. The Lord wills it. Farewell.”

			With grief in his heart, Demir-Kayá re­turned to his home. The lad­der of virtue and re­pen­tance that he had been as­cend­ing pa­tient­ly for over twen­ty years had sud­den­ly bro­ken down un­der him and fall­en to the ground on that sum­mer morn­ing.

			In de­spair he turned his gaze once more to the spot where it was wont to pause, up­on a black-burnt piece of wood. But, lo! A mir­a­cle! Be­fore his very eyes the dead tree was spring­ing to life, was be­com­ing cov­ered with green buds. A mo­ment, and it was in full bloom, with gen­tle yel­low flow­ers in­ter­spersed in fra­grant fo­liage.

			Then Demir-Kayá fell on his knees and wept for joy. For he re­al­ized that the great and mer­ci­ful Al­lah in his in­ex­press­ible wis­dom had for­giv­en him the mur­der of nine­ty-nine in­no­cent be­ings for the death of one traitor.

		
	
		
			The Garden of the Holy Virgin

			Far be­yond the bounds of the Milky Way, up­on a plan­et which will nev­er be dis­closed to the eye of the most dili­gent as­tronomer, blooms the won­der­ful, mys­te­ri­ous gar­den of the Holy Vir­gin Mary. All the flow­ers that ex­ist up­on our poor and sin­ful earth, bloom there for many long years, nev­er fad­ing, ev­er cared for by the pa­tient hands of in­vis­i­ble gar­den­ers. And each flow­er con­tains a par­ti­cle of the soul of a man liv­ing on the earth, that par­ti­cle which sleeps not dur­ing our night­ly slum­ber, that leads us through mar­vel­lous lands, that shows us the cen­turies gone by, that con­jures up be­fore us the faces of our de­part­ed friends, that spins in our imag­i­na­tion the var­ie­gat­ed tis­sues of our slum­ber-be­ing, now sweet, now lu­di­crous, now ter­ri­ble, now bliss­ful, that makes us awak­en in un­rea­son­able joy, or in bit­ter tears, that of­ten opens be­fore us the im­pen­e­tra­ble cur­tains, be­yond which stretch out the dark paths of the fu­ture, dis­cernible on­ly to chil­dren, wise men, and blessed clair­voy­ants. These flow­ers are the souls of hu­man dreams.

			Ev­ery time that the moon is full, in those hours of the night that im­me­di­ate­ly pre­cede the dawn, when our night­ly vi­sions are es­pe­cial­ly bright, live­ly, and rest­less, when the pale lu­natics, with their eyes closed and their faces turned to­ward the sky, re­turn to their cold beds along the dan­ger­ous edges of the house­tops, when the night-flow­ers open their chal­ices—then the Holy Vir­gin walks through her gar­den with light and qui­et steps. To her right, glides the round moon, while be­hind it, nev­er tar­ry­ing, al­ways keep­ing the same dis­tance, flows a lit­tle star, like a small boat tied with in­vis­i­ble threads to the stern of a large ship. Soon both the ship and the boat dis­ap­pear, buried in the va­por-like, or­ange-col­ored clouds, and, sud­den­ly, they ap­pear in the dark-blue space. Then their light lends a sil­very hue to the Holy Vir­gin’s blue chi­ton and to her beau­ti­ful face, whose charm and blessed­ness no man can de­scribe with word, brush, or mu­sic.

			And, flut­ter­ing in joy­ous im­pa­tience, the flow­ers sway on their thin stems and, like chil­dren, stretch out to touch the blue chi­ton with their petals. And Holy Mary gen­tly smiles up­on their pure joy, for she is the moth­er of Je­sus, who loved flow­ers so dear­ly dur­ing his life on earth. With her thin, white, kind fin­gers she gen­tly ca­ress­es the souls of chil­dren, the mod­est daisies, gold-cups, snow­drops, veron­i­cas, and the fairy spheres of dan­de­lions. Bound­less is her boun­ty, for it ex­tends over them all: the daf­fodils, those beau­ti­ful love-flow­ers, the proud and pas­sion­ate ros­es, the con­ceit­ed pe­onies, the or­chids, so ter­ri­ble in their strange beau­ty, the bit­ter, fiery pop­pies, the tuberos­es and hy­acinths, that spread their heavy odors around the deathbed. She sends bright maid­en­ly dreams to lilies-of-the-val­ley, vi­o­lets, and mignonettes. And to the plain wild flow­ers, the souls of or­di­nary toil­ers, wea­ried with the day’s la­bor, she sends pro­found, rest­ful sleep.

			And she vis­its al­so the far­away cor­ners of the gar­den, wild­ly over­grown with thorny, mon­strous cac­tus­es, green­ish ferns, in­tox­i­cat­ing hops, and the creep­ing, grave­yard ivy, and to them all, de­spair­ing of joy on earth, dis­ap­point­ed in life, sor­row­ful, and griev­ing, gloomi­ly has­ten­ing to meet death, she grants mo­ments of com­plete for­get­ful­ness, with­out dreams, with­out mem­o­ries.

			And in the morn­ing, when amidst the gold and crim­son dawn, the tri­umphant sun, ev­er burn­ing with the fire of vic­to­ry, be­gins to rise, the Holy Vir­gin lifts her clear eyes to­ward heav­en and says:

			“Be thou blessed, O Cre­ator, who ex­hibits to us the sign of his great­ness. Be blessed all his cre­ation, too. Be blessed the sa­cred eter­nal ma­ter­ni­ty of the world. For ev­er and ev­er.”

			And the flow­ers send their re­ply in scarce­ly au­di­ble whis­per:

			“Amen.”

			And like holy in­cense their aro­mat­ic breath ris­es up­ward. And the bright face of the sun trem­bles, re­flect­ed in many-col­ored rays from each dew­drop.

			

			On this night, too, the Holy Vir­gin walks through her gar­den. But sad is her beau­teous face, low­ered are the lash­es of her bright eyes, pow­er­less hang her arms along the folds of her blue chi­ton. Ter­ri­ble vi­sions float be­fore her: red fields and pas­tures, still reek­ing with blood; burnt homes and church­es; vi­o­lat­ed wom­en, tor­tured chil­dren; mounds and moun­tains of corpses un­der which moan the dy­ing; groans, curs­es, blas­phe­my that breaks through the death-rat­tle and the cries; mu­ti­lat­ed bod­ies, with­ered breasts, fields of bat­tle black with ravens. …

			Op­pres­sive si­lence, as be­fore a thun­der­storm, over­hangs the world. The air is per­fect­ly mo­tion­less. But the flow­ers trem­ble and sway in fright as in a tem­pest, bend­ing to the very ground and ex­tend­ing their heads to the Vir­gin with bound­less en­treaty.

			Closed are her lips, and sad is her face. Again and again be­fore her ris­es the im­age of him whom hu­man mal­ice, en­vy, in­tol­er­ance, cu­pid­i­ty, and am­bi­tion sen­tenced to un­bear­able tor­tures and a shame­ful death. She sees him—beat­en, bleed­ing, car­ry­ing up­on his shoul­ders his heavy cross, and stum­bling un­der its weight. Up­on the dusty road she sees dark sprays, the drops of his di­vine blood. She sees his beau­ti­ful body, mu­ti­lat­ed by tor­ture, hang­ing by out-turned arms up­on the cross, with pro­trud­ing chest, and bloody sweat up­on his death­ly pale face. And again she hears his dread­ful whis­per: “I am thirsty!” And again, as then, a sword is plunged in­to the moth­er’s heart.

			The sun ris­es, hid­den be­yond dark, heavy clouds. It burns in heav­en like an enor­mous red blot, the bloody con­fla­gra­tion of the world. And lift­ing up her sad­dened eyes, the Holy Vir­gin asks timid­ly, her voice trem­bling:

			“O Lord! Where are the bounds of Thy great wrath?”

			But re­lent­less is the wrath of God, and none knows its bounds! And when, in grief and sor­row, the Holy Vir­gin low­ers her eyes again, she sees that the in­no­cent cups of gen­tle flow­ers are filled with bloody dew.

		
	
		
			Sasha

			
				I

				Gam­bri­nous’ is the name of a pop­u­lar beer­shop in a vast port of South Rus­sia. Al­though rather well sit­u­at­ed in one of the most crowd­ed streets, it was hard to find, ow­ing to the fact that it was un­der­ground. Of­ten old cus­tomers who knew it well would miss this re­mark­able es­tab­lish­ment and would re­trace their steps af­ter pass­ing two or three neigh­bour­ing shops.

				There was no sign­board of any kind. One en­tered a nar­row door, al­ways open, straight from the pave­ment. Then came a nar­row stair­case with twen­ty stones steps that were bent and crooked from the tramp of mil­lions of heavy boots. At the end of the stair­case, on a par­ti­tion, there was dis­played, in al­to-re­lief, the paint­ed fig­ure, dou­ble life-size, of the grandiose beer pa­tron, King Gam­bri­nous him­self. This at­tempt in sculp­ture was prob­a­bly the first work of an am­a­teur and seemed to be clum­si­ly hacked out of an enor­mous pet­ri­fied sponge. But the red jack­et, the er­mine man­tle, the gold crown, and the mug, raised on high with its trick­ling white froth, left no doubt in the vis­i­tor’s mind that he stood in the very pres­ence of the great Beer King.

				The place con­sist­ed of two long, but ex­treme­ly low, vault­ed rooms, from whose stone walls damp streams were al­ways pour­ing, lit up by gas jets that burned day and night, for the beer­shop was not pro­vid­ed with a sin­gle win­dow. On the vaults, how­ev­er, traces of amus­ing paint­ings were still more or less dis­tin­guish­able. In one of these, a band of Ger­man lads in green hunt­ing jack­ets, with wood­cock feath­ers in their hats and ri­fles on their shoul­ders, were feast­ing. One and all, as they faced the beer hall, greet­ed the cus­tomers with out­stretched mugs, while two of them con­tin­ued to em­brace the waists of a pair of plump girls, ser­vants of the vil­lage inn, or per­haps daugh­ters of some wor­thy farmer. On the oth­er wall was dis­played a fash­ion­able pic­nic, ear­ly eigh­teenth cen­tu­ry, with countess­es and vis­counts frol­ick­ing in pow­dered wigs on a green lawn with lambs. Next to this was a pic­ture of droop­ing wil­lows, a pond with swans, which ladies and gen­tle­men, re­clin­ing on a kind of gilt shell, were grace­ful­ly feed­ing. Then came a pic­ture of the in­te­ri­or of a Ukrain­ian hut with a fam­i­ly of hap­py Ukraini­ans danc­ing the gopak with large bot­tles in their hands. Still fur­ther down the room a large bar­rel sport­ed it­self up­on which two grotesque­ly fat cu­pids, wreathed with hop-leaves and grapes, with red faces, fat lips, and shame­less­ly oily eyes, clicked glass­es. In the sec­ond hall, sep­a­rat­ed from the oth­er by a small arch­way, were il­lus­tra­tions from frog life: frogs were drink­ing beer in a green marsh, hunt­ing grasshop­pers among the thick reeds, play­ing up­on stringed in­stru­ments, fight­ing with swords, and so on. Ap­par­ent­ly the walls had been paint­ed by some for­eign mas­ter.

				In­stead of ta­bles, heavy oak bar­rels were ar­ranged on the saw­dust-strewn floor and small bar­rels took the place of chairs. To the right of the en­trance was a small plat­form, with a pi­ano on it. Here, night af­ter night through a long stretch of years, Sasha—a Jew, a gen­tle, mer­ry fel­low, drunk and bald, who had the ap­pear­ance of a peeled mon­key, and who might be any age—used to play the vi­o­lin for the plea­sure and dis­trac­tion of the guests. As the years passed, the wait­ers, with their leather-topped sleeves, changed, the bar­tenders al­so changed, even the pro­pri­etors of the beer­shop changed, but Sasha in­vari­ably, ev­ery night at six o’clock, sat on his plat­form with his fid­dle in his hands and a lit­tle white dog on his knee. And by one o’clock in the morn­ing, al­ways with the same lit­tle dog, Bielotch­ka, he would leave Gam­bri­nous’, scarce­ly able to stand af­ter his beer.

				There was, too, at Gam­bri­nous’, an­oth­er un­chang­ing face—that of the presider at the buf­fet, a fat, blood­less old wom­an, who, from be­ing al­ways in that damp beer base­ment, re­sem­bled one of those pale, lazy fish which swarm in the depths of sea cav­erns. Like the cap­tain of a ship from his bridge, she, from the height of her bar, would give curt or­ders to the wait­ers, smok­ing all the time and hold­ing her cig­a­rette in the right cor­ner of her mouth, while her right eye con­stant­ly blinked from the smoke. Her voice was rarely au­di­ble and she re­spond­ed to the bows of her guests al­ways with the same colour­less smile.

			
			
				II

				The enor­mous port, one of the largest com­mer­cial ports in the world, was al­ways crowd­ed with ships. In it ap­peared the dark, rusty, gi­gan­tic ar­mour-clad ves­sels. In it were load­ed, on their way to the Far East, the yel­low, thick-fun­nelled steam­ers of the Vol­un­teer fleet that ab­sorbed ev­ery day long trains of goods or thou­sands of pris­on­ers. In spring and au­tumn, hun­dreds of flags from all points of the globe waved, and from morn­ing un­til night or­ders and in­sults, in ev­ery con­ceiv­able lan­guage, rang out lusti­ly. From the ships to the docks and ware­hous­es and back along the quiv­er­ing gang­ways the load­ers ran to and fro, Rus­sian tramps in rags, al­most naked, with drunk­en, swollen faces, swarthy Turks, in dirty tur­bans, with large trousers, loose to the knees but tight­ened from there to the an­kles, squat, mus­cu­lar Per­sians, their hair and nails paint­ed a red-car­rot colour with quin­quina.

				Of­ten grace­ful Ital­ian schooners, with two or three masts, their reg­u­lar lay­ers of sail clean, white and elas­tic as young wom­en’s breasts, would put it to this port at re­spect­ful dis­tances from each oth­er. Just show­ing over the light­house, these state­ly ships seemed—par­tic­u­lar­ly on a clear spring morn­ing—like won­der­ful white phan­toms, swim­ming not on the wa­ter, but on the air above the hori­zon. Here, too, for months in the dirty green port wa­ter, among the rub­bish of eggshells and wa­ter­mel­on peels, among the flight of white seag­ulls, the high boats from Ana­to­lia, the fel­li­gi from Tre­bi­zond, with their strange paint­ed carv­ings and fan­tas­tic or­na­ments, swayed at an­chor. Here ex­tra­or­di­nary nar­row ships, with black tarred sails, with a dirty rag in place of a flag, swam in from time to time. Dou­bling the mole, al­most rat­tling against it with its side, one of these ships, ly­ing close to the wa­ter, and with­out mod­er­at­ing its speed, would dash in­to any har­bour, and there, amid the in­ter­na­tion­al in­sults, curs­es and threats, would put in at the first dock to hand, where its sailors—quite naked, bronzed lit­tle peo­ple, with gut­tural gur­gling voic­es—would furl the torn sails with amaz­ing ra­pid­i­ty and the dirty mys­te­ri­ous ship would im­me­di­ate­ly be­come life­less. And just as enig­mat­i­cal­ly some dark night, with­out light­ing its fires, it would sound­less­ly dis­ap­pear from the port. At night, in­deed, the whole bay swarmed with light lit­tle smug­gling craft. The fish­er­men from the out­skirts, and from fur­ther off, used to cart their fish in­to town, in the spring small kam­sas fill­ing their long boats by the mil­lion; in the sum­mer the mon­strous dab; in the au­tumn mack­er­el, fat ke­fals and oys­ters; in the win­ter white stur­geon from ten to twen­ty poods in weight, of­ten caught at con­sid­er­able risk, miles out to sea.

				All these peo­ple—sailors of var­ied na­tion­al­i­ties, fish­er­men, stok­ers, mer­ry cab­in-boys, port thieves, me­chan­ics, work­men, boat­men, load­ers, divers, smug­glers—all young, healthy, and im­preg­nat­ed with the strong smell of the sea and fish, knew well what it was to en­dure, en­joyed the de­light and the ter­ror of ev­ery­day dan­ger, val­ued, above any­thing else, courage, dar­ing, the ring of strong slash­ing words, and, when on shore, would give them­selves up with sav­age de­light to de­bauch­ery, drunk­en­ness, and fight­ing. At night, the lights of the large town, tow­er­ing above the port, lured them like mag­i­cal shin­ing eyes that al­ways promised some­thing fresh, glad, and not yet ex­pe­ri­enced, but al­ways with the same de­ceit.

				The town was linked to the port by steep, nar­row, crooked streets, which de­cent folk avoid­ed at night. At ev­ery step one en­coun­tered night shel­ters with dirty win­dows, pro­tect­ed by rail­ings and lit up by the gloomy light of the soli­tary lamp in­side. Still of­ten­er one passed lit­tle shops in which one could sell any­thing one hap­pened to have, from the sailor’s kit down to his net, and rig one­self out again in what­ev­er sailor’s kit one chose. Here, too, were many beer­shops, tav­erns, eat­ing-hous­es and inns, with flam­boy­ant sign­boards in ev­ery known lan­guage, and not a few dis­or­der­ly hous­es, at once ob­vi­ous and se­cret, from the steps of which hideous­ly paint­ed wom­en would call to the sailors in hoarse voic­es. There were Greek cof­fee-shops, where one used to play domi­noes and cards; and Turk­ish cof­fee-shops where one could smoke narghiles and get a night’s shel­ter for five kopeks. There were small Ori­en­tal inns in which they sold snails, peta­l­idis, shrimps, mus­sels, large inky scut­tle-fish­es, and all sorts of sea mon­strosi­ties. Some­where in the at­tics and base­ments, be­hind heavy shut­ters, were hid­den gam­bling dens, where faro and bac­carat of­ten end­ed in one’s stom­ach be­ing slit or one’s skull bro­ken. And right at the next cor­ner, some­times in the next house, there was sure to be some­one with whom one could dis­pose of any­thing stolen, from a di­a­mond bracelet to a sil­ver cross, and from a bale of Lyons vel­vet to a sailor’s Gov­ern­ment great­coat.

				These steep nar­row streets, black­ened with coal dust, to­wards night be­came greasy and reeked as though they were sweat­ing in a night­mare. They re­sem­bled drains or dirty pipes, through which the cos­mopoli­tan town vom­it­ed in­to the sea all its rub­bish, all its rot­ten­ness, all its abom­i­na­tion and its vice, in­fect­ing with these things the strong mus­cu­lar bod­ies and sim­ple souls of the men of the sea.

				The row­dy in­hab­i­tants of these streets rarely vis­it­ed the dressed-up, al­ways hol­i­day-like, town, with its plate-glass win­dows, its im­pos­ing mon­u­ments, its gleam of elec­tric light, its as­phalt pave­ments, its av­enues of white aca­cias, its im­pos­ing po­lice­men and all its sur­face of clean­li­ness and or­der. But ev­ery one of them, be­fore he had flung to the winds those torn, greasy, swollen pa­per rou­bles of his toil, would in­vari­ably vis­it Gam­bri­nous’. This was sanc­ti­fied by an­cient tra­di­tion, even if it were nec­es­sary to steal un­der cov­er of dark­ness in­to the very cen­tre of the town.

				Many of them, tru­ly enough, did not know the com­pli­cat­ed name of the fa­mous Beer King. Some­one would sim­ply say: “Let’s go to Sasha’s.” And the oth­ers would an­swer: “Right-o. That’s agreed.” And they would shout in a cho­rus to­geth­er: “Hur­rah!”

				It is not in the least sur­pris­ing that among the dock and sea folk Sasha en­joyed more re­spect and pop­u­lar­i­ty than, for ex­am­ple, the lo­cal arch­bish­op or gov­er­nor, and, with­out doubt, if it were not his name then it was his vivid mon­key face and his fid­dle that were re­mem­bered in Syd­ney or Ply­mouth, as well as in New York, Vladi­vos­tok, Con­stantino­ple and Cey­lon, to say noth­ing of the gulfs and bays of the Black Sea, where there were many ad­mir­ers of his tal­ent among the dar­ing fish­er­men.

				Sasha would usu­al­ly ar­rive at Gam­bri­nous’ at a time when there was no­body there ex­cept per­haps a chance vis­i­tor or two. At this time, a thick, sour smell of yes­ter­day’s beer hung over the rooms and it was rather dark, as they were eco­nom­i­cal in those days with gas. In hot Ju­ly days, when the stone town lan­guished from the heat and was deaf­ened by the crack­ling din of the streets, one found the qui­et and cool­ness of the place quite agree­able.

				Sasha would ap­proach the buf­fet, greet Madame Ivano­va, and drink his first mug of beer. Some­times she would say: “Won’t you play some­thing, Sasha?”

				“What do you want me to play, Madame Ivano­va?” Sasha, who was on the most po­lite terms with her, used to ask ami­ably.

				“Some­thing of your own.”

				Then he would sit down in his usu­al place to the left of the pi­ano and play long, strange, melan­choly pieces. Some­how it be­came sleepy and qui­et in the base­ment, with on­ly a hint of the muf­fled roar of the town. From time to time the wait­ers would jin­gle care­ful­ly the crock­ery on the oth­er side of the kitchen wall. Then from the chords of Sasha’s fid­dle came, in­ter­wo­ven and blend­ed with the sad flow­ers of na­tion­al melodies, Jew­ish sor­row as an­cient as the earth. Sasha’s face, his chin strained, his fore­head bent low, his eyes look­ing grave­ly up from un­der the heavy brows, had no re­sem­blance, in this twi­light hour, to the grin­ning, twin­kling, danc­ing face of Sasha that was so fa­mil­iar to all Gam­bri­nous’ guests. The lit­tle dog, Bielotch­ka, was sit­ting on his knees. She had been taught long ago not to howl to the mu­sic, but the pas­sion­ate­ly sad, sob­bing and curs­ing sounds got on her nerves in spite of her­self, and in con­vul­sive lit­tle yawns she opened her mouth, curl­ing up her fine pink tongue, and, with all her frag­ile body and pret­ty small muz­zle, vi­brat­ed to her mas­ter’s mu­sic. But lit­tle by lit­tle the pub­lic be­gan to ap­pear, and with it the ac­com­pa­nist, who had left his dai­ly oc­cu­pa­tion at some tai­lor’s or watch­mak­er’s shop. On the buf­fet there were sausages in hot wa­ter and cheese sand­wich­es, and at last the oth­er gas-jets were lit up. Sasha drank his sec­ond mug of beer, gave his or­der to his ac­com­pa­nist: “ ‘The May Pa­rade,’ eins, zwei, drei,” and a stormy March be­gan. From this mo­ment he had scarce­ly time to ex­change greet­ings with the new­com­ers, each of whom con­sid­ered him­self Sasha’s par­tic­u­lar­ly in­ti­mate friend and looked round proud­ly at the oth­er guests af­ter re­ceiv­ing his bow. Wink­ing first with one eye and then with the oth­er, gath­er­ing all his wrin­kles in­to his bald re­ced­ing skull, Sasha moved his lips grotesque­ly and smiled in all di­rec­tions.

				At about ten or eleven, Gam­bri­nous’, which could ac­com­mo­date two hun­dred or more peo­ple, was ab­so­lute­ly choked. Many, al­most half, came in ac­com­pa­nied by wom­en with fichus on their heads. No one took of­fence at the lack of room, at a tram­pled toe, a crum­pled hat, or some­one else’s beer be­ing poured over one’s trousers; and if they did take of­fence it was mere­ly a case of a drunk­en row.

				The damp­ness of the dim­ly lit cel­lar showed it­self on the walls, smeared with oil paint, and from the ceil­ing the vapour from the crowd steamed like a warm heavy rain. At Gam­bri­nous’ they drank se­ri­ous­ly. It was con­sid­ered the right thing in this es­tab­lish­ment to sit to­geth­er in groups of two or three, cov­er­ing so much of the im­pro­vised ta­ble with emp­ty bot­tles that one saw one’s vis-à-vis as through a glass-green for­est.

				In the tur­moil of the evening the guests be­came hoarse and over­heat­ed. Your eyes smart­ed from to­bac­co smoke. You had to shout and lean over the ta­ble in or­der to hear and be heard in the gen­er­al din. And on­ly the in­de­fati­ga­ble fid­dle of Sasha, sit­ting on his plat­form, tri­umphed over the stuffi­ness, the heat and the reek of to­bac­co, the gas jets, the beer, and the shout­ing of the un­cer­e­mo­ni­ous pub­lic.

				But the guests rapid­ly be­came drunk from beer, the prox­im­i­ty of wom­en, and the sti­fling air. Ev­ery­one want­ed his own favourite songs. Close to Sasha, two or three peo­ple, with dull eyes and un­cer­tain move­ments, were con­stant­ly bob­bing up to pull him by the sleeve and in­ter­fere with his play­ing.

				“Sash … the sad one … do pl …” the speak­er stam­mered on, “do, please.”

				“At once, at once,” Sasha would re­peat with a quick nod as, with the adroit­ness of a doc­tor, he slipped the piece of sil­ver noise­less­ly in­to his pock­et. “At once, at once.”

				“Sasha, that’s a swin­dle! I’ve giv­en the mon­ey and this is the twen­ti­eth time that I’m ask­ing for: ‘I was swim­ming down the sea to Odessa.’ ”

				“At once, at once.”

				“Sasha, ‘The Nightin­gale.’ ”

				“Sasha, ‘Marus­sia.’ ”

				“ ‘Zetz,’ ‘Zetz,’ Sasha, Sasha, ‘Zetz,’ ‘Zetz.’ ”

				“At once … at once.”

				“ ‘The Tch­a­ban,’ ” howled from the oth­er end of the room a scarce­ly hu­man, but rather a kind of colt’s voice.

				And Sasha, to the gen­er­al amuse­ment, shout­ed back to him like a cock:

				“At once.”

				And then with­out stop­ping, he would play all the songs they had called for.

				Ap­par­ent­ly he knew ev­ery sin­gle one of them by heart. Sil­ver coins fell in­to his pock­ets from all sides and mugs of beer came to him from ev­ery ta­ble. When he de­scend­ed from his plat­form to get to the bar he would be near­ly pulled in pieces:

				“Sashen­ka, one lit­tle mug, like a good chap.”

				“Here’s to your health, Sasha! you dev­il, come along when you’re asked.”

				“Sasha come and d‑r‑i‑i‑i‑nk some beer,” bel­lowed the colt’s voice.

				The wom­en, in­clined, like all wom­en, to ad­mire pro­fes­sion­als, would be­gin to co­quet, make them­selves con­spic­u­ous, and show off their ado­ra­tion, call­ing to him in coo­ing voic­es and capri­cious, play­ful lit­tle laughs:

				“Sashetch­ka, you sim­ply must have a drink with me. No, no, no, I’m ask­ing you. And then play the ‘Cake Walk.’ ”

				Sasha smiled, gri­maced, bowed right and left, pressed his hand to his heart, blew airy kiss­es, drank beer at all the ta­bles and, on re­turn­ing to the pi­ano, where a fresh mug was wait­ing for him, would be­gin some­thing like “Sep­a­ra­tion.”

				Some­times, to amuse his au­di­ence, he would make his fid­dle whine like a pup­py, grunt like a pig, or rat­tle in heartrend­ing bass sounds, all in per­fect time. The au­di­ence greet­ed these an­tics with benev­o­lent ap­proval: “Ho, ho-ho-ho‑o‑o.”

				It was be­com­ing still hot­ter. Heat steamed from the ceil­ing. Some of the guests were al­ready in tears, beat­ing their breasts, oth­ers, with blood­shot eyes, were quar­relling over wom­en and were clam­ber­ing to­wards each oth­er to pay off old scores, on­ly to be held back by their more sober neigh­bours, gen­er­al­ly par­a­sites. The wait­ers mirac­u­lous­ly found room for their legs and bod­ies to slide be­tween the bar­rels, large and small, their hands strung with beer mugs raised high above the heads of the carousers. Madame Ivano­va, more blood­less, im­per­turbable, and silent than ev­er, di­rect­ed from her counter the per­for­mances of the wait­ers, like a ship cap­tain in a storm.

				Ev­ery­one was over­pow­ered by the de­sire to sing. Soft­ened by beer, by his own kind­ness, and even by the coarse de­light that his mu­sic was giv­ing to oth­ers, Sasha was ready to play any­thing. And at the sounds of his fid­dle, hoarse peo­ple, with awk­ward, wood­en voic­es, all bawled out the same tune, look­ing in­to one an­oth­er’s eyes with a sense­less se­ri­ous­ness:

				
					
						“Why should we sep­a­rate?
						

						Why should we live in sep­a­ra­tion?
						

						Isn’t it bet­ter to mar­ry
						

						And cher­ish love?”
					

				

				Then an­oth­er gang, ap­par­ent­ly hos­tile, tried to howl down its ri­val by start­ing an­oth­er tune.

				Gam­bri­nous’ was of­ten vis­it­ed by Greeks from Asia Mi­nor, “Don­go­la­ki” who put in­to the Rus­sian ports with fish. They, too, gave or­ders to Sasha for their Ori­en­tal songs, con­sist­ing of dis­mal, mo­not­o­nous howl­ing on two or three notes, and they were ready to sing them for hours with gloomy faces and burn­ing eyes. Sasha al­so played pop­u­lar Ital­ian cou­plets, Ukrain­ian pop­u­lar songs, Jew­ish wed­ding-march­es, and many oth­ers. Once a lit­tle par­ty of ne­gro sailors found their way in­to Gam­bri­nous’, and they al­so, in im­i­ta­tion of the oth­ers, want­ed very much to sing a bit. Sasha quick­ly picked up a gal­lop­ing ne­gro melody, chose the ac­com­pa­ni­ment on the pi­ano, and, then and there, to the great de­light and amuse­ment of the habitués, the beer­shop rang with the strange, capri­cious, gut­tural sounds of an African song.

				An ac­quain­tance of Sasha’s, a re­porter on a lo­cal pa­per, once per­suad­ed a pro­fes­sor of the mu­si­cal school to pay a vis­it to Gam­bri­nous’ and lis­ten to the fa­mous vi­o­lin­ist, but Sasha got wind of it and pur­pose­ly made his fid­dle mew, bleat, and bel­low more than usu­al that evening. The guests of Gam­bri­nous’ were sim­ply split­ting their sides and the pro­fes­sor ob­served with pro­found con­tempt: “Clown­ery.”

				And out he went with­out even fin­ish­ing his mug of beer.

			
			
				III

				Ev­ery now and then the ex­quis­ite mar­quis­es, the fes­tive Ger­man sports­men, the plump cu­pids, and the frogs looked down from their walls on the kind of de­bauch that one could sel­dom see any­where, ex­cept at Gam­bri­nous’.

				For ex­am­ple, a gang of thieves on a spree af­ter a good haul would come in, each with his sweet­heart, each with his cap on one side and a de­fi­ant, in­so­lent ex­pres­sion, dis­play­ing his patent leather boots neg­li­gent­ly with all the dis­tinc­tion of the cabaret at its best. To them Sasha would play spe­cial thieves’ songs, such as “I’m done for, poor lit­tle boy,” “Don’t cry, Marus­sia,” “The spring has passed,” and oth­ers.

				It was be­neath their dig­ni­ty to dance, but their sweet­hearts, for the most part not bad-look­ing and usu­al­ly young, some al­most lit­tle girls, would dance the “Tch­a­ban,” squeal­ing and click­ing their heels. Both men and wom­en drank heav­i­ly; one thing on­ly was wrong with them, they al­ways fin­ished their sprees with old dis­putes about mon­ey, and went off, when they could, with­out pay­ing.

				Fish­er­men, af­ter a good catch, would come in a large par­ty of about thir­ty. Late in the au­tumn there were such lucky weeks that each net would bring in ev­ery day up to forty thou­sand mack­er­el or ke­fal. At a time like this the small­est share­hold­er would make over two hun­dred rou­bles. But what was still bet­ter for the fish­er­men was a lucky haul of stur­geon in the win­ter; this was a mat­ter of great dif­fi­cul­ty.

				One had to work hard some thir­ty ver­sts from shore, in the still of the night, some­times in stormy weath­er. When the boats leaked, the wa­ter froze on one’s clothes and on the oars. The weath­er would keep like this for two or three days if the wind did not throw you two hun­dred ver­sts away at Anap or Tre­bi­zond. Ev­ery win­ter a dozen or so of skiffs would sim­ply dis­ap­pear, and on­ly in the sum­mer did the waves bring back to this or that point of the coast the corpse of the gal­lant fish­er­men.

				But when they came back from the sea safe, af­ter a good catch, they came on shore with a fren­zied thirst for life. Thou­sands of rou­bles went in two or three days in the coars­est, most deaf­en­ing, drunk­en or­gies. The fish­er­men used to get in­to some cabaret or oth­er, throw all the oth­er guests out, lock the doors, close the shut­ters, and for days at a stretch, with­out stop­ping, would de­vote them­selves to wom­en and drink, howl songs, smash the glass­es and the crock­ery, beat the wom­en and fre­quent­ly one an­oth­er, un­til sleep came over them any­where—on the ta­bles, on the floor, across the beds, among spit­toons, cigar ends, bro­ken glass­es, the splash of wine and even the splash of blood. That is how the fish­er­men went on the spree for sev­er­al con­sec­u­tive days, some­times chang­ing the place, some­times re­main­ing in the same den. Hav­ing gone through ev­ery­thing to the last far­thing, they would re­turn to the docks, their heads burst­ing, their faces marked by brawls, their limbs shak­ing from drink, and, silent, cowed, and re­pen­tant, would en­ter the boats to re­sume that hard and cap­ti­vat­ing trade which they loved and cursed in the same breath.

				Nev­er did they for­get to vis­it Gam­bri­nous’. In they would throng with their hoarse voic­es and their faces burnt by the fe­ro­cious north­west win­ter, with their wa­ter­proof jack­ets, their leather trousers, and their top-boots up to the thighs, those self­same boots in which their com­rades, in the mid­dle of some stormy night, had gone to the bot­tom like stones.

				Out of re­spect for Sasha, they did not kick strangers out, though they felt them­selves mas­ters of the beer­shop, and would break the heavy mugs on the floor. Sasha played for them their own fish­er­men’s songs, drawl­ing, sim­ple, and ter­ri­ble, as the beat of the sea, and they sang al­to­geth­er, strain­ing to the ut­ter­most their pow­er­ful chests and hard­ened throats. Sasha act­ed up­on them like Or­pheus on the waves and some­times an old het­man of a boat, forty years old, beard­ed, weath­er-beat­en, an enor­mous wild-an­i­mal-like fel­low, would melt in­to tears as he gave out in a small voice the sor­row­ful words of:

				
					
						“Ah, poor me, lit­tle lad
						

						That I was born a fish­er­man. …”
					

				

				And some­times they danced, tram­pling al­ways on the same spot, with set stone-like faces, rat­tling with their heavy boots, and im­preg­nat­ing the whole cabaret with the sharp salt smell of the fish, with which their clothes and bod­ies had been soaked through and through. To Sasha they were very gen­er­ous and nev­er left him long away from their ta­bles. He knew well the out­line of their des­per­ate, reck­less lives, and of­ten, when play­ing for them, he felt in his soul a kind of re­spect­ful grief.

				But he was par­tic­u­lar­ly fond of play­ing for the Eng­lish sailors from the mer­chant ships. They would come in a herd, hand in hand, look­ing like picked men, big-chest­ed, large-shoul­dered, with white teeth, healthy colours, and mer­ry bold blue eyes. Their strong mus­cles stood out un­der their jack­ets and from their deep-cut col­lars rose, straight and strong, their state­ly necks. Some of them knew Sasha from for­mer vis­its to this port. They recog­nised him, grin­ning with their white teeth, and greet­ed him in Rus­sian.

				“Zdraist, Zdraist.”

				Sasha of his own ac­cord, with­out in­vi­ta­tion, used to play for them “Rule, Bri­tan­nia.” Prob­a­bly the con­scious­ness that they were now in a coun­try bowed down by cen­turies of slav­ery gave a cer­tain proud solem­ni­ty to this hymn of Eng­lish lib­er­ty. And when they sang, stand­ing with un­cov­ered heads, the last mag­nif­i­cent words: “Britons nev­er, nev­er, nev­er shall be slaves,” then, in­vol­un­tar­i­ly, the most bois­ter­ous vis­i­tor to Gam­bri­nous’ took off his hat.

				The square-built boatswain, with one ear­ring and a beard that fringed his neck, came up to Sasha with two mugs of beer and a broad smile, clapped him on the back in a friend­ly way, and asked him to play a jig. At the very first sound of this bold and dar­ing dance of the sea, the Eng­lish jumped up and cleared out the place, push­ing the lit­tle bar­rels to the walls. The stranger’s per­mis­sion was asked, by ges­tures, with mer­ry smiles, but if some­one was in no hur­ry, there was no cer­e­mo­ny with him, and his seat was sim­ply knocked from un­der him with a good kick. This was sel­dom nec­es­sary, how­ev­er, be­cause at Gam­bri­nous’ ev­ery­body ap­pre­ci­at­ed dances and was par­tic­u­lar­ly fond of the Eng­lish jig.

				Even Sasha him­self, play­ing all the time, would mount on a chair so as to see bet­ter.

				The sailors formed a cir­cle, clap­ping their hands in time with the quick dance mu­sic, and then two of them came out in­to the mid­dle. The dance fig­ured the life of a sailor on sea. The ship is ready to start, the weath­er is su­perb, ev­ery­thing is in or­der. The dancers have their hands crossed on their chests, their heads thrown back, their bod­ies qui­et, though the feet mark a fren­zied beat. Then a slight wind aris­es and with it a faint rock­ing. For a sailor, that is on­ly pleas­ant, but the steps of the dance be­come more and more com­pli­cat­ed and var­ied. A fresh wind starts—it is al­ready not so easy to walk on deck—and the dancers are slight­ly rocked from side to side. At last there comes a re­al storm and the sailor is hurled from taff­rail to taff­rail; the busi­ness is get­ting se­ri­ous. “All hands on deck! Reef the sails!” By the dancers’ move­ments one de­tects with amuse­ment how they scram­ble up the shrouds with hands and feet, haul the sails and strength­en the top­sail while the storm toss­es the ship more and more fierce­ly. “Man over­board, stop.” A boat is low­ered. The dancers, bend­ing their heads low and strain­ing their pow­er­ful naked throats, row with quick strokes as they bend and straight­en their backs. But the storm pass­es, the rock­ing set­tles down, and the ship runs light­ly with a fol­low­ing wind, while the dancers be­come mo­tion­less again with crossed hands as they beat with their feet a swift mer­ry jig.

				Some­times Sasha had to play a Lezguin­ka for the Geor­gians, who were em­ployed at wine-mak­ing in the neigh­bour­hood. No dance was ev­er un­known to him. When a dancer, in a fur cap and a tcherkess­ka, flut­tered air­i­ly be­tween the bar­rels, throw­ing first one hand and then the oth­er be­hind his head, while his friends clapped in time and shrieked, Sasha, too, could not re­frain and shout­ed joy­ous­ly in time with them: “Hass, hass, hass.” Some­times, too, he would play Mol­da­vian dances and the Ital­ian Taran­tel­la and waltzes for Ger­man sailors.

				Oc­ca­sion­al­ly they fought, and some­times rather bru­tal­ly, at Gam­bri­nous’. Old vis­i­tors liked to yarn about the leg­endary slaugh­ter be­tween Rus­sian sailors on ac­tive ser­vice, dis­charged from some cruis­er to the re­serve, and a par­ty of Eng­lish sailors. They fought with fists, casse-têtes, beer-mugs, and even hurled at each oth­er the lit­tle bar­rels that were used for seats. It must be ad­mit­ted, and not to the hon­our of the Rus­sian war­riors, that it was they who first start­ed the row, and first took to the knife, and though they were three to one in num­bers, they on­ly squeezed the Eng­lish out of the beer­shop af­ter a fight of half an hour.

				Quite of­ten Sasha’s in­ter­fer­ence stopped a quar­rel that was with­in a hair’s breadth of blood­shed. He would come up to the dis­putants, joke, smile, gri­mace, and at once from all sides mugs would be stretched out to him.

				“Sasha, a lit­tle mug; Sasha have one with me …”

				Per­haps the kind and com­ic good­ness, mer­ri­ly beam­ing from those eyes that were al­most hid­den un­der the slop­ing skull, act­ed like a charm on these sim­ple sav­ages. Per­haps it was an in­nate re­spect for tal­ent, some­thing al­most like grat­i­tude. Per­haps it was due to the fact that most of the habitués of Gam­bri­nous’ were nev­er out of Sasha’s debt. In the te­dious in­ter­ludes of dekocht, which, in sea­port jar­gon, means “stony broke,” one could ap­proach Sasha for small sums and for small cred­it at the buf­fet with­out fear of re­fusal.

				Of course the debts were nev­er re­paid—not from evil in­ten­tion, but mere­ly from for­get­ful­ness. All the same, these debtors, dur­ing their or­gies, re­turned ten­fold their debts in their “tips” to Sasha for his songs. The wom­an at the buf­fet some­times re­proached him. “I am sur­prised, Sasha, that you’re not more care­ful with your mon­ey.”

				He would an­swer with con­vic­tion: “But Madame Ivano­va, I can’t take it with me in my grave. There’ll be enough for us both, that is for me and Bielotch­ka. Come here, Bielotch­ka, good dog­gie.”

			
			
				IV

				The songs of the day could al­so be heard at Gam­bri­nous’.

				At the time of the Boer War, the “Boer March” was a great favourite. (It seems that the fa­mous fight be­tween the Rus­sian and Eng­lish sailors took place at this very time.) Twen­ty times an evening at least they forced Sasha to play this hero­ic march, and in­vari­ably waved their caps and shout­ed “Hur­rah!” They would look askance, too, at in­dif­fer­ent on­look­ers, which was not al­ways a good omen at Gam­bri­nous’.

				Then came the Fran­co-Rus­sian cel­e­bra­tions. The may­or gave a grudged per­mis­sion for the “Mar­seil­laise” to be played. It was called for ev­ery day, but not so of­ten as the “Boer March,” and they shout­ed “Hur­rah” in a small­er cho­rus, and did not wave their caps at all. This state of things arose from the fact that no deep sen­ti­ment un­der­lay their call for the “Mar­seil­laise.” Again, the au­di­ence at Gam­bri­nous’ did not grasp suf­fi­cient­ly the po­lit­i­cal im­por­tance of the al­liance; fi­nal­ly, one no­ticed that it was al­ways the same peo­ple ev­ery evening who asked for the “Mar­seil­laise” and shout­ed “Hur­rah.”

				For a short time the “Cake Walk” was pop­u­lar, and once an ex­cit­ed lit­tle mer­chant danced it, in and out be­tween the bar­rels, with­out re­mov­ing his rac­coon coat, his high golosh­es, and his fox fur hat. How­ev­er, the ne­gro dance was soon for­got­ten.

				Then came the great Ja­pa­nese War. The vis­i­tors to Gam­bri­nous’ be­gan to live at high pres­sure. News­pa­pers ap­peared on the bar­rels; war was dis­cussed ev­ery evening. The most peace­ful, sim­ple peo­ple were trans­formed in­to politi­cians and strate­gists. But at the bot­tom of his heart, each one of them was anx­ious if not for him­self, then for a broth­er or, still more of­ten, for a close com­rade. In those days the con­spic­u­ous­ly strong tie which welds to­geth­er those who have shared long toil, dan­ger, and the near pres­ence of death, showed it­self clear­ly.

				At the be­gin­ning no one doubt­ed our vic­to­ry. Sasha had pro­cured from some­where the “Kuropatkine March,” and for about twen­ty-nine evenings, one af­ter the oth­er, he played it with a cer­tain suc­cess. But, some­how or oth­er, one evening the “Kuropatkine March” was squeezed out for good by a song brought by the Bal­akla­va fish­er­man, the salt Greeks, or the Pin­doss, as they were called.

				
					
						“And why were we turned in­to sol­diers,
						

						And sent to the Far East?
						

						Are we re­al­ly at fault be­cause
						

						Our height is an ex­tra inch?”
					

				

				From that mo­ment they would lis­ten to no oth­er song at Gam­bri­nous’. For whole evenings one could hear noth­ing but peo­ple clam­our­ing:

				“Sasha, the sor­row­ful one, the Bal­akla­va one.”

				They sang, cried, and drank twice as much as be­fore, but, so far as drink­ing went, all Rus­sia was do­ing much the same. Ev­ery evening some­one would come to say good­bye, would brag for a bit, puff him­self out like a cock, throw his hat on the floor, threat­en to smash all the lit­tle Japs by him­self, and end up with the sor­row­ful song and tears.

				Once Sasha came ear­li­er than usu­al to the beer­shop. The wom­an at the buf­fet said from habit, as she poured out his first mug: “Sasha, play some­thing of your own.” All of a sud­den his lips be­came con­tort­ed and his mug shook in his hand.

				“Do you know, Madame Ivano­va,” he said in a be­wil­dered way, “they’re tak­ing me as a sol­dier, to the war!”

				Madame Ivano­va threw up her hands in as­ton­ish­ment.

				“But it’s im­pos­si­ble, Sasha, you’re jok­ing.”

				Sasha shook his head de­ject­ed­ly and sub­mis­sive­ly. “I’m not jok­ing.”

				“But you’re over age, Sasha; how old are you?”

				No one had ev­er been in­ter­est­ed in that ques­tion. Ev­ery­one con­sid­ered Sasha as old as the walls of the beer­shop, the mar­quis­es, the Ukraini­ans, the frogs, and even the paint­ed king who guard­ed the en­trance, Gam­bri­nous him­self.

				“Forty-six.” Sasha thought for a sec­ond or two. “Per­haps forty-nine. I’m an or­phan,” he added sad­ly.

				“But you must go and ex­plain to the au­thor­i­ties!”

				“I’ve been to them al­ready, Madame Ivano­va. I have ex­plained.”

				“Well?”

				“Well, they an­swered: ‘Scab­by Jew, shee­ny snout! Just you say a lit­tle more and you’ll be jugged, there!’ And then they struck me.”

				Ev­ery­one heard the news that evening at Gam­bri­nous’, and they got Sasha dead drunk with their sym­pa­thy. He tried to play the buf­foon, gri­maced, winked, but from his kind fun­ny eyes there peeped out grief and awe. A strongish work­man, a tin­ker by trade, sud­den­ly of­fered to go to the war in Sasha’s place. The stu­pid­i­ty of the sug­ges­tion was quite clear to all, but Sasha was touched, shed a few tears, em­braced the tin­ker, and then and there gave him his fid­dle. He left Bielotch­ka with the wom­an at the buf­fet.

				“Madame Ivano­va, take care of the lit­tle dog! Per­haps I won’t come back, so you will have a sou­venir of Sasha. Bielin­ka, good dog­gie! Look, it’s lick­ing it­self. Ah you, my poor lit­tle one. And I want to ask you some­thing else, Madame Ivano­va; the boss owes me some mon­ey, so please get it and send it on. I’ll write the ad­dress­es. In Gomel I have a first cousin who has a fam­i­ly and in Jmerin­ka there’s my nephew’s wid­ow. I send it them ev­ery month. Well, we Jews are peo­ple like that, we are fond of our re­la­tions, and I’m an or­phan. I’m alone. Good­bye, then, Madame Ivano­va.”

				“Good­bye, Sasha, we must at least have a good­bye kiss. It’s been so many years … and, don’t be an­gry, I’m go­ing to cross you for the jour­ney.”

				Sasha’s eyes were pro­found­ly sad, but he couldn’t help clown­ing to the end.

				“But, Madame Ivano­va, what if I die from the Rus­sian cross?”

			
			
				V

				Gam­bri­nous’ be­came emp­ty as though or­phaned with­out Sasha and his fid­dle. The man­ag­er in­vit­ed as a sub­sti­tute a quar­tette of strolling man­dolin­ists, one of whom, dressed like a com­ic-opera En­glish­man, with red whiskers and a false nose, check trousers, and a stiff col­lar high­er than his ears, sang com­ic cou­plets and danced shame­less­ly on the plat­form. But the quar­tette was an ut­ter fail­ure; it was hissed and pelt­ed with bits of sausage, and the lead­ing com­ic was once beat­en by the Ten­drove fish­er­men for a dis­re­spect­ful al­lu­sion to Sasha.

				All the same, Gam­bri­nous’, from old mem­o­ry, was vis­it­ed by the lads of sea and port whom the war had not drawn to death and suf­fer­ing. Ev­ery evening the first sub­ject of con­ver­sa­tion would be Sasha.

				“Eh, it would be fine to have Sasha back now. One’s soul feels heavy with­out him.”

				“Ye‑e‑es, where are you hov­er­ing, Sashen­ka, dear, kind friend?”

				“In the fields of Manchuria far away …” some­one would pipe up in the words of the lat­est song. Then he would break off in con­fu­sion, and an­oth­er would put in un­ex­pect­ed­ly: “Wounds may be split open and hacked. And there are al­so torn ones.”

				
					
						“I con­grat­u­late you on vic­to­ry,
						

						You with the torn-out arm.”
					

				

				“Stop, don’t whine. Madame Ivano­va, isn’t there any news from Sasha? A let­ter or a lit­tle post­card?”

				Madame Ivano­va used to read the pa­per now the whole evening, hold­ing it at arm’s length, her head thrown back, her lips con­stant­ly mov­ing. Bielotch­ka lay on her knees, giv­ing from time to time lit­tle peace­ful snores. The presider at the buf­fet was al­ready far from be­ing like a vig­i­lant cap­tain on his bridge and her crew wan­dered about the shop half asleep.

				At ques­tions about Sasha’s fate she would shake her head slow­ly. “I know noth­ing. There are no let­ters, and one gets noth­ing from the news­pa­pers.”

				Then she would take off her spec­ta­cles slow­ly, place them, with the news­pa­per, close to the warm body of Bielotch­ka, and turn round to have a qui­et cry to her­self.

				Some­times she would bend over the dog and ask in a plain­tive, touch­ing lit­tle voice: “Bielin­ka, dog­gie, where is our Sasha, eh? Where is our mas­ter?”

				Bielotch­ka raised her del­i­cate lit­tle muz­zle, blinked with her moist black eyes, and, in the tone of the buf­fet wom­an, be­gan qui­et­ly to whine out: “Ah, ou-ou-ou. Aou—A-ou-ou-ou.”

				But time smooths and wash­es up ev­ery­thing. The man­dolin­ists were re­placed by bal­alai­ka play­ers, and they, in their turn, by a choir of Ukraini­ans with girls. Then the well-known Lesh­ka, the har­moni­cist, a pro­fes­sion­al thief who had de­cid­ed, in view of his mar­riage, to seek reg­u­lar em­ploy­ment, es­tab­lished him­self at Gam­bri­nous’ more solid­ly than the oth­ers. He was a fa­mil­iar fig­ure in dif­fer­ent cabarets, which ex­plains why he was tol­er­at­ed here, or, rather, had to be tol­er­at­ed, for things were go­ing bad­ly at the beer­shop.

				Months passed, a year passed; no one re­mem­bered any­thing more about Sasha, ex­cept Madame Ivano­va, who no longer cried when she men­tioned his name. An­oth­er year went by. Prob­a­bly even the lit­tle white dog had for­got­ten Sasha.

				But in spite of Sasha’s mis­giv­ings, he had not died from the Rus­sian cross; he had not even been once wound­ed, though he had tak­en part in three great bat­tles, and, on one oc­ca­sion, went to the at­tack in front of his bat­tal­ion as a mem­ber of the band, in which he played the fife. At Vafan­goa he was tak­en pris­on­er, and at the end of the war he was brought back on board a Ger­man ship to the very port where his friends con­tin­ued to work and cre­ate up­roars.

				The news of his ar­rival ran like an elec­tric cur­rent round the bays, moles, wharves, and work­shops. In the evening there was scarce­ly stand­ing-room at Gam­bri­nous’. Mugs of beer were passed from hand to hand over peo­ple’s heads, and al­though many es­caped with­out pay­ing on that day, Gam­bri­nous’ nev­er did such busi­ness be­fore. The tin­ker brought Sasha’s fid­dle, care­ful­ly wrapped up in his wife’s fichu, which he then and there sold for drink. Sasha’s old ac­com­pa­nist was fished out from some­where or oth­er. Lesh­ka, the har­moni­cist, a jeal­ous, con­ceit­ed fel­low, tried to com­pete with Sasha, re­peat­ing ob­sti­nate­ly: “I am paid by the day and I have a con­tract.” But he was mere­ly thrown out and would cer­tain­ly have been thrashed but for Sasha’s in­ter­ces­sion.

				Prob­a­bly not one of the hero-pa­tri­ots of the Ja­pa­nese War had ev­er seen such a hearty and stormy wel­come as was giv­en to Sasha. Strong rough hands seized him, lift­ed him in­to the air, and threw him with such force that he was al­most bro­ken to bits against the ceil­ing. And they shout­ed so deaf­en­ing­ly that the gas-jets went out and sev­er­al times a po­lice­man came down in­to the beer­shop, im­plor­ing: “A lit­tle low­er, it re­al­ly sounds very loud in the street.”

				That evening Sasha played all the favourite songs and dances of the place. He al­so played some lit­tle Ja­pa­nese songs that he had learned as a pris­on­er, but his au­di­ence did not take to them. Madame Ivano­va, like one re­vived, was once more coura­geous­ly on her bridge while Bielin­ka, sit­ting on Sasha’s knees, yelped with joy. When he stopped play­ing, sim­ple-mind­ed fish­er­men, re­al­is­ing for the first time the mir­a­cle of Sasha’s re­turn, would sud­den­ly ex­claim in naive and de­light­ed stu­pe­fac­tion:

				“Broth­ers, but this is Sasha!”

				The rooms of Gam­bri­nous’ then re­sound­ed once more with joy­ous bad words, and Sasha would be again seized and thrown up to the ceil­ing while they shout­ed, drank healths, and spilt beer over one an­oth­er.

				Sasha, it seemed, had scarce­ly al­tered and had not grown old­er dur­ing his ab­sence. His suf­fer­ings had pro­duced no more ex­ter­nal change on him than on the mod­elled Gam­bri­nous, the guardian and pro­tec­tor of the beer­shop. On­ly Madame Ivano­va, with the sen­si­tive­ness of a kind­heart­ed wom­an, no­ticed that the ex­pres­sion of awe and dis­tress, which she had seen in Sasha’s eyes when he said good­bye, had not dis­ap­peared, but had be­come yet deep­er and more sig­nif­i­cant. As in old days, he played the buf­foon, winked, and puck­ered up his fore­head, but Madame Ivano­va felt that he was pre­tend­ing all the time.

			
			
				VI

				Ev­ery­thing was as usu­al, just as if there had been no war at all and Sasha had nev­er been im­pris­oned in Na­gasa­ki. Just as usu­al the fish­er­men, with their gi­ant boots, were cel­e­brat­ing a lucky catch of stur­geon, while bands of thieves danced in the old way, Sasha play­ing, just as he used to do, sailor songs brought to him from ev­ery in­let of the globe.

				But al­ready dan­ger­ous, stormy times were at hand. One evening the whole town be­came stirred and ag­i­tat­ed, as though roused by a toc­sin, and, at an un­usu­al hour, the streets grew black with peo­ple. Small white sheets were go­ing from hand to hand, bear­ing the mirac­u­lous word “Lib­er­ty,” which the whole im­mea­sur­able con­fi­dent coun­try re­peat­ed to it­self that evening.

				There fol­lowed clear, hol­i­day-like, ex­ult­ing days, and their ra­di­ance lit up even the vaults of Gam­bri­nous’. Stu­dents and work­men came in and beau­ti­ful young girls came too. Peo­ple with blaz­ing eyes mount­ed on those bar­rels, which had seen so much in their time, and spoke. Ev­ery­thing was not com­pre­hen­si­ble in the words they ut­tered, but the hearts of all throbbed and ex­pand­ed to meet the flam­ing hope and the great love that vi­brat­ed through them.

				“Sasha, the ‘Mar­seil­laise’! Go ahead with the ‘Mar­seil­laise’!”

				No, this was not at all like that oth­er “Mar­seil­laise” that the may­or had grudg­ing­ly al­lowed to be played dur­ing the week of the Fran­co-Rus­sian cel­e­bra­tions. End­less pro­ces­sions, with songs and red flags, were go­ing along the streets. The wom­en wore red rib­bons and red flow­ers. Peo­ple who were ut­ter strangers met and shook hands with each oth­er with hap­py smiles. But sud­den­ly all this ju­bi­la­tion dis­ap­peared, as if washed out like chil­dren’s foot­steps on the sands. The sub-in­spec­tor of po­lice, fat, small, chok­ing, with blood­shot pro­trud­ing eyes, his face red as an over­ripe toma­to, stormed in­to Gam­bri­nous’.

				“What? Who’s the pro­pri­etor of this place?” he rat­tled out. “Bring him to me.” Sud­den­ly his eyes fell on Sasha, who was stand­ing, fid­dle in hand.

				“So you’re the pro­pri­etor, are you! Shut up! What, play­ing an­thems? No an­thems per­mit­ted.”

				“There will be no more an­thems at all, your High­ness,” Sasha replied calm­ly.

				The po­lice dog turned pur­ple, brought his raised in­dex fin­ger to Sasha’s very nose, and shook it men­ac­ing­ly from left to right.

				“None—what—ev­er.”

				“I un­der­stand your High­ness—none what­ev­er.”

				“I’ll teach you rev­o­lu­tions! I’ll teach you!”

				The sub-in­spec­tor bound­ed out of the beer­shop like a bomb, and with his de­par­ture ev­ery­one be­came flat­tened and de­ject­ed. And gloom de­scend­ed on the whole town. For dark, anx­ious, re­pug­nant ru­mours were float­ing about. One talked cau­tious­ly. Peo­ple feared to be­tray them­selves by a glance, were afraid of their own shad­ows, afraid of their own thoughts. The town thought for the first time with dread of the sew­er that was rum­bling un­der its feet, down there by the sea in­to which it had been throw­ing out, for so many years, its poi­soned refuse. The town shield­ed the plate-glass win­dows of its mag­nif­i­cent shops, pro­tect­ed with pa­trols its proud mon­u­ments, and post­ed ar­tillery in the yards of its fine hous­es in case of emer­gen­cy. But in the out­skirts, in the fetid dens, in the rot­ting gar­rets, throbbed, prayed, and cried with awe the peo­ple cho­sen by God, aban­doned long ago by the wrath­ful Bible God, but still be­liev­ing that the mea­sure of its heavy tri­als was not yet spent.

				Down there by the sea, in those streets that re­sem­bled black, sticky drain­pipes, a mys­te­ri­ous work was pro­gress­ing. The doors of the cabarets, teashops, and night-shel­ters were open all night.

				In the morn­ing the pogrom be­gan. These peo­ple who, so re­cent­ly up­lift­ed by the pure, gen­er­al joy, so re­cent­ly soft­ened by the light of the com­ing broth­er­hood of man, who had gone through the streets singing be­neath the sym­bols of the lib­er­ty they had won—these very peo­ple were now go­ing to kill, not be­cause they had been or­dered to kill, not be­cause they had any ha­tred against the Jews, with whom they had of­ten close friend­ships, not even for the sake of loot, which was doubt­ful, but be­cause the sly dirty dev­il that lives deep down in each hu­man be­ing was whis­per­ing in their ears: “Go. Noth­ing will be pun­ished: the for­bid­den cu­rios­i­ty of the mur­der­er, the sen­su­al­i­ty of rape, the pow­er over oth­er peo­ple’s lives.”

				In these days of the pogroms, Sasha, with his fun­ny, mon­key-like, pure­ly Jew­ish phy­s­ion­o­my, went freely about the town. They did not touch him. There was about him that im­mov­able courage of the soul, that ab­sence even of fear of fear which guards the weak­est bet­ter than any re­volver. But on one oc­ca­sion, when, jammed against the wall, he was try­ing to avoid the crowd that flowed like a hur­ri­cane down the full width of the street, a ma­son in a red shirt and a white apron threat­ened him with his point­ed crow­bar and grunt­ed out, “Shee­ny! Smash the shee­ny! Smash him to the gut­ter.”

				Some­one seized his hands from be­hind.

				“Stop, dev­il! It’s Sasha, you lout!”

				The ma­son stopped. In this drunk­en, deliri­ous, in­sane mo­ment he was ready to kill any­one—his fa­ther, his sis­ter, the priest, the Or­tho­dox God him­self—but he was al­so ready, as an in­fant, to obey the or­ders of any strong will. He grinned like an id­iot, spat, and wiped his nose with his hand. Sud­den­ly his eyes fell on the white, ner­vous lit­tle dog, which was trem­bling all over as it rubbed it­self against Sasha. The man bent down quick­ly, caught it by the hind legs, lift­ed it up, struck it against the paving-stone, and then took to his heels. Sasha looked at him in si­lence. He was run­ning all bent for­ward, his hands stretched out, with­out his cap, his mouth open, his eyes white and round with mad­ness.

				On Sasha’s boots were sprin­kled the brains of lit­tle Bielotch­ka. Sasha wiped off the stains with his hand­ker­chief.

			
			
				VII

				Then be­gan a strange pe­ri­od that re­sem­bled the sleep of a man in paral­y­sis. There was no light in a sin­gle win­dow through­out the whole town in the evening, but for all that the flam­ing sign­boards of the cafés chan­tants and the lit­tle cabarets shone bright­ly. The con­querors were prov­ing their force, not yet sa­ti­at­ed with their im­puni­ty. Sav­age peo­ple, in Manchuri­an fur caps with St. George’s rib­bons in their but­ton­holes, vis­it­ed the restau­rants and in­sis­tent­ly de­mand­ed the play­ing of the na­tion­al an­them, mak­ing sure that ev­ery­body rose to his feet. They al­so broke in­to pri­vate flats, fum­bled about in the beds and chests of draw­ers, ask­ing for vod­ka, mon­ey, and the na­tion­al an­them, their drunk­en breath pol­lut­ing the at­mos­phere.

				Once, some ten of them vis­it­ed Gam­bri­nous’ and oc­cu­pied two ta­bles. They be­haved with the great­est in­so­lence, talked dic­ta­to­ri­al­ly to the wait­ers, spat over the shoul­ders of per­fect strangers, put their feet on oth­er peo­ple’s seats, and threw their beer on the floor, un­der the pre­text that it was flat. Ev­ery­one let them alone. Ev­ery­one knew that they were po­lice-agents and looked at them with that se­cret awe and dis­gust­ed cu­rios­i­ty with which the peo­ple re­gard ex­e­cu­tion­ers. One of them was ap­par­ent­ly the lead­er. He was a cer­tain Mot­ka Gun­doss, a red-haired, snuf­fling fel­low with a bro­ken nose, a man who was said to be enor­mous­ly strong, for­mer­ly a pro­fes­sion­al thief, then a bul­ly in a dis­or­der­ly house, and af­ter that a souteneur and a po­lice-agent. He was a con­vert­ed Jew.

				Sasha was play­ing the “Metelitza,” when all of a sud­den Gun­doss came up to him and seized his right hand firm­ly, shout­ing, as he turned to the au­di­ence, “The na­tion­al an­them—the an­them, the an­them, the na­tion­al an­them, broth­ers, in hon­our of our adored monarch!”

				“The an­them, the an­them,” groaned the oth­er scoundrels in the fur caps.

				“The an­them,” shout­ed a soli­tary un­cer­tain, voice.

				But Sasha freed his hand and said calm­ly: “No an­thems what­ev­er.”

				“What?” bel­lowed Gun­doss, “you refuse? Ah, you stink­ing shee­ny!”

				Sasha bent for­ward quite close to Gun­doss, hold­ing his low­ered fid­dle by the fin­ger­board, his face all wrin­kled up, as he said:

				“And you?”

				“What, me?”

				“I am a stink­ing shee­ny; all right; and you?”

				“I am or­tho­dox.”

				“Or­tho­dox? And for how much?”

				The whole of Gam­bri­nous’ burst out laugh­ing, and Gun­doss turned to his com­rades, white with rage.

				“Broth­ers,” he said, in a plain­tive, shak­ing voice, and us­ing words that were not his own but which he had learned by heart. “Broth­ers, how long are we to tol­er­ate the in­sults of these shee­nies against the throne and the Holy Church?”

				But Sasha, who had drawn him­self up com­pelled him with a sin­gle sound to face him again, and no one at Gam­bri­nous’ would ev­er have be­lieved that this fun­ny, gri­mac­ing Sasha could talk with such weight and pow­er.

				“You?” shout­ed Sasha. “You, you son of a dog. Show me your face, you mur­der­er. Look right at me. Well? Well—”

				It all hap­pened in the flash of a sec­ond. Sasha’s fid­dle rose swift­ly, swift­ly flashed in the air, and crack—the big fel­low in the fur cap reeled from a sound blow on the tem­ple. The fid­dle broke in­to frag­ments and in Sasha’s hands re­mained on­ly the fin­ger­board, which he bran­dished vic­to­ri­ous­ly over the heads of the crowd.

				“Br‑o‑th‑ers, help! Save me‑e,” howled Gun­doss.

				But al­ready it was too late to save him. A pow­er­ful wall sur­round­ed Sasha and cov­ered him. And this same wall swept the peo­ple in the fur caps out of the place.

				An hour lat­er, when Sasha, af­ter fin­ish­ing his night’s work in the beer­house, was com­ing out in­to the street, sev­er­al peo­ple threw them­selves on him. Some­one struck him in the eye, whis­tled, and said to the po­lice­man who ran up:

				“To the po­lice-sta­tion. Se­cret ser­vice. Here’s my badge.”

			
			
				VIII

				Now for the sec­ond time Sasha was con­sid­ered to be def­i­nite­ly buried. Some­one had wit­nessed the whole scene out­side the beer­shop and had hand­ed it on to the oth­ers. And at Gam­bri­nous’ there were sit­tings of ex­pe­ri­enced peo­ple who un­der­stood the mean­ing of such an es­tab­lish­ment as the po­lice-court, the mean­ing of a po­lice-agent’s vengeance.

				But now they were much less anx­ious about Sasha’s fate than they had been be­fore; they for­got about him much more quick­ly. Two months lat­er there ap­peared in his place a new vi­o­lin­ist (in­ci­den­tal­ly, one of Sasha’s pupils), who had been fished up by the ac­com­pa­nist.

				Then, one qui­et spring evening, some three months lat­er, just when the mu­si­cians were play­ing the waltz, “Ex­pec­ta­tion,” some­one’s thin voice called out in fright:

				“Boys, it’s Sasha!”

				Ev­ery­one turned round and rose from the bar­rels. Yes, it was he, the twice res­ur­rect­ed Sasha, but now with a full-grown beard, thin, pale. They threw them­selves at him, sur­round­ed him, thronged to him, rum­pled him, plied him with mugs of beer, but all at once the same thin voice ex­claimed:

				“Broth­ers, his hand—”

				Sud­den­ly they all be­came silent. Sasha’s left hand, hooked and all shriv­elled up, was turned with the el­bow to­wards his side. Ap­par­ent­ly it could not bend or un­bend, the fin­gers were per­ma­nent­ly stick­ing up un­der the chin.

				“What’s the mat­ter with you, com­rade?” the hairy boatswain from the Rus­sian Nav­i­ga­tion Com­pa­ny asked.

				“Oh, it’s noth­ing much—a kind of sinew or some­thing of that sort,” Sasha replied care­less­ly.

				“So that’s it.”

				They all be­came silent again. “That means it’s the end of the ‘Tch­a­ban?’ the boatswain asked com­pas­sion­ate­ly.

				“The ‘Tch­a­ban,’ ” Sasha ex­claimed, with danc­ing eyes. “You there,” he or­dered the ac­com­pa­nist with all his old as­sur­ance. “The ‘Tch­a­ban’—eins, zwei, drei.”

				The pi­anist struck up the mer­ry dance, glanc­ing doubt­ful­ly over his shoul­der.

				But Sasha took out of his pock­et with his healthy hand some kind of small in­stru­ment, about the size of his palm, elon­gat­ed and black, with a stem which he put in­to his mouth, and bend­ing him­self to the left, as much as his mu­ti­lat­ed, mo­tion­less hand al­lowed, he be­gan sud­den­ly to whis­tle an up­roar­i­ous­ly mer­ry “Tch­a­ban.”

				“Ho, ho, ho!” the au­di­ence rocked with laugh­ter.

				“The dev­il,” ex­claimed the boatswain and with­out in the least in­tend­ing it he made a clever step and be­gan to beat quick time. Fired by his en­thu­si­asm the wom­en and men be­gan to dance. Even the wait­ers, try­ing not to lose their dig­ni­ty, smil­ing­ly ca­pered at their posts. Even Madame Ivano­va, un­mind­ful of the du­ties of the cap­tain on his watch, shook her head in time with the flame dance and light­ly snapped her fin­gers to its rhythm. And per­haps even the old, spongy, time­worn Gam­bri­nous slight­ly moved his eye­brows and glanced mer­ri­ly in­to the street. For it seemed that from the hands of the crip­pled, hooked Sasha the pitiable pipe-shell sang in a lan­guage, un­for­tu­nate­ly not yet com­pre­hen­si­ble to Gam­bri­nous’ friends, or to Sasha him­self.

				Well, there it is! You may maim a man, but art will en­dure all and con­quer all.

			
		
	
		
			A Sentimental Romance

			My Dear­est Friend,

			Here I am at our sana­to­ri­um by the sea, just as I was last spring. Even my room is the same. On­ly, dur­ing the win­ter, the wall­pa­per has been changed and there is a slight smell of paste still in the room. I don’t know how oth­er peo­ple feel, but this smell al­ways brings back to me that sweet, gen­tle melan­choly which is so in­dis­sol­ubly linked with the mem­o­ries of child­hood. Per­haps it has clung to me ev­er since my school­days. I re­mem­ber how, in old times, they used to bring me back af­ter the long sum­mer hol­i­days. As you pass through the quite fa­mil­iar dor­mi­to­ry, the class­rooms, the cor­ri­dors and ev­ery­where you de­tect the smell of paste, of fresh paint, of lime and var­nish. And you feel, with a sense of trou­bled melan­choly, that you are again step­ping over a new bor­der of life and you vague­ly re­gret the past that has been left on the oth­er side—grey, or­di­nary, un­pleas­ant, but end­less­ly dear, just be­cause it is the past and will nev­er, nev­er re­peat it­self. Ah, that past! What a mys­te­ri­ous, un­trans­lat­able charm it re­tains over one’s soul! Even to you, my dear­est, I on­ly dare to write be­cause I feel, since the morn­ing, un­der the spell of last year’s mem­o­ries.

			I am sit­ting at this mo­ment at the writ­ing-ta­ble, but I have on­ly to lift my eyes from it to see the sea, that very sea with which you and I—do you re­mem­ber?—were so po­et­i­cal­ly in love. But, even with­out look­ing up, I can feel it. It seems to be ris­ing in a lev­el dark blue shroud right up to the mid­dle of my win­dow, which is wide open. Over it is the blue sky, quite cloud­less and solemn­ly calm. And un­der the win­dow an ap­ple tree is in bloom. One of its branch­es, spread­ing out, cov­ered all over with del­i­cate blos­soms, trans­par­ent­ly white in the sun­light and faint­ly pink in the shade, peeps in over the sill. When a faint wind stirs from the sea, it rocks slight­ly, as though bow­ing to me in a friend­ly greet­ing, and, scarce­ly au­di­bly, rus­tles against the green barred shut­ter. I gaze at it and can nev­er get enough of the swan-like move­ments of this white branch, cov­ered with bloom, which, so soft­ly, with such ex­quis­ite pre­ci­sion, out­lines it­self grace­ful­ly against the deep strong, joy­ful blue of the sea. And I sim­ply want to cry, so touched am I at its un­so­phis­ti­cat­ed beau­ty.

			Our sana­to­ri­um is drowned (for­give this an­ti­quat­ed com­par­i­son) in the white waves of pear trees, ap­ple trees, al­mond trees and apri­cot trees, all in bloom. They say that in the lan­guage of the old in­hab­i­tants, the Tcherkess­es, this ex­quis­ite lit­tle sea­side vil­lage was called “The White Fi­ancée.” What a de­light­ful and fit­ting name! There seems to em­anate from it an at­mos­phere of coloured lan­guage and East­ern po­et­ry an at­mos­phere as of from some­thing tak­en straight out of “The Song of Songs” of King Solomon.

			The gar­den paths are cov­ered with light, white petals and, when the wind blows, the trees seem to be snow­ing in slow­ly fall­ing, heavy flakes. These light snowflakes fly in­to my room, cov­er the writ­ing-ta­ble, fall on my dress, my hair, and I can’t—be­sides, I have no wish to—rid my­self of these mem­o­ries which ag­i­tate me and make my head turn like some old aro­mat­ic wine.

			It was last spring, the third or fourth day af­ter your ar­rival at the sana­to­ri­um. The morn­ing was just as qui­et, cool, and gleam­ing. We were sit­ting on the south ve­ran­dah, I in the rock­ing-chair cov­ered with a pale blue sail­cloth (do you re­mem­ber that arm­chair?) and you on the balustrade, lean­ing against the cor­ner post and hold­ing it with one hand. My God, even now, af­ter writ­ing these lines, I stopped, closed my eyes for a few sec­onds, with my hand over them. And again, in front of me with ex­tra­or­di­nary vivid­ness, came to me your face of those days—thin, pale, with fine, dis­tin­guished fea­tures, a coil of dark hair hang­ing care­less­ly over the white fore­head and with those deep, sad eyes. I can vi­su­alise even that pen­sive and ab­sent­mind­ed smile which used just to touch your lips when you said, look­ing dream­i­ly at the fall­ing petals of the white flow­ers, “The ap­ple trees are shed­ding their blos­som and the spring is on­ly at its very start. Why does this swift, ex­pan­sive bloom of the south­ern spring al­ways awake in me such a mal­adive feel­ing of dis­tress and un­ful­fil­ment? No lat­er than yes­ter­day, it seems, I was watch­ing with emo­tion the first swelling buds, and to­day the flow­ers are al­ready scat­ter­ing and you know that to­mor­row will come the cold au­tumn. Isn’t it like our own lives? In youth, you live on­ly on hope; you think that now, at once, some­thing great, ab­sorb­ing, will seize hold of you, and then sud­den­ly you seem to wake up and you see that noth­ing is left but mem­o­ries and re­gret for the past, and you your­self are un­able to tell at what pre­cise pe­ri­od your re­al life swept by—the full, con­scious­ly beau­ti­ful life.”

			You see how well I re­mem­ber your words! Ev­ery­thing as­so­ci­at­ed with you is im­print­ed on my soul in bright re­lief, and I trea­sure it, ad­mire and de­light in it, as a miser does in his gold. I con­fess even that I have come here ex­clu­sive­ly to see once more, even from the win­dow, a morsel of our sea and our sky, to smell the fine aro­ma of the ap­ple trees in flow­er, to hear in the evening the dry chat­ter of the crick­ets and—to live end­less­ly over again in imag­i­na­tion those naive, pale mem­o­ries at whose faint­ness a healthy per­son would laugh aloud. Ah, those healthy peo­ple—with their rough ap­petite for life, their depths of strong sen­sa­tion, per­mit­ted them by their strong bod­ies and their in­dif­fer­ent prodi­gal­i­ty of soul—they can­not even imag­ine those un­trans­lat­ably del­i­cate, in­ex­pli­ca­bly com­plex shades of moods through which we pass, we who are con­demned al­most from our birth to the mo­not­o­nous veg­e­ta­tion of the hos­pi­tal, the health re­sort and the sana­to­ri­um.

			Here ev­ery­thing is as it used to be. On­ly you are not here, my dear friend and teach­er. Of course, you can guess that through the news­pa­pers I have heard of your re­cov­ery and that you are back again in your Uni­ver­si­ty chair. Our dear doc­tor, as fond of life as ev­er, has con­firmed this news, his face glow­ing with plea­sure. Doubt­less he at­tributes your cure to his sys­tem of hot baths and his the­o­ries of di­et. As you know, I don’t be­lieve in ei­ther treat­ment, but all the same, I was ready to kiss this kind­ly and naive ego­ist for his news of your health.

			He, on the con­trary, is not at all pleased with me. I saw it in the way he shook his head, wrin­kling his lips and breath­ing hard through his nose with that pre­oc­cu­pied se­ri­ous­ness of his, while he was lis­ten­ing to my chest and tap­ping it. Fi­nal­ly, he ad­vised me to go some­where in the re­al south, to Men­tone or even Cairo, ad­vised me with an awk­ward and joc­u­lar pru­dence which was a poor mask for the anx­i­ety that kept peep­ing out from his eyes. Vis­i­bly, he is afraid of the bad im­pres­sion that my death will cre­ate among his pa­tients, and he wants to save them this un­pleas­ant­ness. I shall be very sor­ry to prej­u­dice, in­vol­un­tar­i­ly, the good rep­u­ta­tion of his es­tab­lish­ment, but, all the same, I do con­sid­er my­self en­ti­tled to the lux­u­ry of dy­ing in this par­tic­u­lar place, sanc­ti­fied by the poignant charm of ear­ly au­tumn.

			All the more, be­cause this will hap­pen much soon­er than he ex­pects; per­haps even be­fore the last white petals of my ap­ple tree have fled. I will con­fess to you, as a se­cret, that al­ready I can­not go be­yond the ve­ran­dah, and even that is very dif­fi­cult, though I still have the courage to an­swer the doc­tor’s anx­ious, in­ter­rog­a­tive looks with an in­sou­ciant smile. But don’t think that I am com­plain­ing to you in the self­ish hope of arous­ing com­pas­sion for my­self. No, I mere­ly want to avail my­self of the right, that a dy­ing hu­man be­ing has, to dis­cuss what healthy peo­ple are silent about from con­ven­tion­al shy­ness. Be­sides, I want to tell you that death does not fright­en me and that it is to you, my dear friend, and on­ly to you, that I owe this philo­soph­ic qui­etude. I un­der­stand now per­fect­ly your words: “Death is the sim­plest and most nor­mal of all the phe­nom­e­na of life. Man comes in­to this world and lives ex­clu­sive­ly through chance, but he dies on­ly through in­evitable law.” This beau­ti­ful apho­rism has be­come to me now par­tic­u­lar­ly clear.

			Yes, you have taught me a great deal. With­out you, I should nev­er have reached those slow, del­i­cate de­lights, pro­duced by a book one has just read, a deep and beau­ti­ful thought from a cre­ative mind, in­spired mu­sic, the beau­ty of sun­set, the aro­ma of a flow­er, and—this first of all—the soul-com­mu­nion of two re­fined na­tures, in which, ow­ing to se­ri­ous ill­ness, ner­vous re­cep­tiv­i­ty reach­es a point of ex­al­ta­tion and mu­tu­al un­der­stand­ing pass­es in­to a silent clair­voy­ance.

			Do you re­mem­ber our long, un­hur­ried walks along the seashore, un­der the per­pen­dic­u­lar rays of the sun, in those burn­ing, lazy, mid­day hours, when ev­ery­thing seems to die in help­less las­si­tude, and the waves just rus­tle and whiz on to the hot, yel­low sand and go back in­to the daz­zling sea, leav­ing be­hind a moist, dent­ed edg­ing, which dis­ap­pears just as quick­ly as the traces of one’s breath on glass? Do you re­mem­ber how we used to hide from the doc­tor, who al­lowed no one to be out of doors af­ter sun­set, and steal out on the ter­race in the warm moon­lit nights? The moon­light would cut through the es­palier of the dense vine­yard and lie on the floor and the white wall, like a pat­tern of light, fan­tas­tic lace. In the dark­ness, we could not see, but on­ly guess at each oth­er, and the timid whis­pers in which we had to speak gave even to the sim­plest words a deep, in­ti­mate, ag­i­tat­ing sig­nif­i­cance. Do you re­mem­ber how, on the rainy days, when the sea was en­veloped in a fog all day long and there was in the air a smell of wet sand, of fish and re­freshed leaves, we used to tip­toe in­to my cosy room and read Shake­speare, just a lit­tle at a time, like re­al gourmets, tast­ing the savour of ev­ery page, rev­el­ling in ev­ery spark from this great mind which, for me, be­came deep­er and deep­er, still more pen­e­trat­ing, un­der your guid­ance. These books, in their soft cov­ers of ten­der green mo­roc­co, are still with me now. On cer­tain pages of them, here and there, are sharp nail-marks, and when I look at these re­main­ing sym­bols, which re­mind me so vivid­ly of your ve­he­ment, ner­vous en­thu­si­asm for the beau­ties and abysses of this Shake­speare­an ge­nius, I am over­come by a qui­et, som­bre emo­tion.

			Do you re­mem­ber? Ah, how end­less­ly I could re­peat this ques­tion, but I am be­gin­ning to be tired al­ready, and I have still so much to say to you.

			Of course, you can imag­ine that here in the sana­to­ri­um, I am con­demned to per­pet­u­al si­lence. The usu­al stereo­typed sen­tences which our in­valids ex­change when they are com­pelled to meet at break­fast, at din­ner, at tea, drive me fran­tic. They al­ways talk about the same things: to­day one of them has had a bath two de­grees low­er than the day be­fore, an­oth­er has eat­en a pound more of grapes, a third has climbed a steep slope lead­ing to the sea with­out stop­ping and—imag­ine—with­out even be­ing out of breath! They dis­cuss their mal­adies at length, with ego­tis­tic en­joy­ment, some­times in dis­gust­ing de­tail, Un­fail­ing­ly, each wish­es to per­suade the rest that no one else can pos­si­bly have such ex­tra­or­di­nary com­pli­ca­tions of cru­el suf­fer­ing. It is a tragedy when two com­peti­tors meet, even if it is on­ly a ques­tion of a sim­ple headache. Scorn­ful shrugs come in­to play, iron­i­cal half-hid­den smiles, haughty ex­pres­sions and the most icy glances. “What’s this you are telling me about your headache? Ha! ha. This is re­al­ly fun­ny. I can imag­ine what you would have said if you had en­dured once the cru­el pain that I suf­fer ev­ery day!”

			Here ill­ness is a cause of pride and ri­val­ry, a fan­tas­tic war­rant for an odd self-re­spect, a sort of dec­o­ra­tion in a way. How­ev­er, I have no­ticed this sort of thing among healthy peo­ple, but here among sick peo­ple—it be­comes dread­ful, re­pul­sive, in­cred­i­ble.

			That’s why I’m al­ways pleased when I find my­self at last alone, in my cosy, im­preg­nable lit­tle cor­ner. But no, I’m not alone: with me there are al­ways you and my love. There, I have said the word and it didn’t burn my lips at all, as it al­ways does in nov­els.

			But I don’t even know my­self if one can call this qui­et, pale, half-mys­ti­cal feel­ing “love.”

			I’m not go­ing to con­ceal from you the fact that girls of our class have a much more def­i­nite and re­al­is­tic com­pre­hen­sion of love than is sus­pect­ed by their par­ents, who watch mod­ern flir­ta­tions through their fin­gers. At school, one talks a great deal on this sub­ject and cu­rios­i­ty gives it a kind of mys­te­ri­ous, ex­ag­ger­at­ed, even mon­strous, sig­nif­i­cance. From nov­els and the sto­ries of mar­ried friends we learn about mad kiss­es, burn­ing em­braces, about nights of de­light, volup­tuous­ness and good­ness knows what. All this we as­sim­i­late in­stinc­tive­ly, half con­scious­ly, and—prob­a­bly ac­cord­ing to in­di­vid­u­al tem­per­a­ment, de­prav­i­ty, per­spi­cac­i­ty—more or less clear­ly.

			In that sense, my love is not love, but a sen­ti­men­tal and amus­ing play of the imag­i­na­tion. Sick­ly, puny, and weak from my very child­hood, I have al­ways had a hor­ror of ev­ery­thing in which, one way or an­oth­er, phys­i­cal force, rough health, and the joy of life dis­played them­selves. A horse rid­den quick­ly, the sight of a work­man with an enor­mous weight on his back, a big crowd, a loud shriek, an ex­ces­sive ap­petite, a strong odour—all this makes me wince or rous­es in me dis­gust­ed an­tipa­thy. And these are ex­act­ly the feel­ings that I ex­pe­ri­ence when my thoughts are con­front­ed by the re­al sen­su­al love of healthy peo­ple, with its heavy, in­ept, shame­less de­tails.

			But if one is to call the ex­clu­sive­ly soul union of two peo­ple when the feel­ings and thoughts of one of them through some mys­te­ri­ous cur­rent, trans­mit them­selves to the oth­er, when words yield place to silent glances, when a scarce­ly per­cep­ti­ble shiv­er of the eye­lids, or the pale ghost of a smile in the eyes say some­times so much more than a long con­fes­sion of love be­tween “or­di­nary folk” (I’m us­ing your ac­tu­al ex­pres­sion), when through the mere meet­ing of each oth­er’s eyes at ta­ble, or in a draw­ing-room at the ar­rival of a new­com­er or at a stu­pid­i­ty that has just been ut­tered, two peo­ple, with­out words know how to share an im­pres­sion—in a word, if re­la­tions of this kind can be called love, then I may bold­ly say that not on­ly I, but each of us has loved the oth­er!

			And not even with that love which one calls mock­ing­ly “broth­er’s love.” I know this be­cause I have a very clear rec­ol­lec­tion of one in­stance, the one in­stance at which I am afraid of blush­ing when I talk about it. It hap­pened on the bro­ken cliff over the sea, in the vine­yard sum­mer­house, which is still called, just as it was last year, with fad­ed sen­ti­men­tal­i­ty, “the ar­bour of love.”

			It was a qui­et peace­ful morn­ing and the sea seemed green with just that al­ter­na­tion of bright and pale green that cer­tain species of mala­chite have; some­times over its qui­et sur­face there would creep an un­even pur­ple spot—the shad­ow of a cloud. I had not slept well the night be­fore and I had got up feel­ing bro­ken, with a headache and my nerves over­strung. At break­fast I had quar­relled with the doc­tor, not so much be­cause he had for­bid­den me to bathe in the open sea as on ac­count of his self-as­sertive and ra­di­ant health. When I com­plained to you about him in the ar­bour I burst out cry­ing. Do you re­mem­ber the in­ci­dent? You were dis­con­cert­ed and you were say­ing dis­con­nect­ed but kind, ca­ress­ing words, cau­tious­ly stroking my head as if I were a child. This sym­pa­thy was too much for me, and I leaned my head on your shoul­der and then … you kissed me again and again on the tem­ple and on the cheek. And I must con­fess (I knew that I should blush at this part of my let­ter) that these kiss­es, not on­ly were not re­pug­nant, but even gave me a pleas­ant, pure­ly phys­i­cal plea­sure, like the sen­sa­tion of a light warm wave run­ning over the whole of my body from head to foot.

			But this was the on­ly in­stance of that kind. You, my friend, said more than once that for peo­ple like us, ex­haust­ed con­sump­tives, chasti­ty was not so much a virtue as a du­ty.

			All the same, this love, gleam­ing through my sad sun­set, was so pure, so ten­der, so beau­ti­ful in its very mal­a­dy! I re­mem­ber, when I was quite a lit­tle school­girl, ly­ing in the in­fir­mary, an enor­mous, emp­ty, dread­ful­ly high room, ly­ing there for some rea­son or oth­er, apart from the rest of the sick ones, and be­ing in­tol­er­a­bly bored. And then my at­ten­tion hap­pened to be caught by a sim­ple, but won­der­ful thing. Be­yond the win­dow, in the moss-cov­ered re­cess—moss grew al­most all over the saliences of that old, pre-Cather­ine wall—a flow­er had sprout­ed. It was a re­al hos­pi­tal flow­er, with a corol­la like a tiny yel­low star and a long, thin, pale green lit­tle stalk. I couldn’t tear my eyes from it and felt for it a sort of piti­ful, pen­sive love, My own beloved one, this weak, sick, yel­low lit­tle flow­er—it is my love for you.

			There, this is all that I wish to tell you. Good­bye. I know that my let­ter will slight­ly touch you, and the thought of this pleas­es me be­fore­hand. For, with a love like this, ac­tu­al­ly like this, no one has prob­a­bly ev­er loved you or ev­er will love you. …

			It is true that I have one wish: it is to see you in that mys­te­ri­ous hour when the veil will be­gin to lift it­self from my eyes, not to cling to you in sense­less ter­ror, but so that in that mo­ment, when the will weak­ens, in the mo­ment of in­vol­un­tary fear which—who knows?—will per­haps seize me, you might press my hand tight­ly and say to me with your beau­ti­ful eyes:

			“Courage, my friend—a few more sec­onds and you will know all.”

			But I shall re­sist this temp­ta­tion. I shall seal my let­ter at once, write the ad­dress, and you will re­ceive it a few days af­ter I have crossed “the enig­mat­ic bor­der of knowl­edge.”

			My last feel­ing will be one of deep grat­i­tude to you who have il­lu­mined my last days with love. Good­bye. Don’t be anx­ious about me. I feel well. There, I have closed my eyes, and over my body there runs once more a sweet, warm wave as then—in the vine­yard ar­bour. My head swims so qui­et­ly and pleas­ant­ly. Good­bye.

		
	
		
			The Army Ensign

			
				Prologue

				Last sum­mer one of my near­est friends in­her­it­ed from an aunt of his a small farm in the Z—— dis­trict of the Gov­ern­ment of Podol. Af­ter look­ing through the things that had fall­en to his lot, he found, in an at­tic, a huge iron-bound trunk stuffed with old-fash­ioned books, with the let­ter “T” print­ed like a “CH,” from the yel­low­ish leaves of which came a scent of mouldi­ness, of dried-up flow­ers, of mice, and of cam­phor, all blend­ed to­geth­er. The books were chiefly odd vol­umes of fad­ed Rus­sian au­thors of the ear­ly nine­teenth cen­tu­ry, in­clud­ing an epis­to­lary man­u­al and the Book of Solomon. Among this as­sort­ment were let­ters and pa­pers, most­ly of a busi­ness na­ture and whol­ly un­in­ter­est­ing. But one rather thick bun­dle wrapped up in grey pack­ing pa­per and tied care­ful­ly with a piece of string, roused in my friend a cer­tain cu­rios­i­ty. It proved to con­tain the di­ary of an in­fantry of­fi­cer, named Lap­shine, and sev­er­al leaves of a beau­ti­ful, rough Bris­tol pa­per, dec­o­rat­ed with iris­es and cov­ered with a small fem­i­nine hand­writ­ing. At the end of these pages was the sig­na­ture “Kate,” but many of them bore the sin­gle let­ter “K.” There could be no doubt that Lap­shine’s di­ary and Kate’s let­ters were writ­ten at about the same time and con­cerned the same events, which took place some twen­ty-five years or so ago. Not know­ing what to do with his find, my friend post­ed the pack­age to me. In of­fer­ing it now to my read­ers, I must con­fess that my own pen has dealt on­ly very slight­ly with it, mere­ly cor­rect­ing the gram­mar here and there and oblit­er­at­ing nu­mer­ous af­fec­ta­tions in quo­ta­tion marks and brack­ets.

			
			
				I

				
					
						Sep­tem­ber 5th.

					
					Bore­dom, bore­dom, and again bore­dom! Is my whole life go­ing to pass in this grey, colour­less, lazy, crawl­ing way? In the morn­ing, squad drill and this sort of thing:

					“Efi­menko, what is a sen­try?”

					“A sen­try is an in­vi­o­lable per­son, your Hon­our.”

					“Why is he an in­vi­o­lable per­son?”

					“Be­cause no one dares to touch him, your Hon­our.”

					“Sit down. Tkatchouk, what is a sen­try?”

					“A sen­try is an in­vi­o­lable per­son, your Hon­our.”

					And so on end­less­ly.

					Then din­ner at the mess. Vod­ka, stale sto­ries, dull con­ver­sa­tions about the dif­fi­cul­ty nowa­days of pass­ing from the rank of cap­tain to that of colonel, long dis­cus­sions about ex­am­i­na­tions, and more vod­ka. Some­one finds a mar­row­bone in his soup and this is called an event to be cel­e­brat­ed by ex­tra drinks. Then two hours of lead­en sleep, and in the evening, once more, the same in­vi­o­lable per­son and the same end­less “fi‑i‑r‑ing in file.”

					How of­ten have I be­gun this very di­ary! It al­ways seemed to me, I don’t know why, that des­tiny must at last throw in­to my ev­ery­day life some big, un­usu­al event which will leave in­deli­ble traces on my soul for the rest of my life. Per­haps it will be love? I of­ten dream of some beau­ti­ful, un­known, mys­te­ri­ous wom­an, whom I shall meet some day—a wom­an who is weary and dis­tressed as I am now.

					Haven’t I a right to my own bit of hap­pi­ness? I am not stupid; I can hold my own in so­ci­ety. I am even rather wit­ty, if I am not feel­ing shy and hap­pen to have no ri­val close at hand. As to my ap­pear­ance, nat­u­ral­ly it is dif­fi­cult for me to judge it, but I think I am not too bad, though on rainy au­tumn morn­ings I con­fess that my own face in the look­ing-glass strikes me as loath­some. The ladies of our reg­i­ment find some­thing of Ler­mon­tov’s Petchorin about me. How­ev­er, this mere­ly proves, in the first place, the poor­ness of the reg­i­men­tal li­braries and, sec­ond­ly, the im­mor­tal­i­ty of the Petchorin type in in­fantry reg­i­ments.

					With a dim pre­sen­ti­ment of this strip of life in front of me, I’ve be­gun my di­ary sev­er­al times, in­tend­ing to note down ev­ery small de­tail so as to live it over again af­ter­wards, if on­ly in mem­o­ry, as ful­ly and clear­ly as pos­si­ble. But day af­ter day passed with the old mo­not­o­nous same­ness. The ex­tra­or­di­nary made no start, and, los­ing all taste for the dry rou­tine of reg­i­men­tal an­nals, I would throw my di­ary aside on a shelf for long in­ter­vals and then burn it with oth­er rub­bish when chang­ing my quar­ters.

				

				
					
						Sep­tem­ber 7th.

					
					A whole week has gone by al­ready since I got back from ma­noeu­vres. The sea­son for open-air work has be­gun and squad af­ter squad is told off to dig beet­roots on the es­tates of the neigh­bour­ing landown­ers. On­ly our squad and the eleventh are left. The town is more dead-and-alive than ev­er. This dusty, stuffy heat, this day­time si­lence of a pro­vin­cial town, bro­ken on­ly by the fran­tic bawl­ing of cocks, gets on my nerves and de­press­es me.

					Re­al­ly, I am be­gin­ning to miss the no­mad life of ma­noeu­vres which struck me as so un­en­durable at the time. How vivid­ly the not very com­pli­cat­ed pic­tures of Army move­ments come back to my mem­o­ry, and what a soft­en­ing charm mem­o­ry gives to them! I can see it all clear­ly now: Ear­ly morn­ing … the sun not yet risen. A cold sky looks down at the rough, old bell tent, full of holes; the morn­ing stars scarce­ly twin­kle with their sil­very gleam … the bivouac has livened up and is bustling with life. One hears the sounds of run­ning about, the un­der­tone of an­gry voic­es, the crack of ri­fles, the neigh­ing of wag­on hors­es. You make a des­per­ate ef­fort and crawl out from un­der the hairy blan­ket which has be­come white from the night dew. You crawl straight out in­to the open air be­cause you can­not stand in the low tent, but on­ly lie or sit down. The or­der­ly, who has just been beat­ing a dev­il’s tat­too with his boot on the samovar (which of course is strict­ly for­bid­den), hur­ries off to get wa­ter, bring­ing it straight from the stream in a lit­tle brass camp ket­tle. Stripped to the waist, you wash in the open air, and a slight, fine, rosy steam curls up from your hands, face, and body. Here and there, be­tween the tents, of­fi­cers have im­pro­vised fires from the very straw on which they have spent the night, and are now sit­ting round them, shriv­elled up from cold and gulp­ing down hot tea. A few min­utes lat­er, the tents are struck, and there, where just now “the white linen town” had sport­ed it­self, are mere­ly un­tidy heaps of straw and scraps of pa­per. The din of the roused bivouac deep­ens. The whole field is swarm­ing with sol­diers’ fig­ures in white Rus­sian blous­es, their grey over­coats rolled over their shoul­ders. At first glance there seems ab­so­lute­ly no or­der in this grey, ant-like ag­i­ta­tion, but the trained eye will note how grad­u­al­ly thick heaps are formed out of it and how grad­u­al­ly each of these heaps ex­tends in­to a long reg­u­lar line. The last of the late com­ers rush up to their squads, munch­ing a piece of bread on the way or fas­ten­ing the strap of a car­tridge case. In an­oth­er minute the squads, their ri­fles clink­ing against each oth­er, form in­to a reg­u­lar enor­mous square in the mid­dle of the field.

					And then the tir­ing march of from thir­ty to forty ver­sts. The sun ris­es high­er and high­er. About eight o’clock the heat makes it­self felt; the sol­diers be­gin to be bored, their march­ing be­comes slack, and they sing list­less­ly the reg­u­lar march­ing songs. Ev­ery minute the dust gets thick­er, en­fold­ing in a long yel­low cloud the whole col­umn which ex­tends for a full verst along the road. The dust falls in brown lay­ers on the sol­diers’ shirts and faces and, through this back­ground, their teeth and the whites of their eyes flash as if they were ne­groes. In the thick dusty col­umn it is dif­fi­cult to dis­tin­guish a pri­vate from an of­fi­cer. Al­so, for the time be­ing, the dif­fer­ence of rank is mod­i­fied, and one can­not help get­ting ac­quaint­ed with the Rus­sian sol­dier, with his shrewd out­look on all sorts of things—even on com­pli­cat­ed things like ma­noeu­vres—with his prac­ti­cal good sense and his adapt­abil­i­ty un­der all sorts of con­di­tions, with his bit­ing word-pic­tures and ex­pres­sions sea­soned, as they are, with a rough spici­ness to which one turns a deaf ear. What do we meet on the road? A Ukrain­ian in large white trousers is walk­ing lazi­ly be­side a pair of grey short­horns and, on the road­side, a ped­lar, a vel­vety field, ploughed for the win­ter crop. Ev­ery­thing in­vites in­ves­ti­gat­ing ques­tions and re­marks, im­preg­nat­ed ei­ther with a deep, al­most philo­soph­i­cal, un­der­stand­ing of sim­ple ev­ery­day life, or with point­ed sar­casm, or with an ir­re­press­ible stream of gai­ety.

					It is get­ting dark when the reg­i­ment nears the place for its night camp. One sees the cooks al­ready round the large smoky squad caul­drons placed in a field aside from the road. “Halt! Pile arms!” In a twin­kling the field is cov­ered with state­ly files of lit­tle wig­wams. And then, an hour or two lat­er, you are once more ly­ing un­der the can­vas, full of holes, through which you see the twin­kling stars and the dark sky, while your ears note the grad­u­al qui­et­ing down of the sleep­ing camp. But still, for a long time, you catch from the dis­tance sep­a­rate sounds, soft­ened by the sad qui­etude of evening: at times the mo­not­o­nous scrap­ing of a har­mon­i­ca reach­es your ear, some­times an an­gry voice, un­doubt­ed­ly the sergeant-ma­jor’s, some­times the sud­den neigh of a colt … and the hay, un­der one’s head, blends its del­i­cate aro­ma with the al­most bit­ter smell of the dewy grass.

				

				
					
						Sep­tem­ber 8th.

					
					To­day, my squad’s com­man­dant, Vas­sili Ak­in­fievitch, asked me whether I should like to go with him to the au­tumn work. He has ar­ranged for the squad very ad­van­ta­geous terms with Mr. Obo­lian­i­nov’s man­ag­er—al­most two and a half kopecks a pood. The work will con­sist of dig­ging the beet­root for the lo­cal sug­ar fac­to­ry. This does not tire the sol­diers, who do it very will­ing­ly. All these cir­cum­stances had prob­a­bly put the cap­tain in such a rain­bow mood, that he not on­ly in­vit­ed me to go with him to the work, but even, in the event of my ac­cept­ing, of­fered me a rou­ble and a half a day out of the mon­ey payable to him­self. No oth­er squad com­man­dant had ev­er shown such gen­eros­i­ty to­wards his sub­al­terns.

					I have rather cu­ri­ous, I should say rather mixed, feel­ings to­wards Vas­sili Ak­in­fievitch. In the ser­vice I find him in­sup­port­able. There he pa­rades all his an­gry rude­ness al­most con­sci­en­tious­ly. At squad drill he thinks noth­ing of shout­ing out be­fore the men at a young of­fi­cer:

					“Lieu­tenant, please take hold of your men. You walk hke a dea­con in a pro­ces­sion.”

					Even if it’s fun­ny, that sort of thing is cru­el and tact­less.

					To the men, Vas­sili Ak­in­fievitch metes out jus­tice with his own fists, a mea­sure which not one of the pla­toon com­man­ders would ev­er dare to take. The men like him, and, what is more im­por­tant than any­thing else, be­lieve his word. They all know very well that he will not draw a kopeck out of the ra­tion mon­ey, but will be more like­ly to add some­thing like twen­ty-five rou­bles a month out of his own pock­et, and that he will per­mit no one un­der him to be wronged, but on the con­trary will take up the cud­gels for him even with the colonel. The men know all this and I am sure that in the event of war they would all fol­low to the last Vas­sili Ak­in­fievitch, with­out hes­i­ta­tion, even to ob­vi­ous death.

					I dis­like par­tic­u­lar­ly his ex­ag­ger­at­ed hor­ror of ev­ery­thing “no­ble.” In his mind the word “no­bil­i­ty” sug­gests the im­pres­sion of stupid dandy­ism, un­nat­u­ral­ness, ut­ter in­ca­pac­i­ty in the ser­vice, cow­ardice, dances and the guards. He can’t even pro­nounce the word “no­bil­i­ty” with­out a shade of the most bit­ter sar­casm, drawl­ing it out to its last let­ter. How­ev­er, one must add that Vas­sili Ak­in­fievitch has been toil­ing up from the ranks step by step. And at the pe­ri­od when he re­ceived his com­mis­sion, the un­for­tu­nate rankers had a rough time of it with the lit­tle aris­to­crats of the mess.

					He finds it hard to make friends, as ev­ery in­vet­er­ate bach­e­lor does, but when he takes a fan­cy to some­one he opens, with his purse, his naive, kind­ly, and clean soul. But even when open­ing his soul, Vas­sili Ak­in­fievitch puts no check on his lan­guage—this is one of his worst traits.

					I think he rather likes me, in his way. As a mat­ter of fact, I am not such a bad of­fi­cer of the line. When I am hard up, I bor­row from him freely and he nev­er duns me. When we are off du­ty he calls me “Army En­sign.” This odd rank died out of the ser­vice long ago, but old of­fi­cers like to use it play­ful­ly in mem­o­ry of their youth.

					Some­times I feel sor­ry for him, sor­ry for a good man whose life has been ab­sorbed in the study of a thin Army Reg­u­la­tion book and in minute at­ten­tion to reg­i­men­tal rou­tine. I am sor­ry for the poor­ness of his men­tal out­look, which al­lows him no in­ter­est in any­thing be­yond his nar­row hori­zon. In a word, I feel the same sort of sor­row­ful pity for him that comes to one in­vol­un­tar­i­ly when one looks long and at­ten­tive­ly in­to the eyes of a very in­tel­li­gent dog.

					Here I pull my­self up! Am I aim­ing at any­thing my­self? Does my cap­tive thought re­al­ly strug­gle so im­pa­tient­ly? At any rate, Vas­sili Ak­in­fievitch has done some­thing in his life; he has two St. George’s on his breast and the scar of a Cir­cas­sian sabre on his fore­head. As for the men un­der him, they have such fat mer­ry mugs that it makes one cheer­ful to look at them. Can I say as much for my­self?

					I said that I would go to the dig­ging with plea­sure. Per­haps it will be a dis­trac­tion? The man­ag­er has a wife and two daugh­ters, two or three landown­ers live near. Who knows? there may be a lit­tle ro­mance!

					To­mor­row we start.

				

				
					
						Sep­tem­ber 11th.

					
					We ar­rived this morn­ing at the rail­way sta­tion of Kon­s­ki Brod. The man­ag­er of the es­tate, ad­vised of our com­ing by tele­gram, had sent a car­riage to meet Vas­sili Ak­in­fievitch and my­self. My word! I nev­er drove in any­thing so smart in my life be­fore. It was a four-in-hand coach, mag­nif­i­cent hors­es, cush­iony tyres, stud­ded har­ness, driv­en by a healthy-look­ing lad, who wore an oil­cloth cap and a scarf round his waist. It is about eight ver­sts to Olkho­vat­ka. The road is per­fect and smooth, lev­el, straight as an ar­row, lined on both sides with thick pyra­mid-like poplars. On the way, we con­stant­ly met long files of carts load­ed, to the very top, with cloth bags full of sug­ar. Apro­pos of this, Vas­sili Ak­in­fievitch tells me that the out­put of the Olkho­vat­ka fac­to­ry is about 100,000 poods of sug­ar ev­ery year. That is a re­spectable fig­ure, par­tic­u­lar­ly in view of the fact that Obo­lian­i­nov is the sole pro­pri­etor of the busi­ness.

					The man­ag­er met us at the farm build­ings. He has a Ger­man sur­name, Berg­er, but there’s noth­ing Ger­man about his ap­pear­ance or his ac­cent. In my opin­ion, he’s more like Fal­staff, whom I saw some­where at an ex­hi­bi­tion. I think it was in Pe­ters­burg, when I went there to pass my un­lucky ex­am­i­na­tion at the Acad­e­my of the Gen­er­al Staff. He is ex­traor­di­nar­i­ly fat, the fat al­most trans­par­ent; it shines on his flab­by cheeks, which are cov­ered with a net­work of small red veins. His hair is short, straight, and griz­zly; his mous­tache sticks out on each side in war­rior-like brush­es; he wears a short im­pe­ri­al un­der his low­er lip. Be­neath the thick, di­shev­elled eye­brows his quick, sly eyes are odd­ly nar­rowed by the taut­ness of the checks and cheek­bones. The lips, par­tic­u­lar­ly the smile, re­veal a mer­ry, sen­su­al, jol­ly, very ob­ser­vant man. I think he is deaf, be­cause he has a habit of shout­ing when he talks to one.

					Berg­er seemed pleased at our ar­rival. To peo­ple like him a lis­ten­er and a boon com­pan­ion are more nec­es­sary than air. He kept run­ning up to one or the oth­er of us, and seiz­ing us round the waist, would re­peat: “Wel­come, gen­tle­men, you are wel­come.”

					To my amaze­ment, Vas­sili Ak­in­fievitch liked him. I did, too.

					Berg­er showed us in­to a pavil­ion where four rooms had been pre­pared for us, pro­vid­ed with ev­ery­thing nec­es­sary and un­nec­es­sary on such a large scale that we might have been com­ing to spend three years there in­stead of a month. The cap­tain was ap­par­ent­ly pleased with these at­ten­tions from the own­er of the place. But once, when Berg­er opened a draw­er of his writ­ing-ta­ble and showed a whole box of long, ex­cel­lent cigars, placed there for us, Vas­sili Ak­in­fievitch grum­bled in an un­der­tone:

					“This is a bit too much. … This is ‘no­bil­i­ty’ and all that sort of thing.”

					In­ci­den­tal­ly, I have for­got­ten to men­tion his habit of adding “and all that sort of thing” to al­most ev­ery word he says. And, tak­ing him all round, he is not ex­act­ly an elo­quent cap­tain.

					While plac­ing us, so to speak, in pos­ses­sion, Berg­er was very fussy and shout­ed a great deal. We did our best to thank him. Fi­nal­ly, he seemed to get tired, and, wip­ing his face with an enor­mous red hand­ker­chief, he asked us if there was any­thing else we want­ed. We, of course, has­tened to as­sure him that we had more than enough. On leav­ing us, Berg­er said:

					“I’ll put a boy at your dis­pos­al at once. You will be kind enough to or­der for your­self break­fast, lunch, din­ner, and sup­per ac­cord­ing to your wish­es. The but­ler will come to you ev­ery evening for this pur­pose. Our wine-cel­lar, too, is at your dis­pos­al.”

					We spent the whole day in in­stalling the sol­diers, with their ri­fles and am­mu­ni­tion, in emp­ty sheds. In the evening the groom brought us cold veal, a brace of roast snipe, a sort of tart with pis­ta­chio nuts, and sev­er­al bot­tles of red wine. We had scarce­ly seat­ed our­selves at the ta­ble when Berg­er ap­peared.

					“You’re at din­ner. That’s first rate,” he said. “I’ve brought you a lit­tle bot­tle of old Hun­gar­i­an. My dead fa­ther had it in his cel­lar for twen­ty years. … We had our own es­tate near Gaissi­na. … Make no mis­take about us, we Berg­ers are the lin­eal de­scen­dants of the Teu­ton­ic Knights. As a mat­ter of fact, I have the right to the ti­tle of Baron, but what good would it be to me? The arms of the no­bil­i­ty re­quire gilt, and that has van­ished long ago from ours. You’re wel­come here, de­fend­ers of the throne and the Fa­ther­land.”

					How­ev­er, judg­ing by the mea­sures of pre­cau­tion with which he ex­tract­ed the musty bot­tle from a side pock­et of his nankin jack­et, I am in­clined to think that the old Hun­gar­i­an was pre­served in the mas­ter’s cel­lar and not at all “on our own es­tate near Gaissi­na.” The wine was re­al­ly mag­nif­i­cent. It is true that it com­plete­ly paral­y­ses one’s feet, de­prives one’s ges­tures of their or­di­nary ex­pres­sive­ness, and makes the tongue sticky, but one’s head re­mains clear all the time and one’s spir­its gay.

					Berg­er tells sto­ries fun­ni­ly and with an­i­ma­tion. He chat­tered the whole evening about the land­lord’s in­come, the lux­u­ry of his life in Pe­ters­burg, his or­angery, his sta­bles, the salaries he paid to his em­ploy­ees. At first Berg­er rep­re­sent­ed him­self as the head man­ag­er of the busi­ness. But half an hour lat­er he let the cat out of the bag. It seems that among the man­agers of the es­tate and the em­ploy­ees at the fac­to­ry, Fal­staff oc­cu­pies one of the hum­blest po­si­tions. He is mere­ly the over­seer of the farm of Olkho­vat­ka, just an ac­coun­tant with a salary of nine hun­dred rou­bles a year and ev­ery­thing found ex­cept his clothes.

					“Why should one man have such a lot?” the cap­tain asked naive­ly, ap­par­ent­ly struck by the colos­sal fig­ures of in­come and ex­pen­di­ture that Fal­staff was pour­ing out so gen­er­ous­ly.

					Fal­staff made a cun­ning face.

					“Ev­ery­thing will go to the on­ly daugh­ter. Well, there you are, young man”—he gave me a play­ful dig in the ribs with his thumb. “Make up your mind to mar­ry, and then don’t for­get the old man.”

					I asked with the care­less air of one who has seen too much:

					“And is she pret­ty?”

					Fal­staff grew pur­ple with laugh­ter.

					“Ha, ha! He’s bit­ing. Ex­cel­lent, my war­rior. Ex­cel­lent. Pre­pare to rush—rush! Tra-ta-ta-ta. I like the mil­i­tary way.” Then sud­den­ly, as if a spring had been pressed, he stopped laugh­ing. “How can I an­swer you? It de­pends on one’s taste. She is … too sub­tle … too thin­nish …”

					“No­bil­i­ty,” put in the cap­tain with a gri­mace.

					“As much as you like of that. And she’s proud. She doesn’t want to know any of the neigh­bours. Oh, and she’s un­man­age­able. The ser­vants dread her more than fire. Not that she’s one to shout at you or re­buke you. There’s none of that about her. With her it’s just: ‘Bring me this … Do this … Go!’ and all so cold­ly, with­out mov­ing her lips.”

					“No­bil­i­ty,” said the cap­tain, putting his nose in the air spite­ful­ly.

					We sat like this till eleven o’clock.

					To­wards the end, Fal­staff was quite knocked out and went to sleep on his chair, snor­ing light­ly and with a peace­ful smile round his eyes. We woke him up with dif­fi­cul­ty and he went home, re­spect­ful­ly sup­port­ed un­der the el­bow by our boy. I have for­got­ten to men­tion that he is a bach­e­lor, a fact which, to tell the truth, up­sets my own plans.

					It’s an odd fact how ter­ri­bly a day at a new place drags and, at the same time, how few im­pres­sions re­main from it. Here I am writ­ing these lines and I seem to have been liv­ing in Olkho­vat­ka for a long, long time, two months at least, and my tired mem­o­ry can­not re­call any def­i­nite event.

				

				
					
						Sep­tem­ber 12th.

					
					To­day I have been look­ing over the whole place. The own­er’s house, or, as the peas­ants about here call it, the Palace, is a long stone build­ing of one storey, with plate-glass win­dows, bal­conies, and two li­ons at the en­trance. Yes­ter­day it did not strike me as so big as it did to­day. Flowerbeds lie in front of the house; the paths sep­a­rat­ing them are spread with red­dish sand. In the mid­dle there is a foun­tain with shiny globes on pedestals, and a light prick­ly hedge runs round the front. Be­hind the house are the pavil­ion, the of­fices, the cat­tle and fowl-yards, the stud box­es, the barns, the or­angery, and, last of all, a thick shady gar­den of some eleven acres, with streams, grot­tos, pret­ty lit­tle hang­ing bridges, and a lake with swans.

					It is the first time in my life that I have lived side by side with peo­ple who spend on them­selves tens, per­haps even hun­dreds, of thou­sands, peo­ple who scarce­ly know the mean­ing of “not able to do some­thing.”

					Wan­der­ing aim­less­ly through the gar­den, I could not take my thoughts off this, to me, in­com­pre­hen­si­ble, strange, and at the same time at­trac­tive ex­is­tence. Do they think and feel just as we do? Are they con­scious of the su­pe­ri­or­i­ty of their po­si­tion? Do the tri­fles which bur­den our lives ev­er come in­to their heads? Do they know what we go through when we come in con­tact with their high­er sphere? I am in­clined to think that all that means noth­ing to them, that they ask them­selves no in­quis­i­tive ques­tions, that the grey monotony of our lives seems just as un­in­ter­est­ing to them, just as nat­u­ral and or­di­nary for us, as for ex­am­ple the sight of my or­der­ly, Parkhomenko, is to me. All this, of course, is in the na­ture of things, but for some rea­son or oth­er it hurts my pride. I am re­volt­ed by the con­scious­ness that in the so­ci­ety of these peo­ple, pol­ished up and well-glossed by a hun­dred years of lux­u­ri­ous habits and re­fined eti­quette, I, yes I, no one else, will ap­pear fun­ny, odd, un­pleas­ant even by my way of eat­ing, and mak­ing ges­tures, by my ex­pres­sions and ap­pear­ance, per­haps even by my tastes and ac­quain­tances—in a word, in me rings the protest of a hu­man be­ing who, cre­at­ed in the im­age and re­sem­blance of God, has ei­ther lost one and the oth­er in the Flight of Time, or has been robbed of them by some­one.

					I can imag­ine how Vas­sili Ak­in­fievitch would snort if I read these re­flec­tions to him.

				

				
					
						Sep­tem­ber 13th.

					
					Al­though to­day is the fa­tal num­ber—the dev­il’s dozen—it has turned out very in­ter­est­ing.

					I have been wan­der­ing about the gar­den again. I don’t re­mem­ber where I read a com­par­i­son of Na­ture in au­tumn with the as­ton­ish­ing, un­ex­pect­ed charm which some­times per­me­ates the faces of young wom­en who are con­demned to a swift and cer­tain death from con­sump­tion. To­day I can­not get this strange com­par­i­son out of my head.

					There is in the air a strong and del­i­cate aro­ma of fad­ing maple trees, which is like the bou­quet of good wine. One’s feet bruise the dead yel­low leaves which lie in thick lay­ers over the path. The trees have a bright and fan­tas­tic cov­er­ing as though decked out for a ban­quet of death. Green branch­es, sur­viv­ing here and there, are cu­ri­ous­ly blend­ed with au­tumn tints of lemon, or straw, or or­ange, or pink and blood-crim­son, some­times pass­ing in­to mauve and pur­ple. The sky is dense and cold, but its cloud­less blue ca­ress­es the eye. And in all this bright death-feast one catch­es an in­de­fin­able, lan­guid sad­ness which con­tracts one’s heart in a pain that is lin­ger­ing and sweet.

					I was walk­ing along a path­way be­neath aca­cias, in­ter­laced so as to form a thick, al­most dark arch. Sud­den­ly my ear caught a wom­an’s voice say­ing some­thing with great an­i­ma­tion and laugh­ter. On a seat, just where the thick wall of aca­cias curved in­to some­thing like an al­cove, sat two young girls (I took them for girls at once and lat­er on I found that I was right). I could not see their faces very well, but I no­ticed that the el­dest, a brune, had the pro­vok­ing, lux­u­ri­ant ap­pear­ance of a Ukrain­ian, and that the younger, who looked like a “flap­per,” was wear­ing a white silk hand­ker­chief neg­li­gent­ly thrown on her head with one cor­ner pulled down on her fore­head, thus con­ceal­ing the up­per part of the face. All the same, I suc­ceed­ed in catch­ing a glimpse of laugh­ing pink lips and the gay shin­ing of her white teeth as, with­out notic­ing my pres­ence, she went on telling some­thing, prob­a­bly very amus­ing, in Eng­lish to her com­pan­ion.

					For some time I hes­i­tat­ed. Shall I go on, or shall I go back? If I go on, shall I salute them or not? Once more I was over­whelmed by yes­ter­day’s doubts of my ple­beian soul. On the one hand I was think­ing, if they are not the hosts of this place, these girls are prob­a­bly guests, and in a way, I, too, am a guest, and there­fore on an equal foot­ing. But on the oth­er hand, does Her­mann Hoppe per­mit bow­ing to un­known ladies in his rules of eti­quette? Won’t my bow­ing seem odd to these girls, or, what will be still worse, won’t they re­gard it as the re­spect­ful­ness of an em­ploy­ee, of “a hired man.” Each point of view seemed to me equal­ly dread­ful.

					How­ev­er, af­ter think­ing it over like this, I walked on. The dark one was the first to catch the rus­tle of leaves un­der my feet and she quick­ly whis­pered some­thing to the girl in the silk dress, in­di­cat­ing me with her eyes. As I came up to them, I raised my hand to the peak of my cap with­out look­ing at them, I felt, rather than saw, that they both slow­ly and al­most im­per­cep­ti­bly bent their heads. They watched me as I moved away. I knew this by the sense of awk­ward­ness and dis­com­fort which at­ten­tive eyes fixed on my back al­ways give me. At the very end of the al­ley I turned round. At the same sec­ond, as it of­ten hap­pens, the girl with the white hand­ker­chief glanced in my di­rec­tion. I heard some kind of ex­cla­ma­tion in Eng­lish and then a burst of sonorous laugh­ter. I blushed. Both the ex­cla­ma­tion and the laugh­ter were cer­tain­ly in­tend­ed for me.

					In the evening Fal­staff came to us again, this time with some won­der­ful co­gnac, and once more he told us some­thing in­cred­i­ble about his an­ces­tors who had tak­en part in the Cru­sades. I asked him quite care­less­ly:

					“Do you know who those two young girls are, whom I met in the gar­den to­day? One is a fresh-look­ing brune, and the oth­er is al­most a lit­tle girl in a light grey dress.”

					He gave a broad grin, wrin­kling up the whole of his face and caus­ing his eyes to com­plete­ly dis­ap­pear. Then he shook his fin­ger at me sly­ly:

					“Ah, my son of Mars, so you’re on the fish­hook! Well, well, well! … Don’t get an­gry. I’ll stop, I will re­al­ly. But all the same, it’s in­ter­est­ing. … Well, I sup­pose I must sat­is­fy your cu­rios­i­ty. The younger one is our young la­dy, Ka­te­ri­na An­dreev­na, the one I told you about, the heiress. You can’t call her a lit­tle girl. It’s on­ly to look at she’s so thin, but she’s a good twen­ty years old.”

					“Re­al­ly?”

					“Yes, if not more. Oh, she’s such an imp. But the lit­tle brunette, that’s the one to my taste, all eggs and cream and but­ter.” Fal­staff smacked his lips car­niv­o­rous­ly. “That’s the kind of lit­tle pie I love. Her name is Ly­dia Ivanov­na—such a kind, sim­ple girl and dy­ing to get mar­ried. She’s a dis­tant re­la­tion of the Obo­lian­i­novs, but she’s poor, so she’s just stay­ing here as a friend. … Oh, well, damn them all!” he wound up sud­den­ly, wav­ing his hand, “let’s get on with the co­gnac.”

					In­ward­ly I had to agree with this last opin­ion. What do I care about those girls, whom I saw to­day, when to­mor­row we may be off in dif­fer­ent di­rec­tions and may nev­er hear of each oth­er again?

					Late in the night, af­ter Fal­staff had left us (the boy again bal­anc­ing him re­spect­ful­ly, this time by the waist), when I was al­ready in bed, Vas­sili Ak­in­fievitch came to me, half un­dressed, with slip­pers on his bare feet and a can­dle in his hand.

					“Well, young man,” he said, yawn­ing and rub­bing his hairy chest, “will you ex­plain one thing to me? Here we are, fed on all sorts of del­i­catessen and giv­en their best old wine to drink and a boy at our dis­pos­al, and cigars and all that sort of thing, but they won’t in­vite us to their own ta­ble, will they? Now why is this? Kind­ly solve that prob­lem.”

					With­out wait­ing for my an­swer, he went on in a sar­cas­tic tone:

					“Be­cause, my dear old chap, all these ‘No­bil­i­ty’ peo­ple and all that sort of thing are most re­fined diplo­mats. Ye‑e‑es. What is their way of do­ing it? I made a good study of their sort on dif­fer­ent vol­un­tary work. I know the type. He will be ami­able to you and will serve you up din­ners” (jus­tice com­pels me to add that the cap­tain mis­pro­nounced the word “serve”) “and cigars, and all that sort of thing, but all the same you feel that he looks on you as on a low worm; and no­tice, Lieu­tenant, it’s on­ly the re­al great ‘al­is­to­crats’ ” (here, as if out of irony, he pur­pose­ly mu­ti­lat­ed the word) “who have this at­ti­tude to­wards our fel­low men. The sim­pler sort, the more doubt­ful ones, swag­ger and put on more airs. Im­me­di­ate­ly that type will sport an eye­glass, round his lips, and imag­ine that he’s a bird. But as for the re­al sort, the first thing with them is sim­plic­i­ty—be­cause there’s no rea­son for them to put on airs when right in their own blood they feel scorn for our fel­low men … and it all comes out very nat­u­ral­ly and charm­ing­ly, and all that sort of thing.”

					Hav­ing fin­ished this ac­cus­ing speech, Vas­sili Ak­in­fievitch turned round and went off to his room.

					Well, per­haps he’s right in his own way, but all the same it seems to me rather bad taste to laugh at strangers be­hind their backs.

				

				
					
						Sep­tem­ber 14th.

					
					To­day I met them both again in the gar­den. They walked with their arms round each oth­er’s waists. The lit­tle one, her head on her com­pan­ion’s shoul­der, was hum­ming some­thing with half-closed eyes. See­ing them it sud­den­ly oc­curred to me that these chance ram­bles of mine might be mis­in­ter­pret­ed. I turned quick­ly in­to a side-path. I don’t know that they saw me, but ap­par­ent­ly I must choose an­oth­er time for my walks or risk seem­ing an army in­trud­er.

				

				
					
						Sep­tem­ber 15th.

					
					Ly­dia Ivanov­na start­ed this evening for the sta­tion. She will prob­a­bly not re­turn to Olkho­vat­ka. First of all, be­cause she has been fol­lowed by a re­spectable quan­ti­ty of lug­gage, sec­ond­ly, be­cause she and the daugh­ter of the house said good­bye to each oth­er rather long and af­fec­tion­ate­ly. Apro­pos of this, I saw for the first time from my win­dow An­dré Alexan­drovitch him­self with his wife. He’s quite a fine-look­ing type, state­ly, broad-shoul­dered, with the cut of an old Hus­sar; his grey hair is worn à la russe, his chin is clean-shaven, his mous­tache long, downy and sil­very, and his eyes are like a hawk’s, on­ly blue, but just the same as the hawk’s—round, sunken, mo­tion­less and cold. His wife gives one the im­pres­sion of a fright­ened and mod­est per­son. She holds her head a lit­tle on one side, and a smile, half guilty and half piti­ful, is al­ways on her lips. The face is yel­low but kind. In her youth she was prob­a­bly very beau­ti­ful, but now she looks much old­er than her age. There was al­so a bent old wom­an on the bal­cony. She wore a black head­dress and green­ish curls, and she came out lean­ing on a stick, and hard­ly able to drag her feet af­ter her. She want­ed, I think, to say some­thing, but she be­gan cough­ing, shook her stick in a de­spair­ing sort of way and dis­ap­peared.

				

				
					
						Sep­tem­ber 16th.

					
					Vas­sili Ak­in­fievitch has asked me to look af­ter the work un­til he can get rid of his fit of Balkan rheuma­tism,

					“Pay par­tic­u­lar at­ten­tion,” he said, “to the de­liv­ery of the beet­root; the sol­diers are al­ready com­plain­ing be­cause the fore­man here gives them over­weight. To tell the truth, I am rather afraid that in the end there’ll be trou­ble over this.”

					The sol­diers have been work­ing in threes. They have al­ready prac­ti­cal­ly fin­ished their con­tract. One digs out the beet­root from the ground with a shov­el, while two cut it with knives and clean it. These sets of three are usu­al­ly formed from sol­diers of the same strength and skill. There’s no point in choos­ing a bad one, as he would on­ly be in the way of the oth­ers.

					I’ve read some­where or oth­er, I think in the In­di­ca­tor, the re­flec­tions of a leisure­ly thinker, who says that there is no ad­van­tage at all in this sort of work: that clothes get torn, and sol­diers undis­ci­plined. This is ab­so­lute­ly false. Nev­er is there such a con­fi­dent, al­most re­la­tion-like feel­ing be­tween of­fi­cers and pri­vates as at this sort of free work. And if one ad­mits that the sol­dier needs hol­i­days dur­ing his hard mil­i­tary train­ing, there is no bet­ter rest for him than the toil in the fields which he loves. But all the mon­ey earned in this way must go to the sol­diers with­out any mid­dle­man … each knows where the shoe pinch­es. And our peo­ple are ad­mirable work­ers; hired peas­ants wouldn’t do half the work. There’s on­ly one ex­cep­tion, Zamochnikov, who, as usu­al, does noth­ing. Zamochnikov is the spoilt favourite of the whole squad, from the cap­tain down to the last pri­vate, Niki­for Spas­sob (this same Spas­sob, with his lame leg and the white spot on his right eye, has been for the last four years a walk­ing and a cry­ing re­proach to the mil­i­tary ser­vice). It is true that dur­ing his whole pe­ri­od of ser­vice Zamochnikov has been un­able to mas­ter the vow­els in the al­pha­bet and has shown a re­al­ly ex­cep­tion­al stu­pid­i­ty in re­gard to book-learn­ing, but you could not find in the whole reg­i­ment such a spir­it­ed singing-lead­er, such a good tell­er of sto­ries, such a jack-of-all-trades and a Mer­ry An­drew to boot. He ap­par­ent­ly knows what his role is very well and looks up­on it in the light of a mil­i­tary du­ty. On march he sings al­most with­out stop­ping, and his lash­ing, spir­it­ed talk of­ten wrings a laugh of ap­pre­ci­a­tion from the tired sol­diers and gives them a moral shake­up. Vas­sili Ak­in­fievitch, though he keeps Zamochnikov un­der arms more of­ten than the rest, for which Zamochnikov bears him no grudge, con­fessed to me once that a stir­rer-up like him is a per­fect trea­sure in wartime and dif­fi­cult cir­cum­stances.

					Zamochnikov, how­ev­er, is no mere clown and sham, and for this I like him par­tic­u­lar­ly. Life in him sim­ply boils up un­re­strained­ly and nev­er al­lows him to sit qui­et for a minute.

					Here he was to­day, pass­ing from work-par­ty to work-par­ty and fi­nal­ly ar­riv­ing at a wom­en’s de­part­ment. He start­ed a long di­a­logue with the Ukraini­ans, which made the sol­diers near him leave their work and roll on the ground with laugh­ter. I can hear from a dis­tance his im­i­ta­tions of the brisk, shrill quar­rels of wom­en, and then again the lazy talk of an old Ukrain­ian. On catch­ing sight of me, he puts on a pre­oc­cu­pied look and fum­bles on the ground. “Well, my fel­low-coun­try-wom­en,” he asks, “which of you has sent my shov­el to perdi­tion?” I shout at him and en­deav­our to make my face se­vere. He stands to at­ten­tion, car­ry­ing him­self, as he al­ways does be­fore an of­fi­cer, with a grace­ful vigour, but in his kind blue eyes there still trem­bles the lit­tle fire of his in­ter­rupt­ed mer­ri­ment.

				

				
					
						Sep­tem­ber 17th.

					
					Our ac­quain­tance has tak­en place, but un­der ex­cep­tion­al­ly com­ic con­di­tions. Why should I hide it from my­self? I se­cret­ly longed for this ac­quain­tance, but if I could have fore­seen that it would hap­pen as it hap­pened to­day, I should have re­fused it.

					The stage was again the gar­den. I have al­ready writ­ten that there is a lake; it has a lit­tle round is­land in the mid­dle, over­grown with thick bush­es. On the shore, fac­ing the house, is a rather small wharf and near it a flat-bot­tomed boat is moored.

					In this boat Ka­te­ri­na An­dreev­na was sit­ting as I passed. Hold­ing the sides of the boat with both hands and bend­ing for­ward first on one side and then on the oth­er, she was try­ing to bal­ance and shove off the heavy boat which had stuck fast on the slimy bot­tom of the lake. She wore a sailor cos­tume, open at the throat, al­low­ing one to see her thin white neck and even her thin lit­tle col­lar­bones, which stood out un­der the mus­cu­lar ten­sion. A small gold chain hid it­self in her dress. But I gave her on­ly a pass­ing glance, and, hav­ing once more giv­en her a half-salute, I turned away with my usu­al mod­est dig­ni­ty. At that mo­ment a girl’s voice, fresh and mer­ry, called out sud­den­ly:

					“Will you please be so kind—”

					At first I thought this ex­cla­ma­tion was meant for some­one else who was walk­ing be­hind me, and in­vol­un­tar­i­ly I glanced back. She was look­ing at me, smil­ing and nod­ding em­phat­i­cal­ly.

					“Yes, yes, yes—you. Will you be so kind as to help me to shove off this wretch­ed boat? I’m not strong enough by my­self.”

					I made her a most gal­lant bow, bend­ing my body for­ward and lift­ing my left leg back, af­ter which I ran ea­ger­ly down to the wa­ter and made an­oth­er bow just as cer­e­mo­ni­ous as the first. I must have looked fine, I imag­ine. The la­dy was now stand­ing up in the boat, still laugh­ing and say­ing:

					“Push it away just a lit­tle … then I’ll man­age it my­self.”

					I seize the bow of the boat with both hands, with my legs spread wide apart so as to pre­serve my bal­ance, then I warn her with re­fined po­lite­ness:

					“Will you be kind enough to sit down, Made­moi­selle … the push may be a very vig­or­ous one.”

					She sits down, stares at me with laugh­ing eyes, and says:

					“Re­al­ly, I’m ashamed to tres­pass like this on your kind­ness.”

					“Oh, it’s noth­ing, Made­moi­selle.”

					The fact that she is watch­ing me gives my move­ments a cer­tain grace­ful­ness. I’m a good gym­nast and na­ture has giv­en me a fair amount of phys­i­cal strength. But, in spite of my ef­forts, the boat does not stir.

					“Please don’t take so much trou­ble,” I hear a ten­der lit­tle voice say­ing. “It’s prob­a­bly too heavy and it may hurt you. Re­al­ly, I—”

					The sen­tence hangs un­fin­ished in the air. Her doubt of my strength gives it a ten­fold force. A mighty ef­fort, a push, a crash, the boat flies off like an ar­row, while I, in ac­cor­dance with all the laws of equi­lib­ri­um, splash full length in­to the mud.

					When I get up I find my face and hands and my snow-white tu­nic, worn for the first time that morn­ing, ev­ery­thing cov­ered in one long lay­er of brown, sticky, reek­ing mud. At the same time I see that the boat is glid­ing swift­ly to the very mid­dle of the lake and that the girl, who had fall­en back­wards when I shoved off, is get­ting up. The first ob­ject that jumps to her eye is my­self. A fran­tic laugh rings through the whole gar­den and echoes through the trees. I get out my hand­ker­chief and pass it, con­fus­ed­ly, first over my tu­nic and then over my face. But in time I re­alise that this on­ly smudges the mud in­to me worse than be­fore and gives me a still more pitiable ap­pear­ance. Then I make an hero­ic at­tempt to burst out laugh­ing my­self over the com­e­dy of my mis­eries, and pro­duce some sort of id­i­ot­ic neigh­ing. Ka­te­ri­na An­dreev­na rocks with laugh­ter more than ev­er, and is hard­ly able to pro­nounce her words:

					“Go … go … quick­ly. … You … will catch cold. …”

					I run off at full speed from this ac­cursed place, run the whole way back to the house, while in my ears there still rings that mer­ci­less, cease­less laugh.

					The cap­tain, as he caught sight of me, mere­ly threw his arms out in as­ton­ish­ment.

					“Ni‑ce! Well, you are a pret­ty sight! How the deuce did you man­age it?”

					I made no an­swer, banged the door of my room and fu­ri­ous­ly turned the lock twice. Alas! now ev­ery­thing is all over for­ev­er.

					
						P.S.—Is she pret­ty or is she not? I was so ab­sorbed in my gal­lantry (con­demn your­self to death, wretch­ed man!) that I hadn’t even time to get a good look at her. … Ah, but what does it mat­ter?

						To­mor­row, what­ev­er hap­pens, I am go­ing back to the reg­i­ment, even if I have to sham be­ing ill. Here I should not be able to live down my dis­grace.

					
				

				
					
						Kate to Ly­dia.

						Olkho­vat­ka,

						Sep­tem­ber 18th.

						My Dear­est Ly­dia,

					
					Con­grat­u­late me quick­ly. The ice is bro­ken. The mys­te­ri­ous stranger, it seems, is the most ami­able in the world, a cheva­lier sans peur et sans re­proche. The hon­our of this dis­cov­ery be­longs to me, since you, you lit­tle vil­lain, de­sert­ed me. There is no one now to keep me out of mis­chief, which I have had time to get in­to over and over again.

					To be­gin with, I must con­fess that yes­ter­day I ar­ranged the cap­ture of my mys­te­ri­ous stranger. I wait­ed in the boat, and, when he passed by, I asked him to shove it off from the shore. Oh, I know per­fect­ly well that you would have stopped short of a trick like that. You ought to have seen the ea­ger­ness with which the mys­te­ri­ous stranger rushed up to ful­fil my re­quest. But the poor man didn’t mea­sure his strength, fell in­to the wa­ter and was cov­ered with filthy mud. He pre­sent­ed the most piti­ful and at the same time the most amus­ing ap­pear­ance you could imag­ine. His cap had fall­en on the ground, his hair had slipped down over his fore­head, and the mud was pour­ing from him in streams, while his hands, with the fin­gers part­ed, seemed to be pet­ri­fied. I thought at once: I must not laugh; he will be of­fend­ed.

					It would have been much bet­ter not to think at all. I be­gan to laugh, laugh, laugh. … I laughed my­self in­to hys­ter­ics. In vain I bit my lips un­til they bled, and pinched my hand un­til it hurt. Noth­ing was of any use. The con­fused of­fi­cer took to flight. This wasn’t very wise on his part, for I had left the oars be­hind. I had to float over the roughish wa­ter un­til the wind brought my frag­ile bark in­to the reeds. There, by grab­bing one af­ter the oth­er with both hands, I suc­ceed­ed some­how or oth­er in pulling the boat in. But in jump­ing out I man­aged to wet my feet and skirt al­most up to the knees.

					Do you know, I like him very much. A strange pre­sen­ti­ment told me that an in­ter­est­ing flir­ta­tion would start be­tween us, “l’amour in­achevé,” as Prévost puts it. There is some­thing about him man­ly, strong, and at the same time ten­der. It’s nice to have pow­er over a man like that. Apart from this, he’s prob­a­bly very re­served—I mean to say, not gos­sipy; I don’t think he’s stupid, but chiefly one di­vines in his fig­ure and move­ments ro­bust health and great phys­i­cal strength. While I was mud­dling about in the boat, I was seized by a weird, but very at­trac­tive thought: I want­ed him ter­ri­bly to take me up in his arms and car­ry me swift­ly, swift­ly over the gar­dens. It would have been no great ef­fort for him, would it, my lit­tle Li­da?

					What a dif­fer­ence there is be­tween him and the peo­ple one meets in Pe­ters­burg, those dancers and sports­men in whom one al­ways de­tects some­thing worn and jad­ed and dis­agree­ably shame­less. My of­fi­cer is fresh, like a healthy ap­ple, built like a glad­i­a­tor, at the same time bash­ful, and, I think, pas­sion­ate.

					To­mor­row, or the day af­ter, I will make ad­vances to him (that’s the way, I think, to ex­press it in Rus­sian?) Li­dotch­ka, you must cor­rect all my gal­li­cisms with­out mer­cy, as you promised! Re­al­ly I am ashamed of mak­ing mis­takes in my own lan­guage. That he tum­bled so mag­nif­i­cent­ly in­to the lake doesn’t mat­ter a bit. I alone was a wit­ness of the tragedy. It would have been quite an­oth­er mat­ter if he had been so clum­sy in pub­lic. Oh, then I should cer­tain­ly be ashamed of him. This must be our spe­cial wom­en’s psy­chol­o­gy.

					Good­bye, my dear lit­tle Li­da. I kiss you.

					
						Your Kate.

					
				

				
					
						Sep­tem­ber 19th.

					
					Ev­ery­thing pass­es in this world—pain, sor­row, love, shame, and in fact it is an ex­treme­ly wise law. The oth­er day I was sure that if, be­fore my de­par­ture, I should hap­pen to meet Ka­te­ri­na An­dreev­na by any chance I should al­most die from shame. But not on­ly have I not left Olkho­vat­ka, but I have even found time to seal a friend­ship with this be­witch­ing crea­ture. Yes, yes, friend­ship is ex­act­ly the word. To­day, at the end of our long, earnest con­ver­sa­tion, she her­self said this, word for word: “So M. Lap­shine, let us be friends, and nei­ther of us will re­mem­ber this un­lucky lit­tle sto­ry.” Of course “this un­lucky lit­tle sto­ry” meant my ad­ven­ture with the boat.

					Now I know her ap­pear­ance down to the most del­i­cate de­tails, but I can­not de­scribe her. As a mat­ter of fact I be­lieve this to be gen­er­al­ly im­pos­si­ble. Of­ten one reads in nov­els a de­scrip­tion of the hero­ine: “She had a beau­ti­ful­ly reg­u­lar, clas­si­cal face, eyes full of fire, a straight, charm­ing lit­tle nose and ex­quis­ite red lips, be­hind which gleamed two rows of mag­nif­i­cent pearly teeth.” This is crude to a de­gree! Does this in­sipid de­scrip­tion give even the slight­est hint of that un­trans­lat­able com­bi­na­tion and re­cip­ro­cal har­mo­ny of fea­tures which dif­fer­en­ti­ates one face from all the mil­lions of oth­ers?

					Here I can see her face in front of me in ac­tu­al, minute, ex­traor­di­nar­i­ly vivid de­tail: a full oval of an olive pal­lor, eye­brows al­most straight, very dark and thick, meet­ing over the ridge of the nose in a sort of dark down, so that it gives them a cer­tain ex­pres­sion of sever­i­ty; the eyes are large, green, with enor­mous short­sight­ed pupils; the mouth is small, slight­ly ir­reg­u­lar, sen­su­al, mock­ing and proud, with full, sharply chis­elled, lips; the dull hair is gath­ered up at the back of the head in a heavy neg­li­gent knot.

					I could not go away yes­ter­day. The cap­tain is se­ri­ous­ly ill and rubs him­self from morn­ing till night with formic acid and drinks a con­coc­tion made out of some sort of herbs. It would not be sports­man­like to desert him while in this state. All the more be­cause the cap­tain’s con­coc­tion is noth­ing but a masked drink­ing bout.

					Last night I went in­to the gar­den, with­out even dar­ing to con­fess to my­self that I se­cret­ly hoped to find Ka­te­ri­na An­dreev­na there. I don’t know whether she saw me pass the gate, or if ev­ery­thing can be put down to chance, but we met face to face on the main path, just as I had emerged on to it from the al­ley.

					The sun was set­ting, half the sky was red­den­ing, promis­ing a windy morn­ing. Ka­te­ri­na An­dreev­na wore a white dress, re­lieved at the waist by a green vel­vet belt. Against the fiery back­ground of the sun­set her fine hair flamed round her head.

					She smiled when she saw me, not an­gri­ly, rather kind­ly, and stretched out her hand to me.

					“I am part­ly to blame for what hap­pened yes­ter­day. Tell me, you didn’t catch cold, did you?”

					The tone of her ques­tion is sin­cere and sym­pa­thet­ic. All my fears van­ish. I find my­self even dar­ing to risk a joke at my own ex­pense:

					“Rub­bish, a lit­tle mud bath! On the con­trary it’s very healthy. You’re too kind, Made­moi­selle.”

					And we both start laugh­ing in the most sim­ple, sin­cere way. Hon­est­ly, what was there so ter­ri­ble and shame­ful in my in­vol­un­tary fall? De­cid­ed­ly I don’t un­der­stand it. …

					“No, we can’t leave it like this,” she says still laugh­ing. “You must have your re­venge. Can you row?”

					“I can. Made­moi­selle.”

					“Well, come along. Don’t keep call­ing me ‘made­moi­selle.’ But you don’t know my name?”

					“I know it—Ka­te­ri­na An­dreev­na.”

					“Ah, that’s too fear­ful­ly long: ‘Ka‑te‑ri‑na’—and on the top of it An­dreev­na. At home, ev­ery­one calls me ‘Kate.’ Call me sim­ply ‘Kate.’ ”

					I click my heels to­geth­er in silent as­sent.

					I pull the boat to the shore. Kate, lean­ing heav­i­ly on my out­stretched arm, moves eas­i­ly over the lit­tle seats to the stern. We glide slow­ly over the lake. The sur­face is so pol­ished and mo­tion­less that it has the ap­pear­ance of den­si­ty. Stirred by the faint mo­tion of the boat, lit­tle wrin­kles be­hind the stern swim lazi­ly away to left and right, pink un­der the last rays of the sun; the shore is re­flect­ed in the wa­ter up­side down, but it looks pret­ti­er than in re­al­i­ty, with its shag­gy white wil­lows, the green of which has not yet been touched by au­tumn. At a lit­tle dis­tance be­hind us swim a cou­ple of swans, light as fluffs of snow, their white­ness in­ten­si­fied by the dark wa­ter.

					“You al­ways spend the sum­mer in the coun­try, Made­moi­selle Kate?” I ask.

					“No, last year we went to Nice, and be­fore that to Baden-Baden. I don’t like Nice; it’s the town of the dy­ing, a sort of ceme­tery. But I gam­bled at Monte Car­lo, gam­bled like any­thing. And you? Have you been abroad?”

					“Rather! I have even had ad­ven­tures.”

					“Re­al­ly? That must be very in­ter­est­ing. Please tell me about them.”

					“It was about two years ago in the spring. Our bat­tal­ion was quar­tered at a tiny fron­tier place—Gous­si­a­tine. It is gen­er­al­ly called the Rus­sian Gous­si­a­tine, be­cause at the oth­er side of a nar­row lit­tle riv­er, not more than fifty yards in breadth, there is an Aus­tri­an Gous­si­a­tine, and when I’m talk­ing, by no means with­out pride, about my trip abroad, it is this very Aus­tri­an Gous­si­a­tine that I mean.

					“Once, hav­ing se­cured the favour of the In­spec­tor of ru­ral po­lice, we made up a rather large par­ty to go over there, a par­ty ex­clu­sive­ly com­posed of of­fi­cers and reg­i­men­tal ladies. Our guide was a lo­cal civil­ian doc­tor and he act­ed as our in­ter­preter. Scarce­ly had we en­tered—to ex­press my­self in the grand style—alien ter­ri­to­ry, than we were sur­round­ed by a crowd of Ruthe­ni­an raga­muffins. Apro­pos of this, it was a chance of test­ing the deep sym­pa­thy which our broth­er Slavs are sup­posed to feel for us Rus­sians. The urchins fol­lowed us to the very doors of the restau­rant with­out ceas­ing for a sec­ond to spat­ter us with the most choice Rus­sian in­sults. Aus­tri­an Jews were stand­ing in the street in lit­tle groups with tas­selled fur caps, curls fall­ing over their shoul­ders, and gab­erdines be­neath which one could see white stock­ings and slip­pers. As soon as we ap­proached them they be­gan to point at us, and in their quick gut­tural lan­guage, with a typ­i­cal snarl at the end of each sen­tence, there was some­thing men­ac­ing.

					“How­ev­er, we reached the restau­rant at last and or­dered gu­liash and massliash; the first is some na­tion­al meat dish del­uged with red pep­per and the sec­ond a lus­cious Hun­gar­i­an wine. While we were eat­ing, a dense crowd of the in­hab­i­tants of Gous­si­a­tine trooped in­to the small room and stared, with gen­uine cu­rios­i­ty, at the for­eign vis­i­tors. Then three peo­ple emerged from the crowd and greet­ed the doc­tor, who im­me­di­ate­ly in­tro­duced them to our ladies. Af­ter these, four more came and then about six oth­ers. Who these cit­i­zens were I have nev­er found out but they prob­a­bly oc­cu­pied ad­min­is­tra­tive posts. Among them there was a cer­tain Pan Komis­sarj and Pan Sub-Komis­sarj and oth­er Pans as well. They were all good enough to eat gu­liash and drink massliash with us, and they kept re­peat­ing to the ladies: ‘At your ser­vice, Pane,’ and ‘We fall at the Pane’s feet.’

					“At the end Pan Komis­sarj in­vit­ed us to stay un­til the evening, as a sub­scrip­tion ball was to take place that day. We ac­cept­ed the in­vi­ta­tion.

					“All went swing­ing­ly, and our ladies were en­thu­si­as­ti­cal­ly whirling in waltzes with their new ac­quain­tances. It is true we were a lit­tle sur­prised at for­eign us­age: each dancer called a dance for him­self and paid the mu­si­cians twen­ty kopecks. We got used to this cus­tom, but we were soon be­wil­dered by a quite un­ex­pect­ed in­ci­dent.

					“One of our par­ty want­ed some beer and he men­tioned this to one of our new ac­quain­tances—a port­ly gen­tle­man with a black mous­tache and mag­nif­i­cent man­ners; our ladies had de­cid­ed about him that he must be one of the lo­cal mag­nates. The mag­nate hap­pened to be an ex­treme­ly af­fa­ble man. He shout­ed: ‘At once, gen­tle­men,’ dis­ap­peared for a minute, and re­turned with two bot­tles of beer, a corkscrew, and a servi­ette un­der his arm. The two bot­tles were opened with such ex­tra­or­di­nary skill that our colonel’s wife ex­pressed her ad­mi­ra­tion. To her com­pli­ment the mag­nate replied with mod­est dig­ni­ty: ‘Oh, that’s noth­ing for me, Madame … I have a post as wait­er at this es­tab­lish­ment.’ Nat­u­ral­ly, af­ter this un­ex­pect­ed con­fes­sion, our par­ty left the Aus­tri­an ball hur­ried­ly, a lit­tle in­for­mal­ly even.”

					While I am telling this anec­dote Kate laughs sonorous­ly. Our boat dou­bles round the lit­tle is­land and comes out in­to a nar­row canal over which trees, bend­ing low on each side, form a cool, shad­owy arch. Here one catch­es the sharp smell of marsh; the wa­ter looks black as ink and seems to boil un­der the oars.

					“Oh, how nice!” Kate ex­claims with a lit­tle shiv­er.

					As our con­ver­sa­tion is threat­en­ing to dry up, I en­quire:

					“You find it rather dull in the coun­try, don’t you?”

					“Very dull,” Kate an­swers, and af­ter a short si­lence, she adds neg­li­gent­ly, with a quick, co­quet­tish glance: “Up to now, at all events. In the sum­mer my friend was stay­ing here—I think you saw her, didn’t you? and then there was some­one to chat­ter with. …”

					“Have you no ac­quain­tances among the landown­ers about here?”

					“No. Pa­pa won’t call on any­one. It’s fear­ful­ly dull. In the morn­ing I have to read the Mos­cow News aloud to my grand­moth­er. You can’t imag­ine what a bore it is. It’s so nice in the gar­den and I have to read there about con­flicts be­tween civilised Pow­ers and about the agri­cul­tur­al cri­sis … and some­times, in de­spair, I de­cide to skip some twen­ty or thir­ty lines, so that there is no sense at all left. Grand­moth­er, how­ev­er, nev­er sus­pects any­thing and of­ten ex­press­es sur­prise: ‘Do you no­tice, Kate, that they write quite in­com­pre­hen­si­bly nowa­days?’

					“Of course I agree: ‘In­deed they do, Grand­moth­er, ut­ter­ly in­com­pre­hen­si­bly.’ But when the read­ing is over I feel like a school­girl let out for the hol­i­days.”

					Talk­ing like this we roll along over the lake un­til it be­gins to get dark. As we say good­bye, Kate, in a lit­tle paren­the­sis, gives me to un­der­stand that she is ac­cus­tomed to stroll about the gar­den ev­ery morn­ing and ev­ery evening.

					All this hap­pened yes­ter­day, but I have had no time to write any­thing in my di­ary, be­cause I spent the rest of the evening up to mid­night in ly­ing on my bed, star­ing at the ceil­ing, and giv­ing my­self up to un­re­al­is­able, im­pos­si­ble rever­ies which, in spite of their in­no­cence, I am ashamed to put down on pa­per.

					We met again to­day, al­ready with­out the least em­bar­rass­ment, just like old ac­quain­tances. Kate is ex­traor­di­nar­i­ly good and kind. When, in the course of con­ver­sa­tion, I ex­pressed, among oth­er things, my re­gret that the un­lucky in­ci­dent of the boat made me seem com­ic in her eyes, she stretched out her hand to me with a sin­cere ges­ture and pro­nounced these un­for­get­table words:

					“Let us be friends, M. Lap­shine, and let us for­get that sto­ry.”

					And I know the kind tone of those words will nev­er be ef­faced from my mem­o­ry by words of any oth­er sort for all eter­ni­ty.

				

				
					
						Sep­tem­ber 20th.

					
					Oh, I was not mis­tak­en! Kate in­deed hint­ed yes­ter­day that we can meet in the gar­den ev­ery morn­ing and ev­ery evening. It is a pity though that she was not in a good hu­mour to­day; the rea­son was a bad headache.

					She looked very tired and she had black marks un­der her eyes and her cheeks were paler than usu­al.

					“Don’t take any no­tice of my health,” she said in re­ply to my ex­pres­sions of sym­pa­thy. “This will pass. I have got in­to the bad habit of read­ing in bed. One gets en­tranced, with­out notic­ing it, and then there comes in­som­nia. You can’t hyp­no­tise, can you?” she added half jok­ing­ly.

					I an­swered that I had nev­er tried, but that I prob­a­bly could.

					“Take my hand,” Kate said, “and look in­tent­ly in­to my eyes.”

					Gaz­ing in­to Kate’s large black pupils, I en­deav­oured to con­cen­trate and gath­er all my force of will, but my eyes fell con­fus­ed­ly from her eyes to her lips. There was one mo­ment when my fin­gers in­vol­un­tar­i­ly trem­bled and gave a faint pres­sure to Kate’s hand. As if in an­swer to my un­con­scious move­ment, I al­so felt a faint pres­sure in re­turn. But nat­u­ral­ly this was on­ly by chance, be­cause she im­me­di­ate­ly with­drew her hand.

					“No, you can’t help me. You’re think­ing of some­thing quite dif­fer­ent.”

					“On the con­trary, I was think­ing of you, Made­moi­selle Kate,” I re­tort­ed.

					“Quite pos­si­bly. But doc­tors nev­er look at one with eyes like that. You are a bad one.”

					“I a bad one! God is my wit­ness that no evil thought, even the shad­ow of an evil thought, has ev­er come in­to my head. But pos­si­bly my un­lucky face has ex­pressed some­thing ut­ter­ly dif­fer­ent from what I feel.”

					The strange part of it is that Kate’s ob­ser­va­tion sud­den­ly made me feel the wom­an in her for the first time, and I felt awk­ward.

					So my ex­per­i­ment in hyp­no­tism was a fail­ure. Kate’s mi­graine not on­ly did not van­ish but grew worse ev­ery minute. When she went away she was prob­a­bly sor­ry for the dis­ap­point­ment in my face. She al­lowed me to hold her hand for a sec­ond longer than was nec­es­sary.

					“I’m not com­ing in the evening,” she said. “Wait un­til to­mor­row.”

					But how well this was said! What an abyss of mean­ing a wom­an can some­times put in­to the most or­di­nary, the most com­mon­place, sen­tence! This “wait” I trans­lat­ed like this: “I know that it is a great plea­sure for you to see me; it is not un­pleas­ant to me ei­ther, but then we can meet each oth­er ev­ery day, and there is ev­er so much time ahead of us—isn’t there?” Kate gives me the right to wait for her. At the very thought of it my head swims in trans­port.

					What if mere cu­rios­i­ty, an ac­quain­tance made out of bore­dom, chance meet­ings—what if all this were to pass in­to some­thing deep­er and more ten­der? As I wan­dered along the gar­den paths, af­ter Kate’s de­par­ture, I be­gan to dream about it in­vol­un­tar­i­ly. Any­one may dream about any­thing, may he not? And I was imag­in­ing the spring­ing up be­tween us of a love, at once pas­sion­ate, timid, and con­fi­dent, her first love, and though not my first, still my strong­est and my last. I was pic­tur­ing a stolen meet­ing at night, a bench bathed in the gen­tle moon­light, a head con­fi­dent­ly lean­ing up­on my shoul­der, the sweet, scarce­ly au­di­ble, “I love you,” pro­nounced timid­ly in an­swer to my pas­sion­ate con­fes­sion. “Yes, I love you, Kate,” I say with a sup­pressed sigh, “but we must part. You are rich; I am just a poor of­fi­cer who has noth­ing ex­cept an im­mea­sur­able love for you. An un­equal mar­riage will bring you on­ly un­hap­pi­ness. Af­ter­wards you would re­proach me.” “I love you and can­not live with­out you,” she an­swers; “I will go with you to the ends of the earth.” “No, my dear one, we must part. An­oth­er life is wait­ing for you. Re­mem­ber one thing on­ly, that I will nev­er, nev­er in my life stop lov­ing you.”

					The night, the bench, the moon, the droop­ing trees, the sweet love words, how ex­alt­ed, old-fash­ioned, and sil­ly it all sounds! And here, while I am in the act of writ­ing these words, the cap­tain, who has just fin­ished his stir­rup-cup, bawls out to me from his bed: “What is it that you are scrib­bling by the hour. Lieu­tenant—vers­es, per­haps? You might hon­our us with such no­bil­i­ty!”

					The cap­tain, I think, hates vers­es and Na­ture more than any­thing in the world. Twist­ing his mouth side­ways, he says some­times: “Lit­tle vers­es? What earth­ly use are they?” And he de­claims sar­cas­ti­cal­ly:

					
						
							“In front of me there is a por­trait,
							

							Inan­i­mate but in a frame,
							

							In front of it a can­dle burns …
						

					

					“Rub­bish, fid­dle­sticks, and all that sort of thing.”

					All the same, he is not quite a stranger to art and po­et­ry. Af­ter an ex­tra drink or two, he some­times plays the gui­tar and sings cu­ri­ous old love songs that one has not heard for the last thir­ty years.

					I shall go to bed at once, though I know I shall have dif­fi­cul­ty in get­ting to sleep. But are not rever­ies, even the most un­re­al­is­able ones, the un­de­ni­able and con­sol­ing priv­i­lege of ev­ery mor­tal?

				

				
					
						Sep­tem­ber 21st.

					
					If any­one had told me that the cap­tain and I would dine with An­dré Alexan­drovitch him­self, I should have laughed in his face. But, in­ci­den­tal­ly, I have just come back from the Palace and even now I have be­tween my teeth the same cigar that I start­ed smok­ing in that mag­nif­i­cent study. The cap­tain is in his room, rub­bing him­self with the formic acid and grum­bling some­thing or oth­er about “no­bil­i­ty and all that sort of thing.” How­ev­er, he is quite be­wil­dered and ap­par­ent­ly ad­mits him­self a com­ic fig­ure in the lau­rels of a tore­ador and fear­less res­cuer of one of the fair sex. Prob­a­bly fate it­self has cho­sen to present us in this place in com­ic roles: me in my ad­ven­ture on the lake shore, him in to­day’s ex­ploit.

					But I must tell about ev­ery­thing in or­der. It was about eleven in the morn­ing. I was sit­ting at the writ­ing-ta­ble, busy with a let­ter to my peo­ple, while wait­ing for the cap­tain, who was to be in for lunch. He came all right, but in a most un­ex­pect­ed state: cov­ered with dust, red, over­whelmed with con­fu­sion, and fu­ri­ous.

					I looked at him ques­tion­ing­ly. He be­gan to pull off his tu­nic, rail­ing all the time. “This is … this kind of … of stupid thing, and … all that sort of thing! Imag­ine, I was com­ing from the dig­ging. Pass­ing through the yard, I see that old wom­an—well, the moth­er or grand­moth­er, who­ev­er she is—crawl­ing out from the hedge in front of the Palace. Yes, crawl­ing. She tod­dles along, quite qui­et­ly, when—good­ness knows where it came from—a lit­tle calf jumps out, an or­di­nary lit­tle calf, not a year old … gal­lops, you know the way they do, tail up and all that sort of thing … sim­ply a calf’s ec­sta­sy! Yes, that’s what had got hold of him. He sees the old wom­an and starts for her. She be­gins shout­ing and shakes her stick at him, which makes him still worse. There he was, danc­ing round her, just think­ing that she was play­ing with him. My poor old wom­an rolls on the ground, half dead with fright and un­able even to shriek any longer. I see that one must help, and rush up to her at top speed, chase away the stupid calf and find the old wom­an ly­ing on the ground, al­most breath­less and voice­less. I thought that she had per­haps caved in from sheer funk. Well, some­how or oth­er, I lift­ed her up, shook the dust from her and asked her if she were hurt. All she did was to roll her eyes and groan. Fi­nal­ly she gasped out: ‘Take me home.’ I put an arm round her and man­aged to drag her up on to the ve­ran­dah, where we found the chate­laine her­self, the wife of our host. She was ter­ri­fied and burst out: ‘What is the mat­ter with you, Ma­man? What in the world has hap­pened?’ Be­tween us we got the old wom­an in­to an arm­chair and rubbed her over with some sort of scent. She was right enough and grad­u­al­ly found her breath. Then she start­ed em­broi­der­ing. I sim­ply didn’t know where to turn. ‘I was go­ing,’ she says, ‘along the yard, when sud­den­ly a bull flies straight out at me—an enor­mous mad bull with blood­shot eyes, his mouth all foam­ing. He came right at me, banged me in the chest with his horns and dashed me on the ground. … Be­yond that I re­mem­ber noth­ing.’

					“Well then, it ap­peared that I had per­formed a sort of mir­a­cle, that I had sprung at this would-be bull and, on my hon­our, had prac­ti­cal­ly tossed him over my shoul­der. I lis­tened and lis­tened and at last I said: ‘You are mis­tak­en, Madame, it wasn’t a bull, it was just a lit­tle calf.’ But I might have talked till I was hoarse. She wouldn’t even lis­ten. ‘It’s all his mod­esty,’ she said, and that very mo­ment in came their young la­dy, and she, too, was in a great state. The old wom­an start­ed telling her the whole com­e­dy over again. The deuce knows what an id­i­ot­ic busi­ness it is. They called me a hero and a saviour, pressed my hands, and all that sort of thing. I lis­tened to them, feel­ing amused and ashamed, re­al­ly. Well, I think to my­self, I am in for a pret­ty sto­ry and there is noth­ing to say! I had all the dif­fi­cul­ty in the world to get rid of them. What an id­i­ot­ic af­fair! I don’t be­lieve one could in­vent any­thing sil­li­er.”

					We sat down to lunch and, af­ter a few glass­es of his mix­ture, the cap­tain grew calmer. He was just start­ing for the dig­ging when, sud­den­ly, our boy rushed head­long in­to the room, his face dis­tort­ed with awe, his eyes al­most jump­ing out of their sock­ets.

					“The mas­ter … the mas­ter him­self is com­ing here.”

					We too, God knows why, got flur­ried, rushed about, and be­gan hur­ried­ly to put on the tu­nics that we had just tak­en off. And then, at that very mo­ment, Obo­lian­i­nov showed him­self at the door and stopped with a slight half-bow.

					“Gen­tle­men, I’m afraid that my vis­it is in­con­ve­nienc­ing you,” he said with the most nat­u­ral and, at the same time, cold ami­a­bil­i­ty. “Please re­main just as you were, at home.”

					He was wear­ing loose, light trousers which suit­ed as­ton­ish­ing­ly well his great height and his cu­ri­ous­ly youth­ful ap­pear­ance. His face is that of a re­al aris­to­crat. I have nev­er seen such a reg­u­lar pro­file, such a fine ea­gle nose, such a de­ter­mined chin and such ar­ro­gant lips.

					He turned to the cap­tain.

					“Will you kind­ly al­low me to ex­press to you my deep grat­i­tude? If it had not been for your dar­ing—”

					“Please, no! What do you mean?” the cap­tain an­swered, quite con­fused, and wav­ing his hands in in­co­her­ent ges­tures. “I’ve done noth­ing par­tic­u­lar; why thank me? A mere calf. To tell the truth, it was sim­ply awk­ward and all that sort of thing.”

					Obo­lian­i­nov re­peat­ed his iron­i­cal, or po­lite, bow.

					“Your mod­esty does hon­our to your man­li­ness, Cap­tain. In any case, I con­sid­er it my du­ty to ex­press my grat­i­tude on be­half of my moth­er and my­self.”

					At this the cap­tain grew thor­ough­ly ashamed; his face red­dened and then seemed to be­come brown, and he waved his hands more in­co­her­ent­ly than ev­er.

					“For good­ness’ sake … There is noth­ing par­tic­u­lar in it. Sim­ply a calf. But I—don’t wor­ry about it—I see a calf run­ning—well, then, I at once … Please don’t.”

					I saw that the cap­tain had be­come ut­ter­ly mixed, and has­tened to the res­cue.

					“Kind­ly take a seat,” I said, of­fer­ing our vis­i­tor a chair.

					He gave me a fugi­tive, in­dif­fer­ent glance and a neg­li­gent “Mer­ci,” but did not sit down and mere­ly placed his hands on the back of the chair.

					“I’m very sor­ry, gen­tle­men, that we did not meet be­fore,” he said as he held out his hand to the cap­tain. “In any case, it’s bet­ter late than nev­er, isn’t it?”

					The cap­tain, quite dis­con­cert­ed, found no re­ply and mere­ly bowed ex­treme­ly low as he pressed the white, well-kept hand.

					As far as I was con­cerned, I in­tro­duced my­self rather curt­ly: “Lieu­tenant Lap­shine.” And then I added, though rather in­dis­tinct­ly: “De­light­ed … I’m sure. Such an hon­our.”

					Fi­nal­ly, I’m not cer­tain which of us came off the bet­ter, the cap­tain or I.

					“I hope, gen­tle­men, that you won’t refuse to dine with me,” said Obo­lian­i­nov, pick­ing up his hat from the chair. “We dine at sev­en punc­tu­al­ly.”

					We bowed again and our boss re­tired with the same mag­nif­i­cent ease of man­ner with which he had en­tered.

					At sev­en o’clock we pre­sent­ed our­selves at the Palace. All the way, the cap­tain was grum­bling about “no­bil­i­ty” and con­stant­ly ar­rang­ing the or­der which, for some rea­son or oth­er, he was wear­ing on his chest. To all ap­pear­ances, he was in a most de­pressed frame of mind. How­ev­er, I must ad­mit that I was not feel­ing very easy my­self.

					As soon as we reached the house, we were shown in­to the din­ing-room, a large, rather dark room, with mas­sive carved oak pan­els. The mas­ter of the house was not there, but on­ly his wife and the old wom­an, the moth­er who had been saved from death by the cap­tain. A slight em­bar­rass­ment arose, nat­u­ral­ly chiefly on our side. We had to in­tro­duce our­selves. We were asked to sit down. In­evitably, the con­ver­sa­tion fas­tened up­on the event of the morn­ing, but, hav­ing last­ed for about five min­utes, it dried up of its own ac­cord, with­out any hope of re­vival, and all four of us sat silent, look­ing at each oth­er, op­pressed by our si­lence.

					Luck­i­ly Kate, ac­com­pa­nied by her fa­ther, came in­to the room. On see­ing me she bit her lip with an ex­pres­sion of sur­prise and raised her eye­brows. We were in­tro­duced. I un­der­stood from Kate’s glance that no one was to know about our chance meet­ing in the gar­den. Dear girl! Of course I will ful­fil your silent or­der.

					Af­ter din­ner, dur­ing which Obo­lian­i­nov had tried in vain to make the cap­tain talk—for some rea­son or oth­er he paid lit­tle at­ten­tion to me—the old la­dy ex­pressed a wish to play whist. As the cap­tain nev­er touched cards, I had to make the fourth, and for two hours I had to en­dure the most drea­ry bore­dom. Dur­ing the first two rub­bers, the old la­dy played more or less cor­rect­ly. But af­ter­wards her at­ten­tion wan­dered. She be­gan to play out of turn and to pick up oth­er peo­ple’s tricks. When spades were called, she played di­a­monds.

					“But, Ma­man, you still have a spade,” our host would ob­serve with iron­i­cal def­er­ence.

					“Well, are you go­ing to teach me now?” the old la­dy would an­swer in an of­fend­ed tone. “I am too old to be taught, my dear. If I don’t play a spade, it means that I haven’t got one.”

					All the same, a minute lat­er, she would her­self lead spades,

					“You see, Ma­man, you have found a spade,” her son would re­mark with the same shade of benev­o­lent sar­casm, while she was un­af­fect­ed­ly be­wil­dered.

					“I can’t make out, my dear, where it came from. I sim­ply can’t make out …”

					But I my­self played ab­sent­mind­ed­ly. All the time I was lis­ten­ing for the light foot­steps of Kate be­hind my chair. She, poor girl, strug­gled for about half an hour in the hope of en­ter­tain­ing the cap­tain, but all her at­tempts were bro­ken by his stony si­lence. He on­ly blushed, wiped his per­spir­ing fore­head with a check hand­ker­chief, and an­swered to each ques­tion: “Yes, Madame. No, Madame,” At last Kate brought him a whole heap of al­bums, and pic­tures in which he be­came en­tire­ly ab­sorbed.

					Sev­er­al times Kate came pur­pose­ly near the card-ta­ble.

					Our eyes met each time, and each time I caught in hers a sly and ten­der lit­tle glint. Our ac­quain­tance, sus­pect­ed by no one, made of us a pair of con­spir­a­tors, ini­ti­at­ed in a com­mon mys­tery which bound us one to the oth­er with deep, strong ties.

					It was al­ready dark when, af­ter fin­ish­ing the whist and hav­ing a smoke in the study, we were on our way home. The cap­tain was walk­ing ahead of me. Then on the bal­cony I sud­den­ly felt, yes, ex­act­ly felt, the pres­ence of some­one. I pulled hard at my cigar and, in the red­dish light that rose and low­ered, I de­tect­ed a frock and a dear smil­ing face.

					“What a wise, good lit­tle boy! How well he be­haved him­self!” I heard in a low mur­mur.

					In the dark­ness my hand seized hers. The dark­ness gave me sud­den­ly an ex­tra­or­di­nary courage. Press­ing those cold, dain­ty lit­tle fin­gers, I raised them to my lips and be­gan to kiss them quick­ly and avid­ly. At the same mo­ment, I kept re­peat­ing in a hap­py whis­per:

					“Kate, my dar­ling … Kate.”

					She did not get an­gry. She on­ly be­gan to pull her hand fee­bly away and said with feigned im­pa­tience:

					“You mustn’t. You mustn’t. Go away. … Oh, how dis­obe­di­ent you are! Go, I tell you.”

					But when, afraid of mak­ing her re­al­ly an­gry, I loos­ened my fin­gers, she sud­den­ly clung to them and asked:

					“What is your name? You haven’t told me yet.”

					“Alex­ei;” I an­swered.

					“Alex­ei; how nice … Alex­ei … Alex­ei … Ale­sha. …”

					Over­whelmed by this un­ex­pect­ed ca­ress, I stretched out my hands im­pul­sive­ly, on­ly to meet empti­ness. Kate had al­ready dis­ap­peared from the bal­cony.

					Oh, how pas­sion­ate­ly I love her!

				

				
					
						Kate to Ly­dia.

						Sep­tem­ber 21st.

					
					You will re­mem­ber, of course, my dear Li­dotch­ka, how Pa­pa was al­ways against “rankers” and how he used to call them sar­cas­ti­cal­ly “army folk.” So you will be doubt­less as­ton­ished when I tell you that they dined with us to­day. Pa­pa him­self went to the pavil­ion and in­vit­ed them. The rea­son for this sud­den change is that the el­der of the of­fi­cers saved the life of my grand’mère this morn­ing. From what Grand­moth­er tells us, there was some­thing ex­tra­or­di­nary about it. She was pass­ing through the yard, when a mad bull sud­den­ly flew in, the gal­lant of­fi­cer dashed be­tween her and the bull—in a word, a reg­u­lar sto­ry in the man­ner of Spiel­ha­gen.

					Hon­est­ly, I will con­fess to you that I don’t par­tic­u­lar­ly like Pa­pa’s hav­ing in­vit­ed them. In the first place, they both get ut­ter­ly lost in so­ci­ety, so that it is a mar­tyr­dom to look at them, par­tic­u­lar­ly the el­der. He ate his fish with his knife, was dread­ful­ly con­fused all the time, and pre­sent­ed the odd­est ap­pear­ance. Sec­ond­ly, I am sor­ry that our meet­ings in the gar­den have lost al­most all their charm and orig­i­nal­i­ty. Be­fore, when no one even sus­pect­ed our chance ac­quain­tance, there was in these ren­dezvous some­thing for­bid­den, out of the com­mon. Now, al­ready, alas! it will strike no one as even sur­pris­ing to have seen us to­geth­er.

					That Lap­shine is head over ears in love with me, I have now not the slight­est doubt—he has very, al­most too elo­quent eyes. But he is so mod­est, so un­de­cid­ed, that, whether I like it or not, I have to meet him half­way. Yes­ter­day, when he was leav­ing us, I pur­pose­ly wait­ed for him on the bal­cony. It was dark and he be­gan kiss­ing my hands. Ah, dear Li­dotch­ka, in those kiss­es there was some­thing en­chant­ing. I felt them not on­ly on my hands, but all over my body, along which each kiss ran in a sweet, ner­vous shiv­er. At that mo­ment I was very sor­ry not to be mar­ried. I want­ed so much to pro­long and in­ten­si­fy these new and, to me, un­known sen­sa­tions.

					You, of course, will preach me a ser­mon for flirt­ing with Lap­shine. But this does not tie me to any­thing and, doubt­less, it gives plea­sure to him. Be­sides, in a week at the lat­est, we are leav­ing here. For him and for me there will be left mem­o­ries—and noth­ing else.

					Good­bye, dear Li­dotch­ka, it’s a pity that you won’t be in Pe­ters­burg this sea­son. Give a kiss from me to your lit­tle mite of a sis­ter.

					
						Yours ev­er,

						Kate.

					
				

				
					
						Sep­tem­ber 22nd.

					
					
						
							“Is it hap­pi­ness or on­ly the phan­tom of hap­pi­ness? …
							

							What mat­ters it? …”
						

					

					I don’t know which of the po­ets wrote that, but to­day I can’t get it out of my head.

					And it’s true; what does it mat­ter? If I have been hap­py, even for an hour, even for one brief mo­ment, why should I poi­son it with doubts, dis­trust, the eter­nal ques­tions of sus­pi­cious self-es­teem?

					Just be­fore the evening, Kate came out in­to the gar­den. I was wait­ing for her and we went along the thick al­ley, that very same al­ley where I saw for the first time my in­com­pa­ra­ble Kate, the queen of my heart. She was moody and an­swered my ques­tions of­ten at ran­dom. I asked them in­deed with­out much mean­ing, but on­ly to avoid bur­den­ing both of us with silent paus­es. But her eyes did not avoid mine; they looked at me with such ten­der­ness.

					When we had reached the bench, I said: “How dear and un­for­get­table this place is to me, Melle Kate.”

					“Why?” she asked.

					“It was here that I met you for the first time. You re­mem­ber? You were sit­ting here with your friend and you even burst out laugh­ing when I passed by.”

					“Oh, yes, nat­u­ral­ly I re­mem­ber,” Kate ex­claimed, and her face lit up with a smile. “It was stupid of us to laugh aloud like that. Per­haps you thought that it was meant for you?”

					“To tell the truth, I did.”

					“You see how sus­pi­cious you are! That’s not nice of you. It hap­pened sim­ply like this: when you passed I whis­pered some­thing to Ly­dia. It re­al­ly was about you, but I don’t want to re­peat it, as an ex­tra com­pli­ment might make you un­bear­able. Ly­dia stopped me for fear of your catch­ing the words. She is very prude and al­ways stops my lit­tle out­bursts. Then, to tease her, I im­i­tat­ed the voice of my for­mer gov­erness—a very old, stuck-up Miss—‘for shame, shock­ing, for shame.’ There, that’s all, and this lit­tle bit of buf­foon­ery made us laugh out loud. Well, are you pleased now?”

					“Per­fect­ly. But what did you say about me?”

					Kate shook her head with an air of sly re­proach.

					“You are much too cu­ri­ous and I won’t tell you any­thing. As it is, I am much too good to you. Don’t for­get, please, that you must be pun­ished for your be­hav­iour yes­ter­day.”

					I un­der­stood that she had no idea of get­ting an­gry, but, so as to be pre­pared for any­thing, I low­ered my head with a guilty air and said with af­fect­ed dis­tress:

					“For­give me, Melle Kate, I was car­ried away; my feel­ings were too much for me.”

					And as she did not in­ter­rupt me I went on in a still low­er but at the same time pas­sion­ate tone:

					“You are so beau­ti­ful, Melle Kate.”

					The mo­ment was favourable. Kate ap­peared to be wait­ing for me to go on, but a sud­den timid­i­ty seized me and I on­ly asked plead­ing­ly, as I looked in­to her eyes: “You’re not re­al­ly an­gry with me, are you? Tell me. … This tor­tures me so much.”

					“No, I’m not an­gry.” Kate whis­pered, turn­ing her head away with a bash­ful and un­con­scious­ly pret­ty move­ment.

					Well now, the mo­ment has come, I said to my­self en­cour­ag­ing­ly. For­ward, for­ward! One can’t stop half­way in love. Be more dar­ing.

					But dar­ing had de­cid­ed­ly left me, and this si­lence of hers, af­ter words that had been al­most a con­fes­sion, be­came heav­ier and heav­ier. Prob­a­bly, just be­cause of this, Kate said good­bye to me, as we reached the end of the al­ley for the sec­ond time.

					When she gave me her small, del­i­cate, but firm hand, I kept it in my own and looked en­quir­ing­ly in­to her eyes. I thought that I saw a silent con­sent in them. I be­gan once more to kiss that dear lit­tle hand, as pas­sion­ate­ly as I had done on the ter­race. At first, Kate re­sist­ed and called me dis­obe­di­ent, but the next mo­ment I felt a deep warm breath on my hair, and my cheek was swift­ly brushed by those fresh, charm­ing lit­tle lips. In the same sec­ond—I hadn’t even time to draw my­self up—she slipped out of my hands, ran a few steps away and stopped on­ly when she was at a safe dis­tance.

					“Kate, wait, Kate, for heav­en’s sake! I have such a lot to say to you,” I ex­claimed as I ap­proached her.

					“Stay where you are and be silent,” Kate or­dered, frown­ing with her eye­brows and tap­ping her foot im­pa­tient­ly on the rustling leaves.

					I stopped. Kate put her hand to her mouth and made of it a kind of speak­ing trum­pet as, bend­ing slight­ly for­ward, she whis­pered soft­ly but clear­ly: “To­mor­row, as soon as the moon is up; wait for me on the wharf. I will slip out qui­et­ly. We’ll go out on the lake and you shall tell me all you want to tell me. You un­der­stand? You un­der­stand me?”

					Af­ter these words, she turned away quick­ly in the di­rec­tion of the gar­den door with­out once glanc­ing back. As for me, I stood there gaz­ing af­ter her, lost, deeply stirred, and hap­py.

					Kate, dear Kate, if on­ly your po­si­tion and mine in the world were the same! How­ev­er, they say that love is high­er than class dis­tinc­tions or any prej­u­dices. But no, no, I will re­main strong and self-sac­ri­fic­ing.

					Oh, my God, how swift­ly they fly away, my poor, naive, com­ic dreams! As I write these lines, the cap­tain is ly­ing in his bed, play­ing on his gui­tar and singing hoarse­ly an old, old song.

					Mis­er­able lit­tle man, I say to my­self; in or­der not to stuff your head with idle and un­re­al­is­able rub­bish, sit down and, for your own pun­ish­ment, write these lines:

					
						
							A young army lieu­tenant
							

							Be­gan to make love to me.
							

							And my heart throbbed for him
							

							In strange and fa­tal pas­sion.
						

						
							My dar­ling moth­er heard
							

							That I was not against wed­ding.
							

							And, smil­ing, said to me:
							

							“Lis­ten, my dear­est daugh­ter;
						

						
							The young army lieu­tenant
							

							Wants to de­ceive you.
							

							From his evil hand
							

							It will be hard to es­cape.”
						

						
							The young army lieu­tenant
							

							Shed tor­rents of tears.
							

							Some­how, at ear­ly dawn,
							

							He drove to the neigh­bour­ing town.
						

						
							There, in the wood­en chapel,
							

							Un­der the icon of God,
							

							Some pope or oth­er, half drunk,
							

							Wed­ded and yoked our hearts.
						

						
							And then on a peas­ant’s cart
							

							He car­ried me home.
							

							Ah, how the glam­our has fled;
							

							I moan through my tears.
						

						
							There is no sug­ar, no tea,
							

							There is nei­ther wine nor beer;
							

							That is how I un­der­stand
							

							That I am a lieu­tenant’s wife.
							

							That is how I un­der­stand
							

							That I am a lieu­tenant’s wife.
						

					

					Yes, yes, shame on you, poor army lieu­tenant! Tear your hair. Weep, weep through the still­ness of the night. Thank you, Cap­tain, for that wise les­son of yours.

				

				
					
						Sep­tem­ber 24th.

					
					Night, and love, and the moon, as Mme. Ri­abko­va, the wife of the com­man­der of the 2nd pla­toon, sings on our reg­i­men­tal guest nights. Nev­er in my most dar­ing dreams did I ven­ture to imag­ine such in­tox­i­cat­ing hap­pi­ness. I even doubt if the whole evening was not a dream—a dear, mag­i­cal, but de­cep­tive dream. I don’t even know my­self how this al­most im­per­cep­ti­ble, but bit­ter, sed­i­ment of dis­il­lu­sion came in­to my soul.

					I got down to the wharf late. Kate was wait­ing for me, seat­ed on the high stone balustrade which bor­ders the wharf.

					“Well, shall we start?” I asked. Kate pulled her wrap close­ly over her and shud­dered ner­vous­ly.

					“Oh no, it’s too cold; look what a fog there is on the wa­ter.”

					The dark sur­face of the lake, in­deed, could be seen on­ly for a dis­tance of about five feet. Fur­ther off, un­even, fan­tas­ti­cal tufts of grey fog swept over the wa­ter.

					“Let us walk about the gar­den,” Kate said.

					We start­ed. In this mys­te­ri­ous hour of a misty au­tumn night the de­sert­ed gar­den looked sad and strange, like a ne­glect­ed ceme­tery. The moon shone pale. The shad­ows of the naked trees lay across the paths in black, de­cep­tive sil­hou­ettes. The swish of the leaves be­neath our feet star­tled us.

					When we emerged from the dark, and seem­ing­ly damp, arch­way of aca­cias, I put my arm round Kate’s waist and gen­tly, but in­sis­tent­ly, drew her to me. She made no re­sis­tance. Her light, sup­ple, warm body on­ly start­ed slight­ly un­der the touch of my hand, that was burn­ing, as if in fever. In an­oth­er minute, her head was on my shoul­der and I caught the sweet aro­ma of her loos­ened hair.

					“Kate … I’m so hap­py … I love you so, Kate, I adore you.”

					We stopped. Kate’s arms went round my neck. My lips were moist­ened and burned by a kiss, so long, so pas­sion­ate that the blood mount­ed to my head and I stag­gered. The moon was shin­ing ten­der­ly right in­to Kate’s face, in­to that pale, al­most blanched face. Her eyes had grown larg­er, had be­come enor­mous, and, at the same time, so dark, so deep un­der their long eye­lash­es, like mys­te­ri­ous abysses. And her moist lips were clam­our­ing for still more of those in­sa­tiable tor­tur­ing kiss­es.

					“Kate, dar­ling. … You are mine? … quite mine?”

					“Yes … quite … quite.”

					“For­ev­er?”

					“Yes, yes, my dear one.”

					“We will nev­er part, Kate?”

					Her ex­pres­sion changed. “Why do you ask that? Are you not hap­py with me just now?”

					“Oh, Kate!”

					“Well then, why ask about what will come lat­er? Live in the present, dear.”

					Time ceased. I could not re­alise how many min­utes or hours had passed, Kate was the first to come back to re­al­i­ty and, as she slipped out of my arms, she said:

					“It’s late. They’ll dis­cov­er my ab­sence. See me home, Ale­sha.”

					While we walked once more through the dark al­ley of aca­cias, she nes­tled against me, like a grace­ful kit­ten that dreads the cold.

					“I should be fright­ened to be alone here, Ale­sha. How strong you are! Put your arms round me. Again … tighter, tighter. … Take me up in your arms, Ale­sha … Car­ry me.”

					She was as light as a lit­tle feath­er. As I held her, I al­most ran with her along the al­ley, and Kate’s arms wound round my neck still more cling­ing­ly, still more ner­vous­ly. Kiss­ing my neck and tem­ples, and en­velop­ing my face with her quick, burn­ing breath, she kept whis­per­ing:

					“Faster, faster still. … Ah, how nice, how ex­quis­ite! Ale­sha, faster!”

					At the gar­den door we said good­bye.

					“What are you go­ing to do now?” she asked, while I, af­ter bow­ing, be­gan to kiss her hands one af­ter the oth­er.

					“I’m go­ing to write my di­ary,” I an­swered.

					“A di­ary?” Her face ex­pressed sur­prise, and—as it seemed to me—an­noyed sur­prise. “Do you write a di­ary?”

					“Yes. Per­haps you don’t like that?”

					She gave a forced laugh.

					“It de­pends on how you do it. … Of course you’ll show me this di­ary of yours, some time or oth­er?”

					I tried to refuse, but Kate in­sist­ed so strong­ly that at last I had to prom­ise.

					“Now, un­der­stand,” she said, as we part­ed and she held up her fin­ger threat­en­ing­ly, “if I see even a sin­gle cor­rec­tion, look out!”

					When I got home, I banged the door and the cap­tain woke up, grum­bling.

					“Where are you al­ways gal­li­vant­ing about like this, Lieu­tenant? It’s a ren­dezvous, I sup­pose? No­bil­i­ty and all that sort of thing. …”

					I’ve just read over all the non­sense that I’ve been scrib­bling in this book from the very be­gin­ning of Sep­tem­ber. No, no, Kate shall not see my di­ary, or I should have to blush for my­self ev­ery time that I re­mem­bered it. To­mor­row I shall de­stroy it.

				

				
					
						Sep­tem­ber 25th.

					
					Once more night, once more moon, and again the strange and, for me, in­ex­pli­ca­ble min­gling of the in­tox­i­ca­tion of love and the tor­ture of wound­ed pride. It is no dream. Some­one’s foot­steps are sound­ing un­der the win­dow. …

				

				
					
						Kate to Ly­dia.

						Sep­tem­ber 28th.

						My An­gel, Li­dotch­ka,

					
					My lit­tle ro­mance is com­ing to a peace­ful end. To­mor­row we leave Olkho­vat­ka. I pur­pose­ly did not tell Lap­shine be­cause—one nev­er knows—he might turn up at the sta­tion. He is a very sen­si­tive young man and, on the top of it all, he hasn’t the faintest no­tion of con­trol­ling his feel­ings. I think he would be quite ca­pa­ble of burst­ing in­to tears at the sta­tion. Our ro­mance turned out a very sim­ple and, at the same time, a very orig­i­nal one. It was orig­i­nal be­cause the man and wom­an had ex­changed their con­ven­tion­al roles, I was at­tack­ing; he was de­fend­ing him­self. He was ask­ing from me oaths of fi­deli­ty, al­most be­yond the tomb. At the end, he bored me a good deal. He is a man who does not be­long to our cir­cle. His man­ners and habits are not ours. His very lan­guage is dif­fer­ent. At the same time, he is too ex­act­ing. To spare his feel­ings, I nev­er even hint­ed to him how im­pos­si­ble it would have been for Pa­pa to re­ceive him, if he had pre­sent­ed him­self in the light of a prospec­tive son-in-law.

					The fool­ish fel­low! He him­self did not want to pro­long these op­pres­sive de­lights of un­sat­is­fied love. There is some­thing charm­ing in them. To lose one’s breath in tight em­braces and burn slow­ly with pas­sion—what can be bet­ter than this? But then how do I know? Per­haps there are ca­ress­es more dar­ing, more lan­guish­ing, of which I have no idea. Ah, if he had on­ly had in him a touch of that dar­ing, that in­ven­tive­ness, and … that de­prav­i­ty which I have di­vined in many of my Pe­ters­burg ac­quain­tances!

					But he, in­stead of be­com­ing ev­ery day more and more en­ter­pris­ing, whined, sighed, talked bit­ter­ly about the dif­fer­ence in our po­si­tions (as if I would ev­er con­sent to mar­ry him!), hint­ed al­most at sui­cide. As I said be­fore, it was be­com­ing al­most in­tol­er­a­ble. On­ly one, one soli­tary meet­ing has re­mained vivid­ly in my mem­o­ry—that was when he car­ried me in his arms along the gar­den, and he, at all events, was silent. Li­dotch­ka, among oth­er things, he blurt­ed out to me that he keeps a di­ary. This fright­ened me. Heav­en knows in­to whose hands this di­ary might fall lat­er on. I in­sist­ed that he should give it to me. He promised, but he did not keep his word. Then (a few days ago), af­ter a long night walk and af­ter hav­ing said good­bye to him, I crept up to his win­dow. I caught him in the very act. He was writ­ing, and when I called out he was star­tled. His first move­ment was to con­ceal the pa­per, but, you un­der­stand, I or­dered him to hand over all that was writ­ten. Well, my dear, it’s so fun­ny and touch­ing, and there are so many piti­ful words. … I’ll keep this di­ary for you.

					Don’t re­proach me. I’m not afraid on his ac­count—he won’t shoot him­self; and I’m not afraid on my own ac­count ei­ther: he will be solemn­ly silent all his life. Still, I con­fess, for some rea­son or oth­er, I feel vague­ly sad. … But all this will pass in Pe­ters­burg, like the im­pres­sion of a bad dream.

					I kiss you, my beloved one. Write to me in Pe­ters­burg.

					
						Your K.

					
				

			
		
	
		
			Autumn Flowers

			My dear An­gry Friend,

			I write “an­gry” be­cause I can imag­ine first your stu­pe­fac­tion and then your anger when you re­ceive this let­ter and learn by it that I have not kept my word, that I have de­ceived you and have sud­den­ly left the town in­stead of wait­ing for you to­mor­row evening in my ho­tel, as had been de­cid­ed. My dar­ling, I have sim­ply run away from you, or rather from us both, have run away from that tor­tur­ing, that awk­ward, and un­nec­es­sary ten­sion which un­fail­ing­ly would have sprung up be­tween us again.

			And don’t has­ten, with that caus­tic smile of yours, to ac­cuse me of a sav­ing wis­dom, for you know, more than any­one on earth, how that leaves me when I am most in need of it. God is my wit­ness that, up to the last minute, I did not know whether I should re­al­ly go or not. Even now I am not at all sure that I shall re­sist to the end the in­tol­er­a­ble temp­ta­tion to have one more look at you, if on­ly one more, even fugi­tive­ly, even from a dis­tance.

			I don’t even know that I shall keep my­self suf­fi­cient­ly in hand not to jump out of this rail­way car­riage af­ter the third bell. That is why, when I have fin­ished this let­ter (if I can on­ly man­age to fin­ish it) I shall give it to a porter and tell him to post it at the very mo­ment when the train starts. And I shall watch him from the win­dow and feel, as if I were ac­tu­al­ly say­ing good­bye to you, that painful op­pres­sion of the heart.

			For­give me. All that I told you about lemons and sea air and doc­tors who want­ed to send me here from Pe­ters­burg, was un­true. I came here sole­ly be­cause I was ir­re­sistibly drawn to you, aching to re­cap­ture a poor lit­tle par­ti­cle of that burn­ing, daz­zling hap­pi­ness which some­times we rev­elled in prodi­gal­ly and care­less­ly, like czars in fairy tales.

			From what I have told you, I think you must have gath­ered a rather clear pic­ture of my mode of life in that gi­gan­tic Zoo which is called Pe­ters­burg so­ci­ety: vis­its, the­atres, balls, my com­pul­so­ry at home days, the char­i­ty bazaars, etc., etc., in all of which I must play the role of a dec­o­ra­tive ad­ver­tise­ment to my hus­band’s ca­reer and busi­ness af­fairs. But please don’t ex­pect from me the usu­al tirade about the mean­ness, the empti­ness, the flat­ness, the false­hood—I’ve for­got­ten how they put it in our so­ci­ety nov­els. I have been drawn in­to this life, with its com­forts, its good man­ners, its nov­el­ties, its con­nec­tions, its as­so­ci­a­tions, and I should nev­er have the force to tear my­self away from it. But my heart has no share in it. Some sort of peo­ple flash be­fore my eyes, re­peat some sort of words, and I my­self do things of some sort, talk about some­thing, but nei­ther the peo­ple nor the words reach my soul, and some­times all this seems to be hap­pen­ing far, far away from me, as if in a book or a pic­ture, as though it were all “ar­ranged,” as Dom­noush­ka, my old nurse, used to say.

			And sud­den­ly, in this dull, in­dif­fer­ent life I was caught up by a wave from our dear, sweet past. Did you ev­er hap­pen to wake up from one of those strange dreams which are so joy­ous that, af­ter them, one goes about the whole day in a state of bliss­ful in­tox­i­ca­tion, and which are at the same time so fee­ble in them­selves, that if you re­peat­ed them, not mere­ly to a stranger, but to your dear­est friend on earth, they would sound null and flat, al­most grotesque? “Dream­ers of­ten lie,” says Shake­speare’s Mer­cu­tio, and, my God, what a deep psy­cho­log­i­cal truth there is in that.

			Well then I, too, once woke up af­ter such a dream. I saw my­self in a boat with you, some­where far out to sea. You were hold­ing the oars and I was ly­ing in the stern, look­ing up at the blue sky. That was the whole dream. The boat was rock­ing slight­ly and the sky was so blue that some­times I seemed to be look­ing in­to a bot­tom­less abyss. And a kind of unattain­able feel­ing of joy per­me­at­ed my soul with such ten­der­ness, such har­mo­ny, that I want­ed to cry and laugh at the same mo­ment from too much hap­pi­ness, I woke up, but the dream re­mained in my soul as if it had tak­en root in it. With a lit­tle ef­fort of imag­i­na­tion, I was of­ten able to re­call it and to re­cap­ture a pale shad­ow at least of my dream.

			Some­times it would come to me in the draw­ing-room, dur­ing some life­less con­ver­sa­tion, which one lis­tens to with­out hear­ing, and then I would have to cov­er my eyes with my hand for a mo­ment to hide their un­ex­pect­ed gleam. Oh, how pow­er­ful­ly, how in­evitably, I was drawn to you! How that cap­ti­vat­ing, mag­ic tale of our love that flashed in­to my life six years ago un­der those ca­ress­ing south­ern skies ris­es up be­fore me, new­born in such mo­ments. Ev­ery­thing comes back to me in a rush: our sud­den quar­rels, stupid jeal­ousies, the com­ic sus­pi­cions and the joy­ous rec­on­cil­i­a­tions, af­ter which our kiss­es re­newed their first fresh charm, the ea­ger­ly an­tic­i­pat­ed meet­ings, the feel­ing of sad empti­ness in those min­utes, af­ter part­ing in the evening on­ly to see each oth­er again the next morn­ing, when, again and again, we would turn at the same mo­ment and our eyes would meet over the shoul­ders of the crowd that sep­a­rat­ed us, look­ing pink against the back­ground of the dusky sun­set. I re­mem­bered ev­ery atom of this il­lu­mined life, so full of strong, un­tram­melled hap­pi­ness.

			We couldn’t re­main in the same spot. We were drawn ea­ger­ly to fresh places and fresh im­pres­sions. How charm­ing they were, our long trips in those an­te­dilu­vian, stuffy dili­gences cov­ered with dirty sail­cloth, in the com­pa­ny of gloomy Ger­mans, with red, sinewy necks and faces that looked as if they had been rough­ly carved out of wood; and the lean, prim Ger­man wom­en who stared at us with stu­pe­fied eyes, as they lis­tened to our mad laugh­ter. And those hap­haz­ard lunch­es “at some good old hon­est set­tler’s,” un­der the shade of the flow­er-laden aca­cia, hid­den away in a clean yard, that was sur­round­ed by a white wall and cov­ered with sand from the seashore. Don’t you re­mem­ber them? How ravenous­ly we used to at­tack the stuffed mack­erels and the rough sour wine of the coun­try, in­dulging in thou­sands of fun­ny, ten­der lit­tle bê­tis­es, like that his­toric, im­per­ti­nent kiss which made all the tourists turn their backs on us with in­dig­na­tion. And the warm Ju­ly nights in the fish­ing vil­lages? Do you re­mem­ber that ex­tra­or­di­nary moon­light which was so bright that it seemed fan­tas­tic and un­re­al; that calm, ir­ra­di­at­ed sea, with rip­ples of sil­very moire and, on the lit-up back­ground, the dark out­lines of the fish­er­men as they drew in their nets, monotonous­ly and rhyth­mi­cal­ly, all bend­ing in the same di­rec­tion?

			But some­times we would be seized by a long­ing for the noise of town and the hurly-burly of strangers. Lost in an un­known crowd, we would wan­der, press­ing against each oth­er, and re­al­is­ing more than ev­er our near­ness each to each. Do you re­mem­ber, my dar­ling? As for me, I re­mem­ber ev­ery minute de­tail and feel it un­til it hurts. All that is mine; it lives in me and will be with me al­ways, to my death. I could nev­er, even if I want­ed to, get rid of it. … Do you un­der­stand?—nev­er. And yet it is not a re­al­i­ty. And I tor­ture my­self with the knowl­edge that I could nev­er live it and feel it again be­cause, God or Na­ture—I re­al­ly don’t know which—af­ter giv­ing man an al­most God­like in­tel­li­gence has, at the same time, in­vent­ed for him two tor­tur­ing traps: ig­no­rance of the fu­ture and the im­pos­si­bil­i­ty of for­get­ting the past, with the equal im­pos­si­bil­i­ty of re­turn­ing to it.

			On re­ceiv­ing the lit­tle note that I sent you at once from the ho­tel, you has­tened to me. You were hur­ry­ing and you were ag­i­tat­ed. I knew it at a dis­tance by your quick, ner­vous step, and al­so be­cause, be­fore knock­ing at my door, you stood quite a long time in the cor­ri­dor. At that mo­ment, I was equal­ly ner­vous my­self, re­al­is­ing that you were stand­ing there be­hind the door, on­ly two steps away from me, pale, press­ing your hand tight­ly against your heart, and breath­ing deeply and even with dif­fi­cul­ty. And for some rea­son or oth­er, it seemed to me then im­pos­si­ble, unimag­in­able, that at once, in a few sec­onds, I should see you and hear your voice. I was in a mood such as one ex­pe­ri­ences when half asleep, when one sees things rather clear­ly, but, with­out wak­ing up, one says to one­self: this is not re­al, it is on­ly a dream.

			You had changed dur­ing the years, you had be­come more man­ly; you seemed to have grown. Your black jack­et suits you much bet­ter than your stu­dent’s tu­nic; your man­ners have be­come more col­lect­ed; your eyes look at one with more as­sur­ance and more cold­ly; that fash­ion­able, point­ed lit­tle beard of yours is de­cid­ed­ly be­com­ing. You thought that I too had im­proved in looks, and I quite be­lieve that you said it sin­cere­ly, all the more be­cause I read it in your first, quick, slight­ly sur­prised glance. Ev­ery wom­an, un­less she is hope­less­ly stupid, will re­alise un­err­ing­ly the im­pres­sion that her ap­pear­ance has pro­duced. …

			All the way down here in the train, I was try­ing to imag­ine our meet­ing. I ad­mit that I nev­er thought it would turn out so strange, so strained, so awk­ward for both of us. We ex­changed unim­por­tant, com­mon­place words about my jour­ney, about Pe­ters­burg, about our health, but the eyes of each were search­ing the oth­er’s, jeal­ous­ly look­ing for what had been added by time and the strange life that was com­plete­ly un­known to the oth­er. … Con­ver­sa­tion failed us. We be­gan with “vous” in an ar­ti­fi­cial, af­fect­ed tone, but both of us soon felt that ev­ery minute made it more dif­fi­cult and more stupid to keep it up. There seemed to be be­tween us some for­eign, op­pres­sive, cold ob­sta­cle, and we did not know how to re­move it.

			The spring evening was qui­et­ly fad­ing. It grew dark in the room. I want­ed to ring for lights, but you protest­ed against it. Per­haps the dark­ness helped us in our de­ci­sion to touch up­on the past. We be­gan to talk about it with that kind­ly con­de­scend­ing mock­ery with which grownup peo­ple al­lude to the pranks of their child­hood. But the odd part of it was that the more we tried to de­ceive each oth­er and our­selves and ap­pear gay and in­dif­fer­ent, the sad­der grew our tone. At last, we be­came silent and sat for a long time—I in the cor­ner of the so­fa, you in the arm­chair—with­out mov­ing, al­most with­out breath­ing. Through the open win­dow there came to us the in­dis­tinct drone of the large town, the noise of wheels, the hoarse shrieks of the tramway hoot­ers, the jerky bi­cy­cle bells, and, as al­ways on spring evenings, these sounds reached us soft­ened in­to a melan­choly that was al­most ten­der. Through the win­dow one could see a nar­row strip of the sky—pale as fad­ed bronze—and, against it, the dark sil­hou­ette of a roof with chim­neys and a watch­tow­er that shim­mered faint­ly. In the dark­ness I could not dis­tin­guish your fig­ure, but I could see the shin­ing of your eyes, fixed on the win­dow, and I thought there were tears in them.

			Do you know what com­par­i­son oc­curred to me while we silent­ly re­viewed our dear, touch­ing mem­o­ries? It was as though we had met, af­ter years of sep­a­ra­tion, at the tomb of some­one whom we had both at one time loved with equal fond­ness. A qui­et ceme­tery … spring … young grass all round; the lilacs are blos­som­ing, and we are stand­ing be­side the fa­mil­iar tomb, un­able to go, un­able to shake off the sad, con­fused, and end­less­ly dear phan­toms that have claimed us. This dead be­ing—it is our old love, my dar­ling.

			Sud­den­ly you broke the si­lence, jump­ing up and push­ing your chair sharply away.

			“No,” you ex­claimed, “this is im­pos­si­ble, this is be­com­ing tor­ment.” I could hear how painful­ly your voice shook. “For God’s sake, let us get out in­to the fresh air, or I shall break down or go mad.”

			We went out. The trans­par­ent, soft, tawny dark­ness of the spring evening was al­ready in the air, en­velop­ing with amaz­ing light­ness, del­i­ca­cy, and dis­tinct­ness the an­gles of build­ings, the branch­es of trees, and the con­tours of hu­man fig­ures. When we had passed the boule­vards you called a cab, and I knew al­ready where you wished to take me.

			There ev­ery­thing is as it once was. The long stretch of yel­low sand, care­ful­ly pound­ed down, the bright blue lights of hang­ing elec­tric lanterns, the play­ful, ex­hil­a­rat­ing sounds of the mil­i­tary or­ches­tra, the long rows of lit­tle mar­ble ta­bles, oc­cu­pied by men and wom­en, the in­dis­tinct and mo­not­o­nous talk of the crowd, the hasti­ly dart­ing wait­ers, the nev­er-chang­ing, stim­u­lat­ing en­vi­ron­ment of an ex­pen­sive restau­rant. Heav­ens, how quick­ly, how cease­less­ly the hu­man be­ing changes, and how per­ma­nent and im­mov­able are the places and things that sur­round him. In this con­trast, there is al­ways some­thing in­fin­ite­ly sad and mys­te­ri­ous. You know, it has some­times been my lot to stum­ble on bad lodg­ings, not mere­ly bad, but dis­gust­ing, ut­ter­ly im­pos­si­ble, and, in ad­di­tion to this, to en­counter a whole se­ries of un­pleas­ant in­ci­dents, dis­ap­point­ments, ill­ness. When you change lodg­ings like those, you re­al­ly think that you have en­tered the zone of heav­en. But a week or so lat­er it is enough to pass by chance that very house and glance up at the emp­ty win­dows with the white plac­ards stuck on them, for your soul to be­come op­pressed by a painful, lan­guid re­gret. It is true that ev­ery­thing there was odi­ous, dis­tress­ing, but, all the same, you seem to have left there a whole strip of your life, a strip that you can­not re­cov­er.

			Just as be­fore, girls with bas­kets of flow­ers were stand­ing at the doors of the restau­rant. Do you re­mem­ber how you used al­ways to choose for me two ros­es, one dark crim­son and the oth­er tea-coloured? As we were driv­ing past, I no­ticed, by a sud­den move­ment of your hand, that you want­ed to do the same, but you pulled your­self up in time. How grate­ful I was to you for this, my dear one!

			Un­der hun­dreds of cu­ri­ous eyes, we made our way to the same lit­tle ar­bour that juts out so im­per­ti­nent­ly over the seafront at a fear­ful height, so that, when you look down, lean­ing over the rail­ing, you can­not see the shore and you seem to be swim­ming in the air. Be­neath our feet, the sea was clam­our­ing; at this height it looked so dark and ter­ri­ble. Not far from the shore, large black, an­gu­lar rocks emerged from the wa­ter. The waves were con­stant­ly rush­ing at them, break­ing them­selves against them and cov­er­ing them with mounds of white foam. When the waves re­treat­ed, the wet, pol­ished flanks of the rocks shone as if they had been var­nished and re­flect­ed the lights of the elec­tric globes. Some­times a gen­tle lit­tle breeze would blow up, sat­u­rat­ed with such a strong, healthy smell of sea­weed, fish, and salt ozone, that one’s lungs ex­pand­ed from it, of their own ac­cord, and one’s nos­trils di­lat­ed.

			But some­thing bad, dull, and con­strain­ing was more and more sure­ly chain­ing us down. …

			When cham­pagne was brought in, you filled my glass and you said with gloomy gai­ety:

			“Well, let us try to get a lit­tle ar­ti­fi­cial life. ‘Let us drink this good, brave wine,’ as the fiery French say.”

			No, in any case, “the good, brave wine” would not have helped us. You grasped that your­self, for you added im­me­di­ate­ly, with a long sigh:

			“Do you re­mem­ber how we used to be, both of us, from morn­ing till night, drunk with­out wine mere­ly from our love and the joy of life?”

			Be­low, on the sea, near the rocks, a skiff ap­peared, its large white state­ly sails swing­ing pret­ti­ly as it dipped and rose through the waves. In the skiff, one could hear a wom­an’s laugh, and some­one, prob­a­bly a for­eign­er, was whistling, quite in tune with the or­ches­tra, the melodies of the Wald­teufel waltz.

			You too were fol­low­ing the sails with your eyes, and, still look­ing at it, you said dream­i­ly:

			“It would be nice to get in­to a lit­tle boat like that and go far out to sea, out of sight of land. … Do you re­mem­ber how we used to do it in the old days?”

			“Yes, our old days are dead. …”

			It slipped from me un­in­ten­tion­al­ly, in an­swer to my thoughts, and im­me­di­ate­ly I was fright­ened by the un­ex­pect­ed ef­fect that the words pro­duced on you. You grew sud­den­ly so white and threw your­self back in your chair so quick­ly that I thought you were faint­ing. A minute lat­er, you be­gan to speak in a stran­gled voice that seemed sud­den­ly to have be­come hoarse:

			“How odd­ly our thoughts have met. I was just think­ing the same. It seems to me fan­tas­tic, un­re­al, im­pos­si­ble that it was re­al­ly we, not two oth­er peo­ple, quite strangers to us, who, six years ago, loved each oth­er so mad­ly and rev­elled in life so ful­ly, so beau­ti­ful­ly. Those two have long ceased to be­long to this world. They have died … died. …”

			We re­turned to the town. The road ran through clus­ter af­ter clus­ter of vil­las built by the lo­cal mil­lion­aires. We passed im­pres­sive cast-iron rail­ings and high stone walls be­hind which the thick green of pla­tanes hung down over the road; enor­mous gate­ways carved like lace work; gar­dens with wreaths of many coloured lanterns; mag­nif­i­cent ve­ran­dahs, bril­liant­ly il­lu­mi­nat­ed; ex­ot­ic plants in the flow­er gar­dens in front of vil­las which seemed like mag­ic palaces. The white aca­cias had such a strong odour, that the aro­ma of their lus­cious sweet­ness could be felt, even on one’s lips. Some­times we ex­pe­ri­enced, for a sec­ond, a damp chill­i­ness, but im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter­wards we passed once more in­to the per­fumed warmth of the qui­et spring night.

			The hors­es were run­ning fast, their hoof-beats fall­ing loud­ly in even time. We swayed gen­tly on the car­riage springs, as we sat silent. When we were near­ing the town, I felt your arm cau­tious­ly, slow­ly, wind­ing round my waist and qui­et­ly but in­sis­tent­ly it drew me to you. I made no re­sis­tance but did not yield to this em­brace. And you un­der­stood, and you were ashamed. You with­drew your arm and I groped in the dark for your hand, grate­ful­ly press­ing it, and it an­swered me with a friend­ly, apolo­get­ic pres­sure.

			But I knew that your wound­ed male pride would as­sert it­self all the same. And I was not wrong. Just be­fore we part­ed, at the en­trance to the ho­tel, you asked per­mis­sion to come to see me. I fixed a day, and then—for­give me—I stealth­ily ran away from you. My dar­ling! If not to­mor­row, then in an­oth­er two days, in a week per­haps, there would have flamed up in us mere­ly sen­su­al­i­ty, against which hon­our and will and mind are pow­er­less. We would have robbed those two dead peo­ple by sub­sti­tut­ing for our love of the past a false and lu­di­crous make-be­lieve. And the dead peo­ple would have cru­el­ly avenged them­selves by cre­at­ing be­tween us quar­rels, dis­trust, cold­ness, and—what is more ter­ri­ble than all the rest—a cease­less jeal­ous com­par­i­son of the present with the past.

			Good­bye. In the heat of writ­ing I have not no­ticed how I have passed on to the old “tu” of lovers. I am sure that in a few days, when the first ache of your wound­ed pride has passed, you will share my opin­ion and will stop be­ing an­gry at my es­cape.

			The first bell has just sound­ed. But I am sure now that I shall re­sist temp­ta­tion and shall not jump out of the train.

			All the same, our brief meet­ing is be­gin­ning, in my imag­i­na­tion, to clothe it­self in a lit­tle cloud of smoke, a kind of ten­der, qui­et, po­et­ic, sub­mis­sive sad­ness. Do you re­mem­ber that beau­ti­ful verse of Pouchkine: “Au­tumn flow­ers are dear­er than the beau­ti­ful new­born ones of the fields. … So, some­times the hour of part­ing is more vivid than the meet­ing it­self …”?

			Yes, my dar­ling, these very au­tumn flow­ers. Have you ev­er been out in a gar­den late in au­tumn on a wet, mo­rose morn­ing? The al­most naked trees are thread­bare and swing to and fro; the fall­en leaves rot on the paths; on all sides is death and des­o­la­tion. And on­ly in the flowerbeds, above the droop­ing yel­low stalks of the oth­er flow­ers, the au­tumn asters and dahlias bloom bright­ly. Do you re­mem­ber their sharp, grassy odour? You are stand­ing, per­haps in a strange list­less­ness, near the flowerbeds, shiv­er­ing with cold; you smell this melan­choly, pure­ly au­tum­nal, odour and you are dis­tressed. There is ev­ery­thing in this dis­tress: re­gret for the sum­mer that has fled so quick­ly, ex­pec­ta­tion of the cold win­ter, with its snow, and the wind howl­ing through the chim­neys, and re­gret for one’s own sum­mer that has so swift­ly rushed away. My dear­est one, my on­ly one! Ex­act­ly that feel­ing has tak­en hold of my soul at this mo­ment. In a lit­tle time, your rec­ol­lec­tion of our meet­ing will be­come for you just as ten­der, sweet, sad, and poignant. Good­bye, then. I kiss you on your clever, beau­ti­ful eyes.

			
				Your Z——.

			
		
	
		
			
				Emerald

				“I ded­i­cate this sto­ry to the mem­o­ry of that in­com­pa­ra­ble piebald race­horse, Khol­stomer.”

			
			
				I

				Emer­ald, the four-year-old, a full-grown race­horse of Amer­i­can breed, of a uni­form grey, steel-like colour, woke up as usu­al at about mid­night in his loose box. The oth­er hors­es, his neigh­bours on the left and right and op­po­site on the oth­er side of the pas­sage, were chew­ing hay with quick reg­u­lar­i­ty, as though they were keep­ing time, crunch­ing it with rel­ish be­tween their teeth and, ev­ery now and then, sniff­ing on ac­count of the dust. On a heap of hay in a cor­ner, slept the sta­ble-boy on du­ty. Emer­ald knew by the se­quence of days and by the par­tic­u­lar snore that it was Vas­sili, a lad whom the hors­es dis­liked, be­cause he smoked a reek­ing to­bac­co in the sta­bles, fre­quent­ly came in drunk, pound­ed their bel­lies with his knees, shook his fists in their eyes, tugged their hal­ters rough­ly, and al­ways ad­dressed them in an un­nat­u­ral, hoarse, threat­en­ing voice.

				Emer­ald went up to the railed en­trance op­po­site which, fac­ing him in her sta­ble, stood a young black, not yet full-grown, mare, named Chego­likha. Emer­ald could not see her body in the dark, but ev­ery time that she left off munch­ing the hay and turned her head her large eyes would gleam for a few sec­onds with a pret­ty pur­ple fire. Emer­ald drew a long breath with del­i­cate di­lat­ed nos­trils as he took in the scarce­ly no­tice­able, but in­sis­tent, ag­i­tat­ing, odour of her skin and gave a short neigh.

				The mare turned round quick­ly and an­swered with a light, trem­bling, and play­ful neigh­ing.

				From the box, im­me­di­ate­ly on his right, Emer­ald heard a jeal­ous, an­gry breath­ing. It came from old Onieguine, a vi­cious chest­nut, who still ap­peared from time to time in the town races.

				The two hors­es were sep­a­rat­ed by a light board par­ti­tion and could not see each oth­er, but, by plac­ing his nose on the rail, Emer­ald could catch eas­i­ly the warm odour of the chewed hay as it came from the pant­ing nos­trils of the chest­nut. In this way, for some lit­tle time, the two hors­es sniffed at each oth­er in the dark­ness, their ears flat on their heads, their necks arched as they grew more and more an­gry. Then, all of a sud­den, each of them gave tongue to his rage, stamp­ing fierce­ly at the same mo­ment.

				“Stop that non­sense, you dev­ils,” the sta­ble-boy shout­ed at them sleep­i­ly, but with the fa­mil­iar threat in his voice.

				The hors­es sprang back from the rails and pricked up their ears. Their hos­til­i­ty to­wards each oth­er was of long stand­ing, but on­ly three days be­fore this there had been brought in­to this very sta­ble that grace­ful black mare, a quite un­usu­al oc­cur­rence, due to lack of space just be­fore the races. And now not a day passed with­out a quar­rel be­tween them. In the sta­bles, on the race­track, and when they were tak­en to wa­ter, they would pro­voke each oth­er to light. But in his soul Emer­ald felt a cer­tain fear of this long, self-as­sertive chest­nut, a fear of that pun­gent smell of an an­gry horse, his rough, camel-like Adam’s ap­ple, his gloomy, sunken eyes, and par­tic­u­lar­ly of his strong, stone-like frame, hard­ened by years of train­ing and pre­vi­ous com­bats.

				Pre­tend­ing to him­self that he was not in the least afraid, and that noth­ing at all had hap­pened, Emer­ald turned, bent his head in­to the manger, and rum­maged the hay with his soft, mo­bile, elas­tic lips. At first he just nib­bled capri­cious­ly at sep­a­rate morsels, but soon the gus­to of chew­ing came over him and he re­al­ly plunged in­to feed­ing. And at the same time slow in­dif­fer­ent thoughts were leak­ing in­to his head, link­ing to­geth­er mem­o­ries of shapes and per­fumes and sounds, and then los­ing them­selves fi­nal­ly in that dark abyss which lay be­fore and be­hind ev­ery­thing ex­cept the pass­ing mo­ment.

				Hay was the float­ing thought just now and he re­called the old sta­ble­man, Nazar, who dis­trib­uted the hay in the evening. That good old Nazar! he al­ways has such a cosy smell of black bread and just a slight sniff of wine; his move­ments are gen­tle and un­hur­ried; on his days the oats and hay taste bet­ter, and it is nice to lis­ten to him, for, when groom­ing you, he talks to you in whis­pers, with just a ten­der re­proach, and all the time he is wheez­ing to him­self. But for all that, he lacks the main thing, the horse touch, and when he has you be­tween the shafts you can feel, through the reins, that his hands are fum­bling and in­ex­act.

				Vas­sili has not got that horse­man feel ei­ther, and, though he shouts and strikes, all the hors­es know that he is a cow­ard and they are not afraid of him. And he, too, is un­able to drive—he pulls at you and gets ner­vous. The third sta­ble­man, the squint-eyed one, is bet­ter than these two, but he has no love for hors­es and is cru­el and im­pa­tient; be­sides, his hands are heavy as if they were made of wood. And the fourth, An­dri­ash­ka, is still quite a boy and plays with the hors­es just like a suck­ing colt, stealth­ily kiss­ing them on the up­per lip, be­tween the nos­trils, which isn’t par­tic­u­lar­ly agree­able, but rather fun­ny.

				But that oth­er one, the tall, thin, clean-shaven one with the stoop and the gold-rimmed glass­es—oh, he’s quite an­oth­er af­fair. He’s like some ex­tra­or­di­nary horse, wise and strong and fear­less. He nev­er gets an­gry, nev­er us­es the whip, nev­er even threat­ens, but, all the same, when he’s up in the Amer­i­can bug­gy, it is so nice, so ter­ri­fy­ing­ly pleas­ant, to obey ev­ery hint of his strong, clever, all-com­pre­hend­ing fin­gers. He alone can pro­duce in Emer­ald that state of joy­ous har­mo­ny in which the whole force of the body lends it­self to the rush of the race and makes one feel so light and mer­ry.

				And at once, Emer­ald saw in imag­i­na­tion the short track to the hip­po­drome, saw al­most ev­ery house, ev­ery kerb­stone, saw the sand of the hip­po­drome it­self, the Tri­bune, the oth­er hors­es, the green of the grass and the yel­low of the track. Then sud­den­ly he re­called the dark bay three-year-old who had re­cent­ly twist­ed his foot on the track and had be­gun to limp. And think­ing of him Emer­ald tried, men­tal­ly, to go lame him­self just a lit­tle.

				One bit of hay which Emer­ald had in his mouth had a pe­cu­liar­ly del­i­cate taste. The colt chewed it for some time, and long af­ter he had swal­lowed it, he re­tained in his mouth the fine per­fume of fad­ed flow­ers and dry, odor­ous grass. Then a dim quite form­less, far-off mem­o­ry slid in­to the horse’s brain. This is just what hap­pens some­times with smok­ers when the chance in­hal­ing of a cig­a­rette brings back sud­den­ly for an ir­re­sistible sec­ond the mem­o­ry of a dark cor­ri­dor with old wall­pa­per and a soli­tary can­dle on the buf­fet; or else a long jour­ney through the night with the reg­u­lar tin­kling of sledge bells and the sen­sa­tion of lan­guid sleepi­ness; or else the dark blue wood, not too far off, the snow daz­zling one’s eyes, the noise of an ap­proach­ing battue, the pas­sion­ate im­pa­tience that makes one’s knees trem­ble—all in a mo­ment such by­gone, for­got­ten, touch­ing, but no longer trans­lat­able, feel­ings slide in­to one’s soul with a som­bre and dim ca­ress.

				Mean­while the lit­tle black win­dow above the manger, in­vis­i­ble un­til now, be­gan to get grey and to be­come faint­ly out­lined in the dark­ness. The hors­es chewed more lazi­ly and sighed one af­ter the oth­er deeply and soft­ly. In the yard the cock sound­ed his fa­mil­iar call, sonorous, bold, and sharp like a trum­pet. And far away in the dis­tance, oth­er cocks, each in turn, spread the sum­mons of the morn­ing.

				With his head bent in the manger. Emer­ald was still try­ing to keep in his mouth and get back with re­newed force that strange taste that had aroused in him the echo of an ex­quis­ite, al­most phys­i­cal, but in­com­pre­hen­si­ble mem­o­ry. But he could not re­vive it and, be­fore he knew where he was, he be­gan to doze.

			
			
				II

				His feet and body were per­fect­ly built; that is why he al­ways slept stand­ing, scarce­ly swing­ing ei­ther back­wards or for­wards. Some­times, though, he would give a start and then his deep sleep would pass for a few sec­onds in­to a light slum­ber. But the short in­ter­vals of sleep were so pro­found that the mus­cles, nerves, and skin of the horse were rest­ed and re­freshed.

				It was just at dawn that he was dream­ing of an ear­ly spring morn­ing, a red­dish streak suf­fus­ing the earth, and a low-ly­ing sweet-scent­ed mead­ow. The grass was thick and lus­cious, green as in some charm­ing fairy­tale, but tinged by the dawn with a del­i­cate pink just as hu­man be­ings and an­i­mals see it in ear­ly child­hood, the dew gleam­ing all over it like trem­bling fires. In the pure, rar­efied air ev­ery sort of per­fume comes to one with pe­cu­liar in­ten­si­ty. One catch­es, through the fresh­ness of the morn­ing, the smell of the blue and trans­par­ent smoke that curls over the vil­lage chim­neys; ev­ery flow­er in the mead­ow has a dis­tinct scent; on the moist bro­ken road that leads in­to the town, in­nu­mer­able scents are min­gled with the smell of hu­man be­ings, of tar, of horse-dung, of dust, and of cow’s milk, fresh from a pass­ing herd, of aro­mat­ic gum that drips from the pine trees over the hedge.

				Emer­ald, a sev­en-months’ stal­lion (his mane and tail cut short) is run­ning aim­less­ly through the mead­ow, bend­ing his neck and kick­ing out his hind legs. He seems to be made of air, and is not in the least con­scious of the weight of his body. The white, per­fumed camomile flow­ers keep run­ning back­wards un­der his feet. He whisks away straight on to the sun. The wet grass swish­es against his feet, his knees, mak­ing them feel cold and dull just for the mo­ment. The blue sky, the green grass, the gold­en sun, the ex­quis­ite air, the drunk­en ec­sta­sy of youth, of strength and speed!

				But just then he hears a short, rest­less, ten­der, and ap­peal­ing neigh­ing, so fa­mil­iar to him that he can recog­nise it at a dis­tance among thou­sands of neighs. He stops short in his full gal­lop, lis­tens for an in­stant, his head raised, his del­i­cate ears mov­ing and his broom-shaped, short downy tail shak­ing as he an­swers with a long-drawn call, with which the whole of his fine, thin­nish, long-legged body vi­brates. And then he speeds to his moth­er.

				She—a qui­et, bony old mare—rais­es her wet muz­zle from the grass, smells over the colt quick­ly and at­ten­tive­ly and then re­sumes her chew­ing as though she were in a hur­ry to fin­ish a press­ing busi­ness. Bend­ing his flex­i­ble neck un­der her with up­turned muz­zle, the colt from habit thrusts his lips be­tween her hind legs, to find a warm elas­tic nip­ple full of sweet, scarce­ly sour­ish, milk that flows, in hot lit­tle rip­ples, in­to his mouth. On and on he drinks and can­not tear him­self from it. The brood mare shakes her­self free at last and pre­tends to bite his groin.

				

				It is quite light now in the sta­ble. An old smelling, beard­ed goat who lives with the hors­es has ap­proached the sta­ble doors (that had been strength­ened in­side with beams) and com­menced to bleat, look­ing back­wards at the sta­ble-boy. Vas­sili, bare­foot­ed, scratch­ing his wool­ly head, got up to open them for him. The day was a reg­u­lar au­tumn one, bluish and cold. The square, in front of the open doors, was cov­ered at once by the warm vapour that steamed out from the sta­bles, while the aro­ma of the white frost and the fall­en leaves pen­e­trat­ed del­i­cate­ly in­to the hors­es’ stalls.

				They knew well that oats were go­ing to be served out to them and they were giv­ing im­pa­tient grunts near their rail­ings. The greedy and capri­cious Onieguine was stamp­ing with his hoofs and was ex­hibit­ing his old bad habit of champ­ing with his up­per teeth against the chewed iron-bound brim of the manger, swal­low­ing and belch­ing out the morn­ing air. Emer­ald, for his part, con­tent­ed him­self with rub­bing his muz­zle against the rail­ing.

				The oth­er sta­ble­men—there were four al­to­geth­er—came in and be­gan to dis­trib­ute the oats in iron bins. While Nazar was heap­ing up the heavy rustling oats in Emer­ald’s manger, the colt, his warm nos­trils trem­bling, did his best to get at it, first over the old man’s shoul­der and then un­der his arm. The sta­ble­man, who liked this im­pa­tience of a qui­et horse, loi­tered pur­pose­ly, bar­ri­cad­ed the manger with his el­bows and grum­bled out in his rough, kind­ly way, “Now, you glut­ton … there’s lots of time. … Punch me again with your nose, and I’ll be punch­ing you tonight.”

				From the lit­tle win­dow, above the manger, rose a square joy­ous sun­beam in which mil­lions of gold­en frag­ments of dust, di­vid­ed by long shad­ows from the win­dow­panes, were whirling down­wards.

			
			
				III

				Emer­ald had just fin­ished his oats when they came to take him out in­to the yard. It was warmer now and the ground had be­come soft­er, but the sta­ble walls were still white with frost. From the ma­nure heaps, just tak­en out of the sta­bles, rose a thick vapour, and the spar­rows were swarm­ing on them, chirrup­ing ex­cit­ed­ly as though they were quar­relling. Emer­ald bent his neck un­der the door­way and crossed the thresh­old care­ful­ly. Then he drank in joy­ful­ly deep draughts of the de­li­cious air, shook the full length of his body and gave a sonorous sneeze. “Good health to you,” ob­served Nazar quite grave­ly. Emer­ald would not keep still. He want­ed vig­or­ous move­ments, the tick­ling feel­ing of the air rush­ing in­to one’s eyes and nos­trils, the burn­ing heart­beats and the long, deep breath­ing. Tied with a hal­ter, he was neigh­ing, danc­ing on his hind legs and curv­ing his neck side­ways to get a back­ward glimpse of the black mare, with one of his large rolling eyes, the whites of which were ribbed with lit­tle red veins.

				Breath­less from ex­er­tion, Nazar lift­ed high up above his head a pail of wa­ter, and dashed it up­on the colt’s back from crest to tail. This was a fa­mil­iar sen­sa­tion to Emer­ald, vig­or­ous, pleas­ant, and al­ways a lit­tle star­tling. Nazar brought more wa­ter and sprin­kled his flanks, chest, feet, and tail with it. And each time that he soused him, his horny palm would pass over the horse’s coat to mop off the wa­ter. Glanc­ing back­wards, Emer­ald could see his own slop­ing haunch­es sud­den­ly dark­ened and then shin­ing again, as with a var­nish in the sun.

				It was race day. Emer­ald knew that by the way the sta­ble­men hur­ried and bus­tled about the hors­es, some of whom had usu­al­ly to wear horse­shoes; oth­ers had to wear leather pads on their knees; oth­ers had their hind legs ban­daged with linen belts up to the knees, or their chests pro­tect­ed with fur-bor­dered coats that reached to the forelegs. From the coach-house they pulled out the two-wheeled Amer­i­can bug­gies with high seats; their met­al spokes shone mer­ri­ly and their red rims and large red curved shafts glowed un­der a new coat of var­nish.

				Emer­ald was al­ready quite dry, brushed, rubbed and groomed, when the head sta­ble­man, an En­glish­man, came in. Ev­ery man and horse in the sta­ble had an equal re­spect for, and dread of, this tall, thin, long-hand­ed man with the slight stoop. His clean-shaven face was sun­burnt and his strong, thin lips were set in a mock­ing curve. He wore gold-rimmed glass­es through which his light blue eyes looked straight out on the world with stub­born calm­ness. He watched the prepa­ra­tions, stand­ing with his long legs wide apart in his high boots, his hands buried in his trous­er pock­ets as he munched his cigar first at one cor­ner of his mouth and then at the oth­er. He wore a grey jack­et with a fur col­lar and a nar­row black cap with a long square peak. From time to time he made curt re­marks in a jerky, care­less tone and im­me­di­ate­ly all the sta­ble­men and work­men turned their heads in his di­rec­tion, while the hors­es pricked up their ears.

				He paid par­tic­u­lar at­ten­tion to the har­ness­ing of Emer­ald and ex­am­ined the horse minute­ly from crest to hoof. And as Emer­ald felt the sure at­ten­tive glance he lift­ed his head proud­ly, slight­ly arched his sup­ple neck, and raised his del­i­cate, al­most trans­par­ent, ears. The En­glish­man test­ed the girth, slip­ping his fin­ger be­tween it and the horse’s bel­ly. Then they threw over the hors­es grey linen horse­cloths with red bor­ders, red cir­cles round the eyes, and red mono­grams low down on their hind legs. Two sta­ble-boys, Nazar and the squint-eyed one, took a rein on each side of Emer­ald and led him to the hip­po­drome along the well-known road be­tween two rows of scat­tered, large stone build­ings. It was scarce­ly four ver­sts to the race­course.

				There were al­ready sev­er­al hors­es in the en­clo­sure; they were tak­en round the cir­cle all in the same di­rec­tion as in the ac­tu­al race, that is to say, in the op­po­site di­rec­tion of the hands of a watch. In the en­clo­sure they were lead­ing medi­um-sized strong-legged hors­es, with docked tails, among whom Emer­ald quick­ly recog­nised the lit­tle white colt who al­ways raced near him. Both hors­es greet­ed each oth­er with a qui­et and kind­ly neigh.

			
			
				IV

				A bell was rung. The sta­ble­men re­moved Emer­ald’s horse­cloth. The En­glish­man, his eyes blink­ing un­der his spec­ta­cles ow­ing to the sun, was show­ing his long yel­low horse-like teeth as he came up with a whip un­der his arm, but­ton­ing his gloves on his way. One of the sta­ble­men picked up Emer­ald’s fluffy tail that reached al­most to the back of his knees and placed it care­ful­ly on the seat of the rac­ing bug­gy so that its light-coloured tip stuck out at the back. The shafts gave like elas­tic un­der the driv­er’s weight. Emer­ald took a peep round and saw him sit­ting al­most over his haunch­es, his feet stretched wide apart on the shafts. With­out any hur­ry, the driv­er took up the reins, then he shout­ed a brief or­der to the sta­ble­men, who at once let go of the reins. Re­joic­ing at the com­ing race, Emer­ald at first plunged for­ward, but, reined in by those strong hands, he mere­ly reared on his hind legs, shook his neck, and ran through the en­clo­sure gate to the hip­po­drome at a strong re­strained trot.

				Along the wood­en fence that formed an el­lipse of a verst, ran a large rac­ing track, cov­ered with yel­low sand that was com­pact and slight­ly moist, thus at once yield­ing to and re­spond­ing to the pres­sure of hoofs. The sharp hoof-marks and the straight stripes from the gut­ta-per­cha tyres fur­rowed it.

				They ran past the Tri­bune, a high wood­en build­ing with a frontage of two hun­dred horse-lengths at least, where, like a moun­tain ex­tend­ing to the very roof, which was it­self sup­port­ed by thin pil­lars, a black hu­man crowd buzzed and swayed. Through a slight, scarce­ly per­cep­ti­ble, mo­tion of the reins Emer­ald un­der­stood that he might in­crease his pace, and snort­ed grate­ful­ly in re­sponse.

				He was trot­ting de­lib­er­ate­ly, hard­ly mov­ing his back and keep­ing his neck stretched for­ward, but a lit­tle to the left, his muz­zle lift­ed firm and high. Thanks to a re­strained, though un­usu­al­ly long, pace his run­ning pro­duced from a dis­tance no im­pres­sion of speed. It seemed that the rac­er mea­sured the road with­out hur­ry­ing, his forelegs, straight as a com­pass, scarce­ly touch­ing the ground with the tips of the hoofs. It was the re­sult of re­al Amer­i­can train­ing in which ev­ery­thing com­bined to sus­tain the horse’s wind and di­min­ish to the ut­most ex­tent the re­sis­tance of the air. Un­der this regime all move­ments un­nec­es­sary to run­ning are held to waste un­pro­duc­tive­ly the horse’s strength, and beau­ty of form is sac­ri­ficed to that light­ness, dry­ness, long wind, and en­er­gy which trans­form the horse in­to a fault­less liv­ing ma­chine.

				Now in this in­ter­lude be­tween races the walk­ing of the hors­es, so nec­es­sary to a trot­ter’s lungs, was tak­ing place. Many were run­ning in the out­er cir­cle in the same di­rec­tion as Emer­ald and in the in­ner in the op­po­site di­rec­tion. A big dap­ple-grey, with a white muz­zle, of the pure Orloff breed with a high short neck, and a tail like pip­ing, the whole re­sem­bling a gin­ger­bread horse at a fair, ran past Emer­ald; his heav­ing flanks and large fat chest were steam­ing and dark­ened by sweat as he ran, throw­ing his forelegs side­ways from the knees, while, at ev­ery pace, there rang from his spleen a sharp sound.

				Then came be­hind him a state­ly, long-bod­ied, brown half-bred mare with a thin dark mane. She was beau­ti­ful­ly trained on the same Amer­i­can sys­tem as Emer­ald; her short, well-cared-for coat was so glossy that it re­vealed the play of the mus­cles un­der the skin. While the driv­ers were talk­ing over some­thing or oth­er, the two hors­es ran for a lit­tle side by side. Emer­ald sniffed at the mare, quite pre­pared to make friends on the way, but the En­glish­man did not per­mit this and Emer­ald sub­mit­ted.

				Then there met them at full trot an enor­mous black colt swathed in ban­dages, kneecaps, and pads. His left shaft stretched out a yard and a half longer than the right and a bear­ing rein clasped on the top and on both sides through a ring the ner­vous muz­zle of the horse in its steel grip. As the mare glanced at him si­mul­ta­ne­ous­ly each of them in­stant­ly recog­nised a rac­er of won­der­ful strength, speed, and en­durance, but cu­ri­ous­ly stub­born and bad-tem­pered, con­ceit­ed and very touchy. Just be­hind the black horse ran a pale grey colt, very spruce but lu­di­crous­ly small. Look­ing at him side­ways one would have thought he was whisk­ing away at a ter­rif­ic rate, so of­ten did he throw out his feet, so high did he raise his knees and arch his short neck, while his small pret­ty head had such an earnest, busi­nesslike ex­pres­sion. Emer­ald mere­ly squint­ed at him con­temp­tu­ous­ly and moved one ear in his di­rec­tion.

				The oth­er driv­er stopped talk­ing, with a short, loud laugh, like a neigh, and gave the mare her head. Qui­et­ly, with­out any ef­fort, as if her speed had noth­ing to do with her, the mare shot ahead of Emer­ald, her shin­ing back smooth and reg­u­lar, with a scarce­ly no­tice­able lit­tle strap out­lin­ing her spine.

				But a red fire-like rac­er with a large white spot on his muz­zle caught up Emer­ald and her and soon left both be­hind. He gal­loped with long bounds, now stretch­ing him­self and al­most stoop­ing to the ground, and now al­most join­ing his fore and hind legs in the air. His driv­er was ly­ing, rather than sit­ting, on the box, his body thrown back­wards as he hung on to the taut reins. Emer­ald got ex­cit­ed and lurched side­ways, but the in­vis­i­ble En­glish­man pulled on the reins and, all of a sud­den, those hands, so sup­ple and so sen­si­tive to ev­ery move­ment of a horse, be­came like iron. Near the tri­bune the red colt, af­ter an­oth­er gal­lop round the ring, caught up to Emer­ald once more. Till then he had been gal­lop­ing and he was al­ready in a lath­er, with blood­shot eyes and pant­ing breath. His driv­er, lean­ing for­ward, was lash­ing him along the back with all his might. At last the sta­ble­man man­aged to bar his course and seized the reins close to his muz­zle, af­ter which he was led away from the ring wet, wheez­ing, trem­bling, grown thin in a minute. Emer­ald did an­oth­er half lap at a full trot, then turned on to the path which cut across the race­course, and made his way back through the gate in­to the yard.

			
			
				V

				A bell rang sev­er­al times on the hip­po­drome. Be­yond the open gate the race­hors­es were run­ning like light­ning from time to time, while the peo­ple on the Grand Stand shout­ed and ap­plaud­ed. Emer­ald, lined up with the oth­er hors­es, was step­ping out be­side Nazar, shak­ing his bent head and mov­ing his ears in their linen cas­es. Af­ter his ex­er­cise his blood ran mer­ry and hot in his veins; his breath­ing grew deep­er and freer as his body be­came more rest­ed and cool­er, while in ev­ery mus­cle he could feel the re­newed long­ing for the race.

				Half an hour went by. An­oth­er bell sound­ed on the hip­po­drome. Now the driv­er sat on the rac­ing bug­gy with­out his gloves. His hands were large, white, mag­i­cal, and in­spired Emer­ald with both de­vo­tion and fear.

				The En­glish­man drove out un­hur­ried­ly to the race track, from which hors­es were fil­ing out on their way to the yard af­ter fin­ish­ing their walk. In the en­clo­sure on­ly Emer­ald and the enor­mous black colt whom he had met on that pre­lim­i­nary drive were left. The stands, from top to bot­tom, were black with a dense hu­man crowd, and from this black mass emerged, gai­ly and un­tidi­ly, count­less white faces and hands, var­ie­gat­ed um­brel­las, wom­en’s hats, and air­i­ly swung pro­grammes. Grad­u­al­ly quick­en­ing his pace, as he passed the stands, Emer­ald felt thou­sands of eyes fol­low­ing him fixed­ly. And he re­alised clear­ly that these eyes ex­pect­ed from him swift­ness, the full ten­sion of his strength, the full beat­ing of his heart—and this un­der­stand­ing com­mu­ni­cat­ed to his mus­cles a joy­ous light­ness and a co­quet­tish pre­ci­sion of move­ment, A white horse of his ac­quain­tance, rid­den by a boy, was go­ing at a hand gal­lop to his right.

				With a reg­u­lar mea­sured trot, bend­ing his body slight­ly to the left, Emer­ald traced an an­gu­lar turn and moved up to the post with the red disc. A bell rang out curt­ly on the hip­po­drome. The En­glish­man im­per­cep­ti­bly straight­ened him­self on the box seat and his hands be­came sud­den­ly firmer. “Now go, but nurse your strength. It’s too soon now.” Emer­ald un­der­stood and, to show his com­pre­hen­sion, he low­ered for a sec­ond and then straight­ened his fine sen­si­tive ears. The white colt was gal­lop­ing reg­u­lar­ly at his side and a lit­tle be­hind. Emer­ald could feel close to his crest the horse’s fresh, even breath.

				The red post flew be­hind him; an­oth­er sharp turn, the path straight­ens it­self and the sec­ond stand comes near­er, black­ens, be­comes var­ie­gat­ed with its buzzing crowd and grows larg­er with ev­ery step. “Faster,” the driv­er per­mits—“faster, faster.” Emer­ald grows a lit­tle ex­cit­ed and wants to throw in­to the race all his strength. “May I?” he thinks to him­self, “No, it’s still too soon, don’t be ex­cit­ed,” an­swer the sooth­ing, mag­ic hands; “af­ter­wards.”

				The two colts pass the win­ning-posts at the same sec­ond but from op­po­site sides of the di­am­e­ter link­ing the two stands. The slight re­sis­tance of the thread and the sense of its be­ing bro­ken made Emer­ald prick his ears, but he in­stant­ly for­got about it, so ab­sorbed was he by those mar­vel­lous hands. “A lit­tle faster, but don’t get ex­cit­ed. Go even­ly,” his driv­er or­ders. The black rock­ing tri­bune swims past him; an­oth­er hun­dred yards or so, and all four of them—Emer­ald, the young white colt, the En­glish­man and the boy who, stand­ing on his short stir­rups, was al­most over the horse’s mane—merge them­selves in one close, rush­ing mass of speed, an­i­mat­ed by one will, one beau­ty of pow­er­ful move­ment, one rhythm res­o­nant as mu­sic. “Rat-tat-tat,” ex­act­ly and reg­u­lar­ly, Emer­ald beats out with his hoofs. “Tra-ta-tra-ta,” curt­ly and sharply the hoofs of the white horse re­ply. An­oth­er turn and the sec­ond stand rush­es to­wards them. “Shall I force the pace?” Emer­ald asks. “Yes,” re­ply the hands, “but cool­ly.”

				The sec­ond stand flies swift­ly by. The peo­ple are shout­ing out some­thing. It dis­tracts Emer­ald. He gets ex­cit­ed, los­es the feel­ing of the reins, los­es his step for a sec­ond, and gives four capri­cious beats with his right hoof. But the reins im­me­di­ate­ly be­come hard, tear his mouth, wring his neck down­wards and force his head to the right. Now he can’t gal­lop with the right feet. Emer­ald grows an­gry and re­fus­es to change his feet, but the driv­er, seiz­ing his mo­ment, cool­ly and au­thor­i­ta­tive­ly pulls him in­to a trot. The stand is now far be­hind him. Emer­ald gets back in­to his pace and the hands be­come friend­ly and soft once more. Emer­ald feels that he has done wrong and wants to dou­ble his pace. “But oh no, it’s too soon yet,” the hands ob­serve kind­ly. “We’ll have time to make up for this. Don’t wor­ry.”

				And so they pass in per­fect har­mo­ny with­out any change of pace a full round and a half. But the black colt is in per­fect form to­day; while Emer­ald had been out of step, he had had time to out­dis­tance him by six lengths. Emer­ald, how­ev­er, makes up for the lost time and, at the last post but one, he is three sec­onds and a quar­ter ahead. “Now you can do it. Go,” the driv­er or­ders. Emer­ald draws back his ears and gives one quick glance be­hind him. The En­glish­man’s face burns with a sharp, de­ci­sive ex­pres­sion; his clean-shaven lips have wrin­kled in­to an im­pa­tient gri­mace, ex­pos­ing his long yel­low clenched teeth. “Now for the last ounce!” the reins in the high up­lift­ed hands or­der; “faster, faster.” Sud­den­ly the En­glish­man shouts in a loud vi­brat­ing voice that ris­es like a siren: “Oh—eh, eh—eh!”

				“There, there, there, there,” the boy be­hind them shouts shril­ly in tune.

				The rhythm has now reached its high­est pitch and the ten­sion hangs on a sin­gle hair, al­most ready to snap. “Ta-ta-ta,” reg­u­lar­ly stamp out on the ground Emer­ald’s feet. “Tr­ra, tr­ra, tr­ra,” one hears ahead the gal­lop of the white colt spurring Emer­ald on. The elas­tic shafts swing in time with the race, and the boy, al­most ly­ing on his horse’s neck, ris­es in his sad­dle to the rhythm of the gal­lop.

				The air, rush­ing to meet one, whis­tles in one’s ears and tick­les the nos­trils, from which great streams of steam emerge. It be­comes more dif­fi­cult to breathe and one’s skin burns. Emer­ald takes the last turn, all his body swerv­ing in the mid­dle of it. The stand be­comes alive with the roar from a thou­sand throats, fright­en­ing, trou­bling, and glad­den­ing Emer­ald all at once. He can trot no longer but wants to gal­lop, on­ly those as­ton­ish­ing hands be­hind him im­plore and or­der and soothe: “Don’t gal­lop, my dear. What­ev­er you do, don’t gal­lop; that’s it, that’s it, just like that; that’s it.” And Emer­ald, rush­ing past the post, breaks the con­trol thread, with­out even notic­ing it. Shouts, laugh­ter, a tor­rent of ap­plause is hurled down from the stand. The white leaves of the race-pro­gramme, um­brel­las, sticks, hats turn and flash amid a sea of hands and faces. The En­glish­man throws the reins aside gen­tly. “It’s all over, my dear, thanks,” this move­ment says to Emer­ald, as he, with dif­fi­cul­ty, re­cov­ers from the im­pe­tus of the race and slows down to a walk. At this mo­ment the black colt is just ar­riv­ing at his post, sev­en sec­onds lat­er, on the op­po­site side.

				The En­glish­man rais­es his stiff legs with dif­fi­cul­ty, jumps heav­i­ly from the bug­gy, takes off the padded seat, and goes with it to the weigh­ing. Sta­ble­men run up to fling a horse­cloth over Emer­ald’s hot back and take him to the yard. He is fol­lowed by the rum­bling of the crowd and the loud bell of the mem­bers’ pavil­ion. A slight yel­low­ish froth falls from the horse’s mouth on the ground and on the sta­ble­man’s hands.

				A few min­utes lat­er Emer­ald, al­ready un­har­nessed, is brought back to the judge’s box. A tall man, with a long coat and a new shin­ing hat, whom Emer­ald has of­ten seen in his sta­ble, pats him on the neck and thrusts a lump of sug­ar straight in­to his mouth. The En­glish­man is stand­ing there in the crowd, smil­ing, wrin­kling his face, as he grins with his long teeth. The horse­cloth is re­moved from Emer­ald and he is put in front of a box, stand­ing on three feet and cov­ered with a black cloth, un­der which a man in grey is hid­ing him­self, busy with some­thing or oth­er.

				But al­ready peo­ple are swarm­ing down from the grand stand in a black, ser­ried mass. They come close to the horse on all sides, shout­ing, wav­ing their hands, stretch­ing out close to one an­oth­er their red, sweat­ing faces, with gleam­ing eyes. They are dis­sat­is­fied about some­thing. They thrust their fin­gers in the feet, the head, the flanks of Emer­ald, rum­ple his hair on the left flank where there is a brand, and roar out al­to­geth­er, “A false trot­ter! A fake! A swin­dle! Mon­ey back!” Emer­ald lis­tens to this with­out un­der­stand­ing the words and moves his ears anx­ious­ly. “What’s it all about?” he thinks with sur­prise, “when I’ve been run­ning so well!” Then for a sec­ond the En­glish­man’s face leaps be­fore his eyes. Usu­al­ly so calm, slight­ly mock­ing and firm, it is now burn­ing with anger. And all of a sud­den the En­glish­man shouts some­thing in a high gut­tural voice, swings his arm quick­ly, and the sound of a blow cuts dri­ly through the gen­er­al tur­moil.

			
			
				VI

				Emer­ald was tak­en home and three hours lat­er he was giv­en oats. In the evening, when he was wa­tered at the well, he could see the large yel­low moon ris­ing be­hind the edge of a cloud and this in­spired him with a dark dread.

				Then be­gan the dull days.

				He was not tak­en out any more ei­ther for ex­er­cise or walks or to races. But ev­ery day strangers, crowds of peo­ple, came, and for their ben­e­fit Emer­ald was dragged out in­to the yard, where they ex­am­ined him and felt him all over, their hands crawl­ing in­to his mouth, scrub­bing his coat with pumice-stone, all shout­ing at each oth­er to­geth­er.

				Af­ter­wards, he re­mem­bered, he was once tak­en out of the sta­ble, late in the evening, and led for a long time through stony, emp­ty streets, past hous­es and lit-up win­dows. Then came the sta­tion, a dark shaky horse­box, his feet trem­bling from fa­tigue af­ter a long jour­ney, the whis­tles of the en­gines, the rat­tle of the rails, the sti­fling smell of smoke, the dull light of the swing­ing lantern. At one sta­tion he was dumped out of the horse­box and led along an end­less un­known road that ran be­tween huge bare au­tumn fields, past vil­lages un­til he reached an un­fa­mil­iar sta­ble, where he was shut up alone away from the oth­er hors­es.

				At the be­gin­ning he would still re­call the races and think about his En­glish­man and Vas­sili and Nazar and Onieguine, of­ten dream­ing about them, but grad­u­al­ly he be­gan to for­get them all. He was hid­den away for some rea­son or oth­er, and his beau­ti­ful young body was pin­ing and griev­ing and grow­ing weak from in­ac­tion. And new strangers were con­stant­ly ar­riv­ing, crowd­ing round Emer­ald, prod­ding him, pulling him about and an­gri­ly abus­ing each oth­er.

				Some­times Emer­ald could catch glimpses, through the open door, of oth­er hors­es walk­ing and run­ning about in free­dom. Then he would shout to them in protest and com­plaint. But the door was in­stant­ly closed again, and time would crawl once more, dull and lone­ly, for Emer­ald.

				The head of this sta­ble was a large-head­ed, sleepy man with small black eyes and a thin black mous­tache on his fat face. He seemed to be quite in­dif­fer­ent to Emer­ald, but the horse felt an in­com­pre­hen­si­ble fear of him. And then once, ear­ly in the morn­ing, while all the sta­ble­men were still asleep, this man came noise­less­ly up to Emer­ald on tip­toe, poured oats in­to his manger, and left the sta­ble. Emer­ald was a lit­tle sur­prised, but be­gan obe­di­ent­ly to eat. The oats were nice, just a lit­tle bit­ter, but pleas­ant to the taste for all that. “It’s odd,” thought Emer­ald, “I nev­er tast­ed such oats be­fore.”

				Then, all of a sud­den, he be­came con­scious of a slight col­ic. Pain came, it stopped, then came back stronger than ev­er, and grew sharp­er ev­ery minute. At last it be­came in­tol­er­a­ble. Emer­ald be­gan to moan dul­ly. Wheels of fire were danc­ing be­fore his eyes; all his body was wet and flab­by from this sud­den weak­ness. His feet shiv­ered, bent un­der him, and the colt fell heav­i­ly on the floor. He tried to get up again, but could on­ly raise him­self on his forelegs, and once more slipped on his side. A buzzing tur­moil whirled through his head; the En­glish­man swam by with his horse-like grin from the long teeth; Onieguine ran by, neigh­ing loud­ly, with his camel-like Adam’s ap­ple pro­ject­ing be­neath his jaw. Some force or oth­er was drag­ging Emer­ald mer­ci­less­ly and ruth­less­ly deep down in­to a dark, cold hole. Al­ready he was un­able to move.

				Sud­den­ly con­vul­sions passed over his feet and neck and arched his back. The horse’s skin be­gan to trem­ble in small swift rip­ples and be­came cov­ered with a froth that had a pun­gent smell.

				The mov­ing yel­low light of the lantern played straight in­to his eyes for a sec­ond and then died away with his fail­ing eye­sight. His ear caught once more a coarse hu­man shout, but al­ready he was un­able to feel him­self pushed in the side by some­one’s heel. Then ev­ery­thing dis­ap­peared—for­ev­er.

			
		
	
		
			
				Happiness

				A Fairy­tale

			
			A great tzar or­dered the po­ets and sages of his coun­try to be brought be­fore him. And he asked them this ques­tion:

			“In what does hap­pi­ness con­sist?”

			“In this,” an­swered the first hasti­ly: “to be able to see al­ways the il­lu­mi­na­tion of thy God­like face and feel for­ev­er …”

			“Have his eyes put out,” said the tzar in­dif­fer­ent­ly. “Next.”

			“Hap­pi­ness is pow­er. Thou, tzar, art hap­py,” ex­claimed the next.

			But the tzar an­swered with a bit­ter smile:

			“All the same, I suf­fer in my body and have no pow­er to cure it. Tear out his nos­trils, the scoundrel. Next.”

			“Hap­pi­ness is wealth,” said the next, hes­i­tat­ing­ly.

			But the tzar an­swered:

			“I am rich and yet it is I who ask the ques­tion. Will a wedge of gold the weight of thy head con­tent thee?”

			“O, tzar!”

			“Thou shalt have it. Fas­ten on his neck a wedge of gold the weight of his head and cast this beg­gar in­to the sea.”

			And the tzar shout­ed im­pa­tient­ly: “The fourth.”

			Then a man in rags with fever­ish eyes crept on his stom­ach and stam­mered out:

			“O, most wise one! I want very lit­tle. I am hun­gry. Give me sati­ety and I shall be hap­py and will glo­ri­fy thy name through­out the whole uni­verse.”

			“Feed him,” said the tzar in dis­gust. “And when he dies of overeat­ing, let me know about it.”

			And there came two oth­ers: One, a pow­er­ful ath­lete with a rosy body and a low fore­head. He said with a sigh:

			“Hap­pi­ness lies in cre­ation.”

			The oth­er was a thin, pale po­et on whose cheeks were burn­ing two bright spots, and he said:

			“Hap­pi­ness lies in health.”

			But the tzar smiled bit­ter­ly and ob­served:

			“If it were in my pow­er to change your des­tinies, then thou, oh po­et, wouldst beg for in­spi­ra­tion in a month, and thou, im­age of Her­cules, wouldst be run­ning to doc­tors for pills to re­duce thy weight. Go both in peace. Who else is there?”

			“A mere mor­tal,” ex­claimed proud­ly the sev­enth, dec­o­rat­ed with nar­cis­sus flow­ers: “Hap­pi­ness lies in nonex­is­tence.”

			“Cut off his head,” the sov­er­eign pro­nounced lazi­ly.

			“Tzar, tzar, be mer­ci­ful!” lisped the con­demned man, and he be­came paler than the petals of the nar­cis­sus. “I did not mean that.”

			But the tzar waved his hand weari­ly, yawned, and said gen­tly:

			“Take him away. Cut off his head. The tzar’s word is hard as agate.”

			Many oth­ers came. One of them said on­ly two words:

			“Wom­en’s love.”

			“Very well,” the tzar ac­qui­esced. “Give him a hun­dred of the most beau­ti­ful wom­en and girls of my coun­try. But give him al­so a gob­let of poi­son. And when the time has ar­rived let me know and I will come to look at his corpse.”

			And an­oth­er said:

			“Hap­pi­ness con­sists in hav­ing each of my wish­es ful­filled im­me­di­ate­ly.”

			“And what does thou want now?” the tzar asked cun­ning­ly.

			“I?”

			“Yes, thou.”

			“Tzar … the ques­tion is too un­ex­pect­ed.”

			“Bury him alive. Ah, and still an­oth­er wise man? Well, well, come a lit­tle near­er, per­haps thou know­est in what hap­pi­ness con­sists?”

			The wise man—for he was a re­al wise man—an­swered:

			“Hap­pi­ness lies in the charm of hu­man thought.”

			The tzar’s eye­brows con­tract­ed and he shout­ed in wrath:

			“Ah! Hu­man thought! What is hu­man thought?”

			But the wise man—for he was a re­al wise man—on­ly smiled com­pas­sion­ate­ly and did not an­swer at all.

			Then the tzar or­dered him to be hurled in­to an un­der­ground prison where there was per­pet­u­al dark­ness and where no sound from out­side could be heard. And when, a year lat­er, they brought to him the pris­on­er who had be­come blind and deaf, and could scarce­ly stand on his feet, he an­swered qui­et­ly to the tzar’s ques­tion, “Well, art thou still hap­py now?” in these words:

			“Yes, I am hap­py. While in prison I was a tzar, and a rich man, and in love, and with my fill of food, and hun­gry—all this was giv­en to me by my thought.”

			“What, then, is thought?” ex­claimed the tzar im­pa­tient­ly. “Re­mem­ber that in an­oth­er five min­utes I will have thee hanged and will spit in thine ac­cursed face. Will thy thought con­sole thee then? And where will then be thy thoughts, which thou didst lav­ish on this earth?”

			The wise man an­swered qui­et­ly, for he was a re­al wise man:

			“Fool, thought is im­mor­tal.”

		
	
		
			How I Became an Actor

			This sad and fun­ny sto­ry—more sad than fun­ny—was told me by a friend of mine who had led the odd­est sort of life. He had been what we Rus­sians call “on the horse and un­der the horse,” but he had not, in the least, lost, un­der the lash of des­tiny, his kind­ness of heart and his alert­ness of mind. On­ly this par­tic­u­lar ex­pe­ri­ence pro­duced a rather cu­ri­ous ef­fect on him—he gave up go­ing to the the­atre af­ter it and, un­til the present mo­ment, noth­ing will drag him in­to one.

			I shall try to trans­mit my friend’s sto­ry, though I am afraid that I shall be un­able to re­pro­duce the sim­plic­i­ty, the soft and melan­choly mock­ery, which he put in­to it.

			
				I

				Well, it’s like this. Can you pic­ture for your­self a wretch­ed lit­tle south­ern coun­try town? In the mid­dle of it there is a sort of mon­strous shal­low pit where the Ukraini­ans of the neigh­bour­hood, up to their waists in mud, sell cu­cum­bers and pota­toes from their carts. This is the bazaar. On one side is the cathe­dral, and nat­u­ral­ly the cathe­dral street, on the oth­er the town square, on the third the mar­ket stone stalls, the yel­low plas­ter of which has peeled off; pi­geons are perch­ing on the roof and cor­nices; fi­nal­ly, on the fourth side, stretch­es the main street, with a branch of some bank or oth­er, a post of­fice, a so­lic­i­tor, and the bar­ber Theodore from Mos­cow. In the out­skirts of the town an in­fantry reg­i­ment was then bil­let­ed, and in the town it­self a reg­i­ment of dra­goons. In the town square stood the sum­mer the­atre. And that’s all.

				Still one must add that the town it­self, with its Du­ma and sec­ondary school, to say noth­ing of the square, the the­atre, the paving of the main street—all this ex­ists thanks to the lib­er­al­i­ty of a lo­cal mil­lion­aire and sug­ar man­u­fac­tur­er, Khari­to­nenko.

			
			
				II

				How I stum­bled in­to the place is a long sto­ry, but I’ll tell it briefly. In this lit­tle town I was to meet a friend, a re­al, true friend (God rest his soul), but he had a wife who, as is usu­al with the wives of our true friends, could not bear me. He and I each had sev­er­al thou­sands put by through hard work: he, you see, had worked for many years as a ped­a­gogue and as an as­sur­ance in­spec­tor at the same time, while I had been lucky at cards for a whole year. Sud­den­ly we stum­bled on a very ad­van­ta­geous en­ter­prise in south­ern skins and de­cid­ed to try our luck at it. I start­ed at once and he was to re­join me two or three days lat­er. As my care­less­ness was an old sto­ry, our lit­tle cap­i­tal was kept by him, but in a sep­a­rate bun­dle, for my friend was a man of Ger­man care­ful­ness.

				And then be­gan the hail of mis­for­tunes. At the sta­tion of Kharkoff, while I was eat­ing some cold stur­geon, sauce Provençale, I was robbed of my pock­et­book. I ar­rive at C. (this very lit­tle town of my sto­ry) with the small change left in my purse and a lanky, but good red­dish-yel­low Eng­lish port­man­teau. I put up at a ho­tel—nat­u­ral­ly the Pe­ters­burg Ho­tel—and be­gin to send tele­gram af­ter tele­gram. Si­lence of the grave. Yes, yes, lit­er­al­ly of the grave, be­cause at the very mo­ment when the thief was steal­ing my pock­et­book—what tricks fate plays!—at that very mo­ment my friend and com­pan­ion died in a cab from paral­y­sis of the heart. All his things, in­clud­ing his mon­ey, were sealed and for some id­i­ot­ic rea­son or oth­er the wrestling with of­fi­cials last­ed a month and a half. Did the wid­ow, deeply lament­ing, know about my mon­ey or did she not? I can’t an­swer that ques­tion, my­self. How­ev­er, she re­ceived all my tele­grams, ev­ery one of them, but re­mained stub­born­ly silent—silent from pet­ty, jeal­ous, sil­ly, fem­i­nine re­venge. All the same, these tele­grams were of great use to me lat­er on. Af­ter re­mov­ing the seals, an ad­vo­cate, a com­plete stranger to me, who was look­ing af­ter the wid­ow’s in­her­i­tance, came across them quite by ac­ci­dent, made the wid­ow ashamed of her­self, and, at his own risk, trans­ferred five hun­dred rou­bles to me at the the­atre. But I must add the fact that they were not mere tele­grams but trag­ic lamen­ta­tions of twen­ty or thir­ty words each.

			
			
				III

				I had been at the Pe­ters­burg Ho­tel for ten days al­ready. My trag­ic lamen­ta­tions had quite ex­haust­ed my purse. The ho­tel pro­pri­etor—a gloomy, sleepy, hairy Ukrain­ian, with the face of an as­sas­sin—had long ago ceased to be­lieve in my word. I showed him cer­tain let­ters and pa­pers by which he could have, etc., etc., but all he did was to turn his face scorn­ful­ly away and snort. Fi­nal­ly, they served me with din­ner as though I were Gogol’s Khlestakov: “The pro­pri­etor has said that this is for the last time.”

				And then came the day when there was left in my pock­et a sin­gle, or­phan, green­ish sil­ver twen­ty kopek-piece. That morn­ing the pro­pri­etor said in­so­lent­ly that he was not go­ing to feed me or keep me any longer, but was go­ing to re­port me to the po­lice in­spec­tor. By his tone I could see that he would stop at noth­ing.

				I left the ho­tel and wan­dered about the town. I re­mem­ber en­ter­ing a trans­port of­fice and an­oth­er place to look for work. Nat­u­ral­ly it was re­fused me at the very first words. Some­times I would, sit down on one of the green bench­es that lay all along the main street be­tween the high pyra­mid-like poplars. My head swam; I felt sick from hunger. But not for a mo­ment did the idea of sui­cide en­ter my mind. How many, many times in my tan­gled life have I been on the bor­der of these thoughts, but then a year would pass, some­times a month, or even sim­ply ten min­utes, and sud­den­ly ev­ery­thing would be changed, ev­ery­thing would be go­ing luck­i­ly again, gai­ly, nice­ly. And all through that day, as I wan­dered about the hot, dull town, all I kept say­ing to my­self was: “Ye‑es, my dear Pavel An­dree­vitch, you’ve got in­to a nice mess.”

				I want­ed to eat. But through some sort of mys­te­ri­ous pre­sen­ti­ment I clung to my twen­ty kopeks. Dusk was al­ready fall­ing when I saw on the hoard­ings a red poster. In any case I had noth­ing to do. So I me­chan­i­cal­ly ap­proached it and read that they were giv­ing that day in the town gar­dens Goutzkov’s tragedy, Uriel Akos­ta, in which so-and-so and so-and-so were to ap­pear. Two names were print­ed in large black let­ters: An artist from the Pe­ters­burg the­atres, Madame An­drosso­va, and the well-known artist from Kharkoff, M. Lara-Larsky; the oth­ers names were in small print. Last of all, in the small­est let­ters, came: Petrov, Ser­guiev, Ivanov, Sidorov, Grig­oriev, Niko­laev, and oth­ers. Stage-man­ag­er, M. Samoilenko. Man­ag­ing di­rec­tor, M. Va­le­ri­anov.

				A sud­den des­per­ate in­spi­ra­tion seized me. I rushed across to the bar­ber, Theodore from Mos­cow, and, with my last twen­ty kopeks, had my mous­tache and short point­ed beard shaved off. Good Lord! What a mo­rose, naked face glanced at me from the look­ing-glass! I could scarce­ly be­lieve my own eyes. In­stead of a man of thir­ty, not too good-look­ing, but at all events of de­cent ap­pear­ance, there in the look­ing-glass in front of me, swathed up to his throat in a bar­ber’s sheet, sat an old, burned-out, in­vet­er­ate, pro­vin­cial com­ic with traces of all sorts of vice in his face and ap­par­ent­ly not quite sober.

				“You are go­ing to work in our the­atre?” asked the bar­ber’s as­sis­tant as he shook off the sheet.

				“Yes,” I an­swered proud­ly. “Here you are.”

			
			
				IV

				On my way to the town gar­dens, I thought to my­self: There’s no mis­for­tune with­out some good in it. I shall be tak­en at once for an old and ex­pe­ri­enced spar­row. In these lit­tle sum­mer the­atres, ev­ery use­less man is use­ful. I shall be mod­est at the be­gin­ning … about fifty rou­bles … say forty a month. The fu­ture will show. … I’ll ask for an ad­vance of about twen­ty rou­bles … no, that’s too much … say, ten rou­bles. The first thing I’ll do with it will be to send a hair-rais­ing tele­gram … five times five—twen­ty-five and a nought—two rou­bles fifty kopeks, and fif­teen ex­tra charge—that’s two rou­bles and six­ty-five kopeks. On the re­main­der I’ll get through some­how or oth­er un­til Il­ia ar­rives. If they want to test me … well, what about it? I shall re­cite some­thing—why not the mono­logue of Pi­men in Boris Goudounov?

				And I be­gan aloud, in a deep, pompous, stran­gled tone:

				
					“And yet ano—oth­er fa—arewell word.”

				

				A passer­by jumped away from me quite fright­ened. I felt ashamed and cleared my throat. But I was al­ready get­ting near the town gar­dens. A mil­i­tary band was play­ing; slim young ladies of the dis­trict, dressed in pink and sky blue, were walk­ing about with­out their hats and be­hind them stalked, laugh­ing aloud, their hands thrust in their jack­ets, their white caps rak­ish­ly on one side, the lo­cal scribes, the tele­graph and ex­cise clerks.

				The doors were wide open. I went in. Some­one asked me to take a tick­et from the cash desk, but I said care­less­ly: “Where is the man­ag­er, M. Va­le­ri­anov?” Two clean-shaven young men, sit­ting on a bench not far from the en­trance, were at once point­ed out to me. I ap­proached them and halt­ed two steps away.

				They were en­grossed in their con­ver­sa­tion and took no no­tice of me, so I had time to ex­am­ine them. One of them, in a light Pana­ma hat and a light flan­nel suit with lit­tle blue stripes, had an air of sham no­bil­i­ty and the haughty pro­file of a prin­ci­pal lover. He was play­ing neg­li­gent­ly with his walk­ing-stick. The oth­er, in a grey­ish suit, was ex­traor­di­nar­i­ly long-legged and long-armed; his legs seemed to be­gin at the mid­dle of his chest and his arms prob­a­bly ex­tend­ed be­low his knees. Ow­ing to this, when sit­ting he had the ap­pear­ance of an odd, bro­ken line, which, how­ev­er, one had bet­ter de­scribe as a fold­ing mea­sure. His head was very small, his face was freck­led, and he had an­i­mat­ed dark eyes.

				I coughed mod­est­ly. They both turned to­wards me.

				“Can I see M. Va­le­ri­anov?” I asked ami­ably.

				“I am he,” the freck­led one an­swered. “What do you want?”

				“You see, I want­ed …”—some­thing tick­led my throat—“I want­ed to of­fer you my ser­vices, as … as … well, as a sec­ond com­ic, or … well … third clown. Al­so char­ac­ter parts.”

				The prin­ci­pal lover rose and went off whistling and bran­dish­ing his stick.

				“What pre­vi­ous ex­pe­ri­ence have you had?” Va­le­ri­anov asked.

				I had on­ly been once on the stage, when I took the part of Makar­ka at some am­a­teur the­atri­cals, but I drew con­vul­sive­ly on my imag­i­na­tion and replied:

				“As a mat­ter of fact, I haven’t tak­en part in any im­por­tant en­ter­prise, like yours, for ex­am­ple, up till now. But I have oc­ca­sion­al­ly act­ed in small troupes in the South­west. They came to grief as quick­ly as they were or­gan­ised … for in­stance Marinitch … Sokolovsky … and there were oth­ers too.”

				“Look here, you don’t drink, do you?” Va­le­ri­anov asked dis­con­cert­ing­ly.

				“No,” I replied with­out hes­i­ta­tion. “Some­times at din­ner, or with my friends, but quite mod­er­ate­ly.”

				M. Va­le­ri­anov looked down at the sand, blink­ing with his dark eyes, thought for a few sec­onds, and then said:

				“Well, all right, I’ll take you on. Twen­ty-five rou­bles a month to be­gin with and then we’ll see. You might be want­ed even to­day. Go to the stage and ask for the man­ag­er’s as­sis­tant, Doukhovskoi. He will in­tro­duce you to the stage-man­ag­er.”

				On my way I thought to my­self: Why didn’t he ask for my stage name? Prob­a­bly he for­got. Per­haps he guessed that I had none. And in case of an emer­gen­cy I then and there in­vent­ed a name—not par­tic­u­lar­ly sonorous, a nice sim­ple name—Os­si­nine.

			
			
				V

				Be­hind the scenes I found Doukhovskoi, a nim­ble fel­low with a thievish, tip­sy face. He at once in­tro­duced me to the stage-man­ag­er, Samoilenko, who that day was act­ing in some kind of hero­ic part and for this rea­son sport­ed gold­en ar­mour, hes­sian boots, and the make­up of a young lover. How­ev­er, through this dis­guise I could dis­tin­guish that Samoilenko was fat, that his face was quite round, with two small cun­ning eyes and a mouth fold­ed in a per­pet­u­al sheep’s smile. He re­ceived me haugh­ti­ly, with­out even of­fer­ing his hand. I was in­clined to move away from him, when he said:

				“Wait a minute; what’s your name? I didn’t make it out.”

				“Vas­siliev.” Doukhovshoi rushed up with the in­for­ma­tion.

				“Here you are, Vas­siliev. Don’t leave the place to­day. Doukhovs­ki, tell the tai­lor to give Vas­siliev his get­up.”

				Thus from Os­si­nine I be­came Vas­siliev, and I re­mained Vas­siliev to­geth­er with Petrov, Ivanov, Niko­laev, Grig­oriev, and Sidorov and oth­ers to the very end of my stage ca­reer. In­ex­pe­ri­enced ac­tor as I was, it was on­ly af­ter a week that I re­alised that, among all those sonorous names, mine alone cov­ered a hu­man be­ing. The ac­cursed se­ries of names ru­ined me!

				The tai­lor came, a thin, lame man, wrapped me up in a long, black cal­i­co shroud with sleeves, and tacked it on to me from head to foot. Then came the coif­feur, in whom I recog­nised Theodore’s as­sis­tant who had just shaved me, and we ex­changed a friend­ly smile. He put a black wig with love-locks on my head. Doukhovskoi rushed in­to the dress­ing-room and shout­ed:

				“I say, Vas­siliev, make your­self up.”

				I stuck my fin­ger in some kind of paint, but my left-hand neigh­bour, a se­vere man with the fore­head of a deep thinker, stopped me:

				“Can’t you see that you’re us­ing a pri­vate box? Here’s the box for gen­er­al use.”

				I saw a large case with di­vi­sions full of dirty paint all mixed to­geth­er; I felt dazed. It was easy enough for Doukhovskoi to shout out: “Make your­self up,” but how was it to be done? I man­ful­ly put a white dash along my nose and looked im­me­di­ate­ly like a clown. I traced cru­el eye­brows. I made blue marks un­der my eyes. Then I re­flect­ed: What else could I do? I blinked and man­aged to in­sert be­tween my eye­brows two ver­ti­cal wrin­kles. Now I re­sem­bled a Red In­di­an chief.

				“Vas­siliev, get ready,” some­one shout­ed from the top of the stairs.

				I went up and came to the thread­bare cloth doors of the back wall. Doukhovskoi was wait­ing for me.

				“You are to go on at once. Dev­il take it, what on earth do you look like? As soon as they say: ‘No, he will come back,’ go on. Go on and say—he gave some kind of prop­er name which I’ve for­got­ten—‘So-and-so is ask­ing for an in­ter­view,’ and then ex­it. You un­der­stand?”

				“Yes.”

				“No, he will come back,” I hear, and push­ing past Doukhovskoi I rush on to the stage. What the deuce was the name of that man? A sec­ond, an­oth­er sec­ond of si­lence. The house is like a black, mov­ing abyss. Straight in front of me, on the stage, are strange, rough­ly-paint­ed faces, bright­ly lit up by the lamps. Ev­ery­one looks at me ex­pec­tant­ly. Doukhovskoi whis­pers some­thing at the back, but I can’t make it out. Then sud­den­ly I fire off in a voice of solemn re­proach:

				“Yes, he has come back.”

				Past me like a hur­ri­cane rushed Samoilenko in his gold­en coat of mail. Thank God! I dis­ap­pear be­hind the cur­tain.

				I ap­peared twice more in that show. In the scene when Akos­ta gives the fa­mil­iar thun­der­ing against the Jews and then falls. I was sup­posed to catch him in my arms and drag him be­hind the cur­tain. In this busi­ness I was helped by a fire­man, got up in a black shroud like my own. (How is one to know? Per­haps the pub­lic thought he was Sidorov.) Uriel Akos­ta ap­peared to be the ac­tor who had been sit­ting with Va­le­ri­anov on the bench; he was, too, the well-known artist from Kharkoff, Lara-Larsky. We took him a lit­tle awk­ward­ly—he was a heavy mus­cu­lar man—but luck­i­ly we didn’t drop him. He said to us in a whis­per: “Dev­il take you, you louts.” We dragged him with equal luck through the nar­row doors, though af­ter­wards the black wall of the an­cient tem­ple shook and swayed for a long time.

				My third ap­pear­ance was with­out words at the judg­ment of Akos­ta. A lit­tle in­ci­dent, hard­ly worth men­tion­ing, oc­curred. It was sim­ply that when Ben-Ak­ib came in ev­ery­one rose, but, thanks to my habit of gap­ing about, I con­tin­ued sit­ting. Some­one, how­ev­er, pinched me painful­ly above the el­bow and hissed out:

				“Are you crazy? It’s Ben-Ak­ib. Get up!”

				I rose hur­ried­ly. On my hon­our I didn’t know that it was Ben-Ak­ib. I thought it was just a lit­tle old man.

				At the end of the per­for­mance Samoilenko said to me:

				“Vas­siliev, re­hearsal to­mor­row at eleven.”

				I went back to the ho­tel, but on recog­nis­ing my voice the pro­pri­etor banged the door in my face. I spent the night on one of the lit­tle green bench­es be­tween the poplars. It was warm sleep­ing there and I dreamed of glo­ry. But the cold morn­ing dew and the feel­ing of hunger woke me up rather ear­ly.

			
			
				VI

				Ex­act­ly at half-past ten I ar­rived at the the­atre. There was no one there as yet. Here and there in the gar­dens sleepy wait­ers from the sum­mer restau­rant were wan­der­ing about in their white aprons. In a sum­mer­house of green trel­lis-work in­ter­wo­ven with wild vines they were pre­par­ing some­one’s break­fast or morn­ing cof­fee.

				I learned lat­er on that the man­ag­er, M. Va­le­ri­anov, and the el­der­ly ex-ac­tress Mme. Boula­to­va-Tch­ernogorskaya, a la­dy of about six­ty-five who fi­nanced the the­atre, and the man­ag­er him­self, break­fast­ed there ev­ery morn­ing in the fresh air.

				The ta­ble was laid for two with a white glis­ten­ing cloth and two lit­tle piles of sliced white and brown bread rose on a plate. …

				Here comes the tick­lish part of my sto­ry. For the first and last time in my life, I be­came a thief. Glanc­ing round quick­ly, I dived in­to the ar­bour and seized sev­er­al slices of bread in my open hand; it was so soft, so ex­quis­ite. But as soon as I was out­side again I ran up against the wait­er. I don’t know where he came from; prob­a­bly I hadn’t no­ticed him be­hind the ar­bour. He was car­ry­ing a cruet-stand with mus­tard, pep­per, and vine­gar. He looked hard at me, then at the bread in my hand, and said qui­et­ly:

				“What does this mean?”

				A sort of burn­ing, scorn­ful pride welled up in me. Look­ing right in­to the pupils of his eyes, I an­swered as qui­et­ly:

				“It means … that since four o’clock the day be­fore yes­ter­day I have had pos­i­tive­ly noth­ing to eat.”

				He spun sud­den­ly round, with­out ut­ter­ing a word, and ran off some­where. I hid the bread in my pock­et and wait­ed. I had a feel­ing at once of dread and joy. That’s ex­cel­lent, I was think­ing. Now the pro­pri­etor will rush up, the wait­ers will gath­er round, they will whis­tle for the po­lice … there will be a row, in­sults, a fight. Oh how mag­nif­i­cent­ly I shall smash these very plates and cruets over their heads. I’ll bite them till I draw blood.

				But then, what do I see? My wait­er is run­ning back to me by him­self. He was a lit­tle out of breath. He came up to me side­ways, with­out look­ing at me. I, too, avert­ed my eyes. And then sud­den­ly, from un­der his apron, he pushed in­to my hand a piece of yes­ter­day’s cold meat, care­ful­ly salt­ed, and whis­pered en­treat­ing­ly:

				“Please, do eat, I beg of you.”

				I took the meat rough­ly from him, went with it be­hind the scenes, chose a cor­ner—a rather dark one—and then, sit­ting among the old stage prop­er­ties, I tore the meat greed­i­ly with my teeth and shed hap­py tears.

				Lat­er on I saw that man of­ten, al­most ev­ery day. His name was Ser­guei. When there were no cus­tomers, he used to look at me from a dis­tance kind­ly with faith­ful, hos­pitable eyes. But I had no wish to spoil, ei­ther for my­self or for him, that first sym­pa­thet­ic im­pres­sion, though I con­fess I was some­times as hun­gry as a wolf in the win­ter.

				He was a small, rather fat, rather bald man, with black cock­roach-like mous­tach­es and kind eyes, shaped like nar­row ra­di­ant semi­cir­cles. He was al­ways in a hur­ry and gave the im­pres­sion of hop­ping along. When I re­ceived my mon­ey at last and my the­atri­cal slav­ery re­mained on­ly a dream, and all these rot­ten peo­ple were lap­ping up my cham­pagne and flat­ter­ing me, how I did miss you, you dear, fun­ny, pa­thet­ic Ser­guei! Of course I should nev­er have dared to of­fer him mon­ey—can one pos­si­bly es­ti­mate in mon­ey such kind­ness and hu­man af­fec­tion? I mere­ly want­ed to give him some lit­tle present be­fore go­ing away … a lit­tle tri­fle … or else some­thing for his wife or his kids—he had a whole swarm of them, and in the morn­ing some­times they used to run up to him, ag­i­tat­ed and clam­orous like young spar­rows.

				But a week be­fore my mar­vel­lous trans­for­ma­tion Ser­guei was dis­missed, and I know the rea­son. Cap­tain von Brad­ke had been served a beef­steak not to his taste. He bawled out:

				“What’s this you’re giv­ing me, you ras­cal? Don’t you know that I like it red?”

				Ser­guei ven­tured to re­mark that it was not his fault, but the cook’s, and that he would go and change it at once. He even added timid­ly:

				“Ex­cuse me, Mis­ter.”

				This apol­o­gy mad­dened the of­fi­cer. He struck Ser­guei with his beef­steak on the cheek, and turn­ing pur­ple, he yelled out:

				“Wha‑at! I am a mis­ter to you, am I? I am not a mis­ter to you, I am staff cap­tain of cav­al­ry to my em­per­or! Where’s the pro­pri­etor? Call the pro­pri­etor. Ivan Lukianytch, I want this id­iot cleaned out of here to­day. I don’t want a trace of him here. If there is, I’ll nev­er set foot in your pot­house again.”

				The staff cap­tain of cav­al­ry, von Brad­ke, was a man of big sprees and for this rea­son Ser­guei was dis­missed that very day. The pro­pri­etor spent the whole evening in calm­ing the of­fi­cer. I my­self, when I came out be­tween the acts for a breath of fresh air in the gar­dens, heard for a long time the en­raged, bel­low­ing voice is­su­ing from the ar­bour.

				“What a scoundrel the fel­low is! Mis­ter! If it hadn’t been for the ladies I would have shown him the mean­ing of mis­ter!”

			
			
				VII

				In the mean­time the ac­tors had grad­u­al­ly drift­ed in and at half-past twelve the re­hearsal, due at eleven, be­gan. They were giv­ing a play en­ti­tled The New World, a kind of in­sipid sideshow trans­for­ma­tion of Senke­vicz’s nov­el Quo Vadis. Doukhovskoi gave me a type­writ­ten sheet of pa­per con­tain­ing my lines. I had the part of the Cen­tu­ri­on in the di­vi­sion of Mark the Mag­nif­i­cent. They were pompous, loud lines, as, for ex­am­ple: “Thy or­ders, O Mark the Mag­nif­i­cent, have been punc­tu­al­ly obeyed,” or “She will wait for thee at the pedestal of the stat­ue of Pom­peii, Mark the Mag­nif­i­cent.” I liked the part, and I was al­ready pre­par­ing a man­ly voice of a sort of old swash­buck­ler, stern and faith­ful.

				But as the re­hearsal pro­ceed­ed, an odd thing hap­pened to me; to my sur­prise I be­gan to get di­vid­ed and mul­ti­plied. For in­stance, at the end of the Ma­tron Veron­i­ca’s speech, Samoilenko, who fol­lowed the play with the full text in front of him, claps his hands and shouts:

				“A slave comes in.”

				No one comes in.

				“But who is the slave? Doukhovskoi, see who is the slave.”

				Doukhovskoi rum­mages hasti­ly through some sheets of pa­per. “There is no slave!”

				“Cut him out, what about it!” lazi­ly ad­vis­es Boev, the ar­gu­men­ta­tive per­son with a fore­head of a thinker, in­to whose paint­box I had stuck my fin­gers the day be­fore.

				But Mark the Mag­nif­i­cent (Lara-Larsky) sud­den­ly takes of­fence at this:

				“No, that won’t do, please. I have an ef­fec­tive en­trance here … I don’t play this scene with­out a slave.”

				Samoilenko’s eyes gal­lop round the stage and halt at me.

				“There you are, I mean … I mean … Vas­siliev, are you on in this act?”

				I con­sult my copy­book.

				“Yes, at the very end.”

				“Then here’s an­oth­er part for you—Veron­i­ca’s slave. Read it from the book.” He claps his hands. “A lit­tle less noise, gen­tle­men, please. En­ter the slave. … ‘No­ble dame,’ … Speak up, speak up, one couldn’t hear you from the first row.”

				A few min­utes lat­er they couldn’t find a slave for the di­vine Mar­cia (in Senke­vicz’s text she is Ligia), and this part is dumped on to me. Then some kind of house stew­ard is miss­ing. Me again! In this way, by the end of the re­hearsal, I had, with­out count­ing the Cen­tu­ri­on, five ad­di­tion­al parts.

				It wouldn’t go all at the be­gin­ning. I come out and pro­nounce my first words:

				“Mark the Mag­nif­i­cent …”

				Then Samoilenko stretch­es his legs wide apart, bends for­ward, and puts his hands to his ears:

				“Wha‑at! What’s that you’re mum­bling? I un­der­stand noth­ing.”

				“O Mark the Mag­nif­i­cent …”

				“What’s that? I can hear noth­ing … Loud­er!” He comes quite close to me. “This is the way to do it,” and in a gut­tural goat’s voice he shouts out loud enough to be heard all over the gar­dens:

				“ ‘O Mark the Mag­nif­i­cent, thy or­der’ … That’s how it’s got to be done. Re­mem­ber, young man, the im­mor­tal apothegm of one of the great­est of our Rus­sian artists: ‘On the stage one doesn’t speak, one de­claims; one doesn’t walk, one struts.’ ” He looked round with a self-sat­is­fied air. “Re­peat.”

				I re­peat­ed, but it was still worse. Then, one af­ter the oth­er, they be­gan to coach me, and pos­i­tive­ly the whole lot of them in­struct­ed me to the very end of the re­hearsal: Lara-Larsky with a care­less and dis­gust­ed man­ner; the old, swollen, no­ble fa­ther Gontcharov, whose flab­by red-veined cheeks were hang­ing down be­low his chin; the ar­gu­men­ta­tive Boev; the id­iot Aki­menko, who was made up as a sort of Ivan the Sim­ple­ton. I was get­ting like a wor­ried, steam­ing horse, around whom a street crowd of ad­vis­ers had gath­ered, or a new boy who had fall­en from his safe fam­i­ly nest in­to a cir­cle of cun­ning, ex­pe­ri­enced, and mer­ci­less school­boys.

				At this re­hearsal I made a pet­ty, but per­sis­tent, en­e­my who af­ter­wards poi­soned ev­ery day of my ex­is­tence. It hap­pened like this:

				I was re­peat­ing end­less­ly: “O Mark the Mag­nif­i­cent,” when sud­den­ly Samoilenko rushed up to me.

				“Al­low me, al­low me, my friend; al­low me, al­low me. Not like that, not like that. Think whom you’re ad­dress­ing—Mark the Mag­nif­i­cent him­self. Well, you haven’t got the faintest no­tion how sub­or­di­nates in an­cient Rome ad­dressed their supreme chief. Watch me; here’s the ges­ture.”

				He shot his right leg for­ward half a pace, bent his trunk at a right an­gle, and hung down his right arm, af­ter ma­nip­u­lat­ing his palm in­to the shape of a lit­tle boat.

				“Do you see what the ges­ture is? Do you un­der­stand? Re­peat.”

				I re­peat­ed, but with me the ges­ture proved so stupid and ug­ly that I de­cid­ed on a timid ob­jec­tion:

				“I beg your par­don, but it seems to me that mil­i­tary train­ing … it gen­er­al­ly avoids some­how the bent po­si­tion … and, apart from that, there’s a stage di­rec­tion … he comes out in his ar­mour … and you will ad­mit that in ar­mour …”

				“Kind­ly be qui­et!” Samoilenko shout­ed an­gri­ly; he had be­come pur­ple. “If the man­ag­er or­ders you to stand on one foot with your tongue out, you must obey in ab­so­lute si­lence. Kind­ly re­peat.”

				I re­peat­ed and the ef­fect was still more grotesque. But at this point Lara-Larsky came to my res­cue.

				“Leave it alone, Boris,” he said wea­ried­ly to Samoilenko. “Can’t you see that he isn’t up to it? And apart from this, as you know your­self, his­to­ry gives us no di­rect in­di­ca­tions. The ques­tion … hum … is de­bat­able.”

				Samoilenko left me in peace about his clas­si­cal ges­ture. But af­ter that he nev­er missed a chance of knif­ing me, sting­ing me, and gen­er­al­ly in­sult­ing me. He fol­lowed all my blun­ders jeal­ous­ly. He hat­ed me so much that I’m sure he dreamed of me ev­ery night. For my part, even now, af­ter ten years, this very day, as soon as I re­mem­ber this man, rage surges up in me and chokes my throat. It is true that be­fore my de­par­ture … how­ev­er, I’ll tell about that lat­er on, oth­er­wise it will spoil the har­mo­ny of the sto­ry.

				To­wards the very end of the re­hearsal, there sud­den­ly ap­peared on the stage a tall, thin, long-nosed man, with a bowler hat and a mous­tache. He stag­gered slight­ly, knock­ing against the wings, and his eyes were ex­act­ly like a pair of pewter but­tons. Ev­ery­one looked at him with dis­gust, but no one passed any re­mark.

				“Who is he?” I asked Doukhovskoi in a whis­per.

				“Eh! A drunk­ard,” he an­swered ca­su­al­ly. “Ne­lioubov-Ol­guine, our scene-painter. He’s a clever fel­low, acts some­times when he’s sober, but he’s a per­fect­ly hope­less drunk­ard. Still, there’s no one to take his place; he’s cheap and paints scenes very quick­ly.”

			
			
				VIII

				The re­hearsal end­ed. Peo­ple were go­ing away. The ac­tors were jok­ing, play­ing on words: Mer­cia-Com­mer­cia. Lara-Larsky was telling Boev mean­ing­ly to come “there.” I caught up with Va­le­ri­anov in one of the al­leys and, scarce­ly able to keep pace with his long strides, I said:

				“Vic­tor Vic­torovitch … I want very much to ask you for some mon­ey … if on­ly a lit­tle.”

				He stopped and seemed quite stu­pe­fied.

				“What? What mon­ey? Why mon­ey? For whom?”

				I be­gan to ex­plain my po­si­tion to him, but, with­out hear­ing me to the end, he turned his back on me and went on. Then sud­den­ly he stopped and called out:

				“I say, you there … what’s your name? … Vas­siliev. You’d bet­ter go to that man, your pro­pri­etor, and tell him to come and en­quire for me here. I shall re­main at the box-of­fice for an­oth­er half-hour. I’ll have a word with him.”

				I didn’t go to the ho­tel, I flew to it. The Ukrain­ian lis­tened with gloomy dis­trust; how­ev­er, he put on his brown jack­et and crawled slow­ly to the the­atre. I wait­ed for him. A quar­ter of an hour lat­er he re­turned. His face was like a stormy cloud, and a bun­dle of the­atre pass­es was stick­ing out of his right hand. He shoved them right un­der my nose and said in a muf­fled bass:

				“There you are! I thought he’d give me coins and he gives me bits of pa­per. What good are they to me?”

				I stood con­fused. How­ev­er, the bits of pa­per had a cer­tain util­i­ty. Af­ter long ex­hor­ta­tions, the pro­pri­etor con­sent­ed to share my be­long­ings: he kept as a de­posit my beau­ti­ful new Eng­lish leather port­man­teau and I took my un­der­clothes, my pass­port and, what was more pre­cious to me than any­thing else, my trav­el­ling note­books. By way of good­bye, the Ukrain­ian asked me:

				“What—are you, too, go­ing to play the fool over there?”

				“Yes, I, too,” I said with dig­ni­ty.

				“Ho, ho, you be care­ful. As soon as I set eyes on you on the stage, I’ll shout out: ‘What about my twen­ty rou­bles?’ ”

				For the next three days, I didn’t ven­ture to trou­ble Va­le­ri­anov, and slept on the lit­tle green bench with my small par­cel of un­der­clothes un­der my head as a pil­low. Two nights, thank God, were warm; I even felt, as I lay on the bench, a dry heat mount­ing up from the pave­ment that had been well warmed dur­ing the day. But on the third night there was a fine, con­tin­u­ous rain and I took shel­ter on a doorstep and was un­able to sleep till the morn­ing. The town gar­dens were open at eight. I stole in be­hind the scenes, lay down on an old cur­tain, and slept sound­ly for two hours. Of course I came un­der Samoilenko’s eyes and he, at great length and sting­ing­ly, in­formed me that a the­atre was the tem­ple of art and not at all a dor­mi­to­ry or a boudoir or a dosshouse. Then I de­cid­ed to over­take the man­ag­er again in the al­ley and ask him for some mon­ey, how­ev­er lit­tle, as I had nowhere to sleep.

				“I beg your par­don,” he said wav­ing his arms apart, “what has it got to do with me? You’re not a child, are you? And in any case I’m not your nurse.”

				I kept silent. His half-closed eyes wan­dered over the bright, sun­ny sand of the foot­path and then he said thought­ful­ly:

				“Sup­pose … look here … sup­pose you spend the nights in the the­atre. I sug­gest­ed that to the night watch, but the fool was afraid.”

				I thanked him.

				“But on­ly on one con­di­tion. No smok­ing in the the­atre. If you want to smoke, go out in­to the gar­dens.”

				Af­ter that I was guar­an­teed a sleep­ing place un­der a roof. Some­times, in the day­time, I would go some three miles along the riv­er and wash my clothes in a mod­est lit­tle cor­ner and dry them on the branch­es of the wil­lows. My linen was of great help to me. From time to time I would go to the bazaar and sell there a shirt or some­thing. On the twen­ty or thir­ty kopecks ac­quired in this way I would feed my­self for two whole days. Things were tak­ing vis­i­bly a favourable turn for me. Once I even man­aged, in a hap­py mo­ment, to get a rou­ble out of Va­le­ri­anov and im­me­di­ate­ly I dis­patched a tele­gram to Il­ia:

				
					“Dy­ing from hunger. Wire mon­ey C. The­atre.—Leon­tovitch.”

				

			
			
				IX

				The sec­ond re­hearsal was the full-dress one. In this, by the way, I was stuck for two new roles: that of an an­cient Chris­tian and that of Tigel­lius. I ac­cept­ed them with­out a mur­mur.

				Our trage­di­an, Tim­o­feev-Soum­skoi, took part in this. He was a broad-shoul­dered man, about five feet high, no longer young, with red curly hair, the whites of his eyes stick­ing out, and with a pock­marked face—a reg­u­lar butch­er, or rather an ex­e­cu­tion­er. He had an enor­mous voice and he act­ed in an old-fash­ioned, hec­tor­ing man­ner.

				He didn’t know his lines at all (he was tak­ing the part of Nero), and he had dif­fi­cul­ty even in read­ing it from his copy­book with the aid of his pow­er­ful spec­ta­cles. When peo­ple said to him: “You ought to study your part just a lit­tle, Fe­dot Pam­fy­lytch,” he would re­ply in a low oc­ta­vo:

				“Oh, let it go. It’ll do. I’ll stand near the prompter. It isn’t the first time. In any case the pub­lic un­der­stands noth­ing. The pub­lic’s a fool.”

				He was con­stant­ly hav­ing trou­ble with my name. He sim­ply couldn’t pro­nounce “Tigel­lius,” but called me ei­ther Tigeli­ni or Tinegil. Ev­ery time that he was cor­rect­ed, he would bark out:

				“Let it go. Rot. I’m not go­ing to fill my brain with rub­bish.”

				If he had a dif­fi­cult phrase or sev­er­al for­eign words com­ing to­geth­er, he would sim­ply cross it out in pen­cil in his book and de­clare:

				“I’m cut­ting that.”

				How­ev­er, ev­ery­one used to cut. From the soup of our play there re­mained on­ly the thick­ness. Out of the long role of Tigel­lius there sur­vived in the end on­ly one re­ply.

				Nero asks:

				“Tigel­lius, in what state are the li­ons?”

				And I an­swer on my knees:

				“Di­vine Cae­sar, Rome has nev­er seen such wild beasts. They are rav­en­ous and fe­ro­cious.”

				That was all.

				The open­ing night ar­rived. The the­atre was crammed. Out­side, round the bar­ri­ers, the crowd of the non-pay­ing pub­lic was thick and black. I was ner­vous.

				My God, how hor­ri­bly they all act­ed! Just as if they had all ac­qui­esced in Tim­o­feev’s ver­dict, “The pub­lic’s a fool.” Ev­ery word, ev­ery ges­ture, re­called some­thing old-fash­ioned, which has be­come stale through the rep­e­ti­tion of gen­er­a­tions. These ser­vants of art seemed to me to have at their dis­pos­al al­to­geth­er about two dozen in­to­na­tions, learned by heart, and about three dozen ges­tures, al­so learned by heart, as, for ex­am­ple, the one that Samoilenko fruit­less­ly tried to teach me. And I was won­der­ing how it was, through what moral fall had these peo­ple be­come so lost to all shame of their faces, of their bod­ies, of their move­ments!

				Tim­o­feev-Soum­skoi was mag­nif­i­cent. Lean­ing over the right side of the throne, dur­ing which process his ex­tend­ed left leg pro­trud­ed right in­to the mid­dle of the stage, his fool’s crown all awry, he was fix­ing the mo­bile whites of his eyes on the prompter’s box and yelling in such a way that the lit­tle urchins be­hind the bar­ri­ers shrieked with de­light. Nat­u­ral­ly he didn’t re­mem­ber my name. He sim­ply bawled at me like a Rus­sian mer­chant at the Rus­sian baths:

				“Teliantin! Bring along my li­ons and tigers. Qui‑ick!”

				I sub­mis­sive­ly swal­lowed my re­ply and went. Of course, the worst of the lot was Mark the Mag­nif­i­cent, Lara-Larsky, be­cause he was more shame­less, care­less, triv­ial, and self-con­fi­dent than the oth­ers. In­stead of pathos he gave shrieks, in­stead of ten­der­ness, sick­li­ness. Through the au­thor­i­ta­tive speech­es of a Ro­man pa­tri­cian there peeped out the chief of a Rus­sian fire-brigade. But then Adrosso­va was re­al­ly beau­ti­ful. Ev­ery­thing about her was charm­ing: her in­spired face, de­light­ful arms, her elas­tic, mu­si­cal voice, even her long wavy hair which, in the last scene, she let loose over her shoul­ders. She act­ed just as sim­ply, nat­u­ral­ly, and beau­ti­ful­ly as a bird sings.

				With re­al artis­tic de­light, some­times even with tears, I fol­lowed her through the small holes in the cloth back­ground of the stage. But I did not fore­see that a few min­utes lat­er she would touch me, not ar­tis­ti­cal­ly but in a quite dif­fer­ent man­ner.

				In this play I was so mul­ti-fig­ured that re­al­ly the man­age­ment might have added, in their ad­ver­tise­ment list, to the names of Petrov, Sidorov, Grig­oriev, Ivanov and Vas­siliev, the names of Dmitriev and Alexan­drov. In the first act, I ap­peared first of all as an old man with a white robe and with a hood on my head; then I ran be­hind the scenes, threw off my things and came on again as a cen­tu­ri­on with ar­mour and a hel­met, my feet naked; then I dis­ap­peared again and crawled out as the an­cient Chris­tian. In the sec­ond act, I was a cen­tu­ri­on and a slave. In the third act, two new slaves. In the fourth, a cen­tu­ri­on and some­one else’s two new slaves. I was al­so a stew­ard and a new slave. Then I was Tigel­lius and, fi­nal­ly, a voice­less knight who with an im­per­a­tive ges­ture in­di­cates to Mar­cia and Mark the way to the are­na where they are go­ing to be eat­en by li­ons.

				Even the sim­ple­ton, Aki­menko, tapped me on the shoul­der and said ami­ably:

				“Dev­il take it, you are a quick-change artist and no mis­take!”

				But I earned this praise at too great cost. I could scarce­ly stand on my feet.

				The per­for­mance was over. The care­tak­er was putting out the lights. I was walk­ing about the stage wait­ing for the last ac­tors to re­move their make­up so that I might be able to lie down on my old thread­bare so­fa. I was al­so think­ing of that morsel of fried liv­er which was hang­ing in my lit­tle cor­ner be­tween the prop­er­ty room and the gen­er­al dress­ing-room. (For since the rats robbed me of a piece of ba­con I used to hang all eat­a­bles on a string.) Sud­den­ly I heard a voice be­hind me:

				“Good night, Vas­siliev.”

				I turned round. An­drosso­va was stand­ing with her hand stretched out; her de­light­ful face looked tired.

				I must say that in the whole troupe she alone, not count­ing the in­signif­i­cant ones, Doukhovskoi and Ne­lioubov-Ol­guine, used to shake hands with me (the oth­ers de­spised me). And even to this day I can re­call the open, kind­ly, gen­uine way in which she shook hands like a wom­an and a com­rade at the same time.

				I took her hand. She looked at me at­ten­tive­ly and said:

				“Lis­ten. Aren’t you ill? You look bad.” And she added in a low­er tone: “Per­haps you’re in need of mon­ey? … eh? … may I lend it? …”

				“Oh no, no, thank you,” I in­ter­rupt­ed her with feel­ing. And sud­den­ly, yield­ing to the rush of emo­tion with which her act­ing had thrilled me, I ex­claimed with fire:

				“How beau­ti­ful you were tonight!”

				Prob­a­bly the com­pli­ment, by its sin­cer­i­ty, was a lit­tle un­usu­al. She blushed with plea­sure, low­ered her eves and said laugh­ing­ly:

				“I’m so glad that I gave you plea­sure.”

				I kissed her hand re­spect­ful­ly. But at that in­stant a wom­an’s voice shout­ed:

				“An­drosso­va! Where are you? Come along, we’re wait­ing for you for sup­per.”

				“Good night, Vas­siliev,” she said sim­ply and kind­ly. Then she shook her head, and just as she was leav­ing, mur­mured scarce­ly au­di­bly: “Ah, you poor one, you poor one …”

				No, I didn’t feel at all poor at that mo­ment. But it seemed to me that if, in say­ing good­bye, she had brushed my fore­head with her lips, I should have died from hap­pi­ness.

			
			
				X

				I wasn’t long in tak­ing the mea­sure of the whole troupe. I con­fess that even be­fore my in­vol­un­tary ac­tor’s ca­reer I nev­er had a high opin­ion of the pro­vin­cial stage. But, thanks to Os­tro­vsky, my idea of act­ing folk was that, though rough in ex­ter­nals, they were kind­ly and large in their hearts, hap­py-go-lucky peo­ple, but de­vot­ed to art in their way and full of es­prit de corps. But now I per­ceived that the stage was held quite sim­ply by a band of shame­less men and wom­en.

				They were all heart­less, treach­er­ous, and en­vi­ous of each oth­er, with­out the slight­est re­spect for beau­ty and cre­ative pow­er—in a word, base, in­sen­si­tive souls. And, on the top of it all, they were peo­ple of dumb­found­ing ig­no­rance and deep in­dif­fer­ence, hys­ter­i­cal hyp­ocrites, cold liars, with croc­o­dile tears and the­atri­cal sobs, stub­born­ly stunt­ed slaves—al­ways ready to crawl be­fore their su­pe­ri­ors and pa­trons. It was not with­out point that Chekhov said once: “There is on­ly one per­son more hys­ter­i­cal than the ac­tor—it is the con­sta­ble. See how they both stand in front of a buf­fet on a bank hol­i­day, make speech­es and weep.”

				But the­atri­cal tra­di­tions were kept up im­mov­ably among us. Some­one or oth­er, be­fore go­ing on the stage, had the habit of mak­ing the sign of the cross. The sto­ry of this spread. And each of our prin­ci­pals, be­fore his en­trance, would not fail to go through the same per­for­mance, look­ing round side­ways while he was do­ing it to see if any­one was watch­ing him or not. And if they are watch­ing he imag­ines them to be say­ing to them­selves: “How su­per­sti­tious he is! What an orig­i­nal crea­ture!”

				One of these pros­ti­tutes of art, with a goat’s voice and fat thighs, once beat the tai­lor and, on an­oth­er oc­ca­sion, the bar­ber. This al­so be­came an es­tab­lished tra­di­tion. I have of­ten watched Lara-Larsky throw­ing him­self about the stage with blood­shot eyes, foam­ing at the mouth, and shout­ing hoarse­ly:

				“Give me this tai­lor. I will kill him, this tai­lor.”

				And then, af­ter hav­ing struck the tai­lor and, deep down in his soul, ex­pect­ing and fear­ing a re­turn blow, he would stretch his hands out back­wards and roar:

				“Hold me, hold me, or I shall be­come in re­al­i­ty a mur­der­er!”

				But then how pro­found­ly they would dis­cuss “the holy art” and the the­atre! I re­mem­ber one clear, green Ju­ly day. Our re­hearsal had not com­menced. It was rather dark and cool on the stage. Of the prin­ci­pals, Lara-Larsky and his the­atri­cal wife, Medvedie­va, had ar­rived be­fore the oth­ers. A few girls and school­boys were sit­ting in the pit. Lara-Larsky walked back­wards and for­wards across the stage. He seemed pre­oc­cu­pied. Ap­par­ent­ly he was think­ing out some pro­found new type. Sud­den­ly his wife ad­dressed him:

				“Sasha, please whis­tle that mo­tive that we heard in Pail­lasse yes­ter­day.”

				He stopped short, looked her up and down from head to foot, and said in the ac­tor’s vel­vety bari­tone, glanc­ing side­ways at the pit:

				“Whis­tle? On the stage? Ha-ha-ha!” (He laughed the ac­tor’s bit­ter laugh.) “And it’s you who tell me to do this? But don’t you know that the stage is a tem­ple, an al­tar on which we lay all our best thoughts and hopes? And then sud­den­ly to whis­tle! Ha-ha-ha.”

				All the same, to this very al­tar, in the ladies’ dress­ing-rooms, the lo­cal cav­al­ry of­fi­cers and the rich, idle, land­ed pro­pri­etors used to come ex­act­ly as they would come to rooms in a mai­son de tolérance. Of course we weren’t touchy about this sort of thing. How of­ten have I seen some­thing like this: In­side the vine­yard ar­bour a light would be burn­ing, a wom­an’s laugh could be heard, the click of spurs, the tin­kling of cham­pagne glass­es, while the the­atri­cal hus­band, like a sen­try on pa­trol, would be walk­ing back­wards and for­wards on the path near the en­trance, wait­ing in the dark­ness and won­der­ing if he would or would not be in­vit­ed. And the wait­er, bring­ing in the fish au gratin on a high­ly-lift­ed tray, would jog against him with his el­bow and say dry­ly:

				“Step aside, sir.”

				And when he is in­vit­ed, he will fuss and drink vod­ka and beer and vine­gar while he tells dirty anec­dotes about Jew­ish life.

				But all the same they used to talk hot­ly and proud­ly about art. Tim­o­feev-Soum­skoi, more than once, lec­tured us on the lost “clas­sic ges­ture of ex­it.”

				“The clas­sic ges­ture is lost,” he would say gloomi­ly. “This is how an ac­tor would leave the stage in the past. Like this.” Tim­o­feev would stretch him­self out at full length and raise his right hand with his fist clenched ex­cept for the in­dex fin­ger, which would stick out like a hook. “Do you see?” And with slow, enor­mous strides he would move to the door. “That is what was called ‘the clas­si­cal ges­ture of ex­it.’ And now? One just puts one’s hands in one’s trous­er-pock­ets and off one goes home. That’s about it now, my friends.”

				Some­times they took a fan­cy for in­no­va­tions on their own ac­count. Lara-Larsky would in­ter­pret his role of Gogol’s Khlestakov like this:

				“No, al­low me. I in­ter­pret this scene with the town bailiff in this way. The town bailiff says that the room is rather dark. And I an­swer, ‘Yes, if you want to read some­thing, for ex­am­ple, Max­im Gorky, it’s im­pos­si­ble. It is da‑ark, da‑ark­ish.’ And that al­ways gets a round.”

				It was good to lis­ten some­times to the old ones, when they were a lit­tle drunk; for in­stance, Tim­o­feev-Soum­skoi talk­ing with Gontcharov.

				“Yes, old pal, we don’t get the same kind of ac­tor nowa­days. No, no, it isn’t the same.”

				“It’s a fact, my boy, it isn’t the same. Do you re­mem­ber Tcharsky and Li­oubovsky? … Eh?”

				“The old tra­di­tions are lost.”

				“It’s the fault of Pe­ters­burg, It isn’t the same. They don’t re­spect any longer the sa­cred­ness of art. All the same, you and I, we were priests in the tem­ple, but these oth­ers … Eh? … let’s drink, old man.”

				“And do you re­mem­ber Ivan Ko­zlovsky?”

				“Ah, let it alone, don’t re­vive an old sore. Let’s drink. What can they do, the peo­ple of to­day?”

				“Yes, what can they do?”

				“Wha‑at can they do?”

				And there, in the midst of this mix­ture of triv­i­al­i­ty, stu­pid­i­ty, swin­dling, man­ner­isms, brag­ging, ig­no­rance, and de­prav­i­ty, An­drosso­va alone truth­ful­ly served art. An­drosso­va—clean, charm­ing, beau­ti­ful, and tal­ent­ed. Now that I am old­er, I un­der­stand that she was no more con­scious of this filth than the white, beau­ti­ful corol­la of a flow­er is con­scious that its roots are be­ing fed by the slime of a marsh.

			
			
				XI

				The plays were pro­duced at ex­press speed. Short dra­mas and come­dies would be giv­en one re­hearsal. The Death of Ivan the Ter­ri­ble and The New World would be giv­en two. Is­mael, the com­po­si­tion of M. Boukharine, re­quired three re­hearsals, thanks on­ly to the fact that about forty su­pers from the lo­cal com­mands, the gar­ri­son, the army trans­port, and the fire brigade took part in it.

				I re­mem­ber par­tic­u­lar­ly well the per­for­mance of The Death of Ivan the Ter­ri­ble, be­cause of a stupid and amus­ing in­ci­dent. Tim­o­feev-Soum­skoi was tak­ing the part of Ivan. In his long bro­cade robe and his point­ed dogskin hat he looked like a mov­ing obelisk. In or­der to give the ter­ri­ble tzar a lit­tle more fe­roc­i­ty, he kept pro­trud­ing his low­er jaw and drop­ping his thick un­der­lip, rolling his eyes about, and bel­low­ing as he had nev­er bel­lowed be­fore. Of course he knew noth­ing about his part and read it in such verse that even the ac­tors, who were long in­ured to the fact that the pub­lic is a fool and un­der­stands noth­ing, were star­tled. But he par­tic­u­lar­ly dis­tin­guished him­self in the scene where Ivan, in an at­tack of re­pen­tance, kneels and con­fess­es be­fore the bo­yards: “My mind has cloud­ed,” etc.

				And when he came to the words, “like a reek­ing cur …” it goes with­out say­ing that his eyes were all the time on the prompter’s box. In the hear­ing of the whole house he said, “like—” and then stopped.

				“Like a reek­ing cur,” whis­pered the prompter.

				“Like,” roared Tim­o­feev.

				“Like a cur …”

				“Like …”

				“Like a reek­ing cur …”

				In the end he suc­ceed­ed in get­ting through the text, but he showed not the slight­est con­fu­sion or shame. But as for me—I was stand­ing near the throne at the time—I was seized with an ir­re­sistible at­tack of laugh­ter.

				It al­ways hap­pens like this; when you know that you must not laugh, it will be ex­act­ly then that you will be mas­tered by this con­vul­sive, wretch­ed laugh­ing. I re­alised quick­ly that the best thing to do was to hide at the back of the throne and there laugh it out to my heart’s con­tent. I turned round and walked in a solemn, bo­yard-like man­ner, hard­ly able to keep my face straight. I got round the throne and there … I saw two of the ac­tress­es press­ing against the back of it, shak­en and chok­ing with sup­pressed laugh­ter. This was more than I could en­dure. I ran be­hind the scenes, fell on the stage so­fa—my so­fa—and be­gan to roll on it. … Samoilenko, who al­ways jeal­ous­ly fol­lowed me, docked me five rou­bles for that.

				On the whole, this per­for­mance was rich in in­ci­dents. I for­got to say that we had an ac­tor named Ro­manov, a tall, very hand­some, rep­re­sen­ta­tive young fel­low, for the loud and ma­jes­tic sec­ondary parts. But, un­for­tu­nate­ly, he was so ex­treme­ly short­sight­ed that he had to wear glass­es of a quite spe­cial kind. With­out his pince-nez he would be ev­er­last­ing­ly knock­ing against some­thing on the stage, up­set­ting the col­umns, the vas­es, and the arm­chairs, get­ting en­tan­gled in the car­pets and fall­ing down. He was al­ready fa­mous for the fact that, in an­oth­er town and in an­oth­er strolling com­pa­ny, when act­ing the knight in La Princesse Loin­taine, he fell down and rolled in his tin ar­mour, rat­tling like an enor­mous samovar, in­to the foot­lights. In The Death of Ivan the Ter­ri­ble Ro­manov sur­passed him­self. He broke in­to the house of Shuisky, where the plot­ters had gath­ered, with such im­petu­os­i­ty that he up­set a long bench on which the bo­yards were all sit­ting.

				These bo­yards were de­light­ful. They were all re­cruit­ed from the young Karaim Jews who were em­ployed at the lo­cal to­bac­co fac­to­ry. I ush­ered them on to the stage. I am not tall, but the tallest of them was on­ly up to my shoul­der. One half of these il­lus­tri­ous bo­yards was dressed in Cau­casian cos­tumes with kaf­tans, and the oth­er half in long jack­ets which had been hired from a lo­cal choir. On their youth­ful faces were fas­tened black beards, their black eyes shone, their mouths were en­thu­si­as­ti­cal­ly open, their move­ments awk­ward and shy. The au­di­ence neighed hearti­ly at our solemn en­trance.

				Ow­ing to the fact that we pro­duced a fresh play ev­ery day, our the­atre was rather well pa­tro­n­ised. The of­fi­cers and the land­ed pro­pri­etors came for the ac­tress­es. Apart from them, a box tick­et was sent ev­ery day to Khari­to­nenko. He him­self came sel­dom, not more than twice dur­ing the whole sea­son, but on each oc­ca­sion he sent a hun­dred rou­bles. On the whole, the the­atre wasn’t do­ing so bad­ly. And if the young ac­tors re­ceived no salary, it was thanks to the del­i­cate cal­cu­la­tions of Va­le­ri­anov. The man­ag­er was like the coach­man who used to dan­gle a wisp of hay in front of his hun­gry jade’s muz­zle to make him run faster.

			
			
				XII

				On one oc­ca­sion—I don’t re­mem­ber why—there was no per­for­mance. The weath­er was bad. At ten o’clock that night I was al­ready on my so­fa, lis­ten­ing in the dark to the drum­ming of the rain on the wood­en roof.

				Sud­den­ly I heard a rustling some­where be­hind the scenes, then steps, then the crash of fall­ing chairs. I lit a can­dle-end and went out to in­ves­ti­gate the sounds, on­ly to see the drunk­en Ne­lioubov-Ol­guine who was help­less­ly grop­ing be­tween the scenery and the wall of the the­atre. On catch­ing sight of me, he was not alarmed, but ex­pressed a tran­quil sur­prise.

				“Wh—at the d—d—evil are you do­ing here?”

				I ex­plained to him in a few words. He thrust his hands in­to his pock­ets, nod­ded with his long nose, and swayed from his heels to the tips of his toes for some time. Then he sud­den­ly lost his bal­ance, but re­cov­ered it, moved a few steps for­ward and said:

				“And why not come with me?”

				“We scarce­ly know each oth­er. …”

				“Rub­bish! Come along.”

				He took my arm and we went off to­geth­er. From that hour to the very end of my ca­reer as an ac­tor I shared with him his dark, tiny room which he rent­ed from the ex-po­lice in­spec­tor of C——. This no­to­ri­ous drunk­ard, the ob­ject of the whole troupe’s hyp­o­crit­i­cal scorn, showed him­self to be a kind, qui­et man, a true com­rade, pos­sessed of much in­ner del­i­ca­cy of feel­ing. But he had in his heart a kind of sick­ly, in­cur­able wound—the work of a wom­an. I could nev­er get at the re­al­i­ty of his ro­mance. When drunk, he would of­ten drag out from his trav­el­ling bas­ket the por­trait of a wom­an, not very beau­ti­ful, but not ug­ly ei­ther, slight­ly squint-eyed, with a turned-up, pro­vok­ing lit­tle nose. She looked to me a pro­vin­cial. He would ei­ther kiss this pho­to­graph or fling it on the floor, press it to his heart or spit on it, place it against the icons in the cor­ner or pour can­dle-grease over it. I could nev­er make out which of them had thrown the oth­er over, or who the chil­dren were of whom he spoke, his, hers, or some­one else’s.

				Nei­ther he nor I had any mon­ey. Long ago he had ob­tained from Va­le­ri­anov a rather large sum to send her, and now he was in a con­di­tion of bond-ser­vice which sim­ple hon­our pre­vent­ed him from evad­ing. Oc­ca­sion­al­ly he would earn a few kopecks from the lo­cal sign­board artist. But his source of in­cre­ment was a great se­cret from the rest of the troupe; how would Lara-Larsky have tol­er­at­ed such an in­sult to art?

				Our land­lord, the re­tired po­lice in­spec­tor, a fat, red-cheeked man, with a mous­tache and a dou­ble chin, was a very benev­o­lent per­son. Ev­ery morn­ing and evening, af­ter they had fin­ished tea in his house, a new­ly-filled samovar, a teapot with the tea pre­vi­ous­ly used, and as much black bread as we wished, was sent to us. We used to be quite sat­is­fied.

				The re­tired po­lice in­spec­tor would take a nap af­ter din­ner and then come out in his dress­ing-gown with his pipe and sit on the steps. Be­fore go­ing to the the­atre, we would sit near him. The con­ver­sa­tion was in­vari­ably the same: his mis­for­tunes in the ser­vice, the in­jus­tice of his su­pe­ri­ors, and the base in­trigues of his en­e­mies. He al­ways asked us for ad­vice as to how he was to write a let­ter to the prin­ci­pal news­pa­pers, so that his in­no­cence might tri­umph and the gov­er­nor, and the vice-gov­er­nor, with the present dis­trict in­spec­tor, and that scoundrel the in­spec­tor of the sec­ond sec­tion, who was the main cause of all his mis­for­tunes, might be hound­ed from their posts. We would make dif­fer­ent sug­ges­tions, but he would on­ly sigh, frown, shake his head, and re­peat:

				“Eh, not that … not that, not that. There, if I could find a man with a pen; it’s a pen that I must find. I wouldn’t spare any mon­ey.”

				And he, the ras­cal, had mon­ey. Once on en­ter­ing his room I found him sort­ing his se­cu­ri­ties. He was slight­ly con­tused, rose from his chair, and hid the pa­pers be­hind him with the help of his open dress­ing-gown. I am quite con­vinced that dur­ing his pe­ri­od of ser­vice there were many things to his cred­it: ac­cep­tance of bribes, ex­tor­tions, the mis­use of pow­er, and oth­er deeds of the sort.

				At night, af­ter the per­for­mance, Ne­lioubov and I would of­ten wan­der about the gar­dens. In the qui­et, lit-up gar­dens there were ev­ery­where lit­tle white ta­bles on which the can­dles burned un­wa­ver­ing­ly in their glass shades. Men and wom­en, some­how or oth­er in a fes­tive at­mos­phere, smiled and leaned to­wards each oth­er sig­nif­i­cant­ly and co­quet­tish­ly. The sand rus­tled un­der the light steps of wom­en.

				“What about land­ing a lit­tle fish,” Ne­lioubov would some­times say in his hoarse bass voice, look­ing side­ways at me sly­ly.

				That sort of thing an­noyed me at first. I al­ways hat­ed this ea­ger, no­ble readi­ness of gar­den ac­tors to paste them­selves on to the din­ners and lunch­es of strangers, these kind, moist, hun­gry dog’s eyes, these bari­tones at ta­ble with their un­nat­u­ral­ly de­tached man­ners, their uni­ver­sal knowl­edge of gas­tron­o­my, their forced at­ten­tive­ness, their ha­bit­u­al au­thor­i­ta­tive fa­mil­iar­i­ty with the wait­ers. But af­ter­wards, when I got to know Ne­lioubov bet­ter, I un­der­stood that he was on­ly jok­ing. This odd fel­low was proud and ex­treme­ly touchy in his way.

				But a fun­ny and slight­ly dis­cred­itable in­ci­dent hap­pened which caught my friend and me in a culi­nary net. It hap­pened like this:

				We were the last to leave the dress­ing-room af­ter the per­for­mance when sud­den­ly, from some­where be­hind the scenes, there jumped out on to the stage a cer­tain Alt­shiller, a lo­cal Roth­schild, a Jew, still young but al­ready fat, with very airy man­ners—a rosy-cheeked man, of the sen­su­al type, cov­ered with rings and chains and trin­kets. He threw him­self at us.

				“Good gra­cious! I’ve been run­ning about for the last half hour. I’m dead beat. Tell me, for Heav­en’s sake, if you’ve seen Volko­va and Bo­goutcharska­ia?”

				As a mat­ter of fact, im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter the per­for­mance, we had seen these ac­tress­es drive off with some dra­goon of­fi­cers, and we ami­ably im­part­ed the news to Alt­shiller, He caught his head be­tween his hands and threw him­self about the stage:

				“But this is shame­ful! I’ve or­dered the sup­per. No, this is re­al­ly the lim­it! To give one’s word, to prom­ise and … What do you call that, gen­tle­men, I ask you?”

				We were silent.

				He made a few more con­tor­tions on the stage, then stopped, hes­i­tat­ed, scratched his head ner­vous­ly, smacked his lips thought­ful­ly, and said sud­den­ly, in a de­cid­ed man­ner:

				“Gen­tle­men, may I ask you to have sup­per with me?”

				We re­fused.

				But he would take no re­fusal. He stuck to us like glue. He threw him­self first at Ne­lioubov and then at me, shook our hands, looked ap­peal­ing­ly in­to our eyes, and as­sured us with warmth that he was de­vot­ed to art. Ne­lioubov was the first to give way.

				“Oh, the dev­il! Let’s go, what about it!”

				Mae­ce­nas led us to the main plat­form and be­gan bustling about. He chose the most con­spic­u­ous place, got us seat­ed, and kept jump­ing up, run­ning af­ter the wait­ers, wav­ing his arms and, af­ter drink­ing a glass of küm­mel, pre­tend­ed to be a des­per­ate de­bauchee. His bowler hat was all on one side, to give him an air of wicked­ness.

				“Try a lit­tle cu­cum­ber! How does one put it in Rus­sian? Isn’t it that with­out a lit­tle cu­cum­ber no fes­tiv­i­ty is pos­si­ble? Try a lit­tle vod­ka. Do eat. Go ahead, I beg of you. And per­haps you’d like some Bœuf à la Stroganof? It’s ex­cel­lent at this place. Here, wait­er!”

				From a large piece of hot roast beef I be­came drunk, as though from wine. My eyes were clos­ing. The ve­ran­dah with its lights, the blue to­bac­co smoke, and the fan­tas­tic gal­lop of talk, kept flow­ing past me, and I could hear as in a dream:

				“Please eat a lit­tle more, gen­tle­men. … Don’t be on cer­e­mo­ny. Re­al­ly I don’t know what to do with my­self, I am so de­vot­ed to art.”

			
			
				XIII

				But the dé­noue­ment was near at hand. My fare of black bread and tea was un­der­min­ing my health. I be­came ir­ri­ta­ble, and of­ten, in or­der to keep my­self in hand, I would run away from the re­hearsal to some re­mote cor­ner in the gar­dens. Be­sides, I had long ago ex­haust­ed my stock of un­der­clothes.

				Samoilenko con­tin­ued to tor­ment me. You know how it is some­times at a board­ing-school, when a mas­ter, for no rea­son at all, sud­den­ly gets his knife in­to some poor lit­tle wretch of a pupil. He will hate him for the pal­lor of his face, be­cause his ears stick out, be­cause he shrugs his shoul­ders un­pleas­ant­ly, and this hate will last for years. This is ex­act­ly how Samoilenko be­haved to­wards me. He had al­ready man­aged to fine me fif­teen rou­bles al­to­geth­er, and dur­ing re­hearsals he would speak to me as though he were the head of a prison ad­dress­ing a con­vict. Some­times, as I lis­tened to his in­so­lent re­marks, I would low­er my eye­lids and would then see fiery cir­cles in front of my eyes. As for Va­le­ri­anov, he had stopped speak­ing to me at all, and when we met he would bolt like an os­trich. I had been with him a month and a half al­ready and had re­ceived ex­act­ly one rou­ble.

				One morn­ing I woke up with a headache, with a metal­lic taste in my mouth, and in my soul a black, heavy, un­rea­soned anger. In this frame of mind I went to the re­hearsal.

				I don’t re­mem­ber what we were act­ing, but I re­mem­ber well that there was a thick rolled up copy­book in my hand. I knew my part, as usu­al, per­fect­ly. It con­tained the words: “I have de­served this.”

				And when the play got to this pas­sage I said:

				“I have de­served this.”

				But Samoilenko ran up to me and bawled out:

				“Who speaks Rus­sian like this? Who­ev­er speaks like this? ‘I have de­served this!’ One says: ‘I have de­served for this.’ Medi­ocrity!”

				Grow­ing white I stretched the copy­book out to him with these words:

				“Kind­ly look at the text.”

				But he shout­ed out in a gut­tural voice:

				“To hell with your text! I my­self am your text. If you don’t want to keep your job here, you may go to the dev­il.”

				I quick­ly raised my eyes to his. Sud­den­ly he un­der­stood ev­ery­thing, be­came as pale as I was, and moved back quick­ly two steps. But it was al­ready too late. With the heavy rolled copy­book I struck him heav­i­ly and loud­ly on the left cheek and on the right, then again on the left, and then on the right again, and again, and again. He made no re­sis­tance, did not even duck, did not even try to run away, but, at each blow, on­ly switched his head to left and right, like a clown who plays at be­ing sur­prised. Fi­nal­ly I flung the copy­book in his face and left the stage for the gar­dens. No­body stopped me.

				And then the mir­a­cle hap­pened. The first per­son that I saw in the gar­dens was a lit­tle mes­sen­ger-boy from the lo­cal branch of the Vol­ga-Ka­ma bank. He was ask­ing for Leon­tovitch and hand­ed me a no­ti­fi­ca­tion of five hun­dred rou­bles, that were wait­ing for me at the bank.

				An hour lat­er Ne­lioubov and I were al­ready in the gar­dens or­der­ing a gi­gan­tic lunch, and two hours lat­er the whole troop was drink­ing my health in cham­pagne and con­grat­u­lat­ing me. On my hon­our, it wasn’t I but Ne­lioubov who had spread the news that I had come in for six­ty thou­sand rou­bles. I didn’t con­tra­dict it. A lit­tle lat­er Va­le­ri­anov swore to me that busi­ness was go­ing to the dogs and I made him a present of a hun­dred rou­bles.

				At five o’clock that evening I was at the sta­tion. In my pock­et, apart from my tick­et to Mos­cow, I had on­ly sev­en­ty rou­bles, but I felt like an em­per­or. When, af­ter the sec­ond bell, I was get­ting in­to my com­part­ment, Samoilenko, who, up to now, had kept his dis­tance, came up to me.

				“For­give; I was hot­head­ed,” he said the­atri­cal­ly.

				I pressed his out­stretched hand and an­swered ami­ably: “For­give, I too was hot­head­ed.”

				

				They gave me a farewell cheer. I ex­changed the last kind­ly glance with Ne­lioubov, The train start­ed and ev­ery­thing re­ced­ed nev­er to re­turn. And when the last of the lit­tle blue huts of the out­skirts be­gan to dis­ap­pear and the mourn­ful, yel­low, burnt-out steppe stretched it­self end­less­ly—a strange sad­ness tugged at my heart, as if there, in that scene of my mis­for­tunes, suf­fer­ings, hunger, and hu­mil­i­a­tions, had re­mained for­ev­er a par­ti­cle of my soul.

			
		
	
		
			“Allez!”

			This jerky, ex­clam­a­to­ry or­der was Melle No­ra’s ear­li­est mem­o­ry from the dark monotony of her erring child­hood. This word Allez was the very first that her weak, child­ish lit­tle tongue ev­er framed, and al­ways, even in her dreams, this cry re­pro­duced it­self in No­ra’s mem­o­ry, evok­ing in its five let­ters the chill of the un­heat­ed cir­cus ring, the smell of sta­bles, the heavy gal­lop of the horse, the dry crack­ling of the long whip and the burn­ing pain of its lash, sud­den­ly dead­en­ing the mo­men­tary hes­i­ta­tion of fear. …

			“Allez! …”

			In the emp­ty cir­cus it is cold and dark. Here and there, the win­try sun­light, scarce­ly pierc­ing the glass cupo­las, lies in pale spots over the rasp­ber­ry-coloured vel­vet and the gilt of the box­es, over the shields with the hors­es’ heads, over the flags that dec­o­rate the pil­lars; it plays on the dim glass­es of the elec­tric globes, glid­ing over the steel of the tourni­quets and trapezes, up there at a tremen­dous height amid the en­tan­gle­ment of the ma­chines and the ropes, from which one can scarce­ly dis­tin­guish the first rows of the stalls, and the seats be­hind and the gallery are com­plete­ly drowned in dark­ness.

			The day’s rou­tine is in full swing. Five or six of the per­form­ers, in great­coats and fur caps, are smok­ing rank cigars at the end of the first row of arm­chairs near the en­trance from the sta­bles. In the mid­dle of the ring stands a square-built, short-legged man, with a tall hat perched on the back of his head, and a black mous­tache, care­ful­ly twist­ed to a fine point at the ends. He is ty­ing a long string round the waist of a tiny lit­tle five-year-old girl, who is stand­ing in front of him shiv­er­ing from fright and cold. The big white horse, which a sta­ble­man leads round the ring, snorts loud­ly, shak­ing its arched neck as the white steam gush­es from its nos­trils. Ev­ery time that it pass­es the man in the tall hat, the horse looks askance at the whip that sticks out un­der his arm, snorts with ag­i­ta­tion, and, plod­ding round, drags the tug­ging sta­ble-boy be­hind it. Lit­tle No­ra can hear be­hind her back its ner­vous plunges, and she shiv­ers still more.

			Two pow­er­ful hands seize her round the waist and light­ly toss her on to the large leather mat­tress on the horse’s back. Al­most at the same in­stant, the chairs, the white pil­lars, the tent cloth hang­ings at the en­trance—all this is merged in the bizarre cir­cle which spins round to meet the horse. In vain her numb hands clutch con­vul­sive­ly at the rough wave of mane as her eyes close tight­ly, blind­ed by the dev­il­ish flash of the seething cir­cle. The man in the tall hat walks in the cen­tre of the ring, hold­ing in front of the horse’s head the end of his long whip, which he cracks deaf­en­ing­ly. …

			“Allez! …”

			And again she is in her short gauze skirt, with her bare, thin, half-child­ish arms, stand­ing in the elec­tric light, be­neath the very cupo­la of the cir­cus on a well-bal­anced trapeze. From this, at the lit­tle girl’s feet, there is hang­ing, head down­wards, his knees clutch­ing the up­right post, an­oth­er square-built man, in pink tights, with gold span­gles and fringe, curled, po­mad­ed, and cru­el. Now he has raised his low­ered hands, spread them out, and, fix­ing No­ra’s eyes with that pen­e­trat­ing, mean­ing look—the hyp­no­tis­ing glance of the ac­ro­bat—he claps his hands. No­ra makes a quick for­ward move­ment with the in­ten­tion of hurl­ing her­self straight down in­to those strong, piti­less hands. (What a thrill it will give the hun­dreds of spec­ta­tors!) But all of a sud­den, her heart grows cold, seems to stop from ter­ror, and she on­ly squeezes more tight­ly the thin ropes of the trapeze. Up go once more the cru­el, bent hands, and the ac­ro­bat’s glance be­comes still more in­tense … Be­neath her feet the space seems that of an abyss.

			“Allez! …”

			Again she bal­ances, scarce­ly able to breathe, on the very apex of the “Liv­ing Pyra­mid.” She glides, wrig­gling with her body, sup­ple as a ser­pent’s, be­tween the cross­beams of the long white lad­der which a man is hold­ing on his head. She turns a som­er­sault in the air, thrown up by the feet of the jon­gleur, strong and ter­ri­ble, like steel springs. Again at a great height, she walks on thin, trem­bling wire which cuts her feet un­bear­ably. … And ev­ery­where are the same dim, beau­ti­ful faces, the po­mad­ed heads, the puffed curls, the mous­tach­es up­turned, the reek of cigars and per­spi­ra­tion, and al­ways that in­evitable fa­tal cry, the same for hu­man be­ings, for hors­es, and for per­form­ing dogs:

			“Allez! …”

			She was just six­teen, and a very pret­ty girl when, dur­ing a per­for­mance, she fell from the airy tourni­quet past the net on to the sand of the ring. She was picked up un­con­scious and tak­en be­hind the scenes, where, in ac­cor­dance with cir­cus tra­di­tions, they be­gan to shake her by the shoul­ders with all their might to bring her back to her­self. She awoke to con­scious­ness, groan­ing with pain from her crushed hand.

			“The au­di­ence is get­ting rest­less and be­gin­ning to go,” they were say­ing around her. “Come, show your­self to the pub­lic.”

			Obe­di­ent­ly her lips framed the usu­al smile, the smile of the “grace­ful horse­wom­an,” but af­ter walk­ing two steps the pain be­came un­bear­able and she cried out and stag­gered. Then dozens of hands laid hold of her and pushed her forcibly in front of the pub­lic.

			“Allez!”

			Dur­ing this sea­son there was “work­ing” in the cir­cus a cer­tain star clown named Menot­ti. He was not the or­di­nary pau­per clown who rolls in the sand to the rhythm of slaps in the face and who man­ages, on a quite emp­ty stom­ach, to amuse the pub­lic for a whole evening with in­ex­haustible jokes. Menot­ti was a clown celebri­ty, the first so­lo-clown and im­i­ta­tor on the plan­et, a world-known train­er who had re­ceived in­nu­mer­able hon­ours and prizes. He wore on his breast a heavy chain of gold medals, re­ceived two hun­dred rou­bles for a sin­gle turn and boast­ed of the fact that for the last five years he had worn noth­ing but moire cos­tumes. Af­ter the per­for­mance, he in­vari­ably felt “done up” and, with a high­fa­lutin bit­ter­ness, would say of him­self: “Yes, we are buf­foons, we must amuse the well-fed pub­lic.” In the are­na he would sing, pre­ten­tious­ly and out of tune, old cou­plets, or re­cite vers­es of his own com­po­si­tion, or make gags on the Du­ma or the drainage, which usu­al­ly pro­duced on the pub­lic, drawn to the cir­cus by reck­less ad­ver­tis­ing, the im­pres­sion of in­sis­tent, dull, and un­nec­es­sary con­tor­tions. In pri­vate life, he had a lan­guid­ly pa­tro­n­is­ing man­ner, and he loved with a mys­te­ri­ous and neg­li­gent air, to in­sin­u­ate his con­quests of ex­traor­di­nar­i­ly beau­ti­ful, ex­traor­di­nar­i­ly rich, but ut­ter­ly tire­some countess­es.

			At her first ap­pear­ance at the morn­ing re­hearsal, af­ter her sprain had been cured, Menot­ti came up to her, held her hand in his, made moist tired eyes at her, and asked in a weak­ened voice about her health. She be­came con­fused, blushed, and took her hand away. That mo­ment de­cid­ed her fate.

			A week lat­er, as he es­cort­ed No­ra back from the evening per­for­mance, Menot­ti asked her to have sup­per with him at the mag­nif­i­cent ho­tel where the world-fa­mous first so­lo-clown al­ways stopped.

			The cab­i­nets par­ti­c­uliers are on the first floor, and as she made her way up No­ra stopped for a minute, part­ly from fa­tigue, part­ly from the emo­tion of the last vir­ginal hes­i­ta­tion. But Menot­ti squeezed her el­bow tight­ly. In his voice there rang fierce an­i­mal pas­sion and with it the cru­el or­der of the old ac­ro­bat as he whis­pered:

			“Allez!”

			And she went. … She saw in him an ex­tra­or­di­nary, a su­pe­ri­or be­ing, al­most a god. … She would have gone in­to fire if it had oc­curred to him to or­der it.

			For a year she fol­lowed him from town to town. She took care of Menot­ti’s bril­liants and jew­els dur­ing his ap­pear­ances, put on and took off for him his tri­cot, at­tend­ed to his wardrobe, helped him to train rats and pigs, rubbed his face with cold cream and—what was most im­por­tant of all—be­lieved with idol­is­ing in­ten­si­ty in his world-fame. When they were alone he had noth­ing to say to her, and he ac­cept­ed her pas­sion­ate ca­ress­es with the ex­ag­ger­at­ed bore­dom of a man who, though thor­ough­ly sa­ti­at­ed, mer­ci­ful­ly per­mits wom­en to adore him.

			Af­ter a year he had had enough of her. His at­ten­tion was di­vert­ed to one of the Sis­ters Wil­son who were ex­e­cut­ing “Airy Flights.” He did not stand on cer­e­mo­ny with No­ra now, and of­ten in the dress­ing-room, right in front of the per­form­ers and sta­ble­men, he would box her ears for a miss­ing but­ton. She bore all this with the hu­mil­i­ty of an old, clever and de­vot­ed dog who ac­cepts the blows of his mas­ter.

			Fi­nal­ly, one night af­ter a per­for­mance in which the first train­er in the world had been hissed for whip­ping a dog re­al­ly too sav­age­ly, Menot­ti told No­ra straight out to go im­me­di­ate­ly to the dev­il. She left him, but stopped at the very door of the room and glanced back with a beg­ging look in her eyes. Then Menot­ti rushed to the door, flung it open fu­ri­ous­ly and shout­ed:

			“Allez!”

			But on­ly two days lat­er, like a dog who has been beat­en and turned out, she was drawn back again to the mas­ter. A black­ness came to her eyes when a wait­er of the ho­tel said to her with an in­so­lent grin:

			“You can­not go up; he is in a cab­i­net par­ti­c­uli­er with a la­dy.”

			But No­ra went up and stopped un­err­ing­ly be­fore the door of the very room where she had been with Menot­ti a year ago. Yes, he was there. She recog­nised the lan­guid voice of the over­worked celebri­ty, in­ter­rupt­ed from time to time by the hap­py laugh of the red-haired En­glish­wom­an. No­ra opened the door abrupt­ly.

			The pur­ple and gold ta­pes­tries, the daz­zling light of the two can­de­labras, the glis­ten­ing of crys­tals, the pyra­mid of fruit and the bot­tles in sil­ver buck­ets, Menot­ti ly­ing on the so­fa in his shirt­sleeves, and Wil­son with her cor­sage loos­ened, the reek of scent, wine, cigars, pow­der—all this, at first, stu­pe­fied her; then she rushed at Wil­son and struck her again and again in the face with her clenched fist. Wil­son shrieked and the fight be­gan. …

			When Menot­ti had suc­ceed­ed with dif­fi­cul­ty in sep­a­rat­ing them, No­ra threw her­self on her knees, cov­ered his boots with kiss­es and begged him to come back to her. Menot­ti could scarce­ly push her away from him as he said, squeez­ing her neck tight­ly with his strong fin­gers:

			“If you don’t go at once, I’ll have you thrown out of the place by the wait­er.”

			Al­most sti­fled, she rose to her feet and whis­pered:

			“Ah—ah … in that case … in that case …”

			Her eyes fell on the open win­dow. Quick­ly and light­ly, like the ex­pe­ri­enced gym­nast she was, she bound­ed on to the sill and bent for­ward, her hands grasp­ing on each side the frame­work of the win­dow.

			Far down be­neath her, the car­riages rat­tled, seem­ing from that height mere small, strange an­i­mals. The pave­ments glis­tened af­ter the rain, and the re­flec­tions of the street lamps danced about in the pools of wa­ter.

			No­ra’s lingers grew cold and her heart stopped beat­ing for a sec­ond of ter­ror. … Then, clos­ing her eyes and breath­ing heav­i­ly, she raised her hands above her head and, fight­ing down, as usu­al, her old weak­ness, she cried out, as if in the cir­cus:

			“Allez! …”

		
	
		
			
				Black Fog

				A Pe­ters­burg Case

			
			I re­mem­ber per­fect­ly his first ar­rival in Pe­ters­burg from his hot, lazy, sen­su­al south. There em­anat­ed from him the very at­mos­phere of black earth-force, the odour of dry, sun­baked feath­er-grass, the sim­ple po­et­ry of qui­et sun­sets, grad­u­al­ly fad­ing away be­hind the cher­ry trees of lit­tle or­chards. He had the in­ex­haustible health of the steppe and he was so vivid in his fresh naivete.

			He came straight from the sta­tion in­to the fur­nished rooms where I was liv­ing. It was win­ter, eight o’clock in the morn­ing, when, in the Pe­ters­burg streets, the lamps are still lit and the tired hors­es are drag­ging the sleep­ing night-cab-men to their homes. He would take no re­fusal. He wouldn’t lis­ten to any of the maid’s ar­gu­ments, and said in his sonorous voice that rang through the cor­ri­dor:

			“What are you talk­ing about? As if I didn’t know him! Why, he’s more to me than my own broth­er. What next? Show me in to him.”

			We had been at school to­geth­er in the South, where, in­ci­den­tal­ly, he had not fin­ished his course. I was fond of him, not more than of a re­al broth­er—he ex­ag­ger­at­ed this in his hur­ry—but, all the same, I was sin­cere­ly at­tached to him. How­ev­er, though I im­me­di­ate­ly recog­nised his voice with its soft and yet gut­tural south­ern g and its pro­vin­cial breadth of di­a­pa­son, I can­not say that in the first minute I was par­tic­u­lar­ly pleased. You know what it is when a man has been gal­li­vant­ing all over the place through the night, goes to bed with his head not quite clear and, on the top of it all, is faced with se­ri­ous, timed work for the next day. … In a word, I cursed un­der my blan­kets and firm­ly de­cid­ed, if he came in, to pre­tend that I was asleep or dead, like a bee­tle that has been placed on the palm of a hand.

			Eas­i­er said than done. He burst in like a hur­ri­cane, threw him­self at me, dragged me out of bed as if I were a child, shook me and pulled me about. It was im­pos­si­ble to be an­gry with him. The frost had giv­en him a de­light­ful em­a­na­tion of ap­ples and some­thing else—healthy and vig­or­ous; his mous­tache and beard were thaw­ing, his face was burn­ing bright­ly, his eyes were shin­ing.

			“Well, well, how long are you go­ing to wal­low in those blan­kets? Get up,” he roared; “get up or I’ll smash you in­to lit­tle bits.”

			“Lis­ten, you poor, be­night­ed pro­vin­cial”—I was try­ing to make him feel ashamed—“here in Pe­ters­burg no one gets up be­fore eleven. Lie down on the so­fa or ask for some tea, or send some­one to fetch news­pa­pers and read, but let me doze, if on­ly for half an hour.”

			No, noth­ing had any ef­fect on him. He was burst­ing with sto­ries of the past and plans for the fu­ture, so filled with new im­pres­sions that he seemed ready to blow up un­der their pres­sure if I hadn’t act­ed as a sort of safe­ty-valve. First came the greet­ings: it ap­pears that, up to the present, they all re­mem­ber me, are quite fond of me and read with plea­sure my ar­ti­cles on eco­nom­ics. I was flat­tered and pre­tend­ed not to have for­got­ten a sin­gle one of all those ex­tra­or­di­nary names, all those Gouzikovs, Li­adoushenkos, Tch­ernysh, and so many oth­er old ac­quain­tances. Sec­ond­ly, Pe­ters­burg had ut­ter­ly stu­pe­fied him.

			“Deuce take it, what an enor­mous town! What do you think? At the sta­tion there were noth­ing but swag­ger cabs, not a sin­gle or­di­nary one.”

			“Swag­ger cabs?” I re­peat­ed doubt­ful­ly.

			“On my hon­our, yes. I didn’t grasp it at first and I was in one of them be­fore I saw that it was on tyres. Well, I’ve let my­self in, I thought. I want­ed to crawl out of it but I was ashamed to do that and a po­lice­man was hur­ry­ing them all. I was lucky to get out of it so cheap­ly—a rou­ble and a half al­to­geth­er!”

			“At the very most you ought to have paid fifty kopecks,” I put in.

			“There you’re talk­ing non­sense. What! give a cab on tyres fifty kopecks, for such a dis­tance! Oh, and what streets you have here! And the peo­ple—oh, Lord! it’s worse than the fer­ry­boats at home. They’re all over the place. And on one of the bridges there is a stat­ue of four hors­es. Have you seen it? It’s a sight. … You live well here, I can see that.”

			The whole time he kept say­ing “at home” and “you peo­ple here”—draw­ing a line be­tween the two as all provin­cials do. He was great­ly struck by the fires lit at cross-streets on ac­count of the se­vere frost.

			“What’s that for?” he asked with naive cu­rios­i­ty.

			I an­swered quite se­ri­ous­ly:

			“It’s an idea of the town coun­cil to heat the streets so as to spend less on fu­el in Gov­ern­ment of­fices.”

			His eyes grew round, and so did his mouth, from as­ton­ish­ment, and all he could pro­nounce was:

			“Oh!”

			The next minute he saw it and burst out laugh­ing—laughed in long, deaf­en­ing, youth­ful peals. I had to re­mind him that all the oth­er lodgers were still asleep, that the par­ti­tions were made of pa­pi­er-mâché and that I didn’t want to get in­to trou­ble with my land­la­dy.

			Irisha came in with the samovar. She looked side­ways at Boris with an ex­pres­sion of dis­trust and ag­i­ta­tion, as though a horse had been re­ceived in­to the room. She was a reg­u­lar Pe­ters­burg maid, sen­si­tive and not with­out un­der­stand­ing.

			At five o’clock we dined at the Nevsky in an enor­mous and bad restau­rant. The room, with its colours, the Ro­ma­ni­ans, the plush fur­ni­ture, the elec­tric lights, the mir­rors, the mon­u­men­tal head wait­er, and par­tic­u­lar­ly the spec­ta­cle of the heavy, im­pu­dent, frock-coat­ed wait­ers, with their enor­mous mous­tach­es—all this over­whelmed my coun­try friend. Dur­ing the whole meal, he sat be­wil­dered, awk­ward, wind­ing his feet round the front legs of his chair, and it was on­ly when we were hav­ing cof­fee that he said with a sigh, shak­ing his head slow­ly:

			“Y‑e‑es, a restau­rant! They wouldn’t have be­lieved it at home. It’s a reg­u­lar tem­ple of Baal with his priests. You’d bet­ter take me to a place where it’s sim­pler. Here I see on­ly the aris­toc­ra­cy. Prob­a­bly they’re all princes and counts.”

			But in the evening, in my rooms, he bright­ened up again. I asked him for the first time se­ri­ous­ly what he in­tend­ed to do with him­self. Up to this, we had on­ly touched on this ques­tion in a hur­ried, rather dif­fuse way.

			He puffed him­self out like a young ban­tam and an­swered proud­ly:

			“I have come to con­quer Pe­ters­burg.”

			These very words are of­ten ut­tered by the young he­roes of French nov­el­ists, who, just ar­rived in Paris, are look­ing out at it from the heights of some gar­ret. I smiled scep­ti­cal­ly. He no­ticed it and be­gan with spe­cial warmth, the com­ic side of which was height­ened by his south­ern ac­cent, to con­vince me of the fact that he rep­re­sent­ed the gift­ed, large, pro­vin­cial South which was go­ing to be vic­to­ri­ous over the anaemic, un­tem­per­a­men­tal, dry, cap­i­tal-like North. It was the in­evitable law of strug­gle be­tween two tem­per­a­ments, and its re­sult is al­ways eas­i­ly guessed. Oh, one can cite any num­ber of names: min­is­ters, writ­ers, painters, bar­ris­ters. Be­ware, with­ered, cold, pale, dull Pe­ters­burg. The South is com­ing!

			I wished to be­lieve him, or rather I didn’t wish to dis­il­lu­sion him. We dreamt a lit­tle to­geth­er, lie pro­duced from his bas­ket-trunk a bot­tle of good old home­made plum liqueur which we be­gan to drink in friend­ly fash­ion.

			“Eh, what? Eh, what? Do they make in Pe­ters­burg here such old plum liqueur?” he kept ask­ing proud­ly; and then scorn­ful­ly: “There you are! And you still dis­cuss …”

			Lit­tle by lit­tle, he set­tled down. I es­tab­lished him in fur­nished rooms next my own, for the time be­ing on cred­it, in an­tic­i­pa­tion of the tro­phies to be won in vic­to­ries over the with­ered North. It is ex­tra­or­di­nary how at once he won the gen­er­al good­will of the es­tab­lish­ment, push­ing in­to the back­ground the for­mer favourite—a po­et with red curly hair who looked like a dea­con in a pic­ture. The land­la­dy (ev­ery­one knows the Pe­ters­burg land­la­dy of fur­nished rooms: a la­dy of full fig­ure, forty-five years old, with corkscrew curls on her fore­head, al­ways in black and very tight­ly laced)—the land­la­dy used of­ten to in­vite him to her apart­ments in the morn­ing, to have cof­fee, a high hon­our to which many, even of the old lodgers, nev­er dared to as­pire. In re­turn for this ami­a­bil­i­ty, he would give her the con­tents of the morn­ing pa­pers, as well as busi­ness ad­vice in her in­nu­mer­able pet­ti­fog­ging trans­ac­tions (“Ev­ery­one wants to get the bet­ter of a poor wid­ow”).

			Deuce take it! like a true South­ern Rus­sian, for all his ap­par­ent sim­plic­i­ty, he was a very adroit and prac­ti­cal fel­low, with a quick com­pre­hen­sion and a cer­tain benev­o­lent shrewd­ness. Even Irisha got used to him and re­gard­ed him, I be­lieve, with a sort of—well, I don’t want to gos­sip. All I will say is that in those days he was very good-look­ing: tall, strong, with dark, melan­choly eyes and young laugh­ing red lips un­der his Ukrain­ian mous­tache.

			He was near­er the truth than I was, I, the old Pe­ters­burg scep­tic. The luck was with him; prob­a­bly be­cause a bold, self-con­fi­dent man can con­trol des­tiny though des­tiny whirls and scat­ters in dif­fer­ent di­rec­tions per­plexed and weak peo­ple. Per­haps, too, he was as­sist­ed by those orig­i­nal traits of char­ac­ter which he brought with him from the heart of his pro­vin­cial South: shrewd­ness, ob­ser­va­tion, a tran­quil and open man­ner of speech, an in­nate ten­den­cy to hu­mour, strong nerves that re­fused to be trou­bled by the chaos of life in the cap­i­tal. It may have been this or that, but in any case the South, as rep­re­sent­ed by him, ob­vi­ous­ly and suc­cess­ful­ly con­quered the North.

			My friend, quick­ly, in three or four days, found work for him­self in con­nec­tion with one of the largest rail­ways and, a month lat­er, had at­tract­ed the at­ten­tion of the au­thor­i­ties. He was en­trust­ed with the re­vi­sion of some plans of rail­way traf­fic, or some­thing of the sort. The whole thing might have been eas­i­ly fin­ished in a week or two, but, for some rea­son or oth­er, Boris got par­tic­u­lar­ly in­ter­est­ed in it in his stub­born­ly in­sis­tent way. He took it in­to his head to fre­quent the pub­lic li­brary, dragged home enor­mous ref­er­ence books, stuffed with fig­ures, and de­vot­ed his evenings to mys­te­ri­ous math­e­mat­i­cal cal­cu­la­tions. The re­sult of all this was that he pre­sent­ed the au­thor­i­ties with a scheme of pas­sen­ger and goods trains that com­bined sim­plic­i­ty and ob­vi­ous­ness with many oth­er prac­ti­cal signs of ef­fi­cien­cy. He was praised, and at­tract­ed spe­cial at­ten­tion. Six months lat­er, he was al­ready in re­ceipt of a hun­dred and fifty rou­bles a month and was em­ployed on in­de­pen­dent work.

			But apart from this, he gave fre­quent mu­sic lessons—he was an ex­cel­lent mu­si­cian—wrote ar­ti­cles for the news­pa­pers and tech­ni­cal ar­ti­cles on rail­way ques­tions, and sang on Sat­ur­days and Sun­days in a well-known church choir as well as some­times in opera and light opera cho­rus­es. He was ca­pa­ble of an amaz­ing amount of work, but with­out strain, with­out any ef­fort; it came to him some­how nat­u­ral­ly, eas­i­ly, as though he were wad­ing through it, as though it were all a joke, with that ex­ter­nal­ly lazy man­ner of his. And al­ways, with his shrewd lit­tle smile, he would be ob­serv­ing some­thing, keep­ing his eye on some­thing, as though, af­ter all, he were on­ly play­ing with the present, mere­ly test­ing his un­touched force while, at the same time, vig­i­lant­ly and pa­tient­ly wait­ing for his re­al open­ing. For some mys­te­ri­ous, re­mote ob­ject, known on­ly to him­self, he was study­ing, through the self-teach­ing meth­ods of Tou­s­saint, and Langest­edt, French, Ger­man, and Eng­lish. I could hear him some­times at the oth­er side of the par­ti­tion re­peat­ing, with his ter­ri­fy­ing pro­nun­ci­a­tion: L’abeille bour­donne, la mouche vole. When I asked him why all this was nec­es­sary he would an­swer with his sly benev­o­lence: “Oh, it’s like this—I’ve noth­ing to do.”

			All the same, he knew how to en­joy him­self. Some­where on Vas­silief is­land, he had un­earthed some of his fel­low-coun­try­men, Ukraini­ans from Polta­va, who wore em­broi­dered shirts, with lit­tle rib­bons in­stead of ties, and enor­mous­ly wide trousers tucked in­to their top boots. They used to smoke long pipes, would os­ten­ta­tious­ly spit through the cor­ners of their lips on to the floor, and had noth­ing but con­tempt for all our town cul­ti­va­tion. I went once or twice to their lit­tle evenings. They drank go­ril­ka, not our vod­ka, but a spe­cial brand brought from “down there,” ate slices of pork and enor­mous sausages so long that one had to coil them on one’s plate in ten or fif­teen cir­cles. There was singing, too, won­der­ful singing, ex­traor­di­nar­i­ly sad and state­ly. I can still re­mem­ber, as if it were yes­ter­day, Boris pass­ing his hand ner­vous­ly over his long, beau­ti­ful, wavy hair as he start­ed the cou­plet of an old Cos­sack song.

			His voice was warm, ten­der, slight­ly vi­brat­ing, and ev­ery time that I lis­tened to him I ex­pe­ri­enced a tick­ling and throb­bing in my chest and I felt like cry­ing with­out any rea­son.

			And af­ter­wards one drank go­ril­ka again and, at the end, one danced the “gopak,” one of the na­tion­al Ukrain­ian dances. Boris’ jack­et would fly away from his im­mense shoul­ders to a cor­ner of the room and he him­self would soar from end to end, rap­ping out the time with his heels, whistling in tune and sly­ly rais­ing and low­er­ing his dark eye­brows.

			He be­came the head of this dear Ukrain­ian farm vil­lage, tucked away among the se­vere par­al­lel streets of Pe­ters­burg. There was some­thing about him at­trac­tive, charm­ing, ir­re­sistible. And ev­ery­thing seemed to come to him as a joke, as if it were mere­ly by the way. I be­lieved now def­i­nite­ly in his vic­to­ry over the North, but some­thing in­ex­pli­ca­ble, some­thing per­turb­ing, would nev­er leave my soul when I thought of him.

			It be­gan in the spring. Soon af­ter East­er, which was late that year, we drove to­geth­er to the is­lands. It was a clear, pen­sive, gen­tle evening. The qui­et wa­ters of the rivers and canals dozed peace­ful­ly be­side their banks, re­flect­ing the pink and mauve colours of the dead­ened sky. The young, grey­ish fo­liage of the black, cen­tu­ry-old lime trees on the banks looked at it­self in the wa­ter so naive­ly, so joy­ful­ly. For a long time we were silent. At last, un­der the charm of this ex­quis­ite evening, I said slow­ly:

			“How de­light­ful! For the sake of an evening like this one can fall in love with Pe­ters­burg.”

			He didn’t an­swer. I looked at him stealth­ily, side­ways. His face was gloomy and he had an an­gry ex­pres­sion.

			“Don’t you like it?” I asked.

			Boris made a slight ges­ture of an­noy­ance.

			“It’s scenery,” he said with dis­gust. “It’s the same as at the opera. You call this Na­ture?”

			A strange, dreamy ex­pres­sion had come sud­den­ly in­to his dark eyes and he be­gan in a low, jerky, trou­bled voice:

			“There now, in Lit­tle Rus­sia, there is the re­al spring. Wild berries, white hazel trees are blos­som­ing. The frogs are croak­ing in the creeks, the nightin­gales are singing. When it is night there, it is re­al night, dark with dread, with mys­te­ri­ous pas­sion. And what days there are there now! What sun, what sky! What is this Fin­land of yours? A mix­ture of rain and snow …” He turned away and be­came silent. But I un­der­stood in­stinc­tive­ly that there was some­thing wrong, some­thing un­healthy at work in my friend’s heart.

			And, in fact, from that very evening, Boris be­gan to fret and seemed to wilt. I could hear no longer be­hind the par­ti­tion his melo­di­ous purring; he no longer pro­ject­ed him­self like a bomb in­to my room in the morn­ings; his usu­al talkative­ness had dis­ap­peared. On­ly when con­ver­sa­tion turned on Ukrainia would he grow an­i­mat­ed, and then his eyes be­came dreamy, beau­ti­ful and piti­ful, and he seemed to be look­ing in­to the dis­tance, hun­dreds of miles away.

			“I’ll go there for the sum­mer,” he would say de­cid­ed­ly. “Damn it, at all events I’ll get a rest from the cursed Pe­ter.”

			But in the end, he didn’t suc­ceed in go­ing “there.” His of­fice kept him. In the mid­dle of the sum­mer we said good­bye to each oth­er—I had to go abroad on busi­ness. I left him sad, ir­ri­tat­ed, tired out at last by the white nights, which brought him sleep­less­ness and a dis­tress bor­der­ing on de­spair. He saw me off at the War­saw sta­tion.

			I re­turned in the very mid­dle of a nasty, wet, fog­gy Pe­ters­burg au­tumn. Oh, how well I re­call those first dis­mal, ir­ri­tat­ing im­pres­sions: dirty pave­ments, thin end­less rain, a sort of grey, slimy sky and in the back­ground of the pic­ture rough dvorniks with their brooms, hunt­ed-look­ing cab­men with their rum­pled clothes, wom­en with hideous sheep­skin golosh­es, the hems of their skirts all wet, bil­ious, an­gry peo­ple with per­pet­u­al­ly swollen faces, coughs and spleen. But I was still more struck and sad­dened by the change that had tak­en place in Boris.

			When I came in, he was ly­ing dressed on his bed, which had not been made. His hands were fold­ed un­der his head and he didn’t rise when he saw me.

			“How are you, Boris?” I said, seized al­ready by a feel­ing of pre­sen­ti­ment, and I met with a cold, es­tranged glance.

			Af­ter­wards he ap­par­ent­ly de­cid­ed to greet me, for he rose as if it were a mat­ter of du­ty, wel­comed me and lay down again on the bed. With great dif­fi­cul­ty, I man­aged to per­suade him to dine with me that night at a restau­rant. On the way he was silent, walked with a stoop, had an air of in­dif­fer­ence, as though he were be­ing led on a string, and I had to re­peat ev­ery ques­tion I asked.

			“Lis­ten; what in the world is the mat­ter with you? Have they changed you?” I said, touch­ing his shoul­der.

			He shook my hand off.

			“Noth­ing. … On­ly bore­dom with ev­ery­thing. …”

			For some time we walked on side by side with­out a word.

			I re­mem­bered his musty, ne­glect­ed room, its un­tidi­ness, the dry bits of bread on the ta­ble, the cig­a­rette ends on the saucers, and I said de­cid­ed­ly and with re­al anx­i­ety:

			“I’ll tell you what it is, my dear friend; in my opin­ion you are quite sim­ply ill. … No, don’t wave your hands, but lis­ten to what I’m go­ing to say. These things can’t be ne­glect­ed. … Have you got any mon­ey?”

			A plan for cur­ing my down­heart­ed friend had quick­ly ripened in my mind. It was tru­ly a rather an­cient, rather triv­ial and, if you like, a rather ig­no­ble plan. I had mere­ly de­cid­ed to take him to one of those equiv­o­cal places where one sings and dances, where peo­ple don’t know them­selves what they are do­ing, but are sure that they are en­joy­ing them­selves and through this con­vic­tion in­fect oth­er peo­ple with the same il­lu­sion.

			Hav­ing dined some­where or oth­er, we turned to­wards the Aquar­i­um at about eleven o’clock so as to get the at­mos­phere of a spree. I took a “swag­ger cab” which whirled us past the in­sults of the cab­men, past the pedes­tri­ans all slob­bered over with mud.

			I was sup­port­ing the shat­tered, thinned back of Boris; he was as stub­born­ly silent as ev­er, on­ly once ask­ing dis­con­tent­ed­ly:

			“Where are we hur­ry­ing off to like this?”

			The dense crowd, the smoke, the rat­tle of the or­ches­tra, the naked shoul­ders of the wom­en with their made-up eyes, the white splash­es of the ta­bles, the red, bru­talised faces of the men—all this pan­de­mo­ni­um of tip­sy gai­ety had a quite dif­fer­ent ef­fect on Boris from what I was ex­pect­ing. At my in­vi­ta­tion he was drink­ing, but he was not get­ting drunk and his ex­pres­sion was be­com­ing more and more dis­tressed. A bulky, pow­dered wom­an, with an os­trich boa round her fat, naked neck, sat down for a minute at our ta­ble, tried to start a con­ver­sa­tion with Boris, then looked at him in dis­may and silent­ly hur­ried off in­to the crowd, from which once more she glanced back to­wards us. And at this glance dread came to me, as if I had be­come strick­en by some­thing dead­ly, as if some­one, black and silent, were stand­ing close be­side us.

			“Let’s drink, Boris,” I shout­ed above the noise of the or­ches­tra and the din of the crock­ery.

			With his face puck­ered up as though from toothache, he formed an un­spo­ken sen­tence on his lips, which I guessed to be:

			“Let’s get out of this. …”

			I in­sist­ed on driv­ing from the Aquar­i­um to an­oth­er place from which we emerged at dawn in the cold, dark, blue twi­light of Pe­ters­burg. The street in which we were walk­ing was long and nar­row, like a cor­ri­dor. From the sleepy five-sto­ried stone blocks there em­anat­ed the cold of the night. The sleepy dvorniks were ply­ing their brooms while the chilled night-cab­men shiv­ered and swore hoarse­ly. Stum­bling as they strained on the cords round their chests, small boys were drag­ging their load­ed stalls through the mid­dle of the streets. At the doors of the butch­ers’ shops hung the red, open car­cass­es of re­pul­sive-look­ing meat. Boris was walk­ing de­ject­ed­ly, when sud­den­ly he caught me by the arm and, point­ing to the end of the street, cried out:

			“There it is, there. …”

			“What is it?” I asked in con­ster­na­tion.

			“You see … the fog.”

			The fifth sto­ries were drown­ing in the mist which, like the droop­ing bel­ly of a black ser­pent, was de­scend­ing in­to the cor­ri­dor-like street, had stopped half­way and, hug­ging it­self, was peer­ing down as if get­ting ready to spring at some­one. …

			Boris shook my arm and said, with eyes blaz­ing, in a sud­den anger:

			“Do you un­der­stand what this is? Do you un­der­stand? It is the town that is breath­ing; this is not fog, it is the breath from these stones with holes. There is here the reek­ing damp­ness from the laun­dries, the smoke from the coal; there is here the sin of the peo­ple, their anger, their ha­tred, the em­a­na­tions from their mat­tress­es, the reek of their sweat and their pu­tres­cent mouths. … My curse up­on you! anath­e­ma, mon­ster, mon­ster—I loathe you!”

			Boris’ voice broke and rang al­ter­nate­ly, as he shook his bony fists in the air.

			“Cool down,” I said, tak­ing him by the shoul­ders. “Come, cool down; can’t you see that you’re star­tling peo­ple?”

			Boris choked and coughed for a long time.

			“Look,” he ex­claimed, his face con­tract­ed by his cough, and he showed me a hand­ker­chief which he had pressed against his lips, on the white­ness of which I saw a large stain of blood.

			“It is he who has eat­en me up … the fog. …”

			We walked back to his lodg­ings in si­lence.

			In April, be­fore East­er, I looked in at Boris one day. The weath­er was ex­traor­di­nar­i­ly warm. There was a smell of melt­ed snow, of earth, and the sun was shin­ing bash­ful­ly and timid­ly, as a wom­an smiles when she is mak­ing friends again af­ter tears. He was stand­ing by the open­ing of the dou­ble win­dow, breath­ing in the spring air. As I en­tered the room he turned round slow­ly and on his face there was a kind of tran­quil, ap­peased, child­ish ex­pres­sion.

			“It is nice now at home in the Gov­ern­ment of Polta­va,” he said, smil­ing, by way of a greet­ing.

			And sud­den­ly it came home to me that this man would die soon, per­haps even that very month.

			“It is nice,” he went on thought­ful­ly and, get­ting sud­den­ly an­i­mat­ed, he hur­ried to­wards me, seized my hands and said:

			“Sachen­ka, dear, take me down to my home … take me, old man. Won’t you do it?”

			“But am I re­fus­ing? Of course we’ll go.”

			And so just be­fore East­er we start­ed on our jour­ney. When we left Pe­ters­burg it was a damp, cold day and over the town a thick black fog was hov­er­ing, that same black fog which had poi­soned the soul and eat­en the body of my poor friend.

			But the near­er we came to the South, the more ex­cit­ed and joy­ful my poor Boris be­came. The spring seemed rush­ing to meet us. And when we caught our first glimpse of the white dabbed lit­tle huts of Ukraine, it was al­ready in full bloom. Boris could not tear him­self from the win­dow. All along the line, large sim­ple flow­ers, bear­ing the po­et­i­cal name of “dreams,” blos­somed in blue patch­es. Boris told me with ec­sta­sy that in Lit­tle Rus­sia one dyes East­er eggs with these flow­ers.

			At his home, un­der the blue ca­ress­ing sky, un­der the full but not yet hot rays of the sun, Boris be­gan to re­vive quick­ly, as if he were re­cov­er­ing with his soul from some low, clutch­ing, icy night­mare.

			But bod­i­ly he grew weak­er ev­ery day. The black fog had killed in him some­thing vi­tal, some­thing that gave life and the de­sire to live.

			A fort­night af­ter his ar­rival, he was con­fined to his bed.

			All the time he had no doubt that he would soon die, and he died brave­ly and sim­ply.

			I was with him the day be­fore his death. He pressed my hand hard with his dry, hot, ema­ci­at­ed fin­gers, smiled ca­ress­ing­ly and sad­ly, and said:

			“Do you re­mem­ber our con­ver­sa­tion about the North and the South? It’s long ago now; do you re­mem­ber it? Don’t imag­ine that I’m eat­ing my words. Well, I ad­mit it, I have not with­stood the strug­gle, I have per­ished. … But af­ter me oth­ers are com­ing—hun­dreds, thou­sands of oth­ers. Un­der­stand, they must win the vic­to­ry, they can­not fail to con­quer. Be­cause over there the black fog is in the streets, in the hearts and in the heads of the peo­ple, and we come from the ex­ult­ing South with joy­ous songs, with the dear bright sun in our souls. My friend, peo­ple can­not live with­out the sun.”

			I looked at him at­ten­tive­ly. He had just washed and had combed his hair flat back over his head af­ter moist­en­ing it with wa­ter. It was still moist, and this gave his face a pitiable and in­no­cent and fes­tive ex­pres­sion be­hind which one de­tect­ed all the more clear­ly the prox­im­i­ty of death. I re­mem­ber, too, that he kept look­ing at­ten­tive­ly and in ap­par­ent as­ton­ish­ment at his nails and the palms of his hands as though they were strange to him.

			The next day I was called hasti­ly to his bed­side to find—not my friend, but on­ly his body, which was pass­ing un­con­scious­ly in a swift death agony.

			Ear­ly that morn­ing he had asked to have his win­dow opened and it re­mained open. In­to the room, from the old gar­den, crept in branch­es of white lilac with their fresh, elas­tic, odor­ous flow­ers. The sun was shin­ing. The black­birds sang out their mad­ness of de­light.

			Boris was be­com­ing qui­et. But in the very last minute he sud­den­ly lift­ed him­self up and sat on his bed; an in­sane awe showed it­self in his wide-open eyes. And when he fell again against the pil­lows and af­ter a deep sigh stretched him­self out with all his body, as if he want­ed to stretch him­self be­fore a long, deep sleep, this ex­pres­sion of awe did not leave his face for a long time.

			What had he seen in that last minute? Per­haps to the eyes of his soul there had out­lined it­self that bot­tom­less, per­pet­u­al black fog which, in­evitably and piti­less­ly, ab­sorbs peo­ple, and an­i­mals, and the grass, and the stars and whole worlds? …

			When they were lay­ing him out I could not bear to see his ter­ri­ble yel­low feet and I left the room. But when I came back he was al­ready ly­ing on the ta­ble and the mys­te­ri­ous lit­tle smile of death lurked peace­ful­ly round his eyes and lips. The win­dow was still open. I broke off a small branch of lilac—wet and heavy un­der its white clus­ters—and placed it on Boris’ breast.

			The sun shone joy­ful­ly, at once ten­der and in­dif­fer­ent … In the gar­den the black­birds were singing. … On the oth­er side of the riv­er the bells were ring­ing for the late church ser­vice.

		
	
		
			The Murderer

			They were talk­ing over cur­rent events, ex­e­cu­tions, peo­ple be­ing shot, burnt alive, wom­en be­ing vi­o­lat­ed, old men and chil­dren killed, gen­tle, lib­er­ty-lov­ing souls dis­fig­ured for­ev­er, tram­pled in­to the mud by the loath­some force of vi­o­lence.

			The mas­ter of the house said: “It is ter­ri­ble to think how the scale of life has al­tered. Was it long ago?—no, on­ly about five years ago—when our whole Rus­sian so­ci­ety was dis­tressed and shocked over any soli­tary in­stance of vi­o­lence. The po­lice had beat­en a Tchi­novnik in prison, some ru­ral au­thor­i­ty had ar­rest­ed a new­ly-ar­rived stu­dent for dis­re­spect. And now … a crowd has been fired on with­out warn­ing; a man has been ex­e­cut­ed through er­ror, hav­ing been mis­tak­en for his name­sake; nowa­days, peo­ple are shot ca­su­al­ly, out of mere idle­ness, just to let off a round or two. An in­tel­lec­tu­al young man is seized in the mid­dle of the street and whipped with knouts, whipped for no rea­son at all, just as a gra­tu­itous dis­trac­tion for the sol­diers and of­fi­cers. And al­ready this sort of thing pro­vokes no as­ton­ish­ment, no alarm. Ev­ery­thing goes on as though noth­ing at all had hap­pened.”

			Some­one moved ner­vous­ly in the cor­ner of the so­fa. Ev­ery­one turned to­wards him, feel­ing, though they could not see him, that he was go­ing to talk. And he did be­gin in a low, ex­ag­ger­at­ed­ly even tone, but with so many paus­es be­tween the words and such cu­ri­ous shud­ders in his voice that he was clear­ly keep­ing back, on­ly with the great­est dif­fi­cul­ty, his in­ner emo­tion and sor­row.

			“Yes, … that is what I want to get at. … In my opin­ion … it is not true that one can … be­come used to this. I can un­der­stand … mur­der out of re­venge—there is a kind of ter­rif­ic … wild beast plea­sure in that. I un­der­stand mur­der in anger, in the blind­ness of pas­sion, from jeal­ousy. Mur­der in a du­el, that’s com­pre­hen­si­ble. … But when peo­ple set about it me­chan­i­cal­ly … with­out ir­ri­ta­tion, with­out fear of any sort of re­spon­si­bil­i­ty … and with­out an­tic­i­pat­ing even self-de­fence … no, that is for me as sav­age, dread­ful, and in­com­pre­hen­si­ble as the psy­chol­o­gy of the ex­e­cu­tion­er. … When I read or think about pogroms, about paci­fy­ing ex­pe­di­tions or about the way pris­on­ers are fin­ished off in war, so as not to over­load a de­tach­ment, I lose my head. I seem to be stand­ing over a kind of black fetid abyss in­to which the hu­man soul is some­times ca­pa­ble of fall­ing. … But I un­der­stand noth­ing … I feel dread and dis­gust … a nau­sea … But … a strange tor­tur­ing sick cu­rios­i­ty chains me to this dread … to all the im­men­si­ty of this fall.”

			He re­mained silent for a few sec­onds, breath­ing jerk­i­ly, and when he con­tin­ued one could di­vine by his changed voice, which had be­come sud­den­ly dead­ened, that he had cov­ered his face with his hands.

			“Well, … nev­er mind … I must tell you this. … On my soul, too, lies this old blood-mad­ness. … About ten years ago I com­mit­ted a mur­der … I nev­er told any­body about it un­til now. … But … nev­er mind … In one of the is­bas on my es­tate, you see, there lived a cat, such a small, thin, starved lit­tle thing—more like a kit­ten than a cat—meant to be white, but as she al­ways lived un­der the stove, she had be­come a dirty grey, a sort of pale blue. It all hap­pened in the win­ter … yes, late in the win­ter. It was a gor­geous morn­ing, qui­et and wind­less. The sun was shin­ing and it was al­ready warm. One sim­ply could not look at the snow, it was so glit­ter­ing. It was, too, ex­traor­di­nar­i­ly thick that year and we all walked on skis. And so I put my skis on and went that morn­ing to look at an or­chard that had been dam­aged by hares dur­ing the night. I was mov­ing qui­et­ly past the reg­u­lar rows of young ap­ple trees—I can see it all at this mo­ment—the snow seemed to be pink and the shad­ows of the lit­tle trees lay quite still, so ex­quis­ite they looked that one felt like kneel­ing close to them and bury­ing one’s face in the fleecy snow.

			“Then I hap­pened to meet an old work­man, Iazykant; it wasn’t his re­al name, but just a nick­name. He was on skis, too, and we went on to­geth­er side by side, talk­ing about one thing or an­oth­er. All of a sud­den, he said with a laugh:

			“ ‘That lit­tle cat of ours has lost a leg, Mas­ter.’

			“ ‘How did that hap­pen?’ I asked.

			“ ‘Most like­ly she fell in­to the wolf trap. Half her leg’s clean gone.’

			“I thought I’d have a look at her and so we went on to­wards the ser­vants’ quar­ters. Our road was soon crossed by a very thin lit­tle track of red spots, which led to a mound be­side which the wound­ed cat was sit­ting. As soon as she saw us, she crin­kled up her eyes, opened her mouth piti­ful­ly and gave a long ‘mi‑aow.’ Her lit­tle muz­zle was ex­traor­di­nar­i­ly thin and dirty. The right fore­leg was bit­ten clean through, above the knee-joint, and was pro­ject­ing in front cu­ri­ous­ly, just like a wound­ed hand. The blood dropped at long in­ter­vals, ac­cen­tu­at­ing the white­ness of the poor thin bone.

			“I said to Iazykant: ‘Go to my bed­room and bring me my ri­fle. It is hang­ing over the bed.’

			“ ‘But what will hap­pen to her? She will lick it up all right,’ the work­man plead­ed.

			“I in­sist­ed on hav­ing my own way. I wished to end the tor­ture of the mu­ti­lat­ed an­i­mal. Be­sides, I was sure that the wound would sup­pu­rate and the cat would die in any case from blood-poi­son­ing.

			“Iazykant brought the ri­fle. One bar­rel was load­ed with small shot for wood­cock and the oth­er with buck­shot. I coaxed the cat, call­ing ‘Puss, Puss, Puss.’ She mewed qui­et­ly and came a few steps to­wards me. Then I turned to the right, so that she would be on my left, took aim, and fired. I was on­ly some six or sev­en paces from the an­i­mal and, im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter the shot, I thought that there was a black hole in her side, as large as my two fists. I hadn’t killed her. She shrieked and ran away from me with ex­tra­or­di­nary speed and with­out limp­ing. I watched her run across a stretch of about one hun­dred and fifty yards and then dive in­to a shed. I felt hor­ri­bly ashamed and dis­gust­ed, but I fol­lowed her. On the way, one of my feet slipped out of the ski fas­ten­ing and I fell on my side in the snow. I rose with dif­fi­cul­ty. My move­ments had be­come laboured, snow had caught in the sleeve of my coat and my hand shook.

			“I got in­to the shed, where it was dark. I want­ed to call the cat but, for some rea­son or oth­er, I felt ashamed. Sud­den­ly I heard a low, an­gry grum­bling above my head. I looked up and saw just two eyes—two green burn­ing spots.

			“I fired at ran­dom in­to those spots, al­most with­out tak­ing aim. The cat spat, shrieked, threw her­self about and then be­came still once more. … I want­ed to go away, when I heard again from the stove that long an­gry grum­bling sound. I looked round. Two green lights were shin­ing in the dark with an ex­pres­sion of such dev­il­ish ha­tred that my hair rose and my scalp felt cold.

			“I hur­ried home; my stock of car­tridges for the ri­fle had run out, but I had a re­volver from Smith and Wes­son and a full box of re­volver car­tridges. I load­ed the six cham­bers and re­turned to the shed.

			“Even at a dis­tance, the cat’s dread­ful grum­bling greet­ed me. I emp­tied the six cham­bers in­to her, went back, reload­ed and again fired six rounds. And each time there was the same di­a­bol­i­cal spit­ting, scratch­ing and toss­ing about on the stove, the same tor­tured shrieks, and then the two green fires and the long-drawn fu­ri­ous grum­bling.

			“At this stage, I was no longer sor­ry for her, but, on the oth­er hand, I felt no ir­ri­ta­tion. A kind of stupid feel­ing mas­tered me and the cold, heavy, in­sa­tiable ne­ces­si­ty of mur­der con­trolled my hands, my feet, my ev­ery move­ment. But my con­science was asleep, cov­ered up, as it were, in a sort of dirty wrap­per. I felt cold in­side and there was a sick­en­ing, tick­ling sen­sa­tion of faint­ness in my heart and stom­ach. But I could not stop.

			“I re­mem­bered, too, how the sweet, clear win­ter morn­ing had, some­how or oth­er, strange­ly changed and dark­ened. The snow had be­come yel­low, the sky grey, and in me my­self there was a dull wood­en in­dif­fer­ence to ev­ery­thing, to the sky, to the sun, even to the trees with their clean blue shad­ows.

			“I was re­turn­ing to the shed for the third time, and once more with a load­ed re­volver. But Iazykant came out of the shed, hold­ing by the hind legs some­thing red, torn to pieces, the in­testines fall­ing out, but some­thing that was still shriek­ing.

			“See­ing me, he said, al­most rough­ly: ‘That’s enough! … Don’t! go! I’ll do it my­self.’

			“He tried not to look in­to my eyes, but I caught clear­ly an ex­pres­sion of ut­ter dis­gust round his mouth and I knew that this dis­gust was at me.

			“He went round the cor­ner and banged the cat’s head with all his might on a log. And it was over.”

			The speak­er paused; one could hear him clear­ing his throat and mov­ing on the so­fa. Then he con­tin­ued in a tone that had be­come still more re­strained, but with a touch of an­guish and per­plex­i­ty in his voice:

			“Well, then … this san­guinary dream did not get out of my head the whole of that day. At night I could not sleep, and kept on think­ing of the dirty white kit­ten. Again and again I saw my­self go­ing to the shed and hear­ing that suf­fer­ing, an­gry grum­bling and see­ing those green spots full of ter­ror and hate, and still shoot­ing, shoot­ing in­to them end­less­ly. … I must con­fess, ladies and gen­tle­men, that this is the most sin­is­ter and re­pul­sive im­pres­sion of my whole life. … I’m not at all sor­ry for that scurvy white cat. … No … I’ve shot elks and bears. Three years ago I shot a horse at the races. Be­sides, I’ve been at the war, deuce take it! … No, it’s not that. But to my last hour I shall re­mem­ber how all of a sud­den, from the depths of my soul, a sort of dark, evil, but, at the same time, in­vin­ci­ble, un­known, and aw­ful force took pos­ses­sion of it, blind­ing it, over­flow­ing from it. Ah, that mi­as­mic fog of blood, that wood­en­ing, sti­fling in­dif­fer­ence, that qui­et lust of mur­der!”

			Again he was silent and then from a far cor­ner some­one’s low voice said: “Yes, it’s true … what a dread­ful mem­o­ry!”

			But the oth­er in­ter­rupt­ed with emo­tion: “No, no, for God’s sake think of those un­hap­py ones who have gone to kill, kill, kill. It is my be­lief that for them the day has been al­ways black as night. It is my be­lief that they have been sick with blood, but, for all that, they had to go on. They could still sleep, eat, drink—even talk, even laugh—but it was not they them­selves who did these things, but the dev­il who pos­sessed them, with his murky eyes and vis­cous skin. … I call them ‘un­hap­py’ be­cause I imag­ine them, not as they are now, but years lat­er, when they are old men. Nev­er, nev­er will they for­get the dis­gust and ter­ror which, in these days, have mu­ti­lat­ed and de­filed their souls for­ev­er. And I imag­ine the long sleep­less nights of these old men—their hor­ri­ble dreams. All through the nights they will dream that they are go­ing along dis­mal roads un­der a dark sky with dis­armed, bound peo­ple stand­ing, in an end­less chain, on both sides of them, and that they strike these peo­ple, fire on them, smash their heads with the butt-ends of their ri­fles. And in these mur­der­ers there is nei­ther anger nor sor­row nor re­pen­tance, on­ly they can­not stop for the filthy delir­i­um of blood has tak­en hold of their brains. And they will wake in ter­ror, trem­bling at the sight of their re­flec­tions in the glass. They will cry out and blas­pheme and they will en­vy those whose lives had been cut off by an aveng­ing hand in the flow­er of their youth. But the dev­il who has drunk of their souls will nev­er leave them. Even in their death-agony, their eyes will see the blood that they have shed.”

		
	
		
			Measles

			
				I

				It was be­fore din­ner and Dr. Il­iashenko had just fin­ished bathing with a stu­dent named Voskre­sen­s­ki. The warm, south­east wind had whipped the sea in­to ed­dies. Close to the shore, the wa­ter was murky and had a sharp smell of fish and sea-plants. The hot, swing­ing waves did not cool and re­fresh one’s body, but on the con­trary, fa­tigued and un­nerved it still more.

				“Come on out, my col­league,” the doc­tor ex­claimed as he splashed a hand­ful of wa­ter over his own large white stom­ach. “We shall get faint if we go on bathing like this.”

				From the bathing-ma­chine, they had to climb up the moun­tain along a nar­row path which was laid in fri­able black slate, zigzag fash­ion, cov­ered with small rough oak and pale green sea-cole heads. Voskresces­ki climbed up eas­i­ly, his long mus­cu­lar legs mov­ing in spa­cious strides. But the fat doc­tor, who wore a wet tow­el in­stead of a hat, suc­cumbed to the heat and to his asth­ma. He came to a dead stop at last with his hand on his heart, shak­ing his head and breath­ing la­bo­ri­ous­ly.

				“Phew! I can’t stick it any longer. I’d al­most rather be back in the wa­ter. Let’s stop for a minute.”

				They halt­ed in a flat cir­cle be­tween two joints of the path, and both of them turned round to face the sea.

				Flogged by the wind, now daz­zling­ly lit up by the sun, now shad­owed by clouds—it was a med­ley of patch­es of colour. By the shore, the white foam melt­ed in­to a large fringe of tulle lace on the sand; fur­ther out ran a dirty rib­bon of light choco­late colour, still fur­ther lay a mis­er­able green band, all wrin­kled up and fur­rowed by the crests of the waves, and last of all—the pow­er­ful, tran­quil bluish­ness of the deep sea with those fan­tas­ti­cal­ly bright spots—some­times of deep pur­ple, some­times of a ten­der mala­chite colour, with un­ex­pect­ed shin­ing pieces like ice cov­ered with snow. The whole of this liv­ing mo­sa­ic seemed to be belt­ed at the hori­zon by the black, qui­et, mo­tion­less rib­bon of the shore­less dis­tance.

				“All the same, it’s good, isn’t it?” said the doc­tor. “It’s a beau­ty, isn’t it? Eh?”

				He stretched out his short arm, fat like an in­fant’s, and with wide­spread fin­gers the­atri­cal­ly stroked, as it were, the course of the sea.

				“Oh, it’s all right,” Voskre­sen­s­ki an­swered with a half-af­fect­ed yawn, “but one soon gets sick of it. It’s just dec­o­ra­tion.”

				“Yes, yes, we’ve eat­en it. There’s a yarn about that sort of thing,” Il­iashenko ex­plained. “A sol­dier came home to his vil­lage af­ter the war. Well, of course, he lies like an ele­phant and the vil­lage folk were nat­u­ral­ly won­der-struck: ‘We went,’ says he, ‘to the Balka­ns, that is to say, in­to the very clouds, right in­to the mid­dle of them.’ ‘Oh, dear, have you re­al­ly been in the clouds?’ The sol­dier an­swered in­dif­fer­ent­ly: ‘Well, what are the clouds to us? We ate them the same as jel­ly.’ ”

				Dr. Il­iashenko loved telling sto­ries, par­tic­u­lar­ly those from the life of the peo­ple and from Jew­ish life. Deep down in his heart, he thought that it was on­ly through a caprice of des­tiny that he had not be­come an ac­tor. At home he would mad­den his wife and chil­dren with Os­tro­vs­ki, and, when pay­ing his pa­tients a vis­it, he liked to re­cite Niki­tine’s “The Driv­er,” for which he would un­fail­ing­ly rise to his feet, turn a chair round, and lean on its back with his hands turned out­wards. He read in the most un­nat­u­ral, in­ter­nal voice, as though he were a ven­tril­o­quist, un­der the im­pres­sion that this was how a Rus­sian muzhik would speak.

				Af­ter telling the sto­ry about the sol­dier he im­me­di­ate­ly burst out in­to a free, bois­ter­ous laugh. Voskre­sen­s­ki forced him­self to smile.

				“You see, doc­tor, the south …” he be­gan in his jad­ed way, as though he had dif­fi­cul­ty in choos­ing his words. “I’m not fond of the south. Here ev­ery­thing … some­how or oth­er … is oily … some­how … I don’t know … ex­ces­sive. Look at that mag­no­lia … but for­give me for ask­ing, is it a plant? It seems as if it had been made up out of card­board, paint­ed green, and var­nished at the top. Then look at Na­ture here. The sun goes up from the sea, we have the heat, in the evening it goes over the moun­tains and it is night at once. No birds! Noth­ing of our north­ern dawn with the smell of young grass in it, noth­ing of the po­et­ry, of twi­light with the bee­tles, the nightin­gales, the stamp of cat­tle trot­ting in the dust. It’s all opera scenery, but it isn’t Na­ture.”

				“In your hou … se,” the doc­tor sang in a hoarse lit­tle tenor. “Of course you are a Mos­cow town bird.”

				“And these moon­lit nights, deuce take them!” Voskre­sen­s­ki con­tin­ued, as old thoughts which, up till now, he had kept to him­self, stirred in him with new force. “It’s a per­fect tor­ment. The sea is glossy, the stones are glossy, the trees are glossy. It’s a reg­u­lar oleog­ra­phy; the stupid ci­cadas squall; you can’t hide from the moon. It’s sick­en­ing, and some­how or oth­er you get ag­i­tat­ed as if some­one were tick­ling you in the nose with a straw.”

				“What a bar­bar­ian you are! Why, in that Mos­cow of yours they’re hav­ing twen­ty-five de­grees of frost, and even the po­lice­men are al­most frozen, while here the ros­es are in full bloom and one can bathe.”

				“And I don’t like the south­ern peo­ple ei­ther,” the stu­dent went on, fol­low­ing stub­born­ly his own thoughts. “Rot­ten lit­tle peo­ple, lazy, sen­su­al, with nar­row fore­heads, sly, dirty; they gob­ble up any sort of filth. Even their po­et­ry is some­how or oth­er oily and mawk­ish; in a word, I can’t bear them.”

				The doc­tor pulled up again, swung his arms and made round, stu­pe­fied eyes.

				“Tu-tu-tu,” he went in a long whis­tle. “Et tu, Brute? I catch in your words the spir­it of our hon­oured pa­tron. The Rus­sian song, the Rus­sian shirt, eh? The Rus­sian God, and the Rus­sian large­ness? The Jews, the Shee­nies, the Poles, and the oth­er poor dev­ils, eh?”

				“That’s enough, Ivan Niko­lae­vitch. Stop that,” Voskre­sen­s­ki said curt­ly. His face had grown sud­den­ly pale and wrin­kled as though from toothache. “There is noth­ing to laugh at in this. You know my point of view very well. If I haven’t run away from this par­rot, this fool, up till now, it is on­ly be­cause one must eat, but it’s all much more sad­den­ing than fun­ny. It’s enough that for twen­ty-five rou­bles a month I de­ny my­self ev­ery day the de­light of ex­press­ing what suf­fo­cates me—stran­gles my very throat, what low­ers all my thoughts.”

				“First rate; but why get so hot about it?”

				“Oh, I’d like to tell him many things,” the stu­dent ex­claimed, fu­ri­ous­ly shak­ing his strong fist, which was whitened by the ten­sion of the mus­cles. “I’d like to—Oh, this buf­foon … Well, nev­er mind—we’re not strapped to each oth­er for a cen­tu­ry.”

				Sud­den­ly the doc­tor’s eyes nar­rowed and glit­tered. He took hold of Voskre­sen­s­ki’s arm and, lean­ing his head play­ful­ly against his shoul­der, whis­pered: “Lis­ten, my boy; why boil up like this? What sense is there in in­sult­ing Zaval­ishine? It will on­ly mean a row in a no­ble house, as one says, just that. You had much bet­ter com­bine the sweet­ness of vengeance with the de­lights of love. What about An­na Georgiev­na—eh? Or has that come off al­ready?”

				The stu­dent re­mained silent and tried to free his arm from the doc­tor’s hand. But the oth­er pressed it still more tight­ly and con­tin­ued to whis­per, his laugh­ing eyes play­ing all the time:

				“You queer fel­low, you’ve no no­tion of taste. The wom­an is thir­ty-five years old, in full bloom, all fire—and her fig­ure! Haven’t you had enough of play­ing Joseph? She looks at you the way a cat looks at cream. Why be too scrupu­lous in your own coun­try? Re­mem­ber the apho­rism: A wom­an with ex­pe­ri­ence is like a cher­ry picked by a spar­row—it’s all the sweet­er. Ah, where is my youth?” he be­gan the­atri­cal­ly in a high-pitched, bleat­ing, throaty voice. “Where is my youth? Where is my thick crop of hair, my thir­ty-two teeth in my mouth, my—”

				Voskre­sen­s­ki man­aged at last to free him­self from the doc­tor’s clutch, but he did this so rough­ly that they both felt awk­ward.

				“For­give me, Ivan Niko­lae­vitch, but I sim­ply can’t lis­ten to such mean­ness. It isn’t bash­ful­ness, it isn’t chasti­ty, but it mere­ly feels dirty, and—speak­ing gen­er­al­ly—I don’t like it. I can’t—”

				The doc­tor threw up his arms mock­ing­ly and slapped his thighs: “My dear fel­low, you mean that you can’t take a joke? Per­son­al­ly, I have the great­est re­spect for oth­er peo­ple’s con­vic­tions and, hon­est­ly, I re­joice to see among the youth of to­day so many who look on these mat­ters clean­ly and hon­est­ly. But why can’t one joke a lit­tle with­out your spread­ing your tail like a pea­cock im­me­di­ate­ly? Why?”

				“For­give me,” the stu­dent said, in a muf­fled voice.

				“Ah, my dear fel­low, that’s not why I am say­ing all this. The fact is, you’ve got in­to a twitch­ing state, the whole lot of you young fel­lows. Look at you, a strong man with a big chest and shoul­ders—why, your nerves are like a school­girl’s. By the by, look here,” the doc­tor went on in a busi­nesslike tone, “you oughtn’t to bathe quite so of­ten, par­tic­u­lar­ly in such a hot spell. Not be­ing used to it, you know, you might bathe your­self in­to a se­ri­ous ill­ness. One of my pa­tients con­tract­ed a ner­vous eczema through over­dos­es of sea-bathing.”

				They were now walk­ing along the last open stretch of the path, which had be­come prac­ti­cal­ly smooth. To their right, the moun­tain rose al­most to a per­pen­dic­u­lar, while be­hind them, in the dis­tance, the boil­ing sea seethed end­less­ly. To their left, bush­es of dog-ros­es, cov­ered with ten­der pink blos­soms, clung to the slope, pro­ject­ing above the red­dish-yel­low earth and the grey corked stones that re­sem­bled the backs of re­cum­bent an­i­mals. The stu­dent was glanc­ing at the ground be­tween his feet with a look of an­gry con­fu­sion.

				“It has turned out so bad­ly,” he thought with a frown. “Yes, some­how it has turned out stupid­ly. As a mat­ter of fact, the doc­tor’s a good sort, al­ways at­ten­tive, pa­tient, even-tem­pered. It’s true that he’s some­times a bit of a clown, a chat­ter­box, reads noth­ing, us­es bad lan­guage and has got slack, thanks to his easy­go­ing prac­tice at a healthre­sort. … But all the same, he’s a good fel­low and I’ve been brusque and rude to him—”

				In the mean­while, Il­iashenko was care­less­ly knock­ing off with his walk­ing-stick the lit­tle thin white flow­ers that smelt like bit­ter al­monds, while he sang to him­self in an un­der­tone:

				
					
						“In your hou … se I knew fi … rst
						

						The sweet­ness of a pure and ten­der love.”
					

				

			
			
				II

				They turned out on to the road. Over a high white wall, as mas­sive as that of a fortress, rose a vil­la, in­ge­nious­ly and stri­dent­ly built af­ter the pat­tern of a stylish Rus­sian gy­nae­ceum, with sea­hors­es and drag­ons on the roof, the shut­ters or­na­ment­ed with var­ie­gat­ed flow­ers and herbs, and carved door­ways, with twist­ed lit­tle bot­tle-shaped colon­nades on the bal­conies. This pre­ten­tious, gin­ger­bread-like con­struc­tion pro­duced a pon­der­ous and in­co­her­ent im­pres­sion in the full blaze of the Crimean sky, against the back­ground of the aeri­al grey-bluish moun­tains, amid the dark, pen­sive, el­e­gant cy­press­es and pow­er­ful plane-trees, cov­ered from top to bot­tom with plush-like moss, in prox­im­i­ty to the beau­ti­ful joy­ous sea. But the own­er of the vil­la, Pavel Arkadievitch Zaval­ishine—an ex-cor­net of cav­al­ry, af­ter­wards an es­tate-agent, lat­er on an at­tor­ney in a big port town in the south, and now a well-known deal­er in naph­tha, a shipown­er, and the pres­i­dent of the stock ex­change com­mit­tee—was con­scious of no in­con­gruity.

				“I am a Rus­sian, and I have the right to de­spise all those re­nais­sances, ro­co­cos, and goth­ics,” he would shout some­times, strik­ing his chest. “We’re not bound by what they think abroad. We’ve had enough of that in the past. We’ve bowed down to them enough. We have our own strong, orig­i­nal, cre­ative pow­er, and for a Rus­sian gen­tle­man like me there is on­ly one thing to do, and that is to spit on all this for­eign­ness.”

				The ta­ble was al­ready laid on the enor­mous low­er bal­cony. They were wait­ing for Zaval­ishine, who had just ar­rived from town and was chang­ing his clothes in his bed­room. An­na Georgiev­na was lean­ing lan­guid­ly back in a rock­ing-chair, over­come with the heat. She wore a light peignoir of Mol­da­vian stuff, gold-em­broi­dered with large sleeves slit up un­der­neath al­most to the shoul­ders. She was still very hand­some, with a heavy, as­sured, su­perb beau­ty—the beau­ty of a plump, well-pre­served brunette of the south­ern type.

				“Good morn­ing, Doc­tor,” she said in a deep voice, and with a slight burr. “Why didn’t you guess that we want­ed you yes­ter­day? I had such a mi­graine.”

				With­out rais­ing her­self from the arm­chair, she lazi­ly stretched out her hand to Ivan Niko­lae­vitch, while her droop­ing sleeve re­vealed her round, full shoul­der with its white vac­ci­na­tion mark, the small blue veins in the in­ner curve of the el­bow, and a dark, pret­ty lit­tle mole slight­ly high­er up the arm. An­na Georgiev­na (she in­sist­ed for some rea­son or oth­er on be­ing called “Ni­na” in­stead of An­na) knew the val­ue of her hands and liked to show them.

				The doc­tor leaned over the out­stretched hand so re­spect­ful­ly that she had to pull it away by force.

				“You see what a gal­lant doc­tor we have,” she said as she glanced at Voskre­sen­s­ki with laugh­ing, ca­ress­ing eyes. “You nev­er kiss ladies’ hands. What a bear you are! Come here, and I’ll make your tie for you. You dress good­ness knows how.”

				The stu­dent came up awk­ward­ly and, as he leaned over her, he caught through the strong aro­ma of her per­fume the smell of her hair as the light ag­ile fin­gers ran round his neck.

				Voskre­sen­s­ki was chaste in the straight­for­ward, healthy mean­ing of the word. Nat­u­ral­ly, from the time that he en­tered his Ly­cée, he could not help learn­ing ev­ery­thing about the most in­ti­mate re­la­tions of the sex­es, but he nev­er dreamed of do­ing what his com­rades boast­ed of open­ly. The tran­quil, healthy blood of an old Church fam­i­ly showed it­self in him. For all that, he had no sanc­ti­mo­nious, hyp­o­crit­i­cal anath­e­mas for the “shame­less men.” He would lis­ten in­dif­fer­ent­ly to what was said on the sub­ject and he would make no protest against those lit­tle anec­dotes with­out which no con­ver­sa­tion is pos­si­ble in Rus­sian in­tel­lec­tu­al so­ci­ety.

				He knew well what An­na Georgiev­na’s con­stant play­ful­ness re­al­ly meant. When say­ing “good morn­ing” or “good­bye,” she would keep his hand lin­ger­ing­ly in her soft, fem­i­nine and, at the same time, strong, fin­gers. Un­der the mask of play­ful­ness, she liked to ruf­fle his hair, some­times called him pa­tro­n­is­ing­ly by the diminu­tive of his name, and would say in front of him risky things with a dou­ble mean­ing. If by any chance they were look­ing over an al­bum to­geth­er or hap­pened to be lean­ing side by side over the bal­cony watch­ing a steam­er out at sea, she would al­ways press against him with her large bust and he would feel her hot breath on his neck, while the curls of her hard hair tick­led his cheek.

				And she roused in the stu­dent a med­ley of strange, mixed feel­ings—fear, shame, pas­sion­ate de­sire and dis­gust. When he thought about her she seemed to him just as ex­ag­ger­at­ed and un­nat­u­ral as south­ern Na­ture. Her eyes seemed much too ex­pres­sive and liq­uid, her hair much too dark, her lips un­nat­u­ral­ly bright. The lazy, back­ward, un­prin­ci­pled, sen­su­al south­ern wom­an could be de­tect­ed in ev­ery one of her move­ments, in ev­ery smile. If she came too close to him he could even de­tect, through her clothes, the warmth ooz­ing up from her large, over-de­vel­oped body.

				Two school­boys, Voskre­sen­s­ki’s pupils, and three lit­tle girls were seat­ed at the ta­ble dan­gling their feet. Voskre­sen­s­ki glanced at them side­ways as he stooped, and sud­den­ly he felt ashamed of him­self, ashamed for them and par­tic­u­lar­ly for their moth­er’s warm bare hands which were mov­ing so close to his lips. Un­ex­pect­ed­ly he drew him­self up and said with a red face and a hoarse voice:

				“Ex­cuse me, I’ll tie it my­self.”

				Zaval­ishine was now on the bal­cony dressed in a fan­tas­tic na­tion­al cos­tume, a silk kaf­tan with a blue silk Rus­sian shirt and high patent leather boots. This cos­tume, which he al­ways wore at home, made him re­sem­ble one of those pro­vin­cial con­trac­tors who are so will­ing to ex­ploit to the mer­chant-class their large Rus­sian na­ture and their clothes in the Rus­sian style. The like­ness was com­plet­ed by a heavy gold chain across his stom­ach which tin­kled with dozens of trin­kets.

				Zaval­ishine came to­wards the group with a quick, heavy step, car­ry­ing his head high and smooth­ing pic­turesque­ly each side of his fluffy beard, which was turn­ing slight­ly grey. As he came, the chil­dren jumped up from the ta­ble. An­na Georgiev­na rose slow­ly from her rock­ing-chair.

				“Good morn­ing, Ivan Niko­lae­vitch. Good morn­ing, Ci­cero,” said Zaval­ishine, as he stretched out his hand care­less­ly to the doc­tor and the stu­dent. “I have kept you wait­ing, per­haps? Boris, grace.”

				Boris, with a fright­ened ex­pres­sion, jab­bered out: “Our Fa­ther, which art in Heav­en.”

				“Now, gen­tle­men,” said Zaval­ishine, wav­ing to­wards the ta­ble. “Doc­tor, some vod­ka?”

				The hors d’oeu­vre were laid on a small side ta­ble. The doc­tor ap­proached it, walk­ing like a buf­foon, stoop­ing a lit­tle, bow­ing, click­ing his heels to­geth­er and rub­bing his hands.

				“A man was once of­fered some vod­ka,” he be­gan, as usu­al try­ing to be fun­ny, “and he an­swered ‘No, thank you; first­ly, I don’t drink, sec­ond­ly, it’s too ear­ly, and third­ly, I’ve had a drink al­ready.’ ”

				“Twen­ti­eth edi­tion,” ob­served Zaval­ishine. “Have some caviar.”

				He pushed over to the doc­tor a large wood­en buck­et in which a sil­ver fish-basin of caviar was stand­ing in ice.

				“How can you drink vod­ka in such heat?” An­na Georgiev­na ex­claimed, with a gri­mace.

				Her hus­band looked at her solemn­ly, as he held to his lips a sil­ver em­bossed gob­let.

				“There’s no harm in vod­ka for a Rus­sian man,” he replied im­pos­ing­ly.

				And the doc­tor, hav­ing fin­ished his glass, quacked loud­ly and added in the bass voice of a dea­con:

				“This was in time, any­how. Well, Pavel Arkadievitch? Does Fa­ther Meleti or­der a third one?”

				A man in a dress suit was serv­ing at ta­ble. For­mer­ly he used to wear some­thing like a coach­man’s sleeve­less coat, but one fine day An­na Georgiev­na dis­cov­ered that it was im­prop­er for mas­ters and ser­vants to deck them­selves out al­most in the same cos­tumes, and she in­sist­ed on a Eu­ro­pean dress for the foot­men. On the oth­er hand, all the din­ing-room fur­ni­ture and or­na­ments dis­played that rest­less, rack­ing style which is called Rus­sian deca­dence. In­stead of a ta­ble, there was a long chest, closed on ev­ery side, and as one sat in front of it it was im­pos­si­ble to move one’s feet for­ward. One had to keep them cramped all the time, while one’s knees would be painful­ly knock­ing against the pro­tu­ber­ances of the carved or­na­ments and one had to stretch to reach one’s plate. The heavy, low chairs, with high backs and wide­spread arms, were hard and un­com­fort­able, like wood­en stage thrones. The wood­en cans for kvass, the wa­ter-jugs and the wine ew­ers were of such mon­strous di­men­sions and of such ab­surd shapes that one had to stand up to pour out from them. And all these things were carved, bur­nished, and adorned with mul­ti­coloured pea­cocks, fish, flow­ers, and the in­evitable cock.

				“One eats nowhere as one does in Rus­sia,” Zaval­ishine be­gan in a juicy voice, ar­rang­ing his nap­kin in his col­lar with his white hairy hands. “Yes, Mr. Stu­dent, I know you don’t like to hear that, but un­for­tu­nate­ly, that’s how it is. Take fish, to be­gin with. Where in the whole world will you find an­oth­er As­trakan caviar? And the ster­lets from Ka­ma, the stur­geons, the salmon from the Dv­ina, the fish from Be­loz­er? Be kind enough to tell me if you can find in France any­thing to match the Lado­ga fish or the Gatchi­na trout. I’d just like you to find them! I beg you to do it with all my heart. Now take game: we have ev­ery­thing you can wish for and ev­ery­thing in abun­dance: wood-hens, heath-hens, duck, snipe, pheas­ants from the Cau­ca­sus, wood­cocks. Then just think of our Tcherkass meat, Ros­tov suck­ing-pig, the Ni­jni cu­cum­ber, the Mos­cow milk-calf. In a word, we’ve got ev­ery­thing … Ser­guei, give me some more botvinia soup.”

				Pavel Arkadievitch ate a great deal in an un­pleas­ant and glut­ton­ly way. He must have had hun­gry days in his youth, thought the stu­dent, look­ing at him side­ways. Some­times, in the mid­dle of a sen­tence, Zaval­ishine would put too large a morsel in­to his mouth and then there would be a long tor­tur­ing pause, dur­ing which he would chew with ob­jec­tion­able haste while he looked at his in­ter­locu­tor with his eyes start­ing out of his head, grunt­ing, mov­ing his eye­brows and im­pa­tient­ly shak­ing his head and even his whole body. Dur­ing such paus­es, Voskre­sen­s­ki would low­er his eyes so as to con­ceal his an­tipa­thy.

				“Wine, Doc­tor?” Zaval­ishine of­fered it with care­less po­lite­ness. “Let me rec­om­mend this lit­tle white la­bel. It’s Orian­da ’93. Your glass, De­mos­thenes.”

				“I don’t drink, Pavel Arkadievitch. You’ll ex­cuse me.”

				“This is as‑ton‑ish­ing. A young man who doesn’t drink and doesn’t smoke. It’s a bad sign.” Zaval­ishine sud­den­ly raised his voice se­vere­ly. “A bad sign. I’m al­ways sus­pi­cious of a young fel­low who nei­ther drinks nor smokes. He’s ei­ther a miser or a gam­bler or a loose-liv­er. Par­don, I’m not re­fer­ring to you, Mr. Empe­do­cles. An­oth­er glass, Doc­tor? This is Orian­da—re­al­ly not half a bad sort of lit­tle wine. One asks one­self why one should get from the sausage-mer­chants dif­fer­ent Moselle wines and oth­er kinds of sour­ness, when they make such de­li­cious wine right at home in our own Moth­er Rus­sia. Eh, what do you think, Pro­fes­sor?” He ad­dressed the stu­dent in his pro­vok­ing way.

				Voskre­sen­s­ki gave a forced smile.

				“Ev­ery­one to his own taste.”

				“ ‘De gustibus?’ I know. I’ve had a lit­tle learn­ing, too, in my time. Be­sides, some­where or oth­er—it doesn’t mat­ter where or how—the great Dos­to­evsky has ex­pressed the same idea. Wine, of course, is noth­ing in it­self, mere Kinder­spiel, but the prin­ci­ple is im­por­tant. The prin­ci­ple is im­por­tant, I tell you,” he sud­den­ly shout­ed. “If I am a true Rus­sian, then ev­ery­thing round me must be Rus­sian. And I want to spit on the Ger­mans and the French. And on the Jews too. Isn’t it so, Doc­tor? Am I not speak­ing the truth?”

				“Ye‑es; in fact—the prin­ci­ple—that is, of course, yes,” Il­iashenko said vague­ly in his bass voice and with a ges­ture of doubt.

				“I’m proud of be­ing a Rus­sian,” Zaval­ishine went on with heat. “Oh, I see per­fect­ly that my con­vic­tions seem mere­ly fun­ny to you, Mr. Stu­dent, and, so to speak, bar­barous. But what about it? Take me as I am. I speak my thoughts and opin­ions straight out, be­cause I’m a straight man, a re­al Rus­sian, who is ac­cus­tomed to speak­ing his mind. Yes, I say, straight out to ev­ery­one: we’ve had enough of stand­ing on our hind legs be­fore Eu­rope. Let her be afraid of us, not we of her. Let them feel that the last de­ci­sive pow­er­ful word is for the great, glo­ri­ous, healthy Rus­sian peo­ple and not for those cock­roach­es’ re­mains! Glo­ry be to God …” Zaval­ishine sud­den­ly crossed him­self ex­pan­sive­ly, looked up at the ceil­ing, and gave a sob. “Thank God that you can find now more and more of those peo­ple who are be­gin­ning to un­der­stand that the short-tailed Ger­man jack­et is al­ready crack­ing on the mighty Rus­sian shoul­ders. These peo­ple are not ashamed of their lan­guage, of their faith, of their coun­try, and con­fi­dent­ly they stretch out their hands to the wise Gov­ern­ment and say: ‘Lead us.’ ”

				“Paul, you’re get­ting ex­cit­ed,” An­na Georgiev­na re­marked lazi­ly.

				“I’m not get­ting in the least ex­cit­ed,” her hus­band snarled an­gri­ly. “I’m on­ly ex­press­ing what ev­ery hon­est Rus­sian sub­ject ought to think and feel. Per­haps some­one is not of my opin­ion? Well then, let him an­swer me. I am ready to lis­ten with plea­sure to a dif­fer­ent opin­ion. There, for in­stance, it seems fun­ny to Mr. Vozd­vi­jen­s­ki …”

				The stu­dent did not raise his down­cast eyes, but be­came pale and his nos­trils quiv­ered and di­lat­ed.

				“My name is Voskre­sen­s­ki,” he said in a low voice.

				“I beg your par­don, that’s ex­act­ly what I meant to say: Voz­ne­sen­s­ki. I beg your par­don. Well, I just ask you this: in­stead of mak­ing wry faces, hadn’t you bet­ter break down my ar­gu­ments, show me my er­ror, prove that I’m not right? I say this one thing: we’re spit­ting in­to our own soup. They’re sell­ing our holy, mighty, adored coun­try to any sort of for­eign riffraff. Who man­age our naph­tha? The Shee­nies, the Ar­me­ni­ans, the Amer­i­cans. In whose hands are the coal, the mines, the steam­ers, the elec­tric­i­ty? In the hands of Shee­nies, Bel­gians, Ger­mans. Who have got the sug­ar fac­to­ries? The Shee­nies, the Ger­mans, the Poles. And above all, ev­ery­where, the Shee­ny, the Shee­ny, the Shee­ny. … Who are our doc­tors? Shee­nies. Who are our chemists, bankers, bar­ris­ters? To Hell with the whole lot of you! The whole of our Rus­sian lit­er­a­ture dances to the Shee­nies’ tune and nev­er gets out of it. Why are you mak­ing such ter­ri­ble eyes at me, An­itch­ka? You don’t know what that means? I’ll ex­plain lat­er. Yes, there’s point in the joke that ev­ery Shee­ny is a born Rus­sian lit­téra­teur. Oh, my good­ness, the Shee­nies, the Is­raelites, the Zion­ists, the In­no­cents op­pressed, the Holy Tribe. I’ll say just this.”—Zaval­ishine struck the edge of the ta­ble loud­ly and fierce­ly with his out­stretched fin­ger—“I’ll say just this: Here, wher­ev­er you turn, you’re con­front­ed with the mug of some no­ble af­front­ed na­tion. Lib­er­ty, Lan­guage, Na­tion­al Rights. And we go in­to ec­stasies un­der their noses. Oh, poor cul­tured Fin­land! Oh, un­hap­py en­slaved Poland! Ah, the great tor­ment­ed Jew­ish race. … Beat us, my pi­geons, de­spise us, tram­ple us un­der your feet, sit on our backs and drive! B‑ut no—” Zaval­ishine roared in a threat­en­ing voice, grow­ing sud­den­ly scar­let and rolling his eyes. “No,” he re­peat­ed, strik­ing him­self on the chest with all his force. “This scan­dal is go­ing to end. Up till now, the Rus­sian peo­ple has been on­ly scratch­ing him­self, half asleep; but to­mor­row, with God’s bless­ing, he will awake. And then he will shake off from him­self the mis­chievous Rad­i­cal in‑tel‑lec‑tu­als as a dog would a flea, and will squeeze so tight­ly in his mighty palm all these in­no­cents op­pressed, all these dirty lit­tle Shee­nies, Ukraini­ans, and Poles, that the sap will spurt out from them on all sides. And to Eu­rope he will mere­ly say: ‘Stand up, you dog.’ ”

				“Bra­vo! Bra­vo! Bra­vo!” the doc­tor broke in with a voice like a gramo­phone.

				The school­boys, who had been fright­ened at first by the shout­ing, burst in­to a loud laugh at this, but An­na Georgiev­na said with a look of suf­fer­ing:

				“Paul, why do you go on like this in front of the chil­dren?”

				Zaval­ishine drained a glass of wine at a gulp and poured out an­oth­er hasti­ly.

				“Par­don, it slipped out. But I will say this, I was ex­press­ing my con­vic­tions just now, hon­est­ly and sin­cere­ly at least. Now let them—that is, I meant to say, let Mr. Stu­dent here, let him re­fute what I say, let him con­vince me. I’m ready for him. It would be very much more hon­est than to evade it by wry lit­tle smiles.”

				Voskre­sen­s­ki shrugged his shoul­ders slow­ly.

				“I’m not smil­ing at all.”

				“Ah! You don’t even give your­self the trou­ble of an­swer­ing? Of course. That is the be‑s‑t of all. You stand so high above any dis­cus­sion or proofs?”

				“No, not in the least above. But it’s like this—we’ll nev­er un­der­stand each oth­er. What’s the use of get­ting an­gry and spoil­ing one’s tem­per?”

				“Quite so. I un­der­stand. You’re too high and mighty then?” Zaval­ishine was get­ting drunk and be­gin­ning to roar. “Ah, it’s a pity, a great pity, my pre­cious youth. It would have been such a treat to en­joy the milk of your wis­dom.”

				At this in­stant Voskre­sen­s­ki raised his eyes to­wards Zaval­ishine for the first time. Sud­den­ly he felt a wave of keen ha­tred for his round, light, pro­trud­ing eyes, for his red nose, that seemed to be torn at the nos­trils, for his white, bald, re­treat­ing fore­head and his pre­pos­ter­ous beard. And in­stinc­tive­ly, as if against his will, he be­gan to speak in a faint, sti­fled voice that was al­most a stranger’s.

				“You in­sist on drag­ging me in­to a dis­cus­sion. But I as­sure you that it’s use­less. Ev­ery­thing that you were good enough to ex­press just now with such fire, I have heard and read hun­dreds of times. Hos­til­i­ty to ev­ery­thing Eu­ro­pean, a ran­corous spite against kin­dred races, ec­sta­cy be­fore the might of the Rus­sian fist, and so on, and soon … All this has been said, writ­ten, and preached on ev­ery doorstep. But what has the peo­ple here to do with it all, Pavel Arkadievitch?—that’s what I don’t un­der­stand. That’s what I can­not un­der­stand. The peo­ple—that is to say, not your valet or your porter or your work­men, but the peo­ple who com­pos­es the whole of Rus­sia—the ob­scure muzhik, the troglodyte, the cave man, why have you but­toned him up in your na­tion­al dreams? He is silent be­cause he is thriv­ing. You had bet­ter not touch him. Leave him in peace. It is not for you or for me to guess at his si­lence—”

				“Al­low me! My knowl­edge of the peo­ple is no worse than yours—”

				“No,” the stu­dent in­ter­rupt­ed im­per­ti­nent­ly. “Al­low me now, please. You were good enough, a few min­utes ago, to re­proach me for laugh­ing at your ver­biage. Well, I will tell you now that there is noth­ing fun­ny in it, just as there is noth­ing ter­ri­ble. Your ide­al, the a‑all-Rus‑sian f‑ist squeez­ing the sap out of all the lit­tle peo­ples, is dan­ger­ous to no one, but is mere­ly re­pul­sive, like ev­ery sym­bol of vi­o­lence. You’re not a mal­a­dy, not an ul­cer, you are sim­ply an in­evitable, an­noy­ing rash, a kind of measles. But your com­e­dy of the large Rus­sian na­ture, all these sym­bols of yours—your Rus­sian kaf­tan, your pa­tri­ot­ic tears—yes, all this is re­al­ly fun­ny.”

				“Ah, ex­cel­lent. Go on, young man, in the same spir­it,” Zaval­ishine said caus­ti­cal­ly with a gri­mace on his lips. “It’s a de­li­cious sys­tem of polemics, isn’t it. Doc­tor?”

				For his part Voskre­sen­s­ki felt in his heart that he was speak­ing loose­ly, clum­si­ly, and con­fus­ed­ly, but he could not stop now. In his brain there was the sen­sa­tion of a strange, cold void. His feet had be­come slack and heavy and his heart seemed to have fall­en some­where deep down and to be quiv­er­ing there and break­ing from too fre­quent strokes.

				“What does the sys­tem mat­ter? To the dev­il with it!” he ex­claimed, and this ex­cla­ma­tion flew out un­ex­pect­ed­ly in such a full, strong sound that he sud­den­ly ex­pe­ri­enced a fierce and joy­ous plea­sure. “I have been too silent dur­ing these two months to pick and choose a sys­tem. Yes. One is ashamed and piti­ful and amused in turn at your com­e­dy, Pavel Arkadievitch. You know the strolling min­strels who sing in the recre­ation gar­dens in sum­mer? You know the sort of thing—the hack­neyed Rus­sian song. It is some­thing tor­tur­ing­ly false, im­pu­dent, dis­grace­ful. The same with you: ‘The Rus­sian soup, the Rus­sian kacha—our moth­er Rus­sia.’ Have you ev­er had a look at the peo­ple’s soups? Have you ev­er had a re­al taste of it? One day with some­thing to eat, and the next day with noth­ing at all. Have you tast­ed the peas­ants’ bread? Have you seen their chil­dren with swollen stom­achs and legs like wheels? And in your house your cook gets six­ty rou­bles a month, and the valet wears dress clothes, and the ster­li­ad­ka is steamed. That’s how you are in ev­ery­thing. Rus­sian pa­tience. Rus­sian iron en­durance. But with what hor­rors of slav­ery, on what a blood­stained road was this pa­tience bought! It is even lu­di­crous! Rus­sian in­vin­ci­ble health—give way to the shoul­der there!—the Rus­sian gi­ant strength—have we got it in this huge, over­worked, over­strained, fam­ished, drunk­en man? And then, to cap ev­ery­thing, the fran­tic yell: ‘Down with Eu­ro­pean coats and dress clothes! Let us go back to our good, glo­ri­ous, vast and pic­turesque Rus­sian na­tion­al clothes.’ And then, to the amuse­ment of your ser­vants, you mas­quer­ade in a Rus­sian kaf­tan at sev­en rou­bles a yard with a moire lin­ing. All your na­tion­al­ism is silk-lined. My God! and when you start talk­ing about the Rus­sian songs, what rub­bish! In it you hear the sea, and see the steppe, you catch the voice of the for­est and some kind of bound­less dar­ing. But there is no truth in all this: you hear noth­ing, you feel noth­ing be­yond the sick groan­ing or the drunk­en hic­cup. And you do not see any kind of large steppe, be­cause it has no ex­is­tence, and there is on­ly a sweat­ing face dis­tort­ed by tor­ture, swollen veins, blood­shot eyes, an open, san­guinary mouth …”

				“For you cler­gy it is eas­i­er to see from the bel­fry,” Zaval­ishine sneered scorn­ful­ly.

				But the stu­dent on­ly waved him aside and went on:

				“Then Rus­sian ar­chi­tec­ture came in­to fash­ion, if you please. Carved cocks, some sort of wood­en dressers, mugs, ew­ers, sun­flow­ers, arm­chairs and bench­es on which it is im­pos­si­ble to sit, with id­i­ot­ic cov­ers. Good Lord! but don’t you feel how all this ac­cen­tu­ates the fright­ful pover­ty of our na­tion­al life, the nar­row­ness and the lack of fan­ta­sy? A grey cre­pus­cu­lar cre­ation, a Papuan ar­chi­tec­ture. A game, that’s what it is pre­cise­ly. A vile game, if all this is done pur­pose­ly to lead the fools and gapers by the nose; a mis­er­able one if it is mere­ly a fash­ion­able fad, a sort of stupid dis­guise, as if the doc­tors in charge of a hos­pi­tal were sud­den­ly to put on hos­pi­tal dress­ing-gowns and dance a can­can in them. That’s what it is, your Rus­sian fash­ion with the moire lin­ing.”

				Some­thing caught Voskre­sen­s­ki at the throat and he be­came silent. Now for the first time he re­alised that, in the course of his ram­bling speech, he had un­con­scious­ly risen to his feet and was bang­ing his fists on the ta­ble.

				“Per­haps you’d like to add some­thing more, young man?” Zaval­ishine asked with forced po­lite­ness and in a voice of ex­ag­ger­at­ed soft­ness. He was white, his lips were gri­mac­ing and twitch­ing and the ends of his full beard shook vis­i­bly.

				“That’s all,” the stu­dent an­swered in a dull tone. “There’s noth­ing else. …”

				“Then kind­ly let me have the last word.” Zaval­ishine rose from his place and threw down his nap­kin.

				“Con­vic­tions are con­vic­tions, and fi­deli­ty to them is a re­spectable virtue. But all the same, I have to an­swer for my chil­dren, to my coun­try, and my Church. Yes, I am obliged to de­fend them from evil, from de­te­ri­o­rat­ing in­flu­ences. And so—I ask you to for­give me—but one of us, ei­ther I or you, will have to re­tire from their ed­u­ca­tion.”

				Voskre­sen­s­ki made a sign with his head with­out speak­ing. Pavel Arkadievitch wheeled round sharply and left the ta­ble with long strides. But he stopped at the door. He was sti­fling with rage. He felt that the stu­dent had shown a moral su­pe­ri­or­i­ty in this ab­surd dis­cus­sion, a su­pe­ri­or­i­ty ob­tained, not by con­vic­tion of thought, not by ar­gu­ments, but by a youth­ful, un­tram­melled and, though non­sen­si­cal, a beau­ti­ful pas­sion. And he want­ed, be­fore leav­ing the room, to give the tu­tor the last in­sult, a heav­ier one, with more sting in it. …

				“My man will bring you the mon­ey due to you up­stairs,” he said through his nose in a jerky, self-sat­is­fied way. “And al­so, as ar­ranged, your jour­ney mon­ey.”

				And he went out, bang­ing the door so nois­i­ly that the cut glass rang and vi­brat­ed on the ta­ble.

				For a long time ev­ery­one was awk­ward­ly silent on the bal­cony.

				Voskre­sen­s­ki, with cold trem­bling fin­gers, was mak­ing bread pills as he bent low over the ta­ble. It seemed to him that even lit­tle six-year-old Vavotch­ka was look­ing at him with cu­rios­i­ty and con­temp­tu­ous pity.

				Shall I go af­ter him and slap his face? Chal­lenge him to a du­el? How bad­ly and mis­er­ably it has all turned out! Shall I give him back his mon­ey? Throw it in his face? Faugh! what a mis­er­able busi­ness.

				All these re­flec­tions flashed at ran­dom through his brain.

				“Dear Sachen­ka,” An­na Georgiev­na spoke in a ca­ress­ing voice as if to a child, “don’t at­tach any im­por­tance to this. It re­al­ly isn’t worth it. In an hour he will ad­mit that he was wrong, and he’ll apol­o­gise. To tell you the truth, you, too, said a good deal to him.”

				He made no an­swer. He want­ed, more than any­thing in the world, to get up at once and go some­where far away, to hide in some dark, cool cor­ner; but a com­plex, tor­tur­ing in­de­ci­sion chained him to his place. The doc­tor be­gan to speak about some­thing or oth­er too loud­ly and in an un­nat­u­ral, de­tached tone. “That’s be­cause he’s ashamed on my ac­count,” Voskre­sen­s­ki thought to him­self, and he lis­tened, scarce­ly un­der­stand­ing the words:

				“One of my ac­quain­tances who knows Ara­bic very well used to com­pare Ara­bi­an say­ings with our Rus­sian ones. There are some most cu­ri­ous par­al­lels. For in­stance, the Arabs say: ‘Hon­esty is a di­a­mond, which makes a pau­per the Sul­tan’s equal.’ And in Rus­sian it comes out: ‘What about hon­esty if there’s noth­ing to eat?’ The same about hos­pi­tal­i­ty. The Ara­bi­an proverb says …”

				Voskre­sen­s­ki rose sud­den­ly. With­out look­ing at any­one, his eyes down­cast, he went awk­ward­ly round the ta­ble and rushed across the bal­cony to the flow­er gar­den, where there was a sweet and heavy scent of ros­es. Be­hind him, he could hear An­na Georgiev­na’s trou­bled voice:

				“Sachen­ka, Alexan­der Petro­vitch, where are you go­ing? We’re hav­ing dessert at once …”

			
			
				III

				In his room up­stairs, Voskre­sen­s­ki changed his clothes, pulled out from un­der the bed his old red­dish box plas­tered all over with la­bels, and be­gan to pack. In­to it he flung fu­ri­ous­ly books and lec­tures, squeezed in his linen, crum­pled any­how in his pre­cip­i­ta­tion, and fu­ri­ous­ly tight­ened the ropes and straps. As his phys­i­cal force, whipped up by the re­cent ex­plo­sion of still un­sat­is­fied anger, was spend­ing it­self, he be­came slight­ly cool­er and calmer.

				His pack­ing fin­ished, he drew him­self up and looked round. All of a sud­den he re­gret­ted leav­ing his room, as if in it he were leav­ing a part of him­self. As soon as he woke up in the morn­ing, he had on­ly to raise his head from the pil­low to see right in front of him the dark blue stripe of the sea just lev­el with the win­dows. The light, pink, trans­par­ent blind would be gen­tly trem­bling from the breeze and the whole room would be so full of morn­ing light, so im­preg­nat­ed by a strong and in­vig­o­rat­ing sea air, that in the ear­ly days, on wak­ing up, the stu­dent used of­ten to laugh aloud from some in­ner un­con­scious joy of life.

				Voskre­sen­s­ki went on to the bal­cony. Far out in front, a long nar­row cape, round­ed at the end, jut­ted out in­to the sea. This round­ed part was called the Bat­tery, and be­hind it, cir­cling it sharply, a small steam­er was head­ing out to sea. Its pant­ing snorts, like the heavy breath­ing of a dog, could be heard dis­tinct­ly. Un­der the white awning, dark hu­man fig­ures were dis­tin­guish­able. The steam-launch rocked a lit­tle, but bold­ly clam­bered up each wave and rolled over it, tuck­ing its nose gal­lant­ly in­to the next, while the sev­ered wa­ter washed over its deck. And still fur­ther out, as if mid­way be­tween the shore and the hori­zon, the black, pow­er­ful mass of a huge steam­er, with fun­nels bent be­hind, was mov­ing with per­fect bal­ance noise­less­ly and even­ly. And there came to Voskre­sen­s­ki in that mo­ment, as through a tiny lit­tle cloud of in­vad­ing sor­row, that de­light­ful, au­da­cious long­ing which he al­ways ex­pe­ri­enced when think­ing of long jour­neys, new im­pres­sions, new faces, all the lim­it­less stretch of the young un­tast­ed life that lay be­fore him.

				“To­mor­row, I, too, shall find my­self on board ship with oth­ers. I’ll make fresh ac­quain­tances, look at new shores, at the sea,” he thought to him­self. “It’s good.”

				“Sachen­ka, where are you? Come here.” It was An­na Georgiev­na’s voice.

				He re­turned quick­ly to his room, but­ton­ing on the way the col­lar of his Rus­sian shirt, and ar­rang­ing his hair. A form­less, vague fright, a sort of dark, en­er­vat­ing pre­sen­ti­ment stirred for an in­stant in his soul.

				“I’m tired,” An­na Georgiev­na was say­ing, slight­ly out of breath. “How nice it is in here, so cool.”

				She sat down on the ledge of the win­dow. Against the back­ground of the daz­zling whitish-blue sky and the deep blue of the sea be­neath, the short, full fig­ure, in its white peignoir, out­lined it­self with a soft and el­e­gant pre­ci­sion. Her rough, red­dish curls lit up her head in that light with a deep gold­en gleam.

				“Well, what is it, my an­gry spar­row?” she asked, with ten­der fa­mil­iar­i­ty. “Haven’t you cooled down yet?”

				“Yes, I’ve cooled down. I’m go­ing away at once,” he an­swered in a surly tone.

				“Sacha.”

				She pro­nounced his name in a low, strange, ag­i­tat­ed tone that Voskre­sen­s­ki had nev­er heard be­fore in his life. He start­ed and looked at her at­ten­tive­ly. But she was sit­ting with her back to the bright light and it was im­pos­si­ble to dis­tin­guish her ex­pres­sion. For all that, it seemed to the stu­dent that her eyes were shin­ing in an un­usu­al way.

				“Sacha, my own one,” she said sud­den­ly in a hur­ried, sti­fled voice. “No, no, dear, you won’t go away. Do you hear? Come here to me … to me, I tell you. Oh, what a big stupid you are! Do you hear? You mustn’t think of go­ing! I don’t wish it. My dar­ling, you will stay …”

				She seized his hands, pressed them tight­ly, and, with­out let­ting them out of her own, placed them on her knees so that, for an in­stant, he felt her firm and, as it were, slid­ing fig­ure un­der the light rough ma­te­ri­al of her peignoir.

				“You will stay? Yes?” she asked in a quick whis­per, look­ing up in­to his face.

				He raised his eyes and met her cloud­ed, fixed, avid glance. A burn­ing joy leaped from his heart, trans­fus­ing his breast, strik­ing in­to his head and throb­bing in his tem­ples. All con­fu­sion and awk­ward­ness had dis­ap­peared. On the con­trary, it was a dread­ful op­pres­sive de­light to gaze, so close and shame­less­ly, so end­less­ly, with­out pro­nounc­ing a sin­gle word, in­to those beau­ti­ful eyes, still shin­ing with tears and sense­less with pas­sion. Half con­scious­ly he di­vined that her glance had fall­en be­low his eyes, and he low­ered his own to her full, bright, part­ed lips, be­hind which gleamed the moist white­ness of her teeth. Sud­den­ly it seemed to him that the air in the room had be­come suf­fo­cat­ing; his mouth was dry and he could scarce­ly breathe.

				“You will stay? Yes? True?”

				He put his arms round her and im­me­di­ate­ly felt the large beau­ti­ful body light and alive, obe­di­ent to ev­ery move­ment, ev­ery hint of his hands. A sort of burn­ing, arid whirl caught him sud­den­ly, crip­pling his will, his judg­ment, all his proud, chaste thoughts, ev­ery­thing in him that was clean and hu­man. For some rea­son or oth­er, he re­called the bathing be­fore din­ner and those warm, swing­ing in­sa­tiable waves.

				“Dar­ling, is it true, true?” she was re­peat­ing cease­less­ly.

				Rough­ly, like a sav­age an­i­mal, he caught her up and lift­ed her in his arms. Then, as if in delir­i­um, he heard her fright­ened whis­per: “The door—for God’s sake the—door—”

				Me­chan­i­cal­ly he turned round, saw the wide-open door and be­yond it the dark­ness of the cor­ri­dor, but he did not un­der­stand the sense of these words, the sig­nif­i­cance of this door, and he im­me­di­ate­ly for­got it all. The dark, half-closed eyes were sud­den­ly so close to his face that their con­tour seemed in­def­i­nite, blurred, and they them­selves be­came enor­mous, fixed, mon­strous­ly shiny, and quite strange to him. Hot rock­ing waves broke on him, drown­ing his rea­son, burn­ing him as with fiery cir­cling coils. …

				Lat­er on he woke up and heard with sur­prise her voice, which seemed to be im­plor­ing him about some­thing:

				“I adore you … my young, strong, beau­ti­ful …”

				She was sit­ting on his bed be­side him, lean­ing her head against his shoul­der with a sub­mis­sive, fawn­ing air and try­ing to catch his eye. But he was look­ing away, frown­ing and pulling ner­vous­ly with a shak­ing hand at the fringe of his rug which was hang­ing on the foot of the bed. An in­vin­ci­ble dis­gust was grow­ing in him ev­ery sec­ond to­wards this wom­an, who had just giv­en her­self to him. He him­self un­der­stood the in­jus­tice and self­ish­ness of this feel­ing, but he could not over­come it, even out of grat­i­tude, even out of com­pas­sion. Her prox­im­i­ty was phys­i­cal­ly re­pul­sive to him, her touch, the noise of her rapid, jerky breath­ing; and though he blamed on­ly him­self for ev­ery­thing that had hap­pened, a blind, sense­less ha­tred and spite to­wards her was fill­ing his soul.

				“Oh, what a scoundrel I am! What a scoundrel!” he was think­ing, and at the same time he was afraid of her read­ing his thoughts and feel­ings on his face.

				“My dar­ling adored one,” she was say­ing ten­der­ly, “why have you turned away from me? Are you an­gry? Is any­thing the mat­ter with you? Oh, my dear one, didn’t you re­al­ly no­tice that I loved you? From the very be­gin­ning, from the very first day. … Ah, but no. When you came to us in Mos­cow I didn’t like you. What an an­gry one, I thought. But then af­ter­wards … But, dearie, won’t you look at me?”

				The stu­dent mas­tered him­self and man­aged to give her awk­ward­ly from un­der his eye­brows aside glance. His very throat con­tract­ed, so dis­gust­ing seemed the red­dened face, splashed with pow­der at the nos­trils and chin, the small wrin­kles round the eyes and the up­per lip, nev­er no­ticed un­til this mo­ment, and, above all, her sup­pli­ant, anx­ious, cul­pa­ble de­vo­tion—a sort of dog’s look. A shud­der of re­pul­sion came over him as he turned his head away.

				“But why am I not re­pul­sive to her?” he was think­ing in de­spair. “Why? Ah, what a scoundrel I am!”

				“An­na Georgiev­na—Ni­na,” he stam­mered out in an un­nat­u­ral, wood­en voice, “you’ll for­give me. … You’ll ex­cuse me. I’m ag­i­tat­ed. I don’t know what I’m say­ing. … Un­der­stand me. Don’t be an­gry. … I must be by my­self. My head is go­ing round and round.”

				He made an in­vol­un­tary move­ment, as if to turn away from her, and she un­der­stood it. Her arms, that had been cling­ing round his neck, fell help­less­ly along her knees and her head bent down. She sat like this for a few more min­utes and then rose silent­ly with a re­signed ex­pres­sion.

				She un­der­stood bet­ter than the stu­dent what was hap­pen­ing to him now. She knew that for men the first steps in sen­su­al pas­sion pro­duced the same ter­ri­ble sick­ly sen­sa­tion on be­gin­ners as the first draughts of opi­um, the first cig­a­rette, the first drunk­en bout. She knew, too, that un­til this he had been in­ti­mate with no oth­er wom­an, that for him she was the first; knew this from his own words be­fore, felt it by his sav­age, se­vere shy­ness, his awk­ward­ness and rough­ness with her.

				She want­ed to con­sole, to calm him, to ex­plain in ten­der moth­er­ly words the cause of his suf­fer­ing, for she knew that he suf­fered. But she—or­di­nar­i­ly so bold, so self-as­sured—could find no words. She felt con­fused and shy like a young girl and she felt at fault for his fall, for his silent anx­i­ety, for her thir­ty-five years, and be­cause she did not know, and was un­able to dis­cov­er, how she could help him.

				“Sacha, this will pass,” she said at last, al­most un­der her breath. “This will pass, be­lieve me. Calm your­self. But don’t go away. You hear me? You’ll tell me if you want to go away, won’t you?”

				“Yes. … All right, yes—yes,” he re­peat­ed im­pa­tient­ly, look­ing at the door all the time.

				She sighed and left the room noise­less­ly. Then Voskre­sen­s­ki clutched his hair with both hands and fell with a groan face down­wards on the pil­low.

			
			
				IV

				The next day Voskre­sen­s­ki was on his way to Odessa on the large steamship Xe­nia. Dis­grace­ful­ly and weak­ly he had run away from the Zaval­ishines, un­able to bear his cru­el re­morse, un­able to force him­self to meet An­na Georgiev­na again face to face. Af­ter ly­ing on his bed un­til dusk, he had put his things to­geth­er as soon as it was dark and then noise­less­ly, stealth­ily, like a thief, he had stolen through the back en­trance in­to the vine­yard, and from there had clam­bered out in­to the road. And all the time, on his way to the post sta­tion, when driv­ing in the dili­gence that was packed with silent Turks and Tar­tars, all through the night at the Yal­ta Ho­tel, his shame, his mer­ci­less dis­gust for him­self, for An­na Georgiev­na, for ev­ery­thing that had hap­pened the day be­fore, and for his own boy­ish flight, nev­er left him for a sin­gle sec­ond.

				“It has all turned out as if it were a quar­rel, as if it were out of re­venge. I have stolen some­thing from the Zaval­ishines and have run away from them,” he thought, an­gri­ly grind­ing his teeth.

				It was a hot wind­less day. The sea lay qui­et, ca­ress­ing, of a pale emer­ald round the shore, light blue fur­ther out and touched on­ly here and there by lazy lit­tle wrin­kles of pur­ple. Be­neath the steam­er, it was bright green, bot­tom­less, light and trans­par­ent as air. Side by side with the steam­er raced a flight of dol­phins. From above, one could see per­fect­ly how in the depths the pow­er­ful wind­ing move­ments of their bod­ies cut through the thin wa­ter, and how, at in­ter­vals, one af­ter the oth­er, in quick dark semi­cir­cles, they leaped to the sur­face.

				The shore re­ced­ed slow­ly. Grad­u­al­ly the steep hills showed them­selves and then be­came lost to view, palaces, vine­yards, squat Tar­tar vil­lages, white-walled vil­las, drowned in wavy green, and, in the back­ground, the pale blue moun­tains, cov­ered with black patch­es of for­est, and over them the fine airy con­tours of the peaks.

				The pas­sen­gers were troop­ing to the taff­rail that faced the shore, call­ing out the names of the places and the names of the own­ers. In the mid­dle of the deck, near the hatch­way, two mu­si­cians—a vi­o­lin­ist and a harpist—were play­ing a waltz, and the stale, in­sipid melody sound­ed un­usu­al­ly beau­ti­ful and stim­u­lat­ing in the sea air,

				Voskre­sen­s­ki searched im­pa­tient­ly for the vil­la that looked like a gy­nae­ceum. And when it ap­peared again be­hind the dense woods of the Prince’s Park and be­came quite vis­i­ble above its huge white fortress-like wall, he breathed faster and pressed his hands against his heart which had grown cold.

				He thought that he could dis­tin­guish on the low­er ter­race a white spot, and he wished to think that she was sit­ting there now, this strange wom­an, who had sud­den­ly be­come so mys­te­ri­ous, so in­com­pre­hen­si­ble, so at­trac­tive to him, and that she was look­ing out at the boat, sor­row­ful as he was, and with her own eyes full of tears. He imag­ined him­self stand­ing there on the bal­cony close be­side her, not his self of to­day, but that of yes­ter­day, of a week ago—that for­mer self which would nev­er re­turn to him. And he was sor­ry, un­bear­ably, aching­ly sor­ry for that phase of life which had gone from him for­ev­er and would nev­er re­turn, would nev­er re­peat it­self. With an un­usu­al dis­tinct­ness, his eyes veiled in a rain­bow-like mist of tears, An­na Georgiev­na’s face rose in front of him, no longer vic­to­ri­ous, or self-as­sured, but with a gen­tle, sup­pli­ant ex­pres­sion, self-ac­cus­ing; and she seemed to him now small, hurt, weak, and close to him, as though graft­ed on to his heart for­ev­er.

				And with these del­i­cate, sad, com­pas­sion­ate sen­sa­tions there was blend­ed im­per­cep­ti­bly, like the aro­ma of a fine wine, the mem­o­ry of her warm naked, arms, her voice trem­bling with sen­su­al pas­sion, her beau­ti­ful eyes glanc­ing down to his lips.

				Hid­ing it­self be­hind the trees and vil­las, then show­ing it­self again for a mo­ment, the gy­nae­ceum re­ced­ed fur­ther and fur­ther and then sud­den­ly dis­ap­peared. Press­ing his cheek against the taff­rail, Voskre­sen­s­ki looked for a long time in that di­rec­tion. All this, in­deed, had passed like a shad­ow. He re­called the bit­ter verse of Solomon, and he cried. But these tears, the tears of youth, clear and light, and this sor­row, were blessed.

				Be­low deck, in the sa­loon, the lunch bell sound­ed. A chat­ter­ing, noisy stu­dent, whose ac­quain­tance Voskre­sen­s­ki had made in the port, came up be­hind him, tapped him on the shoul­der and shout­ed out gai­ly:

				“I’ve been look­ing for you, my friend; you have pro­vi­sions, haven’t you? Let’s have a glass of vod­ka.”

			
		
	
		
			The Jewess

			“We’ve passed it, pa‑assed it,” a child’s fee­ble voice rang piti­ful­ly. “Right!” shout­ed an an­gry bass be­hind. “To the right, right, r‑r‑right,” gai­ly and swift­ly sound­ed a cho­rus in front. Some­one ground his teeth, some­one whis­tled pierc­ing­ly. … A band of dogs broke in­to a thin bark, at once an­gry and joy­ful. “O‑o‑o! Ha‑ha‑ha!” the whole crowd laughed and groaned al­ter­nate­ly.

			The sledge was tossed up and plunged in­to a hol­low of the road. Kash­intzev opened his eyes.

			“What’s this?” he asked, with a start.

			But the road re­mained de­sert­ed and voice­less. The frosty night was silent above the end­less dead white fields. The full moon was in the mid­dle of the sky and a ful­ly out­lined dark blue shad­ow slid­ing along the sledge, bro­ken by the open snow­drifts, seemed squat and mon­strous. The dry, elas­tic snow squeaked, like in­dia-rub­ber, be­neath the run­ners.

			“Ah, but that’s the snow squeak­ing,” Kash­intzev thought. “How odd!” he said aloud.

			At the sound of his voice the driv­er turned round. His dark face, the beard and mous­tache whitened un­der the frost, looked like the mask of some rough wild an­i­mal plas­tered over with cot­ton wool.

			“What? Two more ver­sts, noth­ing much,” said the driv­er.

			“This is snow,” Kash­intzev was think­ing, once more yield­ing to drowsi­ness. “It’s on­ly snow. How strange!”

			“Strange, strange,” lisped one of the lit­tle sledge-bells rest­less­ly and dis­tinct­ly. “Strange, stra‑ange, stra‑ange. …”

			“Oh, oh, oh, just look!” a wom­an shout­ed in front of the sledge. The crowd that was com­ing in a mass to meet him all start­ed talk­ing at once, cry­ing and singing. Once more, as though roused to fury, the dogs barked.

			Some­where in the dis­tance a lo­co­mo­tive droned. … And im­me­di­ate­ly, in spite of his drowsi­ness, Kash­intzev re­called with ex­tra­or­di­nary vivid­ness the sta­tion buf­fet, with its piti­ful, dusty dis­play—clus­ters of elec­tric burn­ers un­der a dirty ceil­ing, the soiled walls bro­ken by enor­mous win­dows, ar­ti­fi­cial palms on the ta­bles, stiffly-fold­ed nap­kins, elec­tro­plate vas­es, bou­quets of dry, feath­ery grass, pyra­mids of bot­tles, pink and green liqueur glass­es.

			All that was last night. His med­i­cal col­leagues were see­ing him off. Kash­intzev had just been ap­point­ed to a new post—that of ju­nior doc­tor in a far-off in­fantry reg­i­ment. They were a par­ty of five, and they dragged the heavy sta­tion chairs round to the doc­tors’ usu­al lit­tle ta­ble in the cor­ner. They drank beer and talked with a forced hearti­ness and as­sumed an­i­ma­tion, as if they were act­ing a see­ing-off scene on the stage. The hand­some and self-as­sured Ruhl, his eyes flash­ing in an ex­ag­ger­at­ed way, glanc­ing round for ap­plause and talk­ing so that strangers could hear him, said in his fa­mil­iar, af­fect­ed voice:

			“That’s it, old man. Our whole life from birth to death con­sists on­ly of meet­ing and see­ing one an­oth­er off. You can write this down as a sou­venir in your note­book: ‘Evening apho­risms and max­ims of Dr. von Ruhl.’ ”

			He had scarce­ly fin­ished speak­ing when the fat rail­way of­fi­cial, with the face of an an­gry bull­dog, showed him­self at the door, shak­ing his bell and shout­ing in a singsong voice, with abrupt stops and chokes:

			“Fi‑irst bell. Kiev, Jmerin­ka, Odess. … The tra‑ain is on the sec­ond plat­form.”

			And now, squat­ting un­com­fort­ably on the low scat of the tug­ging sledge, Kash­intzev laughed aloud from plea­sure—so very bright and clear were these rec­ol­lec­tions. But im­me­di­ate­ly the tir­ing, re­lent­less im­pres­sion of the end­less­ness of this drea­ry road re­turned to him. From the mo­ment when, in the morn­ing, he had alight­ed at the small rail­way sta­tion to get in­to this post sledge on­ly six or sev­en hours had elapsed, but he seemed to have been driv­ing like this for whole weeks, or months; he seemed to have had time to change, to grow old­er, duller and more in­dif­fer­ent to ev­ery­thing since the day be­fore. Some­where on the way he had met a beg­gar, drunk and in rags, with a bro­ken nose and a shoul­der naked to the frost; some­where he had seen a long thin horse with an arched neck and a choco­late-coloured, thick vel­vety coat plung­ing and re­fus­ing to be har­nessed; some­one, it seemed, had said pleas­ant­ly a long, long time ago: “The road is good to­day, your hon­our; you’ll be there be­fore you have time to look round.” Kash­intzev at that mo­ment had been con­tem­plat­ing the snow-plain which was red­dened by the evening sun­set. But now all this was mud­dled and had re­ced­ed in­to a kind of trou­bled, un­re­al dis­tance, so that it was im­pos­si­ble to re­mem­ber where, when, and in what or­der it had all hap­pened. From time to time a light sleep would close his eyes, and then to his be­fogged sens­es there would be­come au­di­ble strange shrieks, grind­ings, barks, shouts, laughs, and mum­blings. But he would open his eyes and the fan­tas­tic sounds would trans­form them­selves in­to the sim­ple squeaks of the sledge-run­ners and the tin­kling of the sledge-bells, while to right and left the sleep­ing white fields ex­tend­ed, now as al­ways, and in front of him pro­trud­ed the black bent back of the driv­er, and still the horse’s haunch­es moved reg­u­lar­ly as they swished to right and left their knot­ted tails.

			“Where shall I take you, your hon­our; to the post of­fice or to the shel­ter?” the driv­er asked.

			Kash­intzev raised his head. He was driv­ing now along a straight street in a vil­lage. The beat­en-down road in front gleamed in the moon­light like bur­nished blue steel. On both sides of the road dark, piteous lit­tle hous­es, over­laden by their heavy snow hats, peeped out of the deep white drifts. The vil­lage seemed to have died out of ex­is­tence; not a dog barked, there were no lights in the win­dows, no one could be seen on the road. There was some­thing ter­ri­ble and sad in this numb­ness of hu­man habi­ta­tions that, lost in the deep snow, ap­pear to nes­tle fear­ful­ly against each oth­er.

			“Where’s that—the shel­ter?” Kash­intzev asked.

			“Your hon­our doesn’t know? Movsha Khatzkel’s shel­ter. Gen­tle­men al­ways stop there. You can get tea, eggs, a snack of some kind. One can spend the night there, too; there are five rooms.”

			“Well, all right, let’s go to the shel­ter.”

			Now for the first time at the thought of food and warm lodg­ings Kash­intzev re­alised how very cold and hun­gry he had be­come. And the low, blind lit­tle hous­es, buried in the snow, were still com­ing to meet him and still re­ced­ing, and it seemed that there would be no end to them.

			“When shall we get there?” Kash­intzev asked im­pa­tient­ly.

			“Very soon. It’s a long vil­lage, a verst and a half. Now, young ones,” the driv­er shout­ed fe­ro­cious­ly at the hors­es in his rau­cous voice, and, rais­ing him­self slight­ly, he whirled his knout over his head and tugged at the reins.

			In the dis­tance a red spot of light was dis­cernible and be­gan to grow, now hid­den by some un­seen ob­sta­cle, now flash­ing out again. At last the hors­es, like toys whose wind­ings had run down, stopped of their own ac­cord at the trav­ellers’ house and at once weak­ly low­ered their heads to the ground. The vault­ed, semi­cir­cu­lar en­trance formed an enor­mous gap­ing cor­ri­dor through the whole house, but fur­ther on, in the yard, bright­ly lit up by the moon, one could see carts with their shafts raised, straw strewn on the snow, and the sil­hou­ettes of hors­es un­der the flat sheds. On each side of the yard en­trance two win­dows, cov­ered with snow, shone with a warm, invit­ing light.

			Some­one opened the door, which squeaked pierc­ing­ly on its hinges, and Kash­intzev en­tered a room. White clouds of frosty air, which ap­par­ent­ly had been wait­ing just for this, rushed be­hind him in a mad whirl. At first Kash­intzev could dis­tin­guish noth­ing; his spec­ta­cles were im­me­di­ate­ly cov­ered with vapour and he could see in front of him on­ly two shiny, blurred rain­bow cir­cles.

			The driv­er who had fol­lowed him shout­ed:

			“Lis­ten, Movsha, here’s a gen­tle­man for you. Where are you?”

			From some­where or oth­er there emerged a short, thick­set, light-beard­ed Jew in a high cap and a knit­ted to­bac­co-coloured waist­coat. As he came he munched some­thing and wiped his mouth hur­ried­ly with his hand. “Good evening, your hon­our, good evening,” he said am­i­ca­bly, and at once, with an air of com­pas­sion, he shook his head and smacked his lips: “Tze, tze, tze! How frozen your hon­our is, good gra­cious! Just let me take your coat, I’ll hang it on a nail. Will your hon­our or­der tea? Per­haps some­thing to eat? Oh, how frozen your hon­our is!”

			“Thank you, yes,” Kash­intzev ejac­u­lat­ed. His lips were so shriv­elled from cold that he moved them with dif­fi­cul­ty; his chin had be­come mo­tion­less as though it didn’t be­long to him, and his feet seemed to him soft, weak, and sen­si­tive as if in cot­ton wool.

			When his spec­ta­cles had quite thawed, he looked round. It was a large room with crooked win­dows and an earth­en floor, plas­tered with pale blue lime which, here and there, had fall­en out in large chunks, leav­ing the wood­en shin­gles bare. Along the walls nar­row bench­es were stretched and wet slant­ing ta­bles, greasy from age. Al­most un­der the very ceil­ing a lamp was burn­ing. The small­er back part of the room was par­ti­tioned off by a many-coloured chintz cur­tain, from which there em­anat­ed the odour of dirty beds, chil­dren’s clothes, and some sort of acrid food. In front of the cur­tain a wood­en counter ex­tend­ed.

			At one of the ta­bles op­po­site Kash­intzev sat a peas­ant in a brown Ukrain­ian over­coat and a sheep­skin cap, his un­tidy head lean­ing on his sprawl­ing el­bows. He was drunk with a heavy, help­less drunk­en­ness, and he rolled his head on the ta­ble, hic­cup­ping and blub­ber­ing out some­thing in­com­pre­hen­si­ble in a hoarse, soaked, bub­bling voice.

			“What are you go­ing to give me to eat?” Kash­intzev asked. “I feel very hun­gry.”

			Khatzkel hunched his shoul­ders up, spread his hands apart, winked with his left eye, and re­mained in this po­si­tion for sev­er­al sec­onds.

			“What am I go­ing to give his hon­our to eat?” he re­peat­ed, with a sly pen­e­trat­ing air. “And what does his hon­our want? One can get ev­ery­thing. One can put the samovar on, one can cook eggs, one can get milk. Well, you un­der­stand your­self, your hon­our, what is to be got in such a scab­by vil­lage. One can cook a chick­en, but that will take a very long time.”

			“Give me eggs and milk. And what else?”

			“What e‑else?” Khatzkel seemed sur­prised. “I could of­fer your hon­our a stuffed Jew­ish fish. But per­haps your hon­our doesn’t like Jew­ish cook­ing? You know, an or­di­nary Jew­ish fish which my wife pre­pares on the Sab­bath.”

			“Give me fish, too. And a liqueur-glass of vod­ka, please.”

			The Jew closed both his eyes, shook his head, and smacked his lips with an air of con­ster­na­tion.

			“No vod­ka,” he whis­pered. “You know your­self how strict they are nowa­days. Are you go­ing far, your hon­our?”

			“To Gous­si­a­tine.”

			“May I ask if your hon­our is in the po­lice ser­vice?”

			“No, I’m a doc­tor, an army doc­tor.”

			“Ah, his hon­our is a doc­tor. That’s very nice. On my con­science, I’m very sor­ry that I can’t got you any vod­ka. Still … Etlia,” he shout­ed, mov­ing away from the ta­ble, “Etlia!”

			He dis­ap­peared be­hind the cur­tain and spoke rapid­ly in Yid­dish as though he were an­gry. Af­ter this he kept on ap­pear­ing and dis­ap­pear­ing, and ap­par­ent­ly bus­tled about a great deal. By this time the peas­ant who was sprawl­ing at the ta­ble, raised his head and, with his wet mouth wide open and his eyes glassy, be­gan to sing hoarse­ly, with a snap­ping gur­gling in his throat.

			Khatzkel rushed up to him and shook him, by the shoul­der.

			“Trokhim, lis­ten, Trokhim. … I have asked you again and again not to yell like this. His hon­our there is get­ting an­gry. … Well, you’ve had a drink and all is well. God give you hap­pi­ness, and just you go qui­et­ly home, Trokhim.”

			“Shee­nies,” the peas­ant sud­den­ly howled in a ter­ri­ble voice, and he banged his fist on the ta­ble with all his might. “Shee­nies, you dev­il’s spawn! I’ll k‑kill …”

			He fell heav­i­ly face for­ward on the ta­ble, still jab­ber­ing.

			Khatzkel, with a pale face, sprang away from the ta­ble. His lips gri­maced in a scorn­ful but at the same time trou­bled and help­less smile.

			“You see, your hon­our, what my bread’s like,” he said bit­ter­ly, ad­dress­ing Kash­intzev. “Tell me what I can do with a fel­low like that? What can I do? Etlia!” he shout­ed in the di­rec­tion of the cur­tain. “When are you go­ing to serve his hon­our?”

			Once more he dived in­to the cur­tained part of the room and im­me­di­ate­ly re­turned with a dish on which lay a fish, cut in thin slices and cov­ered with a dark sauce. He al­so brought back a large white loaf with a thick sol­id crust speck­led with black grains of some aro­mat­ic sea­son­ing.

			“Your hon­our,” Khatzkel said mys­te­ri­ous­ly, “my wife in there has found some vod­ka. Taste it; it’s a good fruit vod­ka. We drink it at our East­er and it’s called East­er vod­ka. There!”

			He drew from his waist­coat a tiny nar­row-necked de­canter and a liqueur glass which he placed in front of Kash­intzev. The vod­ka was of a yel­low­ish colour and had a slight smell of co­gnac, but when the doc­tor had swal­lowed a glass it seemed to him that all his mouth and throat had been filled with some burn­ing, scent­ed gas. He felt at once in his stom­ach a sen­sa­tion of cold, and then of a gen­tle warmth, and he was seized with a ter­rif­ic ap­petite. The fish proved to be ex­treme­ly good and so spiced that it made his tongue smart. How do they pre­pare it? The cau­tious thought flashed through his brain, and then and there he laughed aloud as he re­called one of Dr. von Ruhl’s fa­mil­iar evening apho­risms: “One must nev­er think about what one eats or whom one loves.”

			Khatzkel was stand­ing at a lit­tle dis­tance, his hands fold­ed be­hind his back. Ap­par­ent­ly guess­ing the train of Kash­intzev’s thoughts, he said with an oblig­ing and kind ex­pres­sion:

			“Per­haps your hon­our imag­ines that this is pre­pared in some dirty way? No such thing. … Our Jew­ish wom­en do ev­ery­thing ac­cord­ing to the holy books, and ev­ery­thing is writ­ten there: how to clean, how to cut it, and when to wash one’s hands. And if it isn’t done just like that, it is con­sid­ered a sin. Your hon­our must eat his fill. Etlia, bring in more fish.”

			From be­hind the cur­tain a wom­an ap­peared and stood at the counter cov­er­ing her head with a large grey shawl. When Kash­intzev turned to­wards her he had the im­pres­sion of re­ceiv­ing an in­vis­i­ble blow in the chest and of a cold hand squeez­ing his pal­pi­tat­ing heart. Not on­ly had he nev­er seen such a daz­zling, su­perb, per­fect beau­ty, but he had not even dared to dream that there ex­ist­ed such in the world. Be­fore, when he hap­pened to see the lit­tle heads of beau­ti­ful wom­en in the pic­tures of well-known artists, he was in­ward­ly con­vinced that these reg­u­lar, fault­less fea­tures had no ex­is­tence in na­ture, but were the mere fic­tions of a cre­ative imag­i­na­tion. All the more sur­pris­ing and un­re­al, then, was this daz­zling, beau­ti­ful face which he now be­held in a dirty lodg­ing-house, reek­ing with the odours of un­clean habi­ta­tion, in this bare, emp­ty, cold room, be­hind the counter, close to a drunk­en, snor­ing peas­ant who hic­cupped in his sleep.

			“Who is this?” Kash­intzev asked in a whis­per. “There, this …” he was on the point of say­ing “Shee­ny” from habit, but he checked him­self and sub­sti­tut­ed “this wom­an?”

			“Who? That?” Khatzkel asked neg­li­gent­ly, with a nod in her di­rec­tion. “That, your hon­our, is my wife.”

			“How beau­ti­ful she is!”

			Khatzkel gave a short laugh and shrugged his shoul­ders scorn­ful­ly.

			“Your hon­our is mock­ing me?” he asked re­proach­ful­ly. “What is she? A poor, or­di­nary Jew­ess and noth­ing else. Hasn’t your hon­our seen re­al­ly beau­ti­ful wom­en in great cities? Etlia!” he turned to his wife and said some­thing rapid­ly in Yid­dish, at which she sud­den­ly burst out laugh­ing, her white reg­u­lar teeth gleam­ing, and she moved one shoul­der so high that she seemed to want to rub her cheek against it.

			“Is your hon­our a bach­e­lor or mar­ried?” Khatzkel asked with wheedling pru­dence.

			“No, I’m a bach­e­lor. Why do you ask?”

			“No, it’s just like this. … So your hon­our is a bach­e­lor? And how is it, your hon­our, that a sol­id, learned man like you wouldn’t mar­ry?”

			“Oh, that’s a long sto­ry. … For many rea­sons. Still, I don’t think it’s too late even now, I’m not so old, am I?”

			Khatzkel sud­den­ly moved up close to the doc­tor, glanced round the room with a fright­ened air, and said, low­er­ing his voice mys­te­ri­ous­ly:

			“And per­haps your hon­our will spend the night here? Don’t be afraid, please; the best gen­tle­men al­ways stop here; yes, the best gen­tle­men and the of­fi­cers.”

			“No, I must hur­ry on. There’s no time.”

			But Khatzkel, with a cun­ning, pen­e­trat­ing, and tempt­ing air, half closed one eye af­ter the oth­er and con­tin­ued to in­sist:

			“It would be bet­ter, on my word, to stay, your hon­our. How can your hon­our go in such cold as this? May God strike me dead if I’m not speak­ing the truth. … Just lis­ten to what I’m go­ing to tell you, your hon­our. … There’s a re­tired gov­erness here. …”

			A swift, mad thought flashed through Kash­intzev’s head. He took a stealthy glance at Etlia, who, in­dif­fer­ent­ly, as though not un­der­stand­ing what the talk was about be­tween her hus­band and his guest, was gaz­ing out through the pow­dered white win­dow; the next in­stant he felt ashamed.

			“Leave me alone; get out,” curt­ly or­dered Kash­intzev.

			It was not so much through Khatzkel’s words as through his ex­pres­sion that he un­der­stood his drift. But he could not get an­gry as prob­a­bly he would have con­sid­ered it his du­ty to get an­gry un­der oth­er cir­cum­stances. The warmth of the room, af­ter a long cold jour­ney, had made his body soft and ten­der. His head was swim­ming qui­et­ly and gen­tly from the vod­ka; his face was burn­ing pleas­ant­ly. He was in­clined to sit still with­out mov­ing; he ex­pe­ri­enced a lan­guid sen­sa­tion of sati­ety, warmth, and a slight drunk­en­ness. He re­fused to think of the fact that in a few min­utes he must again en­ter the sledge and con­tin­ue his dull, end­less, frosty route.

			And in this cu­ri­ous, hap­py, light­head­ed con­di­tion it gave him an in­ex­press­ible plea­sure, from time to time, as if by chance, as if de­ceiv­ing him­self, to rest his eyes on the beau­ti­ful face of the Jew­ess and think about her, not mere­ly vague­ly but in for­mu­lat­ed words, as though he were talk­ing with some in­vis­i­ble per­son.

			“Can one de­scribe this face to any­one?” he asked him­self. “Can one trans­mit in or­di­nary, pale, ev­ery­day lan­guage those amaz­ing fea­tures, those ten­der, bright colours? Now she is al­most fac­ing me. How pure, how as­tound­ing­ly del­i­cate is the line that goes from the tem­ple to the ear and then down­ward to the chin, mark­ing the con­tour of the cheek! The fore­head is low, with fine, downy hair on each side. How charm­ing, and fem­i­nine, and ef­fec­tive this is! The dark eyes are enor­mous, so black and enor­mous that they ap­pear made up, and in them, close to the pupils, liv­ing, trans­par­ent, gold­en dots shine like spots of light in a yel­low topaz. The eyes are sur­round­ed by a dark, scarce­ly-de­fined shad­ow, and it is im­pos­si­ble to trace this dark shad­ow, which gives the glance such a lazy and pas­sion­ate ex­pres­sion, in­to the tawny, deep colour of the cheeks. The lips are red and full, and, though they are closed just now, they have the ap­pear­ance of be­ing open, of of­fer­ing them­selves. On the slight­ly shad­ed up­per lip there is a pret­ty mole just at the cor­ner of the mouth. What a straight, no­ble nose and what fine, proud nos­trils! My dear, beau­ti­ful one!” Kash­intzev kept re­peat­ing to him­self, and so over­come was he that he want­ed to cry from the ec­sta­sy and ten­der­ness which had seized hold of him, com­press­ing his chest and tick­ling his eyes.

			Above the bright, tawny colour of the cheeks brown stripes of dried dirt were vis­i­ble, but to Kash­intzev it seemed that no kind of neg­li­gence could dis­fig­ure this tri­umphant, blos­som­ing beau­ty. He al­so no­ticed, when she came out from be­hind the counter, that the hem of her short, pink chintz skirt was wet and dirty, flap­ping heav­i­ly at ev­ery step. On her feet were enor­mous worn-out boots, with flaps stick­ing out at each side. He no­ticed that some­times, when talk­ing to her hus­band, she quick­ly pulled the tip of her nose with two fin­gers, mak­ing, as she did so, a snort­ing noise, and then, just as quick­ly, passed her in­dex fin­ger un­der her nose. For all that, noth­ing vul­gar, or fun­ny, or piti­ful could spoil her beau­ty.

			“What does hap­pi­ness con­sist of?” Kash­intzev asked him­self, and an­swered im­me­di­ate­ly: “The unique hap­pi­ness is to pos­sess a wom­an like this, to know that this di­vine beau­ty is yours. Hum … it’s a triv­ial, army word—‘to pos­sess’—but what com­pared to this is all the rest of life—a ca­reer, am­bi­tion, phi­los­o­phy, celebri­ty, con­vic­tions, so­cial ques­tions? In a year or two, or three, per­haps, I shall mar­ry. My wife will be from a no­ble fam­i­ly, a lean girl with light eye­brows and curls on her fore­head, ed­u­cat­ed and hys­ter­i­cal, with nar­row hips and a cold, bluish fig­ure, pim­pled all over like a plucked hen. She will play the pi­ano, talk on cur­rent ques­tions, and suf­fer from fem­i­nine mal­adies, and both of us, mere male and fe­male, will feel to­wards each oth­er in­dif­fer­ence if not dis­gust. And per­haps the whole goal, the whole pur­pose, the whole joy of my life, con­sists, by any means, true or un­true, in tak­ing pos­ses­sion of a wom­an like this, steal­ing her, tak­ing her away, se­duc­ing her—what does it mat­ter? Even if she is dirty, ig­no­rant, un­de­vel­oped, greedy, God in heav­en! what tri­fles these are com­pared with her mirac­u­lous beau­ty.”

			Khatzkel ap­proached Kash­intzev once more, thrust his hands in­to his trous­er-pock­ets and sighed:

			“Do you hap­pen to have read the pa­pers?” he asked with hes­i­tat­ing po­lite­ness. “Is there any­thing new about the war?”

			“Ev­ery­thing is just the same. We re­treat, we are be­ing beat­en. How­ev­er, I haven’t read the pa­pers to­day,” Kash­intzev an­swered.

			“Your hon­our hasn’t read them! What a pity! We here, you know, live in the steppes and learn noth­ing of what is go­ing on in the world. They’ve been writ­ing, too, about the Zion­ists. Has your hon­our heard that there has been a con­gress of them in Paris?”

			“Cer­tain­ly, of course.”

			Kash­intzev looked at him more close­ly. Un­der his ex­ter­nal cun­ning one de­tect­ed some­thing starved and puny which spoke of pover­ty, hu­mil­i­a­tion, and bad food. His long neck, above his worsted scarf, was thin and of a dirty yel­low colour. On it two long strained veins, with an in­den­ta­tion be­tween them, stuck out on each side of his throat.

			“What is your or­di­nary oc­cu­pa­tion here?” Kash­intzev asked, seized with a sense of guilty pity.

			“We‑ell!” Khatzkel shrugged his shoul­ders hope­less­ly and scorn­ful­ly. “What can a poor Jew do with­in the pale? We scratch a liv­ing some­how or oth­er. We buy and sell when there’s a mar­ket. We fight each oth­er for the last lit­tle morsel of bread. Eh! what can one say? Is any­one in­ter­est­ed in know­ing how we suf­fer here?”

			He waved his hand weari­ly and with­drew be­hind the cur­tain, while Kash­intzev re­sumed once more his in­ter­rupt­ed thoughts. These thoughts were like the mov­ing, mul­ti­coloured im­ages which come to one in the morn­ing when one is on the bor­der be­tween sleep and awak­en­ing—thoughts which, be­fore one wakes up com­plete­ly, seem so fan­tas­ti­cal­ly mal­leable and at the same time full of such deep im­por­tance.

			Kash­intzev had nev­er ex­pe­ri­enced such plea­sure in dream­ing as he did now, mol­li­fied by the warmth and the sense of sati­ety, lean­ing with his back against the wall and stretch­ing his legs straight in front of him. In this plea­sure, a sort of not very well-de­fined spot in the de­sign of the many-coloured cur­tain had a great sig­nif­i­cance. He had un­fail­ing­ly to find it with his eyes, stop at it, af­ter which his thoughts of their own ac­cord be­gan to flow even­ly, freely, and har­mo­nious­ly, with­out any ob­struc­tion of the brain-cells—thoughts that leave no trace be­hind them and bring with them a kind of qui­et, ca­ress­ing joy. And then ev­ery­thing would dis­ap­pear in a pale, bluish, hes­i­tat­ing fog—the pa­pered walls of the lodg­ing-house, its crooked ta­bles, its dirty counter. There would re­main on­ly the beau­ti­ful face which Kash­intzev saw and even felt, in spite of the fact that he was look­ing not at it, but at the vague, in­dis­tin­guish­able spot in the cur­tain.

			What an ex­tra­or­di­nary, unattain­able race these Jews are, he was think­ing. What is the Jew fat­ed to ex­pe­ri­ence in the fu­ture? He has gone through decades of cen­turies, with­out mix­ing with any­one else, dis­dain­ful­ly iso­lat­ing him­self from all oth­er na­tions, hid­ing in his heart the old sor­row and the old flame of the cen­turies. The vast, var­ied life of Rome, of Greece, of Egypt, had long ago be­come the pos­ses­sion of mu­se­ums, had be­come a delir­i­um of his­to­ry, a far-off fairy­tale. But this mys­te­ri­ous type, which was al­ready a pa­tri­arch when these oth­ers were in­fants, not on­ly con­tin­ues to ex­ist, but has kept his strong, ar­dent, south­ern in­di­vid­u­al­i­ty, has kept his faith with its great hopes and its triv­ial rites, has kept the holy lan­guage of his in­spired di­vine books, has kept his mys­ti­cal al­pha­bet from the very form of which there vi­brates the spell of thou­sands of years ago. What has the Jew ex­pe­ri­enced in the days of his youth? With whom has he trad­ed and signed treaties? Against whom has he fought? Nowhere has a trace been left of his enig­mat­ic en­e­mies from all those Philistines, Amalakites, Moabites, and oth­er half myth­i­cal peo­ple, while he, sup­ple and undy­ing, still lives on, as though, in­deed, ful­fill­ing some­one’s su­per­nat­u­ral pre­dic­tion. His his­to­ry is per­me­at­ed by trag­ic awe and is stained through­out by his own blood: cen­turies of prison, vi­o­lence, ha­tred, slav­ery, tor­ture, the fu­ner­al pyre, de­por­ta­tion, the de­nial of all hu­man rights—how could he re­main alive? Or have the fates of a peo­ple in­deed their own in­com­pre­hen­si­ble goals that are for­ev­er hid­den from us? How can we know? Per­haps it pleased some High­er Force that the Jews, hav­ing lost their own coun­try, should play the rule of a per­pet­u­al leav­en in the gi­gan­tic fer­men­ta­tion of the world.

			There stands this wom­an whose face re­flects a di­vine beau­ty, that in­cul­cates a holy en­thu­si­asm. For how many thou­sands of years must her peo­ple have re­frained from mix­ing with any oth­er race to pre­serve these amaz­ing bib­li­cal fea­tures? With the same plain fichu on the head, with the same deep eyes and sor­row­ful line near the lips, they paint the Moth­er of Je­sus Christ. With the same pure charm shone the gloomy Ju­dith, the sweet Ruth, the ten­der Leah, the beau­ti­ful Rachel and Ha­gar and Sarah. Look­ing at her, you be­lieve, feel, and al­most see how this peo­ple re­verts in its stu­pen­dous ge­neal­o­gy back to Moses, to Abra­ham, and high­er, still high­er—straight back to the great, ter­ri­ble, aveng­ing bib­li­cal God.

			“With whom was I dis­cussing not long ago?” Kash­intzev sud­den­ly re­mem­bered. “I was dis­cussing the Jews, I think with a staff colonel in the train. No, it was with the town doc­tor from Stepa­ny. He was say­ing: ‘The Jews have grown de­crepit, the Jews have lost their na­tion­al­i­ty and their coun­try. The Jew­ish peo­ple must de­gen­er­ate be­cause it is pen­e­trat­ed by no drop of fresh blood. There are on­ly two cour­ses left to it—ei­ther to be­come fused with oth­er na­tion­al­i­ties, re­new­ing its sap in them, or per­ish.’ Yes, then I could find no re­ply, but now I should bring him up to this wom­an be­hind the counter and say: ‘There it is, just look at the se­cu­ri­ty for the im­mor­tal­i­ty of the Jew­ish peo­ple! Khatzkel may be puny, piti­ful, and sick­ly. I ad­mit that the eter­nal strug­gle for life has stamped up­on his face the cru­el traces of cheat­ing, cow­ardice, and dis­trust. For thou­sands of years he has been “scratch­ing a liv­ing” some­how or oth­er, has been sti­fling in dif­fer­ent ghet­tos. But the Jew­ish wom­an guards ev­er the type and spir­it of the race, car­ries care­ful­ly through streams of blood un­der the yoke of vi­o­lence, the holy fire of the na­tion­al ge­nius, and will nev­er al­low it to be ex­tin­guished.’ As I look at her there I feel the black abyss of cen­turies open­ing it­self be­hind her. There is a mir­a­cle, a di­vine mys­tery here. Oh, what am I in her eyes—I, the bar­bar­ian of yes­ter­day, the in­tel­lec­tu­al of to­day—what am I in her eyes? What am I in com­par­i­son with this liv­ing enig­ma, per­haps the most in­ex­pli­ca­ble and the great­est in the his­to­ry of hu­man­i­ty?”

			Sud­den­ly Kash­intzev came to him­self. There was a cer­tain ag­i­ta­tion in the lodg­ing-house. Khatzkel was run­ning from one win­dow to an­oth­er and, with his palms pressed against his tem­ples, was try­ing to dis­tin­guish some­thing in the dark­ness out­side, Etlia, dis­gust­ed and an­gry, was pulling the col­lar of the drunk­en peas­ant, who still kept lift­ing and low­er­ing his red, sense­less face, swollen with sleep, with pouch­es un­der the lids, while he snort­ed sav­age­ly.

			“Trokhim, lis­ten—well, Trokhi‑im. I say to you, get up!” the Jew­ess was urg­ing im­pa­tient­ly, mur­der­ing the Ukrain­ian lan­guage.

			“Hush! The po­lice in­spec­tor,” Khatzkel mut­tered in a fright­ened whis­per. He smacked his lips re­peat­ed­ly, shook his head in de­spair, rushed im­petu­ous­ly to the door, and threw it open ex­act­ly at the mo­ment when a tall po­lice of­fi­cial, free­ing him­self from the col­lar of his thick sheep­skin coat, was in the act of en­ter­ing the room.

			“But lis­ten, Trokhim, get up,” Etlia said in a trag­ic whis­per.

			The peas­ant raised his blood­shot face and, twist­ing his mouth, be­gan to yell.

			“What’s this?” the in­spec­tor roared fierce­ly, with rolling eyes. In­dig­nant­ly he threw his sheep­skin coat in­to the hands of Khatzkel, who had run up to him. Then, puff­ing his chest out like a wheel, he strut­ted a few steps for­ward with the mag­nif­i­cent air of an opera colonel.

			The peas­ant got up, stag­ger­ing and flop­ping against the ta­ble with his hands, his body, and his feet. Some­thing like con­scious fear flashed in­to his bluish, swollen face.

			“Your high … hon­our,” he mut­tered, sham­bling help­less­ly where he stood.

			“Out,” sud­den­ly thun­dered the in­spec­tor, in such a ter­ri­ble voice that the ner­vous Kash­intzev start­ed and hud­dled him­self up be­hind his ta­ble. “Out with you at once.”

			The peas­ant swung for­ward and fee­bly stretched his hands out so as to clutch and kiss au­thor­i­ty’s right hand, but Khatzkel was al­ready drag­ging him away to the door, by the back of his col­lar.

			“You,” shout­ed the in­spec­tor, fierce­ly flash­ing his eyes on Etlia, “deal in vod­ka? With­out a li­cence? You re­ceive horse-steal­ers? Be ca‑are­ful. I’ll have you run in.”

			The wom­an raised her shoul­ders in an ug­ly way, bent her head side­ways and, with a piti­ful and sub­mis­sive ex­pres­sion, closed her eyes as if she were ex­pect­ing a blow from above. Kash­intzev felt that the chain of his light, agree­able, and im­por­tant thoughts had sud­den­ly bro­ken and could not be mend­ed; he felt awk­ward, ashamed of these thoughts, ashamed in his own eyes.

			“May God pun­ish me, Colonel, your hon­our,” Etlia was swear­ing with pas­sion­ate con­vic­tion. “May God strike me blind and not let me see to­mor­row’s day­light and my own chil­dren! His hon­our, the colonel, knows him­self what can I do if a drunk­en peas­ant will turn in here? My hus­band is a sick man and I am a poor weak wom­an.”

			“All right.” The in­spec­tor stopped her se­vere­ly. “That’s enough.”

			At that mo­ment he no­ticed Kash­intzev, and then and there toss­ing his head back with the air of a con­queror, he puffed his chest out and flour­ished his im­mac­u­late light whiskers to right and left. But sud­den­ly a smile showed it­self on his face.

			“Basil Basil­itch! Old croc­o­dile! This is a bit of luck,” he ex­claimed, with the­atri­cal jovi­al­i­ty. “The deuce knows how long it is since we’ve seen each oth­er. I beg your par­don.” The in­spec­tor stopped abrupt­ly at the ta­ble. “I be­lieve I have made a mis­take.”

			He brought his hand up smart­ly to the peak of his cap. Kash­intzev, half ris­ing, did the same rather awk­ward­ly.

			“Be mag­nan­i­mous and for­give. I took you for my col­league the Poitchanov in­spec­tor. What an ab­surd mis­take! Once more—I beg your par­don. How­ev­er, you know the uni­forms are so alike that … In any case, al­low me to in­tro­duce my­self: the lo­cal in­spec­tor and, so to speak, the God of Thun­der—Irissov, Pavel Afinogenytch.”

			Kash­intzev rose once more and gave his name.

			“As ev­ery­thing is so un­usu­al, per­mit me to sit near you,” Irissov said and again he smart­ly touched his cap and clicked his heels. “Very pleased to meet you. You there, Khatzkel, bring me the leather case in my sledge; it’s un­der­neath the seat. For­give me, are you go­ing far, doc­tor?”

			“To Gous­si­a­tine. I’ve just been post­ed there.”

			“Ah, in an in­fantry reg­i­ment? There are some dev­il­ish good fel­lows among the of­fi­cers, though they drink like hors­es. It’s a scab­by lit­tle town, but, as lo­cal­i­ties go, it’s res­i­den­tial in a way. So, we’ll meet each oth­er? De­light­ed. … And you’ve just been … ha, ha … a wit­ness of the pa­ter­nal rep­ri­mand that I was giv­ing.”

			“Yes—part­ly.” Kash­intzev forced him­self to smile.

			“What’s to be done? … What’s to be done? That’s my char­ac­ter. I like to be a lit­tle se­vere. … You know I’m no lover of all sorts of fault­find­ing and com­plaints and oth­er ab­sur­di­ties of the kind. I do my own pun­ish­ing my­self.”

			The in­spec­tor was rep­re­sen­ta­tive, as pro­vin­cial ladies say—a tall, hand­some man, with smart whiskers, grow­ing side­ways à la Sko­bel­eff, and a high, white, tran­quil fore­head. His eyes were of a beau­ti­ful blue, with a con­stant ex­pres­sion of lan­guor, a sort of im­mod­est, un­man­ly, capri­cious fa­tigue; his whole face had a del­i­cate, even porce­lain pink hue, and his rasp­ber­ry-coloured, sup­ple lips kept mov­ing co­quet­tish­ly and stretch­ing them­selves like two red, mo­bile worms. One could see by ev­ery in­di­ca­tion that In­spec­tor Irissov was the lo­cal beau, dandy, and la­dy-killer, an ex-cav­al­ry man, prob­a­bly a gam­bler and a hard liv­er, who could go three days run­ning with­out sleep and who nev­er got drunk. He spoke quick­ly and dis­tinct­ly, had the air of pay­ing an ex­ag­ger­at­ed at­ten­tion to the words of his in­ter­locu­tor, but ap­par­ent­ly lis­tened on­ly to him­self.

			“I’m a fa­ther to them all, but a strict fa­ther,” the in­spec­tor went on, rais­ing his linger im­pres­sive­ly. “Put the case here on the ta­ble, Khatzkel. I’m strict, that’s true. I won’t al­low my­self to be sat on, as the oth­ers do, but then I know ev­ery one of my … he-he-he! … sub­jects, so to speak, by heart. You saw that lit­tle peas­ant just now? He’s Trokhim, a peas­ant from Oriekh, and his nick­name is Khvost. Do you think that I don’t know that he’s a horse-steal­er? I know per­fect­ly well. But un­til the right time I keep silent and one fine May morn­ing—Trokhim Khvost will have dis­ap­peared from cir­cu­la­tion. Then just look at this very Khatzkel. Isn’t he a scab­by lit­tle Jew? And, be­lieve me, I know how the ras­cal lives. What? Am I not telling the truth, Khatzkel?”

			“Oh, my God, can his hon­our the in­spec­tor say what is un­true?” Khatzkel ex­claimed in servile re­proach. “Ev­ery one of us, poor un­hap­py lit­tle Jews, prays con­stant­ly to God for his hon­our the in­spec­tor. We al­ways say among our­selves: ‘What do we want with a re­al fa­ther when our good, beloved in­spec­tor is bet­ter to us than our own fa­ther?’ ”

			“You see?” the in­spec­tor said care­less­ly, with a sig­nif­i­cant twin­kle in his eyes, as he point­ed at Khatzkel over his shoul­der. “That’s the voice of the peo­ple. Don’t wor­ry, that’s how I hold them. What? Wasn’t I telling the truth?”

			“What can I say to that?” Khatzkel had shriv­elled, he was squat­ting al­most on his heels, stretch­ing out his hands as though push­ing away from him a sort of mon­strous, un­just ac­cu­sa­tion. “We haven’t time to think of any­thing that his hon­our the in­spec­tor doesn’t know al­ready be­fore­hand.”

			“You hear him?” the in­spec­tor said curt­ly. “ ‘Help your­self,’ said Sobakievitch, to quote Gogol.” He point­ed to the open case. “Won’t you have some roast duck? Rip­ping duck. Here is vod­ka. These are pat­ties with fish and onions. Here’s some rum. No, don’t be sus­pi­cious; it’s re­al Ja­maica rum and even has the re­al smell of bugs about it. And this—please don’t laugh at me—this is choco­late, a dain­ty for the ladies, so to speak. I rec­om­mend it to you; it’s the most nour­ish­ing thing when one’s trav­el­ling. I’ve learned that from sad ex­pe­ri­ence on my un­grate­ful ser­vice. Please help your­self. …”

			Kash­intzev po­lite­ly de­clined the in­vi­ta­tion, but the in­spec­tor would take no re­fusal. There was noth­ing for it but to drink a glass of rum, which smelled of any­thing but rum. Kash­intzev felt ill at ease, awk­ward and melan­choly. He glanced stealth­ily from time to time at Etlia, who was talk­ing in an an­i­mat­ed whis­per with her hus­band be­hind the counter. Her fan­tas­tic charm seemed to have left her. Some­thing piti­ful, hu­mil­i­at­ed, ter­ri­ble in its very or­di­nar­i­ness, was now stamped on her face, but, all the same, it was poignant­ly beau­ti­ful as be­fore.

			“Ha, ha, that’s your game, is it?” the in­spec­tor ex­claimed sud­den­ly, munch­ing some chick­en and nois­i­ly mov­ing his moist, sup­ple lips. “A pret­ty lit­tle Jew­ess, what?”

			“Ex­traor­di­nar­i­ly beau­ti­ful. Charm­ing,” came in­vol­un­tar­i­ly from Kash­intzev.

			“Ye‑es. … Fine game. But …” The in­spec­tor waved his hands, sighed ar­ti­fi­cial­ly, and closed his eyes for a sec­ond. “But there’s noth­ing do­ing there. It’s been tried. It sim­ply isn’t pos­si­ble. It’s im­pos­si­ble, I tell you. Though the eyes see … But there, if you don’t be­lieve me, I’ll ask him at once. Eh, Khatzkel?”

			“For God’s sake, I en­treat you,” Kash­intzev stretched his hand out im­plor­ing­ly and rose from the bench, “I im­plore you not to do this.”

			“Oh, rub­bish! … Khatzkel.”

			At this minute the door opened and the new driv­er, with his whip in his hand, and his cap, like the na­tion­al Pol­ish head­gear, on his head, came in­to the room.

			“For which of you two gen­tle­men are the hors­es for Gous­si­a­tine?” he asked. But recog­nis­ing the in­spec­tor he hasti­ly pulled off his cap and shout­ed in a mil­i­tary way: “We wish you health, your very high hon­our.”

			“Good day, Iourko,” the in­spec­tor an­swered con­de­scend­ing­ly. “But you ought to stay a lit­tle longer,” he said re­gret­ful­ly to the doc­tor. “When shall I get an­oth­er chance of a chat with an in­tel­lec­tu­al man like you?”

			“I’m sor­ry, but there isn’t time,” Kash­intzev said as he hur­ried­ly but­toned his coat. “You know what it is your­self, the ser­vice! How much do I owe?”

			He paid, and shiv­er­ing in ad­vance at the thought of the cold, the night and the fa­tigu­ing jour­ney, he went to the door. From a naive habit, that he had kept since child­hood, of guess­ing the fu­ture by tri­fles, he thought as he grasped the han­dle of the door: “If she looks at me it will come to pass.” What was to come to pass he did not know him­self, any more than he knew the name of this dull­ness, this fa­tigue, this sense of un­de­fined dis­il­lu­sion which op­pressed him. But the Jew­ess did not look round. She was stand­ing with her mirac­u­lous, an­cient pro­file, il­lu­mined by the lamp­light, turned to­wards him, and was busy with low­ered eyes over some­thing on the counter.

			“Good­bye,” said Kash­intzev, as he opened the door.

			Elas­tic clouds of vapour rushed in from the street, veil­ing the beau­ti­ful face and in­un­dat­ing the doc­tor with a dry cold. In front of the steps stood the post hors­es, their heads hang­ing de­ject­ed­ly.

			They passed an­oth­er vil­lage, crossed a lit­tle riv­er over the ice and once more the long, melan­choly road stretched it­self out with its dead white fields to right and left. Kash­intzev dozed. Im­me­di­ate­ly the strange, mis­lead­ing sounds in front and be­hind and on both sides of the sledge, be­gan to speak and sing. The band of dogs broke out in­to barks and yelps, the hu­man crowd mur­mured, the chil­dren’s sil­very laugh­ter rang out, the lit­tle bells chat­tered mad­ly, pro­nounc­ing dis­tinct words: “One’s first du­ty—sever­i­ty, sever­i­ty,” shout­ed the in­spec­tor’s voice.

			Kash­intzev knocked his el­bow against the side of the sledge and re­turned to con­scious­ness.

			On both sides of the road were run­ning to meet him the tall, dark trunks of the pines, stretch­ing out over the road their snow-laden branch­es, like enor­mous white paws. Among them, a long way off, in front, there seemed to gleam state­ly, slen­der col­umns, of­fi­cial walls and bal­conies, high white walls with black goth­ic win­dows, fan­tas­tic out­lines of some sleep­ing, en­chant­ed cas­tle. But the sledge turned with the wind­ing of the road and the phan­tom cas­tle trans­formed it­self in­to black files of trees and arch­es shaped by their snowy branch­es.

			“Where am I? Where am I driv­ing to?” Kash­intzev asked him­self in per­plex­i­ty and fear. “What has just hap­pened to me? Some­thing so big, so joy­ful, so im­por­tant?”

			In his mem­o­ry there swam out, with amaz­ing clear­ness, a charm­ing fem­i­nine face, a del­i­cate out­line of cheeks and chin, liq­uid, tran­quil­ly pas­sion­ate eyes, a beau­ti­ful curve in the blos­som­ing lips. And sud­den­ly the whole of his life—all that had passed and all that lay in front—out­lined it­self to him in a sad lone­li­ness, like this night jour­ney with its bore­dom, cold, empti­ness, and iso­la­tion, with its en­er­vat­ing, dreamy delu­sions.

			In pass­ing, the su­perb beau­ty of this un­known wom­an had lit up and warmed his soul, had filled it with hap­pi­ness, with beau­ti­ful thoughts, with a sweet un­rest. But this strip of life had al­ready run away from him, dis­ap­pear­ing be­hind him, and from it there was left on­ly a mem­o­ry, like the light in a chance sta­tion that dis­ap­pears in the dis­tance. And in front one sees no oth­er light; the hors­es con­tin­ue their reg­u­lar trot, and the in­dif­fer­ent driv­er—Time—dozes in­dif­fer­ent­ly on his seat.

		
	
		
			Le Coq d’Or

			That morn­ing—I no longer re­mem­ber the day, but it was the sum­mer sol­stice—I awoke at the very point of dawn, awoke sharply, sud­den­ly, with­out any slow tran­si­tion be­tween the states of sleep and wak­ing. I awoke fresh and cheer­ful, know­ing that down there be­neath my win­dows, in the clear light of the new­born day, some sim­ple yet ex­quis­ite mar­vel was wait­ing. Al­ready, even be­fore the dawn, the joy­ous song of the star­ling had reached me, and the pert, melo­di­ous whis­tle of the black­bird.

			I threw open a win­dow and sat down up­on the sill. The air, still cool, was im­preg­nat­ed with the fine, spicy odor of herbs, of flow­ers, of leaves. In the thick fo­liage of the chest­nut trees, like di­aphanous wisps of muslin, traces of the night mists still lin­gered; but the trees were al­ready stretch­ing out their branch­es, grown heavy in sleep, and open­ing glad­ly yet lazi­ly their mil­lions of eyes. Who, then, has ven­tured to pre­tend that trees can nei­ther see nor hear?

			But now the star­ling, joy­ous prat­tler that he is, and even that bold, care­less whistler, the black­bird, were silent. Per­haps they lent an as­ton­ished at­ten­tion, like my­self, to those strange nois­es, in­com­pre­hen­si­ble, un­heard till now, whose pow­er­ful bursts of sound seemed to set ev­ery par­ti­cle of the at­mos­phere to vi­brat­ing. For a few sec­onds I felt as though from all the earth trum­pets of gold and sil­ver were send­ing up to heav­en ap­peals of un­think­able pu­ri­ty and sonorous beau­ty. At length I un­der­stood: the cocks were crow­ing.

			I rec­og­nized the vig­or and the keen­ness of their song. Once, long ago, when I was hunt­ing grouse in the im­mense Rus­sian forests, ten or fif­teen miles from any dwelling, I trained my hear­ing to so high a pitch that I could make out, just be­fore the sun rose, the on­ly two sounds that re­called mankind—the dis­tant whistling of the lo­co­mo­tives and the crow­ing of the cocks in far-off vil­lages. The last sounds from earth that reached my ears dur­ing the si­lence of bal­loon as­cen­sions used to be the whis­tles of lit­tle boys and, more per­sis­tent still, the tri­umphant cries of the cocks. And now, in this mod­est hour, when earth and trees and heav­en, com­ing forth from their life-giv­ing im­mer­sion in the fresh­ness of night, were silent­ly re­sum­ing their dress­es for the day, I fell to mus­ing, great­ly moved: “See, all the cocks are singing here; all of them, to the very last one, young and old; all those that live with­in the im­mense space light­ed by the sun, and up­on which, in a few mo­ments more, the so­lar rays will gleam in splen­dor.”

			In all the coun­try round about, as far as ear could hear, there was not a vil­lage, not a sin­gle farm, where ev­ery cock, with his head stretched out to heav­en and the feath­ers of his neck bristling, was not hurl­ing forth the sounds of fine, tri­umphal fury. Ev­ery­where: at Ver­sailles, at St.-Ger­main, at Mal­mai­son, at Rueil, Suresnes, Garch­es, Marnes-la-Co­quette, Vau­cres­son, Meudon, in ev­ery sub­urb, si­mul­ta­ne­ous­ly, were ring­ing forth the morn­ing songs of hun­dreds of thou­sands of in­spired cocks. What hu­man or­ches­tra would not seem pitiable, com­pared to this mag­ic cho­rus, in which the tone of red­dish pur­ple was the dom­i­nant?

			There were in­stants when the near­est cocks were silent for a few mo­ments, as if ob­serv­ing a rest rig­or­ous­ly fixed in ad­vance; then I would hear the wave of sound roll out, ev­er far­ther and far­ther, to the ex­treme lim­it of hear­ing, and then, as if re­bound­ing, come rolling back to crash more loud­ly still up­on my win­dows, the roofs, the sum­mits of the trees; and these great waves of sound rolled from north to south, from east to west, in a kind of en­chant­ed, in­com­pre­hen­si­ble fugue. So it was, no doubt, that the sol­diers of an­cient Rome re­ceived their vic­to­ri­ous Cae­sar. The co­horts sta­tioned on the hills and sum­mits first per­ceived his car of tri­umph and hailed him from afar with joy­ful shouts, while from the le­gions in the plain arose the iron voic­es of the fren­zied war­riors, whose ranks al­ready were aflame with the gleam of sparkling eyes.

			I lis­tened to this mar­velous mu­sic with emo­tion, al­most with in­spi­ra­tion. What a strange morn­ing, what an ex­tra­or­di­nary morn­ing! Had it reached the cocks of the whole neigh­bor­hood, of the whole land, per­haps of all the uni­verse? Who knows? Were they not cel­e­brat­ing, in this morn­ing hour, the year’s long­est day? Were they not prais­ing all the charms of sum­mer? The warmth of so­lar rays; the glow­ing sands; the odor­ous, sa­vory herbs; the glad­ness of their vic­to­ries in love; the gal­lant joy of com­bat, when two ro­bust, spur-armed bod­ies strug­gled fu­ri­ous­ly in air, when the sup­ple wings met with dull blows, when the sharp beaks buried them­selves in flesh, and when in a cloud of bil­low­ing dust there flew plumes and drops of blood? Or were they, per­haps, glo­ri­fy­ing the many-thou­sandth an­niver­sary of the An­ces­tral Roost­er—the pro­gen­i­tor of all the cocks in the world, in­vin­ci­ble war­rior, sov­er­eign monarch of im­mea­sur­able fields, rivers, and forests?

			Or per­haps, I said to my­self, be­fore be­gin­ning the long­est day of his sum­mer’s work, the sun is late by the mil­lionth part of a sec­ond; and with all the im­pa­tience of devo­tees, the cocks, the sun’s ador­ers, de­i­fiers of light and warmth, are cry­ing to their god to un­veil his fiery face.

			Be­hold, the sun! No liv­ing be­ing—man, beast, or bird—has ev­er known how to seize the mo­ment of his first ap­pear­ance, to note the in­stant when ev­ery­thing in the world grows from pale to rose and from rose to gold. Al­ready the gold­en flame has pen­e­trat­ed ev­ery­thing—heav­en, air, and earth. In an ec­stat­ic ef­fort of their high­est forces, the in­nu­mer­able choir, glo­ry­ing in their hap­pi­ness, raise a mar­velous hymn. And now, I be­lieve, the so­lar rays them­selves re­sound, like gold­en bu­gles, and the hymn of the cocks glows like the face of the sun. The great Cock of Gold swings up across the fir­ma­ment in fiery soli­tude. One is ready to re­call again the an­cient myth of the Phoenix, the fab­u­lous bird that con­sumed him­self to ash­es in the fiery glow of evening to rise again from ash­es the next morn­ing, amid the smok­ing, glow­ing coals of the East.

			The cocks of earth fall silent, one by one, first those near at hand, then those more dis­tant, un­til at last, al­most be­yond the lim­it of my hear­ing, I hear a faint, sweet pi­anis­si­mo, which present­ly dies away.

			All day long I was held by the spell of that grand and beau­ti­ful mu­sic. In the af­ter­noon I went to see some friends. In the mid­dle of the court strut­ted an enor­mous game­cock. In the glow­ing light of the sun, the gold of his tu­nic, the green and blue re­flec­tions of his cuirasse of bur­nished steel, the satin of his red and white rib­bons, flamed in daz­zling light. Cau­tious­ly ap­proach­ing, I bent above him to ask: “Was it you, glo­ri­ous Cock, that sang so beau­ti­ful­ly this morn­ing, at the dawn?” He cast an oblique glance of dis­sat­is­fac­tion up­on me, turned aside, scratched in the sand to right and left, and grum­bled some­thing in a great, hoarse voice. I am not sure I un­der­stood aright, and yet I think he said:—

			“What’s that to you?”

			I took no of­fense. I am, I know, a man—a poor and fee­ble man. My dry heart can­not know the sa­cred ar­dors of the cock, wor­ship­ing his Gold­en God. Yet is it not per­mit­ted to me al­so to adore, mod­est­ly, but af­ter the best fash­ion that I know, the fair, good sun, eter­nal, fruit­ful?

		
	
		
			
				Sulamith

				
					Set me as a seal up­on thy heart, as a seal up­on thy arm: for love is strong as death; jeal­ousy is cru­el as the grave: the coals there­of are coals of fire, which hath a most ve­he­ment flame.14

					The Song of Songs
				

			
			
				I

				King Solomon had not yet at­tained mid­dle age—forty-five; yet the fame of his wis­dom and come­li­ness, of the grandeur of his life and the pomp of his court, had spread far be­yond the lim­its of Pales­tine. In As­syr­ia and Phoeni­cia; in Low­er and Up­per Ae­gypt; from an­cient Tabriz to Yemen and from Is­mar un­to Perse­po­lis; on the coast of the Black Sea and up­on the is­lands of the Mediter­ranean—all ut­tered his name in won­der, for there was none among the kings like un­to him in all his days.

				In the four hun­dred and eight­i­eth year af­ter the chil­dren of Is­rael were come out of Ae­gypt, in the fourth year of Solomon’s reign over Is­rael, in the month of Zif,15 did the king un­der­take the erec­tion of the great tem­ple of the Lord in Mount Mo­ri­ah, and the build­ing of his palace in Jerusalem. Fourscore thou­sand stonesquar­ers and three­score and ten thou­sand that bare bur­dens wrought with­out cease in the moun­tains, and in the out­skirts of the city; while ten thou­sand hew­ers that cut tim­ber, out of a num­ber of eight and thir­ty thou­sand, were sent each month, by cour­ses, to Lebanon, where they spent a month in labour so ar­du­ous that they rest­ed for two months there­after. Thou­sands of men tied the cut trees in­to flotes, and hun­dreds of sea­men brought them by sea to Jaf­fa, where they were fash­ioned by Tyr­i­ans, skilled to work at turn­ing and car­pen­try. On­ly at the rear­ing of the pyra­mids of Khep­hren, Khu­fu, and Mencheres, at Ghizeh, had such an in­fi­nite mul­ti­tude of labour­ers been used.

				Three thou­sand and six hun­dred of­fi­cers over­saw the works; while Azari­ah, the son of Nathan, was over the of­fi­cers—a cru­el man and an ac­tive, con­cern­ing whom had sprung up a ru­mour that he nev­er slept, de­voured by the fire of an in­ter­nal, in­cur­able dis­ease. As for the plans of the palace and the tem­ple; the draw­ings of the col­umns, the fore­court, and the brasen sea; the de­signs for the win­dows; the or­na­ments of the walls and the thrones—they had all been cre­at­ed by the mas­ter builder Hi­ram-Abi­ah of Sidon, the son of a work­er in brass of the tribe of Naph­tali.

				Af­ter sev­en years, in the month of Bul,16 the tem­ple of the Lord was com­plet­ed; and af­ter thir­teen years, the palace of the king al­so. For cedar logs out of Lebanon, for cy­press and olive boards, for al­mug, shit­tim, and tarshish woods, for great stones, cost­ly stones, and hewed and pol­ished stones; for pur­ple, scar­let, and for byssin broi­dered in gold; for stuffs of blue wool; for ivory and red-dyed rams’ skins; for iron, onyx, and the vast quan­ti­ty of mar­ble; for pre­cious stones; for the chains, the wreaths, the cords, the tongs, the nets, the lavers, and the flow­ers and the lamps and the can­dle­sticks—all, all of gold; for the hinges of gold for the doors, and the nails of gold, weigh­ing six­ty shekels each; for the ba­sons and plat­ters of beat­en gold; for or­na­ments—graven and in mo­sa­ic; for the im­ages of li­ons, cheru­bim, ox­en, palms and pineap­ples, both hewn in stone and molten—for all these did Solomon give Hi­ram, King of Tyre, who bore the same name as the mas­ter builder, twen­ty cities and ham­lets in the land of Galilee, and Hi­ram found the gift in­signif­i­cant, with such splen­dour had been built the tem­ple of the Lord, and the palace of Solomon, and the lit­tle palace at Mil­lo for the king’s wife, the beau­ti­ful Queen Astis, daugh­ter to Shishak, Pharaoh of Ae­gypt; while the red­wood which lat­er went for the balustrades and stairs of the gal­leries, for the mu­si­cal in­stru­ments and for the bind­ings of the sa­cred books, had been brought as a gift to Solomon by the Queen of She­ba, the wise and beau­ti­ful Balkis, to­geth­er with such a quan­ti­ty of aro­mat­ic in­cense, sweet smelling oils, and pre­cious per­fumes, as had nev­er been seen be­fore in the land of Is­rael.

				With each year did the rich­es of the king in­crease. Thrice a year did his ships re­turn to har­bour: the Tarshish, that sailed the Mediter­ranean, and the Hi­ram, that sailed the Black Sea. They brought out of Africa ivory and apes and pea­cocks and an­telopes; rich­ly adorned char­i­ots out of Ae­gypt; live tigers and li­ons, as well as an­i­mal pelts and furs, out of Mesopotamia; snow-white steeds out of Cuth; gold dust out of Par­vaam that came to six hun­dred and three­score tal­ents in one year; red­wood, ebony and san­dal­wood out of the land of Ophir; gay rugs of Asshur and Calah, of mar­velous de­signs—the friend­ly gifts of King Tiglath-Pileser; artis­tic mo­sa­ic out of Nin­eveh, Nim­roud, and Sar­gon; won­drous fig­ured stuffs out of Khat­u­ar; gob­lets of beat­en gold out of Tyre; stained glass out of Sidon; and out of Punt, which is near Bab-el-Mede­bu, those rare per­fumes—nard, aloes, cala­mus, cin­na­mon, saf­fron, am­ber, musk, stacte, gal­banum, Smyr­na myrrh, and frank­in­cense—for the pos­ses­sion of which the Ae­gyp­tian pharaohs had more than once em­barked up­on bloody wars.

				As for sil­ver, it was ac­count­ed of as com­mon stone in the days of Solomon, and red­wood was of no more val­ue than the com­mon sycamores that grow in the low plains in abun­dance.

				Pools of stone, lined with por­phyry, and mar­ble cis­terns and cool foun­tains did the king build, com­mand­ing the wa­ter to be con­veyed from moun­tain springs that plunged down in­to the Kidron’s tor­rent; while around the palace he plant­ed gar­dens and groves, and cul­ti­vat­ed a vine­yard in Baal-ha­mon.

				And Solomon had forty thou­sand stalls for mules and for the hors­es for his char­i­ots, and twelve thou­sand for his cav­al­ry; bar­ley al­so and straw for the hors­es were brought dai­ly from the prov­inces. Thir­ty mea­sures of fine flour, and three­score mea­sures of oth­er meal; an hun­dred baths of dif­fer­ent wines; ten fat ox­en, and twen­ty ox­en out of the pas­tures, and three hun­dred sheep, not count­ing harts and roe­bucks, and fal­lowdeer, and fat­ted fowl—all this, pass­ing through the hands of twelve of­fi­cers, went dai­ly for the ta­ble of Solomon, as well as for his court, his ret­inue, and his guard. Three­score war­riors, out of a num­ber of five hun­dred of the most stal­wart and most valiant in all his army, held watch by turns in the in­ner cham­bers of the palace. Five hun­dred buck­lers, cov­ered with plates of gold, did the king com­mand to be made for his body­guards.

			
			
				II

				What­so­ev­er the eyes of the king might de­sire, he kept not from them; and with­held not his heart from any joy. Sev­en hun­dred wives had the king, and three hun­dred con­cu­bines, with­out count­ing slaves and dancers. And all of them did Solomon charm with his love, for God had en­dowed him with such an in­ex­haustible strength of pas­sion as was not giv­en to or­di­nary men. He loved the white-faced, black-eyed, red-lipped Hit­tites for their vivid but mo­men­tary beau­ty, that bursts in­to blos­som just as ear­ly and en­chant­ing­ly, and fades just as rapid­ly as the flow­er of the nar­cis­sus; the swarthy, tall, ve­he­ment Philistines, with wiry, curly locks, who wore gold­en, tin­kling arm­lets up­on their wrists, gold­en hoops up­on their shoul­ders, and broad an­klets, joined by a thin lit­tle chain, up­on both an­kles; gen­tle, diminu­tive, lithe Am­morites formed with­out a blem­ish, whose faith­ful­ness and sub­mis­sive­ness in love had passed in­to a proverb; wom­en out of As­syr­ia, who put their eyes in paint­ing to make them seem more elon­gat­ed, and who ate out with acid blue stars up­on their fore­heads and cheeks; well-schooled, gay and wit­ty daugh­ters of Sidon, who knew well how to sing and dance, as well as to play up­on harps, lutes and flutes, to the ac­com­pa­ni­ment of tabours; xan­thochroöus wom­en of Ae­gypt, in­de­fati­ga­ble in love and in­sane in jeal­ousy; voluputous Baby­lo­ni­ans, whose en­tire body un­der­neath their rai­ment was as smooth as mar­ble, be­cause they erad­i­cat­ed the hair up­on it with a spe­cial paste; vir­gins of Bak­tria, who stained their nails and hair a fiery-red colour, and wore wide, loose trousers; silent, bash­ful Moabites, whose mag­nif­i­cent breasts were cool on the sul­tri­est nights of sum­mer; care­free and prof­li­gate Am­monites, with fiery hair, and flesh of such white­ness that it glowed in the dark; frail, blue-eyed wom­en with flax­en hair, and skin of a del­i­cate fra­grance, who were brought from the north, through Baal­bec, and whose tongue was in­com­pre­hen­si­ble to all the dwellers in Pales­tine. The king loved many daugh­ters of Ju­daea and Is­rael be­sides.

				Al­so shared he his couch with Balkis-Mâkkedah, the Queen of She­ba, who had sur­passed all wom­en on earth in beau­ty, wis­dom, rich­es, and her di­ver­si­fied art in pas­sion; and with Abishag the Shu­na­mite, who had warmed the old age of David—a kind­ly, qui­et beau­ty, for whose sake Solomon had put to death his el­der broth­er Adoni­jah, at the hands of Be­na­iah, the son of Je­hoia­da.

				And al­so with the poor maid­en of the vine­yard, by the name of Su­lamith, whom alone among all wom­en the king had loved with all his heart.

				Solomon made him­self a lit­ter of the best cedar wood, with pil­lars of sil­ver, with arm­rests of gold in the form of re­cum­bent li­ons, with a cov­er­ing of pur­ple Tyr­i­an stuff, while the en­tire in­ner side of the cov­er­ing was or­na­ment­ed with gold em­broi­dery and with pre­cious stones—the love-gifts of the wom­en and vir­gins of Jerusalem. And when well-built black slaves bore Solomon among his peo­ple on grand fes­tal days, tru­ly was the king glo­ri­ous, like the lilies that are in the Val­ley of Sharon!

				Pale was his face; his lips like un­to a vivid thread of scar­let; his wavy locks a bluish black, and in them—the adorn­ment of wis­dom—gleamed gray hairs, like to the sil­ver threads of moun­tain streams, fall­ing down from the dark crags of Her­mon; gray hairs glis­tened in his dark beard al­so, curled, af­ter the cus­tom of the kings of As­syr­ia, in reg­u­lar, small rows.

				As for the eyes of the king, they were dark, like the dark­est agate, like the heav­ens on a moon­less night in sum­mer; while his eye­lash­es, that spread up­ward and down­ward like ar­rows, re­sem­bled dark rays around dark stars. And there was no man in all the uni­verse who could bear the gaze of Solomon with­out cast­ing down his eyes. And the light­nings of wrath in the eyes of the king would pros­trate peo­ple to the earth.

				But there were mo­ments of heart­felt mer­ri­ment, when the king would grow in­tox­i­cat­ed with love, or wine, or the de­light of pow­er, or when he re­joiced over words of wis­dom or beau­ty, fit­ly spo­ken. Then his lash­es would be soft­ly half-low­ered, cast­ing blue shad­ows up­on his ra­di­ant face, and in the king’s eyes would kin­dle the warm flames of a kind­ly, ten­der laugh­ter, just like the play of black di­a­monds; and whoso­ev­er might be­hold this smile was ready to yield up body and soul for it—so in­de­scrib­ably beau­ti­ful was it. The mere name of King Solomon, ut­tered aloud, stirred the hearts of wom­en, like the fra­grance of spilt myrrh that re­calls nights of love.

				The king’s hands were soft, white, warm and beau­ti­ful, like a wom­an’s; but they held such an ex­cess of life en­er­gy that, by the lay­ing on of his palms up­on the tem­ples of the sick, the king cured headaches, con­vul­sions, black melan­choly, and de­mo­ni­a­cal pos­ses­sion. Up­on the in­dex fin­ger of his left hand the king wore a gem of blood-red as­te­r­ia that emit­ted six pearl-coloured rays. Many cen­turies did this ring num­ber, and up­on the re­verse side of its stone was graven an in­scrip­tion, in the tongue of an an­cient, van­ished peo­ple: “All things pass away.”

				And so great was the sway of Solomon’s soul that even beasts sub­mit­ted to it; li­ons and tigers crawled at the feet of the king, rub­bing their muz­zles against his knees, and lick­ing his hands with their rough tongues, when­ev­er he en­tered their quar­ters. And he, whose heart found joy in the daz­zling play of pre­cious stones, in the fra­grance of sweet-smelling Ae­gyp­tian resins, in the soft touch of light stuffs, in sweet mu­sic, in the ex­quis­ite taste of red, sparkling wine play­ing in a chased Nin­u­a­ni­an chal­ice—he al­so loved to stroke the coarse manes of li­ons, the vel­vety backs of black pan­thers, and the ten­der paws of young, speck­led leop­ards; loved to hear the roar of wild beasts, to see their pow­er­ful and su­perb move­ments, and to feel the hot fer­al odour of their breath.

				Thus did Je­hoshaphat, the son of Ahilud, the his­to­ri­an of his days, de­pict King Solomon.

			
			
				III

				“Be­cause thou hast not asked for thy­self long life; nei­ther hast asked rich­es for thy­self, nor hast asked the life of thine en­e­mies; but hast asked for thy­self un­der­stand­ing to dis­cern judg­ment; be­hold, I have done ac­cord­ing to thy words; lo, I have giv­en thee a wise and un­der­stand­ing heart: so that there was none like thee be­fore thee, nei­ther af­ter thee shall any arise like un­to thee.”

				Thus spake God un­to Solomon, and through His word did the king come to know the struc­ture of the uni­verse and the work­ing of the el­e­ments; to fath­om the be­gin­ning, end, and midst of all ages; to pen­e­trate the mys­tery of the eter­nal, wave­like and ro­tat­ing re­cur­rence of events; from the as­tronomers of By­b­los, Acre, Sar­gon, Bor­sip­pa and Nin­eveh did he learn to watch the year­ly or­bits of the stars and the changes in their po­si­tions. He knew al­so the na­ture of all an­i­mals and di­vined the feel­ings of beasts; he un­der­stood the source and di­rec­tion of winds, the dif­fer­ent prop­er­ties of plants, and the po­ten­cy of heal­ing herbs.

				The de­signs in the heart of man are deep wa­ters, but even them could the king fath­om. In the words and voice, in the eyes, in the mo­tions of the hands, he read the in­ner­most mys­ter­ies of souls as plain­ly as the char­ac­ters of an open book. And be­cause of that, from all ends of Pales­tine, there came to him a vast mul­ti­tude of peo­ple, im­plor­ing judg­ment, ad­vice, help, the set­tle­ment of some dis­pute, as well as the solv­ing of in­com­pre­hen­si­ble por­tents and dreams. And men would mar­vel at the pro­fun­di­ty and fi­nesse of Solomon’s an­swers.

				Three thou­sand proverbs did Solomon com­pose, and his songs were a thou­sand and five. He dic­tat­ed them to two skilled and rapid scribes: Eli­horeph and Ahi­ah, the sons of Shisha, and af­ter­wards col­lat­ed what both had writ­ten. Al­ways did he clothe his thoughts in choice ex­pres­sions, for a word fit­ly spo­ken is like an ap­ple of gold in a bowl of translu­cent sar­donyx;17 and al­so for that the words of the wise are as goads, and as nails fas­tened by the mas­ters of as­sem­blies, which are giv­en from one Shep­herd. “A word is a spark in the mo­tion of the heart,”—thus saith the king. And Solomon’s wis­dom ex­celled the wis­dom of all the chil­dren of the east coun­try, and all the wis­dom of the Ae­gyp­tians. For he was above all men in wis­dom; wis­er than Ethan the Ezrahite, and He­man, and Chal­col, and Dard­ra, the sons of Ma­hol. But he was al­ready be­gin­ning to weary of the beau­ty of or­di­nary hu­man wis­dom, and no longer did it have its for­mer val­ue in his eyes. With a rest­less and search­ing mind did he thirst af­ter that high­er wis­dom, which the Lord pos­sessed in the be­gin­ning of His way, be­fore His works of old, set up from ev­er­last­ing, from the be­gin­ning, or ev­er the earth was; that wis­dom which was His great ar­ti­fi­cer when He set a com­pass up­on the face of the deep. And Solomon found it not.

				The king mas­tered the teach­ings of the ma­gi of Chal­daea and Nin­eveh; the sci­ence of the as­trologers of Aby­dos, Sais, and Mem­phis; the se­crets of the As­syr­i­an sor­cer­ers, mys­t­a­gogues, and epopts, and of the fa­tidi­cae of Bak­tria and Perse­po­lis; and he had be­come con­vinced that their knowl­edge was but the knowl­edge of mor­tals.

				Al­so did he seek for wis­dom in the oc­cult rites of an­cient pa­gan faiths, and for that rea­son vis­it­ed idol-tem­ples and of­fered up obla­tions to the mighty Baal-Lebanon, who was hon­oured un­der the name of Melka­rt—the god of cre­ation and de­struc­tion, the pa­tron of nav­i­ga­tion in Tyre and Sidon—called Am­mon in the Oa­sis of Sibakh, where his idol would nod his head to in­di­cate the routes to fes­tal pro­ces­sions; called Bel by the Chal­daeans, and Moloch by the Canaan­ites. He al­so bowed down be­fore his spouse—the dread and pas­sion­ate As­tarte, who bore in oth­er tem­ples the names of Ishtar, Isaar, Baaltis, Ashera, Is­tar-Belet, and Atar­gatis. He li­bat­ed holy oil and burnt in­cense be­fore Isis and Osiris of Ae­gypt—sis­ter and broth­er, joined in wed­lock while still in the womb of their moth­er and there con­ceiv­ing the god Ho­rus; and be­fore Der­ke­to, the pis­ci­form Tyr­i­an god­dess; and be­fore Anu­bis of the dog’s head, the god of em­balm­ing; and be­fore the Baby­lo­ni­an Cannes; and Dagon of the Philistines; and the As­syr­i­an Ab­de­na­go; and Utsabu, the Nin­eve­hi­an idol; and the som­bre Ky­bele; and Bel Mar­duk, the pa­tron of Baby­lon—the god of the plan­et Jupiter; and the Chal­daean Or—the god of eter­nal fire; and the mys­tic Omor­ca, the first moth­er of the gods, whom Bel had cloven in two parts, cre­at­ing heav­en and earth out of them, and out of her head, men; and the king bowed down al­so be­fore the god­dess Anaïtis, in whose hon­our the vir­gins of Phoeni­cia, Ly­dia, Ar­me­nia and Per­sia gave up their bod­ies to passers­by, as a sa­cred of­fer­ing, at the thresh­old of tem­ples.

				But the king found in the pa­gan rites nought save drunk­en­ness, night or­gies, lech­ery, in­cest, and lusts con­trary to na­ture; and in their dog­mas he per­ceived vain dis­course and de­cep­tion. But he for­bade none of his sub­jects to of­fer up sac­ri­fices to a favourite god, and he even built up­on the Mount of Olives an idol-tem­ple for Chemosh, the abom­i­na­tion of Moab, at the sup­pli­ca­tion of the beau­ti­ful, pen­sive El­laan, the Moabite, the then fa­vorite wife of the king. One thing on­ly could not Solomon abide and pur­sued with death—the bring­ing of chil­dren in sac­ri­fice.

				And he saw in his seek­ings that that which be­fal­l­eth the sons of men be­fal­l­eth beasts, even one thing be­fal­l­eth them: as one di­eth, so di­eth the oth­er; yea, they have all one breath; so that a man hath no pre­em­i­nence above a beast. And the king un­der­stood, that in much wis­dom is much grief: and he that in­creaseth knowl­edge in­creaseth sor­row. He al­so learned that even in laugh­ter the heart is sor­row­ful; and the end of mirth is heav­i­ness. And so one morn­ing he dic­tat­ed to Eli­horeph and Ahi­ah:

				“ ‘All is van­i­ty of van­i­ties and vex­a­tion of spir­its’—thus saith Ec­cle­si­astes.”

				But at that time the king did not yet know that God would soon send him a love so ten­der and ar­dent, so de­vot­ed and beau­ti­ful—more pre­cious in it­self than rich­es, fame, and wis­dom; more pre­cious than life it­self, for it val­ues not even life, nor hath fear of death.

			
			
				IV

				The king had a vine­yard at Baal-ha­mon, up­on the south­ern slope of Bath-El-Khav, to the south of the idol-tem­ple of Moloch; thith­er did the king love to with­draw in the hours of his great med­i­ta­tions. Pome­gran­ate-, olive-, and wild ap­ple-trees, in­ter­spersed with cedars and cy­press­es, bor­dered it on three sides up­on the moun­tain, while on the fourth it was fenced off from the road by a high stone wall. And oth­er vine­yards, ly­ing about, al­so be­longed to Solomon; he let them out un­to keep­ers, each one for a thou­sand pieces of sil­ver.

				On­ly with the dawn came to an end in the palace the mag­nif­i­cent feast which the King of Is­rael was giv­ing in hon­our of the emis­saries of the King of As­syr­ia, the good Tiglath-Pileser. De­spite his fa­tigue, Solomon could not fall asleep this morn. Nei­ther wine nor hip­pocras had be­fogged the stout heads of the As­syr­i­ans, nor loos­ened their can­ny tongues. But the pen­e­trat­ing mind of the wise king had al­ready fore­stalled their plans, and was, in its turn, al­ready weav­ing a fine po­lit­i­cal net, where­in he would en­mesh these proud men with su­per­cil­ious eyes and of flat­ter­ing speech. Solomon would be able to pre­serve the nec­es­sary ami­ty with the po­ten­tate of As­syr­ia, yet at the same time, for the sake of his eter­nal friend­ship with Hi­ram of Tyre, would save from pil­lage the lat­ter’s king­dom, which, with its count­less rich­es, hid in sub­ter­ranean vaults un­der­neath nar­row streets, had for a long time drawn the cov­etous gazes of ori­en­tal sov­er­eigns.

				And so at dawn Solomon had com­mand­ed him­self to be borne to Mount Bath-El-Khav; had left the lit­ter far down the road, and is now seat­ed alone up­on a sim­ple wood­en bench, above the vine­yard, un­der the shade of the trees, still hid­ing in their branch­es the dewy chill of night. The king has on a sim­ple white man­tle, fas­tened at the right shoul­der and at the left side by two Ae­gyp­tian clasps of green gold, in the shape of curled croc­o­diles—the sym­bol of the god Se­bekh. The hands of the king lie mo­tion­less up­on his knees, while his eyes, over­shad­owed by deep thought, un­wink­ing, are di­rect­ed to­ward the east, in the di­rec­tion of the Dead Sea—there, where from the round­ed sum­mit of Anaze the sun is ris­ing in the flame of dawn.

				The morn­ing wind is blow­ing from the east and spreads the fra­grance of the grape in blos­som—a del­i­cate fra­grance, like that of mignonette and mulled wine. The dark cy­press­es sway their slen­der tops pompous­ly and pour out their resinous breath. The sil­very-green leaves of the olives hur­ried­ly con­verse among them­selves.

				But now Solomon aris­es and hear­kens care­ful­ly. An en­dear­ing fem­i­nine voice, clear and pure as this dewy morn, is singing some­where not far off, be­yond the trees. The sim­ple and ten­der mo­tive runs on and on, of its own ac­cord, like a ring­ing rill in the moun­tains, re­peat­ing the five or six notes, al­ways the same. And its un­pre­ten­tious, ex­quis­ite charm calls forth a smile in the eyes of the touched king.

				Near­er and near­er sounds the voice. Now it is al­ready here, along­side, be­hind the spread­ing cedars, be­hind the dark ver­dure of the ju­nipers. Then the king cau­tious­ly parts the branch­es with his hands, qui­et­ly makes his way be­tween the prick­ly branch­es, and comes out up­on an open place.

				Be­fore him, be­yond the low wall, rude­ly built of great yel­low stones, the vine­yard spreads up­ward. A girl, in a light gar­ment of blue, walks be­tween the rows of vines, bend­ing down over some­thing be­low, and again straight­en­ing up, and she is singing. Her rud­dy hair flames in the sun:

				
					
						The breath of the day is cool­ness,
						

						And the shad­ows flee away.
						

						Turn, my beloved,
						

						And be thou like a roe or a young hart,
						

						With­in the clefts of the rocks. …
					

				

				Thus sings she, ty­ing up the grapevines, and slow­ly de­scends, near­er and near­er the stone wall be­hind which the king is stand­ing. She is alone, none sees nor hears her; the scent of the grapes in blos­som, the joy­ous fresh­ness of the morn­ing, and the warm blood in her heart are like wine un­to her, and now the words of the naive lit­tle song are born spon­ta­neous­ly up­on her lips and are car­ried away by the wind, to be for­got­ten for­ev­er:

				
					
						Take us the fox­es,
						

						The lit­tle fox­es
						

						That spoil the vines:
						

						For our vines have ten­der grapes.
					

				

				In this man­ner does she reach the very wall, and, with­out notic­ing the king, turns about and walks on, climb­ing the hill light­ly, along the neigh­bour­ing row of vines. Now her song sounds less dis­tinct­ly:

				
					
						Make haste, my beloved,
						

						And be thou like to a roe or a young hart
						

						Up­on the moun­tains of spices.
					

				

				But sud­den­ly she grows silent and bends so low to the ground that she can not be seen be­hind the vines.

				Then Solomon ut­ters in a voice that ca­ress­es the ear:

				“Maid­en, show me thy face; let me hear thy voice anew.”

				She straight­ens up quick­ly and turns her face to the king. A strong wind aris­es at this sec­ond and flut­ters the light gar­ment up­on her, sud­den­ly mak­ing it cling tight­ly around her body and be­tween her legs. And the king, for an in­stant, un­til she turns her back to the wind, sees all of her be­neath the rai­ment, as though naked—tall and grace­ful, in the vig­or­ous bloom of thir­teen years; sees her lit­tle, round, firm breasts and the el­e­va­tions of her nip­ples, from which the cloth spreads out in rays; and the vir­ginal ab­domen, round as a ba­son; and the deep line that di­vides her legs from the bot­tom to the top, and there parts in two, to­ward the round­ed hips.

				“For sweet is thy voice, and thy coun­te­nance come­ly,” says Solomon.

				She draws near­er and gazes up­on the king with trem­bling and with rap­ture. Her swarthy and vivid face is in­ex­press­ibly beau­ti­ful. Her heavy, thick, dark-red hair, in­to which she has stuck two flow­ers of the scar­let pop­py, cov­ers her shoul­ders in count­less re­silient ringlets and spreads over her back, and, tran­spierced by the rays of the sun, glows in flame, like au­re­ate pur­ple. A neck­lace which she had made her­self out of some red, dried berries, naive­ly winds twice about her long, dark, slen­der neck.

				“I did not no­tice thee!” she says gen­tly, and her voice sounds like the song of a flute. “Whence didst thou come?”

				“Thou sangst so well, maid­en!”

				She bash­ful­ly casts down her eyes and turns red, but be­neath her long lash­es and in the cor­ners of her lips trem­bles a se­cret smile.

				“Thou sangst of thy dear. He is as light as a roe, as a young hart up­on the moun­tains. For he is very fair, thy dear—is not that the truth, maid­en?”

				Her laugh­ter is ring­ing and mu­si­cal, as though sil­ver were fall­ing up­on a gold­en plat­ter.

				“I have no dear. It is but a song. I have yet had no dear. …”

				For a minute they are silent, and in­tent­ly, with­out smil­ing, gaze at each oth­er. … Birds loud­ly call one an­oth­er among the trees. The maid­en’s bo­som quick­ly ris­es and falls un­der the worn linen.

				“I do be­lieve thee, beau­ti­ful one. Thou art so fair. …”

				“Thou dost mock me. Be­hold, how black I am. …”

				She lifts up her small, dark arms, and the broad sleeves light­ly slide down to­wards her shoul­ders, bar­ing her el­bows, that have such a slen­der and round­ed out­line.

				And she says plain­tive­ly:

				“My brethren were an­gry with me; they made me the keep­er of the vine­yard—and now be­hold how the sun hath scorched me.”

				“O, nay, the sun hath made thee still more fair, thou fairest among wom­en. Lo, thou hast smiled—and thy teeth are like white twin-lambs, which come up from the wash­ing, and none among them hath a blem­ish. Thy cheeks are like the halves of a pome­gran­ate with­in thy locks. Thy lips are scar­let—yea, pleas­ant to gaze up­on. As for thy hair … Dost know what thy hair is like? Hast thou ev­er be­held a flock of sheep come down from Mount Gilead at eve? It cov­ers all the moun­tain, from sum­mit to foot, and from the light of the evening glow and from the dust it seems even as rud­dy and as wavy as thy locks. Thine eyes are as deep as the two fish­ponds in Hes­h­bon, by the gate of Bath-rab­bim. O, how fair art thou! Thy neck is straight and grace­ful, like the tow­er of David! …”

				“Like the tow­er of David!” she re­peats in rap­ture.

				“Yea, yea, thou fairest among wom­en. A thou­sand buck­lers hang up­on the tow­er of David, all shields of van­quished chief­tains. Lo, I hang my shield al­so up­on thy tow­er. …”

				“O, speak on, speak on. …”

				“And when thou didst turn around in an­swer to my call, and the wind arose, I did see be­neath thy rai­ment thy two nip­ples and methought: Here be two young roes that are twins, which feed among the lilies. This thy stature was like to a palm tree, and thy breasts to clus­ters of grapes.”

				The girl cries out faint­ly, hides her face with her palms, and her bo­som with her el­bows, and blush­es so that even her ears and neck turn crim­son.

				“And I saw thy hips. They are shape­ly, like a pre­cious vase, the work of the hands of a cun­ning work­man. Take away thy hands, there­fore, maid­en. Show me thy face.”

				She sub­mis­sive­ly let her hands drop. A deep, gold­en ra­di­ance glows from the eyes of Solomon and casts a spell over her, makes her head dizzy, and in a sweet, warm tremour streams over the skin of her body.

				“Tell me, who art thou?” she says slow­ly, in per­plex­i­ty. “Nev­er have I seen any like to thee.”

				“I am a shep­herd, my beau­ty. I graze my splen­did flocks of white lambs up­on the moun­tains, where the green grass is pied with nar­cis­si. Wilt thou not come with me, un­to my pas­ture?”

				But she qui­et­ly shakes her head:

				“Canst thou think that I will be­lieve this? Thy face has not grown rough from the wind, nor is it scorched by the sun, and thy hands are white. Thou hast on a cost­ly chi­ton, and the buck­le up­on it is worth the year­ly rental that my broth­ers bring for our vine­yard to Adoniram, the king’s tax-gath­er­er. Thou hast come from yon­der, from be­yond the wall. Thou art, sure­ly, one of the men near to the king? Meseems I saw thee once up­on the day of a great fes­ti­val; I even re­mem­ber run­ning af­ter thy char­i­ot.”

				“Thou hast guessed it, maid­en. It is hard to be hid from thee. And ver­i­ly, why shouldst thou be a wan­der­er nigh the flocks of the shep­herds? Yea, I am one of the king’s ret­inue. I am the chief cook of the king. And thou didst see me when I rode in the char­i­ot of Am­mi-nadib on the gala-day of Passover. But why dost thou stand dis­tant from me? Draw near­er, my sis­ter! Sit down here up­on the stones of the wall and tell me some­thing of thy­self. Tell me thy name.”

				“Su­lamith,” she says.

				“Then, Su­lamith, why have thy broth­ers grown wroth with thee?”

				“I am ashamed to speak of it. They re­ceived mon­eys from the sale of their wine, and sent me to the city to buy bread and goat-cheese. But I …”

				“And thou didst lose the mon­ey?”

				“Nay, still worse. …”

				She bends her head low and whis­pers:

				“Be­sides bread and cheese I bought a lit­tle of at­tar of ros­es—oh, so lit­tle!—from the Ae­gyp­tians in the old city.”

				“And thou didst keep this from thy brethren?”

				“Yea. …”

				And she ut­ters in a bare­ly au­di­ble voice:

				“At­tar of ros­es hath so good­ly a smell!”

				The king ca­ress­ing­ly strokes her lit­tle rough hand.

				“Sure­ly, thou must be lone­some, all alone in thy vine­yard?”

				“Nay, I work, I sing. … At noon food is brought me, and at evening one of my broth­ers re­lieves me. At times I dig for the roots of the man­drago­ra, that look like lit­tle man­nikins. … The Chal­daean mer­chants buy them from us. It is said they make a sleep­ing po­tion out of them. … Tell me, is it true that the berries of the man­drago­ra help in love?”

				“Nay, Su­lamith, on­ly love can help in love. Tell me, hast thou a fa­ther or a moth­er?”

				“On­ly a moth­er. My fa­ther died two years ago. My brethren are all old­er than I—they are from the first mar­riage; on­ly my sis­ter and I have sprung from the sec­ond.”

				“Is thy sis­ter as come­ly as thou?”

				“She is lit­tle. She is but nine.”

				The king laughs qui­et­ly, em­braces Su­lamith, draws her to him, and whis­pers in­to her ear:

				“There­fore, she hath no such breast as thine? A breast as proud, as warm? …”

				She is silent, burn­ing with shame and hap­pi­ness. Her eyes glow and grow dim, with the mist of a hap­py smile over them. The king feels the ri­otous beat­ing of her heart with­in his hand.

				“The warmth of thy gar­ments hath a goodli­er smell than myrrh, than nard,” he is say­ing, avid­ly touch­ing her ear with his lips. “And when thou breathest, the smell of thy nos­trils is like that of ap­ples un­to me. My sis­ter, my beloved, thou hast rav­ished my heart with one glance of thy eyes, with one chain of thy neck.”

				“O, gaze not up­on me!” im­plores Su­lamith. “Thine eyes stir me.”

				But of her own ac­cord she bends back­ward and lays her head up­on Solomon’s breast. Her lips glow over the gleam­ing teeth, her eye­lids trem­ble with in­tense de­sire. Solomon’s lips cling greed­i­ly to her en­tic­ing mouth. He feels the flame of her lips and the slip­per­i­ness of her teeth, and the sweet moist­ness of her tongue; and he is all con­sumed of an un­bear­able de­sire, such as he has nev­er yet known in his life.

				Thus pass­es one minute; then two.

				“What dost thou with me!” says Su­lamith faint­ly, clos­ing her eyes.

				But Solomon pas­sion­ate­ly whis­pers near her very mouth:

				“Thy lips, O my spouse, drop as the hon­ey­comb; hon­ey and milk are un­der thy tongue. … O, come away with me, speed­i­ly. Here, be­hind the wall, it is dark and cool. None shall see us. The green is soft here un­der­neath the cedars.”

				“Nay, nay, leave me. I de­sire it not, I can not.”

				“Su­lamith … thou dost de­sire it, thou dost de­sire it. … Come to me, my sis­ter, my beloved!”

				Some­one’s steps re­sound be­low, up­on the high­way, be­low the wall of the vine­yard, but Solomon de­tains the fright­ened girl by her hand.

				“Tell me, quick­ly—where dwellest thou? This night shall I come to thee,” he is hur­ried­ly say­ing.

				“Nay, nay, nay … I shall not tell thee this. Let me go. I shall not tell thee.”

				“I shall not let thee go, Su­lamith, till thou dost tell. … My de­sire is un­to thee!”

				“It is well, I shall tell thee. … But first prom­ise not to come this night. … Al­so, come thou not the fol­low­ing night … nor the night af­ter that … My king! I charge thee by the roes and the hinds of the field, that thou stir not up thy beloved till she please!”

				“Yea, I pledge thee this. … Where is thy dwelling, Su­lamith?”

				“If on the way to the city thou dost pass over the Kidron, up­on the bridge above Siloam, thou shalt see our dwelling nigh the spring. There are no oth­er dwellings there.”

				“And which is thy win­dow there, Su­lamith?”

				“Why shouldst thou know this, beloved? O, gaze not thus up­on me. Thy gaze casts a spell over me. … Do not kiss me. … Beloved! Kiss me again. …”

				“But which is thy win­dow, my on­ly one?”

				“The win­dow on the south side. Ah, I must not tell thee this. … A small, high win­dow with a lat­tice.”

				“And doth the lat­tice open from with­in?”

				“Nay, it is a fixed win­dow. But around the cor­ner is a door. It leads di­rect­ly in­to the room where I sleep with my sis­ter. But thou hast promised me! … My sis­ter sleeps light­ly. O, how fair art thou, my beloved! Tru­ly, hast thou not promised?”

				Solomon qui­et­ly smoothes her hair and cheeks.

				“I shall come to thee this night,” he says in­sis­tent­ly. “At mid­night I shall come. Thus, thus shall it be. I de­sire it.”

				“Beloved!”

				“Nay. Thou shalt await me. But have no fear, and put thy trust in me. I shall cause thee no grief. I shall give thee such joy com­pared with which all things up­on earth are with­out sig­nif­i­cance. Now farewell. I hear them com­ing af­ter me.”

				“Farewell, my beloved … O, nay, go not yet! Tell me thy name—I know it not.”

				For a mo­ment, as though un­de­cid­ed, he low­ers his lash­es, but im­me­di­ate­ly rais­es them again.

				“The King and I have the same name. I am called Solomon. Farewell. I love thee.”

			
			
				V

				Ra­di­ant and joy­ous was Solomon up­on this day, as he sat up­on his throne in the hall of the House at Lebanon and met­ed out jus­tice to the peo­ple who came be­fore him.

				Forty col­umns, four in a row, sup­port­ed the ceil­ing of the Hall of Judg­ment, and they were all faced with cedar and ter­mi­nat­ed in cap­i­tals in the form of lilies; the floor con­sist­ed of cy­press boards, all of a piece; nor was the stone up­on the walls to be seen any­where for the cedar fin­ish, or­na­ment­ed with gold carv­ing, show­ing palms, pineap­ples, and cheru­bim. In the depth of the hall, with its triple-tiered win­dows, six steps led up to the el­e­va­tion of the throne, and up­on each step stood two bronze li­ons, one on each side. The throne it­self was of ivory with gold in­crus­ta­tion and with el­bow-rests of gold, in the form of re­cum­bent li­ons. The high back of the throne was sur­mount­ed by a gold­en disc. Cur­tains of vi­o­let and pur­ple stuffs hung from the ceil­ing down to the floor at the en­trance to the hall, di­vid­ing off the en­try, where be­tween the col­umns thronged the plain­tiffs, sup­pli­cants, and wit­ness­es, as well as the ac­cused and the crim­i­nals un­der a strong guard.

				The king had on a red chi­ton, while up­on his head was a sim­ple, nar­row crown of six­ty beryls, set in gold. At his right hand stood the throne for his moth­er, Bathshe­ba; but of late, ow­ing to her de­clin­ing years, she rarely showed her­self in the city.

				The As­syr­i­an guests, with aus­tere, black-beard­ed faces, were seat­ed along the walls up­on bench­es of jasper; they had on gar­ments of a light olive colour, broi­dered at the edges with de­signs of red and white. While still at home, in their na­tive As­syr­ia, they had heard so much of the jus­tice of Solomon that they tried to let no sin­gle word of his slip by, in or­der to tell lat­er of the judg­ment of the King of the Is­raelites. Among them sat the com­man­ders of Solomon’s armies, his min­is­ters, the gov­er­nors of his prov­inces, and his courtiers. Here was Be­na­iah, at one time ex­e­cu­tion­er to the king; the slay­er of Joab, Adoni­jah, and Shimei—a short, cor­pu­lent old man, with a sparse, long, gray beard; his fad­ed, bluish eyes, rimmed by red lids that seemed turned in­side out, had a look of se­nile dull­ness; his mouth was open and moist, while his fleshy, red low­er lip drooped down im­po­tent­ly, and was slight­ly trem­bling. Here al­so were Azari­ah, the son of Nathan—a jaun­diced, tall man, with a lean, sick­ly face and dark rings un­der his eyes; and the good-na­tured, ab­sent­mind­ed Je­hoshaphat, his­to­ri­og­ra­pher; and Ahishar, who was over the court of Solomon; and Zabud, who bore the high ti­tle of the King’s Friend; and Ben-Abi­nadab, which had Taphath, the el­dest daugh­ter of Solomon, to wife; and Ben-Geber, the of­fi­cer over the re­gion of Ar­gob, which is in Bashan: to him per­tained three­score cities, sur­round­ed by walls, with gates of brasen bars; and Baanah, the son of Hushai, at one time famed for his skill in cast­ing a spear to the dis­tance of thir­ty parasangs; and many oth­ers. Six­ty war­riors, their hel­mets and shields gleam­ing, stood in a rank to the left of the throne and the right; their head of­fi­cer this day was the hand­some Eliab, of the black locks, son of Ahilud.

				The first to come be­fore Solomon with his com­plaint was one Achior, a lap­idary by trade. Work­ing in Bel of Phoeni­cia he had found a pre­cious stone, had cut and pol­ished it, and had asked his friend Zachari­ah, who was set­ting out for Jerusalem, to give the stone to his—Achior’s—wife. Af­ter some time Achior al­so re­turned home. The first thing that he asked about up­on be­hold­ing his wife was the stone. But she was very much amazed at her hus­band’s ques­tion, and re­peat­ed un­der oath that she had re­ceived no stone of any sort. Where­upon Achior set out for an ex­pla­na­tion to his friend Zachari­ah, but he as­sev­er­at­ed, and al­so to an oath, that he had, im­me­di­ate­ly up­on ar­rival, giv­en the stone over as in­struct­ed. He even brought wit­ness­es, who af­firmed hav­ing seen Zachari­ah give the stone in their pres­ence to the wife of Achior.

				And now all four—Achior, Zachari­ah, and the two wit­ness­es—were stand­ing be­fore the throne of the King of Is­rael.

				Solomon gazed in­to the eyes of each one in turn and said to the guard:

				“Lead each one to a sep­a­rate cham­ber, and lock up each one apart.”

				And when this was done, he or­dered four pieces of un­baked clay to be brought.

				“Let each one of them,” willed the king, “fash­ion out of clay that form which the stone had.”

				Af­ter some time the moulds were ready. But one of the wit­ness­es had made his mould in the shape of a horse’s head, as pre­cious stones were usu­al­ly fash­ioned; the oth­er, in the shape of a sheep’s head; on­ly two of them—Achior and Zachari­ah—had their moulds alike, re­sem­bling in form a wom­an’s breast.

				And the king spake:

				“Now it is ev­i­dent even to one blind that the wit­ness­es are bribed by Zachari­ah. And so, let Zachari­ah re­turn the stone to Achior, and to­geth­er with it pay him thir­ty shekels, of this city, of law costs, and give ten shekels to the priests for the tem­ple. As for the self-re­vealed wit­ness­es, let them pay in­to the trea­sury five shekels each for bear­ing false wit­ness.”

				Three broth­ers then drew nigh to Solomon’s throne; they were at court about an in­her­i­tance. Their fa­ther had told them be­fore his death: “That ye may not quar­rel at di­vi­sion, I my­self shall ap­por­tion ye in jus­tice. When I die, go be­yond the knoll that is in the midst of the grove be­hind the house, and dig there­in. There shall ye find a box with three di­vi­sions: know, that the top­most is for the el­dest broth­er; the mid­dle one for the sec­ond; the low­est for the youngest.” And when, af­ter his death, they had gone, and had done as he had willed, they had found that the top­most di­vi­sion was filled to the top with gold­en coins, where­as in the mid­dle one were ly­ing on­ly com­mon bones, and in the low­est naught but pieces of wood. And so among the younger broth­ers arose en­vy for the el­dest, and en­mi­ty; and in the end their life had be­come so un­bear­able that they de­cid­ed to turn to the king for coun­sel and judg­ment. And even here, stand­ing be­fore the throne, they could not re­frain from mu­tu­al re­crim­i­na­tions and af­fronts.

				The king shook his head, heard them out, and spake:

				“Cease quar­rel­ing; a stone is heavy, and the sand weighty, but a fool’s wrath is heav­ier than them both. Your fa­ther was, it is plain to see, a wise man and a just, and he has ex­pressed his wish­es in his tes­ta­ment just as clear­ly as though it had been con­sum­mat­ed be­fore an hun­dred wit­ness­es. Is it pos­si­ble that ye have not sur­mised at once, ye sor­ry brawlers, that to the el­dest broth­er he left all his mon­eys; to the sec­ond, all his cat­tle and all his slaves; while to the youngest—his house and plow-land? De­part, there­fore, in peace; and be no longer en­e­mies among your­selves.”

				And the three broth­ers—but re­cent­ly en­e­mies—with beam­ing faces bowed to the king’s feet and walked out of the Hall of Judg­ment arm in arm.

				And the king de­cid­ed al­so an­oth­er suit at in­her­i­tance, be­gun three days ago. A cer­tain man, dy­ing, had said that he was leav­ing all his goods to the wor­thi­er of his two sons. But since nei­ther one of them would con­sent to call him­self the worse one, they had there­fore turned to the king.

				Solomon ques­tioned them as to their pur­suits, and, hav­ing heard them an­swer that they were both hunters with the bow, he spake:

				“Re­turn home. I shall or­der the corpse of your fa­ther to be stood up against a tree. We shall first see which one of you shall hit his breast more tru­ly with an ar­row, and then de­cide your suit.”

				Now both broth­ers had re­turned in the cus­tody of a man sent by the king for their sur­veil­lance. He it was whom the king ques­tioned about the con­test.

				“I have ful­filled all that thou hast com­mand­ed,” said his man. “I stood the corpse of the old man against a tree, and gave each broth­er his bow and ar­rows. The el­der was the first to shoot. At a dis­tance of an hun­dred and twen­ty ells he hit just the place where, in a liv­ing man, the heart beats.”

				“A splen­did shot,” said Solomon. “And the younger?”

				“The younger … For­give me, O King—I could not in­sist up­on thy com­mand be­ing ful­filled ex­act­ly. … The younger did make his string taut, but sud­den­ly low­ered the bow to his feet, turned around, and said, weep­ing: ‘Nay, this I can not do. … I will not shoot at the corpse of my fa­ther.’ ”

				“There­fore, let the es­tate of his fa­ther be­long to him,” de­cid­ed the king. “He has proven the wor­thi­er son. As for the el­der, if he de­sire, he may join the num­ber of my body­guards. I have need of such strong and ra­pa­cious men, sure of hand and true of eye, and with a heart grown over with wool.”

				Next three men came be­fore the king. Car­ry­ing on a mu­tu­al traf­fic in mer­chan­dise, they had amassed much mon­ey. And so, when the time had come for them to jour­ney to Jerusalem, they had sewn up the gold in a leath­ern belt and had set out on their way. On the road they had spent a night in a for­est, and, for safe­keep­ing, had buried the belt in the ground. But when they awoke in the morn­ing, they found no belt in the place where they had put it.

				They all ac­cused one an­oth­er of the se­cret theft, and since all three seemed to be men of ex­ceed­ing cun­ning, and sub­tle of speech, the king there­fore said un­to them:

				“Ere I de­cide your suit, hear­ken un­to that which I shall re­late to you. A cer­tain fair maid­en promised her beloved, who was set­ting out up­on a jour­ney, to await his re­turn, and to yield her vir­gin­i­ty to none save him. But, hav­ing gone away, he with­in a short while mar­ried an­oth­er maid­en, in an­oth­er city, and she came to know of this. In the ab­sence of her beloved, a wealthy and kind­heart­ed youth in her city, a friend of her child­hood, paid court to her. Con­strained by her par­ents she durst not, for shame and fear, tell him of her pact, and took him to spouse. But when, at the con­clu­sion of the mar­riage feast, he led her to the bed­cham­ber, and would lay down with her, she be­gan to im­plore him: ‘Al­low me to go to the city where my for­mer beloved dwelleth. Let him re­lieve me of my vow; then shall I re­turn to thee, and do all thy de­sire!’ And since the youth loved her ex­ceed­ing­ly, he did agree to her re­quest, al­lowed her to go, and she went. On the way a rob­ber fell up­on her, di­sheveled her, and was about to rav­ish her. But the maid­en fell down on her knees be­fore him, and, in tears, im­plored him to spare her virtue, telling the rob­ber all that had be­fall­en her, and her rea­son for trav­el­ling to a strange city. And the rob­ber, hav­ing heard her out, was so as­tound­ed by her faith­ful­ness to her word, and so touched by the good­ness of her bride­groom, that not on­ly did he let the girl de­part in peace, but al­so re­turned to her the valu­ables he had tak­en. Now I ask you, who of all these three did best be­fore the coun­te­nance of God—the maid­en, the bride­groom, or the rob­ber?”

				And one of the plain­tiffs said that the maid­en was the most wor­thy of praise, for her stead­fast­ness to her oath. An­oth­er mar­velled at the great love of her bride­groom; the third, how­ev­er, found the ac­tion of the rob­ber the most mag­nan­i­mous one.

				And the king said to the last:

				“There­fore, it is even thou who hast stolen the belt with the com­mon gold, for thou art by na­ture cov­etous, and dost de­sire that which is not thine.”

				But this man, hav­ing giv­en his trav­el­ling staff to one of his com­pan­ions, spake, rais­ing his hands aloft as though for an oath:

				“I wit­ness be­fore Je­ho­vah that the gold is not with me, but him!”

				The king smiled and com­mand­ed one of his war­riors:

				“Take this man’s rod and break it in half.”

				And when the war­rior had car­ried out Solomon’s or­der, gold coins poured out up­on the floor, for they had been con­cealed with­in the hol­lowed-out stick; as for the thief, he, struck by the wis­dom of the king, fell down be­fore his throne and con­fessed his mis­deed.

				There al­so came in­to the House of Lebanon a wom­an, the poor wid­ow of a stone­cut­ter, and she spake:

				“I cry for jus­tice, O King! For the last two di­narii left me I bought flour, put it in­to this large earth­en bowl, and start­ed to car­ry it home. But a strong wind sud­den­ly arose and did scat­ter my flour. O wise king, who shall bring back this my loss? I now have naught where­with to feed my chil­dren.”

				“When was this?” asked the king.

				“It hap­pened this morn­ing, at dawn.”

				And so Solomon com­mand­ed that there be sum­moned to him sev­er­al mer­chants, whose ships were to set out this day with mer­chan­dise for Phoeni­cia, by way of Jaf­fa. And when, in alarm, they ap­peared in the Hall of Judg­ment, the king asked them:

				“Did ye pray God, or the gods, for a favourable wind for your ships?”

				And they an­swered:

				“Yea, O King. We did so. And our of­fer­ings were pleas­ing to God, for He did send us a pro­pi­tious wind.”

				“I re­joice on your ac­count,” said Solomon. “But the same wind has scat­tered a poor wom­an’s flour that she was car­ry­ing in a bowl. Do ye not deem it just, if ye have to rec­om­pense her?”

				And they, made glad that the king had sum­moned them on­ly for this, at once filled the bowl by cast­ing in­to it small and large sil­ver coin. And when, with tears, she be­gan to thank the king, he smiled ra­di­ant­ly and said:

				“Wait, this is not yet all. This morn­ing’s wind has be­stowed joy up­on me as well, which I did not ex­pect. And there­fore, to the gifts of these mer­chants, I shall add my king­ly gift al­so.”

				And he com­mand­ed Adoniram, the trea­sur­er, to put on top of the mon­ey of the mer­chants enough gold coin to cov­er the sil­ver en­tire­ly out of sight.

				Solomon de­sired to see none un­hap­py on this day. He dis­trib­uted more re­wards, pen­sions, and gifts than he some­times did with­in a whole year, and he par­doned Ahi­maaz, the gov­er­nor of the land of Naph­tali, against whom his wrath had flamed be­fore, be­cause of his law­less levies; and he com­mut­ed the faults of many who had trans­gressed the law, nor did he over­look any of the pe­ti­tions of his sub­jects—save one.

				When the king was pass­ing out from the House at Lebanon through the small south­ern door, one in a gar­ment of yel­low leather stood up in his path—a squat, broad-shoul­dered man, dark­ly-rud­dy and mo­rose of face, with a black, bushy beard, with a neck like a bull’s, and an aus­tere gaze from un­der­neath shag­gy, black eye­brows. This was the high priest of Moloch’s tem­ple. He ut­tered but one word in a sup­pli­cat­ing voice:

				“King! …”

				In the bronze bel­ly of his god were sev­en di­vi­sions: one for meal, an­oth­er for doves, the third for sheep, the fourth for rams, the fifth for calves, the sixth for beeves; but the sev­enth, meant for liv­ing in­fants brought by their moth­ers, had long stood emp­ty at the in­ter­dict of the king.

				Solomon walked in si­lence past the priest, but the lat­ter stretched out his hands af­ter him and ex­claimed with sup­pli­ca­tion:

				“King! I ad­jure thee by thy joy! … Show me this kind­ness, O king, and I shall re­veal to thee what dan­ger threat­ens thy life.”

				Solomon made no re­ply; and the eyes of the priest, who had clenched his pow­er­ful hands in­to fists, fol­lowed him to the ex­it with a fe­ro­cious glare.

			
			
				VI

				At night­fall Su­lamith went to that spot in the old city where, in long rows, stretched the shops of the mon­ey­chang­ers, usurers, and deal­ers in sweet-smelling condi­ments. There she sold to a jew­eller for three drach­mas and one di­nar her on­ly valu­able—her ear­rings for fes­tal days; of sil­ver, in the form of rings, each with a lit­tle gold­en star.

				Then she paid a vis­it to a sell­er of per­fumes. In the deep, dark, stone niche, in the midst of jars with gray Ara­bi­an am­ber, pack­ets of frank­in­cense from Lebanon, bunch­es of aro­mat­ic herbs, and phials with oils, was sit­ting an Ae­gyp­tian, a cas­trate—old, obese, wrin­kled, im­mo­bile, all fra­grant him­self; his legs tucked un­der him, and blink­ing his lazy eyes. He care­ful­ly count­ed out of a Phoeni­cian flask in­to a lit­tle clay flagon just as many drops of myrrh as there were di­narii among all the mon­eys of Su­lamith; and when he had fin­ished this task he said, gath­er­ing up with the stop­per the rem­nant of the oil around the neck of the bot­tle, and laugh­ing sly­ly:

				“Swarthy maid­en, beau­ti­ful maid­en! When this day thy beloved shall kiss thee be­tween thy breasts and say: ‘How fra­grant is thy body, O my beloved!’—re­call me at that mo­ment. I have poured over three ex­tra drops for thee.”

				And so, when night had come, and the moon had risen over Siloam, blend­ing the blue white­ness of its hous­es with the black blue­ness of the shad­ows and the dull green of the trees, Su­lamith did arise from her hum­ble couch of goats’-wool and hear­kened. All was qui­et in the house. Her sis­ter was breath­ing even­ly up­on the floor, nigh the wall. On­ly out­side, in the way­side bush­es, the ci­cadas chirped stri­dent­ly and pas­sion­ate­ly; and the blood throbbed nois­i­ly in her ears. The shad­ow of the win­dow-lat­tice, etched by the light of the moon, lay, sharp and oblique, up­on the floor.

				Trem­bling with timid­i­ty, ex­pec­ta­tion, and hap­pi­ness, Su­lamith loos­ened her gar­ments, let them down to her feet, and, step­ping over them, was left naked in the mid­dle of the room, fac­ing the win­dow, in the light of the moon fall­ing through the bars of the lat­tice. She poured the thick, sweet-smelling myrrh up­on her shoul­ders, up­on her bo­som, up­on her ab­domen; and, fear­ing to lose even one pre­cious drop, be­gan to rub the oil over her legs, un­der her armpits, and about her neck. And the smooth, slip­pery touch of her palms and el­bows against her body com­pelled her to shiv­er with sweet an­tic­i­pa­tion. And, smil­ing and trem­bling, she gazed out of the win­dow, where, be­yond the lat­tice, two poplars showed—dark on one side, sil­vered on the oth­er—and whis­pered to her­self:

				“This is for thee, my love; this is for thee, my beloved. My beloved is the chiefest among ten thou­sand, his head is as the most fine gold, his locks are bushy, and black as a raven. His lips are most sweet; yea, he is all de­sire. This is my beloved, and this is my broth­er, O daugh­ters of Jerusalem! …”

				And now, fra­grant with myrrh, she lay down up­on her couch. Her face is turned to­ward the win­dow; her hands, like a child, she has squeezed be­tween her knees; her heart fills the room with its loud beat­ing. Much time pass­es. Scarce clos­ing her eyes, she is plunged in­to doz­ing, but her heart keeps vig­il. As in a dream, it seems to her that her dear is ly­ing be­side her. In a joy­ous fright she casts off her drowsi­ness; she seeks her beloved near her on the couch, but finds no one. The moon’s de­sign up­on the floor has crept near­er the wall, is dwin­dled and more oblique. The ci­cadas are call­ing; the Brook of Kidron bab­bles on monotonous­ly; the dole­ful chant of a night watch­man is heard in the city.

				“What if he comes not to­day?” thinks Su­lamith; “I did im­plore him—and what if he hath sud­den­ly obeyed me? … I charge you, O ye daugh­ters of Jerusalem, by the ros­es and lilies of the field: awake not love till it come. … But now my love hath come to me. Make haste, my beloved! Thy bride awaits thee. Make haste like to a young hart up­on the moun­tains of spices.”

				The sand crunch­es in the yard un­der light steps. And the soul of the maid­en deserts her. A cau­tious hand knocks at the win­dow. A dark face shows on the oth­er side of the lat­tice. The low voice of her beloved is heard:

				“Open to me, my sis­ter, my dove, my un­de­filed! For my head is filled with dew.”

				But a charmed numb­ness has sud­den­ly tak­en pos­ses­sion of Su­lamith’s body. She wants to rise, and can not; wants to move her hand, and can not. And, with­out un­der­stand­ing what is tak­ing place with her, she whis­pers, gaz­ing through the win­dow:

				“Ah, his locks are filled with the drops of the night! But I have put off my chi­ton. How shall I put it on?”

				“Rise up, my love, my fair one, and come away. The morn is nigh, flow­ers ap­pear on the earth, and the vines with the ten­der grape give a good­ly smell; the time of the singing of birds is come, and the voice of the tur­tle dove is heard from the moun­tains.”

				“I have washed my feet,” whis­pers Su­lamith; “how shall I de­file them?”

				The dark head dis­ap­pears from the win­dow-lat­tice; the re­sound­ing steps pass around the house and cease at the door. The beloved cau­tious­ly puts in his hand by the hole of the door. His fin­gers can be heard grop­ing for the in­ner bolt.

				Then does Su­lamith rise up, press­ing her palms hard against her breasts, and whis­pers in af­fright:

				“My sis­ter sleeps—I fear to awak­en her.”

				She ir­res­o­lute­ly dons her san­dals, puts a light chi­ton up­on her naked body, throws a vail over it, and opens the door, leav­ing marks of myrrh up­on the han­dles of the lock. But there is no longer any­one up­on the road that glim­mers white­ly in its soli­tude be­tween the dark bush­es in the gray murk of morn­ing. The beloved had not wait­ed, and was gone; not even his steps were to be heard. The moon has dwin­dled and paled, and floats on high. In the east, above the waves of the moun­tains, the sky is putting on a chilly pink be­fore the dawn. In the dis­tance the walls and tow­ers of Jerusalem glim­mer white­ly.

				“My beloved! King of my life!” Su­lamith calls in­to the hu­mid dark­ness. “I am here. I await thee. … Re­turn!”

				But none re­sponds.

				“I will run up­on the high­way; I shall, I shall over­take my beloved,” Su­lamith says to her­self. “I will go about the city in the streets and in the broad ways; I will seek him whom my soul loveth. O that thou wert as my broth­er, that sucked the breast of my moth­er! When I should find thee with­out, I would kiss thee; yea, I should not be de­spised. I would lead thee, and bring thee in­to my moth­er’s house. Thou wouldst in­struct me; I would cause thee to drink of the juice of my pomegranates. I charge you, daugh­ters of Jerusalem, if ye find my beloved, that ye tell him I am smit­ten by love.”

				Thus does she com­mune with her­self, and with light, docile steps runs up­on the road to­ward the city. At the Dung Gates near the wall, two watch­men that had gone about the city at night are sit­ting and doz­ing in the chill of the morn­ing. They awak­en and stare with as­ton­ish­ment at the run­ning girl. The younger aris­es and blocks her way with out­stretched arms.

				“Stay, stay, thou fair!” ex­claims he with laugh­ter. “Whith­er so fast? Thou hast passed the night on the sly in the bed of thy dear and art yet warm from his em­braces; where­as we have been chilled through by the damp­ness of the night. It would be but fair if thou wert to sit a while with us.”

				The el­der al­so aris­es and wants to em­brace Su­lamith. He does not laugh; he breathes heav­i­ly, fast, and with wheez­ing; he is lick­ing his blue lips with his tongue. His face, made hideous by great scars of healed lep­rosy, seems fright­ful in the pal­lid murk. He speaks in a voice hoarse and snuf­fling:

				“Yea, of a truth. What is thy beloved more than oth­er men, sweet maid­en! Shut thy eyes, and thou canst not tell me apart from him. I am even bet­ter, for, of a cer­tain­ty, I am more ex­pe­ri­enced than he.”

				They clutch at her bo­som, her shoul­ders, her arms and rai­ment. But Su­lamith is lithe and strong, and her body, anoint­ed with oil, is slip­pery. She tears her­self away, leav­ing in the hands of the watch­men her out­er vail, and runs back still faster along the same road. She has ex­pe­ri­enced nei­ther of­fense nor fear—she is all swal­lowed up in thoughts of Solomon. Pass­ing by her house, she sees the door out of which she had just gone still left open, a gap­ing black quad­ran­gle in the white wall. But she mere­ly catch­es her breath, shrinks with­in her­self, like a young cat, and runs by on her tip­toes with nev­er a sound.

				She cross­es the bridge of Kidron, avoids the out­skirt of the vil­lage of Siloam, and by a stony road grad­u­al­ly climbs the south­ern slope of Bath-El-Khav, in­to her vine­yard. Her broth­er is still sleep­ing among the vines, wrapped up in a woolen blan­ket all wet from the dew. Su­lamith rous­es him, but he can not awak­en, en­chained by the morn­ing sleep of youth.

				As yes­ter­day, the dawn is flam­ing over Anaze. A wind springs up. The fra­grance of the grape in blos­som streams through the air.

				“I shall come away and look up­on that place of the wall where my beloved hath stood,” Su­lamith is say­ing. “I shall feel with my hands the stones that he hath touched; I shall kiss the ground be­neath his feet.”

				She glides light­ly be­tween the vines. The dew falls from them, chill­ing her feet and spat­ter­ing her el­bows. And now a joy­ous cry from Su­lamith fills the vine­yard! The king is stand­ing be­yond the wall. With a ra­di­ant face he stretch­es out his arms to meet her.

				More light­ly than a bird Su­lamith sur­mounts the en­clo­sure, and, with­out words, with a moan of hap­pi­ness, en­twines the king.

				Sev­er­al min­utes pass thus. Fi­nal­ly, tear­ing his lips away from her mouth, Solomon speaks, en­rap­tured, and his voice trem­bles:

				“Be­hold, thou art fair, my love; be­hold, thou art fair!”

				“O, how fair art thou, my beloved!”

				Tears of de­light and grate­ful­ness—blessed tears—sparkle up­on Su­lamith’s pale and beau­ti­ful face. Lan­guish­ing with love, she sinks to the ground and whis­pers words of mad­ness in a bare­ly au­di­ble voice.

				“Our bed is green. The beams of our house are cedars. … Kiss me with the kiss­es of thy mouth—for thy love is bet­ter than wine. …”

				Af­ter a brief space Su­lamith is ly­ing with her head up­on Solomon’s breast. His left arm is em­brac­ing her.

				Bend­ing to her very ear, the king is whis­per­ing some­thing to her; the king is ten­der­ly apol­o­giz­ing, and Su­lamith red­dens from his words and clos­es her eyes. Then, with an in­ex­press­ibly love­ly smile of con­fu­sion, she says:

				“My moth­er’s chil­dren made me the keep­er of the vine­yard. … But mine own vine­yard have I not kept.”

				But Solomon takes her lit­tle swarthy hand and press­es it fer­vent­ly to his lips.

				“Thou dost not re­gret this, Su­lamith?”

				“O nay, my king, my beloved. I re­gret it not. Wert thou to arise this minute and go from me, and were I con­demned nev­er to see thee af­ter, I would to the end of my life ut­ter thy name with grat­i­tude, Solomon!”

				“Tell me one thing else, Su­lamith. … On­ly, I be­seech thee, speak the truth, my un­de­filed. … Didst thou know who I am?”

				“Nay—even now I know it not. Methought. … But I am shamed to con­fess it. … I fear thou wilt laugh at me. … They tell, that here, up­on Mount Bath-El-Khav, pa­gan gods do oft wan­der. … Many of them, it is said, are beau­ti­ful. … And methought: art thou not Hor, the son of Osiris; or else some oth­er god?”

				“Nay, I am but a king, beloved. But here, up­on this spot, I kiss thy dear hand, scorched of the sun, and swear to thee that nev­er yet—nei­ther in the time of first love long­ings, nor in the days of my glo­ry—has my heart flamed with such an in­sa­tiable de­sire as that which is awak­ened with­in me by thy mere smile, by the mere touch of thy flam­ing locks—the mere curve of thy pur­ple lips! Thou art come­ly as the tents of Kedar, as the cur­tains in the tem­ple of Solomon! Thy ca­ress­es in­tox­i­cate me. Be­hold thy breasts—they are fra­grant. Thy nip­ples are as wine!”

				“O, yea—gaze, gaze up­on me, beloved. Thy eyes arouse me! O, what joy!—for thy de­sire is un­to me—me! Thy locks are scent­ed. As a bun­dle of myrrh thou dost lie be­twixt my breasts!”

				Time ceas­es its cur­rent and clos­es over them in a so­lar cy­cle. Their bed is the green; their roof is of cedars; and their walls are of cy­press­es. And the ban­ner over their tent is love.

			
			
				VII

				The king had a pool in his palace—an oc­tag­o­nal, fresh pool of white mar­ble. Steps of dark-green mala­chite ran down to its bot­tom. A fac­ing of Ae­gyp­tian jasper, snowy-white, with pink, bare­ly per­cep­ti­ble lit­tle veins, served as a frame for the pool. The best of ebony had gone for the or­na­men­ta­tion of the walls. Four li­ons’ heads of pink sar­donyx cast forth the wa­ter in thin jets in­to the pool. Eight mir­rors of pol­ished sil­ver, the height of a man and of ex­cel­lent Sydo­nian work­man­ship, were set in­to the walls, be­tween the slen­der col­umns of white.

				Be­fore Su­lamith was to en­ter the pool, young maid­ser­vants poured aro­mat­ic com­pounds in­to it, that made the wa­ter to turn white and blue and to play with all the colours of a milky opal. The fe­male slaves dis­rob­ing Su­lamith gazed with de­light up­on her body; and, when they had dis­robed her, they led her up to a mir­ror. Not a sin­gle blem­ish was there up­on her beau­ti­ful body, made au­re­ate like a tawny, ripe fruit by the gold­en down of soft hair. And she, gaz­ing up­on her naked self in the mir­ror, turned red and thought:

				“All this is for thee, my king!”

				She came out of the pool fresh, cool, and fra­grant, cov­ered with quiv­er­ing drops of wa­ter. The fe­male slaves put up­on her a short white tu­nic of the finest Ae­gyp­tian linen, and a chi­ton of pre­cious Sar­goni­an byssin, of such a re­ful­gent gold­en colour that the gar­ment seemed wo­ven out of the rays of the sun. They shod her feet in red san­dals made from the skin of a young kid; they dried her dark, flam­ing locks and bound them with strings of large black pearls; and they adorned her arms with tin­kling bracelets.

				In such ar­ray did she come be­fore Solomon, and the king ex­claimed joy­ous­ly:

				“Who is she that looketh forth as the morn­ing, fair as the moon, clear as the sun? O, Su­lamith, thy beau­ty is more ter­ri­ble than an army with flaunt­ed ban­ners! Sev­en hun­dred wives have I known and three hun­dred con­cu­bines, and vir­gins with­out num­ber—thou art but one, my fair! The queens shall be­hold thee and ex­toll thee, and all wom­en up­on earth shall praise thee. O, Su­lamith, that day when thou wilt be­come my spouse and queen shall be the hap­pi­est my heart has known.”

				Where­upon she walked up to the door of carved olive, and, press­ing her cheek against it, said:

				“I de­sire to be but thy slave, Solomon. Be­hold, I have put my ear to the post of the door. I be­seech thee—in ac­cor­dance with the law of Moses, nail down my ear in wit­ness of my vol­un­tary bondage be­fore thee.”

				Then Solomon did com­mand to be brought out of his trea­sure house pre­cious pen­dants of deep-red car­bun­cles, fash­ioned to re­sem­ble elon­gat­ed pears. He him­self put them up­on the ears of Su­lamith, and said:

				“I am my beloved’s, and my beloved is mine.”

				And, tak­ing Su­lamith by the hand, the king brought her to the ban­quet­ing house, where his com­pan­ions and fa­mil­iars were al­ready await­ing him.

			
			
				VIII

				Sev­en days had sped since Su­lamith had stepped in­to the palace of the king. Sev­en days had she and the king tak­en joy­ance in love, yet could not be sat­ed there­with.

				Solomon loved to adorn his beloved with pre­cious things. “How beau­ti­ful are thy lit­tle feet in san­dals!” he would ex­claim in rap­ture, and, get­ting down on his knees be­fore her, he would kiss each toe in turn, and put up­on them rings with stones so splen­did and rare that their like was not to be found even up­on the ephod of a high-priest. Su­lamith would lis­ten, en­tranced, when­ev­er he dis­coursed up­on the in­ner na­ture of stones, their mag­ic prop­er­ties and se­cret sig­ni­fi­ca­tions.

				“Here is an­thrax, the sa­cred stone from the land of Ophir,” the king would say. “It is hot and moist. Be­hold, it is red, like blood, like the evening glow, like the blown flow­er of the pome­gran­ate, like thick wine from the vine­yards of En-ge­di, like thy lips, my Su­lamith, in the morn­ing af­ter a night of love. This is the stone of love, wrath, and blood. Up­on the hand of a man lan­guish­ing in a fever or made drunk by de­sire, it wax­es warmer and glows with a red flame. Put it up­on thy hand, my beloved, and thou shalt see it enkin­dle. If it be brayed to a pow­der and tak­en in wa­ter, it im­parts a glow to the face, al­lays the stom­ach, and maketh the soul to re­joice. He that weareth it at­taineth pow­er over men. It is a cu­ra­tive for the heart, brain, and mem­o­ry. But it ought not be worn nigh chil­dren, for it doth arouse the pas­sions of love around it.

				“Here is a trans­par­ent stone, the colour of cop­per verdi­gris. In the land of the Aethiopi­ans, where it is got­ten, it is called Mg­nadis-Phza. It was giv­en me by the fa­ther of my wife, Queen Astis—by Shishak, the Pharaoh of Ae­gypt, in­to whose hands it came through a cap­tive king. Thou seest—it is not beau­ti­ful; yet is its val­ue be­yond com­pu­ta­tion, for but four men on earth pos­sess the stone Mg­nadis-Phza. It pos­sess­es the un­usu­al prop­er­ty of at­tract­ing sil­ver to it, just like a cov­etous man that loveth the met­al. I give it thee, my beloved, for that thou are not cov­etous.

				“Gaze up­on these sap­phires, Su­lamith. Some of them re­sem­ble in colour corn­flow­ers among wheat; oth­ers, an au­tumn sky; oth­ers still, the sea in fine weath­er. This is the stone of vir­gin­i­ty—chill and pure. Dur­ing far and dif­fi­cult voy­ages it is placed in the mouth to al­lay thirst. It al­so cureth lep­rosy and all ma­lig­nant growths. It be­stoweth clar­i­ty to thoughts. The priests of Jupiter in Rome wear it up­on the in­dex fin­ger.

				“The king of all stones is the stone Shamir. The Greeks name it Adamas—which sig­ni­fi­eth, the in­vin­ci­ble. It is the hard­est of all sub­stances on earth and re­mains un­in­jured in the fiercest of fires. It is the light of the sun, con­cen­trat­ed in the ground and cooled by time. Ad­mire it, Su­lamith—it playeth with all colours, but in it­self re­maineth translu­cent, like a drop of wa­ter. It shineth in the dark­ness of night; but los­eth its ra­di­ance, even in the day­time, up­on the hand of a mur­der­er. The Shamir is tied to the hand of a wom­an tor­tured in heavy tra­vail with child; and it is al­so put up­on the left hand by war­riors set­ting out for bat­tle. He that weareth the Shamir find­eth favour with kings and hath no dread of evil spir­its. The Shamir driv­eth the mot­tled colour off the face, pu­ri­fi­eth the breath, giveth qui­et slum­ber to lu­naticks, and in­duceth a sweat cu­ra­tive of near prox­im­i­ty to poi­son. The Shamir stones are male and fe­male; buried deep in the ground they are ca­pa­ble of mul­ti­ply­ing.

				“The moon­stone, pale and mild, like the shin­ing of the moon—it is the stone of the Chal­daean and Baby­lo­ni­an ma­gi. Be­fore div­ina­tion it is placed un­der the tongue, and it im­parts to them the gift of see­ing the fu­ture. It hath a strange tie with the moon, for dur­ing a new moon it groweth chill and shineth more bright­ly. It is ben­e­fi­cial to wom­an dur­ing that year when from a child she is be­com­ing a wom­an.

				“Wear thou this ring with a smaragd con­stant­ly, my beloved, for the smaragd is the favourite stone of Solomon, King of Is­rael. It is green, pure, gay, ten­der, like grass in the spring of the year, and when one gazeth at it for long the heart wax­eth ra­di­ant; if thou wilt look up­on it in the morn­ing, all the day shall hold no hard­ship of thee. I shall hang a smaragd over thy night couch, my come­ly one; let it drive evil dreams away from thee; let it lull the beat­ing of thy heart, and di­vert black thoughts. Ser­pents and scor­pi­ons come not nigh him that weareth a smaragd; but if a smaragd be held be­fore the eyes of a ser­pent, wa­ter shall flow from them, and con­tin­ue flow­ing, till it go blind. Pound­ed smaragd, to­geth­er with camel’s milk, is giv­en an em­poi­soned man, that the poi­son may go off in tran­spi­ra­tion; mixed with at­tar of ros­es, smaragd cureth the bites of ven­omous rep­tiles; while ground with saf­fron and ap­plied to ail­ing eyes it erad­i­cates night blind­ness. It al­so helps in dysen­tery and the black cough that is in­cur­able by any hu­man means.”

				The king al­so be­stowed up­on his beloved Ly­bian amethysts, whose colour re­sem­bled ear­ly vi­o­lets, that put forth in forests at the foot of the Ly­bian moun­tains—amethysts, pos­sessed of the won­drous prop­er­ty of curb­ing wind, mol­li­fy­ing wrath, pre­serv­ing from in­tox­i­ca­tion, and help­ing at the trap­ping of wild beasts; turquoise of Perse­po­lis, that bringeth hap­pi­ness in love, en­deth con­nu­bial quar­rels, tur­neth away the wrath of kings, and is pro­pi­tious in the break­ing and sell­ing of hors­es; and cat’s-eye—that guardeth the prop­er­ty, rea­son, and health of its pos­ses­sor; and the pale beryl­lion, blue-green, like sea­wa­ter near shore—a good trav­el­ling com­pan­ion for pil­grims and a rem­e­dy against cataract and lep­rosy; and the vari­coloured agate: he that weareth it hath no dread of the evil machi­na­tions of en­e­mies, and avoideth the dan­ger of be­ing crushed in an earth­quake; and the ap­ple-green, tur­bid­ly-pel­lu­cid ony­chion—its mas­ter’s guardian from fire and mad­ness; and iaspis, that maketh beasts to trem­ble; and the black swal­low-stone, that en­doweth with elo­quence; and the ea­gle-stone, es­teemed of preg­nant wom­en—ea­gles put it in their nests when the time comes for their young to break out of their shells; and zaberzate out of Ophir, shin­ing like lit­tle suns; and yel­low-au­re­ate chryso­lite—the friend of mer­chants and thieves; and sar­donyx, beloved of kings and queens; and the crim­son lig­u­ri­on: it is found, as all know, in the stom­ach of the lynx, whose sight is so keen that it can see through walls—and for that rea­son he that weareth a lig­u­ri­on is al­so not­ed for keen sight, and be­sides this it stop­peth bleed­ing of the nose, and healeth all wounds, save wounds in­flict­ed by stone or iron.

				The king al­so put up­on Su­lamith’s neck car­canets of great price, of pearls that had been dived for in the Per­sian Sea by his sub­jects; and the pearls put on a liv­ing lus­tre and a soft colour from the warmth of her body. And corals be­came red­der up­on her swarthy breast; and turquoise came to life up­on her fin­gers; and those baubles of yel­low am­ber which were brought from far north­ern seas, in gift to the king, by the doughty ship-mas­ters of Hi­ram, King of Tyre, emit­ted crack­ling sparks in her hands.

				With marigolds and lilies did Su­lamith deck her couch, pre­par­ing it for the night; and, repos­ing up­on her breast, the king would say in the joy­ous­ness of his heart:

				“Thou are like to the king’s decked, mast­ed boat in the Land of Ophir, O my beloved; a light, gold­en boat that floats, sway­ing, up­on the sa­cred riv­er, among white fra­grant blos­soms.”

				

				Thus did his first—and last—love come to Solomon, the great­est of kings and wis­est of sages.

				Many ages have passed since then. There have been king­doms and kings, and of them no trace has been left, as of a wind that has sped over a desert. There have been pro­longed, mer­ci­less wars, af­ter which the names of the com­man­ders shone through the ages, like en­san­guined stars; but time has ef­faced even the very mem­o­ry of them.

				But the love of the low­ly maid­en of the vine­yard and the great king shall nev­er pass away nor be for­got­ten—for love is strong as death; for ev­ery wom­an who loves is a queen; for love is beau­ti­ful.

			
			
				IX

				Sev­en days had sped since Solomon—po­et, sage, and king—had brought in­to his palace the low­ly maid­en he had met in the vine­yard at dawn. For sev­en days did the king take joy­ance in her love, nor could be sat­ed there­with. And a great joy ir­ra­di­at­ed his coun­te­nance, like to the gold­en light of the sun.

				It was the time of light, warm, moon­lit nights—sweet nights of love. … Up­on a couch of tiger fells lay the naked Su­lamith; and the king, sit­ting up­on the floor at her feet, filled his emer­ald gob­let with the au­re­ate wine of Mau­re­tus, and drank to the health of his beloved, re­joic­ing with all his heart, and nar­rat­ed to her the sage, strange leg­ends of eld. And Su­lamith’s hand rest­ed up­on his head, stroking his wavy black hair.

				“Tell me, my king,” Su­lamith had once asked, “is it not won­der­ful that I fell in love with thee so in­stant­ly? I now call all things to mind, and meseems I be­gan be­long­ing to thee from the very first mo­ment, when I had not yet had time to be­hold thee, but had mere­ly heard thy voice. My heart be­gan to flut­ter and did open to meet thee, as a flow­er opens to the south wind on a night in sum­mer. How hast thou tak­en me so, my beloved?”

				And the king, qui­et­ly bend­ing his head to­ward the soft knees of Su­lamith, smiled ten­der­ly and an­swered:

				“Thou­sands of wom­en be­fore thee, O my come­ly one, have put this ques­tion to their beloveds, and hun­dreds of ages af­ter thee will they be ask­ing their beloveds about this. There be three things which are too won­der­ful for me, yea, four which I know not: the way of an ea­gle in the air; the way of a ser­pent up­on a rock; the way of a ship in the midst of the sea; and the way of a man with a maid. This is not my wis­dom, Su­lamith—these are the words of Agur, son of Jakeh, heard from him by his dis­ci­ples. But let us hon­our the wis­dom of oth­ers al­so.”

				“Yea,” said Su­lamith pen­sive­ly, “may­hap it is even true that man shall nev­er com­pre­hend this. To­day, dur­ing the ban­quet, I wore a sweet-smelling clus­ter of stacte up­on my breast. But thou didst leave the ta­ble, and my flow­ers ceased to give out their smell. Meseems, thou must be beloved, O king, of wom­en, and men, and beasts, and even of flow­ers. I oft pon­der, yet com­pre­hend not: how can one love any oth­er save thee?”

				“And any save thee, save thee, Su­lamith! Ev­ery hour do I ren­der thanks to God for that He has set thee in my path.”

				“I re­mem­ber, I was sit­ting up­on a stone of the wall, and thou didst put thy hand on mine. Fire ran through my veins; my head was dizzied. I said with­in me: Be­hold, there is my lord, my king, my beloved!”

				“I re­mem­ber, Su­lamith, how thou didst turn around to my call. Un­der the thin rai­ment I saw thy body, thy beau­ti­ful body, that I love as I love God. I love it—cov­ered with its gold­en down, as though the sun had left its kiss up­on it. Thou art grace­ful, like to a fil­ly in the Pharaoh’s char­i­ot; thou art fair like the char­i­ot of Am­mi-nadib. Thy eyes are as two doves, sit­ting by the rivers of wa­ters.”

				“O, beloved, thy words stir me. Thy hand sears me sweet­ly. O, my king, thy legs are as pil­lars of mar­ble. Thy bel­ly is like an heap of wheat, set about with lilies.”

				Sur­round­ed, ir­ra­di­at­ed, by the silent light of the moon, they for­got time and place; and thus hours would pass, and they with won­der be­held the rosy dawn peep­ing through the lat­ticed win­dows of the cham­ber.

				Su­lamith al­so said once:

				“Thou hast known, my beloved, wives and vir­gins with­out num­ber, and they were all the fairest wom­en on earth. I be­come ashamed when­ev­er I con­sid­er my­self—a sim­ple, un­schooled girl—and my poor body, scorched of the sun.”

				But, touch­ing her lips with his, the king would say, with in­fi­nite love and grate­ful­ness:

				“Thou art a queen, Su­lamith! Thou wast born a true queen. Thou art brave and gen­er­ous in love. Sev­en hun­dred wives have I, and three hun­dred con­cu­bines, and vir­gins with­out num­ber have I known; but thou, my timid one, art my on­ly one—thou fairest among wom­en. I have found thee like as a div­er in the Gulf of Per­sia, that fil­leth a great num­ber of bas­kets with bar­ren shells and pearls of lit­tle price, ere he get from the bed of the sea a pearl wor­thy a king’s crown. My child, a man may love thou­sands of times, yet he loveth but once. Peo­ple with­out num­ber think they love, yet on­ly to two of them doth God send love. And when thou didst yield thy­self up to me among the cy­press­es, un­der the rafters of cedars, up­on the bed of green, I did with all my soul ren­der thanks to God, so gra­cious to me.”

				Su­lamith al­so asked once:

				“I know that they all loved thee, for not to love thee is im­pos­si­ble. The Queen of She­ba did come to thee from her do­main. They say, that she was the wis­est and fairest of all wom­en that had ev­er been on earth. As in a dream, I re­call her car­a­vans. I know not why, but since my ear­li­est child­hood I have been drawn to the char­i­ots of the great. I was then per­haps sev­en, per­haps eight. I re­mem­ber the camels in gold­en har­ness, cov­ered with ca­parisons of pur­ple, laden with heavy bur­dens; I re­mem­ber the mules with the lit­tle bells of gold be­tween their ears; I re­mem­ber the droll mon­keys in sil­vern cages; and the won­drous pea­cocks. There was a mul­ti­tude of ser­vants in gar­ments of white and blue, march­ing; they led tame tigers and pan­thers up­on rib­bands of red. I was but eight then.”

				“O child, thou wert but eight then,” said Solomon with sad­ness.

				“Didst thou love her more than me, Solomon? Wilt tell me some­thing of her?”

				And the king told her all per­tain­ing to this amaz­ing wom­an. Hav­ing heard much of the wis­dom and beau­ty of the King of Is­rael, she had come to him from her do­main with rich gifts, de­sir­ing to prove his wis­dom and sub­due his heart. This was a mag­nif­i­cent wom­an of forty, who was al­ready be­gin­ning to fade. But through se­cret, mag­ic means she con­trived to make her body, that was grow­ing flab­by, seem grace­ful and sup­ple, like a girl’s, while her face bore an im­press of an awe­some, in­hu­man beau­ty. But her wis­dom was or­di­nary wis­dom, and the pet­ty wis­dom of a wom­an to boot.

				De­sir­ing to test the king with rid­dles, she at first sent to him fifty youths of ten­der­est age, and fifty maid­ens. They were all so cun­ning­ly dressed that the keen­est eye could not have dis­cerned their sex. “I shall call thee wise, O King,” said Balkis, “if thou shalt tell me which of them is wom­an, and which man.”

				But the king burst out laugh­ing, and or­dered that ev­ery he and she sent him be brought a sep­a­rate ba­son of sil­ver, and a sep­a­rate ew­er of sil­ver, for lav­ing. And where­as the boys brave­ly splashed in the wa­ter and cast it in hand­fuls at their faces, dry­ing their skin vig­or­ous­ly, the girls act­ed as wom­en al­ways do at their ablu­tions. They lath­ered each hand gen­tly and so­lic­i­tous­ly, bring­ing it close­ly to their eyes.

				In so easy a man­ner did the king solve the first rid­dle of Balkis-Mâkkedah.

				Next she sent Solomon a large di­a­mond, the size of a hazel nut. This stone had a thin, ex­ceed­ing­ly tor­tu­ous flaw, that per­fo­rat­ed its en­tire body with a nar­row, in­tri­cate path. The task was to put a silken thread through the jew­el. And the wise king let in­to the open­ing a silk worm, which, hav­ing passed through, left the finest of silken webs in its wake.

				Al­so, the beau­teous Balkis sent King Solomon a pre­cious gob­let of carved sar­donyx, of mag­nif­i­cent work­man­ship. “This gob­let shall be thine,” she had com­mand­ed that the king be told, “if thou fillest it with mois­ture tak­en nei­ther from earth nor heav­en.” And Solomon, hav­ing filled the gob­let with froth fall­ing from the body of a fa­tigued steed, or­dered it to be car­ried to the queen.

				Many such hard ques­tions did the queen put to Solomon, but could not be­lit­tle his wis­dom; nor with all her se­cret charms of love’s pas­sion in the night might she con­trive to re­tain his love. And when she had fi­nal­ly palled up­on the king, he had cru­el­ly, hurt­ful­ly made mock of her.

				Ev­ery­body knew that the Sav­vian queen nev­er showed her low­er ex­trem­i­ties to any­one, and for that rea­son wore a gar­ment reach­ing to the ground. Even in the hours of love ca­ress­es did she keep her legs close­ly cov­ered with rai­ment. Many strange and droll leg­ends had sprung up on this ac­count.

				Some averred, that the queen had legs like a goat, grown over with wool; oth­ers swore, that in­stead of hu­man feet she had webbed feet, like a goose. And they even re­lat­ed how the moth­er of Balkis had once, af­ter bathing, sat down up­on sand where just be­fore a cer­tain god, tem­po­rar­ily meta­mor­phosed in­to a gan­der, had left his seed, and that through this she had borne the beau­teous Queen of She­ba.

				And so Solomon one day com­mand­ed to be built, in one of his cham­bers, a trans­par­ent floor of crys­tal, with an emp­ty space be­neath it, which was filled with wa­ter and stocked with live fish. All this was done with such ex­tra­or­di­nary art that one not fore­warned could nev­er pos­si­bly no­tice the glass, and would take an oath that a pool of clear, fresh wa­ter lay be­fore him.

				And when all was in readi­ness, Solomon in­vit­ed his re­gal guest to an in­ter­view. Sur­round­ed by all the pomp of her ret­inue, she paced through the cham­bers of the House at Lebanon, and came up to the treach­er­ous pool. At the oth­er end of it sat the king, re­splen­dent with gold and pre­cious stones, and with a wel­com­ing look in his dark eyes. The door opened be­fore the queen, and she took a step for­ward—but cried out and. …

				Su­lamith claps her palms and laughs, and her laugh­ter is joy­ous and child­like.

				“She stoops and lifts up her rai­ment?” asks Su­lamith.

				“Yea, my beloved, she act­ed as any among wom­en would have act­ed. She raised up the hem of her gar­ment, and al­though this last­ed for but a mo­ment, not on­ly I but all my court saw that the beau­teous Sav­vian Queen, Balkis-Mâkkedah, had or­di­nary hu­man legs, but crooked and grown over with coarse hair. On the very next day she set off, with­out bid­ding me farewell, and de­part­ed with her mag­nif­i­cent car­a­van. I had not meant to of­fend her. I sent af­ter her a trust­wor­thy run­ner, whom I or­dered to give to the queen a bun­dle of a rare moun­tain herb—the best means for the ex­tir­pa­tion of hair up­on the body. But she re­turned to me the head of my emis­sary in a bag of cost­ly pur­ple.”

				Solomon al­so told his beloved many things out of his life, which none oth­er among men and wom­en knew, and which Su­lamith car­ried with her in­to the grave. He told her of the long and weary years of his wan­der­ings, when, flee­ing from the wrath of his brethren, he was forced to hide un­der an as­sumed name in for­eign lands, en­dur­ing fear­ful pover­ty and pri­va­tions. He told her how, in a far-off, un­known coun­try, while he was stand­ing in the mar­ket place, in ex­pec­ta­tion of be­ing hired to work some­where, the king’s cook had ap­proached him and said:

				“Stranger, help me car­ry this ham­per of fish in­to the palace.”

				Through his wit, adroit­ness, and skilled de­meanor, Solomon so pleased the of­fi­cers of the court, that in a short while he had made him­self at home in the palace, and when the head cook died he had tak­en his place. Fur­ther, Solomon told of how the king’s on­ly daugh­ter—a beau­ti­ful, ar­dent maid­en—had fall­en in love with the new cook and had con­fessed her love to him; how they fled from the palace one night, and had been re­tak­en and brought back; how Solomon had been con­demned to die; and how, by a mir­a­cle, he suc­ceed­ed in es­cap­ing from the dun­geon.

				Avid­ly did Su­lamith lis­ten to him, and, when he grew silent, amidst the still­ness of the night their lips joined, their arms en­twined each oth­er, and breast touched breast. And when morn­ing drew near, and Su­lamith’s body seemed a foamy pink, and the fa­tigue of love en­cir­cled her splen­did eyes with blue shad­ows, she would say with a ten­der smile:

				“Stay me with flagons, com­fort me with ap­ples: for I am sick with love.”

			
			
				X

				In the tem­ple of Isis, up­on Mount Bath-El-Khav, the first part of the great mys­tery, to which the faith­ful of the less­er ini­ti­a­tion were ad­mit­ted, was just over. The priest on du­ty—an an­cient el­der in white vest­ment, with shaven head, and nei­ther mous­tache nor beard—had turned from the el­e­va­tion of the al­tar to­ward the peo­ple, and pro­nounced in a qui­et, tired voice:

				“Dwell in peace, my sons and daugh­ters. Wax per­fect through deeds. Ex­toll the name of the god­dess. And may her bless­ings be over ye for­ev­er and aye.”

				He raised his hands on high over the peo­ple, in bene­dic­tion. And im­me­di­ate­ly all the ini­ti­ates in­to the less­er rank of the mys­ter­ies pros­trat­ed them­selves on the floor, and then, aris­ing, soft­ly and in si­lence made their way to the ex­it.

				To­day was the sev­enth day of the month Phamenoth, sa­cred to the mys­ter­ies of Osiris and Isis. Since evening the solemn pro­ces­sion had thrice made the cir­cuit of the tem­ple with lamps, palm-leaves, and am­phorae; with the oc­cult sym­bols of the gods and the sa­cred im­ages of the Phal­lus. In the midst of the pro­ces­sion, up­on the shoul­ders of the priests and the mi­nor prophets, was reared the closed naos of cost­ly wood, or­na­ment­ed with pearl, ivory, and gold. There­in dwelt the god­dess her­self—She, The In­vis­i­ble, The Be­stow­er of Fe­cun­di­ty, The Mys­te­ri­ous; Moth­er, Sis­ter, and Wife of gods.

				The evil Seth had en­ticed his broth­er, the di­vine Osiris, to a feast; through crafti­ness he made him to lie down in a mag­nif­i­cent sar­coph­a­gus, and, hav­ing clapped down the lid over him, cast the sar­coph­a­gus with the body of the great god in­to the Nile. Isis, who had just giv­en birth to Ho­rus, with yearn­ing and tears search­es all the world over for the body of her spouse, and for long can not find it. Fi­nal­ly, slaves in­form her that the body had been borne out to sea by the waves, and that it had been cast up at By­b­los, where an enor­mous tree had sprung up about it, en­clos­ing with­in its trunk the body of the god and his float­ing dwelling. The king of that do­main had com­mand­ed a mighty col­umn to be made out of the enor­mous tree, not know­ing that with­in it re­posed the god Osiris him­self, the great be­stow­er of life. Isis goes to By­b­los; she ar­rives there fa­tigued with sul­tri­ness, thirst, and the toil­some, stony road. She lib­er­ates the sar­coph­a­gus out of the midst of the tree, car­ries it with her, and buries it in the earth near the city wall. But Seth again se­cret­ly steals away the body of Osiris, cuts it up in­to four­teen parts, and strews them over all the towns and set­tle­ments of Up­per and Low­er Aeg­pyt.

				And again with great grief and lamen­ta­tions Isis set out in search of the sa­cred mem­bers of her spouse and broth­er. Her sis­ter, the god­dess Neph­thys, and the mighty Thoth, and the son of the god­dess, the ra­di­ant Ho­rus—Ho­rus of the Hori­zon—all join their plaints to her weep­ing.

				Such was the hid­den mean­ing of the present pro­ces­sion in the first half of the sa­cred ser­vice. Now, up­on the de­par­ture of the com­mon be­liev­ers, and af­ter a short rest, the sec­ond part of the great mys­tery was about to be con­sum­mat­ed. In the tem­ple were left on­ly those ini­ti­at­ed in­to the high­er de­grees—mys­t­a­gogues, epopts, prophets and sac­ri­fi­ca­tors.

				Boys in white vest­ments bore about, up­on salvers of sil­ver, flesh, bread, dried fruits, and sweet wine of Pelu­si­um. Oth­ers poured hip­pocras out of nar­row-necked Tyr­i­an ves­sels—a drink giv­en in those days to con­demned crim­i­nals be­fore ex­e­cu­tion, to arouse their man­hood, but which al­so pos­sessed the great virtue of gen­er­at­ing and sus­tain­ing in men the fire of a sa­cred mad­ness.

				At a sign from the priest on du­ty the boys with­drew. A priest who was al­so the keep­er of the gates locked all doors. Then he at­ten­tive­ly made the rounds of all those who re­mained, scru­ti­niz­ing their faces and test­ing them with se­cret words that con­sti­tut­ed the pass-or­ders for this night. Two oth­er priests drew a sil­vern thuri­ble up­on wheels down the length of the tem­ple and around each of its col­umns. The tem­ple filled with the blue, thick, heady, aro­mat­ic fumes of in­cense, and through the lay­ers of smoke grew bare­ly vis­i­ble the vari­coloured flames of the lamp—lamps made of translu­cent stones, lamps set in carved gold and sus­pend­ed from the ceil­ing up­on long chains of sil­ver. In the times of eld this tem­ple of Osiris and Isis was known for its small ex­tent and its pover­ty, and was hol­lowed out like a cav­ern in the heart of the moun­tain. A nar­row sub­ter­ranean cor­ri­dor led to it from with­out. But in the days of the reign of Solomon, who had tak­en un­der his pro­tec­tion all re­li­gions save those which per­mit­ted the of­fer­ing of chil­dren in sac­ri­fice, and thanks to the zeal of Queen Astis, an Ae­gyp­tian born, the tem­ple had ex­pand­ed in depth and height, and had be­come adorned with rich of­fer­ings.

				The for­mer al­tar still re­mained in­vi­o­late in its pri­mor­dial, aus­tere sim­plic­i­ty, to­geth­er with a great num­ber of small cham­bers sur­round­ing it and serv­ing for the keep­ing of trea­sures, sac­ri­fi­cial ob­jects, and priest­ly ap­pur­te­nances, as well as for spe­cial se­cret pur­pos­es dur­ing the most oc­cult mys­tic or­gies.

				But then, the out­er court was tru­ly mag­nif­i­cent, with its py­lons in hon­our of the god­dess Hathor, and with a four-sid­ed colon­nade of four and twen­ty col­umns. The in­ner, sub­ter­ranean, hy­postylic hall for wor­ship­pers was built still more mag­nif­i­cent­ly. Its mo­sa­ic floor was all adorned with cun­ning­ly wrought im­ages of fish­es, beasts, am­phib­ians and rep­tiles; while the ceil­ing was over­laid with blue lazure, and up­on it shone a sun of gold, glowed a moon of sil­ver, in­nu­mer­able stars twin­kled, and birds soared up­on out­spread wings. The floor was the earth, the ceil­ing the sky, and they were joined by round and many-sid­ed col­umns, like mighty tree trunks; and since all the col­umns were sur­mount­ed by cap­i­tals in the form of the ten­der flow­ers of lo­tus or the slen­der cylin­ders of the pa­pyrus, the ceil­ing they sup­port­ed did in re­al­i­ty seem as light and aethe­re­al as the sky.

				The walls to the height of a man were faced with plates of red gran­ite, brought at the de­sire of Queen Astis out of Thebes, where the lo­cal mas­ter work­ers could im­part to the gran­ite a smooth­ness like that of a mir­ror, to­geth­er with an amaz­ing pol­ish. High­er, to the very ceil­ing, the walls, as well as the col­umns, were gay with graven and limned im­ages with the sym­bols of the gods of both Ae­gypts. Here was Se­bekh, hon­oured in Fayum in the form of a croc­o­dile; and Thoth, the god of the moon, de­pict­ed as an ibis in the city of Khmunu; and the sun-god Ho­rus, to whom a small idol-tem­ple was con­se­crat­ed in Ed­fu; and Bast of Bubastis, in the form of a cat; Shu, the god of the air, as a li­on; Ptah—an Apis; Hathor, the god­dess of mirth—a heifer; Anu­bis, the god of em­balm­ing, with the head of a jack­al; and Men­thu out of Her­mon; and the Cop­tic Minu; and Nei­th of Sais, the god­dess of the sky; and, fi­nal­ly, in the form of a ram—the dread god whose name was nev­er ut­tered, and who was called Khen­ti-Amen­tiu, which sig­ni­fi­eth: The Dweller in the West.

				The half-dark al­tar reared above the en­tire tem­ple, and the gold up­on the walls of the sanc­tu­ary that hid the im­ages of Isis gleamed with­in its depths. Three gates—a large one in the mid­dle, and two small ones flank­ing it—opened in­to the sanc­tu­ary. Be­fore the mid­dle one stood a small sac­ri­fi­cial al­tar with a sa­cred stone knife of Aethiopi­an ob­sid­i­an. Steps led up to the al­tar, and up­on them were dis­posed young priests and priest­esses with tym­pa­ni and sistrums, with flutes and tabours.

				Queen Astis was re­clin­ing with­in a lit­tle, se­cret cham­ber. A small quad­ran­gu­lar open­ing, art­ful­ly con­cealed by a large cur­tain, led di­rect­ly to the al­tar, and per­mit­ted one to fol­low all the de­tails of the sa­cred ser­vice with­out be­tray­ing one’s pres­ence. A light, close­ly-fit­ting dress of linen gauze, in­ter­wo­ven with sil­ver, tight­ly en­veloped the body of the queen, leav­ing the arms bare up to the shoul­ders, and the legs half­way to the calf. Her skin gleamed pinkly through the di­aphanous ma­te­ri­al, and one could see the pure lines and el­e­va­tions of her grace­ful body, which, de­spite the queen’s age of thir­ty, still had lost none of its litheness, beau­ty and fresh­ness. Her hair, stained a blue colour, was spread loose­ly over her shoul­ders and back, and was adorned with in­nu­mer­able lit­tle aro­mat­ic po­man­ders. Her face was much rouged and whitened; while her eyes, fine­ly out­lined by kohl, seemed enor­mous and glowed in the dark­ness, like those of some pow­er­ful beasts of the fe­line species. A sa­cred uraeus of gold hung down from her neck, sep­a­rat­ing the half-bared breasts.

				Ev­er since Solomon had cooled to­ward Queen Astis, tired of her un­bri­dled sen­su­al­i­ty, she, with all the ar­dour of south­ern love-pas­sion, and with all the jeal­ousy of a wom­an scorned, had giv­en her­self up to those se­cret or­gies of per­vert­ed lust that con­sti­tut­ed the high­est cult of the cas­trates’ ser­vice of Isis. She al­ways showed her­self sur­round­ed by priests-cas­trates, and, even now, as one of them fanned her head with mea­sured strokes of a fan made of pea­cock feath­ers, oth­ers were seat­ed up­on the floor drink­ing in the beau­ty of the queen with eyes of in­sane bliss. Their nos­trils were di­lat­ing and quiv­er­ing from the scent of her body waft­ed to them, and they sought with trem­bling fin­gers to touch un­per­ceived the hem of her light rai­ment, bare­ly stir­ring in the breeze. Their ex­ces­sive, nev­er sa­ti­at­ed sen­su­ous­ness spurred on their imag­i­na­tion to its ut­most lim­its. Their in­ven­tive­ness in the plea­sures of Ky­bele and Ashera sur­passed all hu­man pos­si­bil­i­ties. And be­ing jeal­ous of the queen to­ward one an­oth­er, to­ward all men, wom­en, and chil­dren—be­ing jeal­ous of her own self—they adored her even more than Isis, and, lov­ing her, hat­ed her as an in­ex­haustible, fiery foun­tain­head of de­lec­ta­ble and cru­el suf­fer­ings.

				Dark, evil, fear­ful, and fas­ci­nat­ing ru­mours were cur­rent about Queen Astis in Jerusalem. The par­ents of beau­ti­ful boys and girls hid their chil­dren from her gaze; men dread­ed to ut­ter her name up­on the con­ju­gal couch, as an omen of de­file­ment and dis­as­ter. But ag­i­tat­ing, ir­re­sistible cu­rios­i­ty drew all souls to her, and gave all bod­ies up in­to her pow­er. They who had but once ex­pe­ri­enced her fe­ro­cious, san­guinary ca­ress­es could nev­er­more for­get her, and be­came her life­long, piti­ful, spurned slaves. Ready, for a re­newed pos­ses­sion of her, to com­mit ev­ery sin, to en­dure ev­ery degra­da­tion and crime, they came to re­sem­ble those un­for­tu­nates who, hav­ing once tast­ed of the bit­ter drink of the pop­py from the Land of Ophir—the drink that be­stoweth sweet dreams—will nev­er more draw away from it, bow­ing down be­fore it on­ly and hon­our­ing it alone, un­til ex­haus­tion and mad­ness cut short their life.

				The fan swayed slow­ly in the sul­try air. In silent rap­ture the priests con­tem­plat­ed their dread sov­er­eign. But she seemed to have for­got­ten their pres­ence. Hav­ing moved the cur­tain slight­ly aside, she was cease­less­ly gaz­ing across to­ward that part of the al­tar where at one time, out of the dark fis­sures of the an­cient cur­tains of beat­en gold, was to be seen the beau­ti­ful, ra­di­ant coun­te­nance of the king of Is­rael. Him alone did the spurned queen, the cru­el and lech­er­ous Astis, love with all her flam­ing and de­praved heart. His glance of a fleet­ing mo­ment, a kind word of his, the touch of his hand, did she seek ev­ery­where, and found not. Up­on tri­umphal lev­ees, court ban­quets, and up­on the days of judg­ment, did Solomon pay his re­spects, due a queen and the daugh­ter of a king; but his soul was not quick un­to her. And the proud queen would of­ten com­mand her­self to be borne at set hours past the House at Lebanon, to glimpse, even though afar and un­no­ticed, through the heavy stuffs of her lit­ter, the proud, un­for­get­tably splen­did vis­age of Solomon, in the midst of the throng of courtiers. And long since her flam­ing love had grown so close­ly joined to sear­ing ha­tred that Astis her­self was un­able to tell them apart.

				In for­mer days Solomon al­so had vis­it­ed the tem­ple of Isis on great fes­tal days, had brought the god­dess of­fer­ings, and had even ac­cept­ed the ti­tle of her hi­ero­phant—sec­ond af­ter that of the Pharaoh of Ae­gypt. But the hor­ri­ble mys­ter­ies of “The San­guine Sac­ri­fice of Fe­cun­da­tion” had turned his mind and heart from the ser­vice of the Moth­er of Gods.

				“He that is cas­trat­ed through ig­no­rance or by force, or through ac­ci­dent or dis­ease, is not abased be­fore God,” the king hath said. “But woe be un­to him that doth maim him­self with his own hand.”

				And now for a whole year his couch in the tem­ple had re­mained va­cant. And in vain did the flam­ing eyes of the queen now gaze fever­ish­ly at the un­stirred hang­ings.

				In the mean­while, the wine, hip­pocras, and the stu­pe­fy­ing burnt per­fumes were al­ready hav­ing a per­cep­ti­ble ef­fect up­on those gath­ered with­in the tem­ple. Cries, and laugh­ter, and the ring of sil­ver ves­sels fall­ing up­on the stone floor came with greater fre­quen­cy. The grand, mys­te­ri­ous mo­ment of the san­guinary sac­ri­fice was ap­proach­ing. Ec­sta­sy was over­com­ing the faith­ful.

				With an ab­stract­ed gaze the queen sur­veyed the tem­ple and the be­liev­ers. Many hon­oured and il­lus­tri­ous men of Solomon’s ret­inue and many of his gen­er­als were here: Ben-Geber, ruler over the re­gion of Ar­gob; and Ahi­maaz, who had Bas­math, the daugh­ter of the king, to wife; and the wit­ty Ben-Dekar; and Zabud, who bore, in ac­cor­dance with east­ern cus­toms, the high ti­tle of the King’s Friend; and the broth­er of Solomon by the first mar­riage of David—Dala­iah, a de­bil­i­tat­ed, half-dead man, who had pre­ma­ture­ly fall­en in­to id­io­cy through ex­cess­es and drink­ing. They were all—some through faith, some through ul­te­ri­or de­signs, oth­ers out of adu­la­tion, and still oth­ers for lech­er­ous pur­pos­es—the ado­rants of Isis.

				And now the eyes of the queen rest­ed, long and at­ten­tive­ly, in­tent in thought, on the come­ly, youth­ful face of Eliab, one of the of­fi­cers of the king’s body­guards.

				The queen knew why his swarthy face was aflame with such a vivid colour, why his eyes were di­rect­ed with such pas­sion­ate yearn­ing hith­er­ward, up­on the cur­tains, scarce stir­ring from the touch of the queen’s beau­ti­ful hands. Once, al­most in jest, sub­mit­ting to a mo­men­tary caprice, she had made Eliab to pass a whole night of fe­lic­i­ty with her. In the morn­ing she had let him de­part, but ev­er since, for many days run­ning, she had be­held ev­ery­where—in the palace, in the tem­ple, in the streets—two en­am­oured, sub­mis­sive, yearn­ing eyes, that fol­lowed her en­tranced.

				The dark eye­brows of the queen con­tract­ed, and her green, elon­gat­ed eyes sud­den­ly dark­ened from a fear­ful thought. With a bare­ly per­cep­ti­ble mo­tion of her hand she or­dered the cas­trate to low­er the fan and said qui­et­ly:

				“Get hence, all of you. Hushai, thou shalt go and sum­mon to me Eliab, the of­fi­cer of the king’s guard. Let him come alone.”

			
			
				XI

				Ten priests, in white vest­ments, mac­u­lat­ed with red, stepped out to the cen­tre of the al­tar. Fol­low­ing them came two oth­er priests, clad in fem­i­nine gar­ments. It was their du­ty to­day to rep­re­sent Neph­thys and Isis, be­wail­ing Osiris. Then out of the depths of the al­tar came one in a white chi­ton, with­out a sin­gle or­na­ment, and the eyes of all the men and wom­en were ea­ger­ly drawn to him. This was the very same desert an­chorite who had un­der­gone a heavy tri­al of ten years’ wrestling with the flesh up­on the moun­tains of Lebanon, and was now to bring a great, vol­un­tary bloody sac­ri­fice to Isis. His face, ema­ci­at­ed by hunger, wind-beat­en and scorched, was stern and pal­lid, the eyes aus­tere­ly cast down; and a su­per­nat­u­ral hor­ror was waft­ed from him up­on the throng.

				Fi­nal­ly, the chief priest of the tem­ple al­so made his ap­pear­ance—a cen­te­nar­i­an an­cient, with a tiara up­on his head, with a tiger skin up­on his shoul­ders, in an apron of bro­cad­ed samite adorned with the tails of jack­als.

				Turn­ing to the wor­ship­pers, he ut­tered in a se­nile voice, meek and tremu­lous:

				“Su­ton-di-hot­pu.” (“The king bringeth the sac­ri­fice.”)

				And then, turn­ing around to the sac­ri­fi­cial al­tar, he took from the hands of an acolyte a white dove with lit­tle red feet, cut off the bird’s head, took the heart out of her breast, and sprin­kled the sac­ri­fi­cial al­tar and the con­se­crat­ed knife with her blood.

				Af­ter a brief si­lence he pro­claimed:

				“Let us weep for Osiris, the god of Atum, the Great On-Ne­fer-Hophra, the god Ona!”

				Two cas­trates in fe­male gar­ments—Isis and Neph­thys—at once com­menced the lamen­ta­tion, in har­mo­nious, high-pitched voic­es:

				“Re­turn to thy dwelling, O beau­teous youth! To be­hold thee is bliss.

				“Isis charges thee—Isis, that was con­ceived in the one womb with thee—Isis, thy spouse and thy sis­ter.

				“Show us thy coun­te­nance anew, ra­di­ant god. Here is Neph­thys, thy sis­ter. She is del­uged in her tears and plucks out her hair in her grief.

				“In a yearn­ing like un­to death do we seek af­ter thy beau­teous body. Re­turn to thy dwelling, Osiris!”

				Two oth­er priests joined their voic­es to those of the first two. These were Ho­rus and Anu­bis lament­ing for Osiris, and each time they con­clud­ed a stan­za, the cho­rus, dis­posed up­on the steps of the stair­case, re­peat­ed it to a solemn and sad mo­tif.

				Then with the same chant the el­der priests brought out of the sanc­tu­ary the stat­ue of the god­dess, no longer cov­ered with the naos. A black man­tle, strewn over with gold­en stars, now en­veloped the god­dess from head to foot, leav­ing vis­i­ble on­ly her sil­vern feet, en­twined by a ser­pent, as well as, over her head, a sil­vern disc, con­fined with­in the horns of a cow. And slow­ly, to the tin­kling of the censers and sis­tra, with mourn­ful weep­ing, the pro­ces­sion of the god­dess Isis set out from the steps of the al­tar, down in­to the tem­ple, along its walls, and in and out be­tween the col­umns.

				Thus did the god­dess gath­er up the scat­tered mem­bers of her spouse, that she might re­sus­ci­tate him with the aid of Thoth and Anu­bis.

				“Glo­ry to the city of Aby­dos, that pre­served thy fair head, Osiris.

				“Glo­ry to thee, city of Mem­phis, where we did find the right hand of the great god—the hand of war and pro­tec­tion.

				“And to thee al­so, O city of Sais, that didst har­bour the left hand of the ra­di­ant god—the hand of jus­tice.

				“And be thou blessed, city of Thebes, where the heart of On-Ne­fer-Hophra did re­pose.”

				Thus did the god­dess make the round of the en­tire tem­ple, com­ing back to the al­tar, and more and more pas­sion­ate and loud did the singing of the cho­rus be­come. A sa­cred ex­al­ta­tion was tak­ing pos­ses­sion of the priests and those pray­ing. All the parts of the body of Osiris had Isis found, save one—the sa­cred Phal­lus, im­preg­nat­ing the ma­ter­nal womb, cre­at­ing new life eter­nal. Now was ap­proach­ing the grand­est act in the mys­tery of Osiris and Isis. …

				“Is it thou, Eliab?” the queen asked the youth, who had qui­et­ly en­tered the door.

				In the dark­ness near the couch he noise­less­ly sank at her feet and pressed to his lips the hem of her rai­ment. And the queen felt him weep­ing with rap­ture, shame, and de­sire. Low­er­ing her hand up­on his curly, tou­sled head, the queen ut­tered:

				“Tell me, Eliab, all that thou know­est of the king and this girl of the vine­yard.”

				“How thou dost love him, O queen!” said Eliab with a bit­ter moan.

				“Speak! …” com­mand­ed Astis.

				“What can I tell thee, queen? My heart is rent by jeal­ousy.”

				“Speak!”

				“Nev­er yet has the king loved any as he loveth her. He doth not part from her for an in­stant. His eyes shine with hap­pi­ness. He lav­ish­es favours and gifts all about him. He, the Abim­elech18 and sage—he, like a slave, li­eth at her feet and, like a dog, taketh not his eyes off her.”

				“Speak!”

				“O, how thou dost tor­ture me, queen! And she … she is all love, all ten­der­ness and ca­ress­es! She is meek and abashed, she sees and knows naught save her love. She arous­es wrath, en­vy, or jeal­ousy in none. …”

				“Speak!” fu­ri­ous­ly moaned out the queen, and, clutch­ing with her pli­ant fin­gers the black curls of Eliab, she pressed his head against her body, scratch­ing his face with the sil­ver em­broi­dery of her di­aphanous chi­ton.

				And in the mean­while, at the al­tar, around the im­age of the god­dess cov­ered with its black pall, the priests and priest­esses were ca­reer­ing in a holy fren­zy, with shouts re­sem­bling bark­ing, to the clash­ing of tym­pa­ni and the jar­ring strum of sistrums.

				Cer­tain ones among them were flay­ing them­selves with many-tailed whiplash­es of rhi­noc­er­os hide; oth­ers were in­flict­ing long, slash­ing wounds up­on their own breasts and shoul­ders with short knives; oth­ers still were tear­ing their mouths with their fin­gers, tear­ing at their ears, and ex­co­ri­at­ing their faces with their nails. In the midst of this mad round-dance, at the very feet of the god­dess, with in­con­ceiv­able ra­pid­i­ty the an­chorite from the moun­tains of Lebanon was whirling on one spot, in snowy-white, wav­ing rai­ment. The head priest alone re­mained mo­tion­less. In his hand he was hold­ing the sa­cred sac­ri­fi­cial knife of Aethiopi­an ob­sid­i­an, ready to pass it over at the ul­ti­mate, fright­ful mo­ment.

				“The Phal­lus! The Phal­lus! The Phal­lus!” the mad­dened priests were cry­ing in an ec­sta­sy. “Where is thy Phal­lus, O ra­di­ant god? Come, fe­cun­date the god­dess! Her bo­som lan­guish­es with de­sire! Her womb is like a desert in the sul­try months of sum­mer!”

				And now a fear­ful, in­sane, pierc­ing scream for an in­stant drowned all sound of the cho­rus. The priests quick­ly part­ed, and all those in the tem­ple be­held the an­chorite of Lebanon, ut­ter­ly nude, hor­ri­ble with his tall, gaunt, yel­low body. The high priest held out the knife to him. The tem­ple grew un­bear­ably still. And he, quick­ly stoop­ing, made some mo­tion, straight­ened up, and with a wail of pain and rap­ture sud­den­ly cast at the feet of the god­dess a form­less, bloody piece of flesh.

				He was tot­ter­ing. The high priest care­ful­ly sup­port­ed him, putting his arm around his back; led him up to the im­age of Isis, painstak­ing­ly cov­ered him with the black pall, and left him thus for a few mo­ments, in or­der that in se­cret, un­seen of the oth­ers, he might im­print his kiss up­on the lips of the im­preg­nat­ed god­dess.

				Im­me­di­ate­ly there­after he was laid up­on a stretch­er and borne from the al­tar. The priest who kept the gates went out­side the tem­ple. He struck an enor­mous cop­per disc with a wood­en mal­let, pro­claim­ing to all the uni­verse that the great mys­tery of the fe­cun­da­tion of the god­dess had been con­sum­mat­ed. And the high, singing sound of the cop­per float­ed away over Jerusalem. …

				Queen Astis, her body still quiv­er­ing with­out cease, threw back Eliab’s head. Her eyes were aflame with an in­tense, red fire. And she spake slow­ly, word by word:

				“Eliab, wouldst have me make thee king over Ju­daea and Is­rael? Wouldst thou be sov­er­eign over all Syr­ia and Mesopotamia, over Phoeni­cia and Baby­lon?”

				“Nay, queen, I de­sire thee alone. …”

				“Yea, thou shalt be my lord. All my nights shall be­long to thee. My ev­ery word, my ev­ery glance, my ev­ery breath shall be thine. Thou know­est the shib­bo­leth. Thou shalt go this day in­to the palace and slay them. Thou shalt slay them both! Thou shalt slay them both!”

				Eliab was fain to speak. But the queen drew him to her, and her burn­ing lips and tongue clung to his mouth. This last­ed ex­cru­ci­at­ing­ly long. Then, sud­den­ly tear­ing the youth away from her, she said curt­ly and im­pe­ri­ous­ly:

				“Go!”

				“I go,” an­swered Eliab, sub­mis­sive­ly.

			
			
				XII

				And it was the sev­enth night of Solomon’s great love.

				Strange­ly qui­et and deeply ten­der were the ca­ress­es of the king and Su­lamith on this night. Some pen­sive melan­choly, some cau­tious timid­i­ty, some dis­tant pre­mo­ni­tion, seemed to have cast a slight shad­ow over their words, their kiss­es and em­braces.

				Gaz­ing through the win­dow at the sky, where night was al­ready van­quish­ing the sink­ing flame of the evening, Su­lamith let her eyes rest up­on a bright, bluish star that trem­bled meek­ly and ten­der­ly.

				“What is that star called, my beloved?” she asked.

				“That is the star Sopdit,” an­swered the king. “It is a sa­cred star. As­syr­i­an ma­gi tell us that the souls of all men dwell up­on it af­ter the death of the body.”

				“Dost thou be­lieve it, my king?”

				Solomon made no re­ply. His right hand was un­der Su­lamith’s head, and his left did em­brace her; and she felt his aro­mat­ic breath up­on her—up­on her hair, up­on her tem­ple.

				“May­hap we shall see each oth­er there, my king, af­ter we have died?” asked Su­lamith un­easi­ly.

				The king again kept si­lence.

				“Give me some an­swer, beloved,” timid­ly im­plored Su­lamith.

				Where­upon the king said:

				“Brief is the life of man, but time is with­out end, and mat­ter hath no death. Man di­eth and maketh the earth fer­tile with the cor­rup­tion of his body; the earth nour­isheth the blade; the blade bringeth forth grain; man con­sumeth bread, and feedeth his body there­with. Mul­ti­tudes, and mul­ti­tudes up­on mul­ti­tudes, of ages shall pass; all things in the uni­verse re­peat them­selves—men, beasts, stones, plants—all re­peat them­selves. In the mul­ti­form vor­tex of time and mat­ter we, too, are re­peat­ed, my beloved. It is just as true as that, if thou and I were to fill a large bag up to the top with sea grav­el, and were to cast there­in but one pre­cious sap­phire—though we were to take peb­bles out of the bag many, many times, we still would, soon­er or lat­er, draw out the pre­cious stone as well. Thou and I will meet, Su­lamith, nor shall we know each oth­er; but our hearts, with rap­ture and yearn­ing, will strive to meet, for thou and I have al­ready met—my meek, my fair Su­lamith—though we re­mem­ber it not.”

				“Nay, my king, nay! I re­mem­ber. When thou didst stand be­neath the win­dow and didst call to me: ‘My fair, come out, for my locks are filled with the drops of the night!’ I knew thee, I re­mem­bered thee; and fear and joy pos­sessed my heart. Tell me, my king—tell me, Solomon: if I were, say, to die on the mor­row, wouldst thou re­call thy swarthy maid­en of the vine­yard, thy Su­lamith?”

				And the king, press­ing her to his breast, whis­pered in emo­tion:

				“Nev­er speak thus. … Speak not thus, O Su­lamith! Thou art cho­sen of God, thou art the ver­i­ta­ble one, thou art the queen of my soul. … Death shall not touch thee. …”

				The stri­dent sound of brass sud­den­ly soared over Jerusalem. For long it trem­bled mourn­ful­ly and wa­vered in the air, and when it had grown silent its qua­ver­ing echoes still float­ed on for a long while.

				“This marks the end­ing of the mys­tery in the tem­ple of Isis,” said the king.

				“I am afraid, my come­ly one,” whis­pered Su­lamith. “A dark ter­ror has pen­e­trat­ed in­to my soul. … I do not want to die. … I have not yet had time to en­joy my fill of thy em­braces. … Em­brace me. … Press me clos­er to thee. … Set me as a seal up­on thy heart, as a seal up­on thy arm! …”

				“Fear not death, Su­lamith! For love is strong as death. … Drive sad thoughts from thee. … Wouldst have me tell thee of the wars of David, of the feasts and hunts of the Pharaoh Shishak? Wouldst hear one of those fairy tales that come from the land of Ophir? … Wouldst have me tell thee of the won­ders of Bakra­ma­di­ti­ah?”

				“Yea, my king. Thou dost know thy­self that when I hear­ken to thee, my heart doth ex­pand from hap­pi­ness! But I would ask a boon of thee. …”

				“O Su­lamith, all that thou dost de­sire! Ask my life of me—I shall ren­der it up to thee with de­light. I shall on­ly re­gret hav­ing paid too small a price for thy love.”

				Then Su­lamith smiled in the dark­ness for hap­pi­ness, and, en­twin­ing the king with her arms, whis­pered in his ear:

				“I be­seech thee, when the morn­ing cometh let us go to­geth­er there … to the vine­yard. … There, where it is green, and the cy­press­es are, and the cedars; where, nigh the stone wall, thou didst take my soul with thy hands. … I be­seech thee to do this, my beloved. … There will I give thee my loves anew. …”

				In a trans­port of de­light the king kissed the lips of his love.

				But Su­lamith sud­den­ly raised her­self up on the couch and hear­kened.

				“What is it, my child? … What hath fright­ened thee?” asked Solomon.

				“Stay, my beloved. … Some­one is com­ing hith­er. … Yea … I hear steps.”

				She be­came silent. And the still­ness was such that they marked the beat­ing of their hearts.

				A slight rustling was heard be­yond the door, and it was sud­den­ly thrown ajar, quick­ly and with­out a sound.

				“Who is there?” cried out Solomon.

				But Su­lamith had al­ready sprung up from the bed, and with one move dashed to­ward the dark fig­ure of a man with a gleam­ing sword in his hand. And im­me­di­ate­ly, strick­en through by a short, quick stroke, she fell down to the floor with a faint cry, as though of won­der.

				Solomon shat­tered with his hand the screen of car­nelian that shad­ed the light of the night-lamp. He be­held Eliab, who was stand­ing near the door, stoop­ing a lit­tle over the body of the girl, sway­ing like one in wine. The young war­rior raised his head un­der Solomon’s gaze, and, when his eyes met the wrath­ful, awe­some eyes of the king, he blanched and groaned. An ex­pres­sion of de­spair and ter­ror dis­tort­ed his fea­tures. And sud­den­ly, stoop­ing, hid­ing his face in his man­tle, he be­gan timid­ly, like a fright­ened jack­al, to slink out of the room. But the king stayed him, say­ing but three words:

				“Who com­pelled thee?”

				All a-trem­ble and with teeth chat­ter­ing, with eyes grown white from fear, the young war­rior let drop dul­ly:

				“Queen Astis. …”

				“Get thee hence,” com­mand­ed Solomon. “Tell the guard on du­ty to watch thee.”

				Soon peo­ple with lights com­menced run­ning through the in­nu­mer­able rooms of the palace. All the cham­bers were il­lu­mi­nat­ed. The leech­es came; the friends and the mil­i­tary of­fi­cers of the king gath­ered.

				The chief leech said:

				“King, nei­ther sci­ence nor God will now avail. She will die the in­stant we draw out the sword left in her breast.”

				But at this mo­ment Su­lamith came to and said with a calm smile:

				“I would drink.”

				And when she had drunk, her eyes rest­ed with a ten­der, beau­ti­ful smile up­on the king, nor did she again take them away, the while he stood up­on his knees be­fore her couch, all naked, even as she, with­out per­ceiv­ing that his knees were laved in her blood, nor that his hands were en­crim­soned with the scar­let of her blood.

				Thus, with dif­fi­cul­ty, gaz­ing up­on her beloved and smil­ing gen­tly, did the beau­ti­ful Su­lamith speak:

				“I thank thee, my king, for all things: for thy love, for thy beau­ty, for thy wis­dom, to which thou didst al­low me to set my lips, as to a sweet well of liv­ing wa­ters. Let me to kiss thy hands; take them not away from my mouth till such time when the last breath shall have fled from me. Nev­er has there been, nor ev­er shall there be, a wom­an hap­pi­er than I. I thank thee, my king, my beloved, my fair. Think ev­er and anon up­on thy slave, up­on thy Su­lamith, scorched of the sun.”

				And the king made an­swer to her, in a deep, slow voice:

				“As long as men and wom­en shall love one an­oth­er; as long as beau­ty of soul and body shall be the best and sweet­est dream in the uni­verse—so long, I swear to thee, Su­lamith, shall thy name be ut­tered through many ages with emo­tion and grate­ful­ness.”

				

				To­ward morn­ing Su­lamith ceased to be.

				Then did the king rise up, com­mand the means for lav­ing to be brought to him, and, don­ning his most mag­nif­i­cent chi­ton of pur­ple, broi­dered with gold­en scarabae, he placed up­on his head a crown of blood-red ru­bies. Af­ter this he did call Be­na­iah to him, and spake calm­ly:

				“Be­na­iah, thou shalt go and put Eliab to death.”

				But the old man cov­ered his face with his hands and fell pros­trate be­fore the king.

				“Eliab is my grand­son, O King.”

				“Didst thou hear me, Be­na­iah?”

				“For­give me, O King—threat­en me not with thy wrath; com­mand some oth­er to do this. Eliab, hav­ing come out of the palace, did run to the tem­ple, and caught hold on the horns of the al­tar. I am old, my death is nigh; I dare not take up­on my soul this twofold crime.”

				But the king re­tort­ed:

				“Nev­er­the­less, when I did in­struct thee to put to death my broth­er Adoni­jah, who had like­wise caught hold on the sa­cred horns of the al­tar, didst thou not hear­ken to me, Be­na­iah?”

				“For­give me! Spare me, King!”

				“Lift up thy face,” com­mand­ed Solomon.

				And when Be­na­iah did raise up his face, and be­held the king’s eyes, he quick­ly rose up from the floor and obe­di­ent­ly made his way to the ex­it.

				Then, turn­ing to Ahishar, who was the seneschal, and over the house­hold, he com­mand­ed:

				“I do not want to give the queen up to death; let her live as she wish­es, and die when she wish­es. But nev­er­more shall she be­hold my coun­te­nance. This day, Ahishar, thou shalt fit out a car­a­van and es­cort the queen to the har­bour at Jaf­fa; and thence to Ae­gypt, to the Pharaoh Shishak. Now let all get hence.”

				And, left alone face to face with the body of Su­lamith, he long con­tem­plat­ed her beau­ti­ful fea­tures. Her face was pale, and nev­er had it been so fair dur­ing her life. The half-part­ed lips that Solomon had been kiss­ing but half an hour ago were smil­ing enig­mat­i­cal­ly and beau­ti­ful­ly; and her teeth, still hu­mid, gleamed very faint­ly from be­tween them.

				For long did the king gaze up­on his dead le­man; then, he soft­ly touched with his fin­gers her brow, al­ready los­ing the warmth of life, and with slow steps with­drew from the cham­ber.

				Be­yond the doors the high priest Azari­ah, son of Zadok, was await­ing him. Ap­proach­ing the king, he asked:

				“What shall we do with the body of this wom­an? It is now the Sab­bath.”

				And the king re­called how, many years ere this, his fa­ther had ex­pired and lay up­on the sand, al­ready be­gin­ning to de­com­pose rapid­ly. Dogs, drawn by the scent of car­rion, were al­ready prowl­ing about with eyes glar­ing from hunger and greed­i­ness. And, even as now, the high priest, a de­crepit old man, the fa­ther of Azari­ah, had then asked him:

				“Here li­eth thy fa­ther; the dogs may rend his corpse. … What are we to do? Hon­our the mem­o­ry of the king and pro­fane the Sab­bath; or ob­serve the Sab­bath but leave the corpse of thy fa­ther to be de­voured of dogs?”

				There­upon Solomon made an­swer:

				“Leave him. A liv­ing dog is bet­ter than a dead li­on.”

				And when now, af­ter the words of the high priest, he did re­call this, his heart did con­tract from sad­ness and fear.

				Hav­ing made no an­swer to the high priest, he went on, in­to the Hall of Judg­ment.

				As al­ways of morn­ings, two of his scribes, Eli­horeph and Ahi­ah, were al­ready re­clin­ing up­on mats, one on ei­ther side of the throne, hold­ing in readi­ness their inks, reeds, and rolls of pa­pyrus. Up­on the king’s en­trance they arose and salaamed to the ground be­fore him. And the king sat down up­on his throne of ivory with or­na­ments of gold, leant his el­bow up­on the back of a gold­en li­on, and, bow­ing his head up­on his palm, com­mand­ed:

				“Write!

				“Set me as a seal up­on thy heart, as a ring up­on thy hand; for love is strong as death; jeal­ousy is cru­el as hell: the ar­rows there­of are ar­rows of fire.”

				And, hav­ing kept a si­lence so pro­longed that the scribes held their breath in alarm, he said:

				“Leave me to my­self.”

				And all day, till the first shad­ows of evening, did the king re­main alone with his thoughts; nor durst any en­ter the vast, emp­ty Hall of Judg­ment.

			
		
	
		
			The Piebald Horses

			St. Nicholas, the mir­a­cle-work­er of Myra in Ly­cia, was a Greek by birth, though his re­mains, tak­en from Greece by the Ital­ians, have been trans­ferred to Bari. It is kind, sim­ple, sin­ful Rus­sia, how­ev­er, that has adopt­ed as her own his beau­ti­ful meek im­age and for ages Nicholas the Mer­ci­ful has been her best-beloved saint and me­di­a­tor. Hav­ing en­dowed his spir­i­tu­al per­son­al­i­ty with her own home­ly and guile­less traits, she has wo­ven round him many leg­ends, mar­velous in their art­less sin­cer­i­ty. Here is one of them.

			

			Once up­on a time, our Fa­ther St. Nicholas was trudg­ing over the Rus­sian land. His way led through towns and vil­lages, thick woods and deep bogs, by round­about paths and cross­roads, on days of snow and rain, in bit­ter cold and sul­try heat. There is al­ways a great deal for him to do in our coun­try: he has to soft­en the heart of a cru­el ruler; de­nounce an un­just judge; ad­mon­ish an over-greedy deal­er; re­lease an in­no­cent cap­tive from prison; in­ter­cede for one con­demned to an un­mer­it­ed death; stretch a help­ing hand to a drown­ing man; en­cour­age those in de­spair; com­fort the wid­ow; find a home for the or­phan.

			Our peo­ple are weak and ig­no­rant, and live in dark­ness; they are cov­ered and over­grown with sin as an old way­side stone is coat­ed with dirt and over­grown with moss. To whom can we turn, in deep trou­ble, in sick­ness, at the hour of death? God is too dis­tant and awe-in­spir­ing, and how dare one trou­ble the Heav­en­ly Moth­er with the loath­some ills of mankind? All the oth­er saints and con­fes­sors have their spe­cial du­ties—they are too busy, all of them, all save St. Nicholas, who is our very own, nei­ther fas­tid­i­ous nor dis­tant; sim­ple, ready, ac­ces­si­ble to all. That is the rea­son why not on­ly the or­tho­dox Chris­tians come to him with their pe­ti­tions and prayers but all oth­er na­tions—Tar­tars even—hon­our and re­spect him. Peo­ple as wicked as ban­dits and horse-thieves, even they ven­ture to trou­ble him with their prayers.

			And so St. Nicholas was tramp­ing over wide old Rus­sia when sud­den­ly a heav­en­ly mes­sen­ger ap­peared to him.

			“You have pushed so deep in­to this wilder­ness, Holy Fa­ther, that it was hard work find­ing you and mean­while all your church af­fairs are be­ing ne­glect­ed and a fright­ful dis­as­ter is at hand. Wicked Ar­ius-the-Gi­ant has risen against Or­tho­doxy, tram­pling the holy books and re­vil­ing the holy rites. He boasts loud­ly that on Holy Week he, Ar­ius-the-Gi­ant, will step in­to the cen­tre of the Nikit­sky Cathe­dral and be­fore the whole con­gre­ga­tion, he will over­throw the true faith. … Has­ten, Fa­ther Nicholas, to the res­cue. There is no hope save in you.”

			“I will go,” spoke the Blessed Saint.

			“Do not tar­ry, dear one! There is so lit­tle time left and you know your­self the dis­tance is long.”

			“I will start to­day, now, di­rect­ly. You can fly away in peace.”

			

			The Blessed Saint knew a stage-driv­er named Vass­i­ly, a God-fear­ing man and a first-rate driv­er. A bet­ter one could not be found for such a long jour­ney. To him the Saint re­paired.

			“Dress your­self, Vass­i­ly, give your hors­es a good drink, and off we go!”

			Vass­i­ly didn’t even in­quire if they were go­ing far, for well he knew that if the busi­ness had been near at hand the Saint would have gone on foot and spared the hors­es.

			So Vass­i­ly said:

			“All right, Holy Fa­ther. Sit down in my is­ba for a minute, while I har­ness the hors­es.”

			That win­ter the snow was oh! so deep, and the road had scarce­ly been laid yet. Vass­i­ly har­nessed three hors­es tan­dem fash­ion: the first was a small roan horse, which age had plen­ti­ful­ly speck­led with white, a cun­ning lit­tle an­i­mal and won­der­ful­ly good at re­mem­ber­ing the way; be­hind it came a black mare—de­pend­able but lazy—who need­ed the whip as much as she need­ed her oats; while be­tween the shafts was a home-bred bay mare, meek and hard­work­ing, Mash­ka by name.

			Vass­i­ly packed the sledge with straw, cov­ered it with sack­ing, and, af­ter help­ing in the Saint, set­tled him­self on the front seat in true Rus­sian fash­ion: one leg in the sledge, and the oth­er hang­ing out­side, to serve as brake on the sharp turns. He had six lines made of ropes in his hands, and two whips; a short­ish one, tucked in­to his boot, and a long one, which he held in his hand, let­ting the lash trail far be­hind the sledge, where it traced a wind­ing pat­tern on the snow.

			Vass­i­ly’s troi­ka was by no means showy, but you couldn’t have found a bet­ter one. The two front hors­es had lit­tle bells tied to their col­lars, cho­sen to jin­gle in tune, while un­der the douga the shaft horse had a Val­da bell with a mel­low­er tone. The noise they made could be heard for five ver­sts round; ev­ery­body could tell that the trav­ellers were hon­est folks who had noth­ing to hide. Look­ing at the hors­es you wouldn’t have thought much of them; yet, in the long run, the most cel­e­brat­ed trot­ters couldn’t have kept up with them. The lit­tle white horse ran with its head held low, watch­ing the snow; where the road took a turn it did not need the rein to know which way to go. Vass­i­ly some­times dozed on his seat, but even doz­ing he was on the alert and if the lit­tle bells jin­gled out of tune with the larg­er shaft bell, he was awake in a sec­ond. Should one of the hors­es shirk its bit, or not pull hon­est­ly, or let the oth­ers do its work, Vass­i­ly would im­me­di­ate­ly re­mind it of its du­ty with his whip, and should one of them take too much on it­self, a jerk of the lines would damp its ar­dour and things would run smooth­ly again. The hors­es’ gait was even and steady, they might have been wound-up mech­a­nisms; on­ly their ears oc­ca­sion­al­ly twitched back. And the lit­tle bells jin­gled in tune on the long snowy road.

			Sev­er­al times they met rob­bers. Sud­den­ly, from un­der a bridge, would ap­pear some young high­way­men and bar the way:

			“Stop! Pull up your hors­es, driv­er! Whom have you there? A rich no­ble­man? A pros­per­ous trad­er? A fat priest? …”

			And Vass­i­ly would an­swer:

			“Open your eyes, you stupid louts! Can’t you see who sits there?”

			The ban­dits would look clos­er and fling them­selves on their knees.

			“For­give us, scoundrels that we are, Blessed Saint! What fools to have made such a mis­take! For­give us—be mer­ci­ful!”

			“God will for­give,” would an­swer St. Nicholas. “Still, you should not at­tack, and rob, and kill peo­ple. Fear­ful will be the an­swer you will have to give in the next world!”

			“Oh, we are sin­ners, Fa­ther, des­per­ate sin­ners … But you, Most Mer­ci­ful One, re­mem­ber us, vile wretch­es, in your prayers … And may you trav­el in peace.”

			“Peace to you, too, in your camp, dear rob­bers.”

			

			Thus did Vass­i­ly drive the Saint for many days and nights. They stopped to feed the hors­es at the hous­es of oth­er stage-driv­ers, friends of Vass­i­ly’s—he had friends and ac­quain­tances ev­ery­where. Thus they passed through the gov­ern­ment of Sara­tov, through the lands giv­en to the colonists, through lit­tle Rus­sia, and be­yond, where for­eign lands be­gan.

			Mean­while, Ar­ius-the-Gi­ant had come forth from his lofty man­sion and stoop­ing, put his ear to the damp ground. He lis­tened long, then rose, black­er than a thun­der cloud, and called his ser­vants:

			“My men, my faith­ful men! I felt that St. Nicholas was on his way here, and it is Vass­i­ly, the stage-driv­er, who is bring­ing him. If Nicholas should ar­rive be­fore Holy Week, we are lost—all of us—like so many black bee­tles. Do all you can—do all you know how—to de­lay him for a day or two. If you don’t, I will have your heads cut off. Not one shall es­cape. But the one who is smart enough to do my bid­ding, I will cov­er with gold and pre­cious stones and give as wife my on­ly, my beau­ti­ful daugh­ter, Heresy.”

			And the ser­vants ran, they flew, to car­ry out his or­ders.

			

			Mean­while Vass­i­ly and the Saint were cross­ing for­eign lands. The pop­u­la­tion was queer and un­civ­il and wouldn’t speak Rus­sian. They were tat­tered and swarthy, with faces that looked as if they had been scraped and eyes that glared from un­der their brows like the eyes of wolves.

			One day’s jour­ney away. To­mor­row they would be at the Nikit­sky Cathe­dral in time for Mass. They stopped for the night in a vil­lage, in the is­ba of the lo­cal stage-driv­er—a stern man, rough and unso­cia­ble.

			The trav­ellers asked for oats to feed the hors­es.

			“I haven’t any oats left,” was the an­swer.

			“Nev­er mind, Vass­i­ly,” said the Saint. “Just take the emp­ty bag from un­der the seat and shake it in­to the manger.”

			Vass­i­ly obeyed and from the bag poured heavy, gold­en wheat. It filled the mangers.

			The trav­ellers then asked for food. The man an­swered by signs that he had none to give them.

			“Well,” said the Saint, “if there is noth­ing there’s noth­ing to be done. Have you any bread left, Vass­i­ly?”

			“Yes, Fa­ther, a lit­tle crust, but it is very stale.”

			“Nev­er mind—we will crum­ble it in­to wa­ter and we shall call it a broth.”19

			Af­ter sup­per, they said their prayers and lay down to sleep—the Saint on a bench and Vass­i­ly on the floor. The Saint fell asleep as sweet­ly as a ba­by, but Vass­i­ly could not sleep. His heart was un­easy … Fi­nal­ly he got up and went to have a look at his hors­es. He en­tered the sta­bles and then rushed out, trem­bling and hag­gard with fright, and woke the Saint.

			“Fa­ther Nicholas, do get up! Come with me to the sta­bles and see what a mis­for­tune has be­fall­en us.”

			They went to the sta­bles—you could just bare­ly see in the ear­ly dawn—and the Saint looked in as­tound­ed: the three hors­es were ly­ing on the ground all hacked to pieces, here the legs and there the heads, here the necks and there the bod­ies! Vass­i­ly was howl­ing—very dear were his hors­es to him.

			The Saint spoke to him kind­ly:

			“Nev­er mind, Vass­i­ly, nev­er mind! Don’t com­plain and don’t de­spair. This trou­ble can be reme­died. Here—take the pieces and put them to­geth­er as they were when the hors­es were alive.”

			Vass­i­ly obeyed; he put the heads to the necks and the necks and legs to the bod­ies and wait­ed for what would come of it.

			The Holy Saint just said a short prayer and lo! the hors­es sprang to their feet, hale and strong, as if noth­ing had hap­pened, toss­ing their manes, pranc­ing and whin­ny­ing for food. Vass­i­ly fell on his knees be­fore the Saint.

			They left be­fore day­break; the sun rose af­ter they had start­ed on their way and soon they could see it shin­ing on the cross above the Nikit­sky bel­fry. But the Saint no­ticed that Vass­i­ly, sit­ting on the box, kept bend­ing right and left over his hors­es.

			“What is the mat­ter, Vass­i­ly?”

			“Why, Holy Fa­ther, I can’t make it out … My hors­es seem to have changed their coats. They used to be all of one col­or, and now they are piebald, like calves! Is it pos­si­ble that in that bad light, and hur­ry­ing as I did, I got the pieces mixed up? It doesn’t look right to me some­how …”

			“Nev­er mind, Vass­i­ly, don’t wor­ry and don’t fuss. Let it be. And please hur­ry on, dear one, hur­ry … We mustn’t be late.”

			

			And re­al­ly, they were al­most late. The litur­gy was half­way through in the Nikit­sky Cathe­dral. Ar­ius stepped out on the al­tar-steps, huge as a moun­tain, in gold bro­cad­ed vest­ments, cov­ered with di­a­monds, crowned with a dou­ble-horned gold tiara, and start­ed read­ing the Creed the wrong way:

			“I be­lieve nei­ther in the Fa­ther, nor in the Son, nor in the Holy Ghost …” and so on, to the end. But just as he was go­ing to con­clude “Not Amen,” the door opened wide and St. Nicholas walked hur­ried­ly in.

			He had just jumped out of the sledge, and thrown off his trav­el­ling great­coat. Bits of straw were still stick­ing in his hair, in his lit­tle gray beard and to his worn cas­sock … Rapid­ly the Saint ap­proached the al­tar steps. No—he did not strike Ar­ius-the-Gi­ant on the cheek—that isn’t true; he did not even lift his hand; he on­ly gazed wrath­ful­ly at him. The gi­ant reeled, tot­tered, and would have fall­en, had not his ser­vants caught him un­der the arms. He nev­er con­clud­ed his wicked prayer and could on­ly mut­ter:

			“Take me out … I want fresh air … it is sti­fling here … Oh! I feel—I know—there is some­thing wrong in the pit of my stom­ach.”

			He was tak­en out of the Church, in­to the lit­tle cathe­dral gar­den, and laid un­der a tree, where his end came. And so he died with­out pen­i­tence.

			

			From that time on, Vass­i­ly al­ways kept piebald hors­es. And ev­ery­one got to know that such hors­es were the most en­dur­ing and that their legs were as hard as iron.

		
	
		
			The Little Red Christmas Tree

			The thir­ties of the twen­ti­eth cen­tu­ry had rolled around; and the great per­pet­u­al rev­o­lu­tion was still go­ing on. The Rus­sian mid­dle class was near­ing com­plete ex­tinc­tion, as­sist­ed on to­ward this goal by hunger and ex­e­cu­tions, and al­so as a re­sult of mass stam­pedes of the bour­geois to the So­vi­et pas­tures. A re­al liv­ing non-coun­ter­feit bour­geois had be­come a rar­i­ty and the dis­ap­pear­ance of this pre­cious species was caus­ing se­ri­ous dis­tur­bance in the minds of farsee­ing So­vi­et states­men. So ap­pro­pri­ate de­crees were is­sued for de­ci­sive ac­tion.

			At first it was de­ter­mined that the death of any bour­geois, even from the most nat­u­ral caus­es, should be re­gard­ed as base sab­o­tage and overt coun­ter­rev­o­lu­tion, for which his clos­est rel­a­tives must an­swer as hostages, sub­ject to im­me­di­ate ex­e­cu­tion for aid­ing and abet­ting a felony. But the Cen­tral Ex­ec­u­tive Com­mit­tee took a hand in time and stopped this or­der. Then any trans­fer from the bour­geois to the pro­le­tar­i­an sta­tus was strict­ly pro­hib­it­ed. The bour­geois, it was pro­posed, should be re­gard­ed as the prop­er­ty of the na­tion, en­trust­ed to the gen­er­al care and guardian­ship, like pub­lic parks.

			But the bour­geois ob­sti­nate­ly con­tin­ued their black sab­o­tage, be­cause in those days to ex­pire was far eas­i­er than to smoke a cig­a­rette.

			Soon they were reck­oned at ten, then five—three—two; and fi­nal­ly in all So­vi­et Rus­sia there re­mained just one bour­geois. He was a child­less wid­ow­er, Stepan Nil­itch Ry­bkin, a res­i­dent of Malaya Za­gvozd­ka, near Gatchi­no, for­mer­ly pro­pri­etor of a gro­cery and poul­try store.

			Up to his lit­tle top­pling, wood­en, three-win­dow, one-sto­ry-and-at­tic, but still pri­vate­ly owned dwelling there rolled on the 24th of De­cem­ber, 1935, an el­e­gant Re­nault, from which stepped two So­vi­et Com­mis­sars with se­ri­ous ex­pres­sions on their clever red faces. De­lib­er­ate­ly but po­lite­ly they mount­ed the steps, took off their coats in the hall, and en­tered the tiny par­lor. The mas­ter of the house met them, a man still youth­ful al­though in the mid­dle pe­ri­od of life, with a bald spot of re­spectable di­men­sions and with traces of gray in his hair.

			“Please sit down. What can I do for you?”

			The com­mis­sars took seats and glanced around—an icon, il­lu­mi­nat­ed by the green­ish flame of a small lamp, hung in the cor­ner; white cur­tains draped the win­dows; a gera­ni­um stood on the win­dowsill; a cage for a ca­nary, a cro­cheted table­cloth, a gramo­phone …

			“Liv­ing in lux­u­ry, eh?” re­marked the first com­mis­sar ge­nial­ly, stam­mer­ing a lit­tle, with a pleas­ant smile.

			“Well, af­ter a fash­ion—more or less—on­ly, I must con­fess, all this bores me. It’s such an iso­lat­ed life. I’d like to make ap­pli­ca­tion for trans­fer to So­vi­et sta­tus—some sort of com­mu­nal store house or shop—but if they won’t ac­cept me, it won’t be long be­fore I die off. That’s al­ways cheap.”

			The sec­ond com­mis­sar, a for­mer ac­tor, waved his hands in alarm.

			“What’s that, dovie, what’s that? That’s not a nice way to joke, dad­dy. I’m a ner­vous wom­an. No, sweet­ie, no; you won’t cause any un­pleas­ant­ness like that, I hope.”

			“All the same, I may up and do it! What kind of life is mine? The most in­signif­i­cant! I’m like a de­coy rab­bit, I might say. There was lots of hunt­ing near us here, around Gatchi­no, in the old days. Gen­tle­men from Pe­ters­burg used to come down, and in the course of time killed off all the game. Fi­nal­ly there was just one rab­bit left. Old and ex­pe­ri­enced. Prob­a­bly about five pounds of No. 3 rab­bit shot had lodged in him, and he was still hop­ping around. He was a kind of lucky rab­bit. So the hunters at last made an agree­ment: They would not kill this rab­bit, but shoot past him. To keep their aim good, you see, and for ex­cite­ment.

			“They used to come down on Sun­days, wan­der around in the bush­es and pep­per away all day long at this rab­bit. And he, you know, would hop around among them, all over the field. He got so bold, the ras­cal, and was so clever, that some­times he would sit up on his hind legs, in front of a marks­man, and rub his mug with his forepaws. And the hunter at ten paces, blaz­ing away at him, shell af­ter shell.”

			“What’s the idea—telling us this yarn?”

			“The point is that my life, in a way, is like that rab­bit’s. I can’t com­plain. I live well enough; no­body picks on me. All the same it’s hard. Ev­ery time there’s some rev­o­lu­tion­ary hol­i­day—in Ju­ly or in Oc­to­ber, for in­stance, or the birth­day of Karl Radek or Steklov’s saint’s day—down here to Za­gvozd­ka is sure to come a swarm of peo­ple. Not on­ly from Pe­ters­burg—they come all the way from Mos­cow. They over­run all the streets. You can’t get through in a cart or on foot. All day and all night they mill around un­der my win­dows and howl: ‘Death to the bour­geoisie! Long live the dic­ta­tor­ship of the pro­le­tari­at!’ They make speech­es from my front steps. Al­ways the same thing. … It gets dull! Or they start shoot­ing re­volvers. Fire away all night. So that your head swells with the rack­et. Of course I know they’re fir­ing in the air. But all the same, the day the writ­er Yasin­sky was mar­ried, they drilled a hole in a pane in the at­tic.”

			“Show us the son-of-a-gun! We’ll drill holes in him!”

			“Oh, nev­er mind him—the block­head! He’s not worth both­er­ing about. But, take it all in all, I’m fed up, com­rades, with this busi­ness of be­ing a bour­geois. I don’t want any more of it. I can’t stand it and don’t want to. Take me in­to some So­vi­et post. I beg you re­spect­ful­ly—most re­spect­ful­ly I be­seech you. Even in a Ter­ror­ist Tri­bunal—any­thing …”

			“Why, what do you mean, bud­dy—Ter­ror­ist Tri­bunal? There’s no work in them, old pal, at all. They play mar­bles all day and read Nat Pinker­ton, and on­ly prac­tice on wood­en man­nikins just to keep their hand in the game, so to speak. No, you stick it out, an­gel-face; you stay, as you al­ways have, in the bour­geoisie. Don’t we take good care of you? Don’t we cher­ish you? Would you like to have us look you up a house that would be more cozy? In Pe­ters­burg, in Striel­na—you can even live in red Piter! If you like, old cherub, you can even have a maid­ser­vant …”

			“No, no; what’s the use?” mut­tered Ry­bkin mo­rose­ly.

			“An au­to‑mo‑mo‑bi‑i‑ile?”

			“Don’t want one.”

			“Per­haps, hand­some, you’re not sat­is­fied with your food ra­tion?”

			“I’ve got no kick. The grub’s all right. A cou­ple of days ago they sent a tur­key, a pound of caviar, a ham, three bot­tles of red wine … That’s not the point. I’m not hap­py in­side … I’ve got the blues.”

			“Well now, com­rade, how about mar­ry­ing? Off­spring, you know? Eh?”

			“Right you are, boy! That’s the idea! Would you like to have us fix you up a wed­ding? Don’t wor­ry—no So­vi­et stuff. Old style—a church wed­ding! We’ll write for a priest from abroad—a reg­u­lar one. We’ll give him safe con­duct here and back. How about it, life of my heart? Hey? One wink and we’ll put it through. You won’t have time to look around. Well, of course, not with­out a lit­tle hos­tile demon­stra­tion. We’ll have to kick up a lit­tle rough­house, hold a cou­ple of ral­lies. But aren’t you used to that sort of thing, sweet­ie?”

			Ry­bkin turned away to the win­dow and weari­ly waved his hand.

			“Drop it! Chuck it! It bores me to tears. I’m fed up, I tell you. Let me alone. What do you want me for, any­way?”

			The com­mis­sars, prob­a­bly for the hun­dredth time, be­gan to ex­plain to him the im­por­tance of his ser­vices in the per­pet­u­al rev­o­lu­tion. First, it was es­sen­tial to the pro­le­tar­i­an mass­es to have a liv­ing ob­ject against which to vent pe­ri­od­i­cal­ly the holy wrath of the peo­ple. Sec­ond, there was the class war, in which the peo­ple win their rights … Where were they to find a hos­tile class if the last bour­geois ran away or sur­ren­dered, and there was no one to fight? Fi­nal­ly, what would the com­rades in oth­er coun­tries say of Rus­sia? What would the for­eign cor­re­spon­dents think? No, Com­rade Ry­bkin must stay at his glo­ri­ous post—not de­stroy the work of the rev­o­lu­tion … The ac­tor talked so per­sua­sive­ly that a tear even ran down his fat shaven cheek.

			Stepan Nil­itch ap­a­thet­i­cal­ly rubbed his fore­head with his palm, nod­ded his head and said:

			“All right. Don’t cry! You make me feel sor­ry. I’ll serve a year more, and then see. It was just that … well, I was a lit­tle off col­or to­day. I was sit­ting here alone and think­ing … here, I thought, peo­ple used to have Christ­mas trees … there were the chil­dren … lots of can­dles … gold tin­sel glit­ter­ing … strings of glis­ten­ing Christ­mas balls swing­ing … the smell of ev­er­green … and I got to feel­ing so down in the mouth. Well, nev­er mind; I’ll get over it.”

			The Com­mis­sars hasti­ly glanced around at each oth­er and rose to take their leave. It was as if the same idea had struck the minds of both at once. In the hall they warm­ly pressed the hand of their host. Out­side, in the street, in the light blue snowy twi­light, stood the dark pur­ple spruce trees.

			Hav­ing es­cort­ed his guests to the door, Stepan Nil­itch went out, as was his cus­tom, to the spot where the church used to be. He stood there some twen­ty min­utes. He tried to re­call the Christ­mas hymns, but could not. Mem­o­ry was rust­ed. Then he went to see his friend, the com­mu­nal shoe­mak­er, and spent an hour and a half with him. He glanced at sev­er­al pam­phlets scat­tered on the win­dowsill, but found the fa­mil­iar, re­pul­sive phras­es about the de­struc­tion of the bour­geois or­der, and threw them aside. Both men want­ed to talk of old times; but on the oth­er side of the wall lived a mem­ber of the Ter­ror­ist Tri­bunal who, un­for­tu­nate­ly, was at home.

			As Ry­bkin ap­proached his own house, he was sur­prised by an un­wont­ed bright light pour­ing out of the win­dows on­to the snow in the gar­den and the bare black trees. Full of amaze­ment, he en­tered the par­lor. In the mid­dle of the room stood a lit­tle Christ­mas tree, all sparkling with bright lights. Gold and sil­ver or­na­ments glis­tened mer­ri­ly on it. Sway­ing gen­tly from the branch­es hung minia­ture guil­lotines, ex­quis­ite tiny mod­els of gal­lows, ax­es and blocks, scythes and ham­mers, and oth­er toys and em­blems of the rev­o­lu­tion. One can­dle had slight­ly singed a spruce twig, and a sweet aro­ma of bal­sam smoke filled the room.

			“In the class war shall you win your rights!” lisped Ry­bkin and burst in­to tears.

		
	
		
			Monte Carlo

			I must again re­peat, kind and re­spect­ed read­ers: be­lieve not the Baedek­ers, nor even the writ­ers. They will tell you that “Monte Car­lo is an earth­ly par­adise; there, in lux­u­ri­ant gar­dens, the feath­ery fronds of the palms rus­tle soft­ly, and lemon and or­ange trees are in bloom, while ex­ot­ic fish­es plash in mag­nif­i­cent pools.” They will tell you of the glo­ri­ous cas­tle, build­ed with king­ly ex­trav­a­gance by the best ar­chi­tects in the world; adorned by the most tal­ent­ed sculp­tors, and dec­o­rat­ed by the fore­most mas­ters of the brush.

			In re­al­i­ty, there is noth­ing of all this. A small, squat build­ing; in col­or, some­thing like pis­ta­chio, or thin café au lait, or else couleur de ca­ca Dauphin; fat-but­tocked Venus­es, with lu­bri­cious­ly smil­ing eyes, and bloat­ed cu­pi­dons, have been scat­tered over ceil­ing and walls by house-painters; the bronzes are im­i­ta­tions; there are busts of great writ­ers, who had nev­er in their lives seen Monte Car­lo—or have nev­er had any­thing to do with it, it seems. …

			For Monte Car­lo is, af­ter all, noth­ing but a dive, erect­ed by the en­ter­pris­ing, tal­ent­ed Blan, up­on a bare and bar­ren rock.

			This doubtless­ly clever man, whose will, it is to be re­gret­ted, was of an evil bent—a man who, with his nev­er-be­tray­ing luck, might have been a train sneak thief, or a black­mail­er, or a min­is­ter of state, or a restau­ra­teur, or an in­sur­ance agent, or ed­i­tor of a gi­gan­tic news­pa­per, or keep­er of a house of ill fame, and so on, and so on—once de­cid­ed to ex­ploit hu­man fol­ly and greed. Nor did he err. This beg­gar, this tat­ter­de­mallion—a man of a dark past, a knight of the dark star—died lament­ed of all the in­hab­i­tants of the prin­ci­pal­i­ty of Mona­co, and had suc­ceed­ed not on­ly in mar­ry­ing his daugh­ters to princes of the blood roy­al, but even in pro­vid­ing for all time for his bene­fac­tor, Grimal­di; set­ting him up with an ar­tillery of two can­nons, an in­fantry amount­ing to twen­ty of­fi­cers and five men, and a cav­al­ry, in the shape of a block­head, who, em­broi­dered all over with gold, sits on his horse and yawns from en­nui, not know­ing how to kill the use­less time.

			How­ev­er, Blan had fore­sight enough to for­bid en­try to his gam­bling hall to all Mon­e­gascs (the in­hab­i­tants of Mona­co), in­clud­ing even Grimal­di in that cat­e­go­ry.

			The fol­low­ing anec­dote (I apol­o­gize if it has seen print be­fore) bears wit­ness to the will and train­ing of the man: Some Span­ish grandee or oth­er ar­rived at Monte Car­lo, and was fa­vored by a mad­man’s luck. In two or three days he had won some two or three mil­lion francs, and bore them home with him, to his Seville, to his bul­locks and or­anges. But af­ter two years he again felt the urge of gam­bling, and he re­turned to Blan in Monte Car­lo. Blan met him very ami­ably and cour­te­ous­ly, and even seemed glad to see him.

			“How hap­py I am to see you, Count! On­ly—I warn you: do not play. Luck does not come to a man twice. And—be­lieve me sin­cere—I would ad­vise you against even en­ter­ing the gam­bling hall.”

			“Why? Do you re­al­ly think my self-pos­ses­sion would not suf­fice? Or that the game will car­ry me away?”

			“Oh, of course not, Count. I do not doubt you. All my banks are open to you. Still, I en­treat you earnest­ly—do not play. Again and again I re­it­er­ate to you, that luck is treach­er­ous. At least, prom­ise me that you will not lose over twen­ty francs?”

			“Drop the sub­ject. Please do not hin­der me. I will show you right now that the gam­bling fever hasn’t the least pow­er over me!!”

			It end­ed in­evitably in the Span­ish count’s los­ing the three mil­lion he had pre­vi­ous­ly won; mort­gag­ing at his bank, by tele­graph, his lands and or­ange groves; but he no longer could get away from Monte Car­lo. He fell down on his knees be­fore Blan, and kissed his hands, im­plor­ing him with tears for a few hun­dred francs to en­able him to re­turn to his fam­i­ly, to the glo­ri­ous cli­mate of Spain, to his black bul­locks with tiny white stars on their fore­heads, to his or­ange groves and his tore­adors. But the calm Blan an­swered him dry­ly and cold­ly:

			“No, Count. Two years ago you ru­ined me. It was nec­es­sary for me to go to Paris and to wear out all the steps and thresh­olds of min­istries and news­pa­per sanc­tums, in or­der to wall up the breach which you had made in my en­ter­prise. An eye for an eye. Now you shall nev­er see com­pas­sion from me—but I can give you alms.”

			And ev­er since the Span­ish count, like a roost­er whose tail feath­ers have been plucked, is con­stant­ly con­tem­plat­ing the re­trieval of his for­tune. The ad­min­is­tra­tion of the dive, at the gen­er­ous dis­pen­sa­tion of Blan, doles out to him twen­ty francs a day (ap­prox­i­mate­ly, sev­en rou­bles, in our reck­on­ing). He has the right of en­try to the Casi­no, and is even per­mit­ted to play. But when­ev­er he los­es his piti­ful twen­ty francs, they are not tak­en from him; and when­ev­er he wins, he is not paid. A more abom­inable hulk, or a greed­i­er—thus saith the leg­end—none has ev­er be­held on the azure shores. And, at a mod­est es­ti­mate, there are some four thou­sand of such peo­ple knock­ing about in Monte Car­lo.

			Such was Blan’s grasp of hu­man psy­chol­o­gy. Ev­ery win­ner would re­turn to him to win once more; and ev­ery los­er, to win his mon­ey back again. Nor was he at all amiss in his cyn­i­cal es­ti­mate of one of the basest of hu­man pas­sions. Rest in peace, thou gen­tle work­er. For men are wor­thy of what­so­ev­er treat­ment they de­serve.

			The de­tails of or­ga­ni­za­tion of this busi­ness are sim­ple, to the verge of laugh­ter. Ev­ery croupi­er un­der­goes a school­ing of two years’ in­struc­tion; for two years does he sit in the base­ments of the Casi­no and learn to send a lit­tle ball over a whirling disc; learn­ing to re­mem­ber faces and cos­tumes, to speak all lan­guages, and to wear clean linen. Their wives and daugh­ters are pro­vid­ed for by the ad­min­is­tra­tion—small to­bac­co and wine shops are opened for them. And thus these peo­ple are chained by un­break­able ties to the whirling plate and the lit­tle ball hop­ping up­on it. And, tru­ly—where may one turn if he has been for­mer­ly a croupi­er, or a precinct in­spec­tor?

			The talk of a croupi­er be­ing able to put the ball in any one of the thir­ty-sev­en lit­tle cups is, I think, with­out foun­da­tion; but that he is able to drive the ball in­to a giv­en sec­tor is pos­si­ble. First­ly, be­cause hu­man dex­ter­i­ty has no bounds (wit­ness ac­ro­bats, avi­a­tors, sharpers), and sec­ond­ly, be­cause I have my­self seen an in­spec­tor of the play­ing change, with­in one hour, three croupiers who had been los­ing one af­ter the oth­er.

			These hun­dreds of peo­ple—no, not even peo­ple, but on­ly gam­blers—pro­duce a piti­ful and re­pul­sive im­pres­sion, hud­dled over the green cloth cov­ered ta­bles! Some forty or fifty men and wom­en are sit­ting, jostling one an­oth­er with el­bows and hips; a sec­ond row has piled on them from be­hind, while still far­ther back is a crush, with grasp­ing, per­spir­ing, moist hands thrust over the heads of the fore­most. In pass­ing, a roué’s el­bow strikes the cheek or bo­som of some beau­ti­ful wom­an or girl. A mere tri­fle! No one pays any at­ten­tion to this …

			But then, how in­ter­est­ing a cer­tain Rus­sian count­ess was! She had a ner­vous tic of the eyes, and her hands trem­bled from age and the fever of gam­bling. Out of a white chamois bag, some­thing like a pouch, she took out gold by the hand­ful, and flung it on the cloth at ran­dom. The chief croupi­er, the one who set the de­vice whirling—a fat French­man, with an ug­ly red face—pur­pose­ly de­layed the game and laughed straight in the face of the wom­an.

			It must be said that she paid no at­ten­tion to this, and, when she had lost ev­ery­thing, she or­dered some­body to call her au­to­mo­bile and some­body else to pay for the two glass­es of strong tea she had drunk, and de­part­ed. Af­ter all, it was hand­some­ly done.

			What a pity that Rus­sian wom­en, so ten­der­ly and po­et­i­cal­ly drawn by Tur­genev, Tol­stoy, and Nekrassov, should in­evitably get in­to this ac­cursed hole!

			

			The en­tire French press is pros­ti­tut­ed by the au­thor­i­ties of Monte Car­lo with un­usu­al adroit­ness and calm­ness. These hon­est jour­nal­ists—of whom on­ly Count Hen­ri de Rochefort is gen­uine­ly hon­est and in­cor­rupt­ible—are de­lib­er­ate­ly paid not to write of the sui­cides that oc­cur on this bare rock. The hon­est jour­nal­ists, of course, be­gin to black­mail the gam­bling hell, and write ex­clu­sive­ly of sui­cides un­til they re­ceive thir­ty or forty thou­sand francs as quit­tance. That is all the ad­min­is­tra­tion needs. It does not at all val­ue five-franc play­ers—rather, it lies in wait for mil­lion­aires. And it is quite ev­i­dent that a sat­ed block­head, who had ex­pe­ri­enced dur­ing the twen­ty-five years of his hot­house ex­is­tence al­most ev­ery­thing that the imag­i­na­tion of man—or, rather, of a flunkey—may con­ceive: from hunt­ing tigers to the sin of sodomy—it is quite ev­i­dent that such a charm­ing youth would be in­evitably drawn to ex­pe­ri­ence strong sen­sa­tions. And that is why the di­rec­tors of the dive from time to time with great mag­na­nim­i­ty, grant the op­por­tu­ni­ty of win­ning a few thou­sand francs to some nabob trav­el­ing incog­ni­to. It is ev­i­dent, even to one blind, that this mon­ey is thrown out by the ad­min­is­tra­tion for the ré­clame, or, to put it more plain­ly, it is con­sid­ered as pot boire, or pin mon­ey. …

			My tes­ti­mo­ny is un­prej­u­diced, be­cause among my nu­mer­ous vices one is miss­ing—a long­ing for cards. I was mere­ly a dis­pas­sion­ate and an at­ten­tive ob­serv­er. Un­ex­pect­ed­ly, I won a few francs, but it was a dis­gust­ing and a drea­ry busi­ness.

			

			The cor­rupt­ing in­flu­ence of Monte Car­lo is to be felt ev­ery­where up­on the azure shores. And, looked at more at­ten­tive­ly, one seems to have fall­en in­to some plague-strick­en spot, in the grip of an epi­dem­ic—a place which it would be of great ben­e­fit to pour kerosene over and to burn down. In ev­ery bar, in ev­ery to­bac­co shop, in ev­ery ho­tel, stand ma­chines for gam­bling—re­sem­bling the cash reg­is­ters in big stores. At the top are three col­ors: yel­low, green, red; or else, three toy hors­es: a black, a bay, and a gray. Some times, how­ev­er, there are lit­tle cats, with three open­ings above them, as in a toy sav­ings-bank, to drop in the coins. If you guess the col­or, you win. And the kind, sim­ple heart­ed house-painters and stone­cut­ters, car-con­duc­tors, porters, wait­ers, pros­ti­tutes, keep on, from morn till night, putting their hard earned sous in­to this in­sa­tiable maw. Of course, they do not un­der­stand that the ma­chine has six­ty-six and a frac­tion chances of win­ning, as against theirs. And these six­ty-six per­cent are shared in this man­ner: the own­er of the ma­chine re­ceives forty-four per­cent, while the keep­er of the lit­tle inn gets twen­ty-two. It must be said that the innkeep­er, when­ev­er any­one wins, prefers to pay not in mon­ey, but in drinks—sweet ver­mouth, or fiery ab­sinthe.

			As for the am­a­teurs of more spicy gam­bling—there are se­cret, shady haunts for them, all over the azure shore. One of these—the most note­wor­thy—has come in­to be­ing in a small ham­let that goes by the name of Trinité, some twen­ty ver­sts from Nice, among moun­tains over which runs a white paved road, built by Ro­man sov­er­eigns, and re­built by Napoleon (Cor­niche). Wine and cold meats are “on the house.” The min­i­mum stake is a franc (in Monte Car­lo it is five francs). Any­body at all is ad­mit­ted. None will be of­fend­ed if, at the height of the game, one re­move his coat and vest.

			But then, it is as­sured­ly an as­ton­ish­ing col­lec­tion of hu­man refuse that gath­ers here: croupiers, ex­pelled from Monte Car­lo for cheat­ing, with some­thing of the hang­man in their faces, or of the catch­pole, or of the bil­liard-mark­er; lit­tle old ladies, with no­ble pro­files, who, as they get off the tram, hasti­ly make the sign of the cross un­der cov­er of their man­tles, and, if they catch sight of a hunch­back, rush to touch his hump for luck; Rus­sian sharpers, who have brought their mod­est sav­ings, gleaned at St. Pe­ters­burg, to the azure shores, and in­evitably lose ev­ery­thing (this is their com­mon fate); in­ter­na­tion­al per­son­ages, to whom en­try in­to Monte Car­lo is for­bid­den, ei­ther for steal­ing some­body else’s stake, or for the un­suc­cess­ful ex­trac­tion of a wal­let from a stranger’s pock­et; dis­guised po­lice agents. … In a word, it is a cor­dial, gay, in­ti­mate gath­er­ing. …

			How­ev­er, one in­sane idea nev­er for­sakes any one of them: “The roulette has laws of its own!” It is on­ly nec­es­sary to dis­cov­er the key to them. And so these lu­natics sit whole days through, com­bin­ing num­bers, mul­ti­ply­ing them by one an­oth­er, ex­tract­ing their square roots. The ad­min­is­tra­tion looks up­on them as harm­less ma­ni­acs, and does not ap­ply any mea­sures of re­stric­tion to them.

			True, a game in Trinité of­ten winds up in a fra­cas, or a thrust of the knife in­to the ab­domen, but no­body pays any at­ten­tion to such tri­fles in Trinité.

			

			And yet, af­ter all, how in­ter­est­ing French man­ners are! Even in these dives our gen­er­ous south­ern friends can­not do with­out a ges­ture.

			Gen­er­al Go­iron, just elect­ed may­or of Nice, evinced a nat­u­ral de­sire to demon­strate his civic rig­or and ad­min­is­tra­tive ac­tiv­i­ty. There­fore, he or­dered the clos­ing of all gam­ing hous­es in Trinité—and there are some ten or fif­teen of them there. A raid was ar­ranged. The gam­blers scat­tered in ter­ror, each one for him­self. Mon­sieur Paul, or­ga­niz­er of the most im­por­tant es­tab­lish­ment, was al­so in flight, pur­sued by a po­lice com­mis­sion­er. And lo! the com­mis­sion­er, as he runs, sprains his foot, or, per­haps, mere­ly pre­tends hav­ing sprained it. Where­upon Mon­sieur Paul halts and with the mag­na­nim­i­ty of an hon­est ad­ver­sary, as­sists his pur­suer to arise, puts him in­to a car­riage, at­tends up­on him pre­cise­ly like a so­lic­i­tous nurse, and brings him with pomp in­to the town. The next day be­tween the two news­pa­pers of Nice, who usu­al­ly are not averse to sling a lit­tle mud at each oth­er, a touch­ing uni­son reigns. In one, there is a lead­er, whose theme is that French chival­ry is not yet dead; while in the oth­er is a feuil­leton: “The Mag­nan­i­mous Foes.”

			And the day af­ter in both news­pa­pers there are two items, the same, al­most word for word: “It is to be re­gret­ted that the strug­gle with the lust for gam­bling for mon­ey is be­yond the strength of our po­lice in Nice. Mon­sieur Paul has again opened his gam­ing house in Trinité, from ten un­til two in the af­ter­noon, and from four un­til eight in the evening; here, al­so, is to be found a mag­nif­i­cent buf­fet, which Maître Paul, with that hos­pi­tal­i­ty which is so nat­u­ral to ev­ery French­man, places at the ser­vice of all vis­i­tors, en­tire­ly with­out charge. Smok­ing is per­mit­ted; the air is salu­bri­ous, and the land­scape most beau­ti­ful, the best through­out the en­tire azure coast.”

			No! Rus­sian re­porters, whom some­one has dubbed “free lunch grafters,” will nev­er at­tain the high cul­ture of their con­frères in the south!

		
	
		
			Roach Hole

			And re­al­ly, nei­ther I nor any­body else could ev­er meet, in a life­time, a fel­low queer­er, quaint­er, and, at the same time, more touch­ing. He was a man of small stature, as black as a black cock­roach, with an enor­mous black beard; he was pre­ma­ture­ly bald, but his eyes were glow­ing, beau­ti­ful, and some­what un­healthy.

			He was al­ways full of protests, com­plaints, plans for in­ven­tions, let­ters to news­pa­pers, let­ters of rec­om­men­da­tion for ser­vants, and so forth.

			He would burst in­to our quar­ters—a stu­dents’ gar­ret, rent­ed by Goliyashkin—and would sud­den­ly yell, all be­side him­self:

			“It’s an out­rage! How is it that no­body sur­mis­es that can­dle fac­to­ries nowa­days re­al­ly rep­re­sent some­thing in the na­ture of a swin­dling Amer­i­can Trust: the stearine is mixed with kerosene! The wicks are sat­u­rat­ed through and through with kerosene! It is there­fore per­fect­ly ev­i­dent, even to a two year-old in­fant, that nowa­days can­dles burn four times as fast as a nor­mal can­dle should, and that, there­fore, I am pay­ing to a syn­di­cate—or how the dev­il do you call it?—as much for one can­dle con­sumed as I ought to pay for four can­dles! And ev­ery­body knows this, and no­body protests!”

			Af­ter a lapse of time he would again come run­ning to us, and would shout in hor­ror:

			“Oh, yes! Are you rest­ing on your lau­rels? But have you paid any at­ten­tion to the fact that the de­signs on the gov­ern­ment ban­knote—that is, to put it more cor­rect­ly, on the prom­is­sory notes of the gov­ern­ment—are changed ev­ery year?”

			And, hur­ried­ly mas­ti­cat­ing a piece of bologna, and scald­ing him­self with tea, he con­tin­ued:

			“And then, some Pen­za muzhik or oth­er, a num­skull who is not on­ly il­lit­er­ate but even wor­ships the pa­gan gods Va­liess and Dazhd-Bog—such a muzhik is caught in a trap! Some­where in town no­tices have been post­ed up to the ef­fect that the bills will be hon­ored un­til such and such a date on­ly; the mat­ter is spo­ken of even in church­es,” the Roach again scalds him­self with the tea, “from the am­bo. … But then, a muzhik does not car­ry his sav­ings to a gov­ern­ment bank, but prefers to hide them in a barn, in the horse mangers, or to bury them un­der the old ap­ple tree. The time comes for him to die. He or his sons ex­hume the trea­sure trove out of its hid­den place and car­ry it off to cash it. But an of­fi­cial, in splen­did linen, with but­tons and shoul­der-straps, tells them most calm­ly: ‘These bills can­not be ac­cept­ed.’ What are we to see in that? Isn’t it an at­tempt up­on the draw­string purse of the good old fifty-mil­lion pop­u­la­tion?”

			Be­com­ing in­fat­u­at­ed with this lode, he came to us again four days lat­er, but very much tired, done up, as though he were giv­ing up his last strength to his call:

			“Tell me!” he clam­ored, “why do they mint such abom­inable sil­ver coins nowa­days?! Those of the reigns of Pe­ter the Great, of Cather­ine, and even those of Nicholas—Nicholas the First—sur­vive stur­di­ly to this day, and, when one strikes them on the mar­ble slab at an inn, ring true! On the oth­er hand, coins of the present day, even those tru­ly gen­uine, are rubbed off with­in a year—both head and tail. And the scoundrel­ly shop­keep­er does not even try them, but sim­ply flings them back at you, say­ing ‘Can’t tell what coin that is. All rubbed off. Let’s have new­er coins!’ Same thing with gold. Just re­call, my chil­dren, how, al­most three cen­turies ago, they want­ed to fool the peo­ple with just such a lit­tle stunt, and how the mat­ter came to the knowl­edge of the high­est au­thor­i­ties, and how the ring­leaders in this af­fair had their mouths filled with molten sil­ver and gold? Eh? Am I not telling the truth, per­haps? And tell me, please, why are the gold pieces of the present day called metaux d’or? If you can’t un­der­stand any­thing about it, nei­ther can I, I con­fess! Oh, well, all you know is to neigh like stal­lions when they feel their oats. Fun­ny, is it?” And he spat in dis­gust.

			And, fin­ish­ing his tea, which had grown cold by now, he would hur­ried­ly tell us good­bye, ex­tend­ing to each one of us in turn his small, dry, rigid, warm hand, and would run off some­wheres in­to space, like an uniden­ti­fied splin­ter from some wan­der­ing plan­et.

			How­ev­er, I once man­aged, some­how, to vis­it his lodg­ings—a ru­mor that he was se­ri­ous­ly ill had reached me, and I found out where he lived through the gov­ern­ment bu­reau of ad­dress­es. I had to trav­el to the Skol­ni­ki,20 al­most at the edge of the world; and, of course, this was in the heart of win­ter—about Christ­mas, I think—in the midst of a rag­ing bliz­zard. With the great­est dif­fi­cul­ty I suc­ceed­ed in find­ing his room. … How­ev­er, this was nei­ther a room, nor a mansard, nor even a gar­ret, but some­thing that re­sem­bled, rather, a dove­cote or a bird­house for star­lings, through the cracks of which the wind tore in freely from the out­side. A kitchen ta­ble … a wood­en tabouret … some felt spread on the floor, and on it, un­der an old torn fur coat, lies this amaz­ing Black Roach, who is shiv­er­ing in a fever ague and is deliri­ous at times. He re­fused the of­fices of a doc­tor, as well as the of­fer of the mon­ey which we had some­how man­aged to scrape to­geth­er in our bo­hemi­an crowd. (It must be said that of all the peo­ple I have ev­er seen the Roach was the proud­est and most dis­in­ter­est­ed one.) It was nec­es­sary to send him in a hired cab to a hos­pi­tal, when he fell in­to an ab­so­lute co­ma. Of colos­sal strength must have been the or­gan­ism of this Black Roach, whom nei­ther the frosts of Mos­cow, nor the sever­est form of ty­phoid, could sub­due.

			In­ci­den­tal­ly, I man­aged to no­tice a re­mark­able thing in this beg­gar­ly hole, which was called a sep­a­rate room from that of the oth­er in­mates of the house: on the floor, on the ta­ble, and on the win­dow sill there was a vast num­ber of books piled up—some of them ex­ceed­ing rar­i­ties, oth­ers in an­tique bind­ings of calf- and pigskin, with gold in­lays. Here were the works of the great Fa­thers of the Church and the teach­ers: of Basil the Great, Ter­tul­lian, Ori­gen, John of the Gold­en Lips, the Blessed Au­gus­tine, and oth­ers.

			Re­al­ly, the Black Roach ab­so­lute­ly amazed me at ev­ery step.

			

			We would lose track of him for a year, for two years, for three years at a time. Many of us had al­ready died dur­ing this pe­ri­od, and one even un­der­went (through a mis­un­der­stand­ing, how­ev­er) cap­i­tal pun­ish­ment, by hang­ing; but the Roach re­mained just as he was, and some­how did not even seem changed in ap­pear­ance. And—what is strangest of all!—his char­ac­ter, which was not of this earth, his pas­sion for ex­po­sures, and his civic in­dig­na­tion, which was some­how aim­less, not on­ly did not pass away with the years, but, it seemed, kept on con­stant­ly in­creas­ing. Now he would be car­ry­ing Dukho­bori in­to Cana­da (in­to Van­cou­ver); then grow­ing as­para­gus in the moun­tain­ous re­gions on the ridge of Yaila, in Crimea; next he be­came a regis­seur in a fash­ion­able the­ater. (May the Lord slay me if I can un­der­stand what he had to do with the dra­mat­ic art!) When deca­dence be­came the rage, he brave­ly start­ed study­ing paint­ing, and even at­tained to the ex­hi­bi­tion of fe­male nudes, green in col­or, with vi­o­let hair and with wreaths of yel­low flow­ers up­on their heads. Lat­er, ru­mors reached me some­how of his hav­ing held a po­si­tion in a cir­cus as ref­er­ee in wrestling bouts, and even, I think, as a swal­low­er of burn­ing tow, of sala­man­ders, adders, frogs, and an “Eat-’em-alive!” of cats, un­der the pseu­do­nym of “Cap­tain Greig, the Man with the Iron and In­com­bustible Stom­ach.” He was, like­wise, a hor­ti­cul­tur­ist, the ed­i­tor of a yel­low sheet, a rep­re­sen­ta­tive for some rub­ber man­u­fac­tur­ers, a tax comp­trol­ler, and a boatswain on a sail­ing ves­sel. Now, when his en­tire life is a thing of the past, I some­times, in the pe­ri­ods of in­som­nia, re­call him with ten­der­ness and won­der—where didn’t life (and, it may have been, cu­rios­i­ty) toss this man? I have for­got­ten to say that I knew some­thing of his past. In his ear­ly youth he had served in a cav­al­ry guard and had par­tic­i­pat­ed with im­mense suc­cess in gen­tle­man­ly races and steeple chas­es. Nei­ther fears nor com­pli­cat­ing dif­fi­cul­ties ex­ist­ed for him: he could take any ob­sta­cle on any horse, as easy as crack­ing a nut. True, like ev­ery dar­ing horse­man, he had fre­quent spills. Al­most all the parts of his arms and legs had been bro­ken and had grown to­geth­er again clum­si­ly. As for his ex­it from the reg­i­ment, that was due to some ab­surd in­ci­dent, in which, how­ev­er, su­per­sen­si­tive corps d’es­prit was far more at fault than he.

			

			Fre­quent­ly he dis­ap­peared from our midst, as though he had been swal­lowed up by the ocean. Nev­er­the­less, fate in­evitably threw us to­geth­er.

			The Rus­so-Ja­pa­nese War burst in­to a blaze. And so I was sim­ply con­vinced that he would prove to be there, “in the war zone.” And I was not mis­tak­en. In one of the re­layed dis­patch­es I un­ex­pect­ed­ly read that Cap­tain of the Cav­al­ry So-and-so, re­tired, had dis­tin­guished him­self by his amaz­ing val­or at such-and-such a re­treat, and had been award­ed the Or­der of St. Vladimir of the Third Rank (with swords). This man in­ter­est­ed me to such a de­gree—or, rather, had grown so close to my heart—that I, with ab­so­lute com­po­sure, even though not with­out a cer­tain se­cret cu­rios­i­ty, wait­ed to see how he would end.

			When the war qui­et­ed down, the Roach came back to Rus­sia with two Cross­es of St. George and with a black ban­dage over his left eye.

			“It’s abom­inable! It’s out­ra­geous!” he stormed—the same na­tive of the shores of the Black Sea that he had al­ways been, but by now al­ready marked­ly gray. “They’ve sold the fa­ther­land, the worth­less scoundrels! They made hay while the sun shone! De­sert­ed their po­si­tions, in or­der to lodge com­plaints! Kept up harems! Oh, if they’d on­ly let me lay my hands on these skunks! …”

			And right here came the Ninth of Jan­u­ary, the Sev­en­teenth of Oc­to­ber, Gapon, Schmidt, and, in gen­er­al, the whole Rus­sian mud­dle of the first rev­o­lu­tion. Of course he, like an imp or chim­ney-sweep jack-in-the-box, had to show his met­tle even here. He made speech­es some­where, which no one un­der­stood—and re­al­ly, did he un­der­stand any­thing in them him­self? Still, he was borne in the arms of the crowds, tossed aloft, and kissed.

			But, in the mean­while, the times were chang­ing with un­usu­al ra­pid­i­ty, and the des­tinies of the em­pire with them. Our lit­tle so­ci­ety of stu­dents was dis­persed, ev­ery man go­ing his own way. Some died, oth­ers be­came celebri­ties, fash­ion­able physi­cians, or well-known lawyers; but for some rea­son this man, this Black Roach so dear to me, was de­creed by fate al­ways to en­counter me.

			“It’s an out­rage!” he clam­ored, burst­ing in­to my rooms like a bomb. “A sys­tem of stool-pi­geons! Stool-pi­geons ev­ery­where! A huge sys­tem! Men have lost all shame, fear, and con­science! Why, can one be sure that when a man is car­ry­ing a bomb in his hand he has not re­ceived four months’ salary for do­ing it? I can’t bear it any more! I shall ex­pose these worth­less scoundrels!”

			It was amaz­ing! Nei­ther age, nor the wounds he had re­ceived in the war, nor fa­tigue from the in­tense life he had led, seemed to have any ef­fect up­on him. Ev­ery step in the life of Rus­sia as a so­ci­ety was re­flect­ed in him as in a mir­ror—but some sort of a droll mir­ror, such as are found in dime musees and panop­ticums, in which a man ex­pands in fi­nite­ly in breadth, or else sud­den­ly in­creas­es in height and be­comes as thin as a tape­worm.

			And now a com­par­a­tive­ly qui­et time comes along. The Rus­sian Par­lia­ment opens, and my Black Roach dash­es off at a mad pace in­to some prov­ince or oth­er, ob­tains du­bi­ous funds some­where and buys the land nec­es­sary to se­cure an elec­torate, and ex­act­ly one year lat­er, sit­ting in the gal­leries of the Tabriz Palace, I hear him de­liv­er­ing a thun­der­ing speech—in any case, one not meant for the ben­e­fit of the gov­ern­ment. I con­fess that, ow­ing to the mem­o­ries of my youth, I had pre­served a sort of ap­pre­hen­sive ten­der­ness to­ward him; and, as I lis­tened to him, I feared all the time to see sol­diers and jail­ers en­ter at any sec­ond and put hand­cuffs and leg-irons up­on him, and take him away in­to tiny, nar­row gov­ern­ment quar­ters.

			“The waves still mut­ter the same old thing. … Statute One-hun­dred-and-twen­ty still mut­ters the same old thing. … The many-head­ed tail of the old regime, hav­ing en­twined with its sting well nigh one third of the ter­res­tri­al globe …”

			Here the chair­man stopped him and or­dered him out of the room. He was mut­ter­ing some­thing else in the door­way, but I could no longer dis­tin­guish any­thing of what he was say­ing.

			

			I had al­most giv­en up hope of meet­ing him af­ter this scan­dal; but you can imag­ine my as­ton­ish­ment at meet­ing him both the next year, and the year af­ter that—in short, dur­ing all the ses­sions of Par­lia­ment in the self same Tabriz Palace. With hor­ror and with pity I watched this hare­brained and ir­re­press­ible man fade more and more with ev­ery year. Sub­se­quent­ly he changed from the S.R.’s (So­cial Rev­o­lu­tion­ar­ies) to the La­borites; thence he dived in­to the ranks of the con­ser­va­tive Cadets; and, fi­nal­ly, sunk un­til he touched the Oc­to­brists. Fre­quent­ly of evenings, when I would be alone, I pon­dered on the des­tiny of this amaz­ing fel­low. “What drew him to­ward all these strange—let us say—changes of views? Can it be,” thought I, “an echo of the pe­cu­liar­ly Rus­so-Tar­tar­i­an rest­less­ness and wan­der­lust? Or is it sim­ply lack of stead­fast­ness in spir­it, so deeply in­her­ent in the na­ture of our splen­did na­tion?” And im­me­di­ate­ly I would con­tra­dict my­self, say­ing that this man was sober, con­ti­nent, a veg­e­tar­i­an, and a non­smok­er. … But at the same time I could not ad­mit that he was mad.

			And then, a few months lat­er, the Balkan War be­gins—prob­a­bly the cru­elest war of all those that have been fought in this world. With huge amaze­ment I read in the pa­pers that my friend is Lit­tle-John­ny-on-the-spot; the Black Roach is now in the ranks of the Bul­gar­i­an troops.

			There­upon I be­gin to be in­ter­est­ed in his des­tiny. Through cer­tain friends I con­trive to tele­graph in­quiries about him. But no! The wa­ters seem to have swal­lowed him up, as the say­ing is. “Must have reached the end of his game,” thought I; “prob­a­bly he is ly­ing in some ditch or hol­low, crushed un­der scores of corpses; or, per­haps, he is as­prawl in some field, with his ears and nose cut off, with his eyes gouged out—or has he, per­haps, been turned in­to cor­rup­tion and dust long since?”

			I must con­fess that a gen­uine, sin­cere re­gret pos­sessed me.

			But life runs on and on, and to make it pause is a dif­fi­cult mat­ter. … And the trou­bles of the day make ev­ery­thing in the world to be light­ly for­got­ten. And I al­most for­got about the friend of my youth—and then sud­den­ly I re­ceived a cu­ri­ous postal card from Athos. Some monastery was de­pict­ed up­on the side of it, with white build­ings, sur­round­ed by green trees; up­on the oth­er was the ad­dress—in an ob­vi­ous­ly tremu­lous hand­writ­ing; and right near the ad­dress, to the left, a few lines were tacked on, writ­ten in the same jumpy hand­writ­ing. At the be­gin­ning of these lines stood a fu­ner­ary cross, done in ink:

			
				
					[image: Four triangles arranged so that their points meet in the middle.]
				

			

			and then the fol­low­ing words:

			
				“To­mor­row I am in­vest­ed with the Great Schema,21 and take a vow of si­lence. I bless you and ev­ery­body else, and al­ways re­mem­ber all of you in my ar­dent prayers. I pray God that He may send con­tri­tion, love, and com­pas­sion in­to all your hearts as well. This is the last let­ter that I shall write as long as I live—to­mor­row I shall be dead for the world for­ev­er. My li­brary is still there, at the Sokol­ni­ki, with the land­la­dy; take it, and, I beg of you, dis­trib­ute the books among all those who re­mem­ber me. And may the mer­cy of God be over you.

				
					“The low­ly monk of the schema,

					Agath­angel.”

				
			

			Well, what was to be done? The thing was over with. I wept over this bit of tid­ings, come from God knows what land. And what touched me was not so much the fate of my friend, as the fate of the en­tire tur­bu­lent Rus­sian peo­ple, ev­er seek­ing some­thing, it knows not what. And tru­ly! Was he not the most faith­ful, the most typ­i­cal rep­re­sen­ta­tive of it? I pic­tured him to my­self—the erst­while bret­teur and horse­man—sit­ting in a cell, sus­tain­ing him­self with a sin­gle red cross bun a day, sleep­ing in a cof­fin of cy­press wood, which he had made with his own hands, and, most ter­ri­ble of all, keep­ing silent—he! the in­de­fati­ga­ble, the ir­re­press­ible!

		
	
		
			The Disciple

			
				I

				The great white dou­ble-decked steam­er, built af­ter an Amer­i­can pat­tern, was gay­ly float­ing down the Vol­ga. It was the time of sul­try, lan­guid Ju­ly days. The pas­sen­gers passed half the day on the lit­tle out­side west­ern bal­cony, and the oth­er half on the east­ern—it all de­pend­ed on which side the shade was. They got on and clam­bered off at the in­ter­me­di­ate stops, and fi­nal­ly there was formed a per­ma­nent com­ple­ment of trav­el­ers, whose faces had long since be­come mu­tu­al­ly fa­mil­iar and who had grown rather te­dious to one an­oth­er.

				Dur­ing the day they oc­cu­pied them­selves with in­do­lent flirt­ing, with buy­ing straw­ber­ries, sun-cured, stringy fish, milk, crack­nels, and stur­geons that smelt of kerosene. They ate with­out cease all day long, as is al­ways the case on steam­ers, where the jolt­ing of the ves­sel, the fresh air, the prox­im­i­ty of the wa­ter, and the en­nui all de­vel­op an in­or­di­nate ap­petite.

				In the evening, when it grew cool­er, the scent of new-mown hay and of hon­ey-yield­ing flow­ers would be borne to the deck from the riv­er banks, and, when a dense sum­mer mist would arise from the riv­er, ev­ery­body gath­ered in the sa­loon.

				A thin lit­tle miss from Mos­cow, who had stud­ied at a con­ser­va­to­ry—the bones of her breast stood out sharply from her low-cut lit­tle blouse, while her eyes had an un­nat­u­ral sparkle and her cheeks flamed with hec­tic spots—sang the bal­lads of Dar­gomizh­sky, in a voice tiny, but of an un­usu­al­ly pleas­ant tim­bre. Then, for a brief while, fol­lowed dis­putes about in­ter­nal pol­i­tics.

				A thir­ty-year-old landown­er of Sim­bir served as the gen­er­al laugh­ing­stock and source of di­ver­sion—he was as rosy and smooth-skinned as a York­shire suck­ling pig; his flax­en hair was clipped so short that it stood up like the quills of a hedge­hog; his mouth gaped; the dis­tance from his nose to his up­per lip was enor­mous; his eye­lash­es were white, and his mus­tach­es were shock­ing­ly so. He ex­ud­ed an at­mos­phere of the in­gen­u­ous silli­ness, fresh­ness, naivete and as­siduity of the man who is close to the rich, black-loam land. He was just mar­ried, had put up his bonds, and had been ap­point­ed a jus­tice of the peace. All these par­tic­u­lars, as well as the maid­en name of his moth­er, and the names of all the peo­ple who had ex­ert­ed their in­flu­ence on his be­half, were known long since to ev­ery­body on the steam­er, in­clud­ing in that num­ber the cap­tain and his two mates, and, it would seem, even the deck­hands. As a rep­re­sen­ta­tive of the rul­ing pow­er, and a mem­ber of a no­ble fam­i­ly of all the Rus­sias, he over­did his pa­tri­o­tism and was con­stant­ly bab­bling non­sense. From Low­er Nov­gorod to Sara­tov he had al­ready con­trived to shoot and hang, over and over again, all the shee­nies, Finns, Pol­lacks, damned Ar­me­ni­ans, Lit­tle Rus­sians and oth­er out­landers.

				Dur­ing the stops he would come out on deck in his cap with its vel­vet band and two in­signia, and, shov­ing his hands in his trous­er-pock­ets, ex­pos­ing his nobly-born, gray cloth-clad pos­te­ri­or, he would watch, as one hav­ing au­thor­i­ty, the sailors, the porters, the driv­ers of three-horse stages in their round hats trimmed with pea­cock feath­ers. His wife, a slen­der, el­e­gant de­mi vierge from St. Pe­ters­burg, with an ex­ceed­ing­ly pale face and ex­ceed­ing­ly vivid, malev­o­lent lips, did not op­pose her hus­band in any­thing and was tac­i­turn; at times she would smile—with a sub­tle, ma­lig­nant smile—at the fol­lies of her hus­band; for the greater part of the day she sat in the blaze of the sun with a yel­low-backed French nov­el in her hands, her lit­tle thor­ough­bred feet in red mo­roc­co slip­pers crossed and stretched out along the bench. Some­how, one in­vol­un­tar­i­ly sensed in her a car­rièriste, a fu­ture gov­er­nor’s or some oth­er high of­fi­cial’s la­dy; most prob­a­bly, this would be the fu­ture Mes­sali­na of the en­tire dis­trict. There was al­ways an odor of Crême Si­mon about her, and of some mod­ish per­fume—sweet, pun­gent, and tart, that made one want to sneeze. Their name was Kostret­zov.

				Among the per­ma­nent pas­sen­gers there was al­so a colonel of the ar­tillery—the most good-na­tured of men, a sloven and a glut­ton, with a griz­zled stub­ble bristling on his cheeks and chin, and with his kha­ki-col­ored sum­mer uni­form jack­et glis­ten­ing over his ab­domen from all pos­si­ble sorts of soups and sauces. Ev­ery day, in the morn­ing, he de­scend­ed in­to the chef’s do­main, and would there choose a stierlyad­ka or a sieu­ruzh­ka,22 which would be brought up to him on deck, still quiv­er­ing in its wood­en ves­sel, and, with his own hand, like an of­fi­ci­at­ing high priest, breath­ing hard and smack­ing his lips, he would make marks with a knife up­on the head of the fish, in cir­cum­ven­tion of the cook’s sly­ness—lest he be served with an­oth­er fish, a dead one.

				Ev­ery evening, af­ter the singing of the young la­dy from Mos­cow and af­ter the po­lit­i­cal dis­putes, the colonel would play at a vari­a­tion of whist far in­to the night. His con­stant part­ners were: an in­spec­tor of ex­cise who was trav­el­ing to Askhabad—a man of ab­so­lute­ly in­de­ter­mi­nate years, all wrin­kled, with atro­cious teeth, who was in­sane on the sub­ject of am­a­teur the­atri­cals (in the in­ter­vals of the game, dur­ing deals, he would tell anec­dotes of He­brew life, with spir­it and gayety, and not at all bad­ly); the ed­i­tor of some news­pa­per pub­lished near the Vol­ga—a beard­ed, bee­tle-browed man in gold­en spec­ta­cles; and a stu­dent by the name Drzhevet­zky.

				The stu­dent played with con­stant good luck. He grasped the plays with ra­pid­i­ty, had a splen­did mem­o­ry for all the scores and hands, and re­gard­ed the mis­takes of his part­ners with un­vary­ing be­nig­ni­ty. De­spite the great heat, he was al­ways clad in a green­ish frock-coat with very long skirts and an ex­ag­ger­at­ed­ly high col­lar, and with ev­ery but­ton but­toned. His shoul­der-blades were so great­ly de­vel­oped that he seemed round-shoul­dered, even with his great height. His hair was light and curly; his eyes were blue; his face was long and clean-shaven. He bore a slight re­sem­blance, to judge by an­tique por­traits, to the twen­ty-five-year-old gen­er­als of the War of 1812, in de­fense of the fa­ther­land. How­ev­er, there was some­thing pe­cu­liar about his ap­pear­ance. At times, when he was off his guard, his eyes would as­sume such a tired, tor­tured ex­pres­sion, that one could freely, from his ap­pear­ance, give his age even as fifty years. But the un­ob­ser­vant peo­ple on the steam­er did not re­mark this, of course, just as his part­ners in play did not re­mark an un­usu­al pe­cu­liar­i­ty of his hands: the stu­dent’s thumbs were so long that they were al­most even with the tips of his in­dex fin­gers, while all his fin­ger nails were short, broad, flat and strong. These hands tes­ti­fied with un­usu­al con­clu­sive­ness to an ob­du­rate will, to a cold ego­ism that was a stranger to all vac­il­la­tions, and to his be­ing ca­pa­ble of crime.

				Some­how, from Nizh­nii Nov­gorod to Sizran, dur­ing two evenings run­ning, there were lit­tle games of chance. The games were “twen­ty-one,” chemin de fer, and Pol­ish ban­co. The stu­dent came out the win­ner to the tune of some­thing like sev­en­ty rou­bles. But he had man­aged to do it so charm­ing­ly, and then had so oblig­ing­ly prof­fered a loan of mon­ey to the pet­ty lum­ber deal­er he had won from, that ev­ery­body re­ceived an im­pres­sion of his be­ing a man of wealth, a man of good so­ci­ety and bring­ing-up.

			
			
				II

				In Sama­ra it took a very long time for the steam­er to un­load and load again. The stu­dent went for a swim, and, up­on his re­turn, took a seat in the cap­tain’s round­house—a free­dom per­mit­ted on­ly to very lik­able pas­sen­gers af­ter hav­ing sailed to­geth­er for a long time. With es­pe­cial at­ten­tion, he watched in­tent­ly as three Jews board­ed the steam­er, apart from each oth­er—all three of them very well dressed, with rings on their hands and with sparkling pins in their cra­vats. He al­so man­aged to no­tice that the Jews pre­tend­ed not to know one an­oth­er, and al­so re­marked a cer­tain com­mon trait in their ap­pear­ance, which trait seemed to have been stamped up­on them by the same pro­fes­sion, as well as cer­tain al­most im­per­cep­ti­ble sig­nals which they com­mu­ni­cat­ed to one an­oth­er at a dis­tance.

				“Do you know who these men are?” he asked the cap­tain’s mate.

				The cap­tain’s mate, a rather dark boy with­out a mus­tache, who, in the sa­loon, played the part of an old sea-wolf, was very kind­ly dis­posed to­ward the stu­dent. Dur­ing his watch­es he would tell Drzhevet­zky un­seem­ly sto­ries out of his past life and ut­tered abom­inable things about all the wom­en who were then on the ship—and the stu­dent would hear him out pa­tient­ly and at­ten­tive­ly, even though with a cer­tain cool­ness.

				“These?” the cap­tain’s mate re­peat­ed the stu­dent’s ques­tion. “Com­mis­sion mer­chants, be­yond a doubt. Prob­a­bly trad­ing in flour or grain. Well, we shall find out right away. Lis­ten, mis­ter—what’s your name—lis­ten!” he called out, lean­ing over the rail­ings. “Are you with a freight? With grain?”

				“All through!” an­swered the Jew, lift­ing up his clever, ob­ser­vant face. “Now I am trav­el­ling for my own plea­sure.”

				In the evening the young la­dy from Mos­cow again sang—“Who Wed­ded Us”; the jus­tice of the peace shout­ed about the good to be de­rived from ex­ter­mi­nat­ing all the shee­nies and in­au­gu­rat­ing cor­po­ral pun­ish­ment through­out all the Rus­sias; the colonel was or­der­ing Sevri­uzh­ka à l’Améri­caine, with ca­pers. The two com­mis­sion mer­chants sat down to a game of “six­ty-six”—with old cards; then, as though by chance, the third one sat down with them, and the game changed to “pref­er­ence.” At the fi­nal set­tle­ment one of the play­ers was short of change—he could find on­ly ban­knotes of large de­nom­i­na­tions.

				He said:

				“Well, gen­tle­men, how are we go­ing to set­tle? Do you want to play at rouge et noir?”

				“Oh, no, thanks—I don’t play at any games of chance,” an­swered one of the oth­ers. “But then, it’s a mere tri­fle. You can keep the change.”

				The first man ap­peared to take of­fense, but at this junc­ture the third one in­ter­vened:

				“Gen­tle­men—we aren’t any steam­boat sharpers, I think, and are in good com­pa­ny. Par­don me—how much did you win?”

				“My, but you are a hot-tem­pered fel­low,” said the first. “Six rou­bles and twen­ty kopecks.”

				“Very well, then … I’ll play you for the whole thing.”

				“Oi, don’t scare me!” said the first, and be­gan to deal.

				He lost, and in his vex­a­tion dou­bled his stakes. And so, with­in a few min­utes, a live­ly game of the haz­ardous Pol­ish ban­co was on—in which game the banker deals three cards to each part­ner, and turns up one card for each part­ner for him­self.

				Not even half an hour had passed be­fore the ta­ble was cov­ered with heaps of ban­knotes, lit­tle stacks of gold and piles of sil­ver. The banker was los­ing all the time, and, with all this, his por­tray­al of amaze­ment and in­dig­na­tion was done with ex­ceed­ing verisimil­i­tude.

				“Do you al­ways have such a run of luck on steam­ers?” he would ask a part­ner with a ven­omous smile.

				“Yes—and on Thurs­days es­pe­cial­ly,” the oth­er would an­swer with sang froid.

				The un­lucky play­er de­mand­ed that the cards be cut anew. But once more he be­gan to lose. First and sec­ond class pas­sen­gers had crowd­ed around their ta­ble. The play had, lit­tle by lit­tle, in­flamed them all. The first to come in with them was the good-na­tured colonel of ar­tillery; he was fol­lowed by the clerk of the ex­cise, who was go­ing to Akhs­bad, and by the beard­ed ed­i­tor. Madame Kostret­zo­va’s eyes be­came enkin­dled—a proof of her high-strung ner­vous tem­per­a­ment.

				“Do put your stakes against him,” she said in an an­gry whis­per to her hus­band. “Can’t you see that bad luck is pur­su­ing him?”

				“Mais, ma chérie. … On­ly God knows who these peo­ple are,” the jus­tice of the peace protest­ed fee­bly.

				“Id­iot!” said she, in a ve­he­ment whis­per. “Bring my pock­et­book from the cab­in.”

			
			
				III

				The stu­dent had long since fath­omed just what the mat­ter was. It was per­fect­ly clear to him that these three men formed the usu­al par­ty of steam­er card sharpers. But, ev­i­dent­ly, it was nec­es­sary for him to pon­der over cer­tain things and to com­pre­hend them. He took a long black cigar at the counter, and set­tled down on the bal­cony, watch­ing the steam­er’s shad­ow glid­ing over the yel­low wa­ter, re­fract­ing the fan­tas­tic lit­tle spots of sun­light. The cap­tain’s mate up­on see­ing him ran down from the bridge, laugh­ing sig­nif­i­cant­ly.

				“Do you want me to show you one of the most in­ter­est­ing peo­ple in Rus­sia, pro­fes­sor?”

				“Re­al­ly?” said the stu­dent in­dif­fer­ent­ly, flick­ing the ash­es off his cigar with a fin­ger­nail.

				“Look at that gen­tler­nan over there—the one with the gray mus­tach­es and a green silk shade over his eyes. That’s Balun­sky—the King of the Card­sharpers.”

				The stu­dent grew an­i­mat­ed and threw a quick glance to his right.

				“That fel­low? Re­al­ly? Is that tru­ly Balun­sky him­self?”

				“Yes. The very same.”

				“Well, is he play­ing now?”

				“No. He’s done for, en­tire­ly. And even if he were to sit down to play—why then, as you know your­self, it would be our bound­en du­ty to warn the pub­lic. … All he does is to hang about the ta­bles, just watch­ing and noth­ing more.”

				At this mo­ment Balun­sky was pass­ing by them, and the stu­dent’s eyes fol­lowed him with the liveli­est in­ter­est. Balun­sky was a tall, splen­did­ly formed old man, with fine, proud fea­tures. The stu­dent saw much in his ap­pear­ance: a habit from of old of bear­ing him­self un­con­strained­ly with self-as­sur­ance be­fore the eyes of a great gath­er­ing; soft, well-cared for hands; an as­sumed, ex­trin­sic air of seigneur. But the stu­dent al­so no­ticed a slight de­fect in the use of his right leg, and the time-whitened seams of his one time splen­did Parisian over­coat. And the stu­dent, with an un­fail­ing at­ten­tive­ness and some pe­cu­liar feel­ing com­pound­ed of in­dif­fer­ent pity and a con­tempt de­void of any mal­ice, ob­served all these tri­fles.

				“There was a chap for you—but he’s all done for now,” said the cap­tain’s mate.

				“There’s rather a big game go­ing on down­stairs,” said the stu­dent calm­ly.

				Then, sud­den­ly, turn­ing to­ward the cap­tain’s mate and star­ing stoni­ly in­to his very pupils, he said as sim­ply as if he were or­der­ing his break­fast or din­ner:

				“To tell you the truth, mon cher ami, I have been keep­ing my eye on you for two whole days now, and I see that you aren’t at all a stupid fel­low, and, of course, are above any prej­u­dices, such as are com­mon to old wom­en. For we are su­per­men, you and I—isn’t that so?”

				“Well, gen­er­al­ly speak­ing. … And ac­cord­ing to the gen­er­al the­o­ry of Ni­et­zsche …” the cap­tain’s mate mum­bled sen­ten­tious­ly. “The life of man …”

				“Yes, yes … Par­tic­u­lars by mail.”

				The stu­dent un­but­toned his frock-coat, and took a dan­di­fied wal­let of red leather with a gold mono­gram out of his side-pock­et, and ex­tract­ed two bills of a hun­dred rou­bles each out of the wal­let.

				“Catch hold, ad­mi­ral! They are yours,” said he, im­pres­sive­ly.

				“What for?” asked the cap­tain’s mate, blink­ing his eyes in sur­prise.

				“For your so-re­splen­dent beau­ty,” said the stu­dent grave­ly. “And for the plea­sure of con­vers­ing with a clever man who is un­ham­pered by any prej­u­dices.”

				“What am I sup­posed to do?”

				This time the stu­dent spoke curt­ly and sig­nif­i­cant­ly, just like a gen­er­al be­fore an en­counter:

				“First of all, not to warn any­body about Balun­sky. I need him as a con­trol and a sort of a left hand. Is that a go?”

				“It’s a go!” an­swered the cap­tain’s mate gay­ly.

				“Sec­ond­ly: show me which one of the wait­ers can bring my own pack of cards to the ta­ble.”

				The sailor be­came some­what hes­i­tant.

				“Pro­cophii, per­haps?” he said, as though de­lib­er­at­ing with him­self.

				“Ah, that’s the thin, yel­low chap, with droop­ing mus­tach­es? Isn’t it?”

				“Yes, that’s the fel­low.”

				“Very well, then … He has a suit­able face. I’ll have a lit­tle pri­vate talk with him by my­self, and a sep­a­rate reck­on­ing. Af­ter that, my youth­ful but ar­dent friend, I of­fer you the fol­low­ing propo­si­tion: I of­fer you two-and-a-half per­cent of the gross re­ceipts.”

				“Of the gross re­ceipts?” the cap­tain’s mate be­gan to snick­er in de­light.

				“Yes, sir! That ought to make, ap­prox­i­mate­ly, let me see … The colonel, I think, has a thou­sand rou­bles or so of his own, and, per­haps, some of­fi­cial mon­ey—two thou­sand, let us say, in round fig­ures. I es­ti­mate the jus­tice of the peace at a thou­sand al­so. If we suc­ceed in mak­ing his wife loosen up, I con­sid­er all this mon­ey as good as in my pock­et al­ready. All the oth­ers don’t amount to much. And then I reck­on all those snot-noses have about six or sev­en thou­sand among them. …”

				“Whom do you mean?”

				“Why, these pet­ty steam­boat sharpers. These same young men that, as you say, trade in grain and flour.”

				“But re­al­ly … but re­al­ly …” The cap­tain’s mate sud­den­ly saw the light.

				“Oh, yes, re­al­ly! I’ll show them how the game ought to be played. They ought to be work­ing a three card monte game around some cor­ner at fairs. Cap­tain, you have three hun­dred more guar­an­teed you, be­side these two hun­dred. But there must be an agree­ment: you must not pull any aw­ful faces at me, even if I lose my shirt; you must not in­ter­fere where you are not asked; nor back me up to win; and—most im­por­tant of all—no mat­ter what hap­pens to me, even the very worst, you must not re­veal your ac­quain­tance with me. Re­mem­ber, you are nei­ther a mas­ter nor a pupil, but just a cap­per.”

				“A cap­per!” snick­ered the cap­tain’s mate.

				“What a fool!” said the stu­dent calm­ly.

				And, throw­ing the stub of his cigar over board, he got up quick­ly to in­ter­cept Balun­sky, who was pass­ing by, and fa­mil­iar­ly put his arm through that of the oth­er. They con­versed for not more than two min­utes, and, when they had fin­ished, Balun­sky doffed his hat with an air of ob­se­quity and mis­trust.

			
			
				IV

				Late at night the stu­dent and Balun­sky were sit­ting up­on the ship’s bridge. The moon­light played and spat­tered on the wa­ter. The left shore, high, steep, all grown over with shag­gy woods, tac­i­turn­ly hung over the very steam­er, that was now pass­ing al­to­geth­er near it. The shore to the right lay like a dis­tant, flat splotch. Frankly slump­ing, hunched up even more than usu­al, the stu­dent was neg­li­gent­ly sit­ting on a bench, his long legs stretched out be­fore him. His face be­trayed fa­tigue, and his eyes were dull.

				“About how old are you?” asked Balun­sky, gaz­ing at the riv­er.

				The stu­dent let the ques­tion pass in si­lence.

				“You must par­don my im­per­ti­nence,” Balun­sky per­sist­ed, af­ter a lit­tle fid­get­ing. “I un­der­stand very well your rea­son for plac­ing me near you. I al­so un­der­stand why you told that four-flush­er that you would slap his face if, af­ter in­spec­tion, the pack of cards would prove to be right. You ut­tered this su­perbly. I ad­mired you. But, for God’s sake, do tell me how you did it?”

				The stu­dent fi­nal­ly forced him­self to speak, as though with re­vul­sion:

				“You see, the trick lies in that I do not re­sort to any con­tra-le­gal ex­pe­di­ents. I base my play up­on the hu­man soul. Have no fear—I know all the old de­vices you used to prac­tice. Stack­ing, hold­ing out, de­vices for con­ceal­ment, cold decks—am I right?”

				“No,” re­marked Balun­sky, of­fend­ed. “We had stunts even more com­pli­cat­ed. I, for in­stance, was the first to bring satin cards in­to use.”

				“Satin cards?” the stu­dent re­peat­ed.

				“Why, yes. Satin is past­ed over the card. By rub­bing against cloth the pile of the satin is bent to one side, and a jack is drawn there­on. Then, when the col­ors have dried, the pile is re­versed, and a queen drawn. If your queen is beat­en, all you have to do is to draw the card over the ta­ble.”

				“Yes, I’ve heard of that,” said the stu­dent. “It did give one an ex­tra chance. But then, stuss is such a fool game!”

				“I do agree with you that it has gone out of fash­ion. But that was a time of the splen­did ef­flo­res­cence of the art. How much wit, how much re­source­ful­ness we had to ex­ert. … Pol­ubo­yari­nov23 used to clip the skin at the tips of his fin­gers; his tac­tile sense was more ex­quis­ite than that of a blind man. He would rec­og­nize a card by the mere touch. And what about cold decks? Why, this took whole years to mas­ter.”

				The stu­dent yawned.

				“That was all a prim­i­tive game.”

				“Yes, yes! That is just why I am ques­tion­ing you. Where­in does your se­cret lie? I must tell you that I was in on large killings. Dur­ing a sin­gle month I made more than six hun­dred thou­sand in Odessa and St. Pe­ters­burg. And, be­sides that, I won a four-sto­ry house and a bustling ho­tel.”

				The stu­dent wait­ed for him, on the chance of his adding some­thing; then, a lit­tle lat­er, he asked:

				“Aha! You set up a mis­tress, a fine turnout, a lad in white gloves to wait at ta­ble—yes?”

				“Yes!” an­swered Balun­sky, sad­ly and humbly.

				“There, now, you see—I guessed all that be­fore­hand. There re­al­ly was some­thing ro­man­tic about your gen­er­a­tion. And that is read­i­ly un­der­stood. Horse-fairs, hus­sars, gyp­sy-wom­en, cham­pagne. … Were you ev­er beat­en up?”

				“Yes—af­ter the Liebiyadin­skaya fair I was laid up in Tam­bov for a whole month. You can just imag­ine; I even grew bald—all my hair fell out. Noth­ing like that had ev­er hap­pened to me up to that time—not as long as I had Duke Kudukov about me. He worked with me on a ten per­cent ba­sis. I must say that I had nev­er in my life met a man of greater phys­i­cal strength. His ti­tle and his strength screened us both. Be­sides that, he was a man of un­usu­al courage. He’d be sit­ting and get­ting stewed on Tener­iffe at the bar, and when he’d hear a hub­bub in the card room he would rush to my res­cue. Oh, what a rack­et he and I raised once in Pen­za! Can­dle­sticks, mir­rors, lus­tres …”

				“Did drink do for him?” asked the stu­dent, as though in pass­ing.

				“How did you know that?” asked Balun­sky, in amaze­ment.

				“Why, just so. … The ac­tions of men are uni­form in the ex­treme. Re­al­ly, liv­ing be­comes a bore at times.”

				Af­ter a long si­lence, Balun­sky asked:

				“But why do you gam­ble your­self?”

				“Re­al­ly, that is some­thing I do not know my­self,” said the stu­dent with a melan­choly sigh. “For in­stance, I have vowed to my­self, on my word of hon­or, to ab­stain from gam­bling for ex­act­ly three years. And for two years I did ab­stain; but to­day, for some rea­son or oth­er, I got my dan­der up. And, I as­sure you, gam­bling is re­pul­sive to me. Nor am I in need of mon­ey.”

				“Have you any saved?”

				“Yes—a few thou­sand. For­mer­ly, I thought that it might be of use to me at some time or oth­er. But time has sped some­how in­con­gru­ous­ly fast. I of­ten ask my­self—what is it that I de­sire? I am sur­feit­ed with wom­en. Pure love, mar­riage, a fam­i­ly, are not for me—or, to put it more cor­rect­ly, I do not be­lieve in them. I eat with ex­ceed­ing mod­er­a­tion, and I do not drink a drop. Am I to save up for an old age? But what am I to do in my old age? Oth­ers have a con­so­la­tion—re­li­gion. I of­ten think: well, now, sup­pose I were made a king or an em­per­or this very day. … What would I de­sire? Up­on my word of hon­or, I don’t know. There’s noth­ing for me to de­sire, even.”

				The wa­ter gur­gled monotonous­ly as the steam­er clove through it. … Ra­di­ant­ly, sad­ly and even­ly the moon poured down its light up­on the white sides of the steam­er, up­on the riv­er, up­on the dis­tant shores. The steam­er was go­ing through a nar­row, shal­low splace … “Six … Si‑ix an’ a ha‑alf! … Go slow!” a man with a plum­met was bawl­ing nasal­ly at the prow.

				“But what is your sys­tem of play­ing?” asked Balun­sky timid­ly.

				“Why, I have no par­tic­u­lar sys­tem,” an­swered the stu­dent lazi­ly. “I do not play at cards, but up­on hu­man stu­pid­i­ty. I am not at all a sharp­er. I nev­er prick or mark a pack. I on­ly ac­quaint my­self with the de­sign on the back of the cards, and for that rea­son al­ways play with sec­ond­hand cards. But it’s all the same to me—af­ter two or three deals I am bound to know ev­ery card, be­cause my vis­ual mem­o­ry is phe­nom­e­nal. Yet I do not want to ex­pend the en­er­gy of my brain vain­ly. I am firm­ly con­vinced that if a man will set his heart on be­ing fooled, fooled he will be, be­yond a doubt. And there­fore I knew be­fore­hand the fate of to­day’s game.”

				“In what way?”

				“Very sim­ply. For in­stance: the jus­tice of the peace is a vain glo­ri­ous and a sil­ly fool—if you will par­don the pleonasm. His wife does what­ev­er she wants to with him. But she is a wom­an of pas­sion; im­pa­tient, and, ap­par­ent­ly, hys­ter­i­cal. I had to draw the two of them in­to the game. He com­mit­ted many blun­ders; but she com­mit­ted twice as many, just to spite him. In this way they let pass that one mo­ment when they were hav­ing a run of pure luck. They failed to take ad­van­tage of it. They start­ed win­ning back on­ly when luck had turned its back up­on them; where­as ten min­utes be­fore that they could have left me with­out my breech­es.”

				“Is it re­al­ly pos­si­ble to cal­cu­late all this?” asked Balun­sky qui­et­ly.

				“Of course. Now for an­oth­er in­stance. Take the colonel. This man has far-flung, in­ex­haustible luck, which he him­self does not sus­pect. And that is be­cause he is an ex­pan­sive, care­less, mag­nan­i­mous fel­low. By God, I was a bit ashamed of pluck­ing him. But it was al­ready im­pos­si­ble to stop. The fact was, that those three lit­tle shee­nies were ir­ri­tat­ing me.”

				“ ‘Could not en­dure—the heart burst in­to flame’?” asked the old sharp­er, quot­ing the stan­za from Ler­mon­tov.

				The stu­dent gnashed his teeth, and his face be­came some­what an­i­mat­ed.

				“You’re per­fect­ly right,” said he, con­temp­tu­ous­ly. “That’s just it—I couldn’t en­dure it. Judge for your­self: they got on the steam­er to shear the rams, yet they have no dar­ing, nor skill, nor sang froid. When one of them was pass­ing the deck to me, I at once no­ticed that his hands were clam­my and trem­bling. ‘Eh, my dear fel­low, your heart is in your mouth!’ As for their game, it was per­fect­ly clear to me. The part­ner to the left—the one on whose cheek was a lit­tle mole, all grown over with hair—was stack­ing the cards. That was as plain as day. It was nec­es­sary to make them sit apart, and for that very rea­son—” here the stu­dent re­sort­ed to pat­ter, “I had re­course, cher maître, to your en­light­ened co­op­er­a­tion. And I must say that you car­ried out my idea with full cor­rect­ness. Al­low me to present you with your share.”

				“Oh, but why so much?”

				“A mere noth­ing. You shall do still an­oth­er good turn for me.”

				“I am lis­ten­ing.”

				“Do you re­mem­ber per­fect­ly the face of the jus­tice’s wife?”

				“Yes.”

				“Then you will go to her and say: ‘Your mon­ey was won pure­ly through chance.’ You may even tell her that I am a sharp­er. Yes—but that it is in such a lofty, By­ro­ni­an man­ner, you know. She will bite. She will get her mon­ey in Sara­tov, at the Ho­tel Mos­cow, tonight, at six, from Drzhevet­zky, the stu­dent. Room num­ber one.”

				“So I am to be a go-be­tween—is that it?” asked Balun­sky.

				“Why put it so un­pleas­ant­ly? Isn’t ‘One good turn de­serves an­oth­er’ bet­ter?”

				Balun­sky got up, stood shift­ing on the same spot from one foot to the oth­er, and took off his hat. Fi­nal­ly he said, hes­i­tat­ing­ly:

				“I’ll do it. Af­ter all, it’s a tri­fle. But, per­haps you will need me as an op­er­a­tive?”

				“No,” an­swered the stu­dent. “To act col­lec­tive­ly is the old style. I work alone.”

				“Alone? Al­ways alone?”

				“Of course. Whom could I trust?” re­tort­ed the stu­dent with a calm bit­ter­ness. “If I am sure of your com­rade­ly rec­ti­tude—an hon­or among thieves, you un­der­stand—I am not at all sure of the steadi­ness of your nerves. An­oth­er may be brave, and with­out cov­etous­ness, and be a faith­ful friend, but … on­ly un­til the first silken pet­ti­coat hap­pens to make a swine, a dog, and a traitor of him. And what of black­mail­ings? What of ex­tor­tions? What of im­por­tu­ni­ties in old age, in in­ca­pac­i­ta­tion? … Eh, what’s the use!”

				“I am amazed at you,” said Balun­sky qui­et­ly. “You are the new gen­er­a­tion. You have nei­ther timid­i­ty, nor pity, nor imag­i­na­tion … You have a cer­tain con­tempt for ev­ery­thing. Is it pos­si­ble that all your se­cret con­sists of just that and noth­ing more?”

				“Just that. But in a great con­cen­tra­tion of the will as well. You may be­lieve me or not—it is all one to me—but ten times to­day, by an ef­fort of my will, have I com­pelled the colonel to stake small sums, when it was to his in­ter­ests to have staked large ones. It doesn’t come easy to me. … I have a mon­strous headache right now. And be­sides … be­sides, I don’t know, I can’t imag­ine, what it means to get a beat­ing or to go to pieces from con­fu­sion. Or­gan­i­cal­ly, I am de­void of shame or fear, and that isn’t at all as joy­ous a thing as it may seem at first glance. True, I con­stant­ly car­ry a re­volver about me—but then, you must be­lieve me when I tell you that at a crit­i­cal mo­ment I shall not for­get about it. How­ev­er …” the stu­dent sim­u­lat­ed a yawn and ex­tend­ed his hand to Balun­sky with a weary ges­ture. “How­ev­er, au revoir, gen­er­al. I can see your eyes clos­ing. …”

				“My best wish­es,” said the old sharp­er re­spect­ful­ly, bow­ing his gray head.

				Balun­sky went off to bed. The stu­dent, hunched up, with weary, sad eyes for a long while re­gard­ed the waves that re­flect­ed the light like fish-scales. Late at night Kostret­zo­va came out on deck. But he did not as much as turn in her di­rec­tion.

			
		
	
		
			The Old City of Marseilles

			
				I

				At the time that the new city, to­geth­er with its splen­did street of Can­no­bierre, is, about eleven o’clock at night, plung­ing in­to deep, bour­geois slum­ber—at that time the old city comes to life.

				The old city is a capri­cious, odd net­work of crooked, nar­row lit­tle streets, through which it would be im­pos­si­ble even for a one horse cab to drive. What in­con­ceiv­able stench, filth and dark­ness reign in this in­volved cloa­ka! All sorts of do­mes­tic refuse, swill, greens, oys­ter-shells—ev­ery­thing is dumped on the street, or sim­ply thrown out of the win­dow. And it is not at all a rare sight to see in the street some swarthy lad or girl of six or sev­en pay­ing the debt to na­ture in one of those pos­es that Te­niers, Van Braou­veur, and Te­niers the Younger (Te­neers) used to de­pict with such naive art on their can­vas­es. There are in the old city such by­lanes, nar­row, dark even in the day­time, that one has to run through them, stop­ping one’s nose with the fin­gers and hold­ing the breath.

				And so, when night comes on, the old city comes to life. Near­er the cen­tral streets it is still some­what re­spectable; but, as the port draws near­er, as the streets sink down—the old city be­comes gay­er and more un­re­strained. To the right and left there is noth­ing but lit­tle tav­erns, gay­ly il­lu­mi­nat­ed from with­in. There are sounds of mu­sic from ev­ery­where. Sailors and cab­in-boys, in fives and six­es, walk along the streets, hold­ing one an­oth­er around waists and necks—French, Ital­ian, Greek, Eng­lish, Rus­sian. … The bars are crowd­ed to over­flow­ing. … To­bac­co smoke; ab­sinthe; and curs­ing in all the tongues of the ter­res­tri­al globe. …

				Of course, both Baedek­ers and peo­ple in the know will warn you that it is dan­ger­ous to go in­to the port even in the day­time. For that rea­son, quite nat­u­ral­ly, we set out for it at night; and once more, for the hun­dreth time, I re­it­er­ate that all Baedek­ers lie; and that the most charm­ing, peace­ful and sim­ple of folks are sailors, a tri­fle un­der the weath­er. We en­ter a low-ceiled, stuffy tav­ern and mod­est­ly ask for some lemon­ade and ice—the nights are sul­try now, and we are af­flict­ed by thirst, and there is no bet­ter rem­e­dy in the world for quench­ing it. Im­me­di­ate­ly two crude­ly daubed young damsels sit down near me and my com­rade, and, un­der the ta­ble, each lays her leg up­on that of her neigh­bor. This is a spe­cial co­quetry of the sea. They de­mand var­i­ous drinks from us. We will­ing­ly sub­mit—for, sure­ly, the bon ton of the place must be sus­tained. A quar­ter of an hour elaps­es. Our ladies per­ceive that we do not at all be­long to that tribe of peo­ple who are buf­fet­ed for two or three months at a time in the midst of the stormy sea, with­out see­ing a sin­gle wom­an dur­ing all that time. They beg for pin-mon­ey. Five francs not on­ly paci­fy them, but even en­rap­ture them, and they trust­ing­ly tell us of cer­tain se­cret phas­es of their life. From boatswains and cap­tains, es­pe­cial­ly those who are rather el­der­ly, they take two or three francs; from sailors, a franc—and some­times even fifty cen­times. Right above, over the bar, there are sev­er­al labyrinthine cor­ri­dors, with stall-like rooms to the right and left. A mo­men­tary love or its sim­u­lacrum—and man and wom­an have gone their dif­fer­ent di­rec­tions. Is it much a sailor wants?

				“But there’s one bad thing about it, mon­sieur,” says the lanky Hen­ri­et­ta grave­ly, “some­times they drink too much whisky-and-so­da, and then they start in to fight. That’s very un­pleas­ant, dan­ger­ous, and trou­ble­some for us. And it’s noth­ing else but whisky-and-so­da that knocks them off their feet or drives them crazy. How­ev­er, ab­sinthe will al­so turn the trick.”

			
			
				II

				That day, no mat­ter how we tried, we were not able to find the way back to our ho­tel, The Port. We were as con­fused as blind pup­pies near the grandiose, silent Veauban for­ti­fi­ca­tions; and for ten times or so, af­ter hav­ing gone around in a cir­cle, we re­turned to the same spot. Fi­nal­ly we chanced to meet a knot of in­tox­i­cat­ed sailors. We po­lite­ly asked them for di­rec­tions, and im­me­di­ate­ly all of them—some ten or fif­teen—painstak­ing­ly and oblig­ing­ly es­cort­ed us to our very house.

				I al­so re­call an­oth­er night. We were sit­ting in a Span­ish bar, sit­u­at­ed on one of the in­nu­mer­able streets of the port—among which streets, by the way, I could nev­er ori­en­tate my­self. A par­ty of En­glish­men had plant­ed them­selves solid­ly along­side of us—prob­a­bly they be­longed to the aris­toc­ra­cy of ships: skip­pers, ma­chin­ists, or boatswains—or some­thing of that sort. They were all well-grown, aus­tere, stal­wart men, with sun­burnt, weath­er beat­en, rough-skinned faces. One of them, a clean-shaven chap, with a head as bare as a bil­liard ball, lit a pipe. I rec­og­nized my fa­vorite Mary­land to­bac­co by the smell, and, lift­ing my hat slight­ly and turn­ing to­ward the bil­liard ball, I asked:

				“Old Judge, sir?”

				“Oh, yes, sir,”24 and, good-na­tured­ly, hav­ing dried the mouth­piece by means of press­ing his el­bow hard against his side, he ex­tend­ed the pipe to me:

				“Please, sir.”

				For­tu­nate­ly, I still had some Rus­sian cig­a­rettes (and they can be tru­ly ap­pre­ci­at­ed on­ly in France, where ev­ery­body smokes the most ex­e­crable to­bac­co of the gov­ern­ment mo­nop­oly), and I of­fered him my case. Five min­utes lat­er we were al­ready squeez­ing one an­oth­er’s hands, so that my bones cracked, and we were yelling all over the old city:

				“Rule, Bri­tan­nia, Bri­tan­nia rules the waves!”

				There was still an­oth­er in­ci­dent which, to this day, I re­call with deep, joy­ous ten­der­ness.

				This hap­pened when the night was on the wane—about three or four o’clock, say. It was the peak of things, so to speak, in the lit­tle tav­ern. The wait­ers could bare­ly man­age to place on the lit­tle ta­bles the most di­ver­si­fied “swell” drinks of all imag­in­able col­ors: glau­cous, brown, light blue, and oth­ers. Bare­ly vis­i­ble through the dense to­bac­co smoke were the dark con­tours of the peo­ple, that walked just as though they were fig­ures in a night­mare, that, just like drowned men un­der wa­ter, moved, swayed, and em­braced one an­oth­er.

				And at this junc­ture an ex­ceed­ing­ly queer fel­low walked in through the wide-open doors. He was al­ready old, about fifty or six­ty, small of stature, and spare. His thick gray hair falls over his shoul­ders and back like a su­perb, beau­ti­ful mane. He has a lofty, broad brow, strong and splen­did in struc­ture; heavy, over­hang­ing eye­lids; puck­ered eyes; and dark pouch­es un­der the eyes. The col­or of the face is dark, earthy, un­healthy. He has a mul­ti­tude of wrin­kles, ashen gray mus­tach­es and beard. In his hands he car­ries an odd mu­si­cal in­stru­ment. It con­sists of an or­di­nary cigar box, up­on which are still pre­served the black, oval trade­marks, “Col­orado.” A round open­ing has been sawn in the lid. A small, nar­row board, crude­ly glued on to the box, serves as its neck. There are home­made keys and six fine strings.

				This man does not ex­change greet­ings with any­one, and does not even seem to see any­body. He calm­ly squats down near the counter; then he lies down along its length, up­on the bare floor, face up­ward. For a few sec­onds he tunes his amaz­ing in­stru­ment, then loud­ly calls out, in the jar­gon of the south, the name of some pop­u­lar na­tion­al song, and, still ly­ing down, com­mences to play.

				I am very fond of the gui­tar—that ten­der, chant­ing, ex­pres­sive in­stru­ment, and I have fre­quent oc­ca­sion to hear artists who have the mas­tery of vir­tu­osos on this in­stru­ment—up to celebri­ties, known to all Rus­sia. But still, up to this in­ci­dent, I could nev­er imag­ine that a piece of wood with strings and ten hu­man dig­its could cre­ate such full and har­mo­nious singing mu­sic. The cigar box of this cu­ri­ous old man sang with sil­vern sounds, just like a dis­tant, splen­did choir, com­posed of chil­dren, wom­en, or an­gels.

				The noisy bar im­me­di­ate­ly be­came qui­et. Pipes and cigars were put away some­where or oth­er. The sailors for­got about their beer mugs, and it seemed to me that this somber drink­ing place some­how grew brighter and clean­er. The wom­en first, and then all the oth­er vis­i­tors af­ter them, got up from their places and sur­round­ed the re­cum­bent old man. From a neigh­bor­ing dive came the sounds of a con­certi­na har­mon­i­ca. Some­one tip­toed up to the door and closed it with­out a sound.

				The old man con­clud­ed one song, and at once called out the name of an­oth­er, and again com­menced play­ing, di­rect­ing his puck­ered eyes to­ward the ceil­ing. Thus, amidst the gen­er­al, rev­er­en­tial si­lence—yes, now it will be ap­pro­pri­ate to use the word—he played sev­er­al pop­u­lar songs through, now slow and pas­sion­ate, then play­ful­ly and sly­ly pro­vok­ing, in which one could in­vol­un­tar­i­ly sense an an­cient Ara­bi­an in­tri­ca­cy, sen­su­ous­ly pas­sion­ate, in­do­lent­ly lan­guish­ing. Hav­ing played the basal mo­tif, he would be­gin to vary it, and I will scarce­ly be mis­tak­en in say­ing that these vari­a­tions en­tered his head but now, even as he lay on the spit­tle-cov­ered floor and im­pro­vised.

				Fi­nal­ly he said, in the purest of French:

				“Now I shall play for you a waltz by Chopin. Valse Bril­lante,” he added, in ex­pla­na­tion.

				Who does not know this waltz, al­ways dif­fi­cult in tech­nique, as it is ex­e­cut­ed on the forte pi­ano? And I, with joy and amaze­ment, not on­ly heard, but, so it seems to me, saw, how from the strings stretched over the cigar box there sud­den­ly poured shim­mer­ing stones of great val­ue—play­ing, sparkling, kin­dling with deep vari­col­ored fires. A god was jug­gling di­a­monds.

				Hav­ing fin­ished, the old man took the in­stru­ment in his right hand, and stretched his left up­ward. At first his in­ten­tion was not com­pre­hend­ed, and, with a cer­tain in­sis­tence he re­peat­ed his ges­ture. K., my fel­low trav­el­er, was the first to sur­mise what the mat­ter was, and took the old man by the hand, help­ing him to get up. At once scores of hands caught up the old man re­spect­ful­ly and cau­tious­ly, and put him on his feet. For a few mo­ments the crowd hid him com­plete­ly from my view, and it was then that I made a faux pas, at the rec­ol­lec­tion of which I blush even now, as I dic­tate these lines. I had not no­ticed that many of the au­di­tors were ex­tend­ing mon­ey to the old man, and that he was cour­te­ous­ly and firm­ly de­clin­ing these prof­fer­ings. With a heart moved to ten­der­ness, with a gaucherie com­mon to all peo­ple un­der such cir­cum­stances, I squeezed my way through to the old man and ex­tend­ed to him a hand­ful of sil­ver. But prob­a­bly my hum­ble gift, made with all the sin­cer­i­ty of my soul, was just the very drop that makes the gob­let over­flow. The old man looked at me, puck­er­ing his eyes con­temp­tu­ous­ly—he had splen­did, dark, pro­found eyes—and said dry­ly, clip­ping off each word dis­tinct­ly:

				“I did not play for you, nor for them,” and he made a sweep­ing ges­ture that took in all the spec­ta­tors. “But, had you in re­al­i­ty lis­tened to me at­ten­tive­ly, and if you do un­der­stand any­thing at all of mu­sic—you must be aware that this is such a rare oc­ca­sion that it is not you that have to thank me, but I that have to thank you,” and, hav­ing plunged his hand in­to a pock­et of the widest of trousers, he drew thence a whole heap of cop­per coins, and ma­jes­ti­cal­ly gave them to me.

				Com­plete­ly at a loss, con­fused, I be­gan to mum­ble in­co­her­ent apolo­gies:

				“I am dread­ful­ly ashamed, maître, over my ac­tion … I am in de­spair … You will con­fer a great hon­or up­on me and will qui­et my con­science if you will con­sent to sit down at our ta­ble and will take a swal­low of some wine or oth­er …”

				The old man was a tri­fle mol­li­fied, and al­most smiled, but nev­er the less he de­clined the in­vi­ta­tion.

				“I nei­ther drink nor smoke. And I wouldn’t ad­vise you to. Land­lord! I’ll have a glass of cold wa­ter, please.”

				Prob­a­bly nev­er dur­ing his en­tire chec­quered life had the land­lord—stocky gi­ant, all grown over with hair, with a bared neck like a bull’s—poured out wine for any­body with that pro­found and at­ten­tive re­spect with which he filled a glass of wa­ter for the mu­si­cian. The old man drank off the wa­ter, care­less­ly thanked the land­lord, made a farewell sign with his hand to all of us, and walked out in­to the dark­ness of the night. Sub­se­quent­ly, I made a round of all the tav­erns, bars, and dram-shops of the old city, in the hope of run­ning across a trace of my mys­te­ri­ous mu­si­cian. But he had con­cealed him­self some­where, had van­ished, just like wa­ter that hath flowed away, just like a cloud that has raced by and melt­ed away, just like a mag­ic dream. But one thing con­soles me, when ev­er my rec­ol­lec­tions turn up­on this as­ton­ish­ing man: nev­er an Amer­i­can mil­lion­aire; nev­er an En­glish­man, in the spe­cial cos­tume of a tourist, with a pith hel­met on his head, with a Baedek­er un­der his armpit, a Ko­dak in one hand, an alpen­stock in the oth­er, and binoc­u­lars slung over his shoul­der; nev­er a prince of the blood, trav­el­ing incog­ni­to, nev­er shall any one of them see and nev­er shall any one of them hear any­thing of the sort. And this thought, willy nil­ly, glad­dens me.

			
		
	
		
			Endnotes

			1. The Karaim are Jews of the pure orig­i­nal stock who en­tered Rus­sia long be­fore the main im­mi­gra­tion and set­tled in the Crimea. They are free from the or­di­nary Jew­ish re­stric­tions. —S. K. and J. M. M.

			2. The Rus­sian P is shaped П, as in Greek. —S. K. and J. M. M.

			3. A pop­u­lar Rus­sian mag­a­zine which presents its read­ers with many sup­ple­ments. —S. G.

			4. A de­si­atin is 2.7 acres. —S. G.

			5. Dran­ny, means torn or ragged. —S. G.

			6. Per­haps—

			
				
					“He hath, my lord, of late made many ten­ders
					

					Of his af­fec­tion to me.”
				

			

			The Rus­sian lines do not clear­ly cor­re­spond to any of Shake­speare’s. —S. G.

			7. A ver­shok is ¹⁄₁₅ of an ar­shin, i.e., 1¾ inch­es. —S. G.

			8. Five copecks sil­ver—the small­est sil­ver coin in Rus­sia. —S. G.

			9. A pop­u­lar Rus­sian jour­nal. —S. G.

			10. The word splew is Rus­sian for “I sleep.” —S. G.

			11. An ar­shin is about ¾ of a yard, and a pood is 36 lbs. —S. G.

			12. Some mu­nic­i­pal­i­ties in Rus­sia pro­vide a man and a cart to take off stray dogs. Jack had been sud­den­ly net­ted by the dog-man. —S. G.

			13. One of the her­mits of the Egyp­tian Desert, a saint in the Rus­sian Cal­en­dar. —S. G.

			14. The Rus­sian ver­sion of this pas­sage reads: “… jeal­ousy is cru­el as the grave: the ar­rows there­of are ar­rows of fire.” In this, I have been giv­en to un­der­stand, it ad­heres more close­ly than does the Eng­lish Bible to the orig­i­nal He­brew. —B. G. G.

			15.

			
				“Which is the sec­ond month …”

				—1 Kings 6:1.
			

			
				—B. G. G.
			

			16.

			
				“Which is the eighth month …”

				—1 Kings 6:38.
			

			
				—B. G. G.
			

			17.

			
				“A word fit­ly spo­ken is like ap­ples of gold in pic­tures of sil­ver.”

				—Proverbs 25:11.
			

			
				—B. G. G.
			

			18. Abim­elech; i.e., Fa­ther-King. —B. G. G.

			19. It is worth not­ing that the Saint does not per­form a mir­a­cle to se­cure him­self and Vass­i­ly a good sup­per. —A. G.

			20. A sub­urb of Mos­cow. —B. G. G.

			21. The schema is the habit worn by Rus­sian monks of the great­est as­ceti­cism. —B. G. G.

			22. Dif­fer­ent species of the stur­geon. —B. G. G.

			23. “Half-a-lord.” —B. G. G.

			24. In Eng­lish in the orig­i­nal. —B. G. G.
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