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			Introduction

			The wars de­scribed in The Del­uge are the most com­pli­cat­ed and sig­nif­i­cant in the whole ca­reer of the Com­mon­wealth, for the po­lit­i­cal mo­tives which came in­to play dur­ing these wars had their ori­gin in ear­ly and lead­ing his­tor­i­cal caus­es.

			The pol­i­cy of the Teu­ton­ic Knights gave the first of its fi­nal re­sults in the war of 1655, be­tween Swe­den and Poland, since it made the elec­tor in­de­pen­dent in Prus­sia, where soon af­ter, his son was crowned king. The war with Great Rus­sia in 1654, though its for­mal cause came, part­ly at least, from the strug­gle of 1612, in which the Poles had en­deav­ored to sub­ju­gate Mos­cow, was re­al­ly roused by the con­flict of South­ern Rus­sia with Poland to win re­li­gious and ma­te­ri­al equal­i­ty.

			The two fun­da­men­tal events of Pol­ish his­to­ry are the set­tle­ment of the Teu­ton­ic Knights in Prus­sia, through the ac­tion of the Poles them­selves; and the union of Poland with Lithua­nia and Rus­sia by the mar­riage of Yad­vi­ga, the Pol­ish princess, to Yagyel­lo, Grand Prince of Lithua­nia.

			Be­fore touch­ing on the Teu­ton­ic Knights, a few words may be giv­en to the land where they be­gan that ca­reer which cut off Poland from the sea, took from the Poles their po­lit­i­cal birth­place, and gave its name and ter­ri­to­ry to the chief king­dom of the new Ger­man Em­pire, the king­dom which is in fact the cre­ator and head of that Em­pire.

			Prus­sia in the thir­teenth cen­tu­ry ex­tend­ed from the Vis­tu­la east­ward to the Niemen, and from the Baltic south­ward about as far as it does at present. In this ter­ri­to­ry lived the Prus­sians. East of the Niemen lived the Lithua­ni­ans, an­oth­er di­vi­sion of the same stock of peo­ple. West of the Vis­tu­la lay Po­morye,1 now Pomera­nia, oc­cu­pied at that time ex­clu­sive­ly by Slavs un­der Pol­ish do­min­ion.

			The Prus­sians, a peo­ple close­ly re­lat­ed to the Slavs, were still Pa­gans, as were al­so the Lithua­ni­ans; and hav­ing a more high­ly de­vel­oped re­li­gion than ei­ther the pre-Chris­tian Slavs or the Ger­mans, their con­ver­sion was like­ly to be of a more dif­fi­cult na­ture.

			At the end of the tenth and in the be­gin­ning of the thir­teenth cen­turies at­tempts were made to con­vert the Prus­sians; but the on­ly re­sult was the death of the mis­sion­ar­ies, who seem to have been too great­ly filled with zeal to praise their own faith and throw con­tempt on that of the peo­ple among whom they were re­al­ly on­ly guests and so­journ­ers.

			Fi­nal­ly, a man ap­peared more adroit and am­bi­tious than oth­ers—Chris­tian, a monk of Oliv­ka, near Dantzig. This monk, we are told, had a knowl­edge of the weak points of men, spoke Prus­sian as well as Pol­ish, was not seek­ing the crown of mar­tyr­dom, and nev­er made light of things held sa­cred by those to whom he was preach­ing. Af­ter a few years his suc­cess was such as to war­rant a jour­ney to Rome, where he ex­plained to In­no­cent III the re­sults of his la­bor. The Pope en­cour­aged the mis­sion­ary, and in 1211 in­struct­ed the Arch­bish­op of Gnezen to aid Chris­tian with his co-work­ers and in­duce sec­u­lar princes to help them.

			Chris­tian re­turned from Rome with re­newed zeal; but in­stead of be­ing helped he was hin­dered, for trib­ute and la­bor were im­posed on his con­verts by the sec­u­lar pow­er. Since the new re­li­gion was cou­pled with servi­tude, the Prus­sians were roused great­ly against it.

			Chris­tian strove to ob­tain re­lief for his con­verts, but in vain. Then, tak­ing two na­tive fol­low­ers, he made a sec­ond jour­ney to Rome, was cre­at­ed first Bish­op of Prus­sia, and re­turned again to the field.

			The great body of Prus­sians now con­sid­ered all con­verts as traitors. The priests of the na­tive re­li­gion roused the peo­ple, and at­tacked those per­sons as rene­gades who had de­sert­ed the an­cient faith and were bring­ing slav­ery to the coun­try. They went far­ther and fell up­on Ma­zovia, whence the pro­pa­gan­da had is­sued. Kon­rad, un­able to de­fend him­self, bought them off with rich presents. The new­ly made con­verts were killed, cap­tured, or driv­en to deep forests.

			Chris­tian turned to the Pope a third time, and im­plored him to di­rect against Prus­sia those Poles who were go­ing to the Holy Land.

			The Arch­bish­op of Gnezen was in­struct­ed from Rome to make this change, and the Poles were sum­moned against Prus­sia for the fol­low­ing year. The cru­sade was preached al­so in Ger­many.

			War­riors ar­rived from both coun­tries in fair­ly large num­bers, and dur­ing their pres­ence ru­ined vil­lages and church­es were re­built in the dis­trict of Culm, where the con­ver­sions had tak­en place main­ly. In a cou­ple of sea­sons the ma­jor­i­ty of the war­riors found their way home again. A sec­ond cru­sade was pro­claimed, and men re­spond­ed freely. All these forces were sim­ply guard­ing the mis­sion­ar­ies and the con­verts—a po­si­tion which could not en­dure.

			Chris­tian, see­ing this, formed the plan of found­ing an or­der of armed monks in Poland like the Knights of the Sword in Livo­nia. Kon­rad gave his ap­proval at once.

			The Bish­op of Mod­e­na, at that time pa­pal legate in Poland, has­tened the es­tab­lish­ment of the or­der; for to him it seemed the best agent to bend the stiff necks of idol­aters. Per­mis­sion to found the or­der was ob­tained from the Pope, and a prom­ise of means to main­tain it from Kon­rad.

			Chris­tian, who had in­ter­est­ed Rome and the West in his work, now gave great praise be­fore the world to the Prince of Ma­zovia, who there­upon re­ward­ed him with a gift of twelve cas­tles and one hun­dred vil­lages, re­serv­ing mere­ly sov­er­eign rights with­out in­come. This gift was con­firmed to the Bish­op of Prus­sia by Hon­o­rius III.

			Chris­tian la­bored so zeal­ous­ly that in 1225 he con­se­crat­ed twen­ty-five su­pe­ri­or knights in his new or­der, which re­ceived the same rules as the Livo­ni­an Knights of the Sword—that is, the rules of the Tem­plars.

			The new knights were called Broth­ers of Dob­jin, from the cas­tle of Dob­jin, which Kon­rad gave them as a res­i­dence, adding the dis­trict of Leslin near In­ovrat­slav as a means of sup­port.

			As soon as the Broth­ers had set­tled in their cas­tle, they at­tacked the Prus­sians, ru­ined vil­lages, and brought in plun­der. The en­raged Prus­sians col­lect­ed large forces, and at­tacked the land of Culm, with the in­tent to raze Dob­jin. On hear­ing this, Kon­rad with his own troops and a gen­er­al levy has­tened to the re­lief of the or­der.

			A bloody and stub­born bat­tle of two days’ du­ra­tion was fought with great loss on both sides. Kon­rad, de­spair­ing of vic­to­ry, left the field, thus caus­ing the com­plete over­throw of the Poles. The sur­viv­ing Broth­ers of Dob­jin took refuge in the cas­tle, which the Prus­sians were un­able to cap­ture. The or­der, shat­tered at its very in­cep­tion, hoped for re­in­force­ments from abroad; but the Pope at that junc­ture was send­ing a cru­sade to Pales­tine, and would not per­mit a di­vi­sion in the forces of the West. The Prus­sians, elat­ed with vic­to­ry, plun­dered at plea­sure the lands bor­der­ing on their own.

			In this dis­as­ter Chris­tian con­ceived the idea of call­ing in the Teu­ton­ic Knights against Prus­sia. This idea, sui­ci­dal from a Pol­ish point of view, was ac­cept­ed by the Prince of Ma­zovia.

			The Teu­ton­ic Or­der was found­ed in Pales­tine near the end of the twelfth cen­tu­ry to suc­ceed some Ger­man hos­pi­tallers who had resid­ed in Jerusalem till the cap­ture of the city by Sara­cens in 1187.

			In a few years the new or­der be­came mil­i­tary, and un­der the pa­tron­age of Fred­er­ick, Duke of Suabia, af­ter­ward the Em­per­or Fred­er­ick II, ac­quired much wealth, with great im­pe­ri­al and pa­pal fa­vor. Un­der Her­man Von Salza, who was grand mas­ter from 1210 to 1239, the fu­ture of the or­der was de­ter­mined, its main scene of ac­tion trans­ferred to the West, and that ca­reer be­gun which made the Teu­ton­ic Or­der the most re­mark­able of the weapon-bear­ing monks of Eu­rope. Her­man Von Salza—a keen, crafty man, of great po­lit­i­cal as­tute­ness and am­bi­tion—had de­ter­mined to win sep­a­rate ter­ri­to­ry for the or­der, and the dig­ni­ty of Prince of the Em­pire for the grand mas­ter.

			Noth­ing there­fore could be more time­ly for his plans than the in­vi­ta­tion from the Prince of Ma­zovia, who in 1225 sent en­voys to Her­man; es­pe­cial­ly since the or­der had just been de­prived in Tran­syl­va­nia of lands giv­en to sup­port it while ward­ing off hea­then Ku­ma­ni­ans.

			The en­voys of­fered the Teu­ton­ic mas­ter Culm and some ad­join­ing lands for the or­der, in re­turn for curb­ing the Prus­sians. Her­man re­solved to ac­cept, should the Em­per­or prove friend­ly to the of­fer. He has­tened to Fred­er­ick at Ri­m­i­ni, ex­plained the whole ques­tion, re­ceived a grant in which Kon­rad’s en­dow­ment was con­firmed; be­sides the or­der was giv­en all the land it could con­quer and make sub­ject to the Em­per­or alone. The grand mas­ter’s next care was to ob­tain pa­pal ap­proval.

			Two en­voys from Her­man were sent to Poland, where they ob­tained, as the chron­i­cles of the or­der re­late, a writ­ten ti­tle to Culm and the neigh­bor­ing land as well as to all Prus­sia which they could con­quer. Near Torun (Thorn) a wood­en fortress was built, called in Ger­man Fo­gel­sang (Bird­song). This fortress was the first res­i­dence of the knights, who lat­er on had so much pow­er and such in­flu­ence in the his­to­ry of Poland.

			On­ly two years lat­er did Her­man send his knights to Culm. One of the first acts was to pur­chase for var­i­ous con­sid­er­a­tions, from the Bish­op of Plot­sk and from Chris­tian, the Bish­op of Prus­sia, their rights over the lands grant­ed them in Culm. The la­bor of con­ver­sion be­gan, and soon the grand mas­ter pre­vailed on the Pope to pro­claim through­out Eu­rope a cru­sade against Prus­sia.

			From Poland alone came twen­ty thou­sand men, and many more from oth­er parts of Eu­rope. When the knights had made a firm be­gin­ning of work, their de­sign of in­de­pen­dence was re­vealed. They wished to be rid of even a show of sub­mis­sion to the Prince of Ma­zovia. They raised the ques­tion by try­ing to in­cor­po­rate the re­main­ing Broth­ers of Dob­jin, and thus ac­quire the grant giv­en them by Kon­rad. They had dis­putes al­so with Bish­op Chris­tian and the Bish­op of Plot­sk. In 1234 the Bish­op of Mod­e­na was sent as pa­pal legate to set­tle the dis­putes. The legate de­cid­ed, to the sat­is­fac­tion of the bish­ops, that of all lands won from the Pa­gans two thirds were to be re­tained by the knights and one third giv­en to the bish­ops, the church ad­min­is­tra­tion be­ing un­der the or­der in its own two thirds. For the Prince of Ma­zovia noth­ing was left, though he as­sert­ed sov­er­eign rights in Culm and Prus­sia, and would not per­mit the or­der to ac­quire the grant giv­en the Broth­ers of Dob­jin by in­cor­po­rat­ing the re­main­ing mem­bers of that body.

			The Teu­ton­ic Or­der would not rec­og­nize the sovereign­ty of the Pol­ish prince, and in­sist­ed on in­cor­po­rat­ing the Broth­ers of Dob­jin. The or­der, know­ing that Kon­rad would yield on­ly un­der con­straint, placed its pos­ses­sions at the feet of the Pope, made them the prop­er­ty of the Holy See. This ac­tion found suc­cess; the Pope de­clared Culm and all the ac­qui­si­tions of the or­der the prop­er­ty of Saint Pe­ter, which the church for a year­ly tax then gave in feu­dal ten­ure to the Teu­ton­ic Knights, who there­fore could not rec­og­nize in those re­gions the sovereign­ty of any sec­u­lar prince. In Au­gust, 1234, the Pope in­formed Kon­rad in a spe­cial bull of the po­si­tion of the or­der, and en­joined on him to aid it with all means in his pow­er. The Pol­ish prince could do noth­ing; he could not even pre­vent the in­cor­po­ra­tion of the ma­jor­i­ty of the re­main­ing Broth­ers of Dob­jin, and of the lands and prop­er­ty giv­en for their use he was able to save noth­ing but the cas­tle of Dob­jin.

			Kon­rad now found him­self in a very awk­ward po­si­tion; he had in­tro­duced of his own will a for­eign and hos­tile pow­er which had all West­ern Eu­rope and the Holy See to sup­port it, which had un­bound­ed means of dis­cred­it­ing the Poles and putting them in the wrong be­fore the world; and these means the or­der nev­er failed to use. In half a cen­tu­ry af­ter their com­ing the knights, by the aid of vol­un­teers and con­tri­bu­tions from all Eu­rope, had con­vert­ed Prus­sia, and con­sid­ered Poland and the ad­join­ing parts of Lithua­nia as sure con­quests to be made at their own leisure and at the ex­pense of all West­ern Chris­ten­dom.

			The first Pol­ish ter­ri­to­ry ac­quired was Pomera­nia. The ca­reer of the knights was easy and suc­cess­ful till the union of Poland and Lithua­nia in 1386. In 1410, at the bat­tle called by the names both of Grün­wald and Tan­nen­berg, the pow­er of the or­der was bro­ken. Some years lat­er Pomera­nia was re­turned to Poland, and the or­der was al­lowed to re­main in East Prus­sia in the po­si­tion of a vas­sal to the Com­mon­wealth. In this re­duced state the knights lived for a time, tried to gain al­lies, but could not; the most they did—and that was the best for the Ger­man cause—was to in­duce Al­bert, a mem­ber of the Fran­co­ni­an branch of the Ho­hen­zollerns, to be­come grand mas­ter. He be­gan to re­or­ga­nize the or­der, and tried to shake off al­le­giance to Poland; but find­ing no aid in the Em­pire or else­where, he act­ed on Luther’s ad­vice to in­tro­duce Protes­tantism and con­vert Prus­sia in­to a sec­u­lar and hered­i­tary duchy. This he did in 1525. Poland, with a sim­plic­i­ty quite equal to that of Kon­rad, who called in the or­der at first, per­mit­ted the change. The mil­i­tary monks mar­ried, and were con­vert­ed in­to hered­i­tary no­bles. Al­bert be­came Duke of Prus­sia, and took the oath of al­le­giance to Poland. Lat­er the Ho­hen­zollerns of Bran­den­burg in­her­it­ed the duchy, be­came feuda­to­ries of Poland as well as elec­tors at home. This was the po­si­tion dur­ing the war be­tween Swe­den and Poland de­scribed in The Del­uge. Fred­er­ick William, known as the Great Elec­tor, was rul­ing at that time in Bran­den­burg and Prus­sia. He act­ed with great adroit­ness and suc­cess; pay­ing no at­ten­tion to his oath as vas­sal, he took the part of one side, and then of the oth­er when he saw fit. He fought on the Swedish side in the three days’ bat­tle around War­saw in which Yan Kaz­imir was de­feat­ed. This ser­vice was to be re­ward­ed by the in­de­pen­dence of Prus­sia.

			Hard­ly had the scale turned in fa­vor of Poland when the Great Elec­tor as­sist­ed Yan Kaz­imir against Swe­den; and in the treaty of Wehlau (1657) Poland re­lin­quished its rights over Prus­sia, which thus be­came sov­er­eign and in­de­pen­dent in Eu­rope. This most im­por­tant change was con­firmed three years lat­er at the peace of Oli­va.

			Fred­er­ick, son of the Great Elec­tor, was crowned “King in Prus­sia” at Königs­berg in 1701. The Elec­tor of Bran­den­burg be­came king in that ter­ri­to­ry in which he had no suzerain.

			At the first di­vi­sion of Poland, Roy­al Prus­sia of The Del­uge, the ter­ri­to­ry ly­ing be­tween the Vis­tu­la and Bran­den­burg, went to the new king­dom; and Bran­den­burg, Pomera­nia, and Prus­sia be­came con­tin­u­ous ter­ri­to­ry.

			The ear­ly suc­cess of the Teu­ton­ic Knights was so great that in the third half cen­tu­ry of their rule on the Baltic their pow­er over­shad­owed Poland, which was thus se­ri­ous­ly threat­ened. To­ward the end of the four­teenth cen­tu­ry, how­ev­er (1386), the Poles es­caped im­mi­nent dan­ger by their union with Lithua­nia and Rus­sia. Through this most im­por­tant con­nec­tion they rose at once from a po­si­tion of per­il to one of safe­ty and pow­er.

			This union, brought about through the mar­riage of the Pol­ish princess Yad­vi­ga to Yagyel­lo, Grand Prince of Lithua­nia, and by ex­ceed­ing­ly adroit man­age­ment on the part of the Pol­ish no­bles and cler­gy, opened to the Poles im­mense re­gions of coun­try and the way to vast wealth. Be­fore the union their whole land was com­posed of Great and Lit­tle Poland, with Ma­zovia; af­ter the union two thirds of the best lands of pre-Tar­tar Rus­sia formed part of the Com­mon­wealth.

			Since Poland man­aged to place and main­tain it­self at the head of af­fairs, though this roused at all times op­po­si­tion of vary­ing vi­o­lence in the oth­er two parts of the Com­mon­wealth, the so­cial ideals and po­lit­i­cal struc­ture of Poland pre­vailed in Lithua­nia and Rus­sia, so far as the up­per class­es were con­cerned. In Lithua­nia, by the terms of the union, all were obliged to be­come Catholic; in dif­fer­ent parts of Rus­sia, which was Or­tho­dox, the peo­ple were undis­turbed in their re­li­gion at first; but af­ter a time the ma­jor­i­ty of the no­bles be­came Catholic in re­li­gion, and Poles in lan­guage, name, man­ners, and ideas. To these was added a large im­mi­gra­tion of Pol­ish no­bles seek­ing ad­vance­ment and wealth. All Rus­sia found it­self af­ter a time un­der con­trol of an up­per class which was out of all sym­pa­thy with the great mass and ma­jor­i­ty of the peo­ple.

			Dur­ing the Yagyel­lon dy­nasty, which last­ed from 1386 to 1572, the re­li­gious ques­tion was not so prom­i­nent for any save no­bles; but own­er­ship of their own land and their own la­bor was grad­u­al­ly slip­ping away from the peo­ple. Dur­ing the reign of Sigis­mund III (1587–1632), re­li­gion was pushed to the fore­ground, the Unit­ed Church was brought in­to Rus­sia; and land and re­li­gion, which raise the two great­est prob­lems in a State, the ma­te­ri­al and the spir­i­tu­al, were the main ob­jects of thought through­out Rus­sia.

			Un­der Vladislav in 1648 the storm burst forth in South­ern Rus­sia. There was a pop­u­lar up­ris­ing, the most wide­spread and stub­born in his­to­ry, dur­ing which the Poles lost many bat­tles and gained one great vic­to­ry, that of Berestechko; the South­ern Rus­sians turned to the North, and se­lect­ed the Tsar Alex­ai Mi­hailovich as sov­er­eign.

			Jan. 8, 1654, there was a great meet­ing in Pereyaslav,2 at which Bog­dan Hmel­nit­s­ki, het­man of the Za­poro­jian army and head of all South­ern Rus­sia, af­ter he had con­sult­ed with the Cos­sacks, took his place in the cen­tre of the cir­cle, and in pres­ence of the army, the peo­ple, and Bu­turlin, the en­voy of Alex­ai Mi­hailovich, said:—

			“Gen­tle­men, Colonels, Es­sauls, Com­man­ders of hun­dreds, the whole Za­poro­jian army, and all Or­tho­dox Chris­tians—You know how the Lord de­liv­ered us from the hands of our en­e­mies who per­se­cut­ed the Church of God and were en­ven­omed against all Chris­tians of our East­ern Or­tho­doxy. We have lived six years with­out a sov­er­eign, in end­less bat­tles against our per­se­cu­tors and en­e­mies who de­sire to root out the church of God, so that the Rus­sian name may not be heard in our land. This po­si­tion has grown un­en­durable, and we can­not live longer with­out a sov­er­eign. There­fore we have as­sem­bled a coun­cil be­fore the whole peo­ple, so that you with us may choose from four sov­er­eigns that one whom you wish. The first is the Sov­er­eign of Tur­key, who has in­vit­ed us un­der his au­thor­i­ty many times through his en­voys; the sec­ond is the Khan of the Crimea; the third the King of Poland, who, if we wish, may re­ceive us in­to for­mer fa­vor; the fourth is the Or­tho­dox sov­er­eign, the Tsar and Grand Prince Alex­ai Mi­hailovich, the sole ruler of all Rus­sia, whom we have been im­plor­ing six years with un­ceas­ing pe­ti­tions. Choose whom you like. The Sov­er­eign of Tur­key is a Mus­sul­man; you all know how our brethren, the Greeks, Or­tho­dox Chris­tians, suf­fer, and what per­se­cu­tion they en­dure from god­less men. A Mus­sul­man al­so is the Khan of the Crimea, whom we took in­to friend­ship of ne­ces­si­ty, by rea­son of the un­en­durable woes which we passed through. Of per­se­cu­tions from Pol­ish lords it is need­less to speak; you know your­selves that they es­teemed a Jew and a dog more than a Chris­tian, our broth­er. But the great Or­tho­dox sov­er­eign of the East is of one faith with us, one con­fes­sion of the Greek rite; we are one spir­i­tu­al body with the Or­tho­doxy of Great Rus­sia, hav­ing Je­sus Christ for our head. This great sov­er­eign, this Chris­tian Tsar, tak­ing pity on the suf­fer­ing of our Or­tho­dox church in Lit­tle Rus­sia, giv­ing ear to our six years’ en­treat­ing, has in­clined his heart to us gra­cious­ly, and was pleased to send with his fa­vor dig­ni­taries from near his per­son. If we love him earnest­ly, we shall not find a bet­ter refuge than his lofty hand. If any man is not agreed with us, let him go whith­er he pleas­es; the road is free—”

			Here the whole peo­ple shout­ed: “We choose to be un­der the Or­tho­dox sov­er­eign; bet­ter to die in our Or­tho­dox faith than to go to a hater of Christ, to a Pa­gan!”

			Then the Pereyaslav colonel, Teterya, passed around in the cir­cle, and asked in ev­ery di­rec­tion: “Are all thus agreed?”

			“All with one spir­it,” was the an­swer.

			The het­man now said: “May the Lord our God strength­en us un­der the strong hand of the Tsar.”

			The peo­ple shout­ed back in one voice: “God con­firm us! God give us strength to be one for the ages!”

			The het­man, the army, and the rep­re­sen­ta­tives of South­ern Rus­sia took the oath of al­le­giance to the Tsar. The re­sult of this ac­tion was a war be­tween the Com­mon­wealth on one side, and North­ern and South­ern Rus­sia on the oth­er. The Com­mon­wealth be­ing thus oc­cu­pied on the east, Swe­den de­cid­ed to at­tack on the west.

			The war be­tween Rus­sia and the Com­mon­wealth last­ed thir­teen years, and end­ed with a truce of thir­teen years more, made at An­druso­vo. By this agree­ment the city and prov­ince of Smolen­sk went to Rus­sia, and all the left bank of the Dnieper, while Kiev was to be oc­cu­pied by Poland af­ter two years. This truce be­came a treaty dur­ing the reign of Sobyes­ki. Kiev re­mained with the Rus­sians, and peace was un­bro­ken till the sec­ond half of the fol­low­ing cen­tu­ry, when all Rus­sia west of the Dnieper was re­stored to the East in near­ly the same lim­its which it had be­fore the Tar­tar in­va­sion; ex­cept­ing the ter­ri­to­ry in­clud­ed in Gali­cia, and known as Red Rus­sia.

			
				Jeremi­ah Curtin.

				Smith­so­ni­an In­sti­tu­tion, Bu­reau of Eth­nol­o­gy,

				No­vem­ber 25, 1891.

			
		
	
		
			Remarks on Personages in The Deluge

			Yan Kaz­imir was a son of Sigis­mund III, who was a son of King John of Swe­den and Cather­ine, daugh­ter of Sigis­mund I of Poland.

			John of Swe­den was suc­ceed­ed by his son Sigis­mund, who un­der the name of Sigis­mund III was elect­ed King of Poland in 1587 to suc­ceed his moth­er’s broth­er, Sigis­mund Au­gus­tus, the last de­scen­dant of Yagyel­lo in the male line.

			Sigis­mund III was de­throned by the Swedes, and his is­sue ex­clud­ed from the suc­ces­sion. Duke Charles, the ablest of Gus­tavus Vasa’s sons, and un­cle of Sigis­mund, was made king as Charles IX.

			This Charles IX was fa­ther of Gus­tavus Adol­phus. Gus­tavus Adol­phus was suc­ceed­ed by his on­ly daugh­ter, Christi­na, who would not mar­ry, and who af­ter reign­ing for a time re­signed in fa­vor of her cousin Karl Gus­tav of Zweibrück­en,3 son of the on­ly sis­ter of Gus­tavus Adol­phus. Gus­tavus Vasa was there­fore the great-grand­fa­ther of both Yan Kaz­imir and Karl Gus­tav, who were thus sec­ond cousins. The Pol­ish Vasas laid claim to the Swedish crown, there­by caus­ing the Com­mon­wealth dur­ing six­ty years much loss in mon­ey and men. Yan Kaz­imir re­lin­quished this claim when he made peace with Swe­den.

			Be­fore his elec­tion Yan Kaz­imir, be­ing a car­di­nal, was dis­pensed from his vows by the Pope. Cho­sen king, he mar­ried Louise Marie, daugh­ter of the Duke of Nev­ers, a wom­an of strong will and much beau­ty.

			Dis­cour­aged and wea­ried by many wars and re­vers­es, and more than all by the end­less dis­sen­sions of mag­nates, Yan Kaz­imir re­signed the king­ly of­fice in 1668, and re­tired to France. Be­ing now a wid­ow­er, he be­came Ab­bot of St. Ger­main and St. Mar­tin, and lived on his stipend from these foun­da­tions, for the Poles re­fused to con­tin­ue his pen­sion. It seems, how­ev­er, that he did not re­main in seclu­sion till the end, for he is men­tioned as mar­ry­ing in se­cret a wid­ow who had once been a laun­dress. He died in 1672, re­mem­ber­ing the world much more than the world re­mem­bered him.

			Yan Zamoys­ki, one of the most cel­e­brat­ed no­bles in Pol­ish his­to­ry, was the grand­fa­ther of So­biepan Zamoys­ki. The time of Zamoys­ki’s suc­cess was dur­ing the reign of Stephen Ba­to­ry, who gave him more of­fices and pow­er than any cit­i­zen of the Com­mon­wealth had ev­er en­joyed. As castel­lan of Krakow, he was the first among lay sen­a­tors; as staros­ta of the same ter­ri­to­ry, he had ex­ten­sive ju­ris­dic­tion over crim­i­nals in Lit­tle Poland; as het­man, he was com­man­der of all the mil­i­tary forces of the king­dom; as chan­cel­lor, he held the seals, with­out which no of­fi­cial act of the king had va­lid­i­ty.

			Per­haps the most no­table ac­tion in Zamoys­ki’s ca­reer as a civil­ian dur­ing Ba­to­ry’s reign was his treat­ment of the Zborovskis, one of whom he had be­head­ed, and an­oth­er con­demned to de­cap­i­ta­tion and in­famy. The ha­tred of the Zborovskis for Zamoys­ki be­came so in­tense that lat­er on they tried to seat their can­di­date, Max­i­m­il­ian of Aus­tria, in op­po­si­tion to Sigis­mund III, Zamoys­ki’s choice and that of the ma­jor­i­ty. The Zborovs­ki par­ty brought their can­di­date to the gate of Krakow, in­tend­ing to en­throne him with armed hand. Zamoys­ki re­pulsed and pur­sued them to Sile­sia, where he de­feat­ed and made Max­i­m­il­ian pris­on­er. The Aus­tri­an Arch­duke was held in cap­tiv­i­ty till he re­nounced all claim to the throne. This is the cap­tiv­i­ty to which So­biepan refers in chap­ter LX­IX.

			Zamoys­ki had Sigis­mund im­peached in 1592, not to con­demn him, but to give him a les­son. Zamoys­ki’s course in this af­fair, and his last speech in the Di­et of 1605 are his most prom­i­nent acts dur­ing a reign in which he was first in op­po­si­tion, as he had been first on the king’s side dur­ing Ba­to­ry’s time. Zamoys­ki died in 1605, alarmed, as Lelev­el says, for the fu­ture of his coun­try.

			So­biepan Zamoys­ki, who con­ceived such a friend­ship for Za­glo­ba, mar­ried the daugh­ter of Hen­ri de la Grange, a cap­tain in the guard of Philip, Duke of Or­leans. Af­ter Zamoys­ki’s death, his wid­ow, a wom­an of great beau­ty and am­bi­tion, mar­ried Sobyes­ki, sub­se­quent­ly elect­ed king to suc­ceed Michael Vish­nyevet­s­ki, who is men­tioned in chap­ter LXI.

			Kmi­ta, the hero of The Del­uge, was prob­a­bly of the Kmi­tas of Lit­tle Poland, and of those who in­her­it­ed lands grant­ed Poles in Lithua­nia and Rus­sia af­ter the union.

			Kmit­sits, which means “son of Kmi­ta,” as “starost­sits” means “son of a staros­ta,” is the name used by Sienkiewicz; but as that word would baf­fle most Eng­lish read­ers, I have tak­en Kmi­ta, the orig­i­nal form of the fam­i­ly name. Kmi­ta is men­tioned in Solovyóff’s Rus­sian his­to­ry as co­op­er­at­ing with Sapye­ha and Charnyet­s­ki against Ho­v­an­s­ki and Dol­go­ru­ki; in that con­nec­tion he is called Kmitich.

		
	
		
			Notes

			
				Polish Alphabet

				Since the Pol­ish al­pha­bet has many pe­cu­liar pho­net­ic com­bi­na­tions which are dif­fi­cult to one who does not know the lan­guage, it was de­cid­ed to translit­er­ate the names of per­sons and places in which such com­bi­na­tions oc­cur in this book. The fol­low­ing are the let­ters and com­bi­na­tions which are met with most fre­quent­ly:—

				
					
						
								Pol­ish Let­ters
								Eng­lish Sounds
						

					
					
						
								
								c
							
								
								ts
							
						

						
								
								cz
							
								ch in “chief”
						

						
								
								sz
							
								sh in “ship”
						

						
								
								szcz
							
								
								shch
							
						

						
								
								rz
							
								r fol­lowed by the French j
						

						
								
								w
							
								
								v
							
						

						
								
								ż
							
								j in French
						

					
				

				In this translit­er­a­tion ch re­tains its or­di­nary Eng­lish sound. Kh is used as the Ger­man ch, or the Gael­ic ch in “loch;” so is h, as in Hmel­nit­s­ki, and a few names in which it is used at the be­gin­ning and pre­ced­ing a con­so­nant, where it has the pow­er of the Ger­man ch. J is the French j; the vow­els e, i, u, are, re­spec­tive­ly, ai in “bait,” ee in “beet,” oo in “pool,” when long; when short, “bet,” “bit,” “put” would rep­re­sent their val­ues.

				The fol­low­ing names will il­lus­trate the method of this translit­er­a­tion:—

				
					
						
								Pol­ish Form of Name
								Form in Translit­er­a­tion
						

					
					
						
								Po­toc­ki
								Po­tot­s­ki
						

						
								Chudzyn­s­ki
								Hudzyn­s­ki
						

						
								Czarnkows­ki
								Charnkovs­ki
						

						
								Rzendzian
								Jendzian
						

						
								Bleszyn­s­ki
								Bleshyus­ki
						

						
								Szan­darows­ki
								Shan­darovs­ki
						

						
								Wlostows­ki
								Vlostovs­ki
						

						
								Ży­rom­s­ki
								Jy­rom­s­ki
						

					
				

				In Jendzian and Jechyt­sa—the on­ly names, as I be­lieve, be­gin­ning in Pol­ish with rz in this work—the ini­tial r has been omit­ted in the translit­er­a­tion on ac­count of the ex­treme dif­fi­cul­ty, for any­one not a Pole, of pro­nounc­ing r fol­lowed by the French j.

			
			
				Accent

				All Pol­ish words, with few ex­cep­tions, are ac­cent­ed on the syl­la­ble next the last, the penult. The ex­cep­tions are for­eign names, some com­pounds, some words with en­cl­i­tics. Pol­ish names of men and places are gen­er­al­ly ac­cent­ed on the penult.

			
			
				Titles of Rank and Address

				The high­est mil­i­tary rank in Poland was grand het­man; next in or­der came field-het­man, which has ap­peared in­ad­ver­tent­ly in these vol­umes as full het­man. “Your wor­thi­ness,” so fre­quent­ly used, would be bet­ter trans­lat­ed “your dig­ni­ty,” “dig­ni­ty” be­ing used in the sense of “of­fice.” The terms Pan, Pani, and Pan­na are ap­plied, re­spec­tive­ly, to a gen­tle­man, a mar­ried la­dy, and an un­mar­ried la­dy; they are now equiv­a­lent to Mr., Mrs. or Madame, and Miss.

			
		
	
		
			The Deluge

		
	
		
			I

			There was in Jmud a pow­er­ful fam­i­ly, the Bille­vich­es, de­scend­ed from Men­dog, con­nect­ed with many, and re­spect­ed, be­yond all, in the dis­trict of Rossyeni. The Bille­vich­es had nev­er risen to great of­fices, the high­est they had filled were pro­vin­cial; but in war they had ren­dered the coun­try un­sur­passed ser­vices, for which they were rich­ly re­ward­ed at var­i­ous times. Their na­tive nest, ex­ist­ing to this day, was called Bille­viche; but they pos­sessed many oth­er es­tates, both in the neigh­bor­hood of Rossyeni and far­ther on to­ward Krakin, near Lau­da, Shoi, Nyevya­ja, and be­yond Ponyevyej. In lat­er times they branched out in­to a num­ber of hous­es, the mem­bers of which lost sight of one an­oth­er. They all as­sem­bled on­ly when there was a cen­sus at Rossyeni of the gen­er­al mili­tia of Jmud on the plain of the in­vit­ed Es­tates. They met al­so in part un­der the ban­ners of the Lithua­ni­an cav­al­ry and at pro­vin­cial di­ets; and be­cause they were wealthy and in­flu­en­tial, even the Radzivills, all pow­er­ful in Lithua­nia and Jmud, had to reck­on with them.

			In the reign of Yan Kaz­imir, the pa­tri­arch of all the Bille­vich­es, was Her­a­clius, colonel of light-horse and un­der-cham­ber­lain of Upi­ta. He did not dwell in the an­ces­tral nest, which was rent­ed at that time by Tomash, the sword-bear­er of Rossyeni; Her­a­clius Bille­vich owned al­so Vodok­ty, Lyu­bich, and Mitruny, sit­u­at­ed near Lau­da, sur­round­ed, as if with a sea, by agri­cul­tur­ists of the pet­ty no­bil­i­ty.

			Be­sides the Bille­vich­es there were on­ly a few of the more con­sid­er­able fam­i­lies in the neigh­bor­hood, such as the Sol­lo­hubs, the Montvills, the Schyllings, the Ko­ryz­nis, the Sitsin­skis—though there was no lack of small­er no­bil­i­ty of these names; fi­nal­ly, the whole riv­er re­gion of Lau­da was thick­ly stud­ded with so-called “neigh­bor­hoods,” or, in com­mon par­lance, za­st­sian­ki,4 oc­cu­pied by the no­bil­i­ty of Lau­da, renowned and cel­e­brat­ed in the his­to­ry of Jmud.

			In oth­er neigh­bor­hoods of the re­gion the fam­i­lies took their names from the places, or the places from the fam­i­lies, as was cus­tom­ary in Podlyasye; but along the riv­er re­gion of Lau­da it was dif­fer­ent. In Morezi dwelt the Stakyans, whom Ba­to­ry in his time set­tled there for brav­ery at Pskoff; in Vol­montovichi, on good land, swarmed the Butryms, the bulki­est fel­lows in all Lau­da, not­ed for few words and heavy hands—men who in time of pro­vin­cial di­ets, raids on prop­er­ty, or wars were wont to go in close rank and in si­lence. The lands in Dro­jeykani and Moz­gi were man­aged by the nu­mer­ous Do­ma­she­vich­es, famed hunters; these men tramped through the wilder­ness of Zyelon­ka as far as Wilkomir on bear-trails. The Gash­tovts oc­cu­pied Pat­suneli; their wom­en were fa­mous for beau­ty, so that fi­nal­ly all pret­ty girls around Krakin, Ponyevyej, and Upi­ta were known as Pat­suneli girls. The Sol­lo­hubs Mali were rich in hors­es and ex­cel­lent cat­tle, bred in for­est pas­tures. The Gost­sye­vich­es in Goshchu­ni made tar in the woods, from which oc­cu­pa­tion they were called Gost­sye­vichi Charni (Black) or Dym­ni (Smoky)—the Black or Smoky Gost­sye­vich­es.

			There were oth­er vil­lages and fam­i­lies al­so. The names of many of them are still ex­tant; but these vil­lages are not sit­u­at­ed as be­fore, and men call them by oth­er names. Wars came too with mis­for­tunes and fires, vil­lages were not al­ways re­built on the ru­ins; in a word, much has changed. But in that time old Lau­da was still flour­ish­ing in its primeval es­tate; and the no­bles had reached their high­est re­pute a few years be­fore, when, fight­ing at Loy­o­vo against the up­risen Cos­sacks, they cov­ered them­selves with great glo­ry un­der the lead of Yanush Radzivill.

			All the Lau­da men served in the reg­i­ment of old Her­a­clius Bille­vich—the rich­er with two hors­es, the poor­er with one, and the poor­est as at­ten­dants. In gen­er­al, these no­bles were war­like, and es­pe­cial­ly en­am­oured of a knight­ly ca­reer; but in ques­tions which formed the or­di­nary sub­jects of dis­cus­sion at a pro­vin­cial di­et they were less skilled. They knew that there was a king in War­saw; that Radzivill and Pan Hle­bovich were starostas in Jmud, and Pan Bille­vich at Vodok­ty in Lau­da. That was suf­fi­cient for them; and they vot­ed as Pan Bille­vich in­struct­ed them, con­vinced that he want­ed the same as Pan Hle­bovich, and that the lat­ter went hand in hand with Radzivill. Radzivill was the king’s arm in Lithua­nia and Jmud; the king was the con­sort of the Com­mon­wealth, the fa­ther of the le­gion of no­bles.

			Pan Bille­vich was, in fact, a friend rather than a client of the pow­er­ful oli­garchs in Bir­ji, and a great­ly es­teemed one at that; for at ev­ery call he had a thou­sand voic­es and a thou­sand Lau­da sabres—and sabres in the hands of the Stakyans, the Butryms, the Do­ma­she­vich­es, or the Gash­tovts were de­spised at that pe­ri­od by no man on earth. It was on­ly lat­er that ev­ery­thing changed, just at the time when Pan Her­a­clius Bille­vich was no more.

			This fa­ther and bene­fac­tor of the no­bles of Lau­da died in 1654. In that year a ter­ri­ble war5 flamed forth along the whole east­ern line of the Com­mon­wealth; Pan Bille­vich did not go to it, for his age and his deaf­ness did not per­mit; but the Lau­da men went. When tid­ings came that Radzivill was de­feat­ed at Shklov, and the Lau­da reg­i­ment in an at­tack on the hired in­fantry of France was cut al­most to pieces, the old colonel, strick­en by apoplexy, yield­ed his soul.

			These tid­ings were brought by a cer­tain Pan Michael Volody­ovs­ki, a young but very fa­mous war­rior, who in­stead of Her­a­clius had led the Lau­da reg­i­ment by ap­point­ment of Radzivill. The sur­vivors came with him to their in­her­it­ed fields, wea­ried, weighed down, and fam­ished; in com­mon with the whole army, they com­plained that the grand het­man, trust­ing in the ter­ror of his name and the spell of vic­to­ry, had rushed with small forces on a pow­er ten times greater than his own, and thus had over­whelmed the army and the whole coun­try.

			But amid the uni­ver­sal com­plain­ing not one voice was raised against Volody­ovs­ki. On the con­trary, those who had es­caped laud­ed him to the skies, re­lat­ing won­ders of his skill and his deeds. And the on­ly so­lace left the sur­vivors was the mem­o­ry of the ex­ploits per­formed un­der the young colonel’s lead­er­ship—how in the at­tack they had burst through the first line of re­serves as through smoke; how lat­er they fell on the French mer­ce­nar­ies and cut to pieces with their sabres the fore­most reg­i­ment, on which oc­ca­sion Pan Volody­ovs­ki with his own hand killed the colonel; how at last, sur­round­ed and un­der fire from four sides, they saved them­selves from the chaos by des­per­ate fight­ing, fall­ing in mass­es, but break­ing the en­e­my.

			Those of the Lau­da men who, not serv­ing in the Lithua­ni­an quo­ta, were obliged to form a part of the gen­er­al mili­tia, lis­tened in sor­row but with pride to these nar­ra­tives. It was hoped on all sides that the gen­er­al mili­tia, the fi­nal de­fence of the coun­try, would soon be called. It was agreed al­ready that Volody­ovs­ki would be cho­sen cap­tain of Lau­da in that event; for though not of the lo­cal res­i­dents, there was no man among them more cel­e­brat­ed than he. The sur­vivors said, be­sides, that he had res­cued the het­man him­self from death. In­deed, all Lau­da al­most bore him in its arms, and one neigh­bor­hood seized him from an­oth­er. The Butryms, the Do­ma­she­vich­es, and the Gash­tovts dis­put­ed as to whose guest he should be for the long­est pe­ri­od. He pleased that valiant no­bil­i­ty so much that when the rem­nant of Radzivill’s troops marched to Bir­ji so as to be brought to some or­der af­ter the de­feat, he did not go with oth­ers, but pass­ing from vil­lage to vil­lage took up his abode at last in Pat­suneli with the Gash­tovts, at the house of Pakosh Gash­tovt, who had au­thor­i­ty over all in that place.

			In fact, Pan Volody­ovs­ki could not have gone to Bir­ji in any event, for he was so ill as to be con­fined to the bed. First an acute fever came on him; then from the con­tu­sion which he had re­ceived at Tsy­bi­ho­vo he lost the use of his right arm. The three daugh­ters of his host, who were not­ed for beau­ty, took him in­to their ten­der care, and vowed to bring back to his orig­i­nal health such a cel­e­brat­ed cav­a­lier. The no­bil­i­ty to the last man were oc­cu­pied with the fu­ner­al of their for­mer chief, Her­a­clius Bille­vich.

			Af­ter the fu­ner­al the will of the de­ceased was opened, from which it tran­spired that the old colonel had made his grand­daugh­ter, Alek­san­dra Bille­vich, daugh­ter of the chief hunter of Upi­ta, the heiress of all his prop­er­ty with the ex­cep­tion of the vil­lage of Lyu­bich. Guardian­ship over her till her mar­riage he con­fid­ed to the en­tire no­bil­i­ty of Lau­da—

			
				“who, as they were well wish­ing to me,” con­tin­ued he in the will, “and re­turned kind­ness for kind­ness, let them do the same too for the or­phan in these times of cor­rup­tion and wicked­ness, when no one is safe from the li­cense of men or free of fear; let them guard the or­phan from mis­chance, through mem­o­ry of me.

				“They are al­so to see that she has safe use of her prop­er­ty with the ex­cep­tion of the vil­lage of Lyu­bich, which I give, present, and con­vey to the young ban­neret of Or­sha, so that he may meet no ob­sta­cle in en­ter­ing in­to pos­ses­sion of it. Should any man won­der at this my af­fec­tion for An­drei Kmi­ta, or see in it in­jus­tice to my own grand­daugh­ter Alek­san­dra, he must and should know that I held in friend­ship and true broth­er­ly love from youth­ful years till the day of his death the fa­ther of An­drei Kmi­ta. I was with him in war, he saved my life many times; and when the mal­ice and en­vy of the Sitsin­skis strove to wrest from me my for­tune, he lent me his aid to de­fend it. There­fore I, Her­a­clius Bille­vich, un­der-cham­ber­lain of Upi­ta, and al­so an un­wor­thy sin­ner stand­ing now be­fore the stern judg­ment of God, went four years ago, while alive and walk­ing up­on the earth­ly vale, to Pan Kmi­ta, the fa­ther, the sword-bear­er of Or­sha, to vow grat­i­tude and steady friend­ship. On that oc­ca­sion we made mu­tu­al agree­ment, ac­cord­ing to an­cient no­ble and Chris­tian cus­tom, that our chil­dren—name­ly his son An­drei and my grand­daugh­ter Alek­san­dra—were to be mar­ried, so that from them pos­ter­i­ty might rise to the praise of God and the good of the State, which I wish most earnest­ly; and by the will here writ­ten I bind my grand­daugh­ter to obe­di­ence un­less the ban­neret of Or­sha (which God for­bid) stain his rep­u­ta­tion with evil deeds and be de­spoiled of hon­or. Should he lose his in­her­i­tance near Or­sha, which may eas­i­ly hap­pen, she is to take him as hus­band with bless­ing; and even should he lose Lyu­bich, to pay no heed to the loss.

				“How­ev­er, if by the spe­cial fa­vor of God, my grand­daugh­ter should wish in praise of Him to make an of­fer­ing of her vir­gin­i­ty and put on the habit of a nun, it is per­mit­ted her to do so, for I know that the praise of God is to pre­cede that of man.”

			

			In such fash­ion did Pan Her­a­clius Bille­vich dis­pose of his for­tune and his grand­daugh­ter, at which no one won­dered much. Pan­na Alek­san­dra had been long aware of what await­ed her, and the no­bles had heard from of old of the friend­ship be­tween Bille­vich and the Kmi­tas; be­sides, in time of de­feat the thoughts of men were oc­cu­pied with oth­er things, so that soon they ceased to talk of the will.

			But they talked of the Kmi­tas con­tin­u­al­ly in the house at Vodok­ty, or rather of Pan An­drei, for the old sword-bear­er al­so was dead. The younger Kmi­ta had fought at Shklov with his own ban­ner and with vol­un­teers from Or­sha. Then he van­ished from the eye; but it was not ad­mit­ted that he had per­ished, since the death of so not­ed a cav­a­lier would sure­ly not have es­caped no­tice. The Kmi­tas were peo­ple of birth in Or­sha, and lords of con­sid­er­able for­tune; but the flame of war had ru­ined those re­gions. Dis­tricts and en­tire lands were turned in­to deserts, for­tunes were de­voured, and peo­ple per­ished. Af­ter the crush­ing of Radzivill no one of­fered firm re­sis­tance. Gosyevs­ki, full het­man, had no troops; the het­mans of the Crown with their armies in the Ukraine were strug­gling with what strength they had left and could not help him, ex­haust­ed as well as the Com­mon­wealth by the Cos­sack wars. The del­uge cov­ered the land more and more, on­ly break­ing here and there against for­ti­fied walls; but the walls fell one af­ter an­oth­er, as had fall­en Smolen­sk. The prov­ince of Smolen­sk, in which lay the for­tune of the Kmi­tas, was looked on as lost. In the uni­ver­sal chaos, in the gen­er­al ter­ror, peo­ple were scat­tered like leaves in a tem­pest, and no man knew what had be­come of the ban­neret of Or­sha.

			But war had not reached Jmud yet. The no­bles of Lau­da re­turned to their sens­es by de­grees. “The neigh­bor­hoods” be­gan to as­sem­ble, and dis­cuss both pub­lic and pri­vate af­fairs. The Butryms, read­i­est for bat­tle, mut­tered that it would be nec­es­sary to go to Rossyeni to the muster of the gen­er­al mili­tia, and then to Gosyevs­ki, to avenge the de­feat of Shklov; the Do­ma­she­vich­es, the hunters, had gone through the wilder­ness of Ro­go­vo by the forests till they found par­ties of the en­e­my and brought back news; the Smoky Gost­sye­vich­es smoked meat in their huts for a fu­ture ex­pe­di­tion. In pri­vate af­fairs it was de­cid­ed to send tried and ex­pe­ri­enced men to find Pan An­drei Kmi­ta.

			The old men of Lau­da held these de­lib­er­a­tions un­der the pres­i­den­cy of Pakosh Gash­tovt and Kassyan Butrym, two neigh­bor­hood pa­tri­archs. All the no­bil­i­ty, great­ly flat­tered by the con­fi­dence which the late Pan Bille­vich had placed in them, swore to stand faith­ful­ly by the let­ter of the will, and to sur­round Pan­na Alek­san­dra with well-nigh fa­ther­ly care. This was in time of war, when even in places to which war had not come dis­tur­bance and suf­fer­ing were felt. On the banks of the Lau­da all re­mained qui­et, there were no dis­putes, there was no break­ing through bound­aries on the es­tates of the young heiress, land­marks were not shift­ed, no ditch­es were filled, no brand­ed pine-trees were felled on for­est bor­ders, no pas­tures were in­vad­ed. On the con­trary, the heiress was aid­ed with pro­vi­sions—what­ev­er the neigh­bor­hood had; for in­stance, the Stak­jans on the riv­er sent salt-fish, wheat came from the surly Butryms at Voimon­tovichi, hay from the Gash­tovts, game from the Do­ma­she­vich­es (the hunters), tar and pitch from the Gost­sye­vich­es. Of Pan­na Alek­san­dra no one in the vil­lages spoke oth­er­wise than as “our la­dy,” and the pret­ty girls of Pat­suneli wait­ed for Pan Kmi­ta per­haps as im­pa­tient­ly as she.

			Mean­while came the sum­mons call­ing the no­bil­i­ty. The Lau­da men be­gan to move. He who from be­ing a youth had grown to be a man, he whom age had not bent, had to mount his horse. Yan Kaz­imir ar­rived at Grod­no, and fixed that as the place of gen­er­al muster. There, then, they mus­tered. The Butryms in si­lence went forth; af­ter them oth­ers, and the Gash­tovts last—as they al­ways did, for they hat­ed to leave the Pat­suneli girls. The no­bles from oth­er dis­tricts ap­peared in scant num­bers on­ly, and the coun­try was left un­de­fend­ed; but God-fear­ing Lau­da had ap­peared in full quo­ta.

			Pan Volody­ovs­ki did not march, for he was not able yet to use his arm; he re­mained there­fore as if dis­trict com­man­der among the wom­en. The neigh­bor­hoods were de­sert­ed, and on­ly old men and wom­en sat around the fires in the evening. It was qui­et in Ponyevyej and Upi­ta; they were wait­ing on all sides for news.

			Pan­na Alek­san­dra in like man­ner shut her­self in at Vodok­ty, see­ing no one but ser­vants and her guardians of Lau­da.

		
	
		
			II

			The new year 1655 came. Jan­u­ary was frosty, but dry; a stern win­ter cov­ered sa­cred Jmud with a white coat three feet thick, the forests were bend­ing and break­ing un­der a wealth of snow bunch­es, snow daz­zled the eyes dur­ing days of sun­shine, and in the night by the moon there glit­tered as it were sparks van­ish­ing on a sur­face stiff­ened by frost; wild beasts ap­proached the dwellings of men, and the poor gray birds ham­mered with their beaks the win­dows cov­ered with hoar frost and snow-flow­ers.

			On a cer­tain evening Pan­na Alek­san­dra was sit­ting in the ser­vants’ hall with her work-maid­ens. It was an old cus­tom of the Bille­vich­es, when there were no guests, to spend evenings with the ser­vants singing hymns and ed­i­fy­ing sim­ple minds by their ex­am­ple. In this wise did Pan­na Alek­san­dra; and the more eas­i­ly since among her house-maid­ens were some re­al­ly no­ble, very poor or­phans. These per­formed ev­ery kind of work, even the rud­est, and were ser­vants for ladies; in re­turn they were trained in good man­ners, and re­ceived bet­ter treat­ment than sim­ple girls. But among them were peas­ants too, dif­fer­ing main­ly in speech,6 for many did not know Pol­ish.

			Pan­na Alek­san­dra, with her rel­a­tive Pan­na Kul­vyets, sat in the cen­tre, and the girls around on bench­es; all were spin­ning. In a great chim­ney with slop­ing sides pine-logs were burn­ing, now dy­ing down and now flam­ing fresh­ly with a great bright blaze or with sparks, as the youth stand­ing near the chim­ney threw on small pieces of birch or pitch-pine. When the flame shot up­ward bright­ly, the dark wood­en walls of the great hall were to be seen, with an un­usu­al­ly low ceil­ing rest­ing on cross­beams. From the beams hung, on threads, many-col­ored stars, made of wafers, trem­bling in the warm air; be­hind, from both sides of the beams, were bunch­es of combed flax, hang­ing like cap­tured Turk­ish horse­tail stan­dards. Al­most the whole ceil­ing was cov­ered with them. On the dark walls glit­tered, like stars, tin plates, large and small, stand­ing straight or lean­ing on long oak­en shelves.

			In the dis­tance, near the door, a shag­gy-haired man of Jmud was mak­ing a great noise with a hand-mill, and mut­ter­ing a song with nasal mono­tone. Pan­na Alek­san­dra slipped her beads through her fin­gers in si­lence; the spin­ners spun on, say­ing noth­ing the one to the oth­er.

			The light of the flame fell on their youth­ful, rud­dy faces. They, with both hands raised—with the left feed­ing the soft flax, with the right turn­ing the wheel—spun ea­ger­ly, as if vy­ing with one an­oth­er, urged on by the stern glances of Pan­na Kul­vyets. Some­times, too, they looked at one an­oth­er with quick eye, and some­times at Pan­na Alek­san­dra, as if in ex­pec­ta­tion that she would tell the man to stop grind­ing, and would be­gin the hymn; but they did not cease work­ing. They spun and spun on; the threads were wind­ing, the wheel was buzzing, the distaff played in the hand of Pan­na Kul­vyets, the shag­gy-haired man of Jmud rat­tled on with his mill.

			But at times he stopped his work. Ev­i­dent­ly some­thing was wrong with the mill, for at those times was heard his an­gry voice: “It’s down!”

			Pan­na Alek­san­dra raised her head, as if roused by the si­lence which fol­lowed the ex­cla­ma­tions of the man; then the blaze light­ed up her face and her se­ri­ous blue eyes look­ing from be­neath black brows. She was a come­ly la­dy, with flax­en hair, pale com­plex­ion, and del­i­cate fea­tures. She had the beau­ty of a white flow­er. The mourn­ing robes added to her dig­ni­ty. Sit­ting be­fore the chim­ney, she seemed buried in thought, as in a dream; doubt­less she was med­i­tat­ing over her own lot, for her fates were in the bal­ance. The will pre­des­tined her to be the wife of a man whom she had not seen for ten years; and as she was now al­most twen­ty, there re­mained to her but un­clear child­hood rem­i­nis­cences of a cer­tain bois­ter­ous boy, who at the time when he with his fa­ther had come to Vodok­ty, was more oc­cu­pied with rac­ing through the swamps with a gun than in look­ing at her. “Where is he, and what man­ner of man is he now?” These were the ques­tions which thrust them­selves on the mind of the dig­ni­fied la­dy. She knew him al­so, it is true, from the nar­ra­tives of the late un­der-cham­ber­lain, who four years be­fore had un­der­tak­en the long jour­ney to Or­sha. Ac­cord­ing to those nar­ra­tives, he was a cav­a­lier “of great courage, though very quick-tem­pered.” By the con­tract of mar­riage for their de­scen­dants con­clud­ed be­tween old Bille­vich and Kmi­ta the fa­ther, Kmi­ta the son was to go at once to Vodok­ty and be ac­cept­ed by the la­dy; but a great war broke out just then, and the cav­a­lier, in­stead of go­ing to the la­dy, went to the fields of Berestechko. Wound­ed at Berestechko, he re­cov­ered at home; then he nursed his sick fa­ther, who was near death; af­ter that an­oth­er war broke out, and thus four years passed. Since the death of the old colonel con­sid­er­able time had elapsed, but no tid­ings of Kmi­ta.

			Pan­na Alek­san­dra there­fore had some­thing to med­i­tate up­on, and per­haps she was pin­ing for the un­known. In her pure heart, es­pe­cial­ly be­cause it knew not love as yet, she bore a great readi­ness for that feel­ing. A spark on­ly was need­ed to kin­dle on that hearth a flame qui­et but bright, and as steady as the undy­ing sa­cred fire of Lithua­nia.

			Dis­qui­et then seized her—at times pleas­ant, at times bit­ter; and her soul was ev­er putting ques­tions to which there was no an­swer, or rather the an­swer must come from dis­tant fields. The first ques­tion was whether he would mar­ry her with good­will and re­spond with readi­ness to her readi­ness. In those days con­tracts by par­ents for the mar­riage of their chil­dren were usu­al; and if the par­ents died the chil­dren, held by the bless­ing, ob­served in most cas­es the con­tract. In the en­gage­ment it­self the young la­dy saw noth­ing un­com­mon; but good plea­sure does not al­ways go hand in hand with du­ty; hence the anx­i­ety that weighed down the blond head of the maid­en. “Will he love me?” And then a flock of thoughts sur­round­ed her, as a flock of birds sur­round a tree stand­ing alone in spa­cious fields: “Who art thou? What man­ner of per­son? Art walk­ing alive in the world, or per­haps thou hast fall­en? Art thou dis­tant or near?” The open heart of the la­dy, like a door open to a pre­cious guest, called in­vol­un­tar­i­ly to dis­tant re­gions, to forests and snow­fields cov­ered with night: “Come hith­er, young hero; for there is naught in the world more bit­ter than wait­ing.”

			That mo­ment, as if in an­swer to the call, from out­side, from those snowy dis­tances cov­ered with night, came the sound of a bell.

			The la­dy trem­bled, but re­gain­ing her pres­ence of mind, re­mem­bered that al­most ev­ery evening some­one came to Vodok­ty to get medicine for the young colonel.

			Pan­na Kul­vyets con­firmed that idea by say­ing, “Some­one from the Gash­tovts for herbs.”

			The ir­reg­u­lar sound of the bell shak­en by the shaft rang more dis­tinct­ly each mo­ment; at last it stopped on a sud­den. Ev­i­dent­ly the sleigh had halt­ed be­fore the door.

			“See who has come,” said Pan­na Kul­vyets to the man of Jmud who was turn­ing the mill.

			The man went out of the ser­vants’ hall, but soon re­turned, and tak­ing again the han­dle of the mill, said phleg­mat­i­cal­ly, “Panas Kmi­tas.”7

			“The word is made flesh!” cried Pan­na Kul­vyets.

			The spin­ners sprang to their feet; the flax and the distaffs fell to the floor.

			Pan­na Alek­san­dra rose al­so. Her heart beat like a ham­mer; a flush came forth on her face, and then pal­lor; but she turned from the chim­ney, lest her emo­tion might be seen.

			Then in the door ap­peared a cer­tain lofty fig­ure in a fur man­tle and fur-bound cap. A young man ad­vanced to the mid­dle of the room, and see­ing that he was in the ser­vants’ hall, in­quired in a res­o­nant voice, with­out re­mov­ing his cap, “Hei! but where is your mis­tress?”

			“I am the mis­tress,” said Pan­na Bille­vich, in tones suf­fi­cient­ly clear.

			Hear­ing this, the new­ly ar­rived re­moved his cap, cast it on the floor, and in­clin­ing said, “I am An­drei Kmi­ta.”

			The eyes of Pan­na Alek­san­dra rest­ed with light­ning-like swift­ness on the face of Kmi­ta, and then dropped again to the floor; still dur­ing that time the la­dy was able to see the tuft shaven high, yel­low as wheat, an em­browned com­plex­ion, blue eyes, look­ing quick­ly to the front, dark mus­tache, a face youth­ful, ea­gle-like, but joy­ous and gal­lant.

			He rest­ed his left hand on his hip, raised his right to his mus­tache, and said: “I have not been in Lyu­bich yet, for I has­tened here like a bird to bow down at the feet of the la­dy, the chief hunter’s daugh­ter. The wind—God grant it was a hap­py one!—brought me straight from the camp.”

			“Did you know of the death of my grand­fa­ther?” asked the la­dy.

			“I did not; but I be­wailed with hot tears my bene­fac­tor when I learned of his death from those rus­tics who came from this re­gion to me. He was a sin­cere friend, al­most a broth­er, of my late fa­ther. Of course it is well known to you that four years ago he came to us at Or­sha. Then he promised me your la­dy­ship, and showed a por­trait about which I sighed in the night­time. I wished to come soon­er, but war is not a moth­er: she makes match­es for men with death on­ly.”

			This bold speech con­fused the la­dy some­what. Wish­ing to change the sub­ject, she said, “Then you have not seen Lyu­bich yet?”

			“There will be time for that. My first ser­vice is here; and here the dear­est in­her­i­tance, which I wish to re­ceive first. But you turned from the hearth, so that to this mo­ment I have not been able to look you in the eye—that’s the way! Turn, and I will stand next the hearth; that’s the way!”

			Thus speak­ing, the dar­ing sol­dier seized by the hand Olen­ka,8 who did not ex­pect such an act, and brought her face to­ward the fire, turn­ing her like a top. She was still more con­fused, and cov­er­ing her eyes with her long lash­es, stood abashed by the light and her own beau­ty. Kmi­ta re­leased her at last, and struck him­self on the dou­blet.

			“As God is dear to me, a beau­ty! I’ll have a hun­dred Mass­es said for my bene­fac­tor be­cause he left you to me. When the be­trothal?”

			“Not yet awhile; I am not yours yet,” said Olen­ka.

			“But you will be, even if I have to burn this house! As God lives, I thought the por­trait flat­tered. I see that the painter aimed high, but missed. A thou­sand lash­es to such an artist, and stoves to paint, not beau­ties, with which eyes are feast­ed! Oh, ’tis a de­light to be the heir to such an in­her­i­tance, may the bul­lets strike me!”

			“My late grand­fa­ther told me that you were very hot­head­ed.”

			“All are that way with us in Smolen­sk; not like your Jmud peo­ple. One, two! and it must be as we want; if not, then death.”

			Olen­ka laughed, and said with a voice now more con­fi­dent, rais­ing her eyes to the cav­a­lier, “Then it must be that Tar­tars dwell among you?”

			“All one! but you are mine by the will of par­ents and by your heart.”

			“By my heart? That I know not yet.”

			“Should you not be, I would thrust my­self with a knife!”

			“You say that laugh­ing. But we are still in the ser­vants’ hall; I beg you to the re­cep­tion-room. Af­ter a long road doubt­less sup­per will be ac­cept­able. I beg you to fol­low me.”

			Here Olen­ka turned to Pan­na Kul­vyets. “Aun­tie, dear, come with us.”

			The young ban­neret glanced quick­ly. “Aunt?” he in­quired—“whose aunt?”

			“Mine—Pan­na Kul­vyets.”

			“Then she is mine!” an­swered he, go­ing to kiss her hand. “I have in my com­pa­ny an of­fi­cer named Kul­vyets-Hip­pocen­tau­rus. Is he not a rel­a­tive?”

			“He is of the same fam­i­ly,” replied the old maid, with a cour­tesy.

			“A good fel­low, but a whirl­wind like my­self,” added Kmi­ta.

			Mean­while a boy ap­peared with a light. They went to the an­techam­ber, where Pan An­drei re­moved his shu­ba; then they passed to the re­cep­tion-room.

			Im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter their de­par­ture the spin­ners gath­ered in a close cir­cle, and one in­ter­rupt­ed an­oth­er, talk­ing and mak­ing re­marks. The state­ly young man pleased them great­ly; there­fore they did not spare words on him, vy­ing with one an­oth­er in prais­es.

			“Light shines from him,” said one; “when he came I thought he was a king’s son.”

			“And he has lynx eyes, so that he cuts with them,” said an­oth­er; “do not cross such a man.”

			“That is worst of all,” said a third.

			“He met the la­dy as a be­trothed. It is eas­i­ly seen that she pleased him great­ly, for whom has she not pleased?”

			“But he is not worse than she, nev­er fear! Could you get his equal, you would go even to Or­sha, though like­ly that is at the end of the world.”

			“Ah, lucky la­dy!”

			“It is al­ways best for the rich in the world. Ei, ei, that’s gold, not a knight.”

			“The Pat­suneli girls say that that cav­al­ry cap­tain who is stop­ping with old Pakosh is a hand­some cav­a­lier.”

			“I have not seen him; but how com­pare him with Pan Kmi­ta! Such an­oth­er as Pan Kmi­ta sure­ly there is not in the world!”

			“It’s down!” cried the man of Jmud on a sud­den, when some­thing broke again in the mill.

			“Go out, shag­gy head, with thy freaks! Give us peace, for we can­not hear.—True, true; hard to find bet­ter than Pan Kmi­ta in the whole world; sure­ly in Kyedani there is none such.”

			“Dream of one like him!”

			“May his like come in a dream!”

			In such fash­ion did the girls talk among them­selves in the ser­vants’ hall. Mean­while in the din­ing-room the ta­ble was laid in all haste, while in the draw­ing-room Pan­na Alek­san­dra con­versed face to face with Kmi­ta, for Aunt Kul­vyets had gone to bus­tle about the sup­per.

			Pan An­drei did not re­move his gaze from Olen­ka, and his eyes shot sparks more and more ev­ery mo­ment; at last he said—

			“There are men to whom land is dear­er than all things else; there are oth­ers who chase af­ter plun­der in war, oth­ers love hors­es; but I would not give you for any trea­sure. As God lives, the more I look the more I wish to mar­ry; so that even if it were to­mor­row—Oh, that brow—just as if paint­ed with burned cork!”

			“I hear that some use such strange things, but I am not of that kind.”

			“And eyes as from heav­en! From con­fu­sion, words fail me.”

			“You are not great­ly con­fused, if in my pres­ence you can be so ur­gent that I am won­der-strick­en.”

			“That is our way in Smolen­sk—to go bold­ly at wom­en as we do in­to bat­tle. You must, my queen, grow ac­cus­tomed to this, for thus will it ev­er be.”

			“You must put it aside, for thus it can­not be.”

			“Per­haps I may yield, may I be slain! Be­lieve, be­lieve me not, but with glad­ness would I bend the skies for you. For you, my queen, I am ready to learn oth­er man­ners; for I know my­self that I am a sim­ple sol­dier, I have lived more in camps than in cham­bers of cas­tles.”

			“Oh, that harms noth­ing, for my grand­fa­ther was a sol­dier; but I give thanks for the good­will,” said Olen­ka; and her eyes looked with such sweet­ness on Pan An­drei that his heart melt­ed like wax in a mo­ment, and he an­swered—

			“You will lead me on a thread.”

			“Ah, you are not like those who are led on threads; to do that is most dif­fi­cult with men who are un­steady.”

			Kmi­ta showed in a smile teeth as white as a wolf’s teeth, “How is that?” asked he. “Are the rods few that the fa­thers broke on me in the monastery to bring me to steadi­ness and make me re­mem­ber var­i­ous fair max­ims for guid­ance in life—”

			“And which one do you re­mem­ber best?”

			“ ‘When in love, fall at the feet,’—in this fash­ion.”

			When he had spo­ken, Kmi­ta was al­ready on his knees. The la­dy screamed, putting her feet un­der the ta­ble.

			“For God’s sake! they did not teach that in the monastery. Leave off, or I shall be an­gry—my aunt will come this minute—”

			Still on his knees, he raised his head and looked in­to her eyes. “Let a whole squadron of aunts come; I shall not for­bid their plea­sure.”

			“But stand up!”

			“I am stand­ing.”

			“Sit down!”

			“I am sit­ting.”

			“You are a traitor, a Ju­das!”

			“Not true, for when I kiss ’tis with sin­cer­i­ty—will you be con­vinced?”

			“You are a ser­pent!”

			Pan­na Alek­san­dra laughed, how­ev­er, and a ha­lo of youth and glad­ness came from her. His nos­trils quiv­ered like the nos­trils of a young steed of no­ble blood.

			“Ai! ai!” said he. “What eyes, what a face! Save me, all ye saints, for I can­not keep away!”

			“There is no rea­son to sum­mon the saints. You were ab­sent four years with­out once look­ing in here; sit still now!”

			“But I knew on­ly the coun­ter­feit. I will have that painter put in tar and then in feath­ers, and scourge him through the square of Upi­ta. I will tell all in sin­cer­i­ty—for­give, if it please you; if not, take my head. I thought to my­self when look­ing at that por­trait: ‘A pret­ty lit­tle rogue, pret­ty; but there is no lack of pret­ty ones in the world. I have time.’ My late fa­ther urged me hith­er, but I had al­ways one an­swer: ‘I have time! The lit­tle wife will not van­ish; maid­ens go not to war and do not per­ish.’ I was not op­posed at all to the will of my fa­ther, God is my wit­ness; but I want­ed first to know war and feel it on my own body. This mo­ment I see my fol­ly. I might have mar­ried and gone to war af­ter­ward; and here ev­ery de­light was wait­ing for me. Praise be to God that they did not hack me to death! Per­mit me to kiss your hand.”

			“Bet­ter, I’ll not per­mit.”

			“Then I will not ask. In Or­sha we say, ‘Ask; but if they don’t give, take it thy­self.’ ”

			Here Pan An­drei clung to the hand of the la­dy and be­gan to kiss it; and the la­dy did not re­sist too great­ly, lest she might ex­hib­it ill-will.

			Just then Pan­na Kul­vyets came in. When she saw what was go­ing on, she raised her eyes. That in­ti­ma­cy did not please her, but she dared not scold. She gave in­vi­ta­tion to sup­per.

			Both went to the sup­per-room, hold­ing each the oth­er’s hand as if they were re­lat­ed. In the room stood a ta­ble cov­ered, and on it an abun­dance of all kinds of food, es­pe­cial­ly choice smoked meats and a mouldy thick bot­tle of strength-giv­ing wine. It was pleas­ant for the young peo­ple with each oth­er, glad­some, vi­va­cious. The la­dy had supped al­ready; there­fore Kmi­ta sat alone, and be­gan to eat with an­i­ma­tion equal to that with which he had just been con­vers­ing.

			Olen­ka looked at him with side­long glance, glad that he was eat­ing and drink­ing. When he had ap­peased his first hunger, she be­gan again to in­quire—

			“Then you are not di­rect from Or­sha?”

			“Scarce­ly do I know whence I come—here to­day, to­mor­row in an­oth­er place. I prowled near the en­e­my as a wolf around sheep, and what was pos­si­ble to seize I seized.”

			“And how had you dar­ing to meet such a pow­er, be­fore which the grand het­man him­self had to yield?”

			“How had I dar­ing? I am ready for all things, such is the na­ture with­in me.”

			“That is what my grand­fa­ther said. Great luck that you were not killed!”

			“Ai, they cov­ered me with cap and with hand as a bird is cov­ered on the nest; but I, whom they cov­ered, sprang out and bit them in an­oth­er place. I made it so bit­ter for them that there is a price on my head—A splen­did half-goose!”

			“In the name of the Fa­ther and the Son!” cried Olen­ka, with un­feigned won­der, gaz­ing with homage on that young man who in the same mo­ment men­tions the price on his head and the half-goose. “Had you many troops for de­fence?”

			“I had, of course, my poor dra­goons—very ex­cel­lent men, but in a month they were all kicked to bits. Then I went with vol­un­teers whom I gath­ered wher­ev­er I could with­out ques­tion. Good fel­lows for bat­tle, but knave up­on knave! Those who have not per­ished al­ready will soon­er or lat­er be meat for the crows.”

			Pan An­drei laughed, emp­tied his gob­let of wine, and added: “Such plun­der­ers you have not seen yet. May the hang­man light them! Of­fi­cers—all no­bles from our parts, men of fam­i­ly, wor­thy peo­ple, but against al­most ev­ery one of them is a sen­tence of out­lawry. They are now in Lyu­bich, for where else could I send them?”

			“So you have come to us with the whole squadron?”

			“I have. The en­e­my took refuge in towns, for the win­ter is bit­ter. My men too are as ragged as brooms af­ter long sweep­ing. The prince vo­evo­da as­signed me win­ter quar­ters in Ponyevyej. God knows the breath­ing-spell is well earned!”

			“Eat, I beg you.”

			“I would eat poi­son for your sake! I left a part of my ragged fel­lows in Ponyevyej, a part in Upi­ta, and the most wor­thy of­fi­cers I in­vit­ed to Lyu­bich as guests. These men will come to beat to you with the fore­head.”

			“But where did the Lau­da men find you?”

			“They found me on the way to win­ter quar­ters in Ponyevyej. Had I not met them I should have come here.”

			“But drink.”

			“I would drink even poi­son for you!”

			“Were the Lau­da men the first to tell you of my grand­fa­ther’s death and the will?”

			“They told of the death.—Lord, give light to the soul of my bene­fac­tor!—Did you send those men to me?”

			“Think not such a thing! I had noth­ing but mourn­ing and prayer on my mind.”

			“They too said the same. They are an ar­ro­gant set of home­spuns. I want­ed to give them a re­ward for their toil; in­stead of ac­cept­ing it, they rose against me and said that the no­bil­i­ty of Or­sha might take drink-mon­ey, but the Lau­da men nev­er. They spoke very foul­ly to me; while lis­ten­ing, I thought to my­self: ‘If you don’t want mon­ey, then I’ll com­mand to give you a hun­dred lash­es.’ ”

			Pan­na Alek­san­dra seized her head. “Je­sus Mary! and did you do that?”

			Kmi­ta looked at her in as­ton­ish­ment. “Have no fears! I did not, though my soul re­volts with­in me at such trashy no­bil­i­ty, who pre­tend to be the equal of us. But I thought to my­self, ‘They will cry me down with­out cause in those parts, call me tyrant, and ca­lum­ni­ate me be­fore you!’ ”

			“Great is your luck,” said Olen­ka, draw­ing a deep breath of re­lief, “for I should not have been able to look you in the eyes.”

			“But how so?”

			“That is a pet­ty no­bil­i­ty, but an­cient and renowned. My dear grand­fa­ther al­ways loved them, and went with them to war. He served all his life with them. In time of peace he re­ceived them in his house. That is an old friend­ship of our fam­i­ly which you must re­spect. You have more­over a heart, and will not break that sa­cred har­mo­ny in which thus far we have lived.”

			“I knew noth­ing of them at that mo­ment—may I be slain if I did!—but yet I con­fess that this bare­foot­ed no­ble­dom some­how can­not find place in my head. With us a peas­ant is a peas­ant, and no­bles are all men of good fam­i­ly, who do not sit two on one mare. God knows that such scurvy fel­lows have noth­ing to do with the Kmi­tas nor with the Bille­vich­es, just as a mud­fish has noth­ing to do with a pike, though this is a fish and that al­so.”

			“My grand­fa­ther used to say that blood and hon­or, not wealth, make a man; and these are hon­or­able peo­ple, or grand­fa­ther would not have made them my guardians.”

			Pan An­drei was as­ton­ished and opened wide his eyes, “Did your grand­fa­ther make all the pet­ty no­bil­i­ty of Lau­da guardians over you?”

			“He did. Do not frown, for the will of the dead is sa­cred. It is a won­der to me that the mes­sen­gers did not men­tion this.”

			“I should have—But that can­not be. There is a num­ber of vil­lages. Will they all dis­cuss about you? Will they dis­cuss me—whether I am to their think­ing or not? But jest not, for the blood is storm­ing up in me.”

			“Pan An­drei, I am not jest­ing; I speak the sa­cred and sin­cere truth. They will not de­bate about you; but if you will not re­pulse them nor show haugh­ti­ness, you will cap­ture not on­ly them, but my heart. I, to­geth­er with them, will thank you all my life—all my life, Pan An­drei.”

			Her voice trem­bled as if in a be­seech­ing re­quest; but he did not let the frown go from his brow, and was gloomy. He did not burst in­to anger, it is true, though at mo­ments there flew over his face as it were light­nings; but he an­swered with haugh­ti­ness and pride—

			“I did not look for this! I re­spect the will of the dead, and I think the un­der-cham­ber­lain might have made those pet­ty no­bles your guardians till the time of my com­ing; but when once I have put foot here, no oth­er, save me, will be guardian. Not on­ly those gray coats, but the Radzivills of Bir­ji them­selves have noth­ing in this place to do with guardian­ship.”

			Pan­na Alek­san­dra grew se­ri­ous, and an­swered af­ter a short si­lence: “You do ill to be car­ried away by pride. The con­di­tions laid down by my late grand­fa­ther must be ei­ther all ac­cept­ed or all re­ject­ed. I see no oth­er way. The men of Lau­da will give nei­ther trou­ble nor an­noy­ance, for they are wor­thy peo­ple and peace­ful. Do not sup­pose that they will be dis­agree­able. Should any trou­ble arise, they might say a word; but it is my opin­ion that all will pass in har­mo­ny and peace, and then the guardian­ship will be as if it had not been.”

			Kmi­ta held si­lence a mo­ment, then waved his hand and said: “It is true that the mar­riage will end ev­ery­thing. There is noth­ing to quar­rel about. Let them on­ly sit qui­et­ly and not force them­selves on me; for God knows I will not let my mus­tache be blown up­on. But no more of them. Per­mit an ear­ly wed­ding; that will be best.”

			“It is not be­com­ing to men­tion that now, in time of mourn­ing.”

			“Ai, but shall I be forced to wait long?”

			“Grand­fa­ther him­self stat­ed that no longer than half a year.”

			“I shall be as dried up as a chip be­fore that time. But let us not be an­gry. You have be­gun to look on me as stern­ly as on an of­fend­er. God be good to you, my gold­en queen! In what am I to blame if the na­ture with­in me is such that when anger against a man takes me I would tear him to pieces, and when it pass­es I would sew him to­geth­er again.”

			“ ’Tis a ter­ror to live with such a man,” an­swered Olen­ka, more joy­ous­ly.

			“Well, to your health! This is good wine; for me the sabre and wine are the ba­sis. What kind of ter­ror to live with me? You will hold me en­snared with your eyes, and make a slave of me—a man who hith­er­to would en­dure no su­pe­ri­or. At the present time I chose to go with my own lit­tle com­pa­ny in in­de­pen­dence rather than bow to the het­man. My gold­en queen, if any­thing in me does not please you, over­look it; for I learned man­ners near can­non and not among ladies, in the tu­mult of sol­diers and not at the lute. Our re­gion is rest­less, the sabre is nev­er let go from the hand. There, though some out­lawry rests on a man, though he be pur­sued by sen­tences, ’tis noth­ing! Peo­ple re­spect him if he has the dar­ing of a war­rior. For ex­am­ple, my com­pan­ions who in some oth­er place would have long been in prison are in their fash­ion wor­thy per­sons. Even wom­en among us go in boots, and with sabres lead par­ties—like Pani Kokosin­s­ki, the aunt of my lieu­tenant. She died a hero’s death; and her nephew in my com­mand has avenged her, though in life he did not love her. Where should we, even of the great­est fam­i­lies, learn po­lite­ness? But we know when there is war how to fight, when there is a di­et how to talk; and if the tongue is not enough, then the sabre. That’s the po­si­tion; as a man of such ac­tion did the late cham­ber­lain know me, and as such did he choose me for you.”

			“I have al­ways fol­lowed the will of my grand­fa­ther will­ing­ly,” an­swered the la­dy, drop­ping her eyes.

			“Let me kiss your hand once again, my dear girl! God knows you have come close to my heart. Feel­ing has so tak­en hold of me that I know not how I can find that Lyu­bich which I have not yet seen.”

			“I will give you a guide.”

			“Oh, I shall find the way. I am used to much pound­ing around by night. I have an at­ten­dant from Ponyevyej who must know the road. And there Kokosin­s­ki and his com­rades are wait­ing for me. With us the Kokosin­skis are a great fam­i­ly, who use the seal of Pyp­ka. This one was out­lawed with­out rea­son be­cause he burned the house of Pan Or­pi­shevs­ki, car­ried off a maid­en, and cut down some ser­vants. A good com­rade!—Give me your hand once more. I see it is time to go.”

			Mid­night be­gan to beat slow­ly on the great Dantzig clock stand­ing in the hall.

			“For God’s sake! ’tis time, ’tis time!” cried Kmi­ta. “I may not stay longer. Do you love me, even as much as would go around your fin­ger?”

			“I will an­swer an­oth­er time. You will vis­it me, of course?”

			“Ev­ery day, even if the ground should open un­der me! May I be slain!”

			Kmi­ta rose, and both went to the an­techam­ber. The sleigh was al­ready wait­ing be­fore the porch; so he en­robed him­self in the shu­ba, and be­gan to take farewell, beg­ging her to re­turn to the cham­ber, for the cold was fly­ing in from the porch.

			“Good night, my dear queen,” said he, “sleep sweet­ly, for sure­ly I shall not close an eye think­ing of your beau­ty.”

			“May you see noth­ing bad! But bet­ter, I’ll give you a man with a light, for there is no lack of wolves near Vol­montovichi.”

			“And am I a lamb to fear wolves? A wolf is a friend to a sol­dier, for of­ten has he prof­it from his hand. We have al­so firearms in the sleigh. Good night, dear­est, good night.”

			“With God.”

			Olen­ka with­drew, and Pan Kmi­ta went to the porch. But on the way, through the slight­ly open door of the ser­vants’ hall he saw a num­ber of pairs of eyes of maid­ens who wait­ing to see him once more had not yet lain down to sleep. To them Pan An­drei sent, sol­dier-fash­ion, kiss­es from his mouth with his hand, and went out. Af­ter a while the bell be­gan to jin­gle, at first loud­ly, then with a con­tin­u­al­ly de­creas­ing sound, ev­er fainter and fainter, till at last it was silent.

			It grew still in Vodok­ty, till the still­ness amazed Pan­na Alek­san­dra. The words of Pan An­drei were sound­ing in her ears; she heard his laugh­ter yet, heart­felt, joy­ous; in her eyes stood the rich form of the young man; and now af­ter that storm of words, mirth, and joy­ous­ness, such mar­vel­lous si­lence suc­ceed­ed. The la­dy bent her ear—could she not hear even one sound more from the sleigh? But no! it was sound­ing some­where off in the for­est, near Vol­montovichi. There­fore a mighty sad­ness seized the maid­en, and nev­er had she felt so much alone in the world.

			Tak­ing the light, slow­ly she went to her cham­ber, and knelt down to say the Lord’s Prayer. She be­gan five times be­fore she could fin­ish with prop­er at­ten­tion; and when she had fin­ished, her thoughts, as if on wings, chased af­ter that sleigh and that fig­ure sit­ting with­in. On one side were pinewoods, pinewoods on the oth­er, in the mid­dle a broad road, and he driv­ing on—Pan An­drei! Here it seemed to Olen­ka that she saw as be­fore her the blond fore­top, the blue eyes, the laugh­ing mouth in which are gleam­ing teeth as white as the teeth of a young dog. For this dig­ni­fied la­dy could hard­ly de­ny be­fore her own face that this wild cav­a­lier had great­ly pleased her. He alarmed her a lit­tle, he fright­ened her a lit­tle, but he at­tract­ed her al­so with that dar­ing, that joy­ous free­dom and sin­cer­i­ty, till she was ashamed that he pleased her, es­pe­cial­ly with his haugh­ti­ness when at men­tion of the guardians he reared his head like a Turk­ish warhorse and said, “Even the Radzivills of Bir­ji them­selves have noth­ing to do here with guardian­ship.”

			“That is no dan­gler around wom­en; that is a true man,” said the la­dy to her­self. “He is a sol­dier of the kind that my grand­fa­ther loved most of all—and he de­served it!”

			So med­i­tat­ed the la­dy; and a hap­pi­ness undimmed by any­thing em­braced her. It was an un­qui­et; but that un­qui­et was some­thing dear. Then she be­gan to un­dress; the door creaked, and in came Pan­na Kul­vyets, with a can­dle in her hand.

			“You sat ter­ri­bly long,” said she. “I did not wish to in­ter­fere with young peo­ple, so that you might talk your fill the first time. He seems a cour­te­ous cav­a­lier. But how did he please you?”

			Pan­na Alek­san­dra gave no an­swer at first, but bare­foot­ed ran up to her aunt, threw her­self on her neck, and plac­ing her bright head on her bo­som, said with a fondling voice, “Aun­tie, oh, Aun­tie!”

			“Oho!” mut­tered the old maid, rais­ing her eyes and the can­dle to­ward heav­en.

		
	
		
			III

			When Pan An­drei drove up to the man­sion at Lyu­bich, the win­dows were gleam­ing, and bus­tle reached the front yard. The ser­vants, hear­ing the bell, rushed out through the en­trance to greet their lord, for they had learned from his com­rades that he would come. They greet­ed him with sub­mis­sion, kiss­ing his hands and seiz­ing his feet. The old land-stew­ard, Znikis, stood in the en­trance hold­ing bread and salt, and beat­ing wor­ship with the fore­head; all gazed with un­easi­ness and cu­rios­i­ty—how would their fu­ture lord look? Kmi­ta threw a purse full of thalers on the tray, and asked for his com­rades, as­ton­ished that no one of them had come forth to meet his pro­pri­etary might­i­ness.

			But they could not come forth, for they were then the third hour at the ta­ble, en­ter­tain­ing them­selves at the cup, and per­haps in fact they had not tak­en note of the sound­ing of the bell out­side. But when he en­tered the room, from all breasts a loud shout burst forth: “The heir, the heir has come!” and all his com­rades, spring­ing from their places, start­ed to­ward him with their cups. But he placed his hands on his hips, and laughed at the man­ner in which they had helped them­selves in his house, and had gone to drink­ing be­fore his ar­rival. He laughed with in­creas­ing hearti­ness when he saw them ad­vance with tip­sy solem­ni­ty.

			Be­fore the oth­ers went the gi­gan­tic Pan Yaromir Kokosin­s­ki, with the seal of Pyp­ka, a fa­mous sol­dier and swag­ger­er, with a ter­ri­ble scar across his fore­head, his eye, and his cheek, with one mus­tache short, the oth­er long, the lieu­tenant and friend of Kmi­ta, the “wor­thy com­rade,” con­demned to loss of life and hon­or in Smolen­sk for steal­ing a maid­en, for mur­der and ar­son. At that time war saved him, and the pro­tec­tion of Kmi­ta, who was of the same age; and their lands were ad­join­ing in Or­sha till Pan Yaromir had squan­dered his away. He came up hold­ing in both hands a great-eared bowl filled with dem­b­ni­ak.

			Next came Ran­it­s­ki, whose fam­i­ly had arms—Dry Cham­bers (Suche Kom­naty). He was born in the prov­ince of Mstislavsk, from which he was an out­law for killing two no­ble­men, landown­ers. One he slew in a du­el, the oth­er he shot with­out an en­counter. He had no es­tate, though he in­her­it­ed his step­moth­er’s land on the death of his fa­ther. War saved him, too, from the ex­e­cu­tion­er. He was an in­com­pa­ra­ble hand-to-hand sword-slash­er.

			The third in or­der was Rekuts-Le­li­va, on whom blood did not weigh, save the blood of the en­e­my. But he had played away, drunk away his sub­stance. For the past three years he had clung to Kmi­ta.

			With him came the fourth, al­so from Smolen­sk, Pan Uh­lik, un­der sen­tence of death and dis­hon­or for break­ing up a court. Kmi­ta pro­tect­ed him be­cause he played beau­ti­ful­ly on the fla­geo­let.

			Be­sides them was Pan Kul­vyets-Hip­pocen­tau­rus, in stature the equal of Kokosin­s­ki, in strength even his su­pe­ri­or; and Zend, a horse-train­er, who knew how to im­i­tate wild beasts and all kinds of birds—a man of un­cer­tain de­scent, though claim­ing to be a no­ble of Cour­land; be­ing with­out for­tune he trained Kmi­ta’s hors­es, for which he re­ceived an al­lowance.

			These then sur­round­ed the laugh­ing Pan An­drei. Kokosin­s­ki raised the eared bowl and in­toned:—

			
				
					“Drink with us, dear host of ours,
					

					Dear host of ours!
					

					With us thou mightst drink to the grave,
					

					Drink to the grave!”
				

			

			Oth­ers re­peat­ed the cho­rus; then Kokosin­s­ki gave Kmi­ta the eared bowl, and Zend gave Kokosin­s­ki a gob­let.

			Kmi­ta raised high the eared bowl and shout­ed, “Health to my maid­en!”

			“Vi­vat! vi­vat!” cried all voic­es, till the win­dow­panes be­gan to rat­tle in their lead­en fit­tings. “Vi­vat! the mourn­ing will pass, the wed­ding will come!”

			They be­gan to pour forth ques­tions: “But how does she look? Hei! Yen­drus,9 is she very pret­ty, or such as you pic­tured her? Is there an­oth­er like her in Or­sha?”

			“In Or­sha?” cried Kmi­ta. “In com­par­i­son with her you might stop chim­neys with our Or­sha girls! A hun­dred thun­ders! there’s not an­oth­er such in the world.”

			“That’s the kind we want­ed for you,” an­swered Ran­it­s­ki. “Well, when is the wed­ding to be?”

			“The minute the mourn­ing is over.”

			“Oh, fie on the mourn­ing! Chil­dren are not born black, but white.”

			“When the wed­ding comes, there will be no mourn­ing. Hur­ry, Yen­drus!”

			“Hur­ry, Yen­drus!” all be­gan to ex­claim at once.

			“The lit­tle ban­nerets of Or­sha are cry­ing in heav­en for the earth,” said Kokosin­s­ki.

			“Don’t make the poor lit­tle things wait!”

			“Mighty lords,” added Rekuts-Le­li­va, with a thin voice, “at the wed­ding we’ll drink our­selves drunk as fools.”

			“My dear lambs,” said Kmi­ta, “par­don me, or, speak­ing more cor­rect­ly, go to a hun­dred dev­ils, let me look around in my own house.”

			“Non­sense!” an­swered Uh­lik. “To­mor­row the in­spec­tion, but now all to the ta­ble; there is a pair of demi­johns there yet with big bel­lies.”

			“We have al­ready made in­spec­tion for you. This Lyu­bich is a gold­en ap­ple,” said Ran­it­s­ki.

			“A good sta­ble!” cried Zend; “there are two ponies, two splen­did hus­sar hors­es, a pair of Jmud hors­es, and a pair of Kalmuks—all in pairs, like eyes in the head. We will look at the mares and colts to­mor­row.”

			Here Zend neighed like a horse; they won­dered at his per­fect im­i­ta­tion, and laughed.

			“Is there such good or­der here?” asked Kmi­ta, re­joiced.

			“And how the cel­lar looks!” piped Rekuts; “resinous kegs and mouldy jugs stand like squadrons in ranks.”

			“Praise be to God for that! let us sit down at the ta­ble.”

			“To the ta­ble! to the ta­ble!”

			They had bare­ly tak­en their places and filled their cups when Ran­it­s­ki sprang up again: “To the health of the Un­der-cham­ber­lain Bille­vich!”

			“Stupid!” an­swered Kmi­ta, “how is that? You are drink­ing the health of a dead man.”

			“Stupid!” re­peat­ed the oth­ers. “The health of the mas­ter!”

			“Your health!”

			“May we get good in these cham­bers!”

			Kmi­ta cast his eyes in­vol­un­tar­i­ly along the din­ing-hall, and he saw on the larch wood walls, black­ened by age, a row of stern eyes fixed on him. Those eyes were gaz­ing out of the old por­traits of the Bille­vich­es, hang­ing low, with­in two ells of the floor, for the wall was low. Above the por­traits in a long un­bro­ken row were fixed skulls of the au­rochs, of stags, of elks, crowned with their antlers: some, black­ened, were ev­i­dent­ly very old; oth­ers were shin­ing with white­ness. All four walls were or­na­ment­ed with them.

			“The hunt­ing must be splen­did, for I see abun­dance of wild beasts,” said Kmi­ta.

			“We will go to­mor­row or the day af­ter. We must learn the neigh­bor­hood,” an­swered Kokosin­s­ki. “Hap­py are you, Yen­drus, to have a place to shel­ter your head!”

			“Not like us,” groaned Ran­it­s­ki.

			“Let us drink for our so­lace,” said Rekuts.

			“No, not for our so­lace,” an­swered Kul­vyets-Hip­pocen­tau­rus, “but once more to the health of Yen­drus, our beloved cap­tain. It is he, my mighty lords, who has giv­en here in Lyu­bich an asy­lum to us poor ex­iles with­out a roof above our heads.”

			“He speaks just­ly,” cried a num­ber of voic­es; “Kul­vyets is not so stupid as he seems.”

			“Hard is our lot,” piped Rekuts. “Our whole hope is that you will not drive us poor or­phans out through your gates.”

			“Give us peace,” said Kmi­ta; “what is mine is yours.”

			With that all rose from their places and be­gan to take him by the shoul­ders. Tears of ten­der­ness flowed over those stern drunk­en faces.

			“In you is all our hope, Yen­drus,” cried Kokosin­s­ki, “Let us sleep even on pea straw; drive us not forth.”

			“Give us peace,” re­peat­ed Kmi­ta.

			“Drive us not forth; as it is, we have been driv­en—we no­bles and men of fam­i­ly,” said Uh­lik, plain­tive­ly.

			“To a hun­dred fiends with you, who is driv­ing you out? Eat, drink! What the dev­il do you want?”

			“Do not de­ny us,” said Ran­it­s­ki, on whose face spots came out as on the skin of a leop­ard. “Do not de­ny us, An­drei, or we are lost al­to­geth­er.”

			Here he be­gan to stam­mer, put his fin­ger to his fore­head as if strain­ing his wit, and sud­den­ly said, look­ing with sheep­ish eyes on those present, “Un­less for­tune changes.”

			And all blurt­ed out at once in cho­rus, “Of course it will change.”

			“And we will yet pay for our wrongs.”

			“And come to for­tune.”

			“And to of­fice.”

			“God bless the in­no­cent! Our pros­per­i­ty!”

			“Your health!” cried Pan An­drei.

			“Your words are holy, Yen­drus,” said Kokosin­s­ki, plac­ing his chub­by face be­fore Kmi­ta. “God grant us im­prove­ment of for­tune!”

			Healths be­gan to go around, and tufts to steam. All were talk­ing, one in­ter­rupt­ing the oth­er; and each heard on­ly him­self, with the ex­cep­tion of Rekuts, who dropped his head on his breast and slum­bered. Kokosin­s­ki be­gan to sing, “She bound the flax in bun­dles,” not­ing which Uh­lik took a fla­geo­let from his bo­som and ac­com­pa­nied him.

			Ran­it­s­ki, a great fencer, fenced with his naked hand against an un­seen op­po­nent, re­peat­ing in an un­der­tone, “You thus, I thus; you cut, I strike—one, two, three, check!”

			The gi­gan­tic Kul­vyets-Hip­pocen­tau­rus stared fixed­ly for some time at Ran­it­s­ki; at last he waved his hand and said: “You’re a fool! Strike your best, but still you can’t hold your own be­fore Kmi­ta with a sabre.”

			“For no one can stand be­fore him; but try your­self.”

			“You will not win against me with a pis­tol.”

			“For a ducat a shot.”

			“A ducat! But where and at what?”

			Ran­it­s­ki cast his eyes around; at last he cried out, point­ing at the skulls, “Be­tween the antlers, for a ducat!”

			“For what?” asked Kmi­ta.

			“Be­tween the antlers, for two ducats, for three! Bring the pis­tols!”

			“Agreed!” cried Kmi­ta. “Let it be three. Zend, get the pis­tols!”

			All be­gan to shout loud­er and loud­er, and bar­gain among them­selves; mean­while Zend went to the an­techam­ber, and soon re­turned with pis­tols, a pouch of bul­lets, and a horn with pow­der.

			Ran­it­s­ki grasped for a pis­tol. “Is it load­ed?” asked he.

			“Load­ed.”

			“For three, four, five ducats!” blus­tered Kmi­ta, drunk.

			“Qui­et! you will miss, you will miss.”

			“I shall hit at that skull be­tween the antlers—one! two!”

			All eyes were turned to the strong elk-skull fixed in front of Ran­it­s­ki. He straight­ened his arm; the pis­tol turned in his palm.

			“Three!” cried Kmi­ta.

			The shot sound­ed; the room was filled with pow­der smoke.

			“He has missed, he has missed! See where the hole is!” cried Kmi­ta, point­ing with his hand at the dark wall from which the bul­let had torn out a brighter chip.

			“Two shots each time!”

			“No; give it to me,” cried Kul­vyets.

			At that mo­ment the as­ton­ished ser­vants ran in at the sound of the shot.

			“Away! away!” called Kmi­ta. “One! two! three!”

			Again the roar of a shot; this time the pieces fell from the bone.

			“But give us pis­tols too!” shout­ed all at the same time.

			And spring­ing up, they be­gan to pound on the shoul­ders of their at­ten­dants, urg­ing them to hur­ry. Be­fore a quar­ter of an hour had passed, the whole room was thun­der­ing with shots. The smoke hid the light of the can­dles and the forms of the men shoot­ing. The re­port of dis­charges was ac­com­pa­nied by the voice of Zend, who croaked like a raven, screamed like a fal­con, howled like a wolf, bel­lowed like an au­rochs. The whis­tle of bul­lets in­ter­rupt­ed him; bits flew from the skulls, chips from the wall, and por­traits from their frames; in the dis­or­der the Bille­vich­es were shot, and Ran­it­s­ki, fall­ing in­to fury, slashed them with his sabre.

			The ser­vants, as­ton­ished and ter­ri­fied, stood as if bereft of their sens­es, gaz­ing with star­tled eyes on that sport which re­sem­bled a Tar­tar in­va­sion. The dogs be­gan to howl and bark. All in the house were on their feet; in the yard groups of peo­ple as­sem­bled. The girls of the house ran to the win­dows, and putting their faces to the panes, flat­ten­ing their noses, gazed at what was pass­ing with­in.

			Zend saw them at last; he whis­tled so pierc­ing­ly that it rang in the ears of all, and then shout­ed, “Mighty lords! tit­mice are un­der the win­dow—tit­mice!”

			“Tit­mice! tit­mice!”

			“Now for a dance!” roared dis­so­nant voic­es.

			The drunk­en crowd sprang through the an­te­room to the porch. The frost did not sober their steam­ing heads. The girls, scream­ing in voic­es that rose to the sky, ran in ev­ery di­rec­tion through the yard; but the men chased them, and brought each one they seized to the room. Af­ter a while they be­gan danc­ing in the midst of smoke, bits of bone, and chips around the ta­ble on which spilled wine lay in pools.

			In such fash­ion did Pan Kmi­ta and his wild com­pa­ny rev­el in Lyu­bich.

		
	
		
			IV

			For a num­ber of sub­se­quent days Pan An­drei was at Vodok­ty dai­ly; and each time he re­turned more in love, and ad­mired more and more his Olen­ka. He laud­ed her to the skies, too, be­fore his com­pan­ions, till on a cer­tain day he said to them—

			“My dear lambs, you will go to­day to beat with the fore­head; then, as we have stip­u­lat­ed with the maid­en, we will go to Mitruny to have a sleigh-ride through the forests and look at the third es­tate. She will en­ter­tain us there, and do you bear your­selves de­cent­ly; for I would cut in­to hash the man who of­fend­ed her in any­thing.”

			The cav­a­liers hur­ried will­ing­ly to pre­pare, and soon four sleighs were bear­ing the ea­ger young men to Vodok­ty. Kmi­ta sat in the first sleigh, which was high­ly or­na­ment­ed and had the form of a sil­very bear. This sleigh was drawn by three cap­tured Kalmuk hors­es in var­ie­gat­ed har­ness, in rib­bons and pea­cock feath­ers, ac­cord­ing to the Smolen­sk fash­ion, bor­rowed from more dis­tant neigh­bors. A young fel­low sit­ting in the neck of the bear drove the hors­es. Pan An­drei was dressed in a green vel­vet coat but­toned on gold­en cords and trimmed with sable, and wore a sable cap with a heron’s feath­er. He was glad­some, joy­ous, and spoke to Kokosin­s­ki sit­ting at his side—

			“Lis­ten, Kokoshko! I sup­pose we played tricks wild be­yond mea­sure on two evenings, and es­pe­cial­ly the first, when the skulls and the por­traits suf­fered. But the case of the girls was still worse. The Dev­il al­ways push­es for­ward that Zend, and then on whom does he pound out the pun­ish­ment? On me. I am afraid that peo­ple will talk, for in this place my rep­u­ta­tion is at stake.”

			“Hang your­self on your rep­u­ta­tion; it is good for noth­ing else, just like ours.”

			“And who is to blame for that, if not you men? Re­mem­ber, Kokoshko, they held me for a dis­turb­ing spir­it in Or­sha, and tongues were sharp­ened on me like knives on a whet­stone.”

			“But who dragged Pan Tum­grat out in the frost with a horse; who cut up that of­fi­cial, who asked whether men walked on two feet in Or­sha or on four? Who hacked the Vyzin­skis, fa­ther and son? Who broke up the last pro­vin­cial Di­et?”

			“I broke up the Di­et in Or­sha, not some­where else; that was a home af­fair. Pan Tum­grat for­gave me when he was dy­ing; and as to the oth­ers, speak not, for a du­el may hap­pen to the most in­no­cent.”

			“I have not told all yet; I have not spo­ken of the tri­als in the army, of which two are still wait­ing for you.”

			“Not for me, but for you men; for I am to blame on­ly for let­ting you rob the peo­ple. But no more of this! Shut your mouth, Kokoshko, and say noth­ing to Olen­ka about the du­els, and es­pe­cial­ly noth­ing of that shoot­ing at the por­traits and of the girls. If it is told, I shall lay the blame on you. I have in­formed the ser­vants and the girls that if a word is said, I will or­der belts tak­en out of their skins.”

			“Have your­self shod like a horse, Yen­drus, if you are in such dread of your maid­en. You were an­oth­er man in Or­sha. I see al­ready that you will go in lead­ing-strings, and there is no good in that. Some an­cient philoso­pher says, ‘If you will not man­age Kah­na, Kah­na will man­age you.’ You have giv­en your­self to be tied up in all things.”

			“You are a fool, Kokoshko! But as to Olen­ka you will stand on one foot and then on the oth­er when you put eyes on her, for an­oth­er wom­an with such prop­er in­tent is not to be found. What is good she will praise in a mo­ment, but the bad she will blame with­out wait­ing; for she judges ac­cord­ing to virtue, and has in her­self a ready mea­sure. The late un­der-cham­ber­lain reared her in that way. Should you wish to boast of war­like dar­ing be­fore her, and say that you tram­pled on jus­tice, you will soon be ashamed; for at once she will say, ‘An hon­or­able cit­i­zen should not do that; it is against the coun­try.’ She will speak so to you that it will be as if some­one had slapped you on the face, and you’ll won­der that you did not know these things your­self. Tfu! shame! We have raised fear­ful dis­or­der, and now must stand open-eyed be­fore virtue and in­no­cence. The worst was those girls—”

			“By no means the worst. I have heard that in the vil­lages there are girls of the pet­ty no­bil­i­ty like blood and milk, and prob­a­bly not stub­born at all.”

			“Who told you?” asked Kmi­ta, quick­ly.

			“Who told me? Who, if not Zend? Yes­ter­day while try­ing the roan steed he rode to Vol­montovichi; he mere­ly rode along the high­way, but he saw many tit­mice, for they were com­ing from ves­pers. ‘I thought,’ said he, ‘that I should fly off the horse, they were so hand­some and pret­ty.’ And when­ev­er he looked at any one of them she showed her teeth di­rect­ly. And no won­der! for all the grown men of the no­bles have gone to Rossyeni, and it is drea­ry for the tit­mice alone.”

			Kmi­ta punched his com­pan­ion in the side with his fist. “Let us go, Kokoshko, some time in the evening—pre­tend we are astray—shall we?”

			“But your rep­u­ta­tion?”

			“Oh, to the Dev­il! Shut your mouth! Go alone, if that is the way; but bet­ter drop the mat­ter. It would not pass with­out talk, and I want to live in peace with the no­bles here, for the late un­der-cham­ber­lain made them Olen­ka’s guardians.”

			“You have spo­ken of that, but I would not be­lieve it. How did he have such in­ti­ma­cy with home­spuns?”

			“Be­cause he went with them to war, and I heard of this in Or­sha, when he said that there was hon­or­able blood in those Lau­da men. But to tell the truth, Kokoshko, it was an im­me­di­ate won­der to me, for it is as if he had made them guards over me.”

			“You will yield to them and bow to your boots be­fore dish­cloths.”

			“First may the pesti­lence choke them! Be qui­et, for I am an­gry! They will bow to me and serve me. Their quo­ta is ready at ev­ery call.”

			“Some­one else will com­mand this quo­ta. Zend says that there is a colonel here among them—I for­get his name—Volody­ovs­ki or some­thing? He led them at Shklov. They fought well, it ap­pears, but were combed out there.”

			“I have heard of a Volody­ovs­ki, a fa­mous war­rior—But here is Vodok­ty in sight.”

			“Hei, it is well for peo­ple in Jmud; for there is stern or­der. The old man must have been a born man­ag­er. And the house—I see how it looks. The en­e­my brought fire here sel­dom, and the peo­ple could build.”

			“I think that she can­not have heard yet of that out­burst in Lyu­bich,” said Kmi­ta, as if to him­self. Then he turned to his com­rade: “My Kokoshko, I tell you, and do you re­peat it to the oth­ers, that you must bear your­selves de­cent­ly here; and if any man per­mits him­self any­thing, as God is dear to me, I will cut him up like chopped straw.”

			“Well, they have sad­dled you!”

			“Sad­dled, sad­dled not, I will cut you up!”

			“Don’t look at my Ka­sia or I’ll cut you to pieces,” said Kokosin­s­ki, phleg­mat­i­cal­ly.

			“Fire out thy whip!” shout­ed Kmi­ta to the driv­er.

			The youth stand­ing in the neck of the sil­very bear whirled his whip, and cracked it very adroit­ly; oth­er driv­ers fol­lowed his ex­am­ple, and they drove with a rat­tling, quick mo­tion, joy­ous as at a car­ni­val.

			Step­ping out of the sleighs, they came first to an an­techam­ber as large as a gra­nary, an un­paint­ed room; thence Kmi­ta con­duct­ed them to the din­ing-hall, or­na­ment­ed as in Lyu­bich with skulls and antlers of slain beasts. Here they halt­ed, look­ing care­ful­ly and with cu­rios­i­ty at the door of the ad­join­ing room, by which Pan­na Alek­san­dra was to en­ter. Mean­while, ev­i­dent­ly keep­ing in mind Kmi­ta’s warn­ing, they spoke with one an­oth­er in sub­dued tones, as in a church.

			“You are a fel­low of speech,” whis­pered Uh­lik to Kokosin­s­ki, “you will greet her for us all.”

			“I was ar­rang­ing some­thing to say on the road,” an­swered Kokosin­s­ki, “but I know not whether it will be smooth enough, for Yen­drus in­ter­rupt­ed my ideas.”

			“Let it be as it comes, if with spir­it. But here she is!”

			Pan­na Alek­san­dra en­tered, halt­ing a lit­tle on the thresh­old, as if in won­der at such a large com­pa­ny. Kmi­ta him­self stood for a while as if fixed to the floor in ad­mi­ra­tion of her beau­ty; for hith­er­to he had seen her on­ly in the evening, and in the day she seemed still more beau­ti­ful. Her eyes had the col­or of star-this­tles; the dark brows above them were in con­trast to the fore­head as ebony with white, and her yel­low hair shone like a crown on the head of a queen. Not drop­ping her eyes, she had the self-pos­sessed mien of a la­dy re­ceiv­ing guests in her own house, with clear face seem­ing still clear­er from the black dress trimmed with er­mine. Such a dig­ni­fied and ex­alt­ed la­dy the war­riors had not seen; they were ac­cus­tomed to wom­en of an­oth­er type. So they stood in a rank as if for the en­rolling of a com­pa­ny, and shuf­fling their feet they al­so bowed to­geth­er in a row; but Kmi­ta pushed for­ward, and kiss­ing the hand of the la­dy a num­ber of times, said—

			“See, my jew­el, I have brought you fel­low sol­diers with whom I fought in the last war.”

			“It is for me no small hon­or,” an­swered Pan­na Bille­vich, “to re­ceive in my house such wor­thy cav­a­liers, of whose virtue and ex­cel­lent qual­i­ties I have heard from their com­man­der, Pan Kmi­ta.”

			When she had said this she took her skirt with the tips of her fin­gers, and rais­ing it slight­ly, cour­te­sied with un­usu­al dig­ni­ty. Kmi­ta bit his lips, but at the same time he was flushed, since his maid­en had spo­ken with such spir­it.

			The wor­thy cav­a­liers con­tin­u­ing to shuf­fle their feet, all nudged at the same mo­ment Pan Kokosin­s­ki: “Well, be­gin!”

			Kokosin­s­ki moved for­ward one step, cleared his throat, and be­gan as fol­lows: “Serene great mighty la­dy, un­der-cham­ber­lain’s daugh­ter—”

			“Chief-hunter’s daugh­ter,” cor­rect­ed Kmi­ta.

			“Serene great mighty la­dy, chief-hunter’s daugh­ter, but to us right mer­ci­ful bene­fac­tress,” re­peat­ed Kokosin­s­ki—“par­don, your la­dy­ship, if I have erred in the ti­tle—”

			“A harm­less mis­take,” replied Pan­na Alek­san­dra, “and it lessens in no wise such an elo­quent cav­a­lier—”

			“Serene great mighty la­dy, chief-hunter’s daugh­ter, bene­fac­tress, and our right mer­ci­ful la­dy, I know not what be­comes me in the name of all Or­sha to cel­e­brate more—the ex­tra­or­di­nary beau­ty and virtue of your la­dy­ship, our bene­fac­tress, or the un­speak­able hap­pi­ness of the cap­tain and our fel­low-sol­dier, Pan Kmi­ta; for though I were to ap­proach the clouds, though I were to reach the clouds them­selves—I say, the clouds—”

			“But come down out of those clouds!” cried Kmi­ta.

			With that the cav­a­liers burst in­to one enor­mous laugh; but all at once re­mem­ber­ing the com­mand of Kmi­ta, they seized their mus­tach­es with their hands.

			Kokosin­s­ki was con­fused in the high­est de­gree. He grew pur­ple, and said, “Do the greet­ing your­selves, pa­gans, since you con­fuse me.”

			Pan­na Alek­san­dra took again, with the tips of her fin­gers, her skirt. “I could not fol­low you gen­tle­men in elo­quence,” said she, “but I know that I am un­wor­thy of those homages which you give me in the name of all Or­sha.”

			And again she made a cour­tesy with ex­ceed­ing dig­ni­ty, and it was some­how out of place for the Or­sha rois­ter­ers in the pres­ence of that court­ly maid­en. They strove to ex­hib­it them­selves as men of po­lite­ness, but it did not be­come them. There­fore they be­gan to pull their mus­tach­es, to mut­ter and han­dle their sabres, till Kmi­ta said—

			“We have come here as if in a car­ni­val, with the thought to take you with us and drive to Mitruny through the for­est, as was the ar­range­ment yes­ter­day. The snow-road is firm, and God has giv­en frosty weath­er.”

			“I have al­ready sent Aunt Kul­vyets to Mitruny to pre­pare din­ner. But now, gen­tle­men, wait just a lit­tle till I put on some­thing warm.”

			Then she turned and went out.

			Kmi­ta sprang to his com­rades. “Well, my dear lambs, isn’t she a princess? Now, Kokosin­s­ki, you said that she had sad­dled me, and why were you as a lit­tle boy be­fore her? Where have you seen her like?”

			“There was no call to in­ter­rupt me; though I do not de­ny that I did not ex­pect to ad­dress such a per­son.”

			“The late un­der-cham­ber­lain,” said Kmi­ta, “lived with her most of the time in Kyedani, at the court of the prince vo­evo­da, or lived with the Hle­bovich­es; and there she ac­quired those high man­ners. But her beau­ty—what of that? You can­not let your breath go yet.”

			“We have ap­peared as fools,” said Ran­it­s­ki, in anger; “but the big­gest fool was Kokosin­s­ki.”

			“Traitor! why punch me with your el­bow? You should have ap­peared your­self, with your spot­ted mouth.”

			“Har­mo­ny, lambs, har­mo­ny!” said Kmi­ta; “I will let you ad­mire, but not wran­gle.”

			“I would spring in­to the fire for her,” said Rekuts. “Hew me down, Yen­drus, but I’ll not de­ny that.”

			Kmi­ta did not think of cut­ting down; he was sat­is­fied, twist­ed his mus­tache, and gazed on his com­rades with tri­umph. Now Pan­na Alek­san­dra en­tered, wear­ing a marten-skin cap, un­der which her bright face ap­peared still brighter. They went out on the porch.

			“Then shall we ride in this sleigh?” asked the la­dy, point­ing to the sil­very bear. “I have not seen a more beau­ti­ful sleigh in my life.”

			“I know not who has used it hith­er­to, for it was cap­tured. It suits me very well, for on my shield is a la­dy on a bear. There are oth­er Kmi­tas who have ban­ners on their shield, but they are de­scend­ed from Filon Kmi­ta of Charnobil; he was not of the same house from which the great Kmi­tas are de­scend­ed.”

			“And when did you cap­ture this bear sleigh?”

			“Late­ly, in this war. We poor ex­iles who have fall­en away from for­tune have on­ly what war gives us in plun­der. But as I serve that la­dy faith­ful­ly, she has re­ward­ed me.”

			“May God grant a bet­ter; for war re­wards one, but press­es tears from the whole dear fa­ther­land.”

			“God and the het­mans will change that.”

			Mean­while Kmi­ta wrapped Pan­na Alek­san­dra in the beau­ti­ful sleigh robe of white cloth lined with white wolf­skin; then tak­ing his own seat, he cried to the driv­er, “Move on!” and the hors­es sprang for­ward at a run.

			The cold wind struck their faces with its rush; they were silent, there­fore, and noth­ing was heard save the wheez­ing of frozen snow un­der the run­ners, the snort­ing of the hors­es, their tramp, and the cry of the driv­er.

			At last Pan An­drei bent to­ward Olen­ka. “Is it pleas­ant for you?”

			“Pleas­ant,” an­swered she, rais­ing her sleeve and hold­ing it to her mouth to ward off the rush of air.

			The sleigh dashed on like a whirl­wind. The day was bright, frosty; the snow sparkled as if some­one were scat­ter­ing sparks on it. From the white roofs of the cot­tages, which were like piles of snow, rosy smoke curled in high col­umns. Flocks of crows from among the leaf­less trees by the road­side flew be­fore the sleighs with shrill caw­ing.

			About eighty rods from Vodok­ty they came out on a broad road in­to dark pinewoods which stood gloomy, hoary, and silent as if sleep­ing un­der the thick snow-bunch­es. The trees flit­ted be­fore the eye, ap­peared to be flee­ing to some place in the rear of the sleigh; but the sleigh flew on, ev­ery mo­ment swift­ly, more swift­ly, as if the hors­es had wings. From such driv­ing the head turns, and ec­sta­sy seizes one; it seized Pan­na Alek­san­dra. She leaned back, closed her eyes, and yield­ed com­plete­ly to the im­pe­tus. She felt a sweet pow­er­less­ness, and it seemed to her that that bo­yar of Or­sha had tak­en her by vi­o­lence: that he is rush­ing away like a whirl­wind, and she grow­ing weak has no strength to op­pose or to cry—and they are fly­ing, fly­ing each mo­ment more swift­ly. Olen­ka feels that arms are em­brac­ing her; then on her cheek as it were a hot burn­ing stamp. Her eyes will not open, as if in a dream; and they fly, fly.

			An in­quir­ing voice first roused the sleep­ing la­dy: “Do you love me?”

			She opened her eyes. “As my own soul.”

			“And I for life and death.”

			Again the sable cap of Kmi­ta bent over the marten-skin cap of Olen­ka. She knew not her­self which gave her more de­light—the kiss­es or the mag­ic ride.

			And they flew far­ther, but al­ways through pinewoods, through pinewoods. Trees fled to the rear in whole reg­i­ments. The snow was wheez­ing, the hors­es snort­ing; but the man and the maid­en were hap­py.

			“I would ride to the end of the world in this way,” cried Kmi­ta.

			“What are we do­ing? This is a sin!” whis­pered Olen­ka.

			“What sin? Let us com­mit it again.”

			“Im­pos­si­ble! Mitruny is not far.”

			“Far or near, ’tis all one!”

			And Kmi­ta rose in the sleigh, stretched his arms up­ward, and be­gan to shout as if in a full breast he could not find place for his joy: “Hei-ha! hei-ha!”

			“Hei-hop! hoop-ha!” an­swered the com­rades from the sleighs be­hind.

			“Why do you shout so?” asked the la­dy.

			“Oh, so, from de­light! And shout you as well!”

			“Hei-ha!” was heard the res­o­nant, thin al­to voice.

			“O thou, my queen! I fall at thy feet.”

			“The com­pa­ny will laugh.”

			Af­ter the ec­sta­sy a noisy joy­ous­ness seized them, as wild as the driv­ing was wild. Kmi­ta be­gan to sing—

			
				
					“Look thou, my girl! look through the door,
					

					To the rich fields!
					

					Oh, knights from the pinewoods are com­ing, my moth­er,
					

					Oh, that’s my fate!
					

					Look not, my daugh­ter! cov­er thy eyes,
					

					With thy white hands,
					

					For thy heart will spring out of thy bo­som
					

					With them to the war.”
				

			

			“Who taught you such love­ly songs?” asked Pan­na Alek­san­dra.

			“War, Olen­ka. In the camp we sang them to one an­oth­er to drive away sad­ness.”

			Fur­ther con­ver­sa­tion was in­ter­rupt­ed by a loud call­ing from the rear sleighs: “Stop! stop! Hei there—stop!”

			Pan An­drei turned around in anger, won­der­ing how it came to the heads of his com­rades to call and stop him. He saw a few tens of steps from the sleigh a horse­man ap­proach­ing at full speed of the horse.

			“As God lives, that is my sergeant Soro­ka; what can have hap­pened?” said Pan An­drei.

			That mo­ment the sergeant com­ing up, reined his horse on his haunch­es, and be­gan to speak with a pant­ing voice: “Cap­tain!—”

			“What is the mat­ter, Soro­ka?”

			“Upi­ta is on fire; they are fight­ing!”

			“Je­sus Mary!” screamed Olen­ka.

			“Have no fear!—Who is fight­ing?”

			“The sol­diers with the towns­peo­ple. There is a fire on the square! The towns­peo­ple are en­raged, and they have sent to Ponyevyej for a gar­ri­son. But I gal­loped here to your grace. I can bare­ly draw breath.”

			Dur­ing this con­ver­sa­tion the sleighs be­hind caught up; Kokosin­s­ki, Ran­it­s­ki, Kul­vyets-Hip­pocen­tau­rus, Uh­lik, Rekuts, and Zend, spring­ing out on the snow, sur­round­ed the speak­ers with a cir­cle.

			“What is the mat­ter?” asked Kmi­ta.

			“The towns­peo­ple would not give sup­plies for hors­es or men, be­cause there was no or­der for it; the sol­diers be­gan to take by force. We be­sieged the may­or and those who bar­ri­cad­ed them­selves in the square. Fir­ing was be­gun, and we burned two hous­es; at present there is ter­ri­ble vi­o­lence, and ring­ing of bells—”

			Kmi­ta’s eyes gleamed with wrath.

			“We must go to the res­cue!” shout­ed Kokosin­s­ki.

			“The rab­ble are op­press­ing the army!” cried Ran­it­s­ki, whose whole face was cov­ered at once with red, white, and dark spots. “Check, check! mighty lords!”

			Zend laughed ex­act­ly as a screech-owl hoots, till the hors­es were fright­ened; and Rekuts raised his eyes and piped, “Strike, whoso be­lieves in God! smoke out the ruf­fi­ans!”

			“Be silent!” roared Kmi­ta, till the woods echoed, and Zend, who stood near­est, stag­gered like a drunk­en man. “There is no need of you there, no need of slash­ing! Sit all of you in two sleighs, leave me the third. Drive back to Lyu­bich; wait there un­less I send for suc­cor.”

			“How is that?” asked Ran­it­s­ki, op­pos­ing.

			But Pan An­drei laid a hand on his throat, and his eyes gleamed more ter­ri­bly. “Not a breath out of you!” said he, threat­en­ing­ly.

			They were silent; ev­i­dent­ly they feared him, though usu­al­ly on such fa­mil­iar foot­ing.

			“Go back, Olen­ka, to Vodok­ty,” said Kmi­ta, “or go for your Aunt Kul­vyets to Mitruny. Well, our par­ty was not a suc­cess. But it will be qui­eter there soon; on­ly a few heads will fly off. Be in good health and at rest; I shall be quick to re­turn.”

			Hav­ing said this, he kissed her hand, and wrapped her in the wolf­skin; then he took his seat in the oth­er sleigh, and cried to the driv­er, “To Upi­ta!”

		
	
		
			V

			A num­ber of days passed, and Kmi­ta did not re­turn; but three men of Lau­da came to Vodok­ty with com­plaints to the la­dy. Pakosh Gash­tovt from Pat­suneli came—the same who was en­ter­tain­ing at his house Pan Volody­ovs­ki. He was the pa­tri­arch of the vil­lage, famed for wealth and six daugh­ters, of whom three had mar­ried Butryms, and re­ceived each one hun­dred coined dol­lars as dowry, be­sides cloth­ing and cat­tle. The sec­ond who came was Kassyan Butrym, who re­mem­bered Ba­to­ry well, and with him the son-in-law of Pakosh, Yuz­va Butrym; the lat­ter, though in the prime of life—he was not more than fifty years old—did not go to Rossyeni to the reg­istry of the gen­er­al mili­tia, for in the Cos­sack wars a can­non­ball had torn off his foot. He was called on this ac­count An­kle-foot, or Yuz­va Foot­less. He was a ter­ri­ble man, with the strength of a bear, and great sense, but harsh, surly, judg­ing men se­vere­ly. For this rea­son he was feared some­what in the cap­i­tals, for he could not par­don ei­ther him­self or oth­ers. He was dan­ger­ous al­so when in liquor; but that hap­pened rarely.

			These men came, then, to the la­dy, who re­ceived them gra­cious­ly, though she di­vined at once that they had come to make com­plaints, and want­ed to hear some­thing from her re­gard­ing Pan Kmi­ta.

			“We wish to pay our re­spects to Pan Kmi­ta, but per­haps he has not come back yet from Upi­ta,” said Pakosh; “so we have come to in­quire, our dear dar­ling, when it will be pos­si­ble to see him.”

			“I think the on­ly hin­drance is that he is not here,” an­swered the la­dy. “He will be glad with his whole soul to see you, my guardians, for he has heard much good con­cern­ing you—in old times from my grand­fa­ther, and late­ly from me.”

			“If on­ly he does not re­ceive us as he re­ceived the Do­ma­she­vich­es when they went to him with tid­ings of the colonel’s death,” mut­tered Yuz­va, sul­len­ly.

			The la­dy lis­tened to the end, and an­swered at once with an­i­ma­tion: “Be not un­just about that. Per­haps he did not re­ceive them po­lite­ly enough, but he has con­fessed his fault in this house. It should be re­mem­bered too that he was re­turn­ing from a war in which he en­dured much toil and suf­fer­ing. We must not won­der at a sol­dier, even if he snaps at his own, for war­riors have tem­pers like sharp swords.”

			Pakosh Gash­tovt, who wished al­ways to be in ac­cord with the whole world, waved his hand and said: “We did not won­der, ei­ther. A beast snaps at a beast when it sees one sud­den­ly; why should not a man snap at a man? We will go to old Lyu­bich to greet Pan Kmi­ta, so that he may live with us, go to war and to the wilder­ness, as the late un­der-cham­ber­lain used to do.”

			“Well, tell us, dear dar­ling, did he please you or did he not please you?” asked Kassyan Butrym. “It is our du­ty to ask this.”

			“God re­ward you for your care. Pan Kmi­ta is an hon­or­able cav­a­lier, and even if I had found some­thing against him it would not be prop­er to speak of it.”

			“But have you not seen some­thing, our dear­est soul?”

			“Noth­ing! Be­sides, no one has the right to judge him here, and God save us from show­ing dis­trust. Let us rather thank God.”

			“Why thank too ear­ly? When there will be some­thing to thank for, then thank; if not, then not thank,” an­swered the sullen Yuz­va, who, like a gen­uine man of Jmud, was very cau­tious and fore­see­ing.

			“Have you spo­ken about the mar­riage?” in­quired Kassyan.

			Olen­ka dropped her eyes: “Pan Kmi­ta wish­es it as ear­ly as pos­si­ble.”

			“That’s it! and why shouldn’t he wish it?” mut­tered Yuz­va; “he is not a fool! What bear is it that does not want hon­ey from a tree? But why hur­ry? Is it not bet­ter to see what kind of man he is? Fa­ther Kassyan, tell what you have on your tongue; do not doze like a hare at mid­day un­der a ridge.”

			“I am not doz­ing, I am on­ly turn­ing in my head what to say,” an­swered the old man. “The Lord Je­sus has said, ‘As Ku­ba [Ja­cob] is to God, so will God be to Ku­ba.’ We wish no ill to Pan Kmi­ta, if he wish­es no ill to us—which God grant, amen.”

			“If he will be to our think­ing,” said Yuz­va.

			Pan­na Bille­vich frowned with her fal­con brows, and said with a cer­tain haugh­ti­ness: “Re­mem­ber that we are not re­ceiv­ing a ser­vant. He will be mas­ter here; and his will must have force, not ours. He will suc­ceed you in the guardian­ship.”

			“Does that mean that we must not in­ter­fere?” asked Yuz­va.

			“It means that you are to be friends with him, as he wish­es to be a friend of yours. More­over he is tak­ing care of his own prop­er­ty here, which each man man­ages ac­cord­ing to his wish. Is not this true, Fa­ther Pakosh?”

			“The sa­cred truth,” an­swered the old man of Pat­suneli.

			Yuz­va turned again to old Butrym. “Do not doze, Fa­ther Kassyan!”

			“I am not doz­ing, I am on­ly look­ing in­to my mind.”

			“Then tell what you see there.”

			“What do I see? This is what I see: Pan Kmi­ta is a man of great fam­i­ly, of high blood, and we are small peo­ple. More­over he is a sol­dier of fame; he alone op­posed the en­e­my when all had dropped their hands—God give as many as pos­si­ble of such men! But he has a com­pa­ny that is worth­less. Pan Pakosh, my neigh­bor, what have you heard about them from the Do­ma­she­vich­es? That they are all dis­hon­ored men, against whom out­lawry has been de­clared, in­fa­mous and con­demned, with dec­la­ra­tions and tri­als hang­ing over them, chil­dren of the hang­man. They were griev­ous to the en­e­my, but more griev­ous to their own peo­ple. They burned, they plun­dered, they ri­ot­ed; that is what they did. They may have slain peo­ple in du­els or car­ried out ex­e­cu­tions—that hap­pens to hon­est men; but they have lived in pure Tar­tar fash­ion, and long ago would have been rot­ting in prison but for the pro­tec­tion of Pan Kmi­ta, who is a pow­er­ful lord. He fa­vors and pro­tects them, and they cling to him just as flies do in sum­mer to a horse. Now they have come hith­er, and it is known to all what they are do­ing. The first day at Lyu­bich they fired out of pis­tols—and at what?—at the por­traits of the dead Bille­vich­es, which Pan Kmi­ta should not have per­mit­ted, for the Bille­vich­es are his bene­fac­tors.”

			Olen­ka cov­ered her eyes with her hands. “It can­not be! it can­not be!”

			“It can, for it has been. He let them shoot at his bene­fac­tors, with whom he was to en­ter in­to re­la­tion­ship; and then they dragged the girls of the house in­to the room for de­bauch­ery. Tfu! an of­fence against God! That has nev­er been among us! The first day they be­gan shoot­ing and dis­so­lute­ness—the first day!”

			Here old Kassyan grew an­gry, and fell to strik­ing the floor with his staff. On Olen­ka’s face were dark blush­es, and Yuz­va said—

			“And Pan Kmi­ta’s troops in Upi­ta, are they bet­ter? Like of­fi­cers, like men. Some peo­ple stole Pan Sol­lo­hub’s cat­tle; it is said they were Pan Kmi­ta’s men. Some per­sons struck down on the road peas­ants of Meizagol who were draw­ing pitch. Who did this? They, the same sol­diers. Pan Sol­lo­hub went to Pan Hle­bovich for sat­is­fac­tion, and now there is vi­o­lence in Upi­ta again. All this is in op­po­si­tion to God. It used to be qui­et here as in no oth­er place, and now one must load a gun for the night and stand guard; but why? Be­cause Pan Kmi­ta and his com­pa­ny have come.”

			“Fa­ther Yuz­va, do not talk so,” cried Olen­ka.

			“But how must I talk? If Pan Kmi­ta is not to blame, why does he keep such men, why does he live with such men? Great mighty la­dy, tell him to dis­miss them or give them up to the hang­man, for oth­er­wise there will be no peace. Is it a thing heard of to shoot at por­traits and com­mit open de­bauch­ery? Why, the whole neigh­bor­hood is talk­ing of noth­ing else.”

			“What have I to do?” asked Olen­ka. “They may be evil men, but he fought the war with them. If he will dis­miss them at my re­quest?”

			“If he does not dis­miss them,” mut­tered Yuz­va, in a low voice, “he is the same as they.”

			With this the la­dy’s blood be­gan to boil against those men, mur­der­ers and prof­li­gates.

			“Let it be so. He must dis­miss them. Let him choose me or them. If what you say is true—and I shall know to­day if it is true—I shall not for­give them ei­ther the shoot­ing or the de­bauch­ery. I am alone and a weak or­phan, they are an armed crowd; but I do not fear them.”

			“We will help you,” said Yuz­va.

			“In God’s name,” con­tin­ued Olen­ka, more and more ex­cit­ed, “let them do what they like, but not here in Lyu­bich. Let them be as they like—that is their af­fair, their necks’ an­swer; but let them not lead away Pan Kmi­ta to de­bauch­ery. Shame and dis­grace! I thought they were awk­ward sol­diers, but now I see that they are vile traitors, who stain both them­selves and him. That’s the truth! Wicked­ness was look­ing out of their eyes; but I, fool­ish wom­an, did not rec­og­nize it. Well, I thank you, fa­thers, for open­ing my eyes on these Ju­das­es. I know what it be­seems me to do.”

			“That’s it!” said old Kassyan. “Virtue speaks through you, and we will help you.”

			“Do not blame Pan Kmi­ta, for though he has of­fend­ed against good con­duct he is young; and they tempt him, they lead him away, they urge him to li­cense with ex­am­ple, and bring dis­grace to his name. This is the con­di­tion; as I live, it will not last long.”

			Wrath roused Olen­ka’s heart more and more, and in­dig­na­tion at the com­rades of Pan Kmi­ta in­creased as pain in­creas­es in a wound fresh­ly giv­en; for ter­ri­bly wound­ed in her were the love spe­cial to wom­an and that trust with which she had giv­en her whole un­mixed feel­ing to Pan An­drei. She was ashamed, for his sake and for her own, and anger and in­ter­nal shame sought above all guilty par­ties.

			The no­bles were glad when they saw their colonel’s grand­daugh­ter so ter­ri­ble and ready for un­yield­ing war against the dis­turbers from Or­sha.

			She spoke on with sparkling eyes: “True, they are to blame; and they must leave not on­ly Lyu­bich, but the whole coun­try­side.”

			“Our heart, we do not blame Pan Kmi­ta,” said old Kassyan. “We know that they tempt him. Not through bit­ter­ness nor ven­om against him have we come, but through re­gret that he keeps near his per­son rev­ellers. It is ev­i­dent, of course, that be­ing young he is fool­ish. Even Pan Hle­bovich the staros­ta was fool­ish when he was young, but now he keeps us all in or­der.”

			“And a dog,” said the mild old man from Pat­suneli, with a voice of emo­tion—“if you go with a young one to the field, won’t the fool in­stead of run­ning af­ter the game fall about your feet, be­gin to play, and tug you by the skirts?”

			Olen­ka want­ed to say some­thing, but sud­den­ly she burst in­to tears.

			“Do not cry,” said Yuz­va Butrym.

			“Do not cry, do not cry,” re­peat­ed the two old men.

			They tried to com­fort her, but could not. Af­ter they had gone, care, anx­i­ety, and as it were an of­fend­ed feel­ing against them and against Pan An­drei re­mained. It pained the proud la­dy more and more deeply that she had to de­fend, jus­ti­fy, and ex­plain him. But the men of that com­pa­ny! The del­i­cate hands of the la­dy clinched at thought of them. Be­fore her eyes ap­peared as if present the faces of Pan Kokosin­s­ki, Uh­lik, Zend, Kul­vyets-Hip­pocen­tau­rus, and the oth­ers; and she dis­cov­ered what she had not seen at first, that they were shame­less faces, on which fol­ly, li­cen­tious­ness, and crime had all fixed their stamps in com­mon. A feel­ing of ha­tred for­eign to Olen­ka be­gan to seize her as a rat­tling fire seizes fu­el; but to­geth­er with this out­burst of­fence against Pan Kmi­ta in­creased ev­ery minute.

			“Shame, dis­grace,” whis­pered the maid­en, with pal­lid lips, “that yes­ter­day he went from me to house-wench­es!” and she felt her­self over­borne. A crush­ing bur­den stopped the breath in her breast.

			It was grow­ing raw out of doors. Pan­na Alek­san­dra walked in the room with hur­ried step, but anger was seething in her soul with­out ceas­ing. Hers was not the na­ture to en­dure the per­se­cu­tions of fate with­out de­fend­ing her­self against them. There was knight­ly blood in the girl. She want­ed straight­way to be­gin a strug­gle with that band of evil spir­its—straight­way. But what re­mained to her? Noth­ing, save tears and the prayer that Pan An­drei would send to the four winds those shame-bring­ing com­rades. But if he will not do that—And she did not dare to think more of the ques­tion.

			The med­i­ta­tions of the la­dy were in­ter­rupt­ed by a youth who brought an arm­ful of ju­niper sticks to the chim­ney, and throw­ing them down at the side of the hearth, be­gan to pull out the coals from un­der the smoul­der­ing ash­es. Sud­den­ly a de­ci­sion came to Olen­ka’s mind.

			“Kostek!” said she, “sit on horse­back for me at once, and ride to Lyu­bich. If the mas­ter has re­turned, ask him to come here; but if he is not there, let the man­ag­er, old Znikis, mount with thee and come straight to me, and quick­ly.”

			The youth threw some bits of pitch on the coals and cov­ered them with clumps of dry ju­niper. Bright flames be­gan to crack­le and snap in the chim­ney. It grew some­what lighter in Olen­ka’s mind.

			“Per­haps the Lord God will change this yet,” thought she to her­self, “and maybe it is not so bad as the guardians have said.”

			Af­ter a while she went to the ser­vants’ room to sit, ac­cord­ing to the im­memo­ri­al cus­tom of the Bille­vich­es, with the maid­ens to over­see the spin­ning and sing hymns.

			In two hours Kostek en­tered, chilled from cold. “Znikis is in the an­techam­ber,” said he. “The mas­ter is not in Lyu­bich.”

			The la­dy rose quick­ly. The man­ag­er in the an­techam­ber bowed to her feet. “But how is your health, serene heiress? God give you the best.”

			They passed in­to the din­ing-hall; Znikis halt­ed at the door.

			“What is to be heard among you peo­ple?” asked the la­dy.

			The peas­ant waved his hand. “Well, the mas­ter is not there.”

			“I know that, be­cause he is in Upi­ta. But what is go­ing on in the house?”

			“Well!—”

			“Lis­ten, Znikis, speak bold­ly; not a hair will fall from thy head. Peo­ple say that the mas­ter is good, but his com­pan­ions wild?”

			“If they were on­ly wild, serene la­dy!—”

			“Speak can­did­ly.”

			“But, la­dy, if it is not per­mit­ted me—I am afraid—they have for­bid­den me.”

			“Who has for­bid­den?”

			“My mas­ter.”

			“Has he?” asked the la­dy.

			A mo­ment of si­lence en­sued. She walked quick­ly in the room, with com­pressed lips and frown­ing brow. He fol­lowed her with his eyes. Sud­den­ly she stopped be­fore him.

			“To whom dost thou be­long?”

			“To the Bille­vich­es. I am from Vodok­ty, not from Lyu­bich.”

			“Thou wilt re­turn no more to Lyu­bich; stay here. Now I com­mand thee to tell all thou know­est.”

			The peas­ant cast him­self on his knees at the thresh­old where he was stand­ing. “Serene la­dy, I do not want to go back; the day of judg­ment is there. They are ban­dits and cut­throats; in that place a man is not sure of the day nor the hour.”

			Pan­na Bille­vich stag­gered as if strick­en by an ar­row. She grew very pale, but in­quired calm­ly, “Is it true that they fired in the room, at the por­traits?”

			“Of course they fired! And they dragged girls in­to their rooms, and ev­ery day the same de­bauch­ery. In the vil­lage is weep­ing, at the house Sodom and Go­mor­rah. Ox­en are killed for the ta­ble, sheep for the ta­ble. The peo­ple are op­pressed. Yes­ter­day they killed the sta­ble man with­out cause.”

			“Did they kill the sta­ble­man?”

			“Of course. And worst of all, they abused the girls. Those at the house are not enough for them; they chase oth­ers through the vil­lage.”

			A sec­ond in­ter­val of si­lence fol­lowed. Hot blush­es came out on the la­dy’s face, and did not leave it.

			“When do they look for the mas­ter’s re­turn?”

			“They do not know, my la­dy. But I heard, as they were talk­ing to one an­oth­er, that they would have to start to­mor­row for Upi­ta with their whole com­pa­ny. They gave com­mand to have hors­es ready. They will come here and beg my la­dy for at­ten­dants and pow­der, be­cause they need both there.”

			“They are to come here? That is well. Go now, Znikis, to the kitchen. Thou wilt re­turn to Lyu­bich no more.”

			“May God give you health and hap­pi­ness!”

			Pan­na Alek­san­dra had learned what she want­ed, and she knew how it be­hooved her to act.

			The fol­low­ing day was Sun­day. In the morn­ing, be­fore the ladies had gone to church, Kokosin­s­ki, Uh­lik, Kul­vyets-Hip­pocen­tau­rus, Ran­it­s­ki, Rekuts, and Zend ar­rived, fol­lowed by the ser­vants at Lyu­bich, armed and on horse­back, for the cav­a­liers had de­cid­ed to march to Upi­ta with suc­cor for Kmi­ta.

			The la­dy went out to meet them calm­ly and haugh­ti­ly, al­to­geth­er dif­fer­ent from the wom­an who had greet­ed them for the first time a few days be­fore. She bare­ly mo­tioned with her head in an­swer to their hum­ble bows; but they thought that the ab­sence of Pan Kmi­ta made her cau­tious, and took no note of the re­al sit­u­a­tion.

			Kokosin­s­ki stepped for­ward more con­fi­dent­ly than the first time, and said—

			“Serene great mighty la­dy, chief-hunter’s daugh­ter, bene­fac­tress; we have come in here on our way to Upi­ta to fall at the feet of our la­dy bene­fac­tress and beg for as­sis­tance, such as pow­der, and that you would per­mit your ser­vants to mount their hors­es and go with us. We will take Upi­ta by storm, and let out a lit­tle blood for the bass­wood-barks.”

			“It is a won­der to me,” an­swered Pan­na Bille­vich, “that you are go­ing to Upi­ta, when I heard my­self how Pan Kmi­ta com­mand­ed you to re­main qui­et­ly in Lyu­bich, and I think that it be­seems him to com­mand and you to obey, as sub­or­di­nates.”

			The cav­a­liers hear­ing these words looked at one an­oth­er in as­ton­ish­ment. Zend pursed out his lips as if about to whis­tle in bird fash­ion. Kokosin­s­ki be­gan to draw his broad palm over his head.

			“As true as life,” said he, “a man would think that you were speak­ing to Pan Kmi­ta’s bag­gage-boys. It is true that we were to sit at home; but since the fourth day is pass­ing and Yen­drus has not come, we have reached the con­vic­tion that some se­ri­ous tu­mult may have risen, in which our sabres, too, would be of ser­vice.”

			“Pan Kmi­ta did not go to a bat­tle, but to pun­ish tur­bu­lent sol­diers, and pun­ish­ment may meet you al­so if you go against or­ders. Be­sides, a tu­mult and slash­ing might come to pass more quick­ly if you were there.”

			“It is hard to de­lib­er­ate with your la­dy­ship. We ask on­ly for pow­der and men.”

			“Men and pow­der I will not give. Do you hear me, sirs!”

			“Do I hear cor­rect­ly?” asked Kokosin­s­ki. “How is this? You will not give? You will spare in the res­cue of Kmi­ta, of Yen­drus? Do you pre­fer that some evil should meet him?”

			“The great­est evil that can meet him is your com­pa­ny.”

			Here the maid­en’s eyes be­gan to flash light­ning, and rais­ing her head she ad­vanced some steps to­ward the cut­throats, and they pushed back be­fore her in as­ton­ish­ment.

			“Traitors!” said she, “you, like evil spir­its, tempt him to sin; you per­suade him on. But I know you—your profli­ga­cy, your law­less deeds. Jus­tice is hunt­ing you; peo­ple turn away from you, and on whom does the shame fall? On him, through you who are out­laws, and in­fa­mous.”

			“Hei, by God’s wounds, com­rades, do you hear?” cried Kokosin­s­ki. “Hei, what is this? Are we not sleep­ing, com­rades?”

			Pan­na Bille­vich ad­vanced an­oth­er step, and point­ing with her hand to the door, said, “Be off out of here!”

			The ruf­fi­ans grew as pale as corpses, and no one of them found a word in an­swer. But their teeth be­gan to gnash, their hands to quiver to­ward their sword-hilts, and their eyes to shoot forth ma­lign gleams. Af­ter a mo­ment, how­ev­er, their spir­its fell through alarm. That house too was un­der the pro­tec­tion of the pow­er­ful Kmi­ta; that in­so­lent la­dy was his be­trothed. In view of this they gnawed their rage in si­lence, and she stood un­flinch­ing­ly with flash­ing eyes point­ing to the door with her fin­ger.

			At last Kokosin­s­ki spoke in a voice bro­ken with rage: “Since we are re­ceived here so cour­te­ous­ly, noth­ing re­mains to us but to bow to the pol­ished la­dy and go—with thanks for the en­ter­tain­ment.”

			Then he bowed, touch­ing the floor with his cap in pur­posed hu­mil­i­ty; af­ter him all the oth­ers bowed, and went out in or­der. When the door closed af­ter the last man, Olen­ka fell ex­haust­ed in­to the arm­chair, pant­ing heav­i­ly, for she had not so much strength as dar­ing.

			They as­sem­bled in coun­sel in front of the en­trance near their hors­es, but no man want­ed to speak first. At last Kokosin­s­ki said, “Well, dear lambs, what’s that?”

			“Do you feel well?”

			“Do you?”

			“Ei! but for Kmi­ta,” said Ran­it­s­ki, rub­bing his hands con­vul­sive­ly, “we would rev­el with this la­dy here in our own fash­ion.”

			“Go meet Kmi­ta,” piped Rekuts.

			Ran­it­s­ki’s face was cov­ered com­plete­ly with spots, like the skin of a leop­ard. “I’ll meet him and you too, you rev­eller, wher­ev­er it may please you!”

			“That’s well!” cried Rekuts.

			Both rushed to their sabres, but the gi­gan­tic Kul­vyets-Hip­pocen­tau­rus thrust him­self be­tween. “See this fist!” said he, shak­ing as it were a loaf of bread; “see this fist!” re­peat­ed he. “I’ll smash the head of the first man who draws his sabre.” And he looked now at one and now at the oth­er, as if ask­ing in si­lence who wished to try first; but they, ad­dressed in such fash­ion, were qui­et at once.

			“Kul­vyets is right,” said Kokosin­s­ki. “My dear lambs, we need agree­ment now more than ev­er. I would ad­vise to go with all speed to Kmi­ta, so that she may not see him first, for she would de­scribe us as dev­ils. It is well that none of us snarled at her, though my own hands and tongue were itch­ing. If she is go­ing to rouse him against us, it is bet­ter for us to rouse him first. God keep him from leav­ing us! Straight­way the peo­ple here would sur­round us, hunt us down like wolves.”

			“Non­sense!” said Ran­it­s­ki. “They will do noth­ing to us. There is war now; are there few men strag­gling through the world with­out a roof, with­out bread? Let us col­lect a par­ty for our­selves, dear com­rades, and let all the tri­bunals pur­sue us. Give your hand, Rekuts, I for­give you.”

			“I should have cut off your ears,” piped Rekuts; “but let us be friends, a com­mon in­sult has met us.”

			“To or­der out cav­a­liers like us!” said Kokosin­s­ki.

			“And me, in whom is sen­a­to­ri­al blood!” added Ran­it­s­ki.

			“Hon­or­able peo­ple, men of good birth!”

			“Sol­diers of mer­it!”

			“And ex­iles!”

			“In­no­cent or­phans!”

			“I have boots lined with wool, but my feet are freez­ing,” said Kul­vyets. “Shall we stand like min­strels in front of this house? They will not bring us out heat­ed beer. We are of no use here; let us mount and ride away. Bet­ter send the ser­vants home, for what good are they with­out guns and weapons? We will go on alone.”

			“To Upi­ta!”

			“To Yen­drus, our wor­thy friend! We will make com­plaint be­fore him.”

			“If on­ly we do not miss him.”

			“To horse, com­rades, to horse!”

			They mount­ed, and moved on at a walk, chew­ing their anger and shame. Out­side the gate Ran­it­s­ki, whom rage still held as it were by the throat, turned and threat­ened the house with his fist. “Ei! I want blood! I want blood!”

			“If we can on­ly raise a quar­rel be­tween her and Kmi­ta,” said Kokosin­s­ki, “we shall go through this place yet with fire.”

			“That may hap­pen.”

			“God aid us!” added Uh­lik.

			“Oh, pa­gan’s daugh­ter, mad heath-hen!”

			Rail­ing thus, and en­raged at the la­dy, snarling some­times too at them­selves, they reached the for­est. They had bare­ly passed the first trees when an enor­mous flock of crows whirled above their heads. Zend be­gan at once to croak in a shrill voice; thou­sands of voic­es an­swered him from above. The flock came down so low that the hors­es be­gan to be fright­ened at the sound of their wings.

			“Shut your mouth!” cried Ran­it­s­ki to Zend. “You’ll croak out mis­for­tune on us yet. Those crows are cir­cling over us as over car­rion.”

			The oth­ers laughed. Zend croaked con­tin­u­al­ly. The crows came down more and more, and the par­ty rode as if in the midst of a storm. Fools! they could not see the ill omen.

			Be­yond the for­est ap­peared Vol­montovichi, to­ward which the cav­a­liers moved at a trot, for the frost was se­vere; they were very cold, and it was still a long way to Upi­ta, but they had to lessen their speed in the vil­lage it­self. In the broad road of the vil­lage the space was full of peo­ple, as is usu­al on Sun­days. The Butryms, men and wom­en, were re­turn­ing on foot and in sleighs from Mitruny af­ter re­ceiv­ing in­dul­gence. The no­bles looked on these un­known horse­men, half guess­ing who they were. The young wom­en, who had heard of their li­cense in Lyu­bich and of the no­to­ri­ous pub­lic sin­ners whom Pan Kmi­ta had brought, looked at them with still greater cu­rios­i­ty. But they rode proud­ly in im­pos­ing mil­i­tary pos­ture, with vel­vet coats which they had cap­tured, in pan­ther-skin caps, and on stur­dy hors­es. It was to be seen that they were sol­diers by pro­fes­sion—their ges­tures fre­quent and haughty, their right hands rest­ing on their hips, their heads erect. They gave the way to no man, ad­vanc­ing in a line and shout­ing from time to time, “Out of the road!” One or an­oth­er of the Butryms looked at them with a frown, but yield­ed; the par­ty chat­ted among them­selves about the vil­lage.

			“See, gen­tle­men,” said Kokosin­s­ki, “what stur­dy fel­lows there are here; one af­ter an­oth­er like an au­rochs, and each with the look of a wolf.”

			“If it were not for their stature and swords, they might be tak­en for com­mon trash.”

			“Just look at those sabres—reg­u­lar tear­ers, as God is dear to me!” re­marked Ran­it­s­ki. “I would like to make a tri­al with some of those fel­lows.” Here he be­gan to fence with his hand: “He thus, I thus! He thus, I thus—and check!”

			“You can eas­i­ly have that de­light for your­self,” said Rekuts. “Not much is need­ed with them for a quar­rel.”

			“I would rather en­gage with those girls over there,” said Zend, all at once.

			“They are can­dles, not girls!” cried Rekuts, with en­thu­si­asm.

			“What do you say—can­dles? Pine-trees! And each one has a face as if paint­ed with cro­cus.”

			“It is hard to sit on a horse at such a sight.”

			Talk­ing in this style, they rode out of the vil­lage and moved on again at a trot. Af­ter half an hour’s ride they came to a pub­lic house called Dola, which was half­way be­tween Vol­montovichi and Mitruny. The Butryms, men and wom­en, gen­er­al­ly stopped there go­ing to and re­turn­ing from church, in or­der to rest and warm them­selves in frosty weath­er. So the cav­a­liers saw be­fore the door a num­ber of sleighs with pea-straw spread in them, and about the same num­ber of sad­dle-hors­es.

			“Let us drink some gorail­ka, for it is cold,” said Kokosin­s­ki.

			“It wouldn’t hurt,” an­swered the oth­ers, in a cho­rus.

			They dis­mount­ed, left their hors­es at the posts, and en­tered the drink­ing-hall, which was enor­mous and dark. They found there a crowd of peo­ple—no­bles sit­ting on bench­es or stand­ing in groups be­fore the wa­ter-pail, drink­ing warmed beer, and some of them a punch made of mead, but­ter, vud­ka, and spice. Those were the Butryms them­selves, stal­wart and gloomy; so spar­ing of speech that in the room scarce­ly any con­ver­sa­tion was heard. All were dressed in gray over­coats of home­made or coarse cloth from Rossyeni, lined with sheep­skin; they had leather belts, with sabres in black iron scab­bards. By rea­son of that uni­for­mi­ty of dress they had the ap­pear­ance of sol­diers. But they were old men of six­ty or youths un­der twen­ty. These had re­mained at home for the win­ter thresh­ing; the oth­ers, men in the prime of life, had gone to Rossyeni.

			When they saw the cav­a­liers of Or­sha, they drew back from the wa­ter-buck­et and be­gan to ex­am­ine them. Their hand­some sol­dier­ly ap­pear­ance pleased that war­like no­bil­i­ty; af­ter a while, too, some­one dropped the word—

			“Are they from Lyu­bich?”

			“Yes, that is Pan Kmi­ta’s com­pa­ny!”

			“Are these they?”

			“Of course.”

			The cav­a­liers drank gorail­ka, but the punch had a stronger odor. Kokosin­s­ki caught it first, and or­dered some. They sat around a ta­ble then; and when the steam­ing ket­tle was brought they be­gan to drink, look­ing around the room at the men and blink­ing, for the place was rather dark. The snow had blocked the win­dows; and the broad, low open­ing of the chim­ney in which the fire was burn­ing was hid­den com­plete­ly by cer­tain fig­ures with their backs to the crowd.

			When the punch had be­gun to cir­cu­late in the veins of the cav­a­liers, bear­ing through their bod­ies an agree­able warmth, their cheer­ful­ness, de­pressed by the re­cep­tion at Vodok­ty, sprang up again; and all at once Zend fell to caw­ing like a crow, so per­fect­ly that all faces were turned to­ward him.

			The cav­a­liers laughed, and the no­bles, en­livened, be­gan to ap­proach, es­pe­cial­ly the young men—pow­er­ful fel­lows with broad shoul­ders and plump cheeks. The fig­ures sit­ting at the chim­ney turned their faces to the room, and Rekuts was the first to see that they were wom­en.

			Zend closed his eyes and cawed, cawed. Sud­den­ly he stopped, and in a mo­ment those present heard the cry of a hare choked by a dog; the hare cried in the last agony, weak­er and low­er, then screamed in de­spair, and was silent for the ages; in place of it was heard the deep bel­low of a fu­ri­ous stag as loud as in spring­time.

			The Butryms were as­ton­ished. Though Zend had stopped, they ex­pect­ed to hear some­thing again; but they heard on­ly the pip­ing voice of Rekuts—

			“Those are tit­mice sit­ting near the chim­ney!”

			“That is true!” replied Kokosin­s­ki, shad­ing his eyes with his hand.

			“As true as I live!” added Uh­lik, “but it is so dark in the room that I could not see them.”

			“I am cu­ri­ous. What are they do­ing?”

			“Maybe they have come to dance.”

			“But wait; I will ask,” said Kokosin­s­ki. And rais­ing his voice, he asked, “My dear wom­en, what are you do­ing there at the chim­ney?”

			“We are warm­ing our feet,” an­swered thin voic­es.

			Then the cav­a­liers rose and ap­proached the hearth. There were sit­ting at it, on a long bench, about ten wom­en, old and young, hold­ing their bare feet on a log ly­ing by the fire. On the oth­er side of the log their shoes wet from the snow were dry­ing.

			“So you are warm­ing your feet?” asked Kokosin­s­ki.

			“Yes, for they are cold.”

			“Very pret­ty feet,” piped Rekuts, in­clin­ing to­ward the log.

			“But keep at a dis­tance,” said one of the wom­en.

			“I pre­fer to come near. I have a sure method, bet­ter than fire, for cold feet; which is—on­ly dance with a will, and the cold flies away.”

			“If to dance, then dance,” said Uh­lik. “We want nei­ther fid­dles nor bass-vi­o­ls. I will play for you on the fla­geo­let.”

			Tak­ing from its leather case which hung near his sabre the ev­er-present fla­geo­let, he be­gan to play; and the cav­a­liers, push­ing for­ward with danc­ing move­ment to the maid­ens, sought to draw them from the bench­es. The maid­ens ap­peared to de­fend them­selves, but more with their voic­es than their hands, for in truth they were not great­ly op­posed. Maybe the men, too, would have been will­ing in their turn; for against danc­ing on Sun­day af­ter Mass and dur­ing the car­ni­val no one would protest great­ly. But the rep­u­ta­tion of the “com­pa­ny” was al­ready too well known in Vol­montovichi; there­fore first the gi­gan­tic Yuz­va Butrym, he who had but one foot, rose from the bench, and ap­proach­ing Kul­vyets-Hip­pocen­tau­rus, caught him by the breast, held him, and said with sullen voice—

			“If your grace wants danc­ing, then dance with me.”

			Kul­vyets-Hip­pocen­tau­rus blinked, and be­gan to move his mus­tach­es con­vul­sive­ly. “I pre­fer a girl,” said he; “I can at­tend to you af­ter­ward.”

			Mean­while Ran­it­s­ki ran up with face al­ready spot­ted, for he sniffed a quar­rel. “Who are you, road-block­er?” asked he, grasp­ing his sabre.

			Uh­lik stopped play­ing, and Kokosin­s­ki shout­ed, “Hei, com­rades! to­geth­er, to­geth­er!”

			But the Butryms were al­ready be­hind Yuz­va; stur­dy old men and great youths be­gan to as­sem­ble, growl­ing like bears.

			“What do you want? Are you look­ing for bruis­es?” asked Kokosin­s­ki.

			“No talk! Be off out of here!” said Yuz­va, stolid­ly.

			Then Ran­it­s­ki, whose in­ter­est it was that an hour should not pass with­out a fight, struck Yuz­va with the hilt of his sword in the breast, so that it was heard in the whole room, and cried, “Strike!”

			Rapiers glit­tered; the scream of wom­en was heard, the clat­ter of sabres, up­roar and dis­tur­bance. Then the gi­gan­tic Yuz­va pushed out of the crowd, took a rough­ly hewn bench from be­side a ta­ble, and rais­ing it as though it were a light strip of wood, shout­ed, “Make way! make way!”

			Dust rose from the floor and hid the com­bat­ants; but in the con­fu­sion groans were soon heard.

		
	
		
			VI

			In the evening of that same day Pan Kmi­ta came to Vodok­ty, at the head of a hun­dred and some tens of men whom he had brought from Upi­ta so as to send them to Kyedani; for he saw him­self that there were no quar­ters in such a small place for a large num­ber of sol­diers, and when the towns­peo­ple had been brought to hunger the sol­diers would re­sort to vi­o­lence, es­pe­cial­ly sol­diers who could be held in dis­ci­pline on­ly by fear of a lead­er. A glance at Kmi­ta’s vol­un­teers was enough to con­vince one that it would be dif­fi­cult to find men of worse char­ac­ter in the whole Com­mon­wealth. Kmi­ta could not have oth­ers. Af­ter the de­feat of the grand het­man, the en­e­my del­uged the whole coun­try. The rem­nants of the reg­u­lar troops of the Lithua­ni­an quo­ta with­drew for a cer­tain time to Bir­ji and Kyedani, in or­der to ral­ly there. The no­bil­i­ty of Smolen­sk, Vi­tyeb­sk, Polot­sk, Mstislavsk, and Min­sk ei­ther fol­lowed the army or took refuge in the prov­inces still un­oc­cu­pied. Men of su­pe­ri­or courage among the no­bil­i­ty as­sem­bled at Grod­no around the un­der-trea­sur­er, Pan Gosyevs­ki; for the roy­al procla­ma­tion sum­mon­ing the gen­er­al mili­tia ap­point­ed that as the place of muster. Un­for­tu­nate­ly few obeyed the procla­ma­tion, and those who fol­lowed the voice of du­ty as­sem­bled so neg­li­gent­ly that for the time be­ing no one of­fered re­al re­sis­tance save Kmi­ta, who fought on his own ac­count, an­i­mat­ed more by knight­ly dar­ing than pa­tri­o­tism. It is easy to un­der­stand that in the ab­sence of reg­u­lar troops and no­bil­i­ty he took such men as he could find, con­se­quent­ly men who were not drawn by du­ty to the het­mans and who had noth­ing to lose. There­fore there gath­ered around him va­grants with­out a roof and with­out a home, men of low rank, run­away ser­vants from the army, foresters grown wild, serv­ing-men from towns, or scoundrels pur­sued by the law. These ex­pect­ed to find pro­tec­tion un­der a flag and win prof­it from plun­der. In the iron hands of Kmi­ta they were turned in­to dar­ing sol­diers, dar­ing even to mad­ness; and if Kmi­ta had been pru­dent he might have ren­dered high ser­vice to the Com­mon­wealth. But Kmi­ta was in­sub­or­di­nate him­self, his spir­it was al­ways seething; be­sides, whence could he take pro­vi­sions and arms and hors­es, since be­ing a par­ti­san he did not hold even a com­mis­sion, and could not look for any aid from the trea­sury of the Com­mon­wealth? He took there­fore with vi­o­lence—of­ten from the en­e­my, of­ten from his own—could suf­fer no op­po­si­tion, and pun­ished se­vere­ly for the least cause.

			In con­tin­u­al raids, strug­gles, and at­tacks he had grown wild, ac­cus­tomed to blood­shed in such a de­gree that no com­mon thing could move the heart with­in him, which how­ev­er was good by na­ture. He was in love with peo­ple of un­bri­dled tem­per who were ready for any­thing. Soon his name had an omi­nous sound. Small­er di­vi­sions of the en­e­my did not dare to leave the towns and the camps in those re­gions where the ter­ri­ble par­ti­san was rag­ing. But the towns­peo­ple ru­ined by war feared his men lit­tle less than they did the en­e­my, es­pe­cial­ly when the eye of Kmi­ta in per­son was not rest­ing on them. When com­mand was tak­en by his of­fi­cers, Kokosin­s­ki, Uh­lik, Kul­vyets, Zend, and par­tic­u­lar­ly by Ran­it­s­ki—the wildest and most cru­el of them all, though a man of high lin­eage—it might al­ways be asked, Are those de­fend­ers or rav­agers? Kmi­ta at times pun­ished his own men with­out mer­cy when some­thing hap­pened not ac­cord­ing to his hu­mor; but more fre­quent­ly he took their part, re­gard­less of the rights, tears, and lives of peo­ple. His com­pan­ions with the ex­cep­tion of Rekuts, on whom in­no­cent blood was not weigh­ing, per­suad­ed the young lead­er to give the reins more and more to his tur­bu­lent na­ture. Such was Kmi­ta’s army. Just then he had tak­en his rab­ble from Upi­ta to send it to Kyedani.

			When they stopped in front of the house at Vodok­ty, Pan­na Alek­san­dra was fright­ened as she saw them through the win­dow, they were so much like rob­bers. Each one had a dif­fer­ent out­fit: some were in hel­mets tak­en from the en­e­my; oth­ers in Cos­sack caps, in hoods and Pol­ish caps; some in fad­ed over­coats, oth­ers in sheep­skin coats; their arms were guns, spears, bows, bat­tle-ax­es; their hors­es, poor and worn, were cov­ered with trap­pings, Pol­ish, Rus­sian, or Turk­ish.

			Olen­ka was set at rest on­ly when Pan An­drei, glad­some and live­ly as ev­er, en­tered the room and rushed straight to her hands with in­cred­i­ble quick­ness.

			And she, though re­solved in ad­vance to re­ceive him with dig­ni­ty and cold­ness, was still un­able to mas­ter the joy which his com­ing had caused her. Fem­i­nine cun­ning too may have played a cer­tain part, for it was nec­es­sary to tell Pan An­drei about turn­ing his com­rades out of doors; there­fore the clever girl wished to in­cline him first to her side. And in ad­di­tion he greet­ed her so sin­cere­ly, so lov­ing­ly that the rem­nant of her of­fend­ed feel­ing melt­ed like snow be­fore a blaze.

			“He loves me! there is no doubt about that,” thought she.

			And he said: “I so longed for you that I was ready to burn all Upi­ta if I could on­ly fly to you the soon­er. May the frost pinch them, the bass­wood barks!”

			“I too was un­easy lest it might come to a bat­tle there. Praise be to God that you have re­turned!”

			“And such a bat­tle! The sol­diers had be­gun to pull around the bass­wood barks a lit­tle—”

			“But you qui­et­ed them?”

			“This minute I will tell you how it all hap­pened, my jew­el; on­ly let me rest a lit­tle, for I am wea­ried. Ei! it is warm here. It is de­light­ful in this Vodok­ty, just as in par­adise. A man would be glad to sit here all his life, look in those beau­ti­ful eyes, and nev­er go away—But it would do no harm, ei­ther, to drink some­thing warm, for there is ter­ri­ble frost out­side.”

			“Right away I will have wine heat­ed, with eggs, and bring it my­self.”

			“And give my gal­lows’ birds some lit­tle keg of gorail­ka, and give com­mand to let them in­to the sta­ble, so that they may warm them­selves a lit­tle even from the breath of the cat­tle. They have coats lined with wind, and are ter­ri­bly chilled.”

			“I will spare noth­ing on them, for they are your sol­diers.”

			While speak­ing she smiled, so that it grew bright in Kmi­ta’s eyes, and she slipped out as qui­et­ly as a cat to have ev­ery­thing pre­pared in the ser­vants’ hall.

			Kmi­ta walked up and down in the room, rub­bing the top of his head, then twirling his young mus­tache, think­ing how to tell her of what had been done in Upi­ta.

			“The pure truth must be told,” mut­tered he; “there is no help for it, though the com­pa­ny may laugh be­cause I am here in lead­ing-strings.” And again he walked, and again he pushed the fore­top on his fore­head; at last he grew im­pa­tient that the maid­en was so long in re­turn­ing.

			Mean­while a boy brought in a light, bowed to the gir­dle, and went out. Di­rect­ly af­ter the charm­ing la­dy of the house en­tered, bring­ing with both hands a shin­ing tin tray, and on it a small pot, from which rose the fra­grant steam of heat­ed Hun­gar­i­an, and a gob­let of cut glass with the es­cutcheon of the Kmi­tas. Old Bille­vich got this gob­let in his time from An­drei’s fa­ther, when at his house as a guest.

			Pan An­drei when he saw the la­dy sprang to­ward her. “Hei!” cried he, “both hands are full, you will not es­cape me.”

			He bent over the tray, and she drew back her head, which was de­fend­ed on­ly by the steam which rose from the pot. “Traitor! de­sist, or I will drop the drink.”

			But he feared not the threat; af­ter­ward he cried, “As God is in heav­en, from such de­light a man might lose his wits!”

			“Then you lost your wit long ago. Sit down.”

			He sat down obe­di­ent­ly; she poured the drink in­to the gob­let.

			“Tell me how you sen­tenced the guilty in Upi­ta.”

			“In Upi­ta? Like Solomon!”

			“Praise to God for that! It is on my heart that all in this re­gion should es­teem you as a steady and just man. How was it then?”

			Kmi­ta took a good draught of the drink, drew breath, and be­gan—

			“I must tell from the be­gin­ning. It was thus: The towns­peo­ple with the may­or spoke of an or­der for pro­vi­sions from the grand het­man or the un­der-trea­sur­er. ‘You gen­tle­men,’ said they to the sol­diers, ‘are vol­un­teers, and you can­not levy con­tri­bu­tions. We will give you quar­ters for noth­ing, and pro­vi­sions we will give when it is shown that we shall be paid.’ ”

			“Were they right, or were they not?”

			“They were right ac­cord­ing to law; but the sol­diers had sabres, and in old fash­ion who­ev­er has a sabre has the best ar­gu­ment. They said then to the bass­wood barks, ‘We will write or­ders on your skins im­me­di­ate­ly.’ And straight­way there rose a tu­mult. The may­or and the peo­ple bar­ri­cad­ed them­selves in the street, and my men at­tacked them; it did not pass with­out fir­ing. The sol­diers, poor fel­lows, burned a cou­ple of barns to fright­en the peo­ple, and qui­et­ed a few of them al­so.”

			“How did they qui­et them?”

			“Whoso gets a sabre on his skull is as qui­et as a cow­ard.”

			“As God lives, that is mur­der!”

			“That is just why I went there. The sol­diers ran to me at once with com­plaints and out­cries against the op­pres­sion in which they were liv­ing, be­ing per­se­cut­ed with­out cause. ‘Our stom­achs are emp­ty,’ said they, ‘what are we to do?’ I com­mand­ed the may­or to ap­pear. He hes­i­tat­ed long, but at last came with three oth­er men. They be­gan: ‘Even if the sol­diers had not or­ders, why did they beat us, why burn the place? We should have giv­en them to eat and to drink for a kind word; but they want­ed ham, mead, dain­ties, and we are poor peo­ple, we have not these things for our­selves. We will seek de­fence at law, and you will an­swer be­fore a court for your sol­diers.’ ”

			“God will bless you,” cried Olen­ka, “if you have ren­dered jus­tice as was prop­er.”

			“If I have.” Here Pan An­drei wrig­gled like a stu­dent who has to con­fess his fault, and be­gan to col­lect the fore­lock on his fore­head with his hand. “My queen!” cried he at last, in an im­plor­ing voice, “my jew­el, be not an­gry with me!”

			“What did you do then?” asked Olen­ka, un­easi­ly.

			“I com­mand­ed to give one hun­dred blows apiece to the may­or and the coun­cil­lors,” said Kmi­ta, at one breath.

			Olen­ka made no an­swer; she mere­ly rest­ed her hands on her knees, dropped her head on her bo­som, and sank in­to si­lence.

			“Cut off my head!” cried Kmi­ta, “but do not be an­gry! I have not told all yet!”

			“Is there more?” groaned the la­dy.

			“There is, for they sent then to Ponyevyej for aid. One hun­dred stupid fel­lows came with of­fi­cers. These men I fright­ened away, but the of­fi­cers—for God’s sake be not an­gry!—I or­dered to be chased and flogged with braid­ed whips, naked over the snow, as I once did to Pan Tum­grat in Or­sha.”

			Pan­na Bille­vich raised her head; her stern eyes were flash­ing with in­dig­na­tion, and pur­ple came out on her cheeks. “You have nei­ther shame nor con­science!” said she.

			Kmi­ta looked at her in as­ton­ish­ment, he was silent for a mo­ment, then asked with changed voice, “Are you speak­ing se­ri­ous­ly or pre­tend­ing?”

			“I speak se­ri­ous­ly; that deed is be­com­ing a ban­dit and not a cav­a­lier. I speak se­ri­ous­ly, since your rep­u­ta­tion is near my heart; for it is a shame to me that you have bare­ly come here, when all the peo­ple look on you as a man of vi­o­lence and point at you with their fin­gers.”

			“What care I for the peo­ple? One dog watch­es ten of their cab­ins, and then has not much to do.”

			“There is no in­famy on those mod­est peo­ple, there is no dis­grace on the name of one of them. Jus­tice will pur­sue no man here ex­cept you.”

			“Oh, let not your head ache for that. Ev­ery man is lord for him­self in our Com­mon­wealth, if he has on­ly a sabre in his hand and can gath­er any kind of par­ty. What can they do to me? Whom fear I here?”

			“If you fear not man, then know that I fear God’s anger, and the tears of peo­ple; I fear wrongs al­so. And more­over I am not will­ing to share dis­grace with any­one; though I am a weak wom­an, still the hon­or of my name is dear­er to me than it is to a cer­tain one who calls him­self a cav­a­lier.”

			“In God’s name, do not threat­en me with re­fusal, for you do not know me yet.”

			“I think that my grand­fa­ther too did not know you.”

			Kmi­ta’s eyes shot sparks; but the Bille­vich blood be­gan to play in her.

			“Oh, ges­tic­u­late and grit your teeth,” con­tin­ued she, bold­ly; “but I fear not, though I am alone and you have a whole par­ty of rob­bers—my in­no­cence de­fends me. You think that I know not how you fired at the por­traits in Lyu­bich and dragged in the girls for de­bauch­ery. You do not know me if you sup­pose that I shall humbly be silent. I want hon­esty from you, and no will can pre­vent me from ex­act­ing it. Nay, it was the will of my grand­fa­ther that I should be the wife of on­ly an hon­est man.”

			Kmi­ta was ev­i­dent­ly ashamed of what had hap­pened at Lyu­bich; for drop­ping his head, he asked in a voice now calmer, “Who told you of this shoot­ing?”

			“All the no­bles in the dis­trict speak of it.”

			“I will pay those home­spuns, the traitors, for their good will,” an­swered Kmi­ta, sul­len­ly. “But that hap­pened in drink—in com­pa­ny—for sol­diers are not able to re­strain them­selves. As for the girls I had noth­ing to do with them.”

			“I know that those brazen ruf­fi­ans, those mur­der­ers, per­suade you to ev­ery­thing.”

			“They are not mur­der­ers, they are my of­fi­cers.”

			“I com­mand­ed those of­fi­cers of yours to leave my house.”

			Olen­ka looked for an out­burst; but she saw with great­est as­ton­ish­ment that the news of turn­ing his com­rades out of the house made no im­pres­sion on Kmi­ta; on the con­trary, it seemed to im­prove his hu­mor.

			“You or­dered them to go out?” asked be.

			“I did.”

			“And they went?”

			“They did.”

			“As God lives, you have the courage of a cav­a­lier. That pleas­es me great­ly, for it is dan­ger­ous to quar­rel with such peo­ple. More than one man has paid dear­ly for do­ing so. But they ob­serve man­ners be­fore Kmi­ta! You saw they bore them­selves obe­di­ent­ly as lambs; you saw that—but why? Be­cause they are afraid of me.”

			Here Kmi­ta looked boast­ful­ly at Olen­ka, and be­gan to twirl his mus­tache. This fick­le­ness of hu­mor and in­op­por­tune boast­ful­ness en­raged her to the last de­gree; there­fore she said haugh­ti­ly and with em­pha­sis, “You must choose be­tween me and them; there is no oth­er way.”

			Kmi­ta seemed not to note the de­ci­sion with which she spoke, and an­swered care­less­ly, al­most gay­ly: “But why choose when I have you and I have them? You may do what you like in Vodok­ty; but if my com­rades have com­mit­ted no wrong, no li­cense here, why should I drive them away? You do not un­der­stand what it is to serve un­der one flag and car­ry on war in com­pa­ny. No re­la­tion­ship binds like ser­vice in com­mon. Know that they have saved my life a thou­sand times at least. I must pro­tect them all the more be­cause they are pur­sued by jus­tice. They are al­most all no­bles and of good fam­i­ly, ex­cept Zend, who is of un­cer­tain ori­gin; but such a horse-train­er as he there is not in the whole Com­mon­wealth. And if you could hear how he im­i­tates wild beasts and ev­ery kind of bird, you would fall in love with him your­self.”

			Here Kmi­ta laughed as if no anger, no mis­un­der­stand­ing, had ev­er found place be­tween them; and she was ready to wring her hands, see­ing how that whirl­wind of a na­ture was slip­ping away from her grasp. All that she had said of the opin­ions of men, of the need of se­date­ness, of dis­grace, slipped along on him like a dart on steel ar­mor. The un­roused con­science of this sol­dier could give no re­sponse to her in­dig­na­tion at ev­ery in­jus­tice and ev­ery dis­hon­or­able deed of li­cense. How was he to be touched, how ad­dressed?

			“Let the will of God be done,” said she at last; “since you will re­sign me, then go your way. God will re­main with the or­phan.”

			“I re­sign you?” asked Kmi­ta, with supreme as­ton­ish­ment.

			“That is it!—if not in words, then in deeds; if not you me, then I you. For I will not mar­ry a man weight­ed by the tears and blood of peo­ple, whom men point at with their fin­gers, whom they call an out­law, a rob­ber, and whom they con­sid­er a traitor.”

			“What, traitor! Do not bring me to mad­ness, lest I do some­thing for which I should be sor­ry here­after. May the thun­der­bolts strike me this minute, may the dev­ils flay me, if I am a traitor—I, who stood by the coun­try when all hands had dropped!”

			“You stand by the coun­try and act like an en­e­my, for you tram­ple on it. You are an ex­e­cu­tion­er of the peo­ple, re­gard­ing the laws nei­ther of God nor man. No! though my heart should be rent, I will not mar­ry you; be­ing such a man, I will not!”

			“Do not speak to me of re­fusal, for I shall grow fu­ri­ous. Save me, ye an­gels! If you will not have me in good­will, then I’ll take you with­out it, though all the rab­ble from the vil­lages were here, though the Radzivills them­selves were here, the very king him­self and all the dev­ils with their horns stood in the way, even if I had to sell my soul to the Dev­il!”

			“Do not sum­mon evil spir­its, for they will hear you,” cried Olen­ka, stretch­ing forth her hands.

			“What do you wish of me?”

			“Be hon­est!”

			Both ceased speak­ing, and si­lence fol­lowed; on­ly the pant­ing of Pan An­drei was heard. The last words of Olen­ka had pen­e­trat­ed, how­ev­er, the ar­mor cov­er­ing his con­science. He felt him­self con­quered; he knew not what to an­swer, how to de­fend him­self. Then he be­gan to go with swift steps through the room. She sat there mo­tion­less. Above them hung dis­agree­ment, dis­sen­sion, and re­gret. They were op­pres­sive to each oth­er, and the long si­lence be­came ev­ery in­stant more un­en­durable.

			“Farewell!” said Kmi­ta, sud­den­ly.

			“Go, and may God give you a dif­fer­ent in­spi­ra­tion!” an­swered Olen­ka.

			“I will go! Bit­ter was your drink, bit­ter your bread. I have been treat­ed here to gall and vine­gar.”

			“And do you think you have treat­ed me to sweet­ness?” an­swered she, in a voice in which tears were trem­bling.

			“Be well.”

			“Be well.”

			Kmi­ta, ad­vanc­ing to­ward the door, turned sud­den­ly, and spring­ing to her, seized both her hands and said, “By the wounds of Christ! do you wish me to drop from the horse a corpse on the road?”

			That mo­ment Olen­ka burst in­to tears; he em­braced her and held her in his arms, all quiv­er­ing, re­peat­ing through her set teeth, “Whoso be­lieves in God, kill me! kill, do not spare!”

			At last he burst out: “Weep not, Olen­ka; for God’s sake, do not weep! In what am I guilty be­fore you? I will do all to please you. I’ll send those men away, I’ll come to terms in Upi­ta, I will live dif­fer­ent­ly—for I love you. As God lives, my heart will burst! I will do ev­ery­thing; on­ly do not cry, and love me still.”

			And so he con­tin­ued to paci­fy and pet her; and she, when she had cried to the end, said: “Go now. God will make peace be­tween us. I am not of­fend­ed, on­ly sore at heart.”

			The moon had risen high over the white fields when Pan An­drei pushed out on his way to Lyu­bich, and af­ter him clat­tered his men, stretch­ing along the broad road like a ser­pent. They went through Vol­montovichi, but by the short­est road, for frost had bound up the swamps, which might there­fore be crossed with­out dan­ger.

			The sergeant Soro­ka ap­proached Pan An­drei. “Cap­tain,” in­quired he, “where are we to find lodg­ings in Lyu­bich?”

			“Go away!” an­swered Kmi­ta.

			And he rode on ahead, speak­ing to no man. In his heart rose re­gret, at mo­ments anger, but above all, vex­a­tion at him­self. That was the first night in his life in which he made a reck­on­ing with con­science, and that reck­on­ing weighed him down more than the heav­i­est ar­mor. Be­hold, he had come in­to this re­gion with a dam­aged rep­u­ta­tion, and what had he done to re­pair it? The first day he had per­mit­ted shoot­ing and ex­cess in Lyu­bich, and thought that he did not be­long to it, but he did; then he per­mit­ted it ev­ery day. Fur­ther, his sol­diers wronged the towns­peo­ple, and he in­creased those wrongs. Worse, he at­tacked the Ponyevyej gar­ri­son, killed men, sent naked of­fi­cers on the snow. They will bring an ac­tion against him; he will lose it. They will pun­ish him with loss of prop­er­ty, hon­or, per­haps life. But why can he not, af­ter he has col­lect­ed an armed par­ty of the rab­ble, scoff at the law as be­fore? Be­cause he in­tends to mar­ry, set­tle in Vodok­ty, serve not on his own ac­count, but in the con­tin­gent; there the law will find him and take him. Be­sides, even though these deeds should pass un­pun­ished, there is some­thing vile in them, some­thing un­wor­thy of a knight. Maybe this vi­o­lence can be atoned for; but the mem­o­ry of it will re­main in the hearts of men, in his own con­science, and in the heart of Olen­ka.

			When he re­mem­bered that she had not re­ject­ed him yet, that when he was go­ing away he read in her eyes for­give­ness, she seemed to him as kind as the an­gels of heav­en. And be­hold the de­sire was seiz­ing him to go, not to­mor­row, but straight­way, as fast as the horse could spring, fall at her feet, beg for­get­ful­ness, and kiss those sweet eyes which to­day had moist­ened his face with tears. Then he wished to roar with weep­ing, and felt that he loved that girl as he had nev­er in his life loved any­one. “By the Most Holy La­dy!” thought he, in his soul, “I will do what she wish­es; I will pro­vide for my com­rades boun­ti­ful­ly, and send them to the end of the world; for it is true that they urge me to evil.”

			Then it en­tered his head that on com­ing to Lyu­bich he would find them most sure­ly drunk or with girls; and such rage seized him that he want­ed to slash some­body with a sabre, even those sol­diers whom he was lead­ing, and cut them up with­out mer­cy.

			“I’ll give it to them!” mut­tered he, twirling his mus­tache. “They have not yet seen me as they will see me.”

			Then from mad­ness he be­gan to prick the horse with his spurs, to pull and drag at the reins till the steed grew wild. Soro­ka, see­ing this, mut­tered to the sol­diers—

			“The cap­tain is mad. God save us from fall­ing un­der his hand!”

			Pan An­drei had be­come mad in earnest. Round about there was great calm. The moon shone mild­ly, the heav­ens were glit­ter­ing with thou­sands of stars, not the slight­est breeze was mov­ing the limbs on the trees; but in the heart of the knight a tem­pest was rag­ing. The road to Lyu­bich seemed to him longer than ev­er be­fore. A cer­tain hith­er­to un­known alarm be­gan to play up­on him from the gloom of the for­est depths, and from the fields flood­ed with a green­ish light of the moon. Fi­nal­ly weari­ness seized Pan An­drei—for, to tell the truth, the whole night be­fore he had passed in drink­ing and frol­ick­ing in Upi­ta; but he wished to over­come toil with toil, and rouse him­self from un­qui­et by swift rid­ing; he turned there­fore to the sol­diers and com­mand­ed—

			“For­ward!”

			He shot ahead like an ar­row, and af­ter him the whole par­ty. And in those woods and along those emp­ty fields they flew on like that hellish band of knights of the cross of whom peo­ple tell in Jmud—how at times in the mid­dle of bright moon­light nights they ap­pear and rush through the air, an­nounc­ing war and un­com­mon calami­ties. The clat­ter flew be­fore them and fol­lowed be­hind, from the hors­es came steam, and on­ly when at the turn of the road the roofs of Lyu­bich ap­peared did they slack­en their speed.

			The swing­ing gate stood open. It as­ton­ished Kmi­ta that when the yard was crowd­ed with his men and hors­es no one came out to see or in­quire who they were. He ex­pect­ed to find the win­dows gleam­ing with lights, to hear the sound of Uh­lik’s fla­geo­let, of fid­dles, or the joy­ful shouts of con­ver­sa­tion. At that time in two win­dows of the din­ing-hall quiv­ered an un­cer­tain light; all the rest of the house was dark, qui­et, silent. The sergeant Soro­ka sprang first from his horse to hold the stir­rup for the cap­tain.

			“Go to sleep,” said Kmi­ta; “who­ev­er can find room in the ser­vants’ hall, let him sleep there, and oth­ers in the sta­ble. Put the hors­es in the cat­tle-hous­es and in the barns, and bring them hay from the shed.”

			“I hear,” an­swered the sergeant.

			Kmi­ta came down from the horse. The door of the en­trance was wide open, and the en­trance cold.

			“Hei! Is there any­one here?” cried Kmi­ta.

			No one an­swered.

			“Hei there!” re­peat­ed he, more loud­ly.

			Si­lence.

			“They are drunk!” mut­tered Pan An­drei.

			And such rage took pos­ses­sion of him that he be­gan to grit his teeth. While rid­ing he was ag­i­tat­ed with anger at the thought that he should find drink­ing and de­bauch­ery; now this si­lence ir­ri­tat­ed him still more.

			He en­tered the din­ing-hall. On an enor­mous ta­ble was burn­ing a tal­low lamp-pot with a red­dish smok­ing light. The force of the wind which came in from the an­techam­ber de­flect­ed the flame so that for a time Pan An­drei could not see any­thing. On­ly when the quiv­er­ing had ceased did he dis­tin­guish a row of forms ly­ing just at the wall.

			“Have they made them­selves dead drunk or what?” mut­tered he, un­qui­et­ly.

			Then he drew near with im­pa­tience to the side of the first fig­ure. He could not see the face, for it was hid­den in the shad­ow; but by the white leather belt and the white sheath of the fla­geo­let he rec­og­nized Pan Uh­lik, and be­gan to shake him un­cer­e­mo­ni­ous­ly with his foot.

			“Get up, such kind of sons! get up!”

			But Pan Uh­lik lay mo­tion­less, with his hands fall­en with­out con­trol at the side of his body, and be­yond him were ly­ing oth­ers. No one yawned, no one quiv­ered, no one woke, no one mut­tered. At the same mo­ment Kmi­ta no­ticed that all were ly­ing on their backs in the same po­si­tion, and a cer­tain fear­ful pre­sen­ti­ment seized him by the heart. Spring­ing to the ta­ble, he took with trem­bling hand the light and thrust it to­ward the faces of the pros­trate men.

			The hair stood on his head, such a dread­ful sight met his eyes. Uh­lik he was able to rec­og­nize on­ly by his white belt, for his face and his head pre­sent­ed one form­less, foul, bloody mass, with­out eyes, with­out nose or mouth—on­ly the enor­mous mus­tach­es were stick­ing out of the dread­ful pool. Kmi­ta pushed the light far­ther. Next in or­der lay Zend, with grin­ning teeth and eyes pro­trud­ing, in which in glassy fixed­ness was ter­ror be­fore death. The third in the row, Ran­it­s­ki, had his eyes closed, and over his whole face were spots, white, bloody, and dark. Kmi­ta took the light far­ther. Fourth lay Kokosin­s­ki—the dear­est to Kmi­ta of all his of­fi­cers, be­ing his for­mer near neigh­bor. He seemed to sleep qui­et­ly, but in the side of his neck was to be seen a large wound sure­ly giv­en with a thrust. Fifth in the row lay the gi­gan­tic Kul­vyets-Hip­pocen­tau­rus, with the vest torn on his bo­som and his face slashed many times. Kmi­ta brought the light near each face; and when at last he brought it to the sixth, Rekuts, it seemed that the lids of the un­for­tu­nate vic­tim quiv­ered a lit­tle from the gleam.

			Kmi­ta put the light on the floor and be­gan to shake the wound­ed man gen­tly. Af­ter the eye­lids the face be­gan to move, the eyes and mouth opened and closed in turn.

			“Rekuts, Rekuts, it is I!” said Kmi­ta.

			The eyes of Rekuts opened for a mo­ment; he rec­og­nized the face of his friend, and groaned in a low voice, “Yen­drus—a priest—”

			“Who killed you?” cried Kmi­ta, seiz­ing him­self by the hair.

			“Bu-try-my—” (The Butryms), an­swered he, in a voice so low that it was bare­ly au­di­ble. Then he stretched him­self, grew stiff, his open eyes be­came fixed, and he died.

			Kmi­ta went in si­lence to the ta­ble, put the tal­low lamp up­on it, sat down in an arm­chair, and be­gan to pass his hands over his face like a man who wak­ing from sleep does not know yet whether he is awake or still sees dream fig­ures be­fore his eyes. Then he looked again on the bod­ies ly­ing in the dark­ness. Cold sweat came out on his fore­head, the hair rose on his head, and sud­den­ly he shout­ed so ter­ri­bly that the panes rat­tled in the win­dows—

			“Come hith­er, ev­ery liv­ing man! come hith­er!”

			The sol­diers, who had dis­posed them­selves in the ser­vants’ hall, heard that cry and fell in­to the room with a rush. Kmi­ta showed them with his hand the corpses at the wall.

			“Mur­dered! mur­dered!” re­peat­ed he, with hoarse voice.

			They ran to look; some came with a ta­per, and held it be­fore the eyes of the dead men. Af­ter the first mo­ment of as­ton­ish­ment came noise and con­fu­sion. Those hur­ried in who had found places in the sta­bles and barns. The whole house was bright with light, swarm­ing with men; and in the midst of all that whirl, shout­ing, and ques­tion­ing, the dead lay at the wall un­moved and qui­et, in­dif­fer­ent to ev­ery­thing, and, in con­tra­dic­tion to their own na­ture, calm. The souls had gone out of them, and their bod­ies could not be raised by the trum­pet to bat­tle, or the sound of the gob­lets to feast­ing.

			Mean­while in the din of the sol­diers shouts of threat­en­ing and rage rose high­er and high­er each in­stant. Kmi­ta, who till that mo­ment had been as it were un­con­scious, sprang up sud­den­ly and shout­ed, “To horse!”

			Ev­ery­thing liv­ing moved to­ward the door. Half an hour had not passed when more than one hun­dred horse­men were rush­ing with break­neck speed over the broad snowy road, and at the head of them flew Pan An­drei, as if pos­sessed of a de­mon, bare­head­ed and with a naked sabre in his hand. In the still night was heard on ev­ery side the wild shouts: “Slay! kill!”

			The moon had reached just the high­est point on its road through the sky, when sud­den­ly its beams be­gan to be min­gled and mixed with a rosy light, ris­ing as it were from un­der the ground; grad­u­al­ly the heav­ens grew red and still red­der as if from the ris­ing dawn, till at last a bloody glare filled the whole neigh­bor­hood. One sea of fire raged over the gi­gan­tic vil­lage of the Butryms; and the wild sol­diers of Kmi­ta, in the midst of smoke, burn­ing, and sparks burst­ing in col­umns to the sky, cut down the pop­u­la­tion, ter­ri­fied and blind­ed from fright.

			The in­hab­i­tants of the near­er vil­lages sprang from their sleep. The greater and small­er com­pa­nies of the Smoky Gost­sye­vich­es and Stakyans, Gash­tovts and Do­ma­she­vich­es, col­lect­ed on the road be­fore their hous­es, and look­ing in the di­rec­tion of the fire, gave alarm from mouth to mouth: “It must be that an en­e­my has bro­ken in and is burn­ing the Butryms—that is an un­usu­al fire!”

			The re­port of mus­kets com­ing at in­ter­vals from the dis­tance con­firmed this sup­po­si­tion.

			“Let us go to as­sist them!” cried the bold­er; “let us not leave our broth­ers to per­ish!”

			And when the old­er ones spoke thus, the younger, who on ac­count of the win­ter thresh­ing had not gone to Rossyeni, mount­ed their hors­es. In Krakin and in Upi­ta they had be­gun to ring the church bells.

			In Vodok­ty a qui­et knock­ing at the door roused Pan­na Alek­san­dra.

			“Olen­ka, get up!” cried Pan­na Kul­vyets.

			“Come in, Aunt, what is the mat­ter?”

			“They are burn­ing Vol­montovichi!”

			“In the name of the Fa­ther, Son, and Holy Ghost!”

			“Shots are heard, there is a bat­tle! God have mer­cy on us!”

			Olen­ka screamed ter­ri­bly; then she sprang out of bed and be­gan to throw on her clothes hur­ried­ly. Her body trem­bled as in a fever. She alone guessed in a mo­ment what man­ner of en­e­my had at­tacked the ill-fat­ed Butryms.

			Af­ter a while the awak­ened wom­en of the whole house rushed in­to the room with cry­ing and sob­bing. Olen­ka threw her­self on her knees be­fore an im­age; they fol­lowed her ex­am­ple, and all be­gan to re­peat aloud the litany for the dy­ing.

			They had scarce­ly gone through half of it when a vi­o­lent pound­ing shook the door of the an­techam­ber. The wom­en sprang to their feet; a cry of alarm was rent from their breasts.

			“Do not open! do not open!”

			The pound­ing was heard with re­dou­bled force; it seemed that the door would spring from its hinges. That mo­ment the youth Kostek rushed in­to the midst of the as­sem­bled wom­en.

			“Pan­na!” cried he, “some man is knock­ing; shall I open or not?”

			“Is he alone?”

			“Alone.”

			“Go open.”

			The youth hur­ried away. She, tak­ing a light, passed in­to the din­ing-room; af­ter her, Pan­na Kul­vyets and all the spin­ning-wom­en.

			She had bare­ly put the light on the ta­ble when in the an­techam­ber was heard the rat­tle of iron bolts, the creak of the open­ing door; and be­fore the eyes of the wom­en ap­peared Pan Kmi­ta, ter­ri­ble, black from smoke, bloody, pant­ing, with mad­ness in his eyes.

			“My horse has fall­en at the for­est,” cried he; “they are pur­su­ing me!”

			Pan­na Alek­san­dra fixed her eyes on him: “Did you burn Vol­montovichi?”

			“I—I—”

			He want­ed to say some­thing more, when from the side of the road and the woods came the sound of voic­es and the tramp of hors­es ap­proach­ing with un­com­mon ra­pid­i­ty.

			“The dev­ils are af­ter my soul; let them have it!” cried Kmi­ta, as if in a fever.

			Pan­na Alek­san­dra that mo­ment turned to the wom­en. “If they ask, say there is no one here; and now go to the ser­vants’ hall and come here at day­light!” Then to Kmi­ta: “Go in there,” said she, point­ing to an ad­join­ing room; and al­most by force she pushed him through the open door, which she shut im­me­di­ate­ly.

			Mean­while armed men filled the front yard; and in the twin­kle of an eye the Butryms, Gost­sye­vich­es, Do­ma­she­vich­es, with oth­ers, burst in­to the house. See­ing the la­dy, they halt­ed in the din­ing-room; but she, stand­ing with a light in her hand, stopped with her per­son the pas­sage to doors be­yond.

			“Men, what has hap­pened? What do you want?” asked she, with­out blink­ing an eye be­fore the ter­ri­ble looks and the omi­nous gleam of drawn sabres.

			“Kmi­ta has burned Vol­montovichi!” cried the no­bles, in a cho­rus. “He has slaugh­tered men, wom­en, chil­dren—Kmi­ta did this.”

			“We have killed his men,” said Yuz­va Butrym; “now we are seek­ing his own head.”

			“His head, his blood! Cut down the mur­der­er!”

			“Pur­sue him!” cried the la­dy. “Why do you stand here? Pur­sue him!”

			“Is he not hid­den here? We found his horse at the woods.”

			“He is not here! The house was closed. Look for him in the sta­bles and barns.”

			“He has gone off to the woods!” cried some no­ble. “Come, broth­ers.”

			“Be silent!” roared with pow­er­ful voice Yuz­va Butrym. “My la­dy,” said he, “do not con­ceal him! That is a cursed man!”

			Olen­ka raised both hands above her head: “I join you in curs­ing him!”

			“Amen!” shout­ed the no­bles. “To the build­ings, to the woods! We will find him! Af­ter the mur­der­er!”

			“Come on! come on!”

			The clat­ter of sabres and tramp of feet was heard again. The no­bles hur­ried out through the porch, and mount­ed with all speed. A part of them searched still for a time in the sta­bles, the cow-hous­es, and hay-shed; then their voic­es be­gan to re­treat to­ward the woods.

			Pan­na Alek­san­dra lis­tened till they had ceased al­to­geth­er; then she tapped fever­ish­ly at the door of the room in which she had hid­den Kmi­ta. “There is no one here now, come out.”

			Pan An­drei pushed him­self forth from the room as if drunk. “Olen­ka!” he be­gan.

			She shook her loos­ened tress­es, which then cov­ered her face like a veil. “I wish not to see you or know you. Take a horse and flee hence!”

			“Olen­ka!” groaned Kmi­ta, stretch­ing forth his hands.

			“There is blood on your hands, as on Cain’s!” screamed she, spring­ing back as if at the sight of a ser­pent. “Be gone, for the ages!”

		
	
		
			VII

			The day rose gray, and light­ed a group of ru­ins in Vol­montovichi—the burned rem­nants of hous­es, out­build­ings, bod­ies of peo­ple and hors­es burned or slain with swords. In the ash­es amidst dy­ing em­bers crowds of pale peo­ple were seek­ing for the bod­ies of the dead or the re­mains of their prop­er­ty. It was a day of mourn­ing and mis­for­tune for all Lau­da. The nu­mer­ous no­bil­i­ty had ob­tained, it is true, a vic­to­ry over Kmi­ta’s men, but a griev­ous and bloody one. Be­sides the Butryms, who had fall­en in greater num­bers than the oth­ers, there was not a vil­lage in which wid­ows were not be­wail­ing hus­bands, par­ents sons, or chil­dren their fa­thers. It was the more dif­fi­cult for the Lau­da peo­ple to fin­ish the in­vaders, since the strong­est were not at home; on­ly old men or youths of ear­ly years took part in the bat­tle. But of Kmi­ta’s sol­diers not one es­caped. Some yield­ed their lives in Vol­montovichi, de­fend­ing them­selves with such rage that they fought af­ter they were wound­ed; oth­ers were caught next day in the woods and killed with­out mer­cy. Kmi­ta him­self was as if he had dropped in­to wa­ter. The peo­ple were lost in sur­mis­ing what had be­come of him. Some in­sist­ed that he had reached the wilder­ness of Zyelon­ka and gone thence to Ro­gov­sk, where the Do­ma­she­vich­es alone might find him. Many too as­sert­ed that he had gone over to Ho­v­an­s­ki and was bring­ing the en­e­my; but these were the fewest, their fears were un­time­ly.

			Mean­while the sur­viv­ing Butryms marched to Vodok­ty, and dis­posed them­selves as in a camp. The house was full of wom­en and chil­dren. Those who could not find a place there went to Mitruny, which Pan­na Alek­san­dra gave up to those whose homes had been burned. There were, be­sides, in Vodok­ty for de­fence about a hun­dred armed men in par­ties which re­lieved one an­oth­er reg­u­lar­ly, think­ing that Kmi­ta did not con­sid­er the af­fair end­ed, but might any day make an at­tempt on the la­dy with armed hand. The most im­por­tant hous­es in the neigh­bor­hood, such as the Schyllings, the Sol­lo­hubs, and oth­ers, sent their at­ten­dant Cos­sacks and haiduks. Vodok­ty looked like a place await­ing a siege. And Pan­na Alek­san­dra went among the armed men, the no­bles, the crowds of wom­en, mourn­ful, pale, suf­fer­ing, hear­ing the weep­ing of peo­ple, and the curs­es of men against Pan Kmi­ta—which pierced her heart like swords, for she was the me­di­ate cause of all the mis­for­tune. For her it was that that fren­zied man had come to the neigh­bor­hood, dis­turbed the peace, and left the mem­o­ry of blood be­hind, tram­pled on laws, killed peo­ple, vis­it­ed vil­lages with fire and sword like an in­fi­del, till it was a won­der that one man could com­mit so much evil in such a short time, and he a man nei­ther en­tire­ly wicked nor en­tire­ly cor­rupt. If there was any­one who knew this best, it was Pan­na Alek­san­dra, who had be­come ac­quaint­ed with him most in­ti­mate­ly. There was a precipice be­tween Pan Kmi­ta him­self and his deeds. But it was for this rea­son pre­cise­ly that so much pain was caused Pan­na Alek­san­dra by the thought that that man whom she had loved with the whole first im­pulse of a young heart might be dif­fer­ent, that he pos­sessed qual­i­ties to make him the mod­el of a knight, of a cav­a­lier, of a neigh­bor, wor­thy to re­ceive the ad­mi­ra­tion and love of men in­stead of their con­tempt, and bless­ings in­stead of curs­es.

			At times, there­fore, it seemed to the la­dy that some species of mis­for­tune, some kind of pow­er, great and un­clean, im­pelled him to all those deeds of vi­o­lence; and then a sor­row re­al­ly mea­sure­less pos­sessed her for that un­for­tu­nate man, and un­ex­tin­guished love rose anew in her heart, nour­ished by the fresh re­mem­brance of his knight­ly form, his words, his im­plor­ing, his lov­ing.

			Mean­while a hun­dred com­plaints were en­tered against him in the town, a hun­dred ac­tions threat­ened, and the staros­ta, Pan Hle­bovich, sent men to seize the crim­i­nal. The law was bound to con­demn him.

			Still, from sen­tences to their ex­e­cu­tion the dis­tance was great, for dis­or­der in­creased ev­ery hour in the Com­mon­wealth. A ter­ri­ble war was hang­ing over the land, and ap­proach­ing Jmud with bloody steps. The pow­er­ful Radzivill of Bir­ji, who was able alone to sup­port the law with arms, was too much oc­cu­pied with pub­lic af­fairs and still more im­mersed in great projects touch­ing his own house, which he wished to el­e­vate above all oth­ers in the coun­try, even at the cost of the com­mon weal. Oth­er mag­nates too were think­ing more of them­selves than of the State. All the bonds in the strong ed­i­fice of the Com­mon­wealth had burst from the time of the Cos­sack war.

			A coun­try pop­u­lous, rich, filled with a valiant knight­hood, had be­come the prey of neigh­bors; and straight­way ar­bi­trari­ness and li­cense raised their heads more and more, and in­sult­ed the law, so great was the pow­er which they felt be­hind them. The op­pressed could find the best and al­most the on­ly de­fence against the op­pres­sor in their own sabres; there­fore all Lau­da, while protest­ing in the courts against Kmi­ta, did not dis­mount for a long time, ready to re­sist force with force.

			But a month passed, and no tid­ings of Kmi­ta. Peo­ple be­gan to breathe with greater free­dom. The more pow­er­ful no­bil­i­ty with­drew the armed ser­vants whom they had sent to Vodok­ty as a guard. The less­er no­bles were yearn­ing for their labors and oc­cu­pa­tions at home, and they too dis­persed by de­grees. But when war­like ex­cite­ment calmed down, as time passed, an in­creased de­sire came to that in­di­gent no­bil­i­ty to over­come the ab­sent man with law and to re­dress their wrongs be­fore the tri­bunals. For al­though de­ci­sions could not reach Kmi­ta him­self, Lyu­bich re­mained a large and hand­some es­tate, a ready re­ward and a pay­ment for loss­es en­dured. Mean­while Pan­na Alek­san­dra re­strained with great zeal the de­sire for law­suits in the Lau­da peo­ple. Twice did the el­ders of Lau­da meet at her house for coun­sel; and she not on­ly took part in these de­lib­er­a­tions but presid­ed over them, as­ton­ish­ing all with her wom­an’s wit and keen judg­ment, so that more than one lawyer might en­vy her. The el­ders of Lau­da want­ed to oc­cu­py Lyu­bich with armed hand and give it to the Butryms, but “the la­dy” ad­vised against this firm­ly.

			“Do not re­turn vi­o­lence for vi­o­lence,” said she; “if you do, your case will be in­jured. Let all the in­no­cence be on your side. He is a pow­er­ful man and has con­nec­tions, he will find too in the courts ad­her­ents, and if you give the least pre­text you may suf­fer new wrongs. Let your case be so clear that any court, even if made up of his broth­ers, could not de­cide oth­er­wise than in your fa­vor. Tell the Butryms to take nei­ther tools nor cat­tle, and to leave Lyu­bich com­plete­ly in peace. What­ev­er they need I will give them from Mitruny, where there is more than all the prop­er­ty that was at any time in Vol­montovichi. And if Pan Kmi­ta should ap­pear here again, leave him in peace till there is a de­ci­sion, let them make no at­tempt on his per­son. Re­mem­ber that on­ly while he is alive have you some­one from whom to re­cov­er for your wrongs.”

			Thus spoke the wise la­dy with pru­dent in­tent, and they ap­plaud­ed her wis­dom, not see­ing that de­lay might ben­e­fit al­so Pan An­drei, and es­pe­cial­ly in this that it se­cured his life. Per­haps too Olen­ka wished to guard that un­for­tu­nate life against sud­den at­tack. But the no­bil­i­ty obeyed her, for they were ac­cus­tomed from very re­mote times to es­teem as gospel ev­ery word that came from the mouth of a Bille­vich. Lyu­bich re­mained in­tact, and had Pan An­drei ap­peared he might have set­tled there qui­et­ly for a time. He did not ap­pear, but a month and a half lat­er a mes­sen­ger came to the la­dy with a let­ter. He was some strange man, known to no one. The let­ter was from Kmi­ta, writ­ten in the fol­low­ing words:—

			
				“Beloved of my heart, most pre­cious, un­re­lin­quished Olen­ka! It is nat­u­ral for all crea­tures and es­pe­cial­ly for men, even the low­est, to avenge wrongs done them, and when a man has suf­fered evil he will pay it back glad­ly in kind to the one who in­flict­ed it. If I cut down those in­so­lent no­bles, God sees that I did so not through cru­el­ty, but be­cause they mur­dered my of­fi­cers in de­fi­ance of laws hu­man and di­vine, with­out re­gard to their youth and high birth, with a death so piti­less that the like could not be found among Cos­sacks or Tar­tars. I will not de­ny that wrath more than hu­man pos­sessed me; but who will won­der at wrath which had its ori­gin in the blood of one’s friends? The spir­its of Kokosin­s­ki, Ran­it­s­ki, Uh­lik, Rekuts, Kul­vyets, and Zend, of sa­cred mem­o­ry; slain in the flow­er of their age and re­pute, slain with­out rea­son, put arms in my hands when I was just think­ing—and I call God to wit­ness—just think­ing of peace and friend­ship with the no­bles of Lau­da, wish­ing to change my life al­to­geth­er ac­cord­ing to your pleas­ant coun­sels. While lis­ten­ing to com­plaints against me, do not for­get my de­fence, and judge just­ly. I am sor­ry now for those peo­ple in the vil­lage. The in­no­cent may have suf­fered; but a sol­dier aveng­ing the blood of his broth­ers can­not dis­tin­guish the in­no­cent from the guilty, and re­spects no one. God grant that noth­ing has hap­pened to in­jure me in your eyes. Atone­ment for oth­er men’s sins and faults and my own just wrath is most bit­ter to me, for since I have lost you I sleep in de­spair and I wake in de­spair, with­out pow­er to for­get ei­ther you or my love. Let the tri­bunals pass sen­tence on me, un­hap­py man; let the di­ets con­firm the sen­tences, let them trum­pet me forth to in­famy, let the ground open un­der my feet, I will en­dure ev­ery­thing, suf­fer ev­ery­thing, on­ly, for God’s sake, cast me not out of your heart! I will do all that they ask, give up Lyu­bich, give up my prop­er­ty in Or­sha—I have cap­tured rubles buried in the woods, let them take those—if you will prom­ise to keep faith with me as your late grand­fa­ther com­mands from the oth­er world. You have saved my life, save al­so my soul; let me re­pair wrongs, let me change my life for the bet­ter; for I see that if you will desert me God will desert me, and de­spair will im­pel me to still worse deeds.”

			

			How many voic­es of pity rose in the soul of Olen­ka in de­fence of Pan An­drei, who can tell! Love flies swift­ly, like the seed of a tree borne on by the wind; but when it grows up in the heart like a tree in the ground, you can pluck it out on­ly with the heart. Pan­na Bille­vich was of those who love strong­ly with an hon­est heart, there­fore she cov­ered that let­ter of Kmi­ta’s with tears. But still she could not for­get ev­ery­thing, for­give ev­ery­thing af­ter the first word. Kmi­ta’s com­punc­tion was cer­tain­ly sin­cere, but his soul re­mained wild and his na­ture un­tamed; sure­ly it had not changed so much through those events that the fu­ture might be thought of with­out alarm. Not words, but deeds were need­ed for the fu­ture on the part of Pan An­drei. Fi­nal­ly, how could she say to a man who had made the whole neigh­bor­hood bloody, whose name no one on ei­ther bank of the Lau­da men­tioned with­out curs­es, “Come! in re­turn for the corpses, the burn­ing, the blood, and the tears, I will give you my love and my hand”? There­fore she an­swered him oth­er­wise:—

			
				“Since I have told you that I do not wish to know you or see you, I re­main in that re­solve, even though my heart be rent. Wrongs such as you have in­flict­ed on peo­ple here are not right­ed ei­ther with prop­er­ty or mon­ey, for it is im­pos­si­ble to raise the dead. You have not lost prop­er­ty on­ly, but rep­u­ta­tion. Let these no­bles whose hous­es you have burned and whom you have killed for­give you, then I will for­give you; let them re­ceive you, and I will re­ceive you; let them rise up for you first, then I will lis­ten to their in­ter­ces­sion. But as this can nev­er be, seek hap­pi­ness else­where; and seek the for­give­ness of God be­fore that of man, for you need it more.”

			

			Pan­na Alek­san­dra poured tears on ev­ery word of the let­ter; then she sealed it with the Bille­vich seal and took it her­self to the mes­sen­ger.

			“Whence art thou?” asked she, mea­sur­ing with her glance that strange fig­ure, half peas­ant, half ser­vant.

			“From the woods, my la­dy.”

			“And where is thy mas­ter?”

			“That is not per­mit­ted me to say. But he is far from here; I rode five days, and wore out my horse.”

			“Here is a thaler!” said Olen­ka. “And thy mas­ter is well?”

			“He is as well, the young hero, as an au­rochs.”

			“And he is not in hunger or pover­ty?”

			“He is a rich lord.”

			“Go with God.”

			“I bow to my la­dy’s feet.”

			“Tell thy mas­ter—wait—tell thy mas­ter—may God aid him!”

			The peas­ant went away; and again be­gan to pass days, weeks, with­out tid­ings of Kmi­ta, but tid­ings of pub­lic af­fairs came worse and worse. The armies of Mos­cow un­der Ho­v­an­s­ki spread more and more wide­ly over the Com­mon­wealth. With­out count­ing the lands of the Ukraine, in the Grand Duchy of Lithua­nia alone, the prov­inces of Polot­sk, Smolen­sk, Viteb­sk, Mstislavsk, Min­sk, and Nov­gorodek were oc­cu­pied; on­ly a part of Vil­na, Brest-Litovsk, Trot­sk, and the starosta­ship of Jmud breathed yet with free breast, but even these ex­pect­ed guests from day to day.

			The Com­mon­wealth had de­scend­ed to the last de­gree of help­less­ness, since it was un­able to of­fer re­sis­tance to just those forces which hith­er­to had been de­spised and which had al­ways been beat­en. It is true that those forces were as­sist­ed by the un­ex­tin­guished and re-arisen re­bel­lion of Hmel­nit­s­ki, a gen­uine hun­dred-head­ed hy­dra; but in spite of the re­bel­lion, in spite of the ex­haus­tion of forces in pre­ced­ing wars, both states­men and war­riors gave as­sur­ance that the Grand Duchy alone might be and was in a con­di­tion not on­ly to hurl back at­tack, but to car­ry its ban­ners vic­to­ri­ous­ly be­yond its own bor­ders. Un­for­tu­nate­ly in­ter­nal dis­sen­sion stood in the way of that strength, par­a­lyz­ing the ef­forts even of those cit­i­zens who were will­ing to sac­ri­fice their lives and for­tunes.

			Mean­while thou­sands of fugi­tives had tak­en refuge in the lands still un­oc­cu­pied—both no­bles and com­mon peo­ple. Towns, vil­lages, and ham­lets in Jmud were filled with men brought by the mis­for­tunes of war to want and de­spair. The in­hab­i­tants of the towns were un­able ei­ther to give lodg­ings to all or to give them suf­fi­cient food; there­fore peo­ple died not in­fre­quent­ly of hunger—name­ly, those of low de­gree. Not sel­dom they took by force what was re­fused them; hence tu­mults, bat­tles, and rob­bery be­came more and more com­mon.

			The win­ter was ex­ces­sive in its sever­i­ty. At last April came, and deep snow was ly­ing not on­ly in the forests but on the fields. When the sup­plies of the pre­ced­ing year were ex­haust­ed and there were no new ones yet, Famine, the broth­er of War, be­gan to rage, and ex­tend­ed its rule more and more wide­ly. It was not dif­fi­cult for the way­far­er to find corpses of men ly­ing in the field, at the road­side, ema­ci­at­ed, gnawed by wolves, which hav­ing mul­ti­plied be­yond ex­am­ple ap­proached the vil­lages and ham­lets in whole packs. Their howl­ing was min­gled with the cries of peo­ple for char­i­ty; for in the woods, in the fields, and around the many vil­lages as well, there gleamed in the night­time fires at which needy wretch­es warmed their chilled limbs; and when any man rode past they rushed af­ter him, beg­ging for a cop­per coin, for bread, for alms, groan­ing, curs­ing, threat­en­ing all at the same time. Su­per­sti­tious dread seized the minds of men. Many said that those wars so dis­as­trous, and those mis­for­tunes till then un­ex­am­pled, were cou­pled with the name of the king; they ex­plained read­i­ly that the let­ters “J.C.K.” stamped on the coins sig­ni­fied not on­ly Joannes Casimirus Rex, but al­so Ini­tium Calami­tatis Reg­ni (be­gin­ning of calami­ty for the king­dom). And if in the prov­inces, which were not yet oc­cu­pied by war, such ter­ror rose with dis­or­der, it is easy to un­der­stand what hap­pened in those which were tram­pled by the fiery foot of war. The whole Com­mon­wealth was dis­tract­ed, torn by par­ties, sick and in a fever, like a man be­fore death. New wars were fore­told, both for­eign and do­mes­tic. In fact, mo­tives were not want­ing. Var­i­ous pow­er­ful hous­es in the Com­mon­wealth, seized by the storm of dis­sen­sion, con­sid­ered one an­oth­er as hos­tile States, and with them en­tire lands and dis­tricts formed hos­tile camps. Pre­cise­ly such was the case in Lithua­nia, where the fierce quar­rel be­tween Yanush Radzivill, the grand het­man, and Gosyevs­ki, full het­man, and al­so un­der-trea­sur­er of Lithua­nia, be­came al­most open war. On the side of the un­der-trea­sur­er stood the pow­er­ful Sapye­ha, to whom the great­ness of the house of Radzivill had long been as salt in the eye. These par­ti­sans load­ed the grand het­man with heavy re­proach­es in­deed—that wish­ing glo­ry for him­self alone, he had de­stroyed the army at Shklov and de­liv­ered the coun­try to plun­der; that he de­sired more than the for­tune of the Com­mon­wealth, the right for his house of sit­ting in the di­ets of the Ger­man Em­pire; that he even imag­ined for him­self an in­de­pen­dent crown, and that he per­se­cut­ed the Catholics.

			It came more than once to bat­tles be­tween the par­ti­sans of both sides, as if with­out the knowl­edge of their pa­trons; and the pa­trons made com­plaints against one an­oth­er in War­saw. Their quar­rels were fought out in the di­ets; at home li­cense was let loose and dis­obe­di­ence es­tab­lished. Such a man as Kmi­ta might be sure of the pro­tec­tion of one of those mag­nates the mo­ment he stood on his side against his op­po­nent.

			Mean­while the en­e­my were stopped on­ly here and there by a cas­tle; ev­ery­where else the ad­vance was free and with­out op­po­si­tion. Un­der such cir­cum­stances all in the Lau­da re­gion had to be on the alert and un­der arms, es­pe­cial­ly since there were no het­mans near by, for both het­mans were strug­gling with the troops of the en­e­my with­out be­ing able to ef­fect much, it is true, but at least wor­ry­ing them with at­tacks and hin­der­ing ap­proach to the prov­inces still un­oc­cu­pied. Es­pe­cial­ly did Pavel Sapye­ha show re­sis­tance and win glo­ry. Yanush Radzivill, a fa­mous war­rior, whose name up to the de­feat at Shklov had been a ter­ror to the en­e­my, gained how­ev­er a num­ber of im­por­tant ad­van­tages. Gosyevs­ki now fought, now en­deav­ored to re­strain the ad­vance of the en­e­my by ne­go­ti­a­tions; both lead­ers as­sem­bled troops from win­ter quar­ters and whence­so­ev­er they could, know­ing that with spring war would blaze up afresh. But troops were few, and the trea­sury emp­ty; the gen­er­al mili­tia in the prov­inces al­ready oc­cu­pied could not as­sem­ble, for the en­e­my pre­vent­ed them. “It was nec­es­sary to think of that be­fore the af­fair at Shklov,” said the par­ti­sans of Grosyevs­ki; “now it is too late.” And in truth it was too late. The troops of the king­dom could not give aid, for they were all in the Ukraine and had griev­ous work against Hmel­nit­s­ki, Shereme­ty­eff, and Bu­turlin.

			Tid­ings from the Ukraine of hero­ic bat­tles, of cap­tured towns, of cam­paigns with­out par­al­lel, strength­ened fail­ing hearts some­what, and gave courage for de­fence. The names of the het­mans of the king­dom thun­dered with a loud glo­ry, and with them the name of Ste­fan Char­net­s­ki was heard more and more fre­quent­ly in the mouths of men; but glo­ry could not take the place of troops nor serve as an aux­il­iary. The het­mans of Lithua­nia there­fore re­treat­ed slow­ly, with­out ceas­ing to fight among them­selves.

			At last Radzivill was in Jmud. With him came mo­men­tary peace in Lau­da. But the Calvin­ists, em­bold­ened by the vicin­i­ty of their chief, raised their heads in the towns, in­flict­ing wrongs and at­tack­ing Catholic church­es. As an off­set, the lead­ers of var­i­ous vol­un­teer bands and par­ties—it is un­known whose—who un­der the col­ors of Radzivill, Grosyevs­ki, and Sapye­ha had been ru­in­ing the coun­try, van­ished in the forests, dis­charged their ruf­fi­ans, and let peo­ple breathe more freely.

			Since it is easy to pass from de­spair to hope, a bet­ter feel­ing sprang up at once in Lau­da. Pan­na Alek­san­dra lived qui­et­ly in Vodok­ty. Pan Volody­ovs­ki, who dwelt con­tin­u­al­ly in Pat­suneli, and just now had be­gun to re­turn grad­u­al­ly to health, gave out the tid­ings that the king with new­ly levied troops would come in the spring, when the war would take an­oth­er turn. The en­cour­aged no­bles be­gan to go out to the fields with their ploughs. The snows too had melt­ed, and on the birch-trees the first buds were open­ing. Lau­da Riv­er over­flowed wide­ly. A milder sky shone over that re­gion, and a bet­ter spir­it en­tered the peo­ple.

			Mean­while an event took place which dis­turbed anew the qui­et of Lau­da, tore away hands from the plough, and let not the sabres be stained with red rust.

		
	
		
			VIII

			Pan Volody­ovs­ki—a fa­mous and sea­soned sol­dier, though a young man—was liv­ing, as we have said, in Pat­suneli with the pa­tri­arch of the place, Pakosh Gash­tovt, who had the rep­u­ta­tion of be­ing the wealth­i­est no­ble among all the small broth­er­hood of Lau­da. In fact, he had dow­ered rich­ly with good sil­ver his three daugh­ters who had mar­ried Butryms, for he gave to each one a hun­dred thalers, be­sides cat­tle, and an out­fit so hand­some that not one no­ble wom­an or fam­i­ly had a bet­ter. The oth­er three daugh­ters were at home un­mar­ried; and they nursed Volody­ovs­ki, whose arm was well at one time and sore at an­oth­er, when wet weath­er ap­peared in the world. All the Lau­da peo­ple were oc­cu­pied great­ly with that arm, for Lau­da men had seen it work­ing at Shklov and Sepyel, and in gen­er­al they were of the opin­ion that it would be dif­fi­cult to find a bet­ter in all Lithua­nia. The young colonel, there­fore, was sur­round­ed with ex­ceed­ing hon­or in all the neigh­bor­hoods. The Gash­tovts, the Do­ma­she­vich­es, the Gost­sye­vich­es, the Stakyans, and with them oth­ers, sent faith­ful­ly to Pat­suneli fish, mush­rooms, and game for Volody­ovs­ki, and hay for his hors­es, so that the knight and his ser­vants might want for noth­ing. When­ev­er he felt worse they vied with one an­oth­er in go­ing to Ponyevyej for a bar­ber;10 in a word, all strove to be first in serv­ing him.

			Pan Volody­ovs­ki was so much at ease that though he might have had more com­forts in Kyedani and a not­ed physi­cian at his call, still he re­mained in Pat­suneli. Old Gash­tovt was glad to be his host, and al­most blew away the dust from be­fore him, for it in­creased his im­por­tance ex­treme­ly in Lau­da that he had a guest so fa­mous that he might have added to the im­por­tance of Radzivill him­self.

			Af­ter the de­feat and ex­pul­sion of Kmi­ta, the no­bil­i­ty, in love with Volody­ovs­ki, searched in their own heads for coun­sel, and formed the project of mar­ry­ing him to Pan­na Alek­san­dra. “Why seek a hus­band for her through the world?” said the old men at a spe­cial meet­ing at which they dis­cussed this ques­tion. “Since that traitor has so be­fouled him­self with in­fa­mous deeds that if he is now alive he should be de­liv­ered to the hang­man, the la­dy must cast him out of her heart, for thus was pro­vi­sion made in the will by a spe­cial clause. Let Pan Volody­ovs­ki mar­ry her. As guardians we can per­mit that, and she will thus find an hon­or­able cav­a­lier, and we a neigh­bor and lead­er.”

			When this propo­si­tion was adopt­ed unan­i­mous­ly, the old men went first to Volody­ovs­ki, who, with­out think­ing long, agreed to ev­ery­thing, and then to “the la­dy,” who with still less hes­i­ta­tion op­posed it de­ci­sive­ly. “My grand­fa­ther alone had the right to dis­pose of Lyu­bich,” said she, “and the prop­er­ty can­not be tak­en from Pan Kmi­ta un­til the courts pun­ish him with loss of life; and as to my mar­ry­ing, do not even men­tion it. I have too great sor­row on my mind to be able to think of such a thing. I have cast that man out of my heart; but this one, even though the most wor­thy, bring not hith­er, for I will not re­ceive him.”

			There was no an­swer to such a res­o­lute re­fusal, and the no­bles re­turned home great­ly dis­turbed. Less dis­turbed was Pan Volody­ovs­ki, and least of all the young daugh­ters of Gash­tovt—Ter­ka, Marys­ka, and Zo­nia. They were well-grown, bloom­ing maid­ens, with hair like flax, eyes like vi­o­lets, and broad shoul­ders. In gen­er­al the Pat­suneli girls were famed for beau­ty; when they went in a flock to church, they were like flow­ers of the field. Be­sides, old Gash­tovt spared no ex­pense on the ed­u­ca­tion of his daugh­ters. The or­gan­ist from Mitruny had taught them read­ing and church hymns, and the el­dest, Ter­ka, to play on the lute. Hav­ing kind hearts, they nursed Volody­ovs­ki sed­u­lous­ly, each striv­ing to sur­pass the oth­ers in watch­ful­ness and care. Peo­ple said that Marys­ka was in love with the young knight; but the whole truth was not in that talk, for all three of them, not she alone, were des­per­ate­ly in love with Pan Michael. He loved them too be­yond mea­sure, es­pe­cial­ly Marys­ka and Zo­nia, for Ter­ka had the habit of com­plain­ing too much of the faith­less­ness of men.

			It hap­pened of­ten in the long win­ter evenings that old Gash­tovt, af­ter drink­ing his punch, went to bed, and the maid­ens with Pan Michael sat by the chim­ney; the charm­ing Ter­ka spin­ning flax, mild Marys­ka amus­ing her­self with pick­ing down, and Zo­nia reel­ing thread from the spin­dle in­to skeins. But when Volody­ovs­ki be­gan to tell of the wars or of won­ders which he had seen in the great hous­es of mag­nates, work ceased, the girls gazed at him as at a rain­bow, and one would cry out in as­ton­ish­ment, “Oh! I do not live in the world! Oh, my dears!” and an­oth­er would say, “I shall not close an eye the whole night!”

			Volody­ovs­ki, as he re­turned to health and be­gan at times to use his sword with per­fect free­dom, was more joy­ous and told sto­ries more will­ing­ly. A cer­tain evening they were sit­ting as usu­al, af­ter sup­per, in front of the chim­ney, from be­neath which the light fell sharply on the en­tire dark room. They be­gan to chat; the girls want­ed sto­ries, and Volody­ovs­ki begged Ter­ka to sing some­thing with the lute.

			“Sing some­thing your­self,” an­swered she, push­ing away the in­stru­ment which Volody­ovs­ki was hand­ing her; “I have work. Hav­ing been in the world, you must have learned many songs.”

			“True, I have learned some. Let it be so to­day; I will sing first, and you af­ter­ward. Your work will not run away. If a wom­an had asked, you would not have re­fused; you are al­ways op­posed to men.”

			“For they de­serve it.”

			“And do you dis­dain me too?”

			“Oh, why should I? But sing some­thing.”

			Volody­ovs­ki touched the lute; he as­sumed a com­ic air, and be­gan to sing in falset­to—

			
				
					“I have come to such places
					

					Where no girl will have me!—”
				

			

			“Oh, that is un­true for you,” in­ter­rupt­ed Marys­ka, blush­ing as red as a rasp­ber­ry.

			“That’s a sol­dier’s song,” said Volody­ovs­ki, “which we used to sing in win­ter quar­ters, wish­ing some good soul to take pity on us.”

			“I would be the first to take pity on you.”

			“Thanks to you. If that is true, then I have no rea­son to sing longer, and I will give the lute in­to wor­thi­er hands.”

			Ter­ka did not re­ject the in­stru­ment this time, for she was moved by Volody­ovs­ki’s song, in which there was more cun­ning in­deed than truth. She struck the strings at once, and with a sim­per­ing mien be­gan—

			
				
					“For berries of el­der go not to the green wood.
					

					Trust not a mad dog, be­lieve not a young man.
					

					Each man in his heart bears rank poi­son;
					

					If he says that he loves thee, say No.”
				

			

			Volody­ovs­ki grew so mirth­ful that he held his sides from laugh­ter, and cried out: “All the men are traitors? But the mil­i­tary, my bene­fac­tress!”

			Pan­na Ter­ka opened her mouth wider and sang with re­dou­bled en­er­gy—

			
				
					“Far worse than mad dogs are they, far worse, oh, far worse!”
				

			

			“Do not mind Ter­ka; she is al­ways that way,” said Marysia.11

			“Why not mind,” asked Volody­ovs­ki, “when she speaks so ill of the whole mil­i­tary or­der that from shame I know not whith­er to turn my eyes?”

			“You want me to sing, and then make sport of me and laugh at me,” said Ter­ka, pout­ing.

			“I do not at­tack the singing, but the cru­el mean­ing of it for the mil­i­tary,” an­swered the knight. “As to the singing I must con­fess that in War­saw I have not heard such re­mark­able trills. All that would be need­ed is to dress you in trousers. You might sing at St. Yan’s, which is the cathe­dral church, and in which the king and queen have their box.”

			“Why dress her in trousers?” asked Zo­nia, the youngest, made cu­ri­ous by men­tion of War­saw, the king, and the queen.

			“For in War­saw wom­en do not sing in the choir, but men and young boys—the men with voic­es so deep that no au­rochs could bel­low like them, and the boys with voic­es so thin that on a vi­o­lin no sound could be thin­ner. I heard them many a time when we came, with our great and lament­ed vo­evo­da of Rus, to the elec­tion of our present gra­cious lord. It is a re­al won­der, so that the soul goes out of a man. There is a host of mu­si­cians there: Forster, fa­mous for his sub­tle trills, and Ka­pu­la, and Gi­an Bat­tista, and El­ert, a mas­ter at the lute, and Marek, and Myelchevs­ki—beau­ti­ful com­posers. When all these are per­form­ing to­geth­er in the church, it is as if you were lis­ten­ing to choirs of seraphim in the flesh.”

			“Oh, that is as true as if liv­ing!” said Marysia, plac­ing her hands to­geth­er.

			“And the king—have you seen him of­ten?” asked Zo­nia.

			“I have spo­ken with him as with you. Af­ter the bat­tle of Berestechko he pressed my head. He is a valiant lord, and so kind that whoso has once seen him must love him.”

			“We love him with­out hav­ing seen him. Has he the crown al­ways on his head?”

			“If he were to go around ev­ery day in the crown, his head would need to be iron. The crown rests in the church, from which its im­por­tance in­creas­es; but his Grace the King wears a black cap stud­ded with di­a­monds from which light flash­es through the whole cas­tle.”

			“They say that the cas­tle of the king is even grander than that at Kyedani?”

			“That at Kyedani! The Kyedani cas­tle is a mere play­thing in com­par­i­son. The king’s cas­tle is a tremen­dous build­ing, all walled in so that you can­not see a stick of wood. Around are two rows of cham­bers, one more splen­did than the oth­er. In them you can see dif­fer­ent wars and vic­to­ries paint­ed with brush­es on the wall—such as the bat­tles of Sigis­mund III and Vladislav; a man could not sat­is­fy him­self with look­ing at them, for ev­ery­thing is as if liv­ing. The won­der is that they do not move, and that those who are fight­ing do not shout. But not even the best artist can paint men to shout. Some cham­bers are all gold; chairs and bench­es cov­ered with bro­cade or cloth of gold, ta­bles of mar­ble and al­abaster, and the cas­kets, bot­tle-cas­es, clocks show­ing the hour of day and night, could not be de­scribed on an ox-hide. The king and queen walk through those cham­bers and de­light them­selves in plen­ty; in the evening they have a the­atre for their still greater amuse­ment—”

			“What is a the­atre?”

			“How can I tell you? It is a place where they play come­dies and ex­hib­it Ital­ian dances in a mas­ter­ly man­ner. It is a room so large that no church is the equal of it, all with beau­ti­ful col­umns. On one side sit those who wish to see, and on the oth­er the arts are ex­hib­it­ed. Cur­tains are raised and let down; some are turned with screws to dif­fer­ent sides. Dark­ness and clouds are shown at one mo­ment; at an­oth­er pleas­ant light. Above is the sky with the sun or the stars; be­low you may see at times hell dread­ful—”

			“Oh, God save us!” cried the girls.

			“—with dev­ils. Some­times the bound­less sea; on it ships and sirens. Some per­sons come down from the skies; oth­ers rise out of the earth.”

			“But I should not like to see hell,” cried Zo­nia, “and it is a won­der to me that peo­ple do not run away from such a ter­ri­ble sight.”

			“Not on­ly do they not run away, but they ap­plaud from plea­sure,” said Volody­ovs­ki; “for it is all pre­tend­ed, not re­al, and those who take farewell do not go away. There is no evil spir­it in the af­fair, on­ly the in­ven­tion of men. Even bish­ops come with his Grace the King, and var­i­ous dig­ni­taries who go with the king af­ter­ward and sit down to a feast be­fore sleep­ing.”

			“And what do they do in the morn­ing and dur­ing the day?”

			“That de­pends on their wish­es. When they rise in the morn­ing they take a bath. There is a room in which there is no floor, on­ly a tin tank shin­ing like sil­ver, and in the tank wa­ter.”

			“Wa­ter, in a room—have you heard?”

			“It is true; and it comes and goes as they wish. It can be warm or al­to­geth­er cold; for there are pipes with spig­ots, run­ning here and there. Turn a spig­ot and the wa­ter runs till it is pos­si­ble to swim in the room as in a lake. No king has such a cas­tle as our gra­cious lord, that is known, and for­eign proverbs tell the same. Al­so no king reigns over such a wor­thy peo­ple; for though there are var­i­ous po­lite na­tions on earth, still God in his mer­cy has adorned ours be­yond oth­ers.”

			“Our king is hap­py!” sighed Ter­ka.

			“It is sure that he would be hap­py were it not for un­for­tu­nate wars which press down the Com­mon­wealth in re­turn for our dis­cords and sins. All this rests on the shoul­ders of the king, and be­sides at the di­ets they re­proach him for our faults. And why is he to blame be­cause peo­ple will not obey him? Griev­ous times have come on the coun­try—such griev­ous times as have not been hith­er­to. Our most de­spi­ca­ble en­e­my now de­spis­es us—us who till re­cent­ly car­ried on vic­to­ri­ous wars against the Em­per­or of Tur­key. This is the way that God pun­ish­es pride. Praise be to Him that my arm works well in its joints—for it is high time to re­mem­ber the coun­try and move to the field. ’Tis a sin to be idle in time of such trou­bles.”

			“Do not men­tion go­ing away.”

			“It is dif­fi­cult to do oth­er­wise. It is pleas­ant for me here among you; but the bet­ter it is, the worse it is. Let men in the Di­et give wise rea­sons, but a sol­dier longs for the field. While there is life there is ser­vice. Af­ter death God, who looks in­to the heart, will re­ward best those who serve not for ad­vance­ment, but through love of the coun­try; and in­deed the num­ber of such is de­creas­ing con­tin­u­al­ly, and that is why the black hour has come.”

			Marysia’s eyes be­gan to grow moist; at last they were filled with tears which flowed down her rosy cheeks. “You will go and for­get us, and we shall pine away here. Who in this place will de­fend us from at­tack?”

			“I go, but I shall pre­serve my grat­i­tude. It is rare to find such hon­est peo­ple as in Pat­suneli. Are you al­ways afraid of this Kmi­ta?”

			“Of course. Moth­ers fright­en their chil­dren with him as with a were­wolf.”

			“He will not come back, and even if he should he will not have with him those wild fel­lows, who, judg­ing from what peo­ple say, were worse than he. It is a pity in­deed that such a good sol­dier stained his rep­u­ta­tion and lost his prop­er­ty.”

			“And the la­dy.”

			“And the la­dy. They say much good in her fa­vor.”

			“Poor thing! for whole days she just cries and cries.”

			“H’m!” said Volody­ovs­ki; “but is she not cry­ing for Kmi­ta?”

			“Who knows?” replied Marysia.

			“So much the worse for her, for he will not come back. The het­man sent home a part of the Lau­da men, and those forces are here now. We want­ed to cut him down at once with­out the court. He must know that the Lau­da men have re­turned, and he will not show even his nose.”

			“Like­ly our men must march again,” said Ter­ka, “for they re­ceived on­ly leave to come home for a short time.”

			“Eh!” said Volody­ovs­ki, “the het­man let them come, for there is no mon­ey in the trea­sury. It is pure de­spair! When peo­ple are most need­ed they have to be sent away. But good night! it is time to sleep, and let none of you dream of Pan Kmi­ta with a fiery sword.”

			Volody­ovs­ki rose from the bench and pre­pared to leave the room, but had bare­ly made a step to­ward the clos­et when sud­den­ly there was a noise in the en­trance and a shrill voice be­gan to cry out­side the door—

			“Hei there! For God’s mer­cy! open quick­ly, quick­ly!”

			The girls were ter­ri­bly fright­ened. Volody­ovs­ki sprang for his sabre to the clos­et, but had not been able to get it when Ter­ka opened the door. An un­known man burst in­to the room and threw him­self at the feet of the knight.

			“Res­cue, serene Colonel!—The la­dy is car­ried away!”

			“What la­dy?”

			“In Vodok­ty.”

			“Kmi­ta!” cried Volody­ovs­ki.

			“Kmi­ta!” screamed the girls.

			“Kmi­ta!” re­peat­ed the mes­sen­ger.

			“Who art thou?” asked Volody­ovs­ki.

			“The man­ag­er in Vodok­ty.”

			“We know him,” said Ter­ka; “he brought herbs for you.”

			Mean­while the drowsy old Gash­tovt came forth from be­hind the stove, and in the door ap­peared two at­ten­dants of Pan Volody­ovs­ki whom the up­roar had drawn to the room.

			“Sad­dle the hors­es!” cried Volody­ovs­ki. “Let one of you hur­ry to the Butryms, the oth­er give a horse to me!”

			“I have been al­ready at the Butryms,” said the man­ag­er, “for they are near­er to us; they sent me to your grace.”

			“When was the la­dy car­ried away?” asked Volody­ovs­ki.

			“Just now—the ser­vants are fight­ing yet—I rushed for a horse.”

			Old Gash­tovt rubbed his eyes. “What’s that? The la­dy car­ried off?”

			“Yes; Kmi­ta car­ried her off,” an­swered Volody­ovs­ki. “Let us go to the res­cue!” Then he turned to the mes­sen­ger: “Hur­ry to the Do­ma­she­vich­es; let them come with mus­kets.”

			“Now, my kids,” cried the old man sud­den­ly to his daugh­ters, “hur­ry to the vil­lage, wake up the no­bles, let them take their sabres! Kmi­ta has car­ried off the la­dy—is it pos­si­ble—God for­give him, the mur­der­er, the ruf­fi­an! Is it pos­si­ble?”

			“Let us go to rouse them,” said Volody­ovs­ki; “that will be quick­er! Come; the hors­es are ready, I hear them.”

			In a mo­ment they mount­ed, as did al­so the two at­ten­dants, Og­a­rek and Syruts. All pushed on their way be­tween the cot­tages of the vil­lage, strik­ing the doors and win­dows, and cry­ing with sky-pierc­ing voic­es: “To your sabres, to your sabres! The la­dy of Vodok­ty is car­ried away! Kmi­ta is in the neigh­bor­hood!”

			Hear­ing these cries, this or that man rushed forth from his cot­tage, looked to see what was hap­pen­ing, and when he had learned what the mat­ter was, fell to shout­ing him­self, “Kmi­ta is in the neigh­bor­hood; the la­dy is car­ried away!” And shout­ing in this fash­ion, he rushed head­long to the out­build­ings to sad­dle his horse, or to his cot­tage to feel in the dark for his sabre on the wall. Ev­ery mo­ment more voic­es cried, “Kmi­ta is in the neigh­bor­hood!” There was a stir in the vil­lage, lights be­gan to shine, the cry of wom­en was heard, the bark­ing of dogs. At last the no­bles came out on the road—some mount­ed, some on foot. Above the mul­ti­tude of heads glit­tered in the night sabres, pikes, darts, and even iron forks.

			Volody­ovs­ki sur­veyed the com­pa­ny, sent some of them im­me­di­ate­ly in dif­fer­ent di­rec­tions, and moved for­ward him­self with the rest.

			The mount­ed men rode in front, those on foot fol­lowed, and they marched to­ward Vol­montovichi to join the Butryms. The hour was ten in the evening, and the night clear, though the moon had not risen. Those of the no­bles whom the grand het­man had sent re­cent­ly from the war dropped in­to ranks at once; the oth­ers, name­ly the in­fantry, ad­vanced with less reg­u­lar­i­ty, mak­ing a clat­ter with their weapons, talk­ing and yawn­ing aloud, at times curs­ing that dev­il of a Kmi­ta who had robbed them of pleas­ant rest. In this fash­ion they reached Vol­montovichi, at the edge of which an armed band pushed out to meet them.

			“Halt! who goes?” called voic­es from that band.

			“The Gash­tovts!”

			“We are the Butryms. The Do­ma­she­vich­es have come al­ready.”

			“Who is lead­ing you?” asked Volody­ovs­ki.

			“Yuz­va the Foot­less at the ser­vice of the colonel.”

			“Have you news?”

			“He took her to Lyu­bich. They went through the swamp to avoid Vol­montovichi.”

			“To Lyu­bich?” asked Volody­ovs­ki, in won­der. “Can he think of de­fend­ing him­self there? Lyu­bich is not a fortress, is it?”

			“It seems he trusts in his strength. There are two hun­dred with him. No doubt he wants to take the prop­er­ty from Lyu­bich; they have wag­ons and a band of led hors­es. It must be that he did not know of our re­turn from the army, for he acts very bold­ly.”

			“That is good for us!” said Volody­ovs­ki. “He will not es­cape this time. How many guns have you?”

			“We, the Butryms, have thir­ty; the Do­ma­she­vich­es twice as many.”

			“Very good. Let fifty men with mus­kets go with you to de­fend the pas­sage in the swamps, quick­ly; the rest will come with me. Re­mem­ber the ax­es.”

			“Ac­cord­ing to com­mand.”

			There was a move­ment; the lit­tle di­vi­sion un­der Yuz­va the Foot­less went for­ward at a trot to the swamp. A num­ber of tens of Butryms who had been sent for oth­er no­bles now came up.

			“Are the Gost­sye­vich­es to be seen?” asked Volody­ovs­ki.

			“Yes, Colonel. Praise be to God!” cried the new­ly ar­rived. “The Gost­sye­vich­es are com­ing; they can be heard through the woods. You know that they car­ried her to Lyu­bich?”

			“I know. He will not go far with her.”

			There was in­deed one dan­ger to his in­so­lent ven­ture on which Kmi­ta had not reck­oned; he knew not that a con­sid­er­able force of the no­bles had just re­turned home. He judged that the vil­lages were as emp­ty as at the time of his first stay in Lyu­bich; while on the present oc­ca­sion count­ing the Gost­sye­vich­es, with­out the Stakyans, who could not come up in sea­son, Volody­ovs­ki was able to lead against him about three hun­dred sabres held by men ac­cus­tomed to bat­tle and trained.

			In fact, more and more no­bles joined Volody­ovs­ki as he ad­vanced. At last came the Gost­sye­vich­es, who had been ex­pect­ed till that mo­ment. Volody­ovs­ki drew up the di­vi­sion, and his heart ex­pand­ed at sight of the or­der and ease with which the men stood in ranks. At the first glance it was clear that they were sol­diers, not or­di­nary un­trained no­bles. Volody­ovs­ki re­joiced for an­oth­er rea­son; he thought to him­self that soon he would lead them to more dis­tant places.

			They moved then on a swift march to­ward Lyu­bich by the pinewoods through which Kmi­ta had rushed the win­ter be­fore. It was well af­ter mid­night. The moon sailed out at last in the sky, and light­ing the woods, the road, and the march­ing war­riors, broke its pale rays on the points of the pikes, and was re­flect­ed on the gleam­ing sabres. The no­bles talked in a low voice of the un­usu­al event which had dragged them from their beds.

			“Var­i­ous peo­ple have been go­ing around here,” said one of the Do­ma­she­vich­es; “we thought they were de­sert­ers, but they were sure­ly his spies.”

			“Of course. Ev­ery day strange min­strels used to vis­it Vodok­ty as if for alms,” said oth­ers.

			“And what kind of sol­diers has Kmi­ta?”

			“The ser­vants in Vodok­ty say they are Cos­sacks. It is cer­tain that Kmi­ta has made friends with Ho­v­an­s­ki or Zolotarenko. Hith­er­to he was a mur­der­er, now he is an ev­i­dent traitor.”

			“How could he bring Cos­sacks thus far?”

			“With such a great band it is not easy to pass. Our first good com­pa­ny would have stopped him on the road.”

			“Well, they might go through the forests. Be­sides, are there few lords trav­el­ling with do­mes­tic Cos­sacks? Who can tell them from the en­e­my? If these men are asked they will say that they are do­mes­tic Cos­sacks.”

			“He will de­fend him­self,” said one of the Gost­sye­vich­es, “for he is a brave and res­o­lute man; but our colonel will be a match for him.”

			“The Butryms too have vowed that even if they have to fall one on the oth­er, he will not leave there alive. They are the most bit­ter against him.”

			“But if we kill him, from whom will they re­cov­er their loss­es? Bet­ter take him alive and give him to jus­tice.”

			“What is the use in think­ing of courts now when all have lost their heads? Do you know that peo­ple say war may come from the Swedes?”

			“May God pre­serve us from that! The Mos­cow pow­er and Hmel­nit­s­ki at present; on­ly the Swedes are want­ing, and then the last day of the Com­mon­wealth.”

			At this mo­ment Volody­ovs­ki rid­ing in ad­vance turned and said, “Qui­et there, gen­tle­men!”

			The no­bles grew silent, for Lyu­bich was in sight. In a quar­ter of an hour they had come with­in less than forty rods of the build­ing. All the win­dows were il­lu­mi­nat­ed; the light shone in­to the yard, which was full of armed men and hors­es. Nowhere sen­tries, no pre­cau­tions—it was ev­i­dent that Kmi­ta trust­ed too much in his strength. When he had drawn still near­er, Pan Volody­ovs­ki with one glance rec­og­nized the Cos­sacks against whom he had warred so much dur­ing the life of the great Yere­mi, and lat­er un­der Radzivill.

			“If those are strange Cos­sacks, then that ruf­fi­an has passed the lim­it.”

			He looked far­ther; brought his whole par­ty to a halt. There was a ter­ri­ble bus­tle in the court. Some Cos­sacks were giv­ing light with torch­es; oth­ers were run­ning in ev­ery di­rec­tion, com­ing out of the house and go­ing in again, bring­ing out things, pack­ing bags in­to the wag­ons; oth­ers were lead­ing hors­es from the sta­ble, driv­ing cat­tle from the stalls. Cries, shouts, com­mands, crossed one an­oth­er in ev­ery di­rec­tion. The gleam of torch­es light­ed as it were the mov­ing of a ten­ant to a new es­tate on St. John’s Eve.

			Kryshtof, the old­est among the Do­ma­she­vich­es, pushed up to Volody­ovs­ki and said, “They want to pack all Lyu­bich in­to wag­ons.”

			“They will take away,” an­swered Volody­ovs­ki, “nei­ther Lyu­bich nor their own skins. I do not rec­og­nize Kmi­ta, who is an ex­pe­ri­enced sol­dier. There is not a sin­gle sen­try.”

			“Be­cause he has great force—it seems to me more than three hun­dred strong. If we had not re­turned he might have passed with the wag­ons through all the vil­lages.”

			“Is this the on­ly road to the house?” asked Volody­ovs­ki.

			“The on­ly one, for in the rear are ponds and swamps.”

			“That is well. Dis­mount!”

			Obe­di­ent to this com­mand, the no­bles sprang from their sad­dles. The rear ranks of in­fantry de­ployed in a long line, and be­gan to sur­round the house and the build­ings. Volody­ovs­ki with the main di­vi­sion ad­vanced di­rect­ly on the gate.

			“Wait the com­mand!” said he, in a low voice. “Fire not be­fore the or­der.”

			A few tens of steps on­ly sep­a­rat­ed the no­bles from the gate when they were seen at last from the yard. Men sprang at once to the fence, bent for­ward, and peer­ing care­ful­ly in­to the dark­ness, called threat­en­ing­ly, “Hei! Who are there?”

			“Halt!” cried Volody­ovs­ki; “fire!”

			Shots from all the guns which the no­bles car­ried thun­dered to­geth­er; but the echo had not come back from the build­ing when the voice of Volody­ovs­ki was heard again: “On the run!”

			“Kill! slay!” cried the Lau­da men, rush­ing for­ward like a tor­rent.

			The Cos­sacks an­swered with shots, but they had not time to reload. The throng of no­bles rushed against the gate, which soon fell be­fore the pres­sure of armed men. A strug­gle be­gan to rage in the yard, among the wag­ons, hors­es, and bags. The pow­er­ful Butryms, the fiercest in hand-to-hand con­flict and the most en­ven­omed against Kmi­ta, ad­vanced in line. They went like a herd of stags burst­ing through a growth of young trees, break­ing, tram­pling, de­stroy­ing, and cut­ting wild­ly. Al­ter them rolled the Do­ma­she­vich­es and the Gost­sye­vich­es.

			Kmi­ta’s Cos­sacks de­fend­ed them­selves man­ful­ly from be­hind the wag­ons and packs; they be­gan to fire too from all the win­dows of the house and from the roof—but rarely, for the tram­pled torch­es were quenched, and it was dif­fi­cult to dis­tin­guish their own from the en­e­my. Af­ter a while the Cos­sacks were pushed from the yard and the house to the sta­bles; cries for quar­ter were heard. The no­bles had tri­umphed.

			But when they were alone in the yard, fire from the house in­creased at once. All the win­dows were bristling with mus­kets, and a storm of bul­lets be­gan to fall on the yard. The greater part of the Cos­sacks had tak­en refuge in the house.

			“To the doors!” cried Volody­ovs­ki.

			In fact, the dis­charges from the win­dows and from the roof could not in­jure those at the very walls. The po­si­tion, how­ev­er, of the be­siegers was dif­fi­cult. They could not think of storm­ing the win­dows, for fire would greet them straight in the face. Volody­ovs­ki there­fore com­mand­ed to hew down the doors. But that was not easy, for they were bolts rather than doors, made of oak pieces fixed cross­wise and fas­tened with many gi­gan­tic nails, on the strong heads of which ax­es were dent­ed with­out break­ing the doors. The most pow­er­ful men pushed then from time to time with their shoul­ders, but in vain. Be­hind the doors wore iron bars, and be­sides they were sup­port­ed in­side by props. But the Butryms hewed with rage. At the doors of the kitchen lead­ing al­so to the store­house the Do­ma­she­vich­es and Gash­tovts were storm­ing.

			Af­ter vain ef­forts of an hour the men at the ax­es were re­lieved. Some cross­pieces had fall­en, but in place of them ap­peared gun-bar­rels. Shots sound­ed again. Two Butryms fell to the ground with pierced breasts. The oth­ers, in­stead of be­ing put to dis­or­der, hewed still more sav­age­ly.

			By com­mand of Volody­ovs­ki the open­ings were stopped with bun­dles of coats. Now in the di­rec­tion of the road new shouts were heard from the Stakyans, who had come to the aid of their brethren; and fol­low­ing them were armed peas­ants from Vodok­ty.

			The ar­rival of these re­in­force­ments had ev­i­dent­ly dis­turbed the be­sieged, for straight­way a voice be­hind the door called loud­ly: “Stop there! do not hew! lis­ten! Stop, a hun­dred dev­ils take you! let us talk.”

			Volody­ovs­ki gave or­ders to stop the work and asked; “Who is speak­ing?”

			“The ban­neret of Or­sha, Kmi­ta; and with whom am I speak­ing?”

			“Col. Michael Volody­ovs­ki.”

			“With the fore­head!” an­swered the voice from be­hind the door.

			“There is no time for greet­ings. What is your wish?”

			“It would be more prop­er for me to ask what you want. You do not know me, nor I you; why at­tack me?”

			“Traitor!” cried Volody­ovs­ki. “With me are the men of Lau­da who have re­turned from the war, and they have ac­counts with you for rob­bery, for blood shed with­out cause and for the la­dy whom you have car­ried away. But do you know what rap­tus puel­lae means? You must yield your life.”

			A mo­ment of si­lence fol­lowed.

			“You would not call me traitor a sec­ond time,” said Kmi­ta, “were it not for the door be­tween us.”

			“Open it, then! I do not hin­der.”

			“More than one dog from Lau­da will cov­er him­self with his legs be­fore it is open. You will not take me alive.”

			“Then we will drag you out dead, by the hair. All one to us!”

			“Lis­ten with care, note what I tell you! If you do not let us go, I have a bar­rel of pow­der here, and the match is burn­ing al­ready. I’ll blow up the house and all who are in it with my­self, so help me God! Come now and take me!”

			This time a still longer si­lence fol­lowed. Volody­ovs­ki sought an an­swer in vain. The no­bles be­gan to look at one an­oth­er in fear. There was so much wild en­er­gy in the words of Kmi­ta that all be­lieved his threat. The whole vic­to­ry might be turned in­to dust by one spark, and Pan­na Bille­vich lost for­ev­er.

			“For God’s sake!” mut­tered one of the Butryms, “he is a mad­man. He is ready to do what he says.”

			Sud­den­ly a hap­py thought came to Volody­ovs­ki, as it seemed to him. “There is an­oth­er way!” cried he. “Meet me, traitor, with a sabre. If you put me down, you will go away in free­dom.”

			For a time there was no an­swer. The hearts of the Lau­da men beat un­qui­et­ly.

			“With a sabre?” asked Kmi­ta, at length. “Can that be?”

			“If you are not afraid, it will be.”

			“The word of a cav­a­lier that I shall go away in free­dom?”

			“The word—”

			“Im­pos­si­ble!” cried a num­ber of voic­es among the Butryms.

			“Qui­et, a hun­dred dev­ils!” roared Volody­ovs­ki; “if not, then let him blow you up with him­self.”

			The Butryms were silent; af­ter a while one of them said, “Let it be as you wish.”

			“Well, what is the mat­ter there?” asked Kmi­ta, de­ri­sive­ly. “Do the gray coats agree?”

			“Yes, and they will take oath on their swords, if you wish.”

			“Let them take oath.”

			“Come to­geth­er, gen­tle­men, come to­geth­er!” cried Volody­ovs­ki to the no­bles who were stand­ing un­der the walls and sur­round­ing the whole house.

			Af­ter a while all col­lect­ed at the main door, and soon the news that Kmi­ta want­ed to blow him­self up with pow­der spread on ev­ery side. They were as if pet­ri­fied with ter­ror. Mean­while Volody­ovs­ki raised his voice and said amid si­lence like that of the grave—

			“I take you all present here to wit­ness that I have chal­lenged Pan Kmi­ta, the ban­neret of Or­sha, to a du­el, and I have promised that if he puts me down he shall go hence in free­dom, with­out ob­sta­cle from you; to this you must swear on your sword-hilts, in the name of God and the holy cross—”

			“But wait!” cried Kmi­ta—“in free­dom with all my men, and I take the la­dy with me.”

			“The la­dy will re­main here,” an­swered Volody­ovs­ki, “and the men will go as pris­on­ers to the no­bles.”

			“That can­not be.”

			“Then blow your­self up with pow­der! We have al­ready mourned for her; as to the men, ask them what they pre­fer.”

			Si­lence fol­lowed.

			“Let it be so,” said Kmi­ta, af­ter a time. “If I do not take her to­day, I will in a month. You will not hide her un­der the ground! Take the oath!”

			“Take the oath!” re­peat­ed Volody­ovs­ki.

			“We swear by the Most High God and the Holy Cross. Amen!”

			“Well, come out, come out!” cried Volody­ovs­ki.

			“You are in a hur­ry to the oth­er world?”

			“No mat­ter, no mat­ter, on­ly come out quick­ly.”

			The iron bars hold­ing the door on the in­side be­gan to groan.

			Volody­ovs­ki pushed back, and with him the no­bles, to make room. Soon the door opened, and in it ap­peared Pan An­drei, tall, straight as a poplar. The dawn was al­ready com­ing, and the first pale light of day fell on his dar­ing, knight­ly, and youth­ful face. He stopped in the door, looked bold­ly on the crowd of no­bles, and said—

			“I have trust­ed in you. God knows whether I have done well, but let that go. Who here is Pan Volody­ovs­ki?”

			The lit­tle colonel stepped for­ward. “I am!” an­swered he.

			“Oh! you are not like a gi­ant,” said Kmi­ta, with sar­cas­tic ref­er­ence to Volody­ovs­ki’s stature, “I ex­pect­ed to find a more con­sid­er­able fig­ure, though I must con­fess you are ev­i­dent­ly a sol­dier of ex­pe­ri­ence.”

			“I can­not say the same of you, for you have ne­glect­ed sen­tries. If you are the same at the sabre as at com­mand, I shall not have work.”

			“Where shall we fight?” asked Kmi­ta, quick­ly.

			“Here—the yard is as lev­el as a ta­ble.”

			“Agreed! Pre­pare for death.”

			“Are you so sure?”

			“It is clear that you have nev­er been in Or­sha, since you doubt. Not on­ly am I sure, but I am sor­ry, for I have heard of you as a splen­did sol­dier. There­fore I say for the last time, let me go! We do not know each oth­er; why should we stand the one in the way of the oth­er? Why at­tack me? The maid­en is mine by the will, as well as this prop­er­ty; and God knows I am on­ly seek­ing my own. It is true that I cut down the no­bles in Vol­montovichi, but let God de­cide who com­mit­ted the first wrong. Whether my of­fi­cers were men of vi­o­lence or not, we need not dis­cuss; it is enough that they did no harm to any­one here, and they were slaugh­tered to the last man be­cause they want­ed to dance with girls in a pub­lic house. Well, let blood an­swer blood! Af­ter that my sol­diers were cut to pieces. I swear by the wounds of God that I came to these parts with­out evil in­tent, and how was I re­ceived? But let wrong bal­ance wrong, I will still add from my own and make loss­es good in neigh­bor fash­ion. I pre­fer that to an­oth­er way.”

			“And what kind of peo­ple have you here? Where did you get these as­sis­tants?” asked Volody­ovs­ki.

			“Where I got them I got them. I did not bring them against the coun­try, but to ob­tain my own rights.”

			“Is that the kind of man you are? So for pri­vate af­fairs you have joined the en­e­my. And with what have you paid him for this ser­vice, if not with trea­son? No, broth­er, I should not hin­der you from com­ing to terms with the no­bles, but to call in the en­e­my is an­oth­er thing. You will not creep out. Stand up now, stand up, or I shall say that you are a cow­ard, though you give your­self out as a mas­ter from Or­sha.”

			“You would have it,” said Kmi­ta, tak­ing po­si­tion.

			But Volody­ovs­ki did not hur­ry, and not tak­ing his sabre out yet, he looked around on the sky. Day was al­ready com­ing in the east. The first gold­en and azure stripes were ex­tend­ed in a belt of light, but in the yard it was still gloomy enough, and just in front of the house com­plete dark­ness reigned.

			“The day be­gins well,” said Volody­ovs­ki, “but the sun will not rise soon. Per­haps you would wish to have light?”

			“It is all one to me.”

			“Gen­tle­men!” cried Volody­ovs­ki, turn­ing to the no­bles, “go for some straw and for torch­es; it will be clear­er for us in this Or­sha dance.”

			The no­bles, to whom this hu­mor­ous tone of the young colonel gave won­der­ful con­so­la­tion, rushed quick­ly to the kitchen. Some of them fell to col­lect­ing the torch­es tram­pled at the time of the bat­tle, and in a lit­tle while near­ly fifty red flames were gleam­ing in the semi­dark­ness of the ear­ly morn­ing.

			Volody­ovs­ki showed them with his sabre to Kmi­ta. “Look, a reg­u­lar fu­ner­al pro­ces­sion!”

			And Kmi­ta an­swered at once: “They are bury­ing a colonel, so there must be pa­rade.”

			“You are a drag­on!”

			Mean­while the no­bles formed in si­lence a cir­cle around the knights, and raised the burn­ing torch­es aloft; be­hind them oth­ers took their places, cu­ri­ous and dis­qui­et­ed; in the cen­tre the op­po­nents mea­sured each oth­er with their eyes. A grim si­lence be­gan; on­ly burned coals fell with a crack­le to the ground. Volody­ovs­ki was as live­ly as a goldfinch on a bright morn­ing.

			“Be­gin!” said Kmi­ta.

			The first clash raised an echo in the heart of ev­ery on­look­er. Volody­ovs­ki struck as if un­will­ing­ly; Kmi­ta ward­ed and struck in his turn; Volody­ovs­ki ward­ed. The dry clash grew more rapid. All held breath. Kmi­ta at­tacked with fury. Volody­ovs­ki put his left hand be­hind his back and stood qui­et­ly, mak­ing very care­less, slight, al­most im­per­cep­ti­ble move­ments; it seemed that he wished mere­ly to de­fend him­self, and at the same time spare his op­po­nent. Some­times he pushed a short step back­ward, again he ad­vanced; ap­par­ent­ly he was study­ing the skill of Kmi­ta. Kmi­ta was grow­ing heat­ed; Volody­ovs­ki was cool as a mas­ter test­ing his pupil, and all the time calmer and calmer. At last, to the great sur­prise of the no­bles, he said—

			“Now let us talk; it will not last long. Ah, ha! is that the Or­sha method? ’Tis clear that you must have threshed peas there, for you strike like a man with a flail. Ter­ri­ble blows! Are they re­al­ly the best in Or­sha? That thrust is in fash­ion on­ly among tri­bunal po­lice. This is from Cour­land, good to chase dogs with. Look to the end of your sabre! Don’t bend your hand so, for see what will hap­pen! Raise your sabre!”

			Volody­ovs­ki pro­nounced the last words with em­pha­sis; at the same time he de­scribed a half-cir­cle, drew the hand and sabre to­ward him, and be­fore the spec­ta­tors un­der­stood what “raise” meant, Kmi­ta’s sabre, like a nee­dle pulled from a thread, flew above Volody­ovs­ki’s head and fell be­hind his shoul­ders; then he said—

			“That is called shelling a sabre.”

			Kmi­ta stood pale, wild-eyed, stag­ger­ing, as­ton­ished no less than the no­bles of Lau­da; the lit­tle colonel pushed to one side, and re­peat­ed again—

			“Take your sabre!”

			For a time it seemed as if Kmi­ta would rush at him with naked hands. He was just ready for the spring, when Volody­ovs­ki put his hilt to his own breast, pre­sent­ing the point. Kmi­ta rushed to take his own sabre, and fell with it again on his ter­ri­ble op­po­nent.

			A loud mur­mur rose from the cir­cle of spec­ta­tors, and the ring grew clos­er and clos­er. Kmi­ta’s Cos­sacks thrust their heads be­tween the shoul­ders of the no­bles, as if they had lived all their lives in the best un­der­stand­ing with them. In­vol­un­tar­i­ly shouts were wrest­ed from the mouths of the on­look­ers; at times an out­burst of un­re­strained, ner­vous laugh­ter was heard; all ac­knowl­edged a mas­ter of mas­ters.

			Volody­ovs­ki amused him­self cru­el­ly like a cat with a mouse, and seemed to work more and more care­less­ly with the sabre. He took his left hand from be­hind his back and thrust it in­to his trousers’ pock­et. Kmi­ta was foam­ing at the mouth, pant­ing heav­i­ly; at last hoarse words came from his throat through his set lips—

			“Fin­ish—spare the shame!”

			“Very well!” replied Volody­ovs­ki.

			A short ter­ri­ble whis­tle was heard, then a smoth­ered cry. At the same mo­ment Kmi­ta threw open his arms, his sabre dropped to the ground, and he fell on his face at the feet of the colonel.

			“He lives!” said Volody­ovs­ki; “he has not fall­en on his back!” And dou­bling the skirt of Kmi­ta’s coat, he be­gan to wipe his sabre.

			The no­bles shout­ed with one voice, and in those shouts thun­dered with in­creas­ing clear­ness: “Fin­ish the traitor! fin­ish him! cut him to pieces!”

			A num­ber of Butryms ran up with drawn sabres. Sud­den­ly some­thing won­der­ful hap­pened—and one would have said that lit­tle Volody­ovs­ki had grown tall be­fore their eyes: the sabre of the near­est Butrym flew out of his hand af­ter Kmi­ta’s, as if a whirl­wind had caught it, and Volody­ovs­ki shout­ed with flash­ing eyes—

			“Stand back, stand back! He is mine now, not yours! Be off!”

			All were silent, fear­ing the anger of that man; and he said: “I want no sham­bles here! As no­bles you should un­der­stand knight­ly cus­toms, and not slaugh­ter the wound­ed. En­e­mies do not do that, and how could a man in a du­el kill his pros­trate op­po­nent?”

			“He is a traitor!” mut­tered one of the Butryms. “It is right to kill such a man.”

			“If he is a traitor he should be giv­en to the het­man to suf­fer pun­ish­ment and serve as an ex­am­ple to oth­ers. But as I have said, he is mine now, not yours. If he re­cov­ers you will be free to get your rights be­fore a court, and it will be eas­i­er to ob­tain sat­is­fac­tion from a liv­ing than a dead man. Who here knows how to dress wounds?”

			“Krysh Do­ma­she­vich. He has at­tend­ed to all in Lau­da for years.”

			“Let him dress the man at once, then take him to bed, and I will go to con­sole the ill-fat­ed la­dy.”

			So say­ing, Volody­ovs­ki put his sabre in­to the scab­bard. The no­bles be­gan to seize and bind Kmi­ta’s men, who hence­forth were to plough land in the vil­lages. They sur­ren­dered with­out re­sis­tance; on­ly a few who had es­caped through the rear win­dows of the house ran to­ward the ponds, but they fell in­to the hands of the Stakyans who were sta­tioned there. At the same time the no­bles fell to plun­der­ing the wag­ons, in which they found quite a plen­ti­ful booty; some of them gave ad­vice to sack the house, but they feared Pan Volody­ovs­ki, and per­haps the pres­ence of Pan­na Bille­vich re­strained the most dar­ing. Their own killed, among whom were three Butryms and two Do­ma­she­vich­es, the no­bles put in­to wag­ons, so as to bury them ac­cord­ing to Chris­tian rites. They or­dered the peas­ants to dig a ditch for Kmi­ta’s dead be­hind the gar­den.

			Volody­ovs­ki in seek­ing the la­dy burst through the whole house, and found her at last in the trea­sure-cham­ber sit­u­at­ed in a cor­ner to which a low and nar­row door led from the sleep­ing-room. It was a small cham­ber, with nar­row, strong­ly barred win­dows, built in a square and with such mighty walls, that Volody­ovs­ki saw at once that even if Kmi­ta had blown up the house with pow­der that room would have sure­ly re­mained un­harmed. This gave him a bet­ter opin­ion of Kmi­ta. The la­dy was sit­ting on a chest not far from the door, with her head droop­ing, and her face al­most hid­den by her hair. She did not raise it when she heard the knight com­ing. She thought be­yond doubt that it was Kmi­ta him­self or some one of his peo­ple. Pan Volody­ovs­ki stood in the door, coughed once, a sec­ond time, and see­ing no re­sult from that, said—

			“My la­dy, you are free!”

			“From un­der the droop­ing hair blue eyes looked at the knight, and then a come­ly face ap­peared, though pale and as it were not con­scious. Volody­ovs­ki was hop­ing for thanks, an out­burst of glad­ness; but the la­dy sat mo­tion­less, dis­traught, and mere­ly looked at him. There­fore the knight spoke again—

			“Come to your­self, my la­dy! God has re­gard­ed in­no­cence—you are free, and can re­turn to Vodok­ty.”

			This time there was more con­scious­ness in the look of Pan­na Bille­vich. She rose from the chest, shook back her hair, and asked, “Who are you?”

			“Michael Volody­ovs­ki, colonel of dra­goons with the vo­evo­da of Vil­na.”

			“Did I hear a bat­tle—shots? Tell me.”

			“Yes. We came to save you.”

			She re­gained her sens­es com­plete­ly. “I thank you,” said she hur­ried­ly, with a low voice, through which a mor­tal dis­qui­et was break­ing. “But what hap­pened to him?”

			“To Kmi­ta? Fear not, my la­dy! He is ly­ing life­less in the yard; and with­out prais­ing my­self I did it.”

			Volody­ovs­ki ut­tered this with a cer­tain boast­ful­ness; but if he ex­pect­ed ad­mi­ra­tion he de­ceived him­self ter­ri­bly. She said not a word, but tot­tered and be­gan to seek sup­port be­hind with her hands. At last she sat heav­i­ly on the same chest from which she had risen a mo­ment be­fore.

			The knight sprang to her quick­ly: “What is the mat­ter, my la­dy?”

			“Noth­ing, noth­ing—wait, per­mit me. Then is Pan Kmi­ta killed?”

			“What is Pan Kmi­ta to me?” in­ter­rupt­ed Volody­ovs­ki; “it is a ques­tion here of you.”

			That mo­ment her strength came back; for she rose again, and look­ing him straight in the eyes, screamed with anger, im­pa­tience, and de­spair: “By the liv­ing God, an­swer! Is he killed?”

			“Pan Kmi­ta is wound­ed,” an­swered the as­ton­ished Volody­ovs­ki.

			“Is he alive?”

			“He is alive.”

			“It is well! I thank you.”

			And with step still tot­ter­ing she moved to­ward the door. Volody­ovs­ki stood for a while mov­ing his mus­tach­es vi­o­lent­ly and shak­ing his head; then he mut­tered to him­self, “Does she thank me be­cause Kmi­ta is wound­ed, or be­cause he is alive?”

			He fol­lowed Olen­ka, and found her in the ad­join­ing bed room stand­ing in the mid­dle of it as if turned to stone. Four no­bles were bear­ing in at that mo­ment Pan Kmi­ta; the first two ad­vanc­ing side­wise ap­peared in the door, and be­tween them hung to­ward the floor the pale head of Pan An­drei, with closed eyes, and clots of black blood in his hair.

			“Slow­ly,” said Krysh Do­ma­she­vich, walk­ing be­hind, “slow­ly across the thresh­old. Let some­one hold his head. Slow­ly!”

			“With what can we hold it when our hands are full?” an­swered those in front.

			At that mo­ment Pan­na Alek­san­dra ap­proached them, pale as was Kmi­ta him­self, and placed both hands un­der his life­less head.

			“This is the la­dy,” said Krysh Do­ma­she­vich.

			“It is I. Be care­ful!” an­swered she, in a low voice.

			Volody­ovs­ki looked on, and his mus­tach­es quiv­ered fear­ful­ly.

			Mean­while they placed Kmi­ta on the bed. Krysh Do­ma­she­vich be­gan to wash his head with wa­ter; then he fixed a plas­ter pre­vi­ous­ly pre­pared to the wound, and said—

			“Now let him lie qui­et­ly. Oh, that’s an iron head not to burst from such a blow! He may re­cov­er, for he is young. But he got it hard.”

			Then he turned to Olen­ka: “Let me wash your hands—here is wa­ter. A kind heart is in you that you were not afraid to put blood on your­self for that man.”

			Speak­ing thus, he wiped her palms with a cloth; but she grew pale and changed in the eyes.

			Volody­ovs­ki sprang to her again: “There is noth­ing here for you, my la­dy. You have shown Chris­tian char­i­ty to an en­e­my; re­turn home.” And he of­fered her his arm.

			She how­ev­er, did not look at him, but turn­ing to Krysh Do­ma­she­vich, said, “Pan Kryshtof, con­duct me.”

			Both went out, and Volody­ovs­ki fol­lowed them. In the yard the no­bles be­gan to shout at sight of her, and cry, “Vi­vat!” But she went for­ward, pale, stag­ger­ing, with com­pressed lips, and with fire in her eyes.

			“Long life to our la­dy! Long life to our colonel!” cried pow­er­ful voic­es.

			An hour lat­er Volody­ovs­ki re­turned at the head of the Lau­da men to­ward the vil­lages. The sun had risen al­ready; the ear­ly morn­ing in the world was glad­some, a re­al spring morn­ing. The Lau­da men clat­tered for­ward in a form­less crowd along the high­way, dis­cussing the events of the night and prais­ing Volody­ovs­ki to the skies; but he rode on thought­ful and silent. Those eyes look­ing from be­hind the di­shev­elled hair did not leave his mind, nor that slen­der form, im­pos­ing though bent by grief and pain.

			“It is a mar­vel what a won­der she is,” said he to him­self—“a re­al princess! I have saved her hon­or and sure­ly her life, for though the pow­der would not have blown up the trea­sure-room she would have died of pure fright. She ought to be grate­ful. But who can un­der­stand a fair head? She looked on me as on some serv­ing-lad, I know not whether from haugh­ti­ness or per­plex­i­ty.”

		
	
		
			IX

			These thoughts did not let Volody­ovs­ki sleep on the night fol­low­ing. For a num­ber of days he was think­ing con­tin­u­al­ly of Pan­na Alek­san­dra, and saw that she had dropped deeply in­to his heart. Be­sides, the Lau­da no­bles wished to bring about a mar­riage be­tween them. It is true that she had re­fused him with­out hes­i­ta­tion, but at that time she nei­ther knew him nor had seen him. Now it was some­thing quite dif­fer­ent. He had wrest­ed her in knight­ly fash­ion from the hands of a man of vi­o­lence, had ex­posed him­self to bul­lets and sabres, had cap­tured her like a fortress. Whose is she, if not his? Can she refuse him any­thing, even her hand? Well, shall he not try? Per­haps af­fec­tion has be­gun in her from grat­i­tude, since it hap­pens of­ten in the world that the res­cued la­dy gives straight­way her hand to her res­cuer. If she has not con­ceived an af­fec­tion for him as yet, it be­hooves him all the more to ex­ert him­self in the mat­ter.

			“But if she re­mem­bers and loves the oth­er man still?”

			“It can­not be,” re­peat­ed Volody­ovs­ki to him­self; “if she had not re­ject­ed him, he would not have tak­en her by force. She showed, it is true, un­com­mon kind­ness to him; but it is a wom­an’s work to take pity on the wound­ed, even if they are en­e­mies. She is young, with­out guardian­ship; it is time for her to mar­ry. It is clear that she has no vo­ca­tion for the clois­ter, or she would have en­tered one al­ready. There has been time enough. Men will an­noy such a come­ly la­dy con­tin­u­al­ly—some for her for­tune, oth­ers for her beau­ty, and still oth­ers for her high blood. Oh, a de­fence the re­al­i­ty of which she can see with her own eyes will be dear to her. It is time too for thee to set­tle down, my dear Michael!” said Volody­ovs­ki to him­self. “Thou art young yet, but the years hur­ry swift­ly. Thou wilt win not for­tune in ser­vice, but rather more wounds in thy skin, and to thy gid­dy life will come an end.”

			Here through the mem­o­ry of Pan Volody­ovs­ki passed a whole line of young ladies af­ter whom he had sighed in his life. Among them were some very beau­ti­ful and of high blood, but one more charm­ing and dis­tin­guished there was not. Be­sides, the peo­ple of these parts ex­alt­ed that fam­i­ly and that la­dy, and from her eyes there looked such hon­esty that may God give no worse wife to the best man.

			Pan Volody­ovs­ki felt that a prize was meet­ing him which might not come a sec­ond time, and this the more since he had ren­dered the la­dy such un­com­mon ser­vice. “Why de­lay?” said he to him­self. “What bet­ter can I wait for? I must try.”

			Pshaw! but war is at hand. His arm was well. It was a shame for a knight to go court­ing when his coun­try was stretch­ing forth its hands im­plor­ing de­liv­er­ance. Pan Michael had the heart of an hon­est sol­dier; and though he had served al­most from boy­hood, though he had tak­en part in near­ly all the wars of his time, he knew what he owed his coun­try, and he dreamed not of rest.

			Pre­cise­ly be­cause he had served his coun­try not for gain, re­ward, or praise, but from his soul, had he in that re­gard a clean con­science, he felt his worth, and that gave him so­lace. “Oth­ers were frol­ick­ing, but I was fight­ing,” thought he. “The Lord God will re­ward the lit­tle sol­dier, and will help him this time.”

			But he saw that soon there would be no time for court­ing; there was need to act prompt­ly, and put ev­ery­thing on the haz­ard at once—to make a pro­pos­al on the spot, and ei­ther mar­ry af­ter short bans or eat a wa­ter­mel­on.12 “I have eat­en more than one; I’ll eat an­oth­er this time,” mut­tered Volody­ovs­ki, mov­ing his yel­low mus­tach­es. “What harm will it do?”

			But there was one side to this sud­den de­ci­sion which did not please him. He put the ques­tion to him­self if go­ing with a vis­it so soon af­ter sav­ing the la­dy he would not be like an im­por­tu­nate cred­i­tor who wish­es a debt to be paid with usury and as quick­ly as pos­si­ble. Per­haps it will not be in knight­ly fash­ion? Non­sense! for what can grat­i­tude be asked, if not for ser­vice? And if this haste does not please the heart of the la­dy, if she looks askance at him, why, he can say to her, “Gra­cious la­dy, I would have come court­ing one year, and gazed at you as if I were near­sight­ed; but I am a sol­dier, and the trum­pets are sound­ing for bat­tle!”

			“So I’ll go,” said Pan Volody­ovs­ki.

			But af­ter a while an­oth­er thought en­tered his head: if she says, “Go to war, no­ble sol­dier, and af­ter the war you will vis­it me dur­ing one year and look at me like a near­sight­ed man, for I will not give in a mo­ment my soul and my body to one whom I know not!”

			Then all will be lost! That it would be lost Pan Volody­ovs­ki felt per­fect­ly; for leav­ing aside the la­dy whom in the in­ter­val some oth­er man might mar­ry, Volody­ovs­ki was not sure of his own con­stan­cy. Con­science de­clared that in him love was kin­dled like straw, but quenched as quick­ly.

			Then all will be lost! And then wan­der on far­ther, thou sol­dier, a va­grant from one camp to an­oth­er, from bat­tle to bat­tle, with no roof in the world, with no liv­ing soul of thy kin­dred! Search the four cor­ners of earth when the war will be over, not know­ing a place for thy heart save the bar­racks!

			At last Volody­ovs­ki knew not what to do. It had be­come in a cer­tain fash­ion nar­row and sti­fling for him in the Pat­suneli house; he took his cap there­fore to go out on the road and en­joy the May sun. On the thresh­old he came up­on one of Kmi­ta’s men tak­en pris­on­er, who in the di­vi­sion of spoils had come to old Pakosh. The Cos­sack was warm­ing him­self in the sun and play­ing on a ban­dura.

			“What art thou do­ing here?” asked Volody­ovs­ki.

			“I am play­ing,” an­swered the Cos­sack, rais­ing his thin face,

			“Whence art thou?” asked Volody­ovs­ki, glad to have some in­ter­rup­tion to his thoughts.

			“From afar, from the Vi­ahla.”

			“Why not run away like the rest of thy com­rades? Oh, such kind of sons! The no­bles spared your lives in Lyu­bich so as to have la­bor­ers, and your com­rades all ran away as soon as the ropes were re­moved.”

			“I will not run away. I’ll die here like a dog.”

			“So it has pleased thee here?”

			“He runs away who feels bet­ter in the field; it is bet­ter for me here. I had my leg shot through, and the old man’s daugh­ter here dressed it, and she spoke a kind word. Such a beau­ty I have not seen be­fore with my eyes. Why should I go away?”

			“Which one pleased thee so?”

			“Marys­ka.”

			“And so thou wilt re­main?”

			“If I die, they will car­ry me out; if not, I will re­main.”

			“Dost thou think to earn Pakosh’s daugh­ter?”

			“I know not.”

			“He would give death to such a poor fel­low be­fore he would his daugh­ter.”

			“I have gold pieces buried in the woods,” said the Cos­sack—“two purs­es.”

			“From rob­bery?”

			“From rob­bery.”

			“Even if thou hadst a pot of gold, thou art a peas­ant and Pakosh is a no­ble.”

			“I am an at­ten­dant bo­yar.”

			“If thou art an at­ten­dant bo­yar, thou art worse than a peas­ant, for thou’rt a traitor. How couldst thou serve the en­e­my?”

			“I did not serve the en­e­my.”

			“And where did Pan Kmi­ta find thee and thy com­rades?”

			“On the road. I served with the full het­man; but the squadron went to pieces, for we had noth­ing to eat. I had no rea­son to go home, for my house was burned. Oth­ers went to rob on the road, and I went with them.”

			Volody­ovs­ki won­dered great­ly, for hith­er­to he had thought that Kmi­ta had at­tacked Olen­ka with forces ob­tained from the en­e­my.

			“So Pan Kmi­ta did not get thee from Tru­bet­skoi?”

			“Most of the oth­er men had served be­fore with Tru­bet­skoi and Ho­v­an­s­ki, but they had run away too and tak­en to the road.”

			“Why did you go with Pan Kmi­ta?”

			“Be­cause he is a splen­did ata­man. We were told that when he called on any­one to go with him, thalers as it were flowed out of a bag, to that man. That’s why we went. Well, God did not give us good luck!”

			Volody­ovs­ki be­gan to rack his head, and to think that they had black­ened Kmi­ta too much; then he looked at the pale at­ten­dant bo­yar and again racked his head.

			“And so thou art in love with her?”

			“Oi, so much!”

			Volody­ovs­ki walked away, and while go­ing he thought: “That is a res­o­lute man. He did not break his head; he fell in love and re­mained. Such men are best. If he is re­al­ly an at­ten­dant bo­yar, he is of the same rank as the vil­lage no­bles. When he digs up his gold pieces, per­haps the old man will give him Marys­ka. And why? Be­cause he did not go to drum­ming with his fin­gers, but made up his mind that he would get her. I’ll make up my mind too.”

			Thus med­i­tat­ing, Volody­ovs­ki walked along the road in the sun­shine. Some­times he would stop, fix his eyes on the ground or raise them to the sky, then again go far­ther, till all at once he saw a flock of wild ducks fly­ing through the air. He be­gan to sooth­say whether he should go or not. It came out that he was to go.

			“I will go; it can­not be oth­er­wise.”

			When he had said this he turned to­ward the house; but on the way he went once more to the sta­ble, be­fore which his two ser­vants were play­ing dice.

			“Syruts, is Ba­sior’s mane plait­ed?”

			“Plait­ed, Colonel!”

			Volody­ovs­ki went in­to the sta­ble. Ba­sior neighed at him from the manger; the knight ap­proached the horse, pat­ted him on the side, and then be­gan to count the braids on his neck. “Go—not go—go.” Again the sooth­say­ing came out fa­vor­ably.

			“Sad­dle the horse and dress de­cent­ly,” com­mand­ed Volody­ovs­ki.

			Then he went to the house quick­ly, and be­gan to dress. He put on high cav­al­ry boots, yel­low, with gild­ed spurs, and a new red uni­form, be­sides a rapi­er with steel scab­bard, the hilt or­na­ment­ed with gold; in ad­di­tion a half breast­plate of bright steel cov­er­ing on­ly the up­per part of the breast near the neck. He had al­so a lynx-skin cap with a beau­ti­ful heron feath­er; but since that was worn on­ly with a Pol­ish dress, he left it in the trunk, put on a Swedish hel­met with a vi­zor, and went out be­fore the porch.

			“Where is your grace go­ing?” asked old Pakosh, who was sit­ting on the rail­ing.

			“Where am I go­ing? It is prop­er for me to go and in­quire af­ter the health of your la­dy; if not, she might think me rude.”

			“From your grace there is a blaze like fire. Ev­ery bulfinch is a fool in com­par­i­son! Un­less the la­dy is with­out eyes, she will fall in love in a minute.”

			Just then the two youngest daugh­ters of Pakosh hur­ried up on their way home from the forenoon milk­ing, each with a pail of milk. When they saw Volody­ovs­ki they stood as if fixed to the earth from won­der.

			“Is it a king or not?” asked Zo­nia.

			“Your grace is like one go­ing to a wed­ding,” added Marysia.

			“Maybe there will be a wed­ding,” laughed old Pakosh, “for he is go­ing to see our la­dy.”

			Be­fore the old man had stopped speak­ing the full pail dropped from the hand of Marysia, and a stream of milk flowed along till it reached the feet of Volody­ovs­ki.

			“Pay at­ten­tion to what you are hold­ing!” said Pakosh, an­gri­ly. “Gid­dy thing!”

			Marysia said noth­ing; she raised the pail and walked off in si­lence.

			Volody­ovs­ki mount­ed his horse; his two ser­vants fol­lowed him, rid­ing abreast, and the three moved on to­ward Vodok­ty. The day was beau­ti­ful. The May sun played on the breast­plate and hel­met of the colonel, so that when at a dis­tance he was gleam­ing among the wil­lows it seemed that an­oth­er sun was push­ing along the road.

			“I am cu­ri­ous to know whether I shall come back with a ring or a mel­on?” said the knight to him­self.

			“What is your grace say­ing?” asked Syruts.

			“Thou art a block­head!”

			Syruts reined in his horse, and Volody­ovs­ki con­tin­ued: “The whole luck of the mat­ter is that it is not the first time!”

			This idea gave him un­com­mon com­fort.

			When he ar­rived at Vodok­ty, Pan­na Alek­san­dra did not rec­og­nize him at the first mo­ment, and he had to re­peat his name. She greet­ed him hearti­ly, but cer­e­mo­ni­ous­ly and with a cer­tain con­straint; but he pre­sent­ed him­self be­fit­ting­ly—for though a sol­dier, not a courtier, he had still lived long at great hous­es, had been among peo­ple. He bowed to her there­fore with great re­spect, and plac­ing his hand on his heart spoke as fol­lows:—

			“I have come to in­quire about the health of my la­dy bene­fac­tress, whether some pain has not come from the fright. I ought to have done this the day af­ter, but I did not wish to give an­noy­ance.”

			“It is very kind of you to keep me in mind af­ter hav­ing saved me from such straits. Sit down, for you are a wel­come guest.”

			“My la­dy,” replied Volody­ovs­ki, “had I for­got­ten you I should not have de­served the fa­vor which God sent when he per­mit­ted me to give aid to so wor­thy a per­son.”

			“No, I ought to thank first God, and then you.”

			“Then let us both thank; for I im­plore noth­ing else than this—that he grant me to de­fend you as of­ten as need comes.”

			Pan Michael now moved his waxed mus­tach­es, which curled up high­er than his nose, for he was sat­is­fied with him­self for hav­ing gone straight in me­dias res and placed his sen­ti­ments, so to speak, on the ta­ble. She sat em­bar­rassed and silent, but beau­ti­ful as a spring day. A slight flush came on her cheeks, and she cov­ered her eyes with the long lash­es from which shad­ows fell on the pupils.

			“That con­fu­sion is a good sign,” thought Volody­ovs­ki; and cough­ing he pro­ceed­ed: “You know, I sup­pose, that I led the Lau­da men af­ter your grand­fa­ther?”

			“I know,” an­swered Olen­ka. “My late grand­fa­ther was un­able to make the last cam­paign, but he was won­der­ful­ly glad when he heard whom the vo­evo­da of Vil­na had ap­point­ed to the com­mand, and said that he knew you by rep­u­ta­tion as a splen­did sol­dier.”

			“Did he say that?”

			“I my­self heard how he praised you to the skies, and how the Lau­da men did the same af­ter the cam­paign.”

			“I am a sim­ple sol­dier, not wor­thy of be­ing ex­alt­ed to the skies, nor above oth­er men. Still I re­joice that I am not quite a stranger, for you do not think now that an un­known and un­cer­tain guest has fall­en with the last rain from the clouds. Many peo­ple are wan­der­ing about who call them­selves per­sons of high fam­i­ly and say they are in of­fice, and God knows who they are; per­haps of­ten they are not even no­bles.”

			Pan Volody­ovs­ki gave the con­ver­sa­tion this turn with the in­tent to speak of him­self and of what man­ner of man he was. Olen­ka an­swered at once—

			“No one would think that of you, for there are no­bles of the same name in Lithua­nia.”

			“But they have the seal Os­so­rya, while I am a Ko­r­chak Volody­ovs­ki and we take our ori­gin from Hun­gary from a cer­tain no­ble, Atyl­la, who while pur­sued by his en­e­mies made a vow to the Most Holy La­dy that he would turn from Pa­gan­ism to the Catholic faith if he should es­cape with his life. He kept this vow af­ter he had crossed three rivers in safe­ty—the same rivers that we bear on our shield.”

			“Then your fam­i­ly is not from those parts?”

			“No, my la­dy, I am from the Ukraine of the Rus­sian Volody­ovskis, and to this time I own vil­lages there which the en­e­my have oc­cu­pied; but I serve in the army from youth, think­ing less of land than of the harm in­flict­ed on our coun­try by strangers. I have served from the ear­li­est years with the vo­evo­da of Rus, our not suf­fi­cient­ly lament­ed Prince Yere­mi, with whom I have been in all his wars. I was at Mah­nov­ka and at Kon­stanti­noff; I en­dured the hunger of Zbaraj, and af­ter Berestechko our gra­cious lord the king pressed my head. God is my wit­ness that I have not come here to praise my­self, but de­sire that you might know, my la­dy, that I am no hang­er-on, whose work is in shout­ing and who spares his own blood, but that my life has been passed in hon­or­able ser­vice in which some lit­tle fame was won, and my con­science stained in noth­ing, so God be my aid! And to this wor­thy peo­ple can give tes­ti­mo­ny.”

			“Would that all were like you!” sighed Olen­ka.

			“Sure­ly you have now in mind that man of vi­o­lence who dared to raise his god­less hand against you.”

			Pan­na Alek­san­dra fixed her eyes on the floor, and said not a word.

			“He has re­ceived pay for his deeds,” con­tin­ued Volody­ovs­ki, “though it is said that he will re­cov­er, still he will not es­cape pun­ish­ment. All hon­or­able peo­ple con­demn him, and even too much; for they say that he had re­la­tions with the en­e­my so as to ob­tain re­in­force­ments—which is un­true, for those men with whom he at­tacked you did not come from the en­e­my, but were col­lect­ed on the high­way.”

			“How do you know that?” asked the la­dy, rais­ing her blue eyes to Volody­ovs­ki.

			“From the Cos­sacks them­selves. He is a won­der­ful man, that Kmi­ta; for when I ac­cused him of trea­son be­fore the du­el he made no de­nial, though I ac­cused him un­just­ly. It is clear that there is a dev­il­ish pride in him.”

			“And have you said ev­ery­where that he is not a traitor?”

			“I have not, for I did not know that he was not a traitor; but now I will say so. It is wrong to cast such a calum­ny even on our own great­est en­e­my.”

			Pan­na Alek­san­dra’s eyes rest­ed a sec­ond time on the lit­tle knight with an ex­pres­sion of sym­pa­thy and grat­i­tude. “You are so hon­or­able a man that your equal is rare.”

			Volody­ovs­ki fell to twitch­ing his mus­tach­es time af­ter time with con­tent­ment. “To busi­ness, Michael dear!” said he, men­tal­ly. Then aloud to the la­dy: “I will say more: I blame Pan Kmi­ta’s method, but I do not won­der that he tried to ob­tain you, my la­dy, in whose ser­vice Venus her­self might act as a maid. De­spair urged him on to an evil deed, and will sure­ly urge him a sec­ond time, should op­por­tu­ni­ty of­fer. How will you re­main alone, with such beau­ty and with­out pro­tec­tion? There are more men like Kmi­ta in the world; you will rouse more such ar­dors, and will ex­pose your hon­or to fresh per­ils. God sent me fa­vor that I was able to free you, but now the trum­pets of Gradi­vus call me. Who will watch over you? My gra­cious la­dy, they ac­cuse sol­diers of fick­le­ness, but un­just­ly. Nei­ther is my heart of rock, and it can­not re­main in­dif­fer­ent to so many ex­cel­lent charms.”

			Here Volody­ovs­ki fell on both knees be­fore Olen­ka. “My gra­cious la­dy,” said he, while kneel­ing, “I in­her­it­ed the com­mand af­ter your grand­fa­ther; let me in­her­it the grand­daugh­ter too. Give me guardian­ship over you; let me en­joy the bliss of mu­tu­al af­fec­tion. Take me as a per­pet­u­al pro­tec­tion, and you will be at rest and free from care, for though I go to the war my name it­self will de­fend you.”

			The la­dy sprang from the chair and heard Pan Volody­ovs­ki with as­ton­ish­ment; but he still spoke on:—

			“I am a poor sol­dier, but a no­ble, and a man of hon­or. I swear to you that on my shield and on my con­science not the slight­est stain can be found. I am at fault per­haps in this haste; but un­der­stand too that I am called by the coun­try, which will not yield even for you. Will you not com­fort me—will you not give me so­lace, will you not say a kind word?”

			“You ask the im­pos­si­ble. As God lives, that can­not be!” an­swered Olen­ka, with fright.

			“It de­pends on your will.”

			“For that rea­son I say no to you prompt­ly.” Here she frowned. “Wor­thy sir, I am in­debt­ed to you much, I do not de­ny it. Ask what you like, I am ready to give ev­ery­thing ex­cept my hand.”

			Pan Volody­ovs­ki rose. “Then you do not wish me, my la­dy? Is that true?”

			“I can­not.”

			“And that is your last word?”

			“The last and ir­rev­o­ca­ble word.”

			“Per­haps the haste on­ly has dis­pleased you. Give me some hope.”

			“I can­not, I can­not.”

			“Then there is no suc­cess for me here, as else­where there was none. My wor­thy la­dy, of­fer not pay for ser­vices, I have not come for that; and if I ask your hand it is not as pay, but from your own good­will. Were you to say that you give it be­cause you must, I would not take it. Where there is no free­dom there is no hap­pi­ness. You have dis­dained me. God grant that a worse do not meet you. I go from this house as I en­tered, save this that I shall not come here again. I am ac­count­ed here as no­body. Well, let it be so. Be hap­py even with that very Kmi­ta, for per­haps you are an­gry be­cause I placed a sabre be­tween you. If he seems bet­ter to you, then in truth you are not for me.”

			Olen­ka seized her tem­ples with her hands, and re­peat­ed a num­ber of times: “O God! O God! O God!”

			But that pain of hers made no im­pres­sion on Volody­ovs­ki, who, when he had bowed, went out an­gry and wrath­ful; then he mount­ed at once and rode off.

			“A foot of mine shall nev­er stand there again!” said he, aloud.

			His at­ten­dant Syruts rid­ing be­hind pushed up at once. “What does your grace say?”

			“Block­head!” an­swered Volody­ovs­ki.

			“You told me that when we were com­ing hith­er.”

			Si­lence fol­lowed; then Volody­ovs­ki be­gan to mut­ter again: “Ah, I was en­ter­tained there with in­grat­i­tude, paid for af­fec­tion with con­tempt. It will come to me sure­ly to serve in the cav­al­ry till death; that is fat­ed. Such a dev­il of a lot fell to me—ev­ery move a re­fusal! There is no jus­tice on earth. What did she find against me?”

			Here Pan Michael frowned, and be­gan to work might­i­ly with his brain; all at once he slapped his leg with his hand. “I know now,” shout­ed he; “she loves that fel­low yet—it can­not be oth­er­wise.”

			But this idea did not clear his face. “So much the worse for me,” thought he, af­ter a while; “for if she loves him yet, she will not stop lov­ing him. He has al­ready done his worst. He may go to war, win glo­ry, re­pair his rep­u­ta­tion. And it is not right to hin­der him; he should rather be aid­ed, for that is a ser­vice to the coun­try. He is a good sol­dier, ’tis true. But how did he fas­ci­nate her so? Who can tell? Some have such for­tune that if one of them looks on a wom­an she is ready to fol­low him in­to fire. If a man on­ly knew how this is done or could get some cap­tive spir­it, per­haps he might ef­fect some­thing. Mer­it has no weight with a fair head. Pan Za­glo­ba said wise­ly that a fox and a wom­an are the most treach­er­ous crea­tures alive. But I grieve that all is lost. Oh, she is a ter­ri­bly beau­ti­ful wom­an, and hon­or­able and vir­tu­ous, as they say; am­bi­tious as the dev­il—that’s ev­i­dent. Who knows that she will mar­ry him though she loves him, for he has of­fend­ed and dis­ap­point­ed her sore­ly. He might have won her in peace, but he chose to be law­less. She is will­ing to re­sign ev­ery­thing—mar­riage and chil­dren. It is griev­ous for me, but maybe it is worse for her, poor thing!”

			Here Volody­ovs­ki fell in­to a fit of ten­der­ness over the fate of Olen­ka, and be­gan to rack his brain and smack his lips. At last he said—

			“May God aid her! I have no ill feel­ing against her! It is not the first re­fusal for me, but for her it is the first suf­fer­ing. The poor wom­an can scarce­ly re­cov­er now from sor­rows. I have put out her eyes with this Kmi­ta, and be­sides have giv­en her gall to drink. It was not right to do that, and I must re­pair the wrong. I wish bul­lets had struck me, for I have act­ed rude­ly. I will write a let­ter ask­ing for­give­ness, and then help her in what way I can.”

			Fur­ther thoughts con­cern­ing Pan Kmi­ta were in­ter­rupt­ed by the at­ten­dant Syruts, who rid­ing for­ward again said: “Par­don, but over there on the hill is Pan Khar­lamp rid­ing with some­one else.”

			“Where?”

			“Over there!”

			“It is true that two horse­men are vis­i­ble, but Pan Khar­lamp re­mained with the prince vo­evo­da of Vil­na. How dost thou know him so far away?”

			“By his cream-col­ored horse. The whole ar­ray knows that horse any­where.”

			“As true as I live, there is a cream-col­ored horse in view, but it may be some oth­er man’s horse.”

			“When I rec­og­nize the gait, it is sure­ly Pan Khar­lamp.”

			They spurred on; the oth­er horse­men did the same, and soon Volody­ovs­ki saw that Pan Khar­lamp was in fact ap­proach­ing.

			Pan Khar­lamp was the lieu­tenant of a light-horse squadron in the Lithua­ni­an quo­ta. Pan Volody­ovs­ki’s ac­quain­tance of long stand­ing, an old sol­dier and a good one. Once he and the lit­tle knight had quar­relled fierce­ly, but af­ter­ward while serv­ing to­geth­er and cam­paign­ing they ac­quired a love for each oth­er. Volody­ovs­ki sprang for­ward quick­ly, and open­ing his arms cried—

			“How do you pros­per, O Great-nose? Whence do you come?”

			The of­fi­cer—who in truth de­served the nick­name of Great-nose, for he had a mighty nose—fell in­to the em­braces of the colonel, and greet­ed him joy­ous­ly; then af­ter he had re­cov­ered his breath, he said, “I have come to you with a com­mis­sion and mon­ey.”

			“But from whom?”

			“From the prince vo­evo­da of Vil­na, our het­man. He sends you a com­mis­sion to be­gin a levy at once, and an­oth­er com­mis­sion to Pan Kmi­ta, who must be in this neigh­bor­hood.”

			“To Pan Kmi­ta al­so? How shall we both make a levy in one neigh­bor­hood?”

			“He is to go to Tro­ki, and you to re­main in these parts.”

			“How did you know where to look for me?”

			“The het­man him­self in­quired care­ful­ly till the peo­ple from this place who have re­mained near him told where to find you. I came with sure in­for­ma­tion. You are in great and con­tin­u­al fa­vor there. I have heard the prince him­self say that he had not hoped to in­her­it any­thing from Prince Yere­mi, but still he did in­her­it the great­est of knights.”

			“May God grant him to in­her­it the mil­i­tary suc­cess of Yere­mi! It is a great hon­or for me to con­duct a levy. I will set about it at once. There is no lack of war­like peo­ple here, if there was on­ly some­thing with which to give them an out­fit. Have you brought much mon­ey?”

			“You will count it at Pat­suneli.”

			“So you have been there al­ready? But be care­ful; for there are shape­ly girls in Pat­suneli, like pop­pies in a gar­den.”

			“Ah, that is why stop­ping there pleased you! But wait, I have a pri­vate let­ter from the het­man to you.”

			“Then give it.”

			Khar­lamp drew forth a let­ter with the small seal of the Radzivills. Volody­ovs­ki opened it and be­gan to read:—

			
				Wor­thy Colonel Pan Volody­ovs­ki—Know­ing your sin­cere wish to serve the coun­try, I send you a com­mis­sion to make a levy, and not as is usu­al­ly done, but with great haste, for per­icu­lum in mo­ra (there is dan­ger in de­lay). If you wish to give us joy, then let the squadron be mus­tered and ready for the cam­paign by the end of Ju­ly, or the mid­dle of Au­gust at the lat­est. We are anx­ious to know how you can find good hors­es, es­pe­cial­ly since we send mon­ey spar­ing­ly, for more we could not ham­mer from the un­der-trea­sur­er, who af­ter his old fash­ion is un­friend­ly to us. Give one half of this mon­ey to Pan Kmi­ta, for whom Pan Khar­lamp has al­so a com­mis­sion. We hope that he will serve us zeal­ous­ly. But tid­ings have come to our ears of his vi­o­lence in Upi­ta, there­fore it is bet­ter for you to take the let­ter di­rect­ed to him from Khar­lamp, and dis­cov­er your­self whether to de­liv­er it to him or not. Should you con­sid­er the ac­cu­sa­tions against him too great, and cre­at­ing in­famy, then do not give it, for we are afraid lest our en­e­mies—such as the un­der-trea­sur­er, and the vo­evo­da of Vi­tyeb­sk—might raise out­cries against us be­cause we com­mit such func­tions to un­wor­thy per­sons. But if you give the let­ter af­ter hav­ing found that there is noth­ing im­por­tant, let Pan Kmi­ta en­deav­or to wipe away his faults by the great­est ex­er­tion in ser­vice, and in no case to ap­pear in the courts, for he be­longs to our het­man’s ju­ris­dic­tion—we and no one else will judge him. Pay at­ten­tion to our charge at once, in view of the con­fi­dence which we have in your judg­ment and faith­ful ser­vice.

				
					Yanush Radzivill,

					Prince in Bir­ji and Du­bin­ki, Vo­evo­da of Vil­na.

				
			

			“The het­man is ter­ri­bly anx­ious about hors­es for you,” said Khar­lamp, when the lit­tle knight had fin­ished read­ing.

			“It will sure­ly be dif­fi­cult in the mat­ter of hors­es,” an­swered Volody­ovs­ki. “A great num­ber of the small no­bil­i­ty here will ral­ly at the first sum­mons, but they have on­ly wretch­ed lit­tle Jmud ponies, not very ca­pa­ble of ser­vice. For a good cam­paign it would be need­ful to give them all fresh hors­es.”

			“Those are good hors­es; I know them of old, won­der­ful­ly en­dur­ing and ac­tive.”

			“Bah!” re­spond­ed Volody­ovs­ki, “but small, and the men here are large. If they should form in line on such hors­es, you would think them a squadron mount­ed on dogs. There is where the rub is. I will work with zeal, for I am in haste my­self. Leave Kmi­ta’s com­mis­sion with me, as the het­man com­mands; I will give it to him. It has come just in sea­son.”

			“But why?”

			“For he has act­ed here in Tar­tar fash­ion and tak­en a la­dy cap­tive. There are as many law­suits and ques­tions hang­ing over him as he has hairs on his head. It is not a week since I had a sabre-du­el with him.”

			“Ai!” cried Khar­lamp. “If you had a sabre-du­el with him, he is in bed at this mo­ment.”

			“But he is bet­ter al­ready. In a week or two he will be well. What is to be heard de pub­li­cis?”

			“Evil in the old fash­ion. The un­der-trea­sur­er, Pan Gosyevs­ki, the full het­man, is ev­er quar­relling with the prince; and as the het­mans do not agree, af­fairs do not move in har­mo­ny. Still we have im­proved a lit­tle, and I think that if we had con­cord we might man­age the en­e­my. God will per­mit us yet to ride on their necks to their own land. Gosyevs­ki is to blame for all.”

			“But oth­ers say it is spe­cial­ly the grand het­man, Prince Radzivill.”

			“They are traitors. The vo­evo­da of Vi­tyeb­sk talks that way, for he and the un­der-trea­sur­er are cronies this long time.”

			“The vo­evo­da of Vi­tyeb­sk is a wor­thy cit­i­zen.”

			“Are you on the side of Sapye­ha against the Radzivills?”

			“I am on the side of the coun­try, on whose side all should be. In this is the evil—that even sol­diers are di­vid­ed in­to par­ties, in­stead of fight­ing. That Sapye­ha is a wor­thy cit­i­zen, I would say in the pres­ence of the prince him­self, even though I serve un­der him.”

			“Good peo­ple have striv­en to bring about har­mo­ny, but with no re­sult,” said Khar­lamp. “There is a ter­ri­ble move­ment of mes­sen­gers from the king to our prince. They say that some­thing is hatch­ing. We ex­pect­ed with the vis­it of the king a call of the gen­er­al mili­tia; it has not come! They say that it may be nec­es­sary in some places.”

			“In the Ukraine, for in­stance.”

			“I know. But once Lieu­tenant Bro­hvich told what he heard with his own ears. Tyzen­hauz came from the king to our het­man, and when they had shut them­selves in they talked a long time about some­thing which Bro­hvich could not over­hear; but when they came out, with his own ears he heard the het­man say, ‘From this a new war may come.’ We racked our heads great­ly to find what this could mean.”

			“Sure­ly he was mis­tak­en. With whom could there be a new war? The em­per­or is more friend­ly to us now than to our en­e­mies, since it is prop­er for him to take the side of a civ­i­lized peo­ple. With the Swedes the truce is not yet at an end, and will not be for six years; the Tar­tars are help­ing us in the Ukraine, which they would not do with­out the will of Tur­key.”

			“Well, we could not get at any­thing.”

			“For there was noth­ing. But, praise God, I have fresh work; I be­gan to yearn for war.”

			“Do you wish to car­ry the com­mis­sion your­self to Kmi­ta?”

			“I do, be­cause, as I have told you, the het­man has so or­dered. It is prop­er for me to vis­it Kmi­ta now ac­cord­ing to knight­ly cus­tom, and hav­ing the com­mis­sion I shall have a still bet­ter chance to talk with him. Whether I give the com­mis­sion is an­oth­er thing; I think that I shall, for it is left to my dis­cre­tion.”

			“That suits me; I am in such haste for the road. I have a third com­mis­sion to Pan Stankye­vich. Next I am com­mand­ed to go to Kyedani, to re­move the can­non which are there; then to in­spect Bir­ji and see if ev­ery­thing is ready for de­fence.”

			“And to Bir­ji too?”

			“Yes.”

			“That is a won­der to me. The en­e­my have won no new vic­to­ries, and it is far for them to go to Bir­ji on the bound­ary of Cour­land. And since, as I see, new squadrons are be­ing formed, there will be men to de­fend even those parts which have fall­en un­der the pow­er of the en­e­my. The Cour­lan­ders do not think of war with us. They are good sol­diers, but few; and Radzivill might put the breath out of them with one hand.”

			“I won­der too,” an­swered Khar­lamp, “all the more that haste is en­joined on me, and in­struc­tions giv­en that if I find any­thing out of or­der I am to in­form quick­ly Prince Bo­guslav Radzivill, who is to send Pe­ter­son the en­gi­neer.”

			“What can this mean? I hope ’tis no ques­tion of do­mes­tic war. May God pre­serve us from that! But when Prince Bo­guslav touch­es an af­fair the dev­il will come of the amuse­ment.”

			“Say noth­ing against him; he is a valiant man.”

			“I say noth­ing against his val­or, but there is more of the Ger­man or French­man in him than the Pole. And of the Com­mon­wealth he nev­er thinks; his on­ly thought is how to raise the house of Radzivill to the high­est point and low­er all oth­ers. He is the man who rous­es pride in the vo­evo­da of Vil­na, our het­man, who of him­self has no lack of it; and those quar­rels with Sapye­ha and Gosyevs­ki are the tree and the fruit of Prince Bo­guslav’s plant­ing.”

			“I see that you are a great states­man. You should mar­ry, Michael dear, as soon as pos­si­ble, so that such wis­dom is not lost.”

			Volody­ovs­ki looked very at­ten­tive­ly at his com­rade. “Mar­ry—why is that?”

			“Maybe you are go­ing court­ing, for I see that you are dressed as on pa­rade.”

			“Give us peace!”

			“Oh, own up!”

			“Let each man eat his own mel­ons, not in­quire about those of oth­er men. You too have eat­en more than one. It is just the time now to think of mar­riage when we have a levy on our hands!”

			“Will you be ready in Ju­ly?”

			“At the end of Ju­ly, even if I have to dig hors­es out of the ground. Thank God that this task has come, or melan­choly would have de­voured me.”

			So tid­ings from the het­man and the prospect of heavy work gave great con­so­la­tion to Pan Michael; and be­fore he reached Pat­suneli, he had scarce­ly a thought of the re­buff which had met him an hour be­fore. News of the com­mis­sion flew quick­ly through the whole vil­lage. The no­bles came straight­way to in­quire if the news was true; and when Volody­ovs­ki con­firmed it, his words made a great im­pres­sion. The readi­ness was uni­ver­sal, though some were trou­bled be­cause they would have to march at the end of Ju­ly be­fore har­vest. Volody­ovs­ki sent mes­sen­gers to oth­er neigh­bor­hoods—to Upi­ta, and to the most con­sid­er­able no­ble hous­es. In the evening a num­ber of Butryms, Stakyans, and Do­ma­she­vich­es came.

			They be­gan to in­cite one an­oth­er, show greater readi­ness, threat­en the en­e­my, and prom­ise vic­to­ry to them­selves. The Butryms alone were silent; but that was not tak­en ill, for it was known that they would rise as one man. Next day it was as noisy in all the vil­lages as in bee­hives. Peo­ple talked no more of Pan Kmi­ta and Pan­na Alek­san­dra, but of the fu­ture cam­paign. Volody­ovs­ki al­so for­gave Olen­ka sin­cere­ly the re­fusal, com­fort­ing him­self mean­while in his heart that that was not the last one, as the love was not the last. At the same time he pon­dered some­what on what he had to do with the let­ter to Kmi­ta.

		
	
		
			X

			A time of se­ri­ous la­bor be­gan now for Volody­ovs­ki—of let­ter-writ­ing and jour­ney­ing. The week fol­low­ing he trans­ferred his head­quar­ters to Upi­ta, where he be­gan the levy. The no­bles flocked to him will­ing­ly, both great and small, for he had a wide rep­u­ta­tion. But es­pe­cial­ly came the Lau­da men, for whom hors­es had to be pro­vid­ed. Volody­ovs­ki hur­ried around as if in boil­ing wa­ter; but since he was ac­tive and spared no pains, ev­ery­thing went on suc­cess­ful­ly enough. Mean­while he vis­it­ed in Lyu­bich Pan Kmi­ta, who had ad­vanced con­sid­er­ably to­ward health; and though he had not risen yet from his bed, it was known that he would re­cov­er.

			Kmi­ta rec­og­nized the knight at once, and turned a lit­tle pale at sight of him. Even his hand moved in­vol­un­tar­i­ly to­ward the sabre above his head; but he checked him­self when he saw a smile on the face of his guest, put forth his thin hand, and said—

			“I thank you for the vis­it. This is cour­tesy wor­thy of such a cav­a­lier.”

			“I have come to in­quire if you cher­ish ill feel­ing against me,” said Pan Michael.

			“I have no ill feel­ing; for no com­mon man over­came me, but a swords­man of the first de­gree. Hard­ly have I es­caped.”

			“And how is your health?”

			“It is sure­ly a won­der to you that I have come out alive. I con­fess my­self that it is no small ex­ploit.” Here Kmi­ta laughed. “Well, the af­fair is not lost. You may fin­ish me at your plea­sure.”

			“I have not come with such in­tent—”

			“You must be the dev­il,” in­ter­rupt­ed Kmi­ta, “or must have a cap­tive spir­it. God knows I am far from self-praise at this mo­ment, for I am re­turn­ing from the oth­er world; but be­fore meet­ing you I thought, ‘If I am not the best sabre in the Com­mon­wealth, I am the sec­ond.’ But I could not have ward­ed off the first blow if you had not wished it. Tell me where did you learn so much?”

			“I had some lit­tle in­nate ca­pac­i­ty, and my fa­ther taught me from boy­hood. He said many a time, ‘God has giv­en you in­signif­i­cant stature; if men do not fear you, they will laugh at you.’ Lat­er on, while serv­ing with the vo­evo­da of Rus, I fin­ished my course. With him were a few men who could stand bold­ly be­fore me.”

			“But could there be such?”

			“There could, for there were. There was Pan Pod­bip­i­en­ta, a Lithua­ni­an of high birth, who fell at Zbaraj—the Lord light his soul!—a man of such strength that there were no means to stop him, for he could cut through op­po­nent and weapons. Then there was Skshetus­ki, my heart­felt friend and con­fi­dant, of whom you must have heard.”

			“Of course! He came out of Zbaraj, and burst through the Cos­sacks. So you are of such a brace, and a man of Zbaraj! With the fore­head! with the fore­head! Wait a mo­ment; I have heard of you at the cas­tle of Radzivill, vo­evo­da of Vil­na. Your name is Michael?”

			“Ex­act­ly; I am Michael. My first name is Yerzi; but since Saint Michael leads the whole host of heav­en, and has gamed so many vic­to­ries over the ban­ners of hell, I pre­fer him as a pa­tron.”

			“It is sure that Yerzi is not equal to Michael. Then you are that same Volody­ovs­ki of whom it is said that he cut up Bo­gun?”

			“I am he.”

			“Well, to re­ceive a slash on the head from such a man is not a mis­for­tune. If God would grant us to be friends! You called me a traitor, ’tis true, but you were mis­tak­en.” When he said this, Kmi­ta frowned as if his wound caused him pain again.

			“I con­fess my mis­take,” an­swered Volody­ovs­ki. “I do not learn that from you; your men told me. And know that if I had not learned it I should not have come here.”

			“Tongues have cut me and cut me,” said Kmi­ta, with bit­ter­ness. “Let come what may, I con­fess more than one mark is against me; but in this neigh­bor­hood men have re­ceived me un­gra­cious­ly.”

			“You in­jured your­self most by burn­ing Vol­montovichi, and by the last seizure.”

			“Now they are crush­ing me with law­suits. I am sum­moned to courts. They will not give a sick man time to re­cov­er. I burned Vol­montovichi, ’tis true, and cut down some peo­ple; but let God judge me if I did that from caprice. The same night, be­fore the burn­ing I made a vow to live with all men in peace, to at­tract to my­self these home­spuns around here, to sat­is­fy the bass­wood barks in Upi­ta, for there I re­al­ly played the tyrant. I re­turned to my house, and what did I find? I found my com­rades cut up like cat­tle, ly­ing at the wall. When I learned that the Butryms had done this, the dev­il en­tered me, and I took stern vengeance. Would you be­lieve why they were cut up, why they were slaugh­tered? I learned my­self lat­er from one of the Butryms, whom I found in the woods. Be­hold, it was for this—that they want­ed to dance with the wom­en of the no­bles in a pub­lic house! Who would not have tak­en vengeance?”

			“My wor­thy sir,” an­swered Volody­ovs­ki, “it is true that they act­ed se­vere­ly with your com­rades; but was it the no­bles who killed them? No; their pre­vi­ous rep­u­ta­tion killed them—that which they brought with them; for if or­der­ly sol­diers had wished to dance, sure­ly they would not have slain them.”

			“Poor fel­lows!” said Kmi­ta, fol­low­ing his own thoughts, “while I was ly­ing here now in a fever, they came in ev­ery evening through that door from the room out­side. I saw them around this bed as if liv­ing, blue, hacked up, and groan­ing con­tin­u­al­ly, ‘Yen­drus! give mon­ey to have a Mass for our souls; we are in tor­ments!’ Then I tell you the hair stood on my head, for the smell of sul­phur from them was in the room. I gave mon­ey for a Mass. Oh, may it help them!”

			A mo­ment of si­lence then fol­lowed.

			“As to the car­ry­ing off,” con­tin­ued Kmi­ta, “no one could have told you about that; for in truth she saved my life when the no­bles were hunt­ing me, but af­ter­ward she or­dered me to de­part and not show my­self be­fore her eyes. What was there left for me af­ter that?”

			“Still it was a Tar­tar method.”

			“You know not what love is, and to what de­spair it may bring a man when he los­es that which he prizes most dear­ly.”

			“I know not what love is?” cried Volody­ovs­ki, with ex­cite­ment. “From the time that I be­gan to car­ry a sabre I was in love. It is true that the ob­ject changed, for I was nev­er re­ward­ed with a re­turn. Were it not for that, there could have been no Troilus more faith­ful than I.”

			“What kind of love can that be when the ob­ject is chang­ing?” said Kmi­ta.

			“I will tell you some­thing else which I saw with my own eyes. In the first pe­ri­od of the Hmel­nit­s­ki af­fair, Bo­gun, the same who next to Hmel­nit­s­ki has now the high­est re­spect of the Cos­sacks, car­ried off Princess Kurt­se­vich, a maid­en loved by Skshetus­ki above all things. That was a love! The whole army was weep­ing in view of Skshetus­ki’s de­spair; for his beard at some years be­yond twen­ty grew gray, and can you guess what he did?”

			“I have no means of know­ing.”

			“Well, be­cause the coun­try was in need, in hu­mil­i­a­tion, be­cause the ter­ri­ble Hmel­nit­s­ki was tri­umph­ing, he did not go to seek the girl. He of­fered his suf­fer­ing to God, and fought un­der Prince Yere­mi in all the bat­tles, in­clud­ing Zbaraj, and cov­ered him­self with such glo­ry that to­day all re­peat his name with re­spect. Com­pare his ac­tion with your own and see the dif­fer­ence.”

			Kmi­ta was silent, gnawed his mus­tache. Volody­ovs­ki con­tin­ued—

			“Then God re­ward­ed and gave him the maid­en. They mar­ried im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter Zbaraj, and now have three chil­dren, though he has not ceased to serve. But you by mak­ing dis­tur­bance have giv­en aid to the en­e­my and al­most lost your own life, not to men­tion that a few days ago you might have lost the la­dy for­ev­er.”

			“How is that?” asked Kmi­ta, sit­ting up in the bed; “what hap­pened to her?”

			“Noth­ing; but there was found a man who asked for her hand and want­ed to mar­ry her.”

			Kmi­ta grew very pale; his hol­low eyes be­gan to shoot flames. He want­ed to rise, even strug­gled for a mo­ment; then cried, “Who was this dev­il’s son? By the liv­ing God, tell me!”

			“I,” said Pan Volody­ovs­ki.

			“You—you?” asked Kmi­ta, with as­ton­ish­ment, “Is it pos­si­ble?”

			“It is.”

			“Traitor! that will not go with you! But she—what—tell me ev­ery­thing. Did she ac­cept?”

			“She re­fused me on the spot, with­out think­ing.”

			A mo­ment of si­lence fol­lowed. Kmi­ta breathed heav­i­ly, and fixed his eyes on Volody­ovs­ki, who said—

			“Why call me traitor? Am I your broth­er or your best man? Have I bro­ken faith with you? I con­quered you in bat­tle, and could have done what I liked.”

			“In old fash­ion one of us would seal this with his blood—if not with a sabre, with a gun. I would shoot you; then let the dev­ils take me.”

			“Then you would have shot me, for if she had not re­fused I should not have ac­cept­ed a sec­ond du­el. What had I to fight for? Do you know why she re­fused me?”

			“Why?” re­peat­ed Kmi­ta, like an echo.

			“Be­cause she loves you.”

			That was more than the ex­haust­ed strength of the sick man could bear. His head fell on the pil­lows, a co­pi­ous sweat came out on his fore­head, and he lay there in si­lence.

			“I am ter­ri­bly weak,” said he, af­ter a while. “How do you know that she loves me?”

			“Be­cause I have eyes and see, be­cause I have rea­son and ob­serve; just af­ter I had re­ceived the re­fusal my head be­came clear. To be­gin with, when af­ter the du­el I came to tell her that she was free, for I had slain you, she was dazed, and in­stead of show­ing grat­i­tude she ig­nored me en­tire­ly; sec­ond, when the Do­ma­she­vich­es were bring­ing you in, she car­ried your head like a moth­er; and third, be­cause when I vis­it­ed her, she re­ceived me as if some­one were giv­ing me a slap in the face. If these ex­pla­na­tions are not suf­fi­cient, it is be­cause your rea­son is shak­en and your mind im­paired.”

			“If that is true,” said Kmi­ta, with a fee­ble voice, “many plas­ters are put on my wounds; bet­ter bal­sam than your words there could not be.”

			“But a traitor ap­plies this bal­sam.”

			“Oh, for­give me! Such hap­pi­ness can­not find place in my mind, that she has a wish for me still.”

			“I said that she loves you; I did not say that she has a wish for you—that is al­to­geth­er dif­fer­ent.”

			“If she has no wish for me, I will break my head against the wall; I can­not help it.”

			“You might if you had a sin­cere de­sire of ef­fac­ing your faults. There is war now; you may go, you may ren­der im­por­tant ser­vices to our dear coun­try, you may win glo­ry with brav­ery, and mend your rep­u­ta­tion. Who is with­out fault? Who has no sin on his con­science? Ev­ery­one has. But the road to penance and cor­rec­tion is open to all. You sinned through vi­o­lence, then avoid it hence­forth; you of­fend­ed against the coun­try by rais­ing dis­tur­bance in time of war, save the coun­try now; you com­mit­ted wrongs against men, make repa­ra­tion for them. This is a bet­ter and a sur­er way for you than break­ing your head.”

			Kmi­ta looked at­ten­tive­ly at Volody­ovs­ki; then said, “You speak like a sin­cere friend of mine.”

			“I am not your friend, but in truth I am not your en­e­my; and I am sor­ry for that la­dy, though she re­fused me and I said a sharp word to her in part­ing. I shall not hang my­self by rea­son of the re­fusal; it is not the first for me, and I am not ac­cus­tomed to trea­sure up of­fences. If I per­suade you to the right road, that will be to the coun­try a ser­vice on my part, for you are a good and ex­pe­ri­enced sol­dier.”

			“Is there time for me to re­turn to this road? How many sum­mons­es are wait­ing for me? I shall have to go from the bed to the court—un­less I flee hence, and I do not wish to do that. How many sum­mons­es, and ev­ery case a sure sen­tence of con­dem­na­tion!”

			“Look, here is a rem­e­dy!” said Volody­ovs­ki, tak­ing out the com­mis­sion.

			“A com­mis­sion!” cried Kmi­ta; “for whom?”

			“For you! You need not ap­pear at any court, for you are in the het­man’s ju­ris­dic­tion. Hear what the prince vo­evo­da writes me.”

			Volody­ovs­ki read to Kmi­ta the pri­vate let­ter of Radzivill, drew breath, moved his mus­tach­es, and said, “Here, as you see, it de­pends on me ei­ther to give you the com­mis­sion or to re­tain it.”

			Un­cer­tain­ty, alarm, and hope were re­flect­ed on Kmi­ta’s face. “What will you do?” asked he, in a low voice.

			“I will give the com­mis­sion,” said Volody­ovs­ki.

			Kmi­ta said noth­ing at first; he dropped his head on the pil­low, and looked some time at the ceil­ing. Sud­den­ly his eyes be­gan to grow moist; and tears, un­known guests in those eyes, were hang­ing on the lash­es.

			“May I be torn with hors­es,” said he at last, “may I be pulled out of my skin, if I have seen a more hon­or­able man! If through me you have re­ceived a re­fusal—if Olen­ka, as you say, loves me—an­oth­er would have tak­en vengeance all the more, would have pushed me down deep­er; but you give your hand and draw me forth as it were from the grave.”

			“Be­cause I will not sac­ri­fice to per­son­al in­ter­ests the coun­try, to which you may ren­der no­table ser­vice. But I say that if you had ob­tained those Cos­sacks from Tru­bet­skoi or Ho­v­an­s­ki, I should have kept the com­mis­sion. It is your whole for­tune that you did not do that.”

			“It is for oth­ers to take an ex­am­ple from you,” said Kmi­ta. “Give me your hand. God per­mit me to re­pay you with some good, for you have bound me in life and in death.”

			“Well, we will speak of that lat­er. Now lis­ten! There is no need of ap­pear­ing be­fore any court, but go to work. If you will ren­der ser­vice to the Com­mon­wealth, these no­bles will for­give you, for they are very sen­si­tive to the hon­or of the State. You may blot out your of­fences yet, win rep­u­ta­tion, walk in glo­ry as in sun­light, and I know of one la­dy who will give you a life­long re­ward.”

			“Hei!” cried Kmi­ta, in ec­sta­sy, “why should I rot here in bed when the en­e­my is tram­pling the coun­try? Hei! is there any­one there? Come, boy, give me my boots; come hith­er! May the thun­der­bolts strike me in this bed if I stay here longer in use­less­ness!”

			Volody­ovs­ki smiled with sat­is­fac­tion and said, “Your spir­it is stronger than your body, for the body is not able to serve you yet.”

			When he had said this he be­gan to take farewell; but Kmi­ta would not let him go, thanked him, and wished to treat him with wine. In fact, it was well to­ward evening when the lit­tle knight left Lyu­bich and di­rect­ed his course to Vodok­ty.

			“I will re­ward her in the best fash­ion for her sharp word,” said he to him­self, “when I tell her that Kmi­ta will rise, not on­ly from his bed, but from evil fame. He is not ru­ined yet, on­ly very pas­sion­ate. I shall com­fort her won­der­ful­ly too, and I think she will meet me bet­ter this time than when I of­fered my­self to her.”

			Here our hon­est Pan Michael sighed and mut­tered: “Could it be known that there is one in the world pre­des­tined to me?”

			In the midst of such med­i­ta­tions he came to Vodok­ty. The tow­head­ed man of Jmud ran out to the gate, but made no hur­ry to open; he on­ly said—

			“The heiress is not at home.”

			“Has she gone away?”

			“She has gone away.”

			“Whith­er?”

			“Who knows?”

			“When will she come back?”

			“Who knows?”

			“Speak in hu­man fash­ion. Did she not say when she would re­turn?”

			“Maybe she will not re­turn at all, for she went away with wag­ons and bags. From that I think she has gone far for a long time.”

			“Is that true?” mut­tered Pan Michael. “See what I have done!”

		
	
		
			XI

			Usu­al­ly when the warm rays of the sun be­gin to break through the win­try veil of clouds, and when the first buds ap­pear on the trees and the green fleece spreads over the damp fields, a bet­ter hope en­ters the hearts of men. But the spring of 1655 brought not the usu­al com­fort to the af­flict­ed in­hab­i­tants of the Com­mon­wealth. The en­tire east­ern bound­ary, from the north to the wilder­ness on the south, was bound as it were by a bor­der of flame; and the spring tor­rents could not quench the con­fla­gra­tion, but that bor­der grew wider con­tin­u­al­ly and oc­cu­pied broad­er re­gions. And be­sides there ap­peared in the sky signs of evil omen, an­nounc­ing still greater de­feats and mis­for­tunes. Time af­ter time from the clouds which swept over the heav­ens were formed as it were lofty tow­ers like the flanks of fortress­es, which af­ter­ward rolled down with a crash. Thun­der­bolts struck the earth while it was still cov­ered with snow, pinewoods be­came yel­low, and the limbs of trees crossed one an­oth­er in strange sick­ly fig­ures; wild beasts and birds fell down and died from un­known dis­eases. Fi­nal­ly, strange spots were seen on the sun, hav­ing the form of a hand hold­ing an ap­ple, of a heart pierced through, and a cross. The minds of men were dis­turbed more and more; monks were lost in cal­cu­lat­ing what these signs might mean. A won­der­ful kind of dis­qui­et seized all hearts.

			New and sud­den wars were fore­told, God knows from what source. An omi­nous re­port be­gan to cir­cu­late from mouth to mouth in vil­lages and towns that a tem­pest was com­ing from the side of the Swedes. Ap­par­ent­ly noth­ing seemed to con­firm this re­port, for the truce con­clud­ed with Swe­den had six years yet to run; and still peo­ple spoke of the dan­ger of war, even at the Di­et, which Yan Kaz­imir the king had called on May 19 in War­saw.

			Anx­ious eyes were turned more and more to Great Poland, on which the storm would come first. Leshchyn­s­ki, the vo­evo­da of Lenchyt­sk, and Naru­she­vich, chief sec­re­tary of Lithua­nia, went on an em­bassy to Swe­den; but their de­par­ture, in­stead of qui­et­ing the alarmed, in­creased still more the dis­qui­et.

			“That em­bassy smells of war,” wrote Yanush Radzivill.

			“If a storm were not threat­en­ing from that di­rec­tion, why were they sent?” asked oth­ers.

			Kanazyl, the first am­bas­sador, had bare­ly re­turned from Stock­holm; but it was to be seen clear­ly that he had done noth­ing, since im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter him im­por­tant sen­a­tors were sent.

			How­ev­er peo­ple of more judg­ment did not be­lieve yet in the pos­si­bil­i­ty of war. “The Com­mon­wealth,” said they, “has giv­en no cause, and the truce en­dures in full va­lid­i­ty. How could oaths be bro­ken, the most sa­cred agree­ments vi­o­lat­ed, and a harm­less neigh­bor at­tacked in rob­ber fash­ion? Be­sides, Swe­den re­mem­bers the wounds in­flict­ed by the Pol­ish sabre at Kirch­holm and Put­sk; and Gus­tavus Adol­phus, who in west­ern Eu­rope found not his equal, yield­ed a num­ber of times to Pan Konyet­spol­s­ki. The Swedes will not ex­pose such great mil­i­tary glo­ry won in the world to un­cer­tain haz­ard be­fore an op­po­nent against whom they have nev­er been able to stand in the field. It is true that the Com­mon­wealth is ex­haust­ed and weak­ened by war; but Prus­sia and Great Poland, which in the last wars did not suf­fer at all, will of them­selves be able to drive that hun­gry peo­ple be­yond the sea to their bar­ren rocks. There will be no war.”

			To this alarmists an­swered again that even be­fore the Di­et at War­saw coun­sel was tak­en by ad­vice of the king at the pro­vin­cial di­et in Grod­no con­cern­ing the de­fence of the bound­ary of Great Poland, and tax­es and sol­diers as­signed, which would not have been done un­less dan­ger was near.

			And so minds were wa­ver­ing be­tween fear and hope; a griev­ous un­cer­tain­ty weighed down the spir­its of peo­ple, when sud­den­ly an end was put to it by the procla­ma­tion of Bo­guslav Leshchyn­s­ki, com­man­der in Great Poland, sum­mon­ing the gen­er­al mili­tia of the prov­inces of Poz­nan and Kalisk for the de­fence of the bound­aries against the im­pend­ing Swedish storm.

			Ev­ery doubt van­ished. The shout, “War!” was heard through­out Great Poland and all the lands of the Com­mon­wealth.

			That was not on­ly a war, but a new war. Hmel­nit­s­ki, re­in­forced by Bu­turlin, was rag­ing in the south and the east; Ho­v­an­s­ki and Tru­bet­skoi on the north and east; the Swede was ap­proach­ing from the west! The fiery bor­der had be­come a fiery wheel.

			The coun­try was like a be­sieged camp; and in the camp evil was hap­pen­ing. One traitor, Radzey­ovs­ki, had fled from it, and was in the tent of the in­vaders. He was guid­ing them to ready spoil, he was point­ing out the weak sides; it was his work to tempt the gar­risons. And in ad­di­tion there was no lack of ill will and en­vy—no lack of mag­nates quar­relling among them­selves or an­gry with the king by rea­son of of­fices re­fused, and ready at any mo­ment to sac­ri­fice the cause of the na­tion to their own pri­vate prof­it; there was no lack of dis­si­dents wish­ing to cel­e­brate their own tri­umph even on the grave of the fa­ther­land; and a still greater num­ber was there of the dis­or­der­ly, the heed­less, the sloth­ful, and of those who were in love with them­selves, their own ease and well be­ing.

			Still Great Poland, a coun­try wealthy and hith­er­to un­touched by war, did not spare at least mon­ey for de­fence. Towns and vil­lages of no­bles fur­nished as many in­fantry as were as­signed to them; and be­fore the no­bles moved in their own per­sons to the camp many-col­ored reg­i­ments of land in­fantry had moved thith­er un­der the lead­er­ship of cap­tains ap­point­ed by the pro­vin­cial di­et from among men ex­pe­ri­enced in the art of war.

			Tan Stanislav Dem­bin­s­ki led the land troops of Poz­nan, Pan Vla­dyslav Vlostovs­ki those of Kost­sian, and Pan Golts, a fa­mous sol­dier and en­gi­neer, those of Valets. The peas­ants of Kalisk were com­mand­ed by Pan Stanislav Skshetus­ki, from a stock of valiant war­riors, a cousin of the fa­mous Yan from Zbaraj. Pan Katsper Jyh­lin­s­ki led the millers and bailiffs of Konin. From Pyz­dri marched Pan Stanislav Yarachevs­ki, who had spent his youth in for­eign wars; from Kt­sy­na, Pan Py­otr Sko­ra­shevs­ki, and from Naklo, Pan Koslet­s­ki. But in mil­i­tary ex­pe­ri­ence no one was equal to Pan Vla­dyslav Sko­ra­shevs­ki, whose voice was lis­tened to even by the com­man­der in Great Poland him­self and the vo­evo­das.

			In three places—at Pi­la, Uist­sie, Vyelu­nie—had the cap­tains fixed the lines on the Notets, wait­ing for the ar­rival of the no­bles sum­moned to the gen­er­al mili­tia. The in­fantry dug trench­es from morn­ing till evening, look­ing con­tin­u­al­ly to­ward the rear to see if the wished for cav­al­ry were com­ing.

			The first dig­ni­tary who came was Pan An­drei Grudzin­s­ki, vo­evo­da of Kalisk. He lodged in the house of the may­or, with a nu­mer­ous ret­inue of ser­vants ar­rayed in white and blue col­ors. He ex­pect­ed that the no­bles of Kalisk would gath­er round him straight­way; but when no one ap­peared he sent for Cap­tain Stanislav Skshetus­ki, who was oc­cu­pied in dig­ging trench­es at the riv­er.

			“Where are my men?” asked he, af­ter the first greet­ings of the cap­tain, whom he had known from child­hood.

			“What men?” asked Pan Stanislav.

			“The gen­er­al mili­tia of Kalisk.”

			A smile of pain min­gled with con­tempt ap­peared on the swarthy face of the sol­dier.

			“Serene great mighty vo­evo­da,” said he, “this is the time for shear­ing sheep, and in Dantzig they will not pay for bad­ly washed wool. Ev­ery no­ble is now at a pond wash­ing or weigh­ing, think­ing cor­rect­ly that the Swedes will not run away.”

			“How is that?” asked the trou­bled vo­evo­da; “is there no one here yet?”

			“Not a liv­ing soul, ex­cept the land in­fantry. And, be­sides, the har­vest is near. A good man­ag­er will not leave home at such a sea­son.”

			“What do you tell me?”

			“But the Swedes will not run away, they will on­ly come near­er,” re­peat­ed the cap­tain.

			The pock-pit­ted face of the vo­evo­da grew sud­den­ly pur­ple. “What are the Swedes to me? But this will be a shame for me in the pres­ence of the oth­er lords if I am here alone like a fin­ger.”

			Pan Stanislav laughed again: “Your grace will per­mit me to re­mark,” said he, “that the Swedes are the main thing here, and shame af­ter­ward. Be­sides, there will be no shame; for not on­ly the no­bles of Kalisk, but all oth­er no­bles, are ab­sent.”

			“They have run mad!” ex­claimed Grudzin­s­ki.

			“No; but they are sure of this—if they will not go to the Swedes, the Swedes will not fail to come to them.”

			“Wait!” said the vo­evo­da. And clap­ping his hands for an at­ten­dant, he gave com­mand to bring ink, pen, and pa­per; then he sat down and be­gan to write. In half an hour he had cov­ered the pa­per; he struck it with his hand, and said—

			“I will send an­oth­er call for them to be here at the lat­est pro die 27 prae­sen­tis (on the 27th of the present month), and I think that sure­ly they will wish at this last date non deesse pa­tri­ae (not to fail the coun­try). And now tell me have you any news of the en­e­my?”

			“We have. Wit­tem­berg is mus­ter­ing his troops on the fields at Dama.”

			“Are there many?”

			“Some say sev­en­teen thou­sand, oth­ers more.”

			“H’m! then there will not be so many of ours. What is your opin­ion? Shall we be able to op­pose them?”

			“If the no­bles do not ap­pear, there is noth­ing to talk about.”

			“They will come; why should they not come? It is a known fact that the gen­er­al mili­tia al­ways de­lay. But shall we be able to suc­ceed with the aid of the no­bles?”

			“No,” replied Pan Stanislav, cool­ly. “Serene great mighty vo­evo­da, we have no sol­diers.”

			“How no sol­diers?”

			“Your grace knows as well as I that all the reg­u­lar troops are in the Ukraine. Not even two squadrons were sent here, though at this mo­ment God alone knows which storm is greater.”

			“But the in­fantry, and the gen­er­al mili­tia?”

			“Of twen­ty peas­ants scarce­ly one has seen war; of ten, one knows how to hold a gun. Af­ter the first war they will be good sol­diers, but they are not sol­diers now. And as to the gen­er­al mili­tia let your grace ask any man who knows even a lit­tle about war whether the gen­er­al mili­tia can stand be­fore reg­u­lars, and be­sides such sol­diers as the Swedes, vet­er­ans of the whole Luther­an war, and ac­cus­tomed to vic­to­ry.”

			“Do you ex­alt the Swedes, then, so high­ly above your own?”

			“I do not ex­alt them above my own; for if there were fif­teen thou­sand such men here as were at Zbaraj, quar­ter sol­diers and cav­al­ry, I should have no fear. But with such as we have God knows whether we can do any­thing worth men­tion.”

			The vo­evo­da placed his hands on his knees, and looked quick­ly in­to the eyes of Pan Stanislav, as if wish­ing to read some hid­den thought in them. “What have we come here for, then? Do you not think it bet­ter to yield?”

			Pan Stanislav spat in an­swer, and said: “If such a thought as that has risen in my head, let your grace give com­mand to im­pale me on a stake. To the ques­tion do I be­lieve in vic­to­ry I an­swer, as a sol­dier, that I do not. But why we have come here—that is an­oth­er ques­tion, to which as a cit­i­zen I will an­swer. To of­fer the en­e­my the first re­sis­tance, so that by de­tain­ing them we shall en­able the rest of the coun­try to make ready and march, to re­strain the in­va­sion with our bod­ies un­til we fall one on the oth­er.”

			“Your in­ten­tion is praise­wor­thy,” an­swered the vo­evo­da, cold­ly; “but it is eas­i­er for you sol­diers to talk about death than for us, on whom will fall all the re­spon­si­bil­i­ty for so much no­ble blood shed in vain.”

			“What is no­ble blood for un­less to be shed?”

			“That is true, of course. We are ready to die, for that is the eas­i­est thing of all. But du­ty com­mands us, the men whom prov­i­dence has made lead­ers, not to seek our own glo­ry mere­ly, but al­so to look for re­sults. War is as good as be­gun, it is true; but still Car­o­lus Gus­tavus is a rel­a­tive of our king, and must re­mem­ber this fact. There­fore it is nec­es­sary to try ne­go­ti­a­tions, for some­times more can be ef­fect­ed by speech than by arms.”

			“That does not per­tain to me,” said Pan Stanislav, dry­ly.

			Ev­i­dent­ly the same thought oc­curred to the vo­evo­da at that mo­ment, for he nod­ded and dis­missed the cap­tain.

			Pan Stanislav, how­ev­er, was on­ly half right in what he said con­cern­ing the de­lay of the no­bles sum­moned to the gen­er­al mili­tia. It was true that be­fore sheepshear­ing was over few came to the camp be­tween Pi­la and Uist­sie; but to­ward the 27th of June—that is, the date men­tioned in the sec­ond sum­mons—they be­gan to as­sem­ble in num­bers con­sid­er­able enough.

			Ev­ery day clouds of dust, ris­ing by rea­son of the dry and set­tled weath­er, an­nounced the ap­proach of fresh re­in­force­ments one af­ter an­oth­er. And the no­bles trav­elled nois­i­ly on hors­es, on wheels, and with crowds of ser­vants, with pro­vi­sions, with wag­ons, and abun­dance on them of ev­ery kind of thing, and so load­ed with weapons that many a man car­ried arms of ev­ery de­scrip­tion for three lances, mus­kets, pis­tols, sabres, dou­ble-hand­ed swords and hus­sar ham­mers, out of use even in that time, for smash­ing ar­mor. Old sol­diers rec­og­nized at once by these weapons men un­ac­cus­tomed to war and de­void of ex­pe­ri­ence.

			Of all the no­bles in­hab­it­ing the Com­mon­wealth just those of Great Poland were the least war­like. Tar­tars, Turks, and Cos­sacks had nev­er tram­pled those re­gions which from the time of the Knights of the Cross had al­most for­got­ten how war looked in the coun­try. When­ev­er a no­ble of Great Poland felt the de­sire for war he joined the armies of the king­dom, and fought there as well as the best; but those who pre­ferred to stay at home be­came re­al house­hold­ers, in love with wealth and with ease—re­al agri­cul­tur­ists, fill­ing with their wool and es­pe­cial­ly with their wheat the mar­kets of Prus­sian towns. But now when the Swedish storm swept them away from their peace­ful pur­suits, they thought it im­pos­si­ble to pile up too many arms, pro­vide too great sup­plies, or take too many ser­vants to pro­tect the per­sons and goods of the mas­ter.

			They were mar­vel­lous sol­diers, whom the cap­tains could not eas­i­ly bring to obe­di­ence. For ex­am­ple, one would present him­self with a lance nine­teen feet long, with a breast­plate on his breast, but with a straw hat on his head “for cool­ness;” an­oth­er in time of drill would com­plain of the heat; a third would yawn, eat, or drink; a fourth would call his at­ten­dant; and all who were in the ranks thought it noth­ing out of the way to talk so loud­ly that no man could hear the com­mand of an of­fi­cer. And it was dif­fi­cult to in­tro­duce dis­ci­pline, for it of­fend­ed the broth­er­hood ter­ri­bly, as be­ing op­posed to the dig­ni­ty of a cit­i­zen. It is true that “ar­ti­cles” were pro­claimed, but no one would obey them.

			An iron ball on the feet of this army was the in­nu­mer­able le­gion of wag­ons, of re­serve and draft hors­es, of cat­tle in­tend­ed for food, and es­pe­cial­ly of the mul­ti­tude of ser­vants guard­ing the tents, uten­sils, mil­let, grits, hash, and caus­ing on the least oc­ca­sion quar­rels and dis­tur­bance.

			Against such an army as this was ad­vanc­ing from the side of Stet­tin and the plains on the Oder, Ar­wid Wit­tem­berg, an old lead­er, whose youth had been passed in the thir­ty years’ war; he came at the head of sev­en­teen thou­sand vet­er­ans bound to­geth­er by iron dis­ci­pline.

			On one side stood the dis­or­dered Pol­ish camp, re­sem­bling a crowd at a coun­try fair, vo­cif­er­ous, full of dis­putes, dis­cus­sions about the com­mands of lead­ers, and of dis­sat­is­fac­tion; com­posed of wor­thy vil­lagers turned in­to prospec­tive in­fantry, and no­bles tak­en straight from sheepshear­ing. From the oth­er side marched ter­ri­ble, silent quad­ran­gles, which at one beck of their lead­ers turned, with the pre­ci­sion of ma­chines, in­to lines and half-cir­cles, un­fold­ing in­to wedges and tri­an­gles as reg­u­lar­ly as a sword moves in the hands of a fencer, bristling with mus­ket-bar­rels and darts: gen­uine men of war, cool, calm; re­al mas­ters who had at­tained per­fec­tion in their art. Who among men of ex­pe­ri­ence could doubt the out­come of the meet­ing and on whose side the vic­to­ry must fall?

			The no­bles, how­ev­er, were as­sem­bling in greater and greater num­bers; and still ear­li­er the dig­ni­taries of Great Poland and oth­er prov­inces be­gan to meet, bring­ing bod­ies of at­ten­dant troops and ser­vants. Soon af­ter the ar­rival of Pan Grudzin­s­ki at Pi­la came Pan Kryshtof Opalin­s­ki, the pow­er­ful vo­evo­da of Poz­nan. Three hun­dred haiduks in red and yel­low uni­forms and armed with mus­kets went be­fore the car­riage of the vo­evo­da; a crowd of at­ten­dant no­bles sur­round­ed his wor­thy per­son; fol­low­ing them in or­der of bat­tle came a di­vi­sion of horse­men with uni­forms sim­i­lar to those of the haiduks; the vo­evo­da him­self was in a car­riage at­tend­ed by a jester, Sta­ha Os­tro­j­ka, whose du­ty it was to cheer his gloomy mas­ter on the road.

			The en­trance of such a great dig­ni­tary gave courage and con­so­la­tion to all; for those who looked on the al­most king­ly majesty of the vo­evo­da, on that lord­ly face in which un­der the lofty vault­ing of the fore­head there gleamed eyes wise and se­vere, and on the sen­a­to­ri­al dig­ni­ty of his whole pos­ture, could hard­ly be­lieve that any evil fate could come to such pow­er.

			To those ac­cus­tomed to give hon­or to of­fice and to per­son it seemed that even the Swedes them­selves would not dare to raise a sac­ri­le­gious hand against such a mag­nate. Even those whose hearts were beat­ing in their breasts with alarm felt safer at once un­der his wing. He was greet­ed there­fore joy­ful­ly and warm­ly; shouts thun­dered along the street through which the ret­inue pushed slow­ly to­ward the house of the may­or, and all heads in­clined be­fore the vo­evo­da, who was as vis­i­ble as on the palm of the hand through the win­dows of the gild­ed car­riage. To these bows Os­tro­j­ka an­swered, as well as the vo­evo­da, with the same im­por­tance and grav­i­ty as if they had been giv­en ex­clu­sive­ly to him.

			Bare­ly had the dust set­tled af­ter the pas­sage of Opalin­s­ki when couri­ers rushed in with the an­nounce­ment that his cousin was com­ing, the vo­evo­da of Podlyasye, Py­otr Opalin­s­ki, with his broth­er-in-law Yakob Roz­dra­jevs­ki, the vo­evo­da of In­ovrat­slav. These brought each a hun­dred and fifty armed men, be­sides no­bles and ser­vants. Then not a day passed with­out the ar­rival of dig­ni­taries such as Sendzivoi Charnkovs­ki, the broth­er-in-law of Kr­ishtof Opalin­s­ki, and him­self castel­lan of Kalisk; Maksy­mil­ian Myaskovs­ki, the castel­lan of Kryvin­sk; and Pavel Gem­bit­s­ki, the lord of Myendzyrech­ka. The town was so filled with peo­ple that hous­es failed for the lodg­ing even of no­bles. The neigh­bor­ing mead­ows were many-col­ored with the tents of the gen­er­al mili­tia. One might say that all the var­i­ous col­ored birds had flown to Pi­la from the en­tire Com­mon­wealth. Red, green, blue, azure, white were gleam­ing on the var­i­ous coats and gar­ments; for leav­ing aside the gen­er­al mili­tia, in which each no­ble wore a dress dif­fer­ent from his neigh­bor, leav­ing aside the ser­vants of the mag­nates, even the in­fantry of each dis­trict were dressed in their own col­ors.

			Shop­keep­ers came too, who, un­able to find places in the mar­ket-square, built a row of booths by the side of the town, on these they sold mil­i­tary sup­plies, from cloth­ing to arms and food. Field-kitchens were steam­ing day and night, bear­ing away in the steam the odor of hash, roast meat, mil­let; in some liquors were sold. No­bles swarmed in front of the booths, armed not on­ly with swords but with spoons, eat­ing, drink­ing, and dis­cussing, now the en­e­my not yet to be seen, and now the in­com­ing dig­ni­taries, on whom nick­names were not spared.

			Among the groups of no­bles walked Os­tro­j­ka, in a dress made of par­ti-col­ored rags, car­ry­ing a scep­tre or­na­ment­ed with bells, and with the mien of a sim­ple rogue. Wher­ev­er he showed him­self men came around in a cir­cle, and he poured oil on the fire, helped them to back­bite the dig­ni­taries, and gave rid­dles over which the no­bles held their sides from laugh­ter, the more firm­ly the more bit­ing the rid­dles.

			On a cer­tain mid­day the vo­evo­da of Poz­nan him­self came to the bazaar, speak­ing cour­te­ous­ly with this one and that, or blam­ing the king some­what be­cause in the face of the ap­proach­ing en­e­my he had not sent a sin­gle squadron of sol­diers.

			“They are not think­ing of us, wor­thy gen­tle­men,” said he, “and leave us with­out as­sis­tance. They say in War­saw that even now there are too few troops in the Ukraine, and that the het­mans are not able to make head against Hmel­nit­s­ki. Ah, it is dif­fi­cult! It is pleas­an­ter to see the Ukraine than Great Poland. We are in dis­fa­vor, wor­thy gen­tle­men, in dis­fa­vor! They have de­liv­ered us here as it were to be slaugh­tered.”

			“And who is to blame?” asked Pan Shli­htyng, the judge of Vskov.

			“Who is to blame for all the mis­for­tunes of the Com­mon­wealth,” asked the vo­evo­da—“who, un­less we broth­er no­bles who shield it with our breasts?”

			The no­bles, hear­ing this, were great­ly flat­tered that the “Count in Bni­no and Opalen­it­sa” put him­self on an equal­i­ty with them, and rec­og­nized him­self in broth­er­hood; hence Pan Koshut­s­ki an­swered—

			“Serene great mighty vo­evo­da, if there were more such coun­sel­lors as your grace near his Majesty, of a cer­tain­ty we should not be de­liv­ered to slaugh­ter here; but prob­a­bly those give coun­sel who bow low­er.”

			“I thank you, broth­ers, for the good word. The fault is his who lis­tens to evil coun­sel­lors. Our lib­er­ties are as salt in the eye to those peo­ple. The more no­bles fall, the eas­i­er will it be to in­tro­duce ab­so­lu­tum do­mini­um (ab­so­lute rule).”

			“Must we die, then, that our chil­dren may groan in slav­ery?”

			The vo­evo­da said noth­ing, and the no­bles be­gan to look at one an­oth­er and won­der.

			“Is that true then?” cried many. “Is that the rea­son why they sent us here un­der the knife? And we be­lieve! This is not the first day that they are talk­ing about ab­so­lu­tum do­mini­um. But if it comes to that, we shall be able to think of our own heads.”

			“And of our chil­dren.”

			“And of our for­tunes, which the en­e­my will de­stroy igne et fer­ro (with fire and sword).”

			The vo­evo­da was silent. In a mar­vel­lous man­ner did this lead­er add to the courage of his sol­diers.

			“The king is to blame for all!” was shout­ed more and more fre­quent­ly.

			“But do you re­mem­ber, gen­tle­men, the his­to­ry of Yan Ol­bracht?” asked the vo­evo­da.

			“The no­bles per­ished for King Ol­bracht. Trea­son, broth­ers!”

			“The king is a traitor!” cried some bold voic­es.

			The vo­evo­da was silent.

			Now Os­tro­j­ka, stand­ing by the side of the vo­evo­da, struck him­self a num­ber of times on the legs, and crowed like a cock with such shrill­ness that all eyes were turned to him. Then he shout­ed, “Gra­cious lords! broth­ers, dear hearts! lis­ten to my rid­dle.”

			With the gen­uine fick­le­ness of March weath­er, the stormy mili­tia changed in one mo­ment to cu­rios­i­ty and de­sire to hear some new stroke of wit from the jester.

			“We hear! we hear!” cried a num­ber of voic­es.

			The jester be­gan to wink like a mon­key and to re­cite in a squeak­ing voice—

			
				
					“Af­ter his broth­er he so­laced him­self with a crown and a wife,
					

					But let glo­ry go down to the grave with his broth­er.
					

					He drove out the vice-chan­cel­lor; hence now has the fame
					

					Of be­ing vice-chan­cel­lor to—the vice-chan­cel­lor’s wife.”
				

			

			“The king! the king! As alive! Yan Kaz­imir!” they be­gan to cry from ev­ery side; and laugh­ter, mighty as thun­der, was heard in the crowd.

			“May the bul­lets strike him, what a mas­ter­ly ex­pla­na­tion!” cried the no­bles.

			The vo­evo­da laughed with the oth­ers, and when it had grown some­what calm he said, with in­creased dig­ni­ty: “And for this af­fair we must pay now with our blood and our heads. See what it has come to! Here, jester, is a ducat for thy good verse.”

			“Kryshtofek! Krysh dear­est!” said Os­tro­j­ka, “why at­tack oth­ers be­cause they keep jesters, when thou not on­ly keep­est me, but payest sep­a­rate­ly for rid­dles? Give me an­oth­er ducat and I’ll tell thee an­oth­er rid­dle.”

			“Just as good?”

			“As good, on­ly longer. Give me the ducat first.”

			“Here it is!”

			The jester slapped his sides with his hands, as a cock with his wings, crowed again, and cried out, “Gra­cious gen­tle­men, lis­ten! Who is this?”

			
				
					“He com­plains of self-seek­ing, stands forth as a Cato;
					

					In­stead of a sabre he took a goose’s tail-feath­er
					

					He want­ed the lega­cy of a traitor, and not get­ting that
					

					He lashed the whole Com­mon­wealth with a bit­ing rhyme.
				

				
					“God grant him love for the sabre! less woe would it bring.
					

					Of his satire the Swedes have no fear.
					

					But he has bare­ly tast­ed the hard­ships of war
					

					When fol­low­ing a traitor he is ready to be­tray his king.”
				

			

			All present guessed that rid­dle as well as the first. Two or three laughs, smoth­ered at the same in­stant, were heard in the as­sem­bly; then a deep si­lence fell.

			The vo­evo­da grew pur­ple, and he was the more con­fused in that all eyes were fixed on him at that mo­ment. But the jester looked on one no­ble and then on an­oth­er; at last he said, “None of you gen­tle­men can guess who that is?”

			When si­lence was the on­ly an­swer, he turned with the most in­so­lent mien to the vo­evo­da: “And thou, dost thou too not know of what ras­cal the speech is? Dost thou not know? Then pay me a ducat.”

			“Here!” said the vo­evo­da.

			“God re­ward thee. But tell me, Krysh, hast thou not per­chance tried to get the vice-chan­cel­lor­ship af­ter Radzey­ovs­ki?”

			“No time for jests,” replied Opalin­s­ki; and re­mov­ing his cap to all present: “With the fore­head, gen­tle­men! I must go to the coun­cil of war.”

			“To the fam­i­ly coun­cil thou didst wish to say, Krysh,” added Os­tro­j­ka; “for there all thy rel­a­tives will hold coun­cil how to be off.” Then he turned to the no­bles and im­i­tat­ing the vo­evo­da in his bows, he added, “And to you, gen­tle­men, that’s the play.”

			Both with­drew; but they had bare­ly gone a few steps when an im­mense out­burst of laugh­ter struck the ears of the vo­evo­da, and thun­dered long be­fore it was drowned in the gen­er­al noise of the camp.

			The coun­cil of war was held in fact, and the vo­evo­da of Poz­nan presid­ed. That was a strange coun­cil! Those very dig­ni­taries took part in it who knew noth­ing of war; for the mag­nates of Great Poland did not and could not fol­low the ex­am­ple of those “kinglets” of Lithua­nia or the Ukraine who lived in con­tin­u­al fire like sala­man­ders.

			In Lithua­nia or the Ukraine who­ev­er was a vo­evo­da or a chan­cel­lor was a lead­er whose ar­mor pressed out on his body red stripes which nev­er left it, whose youth was spent in the steppes or the forests on the east­ern bor­der, in am­bush­es, bat­tles, strug­gles, pur­suits, in camp or in tabors. In Great Poland at this time dig­ni­taries were in of­fice who, though they had marched in times of ne­ces­si­ty with the gen­er­al mili­tia, had nev­er held po­si­tions of com­mand in time of war. Pro­found peace had put to sleep the mil­i­tary courage of the de­scen­dants of those war­riors, be­fore whom in for­mer days the iron le­gions of the Knights of the Cross were un­able to stand, and turned them in­to civil­ians, schol­ars, and writ­ers. Now the stern school of Swe­den was teach­ing them what they had for­got­ten.

			The dig­ni­taries as­sem­bled in coun­cil looked at one an­oth­er with un­cer­tain eyes, and each feared to speak first, wait­ing for what “Agamem­non,” vo­evo­da of Poz­nan, would say.

			But “Agamem­non” him­self knew sim­ply noth­ing, and be­gan his speech again with com­plaints of the in­grat­i­tude and sloth of the king, of the fri­vol­ity with which all Great Poland and they were de­liv­ered to the sword. But how elo­quent was he; what a ma­jes­tic fig­ure did he present, wor­thy in truth of a Ro­man sen­a­tor! He held his head erect while speak­ing; his dark eyes shot light­nings, his mouth thun­der­bolts; his iron-gray beard trem­bled with ex­cite­ment when he de­scribed the fu­ture mis­for­tunes of the land.

			“For in what does the fa­ther­land suf­fer,” said he, “if not in its sons? and we here suf­fer, first of all. Through our pri­vate lands, through our pri­vate for­tunes won by the ser­vices and blood of our an­ces­tors, will ad­vance the feet of those en­e­mies who now like a storm are ap­proach­ing from the sea. And why do we suf­fer? For what will they take our herds, tram­ple our har­vests, burn our vil­lages built by our la­bor? Have we wronged Radzey­ovs­ki, who, con­demned un­just­ly, hunt­ed like a crim­i­nal, had to seek the pro­tec­tion of strangers? No! Do we in­sist that that emp­ty ti­tle ‘King of Swe­den,’ which has cost so much blood al­ready, should re­main with the sig­na­ture of our Yan Kaz­imir? No! Two wars are blaz­ing on two bound­aries; was it need­ful to call forth a third? Who was to blame, may God, may the coun­try judge him! We wash our hands, for we are in­no­cent of the blood which will be shed.”

			And thus the vo­evo­da thun­dered on fur­ther; but when it came to the ques­tion in hand he was not able to give the de­sired ad­vice.

			They sent then for the cap­tains lead­ing the land in­fantry, and spe­cial­ly for Vla­dyslav Sko­ra­shevs­ki, who was not on­ly a fa­mous and in­com­pa­ra­ble knight, but an old, prac­tised sol­dier, know­ing war as he did the Lord’s Prayer. In fact, gen­uine lead­ers lis­tened fre­quent­ly to his ad­vice; all the more ea­ger­ly was it sought for now.

			Pan Sko­ra­shevs­ki ad­vised then to es­tab­lish three camps—at Pi­la, Vyelu­nie, and Uist­sie—so near one an­oth­er that in time of at­tack they might give mu­tu­al aid, and be­sides this to cov­er with trench­es the whole ex­tent of the river­bank oc­cu­pied by a half-cir­cle of camps which were to com­mand the pas­sage.

			“When we know,” said Sko­ra­shevs­ki, “the place where the en­e­my will at­tempt the cross­ing, we shall unite from all three camps and give him prop­er re­sis­tance. But I with the per­mis­sion of your great mighty lord­ships, will go with a small par­ty to Chap­linko. That is a lost po­si­tion, and in time I shall with­draw from it; but there I shall first get knowl­edge of the en­e­my, and then will in­form your great mighty lord­ships.”

			All ac­cept­ed this coun­sel, and men be­gan to move around some­what more briskly in the camp. At last the no­bles as­sem­bled to the num­ber of fif­teen thou­sand. The land in­fantry dug trench­es over an ex­tent of six miles. Uist­sie, the chief po­si­tion, was oc­cu­pied by the vo­evo­da of Poz­nan and his men. A part of the knights re­mained in Vyelu­nie, a part in Pi­la, and Vla­dyslav Sko­ra­shevs­ki went to Chap­linko to ob­serve the en­e­my.

			Ju­ly be­gan; all the days were clear and hot. The sun burned on the plains so vi­o­lent­ly that the no­bles hid in the woods be­tween the trees, un­der the shade of which some of them gave or­ders to set up their tents. There al­so they had noisy and bois­ter­ous feasts; and still more of an up­roar was made by the ser­vants, es­pe­cial­ly at the time of wash­ing and wa­ter­ing the hors­es which, to the num­ber of sev­er­al thou­sand at once, were driv­en thrice each day to the Notets and Ber­da, quar­relling and fight­ing for the best ap­proach to the bank. But in the be­gin­ning there was a good spir­it in the camp; on­ly the vo­evo­da of Poz­nan him­self act­ed rather to weak­en it.

			If Wit­tem­berg had come in the first days of Ju­ly, it is like­ly that he would have met a mighty re­sis­tance, which in pro­por­tion as the men warmed to bat­tle might have been turned in­to an in­vin­ci­ble rage, of which there were of­ten ex­am­ples. For still there flowed knight­ly blood in the veins of these peo­ple, though they had grown un­ac­cus­tomed to war.

			Who knows if an­oth­er Yere­mi Vish­nyevet­s­ki might not have changed Uist­sie in­to an­oth­er Zbaraj, and de­scribed in those trench­es a new il­lus­tri­ous ca­reer of knight­hood? Un­for­tu­nate­ly the vo­evo­da of Poz­nan was a man who could on­ly write; he knew noth­ing of war.

			Wit­tem­berg, a lead­er know­ing not mere­ly war but men, did not has­ten, per­haps on pur­pose. Ex­pe­ri­ence of long years had taught him that a new­ly en­rolled sol­dier is most dan­ger­ous in the first mo­ments of en­thu­si­asm, and that of­ten not brav­ery is lack­ing to him, but sol­dier­ly en­durance, which prac­tice alone can de­vel­op. More than once have new sol­diers struck like a storm on the old­est reg­i­ments, and passed over their corpses. They are iron which while it is hot quiv­ers, lives, scat­ters sparks, burns, de­stroys, but which when it grows cold is a mere life­less lump.

			In fact, when a week had passed, a sec­ond, and the third had come, long in­ac­tiv­i­ty be­gan to weigh up­on the gen­er­al mili­tia. The heat be­came greater each day. The no­bles would not go to drill, and gave as ex­cuse that their hors­es tor­ment­ed by flies would not stand in line, and as to marshy places they could not live from mos­qui­toes. Ser­vants raised greater and greater quar­rels about shady places, con­cern­ing which it came to sabres among their mas­ters. This or that one com­ing home in the evening from the wa­ter rode off to one side from the camp not to re­turn.

			Evil ex­am­ple from above was al­so not want­ing. Pan Sko­ra­shevs­ki had giv­en no­tice from Chap­linko that the Swedes were not dis­tant, when at the mil­i­tary coun­cil Zyg­munt Grudzin­s­ki got leave to go home; on this leave his un­cle An­drei Grudzin­s­ki, vo­evo­da of Kalisk, had great­ly in­sist­ed. “I have to lay down my head and my life here,” said he; “let my nephew in­her­it af­ter me my mem­o­ry and glo­ry, so that my ser­vices may not be lost.” Then he grew ten­der over the youth and in­no­cence of his nephew, prais­ing the lib­er­al­i­ty with which he had fur­nished one hun­dred very choice sol­diers; and the mil­i­tary coun­cil grant­ed the prayer of the un­cle.

			On the morn­ing of Ju­ly 16, Zyg­munt with a few ser­vants left the camp open­ly for home, on the eve al­most of a siege and a bat­tle. Crowds of no­bles con­duct­ed him amid jeer­ing cries to a dis­tance be­yond the camp. Os­tro­j­ka led the par­ty, and shout­ed from afar af­ter the de­part­ing—

			“Wor­thy Pan Zyg­munt, I give thee a shield, and as third name Deest!”13

			“Vi­vat Deest-Grudzin­s­ki!”

			“But weep not for thy un­cle,” con­tin­ued Os­tro­j­ka. “He de­spis­es the Swedes as much as thou; and let them on­ly show them­selves, he will sure­ly turn his back on them.”

			The blood of the young mag­nate rushed to his face, but he pre­tend­ed not to hear the in­sults. He put spurs to his horse, how­ev­er, and pushed aside the crowds, so as to be away from the camp and his per­se­cu­tors as soon as pos­si­ble, who at last, with­out con­sid­er­a­tion for the birth and dig­ni­ty of the de­part­ing, be­gan to throw clods of earth at him and to cry—

			“Here is a gru­da, Grudzin­s­ki!14 You hare, you cow­ard!”

			They made such an up­roar that the vo­evo­da of Poz­nan has­tened up with a num­ber of cap­tains to qui­et them, and ex­plain that Grudzin­s­ki had tak­en leave on­ly for a week on very ur­gent af­fairs.

			Still the evil ex­am­ple had its ef­fect; and that same day there were sev­er­al hun­dred no­bles who did not wish to be worse than Grudzin­s­ki, though they slipped away with less aid and more qui­et­ly. Stanislav Skshetus­ki, a cap­tain from Kalisk and cousin of the fa­mous Yan of Zbaraj, tore the hair on his head; for his land in­fantry, fol­low­ing the ex­am­ple of “of­fi­cers,” be­gan to desert from the camp. A new coun­cil of war was held in which crowds of no­bles re­fused ab­so­lute­ly to take part. A stormy night fol­lowed, full of shouts and quar­rels. They sus­pect­ed one an­oth­er of the in­ten­tion to desert. Cries of “Ei­ther all or none!” flew from mouth to mouth.

			Ev­ery mo­ment re­ports were giv­en out that the vo­evo­das were de­part­ing, and such an up­roar pre­vailed that the vo­evo­das had to show them­selves sev­er­al times to the ex­cit­ed mul­ti­tude. A num­ber of thou­sands of men were on their hors­es be­fore day­break. But the vo­evo­da of Poz­nan rode be­tween the ranks with un­cov­ered head like a Ro­man sen­a­tor, and re­peat­ed from mo­ment to mo­ment the great words—

			“Wor­thy gen­tle­men, I am with you to live and die.”

			He was re­ceived in some places with vi­vats; in oth­ers shouts of de­ri­sion were thun­der­ing. The mo­ment he had paci­fied the crowd he re­turned to the coun­cil, tired, hoarse, car­ried away by the grandeur of his own words, and con­vinced that he had ren­dered in­es­timable ser­vice to his coun­try that night. But at the coun­cil he had few­er words in his mouth, twist­ed his beard, and pulled his fore­top from de­spair, re­peat­ing—

			“Give coun­sel if you can; I wash my hands of the fu­ture, for it is im­pos­si­ble to make a de­fence with such sol­diers.”

			“Serene great mighty vo­evo­da,” an­swered Stanislav Skshetus­ki, “the en­e­my will drive away that tur­bu­lence and up­roar. On­ly let the can­non play, on­ly let it come to de­fence, to a siege, these very no­bles in de­fence of their own lives must serve on the ram­parts and not be dis­or­der­ly in camp. So it has hap­pened more than once.”

			“With what can we de­fend our­selves? We have no can­non, noth­ing but salut­ing pieces good to fire off in time of a feast.”

			“At Zbaraj Hmel­nit­s­ki had sev­en­ty can­non, and Prince Yere­mi on­ly a few eight-pounders and mor­tars.”

			“But he had an army, not mili­tia—his own squadrons famed in the world, not coun­try no­bles fresh from sheepshear­ing.”

			“Send for Pan Sko­ra­shevs­ki,” said the castel­lan of Poz­nan. “Make him com­man­der of the camp. He is at peace with the no­bles, and will be able to keep them in or­der.”

			“Send for Sko­ra­shevs­ki. Why should he be in Drahim or Chap­linko?” re­peat­ed Yen­drei Grudzin­s­ki, the vo­evo­da of Kalisk.

			“Yes, that is the best coun­sel!” cried oth­er voic­es.

			A couri­er was despatched for Sko­ra­shevs­ki. No oth­er de­ci­sions were tak­en at the coun­cil; but they talked much, and com­plained of the king, the queen, the lack of troops, and neg­li­gence.

			The fol­low­ing morn­ing brought nei­ther re­lief nor calm spir­its. The dis­or­der had be­come still greater. Some gave out re­ports that the dis­si­dents, name­ly the Calvin­ists, were fa­vor­able to the Swedes, and ready on the first oc­ca­sion to go over to the en­e­my. What was more, this news was not con­tra­dict­ed by Pan Shli­htyng nor by Ed­mund and Yatsck Kur­na­tovs­ki, al­so Calvin­ists, but sin­cere­ly de­vot­ed to the coun­try. Be­sides they gave fi­nal proof that the dis­si­dents formed a sep­a­rate cir­cle and con­sult­ed with one an­oth­er un­der the lead of a not­ed dis­turber and cru­el man. Pan Rei, who serv­ing in Ger­many dur­ing his youth as a vol­un­teer on the Luther­an side, was a great friend of the Swedes. Scarce­ly had this sus­pi­cion gone out among the no­bles when sev­er­al thou­sand sabres were gleam­ing, and a re­al tem­pest rose in the camp.

			“Let us pun­ish the traitors, pun­ish the ser­pents, ready to bite the bo­som of their moth­er!” cried the no­bles.

			“Give them this way!”

			“Cut them to pieces! Trea­son is most in­fec­tious, wor­thy gen­tle­men. Tear out the cock­le or we shall all per­ish!”

			The vo­evo­das and cap­tains had to paci­fy them again, but this time it was more dif­fi­cult than the day be­fore. Be­sides, they were them­selves con­vinced that Rei was ready to be­tray his coun­try in the most open man­ner; for he was a man com­plete­ly for­eignized, and ex­cept his lan­guage had noth­ing Pol­ish in him. It was de­cid­ed there­fore to send him out of the camp, which at once paci­fied some­what the an­gry mul­ti­tude. Still shouts con­tin­ued to burst forth for a long time—

			“Give them here! Trea­son, trea­son!”

			Won­der­ful con­di­tions of mind reigned fi­nal­ly in the camp. Some fell in courage and were sunk in grief; oth­ers walked in si­lence, with un­cer­tain steps, along the ram­parts, cast­ing timid and gloomy glances along the plains over which the en­e­my had to ap­proach, or com­mu­ni­cat­ed in whis­pers worse and worse news. Oth­ers were pos­sessed of a sort of des­per­ate, mad joy and readi­ness for death. In con­se­quence of this readi­ness they ar­ranged feasts and drink­ing-bouts so as to pass the last days of life in re­joic­ing. Some thought of sav­ing their souls, and spent the nights in prayer. But in that whole throng of men no one thought of vic­to­ry, as if it were al­to­geth­er be­yond reach. Still the en­e­my had not su­pe­ri­or forces; they had more can­non, bet­ter trained troops, and a lead­er who un­der­stood war.

			And while in this wise on one side the Pol­ish camp was seething, shout­ing, and feast­ing, ris­ing up with a roar, drop­ping down to qui­et, like a sea lashed by a whirl­wind, while the gen­er­al mili­tia were hold­ing di­ets as in time of elect­ing a king, on the oth­er side, along the broad green mead­ows of the Oder, pushed for­ward in calm­ness the le­gions of Swe­den.

			In front marched a brigade of the roy­al guard, led by Benedykt Horn, a ter­ri­ble sol­dier, whose name was re­peat­ed in Ger­many with fear. The sol­diers were cho­sen men, large, wear­ing lofty hel­mets with rims cov­er­ing their ears, in yel­low leather dou­blets, armed with rapiers and mus­kets; cool and con­stant in bat­tle, ready at ev­ery beck of the lead­er.

			Karl Sched­ding, a Ger­man, led the West Goth­land brigade, formed of two reg­i­ments of in­fantry and one of heavy cav­al­ry, dressed in ar­mor with­out shoul­der-pieces. Half of the in­fantry had mus­kets; the oth­ers spears. At the be­gin­ning of a bat­tle the mus­ke­teers stood in front, but in case of at­tack by cav­al­ry they stood be­hind the spear­men, who, plac­ing each the butt of his spear in the ground, held the point against the on­rush­ing hors­es. At a bat­tle in the time of Sigis­mund III one squadron of hus­sars cut to pieces with their sabres and with hoofs this same West Goth­land brigade, in which at present Ger­mans served main­ly.

			The two Sma­land brigades were led by Ir­win, sur­named Hand­less, for he had lost his right hand on a time while de­fend­ing his flag; but to make up for this loss he had in his left such strength that with one blow he could hew off the head of a horse. He was a gloomy war­rior, lov­ing bat­tles and blood­shed alone, stern to him­self and to sol­diers. While oth­er cap­tains trained them­selves in con­tin­u­al wars in­to fol­low­ers of a craft, and loved war for its own sake, he re­mained the same fa­nat­ic, and while slay­ing men he sang psalms to the Lord.

			The brigade of Westr­man­land marched un­der Drak­en­borg; and that of Helsin­gor, formed of sharp­shoot­ers famed through the world, un­der Gus­tav Ox­en­stiern, a rel­a­tive of the renowned chan­cel­lor—a young sol­dier who roused great hopes. Fersen com­mand­ed the East Goth­land brigade; the Ner­ik and Wer­land brigades were di­rect­ed by Wit­tem­berg him­self, who at the same time was supreme chief of the whole army.

			Sev­en­ty-two can­non pound­ed out fur­rows in the moist mead­ows; of sol­diers there were sev­en­teen thou­sand, the fierce plun­der­ers of all Ger­many, and in bat­tle they were so ac­cu­rate, es­pe­cial­ly the in­fantry, that the French roy­al guard could hard­ly com­pare with them. Af­ter the reg­i­ments fol­lowed the wag­ons and tents. The reg­i­ments marched in line, ready each mo­ment for bat­tle. A for­est of lances was bristling above the mass of heads, hel­mets, and hats; and in the midst of that for­est flowed on to­ward the fron­tier of Poland the great blue ban­ners with white cross­es in the cen­tre. With each day the dis­tance de­creased be­tween the two armies.

			At last on Ju­ly 27, in the for­est at the vil­lage of Hein­richs­dorf, the Swedish le­gions be­held for the first time the bound­ary pil­lar of Poland. At sight of this the whole army gave forth a mighty shout; trum­pets and drums thun­dered, and all the flags were un­furled. Wit­tem­berg rode to the front at­tend­ed by a bril­liant staff, and all the reg­i­ments passed be­fore him, pre­sent­ing arms—the cav­al­ry with drawn rapiers, the can­non with light­ed match­es. The time was mid­day; the weath­er glo­ri­ous. The for­est breeze brought the odor of resin.

			The gray road, cov­ered with the rays of the sun—the road over which the Swedish reg­i­ments had passed—bend­ing out of the Hein­richs­dorf for­est, was lost on the hori­zon. When the troops march­ing by it had fi­nal­ly passed the for­est, their glances dis­cov­ered a glad­some land, smil­ing, shin­ing with yel­low fields of ev­ery kind of grain, dot­ted in places with oak groves, in places green from mead­ows. Here and there out of groups of trees, be­hind oak groves and far away rose bits of smoke to the sky; on the grass herds were seen graz­ing. Where on the mead­ows the wa­ter gleamed wide­ly spread, walked storks at their leisure.

			A cer­tain calm and sweet­ness was spread ev­ery­where over that land flow­ing with milk and hon­ey, and it seemed to open its arms ev­er wider and wider be­fore the army, as if it greet­ed not in­vaders but guests com­ing with God.

			At this sight a new shout was wrest­ed from the bo­soms of all the sol­diers, es­pe­cial­ly the Swedes by blood, who were ac­cus­tomed to the bare, poor, wild na­ture of their na­tive land. The hearts of a plun­der­ing and needy peo­ple rose with de­sire to gath­er those trea­sures and rich­es which ap­peared be­fore their eyes. En­thu­si­asm seized the ranks.

			But the sol­diers, tem­pered in the fire of the Thir­ty Years’ War, ex­pect­ed that this would not come to them eas­i­ly; for that grain­land was in­hab­it­ed by a nu­mer­ous and a knight­ly peo­ple, who knew how to de­fend it. The mem­o­ry was still liv­ing in Swe­den of the ter­ri­ble de­feat of Kirch­holm, where three thou­sand cav­al­ry un­der Hod­kye­vich ground in­to dust eigh­teen thou­sand of the best troops of Swe­den. In the cot­tages of West Goth­land, Sma­land, or De­lakar­lia they told tales of those winged knights, as of gi­ants from a saga. Fresh­er still was the mem­o­ry of the strug­gles in the time of Gus­tavus Adol­phus, for the war­riors were not yet ex­tinct who had tak­en part in them. But that ea­gle of Scan­di­navia, ere he had flown twice through all Ger­many, broke his talons on the le­gions of Konyet­spol­s­ki.

			There­fore with the glad­ness there was joined in the hearts of the Swedes a cer­tain fear, of which the supreme chief, Wit­tem­berg him­self, was not free. He looked on the pass­ing reg­i­ments of in­fantry and cav­al­ry with the eye with which a shep­herd looks on his flock; then he turned to the rear man, who wore a hat with a feath­er, and a light-col­ored wig fall­ing to his shoul­ders.

			“Your grace as­sures me,” said he, “that with these forces it is pos­si­ble to break the army oc­cu­py­ing Uist­sie?”

			The man with the light wig smiled and an­swered: “Your grace may re­ly com­plete­ly on my words, for which I am ready to pledge my head. If at Uist­sie there were reg­u­lar troops and some one of the het­mans, I first would give coun­sel not to has­ten, but to wait till his roy­al Grace should come with the whole army; but against the gen­er­al mili­tia and those gen­tle­men of Great Poland our forces will be more than suf­fi­cient.”

			“But have not re­in­force­ments come to them?”

			“Re­in­force­ments have not come for two rea­sons—first, be­cause all the reg­u­lar troops, of which there are not many, are oc­cu­pied in Lithua­nia and the Ukraine; sec­ond, be­cause in War­saw nei­ther the King Yan Kaz­imir, the chan­cel­lor, nor the sen­ate will be­lieve to this mo­ment that his roy­al Grace Karl Gus­tav has re­al­ly be­gun war in spite of the truce, and not­with­stand­ing the last em­bassies and his readi­ness to com­pro­mise. They are con­fi­dent that peace will be made at the last hour—ha, ha!”

			Here the rear man re­moved his hat, wiped the sweat from his red face, and added: “Tru­bet­skoi and Dol­go­ru­ki in Lithua­nia, Hmel­nit­s­ki in the Ukraine, and we en­ter­ing Great Poland—be­hold what the gov­ern­ment of Yan Kaz­imir has led to.”

			Wit­tem­berg gazed on him with a look of as­ton­ish­ment, and asked, “But, your grace, do you re­joice at the thought?”

			“I re­joice at the thought, for my wrong and my in­no­cence will be avenged; and be­sides I see, as on the palm of my hand, that the sabre of your grace and my coun­sels will place that new and most beau­ti­ful crown in the world on the head of Karl Gus­tav.”

			Wit­tem­berg turned his glance to the dis­tance, em­braced with it the oak-groves, the mead­ows, the grain­fields, and af­ter a while said: “True, it is a beau­ti­ful coun­try and fer­tile. Your grace may be sure that af­ter the war the king will give the chan­cel­lor­ship to no one else but you.”

			The man in the rear re­moved his cap a sec­ond time. “And I, for my part, wish to have no oth­er lord,” added he, rais­ing his eyes to heav­en.

			The heav­ens were clear and fair; no thun­der­bolt fell and crashed to the dust the traitor who de­liv­ered his coun­try, groan­ing un­der two wars al­ready and ex­haust­ed, to the pow­er of the en­e­my on that bound­ary.

			The man con­vers­ing with Wit­tem­berg was Hi­eron­im Kailzey­ovs­ki, late un­der-chan­cel­lor of the Crown, now sold to Swe­den in hos­til­i­ty to his coun­try.

			They stood a time in si­lence. Mean­while the last two brigades, those of Ner­ik and Wermland, passed the bound­ary; af­ter them oth­ers be­gan to draw in the can­non; the trum­pets still played un­ceas­ing­ly; the roar and rat­tle of drums out­sound­ed the tramp of the sol­diers, and filled the for­est with omi­nous echoes. At last the staff moved al­so. Radzey­ovs­ki rode at the side of Wit­tem­berg.

			“Ox­en­stiern is not to be seen,” said Wit­tem­berg. “I am afraid that some­thing may have hap­pened to him. I do not know whether it was wise to send him as a trum­peter with let­ters to Uist­sie.”

			“It was wise,” an­swered Radzey­ovs­ki, “for he will look at the camp, will see the lead­ers, and learn what they think there; and this any kind of camp-fol­low­er could not do.”

			“But if they rec­og­nize him?”

			“Rei alone knows him, and he is ours. Be­sides, even if they should rec­og­nize him, they will do him no harm, but will give him sup­plies for the road and re­ward him. I know the Poles, and I know they are ready for any­thing, mere­ly to show them­selves po­lite peo­ple be­fore strangers. Our whole ef­fort is to win the praise of strangers. Your grace may be at rest con­cern­ing Ox­en­stiern, for a hair will not fall from his head. He has not come be­cause it is too soon for his re­turn.”

			“And does your grace think our let­ters will have any ef­fect?”

			Radzey­ovs­ki laughed. “If your grace per­mits, I will fore­tell what will hap­pen. The vo­evo­da of Poz­nan is a pol­ished and learned man, there­fore he will an­swer us very cour­te­ous­ly and very gra­cious­ly; but be­cause he loves to pass for a Ro­man, his an­swer will be ter­ri­bly Ro­man. He will say, to be­gin with, that he would rather shed the last drop of his blood than sur­ren­der, that death is bet­ter than dis­hon­or, and the love which he bears his coun­try di­rects him to fall for her on the bound­ary.”

			Radzey­ovs­ki laughed still loud­er. The stern face of Wit­tem­berg bright­ened al­so.

			“Your grace does not think that he will be ready to act as he writes?” asked Wit­tem­berg.

			“He?” an­swered Radzey­ovs­ki. “It is true that he nour­ish­es a love for his coun­try, but with ink; and that is not over-strong food. His love is in fact more scant than that of his jester who helps him to put rhymes to­geth­er. I am cer­tain that af­ter that Ro­man an­swer will come good wish­es for health, suc­cess, of­fers of ser­vice, and at last a re­quest to spare his prop­er­ty and that of his rel­a­tives, for which again he with all his rel­a­tives will be thank­ful.”

			“And what at last will be the re­sult of our let­ters?”

			“The courage of the oth­er side will weak­en to the last de­gree, sen­a­tors will be­gin to ne­go­ti­ate with us, and we shall oc­cu­py all Great Poland af­ter per­haps a few shots in the air.”

			“Would that your grace be a true prophet!”

			“I am cer­tain that it will be as I say, for I know these peo­ple. I have friends and ad­her­ents in the whole coun­try, and I know how to be­gin. And that I shall ne­glect noth­ing is made sure by the wrong which I en­dure from Yan Kaz­imir, and my love for Karl Gus­tav. Peo­ple with us are more ten­der at present about their own for­tunes than the in­tegri­ty of the Com­mon­wealth. All those lands up­on which we shall now march are the es­tates of the Opalin­skis, the Charnkovskis, the Grudzin­skis; and be­cause they are at Uist­sie in per­son they will be milder in ne­go­ti­at­ing. As to the no­bles, if on­ly their free­dom of dis­put­ing at the di­ets is guar­an­teed, they will fol­low the vo­evo­das.”

			“By knowl­edge of the coun­try and the peo­ple your grace ren­ders the king un­ex­am­pled ser­vice, which can­not re­main with­out an equal­ly note­wor­thy re­ward. There­fore from what you say I con­clude that I may look on this land as ours.”

			“You may, your grace, you may, you may,” re­peat­ed Radzey­ovs­ki hur­ried­ly, a num­ber of times.

			“There­fore I oc­cu­py it in the name of his Roy­al Grace Karl Gus­tav,” an­swered Wit­tem­berg, solemn­ly.

			While the Swedish troops were thus be­gin­ning be­yond Hein­richs­dorf to walk on the land of Great Poland, and even ear­li­er, for it was on Ju­ly 18, a Swedish trum­peter ar­rived at the Pol­ish camp with let­ters from Radzey­ovs­ki and Wit­tem­berg to the vo­evo­das.

			Vla­dyslav Sko­ra­shevs­ki him­self con­duct­ed the trum­peter to the vo­evo­da of Poz­nan, and the no­bles of the gen­er­al mili­tia gazed with cu­rios­i­ty on the “first Swede,” won­der­ing at his valiant bear­ing, his man­ly face, his blond mus­tach­es, the ends combed up­ward in a broad brush, and his re­al­ly lord­like mien. Crowds fol­lowed him to the vo­evo­da; ac­quain­tances called to one an­oth­er, point­ing him out with their fin­gers, laughed some­what at his boots with enor­mous round legs, and at the long straight rapi­er, which they called a spit, hang­ing from a belt rich­ly worked with sil­ver. The Swede al­so cast cu­ri­ous glances from un­der his broad hat, as if wish­ing to ex­am­ine the camp and es­ti­mate the forces, and then looked re­peat­ed­ly at the crowd of no­bles whose ori­en­tal cos­tumes were ap­par­ent­ly nov­el to him. At last he was brought to the vo­evo­da, around whom were grouped all the dig­ni­taries in the camp.

			The let­ters were read im­me­di­ate­ly, and a coun­cil held. The vo­evo­da com­mit­ted the trum­peter to his at­ten­dants to be en­ter­tained in sol­dier fash­ion; the no­bles took him from the at­ten­dants, and won­der­ing at the man as a cu­rios­i­ty, be­gan to drink for life and death with him.

			Pan Sko­ra­shevs­ki looked at the Swede with equal scru­ti­ny; but be­cause he sus­pect­ed him to be some of­fi­cer in dis­guise, he went in fact to con­vey that idea in the evening to the vo­evo­da. The lat­ter, how­ev­er, said it was all one, and did not per­mit his ar­rest.

			“Though he were Wit­tem­berg him­self, he has come hith­er as an en­voy and should go away un­mo­lest­ed. In ad­di­tion I com­mand you to give him ten ducats for the road.”

			The trum­peter mean­while was talk­ing in bro­ken Ger­man with those no­bles who, through in­ter­course with Prus­sian towns, un­der­stood that lan­guage. He told them of vic­to­ries won by Wit­tem­berg in var­i­ous lands, of the forces march­ing against Uist­sie, and es­pe­cial­ly of the can­non of a range hith­er­to un­known and which could not be re­sist­ed. The no­bles were trou­bled at this, and no small num­ber of ex­ag­ger­at­ed ac­counts be­gan to cir­cu­late through the camp.

			That night scarce­ly any­one slept in Uist­sie. About mid­night those men came in who had stood hith­er­to in sep­a­rate camps, at Pi­la and Vyelu­nie. The dig­ni­taries de­lib­er­at­ed over their an­swer to the let­ters till day­light, and the no­bles passed the time in sto­ries about the pow­er of the Swedes.

			With a cer­tain fever­ish cu­rios­i­ty they asked the trum­peter about the lead­ers of the army, the weapons, the method of fight­ing; and ev­ery an­swer of his was giv­en from mouth to mouth. The near­ness of the Swedish le­gions lent un­usu­al in­ter­est to all the de­tails, which were not of a char­ac­ter to give con­so­la­tion.

			About day­light Stanislav Skshetus­ki came with tid­ings that the Swedes had ar­rived at Valch, one day’s march from the Pol­ish camp. There rose at once a ter­ri­ble hub­bub; most of the hors­es with the ser­vants were at pas­ture on the mead­ows. They were sent for then with all haste. Dis­tricts mount­ed and formed squadrons. The mo­ment be­fore bat­tle was for the un­trained sol­dier the most ter­ri­ble; there­fore be­fore the cap­tains were able to in­tro­duce any kind of sys­tem there reigned for a long time des­per­ate dis­or­der.

			Nei­ther com­mands nor trum­pets could be heard; noth­ing but voic­es cry­ing on ev­ery side: “Yan! Py­otr! Onufri! This way! I wish thou wert killed! Bring the hors­es! Where are my men? Yan! Py­otr!” If at that mo­ment one can­non-shot had been heard, the dis­or­der might eas­i­ly have been turned to a pan­ic.

			Grad­u­al­ly, how­ev­er, the dis­tricts were ranged in or­der. The in­born ca­pac­i­ty of the no­bles for war made up for the want of ex­pe­ri­ence, and about mid­day the camp pre­sent­ed an ap­pear­ance im­pos­ing enough. The in­fantry stood on the ram­parts look­ing like flow­ers in their many-col­ored coats, smoke was borne away from the light­ed match­es, and out­side the ram­parts un­der cov­er of the guns the mead­ows and plain were swarm­ing with the dis­trict squadrons of cav­al­ry stand­ing in line on stur­dy hors­es, whose neigh­ing roused an echo in the neigh­bor­ing forests and filled all hearts with mil­i­tary ar­dor.

			Mean­while the vo­evo­da of Poz­nan sent away the trum­peter with an an­swer to the let­ter read­ing more or less as Radzey­ovs­ki had fore­told, there­fore both cour­te­ous and Ro­man; then he de­ter­mined to send a par­ty to the north­ern bank of the Notets to seize an in­for­mant from the en­e­my.

			Py­otr Opalin­s­ki, vo­evo­da of Podlyasye, a cousin of the vo­evo­da Poz­nan, was to go in per­son with a par­ty to­geth­er with his own dra­goons, a hun­dred and fifty of whom he had brought to Uist­sie; and be­sides this it was giv­en to Cap­tains Sko­ra­shevs­ki and Skshetus­ki to call out vol­un­teers from the no­bles of the gen­er­al mili­tia, so that they might al­so look in the eyes of the en­e­my.

			Both rode be­fore the ranks, de­light­ing the eye by man­ner and pos­ture—Pan Stanislav black as a bee­tle, like all the Skshetuskis, with a man­ly face, stern and adorned with a long slop­ing scar which re­mained from a sword-blow, with raven black beard blown aside by the wind; Pan Vla­dyslav port­ly, with long blond mus­tach­es, open un­der lip, and eyes with red lids, mild and hon­est, re­mind­ing one less of Mars—but none the less a gen­uine sol­dier spir­it, as glad to be in fire as a sala­man­der—a knight know­ing war as his ten fin­gers, and of in­com­pa­ra­ble dar­ing. Both, rid­ing be­fore the ranks ex­tend­ed in a long line, re­peat­ed from mo­ment to mo­ment—

			“Now, gra­cious gen­tle­men, who is the vol­un­teer against the Swedes? Who wants to smell pow­der? Well, gra­cious gen­tle­men, vol­un­teer!”

			And so they con­tin­ued for a good while with­out re­sult, for no man pushed for­ward from the ranks. One looked at an­oth­er. There were those who de­sired to go and had no fear of the Swedes, but in­de­ci­sion re­strained them. More than one nudged his neigh­bor and said, “Go you, and then I’ll go.” The cap­tains were grow­ing im­pa­tient, till all at once, when they had rid­den up to the dis­trict of Gnyezno, a cer­tain man dressed in many col­ors sprang forth on a hoop, not from the line but from be­hind the line, and cried—

			“Gra­cious gen­tle­men of the mili­tia, I’ll be the vol­un­teer and ye will be jesters!”

			“Os­tro­j­ka! Os­tro­j­ka!” cried the no­bles.

			“I am just as good a no­ble as any of you!” an­swered the jester.

			“Tfu! to a hun­dred dev­ils!” cried Pan Rosin­s­ki; un­der-judge, “a truce to jest­ing! I will go.”

			“And I! and I!” cried nu­mer­ous voic­es.

			“Once my moth­er bore me, once for me is death!”

			“As good as thou will be found!”

			“Free­dom to each. Let no man here ex­alt him­self above oth­ers.”

			And as no one had come forth be­fore, so now no­bles be­gan to rush out from ev­ery dis­trict, spurring for­ward their hors­es, dis­put­ing with one an­oth­er and fight­ing to ad­vance. In the twin­kle of an eye there were five hun­dred horse­men, and still they were rid­ing forth from the ranks. Pan Sko­ra­shevs­ki be­gan to laugh with his hon­est, open laugh.

			“Enough, wor­thy gen­tle­men, enough! We can­not all go.”

			Then the two cap­tains put the men in or­der and marched.

			The vo­evo­da of Podlyasye joined the horse­men as they were rid­ing out of camp. They were seen as on the palm of the hand cross­ing the Notets; af­ter that they glit­tered some time on the wind­ings of the road, then van­ished from sight.

			At the ex­pi­ra­tion of half an hour the vo­evo­da of Poz­nan or­dered the troops to their tents, for he saw that it was im­pos­si­ble to keep them in the ranks when the en­e­my were still a day’s march dis­tant. Nu­mer­ous pick­ets were thrown out, how­ev­er; it was not per­mit­ted to drive hors­es to pas­ture, and the or­der was giv­en that at the first low sound of the trum­pet through the mouth­piece all were to mount and be ready.

			Ex­pec­ta­tion and un­cer­tain­ty had come to an end, quar­rels and dis­putes were fin­ished at once, for the near­ness of the en­e­my had raised their courage as Pan Skshetus­ki had pre­dict­ed. The first suc­cess­ful bat­tle might raise it in­deed very high; and in the evening an event took place which seemed of hap­py omen.

			The sun was just set­ting—light­ing with enor­mous glit­ter, daz­zling the eyes, the Notets, and the pinewoods be­yond—when on the oth­er side of the riv­er was seen first a cloud of dust, and then men mov­ing in the cloud. All that was liv­ing went out on the ram­parts to see what man­ner of guests these were. At that mo­ment a dra­goon of the guards rushed in from the squadron of Pan Grudzin­s­ki with in­tel­li­gence that the horse­men were re­turn­ing.

			“The horse­men are re­turn­ing with suc­cess! The Swedes have not eat­en them!” was re­peat­ed from mouth to mouth.

			Mean­while they in bright rolls of dust ap­proached near­er and near­er, com­ing slow­ly; then they crossed the Notets.

			The no­bles with their hands over their eyes gazed at them; for the glit­ter be­came each mo­ment greater, and the whole air was filled with gold and pur­ple light.

			“Hei! the par­ty is some­what larg­er than when it went out,” said Shli­htyng.

			“They must be bring­ing pris­on­ers, as God is dear to me!” cried a no­ble, ap­par­ent­ly with­out con­fi­dence and not be­liev­ing his eyes.

			“They are bring­ing pris­on­ers! They are bring­ing pris­on­ers!”

			They had now come so near that their faces could be rec­og­nized. In front rode Sko­ra­shevs­ki, nod­ding his head as usu­al and talk­ing joy­ous­ly with Skshetus­ki; af­ter them the strong de­tach­ment of horse sur­round­ed a few tens of in­fantry wear­ing round hats. They were re­al­ly Swedish pris­on­ers.

			At this sight the no­bles could not con­tain them­selves; and ran for­ward with shouts: “Vi­vat Sko­ra­shevs­ki! Vi­vat Skshetus­ki!”

			A dense crowd sur­round­ed the par­ty at once. Some looked at the pris­on­ers; some asked, “How was the af­fair?” oth­ers threat­ened the Swedes.

			“Ah-hu! Well now, good for you, ye dogs! Ye want­ed to war with the Poles? Ye have the Poles now!”

			“Give them here! Sabre them, make mince­meat of them!”

			“Ha, broad-breech­es! ye have tried the Pol­ish sabres?”

			“Gra­cious gen­tle­men, don’t shout like lit­tle boys, for the pris­on­ers will think that this is your first war,” said Sko­ra­shevs­ki; “it is a com­mon thing to take pris­on­ers in time of war.”

			The vol­un­teers who be­longed to the par­ty looked with pride on the no­bles who over­whelmed them with ques­tions: “How was it? Did they sur­ren­der eas­i­ly? Had you to sweat over them? Do they fight well?”

			“They are good fel­lows,” said Rosin­s­ki, “they de­fend­ed them­selves well; but they are not iron—a sabre cuts them.”

			“So they couldn’t re­sist you, could they?”

			“They could not re­sist the im­pe­tus.”

			“Gra­cious gen­tle­men, do you hear what is said—they could not re­sist the im­pe­tus. Well, what does that mean? Im­pe­tus is the main thing.”

			“Re­mem­ber if on­ly there is im­pe­tus!—that is the best method against the Swedes.”

			If at that mo­ment those no­bles had been com­mand­ed to rush at the en­e­my, sure­ly im­pe­tus would not have been lack­ing; but it was well in­to the night when the sound of a trum­pet was heard be­fore the fore­post. A trum­peter ar­rived with a let­ter from Wit­tem­berg sum­mon­ing the no­bles to sur­ren­der. The crowds hear­ing of this want­ed to cut the mes­sen­ger to pieces; but the vo­evo­das took the let­ter in­to con­sid­er­a­tion, though the sub­stance of it was in­so­lent.

			The Swedish gen­er­al an­nounced that Karl Gus­tav sent his troops to his rel­a­tive Yan Kaz­imir, as re­in­force­ments against the Cos­sacks, that there­fore the peo­ple of Great Poland should yield with­out re­sis­tance. Pan Grudzin­s­ki on read­ing this let­ter could not re­strain his in­dig­na­tion, and struck the ta­ble with his fist; but the vo­evo­da of Poz­nan qui­et­ed him at once with the ques­tion—

			“Do you be­lieve in vic­to­ry? How many days can we de­fend our­selves? Do you wish to take the re­spon­si­bil­i­ty for so much no­ble blood which may be shed to­mor­row?”

			Af­ter a long de­lib­er­a­tion it was de­cid­ed not to an­swer, and to wait for what would hap­pen. They did not wait long. On Sat­ur­day, Ju­ly 24, the pick­ets an­nounced that the whole Swedish army had ap­peared be­fore Pi­la. There was as much bus­tle in camp as in a bee­hive on the eve of swarm­ing.

			The no­bles mount­ed their hors­es; the vo­evo­das hur­ried along the ranks, giv­ing con­tra­dic­to­ry com­mands till Vla­dyslav Sko­ra­shevs­ki took ev­ery­thing in hand; and when he had es­tab­lished or­der he rode out at the head of a few hun­dred vol­un­teers to try skir­mish­ing be­yond the riv­er and ac­cus­tom the men to look at the en­e­my.

			The cav­al­ry went with him will­ing­ly enough, for skir­mish­ing con­sist­ed gen­er­al­ly of strug­gles car­ried on by small groups or singly, and such strug­gles the no­bles trained to sword ex­er­cise did not fear at all. They went out there­fore be­yond the riv­er, and stood be­fore the en­e­my, who ap­proached near­er and near­er, and black­ened with a long line the hori­zon, as if a grove had grown fresh­ly from the ground. Reg­i­ments of cav­al­ry and in­fantry de­ployed, oc­cu­py­ing more and more space.

			The no­bles ex­pect­ed that skir­mish­ers on horse­back might rush against them at any mo­ment. So far they were not to be seen; but on the low hills a few hun­dred yards dis­tant small groups halt­ed, in which were to be seen men and hors­es, and they be­gan to turn around on the place. See­ing this, Sko­ra­shevs­ki com­mand­ed with­out de­lay, “To the left! to the rear!”

			But the voice of com­mand had not yet ceased to sound when on the hills long white curls of smoke bloomed forth, and as it were birds of some kind flew past with a whis­tle among the no­bles; then a re­port shook the air, and at the same mo­ment were heard cries and groans of a few wound­ed.

			“Halt!” cried Sko­ra­shevs­ki.

			The birds flew past a sec­ond and a third time; again groans ac­com­pa­nied the whis­tle. The no­bles did not lis­ten to the com­mand of the chief, but re­treat­ed at in­creased speed, shout­ing, and call­ing for the aid of heav­en. Then the di­vi­sion scat­tered, in the twin­kle of an eye, over the plain, and rushed on a gal­lop to the camp. Sko­ra­shevs­ki was curs­ing, but that did no good.

			Wit­tem­berg, hav­ing dis­persed the skir­mish­ers so eas­i­ly, pushed on far­ther, till at last he stood in front of Uist­sie, straight be­fore the trench­es de­fend­ed by the no­bles of Kalish. The Pol­ish guns be­gan to play, but at first no an­swer was made from the Swedish side. The smoke fell away qui­et­ly in the clear air in long streaks stretch­ing be­tween the armies, and in the spa­ces be­tween them the no­bles saw the Swedish reg­i­ments, in­fantry and cav­al­ry, de­ploy­ing with ter­ri­ble cool­ness as if cer­tain of vic­to­ry.

			On the hills the can­non were fixed, trench­es raised; in a word, the en­e­my came in­to or­der with­out pay­ing the least at­ten­tion to the balls which, with­out reach­ing them, mere­ly scat­tered sand and earth on the men work­ing in the trench­es.

			Pan Skshetus­ki led out once more two squadrons of the men of Kalish, wish­ing by a bold at­tack to con­fuse the Swedes. But they did not go will­ing­ly; the di­vi­sion fell at once in­to a dis­or­der­ly crowd, for when the most dar­ing urged their hors­es for­ward the most cow­ard­ly held theirs back on pur­pose. Two reg­i­ments of cav­al­ry sent by Wit­tem­berg drove the no­bles from the field af­ter a short strug­gle, and pur­sued them to the camp. Now dusk came, and put an end to the blood­less strife.

			There was fir­ing from can­non till night, when fir­ing ceased; but such a tu­mult rose in the Pol­ish camp that it was heard on the oth­er bank of the Notets. It rose first for the rea­son that a few hun­dred of the gen­er­al mili­tia tried to slip away in the dark­ness. Oth­ers, see­ing this, be­gan to threat­en and de­tain them. Sabres were drawn. The words “Ei­ther all or none” flew again from mouth to mouth. At ev­ery mo­ment it seemed most like­ly that all would go. Great dis­sat­is­fac­tion burst out against the lead­ers: “They sent us with naked breasts against can­non,” cried the mili­tia.

			They were en­raged in like de­gree against Wit­tem­berg, be­cause with­out re­gard to the cus­toms of war he had not sent skir­mish­ers against skir­mish­ers, but had or­dered to fire on them un­ex­pect­ed­ly from can­non. “Ev­ery­one will do for him­self what is best,” said they; “but it is the cus­tom of a swin­ish peo­ple not to meet face to face.” Oth­ers were in open de­spair. “They will smoke us out of this place like bad­gers out of a hole,” said they. “The camp is bad­ly planned, the trench­es are bad­ly made, the place is not fit­ted for de­fence.” From time to time voic­es were heard: “Save your­selves, broth­ers!” Still oth­ers cried: “Trea­son! trea­son!”

			That was a ter­ri­ble night: con­fu­sion and re­lax­ation in­creased ev­ery mo­ment; no one lis­tened to com­mands. The vo­evo­das lost their heads, and did not even try to re­store or­der; and the im­be­cil­i­ty of the gen­er­al mili­tia ap­peared as clear­ly as on the palm of the hand. Wit­tem­berg might have tak­en the camp by as­sault on that night with the great­est ease.

			Dawn came. The day broke pale, cloudy, and light­ed a chaot­ic gath­er­ing of peo­ple fall­en in courage, lament­ing, and the greater num­ber drunk, more ready for shame than for bat­tle. To com­plete the mis­for­tune, the Swedes had crossed the Notets at Dzyem­bo­vo and sur­round­ed the Pol­ish camp.

			At that side there were scarce­ly any trench­es, and there was noth­ing from be­hind which they could de­fend them­selves. They should have raised breast­works with­out de­lay. Sko­ra­shevs­ki and Skshetus­ki had im­plored to have this done, but no one would lis­ten to any­thing.

			The lead­ers and the no­bles had one word on their lips, “Ne­go­ti­ate!” Men were sent out to par­ley. In an­swer there came from the Swedish camp a bril­liant par­ty, at the head of which rode Radzey­ovs­ki and Gen­er­al Wirtz, both with green branch­es.

			They rode to the house in which the vo­evo­da of Poz­nan was liv­ing; but on the way Radzey­ovs­ki stopped amid the crowd of no­bles, bowed with the branch, with his hat, laughed, greet­ed his ac­quain­tances, and said in a pierc­ing voice—

			“Gra­cious gen­tle­men, dear­est broth­ers, be not alarmed! Not as en­e­mies do we come. On you it de­pends whether a drop of blood more will be shed. If you wish in­stead of a tyrant who is en­croach­ing on your lib­er­ties, who is plan­ning for ab­so­lute pow­er, who has brought the coun­try to fi­nal de­struc­tion—if you wish, I re­peat, a good ruler, a no­ble one, a war­rior of such bound­less glo­ry that at bare men­tion of his name all the en­e­mies of the Com­mon­wealth will flee—give your­selves un­der the pro­tec­tion of the most serene Karl Gus­tav. Gra­cious gen­tle­men, dear­est broth­ers, be­hold, I bring to you the guar­an­tee of all your lib­er­ties, of your free­dom, of your re­li­gion. On your­selves your sal­va­tion de­pends. Gra­cious gen­tle­men, the most serene Swedish king un­der­takes to quell the Cos­sack re­bel­lion, to fin­ish the war in Lithua­nia; and on­ly he can do that. Take pity on the un­for­tu­nate coun­try if you have no pity on your­selves.”

			Here the voice of the traitor quiv­ered as if stopped by tears. The no­bles lis­tened with as­ton­ish­ment; here and there scat­tered voic­es cried, “Vi­vat Radzey­ovs­ki, our vice-chan­cel­lor!” He rode far­ther, and again bowed to new throngs, and again was heard his trum­pet-like voice: “Gra­cious gen­tle­men, dear­est broth­ers!” And at last he and Wirtz with the whole ret­inue van­ished in the house of the vo­evo­da of Poz­nan.

			The no­bles crowd­ed so close­ly be­fore the house that it would have been pos­si­ble to ride on their heads, for they felt and un­der­stood that there in that house men were de­cid­ing the ques­tion not on­ly of them but of the whole coun­try. The ser­vants of the vo­evo­das, in scar­let col­ors, came out and be­gan to in­vite the more im­por­tant per­son­ages to the coun­cil. They en­tered quick­ly, and af­ter them burst in a few of the small­er; but the rest re­mained at the door, they pressed to the win­dows, put their ears even to the walls.

			A deep si­lence reigned in the throng. Those stand­ing near­est the win­dows heard from time to time the sound of shrill voic­es from with­in the cham­ber, as it were the echo of quar­rels, dis­putes, and fights. Hour fol­lowed hour, and no end to the coun­cil.

			Sud­den­ly the doors wore thrown open with a crash, and out burst Vla­dyslav Sko­ra­shevs­ki. Those present pushed back in as­ton­ish­ment. That man, usu­al­ly so calm and mild, of whom it was said that wounds might be healed un­der his hand, had that mo­ment a ter­ri­ble face. His eyes were red, his look wild, his cloth­ing torn open on his breast; both hands were grasp­ing his hair, and he rushed out like a thun­der­bolt among the no­bles, and cried with a pierc­ing voice—

			“Trea­son! mur­der! shame! We are Swe­den now, and Poland no longer!”

			He be­gan to roar with an aw­ful voice, with a spas­mod­ic cry, and to tear his hair like a man who is los­ing his rea­son. A si­lence of the grave reigned all around. A cer­tain fear­ful fore­bod­ing seized all hearts.

			Sko­ra­shevs­ki sprang away quick­ly, be­gan to run among the no­bles and cry with a voice of the great­est de­spair: “To arms, to arms, whoso be­lieves in God! To arms, to arms!”

			Then cer­tain mur­murs be­gan to fly through the throngs—cer­tain mo­men­tary whis­pers, sud­den and bro­ken, like the first beat­ings of the wind be­fore a storm. Hearts hes­i­tat­ed, minds hes­i­tat­ed, and in that uni­ver­sal dis­trac­tion of feel­ings the trag­ic voice was call­ing con­tin­u­al­ly, “To arms, to arms!”

			Soon two oth­er voic­es joined his—those of Py­otr Sko­ra­shevs­ki and Stanislav Shshetus­ki. Af­ter them ran up Klodzin­s­ki, the gal­lant cap­tain of the dis­trict of Poz­pan. An in­creas­ing cir­cle of no­bles be­gan to sur­round them. A threat­en­ing mur­mur was heard round about; flames ran over the faces and shot out of the eyes; sabres rat­tled. Vla­dyslav Sko­ra­shevs­ki mas­tered the first trans­port, and be­gan to speak, point­ing to the house in which the coun­cil was be­ing held—

			“Do you hear, gra­cious gen­tle­men? They are sell­ing the coun­try there like Ju­das­es, and dis­grac­ing it. Do you know that we be­long to Poland no longer? It was not enough for them to give in­to the hands of the en­e­my all of you—camp, army, can­non. Would they were killed! They have af­firmed with their own sig­na­tures and in your names that we ab­jure our ties with the coun­try, that we ab­jure our king; that the whole land—towns, tow­ers, and we all—shall be­long for­ev­er to Swe­den. That an army sur­ren­ders hap­pens, but who has the right to re­nounce his coun­try and his king? Who has the right to tear away a prov­ince, to join strangers, to go over to an­oth­er peo­ple, to re­nounce his own blood? Gra­cious gen­tle­men, this is dis­grace, trea­son, mur­der, par­ri­cide! Save the fa­ther­land, broth­ers! In God’s name, who­ev­er is a no­ble, who­ev­er has virtue, let him save our moth­er. Let us give our lives, let us shed our blood! We do not want to be Swedes; we do not, we do not! Would that he had nev­er been born who will spare his blood now! Let us res­cue our moth­er!”

			“Trea­son!” cried sev­er­al hun­dred voic­es, “trea­son! Let us cut them to pieces.”

			“Join us, who­ev­er has virtue!” cried Skshetus­ki.

			“Against the Swedes till death!” added Klodzin­s­ki.

			And they went along far­ther in the camp, shout­ing: “Join us! As­sem­ble! There is trea­son!” and af­ter them moved now sev­er­al hun­dred no­bles with drawn sabres.

			But an im­mense ma­jor­i­ty re­mained in their places; and of those who fol­lowed some, see­ing that they were not many, be­gan to look around and stand still.

			Now the door of the coun­cil-house was thrown open, and in it ap­peared the vo­evo­da of Poz­nan, Pan Opalin­s­ki, hav­ing on his right side Gen­er­al Wirtz, and on the left Radzey­ovs­ki. Af­ter them came An­drei Grudzin­s­ki, vo­evo­da of Kalisk; Myaskovs­ki, castel­lan of Kryvin­sk; Gem­bit­s­ki, castel­lan of Myendzyrech­ka, and An­drei Slup­s­ki.

			Pan Opalin­s­ki had in his hand a parch­ment with seals ap­pend­ed; he held his head erect, but his face was pale and his look un­cer­tain, though ev­i­dent­ly he was try­ing to be joy­ful. He took in with his glance the crowds, and in the midst of a death­like si­lence be­gan to speak with a pierc­ing though some­what hoarse voice—

			“Gra­cious gen­tle­men, this day we have put our­selves un­der the pro­tec­tion of the most serene King of Swe­den. Vi­vat Car­o­lus Gus­tavus Rex!”

			Si­lence gave an­swer to the vo­evo­da; sud­den­ly some loud voice thun­dered, “Ve­to!”

			The vo­evo­da turned his eyes in the di­rec­tion of the voice and said: “This is not a pro­vin­cial di­et, there­fore a ve­to is not in place. And who­ev­er wish­es to ve­to let him go against the Swedish can­non turned up­on us, which in one hour could make of this camp a pile of ru­ins.”

			Then he was silent, and af­ter a while in­quired, “Who said Ve­to?”

			No one an­swered.

			The vo­evo­da again raised his voice, and be­gan still more em­phat­i­cal­ly: “All the lib­er­ties of the no­bles and the cler­gy will be main­tained; tax­es will not be in­creased, and will be col­lect­ed in the same man­ner as hith­er­to; no man will suf­fer wrongs or rob­bery. The armies of his roy­al Majesty have not the right to quar­ter on the prop­er­ty of no­bles nor to oth­er ex­ac­tions, un­less to such as the quo­ta of the Pol­ish squadrons en­joy.”

			Here he was silent, and heard an anx­ious mur­mur of the no­bles, as if they wished to un­der­stand his mean­ing; then he beck­oned with his hand.

			“Be­sides this, we have the word and prom­ise of Gen­er­al Wirtz, giv­en in the name of his roy­al Majesty, that if the whole coun­try will fol­low our sav­ing ex­am­ple, the Swedish armies will move prompt­ly in­to Lithua­nia and the Ukraine, and will not cease to war un­til all the lands and all the fortress­es of the Com­mon­wealth are won back. Vi­vat Car­o­lus Gus­tavus Rex!”

			“Vi­vat Car­o­lus Gus­tavus Rex!” cried hun­dreds of voic­es. “Vi­vat Car­o­lus Gus­tavus Rex!” thun­dered still more loud­ly in the whole camp.

			Here, be­fore the eyes of all, the vo­evo­da of Poz­nan turned to Radzey­ovs­ki and em­braced him hearti­ly; then he em­braced Wirtz; then all be­gan to em­brace one an­oth­er. The no­bles fol­lowed the ex­am­ple of the dig­ni­taries, and joy be­came uni­ver­sal. They gave vi­vats so loud that the echoes thun­dered through­out the whole re­gion. But the vo­evo­da of Poz­nan begged yet the beloved broth­er­hood for a mo­ment of qui­et, and said in a tone of cor­dial­i­ty—

			“Gra­cious gen­tle­men! Gen­er­al Wit­tem­berg in­vites us to­day to a feast in his camp, so that at the gob­lets a broth­er­ly al­liance may be con­clud­ed with a man­ful peo­ple.”

			“Vi­vat Wit­tem­berg! vi­vat! vi­vat! vi­vat!”

			“And af­ter that, gra­cious gen­tle­men,” added the vo­evo­da, “let us go to our homes, and with the as­sis­tance of God let us be­gin the har­vest with the thought that on this day we have saved the fa­ther­land.”

			“Com­ing ages will ren­der us jus­tice,” said Radzey­ovs­ki.

			“Amen!” fin­ished the vo­evo­da of Poz­nan.

			Mean­while he saw that the eyes of many no­bles were gaz­ing at and scan­ning some­thing above his head. He turned and saw his own jester, who, hold­ing with one hand to the frame above the door, was writ­ing with a coal on the wall of the coun­cil-house over the door: Mene Tekel-Peres.15

			In the world the heav­ens were cov­ered with clouds, and a tem­pest was com­ing.

		
	
		
			XII

			In the dis­trict of Luko­vo, on the edge of Podlyasye, stood the vil­lage of Bu­jets, owned by the Skshetuskis. In a gar­den be­tween the man­sion and a pond an old man was sit­ting on a bench; and at his feet were two lit­tle boys—one five, the oth­er four years old—dark and sun­burned as gyp­sies, but rosy and healthy. The old man, still fresh, seemed as stur­dy as an au­rochs. Age had not bent his broad shoul­ders; from his eyes—or rather from his eye, for he had one cov­ered with a cataract—beamed health and good-hu­mor; he had a white beard, but a look of strength and a rud­dy face, or­na­ment­ed on the fore­head with a broad scar, through which his skull-bone was vis­i­ble.

			The lit­tle boys, hold­ing the straps of his boot­leg, were pulling in op­po­site di­rec­tions; but he was gaz­ing at the pond, which gleamed with the rays of the sun—at the pond, in which fish were spring­ing up fre­quent­ly, break­ing the smooth sur­face of the wa­ter.

			“The fish are danc­ing,” mut­tered he to him­self. “Nev­er fear, ye will dance still bet­ter when the flood­gate is open, or when the cook is scratch­ing you with a knife.” Then he turned to the lit­tle boys: “Get away from my boot­leg, for when I catch one of your ears, I’ll pull it off. Just like mad horse­flies! Go and roll balls there on the grass and let me alone! I do not won­der at Longinek, for he is young; but Yarem­ka ought to have sense by this time. Ah, tor­ments! I’ll take one of you and throw him in­to the pond.”

			But it was clear that the old man was in ter­ri­ble sub­jec­tion to the boys, for nei­ther had the least fear of his threats; on the con­trary, Yarem­ka, the el­der, be­gan to pull the boot­leg still hard­er, brac­ing his feet and re­peat­ing—

			“Oh, Grand­fa­ther, be Bo­gun and steal away Longinek.”

			“Be off, thou bee­tle, I say, thou rogue, thou cheese-roll!”

			“Oh, Grand­fa­ther, be Bo­gun!”

			“I’ll give thee Bo­gun; wait till I call thy moth­er!”

			Yarem­ka looked to­ward the door lead­ing from the house to the gar­den, but find­ing it closed, and see­ing no sign of his moth­er, he re­peat­ed the third time, pout­ing, “Grand­fa­ther, be Bo­gun!”

			“Ah, they will kill me, the rogues; it can­not be oth­er­wise. Well, I’ll be Bo­gun, but on­ly once. Oh, it is a pun­ish­ment of God! Mind ye do not plague me again!”

			When he had said this, the old man groaned a lit­tle, raised him­self from the bench, then sud­den­ly grabbed lit­tle Longinek, and giv­ing out loud shouts, be­gan to car­ry him off in the di­rec­tion of the pond.

			Longinek, how­ev­er, had a valiant de­fend­er in his broth­er, who on such oc­ca­sions did not call him­self Yarem­ka, but Pan Michael Volody­ovs­ki, cap­tain of dra­goons.

			Pan Michael, then, armed with a bass­wood club, which took the place of a sabre in this sud­den emer­gen­cy, ran swift­ly af­ter the bulky Bo­gun, soon caught up with him, and be­gan to beat him on the legs with­out mer­cy.

			Longinek, play­ing the role of his mam­ma, made an up­roar, Bo­gun made an up­roar, Yarem­ka-Volody­ovs­ki made an up­roar; but val­or at last over­came even Bo­gun, who, drop­ping his vic­tim, be­gan to make his way back to the lin­den-tree. At last he reached the bench, fell up­on it, pant­ing ter­ri­bly and re­peat­ing—

			“Ah, ye lit­tle stumps! It will be a won­der if I do not suf­fo­cate.”

			But the end of his tor­ment had not come yet, for a mo­ment lat­er Yarem­ka stood be­fore him with a rud­dy face, float­ing hair, and dis­tend­ed nos­trils, like a brisk young fal­con, and be­gan to re­peat with greater en­er­gy—

			“Grand­fa­ther, be Bo­gun!”

			Af­ter much teas­ing and a solemn prom­ise giv­en to the two boys that this would sure­ly be the last time, the sto­ry was re­peat­ed in all its de­tails; then they sat three in a row on the bench and Yarem­ka be­gan—

			“Oh, Grand­fa­ther, tell who was the bravest.”

			“Thou, thou!” said the old man.

			“And shall I grow up to be a knight?”

			“Sure­ly thou wilt, for there is good sol­dier blood in thee. God grant thee to be like thy fa­ther; for if brave thou wilt not tease so much—un­der­stand me?”

			“Tell how many men has Pa­pa killed?”

			“It’s lit­tle if I have told thee a hun­dred times! Eas­i­er for thee to count the leaves on this lin­den-tree than all the en­e­mies which thy fa­ther and I have de­stroyed. If I had as many hairs on my head as I my­self have put down, the bar­bers in Lukovsk would make for­tunes just in shav­ing my tem­ples. I am a rogue if I li—”

			Here Pan Za­glo­ba—for it was he—saw that it did not be­come him to ad­jure or swear be­fore lit­tle boys, though in the ab­sence of oth­er lis­ten­ers he loved to tell even the chil­dren of his for­mer tri­umphs; he grew silent this time es­pe­cial­ly be­cause the fish had be­gun to spring up in the pond with re­dou­bled ac­tiv­i­ty.

			“We must tell the gar­den­er,” said he, “to set the net for the night; a great many fine fish are crowd­ing right up to the bank.”

			Now that door of the house which led in­to the gar­den opened, and in it ap­peared a wom­an beau­ti­ful as the mid­day sun, tall, firm, black-haired, with bloom on her brunette face, and eyes like vel­vet. A third boy, three years old, dark as an agate ball, hung to her skirt. She, shad­ing her eyes with her hand, looked in the di­rec­tion of the lin­den-tree. This was Pani He­le­na Skshetus­ki, of the prince­ly house of Bu­ly­ga-Kurt­se­vich.

			See­ing Pan Za­glo­ba with Yarem­ka and Longinek un­der the tree, she went for­ward a few steps to­ward the ditch, full of wa­ter, and called: “Come here, boys! Sure­ly you are plagu­ing Grand­fa­ther?”

			“How plague me! They have act­ed nice­ly all the time,” said the old man.

			The boys ran to their moth­er; but she asked Za­glo­ba, “What will Fa­ther drink to­day—dem­b­ni­ak or mead?”

			“We had pork for din­ner; mead will be best.”

			“I’ll send it this minute; but Fa­ther must not fall asleep in the air, for fever is sure to come.”

			“It is warm to­day, and there is no wind. But where is Yan, Daugh­ter?”

			“He has gone to the barns.”

			Pani Skshetus­ki called Za­glo­ba fa­ther, and he called her daugh­ter, though they were in no way re­lat­ed. Her fam­i­ly dwelt be­yond the Dnieper, in the for­mer do­mains of Vish­nyevet­s­ki; and as to him God alone knew his ori­gin, for he told var­i­ous tales about it him­self. But Za­glo­ba had ren­dered fa­mous ser­vices to Pani Skshetus­ki when she was still a maid­en, and he had res­cued her from ter­ri­ble dan­gers; there­fore she and her hus­band treat­ed him as a fa­ther, and in the whole re­gion about he was hon­ored be­yond mea­sure by all, as well for his in­ven­tive mind as for the un­com­mon brav­ery of which he had giv­en many proofs in var­i­ous wars, es­pe­cial­ly in those against the Cos­sacks. His name was known in the whole Com­mon­wealth. The king him­self was en­am­ored of his sto­ries and wit; and in gen­er­al he was more spo­ken of than even Pan Skshetus­ki, though the lat­ter in his time had burst through be­sieged Zbaraj and all the Cos­sack armies.

			Soon af­ter Pani Skshetus­ki had gone in­to the house a boy brought a de­canter and glass to the lin­den-tree. Za­glo­ba poured out some mead, then closed his eyes and be­gan to try it dili­gent­ly.

			“The Lord God knew why he cre­at­ed bees,” said he, with a nasal mut­ter. And he fell to drink­ing slow­ly, draw­ing deep breaths at the same time, while gaz­ing at the pond and be­yond the pond, away to the dark and blue pinewoods stretch­ing as far as the eye could reach on the oth­er side. The time was past one in the af­ter­noon, and the heav­ens were cloud­less. The blos­soms of the lin­den were fall­ing noise­less­ly to the earth, and on the tree among the leaves were buzzing a whole choir of bees, which soon be­gan to set­tle on the edge of the glass and gath­er the sweet flu­id on their shag­gy legs.

			Above the great pond, from the far-off reeds ob­scured by the haze of dis­tance, rose from time to time flocks of ducks, teal, or wild geese, and moved away swift­ly in the blue ether like black cross­es; some­times a row of cranes looked dark high in the air, and gave out a shrill cry. With these ex­cep­tions all around was qui­et, calm, sun­ny, and glad­some, as is usu­al in the first days of Au­gust, when the grain has ripened, and the sun is scat­ter­ing as it were gold up­on the earth.

			The eyes of the old man were raised now to the sky, fol­low­ing the flocks of birds, and now they were lost in the dis­tance, grow­ing more and more drowsy, as the mead in the de­canter de­creased; his lids be­came heav­ier and heav­ier—the bees buzzed their song in var­i­ous tones as if on pur­pose for his af­ter-din­ner slum­ber.

			“True, true, the Lord God has giv­en beau­ti­ful weath­er for the har­vest,” mut­tered Za­glo­ba. “The hay is well gath­ered in, the har­vest will be fin­ished in a breath. Yes, yes—”

			Here he closed his eyes, then opened them again for a mo­ment, mut­tered once more, “The boys have tor­ment­ed me,” and fell asleep in earnest.

			He slept rather long, but af­ter a cer­tain time he was roused by a light breath of cool­er air, to­geth­er with the con­ver­sa­tion and steps of two men draw­ing near the tree rapid­ly. One of them was Yan Skshetus­ki, the hero of Zbaraj, who about a month be­fore had re­turned from the het­mans in the Ukraine to cure a stub­born fever; Pan Za­glo­ba did not know the oth­er, though in stature and form and even in fea­tures he re­sem­bled Yan great­ly.

			“I present to you, dear fa­ther,” said Yan, “my cousin Pan Stanislav Skshetus­ki, the cap­tain of Kalish.”

			“You are so much like Yan,” an­swered Za­glo­ba, blink­ing and shak­ing the rem­nants of sleep from his eye­lids, “that had I met you any­where I should have said at once, ‘Skshetus­ki!’ Hei, what a guest in the house!”

			“It is dear to me to make your ac­quain­tance, my bene­fac­tor,” an­swered Stanislav, “the more since the name is well known to me, for the knight­hood of the whole Com­mon­wealth re­peat it with re­spect and men­tion it as an ex­am­ple.”

			“With­out prais­ing my­self, I did what I could, while I felt strength in my bones. And even now one would like to taste of war, for con­sue­tu­do al­tera natu­ra (habit is a sec­ond na­ture). But why, gen­tle­men, are you so anx­ious, so that Yan’s face is pale?”

			“Stanislav has brought dread­ful news,” an­swered Yan. “The Swedes have en­tered Great Poland, and oc­cu­pied it en­tire­ly.”

			Za­glo­ba sprang from the bench as if forty years had dropped from him, opened wide his eyes, and be­gan in­vol­un­tar­i­ly to feel at his side, as if he were look­ing for a sabre.

			“How is that?” asked he, “how is that? Have they oc­cu­pied all of it?”

			“Yes, for the vo­evo­da of Poz­nan and oth­ers at Uist­sie have giv­en it in­to the hands of the en­e­my,” an­swered Stanislav.

			“For God’s sake! What do I hear? Have they sur­ren­dered?”

			“Not on­ly have they sur­ren­dered, but they have signed a com­pact re­nounc­ing the King and the Com­mon­wealth. Hence­forth Swe­den, not Poland, is to be there.”

			“By the mer­cy of God, by the wounds of the Cru­ci­fied! Is the world com­ing to an end? What do I hear! Yes­ter­day Yan and I were speak­ing of this dan­ger from Swe­den, for news had come that they were march­ing; but we were both con­fi­dent that it would end in noth­ing, or at most in the re­nun­ci­a­tion of the ti­tle of King of Swe­den by our lord, Yan Kaz­imir.”

			“But it has be­gun with the loss of a prov­ince, and will end with God knows what.”

			“Stop, for the blood will boil over in me! How was it? And you were at Uist­sie and saw all this with your own eyes? That was sim­ply trea­son the most vil­lain­ous, un­heard of in his­to­ry.”

			“I was there and looked on, and whether it was trea­son you will de­cide when you hear all. We were at Uist­sie, the gen­er­al mili­tia and the land in­fantry, fif­teen thou­sand men in all, and we formed our lines on the Notets ab in­cur­sione hos­tili (against hos­tile in­va­sion). True the army was small, and as an ex­pe­ri­enced sol­dier you know best whether the place of reg­u­lar troops can be filled by gen­er­al mili­tia, es­pe­cial­ly that of Great Poland, where the no­bles have grown no­tably un­used to war. Still, if a lead­er had been found, they might have shown op­po­si­tion to the en­e­my in old fash­ion, and at least de­tained them till the Com­mon­wealth could find re­in­force­ments. But hard­ly had Wit­tem­berg shown him­self when ne­go­ti­a­tions were be­gun be­fore a drop of blood had been shed. Then Radzey­ovs­ki came up, and with his per­sua­sions brought about what I have said—that is, mis­for­tune and dis­grace, the like of which has not been hith­er­to.”

			“How was that? Did no one re­sist, did no one protest? Did no one hurl trea­son in the eyes of those scoundrels? Did all agree to be­tray the coun­try and the king?”

			“Virtue is per­ish­ing, and with it the Com­mon­wealth, for near­ly all agreed. I, the two Sko­ra­shevskis, Pan Tsisvit­s­ki, and Pan Klodzin­s­ki did what we could to rouse a spir­it of re­sis­tance among the no­bles. Pan Vla­dyslav Sko­ra­shevs­ki went al­most fran­tic. We flew through the camp from the men of one dis­trict to those of an­oth­er, and God knows there was no be­seech­ing that we did not use. But what good was it when the ma­jor­i­ty chose to go in bonds to the ban­quet which Wit­tem­berg promised, rather than with sabres to bat­tle? See­ing that the best went in ev­ery di­rec­tion—some to their homes, oth­ers to War­saw—the Sko­ra­shevskis went to War­saw, and will bring the first news to the king; but I, hav­ing nei­ther wife nor chil­dren, came here to my cousin, with the idea that we might go to­geth­er against the en­e­my. It was for­tu­nate that I found you at home.”

			“Then you are di­rect­ly from Uist­sie?”

			“Di­rect­ly. I rest­ed on the road on­ly as much as my hors­es need­ed, and as it was I drove one of them to death. The Swedes must be in Poz­nan at present, and thence they will quick­ly spread over the whole coun­try.”

			Here all grew silent. Yan sat with his palms on his knees, his eyes fixed on the ground, and he was think­ing gloomi­ly. Pan Stanislav sighed; and Za­glo­ba, not hav­ing re­cov­ered, looked with a star­ing glance, now on one, now on the oth­er.

			“Those are evil signs,” said Yan at last, gloomi­ly. “For­mer­ly for ten vic­to­ries there came one de­feat, and we as­ton­ished the world with our val­or. Now not on­ly de­feats come, but trea­son—not mere­ly of sin­gle per­sons, but of whole prov­inces. May God pity the coun­try!”

			“For God’s sake,” said Za­glo­ba, “I have seen much in the world. I can hear, I can rea­son, but still be­lief fails me.”

			“What do you think of do­ing, Yan?” asked Stanislav.

			“It is cer­tain that I shall not stay at home, though fever is shak­ing me yet. It will be nec­es­sary to place my wife and chil­dren some­where in safe­ty. Pan Stabrovs­ki, my rel­a­tive, is hunts­man of the king in the wilder­ness of Byalovyej, and lives in Byalovyej. Even if the whole Com­mon­wealth should fall in­to the pow­er of the en­e­my, they would not touch that re­gion. To­mor­row I will take my wife and chil­dren straight there.”

			“And that will not be a need­less pre­cau­tion,” said Stanislav; “for though ’tis far from Great Poland to this place, who knows whether the flame may not soon seize these re­gions al­so?”

			“The no­bles must be no­ti­fied,” said Yan, “to as­sem­ble and think of de­fence, for here no one has heard any­thing yet.” Here he turned to Za­glo­ba: “And, Fa­ther, will you go with us, or do you wish to ac­com­pa­ny He­le­na to the wilder­ness?”

			“I?” an­swered Za­glo­ba, “will I go? If my feet had tak­en root in the earth, I might not go; but even then I should ask some­one to dig me out. I want to try Swedish flesh again, as a wolf does mut­ton. Ha! the ras­cals, trunk-breech­es, long-stock­ings! The fleas make raids on their calves, their legs are itch­ing, and they can’t sit at home, but crawl in­to for­eign lands. I know them, the sons of such a kind, for when I was un­der Konyet­spol­s­ki I worked against them; and, gen­tle­men, if you want to know who took Gus­tavus Adol­phus cap­tive, ask the late Konyet­spol­s­ki. I’ll say no more! I know them, but they know me too. It must be that the rogues have heard that Za­glo­ba has grown old. Isn’t that true? Wait! you’ll see him yet! O Lord! O Lord, all-Pow­er­ful! why hast thou un­fenced this un­for­tu­nate Com­mon­wealth, so that all the neigh­bor­ing swine are run­ning in­to it now, and they have root­ed up three of the best prov­inces? What is the con­di­tion? Ba! but who is to blame, if not traitors? The plague did not know whom to take; it took hon­est men, but left the traitors. O Lord, send thy pest once more on the vo­evo­da of Poz­nan and on him of Kalish, but es­pe­cial­ly on Radzey­ovs­ki and his whole fam­i­ly. But if ’tis thy will to fa­vor hell with more in­hab­i­tants, send thith­er all those who signed the pact at Uist­sie. Has Za­glo­ba grown old? has he grown old? You will find out! Yan, let us con­sid­er quick­ly what to do, for I want to be on horse­back.”

			“Of course we must know whith­er to go. It is dif­fi­cult to reach the het­mans in the Ukraine, for the en­e­my has cut them off from the Com­mon­wealth and the road is open on­ly to the Crimea. It is lucky that the Tar­tars are on our side this time. Ac­cord­ing to my head it will be nec­es­sary for us to go to War­saw to the king, to de­fend our dear lord.”

			“If there is time,” re­marked Stanislav. “The king must col­lect squadrons there in haste, and will march on the en­e­my be­fore we can come, and per­haps the en­gage­ment is al­ready tak­ing place.”

			“And that may be.”

			“Let us go then to War­saw, if we can go quick­ly,” said Za­glo­ba. “Lis­ten, gen­tle­men! It is true that our names are ter­ri­ble to the en­e­my, but still three of us can­not do much, there­fore I should give this ad­vice: Let us sum­mon the no­bles to vol­un­teer; they will come in such num­bers that we may lead even a small squadron to the king. We shall per­suade them eas­i­ly, for they must go any­how when the call comes for the gen­er­al mili­tia—it will be all one to them—and we shall tell them that who­ev­er vol­un­teers be­fore the call will do an act dear to the king. With greater pow­er we can do more, and they will re­ceive us (in War­saw) with open arms.”

			“Won­der not at my words,” said Pan Stanislav, “but from what I have seen I feel such a dis­like to the gen­er­al mili­tia that I choose to go alone rather than with a crowd of men who know noth­ing of war.”

			“You have no ac­quain­tance with the no­bles of this place. Here a man can­not be found who has not served in the army; all have ex­pe­ri­ence and are good sol­diers.”

			“That may be.”

			“How could it be oth­er­wise? But wait! Yan knows that when once I be­gin to work with my head I have no lack of re­sources. For that rea­son I lived in great in­ti­ma­cy with the vo­evo­da of Rus, Prince Yere­mi. Let Yan tell how many times that great­est of war­riors fol­lowed my ad­vice, and there­by was each time vic­to­ri­ous.”

			“But tell us, Fa­ther, what you wish to say, for time is pre­cious.”

			“What I wish to say? This is it: not he de­fends the coun­try and the king who holds to the king’s skirts, but he who beats the en­e­my; and he beats the en­e­my best who serves un­der a great war­rior. Why go on un­cer­tain­ties to War­saw, when the king him­self may have gone to Krakow, to Lvoff or Lithua­nia? My ad­vice is to put our­selves at once un­der the ban­ners of the grand het­man of Lithua­nia, Prince Yanush Radzivill. He is an hon­est man and a sol­dier. Though they ac­cuse him of pride, he of a cer­tain­ty will not sur­ren­der to Swedes. He at least is a chief and a het­man of the right kind. It will be close there, ’tis true, for he is work­ing against two en­e­mies; but as a rec­om­pense we shall see Pan Michael Volody­ovs­ki, who is serv­ing in the Lithua­ni­an quo­ta, and again we shall be to­geth­er as in old times. If I do not coun­sel well, then let the first Swede take me cap­tive by the sword-strap.”

			“Who knows, who knows?” an­swered Yan, with an­i­ma­tion. “Maybe that will be the best course.”

			“And be­sides we shall take Hal­sh­ka16 with the chil­dren, for we must go right through the wilder­ness.”

			“And we shall serve among sol­diers, not among mili­tia,” added Stanislav.

			“And we shall fight, not de­bate, nor eat chick­ens and cheese in the vil­lages.”

			“I see that not on­ly in war, but in coun­cil you can hold the first place,” said Stanislav.

			“Well, are you sat­is­fied?”

			“In truth, in truth,” said Yan, “that is the best ad­vice. We shall be with Michael as be­fore; you will know, Stanislav, the great­est sol­dier in the Com­mon­wealth, my true friend, my broth­er. We will go now to Hal­sh­ka, and tell her so that she too may be ready for the road.”

			“Does she know of the war al­ready?” asked Za­glo­ba.

			“She knows, she knows, for in her pres­ence Stanislav told about it first. She is in tears, poor wom­an! But if I say to her that it is nec­es­sary to go, she will say straight­way. Go!”

			“I would start in the morn­ing,” cried Za­glo­ba.

			“We will start in the morn­ing and be­fore day­break,” said Yan. “You must be ter­ri­bly tired af­ter the road, Stanislav, but you will rest be­fore morn­ing as best you can. I will send hors­es this evening with trusty men to Byala, to Lost­si, to Dro­hichyn and Byel­sk, so as to have re­lays ev­ery­where. And just be­yond Byel­sk is the wilder­ness. Wag­ons will start to­day al­so with sup­plies. It is too bad to go in­to the world from the dear cor­ner, but ’tis God’s will! This is my com­fort: I am safe as to my wife and chil­dren, for the wilder­ness is the best fortress in the world. Come to the house, gen­tle­men; it is time for me to pre­pare for the jour­ney.”

			They went in. Pan Stanislav, great­ly road-weary, had bare­ly tak­en food and drink when he went to sleep straight­way; but Pan Yan and Za­glo­ba were bus­ied in prepa­ra­tions. And as there was great or­der in Pan Yan’s house­hold the wag­ons and men start­ed that evening for an all-night jour­ney, and next morn­ing at day­break the car­riage fol­lowed in which sat He­le­na with the chil­dren and an old maid, a com­pan­ion. Pan Stanislav and Pan Yan with five at­ten­dants rode on horse­back near the car­riage. The whole par­ty pushed for­ward briskly, for fresh hors­es were await­ing them.

			Trav­el­ling in this man­ner and with­out rest­ing even at night, they reached Byel­sk on the fifth day, and on the sixth they sank in the wilder­ness from the side of Hain­ovshy­na.

			They were sur­round­ed at once by the gloom of the gi­gan­tic pine-for­est, which at that pe­ri­od oc­cu­pied a num­ber of tens of square leagues, join­ing on one side with an un­bro­ken line the wilder­ness of Zyelon­ka and Ro­gov­sk, and on the oth­er the forests of Prus­sia.

			No in­vad­er had ev­er tram­pled with a hoof those dark depths in which a man who knew them not might go astray and wan­der till he dropped from ex­haus­tion or fell a prey to rav­en­ous beasts. In the night were heard the bel­low­ing of the au­rochs, the growl­ing of bears, with the howl­ing of wolves and the hoarse screams of pan­thers. Un­cer­tain roads led through thick­ets or clean-trunk­ed trees, along fall­en tim­ber, swamps, and ter­ri­ble stag­nant lakes to the scat­tered vil­lages of guards, pitch-burn­ers, and hunters, who in many cas­es did not leave the wilder­ness all their lives. To Byalovyej it­self a broad­er way led, con­tin­ued by the Suha road, over which the kings went to hunt. By that road al­so the Skshetuskis came from the di­rec­tion of Byel­sk and Hain­ovshy­na.

			Pan Stabrovs­ki, chief-hunter of the king, was an old her­mit and bach­e­lor, who like an au­rochs stayed al­ways in the wilder­ness. He re­ceived the vis­i­tors with open arms, and al­most smoth­ered the chil­dren with kiss­es. He lived with beat­ers-in, nev­er see­ing the face of a no­ble un­less when the king went to hunt. He had the man­age­ment of all hunt­ing mat­ters and all the pitch-mak­ing of the wilder­ness. He was great­ly dis­turbed by news of the war, of which he heard first from Pan Yan.

			Of­ten did it hap­pen in the Com­mon­wealth that war broke out or the king died and no news came to the wilder­ness; the chief-hunter alone brought news when he re­turned from the trea­sur­er of Lithua­nia, to whom he was obliged to ren­der ac­count of his man­age­ment of the wilder­ness each year.

			“It will be drea­ry here, drea­ry,” said Stabrovs­ki to He­le­na, “but safe as nowhere else in the world. No en­e­my will break through these walls, and even if he should try the beat­ers-in would shoot down all his men. It would be eas­i­er to con­quer the whole Com­mon­wealth—which may God not per­mit!—than the wilder­ness. I have been liv­ing here twen­ty years, and even I do not know it all, for there are places where it is im­pos­si­ble to go, where on­ly wild beasts live and per­haps evil spir­its have their dwelling, from whom men are pre­served by the sound of church-bells. But we live ac­cord­ing to God’s law, for in the vil­lage there is a chapel to which a priest from Byel­sk comes once a year. You will be here as if in heav­en, if te­di­um does not weary you. As a rec­om­pense there is no lack of fire­wood.”

			Pan Yan was glad in his whole soul that he had found for his wife such a refuge; but Pan Stabrovs­ki tried in vain to de­lay him awhile and en­ter­tain him.

			Halt­ing on­ly one night, the cav­a­liers re­sumed at day­break their jour­ney across the wilder­ness. They were led through the for­est labyrinths by guides whom the hunter sent with them.

		
	
		
			XIII

			When Pan Skshetus­ki with his cousin Stanislav and Za­glo­ba, af­ter a toil­some jour­ney from the wilder­ness, came at last to Upi­ta, Pan Volody­ovs­ki went al­most wild from de­light, es­pe­cial­ly since he had long had no news of them; he thought that Yan was with a squadron of the king which he com­mand­ed un­der the het­mans in the Ukraine.

			Pan Michael took them in turn by the shoul­ders, and af­ter he had pressed them once he pressed them again and rubbed his hands. When they told him of their wish to serve un­der Radzivill, he re­joiced still more at the thought that they would not sep­a­rate soon.

			“Praise God that we shall be to­geth­er, old com­rades of Zbaraj!” said he. “A man has greater de­sire for war when he feels friends near him.”

			“That was my idea,” said Za­glo­ba; “for they want­ed to fly to the king. But I said, ‘Why not re­mem­ber old times with Pan Michael? If God will give us such for­tune as he did with Cos­sacks and the Tar­tars, we shall soon have more than one Swede on our con­science.’ ”

			“God in­spired you with that thought,” said Pan Michael.

			“But it is a won­der to me,” added Yan, “how you know al­ready of the war. Stanislav came to me with the last breath of his horse, and we in that same fash­ion rode hith­er, think­ing that we should be first to an­nounce the mis­for­tune.”

			“The tid­ings must have come through the Jews,” said Za­glo­ba; “for they are first to know ev­ery­thing, and there is such com­mu­ni­ca­tion be­tween them that if one sneezes in Great Poland in the morn­ing, oth­ers will call to him in the evening from Lithua­nia and the Ukraine, ‘To thy health!’ ”

			“I know not how it was, but we heard of it two days ago,” said Pan Michael, “and there is a fear­ful pan­ic here. The first day we did not cred­it the news great­ly, but on the sec­ond no one de­nied it. I will say more; be­fore the war came, you would have said that the birds were singing about it in the air, for sud­den­ly and with­out cause all be­gan to speak of war. Our prince vo­evo­da must al­so have looked for it and have known some­thing be­fore oth­ers, for he was rush­ing about like a fly in hot wa­ter, and dur­ing these last hours he has has­tened to Kyedani. Levies were made at his or­der two months ago. I as­sem­bled men, as did al­so Stankye­vich and a cer­tain Kmi­ta, the ban­neret of Or­sha, who, as I hear, has al­ready sent a squadron to Kyedani. Kmi­ta was ready be­fore the rest of us.”

			“Michael, do you know Prince Radzivill well?” asked Yan.

			“Why should I not know him, when I have passed the whole present war17 un­der his com­mand?”

			“What do you know of his plans? Is he an hon­est man?”

			“He is a fin­ished war­rior; who knows if af­ter the death of Prince Yere­mi he is not the great­est in the Com­mon­wealth? He was de­feat­ed in the last bat­tle, it is true; but against eigh­teen thou­sand he had six thou­sand men. The trea­sur­er and the vo­evo­da of Vi­tyeb­sk blame him ter­ri­bly for this, say­ing that with small forces he rushed against such a dis­pro­por­tion­ate pow­er to avoid shar­ing vic­to­ry with them. God knows how it was! But he stood up man­ful­ly and did not spare his own life. And I who saw it all, say on­ly this, that if we had had troops and mon­ey enough, not a foot of the en­e­my would have left the coun­try. So I think that he will be­gin at the Swedes more sharply, and will not wait for them here, but march on Livo­nia.”

			“Why do you think that?”

			“For two rea­sons—first, be­cause he will wish to im­prove his rep­u­ta­tion, shat­tered a lit­tle af­ter the bat­tle of Tsy­bi­ho­va; and sec­ond, be­cause he loves war.”

			“That is true,” said Za­glo­ba. “I know him, for we were at school to­geth­er and I worked out his tasks for him. He was al­ways in love with war, and there­fore liked to keep com­pa­ny with me rather than oth­ers, for I too pre­ferred a horse and a lance to Latin.”

			“It is cer­tain that he is not like the vo­evo­da of Poz­nan; he is sure­ly a dif­fer­ent kind of man al­to­geth­er,” said Pan Stanislav.

			Volody­ovs­ki in­quired about ev­ery­thing that had tak­en place at Uist­sie, and tore his hair as he lis­tened to the sto­ry. At last, when Pan Stanislav had fin­ished, he said—

			“You are right! Our Radzivill is in­ca­pable of such deeds. He is as proud as the dev­il, and it seems to him that in the whole world there is not a greater fam­i­ly than the Radzivills. He will not en­dure op­po­si­tion, that is true; and at the trea­sur­er, Pan Gosyevs­ki, an hon­est man, he is an­gry be­cause the lat­ter will not dance when Radzivill plays. He is dis­pleased al­so with his Grace the king, be­cause he did not give him the grand ba­ton of Lithua­nia soon enough. All true, as well as this—that he prefers to live in the dis­hon­or­able er­ror of Calvin­ism rather than turn to the true faith, that he per­se­cutes Catholics where he can, that he founds so­ci­eties of heretics. But as rec­om­pense for this, I will swear that he would rather shed the last drop of his proud blood than sign a sur­ren­der like that at Uist­sie. We shall have war to wade in; for not a scribe, but a war­rior, will lead us.”

			“That’s my play,” said Za­glo­ba, “I want noth­ing more. Pan Opalin­s­ki is a scribe, and he showed soon what he was good for. They are the mean­est of men! Let but one of them pull a quill out of a goose’s tail and he thinks straight­way that he has swal­lowed all wis­dom. He will say to oth­ers, ‘Son of a such kind,’ and when it comes to the sabre you can­not find him. When I was young my­self, I put rhymes to­geth­er to cap­ti­vate the hearts of fair heads, and I might have made a goat’s horn of Pan Ko­hanovs­ki with his sil­ly vers­es, but lat­er on the sol­dier na­ture got the up­per hand.”

			“I will add, too,” con­tin­ued Volody­ovs­ki, “that the no­bles will soon move hith­er. A crowd of peo­ple will come, if on­ly mon­ey is not lack­ing, for that is most im­por­tant.”

			“In God’s name I want no gen­er­al mili­tia!” shout­ed Pan Stanislav. “Yan and Pan Za­glo­ba know my sen­ti­ments al­ready, and to you I say now that I would rather be a camp-ser­vant in a reg­u­lar squadron than het­man over the en­tire gen­er­al mili­tia.”

			“The peo­ple here are brave,” an­swered Volody­ovs­ki, “and very skil­ful. I have an ex­am­ple from my own levy. I could not re­ceive all who came, and among those whom I ac­cept­ed there is not a man who has not served be­fore. I will show you this squadron, gen­tle­men, and if you had not learned from me you would not know that they are not old sol­diers. Ev­ery­one is tem­pered and ham­mered in fire, like an old horse­shoe, and stands in or­der like a Ro­man le­gionary. It will not be so easy for the Swedes with them, as with the men of Great Poland at Uist­sie.”

			“I have hope that God will change ev­ery­thing,” said Pan Yan. “They say that the Swedes are good sol­diers, but still they have nev­er been able to stand be­fore our reg­u­lar troops. We have beat­en them al­ways—that is a mat­ter of tri­al; we have beat­en them even when they were led by the great­est war­rior they have ev­er had.”

			“In truth I am very cu­ri­ous to know what they can do,” an­swered Volody­ovs­ki; “and were it not that two oth­er wars are now weigh­ing on the coun­try, I should not be an­gry a whit about the Swedes. We have tried the Turks, the Tar­tars, the Cos­sacks, and God knows whom we have not tried; it is well now to try the Swedes. The on­ly trou­ble in the king­dom is that all the troops are oc­cu­pied with the het­mans in the Ukraine. But I see al­ready what will hap­pen here. Prince Radzivill will leave the ex­ist­ing war to the trea­sur­er and full het­man Pan Gosyevs­ki, and will go him­self at the Swedes in earnest. It will be heavy work, it is true. But we have hope that God will as­sist us.”

			“Let us go, then, with­out de­lay to Kyedani,” said Pan Stanislav.

			“I re­ceived an or­der to have the squadron ready and to ap­pear in Kyedani my­self in three days,” an­swered Pan Michael. “But I must show you, gen­tle­men this last or­der, for it is clear from it that the prince is think­ing of the Swedes.”

			When he had said this, Volody­ovs­ki un­locked a box stand­ing on a bench un­der the win­dow, took out a pa­per fold­ed once, and open­ing it be­gan to read:—

			
				
					Colonel Volody­ovs­ki:

				
				Gra­cious Sir—We have read with great de­light your re­port that the squadron is ready and can move to the cam­paign at any mo­ment. Keep it ready and alert, for such dif­fi­cult times are com­ing as have not been yet; there­fore come your­self as quick­ly as pos­si­ble to Kyedani, where we shall await you with im­pa­tience. If any re­ports come to you, be­lieve them not till you have heard ev­ery­thing from our lips. We act as God him­self and our con­science com­mand, with­out ref­er­ence to what mal­ice and the ill will of man may in­vent against us. But at the same time we con­sole our­selves with this—that times are com­ing in which it will be shown def­i­nite­ly who is a true and re­al friend of the house of Radzivill and who even in re­bus ad­ver­sis is will­ing to serve it. Kmi­ta, Nyevyarovs­ki, and Stankye­vich have brought their squadrons here al­ready; let yours re­main in Upi­ta, for it may be need­ed there, and it may have to march to Podlyasye un­der com­mand of my cousin Prince Bo­guslav, who has con­sid­er­able bod­ies of our troops un­der his com­mand there. Of all this you will learn in de­tail from our lips; mean­while we con­fide to your loy­al­ty the care­ful ex­e­cu­tion of or­ders, and await you in Kyedani.

				
					Yanush Radzivill,

					Prince in Bir­ji and Du­bin­ki, vo­evo­da of Vil­na, grand het­man of Lithua­nia.

				
			

			“Yes, a new war is ev­i­dent from this let­ter,” said Za­glo­ba.

			“And the prince’s state­ment that he will act as God com­mands him, means that he will fight the Swedes,” added Stanislav.

			“Still it is a won­der to me,” said Pan Yan, “that he writes about loy­al­ty to the house of Radzivill, and not to the coun­try, which means more than the Radzivills, and de­mands prompter res­cue.”

			“That is their lord­ly man­ner,” an­swered Volody­ovs­ki; “though that did not please me ei­ther at first, for I too serve the coun­try and not the Radzivills.”

			“When did you re­ceive this let­ter?” asked Pan Yan.

			“This morn­ing, and I want­ed to start this af­ter­noon. You will rest tonight af­ter the jour­ney; to­mor­row I shall sure­ly re­turn, and then we will move with the squadron wher­ev­er they com­mand.”

			“Per­haps to Podlyasye?” said Za­glo­ba.

			“To Prince Bo­guslav,” added Pan Stanislav.

			“Prince Bo­guslav is now in Kyedani,” said Volody­ovs­ki. “He is a strange per­son, and do you look at him care­ful­ly. He is a great war­rior and a still greater knight, but he is not a Pole to the val­ue of a cop­per. He wears a for­eign dress, and talks Ger­man or French al­to­geth­er; you might think he was crack­ing nuts, might lis­ten to him a whole hour, and not un­der­stand a thing.”

			“Prince Bo­guslav at Berestechko bore him­self well,” said Za­glo­ba, “and brought a good num­ber of Ger­man in­fantry.”

			“Those who know him more in­ti­mate­ly do not praise him very high­ly,” con­tin­ued Volody­ovs­ki, “for he loves on­ly the Ger­mans and French. It can­not be oth­er­wise, since he was born of a Ger­man moth­er, the daugh­ter of the elec­tor of Bran­den­burg, with whom his late fa­ther not on­ly re­ceived no dowry, but, since those small princes (the elec­tors) as may be seen have poor house­keep­ing, he had to pay some­thing. But with the Radzivills it is im­por­tant to have a vote in the Ger­man Em­pire, of which they are princes, and there­fore they make al­liances with the Ger­mans. Pan Sakovich, an old client of Prince Bo­guslav, who made him staros­ta of Osh­mi­ani, told me about this. He and Pan Nyevyarovs­ki, a colonel, were abroad with Prince Bo­guslav in var­i­ous for­eign lands, and act­ed al­ways as sec­onds in his du­els.”

			“How many has he fought?” asked Za­glo­ba.

			“As many as he has hairs on his head! He cut up var­i­ous princes great­ly and for­eign counts, French and Ger­man, for they say that he is very fiery, brave, and dar­ing, and calls a man out for the least word.”

			Pan Stanislav was roused from his thought­ful­ness and said: “I too have heard of this Prince Bo­guslav, for it is not far from us to the elec­tor, with whom he lives con­tin­u­al­ly. I have still in mind how my fa­ther said that when Prince Bo­guslav’s fa­ther mar­ried the elec­tor’s daugh­ter, peo­ple com­plained that such a great house as that of the Radzivills made an al­liance with strangers. But per­haps it hap­pened for the best; the elec­tor as a rel­a­tive of the Radzivills ought to be very friend­ly now to the Com­mon­wealth, and on him much de­pends at present. What you say about their poor house­keep­ing is not true. It is cer­tain, how­ev­er, that if any­one were to sell all the pos­ses­sions of the Radzivills, he could buy with the price of them the elec­tor and his whole prin­ci­pal­i­ty; but the present kur­fürst, Friedrich Wil­helm, has saved no small amount of mon­ey, and has twen­ty thou­sand very good troops with whom he might bold­ly meet the Swedes—which as a vas­sal of the Com­mon­wealth he ought to do if he has God in his heart, and re­mem­bers all the kind­ness which the Com­mon­wealth has shown his house.”

			“Will he do that?” asked Pan Yan.

			“It would be black in­grat­i­tude and faith-break­ing on his part if he did oth­er­wise,” an­swered Pan Stanislav.

			“It is hard to count on the grat­i­tude of strangers, and es­pe­cial­ly of heretics,” said Za­glo­ba. “I re­mem­ber this kur­fürst of yours when he was still a stripling. He was al­ways sullen; one would have said that he was lis­ten­ing to what the dev­il was whis­per­ing in his ear. When I was in Prus­sia with the late Konyet­spol­s­ki, I told the kur­fürst that to his eyes—for he is a Luther­an, the same as the King of Swe­den. God grant that they make no al­liance against the Com­mon­wealth!”

			“Do you know, Michael,” said Pan Yan, sud­den­ly, “I will not rest here; I will go with you to Kyedani. It is bet­ter at this sea­son to trav­el in the night, for it is hot in the day­time, and I am ea­ger to es­cape from un­cer­tain­ty. There is rest­ing-time ahead, for sure­ly the prince will not march to­mor­row.”

			“Es­pe­cial­ly as he has giv­en or­ders to keep the squadron in Upi­ta,” an­swered Pan Michael.

			“You speak well!” cried Za­glo­ba; “I will go too.”

			“Then we will all go to­geth­er,” said Pan Stanislav.

			“We shall be in Kyedani in the morn­ing,” said Pan Michael, “and on the road we can sleep sweet­ly in our sad­dles.”

			Two hours lat­er, af­ter they had eat­en and drunk some­what, the knights start­ed on their jour­ney, and be­fore sun­down reached Krakin.

			On the road Pan Michael told them about the neigh­bor­hood, and the fa­mous no­bles of Lau­da, of Kmi­ta, and of all that had hap­pened dur­ing a cer­tain time. He con­fessed al­so his love for Pan­na Bille­vich, un­re­quit­ed as usu­al.

			“It is well that war is near,” said he, “oth­er­wise I should have suf­fered great­ly, when I think at times that such is my mis­for­tune, and that prob­a­bly I shall die in the sin­gle state.”

			“No harm will come to you from that,” said Za­glo­ba, “for it is an hon­or­able state and pleas­ing to God. I have re­solved to re­main in it to the end of my life. Some­times I re­gret that there will be no one to leave my fame and name to; for though I love Yan’s chil­dren as if they were my own, still the Skshetuskis are not the Za­globas.”

			“Ah, evil man! You have made this choice with a feel­ing like that of the wolf when he vowed not to kill sheep af­ter all his teeth were gone.”

			“But that is not true,” said Za­glo­ba. “It is not so long, Michael, since you and I were in War­saw at the elec­tion. At whom were all the wom­en look­ing if not at me? Do you not re­mem­ber how you used to com­plain that not one of them was look­ing at you? But if you have such a de­sire for the mar­ried state, then be not trou­bled; your turn will come too. This seek­ing is of no use; you will find just when you are not seek­ing. This is a time of war, and many good cav­a­liers per­ish ev­ery year. On­ly let this Swedish war con­tin­ue, the girls will be alone, and we shall find them in mar­ket by the dozen.”

			“Per­haps I shall per­ish too,” said Pan Michael. “I have had enough of this bat­ter­ing through the world. Nev­er shall I be able to tell you, gen­tle­men, what a wor­thy and beau­ti­ful la­dy Pan­na Bille­vich is. And if it were a man who had loved and pet­ted her in the ten­der­est way—No! the dev­ils had to bring this Kmi­ta. It must be that he gave her some­thing, it can­not be oth­er­wise; for if he had not, sure­ly she would not have let me go. There, look! Just be­yond the hills Vodok­ty is vis­i­ble; but there is no one in the house. She has gone God knows whith­er. The bear has his den, the pig his nest, but I have on­ly this crow­bait and this sad­dle on which I sit.”

			“I see that she has pierced you like a thorn,” said Za­glo­ba.

			“True, so that when I think of my­self or when rid­ing by I see Vodok­ty, I grieve still. I want­ed to strike out the wedge with a wedge,18 and went to Pan Schilling, who has a very come­ly daugh­ter. Once I saw her on the road at a dis­tance, and she took my fan­cy great­ly. I went to his house, and what shall I say, gen­tle­men? I did not find the fa­ther at home, but the daugh­ter Pan­na Kah­na thought that I was not Pan Volody­ovs­ki, but on­ly Pan Volody­ovs­ki’s at­ten­dant. I took the af­front so to heart that I have nev­er shown my­self there again.”

			Za­glo­ba be­gan to laugh. “God help you, Michael! The whole mat­ter is this—you must find a wife of such stature as you are your­self. But where did that lit­tle rogue go to who was in at­ten­dance on Princess Vish­nyevet­s­ki, and whom the late Pan Pod­bip­i­en­ta—God light his soul!—was to mar­ry? She was just your size, a reg­u­lar peach-stone, though her eyes did shine ter­ri­bly.”

			“That was Anu­sia Borz­abo­gati,” said Pan Yan. “We were all in love with her in our time—Michael too. God knows where she is now!”

			“I might seek her out and com­fort her,” said Pan Michael. “When you men­tion her it grows warm around my heart. She was a most re­spectable girl. Ah, those old days of Lub­ni were pleas­ant, but nev­er will they re­turn. They will not, for nev­er will there be such a chief as our Prince Yere­mi. A man knew that ev­ery bat­tle would be fol­lowed by vic­to­ry. Radzivill was a great war­rior, but not such, and men do not serve him with such heart, for he has not that fa­ther­ly love for sol­diers, and does not ad­mit them to con­fi­dence, hav­ing some­thing about him of the monarch, though the Vish­nyevet­skis were not in­fe­ri­or to the Radzivills.”

			“No mat­ter,” said Pan Yan. “The sal­va­tion of the coun­try is in his hands now, and be­cause he is ready to give his life for it, God bless him!”

			Thus con­versed the old friends, rid­ing along in the night. They called up old ques­tions at one time; at an­oth­er they spoke of the griev­ous days of the present, in which three wars at once had rolled on the Com­mon­wealth. Lat­er they re­peat­ed “Our Fa­ther” and the litany; and when they had fin­ished, sleep wea­ried them, and they be­gan to doze and nod on the sad­dles.

			The night was clear and warm; the stars twin­kled by thou­sands in the sky. Drag­ging on at a walk, they slept sweet­ly till, when day be­gan to break. Pan Michael woke.

			“Gen­tle­men, open your eyes; Kyedani is in sight!” cried he.

			“What, where?” asked Za­glo­ba. “Kyedani, where?”

			“Off there! The tow­ers are vis­i­ble.”

			“A re­spectable sort of place,” said Pan Stanislav.

			“Very con­sid­er­able,” an­swered Volody­ovs­ki; “and of this you will be able to con­vince your­selves bet­ter in the day­time.”

			“But is this the in­her­i­tance of the prince?”

			“Yes. For­mer­ly it be­longed to the Kishkis, from whom the fa­ther of the present prince re­ceived it as dowry with Pan­na An­na Kish­ki, daugh­ter of the vo­evo­da of Vi­tyeb­sk. In all Jmud there is not such a well-or­dered place, for the Radzivills do not ad­mit Jews, save by per­mis­sion to each one. The meads here are cel­e­brat­ed.”

			Za­glo­ba opened his eyes.

			“But do peo­ple of some po­lite­ness live here? What is that im­mense­ly great build­ing on the em­i­nence?”

			“That is the cas­tle just built dur­ing the rule of Yanush.”

			“Is it for­ti­fied?”

			“No, but it is a lord­ly res­i­dence. It is not for­ti­fied, for no en­e­my has ev­er en­tered these re­gions since the time of the Knights of the Cross. That point­ed steeple in the mid­dle of the town be­longs to the parish church built by the Knights of the Cross in pa­gan times; lat­er it was giv­en to the Calvin­ists, but the priest Kobylin­s­ki won it back for the Catholics through a law­suit with Prince Kr­ishtof.”

			“Praise be to God for that!”

			Thus con­vers­ing they ar­rived near the first cot­tages of the sub­urbs. Mean­while it grew brighter and brighter in the world, and the sun be­gan to rise. The knights looked with cu­rios­i­ty at the new place, and Pan Volody­ovs­ki con­tin­ued to speak—

			“This is Jew street, in which dwell those of the Jews who have per­mis­sion to be here. Fol­low­ing this street, one comes to the mar­ket. Oho! peo­ple are up al­ready, and be­gin­ning to come out of the hous­es. See, a crowd of hors­es be­fore the forges, and at­ten­dants not in the Radzivill col­ors! There must be some meet­ing in Kyedani. It is al­ways full of no­bles and high per­son­ages here, and some­times they come from for­eign coun­tries, for this is the cap­i­tal for heretics from all Jmud, who un­der the pro­tec­tion of the Radzivills car­ry on their sor­cery and su­per­sti­tious prac­tices. That is the mar­ket-square. See what a clock is on the town-house! There is no bet­ter one to this day in Dantzig. And that which looks like a church with four tow­ers is a Hel­vetic (Calvin­is­tic) meet­ing­house, in which ev­ery Sun­day they blas­pheme God; and far­ther on the Luther­an church. You think that the towns­peo­ple are Poles or Lithua­ni­ans—not at all. Re­al Ger­mans and Scots, but more Scots. The Scots are splen­did in­fantry, and cut ter­ri­bly with bat­tle-ax­es. The prince has al­so one Scot­tish reg­i­ment of vol­un­teers of Kyedani. Ei, how many wag­ons with packs on the mar­ket-square! Sure­ly there is some meet­ing. There are no inns in the town; ac­quain­tances stop with ac­quain­tances, and no­bles go to the cas­tle, in which there are rooms tens of ells long, in­tend­ed for guests on­ly. There they en­ter­tain, at the prince’s ex­pense, ev­ery­one hon­or­ably, even if for a year; there are peo­ple who stay there all their lives.”

			“It is a won­der to me that light­ning has not burned that Calvin­is­tic meet­ing­house,” said Za­glo­ba.

			“But do you not know that that has hap­pened? In the cen­tre be­tween the four tow­ers was a cap-shaped cupo­la; on a time such a light­ning-flash struck this cupo­la that noth­ing re­mained of it. In the vault un­der­neath lies the fa­ther of Prince Bo­guslav, Yanush—he who joined the mutiny against Sigis­mund III. His own haiduk laid open his skull, so that he died in vain, as he had lived in sin.”

			“But what is that broad build­ing which looks like a walled tent?” asked Pan Yan.

			“That is the pa­per-mill found­ed by the prince; and at the side of it is a print­ing-of­fice, in which hereti­cal books are print­ed.”

			“Tfu!” said Za­glo­ba; “a pesti­lence on this place, where a man draws no air in­to his stom­ach but what is hereti­cal! Lu­cifer might rule here as well as Radzivill.”

			“Gra­cious sir,” an­swered Volody­ovs­ki, “abuse not Radzivill, for per­haps the coun­try will soon owe its sal­va­tion to him.”

			They rode far­ther in si­lence, gaz­ing at the town and won­der­ing at its good or­der; for the streets were all paved with stone, which was at that pe­ri­od a nov­el­ty.

			Af­ter they had rid­den through the mar­ket-square and the street of the cas­tle, they saw on an em­i­nence the lord­ly res­i­dence re­cent­ly built by Prince Yanush—not for­ti­fied, it is true, but sur­pass­ing in size not on­ly palaces but cas­tles. The great pile was on a height, and looked on the town ly­ing, as it were, at its feet. From both sides of the main build­ing ex­tend­ed at right an­gles two low­er wings, which formed a gi­gan­tic court­yard, closed in front with an iron rail­ing fas­tened with long links. In the mid­dle of the rail­ing tow­ered a strong walled gate; on it the arms of the Radzivills and the arms of the town of Kyedani, rep­re­sent­ing an ea­gle’s foot with a black wing on a gold­en field, and at the foot a horse­shoe with three red cross­es. In front of the gate were sen­tries and Scot­tish sol­diers keep­ing guard for show, not for de­fence.

			The hour was ear­ly, but there was move­ment al­ready in the yard; for be­fore the main build­ing a reg­i­ment of dra­goons in blue jack­ets and Swedish hel­mets was ex­er­cis­ing. Just then the long line of men was mo­tion­less, with drawn rapiers; an of­fi­cer rid­ing in front said some­thing to the sol­diers. Around the line and far­ther on near the walls, a num­ber of at­ten­dants in var­i­ous col­ors gazed at the dra­goons, mak­ing re­marks and giv­ing opin­ions to one an­oth­er.

			“As God is dear to me,” said Pan Michael, “that is Khar­lamp drilling the reg­i­ment!”

			“How!” cried Za­glo­ba; “is he the same with whom you were go­ing to fight a du­el at Lip­ko­vo?”

			“The very same; but since that time we have lived in close friend­ship.”

			“ ’Tis he,” said Za­glo­ba; “I know him by his nose, which sticks out from un­der his hel­met. It is well that vi­sors have gone out of fash­ion, for that knight could not close any vi­sor; he would need a spe­cial in­ven­tion for his nose.”

			That mo­ment Pan Khar­lamp, see­ing Volody­ovs­ki, came to him at a trot. “How are you, Michael?” cried he. “It is well that you have come.”

			“It is bet­ter that I meet you first. See, here is Pan Za­glo­ba, whom you met in Lip­ko­vo—no, be­fore that in Syen­nit­sy; and these are the Skshetuskis—Yan, cap­tain of the king’s hus­sars, the hero of Zbaraj—”

			“I see, then, as God is true, the great­est knight in Poland!” cried Khar­lamp. “With the fore­head, with the fore­head!”

			“And this is Stanislav Skshetus­ki, cap­tain of Kalisk, who comes straight from Uist­sie.”

			“From Uist­sie? So you saw a ter­ri­ble dis­grace. We know al­ready what has hap­pened.”

			“It is just be­cause such a thing hap­pened that I have come, hop­ing that noth­ing like it will hap­pen in this place.”

			“You may be cer­tain of that; Radzivill is not Opalin­s­ki.”

			“We said the same at Upi­ta yes­ter­day.”

			“I greet you, gen­tle­men, most joy­ful­ly in my own name and that of the prince. The prince will be glad to see such knights, for he needs them much. Come with me to the bar­racks, where my quar­ters are. You will need, of course, to change clothes and eat break­fast. I will go with you, for I have fin­ished the drill.”

			Pan Khar­lamp hur­ried again to the line, and com­mand­ed in a quick, clear voice: “To the left! face—to the rear!”

			Hoofs sound­ed on the pave­ment. The line broke in­to two; the halves broke again till there were four parts, which be­gan to re­cede with slow step in the di­rec­tion of the bar­racks.

			“Good sol­diers,” said Skshetus­ki, look­ing with skilled eye at the reg­u­lar move­ments of the dra­goons.

			“Those are pet­ty no­bles and at­ten­dant bo­yars who serve in that arm,” an­swered Volody­ovs­ki.

			“Oh, you could tell in a mo­ment that they are not mili­tia,” cried Pan Stanislav.

			“But does Khar­lamp com­mand them,” asked Za­glo­ba, “or am I mis­tak­en? I re­mem­ber that he served in the light-horse squadron and wore sil­ver loops.”

			“True,” an­swered Volody­ovs­ki; “but it is a cou­ple of years since he took the dra­goon reg­i­ment. He is an old sol­dier, and trained.”

			Mean­while Khar­lamp, hav­ing dis­missed the dra­goons, re­turned to the knights. “I beg you, gen­tle­men, to fol­low me. Over there are the bar­racks, be­yond the cas­tle.”

			Half an hour lat­er the five were sit­ting over a bowl of heat­ed beer, well whitened with cream, and were talk­ing about the im­pend­ing war.

			“And what is to be heard here?” asked Pan Michael.

			“With us some­thing new may be heard ev­ery day, for peo­ple are lost in sur­mis­es and give out new re­ports all the time,” said Khar­lamp. “But in truth the prince alone knows what is com­ing. He has some­thing on his mind, for though he sim­u­lates glad­ness and is kind to peo­ple as nev­er be­fore, he is ter­ri­bly thought­ful. In the night, they say, he does not sleep, but walks with heavy tread through all the cham­bers, talk­ing au­di­bly to him­self, and in the day­time takes coun­sel for whole hours with Ha­rasi­movich.”

			“Who is Ha­rasi­movich?” asked Volody­ovs­ki.

			“The man­ag­er from Zablu­do­vo in Podlyasye—a man of small stature, who looks as though he kept the dev­il un­der his arm; but he is a con­fi­den­tial agent of the prince, and prob­a­bly knows all his se­crets. Ac­cord­ing to my think­ing, from these coun­sellings a ter­ri­ble and venge­ful war with Swe­den will come, for which war we are all sigh­ing. Mean­while let­ters are fly­ing hith­er from the Prince of Cour­land, from Ho­v­an­s­ki, and from the Elec­tor of Bran­den­burg. Some say that the prince is ne­go­ti­at­ing with Mos­cow to join the league against Swe­den; oth­ers say the con­trary; but it seems there will be a league with no one, but a war, as I have said, with these and those. Fresh troops are com­ing con­tin­u­al­ly; let­ters are sent to no­bles most faith­ful to the Radzivills, ask­ing them to as­sem­ble. Ev­ery place is full of armed men. Ei, gen­tle­men, on whom­so­ev­er they put the grain, on him will it be ground; but we shall have our hands red to the el­bows, for when Radzivill moves to the field, he will not ne­go­ti­ate.”

			“That’s it, that’s it!” said Za­glo­ba, rub­bing his palms. “No small amount of Swedish blood has dried on my hands, and there will be more of it in fu­ture. Not many of those old sol­diers are alive yet who re­mem­ber me at Put­sk and Tjt­sian­na; but those who are liv­ing will nev­er for­get me.”

			“Is Prince Bo­guslav here?” asked Volody­ovs­ki.

			“Of course. Be­sides him we ex­pect to­day some great guests, for the up­per cham­bers are made ready, and there is to be a ban­quet in the evening. I have my doubts, Michael, whether you will reach the prince to­day.”

			“He sent for me him­self yes­ter­day.”

			“That’s noth­ing; he is ter­ri­bly oc­cu­pied. Be­sides, I don’t know whether I can speak of it to you—but in an hour ev­ery­body will know of it, there­fore I will tell you—some­thing or an­oth­er very strange is go­ing on.”

			“What is it, what is it?” asked Za­glo­ba.

			“It must be known to you, gen­tle­men, that two days ago Pan Yudyt­s­ki came, a knight of Mal­ta, of whom you must have heard.”

			“Of course,” said Yan; “he is a great knight.”

			“Im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter him came the full het­man and trea­sur­er. We were great­ly as­ton­ished, for it is known in what ri­val­ry and en­mi­ty Pan Gosyevs­ki is with our prince. Some per­sons were re­joiced there­fore that har­mo­ny had come be­tween the lords, and said that the Swedish in­va­sion was the re­al cause of this. I thought so my­self; then yes­ter­day the three shut them­selves up in coun­sel, fas­tened all the doors, no one could hear what they were talk­ing about; but Pan Krepsh­tul, who guard­ed the door, told us that their talk was ter­ri­bly loud, es­pe­cial­ly the talk of Pan Gosyevs­ki. Lat­er the prince him­self con­duct­ed them to their sleep­ing-cham­bers, and in the night—imag­ine to your­selves” (here Khar­lamp low­ered his voice)—“guards were placed at the door of each cham­ber.”

			Volody­ovs­ki sprang up from his seat. “In God’s name! im­pos­si­ble!”

			“But it is true. At the doors of each Scots are stand­ing with mus­kets, and they have the or­der to let no one in or out un­der pain of death.”

			The knights looked at one an­oth­er with as­ton­ish­ment; and Khar­lamp was no less as­ton­ished at his own words, and looked at his com­pan­ions with star­ing eyes, as if await­ing the ex­pla­na­tion of the rid­dle from them.

			“Does this mean that Pan Gosyevs­ki is ar­rest­ed? Has the grand het­man ar­rest­ed the full het­man?” asked Za­glo­ba; “what does this mean?”

			“As if I know, and Yudyt­s­ki such a knight!”

			“But the of­fi­cers of the prince must speak with one an­oth­er about it and guess at caus­es. Have you heard noth­ing?”

			“I asked Ha­rasi­movich last night.”

			“What did he say?” asked Za­glo­ba.

			“He would ex­plain noth­ing, but he put his fin­ger on his mouth and said, ‘They are traitors!’ ”

			“How traitors?” cried Volody­ovs­ki, seiz­ing his head. “Nei­ther the trea­sur­er nor Pan Yudyt­s­ki is a traitor. The whole Com­mon­wealth knows them as hon­or­able men and pa­tri­ots.”

			“At present ’tis im­pos­si­ble to have faith in any man,” an­swered Pan Stanislav, gloomi­ly. “Did not Pan Opalin­s­ki pass for a Cato? Did he not re­proach oth­ers with de­fects, with of­fences, with self­ish­ness? But when it came to do some­thing, he was the first to be­tray, and brought not on­ly him­self, but a whole prov­ince to trea­son.”

			“I will give my head for the trea­sur­er and Pan Yudyt­s­ki!” cried Volody­ovs­ki.

			“Do not give your head for any man, Michael dear,” said Za­glo­ba. “They were not ar­rest­ed with­out rea­son. There must have been some con­spir­a­cy; it can­not be oth­er­wise—how could it be? The prince is pre­par­ing for a ter­ri­ble war, and ev­ery aid is pre­cious to him. Whom, then, at such a time can he put un­der ar­rest, if not those who stand in the way of war? If this is so, if these two men have re­al­ly stood in the way, then praise be to God that Radzivill has an­tic­i­pat­ed them. They de­serve to sit un­der ground. Ah, the scoundrels!—at such a time to prac­tise tricks, com­mu­ni­cate with the en­e­my, rise against the coun­try, hin­der a great war­rior in his un­der­tak­ing! By the Most Holy Moth­er, what has met them is too lit­tle, the ras­cals!”

			“These are won­ders—such won­ders that I can­not put them in my head,” said Khar­lamp; “for let­ting alone that they are such dig­ni­taries, they are ar­rest­ed with­out judg­ment, with­out a di­et, with­out the will of the whole Com­mon­wealth—a thing which the king him­self has not the right to do.”

			“As true as I live,” cried Pan Michael.

			“It is ev­i­dent that the prince wants to in­tro­duce Ro­man cus­toms among us,” said Pan Stanislav, “and be­come dic­ta­tor in time of war.”

			“Let him be dic­ta­tor if he will on­ly beat the Swedes,” said Za­glo­ba; “I will be the first to vote for his dic­ta­tor­ship.”

			Pan Yan fell to think­ing, and af­ter a while said, “Un­less he should wish to be­come pro­tec­tor, like that Eng­lish Cromwell who did not hes­i­tate to raise his sac­ri­le­gious hand on his own king.”

			“Non­sense! Cromwell? Cromwell was a heretic!” cried Za­glo­ba.

			“But what is the prince vo­evo­da?” asked Pan Yan, se­ri­ous­ly.

			At this ques­tion all were silent, and con­sid­ered the dark fu­ture for a time with fear; but Khar­lamp looked an­gry and said—

			“I have served un­der the prince from ear­ly years, though I am lit­tle younger than he; for in the be­gin­ning, when I was still a stripling, he was my cap­tain, lat­er on he was full het­man, and now he is grand het­man. I know him bet­ter than any­one here; I both love and hon­or him; there­fore I ask you not to com­pare him with Cromwell, so that I may not be forced to say some­thing which would not be­come me as host in this room.”

			Here Khar­lamp be­gan to twitch his mus­tach­es ter­ri­bly, and to frown a lit­tle at Pan Yan; see­ing which, Volody­ovs­ki fixed on Khar­lamp a cool and sharp look, as if he wished to say, “On­ly growl, on­ly growl!”

			Great Mus­tache took note at once, for he held Volody­ovs­ki in un­usu­al es­teem, and be­sides it was dan­ger­ous to get an­gry with him; there­fore he con­tin­ued in a far milder tone—

			“The prince is a Calvin­ist; but he did not re­ject the true faith for er­rors, for he was born in them. He will nev­er be­come ei­ther a Cromwell, a Radzey­ovs­ki, or an Opalin­s­ki, though Kyedani had to sink through the earth. Not such is his blood, not such his stock.”

			“If he is the dev­il and has horns on his head,” said Za­glo­ba, “so much the bet­ter, for he will have some­thing to gore the Swedes with.”

			“But that Pan Gosyevs­ki and Pan Yudyt­s­ki are ar­rest­ed, well, well!” said Volody­ovs­ki, shak­ing his head. “The prince is not very ami­able to guests who have con­fid­ed in him.”

			“What do you say, Michael?” an­swered Khar­lamp. “He is ami­able as he has nev­er been in his life. He is now a re­al fa­ther to the knights. Think how some time ago he had al­ways a frown on his fore­head, and on his lips one word, ‘Ser­vice.’ A man was more afraid to go near his majesty than he was to stand be­fore the king; and now he goes ev­ery day among the lieu­tenants and the of­fi­cers, con­vers­es, asks each one about his fam­i­ly, his chil­dren, his prop­er­ty, calls each man by name, and in­quires if in­jus­tice has been done to any­one in ser­vice. He who among the high­est lords will not own an equal, walked yes­ter­day arm-in-arm with young Kmi­ta. We could not be­lieve our eyes; for though the fam­i­ly of Kmi­ta is a great one, he is quite young, and like­ly many ac­cu­sa­tions are weigh­ing on him. Of this you know best.”

			“I know, I know,” replied Volody­ovs­ki. “Has Kmi­ta been here long?”

			“He is not here now, for he went yes­ter­day to Cheyk­ish­ki for a reg­i­ment of in­fantry sta­tioned there. No one is now in such fa­vor with the prince as Kmi­ta. When he was go­ing away the prince looked af­ter him awhile and said, ‘That man is equal to any­thing, and is ready to seize the dev­il him­self by the tail if I tell him!’ We heard this with our own ears. It is true that Kmi­ta brought a squadron that has not an equal in the whole army—men and hors­es like drag­ons!”

			“There is no use in talk­ing, he is a valiant sol­dier, and in truth ready for ev­ery­thing,” said Pan Michael. “He per­formed won­ders in the last cam­paign, till a price was set on his head, for he led vol­un­teers and car­ried on war him­self.”

			Fur­ther con­ver­sa­tion was in­ter­rupt­ed by the en­trance of a new fig­ure. This was a no­ble about forty years of age, small, dry, alert, wrig­gling like a mud­fish, with a small face, very thin lips, a scant mus­tache, and very crooked eyes. He was dressed in a tick­ing-coat, with such long sleeves that they cov­ered his hands com­plete­ly. When he had en­tered he bent dou­ble, then he straight­ened him­self as sud­den­ly as if moved by a spring, again he in­clined with a low bow, turned his head as if he were tak­ing it out of his own armpits, and be­gan to speak hur­ried­ly in a voice which re­called the squeak­ing of a rusty weath­er­cock—

			“With the fore­head, Pan Khar­lamp, with the fore­head. Ah! with the fore­head, Pan Colonel, most ab­ject ser­vant!”

			“With the fore­head, Pan Ha­rasi­movich,” an­swered Khar­lamp; “and what is your wish?”

			“God gave guests, dis­tin­guished guests. I came to of­fer my ser­vices and to in­quire their rank.”

			“Did they come to you, Pan Ha­rasi­movich?”

			“Cer­tain­ly not to me, for I am not wor­thy of that; but be­cause I take the place of the ab­sent mar­shal. I have come to greet them pro­found­ly.”

			“It is far from you to the mar­shal,” said Khar­lamp; “for he is a per­son­age with in­her­it­ed land, while you with per­mis­sion are un­der-staros­ta of Zablu­do­vo.”

			“A ser­vant of the ser­vants of Radzivill. That is true, Pan Khar­lamp, I make no de­nial; God pre­serve me there­from. But since the prince has heard of the guests, he has sent me to in­quire who they are; there­fore you will an­swer, Pan Khar­lamp, if I were even a haiduk and not the un­der-staros­ta of Zablu­do­vo.”

			“Oh, I would an­swer even a mon­key if he were to come with an or­der,” said Big Nose. “Lis­ten now, and calk these names in­to your­self if your head is not able to hold them. This is Pan Skshetus­ki, that hero of Zbaraj; and this is his cousin Stanislav.”

			“Great God! what do I hear?” cried Ha­rasi­movich.

			“This is Pan Za­glo­ba.”

			“Great God! what do I hear?”

			“If you are so con­fused at hear­ing my name,” said Za­glo­ba, “think of the con­fu­sion of the en­e­my in the field.”

			“And this is Colonel Volody­ovs­ki,” fin­ished Khar­lamp.

			“And he has a fa­mous sabre, and be­sides is a Radzivill man,” said Ha­rasi­movich, with a bow. “The prince’s head is split­ting from la­bor; but still he will find time for such knights, sure­ly he will find it. Mean­while with what can you be served? The whole cas­tle is at the ser­vice of such wel­come guests, and the cel­lars as well.”

			“We have heard of the fa­mous meads of Kyedani,” said Za­glo­ba, hur­ried­ly.

			“In­deed!” an­swered Ha­rasi­movich, “there are glo­ri­ous meads in Kyedani, glo­ri­ous. I will send some hith­er for you to choose from right away. I hope that my bene­fac­tors will stay here long.”

			“We have come hith­er,” said Pan Stanislav, “not to leave the side of the prince.”

			“Praise­wor­thy is your in­ten­tion, the more so that try­ing times are at hand.”

			When he had said this, Ha­rasi­movich wrig­gled and be­came as small as if an ell had been tak­en from his stature.

			“What is to be heard?” asked Khar­lamp. “Is there any news?”

			“The prince has not closed an eye all night, for two en­voys have come. Evil are the tid­ings, in­creas­ing­ly evil. Karl Gus­tav has al­ready en­tered the Com­mon­wealth af­ter Wit­tem­berg; Poz­nan is now oc­cu­pied, all Great Poland is oc­cu­pied, Ma­zovia will be oc­cu­pied soon; the Swedes are in Lovich, right at War­saw. Our king has fled from War­saw, which he left un­de­fend­ed. To­day or to­mor­row the Swedes will en­ter. They say that the king has lost a con­sid­er­able bat­tle, that he thinks of es­cap­ing to Krakow, and thence to for­eign lands to ask aid. Evil, gra­cious gen­tle­men, my bene­fac­tors! Though there are some who say that it is well; for the Swedes com­mit no vi­o­lence, ob­serve agree­ments sa­cred­ly, col­lect no im­posts, re­spect lib­er­ties, do not hin­der the faith. There­fore all ac­cept the pro­tec­tion of Karl Gus­tav will­ing­ly. For our king, Yan Kaz­imir, is at fault, great­ly at fault. All is lost, lost for him! One would like to weep, but all is lost, lost!”

			“Why the dev­il do you wrig­gle like a mud­fish go­ing to the pot,” howled Za­glo­ba, “and speak of a mis­for­tune as if you were glad of it?”

			Ha­rasi­movich pre­tend­ed not to hear, and rais­ing his eyes to heav­en he re­peat­ed yet a num­ber of times: “All is lost, lost for the ages! The Com­mon­wealth can­not stand against three wars. Lost! The will of God, the will of God! Our prince alone can save Lithua­nia.”

			The ill-omened words had not yet ceased to sound when Ha­rasi­movich van­ished be­hind the door as quick­ly as if he had sunk through the earth, and the knights sat in gloom bent by the weight of ter­ri­ble thoughts.

			“We shall go mad!” cried Volody­ovs­ki at last.

			“You are right,” said Stanislav. “God give war, war at the ear­li­est—war in which a man does not ru­in him­self in think­ing, nor yield his soul to de­spair, but fights.”

			“We shall re­gret the first pe­ri­od of Hmel­nit­s­ki’s war,” said Za­glo­ba; “for though there were de­feats then, there were no traitors.”

			“Three such ter­ri­ble wars, when in fact there is a lack of forces for one,” said Stanislav.

			“Not a lack of forces, but of spir­it. The coun­try is per­ish­ing through vi­cious­ness. God grant us to live to some­thing bet­ter!” said Pan Yan, gloomi­ly.

			“We shall not rest till we are in the field,” said Stanislav.

			“If we can on­ly see this prince soon!” cried Za­glo­ba.

			Their wish­es were ac­com­plished di­rect­ly; for af­ter an hour’s time Ha­rasi­movich came again, with still low­er bows, and with the an­nounce­ment that the prince was wait­ing anx­ious­ly to see them.

			They sprang up at once, for they had al­ready changed uni­forms, and went. Ha­rasi­movich, in con­duct­ing them from the bar­racks, passed through the court­yard, which was full of sol­diers and no­bles. In some places they were con­vers­ing in crowds, ev­i­dent­ly over the same news which the un­der-staros­ta of Zablu­do­vo had brought the knights. On all faces were de­pict­ed live­ly alarm and a cer­tain fever­ish ex­pec­ta­tion. Iso­lat­ed groups of of­fi­cers and no­bles were lis­ten­ing to the speak­ers, who stand­ing in the midst of them ges­tic­u­lat­ed vi­o­lent­ly. On the way were heard the words: “Vil­na is burn­ing, Vil­na is burned!—No trace of it, nor the ash­es! War­saw is tak­en!—Un­true, not tak­en yet!—The Swedes are in Lit­tle Poland! The peo­ple of Syer­adz will re­sist!—They will not re­sist, they will fol­low the ex­am­ple of Great Poland!—Trea­son! mis­for­tune! O God, God! It is un­known where to put sabre or hand!”

			Such words as these, more and more ter­ri­ble, struck the ears of the knights; but they went on push­ing af­ter Ha­rasi­movich through the sol­diers and no­bles with dif­fi­cul­ty. In places ac­quain­tances greet­ed Volody­ovs­ki: “How is your health, Michael? ’Tis evil with us; we are per­ish­ing! With the fore­head, brave Colonel! And what guests are these whom you are tak­ing to the prince?” Pan Michael an­swered not, wish­ing to es­cape de­lay; and in this fash­ion they went to the main body of the cas­tle, in which the janis­saries of the prince, in chain-mail and gi­gan­tic white caps, were on guard.

			In the an­techam­ber and on the main stair­case, set around with or­ange-trees, the throng was still greater than in the court­yard. They were dis­cussing there the ar­rest of Gosyevs­ki and Yudyt­s­ki; for the af­fair had be­come known, and roused the minds of men to the ut­most. They were as­ton­ished and lost in sur­mis­es, they were in­dig­nant or praised the fore­sight of the prince; but all hoped to hear the ex­pla­na­tion of the rid­dle from Radzivill him­self, there­fore a riv­er of heads was flow­ing along the broad stair­case up to the hall of au­di­ence, in which at that time the prince was to re­ceive colonels and the most in­ti­mate no­bil­i­ty. Sol­diers dis­posed along the stone ban­is­ters to see that the throng was not too dense, re­peat­ed, from mo­ment to mo­ment, “Slow­ly, gra­cious gen­tle­men, slow­ly!” And the crowd pushed for­ward or halt­ed for a mo­ment, when a sol­dier stopped the way with a hal­bert so that those in front might have time to en­ter the hall.

			At last the blue vault­ings of the hall gleamed be­fore the open door, and our ac­quain­tances en­tered. Their glances fell first on an el­e­va­tion, placed in the depth of the hall, oc­cu­pied by a bril­liant ret­inue of knights and lords in rich, many-col­ored dress­es. In front stood an emp­ty arm­chair, pushed for­ward be­yond the oth­ers. This chair had a lofty back, end­ing with the gild­ed coro­net of the prince, from be­neath which flowed down­ward or­ange-col­ored vel­vet trimmed with er­mine.

			The prince was not in the hall yet; but Ha­rasi­movich, con­duct­ing the knights with­out in­ter­rup­tion, pushed through the no­bil­i­ty till he reached a small door con­cealed in the wall at the side of the el­e­va­tion. There he di­rect­ed them to re­main, and dis­ap­peared through the door.

			Af­ter a while he re­turned with the an­nounce­ment that the prince asked them to en­ter.

			The two Skshetuskis, with Za­glo­ba and Volody­ovs­ki, en­tered a small but very well-light­ed room, hav­ing walls cov­ered with leather stamped in flow­ers, which were gild­ed. The of­fi­cers halt­ed on see­ing in the depth of the room, at a ta­ble cov­ered with pa­pers, two men con­vers­ing in­tent­ly. One of them, still young, dressed in for­eign fash­ion, wear­ing a wig with long locks fall­ing to his shoul­ders, whis­pered some­thing in the ear of his el­der com­pan­ion; the lat­ter heard him with frown­ing brow, and nod­ded from time to time. So much was he oc­cu­pied with the sub­ject of the con­ver­sa­tion that he did not turn at­ten­tion at once to those who had en­tered.

			He was a man some­what be­yond forty years, of gi­gan­tic stature and great shoul­ders. He wore a scar­let Pol­ish coat, fas­tened at the neck with cost­ly brooches. He had an enor­mous face, with fea­tures ex­press­ing pride, im­por­tance, and pow­er. It was at once the face of an an­gry li­on, of a war­rior, and a ruler. Long pen­dent mus­tach­es lent it a stern ex­pres­sion, and al­to­geth­er in its strength and size it was as if struck out of mar­ble with great blows of a ham­mer. The brows were at that mo­ment frown­ing from in­tense thought; but it could eas­i­ly be seen that when they were frown­ing from anger, woe to those men and those armies on whom the thun­ders of that anger should fall.

			There was some­thing so great in the form that it seemed to those knights that not on­ly the room, but the whole cas­tle was too nar­row for it; in fact, their first im­pres­sion had not de­ceived them, for sit­ting in their pres­ence was Yanush Radzivill, prince at Bir­ji and Du­bin­ki, vo­evo­da of Vil­na and grand het­man of Lithua­nia—a man so pow­er­ful and proud that in all his im­mense es­tates, in all his dig­ni­ties, nay, in Jmud and in Lithua­nia it­self, it was too nar­row for him.

			The younger man in the long wig and for­eign dress was Prince Bo­guslav, the cousin of Yanush. Af­ter a while he whis­pered some­thing more in the ear of the het­man, and at last said au­di­bly—

			“I will leave, then, my sig­na­ture on the doc­u­ment and go.”

			“Since it can­not be oth­er­wise, go,” said Yanush, “though I would that you re­mained, for it is un­known what may hap­pen.”

			“You have planned ev­ery­thing prop­er­ly; hence­forth it is need­ful to look care­ful­ly to the cause, and now I com­mit you to God.”

			“May the Lord have in care our whole house and bring it praise.”

			“Adieu, mon frère.”

			“Adieu.”

			The two princes shook hands; then Bo­guslav went out hur­ried­ly, and the grand het­man turned to the vis­i­tors.

			“Par­don me, gen­tle­men, that I let you wait,” said he, with a low, de­lib­er­ate voice; “but now time and at­ten­tion are snatched from us on ev­ery side. I have heard your names, and re­joice in my soul that God sent me such knights in this cri­sis. Be seat­ed, dear guests. Who of you is Pan Yan Skshetus­ki?”

			“I am, at the ser­vice of your high­ness.”

			“Then you are a staros­ta—par­don me, I for­got.”

			“I am not a staros­ta,” an­swered Yan.

			“How is that?” asked the prince, frown­ing with his two mighty brows; “they have not made you a staros­ta for what you did at Zbaraj?”

			“I have nev­er asked for the of­fice.”

			“But they should have made you staros­ta with­out the ask­ing. How is this? What do you tell me? You re­ward­ed with noth­ing, for­got­ten en­tire­ly? This is a won­der to me. But I am talk­ing at ran­dom. It should as­ton­ish no man; for in these days on­ly he is re­ward­ed who has the back of a wil­low, light-bend­ing. You are not a staros­ta, up­on my word! Thanks be to God that you have come hith­er, for here we have not such short mem­o­ries, and no ser­vice re­mains un­re­ward­ed. How is it with you, wor­thy Colonel Volody­ovs­ki?”

			“I have earned noth­ing yet.”

			“Leave that to me, and now take this doc­u­ment, drawn up in Rossyeni, by which I give you Dy­d­kyemie for life. It is not a bad piece of land, and a hun­dred ploughs go out to work there ev­ery spring. Take even that, for I can­not give more, and tell Pan Skshetus­ki that Radzivill does not for­get his friends, nor those who give their ser­vice to the coun­try un­der his lead­er­ship.”

			“Your prince­ly high­ness!” stam­mered Pan Michael, in con­fu­sion.

			“Say noth­ing, and par­don that it is so small; but tell these gen­tle­men that he who joins his for­tune for good and ill with that of Radzivill will not per­ish. I am not king; but if I were, God is my wit­ness that I would nev­er for­get such a Yan Skshetus­ki or such a Za­glo­ba.”

			“That is I!” said Za­glo­ba, push­ing him­self for­ward sharply, for he had be­gun to be im­pa­tient that there was no men­tion of him.

			“I thought it was you, for I have been told that you were a man of ad­vanced years.”

			“I went to school in com­pa­ny with your high­ness’s wor­thy fa­ther; and there was such knight­ly im­pulse in him from child­hood that he took me to his con­fi­dence, for I loved the lance be­fore Latin.”

			To Pan Stanislav, who knew Za­glo­ba less, it was strange to hear this, since on­ly the day be­fore, Za­glo­ba said in Upi­ta that he had gone to school, not with the late Prince Kryshtof, but with Yanush him­self—which was un­like­ly, for Prince Yanush was no­tably younger.

			“In­deed,” said the prince; “so then you are from Lithua­nia by fam­i­ly?”

			“From Lithua­nia!” an­swered Za­glo­ba, with­out hes­i­ta­tion.

			“Then I know that you need no re­ward, for we Lithua­ni­ans are used to be fed with in­grat­i­tude. As God is true, if I should give you your deserts, gen­tle­men, there would be noth­ing left for my­self. But such is fate! We give our blood, lives, for­tunes, and no one nods a head to us. Ah! ’tis hard; but as they sow will they reap. That is what God and jus­tice com­mand. It is you who slew the fa­mous Burlai and cut off three heads at a blow in Zbaraj?”

			“I slew Burlai, your high­ness,” an­swered Za­glo­ba, “for it was said that no man could stand be­fore him. I wished there­fore to show younger war­riors that man­hood was not ex­tinct in the Com­mon­wealth. But as to cut­ting off the three heads, it may be that I did that in the thick of bat­tle; but in Zbaraj some­one else did it.”

			The prince was silent awhile, then con­tin­ued: “Does not that con­tempt pain you, gen­tle­men, with which they pay you?”

			“What is to be done, your high­ness, even if it is dis­agree­able to a man?” said Za­glo­ba.

			“Well, com­fort your­selves, for that must change. I am al­ready your debtor, since you have come here; and though I am not king, still with me it will not end with prom­ises.”

			“Your prince­ly high­ness,” said Pan Yan, quick­ly and some­what proud­ly, “we have come hith­er not for re­wards and es­tates, but be­cause the en­e­my has in­vad­ed the coun­try, and we wish to go with our strength to as­sist it un­der the lead­er­ship of a fa­mous war­rior. My cousin Stanislav saw at Uist­sie fear, dis­or­der, shame, trea­son, and fi­nal­ly the en­e­my’s tri­umph. Here un­der a great lead­er and a faith­ful de­fend­er of our coun­try and king we will serve. Here not vic­to­ries, not tri­umphs, but de­feats and death await the en­e­my. This is why we have come to of­fer our ser­vice to your high­ness. We are sol­diers; we want to fight, and are im­pa­tient for bat­tle.”

			“If such is your de­sire, you will be sat­is­fied,” an­swered the prince, with im­por­tance. “You will not wait long, though at first we shall march on an­oth­er en­e­my, for the ash­es of Vil­na de­mand vengeance. To­day or to­mor­row we shall march in that di­rec­tion, and God grant will re­deem the wrongs with in­ter­est. I will not de­tain you longer, gen­tle­men; you need rest, and work is burn­ing me. But come in the evening to the hall; maybe some prop­er en­ter­tain­ment will take place be­fore the march, for a great num­ber of fair heads have as­sem­bled un­der our pro­tec­tion at Kyedani be­fore the war. Wor­thy Colonel Volody­ovs­ki, en­ter­tain these wel­come guests as if in your own house, and re­mem­ber that what is mine is yours. Pan Ha­rasi­movich, tell my broth­er no­bles as­sem­bled in the hall, that I will not go out, for I have not the time, and this evening they will learn ev­ery­thing that they wish to know. Be in good health, gen­tle­men, and be friends of Radzivill, for that is great­ly im­por­tant for him now.”

			When he had said this, that mighty and proud lord gave his hand in turn to Za­glo­ba, the two Skshetuskis, Volody­ovs­ki, and Khar­lamp, as if to equals. His stern face grew ra­di­ant with a cor­dial and friend­ly smile, and that in­ac­ces­si­ble­ness usu­al­ly sur­round­ing him as with a dark cloud van­ished com­plete­ly.

			“That is a lead­er, that is a war­rior!” said Stanislav, when on the re­turn they had pushed them­selves through the throng of no­bles as­sem­bled in the au­di­ence-hall.

			“I would go in­to fire af­ter him!” cried Za­glo­ba. “Did you no­tice how he had all my ex­ploits in his mem­o­ry? It will be hot for the Swedes when that li­on roars, and I sec­ond him. There is not an­oth­er such man in the Com­mon­wealth; and of the for­mer men on­ly Prince Yere­mi first, and sec­ond Konyet­spol­s­ki, the fa­ther, might be com­pared with him. That is not some mere castel­lan, the first of his fam­i­ly to sit in a sen­a­tor’s chair, on which he has not yet smoothed out the wrin­kles of his trousers, and still turns up his nose and calls the no­bles younger broth­ers, and gives or­ders right away to paint his por­trait, so that while din­ing he may have his sen­a­tor­ship be­fore him, since he has noth­ing to look at be­hind. Pan Michael, you have come to for­tune. It is ev­i­dent now that if a man rubs against Radzivill he will gild at once his thread­bare coat. It is eas­i­er to get pro­mo­tion here, I see, than a quart of rot­ten pears with us. Stick your hands in­to the wa­ter in this place, and with closed eyes you will catch a pike. For me he is the mag­nate of mag­nates! God give you luck, Pan Michael! You are as con­fused as a young wom­an just mar­ried; but that is noth­ing! What is the name of your life es­tate? Dud­ko­vo, or some­thing? Hea­then names in this coun­try! Throw nuts against the wall, and you will have in the rat­tling the prop­er name of a vil­lage or no­ble. But names are noth­ing if the in­come is on­ly good.”

			“I am ter­ri­bly con­fused, I con­fess,” said Pan Michael, “be­cause what you say about easy pro­mo­tion is not true. More than once have I heard old sol­diers charge the prince with avarice, but now un­ex­pect­ed fa­vors are show­ered one af­ter the oth­er.”

			“Stick that doc­u­ment be­hind your belt—do that for me—and if any­one in fu­ture com­plains of the thank­less­ness of the prince, draw it out and give it to him on the nose. You will not find a bet­ter ar­gu­ment.”

			“One thing I see clear­ly: the prince is at­tract­ing peo­ple to his per­son, and is form­ing plans for which he needs help,” said Pan Yan.

			“But have you not heard of those plans?” asked Za­glo­ba. “Has he not said that we have to go to avenge the ash­es of Vil­na? They com­plained that he had robbed Vil­na, but he wants to show that he not on­ly does not need oth­er peo­ple’s prop­er­ty, but is ready to give of his own. That is a beau­ti­ful am­bi­tion, Yan, God give us more of such sen­a­tors.”

			Con­vers­ing thus, they found them­selves in the court­yard, to which ev­ery mo­ment rode in now di­vi­sions of mount­ed troops, now crowds of armed no­bles, and now car­riages rolled in, bring­ing per­sons from the coun­try around, with their wives and chil­dren.

			See­ing this, Pan Michael drew all with him to the gate to look at those en­ter­ing.

			“Who knows, Michael, this is your for­tu­nate day? Maybe there is a wife for you among these no­bles’ daugh­ters,” said Za­glo­ba. “Look! see, there an open car­riage is ap­proach­ing, and in it some­thing white is sit­ting.”

			“That is not a la­dy, but a man who may mar­ry me to one,” an­swered the swift-eyed Volody­ovs­ki; for from a dis­tance he rec­og­nized the bish­op Parchevs­ki, com­ing with Fa­ther Byalo­zor, archdea­con of Vil­na.

			“If they are priests, how are they vis­it­ing a Calvin­ist?”

			“What is to be done? When it’s nec­es­sary for pub­lic af­fairs, they must be po­lite.”

			“Oh, it is crowd­ed here! Oh, it is noisy!” cried Za­glo­ba, with de­light. “A man grows rusty in the coun­try, like an old key in a lock; here I think of bet­ter times. I’m a ras­cal if I don’t make love to some pret­ty girl to­day.”

			Za­glo­ba’s words were in­ter­rupt­ed by the sol­diers keep­ing guard at the gate, who rush­ing out from their booths stood in two ranks to salute the bish­op; and he rode past, mak­ing the sign of the cross with his hand on each side, bless­ing the sol­diers and the no­bles as­sem­bled near by.

			“The prince is a po­lite man,” said Za­glo­ba, “since he hon­ors the bish­op, though he does not rec­og­nize the suprema­cy of the Church. God grant this to be the first step to­ward con­ver­sion!”

			“Oh, noth­ing will come of it! Not few were the ef­forts of his first wife, and she ac­com­plished noth­ing, on­ly died from vex­a­tion. But why do the Scots not leave the line? It is ev­i­dent that an­oth­er dig­ni­tary will pass.”

			In fact, a whole ret­inue of armed sol­diers ap­peared in the dis­tance.

			“Those are Gan­hoff’s dra­goons—I know them,” said Volody­ovs­ki; “but some car­riages are in the mid­dle!”

			At that mo­ment the drums be­gan to rat­tle.

			“Oh, it is ev­i­dent that some­one greater than the bish­op of Jmud is there!” cried Za­glo­ba.

			“Wait, they are here al­ready.”

			“There are two car­riages in the mid­dle.”

			“True. In the first sits Pan Ko­rf, the vo­evo­da of Venden.”

			“Of course!” cried Pan Yan; “that is an ac­quain­tance from Zbaraj.”

			The vo­evo­da rec­og­nized them, and first Volody­ovs­ki, whom he had ev­i­dent­ly seen of­ten­er; in pass­ing he leaned from the car­riage and cried—

			“I greet you, gen­tle­men, old com­rades! See, I bring guests!”

			In the sec­ond car­riage, with the arms of Prince Yanush, drawn by four white hors­es, sat two gen­tle­men of lord­ly mien, dressed in for­eign fash­ion, in broad-brimmed hats, from un­der which the blond curls of wigs flowed to their shoul­ders over wide lace col­lars. One was very port­ly, wore a point­ed light-blond beard, and mus­tach­es bushy and turned up at the ends; the oth­er was younger, dressed whol­ly in black. He had a less knight­ly form, but per­haps a high­er of­fice, for a gold chain glit­tered on his neck, with some or­der at the end. Ap­par­ent­ly both were for­eign­ers, for they looked with cu­rios­i­ty at the cas­tle, the peo­ple, and the dress­es.

			“What sort of dev­ils?” asked Za­glo­ba.

			“I do not know them, I have nev­er seen them,” an­swered Volody­ovs­ki.

			Mean­while the car­riages passed, and be­gan to turn in the yard so as to reach the main en­trance of the cas­tle, but the dra­goons re­mained out­side the gate. Volody­ovs­ki knew the of­fi­cer lead­ing them.

			“Tokarze­vich!” called he, “come to us, please.”

			“With the fore­head, wor­thy Colonel.”

			“And what kind of hedge­hogs are you bring­ing?”

			“Those are Swedes.”

			“Swedes!”

			“Yes, and men of dis­tinc­tion. The port­ly one is Count Löwen­haupt, and the slen­der man is Benedikt Schitte, Baron von Duder­hoff.”

			“Duder­hoff?” asked Za­glo­ba.

			“What do they want here?” in­quired Volody­ovs­ki.

			“God knows!” an­swered the of­fi­cer. “We es­cort­ed them from Bir­ji. Un­doubt­ed­ly they have come to ne­go­ti­ate with our prince, for we heard in Bir­ji that he is as­sem­bling a great army and is go­ing to move on Livo­nia.”

			“Ah, ras­cals! you are grow­ing timid,” cried Za­glo­ba. “Now you are in­vad­ing Great Poland, now you are de­pos­ing the king, and now you are pay­ing court to Radzivill, so that he should not tick­le you in Livo­nia. Wait! you will run away to your Dun­der­hoff till your stock­ings are down. We’ll soon dun­der with you. Long life to Radzivill!”

			“Long life!” re­peat­ed the no­bles, stand­ing near the gate.

			“De­fend­er of the coun­try! Our shield! Against the Swedes, wor­thy gen­tle­men, against the Swedes!”

			A cir­cle was formed. Ev­ery mo­ment no­bles col­lect­ed from the yard; see­ing which, Za­glo­ba sprang on the low guard-post of the gate, and be­gan to cry—

			“Wor­thy gen­tle­men, lis­ten! Whoso does not know me, to him I will say that I am that de­fend­er of Zbaraj who with this old hand slew Burlai, the great­est het­man af­ter Hmel­nit­s­ki; whoso has not heard of Za­glo­ba was shelling peas, it is clear, in the first pe­ri­od of the Cos­sack war, or feel­ing hens (for eggs), or herd­ing calves—labors which I do not con­nect with such hon­or­able cav­a­liers as you.”

			“He is a great knight!” called nu­mer­ous voic­es. “There is no greater in the Com­mon­wealth! Hear!”

			“Lis­ten, hon­or­able gen­tle­men. My old bones craved re­pose; bet­ter for me to rest in the bake­house, to eat cheese and cream, to walk in the gar­dens and gath­er ap­ples, or putting my hands be­hind my back to stand over har­vesters or pat a girl on the shoul­der. And it is cer­tain that for the en­e­my it would have been bet­ter to leave me at rest; for the Swedes and the Cos­sacks know that I have a very heavy hand, and God grant that my name is as well known to you, gen­tle­men, as to the en­e­my.”

			“What kind of roost­er is that crow­ing so loud?” asked some voice in the crowd, sud­den­ly.

			“Don’t in­ter­rupt! Would you were dead!” cried oth­ers.

			But Za­glo­ba heard him. “For­give that cock­er­el, gen­tle­men,” said he; “for he knows not yet on which end of him is his tail, nor on which his head.”

			The no­bles burst in­to mighty laugh­ter, and the con­fused dis­turber pushed quick­ly be­hind the crowd, to es­cape the sneers which came rain­ing on his head.

			“I re­turn to the sub­ject,” said Za­glo­ba. “I re­peat, rest would be prop­er for me; but be­cause the coun­try is in a parox­ysm, be­cause the en­e­my is tram­pling our land, I am here, wor­thy gen­tle­men, with you to re­sist the en­e­my in the name of that moth­er who nour­ished us all. Whoso will not stand by her to­day, whoso will not run to save her, is not a son, but a step­son; he is un­wor­thy of her love. I, an old man, am go­ing, let the will of God be done; and if it comes to me to die, with my last breath will I cry, ‘Against the Swedes! broth­ers, against the Swedes!’ Let us swear that we will not drop the sabre from our hands till we drive them out of the coun­try.”

			“We are ready to do that with­out oaths!” cried num­bers of voic­es. “We will go where our het­man the prince leads us; we will go where ’tis need­ful.”

			“Wor­thy broth­ers, you have seen how two stock­ing-wear­ers came here in a gild­ed car­riage. They know that there is no tri­fling with Radzivill. They will fol­low him from cham­ber to cham­ber, and kiss him on the el­bows to give them peace. But the prince, wor­thy gen­tle­men, with whom I have been ad­vis­ing and from whom I have just re­turned, has as­sured me, in the name of all Lithua­nia, that there will be no ne­go­ti­a­tions, no parch­ments, noth­ing but war and war!”

			“War! war!” re­peat­ed, as an echo, the voic­es of the hear­ers.

			“But be­cause the lead­er,” con­tin­ued Za­glo­ba, “will be­gin the more bold­ly, the sur­er he is of his sol­diers, let us show him, wor­thy gen­tle­men, our sen­ti­ments. And now let us go un­der the win­dows of the prince and shout, ‘Down with the Swedes!’ Af­ter me, wor­thy gen­tle­men!”

			Then he sprang from the post and moved for­ward, and af­ter him the crowd. They came un­der the very win­dows with an up­roar in­creas­ing each mo­ment, till at last it was min­gled in one gi­gan­tic shout—“Down with the Swedes! down with the Swedes!”

			Im­me­di­ate­ly Pan Ko­rf, the vo­evo­da of Venden, ran out of the an­techam­ber great­ly con­fused; af­ter him Gan­hoff; and both be­gan to re­strain the no­bles, qui­et­ing them, beg­ging them to dis­perse.

			“For God’s sake!” said Ko­rf, “in the up­per hall the win­dow­panes are rat­tling. You gen­tle­men do not think what an awk­ward time you have cho­sen for your shout­ing. How can you treat en­voys with dis­re­spect, and give an ex­am­ple of in­sub­or­di­na­tion? Who roused you to this?”

			“I,” said Za­glo­ba. “Your grace, tell the prince, in the name of us all, that we beg him to be firm, that we are ready to re­main with him to the last drop of our blood.”

			“I thank you, gen­tle­men, in the name of the het­man, I thank you; but I beg you to dis­perse. Con­sid­er, wor­thy gen­tle­men. By the liv­ing God, con­sid­er that you are sink­ing the coun­try! Whoso in­sults an en­voy to­day, ren­ders a bear’s ser­vice to the Com­mon­wealth.”

			“What do we care for en­voys! We want to fight, not to ne­go­ti­ate!”

			“Your courage com­forts me. The time for fight­ing will come be­fore long, God grant very soon. Rest now be­fore the ex­pe­di­tion. It is time for a drink of spir­its and lunch. It is bad to fight on an emp­ty stom­ach.”

			“That is as true as I live!” cried Za­glo­ba, first.

			“True, he struck the right spot. Since the prince knows our sen­ti­ments, we have noth­ing to do here!”

			And the crowd be­gan to dis­perse. The greater part flowed on to rooms in which many ta­bles were al­ready spread. Za­glo­ba sat at the head of one of them. Pan Ko­rf and Colonel Gan­hoff re­turned then to the prince, who was sit­ting at coun­sel with the Swedish en­voys, Bish­op Parchevs­ki, Fa­ther Byalo­zor, Pan Adam Ko­morovs­ki, and Pan Alexan­der My­erzeyevs­ki, a courtier of Yan Kaz­imir, who was stop­ping for the time in Kyedani.

			“Who in­cit­ed that tu­mult?” asked the prince, from whose li­on-like face anger had not yet dis­ap­peared.

			“It was that no­ble who has just come here, that fa­mous Za­glo­ba,” an­swered Pan Ko­rf.

			“That is a brave knight,” said the prince, “but he is be­gin­ning to man­age me too soon.”

			Hav­ing said this, he beck­oned to Colonel Gan­hoff and whis­pered some­thing in his ear.

			Za­glo­ba mean­while, de­light­ed with him­self, went to the low­er halls with solemn tread, hav­ing with him Volody­ovs­ki, with Yan and Stanislav Skshetus­ki.

			“Well, friends, I have bare­ly ap­peared and have roused love for the coun­try in those no­bles. It will be eas­i­er now for the prince to send off the en­voys with noth­ing, for all he has to do is to call up­on us. That will not be, I think, with­out re­ward, though it is more a ques­tion of hon­or with me. Why have you halt­ed, Michael, as if turned to stone, with eyes fixed on that car­riage at the gate?”

			“That is she!” said Volody­ovs­ki, with twitch­ing mus­tach­es. “By the liv­ing God, that is she her­self!”

			“Who?”

			“Pan­na Bille­vich.”

			“She who re­fused you?”

			“The same. Look, gen­tle­men, look! Might not a man with­er away from re­gret?”

			“Wait a minute!” said Za­glo­ba, “we must have a clos­er look.”

			Mean­while the car­riage, de­scrib­ing a half-cir­cle, ap­proached the speak­ers. Sit­ting in it was a state­ly no­ble with gray mus­tach­es, and at his side Pan­na Alek­san­dra; beau­ti­ful as ev­er, calm, and full of dig­ni­ty.

			Pan Michael fixed on her a com­plain­ing look and bowed low, but she did not see him in the crowd.

			“That is some lord­ly child,” said Za­glo­ba, gaz­ing at her fine, no­ble fea­tures, “too del­i­cate for a sol­dier. I con­fess that she is a beau­ty, but I pre­fer one of such kind that for the mo­ment you would ask, ‘Is that a can­non or a wom­an?’ ”

			“Do you know who that is who has just passed?” asked Pan Michael of a no­ble stand­ing near.

			“Of course,” an­swered the no­ble; “that is Pan Tomash Bille­vich, sword-bear­er of Rossyeni. All here know him, for he is an old ser­vant and friend of the Radzivills.”

		
	
		
			XIV

			The prince did not show him­self to the no­bles that day till evening, for he dined with the en­voys and some dig­ni­taries with whom he had held pre­vi­ous coun­sel. But or­ders had come to the colonels to have the reg­i­ments of Radzivill’s guard ready, and es­pe­cial­ly the in­fantry un­der for­eign of­fi­cers. It smelt of pow­der in the air. The cas­tle, though not for­ti­fied, was sur­round­ed with troops as if a bat­tle was to be fought at its walls. Men ex­pect­ed that the cam­paign would be­gin on the fol­low­ing morn­ing at lat­est; of this there were vis­i­ble signs, for the count­less ser­vants of the prince were bus­ied with pack­ing in­to wag­ons arms, valu­able im­ple­ments, and the trea­sury of the prince.

			Ha­rasi­movich told the no­bles that the wag­ons would go to Tykotsin in Podlyasye, for it was dan­ger­ous to leave the trea­sury in the un­de­fend­ed cas­tle of Kyedani. Mil­i­tary stores were al­so pre­pared to be sent af­ter the army. Re­ports went out that Gosyevs­ki was ar­rest­ed be­cause he would not join his squadrons sta­tioned at Tro­ki with those of Radzivill, thus ex­pos­ing the whole ex­pe­di­tion to ev­i­dent de­struc­tion. More­over prepa­ra­tions for the march, the move­ment of troops, the rat­tle of can­non drawn out of the cas­tle ar­se­nal, and all that tur­moil which ev­er ac­com­pa­nies the first move­ments of mil­i­tary ex­pe­di­tions, turned at­ten­tion in an­oth­er di­rec­tion, and caused the knights to for­get the ar­rest of Pan Gosyevs­ki and cav­a­lier Yudyt­s­ki.

			The no­bles din­ing in the im­mense low­er halls at­tached to the cas­tle spoke on­ly of the war, of the fire at Vil­na, now burn­ing ten days and burn­ing with ev­er-grow­ing fury, of news from War­saw, of the ad­vance of the Swedes, and of the Swedes them­selves, against whom, as against faith-break­ers at­tack­ing a neigh­bor in spite of treaties still valid for six years, hearts and minds were in­dig­nant and souls filled with ran­cor. News of swift ad­vances, of the ca­pit­u­la­tion of Uist­sie, of the oc­cu­pa­tion of Great Poland and the large towns, of the threat­ened in­va­sion of Ma­zovia and the in­evitable cap­ture of War­saw, not on­ly did not cause alarm, but on the con­trary roused dar­ing and a de­sire for bat­tle. This took place since the caus­es of Swedish suc­cess were ev­i­dent to all. Hith­er­to the Swedes had not met a re­al army once, or a re­al lead­er. Radzivill was the first war­rior by pro­fes­sion with whom they had to mea­sure strength, and who at the same time roused in the no­bil­i­ty ab­so­lute con­fi­dence in his mil­i­tary gifts, es­pe­cial­ly as his colonels gave as­sur­ance that they would con­quer the Swedes in the open field.

			“Their de­feat is in­evitable!” said Pan Stankye­vich, an old and ex­pe­ri­enced sol­dier. “I re­mem­ber for­mer wars, and I know that they al­ways de­fend­ed them­selves in cas­tles, in for­ti­fied camps, and in trench­es. They nev­er dared to come to the open field, for they feared cav­al­ry great­ly, and when trust­ing in their num­bers they did come out, they re­ceived a prop­er drilling. It was not vic­to­ry that gave Great Poland in­to their hands, but trea­son and the im­be­cil­i­ty of gen­er­al mili­tia.”

			“True,” said Za­glo­ba. “The Swedish peo­ple are weak, for their land is ter­ri­bly bar­ren, and they have no bread; they grind pine cones, and of that sort of flour make ash-cakes which smell of resin. Oth­ers go to the seashore and de­vour what­ev­er the waves throw up, be­sides fight­ing about it as a tid­bit. Ter­ri­ble des­ti­tu­tion! so there are no peo­ple more greedy for their neigh­bors’ goods. Even the Tar­tars have horse­flesh in plen­ty, but these Swedes do not see meat once a year, and are pinched with hunger un­less when a good haul of fish comes.”

			Here Za­glo­ba turned to Stankye­vich: “Have you ev­er made the ac­quain­tance of the Swedes?”

			“Un­der Prince Kr­ishtof, the fa­ther of the present het­man.”

			“And I un­der Konyet­spol­s­ki, the fa­ther. We gave Gus­tavus Adol­phus many crush­ing de­feats in Prus­sia, and took no small num­ber of pris­on­ers; there I be­came ac­quaint­ed with them through and through, and learned all their meth­ods. Our men won­dered at them not a lit­tle, for you must know that the Swedes as a peo­ple al­ways wad­ing in wa­ter and hav­ing their great­est in­come from the sea, are divers exquisi­tis­si­mi. What would you, gen­tle­men, say to what we made them do? We would throw one of the ras­cals in­to a hole in the ice, and he would swim out through an­oth­er hole with a live her­ring in his mouth.”

			“In God’s name, what do you tell us?”

			“May I fall down a corpse on this spot if with my own eyes I have not seen this done at least a hun­dred times, as well as oth­er won­der­ful cus­toms of theirs! I re­mem­ber al­so that as soon as they fed on Prus­sian bread, they did not want to go home. Pan Stankye­vich says tru­ly that they are not stur­dy sol­diers. They have in­fantry which is so-so; but the cav­al­ry—God pity us! for there are no hors­es in their coun­try, and they can­not train them­selves to rid­ing from child­hood.”

			“Prob­a­bly we shall not at­tack them first, but march on Vil­na,” said Pan Shchyt.

			“True, I gave that ad­vice to the prince my­self, when he asked what I thought of this mat­ter,” an­swered Za­glo­ba. “But when we have fin­ished with the oth­ers,19 we will go against the Swedes. The en­voys up­stairs must be sweat­ing!”

			“They are re­ceived po­lite­ly,” said Pan Za­len­s­ki, “but they will not ef­fect the least thing; the best proof of that is that or­ders are is­sued to the army.”

			“Dear God, dear God!” said Pan Tvarkovs­ki, judge of Rossyeni, “how alacrity comes with dan­ger! We were well-nigh de­spair­ing when we had to do with one en­e­my, but now we have two.”

			“Of course,” an­swered Stankye­vich. “It hap­pens not in­fre­quent­ly, that we let our­selves be beat­en till pa­tience is lost, and then in a mo­ment vig­or and dar­ing ap­pear. Is it lit­tle that we have suf­fered, lit­tle en­dured? We re­lied on the king and the gen­er­al mili­tia of the king­dom, not count­ing on our own force, till we are in a dilem­ma; now we must ei­ther de­feat both en­e­mies or per­ish com­plete­ly.”

			“God will as­sist us! We have had enough of this de­lay.”

			“They have put the dag­ger to our throats.”

			“We too will put it to theirs; we’ll show the king­dom fel­lows what sort of sol­diers we are! There will be no Uist­sie with us, as God is in heav­en!”

			In the mea­sure of the cups, heads be­came heat­ed, and war­like ar­dor in­creased. At the brink of a precipice the last ef­fort of­ten brings safe­ty; this was un­der­stood by those crowds of sol­diers and that no­bil­i­ty whom so re­cent­ly Yan Kaz­imir had called to Grod­no with de­spair­ing uni­ver­sals to form the gen­er­al mili­tia. Now all hearts, all minds were turned to Radzivill; all lips re­peat­ed that ter­ri­ble name, which till re­cent­ly had ev­er been cou­pled with vic­to­ry. In fact, he had but to col­lect and move the scat­tered and drowsy strength of the coun­try, to stand at the head of a pow­er suf­fi­cient to end both wars with vic­to­ry.

			Af­ter din­ner the colonels were sum­moned to the prince in the fol­low­ing or­der: Mirs­ki, lieu­tenant of the ar­mored squadron of the het­man; and af­ter him Stankye­vich, Gan­hoff, Khar­lamp, Volody­ovs­ki, and Sol­lo­hub. Old sol­diers won­dered a lit­tle that they were asked singly, and not col­lec­tive­ly to coun­sel; but it was a pleas­ant sur­prise, for each came out with some re­ward, with some ev­i­dent proof of the prince’s fa­vor; in re­turn the prince asked on­ly loy­al­ty and con­fi­dence, which all of­fered from heart and soul. The het­man asked anx­ious­ly al­so if Kmi­ta had re­turned, and or­dered that Pan An­drei’s ar­rival be re­port­ed to him.

			Kmi­ta came, but late in the evening, when the hall was light­ed and the guests had be­gun to as­sem­ble. He went first to the bar­racks to change his uni­form; there he found Volody­ovs­ki, and made the ac­quain­tance of the rest of the com­pa­ny.

			“I am un­com­mon­ly glad to see you and your fa­mous friends,” said he, shak­ing the hand of the lit­tle knight, “as glad as to see a broth­er! You may be sure of this, for I am un­able to pre­tend. It is true that you went through my fore­head in evil fash­ion, but you put me on my feet af­ter­ward, which I shall not for­get till death. In pres­ence of all, I say that had it not been for you I should be at this mo­ment be­hind the grat­ing. Would more such men were born! Who thinks dif­fer­ent­ly is a fool, and may the dev­il car­ry me off if I will not clip his ears.”

			“Say no more!”

			“I will fol­low you in­to fire, even should I per­ish. Let any man come for­ward who does not be­lieve me!”

			Here Pan An­drei cast a chal­leng­ing look on the of­fi­cers. But no one con­tra­dict­ed him, for all loved and re­spect­ed Pan Michael; but Za­glo­ba said—

			“This is a sul­phurous sort of sol­dier; give him to the hang­man! It seems to me that I shall have a great lik­ing to you for the love you bear Pan Michael, for I am the man to ask first how wor­thy he is.”

			“Wor­thi­er than any of us!” said Kmi­ta, with his usu­al abrupt­ness. Then he looked at the Skshetuskis, at Za­glo­ba, and added: “Par­don me, gen­tle­men, I have no wish to of­fend any­one, for I know that you are hon­or­able men and great knights; be not an­gry, for I wish to de­serve your friend­ship.”

			“There is no harm done,” said Pan Yan; “what’s in the heart may come to the lip.”

			“Let us em­brace!” cried Za­glo­ba.

			“No need to say such a thing twice to me!”

			They fell in­to each oth­er’s arms. Then Kmi­ta said, “To­day we must drink, it can­not be avoid­ed!”

			“No need to say such a thing twice to me!” said Za­glo­ba, like an echo.

			“We’ll slip away ear­ly to the bar­racks, and I’ll make pro­vi­sion.”

			Pan Michael be­gan to twitch his mus­tach­es great­ly. “You will have no great wish to slip out,” thought he, look­ing at Kmi­ta, “when you see who is in the hall tonight.” And he opened his mouth to tell Kmi­ta that the sword-bear­er of Rossyeni and Olen­ka had come; but he grew as it were faint at heart, and turned the con­ver­sa­tion. “Where is your squadron?” asked he.

			“Here, ready for ser­vice. Ha­rasi­movich was with me, and brought an or­der from the prince to have the men on horse­back at mid­night. I asked him if we were all to march; he said not. I know not what it means. Of oth­er of­fi­cers some have the same or­der, oth­ers have not. But all the for­eign in­fantry have re­ceived it.”

			“Per­haps a part of the army will march tonight and a part in the morn­ing,” said Pan Yan.

			“In ev­ery case I will have a drink here with you, gen­tle­men. Let the squadron go on by it­self; I can come up with it af­ter­ward in an hour.”

			At that mo­ment Ha­rasi­movich rushed in. “Serene great mighty ban­neret of Or­sha!” cried he, bow­ing in the door­way.

			“What? Is there a fire? I am here!” said Kmi­ta.

			“To the prince! to the prince!”

			“Straight­way, on­ly let me put on my uni­form. Boy, my coat and belt, or I’ll kill thee!”

			The boy brought the rest of the uni­form in a twin­kle; and a few min­utes lat­er Pan Kmi­ta, ar­rayed as for a wed­ding, was hur­ry­ing to the prince. He was ra­di­ant, he seemed so splen­did. He had a vest of sil­ver bro­cade with star-shaped but­tons, from which there was a gleam over his whole fig­ure; the vest was fas­tened at the neck with a great sap­phire. Over that a coat of blue vel­vet; a white belt of in­es­timable val­ue, so thin that it might be drawn through a fin­ger-ring. A sil­ver-mount­ed sword set with sap­phires hung from the belt by silk pen­dants; be­hind the belt was thrust the ba­ton, which in­di­cat­ed his of­fice. This dress be­came the young knight won­der­ful­ly, and it would have been dif­fi­cult in that count­less throng gath­ered at Kyedani to find a more shape­ly man.

			Pan Michael sighed while look­ing at him; and when Kmi­ta had van­ished be­yond the door of the bar­racks he said to Za­glo­ba, “With a fair head there is no op­pos­ing a man like that.”

			“But take thir­ty years from me,” an­swered Za­glo­ba.

			When Kmi­ta en­tered, the prince al­so was dressed, at­tend­ed by two ne­groes; he was about to leave the room. The prince and Pan An­drei re­mained face to face.

			“God give you health for hur­ry­ing!” said the het­man.

			“At the ser­vice of your high­ness.”

			“But the squadron?”

			“Ac­cord­ing to or­der.”

			“The men are re­li­able?”

			“They will go in­to fire, to hell.”

			“That is good! I need such men—and such as you, equal to any­thing. I re­peat con­tin­u­al­ly that on no one more than you do I count.”

			“Your high­ness, my ser­vices can­not equal those of old sol­diers; but if we have to march against the en­e­my of the coun­try, God sees that I shall not be in the rear.”

			“I do not di­min­ish the ser­vices of the old,” said the prince, “though there may come such per­ils, such griev­ous junc­tures, that the most faith­ful will tot­ter.”

			“May he per­ish for noth­ing who deserts the per­son of your high­ness in dan­ger!”

			The prince looked quick­ly in­to the face of Kmi­ta. “And you will not draw back?”

			The young knight flushed. “What do you wish to say, your prince­ly high­ness? I have con­fessed to you all my sins, and the sum of them is such that I thank on­ly the fa­ther­ly heart of your high­ness for for­give­ness. But in all these sins one is not to be found—in­grat­i­tude.”

			“Nor dis­loy­al­ty. You con­fessed to me as to a fa­ther; I not on­ly for­gave you as a fa­ther, but I came to love you as that son—whom God has not giv­en me, for which rea­son it is of­ten op­pres­sive for me in the world. Be then a friend to me.”

			When he had said this, the prince stretched out his hand. The young knight seized it, and with­out hes­i­ta­tion pressed it to his lips.

			They were both silent for a long time; sud­den­ly the prince fixed his eyes on the eyes of Kmi­ta and said, “Pan­na Bille­vich is here!”

			Kmi­ta grew pale, and be­gan to mut­ter some­thing un­in­tel­li­gi­ble.

			“I sent for her on pur­pose so that the mis­un­der­stand­ing be­tween you might be at an end. You will see her at once, as the mourn­ing for her grand­fa­ther is over. To­day, too, though God sees that my head is burst­ing from la­bor, I have spo­ken with the sword-bear­er of Rossyeni.”

			Kmi­ta seized his head. “With what can I re­pay your high­ness, with what can I re­pay?”

			“I told him em­phat­i­cal­ly that it is my will that you and she should be mar­ried, and he will not be hos­tile. I com­mand­ed him al­so to pre­pare the maid­en for it grad­u­al­ly. We have time. All de­pends up­on you, and I shall be hap­py if a re­ward from my hand goes to you; and God grant you to await many oth­ers, for you must rise high. You have of­fend­ed be­cause you are young; but you have won glo­ry not the last in the field, and all young men are ready to fol­low you ev­ery­where. As God lives, you must rise high! Small of­fices are not for such a fam­i­ly as yours. If you know, you are a rel­a­tive of the Kishkis, and my moth­er was a Kish­ki. But you need se­date­ness; for that, mar­riage is the best thing. Take that maid­en if she has pleased your heart, and re­mem­ber who gives her to you.”

			“Your high­ness, I shall go wild, I be­lieve! My life, my blood be­longs to your high­ness. What must I do to thank you—what? Tell me, com­mand me!”

			“Re­turn good for good. Have faith in me, have con­fi­dence that what I do I do for the pub­lic good. Do not fall away from me when you see the trea­son and de­ser­tion of oth­ers, when mal­ice in­creas­es, when—” Here the prince stopped sud­den­ly.

			“I swear,” said Kmi­ta, with ar­dor, “and give my word of hon­or to re­main by the per­son of your high­ness, my lead­er, fa­ther, and bene­fac­tor, to my last breath.”

			Then Kmi­ta looked with eyes full of fire at the prince, and was alarmed at the change which had sud­den­ly come over him. His face was pur­ple, the veins swollen, drops of sweat were hang­ing thick­ly on his lofty fore­head, and his eyes cast an un­usu­al gleam.

			“What is the mat­ter, your high­ness?” asked the knight, un­qui­et­ly.

			“Noth­ing! noth­ing!”

			Radzivill rose, moved with hur­ried step to a kneel­ing desk, and tak­ing from it a cru­ci­fix, said with pow­er­ful, smoth­ered voice, “Swear on this cross that you will not leave me till death.”

			In spite of all his readi­ness and ar­dor, Kmi­ta looked for a while at him with as­ton­ish­ment.

			“On this pas­sion of Christ, swear!” in­sist­ed the het­man.

			“On this pas­sion of Christ, I swear!” said Kmi­ta, plac­ing his fin­ger on the cru­ci­fix.

			“Amen!” said the prince, with solemn voice.

			An echo in the lofty cham­ber re­peat­ed some­where un­der the arch, “Amen,” and a long si­lence fol­lowed. There was to be heard on­ly the breath­ing of the pow­er­ful breast of Radzivill. Kmi­ta did not re­move from the het­man his as­ton­ished eyes.

			“Now you are mine,” said the prince, at last.

			“I have al­ways be­longed to your high­ness,” an­swered the young knight, hasti­ly; “but be pleased to ex­plain to me what is pass­ing. Why does your high­ness doubt? Or does any­thing threat­en your per­son? Has any trea­son, have any machi­na­tions been dis­cov­ered?”

			“The time of tri­al is ap­proach­ing,” said the prince, gloomi­ly, “and as to en­e­mies do you not know that Pan Gosyevs­ki, Pan Yudyt­s­ki, and the vo­evo­da of Vi­tyeb­sk would be glad to bury me in the bot­tom of the pit? This is the case! The en­e­mies of my house in­crease, trea­son spreads, and pub­lic de­feats threat­en. There­fore, I say, the hour of tri­al draws near.”

			Kmi­ta was silent; but the last words of the prince did not dis­perse the dark­ness which had set­tled around his mind, and he asked him­self in vain what could threat­en at that mo­ment the pow­er­ful Radzivill. For he stood at the head of greater forces than ev­er. In Kyedani it­self and in the neigh­bor­hood there were so many troops that if the prince had such pow­er be­fore he marched to Shklov the for­tune of the whole war would have come out dif­fer­ent­ly be­yond doubt.

			Gosyevs­ki and Yudyt­s­ki were, it is true, ill-wish­ers, but he had both in his hands and un­der guard, and as to the vo­evo­da of Vi­tyeb­sk he was too vir­tu­ous a man, too good a cit­i­zen to give cause for fear of any op­po­si­tion or machi­na­tions from his side on the eve of a new ex­pe­di­tion against en­e­mies.

			“God knows I un­der­stand noth­ing!” cried Kmi­ta, be­ing un­able in gen­er­al to re­strain his thoughts.

			“You will un­der­stand all to­day,” said Radzivill, calm­ly. “Now let us go to the hall.”

			And tak­ing the young colonel by the arm, he turned with him to­ward the door. They passed through a num­ber of rooms. From a dis­tance out of the im­mense hall came the sound of the or­ches­tra, which was di­rect­ed by a French­man brought on pur­pose by Prince Bo­guslav. They were play­ing a min­uet which at that time was danced at the French court. The mild tones were blend­ed with the sound of many voic­es. Prince Radzivill halt­ed and lis­tened.

			“God grant,” said he, af­ter a mo­ment, “that all these guests whom I have re­ceived un­der my roof will not pass to my en­e­mies to­mor­row.”

			“Your high­ness,” said Kmi­ta, “I hope that there are no Swedish ad­her­ents among them.”

			Radzivill quiv­ered and halt­ed sud­den­ly.

			“What do you wish to say?”

			“Noth­ing, wor­thy prince, but that hon­or­able sol­diers are re­joic­ing there.”

			“Let us go on. Time will show, and God will de­cide who is hon­or­able. Let us go!”

			At the door it­self stood twen­ty pages—splen­did lads, dressed in feath­ers and satin. See­ing the het­man, they formed in two lines. When the prince came near, he asked, “Has her prince­ly high­ness en­tered the hall?”

			“She has, your high­ness.”

			“And the en­voys?”

			“They are here al­so.”

			“Open!”

			Both halves of the door opened in the twin­kle of an eye; a flood of light poured in and il­lu­mi­nat­ed the gi­gan­tic form of the het­man, who hav­ing be­hind him Kmi­ta and the pages, went to­ward the el­e­va­tion on which were placed chairs for the most dis­tin­guished guests.

			A move­ment be­gan in the hall; at once all eyes were turned to the prince, and one shout was wrest­ed from hun­dreds of breasts: “Long live Radzivill! long live! Long live the het­man! long live!”

			The prince bowed with head and hand, then be­gan to greet the guests as­sem­bled on the el­e­va­tion, who rose the mo­ment he en­tered. Among the best known, be­sides the princess her­self, were the two Swedish en­voys, the en­voy of Mos­cow, the vo­evo­da of Venden, Bish­op Parchevs­ki, the priest Byalo­zor, Pan Ko­morovs­ki, Pan My­erzeyevs­ki, Pan Hle­bovich, staros­ta of Jmud, broth­er-in-law of the het­man, a young Pats, Colonel Gan­hoff, Colonel Mirs­ki, Weisen­hoff, the en­voy of the Prince of Cour­land, and ladies in the suite of the princess.

			The het­man, as was prop­er for a wel­com­ing host, be­gan by greet­ing the en­voys, with whom he ex­changed a few friend­ly words; then he greet­ed oth­ers, and when he had fin­ished he sat on the chair with a canopy of er­mine, and gazed at the hall in which shouts were still sound­ing: “May he live! May he be our het­man! May he live!”

			Kmi­ta, hid­den be­hind the canopy, looked al­so at the throng. His glance dart­ed from face to face, seek­ing among them the beloved fea­tures of her who at that mo­ment held all the soul and heart of the knight. His heart beat like a ham­mer.

			“She is here! Af­ter a while I shall see her, I shall speak to her,” said he in thought. And he sought and sought with more and more ea­ger­ness, with in­creas­ing dis­qui­et. “There! be­yond the feath­ers of a fan some dark brows are vis­i­ble, a white fore­head and blond hair. That is she!” Kmi­ta held his breath, as if fear­ing to fright­en away the pic­ture; then the feath­ers moved and the face was dis­closed. “No! that is not Olen­ka, that is not that dear one, the dear­est.” His glance flies far­ther, em­braces charm­ing forms, slips over feath­ers and satin, faces bloom­ing like flow­ers, and is mis­tak­en each mo­ment. That is she, not she! Till at last, see! in the depth, near the drap­ery of the win­dow, some­thing white is mov­ing, and it grew dark in the eyes of the knight; that was Olen­ka, the dear one, the dear­est.

			The or­ches­tra be­gins to play; again throngs pass. Ladies are mov­ing around, shape­ly cav­a­liers are glit­ter­ing; but he, like one blind and deaf, sees noth­ing, on­ly looks at her as ea­ger­ly as if be­hold­ing her for the first time. She seems the same Olen­ka from Vodok­ty, but al­so an­oth­er. In that great hall and in that throng she seems, as it were, small­er, and her face more del­i­cate, one would say child­like. You might take her all in your arms and ca­ress her! And then again she is the same, though dif­fer­ent—the very same fea­tures, the same sweet lips, the same lash­es cast­ing shade on her cheeks, the same fore­head, clear, calm, beloved. Here mem­o­ry, like light­ning-flash­es, be­gan to bring be­fore the eyes of Pan An­drei that ser­vants’ hall in Vodok­ty where he saw her the first time, and those qui­et rooms in which they had sat to­geth­er. What de­light on­ly just to re­mem­ber! And the sleigh-ride to Mitruny, the time that he kissed her! Af­ter that, peo­ple be­gan to es­trange them, and to rouse her against him.

			“Thun­der­bolts crush it!” cried Kmi­ta, in his mind. “What have I had and what have I lost? How near she has been and how far is she now!”

			She sits there far off, like a stranger; she does not even know that he is here. Wrath, but at the same time im­mea­sur­able sor­row seized Pan An­drei—sor­row for which he had no ex­pres­sion save a scream from his soul, but a scream that passed not his lips: “O thou Olen­ka!”

			More than once Kmi­ta was so en­raged at him­self for his pre­vi­ous deeds that he wished to tell his own men to stretch him out and give him a hun­dred blows, but nev­er had he fall­en in­to such a rage as that time when af­ter long ab­sence he saw her again, still more won­der­ful than ev­er, more won­der­ful in­deed than he had imag­ined. At that mo­ment he wished to tor­ture him­self; but be­cause he was among peo­ple, in a wor­thy com­pa­ny, he on­ly ground his teeth, and as if wish­ing to give him­self still greater pain, he re­peat­ed in mind: “It is good for thee thus, thou fool! good for thee!”

			Then the sounds of the or­ches­tra were silent again, and Pan An­drei heard the voice of the het­man: “Come with me.”

			Kmi­ta woke as from a dream.

			The prince de­scend­ed from the el­e­va­tion, and went among the guests. On his face was a mild and kind­ly smile, which seemed still more to en­hance the majesty of his fig­ure. That was the same lord­ly man who in his time, while re­ceiv­ing Queen Marya Lud­wi­ka in Nye­porente, as­ton­ished, amazed, and eclipsed the French courtiers, not on­ly by his lux­u­ry, but by the pol­ish of his man­ners—the same of whom Jean La Boureur wrote with such homage in the ac­count of his jour­ney. This time he halt­ed ev­ery mo­ment be­fore the most im­por­tant ma­trons, the most re­spectable no­bles and colonels, hav­ing for each of the guests some kind­ly word, as­ton­ish­ing those present by his mem­o­ry and win­ning in a twin­kle all hearts. The eyes of the guests fol­lowed him wher­ev­er he moved. Grad­u­al­ly he ap­proached the sword-bear­er of Rossyeni, Pan Bille­vich, and said—

			“I thank you, old friend, for hav­ing come, though I had the right to be an­gry. Bille­viche is not a hun­dred miles from Kyedani, but you are a rara avis (rare bird) un­der my roof.”

			“Your high­ness,” an­swered Pan Bille­vich, bow­ing low, “he wrongs the coun­try who oc­cu­pies your time.”

			“But I was think­ing to take vengeance on you by go­ing my­self to Bille­viche, and I think still you would have re­ceived with hos­pi­tal­i­ty an old com­rade of the camp.”

			Hear­ing this, Pan Bille­vich flushed with de­light, and the prince con­tin­ued—

			“Time, time is ev­er lack­ing! But when you give in mar­riage your rel­a­tive, the grand­daugh­ter of the late Pan Her­a­clius, of course I shall come to the wed­ding, for I owe it to you and to her.”

			“God grant that as ear­ly as pos­si­ble,” an­swered the sword-bear­er.

			“Mean­while I present to you Pan Kmi­ta, the ban­neret of Or­sha, of those Kmi­tas who are re­lat­ed to the Kishkis and through the Kishkis to the Radzivills. You must have heard his name from Her­a­clius, for he loved the Kmi­tas as broth­ers.”

			“With the fore­head, with the fore­head!” re­peat­ed the sword-bear­er, who was awed some­what by the great­ness of the young cav­a­lier’s fam­i­ly, her­ald­ed by Radzivill him­self.

			“I greet the sword-bear­er, my bene­fac­tor, and of­fer him my ser­vices,” said Pan An­drei, bold­ly and not with­out a cer­tain lofti­ness. “Pan Her­a­clius was a fa­ther and a bene­fac­tor to me, and though his work was spoiled lat­er on, still I have not ceased to love all the Bille­vich­es as if my own blood were flow­ing in them.”

			“Es­pe­cial­ly,” said the prince, plac­ing his hand con­fi­den­tial­ly on the young man’s shoul­der, “since he has not ceased to love a cer­tain Pan­na Bille­vich, of which fact he has long since in­formed us.”

			“And I will re­peat it be­fore ev­ery­one’s face,” said Kmi­ta, with ve­he­mence.

			“Qui­et­ly, qui­et­ly!” said the prince. “This you see, wor­thy sword-bear­er, is a cav­a­lier of sul­phur and fire, there­fore he has made some trou­ble; but be­cause he is young and un­der my spe­cial pro­tec­tion, I hope that when we pe­ti­tion to­geth­er we shall ob­tain a re­ver­sal of the sen­tence from that charm­ing tri­bunal.”

			“Your high­ness will ac­com­plish what you like,” an­swered Pan Bille­vich. “The maid­en must ex­claim, as that pa­gan priest­ess did to Alexan­der the Great, ‘Who can op­pose thee?’ ”

			“And we, like that Mace­do­nian, will stop with that prophe­cy,” replied the prince, smil­ing. “But enough of this! Con­duct us now to your rel­a­tive, for I shall be glad to see her. Let that work of Pan Her­a­clius which was spoiled be mend­ed.”

			“I serve your high­ness—There is the maid­en; she is un­der the pro­tec­tion of Pani Voynillovich, our rel­a­tive. But I beg par­don if she is con­fused, for I have not had time to fore­warn her.”

			The fore­sight of Pan Bille­vich was just. Luck­i­ly that was not the first mo­ment in which Olen­ka saw Pan An­drei at the side of the het­man; she was able there­fore to col­lect her­self some­what, but for an in­stant pres­ence of mind al­most left her, and she looked at the young knight as if she were look­ing at a spir­it from the oth­er world. And for a long time she could not be­lieve her eyes. She had re­al­ly imag­ined that that un­for­tu­nate was ei­ther wan­der­ing some­where through forests, with­out a roof above his head, de­sert­ed by all, hunt­ed by the law, as a wild beast is hunt­ed by man, or en­closed in a tow­er, gaz­ing with de­spair through the iron grat­ing on the glad world of God. The Lord alone knew what ter­ri­ble pity some­times gnawed her heart and her eyes for that lost man; God alone could count the tears which in her soli­tude she had poured out over his fate, so ter­ri­ble, so cru­el, though so de­served; but now he is in Kyedani, free, at the side of the het­man, proud, splen­did, in sil­ver bro­cade and in vel­vet, with the ba­ton of a colonel at his belt, with head erect, with com­mand­ing, haughty, hero­ic face, and the grand het­man Radzivill him­self places his hand con­fi­den­tial­ly on his shoul­der. Mar­vel­lous and con­tra­dic­to­ry feel­ings in­ter­wove them­selves at once in the heart of the maid­en; there­fore a cer­tain great re­lief, as if some­one had tak­en a weight from her shoul­ders, and a cer­tain sor­row as well that so much pity and grief had gone for naught; al­so the dis­ap­point­ment which ev­ery hon­est soul feels at sight of per­fect im­puni­ty for griev­ous of­fences and sins; al­so joy, with a feel­ing of per­son­al weak­ness, with ad­mi­ra­tion bor­der­ing on ter­ror, be­fore that young hero who was able to swim out of such a whirlpool.

			Mean­while the prince, the sword-bear­er, and Kmi­ta had fin­ished con­ver­sa­tion and were draw­ing near. The maid­en cov­ered her eyes with her lids and raised her shoul­ders, as a bird does its wings when wish­ing to hide its head. She was cer­tain that they were com­ing to her. With­out look­ing she saw them, felt that they were near­er and near­er, that they were be­fore her. She was so sure of this that with­out rais­ing her lids, she rose sud­den­ly and made a deep cour­tesy to the prince.

			He was re­al­ly be­fore her, and said: “By the pas­sion of the Lord! Now I do not won­der at this young man, for a mar­vel­lous flow­er has bloomed here. I greet you, my la­dy, I greet you with my whole heart and soul, beloved grand­daugh­ter of my Bille­vich. Do you know me?”

			“I know your high­ness,” an­swered the maid­en.

			“I should not have known you; you were still a young, un­blos­somed thing when I saw you last, not in this or­na­ment in which I see you now. But raise those lash­es from your eyes. As God lives! for­tu­nate is the div­er who gets such a pearl, ill-fat­ed he who had it and lost it. Here he stands be­fore you, so de­spair­ing, in the per­son of this cav­a­lier. Do you know him?”

			“I know,” whis­pered Olen­ka, with­out rais­ing her eyes.

			“He is a great sin­ner, and I have brought him to you for con­fes­sion. Im­pose on him what penance you like, but refuse not ab­so­lu­tion, for de­spair may bring him to still greater sins.”

			Here the prince turned to the sword-bear­er and Pani Voynillovich: “Let us leave the young peo­ple, for it is not prop­er to be present at a con­fes­sion, and al­so my faith for­bids me.”

			Af­ter a mo­ment Pan An­drei and Olen­ka were alone. The heart beat in Olen­ka’s bo­som as the heart of a dove over which a fal­con is hov­er­ing, and he too was moved. His usu­al bold­ness, im­pul­sive­ness, and self-con­fi­dence had van­ished. For a long time both were silent. At last he spoke in a low, sti­fled voice—

			“You did not ex­pect to see me, Olen­ka?”

			“I did not,” whis­pered the maid­en.

			“As God is true! you would be less alarmed if a Tar­tar were stand­ing here near you. Fear not! See how many peo­ple are present. No harm will meet you from me. And though we were alone you would have noth­ing to fear, for I have giv­en my­self an oath to re­spect you. Have con­fi­dence in me.”

			For a mo­ment she raised her eyes and looked at him, “How can I have con­fi­dence?”

			“It is true that I sinned, but that is past and will not be re­peat­ed. When on the bed and near death, af­ter that du­el with Volody­ovs­ki, I said to my­self: ‘Thou wilt not take her by force, by the sabre, by fire, but by hon­or­able deeds wilt thou de­serve her and work out thy for­give­ness. The heart in her is not of stone, and her anger will pass; she will see thy ref­or­ma­tion and will for­give.’ There­fore I swore to re­form, and I will hold to my oath. God blessed me at once, for Volody­ovs­ki came and brought me a com­mis­sion. He had the pow­er not to give it; but he gave it—he is an hon­or­able man! Now I need not ap­pear be­fore the courts, for I am un­der the het­man’s ju­ris­dic­tion. I con­fessed all my of­fences to the prince, as to a fa­ther; he not on­ly for­gave me, but promised to set­tle ev­ery­thing and to de­fend me against the mal­ice of men. May God bless him! I shall not be an out­law, I shall come to har­mo­ny with peo­ple, win glo­ry, serve the coun­try, re­pair the wrongs I have com­mit­ted. What will you an­swer? Will you not say a good word to me?” He gazed at Olen­ka and put his hands to­geth­er as if pray­ing to her.

			“Can I be­lieve?”

			“You can, as God is dear to me; it is your du­ty to be­lieve. The het­man be­lieved, and Pan Volody­ovs­ki too. All my acts are known to them, and they be­lieved me. You see they did. Why should you alone have no trust in me?”

			“Be­cause I have seen the re­sult of your deeds—peo­ple’s tears, and graves not yet grown over with grass.”

			“They will be grown over, and I will moist­en them with tears.”

			“Do that first.”

			“Give me on­ly the hope that when I do that I shall win you. It is easy for you to say, ‘Do that first.’ Well, I do it; mean­while you have mar­ried an­oth­er. May God not per­mit such a thing, for I should go wild. In God’s name I im­plore you, Olen­ka, to give me as­sur­ance that I shall not lose you be­fore I come to terms with your no­bles. Do you re­mem­ber? You have writ­ten me of this your­self. I keep the let­ter, and when my soul is deeply down­cast I read it. I ask you on­ly to tell me again that you will wait, that you will not mar­ry an­oth­er.”

			“You know that by the will I am not free to mar­ry an­oth­er. I can on­ly take refuge in a clois­ter.”

			“Oh, that would be a treat for me! By the liv­ing God, men­tion not the clois­ter, for the very thought of it makes me shud­der. Men­tion it not, Olen­ka, or I will fall down here at your feet in the pres­ence of all, and im­plore you not to do so. You re­fused Volody­ovs­ki, I know, for he told me him­self. He urged me to win you by good deeds. But what use in them if you are to take the veil? If you tell me that virtue should be prac­tised for its own sake, I will an­swer that I love you to dis­trac­tion, and I will hear of noth­ing else. When you left Vodok­ty, I had bare­ly risen from the bed but I be­gan to search for you. When I was en­list­ing my squadron ev­ery mo­ment was oc­cu­pied; I had not time to eat food, to sleep at night, but I ceased not to seek you. I was so af­fect­ed that with­out you there was nei­ther life for me nor rest. I was so deeply in the toils that I lived on­ly on sighs. At last I learned that you were in Bille­viche with the sword-bear­er. Then I tell you I wres­tled with my thoughts as with a bear. ‘To go or not to go?’ I dared not go, lest I should be treat­ed to gall. I said to my­self at last: ‘I have done noth­ing good yet, I will not go.’ Fi­nal­ly the prince, my dear fa­ther, took pity on me, and sent to in­vite you and your un­cle to Kyedani, so that I might fill even my eyes with my love. Since we are go­ing to the war, I do not ask you to mar­ry me to­mor­row; but if with God’s fa­vor I hear a good word from you, I shall feel eas­i­er—you, my on­ly soul! I have no wish to die; but in bat­tle death may strike any man, and I shall not hide be­hind oth­ers; there­fore ’tis your du­ty to for­give me as a man be­fore death.”

			“May God pre­serve you and guide you,” re­spond­ed the maid­en, in a mild voice, by which Pan An­drei knew at once that his words had pro­duced their ef­fect.

			“You, my true gold! I thank you even for that. But you will not go to the clois­ter?”

			“I will not go yet.”

			“God bless you!”

			And as snow melts in spring­time, their mu­tu­al dis­trust was now melt­ing, and they felt near­er to each oth­er than a mo­ment be­fore. Their hearts were eas­i­er, and in their eyes it grew clear. But still she had promised noth­ing, and he had the wit to ask for noth­ing that time. But she felt her­self that it was not right for her to close the road to the re­form of which he had spo­ken so sin­cere­ly. Of his sin­cer­i­ty she had no doubt for a mo­ment, for he was not a man who could pre­tend. But the great rea­son why she did not re­pulse him again, why she left him hope, was this—that in the depth of her heart she loved yet that young hero. Love had brought her a moun­tain of bit­ter­ness, dis­il­lu­sion, and pain; but love sur­vived ev­er ready to be­lieve and for­give with­out end.

			“He is bet­ter than his acts,” thought the maid­en, “and those are liv­ing no longer who urged him to sin; he might from de­spair per­mit him­self to do some­thing a sec­ond time; he must nev­er de­spair.” And her hon­est heart was re­joiced at the for­give­ness which it had giv­en. On Olen­ka’s cheeks a flush came forth as fresh as a rose un­der the morn­ing dew; her eyes had a gleam sweet and live­ly, and it might be said that bright­ness is­sued from them to the hall. Peo­ple passed and ad­mired the won­der­ful pair; for in truth such a no­ble cou­ple it would have been dif­fi­cult to find in that hall, in which, how­ev­er, were col­lect­ed the flow­er of the no­bil­i­ty.

			Be­sides both, as if by agree­ment, were dressed in like col­ors, for she wore sil­ver bro­cade fas­tened with sap­phire and a sacque of blue Vene­tian vel­vet. “Like a broth­er and sis­ter,” said per­sons who did not know them; but oth­ers said straight­way, “Im­pos­si­ble, for his eyes are too ar­dent to­ward her.”

			Mean­while in the hall the mar­shal an­nounced that it was time to be seat­ed at ta­ble, and at once there was un­usu­al move­ment. Count Löwen­haupt, all in lace, went in ad­vance, with the princess on his arm; her train was borne by two very beau­ti­ful pages. Next af­ter them Baron Schitte es­cort­ed Pani Hle­bovich; next fol­lowed Bish­op Parchevs­ki with Fa­ther Byalo­zor, both look­ing trou­bled and gloomy.

			Prince Yanush, who in the pro­ces­sion yield­ed to the guests, but at the ta­ble took the high­est place next to the princess, es­cort­ed Pani Ko­rf, wife of the vo­evo­da of Venden, who had been vis­it­ing about a week at Kyedani. And so the whole line of cou­ples moved for­ward, like a hun­dred-col­ored ser­pent, un­wind­ing and chang­ing. Kmi­ta es­cort­ed Olen­ka, who rest­ed her arm very light­ly on his; but he glanced side­wise at the del­i­cate face, was hap­py, gleam­ing like a torch—the great­est mag­nate among those mag­nates, since he was near the great­est trea­sure.

			Thus mov­ing to the sound of the or­ches­tra, they en­tered the ban­quet­ing-hall, which looked like a whole ed­i­fice by it­self. The ta­ble was set in the form of a horse­shoe, for three hun­dred per­sons, and was bend­ing un­der sil­ver and gold. Prince Yanush, as hav­ing in him­self a por­tion of king­ly majesty and be­ing the blood rel­a­tive of so many kings, took the high­est place, at the side of the princess; and all when pass­ing him, bowed low and took their places ac­cord­ing to rank.

			But ev­i­dent­ly, as it seemed to those present, the het­man re­mem­bered that this was the last feast be­fore an aw­ful war in which the des­tiny of great states would be de­cid­ed, for his face was not calm. He sim­u­lat­ed a smile and joy­ous­ness, but he looked as if a fever were burn­ing him. At times a vis­i­ble cloud set­tled on his men­ac­ing fore­head, and those sit­ting near him could see that that fore­head was thick­ly cov­ered with drops of sweat; at times his glance ran quick­ly over the as­sem­bled faces, and halt­ed ques­tion­ing­ly on the fea­tures of var­i­ous colonels; then again those li­on brows frowned on a sud­den, as if pain had pierced them, or as if this or that face had roused in him wrath. And, a won­der­ful thing! the dig­ni­taries sit­ting near the prince, such as the en­voys, Bish­op Parchevs­ki, Fa­ther Byalo­zor, Pan Ko­morovs­ki, Pan My­erzeyevs­ki, Pan Hle­bovich, the vo­evo­da of Venden, and oth­ers, were equal­ly dis­traught and dis­turbed. The two sides of the im­mense horse­shoe sound­ed with a live­ly con­ver­sa­tion, and the bus­tle usu­al at feasts; but the cen­tre of it was gloomy and silent, whis­pered rare words, or ex­changed wan­der­ing and as it were alarmed glances.

			But there was noth­ing won­der­ful in that, for low­er down sat colonels and knights whom the ap­proach­ing war threat­ened at most with death. It is eas­i­er to fall in a war than to bear the re­spon­si­bil­i­ty for it. The mind of the sol­dier is not trou­bled, for when he has re­deemed his sins with his blood, he flies from the bat­tle­field to heav­en; he alone bends his head heav­i­ly who in his soul must sat­is­fy God and his own con­science, and who on the eve of the de­ci­sive day knows not what chal­ice the coun­try will give him to drink on the mor­row.

			This was the ex­pla­na­tion which men gave them­selves at the low­er parts of the ta­ble.

			“Al­ways be­fore each war he talks thus with his own soul,” said the old Colonel Stankye­vich to Za­glo­ba; “but the gloomi­er he is the worse for the en­e­my, for on the day of bat­tle he will be joy­ful to a cer­tain­ty.”

			“The li­on too growls be­fore bat­tle,” said Za­glo­ba, “so as to rouse in him­self fierce ha­tred for the en­e­my. As to great war­riors, each has his cus­tom. Han­ni­bal used to play dice; Sci­pio Africanus de­claimed vers­es; Pan Konyet­spol­s­ki the fa­ther al­ways con­versed about fair heads; and I like to sleep an hour or so be­fore bat­tle, though I am not averse to a glass with good friends.”

			“See, gen­tle­men, Bish­op Parchevs­ki is as pale as a sheet of pa­per!” said Stanislav Skshetus­ki.

			“For he is sit­ting at a Calvin­ist ta­ble, and may swal­low eas­i­ly some­thing un­clean in the food,” ex­plained Za­glo­ba, in a low voice. “To drinks, the old peo­ple say, the dev­il has no ap­proach, and those can be tak­en ev­ery­where; but food, and es­pe­cial­ly soups, one should avoid. So it was in the Crimea, when I was there in cap­tiv­i­ty. The Tar­tar mul­lahs or priests knew how to cook mut­ton with gar­lic in such a way that who­ev­er tast­ed it was will­ing that mo­ment to desert his faith and ac­cept their scoundrel of a prophet.” Here Za­glo­ba low­ered his voice still more: “Not through con­tempt for the prince do I say this, but I ad­vise you, gen­tle­men, to let the food pass, for God pro­tects the guard­ed.”

			“What do you say? Whoso com­mends him­self to God be­fore eat­ing is safe; with us in Great Poland there is no end of Luther­ans and Calvin­ists, but I have not heard that they be­witched food.”

			“With you in Great Poland there is no end of Luther­ans, and so they sniffed around at once with the Swedes,” said Za­glo­ba, “and are in friend­ship with them now. In the prince’s place, I would hunt those en­voys away with dogs, in­stead of fill­ing their stom­achs with dain­ties. But look at that Löwen­haupt; he is eat­ing just as if he were to be driv­en to the fair with a rope around his leg be­fore the month’s end. Be­sides, he will stuff his pock­ets with dried fruit for his wife and chil­dren. I have for­got­ten how that oth­er fel­low from over the sea is called. Oh, may thou—”

			“Fa­ther, ask Michael,” said Yan.

			Pan Michael was sit­ting not far away; but he heard noth­ing, he saw noth­ing, for he was be­tween two ladies. On his left sat Pan­na Syelavs­ki, a wor­thy maid­en about forty years old, and on his right Olen­ka, be­yond whom sat Kmi­ta. Pan­na Syelavs­ki shook her feath­er-decked head above the lit­tle knight, and nar­rat­ed some­thing with great ra­pid­i­ty. He looked at her from time to time with a va­cant stare, and an­swered con­tin­u­al­ly, “As true as life, gra­cious la­dy!” but un­der­stood not a word she said, for all his at­ten­tion was turned to the oth­er side. He was seiz­ing with his ear the sound of Olen­ka’s words, the flut­ter of her sil­ver dress, and from sor­row mov­ing his mus­tach­es in such fash­ion as if he wished to fright­en away Pan­na Syelavs­ki with them.

			“Ah, that is a won­der­ful maid­en! Ah, but she is beau­ti­ful!” said he, in his mind. “O God, look down on my mis­ery, for there is no lone­li­er or­phan than I. My soul is pip­ing with­in me to have my own beloved, and on whom­so­ev­er I look an­oth­er sol­dier stands quar­tered there. Where shall I go, ill-fat­ed wan­der­er?”

			“And af­ter the war, what do you think of do­ing?” in­quired Pan­na Syelavs­ki, all at once purs­ing up her mouth and fan­ning her­self vi­o­lent­ly.

			“I shall go to a monastery!” said the lit­tle knight, testi­ly.

			“Who men­tions monastery here at the ban­quet?” cried Kmi­ta, joy­ous­ly, bend­ing in front of Olen­ka. “Oh, that is Pan Volody­ovs­ki.”

			“There is noth­ing like that in your head,” re­tort­ed Pan Michael; “but I think I shall go.”

			Then the sweet voice of Olen­ka sound­ed in his ear: “Oh, no need to think of that! God will give you a wife beloved of your heart, and hon­est as you are.”

			The good Pan Michael melt­ed at once: “If any­one were to play on a flute to me, it would not be sweet­er to my ear.”

			The in­creas­ing bus­tle stopped fur­ther con­ver­sa­tion, for it had come now to the glass­es. Ex­cite­ment in­creased. Colonels dis­put­ed about the com­ing war, frown­ing and cast­ing fiery glances.

			Pan Za­glo­ba was de­scrib­ing to the whole ta­ble the siege of Zbaraj; and the ar­dor and dar­ing of the hear­ers rose till the blood went to their faces and hearts. It might seem that the spir­it of the im­mor­tal “Yare­ma”20 was fly­ing above that hall, and had filled the souls of the sol­diers with hero­ic in­spi­ra­tion.

			“That was a lead­er!” said the fa­mous Mirs­ki, who led all Radzivill’s hus­sars. “I saw him on­ly once, but to the mo­ment of my death I shall re­mem­ber it.”

			“Jove with thun­der­bolts in his grasp!” cried old Stankye­vich. “It would not have come to this were he alive now!”

			“Yes; think of it! Be­yond Rom­ni he had forests cut down to open a way for him­self to the en­e­my.”

			“The vic­to­ry at Berestechko was due to him.”

			“And in the most se­ri­ous mo­ment God took him.”

			“God took him,” re­peat­ed Pan Yan, in a loud voice; “but he left a tes­ta­ment be­hind him for all com­ing lead­ers and dig­ni­taries and for the whole Com­mon­wealth. This is it: to ne­go­ti­ate with no en­e­my, but to fight them all.”

			“Not to ne­go­ti­ate; to fight!” re­peat­ed a num­ber of pow­er­ful voic­es, “fight! fight!”

			The heat be­came great in the hall, and the blood was boil­ing in the war­riors; there­fore glances be­gan to fall like light­ning-flash­es, and the heads shaven on the tem­ples and low­er fore­head be­gan to steam.

			“Our prince, our het­man, will be the ex­e­cu­tion­er of that will!” said Mirs­ki.

			Just at that mo­ment an enor­mous clock in the up­per part of the hall be­gan to strike mid­night, and at the same time, the walls trem­bled, the win­dow­panes rat­tled plain­tive­ly, and the thun­der of can­non was heard salut­ing in the court­yard.

			Con­ver­sa­tion was stopped, si­lence fol­lowed. Sud­den­ly at the head of the ta­ble they be­gan to cry: “Bish­op Parchevs­ki has faint­ed! Wa­ter!”

			There was con­fu­sion. Some sprang from their seats to see more clear­ly what had hap­pened. The bish­op had not faint­ed, but had grown very weak, so that the mar­shal sup­port­ed him in his chair by the shoul­ders, while the wife of the vo­evo­da of Venden sprin­kled his face with wa­ter.

			At that mo­ment the sec­ond dis­charge of can­non shook the win­dow­panes; af­ter it came a third, and a fourth.

			“Live the Com­mon­wealth! May its en­e­mies per­ish!” shout­ed Za­glo­ba.

			But the fol­low­ing dis­charges drowned his speech. The no­bles be­gan to count: “Ten, eleven, twelve!”

			Each time the win­dow­panes an­swered with a mourn­ful groan. The can­dles quiv­ered from the shak­ing.

			“Thir­teen, four­teen! The bish­op is not used to the thun­der. With his timid­i­ty he has spoiled the en­ter­tain­ment; the prince too is un­easy. See, gen­tle­men, how swollen he is! Fif­teen, six­teen!—Hei, they are fir­ing as if in bat­tle! Nine­teen, twen­ty!”

			“Qui­et there! the prince wants to speak!” called the guests at once, from var­i­ous parts of the ta­ble. “The prince wish­es to speak!”

			There was per­fect si­lence; and all eyes were turned to Radzivill, who stood, like a gi­ant, with a cup in his hand. But what a sight struck the eyes of those feast­ing! The face of the prince was sim­ply ter­ri­ble at that mo­ment, for it was not pale, but blue and twist­ed, as if in a con­vul­sion, by a smile which he strove to call to his lips. His breath­ing, usu­al­ly short, be­came still short­er; his broad breast welled up un­der the gold bro­cade, his eyes were half cov­ered with their lids, and there was a species of ter­ror and an ici­ness on that pow­er­ful face such as are usu­al on fea­tures stiff­en­ing in the mo­ments be­fore death.

			“What trou­bles the prince? what is tak­ing place here?” was whis­pered un­qui­et­ly around; and an omi­nous fore­bod­ing strait­ened all hearts, star­tled ex­pec­ta­tion was on ev­ery face.

			He be­gan to speak, with a short voice bro­ken by asth­ma: “Gra­cious gen­tle­men! this toast will as­ton­ish many among you—or sim­ply it will ter­ri­fy them—but whoso trusts and be­lieves in me, whoso re­al­ly wish­es the good of the coun­try, whoso is a faith­ful friend of my house, will drink it with a will, and re­peat af­ter me, ‘Vi­vat Car­o­lus Gus­tavus Rex, from this day forth rul­ing over us gra­cious­ly!’ ”

			“Vi­vat!” re­peat­ed the two en­voys, Löwen­haupt and Schitte; then some tens of of­fi­cers of the for­eign com­mand.

			But in the hall there reigned deep si­lence. The colonels and the no­bles gazed at one an­oth­er with as­ton­ish­ment, as if ask­ing whether the prince had not lost his sens­es. A num­ber of voic­es were heard at last at var­i­ous parts of the ta­ble: “Do we hear aright? What is it?” Then there was si­lence again.

			Un­speak­able hor­ror cou­pled with amaze­ment was re­flect­ed on faces, and the eyes of all were turned again to Radzivill; but he con­tin­ued to stand, and was breath­ing deeply, as if he had cast off some im­mense weight from his breast. The col­or came back by de­grees to his face; then he turned to Pan Ko­morovs­ki, and said—

			“It is time to make pub­lic the com­pact which we have signed this day, so that those present may know what course to take. Read, your grace!”

			Ko­morovs­ki rose, un­wound the parch­ment ly­ing be­fore him, and be­gan to read the ter­ri­ble com­pact, be­gin­ning with these words:—

			“Not be­ing able to act in a bet­ter and more prop­er way in this most stormy con­di­tion of af­fairs, af­ter the loss of all hope of as­sis­tance from the Most Serene King, we the lords and es­tates of the Grand Prin­ci­pal­i­ty of Lithua­nia, forced by ex­trem­i­ty, yield our­selves to the pro­tec­tion of the Most Serene King of Swe­den on these con­di­tions:—

			“1. To make war to­geth­er against mu­tu­al en­e­mies, ex­cept­ing the king and the king­dom of Poland.

			“2. The Grand Prin­ci­pal­i­ty of Lithua­nia will not be in­cor­po­rat­ed with Swe­den, but will be joined to it in such man­ner as hith­er­to with the king­dom of Poland; that is, peo­ple shall be equal to peo­ple, sen­ate to sen­ate, and knight­hood to knight­hood in all things.

			“3. Free­dom of speech at the di­ets shall not be pro­hib­it­ed to any man.

			“4. Free­dom of re­li­gion is to be in­vi­o­lable—”

			And so Pan Ko­morovs­ki read on fur­ther, amid si­lence and ter­ror, till he came to the para­graph: “This act we con­firm with our sig­na­ture for our­selves and our de­scen­dants, we prom­ise and stip­u­late—” when a mur­mur rose in the hall, like the first breath of a storm shak­ing the pinewoods. But be­fore the storm burst, Pan Stankye­vich, gray as a pi­geon, raised his voice and be­gan to im­plore—

			“Your high­ness, we are un­will­ing to be­lieve our own ears! By the wounds of Christ! must the la­bor of Vladislav and Sigis­mund Au­gus­tus come to noth­ing? Is it pos­si­ble, is it hon­or­able, to desert broth­ers, to desert the coun­try, and unite with the en­e­my? Re­mem­ber the name which you bear, the ser­vices which you have ren­dered the coun­try, the fame of your house, hith­er­to unspot­ted; tear and tram­ple on that doc­u­ment of shame. I know that I ask not in my own name alone, but in the names of all sol­diers here present and no­bles. It per­tains to us al­so to con­sid­er our own fate. Gra­cious prince, do not do this; there is still time! Spare your­self, spare us, spare the Com­mon­wealth!”

			“Do it not! Have pity, have pity!” called hun­dreds of voic­es.

			All the colonels sprang from their places and went to­ward him; and the gray Stankye­vich knelt down in the mid­dle of the hall be­tween the two arms of the ta­ble, and then was heard more loud­ly: “Do that not! spare us!”

			Radzivill raised his pow­er­ful head, and light­nings of wrath be­gan to fly over his fore­head; sud­den­ly he burst out—

			“Does it be­come you, gen­tle­men, first of all to give an ex­am­ple of in­sub­or­di­na­tion? Does it be­come sol­diers to desert their lead­er, their het­man, and bring for­ward protests? Do you wish to be my con­science? Do you wish to teach me how to act for the good of the coun­try? This is not a di­et, and you are not called here to vote; but be­fore God I take the re­spon­si­bil­i­ty!”

			And he struck his broad breast with his fist, and look­ing with flash­ing glance on the of­fi­cers, af­ter a while he shout­ed again: “Whoso is not with me is against me! I knew you, I knew what would hap­pen! But know ye that the sword is hang­ing over your heads!”

			“Gra­cious prince! our het­man!” im­plored old Stankye­vich, “spare your­self and spare us!”

			But his speech was in­ter­rupt­ed by Stanislav Skshetus­ki, who seiz­ing his own hair with both hands, be­gan to cry with de­spair­ing voice: “Do not im­plore him; that is vain. He has long cher­ished this drag­on in his heart! Woe to thee, O Com­mon­wealth! woe to us all!”

			“Two dig­ni­taries at the two ends of the Com­mon­wealth have sold the coun­try!” cried Yan Skshetus­ki. “A curse on this house, shame and God’s anger!”

			Hear­ing this, Za­glo­ba shook him­self free from amaze­ment and burst out: “Ask him how great was the bribe he took from the Swedes? How much have they paid him? How much have they promised him yet? Oh, gen­tle­men, here is a Ju­das Is­car­i­ot. May you die in de­spair, may your race per­ish, may the dev­il tear out your soul, O traitor, traitor, thrice traitor!”

			With this Stankye­vich, in an ec­sta­sy of de­spair, drew the colonel’s ba­ton from his belt, and threw it with a rat­tle at the feet of the prince. Mirs­ki threw his next; the third was Yuze­fovich; the fourth, Hoshchyts; the fifth, pale as a corpse, Volody­ovs­ki; the sixth, Os­ky­erko—and the ba­tons rolled on the floor. Mean­while in that den of the li­on these ter­ri­ble words were re­peat­ed be­fore the eyes of the li­on from more and more mouths ev­ery mo­ment: “Traitor! traitor!”

			All the blood rushed to the head of the haughty mag­nate. He grew blue; it seemed that he would tum­ble next mo­ment a corpse un­der the ta­ble.

			“Gan­hoff and Kmi­ta, to me!” bel­lowed he, with a ter­ri­ble voice.

			At that mo­ment four dou­ble doors lead­ing to the hall opened with a crash, and in marched di­vi­sions of Scot­tish in­fantry, ter­ri­ble, silent, mus­ket in hand. Gan­hoff led them from the main door.

			“Halt!” cried the prince. Then he turned to the colonels: “Whoso is with me, let him go to the right side of the hall!”

			“I am a sol­dier, I serve the het­man; let God be my judge!” said Khar­lamp, pass­ing to the right side.

			“And I!” added Mye­leshko. “Not mine will be the sin!”

			“I protest­ed as a cit­i­zen; as a sol­dier I must obey,” added a third, Nyevyarovs­ki, who, though he had thrown down his ba­ton be­fore, was ev­i­dent­ly afraid of Radzivill now.

			Af­ter them passed over a num­ber of oth­ers, and quite a large group of no­bles; but Mirs­ki, the high­est in of­fice, and Stankye­vich, the old­est in years, Hoshchyts, Volody­ovs­ki, and Os­ky­erko re­mained where they were, and with them the two Skshetuskis, Za­glo­ba, and a great ma­jor­i­ty as well of the of­fi­cers of var­i­ous heavy and light squadrons as of no­bles. The Scot­tish in­fantry sur­round­ed them like a wall.

			Kmi­ta, the mo­ment the prince pro­posed the toast in hon­or of Karl Gus­tav, sprang up from his seat with all the guests, stared fixed­ly and stood as if turned to stone, re­peat­ing with pal­lid lips, “God! God! God! what have I done?”

			At the same time a low voice, but for his ear dis­tinct, whis­pered near by, “Pan An­drei!”

			He seized sud­den­ly his hair with his hands. “I am cursed for the ages! May the earth swal­low me!”

			A flame flashed out on Olen­ka’s face; her eyes bright as stars were fixed on Kmi­ta. “Shame to those who re­main with the het­man! Choose! O God, All Pow­er­ful!—What are you do­ing? Choose!”

			“Je­sus! O Je­sus!” cried Kmi­ta.

			Mean­while the hall was filled with cries. Oth­ers had thrown their ba­tons at the feet of the prince, but Kmi­ta did not join them; he did not move even when the prince shout­ed, “Gan­hoff and Kmi­ta, to me!” nor when the Scot­tish in­fantry en­tered the hall; and he stood torn with suf­fer­ing and de­spair, with wild look, with blue lips.

			Sud­den­ly he turned to Pan­na Bille­vich and stretched his hands to her. “Olen­ka! Olen­ka!” re­peat­ed he, with a sor­row­ful groan, like a child whom some wrong is con­fronting.

			But she drew back with aver­sion and fear in her face. “Away, traitor!” she an­swered with force.

			At that mo­ment Gan­hoff com­mand­ed, “For­ward!” and the di­vi­sion of Scots sur­round­ing the pris­on­ers moved to­ward the door.

			Kmi­ta be­gan to fol­low them like one out of his mind, not know­ing where he was go­ing or why he was go­ing.

			The ban­quet was end­ed.

		
	
		
			XV

			That same night the prince held a long con­sul­ta­tion with the vo­evo­da of Venden and with the Swedish en­voys. The re­sult of the treaty had dis­ap­point­ed his ex­pec­ta­tions, and dis­closed to him a threat­en­ing fu­ture. It was the prince’s plan to make the an­nounce­ment in time of feast­ing, when minds are ex­cit­ed and in­clined to agree­ment. He ex­pect­ed op­po­si­tion in ev­ery event, but he count­ed on ad­her­ents al­so; mean­while the en­er­gy of the protest had ex­ceed­ed his reck­on­ing. Save a few tens of Calvin­ist no­bles and a hand­ful of of­fi­cers of for­eign ori­gin, who as strangers could have no voice in the ques­tion, all de­clared against the treaty con­clud­ed with Karl Gus­tav, or rather with his field-mar­shal and broth­er-in-law, Pon­tus de la Gardie.

			The prince had giv­en or­ders, it is true, to ar­rest the stub­born of­fi­cers of the army, but what of that? What will the squadrons say? Will they not think of their colonels? Will they not rise in mutiny to res­cue their of­fi­cers by force? If they do, what will re­main to the proud prince be­yond a few dra­goon reg­i­ments and for­eign in­fantry? Then the whole coun­try, all the armed no­bles, and Sapye­ha, vo­evo­da of Vi­tyeb­sk—a ter­ri­ble op­po­nent of the house of Radzivill, ready to fight with the whole world in the name of the uni­ty of the Com­mon­wealth? Oth­er colonels whose heads he can­not cut off, and Pol­ish squadrons will go to Sapye­ha, who will stand at the head of all the forces of the coun­try, and Prince Radzivill will see him­self with­out an army, with­out ad­her­ents, with­out sig­nif­i­cance. What will hap­pen then?

			These were ter­ri­ble ques­tions, for the po­si­tion was ter­ri­ble. The prince knew well that if he were de­sert­ed the treaty on which he had toiled so much in se­cret would by the force of events lose all mean­ing and the Swedes would de­spise him, or take re­venge for the dis­cov­ered de­ceit. But he had giv­en them his Bir­ji as a guar­an­ty of his loy­al­ty; by that he had weak­ened him­self the more.

			Karl Gus­tav was ready to scat­ter re­wards and hon­ors with both hands for a pow­er­ful Radzivill, but Radzivill weak and de­sert­ed by all he would de­spise; and if the chang­ing wheel of for­tune should send vic­to­ry to Yan Kaz­imir, fi­nal de­struc­tion would come to that lord who this day in the morn­ing had no equal in the Com­mon­wealth.

			When the en­voys and the vo­evo­da of Venden had gone, the prince seized with both hands his head weighed down with care, and be­gan to walk with swift steps through the room. From with­out came the voic­es of the Scot­tish guards and the rat­tle of the de­part­ing car­riages of the no­bles. They drove away quick­ly and hur­ried­ly, as if a pest had fall­en on the lord­ly cas­tle of Kyedani. A ter­ri­ble dis­qui­et rent the soul of Radzivill. At times it seemed to him that be­sides him­self there was some oth­er per­son who walked be­hind him and whis­pered in his ear, “Aban­don­ment, pover­ty, and in­famy as well!” But he, the vo­evo­da of Vil­na and grand het­man, was al­ready tram­pled up­on and hu­mil­i­at­ed! Who would have ad­mit­ted yes­ter­day that in all Kyedani, in Lithua­nia, nay, in the whole world, there could be found a man who would dare to shout be­fore his eyes, “Traitor!” Nev­er­the­less he had heard it, and he lives yet, and they who spoke that word are liv­ing too. Per­haps if he were to re-en­ter that hall of the ban­quet he would still hear as an echo among the cor­nices and un­der the vaults, “Traitor! traitor!”

			And wild, mad rage seized at mo­ments the breast of the oli­garch. His nos­trils di­lat­ed, his eyes shot light­nings, veins came out on his fore­head. Who here dares to op­pose his will? His en­raged mind brought be­fore his eyes the pic­ture of pun­ish­ments and tor­ments for rebels who had the dar­ing not to fol­low his feet like a dog. And he saw their blood flow­ing from the ax­es of ex­e­cu­tion­ers, he heard the crunch­ing of their bones bro­ken by the wheel, and he took de­light in and sat­ed him­self with vi­sions of blood.

			But when more sober judg­ment re­mind­ed him that be­hind those rebels is an army, that he can­not take their heads with im­puni­ty, an un­en­durable and hellish un­qui­et came back and filled his soul, and some­one whis­pered anew in his ear, “Aban­don­ment, pover­ty, judg­ment, and in­famy!”

			How is that? Is it not per­mit­ted to Radzivill to de­cide the fate of the coun­try—to re­tain it for Yan Kaz­imir or give it to Karl Gus­tav—to give, to con­vey, to present, to whom it may please him?

			The mag­nate looked be­fore him­self with amaze­ment.

			Who then are the Radzivills? Who were they yes­ter­day? What was said ev­ery­where in Lithua­nia? Was that all de­cep­tion? Will not Prince Bo­guslav join the grand het­man with his reg­i­ments, af­ter him his un­cle the Elec­tor of Bran­den­berg, and af­ter all three Karl Gus­tav, the Swedish king, with all his vic­to­ri­ous pow­er, be­fore which re­cent­ly all Ger­many trem­bled through the length and the breadth of it? Did not the Pol­ish Com­mon­wealth it­self ex­tend its arms to the new mas­ter, and yield at the mere re­port of the ap­proach of the li­on of the North? Who will of­fer re­sis­tance to that un­re­strained pow­er?

			On one side the King of Swe­den, the Elec­tor of Bran­den­berg, the Radzivills, in case of ne­ces­si­ty Hmel­nit­s­ki too, with all his pow­er, and the hospo­dar of Wal­lachia, and Rakot­sy of Tran­syl­va­nia—al­most half Eu­rope; on the oth­er side the vo­evo­da of Vi­tyeb­sk with Mirs­ki, Pan Stankye­vich, and those three no­bles who had just come from Luko­vo, and al­so a few re­bel­lious squadrons! What is that?—a jest, an amuse­ment.

			Then sud­den­ly the prince be­gan to laugh loud­ly. “By Lu­cifer and all the Di­et of hell, it must be that I have gone mad! Let them all go to the vo­evo­da of Vi­tyeb­sk!”

			But af­ter a while his face had grown gloomy again: “The pow­er­ful ad­mit on­ly pow­er­ful to al­liance. Radzivill cast­ing Lithua­nia at the feet of the Swedes will be sought for; Radzivill ask­ing aid against Lithua­nia will be de­spised. What is to be done?”

			The for­eign of­fi­cers will stay with him, but their pow­er is not enough; and if the Pol­ish squadrons go over to the vo­evo­da of Vi­tyeb­sk, he will have the fate of the coun­try in his hands. Each for­eign of­fi­cer will car­ry out com­mands, it is true; but he will not de­vote his whole soul to the cause of Radzivill, he will not give him­self to it with ar­dor, not mere­ly as a sol­dier, but as an ad­her­ent. For de­vo­tion there is ab­so­lute need, not of for­eign­ers, but of men of his own peo­ple to at­tract oth­ers by their names, by their brav­ery, by their rep­u­ta­tion, by their dar­ing ex­am­ple and readi­ness to do ev­ery­thing. He must have ad­her­ents in the coun­try, even for show.

			Who of his own men re­spond­ed to the prince? Khar­lamp, an old, worn-out sol­dier, good for ser­vice and noth­ing more; Nyevyarovs­ki, not loved in the army and with­out in­flu­ence; be­sides these a few oth­ers of still less dis­tinc­tion; no man of an­oth­er kind, no man whom an army would fol­low, no man to be the apos­tle of a cause.

			There re­mained Kmi­ta, young, en­ter­pris­ing, bold, cov­ered with great knight­ly glo­ry, bear­ing a fa­mous name, stand­ing at the head of a pow­er­ful squadron, part­ly fit­ted out at his own ex­pense—a man as it were cre­at­ed to be the lead­er of all the bold and rest­less spir­its in Lithua­nia, and with­al full of ar­dor. If he should take up the cause of Radzivill, he would take it up with the faith which youth gives, he would fol­low his het­man blind­ly, and spread the faith in his name; and such an apos­tle means more than whole reg­i­ments, whole di­vi­sions of for­eign­ers. He would be able to pour his faith in­to the heart of the young knight­hood, to at­tract it and fill the camp of Radzivill with men.

			But he too had hes­i­tat­ed ev­i­dent­ly. He did not cast his ba­ton, it is true, at the feet of the het­man, but he did not stand at his side in the first mo­ment.

			“It is im­pos­si­ble to reck­on on any­one, im­pos­si­ble to be sure of any man,” thought the prince, gloomi­ly. “They will all go to the vo­evo­da of Vi­tyeb­sk, and no man will wish to share with me.”

			“In­famy!” whis­pered his con­science.

			“Lithua­nia!” an­swered, on the oth­er hand, pride.

			It had grown dim in the room, for the wicks had burned long on the can­dles, but through the win­dows flowed in the sil­ver light of the moon. Radzivill gazed at those rays and fell in­to deep thought. Grad­u­al­ly some­thing be­gan to grow dark in those rays; cer­tain fig­ures rose up each mo­ment, in­creas­ing in num­ber, till at last the prince saw as it were an army com­ing to­ward him from the up­per trails of the sky on the broad road of the moon­beams. Reg­i­ments are march­ing, ar­mored hus­sars and light horse; a for­est of ban­ners are wav­ing; in front rides some man with­out a hel­met, ap­par­ent­ly a vic­tor re­turn­ing from war. Around is qui­et, and the prince hears clear­ly the voice of the army and peo­ple, “Vi­vat de­fen­sor pa­tri­ae! vi­vat de­fen­sor pa­tri­ae! (Live the de­fend­er of the coun­try!)” The army ap­proach­es, each mo­ment in­creas­ing in num­ber; now he can see the face of the lead­er. He holds the ba­ton in his hand; and by the num­ber of bunchucks (horse­tails on his stan­dard). Radzivill can see that he is the grand het­man.

			“In the name of the Fa­ther and the Son!” cries the prince, “that is Sapye­ha, that is the vo­evo­da of Vi­tyeb­sk! And where am I, and what is pre­des­tined to me?”

			“In­famy!” whis­pers his con­science.

			“Lithua­nia!” an­swers his pride.

			The prince clapped his hands; Ha­rasi­movich, watch­ing in the ad­join­ing room, ap­peared at once in the door and bent dou­ble.

			“Lights!” said the prince.

			Ha­rasi­movich snuffed the can­dles, then went out and re­turned with a can­dle­stick in his hand.

			“Your High­ness,” said he, “it is time to re­pose; the cocks have crowed a sec­ond time.”

			“I have no wish to sleep,” replied the prince. “I dozed, and the night­mare was suf­fo­cat­ing me. What is there new?”

			“Some no­ble­men brought a let­ter from Nyesvyej from the Prince Michael, but I did not ven­ture to en­ter un­sum­moned.”

			“Give me the let­ter at once!”

			Ha­rasi­movich gave the sealed let­ter; the prince opened it, and be­gan to read as fol­lows:—

			
				May God guard and re­strain your high­ness from such plans as might bring eter­nal in­famy and de­struc­tion to our house! Set your mind on a hair-shirt rather than on do­min­ion. The great­ness of our house lies at my heart al­so, and the best proof of this is in the ef­forts which I made in Vi­en­na that we should have a vote in the di­ets of the Em­pire. But I will not be­tray the coun­try nor my king for any re­ward or earth­ly pow­er, so as not to gath­er af­ter such a sow­ing a har­vest of in­famy dur­ing life and damna­tion af­ter death. Con­sid­er, your high­ness, the ser­vices of your an­ces­tors and their unspot­ted fame; think of the mer­cy of God while the time is fit­ting. The en­e­my have sur­round­ed me in Nyesvyej, and I know not whether this let­ter will reach your hands; but though de­struc­tion threat­ens me ev­ery mo­ment, I do not ask God to res­cue me, but to re­strain your high­ness from those plans and bring you to the path of virtue. Even if some­thing evil is done al­ready, it is pos­si­ble yet to draw back, and it is nec­es­sary to blot out the of­fences with a swift hand. But do not ex­pect aid from me, for I say in ad­vance that with­out re­gard to bonds of blood, I will join my forces with those of Pan Gosyevs­ki and the vo­evo­da of Vi­tyeb­sk; and a hun­dred times rather would I turn my arms against your high­ness than put my hands vol­un­tar­i­ly to that in­fa­mous trea­son. I com­mend your high­ness to God.

				
					Michael Kaz­imir,

					Prince in Nyesvyej and Oly­ta, Cham­ber­lain of the Grand Prin­ci­pal­i­ty of Lithua­nia.

				
			

			When the het­man had fin­ished the let­ter he dropped it on his knee, and be­gan to shake his head with a painful smile on his face.

			“And he leaves me, my own blood re­jects me, be­cause I wished to adorn our house with a glo­ry hith­er­to un­known! Ah! it is dif­fi­cult! Bo­guslav re­mains, and he will not leave me. With us is the Elec­tor and Karl Gus­tav; and who will not sow will not reap.”

			“In­famy!” whis­pered his con­science.

			“Is your high­ness pleased to give an an­swer?” asked Ha­rasi­movich.

			“There will be no an­swer.”

			“May I go and send the at­ten­dants?”

			“Wait! Are the guards sta­tioned care­ful­ly?”

			“They are.”

			“Are or­ders sent to the squadrons?”

			“They are.”

			“What is Kmi­ta do­ing?”

			“He was knock­ing his head against the wall and cry­ing about dis­grace. He was wrig­gling like a mud­fish. He want­ed to run af­ter the Bille­vich­es, but the guards would not let him. He drew his sabre; they had to tie him. He is ly­ing qui­et­ly now.”

			“Has the sword-bear­er of Rossyeni gone?”

			“There was no or­der to stop him.”

			“I for­got!” said the prince. “Open the win­dows, for it is sti­fling and asth­ma is chok­ing me. Tell Khar­lamp to go to Upi­ta for the squadron and bring it here at once. Give him mon­ey, let him pay the men for the first quar­ter and let them get mer­ry. Tell him that he will re­ceive Dy­d­kyemie for life in­stead of Volody­ovs­ki. The asth­ma is chok­ing me. Wait!”

			“Ac­cord­ing to or­der.”

			“What is Kmi­ta do­ing?”

			“As I said, your high­ness, he is ly­ing qui­et­ly.”

			“True, you told me. Give the or­der to send him here. I want to speak with him. Have his fet­ters tak­en off.”

			“Your high­ness, he is a mad­man.”

			“Have no fear, go!”

			Ha­rasi­movich went out. The prince took from a Vene­tian cab­i­net a case with pis­tols, opened it, and placed it near at hand on the ta­ble by which he sat.

			In a quar­ter of an hour Kmi­ta en­tered, at­tend­ed by four Scot­tish sol­diers. The prince or­dered the men to with­draw, and re­mained face to face with Kmi­ta.

			There did not seem to be one drop of blood in the vis­age of the young man, so pale was it, but his eyes were gleam­ing fever­ish­ly; for the rest he was calm, re­signed, though ap­par­ent­ly sunk in end­less de­spair.

			Both were silent for a while. The prince spoke first.

			“You took oath on the cru­ci­fix not to desert me.”

			“I shall be damned if I keep that oath, damned if I break it. It is all one to me!”

			“Even if I had brought you to evil, you would not be re­spon­si­ble.”

			“A month ago judg­ments and pun­ish­ments threat­ened me for killing; to­day it seems to me that then I was as in­no­cent as a child.”

			“Be­fore you leave this room, you will feel ab­solved from all your pre­vi­ous sins,” said the prince.

			Sud­den­ly, chang­ing his tone, he in­quired with a cer­tain con­fi­den­tial kind­ness, “What do you think it was my du­ty to do in the face of two en­e­mies, a hun­dred­fold stronger than I, en­e­mies against whom I could not de­fend this coun­try?”

			“To die!” an­swered Kmi­ta, rude­ly.

			“You sol­diers, who can throw off so eas­i­ly the press­ing bur­den are to be en­vied. To die! For him who has looked death in the eyes and is not afraid, there is noth­ing in the world sim­pler. Your head does not ache over this, and it will oc­cur to the mind of none that if I had roused an en­ven­omed war and had died with­out mak­ing a treaty, not a stone would be left on a stone in this coun­try. May God not per­mit this, for even in heav­en my soul could not rest. O, terque, quaterque beati (O thrice and four times blessed) are ye who can die! Do you think that life does not op­press me, that I am not hun­gry for ev­er­last­ing sleep and rest? But I must drain the chal­ice of gall and vine­gar to the bot­tom. It is need­ful to save this un­hap­py land, and for its sal­va­tion to bend un­der a new bur­den. Let the en­vi­ous con­demn me for pride, let them say that I be­trayed the coun­try to ex­alt my­self. God has seen me, God is the judge whether I de­sire this el­e­va­tion, and whether I would not re­sign it could mat­ters be oth­er­wise. Find you who desert me means of sal­va­tion; point out the road, ye who call me a traitor, and this night I will tear that doc­u­ment and rouse all the squadrons from slum­ber to move on the en­e­my.”

			Kmi­ta was silent.

			“Well, why are you silent?” ex­claimed Radzivill, in a loud voice. “I will make you grand het­man in my place and vo­evo­da of Vil­na. You must not die, for that is no achieve­ment, but save the coun­try. De­fend the oc­cu­pied prov­inces, avenge the ash­es of Vil­na, de­fend Jmud against Swedish in­va­sion, nay, de­fend the whole Com­mon­wealth, drive be­yond the bound­aries ev­ery en­e­my! Rush three on a thou­sand; die not—for that is not per­mit­ted—but save the coun­try.”

			“I am not het­man and vo­evo­da of Vil­na,” an­swered Kmi­ta, “and what does not be­long to me is not on my head. But if it is a ques­tion of rush­ing the third against thou­sands I will go.”

			“Lis­ten, then, sol­dier! Since your head has not to save the coun­try, leave it to mine.”

			“I can­not!” said Kmi­ta, with set teeth.

			Radzivill shook his head. “I did not count on the oth­ers, I looked for what hap­pened; but in you I was de­ceived. In­ter­rupt not, but lis­ten. I placed you on your feet, I freed you from judg­ment and pun­ish­ment, I gath­ered you to my heart as my own son. Know you why? Be­cause I thought that in you was a dar­ing soul, ready for grand un­der­tak­ings. I need­ed such men, I hide it not. Around me was no man who would dare to look at the sun with un­flinch­ing eye. There were men of small soul and pet­ty courage. To such nev­er show a path oth­er than that on which they and their fa­thers have trav­elled, for they will halt say­ing that you have sent them on a de­vi­ous way. And still, where, if not to the precipice, have we all come by these old roads? What is hap­pen­ing to the Com­mon­wealth which for­mer­ly could threat­en the world?”

			Here the prince seized his head in his hands and re­peat­ed thrice: “O God! God! God!”

			Af­ter a while he con­tin­ued: “The time of God’s anger has come—a time of such mis­for­tunes and of such a fall that with the usu­al meth­ods we can­not rise from this sick­ness; and if I wish to use new ones, which alone can bring us sal­va­tion, even those desert me on whose readi­ness I count­ed, whose du­ty it was to have con­fi­dence, who took oath on the cross to trust me. By the blood and wounds of Christ! Did you think that I sub­mit­ted to the pro­tec­tion of Karl Gus­tav for­ev­er, that in truth I think to join this coun­try to Swe­den, that the treaty, for which I am called a traitor, will last be­yond a year? Why do you look with as­ton­ished eyes? You will be still more as­ton­ished when you hear all. You will be more as­ton­ished, for some­thing will hap­pen which no one will think of, no one ad­mit, which the mind of a com­mon man has not pow­er to grasp. But I say to you, Trem­ble not, for in this is the coun­try’s sal­va­tion; do not draw back, for if I find no one to help me, pos­si­bly I may per­ish, but with me will per­ish the Com­mon­wealth and ye all for the ages. I alone can save, but I must bend and tram­ple all ob­sta­cles. Woe to him who op­pos­es me; for God him­self will crush him through me, whether he be the vo­evo­da of Vi­tyeb­sk or Pan Gosyevs­ki or the army, or a re­frac­to­ry no­bil­i­ty. I wish to save the Com­mon­wealth; and to me all ways, all meth­ods are good for that end. Rome in times of dis­as­ter named dic­ta­tors—such pow­er, nay, greater and more last­ing, is need­ful to me. Not pride draws me to it—whoso feels equal to this pow­er let him take it in­stead of me. But if no one does I will take the pow­er, though these walls should fall first on my head!”

			Then the prince stretched both his hands up­ward, as if in fact he wished to sup­port the arch­es fall­ing up­on his head, and there was in him some­thing so gi­gan­tic that Kmi­ta opened his eyes and gazed as if he had nev­er seen him be­fore; and at last he asked with changed voice: “Whith­er art thou striv­ing, your high­ness? What do you wish?”

			“A crown!” cried Radzivill.

			“Je­sus, Mary!”

			A mo­ment of deep si­lence fol­lowed; but an owl on the tow­er of the cas­tle be­gan to hoot shril­ly.

			“Lis­ten,” said the prince, “it is time to tell you all. The Com­mon­wealth is per­ish­ing, and must per­ish. There is no sal­va­tion on earth for it. The ques­tion is to save first from the ru­in this coun­try (Lithua­nia), this our im­me­di­ate fa­ther­land, and then—then make the whole Com­mon­wealth rise from its own ash­es, as the phoenix ris­es. I will do this; and the crown, which I de­sire, I will place as a bur­den on my head, so as to bring out from this great tomb a new life. Do not trem­ble! The ground will not open, ev­ery­thing stands on its own place; but new times are com­ing. I give this coun­try to the Swedes so as to stop with Swedish arms an­oth­er en­e­my, to drive him be­yond the bound­aries, to win back what is lost, and force with the sword a treaty from that en­e­my in his own cap­i­tal. Do you hear me? But in rocky, hun­gry Swe­den there are not men enough, not forces enough, not sabres enough to take pos­ses­sion of this im­mense Com­mon­wealth. They may de­feat our army once and a sec­ond time; but to hold us in obe­di­ence they can­not. If one Swede were giv­en as a guard to ev­ery ten men in this land, there would still be many tens of them with­out guards. Karl Gus­tav knows this well, and nei­ther does he wish nor is he able to take the whole Com­mon­wealth. He will oc­cu­py Roy­al Prus­sia, most of Great Poland, and will be con­tent with that. But to hold in com­ing time these ac­qui­si­tions se­cure­ly, he must break the union of the king­dom with us; oth­er­wise he could not re­main in those prov­inces. What will hap­pen then to this coun­try? To whom will it be giv­en? Well, if I refuse the crown which God and for­tune places on my head, it will be giv­en to him who at this mo­ment is in pos­ses­sion. But Karl Gus­tav is not will­ing to con­sent to this act, which would in­crease a neigh­bor­ing pow­er too great­ly, and cre­ate for him­self a for­mi­da­ble en­e­my. But if I refuse the crown, he will be forced to con­sent. Have I the right, then, to refuse? Can I al­low that to take place which would threat­en us with fi­nal ru­in? For the tenth and the hun­dredth time I ask, Where are there oth­er means of sal­va­tion? Let the will of God, then, be done! I take this bur­den on my shoul­ders. The Swedes are on my aide; the elec­tor, our rel­a­tive, prom­ises aid. I will free the coun­try from war! With vic­to­ries and ex­ten­sion of bound­aries will be­gin the rule of my house. Peace and pros­per­i­ty will flour­ish; fire will not burn towns and vil­lages. Thus it will be, thus it must be. So help me God and the holy cross! I feel with­in me pow­er and strength from heav­en, I de­sire the hap­pi­ness of this land, and that is not yet the end of my plans. And by those heav­en­ly lights I swear, by those trem­bling stars, that if on­ly strength and health re­main to me, I will build anew all this ed­i­fice, now tum­bling to ru­ins; I will make it stronger than ev­er.”

			Fire was flash­ing from the pupils and eyes of the prince; his whole form shed an un­com­mon ha­lo.

			“Your high­ness,” cried Kmi­ta, “I can­not grasp that thought; my head is burst­ing, my eyes fear to look ahead.”

			“Be­sides,” said Radzivill, as if pur­su­ing the fur­ther course of his own thoughts, “the Swedes will not de­prive Yan Kaz­imir of the king­dom nor of rule, but will leave him in Ma­zovia and Lit­tle Poland. God has not giv­en him pos­ter­i­ty. An elec­tion will come in time. Whom will they choose to the throne if they wish a fur­ther union with Lithua­nia? When did the king­dom grow strong and crush the Knights of the Cross? Af­ter Vla­dyslav Yagyel­lo had mount­ed the throne. It will be the same this time. The Poles can call to the throne on­ly him who will be reign­ing here. They can­not and will not call an­oth­er, for they would per­ish, be­cause the breath would not re­main in their breasts be­tween the Ger­mans and the Turks, and as it is, the Cos­sack can­cer is gnaw­ing the king­dom. They can call no one else! Blind is he who does not see this; fool­ish who does not un­der­stand it. Both coun­tries will unite again and be­come one pow­er in my house. Then I shall see if those kinglets of Scan­di­navia will re­main in their Prus­sia and Great Poland ac­quired to­day. Then I will say to them, Qu­os ego! and with this foot will crush their lean ribs, and cre­ate a pow­er such as the world has not seen, such as his­to­ry has not de­scribed; per­haps I may car­ry the cross with fire and sword to Con­stantino­ple, and in peace at home ter­ri­fy the en­e­my. Thou great God, who or­der­est the cir­cuits of the stars, grant me to save this ill-fat­ed land, for thy glo­ry and that of all Chris­ten­dom; give me men to un­der­stand my thought, men to put their hands to sal­va­tion. There is where I stand!” Here the prince opened his arms, and raised his eyes aloft: “Thou seest me, thou judgest me!”

			“Mighty prince, mighty prince!” cried Kmi­ta.

			“Go, desert me, cast the ba­ton at my feet, break your oath, call me traitor! Let no thorn be lack­ing in that prick­ly crown which they have put on my head. De­stroy ye the coun­try, thrust it over the precipice, drag away the hand that could save it, and go to the judg­ment of God! Let him de­cide be­tween us.”

			Kmi­ta cast him­self on his knees be­fore Radzivill. “Mighty prince, I am with you to the death! Fa­ther of the coun­try, sav­ior!”

			Radzivill put both hands on his head, and again fol­lowed a mo­ment of si­lence. On­ly the owl hoot­ed un­ceas­ing­ly on the tow­er.

			“You will re­ceive all that you have yearned for and wished,” said the prince, with solem­ni­ty. “Noth­ing will miss you, and more will meet you than your fa­ther and moth­er de­sired. Rise, fu­ture grand het­man and vo­evo­da of Vil­na!”

			It had be­gun to dawn in the sky.

		
	
		
			XVI

			Pan Za­glo­ba had his head might­i­ly full when he hurled the word “traitor” thrice at the eyes of the ter­ri­ble het­man. At an hour near­er morn­ing, when the wine had evap­o­rat­ed from his bald head, and he found him­self with the two Skshetuskis and Pan Michael in a dun­geon of Kyedani Cas­tle, he saw, when too late, the dan­ger to which he had ex­posed his own neck and the necks of his com­rades, and was great­ly cast down.

			“But what will hap­pen now?” asked he, gaz­ing with dazed look on the lit­tle knight, in whom he had spe­cial trust in great per­il.

			“May the dev­il take life! it is all one to me!” an­swered Volody­ovs­ki.

			“We shall live to such times and such in­famy as the world and this king­dom have not seen hith­er­to!” said Pan Yan.

			“Would that we might live to them!” an­swered Za­glo­ba; “we could re­store virtue in oth­ers by our good ex­am­ple. But shall we live? That is the great ques­tion.”

			“This is a ter­ri­ble event, pass­ing be­lief!” said Pan Stanislav. “Where has the like of it hap­pened? Save me, gen­tle­men, for I feel that there is con­fu­sion in my head. Two wars—a third, the Cos­sack—and in ad­di­tion trea­son, like a plague: Radzy­ovs­ki, Opalin­s­ki, Grudzin­s­ki, Radzivill! The end of the world is com­ing, and the day of judg­ment; it can­not be oth­er­wise! May the earth open un­der our feet! As God is dear to me, I am los­ing my mind!”

			And clasp­ing his hands at the back of his head, he be­gan to pace the length and width of the cel­lar, like a wild beast in a cage.

			“Shall we be­gin to pray, or what?” asked he at last. “Mer­ci­ful God, save us!”

			“Be calm!” said Za­glo­ba; “this is not the time to de­spair.”

			Pan Stanislav ground his teeth on a sud­den; rage car­ried him away. “I wish you were killed!” cried he to Za­glo­ba. “It was your thought to come to this traitor. May vengeance reach you and him!”

			“Be­think your­self, Stanislav,” said Pan Yan, stern­ly. “No one could fore­see what has hap­pened. En­dure, for you are not the on­ly man suf­fer­ing; and know that our place is here, and not else­where. Mer­ci­ful God! pity, not us, but the ill-fat­ed coun­try.”

			Stanislav made no an­swer, but wrung his hands till the joints were crack­ing.

			They were silent. Pan Michael, how­ev­er, be­gan to whis­tle through his teeth, in de­spair, and feigned in­dif­fer­ence to ev­ery­thing hap­pen­ing around him, though, in fact, he suf­fered dou­bly—first, for the mis­for­tune of the coun­try, and sec­ond­ly, be­cause he had vi­o­lat­ed his obe­di­ence to the het­man. The lat­ter was a ter­ri­ble thing for him, a sol­dier to the mar­row of his bones. He would have pre­ferred to die a thou­sand times.

			“Do not whis­tle, Pan Michael,” said Za­glo­ba.

			“All one to me!”

			“How is it? Is no one of you think­ing whether there are not means of es­cape? It is worth while to ex­er­cise one’s wits on this. Are we to rot in this cel­lar, when ev­ery hand is need­ed for the coun­try, when one man of hon­or must set­tle ten traitors?”

			“Fa­ther is right,” said Pan Yan.

			“You alone have not be­come stupid from pain. What do you sup­pose? What does that traitor think of do­ing with us? Sure­ly he will not pun­ish us with death?”

			Pan Michael burst out in a sud­den laugh of de­spair. “But why not? I am cu­ri­ous to learn! Has he not au­thor­i­ty, has he not the sword? Do you not know Radzivill?”

			“Non­sense! What right do they give him?”

			“Over me, the right of a het­man; over you, force!”

			“For which he must an­swer.”

			“To whom—to the King of Swe­den?”

			“You give me sweet con­so­la­tion; there is no deny­ing that!”

			“I have no thought of con­sol­ing you.”

			They were silent, and for a time there was noth­ing to be heard but the mea­sured tread of Scot­tish in­fantry at the door of the cel­lar.

			“There is no help here,” said Za­glo­ba, “but strat­a­gem.”

			No one gave an­swer; there­fore he be­gan to talk again af­ter a while: “I will not be­lieve that we are to be put to death. If for ev­ery word spo­ken in haste and in drink, a head were cut off, not one no­ble in this Com­mon­wealth would walk around with his head on his shoul­ders. But ne­m­inem cap­tivabimus? Is that a tri­fle?”

			“You have an ex­am­ple in your­self and in us,” an­swered Stanislav.

			“Well, that hap­pened in haste; but I be­lieve firm­ly that the prince will take a sec­ond thought. We are strangers; in no way do we come un­der his ju­ris­dic­tion. He must re­spect opin­ion, and not be­gin with vi­o­lence, so as not to of­fend the no­bles. As true as life, our par­ty is too large to have the heads cut from all of us. Over the of­fi­cers he has au­thor­i­ty, I can­not de­ny that; but, as I think, he will look to the army, which sure­ly will not fail to re­mem­ber its own. And where is your squadron, Michael?”

			“In Upi­ta.”

			“But tell me, are you sure that the men will be true to you?”

			“Whence should I know? They like me well enough, but they know that the het­man is above me.”

			Za­glo­ba med­i­tat­ed awhile. “Give me an or­der to them to obey me in ev­ery­thing, as they would you, if I ap­pear among them.”

			“You think that you are free!”

			“There is no harm in that. I have been in hot­ter places, and God saved me. Give an or­der for me and the two Skshetuskis. Whoso es­capes first will go straight to the squadron, and bring it to res­cue the oth­ers.”

			“You are rav­ing! It is a pity to lose time in emp­ty talk! Who will es­cape from this place? Be­sides, on what can I give an or­der; have you pa­per, ink, pen? You are los­ing your head.”

			“Des­per­a­tion!” cried Za­glo­ba; “give me even your ring.”

			“Here it is, and let me have peace!”

			Za­glo­ba took the ring, put it on his lit­tle fin­ger, and be­gan to walk and med­i­tate.

			Mean­while the smok­ing can­dle went out, and dark­ness em­braced them com­plete­ly; on­ly through the grat­ing of the high win­dow a cou­ple of stars were vis­i­ble, twin­kling in the clear sky. Za­glo­ba’s eye did not leave the grat­ing. “If heav­en-dwelling Pod­bip­i­en­ta were liv­ing and with us,” mut­tered the old man, “he would tear out that grat­ing, and in an hour we should see our­selves be­yond Kyedani.”

			“But raise me to the win­dow,” said Pan Yan, sud­den­ly.

			Za­glo­ba and Pan Stanislav placed them­selves at the wall; in a mo­ment Yan was on their shoul­ders.

			“It cracks! As God is dear to me, it cracks!” cried Za­glo­ba.

			“What are you talk­ing about, fa­ther? I haven’t be­gun to pull it yet.”

			“Crawl up with your cousin; I’ll hold you some­how. More than once I pitied Pan Michael be­cause he was so slen­der; but now I re­gret that he is not still thin­ner, so as to slip through like a snake.”

			But Yan sprang down from their shoul­ders. “The Scots are stand­ing on this side!” said he.

			“May God turn them in­to pil­lars of salt, like Lot’s wife!” said Za­glo­ba. “It is so dark here that you might strike a man in the face, and he could not see you. It will soon be day­break. I think they will bring us food of some kind, for even Luther­ans do not put pris­on­ers to a hunger death. Per­haps, too, God will send re­flec­tion to the het­man. Of­ten in the night con­science starts up in a man, and the dev­ils pinch sin­ners. Can it be there is on­ly one en­trance to this cel­lar? I will look in the day­time. My head is some­how heavy, and I can­not think out a strat­a­gem. To­mor­row God will strength­en my wit; but now we will say the Lord’s Prayer, and com­mit our­selves to the Most Holy La­dy, in this hereti­cal dun­geon.”

			In fact they be­gan a mo­ment lat­er to say the Lord’s Prayer and the litany to the Moth­er of God; then Yan, Stanislav, and Volody­ovs­ki were silent, for their breasts were full of mis­for­tune, but Za­glo­ba growled in a low voice and mut­tered—

			“It must be be­yond doubt that to­mor­row he will say to us, aut, aut! (ei­ther, or). ‘Join Radzivill and I will par­don ev­ery­thing.’ But we shall see who out­wits the oth­er. Do you pack no­bles in­to prison, have you no re­spect for age or ser­vices? Very good! To whom the loss, to him the weep­ing! The fool­ish will be un­der, and the wise on top. I will prom­ise what you like, but what I ob­serve would not make a patch for your boot. If you do not hold to the coun­try, he is vir­tu­ous who holds not to you. This is cer­tain, that fi­nal ru­in is com­ing on the Com­mon­wealth if its fore­most dig­ni­taries join the en­e­my. This has nev­er been in the world hith­er­to, and sure­ly a man may lose his sens­es from it. Are there in hell tor­ments suf­fi­cient for such traitors? What was want­ing to such a Radzivill? Is it lit­tle that the coun­try has giv­en him, that he should sell it like a Ju­das, and in the very time of its great­est mis­for­tunes, in the time of three wars? Just is thy anger, O Lord! on­ly give swiftest pun­ish­ment. So be it! Amen! If I could on­ly get out of here quick­ly, I would cre­ate par­ti­sans for thee, mighty het­man! Thou wilt know how the fruits of trea­son taste. Thou wilt look on me yet as a friend; but if thou find­est no bet­ter, do not hunt a bear un­less thy skin is not dear to thee.”

			Thus did Za­glo­ba con­verse with him­self. Mean­while one hour passed, and a sec­ond; at last day be­gan to dawn. The gray light fall­ing through the grat­ing dis­si­pat­ed slow­ly the dark­ness in the cel­lar, and brought out the gloomy fig­ures sit­ting at the walls. Volody­ovs­ki and the Skshetuskis were slum­ber­ing from weari­ness; but when things were more vis­i­ble, and when from the court­yard came the sounds of sol­diers’ foot­steps, the clat­ter of arms, the tramp of hoofs, and the sound of trum­pets at the gate, the knights sprang to their feet.

			“The day be­gins not too fa­vor­ably for us,” said Yan.

			“God grant it to end more fa­vor­ably,” an­swered Za­glo­ba. “Do you know what I have thought in the night? They will sure­ly treat us with the gift of life if we will take ser­vice with Radzivill and help him in his trea­son; we ought to agree to that, so as to make use of our free­dom and stand up for the coun­try.”

			“May God pre­serve me from putting my name to trea­son,” an­swered Yan; “for though I should leave the traitor af­ter­ward, my name would re­main among those of traitors as an in­famy to my chil­dren. I will not do that, I pre­fer to die.”

			“Nei­ther will I!” said Stanislav.

			“But I tell you be­fore­hand that I will. No one will think that I did it vol­un­tar­i­ly or sin­cere­ly. May the dev­ils take that drag­on Radzivill! We shall see yet who gets the up­per hand.”

			Fur­ther con­ver­sa­tion was stopped by sounds in the yard. Among them were the omi­nous ac­cents of anger and in­dig­na­tion. At the same time sin­gle voic­es of com­mand, the echo of foot­steps of whole crowds, and heavy thun­der as of can­non in mo­tion.

			“What is go­ing on?” asked Za­glo­ba. “Maybe there is some help for us.”

			“There is sure­ly an un­com­mon up­roar,” said Volody­ovs­ki. “But raise me to the win­dow, for I shall see right away what it is.”

			Yan took Volody­ovs­ki and raised him as he would a boy. Pan Michael caught the grat­ing, and looked care­ful­ly through the yard.

			“There is some­thing go­ing on—there is!” said he, with sud­den alert­ness. “I see the Hun­gar­i­an cas­tle reg­i­ment of in­fantry which Os­ky­erko led—they loved him great­ly, and he too is ar­rest­ed; they are de­mand­ing him sure­ly. As God lives! they are in or­der of bat­tle. Lieu­tenant Sta­hovich is with them; he is a friend of Os­ky­erko.”

			At that mo­ment the cries grew still loud­er.

			“Gan­hoff has rid­den up. He is say­ing some­thing to Sta­hovich, and what a shout! I see that Sta­hovich with two of­fi­cers is walk­ing away from the troops. They are go­ing of course as a dep­u­ta­tion to the het­man. As God is dear to me, mutiny is spread­ing in the army! The can­non are point­ed against the Hun­gar­i­ans, and the Scot­tish reg­i­ment is al­so in or­der of bat­tle. Men from the Pol­ish squadrons are gath­er­ing to the Hun­gar­i­ans. With­out them they would not be so dar­ing, for in the in­fantry there is stern dis­ci­pline.”

			“In God’s name!” cried Za­glo­ba. “In that is sal­va­tion for us. Pan Michael, are there many Pol­ish squadrons? If they rise, it will be a ris­ing!”

			“Stankye­vich’s hus­sars and Mirs­ki’s mailed squadrons are two days’ march from Kyedani,” an­swered Volody­ovs­ki. “If they had been here, the het­man would not have dared to ar­rest their com­man­ders. Wait! There are Khar­lamp’s dra­goons, one reg­i­ment, Mye­leshko’s an­oth­er; they are for the prince. Nyevyarovs­ki de­clared al­so for the prince, but his reg­i­ment is far away—two Scot­tish reg­i­ments.”

			“Then there are four with the prince?”

			“And the ar­tillery un­der Ko­rf, two reg­i­ments.”

			“Oh, that’s a strong force!”

			“And Kmi­ta’s squadron, well equipped—six hun­dred men.”

			“And on whose side is Kmi­ta?”

			“I do not know.”

			“Did you not see him? Did he throw down his ba­ton?”

			“We know not.”

			“Who are against the prince—what squadrons?”

			“First, these Hun­gar­i­ans ev­i­dent­ly, two hun­dred men; then a num­ber of de­tached men from the com­mands of Mirs­ki and Stankye­vich; some no­bles and Kmi­ta—but he is un­cer­tain.”

			“God grant him!—By God’s mer­cy!—Too few, too few.”

			“These Hun­gar­i­ans are as good as two reg­i­ments, old sol­diers and tried. But wait! They are light­ing the match­es at the can­non; it looks like a bat­tle!”

			Yan and Stanislav were silent; Za­glo­ba was writhing as in a fever—

			“Slay the traitors! Slay the dog-broth­ers! Ai, Kmi­ta! Kmi­ta! All de­pends on him. Is he dar­ing?”

			“As the dev­il—ready for any­thing.”

			“It must be that he will take our side.”

			“Mutiny in the army! See to what the het­man has brought things!” cried Volody­ovs­ki.

			“Who is the mu­ti­neer—the army, or the het­man who rose against his own king?” asked Za­glo­ba.

			“God will judge that. Wait! Again there is a move­ment! Some of Khar­lamp’s dra­goons take the part of the Hun­gar­i­ans. The very best no­bles serve in that reg­i­ment. Hear how they shout!”

			“The colonels! the colonels!” cried threat­en­ing voic­es in the yard.

			“Pan Michael! by the wounds of God, cry to them to send for your squadron and for the ar­mored reg­i­ment and the hus­sars.”

			“Be silent!”

			Za­glo­ba be­gan to shout him­self: “But send for the rest of the Pol­ish squadrons, and cut down the traitors!”

			“Be silent there!”

			Sud­den­ly, not in the yard, but in the rear of the cas­tle, rang forth a sharp sal­vo of mus­kets.

			“Je­sus Mary!” cried Volody­ovs­ki.

			“Pan Michael, what is that?”

			“Be­yond doubt they have shot Sta­hovich and the two of­fi­cers who went as a dep­u­ta­tion,” said Volody­ovs­ki, fever­ish­ly. “It can­not be oth­er­wise!”

			“By the pas­sion of our Lord! Then there is no mer­cy. It is im­pos­si­ble to hope.”

			The thun­der of shots drowned fur­ther dis­course. Pan Michael grasped the grat­ing con­vul­sive­ly and pressed his fore­head to it, but for a while he could see noth­ing ex­cept the legs of the Scot­tish in­fantry sta­tioned at the win­dow. Salvos of mus­ketry grew more and more fre­quent; at last the can­non were heard. The dry knock­ing of bul­lets against the wall over the cel­lar was heard dis­tinct­ly, like hail. The cas­tle trem­bled to its foun­da­tion.

			“Jump down, Michael, or you will be killed!” cried Yan.

			“By no means. The balls go high­er; and from the can­non they are fir­ing in the oth­er di­rec­tion. I will not jump down for any­thing.”

			And Volody­ovs­ki, seiz­ing the grat­ing more firm­ly, drew him­self en­tire­ly to the win­dowsill, where he did not need the shoul­der of Pan Yan to hold him. In the cel­lar it be­came re­al­ly dark, for the win­dow was small and Pan Michael though slen­der filled it com­plete­ly; but as a rec­om­pense the men be­low had fresh news from the field of bat­tle ev­ery minute.

			“I see now!” cried Pan Michael. “The Hun­gar­i­ans are rest­ing against the wall and are fir­ing. I was afraid that they would be forced to a cor­ner, then the can­non would de­stroy them in a mo­ment. Good sol­diers, as God is dear to me! With­out of­fi­cers, they know what is need­ed. There is smoke again! I see noth­ing—”

			The fir­ing be­gan to slack­en.

			“O mer­ci­ful God, de­lay not thy pun­ish­ment!” cried Za­glo­ba.

			“And what, Michael?” asked Yan.

			“The Scots are ad­vanc­ing to the at­tack!”

			“Oh, brim­stone thun­der­bolts, that we must sit here!” cried Stanislav.

			“They are there al­ready, the hal­berd-men! The Hun­gar­i­ans meet them with the sabre! Oh, my God! that you can­not look on. What sol­diers!”

			“Fight­ing with their own and not with an en­e­my.”

			“The Hun­gar­i­ans have the up­per hand. The Scots are fall­ing back on the left. As I love God! Mye­leshko’s dra­goons are go­ing over to them! The Scots are be­tween two fires. Ko­rf can­not use his can­non, for he would strike the Scots. I see Gan­hoff uni­forms among the Hun­gar­i­ans. They are go­ing to at­tack the gate. They wish to es­cape. They are ad­vanc­ing like a storm—break­ing ev­ery­thing!”

			“How is that? I wish they would cap­ture this cas­tle!” cried Za­glo­ba.

			“Nev­er mind! They will come back to­mor­row with the squadrons of Mirs­ki and Stankye­vich—Oh, Khar­lamp is killed! No! He ris­es; he is wound­ed—they are al­ready at the gate. What is that? Just as if the Scot­tish guard at the gate were com­ing over to the Hun­gar­i­ans, for they are open­ing the gate—dust is ris­ing on the out­side; I see Kmi­ta! Kmi­ta is rush­ing through the gate with cav­al­ry!”

			“On whose side is he, on whose side?” cried Za­glo­ba.

			For a mo­ment Pan Michael gave no an­swer; but very soon the clat­ter of weapons, shrieks, and shouts were heard with re­dou­bled force.

			“It is all over with them!” cried Pan Michael, with a shrill voice.

			“All over with whom, with whom?”

			“With the Hun­gar­i­ans. The cav­al­ry has bro­ken them, is tram­pling them, cut­ting them to pieces! Their flag is in Kmi­ta’s hand! The end, the end!”

			When he had said this, Volody­ovs­ki dropped from the win­dow and fell in­to the arms of Pan Yan.

			“Kill me!” cried he, “kill me, for I had that man un­der my sabre and let him go with his life; I gave him his com­mis­sion. Through me he as­sem­bled that squadron with which he will fight now against the coun­try. I saw whom he got: dog-broth­ers, gal­lows-birds, rob­bers, ruf­fi­ans, such as he is him­self. God grant me to meet him once more with the sabre—God! length­en my life to the death of that traitor, for I swear that he will not leave my hands again.”

			Mean­while cries, the tram­ple of hoofs, and salvos of mus­ketry were thun­der­ing yet with full force; af­ter a time, how­ev­er, they be­gan to weak­en, and an hour lat­er si­lence reigned in the cas­tle of Kyedani, bro­ken on­ly by the mea­sured tread of the Scot­tish pa­trols and words of com­mand.

			“Pan Michael, look out once more and see what has hap­pened,” begged Za­glo­ba.

			“What for?” asked the lit­tle knight. “Whoso is a sol­dier will guess what has hap­pened. Be­sides, I saw them beat­en—Kmi­ta tri­umphs here!”

			“God give him to be torn with hors­es, the scoundrel, the hell-dweller! God give him to guard a harem for Tar­tars!”

		
	
		
			XVII

			Pan Michael was right. Kmi­ta had tri­umphed. The Hun­gar­i­ans and a part of the dra­goons of Mye­leshko and Khar­lamp who had joined them, lay dead close to­geth­er in the court of Kyedani. Bare­ly a few tens of them had slipped out and scat­tered around the cas­tle and the town, where the cav­al­ry pur­sued them. Many were caught; oth­ers nev­er stopped of a cer­tain­ty till they reached the camp of Sapye­ha, vo­evo­da of Vi­tyeb­sk, to whom they were the first to bring the ter­ri­ble tid­ings of the grand het­man’s trea­son, of his de­ser­tion to the Swedes, of the im­pris­on­ment of the colonels and the re­sis­tance of the Pol­ish squadrons.

			Mean­while Kmi­ta, cov­ered with blood and dust, pre­sent­ed him­self with the ban­ner of the Hun­gar­i­ans be­fore Radzivill, who re­ceived him with open arms. But Pan An­drei was not de­light­ed with the vic­to­ry. He was as gloomy and sullen as if he had act­ed against his heart.

			“Your high­ness,” said he, “I do not like to hear prais­es, and would rather a hun­dred times fight the en­e­my than sol­diers who might be of ser­vice to the coun­try. It seems to a man as if he were spilling his own blood.”

			“Who is to blame, if not those in­sur­gents?” an­swered the prince. “I too would pre­fer to send them to Vil­na, and I in­tend­ed to do so. But they chose to rebel against au­thor­i­ty. What has hap­pened will not be un­done. It was and it will be need­ful to give an ex­am­ple.”

			“What does your high­ness think of do­ing with the pris­on­ers?”

			“A ball in the fore­head of ev­ery tenth man. Dis­pose the rest among oth­er reg­i­ments. You will go to­day to the squadrons of Mirs­ki and Stankye­vich, an­nounce my or­der, to them to be ready for the cam­paign. I make you com­man­der over those two squadrons, and over the third, that of Volody­ovs­ki. The lieu­tenants are to be sub­or­di­nate to you and obey you in ev­ery­thing. I wished to send Khar­lamp to that squadron at first, but he is use­less. I have changed my mind.”

			“What shall I do in case of re­sis­tance? For with Volody­ovs­ki are Lau­da men who hate me ter­ri­bly.”

			“An­nounce that Mirs­ki, Stankye­vich, and Volody­ovs­ki will be shot im­me­di­ate­ly.”

			“Then they may come in arms to Kyedani to res­cue these of­fi­cers. All serv­ing un­der Mirs­ki are dis­tin­guished no­bles.”

			“Take a reg­i­ment of Scot­tish in­fantry and a Ger­man reg­i­ment. First sur­round them, then an­nounce the or­der.”

			“Such is the will of your high­ness.”

			Radzivill rest­ed his hands on his knees and fell to think­ing.

			“I would glad­ly shoot Mirs­ki and Stankye­vich were they not re­spect­ed in the whole coun­try as well as in their own reg­i­ments. I fear tu­mult and open re­bel­lion, an ex­am­ple of which we have just had be­fore our eyes. I am glad, thanks to you, that they have re­ceived a good les­son, and each squadron will think twice be­fore ris­ing against us. But it is im­per­a­tive to act swift­ly, so that re­sist­ing men may not go to the vo­evo­da of Vi­tyeb­sk.”

			“Your high­ness has spo­ken on­ly of Mirs­ki and Stankye­vich, you have not men­tioned Volody­ovs­ki and Os­ky­erko.”

			“I must spare Os­ky­erko, too, for he is a man of note and wide­ly re­lat­ed; but Volody­ovs­ki comes from Rus­sia21 and has no rel­a­tives here. He is a valiant sol­dier, it is true. I count­ed on him—so much the worse that I was de­ceived. If the dev­il had not brought hith­er those wan­der­ers his friends, he might have act­ed dif­fer­ent­ly; but af­ter what has hap­pened, a bul­let in the fore­head waits him, as well as those two Skshetuskis and that third fel­low, that bull who be­gan first to bel­low, ‘Traitor, traitor!’ ”

			Pan An­drei sprang up as if burned with iron: “Your high­ness, the sol­diers say that Volody­ovs­ki saved your life at Tsi­by­ho­va.”

			“He did his du­ty; there­fore I want­ed to give him Dy­d­kyemie for life. Now he has be­trayed me; hence I give com­mand to shoot him.”

			Kmi­ta’s eyes flashed, and his nos­trils be­gan to quiver.

			“Your high­ness, that can­not be!”

			“How can­not be?” asked Radzivill, frown­ing.

			“I im­plore your high­ness,” said Kmi­ta, car­ried away, “that not a hair fall from Volody­ovs­ki. For­give me, I im­plore. Volody­ovs­ki had the pow­er not to de­liv­er to me the com­mis­sion, for it was sent to him and left at his dis­pos­al. But he gave it. He plucked me out of the whirlpool. Through that act of his I passed in­to the ju­ris­dic­tion of your high­ness. He did not hes­i­tate to save me, though he and I were try­ing to win the same wom­an. I owe him grat­i­tude, and I have vowed to re­pay him. Your high­ness, grant for my sake that no pun­ish­ment touch him or his friends. A hair should not fall from the head of ei­ther of them, and as God is true, it will not fall while I live. I im­plore your high­ness.”

			Pan An­drei en­treat­ed and clasped his hands, but his words were ring­ing with anger, threats, and in­dig­na­tion. His un­re­strained na­ture gained the up­per hand, and he stood above Radzivill with flash­ing eyes and a vis­age like the head of an an­gry bird of prey. The het­man too had a storm in his face. Be­fore his iron will and despo­tism ev­ery­thing hith­er­to in Lithua­nia and Rus­sia had bent. No one had ev­er dared to op­pose him, no one to beg mer­cy for those once con­demned; but now Kmi­ta’s en­treat­ing was mere­ly for show, in re­al­i­ty he pre­sent­ed de­mands; and the po­si­tion was such that it was im­pos­si­ble to refuse him.

			At the very be­gin­ning of his ca­reer of trea­son, the despot felt that he would have to yield more than once to the despo­tism of men and cir­cum­stances, and would be de­pen­dent on ad­her­ents of far less im­por­tance than this one; that Kmi­ta, whom he wished to turn in­to a faith­ful dog, would be rather a cap­tive wolf, ready when an­gry to bite its mas­ter’s hand.

			All this roused the proud blood of Radzivill. He re­solved to re­sist, for his in­born ter­ri­ble venge­ful­ness urged him to that.

			“Volody­ovs­ki and the oth­er three must lose their heads,” said he, with a loud voice.

			But to speak thus was to throw pow­der on fire.

			“If I had not dis­persed the Hun­gar­i­ans, these are not the men who had lost their heads,” shout­ed Kmi­ta.

			“How is this? Are you re­nounc­ing my ser­vice al­ready?” asked the het­man, threat­en­ing­ly.

			“Your high­ness,” an­swered Pan An­drei, with pas­sion, “I am not re­nounc­ing; I am beg­ging, im­plor­ing. But the harm will not hap­pen. These men are fa­mous in all Poland. It can­not be, it can­not be! I will not be a Ju­das to Volody­ovs­ki. I will fol­low your high­ness in­to fire, but refuse not this fa­vor.”

			“But if I refuse?”

			“Then give com­mand to shoot me; I will not live! May thun­der­bolts split me! May dev­ils take me liv­ing to hell!”

			“Re­mem­ber, un­for­tu­nate, be­fore whom you are speak­ing.”

			“Bring me not to des­per­a­tion, your high­ness.”

			“To a prayer I may give ear, but a threat I will not con­sid­er.”

			“I beg—I im­plore.” Here Pan An­drei threw him­self on his knees. “Per­mit me, your high­ness, to serve you not from con­straint, but with my heart, or I shall go mad.”

			Radzivill said noth­ing. Kmi­ta was kneel­ing; pal­lor and flush­es chased each oth­er like light­ning gleams over his face. It was clear that a mo­ment more and he would burst forth in ter­ri­ble fash­ion.

			“Rise!” said Radzivill.

			Pan An­drei rose.

			“To de­fend a friend you are able. I have the test that you will al­so be able to de­fend me and will nev­er desert. But God made you of ni­tre, not of flesh, and have a care that you run not to flu­id. I can­not refuse you any­thing. Lis­ten to me: Stankye­vich, Mirs­ki, and Os­ky­erko I will send to the Swedes at Bir­ji; let the two Skshetuskis and Volody­ovs­ki go with them. The Swedes will not tear off their heads there, and it is bet­ter that they sit out the war in qui­et.”

			“I thank your high­ness, my fa­ther,” cried An­drei.

			“Wait,” said the prince. “I have re­spect­ed your oath al­ready too much; now re­spect mine. I have record­ed death in my soul to that old no­ble—I have for­got­ten his name—that bel­low­ing dev­il who came here with Skshetus­ki. He is the man who first called me traitor. He men­tioned a bribe; he urged on the oth­ers, and per­haps there would not have been such op­po­si­tion with­out his in­so­lence.” Here the prince struck the ta­ble with his fist. “I should have ex­pect­ed death soon­er, and the end of the world soon­er, than that any­one would dare to shout at me, Radzivill, to my face, ‘Traitor!’ In pres­ence of peo­ple! There is not a death, there are not tor­ments be­fit­ting such a crime. Do not beg me for him; it is use­less.”

			But Pan An­drei was not eas­i­ly dis­cour­aged when once he un­der­took a thing. He was not an­gry now, nor did he blaze forth. But seiz­ing again the hand of the het­man, he be­gan to cov­er it with kiss­es and to en­treat with all the earnest­ness in his soul—

			“With no rope or chain could your high­ness bind my heart as with this fa­vor. On­ly do it not half­way nor in part, but com­plete­ly. That no­ble said yes­ter­day what all thought. I my­self thought the same till you opened my eyes—may fire con­sume me, if I did not! A man is not to blame for be­ing un­wise. That no­ble was so drunk that what he had on his heart he shout­ed forth. He thought that he was de­fend­ing the coun­try, and it is hard to pun­ish a man for love of coun­try. He knew that he was ex­pos­ing his life, and shout­ed what he had on his mind. He nei­ther warms nor freezes me, but he is to Pan Volody­ovs­ki as a broth­er, or quite as a fa­ther. Volody­ovs­ki would mourn for him be­yond mea­sure, and I do not want that. Such is the na­ture with­in me, that if I wish good to a man I would give my soul for him. If any­one has spared me, but killed my friend, may the dev­il take him for such a fa­vor! Your high­ness, my fa­ther, bene­fac­tor, do a per­fect kind­ness—give me this no­ble, and I will give you all my blood, even to­mor­row, this day, this mo­ment!”

			Radzivill gnawed his mus­tach­es. “I de­ter­mined death to him yes­ter­day in my soul.”

			“What the het­man and vo­evo­da of Vil­na de­ter­mined, that can the Grand Prince of Lithua­nia and, God grant in the fu­ture, the King of Poland, as a gra­cious monarch, ef­face.”

			Pan An­drei spoke sin­cere­ly what he felt and thought; but had he been the most adroit of courtiers he could not have found a more pow­er­ful ar­gu­ment in de­fence of his friends. The proud face of the mag­nate grew bright at the sound of those ti­tles which he did not pos­sess yet, and he said—

			“You have so un­der­stood me that I can refuse you noth­ing. They will all go to Bir­ji. Let them ex­pi­ate their faults with the Swedes; and when that has hap­pened of which you have spo­ken, ask for them a new fa­vor.”

			“As true as life, I will ask, and may God grant as quick­ly as pos­si­ble!” said Kmi­ta.

			“Go now, and bear the good news to them.”

			“The news is good for me, not for them; and sure­ly they will not re­ceive it with grat­i­tude, es­pe­cial­ly since they did not sus­pect what threat­ened them. I will not go, your high­ness, for it would seem as if I were hur­ry­ing to boast of my in­ter­ces­sion.”

			“Do as you please about that, but lose no time in bring­ing the squadrons of Mirs­ki and Stankye­vich; im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter there will be an­oth­er ex­pe­di­tion for you, from which sure­ly you will not flee.”

			“What is that?”

			“You will go to ask on my be­half Pan Bille­vich, the sword-bear­er of Rossyeni, to come to me here at Kyedani, with his niece, and stay dur­ing the war. Do you un­der­stand?”

			Kmi­ta was con­fused. “He will not be ready to do that. He went from Kyedani in a great rage.”

			“I think that the rage has left him al­ready. In ev­ery case take men, and if they will not come of their own will put them in a car­riage, sur­round it with dra­goons, and bring them. He was as soft as wax when I spoke with him; he blushed like a maid­en and bowed to the floor, but he was as fright­ened at the name of the Swedes as the dev­il is at holy wa­ter, and went away. I want him here for my­self and for you; I hope to form out of that wax a can­dle that I can light when I like and for whom I like. It will be all the bet­ter if it hap­pens so; but if not, I will have a hostage. The Bille­vich­es are very pow­er­ful in Jmud, for they are re­lat­ed to al­most all the no­bles. When I have one of them in my hands, and that one the el­dest, the oth­ers will think twice be­fore they un­der­take any­thing against me. Fur­ther­more, be­hind them and your maid­en are all that throng of Lau­da men, who, if they were to go to the camp of the vo­evo­da of Vi­tyeb­sk, would be re­ceived by him with open arms. That is an im­por­tant af­fair, so im­por­tant that I think to be­gin with the Bille­vich­es.”

			“In Volody­ovs­ki’s squadron are Lau­da men on­ly.”

			“The guardians of your maid­en. If that is true, be­gin by con­vey­ing her to Kyedani. On­ly lis­ten: I will un­der­take to bring the sword-bear­er to our side, but do you win the maid­en as you can. When I bring over the sword-bear­er, he will help you with the girl. If she is will­ing, I will have the wed­ding for you at once. If not, take her to the al­tar with­out cer­e­mo­ny. When the storm is over, all will be well. That is the best method with wom­en. She will weep, she will de­spair, when they drag her to the al­tar; but next day she will think that the dev­il is not so ter­ri­ble as they paint him, and the third day she will be glad. How did you part from her yes­ter­day?”

			“As if she had giv­en me a slap in the face.”

			“What did she say?”

			“She called me a traitor. I was al­most struck with paral­y­sis.”

			“Is she so fu­ri­ous? When you are her hus­band, tell her that a distaff is fit­ter for her than pub­lic af­fairs, and hold her tight.”

			“Your high­ness does not know her. She must have a thing ei­ther virtue or vice; ac­cord­ing to that she judges, and more than one man might en­vy her her mind. Be­fore you can look around she has struck the point.”

			“She has struck you to the heart. Try to strike her in like man­ner.”

			“If God would grant that, your high­ness! Once I took her with armed hand, but af­ter­ward I vowed to do so no more. And some­thing tells me that were I to take her by force to the al­tar it would not be to my heart, for I have promised her and my­self not to use force again. If her un­cle is con­vinced he will con­vince her, and then she will look on me dif­fer­ent­ly. Now I will go to Bille­viche and bring them both here, for I am afraid that she may take refuge in some clois­ter. But I tell your high­ness the pure truth, that though it is a great hap­pi­ness for me to look on that maid­en, I would rather at­tack the whole Swedish pow­er than stand be­fore her at present, for she does not know my hon­est in­ten­tions and holds me a traitor.”

			“If you wish I will send an­oth­er—Khar­lamp or Mye­leshko.”

			“No, I would rather go my­self; be­sides, Khar­lamp is wound­ed.”

			“That is bet­ter. I want­ed to send Khar­lamp yes­ter­day to Volody­ovs­ki’s squadron to take com­mand, and if need be force it to obe­di­ence; but he is an awk­ward fel­low, and it turns out that he knows not how to hold his own men. I have no ser­vice for him. Go first for the sword-bear­er and the maid­en, and then to those squadrons. In an ex­treme case do not spare blood, for we must show the Swedes that we have pow­er and are not afraid of re­bel­lion. I will send the colonels away at once un­der es­cort; I hope that Pon­tus de la Gardie will con­sid­er this a proof of my sin­cer­i­ty. Mye­leshko will take them. The be­gin­ning is dif­fi­cult. I see that half Lithua­nia will rise against me.”

			“That is noth­ing, your high­ness. Whoso has a clean con­science fears no man.”

			“I thought that all the Radzivills at least would be on my side, but see what Prince Michael writes from Nyesvyej.”

			Here the het­man gave Kmi­ta the let­ter of Kaz­imir Michael. Pan An­drei cast his eyes over the let­ter.

			“If I knew not the in­ten­tions of your high­ness I should think him right, and the most vir­tu­ous man in the world. God give him ev­ery­thing good! He speaks what he thinks.”

			“Set out now!” said the prince, with a cer­tain im­pa­tience.

		
	
		
			XVIII

			Kmi­ta, how­ev­er, did not start that day, nor the fol­low­ing, for threat­en­ing news be­gan to ar­rive at Kyedani from ev­ery side. To­ward evening a couri­er rushed in with tid­ings that Mirs­ki’s squadron and Stankye­vich’s al­so were march­ing to the het­man’s res­i­dence, pre­pared to de­mand with armed hand their colonels; that there was ter­ri­ble ag­i­ta­tion among them, and that the of­fi­cers had sent dep­u­ta­tions to all the squadrons post­ed near Kyedani, and far­ther on to Podlyasye and Zablu­do­vo, with news of the het­man’s trea­son, and with a sum­mons to unite in de­fence of the coun­try. From this it was easy to see that mul­ti­tudes of no­bles would fly to the in­sur­gent squadrons and form an im­por­tant force, which it would be dif­fi­cult to re­sist in un­for­ti­fied Kyedani, es­pe­cial­ly since not ev­ery reg­i­ment which Radzivill had at hand could be re­lied on with cer­tain­ty.

			This changed all the cal­cu­la­tions and plans of the het­man; but in­stead of weak­en­ing, it seemed to rouse his courage still more. He de­ter­mined to move at the head of his faith­ful Scot­tish reg­i­ments, cav­al­ry and ar­tillery, against the in­sur­gents, and stamp out the fire at its birth. He knew that the sol­diers with­out colonels were sim­ply an un­or­ga­nized throng, that would scat­ter from ter­ror at the mere name of the het­man. He de­ter­mined al­so not to spare blood, and to ter­ri­fy with ex­am­ples the whole army, all the no­bles, nay, all Lithua­nia, so that it should not dare even to trem­ble be­neath his iron hand. Ev­ery­thing that he had planned must be ac­com­plished, and ac­com­plished with his own forces.

			That very day a num­ber of for­eign of­fi­cers went to Prus­sia to make new en­list­ments, and Kyedani was swarm­ing with armed men. The Scot­tish reg­i­ments, the for­eign cav­al­ry, the dra­goons of Mye­leshko and Khar­lamp, with the “fire peo­ple” of Pan Ko­rf, were pre­par­ing for the cam­paign. The prince’s haiduks, his ser­vants, and the cit­i­zens of Kyedani were obliged to in­crease the mil­i­tary forces; and it was de­ter­mined to has­ten the trans­fer of the pris­on­ers to Bir­ji, where it would be safer to keep them than in ex­posed Kyedani. The prince hoped with rea­son that to trans­port the colonels to a re­mote fortress, in which, ac­cord­ing to treaty, there must be a Swedish gar­ri­son al­ready, would de­stroy in the minds of the re­bel­lious sol­diers all hope of res­cu­ing them, and de­prive the re­bel­lion it­self of ev­ery ba­sis. Pan Za­glo­ba, the Skshetuskis, and Volody­ovs­ki were to share the lot of the oth­ers.

			It was al­ready evening when an of­fi­cer with lantern in hand en­tered the cel­lar in which they were, and said—

			“Pre­pare, gen­tle­men, to fol­low me.”

			“Whith­er?” asked Za­glo­ba, with a voice of alarm.

			“That will be seen. Hur­ry, hur­ry!”

			“We come.”

			They went out. In the cor­ri­dor Scot­tish sol­diers armed with mus­kets sur­round­ed them. Za­glo­ba grew more and more alarmed.

			“Still they would not lead us to death with­out a priest, with­out con­fes­sion,” whis­pered he in the ear of Volody­ovs­ki. Then he turned to the of­fi­cer; “What is your rank, I pray?”

			“What is my rank to you?”

			“I have many rel­a­tives in Lithua­nia, and it is pleas­ant to know with whom one has to do.”

			“No time for in­quiries, but he is a fool who is ashamed of his name. I am Roh Ko­val­s­ki, if you wish to know.”

			“That is an hon­or­able stock! The men are good sol­diers, the wom­en are vir­tu­ous. My grand­moth­er was a Ko­val­s­ki, but she made an or­phan of me be­fore I came to the world. Are you from the Vyerush, or the Ko­rab Ko­val­skis?”

			“Do you want to ex­am­ine me as a wit­ness, in the night?”

			“Oh, I do this be­cause you are sure­ly a rel­a­tive of mine, for we have the same build. You have large bones and shoul­ders, just like mine, and I got my form from my grand­moth­er.”

			“Well, we can talk about that on the road. We shall have time!”

			“On the road?” said Za­glo­ba; and a great weight fell from his breast. He breathed like a bel­lows, and gained courage at once.

			“Pan Michael,” whis­pered he, “did I not say that they would not cut our heads off?”

			Mean­while they had reached the court­yard. Night had fall­en com­plete­ly. In places red torch­es were burn­ing or lanterns gleam­ing, throw­ing an un­cer­tain light on groups of sol­diers, horse and foot, of var­i­ous arms. The whole court was crowd­ed with troops. Clear­ly they were ready to march, for a great move­ment was man­i­fest on all sides. Here and there in the dark­ness gleamed lances and gun-bar­rels; hors­es’ hoofs clat­tered on the pave­ment; sin­gle horse­men hur­ried be­tween the squadrons—un­doubt­ed­ly of­fi­cers giv­ing com­mands.

			Ko­val­s­ki stopped the con­voy and the pris­on­ers be­fore an enor­mous wag­on drawn by four hors­es, and hav­ing a box made as it were of lad­ders.

			“Take your places, gen­tle­men,” said he.

			“Some­one is sit­ting there al­ready,” said Za­glo­ba, clam­ber­ing up. “But our packs?”

			“They are un­der the straw,” said Ko­val­s­ki; “hur­ry, hur­ry!”

			“But who are sit­ting here?” asked Za­glo­ba, look­ing at dark fig­ures stretched on the straw.

			“Mirs­ki, Stankye­vich, Os­ky­erko,” an­swered voic­es.

			“Volody­ovs­ki, Yan and Stanislav Skshetus­ki, and Za­glo­ba,” an­swered our knights.

			“With the fore­head, with the fore­head!”

			“With the fore­head! We are trav­el­ling in hon­or­able com­pa­ny. And whith­er are they tak­ing us, do you know, gen­tle­men?”

			“You are go­ing to Bir­ji,” said Ko­val­s­ki.

			When he said this, he gave the com­mand. A con­voy of fifty dra­goons sur­round­ed the wag­on and moved on. The pris­on­ers be­gan to con­verse in a low voice.

			“They will give us to the Swedes,” said Mirs­ki; “I ex­pect­ed that.”

			“I would rather sit among en­e­mies than traitors,” an­swered Stankye­vich.

			“And I would rather have a bul­let in my fore­head,” said Volody­ovs­ki, “than sit with fold­ed arms dur­ing such an un­for­tu­nate war.”

			“Do not blas­pheme, Michael,” an­swered Za­glo­ba, “for from the wag­on, should a con­ve­nient mo­ment come, you may give a plunge, and from Bir­ji al­so; but it is hard to es­cape with a bul­let in the fore­head. I fore­saw that that traitor would not dare to put bul­lets in our heads.”

			“Is there a thing which Radzivill does not dare to do?” asked Mirs­ki. “It is clear that you have come from afar and know him not. On whom­so­ev­er he has sworn vengeance, that man is as good as in the grave; and I re­mem­ber no in­stance of his for­giv­ing any­one the slight­est of­fence.”

			“But still he did not dare to raise hands on me!” an­swered Za­glo­ba. “Who knows if you have not to thank me for your lives?”

			“And how?”

			“Be­cause the Khan loves me won­der­ful­ly, for I dis­cov­ered a con­spir­a­cy against his life when I was a cap­tive in the Crimea. And our gra­cious king, Yan Kaz­imir, loves me too. Radzivill, the son of a such a one, did not wish to break with two such po­ten­tates; for they might reach him, even in Lithua­nia.”

			“Ah! what are you say­ing? He hates the king as the dev­il does holy wa­ter, and would be still more en­ven­omed against you did he know you to be a con­fi­dant of the king,” ob­served Stankye­vich.

			“I think this,” said Os­ky­erko. “To avoid odi­um the het­man would not stain him­self with our blood, but I could swear that this of­fi­cer is bear­ing an or­der to the Swedes in Bir­ji to shoot us on the spot.”

			“Oi!” ex­claimed Za­glo­ba.

			They were silent for a mo­ment; mean­while the wag­on had rolled in­to the square of Kyedani. The town was sleep­ing, there were no lights in the win­dows, on­ly the dogs be­fore the hous­es snapped an­gri­ly at the pass­ing par­ty.

			“Well,” said Za­glo­ba, “we have gained time any­how, and per­haps a chance will serve us, and some strat­a­gem may come to my head.” Here he turned to the old colonels: “Gen­tle­men, you know me lit­tle, but ask my com­rades about the hot places in which I have been, and from which I have al­ways es­caped. Tell me, what kind of of­fi­cer is this who com­mands the con­voy? Could he be per­suad­ed not to ad­here to a traitor, but take the side of his coun­try and join us?”

			“That is Roh Ko­val­s­ki of the Ko­rab Ko­val­skis,” an­swered Os­ky­erko.

			“I know him. You might as well per­suade his horse as him; for as God is boun­ti­ful I know not which is more stupid.”

			“But why did they make him of­fi­cer?”

			“He car­ried the ban­ner with Mye­leshko’s dra­goons; for this no wit is need­ed. But he was made of­fi­cer be­cause his fist pleased the prince; for he breaks horse­shoes, wres­tles with tame bears, and the man has not yet been dis­cov­ered whom he can­not bring to the earth.”

			“Has he such strength?”

			“That he has such strength is true; but were his su­pe­ri­or to or­der him to bat­ter down a wall with his head he would fall to bat­ter­ing it with­out a mo­ment’s de­lay. He is or­dered to take us to Bir­ji, and he will take us, even if the earth had to sink.”

			“ ’Pon my word,” said Za­glo­ba, who lis­tened to this con­ver­sa­tion with great at­ten­tion, “he is a res­o­lute fel­low.”

			“Yes, but with him res­o­lu­tion con­sists in stu­pid­i­ty alone. When he has time, and is not eat­ing, he is sleep­ing. It is an as­ton­ish­ing thing, which you will not be­lieve; but once he slept forty-eight hours in the bar­racks, and yawned when they dragged him from the plank bed.”

			“This of­fi­cer pleas­es me great­ly,” said Za­glo­ba, “for I al­ways like to know with whom I have to do.”

			When he had said this he turned to Ko­val­s­ki. “But come this way, please!” cried he, in a pa­tron­iz­ing tone.

			“What is it?” asked Ko­val­s­ki, turn­ing his horse.

			“Have you gorail­ka?”

			“I have.”

			“Give it!”

			“How give it?”

			“You know, gra­cious Ko­val­s­ki, if it were not per­mit­ted you would have had an or­der not to give it; but since you have not an or­der, give it.”

			“Ah,” said Ko­val­s­ki, as­ton­ished, “as I live! but that is like forc­ing.”

			“Forc­ing or not forc­ing, it is per­mit­ted you; and it is prop­er to as­sist a blood rel­a­tive and an old­er man, who, if he had mar­ried your moth­er, might have been your fa­ther as eas­i­ly as wink.”

			“What rel­a­tive are you of mine?”

			“I am, for there are two stocks of Ko­val­skis—they who use the seal of Vyerush and have a goat paint­ed on their shield, with up­raised hind leg; and they who have on their shield the ship in which their an­ces­tor Ko­val­s­ki sailed from Eng­land across the sea to Poland; and these are my rel­a­tives, through my grand­moth­er, and this is why I, too, have the ship on my shield.”

			“As God lives! you are my rel­a­tive.”

			“Are you a Ko­rab (ship)?”

			“A Ko­rab.”

			“My own blood, as God is dear to me!” cried Za­glo­ba. “It is lucky that we have met, for in very truth I have come here to Lithua­nia to see the Ko­val­skis; and though I am in bonds while you are on horse­back and in free­dom I would glad­ly em­brace you, for what is one’s own is one’s own.”

			“How can I help you? They com­mand­ed me to take you to Bir­ji; I will take you. Blood is blood, but ser­vice is ser­vice.”

			“Call me Un­cle,” said Za­glo­ba.

			“Here is gorail­ka for you, Un­cle,” said Ko­val­s­ki; “I can do that much.”

			Za­glo­ba took the flask glad­ly, and drank to his lik­ing. Soon a pleas­ant warmth spread through his mem­bers. It be­gan to grow clear in his brain, and his mind be­came bright.

			“Come down from the horse,” said he to Ko­val­s­ki, “and sit here a short time in the wag­on; let us talk, for I should like to have you say some­thing about our fam­i­ly. I re­spect ser­vice, but this too is per­mit­ted.”

			Ko­val­s­ki did not an­swer for a while.

			“This was not for­bid­den,” said he, at last.

			Soon af­ter he was sit­ting at the side of Za­glo­ba, and stretched him­self glad­ly on the straw with which the wag­on was filled.

			Za­glo­ba em­braced him hearti­ly.

			“How is the health of thy old fa­ther?—God help me—I’ve for­got­ten his name.”

			“Roh, al­so.”

			“That’s right, that’s right. Roh be­gat Roh—that is ac­cord­ing to com­mand. You must call your son Roh as well, so that ev­ery hoopoo may have his top­knot. But are you mar­ried?”

			“Of course! I am Ko­val­s­ki, and here is Pani Ko­val­s­ki; I don’t want any oth­er.”

			So say­ing, the young of­fi­cer raised to the eyes of Za­glo­ba the hilt of a heavy dra­goon sabre, and re­peat­ed, “I don’t want any oth­er.”

			“Prop­er!” said Za­glo­ba. “Roh, son of Roh, you are great­ly pleas­ing to me. A sol­dier is best ac­com­mo­dat­ed when he has no wife save such a one, and I will say more—she will be a wid­ow be­fore you will be a wid­ow­er. The on­ly pity is that you can­not have young Rohs by her, for I see that you are a keen cav­a­lier, and it would be a sin were such a stock to die out.”

			“Oh, no fear of that!” said Ko­val­s­ki; “there are six broth­ers of us.”

			“And all Rohs?”

			“Does Un­cle know that if not the first, then the sec­ond, has to be Roh?—for Roh is our spe­cial pa­tron.”

			“Let us drink again.”

			“Very well.”

			Za­glo­ba raised the bot­tle; he did not drink all, how­ev­er, but gave it to the of­fi­cer and said, “To the bot­tom, to the bot­tom! It is a pity that I can­not see you,” con­tin­ued he. “The night is so dark that you might hit a man in the face, you would not know your own fin­gers by sight. But hear me, Roh, where was that army go­ing from Kyedani when we drove out?”

			“Against the in­sur­gents.”

			“The Most High God knows who is in­sur­gent—you or they.”

			“I an in­sur­gent? How could that be? I do what my het­man com­mands.”

			“But the het­man does not do what the king com­mands, for sure­ly the king did not com­mand him to join the Swedes. Would you not rather slay the Swedes than give me, your rel­a­tive, in­to their hands?”

			“I might; but for ev­ery com­mand there is obe­di­ence.”

			“And Pani Ko­val­s­ki would rather slay Swedes; I know her. Speak­ing be­tween us, the het­man has re­belled against the king and the coun­try. Don’t say this to any­one, but it is so; and those who serve him are rebels too.”

			“It is not prop­er for me to hear this. The het­man has his su­pe­ri­or, and I have mine; what is his own be­longs to the het­man, and God would pun­ish me if I were to op­pose him. That is an un­heard of thing.”

			“You speak hon­est­ly; but think, Roh, if you were to hap­pen in­to the hands of those in­sur­gents, I should be free, and it would be no fault of yours, for nec Her­cules con­tra plures!—I do not know where those squadrons are, but you must know, and you see we might turn to­ward them a lit­tle.”

			“How is that?”

			“As if we went by chance to them? It would not be your fault if they res­cued us. You would not have me on your con­science—and to have a rel­a­tive on a man’s con­science, be­lieve me, is a ter­ri­ble bur­den.”

			“Oh Un­cle, what are you say­ing! As God lives, I will leave the wag­on and sit on my horse. It is not I who will have un­cle on my con­science, but the het­man. While I live, noth­ing will come of this talk.”

			“Noth­ing is noth­ing!” said Za­glo­ba; “I pre­fer that you speak sin­cere­ly, though I was your un­cle be­fore Radzivill was your het­man. And do you know, Roh, what an un­cle is?”

			“An un­cle is an un­cle.”

			“You have cal­cu­lat­ed very adroit­ly; but when a man has no fa­ther, the Scrip­tures say that he must obey his un­cle. The pow­er of an un­cle is as that of a fa­ther, which it is a sin to re­sist. For con­sid­er even this, that who­ev­er mar­ries may eas­i­ly be­come a fa­ther; but in your un­cle flows the same blood as in your moth­er. I am not in truth the broth­er of your moth­er, but my grand­moth­er must have been your grand­moth­er’s aunt. Know then that the au­thor­i­ty of sev­er­al gen­er­a­tions rests in me; for like ev­ery­thing else in the world we are mor­tal, there­fore au­thor­i­ty pass­es from one of us to an­oth­er, and nei­ther the het­man nor the king can ig­nore it, nor force any­one to op­pose it. It is sa­cred! Has the full het­man or even the grand het­man the right to com­mand not mere­ly a no­ble or an of­fi­cer, but any kind of camp-fol­low­er, to rise up against his fa­ther, his moth­er, his grand­fa­ther, or his blind old grand­moth­er? An­swer me that, Roh. Has he the right?”

			“What?” asked Ko­val­s­ki, with a sleepy voice.

			“Against his blind old grand­moth­er!” re­peat­ed Za­glo­ba. “Who in that case would be will­ing to mar­ry and beget chil­dren, or wait for grand­chil­dren? An­swer me that, Roh.”

			“I am Ko­val­s­ki, and this is Pani Ko­val­s­ki,” said the still sleepi­er of­fi­cer.

			“If it is your wish, let it be so,” an­swered Za­glo­ba. “Bet­ter in­deed that you have no chil­dren, there will be few­er fools to storm around in the world. Is it not true, Roh?”

			Za­glo­ba held down his ear, but heard noth­ing—no an­swer now.

			“Roh! Roh!” called he, in a low voice.

			Ko­val­s­ki was sleep­ing like a dead man.

			“Are you sleep­ing?” mut­tered Za­glo­ba. “Wait a bit—I will take this iron pot off your head, for it is of no use to you. This cloak is too tight at the throat; it might cause apoplexy. What sort of rel­a­tive were I, did I not save you?”

			Here Za­glo­ba’s hands be­gan to move light­ly about the head and neck of Ko­val­s­ki. In the wag­on all were in a deep sleep; the sol­diers too nod­ded in the sad­dles; some in front were singing in a low voice, while look­ing out the road care­ful­ly—for the night, though not rainy, was ex­ceed­ing­ly dark.

			Af­ter a time, how­ev­er, the sol­dier lead­ing Ko­val­s­ki’s horse be­hind the wag­on saw in the dark­ness the cloak and bright hel­met of his of­fi­cer. Ko­val­s­ki, with­out stop­ping the wag­on, slipped out and nod­ded to give him the horse. In a mo­ment he mount­ed.

			“Pan Com­man­dant, where shall we stop to feed?” asked the sergeant, ap­proach­ing him.

			Pan Roh gave no word in re­ply, but mov­ing for­ward passed slow­ly those rid­ing in front and van­ished in the dark­ness. Soon there came to the ears of the dra­goons the quick tramp of a horse.

			“The com­man­dant has gone at a gal­lop!” said they to one an­oth­er. “Sure­ly he wants to look around to see if there is some pub­lic house near by. It is time to feed the hors­es—time.”

			A half-hour passed, an hour, two hours, and Pan Ko­val­s­ki seemed to be ahead all the time, for some­how he was not vis­i­ble. The hors­es grew very tired, es­pe­cial­ly those draw­ing the wag­on, and be­gan to drag on slow­ly. The stars were leav­ing the sky.

			“Gal­lop to the com­man­dant,” said the sergeant; “tell him the hors­es are bare­ly able to drag along, and the wag­on hors­es are tired.”

			One of the sol­diers moved ahead, but af­ter an hour re­turned alone.

			“There is nei­ther trace nor ash­es of the com­man­dant,” said the sol­dier; “he must have rid­den five miles ahead.”

			The sol­diers be­gan to grum­ble.

			“It is well for him he slept through the day, and just now on the wag­on; but do thou, sol­dier, pound through the night with the last breath of thy horse and thy­self!”

			“There is an inn eighty rods dis­tant,” said the sol­dier who had rid­den ahead. “I thought to find him there, but no! I lis­tened, try­ing to hear the horse—Noth­ing to be heard. The dev­il knows where he is!”

			“We will stop at the inn any­how,” said the sergeant. “We must let the hors­es rest.”

			In fact they halt­ed be­fore the inn. The sol­diers dis­mount­ed. Some went to knock at the door; oth­ers un­tied bun­dles of hay, hang­ing at the sad­dles, to feed the hors­es even from their hands.

			The pris­on­ers woke when the move­ment of the wag­on ceased.

			“But where are we go­ing?” asked old Stankye­vich.

			“I can­not tell in the night,” an­swered Volody­ovs­ki, “es­pe­cial­ly as we are not go­ing to Upi­ta.”

			“But does not the load from Kyedani to Bir­ji lie through Upi­ta?” asked Pan Yan.

			“It does. But in Upi­ta is my squadron, which clear­ly the prince fears may re­sist, there­fore he or­dered Ko­val­s­ki to take an­oth­er road. Just out­side Kyedani we turned to Dal­no­vo and Kro­ki; from the sec­ond place we shall go sure­ly through Beysagoli and Shavli. It is a lit­tle out of the way, but Upi­ta and Ponyevyej will re­main at the right. On this road there are no squadrons, for all that were there were brought to Kyedani, so as to have them at hand.”

			“But Pan Za­glo­ba,” said Stankye­vich, “in­stead of think­ing of strat­a­gems, as he promised, is sleep­ing sweet­ly, and snor­ing.”

			“Let him sleep. It is clear that he was wea­ried from talk with that stupid com­man­dant, re­la­tion­ship with whom he con­fessed. It is ev­i­dent that he want­ed to cap­ture him, but with no re­sult. Whoso would not leave Radzivill for his coun­try, will sure­ly not leave him for a dis­tant rel­a­tive.”

			“Are they re­al­ly rel­a­tives?” asked Os­ky­erko.

			“They? They are as much rel­a­tives as you and I,” an­swered Volody­ovs­ki. “When Za­glo­ba spoke of their com­mon es­cutcheon, I knew it was not true, for I know well that his is called wczele (in the fore­head).”

			“And where is Pan Ko­val­s­ki?”

			“He must be with the sol­diers or in the inn.”

			“I should like to ask him to let me sit on some sol­dier’s horse,” said Mirs­ki, “for my bones are be­numbed.”

			“He will not grant that,” said Stankye­vich; “for the night is dark, you could eas­i­ly put spurs to the horse, and be off. Who could over­take?”

			“I will give him my word of hon­or not to at­tempt es­cape; be­sides, dawn will be­gin di­rect­ly.”

			“Sol­dier, where is the com­man­dant?” asked Volody­ovs­ki of a dra­goon stand­ing near.

			“Who knows?”

			“How, who knows? When I ask thee to call him, call him.”

			“We know not our­selves, Colonel, where he is,” said the dra­goon. “Since he crawled out of the wag­on and rode ahead, he has not come back.”

			“Tell him when he comes that we would speak with him.”

			“As the Colonel wish­es,” an­swered the sol­dier.

			The pris­on­ers were silent. From time to time on­ly loud yawn­ing was heard on the wag­on; the hors­es were chew­ing hay at one side. The sol­diers around the wag­on, rest­ing on the sad­dles, were doz­ing; oth­ers talked in a low voice, or re­freshed them­selves each with what he had, for it turned out that the inn was de­sert­ed and ten­ant­less.

			The night had be­gun to grow pale. On its east­ern side the dark back­ground of the sky was be­com­ing slight­ly gray; the stars, go­ing out grad­u­al­ly, twin­kled with an un­cer­tain, fail­ing light. Then the roof of the inn be­came hoary; the trees grow­ing near it were edged with sil­ver. The hors­es and men seemed to rise out of the shade. Af­ter a while it was pos­si­ble to dis­tin­guish faces, and the yel­low col­or of the cloaks. The hel­mets be­gan to re­flect the morn­ing gleam.

			Volody­ovs­ki opened his arms and stretched him­self, yawn­ing from ear to ear; then he looked at the sleep­ing Za­glo­ba. All at once he threw back his arms and shout­ed—

			“May the bul­lets strike him! In God’s name! Gra­cious gen­tle­men, look here!”

			“What has hap­pened?” asked the colonels, open­ing their eyes.

			“Look here, look here!” said Volody­ovs­ki, point­ing at the sleep­ing form.

			The pris­on­ers turned their glances in the di­rec­tion in­di­cat­ed, and amaze­ment was re­flect­ed on ev­ery face. Un­der the bur­ka, and in the cap of Za­glo­ba, slept, with the sleep of the just, Pan Roh Ko­val­s­ki; but Za­glo­ba was not in the wag­on.

			“He has es­caped, as God is dear to me!” said the as­ton­ished Mirs­ki, look­ing around on ev­ery side, as if he did not yet be­lieve his own eyes.

			“Oh, he is a fin­ished rogue! May the hang­man—” cried Stankye­vich.

			“He took the hel­met and yel­low cloak of that fool, and es­caped on his horse.”

			“Van­ished as if he had dropped in­to wa­ter.”

			“He said he would get away by strat­a­gem.”

			“They will nev­er see him again!”

			“Gen­tle­men,” said Volody­ovs­ki, with de­light, “you know not that man; and I swear to you to­day that he will res­cue us yet—I know not how, when, with what means—but I swear that he will.”

			“God grant it! One can­not be­lieve his eye­sight,” said Pan Stanislav.

			The sol­diers now saw what had hap­pened. An up­roar rose among them. One crowd­ed ahead of the oth­er to the wag­on, stared at their com­man­dant, dressed in a camel’s hair bur­ka and lynx-skin cap, and sleep­ing sound­ly.

			The sergeant be­gan to shake him with­out cer­e­mo­ny. “Com­man­dant! com­man­dant!”

			“I am Ko­val­s­ki, and this is Pani Ko­val­s­ki,” mut­tered Roh.

			“Com­man­dant, a pris­on­er has fled.”

			Ko­val­s­ki sat up in the wag­on and opened his eyes. “What?”

			“A pris­on­er has fled—that bulky no­ble who was talk­ing with the com­man­dant.”

			The of­fi­cer came to his sens­es. “Im­pos­si­ble!” cried he, with ter­ri­fied voice. “How was it? What hap­pened? How did he es­cape?”

			“In the hel­met and cloak of the com­man­dant; the sol­diers did not know him, the night was dark.”

			“Where is my horse?” cried Ko­val­s­ki.

			“The horse is gone. The no­ble fled on him.”

			“On my horse?”

			“Yes.”

			Ko­val­s­ki seized him­self by the head. “Je­sus of Nazareth! King of the Jews!”

			Af­ter a while he shout­ed, “Give here that dog-faith, that son of a such a one who gave him the horse!”

			“Pan Com­man­dant, the sol­dier is not to blame. The night was dark, you might have struck a man in the face, and he took your hel­met and cloak; rode near me, and I did not know him. If your grace had not sat in the wag­on, he could not have done it.”

			“Kill me, kill me!” cried the un­for­tu­nate of­fi­cer.

			“What is to be done?”

			“Kill him, catch him!”

			“That can­not be done in any way. He is on your horse—the best horse; ours are ter­ri­bly road-weary. He fled at the first cock­crow; we can­not over­take him.”

			“Hunt for a wind in the field!” said Stankye­vich.

			Ko­val­s­ki, in a rage, turned to the pris­on­ers. “You helped him to es­cape! I will—”

			Here he balled his gi­gan­tic fist, and be­gan to ap­proach them. Then Mirs­ki said threat­en­ing­ly, “Shout not, and re­mem­ber that you are speak­ing to su­pe­ri­ors.”

			Ko­val­s­ki quiv­ered, and straight­ened him­self in­vol­un­tar­i­ly; for re­al­ly his dig­ni­ty in pres­ence of such a Mirs­ki was noth­ing, and all his pris­on­ers were a head above him in rank and sig­nif­i­cance.

			Stankye­vich added: “If you have been com­mand­ed to take us, take us; but raise no voice, for to­mor­row you may be un­der the com­mand of any one of us.”

			Ko­val­s­ki stared and was silent.

			“There is no doubt you have fooled away your head, Pan Roh,” said Os­ky­erko. “To say, as you do, that we helped him is non­sense; for, to be­gin with, we were sleep­ing, just as you were, and sec­ond­ly, each one would have helped him­self rather than an­oth­er. But you have fooled away your head. There is no one to blame here but you. I would be the first to or­der you shot, since be­ing an of­fi­cer you fell asleep like a bad­ger, and al­lowed a pris­on­er to es­cape in your own hel­met and cloak, nay, on your own horse—an un­heard of thing, such as has not hap­pened since the be­gin­ning of the world.”

			“An old fox has fooled the young man!” said Mirs­ki. “Je­sus, Mary! I have not even the sabre!” cried Ko­val­s­ki.

			“Will not the sabre be of use to him?” asked Stankye­vich, laugh­ing. “Pan Os­ky­erko has said well—you have fooled away your head. You must have had pis­tols in the hol­sters too?”

			“I had!” said Ko­val­s­ki, as if out of his mind.

			Sud­den­ly he seized his head with both hands: “And the let­ter of the prince to the com­man­dant of Bir­ji! What shall I, un­for­tu­nate man, do now? I am lost for the ages! God give me a bul­let in the head!”

			“That will not miss you,” said Mirs­ki, se­ri­ous­ly. “How will you take us to Bir­ji now? What will hap­pen if you say that you have brought us as pris­on­ers, and we, su­pe­ri­or in rank, say that you are to be thrown in­to the dun­geon? Whom will they be­lieve? Do you think that the Swedish com­man­dant will de­tain us for the rea­son sim­ply that Pan Ko­val­s­ki will beg him to do so? He will rather be­lieve us, and con­fine you un­der ground.”

			“I am lost!” groaned Ko­val­s­ki.

			“Non­sense!” said Volody­ovs­ki.

			“What is to be done, Pan Com­man­dant?” asked the sergeant.

			“Go to all the dev­ils!” roared Ko­val­s­ki. “Do I know what to do, where to go? God give thun­der­bolts to slay thee!”

			“Go on, go on to Bir­ji; you will see!” said Mirs­ki.

			“Turn back to Kyedani,” cried Ko­val­s­ki.

			“If they will not plant you at the wall there and shoot you, may bris­tles cov­er me!” said Os­ky­erko. “How will you ap­pear be­fore the het­man’s face? Tfu! In­famy awaits you, and a bul­let in the head—noth­ing more.”

			“For I de­serve noth­ing more!” cried the un­for­tu­nate man.

			“Non­sense, Pan Roh! We alone can save you,” said Os­ky­erko. “You know that we were ready to go to the end of the world with the het­man, and per­ish. We have shed our blood more than once for the coun­try, and al­ways shed it will­ing­ly; but the het­man be­trayed the coun­try—he gave this land to the en­e­my; he joined with them against our gra­cious lord, to whom we swore al­le­giance. Do you think that it came easy to sol­diers like us to refuse obe­di­ence to a su­pe­ri­or, to act against dis­ci­pline, to re­sist our own het­man? But whoso to­day is with the het­man is against the king. Whoso to­day is with the het­man is a traitor to the king and the Com­mon­wealth. There­fore we cast down our ba­tons at the feet of the het­man; for virtue, du­ty, faith, and hon­or so com­mand­ed. And who did it? Was it I alone? No! Pan Mirs­ki, Pan Stankye­vich, the best sol­diers, the wor­thi­est men. Who re­mained with the het­man? Dis­turbers. But why do you not fol­low men bet­ter, wis­er, and old­er than your­self? Do you wish to bring in­famy on your name, and be trum­pet­ed forth as a traitor? En­ter in­to your­self; ask your con­science what you should do—re­main a traitor with Radzivill, the traitor, or go with us, who wish to give our last breath for the coun­try, shed the last drop of our blood for it. Would the ground had swal­lowed us be­fore we re­fused obe­di­ence to the het­man; but would that our souls nev­er es­caped hell, if we were to be­tray the king and the coun­try for the prof­it of Radzivill!”

			This dis­course seemed to make a great im­pres­sion on Ko­val­s­ki. He stared, opened his mouth, and af­ter a while said, “What do you wish of me, gen­tle­men?”

			“To go with us to the vo­evo­da of Vi­tyeb­sk, who will fight for the coun­try.”

			“But when I have an or­der to take you to Bir­ji?”

			“Talk with him,” said Mirs­ki.

			“We want you to dis­obey the com­mand—to leave the het­man, and go with us; do you un­der­stand?” said Os­ky­erko, im­pa­tient­ly.

			“Say what you like, but noth­ing will come of that. I am a sol­dier; what would I de­serve if I left the het­man? It is not my mind, but his; not my will, but his. When he sins he will an­swer for him­self and for me, and it is my dog-du­ty to obey him. I am a sim­ple man; what I do not ef­fect with my hand, I can­not with my head. But I know this—it is my du­ty to obey, and that is the end of it.”

			“Do what you like!” cried Mirs­ki.

			“It is my fault,” con­tin­ued Roh, “that I com­mand­ed to re­turn to Kyedani, for I was or­dered to go to Bir­ji; but I be­came a fool through that no­ble, who, though a rel­a­tive, did to me what a stranger would not have done. I wish he were not a rel­a­tive, but he is. He had not God in his heart to take my horse, de­prive me of the fa­vor of the prince, and bring pun­ish­ment on my shoul­ders. That is the kind of rel­a­tive he is! But, gen­tle­men, you will go to Bir­ji, let come what may af­ter­ward.”

			“A pity to lose time, Pan Os­ky­erko,” said Volody­ovs­ki.

			“Turn again to­ward Bir­ji!” cried Ko­val­s­ki to the dra­goons.

			They turned to­ward Bir­ji a sec­ond time. Pan Roh or­dered one of the dra­goons to sit in the wag­on; then he mount­ed that man’s horse, and rode by the side of the pris­on­ers, re­peat­ing for a time, “A rel­a­tive, and to do such a thing!”

			The pris­on­ers, hear­ing this, though not cer­tain of their fate and se­ri­ous­ly trou­bled, could not re­frain from laugh­ter; at last Volody­ovs­ki said, “Com­fort your­self, Pan Ko­val­s­ki, for that man has hung on a hook per­sons not such as you. He sur­passed Hmel­nit­s­ki him­self in cun­ning, and in strat­a­gems no one can equal him.”

			Ko­val­s­ki said noth­ing, but fell away a lit­tle from the wag­on, fear­ing ridicule. He was shame­faced in pres­ence of the pris­on­ers and of his own sol­diers, and was so trou­bled that he was piti­ful to look at.

			Mean­while the colonels were talk­ing of Za­glo­ba, and of his mar­vel­lous es­cape.

			“In truth, ’tis as­ton­ish­ing,” said Volody­ovs­ki, “that there are not in the world straits, out of which that man could not save him­self. When strength and brav­ery are of no avail, he es­capes through strat­a­gem. Oth­er men lose courage when death is hang­ing over their heads, or they com­mit them­selves to God, wait­ing for what will hap­pen; but he be­gins straight­way to work with his head, and al­ways thinks out some­thing. He is as brave in need as Achilles, but he prefers to fol­low Ulysses.”

			“I would not be his guard, though he were bound with chains,” said Stankye­vich; “for it is noth­ing that he will es­cape, but be­sides, he will ex­pose a man to ridicule.”

			“Of course!” said Pan Michael. “Now he will laugh at Ko­val­s­ki to the end of his life; and God guard a man from com­ing un­der his tongue, for there is not a sharp­er in the Com­mon­wealth. And when he be­gins, as is his cus­tom, to col­or his speech, then peo­ple are burst­ing from laugh­ter.”

			“But you say that in need he can use his sabre?” asked Stankye­vich.

			“Of course! He slew Burlei at Zbaraj, in view of the whole army.”

			“Well, God save us!” cried Stankye­vich, “I have nev­er seen such a man.”

			“He has ren­dered us a great ser­vice by his es­cape,” said Os­ky­erko, “for he took the let­ters of the het­man, and who knows what was writ­ten in them against us? I do not think that the Swedish com­man­dant at Bir­ji will give ear to us, and not to Ko­val­s­ki. That will not be, for we come as pris­on­ers, and he as com­mand­ing the con­voy. But cer­tain­ly they will not know what to do with us. In ev­ery case they will not cut off our heads, and that is the main thing.”

			“I spoke as I did mere­ly to con­fuse Ko­val­s­ki com­plete­ly,” said Mirs­ki; “but that they will not cut off our heads, as you say, is no great con­so­la­tion, God knows. Ev­ery­thing so com­bines that it would be bet­ter not to live; now an­oth­er war, a civ­il war, will break out, that will be fi­nal ru­in. What rea­son have I, old man, to look on these things?”

			“Or I, who re­mem­ber oth­er times?” said Stankye­vich.

			“You should not say that, gen­tle­men; for the mer­cy of God is greater than the rage of men, and his almighty hand may snatch us from the whirlpool pre­cise­ly when we least ex­pect.”

			“Holy are these words,” said Pan Yan. “And to us, men from un­der the stan­dard of the late Prince Yere­mi, it is griev­ous to live now, for we were ac­cus­tomed to vic­to­ry; and still one likes to serve the coun­try, if the Lord God would give at last a lead­er who is not a traitor, but one whom a man might trust with his whole heart and soul.”

			“Oi! true, true!” said Pan Michael. “A man would fight night and day.”

			“But I tell you, gen­tle­men, that this is the great­est de­spair,” said Mirs­ki; “for ev­ery­one wan­ders as in dark­ness, and asks him­self what to do, and un­cer­tain­ty sti­fles him, like a night­mare. I know not how it is with you, but men­tal dis­qui­et is rend­ing me. And when I think that I cast my ba­ton at the feet of the het­man, that I was the cause of re­sis­tance and mutiny, the rem­nants of my gray hair stand on my head from ter­ror. So it is! But what is to be done in pres­ence of open trea­son? Hap­py are they who do not need to give them­selves such ques­tions, and seek for an­swers in their souls.”

			“A lead­er, a lead­er; may the mer­ci­ful Lord give a lead­er!” said Stankye­vich, rais­ing his eyes to­ward heav­en.

			“Do not men say that the vo­evo­da of Vi­tyeb­sk is a won­der­ful­ly hon­est man?” asked Pan Stanislav.

			“They do,” replied Mirs­ki; “but he has not the ba­ton of grand or full het­man, and be­fore the king clothes him with the of­fice of het­man, he can act on­ly on his own ac­count. He will not go to the Swedes, or any­where else; that is cer­tain.”

			“Pan Gosyevs­ki, full het­man, is a cap­tive in Kyedani.”

			“Yes, for he is an hon­est man,” said Os­ky­erko. “When news of that came to me, I was dis­tressed, and had an im­me­di­ate fore­bod­ing of evil.”

			Pan Michael fell to think­ing, and said af­ter a while: “I was in War­saw once, and went to the king’s palace. Our gra­cious lord, since he loves sol­diers and had praised me for the Berestechko af­fair, knew me at once and com­mand­ed me to come to din­ner. At this din­ner I saw Pan Charnyet­s­ki, as the din­ner was spe­cial­ly for him. The king grew a lit­tle mer­ry from wine, pressed Charnyet­s­ki’s head, and said at last: ‘Even should the time come in which all will desert me, you will be faith­ful.’ With my own ears I heard that said, as it were with prophet­ic spir­it. Pan Charnyet­s­ki, from emo­tion, was hard­ly able to speak. He on­ly re­peat­ed: ‘To the last breath! to the last breath!’ And then the king shed tears—”

			“Who knows if those were not prophet­ic words, for the time of dis­as­ter had al­ready come,” said Mirs­ki.

			“Charnyet­s­ki is a great sol­dier,” replied Stankye­vich. “There are no lips in the Com­mon­wealth which do not re­peat his name.”

			“They say,” said Pan Yan, “that the Tar­tars, who are aid­ing Revera Po­tot­s­ki against Hmel­nit­s­ki, are so much in love with Charnyet­s­ki that they will not go where he is not with them.”

			“That is re­al truth,” an­swered Os­ky­erko. “I heard that told in Kyedani be­fore the het­man. We were all prais­ing at that time Charnyet­s­ki won­der­ful­ly, but it was not to the taste of Radzivill, for he frowned and said, ‘He is quar­ter­mas­ter of the king, but he might be un­der-staros­ta with me at Tykotsin.’ ”

			“En­vy, it is clear, was gnaw­ing him.”

			“It is a well-known fact that an apos­tate can­not en­dure the lus­tre of virtue.”

			Thus did the cap­tive colonels con­verse; then their speech was turned again to Za­glo­ba. Volody­ovs­ki as­sured them that aid might be looked for from him, for he was not the man to leave his friends in mis­for­tune.

			“I am cer­tain,” said he, “that he has fled to Upi­ta, where he will find my men, if they are not yet de­feat­ed, or tak­en by force to Kyedani. With them he will come to res­cue us, un­less they refuse to come, which I do not ex­pect; for in the squadron are Lau­da men chiefly, and they are fond of me.”

			“But they are old clients of Radzivill,” re­marked Mirs­ki.

			“True; but when they hear of the sur­ren­der of Lithua­nia to the Swedes, the im­pris­on­ment of the full het­man and Pan Yudyt­s­ki, of you and me, it will turn their hearts away great­ly from Radzivill. Those are hon­est no­bles; Pan Za­glo­ba will ne­glect noth­ing to paint the het­man with soot, and he can do that bet­ter than any of us.”

			“True,” said Pan Stanislav; “but mean­while we shall be in Bir­ji.”

			“That can­not be, for we are mak­ing a cir­cle to avoid Upi­ta, and from Upi­ta the road is di­rect as if cut with a sick­le. Even were they to start a day lat­er, or two days, they could still be in Bir­ji be­fore us, and block our way. We are on­ly go­ing to Shavli now, and from there we shall go to Bir­ji di­rect­ly; but you must know that it is near­er from Upi­ta to Bir­ji than to Shavli.”

			“As I live, it is near­er, and the road is bet­ter,” said Mirs­ki, “for it is a high road.”

			“There it is! And we are not yet in Shavli.”

			On­ly in the evening did they see the hill called Saltuves-Kalnas, at the foot of which Shavli stands. On the road they saw that dis­qui­et was reign­ing in all the vil­lages and towns through which they passed. Ev­i­dent­ly news of the het­man’s de­ser­tion to the Swedes had run through all Jmud. Here and there the peo­ple asked the sol­diers if it were true that the coun­try was to be oc­cu­pied by Swedes; here and there crowds of peas­ants were leav­ing the vil­lages with their wives, chil­dren, cat­tle, and ef­fects, and go­ing to the depths of the for­est, with which the whole re­gion was thick­ly cov­ered. In places the as­pect of the peas­ants was al­most threat­en­ing, for ev­i­dent­ly the dra­goons were tak­en for Swedes. In vil­lages in­hab­it­ed by no­bles they were asked di­rect­ly who they were and where they were go­ing; and when Ko­val­s­ki, in­stead of an­swer­ing, com­mand­ed them to leave the road, it came to shouts and threats to such a de­gree that mus­kets lev­elled for fir­ing were bare­ly suf­fi­cient to open a pas­sage.

			The high­way lead­ing from Kovno through Shavli to Mi­ta­va was cov­ered with wag­ons and car­riages, in which were the wives and chil­dren of no­bles wish­ing to take refuge from war in es­tates in Cour­land. In Shavli it­self, which was an ap­panage of the king, there were no pri­vate squadrons of the het­man, or men of the quo­ta; but here the cap­tive colonels saw for the first time a Swedish de­tach­ment, com­posed of twen­ty-five knights, who had come on a re­con­nois­sance from Bir­ji. Crowds of Jews and cit­i­zens were star­ing at the strangers. The colonels too gazed at them with cu­rios­i­ty, es­pe­cial­ly Volody­ovs­ki, who had nev­er be­fore seen Swedes; hence he ex­am­ined them ea­ger­ly with the de­sir­ing eyes with which a wolf looks at a flock of sheep.

			Pan Ko­val­s­ki en­tered in­to com­mu­ni­ca­tion with the of­fi­cer, de­clared who he was, where he was go­ing, whom he was con­vey­ing, and re­quest­ed him to join his men to the dra­goons, for greater safe­ty on the road. But the of­fi­cer an­swered that he had an or­der to push as far as pos­si­ble in­to the depth of the coun­try, so as to be con­vinced of its con­di­tion, there­fore he could not re­turn to Bir­ji; but he gave as­sur­ance that the road was safe ev­ery­where, for small de­tach­ments, sent out from Bir­ji, were mov­ing in all di­rec­tions—some were sent even as far as Kyedani. Af­ter he had rest­ed till mid­night, and fed the hors­es, which were very tired, Pan Roh moved on his way, turn­ing from Shavli to the east through Yohav­ishkyele and Posvut to­ward Bir­ji, so as to reach the di­rect high­way from Upi­ta and Ponyevyej.

			“If Za­glo­ba comes to our res­cue,” said Volody­ovs­ki, about day­light, “it will be eas­i­est to take this road, for he could start right at Upi­ta.”

			“Maybe he is lurk­ing here some­where,” said Pan Stanislav.

			“I had hope till I saw the Swedes,” said Stankye­vich, “but now it strikes me that there is no help for us.”

			“Za­glo­ba has a head to avoid them or to fool them; and he will be able to do so.”

			“But he does not know the coun­try.”

			“The Lau­da peo­ple know it; for some of them take hemp, wain­scots, and pitch to Riga, and there is no lack of such men in my squadron.”

			“The Swedes must have oc­cu­pied all the places about Bir­ji.”

			“Fine sol­diers, those whom we saw in Shavli, I must con­fess,” said the lit­tle knight, “man for man splen­did! Did you no­tice what well-fed hors­es they had?”

			“Those are Liv­land hors­es, very pow­er­ful,” said Mirs­ki. “Our hus­sar and ar­mored of­fi­cers send to Liv­land for hors­es, since our beasts are small.”

			“Tell me of the Swedish in­fantry!” put in Stankye­vich. “Though the cav­al­ry makes a splen­did ap­pear­ance, it is in­fe­ri­or. When­ev­er one of our squadrons, and es­pe­cial­ly of the im­por­tant di­vi­sions, rushed on their cav­al­ry, the Swedes did not hold out while you could say ‘Our Fa­ther’ twice.”

			“You have tried them in old times,” said the lit­tle knight, “but I have no chance of test­ing them. I tell you, gen­tle­men, when I saw them now in Shavli, with their beards yel­low as flax, ants be­gan to crawl over my fin­gers. Ei, the soul would to par­adise; but sit thou here in the wag­on, and sigh.”

			The colonels were silent; but ev­i­dent­ly not Pan Michael alone was burn­ing with such friend­ly feel­ing to­ward the Swedes, for soon the fol­low­ing con­ver­sa­tion of the dra­goons sur­round­ing the wag­on came to the ears of the pris­on­ers.

			“Did you see those pa­gan dog-faiths?” said one sol­dier; “we were to fight with them, but now we must clean their hors­es.”

			“May the bright thun­der­bolts crush them!” mut­tered an­oth­er dra­goon.

			“He qui­et, the Swede will teach thee man­ners with a broom over thy head!”

			“Or I him.”

			“Thou art a fool! Not such as thou wish to rush at them; thou seest what has hap­pened.”

			“We are tak­ing the great­est knights to them, as if in­to the dog’s mouth. They, the sons of Jew moth­ers, will abuse these knights.”

			“With­out a Jew you can­not talk with such trash. The com­man­dant in Shavli had to send for a Jew right away.”

			“May the plague kill them!”

			Here the first sol­dier low­ered his voice some­what and said, “They say the best sol­diers do not wish to fight against their own king.”

			“Of course not! Did you not see the Hun­gar­i­ans, or how the het­man used troops against those re­sist­ing. It is un­known yet what will hap­pen. Some of our dra­goons too took part with the Hun­gar­i­ans; these men very like­ly are shot by this time.”

			“That is a re­ward for faith­ful ser­vice!”

			“To the dev­il with such work! A Jew’s ser­vice!”

			“Halt!” cried, on a sud­den, Ko­val­s­ki rid­ing in front.

			“May a bul­let halt in thy snout!” mut­tered a voice near the wag­on.

			“Who is there?” asked the sol­diers of one an­oth­er.

			“Halt!” came a sec­ond com­mand.

			The wag­on stopped. The sol­diers held in their hors­es. The day was pleas­ant, clear. The sun had risen, and by its rays was to be seen, on the high­way ahead, clus­ters of dust ris­ing as if herds or troops were com­ing.

			Soon the dust be­gan to shine, as if some­one were scat­ter­ing sparks in the bunch­es of it; and lights glit­tered each mo­ment more clear­ly, like burn­ing can­dles sur­round­ed with smoke.

			“Those are spears gleam­ing!” cried Pan Michael.

			“Troops are com­ing.”

			“Sure­ly some Swedish de­tach­ment!”

			“With them on­ly in­fantry have spears; but there the dust is mov­ing quick­ly. That is cav­al­ry—our men!”

			“Ours, ours!” re­peat­ed the dra­goons.

			“Form!” thun­dered Pan Roh.

			The dra­goons sur­round­ed the wag­on in a cir­cle. Pan Volody­ovs­ki had flame in his eyes.

			“Those are my Lau­da men with Za­glo­ba! It can­not be oth­er­wise!”

			Now on­ly forty rods di­vid­ed those ap­proach­ing from the wag­on, and the dis­tance de­creased ev­ery in­stant, for the com­ing de­tach­ment was mov­ing at a trot. Fi­nal­ly, from out the dust pushed a strong body of troops mov­ing in good or­der, as if to at­tack. In a mo­ment they were near­er. In the first rank, a lit­tle from the right side, moved, un­der a bunchuck, some pow­er­ful man with a ba­ton in his hand. Scarce­ly had Volody­ovs­ki put eye on him when he cried—

			“Pan Za­glo­ba! As I love God, Pan Za­glo­ba!”

			A smile bright­ened the face of Pan Yan. “It is he, and no one else, and un­der a bunchuck! He has al­ready cre­at­ed him­self het­man. I should have known him by that whim any­where. That man will die as he was born.”

			“May the Lord God give him health!” said Os­ky­erko.

			Then he put his hands around his mouth and be­gan to call, “Gra­cious Ko­val­s­ki! your rel­a­tive is com­ing to vis­it you!”

			But Pan Roh did not hear, for he was just form­ing his dra­goons. And it is on­ly jus­tice to de­clare that though he had a hand­ful of men, and on the oth­er side a whole squadron was rolling against him, he was not con­fused, nor did he lose courage. He placed the dra­goons in two ranks in front of the wag­on; but the oth­ers stretched out and ap­proached in a half-cir­cle, Tar­tar fash­ion, from both sides of the field. But ev­i­dent­ly they wished to par­ley, for they be­gan to wave a flag and cry—

			“Stop! stop!”

			“For­ward!” cried Ko­val­s­ki.

			“Yield!” was cried from the road.

			“Fire!” com­mand­ed in an­swer Ko­val­s­ki.

			Dull si­lence fol­lowed—not a sin­gle dra­goon fired. Pan Roh was dumb for a mo­ment; then he rushed as if wild on his own dra­goons.

			“Fire, dog-faiths!” roared he, with a ter­ri­ble voice; and with one blow of his fist he knocked from his horse the near­est sol­dier.

			Oth­ers be­gan to draw back be­fore the rage of the man, but no one obeyed the com­mand. All at once they scat­tered, like a flock of fright­ened par­tridges, in the twin­kle of an eye.

			“Still I would have those sol­diers shot!” mut­tered Mirs­ki.

			Mean­while Ko­val­s­ki, see­ing that his own men had left him, turned his horse to the at­tack­ing ranks.

			“For me death is there!” cried he, with a ter­ri­ble voice.

			And he sprang at them, like a thun­der­bolt. But be­fore he had passed half the dis­tance a shot rat­tled from Za­glo­ba’s ranks.

			Pan Roh’s horse thrust his nose in­to the dust and fell, throw­ing his rid­er. At the same mo­ment a sol­dier of Volody­ovs­ki’s squadron pushed for­ward like light­ning, and caught by the shoul­der the of­fi­cer ris­ing from the ground.

			“That is Yuz­va Butrym,” cried Volody­ovs­ki, “Yuz­va Foot­less!”

			Pan Roh in his turn seized Yuz­va by the skirt, and the skirt re­mained in his hand; then they strug­gled like two en­raged fal­cons, for both had gi­gan­tic strength. Butrym’s stir­rup broke; he fell to the ground and turned over, but he did not let Pan Roh go, and both formed as it were one ball, which rolled along the road.

			Oth­ers ran up. About twen­ty hands seized Ko­val­s­ki, who tore and dragged like a bear in a net; he hurled men around, as a wild boar hurls dogs; he raised him­self again and did not give up the bat­tle. He want­ed to die, but he heard tens of voic­es re­peat­ing the words, “Take him alive! take him alive!” At last his strength for­sook him, and he faint­ed.

			Mean­while Za­glo­ba was at the wag­on, or rather on the wag­on, and had seized in his em­braces Pan Yan, the lit­tle knight, Mirs­ki, Stankye­vich, and Os­ky­erko, call­ing with pant­ing voice—

			“Ha! Za­glo­ba was good for some­thing! Now we will give it to that Radzivill. We are free gen­tle­men, and we have men. We’ll go straight­way to rav­age his prop­er­ty. Well! did the strat­a­gem suc­ceed? I should have got you out—if not in one way, in an­oth­er. I am so blown that I can bare­ly draw breath. Now for Radzivill’s prop­er­ty, gra­cious gen­tle­men, now for Radzivill’s prop­er­ty! You do not know yet as much of Radzivill as I do!”

			Fur­ther out­bursts were in­ter­rupt­ed by the Lau­da men, who ran one af­ter an­oth­er to greet their colonel. The Butryms, the Smoky Gost­sye­vich­es, the Do­ma­she­vich­es, the Stakyans, the Gash­tovts, crowd­ed around the wag­on, and pow­er­ful throats bel­lowed con­tin­u­al­ly—

			“Vi­vat! vi­vat!”

			“Gra­cious gen­tle­men,” said the lit­tle knight when it grew some­what qui­eter, “most beloved com­rades, I thank you for your love. It is a ter­ri­ble thing that we must refuse obe­di­ence to the het­man, and raise hands against him; but since his trea­son is clear, we can­not do oth­er­wise. We will not desert our coun­try and our gra­cious king—Vi­vat Jo­hannes Casimirus Rex!”

			“Vi­vat Jo­hannes Casimirus Rex!” re­peat­ed three hun­dred voic­es.

			“At­tack the prop­er­ty of Radzivill!” shout­ed Za­glo­ba, “emp­ty his larders and cel­lars!”

			“Hors­es for us!” cried the lit­tle knight.

			They gal­loped for hors­es.

			Then Za­glo­ba said, “Pan Michael, I was het­man over these peo­ple in place of you, and I ac­knowl­edge will­ing­ly that they act­ed with man­ful­ness; but as you are now free, I yield the com­mand in­to your hands.”

			“Let your grace take com­mand, as su­pe­ri­or in rank,” said Pan Michael, turn­ing to Mirs­ki.

			“I do not think of it, and why should I?” said the old colonel.

			“Then per­haps Pan Stankye­vich?”

			“I have my own squadron, and I will not take his from a stranger. Re­main in com­mand; cer­e­mo­ny is chopped straw, sat­is­fac­tion is oats! You know the men, they know you, and they will fight bet­ter un­der you.”

			“Do so, Michael, do so, for oth­er­wise it would not be well,” said Pan Yan.

			“I will do so.”

			So say­ing, Pan Michael took the ba­ton from Za­glo­ba’s hands, drew up the squadron for march­ing, and moved with his com­rades to the head of it.

			“And where shall we go?” asked Za­glo­ba.

			“To tell the truth, I don’t know my­self, for I have not thought of that,” an­swered Pan Michael.

			“It is worth while to de­lib­er­ate on what we should do,” said Mirs­ki, “and we must be­gin at once. But may I be per­mit­ted first to give thanks to Pan Za­glo­ba in the name of all, that he did not for­get us in straits and res­cued us so ef­fec­tu­al­ly?”

			“Well,” said Za­glo­ba, with pride, rais­ing his head and twist­ing his mus­tache. “With­out me you would be in Bir­ji! Jus­tice com­mands to ac­knowl­edge that what no man can think out, Za­glo­ba thinks out. Pan Michael, we were in straits not like these. Re­mem­ber how I saved you when we were flee­ing be­fore the Tar­tars with He­le­na?”

			Pan Michael might have an­swered that in that junc­ture not Za­glo­ba saved him, but he Za­glo­ba; still he was silent, and his mus­tache be­gan to quiver. The old no­ble spoke on—

			“Thanks are not nec­es­sary, since what I did for you to­day you cer­tain­ly would not fail to do for me to­mor­row in case of need. I am as glad to see you free as if I had gained the great­est bat­tle. It seems that nei­ther my hand nor my head has grown very old yet.”

			“Then you went straight­way to Upi­ta?” asked Volody­ovs­ki.

			“But where should I go—to Kyedani?—crawl in­to the wolf’s throat? Of course to Upi­ta; and it is cer­tain that I did not spare the horse, and a good beast he was. Yes­ter­day ear­ly I was in Upi­ta, and at mid­day we start­ed for Bir­ji, in the di­rec­tion in which I ex­pect­ed to meet you.”

			“And how did my men be­lieve you at once? For, with the ex­cep­tion of two or three who saw you at my quar­ters, they did not know you.”

			“To tell the truth, I had not the least dif­fi­cul­ty; for first of all, I had your ring, Pan Michael, and sec­ond­ly, the men had just learned of your ar­rest and the trea­son of the het­man. I found a dep­u­ta­tion to them from Pan Mirs­ki’s squadron and that of Pan Stankye­vich, ask­ing to join them against the het­man, the traitor. When I in­formed them that you were be­ing tak­en to Bir­ji, it was as if a man had thrust a stick in­to an anthill. Their hors­es were at pas­ture; boys were sent at once to bring them in, and at mid­day we start­ed. I took the com­mand open­ly, for it be­longed to me.”

			“But, fa­ther, where did you get the bunchuck?” asked Pan Yan. “We thought from a dis­tance that you were the het­man.”

			“Of course, I did not look worse than he? Where did I get the bunchuck? Well, at the same time with the dep­u­ta­tions from the re­sist­ing squadrons, came al­so Pan Shchyt with a com­mand to the Lau­da men to march to Kyedani, and he brought a bunchuck to give greater weight to the com­mand. I or­dered his ar­rest on the spot, and had the bunchuck borne above me to de­ceive the Swedes if I met them.”

			“As God lives, he thought all out wise­ly!” cried Os­ky­erko.

			“As Solomon!” added Stankye­vich.

			Za­glo­ba swelled up as if he were yeast.

			“Let us take coun­sel at once as to what should be done,” said he at last. “If it is agree­able to the com­pa­ny to lis­ten to me with pa­tience, I will tell what I have thought over on the road. I do not ad­vise you to com­mence war with Radzivill now, and this for two rea­sons: first, be­cause he is a pike and we are perch­es. It is bet­ter for perch­es nev­er to turn head to a pike, for he can swal­low them eas­i­ly, but tail, for then the sharp scales pro­tect them. May the dev­il fix him on a spit in all haste, and baste him with pitch lest he burn over­much.”

			“Sec­ond­ly?” asked Mirs­ki.

			“Sec­ond­ly,” an­swered Za­glo­ba, “if at any time, by any for­tune, we should fall in­to his hands, he would give us such a flay­ing that all the mag­pies in Lithua­nia would have some­thing to scream about. See what was in that let­ter which Ko­val­s­ki was tak­ing to the Swedish com­man­dant at Bir­ji, and know the vo­evo­da of Vil­na, in case he was un­known to you hith­er­to.”

			So say­ing, he un­but­toned his vest, and tak­ing from his bo­som a let­ter, gave it to Mirs­ki.

			“Pshaw! it is in Ger­man or Swedish,” said the old colonel. “Who can read this let­ter?”

			It ap­peared that Pan Stanislav alone knew a lit­tle Ger­man, for he had gone fre­quent­ly to Torun (Thorn), but he could not read writ­ing.

			“I will tell you the sub­stance of it,” said Za­glo­ba. “When in Upi­ta the sol­diers sent to the pas­ture for their hors­es, there was a lit­tle time. I gave com­mand to bring to me by the locks a Jew whom ev­ery­one said was dread­ful­ly wise, and he, with a sabre at his throat, read quick­ly all that was in the let­ter and shelled it out to me. Be­hold the het­man en­joined on the com­man­dant at Bir­ji, and for the good of the King of Swe­den di­rect­ed him, af­ter the con­voy had been sent back, to shoot ev­ery one of us, with­out spar­ing a man, but so to do it that no re­port might go abroad.”

			All the colonels be­gan to clap their hands, ex­cept Mirs­ki, who, shak­ing his head, said—

			“It was for me who knew him mar­vel­lous, and not find a place in my head, that he would let us out of Kyedani. There must sure­ly be rea­sons to us un­known, for which he could not put us to death him­self.”

			“Doubt­less for him it was a ques­tion of pub­lic opin­ion.”

			“Maybe.”

			“It is won­der­ful how ven­omous he is,” said the lit­tle knight; “for with­out men­tion­ing ser­vices, I and Gan­hof saved his life not so long ago.”

			“And I,” said Stankye­vich, “served un­der his fa­ther and un­der him thir­ty-five years.”

			“He is a ter­ri­ble man!” added Pan Stanislav.

			“It is bet­ter not to crawl in­to the hands of such a one,” said Za­glo­ba. “Let the dev­ils take him! We will avoid fight­ing with him, but we will pluck bare these es­tates of his that lie on our way.”

			“Let us go to the vo­evo­da of Vi­tyeb­sk, so as to have some de­fence, some lead­er; and on the road we will take what can be had from the larders, sta­bles, gra­naries, and cel­lars. My soul laughs at the thought, and it is sure that I will let no one sur­pass me in this work. What mon­ey we can take from land-bailiffs we will take. The more nois­i­ly and open­ly we go to the vo­evo­da of Vi­tyeb­sk, the more glad­ly will he re­ceive us.”

			“He will re­ceive us glad­ly as we are,” said Os­ky­erko. “But it is good ad­vice to go to him, and bet­ter can no one think out at present.”

			“Will all agree to that?” asked Stankye­vich.

			“As true as life!” said Pan Mirs­ki. “So then to the vo­evo­da of Vi­tyeb­sk! Let him be that lead­er for whom we prayed to God.”

			“Amen!” said the oth­ers.

			They rode some time in si­lence, till at last Pan Michael be­gan to be un­easy in the sad­dle. “But could we not pluck the Swedes some­where on the road?” asked he at last, turn­ing his eyes to his com­rades.

			“My ad­vice is: if a chance comes, why not?” an­swered Stankye­vich. “Doubt­less Radzivill as­sured the Swedes that he had all Lithua­nia in his hands, and that all were de­sert­ing Yan Kaz­imir will­ing­ly; let it be shown that this is not true.”

			“And prop­er­ly!” said Mirs­ki. “If some de­tach­ment crawls in­to our way, we will ride over it. I will say al­so: At­tack not the prince him­self, for we could not stand be­fore him, he is a great war­rior! But, avoid­ing bat­tles, it is worth while to move about Kyedani a cou­ple of days.”

			“To plun­der Radzivill’s prop­er­ty?” asked Za­glo­ba.

			“No, but to as­sem­ble more men. My squadron and that of Pan Stankye­vich will join us. If they are al­ready de­feat­ed—and they may be—the men will come to us singly. It will not pass ei­ther with­out a ral­ly of no­bles to us. We will bring Pan Sapye­ha fresh forces with which he can eas­i­ly un­der­take some­thing.”

			In fact, that reck­on­ing was good; and the dra­goons of the con­voy served as the first ex­am­ple, though Ko­val­s­ki him­self re­sist­ed—all his men went over with­out hes­i­ta­tion to Pan Michael. There might be found more such men in Radzivill’s ranks. It might al­so be sup­posed that the first at­tack on the Swedes would call forth a gen­er­al up­ris­ing in the coun­try.

			Pan Michael de­ter­mined there­fore to move that night to­ward Ponyevyej, as­sem­ble whom he could of the Lau­da no­bles in the vicin­i­ty of Upi­ta, and thence plunge in­to the wilder­ness of Ro­gov­sk, in which, as he ex­pect­ed, the rem­nants of the de­feat­ed re­sist­ing squadrons would be in hid­ing. Mean­while he halt­ed for rest at the riv­er Lavecha, to re­fresh hors­es and men.

			They halt­ed there till night, look­ing from the den­si­ty of the for­est to the high road, along which were pass­ing con­tin­u­al­ly new crowds of peas­ants, flee­ing to the woods be­fore the ex­pect­ed Swedish in­va­sion.

			The sol­diers sent out on the road brought in from time to time sin­gle peas­ants as in­for­mants con­cern­ing the Swedes; but it was im­pos­si­ble to learn much from them. The peas­ants were fright­ened, and each re­peat­ed sep­a­rate­ly that the Swedes were here and there, but no one could give ac­cu­rate in­for­ma­tion.

			When it had be­come com­plete­ly dark, Pan Volody­ovs­ki com­mand­ed the men to mount their hors­es; but be­fore they start­ed a rather dis­tinct sound of bells came to their ears.

			“What is that?” asked Za­glo­ba, “it is too late for the An­gelus.”

			Volody­ovs­ki lis­tened care­ful­ly, for a while. “That is an alarm!” said he.

			Then he went along the line. “And does any­one here know what vil­lage or town there is in that di­rec­tion?”

			“Kla­vany, Colonel,” an­swered one of the Gost­sye­vich­es; “we go that way with potash.”

			“Do you hear bells?”

			“We hear! That is some­thing un­usu­al.”

			Volody­ovs­ki nod­ded to the trum­peter, and in a low note the trum­pet sound­ed in the dark for­est. The squadron pushed for­ward.

			The eyes of all were fixed in the di­rec­tion from which the ring­ing came each mo­ment more pow­er­ful; in­deed they were not look­ing in vain, for soon a red light gleamed on the hori­zon and in­creased ev­ery mo­ment.

			“A fire!” mut­tered the men in the ranks.

			Pan Michael bent to­ward Skshetus­ki. “The Swedes!” said he.

			“We will try them!” an­swered Pan Yan.

			“It is a won­der to me that they are set­ting fire.”

			“The no­bles must have re­sist­ed, or the peas­ants risen if they at­tacked the church.”

			“Well, we shall see!” said Pan Michael. And he was pant­ing with sat­is­fac­tion.

			Then Za­glo­ba clat­tered up to him. “Pan Michael?”

			“What?”

			“I see that the odor of Swedish flesh has come to you. There will sure­ly be a bat­tle, will there not?”

			“As God gives, as God gives!”

			“But who will guard the pris­on­er?”

			“What pris­on­er?”

			“Of course, not me, but Ko­val­s­ki. Pan Michael, it is a ter­ri­bly im­por­tant thing that he should not es­cape. Re­mem­ber that the het­man knows noth­ing of what has hap­pened, and will learn from no one, if Ko­val­s­ki does not re­port to him. It is req­ui­site to or­der some trusty men to guard him; for in time of bat­tle he might es­cape eas­i­ly, es­pe­cial­ly if he takes up some strat­a­gem.”

			“He is as ca­pa­ble of strat­a­gems as the wag­on on which he is sit­ting. But you are right; it is nec­es­sary to sta­tion some­one near. Will you have him un­der your eye dur­ing this time?”

			“H’m! I am sor­ry to be away from the bat­tle! It is true that in the night near fire I am as good as blind. If it were in the day­time you would nev­er have per­suad­ed me; but since the pub­lic good re­quires it, let this be so.”

			“Very well, I will leave you with five sol­diers to as­sist; and if he tries to es­cape, fire at his head.”

			“I’ll squeeze him like wax in my fin­gers, nev­er fear!—But the fire is in­creas­ing ev­ery mo­ment. Where shall I stay with Ko­val­s­ki?”

			“Wher­ev­er you like. I’ve no time now!” an­swered Pan Michael, and he rode on.

			The flames were spread­ing rapid­ly. The wind was blow­ing from the fire and to­ward the squadron, and with the sound of bells brought the re­port of firearms.

			“On a trot!” com­mand­ed Volody­ovs­ki.

		
	
		
			XIX

			When near the vil­lage, the Lau­da men slack­ened their speed, and saw a broad street so light­ed by flames that pins might be picked from the ground; for on both sides a num­ber of cot­tages were burn­ing, and oth­ers were catch­ing fire from these grad­u­al­ly, for the wind was strong and car­ried sparks, nay, whole clus­ters of them, like fiery birds, to the ad­join­ing roofs. On the street the flames il­lu­mi­nat­ed greater and small­er crowds of peo­ple mov­ing quick­ly in var­i­ous di­rec­tions. The cries of men were min­gled with the sounds of the church-bells hid­den among trees, with the bel­low­ing of cat­tle, the bark­ing of dogs, and with in­fre­quent dis­charges of firearms.

			Af­ter they had rid­den near­er, Volody­ovs­ki’s sol­diers saw troop­ers wear­ing round hats, not many men. Some were skir­mish­ing with groups of peas­ants, armed with scythes and forks; fir­ing at them from pis­tols, and push­ing them be­yond the cot­tages, in­to the gar­dens; oth­ers were driv­ing ox­en, cows, and sheep to the road with rapiers; oth­ers, whom it was bare­ly pos­si­ble to dis­tin­guish among whole clouds of feath­ers, had cov­ered them­selves with poul­try, with wings flut­ter­ing in the ag­o­nies of death; some were hold­ing hors­es, each man hav­ing two or three be­long­ing to of­fi­cers who were oc­cu­pied ev­i­dent­ly in plun­der­ing the cot­tages.

			The road to the vil­lage de­scend­ed some­what from a hill in the midst of a birch-grove; so that the Lau­da men, with­out be­ing seen them­selves, saw, as it were, a pic­ture rep­re­sent­ing the en­e­my’s at­tack on the vil­lage, light­ed up by flames, in the glare of which could be clear­ly dis­tin­guished for­eign sol­diers, vil­lagers, wom­en dragged by troop­ers, and men de­fend­ing them­selves in dis­or­dered groups. All were mov­ing vi­o­lent­ly, like pup­pets on springs, shout­ing, curs­ing, lament­ing.

			The con­fla­gra­tion shook a full mane of flame over the vil­lage, and roared each mo­ment more ter­ri­bly.

			Volody­ovs­ki led his men to the open gate, and or­dered them to slack­en their pace. He might strike, and with one blow wipe out the in­vaders, who were ex­pect­ing noth­ing; but the lit­tle knight had de­ter­mined “to taste the Swedes” in open bat­tle—he had so ar­ranged that they might see him com­ing.

			Some horse­men, stand­ing near the gate, saw the ap­proach­ing squadron first. One of them sprang to an of­fi­cer, who stood with drawn rapi­er in the midst of a con­sid­er­able group of horse­men, in the mid­dle of the road, and be­gan to speak to him, point­ing to where Volody­ovs­ki was de­scend­ing with his men. The of­fi­cer shad­ed his eyes with his hand and gazed for a time; then he gave a sign, and at once the sharp sound of a trum­pet was heard, min­gled with var­i­ous cries of men and beasts.

			And here our knight could ad­mire the reg­u­lar­i­ty of the Swedish sol­diers; for bare­ly were the first tones of the trum­pet heard, when some of the horse­men rushed out in hot haste from the cot­tages, oth­ers left the plun­dered ar­ti­cles, the ox­en and sheep, and ran to their hors­es. In the twin­kle of an eye they stood in reg­u­lar line; at sight of which the lit­tle knight’s heart rose with won­der, so se­lect were the men. All were large, stur­dy fel­lows, dressed in coats, with leather straps over the shoul­ders, and black hats with rim raised on the left side; all had matched bay hors­es, and stood in line with rapiers at their shoul­ders, look­ing sharply, but calm­ly, at the road.

			An of­fi­cer stepped forth from the line with a trum­peter, wish­ing ap­par­ent­ly to in­quire what sort of men were ap­proach­ing so slow­ly. Ev­i­dent­ly they were thought to be one of Radzivill’s squadrons, from which no en­counter was ex­pect­ed. The of­fi­cer be­gan to wave his rapi­er and his hat; the trum­peter sound­ed con­tin­u­al­ly, as a sign that they wished to par­ley.

			“Let some­one fire at him,” said the lit­tle knight, “so that he may know what to ex­pect from us.”

			The re­port sound­ed; but the shot did not reach, for the dis­tance was too great. Ev­i­dent­ly the of­fi­cer thought that there was some mis­un­der­stand­ing, for he be­gan to shout and to wave his hat.

			“Let him have it a sec­ond time!” cried Volody­ovs­ki.

			Af­ter the sec­ond dis­charge the of­fi­cer turned and moved, though not too hur­ried­ly, to­ward his own, who al­so ap­proached him on a trot.

			The first rank of Lau­da men were now en­ter­ing the gate.

			The Swedish of­fi­cer, rid­ing up, shout­ed to his men; the rapiers, hith­er­to stand­ing up­right by the shoul­ders of the horse­men, dropped and hung at their belts; but all at the same in­stant drew pis­tols from the hol­sters, and rest­ed them on the pom­mels of their sad­dles, hold­ing the muz­zle up­ward.

			“Fin­ished sol­diers!” mut­tered Volody­ovs­ki, see­ing the ra­pid­i­ty of their move­ments, which were si­mul­ta­ne­ous and al­most me­chan­i­cal. Then he looked at his own men to see if the ranks were in or­der, straight­ened him­self in the sad­dle, and cried—

			“For­ward!”

			The Lau­da men bent down to the necks of their hors­es, and rushed on like a whirl­wind.

			The Swedes let them come near, and then gave a si­mul­ta­ne­ous dis­charge from their pis­tols; but this did lit­tle harm to the Lau­da men hid­den be­hind the heads of their hors­es; on­ly a few dropped the reins and fell back­ward, the rest rushed on and struck the horse­men, breast to breast.

			The Lithua­ni­an light squadrons used lances yet, which in the army of the king­dom the hus­sars alone used; but Volody­ovs­ki ex­pect­ing a bat­tle at close quar­ters, had or­dered his men to plant their lances at the road­side, there­fore it came to sabres at once.

			The first im­pe­tus was not suf­fi­cient to break the Swedes, but it pushed them back, so that they be­gan to re­treat, cut­ting and thrust­ing with their rapiers; but the Lau­da men pushed them fu­ri­ous­ly along the road. Bod­ies be­gan to fall thick­ly. The throng grew denser each mo­ment; the clat­ter of sabres fright­ened the peas­ants out of the broad road, in which the heat from the burn­ing hous­es was un­en­durable, though the hous­es were sep­a­rat­ed from the road and the fences by gar­dens.

			The Swedes, pressed with in­creas­ing vig­or, re­treat­ed grad­u­al­ly, but still in good or­der. It was dif­fi­cult more­over to scat­ter them, since strong fences closed the road on both sides. At times they tried to stop, but were un­able to do so.

			It was a won­der­ful bat­tle, in which, by rea­son of the rel­a­tive­ly nar­row place of meet­ing, on­ly the first ranks fought, those next in or­der could on­ly push for­ward those stand­ing in front of them; but just for this rea­son the strug­gle was turned in­to a fu­ri­ous en­counter.

			Volody­ovs­ki, hav­ing pre­vi­ous­ly re­quest­ed the old colonels and Pan Yan to look af­ter the men dur­ing the at­tack, en­joyed him­self to the full in the first rank. And ev­ery mo­ment some Swedish hat fell be­fore him in the throng, as if it had dived in­to the ground; some­times a rapi­er, torn from the hand of a horse­man, flew whistling above the rank, and at the same in­stant was heard the pierc­ing cry of a man, and again a hat fell; a sec­ond took its place, then a third the place of the sec­ond; but Volody­ovs­ki pushed ev­er for­ward. His eyes glit­tered like two ill-omened sparks, but he was not car­ried away and did not for­get him­self; at mo­ments, when he had no one at sword’s length in front of him, he turned his face and blade some­what to the right or left, and de­stroyed in the twin­kle of an eye a horse­man, with a move­ment ap­par­ent­ly tri­fling; and he was ter­ri­ble through these slight and light­ning move­ments which were al­most not hu­man.

			As a wom­an pulling hemp dis­ap­pears in it and is hid­den com­plete­ly, but by the fall­ing stalks her road is known eas­i­ly, so he van­ished from the eye for a time in the throng of large men; but where sol­diers were fall­ing like stalks un­der the sick­le of the har­vester who cuts near the ground, there was Pan Michael. Pan Stanislav and the gloomy Yuz­va Butrym, called Foot­less, fol­lowed hard in his track.

			At length the Swedish rear ranks be­gan to push out from be­tween the fences to the broad grass-plot be­fore the church and the bell-tow­er, and af­ter them came the front ranks. Now was heard the com­mand of the of­fi­cer, who wished ev­i­dent­ly to bring all his men in­to ac­tion at once; and the ob­long rec­tan­gu­lar body of horse­men stretched out, de­ployed in the twin­kle of an eye, in­to a long line to present its whole front.

			But Pan Yan, who di­rect­ed the bat­tle and led the squadron, did not im­i­tate the Swede; he rushed for­ward with a dense col­umn which, strik­ing the now weak­er line, broke it, as if with a wedge, and turned swift­ly to the right to­ward the church, tak­ing with this move­ment the rear of one half of the Swedes, while on the oth­er half Mirs­ki and Stankye­vich sprang with the re­serve in which were a part of the Lau­da men and all of Ko­val­s­ki’s dra­goons.

			Two bat­tles now be­gan; but they did not last long. The left wing, on which Pan Yan had struck, was un­able to form, and scat­tered first; the right, in which was the com­mand­ing of­fi­cer, re­sist­ed longer, but be­ing too much ex­tend­ed, it be­gan to break, to fall in­to dis­or­der, and at last fol­lowed the ex­am­ple of the left wing.

			The grass-plot was broad, but un­for­tu­nate­ly was en­closed on all sides by a lofty fence; and the church-ser­vants closed and propped the op­po­site gate when they saw what was tak­ing place.

			The scat­tered Swedes then ran around, but the Lau­da men rushed af­ter them. In some places larg­er groups fought, a num­ber at a time, with sabres and rapiers; in oth­er places the con­flict was turned in­to a se­ries of du­els, and man met man, the rapi­er crossed the sabre, and at times the re­port of a pis­tol burst forth. Here and there a Swedish horse­man, es­cap­ing from one sabre, ran, as if to a trap, un­der an­oth­er. Here and there a Swede or a Lithua­ni­an rose from un­der a fall­en horse and fell that mo­ment un­der the blow of a weapon await­ing him.

			Through the grass-plot ter­ri­fied hors­es rushed about rid­er­less, with wav­ing mane and nos­trils dis­tend­ed from fear; some bit one an­oth­er; oth­ers, blind­ed from fright, turned their tails to the groups of fight­ing men and kicked them.

			Pan Volody­ovs­ki, hurl­ing down Swedes as he went, searched the whole place with his eyes for the of­fi­cer in com­mand; at last he saw him de­fend­ing him­self against two Butryms, and he sprang to­ward him.

			“Aside!” cried he to the Butryms, “aside!”

			The obe­di­ent sol­diers sprang aside, the lit­tle knight rushed on and closed with the Swede, the hors­es of the two stood on their haunch­es.

			The of­fi­cer wished ev­i­dent­ly to un­horse his op­po­nent with a thrust; but Volody­ovs­ki, in­ter­pos­ing the hilt of his sabre, de­scribed a half-cir­cle like light­ning, and the rapi­er flew away. The of­fi­cer bent to his hol­sters, but, cut through the cheek at that mo­ment, he dropped the reins from his left hand.

			“Take him alive!” shout­ed Volody­ovs­ki to the Butryms.

			The Lau­da men seized the wound­ed of­fi­cer and held him tot­ter­ing in the sad­dle; the lit­tle knight pushed on and rode far­ther against the Swedes, quench­ing them be­fore him like can­dles.

			But the Swedes be­gan to yield ev­ery­where be­fore the no­bles, who were more adroit in fenc­ing and sin­gle com­bat. Some of the Swedes, seiz­ing their rapi­er blades, ex­tend­ed the hilts to their op­po­nents; oth­ers threw their weapons at their feet; the word “Par­don!” was heard more and more fre­quent­ly on the field. But no at­ten­tion was paid to the word, for Pan Michael had com­mand­ed to spare but few. The Swedes, see­ing this, rushed anew to the strug­gle, and died as be­came sol­diers af­ter a des­per­ate de­fence, re­deem­ing rich­ly with blood their own death.

			An hour lat­er the last of them were cut down. The peas­ants ran in crowds from the vil­lage to the grass-plot to catch the hors­es, kill the wound­ed, and plun­der the dead.

			Such was the end of the first en­counter of Lithua­ni­ans with Swedes.

			Mean­while Za­glo­ba, sta­tioned at a dis­tance in the birch-grove with the wag­on in which lay Pan Roh, was forced to hear the bit­ter re­proach that, though a rel­a­tive, he had treat­ed that young man shame­ful­ly.

			“Un­cle, you have ru­ined me ut­ter­ly, for not on­ly is a bul­let in the head wait­ing for me at Kyedani, but eter­nal in­famy will fall on my name. Hence­forth whoso wants to say, ‘Fool,’ may say, ‘Roh Ko­val­s­ki!’ ”

			“The truth is that not many will be found to con­tra­dict him,” an­swered Za­glo­ba; “and the best proof of your fol­ly is that you won­der at be­ing hung on a hook by me who moved the Khan of the Crimea as a pup­pet. Well, did you think to your­self, worth­less fel­low, that I would let you take me and oth­er men of im­por­tance to Bir­ji, and throw us, the or­na­ments of the Com­mon­wealth, in­to the jaws of the Swedes?”

			“I was not tak­ing you of my own will.”

			“But you were the ser­vant of an ex­e­cu­tion­er, and that for a no­ble is in­famy from which you must pu­ri­fy your­self, or I will re­nounce you and all the Ko­val­skis. To be a traitor is worse than to be a crab-mon­ger, but to be the ser­vant of some­one worse than a crab-mon­ger is the low­est thing.”

			“I was serv­ing the het­man.”

			“And the het­man the dev­il. There you have it! You are a fool, Roh: get that in­to your head once and for­ev­er, dis­pute not, but hold to my skirts, and a man will come of you yet; for know this, that ad­vance­ment has met more than one per­son­age through me.”

			The rat­tle of shots in­ter­rupt­ed fur­ther con­ver­sa­tion, for the bat­tle was just be­gin­ning in the vil­lage. Then the dis­charges stopped, but the noise con­tin­ued, and shouts reached that re­treat in the birch-grove.

			“Ah, Pan Michael is work­ing,” said Za­glo­ba. “He is not big, but he bites like a viper. They are shelling out those dev­ils from over the sea like peas. I would rather be there than here, and through you I must lis­ten here. Is this your grat­i­tude? Is this the act of a re­spectable rel­a­tive?”

			“What have I to be grate­ful for?” asked Roh.

			“For this, that a traitor is not plough­ing with you, as with an ox—though you are grand­ly fit­ted for plough­ing, since you are stupid and strong. Un­der­stand me? Ai! it is get­ting hot­ter and hot­ter there. Do you hear? That must be the Swedes who are bawl­ing like calves in a pas­ture.”

			Here Za­glo­ba be­came se­ri­ous, for he was a lit­tle dis­turbed; on a sud­den he asked, look­ing quick­ly in­to Pan Roh’s eyes—

			“To whom do you wish vic­to­ry?”

			“To ours, of course.”

			“See that! And why not to the Swedes?”

			“I would rather pound them. Who are ours, are ours!”

			“Con­science is wak­ing up in you. But how could you take your own blood to the Swedes?”

			“For I had an or­der.”

			“But now you have no or­der?”

			“True.”

			“Your su­pe­ri­or is now Pan Volody­ovs­ki, no one else.”

			“Well, that seems to be true.”

			“You must do what Pan Volody­ovs­ki com­mands.”

			“I must.”

			“He com­mands you now to re­nounce Radzivill for the fu­ture, and not to serve him, but the coun­try.”

			“How is that?” asked Pan Roh, scratch­ing his head.

			“A com­mand!” cried Za­glo­ba.

			“I obey!” said Ko­val­s­ki.

			“That is right! At the first chance you will thrash the Swedes.”

			“If it is the or­der, it is the or­der!” an­swered Ko­val­s­ki, and breathed deeply, as if a great bur­den had fall­en from his breast.

			Za­glo­ba was equal­ly well sat­is­fied, for he had his own views con­cern­ing Ko­val­s­ki. They be­gan then to lis­ten in har­mo­ny to the sounds of the bat­tle which came to them, and lis­tened about an hour longer, un­til all was silent.

			Za­glo­ba was more and more alarmed. “If they have not suc­ceed­ed?” asked he.

			“Un­cle, you an old war­rior and can say such things! If they were beat­en they would come back to us in small groups.”

			“True! I see thy wit will be of ser­vice.”

			“Do you hear the tramp, Un­cle? They are rid­ing slow­ly. They must have cut the Swedes to pieces.”

			“Oi, if they are on­ly ours! Shall I go for­ward, or not?”

			Say­ing this, Za­glo­ba dropped his sabre at his side, took his pis­tol in his hand, and moved for­ward. Soon he saw be­fore him a dark mass mov­ing slow­ly along the road; at the same time noise of con­ver­sa­tion reached him.

			In front rode a num­ber of men talk­ing with one an­oth­er loud­ly; soon the well-known voice of Pan Michael struck the ear of Za­glo­ba. “They are good men! I don’t know what kind of in­fantry they have, but the cav­al­ry is per­fect.”

			Za­glo­ba touched his horse with the spurs. “Ah! how is it, how is it? Oh, im­pa­tience was tear­ing me, I want­ed to fly in­to the fire! But is no one wound­ed?”

			“All are sound, praise to God; but we have lost more than twen­ty good sol­diers.”

			“And the Swedes?”

			“We laid them down like a pave­ment.”

			“Pan Michael, you must have en­joyed your­self as a dog in a spring. But was it a de­cent thing to leave me, an old man, on guard? The soul came near go­ing out of me, so much did I want Swedish meat. Oh, I should have gnawed them!”

			“You may have a roast now if you like, for a num­ber of them are in the fire.”

			“Let the dogs eat them. And were pris­on­ers tak­en?”

			“A cap­tain, and sev­en sol­diers.”

			“What do you think to do with them?”

			“I would have them hanged, for like rob­bers they fell on an in­no­cent vil­lage and were killing the peo­ple. Yan says, how­ev­er, that that will not do.”

			“Lis­ten to me, gen­tle­men, hear what has come to my head just now: there is no good in hang­ing them; on the con­trary, let them go to Bir­ji as soon as pos­si­ble.”

			“What for?”

			“You know me as a sol­dier, know me now as a states­man. We will let the Swedes go, but we will not tell them who we are. We will say that we are Radzivill’s men, that we have cut off this de­tach­ment at com­mand of the het­man, and in fu­ture will cut off whom we meet, for the het­man on­ly pre­tend­ed, through strat­e­gy, to join the Swedes. They will break their heads over this, and thus we will un­der­mine the het­man’s cred­it ter­ri­bly. Just think, this hits the Swedes and hits Radzivill too. Kyedani is far from Bir­ji, and Radzivill is still far­ther from Pon­tus de la Gardie. Be­fore they ex­plain to each oth­er what has hap­pened and how, they will be ready to fight. We will set the traitor against the in­vaders; and who will gain by this, if not the Com­mon­wealth?”

			“This is ex­cel­lent coun­sel, and quite worth the vic­to­ry. May the bul­lets strike him!” said Stankye­vich.

			“You have the mind of a chan­cel­lor,” added Mirs­ki, “for this will dis­turb their plans.”

			“Sure­ly we should act thus,” said Pan Michael. “I will set them free to­mor­row; but to­day I do not wish to know of any­thing, for I am dread­ful­ly wea­ried. It was as hot in the vil­lage as in an oven! Uf! my arms are par­a­lyzed com­plete­ly. The of­fi­cer could not go to­day in any case, for his face is cut.”

			“But in what lan­guage shall we tell them all this? What is your coun­sel, fa­ther?” asked Pan Yan.

			“I have been think­ing of that too,” an­swered Za­glo­ba. “Ko­val­s­ki told me that there are two Prus­sians among his dra­goons who know how to jab­ber Ger­man, and are sharp fel­lows. Let them tell in Ger­man—which the Swedes know of course, af­ter fight­ing so many years in Ger­many. Ko­val­s­ki is ours, soul and body. He is a man in a hun­dred, and we will have no small prof­it from him.”

			“Well done!” said Volody­ovs­ki. “Will some of you, gen­tle­men, be so kind as to see to this, for I have no voice in my throat from weari­ness? I have told the men that we shall stay in this grove till morn­ing. The vil­lagers will bring us food, and now to sleep! My lieu­tenant will see to the watch. ’Pon my word, I can­not see you, for my eyes are clos­ing.”

			“Gen­tle­men,” said Za­glo­ba, “there is a stack of hay just out­side the birch­es; let us go to the stack, we shall sleep like sus­liks, and to the road on the mor­row. We shall not come back to this coun­try, un­less with Pan Sapye­ha against Radzivill.”

		
	
		
			XX

			In Lithua­nia a civ­il war had be­gun, which, with two in­va­sions of the Com­mon­wealth and the ev­er more stub­born war of the Ukraine, filled the mea­sure of mis­for­tune.

			The army of the Lithua­ni­an quo­ta, though so small in num­ber that alone it could not of­fer ef­fec­tu­al re­sis­tance to any of the en­e­mies, was di­vid­ed in­to two camps. Some reg­i­ments, and spe­cial­ly the for­eign ones, re­mained with Radzivill; oth­ers, form­ing the ma­jor­i­ty, pro­claimed the het­man a traitor, protest­ed in arms against join­ing Swe­den, but with­out uni­ty, with­out a lead­er, with­out a plan. Sapye­ha might be its lead­er, but he was too much oc­cu­pied at that time with the de­fence of By­ho­vo and with the des­per­ate strug­gle in the in­te­ri­or of the coun­try, to be able to take his place im­me­di­ate­ly at the head of the move­ment against Radzivill.

			Mean­while the in­vaders, each con­sid­er­ing a whole re­gion as his own, be­gan to send threat­en­ing mes­sages to the oth­er. From their mis­un­der­stand­ings might rise in time the sal­va­tion of the Com­mon­wealth; but be­fore it came to hos­tile steps be­tween them there reigned the most ter­ri­ble chaos in all Lithua­nia. Radzivill, de­ceived in the army, de­ter­mined to bring it to obe­di­ence through force.

			Volody­ovs­ki had bare­ly reached Ponyevyej with his squadron, af­ter the bat­tle of Kla­vany, when news came to him of the de­struc­tion, by Radzivill, of Mirs­ki’s squadron, and that of Stankye­vich. Some of the men were placed by force among Radzivill’s troops; oth­ers were cut down or scat­tered to the four winds; the re­main­der were wan­der­ing singly or in small groups through vil­lages and forests, seek­ing a place to hide their heads from vengeance and pur­suit.

			Fugi­tives came dai­ly to Pan Michael’s de­tach­ment, in­creas­ing his force and bring­ing news the most var­ied.

			The most im­por­tant item was news of the mutiny of Lithua­ni­an troops sta­tioned in Podlyasye, near By­a­lystok and Tykotsin. Af­ter the armies of Mos­cow had oc­cu­pied Vil­no the squadrons from that place had to cov­er the ap­proach to the ter­ri­to­ries of the king­dom. But hear­ing of the het­man’s trea­son, they formed a con­fed­er­a­tion, at the head of which were two colonels, Horotkye­vich and Yakub Kmi­ta, a cousin of An­drei, the most trusty as­sis­tant of Radzivill.

			The name of the lat­ter was re­peat­ed with hor­ror by the sol­diers. He main­ly had caused the dis­per­sion of Stankye­vich’s squadron and that of Mirs­ki; he shot with­out mer­cy the cap­tured of­fi­cers. The het­man trust­ed him blind­ly, and just re­cent­ly had sent him against Nyevyarovs­ki’s squadron, which, dis­re­gard­ing the ex­am­ple of its colonel, re­fused obe­di­ence.

			Volody­ovs­ki heard the last ac­count with great at­ten­tion; then he turned to the of­fi­cers sum­moned in coun­sel, and asked—

			“What would you say to this—that we, in­stead of hur­ry­ing to the vo­evo­da of Vi­tyeb­sk, go to those squadrons which have formed a con­fed­er­a­cy in Podlyasye?”

			“You have tak­en that out of my mouth!” said Za­glo­ba. “It is near­er home there, and it is al­ways pleas­an­ter among one’s own peo­ple.”

			“Fugi­tives men­tion too a re­port,” added Pan Yan, “that the king has or­dered some squadrons to re­turn from the Ukraine, to op­pose the Swedes on the Vis­tu­la. If this should prove true, we might be among old com­rades in­stead of pound­ing from cor­ner to cor­ner.”

			“But who is go­ing to com­mand those squadrons? Does any­one know?”

			“They say that Charnyet­s­ki will,” an­swered Volody­ovs­ki; “but peo­ple say this rather than know it, for pos­i­tive in­tel­li­gence could not come yet.”

			“How­ev­er it may be,” said Za­glo­ba, “my ad­vice is to hur­ry to Podlyasye. We can bring to our side those squadrons that have risen against Radzivill, and take them to the king, and that cer­tain­ly will not be with­out a re­ward.”

			“Let it be so!” said Os­ky­erko and Stankye­vich.

			“It is not easy,” said the lit­tle knight, “to get to Podlyasye, for we shall have to slip through the fin­gers of the het­man. If for­tune mean­while should grant us to snap up Kmi­ta some­where on the road, I would speak a cou­ple of words in his ear, from which his skin would grow green.”

			“He de­serves it,” said Mirs­ki. “That some old sol­diers who have served their whole lives un­der the Radzivills hold to the het­man, is less to be won­dered at; but that swag­ger­er serves on­ly for his own prof­it, and the plea­sure which he finds in be­tray­al.”

			“So then to Podlyasye?” asked Os­ky­erko.

			“To Podlyasye! to Podlyasye!” cried all in one voice.

			But still the af­fair was dif­fi­cult, as Volody­ovs­ki had said; for to go to Podlyasye it was nec­es­sary to pass near Kyedani, as near a den in which a li­on was lurk­ing.

			The roads and lines of for­est, the towns and vil­lages were in the hands of Radzivill; some­what be­yond Kyedani was Kmi­ta, with cav­al­ry, in­fantry, and can­non. The het­man had heard al­ready of the es­cape of the colonels, the mutiny of Volody­ovs­ki’s squadron, and the bat­tle of Kla­vany; the last brought him to such rage that there was fear for his life, since a ter­ri­ble at­tack of asth­ma had for a time al­most stopped his breath­ing.

			In truth he had cause enough for anger, and even for de­spair, since that bat­tle brought on his head a whole Swedish tem­pest. Peo­ple be­gan at once af­ter this bat­tle to cut up here and there small Swedish de­tach­ments. Peas­ants did this, and in­di­vid­u­al no­bles in­de­pen­dent­ly; but the Swedes laid it to the ac­count of Radzivill, es­pe­cial­ly as the of­fi­cers and men sent by Volody­ovs­ki to Bir­ji de­clared be­fore the com­man­dant that one of Radzivill’s squadrons had fall­en up­on them at his com­mand.

			In a week a let­ter came to the prince from the com­man­dant at Bir­ji, and ten days lat­er from Pon­tus de la Gardie him­self, the com­man­der-in-chief of the Swedish forces.

			“Ei­ther your high­ness has no pow­er and sig­nif­i­cance,” wrote the lat­ter—“and in such case how could you con­clude a treaty in the name of the whole coun­try!—or it is your wish to bring about through ar­ti­fice the ru­in of the king’s army. If that is the case, the fa­vor of my mas­ter will turn from your high­ness, and pun­ish­ment will come quick­ly, un­less you show obe­di­ence and ef­face your faults by faith­ful ser­vice.”

			Radzivill sent couri­ers at once with an ex­pla­na­tion of what had hap­pened and how; but the dart had fas­tened in his haughty soul, and the burn­ing wound be­gan to ran­kle more and more. He whose word not long be­fore ter­ri­fied the coun­try more than all Swe­den; he for the half of whose prop­er­ty all the Swedish lords might have been bought; he who stood against his own king, think­ing him­self the equal of mon­archs; he who had ac­quired fame in the whole world by his vic­to­ries, and who walked in his own pride as in sun­shine—must now lis­ten to the threats of one Swedish gen­er­al, must hear lec­tures on obe­di­ence and faith­ful­ness. It is true that that gen­er­al was broth­er-in-law to the king; but the king him­self—who was he? A usurp­er of the throne be­long­ing by right and in­her­i­tance to Yan Kaz­imir.

			Above all, the rage of the het­man was turned against those who were the cause of that hu­mil­i­a­tion, and he swore to him­self to tram­ple Volody­ovs­ki and those colonels who were with him and the whole squadron of Lau­da. With this ob­ject he marched against them; and as hunters to clear out the wolf’s nest sur­round a for­est with shares, he sur­round­ed them and be­gan to pur­sue with­out rest.

			Mean­while tid­ings came that Kmi­ta had crushed Nyevyarovs­ki’s squadron, cut down or scat­tered the of­fi­cers, and joined the men to his own. Radzivill, to strike the more sure­ly, com­mand­ed Pan An­drei to send him some of these troops.

			“Those men,” wrote the het­man, “for whose lives you in­ter­ced­ed with us so per­sis­tent­ly, and main­ly Volody­ovs­ki with that oth­er strag­gler, es­caped on the road to Bir­ji. We sent the stu­pid­est of­fi­cer with them on pur­pose, so that they might not win him over; but even he ei­ther be­came a traitor, or they fooled him. Now Volody­ovs­ki has the whole Lau­da squadron, and fugi­tives are re­in­forc­ing him. They cut to pieces one hun­dred and twen­ty Swedes at Kla­vany, say­ing that they did it at our com­mand, from which great dis­trust has arisen be­tween us and Pon­tus. The whole cause may be ru­ined by those traitors, whose heads, had it not been for your in­ter­fer­ence, would have been cut off at our com­mand, as God is in heav­en. So we have to re­pent of our mild­ness, though we hope in God that vengeance will soon over­take them. Tid­ings have come to us, too, that in Bille­viche no­bles as­sem­ble at the house of the sword-bear­er and con­spire against us. This must be stopped! You will send all the cav­al­ry to us, and the in­fantry to Kyedani to guard the cas­tle and the town, for from those traitors any­thing may be ex­pect­ed. You will go your­self with some tens of horse­men to Bille­viche, and bring the sword-bear­er and his niece to Kyedani. At present it is im­por­tant, not on­ly for you, but for us; for whoso has them in hand has the whole Lau­da re­gion, in which the no­bles, fol­low­ing the ex­am­ple of Volody­ovs­ki, are be­gin­ning to rise against us. We have sent Ha­rasi­movich to Zablu­do­vo with in­struc­tions how to be­gin with those con­fed­er­ates. Of great im­por­tance among them is Yakub, your cousin, to whom you will write, if you think you can act on him through a let­ter. Sig­ni­fy­ing to you our con­tin­u­al fa­vor, we com­mit you to the care of God.”

			When Kmi­ta had read this let­ter, he was con­tent at heart that the colonels had suc­ceed­ed in es­cap­ing the Swedes, and in se­cret he wished them to es­cape Radzivill. Still he car­ried out all com­mands of the prince, sent him the cav­al­ry, gar­risoned Kyedani with in­fantry, and be­gan to make trench­es along the cas­tle and the town, promis­ing him­self to go im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter this work was done to Bille­viche for the sword-bear­er and the young wom­an.

			“I will use no force, un­less in the last re­sort,” thought he, “and in no case will I urge Olen­ka. Fi­nal­ly, it is not my will, ’tis the com­mand of the prince. She will not re­ceive me pleas­ant­ly, I know; but God grant that in time she will know my in­ten­tions, and that I serve Radzivill not against the coun­try, but for its sal­va­tion.”

			Think­ing thus, he la­bored zeal­ous­ly at for­ti­fy­ing Kyedani, which was to be the res­i­dence of his Olen­ka in the fu­ture.

			Mean­while Volody­ovs­ki was slip­ping away be­fore the het­man, but the het­man pur­sued him fu­ri­ous­ly. It was, how­ev­er, too nar­row for Pan Michael; for from Bir­ji con­sid­er­able de­tach­ments of Swedish troops pushed to­ward the south, the east of the coun­try was oc­cu­pied by the le­gions of the Tsar, and on the road to Kyedani the het­man was ly­ing in wait.

			Za­glo­ba was great­ly de­pressed by such a con­di­tion of af­fairs, and he turned with in­creas­ing fre­quen­cy to Pan Michael with ques­tions: “Pan Michael, by the love of God, shall we break through or shall we not break through?”

			“There is not even talk of break­ing through here,” an­swered the lit­tle knight. “You know that I am not lined with cow­ardice, and that I at­tack whom I will, even the dev­il him­self. But I can­not meet the het­man, for I am not equal to him. You have said your­self that he is a pike and we perch­es. I shall do what is in my pow­er to slip out, but if it comes to a bat­tle, I tell you plain­ly that he will de­feat us.”

			“Then he will com­mand to chop us up and throw us to the dogs. As God lives! in­to any man’s hands save Radzivill’s! But in this case why not turn to Pan Sapye­ha?”

			“It is too late now, for the het­man’s troops and the Swedes have closed the roads.”

			“The dev­il tempt­ed me when I per­suad­ed Pan Yan and his cousin to go to Radzivill!” said Za­glo­ba, in de­spair.

			But Pan Michael did not lose hope yet, es­pe­cial­ly since the no­bles, and even the peas­ants, brought him warn­ing of the het­man’s move­ments; for all hearts were turn­ing from Radzivill. Pan Michael twist­ed out there­fore as he knew how—and he knew how fa­mous­ly, for al­most from child­hood he had in­ured him­self to war with Tar­tars and Cos­sacks. He had been made renowned in the army of Yere­mi by de­scents on Tar­tar cham­buls, by scout­ing ex­pe­di­tions, un­ex­pect­ed at­tacks, light­ning es­capes, in which he sur­passed oth­er of­fi­cers.

			At present hemmed in be­tween Upi­ta and Ro­go­va on one side and Nyevya­ja on the oth­er, he dou­bled around on the space of a few miles, avoid­ing bat­tle con­tin­u­al­ly, wor­ry­ing the Radzivill squadrons, and even pluck­ing them a lit­tle as a wolf hunt­ed by dogs slips by of­ten near the hunters, and when the dogs press him too close­ly, turns and shows his white gleam­ing teeth.

			But when Kmi­ta’s cav­al­ry came up, the het­man closed the nar­row­est gaps with them, and went him­self to see that the two ends of the snare came to­geth­er.

			That was at Nyevya­ja.

			The reg­i­ments of Mye­leshko and Gan­hoff with two squadrons of cav­al­ry, un­der the lead of the prince him­self, formed as it were a bow, the string of which was the riv­er. Volody­ovs­ki with his squadron was in the cen­tre of the bow. He had in front of him, it is true, one ford which led through a swampy stream, but just on the oth­er side of the ford were two Scot­tish reg­i­ments and two hun­dred of Radzivill’s Cos­sacks, with six field­pieces, turned in such man­ner that even one man could not have reached the oth­er side un­der the fire of them.

			Now the bow be­gan to con­tract. The mid­dle of it was led by the het­man him­self.

			Hap­pi­ly for Volody­ovs­ki, night and a storm with pour­ing rain stopped the ad­vance; but for the en­closed men there re­mained not more than a square half-mile of mead­ow, grown over with wil­lows, in the mid­dle of the half-ring of Radzivill’s army, and the riv­er guard­ed on the oth­er side by the Scots.

			Next morn­ing when the ear­ly dawn was just whiten­ing the tops of the wil­lows, the reg­i­ments moved for­ward to the riv­er and were struck dumb with amaze­ment.

			Volody­ovs­ki had gone through the earth—there was not a liv­ing soul in the wil­lows.

			The het­man him­self was as­tound­ed, and then re­al thun­ders fell on the heads of the of­fi­cers com­mand­ing at the ford. And again an at­tack of asth­ma seized the prince with such force that those present trem­bled for his life. But rage over­came even the asth­ma. Two of­fi­cers, en­trust­ed with guard­ing the bank, were to be shot; but Gan­hoff pre­vailed on the prince to have in­quiries made first as to how the beast had es­caped from the toils.

			It ap­peared in fact that Volody­ovs­ki, tak­ing ad­van­tage of the dark­ness and rain, had led his whole squadron out of the wil­lows in­to the riv­er, and swim­ming or wad­ing with the cur­rent had slipped along Radzivill’s right wing, which touched the bank at that point. Some hors­es, sunk to their bel­lies in the mud, in­di­cat­ed the place where he had come out on the right bank. From far­ther tracks it was easy to see that he had moved with all horse-breath in the di­rec­tion of Kyedani. The het­man guessed at once from this that he wished to make his way to Horotkye­vich and Yakub Kmi­ta in Podlyasye.

			“But in pass­ing near Kyedani would he not burn the town or try to plun­der the cas­tle?”

			A ter­ri­ble fear strait­ened the heart of the prince. The greater part of his ready mon­ey and trea­sures were in Kyedani. Kmi­ta, it is true, was bound to sup­ply it with in­fantry; but if he had not done so, the un­de­fend­ed cas­tle would eas­i­ly be­come plun­der for the in­so­lent colonel. Radzivill felt sure that courage would not be want­ing Volody­ovs­ki to at­tack the res­i­dence of Kyedani it­self. It might be that time would not be want­ing, for es­cap­ing in the be­gin­ning of the night he had left pur­suit at least six hours be­hind.

			In ev­ery case it was im­per­a­tive to has­ten with all breath to the res­cue. The prince left the in­fantry, and pushed on with the cav­al­ry. When he ar­rived at Kyedani he did not find Kmi­ta, but he found ev­ery­thing qui­et; and the opin­ion which he had of the young colonel’s abil­i­ty in­creased dou­bly at sight of the fin­ished trench­es and field-can­non stand­ing on them. That same day he re­viewed them in com­pa­ny with Gan­hoff, to whom he re­marked in the evening—

			“He act­ed thus of his own mind, with­out my or­der, and fin­ished those trench­es so well that a pro­tract­ed de­fence might be made here, even against ar­tillery. If that man does not break his neck too ear­ly, he may rise high.”

			There was an­oth­er man, at thought of whom the het­man could not re­strain a cer­tain kind of ad­mi­ra­tion, but min­gled with rage, for the man was Pan Michael. “I could fin­ish the mutiny soon,” said he to Gan­hoff, “if I had two such ser­vants. Kmi­ta may be still more alert, but he has not the ex­pe­ri­ence, and the oth­er was brought up in the school of Yere­mi, be­yond the Dnieper.”

			“Does your high­ness give com­mand to pur­sue him?” asked Gan­hoff.

			The prince looked at Gan­hoff, and said with em­pha­sis, “He would beat you and es­cape from me.” But af­ter a while he frowned, and added, “Ev­ery­thing is qui­et here now; but we must move to Podlyasye at once, and fin­ish those there.”

			“Your high­ness,” said Gan­hoff, “as soon as we move a foot out of this place, all will seize arms against the Swedes.”

			“Which all?”

			“The no­bles and peas­ants. And not stop­ping with the Swedes, they will turn against the dis­si­dents, for they put all the blame of this war on our co­re­li­gion­ists, say­ing that we sent to the en­e­my, and in fact brought the en­e­my in.”

			“It is a ques­tion with me of my cousin Bo­guslav. I know not whether he is able to hold out against the con­fed­er­ates in Podlyasye.”

			“It is a ques­tion of Lithua­nia to keep it in obe­di­ence to us and the King of Swe­den.”

			The prince be­gan to walk through the room, say­ing, “If I could in any way get Horotkye­vich and Yakub Kmi­ta in­to my hands! They will de­vour my prop­er­ty, de­stroy, plun­der it; they will not leave a stone up­on a stone.”

			“Un­less we stip­u­late with Gen­er­al de la Gardie to send hith­er as many troops as pos­si­ble, while we are in Podlyasye.”

			“With Pon­tus—nev­er!” an­swered Radzivill, to whose head a wave of blood rushed. “If with any­one, with the king him­self. I do not need to treat with ser­vants when I can treat with their mas­ter. If the king were to com­mand Pon­tus to place two thou­sand cav­al­ry at my dis­pos­al, that would be an­oth­er thing. But I will not ask Pon­tus for them. It is need­ful to send some­one to the king; it is time to ne­go­ti­ate with him di­rect­ly.”

			The lean face of Gan­hoff flushed slight­ly, and his eyes were light­ed with de­sire. “If your high­ness com­mand­ed—”

			“You would go; but for you to ar­rive there is an­oth­er thing. You are a Ger­man, and it is dan­ger­ous for a for­eign­er to en­ter an up­risen coun­try. Who knows where the king is at this mo­ment, and where he will be in half a month or a month? It is nec­es­sary to ride through the whole coun­try. Be­sides, it can­not be! You will not go, for it is nec­es­sary to send one of my own peo­ple, a man of high fam­i­ly, so as to con­vince the king that not all the no­bles have left me.”

			“An in­ex­pe­ri­enced man might do much harm,” said Gan­hoff, timid­ly.

			“An en­voy will have no work there ex­cept to de­liv­er my let­ter, and bring back an an­swer; and any man can ex­plain that it was not I who gave or­ders to beat the Swedes at Kla­vany.”

			Gan­hoff was silent.

			The prince be­gan again to walk with un­qui­et steps through the room; on his fore­head was man­i­fest a con­tin­u­al strug­gle of thought. In truth, he had not known a mo­ment of peace from the time of his treaty with the Swedes. Pride de­voured him, his con­science gnawed him, the un­ex­pect­ed re­sis­tance of the coun­try and the army gnawed him; the un­cer­tain­ty of the fu­ture, and the threat of ru­in ter­ri­fied him. He strug­gled, he fought, he passed sleep­less nights, he was fail­ing in health. His eyes were sink­ing, he was grow­ing thin; his face, for­mer­ly red, be­came blue, and al­most with ev­ery hour sil­ver threads in­creased in his mus­tach­es and his fore­lock. In a word, he lived in tor­ment, and bent un­der the bur­den.

			Gan­hoff fol­lowed him with his eyes as he walked through the room; he had still a lit­tle hope that the prince would be­think him­self, and send him.

			But the prince halt­ed sud­den­ly, and struck his fore­head with his palm. “Two squadrons of cav­al­ry, to horse at once! I will lead them my­self.”

			Gan­hoff looked on him with won­der­ment. “An ex­pe­di­tion?” in­quired he, in­vol­un­tar­i­ly.

			“Move on!” said the prince. “God grant that it be not too late!”

		
	
		
			XXI

			When Kmi­ta had fin­ished the trench­es and se­cured Kyedani from sud­den at­tack, he was un­able to de­lay fur­ther his ex­pe­di­tion for the sword-bear­er and Olen­ka, es­pe­cial­ly since the com­mand of the prince to bring them to Kyedani was im­per­a­tive. But still Pan An­drei loi­tered, and when at last he did move at the head of fifty dra­goons, he was as un­qui­et as if go­ing on a for­lorn hope. He felt that he would not be thank­ful­ly re­ceived, and he trem­bled at the thought that the old man might try to re­sist, even with armed hand, and in such an event it would be nec­es­sary to use force. But he de­ter­mined first to per­suade and en­treat. With the in­tent of strip­ping his vis­it of all sem­blance of armed at­tack, he left the dra­goons at an inn a quar­ter of a mile from the vil­lage, and two from the house, and or­der­ing the car­riage to fol­low a lit­tle lat­er, rode ahead him­self, with on­ly the sergeant and one at­ten­dant.

			It was in the af­ter­noon, and the sun was al­ready well in­clined to­ward the west, but af­ter a rainy and stormy night the day was beau­ti­ful and the sky pure, on­ly here and there was it var­ie­gat­ed on the west­ern side by small rosy clouds which pushed slow­ly be­yond the hori­zon, like a flock of sheep leav­ing a field. Kmi­ta rode through the vil­lage with throb­bing heart and as un­easy as the Tar­tar who en­ter­ing a vil­lage first, in ad­vance of a cham­bul, looks around on ev­ery side to see if he can dis­cov­er armed men in am­bush. But the three horse­men at­tract­ed no at­ten­tion. Bare­foot­ed lit­tle peas­ant boys mere­ly jumped out of the road be­fore the hors­es; peas­ants see­ing the hand­some of­fi­cer, bowed to him, sweep­ing the ground with their caps. He rode on, and pass­ing the vil­lage saw ahead a large dwelling, the old Bille­vich nest; be­hind it broad gar­dens end­ing far be­yond in the flat fields.

			Kmi­ta slack­ened his pace still more, and be­gan to talk with him­self, ev­i­dent­ly fram­ing an­swers to ques­tions; and mean­while he gazed with anx­ious eye on the build­ings ris­ing be­fore him. It was not at all a lord­ly man­sion, but at the first glance it would have been guessed that a no­ble lived there of more than medi­um for­tune. The house it­self, with its back to the gar­dens and front to the high­way, was enor­mous, but of wood. The pine of the walls had grown so dark with age that the panes in the win­dows seemed white in con­trast. Above the walls rose a gi­gan­tic roof with four chim­neys in the mid­dle, and two dove­cotes at the gables. A whole cloud of white doves were col­lect­ed on the roof, now fly­ing away with clap­ping of wings, now drop­ping, like snowy ker­chiefs, on the black ridges, now flap­ping around the pil­lars sup­port­ing the en­trance.

			That en­trance, adorned with a shield on which the Bille­vich arms were paint­ed, dis­turbed the pro­por­tions of the house, for it was not in the mid­dle, but to­ward one side of it. Ev­i­dent­ly the house had once been small­er, but new parts were added sub­se­quent­ly from one side, though the added parts had grown so black with the pas­sage of years as not to dif­fer in any­thing from the old. Two wings, of enor­mous length, rose on both sides of the house prop­er, and formed as it were two arms of a horse­shoe. In these wings were guest-cham­bers used in time of great gath­er­ings, kitchens, store­hous­es, car­riage-hous­es, sta­bles for car­riage hors­es which the mas­ters wished to keep near at hand, rooms for of­fi­cials, ser­vants, and house Cos­sacks.

			In the mid­dle of the broad yard grew old lin­den-trees, on them were storks’ nests. Among the trees was a bear chained to a pil­lar. Two well-sweeps at the sides of the yard, a cross with the Pas­sion of the Lord be­tween two spears at the en­trance, com­plet­ed this pic­ture of the res­i­dence of a pow­er­ful, no­ble fam­i­ly. At the right of the house, in the mid­dle of fre­quent lin­den-trees, rose the straw roofs of sta­bles, cow-hous­es, sheep-hous­es, and gra­naries.

			Kmi­ta en­tered the gate, which was open on both sides; like the arms of a no­ble await­ing the ar­rival of a guest. Then two dogs loi­ter­ing through the yard an­nounced the stranger, and from a wing two boys ran to take the hors­es.

			At the same mo­ment in the door of the main build­ing stood a fe­male fig­ure, in which Kmi­ta rec­og­nized Olen­ka at once. His heart beat more quick­ly, and throw­ing the reins to the ser­vant, he went to­ward the porch with un­cov­ered head, hold­ing in one hand his sabre, and in the oth­er his cap.

			She stood be­fore him like a charm­ing vi­sion, shad­ing her eyes with her hand against the set­ting sun, and then van­ished on a sud­den, as if fright­ened by the sight of the ap­proach­ing guest.

			“Bad!” thought Pan An­drei; “she hides from me.”

			He was pained, and his pain was all the greater since just be­fore the mild sun­set, the view of that house, and the calm so spread around it filled his heart with hope, though per­haps Pan An­drei did not note that.

			He cher­ished as it were an il­lu­sion that he was go­ing to his be­trothed, who would re­ceive him with eyes gleam­ing from joy and a blush on her cheeks.

			And the il­lu­sion was bro­ken. Scarce­ly had she seen him when she rushed away, as if from an evil spir­it; and straight­way Pan Tomash came out to meet him with a face at once un­qui­et and cloudy.

			Kmi­ta bowed and said, “I have long wished to ex­press du­ly my de­vo­tion to you, my bene­fac­tor; but I was un­able to do so soon­er in these times of dis­tur­bance, though sure­ly there was no lack in me of de­sire.”

			“I am very grate­ful, and I beg you to en­ter,” an­swered the sword-bear­er, smooth­ing the fore­lock on his head—an act usu­al with him when con­fused or un­cer­tain of him­self. And he stepped aside from the door to let the guest pass.

			Kmi­ta for a while did not wish to en­ter first, and they bowed to each oth­er on the thresh­old; at last Pan An­drei took the step be­fore the sword-bear­er, and in a mo­ment they were in the room.

			They found there two no­bles—one, a man in the bloom of life, Pan Dov­gird of Plem­borg, a near neigh­bor of the Bille­vich­es; the oth­er, Pan Hudzyn­s­ki, a ten­ant in Eyragoly. Kmi­ta no­ticed that they had bare­ly heard his name when their faces changed and they seemed to act like dogs at sight of a wolf; he looked at them first de­fi­ant­ly, and then feigned not to see them.

			A dis­agree­able si­lence suc­ceed­ed.

			Pan An­drei grew im­pa­tient and gnawed his mus­tach­es; the guests looked at him with a fixed frown, and the sword-bear­er stroked his fore­lock.

			“Will you drink a glass of poor no­bles’ mead with us?” asked he at last, point­ing to a de­canter and a glass. “I re­quest you—”

			“I will drink with a gen­tle­man!” said Kmi­ta, rather abrupt­ly.

			Dov­gird and Hudzyn­s­ki be­gan to puff, tak­ing the an­swer as an ex­pres­sion of con­tempt for them; but they would not be­gin a quar­rel at once in a friend­ly house, and that with a rois­ter­er who had a ter­ri­ble rep­u­ta­tion through­out all Jmud. Still the in­sult net­tled them.

			Mean­while the sword-bear­er clapped his hands for a ser­vant, and or­dered him to bring a fourth glass; then he filled it, raised his own to his lips, and said, “In­to your hands—I am glad to see you in my house.”

			“I should be sin­cere­ly glad were that true.”

			“A guest is a guest,” said the sword-bear­er, sen­ten­tious­ly.

			Af­ter awhile, con­scious ev­i­dent­ly of his du­ty as a host to keep up the con­ver­sa­tion, he asked, “What do you hear at Kyedani? How is the health of the het­man?”

			“Not strong,” an­swered Kmi­ta, “and in these un­qui­et times it can­not be oth­er­wise. The prince has a world of trou­bles and an­noy­ances.”

			“I be­lieve that!” said Pan Hudzyn­s­ki.

			Kmi­ta looked at him for a while, then turned to the host and con­tin­ued—

			“The prince, be­ing promised as­sis­tance by the Swedish King, ex­pect­ed to move against the en­e­my at Vil­na with­out de­lay, and take vengeance for the ash­es of that place, which have not yet grown cold. And it must be known al­so to you that now it is nec­es­sary to search for Vil­na in Vil­na, for it was burn­ing sev­en­teen days. They say that noth­ing is vis­i­ble among the ru­ins but the black holes of cel­lars from which smoke is still ris­ing con­tin­u­al­ly.”

			“Mis­for­tune!” said the sword-bear­er.

			“Of course a mis­for­tune, which if it could not have been pre­vent­ed should be avenged and sim­i­lar ru­ins made of the en­e­my’s cap­i­tal. In fact, it was com­ing to this when dis­turbers, sus­pect­ing the best in­ten­tions of an hon­or­able man, pro­claimed him a traitor, and re­sist­ed him in arms in­stead of aid­ing him against the en­e­my. It is not to be won­dered, there­fore, that the health of the prince tot­ters, since he, whom God pre­des­tined to great things, sees that the mal­ice of man is ev­er pre­par­ing new ob­sta­cles through which the en­tire un­der­tak­ing may come to naught. The best friends of the prince have de­ceived him; those on whom he count­ed most have left him, or gone to the en­e­my.”

			“So it is,” said the sword-bear­er, se­ri­ous­ly.

			“That is very painful,” con­tin­ued Kmi­ta, “and I my­self have heard the prince say, ‘I know that hon­or­able men pass evil judg­ments on me; but why do they not come to Kyedani, why do they not tell me to my face what they have against me, and lis­ten to my rea­sons?’ ”

			“Whom has the prince in mind?” asked the sword-bear­er.

			“In the first rank you, my bene­fac­tor, for whom he has a gen­uine re­gard, and he sus­pects that you be­long to the en­e­my.”

			The sword-bear­er be­gan to smooth his fore­lock quick­ly. At last, see­ing that the con­ver­sa­tion was tak­ing an un­de­sir­able turn, he clapped his hands.

			A ser­vant ap­peared in the door­way.

			“Seest not that it is grow­ing dark? Bring lights!” cried Pan Tomash.

			“God sees,” con­tin­ued Kmi­ta, “that I had in­tend­ed to lay be­fore you prop­er as­sur­ances of my own de­vo­tion sep­a­rate­ly, but I have come here al­so at the or­der of the prince, who would have come in per­son to Bille­viche if the time were more fa­vor­ing.”

			“Our thresh­olds are too low­ly,” said the sword-bear­er.

			“Do not say that, since it is cus­tom­ary for neigh­bors to vis­it one an­oth­er; but the prince has no time un­oc­cu­pied, there­fore he said to me, ‘Ex­plain in my name to Pan Bille­vich that I am not able to vis­it him, but let him come to me with his niece, and that of course with­out de­lay, for to­mor­row or the day fol­low­ing I know not where I shall be.’ So I have come with a re­quest, and I trust that both of you are in good health; for when I drove in here I saw Pan­na Alek­san­dra in the door, but she van­ished at once, like mist from the field.”

			“That is true,” said the sword-bear­er; “I sent her my­self to see who had come.”

			“I am wait­ing for your re­ply, my bene­fac­tor,” said Kmi­ta.

			At that mo­ment the at­ten­dant brought in a light and placed it on the ta­ble; by the shin­ing of the light it was seen that Bille­vich was great­ly con­fused.

			“This is no small hon­or for me,” said he, “but—I can­not go at once. Be pleased to ex­cuse me to the het­man—you see that I have guests.”

			“Oh, sure­ly that will not hin­der, for these gen­tle­men will yield to the prince.”

			“We have our own tongues in our mouths, and can an­swer for our­selves,” said Pan Hudzyn­s­ki.

			“With­out wait­ing for oth­ers to make de­ci­sions con­cern­ing us,” added Dov­gird.

			“You see,” con­tin­ued Kmi­ta, pre­tend­ing to take in good part the churl­ish words of the no­bles, “I knew that these were po­lite cav­a­liers. But to avoid slight­ing any­one, I in­vite them al­so in the name of the prince to come to Kyedani.”

			“Too much fa­vor,” said both; “we have some­thing else to do.”

			Kmi­ta looked on them with a pe­cu­liar ex­pres­sion, and then said cold­ly, as if speak­ing to some fourth per­son, “When the prince in­vites, it is not per­mit­ted to refuse.”

			At that they rose from their chairs.

			“But is that con­straint?” asked the sword-bear­er.

			“Pan Bille­vich, my bene­fac­tor,” an­swered Kmi­ta, quick­ly, “those gen­tle­men will go whether they wish or not, for thus it has pleased me; but I de­sire not to use force with you, and I beg most sin­cere­ly that you will deign to grat­i­fy the prince. I am on ser­vice, and have an or­der to bring you; but as long as I do not lose hope of ef­fect­ing some­thing with en­treaty, I shall not cease to en­treat—and I swear to you that not a hair will fall from your head while there. The prince wish­es to talk with you, and wish­es you to live in Kyedani dur­ing these trou­bled times, when even peas­ants col­lect in crowds and plun­der. This is the whole af­fair! You will be treat­ed with fit­ting re­spect in Kyedani, as a guest and a friend; I give my word of hon­or for that.”

			“As a no­ble, I protest,” said the sword-bear­er, “and the law pro­tects me.”

			“And sabres!” cried Hudzyn­s­ki and Dov­gird.

			Kmi­ta laughed, frowned, and said, “Put away your sabres, gen­tle­men, or I shall give the or­der to place you both against the barn and put a bul­let in­to the head of each one of you.”

			At this they grew timid, and be­gan to look at each oth­er and at Kmi­ta; but the sword-bear­er cried—

			“The most out­ra­geous vi­o­lence against the free­dom of no­bles, against priv­i­leges!”

			“There will be no vi­o­lence if you com­ply of your own will,” said Kmi­ta; “and the proof is in this that I left dra­goons in the vil­lage, and came here alone to in­vite you as one neigh­bor an­oth­er. Do not refuse, for the times are such that it is dif­fi­cult to pay at­ten­tion to re­fusals. The prince him­self will ex­cuse you there­fore, and know that you will be re­ceived as a neigh­bor and a friend. Un­der­stand, too, that could you be re­ceived oth­er­wise, I would a hun­dred times rather have a bul­let in my head than come here for you. Not a hair will fall from any Bille­vich head while I am alive. Call to mind who I am, re­mem­ber Her­a­clius Bille­vich, re­mem­ber his will, and con­sid­er whether the prince would have se­lect­ed me did he not in­tend to deal with you in sin­cer­i­ty.”

			“Why then does he use force, why have I to go un­der con­straint? How am I to trust him, when all Lithua­nia talks of the op­pres­sion un­der which hon­or­able cit­i­zens are groan­ing in Kyedani?”

			Kmi­ta drew breath; for, from his words and voice he knew that Bille­vich was be­gin­ning to weak­en in his re­sis­tance.

			“Wor­thy bene­fac­tor,” said he, al­most joy­ous­ly, “con­straint among neigh­bors of­ten ris­es from af­fec­tion. And when you or­der ser­vants to put the car­riage-wheel of a wel­come guest in the store­house, or his pro­vi­sion-chest in the larder, is not that con­straint? And when you force him to drink, even when wine is flow­ing out through his nos­trils, is not that con­straint? And be as­sured that even had I to bind you and take you bound to Kyedani among dra­goons, that would be for your good. Just think, in­sur­gent sol­diers are wan­der­ing about and com­mit­ting law­less deeds, peas­ants are mus­ter­ing, Swedish troops are ap­proach­ing, and do you think to save your­self from ac­ci­dent in the up­roar, or that some of these will not come to­day or to­mor­row, plun­der and burn your prop­er­ty, and at­tack your per­son? Is Bille­viche a fortress? Can you de­fend your­self here? What does the prince wish for you? Safe­ty; for Kyedani is the on­ly place where you are not in dan­ger. A de­tach­ment of the prince’s troops will guard your prop­er­ty here, as the eyes in their heads, from all dis­or­der of sol­diers; and if one fork is lost, then take my whole for­tune.”

			Bille­vich be­gan to walk through the room. “Can I trust your word?”

			At that mo­ment Pan­na Alek­san­dra en­tered the room. Kmi­ta ap­proached her quick­ly, but sud­den­ly re­mem­bered the events of Kyedani, and her cold face fixed him to the floor; he bowed there­fore from a dis­tance, in si­lence.

			Pan Bille­vich stood be­fore her. “We have to go to Kyedani,” said he.

			“And for what rea­son?” asked she.

			“For the het­man in­vites.”

			“Very kind­ly—as a neigh­bor,” added Kmi­ta.

			“Yes, very kind­ly,” said Bille­vich, with a cer­tain bit­ter­ness; “but if we do not go of our own will, this cav­a­lier has the or­der to sur­round us with dra­goons and take us by force.”

			“God pre­serve us from that!” said Kmi­ta.

			“Have not I told you, Un­cle,” asked Pan­na Alek­san­dra, “that we ought to flee as far as pos­si­ble, for they would not leave us here undis­turbed? Now my words have come true.”

			“What’s to be done, what’s to be done? There is no rem­e­dy against force,” cried Bille­vich.

			“True,” an­swered the la­dy: “but we ought not to go to that in­fa­mous house of our own will. Let mur­der­ers take us, bind us, and bear us. Not we alone shall suf­fer per­se­cu­tion, not us alone will the vengeance of traitors reach; but let them know that we pre­fer death to in­famy.”

			Here she turned with an ex­pres­sion of supreme con­tempt to Kmi­ta: “Bind us, sir of­fi­cer, or sir ex­e­cu­tion­er, and take us with hors­es, for in an­oth­er way we will not go.”

			The blood rushed to Kmi­ta’s face; it seemed for a time that he would burst forth in ter­ri­ble anger, but he re­strained him­self.

			“Ah, gra­cious la­dy,” said he, with a voice sti­fled from ex­cite­ment, “I have not fa­vor in your eyes, since you wish to make me a mur­der­er, a traitor, and a man of vi­o­lence. May God judge who is right—whether I serv­ing the het­man, or you in­sult­ing me as a dog. God gave you beau­ty, but a heart ven­omous and im­pla­ca­ble. You are glad to suf­fer your­self, that you may in­flict still greater pain on an­oth­er. You ex­ceed the mea­sure—as I live, you ex­ceed it—and noth­ing will come of that.”

			“The maid­en speaks well,” cried Bille­vich, to whom dar­ing came sud­den­ly; “we will not go of our own will. Take us with dra­goons.”

			But Kmi­ta paid no at­ten­tion what­ev­er to him, so much was he ex­cit­ed, and so deeply touched.

			“You are in love with the suf­fer­ings of peo­ple,” con­tin­ued he to Olen­ka, “and you pro­claim me a traitor with­out judg­ment, with­out con­sid­er­ing a rea­son, with­out per­mit­ting me to say a word in my own de­fence. Let it be so. But you will go to Kyedani—of your own will or against your will; it is all one. There my in­ten­tions will be­come ev­i­dent; there you will know whether you have just­ly ac­cused me of wrong, there con­science will tell you who of us was whose ex­e­cu­tion­er. I want no oth­er vengeance. God be with you, but I want that vengeance. And I want noth­ing more of you, for you have bent the bow to the break­ing. There is a ser­pent un­der your beau­ty as un­der a flow­er.”

			“We will not go!” re­peat­ed Bille­vich, still more res­o­lute­ly.

			“As true as life we will not!” shout­ed Hudzyn­s­ki and Dov­gird.

			Kmi­ta turned to them; but he was very pale now, for rage was throt­tling him, and his teeth chat­tered as in a fever.

			“Ei! Try now to re­sist! My hors­es are to be heard—my dra­goons are com­ing. Will some­one say again that he will not go?”

			In fact the tramp of nu­mer­ous hors­es was heard. All saw that there was no help, and Kmi­ta said—

			“Young la­dy, with­in the time that a man could re­peat the Lord’s Prayer twice you must be in the car­riage, or your un­cle will have a bul­let in his head.”

			And it was ev­i­dent that the wild fren­zy of anger was tak­ing pos­ses­sion more and more of Pan An­drei, for sud­den­ly he shout­ed till the panes rat­tled in the win­dows, “To the road!”

			That same in­stant the door of the front cham­ber opened qui­et­ly, and some strange voice in­quired—

			“To what place, Cav­a­lier?”

			All be­came as stone from amaze­ment, and ev­ery eye was turned to the door, in which stood some small man in ar­mor, and with a naked sabre in his hand.

			Kmi­ta re­treat­ed a step, as if he had seen an ap­pari­tion. “Pan Volody­ovs­ki!” cried he.

			“At your ser­vice!” an­swered the lit­tle man. And he ad­vanced in­to the mid­dle of the cham­ber; af­ter him en­tered in a crowd Mirs­ki, Za­glo­ba, Pan Yan, Pan Stanislav, Stankye­vich, Os­ky­erko and Roh Ko­val­s­ki.

			“Ha!” cried Za­glo­ba; “the Cos­sack caught a Tar­tar, and the Tar­tar holds him by the head!”

			Bille­vich be­gan to speak: “Who­ev­er you are, gen­tle­men, save a cit­i­zen whom in spite of law, birth, and of­fice they wish to ar­rest and con­fine. Save, broth­ers, the free­dom of a no­ble, who­ev­er you may be.”

			“Fear not!” an­swered Volody­ovs­ki, “the dra­goons of this cav­a­lier are al­ready in fet­ters, and now he needs res­cue him­self more than you do.”

			“But a priest most of all!” added Za­glo­ba.

			“Sir Knight,” said Volody­ovs­ki, turn­ing to Kmi­ta, “you have no luck with me; a sec­ond time I stand in your way. You did not ex­pect me?”

			“I did not! I thought you were in the hands of the prince.”

			“I have just slipped out of those hands—this is the road to Podlyasye. But enough! The first time that you bore away this la­dy I chal­lenged you to sabres, is it not true?”

			“True,” an­swered Kmi­ta, reach­ing in­vol­un­tar­i­ly to his head.

			“Now it is an­oth­er af­fair. Then you were giv­en to fight­ing—a thing usu­al with no­bles, and not bring­ing the last in­famy. To­day you do not de­serve that an hon­est man should chal­lenge you.”

			“Why is that?” asked Kmi­ta; and rais­ing his proud head, he looked Volody­ovs­ki straight in the eyes.

			“You are a traitor and a rene­gade,” an­swered Volody­ovs­ki, “for you have cut down, like an ex­e­cu­tion­er, hon­est sol­diers who stood by their coun­try—for it is through your work that this un­hap­py land is groan­ing un­der a new yoke. Speak­ing briefly, pre­pare for death, for as God is in heav­en your last hour has come.”

			“By what right do you judge and ex­e­cute me?” in­quired Kmi­ta.

			“Gra­cious sir,” an­swered Za­glo­ba, se­ri­ous­ly, “say your prayers in­stead of ask­ing us about a right. But if you have any­thing to say in your de­fence, say it quick­ly, for you will not find a liv­ing soul to take your part. Once, as I have heard, this la­dy here present begged you from the hands of Pan Volody­ovs­ki; but af­ter what you have done now, she will sure­ly not take your part.”

			Here the eyes of all turned in­vol­un­tar­i­ly to Pan­na Alek­san­dra, whose face at that mo­ment was as if cut from stone; and she stood mo­tion­less, with down­cast lids, icy-cold, but she did not ad­vance a step or speak a word.

			The voice of Kmi­ta broke the si­lence—“I do not ask that la­dy for in­ter­ces­sion.”

			Pan­na Alek­san­dra was silent.

			“This way!” called Volody­ovs­ki, turn­ing to­ward the door.

			Heavy steps were heard, fol­lowed by the gloomy rat­tle of spurs; and six sol­diers, with Yuz­va Butrym in front, en­tered the room.

			“Take him!” com­mand­ed Volody­ovs­ki, “lead him out­side the vil­lage and put a bul­let in his head.”

			The heavy hand of Butrym rest­ed on the col­lar of Kmi­ta, af­ter that two oth­er hands.

			“Do not let them drag me like a dog!” said Kmi­ta to Volody­ovs­ki. “I will go my­self.”

			Volody­ovs­ki nod­ded to the sol­diers, who re­leased him at once, but sur­round­ed him; and he walked out calm­ly, not speak­ing to any man, on­ly whis­per­ing his prayers.

			Pan­na Alek­san­dra went out al­so, through the op­po­site door, to the ad­join­ing rooms. She passed the first and the sec­ond, stretch­ing out her hand in the dark­ness be­fore her; sud­den­ly her head whirled, the breath failed in her bo­som, and she fell, as if dead, on the floor.

			Among those who were as­sem­bled in the first room a dull si­lence reigned for some time; at last Bille­vich broke it. “Is there no mer­cy for him?” asked he.

			“I am sor­ry for him,” an­swered Za­glo­ba, “for he went man­ful­ly to death.”

			To which Mirs­ki said, “He shot a num­ber of of­fi­cers out of my squadron, be­sides those whom he slew in at­tack.”

			“And from mine too,” added Stankye­vich; “and he cut up al­most all of Nyevyarovs­ki’s men.”

			“He must have had or­ders from Radzivill,” said Za­glo­ba.

			“Gen­tle­men,” said Bille­vich, “you bring the vengeance of Radzivill on my head.”

			“You must flee. We are go­ing to Podlyasye, for there the squadrons have risen against traitors; go with us. There is no oth­er help. You can take refuge in Byalovyej, where a rel­a­tive of Pan Skshetus­ki is the king’s hunter. There no one will find you.”

			“But my prop­er­ty will be lost.”

			“The Com­mon­wealth will re­store it to you.”

			“Pan Michael,” said Za­glo­ba, sud­den­ly, “I will gal­lop off and see if there are not some or­ders of the het­man on that un­for­tu­nate man. You re­mem­ber what I found on Roh Ko­val­s­ki.”

			“Mount a horse. There is time yet; lat­er the pa­pers will be bloody. I or­dered them to take him be­yond the vil­lage, so that the la­dy might not be alarmed at the rat­tle of mus­kets, for wom­en are sen­si­tive and giv­en to fright.”

			Za­glo­ba went out, and af­ter a while the tramp of the horse on which he rode away was heard. Volody­ovs­ki turned to the host.

			“What is the la­dy do­ing?”

			“Be­yond doubt she is pray­ing for that soul which must go be­fore God.”

			“May the Lord give him eter­nal rest!” said Pan Yan. “Were it not for his will­ing ser­vice with Radzivill, I should be the first to speak in his fa­vor; but if he did not wish to stand by his coun­try, he might at least not have sold his soul to Radzivill.”

			“That is true!” added Volody­ovs­ki.

			“He is guilty and de­serves what has come up­on him,” said Pan Stanislav; “but I would that Radzivill were in his place, or Opalin­s­ki—oh, Opalin­s­ki!”

			“Of how far he is guilty, you have best proof here,” put in Os­ky­erko; “this la­dy, who was his be­trothed, did not find a word in his fa­vor. I saw clear­ly that she was in tor­ment, but she was silent; for how could she take the part of a traitor.”

			“She loved him once sin­cere­ly, I know that,” said Bille­vich. “Per­mit me, gen­tle­men, to go and see what has be­fall­en her, as this is a griev­ous tri­al for a wom­an.”

			“Make ready for the road!” cried the lit­tle knight, “for we shall mere­ly give rest to the hors­es. We move far­ther. Kyedani is too near this place, and Radzivill must have re­turned al­ready.”

			“Very well!” said the no­ble, and he left the room.

			Af­ter a while his pierc­ing cry was heard. The knights sprang to­ward the sound, not know­ing what had hap­pened; the ser­vants al­so ran in with the lights, and they saw Bille­vich rais­ing Olen­ka, whom he had found ly­ing sense­less on the floor.

			Volody­ovs­ki sprang to help him, and to­geth­er they placed her on the so­fa. She gave no sign of life. They be­gan to rub her. The old house­keep­er ran in with cor­dials, and at last the young la­dy opened her eyes.

			“Noth­ing is the mat­ter,” said the old house­keep­er; “go ye to that room, we will take care of her.”

			Bille­vich con­duct­ed his guests. “Would that this had not hap­pened!” said the anx­ious host. “Could you not take that un­for­tu­nate with you, and put him out of the way some­where on the road, and not on my place? How can I trav­el now, how flee, when the young wom­an is bare­ly alive, on the brink of se­ri­ous ill­ness?”

			“The ill­ness is all over now,” an­swered Volody­ovs­ki. “We will put the la­dy in a car­riage; you must both flee, for the vengeance of Radzivill spares no man.”

			“The la­dy may re­cov­er quick­ly,” said Pan Yan.

			“A com­fort­able car­riage is ready, with hors­es at­tached, for Kmi­ta brought it with him,” said Volody­ovs­ki. “Go and tell the la­dy how things are, and that it is im­pos­si­ble to de­lay flight. Let her col­lect her strength. We must go, for be­fore to­mor­row morn­ing Radzivill’s troops may be here.”

			“True,” an­swered Bille­vich; “I go!”

			He went, and af­ter a while re­turned with his niece, who had not on­ly col­lect­ed her strength, but was al­ready dressed for the road. She had a high col­or on her face, and her eyes were gleam­ing fever­ish­ly.

			“Let us go, let us go!” re­peat­ed she, en­ter­ing the room.

			Volody­ovs­ki went out on the porch for a mo­ment to send men for the car­riage; then he re­turned, and all be­gan to make ready for the road.

			Be­fore a quar­ter of an hour had passed, the roll of wheels was heard out­side the win­dows, and the stamp­ing of hors­es’ hoofs on the pave­ment with which the space be­fore the en­trance was cov­ered.

			“Let us go!” said Olen­ka.

			“To the road!” cried the of­fi­cers.

			That mo­ment the door was thrown open, and Za­glo­ba burst in­to the room like a bomb.

			“I have stopped the ex­e­cu­tion!” cried he.

			Olen­ka from be­ing rud­dy be­came in one mo­ment as white as chalk; she seemed ready to faint again; but no one paid at­ten­tion to her, for all eyes were turned on Za­glo­ba, who was pant­ing like a whale, try­ing to catch breath.

			“Have you stopped the ex­e­cu­tion?” in­quired Volody­ovs­ki. “Why was that?”

			“Why?—Let me catch breath. This is why—with­out Kmi­ta, with­out that hon­or­able cav­a­lier, we should all of us be hang­ing on trees at Kyedani. Uf! we want­ed to kill our bene­fac­tor, gen­tle­men! Uf!”

			“How can that be?” cried all, at once.

			“How can it be? Read this let­ter; in it is the an­swer.”

			Here Za­glo­ba gave a let­ter to Volody­ovs­ki. He be­gan to read, stop­ping ev­ery mo­ment and look­ing at his com­rades; for it was in fact the let­ter in which Radzivill re­proached Kmi­ta bit­ter­ly be­cause by his stub­born per­sis­tence he had freed the colonels and Za­glo­ba from death at Kyedani.

			“Well, what do you think?” re­peat­ed Za­glo­ba, at each in­ter­val.

			The let­ter end­ed, as we know, with the com­mis­sion for Kmi­ta to bring Bille­vich and his niece to Kyedani. Pan An­drei had the let­ter with him, ap­par­ent­ly to show it to the sword-bear­er in case of ne­ces­si­ty, and it had not come to that.

			Above all there re­mained no shad­ow of doubt that but for Kmi­ta the two Skshetuskis, Volody­ovs­ki, and Za­glo­ba would have been killed with­out mer­cy in Kyedani, im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter the fa­mous treaty with Pon­tus de la Gardie.

			“Wor­thy gen­tle­men,” said Za­glo­ba, “if you wish now to shoot him, as God is dear to me, I will leave your com­pa­ny and know you no longer.”

			“There is noth­ing more to be said here!” replied Volody­ovs­ki.

			“Ah!” said Skshetus­ki, seiz­ing his head with both hands, “what a hap­pi­ness that fa­ther read that let­ter at once, in­stead of bring­ing it to us!”

			“They must have fed you with star­lings from child­hood!” cried Mirs­ki.

			“Ha! what do you say to that?” asked Za­glo­ba. “Ev­ery­one else would have put a bul­let in his head. But the mo­ment they brought me the pa­per which they found on him, some­thing touched me, be­cause I have by na­ture a uni­ver­sal cu­rios­i­ty. Two men were go­ing ahead of me with lanterns, and they were al­ready in the field. Said I to them, ‘Give me light here; let me know what is in this!’ I be­gan to read. I tell you, gen­tle­men, there was dark­ness be­fore me as if some man had thumped my bald head with his fist. ‘In God’s name!’ said I, ‘why did you not show this let­ter?’ And he an­swered, ‘Be­cause it did not suit me!’ Such a haughty fel­low, even at the point of death! But didn’t I seize him, em­brace him? ‘Bene­fac­tor,’ cried I, ‘with­out you the crows would have eat­en us al­ready!’ I gave or­ders to bring him back and lead him here; and I al­most drove the breath out of the horse to tell you what had hap­pened as quick­ly as pos­si­ble. Uf!”

			“That is a won­der­ful man, in whom it is clear as much good as evil re­sides,” said Pan Stanislav. “If such would not—”

			But be­fore he had fin­ished, the door opened and the sol­diers came in with Kmi­ta.

			“You are free,” said Volody­ovs­ki, at once; “and while we are alive none of us will at­tack you. What a des­per­ate man you are, not to show us that let­ter im­me­di­ate­ly! We would not have dis­turbed you.”

			Here he turned to the sol­diers: “With­draw, and ev­ery man to horse!”

			The sol­diers with­drew, and Pan An­drei re­mained alone in the mid­dle of the room. He had a calm face; but it was gloomy, and he looked at the of­fi­cers stand­ing be­fore him, not with­out pride.

			“You are free!” re­peat­ed Volody­ovs­ki; “go whith­er­so­ev­er you please, even to Radzivill, though it is painful to see a man of hon­or­able blood aid­ing a traitor to his coun­try.”

			“Re­flect well,” an­swered Kmi­ta, “for I say be­fore­hand that I shall go nowhere else but to Radzivill.”

			“Join us; let the thun­der­bolt crush that tyrant of Kyedani!” cried Za­glo­ba. “You will be to us a friend and dear com­rade; the coun­try, your moth­er, will for­give your of­fences against her.”

			“It is no use,” said Kmi­ta, with en­er­gy. “God will de­cide who serves the coun­try bet­ter—you who be­gin civ­il war on your own re­spon­si­bil­i­ty, or I, serv­ing a lord who alone can save this ill-fat­ed Com­mon­wealth. Go your own way, I will go mine. It is not time to con­vert you, and the at­tempt is vain; but I tell you from the depth of my soul that you are ru­in­ing the coun­try—you who stand in the way of its sal­va­tion. I do not call you traitors, for I know that your in­ten­tions are hon­or­able; but this is the po­si­tion—the coun­try is per­ish­ing, Radzivill stretch­es a hand to it, and you thrust swords in­to that hand, and in blind­ness make traitors of him and all those who stand by him.”

			“As God is true!” said Za­glo­ba, “if I had not seen how man­ful­ly you went to meet death, I should think that ter­ror had dis­turbed your mind. To whom have you giv­en oath—to Radzivill or Yan Kaz­imir, to Swe­den or the Com­mon­wealth? You have lost your wits!”

			“I knew that it would be vain to at­tempt to con­vert you. Farewell!”

			“But wait,” said Za­glo­ba; “for here is a ques­tion of im­por­tance. Tell me, did Radzivill prom­ise that he would spare us when you in­ter­ced­ed for us in Kyedani?”

			“He did,” said Kmi­ta. “You were to re­main dur­ing the war in Bir­ji.”

			“Know now your Radzivill, who be­trays not on­ly the coun­try, not on­ly the king, but his own ser­vants.” When he had said this, Za­glo­ba gave the het­man’s let­ter to Kmi­ta. He took it, and be­gan to run over it with his eyes; and as he read, the blood came to his face, and a blush of shame for his own lead­er cov­ered his fore­head more and more. All at once he crushed the let­ter in his hand, and threw it on the floor.

			“Farewell!” said he. “Bet­ter I had per­ished at your hands!” and he went out of the room.

			“Gen­tle­men,” said Pan Yan, af­ter a mo­ment’s si­lence, “an af­fair with that man is dif­fi­cult, for he be­lieves in his Radzivill as a Turk in Mo­hammed. I thought my­self, as you do, that he was serv­ing him for prof­it or am­bi­tion, but that is not the case. He is not a bad man, on­ly an erring one.”

			“If he has had faith in his Mo­hammed hith­er­to, I have un­der­mined that faith in­fer­nal­ly,” said Za­glo­ba. “Did you see how he threw down the let­ter as soon as he had read it? There will be no small work be­tween them, for that cav­a­lier is ready to spring at the eyes, not on­ly of Radzivill, but the dev­il. As God is dear to me, if a man had giv­en me a herd of Turk­ish hors­es I should not be so well pleased as I am at hav­ing saved him from death.”

			“It is true he owes his life to you,” said Bille­vich; “no one will de­ny that.”

			“God be with him!” said Volody­ovs­ki; “let us take coun­sel what to do.”

			“But what? Mount and take the road; the hors­es have rest­ed a lit­tle,” an­swered Za­glo­ba.

			“True, we should go as quick­ly as pos­si­ble! Are you go­ing with us?” asked Mirs­ki of the sword-bear­er.

			“I can­not re­main here in peace, I must go. But if you wish to take the road at once, gen­tle­men, I say sin­cere­ly that it is not con­ve­nient to tear away now with you. Since that man has left here alive, they will not burn me up im­me­di­ate­ly, nei­ther will they kill any­one; and be­fore such a jour­ney it is nec­es­sary to pro­vide one’s self with this thing and that. God knows when I shall re­turn. It is nec­es­sary to make one ar­range­ment and an­oth­er—to se­crete the most valu­able ar­ti­cles, send my cat­tle to the neigh­bors, pack trunks. I have al­so a lit­tle ready mon­ey which I would take with me. I shall be ready to­mor­row at day­break; but to go now, in seize-grab fash­ion, I can­not.”

			“On our part we can­not wait, for the sword is hang­ing over our heads,” said Volody­ovs­ki. “And where do you wish to take refuge?”

			“In the wilder­ness, as you ad­vised. At least, I shall leave the maid­en there; for I am not yet old, and my poor sabre may be of use to the coun­try and the king.”

			“Farewell! God grant us to meet in bet­ter times!”

			“God re­ward you, gen­tle­men, for com­ing to res­cue me. Doubt­less we shall see one an­oth­er in the field.”

			“Good health!”

			“Hap­py jour­ney!”

			They be­gan to take farewell of one an­oth­er, and then each came to bow down be­fore Pan­na Bille­vich.

			“You will see my wife and lit­tle boys in the wilder­ness: em­brace them for me, and bloom in good health,” said Pan Yan.

			“Re­mem­ber at times the sol­dier, who, though he had no suc­cess in your eyes, is al­ways glad to bend the skies for you.”

			Af­ter them oth­ers ap­proached, and last Za­glo­ba.

			“Re­ceive, charm­ing flow­er, farewell from an old man too. Em­brace Pani Skshetus­ki and my lit­tle stumps. They are boys in a hun­dred!”

			In­stead of an an­swer, Olen­ka seized his hand, and pressed it in si­lence to her lips.

		
	
		
			XXII

			That night, at the lat­est two hours af­ter the de­par­ture of Volody­ovs­ki’s de­tach­ment, Radzivill him­self came to Bille­viche at the head of his cav­al­ry. He came to the as­sis­tance of Kmi­ta, fear­ing lest he might fall in­to the hands of Volody­ovs­ki. When he learned what had hap­pened he took the sword-bear­er and Olen­ka and re­turned to Kyedani, with­out even giv­ing rest to the hors­es.

			The het­man was en­raged be­yond mea­sure when he heard the sto­ry from the mouth of the sword-bear­er, who told ev­ery­thing in de­tail, wish­ing to turn from him­self the at­ten­tion of the ter­ri­ble mag­nate. He dared not protest, for the same rea­son, against the jour­ney to Kyedani, and was glad in his soul that the storm end­ed thus. Radzivill, on his part, though sus­pect­ing Bille­vich of “prac­tices” (con­spir­a­cy), had in fact too many cares to re­mem­ber the mat­ter at that mo­ment.

			The es­cape of Volody­ovs­ki might change af­fairs in Podlyasye. Horotkye­vich and Yakub Kmi­ta, who were there at the head of squadrons con­fed­er­at­ed against the het­man, were good sol­diers, but not im­por­tant; hence the whole con­fed­er­a­cy had no weight. But now with Volody­ovs­ki had fled such men as Mirs­ki, Stankye­vich, and Os­ky­erko, with­out count­ing the lit­tle knight him­self—all ex­cel­lent of­fi­cers, en­joy­ing uni­ver­sal re­spect.

			But in Podlyasye was Prince Bo­guslav al­so, who with the cas­tle squadrons was op­pos­ing the con­fed­er­ates, wait­ing mean­while for aid from his un­cle the elec­tor; but the elec­tor de­layed, ev­i­dent­ly wait­ing for events; and the con­fed­er­at­ed forces were gain­ing strength, and ad­her­ents came to them ev­ery day.

			For some time the het­man had been wish­ing to march to Podlyasye him­self, and crush the in­sur­gents with one blow, but he was re­strained by the thought that let him set foot over the bound­ary of Jmud the whole coun­try would rise, and the im­por­tance of the Radzivills be re­duced in the eyes of the Swedes to ze­ro. The prince was med­i­tat­ing whether it were not bet­ter to aban­don Podlyasye al­to­geth­er for the time, and bring Prince Bo­guslav to Jmud.

			That was nec­es­sary and ur­gent. On the oth­er hand threat­en­ing news came touch­ing the deeds of the vo­evo­da of Vi­tyeb­sk. The het­man had tried to ne­go­ti­ate and bring him over to his plans, but Sapye­ha sent back the let­ters unan­swered; and be­sides, as re­port said, the vo­evo­da was sell­ing his ef­fects at auc­tion, dis­pos­ing of what he could, melt­ing sil­ver in­to coin, sell­ing his cat­tle for ready mon­ey, pawn­ing ta­pes­try and valu­ables to the Jews, rent­ing his lands and col­lect­ing troops.

			The het­man, greedy by na­ture and in­ca­pable of mak­ing sac­ri­fices of mon­ey, re­fused to be­lieve, at first, that any man would cast his whole for­tune with­out hes­i­ta­tion on the al­tar of the coun­try; but time con­vinced him that this was re­al­ly the case, for Sapye­ha’s mil­i­tary pow­er in­creased dai­ly. Fugi­tives, set­tled no­bles, pa­tri­ots gath­ered around him—en­e­mies of the het­man, and still worse, his blood rel­a­tives, such as Prince Michael Radzivill, of whom news came that he had or­dered all the in­come of his es­tates still un­oc­cu­pied by the en­e­my to be giv­en to the vo­evo­da of Vi­tyeb­sk.

			In this way then did the ed­i­fice, built by the pride of Yanush Radzivill, crack from its foun­da­tions and tot­ter. The whole Com­mon­wealth was to find a place in that ed­i­fice, but now it ap­peared in ad­vance that it could not con­tain even Jmud.

			The con­di­tion was be­com­ing more and more like a vi­cious cir­cle; for Radzivill might sum­mon against the vo­evo­da of Vi­tyeb­sk Swedish forces which were oc­cu­py­ing the coun­try by de­grees, but that would be to ac­knowl­edge his own weak­ness. Be­sides, the re­la­tions of the het­man with the gen­er­alis­si­mo of the Swedes were strained since the af­fair at Kla­vany, thanks to the plan of Za­glo­ba; and in spite of all ex­pla­na­tions, ir­ri­ta­tion and dis­trust reigned be­tween them.

			The het­man, when set­ting out to aid Kmi­ta, had hope that per­haps he might yet seize Volody­ovs­ki and de­stroy him; there­fore, when his reck­on­ing was at fault, he re­turned to Kyedani an­gry and frown­ing. It as­ton­ished him too that he did not meet Kmi­ta on the road to Bille­viche; this hap­pened be­cause Pan An­drei, whose dra­goons Volody­ovs­ki did not fail to take with him, re­turned alone, and there­fore chose the short­est road through the for­est, avoid­ing Plem­borg and Eyragoly.

			Af­ter a night spent en­tire­ly on horse­back the het­man came back to Kyedani on the fol­low­ing day at noon with his troops, and his first ques­tion was about Kmi­ta. He was in­formed that Pan An­drei had re­turned, but with­out sol­diers. Of that last cir­cum­stance the prince knew al­ready; but he was cu­ri­ous to hear from the lips of Kmi­ta him­self the sto­ry, there­fore he gave com­mand to call him at once.

			“There was no suc­cess for you, as there was none for me,” said he, when Kmi­ta stood be­fore him. “The sword-bear­er told me that you fell in­to the hands of that lit­tle dev­il.”

			“That is true,” an­swered Kmi­ta.

			“And my let­ter saved you?”

			“Of what let­ter are you speak­ing, your high­ness? For when they had read them­selves the one found on me, they read to me in re­turn an­oth­er let­ter, writ­ten to the com­man­dant of Bir­ji.”

			The gloomy face of Radzivill was cov­ered as it were with a bloody skin. “Then do you know?”

			“I know!” an­swered Kmi­ta, em­phat­i­cal­ly. “Your high­ness, how could you act so with me? For a com­mon no­ble it is a shame to break his word, but what is it for a prince and a lead­er?”

			“Si­lence!” cried Radzivill.

			“I will not be silent, for be­fore the eyes of those men I had to take your place. They were urg­ing me to join them; but I would not, and said, ‘I serve Radzivill; for with him is jus­tice, with him virtue.’ Then they showed me that let­ter: ‘See what a man your Radzivill is!’ I had to shut my mouth and gulp shame.”

			The het­man’s lips be­gan to quiver from fury. A wild de­sire seized him to wring that in­so­lent head from its shoul­ders, and he was al­ready rais­ing his hands to clap for the ser­vants. Rage closed his eyes, stopped the breath in his breast; and sure­ly Kmi­ta would have paid dear­ly for his out­burst were it not for the sud­den at­tack of asth­ma which at that mo­ment seized the prince. His face grew black, he sprang up from the chair and be­gan to beat the air with his hands, his eyes were com­ing out of his head, and from his throat rose a hoarse bel­low, in which Kmi­ta bare­ly heard the word, “Chok­ing!”

			At the alarm the ser­vants and the cas­tle physi­cians ran in. They tried to re­store the prince, who had lost con­scious­ness. They roused him in about an hour; and when he showed signs of life Kmi­ta left the room.

			In the cor­ri­dor he met Khar­lamp, who had re­cov­ered from the wounds and bruis­es re­ceived in the bat­tle with Os­ky­erko’s in­sur­gent Hun­gar­i­ans.

			“What news?” asked Great Mus­tache.

			“He has come to him­self,” an­swered Kmi­ta.

			“H’m! But any day he may not come! Bad for us, Colonel; for when the prince dies they will grind out his deeds on us. My whole hope is in Volody­ovs­ki. I trust that he will shield his old com­rades; there­fore I tell you” (here Khar­lamp low­ered his voice) “that I am glad he es­caped.”

			“Was he cor­nered so close­ly, then?”

			“What, cor­nered! From that wil­low grove in which we sur­round­ed him wolves could not have sprung out, and he sprang out. May the bul­lets strike him! Who knows, who knows that we shall not have to grasp hold of his skirts, for there is some­thing bad about us here. The no­bles are turn­ing away ter­ri­bly from our prince, and all say that they would rather have a re­al en­e­my, a Swede, even a Tar­tar, than a rene­gade. That is the po­si­tion. And, be­sides, the prince gives more and more or­ders to seize and im­prison cit­i­zens—which, speak­ing be­tween us, is against law and lib­er­ty. To­day they brought in the sword-bear­er of Rossyeni.”

			“Have they in­deed?”

			“Yes, with his niece. The la­dy is a beau­ty. You are to be con­grat­u­lat­ed!”

			“Where are they lodged?”

			“In the right wing. Five rooms are as­signed them; they can­not com­plain, un­less of this—that a guard walks be­fore their doors. And when will the wed­ding be, Colonel?”

			“The mu­sic is not yet en­gaged for it. Farewell!” added Kmi­ta.

			Pan An­drei went from Khar­lamp to his own room. A sleep­less night with its stormy events, and his last meet­ing with the prince had wea­ried him to such a de­gree that he was bare­ly able to stand. And as ev­ery touch caus­es pain to a wea­ried, bruised body, so had he a soul full of an­guish. Khar­lamp’s sim­ple ques­tion “When will the wed­ding be?” pierced him sore­ly; for be­fore his eyes at once ap­peared, as if alive, the icy face of Olen­ka, and her fixed lips when their si­lence con­firmed the death-sen­tence against him. Even a word from her would have saved him. Volody­ovs­ki would have re­spect­ed it. All the sor­row and pain which Kmi­ta felt at that mo­ment con­sist­ed in this, that she did not say that word. Still she had not hes­i­tat­ed to save him twice be­fore. Such now was the precipice be­tween them, so ut­ter­ly quenched in her heart was not mere­ly love, but sim­ple kind feel­ing, which it was pos­si­ble to have even for a stranger—sim­ple pity, which it is in­cum­bent to have for ev­ery­one. The more Kmi­ta thought over this, the more cru­el did Olen­ka seem to him, the greater his com­plaint against her, and the deep­er his wrong. “What have I done of such char­ac­ter,” asked he of him­self, “that I am scorned, like one cursed by the church? Even if it were evil to serve Radzivill, still I feel in­no­cent, since I can an­swer on my con­science, that not for pro­mo­tion, not for gain, nor for bread do I serve him, but be­cause I see prof­it to the coun­try from my ser­vice. Why am I con­demned with­out tri­al? Well, well! Let it be so! I will not go to clear my­self of un­com­mit­ted of­fences, nor to beg love,” re­peat­ed he for the thou­sandth time.

			Still the pain did not cease; it in­creased. On re­turn­ing to his quar­ters Pan An­drei cast him­self on the bed and tried to sleep; but he could not, de­spite all his weari­ness. Af­ter a while he rose and be­gan to walk through the room. From time to time he raised his hands to his fore­head and said aloud to him­self—

			“Oh, the heart of that wom­an is hard!”

			And again—

			“I did not ex­pect that of you, young la­dy—May God re­ward you!”

			In these med­i­ta­tions an hour passed, and a sec­ond. At last he tired him­self out and be­gan to doze, sit­ting on the bed; but be­fore he fell asleep an at­ten­dant of Radzivill, Pan Skil­landz, roused him and sum­moned him to the prince.

			Radzivill felt bet­ter al­ready, and breathed more freely, but on his lead­en face could be seen a great weak­en­ing. He sat in a deep arm­chair, cov­ered with leather, hav­ing be­fore him a physi­cian whom he sent out im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter Kmi­ta en­tered.

			“I had one foot in the oth­er world and through you,” said he to Pan An­drei.

			“Your high­ness, it was not my fault; I said what I thought.”

			“Let no fur­ther men­tion be made of this. But do not add to the weight of the bur­den which I bear; and know this, that what I have for­giv­en you I would not for­give an­oth­er.”

			Kmi­ta was silent.

			“If I gave or­der,” added the prince, af­ter a while, “to ex­e­cute in Bir­ji these men whom at your re­quest I par­doned in Kyedani, it was not be­cause I want­ed to de­ceive you, but to spare you pain. I yield­ed ap­par­ent­ly, be­cause I have a weak­ness for you. But their death was im­per­a­tive. Am I an ex­e­cu­tion­er, or do you think that I spill blood mere­ly to feast my eyes on red? But when old­er you will know that if a man would achieve any­thing in this world, he is not free to sac­ri­fice great caus­es to small­er. It was im­per­a­tive that these men should die here in Kyedani, for see what has hap­pened through your prayers: re­sis­tance is in­creased in the coun­try, civ­il war be­gun, friend­ship with the Swedes is strained, an evil ex­am­ple giv­en to oth­ers, from which mutiny is spread­ing like a plague. More than this, I had to go on a lat­er ex­pe­di­tion in my own per­son, and be filled with con­fu­sion in the pres­ence of the whole army; you came near death at their hands, and now they will go to Podlyasye and be­come chiefs of an up­ris­ing. Be­hold and learn! If they had per­ished in Kyedani, noth­ing of all this would have hap­pened; but when im­plor­ing for them you were think­ing on­ly of your own feel­ings. I sent them to die at Bir­ji, for I am ex­pe­ri­enced, I see far­ther; for I know from prac­tice that whoso in run­ning stum­bles, even against a small stone, will eas­i­ly fall, and whoso falls may not rise again, and the faster he was run­ning the less like­ly is he to rise. God save us, what harm these peo­ple have done!”

			“They are not so im­por­tant as to un­do the whole work of your high­ness.”

			“Had they done no more than rouse dis­trust be­tween me and Pon­tus, the harm would be in­cal­cu­la­ble. It has been ex­plained that they, not my men, at­tacked the Swedes; but the let­ter with threats which Pon­tus wrote to me re­mains, and I do not for­give him that let­ter. Pon­tus is broth­er-in-law of the king, but it is doubt­ful whether he could be­come mine, and whether the Radzivill thresh­olds are not too high for him.”

			“Let your high­ness treat with the king him­self, and not with his ser­vant.”

			“So I in­tend to do; and if vex­a­tion does not kill me I will teach that lit­tle Swede mod­esty—if trou­bles do not kill me; and would that that were all, for no one here spares me thorns or pain. It is griev­ous to me, griev­ous! Who would be­lieve that I am the man who was at Loy­o­vo, Jechyt­sa, Mozyr, Tur­off, Kiev, Berestechko? The whole Com­mon­wealth gazed at me and Vish­nyevet­s­ki, as at two suns. Ev­ery­thing trem­bled be­fore Hmel­nit­s­ki, but he trem­bled be­fore me. And the very men whom in time of uni­ver­sal dis­as­ter I led from vic­to­ry to vic­to­ry, for­sake me to­day and raise their hands against me as against a par­ri­cide.”

			“But all are not thus, for there are some who be­lieve in your high­ness yet,” said Kmi­ta, abrupt­ly.

			“They be­lieve till they stop,” added Radzivill, with bit­ter­ness. “Great is the love of the no­bles! God grant that I be not poi­soned by it! Stab af­ter stab does each one of you give me, though it oc­curs not to any that—”

			“Con­sid­er in­ten­tions, not words, your high­ness.”

			“I give thanks for the coun­sel. Hence­forth I will con­sid­er care­ful­ly what face each com­mon man shows me, and en­deav­or with care to please all.”

			“Those are bit­ter words, your high­ness.”

			“But is life sweet? God cre­at­ed me for great things, and look at me; I must wear out my pow­ers in dis­trict strug­gles, which vil­lage might wage against vil­lage. I want­ed to mea­sure my­self with mighty mon­archs, and I have fall­en so low that I must hunt some Volody­ovs­ki through my own es­tates. In­stead of as­ton­ish­ing the world with my pow­er, I as­ton­ish it with my weak­ness; in­stead of pay­ing for the ash­es of Vil­na with the ash­es of Mos­cow, I have to thank you for dig­ging trench­es around Kyedani. Oh, it is nar­row for me, and I am chok­ing—not alone be­cause the asth­ma is throt­tling me; help­less­ness is killing me, in­ac­tiv­i­ty is killing me! It is nar­row for me and heavy for me! Do you un­der­stand?”

			“I thought my­self that af­fairs would go dif­fer­ent­ly,” an­swered Kmi­ta, gloomi­ly.

			Radzivill be­gan to breathe with ef­fort.

			“Be­fore an­oth­er crown can come to me they have crowned me with thorns. I com­mand­ed the min­is­ter, Aders, to look at the stars. He made a fig­ure and said that the con­junc­tions were evil, but that they would pass. Mean­while I am suf­fer­ing tor­ments. In the night there is some­thing which will not let me sleep; some­thing walks in the room, faces of some kind stare at me in the bed, and at times a sud­den cold comes. This means that death is walk­ing around me. I am suf­fer­ing. I must be pre­pared for more trea­son and apos­ta­sy, for I know that there are men still who wa­ver.”

			“There are no longer such,” an­swered Kmi­ta, “for whoso was to go has gone.”

			“Do not de­ceive your­self; you see that the rem­nant of the Pol­ish peo­ple are be­gin­ning to take thought.”

			Kmi­ta re­mem­bered what he had heard from Khar­lamp and was silent.

			“Nev­er mind!” con­tin­ued Radzivill, “it is op­pres­sive and ter­ri­ble, but it is nec­es­sary to en­dure. Tell no one of what you have heard from me. It is well that this at­tack came to­day, for it will not be re­peat­ed; and es­pe­cial­ly to­day I need strength, for I wish to have a feast, and show a glad face to strength­en the courage of peo­ple. And do you bright­en your face and tell noth­ing to any man, for what I say to you is for this pur­pose on­ly, that you at least re­frain from tor­ment­ing me. Anger car­ried me away to­day. Be care­ful that this hap­pen not again, for it is a ques­tion of your head. But I have for­giv­en you. Of those trench­es with which you sur­round­ed Kyedani, Pe­ter­son him­self would not be ashamed. Go now and send me Mye­leshko. They have brought in de­sert­ers from his squadron—com­mon sol­diers. I shall or­der them hanged to a man. We need to give an ex­am­ple. Farewell! It must be joy­ful to­day in Kyedani.”

		
	
		
			XXIII

			The sword-bear­er of Rossyeni had a dif­fi­cult strug­gle with Pan­na Alek­san­dra be­fore she con­sent­ed to go to that feast which the het­man had pre­pared for his peo­ple. He had to im­plore al­most with tears the stub­born, bold girl, and swear that it was a ques­tion of his head; that all, not on­ly the mil­i­tary, but cit­i­zens dwelling in the re­gion of Kyedani, as far as Radzivill’s hand reached, were obliged to ap­pear un­der ter­ror of the prince’s wrath: how then could they op­pose who were sub­ject to the fa­vor and dis­fa­vor of the ter­ri­ble man? Olen­ka, not to en­dan­ger her un­cle, gave way.

			The com­pa­ny was re­al­ly not small, for he had forced many of the sur­round­ing no­bles to come with their wives and daugh­ters. But the mil­i­tary were in the ma­jor­i­ty, and es­pe­cial­ly of­fi­cers of the for­eign reg­i­ments, who re­mained near­ly all with the prince. Be­fore he showed him­self to the guests he pre­pared an af­fa­ble coun­te­nance, as if no care had weighed on him pre­vi­ous­ly; he wished with that ban­quet to rouse courage, not on­ly in his ad­her­ents and the mil­i­tary, but to show that most of the cit­i­zens were on his side, and on­ly tur­bu­lent peo­ple op­posed the union with Swe­den. He did not spare there­fore trou­ble or out­lay to make the ban­quet lord­ly, that the echo of it might spread as wide­ly as pos­si­ble through the land. Bare­ly had dark­ness cov­ered the coun­try when hun­dreds of bar­rels were set on fire along the road lead­ing to the cas­tle and in the court­yard; from time to time can­nons were thun­der­ing, and sol­diers were or­dered to give forth joy­ous shouts.

			Car­riages and cov­ered wag­ons fol­lowed one an­oth­er on the road, bring­ing per­son­ages of the neigh­bor­hood and the “cheap­er” (small­er) no­bil­i­ty. The court­yard was filled with equipages, hors­es, and ser­vants, who had ei­ther come with guests or be­longed to the town. Crowds dressed in vel­vet, bro­cade, and cost­ly furs filled the so-called “Gold­en Hall;” and when the prince ap­peared at last, all glit­ter­ing from pre­cious stones, and with a wel­com­ing smile on his face, usu­al­ly gloomy, and be­sides wrin­kled at that time by sick­ness, the first of­fi­cers shout­ed in one voice—

			“Long live the prince het­man! Long live the vo­evo­da of Vil­na!”

			Radzivill cast his eyes sud­den­ly on the as­sem­bled cit­i­zens, wish­ing to con­vince him­self whether they re­peat­ed the cries of the sol­diers. In fact a few tens of voic­es from the most timid breasts re­peat­ed the cry; the prince on his part be­gan at once to bow, and to thank them for the sin­cere and “unan­i­mous” love.

			“With you, gra­cious gen­tle­men!” said he, “we will man­age those who would de­stroy the coun­try. God re­ward you! God re­ward you!”

			And he went around through the hall, stopped be­fore ac­quain­tances, not spar­ing ti­tles in his speech—“Lord broth­er,” “dear neigh­bor;” and more than one gloomy face grew bright un­der the warm rays of the mag­nate’s fa­vor.

			“But it is not pos­si­ble,” said those who till re­cent­ly looked on his deeds with dis­like, “that such a lord, such a lofty sen­a­tor should wish ill to his coun­try; ei­ther he could not act dif­fer­ent­ly from what he has act­ed, or there is some se­cret in this, which will come out for the good of the Com­mon­wealth.”

			“In fact, we have more rest al­ready from one en­e­my who does not wish to light about us with the Swedes.”

			“God grant that all turn out for the best.”

			Some, how­ev­er, shook their heads, or said with a look to one an­oth­er, “We are here be­cause they put the knife to our throats.”

			But these were silent; mean­while oth­ers, more eas­i­ly brought over, said in loud voic­es, to be heard by the prince—

			“It is bet­ter to change the king than ru­in the Com­mon­wealth.”

			“Let the king­dom think of it­self, but we will think of our­selves.”

			“Be­sides, who has giv­en us an ex­am­ple, if not Great Poland? Ex­trema ne­ces­si­tas, ex­trem­is ni­ti­tur ra­tionibus! Ten­tan­da om­nia!”

			“Let us put all con­fi­dence in our prince, and trust him in ev­ery­thing. Let him have Lithua­nia and the gov­ern­ment in his hands.”

			“He de­serves both. If he will not save us, we per­ish—in him is sal­va­tion.”

			“He is near­er to us than Yan Kaz­imir, for he is our blood.”

			Radzivill caught with an ea­ger ear those voic­es, dic­tat­ed by fear or flat­tery, and did not con­sid­er that they came from the mouths of weak per­sons, who in dan­ger would be the first to desert him—from the mouths of per­sons whom ev­ery breath of wind might bend as a wave. And he was charmed with those ex­pres­sions, and tempt­ed him­self, or his own con­science, re­peat­ing from the max­ims he had heard that which seemed to ex­cuse him the most: “Ex­trema ne­ces­si­tas, ex­trem­is ni­ti­tur ra­tionibus!”

			But when pass­ing a large group of no­bles he heard from the lips of Pan Yu­jits, “He is near­er to us than Yan Kaz­imir,” his face grew bright al­to­geth­er. To com­pare him with the king, and then to pre­fer him, flat­tered his pride; he ap­proached Pan Yu­jits at once and said—

			“You are right, broth­ers, for in Yan Kaz­imir, in one pot of blood there is a quart of Lithua­ni­an, but in me there is noth­ing but Lithua­ni­an. If hith­er­to the quart has com­mand­ed the pot­ful, it de­pends on you, broth­ers, to change that con­di­tion.”

			“We are ready to drink a pot­ful to your health,” an­swered Pan Yu­jits.

			“You have struck my mind. Re­joice, broth­ers; I would glad­ly in­vite hith­er all Lithua­nia.”

			“It would have to be trimmed still bet­ter,” said Pan Shchanyet­s­ki of Dal­no­vo—a bold man, and cut­ting with the tongue as with the sword.

			“What do you mean by that?” asked the prince, fix­ing his eyes on him.

			“That the heart of your high­ness is wider than Kyedani.”

			Radzivill gave a forced laugh and went far­ther.

			At this mo­ment the mar­shal of the cas­tle ap­proached him with the an­nounce­ment that the ban­quet was ready. Crowds be­gan to flow, like a riv­er, af­ter the prince to the same hall in which not long be­fore the union with Swe­den was de­clared. The mar­shal seat­ed the guests ac­cord­ing to dig­ni­ty, call­ing each one by name and rank. But it was ev­i­dent that the or­ders of the prince had been is­sued in ad­vance on this point, for Kmi­ta’s place was be­tween Bille­vich and Pan­na Alek­san­dra.

			The hearts jumped in both when they heard their names called in suc­ces­sion, and both hes­i­tat­ed at the first mo­ment; but it oc­curred to them that to refuse would be to draw on them­selves the eyes of all present, there­fore they sat side by side. They were an­gry and ill at ease. Pan An­drei de­ter­mined to be as in­dif­fer­ent as if a stranger were sit­ting next him; but soon he un­der­stood that he could not be so in­dif­fer­ent, and that his neigh­bor was not such a stranger that they could be­gin an or­di­nary con­ver­sa­tion. But both saw that in that throng of per­sons of the most var­ied feel­ings, in­ter­ests, and pas­sions, he thinks on­ly of her and she of him. For this very rea­son it was awk­ward for them. They would not and could not tell sin­cere­ly, clear­ly, and open­ly, what lay on their hearts. They had the past, but no fu­ture. Re­cent feel­ings, con­fi­dence, even ac­quain­tance, were all bro­ken. There was noth­ing be­tween them save the feel­ing of dis­ap­point­ment and of­fence. If this link should burst, they would be freer; but time on­ly could bring for­get­ful­ness: it was too soon for that.

			For Kmi­ta it was so dis­agree­able that he al­most suf­fered tor­ments; still he would not have yield­ed, for any­thing in the world, the place which the mar­shal had giv­en him. He caught with his ear the rus­tle of her dress; he watched ev­ery move­ment of hers—he watched while feign­ing not to watch; he felt the warmth beat­ing from her, and all this caused him a cer­tain painful de­light.

			At the same mo­ment he dis­cov­ered that she too was equal­ly on the alert, though she was as if not pay­ing at­ten­tion. An un­con­quer­able de­sire of look­ing at her drew him on; there­fore he glanced side­wise, un­til he saw her clear fore­head, her eyes cov­ered with dark lash­es, and her fair face, not touched by paint, as were those of oth­er ladies. For him there had al­ways been some­thing at­trac­tive in that face, so that the heart in the poor knight was shiv­er­ing from sor­row and pain. “To think that such an­i­mos­i­ty could find a place with such beau­ty,” thought he. But the of­fence was too deep; hence he added soon in his soul, “I have noth­ing to do with you; let some oth­er man take you.”

			And he felt sud­den­ly that if that “oth­er” were mere­ly to try to make use of the per­mis­sion, he would cut him in­to pieces as small as chopped straw. At the very thought ter­ri­ble anger seized him; but he calmed him­self when he re­mem­bered that he was still alone, that no “oth­er” was sit­ting near her, and that no one, at least at that mo­ment, was try­ing to win her.

			“I will look at her once more and turn to the oth­er side,” thought he.

			And again he cast a side­long glance; but just at that mo­ment she did the same, and both dropped their eyes with all quick­ness, ter­ri­bly con­fused, as if they had been caught in a crime.

			Pan­na Alek­san­dra too was strug­gling with her­self. From all that had hap­pened, from the ac­tion of Kmi­ta at Bille­viche, from the words of Za­glo­ba and Pan Yan, she learned that Kmi­ta erred, but that he was not so guilty and did not de­serve such con­tempt, such un­re­served con­dem­na­tion, as she had thought pre­vi­ous­ly. Be­sides, he had saved those wor­thy men from death, and there was so much in him of a cer­tain grand pride that when he had fall­en in­to their hands, hav­ing a let­ter on his per­son suf­fi­cient to vin­di­cate him, or at least to save him from ex­e­cu­tion, he did not show that let­ter, he said not a word, but went to death with head erect.

			Olen­ka, reared by an old sol­dier who placed con­tempt for death above all virtues, wor­shipped courage with her whole heart; there­fore she could not re­sist an in­vol­un­tary ad­mi­ra­tion for that stern knight­ly dar­ing which could be driv­en from the body on­ly with the soul.

			She un­der­stood al­so that if Kmi­ta served Radzivill he did so in per­fect good faith; what a wrong there­fore to con­demn him for in­ten­tion­al trea­son! And still she had put that wrong on him, she had spared him nei­ther in­jus­tice nor con­tempt, she would not for­give him even in the face of death.

			“Right the wrong,” said her heart; “all is fin­ished be­tween you, but it is thy du­ty to con­fess that thou hast judged him un­just­ly. In this is thy du­ty to thy­self al­so.”

			But there was in this la­dy no lit­tle pride, and per­haps some­thing of stub­born­ness; there­fore it came at once to her mind that that cav­a­lier was not worth such sat­is­fac­tion, and a flush came to her face.

			“If he is not worth it, let him go with­out it,” said her mind.

			But con­science said fur­ther that whether the in­jured one is worth sat­is­fac­tion or not, it is need­ful to give it; but on the oth­er side her pride brought forth con­tin­u­al­ly new ar­gu­ments—

			“If—which might be—he was un­will­ing to lis­ten, she would have to swal­low her shame for noth­ing. And sec­ond­ly, guilty or not guilty, whether he acts pur­pose­ly or through blind­ness, it is enough that he holds with traitors and en­e­mies of the coun­try, and helps them to ru­in it. It is the same to the coun­try whether he lacks rea­son or hon­esty. God may for­give him; men must and ought to con­demn, and the name of traitor will re­main with him. That is true! If he is not guilty, is she not right in de­spis­ing a man who has not the wit to dis­tin­guish wrong from right, crime from virtue?”

			Here anger be­gan to car­ry the la­dy away, and her cheeks flushed.

			“I will be silent!” said she to her­self. “Let him suf­fer what he has de­served. Un­til I see pen­i­tence I have the right to con­demn him.”

			Then she turned her glance to Kmi­ta, as if wish­ing to be con­vinced whether pen­i­tence was yet to be seen in his face. Just then it was that the meet­ing of their eyes took place, at which both were so shame-strick­en.

			Olen­ka, it may be, did not see pen­i­tence in the face of the cav­a­lier, but she saw pain and suf­fer­ing; she saw that face pale as af­ter sick­ness; there­fore deep pity seized her, tears came per­force to her eyes, and she bent still more over the ta­ble to avoid be­tray­ing emo­tion.

			Mean­while the ban­quet was be­com­ing an­i­mat­ed. At first all were ev­i­dent­ly un­der a dis­agree­able im­pres­sion, but with the cups came fan­cy. The bus­tle in­creased. At last the prince rose—

			“Gra­cious gen­tle­men, I ask leave to speak.”

			“The prince wish­es to speak! The prince wish­es to speak!” was called from ev­ery side.

			“I raise the first toast to the Most Serene King of Swe­den, who gives us aid against our en­e­mies, and rul­ing mean­while this coun­try, will not leave it till he brings peace. Arise, gen­tle­men, for that health is drunk stand­ing.”

			The guests rose, ex­cept ladies, and filled their glass­es, but with­out shouts, with­out en­thu­si­asm. Pan Shchanyet­s­ki of Dal­no­vo mut­tered some­thing to his neigh­bors, and they bit their mus­tach­es to avoid laugh­ter. It was ev­i­dent that he was jeer­ing at the King of Swe­den.

			It was on­ly when the prince raised the oth­er toast to his “beloved guests” kind to Kyedani, who had come even from dis­tant places to tes­ti­fy their con­fi­dence in the in­ten­tions of the host, that they an­swered him with a loud shout—

			“We thank you from our hearts!”

			“The health of the prince!”

			“Our Hec­tor of Lithua­nia!”

			“May he live! Long life to the prince het­man, our vo­evo­da.”

			Now Pan Yu­jits, a lit­tle drunk al­ready, cried with all the strength of his lungs, “Long life to Yanush I, Grand Prince of Lithua­nia!”

			Radzivill blushed like a young la­dy at her be­trothal, but re­mark­ing that those as­sem­bled were stub­born­ly silent and look­ing at him with as­ton­ish­ment, he said—

			“That is in your pow­er; but your wish­es are pre­ma­ture, Pan Yu­jits, pre­ma­ture.”

			“Long live Yanush I, Grand Prince of Lithua­nia!” re­peat­ed Pan Yu­jits, with the stub­born­ness of a drunk­en man.

			Pan Shchanyet­s­ki rose in his turn and raised his glass. “True,” said he, cool­ly, “Grand Prince of Lithua­nia, King of Poland, and Em­per­or of Ger­many!”

			Again an in­ter­val of si­lence. Sud­den­ly the com­pa­ny burst out in­to laugh­ter. All were star­ing, their mus­tach­es were danc­ing on their red­dened faces, and laugh­ter shook their bod­ies, echoed from the arch­es of the hall, and last­ed long; and as sud­den­ly as it rose so sud­den­ly did it die on the lips of all at sight of the het­man’s face, which was chang­ing like a rain­bow.

			Radzivill re­strained the ter­ri­ble anger which had seized his breast and said, “Low jests, Pan Shchanyet­s­ki.”

			The no­ble pout­ed, and not at all dis­con­cert­ed an­swered: “That al­so is an elec­tive throne, and we can­not wish your high­ness too much. If as a no­ble your high­ness may be­come King of Poland, as a prince of the Gor­man Em­pire you might be raised to the dig­ni­ty of Em­per­or. It is as far or near for you to the one as to the oth­er; and who does not wish this to you, let him rise. I will meet him with the sabre.” Here he turned to the com­pa­ny: “Rise, whoso does not wish the crown of the Ger­man Em­pire to the vo­evo­da of Vil­na!”

			Of course no one rose. They did not laugh ei­ther, for in the voice of Pan Shchanyet­s­ki there was so much in­so­lent mal­ice that an in­vol­un­tary dis­qui­et came up­on all as to what would hap­pen.

			Noth­ing hap­pened, save that rel­ish for the ban­quet was spoiled. In vain did the ser­vants of the cas­tle fill the glass­es ev­ery mo­ment. Wine could not scat­ter gloomy thoughts in the minds of the ban­queters, nor the dis­qui­et in­creas­ing ev­ery mo­ment. Radzivill con­cealed his anger with dif­fi­cul­ty, for he felt that, thanks to the toasts of Pan Shchanyet­s­ki, he was be­lit­tled in the eyes of the as­sem­bled no­bles, and that, in­ten­tion­al­ly or not, that man had forced the con­vic­tion on those present that the vo­evo­da of Vil­na was no near­er the throne of grand prince than the crown of Ger­many. Ev­ery­thing was turned in­to jests, in­to ridicule, while the ban­quet was giv­en main­ly to ac­cus­tom men’s minds to the com­ing rule of the Radzivills. What is more, Radzivill was con­cerned lest this ridicule of his hopes should make a bad im­pres­sion on the of­fi­cers, ad­mit­ted to the se­cret of his plans. In fact, deep dis­sat­is­fac­tion was de­pict­ed on their faces.

			Gan­hoff filled glass af­ter glass, and avoid­ed the glance of the prince. Kmi­ta, how­ev­er, did not drink, but looked at the ta­ble be­fore him with frown­ing brow, as if he were think­ing of some­thing, or light­ing an in­ter­nal bat­tle. Radzivill trem­bled at the thought that a light might flash in­to that mind any mo­ment, and bring forth truth from the shad­ows, and then that of­fi­cer, who fur­nished the sin­gle link bind­ing the rem­nants of the Pol­ish squadrons with the cause of Radzivill, would break the link, even if he had at the same time to drag the heart out of his own breast.

			Kmi­ta had an­noyed Radzivill al­ready over much; and with­out the mar­vel­lous sig­nif­i­cance giv­en him by events, he would long since have fall­en a vic­tim to his own im­petu­os­i­ty and the wrath of the het­man. But the prince was mis­tak­en in sus­pect­ing him of a hos­tile turn of thought, for Pan An­drei was oc­cu­pied whol­ly with Olen­ka and that deep dis­sen­sion which sep­a­rat­ed them.

			At times it seemed to him that he loved that wom­an sit­ting at his side be­yond the whole world; then again he felt such ha­tred that he would give death to her if he could but give it to him­self as well.

			Life had be­come so in­volved that for his sim­ple na­ture it was too dif­fi­cult, and he felt what a wild beast feels when en­tan­gled in a net from which it can­not es­cape.

			The un­qui­et and gloomy hu­mor of the whole ban­quet ir­ri­tat­ed him in the high­est de­gree. It was sim­ply un­en­durable.

			The ban­quet be­came more gloomy ev­ery mo­ment. It seemed to those present that they were feast­ing un­der a lead­en roof rest­ing on their heads.

			At that time a new guest en­tered the hall. The prince, see­ing him, ex­claimed—

			“That is Pan Suhanyets, from Cousin Bo­guslav! Sure­ly with let­ters!”

			The new­ly ar­rived bowed pro­found­ly. “True, Most Serene Prince, I come straight from Podlyasye.”

			“But give me the let­ters, and sit at the ta­ble your­self. The wor­thy guests will par­don me if I do not de­fer the read­ing, though we are sit­ting at a ban­quet, for there may be news which I shall need to im­part to you. Sir Mar­shal, pray think of the wel­come en­voy there.”

			Speak­ing thus, he took from the hands of Pan Suhanyets a pack­age of let­ters, and broke the seal of the first in haste.

			All present fixed cu­ri­ous eyes on his face, and tried to di­vine the sub­stance of the let­ter. The first let­ter did not seem to an­nounce any­thing fa­vor­able, for the face of the prince was filled with blood, and his eyes gleamed with wild anger.

			“Broth­ers!” said the het­man, “Prince Bo­guslav re­ports to me that those men who have cho­sen to form a con­fed­er­a­tion rather than march against the en­e­my at Vil­na, are rav­aging at this mo­ment my vil­lages in Podlyasye. It is eas­i­er of course to wage war with peas­ant wom­en in vil­lages. Wor­thy knights, there is no deny­ing that!—Nev­er mind! Their re­ward will not miss them.”

			Then he took the sec­ond let­ter, but had bare­ly cast his eyes on it when his face bright­ened with a smile of tri­umph and de­light—

			“The prov­ince of Syer­adz has yield­ed to the Swedes!” cried he, “and fol­low­ing Great Poland, has ac­cept­ed the pro­tec­tion of Karl Gus­tav.”

			And af­ter a while an­oth­er—

			“This is the lat­est dis­patch. Good for us, wor­thy gen­tle­men, Yan Kaz­imir is beat­en at Vi­da­va and Jarnov. The army is leav­ing him! He is re­treat­ing on Krakow; the Swedes are pur­su­ing. My cousin writes that Krakow too must fall.”

			“Let us re­joice, gra­cious gen­tle­men,” said Shchanyet­s­ki, with a strange voice.

			“Yes, let us re­joice!” re­peat­ed the het­man, with­out notic­ing the tone in which Shchanyet­s­ki had spo­ken. And de­light is­sued from the whole per­son of the prince, his face be­came in one mo­ment as it were younger, his eyes gained lus­tre; with hands trem­bling from hap­pi­ness, he broke the seal of the last let­ter, looked, be­came all ra­di­ant as the sun, and cried—

			“War­saw is tak­en! Long life to Karl Gus­tav!”

			Here he first no­ticed that the im­pres­sion which these tid­ings pro­duced on those present was en­tire­ly dif­fer­ent from that which he felt him­self. For all sat in si­lence, look­ing for­ward with un­cer­tain glance. Some frowned; oth­ers cov­ered their faces with their hands. Even courtiers of the het­man, even men of weak spir­it, did not dare to im­i­tate the joy of the prince at the tid­ings that War­saw was tak­en, that Krakow must fall, and that the prov­inces, one af­ter the oth­er, would leave their le­gal king and yield to the en­e­my. Be­sides, there was some­thing mon­strous in the sat­is­fac­tion with which the supreme lead­er of half the armies of the Com­mon­wealth, and one of its most ex­alt­ed sen­a­tors, an­nounced its de­feats. The prince saw that it was nec­es­sary to soft­en the im­pres­sion.

			“Gen­tle­men,” said he, “I should be the first to weep with you, if harm were com­ing to the Com­mon­wealth; but here the Com­mon­wealth suf­fers no harm, it mere­ly changes kings. In­stead of the ill-fat­ed Yan Kaz­imir we shall have a great and for­tu­nate war­rior. I see all wars now fin­ished, and en­e­mies van­quished.”

			“Your high­ness is right,” an­swered Shchanyet­s­ki. “Cup for cup, the same thing that Radzey­ovs­ki and Opalin­s­ki held forth at Uist­sie. Let us re­joice, gra­cious gen­tle­men! Death to Yan Kaz­imir!”

			When he had said this, Shchanyet­s­ki pushed back his chair with a rat­tle, and walked out of the hall.

			“The best of wines that are in the cel­lar!” cried the prince.

			The mar­shal has­tened to car­ry out the or­der. In the hall it was as noisy as in a hive. When the first im­pres­sion had passed, the no­bles be­gan to talk of the news and dis­cuss. They asked Pan Suhanyets for de­tails from Podlyasye, and ad­join­ing Ma­zovia, which the Swedes had al­ready oc­cu­pied.

			Af­ter a while pitchy kegs were rolled in­to the hall and opened. Spir­its be­gan to grow brighter and im­prove by de­grees.

			More and more fre­quent­ly voic­es were heard to re­peat: “All is over! per­haps it is for the best!” “We must bend to for­tune!” “The prince will not let us be wronged.” “It is bet­ter for us than for oth­ers. Long life to Yanush Radzivill, our vo­evo­da, het­man, and prince!”

			“Grand Prince of Lithua­nia!” cried again Pan Yu­jits.

			But at this time nei­ther si­lence nor laugh­ter an­swered him; but a num­ber of tens of hoarse throats roared at once—

			“That is our wish—from heart and soul our wish! Long life to him! May he rule!”

			The mag­nate rose with a face as red as pur­ple. “I thank you, broth­ers,” said he, se­ri­ous­ly.

			In the hall it had be­come as suf­fo­cat­ing and hot, from lights and the breath of peo­ple, as in a bath.

			Pan­na Alek­san­dra bent past Kmi­ta to her un­cle. “I am weak,” said she; “let us leave here.”

			In truth her face was pale, and on her fore­head glit­tered drops of per­spi­ra­tion; but the sword-bear­er of Rossyeni cast an un­qui­et glance at the het­man, fear­ing lest it be tak­en ill of him to leave the ta­ble. In the field he was a gal­lant sol­dier, but he feared Radzivill with his whole soul.

			At that mo­ment, to com­plete the evil, the het­man said—

			“He is my en­e­my who will not drink all my toasts to the bot­tom, for I am joy­ful to­day.”

			“You have heard?” asked Bille­vich.

			“Un­cle, I can­not stay longer, I am faint,” said Olen­ka, with a be­seech­ing voice.

			“Then go alone,” an­swered Pan Tomash.

			The la­dy rose, wish­ing to slip away un­ob­served; but her strength failed, and she caught the side of the chair in her weak­ness.

			Sud­den­ly a strong knight­ly arm em­braced her, and sup­port­ed the al­most faint­ing maid­en.

			“I will con­duct you,” said Pan An­drei.

			And with­out ask­ing for per­mis­sion he caught her form as if with an iron hoop. She leaned on him more and more; be­fore they reached the door, she was hang­ing pow­er­less on his arm.

			Then he raised her as light­ly as he would a child, and bore her out of the hall.

		
	
		
			XXIV

			That evening af­ter the ban­quet, Pan An­drei wished ab­so­lute­ly to see the prince, but he was told that the prince was oc­cu­pied in a se­cret in­ter­view with Pan Suhanyets.

			He went there­fore ear­ly next morn­ing, and was ad­mit­ted at once.

			“Your high­ness,” said he, “I have come with a prayer.”

			“What do you wish me to do for you?”

			“I am not able to live here longer. Each day in­creas­es my tor­ment. There is noth­ing for me here in Kyedani. Let your high­ness find some of­fice for me, send me whith­er­so­ev­er it please you. I have heard that reg­i­ments are to move against Zolotarenko; I will go with them.”

			“Zolotarenko would be glad to have an up­roar with us, but he can­not get at us in any way, for Swedish pro­tec­tion is here al­ready, and we can­not go against him with­out the Swedes. Count Mag­nus ad­vances with ter­ri­ble dila­tori­ness be­cause he does not trust me. But is it so ill for you here in Kyedani at our side?”

			“Your high­ness is gra­cious to me, and still my suf­fer­ing is so keen that I can­not de­scribe it. To tell the truth, I thought ev­ery­thing would take an­oth­er course—I thought that we should fight, that we should live in fire and smoke, day and night in the sad­dle. God cre­at­ed me for that. But to sit here, lis­ten to quar­rels and dis­putes, rot in in­ac­tiv­i­ty, or hunt down my own peo­ple in­stead of the en­e­my—I can­not en­dure it, sim­ply I am un­able. I pre­fer death a hun­dred times. As God is dear to me, this is pure tor­ture!”

			“I know whence that de­spair comes. From love—noth­ing more. When old­er, you will learn to laugh at these tor­ments. I saw yes­ter­day that you and that maid­en were more and more an­gry with each oth­er.”

			“I am noth­ing to her, nor she to me. What has been is end­ed.”

			“But what, did she fall ill yes­ter­day?”

			“She did.”

			The prince was silent for a while, then said: “I have ad­vised you al­ready, and I ad­vise once more, if you care for her take her. I will give com­mand to have the mar­riage per­formed. There will be a lit­tle scream­ing and cry­ing—that’s noth­ing! Af­ter the mar­riage take her to your quar­ters; and if next day she still cries, that will be the most.”

			“I beg, your high­ness, for some of­fice in the army, not for mar­riage,” said Kmi­ta, rough­ly.

			“Then you do not want her?”

			“I do not. Nei­ther I her, nor she me. Though it were to tear the soul with­in me, I will not ask her for any­thing. I on­ly wish to be as far away as pos­si­ble, to for­get ev­ery­thing be­fore my mind is lost. Here there is noth­ing to do; and in­ac­tiv­i­ty is the worst of all, for trou­ble gnaws a man like sick­ness. Re­mem­ber, your high­ness, how griev­ous it was for you yes­ter­day till good news came. So it is with me to­day, and so it will be. What have I to do? Seize my head, lest bit­ter thoughts split it, and sit down? What can I wait for? God knows what kind of times these are, God knows what kind of war this is, which I can­not un­der­stand nor grasp with my mind—which caus­es me still more grief. Now, as God is dear to me, if your high­ness will not use me in some way, I will flee, col­lect a par­ty, and fight.”

			“Whom?” asked the prince.

			“Whom? I will go to Vil­na, and at­tack as I did Ho­v­an­s­ki. Let your high­ness per­mit my squadron to go with me, and war will be­gin.”

			“I need your squadron here against in­ter­nal en­e­mies.”

			“That is the pain, that is the tor­ment, to watch in Kyedani with fold­ed arms, or chase af­ter some Volody­ovs­ki whom I would rather have as a com­rade by my side.”

			“I have an of­fice for you,” said the prince. “I will not let you go to Vil­na, nor will I give you a squadron; and if you go against my will, col­lect a squadron and fight, know that by this you cease to serve me.”

			“But I shall serve the coun­try.”

			“He serves the coun­try who serves me—I have con­vinced you of that al­ready. Re­mem­ber al­so that you have tak­en an oath to me. Fi­nal­ly, if you go as a vol­un­teer you will go al­so from un­der my ju­ris­dic­tion, and the courts are wait­ing for you with sen­tences. In your own in­ter­est you should not do this.”

			“What pow­er have courts now?”

			“Be­yond Kovno none; but here, where the coun­try is still qui­et, they have not ceased to act. It is true you may not ap­pear, but de­ci­sions will be giv­en and will weigh up­on you un­til times of peace. Whom they have once de­clared they will re­mem­ber even in ten years, and the no­bles of Lau­da will see that you are not for­got­ten.”

			“To tell the truth to your high­ness, when it comes to atone­ment I will yield. For­mer­ly I was ready to war with the whole Com­mon­wealth, and to win for my­self as many sen­tences as the late Pan Lashch, who had a cloak lined with them. But now a kind of galled spot has come out on my con­science. A man fears to wade far­ther than he wished, and men­tal dis­qui­et touch­ing ev­ery­thing gnaws him.”

			“Are you so squea­mish? But a truce to this! I will tell you, if ’tis your wish to go hence, I have an of­fice for you and a very hon­or­able one. Gan­hoff is creep­ing in­to my eyes for this of­fice, and talks of it ev­ery day. I have been think­ing to give it to him. Still ’tis im­pos­si­ble to do so, for I must have a man of note, not with a tri­fling name, not a for­eign­er, but a Pole, who by his very per­son will bear wit­ness that not all men have left me, that there are still weighty cit­i­zens on my side. You are just the man; you have so much good dar­ing, are more will­ing to make oth­ers bend than to bow down your­self.”

			“What is the task?”

			“To go on a long jour­ney.”

			“I am ready to­day!”

			“And at your own cost, since I am strait­ened for mon­ey. Some of my rev­enues the en­e­my have tak­en; oth­ers, our own peo­ple are rav­aging, and no part comes in sea­son; be­sides, all the army which I have here, has fall­en to my ex­pense. Of a cer­tain­ty the trea­sur­er, whom I have now be­hind a locked door, does not give me a cop­per—first, be­cause he has not the wish to do so; sec­ond; be­cause he has not the coin. What­ev­er pub­lic mon­ey there is, I take with­out ask­ing; but is there much? From the Swedes you will get any­thing soon­er than mon­ey, for their hands trem­ble at sight of a far­thing.”

			“Your high­ness need not ex­plain. If I go, it will be at my own ex­pense.”

			“But it will be nec­es­sary to ap­pear with dis­tinc­tion, with­out spar­ing.”

			“I will spare noth­ing.”

			The het­man’s face bright­ened; for in truth he had no ready mon­ey, though he had plun­dered Vil­na not long be­fore, and, be­sides, he was greedy by na­ture. It was al­so true that the rev­enues from his im­mense es­tates, ex­tend­ing from Livo­nia to Kiev and from Smolen­sk to Ma­zovia, had re­al­ly ceased to flow in, and the cost of the army in­creased ev­ery day.

			“That suits me,” said he; “Gan­hoff would be­gin at once to knock on my cof­fers, but you are an­oth­er kind of man. Hear, then, your in­struc­tions.”

			“I am lis­ten­ing with care.”

			“First, you will go to Podlyasye. The road is per­ilous; for the con­fed­er­ates, who left the camp, are there and act­ing against me. How you will es­cape them is your own af­fair. Yakub Kmi­ta might spare you; but be­ware of Horotkye­vich, Jy­rom­s­ki, and es­pe­cial­ly of Volody­ovs­ki with his Lau­da men.”

			“I have been in their hands al­ready, and no evil has hap­pened to me.”

			“That is well. You will go to Zablu­do­vo, where Pan Ha­rasi­movich lives; you will or­der him to col­lect what mon­ey he can from my rev­enues, the pub­lic tax­es and whence­so­ev­er it is pos­si­ble, and send it to me—not to this place, how­ev­er, but to Tylt­sa, where there are ef­fects of mine al­ready. What goods or prop­er­ty he can pawn, let him pawn; what he can get from the Jews, let him take. Sec­ond­ly, let him think how to ru­in the con­fed­er­ates. But that is not your mis­sion; I will send him in­struc­tions un­der my own hand. You will give him the let­ter and move straight to Tykotsin, to Prince Bo­guslav—”

			Here the het­man stopped and be­gan to breathe heav­i­ly, for con­tin­u­ous speak­ing tor­tured him great­ly. Kmi­ta looked ea­ger­ly at Radzivill, for his own soul was chaf­ing to go, and he felt that the jour­ney, full of ex­pect­ed ad­ven­tures, would be bal­sam to his grief.

			Af­ter a while the het­man con­tin­ued: “I am as­ton­ished that Bo­guslav is loi­ter­ing still in Podlyasye. As God is true, he may ru­in both me and him­self. Pay dili­gent at­ten­tion to what he says; for though you will give him my let­ters, you should sup­ple­ment them with liv­ing speech, and ex­plain that which may not be writ­ten. Now un­der­stand that yes­ter­day’s in­tel­li­gence was good, but not so good as I told the no­bles—not so good, in fact, as I my­self thought at first. The Swedes have the up­per hand, it is true; they have oc­cu­pied Great Poland, Ma­zovia, War­saw; the prov­ince of Syer­adz has yield­ed to them, they are pur­su­ing Yan Kaz­imir to Krakow, and as God is in heav­en, they will be­siege the place. Charnyet­s­ki is to de­fend it. He is a new­ly baked sen­a­tor, but, I must con­fess, a good sol­dier. Who can fore­see what will hap­pen? The Swedes, of course, know how to take fortress­es, and there was no time to for­ti­fy Krakow. Still, that spot­ted lit­tle castel­lan22 (Charnyet­s­ki) may hold out there a month, two, three. Such won­ders take place at times, as we all re­mem­ber in the case of Zbaraj. If he will stand ob­sti­nate­ly, the dev­il may turn ev­ery­thing around. Learn now po­lit­i­cal se­crets. Know first that in Vi­en­na they will not look with will­ing eye on the grow­ing pow­er of Swe­den, and may give aid. The Tar­tars, too, I know this well, are in­clined to as­sist Yan Kaz­imir, and to move against the Cos­sacks and Mos­cow with all force; and then the armies in the Crimea un­der Po­tot­s­ki would as­sist. Yan Kaz­imir is in de­spair, but to­mor­row his for­tune may be pre­pon­der­ant.”

			Here the prince was forced to give rest again to his wea­ried breast, and Pan An­drei ex­pe­ri­enced a won­der­ful feel­ing which he could not him­self ac­count for at once. Be­hold, he, an ad­her­ent of Radzivill and Swe­den, felt as it were a great joy at the thought that for­tune might turn from the Swedes!

			“Suhanyets told me,” said the prince, “how it was at Vi­da­va and Jarnov. There in the first on­set our ad­vance guard—I mean the Pol­ish—ground the Swedes in­to the dust. They were not gen­er­al mili­tia, and the Swedes lost courage great­ly.”

			“Still vic­to­ry was with the Swedes, was it not?”

			“It was, for the squadrons mu­tinied against Yan Kaz­imir, and the no­bles de­clared that they would stand in line, but would not fight. Still it was shown that the Swedes are no bet­ter in the field than the quar­ter sol­diers. On­ly let there be one or two vic­to­ries and their courage may change. Let mon­ey come to Yan Kaz­imir to pay wages, and the troops will not mutiny. Po­tot­s­ki has not many men, but they are stern­ly dis­ci­plined and as res­o­lute as hor­nets. The Tar­tars will come with Po­tot­s­ki, but the elec­tor will not move with his re­in­force­ment.”

			“How is that?”

			“Bo­guslav and I con­clud­ed that he would en­ter at once in­to a league with the Swedes and with us, for we know how to mea­sure his love for the Com­mon­wealth. He is too cau­tious, how­ev­er, and thinks on­ly of his own in­ter­est. He is wait­ing to see what will hap­pen; mean­while he is en­ter­ing in­to a league, but with the Prus­sian towns, which re­main faith­ful to Yan Kaz­imir. I think that in this there will be trea­son of some kind, un­less the elec­tor is not him­self, or doubts Swedish suc­cess al­to­geth­er. But un­til all this is ex­plained, the league stands against Swe­den; and let the Swedes stum­ble in Lit­tle Poland, Great Poland and Ma­zovia will rise, the Prus­sians will go with them, and it may come to pass—” Here the prince shud­dered as if ter­ri­fied at his sup­po­si­tion.

			“What may come to pass?” asked Kmi­ta.

			“That not a Swedish foot will go out of the Com­mon­wealth,” an­swered the prince, gloomi­ly.

			Kmi­ta frowned and was silent.

			“Then,” con­tin­ued the het­man, in a low voice, “our for­tune will have fall­en as low as be­fore it was high.”

			Pan An­drei, spring­ing from his seat, cried with sparkling eyes and flushed face: “What is this? Why did your high­ness say not long ago that the Com­mon­wealth was lost—that on­ly in league with the Swedes, through the per­son and fu­ture reign of your high­ness, could it pos­si­bly be saved? What have I to be­lieve—what I heard then, or what I hear now? If what your high­ness says to­day is true, why do we hold with the Swedes, in­stead of beat­ing them?—and the soul laughs at the thought of this.”

			Radzivill looked stern­ly at Kmi­ta. “You are over bold!” said he.

			But Kmi­ta was ca­reer­ing on his own en­thu­si­asm as on a horse. “Speak lat­er of what kind of man I am; but now an­swer my ques­tion, your high­ness.”

			“I will give this an­swer,” said Radzivill, with em­pha­sis: “if things take the turn that I men­tion, we will fall to beat­ing the Swedes.”

			Pan An­drei ceased dis­tend­ing his nos­trils, slapped his fore­head with his palm, and cried, “I am a fool! I am a fool!”

			“I do not de­ny that,” an­swered the prince. “I will say more: you ex­ceed the mea­sure of in­so­lence. Know then that I send you to note the turns of for­tune. I de­sire the good of the coun­try, noth­ing else. I have men­tioned to you sup­po­si­tions which may not, which cer­tain­ly will not, come true. But there is need to be cau­tious. Whoso wish­es that wa­ter should not bear him away must know how to swim, and whoso goes through a path­less for­est must stop of­ten to note the di­rec­tion in which he should trav­el. Do you un­der­stand?”

			“As clear­ly as sun­shine.”

			“We are free to draw back, and we are bound to do so if it will be bet­ter for the coun­try; but we shall not be able if Prince Bo­guslav stays longer in Podlyasye. Has he lost his head, or what? If he stays there, he must de­clare for one side or the oth­er—ei­ther for the Swedes or Yan Kaz­imir—and that is just what would be worst of all.”

			“I am dull, your high­ness, for again I do not un­der­stand.”

			“Podlyasye is near Ma­zovia; and ei­ther the Swedes will oc­cu­py it or re­in­force­ments will come from the Prus­sian towns against the Swedes. Then it will be nec­es­sary to choose.”

			“But why does not Prince Bo­guslav choose?”

			“Un­til he choos­es, the Swedes will seek us great­ly and must win our fa­vor; the same is true of the elec­tor. If it comes to re­treat­ing and turn­ing against the Swedes, he is to be the link be­tween me and Yan Kaz­imir. He is to ease my re­turn, which he could not do if pre­vi­ous­ly he had tak­en the side of the Swedes. But since he will be forced to make a fi­nal choice if he re­mains in Podlyasye, let him go to Prus­sia, to Tylt­sa, and wait there for events. The elec­tor stays in Bran­den­burg. Bo­guslav will be of greater im­por­tance in Prus­sia; he may take the Prus­sians in hand al­to­geth­er, in­crease his army, and stand at the head of a con­sid­er­able force. And then both the Swedes and Yan Kaz­imir will give what we ask in or­der to win us both; and our house will not on­ly not fall, but will rise high­er, and that is the main thing.”

			“Your high­ness said that the good of the coun­try was the main thing.”

			“But do not break in at ev­ery word, since I told you at first that the two are one; and lis­ten far­ther. I know well that Prince Bo­guslav, though he signed the act of union with Swe­den here in Kyedani, does not pass as an ad­her­ent of theirs. Though the re­port will be base­less, do you de­clare along the road that I forced him to sign it against his heart. Peo­ple will be­lieve this read­i­ly, for it hap­pens fre­quent­ly that even full broth­ers be­long to dif­fer­ent par­ties. In this way he will be able to gain the con­fi­dence of the con­fed­er­ates, in­vite the lead­ers to his camp as if for ne­go­ti­a­tions, and then seize and take them to Prus­sia. That will be a good method, and salu­tary for the coun­try, which those men will ru­in com­plete­ly un­less they are stopped.”

			“Is this all that I have to do?” asked Kmi­ta, with a cer­tain dis­il­lu­sion.

			“This is mere­ly a part, and not the most im­por­tant. From Prince Bo­guslav you will go with my let­ters to Karl Gus­tav him­self. I can­not come to har­mo­ny with Count Mag­nus from the time of that bat­tle at Kla­vany. He looks at me askance, and does not cease from sup­pos­ing that if the Swedes were to stum­ble, if the Tar­tars were to rush at the oth­er en­e­my, I would turn against the Swedes.”

			“By what your high­ness has said just now, his sup­po­si­tion is cor­rect.”

			“Cor­rect or not, I do not wish it held, or wish him to see what trumps I have in my hand. Be­sides, he is ill-dis­posed to­ward me per­son­al­ly. Sure­ly he has writ­ten more than once against me to the king, and be­yond a doubt one of two things—ei­ther that I am weak, or that I am not re­li­able. This must be reme­died. You will give my let­ter to the king. If he asks about the Kla­vany af­fair, tell the truth, nei­ther adding nor tak­ing away. You may con­fess that I con­demned those of­fi­cers to death, and you ob­tained their par­don. That will cost you noth­ing, but the sin­cer­i­ty may please him. You will not com­plain against Count Mag­nus di­rect­ly in pres­ence of the king, for he is his broth­er-in-law. But if the king should ask, so, in pass­ing, what peo­ple here think, say that they are sor­ry be­cause Count Mag­nus does not re­pay the het­man suf­fi­cient­ly, in view of his sin­cere friend­ship for the Swedes; that the prince him­self (that is I) grieves great­ly over this. If he asks if it is true that all the quo­ta troops have left me, say that ’tis not true; and as proof of­fer your­self. Tell him that you are colonel; for you are. Say that the par­ti­sans of Pan Gosyevs­ki brought the troops to mutiny, but add that there is a mor­tal en­mi­ty be­tween us. Say that if Count Mag­nus had sent me can­non and cav­al­ry I should have crushed the con­fed­er­ates long ago—that this is the gen­er­al opin­ion. Fi­nal­ly, take note of ev­ery­thing, give ear to what they are say­ing near the per­son of the king, and re­port, not to me, but, if oc­ca­sion of­fers, to Prince Bo­guslav in Prus­sia. You may do so even through the elec­tor’s men, should you meet them. Per­haps you know Ger­man?”

			“I had an of­fi­cer, a no­ble of Cour­land, a cer­tain Zend, whom the Lau­da men slew; from him I learned Ger­man not bad­ly. I have al­so been of­ten in Livo­nia.”

			“That is well.”

			“But, your high­ness, where shall I find the King of Swe­den?”

			“You will find him where he will be. In time of war he may be here to­day and there to­mor­row. Should you find him at Krakow, it would be bet­ter, for you will take let­ters to oth­er per­sons who live in those parts.”

			“Then I am to go to oth­ers?”

			“Yes. You must make your way to the mar­shal of the king­dom, Pan Lyubomirs­ki. It is of great mo­ment to me that he come to our views. He is a pow­er­ful man, and in Lit­tle Poland much de­pends on him. Should he de­clare sin­cere­ly for the Swedes, Yan Kaz­imir would have no place in the Com­mon­wealth. Con­ceal not from the King of Swe­den that you are go­ing from me to Lyubomirs­ki to win him for the Swedes. Do not boast of this di­rect­ly, but speak as it were in­ad­ver­tent­ly. That will in­flu­ence him great­ly in my fa­vor. God grant that Lyubomirs­ki de­clare for us. He will hes­i­tate, that I know; still I hope that my let­ters will turn the scale, for there is a rea­son why he must care great­ly for my good will. I will tell you the whole af­fair, that you may know how to act. You see Pan Lyubomirs­ki has been com­ing around me for a long time, as men go around a bear in a thick­et, and try­ing from afar to see if I would give my on­ly daugh­ter to his son Her­a­clius. They are chil­dren yet, but the con­tract might be made—which is very im­por­tant for the mar­shal, more than for me, since there is not an­oth­er such heiress in the Com­mon­wealth, and if the two for­tunes were unit­ed, there would not be an­oth­er such in the world. That is a well-but­tered toast! But if the mar­shal were to con­ceive the hope that his son might re­ceive the crown of the Grand Prin­ci­pal­i­ty as the dow­er of my daugh­ter! Rouse that hope in him and he will be tempt­ed, as God is in heav­en, for he thinks more of his house than he does of the Com­mon­wealth.”

			“What have I to tell him?”

			“That which I can­not write. But it must be placed be­fore him with skill. God pre­serve you from dis­clos­ing that you have heard from me how I de­sire the crown—it is too ear­ly for that yet—but say, ‘All the no­bles in Lau­da and Lithua­nia talk of crown­ing Radzivill, and re­joice over it; the Swedes them­selves men­tion it, I have heard it near the per­son of the king.’ You will ob­serve who of his courtiers is the mar­shal’s con­fi­dant, and sug­gest to that courtier the fol­low­ing thought: ‘Let Lyubomirs­ki join the Swedes and ask in re­turn the mar­riage of Her­a­clius and Radzivill’s daugh­ter, then let him sup­port Radzivill as Grand Prince. Her­a­clius will be Radzivill’s heir.’ That is not enough; sug­gest al­so that once Her­a­clius has the Lithua­ni­an crown he will be elect­ed in time to the throne of Poland, and so the two crowns may be unit­ed again in these two fam­i­lies. If they do not grasp at this idea with both hands, they will show them­selves pet­ty peo­ple. Whoso does not aim high and fears great plans, should be con­tent with a lit­tle ba­ton, with a small castel­lan­ship; let him serve, bend his neck, gain fa­vor through cham­ber at­ten­dants, for he de­serves noth­ing bet­ter! God has cre­at­ed me for some­thing else, and there­fore I dare to stretch my hands to ev­ery­thing which it is in the pow­er of man to reach, and to go to those lim­its which God alone has placed to hu­man ef­fort.”

			Here the prince stretched his hands, as if wish­ing to seize some un­seen crown, and gleamed up al­to­geth­er, like a torch; from emo­tion the breath failed in his throat again.

			Af­ter a while he calmed him­self and said with a bro­ken voice—

			“Be­hold—where my soul flies—as if to the sun—Dis­ease ut­ters its warn­ing—let it work its will—I would rather death found me on the throne—than in the an­techam­ber of a king.”

			“Shall the physi­cian be called?” asked Kmi­ta.

			Radzivill waved his hand.

			“No need of him—I feel bet­ter now—That is all I had to say—In ad­di­tion keep your eyes open, your ears open—See al­so what the Po­tot­skis will do. They hold to­geth­er, are true to the Vazas (that is, to Yan Kaz­imir)—and they are pow­er­ful—It is not known ei­ther how the Konyet­spol­skis and Sobyeskis will turn—Ob­serve and learn—Now the suf­fo­ca­tion is gone. Have you un­der­stood ev­ery­thing clear­ly?”

			“Yes. If I err, it will be my own fault.”

			“I have let­ters writ­ten al­ready; on­ly a few re­main. When do you wish to start?”

			“To­day! As soon as pos­si­ble.”

			“Have you no re­quest to make?”

			“Your high­ness,” be­gan Kmi­ta, and stopped sud­den­ly. The words came from his mouth with dif­fi­cul­ty, and on his face con­straint and con­fu­sion were de­pict­ed.

			“Speak bold­ly,” said the het­man.

			“I pray,” said Kmi­ta, “that Bille­vich and she—suf­fer no harm while here.”

			“Be cer­tain of that. But I see that you love the girl yet.”

			“Im­pos­si­ble,” an­swered Kmi­ta. “Do I know! An hour I love her, an hour I hate her. The dev­il alone knows! All is over, as I have said—suf­fer­ing on­ly is left. I do not want her, but I do not want an­oth­er to take her. Your high­ness, par­don me, I know not my­self what I say. I must go—go with all haste! Pay no heed to my words, God will give back my mind the mo­ment I have gone through the gate.”

			“I un­der­stand that, be­cause till love has grown cold with time, though not want­ing her your­self, the thought that an­oth­er might take her burns you. But be at rest on that point, for I will let no man come here, and as to go­ing away they will not go. Soon it will be full of for­eign sol­diers all around, and un­safe. Bet­ter, I will send her to Tan­ro­gi, near Tylt­sa, where my daugh­ter is. Be at rest, Yen­drek. Go, pre­pare for the road, and come to me to dine.”

			Kmi­ta bowed and with­drew, and Radzivill be­gan to draw deep breaths. He was glad of the de­par­ture of Kmi­ta. He left him his squadron and his name as an ad­her­ent; for his per­son the prince cared less.

			But Kmi­ta in go­ing might ren­der him no­table ser­vices; in Kyedani he had long since grown irk­some to the het­man, who was sur­er of him at a dis­tance than near at hand. The wild courage and tem­per of Kmi­ta might at any in­stant bring an out­burst in Kyedani and a rup­ture very dan­ger­ous for both. The de­par­ture put dan­ger aside.

			“Go, in­car­nate dev­il, and serve!” mut­tered the prince, look­ing at the door through which the ban­neret of Or­sha had passed. Then he called a page and sum­moned Gan­hoff.

			“You will take Kmi­ta’s squadron,” said the prince to him, “and com­mand over all the cav­al­ry. Kmi­ta is go­ing on a jour­ney.”

			Over the cold face of Gan­hoff there passed as it were a ray of joy. The mis­sion had missed him, but a high­er mil­i­tary of­fice had come. He bowed in si­lence, and said—

			“I will pay for the fa­vor of your high­ness with faith­ful ser­vice.” Then he stood erect and wait­ed.

			“And what will you say fur­ther?” asked the prince.

			“Your high­ness, a no­ble from Vilkomir came this morn­ing with news that Pan Sapye­ha is march­ing with troops against your high­ness.”

			Radzivill quiv­ered, but in the twin­kle of an eye he mas­tered his ex­pres­sion.

			“You may go,” said he to Gan­hoff.

			Then he fell in­to deep thought.

		
	
		
			XXV

			Kmi­ta was very busi­ly oc­cu­pied in prepa­ra­tions for the road, and in choos­ing the men of his es­cort; for he de­ter­mined not to go with­out a cer­tain-sized par­ty, first for his own safe­ty, and sec­ond for the dig­ni­ty of his per­son as an en­voy. He was in a hur­ry, since he wished to start dur­ing the evening of that day, or if the rain did not cease, ear­ly next morn­ing. He found men at last—six trusty fel­lows who had long served un­der him in those bet­ter days when be­fore his jour­ney to Lyu­bich he had stormed around Ho­v­an­s­ki—old fight­ers of Or­sha, ready to fol­low him even to the end of the earth. They were them­selves no­bles and at­ten­dant bo­yars, the last rem­nant of that once pow­er­ful band cut down by the Butryms. At the head of them was the sergeant Soro­ka, a trusty ser­vant of the Kmi­tas—an old sol­dier and very re­li­able, though nu­mer­ous sen­tences were hang­ing over him for still more nu­mer­ous deeds of vi­o­lence.

			Af­ter din­ner the prince gave Pan An­drei the let­ters and a pass to the Swedish com­man­ders whom the young en­voy might meet in the more con­sid­er­able places; he took farewell of him and sent him away with much feel­ing, re­al­ly like a fa­ther, rec­om­mend­ing wari­ness and de­lib­er­a­tion.

			Mean­while the sky be­gan to grow clear; to­ward evening the weak sun of au­tumn shone over Kyedani and went down be­hind red clouds, stretched out in long lines on the west.

			There was noth­ing to hin­der the jour­ney. Kmi­ta was just drink­ing a stir­rup cup with Gan­hoff, Khar­lamp, and some oth­er of­fi­cers when about dusk Soro­ka came in and asked—

			“Are you go­ing, Com­man­der?”

			“In an hour,” an­swered Kmi­ta.

			“The hors­es and men are ready now in the yard.”

			The sergeant went out, and the of­fi­cers be­gan to strike glass­es still more; but Kmi­ta rather pre­tend­ed to drink than to drink in re­al­i­ty. The wine had no taste for him, did not go to his head, did not cheer his spir­it, while the oth­ers were al­ready mer­ry.

			“Wor­thy Colonel,” said Gan­hoff, “com­mend me to the fa­vor of Prince Bo­guslav. That is a great cav­a­lier; such an­oth­er there is not in the Com­mon­wealth. With him you will be as in France. A dif­fer­ent speech, oth­er cus­toms, ev­ery po­lite­ness may be learned there more eas­i­ly than even in the palace of the king.”

			“I re­mem­ber Prince Bo­guslav at Berestechko,” said Khar­lamp; “he had one reg­i­ment of dra­goons drilled in French fash­ion com­plete­ly—they ren­dered both in­fantry and cav­al­ry ser­vice. The of­fi­cers were French, ex­cept a few Hol­lan­ders; of the sol­diers the greater part were French, all dandies. There was an odor of var­i­ous per­fumes from them as from a drug-shop. In bat­tle they thrust fierce­ly with rapiers, and it was said that when one of them thrust a man through he said, ‘Par­don­nez-moi!’ (par­don me); so they min­gled po­lite­ness with up­roar­i­ous life. But Prince Bo­guslav rode among them with a hand­ker­chief on his sword, al­ways smil­ing, even in the great­est din of bat­tle, for it is the French fash­ion to smile amid blood­shed. He had his face touched with paint, and his eye­brows black­ened with coal, at which the old sol­diers were an­gry and called him a bawd. Im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter bat­tle he had new ruffs brought him, so as to be al­ways dressed as if for a ban­quet, and they curled his hair with irons, mak­ing mar­vel­lous ringlets out of it. But he is a man­ful fel­low, and goes first in­to the thick­est fire. He chal­lenged Pan Kali­novs­ki be­cause he said some­thing to him, and the king had to make peace.”

			“There is no use in deny­ing,” said Gan­hoff. “You will see cu­ri­ous things, and you will see the King of Swe­den him­self, who next to our prince is the best war­rior in the world.”

			“And Pan Charnyet­s­ki,” said Khar­lamp; “they are speak­ing more and more of him.”

			“Pan Charnyet­s­ki is on the side of Yan Kaz­imir, and there­fore is our en­e­my,” re­marked Gan­hoff, se­vere­ly.

			“Won­der­ful things are pass­ing in this world,” said Khar­lamp, mus­ing­ly. “If any man had said a year or two ago that the Swedes would come hith­er, we should all have thought, ‘We shall be fight­ing with the Swedes;’ but see now.”

			“We are not alone; the whole Com­mon­wealth has re­ceived them with open arms,” said Gan­hoff.

			“True as life,” put in Kmi­ta, al­so mus­ing­ly.

			“Ex­cept Sapye­ha, Gosyevs­ki, Charnyet­s­ki, and the het­mans of the crown,” an­swered Khar­lamp.

			“Bet­ter not speak of that,” said Gan­hoff. “But, wor­thy Colonel, come back to us in good health; pro­mo­tion awaits you.”

			“And Pan­na Bille­vich?” added Khar­lamp.

			“Pan­na Bille­vich is noth­ing to you,” an­swered Kmi­ta, brusque­ly.

			“Of course noth­ing, I am too old. The last time—Wait, gen­tle­men, when was that? Ah, the last time dur­ing the elec­tion of the present mer­ci­ful­ly reign­ing Yan Kaz­imir.”

			“Cease the use of that name from your tongue,” in­ter­rupt­ed Gan­hoff. “To­day rules over us gra­cious­ly Karl Gus­tav.”

			“True! Con­sue­tu­do al­tera natu­ra (cus­tom is a sec­ond na­ture). Well, the last time, dur­ing the elec­tion of Yan Kaz­imir, our ex-king and Grand Duke of Lithua­nia, I fell ter­ri­bly in love with one la­dy, an at­ten­dant of the Princess Vish­nyevet­s­ki. Oh, she was an at­trac­tive lit­tle beast! But when I want­ed to look more near­ly in­to her eyes, Pan Volody­ovs­ki thrust up his sabre. I was to fight with him; then Bo­gun came be­tween us—Bo­gun, whom Volody­ovs­ki cut up like a hare. If it had not been for that, you would not see me alive. But at that time I was ready to fight, even with the dev­il. Volody­ovs­ki stood up for her on­ly through friend­ship, for she was be­trothed to an­oth­er, a still greater swords­man. Oh, I tell you, gen­tle­men, that I thought I should with­er away—I could not think of eat­ing or drink­ing. When our prince sent me from War­saw to Smolen­sk, on­ly then did I shake off my love on the road. There is noth­ing like a jour­ney for such griefs. At the first mile I was eas­i­er, be­fore I had reached Vil­na my head was clear, and to this day I re­main sin­gle. That is the whole sto­ry. There is noth­ing for un­hap­py love like a jour­ney.”

			“Is that your opin­ion?” asked Kmi­ta.

			“As I live, it is! Let the black ones take all the pret­ty girls in Lithua­nia and the king­dom, I do not need them.”

			“But did you go away with­out farewell?”

			“With­out farewell; but I threw a red rib­bon be­hind me, which one old wom­an, very deeply versed in love mat­ters, ad­vised me to do.”

			“Good health!” in­ter­rupt­ed Gan­hoff, turn­ing again to Pan An­drei.

			“Good health!” an­swered Kmi­ta, “I give thanks from my heart.”

			“To the bot­tom, to the bot­tom! It is time for you to mount, and ser­vice calls us. May God lead you forth and bring you home.”

			“Farewell!”

			“Throw the red rib­bon be­hind,” said Khar­lamp, “or at the first rest­ing-place put out the fire your­self with a buck­et of wa­ter; that is, if you wish to for­get.”

			“Be with God!”

			“We shall not soon see one an­oth­er.”

			“Per­haps some­where on the bat­tle­field,” added Gan­hoff. “God grant side by side, not op­posed.”

			“Of course not op­posed,” said Kmi­ta.

			And the of­fi­cers went out.

			The clock on the tow­er struck sev­en. In the yard the hors­es were paw­ing the stone pave­ment with their hoofs, and through the win­dow were to be seen the men wait­ing. A won­der­ful dis­qui­et seized Pan An­drei. He was re­peat­ing to him­self, “I go, I go!” Imag­i­na­tion placed be­fore his eyes un­known re­gions, and a throng of strange faces which he was to see, and at the same time won­der seized him at the thought of the jour­ney, as if hith­er­to it had nev­er been in his mind.

			He must mount and move on. “What hap­pens, will hap­pen. What will be, will be!” thought he to him­self.

			When, how­ev­er, the hors­es were snort­ing right there at the win­dow, and the hour of start­ing had struck, he felt that the new life would be strange, and all with which he had lived, to which he had grown ac­cus­tomed, to which he had be­come at­tached heart and soul, would stay in that re­gion, in that neigh­bor­hood, in that place. The for­mer Kmi­ta would stay there as well. An­oth­er man as it were would go hence—a stranger to all out­side, as all out­side were strangers to him. He would have to be­gin there an en­tire­ly new life. God alone knew whether there would be a de­sire for it.

			Pan An­drei was mor­tal­ly wea­ried in soul, and there­fore at that mo­ment he felt pow­er­less in view of those new scenes and new peo­ple. He thought that it was bad for him here, that it would be bad for him there, at least it would be bur­den­some.

			But it is time, time. He must put his cap on his head and ride off.

			But will he go with­out a last word? Is it pos­si­ble to be so near and lat­er to be so far, to say not one word and go forth? See to what it has come! But what can he say to her? Shall he go and say, “Ev­ery­thing is ru­ined; my la­dy, go thy way, I will go mine”? Why, why say even that, when with­out say­ing it is so? He is not her be­trothed, as she is not and will not be his wife. What has been is lost, is rent, and will not re­turn, will not be bound up afresh. Loss of time, loss of words, and new tor­ture.

			“I will not go!” thought Pan Kmi­ta.

			But, on the oth­er hand, the will of a dead man binds them yet. It is need­ful to speak clear­ly and with­out anger of fi­nal sep­a­ra­tion, and to say to her, “My la­dy, you wish me not; I re­turn you your word. There­fore we shall both act as though there had been no will, and let each seek hap­pi­ness where each can find it?”

			But she may an­swer: “I have said that long since; why tell it to me now?”

			“I will not go, hap­pen what may!” re­peat­ed Kmi­ta to him­self.

			And press­ing the cap on his head, he went out of the room in­to the cor­ri­dor. He wished to mount straight­way and be out­side the gate quick­ly.

			All at once, in the cor­ri­dor, some­thing caught him as it were by the hair. Such a de­sire to see her, to speak to her, pos­sessed him, that he ceased to think whether to go or not to go, he ceased to rea­son, and rather pushed on with closed eyes, as if wish­ing to spring in­to wa­ter.

			Be­fore the very door whence the guard had just been re­moved, he came up­on a youth, a ser­vant of the sword-bear­er.

			“Is Pan Bille­vich in the room?” asked he.

			“The sword-bear­er is among the of­fi­cers in the bar­racks.”

			“And the la­dy?”

			“The la­dy is at home.”

			“Tell her that Pan Kmi­ta is go­ing on a long jour­ney and wish­es to see the la­dy.”

			The youth obeyed the com­mand; but be­fore he re­turned with an an­swer Kmi­ta raised the latch and went in with­out ques­tion.

			“I have come to take farewell,” said he, “for I do not know whether we shall meet again in life.”

			Sud­den­ly he turned to the youth: “Why stand here yet?”

			“My gra­cious la­dy,” con­tin­ued Kmi­ta, when the door had closed af­ter the ser­vant, “I in­tend­ed to go with­out part­ing, but had not the pow­er. God knows when I shall re­turn, or whether I shall re­turn, for mis­for­tunes come light­ly. Bet­ter that we part with­out anger and of­fence in our hearts, so that the pun­ish­ment of God fall not on ei­ther of us. There is much to say, much to say, and now the tongue can­not say it all. Well, there was no hap­pi­ness, clear­ly by the will of God there was not; and now, O man, even if thou bat­ter thy head against the wall, there is no cure! Blame me not, and I will not blame you. We need not re­gard that tes­ta­ment now, for as I have said, the will of man is noth­ing against the will of God. God grant you hap­pi­ness and peace. The main thing is that we for­give each oth­er. I know not what will meet me out­side, whith­er I am go­ing. But I can­not sit longer in tor­ture, in trou­ble, in sor­row. A man breaks him­self on the four walls of a room with­out re­sult, gra­cious la­dy, with­out re­sult! One has no la­bor here—on­ly to take grief on the shoul­ders, on­ly think for whole days of un­hap­py events till the head aches, and in the end think out noth­ing. This jour­ney is as need­ful to me, as wa­ter to a fish, as air to a bird, for with­out it I should go wild.”

			“God grant you hap­pi­ness,” said Pan­na Alek­san­dra.

			She stood be­fore him as if stunned by the de­par­ture, the ap­pear­ance, and the words of Pan Kmi­ta. On her face were con­fu­sion and as­ton­ish­ment, and it was clear that she was strug­gling to re­cov­er her­self; mean­while she gazed on the young man with eyes wide­ly open.

			“I do not cher­ish ill will against you,” said she af­ter a time.

			“Would that all this had not been!” said Kmi­ta. “Some evil spir­it came be­tween us and sep­a­rat­ed us as if with a sea, and that wa­ter is nei­ther to be swum across nor wad­ed through. The man did not do what he want­ed, he went not where he wished, but some­thing as it were pushed him till we both en­tered path­less re­gions. But since we are to van­ish the one from the eyes of the oth­er, it is bet­ter to cry out even from re­mote­ness, ‘God guide!’ It is need­ful al­so for you to know that of­fence and anger are one thing, and sor­row an­oth­er. From anger I have freed my­self, but sor­row sits in me—maybe not for you. Do I know my­self for whom and for what? Think­ing, I have thought out noth­ing; but still it seems to me that it will be eas­i­er both to you and to me if we talk. You hold me a traitor, and that pricks me most bit­ter­ly of all, for as I wish my soul’s sal­va­tion, I have not been and shall not be a traitor.”

			“I hold you that no longer,” said Olen­ka.

			“Oi, how could you have held me that even one hour? You know of me, that once I was ready for vi­o­lence, ready to slay, burn, shoot; that is one thing, but to be­tray for gain, for ad­vance­ment, nev­er! God guard me, God judge me! You are a wom­an, and can­not see in what lies the coun­try’s sal­va­tion; hence it be­seems you not to con­demn, to give sen­tence. And why did you ut­ter the sen­tence? God be with you! Know this, that sal­va­tion is in Prince Radzivill and the Swedes; and who thinks oth­er­wise, and es­pe­cial­ly acts, is just ru­in­ing the coun­try. But it is no time to dis­cuss, it is time to go. Know that I am not a traitor, not one who sells. May I per­ish if I ev­er be that! Know that un­just­ly you scorned me, un­just­ly con­signed me to death—I tell you this un­der oath and at part­ing, and I say it that I may say with it, I for­give you from my heart; but do you for­give me as well.”

			Pan­na Alek­san­dra had re­cov­ered com­plete­ly. “You say that I have judged you un­just­ly; that is true. It is my fault; I con­fess it and beg your for­give­ness.”

			Here her voice trem­bled, her blue eyes filled with tears, and he cried with trans­port—

			“I for­give! I for­give! I would for­give you even my death!”

			“May God guide you and bring you to the right road. May you leave that on which you are erring.”

			“But give peace, give peace!” cried Kmi­ta, ex­cit­ed­ly; “let no mis­un­der­stand­ing rise be­tween us again. Whether I err or err not, be silent on that point. Let each man fol­low the way of his con­science; God will judge ev­ery in­ten­tion. Bet­ter that I have come hith­er, than to go with­out farewell. Give me your hand for the road. On­ly that much is mine; for to­mor­row I shall not see you, nor af­ter to­mor­row, nor in a month, per­haps nev­er—Oi, Olen­ka! and in my head it is dim—Olen­ka! And shall we nev­er meet again?”

			Abun­dant tears like pearls were fall­ing from Pan­na Alek­san­dra’s lash­es to her cheeks.

			“Pan An­drei, leave traitors, and all may be.”

			“Qui­et, oh, qui­et!” said Kmi­ta, with a bro­ken voice. “It may not be—I can­not—bet­ter say noth­ing—Would I were slain! less should I suf­fer—For God’s sake, why does this meet us? Farewell for the last time. And then let death close my eyes some­where out­side—Why are you weep­ing? Weep not, or I shall go wild!”

			And in supreme ex­cite­ment he seized her half by con­straint, and though she re­sist­ed, he kissed her eyes and her mouth, then fell at her feet. At last he sprang up, and grasp­ing his hair like a mad­man, rushed forth from the cham­ber.

			“The dev­il could do noth­ing here, much less a red rib­bon.”

			Olen­ka saw him through the win­dow as he was mount­ing in haste; the sev­en horse­men then moved for­ward. The Scots on guard at the gate made a clat­ter with their weapons, pre­sent­ing arms; then the gate closed af­ter the horse­men, and they were not to be seen on the dark road among the trees.

			Night too had fall­en com­plete­ly.

		
	
		
			XXVI

			Kovno, and the whole re­gion on the left bank of the Vil­ia, with all the roads, were oc­cu­pied by the en­e­my (the Rus­sians); there­fore Kmi­ta, not be­ing able to go to Podlyasye by the high road lead­ing from Kovno to Grod­no and thence to By­a­lystok, went by side-roads from Kyedani straight down the course of the Nyevya­ja to the Nye­men, which he crossed near Vilko­vo, and found him­self in the prov­ince of Trot­sk.

			All that part of the road, which was not over great, he passed in qui­et, for that re­gion lay as it were un­der the hand of Radzivill.

			Towns, and here and there even vil­lages, were oc­cu­pied by cas­tle squadrons of the het­man, or by small de­tach­ments of Swedish cav­al­ry which the het­man pushed for­ward thus far of pur­pose against the le­gions of Zolotarenko, which stood there be­yond the Vil­ia, so that oc­ca­sions for col­li­sions and war might be more eas­i­ly found.

			Zolotarenko would have been glad too to have an “up­roar” with the Swedes, ac­cord­ing to the words of the het­man; but those whose al­ly he was did not wish war with them, or in ev­ery case wished to put it off as long as pos­si­ble. Zolotarenko there­fore re­ceived the strictest or­ders not to cross the riv­er, and in case that Radzivill him­self, to­geth­er with the Swedes, moved on him, to re­treat with all haste.

			For these rea­sons the coun­try on the right side of the Vil­ia was qui­et; but since from one side Cos­sack pick­ets, from the oth­er those of the Swedes and Radzivill were look­ing at one an­oth­er, one mus­ket-shot might at any mo­ment let loose a ter­ri­ble war.

			In pre­vi­sion of this, peo­ple took time­ly refuge in safe places. There­fore the whole coun­try was qui­et, but emp­ty. Pan An­drei saw de­sert­ed towns, ev­ery­where the win­dows of hous­es held up by sticks, and whole vil­lages de­pop­u­lat­ed. The fields were al­so emp­ty, for there was no crop that year. Com­mon peo­ple se­cret­ed them­selves in fath­om­less forests, to which they drove all their cat­tle; but the no­bles fled to neigh­bor­ing Elec­toral Prus­sia, at that time al­to­geth­er safe from war. For this rea­son there was an un­com­mon move­ment over the roads and trails of the wilder­ness, and the num­ber of fugi­tives was still more in­creased by those who from the left bank of the Vil­ia were able to es­cape the op­pres­sion of Zolotarenko.

			The num­ber of these was enor­mous, and es­pe­cial­ly of peas­ants; for the no­bles who had not been able hith­er­to to flee from the left bank went in­to cap­tiv­i­ty or yield­ed their lives on their thresh­olds.

			Pan An­drei, there­fore, met ev­ery mo­ment whole crowds of peas­ants with their wives and chil­dren, and driv­ing be­fore them flocks of sheep with hors­es and cat­tle. That part of the prov­ince of Trot­sk touch­ing up­on Elec­toral Prus­sia was wealthy and pro­duc­tive; there­fore the well-to-do peo­ple had some­thing to save and guard. The ap­proach­ing win­ter did not alarm fugi­tives, who pre­ferred to await bet­ter days amid moss­es of the for­est, in snow cov­ered huts, than to await death in their na­tive vil­lages at the hands of the en­e­my.

			Kmi­ta of­ten ap­proached the flee­ing crowds, or fires gleam­ing at night in dense for­est places. Wher­ev­er he met peo­ple from the left bank of the Vil­ia, from near Kovno, or from still re­mot­er neigh­bor­hoods, he heard ter­ri­ble tales of the cru­el­ties of Zolotarenko and his al­lies, who ex­ter­mi­nat­ed peo­ple with­out re­gard to age or sex; they burned vil­lages, cut down even trees in the gar­dens, leav­ing on­ly land and wa­ter. Nev­er had Tar­tar raids left such des­o­la­tion be­hind.

			Not death alone was in­flict­ed on the in­hab­i­tants, but be­fore death they were put to the most in­ge­nious tor­tures. Many of those peo­ple fled with be­wil­dered minds. These filled the for­est depths at night with aw­ful shrieks; oth­ers were ev­er in a species of con­tin­u­al fear and ex­pec­ta­tion of at­tack, though they had crossed the Nye­men and Vil­ia, though forests and morass­es sep­a­rat­ed them from Zolotarenko’s bands. Many of these stretched their hands to Kmi­ta and his horse­men of Or­sha, im­plor­ing res­cue and pity, as if the en­e­my were stand­ing there over them.

			Car­riages be­long­ing to no­bles were mov­ing to­ward Prus­sia; in them old men, wom­en, and chil­dren; be­hind them, dragged on wag­ons with ser­vants, ef­fects, sup­plies of pro­vi­sions, and oth­er things. All these flee­ing peo­ple were pan­ic-strick­en, ter­ri­fied and grieved be­cause they were go­ing in­to ex­ile.

			Pan An­drei com­fort­ed these un­for­tu­nates at times by telling them that the Swedes would soon pass over and drive that en­e­my far away. Then the fugi­tives stretched their hands to heav­en and said—

			“God give health, God give for­tune to the prince vo­evo­da! When the Swedes come we will re­turn to our homes, to our burned dwellings.”

			And they blessed the prince ev­ery­where. From mouth to mouth news was giv­en that at any mo­ment he might cross the Vil­ia at the head of his own and Swedish troops. Be­sides, they praised the “mod­esty” of the Swedes, their dis­ci­pline, and good treat­ment of the in­hab­i­tants. Radzivill was called the Gideon of Lithua­nia, a Sam­son, a sav­ior. These peo­ple from dis­tricts steam­ing with fresh blood and fire were look­ing for him as for de­liv­er­ance.

			And Kmi­ta, hear­ing those bless­ings, those wish­es, those al­most prayers, was strength­ened in his faith con­cern­ing Radzivill, and re­peat­ed in his soul—

			“I serve such a lord! I will shut my eyes and fol­low blind­ly his for­tune. At times he is ter­ri­ble and be­yond know­ing; but he has a greater mind than oth­ers, he knows bet­ter what is need­ed, and in him alone is sal­va­tion.”

			It be­came lighter and calmer in his breast at this thought; he ad­vanced there­fore with greater so­lace in his heart, di­vid­ing his soul be­tween sor­row for Kyedani and thoughts on the un­hap­py con­di­tion of the coun­try.

			His sor­row in­creased con­tin­u­al­ly. He did not throw the red rib­bon be­hind him, he did not put out the fire with wa­ter; for he felt, first, that it was use­less, and then he did not wish to do so.

			“Oh that she were present, that she could hear the wail­ing and groans of peo­ple, she would not beg God to turn me away, she would not tell me that I err, like those heretics who have left the true faith. But nev­er mind! Ear­li­er or lat­er she will be con­vinced, she will see that her own judg­ment was at fault. And then what God will give will be. Maybe we shall meet again in life.”

			And yearn­ing in­creased in the young cav­a­lier; but the con­vic­tion that he was march­ing by the right, not by the wrong road, gave him a peace long since un­known. The con­flict of thought, the gnaw­ing, the doubts left him by de­grees, and he rode for­ward; he sank in the shore­less for­est al­most with glad­ness. From the time that he had come to Lyu­bich, af­ter his fa­mous raids on Ho­v­an­s­ki, he had not felt so vi­va­cious.

			Khar­lamp was right in this, that there is no cure like the road for cares and trou­bles. Pan An­drei had iron health; his dar­ing and love of ad­ven­tures were com­ing back ev­ery hour. He saw these ad­ven­tures be­fore him, smiled at them, and urged on his con­voy un­ceas­ing­ly, bare­ly stop­ping for short night-rests.

			Olen­ka stood ev­er be­fore the eyes of his spir­it, tear­ful, trem­bling in his arms like a bird, and he said to him­self, “I shall re­turn.”

			At times the form of the het­man passed be­fore him, gloomy, im­mense, ter­ri­ble. But it may be just be­cause he was mov­ing away more and more, that that form be­came al­most dear to him. Hith­er­to he had bent be­fore Radzivill; now he be­gan to love him. Hith­er­to Radzivill had borne him along as a mighty whirlpool of wa­ter seizes and at­tracts ev­ery­thing that comes with­in its cir­cle; now Kmi­ta felt that he wished with his whole soul to go with him.

			And in the dis­tance that gi­gan­tic vo­evo­da in­creased con­tin­u­al­ly in the eyes of the young knight, and as­sumed al­most su­per­hu­man pro­por­tions. More than once, at his night halt, when Pan An­drei had closed his eyes in sleep, he saw the het­man sit­ting on a throne lofti­er than the tops of the pine-trees. There was a crown on his head; his face was the same, gloomy, enor­mous; in his hand a sword and a scep­tre, at his feet the whole Com­mon­wealth. And in his soul Kmi­ta did homage to great­ness.

			On the third day of the jour­ney they left the Nye­men far be­hind, and en­tered a coun­try of still greater forests. They met whole crowds of fugi­tives on the roads; but no­bles un­able to bear arms were go­ing al­most with­out ex­cep­tion to Prus­sia be­fore the bands of the en­e­my, who, not held in curb there, as on the banks of the Vil­ia, by the reg­i­ments of Swe­den and Radzivill, pushed at times far in­to the heart of the coun­try, even to the bound­ary of Elec­toral Prus­sia. Their main ob­ject was plun­der.

			Fre­quent­ly these were de­tach­ments as if from the army of Zolotarenko, but re­al­ly rec­og­niz­ing no au­thor­i­ty—sim­ply rob­ber com­pa­nies, so called “par­ties” com­mand­ed at times even by lo­cal ban­dits. Avoid­ing en­gage­ments in the field with troops and even with towns­peo­ple, they at­tacked small vil­lages, sin­gle hous­es, and trav­ellers.

			The no­bles on their own ac­count at­tacked these par­ties with their house­hold ser­vants, and or­na­ment­ed with them the pine-trees along the roads; still it was easy in the for­est to stum­ble up­on their fre­quent bands, and there­fore Pan An­drei was forced to ex­er­cise un­com­mon care.

			But some­what be­yond Pil­vish­ki on the Sheshu­pa, Kmi­ta found the pop­u­la­tion liv­ing qui­et­ly in their homes. The towns­peo­ple told him, how­ev­er, that not longer than a cou­ple of days be­fore, a strong band of Zolotarenko’s men, num­ber­ing as many as five hun­dred, had made an at­tack, and would, ac­cord­ing to their cus­tom, have cut down all the peo­ple, and let the place rise in smoke, were it not for un­ex­pect­ed aid which fell as it were from heav­en.

			“We had al­ready com­mit­ted our­selves to God,” said the mas­ter of the inn in which Pan An­drei had tak­en lodg­ings, “when the saints of the Lord sent some squadrons. We thought at first that a new en­e­my had come, but they were ours. They sprang at once on Zolotarenko’s ruf­fi­ans, and in an hour they laid them out like a pave­ment, all the more eas­i­ly as we helped them.”

			“What kind of a squadron was it?” asked Kmi­ta.

			“God give them health! They did not say who they were, and we did not dare to ask. They fed their hors­es, took what hay and bread there was, and rode away.”

			“But whence did they come, and whith­er did they go?”

			“They came from Ko­zlo­va Ru­da, and they went to the south. We, who be­fore that wished to flee to the woods, thought the mat­ter over and stayed here, for the un­der-staros­ta said that af­ter such a les­son the en­e­my would not look in on us again soon.”

			The news of the bat­tle in­ter­est­ed Kmi­ta great­ly, there­fore he asked fur­ther: “And do you not know who com­mand­ed that squadron?”

			“We do not know; but we saw the colonel, for he talked with us on the square, he is young, and sharp as a nee­dle. He does not look like the war­rior that he is.”

			“Volody­ovs­ki!” cried Kmi­ta.

			“Whether he is Volody­ovs­ki, or not, may his hands be holy, may God make him het­man!”

			Pan An­drei fell in­to deep thought. Ev­i­dent­ly he was go­ing by the same road over which a few days be­fore Volody­ovs­ki had marched with the Lau­da men. In fact, that was nat­u­ral, for both were go­ing to Podlyasye. But it oc­curred to Pan An­drei that if he has­tened he might eas­i­ly meet the lit­tle knight and be cap­tured; in that case, all the let­ters of Radzivill would fall with him in­to pos­ses­sion of the con­fed­er­ates. Such an event might de­stroy his mis­sion, and bring God knows what harm to the cause of Radzivill. For this rea­son Pan An­drei de­ter­mined to stay a cou­ple of days in Pil­vish­ki, so that the squadron of Lau­da might have time to ad­vance as far as pos­si­ble.

			The men, as well as the hors­es, trav­el­ling al­most with one sweep from Kyedani (for on­ly short halts had been giv­en on the road hith­er­to), need­ed rest; there­fore Kmi­ta or­dered the sol­diers to re­move the packs from the hors­es and set­tle them­selves com­fort­ably in the inn.

			Next day he was con­vinced that he had act­ed not on­ly clev­er­ly but wise­ly, for scarce­ly had he dressed in the morn­ing, when his host stood be­fore him.

			“I bring news to your grace,” said he.

			“It is good?”

			“Nei­ther good nor bad, but that we have guests. An enor­mous court ar­rived here to­day, and stopped at the staros­ta’s house. There is a reg­i­ment of in­fantry, and what crowds of cav­al­ry and car­riages with ser­vants!—The peo­ple thought that the king him­self had come.”

			“What king?”

			The innkeep­er be­gan to turn his cap in his hand. “It is true that we have two kings now, but nei­ther one came—on­ly the prince mar­shal.”

			Kmi­ta sprang to his feet. “What prince mar­shal? Prince Bo­guslav?”

			“Yes, your grace; the cousin of the prince vo­evo­da of Vil­na.”

			Pan An­drei clapped his hands from as­ton­ish­ment. “And so we have met.”

			The innkeep­er, un­der­stand­ing that his guest was an ac­quain­tance of Prince Bo­guslav, made a low­er bow than the day be­fore, and went out of the room; but Kmi­ta be­gan to dress in haste, and an hour lat­er was be­fore the house of the staros­ta.

			The whole place was swarm­ing with sol­diers. The in­fantry were stack­ing their mus­kets on the square; the cav­al­ry had dis­mount­ed and oc­cu­pied the hous­es at the side. The sol­diers and at­ten­dants in the most var­ied cos­tumes had halt­ed be­fore the hous­es, or were walk­ing along the streets. From the mouths of the of­fi­cers were to be heard French and Ger­man. Nowhere a Pol­ish sol­dier, nowhere a Pol­ish uni­form; the mus­ke­teers and dra­goons were dressed in strange fash­ion, dif­fer­ent, in­deed, from the for­eign squadrons which Pan An­drei had seen in Kyedani, for they were not in Ger­man but in French style. The sol­diers, hand­some men and so showy that each one in the ranks might be tak­en for an of­fi­cer, de­light­ed the eyes of Pan An­drei. The of­fi­cers looked on him al­so with cu­rios­i­ty, for he had ar­rayed him­self rich­ly in vel­vet and bro­cade, and six men, dressed in new uni­forms, fol­lowed him as a suite.

			At­ten­dants, all dressed in French fash­ion, were hur­ry­ing about in front of the staros­ta’s house; there were pages in caps and feath­ers, ar­mor-bear­ers in vel­vet kaf­tans, and equer­ries in Swedish, high, wide-legged boots.

			Ev­i­dent­ly the prince did not in­tend to tar­ry long in Pil­vish­ki, and had stopped on­ly for re­fresh­ment, for the car­riages were not tak­en to the shed; and the equer­ries, in wait­ing, were feed­ing hors­es out of tin sieves which they held in their hands.

			Kmi­ta an­nounced to an of­fi­cer on guard be­fore the house who he was and what was his mis­sion; the of­fi­cer went to in­form the prince. Af­ter a while he re­turned hasti­ly, to say that the prince was anx­ious to see a man sent from the het­man; and show­ing Kmi­ta the way, he en­tered the house with him.

			Af­ter they had passed the an­techam­ber, they found in the din­ing-hall a num­ber of at­ten­dants, with legs stretched out, slum­ber­ing sweet­ly in arm­chairs; it was ev­i­dent that they must have start­ed ear­ly in the morn­ing from the last halt­ing-place: The of­fi­cer stopped be­fore the door of the next room, and bow­ing to Pan An­drei, said—

			“The prince is there.”

			Pan An­drei en­tered and stopped at the thresh­old. The prince was sit­ting be­fore a mir­ror fixed in the cor­ner of the room, and was look­ing so in­tent­ly at his own face, ap­par­ent­ly just touched with rouge and white, that he did not turn at­ten­tion to the in­com­er. Two cham­ber ser­vants, kneel­ing be­fore him, were fas­ten­ing buck­les at the an­kles on his high trav­el­ling-boots, while he was ar­rang­ing slow­ly with his fin­gers the lux­u­ri­ant, even­ly cut fore­lock of his bright gold-col­ored wig, or it might be of his own abun­dant hair.

			He was still a young man, of thir­ty-five years, but seemed not more than five and twen­ty. Kmi­ta knew the prince, but looked on him al­ways with cu­rios­i­ty: first, be­cause of the great knight­ly fame which sur­round­ed him, and which was won main­ly through du­els fought with var­i­ous for­eign mag­nates; sec­ond, by rea­son of his pe­cu­liar fig­ure—whoso saw his form once was forced to re­mem­ber it ev­er af­ter. The prince was tall and pow­er­ful­ly built, but on his broad shoul­ders stood a head as diminu­tive as if tak­en from an­oth­er body. His face, al­so, was un­com­mon­ly small, al­most child­like; but in it, too, there was no pro­por­tion, for he had a great Ro­man nose and enor­mous eyes of un­speak­able beau­ty and bright­ness, with a re­al ea­gle bold­ness of glance. In pres­ence of those eyes and the nose, the rest of his face, sur­round­ed, more­over, with plen­ti­ful tress­es of hair, dis­ap­peared al­most com­plete­ly; his mouth was al­most that of a child; above it was a slight mus­tache bare­ly cov­er­ing his up­per lip. The del­i­ca­cy of his com­plex­ion, height­ened by rouge and white paint, made him al­most like a young la­dy; and at the same time the in­so­lence, pride, and self-con­fi­dence de­pict­ed in that face per­mit­ted no one to for­get that he was that chercheur de nois­es (seek­er of quar­rels), as he was nick­named at the French court—a man out of whose mouth a sharp word came with ease, but whose sword came from its scab­bard with still greater ease.

			In Ger­many, in Hol­land, in France, they re­lat­ed mar­vels of his mil­i­tary deeds, of his dis­putes, quar­rels, ad­ven­tures, and du­els. He was the man who in Hol­land rushed in­to the thick­est whirl of bat­tle, among the in­com­pa­ra­ble reg­i­ments of Span­ish in­fantry, and with his own prince­ly hand cap­tured a flag and a can­non; he, at the head of the reg­i­ments of the Prince of Or­ange, cap­tured bat­ter­ies de­clared by old lead­ers to be be­yond cap­ture; he, on the Rhine, at the head of French mus­ke­teers, shat­tered the heavy squadrons of Ger­many, trained in the Thir­ty Years’ War; he wound­ed, in a du­el in France, the most cel­e­brat­ed fencer among French knights, Prince de Fre­mouille; an­oth­er fa­mous fight­er, Baron Von Goetz, begged of him life, on his knees; he wound­ed Baron Grot, for which he had to hear bit­ter re­proach­es from his cousin Yanush, be­cause he was low­er­ing his dig­ni­ty as prince by fight­ing with men be­neath him in rank; fi­nal­ly, in pres­ence of the whole French court, at a ball in the Lou­vre, he slapped Mar­quis de Rieux on the face, be­cause he had spo­ken to him “un­be­com­ing­ly.” The du­els that he had fought incog­ni­to in small­er towns, in tav­erns and inns, did not en­ter in­to reck­on­ing.

			He was a mix­ture of ef­fem­i­na­cy and un­bound­ed dar­ing. Dur­ing rare and short vis­its to his na­tive land he amused him­self by quar­rels with the Sapye­has, and with hunt­ing; but on those oc­ca­sions the hunters had to find for him she-bears with their young, as be­ing dan­ger­ous and en­raged; against these he went armed on­ly with a spear.

			But it was te­dious for him in his own coun­try, to which he came, as was said, un­will­ing­ly, most fre­quent­ly in time of war; he dis­tin­guished him­self by great vic­to­ries at Berestechko, Mogi­ly­off, and Smolen­sk. War was his el­e­ment, though he had a mind quick and sub­tle, equal­ly fit­ted for in­trigues and diplo­mat­ic ex­ploits. In these he knew how to be pa­tient and en­dur­ing, far more en­dur­ing than in the “loves,” of which a whole se­ries com­plet­ed the his­to­ry of his life. The prince, at the courts where he had resid­ed, was the ter­ror of hus­bands who had beau­ti­ful wives. For that rea­son, doubt­less, he was not yet mar­ried, though his high birth and al­most in­ex­haustible for­tune made him one of the most de­sir­able match­es in Eu­rope. The King and Queen of France, Marya Lud­vi­ka of Poland, the Prince of Or­ange, and his un­cle, the Elec­tor of Bran­den­burg, tried to make match­es for him; but so far he pre­ferred his free­dom.

			“I do not want a dow­er,” said he, cyn­i­cal­ly; “and of the oth­er plea­sures I have no lack as I am.”

			In this fash­ion he reached the thir­ty-fifth year of his age.

			Kmi­ta, stand­ing on the thresh­old, ex­am­ined with cu­rios­i­ty Bo­guslav’s face, which the mir­ror re­flect­ed, while he was ar­rang­ing with se­ri­ous­ness the hair of his fore­lock; at last, when Pan An­drei coughed once and a sec­ond time, he said, with­out turn­ing his head—

			“But who is present? Is it a mes­sen­ger from the prince vo­evo­da?”

			“Not a mes­sen­ger, but from the prince vo­evo­da,” replied Pan An­drei.

			Then the prince turned his head, and see­ing a bril­liant young man, rec­og­nized that he had not to do with an or­di­nary ser­vant.

			“Par­don, Cav­a­lier,” said he, af­fa­bly, “for I see that I was mis­tak­en in the of­fice of the per­son. But your face is known to me, though I am not able to re­call your name. You are an at­ten­dant of the prince het­man?”

			“My name is Kmi­ta,” an­swered Pan An­drei, “and I am not an at­ten­dant; I am a colonel from the time that I brought my own squadron to the prince het­man.”

			“Kmi­ta!” cried the prince, “that same Kmi­ta, fa­mous in the last war, who har­ried Ho­v­an­s­ki, and lat­er on man­aged not worse on his own ac­count? I have heard much about you.”

			Hav­ing said this, the prince be­gan to look more care­ful­ly and with a cer­tain plea­sure at Pan An­drei, for from what he had heard he thought him a man of his own cut.

			“Sit down,” said he, “I am glad to know you more in­ti­mate­ly. And what is to be heard in Kyedani?”

			“Here is a let­ter from the prince het­man,” an­swered Kmi­ta.

			The ser­vants, hav­ing fin­ished buck­ling the prince’s boots, went out. The prince broke the seal and be­gan to read. Af­ter a while there was an ex­pres­sion of weari­ness and dis­sat­is­fac­tion on his face. He threw the let­ter un­der the mir­ror and said—

			“Noth­ing new! The prince vo­evo­da ad­vis­es me to go to Prus­sia, to Tylt­sa or to Tau­ro­gi, which, as you see, I am just do­ing. Ma foi, I do not un­der­stand my cousin. He re­ports to me that the elec­tor is in Bran­den­burg, and that he can­not make his way to Prus­sia through the Swedes, and he writes at the same time that the hairs are stand­ing on his head be­cause I do not com­mu­ni­cate with him, ei­ther for health or pre­scrip­tion; and how can I? If the elec­tor can­not make his way through the Swedes, how can my mes­sen­ger do so? I am in Podlyasye, for I have noth­ing else to do. I tell you, my cav­a­lier, that I am as much bored as the dev­il do­ing penance. I have speared all the bears near Tykotsin; the fair heads of that re­gion have the odor of sheep­skin, which my nos­trils can­not en­dure. But—Do you un­der­stand French or Ger­man?”

			“I un­der­stand Ger­man,” an­swered Kmi­ta.

			“Praise be to God for that! I will speak Ger­man, for my lips fly off from your lan­guage.”

			When he had said this the prince put out his low­er lip and touched it with his fin­gers, as if wish­ing to be sure that it had not gone off: then he looked at the mir­ror and con­tin­ued—

			“Re­port has come to me that in the neigh­bor­hood of Luko­vo one Skshetus­ki, a no­ble, has a wife of won­der­ful beau­ty. It is far from here; but I sent men to car­ry her off and bring her. Now, if you will be­lieve it, Pan Kmi­ta, they did not find her at home.”

			“That was good luck,” said Pan An­drei, “for she is the wife of an hon­or­able cav­a­lier, a cel­e­brat­ed man, who made his way out of Zbaraj through the whole pow­er of Hmel­nit­s­ki.”

			“The hus­band was be­sieged in Zbaraj, and I would have be­sieged the wife in Tykotsin. Do you think she would have held out as stub­born­ly as her hus­band?”

			“Your high­ness, for such a siege a coun­sel of war is not need­ed, let it pass with­out my opin­ion,” an­swered Pan An­drei, brusque­ly.

			“True, loss of time!” said the prince. “Let us re­turn to busi­ness. Have you any let­ters yet?”

			“What I had to your high­ness I have de­liv­ered; be­sides those I have one to the King of Swe­den. Is it known to your high­ness where I must seek him?”

			“I know noth­ing. What can I know? He is not in Tykotsin; I can as­sure you of that, for if he had once seen that place he would have re­signed his do­min­ion over the whole Com­mon­wealth. War­saw is now in Swedish hands, but you will not find the king there. He must be be­fore Krakow, or in Krakow it­self, if he has not gone to Roy­al Prus­sia by this time. To my think­ing Karl Gus­tav must keep the Prus­sian towns in mind, for he can­not leave them in his rear. Who would have ex­pect­ed, when the whole Com­mon­wealth aban­dons its king, when all the no­bles join the Swedes, when the prov­inces yield one af­ter the oth­er, that just then towns, Ger­man and Protes­tant, would not hear of the Swedes but pre­pare for re­sis­tance? They wish to save the Com­mon­wealth and ad­here to Yan Kaz­imir. In be­gin­ning our work we thought that it would be oth­er­wise: that be­fore all they would help us and the Swedes to cut that loaf which you call your Com­mon­wealth; but now they won’t move! The luck is that the elec­tor has his eye on them. He has of­fered them forces al­ready against the Swedes; but the Dantzig peo­ple do not trust him, and say that they have forces enough of their own.”

			“We knew that al­ready in Kyedani,” said Kmi­ta.

			“If they have not forces enough, in ev­ery case they have a good sniff,” con­tin­ued the prince, laugh­ing; “for the elec­tor cares as much, I think, about the Com­mon­wealth as I do, or as the prince vo­evo­da of Vil­na does.”

			“Your high­ness, per­mit me to de­ny that,” said Kmi­ta, abrupt­ly. “The prince cares that much about the Com­mon­wealth that he is ready at ev­ery mo­ment to give his last breath and spill his last blood for it.”

			Prince Bo­guslav be­gan to laugh.

			“You are young, Cav­a­lier, young! But enough! My un­cle the elec­tor wants to grab Roy­al Prus­sia, and for that rea­son on­ly, he of­fers his aid. If he has the towns once in hand, if he has his gar­risons in them, he will be ready to agree with the Swedes next day, nay, even with the Turks or with dev­ils. Let the Swedes add a bit of Great Poland, he will be ready to help them with all his pow­er to take the rest. The on­ly trou­ble is in this, that the Swedes are sharp­en­ing their teeth against Prus­sia, and hence the dis­trust be­tween them and the elec­tor.”

			“I hear with as­ton­ish­ment the words of your high­ness,” said Kmi­ta.

			“The dev­ils were tak­ing me in Podlyasye,” an­swered the prince—“I had to stay there so long in idle­ness. But what was I to do? An agree­ment was made be­tween me and the prince vo­evo­da, that un­til af­fairs were cleared up in Prus­sia, I was not to take the Swedish side pub­licly. And that was right, for thus a gate re­mains open. I sent even se­cret couri­ers to Yan Kaz­imir, an­nounc­ing that I was ready to sum­mon the gen­er­al mili­tia in Podlyasye if a man­i­festo were sent me. The king, as king, might have let him­self be tricked; but the queen it is clear does not trust me, and must have ad­vised against it. If it were not for that wom­an, I should be to­day at the head of all the no­bles of Podlyasye; and what is more, those con­fed­er­ates who are now rav­aging the prop­er­ty of Prince Yanush would have no choice but to come un­der my or­ders. I should have de­clared my­self a par­ti­san of Yan Kaz­imir, but, in fact, hav­ing pow­er in my hand, would treat with the Swedes. But that wom­an knows how grass grows, and guess­es the most se­cret thought. She is the re­al king, not queen! She has more wit in one fin­ger than Yan Kaz­imir in his whole body.”

			“The prince vo­evo­da—” be­gan Kmi­ta.

			“The prince vo­evo­da,” in­ter­rupt­ed Bo­guslav, with im­pa­tience, “is eter­nal­ly late with his coun­sel; he writes to me in ev­ery let­ter, ‘Do this and do that,’ while I have in fact done it long be­fore. Be­sides, the prince vo­evo­da los­es his head. For lis­ten what he asks of me.”

			Here the prince took up the let­ter and be­gan to read aloud—

			
				“Be cau­tious your­self on the road; and those ras­cals, the con­fed­er­ates, who have mu­tinied against me and are rav­aging Podlyasye, for God’s sake think how to dis­perse them, lest they go to the king. They are pre­par­ing to vis­it Zablu­do­vo, and beer in that place is strong; when they get drunk, let them be cut off—each host may fin­ish his guest. Noth­ing bet­ter is need­ed; for when the heads are re­moved, the rest will scat­ter—”

			

			Bo­guslav threw the let­ter with vex­a­tion on the ta­ble.

			“Lis­ten, Pan Kmi­ta,” said he, “you see I have to go to Prus­sia and at the same time ar­range a slaugh­ter in Zablu­do­vo. I must feign my­self a par­ti­san of Yan Kaz­imir and a pa­tri­ot, and at the same time cut off those peo­ple who are un­will­ing to be­tray the king and the coun­try. Is that sense? Does one hang to the oth­er? Ma foi, the prince is los­ing his head. I have met now, while com­ing to Pil­vish­ki, a whole in­sur­gent squadron trav­el­ling along through Podlyasye. I should have gal­loped over their stom­achs with glad­ness, even to gain some amuse­ment; but be­fore I am an open par­ti­san of the Swedes, while my un­cle the elec­tor holds for­mal­ly with the Prus­sian towns, and with Yan Kaz­imir too, I can­not per­mit my­self such plea­sure, God knows I can­not. What could I do more than to be po­lite to those in­sur­gents, as they are po­lite to me, sus­pect­ing me of an un­der­stand­ing with the het­man, but not hav­ing black on white?”

			Here the prince lay back com­fort­ably in the arm­chair, stretched out his legs, and putting his hands be­hind his head care­less­ly, be­gan to re­peat—

			“Ah, there is non­sense in this Com­mon­wealth, non­sense! In the world there is noth­ing like it!”

			Then he was silent for a mo­ment; ev­i­dent­ly some idea came to his head, for he struck his wig and in­quired—

			“But will you not be in Podlyasye?”

			“Yes,” said Kmi­ta, “I must be there, for I have a let­ter with in­struc­tions to Ha­rasi­movich, the un­der-staros­ta in Zablu­do­vo.”

			“In God’s name!” ex­claimed the prince, “Ha­rasi­movich is here with me. He is go­ing with the het­man’s ef­fects to Prus­sia, for we were afraid that they might fall in­to the hands of the con­fed­er­ates. Wait, I will have him sum­moned.”

			Here the prince sum­moned a ser­vant and or­dered him to call the un­der-staros­ta.

			“This has hap­pened well,” said the prince, “You will save your­self a jour­ney—though it may be too bad that you will not vis­it Podlyasye, for among the heads of the con­fed­er­a­cy there is a name­sake of yours whom you might se­cure.”

			“I have no time for that,” said Kmi­ta, “since I am in a hur­ry to go to the king and Pan Lyubomirs­ki.”

			“Ah, you have a let­ter to the mar­shal of the king­dom? Well, I can di­vine the rea­son of it. Once the mar­shal thought of mar­ry­ing his son to Yanush’s daugh­ter. Did not the het­man wish this time to re­new ne­go­ti­a­tions del­i­cate­ly?”

			“That is just the mis­sion.”

			“Both are quite chil­dren. H’m! that’s a del­i­cate mis­sion, for it does not be­come the het­man to speak first. Be­sides—”

			Here the prince frowned.

			“Noth­ing will come of it. The daugh­ter of the het­man is not for Her­a­clius, I tell you that! The prince het­man must un­der­stand that his for­tune is to re­main in pos­ses­sion of the Radzivills.”

			Kmi­ta looked with as­ton­ish­ment on the prince, who was walk­ing with quick­er and quick­er pace through the room.

			All at once he stopped be­fore Pan An­drei, and said, “Give me the word of a cav­a­lier that you will an­swer tru­ly my ques­tion.”

			“Gra­cious prince,” said Kmi­ta, “on­ly those lie who are afraid, and I fear no man.”

			“Did the prince vo­evo­da give or­ders to keep se­cret from me the ne­go­ti­a­tions with Lyubomirs­ki?”

			“Had I such a com­mand, I should not have men­tioned Lyubomirs­ki.”

			“It might have slipped you. Give me your word.”

			“I give it,” said Kmi­ta, frown­ing.

			“You have tak­en a weight from my heart, for I thought that the vo­evo­da was play­ing a dou­ble game with me.”

			“I do not un­der­stand, your high­ness.”

			“I would not mar­ry, in France, Ro­han, not count­ing half three­score oth­er princess­es whom they were giv­ing me. Do you know why?”

			“I do not.”

			“There is an agree­ment be­tween me and the prince vo­evo­da that his daugh­ter and his for­tune are grow­ing up for me. As a faith­ful ser­vant of the Radzivills, you may know ev­ery­thing.”

			“Thank you for the con­fi­dence. But your high­ness is mis­tak­en. I am not a ser­vant of the Radzivills.”

			Bo­guslav opened his eyes wide­ly. “What are you?”

			“I am a colonel of the het­man, not of the cas­tle; and be­sides I am the het­man’s rel­a­tive.”

			“A rel­a­tive?”

			“I am re­lat­ed to the Kishkis, and the het­man is born of a Kish­ki.”

			Prince Bo­guslav looked for a while at Kmi­ta, on whose face a light flush ap­peared. All at once he stretched forth his hands and said—

			“I beg your par­don, cousin, and I am glad of the re­la­tion­ship.”

			The last words were ut­tered with a cer­tain inat­ten­tive though showy po­lite­ness, in which there was some­thing di­rect­ly painful to Pan An­drei. His face flushed still more, and he was open­ing his mouth to say some­thing hasty, when the door opened and Ha­rasi­movich ap­peared on the thresh­old.

			“There is a let­ter for you,” said Bo­guslav.

			Ha­rasi­movich bowed to the prince, and then to Pan An­drei, who gave him the let­ter.

			“Read it!” said Prince Bo­guslav.

			Ha­rasi­movich be­gan to read—

			
				“Pan Ha­rasi­movich! Now is the time to show the good will of a faith­ful ser­vant to his lord. As what­ev­er mon­ey you are able to col­lect, you in Zablu­do­vo and Pan Pjin­s­ki in Orel—”

			

			“The con­fed­er­ates have slain Pan Pjin­s­ki in Orel, for which rea­son Pan Ha­rasi­movich has tak­en to his heels,” in­ter­rupt­ed the prince.

			The un­der-staros­ta bowed and read fur­ther—

			
				“—and Pan Pjin­s­ki in Orel, even the pub­lic rev­enue, even the ex­cise, rent—”

			

			“The con­fed­er­ates have al­ready tak­en them,” in­ter­rupt­ed Bo­guslav again.

			
				“—send me at once,” con­tin­ued Ha­rasi­movich. “If you can mort­gage some vil­lages to neigh­bors or towns­peo­ple, ob­tain­ing as much mon­ey on them as pos­si­ble, do so, and what­ev­er means there may be of ob­tain­ing mon­ey, do your best in the mat­ter, and send the mon­ey to me. Send hors­es and what­ev­er ef­fects there are in Orel. There is a great can­dle­stick too, and oth­er things—pic­tures, or­na­ments, and es­pe­cial­ly the can­nons on the porch at my cousins; for rob­bers may be feared—”

			

			“Again coun­sel too late, for these can­nons are go­ing with me,” said the prince.

			
				“If they are heavy with the stocks, then take them with­out the stocks and cov­er them, so it may not be known that you are bring­ing them. And take these things to Prus­sia with all speed, avoid­ing with ut­most care those traitors who have caused mutiny in my army and are rav­aging my es­tates—”

			

			“As to rav­aging, they are rav­aging! They are pound­ing them in­to dough,” in­ter­rupt­ed the prince anew.

			
				“—rav­aging my es­tates, and are pre­par­ing to move against Zablu­do­vo on their way per­haps to the king. With them it is dif­fi­cult to fight, for they are many; but if they are ad­mit­ted, and giv­en plen­ty to drink, and killed in the night while asleep (ev­ery host can do that), or poi­soned in strong beer, or (which is not dif­fi­cult in that place) a wild crowd let in to plun­der them—”

			

			“Well, that is noth­ing new!” said Prince Bo­guslav. “You may jour­ney with me, Pan Ha­rasi­movich.”

			“There is still a sup­ple­ment,” said the un­der-staros­ta. And he read on,

			
				“The wines, if you can­not bring them away (for with us such can be had nowhere), sell them quick­ly—”

			

			Here Ha­rasi­movich stopped and seized him­self by the head—

			“For God’s sake! those wines are com­ing half a day’s road be­hind us, and sure­ly have fall­en in­to the hands of that in­sur­gent squadron which was hov­er­ing around us. There will be a loss of some thou­sands of gold pieces. Let your high­ness give wit­ness with me that you com­mand­ed me to wait till the bar­rels were packed in the wag­ons.”

			Ha­rasi­movich’s ter­ror would have been still greater had he known Pan Za­glo­ba, and had he known that he was in that very squadron. Mean­while Prince Bo­guslav smiled and said—

			“Oh, let the wines be to their health! Read on!”

			
				“—if a mer­chant can­not be found—”

			

			Prince Bo­guslav now held his sides from laugh­ter. “He has been found,” said he, “but you must sell to him on cred­it.”

			
				“—but if a mer­chant can­not be found,” read Ha­rasi­movich, in a com­plain­ing voice, “bury it in the ground se­cret­ly, so that more than two should not know where it is; but leave a keg in Orel and one in Zablu­do­vo, and those of the best and sweet­est, so that the of­fi­cers may take a lik­ing to it; and put in plen­ty of poi­son, so that the of­fi­cers at least may be killed, then the squadron will break up. For God’s sake, serve me faith­ful­ly in this, and se­cret­ly, for the mer­cy of God. Burn what I write, and whoso finds out any­thing send him to me. Ei­ther the con­fed­er­ates will find and drink the wine, or it may be giv­en as a present to make them friend­ly.”

			

			The un­der-staros­ta fin­ished read­ing, and looked at Prince Bo­guslav, as if wait­ing for in­struc­tions; and the prince said—

			“I see that my cousin pays much at­ten­tion to the con­fed­er­ates; it is on­ly a pity that, as usu­al, he is too late. If he had come up­on this plan two weeks ago, or even one week, it might have been tried. But now go with God, Pan Ha­rasi­movich; I do not need you.”

			Ha­rasi­movich bowed and went out.

			Prince Bo­guslav stood be­fore the mir­ror, and be­gan to ex­am­ine his own fig­ure care­ful­ly; he moved his head slight­ly from right to left, then stepped back from the mir­ror, then ap­proached it, then shook his curls, then looked askance, not pay­ing any at­ten­tion to Kmi­ta, who sat in the shade with his back turned to the win­dow.

			But if he had cast even one look at Pan An­drei’s face he would have seen that in the young en­voy some­thing won­der­ful was tak­ing place; for Kmi­ta’s face was pale, on his fore­head stood thick drops of sweat, and his hands shook con­vul­sive­ly. Af­ter a while he rose from the chair, but sat down again im­me­di­ate­ly, like a man strug­gling with him­self and sup­press­ing an out­burst of anger or de­spair. Fi­nal­ly his fea­tures set­tled and be­came fixed; ev­i­dent­ly he had with his whole strong force of will and en­er­gy en­joined calm on him­self and gained com­plete self-con­trol.

			“Your high­ness,” said he, “from the con­fi­dence which the prince het­man be­stows on me you see that he does not wish to make a se­cret of any­thing. I be­long soul and sub­stance to his work; with him and your high­ness my for­tune may in­crease; there­fore, whith­er you both go, thith­er go I al­so. I am ready for ev­ery­thing. But though I serve in those af­fairs and am oc­cu­pied in them, still I do not of course un­der­stand ev­ery­thing per­fect­ly, nor can I pen­e­trate all the se­crets of them with my weak wit.”

			“What do you wish then, Sir Cav­a­lier, or rather, fair cousin?”

			“I ask in­struc­tion, your high­ness; it would be a shame in­deed were I un­able to learn at the side of such states­men. I know not whether your high­ness will be pleased to an­swer me with­out re­serve—”

			“That will de­pend on your ques­tion and on my hu­mor,” an­swered Bo­guslav, not ceas­ing to look at the mir­ror.

			Kmi­ta’s eyes glit­tered for a mo­ment, but he con­tin­ued calm­ly—

			“This is my ques­tion: The prince vo­evo­da of Vil­na shields all his acts with the good and sal­va­tion of the Com­mon­wealth, so that in fact the Com­mon­wealth is nev­er ab­sent from his lips; be pleased to tell me sin­cere­ly, are these mere pre­texts, or has the het­man in truth noth­ing but the good of the Com­mon­wealth in view?”

			Bo­guslav cast a quick glance on Pan An­drei. “If I should say that they are pre­texts, would you give fur­ther ser­vice?”

			Kmi­ta shrugged his shoul­ders care­less­ly. “Of course! As I have said, my for­tune will in­crease with the for­tune of your high­ness and that of the het­man. If that in­crease comes, the rest is all one to me.”

			“You will be a man! Re­mem­ber that I fore­tell this. But why has my cousin not spo­ken open­ly with you?”

			“Maybe be­cause he is squea­mish, or just be­cause it did not hap­pen to be the top­ic.”

			“You have quick wit, Cousin Cav­a­lier, for it is the re­al truth that he is squea­mish and shows his true skin un­will­ing­ly. As God is dear to me, true! Such is his na­ture. So, even in talk­ing with me, the mo­ment he for­gets him­self he be­gins to adorn his speech with love for the coun­try. When I laugh at him to his eyes, he comes to his sens­es. True! true!”

			“Then it is mere­ly a pre­text?” asked Kmi­ta.

			The prince turned the chair around and sat astride of it, as on a horse, and rest­ing his arms on the back of it was silent awhile, as if in thought; then he said—

			“Hear me, Pan Kmi­ta. If we Radzivills lived in Spain, France, or Swe­den, where the son in­her­its af­ter the fa­ther, and where the right of the king comes from God him­self, then, leav­ing aside civ­il war, ex­tinc­tion of the roy­al stock, or some un­com­mon event, we should serve the king and the coun­try firm­ly, be­ing con­tent with the high­est of­fices which be­long to us by fam­i­ly and for­tune. But here, in the land where the king has not di­vine right at his back, but the no­bles cre­ate him, where ev­ery­thing is in free suf­frage, we ask our­selves with rea­son—Why should a Vaza rule, and not a Radzivill? There is no ob­jec­tion so far as the Vazas are con­cerned, for they take their ori­gin from hered­i­tary kings; but who will as­sure us, who will guar­an­tee that af­ter the Vazas the no­bles will not have the whim of seat­ing on the throne of the king­dom and on the throne of the Grand Prin­ci­pal­i­ty even Pan Ha­rasi­movich, or some Pan Mye­leshko, or some Pan Pye­glasye­vich from Psivol­ki? Tfu! can I guess whom they may fan­cy? And must we, Radzivills, and princes of the Ger­man Em­pire, come to kiss the hand of King Pye­glasye­vich? Tfu! to all the horned dev­ils, Cav­a­lier, it is time to fin­ish with this! Look mean­while at Ger­many—how many pro­vin­cial princes there, who in im­por­tance and for­tune are fit­ted to be un­der-starostas for us. Still they have their prin­ci­pal­i­ties, they rule, wear crowns on their heads, and take prece­dence of us, though it would be fit­ter for them to bear the trains of our man­tles. It is time to put an end to this, and ac­com­plish that which was al­ready planned by my fa­ther.”

			Here the prince grew vi­va­cious, rose from the chair, and be­gan to walk through the room.

			“This will not take place with­out dif­fi­cul­ty and ob­sta­cles,” con­tin­ued he, “for the Radzivills of Oly­ta and Nyesvyej are not will­ing to aid us. I know that Prince Michael wrote to my cousin that he would bet­ter think of a hair-shirt than of a roy­al man­tle. Let him think of a hair-shirt him­self, let him do penance, let him sit on ash­es, let the Je­suits lash his skin with dis­ci­plines; if he is con­tent with be­ing a roy­al carv­er, let him carve capons vir­tu­ous­ly all his vir­tu­ous life, till his vir­tu­ous death! We shall get on with­out him and not drop our hands, for just now is the time. The dev­ils are tak­ing the Com­mon­wealth; for now it is so weak, has gone to such dogs, that it can­not drive them away. Ev­ery­one is crawl­ing in over its bound­aries, as in­to an un­fenced gar­den. What has hap­pened here with the Swedes has hap­pened nowhere on earth to this day. We, Sir Cav­a­lier, may sing in truth ‘Te Deum lau­damus.’ In its way the event is un­heard of, un­par­al­leled. Just think: an in­vad­er at­tacks a coun­try, an in­vad­er fa­mous for ra­pac­i­ty; and not on­ly does he not find re­sis­tance, but ev­ery liv­ing man deserts his old king and hur­ries to a new one—mag­nates, no­bles, the army, cas­tles, towns, all—with­out hon­or, with­out fame, with­out feel­ing, with­out shame! His­to­ry gives not an­oth­er such ex­am­ple. Tfu! tfu! trash in­hab­it this coun­try—men with­out con­science or am­bi­tion. And is such a coun­try not to per­ish? They are look­ing for our fa­vor! Ye will have fa­vor! In Great Poland al­ready the Swedes are thumb-screw­ing no­bles; and so will it be ev­ery­where—it can­not be oth­er­wise.”

			Kmi­ta grew paler and paler, but with the rem­nant of his strength he held in curb an out­burst of fury; the prince, ab­sorbed in his own speech, de­light­ed with his own words, with his own wis­dom, paid no at­ten­tion to his lis­ten­er, and con­tin­ued—

			“There is a cus­tom in this land that when a man is dy­ing his rel­a­tives at the last mo­ment pull the pil­low from un­der his head, so that he may not suf­fer longer. I and the prince vo­evo­da of Vil­na have de­ter­mined to ren­der this spe­cial ser­vice to the Com­mon­wealth. But be­cause many plun­der­ers are watch­ing for the in­her­i­tance and we can­not get it all, we wish that a part, and that no small one, should come to us. As rel­a­tives, we have that right. If with this com­par­i­son I have not spo­ken on a lev­el with your un­der­stand­ing, and have not been able to hit the point, I will tell you in oth­er words: Sup­pose the Com­mon­wealth a red cloth at which are pulling the Swedes, Hmel­nit­s­ki, the Hy­per­bore­ans,23 the Tar­tars, the elec­tor, and whoso­ev­er lives around. But I and the prince vo­evo­da of Vil­na have agreed that enough of that cloth must re­main in our hands to make a robe for us; there­fore we do not pre­vent the drag­ging, but we drag our­selves. Let Hmel­nit­s­ki stay in the Ukraine; let the Swedes and the elec­tor set­tle about Prus­sia and Great Poland; let Rakot­sy, or who­ev­er is near­er, take Lit­tle Poland—Lithua­nia must be for Prince Yanush, and, to­geth­er with his daugh­ter, for me.”

			Kmi­ta rose quick­ly. “I give thanks, your high­ness; that is all I want­ed to know.”

			“You are go­ing out, Sir Cav­a­lier?”

			“I am.”

			The prince looked care­ful­ly at Kmi­ta, and at that mo­ment first not­ed his pal­lor and ex­cite­ment.

			“What is the mat­ter, Pan Kmi­ta?” asked he. “You look like a ghost.”

			“Weari­ness has knocked me off my feet, and my head is dizzy. Farewell, your high­ness; I will come be­fore start­ing, to bow to you again.”

			“Make haste, then, for I start af­ter mid­day my­self.”

			“I shall re­turn in an hour at fur­thest.”

			When he had said this, Kmi­ta bent his head and went out. In the oth­er room the ser­vants rose at sight of him, but he passed like a drunk­en man, see­ing no one. At the thresh­old of the room he caught his head with both hands, and be­gan to re­peat, al­most with a groan—

			“Je­sus of Nazareth, King of the Jews! Je­sus, Mary, Joseph!”

			With tot­ter­ing steps he passed through the guard, com­posed of six men with hal­berds. Out­side the gate were his own men, the sergeant Soro­ka at the head of them.

			“Af­ter me!” called Kmi­ta. And he moved through the town to­ward the inn.

			Soro­ka, an old sol­dier of Kmi­ta’s, know­ing him per­fect­ly, no­ticed at once that some­thing un­com­mon had hap­pened to the colonel.

			“Let your soul be on guard,” said he qui­et­ly to the men; “woe to him on whom his anger falls now!”

			The sol­diers has­tened their steps in si­lence, but Kmi­ta did not go at a walk; he al­most ran, wav­ing his hand and re­peat­ing words well-nigh in­co­her­ent.

			To the ears of Soro­ka came on­ly bro­ken phras­es—

			“Poi­son­ers, faith-break­ers, traitors! Crime and trea­son—the two are the same—”

			Then he be­gan to men­tion his old com­rades. The names Kokosin­s­ki, Kul­vyets, Ran­it­s­ki, Rekuts, and oth­ers fell from his lips one af­ter an­oth­er; a num­ber of times he men­tioned Volody­ovs­ki. Soro­ka heard this with won­der, and grew more and more alarmed; but in his mind he thought—

			“Some­one’s blood will flow; it can­not be oth­er­wise.”

			Mean­while they had come to the inn. Kmi­ta shut him­self in his room at once, and for about an hour he gave no sign of life. The sol­diers mean­while had tied on the packs and sad­dled the hors­es with­out or­der.

			“That is no harm,” said Soro­ka; “it is nec­es­sary to be ready for ev­ery­thing.”

			“We too are ready!” an­swered the old fight­ers, mov­ing their mus­tach­es.

			In fact, it came out soon that Soro­ka knew his colonel well; for Kmi­ta ap­peared sud­den­ly in the front room, with­out a cap, in his trousers and shirt on­ly.

			“Sad­dle the hors­es!” cried he.

			“They are sad­dled.”

			“Fas­ten on the packs!”

			“They are fas­tened.”

			“A ducat a man!” cried the young colonel, who in spite of all his fever and ex­cite­ment saw that those sol­diers had guessed his thought quick­ly.

			“We give thanks, Com­man­der!” cried all in cho­rus.

			“Two men will take the pack­hors­es and go out of the place im­me­di­ate­ly to­ward Dem­bo­va. Go slow­ly through the town; out­side the town put the hors­es on a gal­lop, and stop not till the for­est is reached.”

			“Ac­cord­ing to com­mand!”

			“Four oth­ers load their pis­tols. For me sad­dle two hors­es, and let an­oth­er be ready.”

			“I knew there would be some­thing!” mut­tered Soro­ka.

			“Now, Sergeant, af­ter me!” cried Kmi­ta.

			And un­dressed as he was, in trousers on­ly, and open shirt, he went out of the front room. Soro­ka fol­lowed him, open­ing his eyes wide­ly with won­der; they went in this fash­ion to the well in the yard of the inn. Here Kmi­ta stopped, and point­ing to the buck­et hang­ing from the sweep, said—

			“Pour wa­ter on my head!”

			Soro­ka knew from ex­pe­ri­ence how dan­ger­ous it was to ask twice about an or­der; he seized the rope, let the buck­et down in­to the wa­ter, drew up quick­ly, and tak­ing the buck­et in his hands, threw the wa­ter on Pan An­drei, who, puff­ing and blow­ing like a whale, rubbed his wet hair with his hands, and cried—

			“More!”

			Soro­ka re­peat­ed the act, and threw wa­ter with all his force, just as if he were putting out a fire.

			“Enough!” said Kmi­ta, at length. “Fol­low me, help me to dress.”

			Both went to the inn. At the gate they met the two men go­ing out with two pack­hors­es.

			“Slow­ly through the town; out­side the town on a gal­lop!” com­mand­ed Kmi­ta; and he went in.

			Half an hour lat­er he ap­peared dressed com­plete­ly, as if for the road, with high boots and an elk­skin coat, gird­ed with a leather belt in­to which was thrust a pis­tol.

			The sol­diers no­ticed, too, that from un­der his kaf­tan gleamed the edge of chain mail, as if he were go­ing to bat­tle. He had his sabre al­so girt high, so as to seize the hilt more eas­i­ly. His face was calm enough, but stern and threat­en­ing. Cast­ing a glance at the sol­diers to see if they were ready and armed prop­er­ly, he mount­ed his horse, and throw­ing a ducat at the innkeep­er, rode out of the place.

			Soro­ka rode at his side; three oth­ers be­hind, lead­ing a horse. Soon they found them­selves on the square filled by Bo­guslav’s troops. There was move­ment among them al­ready; ev­i­dent­ly the com­mand had come to pre­pare for the road. The horse­men were tight­en­ing the girths of the sad­dle and bridling the hors­es; the in­fantry were tak­ing their mus­kets, stacked be­fore the hous­es; oth­ers were at­tach­ing hors­es to wag­ons.

			Kmi­ta start­ed as it were from med­i­ta­tion.

			“Hear me, old man,” said he to Soro­ka; “from the staros­ta’s house does the road go on—it will not be nec­es­sary to come back through the square?”

			“But where are we go­ing, Colonel?”

			“To Dem­bo­va.”

			“Then we must go from the square past the house. The square will be be­hind us.”

			“It is well,” said Kmi­ta.

			“Oh, if on­ly those men were alive now! Few are fit­ted for work like this—few!”

			Mean­while they passed the square, and be­gan to turn to­ward the staros­ta’s house, which lay about one fur­long and a half far­ther on, near the road­side.

			“Stop!” cried Kmi­ta, sud­den­ly.

			The sol­diers halt­ed, and he turned to them. “Are you ready for death?” asked he, abrupt­ly.

			“Ready!” an­swered in cho­rus these dare­dev­ils of Or­sha.

			“We crawled up to Ho­v­an­s­ki’s throat, and he did not de­vour us—do you re­mem­ber?”

			“We re­mem­ber!”

			“There is need to dare great things to­day. If suc­cess comes, our gra­cious king will make lords of you—I guar­an­tee that! If fail­ure, you will go to the stake!”

			“Why not suc­cess?” asked Soro­ka, whose eyes be­gan to gleam like those of an old wolf.

			“There will be suc­cess!” said three oth­ers—Biloüs, Za­vratyn­s­ki, and Lubyenyets.

			“We must car­ry off the prince mar­shal!” said Kmi­ta. Then he was silent, wish­ing to see the im­pres­sion which the mad thought would make on the sol­diers. But they were silent too, and looked on him as on a rain­bow; on­ly, their mus­tach­es quiv­ered, and their faces be­came ter­ri­ble and mur­der­ous.

			“The stake is near, the re­ward far away,” added Kmi­ta.

			“There are few of us,” mut­tered Za­vratyn­s­ki.

			“It is worse than against Ho­v­an­s­ki,” said Lubyenyets.

			“The troops are all in the mar­ket-square, and at the house are on­ly the sen­tries and about twen­ty at­ten­dants,” said Kmi­ta, “who are off their guard, and have not even swords at their sides.”

			“You risk your head; why should we not risk ours?” said Soro­ka.

			“Hear me,” con­tin­ued Kmi­ta. “If we do not take him by cun­ning, we shall not take him at all. Lis­ten! I will go in­to the room, and af­ter a time come out with the prince. If the prince will sit on my horse, I will sit on the oth­er, and we will ride on. When we have rid­den about a hun­dred or a hun­dred and fifty yards, then seize him from both sides by the shoul­ders, and gal­lop the hors­es with all breath.”

			“Ac­cord­ing to or­der!” an­swered Soro­ka.

			“If I do not come out,” con­tin­ued Kmi­ta, “and you hear a shot in the room, then open on the guards with pis­tols, and give me the horse as I rush from the door.”

			“That will be done,” an­swered Soro­ka.

			“For­ward!” com­mand­ed Kmi­ta.

			They moved on, and a quar­ter of an hour lat­er halt­ed at the gate of the staros­ta’s house. At the gate were six guards with hal­berds; at the door of the an­te­room four men were stand­ing. Around a car­riage in the front yard were oc­cu­pied equer­ries and out­rid­ers, whom an at­ten­dant of con­se­quence was over­see­ing—a for­eign­er, as might be known from his dress and wig.

			Far­ther on, near the car­riage-house, hors­es were be­ing at­tached to two oth­er car­riages, to which gi­gan­tic Turk­ish grooms were car­ry­ing packs. Over these watched a man dressed in black, with a face like that of a doc­tor or an as­trologer.

			Kmi­ta an­nounced him­self as he had pre­vi­ous­ly, through the of­fi­cer of the day, who re­turned soon and asked him to the prince.

			“How are you, Cav­a­lier?” asked the prince, joy­ful­ly. “You left me so sud­den­ly that I thought scru­ples had risen in you from my words, and I did not ex­pect to see you again.”

			“Of course I could not go with­out mak­ing my obei­sance.”

			“Well, I thought: the prince vo­evo­da has known whom to send on a con­fi­den­tial mis­sion. I make use of you al­so, for I give you let­ters to a num­ber of im­por­tant per­sons, and to the King of Swe­den him­self. But why armed as if for bat­tle?”

			“I am go­ing among con­fed­er­ates; I have heard right here in this place, and your high­ness has con­firmed the re­port, that a con­fed­er­ate squadron passed. Even here in Pil­vish­ki they brought a ter­ri­ble pan­ic on Zolotarenko’s men, for a famed sol­dier is lead­ing that squadron.”

			“Who is he?”

			“Pan Volody­ovs­ki; and with him are Mirs­ki, Os­ky­erko, and the two Skshetuskis—one that man of Zbaraj, whose wife your high­ness want­ed to be­siege in Tykotsin. All re­belled against the prince vo­evo­da; and it is a pity, for they were good sol­diers. What is to be done? There are still fools in the Com­mon­wealth who are un­will­ing to pull the red cloth with Cos­sacks and Swedes.”

			“There is nev­er a lack of fools in the world, and es­pe­cial­ly in this coun­try,” said the prince. “Here are the let­ters; and be­sides, when you see his Swedish grace, say as if in con­fi­dence that in heart I am as much his ad­her­ent as my cousin, but for the time I must dis­sem­ble.”

			“Who is not forced to that?” an­swered Kmi­ta. “Ev­ery man dis­sem­bles, es­pe­cial­ly if he thinks to do some­thing great.”

			“That is sure­ly the case. Ac­quit your­self well, Sir Cav­a­lier, I will be thank­ful to you, and will not let the het­man sur­pass me in re­ward­ing.”

			“If the fa­vor of your high­ness is such, I ask re­ward in ad­vance.”

			“You have it! Sure­ly my cousin has not fur­nished you over abun­dant­ly for the road. There is a ser­pent in his mon­ey-box.”

			“May God guard me from ask­ing mon­ey! I did not ask it of the het­man, and I will not take it from your high­ness. I am at my own ex­pense, and I will re­main so.”

			Prince Bo­guslav looked at the young knight with won­der. “I see that in truth the Kmi­tas are not of those who look at men’s hands. What is your wish then, Sir Cav­a­lier?”

			“The mat­ter is as fol­lows: with­out think­ing care­ful­ly in Kyedani, I took a horse of high blood, so as to show my­self be­fore the Swedes. I do not ex­ag­ger­ate when I say there is not a bet­ter in the sta­bles of Kyedani. Now I am sor­ry for him, and I am afraid to in­jure him on the road, in the sta­bles of inns, or for want of rest. And as ac­ci­dents are not hard to meet, he may fall in­to en­e­mies’ hands, even those of that Volody­ovs­ki, who per­son­al­ly is ter­ri­bly hos­tile to me. I have thought, there­fore, to beg your high­ness to take him to keep and use un­til I ask for him at a more con­ve­nient time.”

			“Bet­ter sell him to me.”

			“Im­pos­si­ble—it would be like sell­ing a friend. At a small es­ti­mate that horse has tak­en me a hun­dred times out of the great­est dan­ger; for he has this virtue too, that in bat­tle he bites the en­e­my sav­age­ly.”

			“Is he such a good horse?” asked Prince Bo­guslav, with live­ly in­ter­est.

			“Is he good? If I were sure your high­ness would not be of­fend­ed, I would bet a hun­dred gold florins with­out look­ing, that your high­ness has not such a one in your sta­bles.”

			“Maybe I would bet, if it were not that to­day is not the time for a tri­al. I will keep him will­ing­ly, though; if pos­si­ble, I would buy. But where is this won­der kept?”

			“My men are hold­ing him just here in front of the gate. As to his be­ing a won­der, he is a won­der; for it is no ex­ag­ger­a­tion to say that the Sul­tan might cov­et such a horse. He is not of this coun­try, but from Ana­to­lia; and in Ana­to­lia, as I think, on­ly one such was found.”

			“Then let us look at him.”

			“I serve your high­ness.”

			Be­fore the gate Kmi­ta’s men were hold­ing two hors­es com­plete­ly equipped: one was in­deed of high breed, black as a raven, with a star on his fore­head, and a white fet­lock to a leg like a lance; he neighed slight­ly at sight of his mas­ter.

			“I guess that to be the one,” said Bo­guslav. “I do not know whether he is such a won­der as you say, but in truth he is a fine horse.”

			“Try him!” cried Kmi­ta; “or no, I will mount him my­self!”

			The sol­diers gave Kmi­ta the horse; he mount­ed, and be­gan to ride around near the gate. Un­der the skilled rid­er the horse seemed dou­bly beau­ti­ful. His prom­i­nent eyes gained bright­ness as he moved at a trot; he seemed to blow forth in­ner fire through his nos­trils, while the wind un­fold­ed his mane. Pan Kmi­ta de­scribed a cir­cle, changed his gait; at last he rode straight on the prince, so that the nos­trils of the horse were not a yard from his face, and cried—

			“Halt!”

			The horse stopped with his four feet re­sist­ing, and stood as if fixed to the ground.

			“What do you say?” asked Kmi­ta.

			“The eyes and legs of a deer, the gait of a wolf, the nos­trils of an elk, and the breast of a wom­an!” said Bo­guslav. “Here is all that is need­ed. Does he un­der­stand Ger­man com­mand?”

			“Yes; for my horse-train­er Zend, who was a Cour­lan­der, taught him.”

			“And the beast is swift?”

			“The wind can­not come up with him; a Tar­tar can­not es­cape him.”

			“Your train­er must have been a good one, for I see that the horse is high­ly taught.”

			“Is he taught? Your high­ness will not be­lieve. He goes so in the rank that when the line is mov­ing at a trot, you may let the reins drop and he will not push one half of his nose be­yond the line. If your high­ness will be pleased to try, and if in two fur­longs he will push be­yond the oth­ers half a head, then I will give him as a gift.”

			“That would be the great­est won­der, not to ad­vance with dropped reins.”

			“It is won­der­ful and con­ve­nient, for both hands of the rid­er are free. More than once have I had a sabre in one hand and a pis­tol in the oth­er, and the horse went alone.”

			“But if the rank turns?”

			“Then he will turn too with­out break­ing the line.”

			“Im­pos­si­ble!” ex­claimed the prince; “no horse will do that. I have seen in France hors­es of the king’s mus­ke­teers, great­ly trained, of pur­pose not to spoil the court cer­e­monies, but still it was nec­es­sary to guide them with reins.”

			“The wit of man is in this horse. Let your high­ness try him your­self.”

			“Give him here!” said the prince, af­ter a mo­ment’s thought.

			Kmi­ta held the horse till Bo­guslav mount­ed. He sprang light­ly in­to the sad­dle, and be­gan to pat the steed on his shin­ing neck.

			“A won­der­ful thing,” said he; “the best hors­es shed their hair in the au­tumn, but this one is as if he had come out of wa­ter. In what di­rec­tion shall we go?”

			“Let us move in a line, and if your high­ness per­mits, to­ward the for­est. The road is even and broad, but in the di­rec­tion of the town some wag­on might come in the way.”

			“Let us ride to­ward the for­est.”

			“Just two fur­longs. Let your high­ness drop the reins and start on a gal­lop. Two men on each side, and I will ride a lit­tle be­hind.”

			“Take your places!” said the prince.

			The line was formed; they turned the hors­es’ heads from the town. The prince was in the mid­dle.

			“For­ward!” said he. “On a gal­lop from the start—march!”

			The line shot on, and af­ter a cer­tain time was mov­ing like a whirl­wind. A cloud of dust hid them from the eyes of the at­ten­dants and equer­ries, who, col­lect­ing in a crowd at the gate, looked with cu­rios­i­ty at the rac­ing. The trained hors­es go­ing at the high­est speed, snort­ing from ef­fort, had run al­ready a fur­long or more; and the prince’s steed, though not held by the reins, did not push for­ward an inch. They ran an­oth­er fur­long. Kmi­ta turned, and see­ing be­hind on­ly a cloud of dust, through which the staros­ta’s house could bare­ly be seen, and the peo­ple stand­ing be­fore it not at all, cried with a ter­ri­ble voice—

			“Take him!”

			At this mo­ment Biloüs and the gi­gan­tic Za­vratyn­s­ki seized both arms of the prince, and squeezed them till the bones cracked in their joints, and hold­ing him in their iron fists, put spurs to their own hors­es.

			The prince’s horse in the mid­dle held the line, nei­ther push­ing ahead nor hold­ing back an inch. As­ton­ish­ment, fright, the whirl­wind beat­ing in his face, de­prived Prince Bo­guslav of speech for the first mo­ment. He strug­gled once and a sec­ond time—with­out re­sult, how­ev­er, for pain from his twist­ed arms pierced him through.

			“What is this, ruf­fi­ans? Know ye not who I am?” cried he at last.

			There­upon Kmi­ta pushed him with the bar­rel of the pis­tol be­tween the shoul­ders. “Re­sis­tance is use­less; it will on­ly bring a bul­let in your body!” cried he.

			“Traitor!” said the prince.

			“But who are you?” asked Kmi­ta.

			And they gal­loped on far­ther.
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			They ran long through the pine-for­est with such speed that the trees by the road­side seemed to flee back­ward in pan­ic; inns, huts of for­est guards, pitch-clear­ings, flashed by, and at times wag­ons singly or a few to­geth­er, go­ing to Pil­vish­ki. From time to time Bo­guslav bent for­ward in the sad­dle as if to strug­gle; but his arms were on­ly wrenched the more painful­ly in the iron hands of the sol­diers, while Pan An­drei held the pis­tol-bar­rel be­tween the princess shoul­ders again, and they rushed on till the white foam was fall­ing in flakes from the hors­es.

			At last they were forced to slack­en the speed, for breath failed both men and beasts, and Pil­vish­ki was so far be­hind that all pos­si­bil­i­ty of pur­suit had ceased. They rode on then a cer­tain time at a walk and in si­lence, sur­round­ed by a cloud of steam, which was is­su­ing from the hors­es.

			For a long time the prince said noth­ing; he was ev­i­dent­ly try­ing to calm him­self and cool his blood. When he had done this he asked—

			“Whith­er are you tak­ing me?”

			“Your high­ness will know that at the end of the road,” an­swered Kmi­ta.

			Bo­guslav was silent, but af­ter a while said, “Cav­a­lier, com­mand these trash to let me go, for they are pulling out my arms. If you com­mand them to do so, they will on­ly hang; if not, they will go to the stake.”

			“They are no­bles, not trash,” an­swered Kmi­ta; “and as to the pun­ish­ment which your high­ness threat­ens, it is not known whom death will strike first.”

			“Know ye on whom ye have raised hands?” asked the prince, turn­ing to the sol­diers.

			“We know,” an­swered they.

			“By a mil­lion horned dev­ils!” cried Bo­guslav, with an out­burst. “Will you com­mand these peo­ple to let me go, or not?”

			“Your high­ness, I will or­der them to bind your arms be­hind your back; then you will be qui­eter.”

			“Im­pos­si­ble! You will put my arms quite out of joint.”

			“I would give or­ders to let an­oth­er off on his word that he would not try to es­cape, but you know how to break your word,” said Kmi­ta.

			“I will give an­oth­er word,” an­swered the prince—“that not on­ly will I es­cape at the first op­por­tu­ni­ty, but I will have you torn apart with hors­es, when you fall in­to my hands.”

			“What God wants to give, he gives!” said Kmi­ta. “But I pre­fer a sin­cere threat to a ly­ing prom­ise. Let go his hands, on­ly hold his horse by the bri­dle; but, your high­ness, look here! I have but to touch the trig­ger to put a bul­let in­to your body, and I shall not miss, for I nev­er miss. Sit qui­et­ly; do not try to es­cape.”

			“I do not care, Cav­a­lier, for you or your pis­tol.”

			When he had said this, the prince stretched his aching arms, to straight­en them and shake off the numb­ness. The sol­diers caught the horse’s bri­dle on both sides, and led him on.

			Af­ter a while Bo­guslav said, “You dare not look me in the eyes, Pan Kmi­ta; you hide in the rear.”

			“In­deed!” an­swered Kmi­ta; and urg­ing for­ward his horse, he pushed Za­vratyn­s­ki away, and seiz­ing the reins of the prince’s horse, he looked Bo­guslav straight in the face. “And how is my horse? Have I added even one virtue?”

			“A good horse!” an­swered the prince. “If you wish, I will buy him.”

			“This horse de­serves a bet­ter fate than to car­ry a traitor till his death.”

			“You are a fool, Pan Kmi­ta.”

			“Yes, for I be­lieved the Radzivills.”

			Again came a mo­ment of si­lence, which was bro­ken by the prince.

			“Tell me, Pan Kmi­ta, are you sure that you are in your right mind, that your rea­son has not left you? Have you asked your­self what you have done, mad­man? Has it not come to your head that as things are now it would have been bet­ter for you if your moth­er had not giv­en you birth, and that no one, not on­ly in Poland, but in all Eu­rope, would have ven­tured on such a dare­dev­il deed?”

			“Then it is clear that there is no great courage in that Eu­rope, for I have car­ried off your high­ness, hold you, and will not let you go.”

			“It can on­ly be an af­fair with a mad­man,” said the prince, as if to him­self.

			“My gra­cious prince,” an­swered Pan An­drei, “you are in my hands; be rec­on­ciled to that, and waste not words in vain. Pur­suit will not come up, for your men think to this mo­ment that you have come off with me vol­un­tar­i­ly. When my men took you by the arms no one saw it, for the dust cov­ered us; and even if there were no dust, nei­ther the equer­ries nor the guards could have seen, it was so far. They will wait for you two hours; the third hour they will be im­pa­tient, the fourth and fifth un­easy, and the sixth will send out men in search; but we mean­while shall be be­yond Maryapole.”

			“What of that?”

			“This, that they will not pur­sue; and even if they should start im­me­di­ate­ly in pur­suit, your hors­es are just from the road, while ours are fresh. Even if by some mir­a­cle they should come up, that would not save you, for, as tru­ly as you see me here, I should open your head—which I shall do if noth­ing else is pos­si­ble. This is the po­si­tion! Radzivill has a court, an army, can­non, dra­goons; Kmi­ta has six men, and Kmi­ta holds Radzivill by the neck.”

			“What fur­ther?” asked the prince.

			“Noth­ing fur­ther! We will go where it pleas­es me. Thank God, your high­ness, that you are alive; for were it not that I gave or­ders to throw many gal­lons of wa­ter on my head to­day, you would be in the oth­er world al­ready, that is, in hell, for two rea­sons—as a traitor and as a Calvin­ist.”

			“And would you have dared to do that?”

			“With­out prais­ing my­self I say that your high­ness would not eas­i­ly find an un­der­tak­ing on which I would not ven­ture; you have the best proof of that in your­self.”

			The prince looked care­ful­ly at the young man and said, “Cav­a­lier, the dev­il has writ­ten on your face that you are ready for any­thing, and that is the rea­son why I have a proof in my­self. I tell you, in­deed, that you have been able to as­ton­ish me with your bold­ness, and that is no easy thing.”

			“That’s all one to me. Give thanks to God, your high­ness, that you are alive yet, and quits.”

			“No, Cav­a­lier. First of all, do you thank God; for if one hair had fall­en from my head, then know that the Radzivills would find you even un­der the earth. If you think that be­cause there is dis­union be­tween us and those of Nyesvyej and Oly­ta, and that they will not pur­sue you, you are mis­tak­en. Radzivill blood must be avenged, an aw­ful ex­am­ple must be giv­en, oth­er­wise there would be no life for us in this Com­mon­wealth. You can­not hide abroad, ei­ther: the Em­per­or of Ger­many will give you up, for I am a prince of the Ger­man Em­pire; the Elec­tor of Bran­den­burg is my un­cle; the Prince of Or­ange is his broth­er-in-law; the King and Queen of France and their min­is­ters are my friends. Where will you hide? The Turks and Tar­tars will sell you, though we had to give them half our for­tune. You will not find on earth a cor­ner, nor such deserts, nor such peo­ple—”

			“It is a won­der to me,” replied Kmi­ta, “that your high­ness takes such thought in ad­vance for my safe­ty. A great per­son a Radzivill! Still I have on­ly to touch a trig­ger.”

			“I do not de­ny that. More than once it has hap­pened in the world that a great man died at the hands of a com­mon one. A camp-fol­low­er killed Pom­pey; French kings per­ished at the hands of low peo­ple. With­out go­ing far­ther, the same thing hap­pened to my great fa­ther. But I ask you what will come next?”

			“What is that to me? I have nev­er tak­en much thought of what will be to­mor­row. If it comes to close quar­ters with all the Radzivills, God knows who will be warmed up best. The sword has been long hang­ing over my head, but the mo­ment I close my eyes I sleep as sweet­ly as a sus­lik. And if one Radzivill is not enough for me, I will car­ry off a sec­ond, and a third.”

			“As God is dear to me, Cav­a­lier, you please me much; for I re­peat that you alone in Eu­rope could dare a deed like this. The beast does not care, nor mind what will come to­mor­row. I love dar­ing peo­ple, and there are few­er and few­er of them in the world. Just think! he has car­ried off a Radzivill and holds him as his own. Where were you reared in this fash­ion, Cav­a­lier? Whence do you come?”

			“I am ban­neret of Or­sha.”

			“Pan Ban­neret of Or­sha, I grieve that the Radzivills are los­ing a man like you, for with such men much might be done. If it were not a ques­tion of my­self—h’m! I would spare noth­ing to win you.”

			“Too late!” said Kmi­ta.

			“That is to be un­der­stood,” an­swered the prince. “Much too late! But I tell you be­fore­hand that I will or­der you on­ly to be shot, for you are wor­thy to die a sol­dier’s death. What an in­car­nate dev­il to car­ry me off from the midst of my men!”

			Kmi­ta made no an­swer; the prince med­i­tat­ed awhile, then cried—

			“If you free me at once, I will not take vengeance. On­ly give me your word that you will tell no one of this, and com­mand your men to be silent.”

			“Im­pos­si­ble!” replied Kmi­ta.

			“Do you want a ran­som?”

			“I do not.”

			“What the dev­il, then, did you car­ry me off for? I can­not un­der­stand it.”

			“It would take a long time to tell. I will tell your high­ness lat­er.”

			“But what have we to do on the road un­less to talk? Ac­knowl­edge, Cav­a­lier, one thing: you car­ried me off in a mo­ment of anger and des­per­a­tion, and now you don’t know well what to do with me.”

			“That is my af­fair!” an­swered Kmi­ta; “and if I do not know what to do, it will soon be seen.”

			Im­pa­tience was de­pict­ed on Prince Bo­guslav’s face.

			“You are not over-com­mu­nica­tive, Pan Ban­neret of Or­sha; but an­swer me one ques­tion at least sin­cere­ly: Did you come to me, to Podlyasye, with a plan al­ready formed of at­tack­ing my per­son, or did it en­ter your head in the last mo­ment?”

			“To that I can an­swer your high­ness sin­cere­ly, for my lips are burn­ing to tell you why I left your cause; and while I am alive, while there is breath in my body, I shall not re­turn to it. The prince vo­evo­da of Vil­na de­ceived me, and in ad­vance brought me to swear on the cru­ci­fix that I would not leave him till death.”

			“And you are keep­ing the oath well. There is noth­ing to be said on that point.”

			“True!” cried Kmi­ta, vi­o­lent­ly. “If I have lost my soul, if I must be damned, it is through the Radzivills. But I give my­self to the mer­cy of God, and I would rather lose my soul, I would rather burn eter­nal­ly, than to sin longer with knowl­edge and will­ing­ly—than to serve longer, know­ing that I serve sin and trea­son. May God have mer­cy on me! I pre­fer to burn, I pre­fer a hun­dred times to burn; I should burn sure­ly, if I re­mained with you. I have noth­ing to lose; but at least I shall say at the judg­ment of God: ‘I knew not what I was swear­ing, and had I dis­cov­ered that I had sworn trea­son to the coun­try, de­struc­tion to the Pol­ish name, I should have bro­ken the oath right there.’ Now let the Lord God be my judge.”

			“To the ques­tion, to the ques­tion!” said Bo­guslav, calm­ly.

			But Pan An­drei breathed heav­i­ly, and rode on some time in si­lence, with frown­ing brow and eyes fixed on the earth, like a man bowed down by mis­for­tune.

			“To the ques­tion!” re­peat­ed the prince.

			Kmi­ta roused him­self as if from a dream, shook his head, and said—

			“I be­lieved the prince het­man as I would not have be­lieved my own fa­ther. I re­mem­ber that ban­quet at which he an­nounced his union with the Swedes. What I suf­fered then, what I passed through, God will ac­count to me. Oth­ers, hon­or­able men, threw their ba­tons at his feet and re­mained with their coun­try; but I stood like a stump with the ba­ton, with shame, with sub­mis­sion, with in­famy, in tor­ture, for I was called traitor to my eyes. And who called me traitor? Oi, bet­ter not say, lest I for­get my­self, go mad, and put a bul­let right here in the head of your high­ness. You are the men, you the traitors, the Ju­das­es, who brought me to that.”

			Here Kmi­ta gazed with a ter­ri­ble ex­pres­sion on the prince, and ha­tred came out on his face from the bot­tom of his soul, like a drag­on which had crawled out of a cave to the light of day; but Bo­guslav looked at the young man with a calm, fear­less eye. At last he said—

			“But that in­ter­ests me, Pan Kmi­ta; speak on.”

			Kmi­ta dropped the bri­dle of the prince’s horse, and re­moved his cap as if wish­ing to cool his burn­ing head.

			“That same night,” con­tin­ued he, “I went to the het­man, for he gave com­mand to call me. I thought to my­self, ‘I will re­nounce his ser­vice, break my oath, suf­fo­cate him, choke him with these hands, blow up Kyedani with pow­der, and then let hap­pen what may.’ He knew too that was ready for any­thing, knew what I was; I saw well that he was fin­ger­ing a box in which there were pis­tols. ‘That is noth­ing,’ thought I to my­self; ‘ei­ther he will miss me or he will kill me.’ But he be­gan to rea­son, to speak, to show such a prospect to me, sim­ple­ton, and put him­self for­ward as such a sav­ior, that your high­ness knows what hap­pened.”

			“He con­vinced the young man,” said Bo­guslav.

			“So that I fell at his feet,” cried Kmi­ta, “and saw in him the fa­ther, the one sav­ior, of the coun­try; so that I gave my­self to him soul and body as to a dev­il. For him, for his hon­esty I was ready to hurl my­self head­long from the tow­er of Kyedani.”

			“I thought such would be the end,” said Bo­guslav.

			“What I lost in his cause I will not say, but I ren­dered him im­por­tant ser­vices. I held in obe­di­ence my squadron, which is in Kyedani now—God grant to his ru­in! Oth­ers, who mu­tinied, I cut up bad­ly. I stained my hands in broth­ers’ blood, be­liev­ing that a stern ne­ces­si­ty for the coun­try. Of­ten my soul was pained at giv­ing com­mand to shoot hon­est sol­diers; of­ten the na­ture of a no­ble re­belled against him, when one time and an­oth­er he promised some­thing and did not keep his word. But I thought: ‘I am sim­ple, he is wise!—it must be done so.’ But to­day, when I learned for the first time from those let­ters of the poi­sons, the mar­row stiff­ened in my bones. How? Is this the kind of war? You wish to poi­son sol­diers? And that is to be in het­man fash­ion? That is to be the Radzivill method, and am I to car­ry such let­ters?”

			“You know noth­ing of pol­i­tics, Cav­a­lier,” in­ter­rupt­ed Bo­guslav.

			“May the thun­ders crush it! Let the crim­i­nal Ital­ians prac­tise it, not a no­ble whom God has adorned with more hon­or­able blood than oth­ers, but at the same time obliged him to war with a sabre and not with a drug-shop.”

			“These let­ters, then, so as­ton­ished you that you de­ter­mined to leave the Radzivills?”

			“It was not the let­ters—I might have thrown them to the hang­man, or tossed them in­to the fire, for they re­fer not to my du­ties; it was not the let­ters. I might have re­fused the mis­sion with­out leav­ing the cause. Do I know what I might have done? I might have joined the dra­goons, or col­lect­ed a par­ty again, and har­ried Ho­v­an­s­ki as be­fore. But straight­way a sus­pi­cion came to me: ‘But do they not wish to poi­son the coun­try as well as those sol­diers?’ God grant­ed me not to break out, though my head was burn­ing like a grenade, to re­mem­ber my­self, to have the pow­er to think: ‘Draw him by the tongue, and dis­cov­er the whole truth; be­tray not what you have at heart, give your­self out as worse than the Radzivills them­selves, and draw him by the tongue.’ ”

			“Whom—me?”

			“Yes! God aid­ed me, so that I, sim­ple man, de­ceived a politi­cian—so that your high­ness, hold­ing me the last of ruf­fi­ans, hid noth­ing of your own ruf­fi­an­ism, con­fessed ev­ery­thing, told ev­ery­thing, as if it had been writ­ten on the hand. The hair stood on my head, but I lis­tened and lis­tened to the end. O traitors! arch hell-dwellers! O par­ri­cides! How is it, that a thun­der­bolt has not strick­en you down be­fore now? How is it that the earth has not swal­lowed you? So you are treat­ing with Hmel­nit­s­ki, with the Swedes, with the elec­tor, with Rakot­sy, and with the dev­il him­self to the de­struc­tion of this Com­mon­wealth? Now you want to cut a man­tle out of it for your­self, to sell it to di­vide it, to tear your own moth­er like wolves? Such is your grat­i­tude for all the ben­e­fits heaped on you—for the of­fices, the hon­ors, the dig­ni­ties, the wealth, the au­thor­i­ty, the es­tates which for­eign kings en­vy you? And you were ready with­out re­gard to those tears, tor­ments, op­pres­sion. Where is your con­science, where your faith, where your hon­esty? What mon­ster brought you in­to the world?”

			“Cav­a­lier,” in­ter­rupt­ed Bo­guslav, cold­ly, “you have me in your hand, you can kill me; but I beg one thing, do not bore me.”

			Both were silent.

			How­ev­er, it ap­peared plain­ly, from the words of Kmi­ta, that the sol­dier had been able to draw out the naked truth from the diplo­mat, and that the prince was guilty of great in­cau­tious­ness, of a great er­ror in be­tray­ing his most se­cret plans and those of the het­man. This pricked his van­i­ty; there­fore, not car­ing to hide his ill-hu­mor, he said—

			“Do not as­cribe it to your own wit mere­ly, Pan Kmi­ta, that you got the truth from me. I spoke open­ly, for I thought the prince vo­evo­da knew peo­ple bet­ter, and had sent a man wor­thy of con­fi­dence.”

			“The prince vo­evo­da sent a man wor­thy of con­fi­dence,” an­swered Kmi­ta, “but you have lost him. Hence­forth on­ly scoundrels will serve you.”

			“If the way in which you seized me was not scoundrel­ly, then may the sword grow to my hand in the first bat­tle.”

			“It was a strat­a­gem! I learned it in a hard school. You wish, your high­ness, to know Kmi­ta. Here he is! I shall not go with emp­ty hands to our gra­cious lord.”

			“And you think that a hair of my head will fall from the hand of Yan Kaz­imir?”

			“That is a ques­tion for the judges, not for me.”

			Sud­den­ly Kmi­ta reined in his horse: “But the let­ter of the prince vo­evo­da—have you that let­ter on your per­son?”

			“If I had, I would not give it. The let­ter re­mained in Pil­vish­ki.”

			“Search him!” cried Kmi­ta.

			The sol­diers seized the prince again by the arms. Soro­ka be­gan to search his pock­ets. Af­ter a while he found the let­ter.

			“Here is one doc­u­ment against you and your works,” said Pan An­drei, tak­ing the let­ter. “The King of Poland will know from it what you have in view; the Swedish King will know too, that al­though now you are serv­ing him, the prince vo­evo­da re­serves to him­self free­dom to with­draw if the Swedish foot stum­bles. All your trea­sons will come out, all your machi­na­tions. But I have, be­sides, oth­er let­ters—to the King of Swe­den, to Wit­tem­berg, to Radzey­ovs­ki. You are great and pow­er­ful; still I am not sure that it will not be too nar­row for you in this Com­mon­wealth, when both kings will pre­pare a rec­om­pense wor­thy of your trea­sons.”

			Prince Bo­guslav’s eyes gleamed with ill-omened light, but af­ter a while he mas­tered his anger and said—

			“Well, Cav­a­lier! For life or death be­tween us! We have met! You may cause us trou­ble and much evil, but I say this: No man has dared hith­er­to to do in this coun­try what you have done. Woe be to you and to yours!”

			“I have a sabre to de­fend my­self, and I have some­thing to re­deem my own with,” an­swered Kmi­ta.

			“You have me as a hostage,” said the prince.

			And in spite of all his anger he breathed calm­ly; he un­der­stood one thing at this mo­ment, that in no case was his life threat­ened—that his per­son was too much need­ed by Kmi­ta.

			Then they went again at a trot, and af­ter an hour’s ride they saw two horse­men, each of whom led a pair of pack­hors­es. They were Kmi­ta’s men sent in ad­vance from Pil­vish­ki.

			“What is the mat­ter?” asked Kmi­ta.

			“The hors­es are ter­ri­bly tired, for we have not rest­ed yet.”

			“We shall rest right away!”

			“There is a cab­in at the turn, maybe ’tis a pub­lic house.”

			“Let the sergeant push on to pre­pare oats. Pub­lic house or not, we must halt.”

			“Ac­cord­ing to or­der, Com­man­der.”

			Soro­ka gave reins to the hors­es, and they fol­lowed him slow­ly. Kmi­ta rode at one side of the prince, Lubyenyets at the oth­er. Bo­guslav had be­come com­plete­ly calm and qui­et; he did not draw Pan An­drei in­to fur­ther con­ver­sa­tion. He seemed to be ex­haust­ed by the jour­ney, or by the po­si­tion in which he found him­self, and drop­ping his head some­what on his breast, closed his eyes. Still from time to time he cast a side look now at Kmi­ta, now at Lubyenyets, who held the reins of the horse, as if study­ing to dis­cov­er who would be the eas­i­er to over­turn so as to wrest him­self free.

			They ap­proached the build­ing sit­u­at­ed on the road­side at a bulge of the for­est. It was not a pub­lic house, but a forge and a wheel­wright-shop, in which those go­ing by the road stopped to shoe their hors­es and mend their wag­ons. Be­tween the forge and the road there was a small open area, sparse­ly cov­ered with tram­pled grass; frag­ments of wag­ons and bro­ken wheels lay thrown here and there on that place, but there were no trav­ellers. Soro­ka’s hors­es stood tied to a post. Soro­ka him­self was talk­ing be­fore the forge to the black­smith, a Tar­tar, and two of his as­sis­tants.

			“We shall not have an over­abun­dant repast,” said the prince; “there is noth­ing to be had here.”

			“We have food and spir­its with us,” an­swered Kmi­ta.

			“That is well! We shall need strength.”

			They halt­ed. Kmi­ta thrust his pis­tol be­hind his belt, sprang from the sad­dle, and giv­ing his horse to Soro­ka, seized again the reins of the prince’s horse, which how­ev­er Lubyenyets had not let go from his hand on the oth­er side.

			“Your high­ness will dis­mount!” said Kmi­ta.

			“Why is that? I will eat and drink in the sad­dle,” said the prince, bend­ing down.

			“I beg you to come to the ground!” said Kmi­ta, threat­en­ing­ly.

			“But in­to the ground with you!” cried the prince, with a ter­ri­ble voice; and draw­ing with the quick­ness of light­ning the pis­tol from Kmi­ta’s belt, he thun­dered in­to his very face.

			“Je­sus, Mary!” cried Kmi­ta.

			At this mo­ment the horse un­der the prince struck with spurs reared so that he stood al­most erect; the prince turned like a snake in the sad­dle to­ward Lubyenyets, and with all the strength of his pow­er­ful arm struck him with the pis­tol be­tween the eyes.

			Lubyenyets roared ter­ri­bly and fell from the horse.

			Be­fore the oth­ers could un­der­stand what had hap­pened, be­fore they had drawn breath, be­fore the cry of fright had died on their lips, Bo­guslav scat­tered them as a storm would have done, rushed from the square to the road, and shot on like a whirl­wind to­ward Pil­vish­ki.

			“Seize him! Hold him! Kill him!” cried wild voic­es.

			Three sol­diers who were sit­ting yet on the hors­es rushed af­ter him; but Soro­ka seized a mus­ket stand­ing at the wall, and aimed at the flee­ing man, or rather at his horse.

			The horse stretched out like a deer, and moved for­ward like an ar­row urged from the string. The shot thun­dered. Soro­ka rushed through the smoke for a bet­ter view of what he had done; he shad­ed his eyes with his hand, gazed awhile, and cried at last—

			“Missed!”

			At this mo­ment Bo­guslav dis­ap­peared be­yond the bend, and af­ter him van­ished the pur­suers.

			Then Soro­ka turned to the black­smith and his as­sis­tants, who were look­ing up to that mo­ment with dumb as­ton­ish­ment at what had hap­pened, and cried—

			“Wa­ter!”

			The black­smith ran to draw wa­ter, and Soro­ka knelt near Pan An­drei, who was ly­ing mo­tion­less. Kmi­ta’s face was cov­ered with pow­der from the dis­charge, and with drops of blood; his eyes were closed, his left brow and left tem­ple were black­ened. The sergeant be­gan first to feel light­ly with his fin­gers the head of his colonel.

			“His head is sound.”

			But Kmi­ta gave no signs of life, and blood came abun­dant­ly from his face. The black­smith’s as­sis­tants brought a buck­et of wa­ter and a cloth. Soro­ka, with equal de­lib­er­a­tion and care, be­gan to wipe Kmi­ta’s face.

			Fi­nal­ly the wound ap­peared from un­der the blood and black­ness. The ball had opened Kmi­ta’s left cheek deeply, and had car­ried away the end of his ear. Soro­ka ex­am­ined to see if his cheek­bone were bro­ken.

			Af­ter a while he con­vinced him­self that it was not, and drew a long breath. Kmi­ta, un­der the in­flu­ence of cold wa­ter and pain, be­gan to give signs of life. His face quiv­ered, his breast heaved with breath.

			“He is alive!—noth­ing! he will be un­harmed,” cried Soro­ka, joy­ful­ly; and a tear rolled down the mur­der­ous face of the sergeant.

			Mean­while at the turn of the road ap­peared Biloüs, one of the three sol­diers who had fol­lowed the prince.

			“Well, what?” called Soro­ka.

			The sol­dier shook his head. “Noth­ing!”

			“Will the oth­ers re­turn soon?”

			“The oth­ers will not re­turn.”

			With trem­bling hands the sergeant laid Kmi­ta’s head on the thresh­old of the forge, and sprang to his feet. “How is that?”

			“Sergeant, that prince is a wiz­ard! Za­vratyn­s­ki caught up first, for he had the best horse, and be­cause the prince let him catch up. Be­fore our eyes Bo­guslav snatched the sabre from his hand and thrust him through. We had bare­ly to cry out. Vitkovs­ki was next, and sprang to help; and him this Radzivill cut down be­fore my eyes, as if a thun­der­bolt had struck him. He did not give a sound. I did not wait my turn. Sergeant, the prince is ready to come back here.”

			“There is noth­ing in this place for us,” said Soro­ka. “To horse!”

			That mo­ment they be­gan to make a stretch­er be­tween the hors­es for Kmi­ta. Two of the sol­diers, at the com­mand of Soro­ka, stood with mus­kets on the road, fear­ing the re­turn of the ter­ri­ble man.

			But Prince Bo­guslav, con­vinced that Kmi­ta was not alive, rode qui­et­ly to Pil­vish­ki. About dark he was met by a whole de­tach­ment of horse­men sent out by Pat­ter­son, whom the ab­sence of the prince had dis­turbed for some time. The of­fi­cer, on see­ing the prince, gal­loped to him—

			“Your high­ness, we did not know—”

			“That is noth­ing!” in­ter­rupt­ed Prince Bo­guslav. “I was rid­ing this horse in the com­pa­ny of that cav­a­lier, of whom I bought him.”

			And af­ter a while he added: “I paid him well.”
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			The trusty Soro­ka car­ried his colonel through the deep for­est, not know­ing him­self what to be­gin, whith­er to go or to turn.

			Kmi­ta was not on­ly wound­ed, but stunned by the shot. Soro­ka from time to time moist­ened the piece of cloth in a buck­et hang­ing by the horse, and washed his face; at times he halt­ed to take fresh wa­ter from the streams and for­est ponds; but nei­ther halts nor the move­ment of the horse could re­store at once con­scious­ness to Pan An­drei, and he lay as if dead, till the sol­diers go­ing with him, and less ex­pe­ri­enced in the mat­ter of wounds than Soro­ka, be­gan to be alarmed for the life of their colonel.

			“He is alive,” an­swered Soro­ka; “in three days he will be on horse­back like any of us.”

			In fact, an hour lat­er, Kmi­ta opened his eyes; but from his mouth came forth one word on­ly—

			“Drink!”

			Soro­ka held a cup of pure wa­ter to his lips; but it seemed that to open his mouth caused Pan An­drei un­en­durable pain, and he was un­able to drink. But he did not lose con­scious­ness: he asked for noth­ing, ap­par­ent­ly re­mem­bered noth­ing; his eyes were wide open, and he gazed, with­out at­ten­tion, to­ward the depth of the for­est, on the streaks of blue sky vis­i­ble through the dense branch­es above their heads, and at his com­rades, like a man roused from sleep, or like one re­cov­ered from drunk­en­ness, and per­mit­ted Soro­ka to take care of him with­out say­ing a word—nay, the cold wa­ter with which the sergeant washed the wound seemed to give him plea­sure, for at times his eyes smiled. But Soro­ka com­fort­ed him—

			“To­mor­row the dizzi­ness will pass, Colonel; God grant re­cov­ery.”

			In fact, dizzi­ness be­gan to dis­ap­pear to­ward evening; for just be­fore the set­ting of the sun Kmi­ta seemed more self-pos­sessed and asked on a sud­den, “What noise is that?”

			“What noise? There is none,” an­swered Soro­ka.

			Ap­par­ent­ly the noise was on­ly in the head of Pan An­drei, for the evening was calm. The set­ting sun, pierc­ing the gloom with its slant­ing rays, filled with gold­en glit­ter the for­est dark­ness, and light­ed the red trunks of the pine-trees. There was no wind, and on­ly here and there, from hazel, birch, and horn­beam trees leaves dropped to the ground, or timid beasts made slight rus­tle in flee­ing to the depths of the for­est in front of the horse­men.

			The evening was cool; but ev­i­dent­ly fever had be­gun to at­tack Pan An­drei, for he re­peat­ed—

			“Your high­ness, it is life or death be­tween us!”

			At last it be­came dark al­to­geth­er, and Soro­ka was think­ing of a night camp; but be­cause they had en­tered a damp for­est and the ground be­gan to yield un­der the hoofs of their hors­es, they con­tin­ued to ride in or­der to reach high and dry places.

			They rode one hour and a sec­ond with­out be­ing able to pass the swamp. Mean­while it was grow­ing lighter, for the moon had risen. Sud­den­ly Soro­ka, who was in ad­vance, sprang from the sad­dle and be­gan to look care­ful­ly at the ground.

			“Hors­es have passed this way,” said he, at sight of tracks in the soft earth.

			“Who could have passed, when there is no road?” asked one of the sol­diers sup­port­ing Pan Kmi­ta.

			“But there are tracks, and a whole crowd of them! Look here be­tween the pines—as ev­i­dent as on the palm of the hand!”

			“Per­haps cat­tle have passed.”

			“Im­pos­si­ble. It is not the time of for­est pas­tures; horse-hoofs are clear­ly to be seen, some­body must have passed. It would be well to find even a forester’s cab­in.”

			“Let us fol­low the trail.”

			“Let us ride for­ward!”

			Soro­ka mount­ed again and rode on. Hors­es’ tracks in the turfy ground were more dis­tinct; and some of them, as far as could be seen in the light of the moon, seemed quite fresh. Still the hors­es sank to their knees, and be­yond. The sol­diers were afraid that they could not wade through, or would come to some deep­er quag­mire; when, at the end of half an hour, the odor of smoke and rosin came to their nos­trils.

			“There must be a pitch-clear­ing here,” said Soro­ka.

			“Yes, sparks are to be seen,” said a sol­dier.

			And re­al­ly in the dis­tance ap­peared a line of red­dish smoke, filled with flame, around which were danc­ing the sparks of a fire burn­ing un­der the ground.

			When they had ap­proached, the sol­diers saw a cab­in, a well, and a strong shed built of pine logs. The hors­es, wea­ried from the road, be­gan to neigh; fre­quent neigh­ing an­swered them from un­der the shed, and at the same time there stood be­fore the rid­ers some kind of a fig­ure, dressed in sheep­skin, wool out­ward.

			“Are there many hors­es?” asked the man in the sheep­skin.

			“Is this a pitch-fac­to­ry?” in­quired Soro­ka.

			“What kind of peo­ple are ye? Where do ye come from?” asked the pitch-mak­er, in a voice in which as­ton­ish­ment and alarm were ev­i­dent.

			“Nev­er fear!” an­swered Soro­ka; “we are not rob­bers.”

			“Go your own way; there is noth­ing for you here.”

			“Shut thy mouth, and guide us to the house since we ask. Seest not, scoundrel, that we are tak­ing a wound­ed man?”

			“What kind of peo­ple are ye?”

			“Be quick, or we an­swer from guns. It will be bet­ter for thee to hur­ry. Take us to the house; if not, we will cook thee in thy own pitch.”

			“I can­not de­fend my­self alone, but there will be more of us. Ye will lay down your lives here.”

			“There will be more of us too; lead on!”

			“Go on your­selves; it is not my af­fair.”

			“What thou hast to eat, give us, and gorail­ka. We are car­ry­ing a man who will pay.”

			“If he leaves here alive.”

			Thus con­vers­ing, they en­tered the cab­in; a fire was burn­ing in the chim­ney, and from pots, hang­ing by the han­dles, came the odor of boil­ing meat. The cab­in was quite large. Soro­ka saw at the walls six wood­en beds, cov­ered thick­ly with sheep­skins.

			“This is the re­sort of some com­pa­ny,” mut­tered he to his com­rades. “Prime your guns and watch well. Take care of this scoundrel, let him not slip away. The own­ers sleep out­side tonight, for we shall not leave the house.”

			“The men will not come to­day,” said the pitch-mak­er.

			“That is bet­ter, for we shall not quar­rel about room, and to­mor­row we will go on,” replied Soro­ka; “but now dish the meat, for we are hun­gry, and spare no oats on the hors­es.”

			“Where can oats be found here, great mighty sol­diers?”

			“We heard hors­es un­der the shed, so there must be oats; thou dost not feed them with pitch.”

			“They are not my hors­es.”

			“Whether they are yours or not, they must eat as well as ours. Hur­ry, man, hur­ry! if thy skin is dear to thee!”

			The pitch-mak­er said noth­ing. The sol­diers en­tered the house, placed the sleep­ing Kmi­ta on a bed, and sat down to sup­per. They ate ea­ger­ly the boiled meat and cab­bage, a large ket­tle of which was in the chim­ney. There was mil­let al­so, and in a room at the side of the cab­in Soro­ka found a large de­canter of spir­its.

			He mere­ly strength­ened him­self with it slight­ly, and gave none to the sol­diers, for he had de­ter­mined to hold it in re­serve for the night. This emp­ty house with six beds for men, and a shed in which a band of hors­es were neigh­ing, seemed to him strange and sus­pi­cious. He judged sim­ply that this was a rob­bers’ re­treat, es­pe­cial­ly since in the room from which he brought the de­canter he found many weapons hang­ing on the wall, and a keg of pow­der, with var­i­ous fur­ni­ture, ev­i­dent­ly plun­dered from no­ble hous­es. In case the ab­sent oc­cu­pants of the cab­in re­turned, it was im­pos­si­ble to ex­pect from them not mere­ly hos­pi­tal­i­ty, but even mer­cy. Soro­ka there­fore re­solved to hold the house with armed hand, and main­tain him­self in it by su­pe­ri­or force or ne­go­ti­a­tions.

			This was im­per­a­tive al­so in view of the health of Pan Kmi­ta, for whom a jour­ney might be fa­tal, and in view of the safe­ty of all.

			Soro­ka was a trained and sea­soned sol­dier, to whom one feel­ing was for­eign—the feel­ing of fear. Still in that mo­ment, at thought of Prince Bo­guslav, fear seized him. Hav­ing been for long years in the ser­vice of Kmi­ta, he had blind faith, not on­ly in the val­or, but the for­tune of the man; he had seen more than once deeds of his which in dar­ing sur­passed ev­ery mea­sure, and touched al­most on mad­ness, but which still suc­ceed­ed and passed with­out harm. With Kmi­ta he had gone through the “raids” on Ho­v­an­s­ki; had tak­en part in all the sur­pris­es, at­tacks, fights, and on­sets, and had come to the con­vic­tion that Pan An­drei could do all things, suc­ceed in all things, come out of ev­ery chaos, and de­stroy whom­so­ev­er he wished. Kmi­ta there­fore was for him the high­est im­per­son­ation of pow­er and for­tune—but this time he had met his match seem­ing­ly, nay, he had met his su­pe­ri­or. How was this? One man car­ried away, with­out weapons, and in Kmi­ta’s hands, had freed him­self from those hands; not on­ly that, he had over­thrown Kmi­ta, con­quered his sol­diers, and ter­ri­fied them so that they ran away in fear of his re­turn. That was a won­der of won­ders, and Soro­ka lost his head pon­der­ing over it. To his think­ing, any­thing might come to pass in the world rather than this, that a man might be found who could ride over Kmi­ta.

			“Has our for­tune then end­ed?” mut­tered he to him­self, gaz­ing around in won­der.

			It was not long since with eyes shut he fol­lowed Pan Kmi­ta to Ho­v­an­s­ki’s quar­ters sur­round­ed by eighty thou­sand men; now at the thought of that long-haired prince with la­dy’s eyes and a paint­ed face, su­per­sti­tious ter­ror seized him, and he knew not what to do. The thought alarmed him, that to­mor­row or the next day he would have to trav­el on high­ways where the ter­ri­ble prince him­self or his pur­suers might meet him. This was the rea­son why he had gone from the road to the dense for­est, and at present wished to stay in that cab­in un­til pur­suers were de­lud­ed and wea­ried.

			But since even that hid­ing-place did not seem to him safe for oth­er rea­sons, he wished to dis­cov­er what course to take; there­fore he or­dered the sol­diers to stand guard at the door and the win­dows, and said to the pitch-mak­er—

			“Here, man, take a lantern and come with me.”

			“I can light the great mighty lord on­ly with a pitch-torch, for we have no lantern.”

			“Then light the torch; if thou burn the shed and the hors­es, it is all one to me.”

			Af­ter such words a lantern was found right away. Soro­ka com­mand­ed the fel­low to go ahead, and fol­lowed him­self with a pis­tol in his hand.

			“Who live in this cab­in?” asked he on the road.

			“Men live here.”

			“What are their names?”

			“That is not free for me to say.”

			“It seems to me, fel­low, that thou’lt get a bul­let in thy head.”

			“My mas­ter,” an­swered the pitch-mak­er, “if I had told in a lie any kind of name, you would have to be sat­is­fied.”

			“True! But are there many of those men?”

			“There is an old one, two sons, and two ser­vants.”

			“Are they no­bles?”

			“Sure­ly no­bles.”

			“Do they live here?”

			“Some­times here, and some­times God knows where.”

			“But the hors­es, whence are they?”

			“God knows whence they bring them.”

			“Tell the truth; do thy mas­ters not rob on the high­way?”

			“Do I know? It seems to me they take hors­es, but whose—that’s not on my head.”

			“What do they do with the hors­es?”

			“Some­times they take ten or twelve of them, as many as there are, and drive them away, but whith­er I know not.”

			Thus con­vers­ing, they reached the shed, from which was heard the snort­ing of hors­es.

			“Hold the light,” said Soro­ka.

			The fel­low raised the lantern, and threw light on the hors­es stand­ing in a row at the wall. Soro­ka ex­am­ined them one af­ter an­oth­er with the eye of a spe­cial­ist, shook his head, smacked his lips, and said—

			“The late Pan Zend would have re­joiced. There are Pol­ish and Mus­covite hors­es here—there is a Wal­lachi­an, a Ger­man—a mare. Fine hors­es! What dost thou give them to eat?”

			“Not to lie, my mas­ter, I sowed two fields with oats in spring­time.”

			“Then thy mas­ters have been han­dling hors­es since spring?”

			“No, but they sent a ser­vant to me with a com­mand.”

			“Then art thou theirs?”

			“I was till they went to the war.”

			“What war?”

			“Do I know? They went far away last year, and came back in the sum­mer.”

			“Whose art thou now?”

			“These are the king’s forests.”

			“Who put thee here to make pitch?”

			“The roy­al forester, a rel­a­tive of these men, who al­so brought hors­es with them; but since he went away once with them, he has not come back.”

			“And do guests come to these men?”

			“No­body comes here, for there are swamps around, and on­ly one road. It is a won­der to me that ye could come, my mas­ter; for whoso does not strike the road, will be drawn in by the swamp.”

			Soro­ka want­ed to an­swer that he knew these woods and the road very well; but af­ter a mo­ment’s thought he de­ter­mined that si­lence was bet­ter, and in­quired—

			“Are these woods very great?”

			The fel­low did not un­der­stand the ques­tion. “How is that?”

			“Do they go far?”

			“Oh! who has gone through them? Where one ends an­oth­er be­gins, and God knows where they are not; I have nev­er been in that place.”

			“Very well!” said Soro­ka.

			Then he or­dered the man to go back to the cab­in, and fol­lowed him­self.

			On the way he was pon­der­ing over what he should do, and hes­i­tat­ed. On one hand the wish came to him to take the hors­es while the cab­in-dwellers were gone, and flee with this plun­der. The booty was pre­cious, and the hors­es pleased the old sol­dier’s heart great­ly; but af­ter a while he over­came the temp­ta­tion. To take them was easy, but what to do fur­ther. Swamps all around, one egress—how hit up­on that? Chance had served him once, but per­haps it would not a sec­ond time. To fol­low the trail of hoofs was use­less, for the cab­in-dwellers had sure­ly wit enough to make by de­sign false and treach­er­ous trails lead­ing straight in­to quag­mires. Soro­ka knew clear­ly the meth­ods of men who steal hors­es, and of those who take booty.

			He thought awhile, there­fore, and med­i­tat­ed; all at once he struck his head with his fist—

			“I am a fool!” mut­tered he. “I’ll take the fel­low on a rope, and make him lead me to the high­way.”

			Bare­ly had he ut­tered the last word when he shud­dered, “To the high­way? But that prince will be there, and pur­suit. To lose fif­teen hors­es!” said the old fox to him­self, with as much sor­row as if he had cared for the beasts from their colt­hood. “It must be that our for­tune is end­ed. We must stay in the cab­in till Pan Kmi­ta re­cov­ers—stay with con­sent of the own­ers or with­out their con­sent; and what will come lat­er, that is work for the colonel’s head.”

			Thus med­i­tat­ing, he re­turned to the cab­in. The watch­ful sol­diers were stand­ing at the door, and though they saw a lantern shin­ing in the dark from a dis­tance—the same lantern with which Soro­ka and the pitch-mak­er had gone out—still they forced them to tell who they were be­fore they let them en­ter the cab­in. Soro­ka or­dered his sol­diers to change the watch about mid­night, and threw him­self down on the plank bed be­side Kmi­ta.

			It had be­come qui­et in the cab­in; on­ly the crick­ets raised their usu­al mu­sic in the ad­join­ing clos­et, and the mice gnawed from mo­ment to mo­ment among the rub­bish piled up there. The sick man woke at in­ter­vals and seemed to have dreams in his fever, for to Soro­ka’s ears came the dis­con­nect­ed words—

			“Gra­cious king, par­don—Those men are traitors—I will tell all their se­crets—The Com­mon­wealth is a red cloth—Well, I have you, wor­thy prince—Hold him!—Gra­cious king, this way, for there is trea­son!”

			Soro­ka rose on the bed and lis­tened; but the sick man, when he had screamed once and a sec­ond time, fell asleep, and then woke and cried—

			“Olen­ka, Olen­ka, be not an­gry!”

			About mid­night he grew per­fect­ly calm and slept sound­ly. Soro­ka al­so be­gan to slum­ber; but soon a gen­tle knock­ing at the door of the cab­in roused him.

			The watch­ful sol­dier opened his eyes at once, and spring­ing to his feet went out.

			“But what is the mat­ter?” asked he.

			“Sergeant, the pitch-mak­er has es­caped.”

			“A hun­dred dev­ils! he’ll bring rob­bers to us right away.”

			“Who was watch­ing him?”

			“Biloüs.”

			“I went with him to wa­ter our hors­es,” said Biloüs, ex­plain­ing. “I or­dered him to draw the wa­ter, and held the hors­es my­self.”

			“And what? Did he jump in­to the well?”

			“No, Sergeant, but be­tween the logs, of which there are many near the well, and in­to the stump-holes. I let the hors­es go; for though they scat­tered there are oth­ers here, and sprang af­ter him, but I fell in­to the first hole. It was night—dark; the scoundrel knows the place, and ran away. May the pest strike him!”

			“He will bring those dev­ils here to us—he’ll bring them. May the thun­der­bolts split him!”

			The sergeant stopped, but af­ter a while said—

			“We will not lie down; we must watch till morn­ing. Any mo­ment a crowd may come.”

			And giv­ing an ex­am­ple to the oth­ers, he took his place on the thresh­old of the cab­in with a mus­ket in his hand. The sol­diers sat near him talk­ing in an un­der­tone, lis­ten­ing some­times to learn if in the night sounds of the pinewoods the tramp and snort of com­ing hors­es could reach them.

			It was a moon­light night, and calm, but noisy. In the for­est depths life was seething. It was the sea­son of mat­ing; there­fore the wilder­ness thun­dered with ter­ri­ble bel­low­ing of stags. These sounds, short, hoarse, full of anger and rage, were heard round about in all parts of the for­est, dis­tant and near—some­times right there, as if a hun­dred yards from the cab­in.

			“If men come, they will bel­low too, to mis­lead us,” said Biloüs.

			“Eh! they will not come tonight. Be­fore the pitch-mak­er finds them ’twill be day,” said the oth­er sol­diers.

			“In the day­time, Sergeant, it would be well to ex­am­ine the cab­in and dig un­der the walls; for if rob­bers dwell here there must be trea­sures.”

			“The best trea­sures are in that sta­ble,” said Soro­ka, point­ing with his fin­ger to the shed.

			“But we’ll take them?”

			“Ye are fools! there is no way out—noth­ing but swamps all around.”

			“But we came in.”

			“God guid­ed us. A liv­ing soul can­not come here or leave here with­out know­ing the road.”

			“We will find it in the day­time.”

			“We shall not find it, for tracks are made ev­ery­where pur­pose­ly, and the trails are mis­lead­ing. It was not right to let the man go.”

			“It is known that the high road is a day’s jour­ney dis­tant, and in that di­rec­tion,” said Biloüs.

			Here he point­ed with his fin­ger to the east­ern part of the for­est.

			“We will ride on till we pass through—that’s what we’ll do! You think that you will be a lord when you touch the high­way? Bet­ter the bul­let of a rob­ber here than a rope there.”

			“How is that, fa­ther?” asked Biloüs.

			“They are sure­ly look­ing for us there.”

			“Who, fa­ther?”

			“The prince.”

			Soro­ka was sud­den­ly silent; and af­ter him were silent the oth­ers, as if seized with fear.

			“Oi!” said Biloüs, at last. “It is bad here and bad there; though you twist, you can’t turn.”

			“They have driv­en us poor dev­ils in­to a net; here rob­bers, and there the prince,” said an­oth­er sol­dier.

			“May the thun­der­bolts burn them there! I would rather have to do with a rob­ber than with a wiz­ard,” added Biloüs; “for that prince is pos­sessed, yes, pos­sessed. Za­vratyn­s­ki could wres­tle with a bear, and the prince took the sword from his hands as from a child. It can on­ly be that he en­chant­ed him, for I saw, too, that when he rushed at Vitkovs­ki Bo­guslav grew up be­fore the eyes to the size of a pine-tree. If he had not, I shouldn’t have let him go alive.”

			“But you were a fool not to jump at him.”

			“What had I to do, Sergeant? I thought this way: he is sit­ting on the best horse; if he wish­es, he will run away, but if he at­tacks me I shall not be able to de­fend my­self, for with a wiz­ard is a pow­er not hu­man! He be­comes in­vis­i­ble to the eye or sur­rounds him­self with dust—”

			“That is truth,” an­swered Soro­ka; “for when I fired at him he was sur­round­ed as it were by a fog, and I missed. Any man mount­ed may miss when the horse is mov­ing, but on the ground that has not hap­pened to me for ten years.”

			“What’s the use in talk­ing?” said Biloüs, “bet­ter count: Lyubyenyets, Vitkovs­ki, Za­vratyn­s­ki, our colonel; and one man brought them all down, and he with­out arms—such men that each of them has many a time stood against four. With­out the help of the dev­il he could not have done this.”

			“Let us com­mend our souls to God; for if he is pos­sessed, the dev­il will show him the road to this place.”

			“But with­out that he has long arms for such a lord.”

			“Qui­et!” ex­claimed Soro­ka, quick­ly; “some­thing is mak­ing the leaves rus­tle.”

			The sol­diers were qui­et and bent their ears. Near by, in­deed, were heard some kind of heavy steps, un­der which the fall­en leaves rus­tled very clear­ly.

			“I hear hors­es,” whis­pered Soro­ka.

			But the steps be­gan to re­treat from the cab­in, and soon af­ter was heard the threat­en­ing and hoarse bel­low­ing of a stag.

			“That is a stag! He is mak­ing him­self known to a doe, or fight­ing off an­oth­er horned fel­low.”

			“Through­out the whole for­est are en­ter­tain­ments as if at the wed­ding of Sa­tan.”

			They were silent again and be­gan to doze. The sergeant raised his head at times and lis­tened for a while, then dropped it to­ward his breast. Thus passed an hour, and a sec­ond; at last the near­est pine-trees from be­ing black be­came gray, and the tops grew whiter each mo­ment, as if some­one had bur­nished them with molten sil­ver. The bel­low­ing of stags ceased, and com­plete still­ness reigned in the for­est depths. Dawn passed grad­u­al­ly in­to day; the white and pale light be­gan to ab­sorb rosy and gold­en gleams; at last per­fect morn­ing had come, and light­ed the tired faces of the sol­diers sleep­ing a firm sleep at the cab­in.

			Then the door opened, Kmi­ta ap­peared on the thresh­old, and called—

			“Soro­ka! come here!”

			The sol­diers sprang up.

			“For God’s sake, is your grace on foot?” asked Soro­ka.

			“But you have slept like ox­en; it would have been pos­si­ble to cut off your heads and throw them out be­fore any­one would have been roused.”

			“We watched till morn­ing, Colonel; we fell asleep on­ly in the broad day.”

			Kmi­ta looked around. “Where are we?”

			“In the for­est, Colonel.”

			“I see that my­self. But what sort of a cab­in is this?”

			“We know not our­selves.”

			“Fol­low me,” said Kmi­ta. And he turned to the in­side of the cab­in. Soro­ka fol­lowed.

			“Lis­ten,” said Kmi­ta, sit­ting on the bed. “Did the prince fire at me?”

			“He did.”

			“And what hap­pened to him?”

			“He es­caped.”

			A mo­ment of si­lence fol­lowed.

			“That is bad,” said Kmi­ta, “very bad! Bet­ter to lay him down than to let him go alive.”

			“We want­ed to do that, but—”

			“But what?”

			Soro­ka told briefly all that had hap­pened. Kmi­ta lis­tened with won­der­ful calm­ness; but his eyes be­gan to glit­ter, and at last he said—

			“Then he is vic­tor; but we’ll meet again. Why did you leave the high road?”

			“I was afraid of pur­suit.”

			“That was right, for sure­ly there was pur­suit. There are too few of us now to fight against Bo­guslav’s pow­er—too few. Be­sides, he has gone to Prus­sia; we can­not reach him there, we must wait—”

			Soro­ka was re­lieved. Pan Kmi­ta ev­i­dent­ly did not fear Bo­guslav great­ly, since he talked of over­tak­ing him. This con­fi­dence was com­mu­ni­cat­ed at once to the old sol­dier ac­cus­tomed to think with the head of his colonel and to feel with his heart.

			Mean­while Pan An­drei, who had fall­en in­to deep thought, came to him­self on a sud­den, and be­gan to seek some­thing about his per­son with both his hands.

			“Where are my let­ters?” asked he.

			“What let­ters?”

			“Let­ters that I had on my body. They were fas­tened to my belt; where is the belt?” asked Pan An­drei, in haste.

			“I un­buck­led the belt my­self, that your grace might breathe more eas­i­ly; there it is.”

			“Bring it.”

			Soro­ka gave him a belt lined with white leather, to which a bag was at­tached by cords. Kmi­ta un­tied it and took out pa­pers hasti­ly.

			“These are pass­es to the Swedish com­man­dants; but where are the let­ters?” asked he, in a voice full of dis­qui­et.

			“What let­ters?” asked Soro­ka.

			“Hun­dreds of thun­ders! the let­ters of the het­man to the Swedish King, to Pan Lyubomirs­ki, and all those that I had.”

			“If they are not on the belt, they are nowhere. They must have been lost in the time of the rid­ing.”

			“To horse and look for them!” cried Kmi­ta, in a ter­ri­ble voice.

			But be­fore the as­ton­ished Soro­ka could leave the room Pan An­drei sank to the bed as if strength had failed him, and seiz­ing his head with his hands, be­gan to re­peat in a groan­ing voice—

			“Ai! my let­ters, my let­ters!”

			Mean­while the sol­diers rode off, ex­cept one, whom Soro­ka com­mand­ed to guard the cab­in. Kmi­ta re­mained alone in the room, and be­gan to med­i­tate over his po­si­tion, which was not de­serv­ing of en­vy. Bo­guslav had es­caped. Over Pan An­drei was hang­ing the ter­ri­ble and in­evitable vengeance of the pow­er­ful Radzivills. And not on­ly over him, but over all whom he loved, and speak­ing briefly, over Olen­ka. Kmi­ta knew that Prince Yanush would not hes­i­tate to strike where he could wound him most painful­ly—that is, to pour out his vengeance on the per­son of Pan­na Bille­vich. And Olen­ka was still in Kyedani at the mer­cy of the ter­ri­ble mag­nate, whose heart knew no pity. The more Kmi­ta med­i­tat­ed over his po­si­tion, the more clear­ly was he con­vinced that it was sim­ply dread­ful. Af­ter the seizure of Bo­guslav, the Radzivills will hold him a traitor; the ad­her­ents of Yan Kaz­imir, the par­ti­sans of Sapye­ha, and the con­fed­er­ates who had risen up in Podlyasye look on him as a traitor now, and a damned soul of the Radzivills. Among the many camps, par­ties, and for­eign troops oc­cu­py­ing at that mo­ment the fields of the Com­mon­wealth, there is not a camp, a par­ty, a body of troops which would not count him as the great­est and most ma­lig­nant en­e­my. In­deed, the re­ward of­fered for his head by Ho­v­an­s­ki is still in force, and now Radzivill and the Swedes will of­fer re­wards—and who knows if the ad­her­ents of the un­for­tu­nate Yan Kaz­imir have not al­ready pro­claimed one?

			“I have brewed beer and must drink it,” thought Kmi­ta. When he bore away Prince Bo­guslav, he did so to throw him at the feet of the con­fed­er­ate’s, to con­vince them be­yond ques­tion that he had bro­ken with the Radzivills, to pur­chase a place with them, to win the right of fight­ing for the king and the coun­try. Be­sides, Bo­guslav in his hands was a hostage for the safe­ty of Olen­ka. But since Bo­guslav has crushed Kmi­ta and es­caped, not on­ly is Olen­ka’s safe­ty gone, but al­so the proof that Kmi­ta has re­al­ly left the ser­vice of the Radzivills. But the road to the con­fed­er­ates is open to him; and if he meets Volody­ovs­ki’s di­vi­sion and his friends the colonels, they may grant him his life, but will they take him as a com­rade, will they be­lieve him, will they not think that he has ap­peared as a spy, or has come to tam­per with their courage and bring over peo­ple to Radzivill? Here he re­mem­bered that the blood of con­fed­er­ates was weigh­ing on him; that to be­gin with, he had struck down the Hun­gar­i­ans and dra­goons in Kyedani, that he had scat­tered the muti­nous squadrons or forced them to yield, that he had shot stub­born of­fi­cers and ex­ter­mi­nat­ed sol­diers, that he had sur­round­ed Kyedani with trench­es and for­ti­fied it, and thus as­sured the tri­umph of Radzivill in Jmud. “How could I go?” thought he; “the plague would in fact be a more wel­come guest there than I! With Bo­guslav on a lar­i­at at the sad­dle it would be pos­si­ble; but with on­ly my mouth and emp­ty hands!”

			If he had those let­ters he might join the con­fed­er­ates, he would have had Prince Yanush in hand, for those let­ters might un­der­mine the cred­it of the het­man, even with the Swedes—even with the price of them he might save Olen­ka; but some evil spir­it had so ar­ranged that the let­ters were lost.

			When Kmi­ta com­pre­hend­ed all this, he seized his own head a sec­ond time.

			“For the Radzivills a traitor, for Olen­ka a traitor, for the con­fed­er­ate’s a traitor, for the king a traitor! I have ru­ined my fame, my hon­or, my­self, and Olen­ka!”

			The wound in his face was burn­ing, but in his soul hot pain, a hun­dred­fold greater, was burn­ing him. In ad­di­tion to all, his self-love as a knight was suf­fer­ing. For he was shame­ful­ly beat­en by Bo­guslav. Those slash­es which Volody­ovs­ki had giv­en him in Lyu­bich were noth­ing. There he was fin­ished by an armed man whom he had called out in a du­el, here by a de­fence­less pris­on­er whom he had in his hand.

			With ev­ery mo­ment in­creased in Kmi­ta the con­scious­ness of how ter­ri­ble and shame­ful was the plight in­to which he had fall­en. The longer he ex­am­ined it the more clear­ly he saw its hor­ror; and ev­ery mo­ment he saw new black cor­ners from which were peer­ing forth in­famy and shame, de­struc­tion to him­self, to Olen­ka, wrong against the coun­try—till at last ter­ror and amaze­ment seized him.

			“Have I done all this?” asked he of him­self; and the hair stood on his head.

			“Im­pos­si­ble! It must be that fever is shak­ing me yet,” cried he. “Moth­er of God, this is not pos­si­ble!”

			“Blind, fool­ish quar­reller,” said his con­science, “this would not have come to thee in fight­ing for the king and the coun­try, nor if thou hadst lis­tened to Olen­ka.”

			And sor­row tore him like a whirl­wind. Hei! if on­ly he could say to him­self: “The Swedes against the coun­try, I against them! Radzivill against the king, I against him!” Then it would be clear and trans­par­ent in his soul. Then he might col­lect a body of cut­throats from un­der a dark star and, frol­ic with them as a gyp­sy at a fair, fall up­on the Swedes, and ride over their breasts with pure heart and con­science; then he might stand in glo­ry as in sun­light be­fore Olen­ka, and say—

			“I am no longer in­fa­mous, but de­fen­sor pa­tri­ae (a de­fend­er of the coun­try); love me, as I love thee.”

			But what was he now? That in­so­lent spir­it, ac­cus­tomed to self-in­dul­gence, would not con­fess to a fault al­to­geth­er at first. It was the Radzivills who (ac­cord­ing to him) had pushed him down in this fash­ion; it was the Radzivills who had brought him to ru­in, cov­ered him with evil re­pute, bound his hands, de­spoiled him of hon­or and love.

			Here Pan Kmi­ta gnashed his teeth, stretched out his hands to­ward Jmud, on which Yanush, the het­man, was sit­ting like a wolf on a corpse, and be­gan to call out in a voice chok­ing with rage—

			“Vengeance! Vengeance!”

			Sud­den­ly he threw him­self in de­spair on his knees in the mid­dle of the room, and be­gan to cry—

			“I vow to thee, O Lord Christ, to bend those traitors and gal­lop over them with jus­tice, with fire, and with sword, to cut them, while there is breath in my throat, steam in my mouth, and life for me in this world! So help me, O Nazarene King! Amen!”

			Some kind of in­ter­nal voice told him in that mo­ment, “Serve the coun­try, vengeance af­ter­ward.”

			Pan An­drei’s eyes were flam­ing, his lips were baked, and he trem­bled as in a fever; he waved his hands, and talk­ing with him­self aloud, walked, or rather ran, through the room, kicked the bed with his feet; at last he threw him­self once more on his knees.

			“In­spire me, O Christ, what to do, lest I fall in­to fren­zy.”

			At that mo­ment came the re­port of a gun, which the for­est echo threw from pine-tree to pine-tree till it brought it like thun­der to the cab­in.

			Kmi­ta sprang up, and seiz­ing his sabre ran out.

			“What is that?” asked he of the sol­dier stand­ing at the thresh­old.

			“A shot, Colonel.”

			“Where is Soro­ka?”

			“He went to look for the let­ters.”

			“In what di­rec­tion was the shot?”

			The sol­dier point­ed to the east­ern part of the for­est, which was over­grown with dense un­der­wood.

			“There!”

			At that mo­ment was heard the tramp of hors­es not yet vis­i­ble.

			“Be on your guard!” cried Kmi­ta.

			But from out the thick­et ap­peared Soro­ka, hur­ry­ing as fast as his horse could gal­lop, and af­ter him the oth­er sol­dier. They rushed up to the cab­in, sprang from the hors­es, and from be­hind them, as from be­hind breast­works, took aim at the thick­et.

			“What is there?” asked Kmi­ta.

			“A par­ty is com­ing,” an­swered Soro­ka.

		
	
		
			XXIX

			Si­lence suc­ceed­ed; but soon some­thing be­gan to rus­tle in the near thick­et, as if wild beasts were pass­ing. The move­ment, how­ev­er, grew slow­er the near­er it came. Then there was si­lence a sec­ond time.

			“How many of them are there?” asked Kmi­ta.

			“About six, and per­haps eight; for to tell the truth I could not count them sure­ly,” said Soro­ka.

			“That is our luck! They can­not stand against us.”

			“They can­not. Colonel; but we must take one of them alive, and scorch him so that he will show the road.”

			“There will be time for that. Be watch­ful!”

			Kmi­ta had bare­ly said, “Be watch­ful,” when a streak of white smoke bloomed forth from the thick­et, and you would have said that birds had flut­tered in the near grass, about thir­ty yards from the cab­in.

			“They shot from old guns, with hob­nails!” said Kmi­ta; “if they have not mus­kets, they will do noth­ing to us, for old guns will not car­ry from the thick­et.”

			Soro­ka, hold­ing with one hand the mus­ket rest­ing on the sad­dle of the horse stand­ing in front of him, placed the oth­er hand in the form of a trum­pet be­fore his mouth, and shout­ed—

			“Let any man come out of the bush­es, he will cov­er him­self with his legs right away.”

			A mo­ment of si­lence fol­lowed; then a threat­en­ing voice was heard in the thick­et—

			“What kind of men are you?”

			“Bet­ter than those who rob on the high road.”

			“By what right have you found out our dwelling?”

			“A rob­ber asks about right! The hang­man will show you right! Come to the cab­in.”

			“We will smoke you out just as if you were bad­gers.”

			“But come on; on­ly see that the smoke does not sti­fle you too.”

			The voice in the thick­et was silent; the in­vaders, it seemed, had be­gun to take coun­sel. Mean­while Soro­ka whis­pered to Kmi­ta—

			“We must de­coy some­one hith­er, and bind him; we shall then have a guide and a hostage.”

			“Pshaw!” an­swered Kmi­ta, “if any­one comes it will be on pa­role.”

			“With rob­bers pa­role may be bro­ken.”

			“It is bet­ter not to give it!” said Kmi­ta.

			With that ques­tions sound­ed again from the thick­et.

			“What do you want?”

			Now Kmi­ta be­gan to speak. “We should have gone as we came if you had known po­lite­ness and not fired from a gun.”

			“You will not stay there—there will be a hun­dred horse of us in the evening.”

			“Be­fore evening two hun­dred dra­goons will come, and your swamps will not save you, for they will pass as we passed.”

			“Are you sol­diers?”

			“We are not rob­bers, you may be sure.”

			“From what squadron?”

			“But are you het­man? We will not re­port to you.”

			“The wolves will de­vour you, in old fash­ion.”

			“And the crows will pick you!”

			“Tell what you want, a hun­dred dev­ils! Why did you come to our cab­in?”

			“Come your­selves, and you will not split your throat cry­ing from the thick­et. Near­er, near­er!”

			“On your word.”

			“A word is for knights, not for rob­bers. If it please you, be­lieve; if not, be­lieve not.”

			“May two come?”

			“They may.”

			Af­ter a while from out the thick­et a hun­dred yards dis­tant ap­peared two men, tall and broad-shoul­dered. One some­what bent seemed to be a man of years; the oth­er went up­right, but stretched his neck with cu­rios­i­ty to­ward the cab­in. Both wore short sheep­skin coats cov­ered with gray cloth of the kind used by pet­ty no­bles, high cowhide boots, and fur caps drawn down to their ears.

			“What the dev­il!” said Kmi­ta, ex­am­in­ing the two men with care.

			“Colonel!” cried Soro­ka, “a mir­a­cle in­deed, but those are our peo­ple.”

			Mean­while they ap­proached with­in a few steps, but could not see the men stand­ing near the cab­in, for the hors­es con­cealed them.

			All at once Kmi­ta stepped for­ward. Those ap­proach­ing did not rec­og­nize him, how­ev­er, for his face was bound up; they halt­ed, and be­gan to mea­sure him with cu­ri­ous and un­qui­et eyes.

			“And where is the oth­er son, Pan Kyem­lich?” asked Kmi­ta; “he has not fall­en, I hope.”

			“Who is that—how is that—what—who is talk­ing?” asked the old man, in a voice of amaze­ment and as it were ter­ri­fied.

			And he stood mo­tion­less, with mouth and eyes wide­ly open; then the son, who since he was younger had quick­er vi­sion, took the cap from his head.

			“For God’s sake, fa­ther! that’s the colonel!” cried he.

			“O Je­sus! sweet Je­sus!” cried the old man, “that is Pan Kmi­ta!”

			And both took the fixed pos­ture of sub­or­di­nates salut­ing their com­man­ders, and on their faces were de­pict­ed both shame and won­der.

			“Ah! such sons,” said Pan An­drei, laugh­ing, “and greet­ed me from a gun?”

			Here the old man be­gan to shout—

			“Come this way, all of you! Come!”

			From the thick­et ap­peared a num­ber of men, among whom were the sec­ond son of the old man and the pitch-mak­er; all ran up at break­neck speed with weapons ready, for they knew not what had hap­pened. But the old man shout­ed again—

			“To your knees, rogues, to your knees! This is Pan Kmi­ta! What fool was it who fired? Give him this way!”

			“It was you, fa­ther,” said young Kyem­lich.

			“You lie—you lie like a dog! Pan Colonel, who could know that it was your grace who had come to our cab­in? As God is true, I do not be­lieve my own eyes yet.”

			“I am here in per­son,” an­swered Kmi­ta, stretch­ing his hand to­ward him.

			“O Je­sus!” said the old man, “such a guest in the pinewoods. I can­not be­lieve my own eyes. With what can we re­ceive your grace here? If we ex­pect­ed, if we knew!”

			Here he turned to his sons: “Run, some block­head, to the cel­lar, bring mead!”

			“Give the key to the pad­lock, fa­ther.”

			The old man be­gan to feel in his belt, and at the same time looked sus­pi­cious­ly at his son.

			“The key of the pad­lock? But I know thee, gyp­sy; thou wilt drink more thy­self than thou’lt bring. What’s to be done? I’ll go my­self; he wants the key of the pad­lock! But go roll off the logs, and I’ll open and bring it my­self.”

			“I see that you have spoons hid­den un­der the logs, Pan Kyem­lich,” said Kmi­ta.

			“But can any­thing be kept from such rob­bers!” asked the old man, point­ing to the sons. “They would eat up their fa­ther. Ye are still here? Go roll away the logs. Is this the way ye obey him who be­gat you?”

			The young men went quick­ly be­hind the cab­in to the pile of logs.

			“You are in dis­agree­ment with your sons in old fash­ion, it seems?” said Kmi­ta.

			“Who could be in agree­ment with them? They know how to fight, they know how to take booty; but when it comes to di­vide with their fa­ther, I must tear my part from them at risk of my life. Such is the plea­sure I have; but they are like wild bulls. I beg your grace to the cab­in, for the cold bites out here. For God’s sake! such a guest, such a guest! And un­der the com­mand of your grace we took more booty than dur­ing this whole year. We are in pover­ty now, wretched­ness! Evil times, and al­ways worse; and old age, too, is no joy. I beg you to the cab­in, over our low­ly thresh­old. For God’s sake! who could have looked for your grace here!”

			Old Kyem­lich spoke with a mar­vel­lous­ly rapid and com­plain­ing ut­ter­ance, and while speak­ing cast quick, rest­less glances on ev­ery side. He was a bony old man, enor­mous in stature, with a face ev­er twist­ed and sullen! He, as well as his two sons, had crooked eyes. His brows were bushy, and al­so his mus­tach­es, from be­neath which pro­trud­ed be­yond mea­sure an un­der­lip, which when he spoke came to his nose, as hap­pens with men who are tooth­less. The aged­ness of his face was in won­der­ful con­trast to the quick­ness of his move­ments, which dis­played un­usu­al strength and alert­ness. His move­ments were as rapid as if a spring stirred him; he turned his head con­tin­u­al­ly, try­ing to take in with his eyes ev­ery­thing around—men as well as things. To­ward Kmi­ta he be­came ev­ery minute more hum­ble, in pro­por­tion as sub­servience to his for­mer lead­er, fear, and per­haps ad­mi­ra­tion or at­tach­ment were roused in him.

			Kmi­ta knew the Kyem­lich­es well, for the fa­ther and two sons had served un­der him when sin­gle-hand­ed he had car­ried on war in White Rus­sia with Ho­v­an­s­ki. They were valiant sol­diers, and as cru­el as valiant. One son, Kos­ma, was stan­dard-bear­er for a time in Kmi­ta’s le­gion; but he soon re­signed that hon­or­able of­fice, since it pre­vent­ed him from tak­ing booty. Among the gam­blers and un­bri­dled souls who formed Kmi­ta’s le­gion, and who drank away and lost in the day what they won with blood in the night from the en­e­my, the Kyem­lich­es were dis­tin­guished for mighty greed. They ac­cu­mu­lat­ed booty care­ful­ly, and hid it in the woods. They took with spe­cial ea­ger­ness hors­es, which they sold af­ter­ward at coun­try hous­es and in towns. The fa­ther fought no worse than the twin sons, but af­ter each bat­tle he dragged away from them the most con­sid­er­able part of the booty, scat­ter­ing at the same time com­plaints and re­grets that they were wrong­ing him, threat­en­ing a fa­ther’s curse, groan­ing and lament­ing. The sons grum­bled at him, but be­ing suf­fi­cient­ly stupid by na­ture they let them­selves be tyr­an­nized over. In spite of their end­less squab­bles and scold­ings, they stood up, one for the oth­er, in bat­tle ven­omous­ly with­out spar­ing blood. They were not liked by their com­rades, but were feared uni­ver­sal­ly, for in quar­rels they were ter­ri­ble; even of­fi­cers avoid­ed pro­vok­ing them. Kmi­ta was the one man who had roused in­de­scrib­able fear in them, and af­ter Kmi­ta, Pan Ran­it­s­ki, be­fore whom they trem­bled when from anger his face was cov­ered with spots. They revered al­so in both lofty birth; for the Kmi­tas, from old times, had high rank in Or­sha, and in Ran­it­s­ki flowed sen­a­to­ri­al blood.

			It was said in the le­gion that they had col­lect­ed great trea­sures, but no one knew sure­ly that there was truth in this state­ment. On a cer­tain day Kmi­ta sent them away with at­ten­dants and a herd of cap­tured hors­es; from that time they van­ished. Kmi­ta thought that they had fall­en; his sol­diers said that they had es­caped with the hors­es, the temp­ta­tion in this case be­ing too great for their hearts. Now, as Pan An­drei saw them in health, and as in a shed near the cab­in hors­es were neigh­ing, and the re­joic­ing and sub­servience of the old man were min­gled with dis­qui­et, he thought that his sol­diers were right in their judg­ment. There­fore, when they had en­tered the cab­in he sat on a plank bed, and putting his hands on his sides, looked straight in­to the old man’s eyes and asked—

			“Kyem­lich, where are my hors­es?”

			“Je­sus! sweet Je­sus!” groaned the old man. “Zolotarenko’s men took the hors­es; they beat us and wound­ed us, drove us nine­ty miles; we hard­ly es­caped with our lives. Oh, Most Holy Moth­er! we could not find ei­ther your grace or your men. They drove us thus far in­to these pinewoods, in­to mis­ery and hunger, to this cab­in and these swamps. God is kind that your grace is liv­ing and in health, though, I see, wound­ed. Maybe we can nurse you, and put on herbs; and those sons of mine went to roll off the logs, and they have dis­ap­peared. What are the rogues do­ing? They are ready to take out the door and get at the mead. Hunger here and mis­ery; noth­ing more! We live on mush­rooms; but for your grace there will be some­thing to drink and a bite to eat. Those men took the hors­es from us, robbed us—there is no deny­ing that! And they de­prived us of ser­vice with your grace. We shall not have a bit of bread for old age, un­less your grace takes us back in­to ser­vice.”

			“That may hap­pen too,” an­swered Kmi­ta.

			Now the two sons of the old man came in—Kos­ma and Dami­an, twins, big fel­lows, awk­ward, with enor­mous heads com­plete­ly over­grown with an im­mense­ly thick bush of hair, stiff as a brush, stick­ing out un­even­ly around the ears, form­ing hair-screws and fan­tas­tic tufts on their skulls. When they came in they stood near the door, for in pres­ence of Kmi­ta they dared not sit down; and Dami­an said—

			“The cel­lar is cleared.”

			“ ’Tis well,” an­swered old Kyem­lich, “I will go to bring mead.”

			Here he looked sig­nif­i­cant­ly at his sons.

			“And Zolotarenko’s men took the hors­es,” said he, with em­pha­sis; and went out of the cab­in.

			Kmi­ta glanced at the two who stood by the door, and who looked as if they had been hewn out of logs rough­ly with an axe.

			“What are you do­ing now?”

			“We take hors­es!” an­swered the twins at the same time.

			“From whom?”

			“From whom­so­ev­er comes along.”

			“But most­ly?”

			“From Zolotarenko’s men.”

			“That is well, you are free to take from the en­e­my; but if you take from your own you are rob­bers, not no­bles. What do you do with those hors­es?”

			“Fa­ther sells them in Prus­sia.”

			“Has it hap­pened to you to take from the Swedes? Swedish com­pa­nies are not far from here. Have you at­tacked the Swedes?”

			“We have.”

			“Then you fall on sin­gle men or small com­pa­nies; but when they de­fend them­selves, what then?”

			“We pound them.”

			“Ah, ha, you pound them! Then you have a reck­on­ing with Zolotarenko’s men and with the Swedes, and sure­ly you could not have got away dry had you fall­en in­to their hands.”

			Kos­ma and Dami­an were silent.

			“You are car­ry­ing on a dan­ger­ous busi­ness, more be­com­ing to rob­bers than no­bles. It must be, al­so, that some sen­tences are hang­ing over you from old times?”

			“Of course there are!” an­swered Kos­ma and Dami­an.

			“So I thought. From what parts are you?”

			“We are from these parts.”

			“Where did your fa­ther live be­fore?”

			“In Borovichko.”

			“Was that his vil­lage?”

			“Yes, to­geth­er with Pan Kopy­styn­s­ki.”

			“And what be­came of him?”

			“We killed him.”

			“And you had to flee be­fore the law. It will be short work with you Kyem­lich­es, and you’ll fin­ish on trees. The hang­man will light you, it can­not be oth­er­wise!”

			Just then the door of the room creaked, and the old man came in bring­ing a de­canter of mead and two glass­es. He looked un­qui­et­ly at his sons and at Kmi­ta, and then said—

			“Go and cov­er the cel­lar.”

			The twins went out at once. The old man poured mead in­to one glass; the oth­er he left emp­ty, wait­ing to see if Kmi­ta would let him drink with him.

			But Kmi­ta was not able to drink him­self, for he even spoke with dif­fi­cul­ty, such pain did the wound cause him. See­ing this, the old man said—

			“Mead is not good for the wound, un­less poured in, to clear it out more quick­ly. Your grace, let me look at the wound and dress it, for I un­der­stand this mat­ter as well as a bar­ber.”

			Kmi­ta con­sent­ed. Kyem­lich re­moved the ban­dage, and be­gan to ex­am­ine the wound care­ful­ly.

			“The skin is tak­en off, that’s noth­ing! The ball passed along the out­side; but still it is swollen.”

			“That is why it pains me.”

			“But it is not two days old. Most Holy Moth­er! some­one who must have been very near shot at your grace.”

			“How do you know that?”

			“Be­cause all the pow­der was not burned, and grains like cock­le are un­der the skin. They will stay with your grace. Now we need on­ly bread and spi­der­web. Ter­ri­bly near was the man who fired. It is well that he did not kill your grace.”

			“It was not fat­ed me. Mix the bread and the spi­der­web and put them on as quick­ly as pos­si­ble, for I must talk with you, and my jaws pain me.”

			The old man looked sus­pi­cious­ly at the colonel, for in his heart there was fear that the talk might touch again on the hors­es said to have been tak­en by the Cos­sacks; but he bus­ied him­self at once, knead­ed the moist­ened bread first, and since it was not hard to find spi­der­webs in the cab­in he at­tend­ed prompt­ly to Kmi­ta.

			“I am easy now,” said Pan An­drei; “sit down, wor­thy Kyem­lich.”

			“Ac­cord­ing to com­mand of the colonel,” an­swered the old man, sit­ting on the edge of a bench and stretch­ing out his iron-gray bristly head un­easi­ly to­ward Kmi­ta.

			But Kmi­ta, in­stead of con­vers­ing, took his own head in his hands and fell in­to deep thought. Then he rose and be­gan to walk in the room; at mo­ments he halt­ed be­fore Kyem­lich and gazed at him with dis­traught look; ap­par­ent­ly he was weigh­ing some­thing, wrestling with thoughts. Mean­while about half an hour passed; the old man squirmed more and more un­easi­ly. All at once Kmi­ta stopped be­fore him.

			“Wor­thy Kyem­lich,” said he, “where are the near­est of those squadrons which rose up against the prince vo­evo­da of Vil­na?”

			The old man be­gan to wink his eyes sus­pi­cious­ly. “Does your grace wish to go to them?”

			“I do not re­quest you to ask, but to an­swer.”

			“They say that one squadron is quar­tered in Shchuchyn—that one which came here last from Jmud.”

			“Who said so?”

			“The men of the squadron them­selves.”

			“Who led it?”

			“Pan Volody­ovs­ki.”

			“That’s well. Call Soro­ka!”

			The old man went out, and re­turned soon with the sergeant.

			“Have the let­ters been found?” asked Kmi­ta.

			“They have not, Colonel,” an­swered Soro­ka.

			Kmi­ta shook his hands. “Oh, mis­ery, mis­ery! You may go, Soro­ka. For those let­ters which you have lost you de­serve to hang. You may go. Wor­thy Kyem­lich, have you any­thing on which to write?”

			“I hope to find some­thing,” an­swered the old man.

			“Even two leaves of pa­per and a pen.”

			The old man van­ished through the door of a clos­et which was ev­i­dent­ly a store­room for all kinds of things, but he searched long. Kmi­ta was walk­ing the while through the room, and talk­ing to him­self—

			“Whether I have the let­ters or not,” said he, “the het­man does not know that they are lost, and he will fear lest I pub­lish them. I have him in hand. Cun­ning against cun­ning! I will threat­en to send them to the vo­evo­da of Vi­tyeb­sk. That is what I will do. In God is my hope, that the het­man will fear this.”

			Fur­ther thought was in­ter­rupt­ed by old Kyem­lich, who, com­ing out of the clos­et, said—

			“Here are three leaves of pa­per, but no pens or ink.”

			“No pens? But are there no birds in the woods here? They may be shot with a gun.”

			“There is a fal­con nailed over the shed.”

			“Bring his wing hith­er quick­ly!”

			Kyem­lich shot off with all speed, for in the voice of Kmi­ta was im­pa­tience, and as it were a fever. He re­turned in a mo­ment with the fal­con’s wing. Kmi­ta seized it, plucked out a quill, and be­gan to make a pen of it with his dag­ger.

			“It will do!” said he, look­ing at it be­fore the light; “but it is eas­i­er to cut men’s heads than quills. Now we need ink.”

			So say­ing, he rolled up his sleeve, cut him­self deeply in the arm, and moist­ened the quill in blood.

			“Wor­thy Kyem­lich,” said he, “leave me.”

			The old man left the room, and Pan An­drei be­gan to write at once:—

			
				I re­nounce the ser­vice of your high­ness, for I will not serve traitors and de­ceivers. And if I swore on the cru­ci­fix not to leave your high­ness, God will for­give me; and even if he were to damn me, I would rather burn for my er­ror than for open and pur­posed trea­son to my coun­try and king. Your high­ness de­ceived me, so that I was like a blind sword in your hand, ready to spill the blood of my brethren. There­fore I sum­mon your high­ness to the judg­ment of God, so that it may be known on whose side was trea­son, and on whose hon­est in­ten­tion. Should we ev­er meet, though you are pow­er­ful and able to strike un­to death, not on­ly a pri­vate man, but the whole Com­mon­wealth, and I have on­ly a sabre in my hand, still I will vin­di­cate my own, and will strike your high­ness, for which my re­gret and com­punc­tion will give me pow­er. And your high­ness knows that I am of those who with­out at­ten­dant squadrons, with­out cas­tles and can­non, can in­jure. While in me there is breath, over you there is vengeance, so that you can be sure nei­ther of the day nor the hour. And this is as cer­tain to be as that this is my own blood with which I write. I have your let­ters, let­ters to ru­in you, not on­ly with the King of Poland, but the King of Swe­den, for in them trea­son to the Com­mon­wealth is made man­i­fest, as well as this too, that you are ready to desert the Swedes if on­ly a leg tot­ters un­der them. Even had you twice your present pow­er, your ru­in is in my hands, for all men must be­lieve sig­na­tures and seals. There­fore I say this to your high­ness: If a hair falls from the heads which I love and which are left in Kyedani, I will send those let­ters and doc­u­ments to Pan Sapye­ha, and I will have copies print­ed and scat­tered through the land. Your high­ness can go by land or wa­ter (you have your choice); but af­ter the war, when peace comes to the Com­mon­wealth, you will give me the Bille­vich­es, and I will give you the let­ters, or if I hear evil tid­ings Pan Sapye­ha will show them straight­way to Pon­tus de la Gardie. Your high­ness wants a crown, but where will you put it when your head falls ei­ther from the Pol­ish or the Swedish axe? It is bet­ter, I think, to have this un­der­stand­ing now; though I shall not for­get re­venge here­after, I shall take it on­ly in pri­vate, ex­cept­ing this case. I would com­mend you to God were it not that you put the help of the dev­il above that of God.

				
					Kmi­ta.

					P.S. Your high­ness will not poi­son the con­fed­er­ates, for there will be those who, go­ing from the ser­vice of the dev­il to that of God, will fore­warn them to drink beer nei­ther in Orel nor Zablu­do­vo.

				
			

			Here Kmi­ta sprang up and be­gan to walk across the room. His face was burn­ing, for his own let­ter had heat­ed him like fire. This let­ter was a dec­la­ra­tion of war against the Radzivills; but still Kmi­ta felt in him­self some ex­tra­or­di­nary pow­er, and was ready, even at that mo­ment, to stand eye to eye be­fore that pow­er­ful fam­i­ly who shook the whole coun­try. He, a sim­ple no­ble, a sim­ple knight, an out­law pur­sued by jus­tice, who ex­pect­ed as­sis­tance from no place, who had of­fend­ed all so that ev­ery­where he was ac­count­ed an en­e­my—he, re­cent­ly over­thrown, felt in him­self now such pow­er that he saw, as if with the eyes of a prophet, the hu­mil­i­a­tion of Prince Yanush and Bo­guslav, and his own vic­to­ry. How he would wage war, where he would find al­lies, in what way he would con­quer, he knew not—what is more, he had not thought of this. But he had pro­found faith that he would do what he ought to do—that is, what is right and just, in re­turn for which God would be with him. He was filled with con­fi­dence be­yond mea­sure and bounds. It had be­come sen­si­bly eas­i­er in his soul. Cer­tain new re­gions were opened as it were en­tire­ly be­fore him. Let him but sit on his horse and ride thith­er to hon­or, to glo­ry, to Olen­ka.

			“But a hair will not fall from her head,” re­peat­ed he to him­self, with a cer­tain fever­ish joy; “the let­ters will de­fend her. The het­man will guard her as the eye in his head—as I my­self would. Oh, I have set­tled this! I am a poor worm, but they will be afraid of my sting.”

			Then this thought came to him: “And shall I write to her too? The mes­sen­ger who will take the let­ter to the het­man can give a slip of pa­per to her se­cret­ly. Why not in­form her that I have bro­ken with the Radzivills, and that I am go­ing to seek oth­er ser­vice?”

			This thought struck his heart great­ly. Cut­ting his arm again, he moist­ened the pen and be­gan to write—

			
				Olen­ka—I am no longer on the Radzivill side, for I have seen through them at last—

			

			But sud­den­ly he stopped, thought awhile, and said to him­self, “Let deeds, not words, bear wit­ness for me hence­forth; I will not write.” And he tore the pa­per. But he wrote on a third sheet a short let­ter to Volody­ovs­ki in the fol­low­ing words—

			
				Gra­cious Colonel—The un­der­signed friend warns you and the oth­er colonels to be on your guard. There were let­ters from the het­man to Prince Bo­guslav and Pan Ha­rasi­movich to poi­son you, or to have men un­der you in your own quar­ters. Ha­rasi­movich is ab­sent, for he has gone with Prince Bo­guslav to Tylt­sa in Prus­sia; but there may be sim­i­lar com­mands to oth­er man­agers. Be care­ful of those man­agers, re­ceive noth­ing from them, and at night do not sleep with­out guards. I know al­so to a cer­tain­ty that the het­man will march against you soon with an army; he is wait­ing on­ly for cav­al­ry which Gen­er­al de la Gardie is to send, fif­teen hun­dred in num­ber. See to it, there­fore, that he does not fall up­on you and de­stroy you singly. But bet­ter send re­li­able men to the vo­evo­da of Vi­tyeb­sk to come, with all haste and take chief com­mand. A well-wish­er coun­sels this—be­lieve him. Mean­while keep to­geth­er, choos­ing quar­ters for the squadrons one not far from the oth­er, so that you may be able to give mu­tu­al as­sis­tance. The het­man has few cav­al­ry, on­ly a small num­ber of dra­goons, and Kmi­ta’s men, but they are not re­li­able. Kmi­ta him­self is ab­sent. The het­man found some oth­er of­fice for him; it be­ing like­ly that he does not trust him. Kmi­ta too is not such a traitor as men say; he is mere­ly led astray. I com­mit you to God.

				
					Babinich.

				
			

			Pan An­drei did not wish to put his own name to the let­ter, for he judged that it would rouse in each one aver­sion and es­pe­cial­ly dis­trust. “In case they un­der­stand,” thought he, “that it would be bet­ter for them to re­treat be­fore the het­man than to meet him in a body, they will sus­pect at once, if they see my name, that I wish to col­lect them, so that the het­man may fin­ish them at a blow; they will think this a new trick, but from some Babinich they will re­ceive warn­ing more read­i­ly.”

			Pan An­drei called him­self Babinich from the vil­lage Babiniche, near Or­sha, which from re­mote times be­longed to the Kmi­tas.

			When he had writ­ten the let­ter, at the end of which he placed a few timid words in his own de­fence, he felt new so­lace in his heart at the thought that with that let­ter he had ren­dered the first ser­vice, not on­ly to Volody­ovs­ki and his friends, but to all the colonels who would not desert their coun­try for Radzivill. He felt al­so that that thread would go far­ther. The plight in­to which he had fall­en was dif­fi­cult, in­deed, al­most des­per­ate; but still there was some help, some is­sue, some nar­row path which would lead to the high road.

			But now when Olen­ka in all prob­a­bil­i­ty was safe from the vengeance of Radzivill, and the con­fed­er­ates from an un­ex­pect­ed at­tack. Pan An­drei put the ques­tion, What was he to do him­self?

			He had bro­ken with traitors, he had burned the bridges in the rear, he wished now to serve his coun­try, to de­vote to it his strength, his health, his life; but how was he to do this, how be­gin, to what could he put his hand?

			Again it came to his head to join the con­fed­er­ates; but if they will not re­ceive him, if they will pro­claim him a traitor and cut him down, or what is worse, ex­pel him in dis­grace?

			“I would rather they killed me!” cried Pan An­drei; and he flushed from shame and the feel­ing of his own dis­grace. Per­haps it is eas­i­er to save Olen­ka or the con­fed­er­ates than his own fame.

			Now the po­si­tion was re­al­ly des­per­ate, and again the young hero’s soul be­gan to seethe.

			“But can I not act as I did against Ho­v­an­s­ki?” asked he of him­self. “I will gath­er a par­ty, will at­tack the Swedes, burn, pur­sue. That is noth­ing new for me! No one has re­sist­ed them; I will re­sist un­til the time comes when the whole Com­mon­wealth will ask, as did Lithua­nia, who is that hero who all alone dares to creep in­to the mouth of the li­on? Then I will re­move my cap and say, ‘See, it is I, it is Kmi­ta!’ ”

			And such a burn­ing de­sire drew him on to that bloody work that he wished to rush out of the room and or­der the Kyem­lich­es, their at­ten­dants, and his own men to mount and move on. But be­fore he reached the door he felt as if some­one had sud­den­ly punched him in the breast and pushed him back from the thresh­old. He stood in the mid­dle of the room, and looked for­ward in amaze­ment.

			“How is this? Shall I not ef­face my of­fences in this way?”

			And at once he be­gan to reck­on with his own con­science.

			“Where is atone­ment for guilt?” asked his con­science. “Here some­thing else is re­quired!”

			“What?” asked Kmi­ta.

			“With what can thy guilt be ef­faced, if not with ser­vice of some kind, dif­fi­cult and im­mense, hon­or­able and pure as a tear? Is it ser­vice to col­lect a band of ruf­fi­ans and rage like a whirl­wind with them through the fields and the wilder­ness? Dost thou not de­sire this be­cause fight­ing has for thee a sweet odor, as has roast meat for a dog? That is amuse­ment, not ser­vice; a car­ni­val, not war; rob­bery, not de­fence of the coun­try! And didst thou not do the same against Ho­v­an­s­ki, but what didst thou gain? Ruf­fi­ans in­fest­ing the forests are ready al­so to at­tack the Swedish com­mands, and whence canst thou get oth­er men? Thou wilt at­tack the Swedes, but al­so the in­hab­i­tants; thou wilt bring vengeance on these in­hab­i­tants, and what wilt thou ef­fect? Thou art try­ing to es­cape, thou fool, from toil and atone­ment.”

			So con­science spoke in Kmi­ta; and Kmi­ta saw that it was right, and vex­a­tion seized him, and a species of grief over his own con­science be­cause it spoke such bit­ter truth.

			“What shall I be­gin?” asked he, at last; “who will help me, who will save me?”

			Here some­how his knees be­gan to bend till at last he knelt down at the plank bed and be­gan to pray aloud, and im­plore from his whole soul and heart—

			“O Je­sus Christ, dear Lord,” said he, “as on the cross thou hadst pity for the thief, so now have pity for me. Be­hold I de­sire to cleanse my­self from sins, to be­gin a new life, and to serve my coun­try hon­est­ly; but I know not how, for I am fool­ish. I served those traitors, O Lord, al­so not so much from mal­ice, but es­pe­cial­ly as it were through fol­ly; en­light­en me, in­spire me, com­fort me in my de­spair, and res­cue me in thy mer­cy, or I per­ish.”

			Here Pan An­drei’s voice quiv­ered; he beat his broad breast till it thun­dered in the room, and re­peat­ed, “Be mer­ci­ful to me, a sin­ner! be mer­ci­ful to me, a sin­ner! Be mer­ci­ful to me, a sin­ner!” Then plac­ing his hands to­geth­er and stretch­ing them up­ward, he said, “And thou, Most Holy La­dy, in­sult­ed by heretics in this land, take my part with thy Son, in­ter­cede for my res­cue, desert me not in my suf­fer­ing and mis­ery, so that I may be able to serve thee, to avenge the in­sults against thee, and at the hour of my death have thee as a pa­troness for my un­hap­py soul.”

			When Pan An­drei was im­plor­ing thus, tears be­gan to fall from his eyes; at last he dropped his head on the plank bed and sank in­to si­lence, as if wait­ing for the ef­fect of his ar­dent prayer. Si­lence fol­lowed in the room, and on­ly the deep sound of the neigh­bor­ing pine-trees en­tered from out­side. Then chips crack­led un­der heavy steps be­yond the win­dow, and two men be­gan to speak—

			“What do you think, Sergeant? Where shall we go from here?”

			“Do I know?” an­swered Soro­ka. “We shall go some­where, maybe far off, to the king who is groan­ing un­der the Swedish hand.”

			“Is it true that all have left him?”

			“But the Lord God has not left him.”

			Kmi­ta rose sud­den­ly from the bed, but his face was clear and calm; he went straight to the door, and open­ing it said to the sol­dier—

			“Have the hors­es ready! it is time for the road!”

		
	
		
			XXX

			A move­ment rose quick­ly among the sol­diers, who were glad to go out of the for­est to the dis­tant world, all the more since they feared pur­suit on the part of Bo­guslav Radzivill; and old Kyem­lich went to the cab­in, un­der­stand­ing that Kmi­ta would need him.

			“Does your grace wish to go?” asked he.

			“I do. Will you guide me out of the for­est? Do you know all the roads?”

			“I know all the roads in these parts. But whith­er does your grace wish to go?”

			“To our gra­cious king.”

			The old man start­ed back in as­ton­ish­ment. “O Wise La­dy!” cried he. “To what king.”

			“Not to the Swedish, you may be sure.”

			Kyem­lich not on­ly failed to re­cov­er, but be­gan to make the sign of the cross.

			“Then sure­ly your grace does not know that peo­ple say our lord the king has tak­en refuge in Sile­sia, for all have de­sert­ed him. Krakow is be­sieged.”

			“We will go to Sile­sia.”

			“Well, but how are we to pass through the Swedes?”

			“Whether we pass through as no­bles or peas­ants, on horse­back or on foot, is all one to me, if on­ly we pass.”

			“Then too a tremen­dous lot of time is need­ed.”

			“We have time enough, but I should be glad to go as quick­ly as pos­si­ble.”

			Kyem­lich ceased to won­der. The old man was too cun­ning not to sur­mise that there was some par­tic­u­lar and se­cret cause for this un­der­tak­ing of Pan Kmi­ta’s, and that mo­ment a thou­sand sup­po­si­tions be­gan to crowd in­to his head. But as the sol­diers, on whom Pan An­drei had en­joined si­lence, said noth­ing to the old man or his sons about the seizure of Prince Bo­guslav, the sup­po­si­tion seemed to him most like­ly that the prince vo­evo­da of Vil­na had sent the young colonel on some mis­sion to the king. He was con­firmed in this opin­ion spe­cial­ly be­cause he count­ed Kmi­ta a zeal­ous ad­her­ent of Prince Yanush, and knew of his ser­vices to the het­man; for the con­fed­er­ate squadrons had spread tid­ings of him through­out the whole prov­ince of Podlyasye, cre­at­ing the opin­ion that Kmi­ta was a tyrant and a traitor.

			“The het­man is send­ing a con­fi­dant to the king,” thought the old man; “that means that sure­ly he wish­es to agree with him and leave the Swedes. Their rule must be bit­ter to him al­ready, else why send?”

			Old Kyem­lich did not strug­gle long over this ques­tion, for his in­ter­est in the mat­ter was al­to­geth­er dif­fer­ent; and name­ly, what prof­it could he draw from such cir­cum­stances? If he served Kmi­ta he would serve at the same time the het­man and the king, which would not be with­out a no­table re­ward. The fa­vor of such lords would be of ser­vice, too, should he be sum­moned to ac­count for old sins. Be­sides, there will sure­ly be war, the coun­try will flame up, and then plun­der will crawl of it­self in­to his hands. All this smiled at the old man, who be­sides was ac­cus­tomed to obey Kmi­ta, and had not ceased to fear him like fire, cher­ish­ing to­ward him al­so a cer­tain kind of love, which Kmi­ta knew how to rouse in all his sub­or­di­nates.

			“Your grace,” said he, “must go through the whole Com­mon­wealth to reach the king. Swedish troops are noth­ing, for we may avoid the towns and go through the woods; but the worst is that the woods, as is usu­al in un­qui­et times, are full of par­ties of free­boot­ers, who fall up­on trav­ellers; and your grace has few men.”

			“You will go with me, Pan Kyem­lich, and your sons and the men whom you have; there will be more of us.”

			“If your grace com­mands I will go, but I am a poor man. On­ly mis­ery with us; noth­ing more. How can I leave even this pover­ty and the roof over my head?”

			“What­ev­er you do will be paid for; and for you it is bet­ter to take your head out of this place while it is yet on your shoul­ders.”

			“All the Saints of the Lord! What does your grace say? How is that? What threat­ens me, in­no­cent man, in this place? Whom do we hin­der?”

			“I know you rob­bers!” an­swered Pan An­drei. “You had part­ner­ship with Kopy­styn­s­ki, and killed him; then you ran away from the courts, you served with me, you took away my cap­tured hors­es.”

			“As true as life! O Mighty La­dy!” cried the old man.

			“Wait and be silent! Then you re­turned to your old lair, and be­gan to rav­age in the neigh­bor­hood like rob­bers, tak­ing hors­es and booty ev­ery­where. Do not de­ny it, for I am not your judge, and you know best whether I tell the truth. If you take the hors­es of Zolotarenko, that is well; if the hors­es of the Swedes, that is well. If they catch you they will flay you; but that is their af­fair.”

			“True, true; but we take on­ly from the en­e­my,” said the old man.

			“Un­true; for you at­tack your own peo­ple, as your sons have con­fessed to me, and that is sim­ple rob­bery, and a stain on the name of a no­ble. Shame on you, rob­bers! you should be peas­ants, not no­bles.”

			“Your grace wrongs us,” said old fox, grow­ing red, “for we, re­mem­ber­ing our sta­tion, do no peas­ant deed. We do not take hors­es at night from any man’s sta­ble. It is some­thing dif­fer­ent to drive a herd from the fields, or to cap­ture hors­es. This is per­mit­ted, and there is no prej­u­dice to a no­ble there­from in time of war. But a horse in a sta­ble is sa­cred; and on­ly a gyp­sy, a Jew, or a peas­ant would steal from a sta­ble—not a no­ble. We, your grace, do not do that. But war is war!”

			“Though there were ten wars, on­ly in bat­tle can plun­der be tak­en; if you seek it on the road, you are rob­bers.”

			“God is wit­ness to our in­no­cence.”

			“But you have brewed beer here. In few words, it is bet­ter for you to leave this place, for soon­er or lat­er the hal­ter will take you. Come with me; you will wash away your sins with faith­ful ser­vice and win hon­or. I will re­ceive you to my ser­vice, in which there will be more prof­it than in those hors­es.”

			“We will go with your grace ev­ery­where; we will guide you through the Swedes and through the rob­bers—for true is the speech of your grace, that evil peo­ple per­se­cute us here ter­ri­bly, and for what? For our pover­ty—for noth­ing but our pover­ty. Per­haps God will take pity on us, and save us from suf­fer­ing.”

			Here old Kyem­lich rubbed his hands me­chan­i­cal­ly, and his eyes glit­tered. “From these works,” thought he, “it will boil in the coun­try as in a ket­tle, and fool­ish the man who takes no ad­van­tage.”

			Kmi­ta looked at him quick­ly. “On­ly don’t try to be­tray me!” said he, threat­en­ing­ly, “for you will not be able, and the hand of God on­ly could save you.”

			“We have nev­er be­trayed,” an­swered Kyem­lich, gloomi­ly, “and may God con­demn me if such a thought en­tered my head.”

			“I be­lieve you,” said Kmi­ta, af­ter a short si­lence, “for trea­son is some­thing dif­fer­ent from rob­bery; no rob­ber will be­tray.”

			“What does your grace com­mand now?” asked Kyem­lich.

			“First, here are two let­ters, re­quir­ing quick de­liv­ery. Have you sharp men?”

			“Where must they go?”

			“Let one go to the prince vo­evo­da, but with­out see­ing Radzivill him­self. Let him de­liv­er the let­ter in the first squadron of the prince, and come back with­out await­ing an an­swer.”

			“The pitch-mak­er will go; he is a sharp man and ex­pe­ri­enced.”

			“He will do. The sec­ond let­ter must be tak­en to Podlyasye; in­quire for Pan Volody­ovs­ki’s Lau­da squadron, and give it in­to the hands of the colonel him­self.”

			The old man be­gan to mut­ter cun­ning­ly, and thought, “I see work on ev­ery side; since he is sniff­ing with the con­fed­er­ates there will be boil­ing wa­ter—there will be, there will be!”

			“Your grace,” said he, aloud, “if there is not such a hur­ry with this let­ter, when we leave the for­est it per­haps might be giv­en to some man on the road. There are many no­bles here friend­ly to the con­fed­er­ates; any­one would take it will­ing­ly, and one man more would re­main to us.”

			“You have cal­cu­lat­ed shrewd­ly,” an­swered Kmi­ta, “for it is bet­ter that he who de­liv­ers the let­ter should not know from whom he takes it. Shall we go out of the for­est soon?”

			“As your grace wish­es. We can go out in two weeks, or to­mor­row.”

			“Of that lat­er; but now lis­ten to me care­ful­ly, Kyem­lich.”

			“I am at­tend­ing with all my mind, your grace.”

			“They have de­nounced me in the whole Com­mon­wealth as a tyrant, as de­vot­ed to the het­man, or al­to­geth­er to Swe­den. If the king knew who I am, he might not trust me, and might de­spise my in­ten­tion, which, if it is not sin­cere, God sees! Are you at­tend­ing, Kyem­lich?”

			“I am, your grace.”

			“There­fore I do not call my­self Kmi­ta, but Babinich, do you un­der­stand? No one must know my re­al name. Open not your lips; let not a breath out. If men ask whence I come, say that you joined me on the road and do not know, but say, ‘Whoso is cu­ri­ous, let him ask the man him­self.’ ”

			“I un­der­stand, your grace.”

			“Warn your sons, and al­so your men. Even if straps were cut out of them, they must say my name is Babinich. You will an­swer for this with your life.”

			“It will be so, your grace. I will go and tell my sons, for it is nec­es­sary to put ev­ery­thing in­to the heads of those rogues with a shov­el. Such is the joy I have with them. God has pun­ished me for the sins of my youth; that is the trou­ble. Let me say an­oth­er word, your grace.”

			“Speak bold­ly.”

			“It seems to me bet­ter not to tell sol­diers or men where we are go­ing.”

			“That is true.”

			“It is enough for them to know that Babinich, not Pan Kmi­ta, is trav­el­ling. And on such a jour­ney it is bet­ter to con­ceal your grace’s rank.”

			“Why?”

			“Be­cause the Swedes give pass­es to the more con­sid­er­able peo­ple; and whoso has not a pass, him they take to the com­man­dant.”

			“I have pass­es to the Swedish troops.”

			As­ton­ish­ment gleamed in the cun­ning eyes of Kyem­lich; but af­ter a while he asked, “Will your grace let me say once more what I think?”

			“If you give good coun­sel and de­lay not, speak; for I see that you are a clever man.”

			“If you have pass­es, it is bet­ter, for in need they may be shown; but if your grace is trav­el­ling on an er­rand that should re­main se­cret, it is safer not to show the pass­es. I know not whether they are giv­en in the name of Babinich or Kmi­ta; but if you show them, the trace will re­main and pur­suit will be eas­i­er.”

			“You have struck the point!” cried Kmi­ta. “I pre­fer to re­serve the pass­es for an­oth­er time, if it is pos­si­ble to go through with­out them.”

			“It is pos­si­ble, your grace; and that dis­guised ei­ther as a peas­ant or a pet­ty no­ble—which will be eas­i­er, for I have some clean clothes, a cap and gray coat, for ex­am­ple, just such as pet­ty no­bles wear. We may trav­el with a band of hors­es, as if we were go­ing to the fairs, and drive far­ther till we come to Lovich and War­saw, as I have done more than once dur­ing peace, and I know the roads. About this time there is a fair in Sob­o­ta, to which peo­ple come from afar. In Sob­o­ta we shall learn of oth­er places where there are fairs, and so on. The Swedes too take less note of small no­bles, for crowds of them stroll about at all the fairs. If some com­man­dant in­quires we will ex­plain our­selves, but if a small par­ty asks we will gal­lop over their bel­lies, God and the Most Holy La­dy per­mit­ting.”

			“But if they take our hors­es? Req­ui­si­tions in time of war are of dai­ly oc­cur­rence.”

			“Ei­ther they will buy or they will take them. If they buy we will go to Sob­o­ta, not to sell, but to buy hors­es; and if they take them, we will raise a lament and go with our com­plaint to War­saw and to Krakow.”

			“You have a cun­ning mind,” said Kmi­ta, “and I see that you will serve me. Even if the Swedes take these hors­es, some man will be found to pay for them.”

			“I was go­ing to Elko in Prus­sia with them; this turns out well, for just in that di­rec­tion does our road lie. From Elko we will go along the bound­ary, then turn to Os­trolenko, thence through the wilder­ness to Pul­tusk and to War­saw.”

			“Where is that Sob­o­ta?”24

			“Not far from Pyan­tek.”25

			“Are you jest­ing, Kyem­lich?”

			“How should I dare,” an­swered the old man, cross­ing his arms on his breast and bend­ing his head; “but they have such won­der­ful names for towns in this re­gion. It is a good bit of road be­yond Lovich, your grace.”

			“Are there large fairs in that Sob­o­ta?”

			“Not such as in Lovich; but there is one at this time of year, to which hors­es are driv­en from Prus­sia, and crowds of peo­ple as­sem­ble. Sure­ly it will not be worse this year, for it is qui­et about there. The Swedes are in pow­er ev­ery­where, and have gar­risons in the towns. Even if a man want­ed to rise against them, he could not.”

			“Then I will take your plan. We will go with hors­es, and that you suf­fer no loss I will pay for them in ad­vance.”

			“I thank your grace for the res­cue.”

			“On­ly get sheep­skin coats ready and com­mon sad­dles and sabres, for we will start at once. Tell your sons and men who I am, what my name is, that I am trav­el­ling with hors­es, that you and they are hired as­sis­tants. Hur­ry!”

			When the old man turned to the door, Pan An­drei said fur­ther, “No one will call me grace nor com­man­dant nor colonel, on­ly you and Babinich.”

			Kyem­lich went out, and an hour lat­er all were sit­ting on their hors­es ready to start on the long jour­ney. Kmi­ta dressed in the gray coat of a poor no­ble, a cap of worn sheep­skin, and with a ban­daged face, as if af­ter a du­el in some inn, was dif­fi­cult of recog­ni­tion, and looked re­al­ly like some poor dev­il of a no­ble, strolling from one fair to an­oth­er. He was sur­round­ed by peo­ple dressed in like fash­ion, armed with com­mon poor sabres, with long whips to drive the hors­es, and lar­i­ats to catch those that might try to es­cape.

			The sol­diers looked with as­ton­ish­ment at their colonel, mak­ing var­i­ous re­marks, in low tones, con­cern­ing him. It was a won­der to them that he was Babinich in­stead of Pan Kmi­ta, that they were to say you to him; and most of all shrugged his shoul­ders old Soro­ka, who, look­ing at the ter­ri­ble colonel as at a rain­bow, mut­tered to Biloüs—

			“That you will not pass my throat. Let him kill me, but I will give him, as of old, what be­longs to him.”

			The sol­diers knew not that the soul in Pan An­drei had changed as well as his ex­ter­nal form.

			“Move on!” cried Babinich, on a sud­den.

			The whips cracked; the rid­ers sur­round­ed the hors­es, which were hud­dled to­geth­er, and they moved on.

		
	
		
			XXXI

			Pass­ing along the very bound­ary be­tween the prov­ince of Trot­sk and Prus­sia, they trav­elled through broad and path­less forests known on­ly to Kyem­lich, un­til they en­tered Prus­sia and reached Leng, or, as old Kyem­lich, called it, Elko, where they got news of pub­lic af­fairs from no­bles stop­ping there, who, tak­ing their wives, chil­dren, and ef­fects, had fled from the Swedes and sought refuge un­der the pow­er of the elec­tor.

			Leng had the look of a camp, or rather it might be thought that some pet­ty di­et was in ses­sion there. The no­bles drank Prus­sian beer in the pub­lic hous­es, and talked, while ev­ery now and then some­one brought news. With­out mak­ing in­quiries and mere­ly by lis­ten­ing with care, Babinich learned that Roy­al Prus­sia and the chief towns in it had tak­en de­ci­sive­ly the side of Yan Kaz­imir, and had made a treaty of mu­tu­al de­fence with the elec­tor against ev­ery en­e­my. It was said, how­ev­er, that in spite of the treaty the most con­sid­er­able towns were un­will­ing to ad­mit the elec­tor’s gar­risons, fear­ing lest that adroit prince, when he had once en­tered with armed hand, might hold them for good, or might in the de­ci­sive mo­ment join him­self treach­er­ous­ly to the Swedes—a deed which his in­born cun­ning made him ca­pa­ble of do­ing.

			The no­bles mur­mured against this dis­trust en­ter­tained by towns­peo­ple; but Pan An­drei, know­ing the Radzivill in­trigues with the elec­tor, had to gnaw his tongue to re­frain from telling what was known to him. He was held back by the thought that it was dan­ger­ous in Elec­toral Prus­sia to speak open­ly against the elec­tor; and sec­ond­ly, be­cause it did not be­seem a small gray-coat­ed no­ble who was go­ing to a fair with hors­es, to en­ter in­to the in­tri­cate sub­ject of pol­i­tics, over which the ablest states­men were rack­ing their brains to no pur­pose.

			He sold a pair of hors­es, bought new ones, and jour­neyed far­ther, along the Prus­sian bound­ary, but by the road lead­ing from Leng to Shchuchyn, sit­u­at­ed in the very cor­ner of the prov­ince of Ma­zovia, be­tween Prus­sia on the one side and the prov­ince of Podlyasye on the oth­er. To Shchuchyn Pan An­drei had no wish to go, for he learned that in that town were the quar­ters of the con­fed­er­ate squadron com­mand­ed by Volody­ovs­ki.

			Volody­ovs­ki must have passed over al­most the same road on which Kmi­ta was trav­el­ling, and stopped be­fore the very bound­ary of Podlyasye, ei­ther for a short rest or for tem­po­rary quar­ters, in Shchuchyn, where it must have been eas­i­er to find food for men and hors­es than in great­ly plun­dered Podlyasye.

			Kmi­ta did not wish to meet the fa­mous colonel, for he judged that hav­ing no proofs, ex­cept words, he would not be able to per­suade Volody­ovs­ki of his con­ver­sion and sin­cer­i­ty. He gave com­mand, there­fore, to turn to the west to­ward Van­sosh, ten miles from Shchuchyn. As to the let­ter he de­ter­mined to send it to Pan Michael at the first op­por­tu­ni­ty.

			But be­fore ar­riv­ing at Van­sosh, they stopped at a way­side inn called “The Man­drake,” and dis­posed them­selves for a night’s rest, which promised to be com­fort­able, for there was no one at the inn save the host, a Prus­sian.

			But bare­ly had Kmi­ta with the three Kyem­lich­es and Soro­ka sat down to sup­per when the rat­tling of wheels and the tramp of hors­es were heard. As the sun had not gone down yet, Kmi­ta went out in front of the inn to see who was com­ing, for he was cu­ri­ous to know if it was some Swedish par­ty; but in­stead of Swedes he saw a car­riage, and fol­low­ing it two pack-wag­ons, sur­round­ed by armed men.

			At the first glance it was easy to see that some per­son­age was com­ing. The car­riage was drawn by four good Prus­sian hors­es, with large bones and rather short backs; a jock­ey sat on one of the front hors­es, hold­ing two beau­ti­ful dogs in a leash; on the seat was a driv­er, and at his side a haiduk dressed in Hun­gar­i­an fash­ion; in the car­riage was the lord him­self, in a cloak lined with wolf­skin and fas­tened with nu­mer­ous gild­ed but­tons.

			In the rear fol­lowed two wag­ons, well filled, and at each of them four ser­vants armed with sabres and guns.

			The lord, though a per­son­age, was still quite young, a lit­tle be­yond twen­ty. He had a plump, red face, and in his whole per­son there was ev­i­dence that he did not stint him­self in eat­ing.

			When the car­riage stopped, the haiduk sprang to give his hand to help down the lord; but the lord, see­ing Kmi­ta stand­ing on the thresh­old, beck­oned with his glove, and called—

			“Come this way, my good friend!”

			Kmi­ta in­stead of go­ing to him with­drew to the in­te­ri­or, for anger seized him at once. He had not be­come ac­cus­tomed yet to the gray coat, or to be­ing beck­oned at with a glove. He went back there­fore, sat at the ta­ble, and be­gan to eat. The un­known lord came in af­ter him. When he had en­tered he half closed his eyes, for it was dark in the room, since there was mere­ly a small fire burn­ing in the chim­ney.

			“But why did no one come out as I was driv­ing up?” asked the un­known lord.

			“The host has gone to an­oth­er room,” an­swered Kmi­ta, “and we are trav­ellers, like your grace.”

			“Thank you for the con­fi­dence. And what man­ner of trav­ellers?”

			“Oh, a no­ble trav­el­ling with hors­es.”

			“And your com­pa­ny are no­bles too?”

			“Poor men, but no­bles.”

			“With the fore­head, then, with the fore­head. Whith­er is God guid­ing you?”

			“From fair to fair, to sell hors­es.”

			“If you stay here all night, I’ll see, per­haps I’ll pick out some­thing. Mean­while will you per­mit me to join you at the ta­ble?”

			The un­known lord asked, it is true, if they would let him sit with them, but in such a tone as if he were per­fect­ly sure that they would; and he was not mis­tak­en. The young horse-deal­er said—

			“We beg your grace very kind­ly, though we have noth­ing to of­fer but sausage and peas.”

			“There are bet­ter dain­ties in my bags,” an­swered the lordling, not with­out a cer­tain pride; “but I have a sol­dier’s palate, and sausage with peas, if well cooked, I pre­fer to ev­ery­thing.” When he had said this—and he spoke very slow­ly, though he looked quick­ly and sharply—he took his seat on the bench on which Kmi­ta pushed aside to give con­ve­nient room.

			“Oh, I beg, I beg, do not in­com­mode your­self. On the road rank is not re­gard­ed; and though you were to punch me with your el­bow, the crown would not fall from my head.”

			Kmi­ta, who was push­ing a plate of peas to the un­known, and who, as has been said, was not used to such treat­ment, would cer­tain­ly have bro­ken the plate on the head of the puffed up young man if there had not been some­thing in that pride of his which amused Pan An­drei; there­fore not on­ly did he re­strain his in­ter­nal im­pulse at once, but laughed and said—

			“Such times are the present, your grace, that crowns fall from the lofti­est heads; for ex­am­ple, our king Yan Kaz­imir, who by right should wear two crowns, has none, un­less it be one of thorns.”

			The un­known looked quick­ly at Kmi­ta, then sighed and said, “Times are such now that it is bet­ter not to speak of this un­less with con­fi­dants.” Then af­ter a mo­ment he added: “But you have brought that out well. You must have served with pol­ished peo­ple, for your speech shows more train­ing than your rank.”

			“Rub­bing against peo­ple, I have heard this and that, but I have nev­er been a ser­vant.”

			“Whence are you by birth, I beg to ask?”

			“From a vil­lage in the prov­ince of Trot­sk.”

			“Birth in a vil­lage is no draw­back, if you are on­ly no­ble; that’s the main thing. What is to be heard in Lithua­nia?”

			“The old sto­ry—no lack of traitors.”

			“Traitors, do you say? What kind of traitors?”

			“Those who have de­sert­ed the king and the Com­mon­wealth.”

			“How is the prince vo­evo­da of Vil­na?”

			“Sick, it is said; his breath fails him.”

			“God give him health, he is a wor­thy lord!”

			“For the Swedes he is, since he opened the gates to them.”

			“I see that you are not a par­ti­san of his.”

			Kmi­ta no­ticed that the stranger, while ask­ing him ques­tions as it were good-na­tured­ly, was ob­serv­ing him.

			“What do I care!” said he; “let oth­ers think of him. My fear is that the Swedes may take my hors­es in req­ui­si­tion.”

			“You should have sold them on the spot, then. In Podlyasye are sta­tioned, very like­ly, the squadrons which re­belled against the het­man, and sure­ly they have not too many hors­es.”

			“I do not know that, for I have not been among them, though some man in pass­ing gave me a let­ter to one of their colonels, to be de­liv­ered when pos­si­ble.”

			“How could that pass­ing man give you a let­ter when you are not go­ing to Podlyasye?”

			“Be­cause in Shchuchyn one con­fed­er­ate squadron is sta­tioned, there­fore the man said to me, ‘Ei­ther give it your­self or find an op­por­tu­ni­ty in pass­ing Shchuchyn.’ ”

			“That comes out well, for I am go­ing to Shchuchyn.”

			“Your grace is flee­ing al­so be­fore the Swedes?”

			The un­known, in­stead of an an­swer, looked at Kmi­ta and asked phleg­mat­i­cal­ly, “Why do you say al­so, since you not on­ly are not flee­ing from the Swedes, but are go­ing among them and will sell them hors­es, if they do not take your beasts by force?”

			At this Kmi­ta shrugged his shoul­ders. “I said al­so, be­cause in Leng I saw many no­bles who es­caped be­fore the Swedes; and as to me, if all were to serve them as much as I wish to serve them, I think they would not warm the places here long.”

			“Are you not afraid to say this?”

			“I am not afraid, for I am not a cow­ard, and in the sec­ond place your grace is go­ing to Shchuchyn, and there ev­ery­one says aloud what he thinks. God grant a quick pas­sage from talk­ing to ac­tion.”

			“I see that you are a man of wit be­yond your sta­tion,” re­peat­ed the un­known. “But if you love not the Swedes, why leave these squadrons, which have mu­tinied against the het­man? Have they mu­tinied be­cause their wages were kept back, or from caprice? No! but be­cause they would not serve the het­man and the Swedes. It would have been bet­ter for those sol­diers, poor fel­lows, to re­main un­der the het­man, but they pre­ferred to give them­selves the name of rebels, to ex­pose them­selves to hunger, hard­ships, and many de­struc­tive things, rather than act against the king. That it will come to war be­tween them and the Swedes is cer­tain, and it would have come al­ready were it not that the Swedes have not ad­vanced to that cor­ner as yet. Wait, they will come, they will meet here, and then you will see!”

			“I think, too, that war will be­gin here very soon,” said Kmi­ta.

			“Well, if you have such an opin­ion, and a sin­cere ha­tred for the Swedes—which looks out of your eyes, for you speak truth, I am a judge of that—then why not join these wor­thy sol­diers? Is it not time, do they not need hands and sabres? Not a few hon­or­able men are serv­ing among them, who pre­fer their own king to a for­eign one, and soon there will be more of these. You come from places in which men know not the Swedes as yet, but those who have made their ac­quain­tance are shed­ding hot tears. In Great Poland, though it sur­ren­dered to them of its own will, they thumb­screw no­bles, plun­der, make req­ui­si­tions, seize ev­ery­thing they can. At present in this prov­ince their man­ner is no bet­ter. Gen­er­al Sten­bok gave forth a man­i­festo that each man re­main qui­et­ly at home, and his prop­er­ty would be re­spect­ed. But what good was in that! The Gen­er­al has his will, and the small­est com­man­dants have theirs, so that no man is sure of to­mor­row, nor of what prop­er­ty he holds. Ev­ery man wish­es to get good of what he has, to use it in peace, wants it to bring him plea­sure. But now the first best ad­ven­tur­er will come and say, ‘Give.’ If you do not give, he will find rea­son to strip you of your prop­er­ty, or with­out rea­son will have your head cut off. Many shed bit­ter tears, when they think of their for­mer king. All are op­pressed and look to those con­fed­er­ates un­ceas­ing­ly, to see if some res­cue for the coun­try and the peo­ple will not come from them.”

			“Your grace, as I see, has no bet­ter wish for the Swedes than I have,” said Kmi­ta.

			The un­known looked around as it were with a cer­tain alarm, but soon calmed him­self and spoke on—

			“I would that pesti­lence crushed them, and I hide that not from you, for it seems to me that you are hon­est; and though you were not hon­est, you would not bind me and take me to the Swedes, for I should not yield, hav­ing armed men, and a sabre at my side.”

			“Your grace may be sure that I will not harm you; your courage is to my heart. And it pleas­es me that your grace did not hes­i­tate to leave prop­er­ty be­hind, in which the en­e­my will not fail to pun­ish you. Such good­will to the coun­try is high­ly de­serv­ing of praise.”

			Kmi­ta be­gan un­wit­ting­ly to speak in a pa­tron­iz­ing tone, as a su­pe­ri­or to a sub­or­di­nate, with­out think­ing that such words might seem strange in the mouth of a small horse-deal­ing no­ble; but ap­par­ent­ly the young lord did not pay at­ten­tion to that, for he mere­ly winked cun­ning­ly and said—

			“But am I a fool? With me the first rule is that my own shall not leave me, for what the Lord God has giv­en must be re­spect­ed. I stayed at home qui­et­ly with my pro­duce and grain, and when I had sold in Prus­sia all my crops, cat­tle, and uten­sils, I thought to my­self: ‘It is time for the road. Let them take vengeance on me now, let them take what­ev­er pleas­es their taste.’ ”

			“Your grace has left the hind and the build­ings for good?”

			“Yes, for I hired the starosta­ship of Van­sosh from the vo­evo­da of Ma­zovia, and just now the term has ex­pired. I have not paid the last rent, and I will not, for I hear the vo­evo­da of Ma­zovia is an ad­her­ent of the Swedes. Let the rent be lost to him for that, and it will add to my ready mon­ey.”

			“ ’Pon my word,” said Kmi­ta, smil­ing, “I see that your grace is not on­ly a brave cav­a­lier, but an adroit one.”

			“Of course,” replied the un­known. “Adroit­ness is the main thing! But I was not speak­ing of that. Why is it that, feel­ing the wrongs of our coun­try and of our gra­cious king, you do not go to those hon­or­able sol­diers in Podlyasye and join their ban­ner? You would serve both God and your­self; luck might come, for to more than one has it hap­pened to come out of war a great man, from be­ing a small no­ble. It is ev­i­dent that you are bold and res­o­lute, and since your birth is no hin­drance, you might ad­vance quick­ly to some for­tune, if God fa­vors you with booty. If you do not squan­der that which here and there will fall in­to your hands, the purse will grow heavy. I do not know whether you have land or not, but you may have it; with a purse it is not hard to rent an es­tate, and from rent­ing an es­tate to own­ing one, with the help of the Lord, is not far. And so, be­gin­ning as an at­ten­dant, you may die an of­fi­cer, or in some dig­ni­ty in the coun­try, in case you are not lazy in la­bor; for whoso ris­es ear­ly, to him God gives trea­sure.”

			Kmi­ta gnawed his mus­tache, for laugh­ter seized him; then his face quiv­ered, and he squirmed, for from time to time pain came from the heal­ing wound. The un­known con­tin­ued—

			“As to re­ceiv­ing you there, they will re­ceive you, for they need men; be­sides, you have pleased me, and I take you un­der my pro­tec­tion, with which you may be cer­tain of pro­mo­tion.”

			Here the young man raised his plump face with pride, and be­gan to smooth his mus­tach­es; at last he said—

			“Will you be my at­ten­dant, car­ry my sabre, and man­age my men?”

			Kmi­ta did not re­strain him­self, but burst out in sin­cere, joy­ous laugh­ter, so that all his teeth gleamed.

			“Why laugh?” asked the un­known, frown­ing.

			“From de­light at the ser­vice.”

			But the youth­ful per­son­age was of­fend­ed in earnest, and said—

			“He was a fool who taught you such man­ners, and be care­ful with whom you are speak­ing, lest you ex­ceed mea­sure in fa­mil­iar­i­ty.”

			“For­give me, your grace,” an­swered Kmi­ta, joy­ous­ly, “for re­al­ly I do not know be­fore whom I am stand­ing.”

			The young lord put his hands on his hips: “I am Pan Jendzian of Van­sosh,” said he, with im­por­tance.

			Kmi­ta had opened his mouth to tell his as­sumed name, when Biloüs came hur­ried­ly in­to the room.

			“Pan Com—”

			Here the sol­dier, stopped by the threat­en­ing look of Kmi­ta, was con­fused, stam­mered, and fi­nal­ly coughed out with ef­fort—

			“I beg to tell you some peo­ple are com­ing.”

			“Where from?”

			“From Shchuchyn.”

			Kmi­ta was em­bar­rassed, but hid­ing his con­fu­sion quick­ly, he an­swered, “Be on your guard. Are there many?”

			“About ten men on horse­back.”

			“Have the pis­tols ready. Go!”

			When the sol­dier had gone out, Kmi­ta turned to Pan Jendzian of Van­sosh and asked—

			“Are they not Swedes?”

			“Since you are go­ing to them,” an­swered Pan Jendzian, who for some time had looked with as­ton­ish­ment on the young no­ble, “you must meet them soon­er or lat­er.”

			“I should pre­fer the Swedes to rob­bers, of whom there are many ev­ery­where. Whoso goes with hors­es must go armed and keep on the watch, for hors­es are very tempt­ing.”

			“If it is true that Pan Volody­ovs­ki is in Shchuchyn,” said Pan Jendzian, “this is sure­ly a par­ty of his. Be­fore they take up their quar­ters there they wish to know if the coun­try is safe, for with Swedes at the bor­der it would be dif­fi­cult to re­main in qui­et.”

			When he heard this, Pan An­drei walked around in the room and sat down in its dark­est cor­ner, where the sides of the chim­ney cast a deep shad­ow on the cor­ner of the ta­ble; but mean­while the sound of the tramp and snort­ing of hors­es came in from out­side, and af­ter a time a num­ber of men en­tered the room.

			Walk­ing in ad­vance, a gi­gan­tic fel­low struck with wood­en foot the loose planks in the floor of the room. Kmi­ta looked at him, and the heart died with­in his bo­som. It was Yuz­va Butrym, called Foot­less.

			“But where is the host?” in­quired he, halt­ing in the mid­dle of the room.

			“I am here!” an­swered the innkeep­er, “at your ser­vice.”

			“Oats for the hors­es!”

			“I have no oats, ex­cept what these men are us­ing.” Say­ing this, he point­ed at Jendzian and the horse-deal­er’s men.

			“Whose men are you?” asked Jendzian.

			“And who are you your­self?”

			“The staros­ta of Van­sosh.”

			His own peo­ple usu­al­ly called Jendzian staros­ta, as he was the ten­ant of a starosta­ship, and he thus named him­self on the most im­por­tant oc­ca­sions.

			Yuz­va Butrym was con­fused, see­ing with what a high per­son­age he had to do; there­fore he re­moved his cap, and said—

			“With the fore­head, great mighty lord. It was not pos­si­ble to rec­og­nize dig­ni­ty in the dark.”

			“Whose men are these?” re­peat­ed Jendzian, plac­ing his hands on his hips.

			“The Lau­da men from the for­mer Bille­vich squadron, and now of Pan Volody­ovs­ki’s.”

			“For God’s sake! Then Pan Volody­ovs­ki is in the town of Shchuchyn?”

			“In his own per­son, and with oth­er colonels who have come from Jmud.”

			“Praise be to God, praise be to God!” re­peat­ed the de­light­ed staros­ta. “And what colonels are with Pan Volody­ovs­ki?”

			“Pan Mirs­ki was,” an­swered Butrym, “till apoplexy struck him on the road; but Pan Os­ky­erko is there, and Pan Ko­val­s­ki, and the two Skshetuskis.”

			“What Skshetuskis?” cried Jendzian. “Is not one of them Skshetus­ki from Bu­jets?”

			“I do not know where he lives,” said Butrym, “but I know that he was at Zbaraj.”

			“Save us! that is my lord!”

			Here Jendzian saw how strange­ly such a word would sound in the mouth of a staros­ta, and added—

			“My lord god­son’s fa­ther, I want­ed to say.”

			The staros­ta said this with­out fore­thought, for in fact he had been the sec­ond god­fa­ther to Skshetus­ki’s first son, Yarem­ka.

			Mean­while thoughts one af­ter an­oth­er were crowd­ing to the head of Pan Kmi­ta, sit­ting in the dark cor­ner of the room. First the soul with­in him was roused at sight of the ter­ri­ble gray­coat, and his hand grasped the sabre in­vol­un­tar­i­ly. For he knew that Yuz­va, main­ly, had caused the death of his com­rades, and was his most in­vet­er­ate en­e­my. The old-time Pan Kmi­ta would have com­mand­ed to take him and tear him with hors­es, but the Pan Babinich of that day con­trolled him­self. Alarm, how­ev­er, seized him at the thought that if the man were to rec­og­nize him var­i­ous dan­gers might come to his far­ther jour­ney and the whole un­der­tak­ing. He de­ter­mined, there­fore, not to let him­self be known, and he pushed ev­er deep­er in­to the shade; at last he put his el­bow on the ta­ble, and plac­ing his head in his palms be­gan to feign sleep; but at the same time he whis­pered to Soro­ka, who was sit­ting at the ta­ble—

			“Go to the sta­ble, let the hors­es be ready. We will go in the night.”

			Soro­ka rose and went out; Kmi­ta still feigned sleep. Var­i­ous mem­o­ries came to his head. These peo­ple re­mind­ed him of Lau­da, Vodok­ty, and that brief past which had van­ished as a dream. When a short time be­fore Yuz­va Butrym said that he be­longed to the for­mer Bille­vich squadron, the heart trem­bled in Pan An­drei at the mere name. And it came to his mind that it was al­so evening, that the fire was burn­ing in the chim­ney in the same way, when he dropped un­ex­pect­ed­ly in­to Vodok­ty, as if with the snow, and for the first time saw in the ser­vants’ hall Olen­ka among the spin­ners.

			He saw now with closed lids, as if with eye­sight, that bright, calm la­dy; he re­mem­bered ev­ery­thing that had tak­en place—how she wished to be his guardian an­gel, to strength­en him in good, to guard him from evil, to show him the straight road of wor­thi­ness. If he had lis­tened to her, if he had lis­tened to her! She knew al­so what ought to be done, on what side to stand; knew where was virtue, hon­esty, du­ty, and sim­ply would have tak­en him by the hand and led him, if he had lis­tened to her.

			Here love, roused by re­mem­brance, rose so much in Pan An­drei’s heart that he was ready to pour out all his blood, if he could fall at the feet of that la­dy; and at that mo­ment he was ready to fall on the neck of that bear of Lau­da, that slay­er of his com­rades, sim­ply be­cause he was from that re­gion, had named the Bille­vich­es, had seen Olen­ka.

			His own name re­peat­ed a num­ber of times by Yuz­va Butrym roused him first from his mus­ing. The ten­ant of Van­sosh in­quired about ac­quain­tances, and Yuz­va told him what had hap­pened in Kyedani from the time of the mem­o­rable treaty of the het­man with the Swedes; he spoke of the op­pres­sion of the army, the im­pris­on­ment of the colonels, of send­ing them to Bir­ji, and their for­tu­nate es­cape. The name of Kmi­ta, cov­ered with all the hor­ror of trea­son and cru­el­ty, was re­peat­ed promi­nent­ly in those nar­ra­tives. Yuz­va did not know that Pan Volody­ovs­ki, the Skshetuskis, and Za­glo­ba owed their lives to Kmi­ta; but he told of what had hap­pened in Bille­viche—

			“Our colonel seized that traitor in Bille­viche, as a fox in his den, and straight­way com­mand­ed to lead him to death; I took him with great de­light, for the hand of God had reached him, and from mo­ment to mo­ment I held the lantern to his eyes, to see if he showed any sor­row. But no! He went bold­ly, not con­sid­er­ing that he would stand be­fore the judg­ment of God—such is his repro­bate na­ture. And when I ad­vised him to make even the sign of the cross, he an­swered, ‘Shut thy mouth, fel­low; ’tis no af­fair of thine!’ We post­ed him un­der a pear-tree out­side the vil­lage, and I was al­ready giv­ing the word, when Pan Za­glo­ba, who went with us, gave the or­der to search him, to see if he had pa­pers on his per­son. A let­ter was found. Pan Za­glo­ba said, ‘Hold the light!’ and he read. He had bare­ly be­gun read­ing when he caught his head: ‘Je­sus, Mary! bring him back to the house!’ Pan Za­glo­ba mount­ed his horse and rode off, and we brought Kmi­ta back, think­ing they would burn him be­fore death, to get in­for­ma­tion from him. But noth­ing of the kind! They let the traitor go free. It was not for my head to judge what they found in the let­ter, but I would not have let him go.”

			“What was in that let­ter?” asked the ten­ant of Van­sosh.

			“I know not; I on­ly think that there must have been still oth­er of­fi­cers in the hands of the prince vo­evo­da, who would have had them shot right away if we had shot Kmi­ta. Be­sides, our colonel may have tak­en pity on the tears of Pan­na Bille­vich, for she fell in a faint so that hard­ly were they able to bring her to her sens­es. I do not make bold to com­plain; still evil has hap­pened, for the harm which that man has done, Lu­cifer him­self would not be ashamed of. All Lithua­nia weeps through him; and how many wid­ows and or­phans and how many poor peo­ple com­plain against him is known to God on­ly. Whoso de­stroys him will have mer­it in heav­en and be­fore men.”

			Here con­ver­sa­tion turned again to Pan Volody­ovs­ki, the Skshetuskis, and the squadrons in Podlyasye.

			“It is hard to find pro­vi­sions,” said Butrym, “for the lands of the het­man are plun­dered com­plete­ly—noth­ing can be found in them for the tooth of a man or a horse; and the no­bles are poor in the vil­lages, as with us in Jmud. The colonels have de­ter­mined there­fore to di­vide the hors­es in­to hun­dreds, and post them five or ten miles apart. But when win­ter comes, I can­not tell what will hap­pen.”

			Kmi­ta, who had lis­tened pa­tient­ly while the con­ver­sa­tion touched him, moved now, and had opened his mouth to say from his dark cor­ner, “The het­man will take you, when thus di­vid­ed, one by one, like lob­sters from a net.” But at that mo­ment the door opened, and in it stood Soro­ka, whom Kmi­ta had sent to get the hors­es ready for the road. The light from the chim­ney fell straight on the stern face of the sergeant. Yuz­va Butrym glanced at him, looked a long time, then turned to Jendzian and asked—

			“Is that a ser­vant of your great might­i­ness? I know him from some place or an­oth­er.”

			“No,” replied Jendzian; “those are no­bles go­ing with hors­es to fairs.”

			“But whith­er?” asked Yuz­va.

			“To Sob­o­ta,” said old Kyem­lich.

			“Where is that?”

			“Not far from Pyan­tek.”

			Yuz­va ac­count­ed this an­swer an un­time­ly jest, as Kmi­ta had pre­vi­ous­ly, and said with a frown, “An­swer when peo­ple ask!”

			“By what right do you ask?”

			“I can make that clear to you, for I am sent out to see if there are not sus­pi­cious men in the neigh­bor­hood. In­deed it seems to me there are some, who do not wish to tell where they are go­ing.”

			Kmi­ta, fear­ing that a fight might rise out of this con­ver­sa­tion, said, with­out mov­ing from the dark cor­ner—

			“Be not an­gry, wor­thy sol­dier, for Pyan­tek and Sob­o­ta are towns, like oth­ers, in which horse-fairs are held in the fall. If you do not be­lieve, ask the lord staros­ta, who must know of them.”

			“They are reg­u­lar places,” said Jendzian.

			“In that case it is all right. But why go to those places? You can sell hors­es in Shchuchyn, where there is a great lack of them, and those which we took in Pil­vish­ki are good for noth­ing; they are galled.”

			“Ev­ery man goes where it is bet­ter for him, and we know our own road,” an­swered Kmi­ta.

			“I know not whether it is bet­ter for you; but it is not bet­ter for us that hors­es are driv­en to the Swedes and in­for­mants go to them.”

			“It is a won­der to me,” said the ten­ant of Van­sosh. “These peo­ple talk against the Swedes, and some­how they are in a hur­ry to go to them.” Here he turned to Kmi­ta: “And you do not seem to me great­ly like a horse-deal­er, for I saw a fine ring on your fin­ger, of which no lord would be ashamed.”

			“If it has pleased your grace, buy it of me; I gave two quar­ters for it in Leng.”

			“Two quar­ters? Then it is not gen­uine, but a splen­did coun­ter­feit. Show it.”

			“Take it, your grace.”

			“Can you not move your­self? Must I go?”

			“I am ter­ri­bly tired.”

			“Ah, broth­er, a man would say that you are try­ing to hide your face.”

			Hear­ing this, Yuz­va said not a word, but ap­proached the chim­ney, took out a burn­ing brand, and hold­ing it high above his head, went straight to­ward Kmi­ta and held the light be­fore his eyes.

			Kmi­ta rose in an in­stant to his whole height, and dur­ing one wink of an eye­lid they looked at each oth­er eye to eye. Sud­den­ly the brand fell from the hand of Yuz­va, scat­ter­ing a thou­sand sparks on the way.

			“Je­sus, Mary!” screamed Butrym, “this is Kmi­ta!”

			“I am he!” said Pan An­drei, see­ing that there were no fur­ther means of con­ceal­ment.

			“This way, this way! Seize him!” shout­ed Yuz­va to the sol­diers who had re­mained out­side. Then turn­ing to Pan An­drei, he said—

			“Thou art he, O hell-dweller, traitor! Thou art that Sa­tan in per­son! Once thou didst slip from my hands, and now thou art hur­ry­ing in dis­guise to the Swedes. Thou art that Ju­das, that tor­tur­er of wom­en and men! I have thee!”

			So say­ing, he seized Pan An­drei by the shoul­der; but Pan An­drei seized him. First, how­ev­er, the two young Kyem­lich­es, Kos­ma and Dami­an, had risen from the bench, al­most touch­ing the ceil­ing with their bushy heads, and Kos­ma asked—

			“Shall we pound, fa­ther?”

			“Pound!” an­swered old Kyem­lich, un­sheath­ing his sabre.

			The doors burst open, and Yuz­va’s sol­diers rushed in; but be­hind them, al­most on their necks, came Kyem­lich’s men.

			Yuz­va caught Pan An­drei by the shoul­der, and in his right hand held a naked rapi­er, mak­ing a whirl­wind and light­ning with it around him­self. But Pan An­drei, though he had not the gi­gan­tic strength of his en­e­my, seized Butrym’s throat as if in a vice. Yuz­va’s eyes were com­ing out; he tried to stun Kmi­ta with the hilt of his rapi­er, but did not suc­ceed, for Kmi­ta thun­dered first on his fore­head with the hilt of his sabre. Yuz­va’s fin­gers, hold­ing the shoul­der of his op­po­nent, opened at once; he tot­tered and bent back­ward un­der the blow. To make room for a sec­ond blow, Kmi­ta pushed him again, and slashed him with full sweep on the face with his sabre. Yuz­va fell on his back like an oak-tree, strik­ing the floor with his skull.

			“Strike!” cried Kmi­ta, in whom was roused, in one mo­ment, the old fight­ing spir­it.

			But he had no need to urge, for it was boil­ing in the room, as in a pot. The two young Kyem­lich­es slashed with their sabres, and at times butted with their heads, like a pair of bul­locks, putting down a man with each blow; af­ter them ad­vanced their old fa­ther, bend­ing ev­ery mo­ment to the floor, half clos­ing his eyes, and thrust­ing quick­ly the point of his weapon un­der the arms of his sons.

			But Soro­ka, ac­cus­tomed to fight­ing in inns and close quar­ters, spread the great­est de­struc­tion. He pressed his op­po­nents so sore­ly that they could not reach him with a blade; and when he had dis­charged his pis­tols in the crowd, he smashed heads with the butts of the pis­tols, crush­ing noses, knock­ing out teeth and eyes. Kyem­lich’s ser­vants and Kmi­ta’s two sol­diers aid­ed their mas­ters.

			The fight moved from the ta­ble to the up­per end of the room. The Lau­da men de­fend­ed them­selves with rage; but from the mo­ment that Kmi­ta, hav­ing fin­ished Yuz­va, sprang in­to the fight and stretched out an­oth­er Butrym, the vic­to­ry be­gan to in­cline to his side.

			Jendzian’s ser­vants al­so sprang in­to the room with sabres and guns; but though their mas­ter cried, “Strike!” they were at a loss what to do, for they could not dis­tin­guish one side from the oth­er, since the Lau­da men wore no uni­forms, and in the dis­tur­bance the staros­ta’s young men were pun­ished by both sides.

			Jendzian held him­self care­ful­ly out­side the bat­tle, wish­ing to rec­og­nize Kmi­ta, and point him out for a shot; but by the faint light of the fire Kmi­ta van­ished time af­ter time from his eye—at one in­stant spring­ing to view as red as a dev­il, then again lost in dark­ness.

			Re­sis­tance on the part of the Lau­da men grew weak­er and weak­er, for the fall of Yuz­va and the ter­ri­ble name of Kmi­ta had less­ened their courage; still they fought on with rage. Mean­while the innkeep­er went past the strug­glers qui­et­ly with a buck­et of wa­ter in his hand and dashed it on the fire. In the room fol­lowed black dark­ness; the strug­glers gath­ered in­to such a dense crowd that they could strike with fists on­ly; af­ter a while cries ceased; on­ly pant­ing breaths could be heard, and the or­der­less stamp of boots. Through the door, then flung open, sprang first Jendzian’s peo­ple, af­ter them the Lau­da men, then Kmi­ta’s at­ten­dants.

			Pur­suit be­gan in the first room, in the bins be­fore the house, and in the shed. Some shots were heard; then up­roar and the noise of hors­es. A bat­tle be­gan at Jendzian’s wag­ons, un­der which his peo­ple hid them­selves; the Lau­da men too sought refuge there, and Jendzian’s peo­ple, tak­ing them for the oth­er par­ty, fired at them a num­ber of times.

			“Sur­ren­der!” cried old Kyem­lich, thrust­ing the point of his sabre be­tween the spokes of the wag­on and stab­bing at ran­dom the men crouched be­neath.

			“Stop! we sur­ren­der!” an­swered a num­ber of voic­es.

			Then the peo­ple from Van­sosh threw from un­der the wag­on their sabres and guns; af­ter that the young Kyem­lich­es be­gan to drag them out by the hair, till the old man cried—

			“To the wag­ons! take what comes un­der your hands! Quick! quick! to the wag­ons!”

			The young men did not let the com­mand be giv­en thrice, but rushed to un­tie the cov­er­ings, from be­neath which the swollen sides of Jendzian’s sacks ap­peared. They had be­gun to throw out the sacks, when sud­den­ly Kmi­ta’s voice thun­dered—

			“Stop!”

			And Kmi­ta, sup­port­ing his com­mand by his hand, fell to slash­ing them with the flat of his bloody sabre.

			Kos­ma and Dami­an sprang quick­ly aside.

			“Can­not we take them, your grace?” asked the old man, sub­mis­sive­ly.

			“Stand back!” cried Kmi­ta. “Find the staros­ta for me.”

			Kos­ma and Dami­an rushed to the search in a mo­ment, and be­hind them their fa­ther; in a quar­ter of an hour they came bring­ing Jendzian, who, when he saw Kmi­ta, bowed low and said—

			“With the per­mis­sion of your grace, I will say that wrong is done me here, for I did not at­tack any man, and to vis­it ac­quain­tances, as I am go­ing to do, is free to all.”

			Kmi­ta, rest­ing on his sabre, breathed heav­i­ly and was silent; Jendzian con­tin­ued—

			“I did no harm here ei­ther to the Swedes or the prince het­man. I was on­ly go­ing to Pan Volody­ovs­ki, my old ac­quain­tance; we cam­paigned to­geth­er in Rus­sia. Why should I seek a quar­rel? I have not been in Kyedani, and what took place there is noth­ing to me. I am try­ing to car­ry off a sound skin; and what God has giv­en me should not be lost, for I did not steal it, but earned it in the sweat of my brow. I have noth­ing to do with this whole ques­tion! Let me go free, your great might­i­ness—”

			Kmi­ta breathed heav­i­ly, look­ing ab­sent­ly at Jendzian all the time.

			“I beg humbly, your great might­i­ness,” be­gan the staros­ta again. “Your great might­i­ness saw that I did not know those peo­ple, and was not a friend of theirs. They fell up­on your grace, and now they have their pay; but why should I be made to suf­fer? Why should my prop­er­ty be lost? How am I to blame? If it can­not be oth­er­wise, I will pay a ran­som to the sol­diers of your great might­i­ness, though there is not much re­main­ing to me, poor man. I will give them a thaler apiece, so that their la­bor be not lost—I will give them two; and your great might­i­ness will re­ceive from me al­so—”

			“Cov­er the wag­ons!” cried Kmi­ta, sud­den­ly. “But do you take the wound­ed men and go to the dev­il!”

			“I thank your grace humbly,” said the lord ten­ant of Van­sosh.

			Then old Kyem­lich ap­proached, push­ing out his un­der­lip with the rem­nants of his teeth, and groan­ing—

			“Your grace, that is ours. Mir­ror of jus­tice, that is ours.”

			But Kmi­ta gave him such a look that the old man cow­ered, and dared not ut­ter an­oth­er word.

			Jendzian’s peo­ple rushed, with what breath they had, to put the hors­es to the wag­ons. Kmi­ta turned again to the lord staros­ta—

			“Take all the wound­ed and killed, car­ry them to Pan Volody­ovs­ki, and tell him from me that I am not his en­e­my, but may be a bet­ter friend than he thinks. I wish to avoid him, for it is not yet time for us to meet. Per­haps that time will come lat­er; but to­day he would nei­ther be­lieve me, nor have I that where­with to con­vince him—per­haps lat­er—Do you un­der­stand? Tell him that those peo­ple fell up­on me and I had to de­fend my­self.”

			“In truth it was so,” re­spond­ed Jendzian.

			“Wait; tell Pan Volody­ovs­ki, be­sides, to keep the troops to­geth­er, for Radzivill, the mo­ment he re­ceives cav­al­ry from Pon­tus de la Gardie, will move on them. Per­haps now he is on the road. Yanush and Bo­guslav Radzivill are in­trigu­ing with the Elec­tor of Bran­den­burg, and it is dan­ger­ous to be near the bound­ary. But above all, let them keep to­geth­er, or they will per­ish for noth­ing. The vo­evo­da of Vi­tyeb­sk wish­es to come to Podlyasye; let them go to meet him, so as to give aid in case of ob­struc­tion.”

			“I will tell ev­ery­thing, as if I were paid for it.”

			“Though Kmi­ta says this, though Kmi­ta gives warn­ing, let them be­lieve him, take coun­sel with oth­er colonels, and con­sid­er that they will be stronger to­geth­er. I re­peat that the het­man is al­ready on the road, and I am not an en­e­my of Pan Volody­ovs­ki.”

			“If I had some sign from your grace, that would be still bet­ter,” said Jendzian.

			“What good is a sign?”

			“Pan Volody­ovs­ki would straight­way have greater be­lief in your grace’s sin­cer­i­ty; would think, ‘There must be some­thing in what he says if he has sent a sign.’ ”

			“Then here is the ring; though there is no lack of signs of me on the heads of those men whom you are tak­ing to Pan Volody­ovs­ki.”

			Kmi­ta drew the ring from his fin­ger. Jendzian on his part took it hasti­ly, and said—

			“I thank your grace humbly.”

			An hour lat­er, Jendzian with his wag­ons and his peo­ple, a lit­tle shak­en up how­ev­er, rode for­ward qui­et­ly to­ward Shchuchyn, tak­ing three killed and the rest wound­ed, among whom were Yuz­va Butrym, with a cut face and a bro­ken head. As he rode along Jendzian looked at the ring, in which the stone glit­tered won­der­ful­ly in the moon­light, and he thought of that strange and ter­ri­ble man, who hav­ing caused so much harm to the con­fed­er­ates and so much good to the Swedes and Radzivill, still wished ap­par­ent­ly to save the con­fed­er­ates from fi­nal ru­in.

			“For he gives sin­cere ad­vice,” said Jendzian to him­self. “It is al­ways bet­ter to hold to­geth­er. But why does he fore­warn? Is it from love of Volody­ovs­ki, be­cause the lat­ter gave him his life in Bille­viche? It must be from love! Yes, but that love may come out with evil re­sult for the het­man. Kmi­ta is a strange man; he serves Radzivill, wish­es well to our peo­ple, and is go­ing to the Swedes; I do not un­der­stand this.” Af­ter a while he added: “He is a boun­ti­ful lord; but it is evil to come in his way.”

			As earnest­ly and vain­ly as Jendzian, did old Kyem­lich rack his brain in ef­fort to find an an­swer to the query, “Whom does Pan Kmi­ta serve?”

			“He is go­ing to the king, and kills the con­fed­er­ates, who are fight­ing spe­cial­ly on the king’s side. What is this? And he does not trust the Swedes, for he hides from them. What will hap­pen to us?”

			Not be­ing able to ar­rive at any con­clu­sion, he turned in rage to his sons: “Ras­cals! You will per­ish with­out bless­ing! And you could not even pull away a lit­tle from the slain?”

			“We were afraid!” an­swered Kos­ma and Dami­an.

			Soro­ka alone was sat­is­fied, and he clat­tered joy­ous­ly af­ter his colonel.

			“Evil fate has missed us,” thought he, “for we killed those fel­lows. I’m cu­ri­ous to know whom we shall kill next time.”

			And it was all one to him, as was al­so this—whith­er he was far­ing.

			No one dared ap­proach Kmi­ta or ask him any­thing, for the young colonel was as gloomy as night. He grieved ter­ri­bly that he had to kill those men, at the side of whom he would have been glad to stand as quick­ly as pos­si­ble in the ranks. But if he had yield­ed and let him­self be tak­en to Volody­ovs­ki, what would Volody­ovs­ki have thought on learn­ing that he was seized mak­ing his way in dis­guise to the Swedes, and with pass­es to the Swedish com­man­dants?

			“My old sins are pur­su­ing and fol­low­ing me,” said Kmi­ta to him­self. “I will flee to the far­thest place; and guide me, O God!”

			He be­gan to pray earnest­ly and to ap­pease his con­science, which re­peat­ed, “Again corpses against thee, and not corpses of Swedes.”

			“O God, be mer­ci­ful!” an­swered Kmi­ta. “I am go­ing to my king; there my ser­vice will be­gin.”

		
	
		
			XXXII

			Jendzian had no in­ten­tion of pass­ing a night at “The Man­drake,” for from Van­sosh to Shchuchyn was not far—he want­ed mere­ly to give rest to his hors­es, es­pe­cial­ly to those draw­ing the load­ed wag­ons. There­fore, when Kmi­ta let him trav­el far­ther, Jendzian lost no time, and en­tered Shchuchyn late in the evening. Hav­ing an­nounced him­self to the sen­tries, he took his place on the square; for the hous­es were oc­cu­pied by sol­diers, who even then were not all able to find lodg­ings. Shchuchyn passed for a town, but was not one in re­al­i­ty; for it had not yet even walls, a town hall, courts of jus­tice, or the col­lege of monks, found­ed in the time of King Yan III. It had a few hous­es, but a greater num­ber of cab­ins than hous­es, and was called a town, be­cause it was built in a quad­ran­gu­lar form with a mar­ket­place in the cen­tre, slight­ly less swampy than the pond at which the pal­try lit­tle place was sit­u­at­ed.

			Jendzian slept un­der his warm wolf­skin till morn­ing, and then went straight to Pan Volody­ovs­ki, who, as he had not seen him for an age, re­ceived him with glad­ness and took him at once to Pan Yan and Za­glo­ba. Jendzian shed tears at sight of his for­mer mas­ter, whom he had served faith­ful­ly so many years; and with whom he had passed through so many ad­ven­tures and worked him­self fi­nal­ly to for­tune. With­out shame of his for­mer ser­vice, Jendzian be­gan to kiss the hands of Pan Yan and re­peat with emo­tion—

			“My mas­ter, my mas­ter, in what times do we meet again!”

			Then all be­gan in a cho­rus to com­plain of the times; at last Za­glo­ba said—

			“But you, Jendzian, are al­ways in the bo­som of for­tune, and as I see have come out a lord. Did I not proph­esy that if you were not hanged you would have for­tune? What is go­ing on with you now?”

			“My mas­ter, why hang me, when I have done noth­ing against God, noth­ing against the law? I have served faith­ful­ly; and if I have be­trayed any man, he was an en­e­my—which I con­sid­er a spe­cial ser­vice. And if I de­stroyed a scoundrel here and there by strat­a­gem, as some one of the rebels, or that witch—do you re­mem­ber, my mas­ter?—that is not a sin; but even if it were a sin, it is my mas­ter’s, not mine, for it was from you that I learned strat­a­gems.”

			“Oh, that can­not be! See what he wants!” said Za­glo­ba. “If you wish me to howl for your sins af­ter death, give me their fruit dur­ing life. You are us­ing alone all that wealth which you gained with the Cos­sacks, and alone you will be turned to roast ba­con in hell.”

			“God is mer­ci­ful, my mas­ter, though it is un­true that I use wealth for my­self alone; for first I beg­gared our wicked neigh­bors with law­suits, and took care of my par­ents, who are liv­ing now qui­et­ly in Jendziane, with­out any dis­putes—for the Ya­vorskis have gone off with packs to beg, and I, at a dis­tance, am earn­ing my liv­ing as I can.”

			“Then you are not liv­ing in Jendziane?” asked Pan Yan.

			“In Jendziane my par­ents live as of old, but I am liv­ing in Van­sosh, and I can­not com­plain, for God has blessed me. But when I heard that all you gen­tle­men were in Shchuchyn, I could not sit still, for I thought to my­self, ‘Sure­ly it is time to move again!’ There is go­ing to be war, let it come!”

			“Own up,” said Za­glo­ba, “the Swedes fright­ened you out of Van­sosh?”

			“There are no Swedes yet in Vidz­ka, though small par­ties ap­pear, and cau­tious­ly, for the peas­ants are ter­ri­bly hos­tile.”

			“That is good news for me,” said Volody­ovs­ki, “for yes­ter­day I sent a par­ty pur­pose­ly to get an in­for­mant con­cern­ing the Swedes, for I did not know whether it was pos­si­ble to stay in Shchuchyn with safe­ty; sure­ly that par­ty con­duct­ed you hith­er?”

			“That par­ty? Me? I have con­duct­ed it, or rather I have brought it, for there is not even one man of that par­ty who can sit on a horse alone.”

			“What do you say? What has hap­pened?” in­quired Volody­ovs­ki.

			“They are ter­ri­bly beat­en!” ex­plained Jendzian.

			“Who beat them?”

			“Pan Kmi­ta.”

			The Skshetuskis and Za­glo­ba sprang up from the bench­es, one in­ter­rupt­ing the oth­er in ques­tion­ing—

			“Pan Kmi­ta? But what was he do­ing here? Has the prince him­self come al­ready? Well! Tell right away what has hap­pened.”

			Pan Volody­ovs­ki rushed out of the room to see with his eyes, to ver­i­fy the ex­tent of the mis­for­tune, and to look at the men; there­fore Jendzian said—

			“Why should I tell? Bet­ter wait till Pan Volody­ovs­ki comes back; for it is more his af­fair, and it is a pity to move the mouth twice to re­peat the same sto­ry.”

			“Did you see Kmi­ta with your own eyes?” asked Za­glo­ba.

			“As I see you, my mas­ter!”

			“And spoke with him?”

			“Why should I not speak with him, when we met at ‘The Man­drake’ not far from here? I was rest­ing my hors­es, and he had stopped for the night. An hour would have been short for our talk. I com­plained of the Swedes, and he com­plained al­so of the Swedes—”

			“Of the Swedes? He com­plained al­so?” asked Pan Yan.

			“As of dev­ils, though he was go­ing among them.”

			“Had he many troops?”

			“He had no troops, on­ly a few at­ten­dants; true, they were armed, and had such snouts that even those men who slaugh­tered the Holy In­no­cents at Herod’s com­mand had not rougher or vil­er. He gave him­self out as a small no­ble in pigskin boots, and said that he went with hors­es to the fairs. But though he had a num­ber of hors­es, his sto­ry did not seem clear to me, for nei­ther his per­son nor his bear­ing be­longed to a horse-deal­er, and I saw a fine ring on his fin­ger—this one.” Here Jendzian held a glit­ter­ing stone be­fore the lis­ten­ers.

			Za­glo­ba struck him­self on the side and cried: “Ah, you gyp­sied that out of him! By that alone might I know you, Jendzian, at the end of the world!”

			“With per­mis­sion of my mas­ter, I did not gyp­sy it; for I am a no­ble, not a gyp­sy, and feel my­self the equal of any man, though I live on rent­ed lands till I set­tle on my own. This ring Pan Kmi­ta gave as a to­ken that what he said was true; and very soon I will re­peat his words faith­ful­ly to your graces, for it seems to me that in this case our skins are in ques­tion.”

			“How is that?” asked Za­glo­ba.

			At this mo­ment Volody­ovs­ki came in, roused to the ut­most, and pale from anger; he threw his cap on the ta­ble and cried—

			“It pass­es imag­i­na­tion! Three men killed; Yuz­va Butrym cut up, bare­ly breath­ing!”

			“Yuz­va Butrym? He is a man with the strength of a bear!” said the as­ton­ished Za­glo­ba.

			“Be­fore my eyes Pan Kmi­ta stretched him out,” put in Jendzian.

			“I’ve had enough of that Kmi­ta!” cried Volody­ovs­ki, be­side him­self; “wher­ev­er that man shows him­self he leaves corpses be­hind, like the plague. Enough of this! Bal­ance for bal­ance, life for life; but now a new reck­on­ing! He has killed my men, fall­en up­on good sol­diers; that will be set to his ac­count be­fore our next meet­ing.”

			“He did not at­tack them, but they him; for he hid him­self in the dark­est cor­ner, so they should not rec­og­nize him,” ex­plained Jendzian.

			“And you, in­stead of giv­ing aid to my men, tes­ti­fy in his fa­vor!” said Volody­ovs­ki, in anger.

			“I speak ac­cord­ing to jus­tice. As to aid, my men tried to give aid; but it was hard for them, for in the tu­mult they did not know whom to beat and whom to spare, and there­fore they suf­fered. That I came away with my life and my sacks is due to the sense of Pan Kmi­ta alone, for hear how it hap­pened.”

			Jendzian be­gan a de­tailed ac­count of the bat­tle in “The Man­drake,” omit­ting noth­ing; and when at length he told what Kmi­ta had com­mand­ed him to tell, they were all won­der ful­ly as­ton­ished.

			“Did he say that him­self?” asked Za­glo­ba.

			“He him­self,” replied Jendzian. “ ‘I,’ said he, ‘am not an en­e­my to Pan Volody­ovs­ki or the con­fed­er­ates, though they think dif­fer­ent­ly. Lat­er this will ap­pear; but mean­while let them come to­geth­er, in God’s name, or the vo­evo­da of Vil­na will take them one by one like lob­sters from a net.’ ”

			“And did he say that the vo­evo­da was al­ready on the march?” asked Tan Yan.

			“He said that the vo­evo­da was on­ly wait­ing for Swedish re­in­force­ments, and that he would move at once on Podlyasye.”

			“What do you think of all this, gen­tle­men?” asked Volody­ovs­ki, look­ing at his com­rades.

			“Ei­ther that man is be­tray­ing Radzivill, or he is pre­par­ing some am­bush for us. But of what kind? He ad­vis­es us to keep in a body. What harm to us may rise out of that?”

			“To per­ish of hunger,” an­swered Volody­ovs­ki. “I have just re­ceived news that Jy­rom­s­ki, Ko­tovs­ki, and Lip­nit­s­ki must dis­pose their cav­al­ry in par­ties of some tens each over the whole prov­ince, for they can­not get for­age to­geth­er.”

			“But if Radzivill re­al­ly does come,” asked Pan Stanislav, “who can op­pose him?”

			No one could an­swer that ques­tion, for re­al­ly it was as clear as the sun that if the grand het­man of Lithua­nia should come and find the con­fed­er­ates scat­tered, he could de­stroy them with the great­est ease.

			“An as­ton­ish­ing thing!” re­peat­ed Za­glo­ba; and af­ter a mo­ment’s si­lence he con­tin­ued: “Still I should think that he had aban­doned Radzivill. But in such a case he would not be slip­ping past in dis­guise, and to whom—to the Swedes.” Here he turned to Jendzian: “Did he tell you that he was go­ing to War­saw?”

			“He did.”

			“But the Swedish forces are there al­ready.”

			“About this hour he must have met the Swedes, if he trav­elled all night,” an­swered Jendzian.

			“Have you ev­er seen such a man?” asked Za­glo­ba, look­ing at his com­rades.

			“That there is in him evil with good, as tares with wheat, is cer­tain,” said Pan Yan; “but that there is any trea­son in this coun­sel that he gives us at present, I sim­ply de­ny. I do not know whith­er he is go­ing, why he is slip­ping past in dis­guise; and it would be idle to break my head over this, for it is some mys­tery. But he gives good ad­vice, warns us sin­cere­ly: I will swear to that, as well as to this—that the on­ly sal­va­tion for us is to lis­ten to his ad­vice. Who knows if we are not in­debt­ed to him again, for safe­ty and life?”

			“For God’s sake,” cried Volody­ovs­ki, “how is Radzivill to come here when Zolotarenko’s men and Ho­v­an­s­ki’s in­fantry are in his way? It is dif­fer­ent in our case! One squadron may slip through, and even with one we had to open a way through Pil­vish­ki with sabres. It is an­oth­er thing with Kmi­ta, who is slip­ping by with a few men; but when the prince het­man pass­es with a whole army? Ei­ther he will de­stroy those first—”

			Volody­ovs­ki had not fin­ished speak­ing when the door opened and an at­ten­dant came in.

			“A mes­sen­ger with a let­ter to the Colonel,” said he.

			“Bring it.”

			The at­ten­dant went out and re­turned in a mo­ment with the let­ter. Pan Michael broke the seal quick­ly and read—

			
				That which I did not fin­ish telling the ten­ant of Van­sosh yes­ter­day, I add to­day in writ­ing. The het­man of him­self has troops enough against you, but he is wait­ing for Swedish re­in­force­ments, so as to go with the au­thor­i­ty of the King of Swe­den; for then if the North­ern­ers26 at­tack him they will have to strike the Swedes too, and that would mean war with the King of Swe­den. They will not ven­ture to make war with­out or­ders, for they fear the Swedes, and will not take on them­selves the re­spon­si­bil­i­ty of be­gin­ning a war. They have dis­cov­ered that it is Radzivill’s pur­pose to put the Swedes for­ward against them ev­ery­where; let them shoot or cut down even one man, there would be war at once. The North­ern­ers them­selves know not what to do now, for Lithua­nia is giv­en up to the Swedes; they stay there­fore in one place, on­ly wait­ing for what will be, and war­ring no fur­ther. For these rea­sons they do not re­strain Radzivill, nor op­pose him. He will go di­rect­ly against you, and will de­stroy you one af­ter the oth­er, un­less you col­lect in one body. For God’s sake, do this, and beg the vo­evo­da of Vi­tyeb­sk to come quick­ly, since it is eas­i­er for him to reach you now through the North­ern­ers while they stand as if stu­pe­fied. I want­ed to warn you un­der an­oth­er name, so that you might more eas­i­ly be­lieve, but be­cause tid­ings are giv­en you al­ready from an­oth­er, I write my own name. It is de­struc­tion if you do not be­lieve. I am not now what I was, and God grant that you will hear some­thing al­to­geth­er dif­fer­ent about me.

				
					Kmi­ta.

				
			

			“You wished to know how Radzivill would come to us; here is your an­swer!” said Pan Yan.

			“That is true, he gives good rea­sons,” an­swered Volody­ovs­ki.

			“What good rea­sons! holy rea­sons!” cried Za­glo­ba. “There can be no doubt here. I was the first to know that man; and though there are no curs­es that have not been show­ered on his head, I tell you we shall bless him yet. With me it is enough to look at a man to know his val­ue. You re­mem­ber how he dropped in­to my heart at Kyedani? He loves us, too, as knight­ly peo­ple. When he heard my name the first time, he came near suf­fo­cat­ing me with ad­mi­ra­tion, and for my sake saved you all.”

			“You have not changed,” re­marked Jendzian; “why should Pan Kmi­ta ad­mire you more than my mas­ter or Pan Volody­ovs­ki?”

			“You are a fool!” an­swered Za­glo­ba. “He knew you at once; and if he called you the ten­ant, and not the fool of Van­sosh, it was through po­lite­ness.”

			“Then maybe he ad­mired you through po­lite­ness!” re­tort­ed Jendzian.

			“See how the bread swells; get mar­ried, lord ten­ant, and sure­ly you will swell bet­ter—I guar­an­tee that.”

			“That is all well,” said Volody­ovs­ki; “but if he is so friend­ly, why did he not come to us him­self in­stead of slip­ping around us like a wolf and bit­ing our men?”

			“Not your head, Pan Michael. What we coun­sel do you car­ry out, and no evil will come of it. If your wit were as good as your sabre, you would be grand het­man al­ready, in place of Revera Po­tot­s­ki. And why should Kmi­ta come here? Is it not be­cause you would not be­lieve him, just as you do not now be­lieve his let­ter, from which it might come to great trou­ble, for he is a stub­born cav­a­lier. But sup­pose that you did be­lieve him, what would the oth­er colonels do, such as Ko­tovs­ki, Jy­rom­s­ki, or Lip­nit­s­ki? What would your Lau­da men say? Would not they cut him down the mo­ment you turned your head away?”

			“Fa­ther is right!” said Pan Yan; “he could not come here.”

			“Then why was he go­ing to the Swedes?” in­sist­ed the stub­born Pan Michael.

			“The dev­il knows, whether he is go­ing to the Swedes; the dev­il knows what may flash in­to Kmi­ta’s wild nod­dle. That is noth­ing to us, but let us take ad­van­tage of the warn­ing, if we wish to car­ry away our heads.”

			“There is noth­ing to med­i­tate on here,” said Pan Stanislav.

			“It is need­ful to in­form with all speed Ko­tovs­ki, Jy­rom­s­ki, Lip­nit­s­ki, and that oth­er Kmi­ta,” said Pan Yan. “Send to them, Michael, news at once; but do not write who gave the warn­ing, for sure­ly they would not be­lieve.”

			“We alone shall know whose the ser­vice, and in due time we shall not fail to pub­lish it!” cried Za­glo­ba, “On­ward, live­ly, Michael!”

			“And we will move to By­a­lystok our­selves, ap­point­ing a muster there for all. God give us the vo­evo­da of Vi­tyeb­sk at the ear­li­est,” said Yan.

			“From By­a­lystok we must send a dep­u­ta­tion from the army to him. God grant that we shall stand be­fore the eyes of the het­man of Lithua­nia,” said Za­glo­ba, “with equal force or greater than his own. It is not for us to rush at him, but it is dif­fer­ent with the vo­evo­da. He is a wor­thy man, and hon­est; there is not an­oth­er such in the Com­mon­wealth.”

			“Do you know Pan Sapye­ha?” asked Stanislav.

			“Do I know him! I knew him as a lit­tle boy, not high­er than my sabre. But he was then like an an­gel.”

			“And now he has turned in­to mon­ey, not on­ly his prop­er­ty, not on­ly his sil­ver and jew­els, but most like­ly he has melt­ed in­to coin the met­al of his horse-trap­pings, so as to col­lect as many troops as pos­si­ble against the en­e­my,” said Volody­ovs­ki.

			“Thank God that there is even one such man,” an­swered Pan Stanislav, “for re­mem­ber how we trust­ed in Radzivill.”

			“Oh that is blas­phe­mous!” cried Za­glo­ba. “Vo­evo­da of Vi­tyeb­sk, ba! ba! Long life to the vo­evo­da of Vi­tyeb­sk! And you, Michael, to the road with all speed, to the road! Let the mud­fish re­main in these swamps of Shchuchyn, but we will go to By­a­lystok, where per­haps we shall find oth­er fish. The Jews there, on Sab­bath, bake very ex­cel­lent bread. Well, at least war will be­gin; I am yearn­ing for it. And if we break through Radzivill we will be­gin at the Swedes. We have shown them al­ready what we can do. To the road, Michael, for per­icu­lum in mo­ra (there is dan­ger in de­lay)!”

			“I will go to put the squadrons in line!” said Pan Yan.

			An hour lat­er, mes­sen­gers, be­tween ten and twen­ty in num­ber, were fly­ing as a horse gal­lops to­ward Podlyasye, and soon af­ter them moved the whole squadron of Lau­da. The of­fi­cers went in ad­vance, ar­rang­ing and dis­cussing; and Roh Ko­val­s­ki, the lieu­tenant, led the sol­diers. They went through Os­ovyets and Gonyandz, short­en­ing for them­selves the road to By­a­lystok, where they hoped to find oth­er con­fed­er­ate squadrons.

		
	
		
			XXXIII

			Pan Volody­ovs­ki’s let­ters, an­nounc­ing the ex­pe­di­tion of Radzivill, found hear­ing with all the colonels, scat­tered through­out the whole prov­ince of Podlyasye. Some had di­vid­ed their squadrons al­ready in­to small­er de­tach­ments, so as to win­ter them more eas­i­ly; oth­ers per­mit­ted of­fi­cers to lodge in pri­vate hous­es, so that there re­mained at each flag mere­ly a few of­fi­cers and some tens of sol­diers. The colonels per­mit­ted this part­ly in view of hunger, and part­ly through the dif­fi­cul­ty of re­tain­ing in just dis­ci­pline squadrons which af­ter they had re­fused obe­di­ence to their own prop­er au­thor­i­ty were in­clined to op­pose of­fi­cers on the slight­est pre­text. If a chief of suf­fi­cient weight had been found, and had led them at once to bat­tle against ei­ther of the two en­e­mies, or even against Radzivill, dis­ci­pline would have re­mained sure­ly in­tact; but it had be­come weak­ened by idle­ness in Podlyasye, where the time passed in shoot­ing at Radzivill’s cas­tles, in plun­der­ing the goods of the vo­evo­da, and in par­ley­ing with Prince Bo­guslav. In these cir­cum­stances the sol­dier grew ac­cus­tomed on­ly to vi­o­lence and op­pres­sion of peace­ful peo­ple in the prov­ince. Some of the sol­diers, es­pe­cial­ly at­ten­dants and camp-fol­low­ers, de­sert­ed, and form­ing un­ruly bands, worked at rob­bery on the high­way. And so that army, which had not joined any en­e­my and was the one hope of the king and the pa­tri­ots, was dwin­dling day by day. The di­vi­sion of squadrons in­to small de­tach­ments had dis­solved them com­plete­ly. It is true that it was dif­fi­cult to sub­sist in a body, but still it may be that the fear of want was ex­ag­ger­at­ed pur­pose­ly. It was au­tumn, and the har­vest had been good; no en­e­my had up to that time rav­aged the prov­ince with fire and sword. Just then the rob­beries of the con­fed­er­ate sol­diers were de­stroy­ing this prov­ince pre­cise­ly as in­ac­tiv­i­ty was de­stroy­ing the sol­diers them­selves; for things had com­bined so won­der­ful­ly that the en­e­my left those squadrons in peace.

			The Swedes, flood­ing the coun­try from the west and ex­tend­ing to the south, had not yet come to that cor­ner which be­tween the prov­ince of Ma­zovia and Lithua­nia formed Podlyasye; from the oth­er side the le­gions of Ho­v­an­s­ki, Tru­bet­skoi, and Sere­bryani, stood in in­ac­tiv­i­ty in the dis­trict oc­cu­pied by them, hes­i­tat­ing, or rather not know­ing what to lay hold on. In the Rus­sian prov­inces Bu­turlin and Hmel­nit­s­ki sent par­ties out in old fash­ion, and just then they had de­feat­ed at Grodek a hand­ful of troops led by Po­tot­s­ki, grand het­man of the king­dom. But Lithua­nia was un­der Swedish pro­tec­tion. To rav­age and to oc­cu­py it fur­ther meant, as was stat­ed just­ly by Kmi­ta in his let­ter, to de­clare war against the Swedes, who were ter­ri­ble and roused uni­ver­sal alarm in the world. “There was there­fore a mo­ment of re­lief from the North­ern­ers;” and some ex­pe­ri­enced men de­clared that they would soon be al­lies of Yan Kaz­imir and the Com­mon­wealth against the King of Swe­den, whose pow­er, were he to be­come lord of the whole Com­mon­wealth, would not have an equal in Eu­rope.

			Ho­v­an­s­ki there­fore at­tacked nei­ther Podlyasye nor the con­fed­er­ate squadrons, while these squadrons, scat­tered and with­out a lead­er, at­tacked no one, and were un­able to at­tack or to un­der­take any­thing more im­por­tant than plun­der­ing the prop­er­ty of Radzivill; and with­al they were dwin­dling away. But Volody­ovs­ki’s let­ters, touch­ing the im­pend­ing at­tack by the het­man, roused the colonels from their in­ac­tiv­i­ty and slum­ber. They as­sem­bled the squadrons, called in scat­tered sol­diers, threat­en­ing with penal­ties those who would not come. Jy­rom­s­ki, the most im­por­tant of the colonels, and whose squadron was in the best con­di­tion, moved first, and with­out de­lay, to By­a­lystok; af­ter him came in one week Yakub Kmi­ta—true, with on­ly one hun­dred and twen­ty men; then the sol­diers of Ko­tovs­ki and Lip­nit­s­ki be­gan to as­sem­ble, now singly, now in crowds; pet­ty no­bles from the sur­round­ing vil­lages al­so came in as vol­un­teers, such as the Zyentsinkis, the Svider­skis, the Ya­vorskis, the Jendzians, the Ma­zovyet­skis; vol­un­teers came even from the prov­ince of Lyubel­sk, such as the Kar­vovskis and the Turs; and from time to time ap­peared a more wealthy no­ble with a few ser­vants, well armed. Deputies were sent from the squadrons to levy con­tri­bu­tions, to col­lect mon­ey and pro­vi­sions for re­ceipts; in a word, ac­tiv­i­ty reigned ev­ery­where, and mil­i­tary prepa­ra­tions sprang up. When Volody­ovs­ki with his Lau­da squadron ar­rived, there were al­ready some thou­sands of peo­ple un­der arms, to whom on­ly a lead­er was want­ing.

			These men were un­or­ga­nized and un­ruly, though not so un­or­ga­nized nor so un­ruly as those no­bles of Great Poland, who a few months be­fore had the task of de­fend­ing the pas­sage of Uist­sie against the Swedes; for these men from Podlyasye, Lublin, and Lithua­nia were ac­cus­tomed to war, and there were none among them, un­less youths, who had not smelled pow­der, and who “had not used the snuff­box of Gradi­vus.” Each in his time had fought—now against the Cos­sacks, now against the Turks, now against Tar­tars; there were some who still held in re­mem­brance the Swedish wars. But above all tow­ered in mil­i­tary ex­pe­ri­ence and elo­quence Pan Za­glo­ba; and he was glad to be in that as­sem­blage of sol­diers, in which there were no de­lib­er­a­tions with a dry throat.

			Za­glo­ba ex­tin­guished the im­por­tance of colonels the most im­por­tant. The Lau­da men de­clared that had it not been for him, Volody­ovs­ki, the Skshetuskis, Mirs­ki, and Os­ky­erko would have died at the hands of Radzivill, for they were be­ing tak­en to Bir­ji to ex­e­cu­tion. Za­glo­ba did not hide his own ser­vices, but ren­dered com­plete jus­tice to him­self, so that all might know whom they had be­fore them.

			“I do not like to praise my­self,” said he, “nor to speak of what has not been; for with me truth is the ba­sis, as my sis­ter’s son al­so can tes­ti­fy.”

			Here he turned to Roh Ko­val­s­ki, who straight­way stepped forth from be­hind Pan Za­glo­ba, and said, with a ring­ing, sten­to­ri­an voice—

			“Un­cle nev­er lies!”

			And, puff­ing, Pan Roh rolled his eyes over the au­di­ence, as if seek­ing the in­so­lent man who would dare to gain­say him.

			But no one ev­er gain­said him. Then Za­glo­ba be­gan to tell of his old-time vic­to­ries—how dur­ing the life of Konyet­spol­s­ki he had caused vic­to­ry twice over Gus­tavus Adol­phus, how in lat­er times he stag­gered Hmel­nit­s­ki, how he act­ed at Zbaraj, how Prince Yere­mi re­lied on his coun­sels in ev­ery­thing, how he con­fid­ed to him the lead­er­ship in sor­ties.

			“And af­ter each sor­tie,” said ho, “when we had spoiled five or ten thou­sand of the ruf­fi­ans, Hmel­nit­s­ki in de­spair used to butt his head against the wall, and re­peat, ‘No one has done this but that dev­il of a Za­glo­ba!’ and when it came to the treaty of Zboro­vo, the Khan him­self looked at me as a won­der, and begged for my por­trait, since he wished to send it as a gift to the Sul­tan.”

			“Such men do we need now more than ev­er,” said the hear­ers.

			And since many had heard be­sides of the mar­vel­lous deeds of Za­glo­ba, ac­counts of which were trav­el­ling over the whole Com­mon­wealth, and since re­cent events in Kyedani, such as the lib­er­a­tion of the colonels, and the bat­tle with the Swedes at Kla­vany, con­firmed the old opin­ion con­cern­ing the man—his glo­ry in­creased still more; and Za­glo­ba walked in it, as in the sun­light, be­fore the eyes of all men, bright and ra­di­ant be­yond oth­ers.

			“If there were a thou­sand such men in the Com­mon­wealth, it would not have come to what it has!” said the sol­diers.

			“Let us thank God that we have even one among us.”

			“He was the first to pro­claim Radzivill a traitor.”

			“And he snatched hon­or­able men from his grasp, and on the road he so pom­melled the Swedes at Kla­vany that a wit­ness of their de­feat could not es­cape.”

			“He won the first vic­to­ry!”

			“God grant, not the last!”

			Colonels like Jy­rom­s­ki, Ko­tovs­ki, Yakub Kmi­ta, and Lip­nit­s­ki looked al­so on Za­glo­ba with great re­spect. They urged him to their quar­ters, seiz­ing him from one an­oth­er by force; and his coun­sel was sought in ev­ery­thing, while they won­dered at his pru­dence, which was quite equal to his brav­ery.

			And just then they were con­sid­er­ing an im­por­tant af­fair. They had sent, it is true, deputies to the vo­evo­da of Vi­tyeb­sk, ask­ing him to come and take com­mand; but since no one knew clear­ly where the vo­evo­da was at that mo­ment, the deputies went away, and as it were fell in­to wa­ter. There were re­ports that they had been tak­en by Zolotarenko’s par­ties, which came as far as Volkovysk, plun­der­ing on their own ac­count.

			The colonels at By­a­lystok there­fore de­cid­ed to choose a tem­po­rary lead­er who should have man­age­ment of all till the ar­rival of Sapye­ha. It is not need­ful to say that, with the ex­cep­tion of Volody­ovs­ki, each colonel was think­ing of him­self.

			Then be­gan per­suad­ing and so­lic­it­ing. The army gave no­tice that it wished to take part in the elec­tion, not through deputies, but in the gen­er­al cir­cle which was formed for that pur­pose.

			Volody­ovs­ki, af­ter ad­vis­ing with his com­rades, gave strong sup­port to Jy­rom­s­ki, who was a vir­tu­ous man and im­por­tant; be­sides, he im­pressed the troops by his looks, and a sen­a­to­ri­al beard to his gir­dle. He was al­so a ready and ex­pe­ri­enced sol­dier. He, through grat­i­tude, rec­om­mend­ed Volody­ovs­ki; but Ko­tovs­ki, Lip­nit­s­ki, and Yakub Kmi­ta op­posed this, in­sist­ing that it was not pos­si­ble to se­lect the youngest, for the chief must rep­re­sent be­fore the coun­try the great­est dig­ni­ty.

			“But who is the old­est here?” asked many voic­es.

			“Un­cle is the old­est,” cried sud­den­ly Roh Ko­val­s­ki, with such a thun­der­ing voice that all turned to­ward him.

			“It is a pity that he has no squadron!” said Ya­hovich, Jy­rom­s­ki’s lieu­tenant.

			But oth­ers be­gan to cry: “Well, what of that? Are we bound to choose on­ly a colonel? Is not the elec­tion in our pow­er? Is this not free suf­frage? Any no­ble may be elect­ed king, not mere­ly com­man­der.”

			Then Pan Lip­nit­s­ki, as he did not fa­vor Jy­rom­s­ki, and wished by all means to pre­vent his elec­tion, raised his voice—

			“As true as life! You are free, gra­cious gen­tle­men, to vote as may please you. If you do not choose a colonel, it will be bet­ter; for there will be no of­fence to any man, nor will there be jeal­ousy.”

			Then came a ter­ri­ble up­roar. Many voic­es cried, “To the vote! to the vote!” but oth­ers, “Who here is more fa­mous than Pan Za­glo­ba? Who is a greater knight? Who is a more ex­pe­ri­enced sol­dier? We want Pan Za­glo­ba! Long life to him! Long life to our com­man­der!”

			“Long life to Pan Za­glo­ba! long life to him!” roared more and more throats.

			“To the sabres with the stub­born!” cried the more quar­rel­some.

			“There is no op­po­si­tion! By ac­cla­ma­tion!” an­swered crowds.

			“Long life to him! He con­quered Gus­tavus Adol­phus! He stag­gered Hmel­nit­s­ki!”

			“He saved the colonels them­selves!”

			“He con­quered the Swedes at Kla­vany!”

			“Vi­vat! vi­vat! Za­glo­ba dux! Vi­vat! vi­vat!”

			And throngs be­gan to hurl their caps in the air, while run­ning through the camp in search of Za­glo­ba.

			He was as­ton­ished, and at the first mo­ment con­fused, for he had not sought the of­fice. He want­ed it for Pan Yan, and did not ex­pect such a turn of af­fairs. So when a throng of some thou­sands be­gan to shout his name, his breath failed him, and he be­came as red as a beet. Then his com­rades rushed around him; but in their en­thu­si­asm they in­ter­pret­ed ev­ery­thing in a good sense, for see­ing his con­fu­sion they fell to shout­ing—

			“Look at him! he blush­es like a maid­en! His mod­esty is equal to his man­hood! Long life to him, and may he lead us to vic­to­ry!”

			Mean­while the colonels al­so came up—glad, not glad; they con­grat­u­lat­ed him on his of­fice, and per­haps some were even glad that it had missed their ri­vals. Pan Volody­ovs­ki mere­ly moved his mus­tach­es some­what, he was not less as­ton­ished than Za­glo­ba; and Jendzian, with open eyes and mouth, stared with un­be­lief, but al­ready with re­spect, at Za­glo­ba, who came to him­self by de­grees, and af­ter a while put his hands on his hips, and rear­ing his head, re­ceived with fit­ting dig­ni­ty the con­grat­u­la­tions.

			Jy­rom­s­ki con­grat­u­lat­ed first on be­half of the colonels, and then of the army. Pan Jymirs­ki, an of­fi­cer of Ko­tovs­ki’s squadron, spoke very elo­quent­ly, quot­ing the max­ims of var­i­ous sages.

			Za­glo­ba lis­tened, nod­ded; fi­nal­ly, when the speak­er had fin­ished, the com­man­der gave ut­ter­ance to the fol­low­ing words—

			“Gra­cious gen­tle­men! Even if a man should en­deav­or to drown hon­est mer­it in the un­ford­able ocean, or cov­er it with the heav­en-touch­ing Carpathi­ans, still, hav­ing like oil the prop­er­ty of float­ing to the sur­face, it would work it­self out, so as to say to the eyes of men, ‘I am that which trem­bles not be­fore light, which has no fear of judg­ment, which waits for re­ward.’ But as a pre­cious stone is set in gold, so should that virtue be set in mod­esty; there­fore, gra­cious gen­tle­men, stand­ing here in your pres­ence, I ask: Have I not hid­den my­self and my ser­vices? Have I praised my­self in your pres­ence? Have I asked for this of­fice, with which you have adorned me? You your­selves have dis­cov­ered my mer­its, for I am this mo­ment ready to de­ny them, and to say to you: There are bet­ter than I, such as Pan Jy­rom­s­ki, Pan Ko­tovs­ki, Pan Lip­nit­s­ki, Pan Kmi­ta, Pan Os­ky­erko, Pan Skshetus­ki, Pan Volody­ovs­ki—such great cav­a­liers that an­tiq­ui­ty it­self might be proud of them. Why choose me lead­er, and not some one of them? It is still time. Take from my shoul­ders this of­fice, and clothe in this man­tle a wor­thi­er man!”

			“Im­pos­si­ble! im­pos­si­ble!” bel­lowed hun­dreds and thou­sands of voic­es.

			“Im­pos­si­ble!” re­peat­ed the colonels, de­light­ed with the pub­lic praise, and wish­ing at the same time to show their mod­esty be­fore the army.

			“I see my­self that it is im­pos­si­ble now,” said Za­glo­ba; “then, gra­cious gen­tle­men, let your will be done. I thank you from my heart, lords broth­ers, and I have faith that God will grant that you be not de­ceived in the trust which you have placed in me. As you are to stand with me to death, so I prom­ise to stand with you; and if an in­scrutable fate brings us ei­ther vic­to­ry or de­struc­tion, death it­self will not part us, for even af­ter death we shall share a com­mon renown.”

			Tremen­dous en­thu­si­asm reigned in the as­sem­bly. Some grasped their sabres, oth­ers shed tears; sweat stood in drops on the bald head of Za­glo­ba, but the ar­dor with­in him grew greater.

			“We will stand by our law­ful king, by our elect­ed, and by our coun­try,” shout­ed he; “live for them, die for them! Gra­cious gen­tle­men, since this fa­ther­land is a fa­ther­land nev­er have such mis­for­tunes fall­en on it. Traitors have opened the gates, and there is not a foot of land, save this prov­ince, where an en­e­my is not rag­ing. In you is the hope of the coun­try, and in me your hope; on you and on me the whole Com­mon­wealth has its eyes fixed! Let us show that it holds not its hands forth in vain. As you ask from me man­hood and faith, so I ask of you dis­ci­pline and obe­di­ence; and if we be wor­thy, if we open, by our ex­am­ple, the eyes of those whom the en­e­my has de­ceived, then half the Com­mon­wealth will fly to us! Whoso has God and faith in his heart will join us, the forces of heav­en will sup­port us, and who in that hour can op­pose us?”

			“It will be so! As God lives, it will be so! Solomon is speak­ing! Strike! strike!” shout­ed thun­der­ing voic­es.

			But Za­glo­ba stretched forth his hands to the north, and shout­ed—

			“Come now, Radzivill! Come now, lord het­man, lord heretic, vo­evo­da of Lu­cifer! We are wait­ing for you—not scat­tered, but stand­ing to­geth­er; not in dis­cord, but in har­mo­ny; not with pa­pers and com­pacts, but with swords in our hands! An army of virtue is wait­ing for you, and I am its lead­er. Take the field! Meet Za­glo­ba! Call the dev­ils to your side; let us make the tri­al! Take the field!”

			Here he turned again to the army, and roared till his voice was heard through­out the whole camp—

			“As God is true, gra­cious gen­tle­men, prophe­cies sup­port me! On­ly har­mo­ny, and we shall con­quer those scoundrels, those wide-breech­es and stock­ing fel­lows, fish-eaters and lousy rogues, sheep­skin tan­ners who sleigh-ride in sum­mer! We’ll give them pep­per, till they wear off their heels rac­ing home. Let ev­ery liv­ing man slay them, the dog broth­ers! Slay, whoso be­lieves in God, to whom virtue and the coun­try are dear!”

			Sev­er­al thou­sand sabres were gleam­ing at once. Throngs sur­round­ed Za­glo­ba, crowd­ing, tram­pling, push­ing, and roar­ing—

			“Lead us on! lead us on!”

			“I will lead you to­mor­row! Make ready!” shout­ed Za­glo­ba, with ar­dor.

			This elec­tion took place in the morn­ing, and in the af­ter­noon there was a re­view of the army. The squadrons were dis­posed on the plain of Horoshchan, one by the oth­er in great or­der, with the colonels and ban­ners in front; and be­fore the reg­i­ments rode the com­man­der, un­der a horse­tail stan­dard, with a gild­ed ba­ton in his hand, and a heron feath­er in his cap—you would have said, a born het­man! And so he re­viewed in turn the squadrons, as a shep­herd ex­am­ines his flock, and courage was added to the sol­diers at sight of that lord­ly fig­ure. Each colonel came out to him in turn, and he spoke with each—praised some­thing, blamed some­thing; and in truth those of the new­com­ers who in the be­gin­ning were not pleased with the choice were forced to ad­mit in their souls that the new com­man­der was a sol­dier very well con­ver­sant with mil­i­tary af­fairs, and for whom lead­er­ship was noth­ing new.

			Volody­ovs­ki alone moved his mus­tach­es some­what strange­ly when the new com­man­der clapped him on the shoul­der at the re­view, in pres­ence of the oth­er colonels, and said—

			“Pan Michael, I am sat­is­fied with you, for your squadron is in such or­der as no oth­er. Hold on in this fash­ion, and you may be sure that I’ll not for­get you.”

			“ ’Pon my word!” whis­pered Volody­ovs­ki to Pan Yan on the way home from the re­view, “what else could a re­al het­man have told me?”

			That same day Za­glo­ba sent de­tach­ments in di­rec­tions in which it was need­ful to go, and in di­rec­tion in which there was no need of go­ing. When they re­turned in the morn­ing, he lis­tened with care to ev­ery re­port; then he be­took him­self to the quar­ters of Volody­ovs­ki, who lived with Pan Yan and Pan Stanislav.

			“Be­fore the army I must up­hold dig­ni­ty,” said he, kind­ly; “when we are alone we can have our old in­ti­ma­cy—here I am a friend, not a chief. Be­sides, I do not de­spise your coun­sel, though I have my own rea­son; for I know you as men of ex­pe­ri­ence such as few in the Com­mon­wealth have.”

			They greet­ed him there­fore in old fash­ion, and “in­ti­ma­cy” soon reigned com­plete­ly. Jendzian alone dared not be with him as for­mer­ly, and sat on the very edge of his bench.

			“What does fa­ther think to do?” asked Pan Yan.

			“First of all to up­hold or­der and dis­ci­pline, and keep the sol­diers at work, that they may not grow mangy from lazi­ness. I said well, Pan Michael, that you mum­bled like a suck­ling when I sent those par­ties to­ward the four points of the world; but I had to do so to in­ure men to ser­vice, for they have been idle a long time. That first, sec­ond, what do we need? Not men, for enough of them come, and more will come yet. Those no­bles who fled from Ma­zovia to Prus­sia be­fore the Swedes, will come too. Men and sabres will not be want­ing; but there are not pro­vi­sions enough, and with­out sup­plies no army on earth can re­main in the field. I had the idea to or­der par­ties to bring in what­ev­er falls in­to their hands—cat­tle, sheep, pigs, grain, hay; and in this prov­ince and the dis­trict of Vidzko in Ma­zovia, which al­so has not seen an en­e­my yet, there is abun­dance of ev­ery­thing.”

			“But those no­bles will raise heav­en-climb­ing shouts,” said Pan Yan, “if their crops and cat­tle are tak­en.”

			“The army means more for me than the no­bles. Let them cry! Sup­plies will not be tak­en for noth­ing. I shall com­mand to give re­ceipts, of which I have pre­pared so many dur­ing the night, that half the Com­mon­wealth might be tak­en un­der req­ui­si­tion with them. I have no mon­ey; but when the war is over and the Swedes driv­en out, the Com­mon­wealth will pay. What is the use in talk­ing! It would be worse for the no­bles if the army were to grow hun­gry, go around and rob. I have a plan too of scour­ing the forests, for I hear that very many peas­ants have tak­en refuge there with their cat­tle. Let the army peo­ple re­turn thanks to the Holy Ghost, who in­spired them to choose me, for no oth­er man would have man­aged in such fash­ion.”

			“On your great might­i­ness is a sen­a­tor’s head, that is cer­tain!” ex­claimed Jendzian.

			“Hei!” re­tort­ed Za­glo­ba, re­joiced at the flat­tery, “and you are not to be im­posed on, you rogue! Soon it will be seen how I’ll make you lieu­tenant, on­ly let there be a va­can­cy.”

			“I thank your great might­i­ness humbly,” replied Jendzian.

			“This is my plan,” con­tin­ued Za­glo­ba: “first to col­lect such sup­plies that we could stand a siege, then to make a for­ti­fied camp, and let Radzivill come with Swedes or with dev­ils. I’m a ras­cal if I do not make a sec­ond Zbaraj here!”

			“As God is dear to me, a no­ble idea!” cried Volody­ovs­ki; “but where can we get can­non?”

			“Pan Ko­tovs­ki has two how­itzers, and Yakub Kmi­ta has one gun for fir­ing salutes; in By­a­lystok are four eight-pounders which were to be sent to the cas­tle of Tykotsin; for you do not know, gen­tle­men, that By­a­lystok was left by Pan Vyesy­olovs­ki for the sup­port of Tykotsin Cas­tle, and those can­non were bought the past year with the rent, as Pan Stem­pal­s­ki, the man­ag­er here, told me. He said al­so that there were a hun­dred charges of pow­der for each can­non. We’ll help our­selves, gra­cious gen­tle­men; on­ly sup­port me from your souls, and do not for­get the body ei­ther, which would be glad to drink some­thing, for it is time now for that.”

			Volody­ovs­ki gave or­ders to bring drink, and they talked on at the cups.

			“You thought that you would have the pic­ture of a com­man­der,” con­tin­ued Za­glo­ba, sip­ping light­ly the old mead. “Nev­er, nev­er! I did not ask for the fa­vor; but since they adorn me with it, there must be obe­di­ence and or­der. I know what each of­fice means, and see if I am not equal to ev­ery­one. I’ll make a sec­ond Zbaraj in this place, noth­ing but a sec­ond Zbaraj! Radzivill will choke him­self well; and the Swedes will choke them­selves be­fore they swal­low me. I hope that Ho­v­an­s­ki will try us too; I would bury him in such style that he would not be found at the last judg­ment. They are not far away, let them try!—Mead, Pan Michael!”

			Volody­ovs­ki poured out mead. Za­glo­ba drank it at a draught, wrin­kled his fore­head, and as if think­ing of some­thing said—

			“Of what was I talk­ing? What did I want?—Ah! mead, Pan Michael!”

			Volody­ovs­ki poured out mead again.

			“They say,” con­tin­ued Za­glo­ba, “that Pan Sapye­ha likes a drink in good com­pa­ny. No won­der! ev­ery hon­or­able man does. On­ly traitors, who have false thoughts for their coun­try, ab­stain, lest they tell their in­trigues. Radzivill drinks birch sap, and af­ter death will drink pitch. I think that Sapye­ha and I shall be fond of each oth­er; but I shall have ev­ery­thing here so ar­ranged that when he comes all will be ready. There is many a thing on my head; but what is to be done? If there is no one in the coun­try to think, then think thou, old Za­glo­ba, while breath is in thy nos­trils. The worst is that I have no chan­cellery.”

			“And what does fa­ther want of a chan­cellery?” asked Pan Yan.

			“Why has the king a chan­cellery? And why must there be a mil­i­tary sec­re­tary with an army? It will be nec­es­sary to send to some town to have a seal made for me.”

			“A seal?” re­peat­ed Jendzian, with de­light, look­ing with grow­ing re­spect at Za­glo­ba.

			“And on what will your lord­ship put the seal?” asked Volody­ovs­ki.

			“In such a con­fi­den­tial com­pa­ny you may ad­dress me as in old times. The seal will not be used by me, but by my chan­cel­lor—keep that in mind, to be­gin with!”

			Here Za­glo­ba looked with pride and im­por­tance at those present, till Jendzian sprang up from the bench, and Pan Stanislav mut­tered—

			“Hon­ores mu­tant mores (hon­ors change man­ners)!”

			“What do I want of a chan­cellery? But lis­ten to me!” said Za­glo­ba. “Know this, to be­gin with, that those mis­for­tunes which have fall­en up­on our coun­try, ac­cord­ing to my un­der­stand­ing, have come from no oth­er caus­es than from li­cense, un­ruli­ness, and ex­cess­es—Mead, Pan Michael!—and ex­cess­es, I say, which like a plague are de­stroy­ing us; but first of all, from heretics blas­phem­ing with ev­er-grow­ing bold­ness the true faith, to the dam­age of our Most Holy Pa­troness, who may fall in­to just anger be­cause of these in­sults.”

			“He speaks tru­ly,” said the knights, in cho­rus; “the dis­si­dents were the first to join the en­e­my, and who knows if they did not bring the en­e­my hith­er?”

			“For ex­am­ple, the grand het­man of Lithua­nia!”

			“But in this prov­ince, where I am com­man­der, there is al­so no lack of heretics, as in Tykotsin and oth­er towns; there­fore to ob­tain the bless­ing of God on our un­der­tak­ing at its in­cep­tion, a man­i­festo will be is­sued, that whoso is liv­ing in er­ror must turn from it in three days, and those who will not do that will have their prop­er­ty con­fis­cat­ed to the army.”

			The knights looked at one an­oth­er with as­ton­ish­ment. They knew that there was no lack of adroit rea­son and strat­a­gem in Za­glo­ba, but they did not sup­pose him to be such a states­man and judge of pub­lic ques­tions.

			“And you ask,” con­tin­ued Za­glo­ba, with tri­umph, “where we shall get mon­ey for the army? But the con­fis­ca­tions, and all the wealth of the Radzivills, which by con­fis­ca­tion will be­come army prop­er­ty?”

			“Will there be right on our side?” asked Volody­ovs­ki.

			“There are such times at present that who­ev­er has a sword is right. And what right have the Swedes and all those en­e­mies who are rag­ing with­in the bound­aries of the Com­mon­wealth?”

			“It is true!” an­swered Pan Michael, with con­vic­tion.

			“That is not enough!” cried Za­glo­ba, grow­ing warmer, “an­oth­er man­i­festo will be is­sued to the no­bles of Podlyasye, and those lands in the neigh­bor­ing prov­inces which are not yet in the hands of the en­e­my, to as­sem­ble a gen­er­al mili­tia. These no­bles must arm their ser­vants, so that we may not lack in­fantry. I know that many would be glad to ap­pear, if on­ly they could see some gov­ern­ment. They will have a gov­ern­ment and man­i­festoes.”

			“You have, in truth, as much sense as the grand chan­cel­lor of the king­dom,” cried Volody­ovs­ki.

			“Mead, Pan Michael!—A third let­ter will be sent to Ho­v­an­s­ki, telling him to go to de­struc­tion; if not, we will smoke him out of ev­ery town and cas­tle. They (the North­ern­ers) are qui­et now in Lithua­nia, it is true, and do not cap­ture cas­tles; but Zolotarenko’s men rob, go­ing along in par­ties of one or two thou­sand. Let him re­strain them, or we will de­stroy them.”

			“We might do that, in­deed,” said Pan Yan, “and the troops would not be ly­ing idle.”

			“I am think­ing of this, and I will send new par­ties to­day, pre­cise­ly to Volkovysk; but some things are to be done, and oth­ers are not to be omit­ted. I wish to send a fourth let­ter to our elect­ed, our good king, to con­sole him in his sor­row; say­ing that there are still men who have not de­sert­ed him, that there are sabres and hearts ready at his nod. Let our fa­ther have at least this com­fort in a strange land; our beloved lord, our Yag­el­lon blood, which must wan­der in ex­ile—think of it, think of it!”

			Here Za­glo­ba fell to sob­bing, for he had much mead in his head, and at last he roared from pity over the fate of the king, and Pan Michael at once sec­ond­ed him in a thin­ner voice. Jendzian sobbed too, or pre­tend­ed to sob; but Pan Yan and Pan Stanislav rest­ed their heads on their hands, and sat in si­lence.

			The si­lence con­tin­ued for a while; sud­den­ly Za­glo­ba fell in­to a rage.

			“What is the elec­tor do­ing?” cried he. “If he has made a pact with the Prus­sian towns, let him take the field against the Swedes, let him not in­trigue on both sides, let him do what a loy­al vas­sal is bound to do, and take the field in de­fence of his lord and bene­fac­tor.”

			“Who can tell that he will not de­clare for the Swedes?” asked Pan Stanislav.

			“De­clare for the Swedes? Then I will de­clare to him! The Prus­sian bound­ary is not far, and I have some thou­sands of sabres with­in call! You will not de­ceive Za­glo­ba! As true as you see me here, the com­man­der of this no­ble army, I will vis­it him with fire and sword. We have not pro­vi­sions; well, we shall find all we need in Prus­sian store­hous­es.”

			“Moth­er of God!” cried Jendzian, in ec­sta­sy. “Your great might­i­ness will con­quer crowned heads!”

			“I will write to him at once: ‘Wor­thy Pan Elec­tor, there is enough of turn­ing the cat away by the tail, enough of eva­sion and de­lay! Come out against the Swedes, or I will come on a vis­it to Prus­sia. It can­not be oth­er­wise.’—Ink, pen, and pa­per!—Jendzian, will you go with the let­ter?”

			“I will go!” an­swered the ten­ant of Van­sosh, de­light­ed with his new dig­ni­ty.

			But be­fore pen, ink, and pa­per were brought to Za­glo­ba, shouts were raised in front of the house, and throngs of sol­diers dark­ened the win­dows. Some shout­ed “Vi­vat!” oth­ers cried, “Al­lah,” in Tar­tar. Za­glo­ba and his com­rades went out to see what was tak­ing place.

			It ap­peared that they were bring­ing those eight pounders which Za­glo­ba had re­mem­bered, and the sight of which was now de­light­ing the hearts of the sol­diers.

			Pan Stem­pal­s­ki, the man­ag­er of By­a­lystok, ap­proached Za­glo­ba, and said—

			“Serene, great mighty Com­man­der! From the time that he of im­mor­tal mem­o­ry, the lord mar­shal of the Grand Prin­ci­pal­i­ty of Lithua­nia, left by will his prop­er­ty at By­a­lystok to sup­port the cas­tle of Tykotsin, I, be­ing man­ag­er of that prop­er­ty, have ap­plied faith­ful­ly and hon­est­ly all its in­come to the ben­e­fit of that cas­tle, as I can show to the whole Com­mon­wealth by reg­is­ters. So that work­ing more than twen­ty years I have pro­vid­ed that cas­tle with pow­der and guns and brass; hold­ing it as a sa­cred du­ty that ev­ery cop­per should go to that ob­ject to which the serene great mighty mar­shal of the Grand Prin­ci­pal­i­ty of Lithua­nia com­mand­ed that it should go. But when by the chang­ing wheel of fate the cas­tle of Tykotsin be­came the great­est sup­port in this prov­ince of the en­e­mies of the coun­try, I asked God and my own con­science whether I ought to strength­en it more, or whether I was not bound to give in­to the hands of your great might­i­ness this wealth and these mil­i­tary sup­plies ob­tained from the in­come of the present year.”

			“You should give them to me!” in­ter­rupt­ed Za­glo­ba, with im­por­tance.

			“I ask but one thing—that your great might­i­ness be pleased, in pres­ence of the whole army and in writ­ing, to give me a re­ceipt, that I ap­plied noth­ing from that prop­er­ty to my own use, and that I de­liv­ered ev­ery­thing in­to the hands of the Com­mon­wealth, worthi­ly rep­re­sent­ed here by you, the great mighty com­man­der.”

			Za­glo­ba mo­tioned with his head as a sign of as­sent, and be­gan at once to look over the reg­is­ter.

			It ap­peared that be­sides the eight-pounders there were put away in the store­hous­es three hun­dred Ger­man mus­kets, very good ones; be­sides two hun­dred Mos­cow hal­berts, for in­fantry in the de­fence of walls and breast­works; and six thou­sand ducats in ready mon­ey.

			“The mon­ey will be di­vid­ed among the army,” said Za­glo­ba; “and as to the mus­kets and hal­berts,”—here he looked around—“Pan Os­ky­erko, you will take them and form a body of in­fantry; there are a few foot-sol­diers here from the Radzivill fugi­tives, and as many as are lack­ing may be tak­en from the millers.”

			Then he turned to all present: “Gra­cious gen­tle­men, there is mon­ey, there are can­nons, there will be in­fantry and pro­vi­sions—these are my or­ders, to be­gin with.”

			“Vi­vat!” shout­ed the army.

			“And now, gra­cious gen­tle­men, let all the young men go on a jump to the vil­lages for spades, shov­els, and pick­ax­es. We will make a for­ti­fied camp, a sec­ond Zbaraj! But whether a man be­longs to cav­al­ry or in­fantry, let none be ashamed of the shov­el, and to work!”

			Then the com­man­der with­drew to his quar­ters, at­tend­ed by the shouts of the army.

			“As God is true, that man has a head on his shoul­ders,” said Volody­ovs­ki to Pan Yan, “and things be­gin to go in bet­ter or­der.”

			“If on­ly Radzivill does not come soon,” put in Pan Stanislav, “for he is such a lead­er that there is not an­oth­er like him in the Com­mon­wealth. Our Pan Za­glo­ba is good for pro­vi­sion­ing the camp; but it is not for him to mea­sure strength with such a war­rior as Radzivill.”

			“That is true!” an­swered Pan Yan. “When it comes to ac­tion we will help him with coun­sel, for he does not un­der­stand war. Be­sides, his rule will come to an end the mo­ment Sapye­ha ar­rives.”

			“He can do much good be­fore that time,” said Volody­ovs­ki.

			In truth, the army need­ed some lead­er, even Za­glo­ba; for from the day of his elec­tion bet­ter or­der reigned in the camp. On the fol­low­ing day they be­gan to make breast­works near the By­a­lystok ponds. Pan Os­ky­erko, who had served in for­eign armies and un­der­stood for­ti­fi­ca­tion, di­rect­ed the whole la­bor. In three days there had arisen a very strong en­trench­ment, re­al­ly some­thing like Zbaraj, for the sides and the rear of it were de­fend­ed by swampy ponds. The sight of this work raised the hearts of the sol­diers; the whole army felt that it had some ground un­der its feet. But courage was strength­ened still more at sight of the sup­plies of food brought by strong par­ties. Ev­ery day they drove in ox­en, sheep, pigs; ev­ery day came wag­ons bring­ing all kinds of grain and hay. Some things came from Luko­vo, oth­ers from Vidzko. There came al­so, in con­tin­u­al­ly greater num­bers, no­bles, small and great, for when the tid­ings went around that there was a gov­ern­ment, an army, and a com­man­der, there was more con­fi­dence among peo­ple. It was bur­den­some for the in­hab­i­tants to sup­port a “whole di­vi­sion:” but to be­gin with, Za­glo­ba did not in­quire about that; in the sec­ond place, it was bet­ter to give half to the army and en­joy the rest in peace, than to be ex­posed ev­ery mo­ment to los­ing all through the un­ruly bands, which had in­creased con­sid­er­ably and raged like Tar­tars, and which, at com­mand of Za­glo­ba, were pur­sued and de­stroyed.

			“If the com­man­der turns out to be such a lead­er as he is a man­ag­er,” said the sol­diers in camp, “the Com­mon­wealth does not know yet how great a man it has.”

			Za­glo­ba him­self was think­ing, with def­i­nite alarm, of the com­ing of Yanush Radzivill. He called to mind all the vic­to­ries of Radzivill; then the form of the het­man took on mon­strous shapes in the imag­i­na­tion of the new com­man­der, and in his soul he said—

			“Oh, who can op­pose that drag­on? I said that he would choke him­self with me, but he will swal­low me as a sheat­fish a duck.”

			And he promised him­self, un­der oath, not to give a gen­er­al bat­tle to Radzivill.

			“There will be a siege,” thought he, “and that al­ways lasts long. Ne­go­ti­a­tions can be tried too, and by that time Sapye­ha will come up.”

			In case he should not come up, Za­glo­ba de­ter­mined to lis­ten to Pan Yan in ev­ery­thing, for he re­mem­bered how high­ly Prince Yere­mi prized this of­fi­cer and his mil­i­tary en­dow­ments.

			“You, Pan Michael,” said Za­glo­ba to Volody­ovs­ki, “are just cre­at­ed for at­tack, and you may be sent scout­ing, even with a large par­ty, for you know how to man­age, and fall on the en­e­my, like a wolf on sheep; but if you were com­mand­ed to be het­man of a whole army—I pass, I pass! You will not fill a vault with your mind, since you have no wit for sale; but Yan, he has the head of a com­man­der, and if I were to die he is the on­ly man who could fill my place.”

			Mean­while con­tra­dic­to­ry tid­ings came. First it was re­port­ed that Radzivill was march­ing through Elec­toral Prus­sia; sec­ond, that hav­ing de­feat­ed Ho­v­an­s­ki’s troops, he had tak­en Grod­no and was march­ing thence with great force; fur­ther, there were men who in­sist­ed that not Prince Yanush, but Sapye­ha, with the aid of Prince Michael Radzivill, had de­feat­ed Ho­v­an­s­ki. Scout­ing-par­ties brought no re­li­able news, sav­ing this, that a body of Zolotarenko’s men, about two thou­sand in num­ber, were at Volkovysk, and threat­ened the town. The neigh­bor­hood was in flames.

			One day lat­er fugi­tives be­gan to come in who con­firmed the news, re­port­ing be­sides that the towns­peo­ple had sent en­voys to Ho­v­an­s­ki and Zolotarenko with a prayer to spare the place, to which they re­ceived an­swer from Ho­v­an­s­ki that that band was a sep­a­rate one, hav­ing noth­ing to do with his army. Zolotarenko ad­vised the peo­ple to ran­som them­selves; but they, as poor men af­ter the re­cent fire and a num­ber of plun­der­ings, had no ran­som to give. They im­plored the com­man­der in God’s name to has­ten to their res­cue, while they were con­duct­ing ne­go­ti­a­tions to ran­som the town, for af­ter­ward there would not be time. Za­glo­ba se­lect­ed fif­teen hun­dred good troops, among them the Lau­da men, and call­ing Volody­ovs­ki, said—

			“Now, Pan Michael, it is time to show what you can do. Go to Volkovysk and de­stroy those ruf­fi­ans who are threat­en­ing an un­de­fend­ed town. Such an ex­pe­di­tion is not a nov­el­ty for you; I think you will take it as a fa­vor that I give such func­tions.” Here he turned to the oth­er colonels: “I must re­main in camp my­self, for all the re­spon­si­bil­i­ty is on me, that is, first; and sec­ond, it does not be­seem my of­fice to go on an ex­pe­di­tion against ruf­fi­ans. But let Radzivill come, then in a great bat­tle it will be shown who is su­pe­ri­or—the het­man or the com­man­der.”

			Volody­ovs­ki set out with alacrity, for he was weary of camp life and yearned for bat­tle. The squadrons se­lect­ed marched out will­ing­ly and with singing; the com­man­der ap­peared on the ram­part on horse­back, and blessed the de­part­ing, mak­ing over them the sign of the cross for the road. There were some who won­dered that Za­glo­ba sent off that par­ty with such solem­ni­ty, but he re­mem­bered that Jolkyevs­ki and oth­er het­mans had the habit of mak­ing the sign of the cross over squadrons when go­ing to bat­tle; be­sides, he loved to do ev­ery­thing with cer­e­mo­ny, for that raised his dig­ni­ty in the eyes of the sol­diers.

			Bare­ly had the squadrons van­ished in the haze of the dis­tance, when he be­gan to be alarmed about them.

			“Yan!” said he, “an­oth­er hand­ful of men might be sent to Volody­ovs­ki.”

			“Be at rest, fa­ther,” an­swered Pan Yan. “For Volody­ovs­ki to go on such an ex­pe­di­tion is the same as to eat a plate of fried eggs. Dear God, he has done noth­ing else all his life!”

			“That is true; but if an over­whelm­ing force should at­tack him? Nec Her­cules con­tra plures (Nei­ther Her­cules against [too] many).”

			“What is the use in talk­ing about such a sol­dier? He will test ev­ery­thing care­ful­ly be­fore he strikes; and if the forces against him are too great, he will pluck off what he can and re­turn, or will send for re­in­force­ments. You may sleep qui­et­ly, fa­ther.”

			“Ah, I al­so knew whom I was send­ing, but I tell you that Pan Michael must have giv­en me some herb; I have such a weak­ness for him. I have nev­er loved any­one so, ex­cept Pod­bip­i­en­ta and you. It can­not be but that lit­tle fel­low has giv­en me some­thing.”

			Three days passed. Pro­vi­sions were brought con­tin­u­al­ly, vol­un­teers al­so marched in, but of Pan Michael not a sound. Za­glo­ba’s fears in­creased, and in spite of Pan Yan’s re­mon­strance that in no way could Volody­ovs­ki re­turn yet from Volkovysk, Za­glo­ba sent one hun­dred of Yakub Kmi­ta’s light horse for in­tel­li­gence.

			The scouts marched out, and two days more passed with­out news.

			On the sev­enth day, dur­ing a gray misty night­fall, the camp-at­ten­dants sent for food to Bo­brovni­ki re­turned in great haste, with the re­port that they had seen some army com­ing out of the for­est be­yond Bo­brovni­ki.

			“Pan Michael!” ex­claimed Za­glo­ba, joy­ful­ly.

			But the men con­tra­dict­ed that. They had not gone to meet it for the spe­cial rea­son that they saw strange flags, not be­long­ing to Volody­ovs­ki’s troops. And be­sides, this force was greater. The at­ten­dants, be­ing at­ten­dants, could not fix the num­ber ex­act­ly; some said there were three thou­sand; oth­ers five thou­sand, or still more.

			“I will take twen­ty horse­men and go to meet them,” said Cap­tain Lip­nit­s­ki.

			He went.

			An hour passed, and a sec­ond; at last it was stat­ed that not a par­ty was ap­proach­ing, but a whole army.

			It is un­known why, but on a sud­den it was thun­dered through the camp—

			“Radzivill is com­ing!”

			This re­port, like an elec­tric shock, moved and shook the whole camp; the sol­diers rushed to the bul­warks. On some faces ter­ror was ev­i­dent; the men did not stand in prop­er or­der; Os­ky­erko’s in­fantry on­ly oc­cu­pied the places in­di­cat­ed. Among the vol­un­teers there was a pan­ic at the first mo­ment. From mouth to mouth flew var­i­ous re­ports: “Radzivill has cut to pieces Volody­ovs­ki and the sec­ond par­ty formed of Yakub Kmi­ta’s men,” re­peat­ed some. “Not a wit­ness of the de­feat has es­caped!” said oth­ers. “And now Lip­nit­s­ki has gone, as it were, un­der the earth.” “Where is the com­man­der? Where is the com­man­der?”

			The colonels rushed to es­tab­lish or­der; and since all in the camp, save a few vol­un­teers, were old sol­diers, they soon stood in or­der, wait­ing for what would ap­pear.

			When the cry came, “Radzivill is com­ing!” Za­glo­ba was great­ly con­fused; but in the first mo­ment he would not be­lieve it.

			“What has hap­pened to Volody­ovs­ki? Has he let him­self be sur­round­ed, so that not a man has come back with a warn­ing? And the sec­ond par­ty? And Pan Lip­nit­s­ki? Im­pos­si­ble!” re­peat­ed Za­glo­ba to him­self, wip­ing his fore­head, which was sweat­ing pro­fuse­ly. “Has this drag­on, this man-killer, this Lu­cifer, been able to come from Kyedani al­ready? Is the last hour ap­proach­ing?”

			Mean­while from ev­ery side voic­es more and more nu­mer­ous cried, “Radzivill! Radzivill!”

			Za­glo­ba ceased to doubt. He sprang up and rushed to Pan Yan’s quar­ters. “Oh, Yan, save! It is time now!”

			“What has hap­pened?” asked Pan Yan.

			“Radzivill is com­ing! To your head I give ev­ery­thing, for Prince Yere­mi said that you are a born lead­er. I will su­per­in­tend my­self, but do you give coun­sel and lead.”

			“That can­not be Radzivill!” said Pan Yan. “From what di­rec­tion are the troops march­ing?”

			“From Volkovysk. It is said that they have tak­en Volody­ovs­ki and the sec­ond par­ty which I sent not long ago.”

			“Volody­ovs­ki let him­self be tak­en! Oh, fa­ther, you do not know him. He is com­ing back him­self—no one else!”

			“But it is said that there is an enor­mous army!”

			“Praise be to God! it is clear then that Sapye­ha is com­ing.”

			“For God’s sake! what do you tell me? Why then was it said that Lip­nit­s­ki went against them?”

			“That is just the proof that it is not Radzivill who is com­ing. Lip­nit­s­ki dis­cov­ered who it was, joined, and all are com­ing to­geth­er. Let us go out, let us go out!”

			“I said that the first mo­ment!” cried Za­glo­ba. “All were fright­ened, but I thought, ‘That can­not be!’ I saw the po­si­tion at once. Come! hur­ry, Yan, hur­ry! Those men out there are con­fused. Aha!”

			Za­glo­ba and Pan Yan has­tened to the ram­parts, oc­cu­pied al­ready by the troops, and be­gan to pass along. Za­glo­ba’s face was ra­di­ant; he stopped ev­ery lit­tle while, and cried so that all heard him—

			“Gra­cious gen­tle­men, we have guests! I have no rea­son to lose heart! If that is Radzivill, I’ll show him the road back to Kyedani!”

			“We’ll show him!” cried the army.

			“Kin­dle fires on the ram­parts! We will not hide our­selves; let them see us, we are ready! Kin­dle fires!”

			Straight­way they brought wood, and a quar­ter of an hour lat­er the whole camp was flam­ing, till the heav­ens grew red as if from day­break. The sol­diers, turn­ing away from the light, looked in­to the dark­ness in the di­rec­tion of Bo­brovni­ki. Some of them cried that they heard a clat­ter and the stamp of hors­es.

			Just then in the dark­ness mus­ket-shots were heard from afar. Za­glo­ba pulled Pan Yan by the skirts.

			“They are be­gin­ning to fire!” said he, dis­qui­et­ed.

			“Salutes!” an­swered Pan Yan.

			Af­ter the shots shouts of joy were heard. There was no rea­son for fur­ther doubt; a mo­ment lat­er a num­ber of rid­ers rushed in on foam­ing hors­es, cry­ing—

			“Pan Sapye­ha! the vo­evo­da of Vi­tyeb­sk!”

			Bare­ly had the sol­diers heard this, when they rushed forth from the walls, like an over­flowed riv­er, and ran for­ward, roar­ing so that any­one hear­ing their voic­es from afar might think them cries from a town in which vic­tors were putting all to the sword.

			Za­glo­ba, wear­ing all the in­signia of his of­fice, with a ba­ton in his hand and a heron’s feath­er in his cap, rode out un­der his horse­tail stan­dard, at the head of the colonels, to the front of the for­ti­fi­ca­tions.

			Af­ter a while the vo­evo­da of Vi­tyeb­sk at the head of his of­fi­cers, and with Volody­ovs­ki at his side, rode in­to the light­ed cir­cle. He was a man al­ready in re­spectable years, of medi­um weight, with a face not beau­ti­ful, but wise and kind­ly. His mus­tach­es, cut even­ly over his up­per lip, were iron-gray, as was al­so a small beard, which made him re­sem­ble a for­eign­er, though he dressed in Pol­ish fash­ion. Though fa­mous for many mil­i­tary ex­ploits he looked more like a civil­ian than a sol­dier; those who knew him more in­ti­mate­ly said that in the coun­te­nance of the vo­evo­da Min­er­va was greater than Mars. But, be­sides Min­er­va and Mars, there was in that face a gem rar­er in those times; that is hon­esty, which flow­ing forth from his soul was re­flect­ed in his eyes as the light of the sun is in wa­ter. At the first glance peo­ple rec­og­nized that he was a just and hon­or­able man.

			“We wait­ed as for a fa­ther!” cried the sol­diers.

			“And so our lead­er has come!” re­peat­ed oth­ers, with emo­tion.

			“Vi­vat, vi­vat!”

			Pan Za­glo­ba, at the head of his colonels, hur­ried to­ward Sapye­ha, who reined in his horse and be­gan to bow with his lynx-skin cap.

			“Serene great mighty vo­evo­da!” be­gan Za­glo­ba, “though I pos­sessed the elo­quence of the an­cient Ro­mans, nay, of Ci­cero him­self, or, go­ing to re­mot­er times, of that fa­mous Athe­ni­an, De­mos­thenes, I should not be able to ex­press the de­light which has seized our hearts at sight of the wor­thy per­son of the serene great mighty lord. The whole Com­mon­wealth is re­joic­ing in our hearts, greet­ing the wis­est sen­a­tor and the best son, with a de­light all the greater be­cause un­ex­pect­ed. Be­hold, we were drawn out here on these bul­warks un­der arms, not ready for greet­ing, but for bat­tle—not to hear shouts of de­light, but the thun­der of can­non—not to shed tears, but our blood! When how­ev­er hun­dred-tongued Fame bore around the news that the de­fend­er of the fa­ther­land was com­ing, not the heretic—the vo­evo­da of Vi­tyeb­sk, not the grand het­man of Lithua­nia—Sapye­ha, not Radzivill—”

			But Pan Sapye­ha was in an ev­i­dent hur­ry to en­ter; for he waved his hand quick­ly, with a kind­ly though lord­ly inat­ten­tion, and said—

			“Radzivill al­so is com­ing. In two days he will be here!”

			Za­glo­ba was con­fused; first, be­cause the thread of his speech was bro­ken, and sec­ond, be­cause the news of Radzivill made a great im­pres­sion on him. He stood there­fore a mo­ment be­fore Sapye­ha, not know­ing what fur­ther to say; but he came quick­ly to his mind, and draw­ing hur­ried­ly the ba­ton from his belt, said with solem­ni­ty, call­ing to mind what had tak­en place at Zbaraj—

			“The army has cho­sen me for its lead­er, but I yield this in­to wor­thi­er hands, so as to give an ex­am­ple to the younger how we must re­sign the high­est hon­ors for the pub­lic good.”

			The sol­diers be­gan to shout; but Pan Sapye­ha on­ly smiled and said—

			“Lord broth­er, I would glad­ly re­ceive it, but Radzivill might think that you gave it through fear of him.”

			“Oh, he knows me al­ready,” an­swered Za­glo­ba, “and will not as­cribe fear to me. I was the first to stag­ger him in Kyedani; and I drew oth­ers af­ter me by my ex­am­ple.”

			“If that is the case, then lead on to the camp,” said Sapye­ha. “Volody­ovs­ki told me on the road that you are an ex­cel­lent man­ag­er and have some­thing on which to sub­sist; and we are wea­ried and hun­gry.”

			So say­ing, he spurred on his horse, and af­ter him moved the oth­ers; and all en­tered the camp amid mea­sure­less re­joic­ing. Za­glo­ba, re­mem­ber­ing what was said of Sapye­ha—that he liked feasts and the gob­let—de­ter­mined to give fit­ting hon­or to the day of his com­ing; hence he ap­peared with a feast of such splen­dor as had not been yet in the camp. All ate and drank. At the cups Volody­ovs­ki told what had hap­pened at Volkovysk—how forces, con­sid­er­ably greater than his own, had been sent out by Zolotarenko, how the traitor had sur­round­ed him, how strait­ened he was when the sud­den ar­rival of Sapye­ha turned a des­per­ate de­fence in­to a bril­liant vic­to­ry.

			“We gave them some­thing to think of,” said he, “so that they will not stick an ear out of their camp.”

			Then the con­ver­sa­tion turned to Radzivill. The vo­evo­da of Vi­tyeb­sk had very re­cent tid­ings, and knew through re­li­able peo­ple of ev­ery­thing that took place in Kyedani. He said there­fore that the het­man had sent a cer­tain Kmi­ta with a let­ter to the King of Swe­den, and with a re­quest to strike Podlyasye from two sides at once.

			“This is a won­der of won­ders to me!” ex­claimed Za­glo­ba; “for had it not been for that Kmi­ta, we should not have con­cen­trat­ed our forces to this mo­ment, and if Radzivill had come he might have eat­en us up, one af­ter the oth­er, like pud­dings of Syedlets.”

			“Volody­ovs­ki told me all that,” said Sapye­ha, “from which I in­fer that Kmi­ta has a per­son­al af­fec­tion for you. It is too bad that he hasn’t it for the coun­try. But peo­ple who see noth­ing above them­selves, serve no cause well and are ready to be­tray any­one, as in this case Kmi­ta Radzivill.”

			“But among us there are no traitors, and we are ready to stand up with the serene great mighty vo­evo­da to the death!” said Jy­rom­s­ki.

			“I be­lieve that here are most hon­or­able sol­diers,” an­swered Sapye­ha, “and I had no ex­pec­ta­tion of find­ing such or­der and abun­dance, for which I must give thanks to his grace Pan Za­glo­ba.”

			Za­glo­ba blushed with plea­sure, for some­how it had seemed to him hith­er­to that though the vo­evo­da of Vi­tyeb­sk had treat­ed him gra­cious­ly, still he had not giv­en him the recog­ni­tion and re­spect which he, the ex-com­man­der, de­sired. He be­gan there­fore to re­late how he had made reg­u­la­tions, what he had done, what sup­plies he had col­lect­ed, how he had brought can­non, and formed in­fantry, fi­nal­ly what an ex­ten­sive cor­re­spon­dence he had car­ried on; and not with­out boast­ing did he make men­tion of the let­ters sent to the ban­ished king, to Ho­v­an­s­ki, and to the elec­tor.

			“Af­ter my let­ter, his grace the elec­tor must de­clare for us open­ly or against us,” said he, with pride.

			The vo­evo­da of Vi­tyeb­sk was a hu­mor­ous man, and per­haps al­so he was a lit­tle joy­ous from drink; there­fore he smoothed his mus­tache, laughed ma­li­cious­ly, and said—

			“Lord broth­er, but have you not writ­ten to the Em­per­or of Ger­many?”

			“No!” an­swered Za­glo­ba, as­ton­ished.

			“That is a pity,” said the vo­evo­da; “for there an equal would have talked with an equal.”

			The colonels burst in­to a thun­der­ing laugh; but Za­glo­ba showed at once that if the vo­evo­da wished to be a scythe, he had struck a stone.

			“Serene great mighty lord,” said he, “I can write to the elec­tor, for as a no­ble I am an elec­tor my­self, and I ex­er­cised my rights not so long ago when I gave my voice for Yan Kaz­imir.”

			“You have brought that out well,” an­swered Sapye­ha.

			“But with such a po­ten­tate as the Em­per­or I do not cor­re­spond,” con­tin­ued Za­glo­ba, “lest he might ap­ply to me a cer­tain proverb which I heard in Lithua­nia.”

			“What was the proverb?”

			“Such a fool’s head as that must have come out of Vi­tyeb­sk!” an­swered Za­glo­ba, with­out con­fu­sion.

			Hear­ing this, the colonels were fright­ened; but the vo­evo­da leaned back and held his sides from laugh­ter.

			“Ah, but you have set­tled me this time! Let me em­brace you! When­ev­er I want to shave my beard I’ll bor­row your tongue!”

			The feast con­tin­ued till late in the night; it was bro­ken up by the ar­rival of no­bles from Tykotsin, who brought news that Radzivill’s scouts had al­ready reached that place.

		
	
		
			XXXIV

			Radzivill would have fall­en on Podlyasye long be­fore, had not var­i­ous rea­sons held him back in Kyedani. First, he was wait­ing for the Swedish re­in­force­ments, which Pon­tus de la Gardie de­layed by de­sign. Al­though bonds of re­la­tion­ship con­nect­ed the Swedish gen­er­al with the king him­self, he could not com­pare in great­ness of fam­i­ly, in im­por­tance, in ex­ten­sive con­nec­tions by blood, with that Lithua­ni­an mag­nate; and as to for­tune, though at that time there was no ready mon­ey in Radzivill’s trea­sury, all the Swedish gen­er­als might have been por­tioned with one half of the prince’s es­tates and con­sid­er them­selves wealthy. Now, when by the turn of for­tune Radzivill was de­pen­dent on Pon­tus, the gen­er­al could not de­ny him­self the plea­sure of mak­ing that lord feel his de­pen­dence and the su­pe­ri­or­i­ty of De la Gardie.

			Radzivill did not need re­in­force­ments to de­feat the con­fed­er­ates, since for that he had forces enough of his own; but the Swedes were nec­es­sary to him for the rea­sons men­tioned by Kmi­ta in his let­ter to Volody­ovs­ki. He was shut off from Podlyasye by the le­gions of Ho­v­an­s­ki, who might block the road to him; but if Radzivill marched to­geth­er with Swedish troops, and un­der the aegis of the King of Swe­den, ev­ery hos­tile step on the part of Ho­v­an­s­ki would be con­sid­ered a chal­lenge to Karl Gus­tav. Radzivill wished this in his soul, and there­fore he wait­ed im­pa­tient­ly for the ar­rival of even one Swedish squadron, and while urg­ing Pon­tus he said more than once to his at­ten­dants—

			“A cou­ple of years ago he would have thought it a fa­vor to re­ceive a let­ter from me, and would have left the let­ter by will to his de­scen­dants; but to­day he takes on the airs of a su­pe­ri­or.”

			To which a cer­tain no­ble, loud-mouthed and truth-telling, known in the whole neigh­bor­hood, al­lowed him­self to an­swer at once—

			“Ac­cord­ing to the proverb, mighty prince, ‘As a man makes his bed, so must he sleep on it.’ ”

			Radzivill burst out in anger, and gave or­ders to cast the no­ble in­to the tow­er; but on the fol­low­ing day he let him out and pre­sent­ed him with a gold but­ton; for of this no­ble it was said that he had ready mon­ey, and the prince want­ed to bor­row mon­ey of him on his note. The no­ble ac­cept­ed the but­ton, but gave not the mon­ey.

			Swedish re­in­force­ments came at last, to the num­ber of eight hun­dred horse, of the heavy cav­al­ry. Pon­tus sent di­rect­ly to the cas­tle of Tykotsin three hun­dred in­fantry and one hun­dred light cav­al­ry, wish­ing to have his own gar­ri­son there in ev­ery event.

			Ho­v­an­s­ki’s troops with­drew be­fore them, mak­ing no op­po­si­tion; they ar­rived there­fore safe­ly at Tykotsin, for this took place when the con­fed­er­ate squadrons were still scat­tered over all Podlyasye, and were oc­cu­pied on­ly in plun­der­ing the es­tates of Radzivill.

			It was hoped that the prince, af­ter he had re­ceived the de­sired re­in­force­ments, would take the field at once; but he loi­tered yet. The cause of this was news from Podlyasye of dis­agree­ment in that prov­ince; of lack of union among the con­fed­er­ates, and mis­un­der­stand­ings be­tween Ko­tovs­ki, Lip­nit­s­ki, and Yakub Kmi­ta.

			“It is nec­es­sary to give them time,” said the prince, “to seize one an­oth­er by the heads. They will gnaw one an­oth­er to pieces; their pow­er will dis­ap­pear with­out war; and then we will strike on Ho­v­an­s­ki.”

			But on a sud­den con­tra­dic­to­ry news be­gan to come; the colonels not on­ly did not fight with one an­oth­er, but had as­sem­bled in one body at By­a­lystok. The prince searched his brain for the cause of this change. At last the name of Za­glo­ba, as com­man­der, came to his ears. He was in­formed al­so of the mak­ing of a for­ti­fied camp, the pro­vi­sion­ing of the army, and the can­non dug out at By­a­lystok by Za­glo­ba, of the in­crease of con­fed­er­ate strength, of vol­un­teers com­ing from the in­te­ri­or. Prince Yanush fell in­to such wrath that Gan­hoff, a fear­less sol­dier, dared not ap­proach him for some time.

			At last the com­mand was is­sued to the squadrons to pre­pare for the road. In one day a whole di­vi­sion was ready—one reg­i­ment of Ger­man in­fantry, two of Scot­tish, one of Lithua­ni­an. Pan Ko­rf led the ar­tillery; Gan­hoff took com­mand of the cav­al­ry. Be­sides, Khar­lamp’s dra­goons, the Swedish cav­al­ry, and the light reg­i­ment of Nyevyarovs­ki, there was the princess own heavy squadron, in which Slizyen was lieu­tenant. It was a con­sid­er­able force, and com­posed of vet­er­ans. With a force no greater the prince, dur­ing the first wars with Hmel­nit­s­ki, had won those vic­to­ries which had adorned his name with im­mor­tal glo­ry; with a pow­er no greater he had beat­en Neba­ba at Loy­o­vo, crushed a num­ber of tens of thou­sands led by the fa­mous Kre­chovs­ki, de­stroyed Mozyr and Tur­off, had tak­en Kiev by storm, and so pushed Hmel­nit­s­ki in the steppes that he was forced to seek safe­ty in ne­go­ti­a­tions.

			But the star of that pow­er­ful war­rior was ev­i­dent­ly set­ting, and he had no good fore­bod­ings him­self. He cast his eyes in­to the fu­ture, and saw noth­ing clear­ly. He would go to Podlyasye, tear apart with hors­es the in­sur­gents, give or­ders to pull out of his skin the hat­ed Za­glo­ba—and what would come of that? What fur­ther? What change of fate would come? Would he then strike Ho­v­an­s­ki, would he avenge the de­feat at Tsi­by­ho­va, and adorn his own head with new lau­rels? The prince said that he would, but he doubt­ed, for just then re­ports be­gan to cir­cu­late wide­ly that the North­ern­ers, fear­ing the growth of Swedish pow­er, would cease to wage war, and might even form an al­liance with Yan Kaz­imir. Sapye­ha con­tin­ued to pluck them still, and de­feat­ed them where he could; but at the same time he ne­go­ti­at­ed with them. Pan Gosyevs­ki had the same plans.

			Then in case of Ho­v­an­s­ki’s re­treat that field of ac­tion would be closed, and the last chance of show­ing his pow­er would van­ish from Radzivill; or if Yan Kaz­imir could make a treaty with those who till then had been his en­e­mies, and urge them against the Swedes, for­tune might in­cline to his side against Swe­den, and there­by against Radzivill.

			From Poland there came, it is true, the most fa­vor­able news. The suc­cess of the Swedes sur­passed all ex­pec­ta­tion. Prov­inces yield­ed one af­ter an­oth­er; in Great Poland Swedes ruled as in Swe­den; in War­saw, Radzey­ovs­ki gov­erned; Lit­tle Poland of­fered no re­sis­tance; Krakow might fall at any mo­ment; the king, de­sert­ed by the army and the no­bles, with con­fi­dence in his peo­ple bro­ken to the core, went to Sile­sia; and Karl Gus­tav him­self was as­ton­ished at the ease with which he had crushed that pow­er, al­ways vic­to­ri­ous hith­er­to in war with the Swedes.

			But just in that ease had Radzivill a fore­bod­ing of dan­ger to him­self; for the Swedes, blind­ed by tri­umph, would not count with him, would not con­sid­er him, es­pe­cial­ly be­cause he had not shown him­self so pow­er­ful and so com­mand­ing as all, not ex­cept­ing him­self, had thought him.

			Will the Swedish King give him then Lithua­nia, or even White Rus­sia? Will he not pre­fer to paci­fy an eter­nal­ly hun­gry neigh­bor with some east­ern slice of the Com­mon­wealth, so as to have his own hands free in the rem­nants of Poland?

			These were the ques­tions which tor­ment­ed con­tin­u­al­ly the soul of Prince Yanush. Days and nights did he pass in dis­qui­et. He con­ceived that Pon­tus de la Gardie would not have dared to treat him so haugh­ti­ly, al­most in­sult­ing­ly, had he not thought that the king would con­firm such a man­ner of ac­tion, or what is worse, had not his in­struc­tions been pre­vi­ous­ly pre­pared.

			“As long as I am at the head of some thou­sands of men,” thought Radzivill, “they will con­sid­er me; but when mon­ey fails, when my hired reg­i­ments scat­ter, what then?”

			And the rev­enues from his enor­mous es­tates did not come in. An im­mense part of them, scat­tered through­out Lithua­nia and far away to Pole­sie or Kiev, lay in ru­ins; those in Podlyasye the con­fed­er­ates had plun­dered com­plete­ly. At times it seemed to the prince that he would top­ple over the precipice; that from all his la­bor and plot­ting on­ly the name traitor would re­main to him—noth­ing more.

			An­oth­er phan­tom ter­ri­fied him—the phan­tom of death, which ap­peared al­most ev­ery night be­fore the cur­tain of his bed, and beck­oned with its hand, as if wish­ing to say to him, “Come in­to dark­ness, cross the un­known riv­er.”

			Had he been able to stand on the sum­mit of glo­ry, had he been able to place on his head, even for one day, for one hour, that crown de­sired with such pas­sion, he might meet that aw­ful and silent phan­tom with un­ter­ri­fied eye. But to die and leave be­hind evil fame and the scorn of men, seemed to that lord, who was as proud as Sa­tan him­self, a hell dur­ing life.

			More than once then, when he was alone or with his as­trologer, in whom he placed the great­est trust, did he seize his tem­ples and re­peat with sti­fled voice—

			“I am burn­ing, burn­ing, burn­ing!”

			Un­der these con­di­tions he was pre­par­ing for the cam­paign against Podlyasye, when the day be­fore the march it was an­nounced that Prince Bo­guslav had left Tau­ro­gi.

			At the mere news of this, Prince Yanush, even be­fore he saw his cousin, re­vived as it were; for that Bo­guslav brought with him his youth and a blind faith in the fu­ture. In him the line of Bir­ji was to be re­newed, for him alone was Prince Yanush toil­ing.

			When he heard that Bo­guslav was com­ing, the het­man wished to go out to meet him, but eti­quette did not per­mit him to go forth to meet a younger cousin; he sent there­fore a gild­ed car­riage, and a whole squadron as es­cort, and from the breast­works raised by Kmi­ta and from the cas­tle it­self mor­tars were fired at his com­mand, just as at the com­ing of a king.

			When the cousins, af­ter a cer­e­mo­ni­al greet­ing, were left alone at last, Yanush seized Bo­guslav in his em­brace and be­gan to re­peat, with a voice of emo­tion—

			“My youth has re­turned! My health has re­turned in a mo­ment!”

			But Bo­guslav looked at him care­ful­ly and asked—

			“What trou­bles your high­ness?”

			“Let us not give our­selves ti­tles if no one obeys us. What trou­bles me? Sick­ness ir­ri­tates me so that I am fall­ing like a rot­ten tree. But a truce to this! How is my wife and Marys­ka?”

			“They have gone from Tau­ro­gi to Tylt­sa. They are both well, and Marie is like a rose­bud; that will be a won­der­ful rose when it blooms. Ma foi! more beau­ti­ful feet there are not in the world, and her tress­es flow to the very ground.”

			“Did she seem so beau­ti­ful to you? That is well. God in­spired you to come; I feel bet­ter in spir­it when I see you. But what do you bring touch­ing pub­lic af­fairs? What is the elec­tor do­ing?”

			“You know that he has made a league with the Prus­sian towns?”

			“I know.”

			“But they do not trust him great­ly. Dantzig will not re­ceive his gar­risons. The Ger­mans have a good sniff.”

			“I know that too. But have you not writ­ten to him? What are his plans touch­ing us?”

			“Touch­ing us?” re­peat­ed Bo­guslav, inat­ten­tive­ly.

			He cast his eyes around the room, then rose. Prince Yanush thought that he was look­ing for some­thing; but he hur­ried to a mir­ror in the cor­ner, and with­draw­ing a prop­er dis­tance, rubbed his whole face with a fin­ger of his right hand; at last he said—

			“My skin is chapped a lit­tle from the jour­ney, but be­fore morn­ing it will be healed. What are the elec­tor’s plans touch­ing us? Noth­ing; he wrote to me that he will not for­get us.”

			“What does that mean?”

			“I have the let­ter with me; I will show it to you. He writes that what­ev­er may hap­pen he will not for­get us; and I be­lieve him, for his in­ter­ests en­join that. The elec­tor cares as much for the Com­mon­wealth as I do for an old wig, and would be glad to give it to Swe­den if he could seize Prus­sia; but the pow­er of Swe­den be­gins to alarm him, there­fore he would be glad to have an al­ly ready for the fu­ture; and he will have one if you mount the throne of Lithua­nia.”

			“Would that had hap­pened! Not for my­self do I wish that throne!”

			“All Lithua­nia can­not be had, per­haps, at first, but even if we get a good piece with White Rus­sia and Jmud—”

			“But what of the Swedes?”

			“The Swedes will be glad al­so to use us as a guard against the East.”

			“You pour bal­sam on me.”

			“Bal­sam! Aha! A cer­tain necro­mancer in Tau­ro­gi want­ed to sell me bal­sam, say­ing that who­ev­er would anoint him­self with it would be safe from spears, swords, and sabres. I or­dered a sol­dier to rub him with it at once and thrust a spear in­to him. Can you imag­ine, the spear went right through his body.”

			Here Prince Bo­guslav laughed, show­ing teeth as white as ivory. But this con­ver­sa­tion was not to the taste of Yanush; he be­gan again there­fore on pub­lic af­fairs.

			“I sent let­ters to the King of Swe­den, and to many oth­ers of our dig­ni­taries. You must have re­ceived a let­ter through Kmi­ta.”

			“But wait! I was com­ing to that mat­ter. What is your idea of Kmi­ta?”

			“He is hot­head­ed, wild, dan­ger­ous, and can­not en­dure re­straint; but he is one of those rare men who serve us in good faith.”

			“Sure­ly,” an­swered Bo­guslav; “and he came near earn­ing the king­dom of heav­en for me.”

			“How is that?” asked Yanush, with alarm.

			“They say, lord broth­er, that if your bile is stirred suf­fo­ca­tion re­sults. Prom­ise me to lis­ten with pa­tience and qui­et­ly, and I will tell some­thing of your Kmi­ta, from which you will know him bet­ter than you have up to this mo­ment.”

			“Well, I will be pa­tient, on­ly be­gin.”

			“A mir­a­cle of God saved me from the hands of that in­car­nate dev­il,” said Bo­guslav; and he be­gan to re­late all that had hap­pened in Pil­vish­ki.

			It was no small­er mir­a­cle that Prince Yanush did not have an at­tack of asth­ma, but it might be thought that apoplexy would strike him. He trem­bled all over, he gnashed his teeth, he cov­ered his eyes with his hand; at last he cried with a hoarse voice—

			“Is that true? Very well! He has for­got­ten that his lit­tle wench is in my hands—”

			“Re­strain your­self, for God’s sake! Hear on. I ac­quit­ted my­self with him as be­seems a cav­a­lier, and if I have not not­ed this ad­ven­ture in my di­ary, and do not boast of it, I re­frain be­cause ’tis a shame that I let my­self be tricked by that clown, as if I were a child—I, of whom Mazarin said that in in­trigue and adroit­ness there was not my equal in the whole court of France. But no more of this! I thought at first that I had killed your Kmi­ta; now I have proof in my hands that he has slipped away.”

			“That is noth­ing! We will find him! We will dig him out! We will get him, even from un­der the earth! Mean­while I will give him a sor­er blow than if I were to flay him alive.”

			“You will give him no blow, but on­ly in­jure your own health. Lis­ten! in com­ing hith­er I no­ticed some low fel­low on a pied horse, who held him­self at no great dis­tance from my car­riage. I no­ticed him spe­cial­ly be­cause his horse was pied, and I gave the or­der at last to sum­mon him. ‘Where art thou go­ing?’ ‘To Kyedani.’ ‘What art thou tak­ing?’ ‘A let­ter to the prince vo­evo­da.’ I or­dered him to give the let­ter, and as there are no se­crets be­tween us I read it. Here it is!”

			Then he gave Prince Yanush Kmi­ta’s let­ter, writ­ten from the for­est at the time when he was set­ting out with the Kyem­lich­es.

			The prince glanced over the let­ter, and crush­ing it with rage, cried—

			“True! in God’s name, true! He has my let­ters, and in them are things which may make the King of Swe­den him­self sus­pi­cious, nay more, give him mor­tal of­fence.”

			Here chok­ing seized him, and the ex­pect­ed at­tack came on. His mouth opened wide­ly, and he gasped quick­ly af­ter air; his hands tore the cloth­ing near his throat. Prince Bo­guslav, see­ing this, clapped his hands, and when the ser­vants ran in, he said—

			“Save the prince your lord, and when he re­cov­ers breath beg him to come to my cham­ber; mean­while I will rest a lit­tle.” And he went out.

			Two hours lat­er, Yanush, with blood­shot eyes, hang­ing lids, and a blue face, knocked at Prince Bo­guslav’s cham­ber. Bo­guslav re­ceived him ly­ing in bed, his face rubbed with milk of al­monds, which was to en­hance the soft­ness and fresh­ness of his skin. With­out a wig on his head, with­out the col­ors on his face, and with un­black­ened brows, he seemed much old­er than in full dress; but Prince Yanush paid no heed to that.

			“I have come to the con­clu­sion,” said he, “that Kmi­ta will not pub­lish those let­ters, for if he should he would by that act write the sen­tence of death for the maid­en. He un­der­stands well that on­ly by keep­ing them does he hold me; but I can­not pour out my vengeance, and that gnaws me, as if I were car­ry­ing about a mad dog in my breast.”

			“Still, it will be nec­es­sary to get those let­ters,” said Bo­guslav.

			“But quo mo­do (in what way)?”

			“Some adroit man must be sent af­ter him, to en­ter in­to friend­ship and at a giv­en op­por­tu­ni­ty seize the let­ters and punch Kmi­ta with a knife. It is nec­es­sary to of­fer a great re­ward.”

			“Who here would un­der­take that deed?”

			“If it were on­ly in Paris, or even in Ger­many, I could find a hun­dred vol­un­teers in one day, but in this coun­try such wares are not found.”

			“And one of our own peo­ple is need­ed, for he would be on his guard against a stranger.”

			“It seems to me that I can find some­one in Prus­sia.”

			“Oh, if he could be tak­en alive and brought to my hands, I would pay him once for all. I say that the in­so­lence of that man pass­es ev­ery mea­sure. I sent him away be­cause he en­raged me, for he would spring at my throat for any rea­son, just like a cat; he hurled at me his own wish­es in ev­ery­thing. A hun­dred times lack­ing lit­tle had I the or­der just—just in my mouth to shoot him; but I could not, I could not.”

			“Tell me, is he re­al­ly a rel­a­tive of ours?”

			“He is a rel­a­tive of the Kishkis, and through the Kishkis of us.”

			“In his fash­ion he is a dev­il, and an op­po­nent dan­ger­ous in the high­est de­gree.”

			“He? You might com­mand him to go to Tsar­grad27 and pull the Sul­tan from his throne, or tear out the beard of the King of Swe­den and bring it to Kyedani. But what did he not do here in time of war?”

			“He has that look, but he has promised us vengeance to the last breath. Luck­i­ly he has a les­son from me that ’tis not easy to en­counter us. Ac­knowl­edge that I treat­ed him in Radzivill fash­ion; if a French cav­a­lier had done a deed like mine, he would boast of it whole days, ex­cept­ing the hours of sleep­ing, eat­ing, and kiss­ing; for they, when they meet, em­u­late one an­oth­er in ly­ing, so that the sun is ashamed to shine.”

			“It is true that you squeezed him, but I would that it had not hap­pened.”

			“And I would that you had cho­sen bet­ter con­fi­dants, with more re­spect for the Radzivill bones.”

			“Those let­ters! those let­ters!”

			The cousins were silent for a while. Bo­guslav spoke first.

			“But what sort of a maid­en is she?”

			“Pan­na Bille­vich?”

			“Bille­vich or Mye­leshko, one is the equal of the oth­er. I do not ask for her name, but if she is beau­ti­ful.”

			“I do not look on those things; but this is cer­tain—the Queen of Poland need not be ashamed of such beau­ty.”

			“The Queen of Poland? Marya Lud­vi­ka? In the time of Cinq-Mars maybe the Queen of Poland was beau­ti­ful, but now the dogs howl when they see her. If your Pan­na Bille­vich is such as she, then I’ll hide my­self; but if she is re­al­ly a won­der, let me take her to Tan­ro­gi, and there she and I will think out a vengeance for Kmi­ta.”

			Yanush med­i­tat­ed a mo­ment.

			“I will not give her to you,” said he at last, “for you will con­strain her with vi­o­lence, and then Kmi­ta will pub­lish the let­ters.”

			“I use force against one of your tuft­ed larks! With­out boast­ing I may say that I have had af­fairs with not such as she, and I have con­strained no one. Once on­ly, but that was in Flan­ders—she was a fool—the daugh­ter of a jew­eller. Af­ter me came the in­fantry of Spain, and the af­fair was ac­count­ed to them.”

			“You do not know this girl; she is from an hon­or­able house, walk­ing virtue, you would say a nun.”

			“Oh, we know the nuns too!”

			“And be­sides she hates us, for she is a pa­tri­ot. She has tried to in­flu­ence Kmi­ta. There are not many such among our wom­en. Her mind is pure­ly that of a man; and she is the most ar­dent ad­her­ent of Yan Kaz­imir.”

			“Then we will in­crease his ad­her­ents.”

			“Im­pos­si­ble, for Kmi­ta will pub­lish the let­ters. I must guard her like the eyes in my head—for a time. Af­ter­ward I will give her to you or to your dra­goons, all one to me!”

			“I give my word of a cav­a­lier that I will not con­strain her; and a word giv­en in pri­vate I al­ways keep. In pol­i­tics it is an­oth­er thing. It would be a shame for me in­deed if I could gain noth­ing by her.”

			“You will not.”

			“In the worst case I’ll get a slap in the face, and from a wom­an that is no shame. You are go­ing to Podlyasye, what will you do with her? You will not take her with you, you can­not leave her here; for the Swedes will come to this place, and the girl should re­main al­ways in our hands as a hostage. Is it not bet­ter that I take her to Tan­ro­gi and send Kmi­ta, not an as­sas­sin, but a mes­sen­ger with a let­ter in which I shall write, ‘Give the let­ters and I’ll give you the maid­en.’ ”

			“True,” an­swered Prince Yanush; “that’s a good method.”

			“But if,” con­tin­ued Bo­guslav, “not al­to­geth­er as I took her, that will be the first step in vengeance.”

			“But you have giv­en your word not to use vi­o­lence.”

			“I have, and I say again that it would be a shame for me—”

			“Then you must take al­so her un­cle, the sword-bear­er of Rossyeni, who is stay­ing here with her.”

			“I do not wish to take him. The no­ble in the fash­ion of this re­gion wears, of course, straw in his boots, and I can­not bear that.”

			“She will not go alone.”

			“That’s to be seen. Ask them to sup­per this evening, so that I may see and know whether she is worth putting be­tween the teeth, and im­me­di­ate­ly I’ll think out meth­ods against her. On­ly, for God’s sake, men­tion not Kmi­ta’s act, for that would con­firm her in de­vo­tion to him. But dur­ing sup­per, no mat­ter what I say, con­tra­dict not. You will see my meth­ods, and they will re­mind you of your own years of youth.”

			Prince Yanush waved his hands and went out; and Bo­guslav put his hands un­der his head, and be­gan to med­i­tate over means.

		
	
		
			XXXV

			To the sup­per, be­sides the sword-bear­er of Rossyeni and Olen­ka, were in­vit­ed the most dis­tin­guished of­fi­cers of Kyedani and some at­ten­dants of Prince Bo­guslav. He came him­self in such ar­ray and so lord­ly that he at­tract­ed all eyes. His wig was dressed in beau­ti­ful wav­ing curls; his face in del­i­ca­cy of col­or called to mind milk and ros­es; his small mus­tache seemed to be of silken hair, and his eyes stars. He was dressed in black, in a kaf­tan made of stripes of silk and vel­vet, the sleeves of which were slashed and fas­tened to­geth­er the length of the arm. Around his neck he had a broad col­lar, of the most mar­vel­lous Bra­bant lace, of in­es­timable val­ue, and at the wrists ruf­fles of the same ma­te­ri­al. A gold chain fell on his breast, and over the right shoul­der along the whole kaf­tan went to his left hip a sword-strap of Dutch leather, so set with di­a­monds that it looked like a strip of chang­ing light. The hilt of his sword glit­tered in like man­ner, and in his shoe-buck­les gleamed the two largest di­a­monds, as large as hazel­nuts. The whole fig­ure seemed im­pos­ing, and as no­ble as it was beau­ti­ful.

			In one hand he held a lace hand­ker­chief; in the oth­er he car­ried, ac­cord­ing to the fash­ion of the time, on his sword-hilt, a hat adorned with curl­ing black os­trich feath­ers of un­com­mon length.

			All, not ex­cept­ing Prince Yanush, looked at him with won­der and ad­mi­ra­tion. His youth­ful years came to the mem­o­ry of the prince vo­evo­da, when he in the same way sur­passed all at the French court with his beau­ty and his wealth. Those years were now far away, but it seemed at that mo­ment to the het­man that he was liv­ing again in that bril­liant cav­a­lier who bore the same name.

			Prince Yanush grew vi­va­cious, and in pass­ing he touched with his in­dex fin­ger the breast of his cousin.

			“Light strikes from you as from the moon,” said he. “Is it not for Pan­na Bille­vich that you are so ar­rayed?”

			“The moon en­ters eas­i­ly ev­ery­where,” an­swered Bo­guslav, boast­ing­ly.

			And then he be­gan to talk with Gan­hoff, near whom he halt­ed, per­haps of pur­pose to ex­hib­it him­self the bet­ter, for Gan­hoff was a man mar­vel­lous­ly ug­ly; he had a face dark and pit­ted with small­pox, a nose like the beak of a hawk, and mus­tach­es curled up­ward. He looked like the spir­it of dark­ness, but Bo­guslav near him like the spir­it of light.

			The ladies en­tered—Pani Ko­rf and Olen­ka. Bo­guslav cast a swift glance at Olen­ka, and bowed prompt­ly to Pani Ko­rf; he was just putting his fin­gers to his mouth, to send in cav­a­lier fash­ion a kiss to Pan­na Bille­vich, when he saw her ex­quis­ite beau­ty, both proud and dig­ni­fied. He changed his tac­tics in an in­stant, caught his hat in his right hand, and ad­vanc­ing to­ward the la­dy bowed so low that he al­most bent in two; the curls of his wig fell on both sides of his shoul­ders, his sword took a po­si­tion par­al­lel with the floor, and he re­mained thus, mov­ing pur­pose­ly his cap and sweep­ing the floor in front of Olen­ka with the os­trich feath­er, in sign of re­spect. A more court­ly homage he could not have giv­en to the Queen of France. Pan­na Bille­vich, who had learned of his com­ing, di­vined at once who stood be­fore her; there­fore seiz­ing her robe with the tips of her fin­gers, she gave him in re­turn a cour­tesy equal­ly pro­found.

			All won­dered at the beau­ty and grace of man­ners of the two, which was ev­i­dent from the greet­ing it­self—grace not over usu­al in Kyedani, for, as a Wal­lachi­an, Yanush’s princess was more in love with east­ern splen­dor than with court­li­ness, and Yanush’s daugh­ter was still a lit­tle girl.

			Bo­guslav now raised his head, shook the curls of his wig over his shoul­ders, and strik­ing his heels to­geth­er with force, moved quick­ly to­ward Olen­ka; at the same time he threw his hat to a page and gave her his hand.

			“I do not be­lieve my eyes, and see as it were in a dream what I see,” said he, con­duct­ing her to the ta­ble; “but tell me, beau­ti­ful god­dess, by what mir­a­cle you have de­scend­ed from Olym­pus to Kyedani?”

			“Though sim­ply a no­ble wom­an, not a god­dess,” an­swered Olen­ka, “I am not so sim­ple-mind­ed as to take the words of your high­ness as any­thing be­yond cour­tesy.”

			“Though I tried to be po­litest of all, your glass would tell more than I.”

			“It would not tell more, but more tru­ly,” an­swered Olen­ka, purs­ing her mouth ac­cord­ing to the fash­ion of the time.

			“Were there a mir­ror in the room, I would con­duct you to it straight­way; mean­while look in­to my eyes, and you will see if their ad­mi­ra­tion is not sin­cere.”

			Here Bo­guslav bent his head be­fore Olen­ka; his eyes gleamed large, black as vel­vet, sweet, pierc­ing, and at the same time burn­ing. Un­der the in­flu­ence of their fire the maid­en’s face was cov­ered with a pur­ple blush. She dropped her glance and pushed away some­what, for she felt that with his arm Bo­guslav pressed light­ly her arm to his side.

			So he came to the ta­ble. He sat near her, and it was ev­i­dent that in truth her beau­ty had made an un­com­mon im­pres­sion on him. He ex­pect­ed to find a wom­an of the no­bles, shape­ly as a deer, laugh­ing and play­ful as a nut­crack­er, rud­dy as a pop­py-flow­er; but he found a proud la­dy, in whose black brows un­bend­ing will was re­vealed, in whose eyes were rea­son and dig­ni­ty, in whose whole face was the trans­par­ent re­pose of a child; and at the same time she was so no­ble in bear­ing, so charm­ing and won­der­ful, that at any king’s cas­tle she might be the ob­ject of homage and courtship from the first cav­a­liers of the realm.

			Her beau­ty aroused ad­mi­ra­tion and de­sire; but at the same time there was in it a majesty which curbed these, so that de­spite him­self Bo­guslav thought, “I pressed her arm too ear­ly; with such a one sub­tle­ty is need­ed, not haste!”

			Nev­er­the­less he de­ter­mined to pos­sess her heart, and he felt a wild de­light at the thought that the mo­ment would come when the majesty of the maid­en and that purest beau­ty would yield to his love or his ha­tred. The threat­en­ing face of Kmi­ta stood athwart these imag­in­ings; but to that in­so­lent man this was but an in­cen­tive the more. Un­der the in­flu­ence of these feel­ings he grew ra­di­ant; blood be­gan to play in him, as in an Ori­en­tal steed; all his fac­ul­ties flashed up un­com­mon­ly, and light gleamed from his whole form as from his di­a­monds.

			Con­ver­sa­tion at the ta­ble be­came gen­er­al, or rather it was turned in­to a uni­ver­sal cho­rus of praise and flat­tery of Bo­guslav, which the bril­liant cav­a­lier heard with a smile, but with­out over­ween­ing de­light, since it was com­mon and of dai­ly oc­cur­rence. They spoke first of his mil­i­tary deeds and du­els. The names of the con­quered princes, mar­graves, barons, streamed as if out of a sleeve. He threw in care­less­ly from time to time one more. The lis­ten­ers were as­ton­ished; Prince Yanush stroked his long mus­tach­es with de­light, and at last Gan­hoff said—

			“Even if for­tune and birth did not stand in my way, I should not like to stand in the way of your high­ness, and the on­ly won­der to me is that men of such dar­ing have been found.”

			“What is to be done, Gan­hoff? There are men of iron vis­age and wild­cat glance, whose ap­pear­ance alone caus­es ter­ror; but God has de­nied me that pow­er—even a young la­dy would not be fright­ened at my face.”

			“Just as dark­ness is not afraid of a torch,” said Pani Ko­rf, sim­per­ing and pos­ing, “un­til the torch burns in it.”

			Bo­guslav laughed, and Pani Ko­rf talked on with­out ceas­ing to pose—

			“Du­els con­cern sol­diers more, but we ladies would be glad to hear of your love af­fairs, tid­ings of which have come to us.”

			“Un­true ones, my la­dy bene­fac­tress, un­true—they have all mere­ly grown on the road. Pro­pos­als were made for me, of course. Her Grace, the Queen of France was so kind—”

			“With the Princess de Ro­han,” added Yanush.

			“With an­oth­er too—De la Forse,” added Bo­guslav; “but even a king can­not com­mand his own heart to love, and we do not need, praise be to God, to seek wealth in France, hence there could be no bread out of that flour. Grace­ful ladies they were, ’tis true, and beau­ti­ful be­yond imag­i­na­tion; but we have still more beau­ti­ful, and I need not go out of this hall to find such.”

			Here he looked long at Olen­ka, who, feign­ing not to hear, be­gan to say some­thing to the sword-bear­er; and Pani Ko­rf raised her voice again—

			“There is no lack here of beau­ties; still there are none who in for­tune and birth could be the equal of your high­ness.”

			“Per­mit me, my bene­fac­tress, to dif­fer,” re­spond­ed Bo­guslav, with an­i­ma­tion; “for first I do not think that a Pol­ish no­ble la­dy is in­fe­ri­or in any way to a Ro­han or De la Forse; sec­ond, it is not a nov­el­ty for the Radzivills to mar­ry a no­ble wom­an, since his­to­ry gives many ex­am­ples of that. I as­sure you, my bene­fac­tress, that that no­ble la­dy who should be­come Radzivill would have the step and prece­dence of princess­es in France.”

			“An af­fa­ble lord!” whis­pered the sword-bear­er to Olen­ka.

			“That is how I have al­ways un­der­stood,” con­tin­ued Bo­guslav, “though more than once have I been ashamed of Pol­ish no­bles, when I com­pare them with those abroad; for nev­er would that have hap­pened there which has hap­pened in this Com­mon­wealth—that all should desert their king, nay, even men are ready to lay in wait for his life. A French no­ble may per­mit the worst ac­tion, but he will not be­tray his king—”

			Those present be­gan to look at one an­oth­er and at the prince with as­ton­ish­ment. Prince Yanush frowned and grew stern; but Olen­ka fixed her blue eyes on Bo­guslav’s face with an ex­pres­sion of ad­mi­ra­tion and thank­ful­ness.

			“Par­don, your high­ness,” said Bo­guslav, turn­ing to Yanush, who was not able yet to re­cov­er him­self, “I know that you could not act oth­er­wise, for all Lithua­nia would have per­ished if you had fol­lowed my ad­vice; but re­spect­ing you as old­er, and lov­ing you as a broth­er, I shall not cease to dis­pute with you touch­ing Yan Kaz­imir. We are among our­selves, I speak there­fore what I think. Our in­suf­fi­cient­ly lament­ed king, good, kind, pi­ous, and dou­bly dear to me—I was the first of Poles to at­tend him when he was freed from du­rance in France. I was al­most a child at the time, but all the more I shall nev­er for­get him; and glad­ly would I give my blood to pro­tect him, at least from those who plot against his sa­cred per­son.”

			Though Yanush un­der­stood Bo­guslav’s game now, still it seemed to him too bold and too haz­ardous for such a tri­fling ob­ject; there­fore with­out hid­ing his dis­plea­sure he said—

			“In God’s name, of what de­signs against the safe­ty of our ex-king are you speak­ing? Who cher­ish­es them, where could such a mon­ster be found among the Pol­ish peo­ple? True as life, such a thing has not hap­pened in the Com­mon­wealth since the be­gin­ning of the world.”

			Bo­guslav hung his head.

			“Not longer than a month ago,” said he, with sad­ness in his voice, “on the road be­tween Podlyasye and Elec­toral Prus­sia, when I was go­ing to Tan­ro­gi, there came to me a no­ble of re­spectable fam­i­ly. That no­ble, not be­ing aware of my re­al love for our gra­cious king, and think­ing that I, like oth­ers, was an en­e­my of his, promised for a con­sid­er­able re­ward to go to Sile­sia, car­ry off Yan Kaz­imir and de­liv­er him to the Swedes, ei­ther liv­ing or dead.”

			All were dumb with amaze­ment.

			“And when with anger and dis­gust I re­ject­ed such an of­fer,” said Bo­guslav, in con­clu­sion, “that man with brazen fore­head said, ‘I will go to Radzey­ovs­ki; he will buy and pay me gold by the pound.’ ”

			“I am not a friend of the ex-king,” said Yanush; “but if the no­ble had made me a pro­pos­al like that, I should have placed him by a wall, and in front of him six mus­ke­teers.”

			“At the first mo­ment I want­ed to do so, but did not,” an­swered Bo­guslav, “as the con­ver­sa­tion was with four eyes, and peo­ple might cry out against the vi­o­lence and tyran­ny of the Radzivills. I fright­ened him, how­ev­er, by say­ing that Radzey­ovs­ki and the King of Swe­den, even Hmel­nit­s­ki, would put him to death for such a pro­pos­al; in one word, I brought that crim­i­nal so far that he aban­doned his plan.”

			“That was not right; it was not prop­er to let him go liv­ing, he de­served at least the im­pal­ing-stake,” cried Ko­rf.

			Bo­guslav turned sud­den­ly to Yanush.

			“I cher­ish al­so the hope that pun­ish­ment will not miss him, and first I pro­pose that he per­ish not by an or­di­nary death; but your high­ness alone is able to pun­ish him, for he is your at­ten­dant and your colonel.”

			“In God’s name! my colonel? Who is he—who? Speak!”

			“His name is Kmi­ta,” said Bo­guslav.

			“Kmi­ta!” re­peat­ed all, with as­ton­ish­ment.

			“That is not true!” cried Pan­na Bille­vich at once, ris­ing from her chair, with flash­ing eyes and heav­ing breast.

			Deep si­lence fol­lowed. Some had not re­cov­ered yet from the fear­ful news giv­en by Bo­guslav; oth­ers were as­ton­ished at the bold­ness of that la­dy who had dared to throw a lie in the eyes of Prince Bo­guslav; the sword-bear­er be­gan to stut­ter, “Olen­ka! Olen­ka!” But Bo­guslav veiled his face in sor­row, and said with­out anger—

			“If he is your rel­a­tive or be­trothed, I am grieved that I men­tioned this fact; but cast him out of your heart, for he is not wor­thy of you, O la­dy.”

			She re­mained yet a mo­ment in pain, flushed, and as­ton­ished; but by de­grees her face be­came cool, un­til it was cold and pale. She sank down in the chair, and said—

			“For­give me, your high­ness, I made an un­seem­ly con­tra­dic­tion. All is pos­si­ble for that man.”

			“May God pun­ish me if I feel aught save pity!” an­swered Bo­guslav, mild­ly.

			“He was the be­trothed of this la­dy,” said Prince Yanush, “and I my­self made the match. He was a young man, hot­head­ed; he caused a world of tur­moil. I saved him from jus­tice, for he was a good sol­dier. I saw that he was law­less, and would be; but that he, a no­ble, could think of such in­famy, I did not ex­pect.”

			“He is an evil man; that I knew long since,” said Gan­hoff.

			“And why did you not fore­warn me?” in­quired Yanush, in a tone of re­proach.

			“I was afraid that your high­ness might sus­pect me of en­vy, for he had ev­ery­where the first step be­fore me.”

			“Hor­ri­bile dic­tu et au­di­tu (hor­ri­ble in the speak­ing and the hear­ing),” said Ko­rf.

			“Gra­cious gen­tle­men,” ex­claimed Bo­guslav, “let us give peace to him. If it is griev­ous for you to hear of this, what must it be for Pan­na Bille­vich?”

			“Your high­ness, be pleased not to con­sid­er me,” said Olen­ka; “I can lis­ten to ev­ery­thing now.”

			The evening was draw­ing to­ward its close. Wa­ter was giv­en for the wash­ing of fin­gers; then Prince Yanush rose first and gave his arm to Pani Ko­rf, and Prince Bo­guslav to Olen­ka.

			“God has pun­ished the traitor al­ready,” said he to her; “for whoso has lost you has lost heav­en. It is less than two hours since I first saw you, charm­ing la­dy, and I should be glad to see you for­ev­er, not in pain and in tears, but in joy and in hap­pi­ness.”

			“I thank your high­ness,” an­swered Olen­ka.

			Af­ter the de­par­ture of the ladies the men re­turned to the ta­ble to seek con­so­la­tion in cups, which went around fre­quent­ly. Prince Bo­guslav drank deeply, for he was sat­is­fied with him­self. Prince Yanush con­versed with the sword-bear­er of Rossyeni.

			“I march to­mor­row with the army for Podlyasye,” said he. “A Swedish gar­ri­son will come to Kyedani. God knows when I shall re­turn. You can­not stay here with the maid­en; it would not be a fit place for her among sol­diers. You will both go with Prince Bo­guslav to Tau­ro­gi, where she may stay with my wife among her ladies in wait­ing.”

			“Your high­ness,” an­swered the sword-bear­er, “God has giv­en us a cor­ner of our own; why should we go to strange places? It is a great kind­ness of your high­ness to think of us: but not wish­ing to abuse fa­vor, we pre­fer to re­turn to our own roof.”

			The prince was un­able to ex­plain to the sword-bear­er all the rea­sons for which he would not let Olen­ka out of his hands at any price; but some of them he told with all the rough out­spo­ken­ness of a mag­nate.

			“If you wish to ac­cept it as a fa­vor, all the bet­ter, but I will tell you that it is pre­cau­tion as well. You will be a hostage there; you will be re­spon­si­ble to me for all the Bille­vich­es, who I know well do not rank them­selves among my friends, and are ready to raise Jmud in re­bel­lion when I am gone. Ad­vise them to sit in peace, and do noth­ing against the Swedes, for your head and that of your niece will an­swer for their acts.”

			At this junc­ture pa­tience was ev­i­dent­ly lack­ing to the sword-bear­er, for he an­swered quick­ly—

			“It would be idle for me to ap­peal to my rights as a no­ble. Pow­er is on the side of your high­ness, and it is all one to me where I must sit in prison; I pre­fer even that place to this.”

			“Enough!” said the prince, threat­en­ing­ly.

			“What is enough, is enough!” an­swered the sword-bear­er. “God grant to this vi­o­lence an end, and to jus­tice new pow­er. Speak­ing briefly, do not threat­en, your high­ness, for I fear not.”

			Ev­i­dent­ly Bo­guslav saw light­nings of anger gleam­ing on the face of Yanush, for he ap­proached quick­ly.

			“What is the ques­tion?” asked he, stand­ing be­tween them.

			“I was telling the het­man,” said the sword-bear­er, with ir­ri­ta­tion, “that I choose im­pris­on­ment in Tau­ro­gi rather than in Kyedani.”

			“In Tau­ro­gi there is for you not a prison, but my house, in which you will be as if at home. I know that the het­man choos­es to see in you a hostage; I see on­ly a dear guest.”

			“I thank your high­ness,” an­swered the sword-bear­er.

			“And I thank you. Let us strike glass­es and drink to­geth­er, for they say that a li­ba­tion must be made to friend­ship, or it will with­er at its birth.”

			So say­ing, Bo­guslav con­duct­ed the sword-bear­er to the ta­ble, and they fell to touch­ing glass­es and drink­ing to each oth­er of­ten and fre­quent­ly. An hour lat­er the sword-bear­er turned with some­what un­cer­tain step to­ward his room, re­peat­ing in an un­der­tone—

			“An ami­able lord! A wor­thy lord! A more hon­est one could not be found with a lantern—gold, pure gold! I would glad­ly shed my blood for him!”

			Mean­while the cousins found them­selves alone. They had some­thing yet to talk over, and be­sides, cer­tain let­ters came; a page was sent to bring these from Gan­hoff.

			“Ev­i­dent­ly,” said Yanush, “there is not a word of truth in what you re­port­ed of Kmi­ta?”

			“Ev­i­dent­ly. You know best your­self. But, well? Ac­knowl­edge, was not Mazarin right? With one move to take ter­ri­ble vengeance on an en­e­my, and to make a breach in that beau­ti­ful fortress—well, who could do that? This is called in­trigue wor­thy of the first court in the world! But that Pan­na Bille­vich is a pearl, and charm­ing too, lord­ly and dis­tin­guished as if of prince­ly blood. I thought I should spring from my skin.”

			“Re­mem­ber that you have giv­en your word—re­mem­ber that he will ru­in us if he pub­lish­es those let­ters.”

			“What brows! What a queen­ly look, so that re­spect seizes one! Whence is there such a girl, such well-nigh roy­al majesty? I saw once in Antwerp, splen­did­ly em­broi­dered on Go­b­elin ta­pes­try Di­ana hunt­ing the cu­ri­ous Ac­taeon with dogs. She was like this one as cup is like cup.”

			“Look out that Kmi­ta does not pub­lish the let­ters, for then the dogs would gnaw us to death.”

			“Not true! I will turn Kmi­ta in­to an Ac­taeon, and hunt him to death. I have struck him down on two fields, and it will come to bat­tle be­tween us yet.”

			Fur­ther con­ver­sa­tion was in­ter­rupt­ed by the en­trance of a page with a let­ter. The vo­evo­da of Vil­na took the let­ter in his hand and made the sign of the cross. He did that al­ways to guard against evil tid­ings; then, in­stead of open­ing, he be­gan to ex­am­ine it care­ful­ly. All at once his coun­te­nance changed.

			“Sapye­ha’s arms are on the seal!” ex­claimed he; “it is from the vo­evo­da of Vi­tyeb­sk.”

			“Open quick­ly!” said Bo­guslav.

			The het­man opened and be­gan to read, in­ter­rupt­ing him­self from time to time with ex­cla­ma­tions.

			“He is march­ing on Podlyasye! He asks if I have no mes­sages for Tykotsin! An in­sult to me! Still worse; for lis­ten to what he writes fur­ther—

			
				“ ‘Do you wish civ­il war, your high­ness? do you wish to sink one more sword in the bo­som of the moth­er? If you do, come to Podlyasye. I am wait­ing for you, and I trust that God will pun­ish your pride with my hands. But if you have pity on the coun­try, if con­science stirs with­in you, if you val­ue your deeds of past times and you wish to make repa­ra­tion, the field is open be­fore you. In­stead of be­gin­ning a civ­il war, sum­mon the gen­er­al mili­tia, raise the peas­ants, and strike the Swedes while Pon­tus, feel­ing se­cure, sus­pects noth­ing and is ex­er­cis­ing no vig­i­lance. From Ho­v­an­s­ki you will have no hin­drance, for re­ports come to me from Mos­cow that they are think­ing there of an ex­pe­di­tion against Livo­nia, though they keep that a se­cret. Be­sides, if Ho­v­an­s­ki wished to un­der­take any­thing I hold him in check, and if I could have sin­cere trust I would cer­tain­ly help you with all my forces to save the coun­try. All de­pends on you, for there is time yet to turn from the road and ef­face your faults. Then it will ap­pear clear­ly that you did not ac­cept Swedish pro­tec­tion for per­son­al pur­pos­es, but to avert fi­nal de­feat from Lithua­nia. May God thus in­spire you; for this I im­plore him dai­ly, though your high­ness is pleased to ac­cuse me of en­vy.

				
					“ ‘P.S. I have heard that the siege of Nyesvyej is raised, and that Prince Michael will join us as soon as he re­pairs his loss­es. See, your high­ness, how nobly your fam­i­ly act, and con­sid­er their ex­am­ple; in ev­ery case re­mem­ber that you have now a boat and a car­riage.’28

				
			

			“Have you heard?” asked Prince Yanush, when he had fin­ished read­ing.

			“I have heard—and what?” an­swered Bo­guslav, look­ing quick­ly at his cousin.

			“It would be nec­es­sary to ab­jure all, leave all, tear down our work with our own hands.”

			“Break with the pow­er­ful Karl Gus­tav, and seize the ex­iled Yan Kaz­imir by the feet, that he might deign to for­give and re­ceive us back to his ser­vice, and al­so im­plore Sapye­ha’s in­ter­ces­sion.”

			Yanush’s face was filled with blood.

			“Have you con­sid­ered how he writes to me: ‘Cor­rect your­self, and I will for­give you,’ as a lord to an un­der­ling.”

			“He would write dif­fer­ent­ly if six thou­sand sabres were hang­ing over his neck.”

			“Still—” Here Prince Yanush fell to think­ing gloomi­ly.

			“Still, what?”

			“Per­haps for the coun­try it would be sal­va­tion to do as Sapye­ha ad­vis­es.”

			“But for you—for me, for the Radzivills?”

			Yanush made no an­swer; he dropped his head on his fists and thought.

			“Let it be so!” said he, at last; “let it be ac­com­plished!”

			“What have you de­cid­ed?”

			“To­mor­row I march on Podlyasye, and in a week I shall strike on Sapye­ha.”

			“You are a Radzivill!” cried Bo­guslav. And they grasped each oth­er’s hands.

			Af­ter a while Bo­guslav went to rest. Yanush re­mained alone. Once, and a sec­ond time he passed through the room with heavy steps. At last he clapped his hands. A page en­tered the room.

			“Let the as­trologer come in an hour to me with a ready fig­ure,” said he.

			The page went out, and the prince be­gan again to walk and re­peat his Calvin­is­tic prayers. Af­ter that he sang a psalm in an un­der­tone, stop­ping fre­quent­ly, for his breath failed him, and look­ing from time to time through the win­dow at the stars twin­kling in the sky.

			By de­grees the lights were quenched in the cas­tle; but be­sides the as­trologer and the prince one oth­er per­son was watch­ing in a room, and that was Olen­ka Bille­vich.

			Kneel­ing be­fore her bed, she clasped both hands over her head, and whis­pered with closed eyes—

			“Have mer­cy on us! Have mer­cy on us!”

			The first time since Kmi­ta’s de­par­ture she would not, she could not pray for him.

		
	
		
			XXXVI

			Kmi­ta had, it is true, Radzivill’s pass­es to all the Swedish cap­tains, com­man­dants, and gov­er­nors, to give him a free road ev­ery­where, and make no op­po­si­tion, but he did not dare to use those pass­es; for he ex­pect­ed that Prince Bo­guslav, im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter Pil­vish­ki, had hur­ried off mes­sen­gers in ev­ery di­rec­tion with in­for­ma­tion to the Swedes of what had hap­pened, and with an or­der to seize him. For this rea­son Pan An­drei had as­sumed a strange name, and al­so changed his rank. Avoid­ing there­fore Lom­ja and Os­trolenko, to which the first warn­ing might have come, he di­rect­ed his hors­es and his com­pa­ny to Pjas­nysh, whence he wished to go through Pul­tusk to War­saw.

			But be­fore he reached Pjas­nysh he made a bend on the Prus­sian bound­ary through Van­sosh, Kol­no, and Myshynyets, be­cause the Kyem­lich­es, know­ing those wilder­ness­es well, were ac­quaint­ed with the for­est trails, and be­sides had their “cronies” among the Bark-shoes,29 from whom they might ex­pect aid in case of emer­gen­cy.

			The coun­try at the bound­ary was oc­cu­pied for the most part by the Swedes, who lim­it­ed them­selves, how­ev­er, to oc­cu­py­ing the most con­sid­er­able towns, go­ing not too bold­ly in­to the slum­ber­ing and fath­om­less forests in­hab­it­ed by armed men—hunters who nev­er left the wilder­ness, and were still so wild that just a year be­fore, the Queen, Marya Lud­vi­ka, had giv­en a com­mand to build a chapel in Myshynyets and set­tle there Je­suits, who were to teach re­li­gion and soft­en the man­ners of those men of the wilder­ness.

			“The longer we do not meet the Swedes,” said old Kyem­lich, “the bet­ter for us.”

			“We must meet them at last,” an­swered Pan An­drei.

			“If a man meets them in a large town they are of­ten afraid to do him in­jus­tice; for in a town there is al­ways some gov­ern­ment and some high­er com­man­dant to whom it is pos­si­ble to make com­plaint. I have al­ways asked peo­ple about this, and I know that there are com­mands from the King of Swe­den for­bid­ding vi­o­lence and ex­tor­tion. But the small­er par­ties sent far away from the eyes of com­man­dants have no re­gard for or­ders, and plun­der peace­ful peo­ple.”

			They passed on then through the forests, meet­ing Swedes nowhere, spend­ing the nights with pitch-mak­ers in for­est set­tle­ments. The great­est va­ri­ety of tales con­cern­ing the in­va­sion were cur­rent among the Bark-shoes, though al­most none of them had known the Swedes hith­er­to. It was said that a peo­ple had come from over the sea who did not un­der­stand hu­man speech, who did not be­lieve in Christ the Lord, the Most Holy La­dy, or the Saints, and that they were won­der­ful­ly greedy. Some told of the un­com­mon de­sire of those en­e­mies for cat­tle, skins, nuts, mead, and dried mush­rooms, which if re­fused, they burned the woods straight­way. Oth­ers in­sist­ed that, on the con­trary, they were a peo­ple of were­wolves, liv­ing on hu­man flesh, and feed­ing spe­cial­ly on the flesh of young girls.

			Un­der the in­flu­ence of those ter­ri­ble tid­ings, which flew in­to the re­motest depths of the wilder­ness, the Bark-shoes be­gan to watch and to search through the forests. Those who were mak­ing potash and pitch; those who worked at gath­er­ing hops; wood­cut­ters and fish­er­men, who had their wick­er nets fixed in the reedy banks, of the Roso­ga; trap­pers and snar­ers, bee­keep­ers and beaver-hunters, as­sem­bled at the most con­sid­er­able set­tle­ments, lis­ten­ing to tales, com­mu­ni­cat­ing news, and coun­selling how to drive out the en­e­my in case they ap­peared in the wilder­ness.

			Kmi­ta, go­ing with his par­ty, met more than once greater or small­er bands of these men, dressed in hemp shirts, and skins of wolves, fox­es, or bears. More than once he was stopped at nar­row places, and by in­quiries—

			“Who art thou? A Swede?”

			“No!” an­swered Pan An­drei.

			“God guard thee!”

			Kmi­ta looked with cu­rios­i­ty at those men who lived al­ways in the gloom of forests, and whose faces the open sun had nev­er burned; he won­dered at their stature, their bold­ness of look, the sin­cer­i­ty of their speech, and their dar­ing, not at all peas­ant-like.

			The Kyem­lich­es, who knew them, as­sured Pan An­drei that there were no bet­ter shots than these men in the whole Com­mon­wealth. When he dis­cov­ered that they all had good Ger­man mus­kets bought in Prus­sia for skins, he asked them to show their skill in shoot­ing, was as­ton­ished at sight of it, and thought, “Should I need to col­lect a par­ty, I will come here.”

			At Myshynyets it­self he found a great as­sem­bly. More than a hun­dred marks­men held con­stant watch at the mis­sion, for it was feared that the Swedes would show them­selves there first, es­pe­cial­ly be­cause the staros­ta of Os­trolenko had com­mand­ed them to cut out a road in the for­est so that the priests set­tled at the mis­sion might have “ac­cess to the world.”

			The hop-rais­ers, who took their pro­duce to Pjas­nysh to the cel­e­brat­ed brew­eries there, and hence passed for men of ex­pe­ri­ence, re­lat­ed that Lom­ja, Os­trolenko, and Pjas­nysh were swarm­ing with Swedes, who were man­ag­ing and col­lect­ing tax­es there as if at home.

			Kmi­ta tried to per­suade the Bark-shoes not to wait for the Swedes in the wilder­ness, but to strike on them at Os­trolenko, and be­gin war; he of­fered to com­mand them him­self. He found a great will­ing­ness among them; but two priests led them away from this mad en­ter­prise, telling them to wait till the whole coun­try moved, and not draw on them­selves the ter­ri­ble vengeance of the en­e­my by pre­ma­ture at­tack.

			Pan An­drei de­part­ed, but re­gret­ted his lost op­por­tu­ni­ty. The on­ly con­so­la­tion re­main­ing was this—he had con­vinced him­self that if pow­der were to ex­plode any­where, nei­ther the Com­mon­wealth nor the king would lack de­fend­ers in those parts.

			“This be­ing the case,” thought he, “it is pos­si­ble to be­gin in an­oth­er place.”

			His fiery na­ture was restive for quick ac­tion, but judg­ment said: “The Bark-shoes alone can­not con­quer the Swedes. You will go through a part of the coun­try; you will look around, ex­am­ine, and then obey the king’s or­der.”

			He trav­elled on there­fore. He went out of the deep wilder­ness to the for­est bor­ders, to a neigh­bor­hood more thick­ly set­tled; he saw an un­com­mon move­ment in all the vil­lages. The roads were crowd­ed with no­bles go­ing in wag­ons, car­riages, and carts, of var­i­ous kinds, or on horse­back. All were has­ten­ing to the near­est towns and vil­lages to give Swedish com­man­ders an oath of loy­al­ty to the new king. In re­turn they re­ceived cer­tifi­cates which were to pre­serve their per­sons and prop­er­ty. In the cap­i­tals of prov­inces and dis­tricts “ca­pit­u­la­tions” were pub­lished se­cur­ing free­dom of con­fes­sion and priv­i­leges per­tain­ing to the or­der of no­bles.

			The no­bles went with the req­ui­site oath, not on­ly will­ing­ly, but in haste; for var­i­ous pun­ish­ments threat­ened the stub­born, and es­pe­cial­ly con­fis­ca­tion and rob­bery. It was said that here and there the Swedes had al­ready be­gun, as in Great Poland, to thumb­screw sus­pect­ed men. It was re­peat­ed al­so, with alarm, that they were cast­ing sus­pi­cion on the wealth­i­est on pur­pose to rob them.

			In view of all this, it was un­safe to re­main in the coun­try; the wealth­i­er there­fore hur­ried to the towns to live un­der the im­me­di­ate eye of Swedish com­man­dants, so as to avoid sus­pi­cion of in­trigue against the King of Swe­den.

			Pan An­drei bent his ear care­ful­ly to what no­bles were say­ing, and though they did not wish great­ly to speak with him, since he was a poor fel­low, he dis­cov­ered this much, that near neigh­bors, ac­quain­tances, even friends, did not speak among them­selves with sin­cer­i­ty touch­ing the Swedes or the new gov­ern­ment. It is true they com­plained loud­ly of the “req­ui­si­tions;” and in fact there was rea­son, for to each vil­lage, each ham­let, came let­ters from com­man­dants with or­ders to fur­nish great quan­ti­ties of grain, bread, salt, cat­tle, mon­ey; and fre­quent­ly these or­ders ex­ceed­ed the pos­si­ble, es­pe­cial­ly be­cause when sup­plies of one kind were ex­haust­ed, oth­ers were de­mand­ed; whoso did not pay, to him was sent an ex­e­cu­tion in thrice the amount.

			But the old days had gone! Each man ex­tri­cat­ed him­self as best he was able, took out of his own mouth, gave, paid; com­plain­ing, groan­ing, and think­ing in his soul that long ago it was dif­fer­ent. But they com­fort­ed them­selves for the time, say­ing that when the war was over the req­ui­si­tions would cease. The Swedes promised the same, say­ing, “On­ly let the king gain the whole coun­try, he will be­gin to gov­ern at once like a fa­ther.”

			For the no­bles who had giv­en up their own king and coun­try; who be­fore, and not long be­fore, had called the kind­ly Yan Kaz­imir a tyrant, sus­pect­ing him of striv­ing for ab­so­lute pow­er; who op­posed him in ev­ery­thing, protest­ing in pro­vin­cial and na­tion­al di­ets, and in their hunger for nov­el­ty and change went so far that they rec­og­nized, al­most with­out op­po­si­tion, an in­vad­er as lord, so as to have some change—it would be a shame then even to com­plain. Karl Gus­tav had freed them from the tyrant, they had aban­doned of their own will their law­ful king; but they had the change so great­ly de­sired.

			There­fore the most in­ti­mate did not speak sin­cere­ly among them­selves touch­ing what they thought of that change, in­clin­ing their ears will­ing­ly to those who as­sert­ed that the at­tacks, req­ui­si­tions, rob­beries, and con­fis­ca­tions were, of course bur­dens, but on­ly tem­po­rary ones, which would cease as soon as Karl Gus­tav was firm on the throne.

			“This is griev­ous, broth­er, griev­ous,” said one no­ble to an­oth­er at times, “but still we must be thank­ful for the new ruler. He is a great po­ten­tate and war­rior; he will con­quer the Tar­tars, re­strain the Turks, drive the North­ern­ers away from the bound­aries; and we to­geth­er with Swe­den will flour­ish.”

			“Even if we were not glad,” an­swered an­oth­er, “what is to be done against such pow­er? We can­not fly to the sun on a spade.”

			At times, too, they re­ferred to the fresh oath. Kmi­ta was en­raged lis­ten­ing to such talks and dis­cus­sions; and once when a cer­tain no­ble said in his pres­ence in an inn that a man must be faith­ful to him to whom he had tak­en oath. Pan An­drei shout­ed out to him—

			“You must have two mouths—one for true and the oth­er for false oaths, for you have sworn to Yan Kaz­imir!”

			There were many oth­er no­bles present, for this hap­pened not far from Pjas­nysh. Hear­ing these words, all start­ed. On some faces won­der was vis­i­ble at the bold­ness of Kmi­ta; oth­ers flushed. At last the most im­por­tant man said—

			“No one here has bro­ken his oath to the for­mer king. He broke it him­self; for he left the coun­try, not watch­ing over its de­fence.”

			“Would you were killed!” cried Kmi­ta. “But King Lokyetek—how many times was he forced to leave the coun­try, and still he re­turned, for the fear of God was yet in men’s hearts. It was not Yan Kaz­imir who de­sert­ed, but those who sold him and who now ca­lum­ni­ate him, so as to pal­li­ate their own sins be­fore God and the world!”

			“You speak too bold­ly, young man! Whence come you who wish to teach us peo­ple of this place the fear of God? See to it that the Swedes do not over­hear you.”

			“If you are cu­ri­ous, I will tell you whence I am. I am from Elec­toral Prus­sia, and be­long to the elec­tor. But be­ing of Sar­ma­tian blood, I feel a good will to­ward the coun­try, and am ashamed of the in­dif­fer­ence of this peo­ple.”

			Here the no­bles, for­get­ting their anger, sur­round­ed him and be­gan to in­quire hur­ried­ly and with cu­rios­i­ty—

			“You are from Elec­toral Prus­sia? But tell what you know! What is the elec­tor do­ing there? Does he think of res­cu­ing us from op­pres­sion?”

			“From what op­pres­sion? You are glad of the new ruler, so do not talk of op­pres­sion. As you have made your bed, so you must sleep on it.”

			“We are glad, for we can­not help it. They stand with swords over our necks. But speak out, as if we were not glad.”

			“Give him some­thing to drink, let his tongue be loos­ened! Speak bold­ly, there are no traitors here among us.”

			“You are all traitors!” roared Pan An­drei, “and I don’t wish to drink with you; you are ser­vants of the Swedes.”

			Then he went out of the room, slam­ming the door, and they re­mained in shame and amaze­ment; no man seized his sabre, no man moved af­ter Kmi­ta to avenge the in­sult.

			But he went di­rect­ly to Pryas­nysh. A few fur­longs be­fore the place Swedish pa­trols took him and led him be­fore the com­man­dant. There were on­ly six men in the pa­trol, and an un­der-of­fi­cer was the sev­enth; there­fore Soro­ka and the two Kyem­lich­es be­gan to look at them hun­gri­ly, like wolves at sheep, and asked Kmi­ta with their eyes, if he would not give or­der to sur­round them.

			Pan An­drei al­so felt no small temp­ta­tion, es­pe­cial­ly since the Vengy­er­ka flowed near, be­tween banks over­grown with reeds; but he re­strained him­self, and let the par­ty be tak­en qui­et­ly to the com­man­dant.

			There he told the com­man­dant who he was—that he had come from the elec­tor’s coun­try, and that he went ev­ery year with hors­es to Sob­o­ta. The Kyem­lich­es too had cer­tifi­cates with which they pro­vid­ed them­selves in Leng, for the place was well known to them; there­fore the com­man­dant, who was him­self a Prus­sian Ger­man, made no dif­fi­cul­ty, on­ly in­quired care­ful­ly what kind of hors­es they were driv­ing and wished to see them.

			When Kmi­ta’s at­ten­dants drove the beasts up, in ac­cor­dance with the com­man­dant’s wish, he looked at them care­ful­ly and said—

			“I will buy these. From an­oth­er I would have tak­en them with­out pay; but since you are from Prus­sia, I will not harm you.”

			Kmi­ta seemed some­what con­fused when it came to sell­ing, for by this the rea­son for go­ing far­ther was lost, and he would have to go back to Prus­sia. He asked there­fore a price so high that it was al­most twice the re­al val­ue of the hors­es. Be­yond ex­pec­ta­tion the of­fi­cer was nei­ther an­gry, nor did he hag­gle about the price.

			“Agreed!” said he. “Drive the hors­es in­to the shed, and I will bring you the pay at once.”

			The Kyem­lich­es were glad in their hearts, but Pan An­drei fell in­to anger and be­gan to curse. Still there was no way but to drive in the hors­es. If they re­fused, they would be sus­pect­ed at once of trad­ing on­ly in ap­pear­ance.

			Mean­while the of­fi­cer came back, and gave Kmi­ta a piece of pa­per with writ­ing.

			“What is this?” asked Pan An­drei.

			“Mon­ey or the same as mon­ey—an or­der.”

			“And where will they pay me?”

			“At head­quar­ters!”

			“Where are head­quar­ters?”

			“In War­saw,” said the of­fi­cer, laugh­ing ma­li­cious­ly.

			“We sell on­ly for ready mon­ey.”

			“How’s that, what’s that, oh, gates of heav­en?” be­gan old Kyem­lich, groan­ing.

			Kmi­ta turned, and look­ing at him threat­en­ing­ly, said—

			“For me the word of the com­man­dant is the same as ready mon­ey. I will go will­ing­ly to War­saw, for there I can buy hon­est goods from the Ar­me­ni­ans, for which I shall be well paid in Prus­sia.”

			Then, when the of­fi­cer walked away, Pan An­drei said, to com­fort Kyem­lich—

			“Qui­et, you rogue! These or­ders are the best pass­es; we can go to Krakow with our com­plaints, for they will not pay us. It is eas­i­er to press cheese out of a stone than mon­ey out of the Swedes. But this is just play­ing in­to my hand. This breech­es fel­low thinks that he has tricked me, but he knows not what ser­vice he has ren­dered. I’ll pay you out of my own pock­et for the hors­es; you will be at no loss.”

			The old man re­cov­ered him­self, and it was on­ly from habit that he did not cease yet for a while to com­plain—

			“They have plun­dered us, brought us to pover­ty!”

			But Pan An­drei was glad to find the road open be­fore him, for he fore­saw that the Swedes would not pay for the hors­es in War­saw, and in all like­li­hood they would pay nowhere—hence he would be able to go on con­tin­u­al­ly as it were seek­ing for jus­tice, even to the Swedish king, who was at Krakow oc­cu­pied with the siege of the an­cient cap­i­tal.

			Mean­while Kmi­ta re­solved to pass the night in Pjas­nysh to give his hors­es rest, and with­out chang­ing his as­sumed name to throw aside his ex­te­ri­or of a poor no­ble. He saw that all de­spised a poor horse-deal­er, that any­one might at­tack him more read­i­ly and have less fear to an­swer for in­jus­tice to an in­signif­i­cant man. It was more dif­fi­cult in that dress to have ap­proach to im­por­tant no­bles, and there­fore more dif­fi­cult to dis­cov­er what each one was think­ing.

			He pro­cured there­fore cloth­ing an­swer­ing to his sta­tion and his birth, and went to an inn so as to talk with his broth­er no­bles. But he was not re­joiced at what he heard. In the tav­erns and pub­lic hous­es the no­bles drank to the health of the King of Swe­den, and to the suc­cess of the pro­tec­tor, struck glass­es with the Swedish of­fi­cers, laughed at the jokes which these of­fi­cers per­mit­ted them­selves to make at the ex­pense of Yan Kaz­imir and Charnyet­s­ki.

			Fear for their own lives and prop­er­ty had de­based peo­ple to such a de­gree that they were af­fa­ble to the in­vaders, and hur­ried to keep up their good hu­mor. Still even that de­base­ment had its lim­its. The no­bles al­lowed them­selves, their king, the het­mans, and Pan Charnyet­s­ki to be ridiculed, but not their re­li­gion; and when a cer­tain Swedish cap­tain de­clared that the Luther­an faith was as good as the Catholic, Pan Grabkovs­ki, sit­ting near him, not be­ing able to en­dure that blas­phe­my, struck him on the tem­ple with a hatch­et, and tak­ing ad­van­tage of the up­roar, slipped out of the pub­lic house and van­ished in the crowd.

			They fell to pur­su­ing him, but news came which turned at­ten­tion in an­oth­er di­rec­tion. Couri­ers ar­rived with news that Krakow had sur­ren­dered, that Pan Charnyet­s­ki was in cap­tiv­i­ty, and that the last bar­ri­er to Swedish do­min­ion was swept away.

			The no­bles were dumb at the first mo­ment, but the Swedes be­gan to re­joice and cry “Vi­vat.” In the church of the Holy Ghost, in the church of the Bernar­dines, and in the clois­ter of Bernar­dine nuns, re­cent­ly erect­ed by Pani Muskovs­ki, it was or­dered to ring the bells. The in­fantry and cav­al­ry came out on the square, from the brew­eries and cloth-shear­ing mills, in bat­tle-ar­ray, and be­gan to fire from can­nons and mus­kets. Then they rolled out bar­rels of gorail­ka, mead, and beer for the army and the cit­i­zens; they burned pitch-bar­rels and feast­ed till late at night. The Swedes dragged out the in­hab­i­tants from the hous­es to dance with them, to re­joice and frol­ic; and to­geth­er with throngs of sol­diers strag­gled along no­bles who drank with the cav­al­ry, and were forced to feign joy at the fall of Krakow and the de­feat of Charnyet­s­ki.

			Dis­gust car­ried away Kmi­ta, and he took refuge ear­ly in his quar­ters out­side the town, but he could not sleep. A fever tor­ment­ed him, and doubts be­sieged his soul. Had he not turned from the road too late, when the whole coun­try was in the hands of the Swedes? It came in­to his head that all was lost now, and the Com­mon­wealth would nev­er rise from its fall.

			“This is not a mere un­lucky war,” thought he, “which may end with the loss of some prov­ince; this is ac­com­plished ru­in! This means that the whole Com­mon­wealth be­comes a Swedish prov­ince. We have caused this our­selves, and I more than oth­ers.”

			This thought burned him, and con­science gnawed. Sleep fled from him. He knew not what to do—to trav­el far­ther, re­main in the place, or re­turn. Even if he col­lect­ed a par­ty and har­ried the Swedes, they would hunt him as a ban­dit, and not treat him as a sol­dier. Be­sides, he is in a strange re­gion, where no one knows who he is. Who will join him? Fear­less men ral­lied to him in Lithua­nia, where he, the most fa­mous, called them to­geth­er; but here, even if some had heard of Kmi­ta, they held him a traitor and a friend of the Swedes, but sure­ly no one had ev­er heard of Babinich.

			All is use­less! It is use­less to go to the king, for it is too late; it is use­less to go to Podlyasye, for the Con­fed­er­ates think him a traitor; it is use­less to go to Lithua­nia, for there the Radzivills own all; it is use­less to stay where he is, for there he has noth­ing to do. The best would be to drive out the soul, and not look on this world, but flee from re­morse.

			But will it be bet­ter in that world for those who hav­ing sinned their fill in this life, have not ef­faced their sins in any way, and will stand be­fore judg­ment be­neath the whole weight of these sins? Kmi­ta strug­gled in his bed, as if ly­ing on a bed of tor­ture. Such un­en­durable tor­ments he had not passed through, even in the for­est cab­in of the Kyem­lich­es.

			He felt strong, healthy, en­ter­pris­ing—the soul in him was rush­ing out to be­gin some­thing, to do some­thing—and here ev­ery road was blocked; even knock the head against a wall—there is no is­sue, no sal­va­tion, no hope.

			Af­ter he had tossed dur­ing the night on his bed, he sprang up be­fore day­break, roused his men, and rode on. They went to­ward War­saw, but he knew not him­self where­fore or why. He would have es­caped to the Saitch in de­spair, if times had not changed, and if Hmel­nit­s­ki, to­geth­er with Bu­turlin, had not just over­borne the grand het­man of the king­dom, at Grodek, car­ry­ing at the same time fire and sword through the south­west­ern re­gions of the Com­mon­wealth, and send­ing preda­to­ry bands as far as Lublin.

			Along the roads to Pul­tusk, Pan An­drei met at all points Swedish par­ties, es­cort­ing wag­ons with pro­vi­sions, grain, bread, beer, and herds of ev­ery kind of cat­tle. With the herds and wag­ons went crowds of peas­ants, small no­bles, weep­ing and groan­ing, for they were dragged away num­bers of miles with the wag­ons. Hap­py the man who was al­lowed to re­turn home with his wag­on; and this did not hap­pen in ev­ery case, for af­ter they had brought the sup­plies peas­ants and pet­ty no­bles were forced to la­bor at re­pair­ing cas­tles, build­ing sheds and mag­a­zines.

			Kmi­ta saw al­so that in the neigh­bor­hood of Pul­tusk the Swedes act­ed more harsh­ly with the peo­ple than in Pjas­nysh; and not be­ing able to un­der­stand the cause, he in­quired about it of the no­bles whom he met on the road.

			“The near­er you go to War­saw,” an­swered one of the trav­ellers, “the harsh­er you will find the op­pres­sors. Where they have just come and are not se­cure, they are more kind­ly, pub­lish the com­mands of the king against op­pres­sion, and pro­mul­gate the ca­pit­u­la­tions; but where they feel safe, and have oc­cu­pied cas­tles in the neigh­bor­hood, they break all prom­ises, have no con­sid­er­a­tion, com­mit in­jus­tice, plun­der, rob, raise their hands against church­es, the cler­gy, and sa­cred nuns. It is noth­ing here yet, but to de­scribe what is go­ing on in Great Poland words fail in the mouths of men.”

			Here the no­ble be­gan to de­scribe what was tak­ing place in Great Poland—what ex­tor­tions, vi­o­lence, and mur­ders the sav­age en­e­my com­mit­ted; how men were thumb­screwed and tor­tured to dis­cov­er mon­ey; how the Pro­vin­cial, Fa­ther Branet­s­ki, was killed in Poz­nan it­self; and peas­ants were tor­tured so fear­ful­ly that the hair stood on one’s head at the mere thought of it.

			“It will come to this ev­ery­where,” said the no­ble; “it is the pun­ish­ment of God. The last judg­ment is near. Worse and worse ev­ery day—and sal­va­tion from no point.”

			“It is a mar­vel to me,” said Kmi­ta, “for I am not of these parts and know not how peo­ple feel here, that you, gra­cious gen­tle­men, be­ing no­bles and knight­ly per­sons, en­dure these op­pres­sions in pa­tience.”

			“With what can we rise up?” an­swered the no­ble. “In their hands are the cas­tles, fortress­es, can­non, pow­der, mus­kets; they have tak­en from us even fowl­ing-pieces. There was still some hope in Charnyet­s­ki; but since he is in prison, and the king in Sile­sia, who will think of re­sis­tance? There are hands, but noth­ing in them, and there is no head.”

			“And there is no hope,” added Kmi­ta, in a hol­low voice.

			Here they dropped the con­ver­sa­tion, for a Swedish di­vi­sion came up con­voy­ing wag­ons, small no­bles, and a “req­ui­si­tion.” It was a won­der­ful spec­ta­cle. Sit­ting on hors­es as fat as bul­locks, mus­tached and beard­ed troop­ers rode on in a cloud of dust, with their right hands on their hips, with their hats on the sides of their heads, with tens of geese and hens hang­ing at their sad­dles. Look­ing at their war­like and in­so­lent faces, it was easy to see that they felt like lords, glad­some and safe. But the broth­er­hood of pet­ty no­bles walked at the side of the wag­ons, not on­ly bare­foot­ed, but with heads droop­ing on their bo­soms, abused, trou­bled, fre­quent­ly urged for­ward with whips.

			On see­ing this, Kmi­ta’s lips quiv­ered as in a fever, and he fell to re­peat­ing to the no­ble near whom he was rid­ing—

			“Oh, my hands are itch­ing, my hands are itch­ing, my hands are itch­ing!”

			“Qui­et, in the name of the Mer­ci­ful God! you will ru­in your­self, me, and my lit­tle chil­dren.”

			More than once, how­ev­er, Pan An­drei had be­fore him sights still more mar­vel­lous. Be­hold at times, among par­ties of horse­men, he saw march­ing groups, larg­er or small­er, of Pol­ish no­bles, with armed at­ten­dants; these no­bles were joy­ous, singing songs, drunk, and with Swedes and Ger­mans on the foot­ing of “lord broth­er.”

			“How is this?” asked Kmi­ta. “They are per­se­cut­ing some no­bles and crush­ing them, while with oth­ers they en­ter in­to friend­ship. It must be that those cit­i­zens whom I see among the sol­diers are fa­nat­i­cal traitors?”

			“Not mere­ly fa­nat­i­cal traitors, but worse, for they are heretics,” an­swered the no­ble. “They are more griev­ous to us Catholics than the Swedes; they are the men who plun­der most, burn hous­es, car­ry off maid­ens, com­mit pri­vate of­fences. The whole coun­try is in alarm from them, for ev­ery­thing drops from these men al­to­geth­er with­out pun­ish­ment, and it is eas­i­er to get jus­tice from Swedish com­man­ders against a Swede, than against one of our own heretics. Ev­ery com­man­dant, if you ut­ter a word, will an­swer at once, ‘I have no right to touch him, for he is not my man; go to your own tri­bunals.’ And what tri­bunals are there here now, and what ex­e­cu­tion of law when ev­ery­thing is in Swedish hands? Where the Swede can­not go the heretics will take him, and they are the men chiefly who in­cite the Swedes against church­es and cler­gy. This is the way in which they pun­ish the coun­try, our moth­er, for hav­ing giv­en them refuge here and free­dom for their blas­phe­mous faith when they were per­se­cut­ed in oth­er Chris­tian lands just­ly, for their in­trigues and abom­i­na­tions.”

			The no­ble stopped and looked with alarm at Kmi­ta—

			“But you say that you are from Elec­toral Prus­sia, so you may be a Luther­an?”

			“God save me from that,” an­swered Pan An­drei. “I am from Prus­sia, but of a fam­i­ly Catholic for ages, for we went from Lithua­nia to Prus­sia.”

			“Then praise to the Most High, for I was fright­ened. My dear sir, as to Lithua­nia there is no lack of dis­si­dents there; and they have a pow­er­ful chief in Radzivill, who has turned out so great a traitor that he can come in­to com­par­i­son with Radzey­ovs­ki alone.”

			“May God grant the dev­ils to pull the soul out through his throat be­fore the New Year!” ex­claimed Kmi­ta, with ven­om.

			“Amen!” an­swered the no­ble, “and al­so the souls of his ser­vants, his as­sis­tants, his ex­e­cu­tion­ers, of whom tid­ings have come even to us, and with­out whom he would not have dared to bring de­struc­tion on this coun­try.”

			Kmi­ta grew pale and said not a word. He did not ask even—he did not dare to ask—of what as­sis­tants, ser­vants, and ex­e­cu­tion­ers that no­ble was speak­ing.

			Trav­el­ling slow­ly, they came to Pul­tusk late in the evening; there they called Kmi­ta to the bish­op’s palace or cas­tle to give an­swer to the com­man­dant.

			“I am fur­nish­ing hors­es to the army of his Swedish Grace,” said Pan An­drei, “and I have or­ders with which I am go­ing to War­saw for mon­ey.”

			Colonel Is­rael (such was the name of the com­man­dant) smiled un­der his mus­tach­es and said—

			“Oh, make haste, make haste, and take a wag­on for the re­turn, so as to have some­thing to car­ry that mon­ey in!”

			“I thank you for the coun­sel,” an­swered Pan An­drei. “I un­der­stand that you are jeer­ing at me; but I will go for my own, even if I have to go to his grace the king!”

			“Go! don’t give away your own; a very nice sum be­longs to you.”

			“The hour will come when you’ll pay me,” re­tort­ed Kmi­ta, go­ing out.

			In the town it­self he came on cel­e­bra­tions again, for re­joic­ing over the cap­ture of Krakow was to last three days. He learned, how­ev­er, that in Pjas­nysh the Swedish tri­umph was ex­ag­ger­at­ed, per­haps by de­sign. Charnyet­s­ki, the castel­lan of Kiev, had not fall­en in­to cap­tiv­i­ty, but had ob­tained the right of march­ing from the city with his troops, with arms and light­ed match­es at the can­non. It was said that he was to re­tire to Sile­sia. This was not a great con­so­la­tion, but still a con­so­la­tion.

			In Pul­tusk there were con­sid­er­able forces which were to go thence to the Prus­sian bound­ary, un­der com­mand of Colonel Is­rael, to alarm the elec­tor; there­fore nei­ther the town nor the cas­tle, though very spa­cious, could fur­nish lodg­ing for the sol­diers. Here too, for the first time, Kmi­ta saw sol­diers en­camped in a church—in a splen­did Goth­ic struc­ture, found­ed al­most two hun­dred years be­fore by Bish­op Gi­jyt­s­ki, were quar­tered hireling Ger­man in­fantry. In­side the sanc­tu­ary it was flam­ing with light as on East­er, for on the stone floor were burn­ing fires kin­dled in var­i­ous places. Ket­tles were steam­ing over the fires. Around kegs of beer were groups of com­mon sol­diers—hard­ened rob­bers, who had plun­dered all Catholic Ger­many, and of a cer­tain­ty were not spend­ing their first night in a church. In the church were heard talk­ing and shout­ing. Hoarse voic­es were singing camp songs; there sound­ed al­so the out­cry and mer­ri­ment of wom­en, who in those days strag­gled usu­al­ly in the wake of an army.

			Kmi­ta stood in the open door; through the smoke in the midst of rud­dy flames he saw the red, mus­tached faces of sol­diers who, in­flamed with drink, were sit­ting on kegs and quaffing beer; some throw­ing dice or play­ing cards, some sell­ing church vest­ments, oth­ers em­brac­ing low wom­en dressed in bright gar­ments. Up­roar, laugh­ter, the clat­ter of tankards, the sound of mus­kets, the echoes thun­der­ing in the vaults deaf­ened him. His head whirled; he could not be­lieve what his eyes saw; the breath died in his breast; hell would not have more great­ly amazed him. At last he clutched his hair and ran out re­peat­ing as if in be­wil­der­ment—

			“O God, aid us! O God, cor­rect us! O God, de­liv­er us!”

		
	
		
			XXXVII

			In War­saw the Swedes had been man­ag­ing for a long time. Wit­tem­berg, the re­al gov­er­nor of the city and the com­man­der of the gar­ri­son, was at that mo­ment in Krakow; Radzey­ovs­ki car­ried on the gov­ern­ment in his place. Not less than two thou­sand sol­diers were in the city prop­er sur­round­ed by walls, and in the ju­ris­dic­tions be­yond the walls built up with splen­did ed­i­fices be­long­ing to the church and the world. The cas­tle and the city were not de­stroyed; for Pan Ves­sel, staros­ta of Mako­vo, had yield­ed them up with­out bat­tle, and he with the gar­ri­son dis­ap­peared hur­ried­ly, fear­ing the per­son­al vengeance of Radzey­ovs­ki, his en­e­my.

			But when Pan Kmi­ta ex­am­ined more close­ly and care­ful­ly, he saw on many hous­es the traces of plun­der­ing hands. These were the hous­es of those cit­i­zens who had fled from the city, not wish­ing to en­dure for­eign rule, or who had of­fered re­sis­tance when the Swedes were break­ing over the walls.

			Of the lord­ly struc­tures in the ju­ris­dic­tions those on­ly re­tained their for­mer splen­dor the own­ers of which stood soul and body with the Swedes. There­fore the Kazanovs­ki Palace re­mained in all its mag­nif­i­cence, for Radzey­ovs­ki had saved that, his own, and the palace of Konyet­spol­s­ki, the stan­dard-bear­er, as well as the ed­i­fice reared by Vladislav IV, and which was af­ter­ward known as the Kaz­imirovs­ki Palace. But ed­i­fices of the cler­gy were in­jured con­sid­er­ably; the Den­hof Palace was half wrecked; the chan­cel­lor’s or the so-called Os­solin­s­ki Palace, on Re­for­mats­ki Street, was plun­dered to its foun­da­tions. Ger­man hirelings looked out through its win­dows; and that cost­ly fur­ni­ture which the late chan­cel­lor had brought from Italy at such out­lay—those Flo­ren­tine leathers, Dutch ta­pes­try, beau­ti­ful cab­i­nets in­laid with moth­er-of-pearl, pic­tures, bronze and mar­ble stat­ues, clocks from Venice and Dantzig, and mag­nif­i­cent glass­es were ei­ther ly­ing in dis­or­dered heaps in the yard, or, al­ready packed, were wait­ing to be tak­en, when the time came, by the Vis­tu­la to Swe­den. Guards watched over these pre­cious things, but mean­while they were be­ing ru­ined un­der the wind and rain.

			In oth­er cities the same thing might be seen; and though the cap­i­tal had yield­ed with­out bat­tle, still thir­ty gi­gan­tic flat­boats were ready on the Vis­tu­la to bear away the plun­der.

			The city looked like a for­eign place. On the streets for­eign lan­guages were heard more than Pol­ish; ev­ery­where were met Swedish sol­diers, Ger­man, French, Eng­lish, and Scot­tish mer­ce­nar­ies, in the great­est va­ri­ety of uni­forms—in hats, in lofty hel­mets, in kaf­tans, in breast­plates, half breast­plates, in stock­ings, or Swedish boots, with legs as wide as wa­ter-buck­ets. Ev­ery­where a for­eign med­ley, for­eign gar­ments, for­eign faces, for­eign songs. Even the hors­es had forms dif­fer­ent from those to which the eye was ac­cus­tomed. There had al­so rushed in a mul­ti­tude of Ar­me­ni­ans with dark faces, and black hair cov­ered with bright skull­caps; they had come to buy plun­dered ar­ti­cles.

			But most as­ton­ish­ing of all was the in­cal­cu­la­ble num­ber of gyp­sies, who, it is un­known for what pur­pose, had gath­ered af­ter the Swedes from all parts of the coun­try. Their tents stood at the side of the Uyaz­dovs­ki Palace, and along the monastery ju­ris­dic­tion, form­ing as it were a spe­cial town of linen hous­es with­in a town of walled struc­tures.

			In the midst of these var­i­ous-tongued throngs the in­hab­i­tants of the city al­most van­ished; for their own safe­ty they sat glad­ly en­closed in their hous­es, show­ing them­selves rarely, and then pass­ing swift­ly along the streets. On­ly oc­ca­sion­al­ly the car­riage of some mag­nate, hur­ry­ing from the Krakow sub­urbs to the cas­tle, and sur­round­ed by haiduks, Turk­ish grooms, or troops in Pol­ish dress, gave re­minder that the city was Pol­ish.

			On­ly on Sun­days and hol­i­days, when the bells an­nounced ser­vices, did crowds come forth from the hous­es, and the cap­i­tal put on its for­mer ap­pear­ance—though even then lines of for­eign sol­diers stood hedge­like in front of the church­es, to look at the wom­en or pull at their dress­es when, with down­cast eyes, they walked past them. These sol­diers laughed, and some­times sang vile songs just when the priests were singing Mass in the church­es.

			All this flashed past the as­ton­ished eyes of Pan Kmi­ta like jug­glery; but he did not warm his place long in War­saw, for not know­ing any man he had no one be­fore whom to open his soul. Even with those Pol­ish no­bles who were stop­ping in the city and liv­ing in pub­lic hous­es built dur­ing the reign of King Sigis­mund III on Dlu­ga Street, Pan An­drei did not as­so­ciate close­ly. He con­versed, it is true, with this one and that, to learn the news; but all were fa­nat­i­cal ad­her­ents of the Swedes, and wait­ing for the re­turn of Karl Gus­tav, clung to Radzey­ovs­ki and the Swedish of­fi­cers with the hope of re­ceiv­ing starosta­ships, con­fis­cat­ed pri­vate es­tates, and prof­its from church and oth­er re­coup­ments. Each man of them would have been served right­ly had some­one spat in his eyes, and from this Kmi­ta did not make great ef­fort to re­strain him­self.

			From the towns­peo­ple Kmi­ta on­ly heard that they re­gret­ted past times, and the good king of the fall­en coun­try. The Swedes per­se­cut­ed them sav­age­ly, seized their hous­es, ex­act­ed con­tri­bu­tions, im­pris­oned them. They said al­so that the guilds had arms se­cret­ed, es­pe­cial­ly the linen-weavers, the butch­ers, the fur­ri­ers, and the pow­er­ful guild of tai­lors; that they were look­ing con­tin­u­al­ly for the re­turn of Yan Kaz­imir, did not lose hope, and with as­sis­tance from out­side were ready to at­tack the Swedes.

			Hear­ing this, Kmi­ta did not be­lieve his own ears. It could not find place in his head that men of mean sta­tion and rank should ex­hib­it more love for the coun­try and loy­al­ty to their law­ful king than no­bles, who ought to bring those sen­ti­ments in­to the world with their birth.

			But it was just the no­bles and mag­nates who stood by the Swedes, and the com­mon peo­ple who for the greater part wished to re­sist; and more than once it hap­pened that when the Swedes were driv­ing com­mon peo­ple to work at for­ti­fy­ing War­saw, these com­mon peo­ple chose to en­dure flog­ging, im­pris­on­ment, even death it­self, rather than aid in con­firm­ing Swedish pow­er.

			Be­yond War­saw the coun­try was as noisy as in a bee­hive. All the roads, the towns, and the ham­lets were oc­cu­pied by sol­diers, by at­ten­dants of great lords and no­bles, and by lords and no­bles serv­ing the Swedes. All was cap­tured, gath­ered in, sub­dued; ev­ery­thing was as Swedish as if the coun­try had been al­ways in their hands.

			Pan An­drei met no peo­ple save Swedes, ad­her­ents of the Swedes, or peo­ple in de­spair, in­dif­fer­ent, who were con­vinced to the depth of their souls that all was lost. No one thought of re­sis­tance; com­mands were car­ried out qui­et­ly and prompt­ly one half or a tenth part of which would have been met in times not long past with op­po­si­tion and protest. Fear had reached that de­gree that even those who were in­jured praised loud­ly the kind pro­tec­tor of the Com­mon­wealth.

			For­mer­ly it hap­pened of­ten enough that a no­ble re­ceived his own civ­il and mil­i­tary deputies of ex­ac­tion with gun in hand, and at the head of armed ser­vants; now such trib­utes were im­posed as it pleased the Swedes to im­pose, and the no­bles gave them as obe­di­ent­ly as sheep give their wool to the shear­er. It hap­pened more than once that the same trib­ute was tak­en twice. It was vain to use a re­ceipt as de­fence; it was well if the ex­e­cut­ing of­fi­cer did not moist­en it in wine and make the man who showed it swal­low the pa­per. That was noth­ing! “Vi­vat pro­tec­tor!” cried the no­ble; and when the of­fi­cer had de­part­ed he or­dered his ser­vant to crawl out on the roof and see if an­oth­er were not com­ing. And well if on­ly all were end­ed with Swedish con­tri­bu­tions; but worse than the en­e­my were, in that as in ev­ery oth­er land, the traitors. Old pri­vate griev­ances, old of­fences were brought up; ditch­es were filled, mead­ows and forests were seized, and for the friend of the Swedes ev­ery­thing went un­pun­ished. Worst, how­ev­er, were the dis­si­dents; and they were not all. Armed bands were formed of un­for­tu­nates, des­per­a­does, ruf­fi­ans, and gam­blers. As­sist­ed by Swedish ma­raud­ers, Ger­mans, and dis­turbers of all kinds, these bands fell up­on peas­ants and no­bles. The coun­try was filled with fires; the armed hand of the sol­dier was heavy on the towns; in the for­est the rob­ber at­tacked. No one thought of cur­ing the Com­mon­wealth; no one dreamed of res­cue, of cast­ing off the yoke; no one had hope.

			It hap­pened that Swedish and Ger­man plun­der­ers near So­hachev be­sieged Pan Lushchevs­ki, the staros­ta of that place, fall­ing up­on him at Stru­gi, his pri­vate es­tate. He, be­ing of a mil­i­tary turn, de­fend­ed him­self vig­or­ous­ly, though an old man. Kmi­ta came just then; and since his pa­tience had on it a sore ready to break at any cause, it broke at Stru­gi. He per­mit­ted the Kyem­lich­es, there­fore, “to pound,” and fell up­on the in­vaders him­self with such vig­or that he scat­tered them, struck them down; no one es­caped, even pris­on­ers were drowned at his com­mand. The staros­ta, to whom the aid was as if it had fall­en from heav­en, re­ceived his de­liv­er­er with thanks and hon­ored him at once. Pan An­drei, see­ing be­fore him a per­son­age, a states­man, and be­sides a man of old date, con­fessed his ha­tred of the Swedes, and in­quired of the staros­ta what he thought of the fu­ture of the Com­mon­wealth, in the hope that he would pour bal­sam on his soul.

			But the staros­ta viewed the past dif­fer­ent­ly, and said: “My gra­cious sir, I know not what I should have an­swered had this ques­tion been put when I had rud­dy mus­tach­es and a mind cloud­ed by phys­i­cal hu­mor; but to­day I have gray mus­tach­es, and the ex­pe­ri­ence of sev­en­ty years on my shoul­ders, and I see fu­ture things, for I am near the grave; there­fore I say that not on­ly we, even if we should cor­rect our er­rors, but all Eu­rope, can­not break the Swedish pow­er.”

			“How can that be? Where did it come from?” cried Kmi­ta. “When was Swe­den such a pow­er? Are there not more of the Pol­ish peo­ple on earth, can we not have a larg­er army? Has that army yield­ed at any time to Swe­den in brav­ery?”

			“There are ten times as many of our peo­ple. God has in­creased our pro­duce so that in my starosta­ship of So­hachev more wheat is grown than in all Swe­den; and as to brav­ery, I was at Kirch­holm when three thou­sand hus­sars of us scat­tered in the dust eigh­teen thou­sand of the best troops of Swe­den.”

			“If that is true,” said Kmi­ta, whose eyes flashed at re­mem­brance of Kirch­holm, “what earth­ly caus­es are there why we should not put an end to them now?”

			“First, this,” an­swered the old man, with a de­lib­er­ate voice, “that we have be­come small and they have grown great; that they have con­quered us with our own hands, as be­fore now they con­quered the Ger­mans with Ger­mans. Such is the will of God; and there is no pow­er, I re­peat, that can op­pose them to­day.”

			“But if the no­bles should come to their sens­es and ral­ly around their ruler—if all should seize arms, what would you ad­vise to do then, and what would you do your­self?”

			“I should go with oth­ers and fall, and I should ad­vise ev­ery man to fall; but af­ter that would come times on which it is bet­ter not to look.”

			“Worse times can­not come! As true as life, they can­not! It is im­pos­si­ble!” cried Kmi­ta.

			“You see,” con­tin­ued the staros­ta, “be­fore the end of the world and be­fore the last judg­ment An­tichrist will come, and it is said that evil men will get the up­per hand of the good. Sa­tans will go through the world, will preach a faith op­posed to the true one, and will turn men to it. With the per­mis­sion of God, evil will con­quer ev­ery­where un­til the mo­ment in which trum­pet­ing an­gels shall sound for the end of the world.”

			Here the staros­ta leaned against the back of the chair on which he was sit­ting, closed his eyes, and spoke on in a low, mys­te­ri­ous voice—

			“It was said, ‘There will be signs.’ There have been signs on the sun in the form of a hand and a sword. God be mer­ci­ful to us, sin­ners! The evil gain vic­to­ry over the just, for the Swedes and their ad­her­ents are con­quer­ing. The true faith is fail­ing, for be­hold the Luther­an is ris­ing. Men! do ye not see that dies irae, dies il­la (the day of wrath, that day) is ap­proach­ing? I am sev­en­ty years old; I stand on the brink of the Styx—I am wait­ing for the fer­ry­man and the boat—I see—”

			Here the staros­ta be­came silent, and Kmi­ta looked at him with ter­ror; for the rea­sons seemed to him just, the con­clu­sions fit­ting, there­fore he was fright­ened at his de­ci­sions and re­flect­ed deeply. But the staros­ta did not look at him; he on­ly looked in front of him­self, and said at last—

			“And of course the Swedes con­quer here when that is the per­mis­sion of God, the ex­press will men­tioned and spo­ken of in the Prophe­cies—Oi, peo­ple, to Chen­sto­ho­va, to Chen­sto­ho­va!” And again the staros­ta was silent.

			The sun was just set­ting, and look­ing on­ly aslant in­to the room, its light broke in­to col­ors on the glass fit­ted in lead, and made sev­en col­ored stripes on the floor; the rest of the room was in dark­ness. It be­came more and more awe-in­spir­ing for Kmi­ta; at mo­ments it seemed to him that if the light were to van­ish, that in­stant the trum­pet­ing an­gel would sum­mon to judg­ment.

			“Of what prophe­cies is your grace speak­ing?” asked Kmi­ta, at last; for the si­lence seemed to him still more solemn.

			The staros­ta in­stead of an an­swer turned to the door of an ad­join­ing room, and called—

			“Olen­ka! Olen­ka!”

			“In God’s name!” cried Kmi­ta, “whom are you call­ing?”

			At that mo­ment he be­lieved ev­ery­thing—be­lieved that his Olen­ka by a mir­a­cle was brought from Kyedani and would ap­pear be­fore his eyes. He for­got ev­ery­thing, fas­tened his gaze on the door, and wait­ed with­out breath in his breast.

			“Olen­ka! Olen­ka!”

			The door opened, and there en­tered not Pan­na Bille­vich, but a young wom­an, shape­ly, slen­der, tall, a lit­tle like Olen­ka, with dig­ni­ty and calm spread over her face. She was pale, per­haps ill, and maybe fright­ened at the re­cent at­tack; she walked with down­cast eyes as light­ly and qui­et­ly as if some breath were mov­ing her for­ward.

			“This is my daugh­ter,” said the staros­ta. “I have no sons at home; they are with Pan Po­tot­s­ki, and with him near our un­for­tu­nate king.”

			Then he turned to his daugh­ter: “Thank first this man­ful cav­a­lier for res­cu­ing us, and then read to him the prophe­cy of Saint Brid­get.”

			The maid­en bowed down be­fore Pan An­drei, then went out, and af­ter a while re­turned with a print­ed roll in her hand, and stand­ing in that many-col­ored light, be­gan to read in a res­o­nant and sweet voice—

			
				“The prophe­cy of Saint Brid­get, I will de­clare to you first of the five kings and their rule: Gus­tav the son of Er­ick, the lazy ass, be­cause ne­glect­ing the right wor­ship he went over to the false. Re­ject­ing the faith of the Apos­tles, he brought to the king­dom the Augs­burg Con­fes­sion, putting a stain on his rep­u­ta­tion. Look at Ec­cle­si­astes, where it is stat­ed of Solomon that lie de­filed his glo­ry with idol­a­try—”

			

			“Are you lis­ten­ing?” asked the staros­ta, point­ing to­ward Kmi­ta with the in­dex fin­ger of his left hand and hold­ing the oth­ers, ready for count­ing.

			“Yes,” an­swered Kmi­ta.

			
				“Er­ick, the son of Gus­tavus, a wolf of un­sa­tiable greed,” read the la­dy, “with which he drew on him­self the ha­tred of all men and of his broth­er Yan. First, sus­pect­ing Yan of in­trigues with Den­mark and Poland, he tor­ment­ed him with war, and tak­ing him with his wife he held them four years in a dun­geon. Yan, at last brought out of im­pris­on­ment and aid­ed by change of for­tune, con­quered Er­ick, ex­pelled him from the king­dom, and put him in­to prison forever­more. There is an un­fore­seen event!”

			

			“Con­sid­er,” said the old man. “Here is an­oth­er.”

			The la­dy read fur­ther:—

			
				“Yan, the broth­er of Er­ick, a lofty ea­gle, thrice con­queror over Er­ick, the Danes, and the North­ern­ers. His son Sigis­mund, in whom dwells no­bil­i­ty of blood, cho­sen to the Pol­ish throne. Praise to his off­shoots!”

			

			“Do you un­der­stand?” asked the staros­ta.

			“May God pros­per the years of Yan Kaz­imir!” an­swered Kmi­ta.

			
				“Karl, the prince of Su­d­er­manii, the ram, who as rams lead the flock, so he led the Swedes to in­jus­tice; and he at­tacked jus­tice.”

			

			“That is the fourth!” in­ter­rupt­ed the staros­ta.

			
				“The fifth, Gus­tavus Adol­phus,” read the la­dy, “is the lamb slain, but not spot­less, whose blood was the cause of suf­fer­ing and mis­for­tune—”

			

			“Yes; that is Gus­tavus Adol­phus!” said the staros­ta. “Of Chris­tiana there is no men­tion, for on­ly men are count­ed. Read now the end, which refers ac­cu­rate­ly to the present time.”

			She read as fol­lows:—

			
				“I will show to thee the sixth, who dis­tracts land and sea and brings trou­ble on the sim­ple; whose hour of pun­ish­ment I will place in my own hand. Though he at­tained his end quick­ly, my judg­ment draws near him; he will leave the king­dom in suf­fer­ing and it will be writ­ten: They sowed re­bel­lion and reap suf­fer­ing and pain. Not on­ly will I vis­it that king­dom, but rich cities and pow­er­ful; for the hun­gry are called, who will de­vour their suf­fi­cien­cy. In­ter­nal evils will not be lack­ing, and mis­for­tune will abound. The fool­ish will rule, and the wise and the old men will not raise their heads. Hon­or and truth will fall, till that man shall come who will im­plore away my anger and who will not spare his own soul in love of truth.”

			

			“There you have it!” said the staros­ta.

			“All is ver­i­fied, so that on­ly a blind man could doubt!” an­swered Kmi­ta.

			“There­fore the Swedes can­not be con­quered,” said the staros­ta.

			“Till that man shall come who will not spare his soul for the love of truth!” ex­claimed Kmi­ta. “The prophe­cy leaves hope! Not judg­ment, but sal­va­tion awaits us.”

			“Sodom was to be spared if ten just men could be found in it,” said the staros­ta; “but that many were not found. In the same man­ner will not be found the man who will not spare his soul for love of truth; and the hour of judg­ment will strike.”

			“It can­not be but that he will be found,” called out Kmi­ta.

			Be­fore the staros­ta an­swered the door opened, and in­to the room walked a man no longer young, in ar­mor and with a mus­ket in his hand.

			“Pan Shcheb­jyt­s­ki?” said the staros­ta.

			“Yes,” an­swered the new­ly ar­rived. “I heard that ruf­fi­ans had be­sieged you, and I has­tened with my ser­vants to the res­cue.”

			“With­out the will of God a hair will not fall from the head of a man,” an­swered the staros­ta. “This cav­a­lier has al­ready freed me from op­pres­sion. But whence do you come?”

			“From So­hachev.”

			“Have you heard any­thing new?”

			“Ev­ery news is worse. New mis­for­tune—”

			“What has hap­pened?”

			“The prov­inces of Krakow, San­domir, Rus, Lubel­sk, Belzk, Voly­nia, and Kiev have sur­ren­dered to Karl Gus­tav. The act is al­ready signed by en­voys and by Karl.”

			The staros­ta shook his head, and turned to Kmi­ta—

			“See,” said he, “do you still think that the man will be found who will not spare his soul for the love of truth?”

			Kmi­ta be­gan to tear the hair from his fore­lock; “De­spair! de­spair!” re­peat­ed he, in dis­trac­tion.

			And Pan Shcheb­jyt­s­ki con­tin­ued: “They say al­so that the rem­nants of the army, which are with Po­tot­s­ki, the het­man, have al­ready re­fused obe­di­ence and wish to go to the Swedes. The het­man prob­a­bly is not sure of safe­ty or life among them, and must do what they want.”

			“They sow re­bel­lion and reap suf­fer­ing and pain,” said the staros­ta. “Whoso wish­es to do penance for his sins, now is his time!”

			Kmi­ta could not hear fur­ther ei­ther prophe­cies or news; he want­ed to sit with all speed on his horse and cool his head in the wind. He sprang up there­fore, and be­gan to take farewell of the staros­ta.

			“But whith­er so hasti­ly?” asked the lat­ter.

			“To Chen­sto­ho­va, for I too am a sin­ner!”

			“Though glad to en­ter­tain, I will not de­lay you, since your work is more ur­gent, for the day of judg­ment is at hand.”

			Kmi­ta went out; and af­ter him went the young la­dy, wish­ing in­stead of her fa­ther to do hon­or to the guest, for the old man was weak on his feet.

			“Be in good health, young la­dy,” said Kmi­ta; “you do not know how thank­ful I am to you.”

			“If you are thank­ful to me,” an­swered the young la­dy, “do me one ser­vice. You are go­ing to Chen­sto­ho­va; here is a rud­dy ducat—take it, I beg, and give it for a Mass in the chapel.”

			“For whose in­ten­tion?” asked Kmi­ta.

			The prophet­ess dropped her eyes, trou­ble spread over her face; at the same time a slight flush came to her cheeks, and she said with a low voice, like the rus­tle of leaves—

			“For the in­ten­tion of An­drei, that God may turn him from sin­ful ways.”

			Kmi­ta pushed back two steps, stared, and from as­ton­ish­ment could not speak for a time.

			“By the wounds of Christ!” cried he, at last, “what man­ner of house is this? Where am I? The prophe­cy it­self, the sooth­say­ing, and the in­di­ca­tions—Your name is Olen­ka, and you give me for a Mass for the in­ten­tions of a sin­ful An­drei. This can­not be chance; it is the fin­ger of God—it is, it is. I shall go wild!—As God lives, I shall!”

			“What is the mat­ter?”

			He caught her hands vi­o­lent­ly and be­gan to shake them. “Proph­esy fur­ther, speak to the end! If that An­drei will re­turn and ef­face his faults, will Olen­ka keep faith with him? Speak, an­swer, for I shall not go away with­out that!”

			“What is your trou­ble?”

			“Will Olen­ka keep faith with him?” re­peat­ed Kmi­ta.

			Tears came sud­den­ly in­to the eyes of the maid­en: “To the last breath, to the hour of death!” said she, with sob­bing.

			She had not fin­ished speak­ing when Kmi­ta fell his whole length at her feet. She want­ed to flee; he would not let her, and kiss­ing her feet, he said—

			“I too am a sin­ful An­drei, who wants to re­turn. I too have my loved one, Olen­ka. May yours re­turn, and may mine keep faith. May your words be prophet­ic. You have poured bal­sam and hope in­to my suf­fer­ing soul—God re­ward you, God re­ward you!”

			Then he sprang up, sat on his horse, and rode away.

		
	
		
			XXXVIII

			The words of the young daugh­ter of the staros­ta of So­hachev filled Kmi­ta with great con­so­la­tion, and for three days they did not leave his head. In the day­time on horse­back, in the night on the bed, he was think­ing of what had hap­pened to him, and he came al­ways to the con­clu­sion that this could not be sim­ple chance, but an in­di­ca­tion from God, and a presage that if he would hold out, if he would not leave the good road, that same road which Olen­ka had shown him, she would keep faith and give him her for­mer af­fec­tion.

			“If the staros­ta’s daugh­ter,” thought Kmi­ta, “keeps faith with her An­drei, who has not be­gun to grow bet­ter, there is still hope for me, with my hon­est in­ten­tion of serv­ing virtue, the coun­try, and the king.”

			But, on the oth­er hand, suf­fer­ing was not ab­sent from Pan An­drei. He had an hon­est in­ten­tion, but had it not come too late? Was there yet any road, were there yet any means? The Com­mon­wealth seemed to sink deep­er each day, and it was dif­fi­cult to close one’s eyes to the ter­ri­ble truth that for it there was no sal­va­tion. Kmi­ta wished noth­ing more in­tent­ly than to be­gin some kind of work, but he saw no will­ing peo­ple. Ev­ery mo­ment new fig­ures, ev­ery mo­ment new faces, passed be­fore him in the time of his jour­ney; but the sight of them, their talk and dis­cus­sions, mere­ly took from him the rem­nant of his hopes.

			Some had gone body and soul to the Swedish camp, seek­ing in it their own prof­it; these peo­ple drank and caroused as at a wake, drown­ing, in cups and in ri­ot, shame and the hon­or of no­bles; oth­ers told, with blind­ness be­yond un­der­stand­ing, of that pow­er which the Com­mon­wealth would form in union with Swe­den, un­der the scep­tre of the first war­rior on earth; and these were the most dan­ger­ous, for they were sin­cere­ly con­vinced that the whole earth must bow be­fore such an al­liance. A third par­ty, like the staros­ta of So­hachev, hon­or­able peo­ple and wish­ing well to the coun­try, sought signs on the earth and in the heav­ens, re­peat­ed prophe­cies, and see­ing the will of God and un­bend­ing pre­des­ti­na­tion in all things that hap­pened, came to the con­clu­sion that there was no hope, no sal­va­tion; that the end of the world was draw­ing nigh; there­fore it would be mad­ness to think of earth­ly in­stead of heav­en­ly sal­va­tion. Oth­ers hid in the for­est, or es­caped with their lives be­yond the bound­aries of the Com­mon­wealth. Kmi­ta met on­ly un­re­strained, cor­rupt­ed, mad, timid, or des­per­ate peo­ple. He met no man who had hope.

			Mean­while the for­tune of the Swedes was in­creas­ing. News that the rest of the army had re­volt­ed, were con­spir­ing, threat­en­ing the het­mans, and wish­ing to go over to the Swedes, gained cer­tain­ty ev­ery day. The re­port that Konyet­spol­s­ki with his di­vi­sion had joined Karl Gus­tav re­ver­ber­at­ed like thun­der through ev­ery cor­ner of the Com­mon­wealth, and drove out the rem­nant of faith from men’s hearts, for Konyet­spol­s­ki was a knight of Zbaraj. He was fol­lowed by the staros­ta of Ya­vor and Prince Dymitr Vish­nyevet­s­ki, who was not re­strained by a name cov­ered with im­mor­tal glo­ry.

			Men had be­gun now to doubt Lyubomirs­ki, the mar­shal. Those who knew him well as­sert­ed that am­bi­tion sur­passed in him both rea­son and love of coun­try; that for the time be­ing he was on the king’s side be­cause he was flat­tered, be­cause all eyes were turned to him, be­cause one side and the oth­er tried to win him, to per­suade him, be­cause he was told that he had the fate of the coun­try in his hands. But in view of Swedish suc­cess he be­gan to hes­i­tate, to de­lay; and each mo­ment he gave the un­for­tu­nate Yan Kaz­imir to un­der­stand more clear­ly that he could save him, or sink him com­plete­ly.

			The refugee king was liv­ing in Gl­o­gov with a hand­ful of trust­ed per­sons, who shared his fate. Each day some­one de­sert­ed him, and went over to the Swedes. Thus do the weak bend in days of mis­for­tune, even men to whom the first im­pulse of the heart points out the thorny path of hon­or. Karl Gus­tav re­ceived the de­sert­ers with open arms, re­ward­ed them, cov­ered them with prom­ises, tempt­ed and at­tract­ed the rem­nant of the faith­ful, ex­tend­ed more wide­ly his rule; for­tune it­self pushed from be­fore his feet ev­ery ob­sta­cle; he con­quered Poland with Pol­ish forces; he was a vic­tor with­out a bat­tle.

			Crowds of vo­evo­das, castel­lans, of­fi­cials of Poland and Lithua­nia, throngs of armed no­bles, com­plete squadrons of in­com­pa­ra­ble Pol­ish cav­al­ry, stood in his camp, watch­ing the eyes of their new­ly made lord and ready at his beck.

			The last of the armies of the king­dom was call­ing more and more em­phat­i­cal­ly to its het­man: “Go, in­cline thy gray head be­fore the majesty of Karl—go, for we wish to be­long to the Swedes.”

			“To the Swedes! to the Swedes!”

			And in sup­port of these words thou­sands of sabres flashed forth.

			At the same time war was flam­ing con­tin­u­al­ly on the east. The ter­ri­ble Hmel­nit­s­ki was be­sieg­ing Lvoff again; and le­gions of his al­lies, rolling on past the un­con­quered walls of Zamost, spread over the whole prov­ince of Lubel­sk, reach­ing even to Lublin.

			Lithua­nia was in the hands of the Swedes and Ho­v­an­s­ki. Radzivill had be­gun war in Podlyasye, the elec­tor was loi­ter­ing, and any mo­ment he might give the last blow to the ex­pir­ing Com­mon­wealth; mean­while he was grow­ing strong in Roy­al Prus­sia.

			Em­bassies from ev­ery side were has­ten­ing to the King of Swe­den, wish­ing him a hap­py con­quest.

			Win­ter was com­ing; leaves were fall­ing from the trees; flocks of ravens, crows, and jack­daws had de­sert­ed the forests, and were fly­ing over the vil­lages and towns of the Com­mon­wealth.

			Be­yond Py­otrkoff Kmi­ta came again up­on Swedish par­ties, who oc­cu­pied all the roads and high­ways. Some of them, af­ter the cap­ture of Krakow, were march­ing to War­saw, for it was said that Karl Gus­tav, hav­ing re­ceived homage from the north­ern and east­ern prov­inces and signed the “ca­pit­u­la­tions,” was on­ly wait­ing for the sub­mis­sion of those rem­nants of the army un­der Po­tot­s­ki and Lantsko­ron­s­ki; that giv­en, he would go straight­way to Prus­sia, and there­fore he was send­ing the army ahead. The road was closed in no place to Pan An­drei, for in gen­er­al no­bles roused no sus­pi­cion. A mul­ti­tude of armed at­ten­dants were go­ing with the Swedes; oth­ers were go­ing to Krakow—one to bow down be­fore the new king, an­oth­er to ob­tain some­thing from him. No one was asked for a pass or a let­ter, es­pe­cial­ly since in the neigh­bor­hood of Karl, who was coun­ter­feit­ing kind­ness, no man dared trou­ble an­oth­er.

			The last night be­fore Chen­sto­ho­va met Pan An­drei in Krushyn; but bare­ly had he set­tled down when guests ar­rived. First a Swedish de­tach­ment of about one hun­dred horse, un­der the lead of a num­ber of of­fi­cers and some im­por­tant cap­tain. This cap­tain was a man of mid­dle age, of a form rather im­pos­ing, large, pow­er­ful, broad-shoul­dered, quick-eyed; and though he wore a for­eign dress and looked al­to­geth­er like a for­eign­er, still when he en­tered the room he spoke to Pan An­drei in purest Pol­ish, ask­ing who he was and whith­er he was go­ing.

			Pan An­drei an­swered at once that he was a no­ble from So­hachev, for it might have seemed strange to the of­fi­cer that a sub­ject of the elec­tor had come to that re­mote place. Learn­ing that Pan An­drei was go­ing to the King of Swe­den with com­plaint that pay­ment of mon­ey due him by the Swedes was re­fused, the of­fi­cer said—

			“Prayer at the high al­tar is best, and wise­ly you go to the king; for though he has a thou­sand af­fairs on his head, he re­fus­es hear­ing to no one, and he is so kind to Pol­ish no­bles that you are en­vied by the Swedes.”

			“If on­ly there is mon­ey in the trea­sury?”

			“Karl Gus­tav is not the same as your re­cent Yan Kaz­imir, who was forced to bor­row even of Jews, for what­ev­er he had he gave straight­way to him who first asked for it. But if a cer­tain en­ter­prise suc­ceeds, there will be no lack of coin in the trea­sury.”

			“Of what en­ter­prise is your grace speak­ing?”

			“I know you too lit­tle to speak con­fi­den­tial­ly, but be as­sured that in a week or two the trea­sury of the King of Swe­den will be as weighty as that of the Sul­tan.”

			“Then some al­chemist must make mon­ey for him, since there is no place from which to get it in this coun­try.”

			“In this coun­try? It is enough to stretch forth dar­ing hands. And of dar­ing there is no lack among us, as is shown by the fact that we are now rulers here.”

			“True, true,” an­swered Kmi­ta; “we are very glad of that rule, es­pe­cial­ly if you teach us how to get mon­ey like chips.”

			“The means are in your pow­er, but you would rather die of hunger than take one cop­per.”

			Kmi­ta looked quick­ly at the of­fi­cer, and said—

			“For there are places against which it is ter­ri­ble, even for Tar­tars, to raise hands.”

			“You are too mys­te­ri­ous. Sir Cav­a­lier,” an­swered the of­fi­cer, “and re­mem­ber that you are go­ing, not to Tar­tars, but to Swedes for mon­ey.”

			Fur­ther con­ver­sa­tion was in­ter­rupt­ed by the ar­rival of a new par­ty of men, whom the of­fi­cer was ev­i­dent­ly ex­pect­ing, for he hur­ried out of the inn. Kmi­ta fol­lowed and stood in the door to see who were com­ing.

			In front was a closed car­riage drawn by four hors­es, and sur­round­ed by a par­ty of Swedish horse­men; it stopped be­fore the inn. The of­fi­cer who had just been talk­ing to Kmi­ta went up to the car­riage quick­ly, and open­ing the door made a low bow to the per­son sit­ting in­side.

			“He must be some dis­tin­guished man,” thought Kmi­ta.

			That mo­ment they brought from the inn a flam­ing torch. Out of the car­riage stepped an im­por­tant per­son­age dressed in black, in for­eign fash­ion, with a cloak to his knees, lined with fox-skin, and a hat with feath­ers. The of­fi­cer seized the torch from the hands of a horse­man, and bow­ing once more, said—

			“This way, your ex­cel­len­cy!”

			Kmi­ta pushed back as quick­ly as pos­si­ble, and they en­tered af­ter him. In the room the of­fi­cer bowed a third time and said—

			“Your ex­cel­len­cy, I am Count Vey­hard Vjesh­chovich, or­di­nar­ius pro­viant­mag­is­ter, of his Roy­al Grace Karl Gus­tav, and am sent with an es­cort to meet your ex­cel­len­cy.”

			“It is pleas­ant for me to meet such an hon­or­able cav­a­lier,” said the per­son­age in black, giv­ing bow for bow.

			“Does your ex­cel­len­cy wish to stop here some time or to go on at once? His Roy­al Grace wish­es to see your ex­cel­len­cy soon.”

			“I had in­tend­ed to halt at Chen­sto­ho­va for prayers,” an­swered the new­ly ar­rived, “but in Vyelu­nie I re­ceived news that his Roy­al Grace com­mands me to hur­ry; there­fore, af­ter I have rest­ed, we will go on. Mean­while dis­miss the es­cort, and thank the cap­tain who led it.”

			The of­fi­cer went to give the req­ui­site or­der. Pan An­drei stopped him on the way.

			“Who is that?” asked he.

			“Baron Liso­la, the Im­pe­ri­al En­voy, now on his way from the court of Bran­den­burg to our lord,” an­swered the of­fi­cer. Then he went out, and af­ter a while re­turned.

			“Your ex­cel­len­cy’s or­ders are car­ried out,” said he to the baron.

			“I thank you,” said Liso­la; and with great though very lofty af­fa­bil­i­ty he in­di­cat­ed to Count Vey­hard a place op­po­site him­self. “Some kind of storm is be­gin­ning to whis­tle out­side,” said he, “and rain is fall­ing. It may con­tin­ue long; mean­while let us talk be­fore sup­per. What is to be heard here? I have been told that the vo­evo­das of Lit­tle Poland have sub­mit­ted to his Grace of Swe­den.”

			“True, your ex­cel­len­cy; his Grace is on­ly wait­ing for the sub­mis­sion of the rest of the troops, then he will go at once to War­saw and to Prus­sia.”

			“Is it cer­tain that they will sur­ren­der?”

			“Deputies from the army are al­ready in Krakow. They have no choice, for if they do not come to us Hmel­nit­s­ki will de­stroy them ut­ter­ly.”

			Liso­la in­clined his rea­son­ing head up­on his breast. “Ter­ri­ble, un­heard of things!” said he.

			The con­ver­sa­tion was car­ried on in the Ger­man lan­guage. Kmi­ta did not lose a sin­gle word of it.

			“Your ex­cel­len­cy,” said Count Vey­hard, “that has hap­pened which had to hap­pen.”

			“Per­haps so; but it is dif­fi­cult not to feel com­pas­sion for a pow­er which has fall­en be­fore our eyes, and for which a man who is not a Swede must feel sor­row.”

			“I am not a Swede; but if Poles them­selves do not feel sor­row, nei­ther do I,” an­swered the count.

			Liso­la looked at him se­ri­ous­ly. “It is true that your name is not Swedish. From what peo­ple are you, I pray?”

			“I am a Cheh” (Bo­hemi­an).

			“In­deed? Then you are a sub­ject of the Ger­man em­per­or? We are un­der the same rule.”

			“I am in the ser­vice of the Most Serene King of Swe­den,” said Vey­hard, with a bow.

			“I wish not to dero­gate from that ser­vice in the least,” an­swered Liso­la, “but such em­ploy­ments are tem­po­rary; be­ing then a sub­ject of our gra­cious sov­er­eign, who­ev­er you may be, whom­so­ev­er you may serve, you can­not con­sid­er any­one else as your nat­u­ral sov­er­eign.”

			“I do not de­ny that.”

			“Then I will tell you sin­cere­ly, that our lord mourns over this il­lus­tri­ous Com­mon­wealth, over the fate of its no­ble monarch, and he can­not look with a kind­ly or will­ing eye on those of his sub­jects who are aid­ing in the fi­nal ru­in of a friend­ly pow­er. What have the Poles done to you, that you show them such ill will?”

			“Your ex­cel­len­cy, I might an­swer many things, but I fear to abuse your pa­tience.”

			“You seem to me not on­ly a fa­mous sol­dier, but a wise man. My of­fice obliges me to ob­serve, to lis­ten, to seek caus­es; speak then, even in the most minute way, and fear not to an­noy my pa­tience. If you in­cline at any time to the ser­vice of the em­per­or, which I wish most strong­ly, you will find in me a friend who will ex­plain and re­peat your rea­sons, should any man wish to con­sid­er your present ser­vice as wrong.”

			“Then I will tell you all that I have on my mind. Like many no­bles, younger sons, I had to seek my for­tune out­side my na­tive land. I came to this coun­try where the peo­ple are re­lat­ed to my own, and take for­eign­ers in­to ser­vice read­i­ly.”

			“Were you bad­ly re­ceived?”

			“Salt mines were giv­en to my man­age­ment. I found means of liveli­hood, of ap­proach to the peo­ple and the king him­self; I serve the Swedes at present, but should any­one wish to con­sid­er me un­thank­ful, I could con­tra­dict him di­rect­ly.”

			“How?”

			“Can more be asked of me than of the Poles them­selves? Where are the Poles to­day? Where are the sen­a­tors of this king­dom, the princes, the mag­nates, the no­bles, if not in the Swedish camp? And still they should be the first to know what they ought to do, where the sal­va­tion of their coun­try is, and where its de­struc­tion. I fol­low their ex­am­ple; who of them then has the right to call me un­thank­ful? Why should I, a for­eign­er, be more faith­ful to the King of Poland and the Com­mon­wealth than they them­selves are? Why should I de­spise that ser­vice for which they them­selves are beg­ging?”

			Liso­la made no an­swer. He rest­ed his head on his hand and fell in­to thought. It would seem that he was lis­ten­ing to the whis­tle of the wind and the sound of the au­tumn rain, which had be­gun to strike the win­dows of the inn.

			“Speak on,” said he, at last; “in truth you tell me strange things.”

			“I seek for­tune where I can find it,” con­tin­ued Count Vey­hard; “and be­cause this peo­ple are per­ish­ing, I do not need to care for them more than they do for them­selves, be­sides, even if I were to care, it would avail noth­ing, for they must per­ish.”

			“But why is that?”

			“First, be­cause they wish it them­selves; sec­ond, be­cause they de­serve it. Your ex­cel­len­cy, is there an­oth­er coun­try in the world where so many dis­or­ders and such vi­o­lence may be seen? What man­ner of gov­ern­ment is there here? The king does not rule, be­cause they will not let him; the di­ets do not rule, be­cause the mem­bers break them; there is no army, be­cause the Poles will not pay tax­es; there is no obe­di­ence, for obe­di­ence is op­posed to free­dom; there is no jus­tice, for there is no one to ex­e­cute de­ci­sions, and each strong man tram­ples on de­ci­sions; there is no loy­al­ty in this peo­ple, for all have de­sert­ed their king; there is no love for the coun­try, for they have giv­en it to the Swede, for the prom­ise that he will not pre­vent them from liv­ing in old fash­ion ac­cord­ing to their an­cient vi­o­lence. Where could any­thing sim­i­lar be found? What peo­ple in the world would aid an en­e­my in con­quer­ing their own coun­try? Who would desert a king, not for his tyran­ny, not for his evil deeds, but be­cause a stronger one came? Where is there a peo­ple who love pri­vate prof­its more, or tram­ple more on pub­lic af­fairs? What have they, your ex­cel­len­cy? Let any­one men­tion to me even one virtue—pru­dence, rea­son, clev­er­ness, en­durance, ab­sti­nence. What have they? Good cav­al­ry? that and noth­ing more. But the Nu­mid­i­ans were fa­mous for cav­al­ry, and the Gauls, as may be read in Ro­man his­to­ry, had cel­e­brat­ed sol­diers; but where are they? They have per­ished as they were bound to per­ish. Whoso wish­es to save the Poles is mere­ly los­ing time, for they will not save them­selves. On­ly the mad, the vi­o­lent, the ma­li­cious, and the ve­nal in­hab­it this land.”

			Count Vey­hard pro­nounced the last words with a gen­uine out­burst of ha­tred mar­vel­lous in a for­eign­er who had found bread among that peo­ple; but Liso­la was not as­ton­ished. A vet­er­an diplo­mat, he knew the world and men. He knew that whoso does not know how to pay his bene­fac­tor with his heart, seeks in him faults, so as to shield with them his own un­thank­ful­ness. Be­sides, it may be that he rec­og­nized that Count Vey­hard was right. He did not protest, but asked quick­ly, “Are you a Catholic?”

			The count was con­fused. “Yes, your ex­cel­len­cy,” an­swered he.

			“I have heard in Vyelu­nie that there are per­sons who per­suade the king, Karl Gus­tav, to oc­cu­py the monastery of Yas­na Go­ra.30 Is it true?”

			“Your ex­cel­len­cy, the monastery lies near the Sile­sian bound­ary, and Yan Kaz­imir can eas­i­ly re­ceive mes­sages there­from. We must oc­cu­py it to pre­vent that. I was the first to di­rect at­ten­tion to this mat­ter, and there­fore his Roy­al Grace has con­fid­ed these func­tions to me.”

			Here Count Vey­hard stopped sud­den­ly, re­mem­bered Kmi­ta, sit­ting in the oth­er cor­ner of the room, and com­ing up to him, asked—

			“Do you un­der­stand Ger­man?”

			“Not a word, even if a man were to pull my teeth,” an­swered Pan An­drei.

			“That is too bad, for we wished to ask you to join our con­ver­sa­tion.” Then he turned to Liso­la.

			“There is a strange no­ble here, but he does not un­der­stand Ger­man; we can speak freely.”

			“I have no se­cret to tell,” said Liso­la; “but as I am a Catholic too, I should not like to see such in­jus­tice done to a sa­cred place. And be­cause I am cer­tain that the most serene em­per­or has the same feel­ing, I shall beg his Grace the King of Swe­den to spare the monks. And do not hur­ry with the oc­cu­pa­tion un­til there is a new de­ci­sion.”

			“I have ex­press, though se­cret, in­struc­tions; but I shall not with­hold them from your ex­cel­len­cy, for I wish to serve faith­ful­ly my lord the em­per­or. I can as­sure your ex­cel­len­cy that no pro­fa­na­tion will come to the sa­cred place. I am a Catholic.”

			Liso­la laughed, and wish­ing to ex­tort the truth from a man less ex­pe­ri­enced than him­self, asked jok­ing­ly—

			“But you will shake up their trea­sury for the monks? It will not pass with­out that, will it?”

			“That may hap­pen,” an­swered Count Vey­hard. “The Most Holy La­dy will not ask for thalers from the pri­ors’ cas­kets. When all oth­ers pay, let the monks pay too.”

			“But if the monks de­fend them­selves?”

			The count laughed. “In this coun­try no man will de­fend him­self, and to­day no man is able. There was a time for de­fence—now it is too late.”

			“Too late,” re­peat­ed Liso­la.

			The con­ver­sa­tion end­ed there. Af­ter sup­per they went away. Kmi­ta re­mained alone. This was for him the bit­ter­est night that he had spent since leav­ing Kyedani. While lis­ten­ing to the words of Count Vey­hard, Kmi­ta had to re­strain him­self with all his pow­er to keep from shout­ing at him, “Thou li­est, thou cur!” and from fall­ing on him with his sabre. But if he did not do so, it was un­hap­pi­ly be­cause he felt and rec­og­nized truth in the words of the for­eign­er—aw­ful truth burn­ing like fire, but gen­uine.

			“What could I say to him?” thought he; “with what could I of­fer de­nial ex­cept with my fist? What rea­sons could I bring? He snarled out the truth. Would to God he were slain! And that states­man of the em­per­or ac­knowl­edged to him that in all things and for all de­fence it was too late.”

			Kmi­ta suf­fered in great part per­haps be­cause that “too late” was the sen­tence not on­ly of the coun­try, but of his own per­son­al hap­pi­ness. And he had had his fill of suf­fer­ing; there was no strength left in him, for dur­ing all those weeks he had heard noth­ing save, “All is lost, there is no time left, it is too late.” No ray of hope any­where fell in­to his soul.

			Ev­er rid­ing far­ther, he had has­tened great­ly, night and day, to es­cape from those prophe­cies, to find at last some place of rest, some man who would pour in­to his spir­it even one drop of con­so­la­tion. But he found ev­ery mo­ment greater fall, ev­ery mo­ment greater de­spair. At last the words of Count Vey­hard filled that cup of bit­ter­ness and gall; they showed to him clear­ly this, which hith­er­to was an un­de­fined feel­ing, that not so much the Swedes, the North­ern­ers, and the Cos­sacks had killed the coun­try, as the whole peo­ple.

			“The mad, the vi­o­lent, the ma­li­cious, the ve­nal, in­hab­it this land,” re­peat­ed Kmi­ta af­ter Count Vey­hard, “and there are no oth­ers! They obey not the king, they break the di­ets, they pay not the tax­es, they help the en­e­my to the con­quest of this land. They must per­ish.

			“In God’s name, if I could on­ly give him the lie! Is there noth­ing good in us save cav­al­ry; no virtue, noth­ing but evil it­self?”

			Kmi­ta sought an an­swer in his soul. He was so wea­ried from the road, from sor­rows, and from ev­ery­thing that had passed be­fore him, that it grew cloudy in his head. He felt that he was ill and a death­ly sick­ness seized pos­ses­sion of him. In his brain an ev­er-grow­ing chaos was work­ing. Faces known and un­known pushed past him—those whom he had known long be­fore and those whom he had met on this jour­ney. Those fig­ures spoke, as if at a di­et, they quot­ed sen­tences, prophe­cies; and all was con­cern­ing Olen­ka. She was await­ing de­liv­er­ance from Kmi­ta; but Count Vey­hard held him by the arms, and look­ing in­to his eyes re­peat­ed: “Too late! what is Swedish is Swedish!” and Bo­guslav Radzivill sneered and sup­port­ed Count Vey­hard. Then all of them be­gan to scream: “Too late, too late, too late!” and seiz­ing Olen­ka they van­ished with her some­where in dark­ness.

			It seemed to Pan An­drei that Olen­ka and the coun­try were the same, that he had ru­ined both and had giv­en them to the Swedes of his own will. Then such mea­sure­less sor­row grasped hold of him that he woke, looked around in amaze­ment and lis­ten­ing to the wind which in the chim­ney, in the walls, in the roof, whis­tled in var­i­ous voic­es and played through each cran­ny, as if on an or­gan.

			But the vi­sions re­turned, Olen­ka and the coun­try were blend­ed again in his thoughts in one per­son whom Count Vey­hard was con­duct­ing away say­ing: “Too late, too late!”

			So Pan An­drei spent the night in a fever. In mo­ments of con­scious­ness he thought that it would come to him to be se­ri­ous­ly ill, and at last he want­ed to call Soro­ka to bleed him. But just then dawn be­gan; Kmi­ta sprang up and went out in front of the inn.

			The first dawn had bare­ly be­gun to dis­si­pate the dark­ness; the day promised to be mild; the clouds were break­ing in­to long stripes and streaks on the west, but the east was pure; on the heav­ens, which were grow­ing pale grad­u­al­ly, stars, un­ob­scured by mist, were twin­kling. Kmi­ta roused his men, ar­rayed him­self in hol­i­day dress, for Sun­day had come and they moved to the road.

			Af­ter a bad sleep­less night, Kmi­ta was wea­ried in body and spir­it. Nei­ther could that au­tumn morn­ing, pale but re­fresh­ing, frosty and clear, scat­ter the sor­row crush­ing the heart of the knight. Hope in him had burned to the last spark, and was dy­ing like a lamp in which the oil is ex­haust­ed. What would that day bring? Noth­ing!—the same grief, the same suf­fer­ing, rather it will add to the weight on his soul; of a sure­ty it will not de­crease it.

			He rode for­ward in si­lence, fix­ing his eyes on some point which was then great­ly gleam­ing up­on the hori­zon. The hors­es were snort­ing; the men fell to singing with drowsy voic­es their matins.

			Mean­while it be­came clear­er each mo­ment, the heav­ens from pale be­came green and gold­en and that point on the hori­zon be­gan so to shine that Kmi­ta’s eyes were daz­zled by its glit­ter. The men ceased their singing and all gazed in that di­rec­tion, at last Soro­ka said—

			“A mir­a­cle or what?—That is the west, and it is as if the sun were ris­ing.”

			In fact, that light, in­creased in the eyes: from a point it be­came a ball, from a ball a globe; from afar you would have said that some­one had hung above the earth a gi­ant star, which was scat­ter­ing rays im­mea­sur­able.

			Kmi­ta and his men looked with amaze­ment on that bright, trem­bling, ra­di­ant vi­sion, not know­ing what was be­fore their sight. Then a peas­ant came along from Krushyn in a wag­on with a rack. Kmi­ta turn­ing to him saw that the peas­ant, hold­ing his cap in his hand and look­ing at the light, was pray­ing.

			“Man,” asked Pan An­drei, “what is that which shines so?”

			“The church on Yas­na Go­ra.”

			“Glo­ry to the Most Holy La­dy!” cried Kmi­ta. He took his cap from his head, and his men re­moved theirs.

			Af­ter so many days of suf­fer­ing, of doubts, and of strug­gles, Pan An­drei felt sud­den­ly that some­thing won­der­ful was hap­pen­ing in him, Bare­ly had the words, “the church on Yas­na Go­ra,” sound­ed in his ears when the con­fu­sion fell from him as if some hand had re­moved it.

			A cer­tain in­ex­pli­ca­ble awe seized hold of Pan An­drei, full of rev­er­ence, but at the same time a joy un­known to ex­pe­ri­ence, great and bliss­ful. From that church shin­ing on the height in the first rays of the sun, hope, such as for a long time Pan An­drei had not known, was beat­ing—a strength in­vin­ci­ble on which he wished to lean. A new life, as it were, en­tered him and be­gan to course through his veins with the blood. He breathed as deeply as a sick man com­ing to him­self out of fever and un­con­scious­ness.

			But the church glit­tered more and more bright­ly, as if it were tak­ing to it­self all the light of the sun. The whole re­gion lay at its feet, and the church gazed at it from the height; you would have said, “ ’Tis the sen­try and guardian of the land.”

			For a long time Kmi­ta could not take his eyes from that light; he sat­is­fied and com­fort­ed him­self with the sight of it. The faces of his men had grown se­ri­ous, and were pen­e­trat­ed with awe. Then the sound of a bell was heard in the silent morn­ing air.

			“From your hors­es!” cried Pan An­drei.

			All sprang from their sad­dles, and kneel­ing on the road be­gan the litany. Kmi­ta re­peat­ed it, and the sol­diers re­spond­ed to­geth­er.

			Oth­er wag­ons came up. Peas­ants see­ing the pray­ing men on the road joined them, and the crowd grew greater con­tin­u­al­ly. When at length the prayers were fin­ished Pan An­drei rose, and af­ter him his men; but they ad­vanced on foot, lead­ing their hors­es and singing: “Hail, ye bright gates!”

			Kmi­ta went on with alert­ness as if he had wings on his shoul­ders. At the turns of the road the church van­ished, then came out again. When a height or a mist con­cealed it, it seemed to Kmi­ta that light had been cap­tured by dark­ness; but when it gleamed forth again all faces were ra­di­ant.

			So they went on for a long time. The clois­ter and the walls sur­round­ing it came out more dis­tinct­ly, be­came more im­pos­ing, more im­mense. At last they saw the town in the dis­tance, and un­der the moun­tain whole lines of hous­es and cot­tages, which, com­pared with the size of the church, seemed as small as birds’ nests.

			It was Sun­day; there­fore when the sun had risen well the road was swarm­ing with wag­ons, and peo­ple on foot go­ing to church. From the lofty tow­ers the bells great and small be­gan to peal, fill­ing the air with no­ble sounds. There was in that sight and in those met­al voic­es a strength, a majesty im­mea­sur­able, and at the same time a calm. That bit of land at the foot of Yas­na Go­ra re­sem­bled in no wise the rest of the coun­try.

			Throngs of peo­ple stood black around the walls of the church. Un­der the hill were hun­dreds of wag­ons, car­riages, and equipages; the talk of men was blend­ed with the neigh­ing of hors­es tied to posts. Far­ther on, at the right, along the chief road lead­ing to the moun­tain, were to be seen whole rows of stands, at which were sold met­al of­fer­ings, wax can­dles, pic­tures, and scapu­lars. A riv­er of peo­ple flowed ev­ery­where freely.

			The gates were wide open; whoso wished en­tered, whoso wished went forth; on the walls, at the guns, were no sol­diers. Ev­i­dent­ly the very sa­cred­ness of the place guard­ed the church and the clois­ter, and per­haps men trust­ed in the let­ters of Karl Gus­tav in which he guar­an­teed safe­ty.

		
	
		
			XXXIX

			From the gates of the fortress peas­ants and no­bles, vil­lagers from var­i­ous neigh­bor­hoods, peo­ple of ev­ery age, of both sex­es, of all ranks, pressed for­ward to the church on their knees, singing prayer­ful hymns. That riv­er flowed slow­ly, and its course was stopped when­ev­er the bod­ies of peo­ple crowd­ed against one an­oth­er too dense­ly. At times the songs ceased and the crowds be­gan to re­peat a litany, and then the thun­der of words was heard from one end of the place to the oth­er. Be­tween hymn and litany, be­tween litany and hymn, the peo­ple were silent, struck the ground with their fore­heads, or cast them­selves down in the form of a cross. At these mo­ments were heard on­ly the im­plor­ing and shrill voic­es of beg­gars, who sit­ting at both banks of the hu­man riv­er ex­posed their de­formed limbs to pub­lic gaze. Their howl­ing was min­gled with the clink­ing of cop­pers thrown in­to tin and wood­en dish­es. Then again the riv­er of heads flowed on­ward, and again the hymns thun­dered.

			As the riv­er flowed near­er to the church door, ex­cite­ment grew greater, and was turned in­to ec­sta­sy. You could see hands stretched to­ward heav­en, eyes turned up­ward, faces pale from emo­tion or glow­ing with prayer. Dif­fer­ences of rank dis­ap­peared: the coat of the peas­ant touched the robe of the no­ble, the jack­et of the sol­dier the yel­low coat of the ar­ti­san.

			In the church door the crush was still greater. The bod­ies of men had be­come not a riv­er, but a bridge, so firm that you might trav­el on their heads and their shoul­ders with­out touch­ing the ground with a foot. Breath failed their breasts, space failed their bod­ies; but the spir­it which in­spired gave them iron en­durance. Each man was pray­ing; no one thought of aught else. Each one bore on him­self the pres­sure and weight of the whole of that mass, but no man fell; and pressed by those thou­sands he felt in him­self pow­er against thou­sands, and with that pow­er he pushed for­ward, lost in prayer, in ec­sta­sy, in ex­al­ta­tion.

			Kmi­ta, creep­ing for­ward in the first ranks with his men, reached the church with the ear­li­est; then the cur­rent car­ried him too to the chapel of mir­a­cles, where the mul­ti­tude fell on their faces, weep­ing, em­brac­ing the floor with their hands, and kiss­ing it with emo­tion. So al­so did Pan An­drei; and when at last he had the bold­ness to raise his head, de­light, hap­pi­ness, and at the same time mor­tal awe, al­most took from him con­scious­ness.

			In the chapel there was a rud­dy gloom not en­tire­ly dis­persed by the rays of can­dles burn­ing on the al­tar. Col­ored rays fell al­so through the win­dow­panes; and all those gleams, red, vi­o­let, gold­en, fiery, quiv­ered on the walls, slipped along the carv­ings and wind­ings, made their way in­to dark depths bring­ing forth to sight in­dis­tinct forms buried as it were in a dream. Mys­te­ri­ous glim­mers ran along and unit­ed with dark­ness, so undis­tin­guish­able that all dif­fer­ence be­tween light and dark­ness was lost. The can­dles on the al­tar had gold­en ha­los; the smoke from the censers formed pur­ple mist; the white robes of the monks serv­ing Mass played with the dark­ened col­ors of the rain­bow. All things there were half vis­i­ble, half veiled, un­earth­ly; the gleams were un­earth­ly, the dark­ness un­earth­ly, mys­te­ri­ous, ma­jes­tic, blessed, filled with prayer, ado­ra­tion, and ho­li­ness.

			From the main nave of the church came the deep sound of hu­man voic­es, like the mighty sound of the sea; but in the chapel deep si­lence reigned, bro­ken on­ly by the voice of the priest chant­ing Mass.

			The im­age was still cov­ered; ex­pec­ta­tion there­fore held the breath in all breasts. There were on­ly to be seen, look­ing in one di­rec­tion, faces as mo­tion­less as if they had part­ed with earth­ly life, hands palm to palm and placed be­fore mouths, like the hands of an­gels in pic­tures.

			The or­gan ac­com­pa­nied the singing of the priest, and gave out tones mild and sweet, flow­ing as it were from flutes be­yond the earth. At mo­ments they seemed to dis­til like wa­ter from its source; then again they fell soft­ly but quick­ly like dense rain show­ers in May.

			All at once the thun­der of trum­pets and drums roared, and a quiver passed through all hearts. The cov­er­ing be­fore the pic­ture was pushed apart from the cen­tre to the sides, and a flood of di­a­mond light flashed from above on the faith­ful.

			Groans, weep­ing, and cries were heard through­out the chapel.

			“Salve, Regi­na!” (Hail, O Queen!) cried the no­bles, “Mon­stra te esse ma­trem!” (Show thy­self a moth­er); but the peas­ants cried, “O Most Holy La­dy! Gold­en La­dy! Queen of the An­gels! save us, as­sist us, con­sole us, pity us!”

			Long did those cries sound, to­geth­er with sobs of wom­en and com­plaints of the hap­less, with prayers for a mir­a­cle on the sick or the maimed.

			The soul lacked lit­tle of leav­ing Kmi­ta; he felt on­ly that he had be­fore him in­fin­i­ty, which he could not grasp, could not com­pre­hend, and be­fore which all things were ef­faced. What were doubts in pres­ence of that faith which all ex­is­tence could not ex­haust? what was mis­for­tune in pres­ence of that so­lace? what was the pow­er of the Swedes in pres­ence of that de­fence? what was the mal­ice of men be­fore the eyes of such pro­tec­tion?

			Here his thoughts be­came set­tled, and turned in­to fac­ul­ties; he for­got him­self, ceased to dis­tin­guish who he was, where he was. It seemed to him that he had died, that his soul was now fly­ing with the voic­es of or­gans, min­gled in the smoke of the censers; his hands, used to the sword and to blood­shed, were stretched up­ward, and he was kneel­ing in ec­sta­sy, in rap­ture.

			The Mass end­ed. Pan An­drei knew not him­self how he reached again the main nave of the church. The priest gave in­struc­tion from the pul­pit; but Kmi­ta for a long time heard not, un­der­stood not, like a man roused from sleep, who does not at once note where his sleep­ing end­ed and his wak­ing mo­ments be­gan.

			The first words which he heard were: “In this place hearts change and souls are cor­rect­ed, for nei­ther can the Swedes over­come this pow­er, nor those wan­der­ing in dark­ness over­come the true light!”

			“Amen!” said Kmi­ta in his soul, and he be­gan to strike his breast; for it seemed to him then that he had sinned deeply through think­ing that all was lost, and that from no source was there hope.

			Af­ter the ser­mon Kmi­ta stopped the first monk he met, and told him that he wished to see the pri­or on busi­ness of the church and the clois­ter.

			He got hear­ing at once from the pri­or, who was a man in ripe age, in­clin­ing then to­ward its evening. He had a face of un­equalled calm. A thick black beard added to the dig­ni­ty of his face; he had mild azure eyes with a pen­e­trat­ing look. In his white habit he seemed sim­ply a saint Kmi­ta kissed his sleeve; he pressed Kmi­ta’s head, and in­quired who he was and whence he had come.

			“I have come from Jmud,” an­swered Kmi­ta, “to serve the Most Holy La­dy, the suf­fer­ing coun­try, and my de­sert­ed king, against all of whom I have hith­er­to sinned, and in sa­cred con­fes­sion I beg to make a minute ex­pla­na­tion. I ask that to­day or to­mor­row my con­fes­sion be heard, since sor­row for my sins draws me to this. I will tell you al­so, revered fa­ther, my re­al name—un­der the seal of con­fes­sion, not oth­er­wise, for men ill in­clined to me pre­vent and bar me from re­form. Be­fore men I wish to be called Babinich, from one of my es­tates, tak­en now by the en­e­my. Mean­while I bring im­por­tant in­for­ma­tion to which do you, revered fa­ther, give ear with pa­tience, for it is a ques­tion of this sa­cred re­treat and this clois­ter.”

			“I praise your in­ten­tions and the change of life which you have un­der­tak­en,” said the pri­or, Fa­ther Ko­rdet­s­ki; “as to con­fes­sion, I will yield to your ur­gent wish and hear it now.”

			“I have trav­elled long,” added Kmi­ta, “I have seen much and I have suf­fered not a lit­tle. Ev­ery­where the en­e­my has grown strong, ev­ery­where heretics are rais­ing their heads, nay, even Catholics them­selves are go­ing over to the camp of the en­e­my; who, em­bold­ened by this, as well as by the cap­ture of two cap­i­tals, in­tend to raise now sac­ri­le­gious hands against Yas­na Go­ra.”

			“From whom have you this news?” asked the pri­or.

			“I spent last night at Krushyn, where I saw Count Vey­hard Vjesh­chovich and Baron Liso­la, en­voy of the Em­per­or of Ger­many, who was re­turn­ing from the Bran­den­burg court, and is go­ing to the King of Swe­den.”

			“The King of Swe­den is no longer in Krakow,” said the pri­or, look­ing search­ing­ly in­to the eyes of Pan An­drei.

			But Pan An­drei did not drop his lids and talked on—

			“I do not know whether he is there or not. I know that Liso­la is go­ing to him, and Count Vey­hard was sent to re­lieve the es­cort and con­duct him far­ther. Both talked be­fore me in Ger­man, tak­ing no thought of my pres­ence; for they did not sup­pose that I un­der­stood their speech. I know­ing Ger­man, was able to learn that Count Vey­hard has pro­posed the oc­cu­pa­tion of this clois­ter and the tak­ing of its trea­sure, for which he has re­ceived per­mis­sion from the king.”

			“And you have heard this with your own ears?”

			“Just as I am stand­ing here.”

			“The will of God be done!” said the priest, calm­ly.

			Kmi­ta was alarmed. He thought that the priest called the com­mand of the King of Swe­den the will of God and was not think­ing of re­sis­tance; there­fore he said—

			“I saw in Pul­tusk a church in Swedish hands, the sol­diers were play­ing cards in the sanc­tu­ary of God, kegs of beer were on the al­tars, and shame­less wom­en were there with the sol­diers.”

			The pri­or looked steadi­ly, di­rect­ly in the eyes of the sol­dier. “A won­der­ful thing!” said he; “sin­cer­i­ty and truth are look­ing out of your eyes.”

			Kmi­ta flushed. “May I fall a corpse here if what I say is not true.”

			“In ev­ery case these tid­ings over which we must de­lib­er­ate are im­por­tant.”

			“You will per­mit me to ask the old­er fa­thers and some of the more im­por­tant no­bles who are now dwelling with us. You will per­mit—”

			“I will re­peat glad­ly the same thing be­fore them.”

			Fa­ther Ko­rdet­s­ki went out, and in quar­ter of an hour re­turned with four old­er fa­thers. Soon af­ter Pan Ru­jyts-Zamoys­ki, the sword-bear­er of Syer­adz, en­tered—a dig­ni­fied man; Pan Okyel­nit­s­ki, ban­neret of Vyelu­nie; Pan Py­otr Charnyet­s­ki, a young cav­a­lier with a fierce war­like face, like an oak in stature and strength; and oth­er no­bles of var­i­ous ages. The pri­or pre­sent­ed to them Pan Babinich from Jmud, and re­peat­ed in the pres­ence of all the tid­ings which he had brought. They won­dered great­ly and be­gan to mea­sure Pan An­drei with their eyes in­quir­ing­ly and in­cred­u­lous­ly, and when no one raised his voice the pri­or said—

			“May God pre­serve me from at­tribut­ing to this cav­a­lier evil in­ten­tion or calum­ny; but the tid­ings which he brings seem to me so un­like­ly that I thought it prop­er for us to ask about them in com­pa­ny. With the sin­cer­est in­ten­tion this cav­a­lier may be mis­tak­en; he may have heard in­cor­rect­ly, un­der­stood in­cor­rect­ly, or have been led in­to er­ror through heretics. To fill our hearts with fear, to cause pan­ic in a holy place, to harm piety, is for them an im­mense de­light, which sure­ly no one of them in his wicked­ness would like to de­ny him­self.”

			“That seems to me very much like truth,” said Fa­ther Nyeshkovs­ki, the old­est in the as­sem­bly.

			“It would be need­ful to know in ad­vance if this cav­a­lier is not a heretic him­self?” said Py­otr Charnyet­s­ki.

			“I am a Catholic, as you are!” an­swered Kmi­ta.

			“It be­hooves us to con­sid­er first the cir­cum­stances,” put in Zamoys­ki.

			“The cir­cum­stances are such,” said the pri­or, Ko­rdet­s­ki, “that sure­ly God and His Most Holy Moth­er have sent blind­ness of pur­pose on these en­e­mies, so that they might ex­ceed the mea­sure in their in­iq­ui­ties; oth­er­wise they nev­er would have dared to raise the sword against this sa­cred re­treat. Not with their own pow­er have they con­quered this Com­mon­wealth, whose own sons have helped them. But though our peo­ple have fall­en low, though they are wad­ing in sin, still in sin it­self there is a cer­tain lim­it which they would not dare to pass. They have de­sert­ed their king, they have fall­en away from the Com­mon­wealth; but they have not ceased to re­vere their Moth­er, their Pa­troness and Queen. The en­e­my jeer at us and ask with con­tempt what has re­mained to us of our an­cient virtues. I an­swer they have all per­ished; still some­thing re­mains, for faith in the Most Holy La­dy and rev­er­ence for Her have re­mained to them, and on this foun­da­tion the rest may be built. I see clear­ly that, let one Swedish ball make a dint in these sa­cred walls, the most cal­lous men will turn from the con­queror—from be­ing friends will be­come en­e­mies of the Swedes and draw swords against them. But the Swedes have their eyes open to their own dan­ger, and un­der­stand this well. There­fore, if God, as I have said, has not sent up­on them blind­ness in­ten­tion­al­ly, they will nev­er dare to strike Yas­na Go­ra; for that day would be the day of their change of for­tune and of our re­vival.”

			Kmi­ta heard the words of the pri­or with as­ton­ish­ment, words which were at the same time an an­swer to what had come from the mouth of Count Vey­hard against the Pol­ish peo­ple. But re­cov­er­ing from as­ton­ish­ment, he said—

			“Why should we not be­lieve, revered fa­ther, that God has in fact vis­it­ed the en­e­my with blind­ness? Let us look at their pride, their greed of earth­ly goods, let us con­sid­er their un­en­durable op­pres­sion and the trib­ute which they levy even on the cler­gy, and we may un­der­stand with ease that they will not hes­i­tate at sac­ri­lege of any kind.”

			The pri­or did not an­swer Kmi­ta di­rect­ly, but turn­ing to the whole as­sem­bly, con­tin­ued—

			“This cav­a­lier says that he saw Liso­la, the en­voy, go­ing to the King of Swe­den. How can that be since I have un­doubt­ed news from the Paulists in Krakow that the king is not in Krakow, nor in Lit­tle Poland, since he went to War­saw im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter the sur­ren­der of Krakow.”

			“He can­not have gone to War­saw,” an­swered Kmi­ta, “and the best proof is that he is wait­ing for the sur­ren­der and homage of the quar­ter sol­diers, who are with Po­tot­s­ki.”

			“Gen­er­al Dou­glas is to re­ceive homage in the name of the king, so they write me from Krakow.”

			Kmi­ta was silent; he knew not what to an­swer.

			“But I will sup­pose,” con­tin­ued the pri­or, “that the King of Swe­den does not wish to see the en­voy of the em­per­or and has cho­sen pur­pose­ly to avoid him. Car­o­lus likes to act thus—to come on a sud­den, to go on a sud­den; be­sides the me­di­a­tion of the em­per­or dis­pleas­es him. I be­lieve then read­i­ly that he went away pre­tend­ing not to know of the com­ing of the en­voy. I am less as­ton­ished that Count Vey­hard, a per­son of such note, was sent out to meet Liso­la with an es­cort, for it may be they wished to show po­lite­ness and sug­ar over the dis­ap­point­ment for the en­voy; but how are we to be­lieve that Count Vey­hard would in­form Baron Liso­la at once of his plans.”

			“Un­like­ly!” said Fa­ther Nyeshkovs­ki, “since the baron is a Catholic and friend­ly both to us and the Com­mon­wealth.”

			“In my head too that does not find place,” added Zamoys­ki.

			“Count Vey­hard is a Catholic him­self and a well-wish­er of ours,” said an­oth­er fa­ther.

			“Does this cav­a­lier say that he has heard this with his own ears?” asked Charnyet­s­ki, abrupt­ly.

			“Think, gen­tle­men, over this too,” added the pri­or, “I have a safe­guard from Car­o­lus Gus­tavus that the clois­ter and the church are to be free for­ev­er from oc­cu­pa­tion and quar­ter­ing.”

			“It must be con­fessed,” said Zamoys­ki, with se­ri­ous­ness, “that in these tid­ings no one thing holds to an­oth­er. It would be a loss for the Swedes, not a gain, to strike Yas­na Go­ra; the king is not present, there­fore Liso­la could not go to him; Count Vey­hard would not make a con­fi­dant of him; far­ther, Count Vey­hard is not a heretic, but a Catholic—not an en­e­my of the clois­ter, but its bene­fac­tor; fi­nal­ly, though Sa­tan tempt­ed him to make the at­tack, he would not dare to make it against the or­der and safe­guard of the king.” Here he turned to Kmi­ta—

			“What then will you say, Cav­a­lier, and why, with what pur­pose, do you wish to alarm the rev­erend fa­thers and us in this place?”

			Kmi­ta was as a crim­i­nal be­fore a court. On one hand, de­spair seized him, be­cause if they would not be­lieve, the clois­ter would be­come the prey of the en­e­my; on the oth­er, shame burned him, for he saw that all ap­pear­ances ar­gued against his in­for­ma­tion, and that he might eas­i­ly be ac­count­ed a ca­lum­ni­a­tor. At thought of this, anger tore him, his in­nate im­pul­sive­ness was roused, his of­fend­ed am­bi­tion was ac­tive; the old-time half-wild Kmi­ta was awak­ened. But he strug­gled un­til he con­quered him­self, sum­moned all his en­durance, and re­peat­ed in his soul: “For my sins, for my sins!” and said, with a chang­ing face—

			“What I have heard, I re­peat once more: Count Vey­hard is go­ing to at­tack this clois­ter. The time I know not, but I think it will be soon—I give warn­ing and on you will fall the re­spon­si­bil­i­ty if you do not lis­ten.”

			“Calm­ly, Cav­a­lier, calm­ly,” an­swered Py­otr Charnyet­s­ki, with em­pha­sis. “Do not raise your voice.” Then he spoke to the as­sem­bly—“Per­mit me, wor­thy fa­thers, to put a few ques­tions to the new­ly ar­rived.”

			“You have no right to of­fend me,” cried Kmi­ta.

			“I have not even the wish to do so,” an­swered Pan Py­otr, cold­ly; “but it is a ques­tion here of the clois­ter and the Holy La­dy and Her cap­i­tal. There­fore you must set aside of­fence; or if you do not set it aside, do so at least for the time, for be as­sured that I will meet you any­where. You bring news which we want to ver­i­fy—that is prop­er and should not cause won­der; but if you do not wish to an­swer, we shall think that you are afraid of self-con­tra­dic­tion.”

			“Well, put your ques­tions!” said Babinich, through his teeth.

			“You say that you are from Jmud?”

			“True.”

			“And you have come here so as not to serve the Swedes and Radzivill the traitor?”

			“True.”

			“But there are per­sons there who do not serve him, and op­pose him on the side of the coun­try; there are squadrons which have re­fused him obe­di­ence; Sapye­ha is there. Why did you not join them?”

			“That is my af­fair.”

			“Ah, ha! your af­fair,” said Charnyet­s­ki. “You may give me that an­swer to oth­er ques­tions.”

			Pan An­drei’s hands quiv­ered, he fixed his eyes on the heavy brass bell stand­ing be­fore him on the ta­ble, and from that bell they were turned to the head of the ques­tion­er. A wild de­sire seized him to grasp that bell and bring it down on the skull of Charnyet­s­ki. The old Kmi­ta was gain­ing the up­per hand over the pi­ous and pen­i­tent Babinich; but he broke him­self once more and said—

			“In­quire.”

			“If you are from Jmud, then you must know what is hap­pen­ing at the court of the traitor. Name to me those who have aid­ed in the ru­in of the coun­try, name to me those colonels who re­main with him.”

			Kmi­ta grew pale as a hand­ker­chief, but still men­tioned some names. Charnyet­s­ki lis­tened and said, “I have a friend, an at­ten­dant of the king, Pan Tyzen­hauz, who told me of one, the most not­ed. Do you know noth­ing of this arch crim­i­nal?”

			“I do not know.”

			“How is this? Have you not heard of him who spilled his broth­er’s blood, like Cain? Have you not heard, be­ing from Jmud, of Kmi­ta?”

			“Revered fa­thers!” screamed Pan An­drei, on a sud­den, shak­ing as in a fever, “let a cler­i­cal per­son ques­tion me, I will tell all. But by the liv­ing God do not let this no­ble tor­ment me longer!”

			“Give him peace,” said the pri­or, turn­ing to Pan Py­otr. “It is not a ques­tion here of this cav­a­lier.”

			“On­ly one more ques­tion,” said Zamoys­ki; and turn­ing to Babinich, he asked—“You did not ex­pect that we would doubt your truth?”

			“As God is in heav­en I did not!”

			“What re­ward did you ex­pect?”

			Pan An­drei, in­stead of giv­ing an an­swer, plunged both hands in­to a small leather sack which hung at his waist from a belt, and tak­ing out two hand­fuls of pearls, emer­alds, turquois­es, and oth­er pre­cious stones, scat­tered them on the ta­ble. “There!” said he, with a bro­ken voice, “I have not come here for mon­ey! Not for your re­wards! These are pearls and oth­er small stones; all tak­en from the caps of bo­yars. You see what I am. Do I want a re­ward? I wish to of­fer these to the Most Holy La­dy; but on­ly af­ter con­fes­sion, with a clean heart. Here they are—That’s the re­ward which I ask. I have more, God grant you—”

			All were silent in as­ton­ish­ment, and the sight of jew­els thrown out as eas­i­ly as grits from a sack made no small im­pres­sion; for in­vol­un­tar­i­ly ev­ery­one asked him­self what rea­son could that man have, if he had no thought of re­wards?

			Pan Py­otr was con­fused; for such is the na­ture of man that the sight of an­oth­er’s pow­er and wealth daz­zles him. Fi­nal­ly his sus­pi­cions fell away, for how could it be sup­posed that that great lord, scat­ter­ing jew­els, want­ed to fright­en monks for prof­it.

			Those present looked at one an­oth­er and Kmi­ta stood over his jew­els with head up­raised like the head of a roused ea­gle, with fire in his eyes and a flush on his face. The fresh wound pass­ing through his cheek and his tem­ple was blue; and ter­ri­ble was Pan Babinich threat­en­ing with his preda­to­ry glance Charnyet­s­ki, on whom his anger was spe­cial­ly turned.

			“Through your anger truth it­self bursts forth,” said Ko­rdet­s­ki; “but put away those jew­els, for the Most Holy La­dy can­not re­ceive that which is of­fered in anger, even though the anger be just; be­sides, as I have said, it is not a ques­tion here of you, but of the news which has filled us with ter­ror and fear. God knows whether there is not some mis­un­der­stand­ing or mis­take in it, for, as you see your­self, what you say does not fit with re­al­i­ty. How are we to drive out the faith­ful, di­min­ish the hon­or of the Most Holy La­dy, and keep the gates shut night and day?”

			“Keep the gates shut, for God’s mer­cy, keep the gates shut!” cried Pan An­drei, wring­ing his hands till his fin­gers cracked in their joints.

			There was so much truth and un­feigned de­spair in his voice that those present trem­bled in spite of them­selves, as if dan­ger was re­al­ly there at hand, and Zamoys­ki said—

			“As it is, we give care­ful at­ten­tion to the en­vi­rons, and re­pairs are go­ing on in the walls. In the day­time we can ad­mit peo­ple for wor­ship; but it is well to ob­serve cau­tion even for this rea­son, that the king has gone, and Wit­tem­berg rules in Krakow with iron hand, and op­press­es the cler­gy no less than the laity.”

			“Though I do not be­lieve in an at­tack, I have noth­ing to say against cau­tion,” an­swered Charnyet­s­ki.

			“And I,” said the pri­or, “will send monks to Count Vey­hard to en­quire if the safe­guard of the king has va­lid­i­ty.”

			Kmi­ta breathed freely and cried—

			“Praise be to God, praise be to God!”

			“Cav­a­lier,” said the pri­or, “God re­ward you for the good in­ten­tion. If you have warned us with rea­son, you will have a mem­o­rable mer­it be­fore the Holy La­dy and the coun­try; but won­der not if we have re­ceived your in­for­ma­tion with in­creduli­ty; more than once have we been alarmed. Some fright­ened us out of ha­tred to our faith, to de­stroy the hon­or shown the Most Holy La­dy; oth­ers, out of greed, so as to gain some­thing; still oth­ers, so as to bring news and gain con­sid­er­a­tion in the eyes of peo­ple; and maybe there were even those who were de­ceived. Sa­tan hates this place most stub­born­ly, and us­es ev­ery en­deav­or to hin­der piety here and to per­mit the faith­ful to take as lit­tle part in it as pos­si­ble, for noth­ing brings the court of hell to such de­spair as rev­er­ence for Her who crushed the head of the ser­pent. But now it is time for ves­pers. Let us im­plore Her love, let us con­fide our­selves to her guardian­ship, and let each man go to sleep qui­et­ly; for where should there be peace and safe­ty, if not un­der Her wings?”

			All sep­a­rat­ed. When ves­pers were fin­ished Fa­ther Ko­rdet­s­ki him­self heard the con­fes­sion of Pan An­drei, and lis­tened to him long in the emp­ty church; af­ter that, Pan An­drei lay in the form of a cross be­fore the closed doors of the chapel till mid­night. At mid­night he re­turned to his room, roused Soro­ka, and com­mand­ed the old man to flog him be­fore he went to sleep, so that his shoul­ders and back were cov­ered with blood.

		
	
		
			XL

			Next morn­ing, a won­der­ful and un­usu­al move­ment reigned in the clois­ter. The gate was open, and en­trance was not re­fused to the pi­ous. Ser­vices were cel­e­brat­ed in the usu­al course; but af­ter ser­vices all strangers were di­rect­ed to leave the cir­cuit of the clois­ter. Ko­rdet­s­ki him­self, in com­pa­ny with Zamoys­ki and Pan Py­otr, ex­am­ined care­ful­ly the em­bra­sures, and the es­carp­ments sup­port­ing the walls from the in­side and out­side. Di­rec­tions were giv­en for re­pair­ing places here and there; black­smiths in the town re­ceived or­ders to make hooks and spears, scythes fixed on long han­dles, clubs and heavy sticks of wood filled with strong spikes. And since it was known that they had al­ready a con­sid­er­able sup­ply of such im­ple­ments in the clois­ter, peo­ple in the town be­gan at once to say that the clois­ter ex­pect­ed a sud­den at­tack. New or­ders in quick suc­ces­sion seemed to con­firm these re­ports. To­ward night two hun­dred men were work­ing at the side of the walls. Twelve heavy guns sent at the time of the siege of Krakow by Pan Varshyt­s­ki, castel­lan of Krakow, were placed on new car­riages and prop­er­ly plant­ed.

			From the clois­ter store­hous­es monks and at­ten­dants brought out balls, which were placed in piles near the guns; carts with pow­der were rolled out; bun­dles of mus­kets were un­tied, and dis­trib­uted to the gar­ri­son. On the tow­ers and bas­tions watch­men were post­ed to look care­ful­ly, night and day, on the re­gion about; men were sent al­so to make in­ves­ti­ga­tion through the neigh­bor­hood—to Pjys­tai­ni, Klobuchek, Kjepit­si, Krushyn, and Mstov.

			To the clois­ter store­hous­es, which were al­ready well filled, came sup­plies from the town, from Chen­sto­hov­ka and oth­er vil­lages be­long­ing to the clois­ter.

			The re­port went like thun­der through the whole neigh­bor­hood. Towns­peo­ple and peas­ants be­gan to as­sem­ble and take coun­sel. Many were un­will­ing to be­lieve that any en­e­my would dare to at­tack Yas­na Go­ra.

			It was said that on­ly Chen­sto­ho­va it­self was to be oc­cu­pied; but even that ex­cit­ed the minds of men, es­pe­cial­ly when some of them re­mem­bered that the Swedes were heretics, whom noth­ing re­strained, and who were ready to of­fer a pur­posed af­front to the Most Holy La­dy.

			There­fore men hes­i­tat­ed, doubt­ed, and be­lieved in turn. Some wrung their hands, wait­ing for ter­ri­ble signs on earth and in heav­en—vis­i­ble signs of God’s anger; oth­ers were sunk in help­less and dumb de­spair; an anger more than hu­man seized a third par­ty, whose heads were filled as it were with flame. And when once the fan­cy of men had spread its wings for flight, straight­way there was a whirl of news, ev­er chang­ing, ev­er more fever­ish, ev­er more mon­strous.

			And as when a man thrusts a stick or throws fire in­to an anthill, un­qui­et swarms rush forth at once, as­sem­ble, sep­a­rate, re­assem­ble; so was the town, so were the neigh­bor­ing ham­lets, in an up­roar.

			In the af­ter­noon crowds of towns­peo­ple and peas­ants, with wom­en and chil­dren, sur­round­ed the walls of the clois­ter, and held them as it were in siege, weep­ing and groan­ing. At sun­set Ko­rdet­s­ki went out to them, and push­ing him­self in­to the throng, asked—

			“Peo­ple, what do you want?”

			“We want to go as a gar­ri­son to the clois­ter to de­fend the Moth­er of God,” cried men, shak­ing their flails, forks, and oth­er rus­tic weapons.

			“We wish to look for the last time on the Most Holy La­dy,” groaned wom­en.

			The pri­or went on a high rock and said—

			“The gates of hell will not pre­vail against the might of heav­en. Calm your­selves, and re­ceive con­so­la­tion in­to your hearts. The foot of a heretic will not en­ter these holy walls. Nei­ther Luther­ans nor Calvin­ists will cel­e­brate their su­per­sti­tious in­can­ta­tions in this re­treat of wor­ship and faith. I know not in truth whether the in­so­lent en­e­my will come hith­er; but I know this, that if he does come, he will be forced to re­treat in shame and dis­grace, for a su­pe­ri­or pow­er will crush him, his mal­ice will be bro­ken, his pow­er rubbed out, and his for­tune will fail. Take con­so­la­tion to your hearts. You are not look­ing for the last time on our Pa­troness: you will see her in still greater glo­ry, and you will see new mir­a­cles. Take con­so­la­tion, dry your tears, and strength­en your­selves in faith; for I tell you—and it is not I who speak, but the Spir­it of God speaks through me—that the Swede will not en­ter these walls; grace will flow hence, and dark­ness will not put out the light, just as the night which is now com­ing will not hin­der God’s sun from ris­ing to­mor­row.”

			It was just sun­set. Dark shade had cov­ered al­ready the re­gion about; but the church was gleam­ing red in the last rays of the sun. See­ing this, the peo­ple knelt around the walls, and con­so­la­tion flowed in­to their hearts at once. Mean­while the An­gelus was sound­ed on the tow­ers, and Ko­rdet­s­ki be­gan to sing, “The An­gel of the Lord;” and af­ter him whole crowds sang. The no­bles and the sol­diers stand­ing on the walls joined their voic­es, the bells greater and small­er pealed in ac­com­pa­ni­ment, and it seemed that the whole moun­tain was singing and sound­ing like a gi­gan­tic or­gan to the four points of the earth.

			They sang till late; the pri­or blessed the de­part­ing on their way, and said—

			“Those men who have served in war, who know how to wield weapons and who feel courage in their hearts, may come in the morn­ing to the clois­ter.”

			“I have served, I was in the in­fantry, I will come!” cried nu­mer­ous voic­es.

			And the throngs sep­a­rat­ed slow­ly. The night fell calm­ly. All woke next morn­ing with a joy­ous cry: “The Swede is not here!” Still, all day work­men were bring­ing sup­plies which had been called for. An or­der went out al­so to those who had shops at the east­ern walls of the clois­ter to bring their goods to the clois­ter; and in the clois­ter it­self work did not cease on the walls. Se­cured es­pe­cial­ly were the so-called “pas­sages;” that is, small open­ings in the walls, which were not gates, but which might serve in mak­ing sal­lies. Pan Zamoys­ki gave or­ders to bring beams, bricks, and dung, so at a giv­en mo­ment they could be eas­i­ly closed from with­in.

			All day, too, wag­ons were com­ing in with sup­plies and pro­vi­sions; there came al­so some no­ble fam­i­lies who were alarmed by the news of the im­pend­ing at­tack of the en­e­my. About mid­day the men who had been sent out the pre­ced­ing day to gath­er tid­ings came back; but no one had seen the Swedes nor even heard of them, ex­cept those who were sta­tioned near Kjepit­si.

			Still, prepa­ra­tions were not aban­doned in the clois­ter. By or­der of the pri­or, those of the towns­peo­ple and peas­antry came who had for­mer­ly served in the in­fantry and who were ac­cus­tomed to ser­vice. They were as­signed to the com­mand of Pan Mosin­s­ki, who was de­fend­ing the north­east­ern bas­tion. Pan Zamoys­ki was oc­cu­pied dur­ing the day ei­ther in dis­pos­ing the men in their places, in­struct­ing each one what to do, or hold­ing coun­sel with the fa­thers in the re­fec­to­ry.

			Kmi­ta with joy in his heart looked at the mil­i­tary prepa­ra­tions, at the sol­diers as they were mus­tered, at the can­non, at the stacks of mus­kets, spears, and hooks. That was his spe­cial el­e­ment. In the midst of those ter­ri­ble im­ple­ments, in the midst of the ur­gent prepa­ra­tions and mil­i­tary fever­ish­ness, it was light, pleas­ant, and joy­ous for him. It was the eas­i­er and more joy­ous be­cause he had made a gen­er­al con­fes­sion of his whole life, and be­yond his own ex­pec­ta­tions had re­ceived ab­so­lu­tion, for the pri­or took in­to ac­count his in­ten­tion, his sin­cere de­sire to re­form, and this too, that he had al­ready en­tered on the road.

			So Pan An­drei had freed him­self from the bur­dens un­der which he was al­most fall­ing. Heavy penances had been im­posed on him, and ev­ery day his back was bleed­ing un­der Soro­ka’s braid­ed lash; he was en­joined to prac­tice obe­di­ence, and that was a penance still more dif­fi­cult, for he had not obe­di­ence in his heart; on the con­trary, he had pride and boast­ful­ness. Fi­nal­ly, he was com­mand­ed to strength­en his ref­or­ma­tion by vir­tu­ous deeds; but that was the eas­i­est, he de­sired and asked for noth­ing more; his whole soul was tear­ing forth to­ward ex­ploits, for by ex­ploits he un­der­stood war and killing the Swedes from morn­ing till evening with­out rest and with­out mer­cy. And just then, what a no­ble road was open­ing to him! To kill Swedes, not on­ly in de­fence of the coun­try, not on­ly in de­fence of the king to whom he had sworn loy­al­ty, but in de­fence of the Queen of the An­gels—that was a hap­pi­ness be­yond his mer­it.

			Whith­er had those times gone when he was stand­ing as it were on the part­ing of the roads, ask­ing him­self whith­er he should go? where are those times in which he knew not what to be­gin, in which he was al­ways meet­ing doubt, and in which he had be­gun to lose hope? And those men, those white monks, and that hand­ful of peas­ants and no­bles were pre­par­ing for se­ri­ous de­fence, for a life-and-death strug­gle. That was the one spot of such char­ac­ter in the Com­mon­wealth, and Pan An­drei had come just to that spot, as if led by some for­tu­nate star. And he be­lieved sa­cred­ly in vic­to­ry, though the whole pow­er of Swe­den were to en­cir­cle those walls; hence in his heart he had prayer, joy, and grat­i­tude.

			In this frame of mind he walked along the walls, and with a bright face ex­am­ined, in­spect­ed, and saw that good was tak­ing place. With the eye of ex­pe­ri­ence, he saw at once from the prepa­ra­tions that they were made by men of ex­pe­ri­ence, who would be able to show them­selves when it came to the test. He won­dered at the calm­ness of the pri­or, for whom he had con­ceived a deep rev­er­ence; he was as­ton­ished at the pru­dence of Zamoys­ki, and even of Pan Charnyet­s­ki; though he was dis­pleased at him, he did not show a wry face. But that knight looked on Pan An­drei harsh­ly, and meet­ing him on the wall the day af­ter the re­turn of the mes­sen­gers, he said—

			“No Swedes are to be seen; and if they do not come, the dogs will eat your rep­u­ta­tion.”

			“If any harm should re­sult from their com­ing to this holy place, then let the dogs eat my rep­u­ta­tion.”

			“You would rather not smell their pow­der. We know knights who have boots lined with hare’s skin.”

			Kmi­ta dropped his eyes like a young girl. “You might rather let dis­putes rest,” said he. “In what have I of­fend­ed you? I have for­got­ten your of­fences against me, do you for­get mine against you.”

			“You called me a whip­per­snap­per,” said Charnyet­s­ki, sharply. “I should like to know who you are. In what are the Babinich­es bet­ter than the Charnyet­skis? Are they a sen­a­to­ri­al fam­i­ly too?”

			“My wor­thy sir,” said Kmi­ta, with a pleas­ant face, “if it were not for the obe­di­ence which was im­posed on me in con­fes­sion, if it were not for those blows which are giv­en me ev­ery day on my back for my fol­lies of past time, I would speak to you dif­fer­ent­ly; but I am afraid of re­laps­ing in­to pre­vi­ous of­fences. As to whether the Babinich­es or the Charnyet­skis are bet­ter, that will ap­pear when the Swedes come.”

			“And what kind of of­fice do you think of get­ting? Do you sup­pose that they will make you one of the com­man­ders?”

			Kmi­ta grew se­ri­ous. “You ac­cused me of seek­ing prof­it; now you speak of of­fice. Know that I have not come here for hon­or. I might have re­ceived high­er hon­or else­where. I will re­main a sim­ple sol­dier, even un­der your com­mand.”

			“Why, for what rea­son?”

			“Be­cause you do me in­jus­tice, and are ready to tor­ment me.”

			“H’m! There is no rea­son for that. It is very beau­ti­ful of you to be will­ing to re­main a sim­ple sol­dier when it is clear that you have won­der­ful dar­ing, and obe­di­ence does not come easy. Would you like to fight?”

			“That will ap­pear with the Swedes, as I have said.”

			“But if the Swedes do not come?”

			“Then do you know what? we will go to look for them,” said Kmi­ta.

			“That pleas­es me!” cried Charnyet­s­ki. “We could as­sem­ble a nice par­ty. Sile­sia is not far from this place, and at once sol­diers could be col­lect­ed. Of­fi­cers, like my un­cle, have promised, but noth­ing has been said about sol­diers; a great num­ber of them might be had at the first call.”

			“And this would give a sav­ing ex­am­ple to oth­ers!” cried Kmi­ta, with warmth. “I have a hand­ful of men too—you ought to see them at work.”

			“Good, good!” said Charnyet­s­ki, “as God is dear to me! let me have your face!”

			“And give yours,” said Kmi­ta.

			And with­out long think­ing they rushed in­to each oth­er’s arms. Just then the pri­or was pass­ing, and see­ing what had hap­pened he be­gan to bless both. They told at once of what they had been talk­ing. The pri­or mere­ly smiled qui­et­ly, and went on say­ing to him­self—

			“Health is re­turn­ing to the sick.”

			To­ward evening prepa­ra­tions were fin­ished, and the fortress was en­tire­ly ready for de­fence. Noth­ing was want­ing—nei­ther sup­plies, nor pow­der, nor guns; on­ly walls suf­fi­cient­ly strong and a more nu­mer­ous gar­ri­son.

			Chen­sto­ho­va, or rather Yas­na Go­ra, though strength­ened by na­ture and art, was count­ed among the small­est and weak­est fortress­es of the Com­mon­wealth. But as to the gar­ri­son, as many peo­ple might have been had for the sum­mon­ing as any­one wished; but the pri­or pur­pose­ly did not over­bur­den the walls with men, so that sup­plies might hold out for a long time. Still there were those, es­pe­cial­ly among the Ger­man gun­ners, who were con­vinced that Chen­sto­ho­va could not de­fend it­self.

			Fools! they thought that it had no de­fence but its walls and its weapons; they knew not what hearts filled with faith are. The pri­or then fear­ing lest they might spread doubt among the peo­ple, dis­missed them, save one who was es­teemed a mas­ter in his art.

			That same day old Kyem­lich and his sons came to Kmi­ta with a re­quest to be freed from ser­vice. Anger car­ried away Pan An­drei. “Dogs!” cried he, “you are ready to re­sign such a ser­vice and will not de­fend the Most Holy La­dy.—Well, let it be so! You have had pay for your hors­es, you will re­ceive the rest for your ser­vices soon.”

			Here he took a purse from a cas­ket, and threw it on the floor to them. “Here are your wages! You choose to seek plun­der on that side of the walls—to be rob­bers in­stead of de­fend­ers of Mary! Out of my sight! you are not wor­thy to be here! you are not wor­thy of Chris­tian so­ci­ety! you are not wor­thy to die such a death as awaits you in this place! Out, out!”

			“We are not wor­thy,” an­swered the old man, spread­ing his hands and bend­ing his head, “we are not wor­thy to have our dull eyes look on the splen­dors of Yas­na Go­ra, Fortress of heav­en! Morn­ing Star! Refuge of sin­ners! We are not wor­thy, not wor­thy.” Here he bent so low that he bent dou­ble, and at the same time with his thin greedy hands, grown lean, seized the purse ly­ing on the floor. “But out­side the walls,” said he, “we shall not cease to serve your grace. In sud­den need, we will let you know ev­ery­thing; we will go where ’tis need­ful; we will do what is need­ful. Your grace will have ready ser­vants out­side the walls.”

			“Be off!” re­peat­ed Pan An­drei.

			They went out bow­ing; for fear was chok­ing them, and they were hap­py that the af­fair had end­ed thus. To­ward evening they were no longer in the fortress.

			A dark and rainy night fol­lowed. It was No­vem­ber 8; an ear­ly win­ter was ap­proach­ing, and to­geth­er with waves of rain the first flakes of wet snow were fly­ing to the ground. Si­lence was bro­ken on­ly by the pro­longed voic­es of guards call­ing from bas­tion to bas­tion, “Hold watch!” and in the dark­ness slipped past here and there the white habit of the pri­or, Ko­rdet­s­ki. Kmi­ta slept not; he was on the walls with Charnyet­s­ki, with whom he spoke of his past cam­paigns. Kmi­ta nar­rat­ed the course of the war with Ho­v­an­s­ki, ev­i­dent­ly not men­tion­ing the part which he had tak­en in it him­self; and Charnyet­s­ki talked of the skir­mish­es with the Swedes at Pjed­bor, at Jarnovt­si, and in the en­vi­rons of Krakow, of which he boast­ed some­what and said—

			“What was pos­si­ble was done. You see, for ev­ery Swede whom I stretched out I made a knot on my sword-sash. I have six knots, and God grant me more! For this rea­son I wear the sword high­er to­ward my shoul­der. Soon the sash will be use­less; but I’ll not take out the knots, in ev­ery knot I will have a turquoise set; af­ter the war I will hang up the sash as a vo­tive of­fer­ing. And have you one Swede on your con­science?”

			“No!” an­swered Kmi­ta, with shame. “Not far from So­hachev I scat­tered a band, but they were rob­bers.”

			“But you might make a great score of North­ern­ers?”

			“I might do that.”

			“With the Swedes it is hard­er, for rarely is there one of them who is not a wiz­ard. They learned from the Finns how to use the black ones, and each Swede has two or three dev­ils in his ser­vice, and there are some who have sev­en. These guard them ter­ri­bly in time of bat­tle; but if they come hith­er, the dev­ils will help them in no way, for the pow­er of dev­ils can do noth­ing in a cir­cle where the tow­er on Yas­na Go­ra is vis­i­ble. Have you heard of this?”

			Kmi­ta made no an­swer; he turned his head to lis­ten at­ten­tive­ly.

			“They are com­ing!” said he, sud­den­ly.

			“Who, in God’s name? What do you say?”

			“I hear cav­al­ry.”

			“That is on­ly wind and the beat­ing of rain.”

			“By the wounds of Christ! that is not the wind, but hors­es! I have a won­der­ful­ly sharp ear. A mul­ti­tude of cav­al­ry are march­ing, and are near al­ready; but the wind drowns the noise. The time has come! The time has come!”

			The voice of Kmi­ta roused the stiff­ened guards, doz­ing near at hand; but it had not yet ceased when be­low in the dark­ness was heard the pierc­ing blare of trum­pets, and they be­gan to sound, pro­longed, com­plain­ing, ter­ri­ble. All sprang up from slum­ber in amaze­ment, in fright, and asked one an­oth­er—

			“Are not those the trum­pets sound­ing to judg­ment in this gloomy night?”

			Then the monks, the sol­diers, the no­bles, be­gan to come out on the square.

			The bell-ringers rushed to the bells; and soon they were all heard, the great, the small­er, and the small bells, as if for a fire, min­gling their groans with the sounds of the trum­pets, which had not ceased to play.

			Light­ed match­es were thrown in­to pitch-bar­rels, pre­pared of pur­pose and tied with chains; then they were drawn up­ward with cranks. Red light streamed over the base of the cliff, and then the peo­ple on Yas­na Go­ra saw be­fore them a par­ty of mount­ed trum­peters—those stand­ing near­est with trum­pets at their mouths, be­hind them long and deep ranks of mount­ed men with un­furled flags.

			The trum­peters played some time yet, as if they wished with those brazen sounds to ex­press the whole pow­er of the Swedes, and to ter­ri­fy the monks al­to­geth­er. At last they were silent; one of them sep­a­rat­ed from the rank, and wav­ing a white ker­chief, ap­proached the gate.

			“In the name of his Roy­al Grace,” cried the trum­peter, “the Most Serene King of the Swedes, Goths, and Van­dals, Grand Prince of Fin­land, Es­to­nia, Kare­lia, Stet­tin, Pomera­nia, and the Kashubes, Prince of Ru­gen, Lord of In­gria, Wis­mark, and Bavaria, Count of the Rhen­ish Palati­nate, open the gates.”

			“Ad­mit him,” said Ko­rdet­s­ki.

			They opened, but on­ly a door in the gate.

			The horse­man hes­i­tat­ed for a time; at last he came down from his horse, en­tered with­in the cir­cle of the walls, and see­ing a crowd of white habits, he asked—

			“Who among you is the su­pe­ri­or?”

			“I am,” an­swered Ko­rdet­s­ki.

			The horse­man gave him a let­ter with seals, and said: “Count Vey­hard will wait for an an­swer at Saint Bar­bara’s.”

			The pri­or sum­moned at once the monks and no­bles to the coun­cil-cham­ber to de­lib­er­ate.

			On the way, Pan Charnyet­s­ki said to Kmi­ta: “Come you al­so.”

			“I will go, but on­ly through cu­rios­i­ty,” an­swered Pan An­drei; “for I have no work there. Hence­for­ward I will not serve the Most Holy La­dy with my mouth.”

			When they had en­tered the coun­cil-cham­ber, the pri­or broke the seal and read as fol­lows:—

			
				“It is not a se­cret to you, wor­thy fa­thers, with what fa­vor­able mind and with what heart I have al­ways looked on this holy place and your Con­gre­ga­tion; al­so, how con­stant­ly I have sur­round­ed you with my care and heaped ben­e­fits on you. There­fore I de­sire that you re­main in the con­vic­tion that nei­ther my in­cli­na­tion nor good wish­es to­ward you have ceased in the present junc­ture. Not as an en­e­my, but as a friend, do I come this day. Put your clois­ter un­der my pro­tec­tion with­out fear, as the time and present cir­cum­stances de­mand. In this way you will find the calm which you de­sire, as well as safe­ty. I prom­ise you solemn­ly that the sa­cred­ness of the place will be in­vi­o­late; your prop­er­ty will not be de­stroyed. I will bear all ex­pens­es my­self, and in fact add to your means. Con­sid­er al­so care­ful­ly how much you will prof­it if, sat­is­fy­ing me, you con­fide to me your clois­ter. Re­mem­ber my ad­vice, lest a greater mis­for­tune reach you from the ter­ri­ble Gen­er­al Miller, whose or­ders will be the more se­vere be­cause he is a heretic and an en­e­my of the true faith. When he comes, you must yield to ne­ces­si­ty and car­ry out his com­mands; and you will raise use­less com­plaints with pain in your souls and your bod­ies, be­cause you dis­re­gard­ed my mild coun­sel.”

			

			The mem­o­ry of re­cent bene­fac­tions of Count Vey­bard touched the monks great­ly. There were some who had con­fi­dence in his good­will, and wished to see in his coun­sel the avoid­ance of fu­ture de­feats and mis­for­tunes. But no one raised a voice, wait­ing for what Ko­rdet­s­ki would say. He was silent for a while, but his lips were mov­ing in prayer; then he said—

			“Would a true friend draw near in the night­time and ter­ri­fy with such a dread­ful voice of trum­pets and crooked horns the sleep­ing ser­vants of God? Would he come at the head of those armed thou­sands who are now stand­ing un­der these walls? Why did he not come with four or nine oth­ers, if he hoped for the re­cep­tion giv­en a wel­come bene­fac­tor? What do those stern le­gions mean, if not a threat in case we refuse to yield up this clois­ter? Lis­ten; re­mem­ber, too, dear­est broth­ers, that this en­e­my has nev­er kept word nor oath nor safe­guard. We too have that of the King of Swe­den sent us spon­ta­neous­ly, in which is an ex­press prom­ise that the clois­ter shall re­main free of oc­cu­pa­tion. And why are they stand­ing now un­der its walls, trum­pet­ing their own lie with fear­ful brazen sound? My dear broth­ers, let each man raise his heart to heav­en, so that the Holy Ghost may en­light­en it, and then let us con­sid­er what con­science dic­tates to each one touch­ing the good of this holy re­treat.”

			Si­lence fol­lowed. Then Kmi­ta’s voice rose: “I heard in Krushyn Liso­la ask him, ‘Will you shake up their trea­sury for the monks?’ to which the count, who now stands un­der these walls, an­swered, ‘The Moth­er of God will not ask for the thalers in the pri­ors’ chests.’ To­day this same Count Vey­hard writes to you, rev­erend fa­thers, that he will bear all ex­pens­es him­self, and be­sides add to your means. Con­sid­er his sin­cer­i­ty!”

			To this Fa­ther Myelko, one of the old­est in the as­sem­bly, and be­sides a for­mer sol­dier, an­swered: “We live in pover­ty, and burn these torch­es be­fore the al­tar of the Most Holy La­dy in Her praise. But though we were to take them from the al­tar so as to pur­chase im­mu­ni­ty for this holy place, where is our guar­an­tee that the Swedes will re­spect the im­mu­ni­ty, that they with sac­ri­le­gious hands will not re­move of­fer­ings, sa­cred vest­ments, church fur­ni­ture? Is it pos­si­ble to trust liars?”

			“With­out the Pro­vin­cial to whom we owe obe­di­ence, we can do noth­ing,” said Fa­ther Do­brosh.

			“War is not our af­fair,” added Fa­ther Tomit­s­ki; “let us lis­ten to what these knights will say who have tak­en refuge un­der the wings of the Moth­er of God in this clois­ter.”

			All eyes were now turned to Pan Zamoys­ki, the old­est in years, the high­est in dig­ni­ty and of­fice. He rose and spoke in the fol­low­ing words:—

			“It is a ques­tion here of your fate, rev­erend fa­thers. Com­pare then the strength of the en­e­my with the re­sis­tance which you can place against him ac­cord­ing to your force and will. What coun­sel can we, guests here, im­part to you? But, rev­erend fa­thers, since you ask us what is to be done, I will an­swer: Un­til the in­evitable forces us, let the thought of sur­ren­der be far away; for it is a shame­ful and an un­wor­thy act to pur­chase with vile sub­mis­sion an un­cer­tain peace from a faith­less en­e­my. We have tak­en refuge here of our own will, with our wives and chil­dren; sur­ren­der­ing our­selves to the guardian­ship of the Most Holy La­dy, we have de­ter­mined with unswerv­ing faith to live with you, and, if God shall so de­sire, to die with you. It is in­deed bet­ter for us thus than to ac­cept a shame­ful cap­tiv­i­ty or be­hold an af­front to a holy place; of a cer­tain­ty, that Moth­er of the Most High God who has in­spired our breasts with a de­sire of de­fend­ing Her against god­less and sac­ri­le­gious heretics will sec­ond the pi­ous en­deav­ors of Her ser­vants and sup­port the cause of Her own de­fence.”

			At this point Pan Zamoys­ki ceased speak­ing; all paid at­ten­tion to his words, strength­en­ing them­selves with the mean­ing of them; and Kmi­ta, with­out fore­thought, as was his wont, sprang for­ward and pressed the hand of the old man to his lips. The spec­ta­tors were ed­i­fied by this sight, and each one saw a good presage in that youth­ful ar­dor, and a de­sire to de­fend the clois­ter in­creased and seized all hearts.

			Mean­while a new presage was giv­en: out­side the win­dow of the re­fec­to­ry was heard un­ex­pect­ed­ly the trem­bling and aged voice of Con­stantsia, the old beg­gar wom­an of the church, singing a pi­ous hymn:—

			
				
					“In vain dost thou threat­en me, O sav­age Hus­site,
					

					In vain dost thou sum­mon dev­ils’ horns to thy aid,
					

					In vain dost thou burn, spar­ing no blood,
					

					For thou’lt not sub­due me;
					

					Though thou­sands of pa­gans were now rush­ing hith­er,
					

					Though armies were fly­ing against me on drag­ons,
					

					Nei­ther sword, flame, nor men will avail thee,
					

					For I shall be vic­tor!”
				

			

			“Here,” said Ko­rdet­s­ki, “is the presage which God sends through the lips of that old beg­gar wom­an. Let us de­fend our­selves, broth­ers; for in truth be­sieged peo­ple have nev­er yet had such aids as will come to us.”

			“We will give our lives will­ing­ly,” said Charnyet­s­ki.

			“We will not trust faith-break­ers! We will not trust heretics, nor those among Catholics who have ac­cept­ed the ser­vice of the evil spir­it!” shout­ed oth­ers, who did not wish to let those speak who op­posed.

			It was de­cid­ed to send two priests to Count Vey­hard with in­for­ma­tion that the gates would re­main closed and the be­sieged would de­fend them­selves, to which ac­tion the safe­guard of the king gave them a right.

			But in their own way the en­voys were to beg the Count humbly to de­sist from his de­sign, or at least to de­fer it for a time un­til the monks could ask per­mis­sion of Fa­ther Te­ofil Bronyevs­ki, Pro­vin­cial of the or­der, who was then in Sile­sia.

			The en­voys, Fa­thers Benedykt Yarachevs­ki and Mart­seli Tomit­s­ki, passed out through the gate; the oth­ers await­ed, in the re­fec­to­ry, their re­turn with throb­bing hearts, for ter­ror had seized those monks, un­used to war, when the hour had struck and the mo­ment had come in which they were forced to choose be­tween du­ty and the anger and vengeance of the en­e­my.

			But half an hour had bare­ly elapsed when the two fa­thers ap­peared be­fore the coun­cil. Their heads were hang­ing over their breasts, on their faces were pal­lor and grief. In si­lence they gave Ko­rdet­s­ki a let­ter from Count Vey­hard, which he took from their hands and read aloud. There were eight points of ca­pit­u­la­tion un­der which the count sum­moned the monks to sur­ren­der the clois­ter.

			When he had fin­ished read­ing, the pri­or looked long in the faces of those as­sem­bled; at last he said with a solemn voice—

			“In the name of the Fa­ther, Son, and Holy Ghost! in the name of the Most Pure and Most Holy Moth­er of God! to the walls, beloved brethren!”

			“To the walls, to the walls!” was the an­swer of all.

			A lit­tle lat­er a bright flame light­ed the base of the clois­ter. Count Vey­hard had giv­en or­ders to burn the build­ings con­nect­ed with the church of Saint Bar­bara. The fire seiz­ing the old hous­es grew with each mo­ment. Soon pil­lars of red smoke reared them­selves to­ward the sky; in the midst of these, fiery sparkling tongues were gleam­ing. Fi­nal­ly one con­fla­gra­tion was spread­ing in clouds.

			By the gleam of the fire, di­vi­sions of mount­ed sol­diers could be seen pass­ing quick­ly from place to place. The usu­al li­cense of sol­diers had be­gun. The horse­men drove out from the sta­bles cat­tle, which run­ning with fright, filled the air with plain­tive bel­low­ing; sheep, gath­ered in groups, pushed at ran­dom to­ward the fire. Many of the de­fend­ers saw for the first time the bloody face of war, and their hearts grew be­numbed with ter­ror at sight of peo­ple driv­en by sol­diers and slashed with sabres, at sight of wom­en dragged by the hair through the mar­ket­place. And by the bloody gleams of the fire all this was as vis­i­ble as on the palm of the hand. Shouts, and even words, reached the ears of the be­sieged per­fect­ly.

			Since the can­non of the clois­ter had not an­swered yet, horse­men sprang from their hors­es and ap­proached the foot of the moun­tain it­self, shak­ing their swords and mus­kets. Ev­ery mo­ment some stur­dy fel­low, dressed in a yel­low cav­al­ry jack­et, putting his hands around his mouth, jeered and threat­ened the be­sieged, who lis­tened pa­tient­ly, stand­ing at their guns with light­ed match­es.

			Kmi­ta was at the side of Charnyet­s­ki, just in front of the church, and saw ev­ery­thing clear­ly. On his cheeks a deep flush came out, his eyes were like two torch­es, and in his hand he held an ex­cel­lent bow, which he had re­ceived as an in­her­i­tance from his fa­ther, who had cap­tured it from a cel­e­brat­ed Agá at Hotsin. He heard the threats and in­vec­tives, and fi­nal­ly when a gi­gan­tic horse­man had come un­der the cliff and was mak­ing an up­roar he turned to Charnyet­s­ki—

			“As God is true, he is blas­phem­ing against the Most Holy La­dy. I un­der­stand Ger­man; he blas­phemes dread­ful­ly! I can­not en­dure it!” And he low­ered the bow; but Charnyet­s­ki touched him with his hand—

			“God will pun­ish him for his blas­phe­my,” said he; “but Ko­rdet­s­ki has not per­mit­ted us to shoot first, let them be­gin.”

			He had bare­ly spo­ken when the horse­man raised his mus­ket to his face; a shot thun­dered, and the ball, with­out reach­ing the walls, was lost some­where among the cran­nies of the place.

			“We are free now!” cried Kmi­ta.

			“Yes,” an­swered Charnyet­s­ki.

			Kmi­ta, as a true man of war, be­came calm in a mo­ment. The horse­man, shad­ing his eyes with his hands, looked af­ter the ball; Kmi­ta drew the bow, ran his fin­ger along the string till it twit­tered like a swal­low, then he bent care­ful­ly and cried—

			“A corpse, a corpse!”

			At the same mo­ment was hoard the whirring whis­tle of the ter­ri­ble ar­row; the horse­man dropped his mus­ket, raised both hands on high, threw up his head, and fell on his back. He strug­gled for a while like a fish snatched from wa­ter, and dug the earth with his feet; but soon he stretched him­self and re­mained with­out mo­tion.

			“That is one!” said Kmi­ta.

			“Tie it in your sword-sash,” an­swered Charnyet­s­ki.

			“A bell-rope would not be long enough, if God will per­mit!” cried Pan An­drei.

			A sec­ond horse­man rushed to the dead man, wish­ing to see what had hap­pened to him, or per­haps to take his purse, but the ar­row whis­tled again, and the sec­ond fell on the breast of the first. Mean­while the field­pieces which Count Vey­hard had brought with him opened fire. He could not storm the fortress with them, nei­ther could he think of cap­tur­ing it, hav­ing on­ly cav­al­ry, but he gave com­mand to open fire to ter­ri­fy the priests. Still a be­gin­ning was made.

			Ko­rdet­s­ki ap­peared at the side of Charnyet­s­ki, and with him came Fa­ther Do­brosh, who man­aged the clois­ter ar­tillery in time of peace, and on hol­i­days fired salutes; there­fore he passed as an ex­cel­lent gun­ner among the monks.

			The pri­or blessed the can­non and point­ed them out to the priest, who rolled up his sleeves and be­gan to aim at a point in a half cir­cle be­tween two build­ings where a num­ber of horse­men were rag­ing, and among them an of­fi­cer with a rapi­er in his hand. The priest aimed long, for his rep­u­ta­tion was at stake. At last he took the match and touched the prim­ing.

			Thun­der shook the air and smoke cov­ered the view; but af­ter a while the wind bore it aside. In the space be­tween the build­ings there was not a sin­gle horse­man left. A num­ber were ly­ing with their hors­es on the ground; the oth­ers had fled.

			The monks on the walls be­gan to sing. The crash of build­ings fall­ing around Saint Bar­bara’s church ac­com­pa­nied the songs. It grew dark­er, but vast swarms of sparks sent up­ward by the fall of tim­bers pierced the air.

			Trum­pets were sound­ed again in the ranks of Count Vey­hard’s horse­men; but the sound from them re­ced­ed. The fire was burn­ing to the end. Dark­ness en­veloped the foot of Yas­na Go­ra. Here and there was heard the neigh­ing of hors­es; but ev­er far­ther, ev­er weak­er, the Count was with­draw­ing to Kjepit­si.

			Ko­rdet­s­ki knelt on the walls.

			“Mary! Moth­er of the one God,” said he, with a pow­er­ful voice, “bring it to pass that he whose at­tack comes af­ter this man will re­treat in like man­ner—with shame and vain anger in his soul.”

			While he prayed thus the clouds broke sud­den­ly above his head, and the bright light of the moon whitened the tow­ers, the walls, the kneel­ing pri­or and the burned ru­ins of build­ings at Saint Bar­bara.

		
	
		
			XLI

			The fol­low­ing day peace reigned at the foot of Yas­na Go­ra; tak­ing ad­van­tage of which, the monks were oc­cu­pied the more earnest­ly in prepa­ra­tions for de­fence. The last re­pairs were made in the walls and the cur­tains, and still more ap­pli­ances were pre­pared to serve in re­sist­ing as­sault.

			From Zde­bov, Krovod­ja, Lgo­ta, and Grabu­v­ka a num­ber of tens of peas­ants vol­un­teered, who had served be­fore in the land-in­fantry. These were ac­cept­ed and placed among the de­fend­ers. Ko­rdet­s­ki dou­bled and tre­bled him­self. He per­formed di­vine ser­vice, sat in coun­cil, ne­glect­ed the sick nei­ther day nor night, and in the in­ter­val vis­it­ed the walls, talked with no­bles and vil­lagers. Mean­while he had in his face and whole per­son a calm of such char­ac­ter that one might al­most say it be­longed to stone stat­ues on­ly. Look­ing at his face, grown pale from watch­ing, it might be thought that that man slept an easy and sweet sleep; but the calm res­ig­na­tion and al­most joy burn­ing in his eyes, his lips mov­ing in prayer, an­nounced that he watched, thought, prayed, and made of­fer­ings for all. From his spir­it, with all its pow­ers in­tent up­on God, faith flowed in a calm and deep stream; all drank of this faith with full lips, and whoso had a sick soul was made well. Wher­ev­er his white habit was seen, there calm ap­peared on the faces of men, their eyes smiled, and their lips re­peat­ed: “Our kind fa­ther, our com­forter, our de­fend­er, our good hope.” They kissed his hands and his habit; he smiled like the dawn, and went far­ther, while around him, above and be­fore him, went con­fi­dence and seren­i­ty.

			Still he did not ne­glect earth­ly means of sal­va­tion; the fa­thers who en­tered his cell found him, if not on his knees, over let­ters which he sent in ev­ery di­rec­tion. He wrote to Wit­tem­berg, the com­man­der-in-chief at Krakow, im­plor­ing him to spare a sa­cred place; and to Yan Kaz­imir, who in Opo­la had made the last ef­fort to save a thank­less peo­ple; to Ste­fan Charnyet­s­ki, held by his own word as on a chain at Syevyej; to Count Vey­hard; and to Colonel Sadovs­ki, a Luther­an Cheh, who served un­der Miller, but who, hav­ing a no­ble soul, had en­deav­ored to dis­suade the fierce gen­er­al from this at­tack on the clois­ter.

			Two con­flict­ing coun­cils were held be­fore Miller. Count Vey­hard, ir­ri­tat­ed by the stub­born­ness which he had met on No­vem­ber 8, used all ef­forts to in­cline the gen­er­al to a cam­paign; he promised him un­told trea­sures and prof­it, he as­sert­ed that in the whole world there were scarce­ly church­es which could be com­pared with Chen­sto­ho­va or Yas­na Go­ra. Sadovs­ki op­posed in the fol­low­ing man­ner:—

			“Gen­er­al,” said he to Miller, “you who have tak­en so many famed fortress­es that you have been just­ly named Po­liorcetes by cities in Ger­many, know how much blood and time it may cost to take even the weak­est fortress, if the as­sault­ed are will­ing to re­sist un­to death.

			“But the monks will not re­sist?” asked Miller.

			“I think just the con­trary. The rich­er they are, the more stub­born a de­fence will they make; they are con­fi­dent not on­ly in the might of arms, but in the sa­cred­ness of the place, which the Catholic su­per­sti­tion of this whole coun­try con­sid­ers in­vi­o­lable. It is enough to re­call the Ger­man war; how of­ten have monks giv­en an ex­am­ple of dar­ing and stub­born­ness, even in cas­es where sol­diers them­selves de­spaired of de­fence! It will take place this time too, all the more since the fortress is not so in­signif­i­cant as Count Vey­hard would like to con­sid­er it. It is sit­u­at­ed on a rocky em­i­nence dif­fi­cult for the min­er, the walls which, if they were not in­deed in good con­di­tion, have been re­paired be­fore this time; and as to sup­plies of arms, pow­der, and pro­vi­sions, a clois­ter so rich has in­ex­haustible sup­plies; fa­nati­cism will an­i­mate their hearts and—”

			“And do you think, gra­cious colonel, that they will force me to re­treat?”

			“I do not think that, but I be­lieve that we shall be forced to re­main long un­der the walls, we shall have to send for larg­er guns than those we have here, and you must go to Prus­sia. It is nec­es­sary to cal­cu­late how much time we can de­vote to Chen­sto­ho­va; for if his Grace the King of Swe­den sum­mons you from the siege for the more im­por­tant af­fairs of Prus­sia, the monks will re­port with­out fail that you were forced to re­treat. And then think, your grace, what a loss your fame as Po­liorcetes will sus­tain, not to speak of the en­cour­age­ment which the re­sist­ing will find in the whole coun­try. On­ly [here Sadovs­ki low­ered his voice] let the mere in­ten­tion of at­tack­ing this clois­ter be noised about, and it will make the worst im­pres­sion. You do not know—for no for­eign­er, not a pa­pist, can know—what Chen­sto­ho­va is to this peo­ple. Very im­por­tant for us are those no­bles, who yield­ed so read­i­ly; those mag­nates; the quar­ter troops, who to­geth­er with the het­mans, have come over to our side. With­out them we could not have done what we have done. With their hands we have oc­cu­pied half the coun­try—nay, more than half; but let one shot fall at Chen­sto­ho­va—who knows? per­haps not a Pole will re­main with us. So great is the strength of su­per­sti­tion! A new most ter­ri­ble war may flame up!”

			Miller rec­og­nized in his soul the jus­tice of Sadovs­ki’s rea­son­ing, all the more since he con­sid­ered monks in gen­er­al, and the Chen­sto­ho­va monks in par­tic­u­lar, wiz­ards—that Swedish gen­er­al feared en­chant­ments more than guns; still wish­ing to ir­ri­tate, and maybe pro­long the dis­pute, he said—

			“You speak as though you were pri­or of Chen­sto­ho­va, or as if they had be­gun to pay you a ran­som.”

			Sadovs­ki was a dar­ing sol­dier and im­pul­sive, and be­cause he knew his val­ue he was eas­i­ly of­fend­ed.

			“I will not say an­oth­er word,” an­swered he, haugh­ti­ly.

			Miller in his turn was an­gry at the tone in which the above words were spo­ken.

			“I will make no fur­ther re­quest of you,” said he; “Count Vey­hard is enough for me, he knows this coun­try bet­ter.”

			“We shall see!” re­spond­ed Sadovs­ki, and went out of the room.

			Count Vey­hard in fact took his place. He brought a let­ter, which he had re­ceived from Varshyt­s­ki with a re­quest to leave the clois­ter in peace; but from this let­ter the ob­sti­nate man drew coun­sel di­rect­ly op­posed.

			“They beg,” said he to Miller; “there­fore they know that there will be no de­fence.”

			A day lat­er the ex­pe­di­tion against Chen­sto­ho­va was de­cid­ed up­on at Vyelu­nie.

			It was not kept a se­cret; there­fore Fa­ther Yat­sek Rud­nit­s­ki, provost of the monastery at Vyelu­nie, was able to go in time to Chen­sto­ho­va with the news. The poor monk did not ad­mit for one mo­ment that the peo­ple of Yas­na Go­ra would de­fend them­selves. He on­ly want­ed to fore­warn them so that they might know what course to take and seek fa­vor­able con­di­tions. In fact, the news bowed down the minds of the monks. In some souls courage weak­ened at once. But Ko­rdet­s­ki strength­ened it; he warmed the cold with the heat of his own heart, he promised days of mir­a­cle, he made the very pres­ence of death agree­able, and changed them so much through the in­spi­ra­tion of his own soul that un­wit­ting­ly they be­gan to pre­pare for the at­tack as they were ac­cus­tomed to pre­pare for great church fes­ti­vals—hence with joy and solem­ni­ty.

			The chiefs of the lay gar­ri­son, Zamoys­ki and Charnyet­s­ki, al­so made their fi­nal prepa­ra­tions. They burned all the shops which were nes­tled around the walls of the fortress and which might light­en an as­sault for the en­e­my; the build­ings near the moun­tain were not spared ei­ther, so that for a whole day a ring of flame sur­round­ed the fortress; but when there re­mained of the shops mere­ly the ash­es of tim­bers and planks, the guns of the clois­ter had be­fore them emp­ty space, un­hedged by any ob­sta­cles. Their black jaws gaped freely in­to the dis­tance, as if search­ing for the en­e­my im­pa­tient­ly and wish­ing to greet them at the ear­li­est mo­ment with omi­nous thun­der.

			Mean­while win­ter was draw­ing near with swift step. A sharp north wind was blow­ing, swamps were turned in­to lumps of earth; and in the morn­ings, wa­ter in shal­low places was con­gealed in­to frail icy shells. The pri­or, Ko­rdet­s­ki, mak­ing the rounds of the walls, rubbed his hands blue from cold, and said—

			“God will send frost to as­sist us. It will be hard to in­trench bat­ter­ies and dig mines; mean­while you will take rest in warm rooms, and the north wind will soon dis­gust them with the siege.”

			But for this very rea­son Miller was anx­ious to fin­ish quick­ly. He had nine thou­sand troops, most­ly in­fantry, and nine­teen guns. He had al­so two squadrons of Pol­ish cav­al­ry, but he could not count on them; first, be­cause he could not em­ploy the cav­al­ry in tak­ing the lofty fortress; and sec­ond, be­cause the men went un­will­ing­ly, and gave no­tice be­fore­hand that they would take no part in the strug­gles. They went rather to pro­tect the fortress, in case of cap­ture, against the greed of the con­querors—so at least the colonels de­clared to the sol­diers; they went fi­nal­ly be­cause the Swedes com­mand­ed, for the whole army of the coun­try was in their camp and had to obey.

			From Vyelu­nie to Chen­sto­ho­va the road is short. On No­vem­ber 18 the siege was to be­gin. But the Swedish gen­er­al cal­cu­lat­ed that it would not last above a cou­ple of days, and that he would take the pre­cious fortress by ne­go­ti­a­tion.

			Mean­while Ko­rdet­s­ki, the pri­or, pre­pared the souls of men. They went to di­vine ser­vices as on a great and joy­ous fes­ti­val; and had it not been for the un­qui­et and pal­lor of some faces, it might have been sup­posed that that was a joy­ous and solemn thanks­giv­ing. The pri­or him­self cel­e­brat­ed Mass; all the bells were ring­ing. The ser­vices did not end with Mass, for a grand pro­ces­sion went out on the walls.

			The pri­or, bear­ing the Most Holy Sacra­ment, was sup­port­ed un­der the arms by Zamoys­ki and Pan Py­otr Charnyet­s­ki. In front walked young boys in robes, they car­ried censers with myrrh and in­cense; be­fore and af­ter the bal­dachin marched ranks of white-habit­ed monks, with eyes and heads raised to­ward heav­en—men of var­i­ous years, from de­crepit old men to ten­der youths who had just be­gun their novi­tiate. The yel­low flames of the can­dles quiv­ered in the air; but the monks moved on­ward and sang, buried al­to­geth­er in God, as if mind­ful of naught else in the world. Be­hind them ap­peared the shaven tem­ples of no­bles, the tear­ful faces of wom­en, but calm be­neath their tears, in­spired with faith and trust; peas­ants marched al­so, long-haired, wear­ing coarse coats, re­sem­bling the prim­i­tive Chris­tians; lit­tle chil­dren, maid­ens, and boys min­gled with the throng, join­ing their thin voic­es with the gen­er­al cho­rus. And God heard that pour­ing forth of hearts, that flee­ing from earth­ly op­pres­sion to the sin­gle de­fence of His wings. The wind went down, the air grew calm, the heav­ens be­came azure, and the au­tum­nal sun poured a mild pale gold­en, but still warm, light on the earth. The pro­ces­sion passed once around the walls, but did not re­turn, did not dis­perse—went far­ther. Rays from the mon­strance fell on the face of the pri­or, and that face seemed gold­en and ra­di­ant from their light. Ko­rdet­s­ki kept his eyes closed, and on his lips was a smile not of earth—a smile of hap­pi­ness, of sweet­ness, of ex­al­ta­tion; his soul was in heav­en, in bright­ness, in end­less de­light, in un­bro­ken calm. But as if tak­ing or­ders from above, and for­get­ting not this earth­ly church, the men, the fortress, and that hour then im­pend­ing, he halt­ed at mo­ments, opened his eyes, el­e­vat­ed the mon­strance, and gave bless­ing.

			He blessed the peo­ple, the army, the squadrons, bloom­ing like flow­ers and gleam­ing like a rain­bow; he blessed the walls, and that em­i­nence which looked down and around up­on the land; he blessed the can­non, the guns, small­er and greater, the balls, iron and lead, the ves­sels with pow­der, the plank­ing at the can­non, the piles of harsh im­ple­ments used to re­pel the as­saults of the en­e­my; he blessed the armies ly­ing at a dis­tance; he blessed the north, the south, the east, and the west, as if to cov­er that whole re­gion, that whole land, with the pow­er of God.

			It had struck two in the af­ter­noon, the pro­ces­sion was still on the walls; but mean­while on those edges, where the sky and the earth seemed to touch, a bluish haze was spread out, and just in that haze some­thing be­gan to shim­mer, to move—forms of some kind were creep­ing. At first dim, un­fold­ing grad­u­al­ly, these forms be­came ev­ery mo­ment more dis­tinct. A cry was heard sud­den­ly at the end of the pro­ces­sion—

			“The Swedes are com­ing; the Swedes are com­ing!”

			Then si­lence fell, as if hearts and tongues had grown numb; bells on­ly con­tin­ued to sound. But in the still­ness the voice of the pri­or thun­dered, far reach­ing though calm—

			“Broth­ers, let us re­joice! the hour of vic­to­ries and mir­a­cles is draw­ing near!”

			And a mo­ment lat­er he ex­claimed: “Un­der Thy pro­tec­tion we take refuge, Our Moth­er, Our La­dy, Our Queen!”

			Mean­while the Swedish cloud had changed in­to an im­mea­sur­able ser­pent, which was crawl­ing for­ward ev­er near­er. Its ter­ri­ble curves were vis­i­ble. It twist­ed, un­coiled; at one time it glit­tered un­der the light with its gleam­ing steel scales, fit an­oth­er it grew dark, crawled, crawled on, emerged from the dis­tance.

			Soon eyes look­ing from the walls could dis­tin­guish ev­ery­thing in de­tail. In ad­vance came the cav­al­ry, af­ter it in­fantry in quad­ran­gles; each reg­i­ment formed a long rec­tan­gu­lar body, over which rose a small­er one formed of erect spears; far­ther on, be­hind, af­ter the in­fantry, came can­non with jaws turned rear­ward and in­clined to the earth.

			Their slow­ly mov­ing bar­rels, black or yel­low­ish, shone with evil omen in the sun; be­hind them clat­tered over the un­even road the pow­der-box­es and the end­less row of wag­ons with tents and ev­ery man­ner of mil­i­tary ap­pli­ance.

			Dread­ful but beau­ti­ful was that ad­vance of a reg­u­lar army, which moved be­fore the eyes of the peo­ple on Yas­na Go­ra, as if to ter­ri­fy them. A lit­tle lat­er the cav­al­ry sep­a­rat­ed from the rest of the army and ap­proached at a trot, trem­bling like waves moved by wind. They broke soon in­to a num­ber of greater and small­er par­ties. Some pushed to­ward the fortress; some in the twin­kle of an eye scat­tered through the neigh­bor­ing vil­lages in pur­suit of plun­der; oth­ers be­gan to ride around the fortress, to ex­am­ine the walls, study the lo­cal­i­ty, oc­cu­py the build­ings which were near­est. Sin­gle horse­men flew back con­tin­u­al­ly as fast as a horse could gal­lop from the larg­er par­ties to the deep di­vi­sions of in­fantry to in­form the of­fi­cers where they might dis­pose them­selves.

			The tramp and neigh­ing of hors­es, the shouts, the ex­cla­ma­tions, the mur­mur of thou­sands of voic­es, and the dull thump of can­non, came dis­tinct­ly to the ears of the be­sieged, who till that mo­ment were stand­ing qui­et­ly on the wall, as if for a spec­ta­cle, look­ing with as­ton­ished eyes at that great move­ment and de­ploy­ing of the en­e­my’s troops.

			At last the in­fantry reg­i­ments ar­rived and be­gan to wan­der around the fortress, seek­ing places best fit­ted for for­ti­fi­ca­tion. Now they struck, on Chen­sto­hov­ka, an es­tate near the clois­ter, in which there were no troops, on­ly peas­ants liv­ing in huts.

			A reg­i­ment of Finns, who had come first, fell sav­age­ly on the de­fence­less peas­ants. They pulled them out of the huts by the hair, and sim­ply cut down those who re­sist­ed; the rest of the peo­ple driv­en from the manor-house were pur­sued by cav­al­ry and scat­tered to the four winds.

			A mes­sen­ger was sent with Miller’s sum­mons to sur­ren­der; he had al­ready sound­ed his trum­pet be­fore the gates of the church; but the de­fend­ers, at sight of the slaugh­ter and cru­el­ty of the sol­diers in Chen­sto­ho­va, an­swered with can­non fire.

			Now, when the peo­ple of the town had been driv­en out of all the near­er build­ings, and the Swedes had dis­posed them­selves there­in, it be­hooved to de­stroy them with all haste, so that the en­e­my might not in­jure the clois­ter un­der cov­er of those build­ings. There­fore the walls of the clois­ter be­gan to smoke all around like the sides of a ship sur­round­ed by a storm and by rob­bers. The roar of can­non shook the air till the walls of the clois­ter were trem­bling, and glass in the win­dows of the church and oth­er build­ings was rat­tling. Fiery balls in the form of whitish cloudlets de­scrib­ing ill-omened arcs fell on the Swedish places of refuge, they broke rafters, roofs, walls; and col­umns of smoke were soon ris­ing from the places in­to which balls had de­scend­ed.

			Con­fla­gra­tion had en­wrapped the build­ings. Bare­ly had the Swedish reg­i­ments tak­en pos­ses­sion when they fled from the new quar­ters with all breath, and, un­cer­tain of their po­si­tions, hur­ried about in var­i­ous di­rec­tions. Dis­or­der be­gan to creep among them; they re­moved the can­non not yet mount­ed, so as to save them from be­ing struck. Miller was amazed; he had not ex­pect­ed such a re­cep­tion, nor such gun­ners on Yas­na Go­ra.

			Mean­while night came, and since he need­ed to bring the army in­to or­der, he sent a trum­peter with a re­quest for a ces­sa­tion. The fa­thers agreed to that read­i­ly.

			In the morn­ing, how­ev­er, they burned an­oth­er enor­mous store­house with great sup­plies of pro­vi­sions, in which build­ing the West­land reg­i­ment had tak­en its quar­ters. The fire caught the build­ing so quick­ly, the shots fell, one af­ter an­oth­er, with such pre­ci­sion that the West­landers were un­able to car­ry off their mus­kets or am­mu­ni­tion, which ex­plod­ed, hurl­ing far around burn­ing brands.

			The Swedes did not sleep that night; they made prepa­ra­tions, en­trench­ments for the guns, filled bas­kets with earth, formed a camp. The sol­diers, though trained dur­ing so many years in so many bat­tles, and by na­ture valiant and en­dur­ing, did not wait for the fol­low­ing day with joy. The first day had brought de­feat.

			The can­non of the clois­ter caused such loss among the Swedes that the old­est war­riors were con­found­ed, at­tribut­ing this to care­less ap­proach to the fortress, and to go­ing too near the walls.

			But the next day, even should it bring vic­to­ry, did not prom­ise glo­ry; for what was the cap­ture of an in­con­sid­er­able fortress and a clois­ter to the con­querors of so many famed cities, a hun­dred times bet­ter for­ti­fied? The greed of rich plun­der alone up­held their will­ing­ness, but that op­pres­sive alarm with which the al­lied Pol­ish squadrons had ap­proached this great­ly renowned Yas­na Go­ra was im­part­ed in a mys­te­ri­ous way to the Swedes. Some of them trem­bled at the thought of sac­ri­lege, while oth­ers feared some­thing in­def­i­nite, which they could not ex­plain, and which was known un­der the gen­er­al name of en­chant­ment. Miller him­self be­lieved in it; why should not the sol­diers be­lieve?

			It was no­ticed that when Miller was ap­proach­ing the church of Saint Bar­bara, the horse un­der him slipped sud­den­ly, start­ed back, dis­tend­ed his nos­trils, pricked up his ears, snort­ed with fright, and re­fused to ad­vance. The old gen­er­al showed no per­son­al alarm; still the next day he as­signed that place to the Prince of Hesse, and marched him­self with the heav­ier guns to the north­ern side of the clois­ter, to­ward the vil­lage of Chen­sto­ho­va; there he made in­trench­ments dur­ing the night, so as to at­tack in the morn­ing.

			Bare­ly had light be­gun to gleam in the sky when heavy ar­tillery fir­ing be­gan; but this time the Swedish guns opened first. The en­e­my did not think of mak­ing a breach in the walls at once, so as to rush through it to storm; he want­ed on­ly to ter­ri­fy, to cov­er the church and the clois­ter with balls, to set fire, to dis­mount can­non, to kill peo­ple, to spread alarm.

			A pro­ces­sion went out again on the walls of the fortress, for noth­ing strength­ened the com­bat­ants like a view of the Holy Sacra­ment, and the monks march­ing for­ward with it calm­ly. The guns of the clois­ter an­swered—thun­der for thun­der, light­ning for light­ning, so far as the de­fend­ers were able, so far as breath held out in the breast. The very earth seemed to trem­ble in its foun­da­tions. A sea of smoke stretched over the clois­ter and the church.

			What mo­ments, what sights for men who had nev­er in their lives be­held the bloody face of war! and there were many such in the fortress. That un­bro­ken roar, light­nings, smoke, the howl­ing of balls tear­ing the air, the ter­ri­ble hiss of bombs, the clat­ter of shot on the pave­ment, the dull blows against the wall, the sound of break­ing win­dows, the ex­plo­sions of burst­ing bombs, the whistling of frag­ments of them, the break­ing and crack­ing of tim­bers; chaos, an­ni­hi­la­tion, hell!

			In those hours there was not a mo­ment of rest nor ces­sa­tion; breasts half-suf­fo­cat­ed with smoke, ev­ery mo­ment new flocks of can­non­balls; and amid the con­fu­sion shrill voic­es in var­i­ous parts of the fortress, the church, and the clois­ter, were cry­ing—

			“It is on fire! wa­ter, wa­ter!”

			“To the roof with bare­foot­ed men! more cloth!”

			“Aim the can­non high­er!—high­er!—aim at the cen­tre of the build­ings—fire!”

			About noon the work of death in­creased still more. It might seem that, if the smoke were to roll away, the Swedes would see on­ly a pile of balls and bombs in place of the clois­ter. A cloud of lime, struck from the walls by the can­non, rose up, and min­gling with the smoke, hid the light. Priests went out with relics to ex­or­cise these clouds, lest they might hin­der de­fence. The thun­ders of can­non were in­ter­rupt­ed, but were as fre­quent as the breath gulps of a pant­ing drag­on.

			Sud­den­ly on a tow­er, new­ly built af­ter a fire of the pre­vi­ous year, trum­pets be­gan to sound forth the glo­ri­ous mu­sic of a church hymn. That mu­sic flowed down through the air and was heard round about, was heard ev­ery­where, as far as the bat­ter­ies of the Swedes. The sound of the trum­pets was ac­com­pa­nied by the voic­es of peo­ple, and amidst the bel­low­ing and whistling, amidst the shouts, the rat­tle and thun­der of mus­kets, were heard the words—

			
				
					“Moth­er of God, Vir­gin,
					

					Glo­ri­fied by God Mary!”
				

			

			Here a num­ber of bombs burst; the crack­ing of rafters and beams, and then the shout: “Wa­ter!” struck the ear, and again the song flowed on in calm­ness.

			
				
					“From Thy Son the Lord
					

					Send down to us, win for us,
					

					A time of bread, a time of plen­ty.”
				

			

			Kmi­ta, who was stand­ing on the wall at the can­non, op­po­site the vil­lage of Chen­sto­ho­va, in which Miller’s quar­ters were, and whence the great­est fire came, pushed away a less ac­cu­rate can­noneer to be­gin work him­self; and worked so well that soon, though it was in No­vem­ber and the day cold, he threw off his fox-skin coat, threw off his vest, and toiled in his trousers and shirt.

			The hearts grew in peo­ple un­ac­quaint­ed with war, at sight of this sol­dier blood and bone, to whom all that was pass­ing—that bel­low­ing of can­non, those flocks of balls, that de­struc­tion and death—seemed as or­di­nary an el­e­ment as fire to a sala­man­der.

			His brow was wrin­kled, there was fire in his eyes, a flush on his cheeks, and a species of wild joy in his face. Ev­ery mo­ment he bent to the can­non, al­to­geth­er oc­cu­pied with the aim­ing, al­to­geth­er giv­en to the bat­tle, think­ing of naught else; he aimed, low­ered, raised, at last cried, “Fire!” and when Soro­ka touched the match, he ran to the open­ing and called out from time to time—

			“One by the side of the oth­er!”

			His ea­gle eyes pen­e­trat­ed through smoke and dust, and when among the build­ings he saw some­where a dense mass of caps or hel­mets, straight­way he crushed it with an ac­cu­rate shot, as if with a thun­der­bolt. At times he burst out in­to laugh­ter when he had caused greater or less de­struc­tion. The balls flew over him and at his side—he did not look at any­thing; sud­den­ly, af­ter a shot he sprang to the open­ing, fixed his eyes in the dis­tance, and cried—

			“The gun is dis­mount­ed! On­ly three pieces are play­ing there now!”

			He did not rest un­til mid­day. Sweat was pour­ing from him, his shirt was steam­ing; his face was black­ened with soot, and his eyes glit­ter­ing. Py­otr Charnyet­s­ki him­self won­dered at his aim, and said to him re­peat­ed­ly—

			“War is noth­ing new to you; that is clear at a glance. Where have you learned it so well?”

			At three o’clock in the af­ter­noon a sec­ond Swedish gun was silent, dis­mount­ed by Kmi­ta’s ac­cu­rate aim. They drew out the re­main­ing guns from the in­trench­ments about an hour lat­er. Ev­i­dent­ly the Swedes saw that the po­si­tion was un­ten­able.

			Kmi­ta drew a deep breath.

			“Rest!” said Charnyet­s­ki to him.

			“Well! I wish to eat some­thing. Soro­ka, give me what you have at hand.”

			The old sergeant be­stirred him­self quick­ly. He brought some gorail­ka in a tin cup and some dried fish. Kmi­ta be­gan to eat ea­ger­ly, rais­ing his eyes from time to time and look­ing at the bombs fly­ing over at no great dis­tance, just as if he were look­ing at crows. But still they flew in con­sid­er­able num­ber, not from Chen­sto­ho­va, but from the op­po­site side; name­ly, all those which passed over the clois­ter and the church.

			“They have poor gun­ners, they point too high,” said Pan An­drei, with­out ceas­ing to eat; “see, they all go over us, and they are aimed at us.”

			A young monk heard these words—a boy of sev­en­teen years, who had just en­tered his novi­tiate. He was the first al­ways to bring balls for load­ing, and he did not leave his place though ev­ery vein in him was trem­bling from fear, for he saw war for the first time. Kmi­ta made an in­de­scrib­able im­pres­sion on him by his calm­ness, and hear­ing his words he took refuge near him with an in­vol­un­tary move­ment as if wish­ing to seek pro­tec­tion and safe­ty un­der the wings of that strength.

			“Can they reach us from that side?” asked he.

			“Why not?” an­swered Kmi­ta. “And why, my dear broth­er, are you afraid?”

			“I thought,” an­swered the trem­bling youth, “that war was ter­ri­ble; but I did not think it was so ter­ri­ble.”

			“Not ev­ery bul­let kills, or there would not be men in the world, there would not be moth­ers enough to give birth to them.”

			“I have the great­est fear of those fiery balls, those bombs. Why do they burst with such noise? Moth­er of God, save us! and they wound peo­ple so ter­ri­bly.”

			“I will ex­plain to you, and you will dis­cov­er by ex­pe­ri­ence, young fa­ther. That ball is iron, and in­side it is load­ed with pow­der. In one place there is an open­ing rather small, in which is a fuse of pa­per or some­times of wood.”

			“Je­sus of Nazareth! is there a fuse in it?”

			“There is; and in the fuse some tow steeped in sul­phur, which catch­es fire when the gun is dis­charged. Then the ball should fall with the fuse to­ward the ground, so as to drive it in­to the mid­dle; then the fire reach­es the pow­der and the ball bursts. But many balls do not fall on the fuse; that does not mat­ter, how­ev­er, for when the fire burns to the end, the ex­plo­sion comes.”

			On a sud­den Kmi­ta stretched out his hand and cried, “See, see! you have an ex­per­i­ment.”

			“Je­sus! Mary! Joseph!” cried the young broth­er, at sight of the com­ing bomb.

			The bomb fell on the square that mo­ment, and snarling and rush­ing along be­gan to bound on the pave­ment, drag­ging be­hind a small blue smoke, turned once more, and rolling to the foot of the wall on which they were sit­ting, fell in­to a pile of wet sand, which it scat­tered high to the bat­tle­ment, and los­ing its pow­er al­to­geth­er, re­mained with­out mo­tion.

			Luck­i­ly it had fall­en with the fuse up; but the sul­phur was not quenched, for the smoke rose at once.

			“To the ground! on your faces!” fright­ened voic­es be­gan to shout. “To the ground, to the ground!”

			But Kmi­ta at the same mo­ment sprang to the pile of sand, with a light­ning move­ment of his hand caught the fuse, plucked it, pulled it out, and rais­ing his hand with the burn­ing sul­phur cried—

			“Rise up! It is just as if you had pulled the teeth out of a dog! It could not kill a fly now.”

			When he had said this, he kicked the bomb, those present grew numb at sight of this deed, which sur­passed hu­man dar­ing, and for a cer­tain time no one made bold to speak; at last Charnyet­s­ki ex­claimed—

			“You are a mad­man! If that had burst, it would have turned you in­to pow­der!”

			Pan An­drei laughed so hearti­ly that his teeth glit­tered.

			“But do we not need pow­der? You could have load­ed a gun with me, and af­ter my death I could have done harm to the Swedes.”

			“May the bul­lets strike you! Where is your fear?”

			The young monk placed his hands to­geth­er and looked with mute homage on Kmi­ta. But the deed was al­so seen by Ko­r­dot­s­ki, who was ap­proach­ing on that side. He came up, took Pan An­drei with his hands by the head, and then made the sign of the cross on him.

			“Such men as you will not sur­ren­der Yas­na Go­ra; but I for­bid ex­pos­ing a need­ful life to dan­ger. When the fir­ing is over and the en­e­my leave the field, take that bomb, pour the pow­der out of it, and bear it to the Most Holy La­dy. That gift will be dear­er to Her than those pearls and bright stones which you of­fered Her.”

			“Fa­ther,” an­swered Kmi­ta, deeply moved, “what is there great in that? For the Most Holy La­dy I would—Oh! words do not rise in my mouth—I would go to tor­ments, to death. I know not what I would not do to serve Her.”

			Tears glis­tened in the eyes of Pan An­drei, and the pri­or said—

			“Go to Her with those tears be­fore they dry. Her fa­vor will flow to thee, calm thee, com­fort thee, adorn thee with glo­ry and hon­or.”

			When he had said this he took him by the arm and led him to the church. Pan Charnyet­s­ki looked af­ter them for a time. At last he said—

			“I have seen many dar­ing men in my life, who count­ed no dan­ger to them­selves; but this Lithua­ni­an is ei­ther the D——”

			Here Charnyet­s­ki closed his mouth with his hand, so not to speak a foul name in the holy place.

		
	
		
			XLII

			The war with can­non was no bar to ne­go­ti­a­tions, which the fa­thers de­ter­mined to use at ev­ery op­por­tu­ni­ty. They wished to de­lude the en­e­my and pro­cras­ti­nate till aid came, or at least se­vere win­ter. But Miller did not cease to be­lieve that the monks wished mere­ly to ex­tort the best terms.

			In the evening, there­fore, af­ter that can­nonad­ing, he sent Colonel Kuk­li­novs­ki again with a sum­mons to sur­ren­der. The pri­or showed Kuk­li­novs­ki the safe­guard of the king, which closed his mouth at once. But Miller had a lat­er com­mand of the king to oc­cu­py Boleslav, Vyelu­nie, Kjepits, and Chen­sto­ho­va.

			“Take this or­der to them,” said he to Kuk­li­novs­ki; “for I think that they will lack means of eva­sion when it is shown them.” But he was de­ceived.

			The pri­or an­swered: “If the com­mand in­cludes Chen­sto­ho­va, let the gen­er­al oc­cu­py the place with good for­tune. He may be sure that the clois­ter will make no op­po­si­tion; but Chen­sto­ho­va is not Yas­na Go­ra, of which no men­tion is made in the or­der.”

			When Miller heard this an­swer he saw that he had to deal with diplo­mats more adroit than him­self; rea­sons were just what he lacked—and there re­mained on­ly can­non.

			A truce last­ed through the night. The Swedes worked with vig­or at mak­ing bet­ter trench­es; and on Yas­na Go­ra they looked for the dam­ages of the pre­vi­ous day, and saw with as­ton­ish­ment that there were none. Here and there roofs and rafters were bro­ken, here and there plas­ter had dropped from the walls—that was all. Of the men, none had fall­en, no one was even maimed. The pri­or, go­ing around on the walls, said with a smile to the sol­diers—

			“But see, this en­e­my with his bom­bard­ing is not so ter­ri­ble as re­port­ed. Af­ter a fes­ti­val there is of­ten more harm done. God’s care is guard­ing you; God’s hand pro­tects you; on­ly let us en­dure, and we shall see greater won­ders.”

			Sun­day came, the fes­ti­val of the of­fer­ing of the Holy La­dy. There was no hin­drance to ser­vices, since Miller was wait­ing for the fi­nal an­swer, which the monks had promised to send af­ter mid­day.

			Mind­ful mean­while of the words of Scrip­ture, how Is­rael bore the ark of God around the camp to ter­ri­fy the Philistines, they went again in pro­ces­sion with the mon­strance.

			The let­ter was sent about one o’clock, not to sur­ren­der; but to re­peat the an­swer giv­en Kuk­li­novs­ki, that the church and the clois­ter are called Yas­na Go­ra, and that the town Chen­sto­ho­va does not be­long to the clois­ter at all. “There­fore we im­plore earnest­ly his wor­thi­ness,” wrote the pri­or Ko­rdet­s­ki, “to be pleased to leave in peace our Con­gre­ga­tion and the church con­se­crat­ed to God and His Most Holy Moth­er, so that God may be hon­ored there­in dur­ing fu­ture times. In this church al­so we shall im­plore the Majesty of God for the health and suc­cess of the Most Serene King of Swe­den. Mean­while we, un­wor­thy men, while pre­fer­ring our re­quest, com­mend our­selves most earnest­ly to the kind­ly con­sid­er­a­tion of your wor­thi­ness, con­fid­ing in your good­ness, from which we prom­ise much to our­selves in the fu­ture.”

			There were present at the read­ing of the let­ter, Sadovs­ki; Count Vey­hard; Horn, gov­er­nor of Kjepit­si; De Fos­sis, a fa­mous en­gi­neer; and the Prince of Hesse, a man young and very haughty, who though sub­or­di­nate to Miller, was will­ing to show his own im­por­tance. He laughed there­fore ma­li­cious­ly, and re­peat­ed the con­clu­sion of the let­ter with em­pha­sis—

			“They prom­ise much to them­selves from your kind­ness; Gen­er­al, that is a hint for a con­tri­bu­tion. I put one ques­tion, gen­tle­men: Are the monks bet­ter beg­gars or bet­ter gun­ners?”

			“True,” said Horn, “dur­ing these first days we have lost so many men that a good bat­tle would not have tak­en more.”

			“As for me,” con­tin­ued the Prince of Hesse, “I do not want mon­ey; I am not seek­ing for glo­ry, and I shall freeze off my feet in these huts. What a pity that we did not go to Prus­sia, a rich coun­try, pleas­ant, one town ex­celling an­oth­er.”

			Miller, who act­ed quick­ly but thought slow­ly, now first un­der­stood the sense of the let­ter; he grew pur­ple and said—

			“The monks are jeer­ing at us, gra­cious gen­tle­men.”

			“They had not the in­ten­tion of do­ing so, but it comes out all the same,” an­swered Horn.

			“To the trench­es, then! Yes­ter­day the fire was weak, the balls few.”

			The or­ders giv­en flew swift­ly from end to end of the Swedish line. The trench­es were cov­ered with blue clouds; the clois­ter an­swered quick­ly with all its en­er­gy. But this time the Swedish guns were bet­ter plant­ed, and be­gan to cause greater dam­age. Bombs, load­ed with pow­der, were scat­tered, each draw­ing be­hind it a curl of flame. Light­ed torch­es were hurled too, and rolls of hemp steeped in rosin.

			As some­times flocks of pass­ing cranes, tired from long fly­ing, be­siege a high cliff, so swarms of these fiery mes­sen­gers fell on the sum­mit of the church and on the wood­en roofs of the build­ings. Whoso was not tak­ing part in the strug­gle, was near a can­non, was sit­ting on a roof. Some dipped wa­ter from wells, oth­ers drew up the buck­ets with ropes, while third par­ties put out fire with wet cloths. Balls crash­ing rafters and beams fell in­to gar­rets, and soon smoke and the odor of burn­ing filled all the in­te­ri­or of build­ings. But in gar­rets, too, de­fend­ers were watch­ing with buck­ets of wa­ter. The heav­i­est bombs burst even through ceil­ings. In spite of ef­forts more than hu­man, in spite of wake­ful­ness, it seemed that, ear­ly or late, flames would em­brace the whole clois­ter. Torch­es and bun­dles of hemp pushed with hooks from the roofs formed burn­ing piles at the foot of the walls. Win­dows were burst­ing from heat, and wom­en and chil­dren con­fined in rooms were sti­fling from smoke and ex­ha­la­tions. Hard­ly were some mis­siles ex­tin­guished, hard­ly was the wa­ter flow­ing in bro­ken places, when there came new flocks of burn­ing balls, flam­ing cloths, sparks, liv­ing fire. The whole clois­ter was seized with it. You would have said that heav­en had opened on the place, and that a show­er of thun­ders was fall­ing; still it burned, but was not con­sumed; it was flam­ing, but did not fall in­to frag­ments; what was more, the be­sieged be­gan to sing like those youths in the fiery fur­nace; for, as the day pre­vi­ous, a song was now heard from the tow­er, ac­com­pa­nied by trum­pets. To the men stand­ing on the walls and work­ing at the guns, who at each mo­ment might think that all was blaz­ing and fall­ing to ru­ins be­hind their shoul­ders, that song was like heal­ing bal­sam, an­nounc­ing con­tin­u­al­ly that the church was stand­ing, that the clois­ter was stand­ing, that so far flames had not van­quished the ef­forts of men. Hence it be­came a cus­tom to sweet­en with such har­mo­ny the suf­fer­ing of the siege, and to keep re­moved from the ears of wom­en the ter­ri­ble shouts of rag­ing sol­diery.

			But in the Swedish camp that singing and mu­sic made no small im­pres­sion. The sol­diers in the trench­es heard it at first with won­der, then with su­per­sti­tious dread.

			“How is it,” said they to one an­oth­er, “we have cast so much fire and iron at that hen­house that more than one pow­er­ful fortress would have flown away in smoke and ash­es, but they are play­ing joy­ous­ly? What does this mean?”

			“En­chant­ment!” said oth­ers.

			“Balls do not harm those walls. Bombs roll down from the roofs as if they were emp­ty kegs! En­chant­ment, en­chant­ment!” re­peat­ed they. “Noth­ing good will meet us in this place.”

			The of­fi­cers in fact were ready to as­cribe some mys­te­ri­ous mean­ing to those sounds. But oth­ers in­ter­pret­ed dif­fer­ent­ly, and Sadovs­ki said aloud, so that Miller might hear: “They must feel well there, since they re­joice; or are they glad be­cause we have spent so much pow­der for noth­ing?”

			“Of which we have not too much,” added the Prince of Hesse.

			“But we have as lead­er Po­liorcetes,” said Sadovs­ki, in such a tone that it could not be un­der­stood whether he was ridi­cul­ing or flat­ter­ing Miller. But the lat­ter ev­i­dent­ly took it as ridicule, for he bit his mus­tache.

			“We shall see whether they will be play­ing an hour lat­er,” said he, turn­ing to his staff.

			Miller gave or­ders to dou­ble the fire, but these or­ders were car­ried out over-zeal­ous­ly. In their hur­ry, the gun­ners point­ed the can­nons too high, and the re­sult was they car­ried too far. Some of the balls, soar­ing above the church and the clois­ter, went to the Swedish trench­es on the op­po­site side, smash­ing tim­ber works, scat­ter­ing bas­kets, killing men.

			An hour passed; then a sec­ond. From the church tow­er came solemn mu­sic un­bro­ken.

			Miller stood with his glass turned on Chen­sto­ho­va. He looked a long time. Those present no­ticed that the hand with which he held the glass to his eyes trem­bled more and more; at last he turned and cried—

			“The shots do not in­jure the church one whit!” And anger, un­re­strained, mad, seized the old war­rior. He hurled the glass to the earth, and it broke in­to pieces. “I shall go wild from this mu­sic!” roared he.

			At that mo­ment De Fos­sis, the en­gi­neer, gal­loped up. “Gen­er­al,” said he, “it is im­pos­si­ble to make a mine. Un­der a lay­er of earth lies rock. There min­ers are need­ed.”

			Miller used an oath. But he had not fin­ished the im­pre­ca­tion when an­oth­er of­fi­cer came with a rush from the Chen­sto­ho­va en­trench­ment, and salut­ing, said—

			“Our largest gun has burst. Shall we bring oth­ers from Lgo­ta?”

			Fire had slack­ened some­what; the mu­sic was heard with more and more solem­ni­ty. Miller rode off to his quar­ters with­out say­ing a word. But he gave no or­ders to slack­en the strug­gle; he de­ter­mined to wor­ry the be­sieged. They had in the fortress bare­ly two hun­dred men as gar­ri­son; he had con­tin­u­al re­lays of fresh sol­diers.

			Night came, the guns thun­dered un­ceas­ing­ly; but the clois­ter guns an­swered ac­tive­ly—more ac­tive­ly in­deed than dur­ing the day, for the Swedish camp­fires showed them ready work. More than once it hap­pened that sol­diers had bare­ly sat around the fire and the ket­tle hang­ing over it, when a ball from the clois­ter flew to them out of the dark­ness, like an an­gel of death. The fire was scat­tered to splin­ters and sparks, the sol­diers ran apart with un­earth­ly cries, and ei­ther sought refuge with oth­er com­rades, or wan­dered through the night, chilled, hun­gry, and fright­ened.

			About mid­night the fire from the clois­ter in­creased to such force that with­in reach of a can­non not a stick could be kin­dled. The be­sieged seemed to speak in the lan­guage of can­nons the fol­low­ing words: “You wish to wear us out—try it! We chal­lenge you!”

			One o’clock struck, and two. A fine rain be­gan to fall in the form of cold mist, but pierc­ing, and in places thick­ened as if in­to pil­lars, col­umns and bridges seem­ing red from the light of the fire. Through these fan­tas­tic ar­cades and pil­lars were seen at times the threat­en­ing out­lines of the clois­ter, which changed be­fore the eye; at one time it seemed high­er than usu­al, then again it fell away as if in an abyss. From the trench­es to its walls stretched as it were ill-omened arch­es and cor­ri­dors formed of dark­ness and mist, and through those cor­ri­dors flew balls bear­ing death; at times all the air above the clois­ter seemed clear as if il­lu­mined by a light­ning flash; the walls, the lofty works, and the tow­ers were all out­lined in bright­ness, then again they were quenched. The sol­diers looked be­fore them with su­per­sti­tious and gloomy dread. Time af­ter time one pushed an­oth­er and whis­pered—

			“Hast seen it? This clois­ter ap­pears and van­ish­es in turn. That is a pow­er not hu­man.”

			“I saw some­thing bet­ter than that,” an­swered the oth­er. “We were aim­ing with that gun that burst, when in a mo­ment the whole fortress be­gan to jump and quiver, as if some­one were rais­ing and low­er­ing it. Fire at such a fortress; hit it!”

			The sol­dier then threw aside the can­non brush, and af­ter a while added—

			“We can win noth­ing here! We shall nev­er smell their trea­sures. Brr, it is cold! Have you the tar-buck­et there? Set fire to it; we can even warm our hands.”

			One of the sol­diers start­ed to light the tar by means of a sul­phured thread. He ig­nit­ed the sul­phur first, then be­gan to let it down slow­ly.

			“Put out that light!” sound­ed the voice of an of­fi­cer. But al­most the same in­stant was heard the noise of a ball; then a short cry, and the light was put out.

			The night brought the Swedes heavy loss­es. A mul­ti­tude of men per­ished at the camp­fires; in places reg­i­ments fell in­to such dis­or­der that they could not form line be­fore morn­ing. The be­sieged, as if wish­ing to show that they need­ed no sleep, fired with in­creas­ing ra­pid­i­ty.

			The dawn light­ed tired faces on the walls, pale, sleep­less, but en­livened by fever­ish­ness. Ko­rdet­s­ki had lain in the form of a cross in the church all night; with day­light he ap­peared on the walls, and his pleas­ant voice was heard at the can­non, in the cur­tains, and near the gates.

			“God is form­ing the day, my chil­dren,” said he. “Blessed be His light. There is no dam­age in the church, none in the build­ings. The fire is put out, no one has lost his life. Pan Mosin­s­ki, a fiery ball fell un­der the cra­dle of your lit­tle child, and was quenched, caus­ing no harm. Give thanks to the Most Holy La­dy; re­pay her.”

			“May Her name be blessed,” said Mosin­s­ki; “I serve as I can.”

			The pri­or went far­ther.

			It had be­come bright day when he stood near Charnyet­s­ki and Kmi­ta. He did not see Kmi­ta; for he had crawled to the oth­er side to ex­am­ine the wood­work, which a Swedish ball had harmed some­what. The pri­or asked straight­way—

			“But where is Babinich? Is he not sleep­ing?”

			“I, sleep in such a night as this!” an­swered Pan An­drei, climb­ing up on the wall. “I should have no con­science. Bet­ter watch as an or­der­ly of the Most Holy La­dy.”

			“Bet­ter, bet­ter, faith­ful ser­vant!” an­swered Ko­rdet­s­ki.

			Pan An­drei saw at that mo­ment a faint Swedish light gleam­ing, and im­me­di­ate­ly he cried—

			“Fire, there, fire! Aim! high­er! at the dog-broth­ers!”

			Ko­rdet­s­ki smiled, see­ing such zeal, and re­turned to the clois­ter to send to the wea­ried men a drink made of beer with pieces of cheese bro­ken in it.

			Half an hour lat­er ap­peared wom­en, priests, and old men of the church, bring­ing steam­ing pots and jugs. The sol­diers seized these with alacrity, and soon was heard along all the walls ea­ger drink­ing. They praised the drink, say­ing—

			“We are not for­got­ten in the ser­vice of the Most Holy La­dy. We have good food.”

			“It is worse for the Swedes,” added oth­ers. “It was hard for them to cook food the past night; it will be worse the night com­ing.”

			“They have enough, the dog-faiths. They will sure­ly give them­selves and us rest dur­ing the day. Their poor guns must be hoarse by this time from roar­ing con­tin­u­al­ly.”

			But the sol­diers were mis­tak­en, for the day was not to bring rest. When, in the morn­ing, of­fi­cers com­ing with the re­ports in­formed Miller that the re­sult of the night’s can­nonad­ing was noth­ing, that in fact the night had brought the Swedes a con­sid­er­able loss in men, the gen­er­al was stub­born and gave com­mand to con­tin­ue can­nonad­ing. “They will grow tired at last,” said he to the Prince of Hesse.

			“This is an im­mense out­lay of pow­der,” an­swered that of­fi­cer.

			“But they burn pow­der too?”

			“They must have end­less sup­plies of salt­pe­tre and sul­phur, and we shall give them char­coal our­selves, if we are able to burn even one booth. In the night I went near the walls, and in spite of the thun­der, I heard a mill clear­ly, that must be a pow­der-mill.”

			“I will give or­ders to can­non­ade as fierce­ly as yes­ter­day, till sun­set. We will rest for the night. We shall see if an em­bassy does not come out.”

			“Your wor­thi­ness knows that they have sent one to Wit­tem­berg?”

			“I know; I will send too for the largest can­nons. If it is im­pos­si­ble to fright­en the monks or to raise a fire in­side the fortress, we must make a breach.”

			“I hope, your wor­thi­ness, that the field-mar­shal will ap­prove the siege.”

			“The field-mar­shal knows of my in­ten­tion, and he has said noth­ing,” replied Miller, dry­ly. “If fail­ure pur­sues me still far­ther, the field-mar­shal will give cen­sure in­stead of ap­proval, and will not fail to lay all the blame at my door. The king will say he is right—I know that. I have suf­fered not a lit­tle from the field-mar­shal’s sullen hu­mor, just as if ’tis my fault that he, as the Ital­ians state, is con­sumed by mal francese.”

			“That they will throw the blame on you I doubt not, es­pe­cial­ly when it ap­pears that Sadovich is right.”

			“How right? Sadovich speaks for those monks as if he were hired by them. What does he say?”

			“He says that these shots will be heard through the whole coun­try, from the Carpathi­ans to the Baltic.”

			“Let the king com­mand in such case to tear the skin from Count Vey­hard and send it as an of­fer­ing to the clois­ter; for he it is who in­sti­gat­ed to this siege.”

			Here Miller seized his head.

			“But it is nec­es­sary to fin­ish at a blow. It seems to me, some­thing tells me, that in the night they will send some­one to ne­go­ti­ate; mean­while fire af­ter fire!”

			The day passed then as the day pre­vi­ous, full of thun­der, smoke, and flames. Many such were to pass yet over Yas­na Go­ra. But the de­fend­ers quenched the con­fla­gra­tions and can­non­ad­ed no less brave­ly. One half the sol­diers went to rest, the oth­er half were on the walls at the guns.

			The peo­ple be­gan to grow ac­cus­tomed to the un­bro­ken roar, es­pe­cial­ly when con­vinced that no great dam­age was done. Faith strength­ened the less ex­pe­ri­enced; but among them were old sol­diers, ac­quaint­ed with war, who per­formed their ser­vice as a trade. These gave com­fort to the vil­lagers.

			Soro­ka ac­quired much con­sid­er­a­tion among them; for, hav­ing spent a great part of his life in war, he was as in­dif­fer­ent to its up­roar as an old innkeep­er to the shouts of carousers. In the evening when the guns had grown silent he told his com­rades of the siege of Zbaraj. He had not been there in per­son, but he knew of it minute­ly from sol­diers who had gone through that siege and had told him.

			“There rolled on Cos­sacks, Tar­tars, and Turks, so many that there were more un­der-cooks there than all the Swedes that are here. And still our peo­ple did not yield to them. Be­sides, evil spir­its have no pow­er here; but there it was on­ly Fri­day, Sat­ur­day, and Sun­day that the dev­ils did not help the ruf­fi­ans; the rest of the time they ter­ri­fied our peo­ple whole nights. They sent Death to the breast­works to ap­pear to the sol­diers and take from them courage for bat­tle. I know this from a man who saw Death him­self.”

			“Did he see her?” asked with cu­rios­i­ty peas­ants gath­er­ing around the sergeant.

			“With his own eyes. He was go­ing from dig­ging a well; for wa­ter was lack­ing, and what was in the ponds smelt bad­ly. He was go­ing, go­ing, till he saw walk­ing in front of him some kind of fig­ure in a black man­tle.”

			“In a black, not in a white one?”

			“In black; in war Death dress­es in black. It was grow­ing dark, the sol­dier came up. ‘Who is here?’ in­quired he—no an­swer. Then he pulled the man­tle, looked, and saw a skele­ton. ‘But what art thou here for?’ asked the sol­dier. ‘I am Death,’ was the an­swer; ‘and I am com­ing for thee in a week.’ The sol­dier thought that was bad. ‘Why,’ asked he, ‘in a week, and not soon­er? Art thou not free to come soon­er?’ The oth­er said: ‘I can do noth­ing be­fore a week, for such is the or­der.’

			“The sol­dier thought to him­self: ‘That is hard; but if she can do noth­ing to me now, I’ll pay her what I owe.’ Wind­ing Death up in the man­tle, he be­gan to beat her bones on the peb­bles; but she cried and begged: ‘I’ll come in two weeks!’ ‘Im­pos­si­ble.’ ‘In three, four, ten, when the siege is over; a year, two, fif­teen—’ ‘Im­pos­si­ble.’ ‘I’ll come in fifty years.’ The sol­dier was pleased, for he was then fifty, and thought: ‘A hun­dred years is enough; I’ll let her go.’ The man is liv­ing this minute, and well; he goes to a bat­tle as to a dance, for what does he care?”

			“But if he had been fright­ened, it would have been all over with him?”

			“The worst is to fear Death,” said Soro­ka, with im­por­tance. “This sol­dier did good to oth­ers too; for af­ter he had beat­en Death, he hurt her so that she was faint­ing for three days, and dur­ing that time no one fell in camp, though sor­ties were made.”

			“But we nev­er go out at night against the Swedes.”

			“We haven’t the head for it,” an­swered Soro­ka.

			The last ques­tion and an­swer were heard by Kmi­ta, who was stand­ing not far away, and he struck his head. Then he looked at the Swedish trench­es. It was al­ready night. At the trench­es for an hour past deep si­lence had reigned. The wea­ried sol­diers were seem­ing­ly sleep­ing at the guns.

			At two can­non-shots’ dis­tance gleamed a num­ber of fires; but at the trench­es them­selves was thick dark­ness.

			“That will not en­ter their heads, nor the sus­pi­cion of it, and they can­not sup­pose it,” whis­pered Kmi­ta to him­self.

			He went straight to Charnyet­s­ki, who, sit­ting at the gun-car­riage, was read­ing his rosary, and strik­ing one foot against the oth­er, for both feet were cold.

			“Cold,” said he, see­ing Kmi­ta; “and my head is heavy from the thun­der of two days and one night. In my ears there is con­tin­u­al ring­ing.”

			“In whose head would it not ring from such up­roars? But to­day we shall rest. They have gone to sleep for good. It would be pos­si­ble to sur­prise them like a bear in a den; I know not whether guns would rouse them.”

			“Oh,” said Charnyet­s­ki, rais­ing his head, “of what are you think­ing?”

			“I am think­ing of Zbaraj, how the be­sieged in­flict­ed with sor­ties more than one great de­feat on the ruf­fi­ans.”

			“You are think­ing of blood, like a wolf in the night.”

			“By the liv­ing God and his wounds, let us make a sor­tie! We will cut down men, spike guns! They ex­pect no at­tack.”

			Charnyet­s­ki sprang to his feet.

			“And in the morn­ing they will go wild. They imag­ine, per­haps, that they have fright­ened us enough and we are think­ing of sur­ren­der; they will get their an­swer. As I love God, ’tis a splen­did idea, a re­al knight­ly deed! That should have come to my head too. But it is need­ful to tell all to Ko­rdet­s­ki, for he is com­man­der.”

			They went.

			Ko­rdet­s­ki was tak­ing coun­sel in the cham­ber with Zamoys­ki. When he heard steps, he raised his voice and push­ing a can­dle to one side, in­quired—

			“Who is com­ing? Is there any­thing new?”

			“It is I, Charnyet­s­ki,” replied Pan Py­otr, “with me is Babinich; nei­ther of us can sleep. We have a ter­ri­ble odor of the Swedes. This Babinich, fa­ther, has a rest­less head and can­not stay in one place. He is bor­ing me, bor­ing; for he wants ter­ri­bly to go to the Swedes be­yond the walls to ask them if they will fire to­mor­row al­so, or give us and them­selves time to breathe.”

			“How is that?” in­quired the pri­or, not con­ceal­ing his as­ton­ish­ment “Babinich wants to make a sor­tie from the fortress?”

			“In com­pa­ny, in com­pa­ny,” an­swered Charnyet­s­ki, hur­ried­ly, “with me and some oth­ers. They, it seems, are sleep­ing like dead men at the trench­es; there is no fire vis­i­ble, no sen­tries to be seen. They trust over much in our weak­ness.”

			“We will spike the guns,” said Kmi­ta.

			“Give that Babinich this way!” ex­claimed Zamoys­ki; “let me em­brace him! The sting is itch­ing, O hor­net! thou wouldst glad­ly sting even at night. This is a great un­der­tak­ing, which may have the finest re­sults. God gave us on­ly one Lithua­ni­an, but that one an en­raged and bit­ing beast. I ap­plaud the de­sign; no one here will find fault with it. I am ready to go my­self.”

			Ko­rdet­s­ki at first was alarmed, for he feared blood­shed, es­pe­cial­ly when his own life was not ex­posed; af­ter he had ex­am­ined the idea more close­ly, he rec­og­nized it as wor­thy of the de­fend­ers.

			“Let me pray,” said he. And kneel­ing be­fore the im­age of the Moth­er of God, he prayed a while, with out­spread arms, and then rose with serene face.

			“Pray you as well,” said he; “and then go.”

			A quar­ter of an hour lat­er the four went out and re­paired to the walls. The trench­es in the dis­tance were sleep­ing. The night was very dark.

			“How many men will you take?” asked Ko­rdet­s­ki of Kmi­ta.

			“I?” an­swered Pan An­drei, in sur­prise. “I am not lead­er, and I do not know the place so well as Pan Charnyet­s­ki. I will go with my sabre, but let Charnyet­s­ki lead the men, and me with the oth­ers; I on­ly wish to have my Soro­ka go, for he can hew ter­ri­bly.”

			This an­swer pleased both Charnyet­s­ki and the pri­or, for they saw in it clear proof of sub­mis­sion. They set about the af­fair briskly. Men were se­lect­ed, the great­est si­lence was en­joined, and they be­gan to re­move the beams, stones, and brick from the pas­sage in the wall.

			This la­bor last­ed about an hour. At length the open­ing was ready, and the men be­gan to dive in­to the nar­row jaws. They had sabres, pis­tols, guns, and some, name­ly peas­ants, had scythes with points down­ward—a weapon with which they were best ac­quaint­ed.

			When out­side the wall they or­ga­nized; Charnyet­s­ki stood at the head of the par­ty, Kmi­ta at the flank; and they moved along the ditch silent­ly, re­strain­ing the breath in their breasts, like wolves steal­ing up to a sheep­fold.

			Still, at times a scythe struck a scythe, at times a stone grit­ted un­der a foot, and by those nois­es it was pos­si­ble to know that they were push­ing for­ward un­ceas­ing­ly. When they had come down to the plain, Charnyet­s­ki halt­ed, and, not far from the en­e­my’s trench­es, left some of his men, un­der com­mand of Yanich, a Hun­gar­i­an, an old, ex­pe­ri­enced sol­dier; these men he com­mand­ed to lie on the ground. Charnyet­s­ki him­self ad­vanced some­what to the right, and hav­ing now un­der foot soft earth which gave out no echo, be­gan to lead for­ward his par­ty more swift­ly. His plan was to pass around the in­trench­ment, strike on the sleep­ing Swedes from the rear, and push them to­ward the clois­ter against Yanich’s men. This idea was sug­gest­ed by Kmi­ta, who now march­ing near him with sabre in hand, whis­pered—

			“The in­trench­ment is ex­tend­ed in such fash­ion that be­tween it and the main camp there is open ground. Sen­tries, if there are any, are be­fore the trench­es and not on this side of it, so that we can go be­hind freely, and at­tack them on the side from which they least ex­pect at­tack.”

			“That is well,” said Charnyet­s­ki; “not a foot of those men should es­cape.”

			“If any­one speaks when we en­ter,” con­tin­ued Pan An­drei, “let me an­swer; I can speak Ger­man as well as Pol­ish; they will think that some­one is com­ing from Miller, from the camp.”

			“If on­ly there are no sen­tries be­hind the in­trench­ments.”

			“Even if there are, we shall spring on in a mo­ment; be­fore they can un­der­stand who and what, we shall have them down.”

			“It is time to turn, the end of the trench can be seen,” said Charnyet­s­ki; and turn­ing he called soft­ly, “To the right, to the right!”

			The silent line be­gan to bend. That mo­ment the moon light­ed a bank of clouds some­what, and it grew clear­er. The ad­vanc­ing men saw an emp­ty space in the rear of the trench.

			As Kmi­ta had fore­seen, there were no sen­tries what­ev­er on that space; for why should the Swedes sta­tion sen­tries be­tween their trench­es and their own army, sta­tioned in the rear of the trench­es. The most sharp-sight­ed lead­er could not sus­pect dan­ger from that side.

			At that mo­ment Charnyet­s­ki said in the low­est whis­per; “Tents are now vis­i­ble. And in two of them are lights. Peo­ple are still awake there—sure­ly of­fi­cers. En­trance from the rear must be easy.”

			“Ev­i­dent­ly,” an­swered Kmi­ta. “Over that road they draw can­non, and by it troops en­ter. The bank is al­ready at hand. Have a care now that arms do not clat­ter.”

			They had reached the el­e­va­tion raised care­ful­ly with earth dug from so many trench­es. A whole line of wag­ons was stand­ing there, in which pow­der and balls had been brought.

			But at the wag­ons, no man was watch­ing; pass­ing them, there­fore, they be­gan to climb the em­bank­ment with­out trou­ble, as they had just­ly fore­seen, for it was grad­u­al and well raised.

			In this man­ner they went right to the tents, and with drawn weapons stood straight in front of them. In two of the tents lights were ac­tu­al­ly burn­ing; there­fore Kmi­ta said to Charnyet­s­ki—

			“I will go in ad­vance to those who are not sleep­ing. Wait for my pis­tol, and then on the en­e­my!” When he had said this, he went for­ward.

			The suc­cess of the sor­tie was al­ready as­sured; there­fore he did not try to go in very great si­lence. He passed a few tents buried in dark­ness; no one woke, no one in­quired, “Who is there?”

			The sol­diers of Yas­na Go­ra heard the squeak of his dar­ing steps and the beat­ing of their own hearts. He reached the light­ed tent, raised the cur­tain and en­tered, halt­ed at the en­trance with pis­tol in hand and sabre down on its strap.

			He halt­ed be­cause the light daz­zled him some­what, for on the camp ta­ble stood a can­dle­stick with six arms, in which bright lights were burn­ing.

			At the ta­ble were sit­ting three of­fi­cers, bent over plans. One of them, sit­ting in the mid­dle, was por­ing over these plans so in­tent­ly that his long hair lay on the white pa­per. See­ing some­one en­ter, he raised his head, and asked in a calm voice—

			“Who is there?”

			“A sol­dier,” an­swered Kmi­ta.

			That mo­ment the two oth­er of­fi­cers turned their eyes to­ward the en­trance.

			“What sol­dier, where from?” asked the first, who was De Fos­sis, the of­fi­cer who chiefly di­rect­ed the siege.

			“From the clois­ter,” an­swered Kmi­ta. But there was some­thing ter­ri­ble in his voice.

			De Fos­sis rose quick­ly and shad­ed his eyes with his hand. Kmi­ta was stand­ing erect and mo­tion­less as an ap­pari­tion; on­ly the threat­en­ing face, like the head of a preda­to­ry bird, an­nounced sud­den dan­ger.

			Still the thought, quick as light­ning, rushed through the head of De Fos­sis, that he might be a de­sert­er from Yas­na Go­ra; there­fore he asked again, but ex­cit­ed­ly—

			“What do you want?”

			“I want this!” cried Kmi­ta; and he fired from a pis­tol in­to the very breast of De Fos­sis.

			With that a ter­ri­ble shout and a sal­vo of shots was heard on the trench. De Fos­sis fell as falls a pine-tree struck by light­ning; an­oth­er of­fi­cer rushed at Kmi­ta with his sword, but the lat­ter slashed him be­tween the eyes with his sabre, which grit­ted on the bone; the third of­fi­cer threw him­self on the ground, wish­ing to slip out un­der the side of the tent, but Kmi­ta sprang at him, put his foot on his shoul­der, and nailed him to the earth with a thrust.

			By this time the si­lence of night had turned in­to the day of judg­ment. Wild shouts: “Slay, kill!” were min­gled with howls and shrill calls of Swedish sol­diers for aid. Men be­wil­dered from ter­ror rushed out of the tents, not know­ing whith­er to turn, in what di­rec­tion to flee. Some, with­out not­ing at once whence the at­tack came, ran straight to the en­e­my, and per­ished un­der sabres, scythes, and ax­es, be­fore they had time to cry “Quar­ter!” Some in the dark­ness stabbed their own com­rades; oth­ers un­armed, half-dressed, with­out caps, with hands raised up­ward, stood mo­tion­less on one spot; some at last dropped on the earth among the over­turned tents. A small hand­ful wished to de­fend them­selves; but a blind­ed throng bore them away, threw them down, and tram­pled them.

			Groans of the dy­ing and heartrend­ing prayers for quar­ter in­creased the con­fu­sion.

			When at last it grew clear from the cries that the at­tack had come, not from the side of the clois­ter, but from the rear, just from the di­rec­tion of the Swedish army, then re­al des­per­a­tion seized the at­tacked. They judged ev­i­dent­ly that some squadrons, al­lies of the clois­ter, had struck on them sud­den­ly.

			Crowds of in­fantry be­gan to spring out of the in­trench­ment and run to­ward the clois­ter, as if they wished to find refuge with­in its walls. But soon new shouts showed that they had come up­on the par­ty of the Hun­gar­i­an, Yanich, who fin­ished them un­der the very fortress.

			Mean­while the clois­ter-men, slash­ing, thrust­ing, tram­pling, ad­vanced to­ward the can­nons. Men with spikes ready, rushed at them im­me­di­ate­ly; but oth­ers con­tin­ued the work of death. Peas­ants, who would not have stood be­fore trained sol­diers in the open field, rushed now a hand­ful at a crowd.

			Valiant Colonel Horn, gov­er­nor of Kjepit­si, en­deav­ored to ral­ly the flee­ing sol­diers; spring­ing in­to a cor­ner of the trench, he shout­ed in the dark­ness and waved his sword. The Swedes rec­og­nized him and be­gan at once to as­sem­ble; but in their tracks and with them rushed the at­tack­ers, whom it was dif­fi­cult to dis­tin­guish in the dark­ness.

			At once was heard a ter­ri­ble whis­tle of scythes, and the voice of Horn ceased in a mo­ment. The crowd of sol­diers scat­tered as if driv­en apart by a bomb. Kmi­ta and Charnyet­s­ki rushed af­ter them with a few peo­ple, and cut them to pieces.

			The trench was tak­en.

			In the main camp of the Swedes trum­pets sound­ed the alarm. Straight­way the guns of Yas­na Go­ra gave an­swer, and fiery balls be­gan to fly from the clois­ter to light up the way for the home­com­ing men. They came pant­ing, bloody, like wolves who had made a slaugh­ter in a sheep­fold; they were re­treat­ing be­fore the ap­proach­ing sound of mus­ke­teers. Charnyet­s­ki led the van, Kmi­ta brought up the rear.

			In half an hour they reached the par­ty left with Yanich; but he did not an­swer their call; he alone had paid for the sor­tie with his life, for when he rushed af­ter some of­fi­cer, his own sol­diers shot him.

			The par­ty en­tered the clois­ter amid the thun­der of can­non and the gleam of flames. At the en­trance the pri­or was wait­ing, and he count­ed them in or­der as the heads were pushed in through the open­ing. No one was miss­ing save Yanich.

			Two men went out for him at once, and half an hour lat­er they brought his body; for Ko­rdet­s­ki wished to hon­or him with a fit­ting buri­al.

			But the qui­et of night, once bro­ken, did not re­turn till white day. From the walls can­non were play­ing; in the Swedish po­si­tions the great­est con­fu­sion con­tin­ued. The en­e­my not know­ing well their own loss­es, not know­ing whence the ag­gres­sor might come, fled from the trench­es near­est the clois­ter. Whole reg­i­ments wan­dered in de­spair­ing dis­or­der till morn­ing, mis­tak­ing fre­quent­ly their own for the en­e­my, and fir­ing at one an­oth­er. Even in the main camp were sol­diers and of­fi­cers who aban­doned their tents and re­mained un­der the open sky, await­ing the end of that ghast­ly night. Alarm­ing news flew from mouth to mouth. Some said that suc­cor had come to the fortress, oth­ers as­sert­ed that all the near­er in­trench­ments were cap­tured.

			Miller, Sadovs­ki, the Prince of Hesse, Count Vey­hard, and oth­er su­pe­ri­or of­fi­cers, made su­per­hu­man ex­er­tions to bring the ter­ri­fied reg­i­ments to or­der. At the same time the can­non­ade of the clois­ter was an­swered by balls of fire, to scat­ter the dark­ness and en­able fugi­tives to as­sem­ble. One of the balls struck the roof of the chapel, but strik­ing on­ly the edge of it, re­turned with rat­tling and crack­ling to­ward the camp, cast­ing a flood of flame through the air.

			At last the night of tu­mult was end­ed. The clois­ter and the Swedish camp be­came still. Morn­ing had be­gun to whiten the sum­mits of the church, the roofs took on grad­u­al­ly a rud­dy light, and day came.

			In that hour Miller, at the head of his staff, rode to the cap­tured trench. They could, it is true, see him from the clois­ter and open fire; but the old gen­er­al cared not for that. He wished to see with his own eyes all the in­jury, and count the slain. The staff fol­lowed him; all were dis­turbed—they had sor­row and se­ri­ous­ness in their faces. When they reached the in­trench­ment, they dis­mount­ed and be­gan to as­cend. Traces of the strug­gle were vis­i­ble ev­ery­where; low­er down than the guns were the over­thrown tents; some were still open, emp­ty, silent. There were piles of bod­ies, es­pe­cial­ly among the tents; half-naked corpses, man­gled, with star­ing eyes, and with ter­ror stiff­ened in their dead eye­balls, pre­sent­ed a dread­ful sight. Ev­i­dent­ly all these men had been sur­prised in deep sleep; some of them were bare­foot; it was a rare one who grasped his rapi­er in his dead hand; al­most no one wore a hel­met or a cap. Some were ly­ing in tents, es­pe­cial­ly at the side of the en­trance; these, it was ap­par­ent, had bare­ly suc­ceed­ed in wak­ing; oth­ers, at the sides of tents, were caught by death at the mo­ment when they were seek­ing safe­ty in flight. Ev­ery­where there were many bod­ies, and in places such piles that it might be thought some cat­a­clysm of na­ture had killed those sol­diers; but the deep wounds in their faces and breasts, some faces black­ened by shots, so near that all the pow­der had not been burned, tes­ti­fied but too plain­ly that the hand of man had caused the de­struc­tion.

			Miller went high­er, to the guns; they were stand­ing dumb, spiked, no more ter­ri­ble now than logs of wood; across one of them lay hang­ing on both sides the body of a gun­ner, al­most cut in two by the ter­ri­ble sweep of a scythe. Blood had flowed over the car­riage and formed a broad pool be­neath it. Miller ob­served ev­ery­thing minute­ly, in si­lence and with frown­ing brow. No of­fi­cer dared break that si­lence. For how could they bring con­so­la­tion to that aged gen­er­al, who had been beat­en like a novice through his own want of care? That was not on­ly de­feat, but shame; for the gen­er­al him­self had called that fortress a hen­house, and promised to crush it be­tween his fin­gers, for he had nine thou­sand sol­diers, and there were two hun­dred men in the gar­ri­son; fi­nal­ly, that gen­er­al was a sol­dier, blood and bone, and against him were monks.

			That day had a griev­ous be­gin­ning for Miller.

			Now the in­fantry came up and be­gan to car­ry out bod­ies. Four of them, bear­ing on a stretch­er a corpse, stopped be­fore the gen­er­al with­out be­ing or­dered.

			Miller looked at the stretch­er and closed his eyes.

			“De Fos­sis,” said he, in a hol­low voice.

			Scarce­ly had they gone aside when oth­ers came, this time Sadovs­ki moved to­ward them and called from a dis­tance, turn­ing to the staff—

			“They are car­ry­ing Horn!”

			But Horn was alive yet, and had be­fore him long days of atro­cious suf­fer­ing. A peas­ant had cut him with the very point of a scythe; but the blow was so fear­ful that it opened the whole frame­work of his breast. Still the wound­ed man re­tained his pres­ence of mind. See­ing Miller and the staff, he smiled, wished to say some­thing, but in­stead of a sound there came through his lips mere­ly rose-col­ored froth; then he be­gan to blink, and faint­ed.

			“Car­ry him to my tent,” said Miller, “and let my doc­tor at­tend to him im­me­di­ate­ly.”

			Then the of­fi­cers heard him say to him­self—

			“Horn, Horn—I saw him last night in a dream—just in the evening. A ter­ri­ble thing, be­yond com­pre­hen­sion!”

			And fix­ing his eyes on the ground, he dropped in­to deep thought; all at once he was roused from his revery by the voice of Sadovs­ki, who cried: “Gen­er­al! look there, there—the clois­ter!”

			Miller looked and was as­ton­ished. It was broad day and clear, on­ly fogs were hang­ing over the earth; but the sky was clear and blush­ing from the light of the morn­ing. A white fog hid the sum­mit it­self of Yas­na Go­ra, and ac­cord­ing to the usu­al or­der of things ought to hide the church, but by a pe­cu­liar phe­nom­e­non the church, with the tow­er, was raised, not on­ly above the cliff, but above the fog, high, high—pre­cise­ly as if it had sep­a­rat­ed from its foun­da­tions and was hang­ing in the blue un­der the dome of the sky. The cries of the sol­diers an­nounced that they too saw the phe­nom­e­non.

			“That fog de­ceives the eye!” said Miller.

			“The fog is ly­ing un­der the church,” an­swered Sadovs­ki.

			“It is a won­der­ful thing; but that church is ten times high­er than it was yes­ter­day, and hangs in the air,” said the Prince of Hesse.

			“It is go­ing yet! high­er, high­er!” cried the sol­diers. “It will van­ish from the eye!”

			In fact the fog hang­ing on the cliff be­gan to rise to­ward the sky in the form of an im­mense pil­lar of smoke; the church plant­ed, as it were, on the sum­mit of that pil­lar, seemed to rise high­er each in­stant; at the same time when it was far up, as high as the clouds them­selves, it was veiled more and more with va­por; you would have said that it was melt­ing, liq­ue­fy­ing; it be­came more in­dis­tinct, and at last van­ished al­to­geth­er.

			Miller turned to the of­fi­cers, and in his eyes were de­pict­ed as­ton­ish­ment and a su­per­sti­tious dread.

			“I ac­knowl­edge, gen­tle­men,” said he, “that I have nev­er seen such a thing in my life, al­to­geth­er op­posed to na­ture: it must be the en­chant­ment of pa­pists.”

			“I have heard,” said Sadovs­ki, “sol­diers cry­ing out, ‘How can you fire at such a fortress?’ In truth I know not how.”

			“But what is there now?” cried the Prince of Hesse. “Is that church in the fog, or is it gone?”

			“Though this were an or­di­nary phe­nom­e­non of na­ture, in any event it fore­bodes us no good. See, gen­tle­men, from the time that we came here we have not ad­vanced one step.”

			“If,” an­swered Sadovs­ki, “we had on­ly not ad­vanced; but to tell the truth, we have suf­fered de­feat af­ter de­feat, and last night was the worst. The sol­diers los­ing will­ing­ness lose courage, and will be­gin to be neg­li­gent. You have no idea of what they say in the reg­i­ments. Be­sides, won­der­ful things take place; for in­stance, for a cer­tain time no man can go alone, or even two men, out of the camp; who­ev­er does so is as if he had fall­en through the earth, as if wolves were prowl­ing around Chen­sto­ho­va. I sent my­self, not long since, a ban­neret and three men to Vyelu­nie for warm cloth­ing, and from that day, no tid­ings of them.”

			“It will be worse when win­ter comes; even now the nights are un­en­durable,” added the Prince of Hesse.

			“The mist is grow­ing thin­ner!” said Miller, on a sud­den.

			In fact a breeze rose and be­gan to blow away the va­pors. In the bun­dles of fog some­thing be­gan to quiver; fi­nal­ly the sun rose and the air grew trans­par­ent. The walls of the clois­ter were out­lined faint­ly, then out came the church and the clois­ter. Ev­ery­thing was in its old place. The fortress was qui­et and still, as if peo­ple were not liv­ing in it.

			“Gen­er­al,” said the Prince of Hesse, with en­er­gy, “try ne­go­ti­a­tions again, it is need­ful to fin­ish at once.”

			“But if ne­go­ti­a­tions lead to noth­ing, do you, gen­tle­men, ad­vise to give up the siege?” asked Miller, gloomi­ly.

			The of­fi­cers were silent. Af­ter a while Sadovs­ki said—

			“Your wor­thi­ness knows best that it will come to that.”

			“I know,” an­swered Miller, haugh­ti­ly, “and I say this on­ly to you, that I curse the day and the hour in which I came hith­er, as well as the coun­sel­lor who per­suad­ed me to this siege [here he pierced Count Vey­hard with his glance]. You know, how­ev­er, af­ter what has hap­pened, that I shall not with­draw un­til I turn this cursed fortress in­to a heap of ru­ins, or fall my­self.”

			Dis­plea­sure was re­flect­ed in the face of the Prince of Hesse. He had nev­er re­spect­ed Miller over­much; hence he con­sid­ered this mere mil­i­tary brag­gado­cio ill-timed, in view of the cap­tured trench­es, the corpses, and the spiked can­non. He turned to him then and an­swered with ev­i­dent sar­casm—

			“Gen­er­al, you are not able to prom­ise that; for you would with­draw in view of the first com­mand of the king, or of Mar­shal Wit­tem­berg. Some­times al­so cir­cum­stances are able to com­mand not worse than kings and mar­shals.”

			Miller wrin­kled his heavy brows, see­ing which Count Vey­hard said hur­ried­ly—

			“Mean­while we will try ne­go­ti­a­tions. They will yield; it can­not be oth­er­wise.”

			The rest of his words were drowned by the re­joic­ing sound of bells, sum­mon­ing to ear­ly Mass in the church of Yas­na Go­ra. The gen­er­al with his staff rode away slow­ly to­ward Chen­sto­ho­va; but had not reached head­quar­ters when an of­fi­cer rushed up on a foam­ing horse.

			“He is from Mar­shal Wit­tem­berg!” said Miller.

			The of­fi­cer hand­ed him a let­ter. The gen­er­al broke the seal hur­ried­ly, and run­ning over the let­ter quick­ly with his eyes, said with con­fu­sion in his coun­te­nance—

			“No! This is from Poz­nan. Evil tid­ings. In Great Poland the no­bles are ris­ing, the peo­ple are join­ing them. At the head of the move­ment is Kr­ishtof Je­got­s­ki, who wants to march to the aid of Chen­sto­ho­va.”

			“I fore­told that these shots would be heard from the Carpathi­ans to the Baltic,” mut­tered Sadovs­ki. “With this peo­ple change is sud­den. You do not know the Poles yet; you will dis­cov­er them lat­er.”

			“Well! we shall know them,” an­swered Miller. “I pre­fer an open en­e­my to a false al­ly. They yield­ed of their own ac­cord, and now they are tak­ing arms. Well! they will know our weapons.”

			“And we theirs,” blurt­ed out Sadovs­ki. “Gen­er­al, let us fin­ish ne­go­ti­a­tions with Chen­sto­ho­va; let us agree to any ca­pit­u­la­tion. It is not a ques­tion of the fortress, but of the rule of his Roy­al Grace in this coun­try.”

			“The monks will ca­pit­u­late,” said Count Vey­hard. “To­day or to­mor­row they will yield.”

			So they con­versed with one an­oth­er; but in the clois­ter af­ter ear­ly Mass the joy was un­bound­ed. Those who had not gone out in the sor­tie asked those who had how ev­ery­thing had hap­pened. Those who had tak­en part boast­ed great­ly, glo­ri­fy­ing their own brav­ery and the de­feat they had giv­en the en­e­my.

			Among the priests and wom­en cu­rios­i­ty be­came para­mount. White habits and wom­en’s robes cov­ered the wall. It was a beau­ti­ful and glad­some day. The wom­en gath­ered around Charnyet­s­ki, cry­ing “Our de­liv­er­er! our guardian!” He de­fend­ed him­self par­tic­u­lar­ly when they want­ed to kiss his hands, and point­ing to Kmi­ta, said—

			“Thank him too. He is Babinich,31 but no old wom­an. He will not let his hands be kissed, for there is blood on them yet; but if any of the younger would like to kiss him on the lips, I think that he would not flinch.”

			The younger wom­en did in fact cast mod­est and at the same time en­tic­ing glances at Pan An­drei, ad­mir­ing his splen­did beau­ty; but he did not an­swer with his eyes to those dumb ques­tions, for the sight of these maid­ens re­mind­ed him of Olen­ka.

			“Oh, my poor girl!” thought he, “if you on­ly knew that in the ser­vice of the Most Holy La­dy I am op­pos­ing those en­e­mies whom for­mer­ly I served to my sor­row!”

			And he promised him­self that the mo­ment the siege was over he would write to her in Kyedani, and hur­ry off Soro­ka with the let­ter. “And I shall send her not emp­ty words and prom­ises; for now deeds are be­hind me, which with­out emp­ty boast­ing, but ac­cu­rate­ly, I shall de­scribe in the let­ter. Let her know that she has done this, let her be com­fort­ed.”

			And he con­soled him­self with this thought so much that he did not even no­tice how the maid­ens said to one an­oth­er, in de­part­ing—

			“He is a good war­rior; but it is clear that he looks on­ly to bat­tle, and is an unso­cial grum­bler.”

		
	
		
			XLIII

			Ac­cord­ing to the wish of his of­fi­cers, Miller be­gan ne­go­ti­a­tions again. There came to the clois­ter from the Swedish camp a well-known Pol­ish no­ble, re­spect­ed for his age and his elo­quence. They re­ceived him gra­cious­ly on Yas­na Go­ra, judg­ing that on­ly in seem­ing and through con­straint would he ar­gue for sur­ren­der, but in re­al­i­ty would add to their courage and con­firm the news, which had bro­ken through the be­sieged wall, of the ris­ing in Great Poland; of the dis­like of the quar­ter troops to Swe­den; of the ne­go­ti­a­tions of Yan Kaz­imir with the Cos­sacks, who, as it were, seemed will­ing to re­turn to obe­di­ence; fi­nal­ly, of the tremen­dous dec­la­ra­tion of the Khan of the Tar­tars, that he was march­ing with aid to the van­quished king, all of whose en­e­mies he would pur­sue with fire and sword.

			But how the monks were mis­tak­en! The per­son­age brought in­deed a large bun­dle of news—but news that was ap­palling, news to cool the most fer­vent zeal, to crush the most in­vin­ci­ble res­o­lu­tion, stag­ger the most ar­dent faith.

			The priests and the no­bles gath­ered around him in the coun­cil cham­ber, in the midst of si­lence and at­ten­tion; from his lips sin­cer­i­ty it­self seemed to flow, and pain for the fate of the coun­try. He placed his hand fre­quent­ly on his white head as if wish­ing to re­strain an out­burst of de­spair; he gazed on the cru­ci­fix; he had tears in his eyes, and in slow, bro­ken ac­cents, he ut­tered the fol­low­ing words:—

			“Ah, what times the suf­fer­ing coun­try has lived to! All help is past: it is in­cum­bent to yield to the King of the Swedes. For whom in re­al­i­ty have you, revered fa­thers, and you lords broth­ers, the no­bles, seized your swords? For whom are you spar­ing nei­ther watch­ing nor toil, nor suf­fer­ing nor blood? For whom, through re­sis­tance—un­for­tu­nate­ly vain—are you ex­pos­ing your­selves and holy places to the ter­ri­ble vengeance of the in­vin­ci­ble le­gions of Swe­den? Is it for Yan Kaz­imir? But he has al­ready dis­re­gard­ed our king­dom. Do you not know that he has al­ready made his choice, and pre­fer­ring wealth, joy­ous feasts; and peace­ful de­lights to a trou­ble­some throne, has ab­di­cat­ed in fa­vor of Karl Gus­tav? You are not will­ing to leave him, but he has left you, you are un­will­ing to break your oath, he has bro­ken it; you are ready to die for him, but he cares not for you nor for any of us. Our law­ful king now is Karl Gus­tav! Be care­ful, then, lest you draw on your heads, not mere­ly anger, vengeance, and ru­in, but sin be­fore heav­en, the cross, and the Most Holy La­dy; for you are rais­ing in­so­lent hands, not against in­vaders, but against your own king.”

			These words were re­ceived in si­lence, as though death were fly­ing through that cham­ber. What could be more ter­ri­ble than news of the ab­di­ca­tion of Yan Kaz­imir? It was in truth news mon­strous­ly im­prob­a­ble; but that old no­ble gave it there in pres­ence of the cross, in pres­ence of the im­age of Mary, and with tears in his eyes.

			But if it were true, fur­ther re­sis­tance was in fact mad­ness. The no­bles cov­ered their eyes with their hands, the monks pulled their cowls over their heads, and si­lence, as of the grave, con­tin­ued un­bro­ken; but Ko­rdet­s­ki, the pri­or, be­gan to whis­per earnest prayer with his pal­lid lips, and his eyes, calm, deep, clear, and pierc­ing, were fixed on the speak­er im­mov­ably.

			The no­ble felt that in­quir­ing glance, was ill at ease and op­pressed by it; he wished to pre­serve the marks of im­por­tance, be­nig­ni­ty, com­pas­sion­ate virtue, good wish­es, but could not; he be­gan to cast rest­less glances on the oth­er fa­thers, and af­ter a while he spoke fur­ther:—

			“It is the worst thing to in­flame stub­born­ness by a long abuse of pa­tience. The re­sult of your re­sis­tance will be the de­struc­tion of this holy church, and the in­flic­tion on you—God avert it!—of a ter­ri­ble and cru­el rule, which you will be forced to obey. Aver­sion to the world and avoid­ance of its ques­tions are the weapons of monks. What have you to do with the up­roar of war—you, whom the pre­cepts of your or­der call to re­tire­ment and si­lence? My broth­ers, revered and most beloved fa­thers! do not take on your hearts, do not take on your con­sciences, such a ter­ri­ble re­spon­si­bil­i­ty. It was not you who built this sa­cred re­treat, not for you alone must it serve! Per­mit that it flour­ish, and that it bless this land for long ages, so that our sons and grand­sons may re­joice in it.”

			Here the traitor opened his arms and fell in­to tears. The no­bles were silent, the fa­thers were silent; doubt had seized all. Their hearts were tor­tured, and de­spair was at hand; the mem­o­ry of baf­fled and use­less en­deav­ors weighed on their minds like lead.

			“I am wait­ing for your an­swer, fa­thers,” said the ven­er­a­ble traitor, drop­ping his head on his breast.

			Ko­rdet­s­ki now rose, and with a voice in which there was not the least hes­i­ta­tion or doubt, spoke as if with the vi­sion of a prophet—

			“Your state­ment that Yan Kaz­imir has aban­doned us, has ab­di­cat­ed and trans­ferred his rights to Karl Gus­tav, is a calum­ny. Hope has en­tered the heart of our ban­ished king, and nev­er has he toiled more zeal­ous­ly than he is toil­ing at this mo­ment to se­cure the sal­va­tion of the coun­try, to se­cure his throne, and bring us aid in op­pres­sion.”

			The mask fell in an in­stant from the face of the traitor; ma­lig­ni­ty and de­ceit were re­flect­ed in it as clear­ly as if drag­ons had crept out at once from the dens of his soul, in which till that mo­ment they had held them­selves hid­den.

			“Whence this in­tel­li­gence, whence this cer­tain­ty?” in­quired he.

			“Whence?” an­swered the pri­or, point­ing to a great cru­ci­fix hang­ing on the wall. “Go! place your fin­ger on the pierced feet of Christ, and re­peat what you have told us.”

			The traitor be­gan to bend as if un­der the crush­ing of an iron hand, and a new drag­on, ter­ror, crawled forth to his face.

			Ko­rdet­s­ki, the pri­or, stood lord­ly, ter­ri­ble as Moses; rays seemed to shoot from his tem­ples.

			“Go, re­peat!” said he, with­out low­er­ing his hand, in a voice so pow­er­ful that the shak­en arch­es of the coun­cil cham­ber trem­bled and echoed as if in fear—“Go, re­peat!”

			A mo­ment of si­lence fol­lowed; at last the sti­fled voice of the vis­i­tor was heard—

			“I wash my hands—”

			“Like Pi­late!” fin­ished Ko­rdet­s­ki.

			The traitor rose and walked out of the room. He hur­ried through the yard of the clois­ter, and when he found him­self out­side the gate, he be­gan to run, al­most as if some­thing were hunt­ing him from the clois­ter to the Swedes.

			Zamoys­ki went to Charnyet­s­ki and Kmi­ta, who had not been in the hall, to tell them what had hap­pened.

			“Did that en­voy bring any good?” asked Charnyet­s­ki; “he had an hon­est face.”

			“God guard us from such hon­est men!” an­swered Zamoys­ki; “he brought doubt and temp­ta­tion.”

			“What did he say?” asked Kmi­ta, rais­ing a lit­tle the light­ed match which he was hold­ing in his hand.

			“He spoke like a hired traitor.”

			“That is why he has­tens so now, I sup­pose,” said Charnyet­s­ki. “See! he is run­ning with al­most full speed to the Swedish camp. Oh, I would send a ball af­ter him!”

			“A good thing!” said Kmi­ta, and he put the match to the can­non.

			The thun­der of the gun was heard be­fore Zamoys­ki and Charnyet­s­ki could see what had hap­pened. Zamoys­ki caught his head.

			“In God’s name!” cried he, “what have you done?—he was an en­voy.”

			“I have done ill!” an­swered Kmi­ta; “for I missed. He is on his feet again and has­tens far­ther. Oh! why did it go over him?” Here he turned to Zamoys­ki. “Though I had hit him in the loins, they could not have proved that we fired at him pur­pose­ly, and God knows I could not hold the match in my fin­gers; it came down of it­self. Nev­er should I have fired at an en­voy who was a Swede, but at sight of Pol­ish traitors my en­trails re­volt.”

			“Oh, curb your­self; for there would be trou­ble, and they would be ready to in­jure our en­voys.”

			But Charnyet­s­ki was con­tent in his soul; for Kmi­ta heard him mut­ter, “At least that traitor will be sure not to come on an em­bassy again.”

			This did not es­cape the ear of Zamoys­ki, for he an­swered: “If not this one, oth­ers will be found; and do you, gen­tle­men, make no op­po­si­tion to their ne­go­ti­a­tions, do not in­ter­rupt them of your own will; for the more they drag on, the more it re­sults to our prof­it. Suc­cor, if God sends it, will have time to as­sem­ble, and a hard win­ter is com­ing, mak­ing the siege more and more dif­fi­cult. De­lay is loss for the en­e­my, but brings prof­it to us.”

			Zamoys­ki then went to the cham­ber, where, af­ter the en­voy’s de­par­ture, con­sul­ta­tion was still go­ing on. The words of the traitor had star­tled men; minds and souls were ex­cit­ed. They did not be­lieve, it is true, in the ab­di­ca­tion of Yan Kaz­imir; but the en­voy had held up to their vi­sion the pow­er of the Swedes, which pre­vi­ous days of suc­cess had per­mit­ted them to for­get. Now it con­front­ed their minds with all that ter­ror be­fore which towns and fortress­es not such as theirs had been fright­ened—Poz­nan, War­saw, Krakow, not count­ing the mul­ti­tude of cas­tles which had opened their gates to the con­queror; how could Yas­na Go­ra de­fend it­self in a gen­er­al del­uge of de­feats?

			“We shall de­fend our­selves a week longer, two, three,” thought to them­selves some of the no­bles and some of the monks; “but what far­ther, what end will there be to these ef­forts?”

			The whole coun­try was like a ship al­ready deep in the abyss, and that clois­ter was peer­ing up like the top of a mast through the waves. Could those wrecked ones, cling­ing to the mast, think not mere­ly of sav­ing them­selves, but of rais­ing that ves­sel from un­der the ocean?

			Ac­cord­ing to man’s cal­cu­la­tions they could not, and still, at the mo­ment when Zamoys­ki re-en­tered the hall, Ko­rdet­s­ki was say­ing—

			“My broth­ers! if you sleep not, nei­ther do I sleep. When you are im­plor­ing our Pa­troness for res­cue, I too am pray­ing. Weari­ness, toil, weak­ness, cling to my bones as well as to yours; re­spon­si­bil­i­ty in like man­ner weighs up­on me—nay, more per­haps, than up­on you. Why have I faith while you seem in doubt? En­ter in­to your­selves; or is it that your eyes, blind­ed by earth­ly pow­er, see not a pow­er greater than the Swedes? Or think you that no de­fence will suf­fice, that no hand can over­come that pre­pon­der­ance? If that is the case your thoughts are sin­ful, and you blas­pheme against the mer­cy of God, against the all-might of our Lord, against the pow­er of that Pa­troness whose ser­vants you call your­selves. Who of you will dare to say that that Most Holy Queen can­not shield us and send vic­to­ry? There­fore let us be­seech her, let us im­plore night and day, till by our en­durance, our hu­mil­i­ty, our tears, our sac­ri­fice of body and health, we soft­en her heart, and pray away our pre­vi­ous sins.”

			“Fa­ther,” said one of the no­bles, “it is not a ques­tion for us of our lives or of our wives and chil­dren; but we trem­ble at the thought of the in­sults which may be put on the im­age, should the en­e­my cap­ture the fortress by storm.”

			“And we do not wish to take on our­selves the re­spon­si­bil­i­ty,” added an­oth­er.

			“For no one has a right to take it, not even the pri­or,” added a third.

			And the op­po­si­tion in­creased, and gained bold­ness, all the more since many monks main­tained si­lence. The pri­or, in­stead of an­swer­ing di­rect­ly, be­gan to pray.

			“O Moth­er of Thy on­ly Son!” said he, rais­ing his hands and his eyes to­ward heav­en, “if Thou hast vis­it­ed us so that in Thy cap­i­tal we should give an ex­am­ple to oth­ers of en­durance, of brav­ery, of faith­ful­ness to Thee, to the coun­try, to the king—if Thou hast cho­sen this place in or­der to rouse by it the con­sciences of men and save the whole coun­try, have mer­cy on those who de­sire to re­strain, to stop the foun­tain of Thy grace, to hin­der Thy mir­a­cles, and re­sist Thy holy will.” Here he re­mained a mo­ment in ec­sta­sy, and then turned to the monks and no­bles: “What man will take on his shoul­ders this re­spon­si­bil­i­ty—the re­spon­si­bil­i­ty of stop­ping the mir­a­cles of Mary Her grace. Her sal­va­tion for this king­dom and the Catholic faith?”

			“In the name of the Fa­ther, Son, and Holy Ghost!” an­swered a num­ber of voic­es, “God pre­serve us from that!”

			“Such a man will not be found!” cried Zamoys­ki.

			And those of the monks in whose hearts doubt had been plung­ing be­gan to beat their breasts, for no small fear had now seized them; and none of the coun­cil­lors thought of sur­ren­der that evening.

			But though the hearts of the old­er men were strength­ened, the de­struc­tive plant­ing of that hireling had giv­en forth fruits of poi­son.

			News of the ab­di­ca­tion of Yan Kaz­imir and the im­prob­a­bil­i­ty of suc­cor went from the no­bles to the wom­en, from the wom­en to the ser­vants; the ser­vants spread it among the sol­diers, on whom it made the very worst im­pres­sion. The peas­ants were as­ton­ished least of all; but ex­pe­ri­enced sol­diers, ac­cus­tomed to cal­cu­late the turns of war in sol­dier fash­ion on­ly, be­gan to as­sem­ble and ex­plain to one an­oth­er the im­pos­si­bil­i­ty of fur­ther de­fence, com­plain­ing of the stub­born­ness of monks, who did not un­der­stand the po­si­tion; and, fi­nal­ly, to con­spire and talk in se­cret.

			A cer­tain gun­ner, a Ger­man of sus­pect­ed fi­deli­ty, pro­posed that the sol­diers them­selves take the mat­ter in hand, and come to an un­der­stand­ing with the Swedes touch­ing the sur­ren­der of the fortress. Oth­ers caught at this idea; but there were those who not on­ly op­posed the trea­son res­o­lute­ly, but in­formed Ko­rdet­s­ki of it with­out de­lay.

			Ko­rdet­s­ki, who knew how to join with the firmest trust in the pow­ers of heav­en the great­est earth­ly adroit­ness and cau­tion, de­stroyed the se­cret­ly spread­ing trea­son in its in­cep­tion.

			First of all he ex­pelled from the fortress the lead­ers of the trea­son, and at the head of them that gun­ner, hav­ing no fear what­ev­er of what they could in­form the Swedes re­gard­ing the state of the fortress and its weak sides; then, dou­bling the month­ly wages of the gar­ri­son, he took from them an oath to de­fend the clois­ter to the last drop of their blood.

			But he re­dou­bled al­so his watch­ful­ness, re­solv­ing to look with more care to the paid sol­diers, as well as the no­bles, and even his own monks. The old­er fa­thers were de­tailed to the night choirs; the younger, be­sides the ser­vice of God, were obliged to ren­der ser­vice on the walls.

			Next day a re­view of the in­fantry was held. To each bas­tion one no­ble with his ser­vants, ten monks and two re­li­able gun­ners were de­tailed. All these were bound to watch, night and day, the places con­fid­ed to them.

			Pan Mosin­s­ki took his place at the north­east­ern bas­tion; he was a good sol­dier, the man whose lit­tle child had sur­vived in a mirac­u­lous man­ner, though a bomb fell near its cra­dle. With him Fa­ther Hi­lary Slavo­shevs­ki kept guard. On the west­ern bas­tion was Fa­ther Myelet­s­ki, of the no­bles Pan Miko­lai Krysh­to­pors­ki, a man surly and abrupt in speech, but of un­ter­ri­fied val­or. The south­east­ern bas­tion was oc­cu­pied by Charnyet­s­ki and Kmi­ta, and with them was Fa­ther Adam Sty­pul­s­ki, who had for­mer­ly been a hus­sar. He, when the need came, tucked up his habit, aimed can­non, and took no more heed of the balls fly­ing over his head than did the old sergeant Soro­ka. Fi­nal­ly, to the south­west­ern bas­tion were ap­point­ed Pan Sko­r­jevs­ki and Fa­ther Daniel Ry­h­tal­s­ki, who were dis­tin­guished by this, that both could ab­stain from sleep two and three nights in suc­ces­sion with­out harm to their health or their strength.

			Fa­thers Do­brosh and Mala­hovs­ki were ap­point­ed over the sen­tries. Per­sons un­fit­ted for fight­ing were ap­point­ed to the roofs. The ar­mory and all mil­i­tary im­ple­ments Fa­ther Lyas­so­ta took un­der his care; af­ter Fa­ther Do­brosh, he took al­so the of­fice of mas­ter of the fires. In the night he had to il­lu­mi­nate the walls so that in­fantry of the en­e­my might not ap­proach them. He ar­ranged sock­ets and iron-hold­ers on the tow­ers, on which flamed at night torch­es and lights.

			In fact, the whole tow­er looked ev­ery night like one gi­gan­tic torch. It is true that this light­ened can­nonad­ing for the Swedes; but it might serve as a sign that the fortress was hold­ing out yet, if, per­chance, some army should march to re­lieve the be­sieged.

			So then not on­ly had de­signs of sur­ren­der crept apart in­to noth­ing, but the be­sieged turned with still greater zeal to de­fence. Next morn­ing the pri­or walked along the walls, like a shep­herd through a sheep­fold, saw that ev­ery­thing was right, smiled kind­ly, praised the chiefs and the sol­diers, and com­ing to Charnyet­s­ki, said with ra­di­ant face—

			“Our beloved lead­er, Pan Zamoys­ki, re­joic­es equal­ly with me, for he says that we are now twice as strong as at first. A new spir­it has en­tered men’s hearts, the grace of the Most Holy La­dy will do the rest; but mean­while I will take to ne­go­ti­a­tions again. We will de­lay and put off, for by such means the blood of peo­ple will be spared.”

			“Oh, revered fa­ther!” said Kmi­ta, “what good are ne­go­ti­a­tions? Loss of time! Bet­ter an­oth­er sor­tie tonight, and we will cut up those dogs.”

			Ko­rdet­s­ki (for he was in good hu­mor) smiled as a moth­er smiles at a way­ward child; then he raised a band of straw ly­ing near the gun, and pre­tend­ed to strike Pan An­drei with it on the shoul­ders: “And you will in­ter­fere here, you Lithua­ni­an plague; you will lap blood as a wolf, and give an ex­am­ple of dis­obe­di­ence; here it is for you, here it is for you!”

			Kmi­ta, de­light­ed as a school­boy, dodged to the right and to the left, and as if teas­ing pur­pose­ly, re­peat­ed: “Kill the Swedes! kill, kill, kill!”

			And so they gave com­fort to one an­oth­er, hav­ing ar­dent souls de­vot­ed to the coun­try. But Ko­rdet­s­ki did not omit ne­go­ti­a­tions, see­ing that Miller de­sired them earnest­ly and caught af­ter ev­ery pre­text. This de­sire pleased Ko­rdet­s­ki, for he di­vined, with­out trou­ble, that it could not be go­ing well with the en­e­my if he was so anx­ious to fin­ish.

			Days passed then, one af­ter an­oth­er, in which guns and mus­kets were not in­deed silent, but pens were work­ing main­ly. In this way the siege was pro­longed, and win­ter was com­ing harsh­er and harsh­er. On the Carpathi­an sum­mits clouds hatched in their pre­cip­i­tous nests storms, frost, and snows, and then came forth on the coun­try, lead­ing their icy de­scen­dants. At night the Swedes cow­ered around fires, choos­ing to die from the balls of the clois­ter rather than freeze.

			A hard win­ter had ren­dered dif­fi­cult the dig­ging of trench­es and the mak­ing of mines. There was no progress in the siege. In the mouths not mere­ly of of­fi­cers, but of the whole army, there was on­ly one word—“ne­go­ti­a­tions.”

			The priests feigned at first a de­sire to sur­ren­der. Fa­ther Do­brosh and the learned priest Se­bastyan Stavit­s­ki came to Miller as en­voys. They gave him some hope of agree­ment. He had bare­ly heard this when he opened his arms and was ready to seize them with joy to his em­braces. It was no longer a ques­tion of Chen­sto­ho­va, but of the whole coun­try. The sur­ren­der of Yas­na Go­ra would have re­moved the last hope of the pa­tri­ots, and pushed the Com­mon­wealth fi­nal­ly in­to the arms of the King of Swe­den; while, on the con­trary, re­sis­tance, and that a vic­to­ri­ous re­sis­tance, might change hearts and call out a ter­ri­ble new war. Signs were not want­ing. Miller knew this, felt what he had un­der­tak­en, what a ter­ri­ble re­spon­si­bil­i­ty was weigh­ing on him; he knew that ei­ther the fa­vor of the king, with the ba­ton of a mar­shal, hon­ors, a ti­tle, were wait­ing for him, or fi­nal fall. Since he had be­gun to con­vince him­self that he could not crack this “nut,” he re­ceived the priests with un­heard-of hon­or, as if they were em­bas­sadors from the Em­per­or of Ger­many or the Sul­tan. He in­vit­ed them to a feast, he drank to their hon­or, and al­so to the health of the pri­or and Pan Zamoys­ki; he gave them fish for the clois­ter; fi­nal­ly, he of­fered con­di­tions of sur­ren­der so gra­cious that he did not doubt for a mo­ment that they would be ac­cept­ed in haste.

			The fa­thers thanked him humbly, as be­seemed monks; they took the pa­per and went their way. Miller promised the open­ing of the gates at eight of the fol­low­ing morn­ing. Joy in­de­scrib­able reigned in the camp of the Swedes. The sol­diers left the trench­es, ap­proached the walls, and be­gan to ad­dress the be­sieged.

			But it was an­nounced from the clois­ter that in an af­fair of such weight the pri­or must con­sult the whole Con­gre­ga­tion; the monks there­fore begged for one day’s de­lay. Miller con­sent­ed with­out hes­i­ta­tion. Mean­while they were coun­selling in the cham­ber till late at night.

			Though Miller was an old and trained war­rior, though there was not, per­haps, in the whole Swedish army a gen­er­al who had con­duct­ed more ne­go­ti­a­tions with var­i­ous places than that Po­liorcetes, still his heart beat un­qui­et­ly when next morn­ing he saw two white habits ap­proach­ing his quar­ters.

			They were not the same fa­thers. First walked Fa­ther Bleshyn­s­ki, a read­er of phi­los­o­phy, bear­ing a sealed let­ter; af­ter him came Fa­ther Mala­hovs­ki, with hands crossed on his breast, with droop­ing head and a face slight­ly pale.

			The gen­er­al re­ceived them sur­round­ed by his staff and all his not­ed colonels; and when he had an­swered po­lite­ly the sub­mis­sive bow of Fa­ther Bleshyn­s­ki, he took the let­ter from his hand hasti­ly and be­gan to read.

			But all at once his face changed ter­ri­bly: a wave of blood flew to his head; his eyes were burst­ing forth, his neck grew thick, and ter­ri­ble anger raised the hair un­der his wig. For a while speech was tak­en from him; he on­ly in­di­cat­ed with his hand the let­ter to the Prince of Hesse, who ran over it with his eyes, and turn­ing to the colonels, said calm­ly—

			“The monks de­clare on­ly this much, that they can­not re­nounce Yan Kaz­imir be­fore the pri­mate pro­claims a new king; or speak­ing in oth­er words, they will not rec­og­nize Karl Gus­tav.”

			Here the Prince of Hesse laughed. Sadovs­ki fixed a jeer­ing glance on Miller, and Count Vey­hard be­gan to pluck his own beard from rage. A ter­ri­ble mur­mur of ex­cite­ment rose among those present.

			Then Miller struck his palms on his knees and cried—

			“Guards, guards!”

			The mus­tached faces of four mus­ke­teers showed them­selves quick­ly in the door.

			“Take those shaven sticks,” cried the gen­er­al, “and con­fine them! And Pan Sadovs­ki, do you trum­pet for me un­der the clois­ter, that if they open fire from one can­non on the walls, I will hang these two monks the next mo­ment.”

			The two priests were led out amid ridicule and the scoff­ing of sol­diers. The mus­ke­teers put their own caps on the priests’ heads, or rather on their faces to cov­er their eyes, and led them of pur­pose to var­i­ous ob­sta­cles. When ei­ther of the priests stum­bled or fell, an out­burst of laugh­ter was heard in the crowds; but the fall­en man they raised with the butts of mus­kets, and pre­tend­ing to sup­port, they pushed him by the loins and the shoul­ders. Some threw horse-dung at the priests; oth­ers took snow and rubbed it on their shaven crowns, or let it roll down on their habits. The sol­diers tore strings from trum­pets, and ty­ing one end to the neck of each priest, held the oth­er, and im­i­tat­ing men tak­ing cat­tle to a fair, called out the prices.

			Both fa­thers walked on in si­lence, with hands crossed on their breasts and prayers on their lips. Fi­nal­ly, trem­bling from cold and in­sult­ed, they were en­closed in a barn; around the place guards armed with mus­kets were sta­tioned.

			Miller’s com­mand, or rather his threat, was trum­pet­ed un­der the clois­ter walls.

			The fa­thers were fright­ened, and the troops were be­numbed from the threat. The can­non were silent; a coun­cil was as­sem­bled, they knew not what to do. To leave the fa­thers in cru­el hands was im­pos­si­ble; and if they sent oth­ers, Miller would de­tain them as well. A few hours lat­er he him­self sent a mes­sen­ger, ask­ing what the monks thought of do­ing.

			They an­swered that un­til the fa­thers were freed no ne­go­ti­a­tions could take place; for how could the monks be­lieve that the gen­er­al would ob­serve con­di­tions with them if, de­spite the chief law of na­tions, he im­pris­oned en­voys whose sa­cred­ness even bar­bar­ians re­spect?

			To this dec­la­ra­tion there was no ready an­swer; hence ter­ri­ble un­cer­tain­ty weighed on the clois­ter and froze the zeal of its de­fend­ers.

			The Swedish army dug new trench­es in haste, filled bas­kets with earth, plant­ed can­non; in­so­lent sol­diers pushed for­ward to with­in half a mus­ket-shot of the walls. They threat­ened the church, the de­fend­ers; half-drunk­en sol­diers shout­ed, rais­ing their hands to­ward the walls, “Sur­ren­der the clois­ter, or you will see your monks hang­ing!”

			Oth­ers blas­phemed ter­ri­bly against the Moth­er of God and the Catholic faith. The be­sieged, out of re­spect to the life of the fa­thers, had to lis­ten with pa­tience. Rage stopped the breath in Kmi­ta’s breast. He tore the hair on his head, the cloth­ing on his breast, and wring­ing his hands, said to Charnyet­s­ki—

			“I asked, ‘Of what use is ne­go­ti­a­tion with crim­i­nals?’ Now stand and suf­fer, while they are crawl­ing in­to our eyes and blas­phem­ing! Moth­er of God, have mer­cy on me, and give me pa­tience! By the liv­ing God, they will be­gin soon to climb the walls! Hold me, chain me like a mur­der­er, for I shall not con­tain my­self.”

			But the Swedes came ev­er near­er, blas­phem­ing more bold­ly.

			Mean­while a fresh event brought the be­sieged to de­spair. Ste­fan Charnyet­s­ki in sur­ren­der­ing Krakow had ob­tained the con­di­tion of go­ing out with all his troops, and re­main­ing with them in Sile­sia till the end of the war. Sev­en hun­dred in­fantry of those troops of the roy­al guard, un­der com­mand of Colonel Wolf, were near the bound­ary, and trust­ing in stip­u­la­tions, were not on their guard. Count Vey­hard per­suad­ed Miller to cap­ture those men.

			Miller sent Count Vey­hard him­self, with two thou­sand cav­al­ry, who cross­ing the bound­ary at night at­tacked those troops dur­ing sleep, and cap­tured them to the last man. When they were brought to the Swedish camp, Miller com­mand­ed to lead them around the wall, so as to show the priests that that army from which they had hoped suc­cor would serve spe­cial­ly for the cap­ture of Chen­sto­ho­va.

			The sight of that bril­liant guard of the king dragged along the walls was crush­ing to the be­sieged, for no one doubt­ed that Miller would force them first to the storm.

			Pan­ic spread again among the troops of the clois­ter; some of the sol­diers be­gan to break their weapons and ex­claim that there was help no longer, that it was nec­es­sary to sur­ren­der at the ear­li­est. Even the hearts of the no­bles had fall­en; some of them ap­peared be­fore Ko­rdet­s­ki again with en­treaties to take pity on their chil­dren, on the sa­cred place, on the im­age, and on the Con­gre­ga­tion of monks. The courage of the pri­or and Pan Zamoys­ki was bare­ly enough to put down this move­ment.

			But Ko­rdet­s­ki had the lib­er­a­tion of the im­pris­oned fa­thers on his mind first of all, and he took the best method; for he wrote to Miller that he would sac­ri­fice those broth­ers will­ing­ly for the good of the church. Let the gen­er­al con­demn them to death; all would know in fu­ture what to ex­pect from him, and what faith to give his prom­ises.

			Miller was joy­ful, for he thought the af­fair was ap­proach­ing its end. But he did not trust the words of Ko­rdet­s­ki at once, nor his readi­ness to sac­ri­fice the monks. He sent there­fore one of them, Fa­ther Bleshyn­s­ki, to the clois­ter, bind­ing him first with an oath to ex­plain the pow­er of the Swedes and the im­pos­si­bil­i­ty of re­sis­tance. The monk re­peat­ed ev­ery­thing faith­ful­ly, but his eyes spoke some­thing else, and con­clud­ing he said—

			“But priz­ing life less than the good of the Con­gre­ga­tion, I am wait­ing for the will of the coun­cil; and what­so­ev­er you de­cide I will lay be­fore the en­e­my most faith­ful­ly.”

			They di­rect­ed him to say: “The monks are anx­ious to treat, but can­not be­lieve a gen­er­al who im­pris­ons en­voys.” Next day the oth­er en­voy of the fa­thers came to the clois­ter, and re­turned with a sim­i­lar an­swer.

			Af­ter this both heard the sen­tence of death. The sen­tence was read at Miller’s quar­ters in pres­ence of the staff and dis­tin­guished of­fi­cers. All ob­served care­ful­ly the faces of the monks, cu­ri­ous to learn what im­pres­sion the sen­tence would make; and with the great­est amaze­ment they saw in both a joy as great, as un­earth­ly, as if the high­est for­tune had been an­nounced to them. The pale faces of the monks flushed sud­den­ly, their eyes were filled with light, and Fa­ther Mala­hovs­ki said with a voice trem­bling from emo­tion—

			“Ah! why should we not die to­day, since we are pre­des­tined to fall a sac­ri­fice for our Lord and the king?”

			Miller com­mand­ed to lead them forth straight­way. The of­fi­cers looked at one an­oth­er. At last one re­marked; “A strug­gle with such fa­nati­cism is dif­fi­cult.”

			The Prince of Hesse added: “On­ly the first Chris­tians had such faith. Is that what you wish to say?” Then he turned to Count Vey­hard. “Pan Vey­hard,” said he, “I should be glad to know what you think of these monks?”

			“I have no need to trou­ble my head over them,” an­swered he, in­so­lent­ly; “the gen­er­al has al­ready tak­en care of them.”

			Then Sadovs­ki stepped for­ward to the mid­dle of the room, stood be­fore Miller, and said with de­ci­sion: “Your wor­thi­ness, do not com­mand to ex­e­cute these monks.”

			“But why not?”

			“Be­cause there will be no talk of ne­go­ti­a­tions af­ter that; for the gar­ri­son of the fortress will be flam­ing with vengeance, and those men will rather fall one up­on the oth­er than sur­ren­der.”

			“Wit­tem­berg will send me heavy guns.”

			“Your wor­thi­ness, do not do this deed,” con­tin­ued Sadovs­ki, with force; “they are en­voys who have come here with con­fi­dence.”

			“I shall not have them hanged on con­fi­dence, but on gib­bets.”

			“The echo of this deed will spread through the whole coun­try, will en­rage all hearts, and turn them away from us.”

			“Give me peace with your echoes; I have heard of them al­ready a hun­dred times.”

			“Your wor­thi­ness will not do this with­out the knowl­edge of his Roy­al Grace?”

			“You have no right to re­mind me of my du­ties to the king.”

			“But I have the right to ask for per­mis­sion to re­sign from ser­vice, and to present my rea­sons to his Roy­al Grace. I wish to be a sol­dier, not an ex­e­cu­tion­er.”

			The Prince of Hesse is­sued from the cir­cle in the mid­dle of the room, and said os­ten­ta­tious­ly—

			“Give me your hand. Pan Sadovs­ki; you are a gen­tle­man, a no­ble, and an hon­est man.”

			“What does this mean?” roared Miller, spring­ing from his seat.

			“Gen­er­al,” an­swered the Prince of Hesse, “I per­mit my­self to re­mark that Pan Sadovs­ki is an hon­or­able man, and I judge that there is noth­ing in this against dis­ci­pline.”

			Miller did not like the Prince of Hesse; but that cool, po­lite, and al­so con­temp­tu­ous man­ner of speak­ing, spe­cial to men of high rank, im­posed on him, as it does on many per­sons of low birth. Miller made great ef­forts to ac­quire this man­ner, but had no suc­cess. He re­strained his out­burst, how­ev­er, and said calm­ly—

			“The monks will be hanged to­mor­row.”

			“That is not my af­fair,” an­swered the Prince of Hesse; “but in that event let your wor­thi­ness or­der an at­tack on those two thou­sand Poles who are in our camp, for if you do not they will at­tack us. Even now it is less dan­ger­ous for a Swedish sol­dier to go among a pack of wolves than among their tents. This is all I have to say, and now I per­mit my­self to wish you suc­cess.” When he had said this he left the quar­ters.

			Miller saw that he had gone too far. But he did not with­draw his or­ders, and that same day gib­bets wore erect­ed in view of the whole clois­ter. At the same time the sol­diers, tak­ing ad­van­tage of the truce, pushed still near­er the walls, not ceas­ing to jeer, in­sult, blas­pheme, and chal­lenge. Whole throngs of them climbed the moun­tain, stood as close­ly to­geth­er as if they in­tend­ed to make an as­sault.

			That time Kmi­ta, whom they had not chained as he had re­quest­ed, did not in fact re­strain him­self, and thun­dered from a can­non in­to the thick­est group, with such ef­fect that he laid down in a row all those who stood in front of the shot. That was like a watch­word; for at once, with­out or­ders, and even in spite of or­ders, all the can­nons be­gan to play, mus­kets and guns thun­dered.

			The Swedes, ex­posed to fire from ev­ery side, fled from the fortress with howl­ing and scream­ing, many fall­ing dead on the road.

			Charnyet­s­ki sprang to Kmi­ta: “Do you know that for that the re­ward is a bul­let in the head?”

			“I know, all one to me. Let me be—”

			“In that case aim sure­ly.”

			Kmi­ta aimed sure­ly; soon, how­ev­er, he missed. A great move­ment rose mean­while in the Swedish camp, but it was so ev­i­dent that the Swedes were the first to vi­o­late the truce, that Miller him­self rec­og­nized in his soul that the be­sieged were in the right.

			What is more, Kmi­ta did not even sus­pect that with his shots he had per­haps saved the lives of the fa­thers; but Miller, be­cause of these shots, be­came con­vinced that the monks in the last ex­trem­i­ty were re­al­ly ready to sac­ri­fice their two brethren for the good of the church and the clois­ter.

			The shots beat in­to his head this idea al­so, that if a hair were to fall from the heads of the en­voys, he would not hear from the clois­ter any­thing save sim­i­lar thun­ders; so next day he in­vit­ed the two im­pris­oned monks to din­ner, and the day af­ter he sent them to the clois­ter.

			Ko­rdet­s­ki wept when he saw them, all took them in their arms and were as­ton­ished at hear­ing from their mouths that it was spe­cial­ly ow­ing to those shots that they were saved. The pri­or, who had been an­gry at Kmi­ta, called him at once and said—

			“I was an­gry be­cause I thought that you had de­stroyed the two fa­thers; but the Most Holy La­dy ev­i­dent­ly in­spired you. This is a sign of Her fa­vor, be re­joiced.”

			“Dear­est, beloved fa­ther, there will be no more ne­go­ti­a­tions, will there?” asked Kmi­ta, kiss­ing Ko­rdet­s­ki’s hands.

			But bare­ly had he fin­ished speak­ing, when a trum­pet was heard at the gates, and an en­voy from Miller en­tered the clois­ter.

			This was Pan Kuk­li­novs­ki, colonel of the vol­un­teer squadron at­tached to the Swedes. The great­est ruf­fi­ans with­out hon­or or faith served in that squadron, in part dis­si­dents such as Luther­ans, Ar­i­ans, Calvin­ists—where­by was ex­plained their friend­ship for Swe­den; but a thirst for rob­bery and plun­der at­tract­ed them main­ly to Miller’s army. That band, made up of no­bles, out­laws, fugi­tives from prison and from the hands of a mas­ter, of at­ten­dants, and of gal­lows-birds snatched from the rope, was some­what like Kmi­ta’s old par­ty, save in this, that Kmi­ta’s men fought as do li­ons, and those pre­ferred to plun­der, of­fer vi­o­lence to no­ble wom­en, break open sta­bles and trea­sure chests. But Kuk­li­novs­ki him­self had less re­sem­blance to Kmi­ta. Age had mixed gray with his hair. He had a face dried, in­so­lent, and shame­less. His eyes, which were un­usu­al­ly prom­i­nent and greedy, in­di­cat­ed vi­o­lence of char­ac­ter. He was one of those sol­diers in whom, be­cause of a tur­bu­lent life and con­tin­u­ous wars, con­science had been burned out to the bot­tom. A mul­ti­tude of such men strolled about in that time, af­ter the Thir­ty Years’ War, through all Ger­many and Poland. They were ready to serve any man, and more than once a mere sim­ple in­ci­dent de­ter­mined the side on which they were to stand.

			Coun­try and faith, in a word all things sa­cred, were thor­ough­ly in­dif­fer­ent to them. They rec­og­nized noth­ing but war, and sought in it plea­sure, dis­si­pa­tion, prof­it, and obliv­ion of life. But still when they had cho­sen some side they served it loy­al­ly enough, and that through a cer­tain sol­dier-rob­ber hon­or, so as not to close the ca­reer to them­selves and to oth­ers. Such a man was Kuk­li­novs­ki. Stern dar­ing and im­mea­sur­able stub­born­ness had won for him con­sid­er­a­tion among the dis­or­der­ly. It was easy for him to find men. He had served in var­i­ous arms and ser­vices. He had been ata­man in the Saitch; he had led reg­i­ments in Wal­lachia; in Ger­many he had en­list­ed vol­un­teers in the Thir­ty Years’ War, and had won a cer­tain fame as a lead­er of cav­al­ry. His crooked legs, bent in bow fash­ion, showed that he had spent the greater part of his life on horse­back. He was as thin as a splin­ter, and some­what bent from profli­ga­cy. Much blood, shed not in war on­ly, weighed up­on him. And still he was not a man whol­ly wicked by na­ture; he felt at times no­bler in­flu­ences. But he was spoiled to the mar­row of his bones, and in­so­lent to the last de­gree. Fre­quent­ly had he said in in­ti­mate com­pa­ny, in drink; “More than one deed was done for which the thun­der­bolt should have fall­en, but it fell not.”

			The ef­fect of this im­puni­ty was that he did not be­lieve in the jus­tice of God, and pun­ish­ment, not on­ly dur­ing life, but af­ter death. In oth­er words, he did not be­lieve in God; still, he be­lieved in the dev­il, in witch­es, in as­trologers, and in alche­my. He wore the Pol­ish dress, for he thought it most fit­ting for cav­al­ry; but his mus­tache, still black, he trimmed in Swedish fash­ion, and spread at the ends turned up­ward. In speak­ing he made ev­ery word diminu­tive, like a child; this pro­duced a strange im­pres­sion when heard from the mouth of such a dev­il in­car­nate and such a cru­el ruf­fi­an, who was ev­er gulp­ing hu­man blood. He talked much and boast­ing­ly; clear­ly he thought him­self a cel­e­brat­ed per­son­age, and one of the first cav­al­ry colonels on earth.

			Miller, who, though on a broad­er pat­tern, be­longed him­self to a sim­i­lar class, val­ued him great­ly, and loved spe­cial­ly to seat him at his own ta­ble. At that junc­ture Kuk­li­novs­ki forced him­self on the gen­er­al as an as­sis­tant, guar­an­tee­ing that he would with his elo­quence bring the priests to their sens­es at once.

			Ear­li­er, when, af­ter the ar­rest of the priests, Pan Zamoys­ki was pre­par­ing to vis­it Miller’s camp and asked for a hostage, Miller sent Kuk­li­novs­ki; but Zamoys­ki and the pri­or would not ac­cept him, as not be­ing of req­ui­site rank.

			From that mo­ment, touched in his self-love, Kuk­li­novs­ki con­ceived a mor­tal ha­tred for the de­fend­ers of Yas­na Go­ra, and de­ter­mined to in­jure them with all his pow­er. There­fore he chose him­self as an em­bassy—first for the em­bassy it­self, and sec­ond so as to sur­vey ev­ery­thing and cast evil seed here and there. Since he was long known to Charnyet­s­ki he ap­proached the gate guard­ed by him; but Charnyet­s­ki was sleep­ing at the time—Kmi­ta, tak­ing his place, con­duct­ed the guest to the coun­cil hall.

			Kuk­li­novs­ki looked at Pan An­drei with the eye of a spe­cial­ist, and at once he was pleased not on­ly with the form but the bear­ing of the young hero, which might serve as a mod­el.

			“A sol­dier,” said he, rais­ing his hand to his cap, “knows at once a re­al sol­dier. I did not think that the priests had such men in their ser­vice. What is your rank, I pray?”

			In Kmi­ta, who had the zeal of a new con­vert, the soul re­volt­ed at sight of Poles who served Swedes; still, he re­mem­bered the re­cent anger of Ko­rdet­s­ki at his dis­re­gard of ne­go­ti­a­tions; there­fore he an­swered cold­ly, but calm­ly—

			“I am Babinich, for­mer colonel in the Lithua­ni­an army, but now a vol­un­teer in the ser­vice of the Most Holy La­dy.”

			“And I am Kuk­li­novs­ki, al­so colonel, of whom you must have heard; for dur­ing more than one lit­tle war men men­tioned fre­quent­ly that name and this sabre [here he struck at his side], not on­ly here in the Com­mon­wealth, but in for­eign coun­tries.”

			“With the fore­head,” said Kmi­ta, “I have heard.”

			“Well, so you are from Lithua­nia, and in that land are fa­mous sol­diers. We know of each oth­er, for the trum­pet of fame is to be heard from one end of the world to the oth­er. Do you know there, wor­thy sir, a cer­tain Kmi­ta?”

			The ques­tion fell so sud­den­ly that Pan An­drei was as if fixed to the spot. “But why do you ask of him?”

			“Be­cause I love him, though I know him not, for we are alike as two boots of one pair; and I al­ways re­peat this, with your per­mis­sion, ‘There are two gen­uine sol­diers in the Com­mon­wealth—I in the king­dom, and Kmi­ta in Lithua­nia,’—a pair of dear doves, is not that true? Did you know him per­son­al­ly?”

			“Would to God that you were killed!” thought Kmi­ta; but, re­mem­ber­ing Kuk­li­novs­ki’s char­ac­ter of en­voy, he an­swered aloud: “I did not know him per­son­al­ly. But now come in, for the coun­cil is wait­ing.”

			When he had said this, he in­di­cat­ed the door through which a priest came out to re­ceive the guest. Kuk­li­novs­ki en­tered the cham­ber with him at once, but first he turned to Kmi­ta: “It would please me,” said he, “if at my re­turn you and none oth­er were to con­duct me out.”

			“I will wait here,” an­swered Kmi­ta. And he was left alone. Af­ter a while he be­gan to walk back and forth with quick steps; his whole soul was roused with­in him, and his heart was filled with blood, black from anger.

			“Pitch does not stick to a gar­ment like evil fame to a man,” mut­tered he. “This scoundrel, this wretch, this traitor calls me bold­ly his broth­er, and thinks he has me as a com­rade. See to what I have come! All gal­lows-birds pro­claim me their own, and no de­cent man calls me to mind with­out hor­ror. I have done lit­tle yet, lit­tle! If I could on­ly give a les­son to this ras­cal! It can­not be but that I shall put my score on him.”

			The coun­cil last­ed long in the cham­ber. It had grown dark. Kmi­ta was wait­ing yet.

			At last Kuk­li­novs­ki ap­peared. Pan An­drei could not see the colonel’s face, but he in­ferred from his quick pant­ing, that the mis­sion had failed, and had been al­so dis­pleas­ing, for the en­voy had lost de­sire for talk. They walked on then for some time in si­lence. Kmi­ta de­ter­mined mean­while to get at the truth, and said with feigned sym­pa­thy—

			“Sure­ly, you are com­ing with noth­ing.—Our priests are stub­born; and, be­tween you and me, they act ill, for we can­not de­fend our­selves for­ev­er.”

			Kuk­li­novs­ki halt­ed and pulled him by the sleeve. “And do you think that they act ill? You have your sens­es; these priests will be ground in­to bran—I guar­an­tee that! They are un­will­ing to obey Kuk­li­novs­ki; they will obey his sword.”

			“You see, it is not a ques­tion of the priests with me,” said Kmi­ta, “but of this place, which is holy, that is not to be de­nied, but which the lat­er it is sur­ren­dered the more se­vere must the con­di­tions be. Is what men say true, that through the coun­try tu­mults are ris­ing, that here and there they are slash­ing the Swedes, and that the Khan is march­ing with aid? If that is true, Miller must re­treat.”

			“I tell you in con­fi­dence, a wish for Swedish broth is ris­ing in the coun­try, and like­ly in the army as well; that is true. They are talk­ing of the Khan al­so. But Miller will not re­treat; in a cou­ple of days heavy ar­tillery will come. We’ll dig these fox­es out of their hole, and then what will be will be!—But you have sense.”

			“Here is the gate!” said Kmi­ta; “here I must leave you, un­less you wish me to at­tend you down the slope?”

			“At­tend me, at­tend me! A cou­ple of days ago you fired af­ter an en­voy.”

			“In­deed! What do you mean?”

			“Maybe un­will­ing­ly. But bet­ter at­tend me; I have a few words to say to you.”

			“And I to you.”

			“That is well.”

			They went out­side the gate and sank in the dark­ness. Here Kuk­li­novs­ki stopped, and tak­ing Kmi­ta again by the sleeve, be­gan to speak—

			“You, Sir Cav­a­lier, seem to me adroit and fore­see­ing, and be­sides I feel in you a sol­dier, blood and bone. What the dev­il do you stick to priests for, and not to sol­diers? Why be a serv­ing lad for priests? There is a bet­ter and a pleas­an­ter com­pa­ny with us—with cups, dice, and wom­en. Do you un­der­stand?”

			Here he pressed Kmi­ta’s arm with his fin­gers. “This house,” con­tin­ued he, point­ing with his fin­ger to the fortress, “is on fire, and a fool is he who flees not from a house when ’tis burn­ing. Maybe you fear the name of traitor? Spit on those who would call you that! Come to our com­pa­ny; I, Kuk­li­novs­ki, pro­pose this. Obey, if you like; if you don’t like, obey not—there will be no of­fence. Gen­er­al Miller will re­ceive you well, I guar­an­tee that; you have touched my heart, and I speak thus from good wish­es. Ours is a joy­ous com­pa­ny, joy­ous! A sol­dier’s free­dom is in this—to serve whom he likes. Monks are noth­ing to you! If a bit of virtue hin­ders you, then cough it out. Re­mem­ber this al­so, that hon­est men serve with us. How many no­bles, mag­nates, het­mans! What can be bet­ter? Who takes the part of our lit­tle Kaz­imir? No man save Sapye­ha alone, who is bend­ing Radzivill.”

			Kmi­ta grew cu­ri­ous; “Did you say that Sapye­ha is bend­ing Radzivill?”

			“I did. He is trou­bling him ter­ri­bly there in Podlyasye, and is be­sieg­ing him now in Tykotsin. But we do not dis­turb him.”

			“Why is that?”

			“Be­cause the King of Swe­den wants them to de­vour one an­oth­er. Radzivill was nev­er re­li­able; he was think­ing of him­self. Be­sides, he is bare­ly breath­ing. Who­ev­er lets him­self be be­sieged is in a fix, he is fin­ished.”

			“Will not the Swedes go to suc­cor him?”

			“Who is to go? The king him­self is in Prus­sia, for there lies the great ques­tion. The elec­tor has wrig­gled out hith­er­to; he will not wrig­gle out this time. In Great Poland is war, Wit­tem­berg is need­ed in Krakow, Dou­glas has work with the hill-men; so they have left Radzivill to him­self. Let Sapye­ha de­vour him. Sapye­ha has grown, that is true, but his turn will come al­so. Our Karl, when he fin­ish­es with Prus­sia, will twist the horns of Sapye­ha. Now there is no pow­er against him, for all Lithua­nia stands at his side.”

			“But Jmud?”

			“Pon­tus de la Gardie holds that in his paws, and heavy are the paws, I know him.”

			“How is it that Radzivill has fall­en, he whose pow­er was equal to that of kings?”

			“It is quench­ing al­ready, quench­ing—”

			“Won­der­ful are the or­di­nances of God!”

			“The wheel of war changes. But no more of this. Well, what? Do you make up your mind to my propo­si­tion? You’ll not be sor­ry! Come to us. If it is too hur­ried to­day, think till to­mor­row, till the day af­ter, be­fore the heavy ar­tillery comes. These peo­ple here trust you ev­i­dent­ly, since you pass through the gate as you do now. Or come with let­ters and go back no more.”

			“You at­tract oth­ers to the Swedish side, for you are an en­voy of Swe­den,” said Kmi­ta; “it does not be­seem you to act oth­er­wise, though in your soul who knows what you think? There are those who serve the Swedes, but wish them ill in their hearts.”

			“Word of a cav­a­lier!” an­swered Kuk­li­novs­ki, “that I speak sin­cere­ly, and not be­cause I am fill­ing the func­tion of an en­voy. Out­side the gate I am no longer an en­voy; and if you wish I will re­move the of­fice of en­voy of my own will, and speak to you as a pri­vate man. Throw that vile fortress to the dev­il!”

			“Do you say this as a pri­vate man?”

			“Yes.”

			“And may I give an­swer to you as to a pri­vate man?”

			“As true as life I pro­pose it my­self.”

			“Then lis­ten, Pan Kuk­li­novs­ki,” Here Kmi­ta in­clined and looked in­to the very eyes of the ruf­fi­an. “You are a ras­cal, a traitor, a scoundrel, a crab-mon­ger, an arch-cur! Have you enough, or shall I spit in your eyes yet?”

			Kuk­li­novs­ki was as­tound­ed to such a de­gree that for a time there was si­lence.

			“What is this? How is this? Do I hear cor­rect­ly?”

			“Have you enough, you cur? or do you wish me to spit in your eyes?”

			Kuk­li­novs­ki drew his sabre; but Kmi­ta caught him with his iron hand by the wrist, twist­ed his arm, wrest­ed the sabre from him, then slapped him on the cheek so that the sound went out in the dark­ness; seized him by the oth­er side, turned him in his hand like a top, and kick­ing him with all his strength, cried—

			“To a pri­vate man, not to an en­voy!”

			Kuk­li­novs­ki rolled down like a stone thrown from a bal­lista. Pan An­drei went qui­et­ly to the gate.

			The two men part­ed on the slope of the em­i­nence; hence it was dif­fi­cult to see them from the walls. But Kmi­ta found wait­ing for him at the gate Ko­rdet­s­ki, who took him aside at once, and asked—

			“What were you do­ing so long with Kuk­li­novs­ki.”

			“I was en­ter­ing in­to con­fi­dence with him,” an­swered Pan An­drei.

			“What did he say?”

			“He said that it was true con­cern­ing the Khan.”

			“Praise be to God, who can change the hearts of pa­gans and make friends out of en­e­mies.”

			“He told me that Great Poland is mov­ing.”

			“Praise be to God!”

			“That the quar­ter sol­diers are more and more un­will­ing to re­main with the Swedes; that in Podlyasye, the vo­evo­da of Vi­tyeb­sk, Sapye­ha, has beat­en the traitor Radzivill, and that he has all hon­est peo­ple with him. As all Lithua­nia stands by him, ex­cept Jmud, which De la Gardie has tak­en.”

			“Praise be to God! Have you had no oth­er talk with each oth­er?”

			“Yes; Kuk­li­novs­ki tried af­ter­ward to per­suade me to go over to the Swedes.”

			“I ex­pect­ed that,” said the pri­or; “he is a bad man. And what did you an­swer?”

			“You see he told me, revered fa­ther, as fol­lows: ‘I put aside my of­fice of en­voy, which with­out that is fin­ished be­yond the gates, and I per­suade you as a pri­vate man.’ And I to make sure asked, ‘May I an­swer as to a pri­vate man?’ He said, ‘Yes’—then—”

			“What then?”

			“Then I gave it to him in the snout, and he rolled down hill.”

			“In the name of the Fa­ther, Son, and Holy Ghost!”

			“Be not an­gry, fa­ther; I act­ed very care­ful­ly, and that he will not say a word about the mat­ter to any man is cer­tain.”

			The priest was silent for a time, then said; “That you act­ed hon­est­ly, I know. I am on­ly trou­bled at this, that you have gained a new en­e­my. He is a ter­ri­ble man.”

			“One more, one less!” said Kmi­ta. Then he bent to the ear of the priest. “But Prince Bo­guslav, he at least is an en­e­my! What is such a Kuk­li­novs­ki? I don’t even look back at him.”

		
	
		
			XLIV

			Now the ter­ri­ble Ar­wid Wit­tem­berg made him­self heard. A fa­mous of­fi­cer brought his stern let­ter to the clois­ter, com­mand­ing the fa­thers to sur­ren­der the fortress to Miller. “In the op­po­site event,” wrote Wit­tem­berg, “if you do not aban­don re­sis­tance, and do not yield to the said gen­er­al, you may be sure that a pun­ish­ment awaits you which will serve oth­ers as an ex­am­ple. The blame for your suf­fer­ing lay to your­selves.”

			The fa­thers af­ter re­ceiv­ing this let­ter de­ter­mined in old fash­ion to pro­cras­ti­nate, and present new dif­fi­cul­ties dai­ly. Again days passed dur­ing which the thun­der of ar­tillery in­ter­rupt­ed ne­go­ti­a­tions, and the con­trary.

			Miller de­clared that he wished to in­tro­duce his gar­ri­son on­ly to in­sure the clois­ter against bands of free­boot­ers. The fa­thers an­swered that since their gar­ri­son ap­peared suf­fi­cient against such a pow­er­ful lead­er as the gen­er­al him­self, all the more would it suf­fice against bands of free­boot­ers. They im­plored Miller, there­fore, by all that was sa­cred, by the re­spect which the peo­ple had for the place, by God and by Mary, to go to Vyelu­nie, or wher­ev­er it might please him. But the pa­tience of the Swedes was ex­haust­ed. That hu­mil­i­ty of the be­sieged, who im­plored for mer­cy while they were fir­ing more and more quick­ly from can­nons, brought the chief and the army to des­per­a­tion.

			At first Miller could not get it in­to his head why, when the whole coun­try had sur­ren­dered, that one place was de­fend­ing it­self; what pow­er was up­hold­ing them; in the name of what hopes did these monks refuse to yield, for what were they striv­ing, for what were they hop­ing?

			But flow­ing time brought more clear­ly the an­swer to that ques­tion. The re­sis­tance which had be­gun there was spread­ing like a con­fla­gra­tion. In spite of a rather dull brain, the gen­er­al saw at last what the ques­tion with Ko­rdet­s­ki was; and be­sides, Sadovs­ki had ex­plained in­con­tro­vert­ibly that it was not a ques­tion of that rocky nest, nor of Yas­na Go­ra, nor of the trea­sures gath­ered in the clois­ter, nor of the safe­ty of the Con­gre­ga­tion, but of the fate of the whole Com­mon­wealth. Miller dis­cov­ered that that silent priest knew what he was do­ing, that he had knowl­edge of his mis­sion, that he had risen as a prophet to en­light­en the land by ex­am­ple—to call with a mighty voice to the east and the west, to the north and the south, Sur­sum cor­da! (Raise your hearts) in or­der to rouse, ei­ther by his vic­to­ry or his death and sac­ri­fice, the sleep­ing from their slum­ber, to pu­ri­fy the sin­ful, to bring light in­to dark­ness.

			When he had dis­cov­ered this, that old war­rior was sim­ply ter­ri­fied at that de­fend­er and at his own task. All at once that “hen­house” of Chen­sto­ho­va seemed to him a gi­ant moun­tain de­fend­ed by a Ti­tan, and the gen­er­al seemed small to him­self; and on his own army he looked, for the first time in his life, as on a hand­ful of wretch­ed worms. Was it for them to raise hands against that mys­te­ri­ous and heav­en-touch­ing pow­er? There­fore Miller was ter­ri­fied, and doubt be­gan to steal in­to his heart. See­ing that the fault would be placed up­on him, he be­gan him­self to seek the guilty, and his anger fell first on Count Vey­hard. Dis­putes rose in the camp, and dis­sen­sions be­gan to in­flame hearts against one an­oth­er; the works of the siege had to suf­fer there­from.

			Miller had been too long ac­cus­tomed to es­ti­mate men and events by the com­mon mea­sure of a sol­dier, not to con­sole him­self still at times with the thought that at last the fortress would sur­ren­der. And tak­ing things in hu­man fash­ion, it could not be oth­er­wise. Be­sides, Wit­tem­berg was send­ing him six siege guns of the heav­i­est cal­i­bre, which had shown their force at Krakow.

			“Dev­il take it!” thought Miller; “such walls will not stand against guns like these, and if that nest of ter­rors, of su­per­sti­tions, of en­chant­ment, winds up in smoke, then things will take an­oth­er turn, and the whole coun­try will be paci­fied.”

			While wait­ing for the heav­ier guns, he com­mand­ed to fire from the small­er. The days of con­flict re­turned. But in vain did balls of fire fall on the roofs, in vain did the best gun­ners ex­ert su­per­hu­man pow­er. As of­ten as the wind blew away the sea of smoke, the clois­ter ap­peared un­touched, im­pos­ing as ev­er, lofty, with tow­ers pierc­ing calm­ly the blue of the sky. At the same time things hap­pened which spread su­per­sti­tious ter­ror among the be­siegers. Now balls flew over the whole moun­tain and struck sol­diers on the oth­er side; now a gun­ner, oc­cu­pied in aim­ing a gun, fell on a sud­den; now smoke dis­posed it­self in ter­ri­ble and strange forms; now pow­der in the box­es ex­plod­ed all at once, as if fired by some in­vis­i­ble hand.

			Be­sides, sol­diers were per­ish­ing con­tin­u­al­ly who alone, in twos or in threes, went out of the camp. Sus­pi­cion fell on the Pol­ish aux­il­iary squadrons, which, with the ex­cep­tion of Kuk­li­novs­ki’s reg­i­ment, re­fused out and out ev­ery co­op­er­a­tion in the siege, and showed dai­ly more men­ac­ing looks. Miller threat­ened Colonel Zbro­jek with a court-mar­tial, but he an­swered in pres­ence of all the of­fi­cers: “Try it, Gen­er­al.”

			Of­fi­cers from the Pol­ish squadrons strolled pur­pose­ly through the Swedish camp, ex­hibit­ing con­tempt and dis­re­gard for the sol­diers, and rais­ing quar­rels with the of­fi­cers. Thence it came to du­els, in which the Swedes, as less trained in fenc­ing, fell vic­tims more fre­quent­ly. Miller is­sued a se­vere or­der against du­els, and fi­nal­ly for­bade the Poles en­trance to the camp. From this it came that at last both armies were side by side like en­e­mies, mere­ly await­ing an op­por­tu­ni­ty for bat­tle.

			But the clois­ter de­fend­ed it­self ev­er bet­ter. It turned out that the guns sent by Pan Myaskovs­ki were in no wise in­fe­ri­or to those which Miller had, and the gun­ners through con­stant prac­tice ar­rived at such ac­cu­ra­cy that each shot threw down an en­e­my. The Swedes at­trib­uted this to en­chant­ment. The gun­ners an­swered the of­fi­cers that with that pow­er which de­fend­ed the clois­ter it was no busi­ness of theirs to do bat­tle.

			A cer­tain morn­ing a pan­ic be­gan in the south­west­ern trench, for the sol­diers had seen dis­tinct­ly a wom­an in a blue robe shield­ing the church and the clois­ter. At sight of this they threw them­selves down on their faces. In vain did Miller ride up, in vain did he ex­plain that mist and smoke had dis­posed them­selves in that form, in vain be­sides was his threat of court-mar­tial and pun­ish­ment. At the first mo­ment no one would hear him, es­pe­cial­ly as the gen­er­al him­self was un­able to hide his amaze­ment.

			Soon af­ter this the opin­ion was spread through the whole army that no one tak­ing part in the siege would die his own death. Many of­fi­cers shared this be­lief, and Miller was not free from fears; for he brought in Luther­an min­is­ters and en­joined on them to un­do the en­chant­ment. They walked through the camp whis­per­ing, and singing psalms; fear, how­ev­er, had so spread that more than once they heard from the mouths of the sol­diers: “Be­yond your pow­er, be­yond your strength!”

			In the midst of dis­charges of can­non a new en­voy from Miller en­tered the clois­ter, and stood be­fore the face of Ko­rdet­s­ki and the coun­cil.

			This was Pan Slad­kovs­ki, cham­ber­lain of Ra­va, whom Swedish par­ties had seized as he was re­turn­ing from Prus­sia. They re­ceived him cold­ly and harsh­ly, though he had an hon­est face and his look was as mild as the sky; but the monks had grown ac­cus­tomed to see hon­est faces on traitors. He was not con­fused a whit by such a re­cep­tion; comb­ing briskly his yel­low fore­lock with his fin­gers, he be­gan:—

			“Praised be Je­sus Christ!”

			“For the ages of ages!” an­swered the Con­gre­ga­tion, in a cho­rus.

			And Ko­rdet­s­ki added at once; “Blessed be those who serve him.”

			“I serve him,” an­swered Slad­kovs­ki, “and that I serve him more sin­cere­ly than I do Miller will be shown soon. H’m! per­mit me, wor­thy and beloved fa­thers, to cough, for I must first spit out foul­ness. Miller then—tfu! sent me, my good lords, to you to per­suade you—tfu!—to sur­ren­der. But I ac­cept­ed the of­fice so as to say to you: De­fend your­selves, think not of sur­ren­der, for the Swedes are spin­ning thin, and the Dev­il is tak­ing them by the eye.”

			The monks and the laity were as­ton­ished at sight of such an en­voy. Pan Zamoys­ki ex­claimed at once: “As God is dear to me, this is an hon­est man!” and spring­ing to him be­gan to shake his hand; but Slad­kovs­ki, gath­er­ing his fore­lock in­to one bunch, said—

			“That I am no knave will be shown straight­way. I have be­come Miller’s en­voy so as to tell you news so fa­vor­able that I could wish, my good lords, to tell it all in one breath. Give thanks to God and His Most Holy Moth­er who chose you as in­stru­ments for chang­ing men’s hearts. The coun­try, taught by your ex­am­ple and by your de­fence, is be­gin­ning to throw off the yoke of the Swedes. What’s the use in talk­ing? In Great Poland and Ma­zovia the peo­ple are beat­ing the Swedes, de­stroy­ing small­er par­ties, block­ing roads and pas­sages. In some places they have giv­en the en­e­my ter­ri­ble pun­ish­ment al­ready. The no­bles are mount­ing their hors­es, the peas­ants are gath­er­ing in crowds, and when they seize a Swede they tear straps out of him. Chips are fly­ing, tow is fly­ing! This is what it has come to. And whose work is this?—yours.”

			“An an­gel, an an­gel is speak­ing!” cried monks and no­bles, rais­ing their hands to­ward heav­en.

			“Not an an­gel, but Slad­kovs­ki, at your ser­vice. This is noth­ing!—Lis­ten on. The Khan, re­mem­ber­ing the kind­ness of the broth­er of our right­ful king, Yan Kaz­imir, to whom may God give many years! is march­ing with aid, and has al­ready passed the bound­ary of the Com­mon­wealth. The Cos­sacks who were op­posed he has cut to pieces, and is mov­ing on with a horde of a hun­dred thou­sand to­ward Lvoff, and Hmel­nit­s­ki nolens volens is com­ing with him.”

			“For God’s sake, for God’s sake!” re­peat­ed peo­ple, over­come as it were by hap­pi­ness.

			But Pan Slad­kovs­ki, sweat­ing and wav­ing his hand, with still more vig­or cried—

			“That is noth­ing yet! Pan Ste­fan Charnyet­s­ki, with whom the Swedes vi­o­lat­ed faith, for they car­ried cap­tive his in­fantry un­der Wolf, feels free of his word and is mount­ing. Yan Kaz­imir is col­lect­ing troops, and may re­turn any day to the coun­try and the het­mans. Lis­ten fur­ther, the het­mans, Po­tot­s­ki and Lantsko­ron­s­ki, and with them all the troops, are wait­ing on­ly for the com­ing of the king to desert the Swedes and raise sabres against them. Mean­while they are com­ing to an un­der­stand­ing with Sapye­ha and the Khan. The Swedes are in ter­ror; there is fire in the whole coun­try, war in the whole coun­try—whoso­ev­er is liv­ing is go­ing to the field!”

			What took place in the hearts of the monks and the no­bles is dif­fi­cult of de­scrip­tion. Some wept, some fell on their knees, oth­er re­peat­ed, “It can­not be, it can­not be!” Hear­ing this, Slad­kovs­ki ap­proached the great cru­ci­fix hang­ing on the wall and said—

			“I place my hands on these feet of Christ pierced with a nail, and swear that I de­clare the pure and clean truth. I re­peat on­ly: De­fend your­selves, fail not; trust not the Swedes; think not that by sub­mis­sion and sur­ren­der you could in­sure any safe­ty for your­selves. They keep no prom­ises, no treaties. You who are closed in here know not what is pass­ing in the whole coun­try, what op­pres­sion has come, what deeds of vi­o­lence are done—mur­der­ing of priests, pro­fa­na­tion of sanc­tu­ar­ies, con­tempt of all law. They prom­ise you ev­ery­thing, they ob­serve noth­ing. The whole king­dom is giv­en up as plun­der to a dis­so­lute sol­diery. Even those who still ad­here to the Swedes are un­able to es­cape in­jus­tice. Such is the pun­ish­ment of God on traitors, on those who break faith with the king. De­lay!—I, as you see me here, if on­ly I sur­vive, if I suc­ceed in slip­ping away from Miller, will move straight­way to Sile­sia, to our king. I will fall at his feet and say: Gra­cious King, save Chen­sto­ho­va and your most faith­ful ser­vants! But, most beloved fa­thers, stand firm, for the sal­va­tion of the whole Com­mon­wealth is de­pend­ing up­on you.”

			Here Slad­kovs­ki’s voice trem­bled, tears ap­peared on his eye­lids, but he spoke fur­ther. “You will have griev­ous times yet: siege guns are com­ing from Krakow, which two hun­dred in­fantry are bring­ing. One is a par­tic­u­lar­ly dread­ful can­non. Ter­ri­ble as­saults will fol­low. But these will be the last ef­forts. En­dure yet these, for sal­va­tion is com­ing al­ready. By these red wounds of God, the king, the het­mans, the army, the whole Com­mon­wealth will come to res­cue its Pa­troness. This is what I tell you: res­cue, sal­va­tion, glo­ry is right here—not dis­tant.”

			The wor­thy no­ble now burst in­to tears, and sob­bing be­came uni­ver­sal.

			Ah! still bet­ter news was due to that wea­ried hand­ful of de­fend­ers, to that hand­ful of faith­ful ser­vants, and a sure con­so­la­tion from the coun­try.

			The pri­or rose, ap­proached Slad­kovs­ki, and opened wide his arms. Slad­kovs­ki rushed in­to them, and they em­braced each oth­er long; oth­ers fol­low­ing their ex­am­ple be­gan to fall in­to one an­oth­er’s arms, em­brace, kiss, and con­grat­u­late one an­oth­er as if the Swedes had al­ready re­treat­ed. At last the pri­or said—

			“To the chapel, my brethren, to the chapel!”

			He went in ad­vance, and af­ter him the oth­ers. All the can­dles were light­ed, for it was grow­ing dark out­side; and the cur­tains were drawn aside from the won­der-work­ing im­age, from which sweet abun­dant rays were scat­tered at once round about. Ko­rdet­s­ki knelt on the steps, far­ther away the monks, the no­bles, and com­mon peo­ple; wom­en with chil­dren were present al­so. Pale and wea­ried faces and eyes which had wept were raised to­ward the im­age; but from be­hind the tears was shin­ing on each face a smile of hap­pi­ness. Si­lence con­tin­ued for a time; at last Ko­rdet­s­ki be­gan—

			“Un­der thy pro­tec­tion we take refuge, Holy Moth­er of God—”

			Fur­ther words stopped on his lips, weari­ness, long suf­fer­ing, hid­den alarms, to­geth­er with the glad­some hope of res­cue, rose in him like a mighty wave; there­fore sob­bing shook his breast, and that man, who bore on his shoul­ders the fate of the whole coun­try, bent like a weak child, fell on his face, and with weep­ing im­mea­sur­able had strength on­ly to cry: “O Mary, Mary, Mary!”

			All wept with him, but the im­age from above cast bright­est rays.

			It was late at night when the monks and the no­bles went each his own way to the walls; but Ko­rdet­s­ki re­mained all night ly­ing in the chapel in the form of a cross. There were fears in the clois­ter that weari­ness might over­pow­er him; but next morn­ing he ap­peared on the bas­tions, went among the sol­diers and the gar­ri­son, glad and re­freshed, and here and there he re­peat­ed—

			“Chil­dren, the Most Holy La­dy will show again that she is might­i­er than siege guns, and then will come the end of your sor­rows and tor­ments.”

			That morn­ing Yat­sek Bjuhan­s­ki, an in­hab­i­tant of Chen­sto­ho­va, dis­guised as a Swede, ap­proached the walls to con­firm the news that great guns were com­ing from Krakow, but al­so that the Khan with the horde was ap­proach­ing. He de­liv­ered a let­ter from Fa­ther An­ton Pashkovs­ki, of the monastery at Krakow, who, de­scrib­ing the ter­ri­ble cru­el­ty and rob­bery of the Swedes, in­cit­ed and im­plored the fa­thers of Yas­na Go­ra to put no trust in the prom­ises of the en­e­my, but to de­fend the sa­cred place pa­tient­ly against the in­so­lence of the god­less.

			“There is no faith in the Swedes,” wrote Fa­ther Pashkovs­ki, “no re­li­gion. Noth­ing di­vine or hu­man is sa­cred and in­vi­o­late for them. It is not their cus­tom to re­spect any­thing, though guard­ed by treaties or pub­lic dec­la­ra­tions.”

			That was the day of the Im­mac­u­late Con­cep­tion. Some tens of of­fi­cers and sol­diers of the al­lied Pol­ish squadrons be­sought with most ur­gent re­quests Miller’s per­mis­sion to go to the fortress for di­vine ser­vice. Per­haps Miller thought that they would be­come friend­ly with the gar­ri­son, car­ry news of the siege guns and spread alarm; per­haps he did not wish by re­fus­ing to cast sparks on in­flammable el­e­ments, which with­out that made re­la­tions be­tween the Poles and the Swedes more and more dan­ger­ous: ’tis enough that he gave the per­mis­sion.

			With these quar­ter sol­diers went a cer­tain Tar­tar of the Pol­ish Mo­hammedan Tar­tars. He, amid uni­ver­sal as­ton­ish­ment, en­cour­aged the monks not to yield their holy place to vile en­e­mies, con­sid­er­ing with cer­tain­ty that the Swedes would soon go away with shame and de­feat. The quar­ter sol­diers re­peat­ed the same, con­firm­ing com­plete­ly the news brought by Slad­kovs­ki. All this tak­en to­geth­er raised the courage of the be­sieged to such a de­gree that they had no fear of those gi­gan­tic can­nons, and the sol­diers made sport of them among them­selves.

			Af­ter ser­vices fir­ing be­gan on both sides. There was a cer­tain Swedish sol­dier who had come many times to the wall, and with a trum­pet-like voice had blas­phemed against the Moth­er of God. Many a time had the be­sieged fired at him, but al­ways with­out re­sult. Kmi­ta aimed at him once, but his bow­string broke; the sol­dier be­came more and more in­so­lent, and roused oth­ers by his dar­ing. It was said that he had sev­en dev­ils in his ser­vice who guard­ed and shield­ed him.

			He came this day again to blas­pheme; but the be­sieged, trust­ing that on the day of the Im­mac­u­late Con­cep­tion en­chant­ments would have less ef­fect, de­ter­mined to pun­ish him with­out fail. They fired a good while in vain; at last a can­non ball, re­bound­ing from an ice wall, and trip­ping along the snow like a bird, struck him straight in the breast and tore him in two. The de­fend­ers com­fort­ed them­selves with this and cried out: “Who will blas­pheme against Her an­oth­er time?” Mean­while the re­vil­ers had rushed down to the trench­es, in pan­ic.

			The Swedes fired at the walls and the roofs; but the balls brought no ter­ror to the be­sieged.

			The old beg­gar­wom­an, Kon­stantsia, who dwelt in a cran­ny of the cliff, used to go, as if in ridicule of the Swedes, along the whole slope, gath­er­ing bul­lets in her apron, and threat­en­ing from time to time the sol­diers with her staff. They, think­ing her a witch, were afraid she would in­jure them, es­pe­cial­ly when they saw that bul­lets did not touch her.

			Two whole days passed in vain fir­ing. They hurled on the roof ship ropes very thick­ly steeped in pitch; these flew like fiery ser­pents; but the guards, trained in a mas­ter­ly man­ner, met the dan­ger in time. A night came with such dark­ness that, in spite of the fires, tar bar­rels, and the fire­works of Fa­ther Lyas­so­ta, the be­sieged could see noth­ing.

			Mean­while some un­com­mon move­ment reigned among the Swedes. The squeak of wheels was heard, men’s voic­es, at times the neigh­ing of hors­es, and var­i­ous oth­er kinds of up­roar. The sol­diers on the walls guessed the cause eas­i­ly.

			“The guns have come sure­ly,” said some.

			The of­fi­cers were de­lib­er­at­ing on a sor­tie which Charnyet­s­ki ad­vised; but Zamoys­ki op­posed, in­sist­ing, with rea­son, that at such im­por­tant works the en­e­my must have se­cured them­selves suf­fi­cient­ly, and must sure­ly hold in­fantry in readi­ness. They re­solved mere­ly to fire to­ward the north and south, whence the great­est noise came. It was im­pos­si­ble to see the re­sult in the dark­ness.

			Day broke at last, and its first rays ex­posed the works of the Swedes. North and south of the fortress were in­trench­ments, on which some thou­sands of men were em­ployed. These in­trench­ments stood so high that to the be­sieged the sum­mits of them seemed on a line with the walls of the fortress. In the open­ings at the top were seen great jaws of guns, and the sol­diers stand­ing be­hind them looked at a dis­tance like swarms of yel­low wasps.

			The morn­ing Mass was not over in the church when un­usu­al thun­der shook the air; the win­dow­panes rat­tled; some of them dropped out of the frames from shak­ing alone, and were bro­ken with a sharp shiv­er on the stone floor; and the whole church was filled with dust which rose from fall­en plas­ter.

			The great siege guns had spo­ken.

			A ter­ri­ble fire be­gan, such as the be­sieged had not ex­pe­ri­enced. At the end of Mass all rushed out on the walls and roofs. The pre­ced­ing storms seemed in­no­cent play in com­par­i­son with this ter­ri­ble let­ting loose of fire and iron.

			The small­er pieces thun­dered in sup­port of the siege guns. Great bombs, pieces of cloth steeped in pitch, torch­es, and fiery ropes were fly­ing. Balls twen­ty-six pounds in weight tore out bat­tle­ments, struck the walls of build­ings; some set­tled in them, oth­ers made great holes, tear­ing off plas­ter and bricks. The walls sur­round­ing the clois­ter be­gan to shake here and there and lose pieces, and struck in­ces­sant­ly by new balls threat­ened to fall. The build­ings of the clois­ter were cov­ered with fire.

			The trum­peters on the tow­er felt it tot­ter un­der them. The church quaked from con­tin­u­ous pound­ing, and can­dles fell out of the sock­ets at some of the al­tars.

			Wa­ter was poured in im­mense quan­ti­ties on the fires that had be­gun, on the blaz­ing torch­es, on the walls, on the fire balls; and formed, to­geth­er with the smoke and the dust, rolls of steam so thick that light could not be seen through them. Dam­age was done to the walls and build­ings. The cry, “It is burn­ing, it is burn­ing!” was heard of­ten­er amid the thun­der of can­non and the whis­tle of bul­lets. At the north­ern bas­tion the two wheels of a can­non were bro­ken, and one in­jured can­non was silent. A ball had fall­en in­to a sta­ble, killed three hors­es, and set fire to the build­ing. Not on­ly balls, but bits of grenades, were fall­ing as thick­ly as rain on the roofs, the bas­tions, and the walls.

			In a short time the groans of the wound­ed were heard. By a strange chance three young men fell, all named Yan. This amazed oth­er de­fend­ers bear­ing the same name; but in gen­er­al the de­fence was wor­thy of the storm. Even wom­en, chil­dren, and old men came out on the walls. Sol­diers stood there with un­ter­ri­fied heart, in smoke and fire, amid a rain of mis­siles, and an­swered with de­ter­mi­na­tion to the fire of the en­e­my. Some seized the wheels and rolled the can­non to the most ex­posed places; oth­ers thrust in­to breach­es in the walls stones, beams, dung, and earth.

			Wom­en with di­shev­elled hair and in­flamed faces gave an ex­am­ple of dar­ing, and some were seen run­ning with buck­ets of wa­ter af­ter bombs which were still spring­ing and ready to burst right there, that mo­ment. Ar­dor rose ev­ery in­stant, as if that smell of pow­der, smoke, and steam, that thun­der, those streams of fire and iron, had the prop­er­ty of rous­ing it. All act­ed with­out com­mand, for words died amid the aw­ful noise. On­ly the sup­pli­ca­tions which were sung in the chapel rose above the voic­es of can­non.

			About noon fir­ing ceased. All drew breath; but be­fore the gate a drum was sound­ed, and the drum­mer sent by Miller, ap­proach­ing the gate, in­quired if the fa­thers had had enough, and if they wished to sur­ren­der at once. Ko­rdet­s­ki an­swered that they would de­lib­er­ate over the ques­tion till morn­ing. The an­swer had bare­ly reached Miller when the at­tack be­gan anew, and the ar­tillery fire was re­dou­bled.

			From time to time deep ranks of in­fantry pushed for­ward un­der fire to­ward the moun­tain, as if wish­ing to try an as­sault; but dec­i­mat­ed by can­non and mus­kets, they re­turned each time quick­ly and in dis­or­der un­der their own bat­ter­ies. As a wave of the sea cov­ers the shore and when it re­treats leaves on the sand weeds, mus­sels, and var­i­ous frag­ments bro­ken in the deep, so each one of those Swedish waves when it sank back left be­hind bod­ies thrown here and there on the slope.

			Miller did not give or­ders to fire at the bas­tions, but at the wall be­tween them, where re­sis­tance was least. In­deed, here and there con­sid­er­able rents were made, but not large enough for the in­fantry to rush through.

			Sud­den­ly a cer­tain event checked the storm.

			It was well to­ward evening when a Swedish gun­ner about to ap­ply a light­ed match to one of the largest guns was struck in the very breast by a ball from the clois­ter. The ball came not with the first force, but af­ter a third bound from the ice piled up at the in­trench­ment; it mere­ly hurled the gun­ner a num­ber of yards. He fell on an open box part­ly filled with pow­der. A ter­ri­ble ex­plo­sion was heard that in­stant, and mass­es of smoke cov­ered the trench. When the smoke fell away it ap­peared that five gun­ners had lost their lives; the wheels of the can­non were in­jured, and ter­ror seized the sol­diers. It was nec­es­sary to cease fire for the time from that in­trench­ment, since a heavy fog had filled the dark­ness; they al­so stopped fir­ing in oth­er places.

			The next day was Sun­day. Luther­an min­is­ters held ser­vices in the trench­es, and the guns were silent. Miller again in­quired if the fa­thers had had enough. They an­swered that they could en­dure more.

			Mean­while the dam­age in the clois­ter was ex­am­ined and found to be con­sid­er­able. Peo­ple were killed and the wall was shak­en here and there. The most for­mi­da­ble gun was a gi­gan­tic cul­verin stand­ing on the north. It had bro­ken the wall to such a de­gree, torn out so many stones and bricks, that the be­sieged could fore­see that should the fire con­tin­ue two days longer a con­sid­er­able part of the wall would give away.

			A breach such as the cul­verin would make could not be filled with beams or earth. The pri­or fore­saw with an eye full of sor­row the ru­in which he could not pre­vent.

			Mon­day the at­tack was be­gun anew, and the gi­gan­tic gun widened the breach. Var­i­ous mishaps met the Swedes, how­ev­er. About dusk that day a Swedish gun­ner killed on the spot Miller’s sis­ter’s son, whom the gen­er­al loved as though he had been his own, and in­tend­ed to leave him all that he had—be­gin­ning with his name and mil­i­tary rep­u­ta­tion and end­ing with his for­tune. But the heart of the old war­rior blazed up with ha­tred all the more from this loss.

			The wall at the north­ern bas­tion was so bro­ken that prepa­ra­tions were made in the night for a hand-to-hand as­sault. That the in­fantry might ap­proach the fortress with less dan­ger, Miller com­mand­ed to throw up in the dark­ness a whole se­ries of small re­doubts, reach­ing the very slope. But the night was clear, and white light from the snow be­trayed the move­ments of the en­e­my. The can­nons of Yas­na Go­ra scat­tered the men oc­cu­pied in mak­ing those para­pets formed of fascines, fences, bas­kets, and tim­bers.

			At day­break Charnyet­s­ki saw a siege ma­chine which they had al­ready rolled to­ward the walls. But the be­sieged broke it with can­non fire with­out dif­fi­cul­ty; so many men were killed on that oc­ca­sion that the day might have been called a day of vic­to­ry for the be­sieged, had it not been for that great gun which shook the wall in­ces­sant­ly with ir­restrain­able pow­er.

			A thaw came on the fol­low­ing days, and such dense mists set­tled down that the fa­thers at­trib­uted them to the ac­tion of evil spir­its. It was im­pos­si­ble to see ei­ther the ma­chines of war, the erec­tion of para­pets, or the work of the siege. The Swedes came near the very walls of the clois­ter. In the evening Charnyet­s­ki, when the pri­or was mak­ing his usu­al round of the walls, took him by the side and said in a low voice—

			“Bad, revered fa­ther! Our wall will not hold out be­yond a day.”

			“Per­haps these fogs will pre­vent them from fir­ing,” an­swered Ko­rdet­s­ki; “and we mean­while will re­pair the rents some­how.”

			“The fogs will not pre­vent the Swedes, for that gun once aimed may con­tin­ue even in dark­ness the work of de­struc­tion; but here the ru­ins are fall­ing and fall­ing.”

			“In God and in the Most Holy La­dy is our hope.”

			“True! But if we make a sor­tie? Even were we to lose men, if they could on­ly spike that drag­on of hell.”

			Just then some form looked dark in the fog, and Babinich ap­peared near the speak­ers.

			“I saw that some­one was speak­ing; but faces can­not be dis­tin­guished three yards away,” said he. “Good evening, revered fa­ther! But of what is the con­ver­sa­tion?”

			“We are talk­ing of that gun. Pan Charnyet­s­ki ad­vis­es a sor­tie. These fogs are spread by Sa­tan; I have com­mand­ed an ex­or­cism.”

			“Dear fa­ther,” said Pan An­drei, “since that gun has be­gun to shake the wall, I am think­ing of it, and some­thing keeps com­ing to my head. A sor­tie is of no use. But let us go to some room; there I will tell you my plans.”

			“Well,” said the pri­or, “come to my cell.”

			Soon af­ter they were sit­ting at a pine ta­ble in Ko­rdet­s­ki’s mod­est cell. Charnyet­s­ki and the priest were look­ing care­ful­ly in­to the youth­ful face of Babinich, who said—

			“A sor­tie is of no use in this case. They will see it and re­pulse it. Here one man must do the work.”

			“How is that?” asked Charnyet­s­ki.

			“One man must go and burst that can­non with pow­der; and he can do it dur­ing such fogs. It is best that he go in dis­guise. There are jack­ets here like those worn by the en­e­my. As it will not be pos­si­ble to do oth­er­wise, he will slip in among the Swedes; but if at this side of the trench from which the gun is pro­ject­ing there are no sol­diers, that will be bet­ter still.”

			“For God’s sake! what will the man do?”

			“It is on­ly nec­es­sary to put a box of pow­der in­to the mouth of the gun, with a hang­ing fuse and a thread to be ig­nit­ed. When the pow­der ex­plodes, the gun—dev­il I want­ed to say—will burst.”

			“Oh, my son! what do you say? Is it lit­tle pow­der that they thrust in­to it ev­ery day, and it does not burst?”

			Kmi­ta laughed, and kissed the priest on the sleeve of his habit. “Beloved fa­ther, there is a great heart in you, hero­ic and holy—”

			“Give peace now!” an­swered the pri­or.

			“And holy,” re­peat­ed Kmi­ta; “but you do not un­der­stand can­non. It is one thing when pow­der bursts in the butt of the can­non, for then it casts forth the ball and the force flies out for­ward, but an­oth­er if you stop the mouth of a gun with pow­der and ig­nite it—no can­non can stand such a tri­al. Ask Pan Charnyet­s­ki. The same thing will take place if you fill the mouth of a can­non with snow and fire it; the piece will burst. Such is the vil­lain­ous pow­er of pow­der. What will it be when a whole box of it ex­plodes at the mouth? Ask Pan Charnyet­s­ki.”

			“That is true. These are no se­crets for sol­diers,” an­swered Charnyet­s­ki.

			“You see if this gun is burst,” con­tin­ued Kmi­ta, “all the rest are a joke.”

			“This seems im­pos­si­ble to me,” said Ko­rdet­s­ki; “for, first, who will un­der­take to do it?”

			“A cer­tain poor fel­low,” said Kmi­ta; “but he is res­o­lute, his name is Babinich.”

			“You!” cried the priest and Charnyet­s­ki to­geth­er.

			“Ai, fa­ther, bene­fac­tor! I was with you at con­fes­sion, and ac­knowl­edged all my deeds in sin­cer­i­ty; among them were deeds not worse than the one I am now plan­ning; how can you doubt that I will un­der­take it? Do you not know me?”

			“He is a hero, a knight above knights,” cried Charnyet­s­ki. And seiz­ing Kmi­ta by the neck, he con­tin­ued: “Let me kiss you for the wish alone; give me your mouth.”

			“Show me an­oth­er rem­e­dy, and I will not go,” said Kmi­ta; “but it seems to me that I shall man­age this mat­ter some­how. Re­mem­ber that I speak Ger­man as if I had been deal­ing in staves, wain­scots, and wall plank in Dantzig. That means much, for if I am dis­guised they will not eas­i­ly dis­cov­er that I am not of their camp. But I think that no one is stand­ing be­fore the mouth of the can­non; for it is not safe there, and I think that I shall do the work be­fore they can see me.”

			“Pan Charnyet­s­ki, what do you think of this?” asked the pri­or, quick­ly.

			“Out of one hun­dred men one might re­turn from such an un­der­tak­ing; but au­daces for­tu­na ju­vat (for­tune fa­vors the bold).”

			“I have been in hot­ter places than this,” said Kmi­ta: “noth­ing will hap­pen to me, for such is my for­tune. Ai, beloved fa­ther, and what a dif­fer­ence! Ere now to ex­hib­it my­self, and for vain­glo­ry, I crawled in­to dan­ger; but this un­der­tak­ing is for the Most Holy La­dy. Even should I have to lay down my head, which I do not fore­see, say your­self could a more praise­wor­thy death be wished to any man than down there in this cause?”

			The priest was long silent, and then said at last—

			“I should try to re­strain you with per­sua­sion, with prayers and im­plor­ing, if you wished to go for mere glo­ry; but you are right: this is a ques­tion af­fect­ing the hon­or of the Most Holy La­dy, this sa­cred place, the whole coun­try! And you, my son, whether you re­turn safe­ly or win the palm of glo­ry, you will gain the supreme hap­pi­ness—sal­va­tion. Against my heart then I say, Go; I do not de­tain you. Our prayers, the pro­tec­tion of God, will go with you.”

			“In such com­pa­ny I shall go bold­ly and per­ish with joy.”

			“But re­turn, sol­dier of God, re­turn safe­ly; for you are loved with sin­cer­i­ty here. May Saint Raphael at­tend you and bring you back, cher­ished son, my dear child!”

			“Then I will be­gin prepa­ra­tions at once,” said Pan An­drei, joy­ful­ly press­ing the priest. “I will dress in Swedish fash­ion with a jack­et and wide-legged boots. I will fill in the pow­der, and do you, fa­ther, stop the ex­or­cisms for this night; fog is need­ful to the Swedes, but al­so to me.”

			“And do you not wish to con­fess be­fore start­ing?”

			“Of course, with­out that I should not go; for the dev­il would have ap­proach to me.”

			“Then be­gin with con­fes­sion.”

			Charnyet­s­ki went out of the cell, and Kmi­ta knell down near the priest and purged him­self of his sins. Then, glad­some as a bird, he be­gan to make prepa­ra­tions.

			An hour or two lat­er, in the deep night, he knocked again at the pri­or’s cell, where Pan Charnyet­s­ki al­so was wait­ing.

			The two scarce­ly knew Pan An­drei, so good a Swede had he made him­self. He had twirled his mus­tach­es to his eyes and brushed them out at the ends; he had put his hat on one side of his head, and looked pre­cise­ly like some cav­al­ry of­fi­cer of not­ed fam­i­ly.

			“As God lives, one would draw a sabre at sight of him,” said Charnyet­s­ki.

			“Put the light at a dis­tance,” said Kmi­ta; “I will show you some­thing.”

			When Fa­ther Ko­rdet­s­ki had put the light aside quick­ly, Pan An­drei placed on a ta­ble a roll, a foot and a half long and as thick as the arm of a stur­dy man, sewn up in pitched linen and filled firm­ly with pow­der. From one end of it was hang­ing a long string made of tow steeped in sul­phur.

			“Well,” said he, “when I put this flea­bane in the mouth of the can­non and ig­nite the string, then its bel­ly will burst.”

			“Lu­cifer would burst!” cried Pan Charnyet­s­ki. But he re­mem­bered that it was bet­ter not to men­tion the name of the foul one, and he slapped his own mouth.

			“But how will you set fire to the string?” asked Ko­rdet­s­ki.

			“In that lies the whole dan­ger, for I must strike fire. I have good flint, dry tin­der, and steel of the best; but there will be a noise, and they may no­tice some­thing. The string I hope will not quench, for it will hang at the beard of the gun, and it will be hard to see it, es­pe­cial­ly as it will hide it­self quick­ly in burn­ing; but they may pur­sue me, and I can­not flee straight to­ward the clois­ter.”

			“Why not?” asked the priest.

			“For the ex­plo­sion would kill me. The mo­ment I see the spark on the string I must jump aside with all the strength in my legs, and when I have run about fifty yards, must fall to the ground un­der the in­trench­ment. Af­ter the ex­plo­sion I shall rush to­ward the clois­ter.”

			“My God, my God, how many dan­gers!” said the pri­or, rais­ing his eyes to heav­en.

			“Beloved fa­ther, so sure am I of re­turn­ing that even emo­tion does not touch me, which on an oc­ca­sion like this ought to seize me. This is noth­ing! Farewell, and pray the Lord God to give me luck. On­ly con­duct me to the gate.”

			“How is that? Do you want to go now?” asked Charnyet­s­ki.

			“Am I to wait till day­light, or till the fog ris­es? Is not my head dear to me?”

			But Pan An­drei did not go that night, for just as they came to the gate, dark­ness, as if out of spite, be­gan to grow light. Some move­ment too was heard around the great siege gun.

			Next morn­ing the be­sieged were con­vinced that the gun was trans­ferred to an­oth­er place.

			The Swedes had re­ceived ap­par­ent­ly some re­port of a great weak­ness in the wall a lit­tle be­yond the bend near the south­ern bas­tion, and they de­ter­mined to di­rect mis­siles to that spot. Maybe too the pri­or was not a stranger to the af­fair, for the day be­fore they had seen old Kos­tuha (Kon­stantsia) go­ing out of the clois­ter. She was em­ployed chiefly when there was need of giv­ing false re­ports to the Swedes. Be that as it may, it was a mis­take on their part; for the be­sieged could now re­pair in the old place the wall so great­ly shak­en, and to make a new breach a num­ber of days would be need­ed.

			The nights were clear in suc­ces­sion, the days full of up­roar. The Swedes fired with ter­ri­ble en­er­gy. The spir­it of doubt be­gan again to fly over the fortress. Among the be­sieged were no­bles who wished to sur­ren­der; some of the monks too had lost heart. The op­po­si­tion gained strength and im­por­tance. The pri­or made head against it with un­re­strained en­er­gy, but his health be­gan to give way. Mean­while came re­in­force­ments to the Swedes and sup­plies from Krakow, es­pe­cial­ly ter­ri­ble ex­plo­sive mis­siles in the form of iron cylin­ders filled with pow­der and lead. These caused more ter­ror than dam­age to the be­sieged.

			Kmi­ta, from the time that he had con­ceived the plan of burst­ing the siege gun, se­cret­ed him­self in the fortress. He looked ev­ery day at the roll, with heart­sick­ness. On re­flec­tion he made it still larg­er, so that it was al­most an ell long and as thick as a boot­leg. In the evening he cast greedy looks to­ward the gun, then ex­am­ined the sky like an as­trologer. But the bright moon, shin­ing on the snow con­tin­u­al­ly, baf­fled his plan.

			All at once a thaw came; clouds cov­ered the hori­zon, and the night was dark—so dark that even strain your eyes you could see noth­ing. Pan An­drei fell in­to such hu­mor as if some­one had giv­en him the steed of the Sul­tan; and mid­night had bare­ly sound­ed when he stood be­fore Charnyet­s­ki in his cav­al­ry dress, the roll un­der his arm.

			“I am go­ing!” said he.

			“Wait, I will speak to the pri­or.”

			“That is well. Kiss me, Pan Py­otr, and go for the pri­or.”

			Charnyet­s­ki kissed him with feel­ing, and turned away. He had hard­ly gone thir­ty steps when Ko­rdet­s­ki stood be­fore him in white. He had guessed that Kmi­ta was go­ing, and had come there to bless him.

			“Babinich is ready; he is on­ly wait­ing for your rev­er­ence.”

			“I hur­ry, I hur­ry!” an­swered the priest. “O Moth­er of God, save him and aid him!”

			Af­ter a while both were stand­ing at the open­ing where Charnyet­s­ki left Kmi­ta, but there was no trace of him.

			“He has gone!” said the pri­or, in amaze­ment.

			“He has gone!” re­peat­ed Charnyet­s­ki.

			“But, the traitor!” said the pri­or, with emo­tion, “I in­tend­ed to put this lit­tle scapu­lar on his neck.”

			Both ceased to speak; there was si­lence around, and as the dark­ness was dense there was fir­ing from nei­ther side. On a sud­den Charnyet­s­ki whis­pered ea­ger­ly—

			“As God is dear to me, he is not even try­ing to go in si­lence! Do you hear steps crush­ing the snow?”

			“Most Holy La­dy, guard thy ser­vant!” said the pri­or.

			Both lis­tened care­ful­ly for a time, till the brisk steps and the noise on the snow had ceased.

			“Do you know, your rev­er­ence, at mo­ments I think that he will suc­ceed, and I fear noth­ing for him. The strange man went as if he were go­ing to an inn to drink a glass of liquor. What courage he has in him! Ei­ther he will lay down his head un­time­ly, or he will be het­man. H’m! if I did not know him as a ser­vant of Mary, I should think that he has—God give him suc­cess, God grant it to him! for such an­oth­er cav­a­lier there is not in the Com­mon­wealth.”

			“It is so dark, so dark!” said Ko­rdet­s­ki; “but they are on their guard since the night of your sor­tie. He might come up­on a whole rank be­fore he could see it.”

			“I do not think so. The in­fantry are watch­ing, that I know, and watch care­ful­ly; but they are in the in­trench­ment, not be­fore the muz­zles of their own can­non. If they do not hear the steps, he can eas­i­ly push un­der the in­trench­ment, and then the height of it alone will cov­er him—Uf!”

			Here Charnyet­s­ki puffed and ceased speak­ing; for his heart be­gan to beat like a ham­mer from ex­pec­ta­tion and alarm, and breath failed him.

			Ko­rdet­s­ki made the sign of the cross in the dark­ness.

			A third per­son stood near the two. This was Zamoys­ki.

			“What is the mat­ter?” asked he.

			“Babinich has gone to blow up the siege gun.”

			“How is that? What is that?”

			“He took a roll of pow­der, cord, and flint, and went.”

			Zamoys­ki pressed his head be­tween his hands.

			“Je­sus, Mary! Je­sus, Mary! All alone?”

			“All alone.”

			“Who let him go? That’s an im­pos­si­ble deed!”

			“I. For the might of God all things are pos­si­ble, even his safe re­turn,” said Ko­rdet­s­ki.

			Zamoys­ki was silent. Charnyet­s­ki be­gan to pant from emo­tion.

			“Let us pray,” said the pri­or.

			The three knelt down and be­gan to pray. But anx­i­ety raised the hair on the heads of both knights. A quar­ter of an hour passed, half an hour, an hour as long as a life­time.

			“There will be noth­ing now!” said Charnyet­s­ki, sigh­ing deeply.

			All at once in the dis­tance a gi­gan­tic col­umn of flame burst forth, and a roar as if all the thun­ders of heav­en had been hurled to the earth; it shook the walls, the church, and the clois­ter.

			“He has burst it, he has burst it!” shout­ed Charnyet­s­ki.

			New ex­plo­sions in­ter­rupt­ed fur­ther speech of his.

			Ko­rdet­s­ki threw him­self on his knees, and rais­ing his hands, cried to heav­en, “Most Holy Moth­er, Guardian, Pa­troness, bring him back safe­ly!”

			A noise was made on the walls. The gar­ri­son, not know­ing what had hap­pened, seized their arms. The monks rushed from their cells. No one was sleep­ing. Even wom­en sprang forth. Ques­tions and an­swers crossed one an­oth­er like light­nings.

			“What has hap­pened?”

			“An as­sault!”

			“The Swedish gun has burst!” cried one of the can­noneers.

			“A mir­a­cle, a mir­a­cle!”

			“The largest gun is burst!”

			“That great one!”

			“Where is the pri­or?”

			“On the wall. He is pray­ing; he did this.”

			“Babinich burst the gun!” cried Charnyet­s­ki.

			“Babinich, Babinich! Praise to the Most Holy La­dy! They will harm us no longer.”

			At the same time sounds of con­fu­sion rose from the Swedish camp. In all the trench­es fires be­gan to shine. An in­creas­ing up­roar was heard. By the light of the fires mass­es of sol­diers were seen mov­ing in var­i­ous di­rec­tions with­out or­der, trum­pets sound­ed, drums rolled con­tin­u­al­ly; to the walls came shouts in which alarm and amaze­ment were heard.

			Ko­rdet­s­ki con­tin­ued kneel­ing on the wall.

			At last the night be­gan to grow pale, but Babinich came not to the fortress.

		
	
		
			XLV

			What had hap­pened to Pan An­drei, and in what way had he been able to car­ry out his plan?

			Af­ter leav­ing the fortress he ad­vanced some time with a sure and wary step. At the very end of the slope he halt­ed and lis­tened. It was silent around—so silent in fact that his steps were heard clear­ly on the snow. In pro­por­tion as he re­ced­ed from the walls, he stepped more care­ful­ly. He halt­ed again, and again lis­tened. He was some­what afraid of slip­ping and fall­ing, and thus damp­en­ing his pre­cious roll; he drew out his rapi­er there­fore and leaned on it. That helped him great­ly. Thus feel­ing his way, af­ter the course of half an hour he heard a slight sound di­rect­ly in front.

			“Ah! they are watch­ing. The sor­tie has taught them wari­ness,” thought he.

			And he went far­ther now very slow­ly. He was glad that he had not gone astray, for the dark­ness was such that he could not see the end of the rapi­er.

			“Those trench­es are con­sid­er­ably far­ther: I am ad­vanc­ing well then!” whis­pered he to him­self.

			He hoped al­so not to find men be­fore the in­trench­ment; for, prop­er­ly speak­ing, they had noth­ing to do there, es­pe­cial­ly at night. It might be that at some­thing like a hun­dred or few­er yards apart sin­gle sen­tries were sta­tioned; but he hoped to pass them in such dark­ness. It was joy­ous in his soul.

			Kmi­ta was not on­ly dar­ing but au­da­cious. The thought of burst­ing the gi­gan­tic gun de­light­ed him to the bot­tom of his soul—not on­ly as hero­ism, not on­ly as an im­mor­tal ser­vice to the be­sieged, but as a ter­ri­ble dam­age to the Swedes. He imag­ined how Miller would be as­tound­ed, how he would gnash his teeth, how he would gaze in help­less­ness on those walls; and at mo­ments pure laugh­ter seized him.

			And as he had him­self said, he felt no emo­tion, no fear, no un­qui­et. It did not even en­ter his head to what an aw­ful dan­ger he was ex­pos­ing him­self. He went on as a school­boy goes to an or­chard to make hav­oc among ap­ples. He re­called oth­er times when he har­ried Ho­v­an­s­ki, stole up at night to a camp of thir­ty thou­sand with two hun­dred such fight­ers as him­self.

			His com­rades stood be­fore his mind: Kokosin­s­ki, the gi­gan­tic Kul­vyets-Hip­pocen­tau­rus, the spot­ted Ran­it­s­ki, of sen­a­to­ri­al stock, and oth­ers; then for a mo­ment he sighed af­ter them. “If they were here now,” thought he, “we might blow up six guns.” Then the feel­ing of lone­li­ness op­pressed him some­what, but on­ly for a short while; soon mem­o­ry brought be­fore his eyes Olen­ka. Love spoke in him with im­mea­sur­able pow­er. He was moved to ten­der­ness. If she could see him, the heart would re­joice in her this time. Per­haps she thinks yet that he is serv­ing the Swedes. He is serv­ing them nice­ly! And soon he will oblige them! What will hap­pen when she learns of all these per­ils? What will she think? She will think sure­ly, “He is a whirl­wind, but when it comes to a deed which no oth­er can do, he will do it; where an­oth­er dares not go, he will go. Such a man is that Kmi­ta!”

			“An­oth­er such deed I shall nev­er ac­com­plish,” said Pan An­drei; and boast­ful­ness seized him com­plete­ly. Still, in spite of these thoughts he did not for­get where he was, whith­er he was go­ing, what he in­tend­ed to do; and he be­gan to ad­vance like a wolf on a night pas­ture. He looked be­hind once and a sec­ond time. No church, no clois­ter! All was cov­ered with thick, im­pen­e­tra­ble gloom. He not­ed, how­ev­er, by the time, that he must have ad­vanced far al­ready, and that the trench might be right there.

			“I am cu­ri­ous to know if there are sen­tries,” thought he.

			But he had not ad­vanced two steps af­ter giv­ing him­self this ques­tion, when, in front of him, was heard the tramp of mea­sured steps and a num­ber of voic­es in­quired at var­i­ous dis­tances—

			“Who goes?”

			Pan An­drei stood as if fixed to the earth. He felt hot.

			“Ours,” an­swered a num­ber of voic­es.

			“The watch­word!”

			“Up­sala.”

			“The coun­ter­sign!”

			“The crown.”

			Kmi­ta saw at this mo­ment that there was a change of sen­tries. “I’ll give you Up­sala and a crown!” And he re­joiced. This was re­al­ly for him a very fa­vor­able cir­cum­stance, for he might pass the line of guards at the mo­ment of chang­ing sen­tries, when the tramp of the sol­diers drowned his own steps.

			In fact, he did so with­out the least dif­fi­cul­ty, and went af­ter the re­turn­ing sol­diers rather bold­ly up to the trench it­self. There they made a turn to go around it; but he pushed quick­ly in­to the ditch and hid in it.

			Mean­while ob­jects had be­come some­what more vis­i­ble; Pan An­drei thanked Heav­en, for in the pre­vi­ous dark­ness he could not by feel­ing have found the gun sought for. Now, by throw­ing back his head and strain­ing his vi­sion, he saw above him a black line, in­di­cat­ing the edge of the trench, and al­so the black out­lines of the bas­kets be­tween which stood the guns.

			He could in­deed see their jaws thrust out a lit­tle above the trench. Ad­vanc­ing slow­ly in the ditch, he dis­cov­ered the great gun at last. He halt­ed and be­gan to lis­ten. From the in­trench­ment a noise came—a mur­mur; ev­i­dent­ly the in­fantry were near the guns, in readi­ness. But the height of the in­trench­ment con­cealed Kmi­ta; they might hear him, they could not see him. Now he had on­ly to rise from be­low to the mouth of the gun, which was high above his head.

			For­tu­nate­ly the sides of the ditch were not too steep; and be­sides the em­bank­ment fresh­ly made, or moist with wa­ter, had not frozen, since for some time there had been a thaw.

			Tak­ing note of all this, Kmi­ta be­gan to sink holes qui­et­ly in the slope of the in­trench­ment and to climb slow­ly to the gun. Af­ter fif­teen min­utes’ work he was able to seize the open­ing of the cul­verin. Soon he was hang­ing in the air, but his un­com­mon strength per­mit­ted him to hold him­self thus till he pushed the roll in­to the jaws of the can­non.

			“Here’s dog sausage for thee!” mut­tered he, “on­ly don’t choke with it!”

			Then he slipped down and be­gan to look for the string, which, fas­tened to the in­ner side of the roll, was hang­ing to the ditch. Af­ter a while he felt it with his hand. But then came the great­est dif­fi­cul­ty, for he had to strike fire and ig­nite the string.

			Kmi­ta wait­ed for a mo­ment, think­ing that the noise would in­crease some­what among the sol­diers in the breast­works. At last he be­gan to strike the flint light­ly with the steel. But that mo­ment above his head was heard in Ger­man the ques­tion—

			“Who is there in the ditch?”

			“It is I, Hans!” an­swered Kmi­ta, with­out hes­i­ta­tion; “the dev­ils have tak­en my ram­rod in­to the ditch, and I am strik­ing fire to find it.”

			“All right, all right,” said the gun­ner. “It is your luck there is no fir­ing, for the wind would have tak­en your head off.”

			“Ah!” thought Kmi­ta, “the gun be­sides my charge has still its own—so much the bet­ter.”

			At that mo­ment the sul­phur-string caught, and del­i­cate lit­tle sparks be­gan to run up­ward along its dry ex­te­ri­or.

			It was time to dis­ap­pear. Kmi­ta hur­ried along the ditch with all the strength in his legs, not los­ing an in­stant, not think­ing over­much of the noise he was mak­ing. But when he had run twen­ty yards, cu­rios­i­ty over­came in him the feel­ing of his ter­ri­ble dan­ger.

			“The string has gone out, there is mois­ture in the air!” thought he; and he stopped. Cast­ing a look be­hind, he saw a lit­tle spark yet, but much high­er than he had left it.

			“Eh, am I not too near?” thought he; and fear hur­ried him for­ward.

			He pushed on at full speed; all at once he struck a stone and fell. At that mo­ment a ter­ri­ble roar rent the air; the earth trem­bled, pieces of wood, iron, stones, lumps of ice and earth, whis­tled about his ears, and here his sen­sa­tions end­ed.

			Af­ter that were heard new ex­plo­sions in turn. These were pow­der-box­es stand­ing near the can­non which ex­plod­ed from the shock.

			But Kmi­ta did not hear these; he lay as if dead in the ditch. He did not hear al­so how, af­ter a time of deep si­lence, the groans of men were heard, cries and shouts for help; how near­ly half the army, Swedish and al­lied, as­sem­bled.

			The con­fu­sion and up­roar last­ed long, till from the chaos of tes­ti­mo­ny the Swedish gen­er­al reached the fact that the siege-gun had been blown up of pur­pose by some­one. Search was or­dered im­me­di­ate­ly. In the morn­ing the search­ing sol­diers found Kmi­ta ly­ing in the ditch.

			It ap­peared that he was mere­ly stunned from the ex­plo­sion. He had lost, to be­gin with, con­trol of his hands and feet. His pow­er­less­ness last­ed the whole en­su­ing day. They nursed him with the ut­most care. In the evening he had re­cov­ered his pow­er al­most com­plete­ly.

			He was brought then by com­mand be­fore Miller, who oc­cu­pied the mid­dle place at the ta­ble in his quar­ters; around him sat the Prince of Hesse, Count Vey­hard, Sadovs­ki, all the not­ed of­fi­cers of the Swedes, of the Poles, Zbro­jek, Kalin­s­ki, and Kuk­li­novs­ki. The last at sight of Kmi­ta be­came blue, his eyes burned like two coals, and his mus­tach­es be­gan to quiver. With­out await­ing the ques­tion of the gen­er­al, he said—

			“I know this bird. He is from the Chen­sto­ho­va gar­ri­son. His name is Babinich.”

			Kmi­ta was silent; pal­lor and weari­ness were ev­i­dent on his face, but his glance was bold and his coun­te­nance calm.

			“Did you blow up the siege-gun?” asked Miller.

			“I did.”

			“How did you do it?”

			Kmi­ta stat­ed all briefly, con­cealed noth­ing. The of­fi­cers looked at one an­oth­er in amaze­ment.

			“A hero!” whis­pered the Prince of Hesse to Sadovs­ki.

			But Sadovs­ki in­clined to Count Vey­hard. “Count Vey­hard,” asked he, “how are we to take a fortress with such de­fend­ers? What do you think, will they sur­ren­der?”

			“There are more of us in the fortress ready for such deeds,” said Kmi­ta. “You know not the day nor the hour.”

			“I too have more than one hal­ter in the camp,” said Miller.

			“We know that. But you will not take Yas­na Go­ra while there is one man alive there.”

			A mo­ment of si­lence fol­lowed. Then Miller in­quired—

			“Is your name Babinich?”

			Pan An­drei thought that af­ter what he had done, and in pres­ence of death, the time had come in which he had no need to con­ceal his name. Let peo­ple for­get the faults and trans­gres­sions bound up with it; let glo­ry and de­vo­tion shine over them.

			“My name is not Babinich,” said he, with a cer­tain pride, “my name is An­drei Kmi­ta; I was colonel of my own per­son­al squadron in the Lithua­ni­an con­tin­gent.”

			Hard­ly had Kuk­li­novs­ki heard this when he sprang up as if pos­sessed, stuck out his eyes, opened his mouth, and be­gan to strike his sides with his hands. At last he cried—

			“Gen­er­al, I beg for a word with­out de­lay, with­out de­lay.”

			A mur­mur rose at the same time among the Pol­ish of­fi­cers, which the Swedes heard with won­der, since for them the name Kmi­ta meant noth­ing. They not­ed at once that this must be no com­mon sol­dier, for Zbro­jek rose, and ap­proach­ing the pris­on­er said—

			“Wor­thy colonel, in the straits in which you are I can­not help you; but give me your hand, I pray.”

			Kmi­ta raised his head and be­gan to snort.

			“I will not give a hand to traitors who serve against their coun­try!”

			Zbro­jek’s face flushed. Kalin­s­ki, who stood right be­hind him, with­drew. The Swedish of­fi­cers sur­round­ed them at once, ask­ing what man this Kmi­ta was whose name had made such an im­pres­sion. Dur­ing this time Kuk­li­novs­ki had squeezed Miller up to the win­dow, and said—

			“For your wor­thi­ness the name Kmi­ta is noth­ing; but he is the first sol­dier, the first colonel, in the whole Com­mon­wealth. All know of him, all know that name; once he served Radzivill and the Swedes; now it is clear that he has gone over to Yan Kaz­imir. There is not his equal among sol­diers, save me. He was the on­ly man who could go alone and blow up that gun. From this one deed you may know him. He fought Ho­v­an­s­ki, so that a re­ward was put on his head. He with two or three hun­dred men kept up the whole war af­ter the de­feat at Shklov, un­til oth­ers were found who, im­i­tat­ing him, be­gan to tear at the en­e­my. He is the most dan­ger­ous man in all the coun­try—”

			“Why do you sing his prais­es to me?” in­quired Miller. “That he is dan­ger­ous I know to my own ir­repara­ble loss.”

			“What does your wor­thi­ness think of do­ing with him?”

			“I should give or­ders to hang him; but be­ing a sol­dier my­self, I know how to val­ue dar­ing and brav­ery. Be­sides, he is a no­ble of high birth—I will or­der him shot, and that to­day.”

			“Your wor­thi­ness, it is not for me to in­struct the most cel­e­brat­ed sol­dier and states­man of mod­ern times; but I per­mit my­self to say that that man is too fa­mous. If you shoot him, Zbro­jek’s squadron and Kalin­s­ki’s will with­draw at the lat­est this very day, and go over to Yan Kaz­imir.”

			“If that is true, I’ll have them cut to pieces be­fore they go!” cried Miller.

			“Your wor­thi­ness, a ter­ri­ble re­spon­si­bil­i­ty! for if that be­comes known—and the cut­ting down of two squadrons is hard to hide—the whole Pol­ish army will leave Karl Gus­tav; at present their loy­al­ty is tot­ter­ing, as you know. The het­mans are not re­li­able. Pan Konyet­spol­s­ki with six thou­sand of the best cav­al­ry is at the side of our king. That force is no tri­fle. God de­fend us if these too should turn against us, against the per­son of his Roy­al Grace! Be­sides, this fortress de­fends it­self; and to cut down the squadrons of Zbro­jek and Kalin­s­ki is no easy mat­ter, for Wolf is here too with his in­fantry. They might come to an agree­ment with the gar­ri­son of the fortress.”

			“A hun­dred horned dev­ils!” cried Miller; “what do you want, Kuk­li­novs­ki? do you want me to give Kmi­ta his life? That can­not be.”

			“I want,” an­swered Kuk­li­novs­ki, “you to give him to me.”

			“What will you do with him?”

			“Ah, I—will tear him alive from his skin.”

			“You did not know even his re­al name, you do not know him. What have you against him?”

			“I made his ac­quain­tance first in the fortress, where I have been twice as an en­voy to the monks.”

			“Have you rea­sons for vengeance?”

			“Your wor­thi­ness, I wished pri­vate­ly to bring him to our camp. He, tak­ing ad­van­tage of the fact that I laid aside my of­fice of en­voy, in­sult­ed me, Kuk­li­novs­ki, as no man in life has in­sult­ed me.”

			“What did he do to you?”

			Kuk­li­novs­ki trem­bled and gnashed his teeth. “Bet­ter not speak of it. On­ly give him to me. He is doomed to death any­how, and I would like be­fore his end to have a lit­tle amuse­ment with him—all the more be­cause he is the Kmi­ta whom for­mer­ly I ven­er­at­ed, and who re­paid me in such fash­ion. Give him to me; it will be bet­ter for you. If I rub him out, Zbro­jek and Kalin­s­ki and with them all the Pol­ish knight­hood will fall not up­on you, but up­on me, and I’ll help my­self. There will not be anger, wry faces, and mutiny. It will be my pri­vate mat­ter about Kmi­ta’s skin, of which I shall have a drum made.”

			Miller fell to think­ing; a sud­den sus­pi­cion flashed over his face.

			“Kuk­li­novs­ki,” said he, “maybe you wish to save him?”

			Kuk­li­novs­ki smiled qui­et­ly, but that smile was so ter­ri­ble and sin­cere that Miller ceased to doubt.

			“Per­haps you give sound ad­vice,” said he.

			“For all my ser­vices I beg this re­ward on­ly.”

			“Take him, then.”

			Now both re­turned to the room where the rest of the of­fi­cers were as­sem­bled. Miller turned to them and said—

			“In view of the ser­vices of Pan Kuk­li­novs­ki I place at his ab­so­lute dis­pos­al this pris­on­er.”

			A mo­ment of si­lence fol­lowed; then Pan Zbro­jek put his hands on his sides, and asked with a cer­tain ac­cent of con­tempt—

			“And what does Pan Kuk­li­novs­ki think to do with the pris­on­er?”

			Kuk­li­novs­ki bent, straight­ened him­self quick­ly, his lips opened with an ill-omened smile, and his eyes be­gan to quiver.

			“Whoso is not pleased with what I do to the pris­on­er, knows where to find me.” And he shook his sabre.

			“Your prom­ise, Pan Kuk­li­novs­ki,” said Zbro­jek.

			“Prom­ise, prom­ise!”

			When he had said this he ap­proached Kmi­ta. “Fol­low me, lit­tle worm; come af­ter me, fa­mous sol­dier. Thou’rt a tri­fle weak; thou needst swathing—I’ll swathe thee.”

			“Ruf­fi­an!” said Kmi­ta.

			“Very good, very good, dar­ing soul! Mean­while step along.”

			The of­fi­cers re­mained in the room; Kuk­li­novs­ki mount­ed his horse be­fore the quar­ters. Hav­ing with him three sol­diers, he com­mand­ed one of them to lead Kmi­ta by a lar­i­at; and all went to­geth­er to­ward Lgo­ta, where Kuk­li­novs­ki’s reg­i­ment was quar­tered.

			On the way Kmi­ta prayed ar­dent­ly. He saw that death was ap­proach­ing, and he com­mit­ted him­self with his whole soul to God. He was so sunk in prayer and in his own doom that he did not hear what Kuk­li­novs­ki said to him; he did not know even how long the road was.

			They stopped at last be­fore an emp­ty, half-ru­ined barn, stand­ing in the open field, at some dis­tance from the quar­ters of Kuk­li­novs­ki’s reg­i­ment. The colonel or­dered them to lead Kmi­ta in, and turn­ing him­self to one of the sol­diers, said—

			“Hur­ry for me to the camp, bring ropes and a tar buck­et!”

			The sol­dier gal­loped with all the breath in his horse, and in quar­ter of an hour re­turned at the same pace, with a com­rade. They had brought the req­ui­site ar­ti­cles.

			“Strip this spark naked!” or­dered Kuk­li­novs­ki; “tie his hands and feet be­hind him with a rope, and then fas­ten him to a beam.”

			“Ruf­fi­an!” said Kmi­ta.

			“Good, good! we can talk yet, we have time!”

			Mean­while one of the sol­diers climbed up on the beam, and the oth­ers fell to drag­ging the clothes from Kmi­ta. When he was naked the three ex­e­cu­tion­ers placed Pan An­drei with his face to the ground, bound his hands and feet with a long rope, then pass­ing it still around his waist they threw the oth­er end to the sol­dier sit­ting on the beam.

			“Now raise him, and let the man on the beam pull the rope and tie it!” said Kuk­li­novs­ki.

			In a mo­ment the or­der was obeyed.

			“Let him go!”

			The rope squeaked. Pan An­drei was hang­ing par­al­lel with the earth, a few ells above the thresh­ing-floor. Then Kuk­li­novs­ki dipped tow in the burn­ing tar-buck­et, walked up to him, and said—

			“Well, Pan Kmi­ta, did not I say that there are two colonels in the Com­mon­wealth?—on­ly two, I and thou! And thou didst not wish to join com­pa­ny with Kuk­li­novs­ki, and kicked him! Well, lit­tle worm, thou art right! Not for thee is the com­pa­ny of Kuk­li­novs­ki, for Kuk­li­novs­ki is bet­ter. Hei! a fa­mous colonel is Pan Kmi­ta, and Kuk­li­novs­ki has him in his hand, and Kuk­li­novs­ki is roast­ing his sides!”

			“Ruf­fi­an!” re­peat­ed Kmi­ta, for the third time.

			“This is how he will roast his sides!” fin­ished Kuk­li­novs­ki, and he touched Kmi­ta’s side with the burn­ing tow; then he said—

			“Not too much at first; we have time.”

			Just then the tramp of hors­es was heard near the barn-door.

			“Whom are the dev­ils bring­ing?” asked Kuk­li­novs­ki.

			The door squeaked and a sol­dier en­tered. “Gen­er­al Miller wish­es to see your grace at once!”

			“Ah! that is thou, old man?” asked Kuk­li­novs­ki. “What busi­ness? What dev­il?”

			“The gen­er­al asks your grace to come to him straight­way.”

			“Who came from the gen­er­al?”

			“There was a Swedish of­fi­cer; he has rid­den off al­ready. He had al­most driv­en the breath out of his horse.”

			“I’ll go,” said Kuk­li­novs­ki. Then he turned to Kmi­ta: “It was hot for thee; cool off now, lit­tle worm. I’ll come again soon, we’ll have an­oth­er talk.”

			“What shall be done with the pris­on­er?” asked one of the sol­diers.

			“Leave him as he is. I shall re­turn di­rect­ly. Let one go with me.”

			The colonel went out, and with him that sol­dier who had sat on the beam at first. There re­mained on­ly three, but soon three new ones en­tered the barn.

			“You may go to sleep,” said he who had re­port­ed Miller’s or­der to Kuk­li­novs­ki, “the colonel has left the guard to us.”

			“We pre­fer to re­main,” replied one of the first three sol­diers, “to see the won­der; for such a—”

			Sud­den­ly he stopped. A cer­tain un­earth­ly sound was wrest­ed from his throat like the call of a stran­gled cock. He threw out his arms and fell as if struck by light­ning.

			At the same mo­ment the cry of “Pound” was heard through the barn, and two of the new­ly ar­rived rushed like leop­ards on the two re­main­ing sol­diers. A ter­ri­ble, short strug­gle surged up, light­ed by the gleams of the burn­ing tar-buck­et. Af­ter a mo­ment two bod­ies fell in the straw, for a mo­ment longer were heard the gasps of the dy­ing, then that voice rose which at first seemed fa­mil­iar to Kmi­ta.

			“Your grace, it is I, Kyem­lich, and my sons. We have been wait­ing since morn­ing for a chance, we have been watch­ing since morn­ing.” Then he turned to his sons: “Now out, rogues, free the colonel in a breath—quick­ly!”

			And be­fore Kmi­ta was able to un­der­stand what was tak­ing place there ap­peared near him the two bushy fore­locks of Kos­ma and Dami­an, like two gi­gan­tic distaffs. The ropes were soon cut, and Kmi­ta stood on his feet. He tot­tered at first; his stiff­ened lips were bare­ly able to say—

			“That is you?—I am thank­ful.”

			“It is I!” an­swered the ter­ri­ble old man. “Moth­er of God! Oh—let his grace dress quick­ly. You rogues—” And he be­gan to give Kmi­ta his clothes.

			“The hors­es are stand­ing at the door,” said he. “From here the way is open. There are guards; maybe they would let no one in, but as to let­ting out, they will let out. We know the pass­word. How does your grace feel?”

			“He burned my side, but on­ly a lit­tle. My feet are weak—”

			“Drink some gorail­ka.”

			Kmi­ta seized with ea­ger­ness the flask the old man gave him, and emp­ty­ing half of it said—

			“I was stiff from the cold. I shall be bet­ter at once.”

			“Your grace will grow warm on the sad­dle. The hors­es are wait­ing.”

			“In a mo­ment I shall be bet­ter,” re­peat­ed Kmi­ta. “My side is smart­ing a lit­tle—that’s noth­ing!—I am quite well.” And he sat on the edge of a grain-bin.

			Af­ter a while he re­cov­ered his strength re­al­ly, and looked with per­fect pres­ence of mind on the ill-omened faces of the three Kyem­lich­es, light­ed by the yel­low­ish flame of the burn­ing pitch. The old man stood be­fore him.

			“Your grace, there is need of haste. The hors­es are wait­ing.”

			But in Pan An­drei the Kmi­ta of old times was roused al­to­geth­er.

			“Oh, im­pos­si­ble!” cried he, sud­den­ly; “now I am wait­ing for that traitor.”

			The Kyem­lich­es looked amazed, but ut­tered not a word—so ac­cus­tomed were they from for­mer times to lis­ten blind­ly to this lead­er.

			The veins came out on his fore­head; his eyes were burn­ing in the dark, like two stars, such was the hate and the de­sire of vengeance that gleamed in them. That which he did then was mad­ness, he might pay for it with his life; but his life was made up of a se­ries of such mad­ness­es. His side pained him fierce­ly, so that ev­ery mo­ment he seized it un­wit­ting­ly with his hand; but he was think­ing on­ly of Kuk­li­novs­ki, and he was ready to wait for him even till morn­ing.

			“Lis­ten!” said he; “did Miller re­al­ly call him?”

			“No,” an­swered the old man. “I in­vent­ed that to man­age the oth­ers here more eas­i­ly. It would have been hard for us three against five, for some­one might have raised a cry.”

			“That was well. He will re­turn alone or in com­pa­ny. If there are any peo­ple with him, then strike at once on them. Leave him to me. Then to horse! Has any­one pis­tols?”

			“I have,” said Kos­ma.

			“Give them here! Are they load­ed, is there pow­der in the pan?”

			“Yes.”

			“Very well. If he comes back alone, when he en­ters spring on him and shut his mouth. You can stuff his own cap in­to it.”

			“Ac­cord­ing to com­mand,” said the old man. “Your grace per­mits us now to search these? We are poor men.”

			He point­ed to the corpses ly­ing on the straw.

			“No! Be on the watch. What you find on Kuk­li­novs­ki will be yours.”

			“If he re­turns alone,” said the old man, “I fear noth­ing. I shall stand be­hind the door; and even if some­one from the quar­ters should come, I shall say that the colonel gave or­ders not to ad­mit.”

			“That will do. Watch!”

			The tramp of a horse was heard be­hind the barn. Kmi­ta sprang up and stood in the shad­ow at the wall. Kos­ma and Dami­an took their places near the door, like two cats wait­ing for a mouse.

			“He is alone,” said the old man.

			“Alone,” re­peat­ed Kos­ma and Dami­an.

			The tramp ap­proached, was right there and halt­ed sud­den­ly.

			“Come out here, some­one—hold the horse!”

			The old man jumped out quick­ly. A mo­ment of si­lence fol­lowed, then to those wait­ing in the barn came the fol­low­ing con­ver­sa­tion—

			“Is that you, Kyem­lich? What the thun­der! art mad, or an id­iot? It is night, Miller is asleep. The guard will not give ad­mis­sion; they say that no of­fi­cer went away. How is that?”

			“The of­fi­cer is wait­ing here in the barn for your grace. He came right away af­ter you rode off; he says that he missed your grace.”

			“What does all this mean? But the pris­on­er?”

			“Is hang­ing.”

			The door squeaked, and Kuk­li­novs­ki pushed in­to the barn; but be­fore he had gone a step two iron hands caught him by the throat, and smoth­ered his cry of ter­ror. Kos­ma and Dami­an, with the adroit­ness of gen­uine mur­der­ers, hurled him to the ground, put their knees on his breast, pressed him so that his ribs be­gan to crack, and gagged him in the twin­kle of an eye.

			Kmi­ta came for­ward, and hold­ing the pitch light to his eyes, said—

			“Ah! this is Pan Kuk­li­novs­ki! Now I have some­thing to say to you!”

			Kuk­li­novs­ki’s face was blue, the veins were so swollen that it seemed they might burst any mo­ment; but in his eyes, which were com­ing out of his head and blood­shot, there was quite as much won­der as ter­ror.

			“Strip him and put him on the beam!” cried Kmi­ta.

			Kos­ma and Dami­an fell to strip­ping him as zeal­ous­ly as if they wished to take the skin from him to­geth­er with his cloth­ing.

			In a quar­ter of an hour Kuk­li­novs­ki was hang­ing by his hands and feet, like a half goose, on the beam. Then Kmi­ta put his hands on his hips and be­gan to brag ter­ri­bly.

			“Well, Pan Kuk­li­novs­ki,” said he, “who is bet­ter, Kmi­ta or Kuk­li­novs­ki?” Then he seized the burn­ing tow and took a step near­er. “Thy camp is dis­tant one shot from a bow, thy thou­sand ruf­fi­ans are with­in call, there is thy Swedish gen­er­al a lit­tle be­yond, and thou art hang­ing here from this same beam from which ’twas thy thought to roast me.—Learn to know Kmi­ta! Thou hadst the thought to be equal to Kmi­ta, to be­long to his com­pa­ny, to be com­pared with him? Thou cut­purse, thou low ruf­fi­an, ter­ror of old wom­en, thou off­s­cour­ing of man. Lord Scoundrel of Scoundrel­ton! Wry-mouth, trash, slave! I might have thee cut up like a kid, like a capon; but I choose to roast thee alive as thou didst think to roast me.”

			Say­ing this, he raised the tow and ap­plied it to the side of the hang­ing, hap­less man; but he held it longer, un­til the odor of the burned flesh be­gan to spread through the barn.

			Kuk­li­novs­ki writhed till the rope was swing­ing with him. His eyes, fas­tened on Kmi­ta, ex­pressed ter­ri­ble pain and a dumb im­plor­ing for pity; from his gagged lips came woe­ful groans; but war had hard­ened the heart of Pan An­drei, and there was no pity in him, above all, none for traitors.

			Re­mov­ing at last the tow from Kuk­li­novs­ki’s side, he put it for a while un­der his nose, rubbed with it his mus­tach­es, his eye­lash­es, and his brows; then he said—

			“I give thee thy life to med­i­tate on Kmi­ta. Thou wilt hang here till morn­ing, and now pray to God that peo­ple find thee be­fore thou art frozen.”

			Then he turned to Kos­ma and Dami­an. “To horse!” cried he, and went out of the barn.

			Half an hour lat­er around the four rid­ers were qui­et hills, silent and emp­ty fields. The fresh breeze, not filled with smoke of pow­der, en­tered their lungs. Kmi­ta rode ahead, the Kyem­lich­es af­ter him. They spoke in low voic­es. Pan An­drei was silent, or rather he was re­peat­ing in si­lence the morn­ing “Our Fa­ther,” for it was not long be­fore dawn.

			From time to time a hiss or even a low groan was rent from his lips, when his burned side pained him great­ly. But at the same time he felt on horse­back and free; and the thought that he had blown up the great­est siege gun, and be­sides that had torn him­self from the hands of Kuk­li­novs­ki and had wrought vengeance on him, filled Pan An­drei with such con­so­la­tion that in view of it the pain was noth­ing.

			Mean­while a qui­et di­a­logue be­tween the fa­ther and the sons turned in­to a loud dis­pute.

			“The mon­ey belt is good,” said the greedy old man; “but where are the rings? He had rings on his fin­gers; in one was a stone worth twen­ty ducats.”

			“I for­got to take it,” an­swered Kos­ma.

			“I wish you were killed! Let the old man think of ev­ery­thing, and these ras­cals haven’t wit for a cop­per! You for­got the rings, you thieves? You lie like dogs!”

			“Then turn back, fa­ther, and look,” mut­tered Dami­an.

			“You lie, you thieves! You hide things. You wrong your old fa­ther—such sons! I wish that I had not be­got­ten you. You will die with­out a bless­ing.”

			Kmi­ta reined in his horse some­what. “Come this way!” called he.

			The dis­pute ceased, the Kyem­lich­es hur­ried up, and they rode far­ther four abreast.

			“And do you know the road to the Sile­sian bound­ary?” asked Pan An­drei.

			“O Moth­er of God! we know, we know,” an­swered the old man.

			“There are no Swedish par­ties on the road?”

			“No, for all are at Chen­sto­ho­va, un­less we might meet a sin­gle man; but God give us one!”

			A mo­ment of si­lence fol­lowed.

			“Then you served with Kuk­li­novs­ki?” asked Kmi­ta.

			“We did, for we thought that be­ing near we might serve the holy monks and your grace, and so it has hap­pened. We did not serve against the fortress—God save us from that! we took no pay un­less we found some­thing on Swedes.”

			“How on Swedes?”

			“For we want­ed to serve the Most Holy La­dy even out­side the walls; there­fore we rode around the camp at night or in the day­time, as the Lord God gave us; and when any of the Swedes hap­pened alone, then we—that is—O Refuge of sin­ners!—we—”

			“Pound­ed him!” fin­ished Kos­ma and Dami­an.

			Kmi­ta laughed. “Kuk­li­novs­ki had good ser­vants in you. But did he know about this?”

			“He re­ceived a share, an in­come. He knew, and the scoundrel com­mand­ed us to give a thaler a head. Oth­er­wise he threat­ened to be­tray us. Such a rob­ber—he wronged poor men! And we have kept faith with your grace, for not such is ser­vice with you. Your grace adds be­sides of your own; but he, a thaler a head, for our toil, for our la­bor. On him may God—”

			“I will re­ward you abun­dant­ly for what you have done,” said Kmi­ta. “I did not ex­pect this of you.”

			The dis­tant sound of guns in­ter­rupt­ed fur­ther words. Ev­i­dent­ly the Swedes had be­gun to fire with the first dawn. Af­ter a while the roar in­creased. Kmi­ta stopped his horse; it seemed to him that he dis­tin­guished the sound of the fortress can­non from the can­non of the Swedes, there­fore he clinched his fist, and threat­en­ing with it in the di­rec­tion of the en­e­mies’ camp said—

			“Fire away, fire away! Where is your great­est gun now?”

		
	
		
			XLVI

			The burst­ing of the gi­gan­tic cul­verin had re­al­ly a crush­ing ef­fect up­on Miller, for all his hopes had rest­ed hith­er­to on that gun. In­fantry were ready for the as­sault, lad­ders and piles of fascines were col­lect­ed; but now it was nec­es­sary to aban­don all thought of a storm.

			The plan of blow­ing up the clois­ter by means of mines came al­so to noth­ing. Min­ers brought in pre­vi­ous­ly from Olkush split, it is true, the rock, and ap­proached on a di­ag­o­nal to the clois­ter; but work pro­gressed slow­ly. The work­men, in spite of ev­ery pre­cau­tion, fell fre­quent­ly from the guns of the church, and la­bored un­will­ing­ly. Many of them pre­ferred to die rather than aid in the de­struc­tion of a sa­cred place.

			Miller felt a dai­ly in­creas­ing op­po­si­tion. The frost took away the rem­nant of courage from his un­will­ing troops, among whom ter­ror was spread­ing from day to day with a be­lief that the cap­ture of the clois­ter did not lie with­in hu­man pow­er.

			Fi­nal­ly Miller him­self be­gan to lose hope, and af­ter the burst­ing of the gun he was sim­ply in de­spair; a feel­ing of help­less­ness and im­po­tence took pos­ses­sion of him. Next morn­ing he called a coun­cil, but he called it with the se­cret wish to hear from of­fi­cers en­cour­age­ment to aban­don the fortress.

			They be­gan to as­sem­ble, all wea­ried and gloomy. In si­lence they took their places around a ta­ble in an enor­mous and cold room, in which the steam from their breaths stood be­fore their faces, and they looked from be­hind it as from be­hind a cloud. Each one felt in his soul ex­haus­tion and weari­ness; each one said to him­self: “There is no coun­sel to give save one, which it is bet­ter for no man to be the first to give.” All wait­ed for what Miller would say. He or­dered first of all to bring plen­ty of heat­ed wine, hop­ing that un­der the in­flu­ence of warm drink it would be eas­i­er to ob­tain a re­al thought from those silent fig­ures, and en­cour­age­ment to re­treat from the fortress.

			At last, when he sup­posed that the wine had pro­duced its ef­fect, he spoke in the fol­low­ing words—

			“Have you no­ticed, gen­tle­men, that none of the Pol­ish colonels have come to this coun­cil, though I sum­moned them all?”

			“It is known of course to your wor­thi­ness that ser­vants of the Pol­ish squadron have, while fish­ing, found sil­ver be­long­ing to the clois­ter, and that they fought for it with our sol­diers. More than ten men have been cut down.”

			“I know; I suc­ceed­ed in snatch­ing a part of that sil­ver from their hands, in­deed the greater part. It is here now, and I am think­ing what to do with it.”

			“This is sure­ly the cause of the anger of the Pol­ish colonels. They say that if the Poles found the sil­ver, it be­longs to the Poles.”

			“That’s a rea­son!” cried Count Vey­hard.

			“For my mind, it is a strong rea­son,” said Sadovs­ki; “and I think that if you had found the sil­ver you would not feel bound to di­vide it, not on­ly with the Poles, but even with me, a Cheh.”

			“First of all, my dear sir, I do not share your good will for the en­e­mies of our king,” an­swered the count, with a frown.

			“But we, thanks to you, must share with you shame and dis­grace, not be­ing able to suc­ceed against a fortress to which you have brought us.”

			“Then have you lost all hope?”

			“But have you any your­self to give away?”

			“Just as if you knew; and I think that these gen­tle­men share more will­ing­ly with me in my hope, than with you in your fear.”

			“Do you make me a cow­ard, Count Vey­hard?”

			“I do not as­cribe to you more courage than you show.”

			“And I as­cribe to you less.”

			“But I,” said Miller, who for some time had looked on the count with dis­like as the in­sti­ga­tor of the ill-starred un­der­tak­ing, “shall have the sil­ver sent to the clois­ter. Per­haps kind­ness and gra­cious­ness will do more with these surly monks than balls and can­non. Let them un­der­stand that we wish to pos­sess the fortress, not their trea­sures.”

			The of­fi­cers looked on Miller with won­der, so lit­tle ac­cus­tomed were they to mag­na­nim­i­ty from him. At last Sadovs­ki said—

			“Noth­ing bet­ter could be done, for it will close at once the mouths of the Pol­ish colonels who lay claim to the sil­ver. In the fortress it will sure­ly make a good im­pres­sion.”

			“The death of that Kmi­ta will make the best im­pres­sion,” an­swered Count Vey­hard. “I hope that Kuk­li­novs­ki has al­ready torn him out of his skin.”

			“I think that he is no longer alive,” said Miller. “But that name re­minds me of our loss, which noth­ing can make good. That was the great­est gun in the whole ar­tillery of his grace. I do not hide from you, gen­tle­men, that all my hopes were placed on it. The breach was al­ready made, ter­ror was spread­ing in the fortress. A cou­ple of days longer and we should have moved to a storm. Now all our la­bor is use­less, all our ex­er­tions vain. They will re­pair the wall in one day. And the guns which we have now are no bet­ter than those of the fortress, and can be eas­i­ly dis­mount­ed. No larg­er ones can be had any­where, for even Mar­shal Wit­tem­berg hasn’t them. The more I pon­der over it, the more the dis­as­ter seems dread­ful. And to think that one man did this—one dog! one Sa­tan! I shall go mad! To all the horned dev­ils!”

			Here Miller struck the ta­ble with his fist, for un­re­strained anger had seized him, the more des­per­ate­ly be­cause he was pow­er­less. Af­ter a while he cried—

			“But what will the king say when he hears of this loss?” Af­ter a while he added: “And what shall we do? We can­not gnaw away that cliff with our teeth. Would that the plague might strike those who per­suad­ed me to come to this fortress!”

			Hav­ing said this, he took a crys­tal gob­let, and in his ex­cite­ment hurled it to the floor so that the crys­tal was bro­ken in­to small bits.

			This un­be­com­ing fren­zy, more be­fit­ting a peas­ant than a war­rior hold­ing such a high of­fice, turned all hearts from him, and soured good-hu­mor com­plete­ly.

			“Give coun­sel, gen­tle­men!” cried Miller.

			“It is pos­si­ble to coun­sel, but on­ly in calm­ness,” an­swered the Prince of Hesse.

			Miller be­gan to puff and blow out his anger through his nos­trils. Af­ter a time he grew calm, and pass­ing his eyes over those present as if en­cour­ag­ing them with a glance, he said—

			“I ask your par­don, gen­tle­men, but my anger is not strange. I will not men­tion those places which, when I had tak­en com­mand af­ter Torsten­son, I cap­tured, for I do not wish, in view of the present dis­as­ter, to boast of past for­tune. All that is done at this fortress sim­ply pass­es rea­son. But still it is nec­es­sary to take coun­sel. For that pur­pose I have sum­moned you. De­lib­er­ate, then, and what the ma­jor­i­ty of us de­ter­mine at this coun­cil will be done.”

			“Let your wor­thi­ness give us the sub­ject for de­lib­er­a­tion,” said the Prince of Hesse. “Have we to de­lib­er­ate on­ly con­cern­ing the cap­ture of the fortress, or al­so con­cern­ing this, whether it is bet­ter to with­draw?”

			Miller did not wish to put the ques­tion so clear­ly, or at least he did not wish the “ei­ther—or,” to come first from his mouth; there­fore he said—

			“Let each speak clear­ly what he thinks. It should be a ques­tion for us of the prof­it and praise of the king.”

			But none of the of­fi­cers wished more than Miller to ap­pear first with the propo­si­tion to re­treat, there­fore there was si­lence again.

			“Pan Sadovs­ki,” said Miller af­ter a while, in a voice which he tried to make agree­able and kind, “you say what you think more sin­cere­ly than oth­ers, for your rep­u­ta­tion in­sures you against all sus­pi­cion.”

			“I think, Gen­er­al,” an­swered the colonel, “that Kmi­ta was one of the great­est sol­diers of this age, and that our po­si­tion is des­per­ate.”

			“But you were in fa­vor of with­draw­ing from the fortress?”

			“With per­mis­sion of your wor­thi­ness, I was on­ly in fa­vor of not be­gin­ning the siege. That is a thing quite dif­fer­ent.”

			“Then what do you ad­vise now?”

			“Now I give the floor to Count Vey­hard.”

			Miller swore like a pa­gan.

			“Count Vey­hard will an­swer for this un­for­tu­nate af­fair,” said he.

			“My coun­sels have not all been car­ried out,” an­swered the count, in­so­lent­ly. “I can bold­ly cast re­spon­si­bil­i­ty from my­self. There were men who with a won­der­ful, in truth an in­ex­pli­ca­ble, good­will for the priests, dis­suad­ed his wor­thi­ness from all se­vere mea­sures. My ad­vice was to hang those en­voy priests, and I am con­vinced that if this had been done ter­ror would have opened to us be­fore this time the gates of that hen­house.”

			Here the count looked at Sadovs­ki; but be­fore the lat­ter had an­swered, the Prince of Hesse in­ter­fered: “Count, do not call that fortress a hen­house, for the more you de­crease its im­por­tance the more you in­crease our shame.”

			“Nev­er­the­less I ad­vised to hang the en­voys. Ter­ror and al­ways ter­ror, that is what I re­peat­ed from morn­ing till night; but Pan Sadovs­ki threat­ened res­ig­na­tion, and the priests went un­harmed.”

			“Go, Count, to­day to the fortress,” an­swered Sadovs­ki, “blow up with pow­der their great­est gun as Kmi­ta did ours, and I guar­an­tee that, that will spread more ter­ror than a mur­der­ous ex­e­cu­tion of en­voys.”

			The count turned di­rect­ly to Miller: “Your wor­thi­ness I thought we had come here for coun­sel and not for amuse­ment.”

			“Have you an an­swer to base­less re­proach­es?” asked Miller.

			“I have, in spite of the joy­ous­ness of these gen­tle­men, who might save their hu­mor for bet­ter times.”

			“Oh, son of Laertes, fa­mous for strat­a­gems!” ex­claimed the Prince of Hesse.

			“Gen­tle­men,” an­swered the count, “it is uni­ver­sal­ly known that not Min­er­va but Mars is your guardian de­ity; but since Mars has not fa­vored you, and you have re­nounced your right of speech, let me speak.”

			“The moun­tain is be­gin­ning to groan, and soon we shall see the small tail of a mouse,” said Sadovs­ki.

			“I ask for si­lence!” said Miller, se­vere­ly. “Speak, Count, but keep in mind that up to this mo­ment your coun­sels have giv­en bit­ter fruit.”

			“Which, though it is win­ter, we must eat like mouldy bis­cuits,” put in the Prince of Hesse.

			“This ex­plains why your prince­ly high­ness drinks so much wine,” said Count Vey­hard; “and though it does not take the place of na­tive wit, it helps you to a hap­py di­ges­tion of even dis­grace. But no mat­ter! I know well that there is a par­ty in the fortress which is long de­sirous of sur­ren­der, and that on­ly our weak­ness on one side and the su­per­hu­man stub­born­ness of the pri­or on the oth­er keep it in check. New ter­ror will give this par­ty new pow­er; for this pur­pose we should show that we make no ac­count of the loss of the gun, and storm the more vig­or­ous­ly.”

			“Is that all?”

			“Even if it were all, I think that such coun­sel is more in ac­cor­dance with the hon­or of Swedish sol­diers than bar­ren jests at cups, or than sleep­ing af­ter drink­ing-bouts. But that is not all. We should spread the re­port among our sol­diers, and es­pe­cial­ly among the Poles, that the men at work now mak­ing a mine have dis­cov­ered the old un­der­ground pas­sage lead­ing to the clois­ter and the church.”

			“That is good coun­sel,” said Miller.

			“When this re­port is spread among the sol­diers and the Poles, the Poles them­selves will per­suade the monks to sur­ren­der, for it is a ques­tion with them as with the monks, that that nest of su­per­sti­tions should re­main in­tact.”

			“For a Catholic that is not bad!” mut­tered Sadovs­ki.

			“If he served the Turks he would call Rome a nest of su­per­sti­tions,” said the Prince of Hesse.

			“Then, be­yond doubt, the Poles will send en­voys to the priests,” con­tin­ued Count Vey­hard—“that par­ty in the clois­ter, which is long anx­ious for sur­ren­der will re­new its ef­forts un­der the in­flu­ence of fear; and who knows but its mem­bers will force the pri­or and the stub­born to open the gates?”

			“The city of Pri­am will per­ish through the cun­ning of the di­vine son of Laertes,” de­claimed the Prince of Hesse.

			“As God lives, a re­al Tro­jan his­to­ry, and he thinks he has in­vent­ed some­thing new!” said Sadovs­ki.

			But the ad­vice pleased Miller, for in very truth it was not bad. The par­ty which the count spoke of ex­ist­ed re­al­ly in the clois­ter. Even some priests of weak­er soul be­longed to it. Be­sides, fear might ex­tend among the gar­ri­son, in­clud­ing even those who so far were ready to de­fend it to the last drop of blood.

			“Let us try, let us try!” said Miller, who like a drown­ing man seized ev­ery plank, and from de­spair passed eas­i­ly to hope. “But will Kuk­li­novs­ki or Zbro­jek agree to go again as en­voys to the clois­ter, or will they be­lieve in that pas­sage, and will they in­form the priests of it?”

			“In ev­ery case Kuk­li­novs­ki will agree,” an­swered the count; “but it is bet­ter that he should be­lieve re­al­ly in the ex­is­tence of the pas­sage.”

			At that mo­ment they heard the tramp of a horse in front of the quar­ters.

			“There, Pan Zbro­jek has come!” said the Prince of Hesse, look­ing through the win­dow.

			A mo­ment lat­er spurs rat­tled, and Zbro­jek en­tered, or rather rushed in­to the room. His face was pale, ex­cit­ed, and be­fore the of­fi­cers could ask the cause of his ex­cite­ment the colonel cried—

			“Kuk­li­novs­ki is no longer liv­ing!”

			“How? What do you say? What has hap­pened?” ex­claimed Miller.

			“Let me catch breath,” said Zbro­jek, “for what I have seen pass­es imag­i­na­tion.”

			“Talk more quick­ly. Has he been mur­dered?” cried all.

			“By Kmi­ta,” an­swered Zbro­jek.

			The of­fi­cers all sprang from their seats, and be­gan to look at Zbro­jek as at a mad­man; and he, while blow­ing in quick suc­ces­sion bunch­es of steam from his nos­trils, said—

			“If I had not seen I should not have be­lieved, for that is not a hu­man pow­er. Kuk­li­novs­ki is not liv­ing, three sol­diers are killed, and of Kmi­ta not a trace. I know that he was a ter­ri­ble man. His rep­u­ta­tion is known in the whole coun­try. But for him, a pris­on­er and bound, not on­ly to free him­self, but to kill the sol­diers and tor­ture Kuk­li­novs­ki to death—that a man could not do, on­ly a dev­il!”

			“Noth­ing like that has ev­er hap­pened; that’s im­pos­si­ble of be­lief!” whis­pered Sadovs­ki.

			“That Kmi­ta has shown what he can do,” said the Prince of Hesse. “We did not be­lieve the Poles yes­ter­day when they told us what kind of bird he was; we thought they were telling big sto­ries, as is usu­al with them.”

			“Enough to drive a man mad,” said the count.

			Miller seized his head with his hands, and said noth­ing. When at last he raised his eyes, flash­es of wrath were cross­ing in them with flash­es of sus­pi­cion.

			“Pan Zbro­jek,” said he, “though he were Sa­tan and not a man, he could not do this with­out some trea­son, with­out as­sis­tance. Kmi­ta had his ad­mir­ers here; Kuk­li­novs­ki his en­e­mies, and you be­long to the num­ber.”

			Zbro­jek was in the full sense of the word an in­so­lent sol­dier; there­fore when he heard an ac­cu­sa­tion di­rect­ed against him­self, he grew still paler, sprang from his place, ap­proached Miller, and halt­ing in front of him looked him straight in the eyes.

			“Does your wor­thi­ness sus­pect me?” in­quired he.

			A very op­pres­sive mo­ment fol­lowed. The of­fi­cers present had not the slight­est doubt were Miller to give an af­fir­ma­tive an­swer some­thing would fol­low ter­ri­ble and un­par­alled in the his­to­ry of camps. All hands rest­ed on their rapi­er hilts. Sadovs­ki even drew his weapon al­to­geth­er.

			But at that mo­ment the of­fi­cers saw be­fore the win­dow a yard filled with Pol­ish horse­men. Prob­a­bly they al­so had come with news of Kuk­li­novs­ki, but in case of col­li­sion they would stand be­yond doubt on Zbro­jek’s side. Miller too saw them, and though the pale­ness of rage had come on his face, still he re­strained him­self, and feign­ing to see no chal­lenge in Zbro­jek’s ac­tion, he an­swered in a voice which he strove to make nat­u­ral—

			“Tell in de­tail how it hap­pened.”

			Zbro­jek stood for a time yet with nos­trils dis­tend­ed, but he too re­mem­bered him­self; and then his thoughts turned in an­oth­er di­rec­tion, for his com­rades, who had just rid­den up, en­tered the room.

			“Kuk­li­novs­ki is mur­dered!” re­peat­ed they, one af­ter an­oth­er. “Kuk­li­novs­ki is killed! His reg­i­ment will scat­ter! His sol­diers are go­ing wild!”

			“Gen­tle­men, per­mit Pan Zbro­jek to speak; he brought the news first,” cried Miller.

			Af­ter a while there was si­lence, and Zbro­jek spoke as fol­lows—

			“It is known to you, gen­tle­men, that at the last coun­cil I chal­lenged Kuk­li­novs­ki on the word of a cav­a­lier. I was an ad­mir­er of Kmi­ta, it is true; but even you, though his en­e­mies, must ac­knowl­edge that no com­mon man could have done such a deed as burst­ing that can­non. It be­hooves us to es­teem dar­ing even in an en­e­my; there­fore I of­fered him my hand, but he re­fused his, and called me a traitor. Then I thought to my­self, ‘Let Kuk­li­novs­ki do what he likes with him.’ My on­ly oth­er thought was this: ‘If Kuk­li­novs­ki acts against knight­ly hon­or in deal­ing with Kmi­ta, the dis­grace of his deed must not fall on all Poles, and among oth­ers on me.’ For that very rea­son I wished sure­ly to fight with Kuk­li­novs­ki, and this morn­ing tak­ing two com­rades, I set out for his camp. We come to his quar­ters; they say there, ‘He is not at home.’ I send to this place—he is not here. At his quar­ters they tell us, ‘He has not re­turned the whole night.’ But they are not alarmed, for they think that he has re­mained with your wor­thi­ness. At last one sol­dier says, ‘Last evening he went to that lit­tle barn in the field with Kmi­ta, whom he was go­ing to burn there.’ I ride to the barn; the doors are wide open. I en­ter; I see in­side a naked body hang­ing from a beam. ‘That is Kmi­ta,’ thought I; but when my eyes have grown used to the dark­ness, I see that the body is some thin and bony one, and Kmi­ta looked like a Her­cules. It is a won­der to me that he could shrink so much in one night. I draw near—Kuk­li­novs­ki!”

			“Hang­ing from the beam?” asked Miller.

			“Ex­act­ly! I make the sign of the cross—I think, ‘Is it witch­craft, an omen, de­cep­tion, or what?’ But when I saw three corpses of sol­diers, the truth stood as if liv­ing be­fore me. That ter­ri­ble man had killed these, hung Kuk­li­novs­ki, burned him like an ex­e­cu­tion­er, and then es­caped.”

			“It is not far to the Sile­sian bound­ary,” said Sadovs­ki.

			A mo­ment of si­lence fol­lowed. Ev­ery sus­pi­cion of Zbro­jek’s par­tic­i­pa­tion in the af­fair was ex­tin­guished in Miller’s soul. But the event it­self as­ton­ished and filled him with a cer­tain un­de­fined fear. He saw dan­gers ris­ing around, or rather their ter­ri­ble shad­ows, against which he knew not how to strug­gle; he felt that some kind of chain of fail­ures sur­round­ed him. The first links were be­fore his eyes, but far­ther the gloom of the fu­ture was ly­ing. Just such a feel­ing mas­tered him as if he were in a cracked house which might fall on his head any mo­ment. Un­cer­tain­ty crushed him with an in­sup­port­able weight, and he asked him­self what he had to lay hands on.

			Mean­while Count Vey­hard struck him­self on the fore­head. “As God lives,” said he, “when I saw this Kmi­ta yes­ter­day it seemed as if I had known him some­where. Now again I see be­fore me that face. I re­mem­ber the sound of his voice. I must have met him for a short time and in the dark, in the evening; but he is go­ing through my head—go­ing—” Here he be­gan to rub his fore­head with his hand.

			“What is that to us?” asked Miller; “you will not mend the gun, even should you re­mem­ber; you will not bring Kuk­li­novs­ki to life.”

			Here he turned to the of­fi­cers. “Gen­tle­men, come with me, whoso wish­es, to the scene of this deed.”

			All wished to go, for cu­rios­i­ty was ex­cit­ing them. Hors­es were brought, and they moved on at a trot, the gen­er­al at the head. When they came to the lit­tle barn they saw a num­ber of tens of Pol­ish horse­men scat­tered around that build­ing, on the road, and along the field.

			“What men are they?” asked Miller of Zbro­jek.

			“They must be Kuk­li­novs­ki’s; I tell your wor­thi­ness that those raga­muffins have sim­ply gone wild.”

			Zbro­jek then beck­oned to one of the horse­men—

			“Come this way, come this way. Quick­ly!”

			The sol­dier rode up.

			“Are you Kuk­li­novs­ki’s men?”

			“Yes.”

			“Where is the rest of the reg­i­ment?”

			“They have run away. They re­fused to serve longer against Yas­na Go­ra.”

			“What does he say?” asked Miller.

			Zbro­jek in­ter­pret­ed the words.

			“Ask him where they went to.”

			Zbro­jek re­peat­ed the ques­tion.

			“It is un­known,” said the sol­dier. “Some have gone to Sile­sia. Oth­ers said that they would serve with Kmi­ta, for there is not an­oth­er such colonel ei­ther among the Poles or the Swedes.”

			When Zbro­jek in­ter­pret­ed these words to Miller, he grew se­ri­ous. In truth, such men as Kuk­li­novs­ki had were ready to pass over to the com­mand of Kmi­ta with­out hes­i­ta­tion. But then they might be­come ter­ri­ble, if not for Miller’s army, at least for his sup­plies and com­mu­ni­ca­tion. A riv­er of per­ils was ris­ing high­er and high­er around the en­chant­ed fortress.

			Zbro­jek, in­to whose head this idea must have come, said, as if in an­swer to these thoughts of Miller: “It is cer­tain that ev­ery­thing is in a storm now in our Com­mon­wealth. Let on­ly such a Kmi­ta shout, hun­dreds and thou­sands will sur­round him, es­pe­cial­ly af­ter what he has done.”

			“But what can he ef­fect?” asked Miller.

			“Re­mem­ber, your wor­thi­ness, that that man brought Ho­v­an­s­ki to des­per­a­tion, and Ho­v­an­s­ki had, count­ing the Cos­sacks, six times as many men as we. Not a trans­port will come to us with­out his per­mis­sion, the coun­try hous­es are de­stroyed, and we are be­gin­ning to feel hunger. Be­sides, this Kmi­ta may join with Je­got­s­ki and Kule­sha; then he will have sev­er­al thou­sand sabres at his call. He is a griev­ous man, and may be­come most harm­ful.”

			“Are you sure of your sol­diers?”

			“Sur­er than of my­self,” an­swered Zbro­jek, with bru­tal frank­ness.

			“How sur­er?”

			“For, to tell the truth, we have all of us enough of this siege.”

			“I trust that it will soon come to an end.”

			“On­ly the ques­tion is: How? But for that mat­ter to cap­ture this fortress is at present as great a calami­ty as to re­tire from it.”

			Mean­while they had reached the lit­tle barn. Miller dis­mount­ed, af­ter him the of­fi­cers, and all en­tered. The sol­diers had re­moved Kuk­li­novs­ki from the beam, and cov­er­ing him with a rug laid him on his back on rem­nants of straw. The bod­ies of three sol­diers lay at one side, placed even­ly one by the oth­er.

			“These were killed with knives.”

			“But Kuk­li­novs­ki?”

			“There are no wounds on Kuk­li­novs­ki, but his side is roast­ed and his mus­tach­es daubed with pitch. He must have per­ished of cold or suf­fo­ca­tion, for he holds his own cap in his teeth to this mo­ment.”

			“Un­cov­er him.”

			The sol­dier raised a cor­ner of the rug, and a ter­ri­ble face was un­cov­ered, swollen, with eyes burst­ing out. On the rem­nants of his pitched mus­tach­es were ici­cles formed from his frozen breath and mixed with soot, mak­ing as it were tusks stick­ing out of his mouth. That face was so re­volt­ing that Miller, though ac­cus­tomed to all kinds of ghast­li­ness, shud­dered and said—

			“Cov­er it quick­ly. Ter­ri­ble, ter­ri­ble!”

			Si­lence reigned in the barn.

			“Why have we come here?” asked the Prince of Hesse, spit­ting. “I shall not touch food for a whole day.”

			All at once some kind of un­com­mon ex­as­per­a­tion close­ly bor­der­ing on fren­zy took pos­ses­sion of Miller. His face be­came blue, his eyes ex­pand­ed, he be­gan to gnash his teeth, a wild thirst for the blood of some­one had seized him; then turn­ing to Zbro­jek, he screamed—

			“Where is that sol­dier who saw that Kuk­li­novs­ki was in the barn? He must be a con­fed­er­ate!”

			“I know not whether that sol­dier is here yet,” an­swered Zbro­jek. “All Kuk­li­novs­ki’s men have scat­tered like ox­en let out from the yoke.”

			“Then catch him!” bel­lowed Miller, in fury.

			“Catch him your­self!” cried Zbro­jek, in sim­i­lar fury.

			And again a ter­ri­ble out­burst hung as it were on a spi­der­web over the heads of the Swedes and the Poles. The lat­ter be­gan to gath­er around Zbro­jek, mov­ing their mus­tach­es threat­en­ing­ly and rat­tling their sabres.

			Dur­ing this noise the echoes of shots and the tramp of hors­es were heard, and in­to the barn rushed a Swedish of­fi­cer of cav­al­ry.

			“Gen­er­al!” cried he. “A sor­tie from the clois­ter! The men work­ing at the mine have been cut to pieces! A par­ty of in­fantry is scat­tered!”

			“I shall go wild!” roared Miller, seiz­ing the hair of his wig. “To horse!”

			In a mo­ment they were all rush­ing like a whirl­wind to­ward the clois­ter, so that lumps of snow fell like hail from the hoofs of their hors­es. A hun­dred of Sadovs­ki’s cav­al­ry, un­der com­mand of his broth­er, joined Miller and ran to as­sist. On the way they saw par­ties of ter­ri­fied in­fantry flee­ing in dis­or­der and pan­ic, so fall­en were the hearts of the Swedish in­fantry, else­where un­ri­valled. They had left even trench­es which were not threat­ened by any dan­ger. The on­com­ing of­fi­cers and cav­al­ry tram­pled a few, and rode fi­nal­ly to with­in a fur­long of the fortress, but on­ly to see on the height as clear­ly as on the palm of the hand, the at­tack­ing par­ty re­turn­ing safe­ly to the clois­ter; songs, shouts of joy, and laugh­ter came from them to Miller’s ears.

			Sin­gle per­sons stood forth and threat­ened with bloody sabres in the di­rec­tion of the staff. The Poles present at the side of the Swedish gen­er­al rec­og­nized Zamoys­ki him­self, who had led the sor­tie in per­son, and who, when he saw the staff, stopped and salut­ed it solemn­ly with his cap. No won­der he felt safe un­der cov­er of the fortress can­non.

			And, in fact, it be­gan to smoke on the walls, and iron flocks of can­non balls were fly­ing with ter­ri­ble whistling among the of­fi­cers. Troop­ers tot­tered in their sad­dles, and groans an­swered whis­tles.

			“We are un­der fire. Re­treat!” com­mand­ed Sadovs­ki.

			Zbro­jek seized the reins of Miller’s horse. “Gen­er­al, with­draw! It is death here!”

			Miller, as if he had be­come tor­pid, said not a word, and let him­self be led out of range of the mis­siles. Re­turn­ing to his quar­ters, he locked him­self in, and for a whole day would see no man. He was med­i­tat­ing sure­ly over his fame of Po­liorcetes.

			Count Vey­hard now took all pow­er in hand, and be­gan with im­mense en­er­gy to make prepa­ra­tions for a storm. New breast­works were thrown up; the sol­diers suc­ceed­ing the min­ers broke the cliff un­wea­ried­ly to pre­pare a mine. A fever­ish move­ment con­tin­ued in the whole Swedish camp. It seemed that a new spir­it had en­tered the be­siegers, or that re­in­force­ments had come. A few days lat­er the news thun­dered through the Swedish and al­lied Pol­ish camps that the min­ers had found a pas­sage go­ing un­der the church and the clois­ter, and that it de­pend­ed now on­ly on the good­will of the gen­er­al to blow up the whole fortress.

			De­light seized the sol­diers worn out with cold, hunger, and fruit­less toil. Shouts of: “We have Chen­sto­ho­va! We’ll blow up that hen­house!” ran from mouth to mouth. Feast­ing and drink­ing be­gan.

			The count was present ev­ery­where; he en­cour­aged the sol­diers, kept them in that be­lief, re­peat­ed a hun­dred times dai­ly the news of find­ing the pas­sage, in­cit­ed to feast­ing and frol­ics.

			The echo of this glad­ness reached the clois­ter at last. News of the mines dug and ready to ex­plode ran with the speed of light­ning from ram­part to ram­part. Even the most dar­ing were fright­ened. Weep­ing wom­en be­gan to be­siege the pri­or’s dwelling, to hold out to him their chil­dren when he ap­peared for a while, and cry—

			“De­stroy not the in­no­cent! Their blood will fall on thy head!”

			The greater cow­ard a man had been, the greater his dar­ing now in urg­ing Ko­rdet­s­ki not to ex­pose to de­struc­tion the sa­cred place, the cap­i­tal of the Most Holy La­dy.

			Such griev­ous, painful times fol­lowed, for the un­bend­ing soul of our hero in a habit, as had not been till that hour. It was for­tu­nate that the Swedes ceased their as­saults, so as to prove more con­vinc­ing­ly that they need­ed no longer ei­ther balls or can­non, that it was enough for them to ig­nite one lit­tle pow­der fuse. But for this very rea­son ter­ror in­creased in the clois­ter. In the hour of deep night it seemed to some, the most timid, that they heard un­der the earth cer­tain sounds, cer­tain move­ments; that the Swedes were al­ready un­der the clois­ter. Fi­nal­ly, a con­sid­er­able num­ber of the monks fell in spir­it. Those, with Fa­ther Stradom­s­ki at the head of them, went to the pri­or and urged him to be­gin ne­go­ti­a­tions at once for sur­ren­der. The greater part of the sol­diers went with them, and some of the no­bles.

			Ko­rdet­s­ki ap­peared in the court­yard, and when the throng gath­ered around him in a close cir­cle, he said—

			“Have we not sworn to one an­oth­er to de­fend this holy place to the last drop of our blood? In truth, I tell you that if pow­der hurls us forth, on­ly our wretch­ed bod­ies, on­ly the tem­po­rary cov­er­ing, will fall away and re­turn to the earth, but the souls will not re­turn—heav­en will open above them, and they will en­ter in­to re­joic­ing and hap­pi­ness, as in­to a sea with­out bounds. There Je­sus Christ will re­ceive them, and that Most Holy Moth­er will meet them, and they like gold­en bees will sit on her robe, and will sink in light and gaze on the face of the Lord.”

			Here the re­flec­tion of that bright­ness was gleam­ing on his face. He raised his in­spired eyes up­ward, and spoke on with a dig­ni­ty and a calm not of earth:—

			“O Lord, the Ruler of worlds, Thou art look­ing in­to my heart, and Thou know­est that I am not de­ceiv­ing this peo­ple when I say that if I de­sired on­ly my own hap­pi­ness I would stretch out my hands to Thee and cry from the depth of my soul: O Lord! let pow­der be there, let it ex­plode, for in such a death is re­demp­tion of sins and faults, for it is eter­nal rest, and Thy ser­vant is weary and toil worn over­much. And who would not wish a re­ward of such kind, for a death with­out pain and as short as the twin­kle of an eye, as a flash in the heav­ens, af­ter which is eter­ni­ty un­bro­ken, hap­pi­ness in­ex­haustible, joy with­out end. But Thou hast com­mand­ed me to guard Thy re­treat, there­fore it is not per­mit­ted me to go. Thou hast placed me on guard, there­fore Thou hast poured in­to me Thy strength, and I know, O Lord, I see and feel that al­though the mal­ice of the en­e­my were to force it­self un­der this church, though all the pow­der and de­struc­tive salt­pe­tre were placed there, it would be enough for me to make the sign of the cross above them and they would nev­er ex­plode.”

			Here he turned to the as­sem­bly and con­tin­ued: “God has giv­en me this pow­er, but do you take fear out of your hearts. My spir­it pierces the earth and tells you; Your en­e­mies lie, there are no pow­der drag­ons un­der the church. You, peo­ple of timid hearts, you in whom fear has sti­fled faith, de­serve not to en­ter the king­dom of grace and re­pose to­day. There is no pow­der un­der your feet then! God wish­es to pre­serve this re­treat, so that, like Noah’s ark, it may be borne above the del­uge of dis­as­ters and mishap; there­fore, in the name of God, for the third time I tell you, there is no pow­der un­der the church. And when I speak in His name, who will make bold to op­pose me, who will dare still to doubt?”

			When he had said this he was silent and looked at the throng of monks, no­bles, and sol­diers. But such was the un­shak­en faith, the con­vic­tion and pow­er in his voice that they were silent al­so, and no man came for­ward. On the con­trary, so­lace be­gan to en­ter their hearts, till at last one of the sol­diers, a sim­ple peas­ant, said—

			“Praise to the name of the Lord! For three days they say they are able to blow up the fortress; why do they not blow it up?”

			“Praise to the Most Holy La­dy! Why do they not blow it up?” re­peat­ed a num­ber of voic­es.

			Then a won­der­ful sign was made man­i­fest. Be­hold all about them on a sud­den was heard the sound of wings, and whole flocks of small win­ter birds ap­peared in the court of the fortress, and ev­ery mo­ment new ones flew in from the starved coun­try-places around. Birds such as gray larks, or­tolans, buntings with yel­low breasts, poor spar­rows, green tit­mice, red bulfinch­es, sat on the slopes of the roofs, on the cor­ners over the doors, on the church; oth­ers flew around in a many-col­ored crown above the head of the pri­or, flap­ping their wings, chirp­ing sad­ly as if beg­ging for alms, and hav­ing no fear what­ev­er of man. Peo­ple present were amazed at the sight; and Ko­rdet­s­ki, af­ter he had prayed for a while, said at last—

			“See these lit­tle birds of the for­est. They come to the pro­tec­tion of the Moth­er of God, but you doubt Her pow­er.”

			Con­so­la­tion and hope had en­tered their hearts; the monks, beat­ing their breasts, went to the church, and the sol­diers mount­ed the walls.

			Wom­en scat­tered grain to the birds, which be­gan to pick it up ea­ger­ly.

			All in­ter­pret­ed the vis­it of these tiny for­est-dwellers as a sign of suc­cess to them­selves, and of evil to the en­e­my.

			“Fierce snows must be ly­ing, when these lit­tle birds, car­ing nei­ther for shots nor the thun­der of can­non, flock to our build­ings,” said the sol­diers.

			“But why do they fly from the Swedes to us?”

			“Be­cause the mean­est crea­ture has the wit to dis­tin­guish an en­e­my from a friend.”

			“That can­not be,” said an­oth­er sol­dier, “for in the Swedish camp are Poles too; but it means that there must be hunger there, and a lack of oats for the hors­es.”

			“It means still bet­ter,” said a third, “that what they say of the pow­der is down­right false­hood.”

			“How is that?” asked all, in one voice.

			“Old peo­ple say,” replied the sol­dier, “that if a house is to fall, the spar­rows and swal­lows hav­ing nests in spring un­der the roof, go away two or three days in ad­vance; ev­ery crea­ture has sense to feel dan­ger be­fore­hand. Now if pow­der were un­der the clois­ter, these lit­tle birds would not fly to us.”

			“Is that true?”

			“As true as Amen to ‘Our Fa­ther!’ ”

			“Praise to the Most Holy La­dy! it will be bad for the Swedes.”

			At this mo­ment the sound of a trum­pet was heard at the north­west­ern gate; all ran to see who was com­ing.

			It was a Swedish trum­peter with a let­ter from the camp. The monks as­sem­bled at once in the coun­cil hall. The let­ter was from Count Vey­hard, and an­nounced that if the fortress were not sur­ren­dered be­fore the fol­low­ing day it would be hurled in­to the air. But those who be­fore had fall­en un­der the weight of fear had no faith now in this threat.

			“Those are vain threats!” said the priests and the no­bles to­geth­er.

			“Let us write to them not to spare us; let them blow us up!”

			And in fact they an­swered in that sense.

			Mean­while the sol­diers who had gath­ered around the trum­peter an­swered his warn­ings with ridicule.

			“Good!” said they to him. “Why do you spare us? We will go the soon­er to heav­en.”

			But the man who de­liv­ered the an­swer­ing let­ter to the mes­sen­ger said—

			“Do not lose words and time for noth­ing. Want is gnaw­ing you, but we lack noth­ing, praise be to God! Even the birds fly away from you.”

			And in this way Count Vey­hard’s last trick came to noth­ing. And when an­oth­er day had passed it was shown with per­fect proof how vain were the fears of the be­sieged, and peace re­turned to the clois­ter.

			The fol­low­ing day a wor­thy man from Chen­sto­ho­va, Yat­sek Bjuhan­s­ki, left a let­ter again giv­ing warn­ing of a storm; al­so news of the re­turn of Yan Kaz­imir from Sile­sia, and the up­ris­ing of the whole Com­mon­wealth against the Swedes. But ac­cord­ing to re­ports cir­cu­lat­ing out­side the walls, this was to be the last storm.

			Bjuhan­s­ki brought the let­ter with a bag of fish to the priests for Christ­mas Eve, and ap­proached the walls dis­guised as a Swedish sol­dier. Poor man!—the Swedes saw him and seized him. Miller gave com­mand to stretch him on the rack; but the old man had heav­en­ly vi­sions in the time of his tor­ture, and smiled as sweet­ly as a child, and in­stead of pain un­speak­able joy was de­pict­ed on his face. The gen­er­al was present at the tor­ture, but he gained no con­fes­sion from the mar­tyr; he mere­ly ac­quired the de­spair­ing con­vic­tion that noth­ing could bend those peo­ple, noth­ing could break them.

			Now came the old beg­gar­wom­an Kos­tuha, with a let­ter from Ko­rdet­s­ki beg­ging most humbly that the storm be de­layed dur­ing ser­vice on the day of Christ’s birth. The guards and the of­fi­cers re­ceived the beg­gar­wom­an with in­sults and jeers at such an en­voy, but she an­swered them straight in the face—

			“No oth­er would come, for to en­voys you are as mur­der­ers, and I took the of­fice for bread—a crust. I shall not be long in this world; I have no fear of you: if you do not be­lieve, you have me in your hands.”

			But no harm was done her. What is more, Miller, ea­ger to try con­cil­i­a­tion again, agreed to the pri­or’s re­quest, even ac­cept­ed a ran­som for Bjuhan­s­ki, not yet tor­tured quite out of his life; he sent al­so that part of the sil­ver found with the Swedish sol­diers. He did this last out of mal­ice to Count Vey­hard, who af­ter the fail­ure of the mine had fall­en in­to dis­fa­vor again.

			At last Christ­mas Eve came. With the first star, lights great and small be­gan to shine all around in the fortress. The night was still, frosty, but clear. The Swedish sol­diers, stiff­ened with cold in the in­trench­ments, gazed from be­low on the dark walls of the un­ap­proach­able fortress, and to their minds came the warm Scan­di­na­vian cot­tages stuffed with moss, their wives and chil­dren, the fir-tree gleam­ing with lights; and more than one iron breast swelled with a sigh, with re­gret, with home­sick­ness, with de­spair. But in the fortress, at ta­bles cov­ered with hay, the be­sieged were break­ing wafers. A qui­et joy was shin­ing in all faces, for each one had the fore­bod­ing, al­most the cer­tain­ty, that the hours of suf­fer­ing would be soon at an end.

			“An­oth­er storm to­mor­row, but that will be the last,” re­peat­ed the priests and the sol­diers. “Let him to whom God will send death give thanks that the Lord lets him be present at Mass, and thus opens more sure­ly heav­en’s gates, for whoso dies for the faith on the day of Christ’s birth must be re­ceived in­to glo­ry.”

			They wished one an­oth­er suc­cess, long years, or a heav­en­ly crown; and so re­lief dropped in­to ev­ery heart, as if suf­fer­ing were over al­ready.

			But there stood one emp­ty chair near the pri­or; be­fore it a plate on which was a pack­age of white wafers bound with a blue rib­bon. When all had sat down, no one oc­cu­pied that place. Zamoys­ki said—

			“I see, revered fa­ther, that ac­cord­ing to an­cient cus­tom there are places for men out­side the clois­ter.”

			“Not for men out­side,” said Fa­ther Agus­tine, “but as a re­mem­brance of that young man whom we loved as a son, and whose soul is look­ing with plea­sure up­on us be­cause we keep him in eter­nal mem­o­ry.”

			“As God lives,” replied Zamoys­ki, “he is hap­pi­er now than we. We owe him due thanks.”

			Ko­rdet­s­ki had tears in his eyes, and Charnyet­s­ki said—

			“They write of small­er men in the chron­i­cles. If God gives me life, and any­one asks me here­after, who was there among us the equal of an­cient he­roes, I shall say Babinich.”

			“Babinich was not his name,” said Ko­rdet­s­ki.

			“How not Babinich?”

			“I long knew his re­al name un­der the seal of con­fes­sion; but when go­ing out against that can­non, he said to me: ‘If I per­ish, let men know who I am, so that hon­or­able re­pute may rest with my name, and de­stroy my for­mer mis­deeds.’ He went, he per­ished; now I can tell you that he was Kmi­ta!”

			“That renowned Lithua­ni­an Kmi­ta?” cried Charnyet­s­ki, seiz­ing his fore­lock.

			“The same. How the grace of God changes hearts!”

			“For God’s sake. Now I un­der­stand why he un­der­took that work; now I un­der­stand where he got that dar­ing, that bold­ness, in which he sur­passed all men. Kmi­ta, Kmi­ta, that ter­ri­ble Kmi­ta whom Lithua­nia cel­e­brates.”

			“Hence­forth not on­ly Lithua­nia, but the whole Com­mon­wealth will glo­ri­fy him in a dif­fer­ent man­ner.”

			“He was the first to warn us against Count Vey­hard.”

			“Through his ad­vice we closed the gates in good sea­son, and made prepa­ra­tions.”

			“He killed the first Swede with a shot from a bow.”

			“And how many of their can­non did he spoil! Who brought down De Fos­sis?”

			“And that siege gun! If we are not ter­ri­fied at the storm of to­mor­row, who is the cause?”

			“Let each re­mem­ber him with hon­or, and cel­e­brate his name wher­ev­er pos­si­ble, so that jus­tice be done,” said Ko­rdet­s­ki; “and now may God give him eter­nal rest.”

			“And may ev­er­last­ing light shine on him,” an­swered one cho­rus of voic­es.

			But Pan Charnyet­s­ki was un­able for a long time to calm him­self, and his thoughts were con­tin­u­al­ly turn­ing to Kmi­ta.

			“I tell you, gen­tle­men, that there was some­thing of such kind in that man that though he served as a sim­ple sol­dier, the com­mand of it­self crawled at once to his hand, so that it was a won­der to me how peo­ple obeyed such a young man un­wit­ting­ly. In fact, he was com­man­der on the bas­tion, and I obeyed him my­self. Oh, had I known him then to be Kmi­ta!”

			“Still it is a won­der to me,” said Zamoys­ki, “that the Swedes have not boast­ed of his death.”

			Ko­rdet­s­ki sighed. “The pow­der must have killed him on the spot.”

			“I would let a hand be cut from me could he be alive again,” cried Charnyet­s­ki. “But that such a Kmi­ta let him­self be blown up by pow­der!”

			“He gave his life for ours,” said Ko­rdet­s­ki.

			“It is true,” added Zamoys­ki, “that if that can­non were ly­ing in the in­trench­ment, I should not think so pleas­ant­ly of to­mor­row.”

			“To­mor­row God will give us a new vic­to­ry,” said the pri­or, “for the ark of Noah can­not be lost in the del­uge.”

			Thus they con­versed with one an­oth­er on Christ­mas Eve, and then sep­a­rat­ed; the monks go­ing to the church, the sol­diers, some to qui­et rest, and oth­ers to keep watch on the walls and at the gates. But great care was su­per­flu­ous, for in the Swedish camp there reigned un­bro­ken calm. They had giv­en them­selves to rest and med­i­ta­tion, for to them too was ap­proach­ing a most se­ri­ous day.

			The night was solemn. Le­gions of stars twin­kled in the sky, chang­ing in­to blue and rosy col­ors. The light of the moon changed to green the shrouds of snow stretch­ing be­tween the fortress and the hos­tile camp. The wind did not howl, and it was calm, as from the be­gin­ning of the siege it had not been near the clois­ter.

			At mid­night the Swedish sol­diers heard the flow of the mild and grand tones of the or­gan; then the voic­es of men were joined with them; then the sounds of bells, large and small. Joy, con­so­la­tion, and great calm were in those sounds; and the greater was the doubt, the greater the feel­ing of help­less­ness which weighed down the hearts of the Swedes.

			The Pol­ish sol­diers from the com­mands of Zbro­jek and Kalin­s­ki, with­out seek­ing per­mis­sion, went up to the very walls. They were not per­mit­ted to en­ter through fear of some snare; but they were per­mit­ted to stand near the walls. They al­so col­lect­ed to­geth­er. Some knelt on the snow, oth­ers shook their heads piti­ful­ly, sigh­ing over their own lot, or beat their breasts, promis­ing re­pen­tance; and all heard with de­light and with tears in their eyes the mu­sic and the hymns sung ac­cord­ing to an­cient us­age.

			At the same time the sen­tries on the walls who could not be in the church, wish­ing to make up for their loss, be­gan al­so to sing, and soon was heard through­out the whole cir­cuit of the walls the Christ­mas hymn:—

			
				
					“He is ly­ing in the manger;
					

					Who will run
					

					To greet the lit­tle stranger?”
				

			

			In the af­ter­noon of the fol­low­ing day the thun­der of guns drowned again ev­ery oth­er sound. All the in­trench­ments be­gan to smoke si­mul­ta­ne­ous­ly, the earth trem­bled in its foun­da­tions; as of old there flew on the roof of the church heavy balls, bombs, grenades, and torch­es fixed in cylin­ders, pour­ing a rain of melt­ed lead, and naked torch­es, knots and ropes. Nev­er had the thun­der been so un­ceas­ing, nev­er till then had such a riv­er of fire and iron fall­en on the clois­ter; but among the Swedish guns was not that great gun, which alone could crush the wall and make a breach nec­es­sary for as­sault.

			But the be­sieged were so ac­cus­tomed to fire that each man knew what he had to do, and the de­fence went in its or­di­nary course with­out com­mand. Fire was an­swered with fire, mis­sile with mis­sile, but bet­ter aimed, for with more calm­ness.

			To­ward evening Miller went out to see by the last rays of the set­ting sun the re­sults; and his glance fell on the tow­er out­lined calm­ly on the back­ground of the sky.

			“That clois­ter will stand for the ages of ages!” cried he, be­side him­self.

			“Amen!” an­swered Zbro­jek, qui­et­ly.

			In the evening a coun­cil was as­sem­bled again at head­quar­ters, still more gloomy than usu­al. Miller opened it him­self.

			“The storm of to­day,” said he, “has brought no re­sult. Our pow­der is near­ly con­sumed; half of our men are lost, the rest dis­cour­aged: they look for dis­as­ters, not vic­to­ry. We have no sup­plies; we can­not ex­pect re­in­force­ments.”

			“But the clois­ter stands un­moved as on the first day of the siege,” added Sadovs­ki.

			“What re­mains for us?”

			“Dis­grace.”

			“I have re­ceived or­ders,” said the gen­er­al, “to fin­ish quick­ly or re­treat to Prus­sia.”

			“What re­mains to us?” re­peat­ed the Prince of Hesse.

			All eyes were turned to Count Vey­hard, who said: “To save our hon­or!”

			A short bro­ken laugh, more like the gnash­ing of teeth, came from Miller, who was called Po­liorcetes. “The Count wish­es to teach us how to raise the dead,” said he.

			Count Vey­hard act­ed as though he had not heard this.

			“On­ly the slain have saved their hon­or,” said Sadovs­ki.

			Miller be­gan to lose his cool blood. “And that clois­ter stands there yet, that Yas­na Go­ra, that hen­house! I have not tak­en it! And we with­draw. Is this a dream, or am I speak­ing in my sens­es?”

			“That clois­ter stands there yet, that Yas­na Go­ra!” re­peat­ed word for word the Prince of Hesse, “and we shall with­draw—de­feat­ed!”

			A mo­ment of si­lence fol­lowed; it seemed as though the lead­er and his sub­or­di­nates found a cer­tain wild plea­sure in bring­ing to mind their shame and de­feat.

			Now Count Vey­hard said slow­ly and em­phat­i­cal­ly: “It has hap­pened more than once in ev­ery war that a be­sieged fortress has ran­somed it­self from the be­siegers, who then went away as vic­tors; for whoso pays a ran­som, by this same rec­og­nizes him­self as de­feat­ed.”

			The of­fi­cers, who at first lis­tened to the words of the speak­er with scorn and con­tempt, now be­gan to lis­ten more at­ten­tive­ly.

			“Let that clois­ter pay us any kind of ran­som,” con­tin­ued the count; “then no one will say that we could not take it, but that we did not wish to take it.”

			“Will they agree?” asked the Prince of Hesse.

			“I will lay down my head,” an­swered Count Vey­hard, “and more than that, my hon­or as a sol­dier.”

			“Can that be!” asked Sadovs­ki. “We have enough of this siege, but have they enough? What does your wor­thi­ness think of this?”

			Miller turned to Vey­hard. “Many griev­ous mo­ments, the most griev­ous of my life, have I passed be­cause of your coun­sels, Sir Count; but for this last ad­vice I thank you, and will be grate­ful.”

			All breasts breathed more freely. There could be no re­al ques­tion but that of re­treat­ing with hon­or.

			On the mor­row, the day of Saint Stephen, the of­fi­cers as­sem­bled to the last man to hear Ko­rdet­s­ki’s an­swer to Miller’s let­ter, which pro­posed a ran­som, and was sent in the morn­ing.

			They had to wait long. Miller feigned joy­ous­ness, but con­straint was ev­i­dent on his face. No one of the of­fi­cers could keep his place. All hearts beat un­qui­et­ly. The Prince of Hesse and Sadovs­ki stood un­der the win­dow con­vers­ing in a low voice.

			“What do you think?” asked the first; “will they agree?”

			“Ev­ery­thing in­di­cates that they will agree. Who would not wish to be rid of such ter­ri­ble dan­ger come what may, at the price of a few tens of thou­sands of thalers, es­pe­cial­ly since monks have not world­ly am­bi­tion and mil­i­tary hon­or, or at least should not have? I on­ly fear that the gen­er­al has asked too much.”

			“How much has he asked?”

			“Forty thou­sand from the monks, and twen­ty thou­sand from the no­bles, but in the worst event they will try to re­duce the sum.”

			“Let us yield, in God’s name, let us yield. If they have not the mon­ey, I would pre­fer to lend them my own, if they will let us go away with even the sem­blance of hon­or. But I tell your prince­ly high­ness that though I rec­og­nize the count’s ad­vice this time as good, and I be­lieve that they will ran­som them­selves, such a fever is gnaw­ing me that I would pre­fer ten storms to this wait­ing.”

			“Uf! you are right. But still this Count Vey­hard may go high.”

			“Even as high as the gib­bet,” said the oth­er.

			But the speak­ers did not fore­see that a worse fate than even the gib­bet was await­ing Count Vey­hard.

			That mo­ment the thun­der of can­non in­ter­rupt­ed fur­ther con­ver­sa­tion.

			“What is that? fir­ing from the fortress!” cried Miller. And spring­ing up like a man pos­sessed, he ran out of the room.

			All ran af­ter him and lis­tened. The sound of reg­u­lar salvos came in­deed from the fortress.

			“Are they fight­ing in­side, or what?” cried Miller; “I don’t un­der­stand.”

			“I will ex­plain to your wor­thi­ness,” said Zbro­jek, “this is Saint Stephen’s Day, and the name’s day of the Zamoyskis, fa­ther and son; the fir­ing is in their hon­or.”

			With that shouts of ap­plause were heard from the fortress, and af­ter them new salvos.

			“They have pow­der enough,” said Miller, gloomi­ly. “That is for us a new in­di­ca­tion.”

			But fate did not spare him an­oth­er very painful les­son.

			The Swedish sol­diers were so dis­cour­aged and fall­en in spir­it that at the sound of fir­ing from the fortress the de­tach­ments guard­ing the near­est in­trench­ments de­sert­ed them in pan­ic.

			Miller saw one whole reg­i­ment, the mus­ke­teers of Sma­land, tak­ing refuge in dis­or­der at his own quar­ters; he heard too how the of­fi­cers re­peat­ed among them­selves at this sight—

			“It is time, it is time, it is time to re­treat!”

			But by de­grees ev­ery­thing grew calm; one crush­ing im­pres­sion re­mained. The lead­er, and af­ter him the sub­or­di­nates, en­tered the room and wait­ed, wait­ed im­pa­tient­ly; even the face of Count Vey­hard, till then mo­tion­less, be­trayed dis­qui­et.

			At last the clat­ter of spurs was heard in the an­techam­ber, and the trum­peter en­tered, all red from cold, his mus­tach­es cov­ered with his frozen breath.

			“An an­swer from the clois­ter!” said he, giv­ing a large pack­et wound up in a col­ored hand­ker­chief bound with a string.

			Miller’s hands trem­bled some­what, and he chose to cut the string with a dag­ger rather than to open it slow­ly. A num­ber of pairs of eyes were fixed on the pack­et; the of­fi­cers were breath­less. The gen­er­al un­wound one roll of the cloth, a sec­ond, and a third, un­wound with in­creas­ing haste till at last a pack­age of wafers fell out on the ta­ble. Then he grew pale, and though no one asked what was in the pack­age, he said, “Wafers!”

			“Noth­ing more?” asked some­one in the crowd.

			“Noth­ing more!” an­swered the gen­er­al, like an echo.

			A mo­ment of si­lence fol­lowed, bro­ken on­ly by pant­ing; at times too was heard the grit­ting of teeth, at times the rat­tling of rapiers.

			“Count Vey­hard!” said Miller, at last, with a ter­ri­ble and ill-omened voice.

			“He is no longer here!” an­swered one of the of­fi­cers.

			Again si­lence fol­lowed.

			That night move­ment reigned in the whole camp. Scarce­ly was the light of day quenched when voic­es of com­mand were heard, the hur­ry­ing of con­sid­er­able di­vi­sions of cav­al­ry, the sound of mea­sured steps of in­fantry, the neigh­ing of hors­es, the squeak­ing of wag­ons, the dull thump of can­non, with the bit­ing of iron, the rat­tle of chains, noise, bus­tle, and tur­moil.

			“Will there be a new storm in the morn­ing?” asked the guards at the gates.

			But they were un­able to see, for since twi­light the sky was cov­ered with clouds, and abun­dant snow had be­gun to fall. Its fre­quent flakes ex­clud­ed the light. About five o’clock in the morn­ing all sounds had ceased, but the snow was fall­ing still more dense­ly. On the walls and bat­tle­ments it had cre­at­ed new walls and bat­tle­ments. It cov­ered the whole clois­ter and church, as if wish­ing to hide them from the glance of the en­e­my, to shel­ter and cov­er them from iron mis­siles.

			At last the air be­gan to grow gray, and the bell com­menced tolling for morn­ing ser­vice, when the sol­diers stand­ing guard at the south­ern gate heard the snort­ing of a horse.

			Be­fore the gate stood a peas­ant, all cov­ered with snow; be­hind him was a low, small wood­en sleigh, drawn by a thin, shag­gy horse. The peas­ant fell to strik­ing his body with his arms, to jump­ing from one foot to the oth­er, and to cry­ing—

			“Peo­ple, but open here!”

			“Who is alive?” they asked from the walls.

			“Your own, from Dzbov. I have brought game for the bene­fac­tors.”

			“And how did the Swedes let you come?”

			“What Swedes?”

			“Those who are be­sieg­ing the church.”

			“Oho, there are no Swedes now!”

			“Praise God, ev­ery soul! Have they gone?”

			“The tracks be­hind them are cov­ered.”

			With that, crowds of vil­lagers and peas­ants black­ened the road, some rid­ing, oth­ers on foot, there were wom­en too, and all be­gan to cry from afar—

			“There are no Swedes! there are none! They have gone to Vyelu­nie. Open the gates! There is not a man in the camp!”

			“The Swedes have gone, the Swedes have gone!” cried men on the walls; and the news ran around like light­ning.

			Sol­diers rushed to the bells, and rang them all as if for an alarm. Ev­ery liv­ing soul rushed out of the cells, the dwellings, and the church.

			The news thun­dered all the time. The court was swarm­ing with monks, no­bles, sol­diers, wom­en, and chil­dren. Joy­ful shouts were heard around. Some ran out on the walls to ex­am­ine the emp­ty camp; oth­ers burst in­to laugh­ter or in­to sobs. Some would not be­lieve yet, but new crowds came con­tin­u­al­ly, peas­ants and vil­lagers.

			They came from Chen­sto­ho­va, from the sur­round­ing vil­lages, and from the forests near by, nois­i­ly, joy­ous­ly, and with singing. New tid­ings crossed one an­oth­er each mo­ment. All had seen the re­treat­ing Swedes, and told in what di­rec­tion they were go­ing.

			A few hours lat­er the slope and the plain be­low the moun­tain were filled with peo­ple. The gates of the clois­ter were open wide, as they had been be­fore the siege; and all the bells were ring­ing, ring­ing, ring­ing—and those voic­es of tri­umph flew to the dis­tance, and then the whole Com­mon­wealth heard them.

			The snow was cov­er­ing and cov­er­ing the tracks of the Swedes.

			About noon of that day the church was so filled with peo­ple that head was as near head as on a paved street in a city one stone is near an­oth­er. Fa­ther Ko­rdet­s­ki him­self cel­e­brat­ed a thanks­giv­ing Mass, and to the throng of peo­ple it seemed that a white an­gel was cel­e­brat­ing it. And it seemed to them al­so that he was singing out his soul in that Mass, or that it was borne heav­en­ward in the smoke of the in­cense, and was ex­pand­ing in praise to the Lord.

			The thun­der of can­non shook not the walls, nor the glass in the win­dows, nor cov­ered the peo­ple with dust, nor in­ter­rupt­ed prayer, nor that thanks­giv­ing hymn which amid uni­ver­sal ec­sta­sy and weep­ing, the holy pri­or was in­ton­ing—

			“Te Deum lau­damus.”

		
	
		
			XLVII

			The hors­es bore Kmi­ta and the Kyem­lich­es swift­ly to­ward the Sile­sian bound­ary. They ad­vanced with cau­tion to avoid meet­ing Swedish scouts, for though the cun­ning Kyem­lich­es had “pass­es,” giv­en by Kuk­li­novs­ki and signed by Miller, still sol­diers, though fur­nished with such doc­u­ments, were usu­al­ly sub­ject­ed to ex­am­i­na­tion, and ex­am­i­na­tion might have an evil is­sue for Pan An­drei and his com­rades. They rode, there­fore, swift­ly, so as to pass the bound­ary in all haste and push in­to the depth of the Em­per­or’s ter­ri­to­ry. The bound­aries them­selves were not free from Swedish rav­agers, and fre­quent­ly whole par­ties of horse­men rode in­to Sile­sia to seize those who were go­ing to Yan Kaz­imir. But the Kyem­lich­es, dur­ing their stay at Chen­sto­ho­va, oc­cu­pied con­tin­u­al­ly with hunt­ing in­di­vid­u­al Swedes, had learned through and through the whole re­gion, all the bound­ary roads, pas­sages, and paths where the chase was most abun­dant, and were as if in their own land.

			Along the road old Kyem­lich told Pan An­drei what was to be heard in the Com­mon­wealth; and Pan An­drei, hav­ing been con­fined so long in the fortress, for­get­ting his own pain, lis­tened to the news ea­ger­ly, for it was very un­fa­vor­able to the Swedes, and her­ald­ed a near end to their dom­i­na­tion in Poland.

			“The army is sick of Swedish for­tune and Swedish com­pa­ny,” said old Kyem­lich; “and as some time ago the sol­diers threat­ened the het­mans with their lives if they would not join the Swedes, so now the same men en­treat Po­tot­s­ki and send dep­u­ta­tions ask­ing him to save the Com­mon­wealth from op­pres­sion, swear­ing to stand by him to the death. Some colonels al­so have be­gun to at­tack the Swedes on their own re­spon­si­bil­i­ty.”

			“Who be­gan first?”

			“Je­got­s­ki, the staros­ta of Babi­most, and Pan Kule­sha. These be­gan in Great Poland, and an­noy the Swedes no­tably. There are many small di­vi­sions in the whole coun­try, but it is dif­fi­cult to learn the names of the lead­ers, for they con­ceal them to save their own fam­i­lies and prop­er­ty from Swedish vengeance. Of the army that reg­i­ment rose first which is com­mand­ed by Pan Voynillovich.”

			“Gabryel? He is my rel­a­tive, though I do not know him.”

			“A gen­uine sol­dier. He is the man who rubbed out Prats­ki’s par­ty, which was serv­ing the Swedes, and shot Prats­ki him­self; but now he has gone to the rough moun­tains be­yond Krakow; there he cut up a Swedish di­vi­sion, and se­cured the moun­taineers from op­pres­sion.”

			“Are the moun­taineers fight­ing with the Swedes al­ready?”

			“They were the first to rise; but as they are stupid peas­ants, they want­ed to res­cue Krakow straight­way with ax­es. Gen­er­al Dou­glas scat­tered them, for they knew noth­ing of the lev­el coun­try; but of the par­ties sent to pur­sue them in the moun­tains, not a man has re­turned. Pan Voynillovich has helped those peas­ants, and now has gone him­self to the mar­shal at Lyubovlya, and joined his forces.”

			“Is Pan Lyubomirs­ki, the mar­shal, op­posed to the Swedes?”

			“Re­ports dis­agreed. They said that he fa­vored this side and that; but when men be­gan to mount their hors­es through­out the whole coun­try he went against the Swedes. He is a pow­er­ful man, and can do them a great deal of harm. He alone might war with the King of Swe­den. Peo­ple say too that be­fore spring there will not be one Swede in the Com­mon­wealth.”

			“God grant that!”

			“How can it be oth­er­wise, your grace, since for the siege of Chen­sto­ho­va all are en­raged against them? The army is ris­ing, the no­bles are fight­ing al­ready wher­ev­er they can, the peas­ants are col­lect­ing in crowds, and be­sides, the Tar­tars are march­ing; the Khan, who de­feat­ed Hmel­nit­s­ki and the Cos­sacks, and promised to de­stroy them com­plete­ly un­less they would march against the Swedes, is com­ing in per­son.”

			“But the Swedes have still much sup­port among mag­nates and no­bles?”

			“On­ly those take their part who must, and even they are mere­ly wait­ing for a chance. The prince vo­evo­da of Vil­na is the on­ly man who has joined them sin­cere­ly, and that act has turned out ill for him.”

			Kmi­ta stopped his horse, and at the same time caught his side, for ter­ri­ble pain had shot through him.

			“In God’s name!” cried he, sup­press­ing a groan, “tell me what is tak­ing place with Radzivill. Is he all the time in Kyedani?”

			“O Ivory Gate!” said the old man; “I know as much as peo­ple say, and God knows what they do not say. Some re­port that the prince vo­evo­da is liv­ing no longer; oth­ers that he is still de­fend­ing him­self against Pan Sapye­ha, but is bare­ly breath­ing. It is like­ly that they are strug­gling with each oth­er in Podlyasye, and that Pan Sapye­ha has the up­per hand, for the Swedes could not save the prince vo­evo­da. Now they say that, be­sieged in Tykotsin by Sapye­ha, it is all over with him.”

			“Praise be to God! The hon­est are con­quer­ing traitors! Praise be to God! Praise be to God!”

			Kyem­lich looked from un­der his brows at Kmi­ta, and knew not him­self what to think, for it was known in the whole Com­mon­wealth that if Radzivill had tri­umphed in the be­gin­ning over his own troops and the no­bles who did not wish Swedish rule, it hap­pened, main­ly, thanks to Kmi­ta and his men. But old Kyem­lich did not let that thought be known to his colonel, and rode far­ther in si­lence.

			“But what has hap­pened to Prince Bo­guslav?” asked Pan An­drei, at last.

			“I have heard noth­ing of him, your grace,” an­swered Kyem­lich. “Maybe he is in Tykotsin, and maybe with the elec­tor. War is there at present, and the King of Swe­den has gone to Prus­sia; but we mean­while are wait­ing for our own king. God give him! for let him on­ly show him­self, all to a man will rise, and the troops will leave the Swedes straight­way.”

			“Is that cer­tain?”

			“Your grace, I know on­ly what those sol­diers said who had to be with the Swedes at Chen­sto­ho­va. They are very fine cav­al­ry, some thou­sands strong, un­der Zbro­jek, Kalin­s­ki, and oth­er colonels. I may tell your grace that no man serves there of his own will, ex­cept Kuk­li­novs­ki’s rav­agers; they want­ed to get the trea­sures of Yas­na Go­ra. But all hon­or­able sol­diers did noth­ing but lament, and one quick­er than an­oth­er com­plained: ‘We have enough of this Jew’s ser­vice! On­ly let our king put a foot over the bound­ary, we will turn our sabres at once on the Swedes; but while he is not here, how can we be­gin, whith­er can we go?’ So they com­plain; and in the oth­er reg­i­ments which are un­der the het­mans it is still worse. This I know cer­tain­ly, for dep­u­ta­tions came from them to Pan Zbro­jek with ar­gu­ments, and they had se­cret talks there at night; this Miller did not know, though he felt that there was evil about him.”

			“But is the prince vo­evo­da of Vil­na be­sieged in Tykotsin?” asked Pan An­drei.

			Kyem­lich looked again un­qui­et­ly on Kmi­ta, for he thought that sure­ly a fever was seiz­ing him if he asked to have the same in­for­ma­tion re­peat­ed; still he an­swered—

			“Be­sieged by Pan Sapye­ha.”

			“Just are Thy judg­ments, God!” said Kmi­ta. “He who might com­pare in pow­er with kings! Has no one re­mained with him?”

			“In Tykotsin there is a Swedish gar­ri­son. But with the prince on­ly some of his trusti­est at­ten­dants have re­mained.”

			Kmi­ta’s breast was filled with de­light. He had feared the vengeance of the ter­ri­ble mag­nate on Olen­ka, and though it seemed to him that he had pre­vent­ed that vengeance with his threats, still he was tor­ment­ed by the thought that it would be bet­ter and safer for Olen­ka and all the Bille­vich­es to live in a li­on’s den than in Kyedani, un­der the hand of the prince, who nev­er for­gave any man. But now when he had fall­en his op­po­nents must tri­umph by the event; now when he was de­prived of pow­er and sig­nif­i­cance, when he was lord of on­ly one poor cas­tle, in which he de­fend­ed his own life and free­dom, he could not think of vengeance; his hand had ceased to weigh on his en­e­mies.

			“Praise be to God! praise be to God!” re­peat­ed Kmi­ta.

			He had his head so filled with the change in Radzivill’s for­tunes, so oc­cu­pied with that which had hap­pened dur­ing his stay in Chen­sto­ho­va, and with the ques­tion where was she whom his heart loved, and what had be­come of her, that a third time he asked Kyem­lich: “You say that the prince is bro­ken?”

			“Bro­ken com­plete­ly,” an­swered the old man. “But are you not sick?”

			“My side is burned. That is noth­ing!” an­swered Kmi­ta.

			Again they rode on in si­lence. The tired hors­es less­ened their speed by de­grees, till at last they were go­ing at a walk. That mo­not­o­nous move­ment lulled to sleep Pan An­drei, who was mor­tal­ly wea­ried, and he slept long, nod­ding in the sad­dle. He was roused on­ly by the white light of day. He looked around with amaze­ment, for in the first mo­ment it seemed to him that ev­ery­thing through which he had passed in that night was mere­ly a dream; at last he in­quired—

			“Is that you, Kyem­lich? Are we rid­ing from Chen­sto­ho­va?”

			“Of course, your grace.”

			“But where are we?”

			“Oho, in Sile­sia al­ready. Here the Swedes will not get us.”

			“That is well!” said Kmi­ta, com­ing to his sens­es com­plete­ly. “But where is our gra­cious king liv­ing?”

			“At Gl­o­gov.”

			“We will go there then to bow down to our lord, and of­fer him ser­vice. But lis­ten, old man, to me.”

			“I am lis­ten­ing, your grace.”

			Kmi­ta fell to think­ing, how­ev­er, and did not speak at once. He was ev­i­dent­ly com­bin­ing some­thing in his head; he hes­i­tat­ed, con­sid­ered, and at last said: “It can­not be oth­er­wise!”

			“I am lis­ten­ing, your grace,” re­peat­ed Kyem­lich.

			“Nei­ther to the king nor to any man at the court must you mut­ter who I am. I call my­self Babinich, I am far­ing from Chen­sto­ho­va. Of the great gun and of Kuk­li­novs­ki you may talk, so that my in­ten­tions be not mis­con­strued, and I be con­sid­ered a traitor, for in my blind­ness I aid­ed and served Prince Radzivill; of this they may have heard at the court.”

			“I may speak of what your grace did at Chen­sto­ho­va—”

			“But who will show that ’tis true till the siege is over?”

			“I will act at your com­mand.”

			“The day will come for truth to ap­pear at the top,” added Kmi­ta, as it were to him­self, “but first our gra­cious lord must con­vince him­self. Lat­er he al­so will give me his wit­ness.”

			Here the con­ver­sa­tion was bro­ken. By this time it had be­come per­fect day. Old Kyem­lich be­gan to sing matins, and Kos­ma and Dami­an ac­com­pa­nied him with bass voic­es. The road was dif­fi­cult, for the frost was cut­ting, and be­sides, the trav­ellers were stopped con­tin­u­al­ly and asked for news, es­pe­cial­ly if Chen­sto­ho­va was re­sist­ing yet. Kmi­ta an­swered that it was re­sist­ing, and would take care of it­self; but there was no end to ques­tions. The roads were swarm­ing with trav­ellers, the inns ev­ery­where filled. Some peo­ple were seek­ing refuge in the depth of the coun­try from the neigh­bor­ing parts of the Com­mon­wealth be­fore Swedish op­pres­sion; oth­ers were push­ing to­ward the bound­ary for news. From time to time ap­peared no­bles, who, hav­ing had enough of the Swedes, were go­ing, like Kmi­ta, to of­fer their ser­vices to the fugi­tive king. There were seen, al­so, at­ten­dants of pri­vate per­sons; at times small­er or larg­er par­ties of sol­diers, from armies, which ei­ther vol­un­tar­i­ly or in virtue of treaties with the Swedes had passed the bound­aries—such, for in­stance, as the troops of Ste­fan Charnyet­s­ki. News from the Com­mon­wealth had roused the hope of those “ex­iles,” and many of them were mak­ing ready to come home in arms. In all Sile­sia, and par­tic­u­lar­ly in the prov­inces of Rat­i­bor and Opol, it was boil­ing as in a pot; mes­sen­gers were fly­ing with let­ters to the king and from the king; they were fly­ing with let­ters to Charnyet­s­ki, to the pri­mate, to Pan Ko­rytsin­s­ki, the chan­cel­lor; to Pan Varshyt­s­ki, the castel­lan of Krakow, the first sen­a­tor of the Com­mon­wealth, who had not de­sert­ed the cause of Yan Kaz­imir for an in­stant.

			These lords, in agree­ment with the great queen, who was un­shak­en in mis­for­tune, were com­ing to an un­der­stand­ing with one an­oth­er, with the coun­try, and with the fore­most men in it, of whom it was known that they would glad­ly re­sume al­le­giance to their le­gal lord. Mes­sen­gers were sent in­de­pen­dent­ly by the mar­shal of the king­dom, the het­mans, the army, and the no­bles, who were mak­ing ready to take up arms.

			It was the eve of a gen­er­al war, which in some places had bro­ken out al­ready. The Swedes put down these lo­cal out­bursts ei­ther with arms or with the ex­e­cu­tion­er’s axe, but the fire quenched in one place flamed up at once in an­oth­er. An aw­ful storm was hang­ing over the heads of the Scan­di­na­vian in­vaders; the ground it­self, though cov­ered with snow, be­gan to burn their feet; threats and vengeance sur­round­ed them on all sides; their own shad­ows alarmed them.

			They went around like men astray. The re­cent songs of tri­umph died on their lips, and they asked one an­oth­er in the great­est amaze­ment, “Are these the same peo­ple who yes­ter­day left their own king, and gave up with­out fight­ing a bat­tle?” Yes, lords, no­bles, army—an ex­am­ple un­heard of in his­to­ry—passed over to the con­queror; towns and cas­tles threw open their gates; the coun­try was oc­cu­pied. Nev­er had a con­quest cost few­er ex­er­tions, less blood. The Swedes them­selves, won­der­ing at the ease with which they had oc­cu­pied a mighty Com­mon­wealth, could not con­ceal their con­tempt for the con­quered, who at the first gleam of a Swedish sword re­ject­ed their own king, their coun­try, pro­vid­ed that they could en­joy life and goods in peace, or ac­quire new goods in the con­fu­sion. What in his time Count Vey­hard had told the em­per­or’s en­voy, Liso­la, the king him­self, and all the Swedish gen­er­als re­peat­ed: “There is no man­hood in this na­tion, there is no sta­bil­i­ty, there is no or­der, no faith, no pa­tri­o­tism! It must per­ish.”

			They for­got that that na­tion had still one feel­ing, spe­cial­ly that one whose earth­ly ex­pres­sion was Yas­na Go­ra. And in that feel­ing was re­birth.

			There­fore the thun­der of can­non which was heard un­der the sa­cred re­treat found an echo at once in the hearts of all mag­nates, no­bles, town-dwellers, and peas­ants. An out­cry of awe was heard from the Carpathi­ans to the Baltic, and the gi­ant was roused from his tor­por.

			“That is an­oth­er peo­ple!” said the amazed Swedish gen­er­als.

			And all, from Ar­wid Wit­tem­berg to the com­man­dants of sin­gle cas­tles, sent to Karl Gus­tav in Prus­sia tid­ings filled with ter­ror.

			The earth was push­ing from un­der their feet; in­stead of re­cent friends, they met en­e­mies on all sides; in­stead of sub­mis­sion, hos­til­i­ty; in­stead of fear, a wild dar­ing ready for ev­ery­thing; in­stead of mild­ness, fe­roc­i­ty; in­stead of long-suf­fer­ing, vengeance.

			Mean­while from hand to hand were fly­ing in thou­sands through­out the whole Com­mon­wealth the man­i­festoes of Yan Kaz­imir, which, is­sued at first in Sile­sia, had found no im­me­di­ate echo. Now, on the con­trary, they were seen in cas­tles still free of the en­e­my. Wher­ev­er the Swedish hand was not weigh­ing, the no­bles as­sem­bled in crowds large and small, and beat their breasts, lis­ten­ing to the lofty words of the fugi­tive king, who, re­count­ing faults and sins, urged them not to lose hope, but has­ten to the res­cue of the fall­en Com­mon­wealth.

			“Though the en­e­my have al­ready ad­vanced far, it is not too late,” wrote Yan Kaz­imir, “for us to re­cov­er the lost prov­inces and towns, give due praise to God, sat­is­fy the pro­faned church­es with the blood of the en­e­my, and re­store the for­mer lib­er­ties, laws, and an­cient en­act­ments of Poland to their usu­al cir­cuit; if on­ly there is a re­turn of that an­cient Pol­ish virtue, and that de­vo­tion and love of God pe­cu­liar to your an­ces­tors, virtues for which our great-grand­fa­ther, Sigis­mund I, hon­ored them be­fore many na­tions. A re­turn to virtue has al­ready di­min­ished these re­cent trans­gres­sions. Let those of you to whom God and His holy faith are dear­er than aught else rise against the Swedish en­e­my. Do not wait for lead­ers or vo­evo­das, or for such an or­der of things as is de­scribed in pub­lic law. At present the en­e­my have brought all these things to con­fu­sion among you; but do you join, the first man to a sec­ond, a third to these two, a fourth to the three, a fifth to the four, and thus far­ther, so that each one with his own sub­jects may come, and when it is pos­si­ble try re­sis­tance. Af­ter­ward you will se­lect a lead­er. Join your­selves one par­ty to an­oth­er, and you will form an army. When the army is formed and you have cho­sen a known chief over it, wait for our per­son, not ne­glect­ing an oc­ca­sion wher­ev­er it comes to de­feat the en­e­my. If we hear of the oc­ca­sion, and your readi­ness and in­cli­na­tion, we will come at once and lay down our life wher­ev­er the de­fence of the coun­try re­quires it.”

			This man­i­festo was read even in the camp of Karl Gus­tav, in cas­tles hav­ing Swedish gar­risons, in all places wher­ev­er Pol­ish squadrons were found. The no­bles shed tears at ev­ery word of the king their kind lord, and took an oath on cross­es, on pic­tures of the Most Holy La­dy, and on scapu­lars to please him. To give a proof of their readi­ness, while ar­dor was in their hearts and their tears were not dry, they mount­ed here and there with­out hes­i­ta­tion, and moved on while hot against the Swedes.

			In this way the small­er Swedish par­ties be­gan to melt and to van­ish. This was done in Lithua­nia, Ma­zovia, Great and Lit­tle Poland. More than once no­bles who had as­sem­bled at a neigh­bor’s house for a chris­ten­ing, a name’s day, a wed­ding or a dance, with­out any thought of war, fin­ished the en­ter­tain­ment with this, that af­ter they had tak­en a good share of drink they struck like a thun­der­bolt and cut to pieces the near­est Swedish com­mand. Then, amid songs and shouts, they as­sem­bled for the road. Those who wished to “hunt” rode far­ther, changed in­to a crowd greedy for blood, from a crowd in­to a “par­ty” which be­gan steady war. Sub­ject peas­ants and house-ser­vants joined the amuse­ment in throngs; oth­ers gave in­for­ma­tion about sin­gle Swedes or small squads dis­posed in­cau­tious­ly through the vil­lages. And the num­ber of “balls” and “mas­quer­ades” in­creased with each day. Joy­ous­ness and dar­ing per­son­al to the peo­ple were bound up with these bloody amuse­ments.

			They dis­guised them­selves glad­ly as Tar­tars, the very name of which filled the Swedes with alarm; for among them were cur­rent mar­vel­lous ac­counts and fa­bles touch­ing the fe­roc­i­ty, the ter­ri­ble and sav­age brav­ery of those sons of the Crimean steppes, with whom the Scan­di­na­vians had nev­er met hith­er­to. Be­sides, it was known uni­ver­sal­ly that the Khan with about a hun­dred thou­sand of the horde was march­ing to suc­cor Yan Kaz­imir; and the no­bles made a great up­roar while at­tack­ing Swedish com­mands, from which won­der­ful dis­or­der re­sult­ed.

			The Swedish colonels and com­man­dants in many places were re­al­ly con­vinced that Tar­tars were present, and re­treat­ed in haste to larg­er fortress­es and camps, spread­ing ev­ery­where er­ro­neous re­ports and alarm. Mean­while the neigh­bor­hoods which were freed in this man­ner from the en­e­my were able to de­fend them­selves, and change an un­ruly rab­ble in­to the most dis­ci­plined of armies.

			But more ter­ri­ble for the Swedes than “mas­quer­ades” of no­bles, or than the Tar­tars them­selves, were the move­ments of the peas­ants. Ex­cite­ment among the peo­ple be­gan with the first day of the siege of Chen­sto­ho­va; and plough­men hith­er­to silent and pa­tient be­gan here and there to of­fer re­sis­tance, here and there to take scythes and flails and help no­bles. The most bril­liant Swedish gen­er­als looked with the great­est alarm at these crowds, which might at any mo­ment turn in­to a gen­uine del­uge and over­whelm be­yond res­cue the in­vaders.

			Ter­ror seemed to them the most ap­pro­pri­ate means by which to crush in the be­gin­ning this dread­ful dan­ger. Karl Gus­tav ca­joled still, and re­tained with words of kind­ness those Pol­ish squadrons which had fol­lowed him to Prus­sia. He had not spared flat­tery on Konyet­spol­s­ki, the cel­e­brat­ed com­man­der from Zbaraj. This com­man­der stood at his side with six thou­sand cav­al­ry, which at the first hos­tile meet­ing with the elec­tor spread such ter­ror and de­struc­tion among the Prus­sians that the elec­tor aban­don­ing the fight agreed as quick­ly as pos­si­ble to the con­di­tions.

			The King of Swe­den sent let­ters al­so to the het­mans, the mag­nates, and the no­bles, full of gra­cious­ness, prom­ises, and en­cour­age­ment to pre­serve loy­al­ty to him. But at the same time he is­sued com­mands to his gen­er­als and com­man­dants to de­stroy with fire and sword ev­ery op­po­si­tion with­in the coun­try, and es­pe­cial­ly to cut to pieces peas­ant par­ties. Then be­gan a pe­ri­od of iron mil­i­tary rule. The Swedes cast aside the sem­blance of friend­ship. The sword, fire, pil­lage, op­pres­sion, took the place of the for­mer pre­tend­ed good will. From the cas­tles they sent strong de­tach­ments of cav­al­ry and in­fantry in pur­suit of the “mas­quer­aders.” Whole vil­lages, with church­es and priests’ dwellings, were lev­elled to the earth. No­bles tak­en pris­on­ers, were de­liv­ered to the ex­e­cu­tion­er; the right hands were cut from cap­tured peas­ants, then they were sent home.

			These Swedish de­tach­ments were spe­cial­ly sav­age in Great Poland, which, as it was the first to sur­ren­der, was al­so the first to rise against for­eign do­min­ion. Com­man­dant Stein gave or­ders on a cer­tain oc­ca­sion to cut the hands from more than three hun­dred peas­ants. In towns they built per­ma­nent gib­bets, which ev­ery day were adorned with new vic­tims. Pon­tus de la Gardie did the same in Lithua­nia and Jmud, where the no­ble vil­lages took up arms first, and af­ter them the peas­ants. Be­cause in gen­er­al it was dif­fi­cult for the Swedes in the dis­tur­bance to dis­tin­guish their friends from their en­e­mies, no one was spared.

			But the fire put down in blood, in­stead of dy­ing, grew with­out ceas­ing, and a war be­gan which was not on ei­ther side a ques­tion mere­ly of vic­to­ry, cas­tles, towns, or prov­inces, but of life or death. Cru­el­ty in­creased ha­tred, and they be­gan not to strug­gle, but to ex­ter­mi­nate each the oth­er with­out mer­cy.

		
	
		
			XLVIII

			This war of ex­ter­mi­na­tion was just be­gin­ning when Kmi­ta, with the three Kyem­lich­es, reached Gl­o­gov, af­ter a jour­ney which was dif­fi­cult in view of Pan An­drei’s shak­en health. They ar­rived in the night. The town was crowd­ed with troops, lords, no­bles, ser­vants of the king and of mag­nates. The inns were so oc­cu­pied that old Kyem­lich with the great­est trou­ble found lodg­ings for his colonel out­side the town at the house of a rope-mak­er.

			Pan An­drei spent the whole first day in bed in pain and fever from the burn. At times he thought that he should be se­ri­ous­ly and griev­ous­ly ill; but his iron con­sti­tu­tion gained the vic­to­ry. The fol­low­ing night brought him ease, and at day­break he dressed and went to the parish church to thank God for his mirac­u­lous es­cape.

			The gray and snowy win­ter morn­ing had bare­ly dis­si­pat­ed the dark­ness. The town was still sleep­ing, but through the church door lights could be seen on the al­tar, and the sounds of the or­gan came forth.

			Kmi­ta went to the cen­tre of the church. The priest was cel­e­brat­ing Mass be­fore the al­tar; there were few wor­ship­pers so far. At bench­es some per­sons were kneel­ing with their faces hid­den in their hands; but be­sides those Pan An­drei saw, when his eyes had grown used to the dark­ness, a cer­tain fig­ure ly­ing in the form of a cross in front of the pews on a car­pet. Be­hind him were kneel­ing two youths with rud­dy and al­most an­gel­ic child­ish faces.

			This man was mo­tion­less, and on­ly from his breast mov­ing con­tin­u­al­ly with deep sighs could it be known that he was not sleep­ing, but pray­ing earnest­ly and with his whole soul. Kmi­ta him­self be­came ab­sorbed in a thanks­giv­ing prayer; but when he had fin­ished his eyes turned in­vol­un­tar­i­ly to the man ly­ing as a cross, and could not leave him; some­thing fas­tened them to him. Sighs deep as groans, au­di­ble in the si­lence of the church, shook that fig­ure con­tin­u­al­ly. The yel­low rays of the can­dles burn­ing be­fore the al­tar, to­geth­er with the light of day, whiten­ing in the win­dows, brought it out of the gloom, and made it more and more vis­i­ble.

			Pan An­drei con­jec­tured at once from the dress that he must be some not­ed per­son, be­sides all present, not ex­cept­ing the priest cel­e­brat­ing Mass, looked on him with hon­or and re­spect. The un­known was dressed en­tire­ly in black vel­vet bound with sable, but on his shoul­ders he had, turned down, a white lace col­lar, from un­der which peeped the gold­en links of a chain; a black hat with feath­ers of like col­or lay at his side; one of the pages kneel­ing be­yond the car­pet held gloves and a sword enam­elled in blue. Kmi­ta could not see the face of the un­known, for it was hid­den by the folds of the car­pet, and be­sides, the locks of an un­usu­al­ly thick wig scat­tered around his head con­cealed it com­plete­ly.

			Pan An­drei pressed up to the front pew to see the face of the un­known when he rose. Mass was then draw­ing to an end. The priest was singing Pa­ter nos­ter. The peo­ple who wished to be at the fol­low­ing Mass were com­ing in through the main en­trance. The church was filled grad­u­al­ly with fig­ures with heads shaven at the sides, dressed in cloaks with long sleeves, in mil­i­tary burkas, in fur cloaks, and in bro­cade coats. It be­came some­what crowd­ed. Kmi­ta then pushed with his el­bow a no­ble stand­ing at his side, and whis­pered—

			“Par­don, your grace, that I trou­ble you dur­ing ser­vice, but my cu­rios­i­ty is most pow­er­ful. Who is that?” He in­di­cat­ed with his eyes the man ly­ing in the form of a cross.

			“Have you come from a dis­tance, that you know not?” asked the no­ble.

			“Cer­tain­ly I come from a dis­tance, and there­fore I ask in hope that if I find some po­lite man he will not be­grudge an an­swer.”

			“That is the king.”

			“As God lives!” cried Kmi­ta.

			But at that mo­ment the king rose, for the priest had be­gun to read the Gospel.

			Pan An­drei saw an ema­ci­at­ed face, yel­low and trans­par­ent, like church wax. The eyes of the king were moist, and his lids red. You would have said that all the fate of the coun­try was re­flect­ed in that no­ble face, so much was there in it of pain, suf­fer­ing, care. Sleep­less nights di­vid­ed be­tween prayer and grief, ter­ri­ble de­cep­tions, wan­der­ing, de­ser­tion, the hu­mil­i­at­ed majesty of that son, grand­son, and great-grand­son of pow­er­ful kings, the gall which his own sub­jects had giv­en him to drink so boun­ti­ful­ly, the in­grat­i­tude of that coun­try for which he was ready to de­vote his blood and life—all this could be read in that face as in a book, and still it ex­pressed not on­ly res­ig­na­tion, ob­tained through faith and prayer, not on­ly the majesty of a king and an anoint­ed of God, but such great, in­ex­haustible kind­ness that ev­i­dent­ly it would be enough for the great­est rene­gade, the most guilty man, on­ly to stretch out his hands to that fa­ther, and that fa­ther would re­ceive him, for­give him, and for­get his of­fences.

			It seemed to Kmi­ta at sight of him that some­one had squeezed his heart with an iron hand. Com­pas­sion rose in the ar­dent soul of the young hero. Com­punc­tion, sor­row, and homage strait­ened the breath in his throat, a feel­ing of im­mea­sur­able guilt cut his knees un­der him so that he be­gan to trem­ble through his whole body, and at once a new feel­ing rose in his breast. In one mo­ment he had con­ceived such a love for that suf­fer­ing king that to him there was noth­ing dear­er on earth than that fa­ther and lord, for whom he was ready to sac­ri­fice blood and life, bear tor­ture and ev­ery­thing else in the world. He wished to throw him­self at those feet, to em­brace those knees, and im­plore for­give­ness for his crimes. The no­ble, the in­so­lent dis­turber, had died in him in one mo­ment, and the roy­al­ist was born, de­vot­ed with his whole soul to his king.

			“That is our lord, our un­hap­py king,” re­peat­ed he to him­self, as if he wished with his lips to give wit­ness to what his eyes saw and what his heart felt.

			Af­ter the Gospel, Yan Kaz­imir knelt again, stretched out his arms, raised his eyes to heav­en, and was sunk in prayer. The priest went out at last, there was a move­ment in the church, the king re­mained kneel­ing.

			Then that no­ble whom Kmi­ta had ad­dressed pushed Pan An­drei in the side.

			“But who are you?” asked he.

			Kmi­ta did not un­der­stand the ques­tion at once, and did not an­swer it di­rect­ly, so great­ly were his heart and mind oc­cu­pied by the per­son of the king.

			“And who are you?” re­peat­ed that per­son­age.

			“A no­ble like your­self,” an­swered Pan An­drei, wak­ing as if from a dream.

			“What is your name?”

			“What is my name? Babinich; I am from Lithua­nia, from near Vi­tyeb­sk.”

			“And I am Pan Lu­gov­s­ki, of the king’s house­hold. Have you just come from Lithua­nia, from Vi­tyeb­sk?”

			“No; I come from Chen­sto­ho­va.”

			Pan Lu­gov­s­ki was dumb for a mo­ment from won­der.

			“But if that is true, then come and tell us the news. The king is al­most dead from anx­i­ety be­cause he has had no cer­tain tid­ings these three days. How is it? You are per­haps from the squadron of Zbro­jek, Kalin­s­ki, or Kuk­li­novs­ki, from near Chen­sto­ho­va.”

			“Not from near Chen­sto­ho­va, but di­rect­ly from the clois­ter it­self.”

			“Are you not jest­ing? What is go­ing on there, what is to be heard? Does Yas­na Go­ra de­fend it­self yet?”

			“It does, and will de­fend it­self. The Swedes are about to re­treat.”

			“For God’s sake! The king will cov­er you with gold. From the very clois­ter do you say that you have come? How did the Swedes let you pass?”

			“I did not ask their per­mis­sion; but par­don me, I can­not give a more ex­tend­ed ac­count in the church.”

			“Right, right!” said Pan Lu­gov­s­ki. “God is mer­ci­ful! You have fall­en from heav­en to us! It is not prop­er in the church—right! Wait a mo­ment. The king will rise di­rect­ly; he will go to break­fast be­fore high Mass. To­day is Sun­day. Come stand with me at the door, and when the king is go­ing out I will present you. Come, come, there is no time to spare.”

			He pushed ahead, and Kmi­ta fol­lowed. They had bare­ly tak­en their places at the door when the two pages ap­peared, and af­ter them came Yan Kaz­imir slow­ly.

			“Gra­cious King!” cried Pan Lu­gov­s­ki, “there are tid­ings from Chen­sto­ho­va.”

			The wax-like face of Yan Kaz­imir be­came an­i­mat­ed in an in­stant.

			“What tid­ings? Where is the man?” in­quired he.

			“This no­ble; he says that he has come from the very clois­ter.”

			“Is the clois­ter cap­tured?” cried the king.

			That mo­ment Pan An­drei fell his whole length at the feet of the king. Yan Kaz­imir in­clined and be­gan to raise him by the arms.

			“Oh, cer­e­mo­ny an­oth­er time, an­oth­er time!” cried he. “Rise, in God’s name, rise! Speak quick­ly! Is the clois­ter tak­en?”

			Kmi­ta sprang up with tears in his eyes, and cried with an­i­ma­tion—

			“It is not, and will not be tak­en, Gra­cious Lord. The Swedes are beat­en. The great gun is blown up. There is fear among them, hunger, mis­ery. They are think­ing of re­treat.”

			“Praise, praise to Thee, Queen of the An­gels and of us!” said the king. Then he turned to the church door, re­moved his hat, and with­out en­ter­ing knelt on the snow at the door. He sup­port­ed his head on a stone pil­lar, and sank in­to si­lence. Af­ter a while sob­bing be­gan to shake him. Emo­tion seized all, and Pan An­drei wept loud­ly. The king, af­ter he had prayed and shed tears, rose qui­et­ed, with a face much clear­er. He in­quired his name of Kmi­ta, and when the lat­ter had told his as­sumed one, said—

			“Let Pan Lu­gov­s­ki con­duct you at once to our quar­ters. We shall not take our morn­ing food with­out hear­ing of the de­fence.”

			A quar­ter of an hour lat­er Kmi­ta was stand­ing in the king’s cham­ber be­fore a dis­tin­guished as­sem­bly. The king was on­ly wait­ing for the queen, to sit down to break­fast. Marya Lud­vi­ka ap­peared soon. Yan Kaz­imir bare­ly saw her when he ex­claimed—

			“Chen­sto­ho­va has held out! The Swedes will re­treat! Here is Pan Babinich, who has just come, and he brings the news.”

			The black eyes of the queen rest­ed in­quir­ing­ly on the youth­ful face of the hero, and see­ing its sin­cer­i­ty, they grew bright with joy; and he, when he had made a pro­found obei­sance, looked al­so at her bold­ly, as truth and hon­esty know how to look.

			“The pow­er of God!” said the queen. “You have tak­en a ter­ri­ble weight from our hearts, and God grant this is the be­gin­ning of a change of for­tune. Do you come straight from near Chen­sto­ho­va?”

			“Not from near Chen­sto­ho­va, he says, but from the clois­ter it­self—one of the de­fend­ers!” ex­claimed the king. “A gold­en guest! God grant such to come dai­ly; but let him be­gin. Tell, broth­er, tell how you de­fend­ed your­selves, and how the hand of God guard­ed you.”

			“It is sure, Gra­cious King and Queen, that noth­ing saved us but the guardian­ship of God and the mir­a­cles of the Most Holy La­dy, which I saw ev­ery day with my eyes.”

			Here Kmi­ta was pre­par­ing for his nar­ra­tive, when new dig­ni­taries ap­peared. First came the nun­cio of the Pope; then the pri­mate, Leshchyn­s­ki; af­ter him Vy­d­j­ga, a gold­en-mouthed preach­er, who was the queen’s chan­cel­lor, lat­er bish­op of Varmia, and fi­nal­ly pri­mate. With him came the chan­cel­lor of the king­dom, Pan Ko­rytsin­s­ki, and the French­man De Noy­ers, a rel­a­tive of the queen, and oth­er dig­ni­taries who had not de­sert­ed the king in mis­for­tune, but chose to share with him the bit­ter bread of ex­ile rather than break plight­ed faith.

			The king was ea­ger to hear; there­fore he ceased eat­ing, ev­ery mo­ment, and re­peat­ed, “Lis­ten, gen­tle­men, lis­ten; a guest from Chen­sto­ho­va! Good news; hear it! From Yas­na Go­ra it­self!”

			Then the dig­ni­taries looked with cu­rios­i­ty on Kmi­ta, who was stand­ing as it were be­fore a court; but he, bold by na­ture and ac­cus­tomed to in­ter­course with great peo­ple, was not a whit alarmed at sight of so many cel­e­brat­ed per­sons; and when all had tak­en their places, he be­gan to de­scribe the whole siege.

			Truth was ev­i­dent in his words; for he spoke with clear­ness and strength, like a sol­dier who had seen ev­ery­thing, touched ev­ery­thing, passed through ev­ery­thing. He praised to the skies Pan Zamoys­ki and Pan Charnyet­s­ki; spoke of Ko­rdet­s­ki, the pri­or, as of a holy prophet; ex­alt­ed oth­er fa­thers; missed no one save him­self; but he as­cribed the whole suc­cess of the de­fence, with­out de­vi­a­tion, to the Most Holy La­dy, to Her fa­vor and mir­a­cles.

			The king and the dig­ni­taries lis­tened to him in amaze­ment. The arch­bish­op raised his tear­ful eyes to heav­en. Fa­ther Vy­d­j­ga in­ter­pret­ed ev­ery­thing hur­ried­ly to the nun­cio; oth­er great per­son­ages caught their heads; some prayed, or beat their breasts.

			At last, when Kmi­ta came to the re­cent storms—when he be­gan to re­late how Miller had brought heavy guns from Krakow, and among them one against which not on­ly the walls of Chen­sto­ho­va, but no walls in the world could stand—such si­lence be­gan as though some­one were sow­ing pop­py seeds, and all eyes rest­ed on Pan An­drei’s lips.

			But he stopped sud­den­ly, and be­gan to breathe quick­ly; a clear flush came out on his face; he frowned, raised his head, and spoke bold­ly: “Now I must speak of my­self, though I should pre­fer to be silent. And if I say aught which seems praise, God is my wit­ness that I do so not for re­wards, for I do not need them, since the great­est re­ward for me is to shed my blood for majesty.”

			“Speak bold­ly, I be­lieve you,” said the king. “But that great gun?”

			“That great gun—I, steal­ing out in the night from the fortress, blew in­to frag­ments with pow­der.”

			“O lov­ing God!” cried the king.

			But af­ter this cry was si­lence, such as­ton­ish­ment had seized each per­son. All looked as at a rain­bow at the young hero, who stood with flash­ing eyes, with a flush on his face, and with head proud­ly erect. And so much was there in him at that mo­ment of a cer­tain ter­ri­ble­ness and wild courage that the thought came to each one un­wit­ting­ly, such a man might dare such a deed. Af­ter si­lence of a mo­ment the pri­mate said—

			“This man looks like that!”

			“How did you do it?” asked the king.

			Kmi­ta ex­plained how he did it.

			“I can­not be­lieve my ears,” said Pan Ko­rytsin­s­ki, the chan­cel­lor.

			“Wor­thy gen­tle­men,” an­swered the king, with dig­ni­ty, “you do not know whom we have be­fore us. There is yet hope that the Com­mon­wealth has not per­ished while it gives such cav­a­liers and cit­i­zens.”

			“This man might say of him­self, ‘Si frac­tus il­l­a­batur or­bis, im­pavidum fe­ri­ent ru­inae (If the bro­ken fir­ma­ment should fall the ru­ins would strike him un­ter­ri­fied)!’ ” said Fa­ther Vy­d­j­ga, who loved to quote au­thors at ev­ery op­por­tu­ni­ty.

			“These are al­most im­pos­si­ble things,” said the chan­cel­lor again. “Tell, Cav­a­lier, how you brought away your life, and how you passed through the Swedes.”

			“The ex­plo­sion stunned me,” said Kmi­ta, “and next day the Swedes found me in the ditch ly­ing as if life­less. They judged me at once, and Miller con­demned me to death.”

			“Then did you es­cape?”

			“A cer­tain Kuk­li­novs­ki begged me of Miller, so that he might put me to death, for he had a fierce an­i­mos­i­ty against me.”

			“He is a well-known dis­turber and mur­der­er; we have heard of him,” said the castel­lan of Kjyvin­sk. “His reg­i­ment is with Miller at Chen­sto­ho­va. That is true!”

			“Pre­vi­ous­ly Kuk­li­novs­ki was an en­voy from Miller to the clois­ter, and once tried to per­suade me in se­cret to trea­son when I was con­duct­ing him to the gate. I struck him in the face and kicked him. For that in­sult he was en­raged against me.”

			“Ah, this I see is a no­ble of fire and sul­phur!” cried the king, amused. “Do not go in­to such a man’s road. Did Miller then give you to Kuk­li­novs­ki?”

			“He did, Gra­cious Gen­tle­men. Kuk­li­novs­ki shut me with him­self and some men in an emp­ty lit­tle barn. There he had me tied to a beam with ropes, then he be­gan to tor­ture me and to burn my sides with fire.”

			“By the liv­ing God!”

			“While do­ing this he was called away to Miller; when he was gone three no­bles came, cer­tain Kyem­lich­es, his sol­diers, who had served with me pre­vi­ous­ly. They killed the guards, and un­bound me from the beam—”

			“And you fled! Now I un­der­stand,” said the king.

			“No, your Roy­al Grace. We wait­ed for the re­turn of Kuk­li­novs­ki. Then I gave com­mand to tie him to that same beam, and I burned him bet­ter with fire.”

			When he had said this, Kmi­ta, roused by re­mem­brance, be­came red again, and his eyes gleamed like those of a wolf. But the king, who passed eas­i­ly from grief to joy, from se­ri­ous­ness to sport, be­gan to strike the ta­ble with his hand, and ex­claim with laugh­ter—

			“That was good for him! that was good for him! Such a traitor de­served noth­ing bet­ter!”

			“I left him alive,” con­tin­ued Kmi­ta, “but he must have per­ished from cold be­fore morn­ing.”

			“That’s a deed; he does not give away his own. We need more of such!” cried the king, now com­plete­ly de­light­ed. “Did you come hith­er with those sol­diers? What are their names?”

			“They are Kyem­lich, a fa­ther and two sons.”

			“My moth­er is from the house of Kyem­lich,” said Fa­ther Vy­d­j­ga.

			“It is ev­i­dent that there are great and small Kyem­lich­es,” an­swered Kmi­ta, smil­ing; “these are not on­ly small per­sons, but rob­bers; they are fierce sol­diers, how­ev­er, and faith­ful to me.”

			Mean­while the chan­cel­lor, who had been whis­per­ing for a time in the ear of the Arch­bish­op of Gnyezno, said at last—

			“Many come here who for their own praise or for an ex­pect­ed re­ward are glad to raise dust. They bring false and dis­turb­ing news, and are fre­quent­ly sent by the en­e­my.”

			This re­mark chilled all present. Kmi­ta’s face be­came pur­ple.

			“I do not know the of­fice of your grace,” said he, “which, I think, must be con­sid­er­able, there­fore I do not wish to of­fend you; but there is no of­fice, as I think, which would em­pow­er any­one to give the lie to a no­ble, with­out rea­son.”

			“Man! you are speak­ing to the grand chan­cel­lor of the king­dom,” said Lu­gov­s­ki.

			“Whoso gives me the lie, even if he is chan­cel­lor, I an­swer him, it is eas­i­er to give the lie than to give your life, it is eas­i­er to seal with wax than with blood!”

			Pan Ko­rytsin­s­ki was not an­gry; he on­ly said: “I do not give you the lie, Cav­a­lier; but if what you say is true, you must have a burned side.”

			“Come to an­oth­er place, your great might­i­ness, to an­oth­er room, and I will show it to you!” roared Kmi­ta.

			“It is not need­ful,” said the king; “I be­lieve you with­out that.”

			“It can­not be, your Roy­al Grace,” ex­claimed Pan An­drei; “I wish it my­self, I beg it as a fa­vor, so that here no one, even though I know not how wor­thy, should make me an ex­ag­ger­a­tor. My tor­ment would be an ill re­ward; I wish be­lief.”

			“I be­lieve you,” an­swered the king.

			“Truth it­self was in his words,” added Marya Lud­vi­ka. “I am not de­ceived in men.”

			“Gra­cious King and Queen, per­mit. Let some man go aside with me, for it would be griev­ous for me to live here in sus­pi­cion.”

			“I will go,” said Pan Tyzen­hauz, a young at­ten­dant of the king. So say­ing, he con­duct­ed Kmi­ta to an­oth­er room, and on the way said to him, “I do not go be­cause I do not be­lieve you, for I be­lieve; but to speak with you. Have we met some­where in Lithua­nia? I can­not re­mem­ber your name, for it may be that I saw you when a youth, and I my­self was a youth then?”

			Kmi­ta turned away his face some­what to hide his sud­den con­fu­sion.

			“Per­haps at some pro­vin­cial di­et. My late fa­ther took me with him fre­quent­ly to see pub­lic busi­ness.”

			“Per­haps. Your face is sure­ly not strange to me, though at that time it had not those scars. Still see how memo­ria frag­ilis est (weak mem­o­ry is); al­so it seems to me you had a dif­fer­ent name.”

			“Years dull the mem­o­ry,” an­swered Pan An­drei.

			They went to an­oth­er room. Af­ter a while Tyzen­hauz re­turned to the roy­al pair.

			“He is roast­ed, Gra­cious King, as on a spit,” said he; “his whole side is burned.”

			When Kmi­ta in his turn came back, the king rose, pressed his head, and said—

			“We have nev­er doubt­ed that you speak the truth, and nei­ther your pain nor your ser­vices will pass un­re­ward­ed.”

			“We are your debtors,” added the queen, ex­tend­ing her hand to him.

			Pan An­drei dropped on one knee and kissed with rev­er­ence the hand of the queen, who stroked him on the head like a moth­er.

			“Be not an­gry with the chan­cel­lor,” said the king. “In this place there are re­al­ly not a few traitors, or, if not traitors, men who are un­wise, that wind three af­ter three, and it be­longs to the chan­cel­lor’s of­fice to dis­cov­er truth touch­ing pub­lic af­fairs.”

			“What does my poor anger mean for such a great man?” an­swered Pan An­drei. “And I should not dare to mur­mur against a wor­thy sen­a­tor, who gives an ex­am­ple of loy­al­ty and love of coun­try to all.”

			The chan­cel­lor smiled kind­ly and ex­tend­ed his hand. “Well, let there be peace! You spoke ill to me of wax; but know this, that the Ko­rytsin­skis have sealed of­ten with blood, not with wax on­ly.”

			The king was re­joiced. “This Babinich has pleased us,” said he to the sen­a­tors, “has touched our heart as few have. We will not let you go from our side, and God grant that we shall re­turn to­geth­er soon to our beloved coun­try.”

			“Oh, Most Serene King,” cried Kmi­ta, with ec­sta­sy; “though con­fined in the fortress of Yas­na Go­ra, I know from the no­bles, from the army, and even from those who, serv­ing un­der Zbro­jek and Kalin­s­ki, be­sieged Chen­sto­ho­va, that all are wait­ing for the day and the hour of your re­turn. On­ly show your­self, Gra­cious Lord, and that day all Lithua­nia, Poland, and Rus­sia will stand by you as one man! The no­bles will join; even in­signif­i­cant peas­ants will go with their lord to re­sist. The army un­der the het­mans is bare­ly breath­ing from ea­ger­ness to move against the Swedes. I know this, too, that at Chen­sto­ho­va deputies came from the het­mans’ troops to arouse Zbro­jek, Kalin­s­ki, and Kuk­li­novs­ki, against the Swedes. Ap­pear on the bound­ary to­day, and in a week there will not be a Swede; on­ly ap­pear, on­ly show your­self, for we are there like sheep with­out a shep­herd.”

			Sparks came from Kmi­ta’s eyes while he was speak­ing, and such great ar­dor seized him that he knelt in the mid­dle of the hall. His en­thu­si­asm was com­mu­ni­cat­ed even to the queen her­self, who, be­ing of fear­less courage, had long been per­suad­ing the king to re­turn.

			There­fore, turn­ing to Yan Kaz­imir, she said with en­er­gy and de­ter­mi­na­tion: “I hear the voice of the whole peo­ple through the mouth of this no­ble.”

			“That is true, that is true, Gra­cious La­dy, our Moth­er!” ex­claimed Kmi­ta.

			But cer­tain words in what Kmi­ta had said struck the chan­cel­lor and the king.

			“We have al­ways been ready,” said the king, “to sac­ri­fice our health and life, and hith­er­to we have been wait­ing for noth­ing else but a change in our sub­jects.”

			“That change has tak­en place al­ready,” said Marya Lud­vi­ka.

			“Ma­jes­tas in­frac­ta malis (Majesty un­bro­ken by mis­for­tune)!” said Fa­ther Vy­d­j­ga, look­ing at her with homage.

			“It is im­por­tant,” said the arch­bish­op, “if, re­al­ly, dep­u­ta­tions from the het­mans went to Chen­sto­ho­va.”

			“I know this from my men, those Kyem­lich­es,” an­swered Pan An­drei. “In the squadrons of Zbro­jek and Kalin­s­ki all spoke open­ly of this, pay­ing no at­ten­tion to Miller and the Swedes. These Kyem­lich­es were not en­closed in the fortress; they had re­la­tions with the world, with sol­diers and no­bles—I can bring them be­fore your Roy­al Grace and your wor­thi­ness­es; let them tell how it is seething in the whole coun­try as in a pot. The het­mans joined the Swedes from con­straint on­ly; the troops wish to re­turn to du­ty. The Swedes beat no­bles and priests, plun­der, vi­o­late an­cient lib­er­ties; it is no won­der then that each man balls his fist and looks anx­ious­ly at his sabre.”

			“We, too, have had news from the troops,” said the king; “there were here, al­so, se­cret en­voys who told us of the gen­er­al wish to re­turn to for­mer loy­al­ty and hon­or.”

			“And that agrees with what this cav­a­lier tells,” said the chan­cel­lor. “But if dep­u­ta­tions are pass­ing among the reg­i­ments it is im­por­tant, for it means that the fruit is al­ready ripe, that our ef­forts were not vain, that our work is ac­com­plished, that the time is at hand.”

			“But Konyet­spol­s­ki,” said the king, “and so many oth­ers who are still at the side of the in­vad­er, who look in­to his eyes and give as­sur­ances of their de­vo­tion?”

			Then all grew silent, the king be­came gloomy on a sud­den, and as when the sun goes be­hind a cloud a shad­ow cov­ers at once the whole world, so did his face grow dark. Af­ter a time he said—

			“God sees in our heart that even to­day we are ready to move, and that not the pow­er of Swe­den de­tains us, but the un­hap­py fick­le­ness of our peo­ple, who, like Pro­teus, take on a new form ev­ery mo­ment. Can we be­lieve that this change is sin­cere, this de­sire not imag­ined, this readi­ness not de­ceit­ful? Can we be­lieve that peo­ple who so re­cent­ly de­sert­ed us, and with such light hearts joined the in­vad­er against their own king, against their own coun­try, against their own lib­er­ties? Pain strait­ens our heart, and we are ashamed of our own sub­jects! Where does his­to­ry show such ex­am­ples? What king has met so many trea­sons, so much ill-will? Who has been so de­sert­ed? Call to mind, your kind­ness­es, that we in the midst of our army, in the midst of those who were bound to shed their blood for us—it is a dan­ger and a ter­ror to tell it—we were not sure of our life. And if we left the coun­try and had to seek an asy­lum, it is not from fear of the Swedish en­e­my, but of our own sub­jects, to save our own chil­dren from the ter­ri­ble crime of king mur­der and par­ri­cide.”

			“Gra­cious Lord!” ex­claimed Kmi­ta; “our peo­ple have sinned griev­ous­ly; they are guilty, and the hand of God is pun­ish­ing them just­ly; but still, by the wounds of Christ, there has not been found among that peo­ple, and God grant that there will nev­er be found, a man who would raise his hand on the sa­cred per­son of the anoint­ed of God.”

			“You do not be­lieve, be­cause you are hon­est,” said the king, “but we have let­ters and proofs. The Radzivills have paid us bad­ly for the kind­ness with which we have cov­ered them; but still Bo­guslav, though a traitor, was moved by con­science, and not on­ly did he not wish to lend a hand to such a deed, but he was the first to warn us of it.”

			“What deed?” asked the as­ton­ished Kmi­ta.

			“He in­formed us,” said the king, “that there was a man who of­fered for one hun­dred gold ducats to seize us and de­liv­er us, liv­ing or dead, to the Swedes.”

			A shiv­er passed through the whole as­sem­bly at these words of the king, and Kmi­ta was bare­ly able to groan out the ques­tion, “Who was that man?—who was he?”

			“A cer­tain Kmi­ta,” an­swered the king.

			A wave of blood sud­den­ly struck Pan An­drei in the head, it grew dark in his eyes, he seized his fore­lock, and with a ter­ri­bly wan­der­ing voice said: “That is a lie! Prince Bo­guslav lies like a dog! Gra­cious King, be­lieve not that traitor; he did that of pur­pose to bring in­famy on an en­e­my, and to fright­en you, my king. He is a traitor! Kmi­ta would not have done such a deed.”

			Here Pan An­drei turned sud­den­ly where he was stand­ing. His strength, ex­haust­ed by the siege, un­der­mined by the ex­plo­sion of pow­der in the great gun, and through the tor­ture giv­en by Kuk­li­novs­ki, left him al­to­geth­er, and he fell with­out con­scious­ness at the feet of the king.

			They bore him in­to the ad­join­ing room, where the king’s physi­cian ex­am­ined him. But in the as­sem­bly of dig­ni­taries they knew not how to ex­plain why the words of the king had pro­duced such a ter­ri­ble im­pres­sion on the young man.

			“Ei­ther he is so hon­est that hor­ror alone has thrown him off his feet, or he is some rel­a­tive of that Kmi­ta,” said the castel­lan of Krakow.

			“We must ask him,” replied the chan­cel­lor. “In Lithua­nia no­bles are all re­lat­ed one to an­oth­er, as in fact they are with us.”

			“Gra­cious Lord,” said Tyzen­hauz, “God pre­serve me from wish­ing to speak evil of this young man; but we should not trust him at present too much. That he served in Chen­sto­ho­va is cer­tain—his side is burned; this the monks would not have done in any event, for they as ser­vants of God must have ev­ery clemen­cy, even for pris­on­ers and traitors; but one thing is com­ing con­tin­u­al­ly to my head and de­stroy­ing trust in him, that is, I met him some­where in Lithua­nia—still a youth, at a di­et or a car­ni­val—I don’t re­mem­ber—”

			“And what of that?” asked the king.

			“And it seems to me al­ways that his name was not Babinich.”

			“Do not tell ev­ery lit­tle thing,” said the king; “you are young and inat­ten­tive, and a thing might eas­i­ly en­ter your head. Whether he is Babinich or not, why should I not trust him? Sin­cer­i­ty and truth are writ­ten on his lips, and ev­i­dent­ly he has a gold­en heart. I should not trust my­self, if I could not trust a sol­dier who has shed his blood for us and the coun­try.”

			“He de­serves more con­fi­dence than the let­ter of Prince Bo­guslav,” said the queen, sud­den­ly, “and I rec­om­mend this to the con­sid­er­a­tion of your wor­thi­ness­es, there may not be a word of truth in that let­ter. It might have been very im­por­tant for the Radzivills of Bir­ji that we should lose courage com­plete­ly, and it is easy to ad­mit that Prince Bo­guslav wished al­so to ru­in some en­e­my of his, and leave a door open to him­self in case of changed for­tune.”

			“If I were not ac­cus­tomed,” said the pri­mate, “to hear wis­dom it­self com­ing from the mouth of the gra­cious queen, I should be as­ton­ished at the quick­ness of these words, wor­thy of the ablest states­man—”

			“Co­masque gerens, an­i­mosque vir­iles (Though wear­ing tress­es, she has the courage of a man),” in­ter­rupt­ed Fa­ther Vy­d­j­ga, in a low voice.

			En­cour­aged by these words, the queen rose from her chair and be­gan to speak: “I care not for the Radzivills of Bir­ji, for they, as heretics, lis­ten eas­i­ly to the whis­pers of the en­e­my of the hu­man race; nor of the let­ter of Prince Bo­guslav, which may touch pri­vate af­fairs. But I am most pained by the de­spair­ing words of my lord and hus­band, the king, spo­ken against this peo­ple. For who will spare them if their own king con­demns them? And still, when I look through the world, I ask in vain, where is there an­oth­er such peo­ple in which the praise of God en­dures with the man­ner of an­cient sin­cer­i­ty and in­creas­es con­tin­u­al­ly? In vain do I look for an­oth­er peo­ple in which such open can­dor ex­ists. Where is there an­oth­er State in which no one has heard of those hellish blas­phemies, sub­tle crimes, and nev­er end­ing feuds with which for­eign chron­i­cles are filled. Let peo­ple skilled in the his­to­ry of the world show me an­oth­er king­dom where all the kings died their own qui­et deaths. You have no knives or poi­sons here; you have no pro­tec­tors, as among the Eng­lish. It is true that this na­tion has grown griev­ous­ly guilty, has sinned through fri­vol­ity and li­cense. But where is the na­tion that nev­er errs, and where is the one which, as soon as it has rec­og­nized its of­fence, be­gins penance and ref­or­ma­tion? Be­hold they have al­ready tak­en thought, they are now com­ing, beat­ing their breasts to your majesty, ready to spill their blood, to yield their lives, to sac­ri­fice their for­tune for you. And will you re­ject them; will you not for­give the pen­i­tent; will you not trust those who have re­formed, those who are do­ing penance; will you not re­turn the af­fec­tion of a fa­ther to chil­dren who have erred? Trust them, since they are yearn­ing for their Yagyel­lon blood, and for your gov­ern­ment, which is of their fa­thers. Go among them; I, a wom­an, fear no trea­son, for I see love, I see sor­row for sins and restora­tion of this king­dom to which they called you af­ter your fa­ther and your broth­er. It does not seem to me like­ly that God will de­stroy such a great com­mon­wealth, in which the light of the true faith is burn­ing. For a short pe­ri­od God’s jus­tice has stretched forth the rod to chas­tise, not to ru­in its chil­dren, and soon will the fa­ther­ly love of that heav­en­ly Lord re­ceive them and cher­ish them. But do not con­temn them, O king, and fear not to con­fide in their son­ly dis­cre­tion, for in this way alone can you turn evil in­to good, suf­fer­ing in­to com­fort, de­feat in­to tri­umph.”

			When she had said this, the queen sat down, with fire still in her eyes, and heav­ing breast; all looked at her with ven­er­a­tion, and her chan­cel­lor, Vy­d­j­ga, be­gan to speak with a res­o­nant voice—

			
				
					“Nul­la sors lon­ga est, do­lor et volup­tas,
					

					In­vi­cens ce­dunt.
					

					Ima per­mu­tat bre­vis ho­ra sum­mis.”
				

				
					(No for­tune is long, pain and plea­sure
					

					Yield in turn.
					

					A short hour changes the low­est with the high­est.)
				

			

			But no one heard what he said, for the ar­dor of the hero­ic la­dy was com­mu­ni­cat­ed to ev­ery heart. The king him­self sprang up, with a flush on his sal­low face, and said—

			“I have not lost the king­dom yet, since I have such a queen. Let her will be done, for she spoke with prophet­ic in­spi­ra­tion. The soon­er I move and ap­pear in my realms the bet­ter.”

			To this the pri­mate an­swered with se­ri­ous­ness: “I do not wish to op­pose the will of my gra­cious king and queen, nor to turn them from an un­der­tak­ing in which there is haz­ard, but in which there may be al­so sal­va­tion. Still I should con­sid­er it a wise thing to as­sem­ble in Opol, where a ma­jor­i­ty of the sen­a­tors are tar­ry­ing, and there lis­ten to the ideas of all; these may de­vel­op and ex­plain the af­fair more clear­ly and broad­ly.”

			“Then to Opol!” ex­claimed the king, “and af­ter­ward to the road, and what God will give!”

			“God will give a hap­py re­turn and vic­to­ry!” said the queen.

			“Amen!” said the pri­mate.

		
	
		
			XLIX

			Pan An­drei fret­ted in his lodg­ings like a wound­ed wild­cat. The hellish re­venge of Bo­guslav Radzivill brought him al­most to mad­ness. Not enough that that prince had sprung out of his hands, killed his men, al­most de­prived him of life; he had put up­on him be­sides shame such as no one, not mere­ly of his name, but no Pole from the be­gin­ning of the world, had ev­er groaned un­der.

			There were mo­ments when Kmi­ta wished to leave ev­ery­thing—the glo­ry which was open­ing be­fore him, the ser­vice of the king—and fly away to avenge him­self on that mag­nate whom he want­ed to eat up alive.

			But on the oth­er hand, in spite of all his rage and the whirl­wind in his head, he re­mem­bered that while the prince lived re­venge would not van­ish; and the best means, the on­ly way to hurl back his calum­ny and lay bare all the in­famy of his ac­cu­sa­tion, was pre­cise­ly the ser­vice of the king; for in it he could show the world that not on­ly had he not thought of rais­ing his hand against the sa­cred per­son of Yan Kaz­imir, but that among all the no­bles of Lithua­nia and Poland no per­son more loy­al than Kmi­ta could be found.

			But he gnashed his teeth and was boil­ing like a stew; he tore his cloth­ing, and long, long was it be­fore he could calm him­self. He gloat­ed over the thought of re­venge. He saw this Radzivill again in his hands; he swore by the mem­o­ry of his fa­ther, that he must reach Bo­guslav even if death and tor­ments were await­ing him there­for. And though the prince was a mighty lord whom not on­ly the re­venge of a com­mon no­ble, but even the re­venge of a king, could not eas­i­ly touch; still, whoso knew that un­re­strained soul bet­ter, would not have slept calm­ly, and more than once would have trem­bled be­fore his vows.

			And still Pan An­drei did not know yet that the prince had not mere­ly cov­ered him with shame and robbed him of re­pute.

			Mean­while the king, who from the first had con­ceived a great love for the young hero, sent Pan Lu­gov­s­ki to him that same day, and on the mor­row com­mand­ed Kmi­ta to ac­com­pa­ny his majesty to Opol, where at a gen­er­al as­sem­bly of the sen­a­tors it was in­tend­ed to de­lib­er­ate on the re­turn of the king to the coun­try. In­deed there was some­thing over which to de­lib­er­ate. Lyubomirs­ki, the mar­shal of the king­dom, had sent a new let­ter, an­nounc­ing that ev­ery­thing in the coun­try was ready for a gen­er­al war, and urg­ing earnest­ly the re­turn. Be­sides this, news was spread of a cer­tain league of no­bles and sol­diers formed for the de­fence of the king and the coun­try, con­cern­ing which men had re­al­ly been think­ing for some time, but which, as ap­peared af­ter­ward, was con­clud­ed a lit­tle lat­er, un­der the name of the Con­fed­er­a­tion of Tishovt­si.

			All minds were great­ly oc­cu­pied by the news, and im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter a thanks­giv­ing Mass they as­sem­bled in a se­cret coun­cil, to which, at the in­stance of the king, Kmi­ta too was ad­mit­ted, since he had brought news from Chen­sto­ho­va.

			They be­gan then to dis­cuss whether the re­turn was to take place at once, or whether it were bet­ter to de­fer it till the army, not on­ly by wish, but by deed, should aban­don the Swedes.

			Yan Kaz­imir put an end to these dis­cus­sions by say­ing: “Do not dis­cuss, your wor­thi­ness­es, the re­turn, or whether it is bet­ter to de­fer it awhile, for I have tak­en coun­sel al­ready con­cern­ing that with God and the Most Holy La­dy. There­fore I com­mu­ni­cate to you that what­ev­er may hap­pen we shall move in per­son these days. Ex­press your ideas there­fore, your wor­thi­ness­es, and be not spar­ing of coun­sel as to how our re­turn may be best and most safe­ly ac­com­plished.”

			Opin­ions were var­i­ous. Some ad­vised not to trust too great­ly to the mar­shal of the king­dom, who had once shown hes­i­ta­tion and dis­obe­di­ence, when, in­stead of giv­ing the crown to the em­per­or for safe keep­ing, ac­cord­ing to the or­der of the king, he had car­ried it to Lyubovlya. “Great,” said they, “is the pride and am­bi­tion of that lord, and if he should have the per­son of the king in his cas­tle, who knows what he might do, or what he would ask for his ser­vices; who knows that he would not try, or wish to seize the whole gov­ern­ment in his own hands, and be­come the pro­tec­tor, not on­ly of the en­tire coun­try, but of the king?”

			These ad­vised the king there­fore to wait for the re­treat of the Swedes and re­pair to Chen­sto­ho­va, as to the place from which grace and re­birth had spread over the Com­mon­wealth. But oth­ers gave dif­fer­ent opin­ions—

			“The Swedes are yet at Chen­sto­ho­va, and though by the grace of God they will not cap­ture the place, still there are no un­oc­cu­pied roads. All the dis­tricts about there are in Swedish hands. The en­e­my are at Kjepit­si, Vyelu­nie, Krakow; along the bound­ary al­so con­sid­er­able forces are dis­posed. In the moun­tains near the Hun­gar­i­an bor­der, where Lyubovlya is sit­u­at­ed, there are no troops save those of the mar­shal; the Swedes have nev­er gone to that dis­tance, not hav­ing men enough nor dar­ing suf­fi­cient. From Lyubovlya it is near­er to Rus­sia, which is free of hos­tile oc­cu­pa­tion, and to Lvoff, which has not ceased to be loy­al, and to the Tar­tars, who, ac­cord­ing to in­for­ma­tion, are com­ing with suc­cor; all these are wait­ing spe­cial­ly for the de­ci­sion of the king.”

			“As to Pan Lyubomirs­ki,” said the Bish­op of Krakow, “his am­bi­tion will be sat­is­fied with this, that he will re­ceive the king first in his starosta­ship of Spij, and will sur­round him with pro­tec­tion. The gov­ern­ment will re­main with the king, but the hope it­self of great ser­vices will sat­is­fy the mar­shal. If he wish­es to tow­er above all oth­ers through his loy­al­ty, then, whether his loy­al­ty flows from am­bi­tion or from love to the king and the coun­try, his majesty will al­ways re­ceive no­table prof­it.”

			This opin­ion of a wor­thy and ex­pe­ri­enced bish­op seemed the most prop­er; there­fore it was de­cid­ed that the king should go through the moun­tains to Lyubovlya, and thence to Lvoff, or whith­er­so­ev­er cir­cum­stances might in­di­cate.

			They dis­cussed al­so the day of re­turn­ing; but the vo­evo­da of Lenchyt­sk, who had just come from his mis­sion to the em­per­or for aid, said that it was bet­ter not to fix the date, but to leave the de­ci­sion to the king, so that the news might not be spread and the en­e­my fore­warned. They de­cid­ed on­ly this, that the king would move on with three hun­dred dra­goons, un­der com­mand of Tyzen­hauz, who, though young, en­joyed al­ready the rep­u­ta­tion of a great sol­dier.

			But still more im­por­tant was the sec­ond part of the de­lib­er­a­tions, in which it was vot­ed unan­i­mous­ly that on his ar­rival in the coun­try, gov­ern­ment and the di­rec­tion of the war should pass in­to the hands of the king, whom no­bles, troops, and het­mans were to obey in all things. They spoke be­sides of the fu­ture, and touched up­on the caus­es of those sud­den mis­for­tunes which, as a del­uge, had cov­ered the whole land in such a brief pe­ri­od. And the pri­mate him­self gave no oth­er cause for this than the dis­or­der, want of obe­di­ence, and ex­ces­sive con­tempt for the of­fice and majesty of the king.

			He was heard in si­lence, for each man un­der­stood that it was a ques­tion here of the fate of the Com­mon­wealth, and of great, hith­er­to un­ex­am­pled changes in it, which might bring back the an­cient pow­er of the State, and which was long de­sired by the wise queen who loved her adopt­ed coun­try.

			From the mouth of the wor­thy prince of the church there came words like thun­der­bolts, and the souls of the hear­ers opened to the truth, al­most as flow­ers open to the sun.

			“Not against an­cient lib­er­ties do I rise,” said the pri­mate, “but against that li­cense which with its own hands is mur­der­ing the coun­try. In very truth men have for­got­ten in this Com­mon­wealth the dis­tinc­tion be­tween free­dom and li­cense; and as ex­ces­sive plea­sure ends in pain, so free­dom unchecked has end­ed in slav­ery. You have de­scend­ed to such er­ror, cit­i­zens of this il­lus­tri­ous Com­mon­wealth, that on­ly he among you pass­es for a de­fend­er of lib­er­ty who rais­es an up­roar, who breaks di­ets and op­pos­es the king, not when it is need­ful, but when for the king it is a ques­tion of sav­ing the coun­try. In our trea­sury the bot­tom of the chest can be seen; the sol­dier un­paid seeks pay of the en­e­my; the di­ets, the on­ly foun­da­tion of this Com­mon­wealth, are dis­solved af­ter hav­ing done noth­ing, for one dis­or­der­ly man, one evil cit­i­zen, for his own pri­vate pur­pose may pre­vent de­lib­er­a­tion. What man­ner of lib­er­ty is that which per­mits one man to stand against all? If that is free­dom for one man, then it is bondage for all oth­ers. And where have we gone with the use of this free­dom which seemed such sweet fruit? Be­hold one weak en­e­my, against whom our an­ces­tors gained so many splen­did vic­to­ries, now si­cut ful­gur ex­it ab oc­ci­dente et poret usque ad ori­en­tem (flash­es like light­ning from the west, and goes as far as the east). No one op­pos­es him, trai­tor­ous heretics aid­ed him, and he seized pos­ses­sion of all things; he per­se­cutes the faith, he des­e­crates church­es, and when you speak of your lib­er­ties he shows you the sword. Be­hold what your pro­vin­cial di­ets have come to, what your ve­to has come to, what your li­cense has come to, your degra­da­tion of the king at ev­ery step. Your king, the nat­u­ral de­fend­er of the coun­try, you have ren­dered, first of all, pow­er­less, and then you com­plain that he does not de­fend you. You did not want your own gov­ern­ment, and now the en­e­my is gov­ern­ing. And who, I ask, can save us in this fall, who can bring back an­cient glo­ry to this Com­mon­wealth, if not he who has spent so much of his life and time for it; when the un­hap­py do­mes­tic war with the Cos­sacks tore it, who ex­posed his con­se­crat­ed per­son to dan­gers such as no monarch in our time has passed through; who at Zboro­vo, at Berestechko, and at Jvanyets fought like a com­mon sol­dier, bear­ing toils and hard­ships be­yond his sta­tion of king? To him now we will con­fide our­selves; to him, with the ex­am­ple of the an­cient Ro­mans, we will give the dic­ta­tor­ship, and take coun­sel our­selves how to save in time com­ing this fa­ther­land from do­mes­tic en­e­mies, from vice, li­cense, dis­or­der, dis­obe­di­ence, and re­store due dig­ni­ty to the gov­ern­ment and the king.”

			So spoke the pri­mate; and mis­for­tune with the ex­pe­ri­ence of re­cent times had changed his hear­ers in such a de­gree that no man protest­ed, for all saw clear­ly that ei­ther the pow­er of the king must be strength­ened, or the Com­mon­wealth must per­ish with­out fail. They be­gan there­fore to con­sid­er in var­i­ous ways how to bring the coun­sels of the pri­mate in­to prac­tice. The king and queen lis­tened to them ea­ger­ly and with joy, es­pe­cial­ly the queen, who had la­bored long and earnest­ly at the in­tro­duc­tion of or­der in­to the Com­mon­wealth.

			The king re­turned then to Gl­o­gov glad and sat­is­fied, and sum­mon­ing a num­ber of con­fi­den­tial of­fi­cers, among whom was Kmi­ta, he said—

			“I am im­pa­tient, my stay in this coun­try is burn­ing me, I could wish to start even to­mor­row; there­fore I have called you, as men of arms and ex­pe­ri­ence, to pro­vide ready meth­ods. It is a pity that we should lose time, when our pres­ence may has­ten con­sid­er­ably a gen­er­al war.”

			“In truth,” said Lu­gov­s­ki, “if such is the will of your Roy­al Grace, why de­lay? The soon­er the bet­ter.”

			“While the af­fair is not noised about and the en­e­my do not dou­ble their watch­ful­ness,” added Colonel Wolf.

			“The en­e­my are al­ready on their guard, and have tak­en pos­ses­sion of the roads so far as they are able,” said Kmi­ta.

			“How is that?” asked the king.

			“Gra­cious Lord, your in­tend­ed re­turn is no news for the Swedes. Al­most ev­ery day a re­port trav­els over the whole Com­mon­wealth, that your Roy­al Grace is al­ready on the road, or even now in your realms, in­ter reg­na. There­fore it is nec­es­sary to ob­serve the great­est care, and to hur­ry by through nar­row places stealth­ily, for Dou­glas’s scouts are wait­ing on the roads.”

			“The best care­ful­ness,” said Tyzen­hauz, look­ing at Kmi­ta, “is three hun­dred faith­ful sabres; and if my gra­cious lord gives me com­mand over them, I will con­duct him in safe­ty, even over the breasts of Dou­glas’s scouts.”

			“You will con­duct if there are just three hun­dred, but sup­pose that you meet six hun­dred or a thou­sand, or come up­on a su­pe­ri­or force wait­ing in am­bush, what then?”

			“I said three hun­dred,” an­swered Tyzen­hauz, “for three hun­dred were men­tioned. If how­ev­er that is too small a par­ty, we can pro­vide five hun­dred and even more.”

			“God save us from that. The larg­er the par­ty, the more noise will it make,” said Kmi­ta.

			“I think that the mar­shal of the king­dom will come out to meet us with his squadrons,” put in the king.

			“The mar­shal will not come out,” an­swered Kmi­ta, “for he will not know the day and the hour, and even if he did know some de­lay might hap­pen on the road, as is usu­al; it is dif­fi­cult to fore­see ev­ery­thing.”

			“A sol­dier says that, a gen­uine sol­dier!” said the king. “It is clear that you are not a stranger to war.”

			Kmi­ta laughed, for he re­mem­bered his at­tacks on Ho­v­an­s­ki. Who was more skilled than he in such ac­tions? To whom could the es­cort of the king be en­trust­ed with more judg­ment?

			But Tyzen­hauz was ev­i­dent­ly of a dif­fer­ent opin­ion from the king, for he frowned and said with sar­casm against Kmi­ta, “We wait then for your en­light­ened coun­sel.”

			Kmi­ta felt ill will in the words; there­fore he fixed his glance on Tyzen­hauz and an­swered—

			“My opin­ion is that the small­er the par­ty the eas­i­er it will pass.”

			“How is that?”

			“The will of your Roy­al Grace is un­fet­tered,” said Kmi­ta, “and can do what it likes, but my rea­son teach­es me this: Let Pan Tyzen­hauz go ahead with the dra­goons, giv­ing out pur­pose­ly that he is con­duct­ing the king; this he will do to at­tract the en­e­my to him­self. His af­fair is to wind out, to es­cape from the trap safe­ly. And we with a small band in a day or two will move af­ter him with your Roy­al Grace; and when the en­e­my’s at­ten­tion is turned in an­oth­er di­rec­tion it will be easy for us to reach Lyubovlya.”

			The king clapped his hands with de­light. “God sent us this sol­dier!” cried he. “Solomon could not judge bet­ter. I give my vote for this plan, and there must not be an­oth­er. They will hunt for the king among the dra­goons, and the king will pass by un­der their noses. It could not be bet­ter!”

			“Gra­cious King,” cried Tyzen­hauz, “that is pas­time.”

			“Sol­dier’s pas­time!” said the king. “But no mat­ter, I will not re­cede from that plan.”

			Kmi­ta’s eyes shone from de­light be­cause his opin­ion had pre­vailed, but Tyzen­hauz sprang from his seat.

			“Gra­cious Lord!” said he, “I re­sign my com­mand from the dra­goons. Let some­one else lead them.”

			“And why is that?”

			“For if your Roy­al Grace will go with­out de­fence, ex­posed to the play of for­tune, to ev­ery de­struc­tive chance which may hap­pen, I wish to be near your per­son to ex­pose my breast for you and to die should the need be.”

			“I thank you for your sin­cere in­ten­tion,” an­swered Yan Kaz­imir; “but calm your­self, for in just such a way as Babinich ad­vis­es shall I be least ex­posed.”

			“Let Pan Babinich, or what­ev­er his name may be, take what he ad­vis­es on his own re­spon­si­bil­i­ty! It may con­cern him that your Roy­al Grace be lost in the moun­tains. I take as wit­ness God and my com­pan­ions here present that I ad­vised against it from my soul.”

			Scarce­ly had he fin­ished speak­ing when Kmi­ta sprang up, and stand­ing face to face with Tyzen­hauz asked, “What do you mean by these words?”

			Tyzen­hauz mea­sured him haugh­ti­ly with his eyes from head to foot, and said, “Do not strain your head, lit­tle man, to­ward mine, the place is too high for you.”

			To which Kmi­ta with light­ning in his eyes replied, “It is not known for whom it would be too high if—”

			“If what?” asked Tyzen­hauz, look­ing at him quick­ly.

			“If I should reach high­er peo­ple, than you.”

			Tyzen­hauz laughed. “But where would you seek them?”

			“Si­lence!” said the king sud­den­ly, with a frown. “Do not be­gin a quar­rel in my pres­ence.”

			Yan Kaz­imir made an im­pres­sion of such dig­ni­ty on all sur­round­ing him, that both young men were silent and con­fused, re­mem­ber­ing that in the pres­ence of the king un­seem­ly words had es­caped them. But the king added—

			“No one has the right to ex­alt him­self above that cav­a­lier who burst the siege gun and es­caped from Swedish hands, even though his fa­ther lived in a vil­lage, which, as I see, was not the case, for a bird from his feath­ers, and blood from deeds are eas­i­ly known. Drop your of­fences.” Here the king turned to Tyzen­hauz. “You wish it; then re­main with our per­son. We may not refuse that. Wolf or Den­hoff will lead the dra­goons. But Babinich too will re­main, and we will go ac­cord­ing to his coun­sel, for he has pleased our heart.”

			“I wash my hands!” said Tyzen­hauz.

			“On­ly pre­serve the se­cret, gen­tle­men. Let the dra­goons go to Rat­i­bor to­day, and spread as wide­ly as pos­si­ble the re­port that I am with them. And then be on the watch, for you know not the day nor the hour—Go, Tyzen­hauz, give the or­der to the cap­tain of the dra­goons.”

			Tyzen­hauz went out wring­ing his hands from anger and sor­row; af­ter him went oth­er of­fi­cers.

			That same day the news thun­dered through all Gl­o­gov that the king had al­ready gone to the bound­aries of the Com­mon­wealth. Even many dis­tin­guished sen­a­tors thought that the de­par­ture had re­al­ly tak­en place. Couri­ers, sent pur­pose­ly, took the re­port to Opol and to the roads on the bound­ary.

			Tyzen­hauz, though he had de­clared that he washed his hands, did not give up the af­fair as lost; as at­ten­dant of the king, he had ac­cess to the per­son of the monarch ev­ery mo­ment made easy. That very day there­fore, af­ter the dra­goons had gone, he stood be­fore the face of Yan Kaz­imir, or rather be­fore both roy­al per­sons, for Marya Lud­vi­ka was present.

			“I have come for the or­der,” said he; “when do we start?”

			“The day af­ter to­mor­row, be­fore dawn.”

			“Are many peo­ple to go?”

			“You will go; Lu­gov­s­ki with the sol­diers. The castel­lan of San­domir goes al­so with me. I begged him to take as few men as pos­si­ble; but we can­not dis­pense with a few trusty and tried sabres. Be­sides, his ho­li­ness the nun­cio wish­es to ac­com­pa­ny me; his pres­ence will add im­por­tance, and will touch all who are faith­ful to the true church. He does not hes­i­tate there­fore to ex­pose his sa­cred per­son to haz­ard. Do you have a care that there are not more than forty hors­es, for that is Babinich’s coun­sel.”

			“Gra­cious Lord!” said Tyzen­hauz.

			“And what do you wish yet?”

			“On my knees I im­plore one fa­vor. The ques­tion is set­tled, the dra­goons have gone—we shall trav­el with­out de­fence, and the first scout­ing par­ty of a few tens of hors­es may cap­ture us. Lis­ten, your Roy­al Grace, to the prayer of your ser­vant, on whose faith­ful­ness God is look­ing, and do not trust in ev­ery­thing to that no­ble. He is an adroit man, since he has been able in so short a time to steal in­to your heart and fa­vor; but—”

			“Do you en­vy him?” in­ter­rupt­ed the king.

			“I do not en­vy him, Gra­cious Lord; I do not wish even to sus­pect him of trea­son pos­i­tive­ly; but I would swear that his name is not Babinich. Why does he hide his re­al name? Why is it some­how in­con­ve­nient to tell what he did be­fore the siege of Chen­sto­ho­va? Why spe­cial­ly has he in­sist­ed up­on dra­goons go­ing out first, and that your Roy­al Grace should go with­out an es­cort?”

			The king thought awhile, and be­gan, ac­cord­ing to his cus­tom, to pout his lips re­peat­ed­ly.

			“If it were a ques­tion of col­lu­sion with the Swedes,” said he at last, “what could three hun­dred dra­goons do? What pow­er would they be, and what pro­tec­tion? Babinich would need mere­ly to no­ti­fy the Swedes to dis­pose a few hun­dred in­fantry along the roads, and they could take us as in a net. But on­ly think if there can be a ques­tion of trea­son here. He would have had to know be­fore­hand the date of our jour­ney, and to in­form the Swedes in Krakow; and how could he do so, since we move the day af­ter to­mor­row? He could not even guess that we would choose his plan; we might have gone ac­cord­ing to your sug­ges­tion or that of oth­ers. It was at first de­cid­ed to go with the dra­goons; then if he wished to talk with the Swedes this spe­cial par­ty would have con­fused his ar­range­ments, for he would have to send out new mes­sen­gers and give fresh no­tice. All these are ir­refragable rea­sons. And be­sides he did not in­sist at all on his opin­ion, as you say; he on­ly of­fered, as did oth­ers, what seemed to him best. No, no! Sin­cer­i­ty is look­ing forth from the eyes of that no­ble, and his burned side bears wit­ness that he is ready to dis­re­gard even tor­ture.”

			“His Roy­al Grace is right,” said the queen, on a sud­den; “these points are ir­refragable, and the ad­vice was and is good.”

			Tyzen­hauz knew from ex­pe­ri­ence that when the queen gave her opin­ion it would be vain for him to ap­peal to the king, Yan Kaz­imir had such con­fi­dence in her wit and pen­e­tra­tion. And it was a ques­tion now with the young man on­ly that the king should ob­serve need­ful cau­tion.

			“It is not my du­ty,” an­swered he, “to op­pose my king and queen. But if we are to go the day af­ter to­mor­row, let this Babinich not know of it till the hour of de­par­ture.”

			“That may be,” said the king.

			“And on the road I will have an eye on him, and should any­thing hap­pen he will not go alive from my hands.”

			“You will not have to act,” said the queen. “Lis­ten; not you will pre­serve the king from evil hap­pen­ings on the road, from trea­son, and snares of the en­e­my; not you, not Babinich, not the dra­goons, not the pow­ers of earth, but the Prov­i­dence of God, whose eye is turned con­tin­u­al­ly on the shep­herds of na­tions and the anoint­ed of the Lord. It will guard him. It will pro­tect him and bring him safe­ly; and in case of need, send him as­sis­tance, of which you do not even think, you who be­lieve in earth­ly pow­er on­ly.”

			“Most Serene La­dy!” an­swered Tyzen­hauz, “I be­lieve, too, that with­out the will of God not a hair will fall from the head of any man; but to guard the king’s per­son through fear of traitors is no sin for me.”

			Marya Lud­vi­ka smiled gra­cious­ly. “But you sus­pect too hasti­ly, and thus cast shame on a whole na­tion, in which, as this same Babinich has said, there has not yet been found one to raise his hand against his own king. Let it not as­ton­ish you that af­ter such de­ser­tion, af­ter such a break­ing of oaths and faith as the king and I have ex­pe­ri­enced, I say still that no one has dared such a ter­ri­ble crime, not even those who to­day serve the Swedes.”

			“Prince Bo­guslav’s let­ter, Gra­cious La­dy?”

			“That let­ter ut­ters un­truth,” said the queen, with de­ci­sion. “If there is a man in the Com­mon­wealth ready to be­tray even the king, that man is Prince Bo­guslav, for he in name on­ly be­longs to this peo­ple.”

			“Speak­ing briefly, do not put sus­pi­cion on Babinich,” said the king. “As to his name, it must be dou­bled in your head. Be­sides, we may ask him; but how can we say to him here, how in­quire, ‘If you are not Babinich, then what is your name?’ Such a ques­tion might pain an hon­est man ter­ri­bly, and I’ll risk my head that he is an hon­est man.”

			“At such a price, Gra­cious Lord, I would not con­vince my­self of his hon­esty.”

			“Well, well, we are thank­ful for your care. To­mor­row for prayer and penance, and the day af­ter to the road, to the road!”

			Tyzen­hauz with­drew with a sigh, and in the great­est se­cre­cy be­gan prepa­ra­tions that very day for the jour­ney. Even dig­ni­taries who were to ac­com­pa­ny the king were not all in­formed of the time. But the ser­vants were or­dered to have hors­es in readi­ness, for they might start any day for Rat­i­bor.

			The king did not show him­self the en­tire fol­low­ing day, even in the church; but he lay in the form of a cross in his own room till night, fast­ing and im­plor­ing the King of kings for aid, not for him­self, but for the Com­mon­wealth.

			Marya Lud­vi­ka, to­geth­er with her ladies-in-wait­ing, was al­so in prayer.

			Then the fol­low­ing night fresh­ened the strength of the wea­ried ones; and when in dark­ness the Gl­o­gov church-bell sound­ed to matins, the hour had struck for the jour­ney.

		
	
		
			L

			They rode through Rat­i­bor, mere­ly stop­ping to feed the hors­es. No one rec­og­nized the king, no one paid much at­ten­tion to the par­ty, for all were oc­cu­pied with the re­cent pas­sage of the dra­goons, among whom, as all thought, was the King of Poland. The ret­inue was about fifty in num­ber, for sev­er­al dig­ni­taries ac­com­pa­nied the king; five bish­ops alone, and among oth­ers the nun­cio, ven­tured to share with him the toils of a jour­ney not with­out per­il. The road with­in the bound­ary of the em­pire, how­ev­er, pre­sent­ed no dan­ger. At Oder­berg, not far from the junc­tion of the Ol­sha with the Odra, they en­tered Moravia.

			The day was cloudy, and snow fell so thick­ly that it was not pos­si­ble to see the road a few steps ahead. But the king was joy­ous and full of courage, for a sign had been man­i­fest­ed which all con­sid­ered most fa­vor­able, and which con­tem­po­rary his­to­ri­ans did not ne­glect to in­sert in their chron­i­cles. Be­hold, just as the king was de­part­ing from Gl­o­gov, a lit­tle bird, en­tire­ly white, ap­peared be­fore his horse and be­gan to cir­cle round, ris­ing at times in the air, at times com­ing down to the head of the king, chirp­ing and twit­ter­ing joy­ous­ly mean­while. They re­mem­bered that a sim­i­lar bird, but black, had cir­cled over the king when he was re­treat­ing from War­saw be­fore the Swedes.

			But this was white, ex­act­ly of the size and form of a swal­low; which fact roused the greater won­der, be­cause it was deep win­ter, and swal­lows were not think­ing yet of re­turn. But all were re­joiced, and the king for the first few days spoke of noth­ing else, and promised him­self the most suc­cess­ful fu­ture. It ap­peared from the be­gin­ning, too, how sound was Kmi­ta’s ad­vice to trav­el apart.

			Ev­ery­where in Moravia peo­ple were telling of the re­cent pas­sage of the King of Poland. Some stat­ed that they had seen him with their own eyes, all in ar­mor, with a sword in his hand and a crown on his head. Var­i­ous sto­ries, al­so, were cur­rent of the forces which he had with him, and in gen­er­al the num­ber of his dra­goons was ex­ag­ger­at­ed to the fab­u­lous. There were some who had seen ten thou­sand, and who could not wait till the last hors­es, men, gun­ners, and flags had passed.

			“Sure­ly,” said they, “the Swedes will spring be­fore them, but what they will do with such a force is un­known.”

			“Well,” asked the king of Tyzen­hauz, “was not Babinich right?”

			“We are not in Lyubovlya yet, Gra­cious Lord,” replied the young mag­nate.

			Babinich was sat­is­fied with him­self and with the jour­ney. Gen­er­al­ly he went ahead of the king’s par­ty with the three Kyem­lich­es, ex­am­in­ing the road; some­times he rode with the rest, en­ter­tain­ing the king with nar­ra­tives of sin­gle in­ci­dents in the siege of Chen­sto­ho­va, of which the king nev­er had enough. And al­most ev­ery hour that young hero, cheer­ful, met­tle­some, ea­gle-like, drew near­er the heart of the king. Time passed for the monarch now in prayer, now in pi­ous med­i­ta­tion on eter­nal life, now in dis­cussing the com­ing war and the aid hoped from the em­per­or, and fi­nal­ly in look­ing at knight­ly amuse­ments with which the at­ten­dant sol­diers en­deav­ored to short­en the time of the jour­ney. For Yan Kaz­imir had this in his na­ture, that his mind passed eas­i­ly from se­ri­ous­ness al­most to fri­vol­ity, from hard la­bor to amuse­ments, to which, when there was leisure, he gave him­self with his whole soul, as if no care, no grief had pressed him at any time.

			The sol­diers then ex­hib­it­ed them­selves, each with what he could do; the Kyem­lich­es, Kos­ma, and Dami­an, im­mense and awk­ward fig­ures, amused the king by break­ing horse­shoes, which they broke like canes; he paid them a thaler apiece, though his wal­let was emp­ty enough, for all his mon­ey, and even the di­a­monds and parafanały (para­pher­na­lia) of the queen, had been spent on the army.

			Pan An­drei ex­hib­it­ed him­self by throw­ing a heavy hatch­et, which he hurled up­ward with such force that it was bare­ly vis­i­ble, and then he sprang un­der the in­stru­ment with his horse and caught it by the han­dle as it fell. At sight of this the king clapped his hands.

			“I saw that done,” said he, “by Pan Slush­ka, broth­er of the vice-chan­cel­lor’s wife, but he threw not so high by half.”

			“This is cus­tom­ary with us in Lithua­nia,” said Pan An­drei; “and when a man prac­tis­es it from child­hood he be­comes skil­ful.”

			“Whence have you those scars across the lip?” asked the king of him once, point­ing to Kmi­ta’s scars. “Some­one went through you well with a sabre.”

			“That is not from a sabre, Gra­cious Lord, but from a bul­let. I was fired at by a man who put the pis­tol to my mouth.”

			“An en­e­my or one of ours?”

			“One of ours; but an en­e­my whom I shall yet call to ac­count, and till that hap­pens it is not prop­er for me to speak of it.”

			“Have you such an­i­mos­i­ty as that?”

			“I have no an­i­mos­i­ty, Gra­cious Lord, for on my head I bear a still deep­er scar from a sabre, through which cut my soul al­most left me; but since an hon­or­able man did it I har­bor no of­fence against him.” Kmi­ta re­moved his cap and showed the king a deep fur­row, the white edges of which were per­fect­ly vis­i­ble. “I am not ashamed of this wound,” said he, “for it was giv­en me by such a mas­ter that there is not an­oth­er like him in the Com­mon­wealth.”

			“Who is such a mas­ter?”

			“Pan Volody­ovs­ki.”

			“For God’s sake! I know him. He did won­ders at Zbaraj. And I was at the wed­ding of his com­rade, Skshetus­ki, who was the first to bring me news of the be­sieged. Those are great cav­a­liers! And with them was a third, him the whole army glo­ri­fied as the great­est of all. A fat no­ble, and so amus­ing that we al­most burst our sides from laugh­ter.”

			“That is Pan Za­glo­ba, I think!” said Kmi­ta; “he is a man not on­ly brave, but full of won­der­ful strat­a­gems.”

			“Do you know what they are do­ing now?”

			“Volody­ovs­ki used to lead dra­goons with the vo­evo­da of Vil­na.”

			The king frowned. “And is he serv­ing the Swedes now with the prince vo­evo­da?”

			“He! The Swedes? He is with Pan Sapye­ha. I saw my­self how, af­ter the trea­son of the prince, he threw his ba­ton at his feet.”

			“Oh, he is a wor­thy sol­dier!” an­swered the king. “From Pan Sapye­ha we have had news from Tykotsin, where he is be­sieg­ing the vo­evo­da. God give him luck! If all were like him, the Swedish en­e­my would re­gret their un­der­tak­ing.”

			Here Tyzen­hauz, who had been lis­ten­ing to the con­ver­sa­tion, asked sud­den­ly, “Then were you with Radzivill at Kyedani?”

			Kmi­ta was some­what con­fused, and be­gan to throw up his hatch­et. “I was,” an­swered he.

			“Give peace to your hatch­et,” said Tyzen­hauz. “And what were you do­ing at the prince’s house?”

			“I was a guest,” an­swered Kmi­ta, im­pa­tient­ly, “and I ate his bread, un­til I was dis­gust­ed with his trea­son.”

			“And why did you not go with oth­er hon­or­able sol­diers to Pan Sapye­ha?”

			“Be­cause I had made a vow to go to Chen­sto­ho­va, which you will more eas­i­ly un­der­stand when I tell you that our Os­tra Bra­ma was oc­cu­pied by the North­ern­ers.”

			Tyzen­hauz be­gan to shake his head and smack his lips; this at­tract­ed the at­ten­tion of the king, so that he looked in­quir­ing­ly at Kmi­ta. The lat­ter, made im­pa­tient, turned to Tyzen­hauz and said—

			“My wor­thy sir! Why do I not in­quire of you where you have been, and what you have been do­ing?”

			“Ask me,” replied Tyzen­hauz; “I have noth­ing to con­ceal.”

			“Nei­ther am I be­fore a court; and if I shall ev­er be, you will not be my judge. Leave me, then, that I lose not my pa­tience.”

			When he had said this, he hurled the hatch­et so sharply that it grew small in the height; the king raised his eyes af­ter it, and at that mo­ment he was think­ing of noth­ing save this, would Babinich catch it in its fall, or would he not catch it?

			Babinich put spurs to his horse, sprang for­ward, and caught it. That same evening Tyzen­hauz said to the king—

			“Gra­cious Lord, this no­ble pleas­es me less and less.”

			“But me more and more,” an­swered the king, purs­ing his lips.

			“I heard to­day one of his peo­ple call him colonel; he on­ly looked threat­en­ing­ly, and straight­way con­fused the man. There is some­thing in that.”

			“And it seems to me some­times that he does not wish to tell ev­ery­thing,” added the king; “but that is his af­fair.”

			“No, Gra­cious Lord,” ex­claimed Tyzen­hauz, forcibly, “it is not his af­fair, it is our af­fair, and that of the whole Com­mon­wealth. For if he is some traitor who is plan­ning the death or cap­tiv­i­ty of your Roy­al Grace, then with your per­son will per­ish all those who at this mo­ment have tak­en arms; the whole Com­mon­wealth will per­ish, which you alone are com­pe­tent to save.”

			“I will ask him my­self to­mor­row.”

			“God grant that I be a false prophet, but noth­ing good looks out of his eyes. He is too smart, too bold, too dar­ing; and such peo­ple are ready for any­thing.”

			The king looked trou­bled. Next morn­ing, when they moved on their jour­ney, he beck­oned Kmi­ta to ap­proach him.

			“Where were you, Colonel?” asked the king, sud­den­ly.

			A mo­ment of si­lence fol­lowed.

			Kmi­ta strug­gled with him­self; the wish was burn­ing him to spring from his horse, fall at the feet of the king, and throw off the bur­den he was bear­ing—tell the whole truth at once. But he thought of the fear­ful im­pres­sion which the name Kmi­ta would make, es­pe­cial­ly af­ter the let­ter of Prince Bo­guslav Radzivill. How could he, who had been the right hand of Radzivill, who had main­tained the pre­pon­der­ance of Prince Yanush, who had aid­ed him in scat­ter­ing his dis­obe­di­ent squadrons, who sup­port­ed him in trea­son; how could he, ac­cused and sus­pect­ed of the most ter­ri­ble crime—an at­tack on the per­son of the king—suc­ceed in con­vinc­ing the king, the bish­ops, and sen­a­tors, that he had cor­rect­ed him­self, that he was trans­formed? With what could he show the sin­cer­i­ty of his in­ten­tions? What proofs could he bring save naked words? His for­mer of­fences pur­sue him un­ceas­ing­ly, un­spar­ing­ly, as fu­ri­ous dogs a wild beast in the for­est. He de­ter­mined on si­lence. But he felt al­so un­speak­able dis­gust and ha­tred of sub­terfuge. Must he throw dust in the eyes of the king, whom he loved with all the pow­er of his soul, and de­ceive him with fic­ti­tious tales?

			He felt that strength failed him for this; there­fore he said, af­ter a while: “Gra­cious King, the time will come, per­haps soon, in which I shall open my whole soul to your Roy­al Grace as in con­fes­sion to a priest. But I wish deeds to vouch for me, for my sin­cere in­ten­tion, for my loy­al­ty and my love of majesty, not words sim­ply. I have of­fend­ed against you, my Gra­cious Lord, and the coun­try, and I have re­pent­ed too lit­tle yet; there­fore I am seek­ing ser­vice in which I can find repa­ra­tion more eas­i­ly. Be­sides, who has not of­fend­ed? Who in the whole Com­mon­wealth does not need to beat his breast? It may be that I have of­fend­ed more griev­ous­ly than oth­ers, but I was the first al­so to be­think my­self. Do not in­quire, Gra­cious Lord, about any­thing un­til the present ser­vice will con­vince you con­cern­ing me; do not ask, for I can­not an­swer with­out clos­ing the road of sal­va­tion to my­self, for God is the wit­ness, and the Most Holy La­dy, our Queen, that I had no evil in­tent, that I am ready to give the last drop of my blood for you.”

			Here Pan An­drei’s eyes grew moist, and such sin­cer­i­ty and sor­row ap­peared on his face that his coun­te­nance de­fend­ed him with greater pow­er than his words.

			“God is look­ing at my in­ten­tions,” said he, “and will ac­count them to me at judg­ment, but, Gra­cious Lord, if you do not trust me, dis­miss me, re­move me from your per­son. I will fol­low at a dis­tance, so as to come in time of dif­fi­cul­ty, even with­out be­ing called, and lay down my life for you. And then, Gra­cious Lord, you will be­lieve that I am not a traitor, but one of that kind of ser­vants of whom you have not many, even among those who cast sus­pi­cion on oth­ers.”

			“I be­lieve you to­day,” said the king. “Re­main near our per­son as be­fore, for trea­son does not speak in such fash­ion.”

			“I thank your Roy­al Grace,” an­swered Kmi­ta; and rein­ing in his horse some­what, he pushed back among the last ranks of the par­ty.

			But Tyzen­hauz did not lim­it him­self to con­vey­ing sus­pi­cions to the king. The re­sult was that all be­gan to look askance at Kmi­ta. Au­di­ble con­ver­sa­tion ceased at his ap­proach, and whis­pers be­gan. Ev­ery move­ment of his was fol­lowed, ev­ery word con­sid­ered. Kmi­ta no­ticed this, and was ill at ease among these men.

			Even the king, though he did not re­move con­fi­dence from him, had not for Pan An­drei such a joy­ful coun­te­nance as be­fore. There­fore the young hero lost his dar­ing, grew gloomy, sad­ness and bit­ter­ness took pos­ses­sion of his heart. For­mer­ly in front, among the first, he used to make his horse prance; now he dragged on many yards be­hind the cav­al­cade, with hang­ing head and gloomy thoughts.

			At last the Carpathi­ans stood white be­fore the trav­ellers. Snow lay on their slopes, clouds spread their un­wieldy bod­ies on the sum­mits; and when an evening came clear at sun­set, those moun­tains put on flam­ing gar­ments from which mar­vel­lous­ly bright gleams went forth till quenched in the dark­ness em­brac­ing the whole world. Kmi­ta gazed on those won­ders of na­ture which to that time he had nev­er seen; and though great­ly grieved, he for­got his cares from ad­mi­ra­tion and won­der.

			Each day those gi­ants grew greater, more mighty, till at last the ret­inue of the king came to them and en­tered a pass which opened on a sud­den, like a gate.

			“The bound­ary must be near,” said the king, with emo­tion.

			Then they saw a small wag­on, drawn by one horse, and in the wag­on a peas­ant. The king’s men stopped him at once.

			“Man,” said Tyzen­hauz, “are we in Poland?”

			“Be­yond that cliff and that lit­tle riv­er is the em­per­or’s bound­ary, but you are stand­ing on the king’s land.”

			“Which way is it then to Jivyets?”

			“Go straight ahead; you will come to the road.” And the moun­taineer whipped his horse.

			Tyzen­hauz gal­loped to the ret­inue stand­ing at a dis­tance.

			“Gra­cious Lord,” cried he, with emo­tion, “you are now in­ter reg­na, for at that lit­tle riv­er your king­dom be­gins.”

			The king said noth­ing, on­ly made a sign to hold his horse, dis­mount­ed, and throw­ing him­self on his knees, raised his eyes and his hands up­ward.

			At sight of this, all dis­mount­ed and fol­lowed his ex­am­ple. That king, then a wan­der­er, fell af­ter a mo­ment in the form of a cross on the snow, and be­gan to kiss that land, so beloved and so thank­less, which in time of dis­as­ter had re­fused refuge to his head.

			Si­lence fol­lowed, and on­ly sighs in­ter­rupt­ed it.

			The evening was frosty, clear; the moun­tains and the sum­mits of the neigh­bor­ing fir-trees were in pur­ple, far­ther off in the shad­ow they had be­gun to put on vi­o­let; but the road on which the king was ly­ing turned as it were in­to a rud­dy and gold­en rib­bon, and rays fell on the king, bish­ops, and dig­ni­taries.

			Then a breeze be­gan from the sum­mits, and bear­ing on its wings sparks of snow, flew to the val­ley. There­fore the near­er fir-trees be­gan to bend their snow-cov­ered heads, bow to their lord, and to make a joy­ous and rustling sound, as if they were singing that old song, “Be wel­come to us, thou dear mas­ter!”

			Dark­ness had al­ready filled the air when the king’s ret­inue moved for­ward. Be­yond the de­file was spread out a rather roomy plain, the oth­er end of which was lost in the dis­tance. Light was dy­ing all around; on­ly in one place the sky was still bright with red. The king be­gan to re­peat “Ave Maria;” af­ter him the oth­ers with con­cen­tra­tion of spir­it re­peat­ed the pi­ous words.

			Their na­tive land, un­vis­it­ed by them for a long time; the moun­tains which night was now cov­er­ing; the dy­ing twi­light, the prayer—all these caused a solem­ni­ty of heart and mind; hence af­ter the prayer the king, the dig­ni­taries, and the knights rode on in si­lence. Night fell, but in the east the sky was shin­ing still more red­ly.

			“Let us go to­ward that twi­light,” said the king, at last; “it is a won­der that it is shin­ing yet.”

			Then Kmi­ta gal­loped up. “Gra­cious Lord, that is a fire!” cried he.

			All halt­ed.

			“How is that?” asked the king; “it seems to me that ’tis the twi­light.”

			“A fire, a fire! I am not mis­tak­en!” cried Kmi­ta.

			And in­deed, of all of the at­ten­dants of the king he knew most in that mat­ter. At last it was no longer pos­si­ble to doubt, since above that sup­posed twi­light were ris­ing as it were red clouds, rolling now brighter, now dark­er in turn.

			“It is as if Jivyets were burn­ing!” cried the king; “maybe the en­e­my is rav­aging it.”

			He had not fin­ished speak­ing when to their ears flew the noise of men, the snort­ing of hors­es, and a num­ber of dark fig­ures ap­peared be­fore the ret­inue.

			“Halt, halt!” cried Tyzen­hauz.

			These fig­ures halt­ed, as if un­cer­tain what to do far­ther.

			“Who are you?” was asked from the ret­inue.

			“Ours!” said a num­ber of voic­es. “Ours! We are es­cap­ing with our lives from Jivyets. The Swedes are burn­ing Jivyets, and mur­der­ing peo­ple.”

			“Stop, in God’s name! What do you say? Whence have they come?”

			“They were wait­ing for our king. There is a pow­er of them, a pow­er! May the Moth­er of God have the king in Her keep­ing!”

			Tyzen­hauz lost his head for a mo­ment. “See what it is to go with a small par­ty!” cried he to Kmi­ta; “Would that you were killed for such coun­sel!”

			Yan Kaz­imir be­gan to in­quire him­self of the fugi­tives. “But where is the king?”

			“The king has gone to the moun­tains with a great army. Two days ago he passed through Jivyets; they pur­sued him, and were fight­ing some­where near Suha. We have not heard whether they took him or not; but to­day they re­turned to Jivyets, and are burn­ing and mur­der­ing.”

			“Go with God!” said Yan Kaz­imir.

			The fugi­tives shot past quick­ly.

			“See what would have met us had we gone with the dra­goons!” ex­claimed Kmi­ta.

			“Gra­cious King!” said Fa­ther Gem­bit­s­ki, “the en­e­my is be­fore us. What are we to do?”

			All sur­round­ed the monarch, as if wish­ing to pro­tect him with their per­sons from sud­den dan­ger. The king gazed on that fire which was re­flect­ed in his eyes, and he was silent; no one ad­vanced an opin­ion, so dif­fi­cult was it to give good ad­vice.

			“When I was go­ing out of the coun­try a fire light­ed me,” said Yan Kaz­imir, at last; “and when I en­ter, an­oth­er gives light.”

			Again si­lence, on­ly still longer than be­fore.

			“Who has any ad­vice?” in­quired Fa­ther Gem­bit­s­ki, at last.

			Then the voice of Tyzen­hauz was heard, full of bit­ter­ness, and in­sult: “He who did not hes­i­tate to ex­pose the king’s per­son to dan­ger, who said that the king should go with­out a guard, let him now give ad­vice.”

			At this mo­ment a horse­man pushed out of the cir­cle. It was Kmi­ta.

			“Very well!” said he. And ris­ing in the stir­rups he shout­ed, turn­ing to his at­ten­dants stand­ing at some dis­tance, “Kyem­lich­es, af­ter me!”

			Then he urged his horse to a gal­lop, and af­ter him shot the three horse­men with all the breath that was in the breasts of their hors­es.

			A cry of de­spair came from Tyzen­hauz: “That is a con­spir­a­cy!” said he. “These traitors will give us up sure­ly. Gra­cious King, save your­self while there is time, for the en­e­my will soon close the pass! Gra­cious King, save your­self! Back! back!”

			“Let us re­turn, let us re­turn!” cried the bish­ops and dig­ni­taries, in one voice.

			Yan Kaz­imir be­came im­pa­tient, light­nings flashed from his eyes; sud­den­ly he drew his sword from its sheath and cried—

			“May God not grant me to leave my coun­try a sec­ond time. Come what may, I have had enough of that!” And he put spurs to his horse to move for­ward; but the nun­cio him­self seized the reins.

			“Your Roy­al Grace,” said he, se­ri­ous­ly, “you bear on your shoul­ders the fate of the Catholic Church and the coun­try, there­fore you are not free to ex­pose your per­son.”

			“Not free,” re­peat­ed the bish­ops.

			“I will not re­turn to Sile­sia, so help me the Holy Cross!” an­swered Yan Kaz­imir.

			“Gra­cious Lord! lis­ten to the prayers of your sub­jects,” said the castel­lan of San­domir. “If you do not wish to re­turn to the em­per­or’s ter­ri­to­ry, let us go at least from this place and turn to­ward the Hun­gar­i­an bound­ary, or let us go back through this pass, so that our re­turn be not in­ter­cept­ed. There we will wait. In case of an at­tack by the en­e­my, es­cape on hors­es will re­main to us; but at least let them not en­close us as in a trap.”

			“Let it be even so,” said the king. “I do not re­ject pru­dent coun­sel, but I will not go wan­der­ing a sec­ond time. If we can­not ap­pear by this road, we will by an­oth­er. But I think that you are alarmed in vain. Since the Swedes looked for us among the dra­goons, as the peo­ple from Jivyets said, it is clear proof that they know noth­ing of us, and that there is no trea­son or con­spir­a­cy. Just con­sid­er; you are men of ex­pe­ri­ence. The Swedes would not have at­tacked the dra­goons, they would not have fired a gun at them if they know that we were fol­low­ing them. Be calm, gen­tle­men! Babinich has gone with his men for news, and he will re­turn soon of a cer­tain­ty.”

			When he had said this the king turned his horse to­ward the pass; af­ter him his at­ten­dants. They halt­ed on the spot where the first moun­taineer had shown them the bound­ary.

			A quar­ter of an hour passed, then a half-hour and an hour.

			“Have you no­ticed, gen­tle­men,” asked the vo­evo­da of Lenchyt­sk on a sud­den, “that the fire is de­creas­ing?”

			“It is go­ing out, go­ing out; you can al­most see it die,” said a num­ber of voic­es.

			“That is a good sign,” said the king.

			“I will go ahead with a few men,” said Tyzen­hauz. “We will halt about a fur­long from here, and if the Swedes come we will de­tain them till we die. In ev­ery case there will be time to think of the safe­ty of the king’s per­son.”

			“Re­main with the par­ty; I for­bid you to go!” said the king.

			To which Tyzen­hauz an­swered—

			“Gra­cious Lord, give com­mand lat­er to shoot me for dis­obe­di­ence, but now I will go, for now it is a ques­tion of you.” And call­ing up­on a num­ber of sol­diers in whom it was pos­si­ble to trust in ev­ery emer­gen­cy, he moved for­ward.

			They halt­ed at the oth­er end of the de­file which opened in­to the val­ley, and stood in si­lence, with mus­kets ready, hold­ing their ears to­ward ev­ery sound. The si­lence last­ed long; fi­nal­ly the sound of snow tram­pled by hors­es’ feet came to them.

			“They are com­ing!” whis­pered one of the sol­diers.

			“That is no par­ty; on­ly a few hors­es are to be heard,” an­swered the oth­er. “Pan Babinich is re­turn­ing.”

			Mean­while those ap­proach­ing came in the dark­ness with­in a few tens of yards.

			“Who is there?” cried Tyzen­hauz.

			“Ours! Do not fire there!” sound­ed the voice of Kmi­ta.

			At that mo­ment he ap­peared be­fore Tyzen­hauz, and not know­ing him in the dark­ness, in­quired—

			“But where is the king?”

			“At the end of the pass.”

			“Who is speak­ing, for I can­not see?”

			“Tyzen­hauz. But what is that great bun­dle which you have be­fore you?” And he point­ed to some dark form hang­ing be­fore Kmi­ta, on the front of the sad­dle.

			Pan An­drei made no an­swer, but rode on. When he had reached the king’s es­cort, he rec­og­nized the per­son of the king, for it was much clear­er be­yond the pass, and cried—

			“Gra­cious Lord, the road is open!”

			“Are there no Swedes in Jivyets?”

			“They have gone to Vadovit­si. That was a par­ty of Ger­man mer­ce­nar­ies. But here is one of them, Gra­cious Lord; ask him your­self.” And Pan An­drei pushed to the ground that form which he held be­fore him, so that a groan was heard in the still night.

			“Who is that?” asked the as­ton­ished king.

			“A horse­man!”

			“As God is dear to me! And you have brought an in­for­mant! How is that? Tell me.”

			“Gra­cious Lord; when a wolf prowls in the night around a flock of sheep it is easy for him to seize one; and be­sides, to tell the truth, this is not the first time with me.”

			The king raised his hands. “But this Babinich is a sol­dier, may the bul­lets strike him! I see that with such ser­vants I can go even in the midst of Swedes.”

			Mean­while all gath­ered around the horse­man, who did not rise from the ground how­ev­er.

			“Ask him, Gra­cious Lord,” said Kmi­ta, not with­out a cer­tain boast­ful­ness in his voice; “though I do not know whether he will an­swer, for he is throt­tled a lit­tle and there is noth­ing here to burn him with.”

			“Pour some gorail­ka in­to his throat,” said the king.

			And in­deed that medicine helped more than burn­ing, for the horse­man soon re­cov­ered strength and voice. Then Kmi­ta, putting a sword-point to his throat, com­mand­ed him to tell the whole truth.

			The pris­on­er con­fessed that he be­longed to the reg­i­ment of Colonel Ir­lehorn, that they had in­tel­li­gence of the pas­sage of the king with dra­goons, there­fore they fell up­on them near Suha, but meet­ing firm re­sis­tance they had to with­draw to Jivyets, whence they marched on to Vadovit­si and Krakow, for such were their or­ders.

			“Are there oth­er di­vi­sions of the Swedes in the moun­tains?” asked Kmi­ta in Ger­man, while squeez­ing the throat of the horse­man some­what more vig­or­ous­ly.

			“Maybe there are some,” an­swered he in a bro­ken voice. “Gen­er­al Dou­glas sent scout­ing-par­ties around, but they are all with­draw­ing, for the peas­ants are at­tack­ing them in pass­es.”

			“Were you the on­ly ones in the neigh­bor­hood of Jivyets?”

			“The on­ly ones.”

			“Do you know that the King of Poland has passed?”

			“He passed with those dra­goons who fought with us at Suha. Many saw him.”

			“Why did you not pur­sue him?”

			“We were afraid of the moun­taineers.”

			Here Kmi­ta be­gan again in Pol­ish: “Gra­cious Lord, the road is open and you will find a night’s lodg­ing in Jivyets, for on­ly a part of the place is burned.”

			But un­con­fid­ing Tyzen­hauz was speak­ing at this time with the castel­lan of Voinik, and said: “Ei­ther that is a great war­rior and true as gold, or a fin­ished traitor. Con­sid­er, your wor­thi­ness, that all this may be sim­u­lat­ed, from the tak­ing of this horse­man to his con­fed­er­ates. And if this is a trick—if the Swedes are in am­bush in Jivyets—if the king goes and falls as in­to a net?”

			“It is safer to con­vince one’s self,” an­swered the castel­lan of Voinik.

			Then Tyzen­hauz turned to the king and said aloud: “Gra­cious Lord, per­mit me to go ahead to Jivyets and con­vince my­self that what this cav­a­lier says and what this troop­er de­clares is true.”

			“Let it be so! Per­mit them to go, Gra­cious Lord,” said Kmi­ta.

			“Go,” said the king; “but we will move for­ward a lit­tle, for it is cold.”

			Tyzen­hauz rushed on at all speed, and the es­cort of the king be­gan to move af­ter him slow­ly. The king re­gained his good hu­mor and cheer­ful­ness, and af­ter a while said to Kmi­ta—

			“But with you it is pos­si­ble to hunt Swedes as birds with a fal­con, for you strike from above.”

			“That is my fash­ion,” said Kmi­ta. “When­ev­er your Roy­al Grace wish­es to hunt, the fal­con will al­ways be ready.”

			“Tell how you caught him.”

			“That is not dif­fi­cult. When a reg­i­ment march­es there are al­ways a few men who lag in the rear, and I got this one about half a fur­long be­hind. I rode up to him; he thought that I was one of his own peo­ple, he was not on his guard, and be­fore he could think I had seized and gagged him so that he could not shout.”

			“You said that this was not your first time. Have you then prac­tised some­where be­fore?”

			Kmi­ta laughed. “Oh, Gra­cious Lord, I have, and that of the best. Let your Roy­al Grace but give the or­der and I will go again, over­take them, for their hors­es are road-weary, take an­oth­er man, and or­der my Kyem­lich­es to take al­so.”

			They ad­vanced some time in si­lence; then the tramp of a horse was heard, and Tyzen­hauz flew up. “Gra­cious King,” said he, “the road is free, and lodg­ings are ready.”

			“But did not I say so?” cried Yan Kaz­imir. “You, gen­tle­men, had no need to be anx­ious. Let us ride on now, let us ride, for we have earned our rest.”

			All ad­vanced at a trot, briskly, joy­ous­ly; and an hour lat­er the wea­ried king was sleep­ing a sleep with­out care on his own ter­ri­to­ry.

			That evening Tyzen­hauz ap­proached Kmi­ta. “For­give me,” said he; “out of love for the king I brought you un­der sus­pi­cion.”

			Kmi­ta re­fused his hand and said: “Oh, that can­not be! You made me a traitor and a be­tray­er.”

			“I would have done more, for I would have shot you in the head; but since I have con­vinced my­self that you are an hon­est man and love the king, I stretch out my hand to you. If you wish, take it; if not, take it not. I would pre­fer to have no ri­val­ry with you save that of at­tach­ment to the king; but I am not afraid of oth­er ri­val­ry.”

			“Is that your thought? H’m! per­haps you are right, but I am an­gry with you.”

			“Well, stop be­ing an­gry. You are a strong sol­dier. But give us your lips, so that we may not lie down to sleep in ha­tred.”

			“Let it be so!” said Kmi­ta.

			And they fell in­to each oth­er’s arms.

		
	
		
			LI

			The king’s par­ty ar­rived at Jivyets late in the evening, and paid al­most no at­ten­tion to the place, which was ter­ri­fied by the re­cent at­tack of the Swedish de­tach­ment. The king did not go to the cas­tle, which had been rav­aged by the en­e­my and burned in part, but stopped at the priest’s house. Kmi­ta spread the news that the par­ty was es­cort­ing the am­bas­sador of the em­per­or, who was go­ing from Sile­sia to Krakow.

			Next morn­ing they held on to­ward Vadovit­si, and then turned con­sid­er­ably to one side to­ward Suha. From this place they were to pass through Kje­choni to Yor­dano­vo, thence to Novy Targ, and if it ap­peared that there were no Swedish par­ties near Chor­shtyn to go to Chor­shtyn; if there were, they were to turn to­ward Hun­gary and ad­vance on Hun­gar­i­an soil to Lyubovlya. The king hoped, too, that the mar­shal of the king­dom, who dis­posed of forces so con­sid­er­able that no reign­ing prince had so many, would make the road safe and has­ten forth to meet his sov­er­eign. On­ly this could pre­vent, that the mar­shal knew not which road the king would take; but among the moun­taineers there was no lack of trusty men ready to bear word to the mar­shal. There was no need even of con­fid­ing the se­cret to them, for they went will­ing­ly when told that it was a ques­tion of serv­ing the king. These peo­ple, though poor and half wild, till­ing lit­tle or not at all an un­grate­ful soil, liv­ing by their herds, pi­ous, and hat­ing heretics, were, in truth, giv­en heart and soul to the sov­er­eign. They were the first to seize their ax­es and move from the moun­tains when news of the tak­ing of Krakow spread through the coun­try, and es­pe­cial­ly when news came of the siege of Chen­sto­ho­va, to which pi­ous wom­en were ac­cus­tomed to go on pil­grim­ages. Gen­er­al Dou­glas, a well-known war­rior, fur­nished with can­non and mus­kets, scat­tered them, it is true, on the plains, to which they were not ac­cus­tomed; but the Swedes on­ly with the great­est cau­tion en­tered their spe­cial dis­tricts, in which it was not easy to reach them, and easy to suf­fer dis­as­ter—so that some small­er di­vi­sions, hav­ing need­less­ly en­tered this labyrinth of moun­tains, were lost.

			And now news of the king’s pas­sage with an army had al­ready done its own, for all had sprung up as one man to de­fend him and ac­com­pa­ny him with their ax­es, even to the end of the world. Yan Kaz­imir might, if he had on­ly dis­closed who he was, have sur­round­ed him­self in a short time with thou­sands of half-wild “house­hold­ers;” but he thought just­ly that in such an event the news would be car­ried about ev­ery­where by all the whirl­winds through the whole re­gion, and that the Swedes might send out nu­mer­ous troops to meet him, there­fore he chose to trav­el un­known even to the moun­taineers.

			But in all places trusty guides were found, to whom it was enough to say that they were con­duct­ing bish­ops and lords who de­sired to pre­serve them­selves from Swedish hands. They were led, there­fore, among snows, cliffs, and whirl­winds, and over places so in­ac­ces­si­ble that you would have said: “A bird can­not fly through them.”

			More than once the king and the dig­ni­taries had clouds be­low them, and when there were not clouds their glances passed over a shore­less ex­panse, cov­ered with white snows, an ex­panse seem­ing­ly as wide as the whole coun­try was wide; more than once they en­tered moun­tain throats, al­most dark, cov­ered with snow, in which per­haps on­ly a wild beast might have its lair. But they avoid­ed places ac­ces­si­ble to the en­e­my, short­en­ing the road; and it hap­pened that a set­tle­ment, at which they ex­pect­ed to ar­rive in half a day, ap­peared sud­den­ly un­der their feet, and in it they await­ed rest and hos­pi­tal­i­ty, though in a smoky hut and a sooty room.

			The king was in con­tin­u­al good hu­mor; he gave courage to oth­ers to en­dure the ex­ces­sive toil, and he guar­an­teed that by such roads they would sure­ly reach Lyubovlya as safe­ly as un­ex­pect­ed­ly.

			“The mar­shal does not ex­pect that we shall fall on his shoul­ders!” re­peat­ed the king, fre­quent­ly.

			“What was the re­turn of Xenophon to our jour­ney among the clouds?” asked the nun­cio.

			“The high­er we rise, the low­er will Swedish for­tune fall,” an­swered the king.

			They ar­rived at Novy Targ. It seemed that all dan­ger was passed; still the moun­taineers de­clared that Swedish troops were mov­ing about near Chor­shtyn and in the neigh­bor­hood. The king sup­posed that they might be the mar­shal’s Ger­man cav­al­ry, of which he had two reg­i­ments, or they might be his own dra­goons sent in ad­vance and mis­tak­en for the en­e­my’s scouts. Since in Chor­shtyn the bish­op of Krakow had a gar­ri­son, opin­ions were di­vid­ed in the roy­al par­ty. Some wished to go by the road to Chor­shtyn, and then pass along the bound­ary to Spij; oth­ers ad­vised to turn straight to Hun­gary, which came up in wedge-form to Novy Targ, and go over heights and through pass­es, tak­ing guides ev­ery­where who knew the most dan­ger­ous places.

			This last opin­ion pre­vailed, for in that way meet­ing with the Swedes be­came al­most im­pos­si­ble; and be­sides this “ea­gle” road over the precipices and through the clouds gave plea­sure to the king.

			They passed then from Novy Targ some­what to the south and west, on the right hand of the Byaly Dunayets. The road at first lay through a re­gion rather open and spa­cious, but as they ad­vanced the moun­tains be­gan to run to­geth­er and the val­leys to con­tract. They went along roads over which hors­es could bare­ly ad­vance. At times the rid­ers had to dis­mount and lead; and more than once the beasts re­sist­ed, point­ing their ears and stretch­ing their dis­tend­ed and steam­ing nos­trils for­ward to­ward precipices, from the depths of which death seemed to gaze up­ward.

			The moun­taineers, ac­cus­tomed to precipices, fre­quent­ly con­sid­ered roads good on which the heads of un­ac­cus­tomed men turned and their ears rang. At last they en­tered a kind of rocky chasm long, straight, and so nar­row that three men could bare­ly ride abreast in it. Two cliffs bound­ed it on the right side and the left. At places how­ev­er the edges in­clined, form­ing slopes less steep, cov­ered with piles of snow bor­dered on the edges with dark pine-trees. Winds blew away the snow im­me­di­ate­ly from the bot­tom of the pass, and the hoofs of hors­es grit­ted ev­ery­where on a stony road. But at that mo­ment the wind was not blow­ing, and such si­lence reigned that there was a ring­ing in the ears. Above where be­tween the woody edges a blue belt of sky was vis­i­ble, black flocks of birds flew past from time to time, shak­ing their wings and scream­ing.

			The king’s par­ty halt­ed for rest. Clouds of steam rose from the hors­es, and the men too were tired.

			“Is this Poland or Hun­gary?” in­quired, af­ter a time, the king of a guide.

			“This is Poland.”

			“But why do we not turn di­rect­ly to Hun­gary?”

			“Be­cause it is im­pos­si­ble. At some dis­tance this pass turns, be­yond the turn is a cliff, be­yond that we come out on the high road, turn, then go through one more pass, and there the Hun­gar­i­an coun­try be­gins.”

			“Then I see it would have been bet­ter to go by the high­way at first,” said the king.

			“Qui­et!” cried the moun­taineer, quick­ly. And spring­ing to the cliff he put his ear to it.

			All fixed their eyes on him; his face changed in a mo­ment, and he said: “Be­yond the turn troops are com­ing from the wa­ter­fall! For God’s sake! Are they not Swedes?”

			“Where? How? What?” men be­gan to ask on ev­ery side. “We hear noth­ing.”

			“No, for snow is ly­ing on the sides. By God’s wounds, they are near! they will be here straight­way!”

			“Maybe they are the mar­shal’s troops,” said the king.

			In one mo­ment Kmi­ta urged his horse for­ward. “I will go and see!” said he.

			The Kyem­lich­es moved that in­stant af­ter him, like hunt­ing-dogs in a chase; but bare­ly had they stirred from their places when the turn of the pass, about a hun­dred yards dis­tant, was made black by men and hors­es. Kmi­ta looked at them, and the soul quiv­ered with­in him from ter­ror.

			Swedes were ad­vanc­ing.

			They were so near that it was im­pos­si­ble to re­treat, es­pe­cial­ly since the king’s par­ty had wea­ried hors­es. It on­ly re­mained to break through, to per­ish, or to go in­to cap­tiv­i­ty. The un­ter­ri­fied king un­der­stood this in a flash; there­fore he seized the hilt of his sword.

			“Cov­er the king and re­treat!” cried Kmi­ta.

			Tyzen­hauz with twen­ty men pushed for­ward in the twin­kle of an eye; but Kmi­ta in­stead of join­ing them moved on at a sharp trot against the Swedes.

			He wore the Swedish dress, the same in which he dis­guised him­self when go­ing out from the clois­ter. See­ing a horse­man com­ing to­ward them in such a dress, the Swedes thought per­haps this was some par­ty of their own be­long­ing to the King of Swe­den; they did not has­ten their pace, but the cap­tain com­mand­ing pushed out be­yond the first three.

			“What peo­ple are you?” asked he in Swedish, look­ing at the threat­en­ing and pale face of the young man ap­proach­ing.

			Kmi­ta rode up to him so close­ly that their knees al­most touched, and with­out speak­ing a word fired from a pis­tol di­rect­ly in­to his ear.

			A shout of ter­ror was rent from the breasts of the Swedish cav­al­ry; but still loud­er thun­dered the voice of Pan An­drei, “Strike!”

			And like a rock torn from a cliff rolling down, crush­ing ev­ery­thing in its course, so did he fall on the first rank, bear­ing death and de­struc­tion. The two young Kyem­lich­es, like two bears, sprang af­ter him in­to the whirl. The clat­ter of sabres on mail and hel­mets was heard, like the sound of ham­mers, and was fol­lowed straight­way by out­cries and groans.

			It seemed at the first mo­ment to the as­ton­ished Swedes that three gi­ants had fall­en up­on them in that wild moun­tain pass. The first three pushed back con­fused in the pres­ence of the ter­ri­ble man, and when the suc­ceed­ing ones had ex­tri­cat­ed them­selves from be­hind the bend of the pass, those in the rear were thrown back and con­fused. The hors­es fell to bit­ing and kick­ing. The sol­diers in the re­mot­er ranks were not able to shoot, nor come to the as­sis­tance of those in front, who per­ished with­out aid un­der the blows of the three gi­ants. In vain did they fall, in vain did they present their weapon points; here sabres were break­ing, there men and hors­es fell. Kmi­ta urged his horse till his hoofs were hang­ing above the heads of the steeds of his op­po­nents, he was rag­ing him­self, cut­ting and thrust­ing. The blood rushed to his face, and from his eyes fire flashed. All thoughts were quenched in him save one—he might per­ish, but he must de­tain the Swedes. That thought turned in him to a species of wild ec­sta­sy; there­fore his pow­ers were tre­bled, his move­ments be­came like those of a leop­ard, mad, and swift as light­ning. With blows of his sabre, which were blows be­yond hu­man, he crushed men as a thun­der­bolt crush­es young trees; the twin Kyem­lich­es fol­lowed, and the old man, stand­ing a tri­fle in the rear, thrust his rapi­er out ev­ery mo­ment be­tween his sons, as a ser­pent thrusts out its bloody tongue.

			Mean­while around the king there rose con­fu­sion. The nun­cio, as at Jivyets, seized the reins of his horse, and on the oth­er side the bish­op of Krakow pulled back the steed with all his force; but the king spurred him till he stood on his hind legs.

			“Let me go!” cried the king. “As God lives! We shall pass through the en­e­my!”

			“My Lord, think of the coun­try!” cried the bish­op of Krakow.

			The king was un­able to tear him­self from their hands, es­pe­cial­ly since young Tyzen­hauz with all his men closed the road. Tyzen­hauz did not go to help Kmi­ta; he sac­ri­ficed him, he want­ed on­ly to save the king.

			“By the pas­sion of our Lord!” cried he, in de­spair, “those men will per­ish im­me­di­ate­ly! Gra­cious Lord, save your­self while there is time! I will hold them here yet awhile!”

			But the stub­born­ness of the king when once roused reck­oned with noth­ing and no man. Yan Kaz­imir spurred his horse still more vi­o­lent­ly, and in­stead of re­treat­ing pushed for­ward.

			But time passed, and each mo­ment might bring with it fi­nal de­struc­tion.

			“I will die on my own soil! Let me go!” cried the king.

			For­tu­nate­ly, against Kmi­ta and the Kyem­lich­es, by rea­son of the nar­row­ness of the pass, on­ly a small num­ber of men could act at once, con­se­quent­ly they were able to hold out long. But grad­u­al­ly even their pow­ers be­gan to be ex­haust­ed. A num­ber of times the rapiers of the Swedes had struck Kmi­ta’s body, and his blood be­gan to flow. His eyes were veiled as it were by a mist. The breath halt­ed in his breast. He felt the ap­proach of death; there­fore he want­ed on­ly to sell his life dear­ly. “Even one more!” re­peat­ed he to him­self, and he sent down his steel blade on the head or the shoul­der of the near­est horse­man, and again he turned to an­oth­er; but ev­i­dent­ly the Swedes felt ashamed, af­ter the first mo­ment of con­fu­sion and fear, that four men were able to de­tain them so long, and they crowd­ed for­ward with fury; soon the very weight of men and hors­es drove back the four men, and each mo­ment more swift­ly and strong­ly.

			With that Kmi­ta’s horse fell, and the tor­rent cov­ered the rid­er.

			The Kyem­lich­es strug­gled still for a time, like swim­mers who see­ing that they are drown­ing make ef­forts to keep their heads above the whirl of the sea, but soon they al­so fell. Then the Swedes moved on like a whirl­wind to­ward the par­ty of the king.

			Tyzen­hauz with his men sprang against them, and struck them in such fash­ion that the sound was heard through the moun­tains.

			But what could that hand­ful of men, led by Tyzen­hauz, do against a de­tach­ment of near­ly three hun­dred strong?

			There was no doubt that for the king and his par­ty the fa­tal hour of death or cap­tiv­i­ty must come.

			Yan Kaz­imir, pre­fer­ring ev­i­dent­ly the first to the sec­ond, freed fi­nal­ly the reins from the hands of the bish­ops, and pushed for­ward quick­ly to­ward Tyzen­hauz. In an in­stant he halt­ed as if fixed to the earth.

			Some­thing un­com­mon had hap­pened. To spec­ta­tors it seemed as though the moun­tains them­selves were com­ing to the aid of the right­ful king.

			Be­hold on a sud­den the edges of the pass quiv­ered as if the earth were mov­ing from its foun­da­tions, as if the pines on the moun­tain de­sired to take part in the bat­tle; and logs of wood, blocks of snow and ice, stones, frag­ments of cliff’s, be­gan to roll down with a ter­ri­ble crash and roar on the ranks of the Swedes crowd­ed in the pass. At the same time an un­earth­ly howl was heard on each side of the nar­row place.

			Be­low in the ranks be­gan seething which passed hu­man be­lief. It seemed to the Swedes that the moun­tains were fall­ing and cov­er­ing them. Shouts rose, the lamen­ta­tions of crushed men, de­spair­ing cries for as­sis­tance, the whin­ing of hors­es, the bite and ter­ri­ble sound of frag­ments of cliffs on ar­mor.

			At last men and hors­es formed one mass quiv­er­ing con­vul­sive­ly, crushed, groan­ing, de­spair­ing, and dread­ful. But the stones and pieces of cliff’s ground them con­tin­u­al­ly, rolling with­out mer­cy on the now form­less mass­es, the bod­ies of hors­es and men.

			“The moun­taineers! the moun­taineers!” shout­ed men in the ret­inue of the king.

			“With ax­es at the dog-broth­ers!” called voic­es from the moun­tain.

			And that very mo­ment from both rocky edges ap­peared long-haired heads, cov­ered with round fur caps, and af­ter them came out bod­ies, and sev­er­al hun­dred strange forms be­gan to let them­selves down on the slopes of the snow.

			Dark and white rags float­ing above their shoul­ders gave them the ap­pear­ance of some kind of aw­ful birds of prey. They pushed down in the twin­kle of an eye; the sound of their ax­es em­pha­sized their wild omi­nous shout­ing and the groans of the Swedes.

			The king him­self tried to re­strain the slaugh­ter; some horse­men, still liv­ing, threw them­selves on their knees, and rais­ing their de­fence­less hands, begged for their lives. Noth­ing availed, noth­ing could stay the venge­ful ax­es. A quar­ter of an hour lat­er there was not one man liv­ing among the Swedes in the pass.

			Af­ter that the bloody moun­taineers be­gan to hur­ry to­ward the es­cort of the king.

			The nun­cio looked with as­ton­ish­ment on those peo­ple, strange to him, large, stur­dy, cov­ered part­ly with sheep­skin, sprin­kled with blood, and shak­ing their still steam­ing ax­es.

			But at sight of the bish­ops they un­cov­ered their heads. Many of them fell on their knees in the snow.

			The bish­op of Krakow rais­ing his tear­ful face to­ward heav­en said, “Be­hold the as­sis­tance of God, be­hold Prov­i­dence, which watch­es over the majesty of the king.” Then turn­ing to the moun­taineers, he asked, “Men, who are you?”

			“We are of this place,” an­swered voic­es from the crowd.

			“Do you know whom you have come to as­sist? This is your king and your lord, whom you have saved.”

			At these words a shout rose in the crowd. “The king! the king! Je­sus, Mary! the king!” And the joy­ful moun­taineers be­gan to throng and crowd around Yan Kaz­imir. With weep­ing they fell to him from ev­ery side; with weep­ing, they kissed his feet, his stir­rups, even the hoofs of his horse. Such ex­cite­ment reigned, such shout­ing, such weep­ing that the bish­ops from fear for the king’s per­son were forced to re­strain the ex­ces­sive en­thu­si­asm.

			And the king was in the midst of a faith­ful peo­ple, like a shep­herd among sheep, and great tears were flow­ing down his face. Then his coun­te­nance be­came bright, as if some sud­den change had tak­en place in his soul, as if a new, great thought from heav­en by birth had flashed in­to his mind, and he in­di­cat­ed with his hand that he wished to speak; and when there was si­lence he said with a voice so loud that the whole mul­ti­tude heard him—

			“O God, Thou who hast saved me by the hands of sim­ple peo­ple, I swear by the suf­fer­ing and death of Thy Son to be a fa­ther to them from this mo­ment for­ward.”

			“Amen!” re­spond­ed the bish­ops.

			For a cer­tain time a solemn si­lence reigned, then a new burst of joy. They in­quired of the moun­taineers whence they had come in­to the pass­es, and in what way they had ap­peared to res­cue the king. It turned out that con­sid­er­able par­ties of Swedes had been wan­der­ing about Chor­shtyn, and, not cap­tur­ing the cas­tle it­self, they seemed to seek some­one and to wait. The moun­taineers too had heard of a bat­tle which those par­ties had de­liv­ered against troops among whom it was said that the king him­self was ad­vanc­ing. Then they de­ter­mined to push the Swedes in­to an am­bush, and send­ing to them de­ceit­ful guides, they lured them in­to the pass.

			“We saw,” said the moun­taineers, “how those four horse­men at­tacked those dogs; we want­ed to as­sist the four horse­men, but were afraid to fall up­on the dog-broth­ers too soon!”

			Here the king seized his head. “Moth­er of Thy on­ly Son!” cried he, “find Babinich for me! Let us give him at least a fu­ner­al! And he is the man who was con­sid­ered a traitor, the one who first shed his own blood for us.”

			“It was I who ac­cused him, Gra­cious Lord!” said Tyzen­hauz.

			“Find him, find him!” cried the king. “I will not leave here till I look up­on his face and put my bless­ing on him.”

			The sol­diers and the moun­taineers sprang to the place of the first strug­gle, and soon they re­moved from the pile of dead hors­es and men Pan An­drei. His face was pale, all be­spat­tered with blood, which was hang­ing in large stiff­ened drops on his mus­tach­es; his eyes were closed; his ar­mor was bent from the blows of swords and hors­es’ hoofs. But that ar­mor had saved him from be­ing crushed, and to the sol­dier who raised him it seemed as though he heard a low groan.

			“As God is true, he is alive!” cried he.

			“Re­move his ar­mor,” called oth­ers.

			They cut the straps quick­ly. Kmi­ta breathed more deeply.

			“He is breath­ing, he is breath­ing! He is alive!” re­peat­ed a num­ber of voic­es.

			But he lay a cer­tain time mo­tion­less; then he opened his eyes. At that time one of the sol­diers poured a lit­tle gorail­ka in­to his mouth; oth­ers raised him by the armpits.

			Now the king, to whose hear­ing the cry re­peat­ed by sev­er­al voic­es had come, rode up in haste. The sol­diers drew in­to his pres­ence Pan An­drei, who was hang­ing on them and slip­ping from their hands to the ground. Still, at sight of the king con­scious­ness re­turned to him for a mo­ment, a smile al­most child­like light­ed his face, and his pale lips whis­pered clear­ly—

			“My lord, my king, is alive—is free.” And tears shone on his eye­lash­es.

			“Babinich, Babinich! with what can I re­ward you?” cried the king.

			“I am not Babinich; I am Kmi­ta!” whis­pered the knight.

			When he had said this he hung like a corpse in the arms of the sol­diers.

		
	
		
			LII

			Since the moun­taineers gave sure in­for­ma­tion that on the road to Chor­shtyn there was noth­ing to be heard of oth­er Swedish par­ties, the ret­inue of the king turned to­ward the cas­tle, and soon found them­selves on the high­way, along which the jour­ney was eas­i­est and least tire­some. They rode on amid songs of the moun­taineers and shouts, “The king is com­ing! The king is com­ing!” and along the road new crowds of men joined them, armed with flails, scythes, forks, and guns, so that Yan Kaz­imir was soon at the head of a con­sid­er­able di­vi­sion of men, not trained, it is true, but ready at any mo­ment to go with him even to Krakow and spill their blood for their sov­er­eign. Near Chor­shtyn more than a thou­sand “house­hold­ers” and half-wild shep­herds sur­round­ed the king.

			Then no­bles from Novy Sanch and Stary Sanch be­gan to come in. They said that a Pol­ish reg­i­ment, un­der com­mand of Voynillovich, had de­feat­ed, that morn­ing, just be­fore the town of Novy Sanch, a con­sid­er­able de­tach­ment of Swedes, of which al­most all the men were ei­ther slain, or drowned in the Kamyen­na or Dunayets.

			This turned out to be re­al­ly the fact, when soon af­ter on the road ban­ners be­gan to gleam, and Voynillovich him­self came up with the reg­i­ment of the vo­evo­da of Brat­slav.

			The king greet­ed with joy a cel­e­brat­ed and to him well-known knight, and amidst the uni­ver­sal en­thu­si­asm of the peo­ple and the army, he rode on to­ward Spij. Mean­while men on horse­back rushed with all breath to fore­warn the mar­shal that the king was ap­proach­ing, and to be ready to re­ceive him.

			Joy­ous and noisy was the con­tin­u­a­tion of the jour­ney. New crowds were added con­tin­u­al­ly. The nun­cio, who had left Sile­sia filled with fear for the king’s fate and his own, and for whom the be­gin­ning of the jour­ney had in­creased this fear, was be­side him­self now with de­light, for he was cer­tain that the fu­ture would sure­ly bring vic­to­ry to the king, and be­sides to the church over heretics. The bish­ops shared his joy; the lay dig­ni­taries as­sert­ed that the whole peo­ple, from the Carpathi­ans to the Baltic, would grasp their weapons as these crowds had done. Voynillovich stat­ed that for the greater part this had tak­en place al­ready. And he told what was to be heard in the coun­try, what a ter­ror had fall­en up­on the Swedes, how they dared go no longer out­side for­ti­fi­ca­tions in small num­bers, how they were leav­ing the small­er cas­tles, which they burned, and tak­ing refuge in the strong­est.

			“The Pol­ish troops are beat­ing their breasts with one hand, and are be­gin­ning to beat the Swedes with the oth­er,” said he. “Vilchkovs­ki, who com­mands the hus­sar reg­i­ment of your Roy­al Grace, has al­ready thanked the Swedes for their ser­vice, and that in such fash­ion that he fell up­on them at Za­k­je­vo, un­der the com­mand of Colonel Al­tenberg, and slew a large num­ber—de­stroyed al­most all. I, with the as­sis­tance of God, drove them out of Novy Sanch, and God gave a not­ed vic­to­ry. I do not know whether one es­caped alive. Pan Fe­lit­syan Ko­hovs­ki with the in­fantry of Navoi helped me great­ly, and so they re­ceived pay for those dra­goons at least whom they at­tacked two or three days ago.”

			“What dra­goons?” asked the king.

			“Those whom your Roy­al Grace sent ahead from Sile­sia. The Swedes fell on these sud­den­ly, and though not able to dis­perse them, for they de­fend­ed them­selves des­per­ate­ly, they in­flict­ed con­sid­er­able loss. And we were al­most dy­ing of de­spair, for we thought that your Roy­al Grace was among those men in your own per­son, and we feared lest some evil might hap­pen to majesty. God in­spired your Roy­al Grace to send the dra­goons ahead. The Swedes heard of it at once, and oc­cu­pied the roads ev­ery­where.”

			“Do you hear, Tyzen­hauz?” asked the king. “An ex­pe­ri­enced sol­dier is talk­ing.”

			“I hear, Gra­cious Lord,” an­swered the young mag­nate.

			“And what fur­ther, what fur­ther? Tell on!” said the king, turn­ing to Voynillovich.

			“What I know I shall sure­ly not hide. Je­got­s­ki and Kule­sha are ac­tive in Great Poland; Varshyt­s­ki has driv­en Lin­dorm from the cas­tle of Pilets; Dankoff is de­fend­ing it­self; Lantsko­ron is in our hands; and in Podlyasye, Sapye­ha is gain­ing ev­ery day at Tykotsin. The Swedes are in greater straits in the cas­tle, and with them is fail­ing the prince vo­evo­da of Vil­na. As to the het­mans, they have moved al­ready from San­domir to Lyubel­sk, show­ing clear­ly that they are break­ing with the en­e­my. The vo­evo­da of Chernigov is with them, and from the re­gion about is march­ing to them ev­ery liv­ing man who can hold a sabre in his hand. They say, too, that there is some kind of fed­er­a­tion to be formed there against the Swedes, in which is the hand of Sapye­ha as well as that of Ste­fan Charnyet­s­ki.”

			“Is Charnyet­s­ki now in Lyubel­sk?”

			“He is, your Roy­al Grace. But he is here to­day and there to­mor­row. I have to join him, but where to find him I know not.”

			“There will be noise around him,” said the king; “you will not need to in­quire.”

			“So I think too,” an­swered Voynillovich.

			In such con­ver­sa­tion was the road passed. Mean­while the sky had grown per­fect­ly clear, so that the azure was unspot­ted by even a small cloud. The snow was glit­ter­ing in the sun­light. The moun­tains of Spij were ex­tend­ed glo­ri­ous­ly and joy­ous­ly be­fore the trav­ellers, and Na­ture it­self seemed to smile on the king.

			“Dear coun­try!” said Yan Kaz­imir, “God grant me strength to bring thee peace be­fore my bones rest in thy earth.”

			They rode out on a lofty em­i­nence, from which the view was open and wide, for be­yond, at the foot of it, was spread a broad plain. There they saw be­low, and at a great dis­tance as it were, the move­ment of a hu­man anthill.

			“The troops of the mar­shal!” cried Voynillovich.

			“Un­less they are Swedes,” said the king.

			“No, Gra­cious Lord! The Swedes could not march from Hun­gary, from the south. I see now the hus­sar flag.”

			In fact a for­est of spears soon pushed out in the blue dis­tance, and col­ored stream­ers were quiv­er­ing like flow­ers moved by the wind; above these flags spear-points were glit­ter­ing like lit­tle flames. The sun played on the ar­mor and hel­mets.

			The throngs of peo­ple ac­com­pa­ny­ing the king gave forth a joy­ous shout, which was heard at a dis­tance, for the mass of hors­es, rid­ers, flags, horse­tail stan­dards, and en­signs be­gan to move more quick­ly. Ev­i­dent­ly they were mov­ing with all speed, for the reg­i­ments be­came each mo­ment more def­i­nite, and in­creased in the eye with in­com­pre­hen­si­ble ra­pid­i­ty.

			“Let us stay on this height. We will await the mar­shal here,” said the king.

			The ret­inue halt­ed; the men com­ing to­ward them moved still more rapid­ly. At mo­ments they were con­cealed from the eye by turns of the road, or small hills and cliffs, scat­tered along the plain; but soon they ap­peared again, like a ser­pent with a skin of splen­did col­ors play­ing most beau­ti­ful­ly. At last they came with­in a quar­ter of a mile of the height, and slack­ened their speed. The eye could take them in per­fect­ly, and gain plea­sure from them. First ad­vanced the hus­sar squadron of the mar­shal him­self, well ar­mored, and so im­pos­ing that any king might be proud of such troops. On­ly no­bles of the moun­tains served in this squadron, cho­sen men of equal size; their ar­mor was of bright squares in­laid with bronze, gor­gets with the im­age of the Most Holy La­dy of Chen­sto­ho­va, round hel­mets with steel rims, crests on the top, and at the side wings of ea­gles and vul­tures, on their shoul­ders tiger and leop­ard skins, but on the of­fi­cers wolf skins, ac­cord­ing to cus­tom.

			A for­est of green and black stream­ers waved above them. In front rode Lieu­tenant Vic­tor; af­ter him a janis­sary band with bells, trum­pets, drums, and pipes; then a wall of the breasts of hors­es and men clothed in iron.

			The king’s heart opened at that lord­ly sight. Next to the hus­sars came a light reg­i­ment still more nu­mer­ous, with drawn sabres in their hands and bows at their shoul­ders; then three com­pa­nies of Cos­sacks, in col­ors like bloom­ing pop­pies, armed with spears and mus­kets; next two hun­dred dra­goons in red jack­ets; then es­corts be­long­ing to dif­fer­ent per­son­ages vis­it­ing at Lyubovlya, at­ten­dants dressed as if for a wed­ding, guards, haiduks, grooms, Hun­gar­i­ans, and janis­saries, at­tached to the ser­vice of great lords.

			And all that changed in col­ors like a rain­bow, and came on tu­mul­tuous­ly, nois­i­ly, amid the neigh­ing of hors­es, the clat­ter of ar­mor, the thun­der of ket­tle­drums, the roll of oth­er drums, the blare of trum­pets, and cries so loud that it seemed as though the snows would rush down from the moun­tains be­cause of them. In the rear of the troops were to be seen closed and open car­riages, in which ev­i­dent­ly were rid­ing dig­ni­taries of the church and the world.

			The troops took po­si­tion in two lines along the road, and be­tween them ap­peared, on a horse white as milk, the mar­shal of the king­dom, Pan Yerzy Lyubomirs­ki. He flew on like a whirl­wind over that road, and be­hind him raced two equer­ries, glit­ter­ing in gold. When he had rid­den to the foot of the em­i­nence, he sprang from his horse, and throw­ing the reins to one of the equer­ries, went on foot to the king stand­ing above.

			He re­moved his cap, and plac­ing it on the hilt of his sabre, ad­vanced with un­cov­ered head, lean­ing on a staff all set with pearls. He was dressed in Pol­ish fash­ion, in mil­i­tary cos­tume; on his breast was ar­mor of sil­ver plates thick­ly in­laid at the edges with pre­cious stones, and so pol­ished that he seemed to be bear­ing the sun on his bo­som; over his left shoul­der was hang­ing a cloak of Vene­tian vel­vet of dark col­or, pass­ing in­to vi­o­let pur­ple; it was fas­tened at the throat by a cord with a buck­le of di­a­monds, and the whole cloak was em­broi­dered with di­a­monds; in like man­ner a di­a­mond was trem­bling in his cap, and these stones glit­tered like many-col­ored sparks around his whole per­son, and daz­zled the eyes, such was the bright­ness which came from them.

			He was a man in the vig­or of life, of splen­did form. His head was shaven around the tem­ples; his fore­lock was rather thin, grow­ing gray, and lay on his fore­head in a shag­gy tuft; his mus­tache, as black as the wing of a crow, drooped in fine points at both sides. His lofty fore­head and Ro­man nose added to the beau­ty of his face, but the face was marred some­what by cheeks that were too plump, and small eyes en­cir­cled with red lids. Great dig­ni­ty, but al­so un­par­al­leled pride and van­i­ty were de­pict­ed on that face. You might eas­i­ly di­vine that that mag­nate wished to turn to him­self eter­nal­ly the eyes of the whole Com­mon­wealth, nay, of all Eu­rope; and such was the case in re­al­i­ty.

			Where Yerzy Lyubomirs­ki could not hold the first place, where he could on­ly share glo­ry and mer­it with oth­ers, his wound­ed pride was ready to bar the way and cor­rupt and crush ev­ery en­deav­or, even when it was a ques­tion of sav­ing the coun­try.

			He was an adroit and for­tu­nate lead­er, but even in this re­spect oth­ers sur­passed him im­mea­sur­ably; and in gen­er­al his abil­i­ties, though un­com­mon, were not equal to his am­bi­tion and de­sire of dis­tinc­tion. End­less un­rest there­fore was boil­ing in his soul, whence was born that sus­pi­cious­ness, that en­vy, which lat­er on car­ried him so far that he be­came more de­struc­tive to the Com­mon­wealth than the ter­ri­ble Yanush Radzivill. The black soul which dwelt in Prince Yanush was great al­so; it stopped be­fore no man and no thing. Yanush want­ed a crown, and he went to­ward it con­scious­ly over graves and the ru­in of his coun­try. Lyubomirs­ki would have tak­en a crown if the hands of the no­bles had placed it on his head; but hav­ing a small­er soul, he dared not de­sire the crown open­ly and ex­press­ly. Radzivill was one of those men whom fail­ure casts down to the lev­el of crim­i­nals, and suc­cess el­e­vates to the great­ness of demigods; Lyubomirs­ki was a mighty dis­turber who was al­ways ready to ru­in work for the sal­va­tion of the coun­try, in the name of his own of­fend­ed pride, and to build up noth­ing in place of it. He did not even dare to raise him­self, he did not know how. Radzivill died the more guilty, Lyubomirs­ki the more harm­ful man.

			But at that hour, when in gold, vel­vet, and pre­cious stones he stood in front of the king, his pride was suf­fi­cient­ly sat­is­fied. For he was the first mag­nate to re­ceive his own king on his own land; he first took him un­der a species of guardian­ship, he had to con­duct him to a throne which had been over­turned, and to drive out the en­e­my; from him the king and the coun­try ex­pect­ed ev­ery­thing; on him all eyes were turned. There­fore to show loy­al­ty and ser­vice co­in­cid­ed with his self-love, in fact flat­tered it, he was ready in truth for sac­ri­fices and de­vo­tion, he was ready to ex­ceed the mea­sure even with ex­pres­sions of re­spect and loy­al­ty. When there­fore he had as­cend­ed one half of that em­i­nence on which the king was stand­ing, he took his cap from the sword-hilt and be­gan, while bow­ing, to sweep the snow with its di­a­mond plume.

			The king urged his horse some­what to­ward the de­scent, then halt­ed to dis­mount, for the greet­ing. See­ing this, the mar­shal sprang for­ward to hold the stir­rup with his wor­thy hands, and at that mo­ment grasp­ing af­ter his cloak, he drew it from his shoul­ders, and fol­low­ing the ex­am­ple of a cer­tain Eng­lish courtier, threw it un­der the feet of the monarch.

			The king, touched to the heart, opened his arms to the mar­shal, and seized him like a broth­er in his em­brace. For a while nei­ther was able to speak; but at that ex­alt­ed spec­ta­cle the army, the no­bles, the peo­ple, roared in one voice, and thou­sands of caps flew in­to the air, all the guns, mus­kets, and blun­der­busses sound­ed, can­non from Lyubovlya an­swered in a dis­tant bass, till the moun­tains trem­bled; all the echoes were roused and be­gan to course around, strik­ing the dark walls of pine woods, the cliffs and rocks, and flew with the news to re­mot­er moun­tains and cliffs.

			“Lord Mar­shal,” said the king, “we will thank you for the restora­tion of the king­dom!”

			“Gra­cious Lord!” an­swered Lyubomirs­ki, “my for­tune, my life, my blood, all I have I place at the feet of your Roy­al Grace.”

			“Vi­vat! vi­vat Yoannes Casimirus Rex!” thun­dered the shouts.

			“May the king live! our fa­ther!” cried the moun­taineers.

			Mean­while the gen­tle­men who were rid­ing with the king sur­round­ed the mar­shal; but he did not leave the roy­al per­son. Af­ter the first greet­ings the king mount­ed his horse again; but the mar­shal, not wish­ing to rec­og­nize bounds to his hos­pi­tal­i­ty and hon­or to his guest, seized the bri­dle, and go­ing him­self on foot, led the king through the lines of the army amid deaf­en­ing shouts, till they came to a gild­ed car­riage drawn by eight dap­ple-gray hors­es; in this car­riage Yan Kaz­imir took his seat, to­geth­er with Vi­don, the nun­cio of the Pope.

			The bish­ops and dig­ni­taries took seats in suc­ceed­ing car­riages, then they moved on slow­ly to Lyubovlya. The mar­shal rode at the win­dow of the king’s car­riage, splen­did, self-sat­is­fied, as if he were al­ready pro­claimed fa­ther of the coun­try. At both sides went a dense army, singing songs, thun­der­ing out in the fol­low­ing words:—

			
				
					“Cut the Swedes, cut,
					

					With sharp­ened swords.
				

				
					“Beat the Swedes, beat,
					

					With strong sticks.
				

				
					“Roll the Swedes, roll,
					

					Im­pale them on stakes.
				

				
					“Tor­ment the Swedes, tor­ment,
					

					And tor­ture them as you can.
				

				
					“Pound the Swedes, pound,
					

					Pull them out of their skins.
				

				
					“Cut the Swedes, cut,
					

					Then there will be few­er.
				

				
					“Drown the Swedes, drown,
					

					If you are a good man!”
				

			

			Un­for­tu­nate­ly amidst the uni­ver­sal re­joic­ing and en­thu­si­asm no one fore­saw that lat­er the same troops of Lyubomirs­ki, af­ter they had re­belled against their le­gal lord and king, would sing the same song, putting the French in place of the Swedes.

			But now it was far from such a state. In Lyubovlya the can­non were thun­der­ing in greet­ing till the tow­ers and bat­tle­ments were cov­ered with smoke, the bells were tolling as at a fire. At the part of the court­yard in which the king de­scend­ed from the car­riage, the porch and the steps were cov­ered with scar­let cloth. In vas­es brought from Italy were burn­ing per­fumes of the East. The greater part of the trea­sures of the Lyubomirskis—cab­i­nets of gold and sil­ver, car­pets, mats, go­b­elin ta­pes­try, wo­ven won­der­ful­ly by Flem­ish hands, stat­ues, clocks, cup­boards, or­na­ment­ed with pre­cious stones, cab­i­nets in­laid with moth­er-of-pearl and am­ber brought pre­vi­ous­ly to Lyubovlya to pre­serve them from Swedish ra­pac­i­ty, were now ar­ranged and hung up in dis­play; they daz­zled the eye and changed that cas­tle in­to a kind of fairy res­i­dence. And the mar­shal had ar­ranged all this lux­u­ry, wor­thy of a Sul­tan, in this fash­ion of pur­pose to show the king that though he was re­turn­ing as an ex­ile, with­out mon­ey, with­out troops, hav­ing scarce­ly a change of cloth­ing, still he was a mighty lord, since he had ser­vants so pow­er­ful, and as faith­ful as pow­er­ful. The king un­der­stood this in­ten­tion, and his heart rose in grat­i­tude; ev­ery mo­ment there­fore he took the mar­shal by the shoul­der, pressed his head and thanked him. The nun­cio, though ac­cus­tomed to lux­u­ry, ex­pressed his as­ton­ish­ment at what he be­held, and they heard him say to Count Apo­tyn­gen that hith­er­to he had had no idea of the pow­er of the King of Poland, and now saw that the pre­vi­ous de­feats were mere­ly a tem­po­rary re­verse of for­tune, which soon must be changed.

			At the feast, which fol­lowed a rest, the king sat on an el­e­va­tion, and the mar­shal him­self served him, per­mit­ting no one to take his place. At the right of the king sat the nun­cio, at his left the prince pri­mate, Leshchyn­s­ki, far­ther on both sides dig­ni­taries, lay and cler­i­cal, such as the bish­ops of Krakow, Poz­nan, Lvoff, Lut­sk, Pre­mysl, Helm; the archdea­con of Krakow; far­ther on keep­ers of the roy­al seal and vo­evo­das, of whom eight had as­sem­bled, and castel­lans and ref­er­en­daries; of of­fi­cers, there were sit­ting at the feast Voynillovich, Vik­tor, Stabkovs­ki, and Bald­win Shurs­ki.

			In an­oth­er hall a ta­ble was set for in­fe­ri­or no­bles, and there were large bar­racks for peas­ants, for all had to be joy­ful on the day of the king’s com­ing.

			At the ta­bles there was no oth­er con­ver­sa­tion but touch­ing the roy­al re­turn, and the ter­ri­ble ad­ven­tures which had met them on the road, in which the hand of God had pre­served the king. Yan Kaz­imir him­self de­scribed the bat­tle in the pass, and praised the cav­a­lier who had held back the first Swedish on­set.

			“And how is he?” asked he of the mar­shal.

			“The physi­cian does not leave him, and guar­an­tees his life; and be­sides, maid­ens and ladies in wait­ing have tak­en him in care, and sure­ly they will not let the soul go from the body, for the body is shape­ly and young!” an­swered the mar­shal, joy­ous­ly.

			“Praise be to God!” cried the king. “I heard from his lips some­thing which I shall not re­peat to you, for it seems to me that I heard in­cor­rect­ly, or that he said it in delir­i­um; but should it come true you will be as­ton­ished.”

			“If he has said noth­ing which might make your Roy­al Grace gloomy.”

			“Noth­ing what­ev­er of that na­ture,” said the king; “it has com­fort­ed us be­yond mea­sure, for it seems that even those whom we had rea­son to hold our great­est en­e­mies are ready to spill their blood for us if need be.”

			“Gra­cious Lord!” cried the mar­shal, “the time of re­form has come; but un­der this roof your Roy­al Grace is among per­sons who have nev­er sinned even in thought against majesty.”

			“True, true!” an­swered the king, “and you, Lord Mar­shal, are in the first rank.”

			“I am a poor ser­vant of your Roy­al Grace.”

			At ta­ble the noise grew greater. Grad­u­al­ly they be­gan to speak of po­lit­i­cal com­bi­na­tions; of aid from the em­per­or, hith­er­to looked for in vain; of Tar­tar as­sis­tance, and of the com­ing war with the Swedes. Fresh re­joic­ing set in when the mar­shal stat­ed that the en­voy sent by him to the Khan had re­turned just a cou­ple of days be­fore, and re­port­ed that forty thou­sand of the horde were in readi­ness, and per­haps even a hun­dred thou­sand, as soon as the king would reach Lvoff and con­clude a treaty with the Khan. The same en­voy had re­port­ed that the Cos­sacks through fear of the Tar­tars had re­turned to obe­di­ence.

			“You have thought of ev­ery­thing,” said the king, “in such fash­ion that we could not have thought it out bet­ter our­selves.” Then he seized his glass and said: “To the health of our host and friend, the mar­shal of the king­dom!”

			“Im­pos­si­ble, Gra­cious Lord!” cried the mar­shal; “no man’s health can be drunk here be­fore the health of your Roy­al Grace.”

			All re­strained their half-raised gob­lets; but Lyubomirs­ki, filled with de­light, per­spir­ing, beck­oned to his chief but­ler.

			At this sign the ser­vants who were swarm­ing through the hall rushed to pour out Malvoisie again, tak­en with gild­ed dip­pers from kegs of pure sil­ver. Plea­sure in­creased still more, and all were wait­ing for the toast of the mar­shal.

			The chief but­ler brought now two gob­lets of Vene­tian crys­tal of such mar­vel­lous work that they might pass for the eighth won­der of the world. The crys­tal, bored and pol­ished to thin­ness dur­ing whole years, per­haps, cast re­al di­a­mond light. On the set­ting great artists of Italy had la­bored. The base of each gob­let was gold, carved in small fig­ures rep­re­sent­ing the en­trance of a con­queror to the Capi­tol. The con­queror rode in a char­i­ot of gold on a street paved with pearls. Be­hind him fol­lowed cap­tives with bound hands; with them a king, in a tur­ban formed of one emer­ald; far­ther fol­lowed le­gionar­ies with ea­gles and en­signs. More than fifty small fig­ures found room on each base—fig­ures as high as a hazel­nut, but made so mar­vel­lous­ly that the fea­tures of the faces and the feel­ings of each one could be dis­tin­guished, the pride of the vic­tors, the grief of the van­quished. The base was bound to the gob­let with gold­en fil­i­gree, fine as hair bent with won­drous art in­to grape leaves, clus­ters, and var­i­ous flow­ers. Those fil­i­gree were wound around the crys­tal, and join­ing at the top in one ring formed the edge of the gob­let, which was set with stones in sev­en col­ors.

			The head but­ler gave one such gob­let to the king and the oth­er to the mar­shal, both filled with Malvoisie. All rose from their seats; the mar­shal raised the gob­let, and cried with all the voice in his breast—

			“Vi­vat Yoannes Casimirus Rex!”

			“Vi­vat! vi­vat! vi­vat!”

			At that mo­ment the guns thun­dered again so that the walls of the cas­tle were trem­bling. The no­bles feast­ing in the sec­ond hall came with their gob­lets; the mar­shal wished to make an ora­tion, but could not, for his words were lost in the end­less shouts: “Vi­vat! vi­vat! vi­vat!”

			Such joy seized the mar­shal, such ec­sta­sy, that wild­ness was gleam­ing in his eyes, and emp­ty­ing his gob­let he shout­ed so, that he was heard even in the uni­ver­sal tu­mult—

			“Ego ul­timus (I am the last)!”

			Then he struck the price­less gob­let on his own head with such force that the crys­tal sprang in­to a hun­dred frag­ments, which fell with a rat­tle on the floor, and the head of the mag­nate was cov­ered with blood. All were as­ton­ished, and the king said—

			“Lord Mar­shal, we re­gret not the gob­let, but the head which we val­ue so great­ly.”

			“Trea­sures and jew­els are noth­ing to me,” cried the mar­shal, “when I have the hon­or of re­ceiv­ing your Roy­al Grace in my house. Vi­vat Yoannes Casimirus Rex!”

			Here the but­ler gave him an­oth­er gob­let.

			“Vi­vat! vi­vat!” shout­ed the guests with­out ceas­ing. The sound of bro­ken glass was min­gled with the shout. On­ly the bish­ops did not fol­low the ex­am­ple of the mar­shal, for their spir­i­tu­al dig­ni­ty for­bade them.

			The nun­cio, who did not know of that cus­tom of break­ing glass­es on the head, bent to the bish­op of Poz­nan, sit­ting near him, and said—

			“As God lives, as­ton­ish­ment seizes me! Your trea­sury is emp­ty, and for one such gob­let two good reg­i­ments of men might be equipped and main­tained.”

			“It is al­ways so with us,” an­swered the bish­op; “when de­sire ris­es in the heart there is no mea­sure in any­thing.”

			And in fact the de­sire grew greater each mo­ment. To­ward the end of the feast a bright light struck the win­dows of the cas­tle.

			“What is that?” asked the king.

			“Gra­cious Lord, I beg you to the spec­ta­cle,” an­swered the mar­shal. And tot­ter­ing slight­ly, he con­duct­ed the king to the win­dow. There a won­der­ful sight struck their eyes. It was as clear in the court as when there is day­light. A num­ber of tens of pitch-bar­rels cast a bright yel­low gleam on the pave­ment, cleared of snow and strewn with leaves of moun­tain-fern. Here and there were burn­ing tubs of brandy which cast blue light; salt was sprin­kled in­to some to make them burn red.

			The spec­ta­cle be­gan. First knights cut off Turk­ish heads, tilt­ed at a ring and at one an­oth­er; then the dogs of Lip­to­vo fought with a bear; lat­er, a man from the hills, a kind of moun­tain Sam­son, threw a mill­stone and caught it in the air. Mid­night put an end to these amuse­ments.

			Thus did the mar­shal de­clare him­self, though the Swedes were still in the land.

		
	
		
			LIII

			In the midst of feast­ing and the throng of new dig­ni­taries, no­bles, and knights who were com­ing con­tin­u­al­ly, the kind­ly king for­got not his faith­ful ser­vant who in the moun­tain-pass had ex­posed his breast to the Swedish sword with such dar­ing; and on the day fol­low­ing his ar­rival in Lyubovlya he vis­it­ed the wound­ed Pan An­drei. He found him con­scious and al­most joy­ful, though pale as death; by a lucky for­tune the young hero had re­ceived no griev­ous wound, on­ly blood had left him in large quan­ti­ties.

			At sight of the king, Kmi­ta even rose in the bed to a sit­ting po­si­tion, and though the king in­sist­ed that he should lie down again, he was un­will­ing to do so.

			“Gra­cious Lord,” said he, “in a cou­ple of days I shall be on horse­back, and with your gra­cious per­mis­sion will go far­ther, for I feel that noth­ing is the mat­ter with me.”

			“Still they must have cut you ter­ri­bly. It is an un­heard of thing for one to with­stand such a num­ber.”

			“That has hap­pened to me more than once, for I think that in an evil junc­ture the sabre and courage are best. Ei, Gra­cious Lord, the num­ber of cuts that have healed on my skin you could not count on an ox-hide. Such is my for­tune.”

			“Com­plain not of for­tune, for it is ev­i­dent that you go head­long to places where not on­ly blows but deaths are dis­trib­uted. But how long do you prac­tise such tac­tics? Where have you fought be­fore now?”

			A pass­ing blush cov­ered the youth­ful face of Kmi­ta.

			“Gra­cious Lord, I at­tacked Ho­v­an­s­ki when all dropped their hands, and a price was set on my head.”

			“But lis­ten,” said the king, sud­den­ly; “you told me a won­der­ful word in that pass. I thought that delir­i­um had seized you and un­set­tled your rea­son. Now you say that you at­tacked Ho­v­an­s­ki. Who are you? Are you not re­al­ly Babinich? We know who at­tacked Ho­v­an­s­ki!”

			A mo­ment of si­lence fol­lowed; at last the young knight raised his pale face, and said—

			“Not delir­i­um spoke through me, but truth; it was I who bat­tered Ho­v­an­s­ki, from which war my name was heard through­out the whole Com­mon­wealth. I am An­drei Kmi­ta, the ban­neret of Or­sha.”

			Here Kmi­ta closed his eyes and grew still paler; but when the as­ton­ished king was silent, he be­gan to speak far­ther—

			“I am, Gra­cious Lord, that out­law, con­demned by God and the judg­ments of men for killing and vi­o­lence. I served Radzivill, and to­geth­er with him I be­trayed you and the coun­try; but now, thrust with rapiers and tram­pled with hors­es’ hoofs, un­able to rise, I beat my breast, re­peat­ing, Mea cul­pa, mea cul­pa! and I im­plore your fa­ther­ly mer­cy. For­give me, for I have cursed my pre­vi­ous acts, and have long since turned from that road which lies to­ward hell.”

			Tears dropped from the eyes of the knight, and with trem­bling he be­gan to seek the hand of the king. Yan Kaz­imir, it is true, did not with­draw his hand; but he grew gloomy, and said—

			“Whoso in this land wears a crown should be un­ceas­ing­ly ready to par­don; there­fore we are will­ing to for­give your of­fence, since on Yas­na Go­ra and on the road you have served us with faith­ful­ness, ex­pos­ing your breast.”

			“Then for­give them, Gra­cious Lord! Short­en my tor­ment.”

			“But one thing we can­not for­get—that in spite of the virtue of this peo­ple you of­fered Prince Bo­guslav to raise hands on majesty, hith­er­to in­vi­o­lable, and bear us away liv­ing or dead, and de­liv­er us in­to Swedish hands.”

			Kmi­ta, though a mo­ment be­fore he had said him­self that he was un­able to rise, sprang from the bed, seized the cru­ci­fix hang­ing above him, and with the cuts on his face and fever in his flash­ing eyes, and breath­ing quick­ly, be­gan to speak thus—

			“By the sal­va­tion of my fa­ther and moth­er, by the wounds of the Cru­ci­fied, it is un­true! If I am guilty of that sin, may God pun­ish me at once with sud­den death and with eter­nal fires. If you do not be­lieve me, I will tear these ban­dages, let out the rem­nant of the blood which the Swedes did not shed. I nev­er made the of­fer. Nev­er was such a thought in my head. For the king­dom of this world, I would not have done such a deed. Amen! on this cross, amen, amen!” And he trem­bled from fever­ish ex­cite­ment.

			“Then did the prince in­vent it?” asked the as­ton­ished king. “Why? for what rea­son?”

			“He did in­vent it. It was his hellish re­venge on me for what I did to him.”

			“What did you do to him?”

			“I car­ried him off from the mid­dle of his court and of his whole army. I want­ed to cast him bound at the feet of your Roy­al Grace.”

			“It’s a won­der, it’s a won­der! I be­lieve you, but I do not un­der­stand. How was it? You were serv­ing Yanush, and car­ried off Bo­guslav, who was less guilty, and you want­ed to bring him bound to me?”

			Kmi­ta wished to an­swer; but the king saw at that mo­ment his pal­lor and suf­fer­ing, there­fore he said—

			“Rest, and lat­er tell me all from the be­gin­ning. I be­lieve you; here is our hand.”

			Kmi­ta pressed the king’s hand to his lips, and for some time was silent, for breath failed him; he mere­ly looked at the king’s face with im­mea­sur­able af­fec­tion; at last he col­lect­ed his strength, and said—

			“I will tell all from the be­gin­ning. I warred against Ho­v­an­s­ki, but I was hard with my own peo­ple. In part I was forced to wrong them, and to take what I need­ed; I did this part­ly from vi­o­lence, for the blood was storm­ing with­in me. I had com­pan­ions, good no­bles, but no bet­ter than I. Here and there a man was cut down, here and there a house was burned, here and there some­one was chased over the snow with sticks. An out­cry was raised. Where an en­e­my could not touch me, com­plaint was made be­fore a court. I lost cas­es by de­fault. Sen­tences came one af­ter an­oth­er, but I paid no heed; be­sides, the dev­il flat­tered me, and whis­pered to sur­pass Pan Lashch, who had his cloak lined with judg­ments; and still he was fa­mous, and is fa­mous till now.”

			“For he did penance, and died pi­ous­ly,” re­marked the king.

			When he had rest­ed some­what, Kmi­ta con­tin­ued: “Mean­while Colonel Bille­vich—the Bille­vich­es are a great fam­i­ly in Jmud—put off his tran­si­to­ry form, and was tak­en to a bet­ter world; but he left me a vil­lage and his grand­daugh­ter. I do not care for the vil­lage, for in con­tin­u­al at­tacks on the en­e­my I have gath­ered no lit­tle prop­er­ty, and not on­ly have made good the for­tune tak­en from me by the North­ern­ers, but have in­creased it. I have still in Chen­sto­ho­va enough to buy two such vil­lages, and I need ask no one for bread. But when my par­ty sep­a­rat­ed I went to win­ter quar­ters in the Lau­da re­gion. There the maid­en, Bille­vich’s grand­daugh­ter, came so near my heart that I for­got God’s world. The virtue and hon­esty in this la­dy were such that I grew shame­faced in pres­ence of my for­mer deeds. She too, hav­ing an in­born ha­tred of trans­gres­sion, pressed me to leave my pre­vi­ous man­ner of life, put an end to dis­tur­bances, re­pair wrongs, and live hon­est­ly.”

			“Did you fol­low her ad­vice?”

			“How could I, Gra­cious Lord! I wished to do so, it is true—God sees that I wished; but old sins fol­low a man. First, my sol­diers were at­tacked in Upi­ta, for which I burned some of the place.”

			“In God’s name! that is a crime,” said the king.

			“That is noth­ing yet. Lat­er on, the no­bles of Lau­da slaugh­tered my com­rades, wor­thy cav­a­liers though vi­o­lent. I was forced to avenge them. I fell up­on the vil­lage of the Butryms that very night, and took vengeance, with fire and sword, for the mur­der. But they de­feat­ed me, for a crowd of home­spuns live in that neigh­bor­hood. I had to hide. The maid­en would not look at me, for those home­spuns were made fa­thers and guardians to her by the will. But my heart was so drawn to her that I could not help my­self. Un­able to live with­out her, I col­lect­ed a new par­ty and seized her with armed hand.”

			“Why, the Tar­tars do not make love dif­fer­ent­ly.”

			“I own that it was a deed of vi­o­lence. But God pun­ished me through the hands of Pan Volody­ovs­ki, and he cut me so that I bare­ly es­caped with my life. It would have been a hun­dred times bet­ter for me if I had not es­caped, for I should not have joined the Radzivills to the in­jury of the king and the coun­try. But how could it be oth­er­wise? A new suit was be­gun against me for a cap­i­tal of­fence; it was a ques­tion of life. I knew not what to do, when sud­den­ly the vo­evo­da of Vil­na came to me with as­sis­tance.”

			“Did he pro­tect you?”

			“He sent me a com­mis­sion through this same Pan Volody­ovs­ki, and there­by I went un­der the ju­ris­dic­tion of the het­man, and was not afraid of the courts. I clung to Radzivill as to a plank of sal­va­tion. Soon I put on foot a squadron of men known as the great­est fight­ers in all Lithua­nia. There were none bet­ter in the army. I led them to Kyedani. Radzivill re­ceived me as a son, re­ferred to our kin­ship through the Kishkis, and promised to pro­tect me. He had his ob­ject. He need­ed dar­ing men ready for all things, and I, sim­ple­ton, crawled as it were in­to birdlime. Be­fore his plans had come to the sur­face, he com­mand­ed me to swear on a cru­ci­fix that I would not aban­don him in any straits. Think­ing it a ques­tion of war with the Swedes or the North­ern­ers, I took the oath will­ing­ly. Then came that ter­ri­ble feast at which the Kyedani treaty was read. The trea­son was pub­lished. Oth­er colonels threw their ba­tons at the feet of the het­man, but the oath held me as a chain holds a dog, and I could not leave him.”

			“But did not all those who de­sert­ed us lat­er swear loy­al­ty?” asked the king, sad­ly.

			“I, too, though I did not throw down my ba­ton, had no wish to steep my hands in trea­son. What I suf­fered, Gra­cious Lord, God alone knows. I was writhing from pain, as if men were burn­ing me alive with fire; and my maid­en, though even af­ter the seizure the agree­ment be­tween us re­mained still un­bro­ken, now pro­claimed me a traitor, and de­spised me as a vile rep­tile. But I had tak­en oath not to aban­don Radzivill. She, though a wom­an, would shame a man with her wit, and lets no one sur­pass her in loy­al­ty to your Roy­al Grace.”

			“God bless her!” said the king. “I re­spect her for that.”

			“She thought to re­form me in­to a par­ti­san of the king and the coun­try; and when that came to naught, she grew so stead­fast against me that her ha­tred be­came as great as her love had been once. At that junc­ture Radzivill called me be­fore him, and be­gan to con­vince me. He ex­plained, as two and two form four, that in this way alone could he save the fall­ing coun­try. I can­not, in­deed, re­peat his ar­gu­ments, they were so great, and promised such hap­pi­ness to the land. He would have con­vinced a man a hun­dred times wis­er, much less me, a sim­ple sol­dier, he such a states­man! Then, I say, your Roy­al Grace, that I held to him with both hands and my heart, for I thought that all oth­ers were blind; on­ly he saw the truth, all oth­ers were sin­ning, on­ly he was the just man. And I would have sprung in­to fire for him, as now I would for your Roy­al Grace, for I know not how to serve or to love with half a heart.”

			“I see that, this is true!” said Yan Kaz­imir.

			“I ren­dered him sig­nal ser­vice,” con­tin­ued Kmi­ta, gloomi­ly, “and I can say that had it not been for me his trea­son could not have yield­ed any poi­sonous fruits, for his own troops would have cut him to pieces with sabres. They were all ready for that. The dra­goons, the Hun­gar­i­an in­fantry and the light squadrons were al­ready slay­ing his Scots, when I sprang in with my men and rubbed them out in one twin­kle. But there were oth­er squadrons at var­i­ous quar­ters; these I dis­persed. Pan Volody­ovs­ki alone, who had come out from prison, led his Lau­da men to Podlyasye by a won­der and by su­per­hu­man re­solve, so as to join with Sapye­ha. Those who es­caped me as­sem­bled in Podlyasye in con­sid­er­able num­bers, but be­fore they could do that many good sol­diers per­ished through me. God alone can count them. I ac­knowl­edge the truth as if at con­fes­sion. Pan Volody­ovs­ki, on his way to Podlyasye, seized me, and did not wish to let me live; but I es­caped be­cause of let­ters which they found on my per­son, and from which it tran­spired that when Volody­ovs­ki was in prison and Radzivill was go­ing to shoot him, I in­ter­ced­ed per­sis­tent­ly and saved him. He let me go free then; I re­turned to Radzivill and served longer. But the ser­vice was bit­ter for me, the soul be­gan to re­volt with­in me at cer­tain deeds of the prince, for there is not in him ei­ther faith, hon­esty, or con­science, and from his own words it comes out that he works as much for him­self as for the King of Swe­den. I be­gan then to spring at his eyes. He grew en­raged at my bold­ness, and at last sent me off with let­ters.”

			“It is won­der­ful what im­por­tant things you tell,” said the king. “At least we know from an eye­wit­ness who pars magna fuit (took a great part) in af­fairs, how things hap­pened there.”

			“It is true that pars magna fui (I took a great part),” an­swered Kmi­ta. “I set out with the let­ters will­ing­ly, for I could not re­main in that place. In Pil­vish­ki I met Prince Bo­guslav. May God give him in­to my hands, to which end I shall use all my pow­er, so that my vengeance may not miss him for that slan­der. Not on­ly did I not prom­ise him any­thing, Gra­cious Lord, not on­ly is that a shame­less lie, but it was just there in Pil­vish­ki that I be­came con­vert­ed when I saw all the naked de­ceit of those heretics.”

			“Tell quick­ly how it was, for we were told that Bo­guslav aid­ed his cousin on­ly through con­straint.”

			“He? He is worse than Prince Yanush, and in his head was the trea­son first hatched. Did he not tempt the het­man first, point­ing out a crown to him? God will de­cide at the judg­ment. Yanush at least sim­u­lat­ed and shield­ed him­self with bono pub­li­co (pub­lic good); but Bo­guslav, tak­ing me for an arch scoundrel, re­vealed his whole soul to me. It is a ter­ror to re­peat what he said. ‘The dev­ils,’ said he, ‘must take your Com­mon­wealth, it is a piece of red cloth, and we not on­ly will not raise a hand to save it, but will pull be­sides, so that the largest piece may come to us. Lithua­nia,’ said he, ‘must re­main to us, and af­ter Yanush I will put on the cap of Grand Prince, and mar­ry his daugh­ter.’ ”

			The king cov­ered his eyes with his hands. “O pas­sion of our Lord!” said he. “The Radzivills, Radzey­ovs­ki, Opalin­s­ki—how could that which hap­pened not hap­pen!—they must have crowns, even through rend­ing what the Lord had unit­ed.”

			“I grew numb, Gra­cious Lord, I had wa­ter poured on my head so as not to go mad. The soul changed in me in one mo­ment, as if a thun­der­bolt had shak­en it. I was ter­ri­fied at my own work. I knew not what to do, whether to thrust a knife in­to Bo­guslav or in­to my­self. I bel­lowed like a wild beast, they had driv­en me in­to such a trap. I want­ed ser­vice no longer with the Radzivills, but vengeance. God gave me a sud­den thought: I went with a few men to the quar­ters of Prince Bo­guslav, I brought him out be­yond the town, I car­ried him off and want­ed to bring him to the con­fed­er­ates so as to buy my­self in­to their com­pa­ny and in­to the ser­vice of your Roy­al Grace at the price of his head.”

			“I for­give you all!” cried the king, “for they led you astray; but you have re­paid them! Kmi­ta alone could have done that, no man be­sides. I over­look all and for­give you from my heart! But tell me quick­ly, for cu­rios­i­ty is burn­ing me, did he es­cape?”

			“At the first sta­tion he snatched the pis­tol from my belt and shot me in the mouth—here is the scar. He killed my men and es­caped. He is a fa­mous knight, it would be hard to de­ny that; but we shall meet again, though that were to be my last hour.”

			Here Kmi­ta be­gan to tear at the blan­ket with which he was cov­ered, but the king in­ter­rupt­ed him quick­ly—

			“And through re­venge he in­vent­ed that let­ter against you?”

			“And through re­venge he sent that let­ter. I re­cov­ered from the wound, in the for­est, but my soul was suf­fer­ing more and more. To Volody­ovs­ki, to the con­fed­er­ates I could not go, for the Lau­da men would have cut me to pieces with their sabres. Still, know­ing that the het­man was about to march against them, I fore­warned them to col­lect in a body. And that was my first good deed, for with­out that Radzivill would have crushed them out, squadron af­ter squadron; but now they have over­come him and, as I hear, are be­sieg­ing him. May God aid them and send pun­ish­ment to Radzivill, amen!”

			“That may have hap­pened al­ready; and if not it will hap­pen sure­ly,” said the king. “What did you do fur­ther?”

			“I made up my mind that, not be­ing able to serve with the con­fed­er­ate troops of your Roy­al Grace, I would go to your per­son and there atone for my for­mer of­fences with loy­al­ty. But how was I to go? Who would re­ceive Kmi­ta, who would be­lieve him, who would not pro­claim him a traitor? There­fore I as­sumed the name Babinich, and pass­ing through the whole Com­mon­wealth, I reached Chen­sto­ho­va. Whether I have ren­dered any ser­vices there, let Fa­ther Ko­rdet­s­ki give wit­ness. Day and night I was think­ing on­ly how to re­pair the in­juries to the coun­try, how to spill my blood for it, how to re­store my­self to re­pute and to hon­esty. The rest, Gra­cious Lord, you know al­ready, for you have seen it. And if a fa­ther­ly kind heart in­cline you, if this new ser­vice has out­weighed my old sins, or even equalled them, then re­ceive me to your fa­vor and your heart, for all have de­sert­ed me, no one com­forts me save you. You alone see my sor­row and tears—I am an out­cast, a traitor, an oath-break­er, and still I love this coun­try and your Roy­al Grace. God sees that I wish to serve both.”

			Here hot tears dropped from the eyes of the young man till he was car­ried away with weep­ing; but the king, like a lov­ing fa­ther, seiz­ing him by the head be­gan to kiss his fore­head and com­fort him.

			“Yen­drek! you are as dear to me as if you were my own son. What have I said to you? That you sinned through blind­ness; and how many sin from cal­cu­la­tion? From my heart I for­give you all, for you have wiped away your faults. More than one would be glad to boast of such ser­vices as yours. I for­give you and the coun­try for­gives; and be­sides, we are in­debt­ed to you. Put an end to your griev­ing.”

			“God give your Roy­al Grace ev­ery­thing good for this sym­pa­thy,” said the knight, with tears. “But as it is I must do penance yet in the world for that oath to Radzivill; for though I knew not to what I was swear­ing, still an oath is an oath.”

			“God will not con­demn you for that,” said the king. “He would have to send half this Com­mon­wealth to hell; name­ly, all those who broke faith with us.”

			“I think my­self, Gra­cious King, that I shall not go to hell, for Ko­rdet­s­ki as­sured me of that, though he was not cer­tain that pur­ga­to­ry would miss me. It is a hard thing to roast for a hun­dred of years. But it is well even to go there! A man can en­dure much when the hope of sal­va­tion is light­ing him; and be­sides prayers can help some­what and short­en the tor­ment.”

			“Do not grieve,” said Yan Kaz­imir, “I will pre­vail on the nun­cio him­self to say Mass for your in­ten­tion. With such as­sis­tance you will not suf­fer great harm. Trust in the mer­cy of God.”

			Kmi­ta smiled through his tears. “Be­sides,” said he, “God give me to re­turn to strength, then I will shell the soul out of more than one Swede, and through that there will be not on­ly mer­it in heav­en, but it will re­pair my earth­ly re­pute.”

			“Be of good cheer and do not be trou­bled about earth­ly glo­ry. I guar­an­tee that what be­longs to you will not miss you. More peace­ful times will come; I my­self will de­clare your ser­vices, which are not small, and sure­ly they will be greater; and at the Di­et, with God’s help, I will have this ques­tion raised, and you will be re­stored soon to hon­or.”

			“Let that, Gra­cious Lord, give some com­fort; but be­fore then the courts will at­tack me, from which even the in­flu­ence of your Roy­al Grace can­not shield me. But nev­er mind! I will not yield while there is breath in my nos­trils, and a sabre in my hand. I am anx­ious con­cern­ing the maid­en. Olen­ka is her name, Gra­cious Lord; I have not seen her this long time, and I have suf­fered, oh, I have suf­fered a world with­out her and be­cause of her; and though at times I might wish to drive her out of my heart and wres­tle with love as with a bear, it’s of no use, for such a fel­low as he will not let a man go.”

			Yan Kaz­imir smiled good-na­tured­ly and kind­ly: “How can I help you here, my poor man?”

			“Who can help me if not your grace? That maid­en is an in­vet­er­ate roy­al­ist, and she will nev­er for­give me my deeds at Kyedani, un­less your Roy­al Grace will make in­ter­ces­sion, and give wit­ness how I changed and re­turned to the ser­vice of the king and my coun­try, not from con­straint, not for prof­it, but through my own will and re­pen­tance.”

			“If that is the ques­tion I will make the in­ter­ces­sion; and if she is such a roy­al­ist as you say, the in­ter­ces­sion should be ef­fec­tu­al—if the girl is on­ly free, and if some mishap has not met her such as are fre­quent in wartime.”

			“May an­gels pro­tect her!”

			“She de­serves it. So that the courts may not trou­ble you, act thus wise: Levies will be made now in haste. Since, as you say, out­lawry weighs on you, I can­not give you a com­mis­sion as Kmi­ta, but I will give you one as Babinich; you will make a levy which will be for the good of the coun­try, for you are clear­ly a met­tle­some sol­dier with ex­pe­ri­ence. You will take the field un­der Ste­fan Charnyet­s­ki; un­der him death is eas­i­est, but the chances of glo­ry are eas­i­est. And if need comes you will at­tack the Swedes of your­self as you did Ho­v­an­s­ki. Your con­ver­sion and good deeds com­menced with the day when you called your­self Babinich; call your­self Babinich still fur­ther, and the courts will leave you at rest. When you will be as bright as the sun, when the re­port of your ser­vices will be heard through the Com­mon­wealth, let men dis­cov­er who this great cav­a­lier is. This and that kind of man will be ashamed to sum­mon such a knight to a court. At that time some will have died, you will sat­is­fy oth­ers. Not a few de­ci­sions will be lost, and I prom­ise to ex­alt your ser­vices to the skies, and will present them to the Di­et for re­ward, for in my eyes they de­serve it.”

			“Gra­cious Lord! how have I earned such fa­vors?”

			“Bet­ter than many who think they have a right to them. Well, well! be not grieved, dear roy­al­ist, for I trust that the roy­al­ist maid­en will not be lost to you, and God grant you to as­sem­ble for me more roy­al­ists soon.”

			Kmi­ta, though sick, sprang quick­ly from the bed and fell his whole length at the feet of the king.

			“In God’s name! what are you do­ing?” cried the king. “The blood will leave you! Yen­drek! Hith­er, some­one!”

			In came the mar­shal him­self, who had long been look­ing for the king through the cas­tle.

			“Holy Yerzy! my pa­tron, what do I see?” cried he, when he saw the king rais­ing Kmi­ta with his own hands.

			“This is Babinich, my most beloved sol­dier and most faith­ful ser­vant, who saved my life yes­ter­day,” said the king. “Help, Lord Mar­shal, to raise him to the couch.”

		
	
		
			LIV

			From Lyubovlya the king ad­vanced to Duk­la, Kros­no, Lantsut, and Lvoff, hav­ing at his side the mar­shal of the king­dom, many dig­ni­taries and sen­a­tors, with the court squadrons and es­corts. And as a great riv­er flow­ing through a coun­try gath­ers to it­self all the small­er wa­ters, so did new le­gions gath­er to the ret­inue of the king. Lords and armed no­bles thronged for­ward, and sol­diers, now singly, now in groups, and crowds of armed peas­ants burn­ing with spe­cial ha­tred against the Swedes.

			The move­ment was be­com­ing uni­ver­sal, and the mil­i­tary or­der of things had be­gun to lead to it. Threat­en­ing man­i­festoes had ap­peared dat­ed from Sanch: one by Con­stan­tine Lyubomirs­ki, the mar­shal of the Cir­cle of Knights; the oth­er by Yan Vyelopol­s­ki, the castel­lan of Voinik, both call­ing on the no­bles in the prov­ince of Krakow to join the gen­er­al mili­tia; those fail­ing to ap­pear were threat­ened with the pun­ish­ments of pub­lic law. The man­i­festo of the king com­plet­ed these, and brought the most sloth­ful to their feet.

			But there was no need of threats, for an im­mense en­thu­si­asm had seized all ranks. Old men and chil­dren mount­ed their hors­es. Wom­en gave up their jew­els, their dress­es; some rushed off to the con­flict them­selves.

			In the forges gyp­sies were pound­ing whole nights and days with their ham­mers, turn­ing the in­no­cent tools of the plough­man in­to weapons. Vil­lages and towns were emp­ty, for the men had marched to the field. From the heav­en-touch­ing moun­tains night and day crowds of wild peo­ple were pour­ing down. The forces of the king in­creased with each mo­ment. The cler­gy came forth with cross­es and ban­ners to meet the king; Jew­ish so­ci­eties came with their rab­bis; his ad­vance was like a mighty tri­umph. From ev­ery side flew in the best tid­ings, as if borne by the wind.

			Not on­ly in that part of the coun­try which the in­va­sion of the en­e­my had not in­clud­ed did peo­ple rush to arms. Ev­ery­where in the re­motest lands and prov­inces, in towns, vil­lages, set­tle­ments, and un­ap­proach­able wilder­ness­es, the aw­ful war of re­venge and re­tal­i­a­tion raised its flam­ing head. The low­er the peo­ple had fall­en be­fore, the high­er they raised their heads now; they had been re­born, changed in spir­it, and in their ex­al­ta­tion did not even hes­i­tate to tear open their own half-healed wounds, to free their blood of poi­soned juices.

			They had be­gun al­ready to speak, and with in­creas­ing loud­ness, of the pow­er­ful union of the no­bles and the army, at the head of which were to be the old grand het­man Revera Po­tot­s­ki and the full het­man Lantsko­ron­s­ki, Ste­fan Charnyet­s­ki and Sapye­ha, Michael Radzivill, a pow­er­ful mag­nate anx­ious to re­move the ill-fame which Yanush had brought on the house, and Pan Kryshtof Tyshkye­vich, with many oth­er sen­a­tors, pro­vin­cial and mil­i­tary of­fi­cials and no­bles.

			Let­ters were fly­ing ev­ery day be­tween these men and the mar­shal of the king­dom, who did not wish that so not­ed a union should be formed with­out him. Tid­ings more and more cer­tain ar­rived, till at last it was an­nounced with au­thor­i­ty that the het­mans and with them the army had aban­doned the Swedes, and formed for the de­fence of the king and the coun­try the con­fed­er­a­tion of Tyshovt­si.

			The king knew of this first, for he and the queen, though far apart, had la­bored no lit­tle through let­ters and mes­sen­gers at the for­ma­tion of it; still, not be­ing able to take per­son­al part in the af­fair, he wait­ed for the tenor of it with im­pa­tience. But be­fore he came to Lvoff, Pan Slu­jevs­ki with Pan Do­ma­shevs­ki, judge of Lukoff, came to him bring­ing as­sur­ances of ser­vice and loy­al­ty from the con­fed­er­ates and the act of union for con­fir­ma­tion.

			The king then read that act at a gen­er­al coun­cil of bish­ops and sen­a­tors. The hearts of all were filled with de­light, their spir­its rose in thank­ful­ness to God; for that mem­o­rable con­fed­er­a­cy an­nounced not mere­ly that the peo­ple had come to their sens­es, but that they had changed; that peo­ple of whom not long be­fore the for­eign in­vad­er might say that they had no loy­al­ty, no love of coun­try, no con­science, no or­der, no en­durance, nor any of those virtues through which na­tions and States do en­dure.

			The tes­ti­mo­ny of all these virtues lay now be­fore the king in the act of a con­fed­er­a­tion and its man­i­festo. In it was summed up the per­fidy of Karl Gus­tav, his vi­o­la­tion of oaths and prom­ises, the cru­el­ty of his gen­er­als and his sol­diers, such as are not prac­tised by even the wildest of peo­ple, des­e­cra­tion of church­es, op­pres­sion, ra­pac­i­ty, rob­bery, shed­ding of in­no­cent blood, and they de­clared against the Scan­di­na­vian in­va­sion a war of life or death. A man­i­festo ter­ri­ble as the trum­pet of the archangel, sum­moned not on­ly knights but all ranks and all peo­ple in the Com­mon­wealth. Even in­fames (the in­fa­mous), ban­ni­ti (out­laws), and pro­scrip­ti (the pro­scribed) should go to this war, said the man­i­festo. The knights were to mount their hors­es and ex­pose their own breasts, and the land was to fur­nish in­fantry—wealthy hold­ers more, the poor­er less, ac­cord­ing to their wealth and means.

			“Since in this state good and evil be­long equal­ly to all, it is prop­er that all should share dan­ger. Whoso calls him­self a no­ble, with hind or with­out it, and if one no­ble has a num­ber of sons, they should all go to the war against the en­e­mies of the Com­mon­wealth. Since we all, whether of high­er or low­er birth, be­ing no­bles, are el­i­gi­ble to all the pre­rog­a­tives of of­fice, dig­ni­ty, and prof­it in the coun­try, so we are equal in this, that we should go in like man­ner with our own per­sons to the de­fence of these lib­er­ties and ben­e­fits.”

			Thus did that man­i­festo ex­plain the equal­i­ty of no­bles. The king, the bish­ops, and the sen­a­tors, who for a long time had car­ried in their hearts the thought of re­form­ing the Com­mon­wealth, con­vinced them­selves with joy­ful won­der that the peo­ple had be­come ripe for that re­form, that they were ready to en­ter up­on now paths, rub the rust and mould from them­selves, and be­gin a new, glo­ri­ous life.

			“With this,” ex­plained the man­i­festo, “we open to each de­serv­ing man of ple­beian con­di­tion a place, we in­di­cate and of­fer by this our con­fed­er­a­tion an op­por­tu­ni­ty to reach and ac­quire the hon­ors, pre­rog­a­tives, and ben­e­fits which the no­ble es­tate en­joys—”

			When this in­tro­duc­tion was read at the roy­al coun­cil, a deep si­lence fol­lowed. Those who with the king de­sired most earnest­ly that ac­cess to rights of no­bil­i­ty should be open to peo­ple of low­er sta­tion thought that they would have to over­come, en­dure, and break no small op­po­si­tion; that whole years would pass be­fore it would be safe to give ut­ter­ance to any­thing sim­i­lar; mean­while that same no­bil­i­ty which hith­er­to had been so jeal­ous of its pre­rog­a­tives, so stub­born in ap­pear­ance, opened wide the gate to the gray crowds of peas­ants.

			The pri­mate rose, en­cir­cled as it were by the spir­it of prophe­cy, and said—

			“Since you have in­sert­ed that punc­tum (para­graph), pos­ter­i­ty will glo­ri­fy this con­fed­er­a­tion from age to age, and when any­one shall wish to con­sid­er these times as times of the fall of an­cient Pol­ish virtue, in con­tra­dict­ing him men will point to you.”

			Fa­ther Gem­bit­s­ki was ill; there­fore he could not speak, but with hand trem­bling from emo­tion he blessed the act and the en­voys.

			“I see the en­e­my al­ready de­part­ing in shame from this land!” said the king.

			“God grant it most quick­ly!” cried both en­voys.

			“Gen­tle­men, you will go with us to Lvoff,” said the king, “where we will con­firm this con­fed­er­a­tion at once, and be­sides shall con­clude an­oth­er which the pow­ers of hell it­self will not over­come.”

			The en­voys and sen­a­tors looked at one an­oth­er as if ask­ing what pow­er was in ques­tion; the king was silent, but his coun­te­nance grew brighter and brighter; he took the act again in his hand and read it a sec­ond time, smiled, and asked—

			“Were there many op­po­nents?”

			“Gra­cious Lord,” an­swered Pan Do­ma­shevs­ki, “this con­fed­er­a­cy arose with una­nim­i­ty through the ef­forts of the het­mans, of Sapye­ha, of Pan Charnyet­s­ki; and among no­bles not a voice was raised in op­po­si­tion, so an­gry are they all at the Swedes, and so have they flamed up with love for the coun­try and your majesty.”

			“We de­cid­ed, more­over, in ad­vance,” added Pan Slu­jevs­ki, “that this was not to be a di­et, but that plu­ral­i­tas (plu­ral­i­ty) alone was to de­cide; there­fore no man’s ve­to could in­jure the cause; we should have cut an op­po­nent to pieces with our sabres. All said too that it was nec­es­sary to fin­ish with the liberum ve­to, since it is free­dom for one, but slav­ery for many.”

			“Gold­en words of yours!” said the pri­mate. “On­ly let a re­form of the Com­mon­wealth come, and no en­e­my will fright­en us.”

			“But where is the vo­evo­da of Vi­tyeb­sk?” asked the king.

			“He went in the night, af­ter the sign­ing of the man­i­festo, to his own troops at Tykotsin, in which he holds the vo­evo­da of Vil­na, the traitor, be­sieged. Be­fore this time he must have tak­en him, liv­ing or dead.”

			“Was he so sure of cap­tur­ing him?”

			“He was as sure as that night fol­lows day. All, even his most faith­ful ser­vants, have de­sert­ed the traitor. On­ly a hand­ful of Swedes are de­fend­ing them­selves there, and re­in­force­ments can­not come from any side. Pan Sapye­ha said in Tyshovt­si, ‘I want­ed to wait one day, for I should have fin­ished with Radzivill be­fore evening! but this is more im­por­tant than Radzivill, for they can take him with­out me; one squadron is enough.’ ”

			“Praise be to God!” said the king. “But where is Charnyet­s­ki?”

			“So many of the best cav­a­liers have hur­ried to him that in one day he was at the head of an ex­cel­lent squadron. He moved at once on the Swedes, and where he is at this mo­ment we know not.”

			“But the het­mans?”

			“They are wait­ing anx­ious­ly for the com­mands of your Roy­al Grace. They are both lay­ing plans for the com­ing war, and are in com­mu­ni­ca­tion with Pan Yan Zamoys­ki in Zamost; mean­while reg­i­ments are rolling to them ev­ery day with the snow.”

			“Have all left the Swedes then?”

			“Yes, Gra­cious King. There were deputies al­so to the het­mans from the troops of Konyet­spol­s­ki, who is with the per­son of Karl Gus­tav. And they too would be glad to re­turn to their law­ful ser­vice, though Karl does not spare on them prom­ises or flat­tery. They said too that though they could not re­cedere (with­draw) at once, they would do so as soon as a con­ve­nient time came, for they have grown tired of his feasts and his flat­tery, his eye-wink­ing and clap­ping of hands. They can bare­ly hold out.”

			“Ev­ery­where peo­ple are com­ing to their sens­es, ev­ery­where good news,” said the king. “Praise to the Most Holy La­dy! This is the hap­pi­est day of my life, and a sec­ond such will come on­ly when the last sol­dier of the en­e­my leaves the bound­ary of the Com­mon­wealth.”

			At this Pan Do­ma­shevs­ki struck his sword. “May God not grant that to hap­pen!” said he.

			“How is that?” asked the king, with as­ton­ish­ment.

			“That the last wide-breech­es should leave the bound­aries of the Com­mon­wealth on his own feet? Im­pos­si­ble, Gra­cious Lord! What have we sabres at our sides for?”

			“Oh!” said the king, made glad, “that is brav­ery.”

			But Pan Slu­jevs­ki, not wish­ing to re­main be­hind Do­ma­shevs­ki, said: “As true as life we will not agree to that, and first I will place a ve­to on it. We shall not be con­tent with their re­treat; we will fol­low them!”

			The pri­mate shook his head, and smiled kind­ly. “Oh, the no­bles are on horse­back, and they will ride on and on! But not too fast, not too fast! The en­e­my are still with­in the bound­aries.”

			“Their time is short!” cried both con­fed­er­ates.

			“The spir­it has changed, and for­tune will change,” said Fa­ther Gem­bit­s­ki, in a weak voice.

			“Wine!” cried the king. “Let me drink to the change, with the con­fed­er­ates.”

			They brought wine; but with the ser­vants who brought the wine en­tered an old at­ten­dant of the king, who said—

			“Gra­cious Lord, Pan Krysh­to­pors­ki has come from Chen­sto­ho­va, and wish­es to do homage to your Roy­al Grace.”

			“Bring him here quick­ly!” cried the king.

			In a mo­ment a tall, thin no­ble en­tered, with a frown­ing look. He bowed be­fore the king to his feet, then rather haugh­ti­ly to the dig­ni­taries, and said—

			“May the Lord Je­sus Christ be praised!”

			“For the ages of ages!” an­swered the king. “What is to be heard from the monastery?”

			“Ter­ri­ble frost, Gra­cious Lord, so that the eye­lids are frozen to the eye­balls.”

			“But for God’s sake! tell us of the Swedes and not of the frost!” cried the king.

			“But what can I say of them, Gra­cious Lord, when there are none at Chen­sto­ho­va?” asked he, hu­mor­ous­ly.

			“Those tid­ings have come to us,” replied the king, “but on­ly from the talk of peo­ple, and you have come from the clois­ter it­self. Are you an eye­wit­ness?”

			“I am, Gra­cious Lord, a part­ner in the de­fence and an eye­wit­ness of the mir­a­cles of the Most Holy La­dy.”

			“That was not the end of Her grace,” said the king, rais­ing his eyes to heav­en, “but let us earn them fur­ther.”

			“I have seen much in my life,” con­tin­ued the no­ble; “but such ev­i­dent mir­a­cles I have not seen, touch­ing which the pri­or Ko­rdet­s­ki writes in de­tail in this let­ter.”

			Yan Kaz­imir seized hasti­ly the let­ter hand­ed him by the no­ble, and be­gan to read. At times he in­ter­rupt­ed the read­ing to pray, then again turned to the let­ter. His face changed with joy­ful feel­ings; at last he raised his eyes to the no­ble.

			“Fa­ther Ko­rdet­s­ki writes me,” said he, “that you have lost a great cav­a­lier, a cer­tain Babinich, who blew up the Swedish siege gun with pow­der?”

			“He sac­ri­ficed him­self for all. But some say he is alive, and God knows what they have said; not be­ing cer­tain, we have not ceased to mourn him, for with­out his gal­lant deed it would have been hard for us to de­fend our­selves.”

			“If that is true, then cease to mourn him. Pan Babinich is alive, and here with us. He was the first to in­form us that the Swedes, not be­ing able to do any­thing against the pow­er of God, were think­ing of re­treat. And lat­er he ren­dered such fa­mous ser­vice that we know not our­selves how to pay him.”

			“Oh, that will com­fort the pri­or!” cried the no­ble, with glad­ness; “but if Pan Babinich is alive, it is on­ly be­cause he has the spe­cial fa­vor of the Most Holy La­dy. How that will com­fort Fa­ther Ko­rdet­s­ki! A fa­ther could not love a son as he loved him. And your Roy­al Grace will per­mit me to greet Pan Babinich, for there is not a sec­ond man of such dar­ing in the Com­mon­wealth.”

			But the king be­gan again to read, and af­ter a while cried—

			“What do I hear? Af­ter re­treat­ing they tried once again to steal on the clois­ter?”

			“When Miller went away, he did not show him­self again; but Count Vey­hard ap­peared un­ex­pect­ed­ly at the walls, trust­ing, it seems, to find the gates open. He did, but the peas­ants fell on him with such rage that he re­treat­ed shame­ful­ly. While the world is a world, sim­ple peas­ants have nev­er fought so in the open field against cav­al­ry. Then Pan Py­otr Charnyet­s­ki and Pan Kule­sha came up and cut him to pieces.”

			The king turned to the sen­a­tors.

			“See how poor plough­men stand up in de­fence of this coun­try and the holy faith.”

			“That they stand up, Gra­cious King, is true,” cried the no­ble. “Whole vil­lages near Chen­sto­ho­va are emp­ty, for the peas­ants are in the field with their scythes. There is a fierce war ev­ery­where; the Swedes are forced to keep to­geth­er in num­bers, and if the peas­ants catch one of them they treat him so that it would be bet­ter for him to go straight to hell. Who is not tak­ing up arms now in the Com­mon­wealth? It was not for the dog-broth­ers to at­tack Chen­sto­ho­va. From that hour they could not re­main in this coun­try.”

			“From this hour no man will suf­fer op­pres­sion in this land who re­sists now with his blood,” said the king, with solem­ni­ty; “so help me God and the holy cross!”

			“Amen!” added the pri­mate.

			Now the no­ble struck his fore­head with his hand. “The frost has dis­turbed my mind, Gra­cious Lord, for I for­got to tell one thing, that such a son, the vo­evo­da of Poz­nan, is dead. He died, they say, sud­den­ly.”

			Here the no­ble was some­what ashamed, see­ing that he had called a great sen­a­tor “that such a son” in pres­ence of the king and dig­ni­taries; there­fore he added, con­fused—

			“I did not wish to be­lit­tle an hon­or­able sta­tion, but a traitor.”

			But no one had no­ticed that clear­ly, for all looked at the king, who said—

			“We have long pre­des­tined Pan Yan Leshchyn­s­ki to be vo­evo­da of Poz­nan, even dur­ing the life of Pan Opalin­s­ki. Let him fill that of­fice more worthi­ly. The judg­ment of God, I see, has be­gun up­on those who brought this coun­try to its de­cline, for at this mo­ment, per­haps, the vo­evo­da of Vil­na is giv­ing an ac­count of his deeds be­fore the Supreme Judge.” Here he turned to the bish­ops and sen­a­tors—

			“But it is time for us to think of a gen­er­al war, and I wish to have the opin­ion of all of you, gen­tle­men, on this ques­tion.”

		
	
		
			LV

			At the mo­ment when the king was say­ing that the vo­evo­da of Vil­na was stand­ing, per­haps, be­fore the judg­ment of God, he spoke as it were with a prophet­ic spir­it, for at that hour the af­fair of Tykotsin was de­cid­ed.

			On De­cem­ber 25 Sapye­ha was so sure of cap­tur­ing Tykotsin that he went him­self to Tyshovt­si, leav­ing the fur­ther con­duct of the siege to Pan Os­ky­erko. He gave com­mand to wait for the fi­nal storm till his re­turn, which was to fol­low quick­ly; as­sem­bling, there­fore, his more prom­i­nent of­fi­cers, he said—

			“Re­ports have come to me that among the of­fi­cers there is a plan to bear apart on sabres the vo­evo­da of Vil­na im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter cap­tur­ing the cas­tle. Now if the cas­tle, as may hap­pen, should sur­ren­der dur­ing my ab­sence, I in­form you, gen­tle­men, that I pro­hib­it most strict­ly an at­tack on Radzivill’s life. I re­ceive let­ters, it is true, from per­sons of whom you gen­tle­men do not even dream, not to let him live when I take him. But I do not choose to obey these com­mands; and this I do not from any com­pas­sion, for the traitor is not wor­thy of that, but be­cause I have no right over his life, and I pre­fer to bring him be­fore the Di­et, so that pos­ter­i­ty may have in this case an ex­am­ple that no great­ness of fam­i­ly, no of­fice can cov­er such of­fence, nor pro­tect him from pub­lic pun­ish­ment.”

			In this sense spoke the vo­evo­da of Vi­tyeb­sk, but more minute­ly, for his hon­esty was equalled by this weak­ness: he es­teemed him­self an or­a­tor, and loved on ev­ery oc­ca­sion to speak co­pi­ous­ly, and lis­tened with de­light to his own words, adding to them the most beau­ti­ful sen­tences from the an­cients.

			“Then I must steep my right hand well in wa­ter,” an­swered Za­glo­ba, “for it itch­es ter­ri­bly. But I on­ly say this, that if Radzivill had me in his hands, sure­ly he would not spare my head till sun­set. He knows well who in great part made his troops leave him; he knows well who em­broiled him with the Swedes. But even if he does, I know not why I should be more in­dul­gent to Radzivill than Radzivill to me.”

			“Be­cause the com­mand is not in your hands and you must obey,” said Sapye­ha, with dig­ni­ty.

			“That I must obey is true, but it is well at times al­so to obey Za­glo­ba. I say this bold­ly, be­cause if Radzivill had lis­tened to me when I urged him to de­fend the coun­try, he would not be in Tykotsin to­day, but in the field at the head of all the troops of Lithua­nia.”

			“Does it seem to you that the ba­ton is in bad hands?”

			“It would not be­come me to say that, for I placed it in those hands. Our gra­cious lord, Yan Kaz­imir, has on­ly to con­firm my choice, noth­ing more.”

			The vo­evo­da smiled at this, for he loved Za­glo­ba and his jokes.

			“Lord broth­er,” said he, “you crushed Radzivill, you made me het­man, and all this is your mer­it. Per­mit me now to go in peace to Tyshovt­si, so that Sapye­ha too may serve the coun­try in some­thing.”

			Za­glo­ba put his hands on his hips, thought awhile as if he were con­sid­er­ing whether he ought to per­mit or not; at last his eye gleamed, he nod­ded, and said with im­por­tance—

			“Go, your grace, in peace.”

			“God re­ward you for the per­mis­sion!” an­swered the vo­evo­da, with a laugh.

			Oth­er of­fi­cers sec­ond­ed the vo­evo­da’s laugh. He was pre­par­ing to start, for the car­riage was un­der the win­dow; he took farewell of all, there­fore, giv­ing each in­struc­tions what to do dur­ing his ab­sence; then ap­proach­ing Volody­ovs­ki, he said—

			“If the cas­tle sur­ren­ders you will an­swer to me for the life of the vo­evo­da.”

			“Ac­cord­ing to or­der! a hair will not fall from his head,” said the lit­tle knight.

			“Pan Michael,” said Za­glo­ba to him, af­ter the de­par­ture of the vo­evo­da, “I am cu­ri­ous to know what per­sons are urg­ing our Sapyo32 not to let Radzivill live when he cap­tures him.”

			“How should I know?” an­swered the lit­tle knight.

			“If you say that what an­oth­er mouth does not whis­per to your ear your own will not sug­gest, you tell the truth! But they must be some con­sid­er­able per­sons, since they are able to com­mand the vo­evo­da.”

			“Maybe it is the king him­self.”

			“The king? If a dog bit the king he would for­give him that minute, and give him cheese in ad­di­tion. Such is his heart.”

			“I will not dis­pute about that; but still, do they not say that he is great­ly in­censed at Radzivill?”

			“First, any man will suc­ceed in be­ing an­gry—for ex­am­ple, my anger at Radzivill; sec­ond­ly, how could he be in­censed at Radzey­ovs­ki when he took his sons in guardian­ship, be­cause the fa­ther was not bet­ter? That is a gold­en heart, and I think it is the queen who is mak­ing re­quests against the life of Radzivill. She is a wor­thy la­dy, not a word against that, but she has a wom­an’s mind; and know that if a wom­an is en­raged at you, even should you hide in a crack of the floor, she will pick you out with a pin.”

			Volody­ovs­ki sighed at this, and said—

			“Why should any wom­an be an­gry with me, since I have nev­er made trou­ble for one in my life?”

			“Ah, but you would have been glad to do so. There­fore, though you serve in the cav­al­ry, you rush on so wild­ly against the walls of Tykotsin with in­fantry, for you think not on­ly is Radzivill there, but Pan­na Bille­vich. I know you, you rogue! Is it not true? You have not driv­en her out of your head yet.”

			“There was a time when I had put her thor­ough­ly out of my head; and Kmi­ta him­self, if now here, would be forced to con­fess that my ac­tion was knight­ly, not wish­ing to act against peo­ple in love. I chose to for­get my re­buff, but I will not hide this: if Pan­na Bille­vich is now in Tykotsin, and if God per­mits me a sec­ond time to save her from trou­ble, I shall see in that the ex­pressed will of Prov­i­dence. I need take no thought of Kmi­ta, I owe him noth­ing; and the hope is alive in me that if he left her of his own will she must have for­got­ten him, and such a thing will not hap­pen now as hap­pened to me the first time.”

			Con­vers­ing in this way, they reached their quar­ters, where they found Pan Yan and Pan Stanislav, Roh Ko­val­s­ki and the lord ten­ant of Van­sosh, Jendzian.

			The cause of Sapye­ha’s trip to Tyshovt­si was no se­cret, hence all the knights were pleased that so hon­or­able a con­fed­er­a­cy would rise in de­fence of the faith and the coun­try.

			“An­oth­er wind is blow­ing now in the whole Com­mon­wealth,” said Pan Stanislav, “and, thanks be to God, in the eyes of the Swedes.”

			“It be­gan from Chen­sto­ho­va,” an­swered Pan Yan. “There was news yes­ter­day that the clois­ter holds out yet, and re­puls­es more and more pow­er­ful as­saults. Per­mit not, Most Holy Moth­er, the en­e­my to put Thy dwelling-place to shame.”

			Here Jendzian sighed and said: “Be­sides the holy im­ages how much pre­cious trea­sure would go in­to en­e­mies’ hands; when a man thinks of that, food re­fus­es to pass his throat!”

			“The troops are just tear­ing away to the as­sault; we can hard­ly hold them back,” said Pan Michael. “Yes­ter­day Stankye­vich’s squadron moved with­out or­ders and with­out lad­ders, for they said, ‘When we fin­ish this traitor, we will go to re­lieve Chen­sto­ho­va;’ and when any man men­tions Chen­sto­ho­va all grit their teeth and shake their sabres.”

			“Why have we so many squadrons here when one half would be enough for Tykotsin?” asked Za­glo­ba. “It is the stub­born­ness of Sapye­ha, noth­ing more. He does not wish to obey me; he wants to show that with­out my coun­sel he can do some­thing. As you see your­selves, how are so many men to in­vest one pal­try cas­tle? They mere­ly hin­der one an­oth­er, for there is not room for them all.”

			“Mil­i­tary ex­pe­ri­ence speaks through you—it is im­pos­si­ble!” an­swered Pan Stanislav.

			“Well, I have a head on my shoul­ders.”

			“Un­cle has a head on his shoul­ders!” cried Pan Roh, sud­den­ly; and straight­en­ing his mus­tach­es, he be­gan to look around on all present as if seek­ing some­one to con­tra­dict him.

			“But the vo­evo­da too has a head,” an­swered Pan Yan; “and if so many squadrons are here, there is dan­ger that Prince Bo­guslav might come to the re­lief of his cousin.”

			“Then send a cou­ple of light squadrons to rav­age Elec­toral Prus­sia,” said Za­glo­ba; “and sum­mon vol­un­teers there from among com­mon peo­ple. I my­self would be the first man to go to try Prus­sian beer.”

			“Beer is not good in win­ter, un­less warmed,” re­marked Pan Michael.

			“Then give us wine, or gorail­ka, or mead,” said Za­glo­ba.

			Oth­ers al­so ex­hib­it­ed a will­ing­ness to drink; there­fore the lord ten­ant of Van­sosh oc­cu­pied him­self with that busi­ness, and soon a num­ber of de­canters were on the ta­ble. Hearts were glad at this sight, and the knights be­gan to drink to one an­oth­er, rais­ing their gob­lets each time for a new health.

			“De­struc­tion to the Swedes, may they not skin our bread very long!” said Za­glo­ba. “Let them de­vour their pine cones in Swe­den.”

			“To the health of his Roy­al Grace and the Queen!” said Pan Yan.

			“And to loy­al men!” said Volody­ovs­ki.

			“Then to our own healths!”

			“To the health of Un­cle!” thun­dered Ko­val­s­ki.

			“God re­ward! In­to your hands! and emp­ty though your lips to the bot­tom. Za­glo­ba is not yet en­tire­ly old! Wor­thy gen­tle­men! may we smoke this bad­ger out of his hole with all haste, and move then to Chen­sto­ho­va.”

			“To Chen­sto­ho­va!” shout­ed Ko­val­s­ki. “To the res­cue of the Most Holy La­dy.”

			“To Chen­sto­ho­va!” cried all.

			“To de­fend the trea­sures of Yas­na Go­ra from the Pa­gans!” added Jendzian.

			“Who pre­tend that they be­lieve in the Lord Je­sus, wish­ing to hide their wicked­ness; but in fact they on­ly howl at the moon like dogs, and in this is all their re­li­gion.”

			“And such as these raise their hands against the splen­dors of Yas­na Go­ra!”

			“You have touched the spot in speak­ing of their faith,” said Volody­ovs­ki to Za­glo­ba, “for I my­self have heard how they howl at the moon. They said af­ter­ward that they were singing Luther­an psalms; but it is cer­tain that the dogs sing such psalms.”

			“How is that?” asked Ko­val­s­ki. “Are there such peo­ple among them?”

			“There is no oth­er kind,” an­swered Za­glo­ba, with deep con­vic­tion.

			“And is their king no bet­ter?”

			“Their king is the worst of all. He be­gan this war of pur­pose to blas­pheme the true faith in the church­es.”

			Here Ko­val­s­ki, who had drunk much, rose and said: “If that is true, then as sure as you are look­ing at me, and as I am Ko­val­s­ki, I’ll spring straight at the Swedish king in the first bat­tle, and though he stood in the dens­est throng, that is noth­ing! My death or his! I’ll reach him with my lance—hold me a fool, gen­tle­men, if I do not!”

			When he had said this he clinched his fist and was go­ing to thun­der on the ta­ble. He would have smashed the glass­es and de­canters, and bro­ken the ta­ble; but Za­glo­ba caught him hasti­ly by the arm and said—

			“Sit down, Roh, and give us peace. We will not think you a fool if you do not do this, but know that we will not stop think­ing you a fool un­til you have done it. I do not un­der­stand, though, how you can raise a lance on the King of Swe­den, when you are not in the hus­sars.”

			“I will join the es­cort and be en­rolled in the squadron of Prince Pol­u­bin­s­ki; and my fa­ther will help me.”

			“Fa­ther Roh?”

			“Of course.”

			“Let him help you, but break not these glass­es, or I’ll be the first man to break your head. Of what was I speak­ing, gen­tle­men? Ah! of Chen­sto­ho­va. Luc­tus (grief) will de­vour me, if we do not come in time to save the holy place. Luc­tus will de­vour me, I tell you all! And all through that traitor Radzivill and the philo­soph­i­cal rea­son­ing of Sapye­ha.”

			“Say noth­ing against the vo­evo­da. He is an hon­or­able man,” said the lit­tle knight.

			“Why cov­er Radzivill with two halves when one is suf­fi­cient? Near­ly ten thou­sand men are around this lit­tle booth of a cas­tle, the best cav­al­ry and in­fantry. Soon they will lick the soot out of all the chim­neys in this re­gion, for what was on the hearths they have eat­en al­ready.”

			“It is not for us to ar­gue over the rea­sons of su­pe­ri­ors, but to obey!”

			“It is not for you to ar­gue, Pan Michael, but for me; half of the troops who aban­doned Radzivill chose me as lead­er, and I would have driv­en Karl Gus­tav be­yond the tenth bound­ary ere now, but for that luck­less mod­esty which com­mand­ed me to place the ba­ton in the hands of Sapye­ha. Let him put an end to his de­lay, lest I take back what I gave.”

			“You are on­ly so dar­ing af­ter drink,” said Volody­ovs­ki.

			“Do you say that? Well, you will see! This very day I will go among the squadrons and call out, ‘Gra­cious gen­tle­men, whoso choos­es come with me to Chen­sto­ho­va; it is not for you to wear out your el­bows and knifes against the mor­tar of Tykotsin! I beg you to come with me! Whoso made me com­man­der, whoso gave me pow­er, whoso had con­fi­dence that I would do what was use­ful for the coun­try and the faith, let him stand at my side. It is a beau­ti­ful thing to pun­ish traitors, but a hun­dred times more beau­ti­ful to save the Holy La­dy, our Moth­er and the Pa­troness of this king­dom from op­pres­sion and the yoke of the heretic.’ ”

			Here Za­glo­ba, from whose fore­lock the steam had for some time been ris­ing, start­ed up from his place, sprang to a bench, and be­gan to shout as if he were be­fore an as­sem­bly—

			“Wor­thy gen­tle­men! whoso is a Catholic, whoso a Pole, whoso has pity on the Most Holy La­dy, let him fol­low me! To the re­lief of Chen­sto­ho­va!”

			“I go!” shout­ed Roh Ko­val­s­ki.

			Za­glo­ba looked for a while on those present, and see­ing as­ton­ish­ment and silent faces, he came down from the bench and said—

			“I’ll teach Sapye­ha rea­son! I am a ras­cal if by to­mor­row I do not take half the army from Tykotsin and lead it to Chen­sto­ho­va.”

			“For God’s sake, re­strain your­self, fa­ther!” said Pan Yan.

			“I’m a ras­cal, I tell you!” re­peat­ed Za­glo­ba.

			They were fright­ened lest he should car­ry out his threat, for he was able to do so. In many squadrons there was mur­mur­ing at the de­lay in Tykotsin; men re­al­ly gnashed their teeth think­ing of Chen­sto­ho­va. It was enough to cast a spark on that pow­der; and what if a man so stub­born, of such im­mense knight­ly im­por­tance as Za­glo­ba, should cast it? To be­gin with, the greater part of Sapye­ha’s army was com­posed of new re­cruits, and there­fore of men un­used to dis­ci­pline, and ready for ac­tion on their own ac­count, and they would have gone as one man with­out doubt af­ter Za­glo­ba to Chen­sto­ho­va.

			There­fore both Skshetuskis were fright­ened at this un­der­tak­ing, and Volody­ovs­ki cried—

			“Bare­ly has a small army been formed by the great­est la­bor of the vo­evo­da, bare­ly is there a lit­tle pow­er for the de­fence of the Com­mon­wealth, and you wish with dis­or­der to break up the squadrons, bring them to dis­obe­di­ence. Radzivill would pay much for such coun­sel, for it is wa­ter to his mill. Is it not a shame for you to speak of such a deed?”

			“I’m a scoundrel if I don’t do it!” said Za­glo­ba.

			“Un­cle will do it!” said Ko­val­s­ki.

			“Si­lence, you horse-skull!” roared out Pan Michael.

			Pan Roh stared, shut his mouth, and straight­ened him­self at once.

			Then Volody­ovs­ki turned to Za­glo­ba: “And I am a scoundrel if one man of my squadron goes with you; you wish to ru­in the army, and I tell you that I will fall first up­on your vol­un­teers.”

			“O Pa­gan, faith­less Turk!” said Za­glo­ba. “How is that? you would at­tack knights of the Most Holy La­dy? Are you ready? Well, I know you! Do you think, gen­tle­men, that it is a ques­tion with him of an army or dis­ci­pline? No! he sniffs Pan­na Bille­vich be­hind the walls of Tykotsin. For a pri­vate ques­tion, for your own wish­es you would not hes­i­tate to desert the best cause. You would be glad to flut­ter around a maid­en, to stand on one foot, then the oth­er, and dis­play your­self. But noth­ing will come of this! My head for it, that bet­ter than you are run­ning af­ter her, even that same Kmi­ta, for even he is no worse than you.”

			Volody­ovs­ki looked at those present, tak­ing them to wit­ness what in­jus­tice was done him; then he frowned. They thought he would burst out in anger, but be­cause he had been drink­ing, he fell all at once in­to ten­der­ness.

			“This is my re­ward,” said he. “From the years of a stripling I have served the coun­try; I have not put the sabre out of my hand! I have nei­ther cot­tage, wife, nor chil­dren; my head is as lone as a lance-point. The most hon­or­able think of them­selves, but I have no re­wards save wounds in the flesh; nay, I am ac­cused of self­ish­ness, al­most held a traitor.”

			Tears be­gan to drop on his yel­low mus­tach­es. Za­glo­ba soft­ened in a mo­ment, and throw­ing open his arms, cried—

			“Pan Michael, I have done you cru­el in­jus­tice! I should be giv­en to the hang­man for hav­ing be­lit­tled such a tried friend!”

			Then fall­ing in­to mu­tu­al em­braces, they be­gan to kiss each oth­er; they drank more to good un­der­stand­ing, and when sor­row had gone con­sid­er­ably out of his heart, Volody­ovs­ki said—

			“But you will not ru­in the army, bring dis­obe­di­ence, and give an evil ex­am­ple?”

			“I will not, Pan Michael, I will not for your sake.”

			“God grant us to take Tykotsin; whose af­fair is it what I seek be­hind the walls of the fortress? Why should any man jeer at me?”

			Struck by that ques­tion, Za­glo­ba be­gan to put the ends of his mus­tach­es in his mouth and gnaw them; at last he said: “Pan Michael, I love you as the ap­ple of my eye, but drive that Pan­na Bille­vich out of your head.”

			“Why?” asked Pan Michael, with as­ton­ish­ment.

			“She is beau­ti­ful, as­sen­tior (I agree),” an­swered Za­glo­ba, “but she is dis­tin­guished in per­son, and there is no pro­por­tion what­ev­er be­tween you. You might sit on her shoul­der, like a ca­nary-bird, and peck sug­ar out of her mouth. She might car­ry you like a fal­con on her glove, and let you off against ev­ery en­e­my, for though you are lit­tle you are ven­omous like a hor­net.”

			“Well, have you be­gun?” asked Volody­ovs­ki.

			“If I have be­gun, then let me fin­ish. There is one wom­an as if cre­at­ed for you, and she is pre­cise­ly that ker­nel—What is her name? That one whom Pod­bip­i­en­ta was to mar­ry?”

			“Anu­sia Bor­zobo­gati!” cried Pan Yan. “She is in­deed an old love of Michael’s.”

			“A reg­u­lar grain of buck­wheat, but a pret­ty lit­tle rogue; just like a doll,” said Za­glo­ba, smack­ing his lips.

			Volody­ovs­ki be­gan to sigh, and to re­peat time af­ter time what he al­ways re­peat­ed when men­tion was made of Anu­sia: “What is hap­pen­ing to the poor girl? Oh, if she could on­ly be found!”

			“You would not let her out of your hands, for, God bless me, I have not seen in my life any man so giv­en to fall­ing in love. You ought to have been born a roost­er, scratch the sweep­ings in a house-yard, and cry, Co, co, co, at the top­knots.”

			“Anu­sia! Anu­sia!” re­peat­ed Pan Michael. “If God would send her to me—But per­haps she is not in the world, or per­haps she is mar­ried—”

			“How could she be? She was a green turnip when I saw her, and af­ter­ward, even if she ripened, she may still be in the maid­en state. Af­ter such a man as Pod­bip­i­en­ta she could not take any com­mon fel­low. Be­sides, in these times of war few are think­ing of mar­riage.”

			“You did not know her well,” an­swered Pan Michael. “She was won­der­ful­ly hon­est; but she had such a na­ture that she let no man pass with­out pierc­ing his heart. The Lord God cre­at­ed her thus. She did not miss even men of low­er sta­tion; for ex­am­ple, Princess Grisel­da’s physi­cian, that Ital­ian, who was des­per­ate­ly in love with her. Maybe she has mar­ried him and he has tak­en her be­yond the sea.”

			“Don’t talk such non­sense, Michael!” cried Za­glo­ba, with in­dig­na­tion. “A doc­tor, a doc­tor—that the daugh­ter of a no­ble of hon­or­able blood should mar­ry a man of such low es­tate! I have al­ready said that that is im­pos­si­ble.”

			“I was an­gry with her my­self, for I thought, ‘This is with­out lim­it; soon she will be turn­ing the heads of at­tor­neys.’ ”

			“I proph­esy that you will see her yet,” said Za­glo­ba.

			Fur­ther con­ver­sa­tion was in­ter­rupt­ed by the en­trance of Pan Tokarze­vich, who had served for­mer­ly with Radzivill, but af­ter the trea­son of the het­man, left him, in com­pa­ny with oth­ers, and was now stan­dard-bear­er in Os­ky­erko’s reg­i­ment.

			“Colonel,” said he to Volody­ovs­ki, “we are to ex­plode a petard.”

			“Is Pan Os­ky­erko ready?”

			“He was ready at mid­day, and he is not will­ing to wait, for the night prom­ises to be dark.”

			“That is well; we will go to see. I will or­der the men to be ready with mus­kets, so that the be­sieged may not make a sor­tie. Will Pan Os­ky­erko him­self ex­plode the petard?”

			“He will—in his own per­son. A crowd of vol­un­teers go with him.”

			“And I will go!” said Volody­ovs­ki.

			“And we!” cried Pan Yan and Pan Stanislav.

			“Oh, ’tis a pity that old eyes can­not see in the dark,” said Za­glo­ba, “for of a sure­ty I should not let you go alone. But what is to be done? When dusk comes I can­not draw my sword. In the day­time, in the day­time, in the sun­light, then the old man likes to move to the field. Give me the strong­est of the Swedes, if at mid­day.”

			“But I will go,” said, af­ter some thought, the ten­ant of Van­sosh. “When they blow up the gate the troops will spring to the storm in a crowd, and in the cas­tle there may be great wealth in plate and in jew­els.”

			All went out, for it was now grow­ing dark; in the quar­ters Za­glo­ba alone re­mained. He lis­tened for a while to the snow squeak­ing un­der the steps of the de­part­ing men, then be­gan to raise one af­ter an­oth­er the de­canters, and look through them at the light burn­ing in the chim­ney to see if there was some­thing yet in any of them.

			The oth­ers marched to­ward the cas­tle in dark­ness and wind, which rose from the north and blew with in­creas­ing force, howl­ing, storm­ing, bring­ing with it clouds of snow bro­ken fine.

			“A good night to ex­plode a petard!” said Volody­ovs­ki.

			“But al­so for a sor­tie,” an­swered Pan Yan. “We must keep a watch­ful eye and ready mus­kets.”

			“God grant,” said Pan Tokarze­vich, “that at Chen­sto­ho­va there is a still greater storm. It is al­ways warmer for our men be­hind the walls. But may the Swedes freeze there on guard, may they freeze!”

			“A ter­ri­ble night!” said Pan Stanislav; “do you hear, gen­tle­men, how it howls, as if Tar­tars were rush­ing through the air to at­tack?”

			“Or as if dev­ils were singing a re­quiem for Radzivill!” said Volody­ovs­ki.

		
	
		
			LVI

			But a few days sub­se­quent the great traitor in the cas­tle was look­ing at the dark­ness com­ing down on the snowy shrouds and lis­ten­ing to the howl­ing of the wind.

			The lamp of his life was burn­ing out slow­ly. At noon of that day he was still walk­ing around and look­ing through the bat­tle­ments, at the tents and the wood­en huts of Sapye­ha’s troops; but two hours lat­er he grew so ill that they had to car­ry him to his cham­bers.

			From those times at Kyedani in which he had striv­en for a crown, he had changed be­yond recog­ni­tion. The hair on his head had grown white, around his eyes red rings had formed, his face was swollen and flab­by, there­fore it seemed still more enor­mous, but it was the face of a half corpse, marked with blue spots and ter­ri­ble through its ex­pres­sion of hellish suf­fer­ing.

			And still, though his life could be mea­sured by hours, he had lived too long, for not on­ly had he out­lived faith in him­self and his for­tu­nate star, faith in his own hopes and plans, but his fall was so deep that when he looked at the bot­tom of that precipice to which he was rolling, he would not be­lieve him­self. Ev­ery­thing had de­ceived him: events, cal­cu­la­tions, al­lies. He, for whom it was not enough to be the might­i­est lord in Poland, a prince of the Ro­man Em­pire, grand het­man, and vo­evo­da of Vil­na; he, for whom all Lithua­nia was less than what he de­sired and was lust­ing af­ter, was con­fined in one nar­row, small cas­tle in which ei­ther Death or Cap­tiv­i­ty was wait­ing for him. And he watched the door ev­ery day to see which of these two ter­ri­ble god­dess­es would en­ter first to take his soul or his more than half-ru­ined body.

			Of his lands, of his es­tates and starosta­ships, it was pos­si­ble not long be­fore to mark out a vas­sal king­dom; now he is not mas­ter even of the walls of Tykotsin.

			Bare­ly a few months be­fore he was treat­ing with neigh­bor­ing kings; to­day one Swedish cap­tain obeys his com­mands with im­pa­tience and con­tempt, and dares to bend him to his will.

			When his troops left him, when from a lord and a mag­nate who made the whole coun­try trem­ble, he be­came a pow­er­less pau­per who need­ed res­cue and as­sis­tance him­self, Karl Gus­tav de­spised him. He would have raised to the skies a mighty al­ly, but he turned with haugh­ti­ness from the sup­pli­cant.

			Like Kost­ka Napy­er­s­ki, the foot­pad, be­sieged on a time in Chor­shtyn, is he, Radzivill, be­sieged now in Tykotsin. And who is be­sieg­ing him? Sapye­ha, his great­est per­son­al en­e­my. When they cap­ture him they will drag him to jus­tice in worse fash­ion than a rob­ber, as a traitor.

			His kins­men have de­sert­ed him, his friends, his con­nec­tions. Armies have plun­dered his prop­er­ty, his trea­sures and rich­es are blown in­to mist, and that lord, that prince, who once up­on a time as­ton­ished the court of France and daz­zled it with his lux­u­ry, he who at feasts re­ceived thou­sands of no­bles, who main­tained tens of thou­sands of his own troops, whom he fed and sup­port­ed, had not now where­with to nour­ish his own fail­ing strength; and ter­ri­ble to re­late, he, Radzivill, in the last mo­ments of his life, al­most at the hour of his death, was hun­gry!

			In the cas­tle there had long been a lack of pro­vi­sions; from the scant re­main­ing sup­plies the Swedish com­man­der dealt stingy ra­tions, and the prince would not beg of him.

			If on­ly the fever which was de­vour­ing his strength had de­prived him of con­scious­ness; but it had not. His breast rose with in­creas­ing heav­i­ness, his breath turned in­to a rat­tle, his swollen feet and hands were freez­ing, but his mind, omit­ting mo­ments of delir­i­um, omit­ting the ter­ri­ble vi­sions and night­mares which passed be­fore his eyes, re­mained for the greater part of the time clear. And that prince saw his whole fall, all his want, all his mis­ery and hu­mil­i­a­tion; that for­mer war­rior-vic­tor saw all his de­feat, and his suf­fer­ings were so im­mense that they could be equalled on­ly by his sins.

			Be­sides, as the Fu­ries tor­ment­ed Orestes, so was he tor­ment­ed by re­proach­es of con­science, and in no part of the world was there a sanc­tu­ary to which he could flee from them. They tor­ment­ed him in the day, they tor­ment­ed him at night, in the field, un­der the roof; pride could not with­stand them nor re­pulse them. The deep­er his fall, the more fierce­ly they lashed him. And there were mo­ments in which he tore his own breast. When en­e­mies came against his coun­try from ev­ery side, when for­eign na­tions grieved over its hap­less con­di­tion, its suf­fer­ings and blood­shed, he, the grand het­man, in­stead of mov­ing to the field, in­stead of sac­ri­fic­ing the last drop of his blood, in­stead of as­ton­ish­ing the world like Leonidas or Themis­to­cles, in­stead of pawn­ing his last coat like Sapye­ha, made a treaty with en­e­mies against the moth­er, raised a sac­ri­le­gious hand against his own king, and im­brued it in blood near and dear to him. He had done all this, and now he is at the lim­it not on­ly of in­famy, but of life, close to his reck­on­ing, there be­yond. What is await­ing him?

			The hair rose on his head when he thought of that. For he had raised his hand against his coun­try, he had ap­peared to him­self great in re­la­tion to that coun­try, and now all had changed. Now he had be­come small, and the Com­mon­wealth, ris­ing from dust and blood, ap­peared to him some­thing great and con­tin­u­al­ly greater, in­vest­ed with a mys­te­ri­ous ter­ror, full of a sa­cred majesty, aw­ful. And she grew, in­creased con­tin­u­al­ly in his eyes, and be­came more and more gi­gan­tic. In pres­ence of her he felt him­self dust as prince and as het­man, as Radzivill. He could not un­der­stand what that was. Some un­known waves were ris­ing around him, flow­ing to­ward him, with roar­ing, with thun­der, flow­ing ev­er near­er, ris­ing more ter­ri­bly, and he un­der­stood that he must be drowned in that im­men­si­ty, hun­dreds such as he would be drowned. But why had he not seen this aw­ful­ness and this mys­te­ri­ous pow­er at first; why had he, mad man, rushed against it? When these ideas roared in his head, fear seized him in pres­ence of that moth­er, in pres­ence of that Com­mon­wealth; for he did not rec­og­nize her fea­tures, which for­mer­ly were so kind and so mild.

			The spir­it was break­ing with­in him, and ter­ror dwelt in his breast. At mo­ments he thought that an­oth­er coun­try al­to­geth­er, an­oth­er peo­ple, were around him. Through the be­sieged walls came news of ev­ery­thing that men were do­ing in the in­vad­ed Com­mon­wealth, and mar­vel­lous and as­ton­ish­ing things were they do­ing. A war of life or death against the Swedes and traitors had be­gun, all the more ter­ri­ble in that it had not been fore­seen by any man. The Com­mon­wealth had be­gun to pun­ish. There was some­thing in this of the anger of God for the in­sult to majesty.

			When through the walls of Tykotsin came news of the siege of Chen­sto­ho­va, Radzivill, a Calvin­ist, was fright­ened; and fright did not leave his soul from that day, for then he per­ceived for the first time those mys­te­ri­ous waves which, af­ter they had risen, were to swal­low the Swedes and him; then the in­va­sion of the Swedes seemed not an in­va­sion, but a sac­ri­lege, and the pun­ish­ment of it in­evitable. Then for the first time the veil dropped from his eyes, and he saw the changed face of the Com­mon­wealth, no longer a moth­er, but a pun­ish­ing queen.

			All who had re­mained true to her and served with heart and soul, rose and grew greater and greater; whoso sinned against her went down. “And there­fore it is not free to any­one to think,” said the prince to him­self, “of his own el­e­va­tion, or that of his fam­i­ly, but he must sac­ri­fice life, strength, and love to her.”

			But for him it was now too late; he had noth­ing to sac­ri­fice; he had no fu­ture be­fore him save that be­yond the grave, at sight of which he shud­dered.

			From the time of be­sieg­ing Chen­sto­ho­va, when one ter­ri­ble cry was torn from the breast of an im­mense coun­try, when as if by a mir­a­cle there was found in it a cer­tain won­der­ful, hith­er­to un­known and not un­der­stood pow­er, when you would have said that a mys­te­ri­ous hand from be­yond this world rose in its de­fence, a new doubt gnawed in­to the soul of the prince, and he could not free him­self from the ter­ri­ble thought that God stood with that cause and that faith.

			And when such thoughts roared in his head he doubt­ed his own faith, and then his de­spair passed even the mea­sure of his sins. Tem­po­ral fall, spir­i­tu­al fall, dark­ness, noth­ing­ness—be­hold to what he had come, what he had gained by serv­ing self.

			And still at the be­gin­ning of the ex­pe­di­tion from Kyedani against Podlyasye he was full of hope. It is true that Sapye­ha, a lead­er in­fe­ri­or to him be­yond com­par­i­son, had de­feat­ed him in the field, and the rest of the squadrons left him, but he strength­ened him­self with the thought that any day Bo­guslav might come with as­sis­tance. That young ea­gle of the Radzivills would fly to him at the head of Prus­sian Luther­an le­gions, who would not pass over to the pa­pists like the Lithua­ni­an squadrons; and at once he would bend Sapye­ha in two, scat­ter his forces, scat­ter the con­fed­er­ates, and putting them­selves on the corpse of Lithua­nia, like two li­ons on the car­cass of a deer, with roar­ing alone would ter­ri­fy all who might wish to tear it away from them.

			But time passed; the forces of Prince Yanush melt­ed; even the for­eign reg­i­ments went over to the ter­ri­ble Sapye­ha; days passed, weeks, months, but Bo­guslav came not.

			At last the siege of Tykotsin be­gan.

			The Swedes, a hand­ful of whom re­mained with Yanush, de­fend­ed them­selves hero­ical­ly; for, stained al­ready with ter­ri­ble cru­el­ty, they saw that even sur­ren­der would not guard them from the venge­ful hands of the Lithua­ni­ans. The prince in the be­gin­ning of the siege had still the hope that at the last mo­ment, per­haps, the King of Swe­den him­self would move to his aid, and per­haps Pan Konyet­spol­s­ki, who at the head of six thou­sand cav­al­ry was with Karl Gus­tav. But his hope was vain. No one gave him a thought, no one came with as­sis­tance.

			“Oh, Bo­guslav! Bo­guslav!” re­peat­ed the prince, walk­ing through the cham­bers of Tykotsin; “if you will not save a cousin, save at least a Radzivill!”

			At last in his fi­nal de­spair Prince Yanush re­solved on tak­ing a step at which his pride re­volt­ed fear­ful­ly; that was to im­plore Prince Michael Radzivill of Nyesvyej for res­cue. This let­ter, how­ev­er, was in­ter­cept­ed on the road by Sapye­ha’s men; but the vo­evo­da of Vi­tyeb­sk sent to Yanush in an­swer a let­ter which he had him­self re­ceived from Prince Michael a week be­fore.

			Prince Yanush found in it the fol­low­ing pas­sage:—

			
				“If news has come to you, gra­cious lord, that I in­tend to go with suc­cor to my rel­a­tive, the vo­evo­da of Vil­na, be­lieve it not, for I hold on­ly with those who en­dure in loy­al­ty to the coun­try and our king, and who de­sire to re­store the for­mer lib­er­ties of this most il­lus­tri­ous Com­mon­wealth. This course will not, as I think, bring me to pro­tect traitors from just and prop­er pun­ish­ment. Bo­guslav too will not come, for, as I hear, the elec­tor prefers to think of him­self, and does not wish to di­vide his forces; and quod at­tinet (as to) Konyet­spol­s­ki, since he will pay court to Prince Yanush’s wid­ow, should she be­come one, it is to his prof­it that the prince vo­evo­da be de­stroyed with all speed.”

			

			This let­ter, ad­dressed to Sapye­ha, stripped the un­for­tu­nate Yanush of the rem­nant of his hope, and noth­ing was left him but to wait for the ac­com­plish­ment of his des­tiny.

			The siege was has­ten­ing to its close.

			News of the de­par­ture of Sapye­ha passed through the wall al­most that mo­ment; but the hope that in con­se­quence of his de­par­ture hos­tile steps would be aban­doned were of short du­ra­tion, for in the in­fantry reg­i­ments an un­usu­al move­ment was ob­serv­able. Still some days passed qui­et­ly enough, since the plan of blow­ing up the gate with a petard re­sult­ed in noth­ing; but De­cem­ber 31 came, on which on­ly the ap­proach­ing night might in­com­mode the be­siegers, for ev­i­dent­ly they were pre­par­ing some­thing against the cas­tle, at least a new at­tack of can­non on the weak­ened walls.

			The day was draw­ing to a close. The prince was ly­ing in the so-called “Cor­ner” hall sit­u­at­ed in the west­ern part of the cas­tle. In an enor­mous fire­place were burn­ing whole logs of pine wood which cast a live­ly light on the white and rather emp­ty walls. The prince was ly­ing on his back on a Turk­ish so­fa, pushed out pur­pose­ly in­to the mid­dle of the room, so that the warmth of the blaze might reach it. Near­er to the fire­place, a lit­tle in the shade, slept a page, on a car­pet; near the prince were sit­ting, slum­ber­ing in arm­chairs, Pani Yaki­movich, for­mer­ly chief la­dy-in-wait­ing at Kyedani, an­oth­er page, a physi­cian, al­so the prince’s as­trologer, and Khar­lamp.

			Khar­lamp had not left the prince, though he was al­most the on­ly one of his for­mer of­fi­cers who had re­mained. That was a bit­ter ser­vice, for the heart and soul of the of­fi­cer were out­side the walls of Tykotsin, in the camp of Sapye­ha; still he re­mained faith­ful at the side of his old lead­er. From hunger and watch­ing the poor fel­low had grown as thin as a skele­ton. Of his face there re­mained but the nose, which now seemed still greater, and mus­tach­es like bush­es. He was clothed in com­plete ar­mor, breast­plate, shoul­der-pieces, and mori­on, with a wire cape which came down to his shoul­ders. His cuirass was bat­tered, for he had just re­turned from the walls, to which he had gone to make ob­ser­va­tions a lit­tle while be­fore, and on which he sought death ev­ery day. He was slum­ber­ing at the mo­ment from weari­ness, though there was a ter­ri­ble rat­tling in the prince’s breast as if he had be­gun to die, and though the wind howled and whis­tled out­side.

			Sud­den­ly short quiv­er­ing be­gan to shake the gi­gan­tic body of Radzivill, and the rat­tling ceased. Those who were around him woke at once and looked quick­ly, first at him and then at one an­oth­er. But he said—

			“It is as if some­thing had gone out of my breast; I feel eas­i­er.”

			He turned his head a lit­tle, looked care­ful­ly to­ward the door, at last he said, “Khar­lamp!”

			“At the ser­vice of your high­ness!”

			“What does Sta­hovich want here?”

			The legs be­gan to trem­ble un­der poor Khar­lamp, for un­ter­ri­fied as he was in bat­tle he was su­per­sti­tious in the same de­gree; there­fore he looked around quick­ly, and said in a sti­fled voice—

			“Sta­hovich is not here; your high­ness gave or­ders to shoot him at Kyedani.”

			The prince closed his eyes and an­swered not a word.

			For a time there was noth­ing to be heard save the dole­ful and con­tin­u­ous howl­ing of the wind.

			“The weep­ing of peo­ple is heard in that wind,” said the prince, again open­ing his eyes in per­fect con­scious­ness. “But I did not bring in the Swedes; it was Radzey­ovs­ki.”

			When no one gave an­swer, he said af­ter a short time—

			“He is most to blame, he is most to blame, he is most to blame.”

			And a species of con­so­la­tion en­tered his breast, as if the re­mem­brance re­joiced him that there was some­one more guilty than he.

			Soon, how­ev­er, more griev­ous thoughts must have come to his head, for his face grew dark, and he re­peat­ed a num­ber of times—

			“Je­sus! Je­sus! Je­sus!”

			And again chok­ing at­tacked him; a rat­tling be­gan in his throat more ter­ri­ble than be­fore. Mean­while from with­out came the sound of mus­ketry, at first in­fre­quent, then more fre­quent; but amidst the drift­ing of the snow and the howl­ing of the whirl­wind they did not sound too loud­ly, and it might have been thought that that was some con­tin­u­al knock­ing at the gate.

			“They are fight­ing!” said the prince’s physi­cian.

			“As usu­al!” an­swered Khar­lamp. “Peo­ple are freez­ing in the snow­drifts, and they wish to fight to grow warm.”

			“This is the sixth day of the whirl­wind and the snow,” an­swered the doc­tor. “Great changes will come in the king­dom, for this is an un­heard of thing.”

			“God grant it!” said Khar­lamp. “It can­not be worse.”

			Fur­ther con­ver­sa­tion was in­ter­rupt­ed by the prince, to whom a new re­lief had come.

			“Khar­lamp!”

			“At the ser­vice of your high­ness!”

			“Does it seem to me so from weak­ness, or did Os­ky­erko try to blow up the gate with a petard two days since?”

			“He tried, your high­ness; but the Swedes seized the petards and wound­ed him slight­ly, and Sapye­ha’s men were re­pulsed.”

			“If wound­ed slight­ly, then he will try again. But what day is it?”

			“The last day of De­cem­ber, your high­ness.”

			“God be mer­ci­ful to my soul! I shall not live to the New Year. Long ago it was fore­told me that ev­ery fifth year death is near me.”

			“God is kind, your high­ness.”

			“God is with Sapye­ha,” said the prince, gloomi­ly.

			All at once he looked around and said: “Cold comes to me from it. I do not see it, but I feel that it is here.”

			“What is that, your high­ness?”

			“Death!”

			“In the name of the Fa­ther, Son, and Holy Ghost!”

			A mo­ment of si­lence fol­lowed; noth­ing was heard but the whis­pered “Our Fa­ther,” re­peat­ed by Pani Yaki­movich.

			“Tell me,” said the prince, with a bro­ken voice, “do you be­lieve that out­side of your faith no one can be saved?”

			“Even in the mo­ment of death it is pos­si­ble to re­nounce er­rors,” said Khar­lamp.

			The sound of shots had be­come at that mo­ment more fre­quent. The thun­der of can­non be­gan to shake the win­dow­panes, which an­swered each re­port with a plain­tive sound.

			The prince lis­tened a cer­tain time calm­ly, then rose slight­ly on the pil­low; his eyes be­gan slow­ly to widen, his pupils to glit­ter. He sat up; for a mo­ment he held his head with his hand, then cried sud­den­ly, as if in be­wil­der­ment—

			“Bo­guslav! Bo­guslav! Bo­guslav!”

			Khar­lamp ran out of the room like a mad­man.

			The whole cas­tle trem­bled and quiv­ered from the thun­der of can­non.

			All at once there was heard the cry of sev­er­al thou­sand voic­es; then some­thing was torn with a ghast­ly smash­ing of walls, so that brands and coals from the chim­ney were scat­tered on the floor. At the same time Khar­lamp rushed in­to the cham­ber.

			“Sapye­ha’s men have blown up the gate!” cried he. “The Swedes have fled to the tow­er! The en­e­my is here! Your high­ness—”

			Fur­ther words died on his lips. Radzivill was sit­ting on the so­fa with eyes start­ing out; with open lips he was gulp­ing the air, his teeth bared like those of a dog when he snarls; he tore with his hands the so­fa on which he was sit­ting, and gaz­ing with ter­ror in­to the depth of the cham­ber, cried, or rather gave out hoarse rat­tles be­tween one breath and an­oth­er—

			“It was Radzey­ovs­ki—Not I—Save me!—What do you want? Take the crown!—It was Radzey­ovs­ki—Save me, peo­ple! Je­sus! Je­sus! Mary!”

			These were the last words of Radzivill.

			Then a ter­ri­ble cough­ing seized him; his eyes came out in still more ghast­ly fash­ion from their sock­ets; he stretched him­self out, fell on his back, and re­mained mo­tion­less.

			“He is dead!” said the doc­tor.

			“He cried Mary, though a Calvin­ist, you have heard!” said Pani Yaki­movich.

			“Throw wood on the fire!” said Khar­lamp to the ter­ri­fied pages.

			He drew near to the corpse, closed the eye­lids; then he took from his own ar­mor a gild­ed im­age of the Moth­er of God which he wore on a chain, and plac­ing the hands of Radzivill to­geth­er on his breast, he put the im­age be­tween the dead fin­gers.

			The light of the fire was re­flect­ed from the gold­en ground of the im­age, and that re­flec­tion fell up­on the face of the vo­evo­da and made it cheer­ful so that nev­er had it seemed so calm.

			Khar­lamp sat at the side of the body, and rest­ing his el­bows on his knees, hid his face in his hands.

			The si­lence was bro­ken on­ly by the sound of shots.

			All at once some­thing ter­ri­ble took place. First of all was a flash of aw­ful bright­ness; the whole world seemed turned in­to fire, and at the same time there was giv­en forth such a sound as if the earth had fall­en from un­der the cas­tle. The walls tot­tered; the ceil­ings cracked with a ter­ri­ble noise; all the win­dows tum­bled in on the floor, and the panes were bro­ken in­to hun­dreds of frag­ments. Through the emp­ty open­ings of the win­dows that mo­ment clouds of snow drift­ed in, and the whirl­wind be­gan to howl gloomi­ly in the cor­ners of the cham­ber.

			All the peo­ple present fell to the floor on their faces, speech­less from ter­ror.

			Khar­lamp rose first, and looked di­rect­ly on the corpse of the vo­evo­da; the corpse was ly­ing in calm­ness, but the gild­ed im­age had slipped a lit­tle in the hands.

			Khar­lamp re­cov­ered his breath. At first he felt cer­tain that that was an army of Sa­tans who had bro­ken in­to the cham­ber for the body of the prince.

			“The word has be­come flesh!” said he. “The Swedes must have blown up the tow­er and them­selves.”

			But from with­out there came no sound. Ev­i­dent­ly the troops of Sapye­ha were stand­ing in dumb won­der, or per­haps in fear that the whole cas­tle was mined, and that there would be ex­plo­sion af­ter ex­plo­sion.

			“Put wood on the fire!” said Khar­lamp to the pages.

			Again the room was gleam­ing with a bright, quiv­er­ing light. Round about a death­like still­ness con­tin­ued; but the fire hissed, the whirl­wind howled, and the snow rolled each mo­ment more dense­ly through the win­dow open­ings.

			At last con­fused voic­es were heard, then the clat­ter of spurs and the tramp of many feet; the door of the cham­ber was opened wide, and sol­diers rushed in.

			It was bright from the naked sabres, and more and more fig­ures of knights in hel­mets, caps, and kol­paks crowd­ed through the door. Many were bear­ing lanterns in their hands, and they held them to the light, ad­vanc­ing care­ful­ly, though it was light in the room from the fire as well.

			At last there sprang forth from the crowd a lit­tle knight all in enam­elled ar­mor, and cried—

			“Where is the vo­evo­da of Vil­na?”

			“Here!” said Khar­lamp, point­ing to the body ly­ing on the so­fa.

			Volody­ovs­ki looked at him, and said—

			“He is not liv­ing!”

			“He is not liv­ing, he is not liv­ing!” went from mouth to mouth.

			“The traitor, the be­tray­er is not liv­ing!”

			“So it is,” said Khar­lamp, gloomi­ly. “But if you dis­hon­or his body and bear it apart with sabres, you will do ill, for be­fore his end he called on the Most Holy La­dy, and he holds Her im­age in his hand.”

			These words made a deep im­pres­sion. The shouts were hushed. Then the sol­diers be­gan to ap­proach, to go around the so­fa, and look at the dead man. Those who had lanterns turned the light of them on his eyes; and he lay there, gi­gan­tic, gloomy, on his face the majesty of a het­man and the cold dig­ni­ty of death.

			The sol­diers came one af­ter an­oth­er, and among them the of­fi­cers; there­fore Stankye­vich ap­proached, the two Skshetuskis, Horotkye­vich, Yakub Kmi­ta, Os­ky­erko, and Pan Za­glo­ba.

			“It is true!” said Za­glo­ba, in a low voice, as if he feared to rouse the prince. “He holds in his hands the Most Holy La­dy, and the shin­ing from Her falls on his face.”

			When he said this he re­moved his cap. That in­stant all the oth­ers bared their heads. A mo­ment of si­lence filled with rev­er­ence fol­lowed, which was bro­ken at last by Volody­ovs­ki.

			“Ah!” said he, “he is be­fore the judg­ment of God, and peo­ple have noth­ing to do with him.” Here he turned to Khar­lamp: “But you, un­for­tu­nate, why did you for his sake leave your coun­try and king?”

			“Give him this way!” called a num­ber of voic­es at once.

			Then Khar­lamp rose, and tak­ing off his sabre threw it with a clat­ter on the floor, and said—

			“Here I am, cut me to pieces! I did not leave him with you, when he was pow­er­ful as a king, and af­ter­ward it was not prop­er to leave him when he was in mis­ery and no one stayed with him. I have not grown fat in his ser­vice; for three days I have had noth­ing in my mouth, and the legs are bend­ing un­der me. But here I am, cut me to pieces! for I con­fess fur­ther­more [here Khar­lamp’s voice trem­bled] that I loved him.”

			When he had said this he tot­tered and would have fall­en; but Za­glo­ba opened his arms to him, caught him, sup­port­ed him, and cried—

			“By the liv­ing God! Give the man food and drink!”

			That touched all to the heart; there­fore they took Khar­lamp by the arms and led him out of the cham­ber at once. Then the sol­diers be­gan to leave it one af­ter an­oth­er, mak­ing the sign of the cross with de­vo­tion.

			On the road to their quar­ters Za­glo­ba was med­i­tat­ing over some­thing. He stopped, coughed, then pulled Volody­ovs­ki by the skirt. “Pan Michael,” said he.

			“Well, what?”

			“My anger against Radzivill is passed; a dead man is a dead man! I for­give him from my heart for hav­ing made an at­tempt on my life.”

			“He is be­fore the tri­bunal of heav­en,” said Volody­ovs­ki.

			“That’s it, that’s it! H’m, if it would help him I would even give for a Mass, since it seems to me that he has an aw­ful­ly small chance up there.”

			“God is mer­ci­ful!”

			“As to be­ing mer­ci­ful, he is mer­ci­ful; still the Lord can­not look with­out ab­hor­rence on heretics. And Radzivill was not on­ly a heretic, but a traitor. There is where the trou­ble is!”

			Here Za­glo­ba shook his head and be­gan to look up­ward.

			“I am afraid,” said he, af­ter a while, “that some of those Swedes who blew them­selves up will fall on my head; that they will not be re­ceived there in heav­en is cer­tain.”

			“They were good men,” said Pan Michael, with recog­ni­tion; “they pre­ferred death to sur­ren­der, there are few such sol­diers in the world.”

			All at once Volody­ovs­ki halt­ed: “Pan­na Bille­vich was not in the cas­tle,” said he.

			“But how do you know?”

			“I asked those pages. Bo­guslav took her to Tau­ro­gi.”

			“Ei!” said Za­glo­ba, “that was as if to con­fide a kid to a wolf. But it is not your af­fair; your pre­des­tined is that ker­nel!”

		
	
		
			LVII

			Lvoff from the mo­ment of the king’s ar­rival was turned in­to a re­al cap­i­tal of the Com­mon­wealth. To­geth­er with the king came the greater part of the bish­ops from the whole coun­try and all those lay sen­a­tors who had not served the en­e­my. The calls al­ready is­sued sum­moned al­so to arms the no­bles of Rus and of the re­mot­er ad­join­ing prov­inces, they came in num­bers and armed with the greater ease be­cause the Swedes had not been in those re­gions. Eyes were opened and hearts rose at sight of this gen­er­al mili­tia, for it re­mind­ed one in noth­ing of that of Great Poland, which at Uist­sie of­fered such weak op­po­si­tion to the en­e­my. On the con­trary, in this case marched a war­like and ter­ri­ble no­bil­i­ty, reared from child­hood on horse­back and in the field, amidst con­tin­u­al at­tacks of wild Tar­tars, ac­cus­tomed to blood­shed and burn­ing, bet­ter mas­ters of the sabre than of Latin. These no­bles were in fresh train­ing yet from Hmel­nit­s­ki’s up­ris­ing, which last­ed sev­en years with­out in­ter­val, so that there was not a man among them who was not as many times in fire as he had years of life. New swarms of these were ar­riv­ing con­tin­u­al­ly in Lvoff: some had marched from the Byeshcha­di full of precipices, oth­ers from the Pruth, the Dni­ester, and the Seret; some lived on the steep banks of the Dni­ester, some on the wide-spread­ing Bug; some on the Sinyuha had not been de­stroyed from the face of the earth by peas­ant in­cur­sions; some had been left on the Tar­tar bound­aries;—all these hur­ried at the call of the king to the city of the Li­on,33 some to march thence against an en­e­my as yet un­known. The no­bles came in from Voly­nia and from more dis­tant prov­inces, such ha­tred was kin­dled in all souls by the ter­ri­ble tid­ings that the en­e­my had raised sac­ri­le­gious hands on the Pa­troness of the Com­mon­wealth in Chen­sto­ho­va.

			And the Cos­sacks dared not raise ob­sta­cles, for the hearts were moved in the most hard­ened, and be­sides, they were forced by the Tar­tars to beat with the fore­head to the king, and to re­new for the hun­dredth time their oath of loy­al­ty. A Tar­tar em­bassy, dan­ger­ous to the en­e­mies of the king, was in Lvoff un­der the lead­er­ship of Su­ba Gazi Bey, of­fer­ing, in the name of the Khan, a horde a hun­dred thou­sand strong to as­sist the Com­mon­wealth; of these forty thou­sand from near Ka­menyets could take the field at once.

			Be­sides the Tar­tar em­bassy a lega­tion had come from Tran­syl­va­nia to car­ry through ne­go­ti­a­tions be­gun with Rakot­sy con­cern­ing suc­ces­sion to the throne. The am­bas­sador of the em­per­or was present; so was the pa­pal nun­cio, who had come with the king. Ev­ery day dep­u­ta­tions ar­rived from the armies of the king­dom and Lithua­nia, from prov­inces and lands, with dec­la­ra­tions of loy­al­ty, and a wish to de­fend to the death the in­vad­ed coun­try.

			The for­tunes of the king in­creased; the Com­mon­wealth, crushed al­to­geth­er so re­cent­ly, was ris­ing be­fore the eyes of all to the won­der of ages and na­tions. The souls of men were in­flamed with thirst for war and re­tal­i­a­tion, and at the same time they grew strong. And as in spring­time a warm gen­er­ous rain melts the snow, so mighty hope melt­ed doubt. Not on­ly did they wish for vic­to­ry, but they be­lieved in it. New and fa­vor­able tid­ings came in con­tin­u­al­ly; though of­ten un­true, they passed from mouth to mouth. Time af­ter time men told now of cas­tles re­cov­ered, now of bat­tles in which un­known reg­i­ments un­der lead­ers hith­er­to un­known had crushed the Swedes, now of ter­ri­ble clouds of peas­ants sweep­ing along, like lo­custs, against the en­e­my. The name of Ste­fan Charnyet­s­ki was more and more fre­quent on ev­ery lip.

			The de­tails in these tid­ings were of­ten un­true, but tak­en to­geth­er they re­flect­ed as a mir­ror what was be­ing done in the whole coun­try.

			But in Lvoff reigned as it were a con­tin­u­al hol­i­day. When the king came the city greet­ed him solemn­ly, the cler­gy of the three rites, the coun­cil­lors of the city, the mer­chants, the guilds. On the squares and streets, wher­ev­er an eye was cast, ban­ners, white, sap­phire, pur­ple, and gild­ed, were wav­ing. The Lvoff peo­ple raised proud­ly their gold­en li­on on a blue field, re­call­ing with self-praise the scarce­ly passed Cos­sack and Tar­tar at­tacks.

			At ev­ery ap­pear­ance of the king a shout was raised among the crowds, and crowds were nev­er lack­ing.

			The pop­u­la­tion dou­bled in re­cent days. Be­sides sen­a­tors and bish­ops, be­sides no­bles, flowed in throngs of peas­ants al­so, for the news had spread that the king in­tend­ed to im­prove their con­di­tion. There­fore rus­tic coats and horse-blan­kets were min­gled with the yel­low coats of the towns­peo­ple. The mer­can­tile Ar­me­ni­ans with their swarthy faces put up booths for mer­chan­dise and arms which the as­sem­bled no­bles bought will­ing­ly.

			There were many Tar­tars al­so with the em­bassy; there were Hun­gar­i­ans, Wal­lachi­ans, and Aus­tri­ans—a mul­ti­tude of peo­ple, a mul­ti­tude of troops, a mul­ti­tude of dif­fer­ent kinds of faces, many strange gar­ments in col­ors bril­liant and var­ied, troops of court ser­vants, hence gi­gan­tic grooms, haiduks, janis­saries, red Cos­sacks, mes­sen­gers in for­eign cos­tume.

			The streets were filled from morn­ing till evening with the noise of men, now pass­ing squadrons of a quo­ta, now di­vi­sions of mount­ed no­bles, the cries of com­mand, the shin­ing of ar­mor and naked sabres, the neigh­ing of hors­es, the rum­ble of can­non, and songs full of threat­en­ing and curs­es for the Swedes.

			The bells in the church­es, Pol­ish, Rus­sian, and Ar­me­ni­an, were tolling con­tin­u­al­ly, an­nounc­ing to all that the king was in the city, and that Lvoff, to its eter­nal praise, was the first of the cap­i­tals that had re­ceived the king, the ex­ile.

			They beat to him with the fore­head; wher­ev­er he ap­peared caps flew up­ward, and shouts of “Vi­vat!” shook the air. They beat with the fore­head al­so be­fore the car­riages of bish­ops, who through the win­dows blessed the as­sem­bled throngs; they bowed to and ap­plaud­ed sen­a­tors, hon­or­ing in them loy­al­ty to the king and coun­try.

			So the whole city was seething. At night they even burned on the square piles of wood, at which in spite of cold and frost those men were en­camped who could not find lodg­ings be­cause of the ex­ces­sive mul­ti­tude.

			The king spent whole days in con­sul­ta­tion with sen­a­tors. Au­di­ence was giv­en to for­eign em­bassies, to dep­u­ta­tions from prov­inces and troops; meth­ods of fill­ing the emp­ty trea­sury with mon­ey were con­sid­ered; all means were used to rouse war wher­ev­er it had not flamed up al­ready.

			Couri­ers were fly­ing to the most im­por­tant towns in ev­ery part of the Com­mon­wealth, to dis­tant Prus­sia, to sa­cred Jmud, to Tyshovt­si, to the het­mans, to Sapye­ha, who af­ter the storm­ing of Tykotsin took his army to the south with forced march­es; couri­ers went al­so to Konyet­spol­s­ki, who was still with the Swedes. Where it was need­ful mon­ey was sent; the sloth­ful were roused with man­i­festoes.

			The king rec­og­nized, con­se­crat­ed, and con­firmed the con­fed­er­a­tion of Tyshovt­si and joined it him­self; tak­ing the di­rec­tion of all af­fairs in­to his un­tir­ing hands, he la­bored from morn­ing till night, es­teem­ing the Com­mon­wealth more than his own rest, his own health.

			But this was not the lim­it of his ef­forts; for he had de­ter­mined to con­clude in his own name and the name of the es­tates a league such that no earth­ly pow­er, could over­come—a league which in fu­ture might serve to re­form the Com­mon­wealth.

			The mo­ment for this had come at last.

			The se­cret must have es­caped from the sen­a­tors to the no­bles, and from the no­bles to the peas­ants, for since morn­ing it had been said that at the hour of ser­vices some­thing im­por­tant would hap­pen—that the king would make some solemn vow, con­cern­ing, as was said, the con­di­tion of the peas­ants and a con­fed­er­a­tion with heav­en. There were per­sons, how­ev­er, who as­sert­ed that these were in­cred­i­ble things, with­out an ex­am­ple in his­to­ry; but cu­rios­i­ty was ex­cit­ed, and ev­ery­where some­thing was looked for.

			The day was frosty, clear; tiny flakes of snow were fly­ing through the air, glit­ter­ing like sparks. The land in­fantry of Lvoff and the dis­trict of Ji­dache, in blue half shubas, hemmed with gold, and half a Hun­gar­i­an reg­i­ment were drawn out in a long line be­fore the cathe­dral, hold­ing their mus­kets at their feet in front of them; of­fi­cers passed up and down with staffs in their hands. Be­tween these two lines a many-col­ored throng flowed in­to the church, like a riv­er. In front no­bles and knights, af­ter them the sen­ate of the city, with gild­ed chains on their necks, and ta­pers in their hands. They were led by the may­or, a physi­cian not­ed through­out the whole prov­ince; he was dressed in a black vel­vet to­ga, and wore a calotte. Af­ter the sen­ate went mer­chants, and among them many Ar­me­ni­ans with green and gold skull­caps on their heads, and wear­ing roomy East­ern gowns. These, though be­long­ing to a spe­cial rite, went with the oth­ers to rep­re­sent the es­tate. Af­ter the mer­chants came, with their ban­ners, the guilds, such as butch­ers, bak­ers, tai­lors, gold­smiths, con­fec­tion­ers, em­broi­der­ers, linen-drap­ers, tan­ners, mead-boil­ers, and a num­ber of oth­ers yet; from each com­pa­ny rep­re­sen­ta­tives went with their own ban­ner, which was borne by a man the most dis­tin­guished of all for beau­ty. Then came var­i­ous broth­er­hoods and the com­mon throng in coats, in sheep­skins, in horse-blan­kets, in home­spun; dwellers in the sub­urbs, peas­ants. Ad­mit­tance was barred to no one till the church was packed close­ly with peo­ple of all ranks and both sex­es.

			At last car­riages be­gan to ar­rive; but they avoid­ed the main door, for the king, the bish­ops, and the dig­ni­taries had a spe­cial en­trance near­er the high al­tar. Ev­ery mo­ment the troops pre­sent­ed arms; at last the sol­diers dropped their mus­kets to their feet, and blew on their chilled hands, throw­ing out clouds of steam from their breasts.

			The king came with the nun­cio, Vi­don; then ar­rived the arch­bish­op of Gnyezno and the bish­op, Prince Char­to­rys­ki; next ap­peared the bish­op of Krakow, the arch­bish­op of Lvoff, the grand chan­cel­lor of the king­dom, many vo­evo­das and castel­lans. All these van­ished through the side door; and their car­riages, ret­inues, equer­ries, and at­ten­dants of ev­ery de­scrip­tion formed as it were a new army, stand­ing at the side of the cathe­dral.

			Mass was cel­e­brat­ed by the apos­tolic nun­cio, Vi­don, ar­rayed in pur­ple, in a white cha­suble em­broi­dered with pearls and gold.

			For the king a kneel­ing-stool was placed be­tween the great al­tar and the pews; be­fore the kneel­ing-stool was a Turk­ish so­fa. The church arm­chairs were oc­cu­pied by bish­ops and lay sen­a­tors.

			Many col­ored rays, pass­ing through the win­dows, joined with the gleam of can­dles, with which the al­tar seemed burn­ing, and fell up­on the faces of sen­a­tors in the church chairs, on the white beards, on the im­pos­ing forms, on gold­en chains, on vi­o­let vel­vet. You would have said, “A Ro­man sen­ate!” such was the majesty and dig­ni­ty of these old men. Here and there among gray heads was to be seen the face of a war­rior sen­a­tor; here and there gleamed the blond head of a youth­ful lord. All eyes were fixed on the al­tar, all were pray­ing; the flames of the can­dles were glit­ter­ing and quiv­er­ing; the smoke from the censers was play­ing and curl­ing in the bright air. The body of the church was packed with heads, and over the heads a rain­bow of ban­ners was play­ing, like a rain­bow of flow­ers.

			The majesty of the king, Yan Kaz­imir, pros­trat­ed it­self, ac­cord­ing to his cus­tom, in the form of a cross, and hu­mil­i­at­ed it­self be­fore the majesty of God. At last the nun­cio brought from the taber­na­cle a chal­ice, and bear­ing it be­fore him ap­proached the kneel­ing-stool, then the king raised him­self with a brighter face, the voice of the nun­cio was heard: “Ec­ce Ag­nus Dei (Be­hold the Lamb of God),” and the king re­ceived com­mu­nion.

			For a time he re­mained kneel­ing, with in­clined head; at last he rose, turned his eyes to­ward heav­en, and stretched out both hands.

			There was sud­den si­lence in the church, so that breath­ing was not au­di­ble. All di­vined that the mo­ment had come, and that the king would make some vow; all lis­tened with col­lect­ed spir­it. But he stood with out­stretched arms; at last, with a voice filled with emo­tion, but as far reach­ing as a bell, he be­gan to speak—

			“O Great Moth­er of Di­vine hu­man­i­ty, and Vir­gin! I, Yan Kaz­imir, king by the fa­vor of Thy Son, King of kings and my Lord, and by Thy fa­vor ap­proach­ing Thy Most Holy feet, form this, the fol­low­ing pact. I to­day choose Thee my Pa­troness and Queen of my do­min­ions. I com­mit to Thy spe­cial guardian­ship and pro­tec­tion my­self, my Pol­ish king­dom, the Grand Prin­ci­pal­i­ty of Lithua­nia, Rus­sia, Prus­sia, Ma­zovia, Jmud, Liv­land, and Chernigov, the armies of both na­tions and all com­mon peo­ple. I beg obe­di­ent­ly Thy aid and fa­vor against en­e­mies in the present af­flic­tion of my king­dom.”

			Here the king fell on his knees and was silent for a time. In the church a death­like still­ness con­tin­ued un­bro­ken; then ris­ing he spoke on—

			“And con­strained by Thy great bene­fac­tions, I, with the Pol­ish peo­ple, am drawn to a new and ar­dent bond of ser­vice to Thee. I prom­ise Thee in my own name and in the names of my min­is­ters, sen­a­tors, no­bles, and peo­ple, to ex­tend hon­or and glo­ry to Thy Son, Je­sus Christ, Our Saviour, through all re­gions of the Pol­ish king­dom; to make a prom­ise that when, with the mer­cy of Thy Son, I ob­tain vic­to­ry over the Swedes, I will en­deav­or that an an­niver­sary be cel­e­brat­ed solemn­ly in my king­dom to the end of the world, in mem­o­ry of the fa­vor of God, and of Thee, O Most Holy Vir­gin.”

			Here he ceased again and knelt. In the church there was a mur­mur; but the voice of the king stopped it quick­ly, and though he trem­bled this time with pen­i­tence and emo­tion, he con­tin­ued still more dis­tinct­ly—

			“And since, with great sor­row of heart, I con­fess that I en­dure from God just pun­ish­ment, which is af­flict­ing us all in my king­dom with var­i­ous plagues for sev­en years, be­cause poor, sim­ple tillers of the soil groan in suf­fer­ing, op­pressed by the sol­diery, I bind my­self on the con­clu­sion of peace to use earnest ef­forts, to­geth­er with the es­tates of the Com­mon­wealth, to free suf­fer­ing peas­ants from ev­ery cru­el­ty, in which, O Moth­er of Mer­cy, Queen, and my La­dy, since Thou hast in­spired me to make this vow, ob­tain for me, by grace of Thy mer­cy, aid from Thy Son to ac­com­plish what I here prom­ise.”

			These words of the king were heard by the cler­gy, the sen­a­tors, the no­bles, and the com­mon peo­ple. A great wail was raised in the church, which came first from hearts of the peas­ants; it burst forth from them, and then be­came uni­ver­sal. All raised their hands to heav­en; weep­ing voic­es re­peat­ed, “Amen, amen, amen!” in tes­ti­mo­ny that they had joined their feel­ings and vows with the prom­ise of the king. En­thu­si­asm seized their hearts, and at that mo­ment made them broth­ers in love for the Com­mon­wealth and its Pa­troness. In­de­scrib­able joy shone on their faces like a clear flame, and in all that church there was no one who doubt­ed that God would over­whelm the Swedes.

			Af­ter that ser­vice the king, amid the thun­der of mus­ketry and can­non and mighty shouts of “Vic­to­ry! vic­to­ry! may he live!” went to the cas­tle, and there he con­firmed the heav­en­ly con­fed­er­a­tion to­geth­er with that of Tyshovt­si.

		
	
		
			LVIII

			Af­ter these solem­ni­ties var­i­ous tid­ings flew in­to Lvoff like winged birds. There were old­er and fresh tid­ings more or less fa­vor­able, but all in­creased courage. First the con­fed­er­a­tion of Tyshovt­si grew like a con­fla­gra­tion; ev­ery­one liv­ing joined it, no­bles as well as peas­ants. Towns fur­nished wag­ons, firearms, and in­fantry; the Jews mon­ey. No one dared to op­pose the man­i­festoes; the most in­do­lent mount­ed. There came al­so a ter­ri­ble man­i­festo from Wit­tem­berg, turned against the con­fed­er­a­tion. Fire and sword were to pun­ish those who joined it. This man­i­festo pro­duced the same ef­fect as if a man tried to quench flames with pow­der. The man­i­festo, with the knowl­edge as­sured­ly of the king, and to rouse ha­tred more thor­ough­ly against the Swedes, was scat­tered through Lvoff in great num­bers, and it is not be­com­ing to state what com­mon peo­ple did with the copies; it suf­fices to say that the wind bore them ter­ri­bly dis­hon­ored through the streets of the city, and the stu­dents showed, to the de­light of crowds, “Wit­tem­berg’s Con­fu­sion,” singing at the same time the song be­gin­ning with these words—

			
				
					“O Wit­tem­berg, poor man,
					

					Race across over the sea,
					

					Like a hare!
					

					But when thy but­tons are lost
					

					Thou wilt drop down thy trousers,
					

					While rac­ing away!”
				

			

			And Wit­tem­berg, as if mak­ing the words of the song true, gave up his com­mand in Krakow to the valiant Wirtz, and be­took him­self hur­ried­ly to El­blang, where the King of Swe­den was so­journ­ing with the queen, spend­ing his time at feasts, and re­joic­ing in his heart that he had be­come the lord of such an il­lus­tri­ous king­dom.

			Ac­counts came al­so to Lvoff of the fall of Tykotsin, and minds were glad­dened. It was strange that men had be­gun to speak of that event be­fore a couri­er had come; on­ly they did not say whether Radzivill had died or was in cap­tiv­i­ty. It was as­sert­ed, how­ev­er, that Sapye­ha, at the head of a con­sid­er­able force, had gone from Podlyasye to Lyubel­sk to join the het­mans; that on the road he was beat­ing the Swedes and grow­ing in pow­er ev­ery day.

			At last en­voys came from Sapye­ha him­self in a con­sid­er­able num­ber, for the vo­evo­da had sent nei­ther less nor more than one whole squadron to be at the dis­pos­al of the king, de­sir­ing in this way to show hon­or to the sov­er­eign, to se­cure his per­son from ev­ery pos­si­ble ac­ci­dent, and per­haps spe­cial­ly to in­crease his sig­nif­i­cance.

			The squadron was brought by Volody­ovs­ki, well known to the king; so Yan Kaz­imir gave com­mand that he should stand at once in his pres­ence, and tak­ing Pan Michael’s head be­tween his hands, he said—

			“I greet thee, fa­mous sol­dier! Much wa­ter has flowed down since we lost sight of thee. I think that we saw thee last at Berestechko, all cov­ered with blood.”

			Pan Michael bent to the knees of the king, and said—

			“It was lat­er, in War­saw, Gra­cious Lord; al­so in the cas­tle with the present castel­lan of Kiev, Pan Charnyet­s­ki.”

			“But are you serv­ing all the time? Had you no de­sire to en­joy leisure at home?”

			“No; for the Com­mon­wealth was in need, and be­sides, in these pub­lic com­mo­tions my prop­er­ty has been lost. I have no place in which to put my head, Gra­cious Lord; but I am not sor­ry for my­self, think­ing that the first du­ty of a sol­dier is to the king and the coun­try.”

			“Ah, would there were more such! The en­e­my would not be so rich. God grant the time for re­wards will come; but now tell me what you have done with the vo­evo­da of Vil­na?”

			“The vo­evo­da of Vil­na is be­fore the judg­ment of God. The soul went out of him just as we were go­ing to the fi­nal storm.”

			“How was that?”

			“Here is Pan Sapye­ha’s re­port,” said Volody­ovs­ki.

			The king took Sapye­ha’s let­ter and be­gan to read; he had bare­ly be­gun when he stopped.

			“Pan Sapye­ha is mis­tak­en,” said he, “when he writes that the grand ba­ton of Lithua­nia is un­oc­cu­pied; it is not, for I give it to him.”

			“There is no one more wor­thy,” said Pan Michael, “and to your Roy­al Grace the whole army will be grate­ful till death for this deed.”

			The king smiled at the sim­ple sol­dier­ly con­fi­dence, and read on. Af­ter a while he sighed, and said—

			“Radzivill might have been the first pearl in this glo­ri­ous king­dom, if pride and the er­rors which he com­mit­ted had not with­ered his soul. It is ac­com­plished! In­scrutable are the de­ci­sions of God! Radzivill and Opalin­s­ki—al­most in the same hour! Judge them, O Lord, not ac­cord­ing to their sins, but ac­cord­ing to Thy mer­cy.”

			Si­lence fol­lowed; then the king again be­gan to read.

			“We are thank­ful to the vo­evo­da,” said he, when he had fin­ished, “for send­ing a whole squadron and un­der the great­est cav­a­lier, as he writes. But I am safe here; and cav­a­liers, es­pe­cial­ly such as you, are more need­ed in the field. Rest a lit­tle, and then I will send you to as­sist Charnyet­s­ki, for on him ev­i­dent­ly the great­est pres­sure will be turned.”

			“We have rest­ed enough al­ready at Tykotsin, Gra­cious Lord,” said the lit­tle knight, with en­thu­si­asm; “if our hors­es were fed a lit­tle, we might move to­day, for with Charnyet­s­ki there will be un­speak­able de­lights. It is a great hap­pi­ness to look on the face of our gra­cious lord, but we are anx­ious to see the Swedes.”

			The king grew ra­di­ant. A fa­ther­ly kind­ness ap­peared on his face, and he said, look­ing with plea­sure on the sul­phurous fig­ure of the lit­tle knight—

			“You were the first lit­tle sol­dier to throw the ba­ton of a colonel at the feet of the late prince vo­evo­da.”

			“Not the first, your Roy­al Grace; but it was the first, and God grant the last, time for me to act against mil­i­tary dis­ci­pline.” Pan Michael stopped, and af­ter a while added, “It was im­pos­si­ble to do oth­er­wise.”

			“Cer­tain­ly,” said the king. “That was a griev­ous hour for those who un­der­stood mil­i­tary du­ty; but obe­di­ence must have its lim­its, be­yond which guilt be­gins. Did many of­fi­cers re­main in with Radzivill?”

			“In Tykotsin we found on­ly one of­fi­cer, Pan Khar­lamp, who did not leave the prince at once, and who did not wish af­ter­ward to desert him in mis­ery. Com­pas­sion alone kept Khar­lamp with Radzivill, for nat­u­ral af­fec­tion drew him to us. We were bare­ly able to re­store him to health, such hunger had there been in Tykotsin, and he took the food from his own mouth to nour­ish the prince. He has come here to Lvoff to im­plore par­don of your Roy­al Grace, and I too fall at your feet for him; he is a tried and good sol­dier.”

			“Let him come hith­er,” said the king.

			“He has al­so some­thing im­por­tant to tell, which he heard in Kyedani from the mouth of Prince Bo­guslav, and which re­lates to the per­son of your Roy­al Grace, which is sa­cred to us.”

			“Is this about Kmi­ta?”

			“Yes, Gra­cious Lord.”

			“Did you know Kmi­ta?”

			“I knew him and fought with him; but where he is now, I know not.”

			“What do you think of him?”

			“Gra­cious Lord, since he un­der­took such a deed there are no tor­ments of which he is not wor­thy, for he is an abor­tion of hell.”

			“That sto­ry is un­true,” said the king; “it is all an in­ven­tion of Prince Bo­guslav. But putting that af­fair aside, what do you know of Kmi­ta in times pre­vi­ous?”

			“He was al­ways a great sol­dier, and in mil­i­tary af­fairs in­com­pa­ra­ble. He used to steal up to Ho­v­an­s­ki so that with a few hun­dred peo­ple he brought the whole force of the en­e­my to mis­ery; no oth­er man could have done that. It is a mir­a­cle that the skin was not torn from him and stretched over a drum. If at that time some­one had placed Prince Radzivill him­self in the hands of Ho­v­an­s­ki, he would not have giv­en him so much plea­sure as he would had he made him a present of Kmi­ta. Why! it went so far that Kmi­ta ate out of Ho­v­an­s­ki’s camp-chests, slept on his rugs, rode in his sleighs and on his horse. But he was an in­flic­tion on his own peo­ple too, ter­ri­bly self-willed; like Pan Lashch, he might have lined his cloak with sen­tences, and in Kyedani he was lost al­to­geth­er.”

			Here Volody­ovs­ki re­lat­ed in de­tail all that had hap­pened in Kyedani.

			Yan Kaz­imir lis­tened ea­ger­ly, and when at last Pan Michael told how Za­glo­ba had freed first him­self and then all his com­rades from Radzivill’s cap­tiv­i­ty, the king held his sides from laugh­ter.

			“Vir in­com­pa­ra­bilis! vir in­com­pa­ra­bilis (an in­com­pa­ra­ble man)!” he re­peat­ed. “But is he here with you?”

			“At the com­mand of your Roy­al Grace!” an­swered Volody­ovs­ki.

			“That no­ble sur­pass­es Ulysses! Bring him to me to din­ner for a pleas­ant hour, and al­so the Skshetuskis; and now toll me what you know more of Kmi­ta.”

			“From let­ters found on Roh Ko­val­s­ki we learned that we were sent to Bir­ji to die. The prince pur­sued us af­ter­ward and tried to sur­round us, but he did not take us. We es­caped luck­i­ly. And that was not all, for not far from Kyedani we caught Kmi­ta, whom I sent at once to be shot.”

			“Oh!” said the king, “I see that you had sharp work there in Lithua­nia.”

			“But first Pan Za­glo­ba had him searched to find let­ters on his per­son. In fact, a let­ter from the het­man was found, in which we learned that had it not been for Kmi­ta we should not have been tak­en to Bir­ji, but would have been shot with­out de­lay in Kyedani.”

			“But you see!” said the king.

			“In view of that we could not take his life. We let him go. What he did fur­ther I know not, but he did not leave Radzivill at that time. God knows what kind of man he is. It is eas­i­er to form an opin­ion of any­one else than of such a whirl­wind. He re­mained with Radzivill and then went some­where. Lat­er he warned us that the prince was march­ing from Kyedani. It is hard to be­lit­tle the no­table ser­vice he did us, for had it not been for that warn­ing Radzivill would have fall­en on un­pre­pared troops, and de­stroyed the squadrons one af­ter the oth­er. I know not my­self, Gra­cious Lord, what to think—whether that was a calum­ny which Prince Bo­guslav ut­tered.”

			“That will ap­pear at once,” said the king; and he clapped his hands. “Call hith­er Pan Babinich!” said he to a page who ap­peared on the thresh­old.

			The page van­ished, and soon the door of the king’s cham­ber opened, and in it stood Pan An­drei. Volody­ovs­ki did not know him at once, for he had changed great­ly and grown pale, as he had not re­cov­ered from the strug­gle in the pass. Pan Michael there­fore looked at him with­out recog­ni­tion.

			“It is a won­der,” said he at last; “were it not for the thin­ness of lips and be­cause your Roy­al Grace gives an­oth­er name, I should say this is Pan Kmi­ta.”

			The king smiled and said—

			“This lit­tle knight has just told me of a ter­ri­ble dis­turber of that name, but I ex­plained as on my palm that he was de­ceived in his judg­ment, and I am sure that Pan Babinich will con­firm what I say.”

			“Gra­cious Lord,” an­swered Babinich, quick­ly, “one word from your grace will clear that dis­turber more than my great­est oath.”

			“And the voice is the same,” said Pan Michael, with grow­ing as­ton­ish­ment; “but that wound across the mouth was not there.”

			“Wor­thy sir,” an­swered Kmi­ta, “the head of a no­ble is a reg­is­ter on which some­times a man’s hand writes with a sabre. And here is your note; rec­og­nize it.”

			He bowed his head, shaven at the sides, and point­ed at the long whitish scar.

			“My hand!” cried Volody­ovs­ki.

			“But I say that you do not know Kmi­ta,” put in the king.

			“How is that, Gra­cious Lord?”

			“For you know a great sol­dier, but a self-willed one, an as­so­ciate in the trea­son of Radzivill. But here stands the Hec­tor of Chen­sto­ho­va, to whom, next to Ko­rdet­s­ki, Yas­na Go­ra owes most; here stands the de­fend­er of the coun­try and my faith­ful ser­vant, who cov­ered me with his own breast and saved my life when in the pass I had fall­en among the Swedes as among wolves. Such is this new Kmi­ta. Know him and love him, for he de­serves it.”

			Volody­ovs­ki be­gan to move his yel­low mus­tach­es, not know­ing what to say; and the king added—

			“And know that not on­ly did he prom­ise Prince Bo­guslav noth­ing, but he be­gan on him the pun­ish­ment for Radzivill in­trigues, for he seized him and in­tend­ed to give him in­to your hands.”

			“And he warned us against Prince Yanush!” cried Volody­ovs­ki. “What an­gel con­vert­ed you?”

			“Em­brace each oth­er!” said the king.

			“I loved you at once!” said Kmi­ta to Volody­ovs­ki.

			Then they fell in­to each oth­er’s em­braces, and the king looked on them and pursed out his lips with de­light, time af­ter time, as was his habit. But Kmi­ta em­braced the lit­tle knight with such feel­ing that he raised him as he would a cat, and not soon did he place him back on his feet.

			Then the king went to the dai­ly coun­cil, for the two het­mans of the king­dom had come to Lvoff, they were to form the army there, and lead it lat­er to the aid of Charnyet­s­ki, and the con­fed­er­ate di­vi­sions march­ing, un­der var­i­ous lead­ers, through­out the coun­try.

			The knights were alone.

			“Come to my quar­ters,” said Volody­ovs­ki; “you will find there Pan Yan, Pan Stanislav, and Za­glo­ba, who will be glad to hear what the king has told me. There too is Khar­lamp.”

			But Kmi­ta ap­proached the lit­tle knight with great dis­qui­et on his face. “Did you find many peo­ple with Radzivill?” asked he.

			“Of of­fi­cers, Khar­lamp alone was there.”

			“I do not ask about the mil­i­tary, but about wom­en.”

			“I know what you mean,” an­swered Pan Michael, flush­ing some­what. “Prince Bo­guslav took Pan­na Bille­vich to Tau­ro­gi.”

			Kmi­ta’s face changed at once; first it was pale as a parch­ment, then pur­ple, and again whiter than be­fore. He did not find words at once; but his nos­trils quiv­ered while he was catch­ing breath, which ap­par­ent­ly failed in his breast. Then he seized his tem­ples with both hands, and run­ning through the room like a mad­man, be­gan to re­peat—

			“Woe to me, woe, woe!”

			“Come! Khar­lamp will tell you bet­ter, for he was present,” said Volody­ovs­ki.

		
	
		
			LIX

			When they had left the king’s cham­ber the two knights walked on in si­lence. Volody­ovs­ki did not wish to speak; Kmi­ta was un­able to ut­ter a word, for pain and rage were gnaw­ing him. They broke through the crowds of peo­ple who had col­lect­ed in great num­bers on the streets in con­se­quence of tid­ings that the first de­tach­ment of the Tar­tars promised by the Khan had ar­rived, and was to en­ter the city to be pre­sent­ed to the king. The lit­tle knight led on; Kmi­ta has­tened af­ter him like one be­side him­self, with his cap pulled over his eyes and stum­bling against men on the way.

			When they had come to a more spa­cious place Pan Michael seized Kmi­ta by the wrist and said—

			“Con­trol your­self! De­spair will do noth­ing.”

			“I am not in de­spair,” an­swered Kmi­ta, “but I want his blood.”

			“You may be sure to find him among the en­e­mies of the coun­try.”

			“So much the bet­ter,” an­swered Kmi­ta, fever­ish­ly; “but even should I find him in a church—”

			“In God’s name, do not com­mit sac­ri­lege!” in­ter­rupt­ed the lit­tle colonel, quick­ly.

			“That traitor will bring me to sin.”

			They were silent for a time. Then Kmi­ta asked, “Where is he now?”

			“Maybe in Tau­ro­gi, and maybe not. Khar­lamp will know bet­ter.”

			“Let us go.”

			“It is not far. The squadron is out­side the town, but we are here; and Khar­lamp is with us.”

			Then Kmi­ta be­gan to breathe heav­i­ly like a man go­ing up a steep moun­tain. “I am fear­ful­ly weak yet,” said he.

			“You need mod­er­a­tion all the more, since you will have to deal with such a knight.”

			“I had him once, and here is what re­mained.” Kmi­ta point­ed to the scar on his face.

			“Tell me how it was, for the king bare­ly men­tioned it.”

			Kmi­ta be­gan to tell; and though he grit­ted his teeth, and even threw his cap on the ground, still his mind es­caped from mis­for­tune, and he calmed him­self some­what.

			“I knew that you were dar­ing,” said Volody­ovs­ki; “but to car­ry off Radzivill from the mid­dle of his own squadron, I did not ex­pect that, even of you.”

			Mean­while they ar­rived at the quar­ters. Pan Yan and Pan Stanislav, Za­glo­ba, Jendzian, and Khar­lamp were look­ing at Crimean coats made of sheep­skin, which a trad­ing Tar­tar had brought. Khar­lamp, who knew Kmi­ta bet­ter, rec­og­nized him at one glance of the eye, and drop­ping the coat ex­claimed—

			“Je­sus, Mary!”

			“May the name of the Lord be praised!” cried Jendzian.

			But be­fore all had re­cov­ered breath af­ter the won­der, Volody­ovs­ki said—

			“I present to you, gen­tle­men, the Hec­tor of Chen­sto­ho­va, the faith­ful ser­vant of the king, who has shed his blood for the faith, the coun­try, and the sov­er­eign.”

			When as­ton­ish­ment had grown still greater, the wor­thy Pan Michael be­gan to re­late with en­thu­si­asm what he had heard from the king of Kmi­ta’s ser­vices, and from Pan An­drei him­self of the seizure of Prince Bo­guslav; at last he fin­ished thus—

			“Not on­ly is what Prince Bo­guslav told of this knight not true, but the prince has no greater en­e­my than Pan Kmi­ta, and there­fore he has tak­en Pan­na Bille­vich from Kyedani, so as to pour out on him in some way his vengeance.”

			“And this cav­a­lier has saved our lives and warned the con­fed­er­ates against Prince Yanush,” cried Za­glo­ba. “In view of such ser­vices, pre­vi­ous of­fences are noth­ing. As God lives, it is well that he came to us with you, Pan Michael, and not alone; it is well al­so that our squadron is out­side the city, for there is a ter­ri­ble ha­tred against him among the Lau­da men, and be­fore he could have ut­tered a syl­la­ble they would have cut him to pieces.”

			“We greet you with full hearts as a broth­er and fu­ture com­rade,” said Pan Yan.

			Khar­lamp seized his head.

			“Such men nev­er sink,” said he; “they swim out on ev­ery side, and be­sides bring glo­ry to the shore.”

			“Did I not tell you that?” cried Za­glo­ba. “The minute I saw him in Kyedani I thought at once, ‘That is a sol­dier, a man of courage.’ And you re­mem­ber that we fell to kiss­ing each oth­er straight­way. It is true that Radzivill was ru­ined through me, but al­so through him. God in­spired me in Bille­viche not to let him be shot. Wor­thy gen­tle­men, it is not be­com­ing to give a dry re­cep­tion to a cav­a­lier like him; he may think that we are hyp­ocrites.”

			When he heard this Jendzian packed off the Tar­tar with his coats, and bus­tled around with the ser­vant to get drinks.

			But Kmi­ta was think­ing on­ly how to hear most quick­ly from Khar­lamp about the re­moval of Olen­ka.

			“Where were you then?” asked he.

			“I scarce­ly ev­er left Kyedani,” an­swered Great Nose. “Prince Bo­guslav came to our prince vo­evo­da. He so dressed him­self for sup­per that one’s eyes ached in look­ing at him; it was clear that Pan­na Bille­vich had pleased him might­i­ly, for he was al­most purring from plea­sure, like a cat rubbed on the back. It is said that a cat re­peats prayers, but if Bo­guslav prayed he was prais­ing the dev­il. Oh, but he was agree­able, and sweet and pleas­ant spo­ken.”

			“Let that go!” said Pan Michael, “you cause too great pain to the knight.”

			“On the con­trary. Speak! speak!” cried Kmi­ta.

			“He said then at ta­ble,” con­tin­ued Khar­lamp, “that it was no dero­ga­tion even to a Radzivill to mar­ry the daugh­ter of a com­mon no­ble, and that he him­self would pre­fer such a la­dy to one of those princess­es whom the King and Queen of France wished to give him, and whose names I can­not re­mem­ber, for they sound­ed as when a man is call­ing hounds in the for­est.”

			“Less of that!” said Za­glo­ba.

			“He said it ev­i­dent­ly to cap­ti­vate the la­dy; we, know­ing that, be­gan one af­ter an­oth­er to look and mut­ter, think­ing tru­ly that he was set­ting traps for the in­no­cent.”

			“But she? but she?” asked Kmi­ta, fever­ish­ly.

			“She, like a maid­en of high blood and lofty bear­ing, showed no sat­is­fac­tion, did not look at him; but when Bo­guslav be­gan to talk about you, she fixed her eyes on him quick­ly. It is ter­ri­ble what hap­pened when he said that you of­fered for so many ducats to seize the king and de­liv­er him dead or alive to the Swedes. We thought the soul would go out of her; but her anger against you was so great that it over­came her wom­an’s weak­ness. When he told with what dis­gust he had re­ject­ed your of­fer, she be­gan to re­spect him, and look at him thank­ful­ly; af­ter­ward she did not with­draw her hand from him when he wished to es­cort her from the ta­ble.”

			Kmi­ta cov­ered his eyes with his hands. “Strike, strike, whoso be­lieves in God!” said he. Sud­den­ly he sprang from his place. “Farewell, gen­tle­men!”

			“How is this? Whith­er?” asked Za­glo­ba, stop­ping the way.

			“The king will give me per­mis­sion; I will go and find him,” said Kmi­ta.

			“By God’s wounds, wait! You have not yet learned all, and to find him there is time. With whom will you go? Where will you find him?”

			Kmi­ta per­haps might not have obeyed, but strength failed him; he was ex­haust­ed from wounds, there­fore he dropped on the bench, and rest­ing his shoul­ders against the wall, closed his eyes. Za­glo­ba gave him a glass of wine; he seized it with trem­bling bands, and spilling some on his beard and breast, drained it to the bot­tom.

			“There is noth­ing lost,” said Pan Yan; “but the great­est pru­dence is need­ed, for you have an af­fair with a cel­e­brat­ed man. Through hur­ried ac­tion and sud­den im­pulse you may ru­in Pan­na Bille­vich and your­self.”

			“Hear Khar­lamp to the end,” said Za­glo­ba.

			Kmi­ta grit­ted his teeth. “I am lis­ten­ing with pa­tience.”

			“Whether the la­dy went will­ing­ly I know not,” said Khar­lamp, “for I was not present at her de­par­ture. I know that the sword-bear­er of Rossyeni protest­ed when they urged him pre­vi­ous­ly; then they shut him up in the bar­racks, and fi­nal­ly he was al­lowed to go to Bille­viche with­out hin­drance. The la­dy is in evil hands; this can­not be con­cealed, for ac­cord­ing to what they say of the young prince no Mus­sul­man has such greed of the fair sex. If any fair head strikes his eye, though she be mar­ried, he is ready to dis­re­gard even that.”

			“Woe! woe!” re­peat­ed Kmi­ta.

			“The scoundrel!” cried Za­glo­ba.

			“But it is a won­der to me that the prince vo­evo­da gave her to Bo­guslav,” said Pan Yan.

			“I am not a states­man, there­fore I re­peat on­ly what the of­fi­cers said, and name­ly Gan­hoff, who knew all the se­crets of the prince; I heard with my own ears how some­one cried out in his pres­ence, ‘Kmi­ta will have noth­ing af­ter our young prince!’ and Gan­hoff an­swered, ‘There is more of pol­i­tics in this re­moval than love. Prince Bo­guslav,’ said he, ‘lets no one off; but if the la­dy re­sists he will not be able to treat her like oth­ers, in Tau­ro­gi, for a noise would be made. Yanush’s princess is liv­ing there with her daugh­ter; there­fore Bo­guslav must be very care­ful, for he seeks the hand of his cousin. It will be hard for him to sim­u­late virtue,’ said he, ‘but he must in Tau­ro­gi.’ ”

			“A stone has of course fall­en from your heart,” cried Za­glo­ba, “for from this it is clear that noth­ing threat­ens the la­dy.”

			“But why did they take her away?” cried Kmi­ta.

			“It is well that you turn to me,” said Za­glo­ba, “for I rea­son out quick­ly more than one thing over which an­oth­er would break his head for a whole year in vain. Why did he take her away? I do not de­ny that she must have struck his eye; but he took her away to re­strain through her all the Bille­vich­es, who are nu­mer­ous and pow­er­ful, from ris­ing against the Radzivills.”

			“That may be!” said Khar­lamp. “It is cer­tain that in Tau­ro­gi he must curb him­self great­ly; there he can­not go to ex­tremes.”

			“Where is he now?”

			“The prince vo­evo­da sup­posed in Tykotsin that he must be at El­blang with the King of Swe­den, to whom he had to go for re­in­force­ments. It is cer­tain that he is not in Tau­ro­gi at present, for en­voys did not find him there.”

			Here Khar­lamp turned to Kmi­ta. “If you wish to lis­ten to a sim­ple sol­dier I will tell you what I think. If any mis­ad­ven­ture has hap­pened to Pan­na Bille­vich in Tau­ro­gi, or if the prince has been able to arouse in her af­fec­tion, you have no rea­son to go; but if not, if she is with Yanush’s wid­ow and will go with her to Cour­land, it will be safer there than else­where, and a bet­ter place could not be found for her in this whole Com­mon­wealth, cov­ered with the flame of war.”

			“If you are a man of such courage as they say, and as I my­self think,” added Pan Yan, “you have first to get Bo­guslav, and when you have him in your hands, you have all.”

			“Where is he now?” re­peat­ed Kmi­ta, turn­ing to Khar­lamp.

			“I have told you al­ready,” an­swered Great Nose, “but you are for­get­ful from sor­row; I sup­pose that he is in El­blang, and cer­tain­ly will take the field with Karl Gus­tav against Charnyet­s­ki.”

			“You will do best if you go with us to Charnyet­s­ki, for in this way you will soon meet Bo­guslav,” said Volody­ovs­ki.

			“I thank you, gen­tle­men, for kind­ly ad­vice,” cried Kmi­ta. And he be­gan to take hasty farewell of all, and they did not de­tain him, know­ing that a suf­fer­ing man is not good for the cup or for con­verse; but Pan Michael said—

			“I will at­tend you to the arch­bish­op’s palace, for you are so re­duced that you may fall some­where on the street.”

			“And I!” said Pan Yan.

			“Then we will all go!” put in Za­glo­ba.

			They gird­ed on their sabres, put on warm burkas, and went out. On the streets there were still more peo­ple than be­fore. Ev­ery mo­ment the knights met groups of armed no­bles, sol­diers, ser­vants of mag­nates and no­bles, Ar­me­ni­ans, Jews, Wal­lachi­ans, Rus­sian peas­ants from the sub­urbs burned dur­ing the two at­tacks of Hmel­nit­s­ki.

			Mer­chants were stand­ing be­fore their shops; the win­dows of the hous­es were filled with heads of cu­ri­ous peo­ple. All were re­peat­ing that the cham­bul had come, and would soon march through the city to be pre­sent­ed to the king. Ev­ery liv­ing per­son wished to see that cham­bul, for it was a great rar­i­ty to look on Tar­tars march­ing in peace through the streets of a city. In oth­er tem­per had Lvoff seen these guests hith­er­to; the city had seen them on­ly be­yond the walls, in the form of im­pen­e­tra­ble clouds on the back­ground of flam­ing sub­urbs and neigh­bor­ing vil­lages. Now they were to march in as al­lies against Swe­den. Our knights were bare­ly able to open a way for them­selves through the throng. Ev­ery mo­ment there were cries; “They are com­ing, they are com­ing!” Peo­ple ran from street to street, and were packed in such mass­es that not a step for­ward was pos­si­ble.

			“Ha!” said Za­glo­ba, “let us stop a lit­tle, Pan Michael. They will re­mind us of the near past, for we did not look side­wise but straight in­to the eyes of these bull-driv­ers. And I too have been in cap­tiv­i­ty among them. They say that the fu­ture Khan is as much like me as one cup is like an­oth­er. But why talk of past fol­lies?”

			“They are com­ing, they are com­ing!” cried the peo­ple again.

			“God has changed the hearts of the dog-broth­ers,” con­tin­ued Za­glo­ba, “so that in­stead of rav­aging the Rus­sian bor­ders they come to aid us. This is a clear mir­a­cle! For I tell you that if for ev­ery pa­gan whom this old hand has sent to hell, one of my sins had been for­giv­en, I should be can­on­ized now, and peo­ple would have to fast on the eve of my fes­ti­val, or I should have been swept up liv­ing to heav­en in a char­i­ot of fire.”

			“And do you re­mem­ber,” asked Volody­ovs­ki, “how it was with them when they were re­turn­ing from the Val­a­dyn­ka from Rashkoff to Zbaraj?”

			“Of course I do, Pan Michael; but some­how you fell in­to a hole, and I chased through the thick wood to the high road. And when we came back to find you, the knights could not re­strain their as­ton­ish­ment, for at each bush lay a dead beast of a Tar­tar.”

			Pan Volody­ovs­ki re­mem­bered that at the time in ques­tion it was just the op­po­site; but he said noth­ing, for he was won­der­ful­ly as­ton­ished, and be­fore he could re­cov­er breath voic­es were shout­ing for the tenth time; “They are com­ing, they are com­ing!”

			The shout be­came gen­er­al; then there was si­lence, and all heads were turned in the di­rec­tion from which the cham­bul was to come. Now pierc­ing mu­sic was heard in the dis­tance, the crowds be­gan to open from the mid­dle of the street to­ward the walls of the hous­es, and from the end ap­peared the first Tar­tar horse­men.

			“See! they have a band even; that is un­com­mon with Tar­tars!”

			“They wish to make the best im­pres­sion,” said Pan Yan; “but still some cham­buls af­ter they have lived long in camp, have their own mu­si­cians. That must be a choice body.”

			Mean­while the horse­men had come up and be­gun to ride past. In front on a pied horse sat a Tar­tar hold­ing two pipes in his mouth, and as tawny as if he had been dried and smoked. Bend­ing his head back­ward and clos­ing his eyes, he ran his fin­gers over those pipes, ob­tain­ing from them notes squeak­ing, sharp, and so quick that the ear could bare­ly catch them. Af­ter him rode two oth­ers hold­ing staffs fur­nished at the ends with brass rat­tles, and they were shak­ing these rat­tles as if in fren­zy; far­ther back some were mak­ing shrill sounds with brass plates, some were beat­ing drums, while oth­ers were play­ing in Cos­sack fash­ion on teor­bans; and all, with the ex­cep­tion of the pipers were singing, or rather howl­ing, from mo­ment to mo­ment, a wild song, at the same time show­ing their teeth and rolling their eyes. Af­ter that chaot­ic mu­sic, which went like a brawl past the dwellers in Lvoff, clat­tered hors­es four abreast; the whole par­ty was made up of about four hun­dred men.

			This was in fact a cho­sen body, as a spec­i­men, and to do hon­or to the King of Poland, for his own use, and as an earnest sent by the Khan. They were led by Ak­bah Ulan, of the Do­brud­ja, there­fore of the stur­di­est Tar­tars in bat­tle, an old and ex­pe­ri­enced war­rior, great­ly re­spect­ed in the Ulus­es (Tar­tar vil­lages), be­cause of his brav­ery and sever­i­ty. He rode be­tween the mu­sic and the rest of the par­ty, dressed in a shu­ba of rose-col­ored vel­vet, but great­ly fad­ed, and too nar­row for his pow­er­ful per­son; it was lined with tat­tered marten-skin, he held in front of him a ba­ton, like those used by Cos­sack colonels. His red face had be­come blue from the cold wind, and he swayed some­what on his lofty sad­dle; from one mo­ment to an­oth­er he looked from side to side, or turned his face around to his Tar­tars, as if not per­fect­ly sure that they could re­strain them­selves at sight of the crowds, the wom­en, the chil­dren, the open shops, the rich goods, and that they would not rush with a shout at those won­ders.

			But they rode on qui­et­ly, like dogs led by chains and fear­ing the lash, and on­ly from their gloomy and greedy glances might it be in­ferred what was pass­ing in the souls of those bar­bar­ians. The crowds gazed on them with cu­rios­i­ty, though al­most with hos­til­i­ty, so great in those parts of the Com­mon­wealth was ha­tred of the Pa­gan. From time to time cries were heard: “Ahu! ahu!” as if at wolves. Still there were some who ex­pect­ed much from them.

			“The Swedes have a ter­ri­ble fear of the Tar­tars, and the sol­diers tell won­ders of them, from which their fear in­creas­es,” said some, look­ing at the Tar­tars.

			“And just­ly,” an­swered oth­ers. “It is not for the cav­al­ry of Karl to war with the Tar­tars, who, es­pe­cial­ly those of the Do­brud­ja, are equal some­times to our cav­al­ry. Be­fore a Swedish horse­man can look around, the Tar­tar will have him on a lar­i­at.”

			“It is a sin to call sons of Pa­gans to aid us,” said some voice.

			“Sin or no sin, they will serve us.”

			“A very de­cent cham­bul!” said Za­glo­ba.

			Re­al­ly the Tar­tars were well dressed in white, black, and par­ti-col­ored sheep­skin coats, the wool on the out­side; black bows, and quiv­ers full of ar­rows were shak­ing on their shoul­ders; each had be­sides a sabre, which was not al­ways the case in large cham­buls, for the poor­est were not able to ob­tain such a lux­u­ry, us­ing in hand-to-hand con­flict a horse-skull fas­tened to a club. But these were men, as was said, to be ex­hib­it­ed; there­fore some of them had even mus­kets in felt cas­es, and all were sit­ting on good hors­es, small, it is true, rather lean and short, with long fore­locks on their faces, but of in­com­pa­ra­ble swift­ness.

			In the cen­tre of the par­ty went al­so four camels: the crowd con­clud­ed that in their packs were presents from the Khan to the king; but in that they were mis­tak­en, for the Khan chose to take gifts, not give them; he promised, it is true, re­in­force­ments, but not for noth­ing.

			When they had passed, Za­glo­ba said: “That aid will cost dear. Though al­lies, they will ru­in the coun­try. Af­ter the Swedes and them, there will not be one sound roof in the Com­mon­wealth.”

			“It is sure that they are ter­ri­bly griev­ous al­lies,” said Pan Yan.

			“I have heard on the road,” said Pan Michael, “that the king has made a treaty, that to ev­ery five hun­dred of the horde is to be giv­en one of our of­fi­cers, who is to have com­mand and the right of pun­ish­ment. Oth­er­wise these friends would leave on­ly heav­en and earth be­hind them.”

			“But this is a small cham­bul; what will the king do with it?”

			“The Khan sent them to be placed at the dis­pos­al of the king al­most as a gift; and though he will make ac­count of them, still the king can do what he likes with them, and un­doubt­ed­ly he will send them with us to Charnyet­s­ki.”

			“Well, Charnyet­s­ki will be able to keep them in bounds.”

			“Not un­less he is among them, oth­er­wise they will plun­der. It can­not be, but they will give them an of­fi­cer at once.”

			“And will he lead them? But what will that big Agá do?”

			“If he does not meet a fool, he will car­ry out or­ders.”

			“Farewell, gen­tle­men!” cried Kmi­ta, on a sud­den.

			“Whith­er in such haste?”

			“To fall at the king’s feet, and ask him to give me com­mand of these peo­ple.”

		
	
		
			LX

			That same day Ak­bah Ulan beat with his fore­head to the king, and de­liv­ered to him let­ters of the Khan in which the lat­ter re­peat­ed his prom­ise of mov­ing with one hun­dred thou­sand of the horde against the Swedes, when forty thou­sand thalers were paid him in ad­vance, and when the first grass was on the fields, with­out which, in a coun­try so ru­ined by war, it would be dif­fi­cult to main­tain such a great num­ber of hors­es. As to that small cham­bul, the Khan had sent it to his “dear­est broth­er” as a proof of his fa­vor, so that the Cos­sacks, who were still think­ing of dis­obe­di­ence, might have an ev­i­dent sign that this fa­vor en­dures steadi­ly, and let but the first sound of re­bel­lion reach the ears of the Khan, his venge­ful anger will fall on all Cos­sacks.

			The king re­ceived Ak­bah Ulan af­fa­bly, and pre­sent­ing him with a beau­ti­ful steed, said that he would send him soon to Pan Charnyet­s­ki in the field, for he wished to con­vince the Swedes by facts, that the Khan was giv­ing aid to the Com­mon­wealth. The eyes of the Tar­tar glit­tered when he heard of ser­vice un­der Charnyet­s­ki; for know­ing him from the time of for­mer wars in the Ukraine, he, in com­mon with all the Agás, ad­mired him.

			But he was less pleased with the part of the Khan’s let­ter which asked the king to at­tach to the cham­bul an of­fi­cer, who knew the coun­try well, who would lead the par­ty and re­strain the men, and al­so Ak­bah Ulan him­self from plun­der and ex­cess­es. Ak­bah Ulan would have pre­ferred cer­tain­ly not to have such a pa­tron over him; but since the will of the Khan and the king were ex­plic­it, he mere­ly beat with his fore­head once more, hid­ing care­ful­ly his vex­a­tion, and per­haps promis­ing in his soul that not he would bow down be­fore that pa­tron, but the pa­tron be­fore him.

			Bare­ly had the Tar­tar gone out, and the sen­a­tors with­drawn, when Kmi­ta, who had an au­di­ence at once, fell at the feet of the king, and said—

			“Gra­cious Lord! I am not wor­thy of the fa­vor for which I ask, but I set as much by it as by life it­self. Per­mit me to take com­mand over these Tar­tars and move to the field with them at once.”

			“I do not refuse,” an­swered the as­ton­ished Yan Kaz­imir, “for a bet­ter lead­er it would be dif­fi­cult to find. A cav­a­lier of great dar­ing and re­solve is need­ed to hold them in check, or they will be­gin straight­way to burn and mur­der our peo­ple. To this on­ly am I firm­ly op­posed, that you go to­mor­row, be­fore your flesh has healed from the wounds made by Swedish rapiers.”

			“I feel that as soon as the wind blows around me in the field, my weak­ness will pass, and strength will en­ter me again; as to the Tar­tars, I will man­age them and bend them in­to soft wax.”

			“But why in such haste? Whith­er are you go­ing?”

			“Against the Swedes, Gra­cious Lord; I have noth­ing to wait for here, since what I want­ed I have, that is your fa­vor and par­don for my for­mer of­fences. I will go to Charnyet­s­ki with Volody­ovs­ki, or I will at­tack the en­e­my sep­a­rate­ly, as I did once Ho­v­an­s­ki, and I trust in God that I shall have suc­cess.”

			“It must be that some­thing else is draw­ing you to the field.”

			“I will con­fess as to a fa­ther, and open my whole soul. Prince Bo­guslav, not con­tent with the calum­ny which he cast on me, has tak­en that maid­en from Kyedani and con­fined her in Tau­ro­gi, or worse, for he is at­tack­ing her hon­esty, her virtue, her hon­or as a wom­an. Gra­cious Lord! the rea­son is con­fused in my head, when I think in what hands the poor girl is at present. By the pas­sion of the Lord! these wounds pain less. That maid­en thinks to this mo­ment that I of­fered that damned soul, that arch-cur to raise hands on your Roy­al Grace—and she holds me the low­est of all the de­gen­er­ate. I can­not en­dure, I am not able to en­dure, till I find her, till I free her. Give me those Tar­tars and I swear that I will not do my own work alone, but I will crush so many Swedes that the court of this cas­tle might be paved with their skulls.”

			“Calm your­self,” said the king.

			“If I had to leave ser­vice and the de­fence of majesty and the Com­mon­wealth for my own cause, it would be a shame for me to ask, but here one unites with the oth­er. The time has come to beat the Swedes, I will do noth­ing else. The time has come to hunt a traitor; I will hunt him to Liv­land, to Cour­land, and even as far as the North­ern­ers, or be­yond the sea to Swe­den, should he hide there.”

			“We have in­for­ma­tion that Bo­guslav will move very soon with Karl, from El­blang.”

			“Then I will go to meet them.”

			“With such a small cham­bul? They will cov­er you with a cap.”

			“Ho­v­an­s­ki, with eighty thou­sand, was cov­er­ing me, but he did not suc­ceed.”

			“All the loy­al army is un­der Charnyet­s­ki. They will strike Charnyet­s­ki first of all.”

			“I will go to Charnyet­s­ki. It is need­ful to give him aid the more quick­ly.”

			“You will go to Charnyet­s­ki, but to Tau­ro­gi with such a small num­ber you can­not go. Radzivill de­liv­ered all the cas­tles in Jmud to the en­e­my, and Swedish gar­risons are sta­tioned ev­ery­where; but Tau­ro­gi, it seems to me, is some­where on the bound­ary of Prus­sia?”

			“On the very bound­ary of Elec­toral Prus­sia, but on our side, and twen­ty miles from Tylt­sa. Wher­ev­er I have to go, I will go, and not on­ly will I not lose men, but crowds of dar­ing sol­diers will gath­er to me on the road. And con­sid­er this, Gra­cious Lord, that wher­ev­er I show my­self the whole neigh­bor­hood will mount against the Swedes. First, I will rouse Jmud, if no one else does it. What place may not be reached now, when the whole coun­try is boil­ing like wa­ter in a pot? I am ac­cus­tomed to be in a boil.”

			“But you do not think of this—per­haps the Tar­tars will not like to go so far with you.”

			“On­ly let them not like! on­ly let them try not to like,” said Kmi­ta, grit­ting his teeth at the very thought, “as there are four hun­dred, or what­ev­er num­ber there is of them, I’ll have all four hun­dred hanged—there will be no lack of trees! Just let them try to rebel against me.”

			“Yan­drek!” cried the king, fall­ing in­to good hu­mor and purs­ing his lips, “as God is dear to me, I can­not find a bet­ter shep­herd for those lambs! Take them and lead them wher­ev­er it pleas­es thee most.”

			“I give thanks, Gra­cious Lord!” said the knight, press­ing the knees of the king.

			“When do you wish to start?” asked Yan Kaz­imir.

			“God will­ing, to­mor­row.”

			“Maybe Ak­bah Ulan will not be ready, be­cause his hors­es are road-weary.”

			“Then I will have him lashed to a sad­dle with a lar­i­at, and he will go on foot if he spares his horse.”

			“I see that you will get on with him. Still use mild mea­sures while pos­si­ble. But now, Yen­drek, it is late; to­mor­row I wish to see you again. Mean­while take this ring, tell your roy­al­ist la­dy that you have it from the king, and tell her that the king com­mands her to love firm­ly his faith­ful ser­vant and de­fend­er.”

			“God grant me,” said the young hero, with tears in his eyes, “not to die save in de­fence of your Roy­al Grace!”

			Here the king with­drew, for it was al­ready late; and Kmi­ta went to his own quar­ters to pre­pare for the road, and think what to be­gin, and whith­er he ought to go first.

			He re­mem­bered the words of Khar­lamp, that should it ap­pear that Bo­guslav was not in Tau­ro­gi it would re­al­ly be bet­ter to leave the maid­en there, for from Tau­ro­gi be­ing near the bound­ary, it was easy to take refuge in Tylt­sa, un­der care of the elec­tor. More­over, though the Swedes had aban­doned in his last need the vo­evo­da of Vil­na, it was rea­son­able to ex­pect that they would have re­gard for his wid­ow; hence, if Olen­ka was un­der her care, no evil could meet her. If they had gone to Cour­land, that was still bet­ter. “And to Cour­land I can­not go with my Tar­tars,” said Kmi­ta to him­self, “for that is an­oth­er State.”

			He walked then, and worked with his head. Hour fol­lowed hour, but he did not think yet of rest; and the thought of his new ex­pe­di­tion so cheered him, that though that day he was weak in the morn­ing, he felt now that his strength was re­turn­ing, and he was ready to mount in a mo­ment.

			The ser­vants at last had fin­ished ty­ing the sad­dle-straps and were pre­par­ing to sleep, when all at once some­one be­gan to scratch at the door of the room.

			“Who is there?” asked Kmi­ta. Then to his at­ten­dant, “Go and see!”

			He went, and af­ter he had spo­ken to some­one out­side the door, he re­turned.

			“Some sol­dier wants to see your grace great­ly. He says that his name is Soro­ka.”

			“By the dear God! let him in,” called Kmi­ta. And with­out wait­ing for the at­ten­dant to car­ry out the or­der, he sprang to the door. “Come in, dear Soro­ka! come hith­er!”

			The sol­dier en­tered the room, and with his first move­ment wished to fall at the feet of his colonel, for he was a friend and a ser­vant as faith­ful as he was at­tached; but sol­dier­ly sub­or­di­na­tion car­ried the day, there­fore he stood erect and said—

			“At the or­ders of your grace!”

			“Be greet­ed, dear com­rade, be greet­ed!” said Kmi­ta, with emo­tion. “I thought they had cut you to pieces in Chen­sto­ho­va.” And he pressed Soro­ka’s head, then be­gan to shake him, which he could do with­out low­er­ing him­self too much, for Soro­ka was de­scend­ed from vil­lage no­bil­i­ty.

			Then the old sergeant fell to em­brac­ing Kmi­ta’s knees.

			“Whence do you come?” asked Kmi­ta.

			“From Chen­sto­ho­va.”

			“And you were look­ing for me?”

			“Yes.”

			“And from whom did you learn that I was alive?”

			“From Kuk­li­novs­ki’s men. The pri­or, Ko­rdet­s­ki, cel­e­brat­ed High Mass from de­light, in thanks­giv­ing to God. Then there was a re­port that Pan Babinich had con­duct­ed the king through the moun­tains; so I knew that that was your grace, no one else.”

			“And Fa­ther Ko­rdet­s­ki is well?”

			“Well; on­ly it is un­known whether the an­gels will not take him alive to heav­en any day, for he is a saint.”

			“Sure­ly he is noth­ing else. Where did you dis­cov­er that I came with the king to Lvoff?”

			“I thought, since you con­duct­ed the king you must be near him; but I was afraid that your grace might move to the field and that I should be late.”

			“To­mor­row I go with the Tar­tars.”

			“Then it has hap­pened well, for I bring your grace two full belts, one which I wore and the oth­er you car­ried, and be­sides, those pre­cious stones which we took from the caps of bo­yars, and those which your grace took when we seized the trea­sury of Ho­v­an­s­ki.”

			“Those were good times when we gath­ered in wealth; but there can­not be much of it now, for I left a good bit with Fa­ther Ko­rdet­s­ki.”

			“I do not know how much, but the pri­or him­self said that two good vil­lages might be bought with it.”

			Then Soro­ka drew near the ta­ble, and be­gan to re­move the belts from his body. “And the stones are in this can­teen,” added he, putting the can­teen near the belts.

			Kmi­ta made no re­ply, but shook in his hand some gold ducats with­out count­ing them, and said to the sergeant—

			“Take these!”

			“I fall at the feet of your grace. Ei, if I had had on the road one such ducat!”

			“How is that?”

			“Be­cause I am ter­ri­bly weak. There are few places now where they will give one morsel of bread to a man, for all are afraid; and at last I bare­ly dragged my feet for­ward from hunger.”

			“By the dear God! but you had all this with you!”

			“I dared not use it with­out leave.”

			“Take this!” said Kmi­ta, giv­ing him an­oth­er hand­ful. Then he cried to the ser­vants—

			“Now, scoundrels, give him to eat in less time than a man might say ‘Our Fa­ther,’ or I’ll take your heads!”

			They sprang one in front of an­oth­er, and in lit­tle while there was an enor­mous dish of smoked sausage be­fore Soro­ka, and a flask of vod­ka. The sol­dier fas­tened his eyes greed­i­ly on the food, and his lips and mus­tach­es were quiv­er­ing; but he dared not sit in pres­ence of the colonel.

			“Sit down, eat!” com­mand­ed Kmi­ta.

			Kmi­ta had bare­ly spo­ken when a dry sausage was crunch­ing be­tween the pow­er­ful jaws of Soro­ka. The two at­ten­dants looked on him with pro­trud­ing eyes.

			“Be off!” cried Kmi­ta.

			They sprang out with all breath through the door; out the knight walked with hasty steps up and down the room, not wish­ing to in­ter­rupt his faith­ful ser­vant. But he, as of­ten as he poured out a glass of vod­ka, looked side­wise at the colonel, fear­ing to find a frown; then he emp­tied the glass and turned to­ward the wall.

			Kmi­ta walked, walked; at last he be­gan to speak to him­self. “It can­not be oth­er­wise!” mut­tered he; “it is need­ful to send him. I will give or­ders to tell her—No use, she will not be­lieve! She will not read a let­ter, for she holds me a traitor and a dog. Let him not come in her way, but let him see and tell me what is tak­ing place there.”

			Then he said on a sud­den: “Soro­ka!”

			The sol­dier sprang up so quick­ly that he came near over­turn­ing the ta­ble, and straight­ened as straight as a string.

			“Ac­cord­ing to or­der!”

			“You are an hon­est man, and in need you are cun­ning. You will go on a long road, but not on a hun­gry one.”

			“Ac­cord­ing to or­der!”

			“To Tylt­sa, on the Prus­sian bor­der. There Pan­na Bille­vich is liv­ing in the cas­tle of Bo­guslav Radzivill. You will learn if the prince is there, and have an eye on ev­ery­thing. Do not try to see Pan­na Bille­vich, but should a meet­ing hap­pen of it­self, tell her, and swear that I brought the king through the moun­tains, and that I am near his per­son. She will sure­ly not give you cred­it; for the prince has de­famed me, say­ing that I wished to at­tempt the life of the king—which is a lie be­fit­ting a dog.”

			“Ac­cord­ing to or­der!”

			“Do not try to see her, as I have said, for she will not be­lieve you. But if you meet by chance, tell her what you know. Look at ev­ery­thing, and lis­ten! But take care of your­self, for if the prince is there and rec­og­nizes you, or if any­one from his court rec­og­nizes you, you will be im­paled on a stake. I would send old Kyem­lich, but he is in the oth­er world, slain in the pass, and his sons are too dull. They will go with me. Have you been in Tylt­sa?”

			“I have not, your grace.”

			“You will go to Shchuchyn, thence along the Prus­sian bound­ary to Tylt­sa. Tau­ro­gi is twen­ty miles dis­tant from Tylt­sa and op­po­site, on our side. Stay in Tau­ro­gi till you have seen ev­ery­thing, then come to me. You will find me where I shall be. Ask for the Tar­tars and Pan Babinich. And now go to sleep with the Kyem­lich­es. To­mor­row for the road.”

			Af­ter these words, Soro­ka went out. Kmi­ta did not lie down to sleep for a long time, but at last weari­ness over­came him; then he threw him­self on the bed, and slept a stone sleep.

			Next morn­ing he rose great­ly re­freshed and stronger than the day be­fore. The whole court was al­ready on foot, and the usu­al ac­tiv­i­ty had be­gun. Kmi­ta went first to the chan­cellery, for his com­mis­sion and safe-con­duct; he vis­it­ed Su­ba Gazi Bey, chief of the Khan’s em­bassy in Lvoff, and had a long con­ver­sa­tion with him.

			Dur­ing that con­ver­sa­tion Pan An­drei put his hand twice in his purse; so that when he was go­ing out Su­ba Gazi Bey changed caps with him, gave him a ba­ton of green feath­ers and some yards of an equal­ly green cord of silk.

			Armed in this fash­ion, Pan An­drei re­turned to the king, who had just come from Mass; then the young man fell once more at the knees of the sov­er­eign; af­ter that he went, to­geth­er with the Kyem­lich­es and his at­ten­dants, di­rect­ly to the place where Ak­bah Ulan was quar­tered with his cham­bul.

			At sight of him the old Tar­tar put his hand to his fore­head, his mouth, and his breast; but learn­ing who Kmi­ta was and why he had come, he grew se­vere at once; his face be­came gloomy, and was veiled with haugh­ti­ness.

			“And the king has sent you to me as a guide,” said he to Kmi­ta, in bro­ken Rus­sian; “you will show me the road, though I should be able to go my­self wher­ev­er it is need­ed, and you are young and in­ex­pe­ri­enced.”

			“He in­di­cates in ad­vance what I am to be,” thought Kmi­ta, “but I will be po­lite to him as long as I can.” Then he said aloud: “Ak­bah Ulan, the king has sent me here as a chief, not as a guide. And I tell you this, that you will do bet­ter not to op­pose the will of his grace.”

			“The Khan makes ap­point­ments over the Tar­tars, not the king,” an­swered Ak­bah Ulan.

			“Ak­bah Ulan,” re­peat­ed Kmi­ta, with em­pha­sis, “the Khan has made a present of thee to the king, as he would a dog or a fal­con; there­fore show no dis­re­spect to him, lest thou be tied like a dog with a rope.”

			“Al­lah!” cried the as­ton­ished Tar­tar.

			“Hei! have a care that thou anger me not!” said Kmi­ta.

			Ak­bah Ulan’s eyes be­came blood­shot. For a time he could not ut­ter a word; the veins on his neck were swollen, his hands sought his dag­ger.

			“I’ll bite, I’ll bite!” said he, with sti­fled voice.

			But Pan An­drei, though he had promised to be po­lite, had had enough, for by na­ture he was very ex­citable. In one mo­ment there­fore some­thing struck him as if a ser­pent had stung; he seized the Tar­tar by the thin beard with his whole hand, and push­ing back his head as if he wished to show him some­thing on the ceil­ing, he be­gan to talk through his set teeth.

			“Hear me, son of a goat! Thou wouldst like to have no one above thee, so as to burn, rob, and slaugh­ter! Thou wouldst have me as guide! Here is thy guide! thou hast a guide!” And thrust­ing him to the wall, he be­gan to pound his head against a cor­ner of it.

			He let him go at last, com­plete­ly stunned, but not look­ing for his knife now. Kmi­ta, fol­low­ing the im­pulse of his hot blood, dis­cov­ered the best method of con­vinc­ing Ori­en­tal peo­ple ac­cus­tomed to slav­ery; for in the pound­ed head of the Tar­tar, in spite of all the rage which was sti­fling him, the thought gleamed at once how pow­er­ful and com­mand­ing must that knight be who could act in this man­ner with him, Ak­bah Ulan; and with his bloody lips he re­peat­ed three times—

			“Bagadyr (hero), Bagadyr, Bagadyr!”

			Kmi­ta mean­while placed on his own head the cap of Su­ba Grazi, drew forth the green ba­ton, which he had kept be­hind his belt of pur­pose till that mo­ment, and said—

			“Look at these, slave! and these!”

			“Al­lah!” ex­claimed the as­ton­ished Ulan.

			“And here!” added Kmi­ta, tak­ing the cord from his pock­et.

			But Ak­bah Ulan was al­ready ly­ing at his feet, and strik­ing the floor with his fore­head.

			An hour lat­er the Tar­tars were march­ing out in a long line over the road from Lvoff to Vyel­ki Ochi; and Kmi­ta, sit­ting on a valiant chest­nut steed which the king had giv­en him, drove along the cham­bul as a shep­herd dog drives sheep. Ak­bah Ulan looked at the young hero with won­der and fear.

			The Tar­tars, who were judges of war­riors, di­vined at the first glance that un­der that lead­er there would be no lack of blood and plun­der, and went will­ing­ly with singing and mu­sic.

			And Kmi­ta’s heart swelled with­in him when he looked at those forms, re­sem­bling beasts of the wilder­ness; for they were dressed in sheep­skin and camel-skin coats with the wool out­side. The wave of wild heads shook with the move­ments of the hors­es; he count­ed them, and was think­ing how much he could un­der­take with that force.

			“It is a pe­cu­liar body,” thought he, “and it seems to me as if I were lead­ing a pack of wolves; and with such men pre­cise­ly would it be pos­si­ble to run through the whole Com­mon­wealth, and tram­ple all Prus­sia. Wait awhile, Prince Bo­guslav!”

			Here boast­ful thoughts be­gan to flow in­to his head, for he was in­clined great­ly to boast­ful­ness.

			“God has giv­en man adroit­ness,” said he to him­self; “yes­ter­day I had on­ly the two Kyem­lich­es, but to­day four hun­dred hors­es are clat­ter­ing be­hind me. On­ly let the dance be­gin; I shall have a thou­sand or two of such rois­ter­ers as my old com­rades would not be ashamed of. Wait a while, Bo­guslav!”

			But af­ter a mo­ment he added, to qui­et his own con­science: “And I shall serve al­so the king and the coun­try.”

			He fell in­to ex­cel­lent hu­mor. This too pleased him great­ly, that no­bles, Jews, peas­ants, even large crowds of gen­er­al mili­tia, could not guard them­selves from fear in the first mo­ment at sight of his Tar­tars. And there was a fog, for the thaw had filled the air with a va­por. It hap­pened then ev­ery lit­tle while that some­one rode up near, and see­ing all at once whom they had be­fore them, cried out—

			“The word is made flesh!”

			“Je­sus! Mary! Joseph!”

			“The Tar­tars! the horde!”

			But the Tar­tars passed peace­ful­ly the equipages, load­ed wag­ons, herds of hors­es and trav­ellers. It would have been dif­fer­ent had the lead­er per­mit­ted, but they dared not un­der­take any­thing of their own will, for they had seen how at start­ing Ak­bah Ulan had held the stir­rup of that lead­er.

			Now Lvoff had van­ished in the dis­tance be­yond the mist. The Tar­tars had ceased to sing, and the cham­bul moved slow­ly amid the clouds of steam ris­ing from the hors­es. All at once the tramp of a horse was heard be­hind. In a mo­ment two horse­men ap­peared. One of them was Pan Michael, the oth­er was the ten­ant of Van­sosh; both, pass­ing the cham­bul, pushed straight to Kmi­ta.

			“Stop! stop!” cried the lit­tle knight.

			Kmi­ta held in his horse. “Is that you?”

			Pan Michael reined in his horse. “With the fore­head!” said he, “let­ters from the king: one to you, the oth­er to the vo­evo­da of Vi­tyeb­sk.”

			“I am go­ing to Pan Charnyet­s­ki, not to Sapye­ha.”

			“But read the let­ter.”

			Kmi­ta broke the seal and read as fol­lows:—

			
				We learn through a couri­er just ar­rived from the vo­evo­da of Vi­tyeb­sk that he can­not march hith­er to Lit­tle Poland, and is turn­ing back again to Podlyasye, be­cause Prince Bo­guslav, who is not with the King of Swe­den, has planned to fall up­on Tykotsin and Pan Sapye­ha. And since he must leave a great part of his troops in gar­risons, we or­der you to go to his as­sis­tance with that Tar­tar cham­bul. And since your own wish is thus grat­i­fied, we need not urge you to has­ten. The oth­er let­ter you will give to the vo­evo­da; in it we com­mend Pan Babinich, our faith­ful ser­vant, to the good will of the vo­evo­da, and above all to the pro­tec­tion of God.

				
					Yan Kaz­imir, King.

				
			

			“By the dear God! by the dear God! This is hap­py news for me!” cried Kmi­ta. “I know not how to thank the king and you for it.”

			“I of­fered my­self to come,” said the lit­tle knight, “out of com­pas­sion, for I saw your pain; I came so that the let­ters might reach you sure­ly.”

			“When did the couri­er ar­rive?”

			“We were with the king at din­ner—I, Pan Yan, Pan Stanislav, Khar­lamp, and Za­glo­ba. You can­not imag­ine what Za­glo­ba told there about the care­less­ness of Sapye­ha, and his own ser­vices. It is enough that the king cried from con­tin­u­al laugh­ter, and both het­mans were hold­ing their sides all the time. At last the cham­ber ser­vant came with a let­ter; when the king burst out, ‘Go to the hang­man, maybe evil news will spoil my fun!’ When he learned that it was from Pan Sapye­ha, he be­gan to read it. In­deed he read evil news, for that was con­firmed which had long been dis­cussed; the elec­tor had bro­ken all his oaths, and against his own right­ful sov­er­eign had joined the King of Swe­den at last.”

			“An­oth­er en­e­my, as if there were few of them hith­er­to!” cried Kmi­ta; and he fold­ed his hands. “Great God! on­ly let Pan Sapye­ha send me for a week to Prus­sia, and God the Mer­ci­ful grant that ten gen­er­a­tions will re­mem­ber me and my Tar­tars.”

			“Per­haps you will go there,” said Pan Michael; “but first you must de­feat Bo­guslav, for as a re­sult of that trea­son of the elec­tor is he fur­nished with men and per­mit­ted to go to Podlyasye.”

			“Then we shall meet, as to­day is to­day; as God is in heav­en, so shall we meet,” cried Kmi­ta, with flash­ing eyes. “If you had brought me the ap­point­ment of vo­evo­da of Vil­na, it would not have giv­en me more plea­sure.”

			“The king too cried at once: ‘There is an ex­pe­di­tion ready for Yen­drek, from which the soul will re­joice in him.’ He want­ed to send his ser­vant af­ter you, but I said I will go my­self, I will take farewell of him once more.”

			Kmi­ta bent on his horse, and seized the lit­tle knight in his em­brace.

			“A broth­er would not have done for me what you have done! God grant me to thank you in some way.”

			“Tfu! Did not I want to shoot you?”

			“I de­served noth­ing bet­ter. Nev­er mind! May I be slain in the first bat­tle if in all knight­hood I love a man more than I love you.”

			Then they be­gan to em­brace again at part­ing, and Volody­ovs­ki said—

			“Be care­ful with Bo­guslav, be care­ful, for it is no easy mat­ter with him.”

			“For one of us death is writ­ten. Ei! if you who are a ge­nius at the sabre could dis­cov­er your se­crets to me. But there is no time. As it is, may the an­gels help me; and I will see his blood, or my eyes will close for­ev­er on the light of day.”

			“God aid you! A lucky jour­ney, and give an­gel­i­ca to those traitors of Prus­sians!” said Volody­ovs­ki.

			“Be sure on that point. The dis­gust­ing Luther­ans!”

			Here Volody­ovs­ki nod­ded to Jendzian, who dur­ing this time was talk­ing to Ak­bah Ulan, ex­plain­ing the for­mer suc­cess­es of Kmi­ta over Ho­v­an­s­ki. And both rode back to Lvoff.

			Then Kmi­ta turned his cham­bul on the spot, as a driv­er turns his wag­on, and went straight to­ward the north.

		
	
		
			LXI

			Though the Tar­tars, and es­pe­cial­ly those of the Do­brud­ja, knew how to stand breast to breast against armed men in the field, their most cher­ished war­fare was the slaugh­ter of de­fence­less peo­ple, the seiz­ing of wom­en and peas­ants cap­tive, and above all, plun­der. The road was very bit­ter there­fore to that cham­bul which Kmi­ta led, for un­der his iron hand these wild war­riors had to be­come lambs, keep their knives in the sheaths, and the quenched tin­der and coiled ropes in their sad­dle­bags. They mur­mured at first.

			Near Tarnogrod a few re­mained be­hind of pur­pose to let free the “red birds” in Hmyelevsk and to frol­ic with the wom­en. But Kmi­ta, who had pushed on to­ward Tomashov, re­turned at sight of the first gleam of fire, and com­mand­ed the guilty to hang the guilty. And he had gained such con­trol of Ak­bah Ulan, that the old Tar­tar not on­ly did not re­sist, but he urged the con­demned to hang quick­ly, or the “bo­gadyr” would be an­gry. Thence­forth “the lambs” marched qui­et­ly, crowd­ing more close­ly to­geth­er through the vil­lages and towns, lest sus­pi­cion might fall on them. And the ex­e­cu­tion, though Kmi­ta car­ried it out so se­vere­ly, did not rouse even ill will or ha­tred against him; such for­tune had that fight­er that his sub­or­di­nates felt just as much love for him as they did fear.

			It is true that Pan An­drei per­mit­ted no one to wrong them. The coun­try had been ter­ri­bly rav­aged by the re­cent at­tack of Hmel­nit­s­ki and Shereme­ty­eff; there­fore it was as dif­fi­cult to find pro­vi­sions and pas­ture as be­fore har­vest, and be­sides, ev­ery­thing had to be in time and in plen­ty; in Krinit­si, where the towns­peo­ple of­fered re­sis­tance and would not fur­nish sup­plies, Pan An­drei or­dered that some of them be beat­en with sticks, and the un­der-staros­ta he stretched out with the blow of a whirl­bat.

			This de­light­ed the horde im­mense­ly, and hear­ing with plea­sure the up­roar of the beat­en peo­ple, they said among them­selves—

			“Ei! our Babinich is a fal­con; he lets no man of­fend his lambs.”

			It is enough that not on­ly did they not grow thin, but the men and hors­es im­proved in con­di­tion. Old Ulan, whose stom­ach had ex­pand­ed, looked with grow­ing won­der on the young hero and clicked with his tongue.

			“If Al­lah were to give me a son, I should like such a one. I should not die of hunger in my old age in the Ulus,” re­peat­ed he.

			But Kmi­ta from time to time struck him on the stom­ach and said—

			“Here lis­ten, wild boar! If the Swedes do not open your paunch, you will hide the con­tents of all cup­boards in­side it.”

			“Where are the Swedes? Our ropes will rot, our bows will be mildewed,” an­swered Ulan, who was home­sick for war.

			They were ad­vanc­ing in­deed through a coun­try to which a Swedish foot had not been able to come, but far­ther they would pass through one in which there had been gar­risons af­ter­ward driv­en out by con­fed­er­ates. They met ev­ery­where small­er and larg­er bands of armed no­bles, march­ing in var­i­ous di­rec­tions, and not small­er bands of peas­ants, who more than once stopped the road to them threat­en­ing­ly, and to whom it was of­ten dif­fi­cult to ex­plain that they had to do with friends and ser­vants of the King of Poland.

			They came at last to Zamost. The Tar­tars were amazed at sight of this mighty fortress; but what did they think when told that not long be­fore it had stopped the whole pow­er of Hmel­nit­s­ki?

			Pan Zamoys­ki, the own­er by in­her­i­tance, per­mit­ted them as a mark of great af­fec­tion and fa­vor to en­ter the town. They were ad­mit­ted through a brick gate, while the oth­er two were stone. Kmi­ta him­self did not ex­pect to see any­thing sim­i­lar, and he could not re­cov­er from as­ton­ish­ment at sight of the broad streets, built in straight lines, Ital­ian fash­ion; at sight of the splen­did col­lege, and the acad­e­my, the cas­tle, walls, the great can­non and ev­ery kind of pro­vi­sion. As few among mag­nates could be com­pared with the grand­son of the great chan­cel­lor, so there were few fortress­es that could be com­pared with Zamost.

			But the great­est ec­sta­sy seized the Tar­tars, when they saw the Ar­me­ni­an part of the town. Their nos­trils drew in greed­i­ly the odor of mo­roc­co, a great man­u­fac­ture of which was car­ried on by in­dus­tri­al im­mi­grants from Kaf­fa; and their eyes laughed at sight of the dried fruits and con­fec­tionery, East­ern car­pets, gir­dles, in­laid sabres, dag­gers, bows, Turk­ish lamps, and ev­ery kind of cost­ly ar­ti­cle.

			The cup­bear­er of the king­dom him­self pleased Kmi­ta’s heart great­ly, he was a gen­uine kinglet in that Zamost of his; a man in the strength of his years, of fine pres­ence though lack­ing some­what ro­bust­ness, for he had not re­strained suf­fi­cient­ly the ar­dors of na­ture in ear­ly years. He had al­ways loved the fair sex, but his health had not been shak­en to that de­gree that joy­ous­ness had van­ished from his face. So far he had not mar­ried, and though the most renowned hous­es in the Com­mon­wealth had opened wide their doors, he as­sert­ed that he could not find in them a suf­fi­cient­ly beau­ti­ful maid­en. He found her some­what lat­er, in the per­son of a young French la­dy, who though in love with an­oth­er gave him her hand with­out hes­i­ta­tion, not fore­see­ing that the first one, dis­re­gard­ed, would adorn in the fu­ture his own and her head with a king­ly crown.

			The lord of Zamost was not dis­tin­guished for quick wit, though he had enough for his own use. He did not strive for dig­ni­ties and of­fices, though they came to him of them­selves; and when his friends re­proached him with a lack of na­tive am­bi­tion, he an­swered—“It is not true that I lack it, for I have more than those who bow down. Why should I wear out the thresh­olds of the court? In Zamost I am not on­ly Yan Zamoys­ki, but So­biepan Zamoys­ki,”34 with which name he was very well pleased. He was glad to af­fect sim­ple man­ners, though he had re­ceived a re­fined ed­u­ca­tion and had passed his youth in jour­neys through for­eign lands. He spoke of him­self as a com­mon no­ble, and spoke em­phat­i­cal­ly of the mod­er­ate­ness of his sta­tion, per­haps so that oth­ers might con­tra­dict him, and per­haps so that they might not no­tice his medi­um wit. On the whole he was an hon­or­able man, and a bet­ter son of the Com­mon­wealth than many oth­ers.

			And as he came near Kmi­ta’s heart, so did Kmi­ta please him; there­fore he in­vit­ed Pan An­drei to the cham­bers of the cas­tle and en­ter­tained him, for he loved this al­so, that men should ex­alt his hos­pi­tal­i­ty.

			Pan An­drei came to know in the cas­tle many not­ed per­sons; above all, Princess Grisel­da Vish­nyevet­s­ki, sis­ter of Pan Zamoys­ki and wid­ow of the great Yere­mi—a man who in his time was well-nigh the great­est in the Com­mon­wealth, who nev­er­the­less had lost his whole im­mense for­tune in the time of the Cos­sack in­cur­sion, so that the princess was now liv­ing at Zamost, on the boun­ty of her broth­er Yan.

			But that la­dy was so full of grandeur, of majesty and virtue, that her broth­er was the first to blow away the dust from be­fore her; and more­over he feared her like fire. There was no case in which he did not grat­i­fy her wish­es, nor an af­fair the most im­por­tant con­cern­ing which he did not ad­vise with her. The peo­ple of the cas­tle said that the princess ruled Zamost, the army, the trea­sury, and her broth­er; but she did not wish to take ad­van­tage of her pre­pon­der­ance, be­ing giv­en with her whole soul to grief for her hus­band and to the ed­u­ca­tion of her son.

			That son had re­cent­ly re­turned for a short time from the court of Vi­en­na and was liv­ing with her. He was a youth in the spring­time of life; but in vain did Kmi­ta seek in him those marks which the son of the great Yere­mi should bear in his fea­tures.

			The fig­ure of the young prince was grace­ful; but he had a large, full face, and pro­trud­ing eyes with a timid look; he had coarse lips, moist, as with peo­ple in­clined to plea­sures of the ta­ble; an im­mense growth of hair, black as a raven’s wing, fell to his shoul­ders. He in­her­it­ed from his fa­ther on­ly that raven hair and dark com­plex­ion.

			Pan An­drei was as­sured by those who were more in­ti­mate with the prince that he had a no­ble soul, un­usu­al un­der­stand­ing, and a re­mark­able mem­o­ry, thanks to which he was able to speak al­most all lan­guages; and that a cer­tain heav­i­ness of body and tem­per­a­ment with a na­tive greed for food were the on­ly de­fects of that oth­er­wise re­mark­able young man.

			In fact, af­ter he had en­tered in­to con­ver­sa­tion with him Pan An­drei be­came con­vinced that the prince not on­ly had an un­der­stand­ing mind and a strik­ing judg­ment touch­ing ev­ery­thing, but the gift of at­tract­ing peo­ple. Kmi­ta loved him af­ter the first con­ver­sa­tion with that feel­ing in which com­pas­sion is the great­est el­e­ment. He felt that he would give much to bring back to that or­phan the bril­liant fu­ture which be­longed to him by right of birth.

			Pan An­drei con­vinced him­self at the first din­ner that what was said of the glut­tony of Michael Vish­nyevet­s­ki was true. The young prince seemed to think of noth­ing save eat­ing. His prom­i­nent eyes fol­lowed each dish un­easi­ly, and when they brought him the plat­ter he took an enor­mous quan­ti­ty on his plate and ate ravenous­ly, smack­ing his lips as on­ly glut­tons do. The mar­ble face of the princess grew cloud­ed with still greater sor­row at that sight. It be­came awk­ward for Kmi­ta, so that he turned away his eyes and looked at So­biepan.

			But Zamoys­ki was not look­ing ei­ther at Prince Michael or his own guest. Kmi­ta fol­lowed his glance, and be­hind the shoul­ders of Princess Grisel­da he saw a won­der­ful sight in­deed, which he had not hith­er­to no­ticed.

			It was the small pret­ty head of a maid­en, who was as fair as milk, as red as a rose, and beau­ti­ful as an im­age. Short wavy locks or­na­ment­ed her fore­head; her quick eyes were di­rect­ed to the of­fi­cers sit­ting near Zamoys­ki, not omit­ting So­biepan him­self. At last those eyes rest­ed on Kmi­ta, and looked at him fixed­ly, as full of co­quetry as if they in­tend­ed to gaze in­to the depth of his heart.

			But Kmi­ta was not eas­i­ly con­fused; there­fore he be­gan to look at once in­to those eyes with per­fect in­so­lence, and then he punched in the side Pan Shurs­ki, lieu­tenant of the ar­mored cas­tle squadron at Zamost, who was sit­ting near him, and asked in an un­der­tone—

			“But who is that tailed far­thing?”

			“Wor­thy sir,” an­swered Shurs­ki, aloud, “do not speak slight­ing­ly when you do not know of whom you are speak­ing. That is Pan­na Anu­sia Bor­zobo­gati. And you will not call her oth­er­wise un­less you wish to re­gret your rude­ness.”

			“You do not know, sir, that a far­thing is a kind of bird and very beau­ti­ful, there­fore there is no con­tempt in the name,” an­swered Kmi­ta, laugh­ing; “but notic­ing your anger you must be ter­ri­bly in love.”

			“But who is not in love?” mut­tered the testy Shurs­ki. “Pan Zamoys­ki him­self has al­most looked his eyes out, and is as if sit­ting on an awl.”

			“I see that, I see that!”

			“What do you see? He, I, Grabovs­ki, Stolangye­vich, Konoy­adz­ki, Ru­bet­s­ki of the dra­goons, Pyechyn­ga—she has sunk us all. And with you it will be the same, if you stay here. With her twen­ty-four hours are suf­fi­cient.”

			“Lord broth­er! with me she could do noth­ing in twen­ty-four months.”

			“How is that?” asked Shurs­ki, with in­dig­na­tion; “are you made of met­al, or what?”

			“No! But if some­one had stolen the last dol­lar from your pock­et you would not be afraid of a thief.”

			“Is that it?” an­swered Shurs­ki.

			Kmi­ta grew gloomy at once, for his trou­ble came to his mind, and he no­ticed no longer that the black eyes were look­ing still more stub­born­ly at him, as if ask­ing, “What is thy name, whence dost thou come, youth­ful knight?”

			But Shurs­ki mut­tered: “Bore, bore away! She bored that way in­to me till she bored to my heart. Now she does not even care.”

			Kmi­ta shook him­self out of his se­ri­ous­ness.

			“Why the hang­man does not some one of you mar­ry her?”

			“Each one pre­vents ev­ery oth­er.”

			“The girl will be left in the lurch,” said Kmi­ta, “though in truth there must be white seeds in that pear yet.”

			Shurs­ki opened his eyes, and bend­ing to Kmi­ta’s ear said very mys­te­ri­ous­ly—

			“They say that she is twen­ty-five, as I love God. She was with Princess Grisel­da be­fore the in­cur­sion of the rab­ble?”

			“Won­der of won­ders, I should not give her more than six­teen or eigh­teen at the most.”

			This time the dev­il (the girl) guessed ap­par­ent­ly that they were talk­ing of her, for she cov­ered her gleam­ing eyes with the lids, and on­ly shot side­long glances at Kmi­ta, in­quir­ing con­tin­u­al­ly: “Who art thou, so hand­some? Whence dost thou come?” And he be­gan in­vol­un­tar­i­ly to twirl his mus­tache.

			Af­ter din­ner Zamoys­ki, who from re­spect to the court­ly man­ners of Kmi­ta treat­ed him as an un­usu­al guest, took him by the arm. “Pan Babinich,” said he, “you have told me that you are from Lithua­nia?”

			“That is true, Pan Zamoys­ki.”

			“Tell me, did you know the Pod­bip­i­en­tas?”

			“As to know­ing I know them not, for they are no longer in the world, at least those who had the arms Tear-Cowl. The last one fell at Zbaraj. He was the great­est knight that Lithua­nia had. Who of us does not know of Pod­bip­i­en­ta?”

			“I have heard al­so of him; but I ask for this rea­son: There is in at­ten­dance on my sis­ter a la­dy of hon­or­able fam­i­ly. She was the be­trothed of this Pod­bip­i­en­ta who was killed at Zbaraj. She is an or­phan, with­out fa­ther or moth­er; and though my sis­ter loves her great­ly, still, be­ing the nat­u­ral guardian of my sis­ter, I have in this way the maid­en in guardian­ship.”

			“A pleas­ant guardian­ship!” put in Kmi­ta.

			Zamoys­ki smiled, winked, and smacked his tongue. “Sweet­cakes! isn’t she?”

			But sud­den­ly he saw that he was be­tray­ing him­self, and as­sumed a se­ri­ous air.

			“Oh, you traitor!” said he, half jest­ing­ly, half se­ri­ous­ly, “you want to hang me on a hook, and I al­most let it out!”

			“What?” asked Kmi­ta, look­ing him quick­ly in the eyes.

			Here Zamoys­ki saw clear­ly that in quick­ness of wit he was not the equal of his guest, and turned the con­ver­sa­tion at once.

			“That Pod­bip­i­en­ta,” said he, “be­queathed her some es­tates there in your re­gion. I don’t re­mem­ber the names of them, for they are strange—Bal­tupie, Syrut­siani, Myshyk­ish­ki—in a word, all that he had. Would I could re­mem­ber them! Five or six es­tates.”

			“They are ad­join­ing es­tates, not sep­a­rate. Pod­bip­i­en­ta was a very wealthy man, and if that la­dy should come to his for­tune she might have her own ladies-in-wait­ing, and seek for a hus­band among sen­a­tors.”

			“Do you tell me that? Do you know those places?”

			“I know on­ly Lyubovich and Shep­uty, for they are near my land. The for­est bound­ary alone is ten miles long, and the fields and mead­ows are as much more.”

			“Where are they?”

			“In Vi­tyeb­sk.”

			“Oh, far away! the af­fair is not worth the trou­ble, and the coun­try is un­der the en­e­my.”

			“When we drive out the en­e­my we shall come to the prop­er­ty. But the Pod­bip­i­en­tas have prop­er­ty in oth­er places—in Jmud very con­sid­er­able, I know, for I have a piece of land there my­self.”

			“I see that your sub­stance is not a bag of chopped straw.”

			“It brings in noth­ing now. But I need noth­ing from oth­ers.”

			“Ad­vise me how to put that maid­en on her feet.”

			Kmi­ta laughed.

			“I pre­fer to talk over this mat­ter rather than oth­ers. It would be bet­ter for her to go to Pan Sapye­ha. If he would take the af­fair in hand, he could do a great deal as vo­evo­da of Vi­tyeb­sk and the most not­ed man in Lithua­nia. He could send no­tices to the tri­bunals that the will was made to Pan­na Bor­zobo­gati, so that Pod­bip­i­en­ta’s more dis­tant rel­a­tives should not seize the prop­er­ty.”

			“That is true; but now there are no tri­bunals, and Sapye­ha has some­thing else in his head.”

			“The la­dy might be placed in his hands and un­der his guardian­ship. Hav­ing her be­fore his eyes, he would give aid more speed­i­ly.”

			Kmi­ta looked with as­ton­ish­ment at Zamoys­ki. “What ob­ject has he in wish­ing to re­move her from this place?” thought he.

			Zamoys­ki con­tin­ued: “It would be dif­fi­cult for her to live in camp, in the tent of the vo­evo­da of Vi­tyeb­sk; but she might stay with his daugh­ters.”

			“I do not un­der­stand this,” thought Kmi­ta; “would he con­sent to be on­ly her guardian?”

			“But here is the dif­fi­cul­ty: how can I send her to those parts in the present time of dis­tur­bance? Sev­er­al hun­dred men would be need­ed, and I can­not strip Zamost. If I could on­ly find some­one to con­duct her. Now, you might take her; you are go­ing to Sapye­ha. I would give you let­ters, and you would give me your word of hon­or to take her in safe­ty.”

			“I con­duct her to Sapye­ha?” asked Kmi­ta, in amaze­ment.

			“Is the of­fice un­pleas­ant? Even if it should come to love on the road—”

			“Ah,” said Kmi­ta, “an­oth­er one is man­ag­ing my af­fec­tions; and though the ten­ant pays noth­ing, still I do not think of mak­ing a change.”

			“So much the bet­ter; with all the greater sat­is­fac­tion can I con­fide her to you.”

			A mo­ment of si­lence fol­lowed.

			“Well, will you un­der­take it?” asked the staros­ta,

			“I am march­ing with Tar­tars.”

			“Peo­ple tell me that the Tar­tars fear you worse than fire. Well, what? Will you un­der­take it?”

			“H’m! why not, if there­by I can oblige your grace? But—”

			“Ah, you think that the princess must give per­mis­sion; she will, as God is dear to me! For she—fan­cy to your­self—she sus­pects me.”

			Here the staros­ta whis­pered in Kmi­ta’s ear; at last he said aloud—

			“She was very an­gry with me for that, and I put my ears aside; for to war with wom­en—be­hold you! I would rather have the Swedes out­side Zamost. But she will have the best proof that I am plan­ning no evil, when I wish to send the girl away. She will be ter­ri­bly amazed, it is true; but at the first op­por­tu­ni­ty I’ll talk with her touch­ing this mat­ter.”

			When he had said this, Zamoys­ki turned and went away. Kmi­ta looked at him, and mut­tered—

			“You are set­ting some snare, Pan So­biepan; and though I do not un­der­stand the ob­ject, I see the snare quick­ly, for you are a ter­ri­bly awk­ward trap­per.”

			Zamoys­ki was pleased with him­self, though he un­der­stood well that the work was on­ly half done; and an­oth­er re­mained so dif­fi­cult that at thought of it de­spair seized him, and even ter­ror. He had to get per­mis­sion of Princess Grisel­da, whose sever­i­ty and pen­e­trat­ing mind Pan So­biepan feared from his whole soul. But hav­ing be­gun, he wished to bring the work to com­ple­tion as ear­ly as pos­si­ble; there­fore next morn­ing, af­ter Mass, and break­fast, and af­ter he had re­viewed the hired Ger­man in­fantry, he went to the cham­bers of the princess.

			He found the la­dy em­broi­der­ing a cope for the col­lege. Be­hind her was Anu­sia wind­ing silk hung up­on two arm­chairs; a sec­ond skein of rose col­or she had placed around her neck, and mov­ing her hands quick­ly, she ran around the chairs in pur­suit of the un­wind­ing thread.

			Zamoys­ki’s eyes grew bright at sight of her; but he as­sumed quick­ly a se­ri­ous look, and greet­ing the princess, be­gan as if un­will­ing­ly—

			“That Pan Babinich who has come here with the Tar­tars is a Lithua­ni­an—a man of im­por­tance, a very el­e­gant fel­low, a born knight in ap­pear­ance. Have you no­ticed him?”

			“You brought him to me your­self,” an­swered the princess, in­dif­fer­ent­ly, “he has an hon­est face.”

			“I asked him con­cern­ing that prop­er­ty left Pan­na Bor­zobo­gati. He says it is a for­tune al­most equal to that of the Radzivills.”

			“God grant it to Anu­sia; her or­phan­hood will be the lighter, and her old age as well,” said the la­dy.

			“But there is a dan­ger lest dis­tant rel­a­tives tear it apart. Babinich says that Sapye­ha might oc­cu­py him­self with it, if he wished. He is an hon­est man, and very friend­ly to us: I would con­fide my own daugh­ter to him. It would be enough for him to send no­tices to the tri­bunals, and pro­claim the guardian­ship. But Babinich says it is need­ful that Pan­na Anu­sia should go to those places in per­son.”

			“Where—to Pan Sapye­ha?”

			“Or to his daugh­ters, so as to be there, that the for­mal in­stal­la­tion might take place.”

			The staros­ta in­vent­ed at that mo­ment “for­mal in­stal­la­tion,” think­ing just­ly that the princess would ac­cept this coun­ter­feit mon­ey in­stead of true coin. She thought a mo­ment, and asked—

			“How could she go now, when Swedes are on the road?”

			“I have news that the Swedes have left Lublin. All this side of the Vis­tu­la is free.”

			“And who would take Anu­sia to Pan Sapye­ha?”

			“Sup­pose this same Babinich.”

			“With Tar­tars? Lord Broth­er, fear God; those are wild, chaot­ic peo­ple!”

			“I am not afraid,” put in Anu­sia, cur­tesy­ing.

			But Princess Grisel­da had not­ed al­ready that her broth­er came with some plan all pre­pared; there­fore she sent Anu­sia out of the room, and be­gan to look at Pan So­biepan with an in­quir­ing gaze. But he said as if to him­self—

			“These Tar­tars are down in the dust be­fore Babinich; he hangs them for any in­sub­or­di­na­tion.”

			“I can­not per­mit this jour­ney,” an­swered the princess. “The girl is hon­est but gid­dy, and rous­es en­thu­si­asm quick­ly. You know that best your­self. I would nev­er con­fide her to a young, un­known man.”

			“Un­known here he is not, for who has not heard of the Babinich­es as men of high fam­i­ly and steady peo­ple? [Zamoys­ki had nev­er heard of the Babinich­es in his life.] Be­sides,” con­tin­ued he, “you might give her some se­date wom­an as com­pan­ion, and then deco­rum would be ob­served. Babinich I guar­an­tee. I tell you this, too, La­dy Sis­ter, that he has in those places a be­trothed with whom he is, as he tells me him­self, in love; and whoso is in love has some­thing else in his head. The foun­da­tion of the mat­ter is this, that an­oth­er such chance may not come for a long time—the for­tune may be lost to the girl, and in ripe years she may be with­out a roof above her.”

			The princess ceased em­broi­der­ing, raised her head, and fix­ing her pen­e­trat­ing eyes on her broth­er, asked—

			“What rea­son have you to send her from here?”

			“What rea­son have I?” re­peat­ed he, drop­ping his glance; “what can I have?—none!”

			“Yan, you have con­spired with Babinich against her virtue!”

			“There it is! As God is dear to me, on­ly that was want­ing! You will read the let­ter which I shall send to Sapye­ha, and give your own. I will mere­ly say this to you, that I shall not leave Zamost. Fi­nal­ly ex­am­ine Babinich him­self, and ask him whether he will un­der­take the of­fice.

			“The mo­ment you sus­pect me I step aside.”

			“Why do you in­sist so that she shall leave Zamost?”

			“For I wish her good, and it is the ques­tion of an im­mense for­tune. Be­sides, I con­fess it con­cerns me much that she should leave Zamost. Your sus­pi­cions have grown dis­agree­able; it is not to my taste that you should be frown­ing at me for­ev­er and look­ing stern. I thought that in con­sent­ing to the de­par­ture of the young la­dy I should find the best ar­gu­ment against sus­pi­cions. God knows I have enough of this, for I am no stu­dent who steals un­der win­dows at night. I tell you more: my of­fi­cers are en­raged one against the oth­er, and shak­ing their sabres at one an­oth­er. There is nei­ther har­mo­ny, nor or­der, nor ser­vice as there should be. I have enough of this. But since you are bor­ing me with your eyes, then do as you wish; but look af­ter Michael your­self, for that is your af­fair, not mine.”

			“Michael!” ex­claimed the as­ton­ished princess.

			“I say noth­ing against the girl. She does not dis­turb him more than oth­ers; but if you do not see his ar­rowy glances and ar­dent af­fec­tion, then I tell you this, that Cu­pid has not such pow­er to blind as a moth­er’s love.”

			Princess Grisel­da’s brows con­tract­ed, and her face grew pale.

			Pan So­biepan, see­ing that he had struck home at last, slapped his knees with his hands and con­tin­ued—

			“La­dy Sis­ter, thus it is, thus it is! What is the af­fair to me? Let Michael give her silk to un­wind, let his nos­trils quiver when he looks at her, let him blush, let him look at her through key­holes! What is that to me? Still, I know—she has a good for­tune—her fam­i­ly—well, she is of no­bles, and I do not raise my­self above no­bles. If you want it your­self, all right. Their years are not the same, but again it is not my af­fair.”

			Zamoys­ki rose, and bow­ing to his sis­ter very po­lite­ly, start­ed to go out.

			The blood rushed to her face. The proud la­dy did not see in the whole Com­mon­wealth a match wor­thy of Vish­nyevet­s­ki, and abroad, per­haps among the arch­duchess­es of Aus­tria; there­fore these words of her broth­er burned her like iron red hot.

			“Yan!” said she, “wait!”

			“La­dy Sis­ter,” said Zamoys­ki, “I wished first to give you proof that you sus­pect me un­just­ly; sec­ond, that you should watch some­one be­sides me. Now you will do as you please; I have noth­ing more to say.”

			Then Pan Zamoys­ki bowed and went out.

		
	
		
			LXII

			Pan Zamoys­ki had not ut­tered pure calum­ny to his sis­ter when he spoke of Michael’s love for Anu­sia, for the young prince had fall­en in love with her, as had all, not ex­cept­ing the pages of the cas­tle. But that love was not over-vi­o­lent, and by no means ag­gres­sive; it was rather an agree­able in­tox­i­ca­tion of the head and mind, than an im­pulse of the heart, which, when it loves, im­pels to per­ma­nent pos­ses­sion of the ob­ject beloved. For such ac­tion Michael had not the en­er­gy.

			Nev­er­the­less, Princess Grisel­da, dream­ing of a bril­liant fu­ture for her son, was great­ly ter­ri­fied at that feel­ing. In the first mo­ment the sud­den con­sent of her broth­er to Anu­sia’s de­par­ture as­ton­ished her; now she ceased think­ing of that, so far had the threat­en­ing dan­ger seized her whole soul. A con­ver­sa­tion with her son, who grew pale and trem­bled, and who be­fore he had con­fessed any­thing shed tears, con­firmed her in the sup­po­si­tion that the dan­ger was ter­ri­ble.

			Still she did not con­quer her scru­ples of con­science at once, and it was on­ly when Anu­sia, who want­ed to see a new world, new peo­ple, and per­haps al­so turn the head of the hand­some cav­a­lier, fell at her feet with a re­quest for per­mis­sion, that the princess did not find strength suf­fi­cient to refuse.

			Anu­sia, it is true, cov­ered her­self with tears at the thought of part­ing with her mis­tress and moth­er; but for the clever girl it was per­fect­ly ev­i­dent that by ask­ing for the sep­a­ra­tion she had cleared her­self from ev­ery sus­pi­cion of hav­ing with pre­con­ceived pur­pose turned the head of Prince Michael, or even Zamoys­ki him­self.

			Princess Grisel­da, from de­sire to know sure­ly if there was a con­spir­a­cy be­tween her broth­er and Kmi­ta, di­rect­ed the lat­ter to come to her pres­ence. Her broth­er’s prom­ise not to leave Zamost had calmed her con­sid­er­ably, it is true; she wished, how­ev­er, to know more in­ti­mate­ly the man who was to con­duct the young la­dy.

			The con­ver­sa­tion with Kmi­ta set her at rest thor­ough­ly.

			There looked from the blue eyes of the young no­ble such sin­cer­i­ty and truth that it was im­pos­si­ble to doubt him. He con­fessed at once that he was in love with an­oth­er, and be­sides he had nei­ther the wish nor the head for fol­ly. Fi­nal­ly he gave his word as a cav­a­lier that he would guard the la­dy from ev­ery mis­for­tune, even if he had to lay down his head.

			“I will take her safe­ly to Pan Sapye­ha, for Pan Zamoys­ki says that the en­e­my has left Lublin. But I can do no more; not be­cause I hes­i­tate in will­ing ser­vice for your high­ness, since I am al­ways will­ing to shed my blood for the wid­ow of the great­est war­rior and the glo­ry of the whole Com­mon­wealth, but be­cause I have my own griev­ous trou­bles, out of which I know not whether I shall bring my life.”

			“It is a ques­tion of noth­ing more,” an­swered the princess, “than that you give her in­to the hands of Pan Sapye­ha, and he will not refuse my re­quest to be her guardian.”

			Here she gave Kmi­ta her hand, which he kissed with the great­est rev­er­ence, and she said in part­ing—

			“Be watch­ful, Cav­a­lier, be watch­ful, and do not place safe­ty in this, that the coun­try is free of the en­e­my.”

			These last words ar­rest­ed Kmi­ta; but he had no time to think over them, for Zamoys­ki soon caught him.

			“Gra­cious Knight,” said he, gay­ly, “you are tak­ing the great­est or­na­ment of Zamost away from me.”

			“But at your wish,” an­swered Kmi­ta.

			“Take good care of her. She is a tooth­some dain­ty. Some­one may be ready to take her from you.”

			“Let him try! Oh, ho! I have giv­en the word of a cav­a­lier to the princess, and with me my word is sa­cred.”

			“Oh, I on­ly say this as a jest. Fear not, nei­ther take un­usu­al cau­tion.”

			“Still I will ask of your serene great might­i­ness a car­riage with win­dows.”

			“I will give you two. But you are not go­ing at once, are you?”

			“I am in a hur­ry. As it is, I am here too long.”

			“Then send your Tar­tars in ad­vance to Kras­nys­tav. I will hur­ry off a couri­er to have oats ready for them there, and will give you an es­cort of my own to that place. No evil can hap­pen to you here, for this is my coun­try. I will give you good men of the Ger­man dra­goons, bold fel­lows and ac­quaint­ed with the road. Be­sides, to Kras­nys­tav the road is as if cut out with a sick­le.”

			“But why am I to stay here?”

			“To re­main longer with us; you are a dear guest. I should be glad to de­tain you a year. Mean­while I shall send to the herds at Peres­pa; per­haps some horse will be found which will not fail you in need.”

			Kmi­ta looked quick­ly in­to the eyes of his host; then, as if mak­ing a sud­den de­ci­sion, said—

			“I thank you, I will re­main, and will send on the Tar­tars.”

			He went straight to give them or­ders, and tak­ing Ak­bah Ulan to one side he said—

			“Ak­bah Ulan, you are to go to Kras­nys­tav by the road, straight as if cut with a sick­le. I stay here, and a day lat­er will move af­ter you with Zamoys­ki’s es­cort. Lis­ten now to what I say! You will not go to Kras­nys­tav, but strike in­to the first for­est, not far from Zamost, so that a liv­ing soul may not know of you; and when you hear a shot on the high road, hur­ry to me, for they are pre­par­ing some trick against me in this place.”

			“Your will,” said Ak­bah Ulan, plac­ing his hand on his fore­head, his mouth, and his breast.

			“I have seen through you, Pan Zamoys­ki,” said Kmi­ta to him­self. “In Zamost you are afraid of your sis­ter there­fore you wish to seize the young la­dy, and se­cret her some­where in the neigh­bor­hood, and make of me the in­stru­ment of your de­sires, and who knows if not to take my life. But wait! You found a man keen­er than your­self; you will fall in­to your own trap!”

			In the evening Lieu­tenant Shurs­ki knocked at Kmi­ta’s door. This of­fi­cer, too, knew some­thing, and had his sus­pi­cions; and be­cause he loved Anu­sia he pre­ferred that she should de­part, rather than fall in­to the pow­er of Zamoys­ki. Still he did not dare to speak open­ly, and per­haps be­cause he was not sure; but he won­dered that Kmi­ta had con­sent­ed to send the Tar­tars on in ad­vance; he de­clared that the roads were not so safe as was said, that ev­ery­where armed bands were wan­der­ing—hands swift to deeds of vi­o­lence.

			Pan An­drei de­cid­ed to feign that he di­vined noth­ing. “What can hap­pen to me?” asked he; “be­sides, Zamoys­ki gives me his own es­cort.”

			“Bah! Ger­mans!”

			“Are they not re­li­able men?”

			“Is it pos­si­ble to de­pend up­on those dog-broth­ers ev­er? It has hap­pened that af­ter con­spir­ing on the road they went over to the en­e­my.”

			“But there are no Swedes on this side of the Vis­tu­la.”

			“They are in Lublin, the dogs! It is not true that they have left. I ad­vise you hon­est­ly not to send the Tar­tars in ad­vance, for it is al­ways safer in a large com­pa­ny.”

			“It is a pity that you did not in­form me be­fore. I have one tongue in my mouth, and an or­der giv­en I nev­er with­draw.”

			Next morn­ing the Tar­tars moved on. Kmi­ta was to fol­low to­ward evening, so as to pass the first night at Kras­nys­tav. Two let­ters to Pan Sapye­ha were giv­en him—one from the princess, the oth­er from her broth­er.

			Kmi­ta had a great de­sire to open the sec­ond, but he dared not; he looked at it, how­ev­er, be­fore the light, and saw that in­side was blank pa­per. This dis­cov­ery was proof to him that both the maid­en and the let­ters were to be tak­en from him on the road.

			Mean­while the hors­es came from Peres­pa, and Zamoys­ki pre­sent­ed the knight with a steed beau­ti­ful be­yond ad­mi­ra­tion; the steed he re­ceived with thank­ful­ness, think­ing in his soul that he would ride far­ther on him than Zamoys­ki ex­pect­ed. He thought al­so of his Tar­tars, who must now be in the for­est, and wild laugh­ter seized him. At times again he was in­dig­nant in soul, and promised to give the mas­ter of Zamost a les­son.

			Fi­nal­ly the hour of din­ner came, which passed in great gloom. Anu­sia had red eyes; the of­fi­cers were in deep si­lence. Pan Zamoys­ki alone was cheer­ful, and gave or­ders to fill the gob­lets; Kmi­ta emp­tied his, one af­ter an­oth­er. But when the hour of part­ing came, not many per­sons took leave of the trav­ellers, for Zamoys­ki had sent the of­fi­cers to their ser­vice. Anu­sia fell at the feet of the princess, and for a long time could not be re­moved from her; the princess her­self had ev­i­dent dis­qui­et in her face. Per­haps she re­proached her­self in se­cret for per­mit­ting the de­par­ture of a faith­ful ser­vant at a pe­ri­od when mishap might come eas­i­ly. But the loud weep­ing of Michael, who held his fists to his eyes, cry­ing like a school­boy, con­firmed the proud la­dy in her con­vic­tion that it was need­ful to sti­fle the fur­ther growth of this boy­ish af­fec­tion. Be­sides, she was qui­et­ed by the hope that in the fam­i­ly of Sapye­ha the young la­dy would find pro­tec­tion, safe­ty, and al­so the great for­tune which was to set­tle her fate for the rest of her life.

			“I com­mit her to your virtue, brav­ery, and hon­or,” said the princess once more to Kmi­ta; “and re­mem­ber that you have sworn to me to con­duct her to Pan Sapye­ha with­out fail.”

			“I will take her as I would a glass, and in need will wind oakum around her, be­cause I have giv­en my word; death alone will pre­vent me from keep­ing it,” an­swered the knight.

			He gave his arm to Anu­sia, but she was an­gry and did not look at him; he had treat­ed her rather slight­ing­ly, there­fore she gave him her hand very haugh­ti­ly, turn­ing her face and head in an­oth­er di­rec­tion.

			She was sor­ry to de­part, and fear seized her; but it was too late then to draw back.

			The mo­ment came; they took their seats—she in the car­riage with her old ser­vant, Pan­na Su­val­s­ki, he on his horse—and they start­ed. Twelve Ger­man horse­men sur­round­ed the car­riage and the wag­on with Anu­sia’s ef­fects. When at last the doors in the War­saw gate squeaked and the rat­tle of wheels was heard on the drop-bridge, Anu­sia burst in­to loud weep­ing.

			Kmi­ta bent to­ward the car­riage. “Fear not, my la­dy, I will not eat you!”

			“Clown!” thought Anu­sia.

			They rode some time along the hous­es out­side the walls, straight to­ward Old Zamost; then they en­tered fields and a pinewood, which in those days stretched along a hilly coun­try to the Bug on one side; on the oth­er it ex­tend­ed, in­ter­rupt­ed by vil­lages, to Za­v­i­host.

			Night had fall­en, but very calm and clear; the road was marked by a sil­ver line; on­ly the rolling of the car­riage and the tramp of the hors­es broke the si­lence.

			“My Tar­tars must be lurk­ing here like wolves in a thick­et,” thought Kmi­ta.

			Then he bent his ear.

			“What is that?” asked he of the of­fi­cer who was lead­ing the es­cort.

			“A tramp! Some horse­man is gal­lop­ing af­ter us!” an­swered the of­fi­cer.

			He had bare­ly fin­ished speak­ing when a Cos­sack hur­ried up on a foam­ing horse, cry­ing—

			“Pan Babinich! Pan Babinich! A let­ter from Pan Zamoys­ki.”

			The ret­inue halt­ed. The Cos­sack gave the let­ter to Kmi­ta.

			Kmi­ta broke the seal, and by the light of a lantern read as fol­lows:—

			
				“Gra­cious and dear­est Pan Babinich! Soon af­ter the de­par­ture of Pan­na Bor­zobo­gati tid­ings came to us that the Swedes not on­ly have not left Lublin, but that they in­tend to at­tack my Zamost. In view of this, fur­ther jour­ney­ing and pere­gri­na­tion be­come in­con­ve­nient. Con­sid­er­ing there­fore the dan­gers to which a fair head might be ex­posed, we wish to have Pan­na Bor­zobo­gati in Zamost. Those same knights will bring her back; but you, who must be in haste to con­tin­ue your jour­ney, we do not wish to trou­ble use­less­ly. An­nounc­ing which will of ours to your grace, we beg you to give or­ders to the horse­man ac­cord­ing to our wish­es.”

			

			“Still he is hon­est enough not to at­tack my life; he on­ly wish­es to make a fool of me,” thought Kmi­ta. “But we shall soon see if there is a trap here or not.”

			Now Anu­sia put her head out of the win­dow. “What is the mat­ter?” asked she.

			“Noth­ing! Pan Zamoys­ki com­mends you once more to my brav­ery. Noth­ing more.”

			Here he turned to the driv­er—

			“For­ward!”

			The of­fi­cer lead­ing the horse­men reined in his horse. “Stop!” cried he to the driv­er. Then to Kmi­ta, “Why move on?”

			“But why halt longer in the for­est?” asked Kmi­ta, with the face of a stupid rogue.

			“For you have re­ceived some or­der.”

			“And what is that to you? I have re­ceived, and that is why I com­mand to move on.”

			“Stop!” re­peat­ed the of­fi­cer.

			“Move on!” re­peat­ed Kmi­ta.

			“What is this?” in­quired Anu­sia again.

			“We will not go a step far­ther till I see the or­der!” said the of­fi­cer, with de­ci­sion.

			“You will not see the or­der, for it is not sent to you.”

			“Since you will not obey it, I will car­ry it out. You move on to Kras­nys­tav, and have a care lest we give you some­thing for the road, but we will go home with the la­dy.”

			Kmi­ta on­ly wished the of­fi­cer to ac­knowl­edge that he knew the con­tents of the or­der; this proved with per­fect cer­tain­ty that the whole af­fair was a trick ar­ranged in ad­vance.

			“Move on with God!” re­peat­ed the of­fi­cer now, with a threat.

			At that mo­ment the horse­men be­gan one af­ter an­oth­er to take out their sabres.

			“Oh, such sons! not to Zamost did you wish to take the maid­en, but aside some­where, so that Pan Zamoys­ki might give free rein to his wish­es; but you have met with a more cun­ning man!” When Babinich had said this, he fired up­ward from a pis­tol.

			At this sound there was such an up­roar in the for­est, as if the shot had roused whole le­gions of wolves sleep­ing near by. The howl was heard in front, be­hind, from the sides. At once the tramp of hors­es sound­ed with the crack­ing of limbs break­ing un­der their hoofs, and on the road were seen black groups of horse­men, who ap­proached with un­earth­ly howl­ing.

			“Je­sus! Mary! Joseph!” cried the ter­ri­fied wom­en in the car­riage.

			Now the Tar­tars rushed up like a cloud; but Kmi­ta re­strained them with a triple cry, and turn­ing to the as­ton­ished of­fi­cer, be­gan to boast—

			“Know whom you have met! Pan Zamoys­ki wished to make a fool of me, a blind in­stru­ment. To you he en­trust­ed the func­tions of a pan­der, which you un­der­took, Sir Of­fi­cer, for the fa­vor of a mas­ter. Bow down to Zamoys­ki from Babinich, and tell him that the maid­en will go safe­ly to Pan Sapye­ha.”

			The of­fi­cer looked around with fright­ened glance, and saw the wild faces gaz­ing with ter­ri­ble ea­ger­ness on him and his men. It was ev­i­dent that they were wait­ing on­ly for a word to hurl them­selves on the twelve horse­men and tear them in pieces.

			“Your grace, you will do what you wish, for we can­not man­age su­pe­ri­or pow­er,” said he, with trem­bling voice; “but Pan Zamoys­ki is able to avenge him­self.”

			Kmi­ta laughed. “Let him avenge him­self on you; for had it not come out that you knew the con­tents of the or­der and had you not op­posed the ad­vance, I should not have been sure of the trick, and should have giv­en you the maid­en straight­way. Tell the staros­ta to ap­point a keen­er pan­der than you.”

			The calm tone with which Kmi­ta said this as­sured the of­fi­cer some­what, at least on this point—that death did not threat­en ei­ther him or his troop­ers; there­fore he breathed eas­i­ly, and said—

			“And must we re­turn with noth­ing to Zamost?”

			“You will re­turn with my let­ter, which will be writ­ten on the skin of each one of you.”

			“Your grace—”

			“Take them!” cried Kmi­ta; and he seized the of­fi­cer him­self by the shoul­der.

			An up­roar and strug­gle be­gan around the car­riage. The shouts of the Tar­tars dead­ened the cries for as­sis­tance and the screams of ter­ror com­ing from the breasts of the wom­en.

			But the strug­gle did not last long, for a few min­utes lat­er the horse­men were ly­ing on the road tied, one at the side of the oth­er.

			Kmi­ta gave com­mand to flog them with bul­lock-skin whips, but not be­yond mea­sure, so that they might re­tain strength to walk back to Zamost. The com­mon sol­diers re­ceived one hun­dred, and the of­fi­cer a hun­dred and fifty lash­es, in spite of the prayers and en­treaties of Anu­sia, who not know­ing what was pass­ing around her, and think­ing that she had fall­en in­to ter­ri­ble hands, be­gan to im­plore with joined palms and tear­ful eyes for her life.

			“Spare my life, knight! In what am I guilty be­fore you? Spare me, spare me!”

			“Be qui­et, young la­dy!” roared Kmi­ta.

			“In what have I of­fend­ed?”

			“Maybe you are in the plot your­self?”

			“In what plot? O God, be mer­ci­ful to me, a sin­ner!”

			“Then you did not know that Pan Zamoys­ki on­ly per­mit­ted your de­par­ture ap­par­ent­ly, so as to sep­a­rate you from the princess and car­ry you off on the road, to make an at­tempt on your hon­or in some emp­ty cas­tle?”

			“O Je­sus of Nazareth!” screamed Anu­sia.

			And there was so much truth and sin­cer­i­ty in that cry that Kmi­ta said more mild­ly—

			“How is that? Then you were not in the plot? That may be!”

			Anu­sia cov­ered her face with her hands, but she could say noth­ing; she mere­ly re­peat­ed, time af­ter time—

			“Je­sus, Mary! Je­sus, Mary!”

			“Calm your­self,” said Kmi­ta, still more mild­ly. “You will go in safe­ty to Pan Sapye­ha, for Pan Zamoys­ki did not know with whom he had to deal. See, those men whom they are flog­ging were to car­ry you off. I give them their lives, so that they may tell Pan Zamoys­ki how smooth­ly it went with them.”

			“Then have you de­fend­ed me from shame?”

			“I have, though I did not know whether you would be glad.”

			Anu­sia, in­stead of mak­ing an­swer or con­tra­dic­tion, seized Pan An­drei’s hand and pressed it to her pale lips; and sparks went from his feet to his head.

			“Give peace, for God’s sake!” cried he. “Sit in the car­riage, for you will wet your feet—and be not afraid! You would not be bet­ter cared for with your moth­er.”

			“I will go now with you even to the end of the world.”

			“Do not say such things.”

			“God will re­ward you for de­fend­ing hon­or.”

			“It is the first time that I have had the op­por­tu­ni­ty,” said Kmi­ta. And then he mut­tered in an un­der­tone to him­self: “So far I have de­fend­ed her as much as a cat sheds tears.”

			Mean­while the Tar­tars had ceased to beat the horse­men and Pan An­drei gave com­mand to drive them naked and bloody along the road to­ward Zamost. They went, weep­ing bit­ter­ly. Their hors­es, weapons, and cloth­ing Kmi­ta gave his Tar­tars; and then moved on quick­ly, for it was un­safe to loi­ter.

			On the road the young knight could not re­strain him­self from look­ing in­to the car­riage to gaze at the flash­ing eyes and won­der­ful face of the maid­en. He asked each time if she did not need some­thing, if the car­riage was con­ve­nient, or the quick trav­el­ling did not tire her too much.

			She an­swered, with thank­ful­ness, that it was pleas­ant to her as it had nev­er been. She had re­cov­ered from her ter­ror com­plete­ly. Her heart rose in grat­i­tude to her de­fend­er, and she thought: “He is not so rude and surly as I held at first.”

			“Ai, Olen­ka, what do I suf­fer for you!” said Kmi­ta to him­self; “do you not feed me with in­grat­i­tude? Had this been in old times, u-ha!”

			Then he re­mem­bered his com­rades and the var­i­ous deeds of vi­o­lence which he had com­mit­ted in com­pa­ny with them; then he be­gan to drive away temp­ta­tion, be­gan to re­peat for their un­hap­py souls, “Eter­nal rest.”

			When they had reached Kras­nys­tav, Kmi­ta con­sid­ered it bet­ter not to wait for news from Zamost, and went on far­ther. But at part­ing he wrote and sent to Zamoys­ki the fol­low­ing let­ter:—

			
				Serene Great Mighty Lord Staros­ta,35 and to me very Gra­cious Fa­vor­er and Bene­fac­tor! Whom­so­ev­er God has made great in the world, to him He deals out wit in more boun­ti­ful mea­sure. I knew at once that you, Serene Great Mighty Lord, on­ly wished to put me on tri­al, when you sent the or­der to give up Pan­na Bor­zobo­gati. I knew this all the bet­ter when the horse­men be­trayed that they knew the sub­stance of the or­der, though I did not show them the let­ter, and though you wrote to me that the idea came to you on­ly af­ter my de­par­ture. As on the one hand I ad­mire all the more your pen­e­tra­tion, so on the oth­er, to put the care­ful guardian more com­plete­ly at rest, I prom­ise anew that noth­ing will suf­fice to lead me away from ful­fill­ing the func­tion im­posed on me. But since those sol­diers, ev­i­dent­ly mis­un­der­stand­ing your in­ten­tion, turned out to be great ruf­fi­ans, and even threat­ened my life, I think that I should have hit up­on your thought if I had com­mand­ed to hang them. Be­cause I did not do so, I beg your for­give­ness; still I gave or­ders to flog them prop­er­ly with bul­lock-skin whips, which pun­ish­ment, if your Great Mighty Lord­ship con­sid­ers it too small, you can in­crease ac­cord­ing to your will. With this, hop­ing that I have earned the in­creased con­fi­dence and grat­i­tude of your Serene Great Mighty Lord­ship, I sub­scribe my­self the faith­ful and well-wish­ing ser­vant of your Serene Great Mighty Lord­ship.

				
					Babinich.

				
			

			The dra­goons, when they had dragged them­selves to Zamost late at night, did not dare to ap­pear be­fore the eyes of their mas­ter; there­fore he learned of the whole mat­ter from this let­ter which the Kras­nys­tav Cos­sack brought next day.

			Af­ter he had read Kmi­ta’s let­ter, Zamoys­ki shut him­self up in his rooms for three days, ad­mit­ting no at­ten­dant save the cham­ber ser­vants, who brought him his food. They heard, al­so, how he swore in French, which he did on­ly when he was in the great­est fury.

			By de­grees, how­ev­er, the storm was al­layed. On the fourth day and fifth Zamoys­ki was still very silent; he was ru­mi­nat­ing over some­thing and pulling at his mus­tache; in a week, when he was very pleas­ant and had drunk a lit­tle at ta­ble, he be­gan to twirl his mus­tache, not to pull it, and said to Princess Grisel­da—

			“La­dy Sis­ter, you know that there is no lack of pen­e­tra­tion in me; a cou­ple of days ago I test­ed of pur­pose that no­ble who took Anu­sia, and I can as­sure you that he will take her faith­ful­ly to Pan Sapye­ha.”

			About a month lat­er, as it seems, Pan So­biepan turned his heart in an­oth­er di­rec­tion; and be­sides he be­came al­to­geth­er con­vinced that what had hap­pened, hap­pened with his will and knowl­edge.

		
	
		
			LXIII

			The prov­ince of Lyubel­sk and the greater part of Podlyasye were al­most com­plete­ly in the hands of Poles, that is, of the con­fed­er­ates and Sapye­ha’s men. Since the King of Swe­den re­mained in Prus­sia, where he was treat­ing with the elec­tor, the Swedes, not feel­ing very pow­er­ful in pres­ence of the gen­er­al up­ris­ing, which in­creased ev­ery day, dared not come out of the towns and cas­tles, and still less to cross to the east­ern side of the Vis­tu­la, where the Pol­ish forces were great­est. In those two prov­inces, there­fore, the Poles were la­bor­ing to form a con­sid­er­able and well-or­dered army, able to meet the reg­u­lar sol­diers of Swe­den. In the pro­vin­cial towns they were train­ing in­fantry, and since the peas­ants in gen­er­al had risen, there was no lack of vol­un­teers; it was on­ly nec­es­sary to or­ga­nize in bod­ies and reg­u­lar com­mands those chaot­ic mass­es of men fre­quent­ly dan­ger­ous to their own coun­try.

			The dis­trict cap­tains be­took them­selves to this la­bor. Be­sides, the king had is­sued a num­ber of com­mis­sions to old and tried sol­diers; troops were en­rolled in all prov­inces, and since there was no lack of mil­i­tary peo­ple in those re­gions, squadrons of per­fect cav­al­ry were formed. Some went west of the Vis­tu­la, oth­ers to Charnyet­s­ki, still oth­ers to Sapye­ha. Such mul­ti­tudes had tak­en arms that Yan Kaz­imir’s forces were al­ready more nu­mer­ous than those of the Swedes.

			A coun­try over whose weak­ness all Eu­rope had re­cent­ly won­dered, gave now an ex­am­ple of pow­er un­sus­pect­ed, not on­ly by its en­e­mies, but by its own king, and even by those whose faith­ful hearts, a few months be­fore, had been rent by pain and de­spair. Mon­ey was found, as well as en­thu­si­asm and brav­ery; the most de­spair­ing souls were con­vinced that there is no po­si­tion, no fall, no weak­ness from which there may not be a de­liv­er­ance, and that when chil­dren are born con­so­la­tion can­not die.

			Kmi­ta went on with­out hin­drance, gath­er­ing on his road un­qui­et spir­its, who joined the cham­bul with readi­ness, hop­ing to find most blood and plun­der in com­pa­ny with the Tar­tars. These he changed eas­i­ly in­to good and prompt sol­diers, for he had the gift to make his sub­or­di­nates fear and obey. He was greet­ed joy­ous­ly on the road, and that by rea­son of the Tar­tars; for the sight of them con­vinced men that the Khan was in­deed com­ing with suc­cor to the Com­mon­wealth. It was de­claimed open­ly that forty thou­sand cho­sen Tar­tar cav­al­ry were march­ing to strength­en Sapye­ha. Won­ders were told of the “mod­esty” of these al­lies—how they com­mit­ted no vi­o­lence or mur­der on the road. They were shown as an ex­am­ple to the sol­diers of the coun­try.

			Pan Sapye­ha was quar­tered tem­po­rar­ily at Byala. His forces were com­posed of about ten thou­sand reg­u­lar troops, cav­al­ry and in­fantry. They were the rem­nants of the Lithua­ni­an armies, in­creased by new men. The cav­al­ry, es­pe­cial­ly some of the squadrons, sur­passed in val­or and train­ing the Swedish horse­men; but the in­fantry were bad­ly trained, and lacked firearms, pow­der, and can­non. Sapye­ha had thought to find these in Tykotsin; but the Swedes, by blow­ing them­selves up with the pow­der, de­stroyed at the same time all the can­nons of the cas­tle.

			Be­sides these forces there were in the neigh­bor­hood of Byala twelve thou­sand gen­er­al mili­tia from all Lithua­nia, Ma­zovia, and Podlyasye; but from few of these did the vo­evo­da prom­ise him­self ser­vice, es­pe­cial­ly since hav­ing an im­mense num­ber of wag­ons they hin­dered move­ment and turned the army in­to a clum­sy, un­wieldy mul­ti­tude.

			Kmi­ta thought of one thing in en­ter­ing Byala. There were un­der Sapye­ha so many no­bles from Lithua­nia and so many of Radzivill’s of­fi­cers, his for­mer ac­quain­tances, that he feared they would rec­og­nize him and cut him to pieces be­fore he could cry, “Je­sus! Mary!”

			His name was de­test­ed in Sapye­ha’s camp and in all Lithua­nia; for men still pre­served in vivid re­mem­brance the fact that while serv­ing Prince Yanush, he had cut down those squadrons which, op­pos­ing the het­man, had de­clared for the coun­try.

			Pan An­drei had changed much, and this gave him com­fort. First, he had be­come thin; sec­ond, he had the scar on his face from Bo­guslav’s bul­let; fi­nal­ly, he wore a beard, rather long, point­ed in Swedish fash­ion, and his mus­tache he combed up­ward, so that he was more like some Er­ick­son than a Pol­ish no­ble.

			“If there is not a tu­mult against me at once, men will judge me dif­fer­ent­ly af­ter the first bat­tle,” thought Kmi­ta, when en­ter­ing Byala.

			He ar­rived in the evening, an­nounced who he was, whence he had come, that he was bear­ing let­ters from the king, and asked a spe­cial au­di­ence of the vo­evo­da.

			The vo­evo­da re­ceived him gra­cious­ly be­cause of the warm rec­om­men­da­tion of the king, who wrote—

			
				“We send to you our most faith­ful ser­vant, who is called the Hec­tor of Chen­sto­ho­va, from the time of the siege of that glo­ri­ous place; and he has saved our free­dom and life at the risk of his own dur­ing our pas­sage through the moun­tains. Have him in spe­cial care, so that no in­jus­tice come to him from the sol­diers. We know his re­al name, and the rea­sons for which he serves un­der an as­sumed one; no man is to hold him in sus­pi­cion be­cause of this change, or sus­pect him of in­trigues.”

			

			“But is it not pos­si­ble to know why you bear an as­sumed name?” asked the vo­evo­da.

			“I am un­der sen­tence, and can­not make levies in my own name. The king gave me a com­mis­sion, and I can make levies as Babinich.”

			“Why do you want levies if you have Tar­tars?”

			“For a greater force would not be in the way.”

			“And why are you un­der sen­tence?”

			“Un­der the com­mand and pro­tec­tion of whom­so­ev­er I go, him I ought to tell all as to a fa­ther. My re­al name is Kmi­ta.”

			The vo­evo­da pushed back a cou­ple of steps—

			“He who promised Bo­guslav to car­ry off our king, liv­ing or dead?”

			Kmi­ta re­lat­ed with all his en­er­gy how and what had hap­pened—how, be­fogged by Prince Yanush, he had served the Radzivills; how he had learned their re­al pur­pos­es from the mouth of Bo­guslav, and then car­ried off the lat­ter and thus in­curred his im­pla­ca­ble vengeance.

			The vo­evo­da be­lieved, for he could not refuse be­lief, es­pe­cial­ly since the king’s let­ter con­firmed the truth of Kmi­ta’s words. Be­sides, his soul was so de­light­ed in the vo­evo­da that he would at that mo­ment have pressed his worst en­e­my to his heart and for­giv­en his great­est of­fence. This de­light was caused by the fol­low­ing pas­sage in the king’s let­ter:—

			
				“Though the grand ba­ton of Lithua­nia, un­used now af­ter the death of the vo­evo­da of Vil­na, can by usu­al pro­ce­dure be giv­en to a suc­ces­sor on­ly at the Di­et, still in the present ex­tra­or­di­nary cir­cum­stances, dis­re­gard­ing the usu­al course, We give this ba­ton to you, great­ly cher­ished by us, for the good of the Com­mon­wealth and your mem­o­rable ser­vices, think­ing just­ly that, God giv­ing peace, no voice at the com­ing Di­et will be raised against this our choice, and that our act will find gen­er­al ap­proval.”

			

			Pan Sapye­ha, as was said then in the Com­mon­wealth, “had pawned his coat and sold his last sil­ver spoon;” he had not served his coun­try for prof­it, nor for hon­ors. But even the most dis­in­ter­est­ed man is glad to see that his ser­vices are ap­pre­ci­at­ed, that they are re­ward­ed with grat­i­tude, that his virtue is rec­og­nized. There­fore Sapye­ha’s se­ri­ous face was un­com­mon­ly ra­di­ant.

			This act of the king adorned the house of Sapye­ha with new splen­dor; and to this no “kinglet” of that time was in­dif­fer­ent—it were well had there been none to strive for el­e­va­tion per ne­fas (through in­jus­tice). There­fore Pan Sapye­ha was ready to do for the king what was in his pow­er and what was out of his pow­er.

			“Since I am het­man,” said he to Kmi­ta, “you come un­der my ju­ris­dic­tion and are un­der my guardian­ship. There is a mul­ti­tude here of the gen­er­al mili­tia, hence tu­mult is near; there­fore do not show your­self over­much till I warn the sol­diers, and re­move that calum­ny which Bo­guslav cast on you.”

			Kmi­ta thanked him from his heart, and then spoke of Anu­sia, whom he had brought to Byala. In an­swer the het­man fell to scold­ing, but be­ing in ex­cel­lent hu­mor he scold­ed joy­ous­ly.

			“You made a fool of So­biepan, as God is dear to me! He sits there with his sis­ter in­side the walls of Zamost, as with the Lord God, be­hind the stove, and thinks that ev­ery­one can do as he does—raise the skirts of his coat, turn to the fire, and warm his back. I know the Pod­bip­i­en­tas, for they are re­lat­ed to the Bjos­tovskis, and the Bjos­tovskis to me. The for­tune is a lord­ly one, that is not to be de­nied; but though war with the North­ern­ers has weak­ened it for a time, still peo­ple are alive yet in those re­gions. Where can any­thing be found, where any courts, any of­fi­cers? Who will take the prop­er­ty and put the young la­dy in pos­ses­sion? They have gone stark mad! Bo­guslav is sit­ting on my shoul­ders; I have my du­ties in the army, but they would have me fill my head with wom­en.”

			“She is not a wom­an, but a cher­ry,” said Kmi­ta. “She is noth­ing how­ev­er to me. They asked me to bring her here; I have brought her. They asked me to give her to you; I give her.”

			The het­man then took Kmi­ta by the ear and said: “But who knows, pro­tec­tor, in what form you have brought her? God pre­serve us, peo­ple may say that from the guardian­ship of Sapye­ha she has suf­fered; and I, old man, shall have to keep my eyes open. What did you do at the stop­ping-places? Tell me right away, Pa­gan, did you not learn from your Tar­tars some hea­then cus­toms?”

			“At the stop­ping-places,” an­swered Kmi­ta, jest­ing­ly, “I com­mand­ed my at­ten­dants to plough my skin with dis­ci­pline, so as to drive out the less wor­thy mo­tives, which have their seat un­der the skin, and which I con­fess were plagu­ing me worse than horse­flies.”

			“Ah, you see—Is she a wor­thy maid­en?”

			“Re­al­ly so; and ter­ri­bly pret­ty.”

			“And the Turk was at hand?”

			“But she is as hon­est as a nun; that I must say for her. And as to suf­fer­ing I think that would come soon­er from the Zamoys­ki guardian­ship than from you.”

			Here Kmi­ta told what had tak­en place and how. Then the het­man fell to clap­ping him on the shoul­der and laugh­ing—

			“Well, you are a crafty fel­low! Not in vain do they tell so much of Kmi­ta. Have no fear! Pan Zamoys­ki is not a stub­born man, and he is my friend. His first anger will pass, and he will even laugh at it him­self and re­ward you.”

			“I need no re­ward!” in­ter­rupt­ed Kmi­ta.

			“It is well that you have am­bi­tion and are not look­ing for fa­vor. On­ly serve me against Bo­guslav, and you will not need to think of past out­lawry.”

			Sapye­ha was as­ton­ished when he looked at the sol­dier’s face, which a mo­ment be­fore was so open and joy­ous. Kmi­ta at men­tion of Bo­guslav grew pale in an in­stant, and his face took on wrin­kles like the face of a dog, when pre­par­ing to bite.

			“Would that the traitor were poi­soned with his own spit­tle, if he could on­ly fall in­to my hands be­fore his death!” said he, gloomi­ly.

			“I do not won­der at your ven­om. Have a care, though, that your anger does not choke your adroit­ness, for you have to deal with no com­mon man. It is well that the king sent you hith­er. You will at­tack Bo­guslav for me, as you once did Ho­v­an­s­ki.”

			“I will at­tack him bet­ter!” said Kmi­ta, with the same gloom.

			With this the con­ver­sa­tion end­ed. Kmi­ta went away to sleep in his quar­ters, for he was wea­ried from the road.

			Mean­while the news spread through the army that the king had sent the ba­ton to their beloved chief. Joy burst out like a flame among thou­sands of men. The of­fi­cers of var­i­ous squadrons hur­ried to the quar­ters of the het­man. The sleep­ing town sprang up from its slum­ber. Bon­fires were kin­dled. Stan­dard-bear­ers came with their stan­dards. Trum­pets sound­ed and ket­tle­drums thun­dered; dis­charges from mus­kets and can­non roared. Pan Sapye­ha or­dered a lord­ly feast, and they ap­plaud­ed the whole night through, drink­ing to the health of the king, the het­man, and to the com­ing vic­to­ry over Bo­guslav.

			Pan An­drei, as was agreed, was not present at the feast.

			The het­man at the ta­ble be­gan a con­ver­sa­tion about Bo­guslav, and not telling who that of­fi­cer was who had come with the Tar­tars and brought the ba­ton, he spoke in gen­er­al of the per­ver­si­ty of Bo­guslav.

			“Both Radzivills,” said he, “were fond of in­trigues, but Prince Bo­guslav goes be­yond his dead cousin. You re­mem­ber, gen­tle­men, Kmi­ta, or at least you have heard of him. Now imag­ine to your­selves, what Bo­guslav re­port­ed—that Kmi­ta of­fered to raise his hand on the king our lord—was not true.”

			“Still Kmi­ta helped Yanush to cut down good cav­a­liers.”

			“It is true that he helped Yanush; but at last he saw what he was do­ing, and then not on­ly did he leave the ser­vice, but as you know, be­ing a man of dar­ing, he at­tacked Bo­guslav. It was close work there for the young prince, and he bare­ly es­caped with his life from Kmi­ta’s hands.”

			“Kmi­ta was a great sol­dier!” an­swered many voic­es.

			“The prince through re­venge in­vent­ed against him a calum­ny at which the soul shud­ders.”

			“The dev­il could not have in­vent­ed a keen­er!”

			“Do you know that I have in my hands proofs in black and white that that was re­venge for the change in Kmi­ta?”

			“To put in­famy in such a way on any­one’s name! On­ly Bo­guslav could do that! To sink such a sol­dier!”

			“I have heard this,” con­tin­ued the het­man: “Kmi­ta, see­ing that noth­ing re­mained for him to do in this re­gion, hur­ried off to Chen­sto­ho­va, ren­dered there fa­mous ser­vices, and then de­fend­ed the king with his own breast.”

			Hear­ing this, the same sol­diers who would have cut Kmi­ta to pieces with their sabres be­gan to speak of him more and more kind­ly.

			“Kmi­ta will not for­give the calum­ny, he is not such a man; he will fall on Bo­guslav.”

			“Bo­guslav has in­sult­ed all sol­diers, by cast­ing such in­famy on one of them.”

			“Kmi­ta was cru­el and vi­o­lent, but he was not a par­ri­cide.”

			“He will have vengeance!”

			“We will be first to take vengeance for him!”

			“If you, serene great mighty het­man, guar­an­tee this with your of­fice, it must have been so.”

			“It was so!” said the het­man.

			And they lacked lit­tle of drink­ing Kmi­ta’s health. But in truth there were very vi­o­lent voic­es against this, es­pe­cial­ly among the for­mer of­fi­cers of Radzivill. Hear­ing these, the het­man said—

			“And do you know, gen­tle­men, how this Kmi­ta comes to my mind? Babinich, the king’s couri­er, re­sem­bles him much. At the first mo­ment I was mis­tak­en my­self.”

			Here Sapye­ha be­gan to look around with more sever­i­ty and to speak with greater se­ri­ous­ness—

			“Though Kmi­ta were to come here him­self, since he has changed, since he has de­fend­ed a holy place with im­mense brav­ery, I should de­fend him with my of­fice of het­man. I ask you there­fore, gen­tle­men, to raise no dis­tur­bance here by rea­son of this new­ly ar­rived. I ask you to re­mem­ber that he has come here by ap­point­ment of the king and the Khan. But es­pe­cial­ly do I rec­om­mend this to you who are cap­tains in the gen­er­al mili­tia, for with you it is hard­er to pre­serve dis­ci­pline.”

			When­ev­er Sapye­ha spoke thus, Za­glo­ba alone dared to mur­mur, all oth­ers would sit in obe­di­ence, and so they sat now; but when the het­man’s face grew glad­some again, all re­joiced. The gob­lets mov­ing swift­ly filled the mea­sure of re­joic­ing, and the whole town was thun­der­ing till morn­ing, so that the walls of hous­es were shak­ing on their foun­da­tion, and the smoke of salutes veiled them, as in time of bat­tle.

			Next morn­ing Sapye­ha sent Anu­sia to Grod­no with Pan Kotchyts. In Grod­no, from which Ho­v­an­s­ki had long since with­drawn, the vo­evo­da’s fam­i­ly was liv­ing.

			Poor Anu­sia, whose head the hand­some Babinich had turned some­what, took farewell of him very ten­der­ly; but he was on his guard, and on­ly at the very part­ing did he say to her—

			“Were it not for one dev­il which sits in my heart like a thorn, I should sure­ly have fall­en in love with you to kill.”

			Anu­sia thought to her­self that there is no splin­ter which may not be picked out with pa­tience and a nee­dle; but she feared some­what this Babinich, there­fore she said noth­ing, sighed qui­et­ly, and de­part­ed.

		
	
		
			LXIV

			A week af­ter the de­par­ture of Anu­sia with Kotchyts, Sapye­ha’s camp was still at Byala. Kmi­ta, with the Tar­tars, was or­dered to the neigh­bor­hood of Rokit­no; he was rest­ing too, for the hors­es need­ed food and rest af­ter the long road. Prince Michael Kaz­imir Radzivill, the own­er of the place by in­her­i­tance, came al­so to Byala; he was a pow­er­ful mag­nate of the Nyesvyej branch of Radzivills, of whom it was said that they had in­her­it­ed from the Kishkis alone sev­en­ty towns and four hun­dred vil­lages. This Radzivill re­sem­bled in noth­ing his kins­men of Bir­ji. Not less am­bi­tious per­haps than they, but dif­fer­ing in faith, an ar­dent pa­tri­ot, and an ad­her­ent of the law­ful king, he joined with his whole soul the con­fed­er­a­cy of Tyshovt­si, and strength­ened it as best he could. His im­mense pos­ses­sions were, it is true, great­ly rav­aged by the last war, but still he stood at the head of con­sid­er­able forces and brought the het­man no small aid.

			Not so much, how­ev­er, did the num­ber of his sol­diers weigh in the bal­ance as the fact that Radzivill stood against Radzivill; in this way the last seem­ing of jus­tice was tak­en from Bo­guslav, and his acts were cov­ered with the open char­ac­ter of in­va­sion and trea­son.

			There­fore Sapye­ha saw Prince Michael in his camp with de­light. He was cer­tain now that he would over­come Bo­guslav, for he sur­passed him much in pow­er; but ac­cord­ing to his cus­tom he weighed his plans slow­ly, stopped, con­sid­ered, and sum­moned coun­cils of of­fi­cers.

			Kmi­ta al­so was at these coun­cils. He so hat­ed the name Radzivill that at first sight of Prince Michael he trem­bled from anger and rage; but Michael knew how to win peo­ple by his coun­te­nance alone, on which beau­ty was unit­ed with kind­ness. The great qual­i­ties of this Radzivill, the griev­ous times which he had re­cent­ly passed while de­fend­ing the coun­try from Zolotarenko and Ser­o­bryani, his gen­uine love for the king, made him one of the most hon­or­able cav­a­liers of his time. His very pres­ence in the camp of Sapye­ha, the ri­val of the house of Radzivill, tes­ti­fied how far the young prince knew how to sac­ri­fice pri­vate to pub­lic af­fairs. Whoso knew him was forced to love him. This feel­ing could not be re­sist­ed even by the pas­sion­ate Kmi­ta, de­spite his first op­po­si­tion.

			Fi­nal­ly the prince cap­ti­vat­ed the heart of Pan An­drei by his ad­vice.

			This ad­vice was not mere­ly to move against Bo­guslav, but to move with­out ne­go­ti­a­tions, to dash up­on him at once: “Do not let him take cas­tles; give him nei­ther rest nor chance to draw breath; make war up­on him with his own method.” In such de­ci­sion the prince saw speedy and cer­tain vic­to­ry.

			“It can­not be that Karl Gus­tav has not moved al­so; we must have our hands free, there­fore, as soon as pos­si­ble, and has­ten to suc­cor Charnyet­s­ki.”

			Of the same opin­ion was Kmi­ta, who had been fight­ing three days with his old evil habit of self-will so as to re­strain him­self from ad­vanc­ing with­out or­ders.

			But Sapye­ha liked to act with cer­tain­ty, he feared ev­ery in­con­sid­er­ate step; there­fore he de­ter­mined to wait for sur­er in­tel­li­gence.

			And the het­man had his rea­sons. The re­port­ed ex­pe­di­tion of Bo­guslav against Podlyasye might be on­ly a snare, a trick of war. Per­haps it was a feigned ex­pe­di­tion with small forces, to pre­vent the junc­tion of Sapye­ha with the king. That done, Bo­guslav would es­cape from be­fore Sapye­ha, re­ceiv­ing bat­tle nowhere, or de­lay­ing; but mean­while Karl Gus­tav with the elec­tor would strike Charnyet­s­ki, crush him with su­pe­ri­or forces, move against the king him­self, and smoth­er the work in its in­cep­tion—the work of de­fence cre­at­ed by the glo­ri­ous ex­am­ple of Chen­sto­ho­va. Sapye­ha was not on­ly a lead­er, but a states­man. He ex­plained his rea­sons with pow­er at the coun­cils, so that even Kmi­ta was forced in his soul to agree with him. First of all, it was in­cum­bent to know what course to take. If Bo­guslav’s in­va­sion proved to be mere­ly a trick, it was suf­fi­cient to send a num­ber of squadrons against him, and move with all speed to Charnyet­s­ki against the chief pow­er of the en­e­my. The het­man might leave bold­ly a few or even more squadrons, for his forces were not all around Byala. Young Pan Kr­ishtof, or the so-called Kryshtofek Sapye­ha, was post­ed with two light squadrons and a reg­i­ment of in­fantry at Ya­vorov; Horotkye­vich was mov­ing around Tykotsin, hav­ing un­der him half a dra­goon reg­i­ment very well trained, and five hun­dred vol­un­teers, be­sides a light horse squadron named for Sapye­ha; and in By­a­lystok were land in­fantry.

			These forces would more than suf­fice to stand against Bo­guslav, if he had on­ly a few hun­dred hors­es.

			But the clear-sight­ed het­man sent couri­ers in ev­ery di­rec­tion and wait­ed for tid­ings.

			At last tid­ings came; but like thun­der­bolts, and all the more so that by a pe­cu­liar con­cur­rence of cir­cum­stances all came in one evening.

			They were just at coun­cil in the cas­tle of Byala when an of­fi­cer of or­der­lies en­tered and gave a let­ter to the het­man. Bare­ly had the het­man cast eyes on it when he changed in the face and said—

			“My rel­a­tive is cut to pieces at Ya­vorov by Bo­guslav him­self; hard­ly has he es­caped with his life.”

			A mo­ment of si­lence fol­lowed.

			“The let­ter is writ­ten in Bran­sk, in fright and con­fu­sion,” said he; “there­fore it con­tains not a word touch­ing Bo­guslav’s pow­er, which must, I think, be con­sid­er­able, since, as I read, two squadrons and a reg­i­ment of in­fantry are cut to pieces. It must be, how­ev­er, that Bo­guslav fell on them un­awares. The let­ter gives noth­ing pos­i­tive.”

			“I am cer­tain now,” said Prince Michael, “that Bo­guslav wants to seize all Podlyasye, so as to make of it a sep­a­rate or feu­dal pos­ses­sion in the treaties. There­fore he has sure­ly come with as much pow­er as he could pos­si­bly get. I have no oth­er proofs save a knowl­edge of Bo­guslav. He cares nei­ther for the Swedes nor the Bran­den­burg­ers, on­ly for him­self. He is an un­com­mon war­rior, who trusts in his for­tu­nate star. He wants to win a prov­ince, to avenge Yanush, to cov­er him­self with glo­ry; and to do this he must have a cor­re­spond­ing pow­er, and has it, oth­er­wise he would not march on us.”

			“For ev­ery­thing the bless­ing of God is in­dis­pens­able,” said Os­ky­erko; “and the bless­ing is with us!”

			“Serene great mighty het­man,” said Kmi­ta, “in­for­ma­tion is need­ed. Let me loose from the leash with my Tar­tars, and I will bring you in­for­ma­tion.”

			Os­ky­erko, who had been ad­mit­ted to the se­cret and knew who Babinich was, sup­port­ed the pro­pos­al at once and with vig­or.

			“As God is good to me, that is the best idea in the world! Such a man is need­ed there, and such troops. If on­ly the hors­es are rest­ed.”

			Here Os­ky­erko was stopped, for the of­fi­cer of or­der­lies en­tered the room again.

			“Serene great mighty het­man!” said he.

			Sapye­ha slapped his knees and ex­claimed. “They have news! Ad­mit them.”

			Af­ter a while two light-horse­men en­tered, tat­tered and mud­dy.

			“From Horotkye­vich?” asked Sapye­ha.

			“Yes.”

			“Where is he now?”

			“Killed, or if not killed, we know not where he is.”

			The het­man rose, but sat down again and in­quired calm­ly—

			“Where is the squadron?”

			“Swept away by Prince Bo­guslav.”

			“Were many lost?”

			“We were cut to pieces; maybe a few were left who were tak­en cap­tive like us. Some say that the colonel es­caped; but that he is wound­ed I saw my­self. We es­caped from cap­tiv­i­ty.”

			“Where were you at­tacked?”

			“At Tykotsin.”

			“Why did you not go in­side the walls, not be­ing in force?”

			“Tykotsin is tak­en.”

			The het­man cov­ered his eyes for a mo­ment with his hand, then he be­gan to pass his hand over his fore­head.

			“Is there a large force with Bo­guslav?”

			“Four thou­sand cav­al­ry, be­sides in­fantry and can­non; the in­fantry very well trained. The cav­al­ry moved for­ward, tak­ing us with them; but luck­i­ly we es­caped.”

			“Whence did you es­cape?”

			“From Dro­hichyn.”

			Sapye­ha opened wide his eyes. “You are drunk. How could Bo­guslav come to Dro­hichyn? When did he de­feat you?”

			“Two weeks ago.”

			“And is he in Dro­hichyn?”

			“His scout­ing-par­ties are. He re­mained in the rear him­self, for some con­voy is cap­tured which Pan Kotchyts was con­duct­ing.”

			“He was con­duct­ing Pan­na Bor­zobo­gati!” cried Kmi­ta.

			A si­lence fol­lowed. Bo­guslav’s suc­cess, and so sud­den, had con­fused the of­fi­cers be­yond mea­sure. All thought in their hearts that the het­man was to blame for de­lay, but no one dared say so aloud.

			Sapye­ha, how­ev­er, felt that he had done what was prop­er, and had act­ed wise­ly. There­fore he re­cov­ered first from the sur­prise, sent out the men with a wave of his hand, and said—

			“These are or­di­nary in­ci­dents of war, which should con­fuse no one. Do not think, gen­tle­men, that we have suf­fered any de­feat. Those reg­i­ments are a loss sure­ly; but the loss might have been a hun­dred times greater if Bo­guslav had en­ticed us to a dis­tant prov­ince. He is com­ing to us. We will go out to meet him like hos­pitable hosts.”

			Here he turned to the colonels: “Ac­cord­ing to my or­ders all must be ready to move?”

			“They are ready,” said Os­ky­erko. “On­ly sad­dle the hors­es and sound the trum­pet.”

			“Sound it to­day. We move in the morn­ing at dawn, with­out fail. Pan Babinich will gal­lop ahead with his Tar­tars, and seize with all haste in­for­mants.”

			Kmi­ta had bare­ly heard this when he was out­side the door, and a mo­ment lat­er hur­ry­ing on as his horse could gal­lop to Rokit­no.

			And Sapye­ha al­so did not de­lay long.

			It was still night when the trum­pets gave out their pro­longed sounds; then cav­al­ry and in­fantry poured forth in­to the field; af­ter them stretched a long train of squeak­ing wag­ons. The first gleams of day were re­flect­ed on mus­ket-bar­rels and spear-points.

			And they marched, reg­i­ment af­ter reg­i­ment, squadron af­ter squadron, in great reg­u­lar­i­ty. The cav­al­ry sang their matins, and the hors­es snort­ed sharply in the morn­ing cool­ness, from which the sol­diers pre­dict­ed sure vic­to­ry for them­selves.

			Their hearts were full of con­so­la­tion; for the knight­hood knew from ex­pe­ri­ence that Sapye­ha weighed ev­ery­thing, that he la­bored with his head, that he con­sid­ered ev­ery un­der­tak­ing from both sides, that when he be­gan a thing he would fin­ish it, and when he moved he would strike.

			At Rokit­no the lairs of the Tar­tars were cold; they had gone the night be­fore, hence must have pushed far in ad­vance. It sur­prised Sapye­ha that along the road it was dif­fi­cult to learn any­thing of them, though the di­vi­sion, num­ber­ing, with vol­un­teers, sev­er­al hun­dred, could not pass with­out be­ing seen.

			The most ex­pe­ri­enced of­fi­cers won­dered great­ly at this march, and at Pan Babinich for be­ing able to lead in such fash­ion.

			“Like a wolf he goes through the wil­lows, and like a wolf he will bite,” said they; “he is as if born for the work.”

			But Os­ky­erko, who, as has been said, knew who Babinich was, said to Sapye­ha—

			“It was not for noth­ing that Ho­v­an­s­ki put a price on his head. God will give vic­to­ry to whom he choos­es; but this is sure, that war with us will soon be bit­ter for Bo­guslav.”

			“But it is a pity that Babinich has van­ished as if he had fall­en in­to wa­ter,” an­swered the het­man.

			Three days passed with­out tid­ings. Sapye­ha’s main forces had reached Dro­hichyn, had crossed the Bug, and found no en­e­my in front. The het­man be­gan to be dis­turbed. Ac­cord­ing to the state­ments of the light horse, Bo­guslav’s scouts had reached Dro­hichyn; it was ev­i­dent there­fore that Bo­guslav had de­ter­mined to with­draw. But what was the mean­ing of this with­draw­al? Had Bo­guslav learned that Sapye­ha’s forces were su­pe­ri­or, and was he afraid to mea­sure strength with him, or did he wish to en­tice the het­man far to­ward the north, to light­en for the King of Swe­den his at­tack on Charnyet­s­ki and the het­mans of the king­dom? Babinich was to find an in­for­mant and let the het­man know. The re­ports of the light horse as to the num­ber of Bo­guslav’s troops might be er­ro­neous; hence the need of pre­cise in­for­ma­tion at the ear­li­est.

			Mean­while five days more passed, and Babinich gave no ac­count of him­self. Spring was com­ing; the days were grow­ing warmer; the snow was melt­ing. The neigh­bor­hoods were be­ing cov­ered with wa­ter, un­der which were sleep­ing morass­es which hin­dered the march in an un­heard of de­gree. The greater part of the can­nons and wag­ons the het­man had to leave in Dro­hichyn, and go far­ther on horse­back. Hence great in­con­ve­nience and mur­mur­ing, es­pe­cial­ly among the gen­er­al mili­tia. In Bran­sk they came up­on such mud that even the in­fantry could not march far­ther. The het­man col­lect­ed on the road hors­es from peas­ants and small no­bles, and seat­ed mus­ke­teers on them. The light cav­al­ry took oth­ers; but they had gone too far al­ready, and the het­man un­der­stood that on­ly one thing re­mained—to ad­vance with all speed.

			Bo­guslav re­treat­ed un­ceas­ing­ly. Along the road they found con­tin­u­al traces of him in vil­lages burned here and there, in corpses of men hang­ing on trees. The small lo­cal no­bles came ev­ery lit­tle while with in­for­ma­tion to Sapye­ha; but the truth was lost, as is usu­al in con­tra­dic­to­ry state­ments. One saw a sin­gle squadron, and swore that the prince had no more troops; an­oth­er saw two; a third three, a fourth an army five miles long. In a word they were fa­bles such as men tell who know noth­ing of armies or war.

			They had seen Tar­tars, too, here and there; but the sto­ries con­cern­ing them seemed most im­prob­a­ble, for it was said that they were seen not be­hind the prince’s army, but in front, march­ing ahead. Sapye­ha pant­ed an­gri­ly when any­one men­tioned Babinich in his pres­ence, and he said to Os­ky­erko—

			“You over­rat­ed him. In an evil hour I sent away Volody­ovs­ki, for if he were here I should have had long ago as many in­for­mants as I need; but Babinich is a whirl­wind, or even worse. Who knows, he may in truth have joined Bo­guslav and be march­ing in the van­guard.”

			Os­ky­erko him­self did not know what to think. Mean­while an­oth­er week passed; the army had come to By­a­lystok.

			It was mid­day.

			Two hours lat­er the van­guard gave no­tice that some de­tach­ment was ap­proach­ing.

			“It may be Babinich!” cried the het­man. “I’ll give him Pa­ter Nos­ter!”

			It was not Babinich him­self. But in the camp there rose such com­mo­tion over the ar­rival of this de­tach­ment that Sapye­ha went out to see what was tak­ing place.

			Mean­while of­fi­cers from dif­fer­ent squadrons flew in, cry­ing—

			“From Babinich! Pris­on­ers! A whole band! He seized a crowd of men!”

			In­deed the het­man saw a num­ber of tens of men on poor, ragged hors­es. Babinich’s Tar­tars drove near­ly three hun­dred men with bound hands, beat­ing them with bul­lock-skin whips. The pris­on­ers pre­sent­ed a ter­ri­ble sight. They were rather shad­ows than men. With torn cloth­ing, half naked, so poor that the bones were push­ing through their skin, bloody, they marched half alive, in­dif­fer­ent to all things, even to the whis­tle of the whips which cut them, and to the wild shouts of the Tar­tars.

			“What kind of men are they?” asked the het­man.

			“Bo­guslav’s troops!” an­swered one of Kmi­ta’s vol­un­teers who had brought the pris­on­ers to­geth­er with the Tar­tars.

			“But where did you get so many?”

			“Near­ly half as many more fell on the road, from ex­haus­tion.”

			With this an old Tar­tar, a sergeant in the horde, ap­proached, and beat­ing with the fore­head, gave a let­ter from Kmi­ta to Sapye­ha.

			The het­man, with­out de­lay, broke the seal and be­gan to read aloud:—

			
				“Serene great mighty het­man! If I have sent nei­ther news nor in­for­mants with news hith­er­to, it is be­cause I went in front, and not in the rear of Prince Bo­guslav’s army, and I wished to learn the most pos­si­ble.”

			

			The het­man stopped read­ing.

			“That is a dev­il!” said he. “In­stead of fol­low­ing the prince, he went ahead of him.”

			“May the bul­lets strike him!” added Os­ky­erko, in an un­der­tone.

			The het­man read on.

			
				“It was dan­ger­ous work, as Bo­guslav’s scouts marched in a wide front; but af­ter I had cut down two par­ties and spared none. I worked to the van of the army, from which move­ment great con­fu­sion came up­on the prince, for he fell to think­ing at once that he was sur­round­ed, and as it were was crawl­ing in­to a trap.”

			

			“That is the rea­son of this un­ex­pect­ed with­draw­al!” cried the het­man. “A dev­il, a gen­uine dev­il!” He read on with still more cu­rios­i­ty—

			
				“The prince, not un­der­stand­ing what had hap­pened, be­gan to lose his head, and sent out par­ty af­ter par­ty, which we cut up no­tably, so that none of them re­turned in the same num­ber. March­ing in ad­vance, we seized pro­vi­sions, cut dams, de­stroyed bridges, so that Bo­guslav’s men ad­vanced with great trou­ble, nei­ther sleep­ing nor eat­ing, hav­ing rest nei­ther day nor night. They could not stir from the camp, for the Tar­tars seized the un­wary; and when the camp was sleep­ing, the Tar­tars howled ter­ri­bly in the wil­lows; so the en­e­my, think­ing that a great army was mov­ing on them, had to stand un­der arms all night. The prince was brought to great de­spair, not know­ing what to be­gin, where to go, how to turn—for this rea­son it is need­ful to march on him quick­ly, be­fore his fear pass­es. He had six thou­sand troops, but has lost near­ly a thou­sand. His hors­es are dy­ing. His cav­al­ry is good; his in­fantry is pass­able; God, how­ev­er, has grant­ed that from day to day it de­creas­es, and if our army comes up it will fly apart. I seized in By­a­lystok the prince’s car­riages, some of his pro­vi­sion chests and things of val­ue, with two can­nons; but I was forced to throw most of these in­to the riv­er. The traitor from con­tin­u­al rage has grown se­ri­ous­ly ill, and is bare­ly able to sit on his horse; fever leaves him nei­ther night nor day. Pan­na Bor­zobo­gati is tak­en, but be­ing ill the prince can make no at­tack on her hon­or. These re­ports, with the ac­count of Bo­guslav’s des­per­a­tion, I got from the pris­on­ers whom my Tar­tars touched up with fire, and who if they are touched again will re­peat the truth. Now I com­mend my obe­di­ent ser­vices to you, serene great mighty het­man, beg­ging for for­give­ness if I have erred, the Tar­tars are good fel­lows, and see­ing a world of plun­der, serve mar­vel­lous­ly.”

			

			“Serene great mighty lord,” said Os­ky­erko, “now you sure­ly re­gret less that Volody­ovs­ki is away, for he could not equal this dev­il in­car­nate. Oh, he is an am­bi­tious piece; he even hurled the truth in­to the eyes of Prince Yanush, not car­ing whether it was pleas­ant or un­pleas­ant for that het­man to hear it. This was his style with Ho­v­an­s­ki, but Ho­v­an­s­ki had fif­teen times more troops.”

			“If that is true, we need to ad­vance at the great­est speed,” said Sapye­ha.

			“Be­fore the prince can col­lect his wits.”

			“Let us move on, by the dear God! Babinich will cut the dams, and we will over­take Bo­guslav!”

			Mean­while the pris­on­ers, whom the Tar­tars had kept in a group in front of Sapye­ha, see­ing the het­man, fell to groan­ing and weep­ing, show­ing their mis­ery and call­ing for mer­cy in var­i­ous tongues; for there were among them Swedes, Ger­mans, and the Scot­tish guards of Prince Bo­guslav. Sapye­ha took them from the Tar­tars, and gave com­mand to feed them and take their tes­ti­mo­ny with­out tor­ture. Their state­ments con­firmed the truth of Kmi­ta’s words; there­fore the rest of Sapye­ha’s army ad­vanced at great speed.

		
	
		
			LXV

			Kmi­ta’s next re­port came from Sokol­ka, and was brief:

			
				“The prince, to mis­lead our troops, has feigned a march to­ward Shchuchyn, whith­er he has sent a par­ty. He has gone him­self with his main force to Yanov, and has re­ceived there a re­in­force­ment of in­fantry, led by Cap­tain Kyritz, eight hun­dred good men. From the place where we are the prince’s fires are vis­i­ble. In Yanov he in­tends to rest one week. The pris­on­ers say that he is ready for bat­tle. The fever is shak­ing him con­tin­u­al­ly.”

			

			On re­ceipt of this state­ment Sapye­ha, leav­ing the re­main­der of his can­non and wag­ons, moved on with cav­al­ry to Sokol­ka; and at last the two armies stood eye to eye. It was fore­seen too that a bat­tle was un­avoid­able; for on one side they could flee no longer, the oth­ers pur­su­ing. Mean­while, like wrestlers who af­ter a long chase are to seize each oth­er by the bod­ies, they lay op­po­site each oth­er, catch­ing breath in their pant­ing throats, and rest­ing.

			When the het­man saw Kmi­ta he seized him by the shoul­ders, and said—

			“I was an­gry with you for not giv­ing an ac­count of your­self for so long, but I see that you have ac­com­plished more than I could hope for; and if God gives vic­to­ry, not mine but yours will be the mer­it. You went like an an­gel guardian af­ter Bo­guslav.”

			An ill-omened light gleamed in Kmi­ta’s eyes. “If I am his an­gel guardian, I must be present at his death.”

			“God will or­der that,” said the het­man, se­ri­ous­ly; “but if you wish the Lord to bless you, then pur­sue the en­e­my of the coun­try, not your own.”

			Kmi­ta bowed in si­lence; but it could not be learned whether the beau­ti­ful words of the het­man made any im­pres­sion on him. His face ex­pressed im­pla­ca­ble ha­tred, and was the more threat­en­ing that the toil of pur­suit af­ter Bo­guslav had ema­ci­at­ed it still more. For­mer­ly in that coun­te­nance was de­pict­ed on­ly dar­ing and in­so­lent wild­ness; now it had be­come al­so stern and in­ex­orable. You could eas­i­ly see that he against whom that man had record­ed vengeance in his soul ought to guard him­self, even if he were Radzivill.

			He had, in truth, avenged him­self ter­ri­bly. The ser­vices he had ren­dered in that cam­paign were im­mense. By push­ing him­self in front of Bo­guslav he had beat­en him from the road, had made his reck­on­ing false, had fixed in him the con­vic­tion that he was sur­round­ed, and had forced him to re­treat. Fur­ther he went be­fore him night and day. He de­stroyed scout­ing-par­ties; he was with­out mer­cy for pris­on­ers. In Sye­my­atiche, in Bot­s­ki, in Orel and Byel­sk he had fall­en in the dark night on the whole camp.

			In Voish­ki, not far from Zablu­do­vo, in a pure­ly Radzivill coun­try, he had fall­en like a blind hur­ri­cane on the quar­ters of the prince him­self, so that Bo­guslav, who had just sat down to din­ner, al­most fell in­to his hands; and thanks to Sakovich alone, did he take out his head alive.

			At By­a­lystok Kmi­ta seized the car­riages and camp-chests of Bo­guslav. He wea­ried, weak­ened, and in­flict­ed hunger on Bo­guslav’s troops. The choice Ger­man in­fantry and Swedish cav­al­ry which the prince had brought with him were like walk­ing skele­tons, from wan­der­ing, from sur­pris­es, from sleep­less­ness. The mad howl­ing of the Tar­tars and Kmi­ta’s vol­un­teers was heard in front of them, at the flanks, and in the rear. Scarce­ly had a wea­ried sol­dier closed his eyes when he had to seize his weapons. The far­ther on, the worse the con­di­tion.

			The small no­bil­i­ty in­hab­it­ing those neigh­bor­hoods joined with the Tar­tars, part­ly through ha­tred of the Radzivills of Bir­ji, part­ly through fear of Kmi­ta; for he pun­ished be­yond mea­sure those who re­sist­ed. His forces in­creased there­fore; those of Bo­guslav melt­ed.

			Be­sides, Bo­guslav him­self was re­al­ly ill; and though in the heart of that man care nev­er had its nest long, and though the as­trologers, whom he be­lieved blind­ly, had fore­told him in Prus­sia that his per­son would meet no harm in that ex­pe­di­tion, his am­bi­tion suf­fered harsh­ly more than once. He, whose name had been re­peat­ed with ad­mi­ra­tion in the Nether­lands, on the Rhine, and in France, was beat­en ev­ery day in those deep forests by an un­seen en­e­my, and over­come with­out a bat­tle.

			There was, be­sides, in that pur­suit such un­com­mon stub­born­ness and im­petu­os­i­ty pass­ing the usu­al mea­sure of war, that Bo­guslav with his na­tive quick­ness di­vined af­ter a few days that some in­ex­orable per­son­al en­e­my was fol­low­ing him. He learned the name Babinich eas­i­ly, for the whole neigh­bor­hood re­peat­ed it; but that name was strange to him. Not less glad would he be to know the per­son; and on the road in times of pur­suit he ar­ranged tens and hun­dreds of am­bush­es—al­ways in vain. Babinich was able to avoid traps, and in­flict­ed de­feats where they were least ex­pect­ed.

			At last both armies came to the neigh­bor­hood of Sokol­ka. Bo­guslav found there the re­in­force­ment un­der Kyritz, who, not know­ing hith­er­to where the prince was, went to Yanov, where the fate of Bo­guslav’s ex­pe­di­tion was to be de­cid­ed.

			Kmi­ta closed her­met­i­cal­ly all the roads lead­ing from Yanov to Sokol­ka, Ko­rychyn, Kuznit­sa, and Suho­vola. The neigh­bor­ing forests, wil­low woods, and thick­ets were oc­cu­pied by the Tar­tars. Not a let­ter could pass; no wag­on with pro­vi­sions could be brought in. Bo­guslav him­self was in a hur­ry for bat­tle be­fore his last bis­cuit in Yanov should be eat­en.

			But as a man of quick wit, trained in ev­ery in­trigue, he de­ter­mined to try ne­go­ti­a­tions first. He did not know yet that Sapye­ha in this kind of in­trigue sur­passed him great­ly in rea­son­ing and quick­ness. From Sokol­ka then in Bo­guslav’s name came Pan Sakovich, un­der-cham­ber­lain and staros­ta of Osh­mi­ana, the at­ten­dant and per­son­al friend of Prince Bo­guslav, with a let­ter and au­thor­i­ty to con­clude peace.

			This Pan Sakovich was a wealthy man, who reached sen­a­to­ri­al dig­ni­ty lat­er in life, for he be­came vo­evo­da of Smolen­sk and trea­sur­er of the Grand Prin­ci­pal­i­ty; he was at that time one of the most not­ed cav­a­liers in Lithua­nia, famed equal­ly for brav­ery and beau­ty. Pan Sakovich was of medi­um stature; the hair of his head and brows was black as a raven’s wing, but he had pale blue eyes which gazed with mar­vel­lous and un­speak­able in­so­lence, so that Bo­guslav said of him that he stunned with his eyes as with the back of an axe. He wore for­eign gar­ments which he brought from jour­neys made with Bo­guslav; he spoke near­ly all lan­guages; in bat­tle he rushed in­to the great­est whirl so mad­ly that among his en­e­mies he was called “the doomed man.” But, thanks to his un­com­mon strength and pres­ence of mind, he al­ways came out un­harmed. It was said that he had strength to stop a car­riage in its course by seiz­ing the hind wheel; he could drink be­yond mea­sure, could toss off a quart of cream in vod­ka, and be as sober as if he had tak­en noth­ing in his mouth. With men he was mo­rose, haughty, of­fen­sive; in Bo­guslav’s hand he was as soft as wax. His man­ners were pol­ished, and though in the king’s cham­bers he knew how to bear him­self, he had a cer­tain wild­ness in his spir­it which burst forth at times like a flame.

			Pan Sakovich was rather a com­pan­ion than a ser­vant of Bo­guslav. Bo­guslav, who in truth had nev­er loved any­one in his life, had an un­con­quer­able weak­ness for this man. By na­ture ex­ceed­ing­ly sor­did, he was gen­er­ous to Sakovich alone. By his in­flu­ence he raised him to be un­der-cham­ber­lain, and had him en­dowed with the starosta­ship of Osh­mi­ana. Af­ter ev­ery bat­tle Bo­guslav’s first ques­tion was: “Where is Sakovich? has he met with no harm?” The prince de­pend­ed great­ly on the staros­ta’s coun­sels, and em­ployed him in war and in ne­go­ti­a­tions in which the courage and im­pu­dence of Sakovich were very ef­fec­tive.

			This time he sent him to Sapye­ha. But the mis­sion was dif­fi­cult—first, be­cause the sus­pi­cion might eas­i­ly fall on the staros­ta that he had come on­ly to spy out and dis­cov­er Sapye­ha’s strength; sec­ond, be­cause the en­voy had much to ask and noth­ing to of­fer.

			Hap­pi­ly, Pan Sakovich did not trou­ble him­self with any­thing. He en­tered as a vic­tor who comes to dic­tate terms to the van­quished, and struck Sapye­ha with his pale eyes.

			Sapye­ha smiled when he saw that pride, but half of his smile was com­pas­sion. Ev­ery man may im­pose much with dar­ing and im­pu­dence, but on peo­ple of a cer­tain mea­sure; the het­man was above the mea­sure of Sakovich.

			“My mas­ter, prince in Bir­ji and Du­bin­ki, com­man­der-in-chief of the armies of his prince­ly high­ness the elec­tor,” said Sakovich, “has sent me with a greet­ing, and to ask about the health of your wor­thi­ness.”

			“Thank the prince, and say that you saw me well.”

			Sapye­ha took the let­ter, opened it care­less­ly enough, read it, and said—

			“Too bad to lose time. I can­not see what the prince wants. Do you sur­ren­der, or do you wish to try your for­tune?”

			Sakovich feigned as­ton­ish­ment.

			“Whether we sur­ren­der? I think that the prince pro­pos­es spe­cial­ly in this let­ter that you sur­ren­der; at least my in­struc­tions—”

			“Of your in­struc­tions we will speak lat­er, my dear Pan Sakovich. We have chased you near­ly a hun­dred and fifty miles, as a hound does a hare. Have you ev­er heard of a hare propos­ing to a hound to sur­ren­der?”

			“We have re­ceived re­in­force­ments.”

			“Von Kyritz, with eight hun­dred men, and so tired that they will lay down their arms be­fore bat­tle. I will give you Hmel­nit­s­ki’s say­ing ‘There is no time to talk!’ ”

			“The elec­tor with all his pow­er is with us.”

			“That is well—I shall not have far to seek him; for I wish to ask him by what right he sends troops in­to the Com­mon­wealth, of which he is a vas­sal, and to which he is bound in loy­al­ty.”

			“The right of the strong­est.”

			“Maybe in Prus­sia such a right ex­ists, but not with us. But if you are the stronger, take the field.”

			“The prince would long since have at­tacked you, were it not for kin­dred blood.”

			“I won­der if that is the on­ly hin­drance!”

			“The prince won­ders at the an­i­mos­i­ty of the Sapye­has against the house of Radzivill, and that your wor­thi­ness for pri­vate re­venge hes­i­tates not to spill the blood of the coun­try.”

			“Tfu!” cried Kmi­ta, lis­ten­ing be­hind the het­man’s arm­chair to the con­ver­sa­tion.

			Pan Sakovich rose, went to Kmi­ta, and struck him with his eyes. But he met his own, or bet­ter; and in the eyes of Pan An­drei the staros­ta found such an an­swer that he dropped his glance to the floor.

			The het­man frowned. “Take your seat, Pan Sakovich. And do you pre­serve calm” (turn­ing to Kmi­ta). Then he said to Sakovich—

			“Con­science speaks on­ly the truth, but mouths chew it and spit it in­to the world as calum­ny. He who with for­eign troops at­tacks a coun­try, in­flicts wrong on him who de­fends it. God hears this, and the heav­en­ly chron­i­cler will in­scribe.”

			“Through ha­tred of the Sapye­has to the Radzivills was the prince vo­evo­da of Vil­na con­sumed.”

			“I hate traitors, not the Radzivills; and the best proof of this is that Prince Michael Radzivill is in my camp now. Tell me what is your wish?”

			“Your wor­thi­ness, I will tell what I have in my heart; he hates who sends se­cret as­sas­sins.”

			Pan Sapye­ha was as­ton­ished in his turn.

			“I send as­sas­sins against Prince Bo­guslav?”

			“That is the case!”

			“You have gone mad!”

			“The oth­er day they caught, be­yond Yanov, a mur­der­er who once made an at­tack on the life of the prince. Tor­tures brought him to tell who sent him.”

			A mo­ment of si­lence fol­lowed; but in that si­lence Pan Sapye­ha heard how Kmi­ta, stand­ing be­hind him, re­peat­ed twice through his set lips, “Woe, woe!”

			“God is my judge,” an­swered the het­man, with re­al sen­a­to­ri­al dig­ni­ty, “that nei­ther to you nor your prince shall I ev­er jus­ti­fy my­self; for you were not made to be my judges. But do you, in­stead of loi­ter­ing, tell di­rect­ly what you have come for, and what con­di­tions your prince of­fers.”

			“The prince, my lord, has de­stroyed Horotkye­vich, has de­feat­ed Pan Kr­ishtof Sapye­ha, tak­en Tykotsin; there­fore he can just­ly call him­self vic­tor, and ask for con­sid­er­able ad­van­tages. But re­gret­ting the loss of Chris­tian blood, he de­sires to re­turn in qui­et to Prus­sia, re­quir­ing noth­ing more than the free­dom of leav­ing his gar­risons in the cas­tles. We have al­so tak­en pris­on­ers not a few, among whom are dis­tin­guished of­fi­cers, not count­ing Pan­na Anu­sia Bor­zobo­gati, who has been sent al­ready to Tau­ro­gi. These may be ex­changed on equal terms.”

			“Do not boast of your vic­to­ries, for my ad­vance guard, led by Pan Babinich here present, pressed you for a hun­dred and fifty miles; you re­treat­ed be­fore it, lost twice as many pris­on­ers as you took pre­vi­ous­ly; you lost wag­ons, can­non, camp-chests. Your army is fa­tigued, drop­ping from hunger, has noth­ing to eat; you know not whith­er to turn. You have seen my army; I did not ask to have your eyes bound pur­pose­ly, that you might know whether you are able to mea­sure forces with us. As to that young la­dy, she is not un­der my guardian­ship, but that of Pan Zamoys­ki and Princess Grisel­da Vish­nyevet­s­ki. The prince will reck­on with them if he does her any in­jus­tice. But speak with wis­dom; oth­er­wise I shall or­der Pan Babinich to march at once.”

			Sakovich, in­stead of an­swer­ing, turned to Kmi­ta: “Then you are the man who made such on­sets on the road? You must have learned your mur­der­ous trade un­der Kmi­ta—”

			“Learn on your own skin whether I prac­tised well!”

			The het­man again frowned. “You have noth­ing to do here,” said he to Sakovich; “you may go.”

			“Your wor­thi­ness, give me at least a let­ter.”

			“Let it be so. Wait at Pan Os­ky­erko’s quar­ters for a let­ter.”

			Hear­ing this, Pan Os­ky­erko con­duct­ed Sakovich at once to his quar­ters. The het­man waved his hand as a part­ing; then he turned to Pan An­drei. “Why did you say ‘Woe,’ when he spoke of that man whom they seized?” asked he, look­ing quick­ly and se­vere­ly in­to the eyes of the knight. “Has ha­tred so dead­ened your con­science that you re­al­ly sent a mur­der­er to the prince?”

			“By the Most Holy La­dy whom I de­fend­ed, no!” an­swered Kmi­ta; “not through strange hands did I wish to reach his throat.”

			“Why did you say ‘Woe’? Do you know that man?”

			“I know him,” an­swered Kmi­ta, grow­ing pale from emo­tion and rage. “I sent him from Lvoff to Tau­ro­gi—Prince Bo­guslav took Pan­na Bille­vich to Tau­ro­gi—I love that la­dy. We were to mar­ry—I sent that man to get me news of her. She was in such hands—”

			“Calm your­self!” said the het­man. “Have you giv­en him any let­ters?”

			“No; she would not read them.”

			“Why?”

			“Bo­guslav told her that I of­fered to car­ry away the king.”

			“Great are your rea­sons for hat­ing him.”

			“True, your wor­thi­ness, true.”

			“Does the prince know that man?”

			“He knows him. That is the sergeant Soro­ka. He helped me to car­ry off Bo­guslav.”

			“I un­der­stand,” said the het­man; “the vengeance of the prince is await­ing him.”

			A mo­ment of si­lence fol­lowed.

			“The prince is in a trap,” said the het­man, af­ter a while; “maybe he will con­sent to give him up.”

			“Let your wor­thi­ness,” said Kmi­ta, “de­tain Sakovich, and send me to the prince. Per­haps I may res­cue Soro­ka.”

			“Is his fate such a great ques­tion for you?”

			“An old sol­dier, an old ser­vant; he car­ried me in his arms. A mul­ti­tude of times he has saved my life. God would pun­ish me were I to aban­don him in such straits.” And Kmi­ta be­gan to trem­ble from pity and anx­i­ety.

			But the het­man said: “It is no won­der to me that the sol­diers love you, for you love them. I will do what I can. I will write to the prince that I will free for him whom­so­ev­er he wish­es for that sol­dier, who be­sides at your com­mand has act­ed as an in­no­cent agent.”

			Kmi­ta seized his head: “What does he care for pris­on­ers? he will not let him go for thir­ty of them.”

			“Then he will not give him to you; he will even at­tempt your life.”

			“He would give him for one—for Sakovich.”

			“I can­not im­prison Sakovich; he is an en­voy.”

			“De­tain him, and I will go with a let­ter to the prince. Per­haps I shall suc­ceed—God be with him! I will aban­don my re­venge, if he will give me that sol­dier.”

			“Wait,” said the het­man; “I can de­tain Sakovich. Be­sides that I will write to the prince to send me a safe-con­duct with­out a name.”

			The het­man be­gan to write at once. An hour lat­er a Cos­sack was gal­lop­ing with a let­ter to Yanov, and to­ward evening he re­turned with Bo­guslav’s an­swer:—

			
				“I send ac­cord­ing to re­quest the safe-con­duct with which ev­ery en­voy may re­turn un­harmed, though it is a won­der to me that your wor­thi­ness should ask for a con­duct while you have such a hostage as my ser­vant and friend Pan Sakovich, for whom I have so much love that I would give all the of­fi­cers in my army for him. It is known al­so that en­voys are not killed, but are usu­al­ly re­spect­ed even by wild Tar­tars with whom your wor­thi­ness is mak­ing war against my Chris­tian army. Now, guar­an­tee­ing the safe­ty of your en­voy by my per­son­al prince­ly word, I sub­scribe my­self, etc.”

			

			That same evening Kmi­ta took the safe-con­duct and went with the two Kyem­lich­es. Pan Sakovich re­mained in Sokol­ka as a hostage.

		
	
		
			LXVI

			It was near mid­night when Pan An­drei an­nounced him­self to the ad­vanced pick­ets of the prince, but no one was sleep­ing in the whole camp. The bat­tle might be­gin at any mo­ment, there­fore they had pre­pared for it care­ful­ly. Bo­guslav’s troops had oc­cu­pied Yanov it­self; they com­mand­ed the road from Sokol­ka, which was held by ar­tillery, man­aged by the elec­tor’s trained men. There were on­ly three can­nons, but abun­dance of pow­der and balls. On both sides of Yanov, among the birch groves, Bo­guslav gave or­ders to make in­trench­ments and to oc­cu­py them with dou­ble-bar­relled guns and in­fantry. The cav­al­ry oc­cu­pied Yanov it­self, the road be­hind the can­nons, and the in­ter­vals be­tween the trench­es. The po­si­tion was de­fen­si­ble enough, and with fresh men de­fence in it might be long and bloody; but of fresh sol­diers there were on­ly eight hun­dred un­der Kyritz; the rest were so wea­ried that they could bare­ly stand on their feet. Be­sides, the howl­ing of the Tar­tars was heard in Suho­vola at mid­night, and lat­er in the rear of Bo­guslav’s ranks; hence a cer­tain fear was spread among the sol­diers. Bo­guslav was forced to send in that di­rec­tion all his light cav­al­ry, which af­ter it had gone three miles dared nei­ther re­turn nor ad­vance, for fear of am­bush­es in the for­est.

			Bo­guslav, though fever to­geth­er with vi­o­lent chills was tor­ment­ing him more than ev­er, com­mand­ed ev­ery­thing in per­son; but since he rode with dif­fi­cul­ty he had him­self car­ried by four sol­diers in an open lit­ter. In this way he had ex­am­ined the road as well as the birch groves, and was en­ter­ing Yanov when he was in­formed that an en­voy from Sapye­ha was ap­proach­ing.

			They were al­ready on the street. Bo­guslav was un­able to rec­og­nize Kmi­ta be­cause of the dark­ness, and be­cause Pan An­drei, through ex­cess of cau­tion on the part of of­fi­cers in the ad­vance guard, had his head cov­ered with a bag in which there was an open­ing on­ly for his mouth.

			The prince no­ticed the bag when Kmi­ta, af­ter dis­mount­ing, stood near him; he gave com­mand to re­move it at once.

			“This is Yanov,” said he, “and there is no rea­son for se­cre­cy.” Then he turned in the dark­ness to Pan An­drei: “Are you from Pan Sapye­ha?”

			“I am.”

			“And what is Pan Sakovich do­ing there?”

			“Pan Os­ky­erko is en­ter­tain­ing him.”

			“Why did you ask for a safe con­duct when you have Sakovich? Pan Sapye­ha is too care­ful, and let him see to it that he is not too clever.”

			“That is not my af­fair,” an­swered Kmi­ta.

			“I see that the en­voy is not over-giv­en to speech.”

			“I have brought a let­ter, and in the quar­ters I will speak of my own af­fair.”

			“Is there a pri­vate ques­tion?”

			“There will be a re­quest to your high­ness.”

			“I shall be glad not to refuse it. Now I beg you to fol­low. Mount your horse; I should ask you to the lit­ter, but it is too small.”

			They moved on. The prince in the lit­ter and Kmi­ta at one side on horse­back. They looked in the dark­ness with­out be­ing able to dis­tin­guish the faces of each oth­er. Af­ter a while the prince, in spite of furs, be­gan to shake so that his teeth chat­tered. At last he said—

			“It has come on me griev­ous­ly; if it were—brr!—not for this, I would give oth­er con­di­tions.”

			Kmi­ta said noth­ing, and on­ly wished to pierce with his eyes the dark­ness, in the mid­dle of which the head and face of the prince were out­lined in in­def­i­nite gray and white fea­tures. At the sound of Bo­guslav’s voice and at sight of his fig­ure all the for­mer in­sults, the old ha­tred, and the burn­ing de­sire for re­venge so rose in Kmi­ta’s heart that they turned al­most to mad­ness. His hand of it­self sought the sword, which had been tak­en from him; but at his gir­dle he had the ba­ton with an iron head, the en­sign of his rank of colonel; the dev­il then be­gan to whirl in his brain at once, and to whis­per: “Cry in his ear who you are, and smash his head in­to bits. The night is dark, you will es­cape. The Kyem­lich­es are with you. You will rub out a traitor and pay for in­jus­tice. You will res­cue Olen­ka, Soro­ka—Strike! strike!”

			Kmi­ta came still near­er the lit­ter, and with trem­bling hand be­gan to draw forth the ba­ton. “Strike!” whis­pered the dev­il; “you will serve the coun­try.”

			Kmi­ta had now drawn out the ba­ton, and he squeezed the han­dle as if wish­ing to crush it in his hand. “One, two, three!” whis­pered the dev­il.

			But at that mo­ment Kmi­ta’s horse, whether be­cause he had hit the hel­met of the sol­dier with his nose, or had shied, it is enough that he stum­bled vi­o­lent­ly. Kmi­ta pulled the reins. Dur­ing this time the lit­ter had moved on sev­er­al steps. The hair stood on the head of the young man.

			“O Most Holy Moth­er, re­strain my hand!” whis­pered he, through his set teeth. “O Most Holy Moth­er, save me! I am here an en­voy; I came from the het­man, and I want to mur­der like a night as­sas­sin. I am a no­ble; I am a ser­vant of Thine. Lead me not in­to temp­ta­tion!”

			“But why are you loi­ter­ing?” asked Bo­guslav, in a voice bro­ken by fever.

			“I am here!”

			“Do you hear the cocks crow­ing be­yond the fences? It is need­ful to hur­ry, for I am sick and want rest.”

			Kmi­ta put the ba­ton be­hind his belt and rode far­ther, near the lit­ter. Still he could not find peace. He un­der­stood that on­ly with cool blood and self-com­mand could he free Soro­ka; there­fore he stip­u­lat­ed with him­self in ad­vance what words to use with the prince so as to in­cline and con­vince him. He vowed to have on­ly Soro­ka in view, to men­tion noth­ing else, and es­pe­cial­ly not Olen­ka. And he felt how in the dark­ness a burn­ing blush cov­ered his face at the thought that per­haps the prince him­self would men­tion her, and maybe men­tion some­thing that Pan An­drei would not be able to en­dure or lis­ten to.

			“Let him not men­tion her,” said he to him­self; “let him not al­lude to her, for in that is his death and mine. Let him have mer­cy up­on him­self, if he lacks shame.”

			Pan An­drei suf­fered ter­ri­bly; his breath failed him, and his throat was so strait­ened that he feared lest he might not be able to bring forth the words when he came to speak. In this sti­fling op­pres­sion he be­gan the Litany.

			Af­ter a time re­lief came; he was qui­et­ed con­sid­er­ably, and that grasp as it were of an iron hand squeez­ing his throat was re­laxed.

			They had now ar­rived at the prince’s quar­ters. The sol­diers put down the lit­ter; two at­ten­dants took the prince by the armpits; he turned to Kmi­ta, and with his teeth chat­ter­ing con­tin­u­al­ly, said—

			“I beg you to fol­low. The chill will soon pass; then we can speak.”

			Af­ter a while they found them­selves in a sep­a­rate apart­ment in which heaps of coals were glow­ing in a fire­place, and in which was un­en­durable heat. His ser­vants placed Prince Bo­guslav on a long cam­paign arm­chair cov­ered with furs, and brought a light. Then the at­ten­dants with­drew. The prince threw his head back, closed his eyes, and re­mained in that po­si­tion mo­tion­less for a time; at last he said—

			“Di­rect­ly—let me rest.”

			Kmi­ta looked at him. The prince had not changed much, but the fever had pinched his face. He was paint­ed as usu­al, and his cheeks touched with col­or; but just for that rea­son, when he lay there with closed eyes and head thrown back, he was some­what like a corpse or a wax fig­ure. Pan An­drei stood be­fore him in the bright light. The prince be­gan to open his lids lazi­ly; sud­den­ly he opened them com­plete­ly, and a flame, as it were, flew over his face. But it re­mained on­ly an in­stant; then again he closed his eyes.

			“If thou art a spir­it, I fear thee not,” said he; “but van­ish.”

			“I have come with a let­ter from the het­man,” an­swered Kmi­ta.

			Bo­guslav shud­dered a lit­tle, as if he wished to shake off vi­sions; then he looked at Kmi­ta and asked—

			“Have I been de­ceived in you?”

			“Not at all,” an­swered Pan An­drei, point­ing with his fin­ger to the scar.

			“That is the sec­ond!” mut­tered the prince to him­self; and he added aloud, “Where is the let­ter?”

			“Here it is,” said Kmi­ta, giv­ing the let­ter.

			Bo­guslav be­gan to read, and when he had fin­ished a mar­vel­lous light flashed in his eyes.

			“It is well,” said he; “there is loi­ter­ing enough! To­mor­row the bat­tle—and I am glad, for I shall not have a fever.”

			“And we, too, are glad,” an­swered Kmi­ta.

			A mo­ment of si­lence fol­lowed, dur­ing which these two in­ex­orable en­e­mies mea­sured each oth­er with a cer­tain ter­ri­ble cu­rios­i­ty. The prince first re­sumed the con­ver­sa­tion.

			“I di­vine that it was you who at­tacked me with the Tar­tars?”

			“It was I.”

			“And did you not fear to come here?”

			Kmi­ta did not an­swer.

			“Did you count on our re­la­tion­ship through the Kishkis? For you and I have our reck­on­ings. I can tear you out of your skin, Sir Cav­a­lier.”

			“You can, your high­ness.”

			“You came with a safe-con­duct, it is true. I un­der­stand now why Pan Sapye­ha asked for it. But you have at­tempt­ed my life. Sakovich is de­tained there; but Sapye­ha has no right to Sakovich, while I have a right to you, cousin.”

			“I have come with a prayer to your high­ness.”

			“I beg you to men­tion it. You can cal­cu­late that for you ev­ery­thing will be done. What is the prayer?”

			“You have here a cap­tive sol­dier, one of those men who aid­ed me in car­ry­ing you off. I gave or­ders, he act­ed as a blind in­stru­ment. Be pleased to set that man at lib­er­ty.”

			Bo­guslav thought awhile.

			“I am think­ing,” said he, “which is greater—your dar­ing as a sol­dier, or your in­so­lence as a pe­ti­tion­er.”

			“I do not ask this man from you for noth­ing.”

			“And what will you give me for him?”

			“My­self.”

			“Is it pos­si­ble that he is such a pre­cious sol­dier? You pay boun­ti­ful­ly, but see that that is suf­fi­cient; for sure­ly you would like to ran­som some­thing else from me.”

			Kmi­ta came a step near­er to the prince, and grew so aw­ful­ly pale that Bo­guslav, in spite of him­self, looked at the door, and not­with­stand­ing all his dar­ing he changed the sub­ject of con­ver­sa­tion.

			“Pan Sapye­ha will not en­ter­tain such an agree­ment. I should be glad to hold you; but I have guar­an­teed with my word of a prince your safe­ty.”

			“I will write by that sol­dier to the het­man that I re­main of my own will.”

			“And he will de­clare that, in spite of your will, I must send you. You have giv­en him ser­vices too great. He will not set Sakovich free, and Sakovich I prize high­er than you.”

			“Then, your high­ness, free that sol­dier, and I will go on my word where you com­mand.”

			“I may fall to­mor­row; I care noth­ing for treaties touch­ing the day af­ter.”

			“I im­plore your high­ness for that man. I—”

			“What will you do?”

			“I will drop my re­venge.”

			“You see, Pan Kmi­ta, many a time have I gone against a bear with a spear, not be­cause I had to do so, but from de­sire. I am glad when some dan­ger threat­ens, for life is less dull for me. In this case I re­serve your re­venge as a plea­sure; for you are, I must con­fess, of that breed of bears which seek the hunter them­selves.”

			“Your high­ness,” said Kmi­ta, “for small mer­cies God of­ten for­gives great sins. Nei­ther of us knows when it will come to him to stand be­fore the judg­ment of Christ.”

			“Enough!” said the prince. “I com­pose psalms for my­self in spite of the fever, so as to have some mer­it be­fore the Lord; should I need a preach­er I should sum­mon my own. You do not know how to beg with suf­fi­cient hu­mil­i­ty, and you go in round­about ways. I will show you the method my­self: strike to­mor­row in the bat­tle on Sapye­ha, and af­ter to­mor­row I will let out the sol­dier and for­give you your sins. You be­trayed Radzivill; be­tray now Sapye­ha.”

			“Is this the last word of your high­ness? By all the saints, I im­plore you!”

			“No! Dev­il take you! And you change in the face—But don’t come too near, for, though I am ashamed to call at­ten­dants—look here! You are too bold!”

			Bo­guslav point­ed at a pis­tol-bar­rel peep­ing from un­der the fur with which it was cov­ered, and looked with sparkling eyes in­to Kmi­ta’s eyes.

			“Your high­ness!” cried Kmi­ta, al­most join­ing his hands in prayer, but with a face changed by wrath.

			“You beg, but you threat­en,” said Bo­guslav; “you bend your neck, but the dev­il is gnash­ing his teeth at me from be­hind your col­lar. Pride is gleam­ing in your eyes, and in your mouth it sounds as in a cloud. With your fore­head to the Radzivill feet when you beg, my lit­tle man! Beat with your fore­head on the floor, then I will an­swer.”

			Pan An­drei’s face was as pale as a piece of linen; he drew his hand over his moist fore­head, his eyes, his face; and he spoke with such a bro­ken voice, as if the fever from which the prince suf­fered had sud­den­ly sprung up­on him.

			“If your high­ness will free for me that old sol­dier, I am ready to fall at your feet.”

			Sat­is­fac­tion gleamed in Bo­guslav’s eyes. He had brought down his en­e­my, bent his proud neck. Bet­ter food he could not give to his re­venge and ha­tred.

			Kmi­ta stood be­fore him with hair erect in his fore­lock, trem­bling in his whole body. His face, re­sem­bling even in rest the head of a hawk, re­called all the more an en­raged bird of prey. You could not tell whether at the next mo­ment he would throw him­self at the feet, or hurl him­self at the breast of the prince. But Bo­guslav not tak­ing his eyes from him, said—

			“Be­fore wit­ness­es! be­fore peo­ple!” And he turned to the door. “Hith­er!”

			A num­ber of at­ten­dants, Poles and for­eign­ers, came in; af­ter them of­fi­cers en­tered.

			“Gra­cious gen­tle­men!” said the prince, “be­hold Pan Kmi­ta, the ban­neret of Or­sha and en­voy of Pan Sapye­ha, who has come to beg a fa­vor of me, and he wish­es to have all you gen­tle­men as wit­ness­es.”

			Kmi­ta tot­tered like a drunk­en man, groaned, and fell at Bo­guslav’s feet. The prince stretched his feet pur­pose­ly so that the end of his rid­ing-boot touched the fore­head of the knight.

			All looked in si­lence, as­ton­ished at the fa­mous name, as well as at this—that he who bore it was now an en­voy from Pan Sapye­ha. All un­der­stood, too, that some­thing un­com­mon was tak­ing place.

			The prince rose, and with­out say­ing a word passed in­to the ad­join­ing cham­ber, beck­on­ing to two at­ten­dants to fol­low him.

			Kmi­ta rose. His face showed no longer ei­ther anger or ra­pac­i­ty, mere­ly in­dif­fer­ence and in­sen­si­bil­i­ty. He ap­peared un­con­scious of what was hap­pen­ing to him, and his en­er­gy seemed bro­ken com­plete­ly.

			Half an hour passed; an hour. Out­side the win­dows was heard the tramp of hors­es’ feet and the mea­sured tread of sol­diers; he sat con­tin­u­al­ly as if of stone.

			Sud­den­ly the door opened. An of­fi­cer en­tered, an old ac­quain­tance of Kmi­ta’s from Bir­ji, and eight sol­diers—four with mus­kets, four with­out firearms—with sabres.

			“Gra­cious Colonel, rise!” said the of­fi­cer, po­lite­ly.

			Kmi­ta looked on him wan­der­ing­ly. “Glovbich!” said he, rec­og­niz­ing the of­fi­cer.

			“I have an or­der,” an­swered Glovbich, “to bind your hands and con­duct you be­yond Yanov. The bind­ing is for a time, then you will go free; there­fore I beg you not to re­sist.”

			“Bind!” an­swered Kmi­ta.

			And he per­mit­ted them to tie him. But they did not tie his feet. The of­fi­cer led him out of the room and on foot through Yanov. Then they ad­vanced for about an hour. On the road some horse­men joined them. Kmi­ta heard them speak­ing in Pol­ish; the Poles, who served with Bo­guslav, all knew the name of Kmi­ta, and there­fore were most cu­ri­ous to know what would hap­pen to him. The par­ty passed the birch grove and came to an open field, on which Pan An­drei saw a de­tach­ment of the light Pol­ish squadron of Bo­guslav.

			The sol­diers stood in rank, form­ing a square; in the mid­dle was a space in which were two foot-sol­diers hold­ing hors­es har­nessed to draw, and some men with torch­es.

			By the light of the torch­es Pan An­drei saw a fresh­ly sharp­ened stake ly­ing on the ground with the large end fas­tened in a great log.

			A shiv­er passed through Kmi­ta in­vol­un­tar­i­ly. “That is for me,” thought he; “Bo­guslav has or­dered them to draw me on the stake with hors­es. He sac­ri­fices Sakovich to his vengeance.”

			But he was mis­tak­en; the stake was in­tend­ed first for Soro­ka.

			By the quiv­er­ing flames Pan An­drei saw Soro­ka him­self; the old sol­dier was sit­ting there at the side of the log on a stool, with­out a cap and with bound hands, guard­ed by four sol­diers. A man dressed in a short shu­ba with­out sleeves was at that mo­ment giv­ing him in a shal­low cup gorail­ka, which Soro­ka drank ea­ger­ly enough. When he had drunk, he spat; and since at that very mo­ment Kmi­ta was placed be­tween two horse­men in the first rank, Soro­ka saw him, sprang from the stool and straight­ened him­self as if on mil­i­tary pa­rade.

			For a while they looked the one at the oth­er. Soro­ka’s face was calm and re­signed; he on­ly moved his jaws as if chew­ing.

			“Soro­ka!” groaned Kmi­ta, at last.

			“At com­mand!” an­swered the sol­dier.

			And again si­lence fol­lowed. What had they to say at such a mo­ment? Then the ex­e­cu­tion­er, who had giv­en Soro­ka the vod­ka, ap­proached him.

			“Well, old man,” said he, “it is time for you!”

			“And you will draw me on straight?”

			“Nev­er fear.”

			Soro­ka feared not; but when he felt on his shoul­der the hand of the ex­e­cu­tion­er, he be­gan to pant quick­ly and loud­ly. At last he said—

			“More gorail­ka!”

			“There is none!”

			Sud­den­ly one of the sol­diers pushed out of the rank and gave a can­teen—

			“Here is some; give it to him.”

			“To the rank!” com­mand­ed Glovbich.

			Still the man in the short shu­ba held the can­teen to Soro­ka’s mouth; he drank abun­dant­ly, and af­ter he had drunk breathed deeply.

			“See!” said he, “the lot of a sol­dier af­ter thir­ty years’ ser­vice. Well, if it is time, it is time!”

			An­oth­er ex­e­cu­tion­er ap­proached and they be­gan to un­dress him.

			A mo­ment of si­lence. The torch­es trem­bled in the hands of those hold­ing them; it be­came ter­ri­ble for all.

			Mean­while from the ranks sur­round­ing the square was wrest­ed a mur­mur of dis­sat­is­fac­tion, which be­came loud­er each in­stant: “A sol­dier is not an ex­e­cu­tion­er; he gives death him­self, but does not wish to see tor­ture.”

			“Si­lence!” cried Glovbich.

			The mur­mur be­came a loud bus­tle, in which were heard sin­gle words: “Dev­ils!” “Thun­ders!” “Pa­gan ser­vice!”

			Sud­den­ly Kmi­ta shout­ed as if they had been draw­ing him on to the stake—

			“Stop!”

			The ex­e­cu­tion­er halt­ed in­vol­un­tar­i­ly. All eyes were turned to Kmi­ta.

			“Sol­diers!” shout­ed Pan An­drei, “Prince Bo­guslav is a traitor to the king and the Com­mon­wealth! You are sur­round­ed, and to­mor­row you will be cut to pieces. You are serv­ing a traitor; you are serv­ing against the coun­try! But whoso leaves this ser­vice leaves the traitor; to him for­give­ness of the king, for­give­ness of the het­man! Choose! Death and dis­grace, or a re­ward to­mor­row! I will pay wages, and a ducat a man—two ducats a man! Choose! It is not for you, wor­thy sol­diers, to serve a traitor! Long life to the king! Long life to the grand het­man of Lithua­nia!”

			The dis­tur­bance was turned in­to thun­der; the ranks were bro­ken. A num­ber of voic­es shout­ed—

			“Long life to the king!”

			“We have had enough of this ser­vice!”

			“De­struc­tion to traitors!”

			“Stop! stop!” shout­ed oth­er voic­es.

			“To­mor­row you will die in dis­grace!” bel­lowed Kmi­ta.

			“The Tar­tars are in Suho­vola!”

			“The prince is a traitor!”

			“We are fight­ing against the king!”

			“Strike!”

			“To the prince!”

			“Halt!”

			In the dis­tur­bance some sabre had cut the ropes ty­ing Kmi­ta’s hands. He sprang that mo­ment on one of the hors­es which were to draw Soro­ka on the stake, and cried from the horse—

			“Fol­low me to the het­man!”

			“I go!” shout­ed Glovbich. “Long life to the king!”

			“May he live!” an­swered fifty voic­es, and fifty sabres glit­tered at once.

			“To horse, Soro­ka!” com­mand­ed Kmi­ta.

			There were some who wished to re­sist, but at sight of the naked sabres they grew silent. One, how­ev­er, turned his horse and van­ished from the eye in a mo­ment. The torch­es went out. Dark­ness em­braced all.

			“Af­ter me!” shout­ed Kmi­ta. An or­der­less mass of men moved from the place, and then stretched out in a long line.

			When they had gone two or three fur­longs they met the in­fantry pick­ets who oc­cu­pied in large par­ties the birch grove on the left side.

			“Who goes?”

			“Glovbich with a par­ty!”

			“The word?”

			“Trum­pets!”

			“Pass!”

			They rode for­ward, not hur­ry­ing over­much; then they went on a trot.

			“Soro­ka!” said Kmi­ta.

			“At com­mand!” an­swered the voice of the sergeant at his side.

			Kmi­ta said noth­ing more, but stretch­ing out his hand, put his palm on Soro­ka’s head, as if wish­ing to con­vince him­self that he was rid­ing there. The sol­dier pressed Pan An­drei’s hand to his lips in si­lence.

			Then Glovbich called from the oth­er side—

			“Your grace! I want­ed long to do what I have done to­day.”

			“You will not re­gret it!”

			“I shall be thank­ful all my life to you.”

			“Tell me, Glovbich, why did the prince send you, and not a for­eign reg­i­ment, to the ex­e­cu­tion?”

			“Be­cause he want­ed to dis­grace you be­fore the Poles. The for­eign sol­diers do not know you.”

			“And was noth­ing to hap­pen to me?”

			“I had the or­der to cut your bonds; but if you tried to de­fend Soro­ka we were to bring you for pun­ish­ment to the prince.”

			“Then he was will­ing to sac­ri­fice Sakovich,” mut­tered Kmi­ta.

			Mean­while Prince Bo­guslav in Yanov, wea­ried with the fever and the toil of the day, had gone to sleep. He was roused from slum­ber by an up­roar in front of his quar­ters and a knock­ing at the door.

			“Your high­ness, your high­ness!” cried a num­ber of voic­es.

			“He is asleep, do not rouse him!” an­swered the pages.

			But the prince sat up in bed and cried—

			“A light!”

			They brought in a light, and at the same time the of­fi­cer on du­ty en­tered.

			“Your high­ness,” said he, “Sapye­ha’s en­voy has brought Glovbich’s squadron to mutiny and tak­en it to the het­man.”

			Si­lence fol­lowed.

			“Sound the ket­tle­drums and oth­er drums!” said Bo­guslav at last; “let the troops form in rank!”

			The of­fi­cer went out; the prince re­mained alone.

			“That is a ter­ri­ble man!” said he to him­self; and he felt that a new parox­ysm of fever was seiz­ing him.

		
	
		
			LXVII

			It is easy to imag­ine Sapye­ha’s amaze­ment when Kmi­ta not on­ly re­turned safe­ly him­self, but brought with him a num­ber of tens of horse­men and his old ser­vant. Kmi­ta had to tell the het­man and Os­ky­erko twice what had hap­pened, and how it had hap­pened; they lis­tened with cu­rios­i­ty, clap­ping their hands fre­quent­ly and seiz­ing their heads.

			“Learn from this,” said the het­man, “that whoso car­ries vengeance too far, from him it of­ten slips away like a bird through the fin­gers. Prince Bo­guslav want­ed to have Poles as wit­ness­es of your shame and suf­fer­ing so as to dis­grace you the more, and he car­ried the mat­ter too far. But do not boast of this, for it was the or­di­nance of God which gave you vic­to­ry, though, in my way, I will tell you one thing—he is a dev­il; but you too are a dev­il! The prince did ill to in­sult you.”

			“I will not leave him be­hind in vengeance, and God grant that I shall not over­do it.”

			“Leave vengeance al­to­geth­er, as Christ did; though with one word he might have de­stroyed the Jews.”

			Kmi­ta said noth­ing, and there was no time for dis­cus­sion; there was not even time for rest. He was mor­tal­ly wea­ried, and still he had de­ter­mined to go that night to his Tar­tars, who were post­ed in the forests and on the roads in the rear of Bo­guslav’s army. But peo­ple of that pe­ri­od slept sound­ly on horse­back. Pan An­drei sim­ply gave com­mand then to sad­dle a fresh horse, promis­ing him­self to slum­ber sweet­ly on the road.

			When he was mount­ing Soro­ka came to him and stood straight as in ser­vice.

			“Your grace!” said he.

			“What have you to say, old man?”

			“I have come to ask when I am to start?”

			“For what place?”

			“For Tau­ro­gi.”

			Kmi­ta laughed: “You will not go to Tau­ro­gi, you will go with me.”

			“At com­mand!” an­swered the sergeant, striv­ing not to show his de­light.

			They rode on to­geth­er. The road was long, for they had to go around by forests, so as not to fall in­to Bo­guslav’s hands; but Kmi­ta and Soro­ka slept a hun­dred fold, and came to the Tar­tars with­out any ac­ci­dent.

			Ak­bah Ulan pre­sent­ed him­self at once be­fore Babinich, and gave him a re­port of his ac­tiv­i­ty. Pan An­drei was sat­is­fied. Ev­ery bridge had been burned, the dams were cut; that was not all, the wa­ter of spring­time had over­flowed, chang­ing the fields, mead­ows, and roads in the low­er places in­to mud­dy quag­mires.

			Bo­guslav had no choice but to fight, to con­quer or per­ish; it was im­pos­si­ble for him to think of re­treat.

			“Very well,” said Kmi­ta; “he has good cav­al­ry, but heavy. He will not have use for it in the mud of to­day.”

			Then he turned to Ak­bah Ulan. “You have grown poor,” said he, strik­ing him on the stom­ach with his fist; “but af­ter the bat­tle you will fill your paunch with the prince’s ducats.”

			“God has cre­at­ed the en­e­my, so that men of bat­tle might have some­one to plun­der,” said the Tar­tar, with se­ri­ous­ness.

			“But Bo­guslav’s cav­al­ry stands in front of you.”

			“There are some hun­dreds of good hors­es, and yes­ter­day a reg­i­ment of in­fantry came and in­trenched it­self.”

			“But could they not be en­ticed to the field?”

			“They will not come out.”

			“But turn them, leave them in the rear, and go to Yanov.”

			“They oc­cu­py the road.”

			“Then we must think of some­thing!” Kmi­ta be­gan to stroke his fore­lock with his hand: “Have you tried to steal up to them? How far will they fol­low you out?”

			“A fur­long, two—not far­ther.”

			“Then we must think of some­thing!” re­peat­ed Kmi­ta.

			But that night they thought of noth­ing. Next morn­ing, how­ev­er, Kmi­ta went with the Tar­tars to­ward the camp ly­ing be­tween Suho­vol and Yanov, and dis­cov­ered that Ak­bah Ulan had ex­ag­ger­at­ed, say­ing that the in­fantry was in­trenched on that side; for they had lit­tle ditch­es, noth­ing more. It was pos­si­ble to make a pro­tract­ed de­fence from them, es­pe­cial­ly against Tar­tars, who did not go read­i­ly to the at­tack of such places; but it was im­pos­si­ble for men in them to think of en­dur­ing any kind of siege.

			“If I had in­fantry,” thought Kmi­ta, “I would go in­to fire.”

			But it was dif­fi­cult even to dream of bring­ing in­fantry; for, first, Sapye­ha him­self had not very many; sec­ond, there was no time to bring them.

			Kmi­ta ap­proached so close­ly that Bo­guslav’s in­fantry opened fire on him; but he did not care. He rode among the bul­lets and ex­am­ined, looked around; and the Tar­tars, though less en­dur­ing of fire, had to keep pace with him. Then cav­al­ry rushed out and un­der­took to flank him. He re­treat­ed about three thou­sand yards and turned again. But they had rid­den back to­ward the trench­es. In vain did the Tar­tars let off a cloud of ar­rows af­ter them. On­ly one man fell from his horse, and that one his com­rades saved, car­ried in.

			Kmi­ta on re­turn­ing, in­stead of rid­ing straight to Suho­vola, rushed to­ward the west and came to the Kamy­on­ka.

			This swampy riv­er had over­flowed wide­ly, for that year the spring­time was won­der­ful­ly abun­dant in wa­ter. Kmi­ta looked at the riv­er, threw a num­ber of bro­ken branch­es in­to it so as to mea­sure the speed of the cur­rent, and said to Ulan—

			“We will go around their flank and strike them in the rear.”

			“Hors­es can­not swim against the cur­rent.”

			“It goes slow­ly. They will swim! The wa­ter is al­most stand­ing.”

			“The hors­es will be chilled, and the men can­not en­dure it. It is cold yet.”

			“Oh, the men will swim hold­ing to the hors­es’ tails! That is your Tar­tar way.”

			“The men will grow stiff.”

			“They will get warm un­der fire.”

			“Kismet (fate)!”

			Be­fore it had grown dark in the world, Kmi­ta had or­dered them to cut bunch­es of wil­lows, dry reeds, and rush­es, and tie them to the sides of the hors­es. When the first star ap­peared, he sent about eight hun­dred hors­es in­to the wa­ter, and they be­gan to swim. He swam him­self at the head of them; but soon he saw that they were ad­vanc­ing so slow­ly that in two days they would not swim past the trench­es. Then he or­dered them to swim to the oth­er bank.

			That was a dan­ger­ous un­der­tak­ing. The oth­er bank was steep and swampy. The hors­es, though light, sank in it to their bel­lies. But Kmi­ta’s men pushed for­ward, though slow­ly and sav­ing one an­oth­er, while ad­vanc­ing a cou­ple of fur­longs.

			The stars in­di­cat­ed mid­night. Then from the south came to them echoes of dis­tant fight­ing.

			“The bat­tle has be­gun!” shout­ed Kmi­ta.

			“We shall drown!” an­swered Ak­bah Ulan.

			“Af­ter me!”

			The Tar­tars knew not what to do, when on a sud­den they saw that Kmi­ta’s horse is­sued from the mud, ev­i­dent­ly find­ing firm foot­ing.

			In fact, a bench of sand had be­gun. On the top of it there was wa­ter to the hors­es’ breasts, but un­der foot was sol­id ground. They went there­fore more swift­ly. On the left dis­tant fires were gleam­ing.

			“Those are the trench­es!” said Kmi­ta, qui­et­ly. “Let us avoid them, go around!”

			Af­ter a while they had re­al­ly passed the trench­es. Then they turned to the left, and put their hors­es in­to the riv­er again, so as to land be­yond the trench­es.

			More than a hun­dred hors­es were swamped at the shore; but al­most all the men came out. Kmi­ta or­dered those who had lost their beasts to sit be­hind oth­er horse­men, and they moved to­ward the trench­es. First he left vol­un­teers with the or­der not to dis­turb the trench­es till he should have gone around them to the rear. When he was ap­proach­ing he heard shots, at first few, then more fre­quent.

			“It is well!” said he; “Sapye­ha is at­tack­ing!”

			And he moved on.

			In the dark­ness was vis­i­ble on­ly a mul­ti­tude of heads jump­ing with the move­ment of the hors­es; sabres did not rat­tle, ar­mor did not sound; the Tar­tars and vol­un­teers knew how to move in si­lence, like wolves.

			From the side of Yanov the fir­ing be­came more and more vig­or­ous; it was ev­i­dent that Sapye­ha was mov­ing along the whole line.

			But on the trench­es to­ward which Kmi­ta was ad­vanc­ing shouts were heard al­so. A num­ber of piles of wood were burn­ing near them, cast­ing around a strong light. By this light Pan An­drei saw in­fantry fir­ing rarely, more oc­cu­pied in look­ing in front at the field, where cav­al­ry was fight­ing with vol­un­teers.

			They saw him too from the trench­es, but in­stead of fir­ing they greet­ed the ad­vanc­ing body with a loud shout. The sol­diers thought that Bo­guslav had sent them re­in­force­ments.

			But when bare­ly a hun­dred yards sep­a­rat­ed the ap­proach­ing body from the trench­es, the in­fantry be­gan to move about un­qui­et­ly; an in­creas­ing num­ber of sol­diers, shad­ing their eyes with their hands, were look­ing to see what kind of peo­ple were com­ing.

			When fifty yards dis­tant a fear­ful howl tore the air, and Kmi­ta’s force rushed like a storm, took in the in­fantry, sur­round­ed them like a ring, and that whole mass of men be­gan to move con­vul­sive­ly. You would have said that a gi­gan­tic ser­pent was sti­fling a cho­sen vic­tim.

			In this crowd pierc­ing shouts were heard. “Al­lah!” “Herr Je­sus!” “Mein Gott!”

			Be­hind the trench­es new shouts went up; for the vol­un­teers, though in weak­er num­bers, rec­og­niz­ing that Pan Babinich was in the trench­es, pressed on the cav­al­ry with fury. Mean­while the sky, which had been cloudy for some time, as is com­mon in spring, poured down a heavy, un­ex­pect­ed rain. The blaz­ing fires were put out, and the bat­tle went on in the dark­ness.

			But the bat­tle did not last long. At­tacked on a sud­den, Bo­guslav’s in­fantry went un­der the knife. The cav­al­ry, in which were many Poles, laid down their arms. The for­eign­ers, name­ly, one hun­dred dra­goons, were cut to pieces.

			When the moon came out again from be­hind the clouds, it light­ed on­ly crowds of Tar­tars fin­ish­ing the wound­ed and tak­ing plun­der.

			But nei­ther did that last long. The pierc­ing sound of a pipe was heard; Tar­tars and vol­un­teers as one man sprang to their hors­es.

			“Af­ter me!” cried Kmi­ta.

			And he led them like a whirl­wind to Yanov.

			A quar­ter of an hour lat­er the ill-fat­ed place was set on fire at four cor­ners, and in an hour one sea of flame was spread as wide­ly as Yanov ex­tend­ed. Above the con­fla­gra­tion pil­lars of fiery sparks were fly­ing to­ward the rud­dy sky.

			Thus did Kmi­ta let the het­man know that he had tak­en the rear of Bo­guslav’s army.

			He him­self like an ex­e­cu­tion­er, red from the blood of men, mar­shalled his Tar­tars amid the fire, so as to lead them on far­ther.

			They were al­ready in line and ex­tend­ing in­to col­umn, when sud­den­ly, on a field as bright as in day, from the fire, he saw be­fore him a di­vi­sion of the elec­tor’s gi­gan­tic cav­al­ry.

			A knight led them, dis­tin­guish­able from afar, for he wore sil­ver-plate ar­mor, and sat on a white horse.

			“Bo­guslav!” bel­lowed Kmi­ta, with an un­earth­ly voice, and rushed for­ward with his whole Tar­tar col­umn.

			They ap­proached one an­oth­er, like two waves driv­en by two winds. A con­sid­er­able space di­vid­ed them; the hors­es on both sides reached their great­est speed, and went with ears down like hounds, al­most sweep­ing the earth with their bel­lies. On one side large men with shin­ing breast­plates, and sabres held erect in their right hands; on the oth­er, a black swarm of Tar­tars.

			At last they struck in a long line on the clear field; but then some­thing ter­ri­ble took place. The Tar­tar swarm fell as grain bent by a whirl­wind; the gi­gan­tic men rode over it and flew far­ther, as if the men and the hors­es had the pow­er of thun­der­bolts and the wings of a storm.

			Some of the Tar­tars sprang up and be­gan to pur­sue. It was pos­si­ble to ride over the wild men, but im­pos­si­ble to kill them at once; so more and more of them has­tened af­ter the flee­ing cav­al­ry. Lar­i­ats be­gan to whis­tle in the air.

			But at the head of the re­treat­ing cav­al­ry the rid­er on the white horse ran ev­er in the first rank, and among the pur­suers was not Kmi­ta.

			On­ly in the gray of dawn did the Tar­tars be­gin to re­turn, and al­most ev­ery man had a horse­man on his lar­i­at. Soon they found Kmi­ta, and car­ried him in un­con­scious­ness to Pan Sapye­ha.

			The het­man him­self took a seat at Kmi­ta’s bed­side. About mid­day Pan An­drei opened his eyes.

			“Where is Bo­guslav?” were his first words.

			“Cut to pieces. God gave him for­tune at first; then he came out of the birch groves and in the open field fell on the in­fantry of Pan Os­ky­erko; there he lost men and vic­to­ry. I do not know whether he led away even five hun­dred men, for your Tar­tars caught a good num­ber of them.”

			“But he him­self?”

			“Es­caped!”

			Kmi­ta was silent awhile; then said;—

			“I can­not mea­sure with him yet. He struck me with a dou­ble-hand­ed sword on the head, and knocked me down with my horse. My mori­on was of trusty steel, and did not let the sword through; but I faint­ed.”

			“You should hang up that mori­on in a church.”

			“I will pur­sue him, even to the end of the world!” said Kmi­ta.

			To this the het­man an­swered: “See what news I have re­ceived to­day af­ter the bat­tle!”

			Kmi­ta read aloud the fol­low­ing words—

			
				The King of Swe­den has moved from El­blang; he is march­ing on Zamost, thence to Lvoff against Yan Kaz­imir. Come, your wor­thi­ness, with all your forces, to save king and coun­try, for I can­not hold out alone.

				
					Charnyet­s­ki.

				
			

			A mo­ment of si­lence.

			“Will you go with us, or will you go with the Tar­tars to Tau­ro­gi?”

			Kmi­ta closed his eyes. He re­mem­bered the words of Fa­ther Ko­rdet­s­ki, and what Volody­ovs­ki had told him of Pan Yan, and said—

			“Let pri­vate af­fairs wait! I will meet the en­e­my at the side of the coun­try!”

			The het­man pressed Pan An­drei’s head. “You are a broth­er to me!” said he; “and be­cause I am old, re­ceive my bless­ing.”

		
	
		
			LXVIII

			At a time when all liv­ing men in the Com­mon­wealth were mount­ing their hors­es Karl Gus­tav stayed con­tin­u­al­ly in Prus­sia, bus­ied in cap­tur­ing the towns of that prov­ince and in ne­go­ti­at­ing with the elec­tor.

			Af­ter an easy and un­ex­pect­ed con­quest, the quick sol­dier soon saw that the Swedish li­on had swal­lowed more than his stom­ach could car­ry. Af­ter the re­turn of Yan Kaz­imir he lost hope of re­tain­ing the Com­mon­wealth; but while mak­ing a men­tal ab­di­ca­tion of the whole, he wished at least to re­tain the greater part of his con­quest, and above all Roy­al Prus­sia—a prov­ince fruit­ful, dot­ted with large towns, wealthy, and ad­join­ing his own Pomera­nia. But as that prov­ince was first to de­fend it­self, so did it con­tin­ue faith­ful to its lord and the Com­mon­wealth. The re­turn of Yan Kaz­imir, and the war be­gun by the con­fed­er­a­tion of Tyshovt­si might re­vive the courage of Prus­sia, con­firm it in loy­al­ty, give it will for en­durance; there­fore Karl Gus­tav de­ter­mined to crush the up­ris­ing, and to wipe out Kaz­imir’s forces so as to take from Prus­sians the hope of re­sis­tance.

			He had to do this for the sake of the elec­tor, who was ev­er ready to side with the stronger. The King of Swe­den knew him thor­ough­ly, and doubt­ed not for a mo­ment that if the for­tune of Yan Kaz­imir should pre­pon­der­ate, the elec­tor would be on his side again.

			When, there­fore, the siege of Marien­burg ad­vanced slow­ly—for the more it was at­tacked the more stub­born­ly did Pan Wei­her de­fend it—Karl Gus­tav marched to the Com­mon­wealth, so as to reach Yan Kaz­imir again, even in the re­motest cor­ner of the land.

			And since with him deed fol­lowed de­ci­sion as swift­ly as thun­der fol­lows light­ning, he raised his army dis­posed in towns; and be­fore any­one in the Com­mon­wealth had looked around, be­fore the news of his march had spread, he had passed War­saw and had rushed in­to the great­est blaze of con­fla­gra­tion.

			Driv­en by anger, re­venge, and bit­ter­ness, he moved on like a storm. Be­hind him ten thou­sand horse tram­pled the fields, which were still cov­ered with snow; and tak­ing the in­fantry from the gar­risons, he went on, like a whirl­wind, to­ward the far south of the Com­mon­wealth.

			On the road he burned and pur­sued. He was not now that re­cent Karl Gus­tav, the kind­ly, af­fa­ble, and joy­ous lord, clap­ping his hands at Pol­ish cav­al­ry, wink­ing at feasts, and prais­ing the sol­diers. Now, wher­ev­er he showed him­self the blood of peas­ants and no­bles flowed in a tor­rent. On the road he an­ni­hi­lat­ed “par­ties,” hanged pris­on­ers, spared no man.

			But as when, in the thick of the pinewoods, a mighty bear rush­es for­ward with heavy body crush­ing branch­es and brush on the way, while wolves fol­low af­ter, and not dar­ing to block his path, pur­sue, press near­er and near­er be­hind, so did those “par­ties” pur­su­ing the armies of Karl join in throngs denser and denser, and fol­low the Swedes as a shad­ow a man, and still more en­dur­ing­ly than a shad­ow, for they fol­lowed in the day and the night, in fair and foul weath­er; be­fore him too bridges were ru­ined, pro­vi­sions de­stroyed, so that he had to march as in a desert, with­out a place for his head or any­thing with which to give strength to his body when hun­gry.

			Karl Gus­tav not­ed quick­ly how ter­ri­ble his task was. The war spread around him as wide­ly as the sea spreads around a ship lost in the wa­ters. Prus­sia was on fire; on fire was Great Poland, which had first ac­cept­ed his sovereign­ty, and first wished to throw off the Swedish yoke; Lit­tle Poland was on fire, and so were Rus­sia, Lithua­nia, and Jmud. In the cas­tles and large towns the Swedes main­tained them­selves yet, as if on is­lands; but the vil­lages, the forests, the fields, the rivers, were al­ready in Pol­ish hands. Not mere­ly a sin­gle man, or small de­tach­ments, but a whole reg­i­ment might not leave the main Swedish army for two hours; for if it did the reg­i­ment van­ished with­out tid­ings, and pris­on­ers who fell in­to the hands of peas­ants died in ter­ri­ble tor­tures.

			In vain had Karl Gus­tav giv­en or­ders to pro­claim in vil­lages and towns that whoso of peas­ants should bring an armed no­ble, liv­ing or dead, would re­ceive free­dom for­ev­er and land as a re­ward; for peas­ants, as well as no­bles and towns­men, marched off to the woods. Men from the moun­tains, men from deep forests, men from mead­ows and fields, hid in the woods, formed am­bush­es on the roads against the Swedes, fell up­on the small­er gar­risons, and cut scout­ing-par­ties to pieces. Flails, forks, and scythes, no less than the sabres of no­bles, were stream­ing with Swedish blood.

			All the more did wrath rise in the heart of Karl, that a few months be­fore he had gath­ered in that coun­try so eas­i­ly; hence he could hard­ly un­der­stand what had hap­pened, whence these forces, whence that re­sis­tance, whence that aw­ful war for life or death, the end of which he saw not and could not di­vine.

			Fre­quent coun­cils were held in the Swedish camp. With the king marched his broth­er Adolph, prince of Bipont, who had com­mand over the army; Robert Dou­glas; Hen­ry Horn, rel­a­tive of that Horn who had been slain by the scythe of a peas­ant at Chen­sto­ho­va; Walde­mar, Prince of Den­mark, and that Miller who had left his mil­i­tary glo­ry at the foot of Yas­na Go­ra; As­chem­berg, the ablest cav­al­ry lead­er among the Swedes; Ham­mer­ski­old, who com­mand­ed the ar­tillery; and the old rob­ber Mar­shal Ar­wid Wit­tem­berg, famed for ra­pac­i­ty, liv­ing on the last of his health, for he was eat­en by the Gal­lic dis­ease; Forgell, and many oth­ers, all lead­ers skilled in the cap­ture of cities, and in the field yield­ing in ge­nius to the king on­ly.

			These men were ter­ri­fied in their hearts lest the whole army with the king should per­ish through toil, lack of food, and the fury of the Poles. Old Wit­tem­berg ad­vised the king di­rect­ly against the cam­paign: “How will you go, O King,” said he, “to the Rus­sian re­gions af­ter an en­e­my who de­stroys ev­ery­thing on the way, but is un­seen him­self? What will you do if hors­es lack not on­ly hay, but even straw from the roofs of cot­tages, and men fall from ex­haus­tion? Where are the armies to come to our aid, where are the cas­tles in which to draw breath and rest our weary limbs? My fame is not equal to yours; but were I Karl Gus­tav, I would not ex­pose that glo­ry ac­quired by so many vic­to­ries to the fick­le for­tune of war.”

			To which Karl Gus­tav an­swered: “And nei­ther would I, were I Wit­tem­berg.”

			Then he men­tioned Alexan­der of Mace­don, with whom he liked to be com­pared, and marched for­ward, pur­su­ing Charnyet­s­ki. Charnyet­s­ki, not hav­ing forces so great nor so well trained, re­treat­ed be­fore him, but re­treat­ed like a wolf ev­er ready to turn on his en­e­my. Some­times he went in ad­vance of the Swedes, some­times at their flanks, and some­times in deep forests he let them go in ad­vance; so that while they thought them­selves the pur­suers, he, in fact, was the hunter. He cut off the un­wary; here and there he hunt­ed down a whole par­ty, de­stroyed foot-reg­i­ments march­ing slow­ly, at­tacked pro­vi­sion-trains. The Swedes nev­er knew where he was. More than once in the dark­ness of night they be­gan to fire from mus­kets and can­nons in­to thick­ets, think­ing that they had an en­e­my be­fore them. They were mor­tal­ly wea­ried; they marched in cold, in hunger, in af­flic­tion, and that vir mo­lestis­simus (most harm­ful man) hung about them con­tin­u­al­ly, as a hail-cloud hangs over a grain­field.

			At last they at­tacked him at Go­lamb, not far from the junc­tion of the Vyepr and the Vis­tu­la. Some Pol­ish squadrons be­ing ready for bat­tle charged the en­e­my, spread­ing dis­or­der and dis­may. In front sprang Volody­ovs­ki with his Lau­da squadron, and bore down Walde­mar, prince of Den­mark; but the two Kavet­skis, Samuel and Yan, urged from the hill the ar­mored squadron against Eng­lish mer­ce­nar­ies un­der Wilkin­son, and de­voured them in a mo­ment, as a pike gulps a whit­ing; and Pan Malavs­ki en­gaged so close­ly with the Prince of Bipont that men and hors­es were con­found­ed like dust which two whirl­winds sweep­ing from op­po­site quar­ters bring to­geth­er and turn in­to one cir­cling col­umn. In the twin­kle of an eye the Swedes were pushed to the Vis­tu­la, see­ing which Dou­glas has­tened to the res­cue with cho­sen horse­men. But even these re­in­force­ments could not check the on­set; the Swedes be­gan to spring from the high bank to the ice, fall­ing dead so thick­ly that they lay black on the snow­field, like let­ters on white pa­per. Walde­mar, Prince of Den­mark, fell; Wilkin­son fell; and the Prince of Bipont, thrown from his horse, broke his leg. But of Poles both Kavet­skis fell; killed al­so were Malavs­ki, Ru­davs­ki, Ro­gov­s­ki, Tymin­s­ki, Hoin­s­ki, and Por­vanyet­s­ki. Volody­ovs­ki alone, though he dived among the Swedish ranks like a seamew in wa­ter, came out with­out hav­ing suf­fered the slight­est wound.

			Now Karl Gus­tav him­self came up with his main force and with ar­tillery. Straight­way the form of the bat­tle changed. Charnyet­s­ki’s oth­er reg­i­ments, undis­ci­plined and un­trained, could not take po­si­tion in sea­son; some had not their hors­es in readi­ness, oth­ers had been in dis­tant vil­lages, and in spite of or­ders to be al­ways ready, were tak­ing their leisure in cot­tages. When the en­e­my pressed sud­den­ly on these men, they scat­tered quick­ly and be­gan to re­treat to the Vyepr. There­fore Charnyet­s­ki gave or­ders to sound the re­treat so as to spare those reg­i­ments that had opened the bat­tle. Some of the flee­ing went be­yond the Vis­tu­la; oth­ers to Kon­sko­voli, leav­ing the field and the glo­ry of the vic­to­ry to Karl; for spe­cial­ly those who had crossed the Vyepr were long pur­sued by the squadrons of Zbro­jek and Kalin­s­ki, who re­mained yet with the Swedes.

			There was de­light be­yond mea­sure in the Swedish camp. No great tro­phies fell to the king, it is true—sacks of oats, and a few emp­ty wag­ons; but it was not at that time a ques­tion of plun­der for Karl. He com­fort­ed him­self with this—that vic­to­ry fol­lowed his steps as be­fore; that bare­ly had he shown him­self when he in­flict­ed de­feat on that very Charnyet­s­ki on whom the high­est hopes of Yan Kaz­imir and the Com­mon­wealth were found­ed. He could trust that the news would run through the whole coun­try; that ev­ery mouth would re­peat, “Charnyet­s­ki is crushed;” that the timid would ex­ag­ger­ate the pro­por­tions of the de­feat, and thus weak­en hearts and take courage from those who had grasped their weapons at the call of the con­fed­er­a­tion of Tyshovt­si.

			So when they brought in and placed at his feet those bags of oats, and with them the bod­ies of Wilkin­son and Prince Walde­mar, he turned to his fret­ful gen­er­als and said—

			“Un­wrin­kle your fore­heads, gen­tle­men, for this is the great­est vic­to­ry which I have had for a year, and may end the whole war.”

			“Your Roy­al Grace,” an­swered Wit­tem­berg, who, weak­er than usu­al, saw things in a gloomi­er light, “let us thank God even for this—that we shall have a far­ther march in peace, though Charnyet­s­ki’s troops scat­ter quick­ly and ral­ly eas­i­ly.”

			“Mar­shal,” an­swered the king, “I do not think you a worse lead­er than Charnyet­s­ki; but if I had beat­en you in this fash­ion, I think you would not be able to as­sem­ble your troops in two months.”

			Wit­tem­berg on­ly bowed in si­lence, and Karl spoke on: “Yes, we shall have a qui­et march, for Charnyet­s­ki alone could re­al­ly ham­per it. If Charnyet­s­ki’s troops are not be­fore us, there is no hin­drance.”

			The gen­er­als re­joiced at these words. In­tox­i­cat­ed with vic­to­ry, the troops marched past the king with shouts and with songs. Charnyet­s­ki ceased to threat­en them like a cloud. Charnyet­s­ki’s troops were scat­tered; he had ceased to ex­ist. In view of this thought their past suf­fer­ings were for­got­ten and their fu­ture toils were sweet. The king’s words, heard by many of­fi­cers, were borne through the camp; and all be­lieved that the vic­to­ry had un­com­mon sig­nif­i­cance, that the drag­on of war was slain once more, and that on­ly days of re­venge and do­min­ion would come.

			The king gave the army some hours of re­pose; mean­while from Kozyen­it­si came trains with pro­vi­sions. The troops were dis­posed in Go­lamb, in Krovyeni­ki, and in Jyrzynie. The cav­al­ry burned some de­sert­ed hous­es, hanged a few peas­ants seized with arms in their hands, and a few camp-ser­vants mis­tak­en for peas­ants; then there was a feast in the Swedish camp, af­ter which the sol­diers slept a sound sleep, since for a long time it was the first qui­et one.

			Next day they woke in brisk­ness, and the first words which came to the mouths of all were: “There is no Charnyet­s­ki!”

			One re­peat­ed this to an­oth­er, as if to give mu­tu­al as­sur­ance of the good news. The march be­gan joy­ous­ly. The day was dry, cold, clear. The hair of the hors­es and their nos­trils were cov­ered with frost. The cold wind froze soft places on the Lyubel­sk high road, and made march­ing easy. The troops stretched out in a line al­most five miles long, which they had nev­er done pre­vi­ous­ly. Two dra­goon reg­i­ments, un­der com­mand of Dubois, a French­man, went through Marku­shev and Grabov, five miles from the main force. Had they marched thus three days be­fore they would have gone to sure death, but now fear and the glo­ry of vic­to­ry went be­fore them.

			“Charnyet­s­ki is gone,” re­peat­ed the of­fi­cers and sol­diers to one an­oth­er.

			In fact, the march was made in qui­et. From the for­est depths came no shouts; from thick­ets fell no darts, hurled by in­vis­i­ble hands.

			To­ward evening Karl Gus­tav ar­rived at Grabov, joy­ous and in good hu­mor. He was just pre­par­ing for sleep when As­chem­berg an­nounced through the of­fi­cer of the day that he wished great­ly to see the king.

			Af­ter a while he en­tered the roy­al quar­ters, not alone, but with a cap­tain of dra­goons. The king, who had a quick eye and a mem­o­ry so enor­mous that he re­mem­bered near­ly ev­ery sol­dier’s name, rec­og­nized the cap­tain at once.

			“What is the news, Freed?” asked he. “Has Dubois re­turned?”

			“Dubois is killed.”

			The king was con­fused; on­ly now did he no­tice that the cap­tain looked as if he had been tak­en from the grave; and his clothes were torn.

			“But the dra­goons?” in­quired he, “those two reg­i­ments?”

			“All cut to pieces. I alone was let off alive.”

			The dark face of the king be­came still dark­er; with his hands he placed his locks be­hind his ears.

			“Who did this?”

			“Charnyet­s­ki.”

			Karl Gus­tav was silent, and looked with amaze­ment at As­chem­berg; but he on­ly nod­ded as if wish­ing to re­peat: “Charnyet­s­ki, Charnyet­s­ki, Charnyet­s­ki!”

			“All this is in­cred­i­ble,” said the king, af­ter a while. “Have you seen him with your own eyes?”

			“As I see your Roy­al Grace. He com­mand­ed me to bow to you, and to de­clare that now he will re­cross the Vis­tu­la, but will soon be on our track again. I know not whether he told the truth.”

			“Well,” said the king, “had he many men with him?”

			“I could not es­ti­mate ex­act­ly, but I saw about four thou­sand, and be­yond the for­est was cav­al­ry of some kind. We were sur­round­ed near Kra­sichyn, to which Colonel Dubois went pur­pose­ly from the high road, for he was told that there were some men there. Now, I think that Charnyet­s­ki sent an in­for­mant to lead us in­to am­bush, since no one save me came out alive. The peas­ants killed the wound­ed. I es­caped by a mir­a­cle.”

			“That man must have made a com­pact with hell,” said the king, putting his hand to his fore­head; “for to ral­ly troops af­ter such a de­feat, and be on our neck again, is not hu­man pow­er.”

			“It has hap­pened as Mar­shal Wit­tem­berg fore­saw,” put in As­chem­berg.

			“You all know how to fore­see,” burst out the king, “but how to ad­vise you do not know.”

			As­chem­berg grew pale and was silent. Karl Gus­tav, when joy­ous, seemed good­ness it­self; but when once he frowned he roused in­de­scrib­able fear in those near­est him, and birds do not hide so be­fore an ea­gle as the old­est and most mer­i­to­ri­ous gen­er­als hid be­fore him. But this time he mod­er­at­ed quick­ly, and asked Cap­tain Freed again—

			“Has Charnyet­s­ki good troops?”

			“I saw some un­ri­valled squadrons, such cav­al­ry as the Poles have.”

			“They are the same that at­tacked with such fury in Go­lamb; they must be old reg­i­ments. But Charnyet­s­ki him­self—was he cheer­ful, con­fi­dent?”

			“He was as con­fi­dent as if he had beat­en us at Go­lamb. Now his heart must rise the more, for they have for­got­ten Golem­bo and boast of Kra­sichyn. Your Roy­al Grace, what Charnyet­s­ki told me to re­peat I have re­peat­ed; but when I was on the point of de­part­ing some one of the high of­fi­cers ap­proached me, an old man, and told me that he was the per­son who had stretched out Gus­tavus Adol­phus in a hand-to-hand con­flict, and he poured much abuse on your Roy­al Grace; oth­ers sup­port­ed him. So do they boast. I left amid in­sults and abuse.”

			“Nev­er mind,” said Karl Gus­tav, “Charnyet­s­ki is not bro­ken, and has ral­lied his army; that is the main point. All the more speed­i­ly must we march so as to reach the Pol­ish Dar­ius at the ear­li­est. You are free to go, gen­tle­men. An­nounce to the army that those reg­i­ments per­ished at the hands of peas­ants in un­frozen morass­es. We ad­vance!”

			The of­fi­cers went out; Karl Gus­tav re­mained alone. For some­thing like an hour he was in gloomy thought. Was the vic­to­ry at Go­lamb to bring no fruit, no change to the po­si­tion, but to rouse still greater rage in that en­tire coun­try?

			Karl, in pres­ence of the army and of his gen­er­als, al­ways showed con­fi­dence and faith in him­self; but when he was alone he be­gan to think of that war—how easy it had been at first, and then in­creased al­ways in dif­fi­cul­ty. More than once doubt em­braced him. All the events seemed to him in some fash­ion mar­vel­lous. Of­ten he could see no out­come, could not di­vine the end. At times it seemed to him that he was like a man who, go­ing from the shore of the sea in­to the wa­ter, feels at ev­ery step that he is go­ing deep­er and deep­er and soon will lose the ground un­der his feet.

			But he be­lieved in his star. And now he went to the win­dow to look at the cho­sen star—that one which in the Wain or Great Bear oc­cu­pies the high­est place and shines bright­est. The sky was clear, and there­fore at that mo­ment the star shone bright­ly, twin­kled blue and red; but from afar, low­er down on the dark blue of the sky, a lone cloud was black­en­ing ser­pent-shaped, from which ex­tend­ed as it were arms, as it were branch­es, as it were the feel­ers of a mon­ster of the sea, and it seemed to ap­proach the king’s star con­tin­u­al­ly.

		
	
		
			LXIX

			Next morn­ing the king marched far­ther and reached Lublin. There he re­ceived in­for­ma­tion that Sapye­ha had re­pulsed Bo­guslav’s in­va­sion, and was ad­vanc­ing with a con­sid­er­able army; he left Lublin the same day, mere­ly strength­en­ing the gar­ri­son of that place.

			The next ob­ject of his ex­pe­di­tion was Zamost; for if he could oc­cu­py that strong fortress he would ac­quire a fixed base for fur­ther war, and such a no­table pre­pon­der­ance that he might look for a suc­cess­ful end with all hope. There were var­i­ous opin­ions touch­ing Zamost. Those Poles still re­main­ing with Karl con­tend­ed that it was the strong­est fortress in the Com­mon­wealth, and brought as proof that it had with­stood all the forces of Hmel­nit­s­ki.

			But since Karl saw that the Poles were in no wise skilled in for­ti­fi­ca­tion, and con­sid­ered places strong which in oth­er lands would scarce­ly be held in the third rank; since he knew al­so that in Poland no fortress was prop­er­ly mount­ed—that is, there were nei­ther walls kept as they should be, not earth­works, nor suit­able arms—he felt well touch­ing Zamost. He count­ed al­so on the spell of his name, on the fame of an in­vin­ci­ble lead­er, and fi­nal­ly on treaties. With treaties, which ev­ery mag­nate in the Com­mon­wealth was au­tho­rized to make, or at least per­mit­ted him­self to make, Karl had so far ef­fect­ed more than with arms. As an adroit man, and one wish­ing to know with whom he had to deal, he col­lect­ed care­ful­ly all in­for­ma­tion touch­ing the own­er of Zamost. He in­quired about his ways, his in­cli­na­tions, his wit and fan­cy.

			Yan Sapye­ha, who at that time by his trea­son still spot­ted the name, to the great af­flic­tion of Sapye­ha the het­man, gave the fullest ex­pla­na­tions to the king con­cern­ing Zamoys­ki. They spent whole hours in coun­cil. But Yan Sapye­ha did not con­sid­er that it would be easy for the king to cap­ti­vate the mas­ter of Zamost.

			“He can­not be tempt­ed with mon­ey,” said Yan, “for he is ter­ri­bly rich. He cares not for dig­ni­ties, and nev­er wished them, even when they sought him them­selves. As to ti­tles, I have heard him at the court rep­ri­mand Des Noy­ers, the queen’s sec­re­tary, be­cause in ad­dress­ing him he said, ‘Mon prince.’ ‘I am not a prince,’ an­swered he, ‘but I have had arch­dukes as pris­on­ers in my Zamost.’ The truth is, how­ev­er, that not he had them, but his grand­fa­ther, who among our peo­ple is sur­named the Great.”

			“If he will open the gates of Zamost, I will of­fer him some­thing which no Pol­ish king could of­fer.”

			It did not be­come Yan Sapye­ha to ask what that might be; he mere­ly looked with cu­rios­i­ty at Karl Gus­tav. But the king un­der­stood the look, and an­swered, gath­er­ing, as was his wont, his hair be­hind his ears—

			“I will of­fer him the prov­ince of Lyubel­sk as an in­de­pen­dent prin­ci­pal­i­ty; a crown will tempt him. No one of you could re­sist such a temp­ta­tion, not even the present vo­evo­da of Vil­na.”

			“End­less is the boun­ty of your Roy­al Grace,” replied Sapye­ha, not with­out a cer­tain irony in his voice.

			But Karl an­swered with a cyn­i­cism pe­cu­liar to him­self: “I give it, for it is not mine.”

			Sapye­ha shook his head: “He is an un­mar­ried man and has no sons. A crown is dear to him who can leave it to his pos­ter­i­ty.”

			“What means do you ad­vise me to take?”

			“I think that flat­tery would ef­fect most. The man is not too quick-wit­ted, and may be eas­i­ly over­reached. It is nec­es­sary to rep­re­sent that on him alone de­pends the paci­fi­ca­tion of the Com­mon­wealth; it is nec­es­sary to tell him that he alone may save it from war, from all de­feats and fu­ture mis­for­tunes; and that es­pe­cial­ly by open­ing the gates. If the fish will swal­low that lit­tle hook, we shall be in Zamost; oth­er­wise not.”

			“Can­non re­main as the ul­ti­mate ar­gu­ment.”

			“H’m! To that ar­gu­ment there is some­thing in Zamost with which to give an­swer. There is no lack of heavy guns there; we have none, and when thaws come it will be im­pos­si­ble to bring them.”

			“I have heard that the in­fantry in the fortress is good; but there is a lack of cav­al­ry.”

			“Cav­al­ry are need­ed on­ly in the open field, and be­sides, since Charnyet­s­ki’s army, as is shown, is not crushed, he can throw in one or two squadrons for the use of the fortress.”

			“You see noth­ing save dif­fi­cul­ties.”

			“But I trust ev­er in the lucky star of your Roy­al Grace.”

			Yan Sapye­ha was right in fore­see­ing that Charnyet­s­ki would fur­nish Zamost with cav­al­ry need­ful for scout­ing and seiz­ing in­for­mants. In fact, Zamoys­ki had enough of his own, and need­ed no as­sis­tance what­ev­er; but Charnyet­s­ki sent the two squadrons which had suf­fered most at Go­lamb—that is, the Shem­berk and Lau­da—to the fortress to rest, re­cruit them­selves and change their hors­es, which were fear­ful­ly cut up. So­biepan re­ceived them hos­pitably, and when he learned what fa­mous sol­diers were in them he ex­alt­ed these men to the skies, cov­ered them with gifts, and seat­ed them ev­ery day at his ta­ble.

			But who shall de­scribe the joy and emo­tion of Princess Grisel­da at sight of Pan Yan and Pan Michael, the most valiant colonels of her great hus­band? Both fell at her feet shed­ding warm tears at sight of the beloved la­dy; and she could not re­strain her weep­ing. How many rem­i­nis­cences of those old Lub­ni days were con­nect­ed with them; when her hus­band, the glo­ry and love of the peo­ple, full of the strength of life, ruled with pow­er a wild re­gion, rous­ing ter­ror amid bar­barism with one frown of his brow, like Jove. Such were those times not long past; but where are they now? To­day the lord is in his grave, bar­bar­ians have tak­en the land, and she, the wid­ow, sits on the ash­es of hap­pi­ness, of great­ness, liv­ing on­ly with her sor­row and with prayer.

			Still in those rem­i­nis­cences sweet­ness was so min­gled with bit­ter­ness that the thoughts of those three flew glad­ly to times that were gone. They spoke then of their past lives, of those places which their eyes were nev­er to see, of the past wars, fi­nal­ly of the present times of de­feat and God’s anger.

			“If our prince were alive,” said Pan Yan, “there would be an­oth­er ca­reer for the Com­mon­wealth. The Cos­sacks would be rubbed out, the Trans-Dnieper would be with the Com­mon­wealth, and the Swede would find his con­queror. God has or­dained as He willed of pur­pose to pun­ish us for sins.”

			“Would that God might raise up a de­fend­er in Pan Charnyet­s­ki!” said Princess Grisel­da.

			“He will!” cried Pan Michael. “As our prince was a head above oth­er lords, so Charnyet­s­ki is not at all like oth­er lead­ers. I know the two het­mans of the king­dom, and Sapye­ha of Lithua­nia. They are great sol­diers; but there is some­thing un­com­mon in Charnyet­s­ki; you would say, he is an ea­gle, not a man. Though kind­ly, still all fear him; even Pan Za­glo­ba in his pres­ence for­gets his jokes fre­quent­ly. And how he leads his troops and moves them, pass­es imag­i­na­tion. It can­not be oth­er­wise than that a great war­rior will rise in the Com­mon­wealth.”

			“My hus­band, who knew Charnyet­s­ki as a colonel, proph­e­sied great­ness for him,” said the princess.

			“It was said in­deed that he was to seek a wife in our court,” put in Pan Michael.

			“I do not re­mem­ber that there was talk about that,” an­swered the princess.

			In truth she could not re­mem­ber, for there had nev­er been any­thing of the kind; but Pan Michael, cun­ning at times, in­vent­ed this, wish­ing to turn the con­ver­sa­tion to her ladies and learn some­thing of Anu­sia; for to ask di­rect­ly he con­sid­ered im­prop­er, and in view of the majesty of the princess, too con­fi­den­tial. But the strat­a­gem failed. The princess turned her mind again to her hus­band and the Cos­sack wars; then the lit­tle knight thought: “Anu­sia has not been here, per­haps, for God knows how many years.” And he asked no more about her. He might have asked the of­fi­cers, but his thoughts and oc­cu­pa­tions were else­where. Ev­ery day scouts gave no­tice that the Swedes were near­er; hence prepa­ra­tions were made for de­fence. Pan Yan and Pan Michael re­ceived places on the walls, as of­fi­cers know­ing the Swedes and war­fare against them. Za­glo­ba roused courage in the men, and told tales of the en­e­my to those who had no knowl­edge of them yet; and among war­riors in the fortress there were many such, for so far the Swedes had not come to Zamost.

			Za­glo­ba saw through Pan Zamoys­ki at once; the lat­ter con­ceived an im­mense love for the bulky no­ble, and turned to him on all ques­tions, es­pe­cial­ly since he heard from Princess Grisel­da how Prince Yere­mi had ven­er­at­ed Za­glo­ba and called him vir in­com­pa­ra­bilis (the in­com­pa­ra­ble man). Ev­ery day then at ta­ble all kept their ears open; and Za­glo­ba dis­coursed of an­cient and mod­ern times, told of the wars with the Cos­sacks, of the trea­son of Radzivill, and how he him­self had brought Pan Sapye­ha in­to promi­nence among men.

			“I ad­vised him,” said he, “to car­ry hempseed in his pock­et, and use a lit­tle now and then. He has grown so ac­cus­tomed to this that he takes a grain ev­ery lit­tle while, puts it in his mouth, bites it, breaks it, eats it, spits out the husk. At night when he wakes he does the same. His wit is so sharp now from hempseed that his great­est in­ti­mates do not rec­og­nize him.”

			“How is that?” asked Zamoys­ki.

			“There is an oil in hempseed through which the man who eats it in­creas­es in wit.”

			“God bless you,” said one of the colonels; “but oil goes to the stom­ach, not to the head.”

			“Oh, there is a method in things!” an­swered Za­glo­ba. “It is need­ful in this case to drink as much wine as pos­si­ble; oil, be­ing the lighter, is al­ways on top; wine, which goes to the head of it­self, car­ries with it ev­ery no­ble sub­stance. I have this se­cret from Lupul the Hospo­dar, af­ter whom, as is known to you, gen­tle­men, the Wal­lachi­ans wished to cre­ate me hospo­dar; but the Sul­tan, whose wish is that the hospo­dar should not have pos­ter­i­ty, placed be­fore me con­di­tions to which I could not agree.”

			“You must use a pow­er of hempseed your­self,” said So­biepan.

			“I do not need it at all, your wor­thi­ness; but from my whole heart I ad­vise you to take it.”

			Hear­ing these bold words, some were fright­ened lest the staros­ta might take them to heart; but whether he failed to no­tice them or did not wish to do so, it is enough that he mere­ly laughed and asked—

			“But would not sun­flow­er seeds take the place of hemp?”

			“They might,” an­swered Za­glo­ba; “but since sun­flow­er oil is heav­ier, it would be nec­es­sary to drink stronger wine than that which we are drink­ing at present.”

			The staros­ta un­der­stood the hint, was amused, and gave im­me­di­ate or­der to bring the best wines. Then all re­joiced in their hearts, and the re­joic­ing be­came uni­ver­sal. They drank and gave vi­vats to the health of the king, the host, and Pan Charnyet­s­ki. Za­glo­ba fell in­to good hu­mor and let no one speak. He de­scribed at great length the af­fair at Go­lamb, in which he had re­al­ly fought well, for, serv­ing in the Lau­da squadron, he could not do oth­er­wise. But be­cause he had learned from Swedish pris­on­ers tak­en from the reg­i­ments of Dubois of the death of Prince Walde­mar, Za­glo­ba took re­spon­si­bil­i­ty for that death on him­self.

			“The bat­tle,” said he, “would have gone al­to­geth­er dif­fer­ent­ly were it not that the day be­fore I went to Bara­nov to the canon of that place, and Charnyet­s­ki, not know­ing where I was, could not ad­vise with me. Maybe the Swedes too had heard of that canon, for he has splen­did mead, and they went at once to Go­lamb. When I re­turned it was too late; the king had at­tacked, and it was nec­es­sary to strike at once. We went straight in­to the fire; but what is to be done when the gen­er­al mili­tia choose to show their con­tempt for the en­e­my by turn­ing their backs? I don’t know how Charnyet­s­ki will man­age at present with­out me.”

			“He will man­age, have no fear on that point,” said Volody­ovs­ki.

			“I know why. The King of Swe­den choos­es to pur­sue me to Zamost rather than seek Charnyet­s­ki be­yond the Vis­tu­la. I do not de­ny that Charnyet­s­ki is a good sol­dier; but when he be­gins to twist his beard and look with his wild­cat glance, it seems to an of­fi­cer of the light­est squadron that he is a dra­goon. He pays no at­ten­tion to a man’s of­fice; and this you your­selves saw when he gave or­ders to drag over the square with hors­es an hon­or­able man, Pan Jyrs­ki, on­ly be­cause he did not reach with his de­tach­ment the place to which he was or­dered. With a no­ble, gra­cious gen­tle­men, it is nec­es­sary to act like a fa­ther, not like a dra­goon. Say to him, ‘Lord broth­er,’ be kind, rouse his feel­ings—he will call to mind the coun­try and glo­ry, will go far­ther for you than a dra­goon who serves for a salary.”

			“A no­ble is a no­ble, and war is war,” re­marked Zamoys­ki.

			“You have brought that out in a very mas­ter­ly man­ner,” an­swered Za­glo­ba.

			“Pan Charnyet­s­ki will turn the plans of Karl in­to fol­ly,” said Volody­ovs­ki. “I have been in more than one war, and I can speak on this point.”

			“First, we will make a fool of him at Zamost,” said So­biepan, pout­ing his lips, puff­ing, and show­ing great spir­it, star­ing, and putting his hands on his hips. “Bah! Tfu! What do I care? When I in­vite a man I open the door to him. Well!”

			Here Zamoys­ki be­gan to puff still more might­i­ly, to strike the ta­ble with his knees, bend for­ward, shake his head, look stern, flash his eyes, and speak, as was his habit, with a cer­tain coarse care­less­ness.

			“What do I care? He is lord in Swe­den; but Zamoys­ki is lord for him­self in Zamost. Eques polonus sum (I am a Pol­ish no­ble­man), noth­ing more. But I am in my own house; I am Zamoys­ki, and he is King of Swe­den; but Max­i­m­il­ian was Aus­tri­an, was he not? Is he com­ing? Let him come. We shall see! Swe­den is small for him, but Zamost is enough for me. I will not yield it.”

			“It is a de­light, gra­cious gen­tle­men, to hear not on­ly such elo­quence, but such hon­est sen­ti­ments,” cried Za­glo­ba.

			“Zamoys­ki is Zamoys­ki!” con­tin­ued Pan So­biepan, de­light­ed with the praise. “We have not bowed down, and we will not. I will not give up Zamost, and that is the end of it.”

			“To the health of the host!” thun­dered the of­fi­cers.

			“Vi­vat! vi­vat!”

			“Pan Za­glo­ba,” cried Zamoys­ki, “I will not let the King of Swe­den in­to Zamost, and I will not let you out.”

			“I thank you for the fa­vor; but, your wor­thi­ness, do not do that, for as much as you tor­ment Karl with the first de­ci­sion, so much will you de­light him with the sec­ond.”

			“Give me your word that you will come to me af­ter the war is over.”

			“I give it.”

			Long yet did they feast, then sleep be­gan to over­come the knights; there­fore they went to rest, es­pe­cial­ly as sleep­less nights were soon to be­gin for them, since the Swedes were al­ready near, and the ad­vance guards were looked for at any hour.

			“So in truth he will not give up Zamost,” said Za­glo­ba, re­turn­ing to his quar­ters with Pan Yan and Volody­ovs­ki. “Have you seen how we have fall­en in love with each oth­er? It will be pleas­ant here in Zamost for me and you. The host and I have be­come so at­tached to each oth­er that no cab­i­net­mak­er could join in­laid work bet­ter. He is a good fel­low—h’m! If he were my knife and I car­ried him at my belt, I would whet him on a stone pret­ty of­ten, for he is a tri­fle dull. But he is a good man, and he will not be­tray like those bull-driv­ers of Bir­ji. Have you no­ticed how the mag­nates cling to old Za­glo­ba? I can­not keep them off. I’m scarce­ly away from Sapye­ha when there is an­oth­er at hand. But I will tune this one as a bass-vi­ol, and play such an aria on him for the Swedes that they will dance to death at Zamost. I will wind him up like a Dantzig clock with chimes.”

			Noise com­ing from the town in­ter­rupt­ed fur­ther con­ver­sa­tion. Af­ter a time an of­fi­cer whom they knew passed quick­ly near them.

			“Stop!” cried Volody­ovs­ki; “what is the mat­ter?”

			“There is a fire to be seen from the walls. Shcheb­jeshyn is burn­ing! The Swedes are there!”

			“Let us go on the walls,” said Pan Yan.

			“Go; but I will sleep, since I need my strength for to­mor­row,” an­swered Za­glo­ba.

		
	
		
			LXX

			That night Volody­ovs­ki went on a scout­ing ex­pe­di­tion, and about morn­ing re­turned with a num­ber of in­for­mants. These men as­sert­ed that the King of Swe­den was at Shcheb­jeshyn in per­son, and would soon be at Zamost.

			Zamoys­ki was re­joiced at the news, for he hur­ried around great­ly, and had a gen­uine de­sire to try his walls and guns on the Swedes. He con­sid­ered, and very just­ly, that even if he had to yield in the end he would de­tain the pow­er of Swe­den for whole months; and dur­ing that time Yan Kaz­imir would col­lect troops, bring the en­tire Tar­tar force to his aid, and or­ga­nize in the whole coun­try a pow­er­ful and vic­to­ri­ous re­sis­tance.

			“Since the op­por­tu­ni­ty is giv­en me,” said he, with great spir­it, at the mil­i­tary coun­cil, “to ren­der the coun­try and the king no­table ser­vice, I de­clare to you, gen­tle­men, that I will blow my­self in­to the air be­fore a Swedish foot shall stand here. They want to take Zamoys­ki by force. Let them take him! We shall see who is bet­ter. You, gen­tle­men, will, I trust, aid me most hearti­ly.”

			“We are ready to per­ish with your grace,” said the of­fi­cers, in cho­rus.

			“If they will on­ly be­siege us,” said Za­glo­ba, “I will lead the first sor­tie.”

			“I will fol­low, Un­cle!” cried Roh Ko­val­s­ki; “I will spring at the king him­self!”

			“Now to the walls!” com­mand­ed Zamoys­ki.

			All went out. The walls were or­na­ment­ed with sol­diers as with flow­ers. Reg­i­ments of in­fantry, so splen­did that they were un­equalled in the whole Com­mon­wealth, stood in readi­ness, one at the side of the oth­er, with mus­ket in hand, and eyes turned to the field. Not many for­eign­ers served in these reg­i­ments, mere­ly a few Prus­sians and French; they were main­ly peas­ants from Zamoys­ki’s in­her­it­ed lands. Stur­dy, well-grown men, who, wear­ing col­ored jack­ets and trained in for­eign fash­ion, fought as well as the best Cromwellians of Eng­land. They were spe­cial­ly pow­er­ful when af­ter fir­ing it came to rush on the en­e­my in hand-to-hand con­flict. And now, re­mem­ber­ing their for­mer tri­umphs over Hmel­nit­s­ki, they were look­ing for the Swedes with im­pa­tience. At the can­nons, which stretched out through the em­bra­sures their long necks to the fields as if in cu­rios­i­ty, served main­ly Flem­ings, the first of gun­ners. Out­side the fortress, be­yond the moat, were squadrons of light cav­al­ry, safe them­selves, for they were un­der cov­er of can­non, cer­tain of refuge, and able at any mo­ment to spring out whith­er­so­ev­er it might be need­ed.

			Zamoys­ki, wear­ing in­laid ar­mor and car­ry­ing a gild­ed ba­ton in his hand, rode around the walls, and in­quired ev­ery mo­ment—

			“Well, what—not in sight yet?” And he mut­tered oaths when he re­ceived neg­a­tive an­swers on all sides. Af­ter a while he went to an­oth­er side, and again he asked—

			“Well, what—not in sight yet?”

			It was dif­fi­cult to see the Swedes, for there was a mist in the air; and on­ly about ten o’clock in the forenoon did it be­gin to dis­ap­pear. The heav­en shin­ing blue above the hori­zon be­came clear, and im­me­di­ate­ly on the west­ern side of the walls they be­gan to cry—

			“They are com­ing, they are com­ing, they are com­ing!”

			Zamoys­ki, with three ad­ju­tants and Za­glo­ba, en­tered quick­ly an an­gle of the walls from which there was a dis­tant view, and the four men be­gan to look through field-glass­es. The mist was ly­ing a lit­tle on the ground yet, and the Swedish hosts, march­ing from Vye­lanchy, seemed to be wad­ing to the knees in that mist, as if they were com­ing out of wide wa­ters. The near­er reg­i­ments had be­come very dis­tinct, so that the naked eye could dis­tin­guish the in­fantry; they seemed like clouds of dark dust rolling on to­ward the town. Grad­u­al­ly more reg­i­ments, ar­tillery, and cav­al­ry ap­peared.

			The sight was beau­ti­ful. From each quad­ran­gle of in­fantry rose an ad­mirably reg­u­lar quad­ran­gle of spears; be­tween them waved ban­ners of var­i­ous col­ors, but most­ly blue with white cross­es, and blue with gold­en li­ons. They came very near. On the walls there was si­lence; there­fore the breath of the air brought from the ad­vanc­ing army the squeak­ing of wheels, the clat­ter of ar­mor, the tramp of hors­es, and the dull sound of hu­man voic­es. When they had come with­in twice the dis­tance of a shot from a cul­verin, they be­gan to dis­pose them­selves be­fore the fortress. Some quad­ran­gles of in­fantry broke ranks; oth­ers pre­pared to pitch tents and dig trench­es.

			“They are here!” said Zamoys­ki.

			“They are the dog-broth­ers!” an­swered Za­glo­ba. “They could be count­ed, man for man, on the fin­gers. Per­sons of my long ex­pe­ri­ence, how­ev­er, do not need to count, but sim­ply to cast an eye on them. There are ten thou­sand cav­al­ry, and eight thou­sand in­fantry with ar­tillery. If I am mis­tak­en in one com­mon sol­dier or one horse, I am ready to re­deem the mis­take with my whole for­tune.”

			“Is it pos­si­ble to es­ti­mate in that way?”

			“Ten thou­sand cav­al­ry and eight thou­sand in­fantry. I have hope in God that they will go away in much small­er num­bers; on­ly let me lead one sor­tie.”

			“Do you hear? They are play­ing an aria.”

			In fact, trum­peters and drum­mers stepped out be­fore the reg­i­ments, and mil­i­tary mu­sic be­gan. At the sound of it the more dis­tant reg­i­ments ap­proached, and en­com­passed the town from a dis­tance. At last from the dense throngs a few horse­men rode forth. When half­way, they put white ker­chiefs on their swords, and be­gan to wave them.

			“An em­bassy!” cried Za­glo­ba; “I saw how the scoundrels came to Kyedani with the same bold­ness, and it is known what came of that.”

			“Zamost is not Kyedani, and I am not the vo­evo­da of Vil­na,” an­swered Zamoys­ki.

			Mean­while the horse­men were ap­proach­ing the gate. Af­ter a short time an of­fi­cer of the day hur­ried to Zamoys­ki with a re­port that Pan Yan Sapye­ha de­sired, in the name of the King of Swe­den, to see him and speak with him.

			Zamoys­ki put his hands on his hips at once, be­gan to step from one foot to the oth­er, to puff, to pout, and said at last, with great an­i­ma­tion—

			“Tell Pan Sapye­ha that Zamoys­ki does not speak with traitors. If the King of Swe­den wish­es to speak with me, let him send me a Swede by race, not a Pole—for Poles who serve the Swedes may go as em­bas­sadors to my dogs; I have the same re­gard for both.”

			“As God is dear to me, that is an an­swer!” cried Za­glo­ba, with un­feigned en­thu­si­asm.

			“But dev­il take them!” said the staros­ta, roused by his own words and by praise. “Well, shall I stand on cer­e­mo­ny with them?”

			“Per­mit me, your wor­thi­ness, to take him that an­swer,” said Za­glo­ba. And with­out wait­ing, he has­tened away with the of­fi­cer, went to Yan Sapye­ha, and, ap­par­ent­ly, not on­ly re­peat­ed the staros­ta’s words, but added some­thing very bad from him­self; for Sapye­ha turned from the town as if a thun­der­bolt had burst in front of his horse, and rode away with his cap thrust over his ears.

			From the walls and from the squadrons of the cav­al­ry which were stand­ing be­fore the gate they be­gan to hoot at the men rid­ing off—

			“To the ken­nel with traitors, the be­tray­ers! Jew ser­vants! Huz, huz!”

			Sapye­ha stood be­fore the king, pale, with com­pressed lips. The king too was con­fused, for Zamost had de­ceived his hopes. In spite of what had been said, he ex­pect­ed to find a town of such pow­er of re­sis­tance as Krakow, Poz­nan, and oth­er places, so many of which he had cap­tured; mean­while he found a fortress pow­er­ful, call­ing to mind those of Den­mark and the Nether­lands, which he could not even think of tak­ing with­out guns of heavy cal­i­bre.

			“What is the re­sult?” asked the king, when he saw Sapye­ha.

			“Noth­ing! Zamoys­ki will not speak with Poles who serve your Roy­al Grace. He sent out his jester, who re­viled me and your Roy­al Grace so shame­ful­ly that it is not prop­er to re­peat what he said.”

			“It is all one to me with whom he wants to speak, if he will on­ly speak. In de­fault of oth­er ar­gu­ments, I have iron ar­gu­ments; but mean­while I will send Forgell.”

			Half an hour lat­er Forgell, with a pure­ly Swedish suite, an­nounced him­self at the gate. The draw­bridge was let down slow­ly over the moat, and the gen­er­al en­tered the fortress amid si­lence and se­ri­ous­ness. Nei­ther the eyes of the en­voy nor those of any man in his suite were bound; ev­i­dent­ly Zamoys­ki wished him to see ev­ery­thing, and be able to re­port to the king touch­ing ev­ery­thing. The mas­ter of Zamost re­ceived Forgell with as much splen­dor as an in­de­pen­dent prince would have done, and ar­ranged all, in truth, ad­mirably, for Swedish lords had not one twelfth as much wealth as the Poles had; and Zamoys­ki among Poles was well-nigh the most pow­er­ful. The clever Swede be­gan at once to treat him as if the king had sent the em­bassy to a monarch equal to him­self; to be­gin with, he called him “Prin­ceps,” and con­tin­ued to ad­dress him thus, though Pan So­biepan in­ter­rupt­ed him prompt­ly in the be­gin­ning—

			“Not prin­ceps, eques polonus (a Pol­ish no­ble­man), but for that very rea­son the equal of princes.”

			“Your prince­ly grace,” said Forgell, not per­mit­ting him­self to be di­vert­ed, “the Most Serene King of Swe­den and Lord,” here he enu­mer­at­ed his ti­tles, “has not come here as an en­e­my in any sense; but, speak­ing sim­ply, has come on a vis­it, and through me an­nounces him­self, hav­ing, as I be­lieve, a well-found­ed hope that your prince­ly grace will de­sire to open your gates to him and his army.”

			“It is not a cus­tom with us,” an­swered Zamoys­ki, “to refuse hos­pi­tal­i­ty to any man, even should he come un­in­vit­ed. There will al­ways be a place at my ta­ble for a guest; but for such a wor­thy per­son as the Swedish monarch the first place. In­form then the Most Serene King of Swe­den that I in­vite him, and all the more glad­ly since the Most Serene Car­o­lus Gus­tavus is lord in Swe­den, as I am in Zamost. But as your wor­thi­ness has seen, there is no lack of ser­vants in my house; there­fore his Swedish Seren­i­ty need not bring his ser­vants with him. Should he bring them I might think that he counts me a poor man, and wish­es to show me con­tempt.”

			“Well done!” whis­pered Za­glo­ba, stand­ing be­hind the shoul­ders of Pan So­biepan.

			When Zamoys­ki had fin­ished his speech he be­gan to pout his lips, to puff and re­peat—

			“Ah, here it is, this is the po­si­tion!”

			Forgell bit his mus­tache, was silent awhile, and said—

			“It would be the great­est proof of dis­trust to­ward the king if your prince­ly grace were not pleased to ad­mit his gar­ri­son to the fortress. I am the king’s con­fi­dant. I know his in­ner­most thoughts, and be­sides this I have the or­der to an­nounce to your wor­thi­ness, and to give as­sur­ance by word in the name of the king, that he does not think of oc­cu­py­ing the pos­ses­sions of Zamost or this fortress per­ma­nent­ly. But since war has bro­ken out anew in this un­hap­py land, since re­bel­lion has raised its head, and Yan Kaz­imir, un­mind­ful of the mis­eries which may fall on the Com­mon­wealth, and seek­ing on­ly his own for­tune, has re­turned with­in the bound­aries, and, to­geth­er with pa­gans, comes forth against our Chris­tian troops, the in­vin­ci­ble king, my lord, has de­ter­mined to pur­sue him, even to the wild steppes of the Tar­tars and the Turks, with the sole pur­pose of restor­ing peace to the coun­try, the reign of jus­tice, pros­per­i­ty, and free­dom to the in­hab­i­tants of this il­lus­tri­ous Com­mon­wealth.”

			Zamoys­ki struck his knee with his hand with­out say­ing a word; but Za­glo­ba whis­pered—

			“The Dev­il has dressed him­self in vest­ments, and is ring­ing for Mass with his tail.”

			“Many ben­e­fits have ac­crued to this land al­ready from the pro­tec­tion of the king,” con­tin­ued Forgell; “but think­ing in his fa­ther­ly heart that he has not done enough, he has left his Prus­sian prov­ince again to go once more to the res­cue of the Com­mon­wealth, which de­pends on fin­ish­ing Yan Kaz­imir. But that this new war should have a speedy and vic­to­ri­ous con­clu­sion, it is need­ful that the king oc­cu­py for a time this fortress. It is to be for his troops a point from which pur­suit may be­gin against rebels. But hear­ing that he who is the lord of Zamost sur­pass­es all, not on­ly in wealth, an­tiq­ui­ty of stock, wit, high-mind­ed­ness, but al­so in love for the coun­try, the king, my mas­ter, said at once: ‘He will un­der­stand me, he will be able to ap­pre­ci­ate my in­ten­tions re­spect­ing this coun­try, he will not de­ceive my con­fi­dence, he will sur­pass my hopes, he will be the first to put his hand to the pros­per­i­ty and peace of this coun­try.’ This is the truth! So on you de­pends the fu­ture fate of this coun­try. You may save it and be­come the fa­ther of it; there­fore I have no doubt of what you will do. Who­ev­er in­her­its from his an­ces­tors such fame should not avoid an op­por­tu­ni­ty to in­crease that fame and make it im­mor­tal. In truth, you will do more good by open­ing the gates of this fortress than if you had added a whole prov­ince to the Com­mon­wealth. The king is con­fi­dent that your un­com­mon wis­dom, to­geth­er with your heart, will in­cline you to this; there­fore he will not com­mand, he prefers to re­quest, he throws aside threats, he of­fers friend­ship; not as a ruler with a sub­ject, but as pow­er­ful with pow­er­ful does he wish to deal.”

			Here Gen­er­al Forgell bowed be­fore Zamoys­ki with as much re­spect as be­fore an in­de­pen­dent monarch. In the hall it grew silent. All eyes were fixed on Zamoys­ki. He be­gan to twist, ac­cord­ing to his cus­tom, in his gild­ed arm­chair, to pout his lips, and ex­hib­it stern re­solve; at last he thrust out his el­bows, placed his palms on his knees, and shak­ing his head like a restive horse, be­gan—

			“This is what I have to say! I am great­ly thank­ful to his Swedish Seren­i­ty for the lofty opin­ion which he has of my wit and my love for the Com­mon­wealth. Noth­ing is dear­er to me than the friend­ship of such a po­ten­tate. But I think that we might love each oth­er all the same if his Swedish Seren­i­ty re­mained in Stock­holm and I in Zamost; that is what it is. For Stock­holm be­longs to his Swedish Seren­i­ty, and Zamost to me. As to love for the Com­mon­wealth, this is what I think. The Com­mon­wealth will not im­prove by the com­ing in of the Swedes, but by their de­par­ture. That is my ar­gu­ment! I be­lieve that Zamost might help his Swedish Seren­i­ty to vic­to­ry over Yan Kaz­imir; but your wor­thi­ness should know that I have not giv­en oath to his Swedish Grace, but to Yan Kaz­imir; there­fore I wish vic­to­ry to Yan Kaz­imir, and I will not give Zamost to the King of Swe­den. That is my po­si­tion!”

			“That pol­i­cy suits me!” said Za­glo­ba.

			A joy­ous mur­mur rose in the hall; but Zamoys­ki slapped his knees with his hands, and the sounds were hushed.

			Forgell was con­fused, and was silent for a time; then he be­gan to ar­gue anew, in­sist­ed a lit­tle, threat­ened, begged, flat­tered. Latin flowed from his mouth like a stream, till drops of sweat were on his fore­head; but all was in vain, for af­ter his best ar­gu­ments, so strong that they might move walls, he heard al­ways one an­swer—

			“But still I will not yield Zamost; that is my po­si­tion!”

			The au­di­ence con­tin­ued be­yond mea­sure; at last it be­came awk­ward and dif­fi­cult for Forgell, since mirth was seiz­ing those present. More and more fre­quent­ly some word fell, some sneer—now from Za­glo­ba, now from oth­ers—af­ter which smoth­ered laugh­ter was heard in the hall. Forgell saw fi­nal­ly that it was nec­es­sary to use the last means; there­fore he un­rolled a parch­ment with seals, which he held in his hand, and to which no one had turned at­ten­tion hith­er­to, and ris­ing said with a solemn, em­phat­ic voice—

			“For open­ing the gates of the fortress his Roy­al Grace,” here again he enu­mer­at­ed the ti­tles, “gives your prince­ly grace the prov­ince of Lubel­sk in per­pet­u­al pos­ses­sion.”

			All were as­ton­ished when they heard this, and Zamoys­ki him­self was as­ton­ished for a mo­ment. Forgell had be­gun to turn a tri­umphant look on the peo­ple around him, when sud­den­ly and in deep si­lence Za­glo­ba, stand­ing be­hind Zamoys­ki, said in Pol­ish—

			“Your wor­thi­ness, of­fer the King of Swe­den the Nether­lands in ex­change.”

			Zamoys­ki, with­out think­ing long, put his hands on his hips and fired through the whole hall in Latin—

			“And I of­fer to his Swedish Seren­i­ty the Nether­lands!”

			That mo­ment the hall re­sound­ed with one im­mense burst of laugh­ter. The breasts of all were shak­ing, and the gir­dles on their bod­ies were shak­ing; some clapped their hands, oth­ers tot­tered as drunk­en men, some leaned on their neigh­bors, but the laugh­ter sound­ed con­tin­u­ous­ly. Forgell was pale; he frowned ter­ri­bly, but he wait­ed with fire in his eyes and his head raised haugh­ti­ly. At last, when the parox­ysm of laugh­ter had passed, he asked in a short, bro­ken voice—

			“Is that the fi­nal an­swer of your wor­thi­ness?”

			Zamoys­ki twirled his mus­tache. “No!” said he, rais­ing his head still more proud­ly, “for I have can­non on the walls.”

			The em­bassy was at an end.

			Two hours lat­er can­nons were thun­der­ing from the trench­es of the Swedes, but Zamoys­ki’s guns an­swered them with equal pow­er. All Zamost was cov­ered with smoke, as with an im­mense cloud; mo­ment af­ter mo­ment there were flash­es in that cloud, and thun­der roared un­ceas­ing­ly. But fire from the heavy fortress guns was pre­pon­der­ant. The Swedish balls fell in the moat or bound­ed with­out ef­fect from the strong an­gles; to­ward evening the en­e­my were forced to draw back from the near­er trench­es, for the fortress was cov­er­ing them with such a rain of mis­siles that noth­ing liv­ing could en­dure it. The Swedish king, car­ried away by anger, com­mand­ed to burn all the vil­lages and ham­lets, so that the neigh­bor­hood seemed in the night one sea of fire; but Zamoys­ki cared not for that.

			“All right!” said he, “let them burn. We have a roof over our heads, but soon it will be pour­ing down their backs.”

			And he was so sat­is­fied with him­self and re­joiced that he made a great feast that day and re­mained till late at the cups. A re­sound­ing or­ches­tra played at the feast so loud­ly that, in spite of the thun­der of ar­tillery, it could be heard in the re­motest trench­es of the Swedes.

			But the Swedes can­non­ad­ed con­tin­u­al­ly, so con­stant­ly in­deed that the fir­ing last­ed the whole night. Next day a num­ber of guns were brought to the king, which as soon as they were placed in the trench­es be­gan to work against the fortress. The king did not ex­pect, it is true, to make a breach in the walls; he mere­ly wished to in­stil in­to Zamoys­ki the con­vic­tion that he had de­ter­mined to storm fu­ri­ous­ly and mer­ci­less­ly. He wished to bring ter­ror on them; but that was bring­ing ter­ror on Poles.36 Zamoys­ki paid no at­ten­tion to it for a mo­ment, and of­ten while on the walls he said, in time of the heav­i­est can­nonad­ing—

			“Why do they waste pow­der?”

			Volody­ovs­ki and the oth­ers of­fered to make a sor­tie, but Zamoys­ki would not per­mit it; he did not wish to waste blood. He knew be­sides that it would be nec­es­sary to de­liv­er open bat­tle; for such a care­ful war­rior as the king and such a trained army would not let them­selves be sur­prised. Za­glo­ba, see­ing this fixed de­ter­mi­na­tion, in­sist­ed all the more, and guar­an­teed that he would lead the sor­tie.

			“You are too blood­thirsty!” an­swered Zamoys­ki. “It is pleas­ant for us and un­pleas­ant for the Swedes; why should we go to them? You might fall, and I need you as a coun­cil­lor; for it was by your wit that I con­found­ed Forgell so by men­tion­ing the Nether­lands.”

			Za­glo­ba an­swered that he could not re­strain him­self with­in the walls, he want­ed so much to get at the Swedes; but he was forced to obey. In de­fault of oth­er oc­cu­pa­tion he spent his time on the walls among the sol­diers, deal­ing out to them pre­cau­tions and coun­sel with im­por­tance, which all heard with no lit­tle re­spect, hold­ing him a great­ly ex­pe­ri­enced war­rior, one of the fore­most in the Com­mon­wealth; and he was re­joiced in soul, look­ing at the de­fence and the spir­it of the knight­hood.

			“Pan Michael,” said he to Volody­ovs­ki, “there is an­oth­er spir­it in the Com­mon­wealth and in the no­bles. No one thinks now of trea­son or sur­ren­der; and ev­ery­one out of good­will for the Com­mon­wealth and the king is ready to give his life soon­er than yield a step to the en­e­my. You re­mem­ber how a year ago from ev­ery side was heard, ‘This one has be­trayed, that one has be­trayed, a third has ac­cept­ed pro­tec­tion;’ and now the Swedes need pro­tec­tion more than we. If the Dev­il does not pro­tect them, he will soon take them. We have our stom­achs so full here that drum­mers might beat on them, but their en­trails are twist­ed in­to whips from hunger.”

			Za­glo­ba was right. The Swedish army had no sup­plies; and for eigh­teen thou­sand men, not to men­tion hors­es, there was no place from which to get sup­plies. Zamoys­ki, be­fore the ar­rival of the en­e­my, had brought in from all his es­tates for many miles around food for man and horse. In the more re­mote neigh­bor­hoods of the coun­try swarmed par­ties of con­fed­er­ates and bands of armed peas­ants, so that for­ag­ing de­tach­ments could not go out, since just be­yond the camp cer­tain death was in wait­ing.

			In ad­di­tion to this, Pan Charnyet­s­ki had not gone to the west bank of the Vis­tu­la, but was cir­cling about the Swedish army like a wild beast around a sheep­fold. Again night­ly alarms had be­gun, and the loss of small­er par­ties with­out tid­ings. Near Kras­nik ap­peared cer­tain Pol­ish troops, which had cut com­mu­ni­ca­tion with the Vis­tu­la. Fi­nal­ly, news came that Pavel Sapye­ha, the het­man, was march­ing from the north with a pow­er­ful Lithua­ni­an army; that in pass­ing he had de­stroyed the gar­ri­son at Lublin, had tak­en Lublin, and was com­ing with cav­al­ry to Zamost.

			Old Wit­tem­berg, the most ex­pe­ri­enced of the Swedish lead­ers, saw the whole ghast­li­ness of the po­si­tion, and laid it plain­ly be­fore the king.

			“I know,” said he, “that the ge­nius of your Roy­al Grace can do won­ders; but judg­ing things in hu­man fash­ion, hunger will over­come us, and when the en­e­my fall up­on our ema­ci­at­ed army not a liv­ing foot of us will es­cape.”

			“If I had this fortress,” an­swered the king, “I could fin­ish the war in two months.”

			“For such a fortress a year’s siege is short.”

			The king in his soul rec­og­nized that the old war­rior was right, but he did not ac­knowl­edge that he saw no means him­self, that his ge­nius was strained. He count­ed yet on some un­ex­pect­ed event; hence he gave or­ders to fire night and day.

			“I will bend the spir­it in them,” said he; “they will be more in­clined to treaties.”

			Af­ter some days of can­nonad­ing so fu­ri­ous that the light could not be seen be­hind the smoke, the king sent Forgell again to the fortress.

			“The king, my mas­ter,” said Forgell, ap­pear­ing be­fore Zamoys­ki, “con­sid­ers that the dam­age which Zamost must have suf­fered from our can­nonad­ing will soft­en the lofty mind of your prince­ly grace and in­cline it to ne­go­ti­a­tions.”

			To which Zamoys­ki said: “Of course there is dam­age! Why should there not be? You killed on the mar­ket square a pig, which was struck in the bel­ly by the frag­ment of a bomb. If you can­non­ade an­oth­er week, per­haps you’ll kill an­oth­er pig.”

			Forgell took that an­swer to the king. In the evening a new coun­cil was held in the king’s quar­ters; next day the Swedes be­gan to pack their tents in wag­ons and draw their can­non out of the trench­es, and in the night the whole army moved on­ward.

			Zamost thun­dered af­ter them from all its ar­tillery, and when they had van­ished from the eye two squadrons, the Shem­berk and the Lau­da, passed out through the south­ern gate and fol­lowed in their track.

			The Swedes marched south­ward. Wit­tem­berg ad­vised, it is true, a re­turn to War­saw, and with all his pow­er he tried to con­vince the king that that was the on­ly road of sal­va­tion; but the Swedish Alexan­der had de­ter­mined ab­so­lute­ly to pur­sue the Pol­ish Dar­ius to the re­motest bound­aries of the king­dom.

		
	
		
			LXXI

			The spring of that year ap­proached with won­der­ful roads; for while in the north of the Com­mon­wealth snow was al­ready thaw­ing, the stiff­ened rivers were set free, and the whole coun­try was filled with March wa­ter, in the south the icy breath of win­ter was still de­scend­ing from the moun­tains to the fields, woods, and forests. In the forests lay snow­drifts, in the open coun­try frozen roads sound­ed un­der the hoofs of hors­es; the days were dry, the sun­sets red, the nights star­ry and frosty. The peo­ple liv­ing on the rich clay, on the black soil, and in the woods of Lit­tle Poland com­fort­ed them­selves with the con­tin­u­ance of the cold, stat­ing that the field-mice and the Swedes would per­ish from it. But inas­much as the spring came late, it came as swift­ly as an ar­mored squadron ad­vanc­ing to the at­tack of an en­e­my. The sun shot down liv­ing fire from heav­en, and at once the crust of win­ter burst; from the Hun­gar­i­an steppes flew a strong warm wind, and be­gan to blow on the fields and wild places. Straight­way in the midst of shin­ing ponds arable ground be­came dark, a green fleece shot up on the low riv­er-lands, and the forests be­gan to shed tears from burst­ing buds on their branch­es.

			In the heav­ens con­tin­u­al­ly fair were seen, dai­ly, rows of cranes, wild ducks, teal, and geese. Storks flew to their places of the past year, and the roofs were swarm­ing with swal­lows; the twit­ter of birds was heard in the vil­lages, their noise in the woods and ponds, and in the evening the whole coun­try was ring­ing with the croak­ing and singing of frogs, which swam with de­light in the wa­ters.

			Then came great rains, which were as if they had been warmed; they fell in the day­time, they fell in the night, with­out in­ter­rup­tion.

			The fields were turned in­to lakes, the rivers over­flowed, the fords be­came im­pass­able; then fol­lowed the “stick­i­ness and the im­pos­si­ble of mud­dy roads.” Amid all this wa­ter, mud, and swamp the Swedish le­gions dragged on­ward con­tin­u­al­ly to­ward the south.

			But how lit­tle was that throng, ad­vanc­ing as it were to de­struc­tion, like that bril­liant army which in its time marched un­der Wit­tem­berg to Great Poland! Hunger had stamped it­self on the faces of the old sol­diers; they went on more like spec­tres than men, in suf­fer­ing, in toil, in sleep­less­ness, know­ing that at the end of the road not food was await­ing, but hunger; not sleep, but a bat­tle; and if rest, then the rest of the dead.

			Ar­rayed in iron these skele­tons of horse­men sat on skele­tons of hors­es. The in­fantry hard­ly drew their legs along; bare­ly could they hold spears and mus­kets with trem­bling hands. Day fol­lowed day; they went on­ward con­tin­u­al­ly. Wag­ons were bro­ken, can­nons were fas­tened in sloughs; they went on so slow­ly that some­times they were able to ad­vance hard­ly five miles in one day. Dis­eases fell on the sol­diers, like ravens on corpses; the teeth of some were chat­ter­ing from fever; oth­ers lay down on the ground sim­ply from weak­ness, choos­ing rather to die than ad­vance.

			But the Swedish Alexan­der has­tened to­ward the Pol­ish Dar­ius un­ceas­ing­ly. At the same time he was pur­sued him­self. As in the night­time jack­als fol­low a sick buf­fa­lo wait­ing to see if he will soon fall, and he knows that he will fall and he hears the howl of the hun­gry pack, so af­ter the Swedes went “par­ties,” no­bles and peas­ants, ap­proach­ing ev­er near­er, at­tack­ing ev­er more in­so­lent­ly, and snatch­ing away.

			At last came Charnyet­s­ki, the most ter­ri­ble of all the pur­suers, and fol­lowed close­ly. The rear­guards of the Swedes as of­ten as they looked be­hind saw horse­men, at one time far off on the edge of the hori­zon, at an­oth­er a fur­long away, at an­oth­er twice the dis­tance of a mus­ket-shot, at an­oth­er time, when at­tack­ing, on their very shoul­ders.

			The en­e­my want­ed bat­tle; with de­spair did the Swedes pray to the Lord of Hosts for bat­tle. But Charnyet­s­ki did not re­ceive bat­tle, he bid­ed his time; mean­while he pre­ferred to pun­ish the Swedes, or let go from his hand against them sin­gle par­ties as one would fal­cons against wa­ter birds.

			And so they marched one af­ter the oth­er. There were times, how­ev­er, when Charnyet­s­ki passed the Swedes, pushed on, and blocked the road be­fore them, pre­tend­ing to pre­pare for a gen­er­al bat­tle. Then the trum­pet sound­ed joy­ous­ly from one end of the Swedish camp to the oth­er, and, oh mir­a­cle! new strength, a new spir­it seemed to viv­i­fy on a sud­den the wea­ried ranks of the Scan­di­na­vians. Sick, wet, weak, like Lazarus­es, they stood in rank prompt­ly for bat­tle, with flam­ing faces, with fire in their eyes. Spears and mus­kets moved with as much ac­cu­ra­cy as if iron hands held them; the shouts of bat­tle were heard as loud­ly as if they came from the health­i­est bo­soms, and they marched for­ward to strike breast against breast.

			Then Charnyet­s­ki struck once, twice; but when the ar­tillery be­gan to thun­der he with­drew his troops, leav­ing to the Swedes as prof­it, vain la­bor and the greater dis­ap­point­ment and dis­gust.

			When, how­ev­er, the ar­tillery could not come up, and spears and sabres had to de­cide in the open field, he struck like a thun­der­bolt, know­ing that in a hand-to-hand con­flict the Swedish cav­al­ry could not stand, even against vol­un­teers.

			And again Wit­tem­berg im­plored the king to re­treat and thus avoid ru­in to him­self and the army; but Karl Gus­tav in an­swer com­pressed his lips, fire flashed from his eyes, and he point­ed to the south, where in the Rus­sian re­gions he hoped to find Yan Kaz­imir, and al­so fields open to con­quest, rest, pro­vi­sions, pas­tures for hors­es, and rich plun­der.

			Mean­while, to com­plete the mis­for­tune, those Pol­ish reg­i­ments which had served him hith­er­to, and which in one way or an­oth­er were now alone able to meet Charnyet­s­ki, be­gan to leave the Swedes. Pan Zbro­jek re­signed first; he had held to Karl hith­er­to not from de­sire of gain, but from blind at­tach­ment to the squadron, and sol­dier­ly faith­ful­ness to Karl. He re­signed in this fash­ion, that he en­gaged in con­flict with a reg­i­ment of Miller’s dra­goons, cut down half the men, and de­part­ed. Af­ter him re­signed Pan Kalin­s­ki, who rode over the Swedish in­fantry. Yan Sapye­ha grew gloomi­er each day; he was med­i­tat­ing some­thing in his soul, plot­ting some­thing. He had not gone hith­er­to him­self, but his men were de­sert­ing him dai­ly.

			Karl Gus­tav was march­ing then through Narol, Tsye­shanov, and Oleshytse, to reach the San. He was up­held by the hope that Yan Kaz­imir would bar his road and give him bat­tle. A vic­to­ry might yet re­pair the fate of Swe­den and bring a change of for­tune. In fact, ru­mors were cur­rent that Yan Kaz­imir had set out from Lvoff with the quar­ter sol­diers and the Tar­tars. But Karl’s reck­on­ings de­ceived him. Yan Kaz­imir pre­ferred to await the junc­tion of the armies and the ar­rival of the Lithua­ni­ans un­der Sapye­ha. De­lay was his best al­ly; for he was grow­ing dai­ly in strength, while Karl was be­com­ing weak­er.

			“That is not the march of troops nor of an army, but a fu­ner­al pro­ces­sion!” said old war­riors in Yan Kaz­imir’s suite.

			Many Swedish of­fi­cers shared this opin­ion. Karl Gus­tav how­ev­er re­peat­ed still that he was go­ing to Lvoff; but he was de­ceiv­ing him­self and his army. It was not for him to go to Lvoff, but to think of his own safe­ty. Be­sides, it was not cer­tain that he would find Yan Kaz­imir in Lvoff; in ev­ery event the “Pol­ish Dar­ius” might with­draw far in­to Podolia, and draw af­ter him the en­e­my in­to dis­tant steppes where the Swedes must per­ish with­out res­cue.

			Dou­glas went to Pre­mysl to try if that fortress would yield, and re­turned, not mere­ly with noth­ing, but plucked. The catas­tro­phe was com­ing slow­ly, but in­evitably. All tid­ings brought to the Swedish camp were sim­ply the an­nounce­ment of it. Each day fresh tid­ings and ev­er more ter­ri­ble.

			“Sapye­ha is march­ing; he is al­ready in Tomashov!” was re­peat­ed one day. “Lyubomirs­ki is march­ing with troops and moun­taineers!” was an­nounced the day fol­low­ing. And again: “The king is lead­ing the quar­ter sol­diers and the horde one hun­dred thou­sand strong! He has joined Sapye­ha!”

			Among these tid­ings were “tid­ings of dis­as­ter and death,” un­true and ex­ag­ger­at­ed, but they al­ways spread fear. The courage of the army fell. For­mer­ly when­ev­er Karl ap­peared in per­son be­fore his reg­i­ments, they greet­ed him with shouts in which rang the hope of vic­to­ry; now the reg­i­ments stood be­fore him dull and dumb. And at the fires the sol­diers, fam­ished and wea­ried to death, whis­pered more of Charnyet­s­ki than of their own king. They saw him ev­ery­where. And, a strange thing! when for a cou­ple of days no par­ty had per­ished, when a few nights passed with­out alarms or cries of “Al­lah!” and “Strike, kill!” their dis­qui­et be­came still greater. “Charnyet­s­ki has fled; God knows what he is pre­par­ing!” re­peat­ed the sol­diers.

			Karl halt­ed a few days in Yaroslav, pon­der­ing what to do. Dur­ing that time the Swedes placed on flat-bot­tomed boats sick sol­diers, of whom there were many in camp, and sent them by the riv­er to San­domir, the near­est for­ti­fied town still in Swedish hands. Af­ter this work had been fin­ished, and just when the news of Yan Kaz­imir’s march from Lvoff had come in, the King of Swe­den de­ter­mined to dis­cov­er where Yan Kaz­imir was, and with that ob­ject Colonel Kan­neberg with one thou­sand cav­al­ry passed the San and moved to the east.

			“It may be that you have in your hands the fate of the war and us all,” said the king to him at part­ing.

			And in truth much de­pend­ed on that par­ty, for in the worst case Kan­neberg was to fur­nish the camp with pro­vi­sions; and if he could learn cer­tain­ly where Yan Kaz­imir was, the Swedish King was to move at once with all his forces against the “Pol­ish Dar­ius,” whose army he was to scat­ter and whose per­son he was to seize if he could.

			The first sol­diers and the best hors­es were as­signed, there­fore, to Kan­neberg. Choice was made the more care­ful­ly as the colonel could not take ar­tillery or in­fantry; hence he must have with him men who with sabres could stand against Pol­ish cav­al­ry in the field.

			March 20, the par­ty set out. A num­ber of of­fi­cers and sol­diers took farewell of them, say­ing: “God con­duct you! God give vic­to­ry! God give a for­tu­nate re­turn!” They marched in a long line, be­ing one thou­sand in num­ber, and went two abreast over the new­ly built bridge which had one square still un­fin­ished, but was in some fash­ion cov­ered with planks so that they might pass.

			Good hope shone in their faces, for they were ex­cep­tion­al­ly well fed. Food had been tak­en from oth­ers and giv­en to them; gorail­ka was poured in­to their flasks. When they were rid­ing away they shout­ed joy­ful­ly and said to their com­rades—

			“We will bring you Charnyet­s­ki him­self on a rope.”

			Fools! They knew not that they were go­ing as go bul­locks to slaugh­ter at the sham­bles!

			Ev­ery­thing com­bined for their ru­in. Bare­ly had they crossed the riv­er when the Swedish sap­pers re­moved the tem­po­rary cov­er­ing of the bridge, so as to lay stronger planks over which can­non might pass. The thou­sand turned to­ward Vyel­ki Ochi, singing in low voic­es to them­selves; their hel­mets glit­tered in the sun on the turn once and a sec­ond time; then they be­gan to sink in the dense pinewood.

			They rode for­ward two miles and a half—empti­ness, si­lence around them; the for­est depths seemed va­cant al­to­geth­er. They halt­ed to give breath to the hors­es; af­ter that they moved slow­ly for­ward. At last they reached Vyel­ki Oe­hi, in which they found not a liv­ing soul. That empti­ness as­ton­ished Kan­neberg.

			“Ev­i­dent­ly they have been wait­ing for us here,” said he to Ma­jor Sweno; “but Charnyet­s­ki must be in some oth­er place, since he has not pre­pared am­bush­es.”

			“Does your wor­thi­ness or­der a re­turn?” asked Sweno.

			“We will go on even to Lvoff it­self, which is not very far. I must find an in­for­mant, and give the king sure in­for­ma­tion touch­ing Yan Kaz­imir.”

			“But if we meet su­pe­ri­or forces?”

			“Even if we meet sev­er­al thou­sand of those brawlers whom the Poles call gen­er­al mili­tia, we will not let our­selves be torn apart by such sol­diers.”

			“But we may meet reg­u­lar troops. We have no ar­tillery, and against them can­nons are the main thing.”

			“Then we will draw back in sea­son and in­form the king of the en­e­my, and those who try to cut off our re­treat we will dis­perse.”

			“I am afraid of the night!” replied Sweno.

			“We will take ev­ery pre­cau­tion. We have food for men and hors­es for two days; we need not hur­ry.”

			When they en­tered the pinewood be­yond Vyel­ki Ochi, they act­ed with vast­ly more cau­tion. Fifty horse­men rode in ad­vance mus­ket in hand, each man with his gun­stock on his thigh. They looked care­ful­ly on ev­ery side; ex­am­ined the thick­ets, the un­der­growth; fre­quent­ly they halt­ed, lis­tened; some­times they went from the road to one side to ex­am­ine the depths of the for­est, but nei­ther on the roads nor at the sides was there a man.

			But one hour lat­er, af­ter they had passed a rather sud­den turn, two troop­ers rid­ing in ad­vance saw a man on horse­back about four hun­dred yards ahead.

			The day was clear and the sun shone bright­ly; hence the man could be seen as some­thing on the hand. He was a sol­dier, not large, dressed very de­cent­ly in for­eign fash­ion. He seemed es­pe­cial­ly small be­cause he sat on a large cream-col­ored steed, ev­i­dent­ly of high breed.

			The horse­man was rid­ing at leisure, as if not see­ing that troops were rolling on af­ter him. The spring floods had dug deep ditch­es in the road, in which mud­dy wa­ter was sweep­ing along. The horse­man spurred his steed in front of the ditch­es, and the beast sprang across with the nim­ble­ness of a deer, and again went on at a trot, throw­ing his head and snort­ing vi­va­cious­ly from time to time.

			The two troop­ers reined in their hors­es and be­gan to look around for the sergeant. He clat­tered up in a mo­ment, looked, and said: “That is some hound from the Pol­ish ken­nel.”

			“Shall I shout at him?”

			“Shout not; there may be more of them. Go to the colonel.”

			Mean­while the rest of the ad­vance guard rode up, and all halt­ed; the small horse­man halt­ed too, and turned the face of his steed to the Swedes as if wish­ing to block the road to them. For a cer­tain time they looked at him and he at them.

			“There is an­oth­er! a sec­ond! a third! a fourth! a whole par­ty!” were the sud­den cries in the Swedish ranks.

			In fact, horse­men be­gan to pour out from both sides of the road; at first singly, then by twos, by threes. All took their places in line with him who had ap­peared first.

			But the sec­ond Swedish guard with Sweno, and then the whole de­tach­ment with Kan­neberg, came up. Kan­neberg and Sweno rode to the front at once.

			“I know those men!” cried Sweno, when he had bare­ly seen them; “their squadron was the first to strike on Prince Walde­mar at Go­lamb; those are Charnyet­s­ki’s men. He must be here him­self!”

			These words pro­duced an im­pres­sion; deep si­lence fol­lowed in the ranks, on­ly the hors­es shook their bri­dle-bits.

			“I sniff some am­bush,” con­tin­ued Sweno. “There are too few of them to meet us, but there must be oth­ers hid­den in the woods.”

			He turned here to Kan­neberg: “Your wor­thi­ness, let us re­turn.”

			“You give good coun­sel,” an­swered the colonel, frown­ing. “It was not worth while to set out if we must re­turn at sight of a few ragged fel­lows. Why did we not re­turn at sight of one? For­ward!”

			The first Swedish rank moved at that mo­ment with the great­est reg­u­lar­i­ty; af­ter it the sec­ond, the third, the fourth. The dis­tance be­tween the two de­tach­ments was be­com­ing less.

			“Cock your mus­kets!” com­mand­ed Kan­neberg.

			The Swedish mus­kets moved like one; their iron necks were stretched to­ward the Pol­ish horse­men.

			But be­fore the mus­kets thun­dered, the Pol­ish horse­men turned their hors­es and be­gan to flee in a dis­or­der­ly group.

			“For­ward!” cried Kan­neberg.

			The di­vi­sion moved for­ward on a gal­lop, so that the ground trem­bled un­der the heavy hoofs of the hors­es.

			The for­est was filled with the shouts of pur­suers and pur­sued. Af­ter half an hour of chas­ing, ei­ther be­cause the Swedish hors­es were bet­ter, or those of the Poles were wea­ried by some jour­ney, the dis­tance be­tween the two bod­ies was de­creas­ing.

			But at once some­thing won­der­ful hap­pened. The Pol­ish band, at first dis­or­der­ly, did not scat­ter more and more as the flight con­tin­ued, but on the con­trary, they fled in ev­er bet­ter or­der, in ranks grow­ing more even, as if the very speed of the hors­es brought the rid­ers in­to line.

			Sweno saw this, urged on his horse, reached Kan­neberg, and called out—

			“Your wor­thi­ness, that is an un­com­mon par­ty; those are reg­u­lar sol­diers, flee­ing de­signed­ly and lead­ing us to an am­bush.”

			“Will there be dev­ils in the am­bush, or men?” asked Kan­neberg.

			The road rose some­what and be­came ev­er wider, the for­est thin­ner, and at the end of the road was to be seen an un­oc­cu­pied field, or rather a great open space, sur­round­ed on all sides by a dense, deep gray pinewood.

			The Pol­ish horse­men in­creased their pace in turn, and it tran­spired that hith­er­to they had gone slow­ly of pur­pose; for now in a short time they pushed for­ward so rapid­ly that the Swedish lead­er knew that he could nev­er over­take them. But when he had come to the mid­dle of the open plain and saw that the en­e­my were al­most touch­ing the oth­er end of it, he be­gan to re­strain his men and slack­en speed.

			But, oh mar­vel! the Poles, in­stead of sink­ing in the op­po­site for­est, wheeled around at the very edge of the half-cir­cle and re­turned on a gal­lop to­ward the Swedes, putting them­selves at once in such splen­did bat­tle or­der that they roused won­der even in their op­po­nents.

			“It is true!” cried Kan­neberg, “those are reg­u­lar sol­diers. They turned as if on pa­rade. What do they want for the hun­dredth time?”

			“They are at­tack­ing us!” cried Sweno.

			In fact, the squadron was mov­ing for­ward at a trot. The lit­tle knight on the cream-col­ored steed shout­ed some­thing to his men, pushed for­ward, again reined in his horse, gave signs with his sabre; ev­i­dent­ly he was the lead­er.

			“They are at­tack­ing re­al­ly!” said Kan­neberg, with as­ton­ish­ment.

			And now the hors­es, with ears dropped back, were com­ing at the great­est speed, stretched out so that their bel­lies al­most touched the ground. Their rid­ers bent for­ward to their shoul­ders, and were hid­den be­hind the horse manes. The Swedes stand­ing in the first rank saw on­ly hun­dreds of dis­tend­ed horse-nos­trils and burn­ing eyes. A whirl­wind does not move as that squadron tore on.

			“God with us! Swe­den! Fire!” com­mand­ed Kan­neberg, rais­ing his sword.

			All the mus­kets thun­dered; but at that very mo­ment the Pol­ish squadron fell in­to the smoke with such im­pe­tus that it hurled to the right and the left the first Swedish ranks, and drove it­self in­to the den­si­ty of men and hors­es, as a wedge is driv­en in­to a cleft log. A ter­ri­ble whirl was made, breast­plate struck breast­plate, sabre struck rapi­er; and the rat­tle, the whin­ing of hors­es, the groan of dy­ing men roused ev­ery echo, so that the whole pinewood be­gan to give back the sounds of the bat­tle, as the steep cliffs of moun­tains give back the thun­der.

			The Swedes were con­fused for a time, es­pe­cial­ly since a con­sid­er­able num­ber of them fell from the first blow; but soon re­cov­er­ing, they went pow­er­ful­ly against the en­e­my. Their flanks came to­geth­er; and since the Pol­ish squadron was push­ing ahead any­how, for it wished to pass through with a thrust, it was soon sur­round­ed. The Swedish cen­tre yield­ed be­fore the squadron, but the flanks pressed on it with the greater pow­er, un­able to break it; for it de­fend­ed it­self with rage and with all that in­com­pa­ra­ble adroit­ness which made the Pol­ish cav­al­ry so ter­ri­ble in hand-to-hand con­flict. Sabres toiled then against rapiers, bod­ies fell thick­ly; but the vic­to­ry was just turn­ing to the Swedish side when sud­den­ly from un­der the dark wall of the pinewood rolled out an­oth­er squadron, and moved for­ward at once with a shout.

			The whole right wing of the Swedes, un­der the lead of Sweno, faced the new en­e­my in which the trained Swedish sol­diers rec­og­nized hus­sars. They were led by a man on a valiant dap­ple gray; he wore a bur­ka, and a wild­cat skin cap with a heron feath­er. He was per­fect­ly vis­i­ble to the eye, for he was rid­ing at one side some yards from the sol­diers.

			“Charnyet­s­ki! Charnyet­s­ki!” was the cry in the Swedish ranks.

			Sweno looked in de­spair at the sky, then pressed his horse with his knees and rushed for­ward with his men.

			But Charnyet­s­ki led his hus­sars a few yards far­ther, and when they were mov­ing with the swiftest rush, he turned back alone.

			With that a third squadron is­sued from the for­est, he gal­loped to that and led it for­ward; a fourth came out, he led that on; point­ing to each with his ba­ton, where it must strike. You would have said that he was a man lead­ing har­vesters to his field and dis­tribut­ing work among them.

			At last, when the fifth squadron had come forth from the for­est, he put him­self at the head of that, and with it rushed to the fight.

			But the hus­sars had al­ready forced the right wing to the rear, and af­ter a while had bro­ken it com­plete­ly; the three oth­er squadrons, rac­ing around the Swedes in Tar­tar fash­ion and rais­ing an up­roar, had thrown them in­to dis­or­der; then they fell to cut­ting them with steel, to thrust­ing them with lances, scat­ter­ing, tram­pling, and fi­nal­ly pur­su­ing them amid shrieks and slaugh­ter.

			Kan­neberg saw that he had fall­en in­to an am­bush, and had led his de­tach­ment as it were un­der the knife. For him there was no thought of vic­to­ry now; but he wished to save as many men as pos­si­ble, hence he or­dered to sound the re­treat. The Swedes, there­fore, turned with all speed to that same road by which they had come to Vyel­ki Ochi; but Charnyet­s­ki’s men so fol­lowed them that the breaths of the Pol­ish hors­es warmed the shoul­ders of the Swedes.

			In these con­di­tions and in view of the ter­ror which had seized the Swedish cav­al­ry, that re­turn could not take place in or­der; and soon Kan­neberg’s bril­liant di­vi­sion was turned in­to a crowd flee­ing in dis­or­der and slaugh­tered al­most with­out re­sis­tance.

			The longer the pur­suit last­ed, the more ir­reg­u­lar it be­came; for the Poles did not pur­sue in or­der, each of them drove his horse ac­cord­ing to the breath in the beast’s nos­trils, and at­tacked and slew whom he wished.

			Both sides were min­gled and con­fused in one mass. Some Pol­ish sol­diers passed the last Swedish ranks; and it hap­pened that when a Pole stood in his stir­rups to strike with more pow­er the man flee­ing in front of him, he fell him­self thrust with a rapi­er from be­hind. The road to Vyel­ki Ochi was strewn with Swedish corpses; but the end of the chase was not there. Both sides rushed with the same force along the road through the next for­est; there how­ev­er the Swedish hors­es, wea­ried first, be­gan to go more slow­ly, and the slaugh­ter be­came still more bloody.

			Some of the Swedes sprang from their beasts and van­ished in the for­est; but on­ly a few did so, for the Swedes knew from ex­pe­ri­ence that peas­ants were watch­ing in the for­est, and they pre­ferred to die from sabres rather than from ter­ri­ble tor­tures, of which the in­fu­ri­at­ed peo­ple were not spar­ing. Some asked quar­ter, but for the most part in vain; for each Pole chose to slay an en­e­my, and chase on rather than take him pris­on­er, guard him, and leave fur­ther pur­suit.

			They cut then with­out mer­cy, so that no one might re­turn with news of the de­feat. Volody­ovs­ki was in the van of pur­suit with the Lau­da squadron. He was that horse­man who had ap­peared first to the Swedes as a de­coy; he had struck first, and now, sit­ting on a horse which was as if im­pelled by a whirl­wind, he en­joyed him­self with his whole soul, wish­ing to be sat­ed with blood, and avenge the de­feat of Go­lamb. Ev­ery lit­tle while he over­took a horse­man, and when he had over­tak­en him he quenched him as quick­ly as he would a can­dle; some­times he came on the shoul­ders of two, three, or four, but soon, on­ly in a mo­ment, that same num­ber of hors­es ran rid­er­less be­fore him. More than one hap­less Swede caught his own rapi­er by the point, and turn­ing the hilt to the knight for quar­ter im­plored with voice and with eyes. Volody­ovs­ki did not stop, but thrust­ing his sabre in­to the man where the neck joins the breast, he gave him a light, small push, and the man dropped his hands, gave forth one and a sec­ond word with pale lips, then sank in the dark­ness of death.

			Volody­ovs­ki, not look­ing around, rushed on and pushed new vic­tims to the earth.

			The valiant Sweno took note of this ter­ri­ble har­vester, and sum­mon­ing a few of the best horse­men he de­ter­mined with the sac­ri­fice of his own life to re­strain even a lit­tle of the pur­suit in or­der to save oth­ers. They turned there­fore their hors­es, and point­ing their rapiers wait­ed with the points to­ward the pur­suers. Volody­ovs­ki, see­ing this, hes­i­tat­ed not a mo­ment, spurred on his horse, and fell in­to the midst of them.

			And be­fore any­one could have winked, two hel­mets had fall­en. More than ten rapiers were di­rect­ed at once to the sin­gle breast of Volody­ovs­ki; but at that in­stant rushed in Pan Yan and Pan Stanislav, Yuz­va Butrym, Za­glo­ba and Roh Ko­val­s­ki, of whom Za­glo­ba re­lat­ed, that even when go­ing to the at­tack he had his eyes closed in sleep, and woke on­ly when his breast struck the breast of an en­e­my.

			Volody­ovs­ki put him­self un­der the sad­dle so quick­ly that the rapiers passed through emp­ty air. He learned this method from the Tar­tars of Bail­go­rod; but be­ing small and at the same time adroit be­yond hu­man be­lief, he brought it to such per­fec­tion that he van­ished from the eye when he wished, ei­ther be­hind the shoul­der or un­der the bel­ly of the horse. So he van­ished this time, and be­fore the as­ton­ished Swedes could un­der­stand what had be­come of him he was erect on the sad­dle again, ter­ri­ble as a wild­cat which springs down from lofty branch­es among fright­ened dogs.

			Mean­while his com­rades gave him aid, and bore around death and con­fu­sion. One of the Swedes held a pis­tol to the very breast of Za­glo­ba. Roh Ko­val­s­ki, hav­ing that en­e­my on his left side, was un­able to strike him with a sabre; but he balled his fist, struck the Swede’s head in pass­ing, and that man dropped un­der the horse as if a thun­der­bolt had met him, and Za­glo­ba, giv­ing forth a shout of de­light, slashed in the tem­ple Sweno him­self, who dropped his hands and fell with his fore­head to the horse’s shoul­der. At sight of this the oth­er Swedes scat­tered. Volody­ovs­ki, Yuz­va Foot­less, Pan Yan, and Pan Stanislav fol­lowed and cut them down be­fore they had gone a hun­dred yards.

			And the pur­suit last­ed longer. The Swedish hors­es had less and less breath in their bod­ies, and ran more and more slow­ly. At last from a thou­sand of the best horse­men, which had gone out un­der Kan­neberg, there re­mained bare­ly a hun­dred and some tens; the rest had fall­en in a long belt over the for­est road. And this last group was de­creas­ing, for Pol­ish hands ceased not to toil over them.

			At last they came out of the for­est. The tow­ers of Yaroslav were out­lined clear­ly in the azure sky. Now hope en­tered the hearts of the flee­ing, for they knew that in Yaroslav was the king with all his forces, and at any mo­ment he might come to their aid. They had for­got­ten that im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter their pas­sage the top had been tak­en from the last square of the bridge, so as to put stronger planks for the pas­sage of can­non.

			Whether Charnyet­s­ki knew of this through his spies, or wished to show him­self of pur­pose to the Swedish king and cut down be­fore his eyes the last of those un­for­tu­nate men, it is enough that not on­ly did he not re­strain the pur­suit, but he sprang for­ward him­self with the Shem­berk squadron, slashed, cut with his own hand, pur­su­ing the crowd in such fash­ion as if he wished with that same speed to strike Yaroslav.

			At last they ran to with­in a fur­long of the bridge; shouts from the field came to the Swedish camp. A mul­ti­tude of sol­diers and of­fi­cers ran out from the town to see what was tak­ing place be­yond the riv­er; they had bare­ly looked when they saw and rec­og­nized the horse­men who had gone out of camp in the morn­ing.

			“Kan­neberg’s de­tach­ment! Kan­neberg’s de­tach­ment!” cried thou­sands of voic­es.

			“Al­most cut to pieces! Scarce­ly a hun­dred men are run­ning!”

			At that mo­ment the king him­self gal­loped up; with him Wit­tem­berg, Forgell, Miller, and oth­er gen­er­als.

			The king grew pale. “Kan­neberg!” said he.

			“By Christ and his wounds! the bridge is not fin­ished,” cried Wit­tem­berg; “the en­e­my will cut them down to the last man.”

			The king looked at the riv­er, which had risen with spring wa­ters, roar­ing with its yel­low waves; to give aid by swim­ming was not to be thought of.

			The few men still left were com­ing near­er.

			Now there was a new cry: “The king’s train and the guard are com­ing! They too will per­ish!”

			In fact, it had hap­pened that a part of the king’s pro­vi­sion-chests with a hun­dred men of the in­fantry guard had come out at that mo­ment by an­oth­er road from ad­join­ing forests. When they saw what had hap­pened, the men of the es­cort, in the con­vic­tion that the bridge was ready, has­tened with all speed to­ward the town.

			But they were seen from the field by the Poles. Im­me­di­ate­ly about three hun­dred horse­men rushed to­ward them at full speed; in front of all, with sabre above his head and fire in his eyes, flew the ten­ant of Van­sosh, Jendzian. Not many proofs had he giv­en hith­er­to of his brav­ery; but at sight of the wag­ons in which there might be rich plun­der, dar­ing so rose in his heart that he went some tens of yards in ad­vance of the oth­ers. The in­fantry at the wag­ons, see­ing that they could not es­cape, formed them­selves in­to a quad­ran­gle, and a hun­dred mus­kets were di­rect­ed at once at the breast of Jendzian. A roar shook the air, a line of smoke flew along the wall of the quad­ran­gle; but be­fore the smoke had cleared away the rid­er had urged on his horse so that the forefeet of the beast were above the heads of the men, and the lord ten­ant fell in­to the midst of them like a thun­der­bolt.

			An avalanche of horse­men rushed af­ter him. And as when wolves over­come a horse, and he, ly­ing yet on his back, de­fends him­self des­per­ate­ly with his hoofs, and they cov­er him com­plete­ly and tear from him lumps of liv­ing flesh, so those wag­ons and the in­fantry were cov­ered com­plete­ly with a whirling mass of hors­es and rid­ers. But ter­ri­ble shouts rose from that whirl, and reached the ears of the Swedes stand­ing on the oth­er bank.

			Mean­while still near­er the bank the Poles were fin­ish­ing the rem­nant of Kan­neberg’s cav­al­ry. The whole Swedish army had come out like one man to the lofty bank of the San. In­fantry, cav­al­ry, ar­tillery were min­gled to­geth­er; and all looked as if in an an­cient cir­cus in Rome at the spec­ta­cle; but they looked with set lips, with de­spair in their hearts, with ter­ror and a feel­ing of help­less­ness. At mo­ments from the breasts of those un­will­ing spec­ta­tors was wrest­ed a ter­ri­ble cry. At mo­ments a gen­er­al weep­ing was heard; then again si­lence, and on­ly the pant­ing of the ex­cit­ed sol­diers was au­di­ble. For that thou­sand men whom Kan­neberg had led out were the front and the pride of the whole Swedish army; they were vet­er­ans, cov­ered with glo­ry in God knows how many lands, and God knows how many bat­tles. But now they are run­ning, like a lost flock of sheep, over the broad fields in front of the Swedish army, dy­ing like sheep un­der the knife of the butch­er. For that was no longer a bat­tle, but a hunt. The ter­ri­ble Pol­ish horse­men cir­cled about, like a storm, over the field of strug­gle, cry­ing in var­i­ous voic­es and run­ning ahead of the Swedes. Some­times a num­ber less than ten, some­times a group more than ten fell on one man. Some­times one met one, some­times the hunt­ed Swede bowed down on the sad­dle as if to light­en the blow for the en­e­my, some­times he with­stood the brunt: but of­ten­er he per­ished, for with edged weapons the Swedish sol­diers were not equal to Pol­ish no­bles trained in all kinds of fenc­ing.

			But among the Poles the lit­tle knight was the most ter­ri­ble of all, sit­ting on his cream-col­ored steed, which was as nim­ble and as swift as a fal­con. The whole army not­ed him; for whom­so­ev­er he pur­sued he killed, who­ev­er met him per­ished it was un­known how and when, with such small and in­signif­i­cant move­ments of his sword did he hurl the stur­di­est horse­men to the earth. At last he saw Kan­neberg him­self, whom more than ten men were chas­ing; the lit­tle knight shout­ed at them, stopped the pur­suit by com­mand, and at­tacked the Swede him­self.

			The Swedes on the oth­er bank held the breath in their breasts. The king had pushed to the edge of the riv­er and looked with throb­bing heart, moved at once with alarm and hope; for Kan­neberg, as a great lord and a rel­a­tive of the king, was trained from child­hood in ev­ery species of sword ex­er­cise by Ital­ian mas­ters; in fight­ing with edged weapons he had not his equal in the Swedish army. All eyes there­fore were fixed on him now, bare­ly did they dare to breathe; but he, see­ing that the pur­suit of the crowd had ceased, and wish­ing af­ter the loss of his troops to save his own glo­ry in the eyes of the king, said to his gloomy soul—

			“Woe to me if hav­ing first lost my men, I do not seal with my own blood the shame, or if I do not pur­chase my life by hav­ing over­turned this ter­ri­ble man. In an­oth­er event, though the hand of God might bear me to that bank, I should not dare to look in the eyes of any Swede.” When he had said this he turned his horse and rushed to­ward the yel­low knight.

			Since those Poles who had cut him off from the riv­er had with­drawn, Kan­neberg had the hope that if he should fin­ish his op­po­nent, he might spring in­to the wa­ter, and then what would be would be; if he could not swim the stormy stream, its cur­rent would bear him far with the horse, and his broth­ers would pro­vide him some res­cue.

			He sprang there­fore like a thun­der­bolt at the lit­tle knight, and the lit­tle knight at him. The Swede wished dur­ing the rush to thrust the rapi­er up to the hilt un­der the arm of his op­po­nent; but he learned in an in­stant that though a mas­ter him­self he must meet a mas­ter as well, for his sword mere­ly slipped along the edge of the Pol­ish sabre, on­ly quiv­ered some­how won­der­ful­ly in his hand, as if his arm had sud­den­ly grown numb; bare­ly was he able to de­fend him­self from the blow which the knight then gave him; luck­i­ly at that mo­ment their hors­es bore them away in op­po­site di­rec­tions.

			Both wheeled in a cir­cle and re­turned si­mul­ta­ne­ous­ly; but they rode now more slow­ly against each oth­er, wish­ing to have more time for the meet­ing and even to cross weapons re­peat­ed­ly. Kan­neberg with­drew in­to him­self so that he be­came like a bird which presents to view on­ly a pow­er­ful beak from the midst of up­raised feath­ers. He knew one in­fal­li­ble thrust in which a cer­tain Flo­ren­tine had trained him—in­fal­li­ble be­cause de­ceit­ful and al­most im­pos­si­ble to be ward­ed off—con­sist­ing in this: that the point of the sword was di­rect­ed ap­par­ent­ly at the breast, but by avoid­ing ob­sta­cles at the side it passed through the throat till the hilt reached the back of the neck. This thrust he de­ter­mined to make now.

			And, sure of him­self, he ap­proached, re­strain­ing his horse more and more; but Volody­ovs­ki rode to­ward him with short springs. For a mo­ment he thought to dis­ap­pear sud­den­ly un­der the horse like a Tar­tar, but since he had to meet with on­ly one man, and that be­fore the eyes of both armies, though he un­der­stood that some un­ex­pect­ed thrust was wait­ing for him, he was ashamed to de­fend him­self in Tar­tar and not in knight­ly fash­ion.

			“He wish­es to take me as a heron does a fal­con with a thrust,” thought Pan Michael to him­self; “but I will use that wind­mill which I in­vent­ed in Lub­ni.”

			And this idea seemed to him best for the mo­ment; there­fore it sur­round­ed him like a glit­ter­ing shield of light, and he struck his steed with his spurs and rushed on Kan­neberg.

			Kan­neberg drew him­self in still more, and al­most grew to the horse; in the twin­kle of an eye the rapi­er caught the sabre, and quick­ly he stuck out his head like a snake and made a ghast­ly thrust.

			But in that in­stant a ter­ri­ble whirling be­gan to sound, the rapi­er turned in the hands of the Swede; the point struck emp­ty space, but the curved end of the sabre fell with the speed of light­ning; on the face of Kan­neberg, cut through a part of his nose, his mouth and beard, struck his shoul­der-blade, shat­tered that, and stopped on­ly at the sword-belt which crossed his shoul­der.

			The rapi­er dropped from the hands of the un­for­tu­nate man, and night em­braced his head; but be­fore he fell from his horse, Volody­ovs­ki dropped his own weapon and seized him by the shoul­der.

			The Swedes from the oth­er bank roared with one out burst, but Za­glo­ba sprang to the lit­tle knight.

			“Pan Michael, I knew it would be so, but I was ready to avenge you!”

			“He was a mas­ter,” an­swered Volody­ovs­ki. “You take the horse, for he is a good one.”

			“Ha! if it were not for the riv­er we could rush over and frol­ic with those fel­lows. I would be the first—”

			The whis­tle of balls in­ter­rupt­ed fur­ther words of Za­glo­ba; there­fore he did not fin­ish the ex­pres­sion of his thoughts, but cried—

			“Let us go, Pan Michael; those traitors are ready to fire.”

			“Their bul­lets have no force, for the range is too great.”

			Mean­while oth­er Pol­ish horse­men came up con­grat­u­lat­ing Volody­ovs­ki and look­ing at him with ad­mi­ra­tion; but he on­ly moved his mus­tach­es, for he was a cause of glad­ness to him­self as well as to them.

			But on the oth­er bank among the Swedes, it was seething as in a bee­hive. Ar­tillerists on that side drew out their can­nons in haste; and in the near­er Pol­ish ranks trum­pets were sound­ed for with­draw­al. At this sound each man sprang to his squadron, and in a mo­ment all were in or­der. They with­drew then to the for­est, and halt­ed again, as if of­fer­ing a place to the en­e­my and invit­ing them across the riv­er. At last, in front of the ranks of men and hors­es, rode out on his dap­ple gray the man wear­ing a bur­ka and a cap with a heron’s feath­er, and bear­ing a gild­ed ba­ton in his hand.

			He was per­fect­ly vis­i­ble, for the red­dish rays of the set­ting sun fell on him, and be­sides he rode be­fore the reg­i­ments as if re­view­ing them. All the Swedes knew him at once, and be­gan to shout—

			“Charnyet­s­ki! Charnyet­s­ki!”

			He said some­thing to the colonels. It was seen how he stopped longer with the knight who had slain Kan­neberg, and placed his hand on his shoul­der; then he raised his ba­ton, and the squadrons be­gan to turn slow­ly one af­ter an­oth­er to the pinewoods.

			Just then the sun went down. In Yaroslav the bells sound­ed in the church; then all the reg­i­ments be­gan to sing in one voice as they were rid­ing away, “The An­gel of the Lord an­nounced to the Most Holy Vir­gin Mary;” and with that song they van­ished from the eyes of the Swedes.

		
	
		
			LXXII

			That evening the Swedes lay down to sleep with­out putting food in­to their mouths, and with­out hope that they would have any­thing to strength­en them­selves with on the mor­row. They were not able to sleep from the tor­ment of hunger. Be­fore the sec­ond cock­crow the suf­fer­ing sol­diers be­gan to slip out of the camp singly and in crowds to plun­der vil­lages ad­join­ing Yaroslav. They went like night-thieves to Radzym­no, to Kanchuya, to Ty­chyno, where they hoped to find food of some kind. Their con­fi­dence was in­creased by the fact that Charnyet­s­ki was on the oth­er side of the riv­er; but even had he been able to cross, they pre­ferred death to hunger. There was ev­i­dent­ly a great re­lax­ation in the camp, for de­spite the strictest or­ders of the king about fif­teen hun­dred men went out in this way.

			They fell to rav­aging the neigh­bor­hood, burn­ing, plun­der­ing, killing; but scarce­ly a man of them was to re­turn. Charnyet­s­ki was on the oth­er side of the San, it is true, but on the left bank were var­i­ous “par­ties” of no­bles and peas­ants; of these the strong­est, that of St­jalkovs­ki, formed of dar­ing no­bles of the moun­tains, had come that very night to Prohnik, as if led by the evil fate of the Swedes. When he saw the fire and heard the shots, St­jalkovs­ki went straight to the up­roar and fell up­on the plun­der­ers. They de­fend­ed them­selves fierce­ly be­hind fences; but St­jalkovs­ki broke them up, cut them to pieces, spared no man. In oth­er vil­lages oth­er par­ties did work of the same kind. Fugi­tives were fol­lowed to the very camp, and the pur­suers spread alarm and con­fu­sion, shout­ing in Tar­tar, in Wal­lachi­an, in Hun­gar­i­an, and in Pol­ish; so that the Swedes thought that some pow­er­ful aux­il­iary of the Poles was at­tack­ing them, maybe the Khan with the whole horde.

			Con­fu­sion be­gan, and—a thing with­out ex­am­ple hith­er­to—pan­ic, which the of­fi­cers put down with the great­est ef­fort. The king, who re­mained on horse­back till day­light, saw what was tak­ing place; he un­der­stood what might come of that, and called a coun­cil of war at once in the morn­ing.

			That gloomy coun­cil did not last long, for there were not two roads to choose from. Courage had fall­en in the army, the sol­diers had noth­ing to eat, the en­e­my had grown in pow­er.

			The Swedish Alexan­der, who had promised the whole world to pur­sue the Pol­ish Dar­ius even to the steppes of the Tar­tars, was forced to think no longer of pur­suit, but of his own safe­ty.

			“We can re­turn by the San to San­domir, thence by the Vis­tu­la to War­saw and to Prus­sia,” said Wit­tem­berg; “in that way we shall es­cape de­struc­tion.”

			Dou­glas seized his own head: “So many vic­to­ries, so many toils, such a great coun­try con­quered, and we must re­turn.”

			To which Wit­tem­berg said: “Has your wor­thi­ness any ad­vice?”

			“I have not,” an­swered Dou­glas.

			The king, who had said noth­ing hith­er­to, rose, as a sign that the ses­sion was end­ed, and said,

			“I com­mand the re­treat!”

			Not a word fur­ther was heard from his mouth that day.

			Drums be­gan to rat­tle, and trum­pets to sound. News that the re­treat was or­dered ran in a mo­ment from one end of the camp to the oth­er. It was re­ceived with shouts of de­light. Fortress­es and cas­tles were still in the hands of the Swedes; and in them rest, food, and safe­ty were wait­ing.

			The gen­er­als and sol­diers be­took them­selves so zeal­ous­ly to pre­par­ing for re­treat that that zeal, as Dou­glas re­marked, bor­dered on dis­grace.

			The king sent Dou­glas with the van­guard to re­pair the dif­fi­cult cross­ings and clear the forests. Soon af­ter him moved the whole army in or­der of bat­tle; the front was cov­ered by ar­tillery, the rear by wag­ons, at the flanks marched in­fantry. Mil­i­tary sup­plies and tents sailed down the riv­er on boats.

			All these pre­cau­tions were not su­per­flu­ous; bare­ly had the march be­gun, when the rear­guard of the Swedes saw Pol­ish cav­al­ry be­hind, and thence­forth they lost it al­most nev­er from sight. Charnyet­s­ki as­sem­bled his own squadrons, col­lect­ed all the “par­ties” of that re­gion, sent to Yan Kaz­imir for re­in­force­ments, and pur­sued. The first stop­ping-place, Pjevorsk, was at the same time the first place of alarm. The Pol­ish di­vi­sions pushed up so close­ly that sev­er­al thou­sand in­fantry with ar­tillery had to turn against them. For a time the king him­self thought that Charnyet­s­ki was re­al­ly at­tack­ing; but ac­cord­ing to his wont he on­ly sent de­tach­ment af­ter de­tach­ment. These at­tacked with an up­roar and re­treat­ed im­me­di­ate­ly. All the night passed in these en­coun­ters—a trou­ble­some and sleep­less night for the Swedes.

			The whole march, all the fol­low­ing nights and days were to be like this one.

			Mean­while Yan Kaz­imir sent two squadrons of very well trained cav­al­ry, and with them a let­ter stat­ing that the het­mans would soon march with cav­al­ry, and that he him­self with the rest of the in­fantry and with the horde would has­ten af­ter them. In fact, he was de­tained on­ly by ne­go­ti­a­tions with the Khan, with Rakot­sy, and with the court of Vi­en­na. Charnyet­s­ki was re­joiced be­yond mea­sure by this news; and when the day af­ter the Swedes ad­vanced in the wedge be­tween the Vis­tu­la and the San, he said to Colonel Polyanovs­ki—

			“The net is spread, the fish are go­ing in.”

			“And we will do like that fish­er­man,” said Za­glo­ba, “who played on the flute to the fish so that they might dance, and when they would not, he pulled them on shore; then they be­gan to jump around, and he fell to strik­ing them with a stick, cry­ing: ‘Oh, such daugh­ters! you ought to have danced when I begged you to do so.’ ”

			“They will dance,” an­swered Charnyet­s­ki; “on­ly let the mar­shal, Pan Lyubomirs­ki, come with his army, which num­bers five thou­sand.”

			“He may come any time,” re­marked Volody­ovs­ki.

			“Some no­bles from the foothills ar­rived to­day,” said Za­glo­ba; “they say that he is march­ing in haste; but whether he will join us in­stead of fight­ing on his own ac­count is an­oth­er thing.”

			“How is that?” asked Charnyet­s­ki, glanc­ing quick­ly at Za­glo­ba.

			“He is a man of un­com­mon am­bi­tion and en­vi­ous of glo­ry. I have known him many years; I was his con­fi­dant and made his ac­quain­tance when he was still a lad, at the court of Pan Krakovs­ki. He was learn­ing fenc­ing at that time from French­men and Ital­ians. He fell in­to ter­ri­ble anger one day when I told him that they were fools, not one of whom could stand be­fore me. We had a du­el, and I laid out sev­en of them one fol­low­ing the oth­er. Af­ter that Lyubomirs­ki learned from me, not on­ly fenc­ing, but the mil­i­tary art. By na­ture his wit is a lit­tle dull; but what­ev­er he knows he knows from me.”

			“Are you then such a mas­ter of the sword?” asked Polyanovs­ki.

			“As a spec­i­men of my teach­ing, take Pan Volody­ovs­ki; he is my sec­ond pupil. From that man I have re­al com­fort.”

			“True, it was you who killed Sweno.”

			“Sweno? If some one of you, gen­tle­men, had done that deed, he would have had some­thing to talk about all his life, and be­sides would in­vite his neigh­bors of­ten to din­ner to re­peat the sto­ry at wine; but I do not mind it, for if I wished to take in all I have done, I could pave the road from this place to San­domir with such Swenos. Could I not? Tell me, any of you who know me.”

			“Un­cle could do it,” said Roh Ko­val­s­ki.

			Charnyet­s­ki did not hear the con­tin­u­a­tion of this di­a­logue, for he had fall­en to think­ing deeply over Za­glo­ba’s words. He too knew of Lyubomirs­ki’s am­bi­tion, and doubt­ed not that the mar­shal would ei­ther im­pose his own will on him, or would act on his own ac­count, even though that should bring harm to the Com­mon­wealth. There­fore his stern face be­came gloomy, and he be­gan to twist his beard.

			“Oho!” whis­pered Za­glo­ba to Pan Yan, “Charnyet­s­ki is chew­ing some­thing bit­ter, for his face is like the face of an ea­gle; he will snap up some­body soon.”

			Then Charnyet­s­ki said: “Some one of you, gen­tle­men, should go with a let­ter from me to Lyubomirs­ki.”

			“I am known to him, and I will go,” said Pan Yan.

			“That is well,” an­swered Charnyet­s­ki; “the more not­ed the mes­sen­ger, the bet­ter.”

			Za­glo­ba turned to Volody­ovs­ki and whis­pered: “He is speak­ing now through the nose; that is a sign of great change.”

			In fact, Charnyet­s­ki had a sil­ver palate, for a mus­ket-ball had car­ried away his own years be­fore at Busha. There­fore when­ev­er he was roused, an­gry, and un­qui­et, he al­ways be­gan to speak with a sharp and clink­ing voice. Sud­den­ly he turned to Za­glo­ba: “And per­haps you would go with Pan Skshetus­ki?”

			“Will­ing­ly,” an­swered Za­glo­ba. “If I can­not do any­thing, no man can. Be­sides, to a man of such great birth it will be more prop­er to send two.”

			Charnyet­s­ki com­pressed his lips, twist­ed his beard, and re­peat­ed as if to him­self: “Great birth, great birth—”

			“No one can de­prive Lyubomirs­ki of that,” re­marked Za­glo­ba.

			Charnyet­s­ki frowned.

			“The Com­mon­wealth alone is great, and in com­par­i­son with it no fam­i­ly is great, all of them are small; and I would the earth swal­lowed those who make men­tion of their great­ness.”

			All were silent, for he had spo­ken with much ve­he­mence; and on­ly af­ter some time did Za­glo­ba say—

			“In com­par­i­son with the whole Com­mon­wealth, cer­tain­ly.”

			“I did not grow up out of salt, nor out of the soil, but out of that which pains me,” said Charnyet­s­ki; “and the Cos­sacks who shot this lip through pained me, and now the Swedes pain me; and ei­ther I shall cut away this sore with the sabre, or die of it my­self, so help me God!”

			“And we will help you with our blood!” said Polyanovs­ki.

			Charnyet­s­ki ru­mi­nat­ed some time yet over the bit­ter­ness which rose in his heart, over the thought that the mar­shal’s am­bi­tion might hin­der him in sav­ing the coun­try; at last he grew calm and said—

			“Now it is nec­es­sary to write a let­ter. I ask you, gen­tle­men, to come with me.”

			Pan Yan and Za­glo­ba fol­lowed him, and half an hour lat­er they were on horse­back and rid­ing back to­ward Radym­no; for there was news that the mar­shal had halt­ed there with his army.

			“Yan,” said Za­glo­ba, feel­ing of the bag in which he car­ried Charnyet­s­ki’s let­ter, “do me a fa­vor; let me be the on­ly one to talk to the mar­shal.”

			“But, fa­ther, have you re­al­ly known him, and taught him fenc­ing?”

			“Hei! that came out of it­self, so that the breath should not grow hot in my mouth, and my tongue be­come soft, which might eas­i­ly hap­pen from too long si­lence. I nei­ther knew him nor taught him. Just as if I had noth­ing bet­ter to do than be a bear-keep­er, and teach the mar­shal how to walk on hind legs! But that is all one; I have learned him through and through from what peo­ple tell of him, and I shall be able to bend him as a cook bends pas­try. On­ly one thing I beg of you: do not say that we have a let­ter from Charnyet­s­ki, and make no men­tion of it till I give the let­ter my­self.”

			“How is that? Should I not do the work for which I was sent? In my life such a thing has not hap­pened, and it will not hap­pen! Even if Charnyet­s­ki should for­give me, I would not do that for ready trea­sure.”

			“Then I will draw my sabre and ham­string your horse so that you can­not fol­low me. Have you ev­er seen any­thing mis­car­ry that I in­vent­ed with my own head? Tell me, have you ev­er come in­to evil plight your­self with Za­glo­ba’s strat­a­gems? Did Pan Michael come out bad­ly, or your He­le­na, or any of you, when I freed you all from Radzivill’s hands? I tell you that more harm than good may come of that let­ter; for Charnyet­s­ki wrote it in such ag­i­ta­tion that he broke three pens. Fi­nal­ly, you can speak of it when my plans fail. I prom­ise to give it then, but not be­fore.”

			“If I can on­ly de­liv­er the let­ter, it is all one when.”

			“I ask for no more. Now on, for there is a ter­ri­ble road be­fore us.”

			They urged the hors­es, and went at a gal­lop. But they did not need to ride long, for the mar­shal’s van­guard had not on­ly passed Radym­no, but Yaroslav; and Lyubomirs­ki him­self was at Yaroslav, and oc­cu­pied the for­mer quar­ters of the King of Swe­den.

			They found him at din­ner, with the most im­por­tant of­fi­cers. But when the en­voys were an­nounced, Lyubomirs­ki gave or­ders to re­ceive them at once; for he knew the names, since they were men­tioned at that time in the whole Com­mon­wealth.

			All eyes were turned on the en­voys as they en­tered; the of­fi­cers looked with es­pe­cial ad­mi­ra­tion and cu­rios­i­ty at Pan Yan. When the mar­shal had greet­ed them cour­te­ous­ly, he asked at once—

			“Have I that fa­mous knight be­fore me who brought the let­ters from be­sieged Zbaraj to the king?”

			“I crept through,” said Pan Yan.

			“God grant me as many such of­fi­cers as pos­si­ble! I en­vy Pan Charnyet­s­ki noth­ing so much; as to the rest, I know that even my small ser­vices will not per­ish from the mem­o­ry of men.”

			“And I am Za­glo­ba,” said the old knight, push­ing him­self for­ward.

			Here he passed his eye around the as­sem­bly; and the mar­shal, as he wished to at­tract ev­ery­one to him­self, ex­claimed—

			“Who does not know of the man who slew Burlai, the lead­er of the bar­bar­ians; of the man who raised Radzivill’s army in re­bel­lion—”

			“And I led Sapye­ha’s army, who, if the truth is told, chose me, not him for lead­er,” added Za­glo­ba.

			“And why did you wish, be­ing able to have such a high of­fice, to leave it and serve un­der Pan Charnyet­s­ki?”

			Here Za­glo­ba’s eye gleamed at Skshetus­ki, and he said: “Serene great mighty mar­shal, from your wor­thi­ness I as well as the whole coun­try take ex­am­ple how to re­sign am­bi­tion and self-in­ter­est for the good of the Com­mon­wealth.”

			Lyubomirs­ki blushed from sat­is­fac­tion, and Za­glo­ba, putting his hands on his hips, con­tin­ued—

			“Pan Charnyet­s­ki has sent us to bow to your wor­thi­ness in his name and that of the whole army, and at the same time to in­form you of the con­sid­er­able vic­to­ry which God has per­mit­ted us to gain over Kan­neberg.”

			“I have heard of it al­ready,” said the mar­shal, dry­ly enough, in whom en­vy had now be­gun to move, “but glad­ly do I hear it again from an eye­wit­ness.”

			Za­glo­ba be­gan at once to re­late, but with cer­tain changes, for the forces of Kan­neberg grew in his mouth to two thou­sand men. He did not for­get ei­ther to men­tion Sweno or him­self, and how be­fore the eyes of the king the rem­nant of the cav­al­ry were cut to pieces near the riv­er; how the wag­ons and three hun­dred men of the guards fell in­to the hands of the for­tu­nate con­querors; in a word, the vic­to­ry in­creased in his nar­ra­tive to the di­men­sions of an un­speak­able mis­for­tune for the Swedes.

			All lis­tened with at­ten­tion, and so did the mar­shal; but he grew gloomi­er and gloomi­er, his face was chilled as if by ice, and at last he said—

			“I do not de­ny that Charnyet­s­ki is a cel­e­brat­ed war­rior, but still he can­not de­vour all the Swedes him­self; some­thing will re­main for oth­ers to gulp.”

			“Serene great mighty lord,” an­swered Za­glo­ba, “it is not Pan Charnyet­s­ki who gained the vic­to­ry.”

			“But who?”

			“But Lyubomirs­ki!”

			A mo­ment of uni­ver­sal as­ton­ish­ment fol­lowed. The mar­shal opened his mouth, be­gan to wink, and looked at Za­glo­ba with such an as­ton­ished gaze, as if he wished to ask: “Is there not a stave lack­ing in your bar­rel?”

			Za­glo­ba did not let him­self be beat­en from the track, but pout­ing his lips with great im­por­tance (he bor­rowed this ges­ture from Zamoys­ki), said—

			“I heard Charnyet­s­ki say be­fore the whole army: ‘It is not our sabres that slay them; ’tis the name of Lyubomirs­ki that cuts them down. Since they have heard that he is right here march­ing on, their courage has so gone out of them that they see in ev­ery one of our sol­diers the army of the mar­shal, and they put their heads un­der the knife like sheep.’ ”

			If all the rays of the sun had fall­en at once on the face of the mar­shal, that face could not have been more ra­di­ant.

			“How is that?” asked he; “did Charnyet­s­ki him­self say that?”

			“He did, and many oth­er things; but I do not know that ’tis prop­er for me to re­peat them, for he told them on­ly to in­ti­mates.”

			“Tell! Ev­ery word of Pan Charnyet­s­ki de­serves to be re­peat­ed a hun­dred times. He is an un­com­mon man, and I said so long ago.”

			Za­glo­ba looked at the mar­shal, half clos­ing his one eye, and mut­tered: “You have swal­lowed the hook; I’ll land you this minute.”

			“What do you say?” asked the mar­shal.

			“I say that the army cheered your wor­thi­ness in such fash­ion that they could not have cheered the king bet­ter; and in Pjevorsk, where we fought all night with the Swedes, wher­ev­er a squadron sprang out the men cried: ‘Lyubomirs­ki! Lyubomirs­ki!’ and that had a bet­ter ef­fect than ‘Al­lah!’ and ‘Slay, kill!’ There is a wit­ness here too—Pan Skshetus­ki, no com­mon sol­dier, and a man who has nev­er told a lie in his life.”

			The mar­shal looked in­vol­un­tar­i­ly at Pan Yan, who blushed to his ears, and mut­tered some­thing through his nose. Mean­while the of­fi­cers of the mar­shal be­gan to praise the en­voys aloud—

			“See, Pan Charnyet­s­ki has act­ed cour­te­ous­ly, send­ing such pol­ished cav­a­liers; both are fa­mous knights, and hon­ey sim­ply flows from the mouth of one of them.”

			“I have al­ways un­der­stood that Pan Charnyet­s­ki was a well-wish­er of mine, but now there is noth­ing that I would not do for him,” cried the mar­shal, whose eyes were veiled with a mist from de­light.

			At this Za­glo­ba broke in­to en­thu­si­asm: “Serene great mighty lord, who would not ren­der homage to you, who would not hon­or you, the mod­el of all civic virtues, who re­call Aris­tides in jus­tice, the Sci­p­ios in brav­ery! I have read many books in my time, have seen much, have med­i­tat­ed much, and my soul has been rent from pain; for what have I seen in this Com­mon­wealth? The Opalin­skis, the Radzey­ovskis, the Radzivills, who by their per­son­al pride, set­ting their own am­bi­tion above all things, were ready at ev­ery mo­ment to desert the coun­try for their own pri­vate gain. I thought fur­ther, this Com­mon­wealth is lost through the vi­cious­ness of its own sons. But who has com­fort­ed me, who has con­soled me in my suf­fer­ing? Pan Charnyet­s­ki, for he said: ‘The Com­mon­wealth has not per­ished, since Lyubomirs­ki has risen up in it. These oth­ers,’ said he, ‘think of them­selves alone; he is on­ly look­ing, on­ly seek­ing how to make an of­fer­ing of his own in­ter­ests on the com­mon al­tar. These are push­ing them­selves for­ward; he is push­ing him­self back, for he wants to il­lus­trate by his ex­am­ple. Now,’ said he, ‘he is march­ing with a pow­er­ful con­quer­ing army, and I have heard,’ said he, ‘that he wish­es to give me the com­mand over it, in or­der to teach oth­ers how they should sac­ri­fice their am­bi­tion, though even just, for the coun­try. Go, then,’ said he, ‘to Pan Lyubomirs­ki, de­clare to him that I do not want the sac­ri­fice, I do not de­sire it, since he is a bet­ter lead­er than I am; since, more­over, not on­ly as lead­er, but—God grant our Kaz­imir a long life!—as king are we ready to choose him, and—we will choose him!’ ”

			Here Za­glo­ba was some­what fright­ened lest he had passed the mea­sure, and re­al­ly af­ter the ex­cla­ma­tion, “We will choose him!” fol­lowed si­lence; but be­fore the mag­nate heav­en opened; he grew some­what pale at first, then red, then pale again, and la­bor­ing heav­i­ly with his breast, said, af­ter the si­lence of a mo­ment—

			“The Com­mon­wealth is and will ev­er re­main in con­trol of its own will, for on that an­cient foun­da­tion do our lib­er­ties rest. But I am on­ly a ser­vant of its ser­vants, and God is my wit­ness that I do not raise my eyes to those heights at which a cit­i­zen should not gaze. As to com­mand over the army, Pan Charnyet­s­ki must ac­cept it. I de­mand it es­pe­cial­ly for this, to give an ex­am­ple to those who, hav­ing con­tin­u­al­ly the great­ness of their fam­i­ly in mind, are un­will­ing to rec­og­nize any au­thor­i­ty when­ev­er it is nec­es­sary to for­get the great­ness of their fam­i­ly for the good of the coun­try. There­fore, though per­haps I am not such a bad lead­er, still I, Lyubomirs­ki, en­ter will­ing­ly un­der the com­mand of Charnyet­s­ki, pray­ing to God on­ly to send us vic­to­ry over the en­e­my!”

			“Ro­man! Fa­ther of the coun­try!” ex­claimed Za­glo­ba, seiz­ing the mar­shal’s hand and press­ing it to his lips.

			But at the same mo­ment the old rogue turned his eye on Pan Yan, and be­gan to wink time af­ter time.

			Thun­der­ing shouts were heard from the of­fi­cers. The throng in the quar­ters in­creased with each mo­ment.

			“Wine!” cried the mar­shal.

			And when they brought in gob­lets he raised at once a toast to the king, then to Charnyet­s­ki, whom he called his lead­er, and fi­nal­ly to the en­voys. Za­glo­ba did not re­main be­hind with the toasts, and he so caught the hearts of all that the mar­shal him­self con­duct­ed them to the thresh­old, and the knights to the gates of Yaroslav.

			At last Pan Yan and Za­glo­ba were alone; then Za­glo­ba stopped the road in front of Pan Yan, reined in his horse, and putting his hands on his hips, said—

			“Well, Yan, what do you think?”

			“God knows,” an­swered Pan Yan, “that if I had not seen it with my own eyes and heard it with my own ears, I would not be­lieve, even if an an­gel had told me.”

			“Ha! do you know? I will swear to you that Charnyet­s­ki him­self at the most asked and begged Lyubomirs­ki to go in com­pa­ny with him. And do you know what he would have done? Lyubomirs­ki would have gone alone; for if Charnyet­s­ki has ad­jured in the let­ter by the love of coun­try, or if he men­tioned pri­vate in­ter­ests, and I am sure that he has, the mar­shal would have been of­fend­ed at once, and would have said: ‘Does he want to be my pre­cep­tor, and teach me how to serve the coun­try?’ I know those men! Hap­pi­ly old Za­glo­ba took the mat­ter in hand, and hard­ly had he opened his mouth when Lyubomirs­ki not on­ly want­ed to go with Charnyet­s­ki, but to go un­der his com­mand. Charnyet­s­ki is killing him­self with anx­i­ety, but I will com­fort him. Well, Yan, does Za­glo­ba know how to man­age the mag­nates?”

			“I tell you that I am not able to let the breath go from my lips from as­ton­ish­ment.”

			“I know them! Show one of them a crown and a cor­ner of the er­mine robe, and you may rub him against the grain like a hound pup, and be­sides, he will bend up to you and present his back him­self. No cat will so lick his chops, even if you hold be­fore him a din­ner of pure cheese. The eyes of the most hon­est of them will be burst­ing out from de­sire; and if a scoundrel hap­pens, such as the vo­evo­da of Vil­na, he is ready to be­tray the coun­try. Oh, the van­i­ty of man! Lord Je­sus! if Thou hadst giv­en me as many thou­sands of ducats as Thou hast cre­at­ed can­di­dates for this crown, I should be a can­di­date my­self. For if any of them imag­ines that I hold my­self in­fe­ri­or to him, then may his stom­ach burst from his own pride. Za­glo­ba is as good as Lyubomirs­ki; in for­tune alone is the dif­fer­ence. This is true, Yan. Do you think that I re­al­ly kissed him on the hand? I kissed my own thumb, and shoved his hand up to my nose. Cer­tain it is that since he is alive no one has so fooled him. I have spread him like but­ter on toast for Charnyet­s­ki. God grant our king as long a life as pos­si­ble; but in case of elec­tion, I would rather give a vote to my­self than to Lyubomirs­ki. Roh Ko­val­s­ki would give me an­oth­er, and Pan Michael would strike down my op­po­nents. As God lives! I would make you grand het­man of the king­dom straight­way, and Pan Michael, af­ter Sapye­ha, grand het­man of Lithua­nia—but Jendzian, trea­sur­er. He would pun­ish the Jews with tax­es! But enough; the main thing is that I have caught Lyubomirs­ki on a hook and put the line in Charnyet­s­ki’s hand. For whom­so­ev­er the flour, it will be ground on the Swedes; and whose is the mer­it? What do you think? Should the chron­i­clers in­scribe it to some­one else? But I have no luck. It will be well even if Charnyet­s­ki does not break out on the old man for not hav­ing giv­en the let­ter. Such is hu­man grat­i­tude. This is not my first, not my first—oth­ers are sit­ting in starosta­ships, and are grown around with fat, like bad­gers; but do you, old man, shake your poor stom­ach on a horse as be­fore.”

			Here Za­glo­ba waved his hand. “Hu­man grat­i­tude may go to the hang­man! And whether in this or that po­si­tion you must die, still it is pleas­ant to serve the coun­try. The best re­ward is good com­pa­ny. As soon as a man is on horse­back, then, with such com­rades as you and Michael, he is ready to ride to the end of the world—such is our Pol­ish na­ture. If a Ger­man, a French­man, an En­glish­man, or a dark Spaniard is on horse­back, he is ready at once to gal­lop in­to your eyes; but a Pole, hav­ing in­born pa­tience, will en­dure much, and will per­mit even a Swedish fel­low to pluck him; but when the lim­it is passed and the Pole whacks him in the snout, such a Swede will cov­er him­self three times with his legs. For there is met­al yet in the Poles, and while the met­al lasts the Com­mon­wealth will last. Beat that in­to your­self, Yan.”

			And so spoke Za­glo­ba for a long time, for he was very glad; and when­ev­er he was very glad he was talk­a­tive be­yond usu­al mea­sure, and full of wise sen­tences.

		
	
		
			LXXIII

			Charnyet­s­ki, in truth, did not even dare to think that the mar­shal of the king­dom would put him­self un­der his com­mand. He wished mere­ly joint ac­tion, and he feared that even that would not be at­tained be­cause of the great am­bi­tion of Lyubomirs­ki; for the proud mag­nate had men­tioned more than once to his of­fi­cers that he wished to at­tack the Swedes in­de­pen­dent­ly, for thus he could ef­fect some­thing; but if he and Charnyet­s­ki won a vic­to­ry to­geth­er, the whole glo­ry would flow to Charnyet­s­ki.

			Such was the case, in fact. Charnyet­s­ki un­der­stood the mar­shal’s rea­sons, and was trou­bled. He was read­ing now, for the tenth time, the copy of the let­ter which he had sent from Pjevorsk, wish­ing to see if he had writ­ten any­thing to of­fend so ir­ri­ta­ble a man as Lyubomirs­ki.

			He re­gret­ted cer­tain phras­es; fi­nal­ly he be­gan to re­gret, on the whole, that he had sent the let­ter. There­fore he was sit­ting gloomy in his quar­ters, and ev­ery lit­tle while he ap­proached the win­dow and looked out on the road to see if the en­voys were not re­turn­ing. The of­fi­cers saw him through the win­dow, and di­vined what was pass­ing in his mind, for ev­i­dent trou­ble was on his fore­head.

			“But look,” said Polyanovs­ki to Pan Michael, “there will be noth­ing pleas­ant, for the castel­lan’s face has be­come spot­ted, and that is a bad sign.”

			Charnyet­s­ki’s face bore nu­mer­ous traces of small­pox, and in mo­ments of great emo­tion or dis­qui­et it was cov­ered with white and dark spots. As he had sharp fea­tures, a very high fore­head and cloudy, Jupiter brows, a bent nose, and a glance cut­ting straight through, when in ad­di­tion those spots ap­peared, he be­came ter­ri­ble. The Cos­sacks in their time called him the spot­ted dog; but in truth, he was more like a spot­ted ea­gle, and when he led men to the at­tack and his bur­ka spread out like great wings, the like­ness struck both his own men and the en­e­my.

			He roused fear in these and those. Dur­ing the Cos­sack wars lead­ers of pow­er­ful bands lost their heads when forced to act against Charnyet­s­ki. Hmel­nit­s­ki him­self feared him, but es­pe­cial­ly the coun­sels which he gave the king. They brought up­on the Cos­sacks the ter­ri­ble de­feat of Berestechko. But his fame in­creased chiefly af­ter Berestechko, when, to­geth­er with the Tar­tars, he passed over the steppes like a flame, crushed the up­risen crowds, took towns and trench­es by storm, rush­ing with the speed of a whirl­wind from one end of the Ukraine to the oth­er.

			With this same rag­ing en­durance was he pluck­ing the Swedes now. “Charnyet­s­ki does not knock out my men, he steals them away,” said Karl Gus­tav. But Charnyet­s­ki was tired of steal­ing away; he thought that the time had come to strike. But he lacked ar­tillery and in­fantry al­to­geth­er, with­out which noth­ing de­ci­sive could be done, noth­ing im­por­tant ef­fect­ed; hence his ea­ger­ness for a junc­tion with Lyubomirs­ki, who had a small num­ber of can­non, it is true, but brought with him in­fantry com­posed of moun­taineers. These, though not over­much trained as yet, had still been un­der fire more than once, and might, for want of bet­ter, be used against the in­com­pa­ra­ble in­fantry le­gions of Karl Gus­tav.

			Charnyet­s­ki, there­fore, was as if in a fever. Not be­ing able to en­dure in the house, he went out­side, and see­ing Volody­ovs­ki and Polyanovs­ki, he asked—

			“Are the en­voys not in sight?”

			“It is clear that they are glad to see them,” an­swered Volody­ovs­ki.

			“They are glad to see them, but not glad to read my let­ter, or the mar­shal would have sent his an­swer.”

			“Pan Castel­lan,” said Polyanovs­ki, whom Charnyet­s­ki trust­ed great­ly, “why be care­worn? If the mar­shal comes, well; if not, we will at­tack as of old. As it is, blood is flow­ing from the Swedish pot; and we know that when a pot once be­gins to leak, ev­ery­thing will run out of it.”

			“There is a leak in the Com­mon­wealth too,” said Charnyet­s­ki. “If the Swedes es­cape this time, they will be re­in­forced, suc­cor will come to them from Prus­sia, our chance will be lost.” Then he struck his side with his hand in sign of im­pa­tience. Just then was heard the tread of hors­es and the bass voice of Za­glo­ba singing—

			
				
					“Kas­ka to the bake­house went her way,
					

					And Stah said to her, ‘Take me in, let me in,
					

					My love.
					

					For the snow is fall­ing, and the wind is blow­ing;
					

					Where shall I, poor fel­low, put my head
					

					Till morn­ing?’ ”
				

			

			“It is a good sign! They are re­turn­ing joy­ous­ly,” cried Polyanovs­ki.

			That mo­ment the en­voys, see­ing Charnyet­s­ki, sprang from their sad­dles, gave their hors­es to an at­ten­dant, and went quick­ly to the en­trance. Za­glo­ba threw his cap sud­den­ly in­to the air, and im­i­tat­ing the voice of the mar­shal so ex­cel­lent­ly that who­ev­er was not look­ing on might be de­ceived, cried—

			“Vi­vat Pan Charnyet­s­ki, our lead­er!”

			The castel­lan frowned, and asked quick­ly: “Is there a let­ter for me?”

			“There is not,” an­swered Za­glo­ba; “there is some­thing bet­ter. The mar­shal with his army pass­es vol­un­tar­i­ly un­der com­mand of your wor­thi­ness.”

			Charnyet­s­ki pierced him with a look, then turned to Pan Yan, as if wish­ing to say: “Speak you, for this one has been drink­ing!”

			Za­glo­ba was in fact a lit­tle drunk; but Skshetus­ki con­firmed his words, hence as­ton­ish­ment was re­flect­ed on the face of the castel­lan.

			“Come with me,” said he to the two. “I beg you al­so,” said he to Polyanovs­ki and Pan Michael.

			All en­tered his room. They had not sat down yet when Charnyet­s­ki asked: “What did he say to my let­ter?”

			“He said noth­ing,” an­swered Za­glo­ba, “and why he did not will ap­pear at the end of my sto­ry; but now in­cip­i­am (I will be­gin).”

			Here he told all as it had hap­pened—how he had brought the mar­shal to such a fa­vor­able de­ci­sion. Charnyet­s­ki looked at him with grow­ing as­ton­ish­ment, Polyanovs­ki seized his own head, Pan Michael’s mus­tach­es were quiv­er­ing.

			“I have not known you hith­er­to, as God is dear to me!” cried Charnyet­s­ki, at last. “I can­not be­lieve my own ears.”

			“They have long since called me Ulysses,” said Za­glo­ba, mod­est­ly.

			“Where is my let­ter?”

			“Here it is.”

			“I must for­give you for not de­liv­er­ing it. He is a fin­ished rogue! A vice-chan­cel­lor might learn from him how to make treaties. As God lives, if I were king, I would send you to Tsar­grad.”

			“If he were there, a hun­dred thou­sand Turks would be here now!” cried Pan Michael.

			To which Za­glo­ba said: “Not one, but two hun­dred thou­sand, as true as I live.”

			“And did the mar­shal hes­i­tate at noth­ing?” asked Charnyet­s­ki.

			“He? He swal­lowed all that I put to his lips, just as a fat gan­der gulps pel­lets; his eyes were cov­ered with mist. I thought that from de­light he would burst, as a Swedish bomb bursts. With flat­tery that man might be tak­en to hell.”

			“If it can on­ly be ground out on the Swedes, if it can on­ly be ground out, and I have hope that it will be,” said Charnyet­s­ki, de­light­ed. “You are a man adroit as a fox; but do not make too much sport of the mar­shal, for an­oth­er would not have done what he has to­day. Much de­pends on him. We shall march to San­domir it­self over the es­tates of the Lyubomirskis, and the mar­shal can raise with one word the whole re­gion, com­mand peas­ants to in­jure cross­ings, burn bridges, hide pro­vi­sions in the forests. You have ren­dered a ser­vice which I shall not for­get till death; but I must thank the mar­shal, for as I be­lieve he has not done this from mere van­i­ty.”

			Then he clapped his hands and cried: “A horse for me at once! Let us forge the iron while it is hot!” Then he turned to the colonels: “Come, all of you gen­tle­men, with me, so that the suite may be the most im­pos­ing.”

			“And must I go too?” asked Za­glo­ba.

			“You have built the bridge be­tween me and the mar­shal, it is prop­er that you be the first to pass over. Be­sides, I think that they will see you glad­ly. Come, come, lord broth­er, or I shall say that you wished to leave a half-fin­ished work.”

			“Hard to refuse. I must draw my belt tighter, how­ev­er, lest I shake in­to noth­ing. Not much strength is left me, un­less I for­ti­fy it with some­thing.”

			“But with what?”

			“Much has been told me of the castel­lan’s mead which I have not tast­ed as yet, and I should like to know if it is bet­ter than the mar­shal’s.”

			“We will drink a stir­rup cup now, but af­ter our re­turn we shall not lim­it the cups in ad­vance. You will find a cou­ple of de­canters of it in your own quar­ters.”

			Then the castel­lan com­mand­ed to bring gob­lets; they drank enough for bright­ness and good hu­mor, mount­ed and rode away.

			The mar­shal re­ceived Charnyet­s­ki with open arms, en­ter­tained him with food and drink, did not let him go till morn­ing; but in the morn­ing the two armies were joined, and marched far­ther un­der com­mand of Charnyet­s­ki.

			Near Syenya­va the Poles at­tacked the Swedes again with such ef­fect that they cut the rear­guard to pieces and brought dis­or­der in­to the main army. On­ly at day­break did the ar­tillery dis­perse them. At Le­jaysk, Charnyet­s­ki at­tacked with still greater vig­or. Con­sid­er­able de­tach­ments of the Swedes were mired in soft places, caused by rains and in­un­da­tions, and those fell in­to the hands of the Poles. The roads be­came of the worst for the Swedes. Ex­haust­ed, hun­gry, and tor­tured by de­sire of sleep, the reg­i­ments bare­ly marched. More and more sol­diers stopped on the way. Some were found so ter­ri­bly re­duced that they no longer wished to eat or drink, they on­ly begged for death. Oth­ers lay down and died on hillocks; some lost pres­ence of mind, and looked with the great­est in­dif­fer­ence on the ap­proach­ing pur­suers. For­eign­ers, who were count­ed fre­quent­ly in the ranks of the Swedes, be­gan to dis­ap­pear from the camp and go over to Charnyet­s­ki. On­ly the un­bro­ken spir­it of Karl Gus­tav held the rem­nant of its dy­ing strength in the whole army.

			For not on­ly did an en­e­my fol­low the army; var­i­ous “par­ties” un­der un­known lead­ers and bands of peas­ants crossed its road con­tin­u­al­ly. Those bod­ies, un­formed and not very nu­mer­ous, could not, it is true, strike it with of­fen­sive war­fare, but they wea­ried it mor­tal­ly. And wish­ing to in­stil in­to the Swedes the con­vic­tion that Tar­tars had al­ready come with as­sis­tance, all the Pol­ish troops gave forth the Tar­tar shout; there­fore “Al­lah! Al­lah!” was heard night and day with­out a mo­ment’s ces­sa­tion. The Swedish sol­diers could not draw breath, could not put aside their ar­mor for an in­stant. More than once a few men alarmed the whole camp. Hors­es fell by tens, and were eat­en im­me­di­ate­ly; for the trans­port of pro­vi­sions had be­come im­pos­si­ble. From time to time the Pol­ish horse­men found Swedish corpses ter­ri­bly dis­fig­ured; here they rec­og­nized at once the hands of peas­ants. The greater part of the vil­lages in the tri­an­gle be­tween the San and the Vis­tu­la be­longed to the mar­shal and his rel­a­tives; there­fore all the peas­ants in those parts rose up as one man, for the mar­shal, un­spar­ing of his own for­tune, had an­nounced that who­ev­er took up arms would be freed from sub­jec­tion. Scarce­ly had this news gone the round of the re­gion when the peas­ants put their scythes on staffs and be­gan to bring Swedish heads in­to camp: they brought them in ev­ery day till Lyubomirs­ki was forced to pro­hib­it that cus­tom as unchris­tian. Then they brought in gloves and boots. The Swedes, driv­en to des­per­a­tion, flayed those who fell in­to their hands; and the war be­came more and more dread­ful. Some of the Pol­ish troops ad­hered yet to the Swedes, but they ad­hered on­ly through fear. On the road to Le­jaysk many of them de­sert­ed; those who re­mained made such tu­mults in the camp dai­ly that Karl Gus­tav gave or­ders to shoot a num­ber of of­fi­cers. This was the sig­nal for a gen­er­al with­draw­al, which was ef­fect­ed sabre in hand. Few, if any, Poles re­mained; but Charnyet­s­ki, gain­ing new strength, at­tacked with still greater vig­or.

			The mar­shal gave most ef­fec­tu­al as­sis­tance. Dur­ing this pe­ri­od, which by the way was short, the no­bler sides of Lyubomirs­ki’s na­ture gained, per­haps, the up­per hand over his pride and self-love; there­fore he omit­ted no toil, he spared nei­ther his health nor his per­son, he led squadrons fre­quent­ly, gave the en­e­my no rest; and as he was a good sol­dier he ren­dered good ser­vices. These, added to his lat­er ones, would have se­cured him a glo­ri­ous mem­o­ry in the na­tion, were it not for that shame­less re­bel­lion which to­ward the end of his ca­reer he raised in or­der to hin­der the re­form of the Com­mon­wealth.

			But at this time he did ev­ery­thing to win glo­ry, and he cov­ered him­self with it as with a robe. Pan Vi­tovs­ki, the castel­lan of San­domir, an old and ex­pe­ri­enced sol­dier, vied with him. Vi­tovs­ki wished to equal Charnyet­s­ki him­self; but he could not, for God had de­nied him great­ness.

			All three crushed the Swedes more and more, and with such ef­fect that the in­fantry and cav­al­ry reg­i­ments, to whom it came to form the rear­guard on the re­treat, marched with so much fear that a pan­ic arose among them from the slight­est cause. Then Karl Gus­tav de­cid­ed to march al­ways with the rear­guard, so as to give courage by his pres­ence.

			But in the very be­gin­ning he al­most paid for this po­si­tion with his life. It hap­pened that hav­ing with him a de­tach­ment of the life­guards—the largest of all the reg­i­ments, for the sol­diers in it were se­lect­ed from the whole Scan­di­na­vian peo­ple—the king stopped for re­fresh­ment at the vil­lage of Rud­nik. When he had dined with the parish priest he de­cid­ed to sleep a lit­tle, since he had not closed his eyes the night pre­ced­ing. The life­guards sur­round­ed the house, to watch over the safe­ty of the king. Mean­while the priest’s horse-boy stole away from the vil­lage, and com­ing up to a mare in the field, sprang up­on her colt and raced off to Charnyet­s­ki.

			Charnyet­s­ki was ten miles dis­tant at this time; but his van­guard, com­posed of the reg­i­ment of Prince Dymitri Vish­nyevet­s­ki, was march­ing un­der Shan­darovs­ki, the lieu­tenant, about two miles be­hind the Swedes. Shan­darovs­ki was just talk­ing to Roh Ko­val­s­ki, who had rid­den up that mo­ment with or­ders from Charnyet­s­ki, when sud­den­ly both saw the lad fly­ing to­ward them at all horse speed.

			“What dev­il is that rac­ing up so,” asked Shan­darovs­ki, “and be­sides on a colt?”

			“Some vil­lage lad,” said Ko­val­s­ki.

			Mean­while the boy had rid­den to the front of the rank, and on­ly stopped when the colt, fright­ened at hors­es and men, stood on his hind legs and dug his hoofs in­to the earth. The youth sprang off, and hold­ing the colt by the mane, bowed to the knights.

			“Well, what have you to say?” asked the lieu­tenant, ap­proach­ing him.

			“The Swedes are with us at the priest’s house; they say that the king him­self is among them!” said the youth, with sparkling eyes.

			“Many of them?”

			“Not more than two hun­dred hors­es.”

			Shan­darovs­ki’s eyes now flashed in their turn; but he was afraid of an am­bush, there­fore he looked threat­en­ing­ly at the boy and asked—

			“Who sent you?”

			“Who was to send me? I jumped my­self on the colt, I came near fall­ing, and lost my cap. It is well that the Swedish car­rion did not see me!”

			Truth was beat­ing out of the sun­burned face of the youth; he had ev­i­dent­ly a great an­i­mos­i­ty against the Swedes—he was pant­ing, his cheeks were burn­ing, he stood be­fore the of­fi­cers hold­ing the mane of the colt with one hand, his hair dis­or­dered, the shirt open on his bo­som.

			“Where is the rest of the Swedish army?” asked the lieu­tenant.

			“At day­break so many passed that we could not count them; those went far­ther, on­ly cav­al­ry re­mained. But there is one sleep­ing at the priest’s, and they say that he is the king.”

			“Boy,” an­swered Shan­darovs­ki, “if you are ly­ing, your head will fall; but if you speak the truth, ask what you please.”

			“As true as I live! I want noth­ing un­less the great mighty lord of­fi­cer would com­mand to give me a sabre.”

			“Give him some blade,” cried Shan­darovs­ki to his at­ten­dants, com­plete­ly con­vinced now.

			The oth­er of­fi­cers fell to in­quir­ing of the boy where the house was, where the vil­lage, what the Swedes were do­ing.

			“The dogs! they are watch­ing. If you go straight they will see you; but I will take you be­hind the alder grove.”

			Or­ders were giv­en at once, and the squadron moved on, first at a trot and then at a gal­lop. The youth rode be­fore the first rank bare­back on his colt with­out a bri­dle. He urged the colt with his heels, and ev­ery lit­tle while looked with sparkling eyes on the naked sabre.

			When the vil­lage was in sight, he turned out of the wil­lows and led by a some­what mud­dy road to the alder grove, in which it was still mud­di­er; there­fore they slack­ened the speed of the hors­es.

			“Watch!” said the boy; “they are about ten rods on the right from the end of the alder grove.”

			They ad­vanced now very slow­ly, for the road was dif­fi­cult and heavy; the cav­al­ry hors­es sank fre­quent­ly to their knees. At last the alder grove be­gan to grow thin­ner, and they came to the edge of the open space.

			Not more than three hun­dred yards dis­tant, they saw a broad square ris­ing some­what, and in it the priest’s house sur­round­ed by poplars, among which were to be seen the tops of straw bee­hives. On the square were two hun­dred horse­men in rimmed hel­mets and breast­plates.

			The great horse­men sat on enor­mous lean hors­es, and were in readi­ness—some with rapiers at their shoul­ders, oth­ers with mus­kets on their thighs; but they were look­ing in an­oth­er di­rec­tion to­ward the main road, from which alone they ex­pect­ed the en­e­my. A splen­did blue stan­dard with a gold­en li­on was wav­ing above their heads.

			Far­ther on, around the house stood guards by twos. One was turned to­ward the alder grove; but be­cause the sun shone bright­ly and struck his eyes, and in the alders, which were al­ready cov­ered with thick leaves, it was al­most dark, he could not see the Pol­ish horse­men.

			In Shan­darovs­ki, a fiery horse­man, the blood be­gan to boil like wa­ter in a pot; but he re­strained him­self and wait­ed till the ranks should be in or­der. Mean­while Roh Ko­val­s­ki put his heavy hand on the shoul­der of the youth—

			“Lis­ten, horse­fly!” said he; “have you seen the king?”

			“I saw him, great mighty lord!” whis­pered the lad.

			“How did he look? How can he be known?”

			“He is ter­ri­bly black in the face, and wears red rib­bons at his side.”

			“Did you see his horse?”

			“The horse is black, with a white face.”

			“Look out, and show him to me.”

			“I will. But shall we go quick­ly?”

			“Shut your mouth!”

			Here they were silent; and Roh be­gan to pray to the Most Holy La­dy to per­mit him to meet Karl, and to di­rect his hand at the meet­ing.

			The si­lence con­tin­ued still a mo­ment, then the horse un­der Shan­darovs­ki him­self snort­ed. At that the horse­man on guard looked, quiv­ered as if some­thing had been thrown at his sad­dle, and fired his pis­tol.

			“Al­lah! Al­lah! Kill, slay! Uha-u, slay!” was heard in the alder grove; and the squadron, com­ing out of the shad­ow like light­ning, rushed at the Swedes.

			They struck in­to the smoke be­fore all could turn front to them, and a ter­ri­ble hew­ing be­gan; on­ly sabres and rapiers were used, for no man had time to fire. In the twin­kle of an eye the Poles pushed the Swedes to the fence, which fell with a rat­tle un­der the pres­sure of the hors­es’ rumps, and the Poles be­gan to slash them so mad­ly that they were crowd­ed and con­fused. Twice they tried to close, and twice torn asun­der they formed two sep­a­rate bod­ies which in a twin­kle di­vid­ed in­to small­er groups; at last they were scat­tered as peas thrown by a peas­ant through the air with a shov­el.

			All at once were heard de­spair­ing voic­es: “The king, the king! Save the king!”

			But Karl Gus­tav, at the first mo­ment of the en­counter, with pis­tols in hand and a sword in his teeth, rushed out. The troop­er who held the horse at the door gave him the beast that mo­ment; the king sprang on, and turn­ing the cor­ner, rushed be­tween the poplars and the bee­hives to es­cape by the rear from the cir­cle of bat­tle.

			Reach­ing the fence he spurred his horse, sprang over, and fell in­to the group of his men who were de­fend­ing them­selves against the right wing of the Poles, who had just sur­round­ed the house and were fight­ing with the Swedes be­hind the gar­den.

			“To the road!” cried Karl Gus­tav. And over­turn­ing with the hilt of his sword the Pol­ish horse­man who was rais­ing his sabre above him, with one spring he came out of the whirl of the fight; the Swedes broke the Pol­ish rank and sprang af­ter him with all their force, as a herd of deer hunt­ed by dogs rush whith­er they are led by their lead­er.

			The Pol­ish horse­men turned their hors­es af­ter them, and the chase be­gan. Both came out on the high road from Rud­nik to Boy­anov­ka. They were seen from the front yard where the main bat­tle was rag­ing, and just then it was that the voic­es were heard cry­ing—

			“The king, the king! Save the king!”

			But the Swedes in the front yard were so pressed by Shan­darovs­ki that they could not think even of sav­ing them­selves; the king raced on then with a par­ty of not more than twelve men, while af­ter him were chas­ing near­ly thir­ty, and at the head of them all Roh Ko­val­s­ki.

			The lad who was to point out the king was in­volved some­where in the gen­er­al bat­tle, but Roh him­self rec­og­nized Karl Gus­tav by the knot of red rib­bons. Then he thought that his op­por­tu­ni­ty had come; he bent in the sad­dle, pressed his horse with the spurs, and rushed on like a whirl­wind.

			The pur­sued, strain­ing the last strength from their hors­es, stretched along over the broad road. But the swifter and lighter Pol­ish hors­es be­gan soon to gain on them. Roh came up very quick­ly with the hind­most Swede; he rose in his stir­rups for a bet­ter blow, and cut ter­ri­bly; with one aw­ful stroke he took off the arm and the shoul­der, and rushed on like the wind, fas­ten­ing his eyes again on the king.

			The next horse­man was black be­fore his eyes; he hurled him down. He split the head and the hel­met of the third, and tore far­ther, hav­ing the king, and the king on­ly, in his eye. Now the hors­es of the Swedes be­gan to pant and fall; a crowd of Pol­ish horse­men over­took them and cut down the rid­ers in a twin­kle.

			Roh had al­ready passed hors­es and men, so as not to lose time; the dis­tance be­tween him and Karl Gus­tav be­gan to de­crease. There were on­ly two men be­tween him and the king.

			Now an ar­row, sent from a bow by some one of the Poles, sang near the ear of Pan Roh, and sank in the loins of the rid­er rush­ing be­fore him. The man trem­bled to the right and the left; at last he bent back­ward, bel­lowed with an un­earth­ly voice, and fell from the sad­dle.

			Be­tween Roh and the king there was now on­ly one man. But that one, wish­ing ev­i­dent­ly to save the king, in­stead of help­ing turned his horse. Ko­val­s­ki came up, and a can­non­ball does not sweep a man from the sad­dle as he hurled him to the ground; then, giv­ing a fear­ful shout, he rushed for­ward like a fu­ri­ous stag.

			The king might per­haps have met him, and would have per­ished in­evitably; but oth­ers were fly­ing on be­hind Roh, and ar­rows be­gan to whis­tle; any mo­ment one of them might wound his horse. The king, there­fore, pressed his heels more close­ly, bent his head to the mane, and shot through the space in front of him like a spar­row pur­sued by a hawk.

			But Roh be­gan not on­ly to prick his own horse with the spurs, but to beat him with the side of the sabre; and so they sped on one af­ter the oth­er. Trees, stones, wil­lows, flashed be­fore their eyes; the wind whis­tled in their ears. The king’s hat fell from his head; at last he threw down his purse, think­ing that the piti­less rid­er might be tempt­ed by it and leave the pur­suit; but Ko­val­s­ki did not look at the purse, and rolled his horse on with more and more pow­er till the beast was groan­ing from ef­fort.

			Roh had ev­i­dent­ly for­got­ten him­self al­to­geth­er; for rac­ing on­ward he be­gan to shout in a voice in which be­sides threats there was al­so a prayer—

			“Stop, for God’s mer­cy!”

			Then the king’s horse stum­bled so vi­o­lent­ly that if the king had not held the bri­dle with all his pow­er the beast would have fall­en. Roh bel­lowed like an au­rochs; the dis­tance di­vid­ing him from Karl Gus­tav had de­creased no­tably.

			Af­ter a while the steed stum­bled a sec­ond time, and again be­fore the king brought him to his feet Roh had ap­proached a num­ber of yards.

			Then he straight­ened him­self in the sad­dle as if for a blow. He was ter­ri­ble; his eyes were burst­ing out, his teeth were gleam­ing from un­der his red­dish mus­tach­es. One more stum­ble of the horse, an­oth­er mo­ment, and the fate of the Com­mon­wealth, of all Swe­den, of the en­tire war would have been de­cid­ed. But the king’s horse be­gan to run again; and the king, turn­ing, showed the bar­rels of two pis­tols, and twice did he fire.

			One of the bul­lets shat­tered the knee of Ko­val­s­ki’s horse; he reared, then fell on his forefeet, and dug the earth with his nose.

			The king might have rushed that mo­ment on his pur­suer and thrust him through with his rapi­er; but at the dis­tance of two hun­dred yards oth­er Pol­ish horse­men were fly­ing for­ward; so he bent down again in his sad­dle, and shot on like an ar­row pro­pelled from the bow of a Tar­tar.

			Ko­val­s­ki freed him­self from his horse. He looked for a while un­con­scious­ly at the flee­ing man, then stag­gered like one drunk, sat on the road, and be­gan to roar like a bear.

			But the king was each in­stant far­ther, far­ther, far­ther! He be­gan to di­min­ish, to melt, and then van­ished in the dark belt of pine scrub.

			Mean­while, with shout­ing and roar­ing, came on Ko­val­s­ki’s com­pan­ions. There were fif­teen of them whose hors­es held out. One brought the king’s purse, an­oth­er his hat, on which black os­trich feath­ers were fas­tened with di­a­monds. These two be­gan to cry out—

			“These are yours, com­rade! they be­long to you of right.”

			Oth­ers asked: “Do you know whom you were chas­ing? That was Karl him­self.”

			“As God is true! In his life he has nev­er fled be­fore any man as be­fore you. You have cov­ered your­self with im­mense glo­ry!”

			“And how many men did you put down be­fore you came up with the king?”

			“You lacked on­ly lit­tle of free­ing the Com­mon­wealth in one flash, with your sabre.”

			“Take the purse!”

			“Take the hat!”

			“The horse was good, but you can buy ten such with these trea­sures.”

			Roh gazed at his com­rades with dazed eyes; at last he sprang up and shout­ed—

			“I am Ko­val­s­ki, and this is Pani Ko­val­s­ki! Go to all the dev­ils!”

			“His mind is dis­turbed!” cried they.

			“Give me a horse! I’ll catch him yet,” shout­ed Roh.

			But they took him by the arms, and though he strug­gled they brought him back to Rud­nik, paci­fy­ing and com­fort­ing him along the road.

			“You gave him Pe­ter!” cried they. “See what has come to this vic­tor, this con­queror of so many towns and vil­lages!”

			“Ha, ha! He has found out Pol­ish cav­a­liers!”

			“He will grow tired of the Com­mon­wealth. He has come to close quar­ters.”

			“Vi­vat, Roh Ko­val­s­ki!”

			“Vi­vat, vi­vat, the most man­ful cav­a­lier, the pride of the whole army!”

			And they fell to drink­ing out of their can­teens. They gave Roh one, and he emp­tied the bot­tle at a draught.

			Dur­ing the pur­suit of the king along the Boy­anov­ka road the Swedes de­fend­ed them­selves in front of the priest’s house with brav­ery wor­thy of their renowned reg­i­ment. Though at­tacked sud­den­ly and scat­tered very quick­ly, they ral­lied as quick­ly around their blue stan­dard, for the rea­son that they were sur­round­ed by a dense crowd. Not one of them asked for quar­ter, but stand­ing horse to horse, shoul­der to shoul­der, they thrust so fierce­ly with their rapiers that for a time vic­to­ry seemed to in­cline to their side. It was nec­es­sary ei­ther to break them again, which be­came im­pos­si­ble since a line of Pol­ish horse­men sur­round­ed them com­plete­ly, or to cut them to pieces. Shan­darovs­ki rec­og­nized the sec­ond plan as the bet­ter; there­fore en­cir­cling the Swedes with a still clos­er ring, he sprang on them like a wound­ed fal­con on a flock of long-billed cranes. A sav­age slaugh­ter and press be­gan. Sabres rat­tled against rapiers, rapiers were bro­ken on the hilts of sabres. Some­times a horse rose, like a dol­phin above the sea waves, and in a mo­ment fell in the whirl of men and hors­es. Shouts ceased; there were heard on­ly the cry of hors­es, the sharp clash of steel, gasp­ing from the pant­ing breasts of the knights; un­com­mon fury had mas­tered the hearts of Poles and Swedes. They fought with frag­ments of sabres and rapiers; they closed with one an­oth­er like hawks, caught one an­oth­er by the hair, by mus­tach­es, gnawed with their teeth; those who had fall­en from their hors­es and were yet able to stand stabbed with their knives hors­es in the bel­ly and men in the legs; in the smoke, in the steam from hors­es, in the ter­ri­ble fren­zy of bat­tle, men were turned in­to gi­ants and gave the blows of gi­ants; arms be­came clubs, sabres light­ning. Steel hel­mets were bro­ken at a blow, like earth­en pots; heads were cleft; arms hold­ing sabres were swept away. They hewed with­out rest; they hewed with­out mer­cy, with­out pity. From un­der the whirl of men and hors­es blood be­gan to flow along the yard in streams.

			The great blue stan­dard was wav­ing yet above the Swedish cir­cle, but the cir­cle di­min­ished with each mo­ment. As when har­vesters at­tack grain from two sides, and the sick­les be­gin to glit­ter, the stand­ing grain dis­ap­pears and the men see one an­oth­er more near­ly each mo­ment, thus did the Pol­ish ring be­come ev­er nar­row­er, and those fight­ing on one side could see the bent sabres fight­ing on the op­po­site side.

			Pan Shan­darovs­ki was wild as a hur­ri­cane, and ate in­to the Swedes as a fam­ished wolf buries his jaws in the flesh of a fresh­ly killed horse; but one horse­man sur­passed him in fury, and that was the youth who had first let them know that the Swedes were in Rud­nik, and now had sprung in with the whole squadron on the en­e­my. The priest’s colt, three years old, which till that time had walked qui­et­ly over the land, shut in by the hors­es, could not break out of the throng; you would have said he had gone mad, like his mas­ter. With ears thrown back, with eyes burst­ing out of his bead, with erect mane, he pushed for­ward, bit, and kicked; but the lad struck with his sabre as with a flail; he struck at ran­dom, to the right, to the left, straight ahead; his yel­low fore­lock was cov­ered with blood, the points of rapiers had been thrust in­to his shoul­ders and legs, his face was cut; but these wounds on­ly roused him. He fought with mad­ness, like a man who has de­spaired of life and wish­es on­ly to avenge his own death.

			But now the Swedish body had de­creased like a pile of snow on which men are throw­ing hot wa­ter from ev­ery side. At last around the king’s stan­dard less than twen­ty men re­mained. The Pol­ish swarm had cov­ered them com­plete­ly, and they were dy­ing gloomi­ly, with set teeth; no hand was stretched forth, no man asked for mer­cy. Now in the crowd were heard voic­es: “Seize the stan­dard! The stan­dard!”

			When he heard this, the lad pricked his colt and rushed on like a flame. When ev­ery Swede had two or three Pol­ish horse­men against him, the lad slashed the stan­dard-bear­er in the mouth; he opened his arms, and fell on the horse’s mane. The blue stan­dard fell with him.

			The near­est Swede, shout­ing ter­ri­bly, grasped af­ter the staff at once; but the boy caught the stan­dard it­self, and pulling, tore it off in a twin­kle, wound it in a bun­dle, and hold­ing it with both hands to his breast, be­gan to shout to the sky—

			“I have it, I won’t give it! I have it, I won’t give it!”

			The last re­main­ing Swedes rushed at him with rage; one thrust the flag through, and cut his shoul­der.

			Then a num­ber of men stretched their bloody hands to the lad, and cried: “Give the stan­dard, give the stan­dard!”

			Shan­darovs­ki sprang to his aid, and com­mand­ed: “Let him alone! He took it be­fore my eyes; let him give it to Charnyet­s­ki him­self.”

			“Charnyet­s­ki is com­ing!” cried a num­ber of voic­es.

			In fact, from a dis­tance trum­pets were heard; and on the road from the side of the field ap­peared a whole squadron, gal­lop­ing to the priest’s house. It was the Lau­da squadron; and at the head of it rode Charnyet­s­ki him­self. When the men had rid­den up, see­ing that all was over, they halt­ed; and Shan­darovs­ki’s sol­diers be­gan to hur­ry to­ward them.

			Shan­darovs­ki him­self has­tened with a re­port to the castel­lan; but he was so ex­haust­ed that at first he could not catch breath, for he trem­bled as in a fever, and the voice broke in his throat ev­ery mo­ment.

			“The king him­self was here: I don’t know—whether he has es­caped!”

			“He has, he has!” an­swered those who had seen the pur­suit.

			“The stan­dard is tak­en! There are many killed!”

			Charnyet­s­ki, with­out say­ing a word, hur­ried to the scene of the strug­gle, where a cru­el and woe­ful sight pre­sent­ed it­self. More than two hun­dred bod­ies of Swedes and Poles were ly­ing like a pave­ment, one at the side of the oth­er, and of­ten one above the oth­er. Some­times one held an­oth­er by the hair; some had died bit­ing or tear­ing one an­oth­er with their nails; and some again were closed as in a broth­er­ly em­brace, or they lay one with his head on the breast of his en­e­my. Many faces were so tram­pled that there re­mained noth­ing hu­man in them; those not crushed by hoofs had their eyes open full of ter­ror, the fierce­ness of bat­tle, and rage. Blood spat­tered on the soft­ened earth un­der the feet of Charnyet­s­ki’s horse, which were soon red above the fet­locks; the odor of blood and the sweat of hors­es ir­ri­tat­ed the nos­trils and stopped breath in the breast.

			The castel­lan looked on those corpses of men as the agri­cul­tur­ist looks on bound sheaves of wheat which are to fill out his stacks. Sat­is­fac­tion was re­flect­ed on his face. He rode around the priest’s house in si­lence, looked at the bod­ies ly­ing on the oth­er side, be­yond the gar­den; then re­turned slow­ly to the chief scene.

			“I see gen­uine work here, and I am sat­is­fied with you, gen­tle­men.”

			They hurled up their caps with bloody hands.

			“Vi­vat Charnyet­s­ki!”

			“God grant an­oth­er speedy meet­ing. Vi­vat! vi­vat!”

			And the castel­lan said: “You will go to the rear for rest. But who took the stan­dard?”

			“Give the lad this way!” cried Shan­darovs­ki; “where is he?”

			The sol­diers sprang for him, and found him sit­ting at the wall of the sta­ble near the colt, which had fall­en from wounds and was just breath­ing out his last breath. At the first glance it did not seem that the lad would last long, but he held the stan­dard with both hands to his breast.

			They bore him away at once, and brought him be­fore Charnyet­s­ki. The youth stood there bare­foot, with dis­or­dered hair, with naked breast, his shirt and his jack­et in shreds, smeared with Swedish blood and his own, tot­ter­ing, be­wil­dered, but with un­quenched fire in his eyes.

			Charnyet­s­ki was as­tound­ed at sight of him. “How is this?” asked he. “Did he take the roy­al stan­dard?”

			“With his own hand and his own blood,” an­swered Shan­darovs­ki. “He was the first al­so to let us know of the Swedes; and af­ter­ward, in the thick­est of the whirl, he did so much that he sur­passed me and us all.”

			“It is truth, gen­uine truth, as if some­one had writ­ten it!” cried oth­ers.

			“What is thy name?” asked Charnyet­s­ki of the lad.

			“Mi­halko.”

			“Whose art thou?”

			“The priest’s.”

			“Thou hast been the priest’s, but thou wilt be thy own!” said Charnyet­s­ki.

			Mi­halko heard not the last words, for from his wounds and the loss of blood he tot­tered and fell, strik­ing the castel­lan’s stir­rup with his head.

			“Take him and give him ev­ery care. I am the guar­an­ty that at the first Di­et he will be the equal of you all in rank, as to­day he is the equal in spir­it.”

			“He de­serves it! he de­serves it!” cried the no­bles.

			Then they took Mi­halko on a stretch­er, and bore him to the priest’s house.

			Charnyet­s­ki lis­tened to the fur­ther re­port, which not Shan­darovs­ki gave, but those who had seen the pur­suit of the king by Roh Ko­val­s­ki. He was won­der­ful­ly de­light­ed with that nar­ra­tive, so that he caught his head, and struck his thighs with his hands; for he un­der­stood that af­ter such an ad­ven­ture the spir­it must fall con­sid­er­ably in Karl Gus­tav.

			Za­glo­ba was not less de­light­ed, and putting his hands on his hips, said proud­ly to the knights—

			“Ha! he is a rob­ber, isn’t he? If he had reached Karl, the dev­il him­self could not have saved the king! He is my blood, as God is dear to me, my blood!”

			In course of time Za­glo­ba be­lieved that he was Roh Ko­val­s­ki’s un­cle.

			Charnyet­s­ki gave or­ders to find the young knight; but they could not find him, for Roh, from shame and mor­ti­fi­ca­tion, had crept in­to a barn, and bury­ing him­self in the straw, had fall­en asleep so sound­ly that he came up with the squadron on­ly two days lat­er. But he still suf­fered great­ly, and dared not show him­self be­fore the eyes of his un­cle. His un­cle, how­ev­er, sought him out, and be­gan to com­fort him—

			“Be not trou­bled, Roh!” said he. “As it is, you have cov­ered your­self with great glo­ry; I have my­self heard the castel­lan praise you: ‘To the eye a fool,’ said he, ‘so that he looks as though he could not count three, and I see that he is a fiery cav­a­lier who has raised the rep­u­ta­tion of the whole army.’ ”

			“The Lord Je­sus has not blessed me,” said Roh; “for I got drunk the day be­fore, and for­got my prayers.”

			“Don’t try to pen­e­trate the judg­ments of God, lest you add blas­phe­my to oth­er deeds. What­ev­er you can take on your shoul­ders take, but take noth­ing on your mind; if you do, you will fail.”

			“But I was so near that the sweat from his horse was fly­ing to me. I should have cut him to the sad­dle! Un­cle thinks that I have no rea­son what­ev­er!”

			“Ev­ery crea­ture,” said Za­glo­ba, “has its rea­son. You are a spright­ly lad, Roh, and you will give me com­fort yet more than once. God grant your sons to have the same rea­son in their fists that you have!”

			“I do not want that! I am Ko­val­s­ki, and this is Pani Ko­val­s­ki.”

		
	
		
			LXXIV

			Af­ter the af­fair at Rud­nik the king ad­vanced far­ther to­ward the point of the wedge be­tween the San and the Vis­tu­la, and did not cease as be­fore to march with the rear­guard; for he was not on­ly a fa­mous lead­er, but a knight of un­ri­valled dar­ing. Charnyet­s­ki, Vi­tovs­ki, and Lyubomirs­ki fol­lowed, and urged him on as a wild beast is urged to a trap. De­tached par­ties made an up­roar night and day around the Swedes. The re­treat­ing troops had less and less pro­vi­sions; they were more and more wea­ried and droop­ing in courage, look­ing for­ward to cer­tain de­struc­tion.

			At last the Swedes en­closed them­selves in the very cor­ner where the two rivers meet, and rest­ed. On one side the Vis­tu­la de­fend­ed them, on the oth­er the San, both over­flowed, as usu­al in spring­time; the third side of the tri­an­gle the king for­ti­fied with strong in­trench­ments, in which can­nons were mount­ed.

			That was a po­si­tion not to be tak­en, but it was pos­si­ble to die there from hunger. But even in that re­gard the Swedes gained bet­ter courage, for they hoped that the com­man­dants would send them pro­vi­sions by wa­ter from Krakow and oth­er riv­er fortress­es. For in­stance, right there at hand was San­domir, in which Colonel Schin­kler had col­lect­ed con­sid­er­able sup­plies. He sent these in at once; there­fore the Swedes ate, drank, slept; and when they woke they sang Luther­an psalms, prais­ing God that he had saved them from such dire dis­tress.

			But Charnyet­s­ki was pre­par­ing new blows for them.

			San­domir in Swedish hands could al­ways come to the aid of the main army. Charnyet­s­ki planned, there­fore, to take the town with the cas­tle at a blow, and cut off the Swedes.

			“We will pre­pare a cru­el spec­ta­cle for them,” said he, at a coun­cil of war. “They will look on from the op­po­site bank when we strike the town, and they will not be able to give aid across the Vis­tu­la; and when we have San­domir we will not let pro­vi­sions come from Wirtz in Krakow.”

			Lyubomirs­ki, Vi­tovs­ki, and oth­ers tried to dis­suade Charnyet­s­ki from that un­der­tak­ing. “It would be well,” said they, “to take such a con­sid­er­able town, and we might in­jure the Swedes great­ly; but how are we to take it? We have no in­fantry, siege guns we have not; it would be hard for cav­al­ry to at­tack walls.”

			“But do our peas­ants,” asked Charnyet­s­ki, “fight bad­ly as in­fantry? If I had two thou­sand such as Mi­halko, I would take not on­ly San­domir, but War­saw.”

			And with­out lis­ten­ing to fur­ther coun­sel he crossed the Vis­tu­la. Bare­ly had his sum­mons gone through the neigh­bor­hood when a cou­ple of thou­sand men hur­ried to him, one with a scythe, an­oth­er with a mus­ket, the third with cara­bine; and they marched against San­domir.

			They fell up­on the place rather sud­den­ly, and in the streets a fierce con­flict set in. The Swedes de­fend­ed them­selves fu­ri­ous­ly from the win­dows and the roofs, but they could not with­stand the on­rush. They were crushed like worms in the hous­es, and pushed en­tire­ly out of the town. Schin­kler took refuge, with the rem­nant of his forces, in the cas­tle; but the Poles fol­lowed him with the same im­petu­os­i­ty. A storm against the gates and the walls be­gan, Schin­kler saw that he could not hold out, even in the cas­tle; so he col­lect­ed what he could of men, ar­ti­cles and sup­plies of pro­vi­sions, and putting them on boats, crossed to the king, who looked from the oth­er bank on the de­feat of his men with­out be­ing able to suc­cor them.

			The cas­tle fell in­to the hands of the Poles; but the cun­ning Swede when de­part­ing put un­der the walls in the cel­lars kegs of pow­der with light­ed match­es.

			When he ap­peared be­fore the king he told him of this at once, so as to re­joice his heart.

			“The cas­tle,” said he, “will fly in­to the air with all the men. Charnyet­s­ki may per­ish.”

			“If that is true, I want my­self to see how the pi­ous Poles will fly to heav­en,” said the king; and he re­mained on the spot with all the gen­er­als.

			In spite of the com­mands of Charnyet­s­ki, who fore­saw de­ceit, the vol­un­teers and the peas­ants ran around through the whole cas­tle to seek hid­den Swedes and trea­sure. The trum­pets sound­ed an alarm for ev­ery man to take refuge in the town; but the searchers in the cas­tle did not hear the trum­pets, or would not heed them.

			All at once the ground trem­bled un­der their feet, an aw­ful thun­der and a roar tore the air, a gi­gan­tic pil­lar of fire rose to the sky, hurl­ing up­ward earth, walls, roofs, the whole cas­tle, and more than five hun­dred bod­ies of those who had not been able to with­draw.

			Karl Gus­tav held his sides from de­light, and his fa­vor-seek­ing courtiers be­gan at once to re­peat his words: “The Poles are go­ing to heav­en, to heav­en!”

			But that joy was pre­ma­ture; for none the less did San­domir re­main in Pol­ish hands, and could no longer fur­nish food for the main army en­closed be­tween the rivers.

			Charnyet­s­ki dis­posed his camp op­po­site the Swedes, on the oth­er side of the Vis­tu­la, and guard­ed the pas­sage.

			Sapye­ha, grand het­man of Lithua­nia and vo­evo­da of Vil­na, came from the oth­er side and took his po­si­tion on the San.

			The Swedes were in­vest­ed com­plete­ly; they were caught as it were in a vise.

			“The trap is closed!” said the sol­diers to one an­oth­er in the Pol­ish camps.

			For ev­ery man, even the least ac­quaint­ed with mil­i­tary art, un­der­stood that in­evitable de­struc­tion was hang­ing over the in­vaders, un­less re­in­force­ments should come in time and res­cue them from trou­ble.

			The Swedes too un­der­stood this. Ev­ery morn­ing of­fi­cers and sol­diers, com­ing to the shore of the Vis­tu­la, looked with de­spair in their eyes and their hearts at the le­gions of Charnyet­s­ki’s ter­ri­ble cav­al­ry stand­ing black on the oth­er side.

			Then they went to the San; there again the troops of Sapye­ha were watch­ing day and night, ready to re­ceive them with sabre and mus­ket.

			To cross ei­ther the San or the Vis­tu­la while both armies stood near was not to be thought of. The Swedes might re­turn to Yaroslav by the same road over which they come, but they knew that in that case not one of them would ev­er see Swe­den.

			For the Swedes griev­ous days and still more griev­ous nights now be­gan, for these days and nights were up­roar­i­ous and quar­rel­some. Again pro­vi­sions were at an end.

			Mean­while Charnyet­s­ki, leav­ing com­mand of the army to Lyubomirs­ki and tak­ing the Lau­da squadron as guard crossed the Vis­tu­la above the mouth of the San, to vis­it Sapye­ha and take coun­sel with him touch­ing the fu­ture of the war.

			This time the me­di­a­tion of Za­glo­ba was not need­ed to make the two lead­ers agree; for both loved the coun­try more than each one him­self, both were ready to sac­ri­fice to it pri­vate in­ter­ests, self-love, and am­bi­tion.

			The Lithua­ni­an het­man did not en­vy Charnyet­s­ki, nor did Charnyet­s­ki en­vy the het­man, but each did homage to the oth­er; so the meet­ing be­tween them was of such char­ac­ter that tears stood in the eyes of the old­est sol­diers.

			“The Com­mon­wealth is grow­ing, the dear coun­try is re­joic­ing, when such sons of he­roes take one an­oth­er by the shoul­ders,” said Za­glo­ba to Pan Michael and Pan Yan. “Charnyet­s­ki is a ter­ri­ble sol­dier and a true soul, but put Sapye­ha to a wound and it will heal. Would there were more such men! The skin would fly off the Swedes, could they see this love of the great­est pa­tri­ots. How did they con­quer us, if not through the ran­cor and en­vy of mag­nates? Have they over­come us with force? This is how I un­der­stand! The soul jumps in a man’s body at sight of such a meet­ing. I will guar­an­tee, too, that it will not be dry; for Sapye­ha loves a feast won­der­ful­ly, and with such a friend he will will­ing­ly let him­self out.”

			“God is mer­ci­ful! the evil will pass,” said Pan Yan.

			“Be care­ful that you do not blas­pheme,” said Za­glo­ba; “ev­ery evil must pass, for should it last for­ev­er it would prove that the Dev­il gov­erns the world, and not the Lord Je­sus, who has mer­cy in­ex­haustible.”

			Their fur­ther con­ver­sa­tion was in­ter­rupt­ed by the sight of Babinich, whose lofty form they saw from a dis­tance over the wave of oth­er heads.

			Pan Michael and Za­glo­ba be­gan to beck­on to him, but he was so much oc­cu­pied in look­ing at Charnyet­s­ki that he did not no­tice them at first.

			“See,” said Za­glo­ba, “how thin the man has grown!”

			“It must be that he has not done much against Bo­guslav,” said Volody­ovs­ki; “oth­er­wise he would be more joy­ful.”

			“It is sure that he has not, for Bo­guslav is be­fore Marien­burg with Stein­bock, act­ing against the fortress.”

			“There is hope in God that he will do noth­ing.”

			“Even if he should take Marien­burg,” said Za­glo­ba, “we will cap­ture Karl Gus­tav right away; we shall see if they will not give the fortress for the king.”

			“See! Babinich is com­ing to us!” in­ter­rupt­ed Pan Yan.

			He had in­deed seen them, and was push­ing the crowd to both sides; he mo­tioned with his cap, smil­ing at them from a dis­tance. They greet­ed one an­oth­er as good friends and ac­quain­tances.

			“What is to be heard? What have you done with the prince?” asked Za­glo­ba.

			“Evil, evil! But there is no time to tell of it. We shall sit down to ta­ble at once. You will re­main here for the night; come to me af­ter the feast to pass the night among my Tar­tars. I have a com­fort­able cab­in; we will talk at the cups till morn­ing.”

			“The mo­ment a man says a wise thing it is not I who will op­pose,” said Za­glo­ba. “But tell us why you have grown so thin?”

			“That hell-dweller over­threw me and my horse like an earth­en pot, so that from that time I am spit­ting fresh blood and can­not re­cov­er. There is hope in the mer­cy of our Lord Christ that I shall let the blood out of him yet. But let us go now, for Sapye­ha and Charnyet­s­ki are be­gin­ning to make dec­la­ra­tions and to be cer­e­mo­ni­ous about prece­dence—a sign that the ta­bles are ready. We wait for you here with great plea­sure, for you have shed Swedish pig-blood in plen­ty.”

			“Let oth­ers speak of what I have done,” said Za­glo­ba; “it does not be­come me.”

			Mean­while whole throngs moved on, and all went to the square be­tween the tents on which were placed ta­bles. Sapye­ha in hon­or of Charnyet­s­ki en­ter­tained like a king. The ta­ble at which Charnyet­s­ki was seat­ed was covert with Swedish flags. Mead and wine flowed from vats, so that to­ward the end both lead­ers be­came some­what joy­ous. There was no lack of glad­some­ness, of jests, of toasts, of noise; though the weath­er was mar­vel­lous, and the sun warm be­yond won­der. Fi­nal­ly the cool of the evening sep­a­rat­ed the feast­ers.

			Then Kmi­ta took his guests to the Tar­tars. They sat down in his tent on trunks packed close­ly with ev­ery kind of booty, and be­gan to speak of Kmi­ta’s ex­pe­di­tion.

			“Bo­guslav is now be­fore Marien­burg,” said Pan An­drei, “though some say that he is at the elec­tor’s, with whom he is to march to the re­lief of the king.”

			“So much the bet­ter; then we shall meet! You young fel­lows do not know how to man­age him; let us see what the old man will do. He has met with var­i­ous per­sons, but not yet with Za­glo­ba. I say that we shall meet, though Prince Yanush in his will ad­vised him to keep far from Za­glo­ba.”

			“The elec­tor is a cun­ning man,” said Pan Yan; “and if he sees that it is go­ing ill with Karl, he will drop all his prom­ises and his oath.”

			“But I tell you that he will not,” said Za­glo­ba. “No one is so ven­omous against us as the Prus­sian. When your ser­vant who had to work un­der your feet and brush your clothes be­comes your mas­ter by change of for­tune, he will be stern­er to you, the kinder you were to him.”

			“But why is that?” asked Pan Michael.

			“His pre­vi­ous con­di­tion of ser­vice will re­main in his mind, and he will avenge him­self on you for it, though you have been to him kind­ness it­self.”

			“What of that?” asked Pan Michael. “It of­ten hap­pens that a dog bites his mas­ter in the hand. Bet­ter let Babinich tell about his ex­pe­di­tion.”

			“We are lis­ten­ing,” said Pan Yan.

			Kmi­ta, af­ter he had been silent awhile, drew breath and be­gan to tell of the last cam­paign of Sapye­ha against Bo­guslav, and the de­feat of the lat­ter at Yanov; fi­nal­ly how Prince Bo­guslav had bro­ken the Tar­tars, over­turned him with his horse, and es­caped alive.

			“But,” in­ter­rupt­ed Volody­ovs­ki, “you said that you would fol­low him with your Tar­tars, even to the Baltic.”

			“And you told me al­so in your time,” replied Kmi­ta, “how Pan Yan here present, when Bo­gun car­ried off his beloved maid­en, for­got her and re­venge be­cause the coun­try was in need. A man be­comes like those with whom he keeps com­pa­ny; I have joined you, gen­tle­men, and I wish to fol­low your ex­am­ple.”

			“May the Moth­er of God re­ward you, as she has Pan Yan!” said Za­glo­ba. “Still I would rather your maid­en were in the wilder­ness than in Bo­guslav’s hands.”

			“That is noth­ing!” ex­claimed Pan Michael; “you will find her!”

			“I have to find not on­ly her per­son, but her re­gard and love.”

			“One will come af­ter the oth­er,” said Pan Michael, “even if you had to take her per­son by force, as at that time—you re­mem­ber?”

			“I shall not do such a deed again.”

			Here Pan An­drei sighed deeply, and af­ter a while he said, “Not on­ly have I not found her, but Bo­guslav has tak­en an­oth­er from me.”

			“A pure Turk! as God is dear to me!” cried Za­glo­ba.

			And Pan Yan in­quired: “What oth­er?”

			“Oh, it is a long sto­ry, a long sto­ry,” said Kmi­ta. “There was a maid­en in Zamost, won­der­ful­ly fair, who pleased Pan Zamoys­ki. He, fear­ing Princess Vish­nyevet­s­ki, his sis­ter, did not dare to be over­bold be­fore her; he planned, there­fore, to send the maid­en away with me, as if to Sapye­ha, to find an in­her­i­tance in Lithua­nia, but in re­al­i­ty to take her from me about two miles from Zamost, and put her in some wilder­ness where no one could stand in his way. But I sound­ed his in­ten­tion. You want, thought I to my­self, to make a pan­der of me; wait! I flogged his men, and the la­dy in all maid­en­ly hon­or I brought to Sapye­ha. Well, I say to you that the girl is as beau­ti­ful as a goldfinch, but hon­est. I am now an­oth­er man, and my com­rades, the Lord light their souls! are long ago dust in the earth.”

			“What sort of maid­en was she?” asked Za­glo­ba.

			“From a re­spectable house, a la­dy-in-wait­ing on Princess Grisel­da. She was once en­gaged to a Lithua­ni­an, Pod­bip­i­en­ta, whom you, gen­tle­men, knew.”

			“Anu­sia Bor­zobo­gati!” shout­ed Volody­ovs­ki, spring­ing from his place.

			Za­glo­ba jumped up too from a pile of felt. “Pan Michael, re­strain your­self!”

			But Volody­ovs­ki sprang like a cat to­ward Kmi­ta. “Is it you, traitor, who let Bo­guslav car­ry her off?”

			“Be not un­just to me,” said Kmi­ta. “I took her safe­ly to the het­man, hav­ing as much care for her as for my own sis­ter. Bo­guslav seized her, not from me, but from an­oth­er of­fi­cer with whom Pan Sapye­ha sent her to his own fam­i­ly; his name was Glovbich or some­thing, I do not re­mem­ber well.”

			“Where is he now?”

			“He is no longer liv­ing, he was slain; so at least Sapye­ha’s of­fi­cers said. I was at­tack­ing Bo­guslav sep­a­rate­ly, with the Tar­tars; there­fore I know noth­ing ac­cu­rate­ly save what I have told you. But notic­ing your changed face, I see that a sim­i­lar thing has met us; the same man has wronged us, and since that is the case let us join against him to avenge the wrong and take vengeance in com­pa­ny. He is a great lord and a great knight, and still I think it will be nar­row for him in the whole Com­mon­wealth, if he has two such en­e­mies.”

			“Here is my hand!” said Volody­ovs­ki. “Hence­forth we are friends for life and death. Who­ev­er meets him first will pay him for both. God grant me to meet him first, for that I will let his blood out is as sure as that there is Amen in ‘Our Fa­ther.’ ”

			Here Pan Michael be­gan to move his mus­tach­es ter­ri­bly and to feel of his sabre. Za­glo­ba was fright­ened, for he knew that with Pan Michael there was no jok­ing.

			“I should not care to be Prince Bo­guslav now,” said he, “even if some­one should add Livo­nia to my ti­tle. It is enough to have such a wild­cat as Kmi­ta against one, but what will he do with Pan Michael? And that is not all; I will con­clude an al­liance with you. My head, your sabres! I do not know as there is a po­ten­tate in Chris­ten­dom who could stand against such an al­liance. Be­sides, the Lord God will soon­er or lat­er take away his luck, for it can­not be that for a traitor and a heretic there is no pun­ish­ment; as it is, Kmi­ta has giv­en it to him ter­ri­bly.”

			“I do not de­ny that more than one con­fu­sion has met him from me,” said Pan An­drei. And giv­ing or­ders to fill the gob­lets, he told how he had freed Soro­ka from cap­tiv­i­ty. But he did not tell how he had cast him­self first at the feet of Radzivill, for at the very thought of that his blood boiled.

			Pan Michael was re­joiced while hear­ing the nar­ra­tive, and said at the end—

			“May God aid you, Yen­drek! With such a dar­ing man one could go to hell. The on­ly trou­ble is that we shall not al­ways cam­paign to­geth­er, for ser­vice is ser­vice. They may send me to one end of the Com­mon­wealth and you to the oth­er. It is not known which will meet him first.”

			Kmi­ta was silent a mo­ment.

			“In jus­tice I should reach him—if on­ly I do not come out again with con­fu­sion, for I am ashamed to ac­knowl­edge that I can­not meet that hell-dweller hand to hand.”

			“Then I will teach you all my se­crets,” said Pan Michael.

			“Or I!” said Za­glo­ba.

			“Par­don me, your grace, I pre­fer to learn from Michael,” said Kmi­ta.

			“Though he is such a knight, still I and Pani Ko­val­s­ki are not afraid of him, if on­ly I had a good sleep,” put in Roh.

			“Be qui­et, Roh!” an­swered Za­glo­ba; “may God not pun­ish you through his hand for boast­ing.”

			“Oh, tfu! noth­ing will hap­pen to me from him.”

			Poor Ko­val­s­ki was an un­lucky prophet, but it was steam­ing ter­ri­bly from his fore­lock, and he was ready to chal­lenge the whole world to sin­gle com­bat. Oth­ers too drank heav­i­ly to one an­oth­er, and to the de­struc­tion of Bo­guslav and the Swedes.

			“I have heard,” said Kmi­ta, “that as soon as we rub out the Swedes here and take the king, we shall march straight to War­saw. Then sure­ly there will be an end of the war. Af­ter that will come the elec­tor’s turn.”

			“Oh, that’s it! that’s it!” said Za­glo­ba.

			“I heard Sapye­ha say that once, and he, as a great man, cal­cu­lates bet­ter than oth­ers; he said: ‘There will be a truce with the Swedes; with the North­ern­ers there is one al­ready, but with the elec­tor we should not make any con­di­tions. Pan Charnyet­s­ki,’ he says, ‘will go with Lyubomirs­ki to Bran­den­burg, and I with the trea­sur­er of Lithua­nia to Elec­toral Prus­sia; and if af­ter that we do not join Prus­sia to the Com­mon­wealth, it is be­cause in our chan­cellery we have no such head as Pan Za­glo­ba, who in au­to­graph let­ters threat­ened the elec­tor.’ ”

			“Did Sapye­ha say that?” asked Za­glo­ba, flush­ing from plea­sure.

			“All heard him. And I was ter­ri­bly glad, for that same rod will flog Bo­guslav; and if not ear­li­er, we will sure­ly reach him at that time.”

			“If we can fin­ish with these Swedes first,” said Za­glo­ba. “Dev­il take them! Let them give up Liv­land and a mil­lion, I will let them off alive.”

			“The Cos­sack caught the Tar­tar, and the Tar­tar is hold­ing him by the head!” said Pan Yan, laugh­ing. “Karl is still in Poland; Krakow, War­saw, Poz­nan, and all the most not­ed towns are in his hands, and fa­ther wants him to ran­som him­self. Hei, we shall have to work much at him yet be­fore we can think of the elec­tor.”

			“And there is Stein­bock’s army, and the gar­risons, and Wirtz,” put in Pan Stanislav.

			“But why do we sit here with fold­ed hands?” asked Roh Ko­val­s­ki, on a sud­den, with star­ing eyes; “can­not we beat the Swedes?”

			“You are fool­ish, Roh,” said Za­glo­ba.

			“Un­cle al­ways says one thing; but as I am alive, I saw a boat at the shore. We might go and car­ry off even the sen­try. It is so dark that you might strike a man on the snout and he wouldn’t know who did it; be­fore they could see we should re­turn and ex­hib­it the courage of cav­a­liers to both com­man­ders. If you do not wish to go, I will go my­self.”

			“The dead calf moved his tail, won­der of won­ders!” said Za­glo­ba, an­gri­ly.

			But Kmi­ta’s nos­trils be­gan to quiver at once. “Not a bad idea! not a bad idea!” said he.

			“Good for camp-fol­low­ers, but not for him who re­gards dig­ni­ty. Have re­spect for your­selves! You are colonels, but you wish to amuse your­selves with wan­der­ing thieves!”

			“True, it is not very be­com­ing,” added Volody­ovs­ki. “We would bet­ter go to sleep.”

			All agreed with that idea; there­fore they kneeled down to their prayers and re­peat­ed them aloud; af­ter that they stretched them­selves on the felt cloth, and were soon sleep­ing the sleep of the just.

			But an hour lat­er all sprang to their feet, for be­yond the riv­er the roar­ing of guns was heard; while shouts and tu­mult rose in Sapye­ha’s whole camp.

			“Je­sus! Mary!” ex­claimed Za­glo­ba. “The Swedes are com­ing!”

			“What are you talk­ing about?” asked Volody­ovs­ki, seiz­ing his sabre.

			“Roh, come here!” cried Za­glo­ba, for in cas­es of sur­prise he was glad to have his sis­ter’s son near him.

			But Roh was not in the tent.

			They ran out on the square. Crowds were al­ready be­fore the tents, and all were mak­ing their way to­ward the riv­er, for on the oth­er side was to be seen flash­ing of fire, and an in­creas­ing roar was heard.

			“What has hap­pened, what has hap­pened?” was asked of the nu­mer­ous guards dis­posed along the bank.

			But the guards had seen noth­ing. One of the sol­diers said that he had heard as it were the plash of a wave, but as fog was hang­ing over the wa­ter he could see noth­ing; he did not wish there­fore to raise the camp for a mere sound.

			When Za­glo­ba heard this he caught him­self by the head in des­per­a­tion—

			“Roh has gone to the Swedes! He said that he wished to car­ry off a sen­try.”

			“For God’s sake, that may be!” cried Kmi­ta.

			“They will shoot the lad, as God is in heav­en!” con­tin­ued Za­glo­ba, in de­spair. “Wor­thy gen­tle­men, is there no help? Lord God, that boy was of the purest gold; there is not an­oth­er such in the two armies! What shot that idea in­to his stupid head? Oh, Moth­er of God, save him in trou­ble!”

			“Maybe he will re­turn; the fog is dense. They will not see him.”

			“I will wait for him here even till morn­ing. Moth­er of God, Moth­er of God!”

			Mean­while shots on the op­po­site bank less­ened, lights went out grad­u­al­ly, and af­ter an hour dull si­lence set in. Za­glo­ba walked along the bank of the riv­er like a hen with duck­lings, and tore out the rem­nant of hair in his fore­lock; but he wait­ed in vain, he de­spaired in vain. The morn­ing whitened the riv­er, the sun rose, but Roh came not.

		
	
		
			LXXV

			Za­glo­ba in un­bro­ken de­spair be­took him­self to Charnyet­s­ki, with a re­quest that he would send to the Swedes to see what had hap­pened to Ko­val­s­ki. Is he alive yet, is he groan­ing in cap­tiv­i­ty, or has he paid with his life for his dar­ing?

			Charnyet­s­ki agreed to this will­ing­ly, for he loved Za­glo­ba. Then com­fort­ing him in his suf­fer­ing, he said—

			“I think your sis­ter’s son must be alive, oth­er­wise the wa­ter would have brought him ashore.”

			“God grant that he is!” an­swered Za­glo­ba; “still it would be hard for the wa­ter to raise him, for not on­ly had he a heavy hand, but his wit was like lead, as is shown by his ac­tion.”

			“You speak just­ly,” an­swered Charnyet­s­ki. “If he is alive I ought to give or­ders to drag him with a horse over the square, for dis­re­gard of dis­ci­pline. He might alarm the Swedish army, but he has alarmed both armies; be­sides, he was not free to touch the Swedes with­out com­mand and my or­der. Is this a gen­er­al mili­tia or what the dev­il, that ev­ery man has a right to act on his own ac­count?”

			“He has of­fend­ed, I agree; I will pun­ish him my­self, if on­ly the Lord will bring him back.”

			“But I for­give him in re­mem­brance of the Rud­nik af­fair. I have many pris­on­ers to ex­change, and more dis­tin­guished of­fi­cers than Ko­val­s­ki. Do you go to the Swedes and ne­go­ti­ate about ex­change; I will give two or three for him if need be, for I do not wish to make your heart bleed. Come to me for a let­ter to the king, and go quick­ly.”

			Za­glo­ba sprang with re­joic­ing to Kmi­ta’s tent, and told his com­rades what had hap­pened. Pan An­drei and Volody­ovs­ki ex­claimed at once that they too would go with him, for both were cu­ri­ous to see the Swedes; be­sides Kmi­ta might be very use­ful, since he spoke Ger­man al­most as flu­ent­ly as Pol­ish.

			Prepa­ra­tions did not de­lay them long. Charnyet­s­ki, with­out wait­ing for the re­turn of Za­glo­ba, sent the let­ter by a mes­sen­ger; then they pro­vid­ed a piece of white cloth fixed to a pole, took a trum­peter, sat in a boat, and moved on.

			At first they went in si­lence, noth­ing save the plash of oars was to be heard; at last Za­glo­ba was some­what alarmed and said—

			“Lot the trum­peter an­nounce us im­me­di­ate­ly, for those scoundrels are ready to fire in spite of the white flag.”

			“What do you say?” an­swered Volody­ovs­ki; “even bar­bar­ians re­spect en­voys, and this is a civ­i­lized peo­ple.”

			“Let the trum­peter sound, I say. The first sol­dier who hap­pens along will fire, make a hole in the boat, and we shall get in­to the wa­ter; the wa­ter is cold, and I have no wish to get wet through their cour­tesy.”

			“There, a sen­try is vis­i­ble!” said Kmi­ta.

			The trum­peter sound­ed. The boat shot for­ward quick­ly; on the oth­er shore a hur­ried move­ment be­gan, and soon a mount­ed of­fi­cer rode up, wear­ing a yel­low leather cap. When he had ap­proached the edge of the wa­ter he shad­ed his eyes with his hand and be­gan to look against the light. A few yards from the shore Kmi­ta re­moved his cap in greet­ing; the of­fi­cer bowed to him with equal po­lite­ness.

			“A let­ter from Pan Charnyet­s­ki to the Most Serene King of Swe­den!” cried Pan An­drei, show­ing the let­ter.

			The guard stand­ing on the shore pre­sent­ed arms. Pan Za­glo­ba was com­plete­ly re­as­sured; present­ly he fixed his coun­te­nance in dig­ni­ty be­fit­ting his po­si­tion as an en­voy, and said in Latin—

			“The past night a cer­tain cav­a­lier was seized on this shore; I have come to ask for him.”

			“I can­not speak Latin,” an­swered the of­fi­cer.

			“Ig­no­ra­mus!” mut­tered Za­glo­ba.

			The of­fi­cer turned then to Pan An­drei—

			“The king is in the far­ther end of the camp. Be pleased, gen­tle­men, to stay here; I will go and an­nounce you.” And he turned his horse.

			The en­voys looked around. The camp was very spa­cious, for it em­braced the whole tri­an­gle formed by the San and the Vis­tu­la. At the sum­mit of the tri­an­gle lay Pa­nyev, at the base Tarnob­jeg on one side, and Roz­vadov on the oth­er. Ap­par­ent­ly it was im­pos­si­ble to take in the whole ex­tent at a glance; still, as far as the eye could reach, were to be seen trench­es, em­bank­ments, earth­works, and fascines at which were can­nons and men. In the very cen­tre of the place, in Go­jyt­si, were the quar­ters of the king; there al­so the main forces of the army.

			“If hunger does not drive them out of this place, we can do noth­ing with them,” said Kmi­ta. “The whole re­gion is for­ti­fied. There is pas­ture for hors­es.”

			“But there are not fish for so many mouths,” said Za­glo­ba. “Luther­ans do not like fast­ing food. Not long since they had all Poland, now they have this wedge; let them sit here in safe­ty, or go back to Yaroslav.”

			“Very skil­ful men made these trench­es,” added Volody­ovs­ki, look­ing with the eye of a spe­cial­ist on the work. “We have more swords­men, but few­er learned of­fi­cers; and in mil­i­tary art we are be­hind oth­ers.”

			“Why is that?” asked Za­glo­ba.

			“Why? It does not be­seem me as a sol­dier who has served all his life in the cav­al­ry, to say this, but ev­ery­where in­fantry and can­non are the main thing; hence those cam­paigns and mil­i­tary ma­neu­vers, march­es, and coun­ter­march­es. A man in a for­eign army must de­vour a mul­ti­tude of books and turn over a mul­ti­tude of Ro­man au­thors be­fore he be­comes a dis­tin­guished of­fi­cer; but there is noth­ing of that with us. Cav­al­ry rush­es in­to the smoke in a body, and shaves with its sabres; and if it does not shave off in a minute, then they shave it off.”

			“You speak sound­ly, Pan Michael; but what na­tion has won so many fa­mous vic­to­ries?”

			“Yes, be­cause oth­ers in old times warred in the same way, and not hav­ing the same im­pe­tus they were bound to lose; but now they have be­come wis­er, and see what they are do­ing.”

			“Wait for the end. Place for me now the wis­est Swedish or Ger­man en­gi­neer, and against him I will put Roh, who has nev­er turned over books, and let us see.”

			“If you could put him,” in­ter­rupt­ed Kmi­ta.

			“True, true! I am ter­ri­bly sor­ry for him. Pan An­drei, jab­ber a lit­tle in that dog’s lan­guage of those breech­es fel­lows, and ask what has hap­pened to Roh.”

			“You do not know reg­u­lar sol­diers. Here no man will open his lips to you with­out an or­der; they are stingy of speech.”

			“I know that they are surly scoundrels. While if to our no­bles, and es­pe­cial­ly to the gen­er­al mili­tia, an en­voy comes, im­me­di­ate­ly talk, talk, they will drink gorail­ka with him, and will en­ter in­to po­lit­i­cal dis­cus­sion with him; and see how these fel­lows stand there like posts and bulge out their eyes at us! I wish they would smoth­er to the last man!”

			In fact, more and more foot-sol­diers gath­ered around the en­voys, look­ing at them cu­ri­ous­ly. The en­voys were dressed so care­ful­ly in el­e­gant and even rich gar­ments, that they made an im­pos­ing ap­pear­ance. Za­glo­ba ar­rest­ed most at­ten­tion, for he bore him­self with al­most sen­a­to­ri­al dig­ni­ty; Volody­ovs­ki was less con­sid­ered, by rea­son of his stature.

			Mean­while the of­fi­cer who re­ceived them first on the bank re­turned with an­oth­er of high­er rank, and with sol­diers lead­ing hors­es. The su­pe­ri­or of­fi­cer bowed to the en­voys and said in Pol­ish—

			“His Roy­al Grace asks you, gen­tle­men, to his quar­ters; and since they are not very near we have brought hors­es.”

			“Are you a Pole?” asked Za­glo­ba.

			“No, I am a Cheh—Sadovs­ki, in the Swedish ser­vice.”

			Kmi­ta ap­proached him at once. “Do you know me?”

			Sadovs­ki looked at him quick­ly. “Of course! At Chen­sto­ho­va you blew up the largest siege gun, and Miller gave you to Kuk­li­novs­ki. I greet you, greet you hearti­ly as a fa­mous knight.”

			“And what is go­ing on with Kuk­li­novs­ki?” asked Kmi­ta.

			“But do you not know?”

			“I know that I paid him with that with which he want­ed to treat me, but I left him alive.”

			“He died.”

			“I thought he would freeze to death,” said Pan An­drei, wav­ing his hand.

			“Wor­thy Colonel,” put in Za­glo­ba, “have you not a cer­tain Roh Ko­val­s­ki?”

			Sadovs­ki laughed: “Of course.”

			“Praise be to God and the Most Holy La­dy! The lad is alive and I shall get him. Praise be to God!”

			“I do not know whether the king will be will­ing to yield him up,” said Sadovs­ki.

			“But why not?”

			“Be­cause he has pleased him great­ly. He rec­og­nized him at once as the same man who had pushed af­ter him with such vig­or at Rud­nik. We held our sides lis­ten­ing to the nar­ra­tive of the pris­on­er. The king asked: ‘Why did you pick me out?’ and he an­swered, ‘I made a vow.’ Then the king asked again, ‘But will you do so again?’ ‘Of course!’ an­swered the pris­on­er. The king be­gan to laugh. ‘Put away your vow,’ said he, ‘and I will give you your life and free­dom.’ ‘Im­pos­si­ble!’ ‘Why?’ ‘For my un­cle would pro­claim me a fool.’ ‘And are you so sure that you could man­age me in a hand-to-hand fight?’ ‘Oh, I could man­age five men like you,’ said he. Then the king asked again: ‘And do you dare to raise your hand against majesty?’ ‘Yes,’ said he, ‘for you have a vile faith.’ They in­ter­pret­ed ev­ery word to the king, and he was more and more pleased, and con­tin­ued to re­peat: ‘This man has pleased me.’ Then wish­ing to see whether in truth he had such strength, he gave or­ders to choose twelve of the strong­est men in camp and bring them to wres­tle in turn with the pris­on­er. But he is a mus­cu­lar fel­low! When I came away he had stretched out ten one af­ter an­oth­er, and not a man of them could rise again. We shall ar­rive just at the end of the amuse­ment.”

			“I rec­og­nize Roh, my blood!” said Za­glo­ba. “We will give for him even three fa­mous of­fi­cers!”

			“You will find the king in good hu­mor,” said Sadovs­ki, “which is a rare thing nowa­days.”

			“Oh, I be­lieve that!” an­swered the lit­tle knight.

			Mean­while Sadovs­ki turned to Kmi­ta, and asked how he had not on­ly freed him­self from Kuk­li­novs­ki, but put an end to him. Kmi­ta told him in de­tail. Sadovs­ki, while lis­ten­ing, seized his own head with amaze­ment; at last he pressed Kmi­ta’s hand again, and said—

			“Be­lieve me, I am sin­cere­ly glad; for though I serve the Swedes, ev­ery true sol­dier’s heart re­joic­es when a re­al cav­a­lier puts down a ruf­fi­an. I must ac­knowl­edge to you that when a dar­ing man is found among you, one must look with a lantern through the uni­verse to find his equal.”

			“You are a cour­te­ous of­fi­cer,” said Za­glo­ba.

			“And a fa­mous sol­dier, we know that,” added Volody­ovs­ki.

			“I learned cour­tesy and the sol­dier’s art from you,” an­swered Sadovs­ki, touch­ing his cap.

			Thus they con­versed, vy­ing with one an­oth­er in cour­tesy, till they reached Gro­jyt­si, where the king’s quar­ters were. The whole vil­lage was oc­cu­pied by sol­diers of var­i­ous arms. Our en­voys looked with cu­rios­i­ty at the groups scat­tered among the fences. Some, wish­ing to sleep away their hunger, were doz­ing around cot­tages, for the day was very clear and warm; some were play­ing dice on drums, drink­ing beer; some were hang­ing their clothes on the fences; oth­ers were sit­ting in front of the cot­tages singing Scan­di­na­vian songs, rub­bing with brick-dust their breast­plates and hel­mets, from which bright gleams went forth. In places they were clean­ing hors­es, or lead­ing them out; in a word, camp life was mov­ing and seething un­der the bright sky. There were men, it is true, who bore signs of ter­ri­ble toil and hunger, but the sun cov­ered their lean­ness with gold; be­sides, days of rest were be­gin­ning for those in­com­pa­ra­ble war­riors, there­fore they took courage at once, and as­sumed a mil­i­tary bear­ing. Volody­ovs­ki ad­mired them in spir­it, es­pe­cial­ly the in­fantry reg­i­ments, fa­mous through the whole world for en­durance and brav­ery. Sadovs­ki gave ex­pla­na­tions as they passed, say­ing—

			“This is the Sma­land reg­i­ment of the roy­al guard. This is the in­fantry of Delekar­lia, the very best.”

			“In God’s name, what lit­tle mon­sters are these?” cried Za­glo­ba on a sud­den, point­ing to a group of small men with olive com­plex­ions and black hair hang­ing on both sides of their heads.

			“Those are La­p­lan­ders, who be­long to the re­motest Hy­per­bore­ans.”

			“Are they good in bat­tle? It seems to me that I might take three in each hand and strike with their heads till I was tired.”

			“You could sure­ly do so. They are use­less in bat­tle. The Swedes bring them for camp ser­vants, and part­ly as a cu­rios­i­ty. But they are the most skil­ful of wiz­ards; each of them has at least one dev­il in his ser­vice, and some have five.”

			“How do they get such friend­ship with evil spir­its?” asked Kmi­ta, mak­ing the sign of the cross.

			“Be­cause they wan­der in night, which with them lasts half a year or more; and you know that it is eas­i­er to hold con­verse with the Dev­il at night.”

			“But have they souls?”

			“It is un­known; but I think that they are more in the na­ture of an­i­mals.”

			Kmi­ta turned his horse, caught one of the La­p­lan­ders by the shoul­ders, raised him up like a cat, and ex­am­ined him cu­ri­ous­ly; then he put him on his feet, and said—

			“If the king would give me one such, I would give or­ders to have him dried and hung up in the church in Or­sha, where, among oth­er cu­riosi­ties, are os­trich eggs.”

			“In Lub­ni, at the parish church, there were jaws of a whale or even of a gi­ant,” said Volody­ovs­ki.

			“Let us go on, for some­thing evil will fall on us here,” said Za­glo­ba.

			“Let us go,” re­peat­ed Sadovs­ki. “To tell the truth, I ought to have had bags put on your heads, as is the cus­tom; but we have noth­ing here to hide, and that you have looked on the trench­es is all the bet­ter for us.”

			They spurred on their hors­es, and af­ter a while were be­fore the cas­tle at Go­jyt­si. In front of the gate they sprang from their sad­dles, and ad­vanced on foot; for the King was be­fore the house.

			They saw a large num­ber of gen­er­als and very cel­e­brat­ed of­fi­cers. Old Wit­tem­berg was there, Dou­glas, Löwen­haupt, Miller, Er­ick­son, and many oth­ers. All were sit­ting on the bal­cony, a lit­tle be­hind the king, whose chair was pushed for­ward; and they looked on the amuse­ment which Karl Gus­tav was giv­ing him­self with the pris­on­er. Roh had just stretched out the twelfth cav­a­lier, and was in a coat torn by the wrestlers, pant­ing and sweat­ing great­ly. When he saw his un­cle in com­pa­ny with Kmi­ta and Volody­ovs­ki, he thought at once that they too were pris­on­ers. He stared at them, opened his mouth, and ad­vanced a cou­ple of steps; but Za­glo­ba gave him a sign with his hand to stand qui­et­ly, and the en­voy stood him­self with his com­rades be­fore the face of the king.

			Sadovs­ki pre­sent­ed the en­voys; they bowed low, as cus­tom and eti­quette de­mand­ed, then Za­glo­ba de­liv­ered Charnyet­s­ki’s let­ter.

			The king took the let­ter, and be­gan to read; mean­while the Pol­ish en­voys looked at him with cu­rios­i­ty, for they had nev­er seen him be­fore. He was a man in the flow­er of his age, as dark in com­plex­ion as though born an Ital­ian or a Spaniard. His long hair, black as a raven’s wing, fell be­hind his ears to his shoul­ders. In bright­ness and col­or his eyes brought to mind Yere­mi Vish­nyevet­s­ki; his brows were great­ly el­e­vat­ed, as if he were in con­tin­u­al as­ton­ish­ment. In the place where the brows ap­proached, his fore­head was raised in a large pro­tu­ber­ance, which made him re­sem­ble a li­on; a deep wrin­kle above his nose, which did not leave him even when he was laugh­ing, gave his face a threat­en­ing and wrath­ful ex­pres­sion. His low­er lip pro­trud­ed like that of Yan Kaz­imir, but his face was heav­ier and his chin larg­er; he wore mus­tach­es in the form of cords, brushed out some­what at the ends. In gen­er­al, his face in­di­cat­ed an un­com­mon man, one of those who when they walk over the earth press blood out of it. There was in him grandeur, the pride of a monarch, the strength of a li­on, and the quick­ness of ge­nius; but though a kind­ly smile nev­er left his mouth, there was lack­ing that kind­ness of heart which il­lu­mi­nates a face from with­in with a mild light, as a lamp placed in the mid­dle of an al­abaster urn lights it. He sat in the arm­chair, with crossed legs, the pow­er­ful calves of which were in­di­cat­ed clear­ly from un­der the black stock­ings, and blink­ing as was his wont, he read with a smile the let­ter from Charnyet­s­ki. Rais­ing his lids, he looked at Pan Michael, and said—

			“I knew you at once; you slew Kan­neberg.”

			All eyes were turned im­me­di­ate­ly on Volody­ovs­ki, who, mov­ing his mus­tach­es, bowed and an­swered—

			“At the ser­vice of your Roy­al Grace.”

			“What is your of­fice?” asked the king.

			“Colonel of the Lau­da squadron.”

			“Where did you serve be­fore?”

			“With the vo­evo­da of Vil­na.”

			“And did you leave him with the oth­ers? You be­trayed him and me.”

			“I was bound to my own king, not to your Roy­al Grace.”

			The king said noth­ing; all fore­heads were frown­ing, eyes be­gan to bore in­to Pan Michael; but he stood calm­ly, mere­ly mov­ing his mus­tach­es time af­ter time.

			All at once the king said—

			“It is pleas­ant for me to know such a fa­mous cav­a­lier. Kan­neberg passed among us as in­com­pa­ra­ble in hand-to-hand con­flict. You must be the first sabre in the king­dom?”

			“In uni­ver­so (In the uni­verse)!” said Za­glo­ba.

			“Not the last,” an­swered Volody­ovs­ki.

			“I greet you, gen­tle­men, hearti­ly. For Pan Charnyet­s­ki I have a re­al es­teem as for a great sol­dier, though he broke his word to me, for he ought to be sit­ting qui­et­ly till now in Syevej.”

			“Your Roy­al Grace,” said Kmi­ta, “Pan Charnyet­s­ki was not the first to break his word, but Gen­er­al Miller, who seized Wolf’s reg­i­ment of roy­al in­fantry.”

			Miller ad­vanced a step, looked in the face of Kmi­ta, and be­gan to whis­per some­thing to the king, who, blink­ing all the time, lis­tened at­ten­tive­ly; look­ing at Pan An­drei, he said at last—

			“I see that Pan Charnyet­s­ki has sent me cho­sen cav­a­liers. I know from of old that there is no lack of dar­ing men among you; but there is a lack of faith in keep­ing prom­ises and oaths.”

			“Holy are the words of your Roy­al Grace,” an­swered Za­glo­ba.

			“How do you un­der­stand that?”

			“If it were not for this vice of our peo­ple, your Roy­al Grace would not be here.”

			The king was silent awhile; the gen­er­als again frowned at the bold­ness of the en­voys.

			“Yan Kaz­imir him­self freed you from the oath,” said Karl, “for he left you and took refuge abroad.”

			“From the oath we can be freed on­ly by the Vicar of Christ, who re­sides in Rome; and he has not freed us.”

			“A truce to that!” said the king. “I have ac­quired the king­dom by this,” here he struck his sword, “and by this I will hold it. I do not need your suf­frages nor your oaths. You want war, you will have it. I think that Pan Charnyet­s­ki re­mem­bers Golem­bo yet.”

			“He for­got it on the road from Yaroslav,” an­swered Za­glo­ba.

			The king, in­stead of be­ing an­gry, smiled: “I’ll re­mind him of it.”

			“God rules the world.”

			“Tell him to vis­it me; I shall be glad to re­ceive him. But he must hur­ry, for as soon as my hors­es are in con­di­tion I shall march far­ther.”

			“Then we shall re­ceive your Roy­al Grace,” said Za­glo­ba, bow­ing and plac­ing his hand slight­ly on his sabre.

			“I see,” said the king, “that Pan Charnyet­s­ki has sent in the em­bassy not on­ly the best sabres, but the best mouth. In a mo­ment you par­ry ev­ery thrust. It is lucky that the war is not of words, for I should find an op­po­nent wor­thy of my pow­er. But I will come to the ques­tion. Pan Charnyet­s­ki asks me to lib­er­ate this pris­on­er, of­fer­ing two of­fi­cers of dis­tinc­tion in re­turn. I do not set such a low price on my sol­diers as you think, and I have no wish to re­deem them too cheap­ly; that would be against my own and their am­bi­tion, but since I can refuse Pan Charnyet­s­ki noth­ing, I will make him a present of this cav­a­lier.”

			“Gra­cious Lord,” an­swered Za­glo­ba, “Pan Charnyet­s­ki did not wish to show con­tempt for Swedish of­fi­cers, but com­pas­sion for me; for this is my sis­ter’s son, and I, at the ser­vice of your Roy­al Grace, am Pan Charnyet­s­ki’s ad­vis­er.”

			“In truth,” said the king, “I ought not to let the pris­on­er go, for he has made a vow against me, un­less he will give up his vow in view of this fa­vor.”

			Here he turned to Roh, who was stand­ing in front of the porch, and beck­oned: “But come near­er, you strong fel­low!”

			Roh ap­proached a cou­ple of steps, and stood erect.

			“Sadovs­ki,” said the king, “ask him if he will let me go in case I free him.”

			Sadovs­ki re­peat­ed the king’s ques­tion.

			“Im­pos­si­ble!” cried Roh.

			The king un­der­stood with­out an in­ter­preter, and be­gan to clap his hands and blink.

			“Well, well! How can I set such a man free? He has twist­ed the necks of twelve horse­men, and prom­ises me as the thir­teenth. Good, good! the cav­a­lier has pleased me. Is he Pan Charnyet­s­ki’s ad­vis­er too? If he is, I will let him go all the more quick­ly.”

			“Keep your mouth shut!” mut­tered Za­glo­ba to Roh.

			“A truce to amuse­ment!” said the king, sud­den­ly. “Take him, and have still one more proof of my clemen­cy. I can for­give, as the lord of this king­dom, since such is my will and fa­vor; but I will not en­ter in­to terms with rebels.”

			Here the king frowned, and the smile left his face: “Whoso rais­es his hand against me is a rebel, for I am his law­ful king. On­ly from kind­ness to you have I not pun­ished hith­er­to as was prop­er. I have been wait­ing for you to come to your minds; but the hour will strike when kind­ness will be ex­haust­ed and the day of pun­ish­ment will rise. Through your self-will and in­sta­bil­i­ty the coun­try is flam­ing with fire; through your dis­loy­al­ty blood is flow­ing. But I tell you the last days are pass­ing; you do not wish to hear ad­mo­ni­tions, you do not wish to obey laws, you will obey the sword and the gal­lows!”

			Light­nings flashed in Karl’s eyes. Za­glo­ba looked on him awhile with amaze­ment, un­able to un­der­stand whence that storm had come af­ter fair weath­er; fi­nal­ly he too be­gan to grow an­gry, there­fore he bowed and said on­ly—

			“We thank your Roy­al Grace.”

			Then he went off, and af­ter him Kmi­ta, Volody­ovs­ki, and Roh Ko­val­s­ki.

			“Gra­cious, gra­cious!” said Za­glo­ba, “and be­fore you can look around he bel­lows in your ear like a bear. Beau­ti­ful end to an em­bassy! Oth­ers give hon­or with a cup at part­ing, but he with the gal­lows! Let him hang dogs, not no­bles! O my God! how griev­ous­ly we have sinned against our king, who was a fa­ther, is a fa­ther, and will be a fa­ther, for there is a Yagyel­lon heart in him. And such a king traitors de­sert­ed, and went to make friend­ship with scare­crows from be­yond the sea. We are served right­ly, for we were not wor­thy of any­thing bet­ter. Gib­bets! gib­bets! He is fenced in, and we have squeezed him like curds in a bag, so that whey is com­ing out, and still he threat­ens with sword and gib­bet. Wait awhile! The Cos­sack caught a Tar­tar, and the Tar­tar has him by the head. It will be clos­er for you yet.—Roh, I want­ed to give you a slap on the face or fifty blows on a car­pet, but I for­give you now since you act­ed so like a cav­a­lier and promised to hunt him still far­ther. Let me kiss you, for I am de­light­ed with you.”

			“Un­cle is still glad!” said Roh.

			“The gib­bet and the sword! And he told that to my eyes,” said Za­glo­ba again, af­ter a while. “You have pro­tec­tion! The wolf pro­tects in the same fash­ion a sheep for his own eat­ing. And when does he say that? Now, when there is goose skin on his own back. Let him take his La­p­lan­ders for coun­sel­lors, and with them seek Sa­tan’s aid. But the Most Holy La­dy will help us, as she did Pan Bobo­la in San­domir when pow­der threw him and his horse across the Vis­tu­la, and he was not hurt. He looked around to see where he was, and ar­rived in time to dine with the priest. With such help we will pull them all by the necks like lob­sters out of a wick­er trap.”

		
	
		
			LXXVI

			Al­most twen­ty days passed. The king re­mained con­tin­u­al­ly at the junc­tion of the rivers, and sent couri­ers to fortress­es and com­mands in ev­ery di­rec­tion to­ward Krakow and War­saw, with or­ders for all to has­ten to him with as­sis­tance. They sent him al­so pro­vi­sions by the Vis­tu­la in as great quan­ti­ties as pos­si­ble, but in­suf­fi­cient. Af­ter ten days the Swedes be­gan to eat horse­flesh; de­spair seized the king and the gen­er­als at thought of what would hap­pen when the cav­al­ry should lose their hors­es, and when there would be no beasts to draw can­non. From ev­ery side too there came un­pleas­ant news. The whole coun­try was blaz­ing with war, as if some­one had poured pitch over it and set fire. In­fe­ri­or com­mands and gar­risons could not has­ten to give aid, for they were not able to leave the towns and vil­lages. Lithua­nia, held hith­er­to by the iron hand of Pon­tus de la Gardie, rose as one man. Great Poland, which had yield­ed first of all, was the first to throw off the yoke, and shone be­fore the whole Com­mon­wealth as an ex­am­ple of en­durance, re­solve, and en­thu­si­asm. Par­ties of no­bles and peas­ants rushed not on­ly on the gar­risons in vil­lages, but even at­tacked towns. In vain did the Swedes take ter­ri­ble vengeance on the coun­try, in vain did they cut off the hands of pris­on­ers, in vain did they send up vil­lages in smoke, cut set­tle­ments to pieces, raise gib­bets, bring in­stru­ments of tor­ture from Ger­many to tor­ture in­sur­gents. Whoso had to suf­fer, suf­fered; whoso had to die, died; but if he was a no­ble, he died with a sabre; if a peas­ant, with a scythe in his hand. And Swedish blood was flow­ing through­out all Great Poland; the peas­ants were liv­ing in the forests, even wom­en rushed to arms; pun­ish­ments mere­ly roused vengeance and in­creased rage. Kule­sha, Je­got­s­ki, and the vo­evo­da of Podlyasye moved through the coun­try like flames, and be­sides their par­ties all the pinewoods were filled with oth­er par­ties. The fields lay un­tilled, fierce hunger in­creased in the land; but it twist­ed most the en­trails of the Swedes, for they were con­fined in towns be­hind closed gates, and could not go to the open coun­try. At last breath was fail­ing in their bo­soms.

			In Ma­zovia the con­di­tion was the same. There the Bark­shoe peo­ple dwelling in for­est gloom came out of their wilder­ness­es, blocked the roads, seized pro­vi­sions and couri­ers. In Podlyasye a nu­mer­ous small no­bil­i­ty marched in thou­sands ei­ther to Sapye­ha or to Lithua­nia. Lyubel­sk was in the hands of the con­fed­er­ates. From the dis­tant Rus­sias came Tar­tars, and with them the Cos­sacks con­strained to obe­di­ence.

			There­fore all were cer­tain that if not in a week in a month, if not in a month in two, that riv­er fork in which Karl Gus­tav had halt­ed with the main army of the Swedes would be turned in­to one great tomb to the glo­ry of the na­tion; a great les­son for those who would at­tack the Com­mon­wealth.

			The end of the war was fore­seen al­ready; there were some who said that one way of sal­va­tion alone re­mained to Karl—to ran­som him­self and give Swedish Liv­land to the Com­mon­wealth.

			But sud­den­ly the for­tune of Karl and the Swedes was bet­tered. Marien­burg, be­sieged hith­er­to in vain, sur­ren­dered, March 20, to Stein­bock. His pow­er­ful and valiant army had then no oc­cu­pa­tion, and could has­ten to the res­cue of the king.

			From an­oth­er di­rec­tion the Mark­graf of Baden, hav­ing fin­ished levies, was march­ing al­so to the riv­er fork with ready forces, and sol­diers yet un­wea­ried.

			Both pushed for­ward, break­ing up the small­er bands of in­sur­gents, de­stroy­ing, burn­ing, slay­ing. Along the road they gath­ered in Swedish gar­risons, took the small­er com­mands, and in­creased in pow­er, as a riv­er in­creas­es the more it takes streams to its bo­som.

			Tid­ings of the fall of Marien­burg, of the army of Stein­bock, and the march of the Mark­graf of Baden came very quick­ly to the fork of the riv­er, and grieved Pol­ish hearts. Stein­bock was still far away; but the mark­graf, ad­vanc­ing by forced march­es, might soon come up and change the whole po­si­tion at San­domir.

			The Pol­ish lead­ers then held a coun­cil in which Charnyet­s­ki, Sapye­ha, Michael Radzivill, Vi­tovs­ki, and Lyubomirs­ki, who had grown tired of be­ing on the Vis­tu­la, took part. At this coun­cil it was de­cid­ed that Sapye­ha with the Lithua­ni­an army was to re­main to watch Karl, and pre­vent his es­cape, Charnyet­s­ki was to move against the Mark­graf of Baden and meet him as quick­ly as pos­si­ble; if God gave him vic­to­ry, he would re­turn to be­siege Karl Gus­tav.

			Cor­re­spond­ing or­ders were giv­en at once. Next morn­ing the trum­pets sound­ed to horse so qui­et­ly that they were bare­ly heard; Charnyet­s­ki wished to de­part un­known to the Swedes. At his re­cent camp­ground a num­ber of un­oc­cu­pied par­ties of no­bles and peas­ants took po­si­tion at once. They kin­dled fires and made an up­roar, so that the en­e­my might think that no one had left the place; but Charnyet­s­ki’s squadrons moved out one af­ter an­oth­er. First marched the Lau­da squadron, which by right should have re­mained with Sapye­ha; but since Charnyet­s­ki had fall­en great­ly in love with this squadron, the het­man was loath to take it from him. Af­ter the Lau­da went the Vanso­vich squadron, cho­sen men led by an old sol­dier half of whose life had been passed in shed­ding blood; then fol­lowed the squadron of Prince Dymitri Vish­nyevet­s­ki, un­der the same Shan­darovs­ki who at Rud­nik had cov­ered him­self with im­mea­sur­able glo­ry; then two reg­i­ments of Vi­tovs­ki’s dra­goons, two reg­i­ments of the staros­ta of Ya­vorov; the famed Stap­kovs­ki led one; then Charnyet­s­ki’s own reg­i­ment, the king’s reg­i­ment un­der Polyanovs­ki, and Lyubomirs­ki’s whole force. No in­fantry was tak­en, be­cause of haste; nor wag­ons, for the army went on horse­back.

			All were drawn up to­geth­er at Zava­da in good strength and great will­ing­ness. Then Charnyet­s­ki him­self went out in front, and af­ter he had ar­ranged them for the march, he with­drew his horse some­what and let them pass so as to re­view well the whole force. The horse un­der him sniffed, threw up his head and nod­ded, as if wish­ing to greet the pass­ing reg­i­ments; and the heart swelled in the castel­lan him­self. A beau­ti­ful view was be­fore him. As far as the eye reached a riv­er of hors­es, a riv­er of stern faces of sol­diers, welling up and down with the move­ment of the hors­es; above them still a third riv­er of sabres and lances, glit­ter­ing and gleam­ing in the morn­ing sun. A tremen­dous pow­er went forth from them, and Charnyet­s­ki felt the pow­er in him­self; for that was not some kind of col­lec­tion of vol­un­teers, but men forged on the anvil of bat­tle, trained, ex­er­cised, and in con­flict so “ven­omous” that no cav­al­ry on earth of equal num­bers could with­stand them. There­fore Charnyet­s­ki felt with cer­tain­ty, with­out doubt, that he would bear asun­der with sabres and hoofs the army of the Mark­graf of Baden; and that vic­to­ry, felt in ad­vance, made his face so ra­di­ant that it gleamed on the reg­i­ments.

			“With God to vic­to­ry!” cried he at last.

			“With God! We will con­quer!” an­swered mighty voic­es.

			And that shout flew through all the squadrons like deep thun­der through clouds. Charnyet­s­ki spurred his horse to come up with the Lau­da squadron, march­ing in the van.

			The army moved for­ward.

			They ad­vanced not like men, but like a flock of raven­ing birds which hav­ing wind of a bat­tle from afar, fly to out­strip the tem­pest. Nev­er, even among Tar­tars in the steppes, had any man heard of such a march. The sol­diers slept in the sad­dles; they ate and drank with­out dis­mount­ing; they fed the hors­es from their hands. Rivers, forests, vil­lages, were left be­hind them. Scarce­ly had peas­ants hur­ried out from their cot­tages to look at the army when the army had van­ished be­hind clouds of dust in the dis­tance. They marched day and night, rest­ing on­ly just enough to es­cape killing the hors­es.

			At Kozyen­it­si they came up­on eight Swedish squadrons un­der Tor­neski­old. The Lau­da men, march­ing in the van, first saw the en­e­my, and with­out even draw­ing breath sprang at them straight­way and in­to the fire. Next ad­vanced Shan­darovs­ki, then Vanso­vich, and then Stap­kovs­ki.

			The Swedes, think­ing that they had to deal with some mere com­mon par­ties, met them in the open field, and two hours lat­er there was not a liv­ing man left to go to the mark­graf and tell him that Charnyet­s­ki was com­ing. Those eight squadrons were sim­ply swept asun­der on sabres, with­out leav­ing a wit­ness of de­feat. Then the Poles moved straight on to Mag­nu­shev, for spies in­formed them that the mark­graf was at Var­ka with his whole army.

			Volody­ovs­ki was sent in the night with a par­ty to learn how the army was dis­posed, and what its pow­er was.

			Za­glo­ba com­plained great­ly of that ex­pe­di­tion, for even the famed Vish­nyevet­s­ki had nev­er made such march­es as this; there­fore the old man com­plained, but he chose to go with Pan Michael rather than re­main with the army.

			“It was a gold­en time at San­domir,” said he, stretch­ing him­self in the sad­dle; “a man ate, drank, and looked at the be­sieged Swedes in the dis­tance; bat now there is not time even to put a can­teen to your mouth. I know the mil­i­tary arts of the an­cients, of the great Pom­pey and Cae­sar; but Charnyet­s­ki has in­vent­ed a new style. It is con­trary to ev­ery rule to shake the stom­ach so many days and nights. The imag­i­na­tion be­gins to rebel in me from hunger, and it seems to me con­tin­u­al­ly that the stars are buck­wheat pud­ding and the moon cheese. To the dogs with such war­fare! As God is dear to me, I want to gnaw my own hors­es’ ears off from hunger.”

			“To­mor­row, God grant, we shall rest af­ter fin­ish­ing the Swedes.”

			“I would rather have the Swedes than this te­dious­ness! O Lord! O Lord! when wilt Thou give peace to this Com­mon­wealth, and to Za­glo­ba a warm place at the stove and heat­ed beer, even with­out cream? Bat­ter along, old man, on your nag, bat­ter along, till you bat­ter your body to death. Has any­one there snuff? Maybe I could sneeze out this sleepi­ness through my nos­trils. The moon is shin­ing through my mouth, look­ing in­to my stom­ach, but I can­not tell what the moon is look­ing for there; it will find noth­ing. I re­peat, to the dogs with such war­fare!”

			“If Un­cle thinks that the moon is cheese, then eat it, Un­cle,” said Roh Ko­val­s­ki.

			“If I should eat you I might say that I had eat­en beef; but I am afraid that af­ter such a roast I should lose the rest of my wit.”

			“If I am an ox and Un­cle is my un­cle, then what is Un­cle?”

			“But, you fool, do you think that Althea gave birth to a fire­brand be­cause she sat by the stove?”

			“How does that touch me?”

			“In this way. If you are an ox, then ask about your fa­ther first, not about your un­cle: for a bull car­ried off Eu­ropa, but her broth­er, who was un­cle to her chil­dren, was a man for all that. Do you un­der­stand?”

			“To tell the truth, I do not; but as to eat­ing I could eat some­thing my­self.”

			“Eat the dev­il and let me sleep! What is it, Pan Michael? Why have we halt­ed?”

			“Var­ka is in sight,” an­swered Volody­ovs­ki. “See, the church tow­er is gleam­ing in the moon­light.”

			“But have we passed Mag­nu­shev?”

			“Mag­nu­shev is be­hind on the right. It is a won­der to me that there is no Swedish par­ty on this side of the riv­er. Let us go to those thick­ets and stop; per­haps God may send us some in­for­mant.”

			Pan Michael led his de­tach­ment to the thick­et, and dis­posed it about a hun­dred yards from the road on each side, or­der­ing the men to re­main silent, and hold the bri­dles close­ly so the hors­es might not neigh.

			“Wait,” said he. “Let us hear what is be­ing done on the oth­er side of the riv­er, and per­haps we may see some­thing.”

			They stood there wait­ing; but for a long time noth­ing was to be heard. The wea­ried sol­diers be­gan to nod in the sad­dles. Za­glo­ba dropped on the horse’s neck and fell asleep; even the hors­es were slum­ber­ing. An hour passed. The ac­cu­rate ear of Volody­ovs­ki heard some­thing like the tread of a horse on a firm road.

			“Hold! si­lence!” said he to the sol­diers.

			He pushed out him­self to the edge of the thick­et, and looked along the road. The road was gleam­ing in the moon­light like a sil­ver rib­bon; there was noth­ing vis­i­ble on it, still the sound of hors­es came near­er.

			“They are com­ing sure­ly!” said Volody­ovs­ki.

			All held their hors­es more close­ly, each one re­strain­ing his breath. Mean­while on the road ap­peared a Swedish par­ty of thir­ty horse­men. They rode slow­ly and care­less­ly enough, not in line, but in a strag­gling row. Some of the sol­diers were talk­ing, oth­ers were singing in a low voice; for the night, warm as in May, act­ed on the ar­dent souls of the sol­diers. With­out sus­pi­cion they passed near Pan Michael, who was stand­ing so hard by the edge of the thick­et that he could catch the odor of hors­es and the smoke of pipes which the sol­diers had light­ed.

			At last they van­ished at the turn of the road. Volody­ovs­ki wait­ed till the tramp had died in the dis­tance; then on­ly did he go to his men and say to Pan Yan and Pan Stanislav—

			“Let us drive them now, like geese, to the camp of the castel­lan. Not a man must es­cape, lest he give warn­ing.”

			“If Charnyet­s­ki does not let us eat then and sleep,” said Za­glo­ba, “I will re­sign his ser­vice and re­turn to Sapyo. With Sapyo, when there is a bat­tle, there is a bat­tle; but when there is a respite, there is a feast. If you had four lips, he would give each one of them enough to do. He is the lead­er for me! And in truth tell me by what dev­il are we not serv­ing with Sapyo, since this reg­i­ment be­longs to him by right?”

			“Fa­ther, do not blas­pheme against the great­est war­rior in the Com­mon­wealth,” said Pan Yan.

			“It is not I that blas­pheme, but my en­trails, on which hunger is play­ing, as on a fid­dle—”

			“The Swedes will dance to the mu­sic,” in­ter­rupt­ed Volody­ovs­ki. “Now, gen­tle­men, let us ad­vance quick­ly! I should like to come up with them ex­act­ly at that inn in the for­est which we passed in com­ing hith­er.”

			And he led on the squadron quick­ly, but not too quick­ly. They rode in­to a dense for­est in which dark­ness en­closed them. The inn was less than two miles dis­tant. When Volody­ovs­ki had drawn near, he went again at a walk, so as not to alarm the Swedes too soon. When not more than a can­non-shot away, the noise of men was heard.

			“They are there and mak­ing an up­roar!” said Pan Michael.

			The Swedes had, in fact, stopped at the inn, look­ing for some liv­ing per­son to give in­for­ma­tion. But the place was emp­ty. Some of the sol­diers were shak­ing up the main build­ing; oth­ers were look­ing in the cow-house, in the shed, or rais­ing the thatch on the roof. One half of the men re­mained on the square hold­ing the hors­es of those who were search­ing.

			Pan Michael’s di­vi­sion ap­proached with­in a hun­dred yards, and be­gan to sur­round the inn with a Tar­tar cres­cent. Those of the Swedes stand­ing in front heard per­fect­ly, and at last saw men and hors­es; since, how­ev­er, it was dark in the for­est they could not see what kind of troops were com­ing; but they were not alarmed in the least, not ad­mit­ting that oth­ers than Swedes could come from that point. At last the move­ment of the cres­cent as­ton­ished and dis­turbed them. They called at once to those who were in the build­ings.

			Sud­den­ly a shout of “Al­lah!” was heard, and the sound of shots, in one mo­ment dark crowds of sol­diers ap­peared as if they had grown out of the earth. Now came con­fu­sion, a flash of sabres, oaths, smoth­ered shouts; but the whole af­fair did not last longer than the time need­ed to say the Lord’s Prayer twice.

			There re­mained on the ground be­fore the inn five bod­ies of men and hors­es; Volody­ovs­ki moved on, tak­ing with him twen­ty-five pris­on­ers.

			They ad­vanced at a gal­lop, urg­ing the Swedish hors­es with the sides of their sabres, and ar­rived at Mag­nu­shev at day­break. In Charnyet­s­ki’s camp no one was sleep­ing; all were ready. The castel­lan him­self came out lean­ing on his staff, thin and pale from watch­ing.

			“How is it?” asked he of Pan Michael. “Have you many in­for­mants?”

			“Twen­ty-five pris­on­ers.”

			“Did many es­cape?”

			“All are tak­en.”

			“On­ly send you, sol­dier, even to hell! Well done! Take them at once to the tor­ture, I will ex­am­ine them.”

			Then the castel­lan turned, and when de­part­ing said—

			“But be in readi­ness, for per­haps we may move on the en­e­my with­out de­lay.”

			“How is that?” asked Za­glo­ba.

			“Be qui­et!” said Volody­ovs­ki.

			The pris­on­ers, with­out be­ing burned, told in a mo­ment what they knew of the forces of the mark­graf—how many can­nons he had, what in­fantry and cav­al­ry. Charnyet­s­ki grew some­what thought­ful; for he learned that it was re­al­ly a new­ly levied army, but formed of the old­est sol­diers, who had tak­en part in God knows how many wars. There were al­so many Ger­mans among them, and a con­sid­er­able di­vi­sion of French; the whole force ex­ceed­ed that of the Poles by sev­er­al hun­dred. But it ap­peared from the state­ments of the pris­on­ers that the mark­graf did not even ad­mit that Charnyet­s­ki was near, and be­lieved that the Poles were be­sieg­ing Karl Gus­tav with all their forces at San­domir.

			The castel­lan had bare­ly heard this when he sprang up and cried to his at­ten­dant: “Vi­tovs­ki, give com­mand to sound the trum­pet to horse!”

			Half an hour lat­er the army moved and marched in the fresh spring morn­ing through forests and fields cov­ered with dew. At last Var­ka—or rather its ru­ins, for the place had been burned al­most to the ground six years be­fore—ap­peared on the hori­zon.

			Charnyet­s­ki’s troops were march­ing over an open flat; there­fore they could not be con­cealed from the eyes of the Swedes. In fact they were seen; but the mark­graf thought that they were var­i­ous “par­ties” which had com­bined in a body with the in­tent of alarm­ing the camp.

			On­ly when squadron af­ter squadron, ad­vanc­ing at a trot, ap­peared from be­yond the for­est, did a fever­ish ac­tiv­i­ty rise in the Swedish camp. Charnyet­s­ki’s men saw small­er di­vi­sions of horse­men and sin­gle of­fi­cers hur­ry­ing be­tween the reg­i­ments. The bright-col­ored Swedish in­fantry be­gan to pour in­to the mid­dle of the plain; the reg­i­ments formed one af­ter an­oth­er be­fore the eyes of the Poles and were nu­mer­ous, re­sem­bling a flock of many-col­ored birds. Over their heads were raised to­ward the sun quad­ran­gles of strong spears with which the in­fantry shield­ed them­selves against at­tacks of cav­al­ry. Fi­nal­ly, were seen crowds of Swedish ar­mored cav­al­ry ad­vanc­ing at a trot along the wings; the ar­tillery was drawn up and brought to the front in haste. All the prepa­ra­tions, all the move­ments were as vis­i­ble as some­thing on the palm of the hand, for the sun had risen clear­ly, splen­did­ly, and light­ed up the whole coun­try.

			The Pil­it­sa sep­a­rat­ed the two armies.

			On the Swedish bank trum­pets and ket­tle­drums were heard, and the shouts of sol­diers com­ing with all speed in­to line. Charnyet­s­ki or­dered al­so to sound the crooked trum­pets, and ad­vanced with his squadrons to­ward the riv­er.

			Then he rushed with all the breath of his horse to the Vanso­vich squadron, which was near­est the Pil­it­sa.

			“Old sol­dier!” cried he to Vanso­vich, “ad­vance for me to the bridge, there dis­mount and to mus­kets! Let all their force be turned on you! Lead on!”

			Vanso­vich mere­ly flushed a lit­tle from de­sire, and waved his ba­ton. The men shout­ed and shot af­ter him like a cloud of dust driv­en by wind.

			When they came with­in three hun­dred yards of the bridge, they slack­ened the speed of their hors­es; then two thirds of them sprang from the sad­dles and ad­vanced on a run to the bridge.

			But the Swedes came from the oth­er side; and soon mus­kets be­gan to play, at first slow­ly, then ev­ery mo­ment more briskly, as if a thou­sand flails were beat­ing ir­reg­u­lar­ly on a barn-floor. Smoke stretched over the riv­er. Shouts of en­cour­age­ment were thun­der­ing from one and the oth­er com­mand. The minds of both armies were bent to the bridge, which was wood­en, nar­row, dif­fi­cult to take, but easy to de­fend. Still over this bridge alone was it pos­si­ble to cross to the Swedes.

			A quar­ter of an hour lat­er Charnyet­s­ki pushed for­ward Lyubomirs­ki’s dra­goons to the aid of Vanso­vich.

			But the Swedes now at­tacked the op­po­site front with ar­tillery. They drew up new pieces one af­ter an­oth­er, and bombs be­gan to fly with a howl over the heads of Vanso­vich’s men and the dra­goons, to fall in the mead­ow and dig in­to the earth, scat­ter­ing mud and turf on those fight­ing.

			The mark­graf, stand­ing near the for­est in the rear of the army, watched the bat­tle through a field-glass. From time to time he re­moved the glass from his eyes, looked at his staff, shrugged his shoul­ders and said with as­ton­ish­ment: “They have gone mad; they want ab­so­lute­ly to force the bridge. A few guns and two or three reg­i­ments might de­fend it against a whole army.”

			Vanso­vich ad­vanced still more stub­born­ly with his men; hence the de­fence grew still more res­o­lute. The bridge be­came the cen­tral point of the bat­tle, to­ward which the whole Swedish line was ap­proach­ing and con­cen­trat­ing. An hour lat­er the en­tire Swedish or­der of bat­tle was changed, and they stood with flank to their for­mer po­si­tion. The bridge was sim­ply cov­ered with a rain of fire and iron. Vanso­vich’s men were fall­ing thick­ly; mean­while or­ders came more and more ur­gent to ad­vance ab­so­lute­ly.

			“Charnyet­s­ki is mur­der­ing those men!” cried Lyubomirs­ki on a sud­den.

			Vi­tovs­ki, as an ex­pe­ri­enced sol­dier, saw that evil was hap­pen­ing, and his whole body quiv­ered with im­pa­tience; at last he could en­dure no longer. Spurring his horse till the beast groaned piteous­ly, he rushed to Charnyet­s­ki, who dur­ing all this time, it was un­known why, was push­ing men to­ward the riv­er.

			“Your grace,” cried Vi­tovs­ki, “blood is flow­ing for noth­ing; we can­not car­ry that bridge!”

			“I do not want to car­ry it!” an­swered Charnyet­s­ki.

			“Then what does your grace want? What must we do?”

			“To the riv­er with the squadrons! to the riv­er! And you to your place!”

			Here Charnyet­s­ki’s eyes flashed such light­nings that Vi­tovs­ki with­drew with­out say­ing a word.

			Mean­while the squadrons had come with­in twen­ty paces of the bank, and stood in a long line par­al­lel with the bed of the riv­er. None of the of­fi­cers or the sol­diers had the slight­est sus­pi­cion of what they were do­ing.

			In a flash Charnyet­s­ki ap­peared like a thun­der­bolt be­fore the front of the squadrons. There was fire in his face, light­ning in his eyes. A sharp wind had raised the bur­ka on his shoul­ders so that it was like strong wings: his horse sprang and reared, cast­ing fire from his nos­trils. The castel­lan dropped his sword on its pen­dant, took the cap from his head, and with hair erect shout­ed to his di­vi­sion—

			“Gen­tle­men! the en­e­my de­fends him­self with this wa­ter, and jeers at us! He has sailed through the sea to crush our fa­ther­land, and he thinks that we in de­fence of it can­not swim through this riv­er!”

			Here he hurled his cap to the earth, and seiz­ing his sabre point­ed with it to the swollen wa­ters. En­thu­si­asm bore him away, for he stood in the sad­dle and shout­ed more might­i­ly still—

			“To whom God, faith, fa­ther­land, are all, fol­low me!”

			And press­ing the horse with the spurs so that the steed sprang as it were in­to space, he rushed in­to the riv­er. The wave plashed around him; man and horse were hid­den un­der wa­ter, but they rose in the twin­kle of an eye.

			“Af­ter my mas­ter!” cried Mi­halko, the same who had cov­ered him­self with glo­ry at Rud­nik; and he sprang in­to the wa­ter.

			“Af­ter me!” shout­ed Volody­ovs­ki, with a shrill but thin voice; and he sprang in be­fore he had fin­ished shout­ing.

			“O Je­sus! O Mary!” bel­lowed Za­glo­ba, rais­ing his horse for the leap.

			With that an avalanche of men and hors­es dashed in­to the riv­er, so that it struck both banks with wild im­pe­tus. Af­ter the Lau­da squadron went Vish­nyevet­s­ki’s, then Vi­tovs­ki’s, then Stap­kovs­ki’s, af­ter that all the oth­ers. Such a fren­zy seized the men that the squadrons crowd­ed one an­oth­er in em­u­la­tion; the shouts of com­mand were min­gled with the roar of the sol­diers; the riv­er over­flowed the banks and foamed it­self in­to milk in a mo­ment. The cur­rent bore the reg­i­ments down some­what; but the hors­es, pricked with spurs, swam like a count­less herd of dol­phins, snort­ing and groan­ing. They filled the riv­er to such a de­gree that the mass of heads of hors­es and rid­ers formed as it were a bridge on which a man might have passed with dry foot to the oth­er bank.

			Charnyet­s­ki swam over first; but be­fore the wa­ter had dropped from him the Lau­da squadron had fol­lowed him to land; then he waved his ba­ton, and cried to Volody­ovs­ki—

			“On a gal­lop! Strike!”

			And to the Vish­nyevet­s­ki squadron un­der Shan­darovs­ki—

			“With them!”

			And so he sent the squadrons one af­ter an­oth­er, till he had sent all. He stood at the head of the last him­self, and shout­ing, “In the name of God! with luck!” fol­lowed the oth­ers.

			Two reg­i­ments of Swedish cav­al­ry post­ed in re­serve saw what was hap­pen­ing; but such amaze­ment had seized the colonels that be­fore they could move from their tracks the Lau­da men, urg­ing their hors­es to the high­est speed, and sweep­ing with ir­re­sistible force, struck the first reg­i­ment, scat­tered that, as a whirl­wind scat­ters leaves, hurled it against the sec­ond, brought that to dis­or­der; then Shan­darovs­ki came up, and a ter­ri­ble slaugh­ter be­gan, but of short du­ra­tion; af­ter a while the Swedish ranks were bro­ken, and a dis­or­dered throng plunged for­ward to­ward the main army.

			Charnyet­s­ki’s squadron pur­sued them with a fear­ful out­cry, slash­ing, thrust­ing, strew­ing the field with corpses.

			At last it was clear why Charnyet­s­ki had com­mand­ed Vanso­vich to car­ry the bridge, though he had no thought of cross­ing it. The chief at­ten­tion of the whole army had been con­cen­trat­ed on that point; there­fore no one de­fend­ed, or had time to de­fend, the riv­er it­self. Be­sides near­ly all the ar­tillery and the en­tire front of the Swedish army was turned to­ward the bridge; and now when three thou­sand cav­al­ry were rush­ing with all im­pe­tus against the flank of that army, it was need­ful to change the or­der of bat­tle, to form a new front, to de­fend them­selves even well or ill against the shock. Now rose a ter­ri­ble haste and con­fu­sion; in­fantry and cav­al­ry reg­i­ments turned with all speed to face the en­e­my, strain­ing them­selves in their hur­ry, knock­ing one against an­oth­er, not un­der­stand­ing com­mands in the up­roar, act­ing in­de­pen­dent­ly. In vain did the of­fi­cers make su­per­hu­man ef­forts; in vain did the mark­graf move straight­way the reg­i­ments of cav­al­ry post­ed at the for­est; be­fore they came to any kind of or­der, be­fore the in­fantry could put the butt ends of their lances in the ground to hold the points to the en­e­my, the Lau­da squadron fell, like the spir­it of death, in­to the very midst of their ranks; af­ter it a sec­ond, a third, a fourth, a fifth, and a sixth squadron. Then be­gan the day of judg­ment! The smoke of mus­ketry fire cov­ered, as if with a cloud, the whole scene of con­flict; and in that cloud screams, seething, un­earth­ly voic­es of de­spair, shouts of tri­umph, the sharp clang of steel, as if in an in­fer­nal forge, the rat­tling of mus­kets; at times a flag shone and fell in the smoke; then the gild­ed point of a reg­i­men­tal ban­ner, and again you saw noth­ing; but a roar was heard more and more ter­ri­ble, as if the earth had bro­ken on a sud­den un­der the riv­er, and its wa­ters were tum­bling down in­to fath­om­less abysses.

			Now on the flank oth­er sounds were heard. This was Vanso­vich, who had crossed the bridge and was march­ing on the new flank of the en­e­my. Af­ter this the bat­tle did not last long.

			From out that cloud large groups of men be­gan to push, and run to­ward the for­est in dis­or­der, wild, with­out caps, with­out hel­mets, with­out ar­mor. Soon af­ter them burst out a whole flood of peo­ple in the most dread­ful dis­or­der. Ar­tillery, in­fantry, cav­al­ry min­gled to­geth­er fled to­ward the for­est at ran­dom, in alarm and ter­ror. Some sol­diers cried in sky-pierc­ing voic­es; oth­ers fled in si­lence, cov­er­ing their heads with their hands. Some in their haste threw away their cloth­ing; oth­ers stopped those run­ning ahead, fell down them­selves, tram­pled one an­oth­er; and right there be­hind them, on their shoul­ders and heads, rushed a line of Pol­ish cav­a­liers. Ev­ery mo­ment you saw whole ranks of them spurring their hors­es and rush­ing in­to the dens­est throngs of men. No one de­fend­ed him­self longer; all went un­der the sword. Body fell up­on body. The Poles hewed with­out rest, with­out mer­cy, on the whole plain; along the bank of the riv­er to­ward the for­est, as far as the eye could reach you saw mere­ly pur­sued and pur­su­ing; on­ly here and there scat­tered groups of in­fantry of­fered an ir­reg­u­lar, de­spair­ing re­sis­tance; the can­nons were silent. The bat­tle ceased to be a bat­tle; it had turned in­to a slaugh­ter.

			All that part of the army which fled to­ward the for­est was cut to pieces; on­ly a few squadrons of Swedish troop­ers en­tered it. Af­ter them the light squadrons of Poles sprang in among the trees.

			But in the for­est peas­ants were wait­ing for that un­slain rem­nant—the peas­ants who at the sound of the bat­tle had rushed to­geth­er from all the sur­round­ing vil­lages.

			The most ter­ri­ble pur­suit, how­ev­er, con­tin­ued on the road to War­saw, along which the main forces of the Swedes were flee­ing. The young Mark­graf Adolph strug­gled twice to cov­er the re­treat; but beat­en twice, he fell in­to cap­tiv­i­ty him­self. His aux­il­iary di­vi­sion of French in­fantry, com­posed of four hun­dred men, threw away their arms; three thou­sand cho­sen sol­diers, mus­ke­teers and cav­al­ry, fled as far as Mni­shev. The mus­ke­teers were cut down in Mni­shev; the cav­al­ry were pur­sued to­ward Cher­sk, un­til they were scat­tered com­plete­ly through the for­est, reeds, and brush; there the peas­ants hunt­ed them out one by one on the mor­row.

			Be­fore the sun had set, the army of Friederich, Mark­graf of Baden, had ceased to ex­ist.

			On the first scene of bat­tle there re­mained on­ly the stan­dard-bear­ers with their stan­dards, for all the troops had fol­lowed the en­e­my. And the sun was well in­clined to its set­ting when the first bod­ies of cav­al­ry be­gan to ap­pear from the side of the for­est and Mni­shev. They re­turned with singing and up­roar, hurl­ing their caps in the air, fir­ing from pis­tols. Al­most all led with them crowds of bound pris­on­ers. These walked at the sides of the hors­es they were with­out caps, with­out hel­mets, with heads droop­ing on their breasts, torn, bloody, stum­bling ev­ery mo­ment against the bod­ies of fall­en com­rades. The field of bat­tle pre­sent­ed a ter­ri­ble sight. In places, where the strug­gle had been fiercest, there lay sim­ply piles of bod­ies half a spear-length in height. Some of the in­fantry still held in their stiff­ened hands long spears. The whole ground was cov­ered with spears. In places they were stick­ing still in the earth; here and there pieces of them formed as it were fences and pick­ets. But on all sides was pre­sent­ed most­ly a dread­ful and piti­ful min­gling of bod­ies, of men mashed with hoofs, bro­ken mus­kets, drums, trum­pets, caps, belts, tin box­es which the in­fantry car­ried; hands and feet stick­ing out in such dis­or­der from the piles of bod­ies that it was dif­fi­cult to tell to what body they be­longed. In those places spe­cial­ly where the in­fantry de­fend­ed it­self whole breast­works of corpses were ly­ing.

			Some­what far­ther on, near the riv­er, stood the ar­tillery, now cold, some pieces over­turned by the on­rush of men, oth­ers as it were ready to be fired. At the sides of them lay the can­noneers now held in eter­nal sleep. Many bod­ies were hang­ing across the guns and em­brac­ing them with their arms, as if those sol­diers wished still to de­fend them af­ter death. The brass, spot­ted with blood and brains, glit­tered with ill omen in the beams of the set­ting sun. The gold­en rays were re­flect­ed in stiff­ened blood, which here and there formed lit­tle lakes. Its nau­se­at­ing odor was min­gled over the whole field with the smell of pow­der, the ex­ha­la­tion from bod­ies, and the sweat of hors­es.

			Be­fore the set­ting of the sun Charnyet­s­ki re­turned with the king’s reg­i­ment, and stood in the mid­dle of the field. The troops greet­ed him with a thun­der­ing shout. When­ev­er a de­tach­ment came up it cheered with­out end. He stood in the rays of the sun, wea­ried be­yond mea­sure, but all ra­di­ant, with bare head, his sword hang­ing on his belt, and he an­swered to ev­ery cheer—

			“Not to me, gen­tle­men, not to me, but to the name of God!”

			At his side were Vi­tovs­ki and Lyubomirs­ki, the lat­ter as bright as the sun it­self, for he was in gild­ed plate ar­mor, his face splashed with blood; for he had worked ter­ri­bly and la­bored with his own hand as a sim­ple sol­dier, but dis­con­tent­ed and gloomy, for even his own reg­i­ments shout­ed—

			“Vi­vat Charnyet­s­ki, dux et vic­tor (com­man­der and con­queror)!”

			En­vy be­gan then to dive in­to the soul of the mar­shal.

			Mean­while new di­vi­sions rolled in from ev­ery side of the field; each time an of­fi­cer came up and threw a ban­ner, cap­tured from the en­e­my, at Charnyet­s­ki’s feet. At sight of this rose new shouts, new cheers, hurl­ing of caps in­to the air, and the fir­ing of pis­tols.

			The sun was sink­ing low­er and low­er.

			Then in the one church that re­mained af­ter the fire in Var­ka they sound­ed the An­gelus; that mo­ment all un­cov­ered their heads. Fa­ther Pyekars­ki, the com­pa­ny priest, be­gan to in­tone: “The An­gel of the Lord an­nounced un­to the Most Holy Vir­gin Mary!” and a thou­sand iron breasts an­swered at once, with deep voic­es: “And she con­ceived of the Holy Ghost!”

			All eyes were raised to the heav­ens, which were red with the evening twi­light; and from that bloody bat­tle­field be­gan to rise a pi­ous hymn to the light play­ing in the sky be­fore night.

			Just as they had ceased to sing, the Lau­da squadron be­gan to come up at a trot; it had chased the en­e­my far­thest. The sol­diers throw more ban­ners at Charnyet­s­ki’s feet. He re­joiced in heart, and see­ing Volody­ovs­ki, urged his horse to­ward him and asked—

			“Have many of them es­caped?”

			Pan Michael shook his head as a sign that not many had es­caped, but he was so near be­ing breath­less that he was un­able to ut­ter one word; he mere­ly gasped with open mouth, time af­ter time, so that his breast was heav­ing. At last he point­ed to his lips, as a sign that he could not speak. Charnyet­s­ki un­der­stood him and pressed his head.

			“He has toiled!” said he; “God grant us more such.”

			Za­glo­ba hur­ried to catch his breath, and said, with chat­ter­ing teeth and bro­ken voice—

			“For God’s sake! The cold wind is blow­ing on me, and I am all in a sweat. Paral­y­sis will strike me. Pull the clothes off some fat Swede and give them to me, for ev­ery­thing on me is wet—wet, and it is wet in this place. I know not what is wa­ter, what is my own sweat, and what is Swedish blood. If I have ev­er ex­pect­ed in my life to cut down so many of those scoundrels, I am not fit to be the crup­per of a sad­dle. The great­est vic­to­ry of this war! But I will not spring in­to wa­ter a sec­ond time. Eat not, drink not, sleep not, and then a bath! I have had enough in my old years. My hand is be­numbed; paral­y­sis has struck me al­ready; gorail­ka, for the dear God!”

			Charnyet­s­ki, hear­ing this, and see­ing the old man re­al­ly cov­ered com­plete­ly with the blood of the en­e­my, took pity on his age and gave him his own can­teen.

			Za­glo­ba raised it to his mouth, and af­ter a while re­turned it emp­ty; then he said—

			“I have gulped so much wa­ter in the Pil­it­sa, that we shall soon see how fish will hatch in my stom­ach; but that gorail­ka is bet­ter than wa­ter.”

			“Dress in oth­er clothes, even Swedish,” said Charnyet­s­ki.

			“I’ll find a big Swede for Un­cle!” said Roh.

			“Why should I have bloody clothes from a corpse?” said Za­glo­ba; “take off ev­ery­thing to the shirt from that gen­er­al whom I cap­tured.”

			“Have you tak­en a gen­er­al?” asked Charnyet­s­ki, with an­i­ma­tion.

			“Whom have I not tak­en, whom have I not slain?” an­swered Za­glo­ba.

			Now Volody­ovs­ki re­cov­ered speech: “We have tak­en the younger mark­graf, Adolph; Count Fal­ck­en­stein, Gen­er­al Wegi­er, Gen­er­al Pot­er Ben­z­ij, not count­ing in­fe­ri­or of­fi­cers.”

			“But the Mark­graf Friederich?” asked Charnyet­s­ki.

			“If he has not fall­en here, he has es­caped to the for­est; but if he has es­caped, the peas­ants will kill him.”

			Volody­ovs­ki was mis­tak­en in his pre­vi­sions. The Mark­graf Friederich with Counts Schlip­pen­bach and Ehren­hain, wan­der­ing through the for­est, made their way in the night to Cher­sk; af­ter sit­ting there in the ru­ined cas­tle three days and nights in hunger and cold, they wan­dered by night to War­saw. That did not save them from cap­tiv­i­ty af­ter­ward; this time, how­ev­er, they es­caped.

			It was night when Charnyet­s­ki came to Var­ka from the field. That was per­haps the glad­dest night of his life, for such a great dis­as­ter the Swedes had not suf­fered since the be­gin­ning of the war. All the ar­tillery, all the flags, all the of­fi­cers, ex­cept the chief, were cap­tured. The army was cut to pieces, driv­en to the four winds; the rem­nants of it were forced to fall vic­tims to bands of peas­ants. But be­sides, it was shown that those Swedes who held them­selves in­vin­ci­ble could not stand be­fore reg­u­lar Pol­ish squadrons in the open field. Charnyet­s­ki un­der­stood at last what a mighty re­sult this vic­to­ry would work in the whole Com­mon­wealth—how it would raise courage, how it would rouse en­thu­si­asm; he saw al­ready the whole Com­mon­wealth, in no dis­tant fu­ture, free from op­pres­sion, tri­umphant. Per­haps, too, he saw with the eyes of his mind the gild­ed ba­ton of the grand het­man on the sky.

			He was per­mit­ted to dream of this, for he had ad­vanced to­ward it as a true sol­dier, as a de­fend­er of his coun­try, and he was of those who grow not from salt nor from the soil, but from that which pains them.

			Mean­while he could hard­ly em­brace with his whole soul the joy which flowed in up­on him; there­fore he turned to Lyubomirs­ki, rid­ing at his side, and said—

			“Now to San­domir! to San­domir with all speed! Since the army knows now how to swim rivers, nei­ther the San nor the Vis­tu­la will fright­en us!”

			Lyubomirs­ki said not a word; but Za­glo­ba, rid­ing a lit­tle apart in Swedish uni­form, per­mit­ted him­self to say aloud—

			“Go where you like, but with­out me, for I am not a weath­er­cock to turn night and day with­out food or sleep.”

			Charnyet­s­ki was so re­joiced that he was not on­ly not an­gry, but he an­swered in jest—

			“You are more like the bel­fry than the weath­er­cock, since, as I see, you have spar­rows in your head. But as to eat­ing and rest it be­longs to all.”

			To which Za­glo­ba said, but in an un­der­tone. “Whoso has a beak on his face has a spar­row on his mind.”
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			Af­ter that vic­to­ry Charnyet­s­ki per­mit­ted at last the army to take breath and feed the wea­ried hors­es; then he was to re­turn to San­domir by forced march­es, and bend the King of Swe­den to his fall.

			Mean­while Khar­lamp came to the camp one evening with news from Sapye­ha. Charnyet­s­ki was at Cher­sk, whith­er he had gone to re­view the gen­er­al mili­tia as­sem­bled at that town. Khar­lamp, not find­ing the chief, be­took him­self at once to Pan Michael, so as to rest at his quar­ters af­ter the long jour­ney.

			His friends greet­ed him joy­ous­ly; but he, at the very be­gin­ning, showed them a gloomy face and said—

			“I have heard of your vic­to­ry. For­tune smiled here, but bore down on us in San­domir. Karl Gus­tav is no longer in the sack, for he got out, and, be­sides, with great con­fu­sion to the Lithua­ni­an troops.”

			“Can that be?” cried Pan Michael, seiz­ing his head.

			Pan Yan, Pan Stanislav, and Za­glo­ba were as if fixed to the earth.

			“How was it? Tell, by the liv­ing God, for I can­not stay in my skin!”

			“Breath fails me yet,” said Khar­lamp; “I have rid­den day and night, I am ter­ri­bly tired. Charnyet­s­ki will come, then I will tell all from the be­gin­ning. Let me now draw breath a lit­tle.”

			“Then Karl has gone out of the sack. I fore­saw that, did I not? Do you not re­mem­ber that I proph­e­sied it? Let Ko­val­s­ki tes­ti­fy.”

			“Un­cle fore­told it,” said Roh.

			“And whith­er has Karl gone?” asked Pan Michael.

			“The in­fantry sailed down in boats; but he, with cav­al­ry, has gone along the Vis­tu­la to War­saw.”

			“Was there a bat­tle?”

			“There was and there was not. In brief, give me peace, for I can­not talk.”

			“But tell me one thing. Is Sapye­ha crushed al­to­geth­er?”

			“How crushed! He is pur­su­ing the king; but of course Sapye­ha will nev­er come up with any­body.”

			“He is as good at pur­suit as a Ger­man at fast­ing,” said Za­glo­ba.

			“Praise be to God for even this, that the army is in­tact!” put in Volody­ovs­ki.

			“The Lithua­ni­ans have got in­to trou­ble!” said Za­glo­ba. “Ah, it is a bad case! Again we must watch a hole in the Com­mon­wealth to­geth­er.”

			“Say noth­ing against the Lithua­ni­an army,” said Khar­lamp. “Karl Gus­tav is a great war­rior, and it is no won­der to lose against him. And did not you, from Poland, lose at Uist­sie, at Vol­bor, at Su­ley­ov, and in ten oth­er places? Charnyet­s­ki him­self lost at Golem­bo. Why should not Sapye­ha lose, es­pe­cial­ly when you left him alone like an or­phan?”

			“But why did we go to a dance at Var­ka?” asked Za­glo­ba, with in­dig­na­tion.

			“I know that it was not a dance, but a bat­tle, and God gave you the vic­to­ry. But who knows, per­haps it had been bet­ter not to go; for among us they say that the troops of both na­tions (Lithua­ni­an and Poland) may be beat­en sep­a­rate­ly, but to­geth­er the cav­al­ry of hell it­self could not man­age them.”

			“That may be,” said Volody­ovs­ki; “but what the lead­ers have de­cid­ed is not for us to dis­cuss. This did not hap­pen, ei­ther, with­out your fault.”

			“Sapyo must have blun­dered; I know him!” said Za­glo­ba.

			“I can­not de­ny that,” mut­tered Khar­lamp.

			They were silent awhile, but from time to time looked at one an­oth­er gloomi­ly, for to them it seemed that the for­tune of the Com­mon­wealth was be­gin­ning to sink, and yet such a short time be­fore they were full of hope and con­fi­dence.

			“Charnyet­s­ki is com­ing!” said Volody­ovs­ki; and he went out of the room.

			The castel­lan was re­al­ly re­turn­ing; Volody­ovs­ki went to meet him, and be­gan to call from a dis­tance—

			“The King of Swe­den has bro­ken through the Lithua­ni­an army, and es­caped from the sack. There is an of­fi­cer here with let­ters from the vo­evo­da of Vil­na.”

			“Bring him here!” cried Charnyet­s­ki. “Where is he?”

			“With me; I will present him at once.”

			Charnyet­s­ki took the news so much to heart that he would not wait, but sprang at once from his sad­dle and en­tered Volody­ovs­ki’s quar­ters.

			All rose when they saw him en­ter; he bare­ly nod­ded and said—

			“I ask for the let­ter!”

			Khar­lamp gave him a sealed let­ter. The castel­lan went to the win­dow, for it was dark in the cot­tage, and be­gan to read with frown­ing brow and anx­ious face. From in­stant to in­stant anger gleamed on his coun­te­nance.

			“The castel­lan has changed,” whis­pered Za­glo­ba to Pan Yan; “see how his beak has grown red. He will be­gin to lisp right away, he al­ways does when in anger.”

			Charnyet­s­ki fin­ished the let­ter. For a time he twist­ed his beard with his whole hand; at last he called out with a jin­gling, in­dis­tinct voice—

			“Come this way, of­fi­cer!”

			“At com­mand of your wor­thi­ness!”

			“Tell me the truth,” said Charnyet­s­ki, with em­pha­sis, “for this nar­ra­tive is so art­ful­ly put to­geth­er that I am un­able to get at the af­fair. But—tell me the truth, do not col­or it—is the army dis­persed?”

			“Not dis­persed at all, your grace.”

			“How many days are need­ed to as­sem­ble it?”

			Here Za­glo­ba whis­pered to Pan Yan: “He wants to come at him from the left hand as it were.”

			But Khar­lamp an­swered with­out hes­i­ta­tion—

			“Since the army is not dis­persed, it does not need to be as­sem­bled. It is true that when I was leav­ing, about five hun­dred horse of the gen­er­al mili­tia could not be found, were not among the fall­en; but that is a com­mon thing, and the army does not suf­fer from that; the het­man has even moved af­ter the king in good or­der.”

			“You have lost no can­non?”

			“Yes, we lost four, which the Swedes, not be­ing able to take with them, spiked.”

			“I see that you tell the truth; tell me then how ev­ery­thing hap­pened.”

			“In­cip­i­am (I will be­gin),” said Khar­lamp. “When we were left alone, the en­e­my saw that there was no army on the Vis­tu­la, noth­ing but par­ties and ir­reg­u­lar de­tach­ments. We thought—or, prop­er­ly speak­ing, Pan Sapye­ha thought—that the king would at­tack those, and he sent re­in­force­ments, but not con­sid­er­able, so as not to weak­en him­self. Mean­while there was a move­ment and a noise among the Swedes, as in a bee­hive. To­ward evening they be­gan to come out in crowds to the San. We were at the vo­evo­da’s quar­ters. Pan Kmi­ta, who is called Babinich now, a sol­dier of the first de­gree, came up and re­port­ed this. But Pan Sapye­ha was just sit­ting down to a feast, to which a mul­ti­tude of no­ble wom­en from Kras­nik and Yanov had as­sem­bled—for the vo­evo­da is fond of the fair sex—”

			“And he loves feast­ing!” in­ter­rupt­ed Charnyet­s­ki.

			“I am not with him; there is no one to in­cline him to tem­per­ance,” put in Za­glo­ba.

			“Maybe you will be with him soon­er than you think; then you can both be­gin to be tem­per­ate,” re­tort­ed Charnyet­s­ki. Then he turned to Khar­lamp: “Speak on!”

			“Babinich re­port­ed, and the vo­evo­da an­swered: ‘They are on­ly pre­tend­ing to at­tack; they will un­der­take noth­ing! First,’ said he, ‘they will try to cross the Vis­tu­la; but I have an eye on them, and I will at­tack my­self. At present,’ said he, ‘we will not spoil our plea­sure, so that we may have a joy­ous time! We will eat and drink.’ The mu­sic be­gan to tear away, and the vo­evo­da in­vit­ed those present to the dance.”

			“I’ll give him danc­ing!” in­ter­rupt­ed Za­glo­ba.

			“Si­lence, if you please!” said Charnyet­s­ki.

			“Again men rush in from the bank say­ing that there is a ter­ri­ble up­roar. ‘That’s noth­ing!’ the vo­evo­da whis­pered to the page; ‘do not in­ter­rupt me!’ We danced till day­light, we slept till mid­day. At mid­day we see that the in­trench­ments are bristling, forty-eight pound guns on them; and the Swedes fire from time to time. When a ball falls it is the size of a buck­et; it is noth­ing for such a one to fill the eyes with dust.”

			“Give no em­bel­lish­ments!” in­ter­rupt­ed Charnyet­s­ki; “you are not with the het­man.”

			Khar­lamp was great­ly con­fused, and con­tin­ued: “At mid­day the vo­evo­da him­self went out. The Swedes un­der cov­er of these trench­es be­gan to build a bridge. They worked till evening, to our great as­ton­ish­ment; for we thought that as to build­ing they would build, but as to cross­ing they would not be able to do that. Next day they built on. The vo­evo­da put the troops in or­der, for he ex­pect­ed a bat­tle.”

			“All this time the bridge was a pre­text, and they crossed low­er down over an­oth­er bridge, and turned your flank?” in­ter­rupt­ed Charnyet­s­ki.

			Khar­lamp stared and opened his mouth, he was silent in amaze­ment; but at last said—

			“Then your wor­thi­ness has had an ac­count al­ready?”

			“No need of that!” said Za­glo­ba; “our grand­fa­ther guess­es ev­ery­thing con­cern­ing war on the wing, as if he had seen it in fact.”

			“Speak on!” said Charnyet­s­ki.

			“Evening came. The troops were in readi­ness, but with the first star there was a feast again. This time the Swedes passed over the sec­ond bridge low­er down, and at­tacked us at once. The squadron of Pan Koshyts, a good sol­dier, was at the edge. He rushed on them. The gen­er­al mili­tia which was next to him sprang to his aid; but when the Swedes spat at them from the guns, they took to their heels. Pan Koshyts was killed, and his men ter­ri­bly cut up. Now the gen­er­al mili­tia, rush­ing back in a crowd on the camp, put ev­ery­thing in dis­or­der. All the squadrons that were ready ad­vanced; but we ef­fect­ed noth­ing, lost can­non be­sides. If the king had had more can­non and in­fantry, our de­feat would have been se­vere; but for­tu­nate­ly the greater num­ber of the in­fantry reg­i­ments with the can­non had sailed away in boats dur­ing the night. Of this no one of us knew.”

			“Sapyo has blun­dered! I knew it be­fore­hand!” cried Za­glo­ba.

			“We got the cor­re­spon­dence of the king,” added Khar­lamp, “which the Swedes dropped. The sol­diers read in it that the king is to go to Prus­sia to re­turn with the elec­tor’s forces, for, he writes, that with Swedish troops alone he can­not suc­ceed.”

			“I know of that,” said Charnyet­s­ki. “Pan Sapye­ha sent me that let­ter.” Then he mut­tered qui­et­ly, as if speak­ing to him­self: “We must fol­low him to Prus­sia.”

			“That is what I have been say­ing this long time,” put in Za­glo­ba.

			Charnyet­s­ki looked at him for a while in thought­ful­ness. “It is un­for­tu­nate,” said he, aloud; “for if I had re­turned to San­domir the het­man and I should not have let a foot of them out alive. Well! it has passed and will not re­turn. The war will be longer; but death is fat­ed to this in­va­sion and to these in­vaders.”

			“It can­not be oth­er­wise!” cried the knights in cho­rus; and great con­so­la­tion en­tered their hearts, though a short time be­fore they had doubt­ed.

			Mean­while Za­glo­ba whis­pered some­thing in Jendzian’s ear; he van­ished through the door, and soon re­turned with a de­canter. See­ing this, Volody­ovs­ki in­clined to the knee of the castel­lan.

			“It would be an un­com­mon fa­vor for a sim­ple sol­dier,” he be­gan.

			“I will drink with you will­ing­ly,” said Charnyet­s­ki; “and do you know why?—be­cause we must part.”

			“How is that?” cried the as­ton­ished Pan Michael.

			“Sapye­ha writes that the Lau­da squadron be­longs to the Lithua­ni­an army, and that he sent it on­ly to as­sist the forces of the king­dom; that now he will need it him­self, es­pe­cial­ly the of­fi­cers, of whom he has a great lack. My Volody­ovs­ki, you know how much I love you; it is hard for me to part with you, but here is the or­der. It is true Pan Sapye­ha as a cour­te­ous man leaves the or­der in my pow­er and dis­cre­tion. I might not show it to you.—Well, it is as pleas­ant to me as if the het­man had bro­ken my best sabre. I give you the or­der pre­cise­ly be­cause it is left to my dis­cre­tion, and do your du­ty. To your health, my dear sol­dier!”

			Volody­ovs­ki bowed again to the castel­lan’s knees; but he was so dis­tressed that he could not ut­ter a word, and when Charnyet­s­ki em­braced him tears ran in a stream over his yel­low mus­tach­es.

			“I would rather die!” cried he, piti­ful­ly. “I have grown ac­cus­tomed to toil un­der you, revered lead­er, and there I know not how it will be.”

			“Pan Michael, do not mind the or­der,” cried Za­glo­ba, with emo­tion. “I will write to Sapyo my­self, and rub his ears for him fit­ting­ly.”

			But Pan Michael first of all was a sol­dier; there­fore he flew in­to a pas­sion—

			“But the old vol­un­teer is ev­er sit­ting in you. You would bet­ter be silent when you know not the ques­tion. Ser­vice!”

			“That is it,” said Charnyet­s­ki.

		
	
		
			LXXVIII

			Za­glo­ba when he stood be­fore the het­man did not an­swer his joy­ous greet­ing, but put his hands be­hind his back, pout­ed his lips, and looked on him like a just but stern judge. Sapye­ha was pleased when he saw that mien, for he ex­pect­ed some pleas­antry and said—

			“How are you, old rogue? Why twist your nose as if you had found some un­vir­tu­ous odor?”

			“In the whole camp of Sapye­ha it smells of hashed meat and cab­bage.”

			“Why? Tell me.”

			“Be­cause the Swedes have cut up a great many cab­bage-heads!”

			“There you are! You are al­ready crit­i­cis­ing us. It is a pity they did not cut you up too.”

			“I was with a lead­er un­der whom we are the cut­ters, not the cut.”

			“The hang­man take you! if they had even clipped your tongue!”

			“Then I should have noth­ing to pro­claim Sapye­ha’s vic­to­ry with.”

			“Ah, lord broth­er, spare me! The ma­jor­i­ty al­ready for­get my ser­vice to the coun­try, and be­lit­tle me al­to­geth­er. I know too that there are many who make a great out­cry against my per­son; still, had it not been for that rab­ble of a gen­er­al mili­tia, af­fairs might have gone dif­fer­ent­ly. They say that I have ne­glect­ed the en­e­my for night feast­ing; but the whole Com­mon­wealth has not been able to re­sist that en­e­my.”

			Za­glo­ba was some­what moved at the words of the het­man, and an­swered—

			“Such is the cus­tom with us, al­ways to put the blame on the lead­er. I am not the man to speak evil of feast­ing, for the longer the day, the more need­ful the feast. Pan Charnyet­s­ki is a great war­rior; still, ac­cord­ing to my head, he has this de­fect—that he gives his troops for break­fast, for din­ner, and for sup­per noth­ing but Swedes’ flesh. He is a bet­ter lead­er than cook; but he acts ill, for from such food war may soon be­come dis­gust­ing to the best cav­a­liers.”

			“Was Charnyet­s­ki very much en­raged at me?”

			“No, not very! In the be­gin­ning he showed a great change; but when he dis­cov­ered that the army was un­bro­ken, he said at once: ‘The will of God, not the might of men! That is noth­ing! any gen­er­al may lose a bat­tle. If we had Sapye­has on­ly in the land, we should have a coun­try in which ev­ery man would be an Aris­tides.’ ”

			“For Pan Charnyet­s­ki I would not spare my blood!” an­swered Sapye­ha. “Ev­ery oth­er would have low­ered me, so as to ex­alt him­self and his own glo­ry, es­pe­cial­ly af­ter a fresh vic­to­ry; but he is not that kind of man.”

			“I will say noth­ing against him but this—that I am too old for such ser­vice as he ex­pects of sol­diers, and es­pe­cial­ly for those baths which he gives the army.”

			“Then are you glad to re­turn to me?”

			“Glad and not glad, for I hear of feast­ing for an hour, but some­how I don’t see it.”

			“We will sit down to the ta­ble this minute. But what is Charnyet­s­ki un­der­tak­ing now?”

			“He is go­ing to Great Poland to help those poor peo­ple; from there he will march against Stein­bock and to Prus­sia, hop­ing to get can­non and in­fantry from Dantzig.”

			“The cit­i­zens of Dantzig are wor­thy peo­ple, and give a shin­ing ex­am­ple to the whole Com­mon­wealth. We shall meet Charnyet­s­ki at War­saw, for I shall march there, but will stop a lit­tle first around Lublin.”

			“Then have the Swedes be­sieged Lublin again?”

			“Un­hap­py place! I know not how many times it has been in the hands of the en­e­my. There is a dep­u­ta­tion here now from Lubel­sk, and they will ap­pear with a pe­ti­tion ask­ing me to save them. But as I have let­ters to despatch to the king and the het­mans, they must wait awhile.”

			“I will go glad­ly to Lublin, for there the fair heads are come­ly be­yond mea­sure, and spright­ly. When a wom­an of that place is cut­ting bread, and puts the loaf against her­self, the crust on the life­less bread blush­es from de­light.”

			“Oh, Turk!”

			“Your wor­thi­ness, as a man ad­vanced in years, can­not un­der­stand this; but I, like May, must let my blood out yet.”

			“But you are old­er than I.”

			“On­ly in ex­pe­ri­ence, not in years. I have been able con­ser­vare ju­ven­tutem meam (to pre­serve my youth), and more than one man has en­vied me that pow­er. Per­mit me, your wor­thi­ness, to re­ceive the Lubel­sk dep­u­ta­tion. I will prom­ise to aid them at once; let the poor men com­fort them­selves be­fore we com­fort the poor wom­en.”

			“That is well,” said the het­man; “then I will write the let­ters.” And he went out.

			Im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter were ad­mit­ted the deputies from Lubel­sk, whom Za­glo­ba re­ceived with un­com­mon dig­ni­ty and se­ri­ous­ness. He promised as­sis­tance on con­di­tion that they would fur­nish the army with pro­vi­sions, es­pe­cial­ly with ev­ery kind of drink. When the con­di­tions were set­tled, he in­vit­ed them in the name of the vo­evo­da to sup­per. They were glad, for the army marched that night to­ward Lublin. The het­man him­self was ac­tive be­yond mea­sure, for it was a ques­tion with him of ef­fac­ing the mem­o­ry of the San­domir de­feat by some mil­i­tary suc­cess.

			The siege be­gan, but ad­vanced rather slow­ly. Dur­ing this time Kmi­ta was learn­ing from Volody­ovs­ki to work with the sabre, and made un­com­mon progress. Pan Michael, know­ing that his art was to be used against Bo­guslav’s neck, held back no se­cret. Of­ten too they had bet­ter prac­tice; for, ap­proach­ing the cas­tle, they chal­lenged to sin­gle com­bat the Swedes, many of whom they slew. Soon Kmi­ta had made such ad­vance that he could meet Pan Yan on equal terms; no one in the whole army of Sapye­ha could stand be­fore him. Then such a de­sire to try Bo­guslav seized his soul that he was bare­ly able to re­main at Lublin, es­pe­cial­ly since the spring brought back to him strength and health. His wounds had healed, he ceased to spit blood, life played in him as of old, and fire gleamed in his eyes. At first the Lau­da men looked at him frown­ing­ly; but they dared in not at­tack, for Volody­ovs­ki held them with iron hand; and lat­er, when they con­sid­ered his acts and his deeds, they were rec­on­ciled com­plete­ly, and his most in­vet­er­ate en­e­my, Yuz­va Butrym, said—

			“Kmi­ta is dead; Babinich is liv­ing, let him live.”

			The Lubel­sk gar­ri­son sur­ren­dered at last, to the great de­light of the army; then Sapye­ha moved his squadrons to­ward War­saw. On the road they re­ceived tid­ings that Yan Kaz­imir him­self, with the het­mans and a fresh army, was ad­vanc­ing to aid them. News came too from Charnyet­s­ki, who was march­ing to the cap­i­tal from Great Poland. The war, scat­tered through the whole coun­try, was gath­er­ing at War­saw, as a cloud scat­tered in the sky gath­ers and thick­ens to give birth to a storm with thun­ders and light­nings.

			Sapye­ha marched through Jele­hi, Gar­volin, and Min­sk to the Syedlets high­way, to join the gen­er­al mili­tia of Podlyasye. Pan Yan took com­mand of this mul­ti­tude; for though liv­ing in Lubel­sk, he was near the bound­ary of Podlyasye, and was known to all the no­bles, and great­ly es­teemed by them as one of the most fa­mous knights in the Com­mon­wealth. In fact, he soon changed that no­bil­i­ty, gal­lant by na­ture, in­to a squadron sec­ond in no way to reg­u­lar troops.

			Mean­while they moved from Min­sk for­ward to War­saw very hasti­ly, so as to stop at Pra­ga one day. Fair weath­er fa­vored the march. From time to time May show­ers sped past, cool­ing the ground and set­tling the dust; but on the whole the weath­er was mar­vel­lous­ly fair—not too hot, not too cold. The eye saw far through the trans­par­ent air. From Min­sk they went mount­ed; the wag­ons and can­non were to fol­low next day. An im­mense ea­ger­ness reigned in the reg­i­ments; the dense forests on both sides of the whole road were ring­ing with echoes of mil­i­tary songs, the hors­es nod­ded as a good omen. The squadrons reg­u­lar­ly and in or­der flowed on, one af­ter the oth­er, like a riv­er shin­ing and mighty; for Sapye­ha led twelve thou­sand men, be­sides the gen­er­al mili­tia. The cap­tains lead­ing the reg­i­ments were gleam­ing in their pol­ished cuirass­es; the red flags waved like gi­gan­tic flow­ers above the heads of the knights.

			The sun was well to­ward its set­ting when the first squadron, that of Lau­da, march­ing in ad­vance, be­held the tow­ers of the cap­i­tal. At sight of this, a joy­ful shout tore from the breasts of the sol­diers.

			“War­saw! War­saw!”

			That shout flew like thun­der through all the squadrons, and for some time was to be heard over two miles of road the word, “War­saw! War­saw!”

			Many of Sapye­ha’s knights had nev­er been in the cap­i­tal; many of them had nev­er seen it; there­fore the sight made an un­com­mon im­pres­sion on them. In­vol­un­tar­i­ly all reined in their hors­es; some re­moved their caps, oth­ers made the sign of the cross; tears streamed from the eyes of oth­ers, and they stood in silent emo­tion. All at once Sapye­ha came out from the rear ranks on a white horse, and be­gan to fly along the squadrons.

			“Gen­tle­men!” cried he, in a pierc­ing voice, “we are here first! To us luck, to us hon­or! We will drive the Swedes out of the cap­i­tal!”

			“We’ll drive them! We’ll drive them! We’ll drive them!”

			And there rose a sound and a thun­der. Some shout­ed con­tin­u­al­ly, “We’ll drive them!” Oth­ers cried, “Strike, whoso has man­hood!” Oth­ers, “Against them, the dog-broth­ers!” The rat­tle of sabres was min­gled with the shouts of the knights. Eyes flashed light­ning, and from un­der fierce mus­tach­es teeth were gleam­ing. Sapye­ha him­self was sput­ter­ing like a pine torch. All at once he raised his ba­ton, and cried—

			“Fol­low me!”

			Near Pra­ga the vo­evo­da re­strained the squadron and com­mand­ed a slow march. The cap­i­tal rose more and more clear­ly out of the bluish dis­tance. Tow­ers were out­lined in a long line on the azure of the sky. The red many-sto­ried roofs of the Old City were gleam­ing in the evening light. The Lithua­ni­ans had nev­er seen any­thing more im­pos­ing in their lives than those white lofty walls pierced with mul­ti­tudes of nar­row win­dows; those walls stand­ing like lofty swamp-reeds over the wa­ter. The hous­es seemed to grow some out of oth­ers, high and still high­er; but above that dense and close mass of walls with win­dows and roofs, point­ed tow­ers pierced the sky. Those of the sol­diers who had been in the cap­i­tal pre­vi­ous­ly, ei­ther at an elec­tion or on pri­vate af­fairs, ex­plained to the oth­ers what each pile meant and what name it bore. Za­glo­ba es­pe­cial­ly, as a per­son of ex­pe­ri­ence, told all to the Lau­da men, and they lis­tened to him ea­ger­ly, won­der­ing at his words and the city it­self.

			“Look at that tow­er in the very cen­tre of War­saw! That is the citadel of the king. Oh that I could live as many years as I have eat­en din­ners at the king’s ta­ble! I would twist Methuse­lah in­to a ram’s horn. The king had no near­er con­fi­dant than me; I could choose among starosta­ships as among nuts, and give them away as eas­i­ly as hob­nails. I have giv­en pro­mo­tion to mul­ti­tudes of men, and when I came in sen­a­tors used to bow to me to the gir­dle, in Cos­sack fash­ion. I fought du­els al­so in pres­ence of the king, for he loved to see me at work; the mar­shal of the palace had to close his eyes.”

			“That is a tremen­dous build­ing!” said Roh Ko­val­s­ki: “and to think that these dogs have it all in hand!”

			“And they plun­der ter­ri­bly,” added Za­glo­ba. “I hear that they even take col­umns out of the walls and send them to Swe­den; these col­umns are of mar­ble and oth­er valu­able stones. I shall not rec­og­nize the dear cor­ners; var­i­ous writ­ers just­ly de­scribe this cas­tle as the eighth won­der of the world. The King of France has a re­spectable palace, but it is a fool in com­par­i­son with this one.”

			“And that oth­er tow­er over there near it, on the right?”

			“That is St. Yan. There is a gallery from the cas­tle to it. I had a vi­sion in that church, for I re­mained be­hind once af­ter ves­pers; I heard a voice from the arch­es, cry­ing, ‘Za­glo­ba, there will be war with such a son the Swedish king, and great calami­ties will fol­low.’ I was run­ning with all my breath to the king to tell him what I had heard, when the pri­mate caught me by the neck with his crosier. ‘Don’t tell fol­lies,’ said he; ‘you were drunk!’ That oth­er church just at the side be­longs to the Je­suit col­lege; the third tow­er at a dis­tance is the law courts; the fourth at the right is the mar­shals, and that green roof is the Do­mini­cans. I could not name them all, even if I could wield my tongue as well as I do my sabre.”

			“It must be that there is not an­oth­er such city in the world,” said one of the sol­diers.

			“That is why all na­tions en­vy us!” an­swered Za­glo­ba.

			“And that won­der­ful pile on the left of the cas­tle?”

			“Be­hind the Bernar­dines?”

			“Yes.”

			“That is the Radzey­ovs­ki Palace, for­mer­ly the Kazanovs­ki. It is con­sid­ered the ninth won­der of the world; but there is a plague on it, for in those walls be­gan the mis­for­tune of the Com­mon­wealth.”

			“How is that?” asked a num­ber of voic­es.

			“When the vice-chan­cel­lor Radzey­ovs­ki be­gan to dis­pute and quar­rel with his wife, the king took her part. You know, gen­tle­men, what peo­ple said of this; and it is true that the vice-chan­cel­lor thought that his wife was in love with the king, and the king with her; then af­ter­ward, through ha­tred, he fled to the Swedes, and war be­gan. To tell the truth, I was in the coun­try at the mo­ment, and did not see the end of the af­fair, I got it from hearsay; but I know this, that she made sweet eyes, not at the king, but at some­one else.”

			“At whom?”

			Za­glo­ba be­gan to twirl his mus­tach­es: “At him to whom all are hur­ry­ing like ants to hon­ey; but it does not be­seem me to men­tion his name, for I have al­ways hat­ed boast­ful­ness. Be­sides, the man has grown old, and from sweep­ing out the en­e­my of the coun­try, I am worn as a broom; but once there was no greater beau­ty and love mak­er than I. Let Roh Ko­val­s­ki—”

			Here Za­glo­ba saw that by no means could Roh re­mem­ber those times; there­fore he waved his hand, and said—

			“But what does he know of this af­fair?”

			Then he point­ed out the palaces of Os­solin­s­ki and Konyet­spol­s­ki, palaces which were in size al­most equal to the Radzey­ovs­ki; fi­nal­ly the splen­did vil­la Re­gia; and then the sun went down, and the dark­ness of night be­gan to fill the air.

			The thun­der of guns was heard on the walls of War­saw, and trum­pets were sound­ed a con­sid­er­able time and pro­longed, in sign that the en­e­my was ap­proach­ing.

			Sapye­ha al­so an­nounced his com­ing by fir­ing from mus­kets, to give courage to the in­hab­i­tants; and that night he be­gan to trans­port his army across the Vis­tu­la. First the Lau­da squadron passed; sec­ond the squadron of Pan Kotvich; then Kmi­ta’s Tar­tars; then Vankovich’s squadron; af­ter that, eight thou­sand men. In this way the Swedes, with their ac­cu­mu­lat­ed plun­der, were sur­round­ed and de­prived of com­mu­ni­ca­tion; but noth­ing re­mained to Sapye­ha ex­cept to wait till Charnyet­s­ki from one side, and from the oth­er Yan Kaz­imir with the het­mans of the king­dom, marched up, and mean­while to see that no re­in­force­ments stole through to the city.

			The first news came from Charnyet­s­ki, but not over­fa­vor­able, for he re­port­ed that his troops and hors­es were so ex­haust­ed that at that mo­ment he could not take part in the siege. From the time of the bat­tle of Var­ka, they were un­der fire day af­ter day; and from the first months of the year they had fought twen­ty-one great bat­tles with the Swedes, not count­ing the en­gage­ments of scout­ing-par­ties and the at­tacks on small­er de­tach­ments. He had not ob­tained in­fantry in Pomera­nia, and had not been able to ad­vance to Dantzig; he promised, at most, to hold in check with the rest of his forces that Swedish army which un­der the broth­er of the king, Radzivill, and Dou­glas, was sta­tioned at Narev, and ap­par­ent­ly was pre­par­ing to come to the aid of the be­sieged.

			The Swedes pre­pared for de­fence with the brav­ery and skill pe­cu­liar to them. They burned Pra­ga be­fore the ar­rival of Sapye­ha; they had be­gun al­ready to throw bombs in­to all the sub­urbs, such as the Krakow and the Novy-Svi­at, and on the oth­er side against the church of St. Yerzy and the Vir­gin Mary. Then hous­es, great build­ings, and church­es flamed up. In the day­time smoke rolled over the city like clouds, thick and dark. At night those clouds be­came red, and bun­dles of sparks burst forth from them to­ward the sky. Out­side the walls, crowds of peo­ple were wan­der­ing, with­out roofs over their heads, with­out bread; wom­en sur­round­ed Sapye­ha’s camp, and cried for char­i­ty; peo­ple were seen as thin as pin­cers from hunger; chil­dren were dy­ing for want of food, in the arms of ema­ci­at­ed moth­ers; the sub­urbs were turned in­to a vale of tears and mis­ery.

			Sapye­ha, hav­ing nei­ther in­fantry nor can­non, wait­ed and wait­ed for the com­ing of the king. Mean­while he aid­ed the poor, send­ing them in groups to the less in­jured neigh­bor­hoods, in which they might sur­vive in some way. He was trou­bled not a lit­tle when he fore­saw the dif­fi­cul­ties of the siege, for the skilled en­gi­neers of Swe­den had turned War­saw in­to a strong fortress. Be­hind the walls were three thou­sand trained sol­diers, led by able and ex­pe­ri­enced gen­er­als; on the whole, the Swedes passed as mas­ters in be­sieg­ing and de­fend­ing great fortress­es. To so­lace this trou­ble, Sapye­ha ar­ranged dai­ly feasts, dur­ing which the gob­lets cir­cled freely; for that wor­thy cit­i­zen and un­com­mon war­rior had this fail­ing—he loved com­pa­ny and the clat­ter of glass­es above all things, and there­fore ne­glect­ed fre­quent­ly ser­vice for plea­sure.

			His dili­gence in the day­time he bal­anced by neg­li­gence at night. Till sun­set he worked faith­ful­ly, sent out scouts, despatched let­ters, in­spect­ed pick­ets him­self, ex­am­ined the in­for­mants brought in; but with the first star even fid­dles were heard in his quar­ters. And when once he felt joy­ous he per­mit­ted ev­ery­thing, sent for of­fi­cers even though on guard or ap­point­ed to scout­ing ex­pe­di­tions, and was an­gry if any­one failed to ap­pear, since for him there was no feast with­out a throng. In the morn­ing Za­glo­ba re­proached him se­ri­ous­ly, but in the night the ser­vants bore Za­glo­ba him­self with­out con­scious­ness to Volody­ovs­ki’s quar­ters.

			“Sapye­ha would make a saint fall,” he ex­plained next day to his friends; “and what must hap­pen to me, who have been al­ways fond of sport? Be­sides, he has some kind of spe­cial pas­sion to force gob­lets on me, and I, not wish­ing to seem rude, yield to his press­ing; this I do to avoid of­fend­ing the host. But I have made a vow that at the com­ing Ad­vent I shall have my back well cov­ered with dis­ci­pline (stripes), for I un­der­stand my­self that this yield­ing can­not re­main with­out penance; but now I have to keep on good terms with him, out of fear that I might fall in­to worse com­pa­ny and in­dulge my­self al­to­geth­er.”

			There were of­fi­cers who with­out the eye of the het­man ac­com­plished their ser­vice; but some ne­glect­ed it ter­ri­bly in the evenings, as or­di­nary sol­diers do when they feel no iron hand above them.

			The en­e­my was not slow to take ad­van­tage of this. Two days be­fore the com­ing of the king and the het­mans, Sapye­ha ar­ranged his most splen­did feast, for he was re­joiced that all the troops were com­ing, and that the siege would be­gin in earnest. All the best known of­fi­cers were in­vit­ed; the het­man, ev­er in search of an op­por­tu­ni­ty, an­nounced that that feast would be in hon­or of the king. To Kmi­ta, Za­glo­ba, Pan Yan, Pan Stanislav, and Khar­lamp were sent spe­cial or­ders to come with­out fail, for the het­man wished to hon­or them par­tic­u­lar­ly for their great ser­vices. Pan An­drei had just mount­ed his horse to go with a par­ty, so that the or­der­ly found the Tar­tars out­side the gate.

			“You can­not show the het­man dis­re­spect, and re­turn rude­ness for kind­ness,” said the of­fi­cer.

			Kmi­ta dis­mount­ed and went to ask ad­vice of his com­rades.

			“This is dread­ful­ly awk­ward for me,” said he. “I have heard that a con­sid­er­able body of cav­al­ry has ap­peared near Babit­si. The het­man him­self com­mand­ed me to learn ab­so­lute­ly who they are, and now he asks me to the feast. What must I do?”

			“The het­man has sent an or­der to let Ak­bah Ulan go with the scout­ing-par­ty,” an­swered the of­fi­cer.

			“An or­der is an or­der!” said Za­glo­ba, “and whoso is a sol­dier must obey. Be care­ful not to give an evil ex­am­ple; and be­sides it would not be well for you to in­cur the ill-will of the het­man.”

			“Say that I will come,” said Kmi­ta to the or­der­ly.

			The of­fi­cer went out. The Tar­tars rode off un­der Ak­bah Ulan; and Kmi­ta be­gan to dress a lit­tle, and while dress­ing said to his com­rades—

			“To­day there is a feast in hon­or of his Roy­al Grace; to­mor­row there will be one in hon­or of the het­mans of the king­dom, and so on to the end of the siege.”

			“On­ly let the king come and this will be at an end,” an­swered Volody­ovs­ki; “for though our gra­cious lord is fond of amus­ing him­self in ev­ery trou­ble, still ser­vice must go on more dili­gent­ly, since ev­ery man, and among oth­ers Pan Sapye­ha, will en­deav­or to show his zeal.”

			“We have had too much of this, too much! There is no ques­tion on that point,” said Pan Yan. “Is it not a won­der to you that such a la­bo­ri­ous lead­er, such a vir­tu­ous man, such a wor­thy cit­i­zen, has this weak­ness?”

			“Just let night come and straight­way he is an­oth­er per­son, and from a grand het­man turns in­to a rev­eller.”

			“But do you know why these ban­quets are not to my taste?” asked Kmi­ta. “It was the cus­tom of Yanush Radzivill to have them al­most ev­ery evening. Imag­ine that, as if by some won­der, when­ev­er there was a ban­quet, ei­ther some mis­for­tune hap­pened, some evil tid­ings came, or some new trea­son of the het­man was pub­lished. I do not know whether it was blind chance or an or­di­nance of God; but it is enough that evil nev­er came ex­cept in time of a ban­quet. I tell you that at last it went so far that when­ev­er they were set­ting the ta­ble the skin be­gan to creep on us.”

			“True, as God is dear to me!” added Khar­lamp. “But it came from this, that the prince het­man chose that time to an­nounce his in­trigues with the en­e­my of the coun­try.”

			“Well,” said Za­glo­ba, “at least we have noth­ing to fear from the hon­est Sapye­ha. If he will ev­er be a traitor, I am of as much val­ue as my boot-heel.”

			“There is noth­ing to be said on that point. He is as hon­est as bread with­out a raw spot,” put in Pan Michael.

			“And what he ne­glects in the evening he re­pairs in the day­time,” added Khar­lamp.

			“Then we will go,” said Za­glo­ba, “for to tell the truth I feel a void in my stom­ach.”

			They went out, mount­ed their hors­es, and rode off; for Sapye­ha was on the oth­er side of the city and rather far away. When they ar­rived at the het­man’s quar­ters they found in the yard a mul­ti­tude of hors­es, and a crowd of grooms, for whom a keg of beer had been set out, and who, as is usu­al, drink­ing with­out mea­sure, had be­gun to quar­rel; they grew qui­et, how­ev­er, at sight of the ap­proach­ing knights, es­pe­cial­ly when Za­glo­ba fell to strik­ing with the side of his sabre those who were in his way, and to cry­ing with a sten­to­ri­an voice: “To your hors­es, ras­cals, to your hors­es! You are not the per­sons in­vit­ed to the ban­quet.”

			Sapye­ha re­ceived the of­fi­cers as usu­al, with open arms; and since he had been drink­ing a lit­tle with his guests, he be­gan at once to tease Za­glo­ba.

			“With the fore­head, Lord Com­man­der!” said he.

			“With the fore­head, Lord Kiper,” an­swered Za­glo­ba.

			“If you call me that,” said Sapye­ha, “I will give you wine which is work­ing yet.”

			“Very good, if it will make a tip­pler of a het­man!”

			Some of the guests, hear­ing this, were alarmed; but Za­glo­ba, when he saw the het­man in good hu­mor, per­mit­ted him­self ev­ery­thing, and Sapye­ha had such a weak­ness for Za­glo­ba that he not on­ly was not an­gry, but he held his sides, and called those present to wit­ness what he en­dured from that no­ble.

			Then be­gan a noisy and joy­ous ban­quet. Sapye­ha drank to each guest sep­a­rate­ly, raised toasts to the king, the het­mans, the armies of both peo­ples (Poland and Lithua­nia), Pan Charnyet­s­ki, the whole Com­mon­wealth. Plea­sure in­creased, and with it noise and talk. From toasts it came to songs. The room was filled with steam from the heads of the guests, and the odor of mead and wines. From out­side the win­dows came in no less of an up­roar, and even the noise of steel. The ser­vants had be­gun to fight with sabres. Some no­bles rushed out to re­store or­der, but they in­creased the con­fu­sion.

			Sud­den­ly there rose a shout so great that the ban­queters in the hall be­came silent.

			“What is that?” asked one of the colonels. “The grooms can­not make such an up­roar as that.”

			“Si­lence, gen­tle­men!” said the het­man, dis­turbed.

			“Those are not or­di­nary shouts!”

			All at once the win­dows shook from the thun­der of can­non and dis­charges of mus­ketry.

			“A sor­tie!” cried Volody­ovs­ki; “the en­e­my is ad­vanc­ing!”

			“To horse! To sabres!”

			All sprang to their feet. There was a throng at the door; then a crowd of of­fi­cers rushed to the yard, call­ing to their grooms for hors­es.

			But in the dis­tur­bance it was not easy for each one to find his own. Mean­while from be­yond the yard alarmed voic­es be­gan to shout in the dark­ness—

			“The en­e­my is ad­vanc­ing! Pan Kotvich is un­der fire!”

			All rushed with what breath was in their hors­es to their squadrons, jump­ing over fences and break­ing their necks in the dark­ness. An alarm be­gan in the whole camp. Not all the squadrons had hors­es at hand, and those who had not be­gan the up­roar first of all. Throngs of sol­diers on foot and on horse­back struck against one an­oth­er, not be­ing able to come to or­der, not know­ing who was a friend and who an en­e­my, shout­ing and roar­ing in the mid­dle of the dark night. Some cried that the King of Swe­den was ad­vanc­ing with his whole army.

			The Swedish sor­tie had re­al­ly struck with a mighty im­pe­tus on Kotvich’s men. For­tu­nate­ly, be­ing sick, he was not at the ban­quet, and there­fore could of­fer some kind of im­me­di­ate re­sis­tance; still it was not a long one, for he was at­tacked by su­pe­ri­or num­bers and cov­ered with mus­ketry fire, hence was forced to re­treat. Os­ky­erko came first to his as­sis­tance with his dra­goons. They an­swered mus­ketry fire with mus­ketry fire. But nei­ther could Os­ky­erko’s dra­goons with­stand the pres­sure, and in a mo­ment they be­gan to with­draw more and more hasti­ly, leav­ing the ground cov­ered with corpses. Twice did Os­ky­erko en­deav­or to bring them to or­der, and twice was he beat­en back, so that the sol­diers could on­ly cov­er their re­treat by fir­ing in groups. At last they scat­tered com­plete­ly; but the Swedes pressed on like an ir­re­press­ible tor­rent to­ward the het­man’s quar­ters. More and more reg­i­ments is­sued from the city to the field; af­ter the in­fantry came cav­al­ry; they brought out even field-guns. It looked like a gen­er­al bat­tle, and it seemed as though the en­e­my sought one.

			Volody­ovs­ki, rush­ing from the het­man’s quar­ters, met his own squadron, which was al­ways in readi­ness, half­way, go­ing to­ward the sound of the alarm and the shots. It was led by Roh Ko­val­s­ki, who, like Kotvich, was not at the ban­quet; but Roh was not there be­cause he had not been in­vit­ed. Volody­ovs­ki gave or­ders to set fire with all speed to a cou­ple of sheds, so as to light up the field, and he hur­ried to the bat­tle. On the road he was joined by Kmi­ta with his ter­ri­ble vol­un­teers, and that half of the Tar­tars which had not gone on the scout­ing ex­pe­di­tion. Both came just in time to save Kotvich and Os­ky­erko from ut­ter dis­as­ter.

			The sheds had now blazed up so well that ev­ery­thing could be seen as at noon­tide. In this light the Lau­da men, aid­ed by Kmi­ta, struck the in­fantry reg­i­ments, and pass­ing through their fire took them on sabres. The Swedish cav­al­ry sprang to as­sist their own men, and closed might­i­ly with the Lau­da squadron. For a cer­tain time they strug­gled ex­act­ly like two wrestlers who seiz­ing each oth­er by the bod­ies use their last strength—now this one bends the oth­er, and now the oth­er bends this; but men fell so fre­quent­ly in their ranks that at last the Swedes be­gan to be con­fused. Kmi­ta with his fight­ers rushed in­to the thick of the strug­gle. Volody­ovs­ki as usu­al cleared an open­ing; near him the two gi­gan­tic Skshetuskis fought, and Khar­lamp with Roh Ko­val­s­ki; the Lau­da men em­u­lat­ed Kmi­ta’s fight­ers—some shout­ing ter­ri­bly, oth­ers, as the Butryms, rolling on in a body and in si­lence.

			New reg­i­ments rushed for­ward to the aid of the bro­ken Swedes; but Vankovich, whose quar­ters were near Volody­ovs­ki’s and Kmi­ta’s, was a lit­tle lat­er than they and sup­port­ed them. At last the het­man led all the troops to the en­gage­ment, and be­gan to ad­vance in or­der. A fierce bat­tle sprang up along the whole line from Moko­tov to the Vis­tu­la.

			Then Ak­bah Ulan, who had gone with the scouts, ap­peared on a foam­ing horse be­fore the het­man.

			“Ef­fen­di!” cried he; “a cham­bul of cav­al­ry is march­ing from Babit­si to the city, and con­voy­ing wag­ons; they wish to en­ter the gates.”

			Sapye­ha un­der­stood in one mo­ment what that sor­tie in the di­rec­tion of Moko­tov meant. The en­e­my wished to draw away troops on the mead­ow road, so that that aux­il­iary cav­al­ry and a pro­vi­sion train might en­ter the gates.

			“Run to Volody­ovs­ki!” cried the het­man to Ak­bah Ulan; “let the Lau­da squadron, Kmi­ta, and Vankovich stop the road. I will send them re­in­force­ments at once.”

			Ak­bah Ulan put spurs to his horse; af­ter him flew one, and a sec­ond, and a third or­der­ly. All rushed to Volody­ovs­ki and re­peat­ed the or­der of the het­man.

			Volody­ovs­ki turned his squadron im­me­di­ate­ly; Kmi­ta and the Tar­tars caught up with him; go­ing across the field, they shot on to­geth­er, and Vankovich af­ter them.

			But they ar­rived too late. Near­ly two hun­dred wag­ons had en­tered the gate; a splen­did de­tach­ment of cav­al­ry fol­low­ing them was al­most with­in ra­dius of the fortress. On­ly the rear­guard, com­posed of about one hun­dred men, had not come yet un­der cov­er of the ar­tillery. But these too were go­ing with all speed. The of­fi­cer, rid­ing be­hind, urged them on.

			Kmi­ta, see­ing them by the light of the burn­ing shed, gave forth such a pierc­ing and ter­ri­ble shout, that the hors­es at his side were fright­ened; he rec­og­nized Bo­guslav’s cav­al­ry, that same which had rid­den over him and his Tar­tars at Yanov.

			Mind­ful of noth­ing, he rushed like a mad­man to­ward them, passed his own men, and fell first blind­ly among their ranks. For­tu­nate­ly the two Kyem­lich­es, Kos­ma and Dami­an, sit­ting on the fore­most hors­es, rode with him. At that mo­ment Volody­ovs­ki struck the flank like light­ning, and with this one blow cut off the rear­guard from the main body.

			Can­non be­gan to thun­der from the walls; but the main di­vi­sion, sac­ri­fic­ing their com­rades, rushed in with all speed af­ter the wag­ons. Then the Lau­da men and Kmi­ta’s forces sur­round­ed the rear­guard as with a ring, and a mer­ci­less slaugh­ter be­gan.

			But it was of short du­ra­tion. Bo­guslav’s men, see­ing that there was no res­cue on any side, sprang from their hors­es in a mo­ment, threw down their weapons, and shout­ed with sky-pierc­ing voic­es, heard in the throng and the up­roar, that they sur­ren­dered.

			Nei­ther the vol­un­teers nor the Tar­tars re­gard­ed their shouts, but hewed on. At this mo­ment was heard the threat­en­ing and shrill voice of Volody­ovs­ki, who want­ed in­for­mants—

			“Stop! stop! take them alive!”

			“Take them alive!” cried Kmi­ta.

			The bit­ing of steel ceased. The Tar­tars were com­mand­ed to bind the en­e­my, and with the skill pe­cu­liar to them they did this in a twin­kle; then the squadrons pushed back hasti­ly from the can­non-fire. The colonels marched to­ward the sheds—the Lau­da men in ad­vance, Vankovich in the rear, and Kmi­ta, with the pris­on­ers, in the cen­tre, all in per­fect readi­ness to re­pulse at­tack should it come. Some of the Tar­tars led pris­on­ers on leash­es; oth­ers of them led cap­tured hors­es. Kmi­ta, when he came near the sheds, looked care­ful­ly in­to the faces of the pris­on­ers to see if Bo­guslav was among them; for though one of them had sworn un­der a sword-point that the prince was not in the de­tach­ment, still Kmi­ta thought that per­haps they were hid­ing him pur­pose­ly. Then some voice from un­der the stir­rup of a Tar­tar cried to him—

			“Pan Kmi­ta! Colonel! Res­cue an ac­quain­tance! Give com­mand to free me from the rope on pa­role.”

			“Has­sling!” cried Kmi­ta.

			Has­sling was a Scot, for­mer­ly an of­fi­cer in the cav­al­ry of the vo­evo­da of Vil­na, whom Kmi­ta knew in Kyedani, and in his time loved much.

			“Let the pris­on­er go free!” cried he to the Tar­tar, “and down from the horse your­self!”

			The Tar­tar sprang from the sad­dle as if the wind had car­ried him off, for he knew the dan­ger of loi­ter­ing when the bagadyr com­mand­ed.

			Has­sling, groan­ing, climbed in­to the Tar­tar’s lofty sad­dle. Kmi­ta then caught him above the palm, and press­ing his hand as if he wished to crush it, be­gan to ask in­sis­tent­ly—

			“Whence do you come? Tell me quick­ly, whence do you come? For God’s sake, tell quick­ly!”

			“From Tau­ro­gi,” an­swered the of­fi­cer.

			Kmi­ta pressed him still more.

			“But—Pan­na Bille­vich—is she there?”

			“She is.”

			Pan An­drei spoke with still greater dif­fi­cul­ty, for he pressed his teeth still more close­ly.

			“And—what has the prince done with her?”

			“He has not suc­ceed­ed in do­ing any­thing.”

			Si­lence fol­lowed; af­ter a while Kmi­ta re­moved his lynx-skin cap, drew his hand over his fore­head and said—

			“I was struck in the bat­tle; blood is leav­ing me, and I have grown weak.”

		
	
		
			LXXIX

			The sor­tie had at­tained its ob­ject on­ly in part; though Bo­guslav’s di­vi­sion had en­tered the city, the sor­tie it­self had not done great things. It is true that Pan Kotvich’s squadron and Os­ky­erko’s dra­goons had suf­fered se­ri­ous­ly; but the Swedes too had strewn the field with many corpses, and one reg­i­ment of in­fantry, which Volody­ovs­ki and Vankovich had struck, was al­most de­stroyed. The Lithua­ni­ans boast­ed that they had in­flict­ed greater loss on the en­e­my than they had en­dured them­selves. Pan Sapye­ha alone suf­fered in­ter­nal­ly, be­cause a new “con­fu­sion” had met him from which his fame might be se­ri­ous­ly af­fect­ed. The colonels at­tached to the het­man com­fort­ed him as well as they could; and to tell the truth this les­son was use­ful, for hence­for­ward he had no more such wild ban­quets, and if there was some plea­sure the great­est watch­ful­ness was ob­served dur­ing the time of its con­tin­u­ance. The Swedes were caught the day af­ter. Sup­pos­ing that the het­man would not ex­pect a rep­e­ti­tion of the sor­tie so soon, they came out­side the walls again; but driv­en from their ground and leav­ing a num­ber of dead, they re­turned.

			Mean­while they were ex­am­in­ing Has­sling in the het­man’s quar­ters; this made Pan An­drei so im­pa­tient that he al­most sprang out of his skin, for he wished to have the Scot to him­self at the ear­li­est, and talk with him touch­ing Tau­ro­gi. He prowled about the quar­ters all day, went in ev­ery lit­tle while, lis­tened to the state­ments, and sprang up when­ev­er Bo­guslav’s name was men­tioned in the ques­tion.

			But in the evening he re­ceived an or­der to go on a scout­ing ex­pe­di­tion. He said noth­ing, on­ly set his teeth; for he had changed great­ly al­ready, and had learned to de­fer pri­vate af­fairs for pub­lic ser­vice. But he pushed the Tar­tars ter­ri­bly dur­ing the ex­pe­di­tion, burst out in anger at the least cause, and struck with his ba­ton till the bones cracked. They said one to an­oth­er that the bagadyr was mad, and marched silent­ly, as silent­ly as cow­ards, look­ing on­ly to the eyes of the lead­er and guess­ing his thoughts on the wing.

			On re­turn­ing he found Has­sling in his quar­ters, but so ill that he could not speak, for his cap­ture had af­fect­ed him so cru­el­ly that af­ter the ad­di­tion­al tor­ture of a whole day’s in­qui­si­tion he had a fever, and did not un­der­stand what was said to him. Kmi­ta there­fore was forced to be sat­is­fied with what Za­glo­ba told of Has­sling’s state­ments; but they touched on­ly pub­lic, not pri­vate af­fairs. Of Bo­guslav the young of­fi­cer said on­ly this—that af­ter his re­turn from the ex­pe­di­tion to Podlyasye and the de­feat at Yanov he had be­come ter­ri­bly ill from rage and melan­choly; he fell in­to a fever, but as soon as he had re­cov­ered some­what, he moved with his troops to Pomera­nia, whith­er Stein­bock and the elec­tor in­vit­ed him most earnest­ly.

			“But where is he now?” asked Kmi­ta.

			“Ac­cord­ing to what Has­sling tells me, and he has no rea­son to lie, he is with the king’s broth­er, at the for­ti­fied camp on the Narev and the Bug, where Bo­guslav is com­mand­ing a whole cav­al­ry di­vi­sion,” an­swered Za­glo­ba.

			“Ha! and they think to come here with suc­cor to the be­sieged. We shall meet, as God is in heav­en, even if I had to go to him in dis­guise.”

			“Do not grow an­gry for noth­ing! To War­saw they would be glad to come with suc­cor, but they can­not, for Charnyet­s­ki has placed him­self in their way. Hav­ing nei­ther in­fantry nor can­non, he can­not at­tack their camp, and they are afraid to go out against him, for they know that their sol­diers could not with­stand his in the field, and they know too that if they went out, they could not shield them­selves with the riv­er. If the king him­self were there he would give bat­tle, for un­der his com­mand the sol­diers fight bet­ter, be­ing con­fi­dent that he is a great war­rior; but nei­ther Dou­glas, nor the king’s broth­er, nor Prince Bo­guslav, though all three are dar­ing men, would ven­ture against Charnyet­s­ki.”

			“But where is the king?”

			“He has gone to Prus­sia. The king does not be­lieve that we are be­fore War­saw al­ready, and that we shall cap­ture Wit­tem­berg. But whether he be­lieves or not, he had to go for two rea­sons—first, be­cause he must win over the elec­tor, even at the price of all Great Poland; sec­ond, be­cause the army, which he led out of the sack, is of no use un­til it has rest­ed. Toil, watch­ing, and con­tin­u­al alarms have so gnawed it that the sol­diers are not able to hold mus­kets in their hands; and still they are the choic­est reg­i­ments in the whole army, which through all the Ger­man and Dan­ish re­gions have won fa­mous vic­to­ries.”

			Fur­ther con­ver­sa­tion was in­ter­rupt­ed by the com­ing of Volody­ovs­ki.

			“How is Has­sling?” asked he on the thresh­old.

			“He is sick and imag­ines ev­ery fol­ly,” an­swered Kmi­ta.

			“And you, my dear Michael, what do you want of Has­sling?” asked Za­glo­ba.

			“Just as if you do not know!”

			“I could not know that it is a ques­tion with you of that cher­ry-tree which Prince Bo­guslav has plant­ed in his gar­den. He is a dili­gent gar­den­er; he does not need to wait a year for fruit.”

			“I wish you were killed for such jokes!” cried the lit­tle knight.

			“Look at him, tell him the most in­no­cent thing, and im­me­di­ate­ly his mus­tach­es are quiv­er­ing like the horns of a mad grasshop­per. In what am I to blame? Seek vengeance on Bo­guslav, not on me.”

			“God grant me to seek and to find!”

			“Just now Babinich has said the same! Be­fore long I see that he will raise the whole army against the prince; but Bo­guslav is tak­ing good care of him­self, and with­out my strat­a­gems you will not be able to suc­ceed.”

			Here both young men sprang to their feet and asked—

			“Have you any strat­a­gems?”

			“But do you think it is as easy to take a strat­a­gem out of the head as a sabre out of the sheath? If Bo­guslav were here, sure­ly I should find more than one; but at that dis­tance, not on­ly a strat­a­gem, but a can­non will not strike. Pan An­drei, give or­ders to bring me a gob­let of mead, for it is hot here to­day.”

			“I’ll give you a keg of it if you will in­vent some­thing.”

			“First, why do you stand over this Has­sling like an ex­e­cu­tion­er? He is not the on­ly man cap­tured; you can ask oth­ers.”

			“I have al­ready tor­tured oth­ers, but they are com­mon sol­diers; they know noth­ing, but he, as an of­fi­cer, was at the court,” an­swered Kmi­ta.

			“That is a rea­son!” an­swered Za­glo­ba. “I must talk with him too; from what he tells me of the per­son and ways of Prince Bo­guslav, strat­a­gems may be im­por­tant. Now the main thing is to fin­ish the siege soon, for af­ter­ward we shall move sure­ly against that army on the Narev. But some­how our gra­cious lord and the het­mans are a long time in­vis­i­ble.”

			“How so?” asked Volody­ovs­ki. “I have re­turned this minute from the het­man, who has just re­ceived news that the king will take up po­si­tion here this evening with the aux­il­iary di­vi­sions, and the het­mans with cav­al­ry will come to­mor­row. They are ad­vanc­ing from Sokal it­self, rest­ing but lit­tle, mak­ing forced march­es. Be­sides, it has been known for two days that they are al­most in sight.”

			“Are they bring­ing many troops?”

			“Near­ly five times as many as Sapye­ha has, in­fantry Rus­sian and Hun­gar­i­an, very ex­cel­lent; six thou­sand Tar­tars un­der Su­ba Gazi, but prob­a­bly it is im­pos­si­ble to let them out for even a day, for they are very self-willed and plun­der all around.”

			“Bet­ter give them to Pan An­drei to lead,” said Za­glo­ba.

			“Yes,” said Kmi­ta, “I should lead them straight­way from War­saw, for they are of no use in a siege; I should take them to the Bug and the Narev.”

			“They are of use,” replied Volody­ovs­ki, “for none can see bet­ter than they that pro­vi­sions do not en­ter the fortress.”

			“Well, it will be warm for Wit­tem­berg. Wait, old crim­i­nal!” cried Za­glo­ba. “You have warred well, I will not de­ny that, but you have robbed and plun­dered still bet­ter; you had two mouths—one for false oaths, the oth­er for break­ing prom­ises—but this time you will not beg off with both of them. The Gal­lic dis­ease will dry up your skin, and doc­tors will tear it from you; but we will flay you bet­ter, Za­glo­ba’s head for that!”

			“Non­sense! he will sur­ren­der on con­di­tions to the king, who will not do any­thing to him,” an­swered Pan Michael; “and we shall have to give him mil­i­tary hon­ors be­sides.”

			“He will yield on con­di­tions, will he? In­deed!” cried Za­glo­ba. “We shall see!”

			Here he be­gan to pound the ta­ble with such force that Roh Ko­val­s­ki, who was com­ing in at the mo­ment, was fright­ened and stood as if fixed to the thresh­old.

			“May I serve as a wait­ing-lad to Jews,” shout­ed the old man, “if I let free out of War­saw that blas­phe­mer of the faith, that rob­ber of church­es, that op­pres­sor of wid­ows, that ex­e­cu­tion­er of men and wom­en, that hang­man’s as­sis­tant, that ruf­fi­an, that blood-spiller and mon­ey-grab­ber, that purse-gnaw­er, that flay­er! All right! The king will let him out on con­di­tions; but I, as I am a Catholic, as I am Za­glo­ba, as I wish for hap­pi­ness dur­ing life and de­sire God at death, will make such a tu­mult against him as no man has ev­er heard of in this Com­mon­wealth be­fore! Don’t wave your hand, Pan Michael! I’ll make a tu­mult! I re­peat it, I’ll make a tu­mult!”

			“Un­cle will make a tu­mult!” thun­dered Roh Ko­val­s­ki.

			Just then Ak­bah Ulan thrust in his beast-like face at the door.

			“Ef­fen­di!” said he to Kmi­ta, “the armies of the king are vis­i­ble be­yond the Vis­tu­la.”

			All sprang to their feet and rushed forth.

			The king had come in­deed. First ar­rived the Tar­tar squadrons, un­der Su­ba Gazi, but not in such num­bers as was ex­pect­ed; af­ter them came the troops of the king­dom, many and well armed, and above all full of ar­dor. Be­fore evening the whole army had passed the bridge fresh­ly built by Os­ky­erko. Sapye­ha was wait­ing for the king with squadrons drawn out as if ready for bat­tle, stand­ing one by the side of the oth­er, like an im­mense wall, the end of which it was dif­fi­cult to reach with the eye. The cap­tains stood be­fore the reg­i­ments; near them the stan­dard-bear­ers, each with low­ered en­sign; the trum­pets, ket­tle­drums, crooked trum­pets, and drums made a noise in­de­scrib­able. The squadrons of the king­dom, in pro­por­tion as they passed, stood just op­po­site the Lithua­ni­ans in line; be­tween one and the oth­er army was an in­ter­val of a hun­dred paces.

			Sapye­ha with ba­ton in hand went on foot to that open space; af­ter him the chief civ­il and mil­i­tary dig­ni­taries. On the oth­er side, from the armies of the king­dom ap­proached the king on a splen­did Frisian horse, giv­en him by Lyubomirs­ki; he was ar­rayed as if for bat­tle, in light ar­mor of blue and gold, from un­der which was to be seen a black vel­vet kaf­tan, with a lace col­lar com­ing out on the breast­plate, but in­stead of a hel­met he wore the or­di­nary Swedish hat, with black feath­ers; but he wore mil­i­tary gloves, and long yel­low boots com­ing far above his knees.

			Af­ter him rode the pa­pal nun­cio, the arch­bish­op of Lvoff, the bish­op of Ka­menyets, the priest Tsyet­sishovs­ki, the vo­evo­da of Krakow, the vo­evo­da of Rus, Baron Liso­la, Count Pöt­tin­gen, Pan Ka­menyet­s­ki, the am­bas­sador of Mos­cow, Pan Grodz­it­s­ki, gen­er­al of ar­tillery, Tyzen­hauz, and many oth­ers. Sapye­ha ad­vanced as mar­shal of the king­dom to hold the king’s stir­rup; but the king sprang light­ly from the sad­dle, hur­ried to Sapye­ha and with­out say­ing a word, seized him in his em­brace.

			And Yan Kaz­imir held him a long time, in view of both armies; silent all the while, but tears flowed down his cheeks in a stream, for he pressed to his bo­som the truest ser­vant of the king and the coun­try—a man who, though he did not equal oth­ers in ge­nius, though he even erred at times, still soared in hon­esty above all the lords of that Com­mon­wealth, nev­er wa­vered in loy­al­ty, sac­ri­ficed with­out a mo­ment’s thought his whole for­tune, and from the be­gin­ning of the war ex­posed his breast for his king and the coun­try.

			The Lithua­ni­ans, who had whis­pered pre­vi­ous­ly among them­selves that per­haps rep­ri­mands would meet Pan Sapye­ha be­cause he had let Karl Gus­tav es­cape from near San­domir and for the re­cent care­less­ness at War­saw, or at least a cool re­cep­tion, see­ing this hearti­ness of the king, raised in hon­or of the kind­ly monarch a tremen­dous heav­en-echo­ing shout. The armies of the king­dom an­swered it im­me­di­ate­ly with one thun­der-roll, and for some time above the noise of the mu­sic, the rat­tle of drums, the roar of mus­ketry, were heard on­ly these shouts—

			“Vi­vat Yoannes Casimirus!”

			“Long life to the armies of the crown!”

			“Long life to the Lithua­ni­ans!”

			So they greet­ed one an­oth­er at War­saw. The walls trem­bled, and be­hind the walls the Swedes.

			“I shall bel­low, as God is dear to me!” cried Za­glo­ba, with emo­tion; “I can­not re­strain my­self. See our king, our fa­ther!—gra­cious gen­tle­men, I am blub­ber­ing—our fa­ther, our king! the oth­er day a wan­der­er de­sert­ed by all; now here—now here are a hun­dred thou­sand sabres at call! mer­ci­ful God! I can­not keep from tears; yes­ter­day a wan­der­er, to­day the Em­per­or of Ger­many has not such good sol­diers—”

			Here the sluices were opened in the eyes of Za­glo­ba, and he be­gan to sob time af­ter time; then he turned sud­den­ly to Roh—

			“Be silent! what are you whim­per­ing about?”

			“And is Un­cle not whim­per­ing?” an­swered Roh.

			“True, as God is dear to me!—I was ashamed, gra­cious gen­tle­men, of this Com­mon­wealth. But now I would not change with any na­tion! A hun­dred thou­sand sabres—let oth­ers show the like. God has brought them to their minds; God has giv­en this, God has giv­en it!”

			Za­glo­ba had not made a great mis­take, for re­al­ly there were near­ly sev­en­ty thou­sand men at War­saw, not count­ing Charnyet­s­ki’s di­vi­sion, which had not ar­rived yet, and not count­ing the armed camp at­ten­dants who ren­dered ser­vice when nec­es­sary, and who strag­gled af­ter ev­ery camp in count­less mul­ti­tudes.

			Af­ter the greet­ing and a hur­ried re­view of the troops, the king thanked Sapye­ha’s men, amid uni­ver­sal en­thu­si­asm, for their faith­ful ser­vices, and went to Uyaz­dov. The troops oc­cu­pied the po­si­tions as­signed them. Some squadrons re­mained in Pra­ga; oth­ers dis­posed them­selves around the city. A gi­gan­tic train of wag­ons con­tin­ued to cross the Vis­tu­la till the fol­low­ing mid­day.

			Next morn­ing the sub­urbs of the city were as white with tents as if they had been cov­ered with snow. Count­less herds of hors­es were neigh­ing on the ad­join­ing mead­ows. Af­ter the army fol­lowed a crowd of Ar­me­ni­ans, Jews, Tar­tars; an­oth­er city, more ex­ten­sive and tu­mul­tuous than that which was be­sieged, grew up on the plain.

			The Swedes, amazed dur­ing the first days at the pow­er of the King of Poland, made no sor­ties, so that Pan Grodz­it­s­ki, gen­er­al of ar­tillery, could ride around the city qui­et­ly and form his plan of siege.

			On the fol­low­ing day the camp at­ten­dants be­gan to raise in­trench­ments here and there, ac­cord­ing to Grodz­it­s­ki’s plan; they placed on them at once the small­er can­non, for the larg­er ones were to ap­pear on­ly a cou­ple of weeks lat­er.

			Yan Kaz­imir sent a mes­sage to old Wit­tem­berg sum­mon­ing him to sur­ren­der the city and lay down his arms, giv­ing fa­vor­able con­di­tions, which, when known, roused dis­con­tent in the army. That dis­con­tent was spread main­ly by Za­glo­ba, who had a spe­cial ha­tred of the Swedish com­man­der.

			Wit­tem­berg, as was easy to fore­see, re­ject­ed the con­di­tions and re­solved on a de­fence to con­tin­ue till the last drop of blood was shed, and to bury him­self in the ru­ins of the city rather than yield it to the king. The size of the be­sieg­ing army did not fright­en him a whit, for he knew that an ex­ces­sive num­ber was rather a hin­drance than help in a siege. He was in­formed al­so in good sea­son that in the camp of Yan Kaz­imir there was not one siege gun, while the Swedes had more than enough of them, not tak­ing in­to con­sid­er­a­tion their in­ex­haustible sup­ply of am­mu­ni­tion.

			It was in fact to be fore­seen that they would de­fend them­selves with fren­zy, for War­saw had served them hith­er­to as a store­house for booty. All the im­mense trea­sures loot­ed in cas­tles, in church­es, in cities, in the whole Com­mon­wealth, came to the cap­i­tal, whence they were despatched in par­ties to Prus­sia, and far­ther to Swe­den. But at the present time, when the whole coun­try had risen, and cas­tles de­fend­ed by the small­er Swedish gar­risons did not in­sure safe­ty, booty was brought to War­saw all the more. The Swedish sol­dier was more ready to sac­ri­fice his life than his booty. A poor peo­ple who had seized the trea­sures of a wealthy land had ac­quired the taste of them to such a de­gree that the world had nev­er seen more grasp­ing rob­bers. The king him­self had grown fa­mous for greed; the gen­er­als fol­lowed his ex­am­ple, and Wit­tem­berg sur­passed them all. When it was a ques­tion of gain, nei­ther the hon­or of a knight nor con­sid­er­a­tion for the dig­ni­ty of rank re­strained of­fi­cers. They seized, they ex­tort­ed, they skinned ev­ery­thing that could be tak­en. In War­saw it­self colonels of high of­fice and no­ble birth were not ashamed to sell spir­its and to­bac­co to their own sol­diers, so as to cram their purs­es with the pay of the army.

			This too might rouse the Swedes to fury in de­fence, that their fore­most men were at that time in War­saw. First was Wit­tem­berg him­self, next in com­mand to Karl Gus­tav. He was the first who had en­tered the Com­mon­wealth and brought it to de­cline at Uist­sie. In re­turn for that ser­vice a tri­umph was pre­pared for him in Swe­den as for a con­queror. In the city was Ox­en­stiern, the chan­cel­lor, a states­man renowned through­out the world, re­spect­ed for hon­esty even by his en­e­mies. He was called the Min­er­va of the king. To his coun­sel Karl was in­debt­ed for all his vic­to­ries in ne­go­ti­a­tion. In the cap­i­tal was al­so Wrangel, the younger Horn, Er­ick­son, the sec­ond Löwen­haupt, and many Swedish ladies of high birth, who had fol­lowed their hus­bands to the coun­try as to a new Swedish colony.

			The Swedes had some­thing to de­fend. Yan Kaz­imir un­der­stood, there­fore, that the siege, es­pe­cial­ly through the lack of heavy guns on his side, would be long and bloody. The het­mans un­der­stood this al­so, but the army would not think of it. Bare­ly had Grodz­it­s­ki raised the in­trench­ments in some fash­ion, bare­ly had he pushed for­ward some­what to the walls, when dep­u­ta­tions went from all the squadrons to ask the king to per­mit vol­un­teers to storm the walls. The king had to ex­plain to them a long time that fortress­es were not tak­en with sabres, be­fore he could re­strain their ar­dor.

			Mean­while the works were pushed for­ward as rapid­ly as pos­si­ble. The troops, not be­ing able to storm, took ea­ger part with the camp ser­vants in rais­ing these works; men from the fore­most reg­i­ments, nay, even of­fi­cers brought earth in wheel­bar­rows, car­ried fascines, la­bored. More than once the Swedes tried to hin­der, and not a day passed with­out sor­ties; but bare­ly were the Swedish mus­ke­teers out­side the gate, when the Poles, work­ing at the in­trench­ments, throw­ing aside wheel­bar­rows, bun­dles of twigs, spades and pick­ax­es, ran with sabres in­to the smoke so fu­ri­ous­ly that the Swedes had to hide in the fortress with all haste. In these en­gage­ments bod­ies fell thick­ly; the fos­s­es and the open space as far as the in­trench­ments were full of graves, in which were placed some­times small bun­dles of the weapons of the dead. At last even time failed for buri­al, so that bod­ies lay on the ground spread­ing a ter­ri­ble odor around the city and the be­siegers.

			In spite of the great­est dif­fi­cul­ty cit­i­zens stole forth to the king’s camp ev­ery day, re­port­ing what hap­pened in the city, and im­plor­ing on their knees to has­ten the storm. The Swedes, they said, had a plen­ty of pro­vi­sions as yet, but the peo­ple were dy­ing of hunger on the streets; they lived in want, in op­pres­sion un­der the ter­ri­ble hand of the gar­ri­son. Ev­ery day echoes brought to the Pol­ish camp sounds of mus­ket-shots in the city, and fugi­tives brought in­tel­li­gence that the Swedes were shoot­ing cit­i­zens sus­pect­ed of good­will to Yan Kaz­imir. The hair stood on end at the sto­ries of the fugi­tives. They said that the whole pop­u­la­tion, sick wom­en, new­ly born in­fants, old men, all lived at night on the streets, for the Swedes had driv­en them from their hous­es, and made pas­sages from wall to wall, so that the gar­ri­son, in case Yan Kaz­imir’s troops should en­ter, might with­draw and de­fend them­selves. Rains fell on the peo­ple in their camp­ing-places; on clear days the sun burned them, at night the cold pinched them. Cit­i­zens were not al­lowed to kin­dle fires; they had no means of pre­par­ing warm food. Var­i­ous dis­eases spread more and more, and car­ried away hun­dreds of vic­tims.

			Yan Kaz­imir’s heart was ready to burst when he heard these nar­ra­tives. He sent there­fore couri­er af­ter couri­er to has­ten the com­ing of the heavy guns. Days and weeks passed; but it was im­pos­si­ble to un­der­take any­thing more im­por­tant than the re­pulse of sor­ties. Still the be­siegers were strength­ened by the thought that the gar­ri­son must fail of pro­vi­sions at last, since the roads were blocked in such fash­ion that a mouse could not reach the fortress. The be­sieged lost hope of as­sis­tance; the troops un­der Dou­glas, which were post­ed near­est, were not on­ly un­able to come to the res­cue, but had to think of their own skin; for Yan Kaz­imir, hav­ing even too many men, was able to ha­rass them.

			At last the Poles, even be­fore the com­ing of the heavy guns, opened on the fortress with the small­er ones. Pan Grodz­it­s­ki from the side of the Vis­tu­la, raised in front of him­self, like a mole, earth de­fences, pushed to with­in six yards of the moat, and vom­it­ed a con­tin­u­al fire on the un­for­tu­nate city. The mag­nif­i­cent Kazanovs­ki Palace was ru­ined; and the Poles did not re­gret it, for the build­ing be­longed to the traitor Radzey­ovs­ki. The shat­tered walls were bare­ly stand­ing, shin­ing with their emp­ty win­dows; day and night balls were drop­ping on the splen­did ter­races and in the gar­dens, smash­ing the beau­ti­ful foun­tains, bridges, ar­bors, and mar­ble stat­ues, ter­ri­fy­ing the pea­cocks which with piti­ful screams gave no­tice of their un­hap­py con­di­tion.

			Pan Grodz­it­s­ki hurled fire on the Bernar­dine bell-tow­er, for he had de­cid­ed to be­gin the as­sault on that side.

			Mean­while the camp ser­vants begged per­mis­sion to at­tack the city, for they wished great­ly to reach the Swedish trea­sures ear­li­est. The king re­fused at first, but fi­nal­ly con­sent­ed. A num­ber of prom­i­nent of­fi­cers un­der­took to lead them, and among oth­ers Kmi­ta, who was im­bit­tered by de­lay, and not on­ly that, but in gen­er­al he knew not what to do with him­self; for Has­sling, hav­ing fall­en in­to a griev­ous fever, lay with­out con­scious­ness for some weeks and could speak of noth­ing.

			Men there­fore were sum­moned to the storm. Grodz­it­s­ki op­posed this to the last mo­ment, in­sist­ing that un­til a breach was made the city could not be tak­en, even though the reg­u­lar in­fantry were to go to the as­sault. But as the king had giv­en per­mis­sion, Grodz­it­s­ki was forced to yield.

			June 15, about six thou­sand camp ser­vants as­sem­bled; lad­ders, bun­dles of brush, and bags of sand were pre­pared. To­ward evening a throng, bare­foot and armed for the greater part on­ly with sabres, be­gan to ap­proach the city where the trench­es and earth de­fences came near­est the moat. When it had be­come per­fect­ly dark, the men rushed, at a giv­en sig­nal, to­ward the moat with a ter­ri­ble up­roar, and be­gan to fill it. The watch­ful Swedes re­ceived them with a mur­der­ous fire from mus­kets and can­nons, and a fu­ri­ous bat­tle sprang up along the whole east­ern side of the city. Un­der cov­er of dark­ness the Poles filled the moat in a twin­kle and reached the walls in an or­der­less mass. Kmi­ta, with two thou­sand men, fell up­on an earth fort, which the Poles called “the mole­hill,” and which stood near the Krakow gate. In spite of a des­per­ate de­fence he cap­tured this place at a blow; the gar­ri­son was cut to pieces with sabres, not a man was spared. Pan An­drei gave com­mand to turn the guns on the gate and some of them to the far­ther walls, so as to aid and cov­er some­what those crowds who were striv­ing to scale the walls.

			These men, how­ev­er, were not so for­tu­nate. They put the lad­ders in po­si­tion, and as­cend­ed them so fu­ri­ous­ly that the best trained in­fantry could not have done bet­ter; but the Swedes, safe be­hind bat­tle­ments, fired in­to their very faces, and hurled stones and blocks pre­pared for the pur­pose; un­der the weight of these the lad­ders were bro­ken in­to pieces, and at last the in­fantry pushed down the as­saulters with long spears, against which sabres had no ef­fect.

			More than five hun­dred of the best camp ser­vants were ly­ing at the foot of the wall; the rest passed the moat un­der an in­ces­sant fire, and took refuge again in the Pol­ish in­trench­ments.

			The storm was re­pulsed, but the lit­tle fort re­mained in the hands of the Poles. In vain did the Swedes roll at it all night from their heav­i­est guns; Kmi­ta an­swered them in like man­ner from those can­non which he had cap­tured. On­ly in the morn­ing, when light came, were his guns dis­mount­ed to the last one. Wit­tem­berg, for whom that in­trench­ment was as his head, sent in­fantry at once with the or­der not to dare re­turn with­out re­tak­ing what had been lost; but Grodz­it­s­ki sent re­in­force­ments to Kmi­ta, by the aid of which he not on­ly re­pulsed the in­fantry, but fell up­on and drove them to the Krakow gate.

			Grodz­it­s­ki was so de­light­ed that he ran in per­son to the king with the re­port.

			“Gra­cious Lord,” said he, “I was op­posed to yes­ter­day’s work, but now I see that it was not lost. While that in­trench­ment was in the en­e­my’s hands I could do noth­ing against the gate; but now on­ly let the heavy guns come, and in one night I will make a breach.”

			The king, who was grieved that so many good men had fall­en, was re­joiced at Grodz­it­s­ki’s words, and asked at once—

			“But who has com­mand in that in­trench­ment?”

			“Pan Babinich,” an­swered a num­ber of voic­es.

			The king clapped his hands. “He must be first ev­ery­where! Wor­thy Gen­er­al, I know him. He is a ter­ri­bly stub­born cav­a­lier, and will not let him­self be smoked out.”

			“It would be a mis­take be­yond for­give­ness, Gra­cious Lord, if we should per­mit that. I have al­ready sent him in­fantry and small can­non; for that they will try to smoke him out is cer­tain. It is a ques­tion of War­saw! That cav­a­lier is worth his weight in gold.”

			“He is worth more; for this is not his first, and not his tenth achieve­ment,” said the king.

			Then Yan Kaz­imir gave or­ders to bring quick­ly a horse and a field-glass, and he rode out to look at the earth­work. But it was not to be seen from be­hind the smoke, for a num­ber of forty-eight-pounders were blow­ing on it with cease­less fire; they hurled long balls, bombs, and grapeshot. Still the in­trench­ment was so near the gate that mus­ket-balls al­most reached it; the bomb­shells could be seen per­fect­ly when they flew up like cloudlets, and, de­scrib­ing a close­ly bent bow, fell in­to that cloud of smoke, burst­ing with ter­ri­ble ex­plo­sion. Many fell be­yond the in­trench­ment, and they pre­vent­ed the ap­proach of re­in­force­ments.

			“In the name of the Fa­ther, Son, and Holy Ghost!” said the king. “Tyzen­hauz, look! A pile of torn earth is all that re­mains. Tyzen­hauz, do you know who is there?”

			“Gra­cious King, Babinich is there. If he comes out liv­ing, he will be able to say that he was in hell dur­ing life.”

			“We must send him fresh men. Wor­thy Gen­er­al—”

			“The or­ders are al­ready giv­en, but it is dif­fi­cult for them to go, since bombs pass over and fall very thick­ly on this side of the fort.”

			“Turn all the guns on the walls so as to make a di­ver­sion,” said the king.

			Grodz­it­s­ki put spurs to his horse and gal­loped to the trench­es. Af­ter a while can­nonad­ing was heard on the whole line, and some­what lat­er it was seen that a fresh di­vi­sion of Ma­zo­vian in­fantry went out of the near­est trench­es, and on a run to the mole­hill.

			The king stood there, look­ing con­tin­u­al­ly. At last he cried: “Babinich should be re­lieved in the com­mand. And who, gen­tle­men, will vol­un­teer to take his place?”

			Nei­ther Pan Yan, Pan Stanislav, nor Volody­ovs­ki was near the king, there­fore a mo­ment of si­lence fol­lowed.

			“I!” said sud­den­ly Pan Topor Grylevs­ki, an of­fi­cer of the light squadron of the pri­mate.

			“I!” said Tyzen­hauz.

			“I! I! I!” called at once a num­ber of voic­es.

			“Let the man go who of­fered him­self first,” said the king.

			Pan Topor Grylevs­ki made the sign of the cross, raised the can­teen to his mouth, then gal­loped away.

			The king re­mained look­ing at the cloud of smoke with which the mole­hill was cov­ered, and the smoke rose above it like a bridge up to the very wall. Since the fort was near the Vis­tu­la, the walls of the city tow­ered above it, and there­fore the fire was ter­ri­ble.

			Mean­while the thun­der of can­non de­creased some­what, though the balls did not cease to de­scribe arcs, and a rat­tle of mus­ketry was giv­en out as if thou­sands of men were beat­ing thresh­ing-floors with flails.

			“It is ev­i­dent that they are go­ing to the at­tack again,” said Tyzen­hauz. “If there were less smoke, we should see the in­fantry.”

			“Let us ap­proach a lit­tle,” said the king, urg­ing his horse.

			Af­ter him oth­ers moved on, and rid­ing along the bank of the Vis­tu­la from Uyaz­dov they ap­proached al­most to the So­lets it­self; and since the gar­dens of the palaces and the clois­ters com­ing down to the Vis­tu­la had been cleared by the Swedes in the win­ter for fu­el, trees did not cov­er the view, they could see even with­out field-glass­es that the Swedes were re­al­ly mov­ing again to the storm.

			“I would rather lose that po­si­tion,” said the king all at once, “than that Babinich should die.”

			“God will de­fend him!” said the priest Tsyet­sishovs­ki.

			“And Pan Grodz­it­s­ki will not fail to send him re­in­force­ments,” added Tyzen­hauz.

			Fur­ther con­ver­sa­tion was in­ter­rupt­ed by some horse­man who was ap­proach­ing from the di­rec­tion of the city at all speed. Tyzen­hauz, hav­ing such sight that he saw bet­ter with the naked eye than oth­ers through field-glass­es, caught his head at sight of him, and said—

			“Grylevs­ki is re­turn­ing! It must be that Kmi­ta has fall­en, and the fort is cap­tured.”

			The king shad­ed his eyes with his hands. Grylevs­ki rushed up, reined in his horse, and, pant­ing for breath, ex­claimed—

			“Gra­cious Lord!”

			“What has hap­pened? Is he killed?” asked the king.

			“Pan Babinich says that he is well, and does not wish any­one to take his place; he begs on­ly to send him food, for he has had noth­ing to eat since morn­ing.”

			“Is he alive then?” cried the king.

			“He says that he is com­fort­able there!” re­peat­ed Grylevs­ki.

			But oth­ers, catch­ing breath from won­der, be­gan to cry: “That is courage! He is a sol­dier!”

			“But it was nec­es­sary to stay there and re­lieve him ab­so­lute­ly,” said the king to Grylevs­ki. “Is it not a shame to come back? Were you afraid, or what? It would have been bet­ter not to go.”

			“Gra­cious Lord,” an­swered Grylevs­ki, “whoso calls me a cow­ard, him I will cor­rect on any field, but be­fore majesty I must jus­ti­fy my­self. I was in the anthill it­self, but Babinich flew in­to my face be­cause of my er­rand: ‘Go,’ said he, ‘to the hang­man! I am at work here, I am al­most creep­ing out of my skin, and I have no time to talk, but I will not share ei­ther my glo­ry or com­mand with any man. I am well here and I will stay here, but I’ll give or­ders to take you out­side the trench! I wish you were killed!’ said he. ‘We want to eat, and they send us a com­man­dant in­stead of food!’ What had I to do, Gra­cious Lord? I do not won­der at his tem­per, for their hands are drop­ping from toil.”

			“And how is it?” asked the king; “is he hold­ing the place?”

			“Des­per­ate­ly. What would he not hold? I for­got to tell be­sides that he shout­ed to me when I was go­ing: ‘I’ll stay here a week and will not sur­ren­der, if I have some­thing to eat!’ ”

			“Is it pos­si­ble to hold out there?”

			“There, Gra­cious Lord, is the gen­uine day of judg­ment! Bomb is fall­ing af­ter bomb; pieces of shells are whistling, like dev­ils, around the ear; the earth is dug out in­to ditch­es; it is im­pos­si­ble to speak from smoke. The balls hurl around sand and earth, so that ev­ery mo­ment a man must shake him­self to avoid be­ing buried. Many have fall­en, but those who are liv­ing lie in fur­rows in the in­trench­ments, and have made de­fences be­fore their heads of stakes strength­ened with earth. The Swedes con­struct­ed the place care­ful­ly, and now it serves against them. While I was there, in­fantry came from Grodz­it­s­ki, and now there is fight­ing again.”

			“Since we can­not at­tack the walls un­til a breach is made,” said the king, “we will strike the palace on the Krakow sub­urbs to­day; that will be the best di­ver­sion.”

			“The palace is won­der­ful­ly strength­ened, al­most changed in­to a fortress,” re­marked Tyzen­hauz.

			“But they will not hur­ry from the city to give aid, for all their fury will be turned on Babinich,” said the king. “So will it be, as I am here alive, so will it be! I will or­der the storm at once; but first I will bless Babinich.”

			Then the king took from the priest a gold­en cru­ci­fix in which were splin­ters of the true cross, and rais­ing it on high he be­gan to bless the dis­tant mound, cov­ered with fire and smoke, say­ing—

			“O God of Abra­ham, Isaac, and Ja­cob, have mer­cy on Thy peo­ple, and give sal­va­tion to the dy­ing! Amen! amen! amen!”

		
	
		
			LXXX

			A bloody storm fol­lowed from the side of the Novy Svy­at against the Krakow sub­urbs, not over-suc­cess­ful, but in so far ef­fec­tive that it turned the at­ten­tion of the Swedes from the in­trench­ment de­fend­ed by Kmi­ta, and per­mit­ted the gar­ri­son en­closed in it to rest some­what. The Poles pushed for­ward how­ev­er, to the Kaz­imirovs­ki Palace, but they could not hold that point.

			On the oth­er side they stormed up to the Danillovich Palace and to Dantzig House, equal­ly with­out re­sult. A num­ber of hun­dreds of peo­ple fell again. The king, how­ev­er, had this con­so­la­tion: he saw that even the gen­er­al mili­tia rushed to the walls with the great­est dar­ing and de­vo­tion, and that af­ter those at­tempts, more or less un­suc­cess­ful, their courage not on­ly had not fall­en, but on the con­trary as­sur­ance of vic­to­ry was grow­ing strong in the army.

			The most for­tu­nate event of the day was the ar­rival of Pan Yan Zamoys­ki and Pan Charnyet­s­ki. The first brought very ex­cel­lent in­fantry and guns from Zamost, so heavy that the Swedes had noth­ing like them in War­saw. The sec­ond, in agree­ment with Sapye­ha, hav­ing be­sieged Dou­glas, and with some Lithua­ni­an troops and the gen­er­al mili­tia of Podlyasye, un­der com­mand of Pan Yan, had come to War­saw to take part in the gen­er­al storm. It was hoped by Charnyet­s­ki as well as oth­ers that this would be the last storm.

			Zamoys­ki’s heavy guns were placed in the po­si­tion tak­en by Kmi­ta; they be­gan work im­me­di­ate­ly against the walls and the gate, and forced the Swedish how­itzers to si­lence at once. Gen­er­al Grodz­it­s­ki him­self oc­cu­pied the “mole­hill,” and Kmi­ta re­turned to his Tar­tars.

			But he had not reached his quar­ters when he was sum­moned to Uyaz­dov. The king in pres­ence of the whole staff ap­plaud­ed the young knight; nei­ther Charnyet­s­ki, Sapye­ha, Lyubomirs­ki, nor the het­mans spared prais­es on him. He stood there in torn gar­ments cov­ered with earth, his face en­tire­ly dis­col­ored with pow­der smoke; with­out sleep, soiled, but joy­ous be­cause he had held the place, had won so much praise, and gained im­mea­sur­able glo­ry in both armies. Among oth­er cav­a­liers Pan Michael and Pan Yan con­grat­u­lat­ed him.

			“You do not know in­deed, Pan An­drei,” said the lit­tle knight, “what great weight you have with the king. I was at the coun­cil of war yes­ter­day, for Pan Charnyet­s­ki took me with him. They talked of the storm, and then of the news which had just come in from Lithua­nia, the war there, and the cru­el­ties which Pon­tus de la Gardie and the Swedes per­mit. They were con­sid­er­ing at the coun­cil how to strength­en re­sis­tance. Sapye­ha said it was best to send thith­er a cou­ple of squadrons and a man who could be there what Charnyet­s­ki was at the be­gin­ning of the war in Poland. To which the king an­swered: ‘There is on­ly one such man, Babinich.’ The oth­ers con­firmed this at once.”

			“I would go most will­ing­ly to Lithua­nia, and es­pe­cial­ly to Jmud,” an­swered Kmi­ta. “I re­solved to ask of the king my­self per­mis­sion to go, but I am wait­ing till War­saw is tak­en.”

			“There will be a gen­er­al storm to­mor­row,” said Za­glo­ba.

			“I know, but how is Ket­tling?”

			“Who is that? Has­sling?”

			“All one, for he has two names, as is the cus­tom among the Eng­lish, the Scots, and many oth­er na­tions.”

			“True,” an­swered Za­glo­ba, “and a Spaniard ev­ery day of the week has a new name for him­self. Your ser­vant told me that Has­sling, or Ket­tling, is well; he has be­gun to talk, walks, the fever has left him, he calls for food ev­ery hour.”

			“Have you been with him?” asked Kmi­ta of Pan Michael.

			“I have not, for I have had no time. Who has a head for any­thing but the storm?”

			“Then let us go now.”

			“Go to sleep first,” said Za­glo­ba.

			“True! true! I am bare­ly stand­ing on my feet.”

			So when he came to his own quar­ters Pan An­drei fol­lowed Za­glo­ba’s ad­vice, es­pe­cial­ly as he found Has­sling asleep. But Za­glo­ba and Volody­ovs­ki came to see him in the evening; they sat down in the broad sum­mer­house which the Tar­tars had made for their bagadyr. The Kyem­lich­es poured out for them mead a hun­dred years old, which the king had sent to Kmi­ta; and they drank it will­ing­ly, for the air was hot out­side. Has­sling, pale and ema­ci­at­ed, seemed to draw life and strength from the pre­cious liq­uid. Za­glo­ba clicked with his tongue, and wiped per­spi­ra­tion from his fore­head.

			“Hei! how the great guns are thun­der­ing!” said the young Scot, lis­ten­ing. “To­mor­row you will go to the storm—it is well!—for the healthy—God give you bless­ing! I am of for­eign blood, and serve him whom it was my du­ty to serve, but you have my best wish­es. Ah, what mead this is! Life en­ters me.”

			Thus speak­ing, he threw back his gold­en hair and raised his blue eyes to­ward heav­en; he had a won­der­ful face, half child­like as yet. Za­glo­ba looked at him with a cer­tain emo­tion.

			“You speak Pol­ish as well as any of us,” said he. “Be­come a Pole, love this our coun­try, and you will do an hon­or­able deed, and mead will not be lack­ing to you. It is not dif­fi­cult for a sol­dier to re­ceive nat­u­ral­iza­tion with us.”

			“All the more easy since I am a no­ble,” an­swered Has­sling. “My name is Has­sling-Ket­tling of El­gin. My fam­i­ly come from Eng­land, though set­tled in Scot­land.”

			“Those coun­tries be­yond the sea are far away, and some­how it is more de­cent for a man to live here,” said Za­glo­ba.

			“It is pleas­ant for me here.”

			“But un­pleas­ant for us,” said Kmi­ta, who from the be­gin­ning was twist­ing im­pa­tient­ly on the bench, “for we are anx­ious to hear what is go­ing on in Tau­ro­gi; but you are talk­ing ge­nealo­gies.”

			“Ask me; I will an­swer.”

			“Have you seen Pan­na Bille­vich of­ten?”

			Over the pale face of Has­sling blush­es passed. “Ev­ery day!” said he.

			Kmi­ta looked at him quick­ly. “Were you such a con­fi­dant? Why do you blush? Ev­ery day—how ev­ery day?”

			“For she knew that I wished her well, and I ren­dered her some ser­vices. That will ap­pear from the fur­ther nar­ra­tive, but now it is nec­es­sary to com­mence at the be­gin­ning. You, gen­tle­men, know, per­haps, that I was not at Kyedani when Prince Bo­guslav came and took that la­dy to Tau­ro­gi? There­fore I will not re­peat why that hap­pened, for dif­fer­ent peo­ple gave dif­fer­ent ac­counts. I will on­ly say that they had scarce­ly ar­rived when all saw at once that the prince was ter­ri­bly in love—”

			“God pun­ish him!” cried Kmi­ta.

			“Amuse­ments fol­lowed, such as had not been be­fore—tilt­ing at the ring and tour­na­ments. Any­one would have thought it a time of the great­est peace; but let­ters were com­ing in ev­ery day, as well as en­voys from the elec­tor and from Prince Yanush. We knew that Prince Yanush was pushed by Sapye­ha and the con­fed­er­ates; he im­plored for res­cue by the mer­cy of God, for de­struc­tion was threat­en­ing him. We did noth­ing. On the elec­tor’s bound­ary troops were stand­ing ready, cap­tains were com­ing with let­ters; but we did not go with as­sis­tance, for the prince had no suc­cess with the la­dy.”

			“Is that why Bo­guslav did not give aid to his cousin?” asked Za­glo­ba.

			“It is. Pat­ter­son said the same, and all the per­sons near­est the prince. Some com­plained of this; oth­ers were glad that the Radzivills were fall­ing. Sakovich con­duct­ed all pub­lic busi­ness for the prince, an­swered let­ters, and held coun­cil with the en­voys; but the prince was la­bor­ing on one idea on­ly, to con­trive some kind of amuse­ment, ei­ther a cav­al­cade or hunt. He, a miser, scat­tered mon­ey on ev­ery side. He gave or­ders to fell forests for whole miles, so that the la­dy might have a bet­ter view from her win­dows; in a word, he re­al­ly scat­tered flow­ers un­der her feet, and re­ceived her in such fash­ion that had she been Queen of Swe­den he could have in­vent­ed noth­ing bet­ter. Many pitied her and said, ‘All this is for her ru­in; as to mar­ry­ing, the prince will not mar­ry, and if he can on­ly catch her heart he will de­ceive her.’ But it ap­peared that she was not a la­dy to be con­duct­ed whith­er virtue does not go. Oh!”

			“Well, what?” cried Kmi­ta, spring­ing up. “I know that bet­ter than oth­ers!”

			“How did Pan­na Bille­vich re­ceive these roy­al homages?” asked Pan Michael.

			“At first with af­fa­ble face, though it was ev­i­dent that she was bear­ing some sor­row in her heart. She was present at the hunts, at the mas­quer­ades, cav­al­cades, and tour­na­ments, think­ing in­deed that these were usu­al court amuse­ments with the prince. It hap­pened on a time that the prince, strain­ing his imag­i­na­tion over var­i­ous spec­ta­cles, wished to show the la­dy the coun­ter­feit of war; he had a set­tle­ment burned near Tau­ro­gi, in­fantry de­fend­ed it, the prince stormed the place. Ev­i­dent­ly he gained a great vic­to­ry, af­ter which, be­ing sat­ed with praise, he fell at the la­dy’s feet and begged for a re­turn of his love. It is not known what he pro­posed to her, but from that time their friend­ship was at an end. She be­gan to hold night and day to the sleeve of her un­cle, the sword-bear­er of Rossyeni; but the prince—”

			“Be­gan to threat­en her, did he?” cried Kmi­ta.

			“What, threat­en! He dressed him­self as a Greek shep­herd, as Phile­mon; spe­cial couri­ers were fly­ing to Königs­berg for pat­terns of shep­herd’s gar­ments, for rib­bons and wigs. He feigned de­spair, he walked un­der her win­dows, and played on a lute. And here I tell you, gen­tle­men, what I re­al­ly think. He was a sav­age ex­e­cu­tion­er of the virtue of ladies, and it may be bold­ly said of him, as is said in our coun­try of such peo­ple, his sighs filled out the sails of more than one la­dy; but this time he fell in love in earnest—which is no won­der, for the la­dy re­minds one more of a god­dess than a dweller in this earth­ly vale.”

			Here Has­sling blushed again, but Pan An­drei did not see it; for seiz­ing his sides with sat­is­fac­tion and pride, he looked with a tri­umphant glance at Za­glo­ba and Volody­ovs­ki.

			“We know her, a per­fect Di­ana; she needs on­ly the moon in her hair!” said the lit­tle knight.

			“What, Di­ana! Di­ana’s dogs would howl at Di­ana if they could see Pan­na Bille­vich.”

			“There­fore I said it is ‘no won­der,’ ” an­swered Has­sling.

			“Well! But for that ‘no won­der’ I would burn him with a slow fire; for that ‘no won­der’ I would have him shod with hob­nails—”

			“Give us peace!” in­ter­rupt­ed Za­glo­ba. “Get him first, then play pranks; but now let this cav­a­lier speak.”

			“More than once I was on watch be­fore the room in which he slept,” con­tin­ued Has­sling. “I know how he turned on his bed, sighed, talked to him­self, and hissed, as if from pain; ev­i­dent­ly de­sires were burn­ing him. He changed ter­ri­bly, dried up. It may be, too, that the ill­ness un­der which he af­ter­ward fell was div­ing in­to him. Mean­while news flew through the whole court that the prince had be­come so dis­tract­ed that he want­ed to mar­ry. This came to Yanush’s princess, who with her daugh­ter was liv­ing at Tau­ro­gi. Then be­gan anger and dis­putes; for, as you know, Bo­guslav, ac­cord­ing to agree­ment, is to mar­ry Yanush’s daugh­ter when she comes of age. But he for­got ev­ery­thing, so pierced was his heart. Yanush’s princess, fall­ing in­to a rage, went with her daugh­ter to Cour­land. That same evening he made a pro­pos­al to Pan­na Bille­vich.”

			“Did he make pro­pos­als?” cried Za­glo­ba, Kmi­ta, and Pan Michael, with as­ton­ish­ment.

			“He did. First to the sword-bear­er of Rossyeni, who was no less as­ton­ished than you, and would not be­lieve his own ears; but con­vinced at last he was bare­ly able to con­trol him­self from de­light, for it was no small splen­dor for the house of Bille­vich to be unit­ed with the Radzivills. It is true, as Pat­ter­son said, that there is some con­nec­tion al­ready, but it is old and for­got­ten.”

			“Tell on!” said Kmi­ta, trem­bling from im­pa­tience.

			“Both went to the la­dy with all os­ten­ta­tion, as is the cus­tom on such oc­ca­sions. The whole court was trem­bling. Evil tid­ings came from Prince Yanush. Sakovich alone read them, but no one paid at­ten­tion to them, nor even to Sakovich, for he had fall­en out of fa­vor be­cause he had pro­posed the mar­riage. But among us some said that it was no nov­el­ty for the Radzivills to mar­ry or­di­nary no­ble wom­en; that in the Com­mon­wealth all no­bles were equal, and that the house of Bille­vich went back to Ro­man times. And this was said by those who wished to gain for them­selves the fa­vor of the com­ing princess. Oth­ers as­sert­ed that this was a strat­a­gem of the prince to come to great in­ti­ma­cy with the la­dy, which hap­pens not in­fre­quent­ly be­tween per­sons be­trothed.”

			“That was it! Noth­ing else,” said Za­glo­ba.

			“And so I think,” said Has­sling; “but lis­ten fur­ther. When we were de­lib­er­at­ing in the court among our­selves in this fash­ion, the re­port went out like a thun­der­bolt that the la­dy had cut all doubt as with a sabre, for she re­fused him di­rect­ly.”

			“God bless her!” cried Kmi­ta.

			“She re­fused him di­rect­ly,” con­tin­ued Has­sling. “It was enough to look at the prince to know that. He, to whom princess­es yield­ed, could not en­dure re­sis­tance, and al­most went mad. It was dan­ger­ous to ap­pear be­fore him. We all saw that it would not re­main long thus, and that the prince would use force soon­er or lat­er. In fact, the sword-bear­er of Rossyeni was car­ried off the next day to Tylt­sa, be­yond the elec­tor’s bound­ary. That day the la­dy im­plored the of­fi­cer keep­ing guard be­fore her door to give her a load­ed pis­tol. The of­fi­cer did not refuse that, for be­ing a no­ble and man of hon­or he felt com­pas­sion for the la­dy and homage for her beau­ty and res­o­lu­tion.”

			“Who was that of­fi­cer?” asked Kmi­ta.

			“I,” an­swered Has­sling, dry­ly.

			Pan An­drei seized him by the shoul­ders, so that the young Scot, be­ing weak, called out from pain.

			“That is noth­ing!” cried Kmi­ta. “You are not a pris­on­er; you are my broth­er, my friend! Tell me what you wish! In God’s name, tell me what you wish!”

			“To rest awhile,” an­swered Has­sling, breath­ing heav­i­ly; and he was silent. He mere­ly pressed the hands which Pan Michael and Za­glo­ba gave him. At last, see­ing that all were burn­ing with cu­rios­i­ty, he con­tin­ued—

			“I fore­warned her too of what all knew, that the prince’s physi­cian was pre­par­ing some in­tox­i­cat­ing drug. Mean­while fears turned out to be ground­less, for God in­ter­fered in the af­fair. He touched the prince with his fin­ger, threw him on a bed of sick­ness, and kept him there a month. It is a mar­vel, gen­tle­men, but it hap­pened as if he had been cut from his feet, as with a scythe, that same day, when he in­tend­ed to at­tack the virtue of this la­dy. The hand of God, I say, noth­ing else! He thought that him­self, and was afraid; may be too that dur­ing his sick­ness the de­sire left him, may be he was wait­ing to re­gain his strength; it is enough, that when he came to him­self he left her in peace, and even per­mit­ted the sword-bear­er to come from Tylt­sa. It is true, al­so, that the sick­ness which con­fined him to his bed left him, but not the fever, which is, I be­lieve, crush­ing him to this day. It is true, al­so, that soon af­ter he left the bed he had to go on the ex­pe­di­tion to Tykotsin, where de­feat met him. He re­turned with a still greater fever; then the elec­tor sent for him. But mean­while a change took place at Tau­ro­gi, of which it is won­der­ful and laugh­able to tell; it is enough that the prince can­not count on the loy­al­ty of any of­fi­cer or any at­ten­dant, un­less on very old ones, who nei­ther hear nor see per­fect­ly, and there­fore guard noth­ing well.”

			“What hap­pened?” asked Za­glo­ba.

			“Dur­ing the Tykotsin cam­paign, be­fore the de­feat at Tanov, they cap­tured a cer­tain Pan­na Anu­sia Bor­zobo­gati, and sent her to Tau­ro­gi.”

			“There, Grand­moth­er, you have cakes!” ex­claimed Za­glo­ba.

			Pan Michael be­gan to blink and move his mus­tach­es; at last he said: “Say noth­ing bad of her, or when you re­cov­er you will have to meet me.”

			“Even if I wished I could say noth­ing bad of that la­dy. But if she is your be­trothed, I say that you take poor care of her; and if she is a rel­a­tive, you know her too well to de­ny what I say. It is enough that in one week she made all in the com­pa­ny, old and young, in love with her, and on­ly by us­ing her eyes with the ad­di­tion of some tricks of witch­craft, of which I can give no ac­count.”

			“She! I should know her in hell by this,” mut­tered Za­glo­ba.

			“It is a won­der­ful thing!” said Has­sling. “Pan­na Bille­vich is equal to her in beau­ty, but has such dig­ni­ty and un­ap­proach­able­ness that a man while ad­mir­ing and do­ing homage to her does not dare to raise his eyes, much less to con­ceive any hope. You know your­selves, gen­tle­men, that there are dif­fer­ent kinds of ladies: some are like an­cient vestals; oth­ers, you have bare­ly seen them and you wish—”

			“Wor­thy sir!” said Pan Michael, threat­en­ing­ly.

			“Don’t make a fool of your­self, Michael, for he tells the truth,” said Za­glo­ba. “You go around like a young cock­er­el and show the whites of your eyes; but that she is a co­quette we all know, and you have said so more than a hun­dred times.”

			“Let us leave this mat­ter,” said Has­sling. “I wished sim­ply to ex­plain to you, gen­tle­men, why on­ly a few were in love with Pan­na Bille­vich, those who could re­al­ly ap­pre­ci­ate her un­ri­valled per­fec­tion [here he blushed again], and with Pan­na Bor­zobo­gati near­ly all. As God is dear to me, I had to laugh, for it was just as if some plague had come up­on hearts. Dis­putes and du­els in­creased in the twin­kle of an eye. And about what? For what? You must know that there was no one who could boast of the love of the la­dy; each one be­lieved blind­ly in this alone, that ear­li­er or lat­er he would have some suc­cess—”

			“He has paint­ed her, as it were!” mut­tered Pan Michael.

			“But these two young ladies be­came won­der­ful­ly fond of each oth­er,” con­tin­ued Has­sling; “one would not move a step with­out the oth­er, and Pan­na Bor­zobo­gati man­ages in Tau­ro­gi as it pleas­es her.”

			“How is that?” asked the lit­tle knight.

			“For she rules ev­ery­body. Sakovich did not go on a cam­paign this time, be­cause he is in love; and Sakovich is ab­so­lute mas­ter in all the pos­ses­sions of Prince Bo­guslav. And Pan­na Anu­sia gov­erns through him.”

			“Is he so much in love with her?” asked Pan Michael.

			“He is, and has the great­est con­fi­dence in him­self, for he is a very rich man.”

			“And his name is Sakovich?”

			“You wish, I see, to re­mem­ber him well.”

			“Cer­tain­ly!” an­swered Pan Michael, as it were, care­less­ly, but at the same time he moved his mus­tach­es so omi­nous­ly that a shud­der went through Za­glo­ba.

			“I on­ly wish to add,” con­tin­ued Has­sling, “that if Pan­na Bor­zobo­gati should com­mand Sakovich to be­tray the prince and light­en her es­cape and that of her friend, I think he would do it with­out hes­i­ta­tion; but so far as I know she wish­es to do that with­out his knowl­edge, maybe to spite him, who knows? It is enough that an of­fi­cer, a rel­a­tive of mine, but not a Catholic, as­sured me that the de­par­ture of the sword-bear­er with the ladies is ar­ranged; of­fi­cers are in­volved in the con­spir­a­cy, and it is to take place soon.”

			Here Has­sling be­gan to breathe heav­i­ly, for he was weary and was us­ing the last of his strength.

			“And this is the most im­por­tant thing that I had to tell you,” added he, hur­ried­ly.

			Volody­ovs­ki and Kmi­ta seized their heads.

			“Whith­er are they go­ing to flee?”

			“To the forests and through the forests to Byalovyej.”

			Fur­ther con­ver­sa­tion was in­ter­rupt­ed by the en­trance of Sapye­ha’s or­der­ly, who de­liv­ered to Pan Michael and Kmi­ta a quar­ter of a sheet of pa­per fold­ed in four. Volody­ovs­ki had bare­ly un­fold­ed his when he said—

			“The or­der to oc­cu­py po­si­tions for to­mor­row’s work.”

			“Do you hear how the can­nons are roar­ing?” asked Za­glo­ba.

			“Well, to­mor­row! to­mor­row!”

			“Uf! hot!” said Za­glo­ba, “a bad day for a storm—may the dev­il take such heat! Moth­er of God! But more than one will grow cold in spite of the heat; but not those—not those who com­mend them­selves to Thee, our Pa­troness—But the can­nons are thun­der­ing! I am too old for storms; the open field is some­thing else.”

			An­oth­er of­fi­cer ap­peared in the door.

			“Is his grace Pan Za­glo­ba here?” asked he.

			“I am here.”

			“By the com­mand of our Gra­cious King, you are to be near his per­son to­mor­row.”

			“Ha! he wish­es to keep me from the storm, for he knows that the old man will move first, on­ly let the trum­pets sound. He is a kind lord, mind­ful; I should not like to an­noy him; but whether I shall re­strain my­self I know not, for when the de­sire press­es me I think of noth­ing, and roll straight in­to the smoke. Such is my na­ture! A kind lord! Do you hear how the trum­pets are sound­ing for ev­ery­one to take his place? Well, to­mor­row, to­mor­row. Saint Pe­ter will have work; he must have his books ready. In hell too they have put fresh pitch in the ket­tles, a bath for the Swedes. Uf! uf! to­mor­row!”

		
	
		
			LXXXI

			Ju­ly 1, be­tween Po­van­s­ki and the set­tle­ment af­ter­ward called Mary­mont, was cel­e­brat­ed a great field Mass, which ten thou­sand men of the quar­ter-sol­diers heard with at­ten­tive mind. The king made a vow that in case of vic­to­ry he would build a church to the Most Holy La­dy. Dig­ni­taries, the het­mans, the knights made vows, and even sim­ple sol­diers, fol­low­ing the ex­am­ple, each ac­cord­ing to his means, for this was to be the day of the fi­nal storm.

			Af­ter the Mass each of the lead­ers moved to his own com­mand. Sapye­ha took his po­si­tion op­po­site the Church of the Holy Ghost, which at that time was out­side the walls; but be­cause it was the key to the walls, it was great­ly strength­ened by the Swedes, and oc­cu­pied in fit­ting man­ner by the troops. Charnyet­s­ki was to cap­ture Dantzig House, for the rear wall of that build­ing formed a part of the city wall, and by pass­ing through the build­ing it was pos­si­ble to reach the city. Py­otr Opalin­s­ki, the vo­evo­da of Podlyasye, with men from Great Poland and Ma­zovia, was to at­tack from the Krakow sub­urbs and the Vis­tu­la. The quar­ter-reg­i­ments were to at­tack the gates of New City. There were so many men that they al­most ex­ceed­ed the ap­proach­es to the walls; the en­tire plain, all the neigh­bor­ing sub­ur­ban vil­lages and the mead­ows were over­flowed with a sea of sol­diers. Be­yond the men were white tents, af­ter the tents wag­ons far away; the eye was lost in the blue dis­tance be­fore it could reach the end of that swarm.

			Those le­gions were stand­ing in per­fect readi­ness, with weapons point for­ward, and one foot in ad­vance for the run; they were ready at any mo­ment to rush to the breach­es made by the guns of heavy cal­i­bre, and es­pe­cial­ly by Zamoys­ki’s great guns. The guns did not cease to play for a mo­ment; the storm was de­ferred on­ly be­cause they were wait­ing for the fi­nal an­swer of Wit­tem­berg to the let­ter which the grand chan­cel­lor Ko­rytsin­s­ki had sent him. When about mid­day the of­fi­cer re­turned with a re­fusal, the omi­nous trum­pets rang out around the city, and the storm be­gan.

			The armies of the king­dom un­der the het­mans, Charnyet­s­ki’s men, the reg­i­ments of the king, the in­fantry reg­i­ments of Zamoys­ki, the Lithua­ni­ans of Sapye­ha, and the le­gions of the gen­er­al mili­tia rushed to­ward the walls like a swollen riv­er. But from be­hind the walls bloomed out against them rolls of white smoke and darts of flame; heavy can­non, ar­que­bus­es, dou­ble-bar­relled guns, mus­kets thun­dered si­mul­ta­ne­ous­ly; the earth was shak­en in its foun­da­tions. The balls broke in­to that throng of men, ploughed long fur­rows in it; but the men ran on and tore up to the fortress, re­gard­ing nei­ther fire nor death. Clouds of pow­der smoke hid the sun.

			Each at­tacked fu­ri­ous­ly what was near­est him—the het­mans the gates of New City; Charnyet­s­ki, Dantzig House; Sapye­ha with the Lithua­ni­ans, the Church of the Holy Ghost; the Ma­zo­vians and men of Great Poland, the Krakow sub­urbs.

			The heav­i­est work fell to the last-men­tioned men, for the palaces and hous­es along the Krakow sub­urbs were turned in­to fortress­es. But that day such fury of bat­tle had seized the Ma­zo­vians that noth­ing could stand be­fore their on­set. They took by storm house af­ter house, palace af­ter palace; they fought in win­dows, in doors, in pas­sages.

			Af­ter the cap­ture of one house, be­fore the blood was dry on their hands and faces, they rushed to an­oth­er; again a hand-to-hand bat­tle, and again they rushed far­ther. The pri­vate reg­i­ments vied with the gen­er­al mili­tia, and the gen­er­al mili­tia with the in­fantry. They had been com­mand­ed be­fore ad­vanc­ing to the storm to car­ry at their breasts bun­dles of un­ripe grain to ward off the bul­lets, but in the ar­dor and fren­zy of bat­tle they hurled aside ev­ery de­fence, and ran for­ward with bare bo­soms. In the midst of a bloody strug­gle the chapel of the Tsar Shuis­ki and the lord­ly palace of the Konyet­spol­skis were cap­tured. The Swedes were de­stroyed to the last man in the small­er build­ings, in the sta­bles of the mag­nates, in the gar­dens de­scend­ing to the Vis­tu­la. Near the Kazanovs­ki Palace the Swedish in­fantry tried to make a stand in the street, and re­in­forced from the walls of the palace, from the church and the bell-tow­er of the Bernar­dines, which was turned in­to a strong fortress, they re­ceived the at­tack with a cut­ting fire.

			But the hail of bul­lets did not stop the at­tack for a mo­ment; and the no­bles, with the cry of “Ma­zo­vians vic­to­ri­ous!” rushed with sabres in­to the cen­tre of the quad­ran­gle; af­ter them came the land in­fantry, ser­vants armed with poles, pick­ax­es, and scythes. The quad­ran­gle was bro­ken in a twin­kle, and hew­ing be­gan. Swedes and Poles were so min­gled to­geth­er that they formed one gi­gan­tic mass, which squirmed, twist­ed, and rolled in its own blood be­tween the Kazanovs­ki Palace, the house of Radzey­ovs­ki, and the Krakow gate.

			But new le­gions of war­riors breath­ing blood came on con­tin­u­al­ly, like a foam­ing riv­er, from the di­rec­tion of the Krakow gate. The Swedish in­fantry was cut to pieces at last, and then be­gan that fa­mous storm of the Kazanovs­ki Palace and the Bernar­dines’ Church which in great part de­cid­ed the fate of the day.

			Za­glo­ba com­mand­ed, for he was mis­tak­en the day be­fore in think­ing that the king called him to his per­son on­ly to be present; for, on the con­trary, he con­fid­ed to him, as to a fa­mous and ex­pe­ri­enced war­rior, com­mand over the camp ser­vants, who with the quar­ter-sol­diers and the gen­er­al mili­tia were to go as vol­un­teers to storm from that side. Za­glo­ba was will­ing, it is true, to go with these men in the rear, and con­tent him­self with oc­cu­py­ing the palaces al­ready cap­tured; but when in the very be­gin­ning all vy­ing with one an­oth­er were min­gled com­plete­ly, the hu­man cur­rent bore him on with the oth­ers. So he went; for al­though he had from na­ture great cir­cum­spec­tion as a gift, and pre­ferred, where it was pos­si­ble, not to ex­pose his life to dan­ger, he had for so many years be­come ac­cus­tomed to bat­tles in spite of him­self, had been present in so many dread­ful slaugh­ters, that when the in­evitable came he fought with oth­ers, and even bet­ter than oth­ers, for he fought with des­per­a­tion and rage in a man­ful heart.

			So at this time he found him­self at the gate of the Kazanovs­ki Palace, or rather in the hell which was rag­ing dread­ful­ly in front of that gate; that is, amid a whirlpool, heat, crush­ing, a storm of bul­lets, fire, smoke, groans and shouts of men. Thou­sands of scythes, picks, and ax­es were driv­en against the gate; a thou­sand arms pressed and pushed it fu­ri­ous­ly. Some men fell as if struck by light­ning; oth­ers pushed them­selves in­to their places, tram­pled their bod­ies, and forced them­selves for­ward, as if seek­ing death of pur­pose. No one had seen or re­mem­bered a more stub­born de­fence, but al­so not a more res­o­lute at­tack. From the high­est sto­ries bul­lets were rained and pitch poured down on the gate; but those who were un­der fire, even had they wished could not with­draw, so pow­er­ful­ly were they pressed from be­hind. You saw sin­gle men, wet from per­spi­ra­tion, black from smoke, with set teeth, with wild eyes, hurl­ing at the gate beams of such size that at an or­di­nary time three strong men would not have been able to lift them. So their strength was tre­bled by fren­zy. All the win­dows were stormed si­mul­ta­ne­ous­ly, lad­ders were placed at the up­per sto­ries, lat­tices were hewn from the walls. But still from those lat­tices and win­dows, from open­ings cut in the walls, were stick­ing out mus­ket-bar­rels, which did not cease to smoke for a mo­ment. But at last such smoke as­cend­ed, such dust rose, that on that bright sun­ny day the as­sailants could scarce­ly rec­og­nize one an­oth­er. In spite of that they did not de­sist from the strug­gle, but climbed lad­ders the more fierce­ly, at­tacked the gate the more wild­ly, be­cause the sounds from the Church of the Bernar­dines an­nounced that there oth­er par­ties were storm­ing with sim­i­lar en­er­gy.

			Now Za­glo­ba cried with a voice so pierc­ing that it was heard amid the up­roar and shots: “A box with pow­der un­der the gate!”

			It was brought to him in a twin­kle; he gave com­mand at once to cut just be­neath the bolt an open­ing of such size that the box alone would find place in it. When the box was fit­ted in, Za­glo­ba him­self set fire to the sul­phur thread, then com­mand­ed—

			“Aside! Close to the wall!”

			Those stand­ing near rushed to both sides, to­ward those who had placed the lad­ders at the far­ther win­dows. A mo­ment of ex­pec­ta­tion fol­lowed.

			A mighty re­port shook the air, and new bun­dles of smoke rose to­ward the sky. Za­glo­ba sprang for­ward with his men; they saw that the ex­plo­sion had not rent the gate to small pieces, but had torn the hinges from the right side, wrest­ed away a cou­ple of strong beams, al­ready part­ly cut, turned the han­dle, and pulled off one half of the low­er part, so that a pas­sage was open through which large men might en­ter eas­i­ly.

			Sharp­ened stakes, ax­es, and scythes be­gan to beat vi­o­lent­ly on the weak­ened door; a hun­dred arms pushed it with ut­most ef­fort, a sharp crash was heard, and all one half fell, un­cov­er­ing the depth of the dark an­techam­ber.

			In that dark­ness gleamed dis­charges of mus­ketry; but the hu­man riv­er rushed for­ward with an ir­re­sistible tor­rent—the palace was cap­tured.

			At the same time they broke in through the win­dows, and a ter­ri­ble bat­tle with cold weapons be­gan in the in­te­ri­or of the palace. Cham­ber was tak­en af­ter cham­ber, cor­ri­dor af­ter cor­ri­dor, sto­ry af­ter sto­ry. The walls had been so shat­tered and weak­ened be­fore­hand that the ceil­ing in many rooms fell with a crash, cov­er­ing with their ru­ins Poles and Swedes. But the Ma­zo­vians ad­vanced like a con­fla­gra­tion; they pen­e­trat­ed ev­ery place, over­turn­ing with their long knives, cut­ting and thrust­ing. No man of the Swedes asked for quar­ter, but nei­ther was it giv­en. In some cor­ri­dors and pas­sages the piles of bod­ies so blocked the way that the Swedes made bar­ri­cades of them; the Poles pulled them out by the feet, by the hair, and hurled them through the win­dows. Blood flowed in streams through the pas­sages. Groups of Swedes de­fend­ed them­selves yet here and there, and re­pelled with weak­en­ing hands the fu­ri­ous blows of the storm­ers. Blood had cov­ered their faces, dark­ness was cov­er­ing their eyes, more than one sank on his knees, and still fought; pressed on ev­ery side, suf­fo­cat­ed by the throng of op­po­nents, the Scan­di­na­vians died in si­lence, in ac­cord with their fame, as be­seemed war­riors. The stat­ues of di­vini­ties and an­cient he­roes, be­spat­tered with blood, looked with life­less eyes on that death.

			Roh Ko­val­s­ki raged spe­cial­ly in the up­per sto­ries; but Za­glo­ba rushed with his men to the ter­races, and when he had cut to pieces the in­fantry de­fend­ing them­selves there, he hur­ried from the ter­races to those won­der­ful gar­dens which were famed through­out Eu­rope. The trees were al­ready cut down, the rare plants de­stroyed by Pol­ish balls, the foun­tains bro­ken, the earth ploughed up by bomb­shells—in a word, ev­ery­where a desert and de­struc­tion, though the Swedes had not raised their rob­ber hands against this place, out of re­gard for the per­son of Radzey­ovs­ki. A sav­age strug­gle set in there, too; but it last­ed on­ly a short time, for the Swedes gave but fee­ble re­sis­tance, and were cut to pieces un­der the per­son­al com­mand of Za­glo­ba. The sol­diers dis­persed now through the gar­den, and the whole palace was plun­dered.

			Za­glo­ba be­took him­self to a cor­ner of the gar­den, to a place where the walls formed a strong “an­gle,” and where the sun did not come, for the knight wished to rest some­what; and he rubbed the sweat from his heat­ed fore­head. All at once he es­pied some strange mon­sters, look­ing at him with hos­til­i­ty through an iron grat­ing.

			The cage was fixed in a cor­ner of the wall, so that balls fall­ing from the out­side could not reach it. The door of the cage was wide open; but those mea­gre and ug­ly crea­tures did not think of tak­ing ad­van­tage of this. Ev­i­dent­ly ter­ri­fied by the up­roar, the whistling of bul­lets, and the fierce slaugh­ter at which they had looked a mo­ment be­fore, they crowd­ed in­to a cor­ner of the cage, and hid­den in the straw, gave note of their ter­ror on­ly by mut­ter­ing.

			“Are those mon­keys or dev­ils?” said Za­glo­ba to him­self.

			Sud­den­ly anger seized him, courage swelled in his breast, and rais­ing his sabre he fell up­on the cage.

			A ter­ri­ble pan­ic was the an­swer to the first blow of his sabre. The mon­keys, which the Swedish sol­diers had treat­ed kind­ly and fed from their own slen­der ra­tions, fell in­to such a fright that mad­ness sim­ply seized them; and since Za­glo­ba stopped their ex­it, they be­gan to rush through the cage with un­nat­u­ral springs, hang­ing to the sides, to the top, scream­ing and bit­ing. At last one in fren­zy sprang on Za­glo­ba’s shoul­der, and seiz­ing him by the head, fas­tened to it with all his pow­er; an­oth­er hung to his right shoul­der, a third caught him in front by the neck, the fourth hung to his long split sleeves which were tied to­geth­er be­hind; and Za­glo­ba, sti­fled, sweat­ing, strug­gled in vain, in vain struck blind­ly to­ward the rear. Breath soon failed him, his eyes were stand­ing out of his head, and he be­gan to cry with de­spair­ing voice—

			“Gra­cious gen­tle­men! save me!”

			The cry brought a num­ber of men, who, un­able to un­der­stand what was hap­pen­ing, rushed to his aid with blood-stream­ing sabres; but they halt­ed at once in as­ton­ish­ment, they looked at one an­oth­er, and as if un­der the in­flu­ence of some spell they burst out in one great laugh. More sol­diers ran up, a crowd was formed; but laugh­ter was com­mu­ni­cat­ed to all as an epi­dem­ic. They stag­gered as if drunk, they held their sides; their faces, be­smeared with the gore of men, were twist­ing spas­mod­i­cal­ly, and the more Za­glo­ba strug­gled the more did they laugh. Now Roh Ko­val­s­ki ran down from an up­per sto­ry, scat­tered the crowd, and freed his un­cle from the Simi­an em­braces.

			“You ras­cals!” cried the pant­ing Za­glo­ba, “I would you were slain! You are laugh­ing to see a Catholic in op­pres­sion from these African mon­sters. I would you were slain! Were it not for me you would be butting your heads to this mo­ment against the gate, for you de­serve noth­ing bet­ter. I wish you were dead, be­cause you are not worth these mon­keys.”

			“I wish you were dead your­self, king of the mon­keys!” cried the man stand­ing near­est.

			“Simi­arum de­struc­tor (de­stroy­er of mon­keys)!” cried an­oth­er.

			“Vic­tor!” cried the third.

			“What, vic­tor! he is vic­tus (con­quered)!”

			Here Roh Ko­val­s­ki came again to the aid of his un­cle, and struck the near­est man in the breast with his fist; the man dropped to the earth that in­stant with blood com­ing from his mouth. Oth­ers re­treat­ed be­fore the anger of Ko­val­s­ki, some drew their sabres; but fur­ther dis­putes were in­ter­rupt­ed by the up­roar and shots com­ing from the Bernar­dines’ Church. Ev­i­dent­ly the storm con­tin­ued there yet in full force, and judg­ing from the fever­ish mus­ketry-fire, the Swedes were not think­ing of sur­ren­der.

			“With suc­cor! to the church! to the church!” cried Za­glo­ba.

			He sprang him­self to the top of the palace; there, from the right wing, was to be seen the church, which seemed to be in flames. Crowds of storm­ers were cir­cling around it con­vul­sive­ly, not be­ing able to en­ter and per­ish­ing for noth­ing in a cross fire; for bul­lets were rained on them from the Krakow gate as thick­ly as sand.

			“Can­non to the win­dows!” shout­ed Za­glo­ba.

			There were guns enough, large and small, in the Kazanovs­ki Palace, there­fore they were drawn to the win­dows; from frag­ments of cost­ly fur­ni­ture and pedestals of stat­ues, plat­forms were con­struct­ed; and in the course of half an hour a num­ber of guns were look­ing out through the emp­ty open­ings of the win­dows to­ward the church.

			“Roh!” said Za­glo­ba, with un­com­mon ir­ri­ta­tion, “I must do some­thing con­sid­er­able, or my glo­ry is lost through those mon­keys—would that the plague had sti­fled them! The whole army will ridicule me; and though there is no lack of words in my mouth, still I can­not meet the whole world. I must wipe away this con­fu­sion, or wide as this Com­mon­wealth is they will her­ald me through it as king of the mon­keys!”

			“Un­cle must wipe away this con­fu­sion!” re­peat­ed Roh, with a thun­der­ing voice.

			“And the first means will be that, as I have cap­tured the Kazanovs­ki Palace—for let any­one say that it was not I who did it—”

			“Let any­one say that it was not Un­cle who did it!” re­peat­ed Roh.

			“I will cap­ture that church, so help me the Lord God, amen!” con­clud­ed Za­glo­ba.

			Then he turned to his at­ten­dants who were there at the guns—

			“Fire!”

			Fear seized the Swedes, who were de­fend­ing them­selves with de­spair in the church, when the whole side wall be­gan on a sud­den to trem­ble. Bricks, rub­bish, lime, fell on those who were sit­ting in the win­dows, at the port­holes, on the frag­ments of the in­side cor­nices, at the pi­geon­holes, through which they were fir­ing at the be­siegers. A ter­ri­ble dust rose in the house of God, and mixed with the smoke be­gan to sti­fle the wea­ried men. One man could not see an­oth­er in the dark­ness. Cries of “I am suf­fo­cat­ing, I am suf­fo­cat­ing!” still in­creased the ter­ror. The noise of balls fall­ing through the win­dows, of lead­en lat­tice fall­ing to the floor, the heat, the ex­ha­la­tions from bod­ies, turned the re­treat of God in­to a hell up­on earth. The fright­ened sol­diers stood aside from en­trances, win­dows, and port­holes. The pan­ic is changed in­to fren­zy. Again ter­ri­fied voic­es call: “I am suf­fo­cat­ing! Air! Wa­ter!” Hun­dreds of voic­es be­gin to roar—

			“A white flag! a white flag!”

			Er­sk­ine, who is com­mand­ing, seizes the flag with his own hand to dis­play it out­side. At that mo­ment the en­trance bursts, a line of storm­ers rush in like an avalanche of Sa­tans, and a slaugh­ter fol­lows. There is sud­den si­lence in the church; there is heard on­ly the beast-like pant­ing of the strug­glers, the bite of steel on bones, and on the stone floor groans, the pat­ter of blood; and at times some voice in which there is noth­ing hu­man cries, “Quar­ter! Quar­ter!” Af­ter an hour’s fight­ing the bell on the tow­er be­gins to thun­der, and thun­ders, thun­ders—to the vic­to­ry of the Ma­zo­vians, to the fu­ner­al of the Swedes.

			The Kazanovs­ki Palace, the clois­ter, and the bell-tow­er are cap­tured.

			Py­otr Opalin­s­ki him­self, the vo­evo­da of Podlyasye, ap­peared in the blood­stained throng be­fore the palace on his horse.

			“Who came to our aid from the palace?” cried he, wish­ing to out­cry the sound and the roar of men.

			“He who cap­tured the palace!” said a pow­er­ful man, ap­pear­ing be­fore the vo­evo­da—“I!”

			“What is your name?”

			“Za­glo­ba.”

			“Vi­vat Za­glo­ba!” bel­lowed thou­sands of throats.

			But the ter­ri­ble Za­glo­ba point­ed with his stained sabre to­ward the gate—

			“We have not done enough yet. Turn the can­non to­ward the wall and against the gate. Ad­vance! fol­low me!”

			The mad throng rush in the di­rec­tion of the gate. Mean­while, oh won­der! the fire of the Swedes in­stead of in­creas­ing is grow­ing weak. At the same mo­ment some voice un­ex­pect­ed and pierc­ing cries from the top of the bell-tow­er—

			“Charnyet­s­ki is in the city! I see our squadrons!”

			The Swedish fire was weak­en­ing more and more.

			“Halt! halt!” com­mand­ed the vo­evo­da.

			But the throng did not hear him and rushed at ran­dom. That mo­ment a white flag ap­peared on the Krakow gate.

			In truth, Charnyet­s­ki, hav­ing forced his way through Dantzig House, rushed like a hur­ri­cane in­to the precincts of the fortress; when the Danillovich Palace was tak­en, and when a mo­ment lat­er the Lithua­ni­an col­ors glit­tered on the walls near the Church of the Holy Ghost, Wit­tem­berg saw that fur­ther re­sis­tance was vain. The Swedes might de­fend them­selves yet in the lofty hous­es of Old and New City; but the in­hab­i­tants had al­ready tak­en arms, and the de­fence would end in a ter­ri­ble slaugh­ter of the Swedes with­out hope of vic­to­ry.

			The trum­peters be­gan then to sound on the walls and to wave white flags. See­ing this, the Pol­ish com­man­ders with­held the storm. Gen­er­al Löwen­haupt, at­tend­ed by a num­ber of colonels, went out through the gate of New City, and rushed with all breath to the king.

			Yan Kaz­imir had the city in his hands now; but the kind king wished to stop the flow of Chris­tian blood, there­fore he set­tled on the con­di­tions of­fered to Wit­tem­berg at first. The city was to be sur­ren­dered, with all the booty col­lect­ed in it. Each Swede was per­mit­ted to take with him on­ly what he had brought from Swe­den. The gar­ri­son with all the gen­er­als and with arms in hand were to march out of the city, tak­ing their sick and wound­ed and the Swedish ladies, of whom a num­ber of tens were in War­saw. To the Poles who were serv­ing with the Swedes, amnesty was giv­en, with the idea that sure­ly none were serv­ing of their own will. Bo­guslav Radzivill alone was ex­cept­ed. To this Wit­tem­berg agreed the more read­i­ly since the prince was at that mo­ment with Dou­glas on the Bug.

			The con­di­tions were signed at once. All the bells in the church­es an­nounced to the city and the world that the cap­i­tal had passed again in­to the hands of its right­ful monarch. An hour lat­er a mul­ti­tude of the poor­est peo­ple came out from be­hind the walls, seek­ing char­i­ty and bread in the Pol­ish camp; for all in the city ex­cept the Swedes were in want of food. The king com­mand­ed to give what was pos­si­ble, and went him­self to look at the de­par­ture of the Swedish gar­ri­son.

			He was sur­round­ed by church and lay dig­ni­taries, by a suite so splen­did that it daz­zled the peo­ple. Near­ly all the troops—that is, the troops of the king­dom un­der the het­mans, Charnyet­s­ki’s di­vi­sion, the Lithua­ni­ans un­der Sapye­ha, and an im­mense crowd of gen­er­al mili­tia, to­geth­er with the camp ser­vants—as­sem­bled around his Majesty; or all were cu­ri­ous to see those Swedes with whom a few hours be­fore they had fought so ter­ri­bly and blood­i­ly. Pol­ish com­mis­sion­ers were post­ed at all the gates, from the mo­ment of sign­ing the con­di­tions; these com­mis­sion­ers were en­trust­ed with the du­ty of see­ing that the Swedes bore off no booty. A spe­cial com­mis­sion was oc­cu­pied with re­ceiv­ing the booty in the city it­self.

			In the van came the cav­al­ry, which was not nu­mer­ous, es­pe­cial­ly since Bo­guslav’s men were ex­clud­ed from the right of de­par­ture; next came the field ar­tillery with light guns; the heavy pieces were giv­en to the Poles. The men marched at the sides of the guns with light­ed match­es. Be­fore them waved their un­furled flags, which as a mark of hon­or were low­ered be­fore the Pol­ish king, re­cent­ly a wan­der­er. The ar­tillerists marched proud­ly, look­ing straight in­to the eyes of the Pol­ish knights, as if they wished to say, “We shall meet again!” And the Poles won­dered at their haughty bear­ing and courage un­bent by mis­for­tune. Then ap­peared the wag­ons with of­fi­cers and wound­ed. In the first one lay Benedikt Ox­en­stiern the chan­cel­lor, be­fore whom Yan Kaz­imir had com­mand­ed the in­fantry to present arms, wish­ing to show that he knew how to re­spect virtue even in an en­e­my.

			Then to the sound of drums, and with wav­ing flags, marched the quad­ran­gle of un­ri­valled Swedish in­fantry, re­sem­bling, ac­cord­ing to the ex­pres­sion of Su­ba Gazi, mov­ing cas­tles. Af­ter them ad­vanced a bril­liant par­ty of cav­al­ry, ar­mored from foot to head, and with a blue ban­ner on which a gold­en li­on was em­broi­dered. These sur­round­ed the chief of staff. At sight of them a mur­mur passed through the crowd—

			“Wit­tem­berg is com­ing! Wit­tem­berg is com­ing!”

			In fact, the field-mar­shal him­self was ap­proach­ing; and with him the younger Wrangel, Horn, Er­sk­ine, Löwen­haupt, Forgell. The eyes of the Pol­ish knights were turned with ea­ger­ness to­ward them, and es­pe­cial­ly to­ward the face of Wit­tem­berg. But his face did not in­di­cate such a ter­ri­ble war­rior as he was in re­al­i­ty. It was an aged face, pale, ema­ci­at­ed by dis­ease. He had sharp fea­tures, and above his mouth a thin, small mus­tache turned up at the ends. The pressed lips and long, point­ed nose gave him the ap­pear­ance of an old and grasp­ing miser. Dressed in black vel­vet and with a black hat on his head, he looked more like a learned as­trologer or a physi­cian; and on­ly the gold chain on his neck, the di­a­mond star on his breast, and a field-mar­shal’s ba­ton in his hand showed his high of­fice of lead­er.

			Ad­vanc­ing, he cast his eyes un­qui­et­ly on the king, on the king’s staff, on the squadrons stand­ing in rank; then his eyes took in the im­mense throngs of the gen­er­al mili­tia, and an iron­i­cal smile came out on his pale lips.

			But in those throngs a mur­mur was ris­ing ev­er greater, and the word “Wit­tem­berg! Wit­tem­berg!” was in ev­ery mouth.

			Af­ter a while the mur­mur changed in­to deep grum­bling, but threat­en­ing, like the grum­bling of the sea be­fore a storm. From in­stant to in­stant it was silent; and then far away in the dis­tance, in the last ranks, was heard some voice in per­ora­tion. This voice was an­swered by oth­ers; greater num­bers an­swered them; they were heard ev­er loud­er and spread more wide­ly, like omi­nous echoes. You would swear that a storm was com­ing from a dis­tance, and that it would burst with all pow­er.

			The of­fi­cers were anx­ious and be­gan to look at the king with dis­qui­et.

			“What is that? What does that mean?” asked Yan Kaz­imir.

			Then the grum­bling passed in­to a roar as ter­ri­ble as if thun­ders had be­gun to wres­tle with one an­oth­er in the sky. The im­mense throng of gen­er­al mili­tia moved vi­o­lent­ly, pre­cise­ly like stand­ing grain when a hur­ri­cane is sweep­ing around it with gi­ant wing. All at once some tens of thou­sands of sabres were glit­ter­ing in the sun.

			“What is that? What does that mean?” asked the king, re­peat­ed­ly.

			No one could an­swer him. Then Volody­ovs­ki, stand­ing near Sapye­ha, ex­claimed: “That is Pan Za­glo­ba!”

			Volody­ovs­ki had guessed aright. The mo­ment the con­di­tions of sur­ren­der were pub­lished and had come to the ears of Za­glo­ba, the old no­ble fell in­to such a ter­ri­ble rage that speech was tak­en from him for a while. When he came to him­self his first act was to spring among the ranks of the gen­er­al mili­tia and fire up the minds of the no­bles. They heard him will­ing­ly; for it seemed to all that for so much brav­ery, for such toil, for so much blood­shed un­der the walls of War­saw, they ought to have a bet­ter vengeance against the en­e­my. There­fore great cir­cles of chaot­ic and stormy men sur­round­ed Za­glo­ba, who threw live coals by the hand­ful on the pow­der, and with his speech fanned in­to greater pro­por­tions the fire which all the more eas­i­ly seized their heads, that they were al­ready smok­ing from the usu­al li­ba­tions con­se­quent on vic­to­ry.

			“Gra­cious gen­tle­men!” said he, “be­hold these old hands have toiled fifty years for the coun­try; fifty years have they been shed­ding the blood of the en­e­my at ev­ery wall of the Com­mon­wealth; and to­day—I have wit­ness­es—they cap­tured the Kazanovs­ki Palace and the Bernar­dines’ Church! And when, gra­cious gen­tle­men, did the Swedes lose heart, when did they agree to ca­pit­u­late? It was when we turned our guns from the Bernar­dines to the Old City. We have not spared our blood, broth­ers; it has been shed boun­ti­ful­ly, and no one has been spared but the en­e­my. But we, broth­ers, have left our lands with­out mas­ters, our ser­vants with­out lords, our wives with­out hus­bands, our chil­dren with­out fa­thers—oh, my dear chil­dren, what is hap­pen­ing to you now?—and we have come here with our naked breasts against can­non. And what is our re­ward for so do­ing? This is it: Wit­tem­berg goes forth free, and be­sides, they give him hon­or for the road. The ex­e­cu­tion­er of our coun­try de­parts, the blas­phe­mer of re­li­gion de­parts; the rag­ing en­e­my of the Most Holy La­dy, the burn­er of our hous­es, the thief of our last bit of cloth­ing, the mur­der­er of our wives and chil­dren—oh, my chil­dren, where are you now?—the dis­grac­er of the cler­gy and vir­gins con­se­crat­ed to God! Woe to thee, coun­try! Shame to you, no­bles! A new agony is await­ing you. Oh, our holy faith! Woe to you, suf­fer­ing church­es! weep­ing to thee and com­plaint, O Chen­sto­ho­va! for Wit­tem­berg is de­part­ing in free­dom, and will re­turn soon to press out tears and blood, to fin­ish killing those whom he has not yet killed, to burn that which he has not yet burned, to put shame on that which he has not yet put to shame! Weep, O Poland and Lithua­nia! Weep, ranks of peo­ple, as I weep—an old sol­dier who, de­scend­ing to the grave, must look on your agony! Woe to thee, Il­ion, the city of aged Pri­am! Woe! woe! woe!”

			So spoke Za­glo­ba; and thou­sands lis­tened to him, and wrath raised the hair on the heads of the no­bles; but he moved on far­ther. Again he com­plained, tore his cloth­ing, and laid bare his breast. He en­tered al­so in­to the army, which gave a will­ing ear to his com­plaints; for, in truth, there was a ter­ri­ble an­i­mos­i­ty in all hearts against Wit­tem­berg. The tu­mult would have burst out at once; but Za­glo­ba him­self re­strained it, lest, if it burst too ear­ly, Wit­tem­berg might save him­self some­how; but if it broke out when he was leav­ing the city and would show him­self to the gen­er­al mili­tia, they would bear him apart on their sabres be­fore any­one could see what was done.

			And his reck­on­ing was jus­ti­fied. At sight of the tyrant fren­zy seized the brains of the chaot­ic and half-drunk­en no­bles, and a ter­ri­ble storm burst forth in the twin­kle of an eye. Forty thou­sand sabres were flash­ing in the sun, forty thou­sand throats be­gan to bel­low—

			“Death to Wit­tem­berg! Give him here! Make mince­meat of him! make mince­meat of him!”

			To the throngs of no­bles were joined throngs more chaot­ic still and made bru­tal by the re­cent shed­ding of blood, the camp ser­vants; even the more dis­ci­plined reg­u­lar squadrons be­gan to mur­mur fierce­ly against the op­pres­sor, and the storm be­gan to fly with rage against the Swedish staff.

			At the first mo­ment all lost their heads, though all un­der­stood what the mat­ter was. “What is to be done?” cried voic­es near the king. “Oh, mer­ci­ful Je­sus!” “Res­cue! de­fend! It is a shame not to ob­serve the con­di­tions!”

			En­raged crowds rush in among the squadrons, press up­on them; the squadrons are con­fused, can­not keep their places. Around them are sabres, sabres, and sabres; un­der the sabres are in­flamed faces, threat­en­ing eyes, howl­ing mouths; up­roar, noise, wild cries grow with amaz­ing ra­pid­i­ty. In front are rush­ing camp ser­vants, camp fol­low­ers, and ev­ery kind of army rab­ble, more like beasts or dev­ils than men.

			Wit­tem­berg un­der­stood what was hap­pen­ing. His face grew pale as a sheet; sweat, abun­dant and cold, cov­ered his fore­head in a mo­ment; and, oh won­der! that field-mar­shal who hith­er­to was ready to threat­en the whole world, that con­queror of so many armies, that cap­tor of so many cities, that old sol­dier was then so ter­ri­bly fright­ened at the howl­ing mass that pres­ence of mind left him ut­ter­ly. He trem­bled in his whole body, he dropped his hands and groaned, spit­tle be­gan to flow from his mouth to the gold­en chain, and the field-mar­shal’s ba­ton dropped from his hand. Mean­while the ter­ri­ble throng was com­ing near­er and near­er; ghast­ly forms were sur­round­ing al­ready the hap­less gen­er­als; a mo­ment more, they would bear them apart on sabres, so that not a frag­ment of them would re­main.

			Oth­er Swedish gen­er­als drew their sabres, wish­ing to die weapon in hand, as be­seemed knights; but the aged op­pres­sor grew weak al­to­geth­er, and half closed his eyes.

			At this mo­ment Volody­ovs­ki, with his men, sprang to the res­cue of the staff. Go­ing wedge-form on a gal­lop, he split the mob as a ship mov­ing with all sails bears apart the tow­er­ing waves of the sea. The cry of the tram­pled rab­ble was min­gled with the shouts of the Lau­da squadron; but the horse­men reached the staff first, and sur­round­ed it in the twin­kle of an eye with a wall of hors­es, a wall of their own breasts and sabres.

			“To the king!” cried the lit­tle knight.

			They moved on. The throng sur­round­ed them from ev­ery side, ran along the flanks and the rear, bran­dished sabres and clubs, howled more and more ter­ri­bly; but the Lau­da men pushed for­ward, thrust­ing out their sabres from mo­ment to mo­ment at the sides, as a strong stag thrusts with his antlers when sur­round­ed by wolves.

			Then Voynillovich sprang to the aid of Volody­ovs­ki; af­ter him Vilchkovs­ki with a reg­i­ment of the king, then Prince Pol­u­bin­s­ki; and all to­geth­er, de­fend­ing them­selves un­ceas­ing­ly, con­duct­ed the staff to the pres­ence of Yan Kaz­imir.

			The tu­mult in­creased in­stead of di­min­ish­ing. It seemed, af­ter a time, that the ex­cit­ed rab­ble would try to seize the Swedish gen­er­als with­out re­gard to the king. Wit­tem­berg re­cov­ered; but fear did not leave him in the least. He sprang from his horse then; and as a hare pressed by dogs or wolves takes refuge un­der a wag­on in mo­tion, so did he, in spite of his gout, throw him­self at the feet of Yan Kaz­imir.

			Then he dropped on his knees, and seiz­ing the king’s stir­rup, be­gan to cry: “Save me, Gra­cious Lord, save me! I have your roy­al word; the agree­ment is signed. Save me, save me! Have mer­cy on us! Do not let them mur­der me!”

			The king, at sight of such abase­ment and such shame turned away his eyes with aver­sion and said—

			“Field-mar­shal, pray be calm.”

			But he had a trou­bled face him­self, for he knew not what to do. Around them were gath­er­ing crowds ev­er greater, and ap­proach­ing with more per­sis­tence. It is true that the squadrons stood as if for bat­tle, and Zamoys­ki’s in­fantry had formed a ter­ri­ble quad­ran­gle round about; but what was to be the end of it all?

			The king looked at Charnyet­s­ki; but Charnyet­s­ki on­ly twist­ed his beard with rage, his soul was storm­ing with such anger against the dis­obe­di­ence of the gen­er­al mili­tia. Then the chan­cel­lor, Ko­rytsin­s­ki, said—

			“Gra­cious Lord, we must keep the agree­ment.”

			“We must!” replied the king.

			Wit­tem­berg, who was look­ing care­ful­ly in­to their eyes, breathed more freely.

			“Gra­cious Lord,” said he, “I be­lieve in your words as in God.”

			To which Po­tot­s­ki, the old het­man of the king­dom, cried—

			“And why have you bro­ken so many oaths, so many agree­ments, so many terms of sur­ren­der? With what any man wars, from that will he per­ish. Why did you seize, in spite of the terms of ca­pit­u­la­tion, the king’s reg­i­ment com­mand­ed by Wolf?”

			“Miller did that, not I,” an­swered Wit­tem­berg.

			The het­man looked at him with dis­dain; then turned to the king—

			“Gra­cious Lord, I do not say this to in­cite your Roy­al Grace to break agree­ments al­so, for let per­fidy be on their side alone.”

			“What is to be done?” asked the king. “If we send them to Prus­sia, fifty thou­sand no­bles will fol­low and cut them to pieces be­fore they reach Pul­tusk, un­less we give them the whole reg­u­lar army as a guard, and we can­not do that. Hear, your Roy­al Grace, how the mili­tia are howl­ing! In truth, there is a well-found­ed an­i­mos­i­ty against Wit­tem­berg. It is need­ful first to safe­guard his per­son, and then to send all away when the fire has cooled down.”

			“There is no oth­er way!” said Ko­rytsin­s­ki.

			“But where are they to be kept? We can­not keep them here; for here, dev­il take it! civ­il war would break out,” said the vo­evo­da of Rus.

			Now So­biepan Zamoys­ki ap­peared, and pout­ing his lips great­ly, said with his cus­tom­ary spir­it—

			“Well, Gra­cious Lord, give them to me at Zamost; let them sit there till calm comes. I will de­fend Wit­tem­berg there from the no­bles. Let them try to get him from me!”

			“But on the road will your wor­thi­ness de­fend the field-mar­shal?” asked the chan­cel­lor.

			“I can de­pend on my ser­vants yet. Or have I not in­fantry and can­non? Let any­one take him from Zamoys­ki! We shall see.”

			Here he put his hands on his hips, struck his thighs, and bent from one side of the sad­dle to the oth­er.

			“There is no oth­er way,” said the chan­cel­lor.

			“I see no oth­er,” added Lantsko­ron­s­ki.

			“Then take them,” said the king to Zamoys­ki.

			But Wit­tem­berg, see­ing that his life was threat­ened no longer, con­sid­ered it prop­er to protest.

			“We did not ex­pect this!” said he.

			“Well, we do not de­tain you; the road is open,” said Po­tot­s­ki, point­ing to the dis­tance with his hand.

			Wit­tem­berg was silent.

			Mean­while the chan­cel­lor sent a num­ber of of­fi­cers to de­clare to the no­bles that Wit­tem­berg would not de­part in free­dom, but would be sent to Zamost. The tu­mult, it is true, was not al­layed at once; still the news had a sooth­ing ef­fect. Be­fore night fell at­ten­tion was turned in an­oth­er di­rec­tion. The troops be­gan to en­ter the city, and the sight of the re­cov­ered cap­i­tal filled all minds with the de­light of tri­umph.

			The king re­joiced; still the thought that he was un­able to ob­serve the con­di­tions of the agree­ment trou­bled him not a lit­tle, as well as the end­less dis­obe­di­ence of the gen­er­al mili­tia.

			Charnyet­s­ki was chew­ing his anger. “With such troops one can nev­er be sure of to­mor­row,” said he to the king. “Some­times they fight bad­ly, some­times hero­ical­ly, all from im­pulse; and at any out­break re­bel­lion is ready.

			“God grant them not to dis­perse,” said the king, “for they are need­ed yet, and they think that they have fin­ished ev­ery­thing.”

			“The man who caused that out­break should be torn asun­der with hors­es, with­out re­gard to the ser­vices which he has ren­dered,” con­tin­ued Charnyet­s­ki.

			The strictest or­ders were giv­en to search for Za­glo­ba, for it was a se­cret to no man that he had raised the storm; but Za­glo­ba had as it were dropped in­to wa­ter. They searched for him in the tents, in the ta­bor, even among the Tar­tars, all in vain. Tyzen­hauz even said that the king, al­ways kind and gra­cious, wished from his whole soul that they might not find him, and even un­der­took a nine days’ de­vo­tion to that ef­fect.

			But a week lat­er, af­ter some din­ner when the heart of the monarch was big with joy, the fol­low­ing words were heard from the mouth of Yan Kaz­imir—

			“An­nounce that Pan Za­glo­ba is not to hide him­self longer, for we are long­ing for his jests.”

			When Charnyet­s­ki was hor­ri­fied at this, the king said—

			“Whoso in this Com­mon­wealth should have jus­tice with­out mer­cy in his heart would be forced to car­ry an axe in his bo­som, and not a heart. Faults come eas­i­er here than any­where, but in no land does re­pen­tance fol­low so quick­ly.”

			Say­ing this, the king had Babinich more in mind than Za­glo­ba; and he was think­ing of Babinich be­cause the young man had bowed down to the king’s feet the day be­fore with a pe­ti­tion that he would not hin­der him from go­ing to Lithua­nia. He said that he wished to fresh­en the war there, and at­tack the Swedes, as he had once at­tacked Ho­v­an­s­ki. And as the king in­tend­ed to send there a sol­dier ex­pe­ri­enced in par­ti­san war­fare, he per­mit­ted Babinich to go, gave him the means, blessed him, and whis­pered some wish in his ear, af­ter which the young knight fell his whole length at his feet.

			Then, with­out loi­ter­ing, Kmi­ta moved briskly to­ward the east. Su­ba Gazi, cap­tured by a con­sid­er­able present, per­mit­ted him to take five hun­dred fresh Do­brud­ja Tar­tars; fif­teen hun­dred oth­er good men marched with him—a force with which it was pos­si­ble to be­gin some­thing. And the young man’s head was fired with a de­sire for bat­tle and war­like achieve­ments. The hope of glo­ry smiled on him; he heard al­ready how all Lithua­nia was re­peat­ing his name with pride and won­der. He heard es­pe­cial­ly how one beloved mouth re­peat­ed it, and his soul gave him wings.

			And there was an­oth­er rea­son why he rode for­ward so briskly. Wher­ev­er he ap­peared he was the first to an­nounce the glad tid­ings: “The Swede is de­feat­ed, and War­saw is tak­en!” Wher­ev­er his horse’s hoofs sound­ed, the whole neigh­bor­hood rang with these words; the peo­ple along the roads greet­ed him with weep­ing; they rang bells in the church-tow­ers and sang “Te Deum Lau­damus!” When he rode through the for­est the dark pines, when through the fields the gold­en grain, rocked by the wind, seemed to re­peat and sound joy­ous­ly—

			“The Swede is de­feat­ed! War­saw is tak­en! War­saw is tak­en!”

		
	
		
			LXXXII

			Though Ket­tling was near the per­son of Prince Bo­guslav, he did not know all, and could not tell of all that was done in Tau­ro­gi, for he was blind­ed him­self by love for Pan­na Bille­vich.

			Bo­guslav had al­so an­oth­er con­fi­dant, Pan Sakovich, the staros­ta of Osh­mi­ana; and he alone knew how deeply the prince was in­volved by love for his charm­ing cap­tive, and what means he was us­ing to gain her heart and her per­son.

			That love was mere­ly a fierce de­sire, for Bo­guslav’s heart was not ca­pa­ble of oth­er feel­ings; but the de­sire was so vi­o­lent that that ex­pe­ri­enced cav­a­lier lost his head. And of­ten in the evening, when alone with the staros­ta, he seized his own hair and cried—

			“I am burn­ing, Sakovich, I am burn­ing!”

			Sakovich found means at once.

			“Whoso wish­es to take hon­ey must drug the bees,” said he. “And has your physi­cian few of such in­tox­i­cat­ing herbs? Give him the word to­day, and to­mor­row the af­fair will be over.”

			But the prince did not like such a method, and that for var­i­ous rea­sons. First, on a time, old Her­a­clius Bille­vich, the grand­fa­ther of Olen­ka, ap­peared to him in a dream, and stand­ing at his pil­low, looked with threat­en­ing eyes till the first crow­ing of the cocks. Bo­guslav re­mem­bered the dream; for that knight, with­out fear, was su­per­sti­tious, dread­ed charms, dream warn­ings, and su­per­nat­u­ral ap­pari­tions so much that a shiv­er passed through him at thought of the ter­ror and the shape in which that phan­tom might come a sec­ond time should he fol­low Sakovich’s coun­sel. The staros­ta of Osh­mi­ana him­self, who did not be­lieve great­ly in God, but who, like the prince, dread­ed dreams and en­chant­ments, stag­gered some­what in giv­ing ad­vice.

			The sec­ond rea­son of Bo­guslav’s de­lay was that the “Wal­lachi­an wom­an” was liv­ing with her step­daugh­ter in Tau­ro­gi. They called Princess Radzivill, the wife of Yanush, “the Wal­lachi­an wom­an.” That la­dy, com­ing from a coun­try in which her sex have rather free man­ners, was not, in truth, over-stern; nay, maybe she un­der­stood too well the amuse­ments of courtiers and ladies-in-wait­ing; still she could not en­dure that at her side a man, the com­ing hus­band of her step­daugh­ter, should do a deed call­ing to heav­en for vengeance.

			But even lat­er, when through the per­sua­sions of Sakovich, and with the con­sent of the prince vo­evo­da of Vil­na, “the Wal­lachi­an wom­an” went with Yanush’s daugh­ter to Cour­land, Bo­guslav did not dare to do the deed. He feared the ter­ri­ble out­cry which would rise through­out all Lithua­nia. The Bille­vich­es were wealthy peo­ple; they would not fail to crush him with a pros­e­cu­tion. The law pun­ished such deeds with loss of prop­er­ty, hon­or, and life.

			The Radzivills, it is true, were pow­er­ful, and might tram­ple on law; but when vic­to­ry in war was in­clin­ing to the side of Yan Kaz­imir, the young prince might fall in­to se­ri­ous dif­fi­cul­ties, in which he would lack pow­er, friends, and hench­men. And just then it was hard to fore­see how the war would end. Forces were com­ing ev­ery day to Yan Kaz­imir; the pow­er of Karl Gus­tav was de­creas­ing ab­so­lute­ly by the loss of men and the ex­haus­tion of mon­ey.

			Prince Bo­guslav, an im­pul­sive but cal­cu­lat­ing man, reck­oned with the po­si­tion. His de­sires tor­ment­ed him with fire, his rea­son ad­vised re­straint, su­per­sti­tious fear bri­dled the out­bursts of his blood. At the same time dis­ease fell up­on him; great and ur­gent ques­tions rose, in­volv­ing fre­quent­ly the fate of the whole war; and all these caus­es rent the soul of the prince till he was mor­tal­ly wea­ried.

			Still, it is un­known how the strug­gle might have end­ed had it not been for Bo­guslav’s self-love. He was a man of im­mense self-es­teem. He count­ed him­self an un­equalled states­man, a great lead­er, a great knight, and an in­vin­ci­ble cap­tor of the hearts of wom­en. Was he to use force or in­tox­i­cat­ing drugs—he who car­ried around with him a bound cas­ket filled with love-let­ters from var­i­ous for­eign ladies of celebri­ty? Were his wealth, his ti­tles, his pow­er al­most roy­al, his great name, his beau­ty and court­li­ness not equal to the con­quest of one timid no­ble wom­an?

			Be­sides, how much greater the tri­umph, how much greater the de­light, when the re­sis­tance of the maid­en drops, when she her­self will­ing­ly, and with a heart beat­ing like that of a seized bird, with burn­ing face and eyes veiled with mist, falls in­to those arms which are stretched to­ward her!

			A quiver passed through Bo­guslav at thought of that mo­ment, and he de­sired it as great­ly as he did Olen­ka her­self. He hoped al­ways that that mo­ment would come. He writhed, he was im­pa­tient, he de­ceived him­self. At one time it seemed to him near­er, at an­oth­er far­ther; and then he cried that he was burn­ing. But he did not cease to work.

			To be­gin with, he sur­round­ed the maid­en with minute care, so that she must be thank­ful to him and think that he is kind; for he un­der­stood that the feel­ing of grat­i­tude and friend­ship is that mild and warm flame which on­ly needs to be fanned and it will turn in­to a great fire. Their fre­quent in­ter­course was to bring this about the more sure­ly; hence Bo­guslav showed no in­sis­tence, not wish­ing to chill con­fi­dence or fright­en it away.

			At the same time ev­ery look, ev­ery touch of the hand, ev­ery word was cal­cu­lat­ed; noth­ing passed in vain, ev­ery­thing was the drop wear­ing the stone. All that he did for Olen­ka might be in­ter­pret­ed as the hos­pi­tal­i­ty of a host, that in­no­cent friend­ly at­trac­tion which one per­son feels for an­oth­er; but still it was done to cre­ate love. The bound­ary was pur­pose­ly blurred and in­def­i­nite, so that to pass it would be­come easy in time; and thus the maid­en might the more light­ly wan­der in­to those labyrinths where each form might mean some­thing or noth­ing. That play did not agree, it is true, with the na­tive im­pul­sive­ness of Bo­guslav. Still he re­strained him­self, for he judged that that alone would lead to the ob­ject; and at the same time he found in it such sat­is­fac­tion as the spi­der finds when weav­ing his web, the trai­tor­ous bird-catch­er when spread­ing his net, or the hunter track­ing pa­tient­ly and with en­durance the wild beast. His own pen­e­tra­tion, sub­tle­ty, and quick­ness, de­vel­oped by life at the French court, amused the prince.

			He en­ter­tained Pan­na Alek­san­dra as if she were a sov­er­eign princess; but in such a way that again it was not easy for her to di­vine whether this was done ex­clu­sive­ly for her, or whether it flowed from his in­nate and ac­quired po­lite­ness to­ward the fair sex in gen­er­al. It is true that he made her the chief per­son in all the en­ter­tain­ments, plays, cav­al­cades, and hunt­ing ex­pe­di­tious; but this came some­what from the na­ture of things. Af­ter the de­par­ture of Yanush’s princess to Cour­land, she was re­al­ly first among the ladies at Tau­ro­gi. A mul­ti­tude of no­ble ladies from all Jmud had tak­en refuge in Tau­ro­gi, as in a place ly­ing near the bound­ary, so as to be pro­tect­ed by the Swedes un­der the guardian­ship of the prince; but they rec­og­nized Pan­na Bille­vich as first among all, since she was the daugh­ter of the most not­ed fam­i­ly. And while the whole Com­mon­wealth was swim­ming in blood, there was no end to en­ter­tain­ments. You would have said that the king’s court with all the courtiers and ladies had gone to the coun­try for leisure and en­ter­tain­ment.

			Bo­guslav ruled as an ab­so­lute monarch in Tau­ro­gi and in all ad­join­ing Elec­toral Prus­sia, in which he was fre­quent­ly a guest; there­fore ev­ery­thing was at his or­ders. Towns fur­nished mon­ey and troops on his notes; the Prus­sian no­bles came glad­ly, in car­riages and on horse­back, to his feasts, hunts, and tour­na­ments. Bo­guslav even re­newed, in hon­or of his la­dy, the con­flicts of knights with­in bar­ri­ers, which were al­ready in dis­use.

			On a cer­tain oc­ca­sion he took ac­tive part in them; dressed in sil­ver ar­mor, and gird­ed with a sil­ver sash which Pan­na Bille­vich had to bind on him, he hurled from their hors­es four of the first knights of Prus­sia, Ket­tling the fifth, and Sakovich the sixth, though the last had such gi­gan­tic strength that he stopped car­riages in their course by seiz­ing a hind wheel. And what en­thu­si­asm rose in the crowd of spec­ta­tors when af­ter­ward the sil­ver-clad knight, kneel­ing be­fore his la­dy, took from her hand the crown of vic­to­ry! Shouts rang like the thun­der of can­non, hand­ker­chiefs were wav­ing, flags were low­ered; but he raised his vi­sor and looked in­to her blush­ing face with his beau­ti­ful eyes, press­ing at the same time her hand to his lips.

			An­oth­er time when in the en­clo­sure a rag­ing bear was fight­ing with dogs and had torn them all one af­ter an­oth­er, the prince, dressed on­ly in light Span­ish cos­tume, sprang in with his spear, and pierced not on­ly the sav­age beast, but al­so a sol­dier, who, see­ing the mo­ment of dan­ger had sprung to his aid.

			Pan­na Alek­san­dra, the grand­daugh­ter of an old sol­dier, reared in tra­di­tions of blood, war, and rev­er­ence for knight­ly su­pe­ri­or­i­ty, could not re­strain at sight of these deeds her won­der, and even homage; for she had been taught from child­hood to es­teem brav­ery as al­most the high­est qual­i­ty of man.

			Mean­while the prince gave dai­ly proofs of dar­ing al­most be­yond hu­man, and al­ways in hon­or of her. The as­sem­bled guests in their prais­es and en­thu­si­asm for the prince, which were so great that even a de­ity might be sat­is­fied with them, were forced in­vol­un­tar­i­ly to con­nect in their con­ver­sa­tions the name of Pan­na Bille­vich with the name of Bo­guslav. He was silent, but with his eyes he told her what he did not dare to ut­ter with his lips. The spell sur­round­ed her per­fect­ly.

			Ev­ery­thing was so com­bined as to bring them to­geth­er, to con­nect them, and at the same time to sep­a­rate them from the throng of oth­er peo­ple. It was dif­fi­cult for any­one to men­tion him with­out men­tion­ing her. In­to the thoughts of Olen­ka her­self Bo­guslav was thrust with an ir­re­sistible force. Ev­ery mo­ment of the day was so ar­ranged as to lend pow­er to the spell.

			In the evening, af­ter amuse­ments, the cham­bers were light­ed by many col­ored lamps cast­ing mys­te­ri­ous rays, as if from the land of splen­did dreams trans­ferred to re­al­i­ty; in­tox­i­cat­ing east­ern odors filled the air; the low sounds of in­vis­i­ble harps, lutes, and oth­er in­stru­ments fon­dled the hear­ing; and in the midst of these odors, lights, sounds, he moved in the glo­ry of uni­ver­sal homage, like an en­chant­ed king’s son in a myth-tale, beau­ti­ful, knight­ly, sun-bright from jew­els, and as deeply in love as a shep­herd.

			What maid­en could re­sist these spells, what virtue would not grow faint amid such al­lure­ments? But to avoid the prince there was no pos­si­bil­i­ty for one liv­ing with him un­der the same roof and en­joy­ing his hos­pi­tal­i­ty, which, though giv­en per­force, was still dis­pensed with sin­cer­i­ty and in re­al lord­ly fash­ion. Be­sides, Olen­ka had gone with­out un­will­ing­ness to Tau­ro­gi, for she wished to be far from hideous Kyedani, as she pre­ferred to Yanush, an open traitor, the knight­ly Bo­guslav, who feigned love for the de­sert­ed king and the coun­try. Hence in the be­gin­ning of her vis­it at Tau­ro­gi she was full of friend­ly feel­ing for the young prince; and see­ing soon how far he was striv­ing for her friend­ship, she used her in­flu­ence more than once to do good to peo­ple.

			Dur­ing the third month of her stay a cer­tain ar­tillery of­fi­cer, a friend of Ket­tling, was con­demned by the prince to be shot; Pan­na Bille­vich, hear­ing of this from the young Scot, in­ter­ced­ed for him.

			“A di­vin­i­ty may com­mand, not im­plore,” said Bo­guslav to her; and tear­ing the sen­tence of death he threw it at her feet. “Or­dain, com­mand! I will burn Tau­ro­gi, if at that price I can call forth on your face even a smile. I ask no oth­er re­ward save this, that you be joy­ous and for­get that which once pained you.”

			She could not be joy­ous, hav­ing pain in her heart, pity and an un­ut­ter­able con­tempt for the man whom she had loved with first love, and who at that time was in her eyes a worse crim­i­nal than a par­ri­cide. That Kmi­ta, promis­ing to sell the king for gold, as Ju­das sold Christ, be­came fouler and more re­pul­sive in her eyes, till in the course of time he was turned in­to a hu­man mon­ster, a grief and re­proach to her. She could not for­give her­self for hav­ing loved him, and at the same time she could not for­get him while she hat­ed.

			In view of these feel­ings it was in­deed dif­fi­cult for her even to feign glad­ness; but still she had to be thank­ful to the prince even for this, that he would not put his hand to Kmi­ta’s crime, and for all that he had done for her. It was a won­der to her that the prince, such a knight and so full of no­ble feel­ing, did not has­ten to the res­cue of the coun­try, since he had not con­sent­ed to the in­trigues of Yanush; but she judged that such a states­man knew what he was do­ing, and was forced by a pol­i­cy which she, with her sim­ple maid­en’s mind, could not sound. Bo­guslav told her al­so, ex­plain­ing his fre­quent jour­neys to Prus­sian Tylt­sa, which was near by, that his strength was fail­ing him from over­work; that he was con­duct­ing ne­go­ti­a­tions be­tween Yan Kaz­imir, Karl Gus­tav, and the elec­tor, and that he hoped to bring the coun­try out of dif­fi­cul­ty.

			“Not for re­wards, not for of­fices, do I do this,” said he to her. “I will sac­ri­fice my cousin Yanush, who was to me a fa­ther, for I know not whether I shall be able to im­plore his life for him from the an­i­mos­i­ty of Queen Lud­vi­ka; but I will do what my con­science and love for the dear moth­er, my coun­try, de­mands.”

			When he spoke thus with sad­ness on his del­i­cate face, with eyes turned to the ceil­ing, he seemed to her as lofty as those he­roes of an­tiq­ui­ty of which Her­a­clius Bille­vich had told her, and of whom he him­self had read in Cor­nelius Nepos. And the heart swelled with­in her with ad­mi­ra­tion and homage. By de­grees it went so far that when thoughts of the hat­ed An­drei Kmi­ta had tor­tured her too much, she thought of Bo­guslav to cure and strength­en her­self. Kmi­ta be­came for her a ter­ri­ble and gloomy dark­ness; Bo­guslav, light in which ev­ery trou­bled soul would glad­ly bathe it­self. The sword-bear­er and Pan­na Kul­vyets, whom they had brought al­so from Vodok­ty, pushed Olen­ka still more along that in­cline by singing hymns of praise from morn­ing till night in hon­or of Bo­guslav. The sword-bear­er and the aunt wea­ried the prince, it is true, so that he had been think­ing how to get rid of them po­lite­ly; but he won them to him­self, es­pe­cial­ly the sword-bear­er, who though at first dis­pleased and even en­raged, still could not fight against the friend­ship and fa­vors of Bo­guslav.

			If Bo­guslav had been mere­ly a no­ble of not­ed stock, but not Radzivill, nor a prince, not a mag­nate in­vest­ed with al­most the majesty of a monarch, per­haps Pan­na Bille­vich might have loved him for life and death, in spite of the will of the old colonel, which left her a choice on­ly be­tween the clois­ter and Kmi­ta. But she was a stern la­dy for her own self, and a very just soul; there­fore she did not even ad­mit to her head a dream of any­thing save grat­i­tude and ad­mi­ra­tion so far as the prince was con­cerned.

			Her fam­i­ly was not so great that she could be­come the wife of Radzivill, and was too great for her to be­come his mis­tress; she looked on him, there­fore, as she would on the king, were she at the king’s court. In vain did Bo­guslav en­deav­or to give her oth­er thoughts; in vain did he, for­get­ting him­self in love, part­ly from cal­cu­la­tion, part­ly from en­thu­si­asm, re­peat what he had said the first evening in Kyedani—that the Radzivills had mar­ried or­di­nary no­ble wom­en more than once; these thoughts did not cling to her, as wa­ter does not cling to the breast of a swan; and she re­mained as she had been, thank­ful, friend­ly, homage-giv­ing, seek­ing con­so­la­tion in the thought of a hero, but undis­turbed in heart.

			He could not catch her through her feel­ings, though of­ten it seemed to him that he was near his ob­ject. But he saw him­self with shame and in­ter­nal anger that he was not so dar­ing with her as he had been with the first ladies in Paris, Brus­sels, and Am­s­ter­dam. Per­haps this was be­cause he was re­al­ly in love, and per­haps be­cause in that la­dy, in her face, in her dark brows and stern eyes, there was that which en­forced re­spect. Kmi­ta was the one and on­ly man who in his time did not sub­mit to that in­flu­ence and paid no re­gard, pre­pared bold­ly to kiss those proud eyes and stern lips; but Kmi­ta was her be­trothed.

			All oth­er cav­a­liers, be­gin­ning with Pan Volody­ovs­ki and end­ing with the very vul­gar Prus­sian no­bles in Tau­ro­gi and the prince him­self, were less con­fi­dent with her than with oth­er ladies in the same con­di­tion. Im­pul­sive­ness car­ried away the prince; but when once in a car­riage he pressed against her feet, whis­per­ing at the same time, “Fear not!” she an­swered that she did fear to re­gret the con­fi­dence re­posed in him, Bo­guslav was con­fused, and re­turned to his for­mer method of con­quer­ing her heart by de­grees.

			But his pa­tience was be­com­ing ex­haust­ed. Grad­u­al­ly he be­gan to for­get the ter­ri­ble dream, he be­gan to think more fre­quent­ly of what Sakovich had coun­selled, and that the Bille­vich­es would all per­ish in the war; his de­sires tor­ment­ed him more pow­er­ful­ly, when a cer­tain event changed com­plete­ly the course of af­fairs in Tau­ro­gi.

			One day news came like a thun­der­bolt that Tykotsin was tak­en by Pan Sapye­ha, and that Prince Yanush had lost his life in the ru­ins of the cas­tle.

			Ev­ery­thing be­gan to seethe in Tau­ro­gi. Bo­guslav him­self sprang up and went off that same day to Königs­berg, where he was to see the min­is­ters of the King of Swe­den and the elec­tor.

			His stay there ex­ceed­ed his orig­i­nal plan. Mean­while bod­ies of Prus­sian and even of Swedish troops were as­sem­bling at Tau­ro­gi. Men be­gan to speak of an ex­pe­di­tion against Sapye­ha. The naked truth was com­ing to the sur­face more and more clear­ly, that Bo­guslav was a par­ti­san of the Swedes, as well as his cousin Yanush.

			It hap­pened that at the same time the sword-bear­er of Rossyeni re­ceived news of the burn­ing of his na­tive Bille­viche by the troops of Löwen­haupt, who, af­ter de­feat­ing the in­sur­gents in Jmud, at Shavli, rav­aged the whole coun­try with fire and sword.

			The old no­ble sprang up and set out, wish­ing to see the dam­age with his own eyes; and Prince Bo­guslav did not de­tain him, but sent him off will­ing­ly, adding at part­ing—

			“Now you will un­der­stand why I brought you to Tau­ro­gi; for, speak­ing plain­ly, you owe your life to me.”

			Olen­ka re­mained alone with Pan­na Kul­vyets. They shut them­selves up in their own cham­bers at once, and re­ceived no one but a few wom­en. When these wom­en brought tid­ings that the prince was pre­par­ing an ex­pe­di­tion against the Poles, Olen­ka would not be­lieve them at first: but wish­ing to be cer­tain, she gave or­ders to sum­mon Ket­tling, for she knew that from her the young Scot would hide noth­ing.

			He ap­peared be­fore her at once, hap­py that he was called, that for a time he could speak with her who had tak­en pos­ses­sion of his soul.

			“Cav­a­lier,” said Pan­na Bille­vich, “so many re­ports are cir­cu­lat­ing about Tau­ro­gi that we are wan­der­ing as in a for­est. Some say that the prince vo­evo­da died a nat­u­ral death; oth­ers that he was borne apart on sabres. What was the cause of his death?”

			Ket­tling hes­i­tat­ed for a while. It was ev­i­dent that he was strug­gling with in­nate in­de­ci­sion. At last he blushed great­ly, and said—

			“You are the cause of the fall and the death of Prince Yanush.”

			“I?” asked Pan­na Bille­vich, with amaze­ment.

			“You; for our prince chose to re­main in Tau­ro­gi rather than go to re­lieve his cousin. He for­got ev­ery­thing near you, my la­dy.”

			Now she blushed in her turn like a pur­ple rose, and a mo­ment of si­lence fol­lowed.

			The Scot stood, hat in hand, with down­cast eyes, his head bent, in a pos­ture full of homage and re­spect. At last he raised his head, shook his bright curls, and said—

			“My la­dy, if these words have of­fend­ed you, let me kneel down and beg for­give­ness.”

			“Do not,” said she, quick­ly, see­ing that the young knight was bend­ing his knees al­ready. “I know that what you have said was said with a clean heart; for I have long no­ticed that you wish me well.”

			The of­fi­cer raised his blue eyes, and putting his hand on his heart, with a voice as low as the whis­per of a breeze and as sad as a sigh, replied—

			“Oh, my la­dy! my la­dy!”

			At this mo­ment he was fright­ened lest he had said too much, and again he bent his head to­ward his bo­som, and took the pos­ture of a courtier who is lis­ten­ing to the com­mands of a queen.

			“I am here among strangers, with­out a guardian,” said Olen­ka; “and though I shall be able to watch over my­self alone, and God will pre­serve me from harm, still I need the aid of men al­so. Do you wish to be my broth­er? Do you wish to warn me in need, so that I may know what to do, and avoid ev­ery snare?”

			As she said this, she ex­tend­ed her hand; but he kneeled, in spite of her pro­hi­bi­tion, and kissed the tips of her fin­gers.

			“Tell me,” said she, “what is hap­pen­ing around me.”

			“The prince loves you,” said Ket­tling. “Have you not seen that?”

			She cov­ered her face with her hands. “I saw and I did not see. At times it seemed to me that he was on­ly very kind.”

			“Kind!” re­peat­ed Ket­tling, like an echo.

			“But when it came in­to my head that I, un­for­tu­nate wom­an, might rouse in him un­hap­py wish­es, I qui­et­ed my­self with this, that no dan­ger threat­ened me from him. I was thank­ful to him for what he had done, though God sees that I did not look for new kind­ness­es, since I feared those he had al­ready shown me.”

			Ket­tling breathed more freely.

			“May I speak bold­ly?” asked he.

			“Speak.”

			“The prince has on­ly two con­fi­dants—Pan Sakovich and Pat­ter­son; but Pat­ter­son is very friend­ly to me, for we come from the same coun­try, and he car­ried me in his arms. What I know, I know from him. The prince loves you; de­sires are burn­ing in him as pitch in a pine torch. All things done here—all these feasts, hunts, tour­na­ments, through which, thanks to the prince’s hand, blood is flow­ing from my mouth yet—were ar­ranged for you. The prince loves you, my la­dy, to dis­trac­tion, but with an im­pure fire; for he wish­es to dis­grace, not to mar­ry you. For though he could not find a wor­thi­er, even if he were king of the whole world, not mere­ly a prince, still he thinks of an­oth­er—the princess, Yanush’s daugh­ter, and her for­tune are pre­des­tined to him. I learned this from Pat­ter­son; and the great God, whose gospel I take here to wit­ness, knows that I speak the pure truth. Do not be­lieve the prince, do not trust his kind­ness, do not feel safe in his mod­er­a­tion. Watch, guard your­self; for they are plot­ting trea­son against you here at ev­ery step. The breath is stop­ping in my breast from what Pat­ter­son has told me. There is not a crim­i­nal in the world equal to Sakovich—I can­not speak of him, I can­not. Were it not for the oath which I have tak­en to guard the prince, this hand and this sword would free you from con­tin­u­al dan­ger. But I would slay Sakovich first. This is true. Him first, be­fore all men—even be­fore those who in my own coun­try shed my fa­ther’s blood, took my for­tune, made me a wan­der­er and a hireling.”

			Here Ket­tling trem­bled from emo­tion. For a while he mere­ly pressed the hilt of his sword with his hand, not be­ing able to ut­ter a word; then he re­cov­ered, and in one breath told what meth­ods Sakovich had sug­gest­ed to the prince.

			Pan­na Alek­san­dra, to his great sur­prise, bore her­self calm­ly enough while look­ing at the threat­en­ing precipice be­fore her; on­ly her face grew pale and be­came still more se­ri­ous. Un­bend­ing res­o­lu­tion was re­flect­ed in her stern look.

			“I shall be able to save my­self,” said she, “so help me God and the holy cross!”

			“The prince has not con­sent­ed hith­er­to to fol­low Sakovich’s coun­sel,” added Ket­tling. “But when he sees that the road he has cho­sen leads to noth­ing—” and he be­gan to tell the rea­sons which re­strained Bo­guslav.

			The la­dy lis­tened with frown­ing brow, but not with su­per­flu­ous at­ten­tion, for she had al­ready be­gun to pon­der on means to wrest her­self free of this ter­ri­ble guardian­ship. But there was not a place in the whole coun­try un­sprin­kled with blood, and plans of flight did not seem to her clear; hence she pre­ferred not to speak of them.

			“Cav­a­lier,” said she at last, “an­swer me one ques­tion. Is Prince Bo­guslav on the side of the King of Swe­den or the King of Poland?”

			“It is a se­cret to none of us,” an­swered the young of­fi­cer, “that the prince wish­es the di­vi­sion of this Com­mon­wealth, so as to make of Lithua­nia an in­de­pen­dent prin­ci­pal­i­ty for him­self.”

			Here Ket­tling was silent, and you would have thought that his mind was fol­low­ing in­vol­un­tar­i­ly the thoughts of Olen­ka; for af­ter a while he added—

			“The elec­tor and the Swedes are at the ser­vice of the prince; and since they will oc­cu­py the Com­mon­wealth, there is no place in which to hide from him.”

			Olen­ka made no an­swer.

			The young man wait­ed awhile longer, to learn if she would ask him oth­er ques­tions; but when she was silent, oc­cu­pied with her own thoughts, he felt that it was not prop­er for him to in­ter­rupt her; there­fore he bent dou­ble in a part­ing bow, sweep­ing the floor with the feath­ers in his cap.

			“I thank you, cav­a­lier,” said Olen­ka, ex­tend­ing her hand to him.

			The of­fi­cer, with­out turn­ing, with­drew to­ward the door. All at once there ap­peared on her face a slight flush. She hes­i­tat­ed a mo­ment, and then said—

			“One word, cav­a­lier.”

			“Ev­ery word is for me a fa­vor.”

			“Did you know Pan An­drei Kmi­ta?”

			“I made his ac­quain­tance, my la­dy, in Kyedani. I saw him the last time in Pil­vish­ki, when we were march­ing hith­er from Podlyasye.”

			“Is what the prince says true, that Pan Kmi­ta of­fered to do vi­o­lence to the per­son of the King of Poland?”

			“I know not, my la­dy. It is known to me that they took coun­sel to­geth­er in Pil­vish­ki; then the prince went with Pan Kmi­ta to the for­est, and it was so long be­fore he re­turned that Pat­ter­son was alarmed and sent troops to meet him. I led those troops. We met the prince. I saw that he was great­ly changed, as if strong emo­tion had passed through his soul. He was talk­ing to him­self, which nev­er hap­pens to him. I heard how he said: ‘The dev­il would have un­der­tak­en that—’ I know noth­ing more. But lat­er, when the prince men­tioned what Kmi­ta of­fered, I thought, ‘If this was it, it must be true.’ ”

			Pan­na Bille­vich pressed her lips to­geth­er.

			“I thank you,” said she. And af­ter a while she was alone.

			The thought of flight mas­tered her thor­ough­ly. She de­ter­mined at any price to tear her­self from those in­fa­mous places, and from the pow­er of that treach­er­ous prince. But where was she to find refuge? The vil­lages and towns were in Swedish hands, the clois­ters were ru­ined, the cas­tles lev­elled with the earth; the whole coun­try was swarm­ing with sol­diers, and with worse than sol­diers—with fugi­tives from the army, rob­bers, all kinds of ruf­fi­ans. What fate could be wait­ing for a maid­en cast as a prey to that storm? Who would go with her? Her aunt Kul­vyets, her un­cle, and a few of his ser­vants. Whose pow­er would pro­tect her? Ket­tling would go, per­haps; maybe a hand­ful of faith­ful sol­diers and friends might even be found who would ac­com­pa­ny him. But as Ket­tling had fall­en in love with her be­yond ques­tion, then how was she to in­cur a debt of grat­i­tude to him, which she would have to pay af­ter­ward with a great price? Fi­nal­ly, what right had she to close the ca­reer of that young man, scarce­ly more than a youth, and ex­pose it to pur­suit, to per­se­cu­tion, to ru­in, if she could not of­fer him any­thing in re­turn save friend­ship? There­fore, she asked her­self, what was she to do, whith­er was she to flee, since here and there de­struc­tion threat­ened her, here and there dis­grace?

			In such a strug­gle of soul she be­gan to pray ar­dent­ly; and more es­pe­cial­ly did she re­peat one prayer with earnest­ness to which the old colonel had con­stant re­course in evil times, be­gin­ning with the words—

			
				
					“God saved Thee with Thy In­fant
					

					From the mal­ice of Herod;
					

					In Egypt he straight­ened the road
					

					For Thy safe pas­sage—”
				

			

			At this mo­ment a great whirl­wind rose, and the trees in the gar­den be­gan to make a tremen­dous noise. All at once the pray­ing la­dy re­mem­bered the wilder­ness on the bor­ders of which she had grown up from in­fan­cy; and the thought that in the wilder­ness she would find the on­ly safe refuge flew through her head like light­ning.

			Then Olen­ka breathed deeply, for she had found at last what she had been seek­ing. To Zyelon­ka, to Ro­gov­sk! There the en­e­my would not go, the ruf­fi­an would not seek booty. There a man of the place, if he for­got him­self, might go astray and wan­der till death; what must it be to a stranger not know­ing the road? There the Do­ma­she­vich­es, the Smoky Stakyans; and if they are gone, if they have fol­lowed Pan Volody­ovs­ki, it is pos­si­ble to go by those forests far be­yond and seek qui­et in oth­er wilder­ness­es.

			The re­mem­brance of Pan Volody­ovs­ki re­joiced Olen­ka. Oh, if she had such a pro­tec­tor! He was a gen­uine sol­dier; his was a sabre un­der which she might take refuge from Kmi­ta and the Radzivills them­selves. Now it oc­curred to her that he was the man who had ad­vised, when he caught Kmi­ta in Bille­viche, to seek safe­ty in the Byalovyej wilder­ness.

			And he spoke wise­ly! Ro­gov­sk and Zyelon­ka are too near the Radzivills, and near Byalovyej stands that Sapye­ha who rubbed from the face of the earth the most ter­ri­ble Radzivill.

			To Byalovyej then, to Byalovyej, even to­day, to­mor­row! On­ly let her un­cle come, she would not de­lay.

			The dark depths of Byalovyej will pro­tect her, and af­ter­ward, when the storm pass­es, the clois­ter. There on­ly can be re­al peace and for­get­ful­ness of all men, of all pain, sor­row, and con­tempt.

		
	
		
			LXXXIII

			The sword-bear­er of Rossyeni re­turned a few days lat­er. In spite of the safe-con­duct of Bo­guslav, he went on­ly to Rossyeni; to Bille­viche it­self he had no rea­son to go, for it was no longer in the world. The house, the build­ings, the vil­lage, ev­ery­thing was burned to the ground in the last bat­tle, which Fa­ther Stra­she­vich, a Je­suit, had fought at the head of his own de­tach­ment against the Swedish cap­tain Rossa. The in­hab­i­tants were in the forests or in armed par­ties. In­stead of rich vil­lages there re­mained on­ly land and wa­ter.

			The roads were filled with “rav­agers,”—that is, fugi­tives from var­i­ous armies, who, go­ing in con­sid­er­able groups, were bus­ied with rob­bery, so that even small par­ties of sol­diers were not safe from them. The sword-bear­er then had not even been able to con­vince him­self whether the bar­rels filled with plate and mon­ey and buried in the gar­den were safe, and he re­turned to Tau­ro­gi, very an­gry and peev­ish, with a ter­ri­ble an­i­mos­i­ty in his heart against the de­stroy­ers.

			He had bare­ly put foot out of his car­riage, when Olen­ka hur­ried him to her own room, and re­count­ed all that Has­sling-Ket­tling had told her.

			The old sol­dier shiv­ered at the recital, since, not hav­ing chil­dren of his own, he loved the maid­en as his daugh­ter. For a while he did noth­ing but grasp his sword-hilt, re­peat­ing, “Strike, who has courage!” At last he caught him­self by the head, and be­gan to say—

			“Mea cul­pa, mea max­i­ma cul­pa (It is my fault, my great­est fault); for at times it came in­to my head, and this and that man whis­pered that that hell-dweller was melt­ing from love of you, and I said noth­ing, was even proud, think­ing: ‘Well, he will mar­ry! We are rel­a­tives of the Gosyevskis, of the Tyzen­hauzes; why should we not be rel­a­tives of the Radzivills?’ For pride, God is pun­ish­ing me. The traitor pre­pared a re­spectable re­la­tion­ship. That’s the kind of rel­a­tive he want­ed to be. I would he were killed! But wait! this hand and this sabre will moul­der first.”

			“We must think of es­cape,” said Olen­ka.

			“Well, give your plans of es­cape.”

			The sword-bear­er, hav­ing fin­ished pant­ing, lis­tened care­ful­ly; at last he said—

			“Bet­ter col­lect my sub­jects and form a par­ty! I will at­tack the Swedes as Kmi­ta did Ho­v­an­s­ki. You will be safer in the for­est and in the field than in the court of a traitor and a heretic.”

			“That is well,” an­swered the la­dy.

			“Not on­ly will I not op­pose,” said the sword-bear­er, “but I will say the soon­er the bet­ter. And I lack nei­ther sub­jects nor scythes. They burned my res­i­dence, nev­er mind that! I will as­sem­ble peas­ants from oth­er vil­lages. All the Bille­vich­es in the field will join us. We will show you re­la­tion­ship, young man—we will show what it is to at­tack the Bille­vich hon­or. You are a Radzivill! What of that? There are no het­mans in the Bille­vich fam­i­ly, but there are al­so no traitors! We shall see whom all Jmud will fol­low! We will put you in Byalovyej and re­turn our­selves,” said he, turn­ing to Olen­ka. “It can­not be oth­er­wise! He must give sat­is­fac­tion for that af­fair, for it is an in­jus­tice to the whole es­tate of no­bles. In­fa­mous is he who does not de­clare for us! God will help us, our brethren will help us, cit­i­zens will help us, and then fire and sword! The Bille­vich­es will meet the Radzivills! In­fa­mous he who is not with us! in­fa­mous he who will not flash his sword in the eyes of the traitor! The king is with us; so is the Di­et, so is the whole Com­mon­wealth.”

			Here the sword-bear­er, red as blood and with bristling fore­lock, fell to pound­ing the ta­ble with his fist.

			“This war is more ur­gent than the Swedish, for in us the whole or­der of knight­hood, all laws, the whole Com­mon­wealth is in­jured and shak­en in its deep­est foun­da­tions. In­fa­mous is he who does not un­der­stand this! The land will per­ish un­less we mea­sure out vengeance and pun­ish­ment on the traitor!”

			And the old blood played more and more vi­o­lent­ly, till Olen­ka was forced to paci­fy her un­cle. He sat calm­ly, then, though he thought that not on­ly the coun­try, but the whole world was per­ish­ing when the Bille­vich­es were touched; in this he saw the most ter­ri­ble precipice for the Com­mon­wealth, and be­gan to roar like a li­on.

			But the la­dy, who had great in­flu­ence over him, was able at last to paci­fy her un­cle, ex­plain­ing that for their safe­ty and for the suc­cess of their flight it was spe­cial­ly need­ful to pre­serve the pro­found­est se­cre­cy, and not to show the prince that they were think­ing of any­thing.

			He promised sa­cred­ly to act ac­cord­ing to her di­rec­tions; then they took coun­sel about the flight it­self. The af­fair was not over-dif­fi­cult, for it seemed that they were not watched at all. The sword-bear­er de­cid­ed to send in ad­vance a youth, with let­ters to his over­seers to as­sem­ble peas­ants at once from all the vil­lages be­long­ing to him and the oth­er Bille­vich­es, and to arm them.

			Six con­fi­den­tial ser­vants were to go to Bille­viche, as it were, for the bar­rels of mon­ey and sil­ver, but re­al­ly to halt in the Girlakol forests, and wait there with hors­es, bags, and pro­vi­sions. They de­cid­ed to de­part from Tau­ro­gi in sleighs and ac­com­pa­nied by two ser­vants, as if go­ing mere­ly to the neigh­bor­ing Gav­na; af­ter­ward they would mount hors­es and hur­ry on with all speed. To Gav­na they used to go of­ten to vis­it the Kuchuk-Ol­bro­tovskis, where some­times they passed the night; they hoped there­fore that their jour­ney would not at­tract the at­ten­tion of any­one, and that no pur­suit would fol­low, un­less two or three days lat­er, at which time they would be in the midst of armed bands and in the depth of im­pen­e­tra­ble forests. The ab­sence of Prince Bo­guslav strength­ened them in this hope.

			Mean­while the sword-bear­er was great­ly bus­ied with prepa­ra­tions. A mes­sen­ger with let­ters went out on the fol­low­ing morn­ing. The day af­ter that, Pan Tomash talked in de­tail with Pat­ter­son of his buried mon­ey, which, as he said, ex­ceed­ed a hun­dred thou­sand, and of the need of bring­ing it to safe Tau­ro­gi. Pat­ter­son be­lieved eas­i­ly; for Bille­vich was a no­ble and passed as a very rich man, which he was in re­al­i­ty.

			“Let them bring it as soon as pos­si­ble,” said the Scot; “if you need them, I will give you sol­diers.”

			“The few­er peo­ple who see what I am bring­ing the bet­ter. My ser­vants are faith­ful, and I will or­der them to cov­er the bar­rels with hemp, which is brought of­ten from our vil­lages to Prus­sia, or with staves which no one will cov­et.”

			“Bet­ter with staves,” said Pat­ter­son; “for peo­ple could feel with a sabre or a spear through the hemp that there was some­thing else in the wag­on. But you would bet­ter give the coin to the prince on his recog­ni­tion. I know, too, that he needs mon­ey, for his rev­enues do not come reg­u­lar­ly.”

			“I should like so to serve the prince that he would nev­er need any­thing,” an­swered the old man.

			The con­ver­sa­tion end­ed there, and all seemed to com­bine most fa­vor­ably, for the ser­vants start­ed at once, while the sword-bear­er and Olen­ka were to go next morn­ing. But in the evening Bo­guslav re­turned most un­ex­pect­ed­ly at the head of two reg­i­ments of Prus­sian cav­al­ry. His af­fairs seemed to ad­vance not too fa­vor­ably, for he was an­gry and fret­ful.

			That evening he sum­moned a coun­cil of war, which was com­posed of the rep­re­sen­ta­tives of the elec­tor. Count Sey­de­vitz, Pat­ter­son, Sakovich, and Kyritz, a colonel of cav­al­ry. They sat till three in the morn­ing; and the ob­ject of their de­lib­er­a­tion was the cam­paign to Podlyasye against Sapye­ha.

			“The elec­tor and the King of Swe­den have re­in­forced me in pro­por­tion to their strength,” said the prince. “One of two things will hap­pen—ei­ther I shall find Sapye­ha in Podlyasye, and in that event I must rub him out; or I shall not find him, and I shall oc­cu­py Podlyasye with­out re­sis­tance. For all this, how­ev­er, mon­ey is need­ed; and mon­ey nei­ther the elec­tor nor the King of Swe­den has giv­en me, for they haven’t it them­selves.”

			“Where is mon­ey to be found if not with your high­ness?” asked Sey­de­vitz. “Through the whole world men speak of the in­ex­haustible wealth of the Radzivills.”

			“Pan Sey­de­vitz,” an­swered Bo­guslav, “if I re­ceived all the in­come from my in­her­it­ed es­tates, I should sure­ly have more mon­ey than five of your Ger­man princes tak­en to­geth­er. But there is war in the coun­try; rev­enues do not come in, or are in­ter­cept­ed by rebels. Ready mon­ey might be ob­tained for notes from the Prus­sian towns; but you know best what is hap­pen­ing in them, and that purs­es are opened on­ly for Yan Kaz­imir.”

			“But Königs­berg?”

			“I took what I could get, but that was lit­tle.”

			“I think my­self for­tu­nate to be able to serve you with good coun­sel,” said Pat­ter­son.

			“I would rather you served me with ready mon­ey.”

			“My coun­sel means ready mon­ey. Not longer ago than yes­ter­day Pan Bille­vich told me that he had a good sum hid­den in the gar­den of Bille­viche, and that he wish­es to bring it here for safe­ty, and give it to your high­ness for a note.”

			“Well, you have re­al­ly fall­en from heav­en to me, and this no­ble as well!” cried Bo­guslav. “But has he much mon­ey?”

			“More than a hun­dred thou­sand, be­sides sil­ver and valu­ables, which are worth per­haps an equal amount.”

			“The sil­ver and valu­ables he will not wish to turn in­to mon­ey, but they can be pawned. I am thank­ful to you, Pat­ter­son, for this comes to me in time. I must talk to Bille­vich in the morn­ing.”

			“Then I will fore­warn him, for he is pre­par­ing to go to­mor­row with the la­dy to Gav­na to the Kuchuk-Ol­bro­tovskis.”

			“Tell him not to go till he sees me.”

			“He has sent the ser­vants al­ready; I am on­ly alarmed for their safe­ty.”

			“A whole reg­i­ment can be sent af­ter them; but we will talk lat­er. This is time­ly for me, time­ly! And it will be amus­ing if I rend Podlyasye from the Com­mon­wealth with the mon­ey of this roy­al­ist and pa­tri­ot.”

			Then the prince dis­missed the coun­cil, for he had to put him­self yet in the hands of his cham­ber at­ten­dants, whose task it was ev­ery night be­fore he went to rest to pre­serve his un­com­mon beau­ty with baths, oint­ments, and var­i­ous in­ven­tions known on­ly in for­eign lands. This last­ed usu­al­ly an hour, and some­times two; be­sides, the prince was road-weary and the hour late.

			Ear­ly in the morn­ing Pat­ter­son de­tained Bille­vich and Olen­ka with the an­nounce­ment that the prince wished to see them. It was nec­es­sary to de­fer their jour­ney; but this did not dis­turb them over­much, for Pat­ter­son told what the ques­tion was.

			An hour lat­er the prince ap­peared. In spite of the fact that Pan Tomash and Olen­ka had promised each oth­er most faith­ful­ly to re­ceive him in for­mer fash­ion, they could not do so, though they tried with ev­ery ef­fort.

			Olen­ka’s coun­te­nance changed, and blood came to the face of the sword-bear­er at sight of Prince Bo­guslav; for a time both stood con­fused, ex­cit­ed, striv­ing in vain to re­gain their usu­al calm­ness.

			The prince, on the con­trary, was per­fect­ly at ease. He had grown a lit­tle mea­gre about the eyes, and his face was less col­ored than com­mon; but that pale­ness of his was set off won­der­ful­ly by the pearl-col­ored morn­ing dress, in­ter­wo­ven with sil­ver. He saw in a mo­ment that they re­ceived him some­what dif­fer­ent­ly, and were less glad than usu­al to see him. But he thought at once that those two roy­al­ists had learned of his re­la­tions with the Swedes; hence the cool­ness of the re­cep­tion. There­fore he be­gan at once to throw sand in their eyes, and, af­ter the com­pli­ments of greet­ing, said—

			“Lord Sword-bear­er, my bene­fac­tor, you have heard, with­out doubt, what mis­for­tunes have met me.”

			“Does your high­ness wish to speak of the death of Prince Yanush?” asked the sword-bear­er.

			“Not of his death alone. That was a cru­el blow; still, I yield­ed to the will of God, Who, as I hope, has re­ward­ed my cousin for all the wrongs done him; but He has sent a new bur­den to me, for I must be lead­er in a civ­il war; and that for ev­ery cit­i­zen who loves his coun­try is a bit­ter por­tion.”

			The sword-bear­er said noth­ing; he mere­ly looked a lit­tle askance at Olen­ka. But the prince con­tin­ued—

			“By my la­bor and toil, and God alone knows at what out­lay, I had brought peace to the verge of re­al­iza­tion. It was al­most a ques­tion of mere­ly sign­ing the treaties. The Swedes were to leave Poland, ask­ing no re­mu­ner­a­tion save the con­sent of the king and the es­tates that af­ter the death of Yan Kaz­imir Karl Gus­tav would be cho­sen to the throne of Poland. A war­rior so great and mighty would be the sal­va­tion of the Com­mon­wealth. And what is more im­por­tant, he was to fur­nish at once re­in­force­ments for the war in the Ukraine and against Mos­cow. We should have ex­tend­ed our bound­aries; but this was not con­ve­nient for Pan Sapye­ha, for then he could not crush the Radzivills. All agreed to this treaty. He alone op­pos­es it with armed hand. The coun­try is noth­ing to him, if he can on­ly car­ry out his per­son­al de­signs. It has come to this, that arms must be used against him. This func­tion has been con­fid­ed to me, ac­cord­ing to the se­cret treaty be­tween Yan Kaz­imir and Karl Gus­tav. This is the whole af­fair! I have nev­er shunned any ser­vice, there­fore I must ac­cept this; though many will judge me un­just­ly, and think that I be­gin a broth­er-killing war from pure re­venge on­ly.”

			“Whoso knows your high­ness,” said the sword-bear­er, “as well as we do will not be de­ceived by ap­pear­ances, and will al­ways be able to un­der­stand the re­al in­ten­tions of your high­ness.”

			Here the sword-bear­er was so de­light­ed with his own cun­ning and cour­tesy, and he mut­tered so ex­pres­sive­ly at Olen­ka, that she was alarmed lest the prince should no­tice those signs.

			And he did no­tice them. “They do not be­lieve me,” thought he. And though he showed no wrath on his face, Bille­vich had pricked him to the soul. He was con­vinced with per­fect sin­cer­i­ty that it was an of­fence not to be­lieve, a Radzivill, even when he saw fit to lie.

			“Pat­ter­son has told me,” con­tin­ued he, af­ter a while, “that you wish to give me ready mon­ey for my pa­per. I agree to this will­ing­ly; for I ac­knowl­edge that ready mon­ey is use­ful to me at the mo­ment. When peace comes, you can do as you like—ei­ther take a cer­tain sum, or I will give you a cou­ple of vil­lages as se­cu­ri­ty, so that the trans­ac­tion will be prof­itable for you.—Par­don,” said the prince, turn­ing to Olen­ka, “that in view of such ma­te­ri­al ques­tions we are not speak­ing of sighs or ideals. This con­ver­sa­tion is out of place; but the times are such that it is im­pos­si­ble to give their prop­er course to homage and ad­mi­ra­tion.”

			Olen­ka dropped her eyes, and seiz­ing her robe with the tips of her fin­gers, made a prop­er cour­tesy, not wish­ing to give an an­swer. Mean­while the sword-bear­er formed in his mind a project of un­heard-of un­fit­ness, but which he con­sid­ered un­com­mon­ly clever.

			“I will flee with Olen­ka and will not give the mon­ey,” thought he.

			“It will be agree­able to me to ac­com­mo­date your high­ness. Pat­ter­son has not told of all, for there is about half a pot of gold ducats buried apart, so as not to lose all the mon­ey in case of ac­ci­dent. Be­sides, there are bar­rels be­long­ing to oth­er Bille­vich­es; but these dur­ing my ab­sence were buried un­der the di­rec­tion of this young la­dy, and she alone is able to cal­cu­late the place, for the man who buried them is dead.”

			Bo­guslav looked at him quick­ly. “How is that? Pat­ter­son said that you have al­ready sent men; and since they have gone, they must know where the mon­ey is.”

			“But of the oth­er mon­ey no one knows, ex­cept her.”

			“Still it must be buried in some def­i­nite place, which can be de­scribed eas­i­ly in words or in­di­cat­ed on pa­per.”

			“Words are wind; and as to pic­tures, the ser­vants know noth­ing of them. We will both go; that is the thing.”

			“For God’s sake! you must know your own gar­dens. There­fore go alone. Why should Pan­na Alek­san­dra go?”

			“I will not go alone!” said Bille­vich, with de­ci­sion.

			Bo­guslav looked at him in­quir­ing­ly a sec­ond time; then he seat­ed him­self more com­fort­ably, and be­gan to strike his boots with a cane which he held in his hand.

			“Is that fi­nal?” asked he. “Well! In such an event I will give a cou­ple of reg­i­ments of cav­al­ry to take you there and bring you back.”

			“We need no reg­i­ments. We will go and re­turn our­selves. This is our coun­try. Noth­ing threat­ens us here.”

			“As a host, sen­si­tive to the good of his guests, I can­not per­mit that Pan­na Alek­san­dra should go with­out armed force. Choose, then. Ei­ther go alone, or let both go with an es­cort.”

			Bille­vich saw that he had fall­en in­to his own trap; and that brought him to such anger that, for­get­ting all pre­cau­tions, he cried—

			“Then let your high­ness choose. Ei­ther we shall both go unat­tend­ed, or I will not give the mon­ey!”

			Pan­na Alek­san­dra looked on him im­plor­ing­ly; but he had al­ready grown red and be­gun to pant. Still, he was a man cau­tious by na­ture, even timid, lov­ing to set­tle ev­ery af­fair in good feel­ing; but when once the mea­sure was ex­ceed­ed in deal­ing with him, when he was too much ex­cit­ed against any­one, or when it was a ques­tion of the Bille­vich hon­or, he hurled him­self with a species of des­per­ate dar­ing at the eyes of even the most pow­er­ful en­e­my. So that now he put his hand to his left side, and shak­ing his sabre be­gan to cry with all his might—

			“Is this cap­tiv­i­ty? Do they wish to op­press a free cit­i­zen, and tram­ple on car­di­nal rights?”

			Bo­guslav, with shoul­ders lean­ing against the arms of the chair, looked at him at­ten­tive­ly; but his look be­came cold­er each mo­ment, and he struck the cane against his boots more and more quick­ly. Had the sword-bear­er known the prince bet­ter, he would have known that he was bring­ing down ter­ri­ble dan­ger on his own head.

			Re­la­tions with Bo­guslav were sim­ply dread­ful. It was nev­er known when the cour­te­ous cav­a­lier, the diplo­mat ac­cus­tomed to self-con­trol, would be over­borne by the wild and un­re­strained mag­nate who tram­pled ev­ery re­sis­tance with the cru­el­ty of an East­ern despot. A bril­liant ed­u­ca­tion and re­fine­ment, ac­quired at the first courts of Eu­rope; re­flec­tion and stud­ied el­e­gance, which he had gained in in­ter­course with men—were like won­der­ful and strong flow­ers un­der which was se­cret­ed a tiger.

			But the sword-bear­er did not know this, and in his an­gry blind­ness shout­ed on—

			“Your high­ness, dis­sem­ble no fur­ther, for you are known! And have a care, for nei­ther the King of Swe­den nor the elec­tor, both of whom you are serv­ing against your own coun­try, nor your prince­ly po­si­tion, will save you be­fore the law; and the sabres of no­bles will teach you man­ners, young man!”

			Bo­guslav rose; in one in­stant he crushed the cane in his iron hands, and throw­ing the pieces at the feet of the sword-bear­er, said with a ter­ri­ble, sup­pressed voice—

			“That is what your rights are for me! That your tri­bunals! That your priv­i­leges!”

			“Out­ra­geous vi­o­lence!” cried Bille­vich.

			“Si­lence, pal­try no­ble!” cried the prince. “I will crush you in­to dust!” And he ad­vanced to seize the as­ton­ished man and hurl him against the wall.

			Now Pan­na Alek­san­dra stood be­tween them. “What do you think to do?” in­quired she.

			The prince re­strained him­self. But she stood with nos­trils dis­tend­ed, with flam­ing face, with fire in her eyes like an an­gry Min­er­va. Her breast heaved un­der her bodice like a wave of the sea, and she was mar­vel­lous in that anger, so that Bo­guslav was lost in gaz­ing at her; all his de­sires crept in­to his face, like ser­pents from the dens of his soul.

			Af­ter a time his anger passed, pres­ence of mind re­turned; he looked awhile yet at Olen­ka. At last his face grew mild; he bent his head to­ward his breast, and said—

			“Par­don, an­gel­ic la­dy! I have a soul full of gnaw­ing and pain, there­fore I do not com­mand my­self.” Then he left the room.

			Olen­ka be­gan to wring her hands; and Bille­vich, com­ing to him­self, seized his fore­lock, and cried—

			“I have spoiled ev­ery­thing; I am the cause of your ru­in!”

			The prince did not show him­self the whole day. He even dined in his own room with Sakovich. Stirred to the bot­tom of his soul, he could not think so clear­ly as usu­al. Some kind of ague was wast­ing him. It was the her­ald of a griev­ous fever which was to seize him soon with such force that dur­ing its at­tacks he was be­numbed al­to­geth­er, so that his at­ten­dants had to rub him most ac­tive­ly. But at this time he as­cribed his strange state to the pow­er of love, and thought that he must ei­ther sat­is­fy it or die. When he had told Sakovich the whole con­ver­sa­tion with the sword-bear­er, he said—

			“My hands and feet are burn­ing, ants are walk­ing along my back, in my mouth are bit­ter­ness and fire; but, by all the horned dev­ils, what is this? Nev­er has this at­tacked me be­fore!”

			“Your high­ness is as full of scru­ples as a baked capon of buck­wheat grits. The prince is a capon, the prince is a capon. Ha, ha!”

			“You are a fool!”

			“Very well.”

			“I don’t need your ideas.”

			“Wor­thy prince, take a lute and go un­der the win­dows of the maid­en. Bille­vich may show you his fist. Tfu! to the deuce! is that the kind of bold man that Bo­guslav Radzivill is?”

			“You are an id­iot!”

			“Very well. I see that your high­ness is be­gin­ning to speak with your­self and tell the truth to your own face. Bold­ly, bold­ly! Pay no heed to rank.”

			“You see, Sakovich, that my Cas­tor is grow­ing fa­mil­iar with me; as it is, I kick him of­ten in the ribs, but a greater ac­ci­dent may meet you.”

			Sakovich sprang up as if red with anger, like Bille­vich a lit­tle while be­fore; and since he had an un­com­mon gift of mimicry, he be­gan to cry in a voice so much like that of Bille­vich that any­one not see­ing who was talk­ing, might have been de­ceived.

			“What! is this cap­tiv­i­ty? Do they wish to op­press a free cit­i­zen, to tram­ple on car­di­nal rights?”

			“Give us peace! give us peace!” said the prince, fret­ful­ly. “She de­fend­ed that old fool with her per­son, but here there is one to de­fend you.”

			“If she de­fend­ed him, she should have been tak­en in pawn!”

			“There must be some witch­craft in this place! Ei­ther she must have giv­en me some­thing, or the con­stel­la­tions are such that I am sim­ply leav­ing my mind. If you could have seen her when she was de­fend­ing that mangy old un­cle of hers! But you are a fool! It is grow­ing cloudy in my head. See how my hands are burn­ing! To love such a wom­an, to gain her—with such a wom­an to—”

			“To have pos­ter­i­ty!” added Sakovich.

			“That’s so, that’s so!—as if you knew that must be; oth­er­wise I shall burst as a bomb. For God’s sake! what is hap­pen­ing to me? Must I mar­ry, or what, by all the dev­ils of earth and hell?”

			Sakovich grew se­ri­ous. “Your prince­ly high­ness, you must not think of that!”

			“I am think­ing of just that, pre­cise­ly be­cause I wish it. I will do that, though a reg­i­ment of Sakovich­es re­peat­ed a whole day to me, ‘Your prince­ly high­ness must not think of that!’ ”

			“Oh, I see this is no joke.”

			“I am sick, en­chant­ed.”

			“Why do you not fol­low my ad­vice at last?”

			“I must fol­low it—may the plague take all the dreams, all the Bille­vich­es, all Lithua­nia with the tri­bunals, and Yan Kaz­imir to boot! I shall not suc­ceed oth­er­wise; I see that I shall not! I have had enough of this, have I not? A great ques­tion! And I, the fool, was con­sid­er­ing both sides hith­er­to; was afraid of dreams, of Bille­vich­es, of law­suits, of the rab­ble of no­bles, the for­tune of Yan Kaz­imir. Tell me that I am a fool! Do you hear? I com­mand you to tell me that I am a fool!”

			“But I will not obey, for now you are re­al­ly Radzivill, and not a Calvin­ist min­is­ter. But in truth you must be ill, for I have nev­er seen you so changed.”

			“True! In the most dif­fi­cult po­si­tions I mere­ly waved my hand and whis­tled, but now I feel as if some­one were thrust­ing spurs in­to my sides.”

			“This is strange, for if that maid­en has giv­en you some­thing de­signed­ly, she has not done so to run away af­ter­ward; but still, from what you say, it seems that they wish to flee in se­cret.”

			“Ryff told me that this is the in­flu­ence of Sat­urn, on which burn­ing ex­ha­la­tions rise dur­ing this par­tic­u­lar month.”

			“Wor­thy prince, rather take Jove as a mod­el, for he was hap­py with­out mar­riage. All will be well; on­ly do not think of mar­riage, un­less of a coun­ter­feit one.”

			All at once the staros­ta of Osh­mi­ana struck his fore­head.

			“But wait, your high­ness! I have heard of such a case in Prus­sia.”

			“Is the Dev­il whis­per­ing some­thing in­to your ear? Tell me!”

			But Sakovich was silent for a long time; at last his face bright­ened, and he said—

			“Thank the for­tune that gave you Sakovich as friend.”

			“What news, what news?”

			“Noth­ing. I will be your high­ness’s best man” (here Sakovich bowed)—“no small hon­or for such a poor fel­low!”

			“Don’t play the jester; speak quick­ly!”

			“There is in Tylt­sa one Plas­ka, or some­thing like that, who in his time was a priest in Nyevo­rani, but who fall­ing away from the faith be­came a Luther­an, got mar­ried, took refuge un­der the elec­tor, and now is deal­ing in dried fish with peo­ple of this re­gion. Bish­op Parchevs­ki tried to lure him back to Jmud, where in good cer­tain­ty there was a fire wait­ing for him; but the elec­tor would not yield up a fel­low-be­liev­er.”

			“How does that con­cern me? Do not loi­ter.”

			“How does that con­cern your high­ness? In this way it must con­cern you; for he will sew you and her to­geth­er with stitch­es on the out­side, you un­der­stand? And be­cause he is a fool of a work­man, and does not be­long to the guild, it will be easy to rip the work af­ter him. Do you see? The guild does not rec­og­nize this sewing as valid; but still there will be no vi­o­lence, no out­cry; you can twist the neck of the work­man af­ter­ward, and you will com­plain that you were de­ceived, do you un­der­stand? But be­fore that time crescite et mul­ti­pli­cami­ni. I’ll be the first to give you my bless­ing.”

			“I un­der­stand, and I don’t un­der­stand,” said the prince. “The dev­il I un­der­stand there per­fect­ly. Sakovich, you must have been born, like a witch, with teeth in your mouth. The hang­man is wait­ing for you; it can­not be oth­er­wise, O Staros­ta! But while I live a hair will not fall from your head; a fit­ting re­ward will not miss you. I then—”

			“Your high­ness will make a for­mal pro­pos­al to Pan­na Bille­vich, to her and to her un­cle. If they refuse, if they do not con­sent, then give com­mand to tear the skin from me, make san­dal strings out of it, and go on a pil­grim­age of penance to—to Rome. It is pos­si­ble to re­sist a Radzivill if he wish­es sim­ply to be a lover; but if he wish­es to mar­ry, he need not try to please any no­ble. You must on­ly tell Bille­vich and the la­dy that out of re­gard for the elec­tor and the King of Swe­den, who want you to mar­ry the Princess of Bipont, your mar­riage must re­main se­cret till peace is de­clared. Be­sides, you will write the mar­riage con­tract as you like. Both church­es will be forced to de­clare it in­valid. Well, what do you think?”

			Bo­guslav was silent for a while, but on his face red fever-spots ap­peared un­der the paint; then he cried—

			“There is no time in three days. I must move against Sapye­ha.”

			“That is just the po­si­tion! Were there more time, it would be im­pos­si­ble to jus­ti­fy the pre­text. Is not this true? On­ly through lack of time can you ex­plain that the first priest at hand of­fi­ci­ates, as hap­pens in sud­den emer­gen­cies, and mar­ries on a bolt­ing-cloth. They will think too, ‘It is sud­den, for it must be sud­den!’ She is a knight­ly maid­en; you can take her with you to the field. Dear bride­groom, if Sapye­ha con­quers, even then you will have half the vic­to­ries of the cam­paign.”

			“That is well, that is well!” said the prince.

			But at that mo­ment the first parox­ysm seized him so that his jaws closed and he could not say an­oth­er word. He grew rigid, and then be­gan to quiver and floun­der like a fish out of wa­ter. But be­fore the ter­ri­fied Sakovich could bring the physi­cian, the parox­ysm had passed.

		
	
		
			LXXXIV

			Af­ter his con­ver­sa­tion with Sakovich, Prince Bo­guslav be­took him­self on the af­ter­noon of the mor­row di­rect­ly to Bille­vich.

			“My bene­fac­tor,” said he, to be­gin with, “I was griev­ous­ly to blame the last time we met, for I fell in­to anger in my own house. It is my fault, and all the more so that I gave this af­front to a man of a fam­i­ly friend­ly to the Radzivills. But I come to im­plore for­give­ness. Let a sin­cere con­fes­sion be sat­is­fac­tion to you, and my atone­ment. You know the Radzivills of old; you know that we are not in haste to beg par­don; still, since I was to blame be­fore age and dig­ni­ty, I come with­out con­sid­er­ing who I am, with a pen­i­tent head. And you, old friend of our house, will not refuse me your hand, I am cer­tain.”

			Then he ex­tend­ed his hand; and Bille­vich, in whose soul the first out­burst had passed, did not dare to refuse his own, though he gave it with hes­i­ta­tion.

			“Your high­ness, re­turn to us our free­dom; that will be the best sat­is­fac­tion.”

			“You are free, and may go, even to­day.”

			“I thank your high­ness,” said the as­ton­ished Bille­vich.

			“I in­ter­pose on­ly one con­di­tion, which you, God grant, will not re­ject.”

			“What is that?” asked Bille­vich, with fear.

			“That you lis­ten pa­tient­ly to what I am go­ing to say.”

			“If that is all, I will lis­ten even till evening.”

			“Do not give me your an­swer at once, but think an hour or two.”

			“God sees that if I re­ceive my free­dom I wish peace.”

			“You will re­ceive your free­dom; but I do not know whether you will use it, or whether you will be ur­gent to leave my thresh­old. I should be glad were you to con­sid­er my house and all Tau­ro­gi as your own; but lis­ten to me now. Do you know, my bene­fac­tor, why I was op­posed to the de­par­ture of Pan­na Bille­vich? This is why—be­cause I di­vined that you wished to flee sim­ply; and I have fall­en in love with your niece, so that to see her I should be ready to swim a Helle­spont each day, like Le­an­der.”

			Bille­vich grew red again in a mo­ment. “Does your high­ness dare to say that to me?”

			“To you es­pe­cial­ly, my bene­fac­tor.”

			“Wor­thy prince, seek your for­tune with court ladies, but touch not no­ble maid­ens. You may im­prison her, you may con­fine her in a vault, but you may not dis­grace her.”

			“I may not dis­grace her,” said the prince; “but I may bow down to the old man Bille­vich, and say to him, ‘Lis­ten, fa­ther, give me your niece as wife, for I can­not live with­out her.’ ”

			The sword-bear­er was so amazed that he could not ut­ter a word; for a time he mere­ly moved his mus­tach­es, and his eyes were star­ing; then he be­gan to rub his hands and look, now on the prince, now around the room; at last he said—

			“Is this in a dream, or is it re­al?”

			“Do not has­ten! To con­vince you still bet­ter, I will re­peat with all the ti­tles: I, Bo­guslav, Prince Radzivill, Mar­shal of the Grand Prin­ci­pal­i­ty of Lithua­nia, ask you, Tomash Bille­vich, sword-bear­er of Rossyeni, for the hand of your niece, Pan­na Alek­san­dra, chief-hunter’s daugh­ter.”

			“Is this true? In God’s name! have you con­sid­ered the mat­ter?”

			“I have con­sid­ered; now do you con­sid­er, my bene­fac­tor, whether the cav­a­lier is wor­thy of the la­dy.”

			“My breath is stopped from won­der.”

			“Now see if I had any evil in­ten­tions.”

			“And would your high­ness not con­sid­er our small sta­tion?”

			“Are the Bille­vich­es so cheap? Do you val­ue your shield of no­bil­i­ty and the an­tiq­ui­ty of your fam­i­ly thus? Does a Bille­vich say this?”

			“I know, gra­cious prince, that the ori­gin of our fam­i­ly is to be sought in an­cient Rome; but—”

			“But,” in­ter­rupt­ed the prince, “you have nei­ther het­mans nor chan­cel­lors. That is noth­ing! You are sol­diers, like my un­cle in Bran­den­burg. Since a no­ble in our Com­mon­wealth may be elect­ed king, there are no thresh­olds too lofty for his feet. My sword-bear­er and, God grant, my un­cle, I was born of a Bran­den­burg princess; my fa­ther’s moth­er was an Os­trogs­ki; but my grand­fa­ther of mighty mem­o­ry, Kryshtof I, he whom they called Thun­der, grand het­man, chan­cel­lor, and vo­evo­da of Vil­na, was mar­ried the first time to Pan­na Sobek; but for this rea­son the coro­net did not fall from his head, for Pan­na Sobek was a no­ble wom­an, as hon­or­ably born as oth­ers. When my late fa­ther mar­ried the daugh­ter of the elec­tor, they won­dered why he did not re­mem­ber his own dig­ni­ty, though he al­lied him­self with a reign­ing house. Such is the dev­il­ish pride of you no­bles! But ac­knowl­edge, my bene­fac­tor, you do not think a Sobek bet­ter than a Bille­vich, do you?”

			Speak­ing thus, the prince be­gan to tap the old man on the shoul­der with great fa­mil­iar­i­ty. The no­ble melt­ed like wax, and an­swered—

			“God re­ward your high­ness for hon­or­able in­ten­tions! A weight has fall­en from my heart! But now, if it were not for dif­fer­ence of faith!”

			“A Catholic priest will per­form the cer­e­mo­ny. I do not want an­oth­er my­self.”

			“I shall be thank­ful for this all my life, since here it is a ques­tion of the bless­ing of God, which cer­tain­ly the Lord Je­sus would with­draw if some vile—”

			Here the old man bit his tongue, for he saw that he was say­ing some­thing dis­agree­able to the prince. But Bo­guslav did not no­tice it; he smiled gra­cious­ly and said—

			“And as to pos­ter­i­ty, I shall not be stub­born; for there is noth­ing that I would not do for that beau­ty of yours.”

			Bille­vich’s face grew bright as if a ray of the sun had fall­en on it; “In­deed, God has not been spar­ing of beau­ty to her, it is true. Oh! there will be a shout all over Jmud. And what will the Sitsin­skis say when the Bille­vich­es in­crease so? They would not leave the old colonel at rest, though he was a man of Ro­man mould, re­spect­ed by the whole Com­mon­wealth.”

			“We will drive them out of Jmud, wor­thy Sword-bear­er.”

			“O great God, mer­ci­ful God! undis­cov­er­able are Thy judg­ments; but if in them it lies that the Sitsin­skis are to burst from en­vy, then let Thy will be done!”

			“Amen!” added Bo­guslav.

			“Your high­ness, do not take it ill that I do not clothe my­self in dig­ni­ty, as be­fits a per­son of whom a man asks a maid­en, and that I show too ev­i­dent re­joic­ing. But we have been here in vex­a­tion, not know­ing what was await­ing us and in­ter­pret­ing ev­ery­thing for the worst. It came to this that we thought evil of your high­ness, un­til it turns out that our fears and judg­ments were not just, and that we may re­turn to our pre­vi­ous homage. I say this as if some­one had tak­en a bur­den from my shoul­ders.”

			“And did Pan­na Alek­san­dra judge me thus?”

			“She? Even Ci­cero could not have de­scribed prop­er­ly her pre­vi­ous ad­mi­ra­tion for your high­ness. I think that on­ly virtue and a cer­tain in­born timid­i­ty stood in the way of love. But when she hears of the sin­cere in­ten­tions of your high­ness, then I am sure she will at once give the reins to her heart.”

			“Ci­cero could not have said that bet­ter!” said Bo­guslav.

			“With hap­pi­ness comes elo­quence. But since your high­ness has been pleased to lis­ten to ev­ery­thing I have said, then I will be sin­cere to the last.”

			“Be sin­cere, Pan Bille­vich.”

			“Though this maid­en is young, she is a wom­an with a man’s cast of mind al­to­geth­er; it is won­der­ful what a char­ac­ter she has. Where more than one man of ex­pe­ri­ence would hes­i­tate, she hes­i­tates not a mo­ment. What is evil she puts on the left, what is good on the right, and goes her­self to the right as if it were sweet. When she has once cho­sen the road, even though there were can­non be­fore her, that is noth­ing to her! She would not go aside for the can­non. She is like her grand­fa­ther and me. Her fa­ther was a born sol­dier, but mild; her moth­er, from the house of Voynillovich, was al­so strong-willed.”

			“I am glad to hear this, Pan Bille­vich.”

			“Your high­ness will not be­lieve how in­censed she is against the Swedes, and all en­e­mies of the Com­mon­wealth. If she held any­one guilty of trea­son, she would feel an ut­ter de­tes­ta­tion of him, though he were an an­gel and not a hu­man be­ing. Your high­ness—for­give an old man who might be your fa­ther in years, if not in dig­ni­ty—leave the Swedes; they are worse for the coun­try than Tar­tars! Move your troops against such sons, and not on­ly I, but she, will fol­low you to the field. Par­don me, your high­ness, par­don me. Now I have said what I had on my mind.”

			Bo­guslav mas­tered him­self af­ter a mo­ment’s si­lence, and said: “My bene­fac­tor, you might have sup­posed yes­ter­day, but you may not sup­pose to­day that I wish mere­ly to throw sand in your eyes, when I say that I am on the side of the king and the coun­try. Here un­der oath to you as a rel­a­tive I re­peat that what I stat­ed touch­ing peace and its con­di­tions was the pure truth. I, too, should pre­fer to march to the field, for my na­ture draws me thith­er; but be­cause I saw that sal­va­tion was not in the field, I was forced through sim­ple de­vo­tion to seize an­oth­er method. And I can say that I have ac­com­plished an un­heard of thing; for af­ter a last war to con­clude a peace of such kind that the con­quer­ing pow­er serves the con­quered—of this Mazarin, the most cun­ning of men, need not be ashamed. Not Pan­na Alek­san­dra alone, but I equal­ly with her, bear ha­tred to the en­e­my. But what is to be done? How save this coun­try? Not even Her­cules against many can con­quer. There­fore I thought thus, ‘In­stead of de­stroy­ing, which would be eas­i­er and more amus­ing, it is need­ful to save.’ And since I had prac­tised in af­fairs of this kind with great states­men, since I am a rel­a­tive of the elec­tor, and since, by rea­son of my cousin Yanush, I am well con­sid­ered by the Swedes, I be­gan ne­go­ti­a­tions; and what their course was and what the ben­e­fit to the Com­mon­wealth was, that you know—an end of the war, free­dom from op­pres­sion for your Catholic faith, for church­es, for cler­gy, for the es­tate of no­bles, and for the com­mon peo­ple; the as­sis­tance of the Swedes in the war against Mos­cow and the Cos­sacks; and, God grant, an ex­ten­sion of bound­ary. And this all on one con­di­tion—that Karl Gus­tav be king af­ter Yan Kaz­imir. Whoso has done more for his coun­try in these times, let him stand be­fore my eyes.”

			“True, a blind man could see that; but it will be very sad for the no­bles that a free elec­tion will cease.”

			“And which is more im­por­tant—an elec­tion or the coun­try?”

			“They are the same, your high­ness; for an elec­tion is the main ba­sis of the Com­mon­wealth. And what is the coun­try, if not a col­lec­tion of laws, priv­i­leges, and lib­er­ties serv­ing the no­bles? A king can be found even in a for­eign land.”

			Anger and dis­gust flew like light­ning over Bo­guslav’s face.

			“Karl Gus­tav,” said he, “will sign the pacta con­ven­ta, as his pre­de­ces­sors have signed it; and af­ter his death we will elect whom we choose, even that Radzivill who will be born of your niece.”

			The sword-bear­er stood for a while as if daz­zled by the thought; at last he raised his hand and cried with great en­thu­si­asm—

			“Con­sen­tior (I agree)!”

			“I think, too, that you would agree, even if the throne should be­come hered­i­tary in our fam­i­ly. Such are you all! But that is a lat­er ques­tion. Now it is nec­es­sary that the stip­u­la­tions come to re­al­i­ty. You un­der­stand, my un­cle?”

			“As true as life, it is nec­es­sary!” re­peat­ed Bille­vich, with deep con­vic­tion.

			“They must for this rea­son—that I am a me­di­a­tor agree­able to his Swedish Majesty, and do you know for what rea­sons? Karl Gus­tav has one sis­ter mar­ried to De la Gardie, and an­oth­er, Princess Bipont, still un­mar­ried; and he wish­es to give her to me, so as to be al­lied to our house and have a par­ty in Lithua­nia. Hence his fa­vor to­ward me, to which my un­cle, the elec­tor, in­clines him.”

			“How is that?” asked the dis­qui­et­ed sword-bear­er.

			“I would give all the princess­es of Bipont37 for your dove, to­geth­er with the prin­ci­pal­i­ties, not on­ly of the two, but of all the bridges in the world. But I may not anger the Swedish beast, there­fore I give will­ing ear to their dis­cus­sions; but on­ly let them sign the treaty, then we shall see.”

			“Would they be ready then not to sign if they should dis­cov­er that you were mar­ried?”

			“Wor­thy sword-bear­er,” said the prince, with se­ri­ous­ness, “you have con­demned me of crooked­ness to­ward the coun­try; but I, as a true cit­i­zen, ask you, have I a right to sac­ri­fice pub­lic af­fairs to my pri­vate in­ter­ests?”

			Pan Tomash lis­tened. “What will hap­pen then?”

			“Think to your­self what must hap­pen.”

			“As God is true, I see al­ready that the mar­riage must be de­ferred; and the proverb says; ‘What is de­ferred, es­capes.’ ”

			“I will not change my heart, for I have fall­en in love for life. You must know that for faith­ful­ness I could put to shame the most en­dur­ing Pene­lope.”

			Bille­vich was alarmed still more; for he had an en­tire­ly op­po­site opin­ion touch­ing the prince’s con­stan­cy, con­firmed as it was by Bo­guslav’s gen­er­al rep­u­ta­tion. But the prince added, as if for a fin­ish­ing stroke—

			“You are right, that no one is sure of his to­mor­row. I may fall ill; nay, some kind of sick­ness is com­ing on me even now, for yes­ter­day I grew so rigid that Sakovich bare­ly saved me. I may fall in a cam­paign against Sapye­ha; and what de­lays, what trou­bles and vex­a­tions there will be, could not be writ­ten on an ox-hide.”

			“By the wounds of God, give ad­vice, your high­ness.”

			“What ad­vice can I give?” asked the prince. “Though I should be glad my­self to have the latch fall as soon as pos­si­ble.”

			“Well, let it fall. Mar­ry, and then what will be, will be.”

			Bo­guslav sprang to his feet.

			“By the holy Gospel! With your wit you should be chan­cel­lor of Lithua­nia. An­oth­er man would not have thought out in three days what has come to your mind in a twin­kle. That is it! mar­ry, and re­main qui­et. There is sense in that! As it is, I shall march in two days against Sapye­ha, for I must. Dur­ing that time se­cret pas­sages to the la­dy’s cham­ber can be made; and then to the road! That is the head of a states­man! We will let two or three con­fi­dants in­to the se­cret, and take them as wit­ness­es, so that the mar­riage may be for­mal. I will write a con­tract, se­cure the join­ture, to which I will add a be­quest; and let there be si­lence for the time. My bene­fac­tor, I thank you; from my heart, I thank you. Come to my arms, and then go to my beau­ty. I will wait for her an­swer, as if on coals. Mean­while I will send Sakovich for the priest. Be well, fa­ther, and, God grant soon, the grand­fa­ther of a Radzivill.”

			When he had said this, he let the as­ton­ished no­ble go from his em­brace, and rushed out of the room.

			“For God’s sake!” said the sword-bear­er, re­cov­er­ing him­self. “I gave such wise ad­vice that Solomon him­self would not be ashamed of it, and I should pre­fer to do with­out it. A se­cret is a se­cret; but break your head, crush your fore­head against a wall, it can­not be oth­er­wise. A blind man can see that! Would that the frost might op­press and kill those Swedes to the last! If it were not for those ne­go­ti­a­tions, the mar­riage would take place with cer­e­mo­ny, and all Jmud would come to the wed­ding. But here a hus­band must walk to his wife on felt, so as not to make noise. Tfu, to the deuce! The Sitsin­skis will not burst so soon. Yet, praise be to God! that burst­ing will not miss them.”

			When he had said this, he went to Olen­ka. Mean­while the prince was tak­ing fur­ther coun­sel with Sakovich.

			“The old man danced on two paws like a bear,” said the prince; “but he tor­ment­ed the life out of me. Uf! but I squeezed him so that I thought that the boots and straw would fly off his feet. And when I called him ‘Un­cle,’ his eyes stuck out, as if a keg of cab­bage hash were chok­ing him. Tfu! tfu! wait! I will make you un­cle; but I have scores up­on scores of such un­cles through­out the whole world. Sakovich, I see how she is wait­ing for me in her room; and she will re­ceive me with her eyes closed and her hands crossed. Wait, I will kiss those eyes for you—Sakovich, you will re­ceive for life the es­tate of Prudy, be­yond Osh­mi­ana. When can Plas­ka be here?”

			“Be­fore evening. I thank your high­ness for Prudy.”

			“That is noth­ing! Be­fore evening? That means any mo­ment. If the cer­e­mo­ny could be per­formed to­day, even be­fore mid­night! Have you the con­tract ready?”

			“I have. I was lib­er­al in the name of your high­ness. I as­signed Bir­ji as the join­ture of the la­dy. The sword-bear­er will howl like a dog when it is tak­en from him af­ter­ward.”

			“He will sit in a dun­geon, then he will be qui­et.”

			“Even that will not be need­ed. As soon as the mar­riage is in­valid, all will be in­valid. But did I not tell you that they would agree?”

			“He did not make the least dif­fi­cul­ty. I am cu­ri­ous to know what she will say. I care noth­ing about him!”

			“Oh, they have fall­en each in­to the arms of the oth­er, are weep­ing from emo­tion, are bless­ing your high­ness, and are car­ried away by your kind­ness and beau­ty.”

			“I don’t know that they are by my beau­ty; for in some way I look wretch­ed. I am all the time out of health, and I am afraid that yes­ter­day’s numb­ness will come again.”

			“No; you will take some­thing warm.”

			The prince was al­ready be­fore the mir­ror.

			“It is blue un­der my eyes. And that fool, Fouret, dark­ened my eye­brows crooked. See if they are not crooked! I’ll give or­ders to thumb­screw him, and make a mon­key my body-ser­vant. Why does the old man not come? I should like to go to the la­dy now, for she will per­mit me to kiss her be­fore the mar­riage. How quick­ly it grows dark to­day! If Plas­ka flinch­es, we must put pin­cers in­to the fire.”

			“Plas­ka will not flinch. He is a scoundrel from un­der a dark star.”

			“And he will per­form the mar­riage in scoundrel fash­ion?”

			“A scoundrel will per­form the mar­riage for a scoundrel in scoundrel fash­ion.”

			The prince fell in­to good hu­mor, and said—

			“When there is a pan­der for best man, there can­not be an­oth­er kind of mar­riage.”

			For a while they were silent; then both be­gan to laugh. But their laugh­ter sound­ed with mar­vel­lous ill-omen through the dark room. Night fell deep­er and deep­er.

			The prince be­gan to walk through the room, strik­ing au­di­bly with his ham­mer-staff, on which he leaned heav­i­ly, for his feet did not serve him well af­ter the last numb­ness.

			Now the ser­vants brought in can­de­labra with can­dles, and went out; but the rush of air bent the flames of the can­dles, so that for a long time they did not burn straight up­ward, melt­ing mean­while much wax.

			“See how the cau­dles are burn­ing!” said the prince. “What do you proph­esy from that?”

			“That one virtue will melt to­day like wax.”

			“It is won­der­ful how long that talk lasts.”

			“Maybe the spir­it of old Bille­vich is fly­ing over the flames.”

			“You are a fool!” an­swered Bo­guslav, abrupt­ly. “You have cho­sen a time to talk of spir­its!”

			Si­lence fol­lowed.

			“They say in Eng­land,” said the prince, “that when there is a spir­it in the room ev­ery light burns blue; but see, now they are burn­ing yel­low, as usu­al.”

			“Trash!” an­swered Sakovich. “There are peo­ple in Mos­cow—”

			“But be still!” in­ter­rupt­ed Bo­guslav. “The sword-bear­er is com­ing. No! that is the wind mov­ing the shut­ters. The dev­ils have brought that old maid of an aunt, Kul­vyets-Hip­pocen­tau­rus! Has any­one ev­er heard of the like? And she looks like a chimera.”

			“If you wish, your high­ness, I’ll mar­ry her; then she will not be in the way, Plas­ka will sol­der us while you are wait­ing.”

			“Well, I will give her a maple spade as a mar­riage present, and you a lantern, so as to have some­thing to light her way.”

			“I will not be your un­cle—Bo­gus.”

			“Re­mem­ber Cas­tor,” an­swered the prince.

			“Do not stroke Cas­tor, my Pol­lux, against the grain, for he can bite.”

			Fur­ther con­ver­sa­tion was in­ter­rupt­ed by the sword-bear­er and Pan­na Kul­vyets. The prince stepped up to him quick­ly, lean­ing on his ham­mer. Sakovich rose.

			“Well, what? May I go to Olen­ka?” asked the prince.

			The sword-bear­er spread out his arms and dropped his head on his breast.

			“Your high­ness, my niece says that Colonel Bille­vich’s will for­bids her to de­cide her own fate; and even if it did not for­bid, she would not mar­ry your high­ness, not hav­ing the heart to do so.”

			“Sakovich, do you hear?” said Bo­guslav, with a ter­ri­ble voice.

			“I too knew of that will,” con­tin­ued the sword-bear­er, “but at the first mo­ment I did not think it an in­vin­ci­ble im­ped­i­ment.”

			“I jeer at the wills of you no­bles,” said the prince; “I spit on your wills! Do you un­der­stand?”

			“But we do not jeer at them,” said the aroused Pan Tomash; “and ac­cord­ing to the will the maid­en is free to en­ter the clois­ter or mar­ry Kmi­ta.”

			“Whom, you sor­ry fel­low? Kmi­ta? I’ll show you Kmi­ta! I’ll teach you!”

			“Whom do you call sor­ry fel­low—a Bille­vich?”

			And the sword-bear­er caught at his side in the great­est fury; but Bo­guslav, in one mo­ment, struck him on the breast with his ham­mer, so that Bille­vich groaned and fell to the floor. The prince then kicked him aside, to open a way to the door, and rushed from the room with­out a hat.

			“Je­sus! Mary! Joseph!” cried Pan­na Kul­vyets.

			But Sakovich, seiz­ing her by the shoul­der, put a dag­ger to her breast, and said—

			“Qui­et, my lit­tle jew­el, qui­et, dear­est dove, or I will cut thy sweet throat, like that of a lame hen. Sit here qui­et­ly, and go not up­stairs to thy niece’s wed­ding.”

			But in Pan­na Kul­vyets there was knight­ly blood too; there­fore she had bare­ly heard the words of Sakovich, when straight­way her ter­ror passed in­to de­spair and fren­zy.

			“Ruf­fi­an! ban­dit! pa­gan!” cried she; “slay me, for I will shout to the whole Com­mon­wealth. The broth­er killed, the niece dis­graced, I do not wish to live! Strike, slay, rob­ber! Peo­ple, come see!”

			Sakovich sti­fled fur­ther words by putting his pow­er­ful hand over her month.

			“Qui­et, crooked distaff, dried rue!” said he; “I will not cut thy throat, for why should I give the Dev­il that which is his any­how? But lest thou scream like a pea­cock be­fore roost­ing, I will tie up thy pret­ty mouth with thy ker­chief, and take a lute and play to thee of ‘sighs.’ It can­not be but thou wilt love me.”

			So say­ing, the staros­ta of Osh­mi­ana, with the dex­ter­i­ty of a gen­uine pick­pock­et, en­cir­cled the head of Pan­na Kul­vyets with her hand­ker­chief, tied her hands in the twin­kle of an eye, and threw her on the so­fa; then he sat by her, and stretch­ing him­self out com­fort­ably, asked her as calm­ly as though he had be­gun an or­di­nary con­ver­sa­tion—

			“Well, what do you think? I sup­pose Bo­gus will get on as eas­i­ly as I have.”

			With that he sprang to his feet, for the door opened, and in it ap­peared Pan­na Alek­san­dra. Her face was as white as chalk, her hair was some­what di­shev­elled, her brows were frown­ing, and threat was in her eyes. See­ing her un­cle on the floor, she knelt near him and passed her hand over his head and breast.

			The sword-bear­er drew a deep breath, opened his eyes, half raised him­self, and be­gan to look around in the room, as if roused from sleep; then rest­ing his hand on the floor, he tried to rise, which he did af­ter a while with the help of the la­dy; then he came with tot­ter­ing step to a chair, in­to which he threw him­self. On­ly now did Olen­ka see Pan­na Kul­vyets ly­ing on the so­fa.

			“Have you mur­dered her?” asked she of Sakovich.

			“God pre­serve me!” an­swered the staros­ta of Osh­mi­ana.

			“I com­mand you to un­bind her!”

			There was such pow­er in that voice that Sakovich said not a word, as if the com­mand had come from Princess Radzivill her­self, and be­gan to un­bind the un­con­scious Pan­na Kul­vyets.

			“And now,” said the la­dy, “go to your mas­ter, who is ly­ing up there.”

			“What has hap­pened?” cried Sakovich, com­ing to him­self. “You will an­swer for him!”

			“Not to thee, serv­ing-man! Be off!”

			Sakovich sprang out of the cham­ber as if pos­sessed.

		
	
		
			LXXXV

			Sakovich did not leave Bo­guslav’s bed­side for two days, the sec­ond parox­ysm be­ing worse than the first. The prince’s jaws closed so firm­ly that at­ten­dants had to open them with a knife to pour medicine in­to his mouth. He re­gained con­scious­ness im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter; but he trem­bled, quiv­ered, floun­dered in the bed, and stretched him­self like a wild beast mor­tal­ly wound­ed. When that had passed, a won­der­ful weak­ness came; he gazed all night at the ceil­ing with­out say­ing a word. Next day, af­ter he had tak­en drugs, he fell in­to a sound sleep, and about mid­day woke cov­ered with abun­dant per­spi­ra­tion.

			“How does your high­ness feel?” asked Sakovich.

			“I am bet­ter. Have any let­ters come?”

			“Let­ters from the elec­tor and Stein­bock are ly­ing on the ta­ble; but the read­ing must be put off till lat­er, for you have not strength enough yet.”

			“Give them at once!—do you hear?”

			Sakovich brought the let­ters, and Bo­guslav read them twice; then he thought awhile and said—

			“We will move for Podlyasye to­mor­row.”

			“You will be in bed to­mor­row, as you are to­day.”

			“I will be on horse­back as well as you. Be silent, no in­ter­fer­ence!”

			The staros­ta ceased, and for a while si­lence con­tin­ued, bro­ken on­ly by the tick-tick of the Dantzig clock.

			“The ad­vice was stupid, the idea was stupid, and I too was stupid to lis­ten.”

			“I knew that if it did not suc­ceed the blame would fall on me,” an­swered Sakovich.

			“For you blun­dered.”

			“The coun­sel was clever; but if there is some dev­il at their ser­vice who gives warn­ing of ev­ery­thing, I am not to blame.”

			The prince rose in the bed. “Do you think that they em­ploy a dev­il?” asked he, look­ing quick­ly at Sakovich.

			“But does not your high­ness know the Pa­pists?”

			“I know, I know! And it has of­ten come in­to my head that there might be en­chant­ment. Since yes­ter­day I am cer­tain. You have struck my idea; there­fore I asked if you re­al­ly think so. But which of them could en­ter in­to com­pa­ny with un­clean pow­er? Not she, for she is too vir­tu­ous; not the sword-bear­er, for he is too stupid.”

			“But sup­pose the aunt?”

			“That may be.”

			“To make cer­tain I bound her yes­ter­day, and put a dag­ger to her throat; and imag­ine—I look to­day, the dag­ger is as if melt­ed in fire.”

			“Show it.”

			“I threw it in­to the riv­er, though there was a good turquoise in the hilt. I pre­ferred not to touch it again.”

			“Then I’ll tell you what hap­pened to me yes­ter­day. I ran in­to her room as if mad. What I said I do not re­mem­ber; but I know this—that she cried, ‘I’ll throw my­self in­to the fire first.’ You know what an enor­mous chim­ney there is there; she sprang right in­to it, I af­ter her. I dragged her out on the floor. Her clothes were al­ready on fire. I had to quench the fire and hold her at the same time. Mean­while dizzi­ness seized me, my jaws be­came fixed—you would have said that some­one had torn the veins in my neck; then it seemed to me that the sparks fly­ing near us were turned in­to bees, were buzzing like bees. And this is as true as that you see me here.”

			“And what came lat­er?”

			“I re­mem­ber noth­ing, but such ter­ror as if I were fly­ing in­to an im­mense well, in­to some depth with­out bot­tom. What ter­ror! I tell you what ter­ror! Even now the hair is stand­ing on my head. And not ter­ror alone, but—how can I ex­plain it?—an empti­ness, a mea­sure­less weari­ness and tor­ment be­yond un­der­stand­ing. Luck­i­ly the pow­ers of heav­en were with me, or I should not be speak­ing with you this day.”

			“Your high­ness had a parox­ysm. Sick­ness it­self of­ten brings vi­sions be­fore the eye; but for safe­ty’s sake we may have a hole cut in the riv­er ice, and let the old maid float down.”

			“Oh, dev­il take her! We will march to­mor­row in any event, and af­ter­ward spring will come; there will soon be oth­er stars, and the nights will be short, weak­en­ing ev­ery un­clean pow­er.”

			“If we must march to­mor­row, then you would bet­ter let the girl go.”

			“Even if I wished not, I must. All de­sire has fall­en away from me.”

			“Nev­er mind them; let them go to the dev­il!”

			“Im­pos­si­ble!”

			“Why?”

			“The old man has con­fessed that he has a tremen­dous lot of mon­ey buried in Bille­viche. If I let them alone, they will dig up the mon­ey and go to the forests. I pre­fer to keep them here, and take the mon­ey in req­ui­si­tion. There is war now, and this is per­mis­si­ble. Be­sides, he of­fered it him­self. We shall give or­ders to dig up the whole gar­den, foot by foot; we must find the mon­ey. While Bille­vich is sit­ting here, at least, he will not make a noise and shout over all Lithua­nia that he is plun­dered. Rage seizes me when I think how much I have spent on those amuse­ments and tour­na­ments—and all for noth­ing, for noth­ing!”

			“Rage against that maid­en seized me long ago. And I tell your high­ness that when she came yes­ter­day and said to me, as to the last camp fol­low­er, ‘Be off, serv­ing-man! go up, for thy mas­ter is ly­ing there!’ I came near twist­ing her head like a star­ling; for I thought that she had stabbed you with a knife or shot you from a pis­tol.”

			“You know that I do not like to have any­one man­age in my house like a gray goose. It is well that you did not do as you say, for I should have giv­en or­ders to nip you with those pin­cers which were heat­ed for Plas­ka. Keep away from her!”

			“I sent Plas­ka back. He was ter­ri­bly as­ton­ished, not know­ing why he was brought nor why he was sent home. He want­ed some­thing for his fa­tigue, ‘be­cause this,’ said he, ‘is loss in my trade;’ but I told him, ‘You bear home a sound skin as re­ward.’ Do we re­al­ly march to­mor­row for Podlyasye?”

			“As God is in heav­en. Are the troops sent off ac­cord­ing to my or­ders?”

			“The cav­al­ry has gone al­ready to Kyedani, whence it is to march to Kovno and wait there. Our Pol­ish squadrons are here yet; I did not like to send them in ad­vance. The men seem re­li­able; still they might meet the con­fed­er­ates. Glovbich will go with us; al­so the Cos­sacks un­der Vrotyn­s­ki. Karl­ström march­es with the Swedes in the van­guard. He has or­ders to ex­ter­mi­nate rebels, and es­pe­cial­ly peas­ants on the way.”

			“That is well.”

			“Kyritz with in­fantry is to march slow­ly, so that we may have some­one to fall back up­on in dif­fi­cul­ty. If we are to ad­vance like a thun­der­bolt—and our en­tire cal­cu­la­tion lies in swift­ness—I do not know whether the Prus­sian and Swedish cav­al­ry will be use­ful. It is a pity that the Pol­ish squadrons are not re­li­able; for be­tween us, there is noth­ing su­pe­ri­or to Pol­ish cav­al­ry.”

			“Has the ar­tillery gone?”

			“It has.”

			“And Pat­ter­son too?”

			“No, Pat­ter­son is here; he is nurs­ing Ket­tling, of whom he is very fond, and who wound­ed him­self rather bad­ly with his own sword. If I did not know Ket­tling to be a dar­ing of­fi­cer, I should think that he had cut him­self of pur­pose to avoid the cam­paign.”

			“It will be need­ful to leave about a hun­dred men here, al­so in Rossyeni and in Kyedani. The Swedish gar­risons are small, and De la Gardie, as it is, is ask­ing men ev­ery day from Löwen­haupt. Be­sides, when we march out, the rebels, for­get­ting the de­feat of Shavli, will raise their heads.”

			“They are grow­ing strong as it is. I have heard again that the Swedes are cut down in Telshi.”

			“By no­bles or peas­ants?”

			“By peas­ants un­der the lead­er­ship of a priest; but there are par­ties of no­bles, par­tic­u­lar­ly near Lau­da.”

			“The Lau­da men have gone out un­der Volody­ovs­ki.”

			“There is a mul­ti­tude of youths and old men at home. These have tak­en arms, for they are war­riors by blood.”

			“The re­bel­lion can do noth­ing with­out mon­ey.”

			“But we shall get a sup­ply of that in Bille­viche.”

			“A man must be a ge­nius like your high­ness to find means in ev­ery­thing.”

			“There is more es­teem in this coun­try,” said Bo­guslav, with a bit­ter smile, “for the man who can please the queen and the no­bles. Nei­ther ge­nius nor virtue has val­ue. It is lucky that I am al­so a prince of the Em­pire, and there­fore they will not tie me by the legs to a pine-tree. If I could on­ly have the rev­enues reg­u­lar­ly from my es­tates, I should not care for the Com­mon­wealth.”

			“But will they not con­fis­cate these es­tates?”

			“We will first con­fis­cate Podlyasye, if not all Lithua­nia. Now sum­mon Pat­ter­son.”

			Sakovich went out, and re­turned soon with Pat­ter­son. At Bo­guslav’s bed­side a coun­cil was held, at which it was de­ter­mined to move be­fore day­light next morn­ing and go to Podlyasye by forced march­es. The prince felt so much bet­ter in the evening that he feast­ed with the of­fi­cers and amused him­self with jests till late, lis­ten­ing with plea­sure to the neigh­ing of hors­es and the clat­ter of arms in the squadrons pre­par­ing to march. At times he breathed deeply, and stretched him­self in the chair.

			“I see that this cam­paign will bring back my health,” said he to the of­fi­cers, “for amid all these ne­go­ti­a­tions and amuse­ments I have ne­glect­ed the field no­tably. But I hope in God that the con­fed­er­ates and our ex-car­di­nal (the king) in Poland will feel my hand.”

			To this Pat­ter­son made bold to an­swer: “It is lucky that Delilah did not clip Sam­son’s hair.”

			Bo­guslav looked at him for a while with a strange ex­pres­sion, from which the Scot was grow­ing con­fused; but af­ter a time the coun­te­nance of the prince grew bright with a threat­en­ing smile, and he said—

			“If Sapye­ha is my pil­lar, I will shake him so that the whole Com­mon­wealth will fall on his head.”

			The con­ver­sa­tion was car­ried on in Ger­man; there­fore all the for­eign of­fi­cers un­der­stood it per­fect­ly, and an­swered in cho­rus—

			“Amen!”

			The col­umn, with Bo­guslav at the head of it, marched be­fore day­break next morn­ing. The Prus­sian no­bles whom the bril­liant court at­tract­ed, be­gan at the same time to re­turn to their homes. Af­ter them marched to Tylt­sa those who in Tau­ro­gi had sought refuge from the ter­rors of war, and to whom now Tylt­sa seemed safer. On­ly Bille­vich, Olen­ka, and Pan­na Kul­vyets re­mained, not count­ing Ket­tling and the old of­fi­cer Braun, who held com­mand over the slen­der gar­ri­son.

			Bille­vich, af­ter that blow of the ham­mer, lay for some days bleed­ing from the mouth at in­ter­vals; but since no bone was bro­ken, he re­cov­ered by de­grees and be­gan to think of flight.

			Mean­while an of­fi­cial came from Bille­viche with a let­ter from Bo­guslav him­self. The sword-bear­er did not wish at first to read the let­ter, but soon changed his mind, fol­low­ing in this the ad­vice of Olen­ka, who thought it bet­ter to know all the plans of the en­e­my.

			
				Very Gra­cious Pan Bille­vich!—Con­cor­dia res par­vae cres­cunt; dis­cor­dia max­i­mae dil­l­abun­tar (By con­cord small things grow great; by dis­cord the great­est are ru­ined)! The fates brought it about that we did not part in such har­mo­ny as my love for you and your charm­ing niece de­mands, in which God knows I am not to blame, for you know your­self that you fed me with in­grat­i­tude in re­turn for my sin­cere in­ten­tions. But for friend­ship’s sake what in done in anger should not be re­mem­bered; I think, there­fore, that you will ex­cuse my deeds of im­pulse, be­cause of the in­jus­tice which I ex­pe­ri­enced at your hands. I, too, for­give you from my heart, as Chris­tian char­i­ty en­joins, and I wish to re­turn to a good un­der­stand­ing. To give you a proof that no of­fence has re­mained in my heart, I have not thought it prop­er to refuse the ser­vice which you have asked of me, and I ac­cept your mon­ey.

			

			Here Bille­vich stopped read­ing, struck the ta­ble with his fist, and cried—

			“He will see me in dreams rather than re­ceive one coin from my cas­kets!”

			“Read on!” said Olen­ka.

			Bille­vich raised the let­ter again to his eyes.

			
				“Not wish­ing to trou­ble you and ex­pose your health to haz­ard in the present stormy times while get­ting this mon­ey, we have or­dered our­selves to get it and count it.”

			

			At this point Bille­vich’s voice failed, and the let­ter fell from his hands to the floor. For a while it seemed that speech was tak­en from the no­ble, for he on­ly caught af­ter his hair and pulled it with all his pow­er.

			“Strike, whoso be­lieves in God!” cried he at last.

			“One in­jus­tice the more, the pun­ish­ment of God near­er; for the mea­sure will soon be filled,” said Olen­ka.

		
	
		
			LXXXVI

			The de­spair of the sword-bear­er was so great that Olen­ka had to com­fort him, and give as­sur­ance that the mon­ey was not to be looked on as lost, for the let­ter it­self would serve as a note; and Radzivill, the mas­ter of so many es­tates in Lithua­nia and Rus­sia, had some­thing from which to re­cov­er.

			But since it was dif­fi­cult to fore­see what might still meet them, es­pe­cial­ly if Bo­guslav re­turned to Tau­ro­gi vic­to­ri­ous, they be­gan to think of flight the more ea­ger­ly.

			Olen­ka ad­vised to de­fer ev­ery­thing till Ket­tling’s re­cov­ery; for Braun was a gloomy and surly old sol­dier, car­ry­ing out com­mands blind­ly, and it was im­pos­si­ble to in­flu­ence him.

			As to Ket­tling, the la­dy knew well that he had wound­ed him­self to re­main in Tau­ro­gi; hence her deep faith that he would do ev­ery­thing to aid her. It is true that con­science dis­turbed her in­ces­sant­ly with the ques­tion whether for self-safe­ty she had the right to sac­ri­fice the ca­reer, and per­haps the life, of an­oth­er; but the ter­rors hang­ing over her in Tau­ro­gi were so dread­ful that they sur­passed a hun­dred­fold the dan­gers to which Ket­tling could be ex­posed.

			Ket­tling, as an ex­cel­lent of­fi­cer, might find ser­vice, and a more no­ble ser­vice, else­where, and with it pow­er­ful pro­tec­tors, such as the king. Pan Sapye­ha, or Pan Charnyet­s­ki; and he would, be­sides, serve a just cause, and would find a ca­reer grate­ful to that coun­try which had re­ceived him as an ex­ile. Death threat­ened him on­ly in case he fell in­to Bo­guslav’s hands; but Bo­guslav did not com­mand yet the whole Com­mon­wealth.

			Olen­ka ceased to hes­i­tate; and when the health of the young of­fi­cer had im­proved, she sent for him.

			Ket­tling stood be­fore her, pale, ema­ci­at­ed, with­out a drop of blood in his face, but al­ways full of re­spect, homage, and sub­mis­sion. At sight of him tears came to Olen­ka’s eyes; for he was the on­ly friend­ly soul in Tau­ro­gi, and at the same time so thin and suf­fer­ing that when Olen­ka asked how his health was, he an­swered—

			“Alas, my la­dy, health is re­turn­ing, and it would be so pleas­ant to die.”

			“You should leave this ser­vice,” said she, look­ing at him with sym­pa­thy; “for such an hon­or­able man needs as­sur­ance that he is serv­ing a just cause and a wor­thy mas­ter.”

			“Alas!” re­peat­ed the of­fi­cer.

			“When will your ser­vice end?”

			“In half a year.”

			Olen­ka was silent awhile; then she raised her won­der­ful eyes, which at that mo­ment had ceased to be stern, and said—

			“Lis­ten to me. I will speak to you as to a broth­er, as to a sin­cere con­fi­dant. You can, and you should re­sign.”

			When she had said this, she con­fessed to him ev­ery­thing—both their plans of es­cape, and that she re­lied on his as­sis­tance. She rep­re­sent­ed to him that he could find ser­vice ev­ery­where, and a ser­vice as good as was his spir­it, and hon­or­able as knight­ly hon­or could ob­tain. At last she fin­ished with the fol­low­ing words:—

			“I shall be grate­ful to you till death. I wish to take refuge un­der the guardian­ship of God, and to make a vow to the Lord in a clois­ter. But wher­ev­er you may be, far or near, in war or in peace, I shall pray for you. I will im­plore God to give peace and hap­pi­ness to my broth­er and bene­fac­tor; for I can give him noth­ing save grat­i­tude and prayer.”

			Here her voice trem­bled; and the of­fi­cer lis­tened to her words, grow­ing pale as a ker­chief. At last he knelt, put both hands to his fore­head, and said, in a voice like a groan—

			“I can­not, my la­dy; I can­not!”

			“Do you refuse me?” asked Olen­ka, with amaze­ment.

			“O great, mer­ci­ful God!” said he. “From child­hood no lie has risen on my lips, no un­just deed has ev­er stained me. While still a youth, I de­fend­ed with this weak hand my king and coun­try. Why, Lord, dost Thou pun­ish me so griev­ous­ly, and send on me suf­fer­ing for which, as Thou seest, strength fails me?” Here he turned to Olen­ka: “My la­dy, you do not know what an or­der is for a sol­dier. In obe­di­ence is not on­ly his du­ty, but his hon­or and rep­u­ta­tion. An oath binds me, my la­dy—and more than an oath, the word of a knight—that I shall not throw up my ser­vice be­fore the time, and that I will ful­fil what be­longs to it blind­ly. I am a sol­dier and a no­ble; and, so help me God, nev­er in my life will I fol­low the ex­am­ple of those who be­tray hon­or and ser­vice. And I will not break my word, even at your com­mand, at your prayer, though I say this in suf­fer­ing and pain. If, hav­ing an or­der not to let any­one out of Tau­ro­gi, I were on guard at the gate, and if you your­self wished to pass against the or­der, you would pass on­ly over my corpse. You did not know me, my la­dy; and you were mis­tak­en in me. But have pity on me; un­der­stand that I can­not aid you to es­cape. I ought not to hear of such a thing. The or­der is ex­press, for Braun and the five re­main­ing of­fi­cers of us here have re­ceived it. My God, my God! if I had fore­seen such an or­der, I should have pre­ferred to go on the cam­paign. I shall not con­vince you; you will not be­lieve me. And still God sees—let God judge me af­ter death whether it is true—that I would give my life with­out hes­i­ta­tion. But my hon­or—I can­not, I can­not!”

			Then Ket­tling wrung his hands, was silent from ex­haus­tion, and be­gan to breathe quick­ly.

			Olen­ka had not re­cov­ered yet from her amaze­ment. She had not time to pause, or es­ti­mate prop­er­ly that spir­it, ex­cep­tion­al in its no­ble­ness. She felt on­ly that the last plank of sal­va­tion was slip­ping from her hands, the on­ly means of es­cape from hat­ed cap­tiv­i­ty was fail­ing her. But still she tried to re­sist.

			“I am,” said she, af­ter a while, “the grand­daugh­ter and the daugh­ter of a sol­dier. My grand­fa­ther and fa­ther al­so val­ued hon­or above life; but, pre­cise­ly for that rea­son, they would not let them­selves be used blind­ly for ev­ery ser­vice.”

			Ket­tling drew, with trem­bling hand, from his coat a let­ter, gave it to Olen­ka, and said—

			“Judge, my la­dy, if this com­mand does not con­cern ser­vice.”

			Olen­ka cast her eyes over the let­ter, and read as fol­lows:—

			
				“Since it has come to our knowl­edge that Bille­vich, the sword-bear­er of Rossyeni, in­tends to leave our res­i­dence in se­cret, with plans hos­tile to us—name­ly, to ex­cite his ac­quain­tances, con­nec­tions, rel­a­tives, and clients to re­bel­lion against his Swedish Majesty and us—we rec­om­mend to the of­fi­cers re­main­ing in gar­ri­son at Tau­ro­gi to guard Bille­vich and his niece as hostages and pris­on­ers of war, and not to per­mit their flight un­der pain of loss of hon­or and court-mar­tial,” etc.

			

			“The or­der came from the first stop­ping-place af­ter the de­par­ture of the prince,” said Ket­tling; “there­fore it is in writ­ing.”

			“The will of God be done!” said Olen­ka, af­ter a while. “It is ac­com­plished!”

			Ket­tling felt that he ought to go; still he did not stir. His pale lips moved from mo­ment to mo­ment, as if he wished to say some­thing and could not get the voice.

			He was op­pressed by the de­sire to fall at her feet and im­plore for­give­ness; but on the oth­er hand he felt that she had enough of her own mis­for­tune, and he found a cer­tain wild de­light in this—that he was suf­fer­ing and would suf­fer with­out com­plaint.

			At last he bowed and went out in si­lence; but in the cor­ri­dor he tore the ban­dages from his fresh wound, and fell faint­ing to the floor. When an hour lat­er the palace guard found him ly­ing near the stair­case and took him to the bar­racks, he be­came se­ri­ous­ly ill and did not leave his bed for a fort­night.

			Olen­ka, af­ter the de­par­ture of Ket­tling, re­mained some time as if dazed. Death had seemed to her more like­ly to come than that re­fusal; and there­fore, at first, in spite of all her firm tem­per of spir­it, strength, en­er­gy failed her; she felt weak, like an or­di­nary wom­an, and though she re­peat­ed un­con­scious­ly, “Let the will of God be done!” sor­row for the dis­ap­point­ment rose above her res­ig­na­tion, co­pi­ous and bit­ter tears flowed from her eyes.

			At that mo­ment her un­cle en­tered, and look­ing at his niece, di­vined at once that she had evil news to im­part; hence he asked quick­ly—

			“For God’s sake, what is it?”

			“Ket­tling re­fus­es!”

			“All here are ruf­fi­ans, scoundrels, arch-curs! How is this? And he will not help?”

			“Not on­ly will he not help,” an­swered she, com­plain­ing like a lit­tle child, “but he says that he will pre­vent, even should it come to him to die.”

			“Why? by the Lord’s wounds, why?”

			“For such is our fate! Ket­tling is not a traitor; but such is our fate, for we are the most un­hap­py of all peo­ple.”

			“May the thun­der­bolts crush all those heretics!” cried Bille­vich. “They at­tack virtue, plun­der, steal, im­prison. Would that all might per­ish! It is not for hon­est peo­ple to live in such times!”

			Here he be­gan to walk with hur­ried step through the cham­ber, threat­en­ing with his fists; at last he said, grit­ting his teeth—

			“The vo­evo­da of Vil­na was bet­ter; I pre­fer a thou­sand times even Kmi­ta to these per­fumed ruf­fi­ans with­out hon­or and con­science.”

			When Olen­ka said noth­ing, but be­gan to cry still more, Bille­vich grew mild, and af­ter a while said—

			“Do not weep. Kmi­ta came to my mind on­ly be­cause that he at least would have been able to wrest us out of this Baby­lo­ni­an cap­tiv­i­ty. He would have giv­en it to all the Brauns, Ket­tlings, Pat­ter­sons, to Bo­guslav him­self! But they are all the same type of traitors. Weep not! You can do noth­ing with weep­ing; here it is nec­es­sary to coun­sel. Ket­tling will not help—may he be twist­ed! We will do with­out him. You have as it were a man’s courage in you, but in dif­fi­cul­ty you are on­ly able to sob. What does Ket­tling say?”

			“He says that the prince has giv­en or­ders to guard us as pris­on­ers of war, fear­ing, Un­cle, that you would col­lect a par­ty and go to the con­fed­er­ates.”

			Bille­vich put his hands on his hips: “Ha, ha, ha! he is afraid, the scoundrel! And he is right, for I will do so, as God is in heav­en.”

			“Hav­ing a com­mand re­lat­ing to ser­vice, Ket­tling must car­ry it out on his hon­or.”

			“Well! we shall get on with­out the as­sis­tance of heretics.”

			Olen­ka wiped her eyes. “And does my un­cle think it is pos­si­ble?”

			“I think it is nec­es­sary; and if it is nec­es­sary it is pos­si­ble, though we had to let our­selves down by ropes from these win­dows.”

			“It was wrong for me to shed tears; let us make plans as quick­ly as we can.”

			Her tears were dry, her brows con­tract­ed again from thought and her for­mer en­durance and en­er­gy.

			It ap­peared, in fact, that Bille­vich could find no help, and that the imag­i­na­tion of the la­dy was much rich­er in means. But it was dif­fi­cult for her, since it was clear that they were guard­ed care­ful­ly.

			They de­ter­mined, there­fore, not to try be­fore the first news came from Bo­guslav. In this they placed all their hope, trust­ing that the pun­ish­ment of God would come on the traitor and the dis­hon­or­able man. Be­sides, he might fall, he might be con­fined to his bed, he might be killed by Sapye­ha, and then with­out fail there would rise in all Tau­ro­gi a pan­ic, and the gate would not be guard­ed so care­ful­ly.

			“I know Sapye­ha,” said Bille­vich, com­fort­ing him­self and Olen­ka; “he is a slow war­rior, but ac­cu­rate and won­der­ful­ly stub­born. An ex­am­ple of this, his loy­al­ty to the king and coun­try. He pledged and sold ev­ery­thing, and thus has gained a pow­er be­fore which Bo­guslav is as noth­ing. One is a dig­ni­fied sen­a­tor, the oth­er a fop; one a true Catholic, the oth­er a heretic; one is clev­er­ness it­self, the oth­er a wa­ter-burn­er. With whom may vic­to­ry and the bless­ing of God be? This Radzivill might well yield to Sapye­ha’s day. Just as if there are not pun­ish­ment and jus­tice in this world! We will wait for news, and pray for Sapye­ha’s suc­cess.”

			Then they be­gan to wait; but a month passed—long, weari­some for af­flict­ed hearts—be­fore the first couri­er came; and he was sent not to Tau­ro­gi, but to Stein­bock in Roy­al Prus­sia.

			Ket­tling, who from the time of the last con­ver­sa­tion dared not ap­pear be­fore Olen­ka’s eyes, sent her at once a card with the fol­low­ing an­nounce­ment:—

			
				“Prince Bo­guslav has de­feat­ed Pan Kryshtof Sapye­ha near Bran­sk; some squadrons of cav­al­ry and in­fantry are cut to pieces. He is march­ing on Tykotsin, where Horotkye­vich is sta­tioned.”

			

			For Olen­ka this was sim­ply a thun­der­bolt. The great­ness of a lead­er and the brav­ery of a knight meant for her the same thing. Since she had seen Bo­guslav, at Tau­ro­gi, over­com­ing the most valiant knights with ease, she imag­ined him to her­self, es­pe­cial­ly af­ter that news, as an evil but in­vin­ci­ble pow­er, against which no one could stand.

			The hope that Bo­guslav might be de­feat­ed died in her com­plete­ly. In vain did her un­cle qui­et her and com­fort her with this—that the prince had not yet met Sapye­ha; in vain did he guar­an­tee to her that the very dig­ni­ty of het­man with which the king had in­vest­ed him re­cent­ly, must give pos­i­tive pre­pon­der­ance over Bo­guslav; she did not be­lieve this, she dared not.

			“Who can con­quer Bo­guslav; who can meet him?” asked she, con­tin­u­al­ly.

			Fur­ther news seemed to con­firm her fears.

			A few days lat­er Ket­tling sent an­oth­er card with in­for­ma­tion touch­ing the de­feat of Horotkye­vich and the cap­ture of Tykotsin. “All Podlyasye,” writes he, “is in the hands of the prince, who, with­out wait­ing for Sapye­ha, is mov­ing against him with forced march­es.”

			“And Sapye­ha will be rout­ed!” thought the maid­en.

			Mean­while news from oth­er di­rec­tions flew to them, like a swal­low herald­ing spring­time. To that seashore of the Com­mon­wealth this news came late; but be­cause of its late­ness it was decked in all the rain­bow gleams of won­der­ful leg­end from the first ages of Chris­tian­i­ty, when saints pro­claim­ing truth and jus­tice still trav­elled over the earth.

			“Chen­sto­ho­va! Chen­sto­ho­va!” was re­peat­ed by ev­ery mouth.

			Ice thawed from hearts which bloomed like flow­ers in the earth warmed by the sun of spring. “Chen­sto­ho­va has de­fend­ed it­self. Men had seen the Queen of Poland Her­self (the Vir­gin Mary) shield­ing the walls with Her heav­en­ly man­tle; the bombs of the rob­bers at Her holy feet, crouch­ing like house-dogs; the hands of the Swedes were with­ered, their mus­kets grew fast to their faces, till they re­treat­ed in ter­ror and shame.”

			Men, strangers to one an­oth­er, when they heard these tid­ings fell the one in­to the em­braces of the oth­er, weep­ing from de­light. Oth­ers com­plained that the tid­ings came too late.

			“But we were here in weep­ing,” said they, “we were in pain, we lived in tor­ment so long, when we should have been re­joic­ing.”

			Then it be­gan to roar through the whole Com­mon­wealth, and ter­ri­ble thun­ders were heard from the Eu­x­ine to the Baltic, so that the waves of both seas were trem­bling; then faith­ful peo­ple, pi­ous peo­ple rose up like a storm in de­fence of their queen. Con­so­la­tion en­tered all hearts, all eyes were flash­ing with fire; what hith­er­to had seemed ter­ri­ble and in­vin­ci­ble grew small in their eyes.

			“Who will fin­ish him?” said Bille­vich. “Who will be his equal? Now do you know who? The Most Holy La­dy.”

			The old man and his niece lay for whole days in the form of a cross, thank­ing God for his mer­cy on the Com­mon­wealth, and doubt­ing their own res­cue no longer.

			But for a long pe­ri­od there was si­lence con­cern­ing Bo­guslav, as if he with all his forces had fall­en in­to wa­ter. The of­fi­cers re­main­ing in Tau­ro­gi be­gan to be dis­qui­et­ed and to think of their un­cer­tain fu­ture. They would have pre­ferred de­feat to that deep si­lence. But no news could come, for just then the ter­ri­ble Babinich was rush­ing with his Tar­tars in front of the prince and stop­ping all couri­ers.

		
	
		
			LXXXVII

			But a cer­tain day Pan­na Anu­sia Bor­zobo­gati ar­rived at Tau­ro­gi with a con­voy of some tens of sol­diers.

			Braun re­ceived her very po­lite­ly, for he had to do so, since he was thus com­mand­ed by a let­ter from Sakovich, signed by Bo­guslav him­self, en­join­ing him to have ev­ery re­gard for this la­dy-in-wait­ing of Princess Grisel­da Vish­nyevet­s­ki. The young la­dy her­self was full of vi­vac­i­ty; from the first mo­ment she be­gan to pierce Braun with her eyes, so that the sullen Ger­man moved about as if some­one were touch­ing him with fire; she be­gan al­so to com­mand oth­er of­fi­cers—in a word, to man­age in Tau­ro­gi as in her own house. In the evening of the same day she made the ac­quain­tance of Olen­ka, who re­ceived her with dis­trust, it is true, but po­lite­ly, in the hope that she would get news from her.

			In fact, Anu­sia had news in plen­ty. Her con­ver­sa­tion be­gan with Chen­sto­ho­va, since the pris­on­ers in Tau­ro­gi were most ea­ger for that news. The sword-bear­er lis­tened with spe­cial dili­gence; he held his hands be­hind his ears so as to lose no word, mere­ly in­ter­rupt­ing Anu­sia’s nar­ra­tive from time to time with the ex­cla­ma­tion—

			“Praise be to God on high!”

			“It is a won­der to me,” said Anu­sia, at last, “that news of these mir­a­cles of the Most Holy La­dy have on­ly just reached you, for that is an old sto­ry. I was still in Zamost, and Pan Babinich had not come for me—ai! how many weeks was it be­fore that? Then they be­gan to beat the Swedes ev­ery­where, in Great Poland and with us; but most of all Pan Charnyet­s­ki, be­fore whose very name they fly.”

			“Oh, Charnyet­s­ki!” cried the sword-bear­er, rub­bing his hands; “he will give them pep­per! I heard of him even from the Ukraine, as of a great war­rior.”

			Anu­sia mere­ly shook her dress, and ex­claimed to her­self with aver­sion, as if it were a ques­tion of the small­est mat­ter: “Oh, it is all over with the Swedes!”

			Old Pan Tomash could not re­strain him­self. Seiz­ing her small hand, he buried the lit­tle thing en­tire­ly in his enor­mous mus­tach­es and kissed it ea­ger­ly; at last he cried—

			“Oh, my beau­ty! hon­ey flows from your mouth, as God is dear to me! It can­not be but an an­gel has come to Tau­ro­gi.”

			Anu­sia be­gan at once to twist the ends of her tress­es, tied with rosy rib­bons, and cut­ting with her eyes from un­der her brows, said—

			“Oh, it is far from me to the an­gels! But the het­mans of the king­dom have be­gun to beat the Swedes, and all the quar­ter sol­diers with them, and the knights; and they have formed a con­fed­er­a­tion in Tyshovt­si. The king has joined it, and they have giv­en out man­i­festoes; even the peas­ants are beat­ing the Swedes, and the Most Holy La­dy gives Her bless­ing.”

			She spoke as if a bird were war­bling, but from that war­bling Bille­vich’s heart grew soft, though some of the news was al­ready known to him. He bel­lowed at last like an au­rochs from de­light; tears, too, be­gan to flow over the face of Olen­ka, silent and many.

			See­ing this, Anu­sia, hav­ing a good heart from na­ture, sprang to her at once, and putting her arms around her neck, be­gan to say quick­ly—

			“Do not cry; I am sor­ry for you, and can­not see you shed tears. Why do you weep?”

			There was so much sin­cer­i­ty in her voice that Olen­ka’s dis­trust van­ished at once; but the poor girl wept still more.

			“You are so beau­ti­ful,” said Anu­sia, com­fort­ing her. “Why do you cry?”

			“From joy,” an­swered Olen­ka, “but al­so from suf­fer­ing; for we are here in griev­ous cap­tiv­i­ty, know­ing nei­ther the day nor the hour.”

			“How is that? Are you not with Prince Bo­guslav?”

			“That traitor! that heretic!” roared Bille­vich.

			“The same has hap­pened to me,” said Anu­sia; “but I do not cry for that rea­son. I do not de­ny that the prince is a traitor and a heretic; but he is a cour­te­ous cav­a­lier, and re­spects our sex.”

			“God grant that in hell they will re­spect him in the same fash­ion! Young la­dy, you know him not, for he has not at­tacked you as he has this maid­en. He is an arch-ruf­fi­an, and that Sakovich is an­oth­er. God give Sapye­ha to de­feat them both!”

			“As to de­feat­ing, he will de­feat them. Prince Bo­guslav is ter­ri­bly sick, and he has not a great force. It is true that he ad­vanced quick­ly, scat­tered some squadrons, and took Tykotsin and me; but it is not for him to mea­sure with the forces of Pan Sapye­ha. You may trust me, for I saw both armies. With Pan Sapye­ha are the great­est cav­a­liers, who will be able to man­age Prince Bo­guslav.”

			“Well, do you see! have I not told you?” asked the old man, turn­ing to Olen­ka.

			“I know Prince Bo­guslav from of old,” con­tin­ued Anu­sia, “for he is a rel­a­tive of the Vish­nyevet­skis and Zamoys­ki; he came once to us at Lub­ni, when Prince Yere­mi him­self was cam­paign­ing against the Tar­tars in the Wilder­ness. He re­mem­bered that I was at home there and near­est the princess. I was such a lit­tle thing then, not as I am to­day. My God! who could think at that time that he would be a traitor? But grieve not; for ei­ther he will fail to re­turn, or we shall es­cape from this place in some way.”

			“We have tried that al­ready,” said Olen­ka.

			“And you did not suc­ceed?”

			“How could we?” asked Bille­vich. “We told the se­cret to an of­fi­cer whom we thought ready to aid us; but it turned out that he was ready to hin­der, not to help. Se­nior­i­ty over all here is with Braun—the Dev­il him­self could not win that man.”

			Anu­sia dropped her eyes.

			“Maybe I can. If Pan Sapye­ha would on­ly come, so that we might have some­one with whom to take refuge.”

			“God give him at the ear­li­est,” an­swered Pan Tomash, “for among his men we have many rel­a­tives, ac­quain­tances, and friends. Among them, too, are for­mer of­fi­cers of the great Yere­mi—Volody­ovs­ki, Skshetus­ki, Za­glo­ba—I know them.”

			“But they are not with Sapye­ha. Oh, if they were, es­pe­cial­ly Volody­ovs­ki, for Shshetus­ki is mar­ried, I should not be here, for Pan Volody­ovs­ki would not let him­self be picked up as Pan Kotchyts did.”

			“He is a great cav­a­lier,” said Bille­vich.

			“The glo­ry of the whole Com­mon­wealth,” added Olen­ka.

			“Have they not fall­en, since you did not see them?”

			“Oh, no!” an­swered Anu­sia, “for the loss of such knights would be spo­ken of; but noth­ing was said. You do not know them, they will nev­er yield; on­ly a bul­let will kill them, for no man can stand be­fore Skshetus­ki, Za­glo­ba, or Pan Michael. Though Pan Michael is small, I re­mem­ber what Prince Yere­mi said of him—that if the fate of the whole Com­mon­wealth de­pend­ed on a bat­tle be­tween one man and an­oth­er, he would choose Pan Michael for the bat­tle. He was the man who con­quered Bo­gun. Oh, no, Pan Michael will help him­self al­ways.”

			Bille­vich, sat­is­fied that he had some­one with whom to talk, be­gan to walk with long strides through the room, ask­ing—

			“Well, well! Then do you know Pan Volody­ovs­ki so in­ti­mate­ly?”

			“Yes; for we lived in the same place so many years.”

			“In­deed! Then cer­tain­ly not with­out love!”

			“I’m not to blame for that,” an­swered Anu­sia, tak­ing a timid pos­ture; “but be­fore this time sure­ly Pan Michael is mar­ried.”

			“And he is just not mar­ried.”

			“Even if he were, it is all one to me.”

			“God grant you to meet! But I am trou­bled be­cause you say that they are not with the het­man, for with such sol­diers vic­to­ry would be eas­i­er.”

			“There is some­one there who is worth them all.”

			“Who is he?”

			“Pan Babinich from Vi­tyeb­sk. Have you heard of him?”

			“Not a word; which is a won­der to me.”

			Anu­sia be­gan to re­late the his­to­ry of her de­par­ture from Zamost, and ev­ery­thing that hap­pened on the road. Babinich grew in her nar­ra­tive to such a mighty hero that the sword-bear­er was at a loss to know who he was.

			“I know all Lithua­nia,” said he. “There are hous­es, it is true, with sim­i­lar names, such as Babonaubek, Ba­bill, Babi­novs­ki, Babin­s­ki, and Babis­ki. Babinich I have not heard, and I think it must be an as­sumed name; for many who are in par­ties take such names, so that their prop­er­ty and rel­a­tives may not suf­fer from the en­e­my. Hm! Babinich! He is some fiery cav­a­lier, since he was able to set­tle Zamoys­ki in that fash­ion.”

			“Oh, how fiery!” cried Anu­sia.

			The old man fell in­to good hu­mor. “How is that?” asked he, stop­ping be­fore Anu­sia and putting his hands on his hips.

			“If I tell you, you’ll sup­pose God knows what.”

			“God pre­serve me, I will sup­pose noth­ing.”

			“Bare­ly had we come out of Zamost when Pan Babinich told me that some­one else had oc­cu­pied his heart, and though he re­ceived no rent, still he did not think of chang­ing the ten­ant.”

			“And do you be­lieve that?”

			“Of course I be­lieve it,” an­swered Anu­sia, with great vi­vac­i­ty; “he must be in love to his ears, since af­ter so long a time—since—since—”

			“Oh, there is some ‘since he would not,’ ” said the old man, laugh­ing.

			“But I say that,” re­peat­ed Anu­sia, stamp­ing her foot, “since—Well, we shall soon hear of him.”

			“God grant it!”

			“And I will tell you why. As of­ten as Pan Babinich men­tioned Prince Bo­guslav, his face grew white, and his teeth squeaked like doors.”

			“He will be our friend!” said the sword-bear­er,

			“Cer­tain­ly! And we will flee to him, if he shows him­self.”

			“If I could es­cape from this place, I would have my own par­ty, and you would see that war is no nov­el­ty to me ei­ther, and that this old hand is good for some­thing yet.”

			“Go un­der com­mand of Pan Babinich.”

			“You have a great wish to go un­der his com­mand.”

			They chat­ted yet for a long time in this fash­ion, and al­ways more joy­ous­ly; so that Olen­ka, for­get­ting her grief, be­came no­tably more cheer­ful, and Anu­sia be­gan at last to laugh loud­ly at the sword-bear­er. She was well rest­ed; for at the last halt­ing-place in Rossyeni she had slept sound­ly; she left them then on­ly late in the evening.

			“She is gold, not a maid­en!” said Bille­vich, af­ter she had gone.

			“A sin­cere sort of heart, and I think we shall soon come to con­fi­dence,” an­swered Olen­ka.

			“But you looked at her frown­ing­ly at first.”

			“For I thought that she was some­one sent here. Do I know any­thing sure­ly? I fear ev­ery­one in Tau­ro­gi.”

			“She sent? Per­haps by good spir­its! But she is as full of tricks as a weasel. If I were younger I don’t know to what it might come; even as it is a man is still de­sirous.”

			Olen­ka was de­light­ed, and plac­ing her hands on her knees, she put her head on one side, mim­ick­ing Anu­sia, and look­ing askance at her un­cle.

			“So, dear un­cle! you wish to bake an aunt for me out of that flour?”

			“Oh, be qui­et, be qui­et!” said the sword-bear­er.

			But he laughed and be­gan to twist his mus­tache with his whole hand; af­ter a time he added—

			“Still she roused such a staid wom­an as you; I am cer­tain that great friend­ship will spring up be­tween you.”

			In truth, Pan Tomash was not de­ceived, for in no long time a very live­ly friend­ship was formed be­tween the maid­ens; and it grew more and more, per­haps just for this rea­son—that the two were com­plete op­po­sites. One had dig­ni­ty in her spir­it, depths of feel­ing, in­vin­ci­ble will, and rea­son; the oth­er, with a good heart and pu­ri­ty of thought, was a tuft­ed lark. One, with her calm face, bright tress­es, and an un­speak­able re­pose and charm in her slen­der form, was like an an­cient Psy­che; the oth­er, a re­al brunette, re­mind­ed one rather of an ig­nis fatu­us, which in the night hours en­tices peo­ple in­to path­less places and laughs at their vex­a­tion. The of­fi­cers in Tau­ro­gi, who looked at both ev­ery day, were seized with the de­sire to kiss Olen­ka’s feet, but Anu­sia’s lips.

			Ket­tling, hav­ing the soul of a Scot­tish moun­taineer, hence full of melan­choly, revered and adored Olen­ka; but from the first glance he could not en­dure Anu­sia, who paid him in kind, mak­ing up for her loss­es on Braun and oth­ers, not ex­cept­ing the sword-bear­er of Rossyeni him­self.

			Olen­ka soon won great in­flu­ence over her friend, who with per­fect sin­cer­i­ty of heart said to Pan Tomash—

			“She can say more in two words than I in a whole day.”

			But the dig­ni­fied la­dy could not cure her vain friend of one de­fect, co­quetry; for let Anu­sia on­ly hear the rat­tle of spurs in the cor­ri­dor, im­me­di­ate­ly she would pre­tend that she had for­got­ten some­thing, that she want­ed to see if there were tid­ings from Sapye­ha; would rush in­to the cor­ri­dor, fly like a whirl­wind, and com­ing up against an of­fi­cer, cry out—

			“Oh, how you fright­ened me!”

			Then a con­ver­sa­tion would be­gin, in­ter­min­gled with twist­ing of her skirts, glanc­ing from un­der her brows, and var­i­ous art­ful looks, through the aid of which the hard­est heart may be con­quered.

			This co­quetry Olen­ka took ill of her, all the more that Anu­sia af­ter a few days con­fessed to a se­cret love for Babinich. They dis­cussed this among them­selves more than once.

			“Oth­ers beg like min­strels,” said Anu­sia; “but this drag­on chose to look at his Tar­tars rather than at me, and he nev­er spoke oth­er­wise than in com­mand—‘Come out, my la­dy! eat, my la­dy! drink, my la­dy!’ And if he had been rude at the same time, but he was not; if he had not been painstak­ing, but he was! In Kras­nys­tav I said to my­self, ‘Do not look at me—wait!’ And in Lanch­na I was so over­come that it was ter­ri­ble. I tell you that when I looked in­to his blue eyes, and when he laughed, glad­ness seized me, such a pris­on­er was I.”

			Olen­ka dropped her head, for blue eyes came to her mem­o­ry too; and that one spoke in the same way, and he had com­mand ev­er on his lips, ac­tiv­i­ty ev­er in his face, but nei­ther con­science nor the fear of God.

			Anu­sia, fol­low­ing her own thoughts, con­tin­ued—

			“When he flew over the field on his horse, with his ba­ton, I thought, That is an ea­gle or some het­man. The Tar­tars feared him more than fire. When he came, there had to be obe­di­ence; and when there was a bat­tle, fires were strik­ing him from de­sire of blood. I saw many wor­thy cav­a­liers in Lub­ni, but one such that fear seized me in his pres­ence I have nev­er seen.”

			“If the Lord God has pre­des­tined him to you, you will get him; but that he did not love you, I can­not be­lieve.”

			“As to love, he loves me a lit­tle, but the oth­er more. He told me him­self more than once, ‘It is lucky that I am not able to for­get or cease lov­ing, for it would be bet­ter to con­fide a kid to a wolf than such a maid­en as you are to me.’ ”

			“What did you say to that?”

			“I said, ‘How do you know that I would re­turn your love?’ And he an­swered, ‘I should not have asked you.’ Now, what are you to do with such a man? That oth­er wom­an is fool­ish not to love him, and she must have cal­lous­ness in her heart. I asked what her name is, but he would not tell me. ‘Bet­ter,’ said he, ‘not to touch that, for it is a sore; and an­oth­er sore,’ said he, ‘is the Radzivills—the traitors!’ And then he made such a ter­ri­ble face that I would have hid­den in a mouse-hole. I sim­ply feared him. But what is the use in talk­ing? He is not for me!”

			“Ask Saint Michael for him; I know from Aunt Kul­vyets that he is the best aid in such cas­es. On­ly be care­ful not to of­fend the saint by dup­ing more men.”

			“I nev­er will, ex­cept so much—the least lit­tle bit.”

			Here Anu­sia showed on her fin­ger how much; and she in­di­cat­ed at most about half the length of the nail, so as not to anger Saint Michael.

			“I do not act so from way­ward­ness,” ex­plained she to Bille­vich, who al­so had be­gun to take her fri­vol­ity to heart; “but I must, for if these of­fi­cers do not help us we shall nev­er es­cape.”

			“Braun will not let us out.”

			“Braun is over­come!” replied Anu­sia, with a thin voice, drop­ping her eyes.

			“But Fitz-Gre­go­ry?”

			“He is over­come too!” with a voice still thin­ner.

			“And Ot­ten­hagen?”

			“Over­come!”

			“And Von Irhen?”

			“Over­come!”

			“May the for­est sur­round you! I see that Ket­tling is the on­ly man whom you could not man­age.”

			“I can­not en­dure him! But some­one else will man­age him. Be­sides, we can go with­out his per­mis­sion.”

			“And you think that when we wish to flee they will not hin­der?”

			“They will go with us!” said Anu­sia, stretch­ing her neck and blink­ing.

			“For God’s sake! then why do we stay here? I should like to be far away this day.”

			But from the con­sul­ta­tion which fol­lowed at once, it ap­peared need­ful to await the de­ci­sion of Bo­guslav’s fate and Pan Sapye­ha’s ar­rival in the neigh­bor­hood of Jmud. Oth­er­wise they would be threat­ened by ter­ri­ble de­struc­tion from even their own peo­ple. The so­ci­ety of for­eign of­fi­cers not on­ly would not be a de­fence, but would add to their dan­ger; for the peas­ants were so ter­ri­bly en­ven­omed against for­eign­ers that they mur­dered with­out mer­cy ev­ery­one who did not wear a Pol­ish dress. Even Pol­ish dig­ni­taries wear­ing for­eign cos­tume, not to speak of Aus­tri­an and French diplo­mats, could not trav­el save un­der the pro­tec­tion of pow­er­ful bod­ies of troops.

			“You will be­lieve me, for I have passed through the whole coun­try,” said Anu­sia. “In the first vil­lage, in the first for­est, rav­agers would kill us with­out ask­ing who we are. It is im­pos­si­ble to flee ex­cept to an army.”

			“But I shall have my own par­ty.”

			“Be­fore you could col­lect it, be­fore you could reach a vil­lage where you are known, you would lose your life. News from Prince Bo­guslav must come soon. I have or­dered Braun to in­form me at once.”

			But Braun re­port­ed noth­ing for a long time.

			Ket­tling, how­ev­er, be­gan to vis­it Olen­ka; for she, meet­ing him on a cer­tain day, ex­tend­ed her hand to him. The young of­fi­cer proph­e­sied evil from this pro­found si­lence. Ac­cord­ing to him the prince, out of re­gard for the elec­tor and the Swedes, would not hold si­lence touch­ing the least vic­to­ry, and would rather ex­ag­ger­ate by de­scrip­tion than weak­en by si­lence the sig­nif­i­cance of re­al suc­cess­es.

			“I do not sup­pose that he is cut to pieces,” said the young of­fi­cer; “but he is sure­ly in such a dif­fi­cult po­si­tion that it is hard to find a way out.”

			“All tid­ings ar­rive here so late,” said Olen­ka, “and the best proof is that we learned first from Pan­na Bor­zobo­gati, the par­tic­u­lars of the mirac­u­lous de­fence of Chen­sto­ho­va.”

			“I, my la­dy, knew of that long ago, but, as a for­eign­er, not know­ing the val­ue which that place has for Poles, I did not men­tion it. That in a great war some small cas­tle de­fends it­self for a time, and re­puls­es a num­ber of storms, hap­pens al­ways, and im­por­tance is not at­tached to it usu­al­ly.”

			“But still for me that would have been the most wel­come news!”

			“I see in truth that I did ill; for from what has hap­pened since the de­fence, as I hear now, I know that to be an im­por­tant event, which may in­flu­ence the whole war. Still, re­turn­ing to the cam­paign of the prince in Podlyasye, it is dif­fer­ent. Chen­sto­ho­va is far away, Podlyasye is near­er. And when the prince suc­ceed­ed at first, you re­mem­ber how quick­ly news came. Be­lieve me, my la­dy, I am a young man, but from the four­teenth year of my life I am a sol­dier, and ex­pe­ri­ence tells me that this si­lence is prophet­ic of evil.”

			“Rather good,” said the la­dy,

			“Let it be good!” an­swered Ket­tling. “In half a year my ser­vice will be end­ed. In half a year my oath will cease.”

			A few days af­ter this con­ver­sa­tion news came at last. It was brought by Pan Byes of the shield Ko­rnie; called, at Bo­guslav’s court, Cor­nu­tus.38 He was a Pol­ish no­ble, but al­to­geth­er for­eignized; for serv­ing in for­eign armies al­most from years of boy­hood, he had well-nigh for­got­ten Pol­ish, or at least spoke it like a Ger­man. He had al­so a for­eignized soul, hence was great­ly at­tached to Prince Bo­guslav. He was go­ing on an im­por­tant mis­sion to Königs­berg, and stopped in Tau­ro­gi mere­ly to rest.

			Braun and Ket­tling brought him at once to Olen­ka and Anu­sia, who at that time lived and slept to­geth­er.

			Braun stood like a sol­dier be­fore Anu­sia; then turned to Byes and said—

			“This la­dy is a rel­a­tive of Pan Zamoys­ki, there­fore of the prince our lord, who has com­mand­ed to show her ev­ery at­ten­tion; and she wish­es to hear news from the mouth of an eye­wit­ness.”

			Pan Byes in his turn stood erect, as if on ser­vice, and await­ed the ques­tions.

			Anu­sia did not de­ny re­la­tion­ship with Bo­guslav, for the homage of the mil­i­tary pleased her; there­fore she mo­tioned to Pan Byes to sit down. When he had tak­en his place she asked—

			“Where is the prince at present?”

			“The prince is re­treat­ing on Sokol­ka, God grant suc­cess­ful­ly,” said the of­fi­cer.

			“Tell the pure truth: how is it with him?”

			“I will tell the pure truth and hide noth­ing, think­ing that your wor­thi­ness will find strength in your soul to hear news less fa­vor­able.”

			“I will!” said Anu­sia, strik­ing one heel against the oth­er un­der her robe, with sat­is­fac­tion that she was called “wor­thi­ness,” and that the news was “less fa­vor­able.”

			“At first ev­ery­thing went well with us,” said Byes. “We rubbed out on the road sev­er­al bands of peas­ants; we scat­tered the forces of the younger Sapye­ha, and cut up two squadrons of cav­al­ry with a reg­i­ment of good in­fantry, spar­ing no one. Then we de­feat­ed Pan Horotkye­vich, so that he bare­ly es­caped, and some say that he was killed. Af­ter that we oc­cu­pied the ru­ins of Tykotsin.”

			“We know all this. Tell us quick­ly the un­fa­vor­able news,” in­ter­rupt­ed Anu­sia, on a sud­den.

			“Be pleased, my la­dy, to lis­ten calm­ly. We came to Dro­hichyn, and there the map was un­fold­ed. We had news that Sapye­ha was still far away; mean­while two of our scout­ing par­ties were as if they had sunk through the earth. Not a wit­ness re­turned from the slaugh­ter. Then it ap­peared that some troops were march­ing in front of us. A great con­fu­sion rose out of that. The prince be­gan to think that all pre­ced­ing in­for­ma­tion was false, and that Sapye­ha had not on­ly ad­vanced, but had cut off the road. Then we be­gan to re­treat, for in that way it was pos­si­ble to catch the en­e­my and force him to a gen­er­al bat­tle, which the prince wished ab­so­lute­ly. But the en­e­my did not give the field; he at­tacked and at­tacked with­out ceas­ing. From that ev­ery­thing be­gan to melt in our hands; we had rest nei­ther day nor night. The roads were ru­ined be­fore us, the dams cut, pro­vi­sions in­ter­cept­ed. Re­ports were soon cir­cu­lat­ed that Charnyet­s­ki him­self was crush­ing us. The sol­diers did not eat, did not sleep; their courage fell. Men per­ished in the camp it­self, as if the ground were swal­low­ing them. In By­a­lystok the en­e­my seized a whole par­ty again, camp-chests, the prince’s car­riages and guns. I have nev­er seen any­thing like it. It was not seen in for­mer wars, ei­ther. The prince was changed. He want­ed noth­ing but a gen­er­al bat­tle, and he had to fight ten small ones ev­ery day, and lose them. Or­der be­came re­laxed. And how can our con­fu­sion and alarm be de­scribed when we learned that Sapye­ha him­self had not come up yet, and that in front of us was mere­ly a strong par­ty which had caused so many dis­as­ters? In this par­ty were Tar­tar troops.”

			Fur­ther words of the of­fi­cer were in­ter­rupt­ed by a scream from Anu­sia, who, throw­ing her­self sud­den­ly on Olen­ka’s neck, cried—

			“Pan Babinich!”

			The of­fi­cer was sur­prised when he heard the name; but he judged that ter­ror and ha­tred had wrest­ed this cry from the breast of the wor­thy la­dy; so on­ly af­ter a while did he con­tin­ue his nar­ra­tive:—

			“To whomsover God has giv­en great­ness, he has giv­en al­so strength to bear griev­ous mis­for­tunes; be pleased, there­fore, my la­dy, to calm your­self. Such in­deed is the name of this hell-dweller who has un­der­mined the suc­cess of the whole ex­pe­di­tion, and be­come the cause of oth­er im­mense evils. His name, which your wor­thi­ness has di­vined with such won­der­ful quick­ness, is re­peat­ed now with fear and rage by ev­ery mouth in our camp.”

			“I saw that Babinich at Zamost,” said Anu­sia, hasti­ly; “and could I have guessed—”

			Here she was silent, and no one knew what would have hap­pened in such an event. The of­fi­cer, af­ter a mo­ment’s si­lence, con­tin­ued—

			“Thaws and heat set in, de­spite, it may be said, the reg­u­lar or­der of na­ture; for we had news that in the south of the Com­mon­wealth there was still se­vere win­ter; but we were wad­ing in spring mud, which fas­tened our heavy cav­al­ry to the earth. But he, hav­ing light troops, ad­vanced with more ease. We lost wag­ons and can­non at ev­ery step, and were forced at last to go on horse­back. The in­hab­i­tants round about, in their blind ven­om, fa­vored the at­tack­ers. What God gives will hap­pen; but I left the whole camp in a des­per­ate con­di­tion, as well as the prince him­self, whom a ma­lig­nant fever does not leave, and who los­es his pow­er for whole days. A gen­er­al bat­tle will come quick­ly; but how it will end, God knows. If He fa­vors, we may hope for won­ders.”

			“Where did you leave the prince?”

			“A day’s jour­ney from Sokol­ka. The prince in­tends to in­trench him­self at Suho­vola or Yanov and re­ceive bat­tle. Sapye­ha is two days dis­tant. When I came away, we had a lit­tle more free­dom; for from a cap­tured in­for­mant we learned that Babinich him­self had gone to the main camp; with­out him the Tar­tars dare not at­tack, sat­is­fy­ing them­selves with an­noy­ing scout­ing par­ties. The prince, who is an in­com­pa­ra­ble lead­er, places all his hopes on a gen­er­al bat­tle, but, of course, when he is well; if the fever seizes him, he must think of some­thing else, the best proof of which is that he has sent me to Prus­sia.”

			“Why do you go?”

			“Ei­ther the prince will win the bat­tle or lose it. If he los­es it, all Elec­toral Prus­sia will be de­fence­less, and it may hap­pen eas­i­ly that Sapye­ha will pass the bound­aries, force the elec­tor to a de­ci­sion—I say this, for it is no se­cret, I go to fore­warn them to have some de­fence pre­pared for those prov­inces; for the un­bid­den guests may come in too great num­bers. That is the af­fair of the elec­tor and the Swedes, with whom the prince is in al­liance, and from whom he has the right to ex­pect res­cue.”

			The of­fi­cer fin­ished.

			Anu­sia heaped a mul­ti­tude of oth­er ques­tions on him, pre­serv­ing with dif­fi­cul­ty dig­ni­ty suf­fi­cient. When he went out, she gave way to her­self com­plete­ly. She fell to strik­ing her skirts with her hands, turn­ing on her heels like a top, kiss­ing Olen­ka on the eyes, pulling Bille­vich by the sleeves, and cry­ing—

			“Well, now, what did I say? Who has crushed Prince Bo­guslav? Maybe Pan Sapye­ha? A fig for Sapye­ha! Who will crush the Swedes in the same style? Who will ex­ter­mi­nate traitors? Who is the great­est cav­a­lier, who is the great­est knight? Pan An­drei, Pan An­drei!”

			“What An­drei?” asked Olen­ka, grow­ing pale sud­den­ly.

			“Have I not told you that his name is An­drei? He told me that him­self. Pan Babinich! Long life to Babinich! Volody­ovs­ki could not have done bet­ter!—What is the mat­ter, Olen­ka?”

			Pan­na Bille­vich shook her­self as if wish­ing to throw off a bur­den of griev­ous thoughts. “Noth­ing! I was think­ing that traitors them­selves bear that name. For there was one who of­fered to sell the king, dead or alive, to the Swedes or to Bo­guslav; and he had the same name—An­drei.”

			“May God con­demn him!” roared Bille­vich. “Why men­tion traitors at night? Let us be glad when we have rea­son.”

			“On­ly let Pan Babinich come here!” added Anu­sia. “That’s what is need­ed! I will fool Braun still more. I will, I will, of pur­pose to raise the whole gar­ri­son, and go over with men and hors­es to Pan Babinich.”

			“Do that, do that!” cried Bille­vich, de­light­ed.

			“And af­ter­ward—a fig for all those Ger­mans! Maybe he will for­get that good-for-noth­ing wom­an, and give me his lo—”

			Then again her thin voice piped; she cov­ered her face with her hands. All at once an an­gry thought must have come to her, for she clapped her hands, and said—

			“If not, I will mar­ry Volody­ovs­ki!”

		
	
		
			LXXXVIII

			Two weeks lat­er it was boil­ing in all Tau­ro­gi. On a cer­tain evening dis­or­der­ly par­ties of Bo­guslav’s troops came in—thir­ty or forty horse­men in a body, re­duced, torn, more like spec­tres than men—and brought news of the de­feat of Bo­guslav at Yanov. Ev­ery­thing had been lost—arms, hors­es, can­non, the camp. Six thou­sand choice men went out on that ex­pe­di­tion with the prince; bare­ly four hun­dred re­turned—these the prince him­self led out of the ru­in.

			Of the Poles no liv­ing soul came back save Sakovich; for all who had not fall­en in bat­tle, all whom the ter­ri­ble Babinich had not de­stroyed in his at­tacks, went over to Sapye­ha. Many for­eign of­fi­cers chose of their own will to stand at the char­i­ot of the con­queror. In one word, no Radzivill had ev­er yet re­turned from an ex­pe­di­tion more crushed, ru­ined, and beat­en.

			And as for­mer­ly court adu­la­tion knew no bounds in ex­alt­ing Bo­guslav as a lead­er, so now all mouths sound­ed loud­ly an un­ceas­ing com­plaint against the in­com­pe­tent man­age­ment of the war. Among the re­main­ing sol­diers there was end­less in­dig­na­tion, which in the last days of the re­treat brought com­plete dis­or­der, and rose to that de­gree that the prince con­sid­ered it wis­er to re­main some­what in the rear.

			The prince and Sakovich halt­ed in Rossyeni. Ket­tling, hear­ing of this from sol­diers, went im­me­di­ate­ly with the news to Olen­ka.

			“The main thing,” said she, when the news came, “is whether Sapye­ha and that Babinich are pur­su­ing the prince, and whether they in­tend to bring the war to this re­gion.”

			“I could learn noth­ing from the state­ments of the sol­diers,” an­swered Ket­tling, “for fear ex­ag­ger­ates ev­ery dan­ger. Some say even that Babinich is here; but since the prince and Sakovich have re­mained be­hind, I in­fer that the pur­suit can­not be rapid.”

			“Still it must come, for it is dif­fi­cult to think oth­er­wise. Who af­ter vic­to­ry would not pur­sue the de­feat­ed en­e­my?”

			“That will be shown. I wished to speak of some­thing else. The prince by rea­son of ill­ness and de­feat must be ir­ri­tat­ed, there­fore in­clined to deeds of vi­o­lence. Do not sep­a­rate now from your aunt and Pan­na Bor­zobo­gati. Do not con­sent to the jour­ney of your un­cle to Tylt­sa, as the last time, be­fore the cam­paign.”

			Olen­ka said noth­ing. Her un­cle had, in fact, not been sent to Tylt­sa; he had mere­ly been ill for some days af­ter the ham­mer-stroke giv­en by Prince Bo­guslav. Sakovich, to hide the prince’s deed from the peo­ple, spread the re­port that the old man had gone to Tylt­sa. Olen­ka pre­ferred to be silent on this be­fore Ket­tling, for the proud maid­en was ashamed to con­fess that any man liv­ing had struck a Bille­vich.

			“I thank you for the warn­ing,” said she, af­ter a mo­ment’s si­lence.

			“I con­sid­ered it my du­ty.”

			But her heart swelled with bit­ter­ness; for not long be­fore Ket­tling might have en­abled her to avoid this new dan­ger. If he had con­sent­ed to the flight, she would have been far away, free of Bo­guslav for­ev­er.

			“It is re­al­ly for­tu­nate for me,” said she, “that this warn­ing does not touch your hon­or, that the prince has not is­sued an or­der for you not to warn me.”

			Ket­tling un­der­stood the re­proach, and ut­tered a speech which Olen­ka did not ex­pect of him:—

			“As to what touch­es my mil­i­tary ser­vice, to guard which my hon­or com­mands, I will ac­com­plish that or for­feit my life. Oth­er choice I have not, and do not wish to have. Out­side my ser­vice I am free to pro­vide against law­less­ness. There­fore, as a pri­vate man, I leave with you this pis­tol, and I say, De­fend your­self, for dan­ger is near; in case of need, kill! Then my oath will be at an end, and I will has­ten to save you.”

			He bowed and turned to­ward the door, but Olen­ka de­tained him.

			“Cav­a­lier, free your­self from that ser­vice! De­fend a good cause; de­fend the in­jured, for you are wor­thy to do so; you are hon­or­able. It is a pity that you should be lost on a traitor!”

			“I should have freed my­self long since, and re­signed,” said Ket­tling, “had I not thought that by re­main­ing I might serve you. Now it is too late. If the prince had re­turned vic­to­ri­ous, I should not have hes­i­tat­ed a mo­ment; but when he is com­ing back con­quered—when, per­haps, the en­e­my is pur­su­ing him—it would be cow­ardice to ask for dis­missal be­fore the end of the term it­self will free me. You will see suf­fi­cient­ly how peo­ple of small heart desert in crowds a de­feat­ed man. This pis­tol will send a ball even through ar­mor with ease.”

			Ket­tling went out, leav­ing on the ta­ble the weapon, which Olen­ka se­cret­ed at once. For­tu­nate­ly the pre­vi­sions of the young of­fi­cer and her own fear proved ground­less.

			The prince ar­rived in the evening with Sakovich and Pat­ter­son, but so crushed and ill that he was bare­ly able to hold him­self on his feet. Be­sides, he did not know well whether Sapye­ha was ad­vanc­ing or had sent Babinich in pur­suit with the light squadrons. Bo­guslav had over­thrown, it is true, the lat­ter in his at­tack, to­geth­er with his horse; but he dared not hope that he had killed him, since it seemed to him that the dou­ble-hand­ed sword had turned in the blow on Babinich’s hel­met. Be­sides, he had fired be­fore from a pis­tol straight in­to his face, and that had not tak­en ef­fect.

			The prince’s heart was aching at the thought of what such a Babinich would do with his es­tates should he reach them with his Tar­tars—and he had noth­ing with which to de­fend them; and not on­ly his es­tates, but his own per­son. Among his hirelings there were not many like Ket­tling, and it was just to sup­pose that at the first news of the com­ing of Sapye­ha’s troops they would desert him to a man.

			The prince did not pur­pose to re­main in Tau­ro­gi longer than two or three days, for he had to has­ten to Roy­al Prus­sia to the elec­tor and Stein­bock, who might fur­nish him with new forces, and em­ploy him ei­ther in cap­tur­ing Prus­sian towns, or send him to aid the king him­self, who in­tend­ed an ex­pe­di­tion to the heart of the Com­mon­wealth.

			In Tau­ro­gi he had to leave some one of the of­fi­cers to bring or­der in­to the rem­nant of the army, ward off pa­tri­ot peas­ants and no­bles, de­fend the prop­er­ty of the two Radzivills, and con­tin­ue the un­der­stand­ing with Löwen­haupt, com­man­der-in-chief of the Swedes in Jmud.

			With this ob­ject, af­ter he had come to Tau­ro­gi, and af­ter a night’s rest, the prince sum­moned to coun­cil Sakovich, the on­ly man whom he could trust, and to whom alone he could open his heart.

			That first “good day” in Tau­ro­gi was won­der­ful, when the two friends saw each oth­er af­ter the ill-starred cam­paign. For some time they gazed on each oth­er with­out a word. The prince broke the si­lence first—

			“Well, the dev­ils! they car­ried the day.”

			“They car­ried the day!” re­peat­ed Sakovich.

			“It must have been so with such weath­er. If I had had more light squadrons, or if some dev­il had not brought that Babinich—twice the same man! The gal­low’s bird changed his name. Do not tell any­one of him, so as not to in­crease his glo­ry.”

			“I will not tell. But will not the of­fi­cers trum­pet it, for you pre­sent­ed him be­fore your boots as Ban­neret of Or­sha?”

			“The Ger­man of­fi­cers know noth­ing of Pol­ish names. It is all one to them—Kmi­ta or Babinich. But by the horns of Lu­cifer, if I could get him! I had him; and the scoundrel brought my men in­to re­bel­lion, be­sides lead­ing off Glovbich’s troops. He must be some bas­tard of our blood; it can­not be oth­er­wise! I had him, and he es­caped—that gnaws me more than the whole lost cam­paign.”

			“You had him, Prince, but at the price of my head.”

			“I tell you sin­cere­ly that I would let them flay you, if I might make a drum out of Kmi­ta’s skin!”

			“Thank you, Bo­gus; I could not ex­pect less from your friend­ship.”

			The prince laughed: “But you would have squirmed on Sapye­ha’s grid­iron. All your scoundrelism would have been fried out of you. I should have been glad to see that!”

			“I should be glad to see you in the hands of Kmi­ta, your dear rel­a­tive. You have a dif­fer­ent face, but in form you are like each oth­er, and you have feet of the same size; you are sigh­ing for the same maid­en, on­ly she with­out ex­pe­ri­ence di­vines that he is stronger, and that he is a bet­ter sol­dier.”

			“I could man­age two such as you, and I rode over his breast. If I had had two min­utes’ time, I should be able to give you my word now that my cousin is not liv­ing. You have al­ways been rather dull, hence I took a fan­cy to you; but in these re­cent days your wit has left you com­plete­ly.”

			“You have al­ways had your wit in your heels, and there­fore you swept away in such fash­ion be­fore Sapye­ha that I have lost all fan­cy for you, and am ready my­self to go to Sapye­ha.”

			“On a rope?”

			“On that with which they will bind Radzivill.”

			“Enough!”

			“At the ser­vice of your high­ness!”

			“It would be well to shoot some of the nois­i­est of those horse­men, and in­tro­duce or­der.”

			“I com­mand­ed this morn­ing to hang six of them. They are cold now, and are danc­ing stub­born­ly on the ropes, for the wind is fierce.”

			“You have done well. But lis­ten! Do you wish to re­main in the gar­ri­son at Tau­ro­gi, for I must leave some­one here?”

			“I do, and I ask for that of­fice. No one can man­age bet­ter. The sol­diers fear me more than oth­ers, for they know that with me there is no tri­fling. With re­spect to Löwen­haupt, it is nec­es­sary that some­one be here more im­por­tant than Pat­ter­son.”

			“Can you man­age the rebels?”

			“I as­sure your high­ness that the pine-trees of Jmud will bear weight­i­er fruit than the cones of last year. I will form about two reg­i­ments of in­fantry out of the peas­ants, and train them in my fash­ion. I will have my eyes on the es­tates; and if the rebels at­tack one of them, I will throw sus­pi­cion im­me­di­ate­ly on some rich no­ble and squeeze him like cheese in a bag. At first I shall need mere­ly mon­ey to pay wages and equip the in­fantry.”

			“I will leave what I can.”

			“From the dowry mon­ey?”

			“How is that?”

			“That means from the Bille­vich mon­ey which you took out of the dowry for your­self in ad­vance.”

			“If you could on­ly twist the neck of old Bille­vich in some po­lite way, it would be well; for it could be done eas­i­ly, and he has my let­ter.”

			“I will try. But the point is in this—has he not sent the note some­where, or has the maid­en not sewed it in­to her shift? Would you not like to dis­cov­er?”

			“It will come to that; but now I must go, and be­sides that cursed fever has tak­en all my strength.”

			“Your high­ness, en­vy me for stay­ing in Tau­ro­gi.”

			“You have a strange kind of wish; but if you mean­while—I should have you torn apart with hooks. Why do you in­sist on this of­fice?”

			“For I want to mar­ry.”

			“Whom?” asked the prince, sit­ting up in bed. “Pan­na Bor­zobo­gati.”

			“That is a good idea, an ex­cel­lent idea!” said Bo­guslav. “I have heard of some will.”

			“There is a will from Pan Lon­gin Pod­bip­i­en­ta. Your high­ness knows what a pow­er­ful fam­i­ly that is, and the es­tates of Pan Lon­gin are in a num­ber of dis­tricts. It is true that the Mos­cow troops have oc­cu­pied some; there will be law­suits, fights, dis­putes, and at­tacks with­out num­ber; but I will help my­self, and will not yield one point to any man. Be­sides, the girl has pleased me great­ly; she is pret­ty and en­tic­ing. I no­ticed in a mo­ment when we cap­tured her that she feigned ter­ror, and shot at me with her eyes at the same time. On­ly let me stay here as com­man­dant, and from idle­ness alone the love­mak­ing will be­gin.”

			“One thing I tell you. I will not for­bid you to mar­ry; but lis­ten well—no ex­cess­es, you un­der­stand? That maid­en is from the Vish­nyevet­skis; she is a con­fi­dant of Princess Grisel­da her­self; and be­cause of my es­teem for the princess, I do not wish to of­fend her, nor do I wish to of­fend Pan Zamoys­ki.”

			“There is no need of warn­ing,” an­swered Sakovich; “for since I wish to mar­ry reg­u­lar­ly, I must make reg­u­lar ap­proach­es.”

			“I wish you might get a re­fusal.”

			“I know a man who got a re­fusal, though he is a prince; but I think that that will not come to me. That eye-cut­ting gives me great con­so­la­tion.”

			“Don’t tell that man who got a re­fusal not to give you horns! I will give an ad­di­tion to your shield, or you will re­ceive a sur­name, Sakovich Ro­gaty.39 She is Bor­zobo­gaty, and he is Bard­zoro­gaty. You will be a cho­sen pair. But mar­ry, yes, mar­ry, and let me know of the wed­ding. I will be your best man.”

			Fierce anger ap­peared on Sakovich’s face, ter­ri­ble with­out that. His eyes were cov­ered for a mo­ment as if by smoke; but he soon re­cov­ered, and turn­ing the prince’s words in­to a jest, he said—

			“Poor man! you are not able to go down­stairs alone, and you make threats. You have your Pan­na Bille­vich here; go your way, skele­ton! go your way! You’ll nurse Babinich’s chil­dren yet!”

			“God break your tongue, such a son! You are mak­ing sport of the sick­ness which came with­in a hair of killing me. I would you were en­chant­ed as I was.”

			“What en­chant­ments are there here? At times, when I see how ev­ery­thing goes in the nat­u­ral world, I think en­chant­ment is stupid.”

			“You are stupid your­self! Be silent! do not sum­mon the Dev­il. You dis­gust me more and more.”

			“Would that I were not the last Pole who has re­mained faith­ful to your high­ness! For my loy­al­ty you feed me with in­grat­i­tude. I will re­turn to my dens at home, and sit qui­et­ly await­ing the end of the war.”

			“Oh, give us peace! You know that I love you.”

			“It is griev­ous for me to see that. The Dev­il thrust this love for your high­ness on me. If there is en­chant­ment in any­thing, it is in that.”

			The staros­ta told the truth; for he loved Bo­guslav re­al­ly. The prince knew this, and there­fore paid him, if not with strong at­tach­ment, with grat­i­tude, which vain peo­ple ev­er have for those who do them homage. There­fore Bo­guslav agreed will­ing­ly to Sakovich’s plans touch­ing Anu­sia, and de­ter­mined to aid him in per­son. In view of this, about mid­day, when he felt bet­ter, he had him­self dressed and went to Anu­sia.

			“I have come be­cause of old ac­quain­tance,” said he, “to in­quire af­ter your health and ask if the vis­it to Tau­ro­gi has pleased you.”

			“In cap­tiv­i­ty one must be pleased with all things,” an­swered Anu­sia, sigh­ing.

			The prince laughed. “You are not in cap­tiv­i­ty. You were tak­en to­geth­er with Sapye­ha’s sol­diers, that is true; and I gave or­ders to send you here, but on­ly for safe­ty. Not a hair will fall from your head. Be con­vinced that there are few peo­ple whom I re­spect as I do Princess Grisel­da, to whose heart you are near; and the Vish­nyevet­skis and Zamoyskis are con­nec­tions of mine. You will find here ev­ery free­dom and ev­ery care. I come to you as a well-wish­ing friend, and I say if you wish to go I will give you an es­cort, though I have few sol­diers my­self. I ad­vise you to stay. You, as I have heard, were sent here to seek prop­er­ty willed to you. Be as­sured that this is not the time to think of such busi­ness; and even in time of peace the aid of Sapye­ha would not avail in these re­gions, for he could act on­ly in Vi­tyeb­sk; here he can do noth­ing. I shall not touch that af­fair per­son­al­ly, but through an agent. You need a friend­ly man, and adroit, es­teemed, and feared. If such a man were to take up this mat­ter, sure­ly he would not let peo­ple thrust straw in­stead of grain in­to his hand.”

			“Where shall I, an or­phan, find such a pro­tec­tor?” asked Anu­sia.

			“Pre­cise­ly in Tau­ro­gi.”

			“Your high­ness would be pleased your­self—”

			Here Anu­sia put her hands to­geth­er, and looked so pret­ti­ly in­to Bo­guslav’s eyes that if the prince had not been wea­ried and bro­ken, he would sure­ly have be­gun to think less sin­cere­ly of Sakovich’s cause; but since he had no gal­lantry in his head at that mo­ment, he said quick­ly—

			“Could I do it my­self, I should not en­trust such a pleas­ant of­fice to any man; but I am go­ing away, for I must go. I leave in my place, as com­man­dant of Tau­ro­gi, the staros­ta of Osh­mi­ana, Pan Sakovich, a great cav­a­lier, a fa­mous sol­dier, and a man so adroit that there is not an­oth­er such in all Lithua­nia. So I re­peat: Stay in Tau­ro­gi, for you have no place to go to, since ev­ery point is full of rav­agers and ruf­fi­ans, while rebels in­fest all the roads. Sakovich will pro­tect you here; Sakovich will de­fend you. Sakovich will see what can be done to ob­tain those es­tates; and once he un­der­takes the af­fair, I guar­an­tee that no man on earth could bring it to a fa­vor­able is­sue soon­er. He is my friend, there­fore I know him, and I will say on­ly this: if I had tak­en those es­tates from you, and af­ter­ward learned that Sakovich was com­ing to op­pose me, I would give them up of my own will, for it is dan­ger­ous to strug­gle with him.”

			“If Pan Sakovich would be ready to come to the aid of an or­phan—”

			“On­ly be not un­just to him, and he will do any­thing for you, for your beau­ty has touched his heart deeply. He is go­ing around sigh­ing now—”

			“How could I touch the heart of any man?”

			“She is a ras­cal, the maid­en!” thought the prince. But he added aloud: “Let Sakovich ex­plain how that hap­pened. On­ly do him no wrong; for he is a wor­thy man and of a not­ed fam­i­ly, there­fore I do not wish that dis­dain should be shown such a per­son.”

		
	
		
			LXXXIX

			Next morn­ing the prince re­ceived a sum­mons from the elec­tor to go with all speed to Königs­berg to take com­mand of the new­ly levied troops which were to march to Marien­burg or Dantzig. The let­ter con­tained al­so news of the dar­ing cam­paign of Karl Gus­tav through the whole length of the Com­mon­wealth to Rus­sian re­gions. The elec­tor fore­saw a dis­as­trous end to the cam­paign; but just for that rea­son he de­sired to be at the head of as many troops as pos­si­ble, that he might in case of need be in­dis­pens­able to one side or the oth­er, sell him­self dear­ly, and de­cide the fate of the war. For those rea­sons he en­joined on the young prince all pos­si­ble haste, so great­ly was he con­cerned about avoid­ing de­lay; but af­ter the first couri­er he sent a sec­ond, who ar­rived twelve hours lat­er.

			The prince, there­fore, had not a mo­ment to lose, and not time enough to rest, for the fever re­turned with its pre­vi­ous vi­o­lence. Still he had to go. So when he had del­e­gat­ed his au­thor­i­ty to Sakovich, he said—

			“Per­haps we shall have to trans­port Bille­vich and the maid­en to Königs­berg. There it will be eas­i­er in qui­et to han­dle a hos­tile man firm­ly; but the girl I will take to the camp, for I have had enough of these cer­e­monies.”

			“It is well, and the cav­al­ry may be in­creased,” an­swered Sakovich at part­ing.

			An hour lat­er the prince was no longer in Tau­ro­gi. Sakovich re­mained, an un­lim­it­ed despot, rec­og­niz­ing no pow­er above him­self but that of Anu­sia. And he be­gan to blow away the dust from be­fore her feet, as on a time the prince had be­fore the feet of Olen­ka. Re­strain­ing his wild na­ture, he was cour­te­ous, an­tic­i­pat­ing her wish­es, di­vin­ing her thoughts, and at the same time he held him­self at a dis­tance, with all the re­spect which a pol­ished cav­a­lier should have to­ward a la­dy for whose hand and heart he is striv­ing.

			It must be con­fessed that this reign­ing in Tau­ro­gi pleased Anu­sia; it was grate­ful to her to think that when evening came, in the low­er halls, in the cor­ri­dors, in the bar­racks, in the gar­den still cov­ered with win­ter frost, the sighs of old and young of­fi­cers were heard; that the as­trologer was sigh­ing while look­ing at the stars from his tow­er; that even old Bille­vich in­ter­rupt­ed his evening rosary with sighs.

			While the best of maid­ens, she was still glad that those swift af­fec­tions went not to Olen­ka, but to her. She was glad al­so with re­spect to Babinich; for she felt her pow­er, and it came to her head that if no man had re­sist­ed her any­where, she must have burned on his heart al­so per­ma­nent marks with her eyes.

			“He will for­get that wom­an, it can­not be oth­er­wise, for she feeds him with in­grat­i­tude; and when he for­gets her he knows where to seek me—and he will seek me, the rob­ber!”

			Then she threat­ened him in her soul: “Wait! I will pay you be­fore I con­sole you.”

			Mean­while, though not in re­al truth car­ing much for Sakovich, she saw him with plea­sure. It is true that he jus­ti­fied him­self in her eyes from re­proach­es of trea­son in the same way in which Bo­guslav had ex­plained him­self to the sword-bear­er. He said, there­fore, that peace was al­ready con­clud­ed with the Swedes; that the Com­mon­wealth might re­cov­er and flour­ish, had not Pan Sapye­ha ru­ined ev­ery­thing for his own pri­vate ends.

			Anu­sia, not know­ing over­much of these mat­ters, let the words pass her ears; but she was struck by some­thing else in Sakovich’s nar­ra­tive.

			“The Bille­vich­es,” said he, “scream in heav­en-pierc­ing voic­es of in­jus­tice and cap­tiv­i­ty; but noth­ing has hap­pened to them here, and noth­ing will hap­pen. The prince has not let them go from Tau­ro­gi, it is true; but that is for their good, for three fur­longs be­yond the gate they would per­ish from rav­agers or for­est ban­dits. He has not let them go al­so, be­cause he loves Pan­na Bille­vich, and that al­so is true. But who will not jus­ti­fy him? Who would act oth­er­wise, who had a feel­ing heart and a breast bur­dened with sighs? If he had had less hon­or­able in­ten­tions, be­ing such a pow­er­ful man, he might have giv­en rein to him­self; but he want­ed to mar­ry her, he want­ed to el­e­vate that stub­born la­dy to his prince­ly es­tate, to cov­er her with hap­pi­ness, place the coro­net of the Radzivills on her head; and these thank­less peo­ple are hurl­ing in­vec­tives at him, thus try­ing to di­min­ish his hon­or and fame.”

			Anu­sia, not be­liev­ing this great­ly, asked Olen­ka that same day if the prince wished to mar­ry her. Olen­ka could not de­ny; and be­cause they had be­come in­ti­mate, she ex­plained her rea­sons for re­fusal. They seemed just and suf­fi­cient to Anu­sia; but still she thought to her­self that it was not so griev­ous for the Bille­vich­es in Tau­ro­gi, and that the prince and Sakovich were not such crim­i­nals as Pan Tomash had pro­claimed.

			Then, al­so, came news that Sapye­ha and Babinich were not on­ly not ap­proach­ing Tau­ro­gi, but had gone with forced march­es against the King of Swe­den, far­away to­ward Lvoff. Anu­sia fell in­to a rage at first, and then be­gan to un­der­stand that if the het­man and Babinich had gone, there was no rea­son to flee from Tau­ro­gi, for they might lose their lives, or in the most fa­vor­able event change a qui­et ex­is­tence in­to a cap­tiv­i­ty full of dan­gers.

			For this rea­son it came to dis­putes be­tween her on one side, and Olen­ka and Bille­vich on the oth­er; but even they were forced to ad­mit that the de­par­ture of Sapye­ha ren­dered their flight very dif­fi­cult, if not quite im­pos­si­ble, es­pe­cial­ly since the coun­try was grow­ing more and more ex­cit­ed, and no in­hab­i­tant could be cer­tain of the mor­row. Fi­nal­ly, even should they not ac­cept Anu­sia’s rea­son, flight with­out her aid was im­pos­si­ble, in view of the watch­ful­ness of Sakovich and the oth­er of­fi­cers. Ket­tling alone was de­vot­ed to them, but he would not let him­self be in­volved in any plot against his ser­vice; be­sides, he was ab­sent of­ten, for Sakovich was glad to em­ploy him against armed bands of con­fed­er­ates and rav­agers, since he was an ex­pe­ri­enced sol­dier and a good of­fi­cer, there­fore he sent him fre­quent­ly from Tau­ro­gi.

			But it was pleas­an­ter and pleas­an­ter for Anu­sia. Sakovich made a dec­la­ra­tion to her a month af­ter the de­par­ture of the prince; but, the de­ceiv­er! she an­swered cun­ning­ly that she did not know him, that men spoke var­i­ous­ly con­cern­ing him, that she had not time yet to love, that with­out per­mis­sion of Princess Grisel­da she could not mar­ry, and fi­nal­ly, that she wished to sub­ject him to a year’s tri­al.

			The staros­ta gnawed his anger, gave or­ders that day to give three thou­sand stripes to a cav­al­ry sol­dier for a tri­fling of­fence—af­ter this the poor sol­dier was buried; but the staros­ta had to agree to Anu­sia’s con­di­tions. She told the lordling that if he would serve still more faith­ful­ly, dili­gent­ly, and obe­di­ent­ly, in a year he would re­ceive what­ev­er love she had.

			In this way she played with the bear; and she so suc­ceed­ed in mas­ter­ing him that he sti­fled even his growl­ing. He mere­ly said—

			“With the ex­cep­tion of trea­son to the prince, ask any­thing of me, even ask me to walk on my knees.”

			If Anu­sia had seen what ter­ri­ble re­sults of Sakovich’s im­pa­tience were fall­ing on the whole neigh­bor­hood, she would not have teased him so great­ly. Sol­diers and res­i­dents in Tau­ro­gi trem­bled be­fore him, for he pun­ished griev­ous­ly and al­to­geth­er with­out cause, pun­ished be­yond ev­ery mea­sure. Pris­on­ers died in chains from hunger, or were burned with hot iron.

			More than once it seemed that the wild staros­ta wished to cool in the blood of men his spir­it, at once rag­ing and burn­ing with love, for he start­ed up sud­den­ly and went on an ex­pe­di­tion. Vic­to­ry fol­lowed him near­ly ev­ery­where. He cut to pieces par­ties of rebels, and or­dered, as an ex­am­ple, that the right hands be cut from cap­tured peas­ants, who were then sent home free.

			The ter­ror of his name gird­ed Tau­ro­gi as with a wall; even the most con­sid­er­able bod­ies of pa­tri­ots did not dare to go be­yond Rossyeni. Peace was es­tab­lished in all parts, and he formed new reg­i­ments of Ger­man va­grants and the lo­cal peas­ants with the mon­ey ex­tort­ed from neigh­bor­ing cit­i­zens and no­bles, and in­creased in pow­er so as to fur­nish men to the prince in case of ur­gent ne­ces­si­ty.

			A more loy­al and ter­ri­ble ser­vant Bo­guslav could not have found.

			But Sakovich gazed more and more ten­der­ly at Anu­sia with his ter­ri­ble, pale-blue eyes, and played to her on a lute. Life, there­fore, in Tau­ro­gi passed for Anu­sia joy­ous­ly and with amuse­ment; for Olen­ka it was sore and mo­not­o­nous. From one there went gleams of glad­ness, like that light which is­sues at night from the fire­fly; the face of the oth­er grew paler and paler, more se­ri­ous, stern­er; her dark brows were con­tract­ed more res­o­lute­ly on her white fore­head, so that fi­nal­ly they called her a nun. And she had some­thing in her of the nun; she be­gan to ac­cept the thought that she would be­come one—that God him­self would through suf­fer­ing and dis­ap­point­ment lead her to peace be­hind the grat­ing. She was no longer that maid­en with beau­ti­ful bloom on her face and hap­pi­ness in her eyes; not that Olen­ka who on a time while rid­ing in a sleigh with her be­trothed, An­drei Kmi­ta, cried, “Hei! hei!” to the pine woods and forests.

			Spring ap­peared in the world. A wind strong and warm shook the wa­ters of the Baltic, now lib­er­at­ed from ice; lat­er on, trees bloomed, flow­ers shot out from their harsh leafy en­clo­sures; then the sun grew hot, and the poor girl was wait­ing in vain for the end of Tau­ro­gi cap­tiv­i­ty—for Anu­sia did not wish to flee, and in the coun­try it was ev­er more ter­ri­ble.

			Fire and sword were rag­ing as though the pity of God were nev­er to be man­i­fest. Nay more, whoso had not seized the sabre or the lance in win­ter, seized it in spring; snow did not be­tray his tracks, the pine wood gave bet­ter con­ceal­ment, and warmth made war the eas­i­er.

			News flew swal­low-like to Tau­ro­gi—some­times ter­ri­ble, some­times com­fort­ing; and to these and to those the maid­en de­vot­ed her prayers, and shed tears of sor­row or joy.

			Pre­vi­ous men­tion had been made of a ter­ri­ble up­ris­ing of the whole peo­ple. As many as the trees in the forests of the Com­mon­wealth, as many as the ears of grain wav­ing on its fields, as many as the stars shin­ing on it at night be­tween the Carpathi­ans and the Baltic, were the war­riors who rose up against the Swedes. These men, be­ing no­bles, were born to the sword and to war by God’s will and na­ture’s or­der; those who cut fur­rows with the plough, sowed land with grain; those who were oc­cu­pied with trade and hand­i­craft in towns; those who lived in the wilder­ness, from bee­keep­ing, from pitch-mak­ing, who lived with the axe or by hunt­ing; those who lived on the rivers and la­bored at fish­ing; those who were no­mads in the steppes with their cat­tle—all seized their weapons to drive out the in­vad­er.

			The Swede was now drown­ing in that mul­ti­tude as in a swollen riv­er.

			To the won­der of the whole world, the Com­mon­wealth, pow­er­less but a short time be­fore, found more sabres in its de­fence than the Em­per­or of Ger­many or the King of France could have.

			Then came news of Karl Gus­tav—how he was march­ing ev­er deep­er in­to the Com­mon­wealth, his feet in blood, his head in smoke and flames, his lips blas­phem­ing. It was hoped any mo­ment to hear of his death and the de­struc­tion of all the Swedish armies.

			The name of Charnyet­s­ki was heard with in­creas­ing force from bound­ary to bound­ary, trans­fix­ing the en­e­my with ter­ror, pour­ing con­so­la­tion in­to the hearts of the Poles.

			“He rout­ed them at Kozyen­it­si!” was said one day. “He rout­ed them at Yaroslav!” was re­peat­ed a few weeks lat­er; a dis­tant echo re­peat­ed: “He has beat­en them at San­domir!” The on­ly won­der was where so many Swedes could still come from af­ter so many de­feats.

			Fi­nal­ly a new flock of swal­lows flew in, and with them the re­port of the im­pris­on­ment of the king and the whole Swedish army in the fork of the rivers. It seemed that the end was right there. Sakovich stopped his ex­pe­di­tions; he mere­ly wrote let­ters at night and sent them in var­i­ous di­rec­tions.

			Bille­vich seemed be­wil­dered. He rushed in ev­ery evening with news to Olen­ka. Some­times he gnawed his hands, when he re­mem­bered that he had to sit in Tau­ro­gi. The old sol­dier soul was yearn­ing for the field. At last he be­gan to shut him­self up in his room, and to pon­der over some­thing for hours at a time. Once he seized Olen­ka in his arms, burst out in­to great weep­ing, and said—“You are a dear girl, my on­ly daugh­ter, but the coun­try is dear­er.” And next day he van­ished, as if he had fall­en through the earth. Olen­ka found mere­ly a let­ter, and in it the fol­low­ing words:—

			
				“God bless thee, beloved child! I un­der­stood well that they are guard­ing thee and not me, and that it would be eas­i­er for me to es­cape alone. Let God judge me, thou poor or­phan, if I did this from hard­ness of heart and lack of fa­ther­ly love for thee. But the tor­ment sur­passed my en­durance. I swear, by Christ’s wounds, that I could en­dure no longer. For when I thought that the best Pol­ish blood was flow­ing in a riv­er pro pa­tria el lib­er­tate (for the coun­try and lib­er­ty), and in that riv­er there was not one drop of my blood, it seemed to me that the an­gels of heav­en were con­demn­ing me. If I had not been born in our sa­cred Jmud, where love of coun­try and brav­ery are cher­ished, if I had not been born a no­ble, a Bille­vich, I should have re­mained with thee and guard­ed thee. But thou, if a man, wouldst have done as I have; there­fore thou’lt for­give me for leav­ing thee alone, like Daniel in the li­ons’ den, whom God in His mer­cy pre­served; so I think that the pro­tec­tion of our Most Holy La­dy the Queen will be bet­ter over thee than mine.”

			

			Olen­ka cov­ered the let­ter with tears: but she loved her un­cle still more be­cause of this act, for her heart rose with pride. Mean­while no small up­roar was made in Tau­ro­gi. Sakovich him­self rushed to the maid­en in great fury, and with­out re­mov­ing his cap asked—

			“Where is your un­cle?”

			“Where all, ex­cept traitors, are—in the field!”

			“Did you know of this?” cried he.

			But she, in­stead of be­ing abashed, ad­vanced some steps and mea­sur­ing him with her eyes, said with in­ex­press­ible con­tempt—

			“I knew—and what?”

			“Ah, if it were not for the prince! You will an­swer to the prince!”

			“Nei­ther to the prince nor to his serv­ing-lad. And now I beg you—” And she point­ed to the door.

			Sakovich gnashed his teeth and went out.

			That same day news of the vic­to­ry at Var­ka was ring­ing through Tau­ro­gi, and such fear fell on all par­ti­sans of the Swedes that Sakovich him­self dared not pun­ish the priests who sang pub­licly in the neigh­bor­ing church­es “Te Deum.”

			A great bur­den fell from his heart, when a few weeks lat­er a let­ter came from Bo­guslav, who was be­fore Marien­burg, with in­for­ma­tion that the king had es­caped from the riv­er sack. But the oth­er news was very dis­agree­able. The prince asked re­in­force­ments, and di­rect­ed to leave in Tau­ro­gi no more troops than were ab­so­lute­ly need­ed for de­fence.

			All the cav­al­ry ready marched the next day, and with it Ket­tling, Oet­tin­gen, Fitz-Gre­go­ry—in a word, all the best of­fi­cers, ex­cept Braun, who was in­dis­pens­able to Sakovich.

			Tau­ro­gi was still more de­sert­ed than af­ter the prince’s de­par­ture. Anu­sia grew weary, and an­noyed Sakovich all the more. The staros­ta thought of re­mov­ing to Prus­sia; for par­ties, made bold by the de­par­ture of the troops, be­gan again to push be­yond Rossyeni. The Bille­vich­es them­selves had col­lect­ed about five hun­dred horse, small no­bles and peas­ants. They had in­flict­ed a sen­si­ble de­feat on Büt­zov, who had marched against them, and they rav­aged with­out mer­cy all vil­lages be­long­ing to Radzivill.

			Men ral­lied to them will­ing­ly; for no fam­i­ly, not even the Hle­bovich­es, en­joyed such gen­er­al hon­or and re­spect. Sakovich was sor­ry to leave Tau­ro­gi at the mer­cy of the en­e­my; he knew that in Prus­sia it would be dif­fi­cult for him to get mon­ey and re­in­force­ments, that he man­aged here as he liked, there his pow­er must de­crease; still he lost hope more and more of be­ing able to main­tain him­self.

			Büt­zov, de­feat­ed, took refuge un­der him; and the tid­ings which he brought of the pow­er and growth of the re­bel­lion made Sakovich de­cide at last on the Prus­sian jour­ney.

			As a pos­i­tive man, and one lov­ing to bring in­to speedy ef­fect that which he had planned, he fin­ished his prepa­ra­tions in ten days, is­sued or­ders, and was ready to march.

			Sud­den­ly he met with an un­looked for re­sis­tance, and from a side from which he had least ex­pect­ed it—from Anu­sia Bor­zobo­gati.

			Anu­sia did not think of go­ing to Prus­sia. She was com­fort­able in Tau­ro­gi. The ad­vances of con­fed­er­ate “par­ties” did not alarm her in the least; and if the Bille­vich­es had at­tacked Tau­ro­gi it­self, she would have been glad. She un­der­stood al­so that in a strange place, among Ger­mans, she would be at Sakovich’s mer­cy com­plete­ly, and that she might the more eas­i­ly be brought there to obli­ga­tion, for which she had no de­sire; there­fore she re­solved to in­sist on re­main­ing. Olen­ka, to whom she ex­plained her rea­sons, not on­ly con­firmed the just­ness of them, but im­plored with all her pow­er, with tears in her eyes, to op­pose the jour­ney.

			“Here,” said she, “sal­va­tion may come—if not to­day, to­mor­row; there we should both be lost ut­ter­ly.”

			“But see, you al­most abused me be­cause I want­ed to con­quer the staros­ta, though I knew of noth­ing; as I love Princess Grisel­da, it on­ly came some­how of it­self. But now would he re­gard my re­sis­tance were he not in love? What do you think?”

			“True, Anu­sia, true,” re­spond­ed Olen­ka.

			“Do not trou­ble your­self, my most beau­ti­ful flow­er! We shall not stir a foot out of Tau­ro­gi; be­sides, I shall an­noy Sakovich ter­ri­bly.”

			“God grant you suc­cess!”

			“Why should I not have it? I shall suc­ceed, first, be­cause he cares for me, and sec­ond, as I think he cares for my prop­er­ty. It is easy for him to get an­gry with me; he can even wound me with his sabre; but then all would be lost.”

			And it turned out that she was right. Sakovich came to her joy­ful and con­fi­dent; but she greet­ed him with dis­dain­ful mien.

			“Is it pos­si­ble,” asked she, “that you wish to flee to Prus­sia from dread of the Bille­vich­es?”

			“Not be­fore the Bille­vich­es,” an­swered he, frown­ing; “not from fear; but I go there from pru­dence, so as to act against those rob­bers with fresh forces.”

			“Then a pleas­ant jour­ney to you.”

			“How is that? Do you think that I will go with­out you, my dear­est hope?”

			“Whoso is a cow­ard may find hope in flight, not in me.”

			Sakovich was pale from anger. He would have pun­ished her; but see­ing be­fore whom he was stand­ing, he re­strained him­self, soft­ened his fierce face with a smile, and said, as if jest­ing—

			“Oh, I shall not ask. I will seat you in a car­riage and take you along.”

			“Will you?” asked she. “Then I see that I am held here in cap­tiv­i­ty against the will of the prince. Know then, sir, that if you do that, I shall not speak an­oth­er word to you all my life, so help me the Lord God! for I was reared in Lub­ni, and I have the great­est con­tempt for cow­ards. Would that I had not fall­en in­to such hands! Would that Pan Babinich had car­ried me off for good in­to Lithua­nia, for he was not afraid of any man!”

			“For God’s sake!” cried Sakovich. “Tell me at least why you are un­will­ing to go to Prus­sia.”

			But Anu­sia feigned weep­ing and de­spair.

			“Tar­tars as it were have tak­en me in­to cap­tiv­i­ty, though I was reared by Princess Grisel­da, and no one had a right to me. They seize me, im­prison me, take me be­yond the sea by force, will con­demn me to ex­ile. It is soon to be seen how they will tear me with pin­cers! O my God! my God!”

			“Have the fear of that God on whom you are call­ing!” cried the staros­ta. “Who will tear you with pin­cers?”

			“Oh, save me, all ye saints!” cried Anu­sia, sob­bing.

			Sakovich knew not what to do; he was chok­ing with rage. At times he thought that he would go mad, or that Anu­sia had gone mad. At last he threw him­self at her feet and said that he would stay in Tau­ro­gi. Then she be­gan to en­treat him to go away, if he was afraid; with which she brought him to fi­nal de­spair, so that, spring­ing up and go­ing out, he said—

			“Well! we shall re­main in Tau­ro­gi, and whether I fear the Bille­vich­es will soon be seen.”

			And col­lect­ing that very day the rem­nant of Büt­zov’s de­feat­ed troops and his own, he marched, but not to Prus­sia, on­ly to Rossyeni, against the Bille­vich­es, who were en­camped in the forests of Girlakol. They did not ex­pect an at­tack, for news of the in­tend­ed with­draw­al of the troops from Tau­ro­gi had been re­peat­ed in the neigh­bor­hood for sev­er­al days. The staros­ta struck them while off their guard, cut them to pieces, and tram­pled them. The sword-bear­er him­self, un­der whose lead­er­ship the par­ty was, es­caped from the de­feat; but two Bille­vich­es of an­oth­er line fell, and with them a third part of the sol­diers; the rest fled to the four points of the world. The staros­ta brought a num­ber of tens of pris­on­ers to Tau­ro­gi, and gave or­ders to slay ev­ery­one, be­fore Anu­sia could in­ter­cede in their de­fence.

			There was no fur­ther talk of leav­ing Tau­ro­gi; and the staros­ta had no need of do­ing so, for af­ter this vic­to­ry par­ties did not go be­yond the Du­bisha.

			Sakovich put on airs and boast­ed be­yond mea­sure, say­ing that if Löwen­haupt would send him a thou­sand good horse he would rub out the re­bel­lion in all Jmud. But Löwen­haupt was not in those parts then. Anu­sia gave a poor re­cep­tion to this boast­ing.

			“Oh, suc­cess against the sword-bear­er was easy,” said she; “but if he be­fore whom both you and the prince fled had been there, of a cer­tain­ty you would have left me and fled to Prus­sia be­yond the sea.”

			These words pricked the staros­ta to the quick.

			“First of all, do not imag­ine to your­self that Prus­sia is be­yond the sea, for be­yond the sea is Swe­den; and sec­ond, be­fore whom did the prince and I flee?”

			“Be­fore Pan Babinich!” an­swered she, cour­tesy­ing with great cer­e­mo­ny.

			“Would that I might meet him at a sword’s length!”

			“Then you would sure­ly lie a sword’s depth in the ground; but do not call the wolf from the for­est.”

			Sakovich, in fact, did not call that wolf with sin­cer­i­ty; for though he was a man of in­com­pa­ra­ble dar­ing, he felt a cer­tain, al­most su­per­sti­tious, dread of Babinich—so ghast­ly were the mem­o­ries that re­mained to him af­ter the re­cent cam­paign. He did not know, be­sides, how soon he would hear that ter­ri­ble name.

			But be­fore that name rang through all Jmud, there came in time oth­er news—for some the most joy­ful of joy­ful, but for Sakovich most ter­ri­ble—which all mouths re­peat­ed in three words through­out the whole Com­mon­wealth—

			“War­saw is tak­en!”

			It seemed that the earth was open­ing un­der the feet of traitors; that the whole Swedish heav­en was fall­ing on their heads, to­geth­er with all the deities which had shone in it hith­er­to like suns. Ears would not be­lieve that the chan­cel­lor Ox­en­stiern was in cap­tiv­i­ty; that in cap­tiv­i­ty were Er­sk­ine, Löwen­haupt, Wrangel; in cap­tiv­i­ty the great Wit­tem­berg him­self, who had stained the whole Com­mon­wealth with blood, who had con­quered one half of it be­fore the com­ing of Karl Gus­tav; that the king, Yan Kaz­imir, was tri­umph­ing, and af­ter the vic­to­ry would pass judg­ment on the guilty.

			And this news flew as if on wings; roared like a bomb through the Com­mon­wealth; went through vil­lages, for peas­ant re­peat­ed it to peas­ant; went through the fields, for the wheat rus­tled it; went through the for­est, for pine-tree told it to pine-tree; the ea­gles screamed it in the air; and all liv­ing men still the more seized their weapons.

			In a mo­ment the de­feat of Girlakol was for­got­ten around Tau­ro­gi. The re­cent­ly ter­ri­ble Sakovich grew small in ev­ery­thing, even in his own eyes. Par­ties be­gan again to at­tack bod­ies of Swedes; the Bille­vich­es, re­cov­er­ing af­ter their last de­feat, passed the Du­bisha again, at the head of their own men and the re­main­der of the Lau­da no­bles.

			Sakovich knew not him­self what to be­gin, whith­er to turn, from what side to look for sal­va­tion. For a long time he had no news from Prince Bo­guslav, and he racked his head in vain. Where was he, with what troops could he be? And at times a mor­tal ter­ror seized him: had not the prince too fall­en in­to cap­tiv­i­ty? He called to mind the prince’s say­ing that he would turn his ta­bor to­ward War­saw, and that if they would make him com­man­dant over the gar­ri­son in the cap­i­tal, he would pre­fer to be there, for he could look more eas­i­ly on ev­ery side.

			There were not want­ing al­so peo­ple who as­sert­ed that the prince must have fall­en in­to the hands of Yan Kaz­imir.

			“If the prince were not in War­saw,” said they, “why should our gra­cious lord the king ex­clude him alone from amnesty, which he ex­tend­ed in ad­vance to all Poles in the gar­ri­son? He must be al­ready in the pow­er of the king; and since it is known that Prince Yanush’s head was des­tined for the block, it is cer­tain that Prince Bo­guslav’s will fall.”

			In con­se­quence of these thoughts Sakovich came to the same con­vic­tion, and wres­tled with de­spair—first, be­cause he loved the prince; sec­ond, be­cause he saw that if this pow­er­ful pro­tec­tor were dead, the wildest beast would more eas­i­ly find a place to hide its head in the Com­mon­wealth than he, the right hand of the traitor.

			All that seemed left to him was to flee to Prus­sia with­out re­gard to Anu­sia’s op­po­si­tion, and seek there bread, ser­vice.

			“But what would hap­pen?” asked the staros­ta of him­self more than once, “if the elec­tor, fear­ing the anger of Yan Kaz­imir, should give up all fugi­tives?”

			There was no is­sue but to seek safe­ty be­yond the sea, in Swe­den it­self.

			For­tu­nate­ly, af­ter a week of this tor­ment and doubt, a couri­er came from Prince Bo­guslav with a long au­to­graph let­ter.

			
				“War­saw is tak­en from the Swedes,” wrote the prince. “My ta­bor and ef­fects are lost. It is too late for me to re­cede, for the king’s ad­vis­ers are so en­ven­omed against me that I was ex­cept­ed from amnesty. Babinich ha­rassed my troops at the very gates of War­saw. Ket­tling is in cap­tiv­i­ty. The King of Swe­den, the elec­tor, and I, with Stein­bock and all forces, are march­ing to the cap­i­tal, where there will be a gen­er­al bat­tle soon. Karl Gus­tav swears that he will win it, though the skill of Yan Kaz­imir in lead­ing armies con­founds him not a lit­tle. Who could have fore­seen in that ex-Je­suit such a strate­gist? But I rec­og­nized him as ear­ly as Berestechko, for there ev­ery­thing was done with his head and Vish­nyevet­s­ki’s. We have hope in this—that the gen­er­al mili­tia, of which there are sev­er­al tens of thou­sands with Yan Kaz­imir, will dis­perse to their homes, or that their first ar­dor will cool and they will not fight as at first. God grant some pan­ic in that rab­ble; then Karl Gus­tav can give them a gen­er­al de­feat, though what will come lat­er is un­known, and the gen­er­als them­selves tell one an­oth­er in se­cret that the re­bel­lion is a hy­dra on which new heads are grow­ing ev­ery mo­ment. First of all, ‘War­saw must be tak­en a sec­ond time.’ When I heard this from the mouth of Karl, I asked, ‘What next?’ He said noth­ing. Here our strength is crum­bling, theirs is in­creas­ing. We have noth­ing with which to be­gin a new war. And courage is not the same; no Poles will join the Swedes as at first. My un­cle the elec­tor is silent as usu­al; but I see well that if we lose a bat­tle, he will be­gin to­mor­row to beat the Swedes, so as to buy him­self in­to Yan Kaz­imir’s fa­vor. It is bit­ter to bow down, but we must. God grant that I be ac­cept­ed, and come out whole with­out los­ing my prop­er­ty. I trust on­ly in God; but it is hard to es­cape fear, and we must fore­see evil. There­fore what prop­er­ty you can sell or mort­gage for ready mon­ey, sell and mort­gage; even en­ter in­to re­la­tions with con­fed­er­ates in se­cret. Go your­self with the whole ta­bor to Bir­ji, as from there to Cour­land is near­er. I should ad­vise you to go to Prus­sia; but soon it will not be safe from fire and sword in Prus­sia, for im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter the tak­ing of War­saw Babinich was or­dered to march through Prus­sia to Lithua­nia, to ex­cite the re­bel­lion and burn and slay on the road. And you know that he will car­ry out that or­der. We tried to catch him at the Bug; and Stein­bock him­self sent a con­sid­er­able force against him, of which not one man re­turned to give news of the dis­as­ter. Do not try to mea­sure your­self with Babinich, for you will not be able, but has­ten to Bir­ji.

				“The fever has left me en­tire­ly; here there are high and dry plains, not such swamps as in Jmud. I com­mit you to God, etc.”

			

			The staros­ta was as much grieved at the news as he was re­joiced that the prince was alive and in health; for if the prince fore­saw that the win­ning of a gen­er­al bat­tle could not much bet­ter the shat­tered for­tune of Swe­den, what could be hoped for in fu­ture? Per­haps the prince might save him­self from ru­in un­der the robe of the crafty elec­tor, and he, Sakovich, un­der the prince; but what could be done in the mean while? Go to Prus­sia?

			Pan Sakovich did not need the ad­vice of the prince to re­strain him from meet­ing Babinich. Pow­er and de­sire to do that were both lack­ing. Bir­ji re­mained, but too late for that al­so. On the road was a Bille­vich par­ty; then a sec­ond par­ty—no­bles, peas­ants, peo­ple of the prince, and God knows what oth­ers—who at a mere re­port would as­sem­ble and sweep him away as a whirl­wind sweeps with­ered leaves; and even if they did not as­sem­ble, even if he could an­tic­i­pate them by a swift and bold march, it would be need­ful to fight on the road with oth­ers; at ev­ery vil­lage, at ev­ery swamp, in ev­ery field and for­est, a new bat­tle. What forces should he have to take even thir­ty hors­es to Bir­ji? Was he to re­main in Tau­ro­gi? That was bad, for mean­while the ter­ri­ble Babinich would come at the head of a pow­er­ful Tar­tar le­gion; all the par­ties would fly to him; they would cov­er Tau­ro­gi as with a flood, and wreak a vengeance such as man had not heard of till that day.

			For the first time in his life the hith­er­to in­so­lent staros­ta felt that he lacked coun­sel in his head, strength in un­der­tak­ing, and de­ci­sion in dan­ger; and the next day he sum­moned to coun­sel Büt­zov, Braun, and some of the most im­por­tant of­fi­cers.

			It was de­cid­ed to re­main in Tau­ro­gi and await tid­ings from War­saw.

			But Braun from that coun­cil went straight to an­oth­er, to one with Anu­sia.

			Long, long did they de­lib­er­ate to­geth­er. At last Braun came out with face great­ly moved; but Anu­sia rushed like a storm to Olen­ka—

			“Olen­ka, the time has come!” cried she, on the thresh­old. “We must flee!”

			“When?” asked the valiant girl, grow­ing a lit­tle pale, but ris­ing at once in sign of im­me­di­ate readi­ness.

			“To­mor­row, to­mor­row! Braun has the com­mand, and Sakovich will sleep in the town, for Pan Dzyeshuk has in­vit­ed him to a ban­quet. Pan Dzyeshuk was long ago pre­pared, and he will put some­thing in Sakovich’s wine. Braun says that he will go him­self and take fifty horse. Oh, Olen­ka, how hap­py I am! how hap­py!”

			Here Anu­sia threw her­self on Pan­na Bille­vich’s neck, and be­gan to press her with such an out­burst of joy that she asked—

			“What is the mat­ter, Anu­sia? You might have brought Braun to this long ago.”

			“I might, I might. I have told you noth­ing yet! O my God! my God! Have you heard of noth­ing? Pan Babinich is march­ing hith­er! Sakovich and all of them are dy­ing of fear! Pan Babinich is march­ing, burn­ing, and slay­ing. He has de­stroyed one par­ty, has beat­en Stein­bock him­self, and is ad­vanc­ing with forced march­es, so as to hur­ry. And to whom can he hur­ry hith­er? Tell me, am I not a fool?”

			Here tears glis­tened in Anu­sia’s eyes. Olen­ka placed her hands to­geth­er as if in prayer, and rais­ing her eyes said—

			“To whom­so­ev­er he is has­ten­ing, may God straight­en his paths, bless him, and guard him!”

		
	
		
			XC

			Kmi­ta, wish­ing to pass from War­saw to Roy­al Prus­sia and Lithua­nia, had re­al­ly no easy task in the very be­gin­ning, for not far­ther from War­saw than Serot­sk was a great Swedish force. Karl Gus­tav in his time had com­mand­ed it to take po­si­tion there pur­pose­ly to hin­der the siege of the cap­i­tal. But since War­saw was cap­tured, that army had noth­ing bet­ter to do than stop the di­vi­sions which Yan Kaz­imir might send to Lithua­nia or Prus­sia. At the head of the Swedish force were two Pol­ish traitors, Radzey­ovs­ki and Radzivill, with Dou­glas, a skil­ful war­rior, trained as no oth­er of the Swedish gen­er­als in sud­den war­fare; with them were two thou­sand cho­sen in­fantry and cav­al­ry, with ar­tillery of equal num­ber. When the lead­ers heard of Kmi­ta’s ex­pe­di­tion, since it was nec­es­sary for them in ev­ery event to ap­proach Lithua­nia to save Tykotsin, be­sieged anew by Ma­zo­vians and men of Podlyasye, they spread wide­ly their nets for Pan An­drei in the tri­an­gle on the Bug, be­tween Serot­sk on one side and Zlo­to­rya on the oth­er, and Os­trolenko at the point.

			Kmi­ta had to pass through that tri­an­gle, for he was hur­ry­ing, and there lay his near­est road. He no­ticed in good sea­son that he was in a net, but be­cause he was ac­cus­tomed to that method of war­fare he was not dis­con­cert­ed. He count­ed on this—that the net was too great­ly ex­tend­ed, and there­fore the mesh­es in it were so wide­ly stretched that he would be able to pass through them. What is more, though they hunt­ed him dili­gent­ly, not on­ly did he dou­ble back, not on­ly did he es­cape, but he hunt­ed them. First, he passed the Bug be­hind Serot­sk, pushed along the bank of the riv­er to Vyshkov in Bran­shchyk; he cut to pieces three hun­dred horse sent on a re­con­nois­sance, so that, as the prince had writ­ten, not a man re­turned to give ac­count of the dis­as­ter. Dou­glas him­self pushed him in­to Dlu­gosy­o­dle; but Kmi­ta, dis­pers­ing the cav­al­ry, turned back, and in­stead of flee­ing with all his might, went straight to the eyes of the en­e­my as far as the Narev, which he crossed by swim­ming. Dou­glas stood on the bank wait­ing for boats; but be­fore they were brought Kmi­ta re­turned in the dark through the riv­er, and strik­ing the van­guard of the Swedes brought pan­ic and dis­or­der to Dou­glas’s whole di­vi­sion.

			The old gen­er­al was amazed at this move­ment; but next day his amaze­ment was greater, when he learned that Kmi­ta had gone around the whole army, and dou­bling back to the spot from which they had start­ed him like a wild beast, had seized at Bran­shchyk Swedish wag­ons fol­low­ing the army, to­geth­er with booty and mon­ey, cut­ting down at the same time fifty men of the in­fantry con­voy.

			Some­times the Swedes saw Kmi­ta’s Tar­tars for whole days with the naked eye on the edge of the hori­zon, but could not reach them. Still Pan An­drei car­ried off some­thing ev­ery mo­ment. The Swedish sol­diers were wea­ried, and the Pol­ish squadrons which held yet with Radzey­ovs­ki, though formed of dis­senters, served un­will­ing­ly. But the pop­u­la­tion served Kmi­ta with en­thu­si­asm. He knew ev­ery move­ment of the small­est scout­ing-par­ty, of each wag­on which went for­ward or re­mained in the rear. Some­times it seemed that he was play­ing with the Swedes, but that was tiger-play. He spared no pris­on­ers; he or­dered the Tar­tars to hang them, for the Swedes did the same. At times you would say that ir­re­press­ible fury had come up­on him, for he hurled him­self with blind in­so­lence on su­pe­ri­or forces.

			“An in­sane man leads that di­vi­sion!” said Dou­glas.

			“Or a mad dog!” said Radzey­ovs­ki.

			Bo­guslav thought he was one and the oth­er, but un­der­neath both a con­sum­mate sol­dier. The prince re­lat­ed boast­ing­ly to the gen­er­als that he had hurled that cav­a­lier twice to the earth, with his own hand.

			In fact, Babinich at­tacked Bo­guslav most fu­ri­ous­ly. He sought him ev­i­dent­ly; the pur­sued be­came him­self the pur­suer.

			Dou­glas di­vined that there must be some per­son­al ha­tred in the mat­ter.

			The prince did not de­ny this, though he gave no ex­pla­na­tions. He paid Babinich with the same coin; for fol­low­ing the ex­am­ple of Ho­v­an­s­ki, he put a price on his head; and when that availed noth­ing, he thought to take ad­van­tage of Kmi­ta’s ha­tred and through it bring him in­to a trap.

			“It is a shame for us to both­er so long with this rob­ber,” said he to Dou­glas and Radzey­ovs­ki; “he is prowl­ing around us like a wolf around a sheep­fold. I will go against him with a small di­vi­sion as a de­coy; and when he strikes me I will de­tain him till you come up; then we will not let the craw­fish out of the net.”

			Dou­glas, whom this chase had long since an­noyed, made on­ly small op­po­si­tion, as­sert­ing that he could not and should not ex­pose the life of such a great dig­ni­tary and rel­a­tive of kings to the chance of be­ing seized by one ma­raud­er. But when Bo­guslav in­sist­ed, he agreed.

			It was de­ter­mined that the prince should go with a de­tach­ment of five hun­dred troop­ers, that each man should have be­hind him a foot sol­dier with a mus­ket. This strat­a­gem was to lead Babinich in­to er­ror.

			“He will not re­strain him­self when he hears of on­ly five hun­dred horse­men, and he will at­tack un­doubt­ed­ly,” said the prince. “When the in­fantry spit in his eyes, his Tar­tars will scat­ter like sand; he will fall him­self, or we shall take him alive.”

			This plan was car­ried out quick­ly and with great ac­cu­ra­cy. First, news was sent out, two days in ad­vance, that a par­ty of five hun­dred horse was to march un­der Prince Bo­guslav. The gen­er­als cal­cu­lat­ed with cer­tain­ty that the lo­cal in­hab­i­tants would in­form Babinich of this. In fact, they did in­form him.

			The prince marched in the deep and dark night to­ward Van­sosh and Yelon­ka, passed the riv­er at Cherevi­no, and leav­ing his cav­al­ry in the open field, sta­tioned his in­fantry in the neigh­bor­ing groves, whence they might is­sue un­ex­pect­ed­ly. Mean­while Dou­glas was to push along by the bank of the Narev, feign­ing to march on Os­trolenko. Radzey­ovs­ki was in ad­vance, with the lighter cav­al­ry from Ksyen­jopole.

			Nei­ther of the three lead­ers knew well where Babinich was at that mo­ment, for it was im­pos­si­ble to learn any­thing from the peas­ants, and the cav­al­ry were not able to seize Tar­tars. But Dou­glas sup­posed that Babinich’s main forces were in Snyado­vo, and he wished to sur­round them, so that if Babinich should move on Bo­guslav, he would in­ter­cept him on the side of the Lithua­ni­an bound­ary and cut off his re­treat.

			Ev­ery­thing seemed to fa­vor the Swedish plans. Kmi­ta was re­al­ly in Snyado­vo; and bare­ly had the news of Bo­guslav’s ap­proach reached him, when he fell at once in­to the for­est, so as to come out un­ex­pect­ed­ly near Cherevi­no.

			Dou­glas, turn­ing aside from the Narev, struck in a few days up­on the traces of the Tar­tar march, and ad­vanced by the same road, there­fore from the rear af­ter Babinich. Heat tor­ment­ed the hors­es great­ly, as well as the men en­cased in iron ar­mor; but the gen­er­al ad­vanced with­out re­gard to those hin­drances, ab­so­lute­ly cer­tain that he would come up­on Babinich’s army un­ex­pect­ed­ly and in time of bat­tle.

			Fi­nal­ly, af­ter two days’ march he came so near Cherevi­no that the smoke of the cot­tages was vis­i­ble. Then he halt­ed, and oc­cu­py­ing all the pas­sages and nar­row path­ways, wait­ed.

			Some of­fi­cers wished to ad­vance as a for­lorn hope and strike at once; but Dou­glas re­strained them, say­ing—

			“Babinich, af­ter at­tack­ing the prince, when he sees that he has to do not with cav­al­ry alone, but al­so with in­fantry, will be obliged to re­treat; and as he can re­treat on­ly by the old road, he will fall as it were in­to our open arms.”

			In fact, it seemed that all they had to do was to lis­ten, and soon Tar­tar howl­ing would be heard, and the first dis­charges of mus­ketry.

			Mean­while one day passed, and in the forests of Cherevi­no it was as silent as if a sol­dier’s foot had nev­er been in it.

			Dou­glas grew im­pa­tient, and to­ward night sent for­ward a small par­ty to the field, en­join­ing on them the ut­most cau­tion.

			The par­ty re­turned in the depth of the night, with­out hav­ing seen or done any­thing. At day­light Dou­glas him­self ad­vanced with his whole force. Af­ter a march of some hours he reached a place filled with traces of the pres­ence of sol­diers. His men found rem­nants of bis­cuits, bro­ken glass, bits of cloth­ing, and a belt with car­tridges such as the Swedish in­fantry use; it be­came cer­tain that Bo­guslav’s in­fantry had stopped in that place, but they were not vis­i­ble any­where. Far­ther on in the damp for­est Dou­glas’s van­guard found many tracks of heavy cav­al­ry hors­es, but on the edge tracks of Tar­tar ponies; still far­ther on lay the car­cass of a horse, from which the wolves had re­cent­ly torn out the en­trails. About a fur­long be­yond they found a Tar­tar ar­row with­out the point, but with the shaft en­tire. Ev­i­dent­ly Bo­guslav was re­treat­ing, and Babinich was fol­low­ing him.

			Dou­glas un­der­stood that some­thing un­usu­al must have hap­pened. But what was it? To this there was no an­swer. Dou­glas fell to pon­der­ing. Sud­den­ly his med­i­ta­tion was in­ter­rupt­ed by an of­fi­cer from the van­guard.

			“Your wor­thi­ness!” said the of­fi­cer, “through the thick­et about a fur­long away are some men in a crowd. They do not move, as if they were on watch. I have brought the guard to a halt, so as to re­port to you.”

			“Cav­al­ry or in­fantry?” asked Dou­glas.

			“In­fantry. There are four or five of them in a group; it was not pos­si­ble to count them ac­cu­rate­ly, for the branch­es hide them. But they seem yel­low, like our mus­ke­teers.”

			Dou­glas pressed his horse with his knees, pushed for­ward quick­ly to the van­guard, and ad­vanced with it. Through the thick­ets, now thin­ner, were to be seen in the re­mot­er deep for­est a group of sol­diers per­fect­ly mo­tion­less, stand­ing un­der a tree.

			“They are ours, they are ours!” said Dou­glas. “The prince must be in the neigh­bor­hood.”

			“It is a won­der to me,” said the of­fi­cer; “they are on watch, and none of them calls, though we march nois­i­ly.”

			Here the thick­ets end­ed, and the for­est was clean of un­der­growth. The men ap­proached and saw four per­sons stand­ing in a group, one at the side of the oth­er, as if they were look­ing at some­thing on the ground. From the head of each one rose a dark strip di­rect­ly up­ward.

			“Your wor­thi­ness!” said the of­fi­cer at once, “these men are hang­ing.”

			“That is true!” an­swered Dou­glas.

			They sprang for­ward, and stood for a while near the corpses. Four foot-sol­diers were hang­ing to­geth­er by ropes, like a bunch of thrush­es, their feet bare­ly an inch above the ground, for they were on the low­er branch­es.

			Dou­glas looked at them in­dif­fer­ent­ly enough; then said as if to him­self, “Now we know that the prince and Babinich have passed this way.”

			Then he fell to think­ing again, for he did not know well whether to con­tin­ue on by the for­est path or go out on the Os­trolenko high­way.

			Half an hour lat­er they found two oth­er corpses. Ev­i­dent­ly they were ma­raud­ers or sick men whom Babinich’s Tar­tars had seized while pur­su­ing the prince.

			“But why did the prince re­treat?”

			Dou­glas knew him too well—that is, both his dar­ing and his mil­i­tary ex­pe­ri­ence—to ad­mit even for a mo­ment that the prince had not suf­fi­cient rea­sons. There­fore some­thing must have in­ter­vened.

			On­ly next day was the af­fair ex­plained. Pan Byes Ko­rnie had come from Prince Bo­guslav, with a par­ty of thir­ty horse, to re­port that Yan Kaz­imir had sent be­yond the Bug against Dou­glas the full het­man Pan Gosyevs­ki, with six thou­sand Lithua­ni­ans and Tar­tar horse.

			“We learned this,” said Pan Byes, “be­fore Babinich came up; for he ad­vanced very care­ful­ly and at­tacked fre­quent­ly, there­fore an­noy­ing­ly. Gosyevs­ki is twen­ty or twen­ty-five miles dis­tant. When the prince re­ceived the tid­ings, he was forced to re­treat in haste, so as to join Radzey­ovs­ki, who might be cut to pieces eas­i­ly. But by march­ing quick­ly we made the junc­tion. The prince sent out at once par­ties of a few tens of men in ev­ery di­rec­tion, with a re­port to your wor­thi­ness. Many of them will fall in­to Tar­tar or peas­ant hands, but in such a war it can­not be oth­er­wise.”

			“Where are the prince and Radzey­ovs­ki?”

			“Ten miles from here, at the riv­er.”

			“Did the prince bring back all his forces?”

			“He was forced to leave the in­fantry, which is com­ing through the thick­est for­est, so as to es­cape the Tar­tars.”

			“Such cav­al­ry as the Tar­tar is made to go through the dens­est forests. I do not ex­pect to see that in­fantry again. But no one is to blame, and the prince act­ed like an ex­pe­ri­enced lead­er.”

			“The prince threw out one par­ty the most con­sid­er­able to Os­trolenko, to lead Gosyevs­ki in­to er­ror. He will go to Os­trolenko at once, think­ing that our whole force is there.”

			“That is well!” said Dou­glas, com­fort­ed. “We will man­age Gosyevs­ki.”

			And he marched with­out de­lay to join Bo­guslav and Radzey­ovs­ki. They met that same day, to the great de­light, es­pe­cial­ly, of Radzey­ovs­ki, who feared cap­tiv­i­ty more than death, for he knew that as a traitor and the orig­i­na­tor of all the mis­for­tunes of the Com­mon­wealth he would have to give a ter­ri­ble an­swer. But now, af­ter the junc­tion with Dou­glas, the Swedish army had more than four thou­sand men; there­fore it was able to of­fer an ef­fec­tive re­sis­tance to the forces of the full het­man. He had, it is true, six thou­sand cav­al­ry; but Tar­tars—ex­cept those of Babinich, who were trained—could not be used in of­fen­sive bat­tle, and Pan Gosyevs­ki him­self, though a skilled and learned war­rior, was not able, like Charnyet­s­ki, to in­spire men with an en­thu­si­asm which noth­ing could re­sist.

			But Dou­glas was at a loss to un­der­stand why Yan Kaz­imir should send the full het­man be­yond the Bug. The Swedish king with the elec­tor was march­ing on War­saw; a gen­er­al bat­tle must there­fore fol­low, soon­er or lat­er. And though Yan Kaz­imir was at the head of a force su­pe­ri­or in num­bers to the Swedes and the Bran­den­burg­ers, still six thou­sand men formed too great a force for the King of Poland to set aside vol­un­tar­i­ly.

			It is true that Gosyevs­ki had saved Babinich from trou­ble, but still the king did not need to send out a whole di­vi­sion to the res­cue of Babinich. Hence there was in this ex­pe­di­tion some se­cret ob­ject, which the Swedish gen­er­al, de­spite all his pen­e­tra­tion, could not di­vine.

			In the let­ter of the King of Swe­den sent a week lat­er great alarm was ev­i­dent, and as it were as­ton­ish­ment caused by that ex­pe­di­tion, but a few words ex­plained the rea­sons of this. Ac­cord­ing to the opin­ion of Karl Gus­tav, the het­man was not sent to at­tack Dou­glas’s army, nor to go to Lithua­nia to aid the up­ris­ing there, for in Lithua­nia the Swedes, as it was, were not able to do any­thing but to threat­en Roy­al Prus­sia, name­ly, the east­ern part of it, which was com­plete­ly stripped of troops.

			“The cal­cu­la­tion is,” wrote the king, “to make the elec­tor wa­ver in faith­ful­ness to the treaty of Marien­burg and to us; which may eas­i­ly hap­pen, since the elec­tor is ready to en­ter in­to al­liance with Christ against the Dev­il and at the same time with the Dev­il against Christ, so as to win some­thing from both.”

			The let­ter end­ed by en­join­ing on Dou­glas to strive with all his forces not to let the het­man go to Prus­sia, “who if he can­not reach there in the course of a few weeks, will be forced be­yond doubt to re­turn to War­saw.”

			Dou­glas saw that the task giv­en him did not sur­pass his pow­ers at all. Not so long be­fore he had met with a cer­tain suc­cess in op­pos­ing Charnyet­s­ki him­self; there­fore Gosyevs­ki was not ter­ri­ble. The Swedish gen­er­al did not hope, it is true, to crush Gosyevs­ki’s di­vi­sion, but he felt cer­tain that he would be able to stop him and curb all his move­ments.

			In fact, from that mo­ment be­gan very skil­ful ap­proach­es of the two armies, which, avoid­ing on both sides a gen­er­al bat­tle, en­deav­ored each to flank the oth­er. Both lead­ers em­u­lat­ed each oth­er; but the ex­pe­ri­enced Dou­glas was in so far su­pe­ri­or that he did not let Gosyevs­ki ad­vance be­yond Os­trolenko. But Babinich, saved from Bo­guslav’s at­tack, did not has­ten to join the Lithua­ni­an di­vi­sion, for he oc­cu­pied him­self with great zeal on that in­fantry which Bo­guslav in his hur­ried march to Radzey­ovs­ki was forced to leave be­hind. Babinich’s Tar­tars, guid­ed by lo­cal wood­men, pur­sued night and day, fin­ish­ing ev­ery mo­ment the in­cau­tious or those who dropped in­to the rear. Lack of pro­vi­sions forced the Swedes at last to sep­a­rate in­to small de­tach­ments which could find food more eas­i­ly; this was all that Babinich was wait­ing for.

			He di­vid­ed his forces in­to three com­mands, un­der lead of Ak­bah Ulan, Soro­ka, and him­self, and in a few days he de­stroyed the greater part of that in­fantry. It was an un­tir­ing hunt af­ter men in for­est thick­ets, in wil­lows, in reeds—a hunt full of noise, up­roar, shout­ing, shoot­ing, and death.

			Wide­ly did it spread the glo­ry of Babinich’s name among the Ma­zo­vians. Bands col­lect­ed and joined Gosyevs­ki at Os­trolenko it­self, when the full het­man, whose march was on­ly a demon­stra­tion, re­ceived a com­mand from the king to march back to War­saw. For a short pe­ri­od on­ly could Babinich re­joice with his ac­quain­tances; name­ly, with Za­glo­ba and Volody­ovs­ki, who at the head of the Lau­da squadron at­tend­ed the het­man. But they greet­ed one an­oth­er very cor­dial­ly, for great friend­ship and in­ti­ma­cy ex­ist­ed al­ready be­tween them. The young colonels were sharply an­noyed that they could not act now against Bo­guslav; but Za­glo­ba con­soled them by pour­ing fre­quent­ly in­to their glass­es, and say­ing—

			“That is noth­ing! My head has been work­ing since May over strat­a­gems, and I have nev­er racked it over any­thing in vain. I have a num­ber ready—very ex­cel­lent strat­a­gems; but there is no time to ap­ply them, un­less at War­saw, whith­er we are all march­ing.”

			“I must go to Prus­sia,” said Babinich, “and can­not be at War­saw.”

			“Can you reach Prus­sia?” asked Volody­ovs­ki.

			“As God is in heav­en, I shall spring through; and I prom­ise you sa­cred­ly to make not the worst cab­bage-hash, for I shall say to my Tar­tars, ‘Ri­ot, my soul!’ They would be glad even here to draw the knife across peo­ple’s throats; but I have told them that pay for ev­ery vi­o­lence is the rope. But in Prus­sia I will give way even to my own will. Why should I not spring through? You were not able; but that is an­oth­er thing, for it is eas­i­er to stop a large force than such a par­ty as mine, with which it is easy to hide. More than once was I sit­ting in the rush­es, and Dou­glas’s men passed right there, know­ing noth­ing of me. Dou­glas too will sure­ly fol­low you, and leave the field free to me.”

			“But, as we hear, you have wea­ried him out too,” said Pan Michael, with sat­is­fac­tion.

			“Ah, the scoundrel!” added Za­glo­ba. “He had to change his shirt ev­ery day, he sweat­ed so. You nev­er stole up to Ho­v­an­s­ki bet­ter than to him, and I must ac­knowl­edge that I could not have done bet­ter my­self, though, in his time, Konyet­spol­s­ki said that Za­glo­ba in par­ti­san war­fare was un­sur­passed.”

			“It seems to me,” said Pan Michael to Kmi­ta, “that if Dou­glas re­turns he will leave Bo­guslav here to at­tack you.”

			“God grant it! I have the same hope,” an­swered Kmi­ta, quick­ly. “Were I to seek him, and he me, we should find each oth­er. He will not pass through me a third time; and if he does, then I shall not rise again. I re­mem­ber your se­crets well; and all the Lub­ni thrusts I have in mem­o­ry like ‘Our Fa­ther.’ Ev­ery day, too, I try them with Soro­ka, so as to train my hand.”

			“What are strat­a­gems good for?” ex­claimed Pan Michael; “the sabre is the main thing.”

			This max­im touched Za­glo­ba some­what; there­fore he said at once: “Ev­ery wind­mill thinks that the main thing is to whirl its wings. Do you know why, Michael? Be­cause it has chaff un­der its roof; that is, in its head. Mil­i­tary art rests on strat­a­gems; if not, Roh Ko­val­s­ki might be grand het­man and you full het­man.”

			“And what is Pan Ko­val­s­ki do­ing?” asked Kmi­ta.

			“Pan Ko­val­s­ki has now an iron hel­met on his head, and just­ly, for cab­bage is best out of a pot. He has grown rich on plun­der in War­saw, has come in­to good re­pute, and gone to the hus­sars, to Prince Pol­u­bin­s­ki, and all so as to be able to put a spear in­to Karl Gus­tav. He comes ev­ery day to our tent, and stares to see if the neck of the de­canter is stick­ing out of the straw. I can­not break that lad of drink­ing. Good ex­am­ple goes for noth­ing; but I proph­e­sied to him that this de­ser­tion of the Lau­da squadron would turn out evil. The rogue! the thank­less fel­low! in re­turn for all the ben­e­fits which I have shown him, such a son for a lance!”

			“But did you rear him?”

			“My dear sir, do not make me a bear-train­er! To Sapye­ha, who asked me the same ques­tion. I an­swered that he and Roh had the same pre­cep­tor, but not me; for I in youth­ful years was a coop­er, and knew how to set staves very well.”40

			“To be­gin with, you would not dare to tell that to Sapye­ha,” said Volody­ovs­ki; “and sec­ond­ly, though you grum­ble at Ko­val­s­ki, you love him as the ap­ple of your eye.”

			“I pre­fer him to you, Pan Michael; for I could nev­er en­dure May-bugs, nor soapy lit­tle fel­lows who at the sight of the first wom­an who comes along play an­tics like Ger­man dogs.”

			“Or like those mon­keys in the Kazanovs­ki Palace, with which you were car­ry­ing on war.”

			“Oh, laugh, laugh! You can take War­saw with­out me next time.”

			“Was it you, then, who took War­saw?”

			“But who cap­tured the Krakow Gate? Who in­vent­ed cap­tiv­i­ty for the gen­er­als? They are sit­ting now on bread and wa­ter in Zamost; and when Wit­tem­berg looks at Wrangel, he says, ‘Za­glo­ba put us here!’ and both fall to weep­ing. If Sapye­ha were not ill, and if he were present, he would tell you who first drew the Swedish claw from the skin of War­saw.”

			“For God’s sake!” said Kmi­ta, “do this for me—send news of that bat­tle for which they are pre­par­ing at War­saw. I shall be count­ing the days and nights on my fin­gers till I know some­thing cer­tain.”

			Za­glo­ba put his fin­ger to his fore­head. “Lis­ten to my fore­cast,” said he, “for what I tell you will be ac­com­plished as sure­ly as that this glass is stand­ing be­fore me—Is it not stand­ing be­fore me?”

			“It is, it is! Speak on.”

			“We shall ei­ther lose this gen­er­al bat­tle, or we shall win it—”

			“Ev­ery man knows that!” put in Volody­ovs­ki.

			“You might be silent, Michael, and learn some­thing. Sup­pos­ing that we lose this bat­tle, do you know what will hap­pen? You see you do not know, for you are mov­ing those lit­tle awls un­der your nose like a rab­bit. Well, I will tell you that noth­ing will hap­pen—”

			Kmi­ta, who was very quick, sprang up, struck his glass on the ta­ble, and said—

			“You are beat­ing around the bush!”

			“I say noth­ing will hap­pen!” re­peat­ed Za­glo­ba. “You are young, there­fore you do not know. As af­fairs now stand, our king, our dear coun­try, our armies may lose fifty bat­tles one af­ter an­oth­er, and the war will go on in the old fash­ion—the no­bles will as­sem­ble, and with them the low­er ranks. But if they do not suc­ceed one time, they will an­oth­er, un­til the en­e­my’s force has melt­ed away. But when the Swedes lose one great bat­tle, the Dev­il will take them with­out sal­va­tion, and with them the elec­tor to boot.”

			Here Za­glo­ba grew an­i­mat­ed, emp­tied his glass, struck it on the ta­ble, and con­tin­ued—

			“Lis­ten—for you will not hear this from ev­ery mouth, for not ev­ery­one knows how to take a gen­er­al view of things. Many a man is think­ing, ‘What is wait­ing for us now? how many bat­tles, how many de­feats,’—which, in war­ring with Karl, are not un­like­ly—‘how many tears, how much blood­shed, how many griev­ous parox­ysms?’ And many a one will doubt and blas­pheme against the mer­cy of God and the Most Holy Moth­er. But I tell you this: do you know what is wait­ing for those van­dal en­e­mies?—de­struc­tion; do you know what is wait­ing for us?—vic­to­ry! If they beat us one hun­dred times, very well; but we will beat them the hun­dred and first time, and that will be the end.”

			When he had said this, Za­glo­ba closed his eyes for a mo­ment, but soon opened them. He looked ahead with gleam­ing vi­sion, and sud­den­ly shout­ed with the whole force of his breast: “Vic­to­ry! vic­to­ry!”

			Kmi­ta was flushed from de­light: “In God’s name, he is right, he speaks just­ly. It can­not be oth­er­wise! Such an end has to come!”

			“It must be ac­knowl­edged that you are not lack­ing here,” said Volody­ovs­ki, putting his fin­ger on his fore­head. “The Com­mon­wealth may be oc­cu­pied; but to stay in it is im­pos­si­ble, so at last the Swedes will have to go out.”

			“Well, is that it? I am not lack­ing!” said Za­glo­ba, re­joiced at the praise. “If that is true, then I will proph­esy fur­ther. God is with the just!” Here he turned to Kmi­ta. “You will fin­ish the traitor Radzivill; you will go to Tau­ro­gi, re­cov­er the maid­en, mar­ry her, rear pos­ter­i­ty. May I have the pip on my tongue if this will not hap­pen as I say! But for God’s sake, don’t smoth­er me!”

			Za­glo­ba was right­ful­ly cau­tious, for Kmi­ta seized him in his arms, raised him, and be­gan to hug him so that the old man’s eyes were burst­ing out. He had bare­ly come to his feet and re­cov­ered breath, when Pan Michael, great­ly de­light­ed, seized him by the hand—

			“It is my turn! Tell what awaits me.”

			“God bless you, Michael! your pret­ty tuft­ed lark will hatch out a whole brood—nev­er fear. Uf!”

			“Vi­vat!” cried Volody­ovs­ki.

			“But first, we will make an end of the Swedes,” added Za­glo­ba.

			“We will, we will!” cried the young colonels, shak­ing their sabres.

			“Vi­vat! vic­to­ry!”

		
	
		
			XCI

			A week lat­er Kmi­ta crossed the bound­aries of Elec­toral Prus­sia at Ray­grod. It came to him eas­i­ly enough; for be­fore the de­par­ture of the full het­man he dis­ap­peared in the woods so se­cret­ly that Dou­glas felt sure that his par­ty too had marched with the whole Tar­tar-Lithua­ni­an di­vi­sion to War­saw, and he left mere­ly small gar­risons in the cas­tles for the de­fence of those parts.

			Dou­glas, with Radzey­ovs­ki and Radzivill, fol­lowed Gosyevs­ki.

			Kmi­ta heard of this be­fore pass­ing the bound­ary, and grieved great­ly that he could not meet his mor­tal en­e­my eye to eye, and lest pun­ish­ment might come to Bo­guslav from oth­er hands—name­ly, from Volody­ovs­ki, who al­so had made a vow against him.

			Hence, not be­ing able to wreak vengeance on the per­son of the traitor for the wrongs done the Com­mon­wealth and him­self, he wreaked it in ter­ri­ble fash­ion on the lands of the elec­tor.

			That very night in which the Tar­tars had passed the bound­ary pil­lar, the heav­ens grew red from flames. An up­roar was heard, with the weep­ing of peo­ple tram­pled by the foot of war. Whoso was able to beg for mer­cy in the Pol­ish tongue was spared at com­mand of the lead­er; but Ger­man set­tle­ments, colonies, vil­lages, and ham­lets were turned in­to a riv­er of fire, and the ter­ri­fied in­hab­i­tants went un­der the knife.

			And not so swift­ly does oil spread over the sea when the sailor pours it to paci­fy the waves, as that cham­bul of Tar­tars and vol­un­teers spread over qui­et and hith­er­to safe re­gions. It seemed that ev­ery Tar­tar was able to dou­ble and tre­ble him­self, to be at the same time in a num­ber of places, to burn, to slay. They spared not even grain in the field, nor trees in the gar­dens.

			Kmi­ta had held his Tar­tars so long in the leash that at last, when he let them free like a flock of birds of prey, they grew al­most wild in the midst of slaugh­ter and de­struc­tion. One sur­passed the oth­er; and since they could not take cap­tives, they swam from morn­ing till evening in blood.

			Kmi­ta him­self, hav­ing in his heart no lit­tle fierce­ness, gave it full free­dom, and though he did not steep his own hands in the blood of de­fence­less peo­ple, he looked with plea­sure on the flow of blood. In his soul he was at rest, and con­science re­proached him with noth­ing; for this was not Pol­ish blood, and be­sides it was the blood of heretics; there­fore he judged that he was do­ing a work pleas­ing to God, and es­pe­cial­ly to the saints of the Lord.

			The elec­tor, a vas­sal, there­fore a ser­vant of the Com­mon­wealth and liv­ing from its boun­ties, was the first to raise his sac­ri­le­gious hand against it; there­fore pun­ish­ment was his due, and Kmi­ta was pure­ly an in­stru­ment of God’s vengeance.

			For this rea­son, when in the evening he was re­peat­ing his Litany in peace by the blaze of burn­ing Ger­man set­tle­ments, and when the screams of the mur­dered in­ter­rupt­ed the tal­ly of his prayers, he be­gan again from the be­gin­ning, so as not to bur­den his soul with the sin of inat­ten­tion to the ser­vice of God.

			But he did not cher­ish in his heart sav­age feel­ings alone; for, be­sides piety, var­i­ous oth­er feel­ings moved it, con­nect­ed by mem­o­ry with dis­tant years. There­fore those times came fre­quent­ly to his mind when he at­tacked Ho­v­an­s­ki with such glo­ry, and his for­mer com­rades stood as if alive be­fore his eyes—Kokosin­s­ki; the gi­gan­tic Kul­vyets-Hip­pocen­tau­rus; the spot­ted Ran­it­s­ki, with sen­a­to­ri­al blood in his veins; Uh­lik, play­ing on the fla­geo­let; Rekuts, on whom hu­man blood was not weigh­ing; and Zend, im­i­tat­ing birds and ev­ery kind of beast.

			They all, save per­haps Rekuts alone, were burn­ing in hell; and be­hold, if they were liv­ing now, they might wal­low in blood with­out bring­ing sin on their souls, and with prof­it to the Com­mon­wealth.

			Here Pan An­drei sighed at the thought of how de­struc­tive a thing li­cense is, since in the morn­ing of youth it stops the road for the ages of ages to beau­ti­ful deeds.

			But he sighed more than all for Olen­ka. The deep­er he en­tered the Prus­sian coun­try, the more fierce­ly did the wounds of his heart burn him, as if those fires which he kin­dled roused at the same time his old love. Al­most ev­ery day then he said in his heart to the maid­en—

			“Dear­est dove, you may have for­got­ten me, or if you re­mem­ber, dis­gust fills your heart; but I, at a dis­tance or near, in the night or the day­time, in la­bor for the coun­try and toils, am think­ing ev­er of you, and my soul flies to you over pinewoods and wa­ters, like a tired bird, to drop down at your feet. On­ly to the coun­try and to you would I give all my blood; but woe is me, if in your heart you pro­claim me an out­law for­ev­er.”

			Thus med­i­tat­ing, he went ev­er far­ther to the north along the bound­ary belt. He burned and slew, spar­ing no one. Sad­ness throt­tled him ter­ri­bly. He would like to be in Tau­ro­gi on the mor­row; but the road was still long and dif­fi­cult, for at last they be­gan to ring all the bells in the prov­ince of Prus­sia.

			Ev­ery­one liv­ing seized arms to re­sist the dread­ful de­stroy­ers; gar­risons were brought in from towns the re­motest, reg­i­ments were formed of even vil­lage youths, and soon they were able to place twen­ty men against ev­ery Tar­tar.

			Kmi­ta rushed at these com­mands like a thun­der­bolt, beat them, hanged men, es­caped, hid, and again sailed out on a wave of fire; but still he could not ad­vance so swift­ly as at first. More than once it was nec­es­sary to at­tack in Tar­tar fash­ion, and hide for whole weeks in thick­ets or reeds at the banks of a lake. The in­hab­i­tants rushed forth more and more nu­mer­ous­ly, as if against a wolf; and he bit too like a wolf—with one snap of his jaws he gave death, and not on­ly de­fend­ed him­self, but did not de­sist from at­tack.

			Lov­ing gen­uine work, he did not leave a giv­en dis­trict, in spite of pur­suit, un­til he had an­ni­hi­lat­ed it for miles around with fire and sword. His name reached, it is un­known by what means, the mouths of the peo­ple, and bear­ing ter­ror and fright, thun­dered on to the shores of the Baltic.

			Babinich might, it is true, re­turn with­in the bound­aries of the Com­mon­wealth, and in spite of Swedish de­tach­ments, move quick­ly to Tau­ro­gi; but he did not wish to do so, for he de­sired to serve not on­ly him­self but the coun­try.

			Now came news which gave courage for de­fence and re­venge to the peo­ple in Prus­sia, but pierced the heart of Babinich with sav­age sor­row. News came like a thun­der­clap of a great bat­tle at War­saw, which the King of Poland had lost. “Karl Gus­tav and the elec­tor have beat­en all the troops of Yan Kaz­imir,” peo­ple re­peat­ed to one and an­oth­er with de­light through­out Prus­sia. “War­saw is re­cap­tured!” “This is the great­est vic­to­ry of the war, and now comes the end of the Com­mon­wealth!” All men whom the Tar­tars seized and put on the coals to ob­tain in­for­ma­tion, re­peat­ed the same; there was al­so ex­ag­ger­at­ed news, as is com­mon in time of war and un­cer­tain­ty. Ac­cord­ing to this news the Poles were cut to pieces, the het­mans had fall­en, and Yan Kaz­imir was cap­tured.

			Was all at an end, then? Was that ris­ing and tri­umph­ing Com­mon­wealth naught but an emp­ty il­lu­sion? So much pow­er, so many troops, so many great men and fa­mous war­riors; the het­mans, the king, Charnyet­s­ki with his in­vin­ci­ble di­vi­sion, the mar­shal of the king­dom, oth­er lords with their at­ten­dants—had all per­ished, had all rolled away like smoke? And are there no oth­er de­fend­ers of this hap­less coun­try, save de­tached par­ties of in­sur­gents who cer­tain­ly at news of the dis­as­ter will pass away like a fog?

			Kmi­ta tore the hair from his head and wrung his hands; he seized the wet earth, pressed palms-full of it to his burn­ing head.

			“I shall fall too,” said he; “but first this land will swim in blood.”

			And he be­gan to fight like a man in de­spair. He did not hide longer, he did not at­tack in the for­est and reeds, he sought death; he rushed like a mad­man on forces three times greater than his own, and cut them to pieces with sabres and hoofs. In his Tar­tars all traces of hu­man feel­ing died out, and they were turned in­to a herd of wild beasts. A preda­to­ry peo­ple, but not over­much fit­ted for fight­ing in the open field, with­out los­ing their ge­nius for sur­pris­es and am­bush, they, by con­tin­u­al ex­er­cise, by con­tin­u­al con­flict, had trained them­selves so that breast to breast they could hold the field against the first cav­al­ry, and scat­ter quad­ran­gles even of the Swedish guard. In their strug­gles with the armed mob of Prus­sia, a hun­dred of those Tar­tars scat­tered with ease two and even three hun­dred stur­dy men armed with spears and mus­kets.

			Kmi­ta weaned them from weight­ing them­selves with plun­der; they took on­ly mon­ey and gold, which they sewed up in their sad­dles, so that when one of them fell the sur­vivors fought with rage for his horse and his sad­dle. Grow­ing rich in this man­ner, they lost none of their swift­ness, well-nigh su­per­hu­man. Rec­og­niz­ing that un­der no lead­er on earth could they find such rich har­vests, they grew at­tached to Babinich, as hounds to the hunter, and with re­al Mo­hammedan hon­esty placed af­ter bat­tle in the hands of Soro­ka and the Kyem­lich­es the li­on’s share of the plun­der which be­longed to the bagadyr.

			“Al­lah!” said Ak­bah Ulan, “few of them will see Bagche-Serai, but all who go back will be murzas.”

			Babinich, who from of old knew how to live up­on war, col­lect­ed great rich­es; but death, which he sought more than gold, he found not.

			A month passed again in bat­tles and labors sur­pass­ing be­lief. The Tar­tar hors­es, though fed with bar­ley and Prus­sian wheat, need­ed ab­so­lute­ly even a cou­ple of days’ rest; there­fore the young colonel, wish­ing al­so to gain news and fill the gaps in his ranks with fresh vol­un­teers, with­drew, near Dospa­da, to the Com­mon­wealth.

			News soon came, and so joy­ful that Kmi­ta al­most lost his wits. It turned out to be true that the equal­ly valiant and un­for­tu­nate Yan Kaz­imir had lost a great three-days’ bat­tle at War­saw, but for what rea­son?

			The gen­er­al mili­tia in an im­mense ma­jor­i­ty had gone home, and the part which re­mained did not fight with such spir­it as at the tak­ing of War­saw, and on the third day of the bat­tle a pan­ic set in. But for the first two days the vic­to­ry was in­clin­ing to the side of Poland. The reg­u­lar troops, not in sud­den par­ti­san war­fare, but in a great bat­tle with the most high­ly trained sol­diers of Eu­rope, ex­hib­it­ed such skill and en­durance that amaze­ment seized the Swedish and Bran­den­burg gen­er­als them­selves.

			Yan Kaz­imir had won im­mor­tal glo­ry. It was said that he had shown him­self a lead­er equal to Karl Gus­tav, and that if all his com­mands had been car­ried out the en­e­my would have lost the gen­er­al bat­tle, and the war would have been end­ed.

			Kmi­ta re­ceived these tid­ings from eye­wit­ness­es, for he had stum­bled up­on no­bles who, serv­ing in the gen­er­al mili­tia, had tak­en part in the bat­tle. One of them told him of the bril­liant at­tack of the hus­sars, dur­ing which Karl him­self, who, de­spite the en­treaties of his gen­er­als, would not with­draw, came near per­ish­ing. All showed the false­hood of the re­port that the army had been rout­ed or the het­mans had fall­en. On the con­trary, the whole force, ex­cept the gen­er­al mili­tia, re­mained in­tact, and with­drew in good or­der along the coun­try.

			From the bridge of War­saw which was giv­ing way can­non had fall­en; but they were pulled through the Vis­tu­la in a breath. The army swore by ev­ery­thing that un­der such a lead­er as Yan Kaz­imir they would, in the com­ing bat­tle, con­quer Karl Gus­tav, the elec­tor, and whom­so­ev­er it might be nec­es­sary to con­quer. As to the re­cent bat­tle it was on­ly a tri­al, though un­fa­vor­able, but full of so­lace for the fu­ture.

			Kmi­ta was at a loss to know how the first news could have been so ter­ri­ble. They ex­plained to him that Karl Gus­tav had sent out ex­ag­ger­at­ed re­ports pur­pose­ly; in fact, he did not know well what to do. The Swedish of­fi­cers whom Pan An­drei seized a week lat­er con­firmed this opin­ion.

			He learned al­so from them that be­yond oth­ers the elec­tor lived in fear, and was think­ing more and more of his own safe­ty; for a mul­ti­tude of his men had fall­en at War­saw, and dis­ease had seized those re­main­ing so ter­ri­bly that it was de­stroy­ing them more quick­ly than bat­tles. At the same time the men of Great Poland, ea­ger to make good Uist­sie and all wrongs, had at­tacked the monar­chy of Bran­den­burg it­self, burn­ing and slay­ing, leav­ing noth­ing be­hind them but land and wa­ter. Ac­cord­ing to the of­fi­cers, the hour was near in which the elec­tor would aban­don the Swedes, and join the more pow­er­ful.

			“It is need­ful to touch him with fire some­what,” thought Kmi­ta, “so that he may do this the more quick­ly.”

			And since his hors­es were rest­ed al­ready, and he had made good the loss­es among his men, he passed the bound­ary again at Dospa­da, and rushed on the Ger­man set­tle­ments like a spir­it of de­struc­tion.

			Var­i­ous “par­ties” fol­lowed his ex­am­ple. He found a weak­er de­fence; hence he ac­com­plished more. News came ev­er more joy­ful, more glad­den­ing, so that it was dif­fi­cult to be­lieve it.

			First of all, it was said that Karl Gus­tav, who, af­ter the War­saw bat­tle, had pushed on to Radom, was re­treat­ing at break­neck speed to Roy­al Prus­sia. What had hap­pened? Why was he re­treat­ing? There was no an­swer to this for a time, till at last the name of Charnyet­s­ki thun­dered again through the Com­mon­wealth. He was vic­to­ri­ous at Lipets, vic­to­ri­ous at Stjemesh­no; at Ra­va it­self he had cut to pieces the rear­guard of the re­treat­ing Karl; then, learn­ing that two thou­sand cav­al­ry were re­turn­ing from Krakow, he at­tacked that body, and did not let one man es­cape to an­nounce the de­feat. Colonel Forgell, broth­er of the gen­er­al, thir­teen cap­tains, and twen­ty-four lieu­tenants went in­to cap­tiv­i­ty. Oth­ers gave the num­bers as twice greater; some in­sist­ed in their en­thu­si­asm that Yan Kaz­imir had not suf­fered a de­feat, but had won a vic­to­ry at War­saw, and that his march along the coun­try was on­ly a strat­a­gem for the de­struc­tion of the en­e­my.

			Kmi­ta him­self be­gan to think the same; for be­ing a sol­dier from youth­ful years, he un­der­stood war, but had nev­er heard of a vic­to­ry af­ter which the vic­tor was in a worse con­di­tion than be­fore. The Swedes were ev­i­dent­ly in a worse con­di­tion, and just af­ter the bat­tle at War­saw.

			Pan An­drei called to mind at that mo­ment the words of Za­glo­ba, when at their last meet­ing he said that vic­to­ries would not im­prove the Swedish cause, but that one de­feat might de­stroy it.

			“That is a chan­cel­lor’s head,” pon­dered Kmi­ta, “which reads in the fu­ture as in a book.”

			Here he re­mem­bered the fur­ther pre­dic­tions—how he, Kmi­ta or Babinich, would go to Tau­ro­gi, find his Olen­ka, per­suade her, mar­ry her, and have de­scen­dants to the glo­ry of the Com­mon­wealth. When he re­mem­bered this, fire en­tered his veins; he wished not to lose a mo­ment, but to leave Prus­sians and slaugh­ter for a time, and fly to Tau­ro­gi.

			On the eve of his start­ing there came to him a no­ble of Lau­da, of Volody­ovs­ki’s squadron, with a let­ter from the lit­tle knight.

			
				“We are go­ing with Sapye­ha and Prince Michael Radzivill against Bo­guslav and Waldeck,” wrote Pan Michael. “Join us, since a field for just vengeance will be found, and it is prop­er to pay the Prus­sians for harm done the Com­mon­wealth.”

			

			Pan An­drei could not be­lieve his own eyes, and for some time he sus­pect­ed the no­ble of be­ing sent by some Prus­sian or Swedish com­man­dant of pur­pose to lead him with the cham­bul in­to am­bush. Had Gosyevs­ki come a sec­ond time to Prus­sia? It was im­pos­si­ble not to be­lieve. The hand­writ­ing was Volody­ovs­ki’s, the arms Volody­ovs­ki’s, and Pan An­drei re­mem­bered the no­ble too. Then he in­quired where Gosyevs­ki was, and to what point he in­tend­ed to go.

			The no­ble was rather dull. It was not for him to know whith­er the het­man was march­ing; he knew on­ly that he was two days dis­tant, and that the Lau­da squadron was with him. Charnyet­s­ki had bor­rowed it for a while, but had sent it back long ago, and now it was march­ing un­der lead of the het­man. “They say,” con­clud­ed the no­ble, “that we must go to Prus­sia, and the sol­diers are great­ly de­light­ed. But our work is to obey and to strike.”

			Kmi­ta, when he had heard the nar­ra­tive, did not hes­i­tate long. He turned his cham­bul, went with forced march­es to the het­man, and af­ter two days fell late at night in­to the arms of Volody­ovs­ki, who, press­ing him, said at once—

			“Count Waldeck and Prince Bo­guslav are in Prost­ki, mak­ing in­trench­ments to se­cure them­selves with a for­ti­fied camp. We shall march on them.”

			“To­day?” asked Kmi­ta.

			“To­mor­row be­fore day­break—that is, in two or three hours.”

			Here they em­braced each oth­er again. “Some­thing tells me that God will give him in­to our hands!” ex­claimed Kmi­ta, with emo­tion. “And I think so too.”

			“I have made a vow to fast till death on the day in which I meet him.”

			“The pro­tec­tion of God will not fail you,” said Volody­ovs­ki. “I shall not be en­vi­ous, ei­ther, if this lot falls to you, for your wrong is greater. Yen­drek, let me look at you! You have grown per­fect­ly black from the weath­er; but you have ac­quit­ted your­self. The whole di­vi­sion looks with the great­est es­teem on your la­bor. Noth­ing be­hind you but ru­ins and corpses! You are a born sol­dier; and it would go hard with Za­glo­ba him­self, were he here, to in­vent in self-praise deeds bet­ter than those you have done.”

			“But where is Za­glo­ba?”

			“He re­mained with Sapye­ha; for he fell in­to weep­ing and de­spair af­ter Ko­val­s­ki.”

			“Then has Ko­val­s­ki fall­en?”

			Volody­ovs­ki pressed his lips. “Do you know who killed him?”

			“Whence should I know? Tell me!”

			“Prince Bo­guslav!”

			Kmi­ta turned in his place, as if thrust with a point, and be­gan to draw in air with a hiss; at last he grit­ted his teeth, and cast­ing him­self on the bench, rest­ed his head on his palms in si­lence.

			Volody­ovs­ki clapped his hands, and or­dered the at­ten­dant to bring drink; then he sat near Kmi­ta, filled a cup for him, and be­gan—

			“Ron Ko­val­s­ki died such a cav­a­lier’s death that God grant any man of us to die no worse. It is enough to in­form you that Karl Gus­tav him­self af­ter the bat­tle cel­e­brat­ed his fu­ner­al, and a whole reg­i­ment of the guards fired a salute over his cof­fin.”

			“If on­ly not at those hands, at those hellish hands!” ex­claimed Kmi­ta.

			“Yes, at the hands of Bo­guslav; we know that from hus­sars who with their own eyes saw the sad end.”

			“Were you not there then?”

			“In bat­tle places are not cho­sen, but a man stands where he is or­dered. If I had been there, ei­ther I should not be here now, or Bo­guslav would not be mak­ing trench­es at Prost­ki.”

			“Tell me how it all hap­pened. It will on­ly in­crease the anger.”

			Pan Michael drank, wiped his yel­low mus­tach­es, and be­gan:—

			“Of a cer­tain­ty you are not lack­ing in nar­ra­tives of the War­saw bat­tle, for ev­ery­one is speak­ing of it; there­fore I shall not dwell on it too long. Our gra­cious lord—God give him health and long years! for un­der an­oth­er king the coun­try would have per­ished amid dis­as­ters—has shown him­self a fa­mous lead­er. Had there been such obe­di­ence as there was com­mand, had we been wor­thy of the king, the chron­i­clers would have to de­scribe a new Pol­ish vic­to­ry at War­saw equal to those at Grün­wald and Berestechko. Speak­ing briefly, on the first day we beat the Swedes; on the sec­ond, for­tune in­clined now to one, now to the oth­er, but still we were up­per­most. At that time the Lithua­ni­an hus­sars, in which Ko­val­s­ki served un­der Prince Pol­u­bin­s­ki, a great sol­dier, went to the at­tack. When they were pass­ing I saw them as I see you this mo­ment, for I was with the Lau­da men on a height near the in­trench­ments. They were twelve hun­dred strong—men and hors­es such as the world had not seen. They passed twen­ty rods dis­tant from our flank; and I tell you that the earth trem­bled un­der them. We saw the Bran­den­burg in­fantry plant­ing their pikes in the ground in a hur­ry, to meet the first on­rush. Then be­gan fir­ing from mus­kets, till the smoke cov­ered them en­tire­ly. We looked. The hus­sars had giv­en rein to their hors­es. O God, what a sweep! They fell in­to the smoke—dis­ap­peared! My sol­diers be­gan to shout, ‘They will break them, they will break them!’ For a while the hus­sars were in­vis­i­ble; then some­thing thun­dered, and there was a sound as if in a thou­sand forges men were beat­ing anvils with ham­mers. We look. Je­sus! Mary! The elec­tor’s men are ly­ing like stones on a street, like wheat through which a tem­pest has passed; and the hus­sars far away be­yond, their stream­ers glit­ter­ing. They are bear­ing down on the Swedes! They struck cav­al­ry; the cav­al­ry were down like a pave­ment! They struck a sec­ond reg­i­ment; they left that like a pave­ment! There was a roar, can­non were thun­der­ing; we saw them when the wind bore the smoke aside. They were smash­ing Swedish in­fantry. Ev­ery­thing was flee­ing, rolling, open­ing; they went on as if over a high­way. They had passed al­most through the whole army, when they struck a reg­i­ment of the horse-guard, in which was Karl Gus­tav him­self; and like a whirl­wind they scat­tered the horse-guard.”

			Here Pan Michael stopped, for Kmi­ta had closed his eyes with his fists and was ex­claim­ing—

			“O Moth­er of God! To see such a thing once and then die!”

			“Such an at­tack my eyes will nev­er see again,” con­tin­ued the lit­tle knight. “We too were com­mand­ed to spring for­ward. I saw no more, but what I tell I heard from the mouth of a Swedish of­fi­cer who was at the side of Karl and saw with his own eyes the end. That Forgell who fell in­to our hands af­ter­ward at Ra­va, rushed up to Karl. ‘O King,’ cried he, ‘save Swe­den! save your­self! Aside, aside! Noth­ing can stop them!’ But Karl an­swered: ‘No use to yield; we must meet them or per­ish.’ Oth­er gen­er­als rush up, im­plore, en­treat, in vain. The king moved for­ward; they strike. The Swedes are bro­ken more quick­ly than you can count ten. One fell, an­oth­er was tram­pled, oth­ers were scat­tered like peas. The king de­fend­ed him­self sin­gle-hand­ed. Ko­val­s­ki rode up and knew Karl Gus­tav, for he had seen him twice be­fore. A horse­man shield­ed the king; but those who were present said that light­ning does not kill more quick­ly than Ko­val­s­ki cut him in two. Then the king rushed at Pan Roh.”

			Volody­ovs­ki again in­ter­rupt­ed his nar­ra­tive and breathed deeply; but Kmi­ta cried at once—

			“Oh, fin­ish, or the soul will go out of me!”

			“They rushed at each oth­er so that the breasts of the hors­es struck. They raged. ‘I look,’ said the of­fi­cer; ‘the king with his horse is on the ground.’ He freed him­self, touched the trig­ger of his pis­tol, missed. The king’s hat had fall­en. Roh then made for the head of Karl Gus­tav—had his sword raised; the Swedes were weak from ter­ror, for there was no time to save Karl, when Bo­guslav rose as if from un­der the earth, fired in­to the very ear of Ko­val­s­ki, broke his head and his hel­met.”

			“O my God! he had not time to bring down the sword?” screamed Pan An­drei, tear­ing his hair.

			“God did not grant him that grace,” said Pan Michael. “Za­glo­ba and I talked of what had hap­pened. The man had served with the Radzivills from years of youth; he con­sid­ered them his mas­ters, and at sight of Radzivill it must be that he was con­fused. Per­haps the thought had nev­er come to his head to raise a hand on Radzivill. It hap­pens that way! Well, he paid with his life. Za­glo­ba is a won­der­ful man, for he is not Roh’s un­cle at all, and not his rel­a­tive; still an­oth­er man would not have been in such de­spair for a son. And, to tell the truth, there was no rea­son, for one might en­vy Ko­val­s­ki such a glo­ri­ous death; a no­ble and a sol­dier is born to give his life, if not on the present day then on the mor­row; men will write of Ko­val­s­ki, and pos­ter­i­ty will cel­e­brate his name.”

			Pan Michael was silent; af­ter a while he made the sign of the cross and said—

			“Eter­nal rest give him, O Lord, and may light shine on him for­ev­er!”

			“For the ages of ages!” said Kmi­ta.

			Both whis­pered prayers for a cer­tain time, maybe ask­ing for them­selves a sim­i­lar death, if on­ly not at the hands of Prince Bo­guslav. At last Pan Michael said—

			“Fa­ther Pyekars­ki as­sured us that Roh went straight to heav­en.”

			“Of course he did, and our prayers are not need­ed for him.”

			“Prayers are al­ways need­ed; for they are in­scribed to the cred­it of oth­ers, and maybe to our own.”

			“My hope is in the mer­cy of God,” said Kmi­ta, sigh­ing. “I trust that for what I have done in Prus­sia, even a cou­ple of years will be tak­en from me in pur­ga­to­ry.”

			“Ev­ery­thing there is reck­oned. What a man works out here with his sabre, the heav­en­ly sec­re­tary records.”

			“I too served with Radzivill,” said Kmi­ta, “but I shall not be con­fused at sight of Bo­guslav. My God, my God! Prost­ki is not far away! Re­mem­ber, O Lord, that he is Thy en­e­my too, for he is a heretic who more than once has blas­phemed Thy true faith.”

			“And is an en­e­my of the coun­try,” added Pan Michael. “We have hope that his end is ap­proach­ing. Za­glo­ba, speak­ing in grief and in tears and as if in­spired, fore­told the same af­ter that at­tack of the hus­sars. He cursed Bo­guslav so that the hair stood on the head of ev­ery man lis­ten­ing. Prince Michael Radzivill, who is march­ing with us against him, saw al­so in a dream two gold­en trum­pets, which the Radzivills have on their shield, gnawed by a bear, and he said at once next day, ‘Mis­for­tune will meet me or some oth­er Radzivill.’ ”

			“By a bear?” asked Kmi­ta, grow­ing pale.

			“By a bear.”

			Pan An­drei’s face be­came clear as if a gleam of the morn­ing dawn had fall­en on it; he raised his eyes, stretched his hands to­ward heav­en and said with a solemn voice—

			“I have a bear on my shield. Praise to Thee, O Lord on high! Praise to Thee, Most Holy Moth­er! O Lord, O Lord! I am not wor­thy of this grace.”

			When he heard this Pan Michael was great­ly moved, for he rec­og­nized at once that that was an omen from heav­en.

			“Yen­drek!” cried he, “to make sure, press the feet of Christ be­fore the bat­tle; and I will im­plore him against Sakovich.”

			“Prost­ki! Prost­ki!” re­peat­ed Kmi­ta, as in a fever. “When do we move?”

			“Be­fore day, and soon it will be­gin to dawn.”

			Kmi­ta ap­proached the bro­ken win­dow of the cot­tage and cried: “The stars are pal­ing al­ready. Ave, Maria.”

			Then came the dis­tant crow­ing of a cock, and with it low trum­pet­ing. A few “Our Fa­thers” lat­er, move­ment be­gan in the whole vil­lage. The clat­ter of steel was heard, and the snort­ing of hors­es. Dark mass­es of cav­al­ry as­sem­bled on the high­way.

			The air be­gan to be filled with light; a pale gleam was sil­ver­ing the points of the spears, twin­kling on the naked sabres, bring­ing out of the shade mus­tached threat­en­ing faces, hel­mets, kol­paks, Tar­tar sheep­skin caps, fur cloaks, quiv­ers. At last the ad­vance with Kmi­ta in the van­guard was mov­ing to­ward Prost­ki; the troops stretched in a long line over the road, and marched quick­ly.

			The hors­es in the first ranks fell to snort­ing great­ly, af­ter them oth­ers, as a good por­tent for the sol­diers.

			White mists hid the mead­ows yet, and the fields.

			Round about was si­lence; on­ly land-rails were play­ing in the grass, wet with dew.

		
	
		
			XCII

			Sep­tem­ber 6, the Pol­ish troops ar­rived at Van­sosh and dis­posed them­selves for rest, so that be­fore bat­tle hors­es and men might gain strength. Pan Gosyevs­ki, the het­man, de­cid­ed to halt there four or five days; but events in­ter­fered with his reck­on­ing.

			Babinich, as a man know­ing the bound­ary well, was sent on a re­con­nois­sance; he was giv­en two light Lithua­ni­an squadrons and a fresh cham­bul of Tar­tars, for his own Tar­tars were over­much wea­ried.

			Gosyevs­ki en­joined on him earnest­ly, be­fore start­ing, to ob­tain an in­for­mant and not to re­turn emp­ty-hand­ed. But Babinich mere­ly laughed, think­ing to him­self that he need­ed no urg­ing, and that he would bring pris­on­ers, even if he had to find them in the in­trench­ments of Prost­ki.

			In fact, he re­turned in forty-eight hours, bring­ing a num­ber of Prus­sians and Swedes, and among them an of­fi­cer of note, Von Rös­sel, cap­tain in a Prus­sian reg­i­ment un­der Bo­guslav.

			The par­ty was re­ceived in the camp with great ap­plause. There was no need of tor­tur­ing the cap­tain, for Babinich had al­ready done that on the road by putting the sword-point to his throat. From his state­ments it tran­spired that not on­ly the Prus­sian reg­i­ments of Count Waldeck were in Prost­ki, but al­so six Swedish reg­i­ments un­der com­mand of Ma­jor-Gen­er­al Is­rael; of these, four were of cav­al­ry un­der Pe­ters, Fry­tjot­son, Tauben, and Am­mer­stein, with two of in­fantry un­der the broth­ers En­gel. Of Prus­sian reg­i­ments, which were very well equipped, be­sides that of Count Waldeck him­self, there were four—those of the Prince of Wis­mar, Bruntsl, Konnaberg, Gen­er­al Wahlrat—with four squadrons of Bo­guslav’s com­mand, two be­ing of Prus­sian no­bles, and two of his own men.

			Supreme com­mand was held by Count Waldeck; in re­al­i­ty, how­ev­er, he obeyed in ev­ery­thing Prince Bo­guslav, to whose in­flu­ence the Swedish gen­er­al Is­rael al­so yield­ed.

			But the most im­por­tant in­tel­li­gence giv­en by Rös­sel was this—that two thou­sand cho­sen in­fantry of Pomera­nia were has­ten­ing from Elko to re­in­force Prost­ki; but Count Waldeck, fear­ing lest these men might be tak­en by the horde, wished to leave the for­ti­fied camp, join the Pomera­ni­ans, and then make in­trench­ments a sec­ond time. Bo­guslav, ac­cord­ing to Rös­sel, was so far rather strong­ly op­posed to leav­ing Prost­ki, and on­ly dur­ing the last days be­gan to in­cline to­ward this ac­tion. Gosyevs­ki on hear­ing this news was great­ly re­joiced, for he was cer­tain that vic­to­ry would not miss him. The en­e­my might de­fend them­selves for a long time in the in­trench­ments, but nei­ther the Swedish nor the Prus­sian cav­al­ry could re­sist the Poles in the open field.

			Prince Bo­guslav seemed to un­der­stand this fact as well as Gosyevs­ki, and for this spe­cial rea­son he did not much ap­prove Waldeck’s plans. But he was too vain not to yield be­fore even the re­proach of ex­ces­sive cau­tion. Be­sides, he was not dis­tin­guished for pa­tience. It might be reck­oned al­most with cer­tain­ty that he would grow weary of wait­ing in trench­es, and would seek fame and vic­to­ry in the open field. Gosyevs­ki had sim­ply to has­ten his ad­vance on the en­e­my at the mo­ment when they were leav­ing the in­trench­ments.

			So thought he; so thought oth­er colonels, such as Has­san Bey, who led the horde; Voynillovich, who led the king’s reg­i­ment; Ko­r­sak, a light-horse colonel; Volody­ovs­ki, Kotvich, and Babinich. All agreed on one point—that it was nec­es­sary to give up fur­ther rest, and march in the night; that is, in a few hours. Mean­while Ko­r­sak sent his ban­neret, Bye­gan­s­ki, to Prost­ki to in­form the ad­vanc­ing army ev­ery hour of what was tak­ing place in the camp. Volody­ovs­ki and Babinich took Rös­sel to their quar­ters to learn some­thing more of Bo­guslav. The cap­tain was great­ly alarmed at first, for he felt still at his throat Kmi­ta’s sabre-point, but wine soon loos­ened his tongue. Since he had served once in the Com­mon­wealth in a for­eign com­mand, he had learned Pol­ish; there­fore he was able to an­swer the ques­tions of the lit­tle knight, who did not know Ger­man.

			“Have you been long in the ser­vice of Prince Bo­guslav?” asked Volody­ovs­ki.

			“I do not serve in his army,” an­swered Rös­sel, “but in the elec­tor’s reg­i­ment, which was put un­der his com­mand.”

			“Then do you know Pan Sakovich?”

			“I have seen him in Königs­berg.”

			“Is he with the prince?”

			“He is not; he re­mained in Tau­ro­gi.”

			Volody­ovs­ki sighed and moved his mus­tach­es. “I have no luck, as usu­al,” said he.

			“Be not grieved, Michael,” said Babinich. “You will find him; if not, I shall.”

			Then he turned to Rös­sel: “You are an old sol­dier; you have seen both armies, and you know our cav­al­ry of old: what do you think—on whose side will be vic­to­ry?”

			“If they meet you out­side the trench­es, on yours; but you can­not take the trench­es with­out in­fantry and can­non, es­pe­cial­ly since ev­ery­thing is done there with Radzivill’s head.”

			“Then do you con­sid­er him such a great lead­er?”

			“Not on­ly is that my opin­ion, but it is the gen­er­al opin­ion in both armies. They say that at War­saw the Most Serene King of Swe­den fol­lowed his ad­vice, and there­fore won a great bat­tle. The prince, as a Pole, has a bet­ter knowl­edge of your method of war­fare and can man­age more quick­ly. I saw my­self that the King of Swe­den af­ter the third day of bat­tle em­braced him in front of the army and kissed him. It is true that he owed his life to him; for had it not been for the shot of the prince—But it is a ter­ror to think of it! He is be­sides an in­com­pa­ra­ble knight, whom no man can meet with any weapon.”

			“H’m!” said Volody­ovs­ki, “maybe there is such a man.”

			When he had said this, his mus­tach­es trem­bled threat­en­ing­ly. Rös­sel looked at him, and grew sud­den­ly red. For a time it seemed that ei­ther he would burst a blood-ves­sel or break in­to laugh­ter; but at last he re­mem­bered that he was in cap­tiv­i­ty, and con­trolled him­self quick­ly. But Kmi­ta with his steel eyes looked at him steadi­ly and said—

			“That will be shown to­mor­row.”

			“But is Bo­guslav in good health?” asked Volody­ovs­ki; “for the fever shook him a long time, and must have weak­ened him.”

			“He is, and has been this long time, as healthy as a fish, and takes no medicine. The doc­tor at first want­ed to give him many preser­va­tives, but im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter the first came a parox­ysm. Prince Bo­guslav gave or­ders to toss that doc­tor up from sheets; and that helped him, for the doc­tor him­self got a fever from fright.”

			“To toss him up from sheets?” asked Volody­ovs­ki.

			“I saw it my­self,” an­swered Rös­sel. “Two sheets were placed one above the oth­er, and the doc­tor put in the cen­tre of them. Four strong sol­diers took the sheets by the cor­ners, and threw up the poor doc­tor. I tell you, gen­tle­men, that he went near­ly ten ells in­to the air, and he had hard­ly come down when they hurled him up again. Gen­er­al Is­rael, Count Waldeck, and the prince were hold­ing their sides from laugh­ter. Many of the of­fi­cers too were look­ing at the spec­ta­cle, till the doc­tor faint­ed. Then the prince was free of his fever, as if some hand had re­moved it.”

			Though Pan Michael and Babinich hat­ed Bo­guslav, still they could not re­strain them­selves from laugh­ter when they heard of this joke. Babinich struck his knees and cried—

			“Ah, the scoundrel! how he helped him­self!”

			“I must tell Za­glo­ba of this medicine,” said Pan Michael.

			“It cured him of the fever,” said Rös­sel; “but what is that, when the prince does not re­strain suf­fi­cient­ly the im­puls­es of his blood, and there­fore will not live to ripe age?”

			“I think so too,” mut­tered Babinich. “Such as he do not live long.”

			“Does he give way to him­self in the camp?” asked Pan Michael.

			“Of course,” an­swered Rös­sel. “Count Waldeck laughed, say­ing that his prince­ly grace takes with him wait­ing-maids. I saw my­self two hand­some maid­ens; his at­ten­dants told me that they were there to iron his lace—but God knows.”

			Babinich, when he heard this, grew red and pale; then he sprang up, and seiz­ing Rös­sel by the arm be­gan to shake him vi­o­lent­ly.

			“Are they Poles or Ger­mans?”

			“Not Poles,” said the ter­ri­fied Rös­sel. “One is a Prus­sian no­ble­wom­an; the oth­er is a Swede, who for­mer­ly served the wife of Gen­er­al Is­rael.”

			Babinich looked at Pan Michael and drew a deep breath; the lit­tle knight was re­lieved too, and be­gan to move his mus­tach­es.

			“Gen­tle­men, per­mit me to rest,” said Rös­sel. “I am dread­ful­ly tired, for the Tar­tar led me ten miles with a lar­i­at.”

			Kmi­ta clapped his hands for Soro­ka, and com­mit­ted the pris­on­er to him; then he turned with quick step to Pan Michael.

			“Enough of this!” said he. “I would rather per­ish a hun­dred times than live in this cease­less alarm and un­cer­tain­ty. When Rös­sel men­tioned those wom­en just now, I thought that some­one was go­ing at my tem­ple with a club.”

			“It is time to fin­ish!” said Volody­ovs­ki, shak­ing his sabre.

			At that mo­ment trum­pets sound­ed at the het­man’s quar­ters; soon trum­pets an­swered in all the Lithua­ni­an squadrons, and pipes in the cham­buls.

			The troops be­gan to as­sem­ble, and an hour lat­er were on the march.

			Be­fore they had gone five miles a mes­sen­ger hur­ried up from Bye­gan­s­ki of Ko­r­sak’s squadron, with in­tel­li­gence for the het­man that a num­ber of troop­ers had been seized from a con­sid­er­able body oc­cu­pied in col­lect­ing on that side of the riv­er all the wag­ons and hors­es of the peas­ants. In­ter­ro­gat­ed on the spot, they ac­knowl­edged that the ta­bor of the whole army was to leave Prost­ki about eight o’clock in the morn­ing, and that com­mands were is­sued al­ready.

			“Let us praise God and urge on our hors­es,” said Gosyevs­ki. “Be­fore evening that army will be no longer in ex­is­tence.”

			He sent the horde neck and head to push with ut­most en­deav­or be­tween Waldeck’s troops and the Pomera­ni­an in­fantry has­ten­ing to aid them. Af­ter the horde went Lithua­ni­ans; be­ing main­ly of the light squadrons, they came right af­ter the horde.

			Kmi­ta was in the front rank of the Tar­tars, and urged on his men till the hors­es were steam­ing. On the road he bowed down on the sad­dle, struck his fore­head on the neck of his horse, and prayed with all the pow­ers of his soul—

			“Grant me, O Christ, to take vengeance, not for my own wrongs, but for the in­sults wrought on the coun­try! I am a sin­ner; I am not wor­thy of Thy grace; but have mer­cy on me! Per­mit me to shed the blood of heretics, and for Thy praise I will fast and scourge my­self ev­ery week on this day till the end of my life.”

			Then to the Most Holy La­dy of Chen­sto­ho­va, whom he had served with his blood, and to his own pa­tron be­sides, did he com­mit him­self; and strong with such pro­tec­tion, he felt straight­way that an im­mense hope was en­ter­ing his soul, that an un­com­mon pow­er was pen­e­trat­ing his limbs—a pow­er be­fore which ev­ery­thing must fall in the dust. It seemed to him that wings were grow­ing from his shoul­ders; joy em­braced him like a whirl­wind, and he flew in front of his Tar­tars, so that sparks were scat­tered from un­der the hoofs of his steed. Thou­sands of wild war­riors bent for­ward to the necks of their ponies, and shot along af­ter him.

			A riv­er of point­ed caps rose and fell with the rush of the hors­es; bows rat­tled be­hind the men’s shoul­ders; in front went the sound from the tramp of iron hoofs; from be­hind flew the roar of the on­com­ing squadrons, like the deep roar of a great swollen riv­er.

			And thus they flew on in the rich star­ry night which cov­ered the roads and the fields. They were like a mighty flock of raven­ing birds which had smelled blood in the dis­tance. Fields, oak-groves, mead­ows, sped past, till at last the wan­ing moon be­came pale and in­clined in the west. Then they reined in their beasts, and halt­ed for fi­nal re­fresh­ment. It was not far­ther now than two miles from Prost­ki.

			The Tar­tars fed their hors­es with bar­ley from their hands, so that the beasts might gain strength be­fore bat­tle; but Kmi­ta sat on a fresh pony and rode far­ther to look at the camp of the en­e­my.

			Af­ter half an hour’s ride he found in the wil­lows the light-horse par­ty which Ko­r­sak had sent to re­con­noitre.

			“Well,” asked Kmi­ta, “what is to be heard?”

			“They are not sleep­ing, they are bustling like bees in a hive,” an­swered the ban­neret. “They would have start­ed al­ready, but have not wag­ons suf­fi­cient.”

			“Can the camp be seen from some point near at hand?”

			“It can from that height which is cov­ered with bush­es. The camp lies over there in the val­ley of the riv­er. Does your grace wish to see it?”

			“Lead on.”

			The ban­neret put spurs to his horse, and they rode to the height. Day was al­ready in the sky, and the air was filled with a gold­en light; but along the riv­er on the op­po­site low bank there lay still a dense fog. Hid­den in the bush­es, they looked at that fog grow­ing thin­ner and thin­ner.

			At last about two fur­longs dis­tant a square earth­work was laid bare. Kmi­ta’s glance was fixed on it with ea­ger­ness; but at the first mo­ment he saw on­ly the misty out­lines of tents and wag­ons stand­ing in the cen­tre along the in­trench­ments. The blaze of fires was not vis­i­ble; he saw on­ly smoke ris­ing in lofty curls to the sky in sign of fine weath­er. But as the fog van­ished Pan An­drei could dis­tin­guish through his field-glass blue Swedish and yel­low Prus­sian ban­ners plant­ed on the in­trench­ments; then mass­es of sol­diers, can­non, and hors­es.

			Around there was si­lence, bro­ken on­ly by the rus­tle of bush­es moved by the breeze, and the glad morn­ing twit­ter of birds; but from the camp came a deep sound.

			Ev­i­dent­ly no one was sleep­ing, and they were pre­par­ing to march, for in the cen­tre of the in­trench­ment was an un­usu­al stir. Whole reg­i­ments were mov­ing from place to place; some went out in front of the in­trench­ments; around the wag­ons there was a tremen­dous bus­tle. Can­non al­so were drawn from the trench­es.

			“It can­not be but they are pre­par­ing to march,” said Kmi­ta.

			“All the pris­on­ers said: ‘They wish to make a junc­tion with the in­fantry; and be­sides they do not think that the het­man can come up be­fore evening; and even if he were to come up, they pre­fer a bat­tle in the open field to yield­ing that in­fantry to the knife.’ ”

			“About two hours will pass be­fore they move, and at the end of two hours the het­man will be here.”

			“Praise be to God!” said the ban­neret.

			“Send to tell our men not to feed too long.”

			“Ac­cord­ing to or­der.”

			“But have they not sent away par­ties to this side of the riv­er?”

			“To this side they have not sent one. But they have sent some to their in­fantry, march­ing from Elko.”

			“It is well!” said Kmi­ta.

			And he de­scend­ed the height, and com­mand­ing the par­ty to hide longer in the rush­es, moved back him­self with all the breath in his horse to the squadron.

			Gosyevs­ki was just mount­ing when Babinich ar­rived. The young knight told quick­ly what he had seen and what the po­si­tion was; the het­man lis­tened with great sat­is­fac­tion, and urged for­ward the squadrons with­out de­lay.

			Babinich’s par­ty went in ad­vance; af­ter it the Lithua­ni­an squadrons; then that of Voynillovich, that of Lau­da, the het­man’s own, and oth­ers. The horde re­mained be­hind; for Has­san Bey begged for that with in­sis­tence, fear­ing that his men might not with­stand the first on­set of the heavy cav­al­ry. He had al­so an­oth­er reck­on­ing.

			He wished, when the Lithua­ni­ans struck the en­e­my’s front, to seize the camp with his Tar­tars; in the camp he ex­pect­ed to find very rich plun­der. The het­man per­mit­ted this, think­ing just­ly that the Tar­tars would strike weak­ly on the cav­al­ry, but would fall like mad­men on the ta­bor and might raise a pan­ic, es­pe­cial­ly since the Prus­sian hors­es were less ac­cus­tomed to their ter­ri­ble howl­ing.

			In two hours, as Kmi­ta had pre­dict­ed, they halt­ed in front of that el­e­va­tion from which the scout­ing-par­ty had looked in­to the in­trench­ments, and which now con­cealed the march of all the troops. The ban­neret, see­ing the troops ap­proach­ing, sprang for­ward like light­ning with in­tel­li­gence that the en­e­my, hav­ing with­drawn the pick­ets from this side of the riv­er, had al­ready moved, and that the rear of the ta­bor was just leav­ing the in­trench­ments.

			When he heard this, Gosyevs­ki drew his ba­ton from the hol­sters of the sad­dle, and said—

			“They can­not re­turn now, for the wag­ons block the way. In the name of the Fa­ther, Son, and Holy Ghost! There is no rea­son to hide longer!”

			He beck­oned to the bunchuck-bear­er; and he, rais­ing the horse­tail stan­dard aloft, waved it on ev­ery side. At this sign all the horse­tail stan­dards be­gan to wave, trum­pets thun­dered, Tar­tar pipes squeaked, six thou­sand sabres were gleam­ing in the air, and six thou­sand throats shout­ed—

			“Je­sus! Mary!”

			“Al­lah uh Al­lah!”

			Then squadron af­ter squadron rose in a trot from be­hind the height. In Waldeck’s camp they had not ex­pect­ed guests so soon, for a fever­ish move­ment set in. The drums rat­tled un­in­ter­rupt­ed­ly; the reg­i­ments turned with front to the riv­er.

			It was pos­si­ble to see with the naked eye gen­er­als and colonels fly­ing be­tween the reg­i­ments; they hur­ried to the cen­tre with the can­non, so as to bring them for­ward to the riv­er.

			Af­ter a while both armies were not far­ther than a thou­sand yards from each oth­er. They were di­vid­ed on­ly by a broad mead­ow, in the cen­tre of which a riv­er flowed. An­oth­er mo­ment, and the first streak of white smoke bloomed out from the Prus­sian side to­ward the Poles.

			The bat­tle had be­gun.

			The het­man him­self sprang to­ward Kmi­ta’s troops—

			“Ad­vance, Babinich! ad­vance in God’s name against that line!” And he point­ed with his ba­ton to the gleam­ing reg­i­ment of cav­al­ry.

			“Fol­low me!” com­mand­ed Pan An­drei. And press­ing his horse with spurs, he moved at a gal­lop to­ward the riv­er.

			More swift­ly than an ar­row from a bow did they shoot for­ward. The hors­es had gained their high­est speed, and were run­ning with ears dropped back, and bod­ies stretched out like the bod­ies of hounds. The rid­ers bent for­ward to the manes of their hors­es, and howl­ing, lashed on­ward the beasts, which now did not seem to touch earth; they rushed with that im­pe­tus in­to the riv­er. The wa­ter did not re­strain them, for they came up­on a broad ford, lev­el and sandy; they reached the oth­er bank, and sprang on in a body.

			See­ing this, the reg­i­ment of ar­mored cav­al­ry moved to­ward them, first at a walk, then at a trot, and did not go faster; but when Kmi­ta’s front had come with­in twen­ty yards, the com­mand “Fire!” was heard, and a thou­sand arms with pis­tols were stretched for­ward.

			A line of smoke ran from one end of the rank to the oth­er; then the two bod­ies struck each oth­er with a crash. The hors­es reared at the first blow; over the heads of the com­bat­ants glit­tered sabres through the whole length of the line. A ser­pent as it were of light­ning flew from end to end. The omi­nous clang of blades against hel­mets and breast­plates was heard to the oth­er side of the riv­er. It seemed as if ham­mers were ring­ing in forges on plates of steel. The line bent in one mo­ment in­to a cres­cent; for since the cen­tre of the Ger­man cav­al­ry yield­ed, pushed back by the first on­set, the wings, against which less force was di­rect­ed, kept their places. But the ar­mored sol­diers did not let the cen­tre be bro­ken, and a ter­ri­ble slaugh­ter be­gan. On one side enor­mous men cov­ered with ar­mor re­sist­ed with the whole weight of hors­es; on the oth­er the gray host of Tar­tars pushed with the force of ac­cu­mu­lat­ed im­pe­tus, cut­ting and thrust­ing with an in­con­ceiv­able ra­pid­i­ty which on­ly un­com­mon ac­tiv­i­ty and cease­less prac­tice can give. As when a host of wood­cut­ters rush at a for­est of pine-trees there is heard on­ly the sound of ax­es, and time af­ter time some lofty tree falls to the ground with a fear­ful crash, so ev­ery mo­ment some­one of the cav­al­ry bent his shin­ing head and rolled un­der his horse. The sabres of Kmi­ta’s men glit­tered in their eyes, cut around their faces, eyes, hands. In vain does a stur­dy sol­dier raise his heavy sword; be­fore he can bring it down, he feels a cold point en­ter­ing his body; then the sword drops from his hand, and he falls with bloody face on the neck of his horse. When a swarm of wasps at­tack in an or­chard him who is shak­ing down fruit, vain­ly does the man ward them off with his hands, try to free him­self, dodge aside; they reach his face skil­ful­ly, reach his neck, and each one drives in­to him a sharp sting. So did Kmi­ta’s rag­ing men, trained in so many bat­tles, rush for­ward, hew, cut, thrust, spread ter­ror and death more and more stub­born­ly, sur­pass­ing their op­po­nents as much as a skil­ful crafts­man sur­pass­es the stur­di­est ap­pren­tice who is want­ing in prac­tice. There­fore the Ger­man cav­al­ry be­gan to fall more quick­ly; and the cen­tre, against which Kmi­ta him­self was fight­ing, be­came so thin that it might break at any mo­ment. Com­mands of of­fi­cers, sum­mon­ing sol­diers to shat­tered places, were lost in the up­roar and wild shout­ing; the line did not come to­geth­er quick­ly enough, and Kmi­ta pressed with in­creas­ing pow­er. Wear­ing chain-mail, a gift from Sapye­ha, he fought as a sim­ple sol­dier, hav­ing with him the young Kyem­lich­es and Soro­ka. Their of­fice was to guard their mas­ter; and ev­ery mo­ment some­one of them turned to the right or the left, giv­ing a ter­ri­ble blow; but Kmi­ta rushed on his chest­nut horse to the thick­est of the fight, and hav­ing all the se­crets of Pan Michael, and gi­gan­tic strength, he quenched men’s lives quick­ly. Some­times he struck with his whole sabre; some­times he bare­ly reached with the point; some­times he de­scribed a small cir­cle mere­ly, but quick as light­ning, and a horse­man flew head down­ward un­der his beast, as if a thun­der­bolt had hurled him from the sad­dle. Oth­ers with­drew be­fore the ter­ri­ble man.

			At last Pan An­drei slashed the stan­dard-bear­er in the tem­ple; he gave forth a sound like that which a cock gives if his throat is cut, and dropped the stan­dard from his hand. At that mo­ment the cen­tre broke, and the dis­or­dered wings form­ing two chaot­ic bod­ies fled swift­ly to the far­ther lines of the Prus­sian army.

			Kmi­ta looked through the bro­ken cen­tre in­to the depth of the field, and saw at once a reg­i­ment of red dra­goons fly­ing like wind to the aid of the bro­ken cav­al­ry.

			“That is noth­ing!” thought he; “Volody­ovs­ki will cross the ford in a mo­ment to aid me.”

			At that in­stant was heard the thun­der of can­non so loud that the earth trem­bled in its foun­da­tions; mus­ketry rat­tled from the in­trench­ment to those ranks of the Poles who had pushed for­ward most. The whole field was cov­ered with smoke, and in that smoke Kmi­ta’s vol­un­teers and Tar­tars closed with the dra­goons.

			But from the side of the riv­er no one came with as­sis­tance.

			The en­e­my had let Kmi­ta pass the ford pur­pose­ly, and then cov­ered the ford with such a dread­ful show­er from can­nons and mus­kets that no liv­ing foot could pass through it.

			The troops of Pan Ko­r­sak tried first, and turned back in dis­or­der; next the squadron of Voynillovich went to the mid­dle of the ford, and turned back—slow­ly, it is true, for that was the king’s reg­i­ment, one of the most valiant in the army, but with a loss of twelve not­ed no­bles and nine­teen sol­diers.

			The wa­ter in the ford which was the on­ly pas­sage through the riv­er was plash­ing un­der the blows of balls as un­der a dense pour­ing rain. Can­non­balls flew to the oth­er bank, cast­ing around clouds of sand.

			Gosyevs­ki him­self rode up on a gal­lop, and when he had seen this, he knew that it was im­pos­si­ble for one liv­ing man to reach the op­po­site bank.

			And still that might de­cide the fate of the bat­tle. Then the fore­head of the het­man frowned stern­ly. For a while he looked through his glass along the whole line of the en­e­my’s troops, and cried to the or­der­ly—

			“Rush to Has­san Bey; let the horde pass the deep bank as it can, and strike the ta­bor. What they find in the wag­ons will be theirs! There are no can­non there; it will be on­ly hand to hand.”

			The horse­man sprang for­ward with what breath was in his horse; but the het­man ad­vanced to where un­der wil­lows on the mead­ow stood the Lau­da squadron, and halt­ed be­fore it.

			Volody­ovs­ki was at the head of the squadron, gloomy and silent; but he looked in the eyes of the het­man, and his mus­tach­es quiv­ered.

			“What do you think?” asked the het­man; “will the Tar­tars cross?”

			“The Tar­tars will cross, but Kmi­ta will per­ish!” an­swered the lit­tle knight.

			“As God lives!” cried the het­man, sud­den­ly; “this Kmi­ta, if he had a head on his shoul­ders, might win the bat­tle, not per­ish!”

			Volody­ovs­ki said noth­ing; still he thought: “It was nec­es­sary ei­ther not to send any reg­i­ment across the riv­er, or to send five.”

			The het­man looked awhile yet through his glass at the dis­tant con­fu­sion which Kmi­ta was mak­ing be­yond the riv­er; but the lit­tle knight, not be­ing able to en­dure any longer, drew near him, and hold­ing his sabre-point up­ward, said—

			“Your wor­thi­ness, if there were an or­der, I would try the ford again.”

			“Stop!” said Gosyevs­ki, rather sharply; “it is enough that those will per­ish.”

			“They are per­ish­ing al­ready,” replied Volody­ovs­ki.

			And in truth the up­roar was be­com­ing more def­i­nite and greater ev­ery mo­ment. Ev­i­dent­ly Kmi­ta was re­treat­ing to the riv­er.

			“As God lives, I want­ed that!” cried the het­man, sud­den­ly; and he sprang like a thun­der­bolt to Voynillovich’s squadron.

			In fact, Kmi­ta was re­treat­ing. Af­ter they had met the red dra­goons, his men fought with their last strength; but the breath was al­ready fail­ing in their breasts, their wea­ried hands were droop­ing, and bod­ies were fall­ing faster and faster; on­ly hope that aid might come any mo­ment from be­yond the riv­er kept courage in them yet.

			Half an hour more passed, and the cry of “Strike!” was heard no longer; but to the aid of the red dra­goons sprang Bo­guslav’s reg­i­ment of heavy cav­al­ry.

			“Death is com­ing!” thought Kmi­ta, see­ing them ap­proach­ing from the flank.

			But he was a sol­dier who nev­er had a doubt, for a mo­ment, not on­ly of his life, but of vic­to­ry. Long and haz­ardous prac­tice had giv­en him al­so great knowl­edge of war; there­fore light­ning at dusk does not flash and then die out so quick­ly as the fol­low­ing thought flashed to the head of Pan An­drei: Ev­i­dent­ly the Poles could not cross the ford to the en­e­my; and since they could not, he would lead the en­e­my to them.

			Bo­guslav’s reg­i­ment was com­ing on at full sweep, and not more than a hun­dred yards dis­tant; in a mo­ment they could strike and scat­ter his Tar­tars. Pan An­drei raised the pipe to his mouth, and whis­tled so shril­ly that the near­est dra­goon hors­es rose on their haunch­es.

			That in­stant oth­er pipes of the Tar­tar lead­ers re­peat­ed the whis­tle; and not so swift­ly does the whirl­wind twist the sand as that cham­bul turned its hors­es in flight.

			The rem­nant of the mailed cav­al­ry, the red dra­goons, and Bo­guslav’s reg­i­ment sprang af­ter them with all speed.

			The shouts of the of­fi­cers—“Naprzod (For­ward)!” and “Gott mit uns (God with us)!”—rang like a storm, and a mar­vel­lous sight was seen then. Over the broad mead­ow rushed the dis­or­dered and con­fused cham­bul of Tar­tars, straight to the ford, which was rained on with bul­lets and balls; and they tore on­ward, as if car­ried with wings. Ev­ery Tar­tar lay on the horse, flat­tened him­self, hid him­self in the mane and the neck, in such fash­ion that had it not been for the cloud of ar­rows fly­ing back to­ward the cav­al­ry, it might be said that the hors­es were rush­ing on rid­er­less; af­ter them, with roar­ing, shout­ing, and tram­pling, fol­lowed gi­gan­tic men, with up­raised swords gleam­ing in their right hands.

			The ford was near­er and near­er; there was half a fur­long left yet, and ev­i­dent­ly the Tar­tar hors­es were us­ing their last strength, for the dis­tance be­tween them and the cav­al­ry was quick­ly de­creas­ing.

			A few mo­ments lat­er the front ranks of the pur­suers be­gan to cut with their swords the Tar­tars clos­ing the rear. The ford was right there; it seemed that in a few springs the hors­es would be in it.

			Sud­den­ly some­thing won­der­ful hap­pened.

			Be­hold, when the cham­bul had run to the ford, a shrill whis­tle of pipes was heard again on the wings, and the whole body, in­stead of rush­ing in­to the riv­er to seek safe­ty on the oth­er bank, opened in two, and with the speed of swal­lows sprang to the right and left, with and against the flow of the riv­er.

			But the heavy reg­i­ments, rush­ing right on their shoul­ders with the high­est horse-speed, raced in­to the ford with the same force, and on­ly when in the wa­ter did the horse­men be­gin to hold in their fu­ri­ous beasts.

			The can­non, which up to that mo­ment had been show­er­ing a rain of iron on the grav­el, were silent in a sec­ond; the gun­ners had to spare their own army.

			But Gosyevs­ki was wait­ing for pre­cise­ly that in­stant as for sal­va­tion.

			The cav­al­ry were hard­ly in the wa­ter when the ter­ri­ble roy­al squadron of Voynillovich rushed at it like a hur­ri­cane; then the Lau­da, the Ko­r­sak, the two squadrons of the het­man, and the vol­un­teer squadron; af­ter that, the ar­mored squadron of Prince Michael Radzivill.

			A ter­ri­ble shout, “Kill, slay!” thun­dered in the air; and be­fore the Prus­sian reg­i­ments could halt, con­cen­trate, use their swords, the Voynillovich squadron had scat­tered them as a whirl of air scat­ters leaves; they crushed the red dra­goons, pushed back Bo­guslav’s reg­i­ment, cut it in two, and drove it over the field to­ward the main army of Prus­sia.

			In one mo­ment the riv­er was red with blood. The can­non be­gan to play again; but too late, for eight squadrons of Lithua­ni­an cav­al­ry were sweep­ing with thun­der and roar over the mead­ow, and the whole bat­tle was trans­ferred to the oth­er side of the riv­er.

			The het­man was fly­ing with one of his own squadrons, his face ra­di­ant with joy, and with fire in his eyes; for once he had the cav­al­ry be­yond the riv­er, he was cer­tain of vic­to­ry.

			The squadrons, em­u­lat­ing one an­oth­er in slash­ing and thrust­ing, drove be­fore them the rem­nant of the dra­goons and the cav­al­ry, which fell in a dense body; for the heavy hors­es were not able to flee swift­ly, and mere­ly cov­ered the pur­suers against mis­siles from the front.

			Mean­while Waldeck, Bo­guslav, Radzivill, and Is­rael sent for­ward all their cav­al­ry to re­strain the on­set, and has­tened them­selves to put the in­fantry in line. Reg­i­ment af­ter reg­i­ment ran out of the ta­bor, and took their places on the plain. They thrust the butts of their heavy spears in­to the earth, with the heads point­ing for­ward, in­clined like a fence to the en­e­my.

			In the next rank mus­ke­teers stretched for­ward the bar­rels of their mus­kets. Be­tween the quad­ran­gles of reg­i­ments they placed can­non in hot haste. Nei­ther Bo­guslav nor Waldeck nor Is­rael flat­tered them­selves that their cav­al­ry could re­strain that of the Poles very long, and their whole hope was in the ar­tillery and the in­fantry. Mean­while in front of the in­fantry the mount­ed reg­i­ments struck breast against breast. But that hap­pened which the Prus­sian lead­ers fore­saw.

			The pres­sure of the Lithua­ni­an cav­al­ry was so ter­ri­ble that their op­po­nents could not re­strain them for one mo­ment, and the first hus­sar reg­i­ments split them as a wedge splits wood, and went with­out break­ing a lance through the dense mass, as a ship driv­en by strong wind goes through waves. The stream­ers were vis­i­ble near­er and near­er; at times the heads of the hus­sar hors­es rose above the throng of the Prus­sians.

			“On your guard!” cried the of­fi­cers, stand­ing in the quad­ran­gle of in­fantry.

			At this word the Prus­sian sol­diers braced them­selves more firm­ly on their feet, and strained their arms hold­ing the spears; and all hearts were beat­ing vi­o­lent­ly, for the ter­ri­ble hus­sars had come whol­ly in sight, and were bear­ing down straight­way against them.

			“Fire!” was the word of com­mand.

			Mus­kets rat­tled in the sec­ond and third ranks of the quad­ran­gle. Smoke cov­ered the men. A mo­ment lat­er the roar of the com­ing squadron was near­er. They are right there! All at once, amid the smoke, the first rank of in­fantry see there above them, al­most over their heads, thou­sands of hors­es’ hoofs, wide nos­trils, in­flamed eyes; a crash of bro­ken spears is heard; a fear­ful shout rends the air; Pol­ish voic­es shout­ing, “Slay!” and Ger­man voic­es, “Gott er­barme Dich mein­er (God have mer­cy on me)!”

			That reg­i­ment is bro­ken, crushed; but in the spa­ces be­tween oth­er reg­i­ments can­non be­gin to play. Oth­er squadrons come up. Each one strikes af­ter a mo­ment on a for­est of lances; but per­haps not ev­ery one will break the for­est which it strikes, for none has such ter­ri­ble force as Voynillovich’s squadron. Shout­ing in­creas­es on the whole field of bat­tle. Noth­ing can be seen; but from the mass of com­bat­ants groups of yel­low in­fantry es­cape in dis­or­der, flee­ing from some reg­i­ment which ev­i­dent­ly was al­so beat­en.

			Horse­men in gray col­ors pur­sue, cut, and tram­ple these men, and shout—

			“Lau­da! Lau­da!”

			That was Volody­ovs­ki, who with his squadron had fought against a sec­ond quad­ran­gle.

			But oth­ers were “stick­ing” yet; vic­to­ry might still in­cline to the Prus­sians, es­pe­cial­ly as at the ta­bor stood two reg­i­ments in­tact, which, since the ta­bor was safe, might be sum­moned at any mo­ment.

			Waldeck had in truth lost his head. Is­rael was not present, for he had been sent with the cav­al­ry; but Bo­guslav was watch­ing and man­ag­ing ev­ery­thing. He led the whole bat­tle, and see­ing the in­crease of great per­il, sent Pan Byes for those reg­i­ments.

			Byes urged on his horse, and half an hour lat­er re­turned bare­head­ed, with ter­ror and de­spair in his face.

			“The horde is in the ta­bor!” shout­ed he, hur­ry­ing up to Bo­guslav.

			At that mo­ment un­earth­ly howl­ing was heard on the right wing; this howl­ing came near­er and near­er.

			Sud­den­ly ap­peared crowds of Swedish horse­men ap­proach­ing in ter­ri­ble pan­ic; af­ter them were flee­ing weapon­less, bare­head­ed in­fantry; af­ter the in­fantry, in con­fu­sion and dis­or­der, came wag­ons drawn by wild and ter­ri­fied hors­es. All this mass was rush­ing at ran­dom from the ta­bor to­ward the in­fantry in the mead­ow. In a mo­ment they fell on the in­fantry, put them in­to dis­or­der, scat­tered them, es­pe­cial­ly when in front they were pressed by Lithua­ni­an cav­al­ry.

			“Has­san Bey has reached the ta­bor!” cried Gosyevs­ki, with ec­sta­sy; and he let out his last two squadrons like fal­cons from their rest.

			At the same mo­ment that these two squadrons strike the in­fantry in front, their own wag­ons rush against them on the flank. The last quad­ran­gles burst as if un­der the stroke of a ham­mer. Of the whole bril­liant Swedish-Prus­sian army there is formed one gi­gan­tic mass, in which the cav­al­ry are min­gled with the in­fantry. Men are over­turn­ing, tram­pling, and suf­fo­cat­ing one an­oth­er; they throw off their cloth­ing, cast away their arms. The cav­al­ry press them, cut them, crush them, mash them. It is no longer a bat­tle lost; it is a ru­in, one of the most ghast­ly of the war.

			Bo­guslav, see­ing that all was lost, re­solved to save at least him­self and some of the cav­al­ry. With su­per­hu­man ex­er­tion he col­lect­ed a few hun­dred horse­men, and was flee­ing along the left wing in the di­rec­tion of the riv­er’s course.

			He had al­ready es­caped from the main whirl, when Prince Michael Radzivill, lead­ing his own hus­sars, struck him on the flank and scat­tered his whole de­tach­ment at a blow. Af­ter this Bo­guslav’s men fled singly or in small groups. They could be saved on­ly by the speed of their hors­es.

			In fact, the hus­sars did not pur­sue, but struck on the main body of in­fantry, which all the oth­er squadrons were cut­ting to pieces. The bro­ken de­tach­ment fled over the field like a scat­tered herd of deer.

			Bo­guslav, on Kmi­ta’s black steed, is rush­ing like the wind, striv­ing in vain by cries to gath­er around him even a few tens of men. No one obeys him; each man flees on his own ac­count, glad that he has es­caped from the dis­as­ter, and that he has no en­e­my in front of him. But re­joic­ing was vain. They had not gone a thou­sand yards when howl­ing was heard in front, and a gray host of Tar­tars sprang forth from the riv­er, near which they had been lurk­ing till then.

			This was Kmi­ta with his men. Leav­ing the field, af­ter he had brought the en­e­my to the ford, he turned so as to cut off re­treat to the fugi­tives.

			The Tar­tars, see­ing the cav­al­ry scat­tered, scat­tered them­selves in a mo­ment to catch them more eas­i­ly, and a mur­der­ous pur­suit be­gan. Two or three Tar­tars cut off one troop­er, and he rarely de­fend­ed him­self; more fre­quent­ly he seized his rapi­er by the point, and ex­tend­ed the hilt to the Tar­tars, call­ing for mer­cy. But the Tar­tars, know­ing that they could not lead these pris­on­ers home, took on­ly of­fi­cers who could give ran­som; the com­mon sol­diers re­ceived a knife in the throat, and died, un­able to say even “God!” Those who fled to the last were stabbed in the back and shoul­ders; those un­der whom the hors­es did not fall were caught with lar­i­ats.

			Kmi­ta rushed for a time over the field, hurl­ing down horse­men and seek­ing Bo­guslav with his eyes; at last he be­held him, and knew him at once by the horse, by the blue rib­bon, and the hat with black os­trich feath­ers.

			A cloud of white steam sur­round­ed the prince; for just the mo­ment be­fore two No­gais had at­tacked him. One he killed with a pis­tol-shot, and the oth­er he thrust through with a rapi­er; then see­ing a larg­er par­ty rush­ing from one side, and Kmi­ta from the oth­er, he pressed his horse with spurs, and shot on like a hunt­ed deer fol­lowed by hounds.

			More than fifty men rushed in a body af­ter him; but not all the hors­es ran equal­ly, so that soon the fifty formed a long ser­pent, the head of which was Bo­guslav and the neck Kmi­ta.

			The prince bent for­ward in his sad­dle; the black horse ap­peared not to touch the earth with his feet, but was black over the green grass, like a swal­low sweep­ing close to the ground; the chest­nut stretched his neck like a crane, put back his ears, and seemed as if try­ing to spring from his skin. Sin­gle wil­lows, clumps of them, groups of alder, shot past; the Tar­tars were be­hind, a fur­long, two, three fur­longs, but they ran and ran. Kmi­ta threw his pis­tols from the hol­sters to light­en the horse’s bur­den; with eyes fas­tened on Bo­guslav, with fixed lips, he al­most lay on the neck of the horse, pricked his foam­ing sides with spurs, till soon the foam fall­ing to the earth be­came rose-col­ored.

			But the dis­tance be­tween him and the prince not on­ly did not de­crease a sin­gle inch, but be­gan to in­crease.

			“Woe!” thought Pan An­drei, “no horse on earth can over­take that one.”

			And when af­ter a few springs the dis­tance in­creased still more, he straight­ened him­self in the sad­dle, let the sword drop on its pen­dant, and putting his hands around his mouth, shout­ed in a trum­pet-like voice: “Flee, traitor, flee be­fore Kmi­ta! I will get you, if not to­day, to­mor­row.”

			These words had bare­ly sound­ed in the air, when on a sud­den the prince, who heard them, looked around, and see­ing that Kmi­ta alone was pur­su­ing, in­stead of flee­ing far­ther de­scribed a cir­cle, and with rapi­er in hand rushed up­on him.

			Pan An­drei gave forth a ter­ri­ble cry of joy, and with­out less­en­ing speed raised his sabre for a blow.

			“Corpse! corpse!” shout­ed the prince; and wish­ing to strike the more sure­ly, he re­strained his horse.

			Kmi­ta, when he had come up, held in his own beast till his hoofs sank in the earth, and rapi­er met sabre.

			They closed in such fash­ion that the two hors­es formed al­most one body. A ter­ri­ble sound of steel was heard, quick as thought; no eye could catch the light­ning-like move­ment of rapi­er and sabre, nor dis­tin­guish the prince from Kmi­ta. At times Bo­guslav’s hat ap­peared black, at times Kmi­ta’s steel mori­on gleamed. The hors­es whirled around each oth­er. The swords clinked more and more ter­ri­bly.

			Bo­guslav, af­ter a few strokes, ceased to de­spise his op­po­nent. All the ter­ri­ble thrusts which he had learned from French mas­ters were par­ried. Sweat was now flow­ing freely from his face with the rouge and white; he felt weari­ness in his right arm al­ready. Won­der seized him, then im­pa­tience, then rage; there­fore he de­ter­mined to fin­ish, and he thrust so ter­ri­bly that the hat fell from his head.

			Kmi­ta ward­ed with such force that the prince’s rapi­er flew to the side of the horse; and be­fore Bo­guslav could de­fend him­self again, Kmi­ta cut him with the very end of the sabre in the fore­head.

			“Christ!” cried the prince in Ger­man, rolling to the earth.

			He fell on his back.

			Pan An­drei was as if stunned for the mo­ment, but re­cov­ered quick­ly. He dropped his sabre on its pen­dant, made the sign of the cross, sprang from his horse, and seiz­ing the hilt, again ap­proached the prince.

			He was ter­ri­ble; for pale as a sheet from emo­tion, his lips were pressed, and in­ex­orable ha­tred was in his face.

			Be­hold his mor­tal en­e­my, and such a pow­er­ful one, ly­ing now at his feet in blood, still alive and con­scious, but con­quered, and not with for­eign weapons nor with for­eign aid.

			Bo­guslav looked at him with wide­ly opened eyes, watch­ing care­ful­ly ev­ery move of the vic­tor; and when Kmi­ta stood there above him, he cried quick­ly—

			“Do not kill me! Ran­som!”

			Kmi­ta, in­stead of an­swer­ing, stood with his foot on Bo­guslav’s breast, and pressed with all his pow­er; then he placed the point of his sabre on the prince’s throat so that the skin yield­ed un­der the point—he on­ly need­ed to move his hand, to press more firm­ly. But he did not kill him at once. He wished to sate him­self yet with the sight, and make the death of his en­e­my more griev­ous. He trans­fixed Bo­guslav’s eyes with his own eyes, and stood above him, as a li­on stands above an over­thrown buf­fa­lo.

			The prince, from whose fore­head blood was flow­ing more and more co­pi­ous­ly, so that the whole up­per part of his head was as if in a pool, spoke again, but now with a great­ly sti­fled voice, for the foot of Pan An­drei was crush­ing his breast—

			“The maid­en—lis­ten—”

			Bare­ly had Pan An­drei heard these words when he took his foot from Bo­guslav’s breast, and raised his sword. “Speak!” said he.

			But Bo­guslav on­ly breathed deeply for a time; at last, with a voice now stronger, he said—

			“The maid­en will die, if you kill me. The or­ders are giv­en.”

			“What have you done with her?” asked Kmi­ta.

			“Spare me, and I will give her to you. I swear on the Gospel.”

			Pan An­drei struck his fore­head with his fist. It was to be seen for a time that he was strug­gling with him­self and with his thoughts; then he said—

			“Hear me, traitor! I would give a hun­dred such de­gen­er­ate ruf­fi­ans for one hair of hers. But I do not be­lieve you, you oath-break­er!”

			“On the Gospel!” re­peat­ed the prince. “I will give you a safe-con­duct and an or­der in writ­ing.”

			“Let it be so. I will give you your life, but I will not let you out of my hands. You will give me the let­ter; but mean­while I will give you to the Tar­tars, with whom you will be in cap­tiv­i­ty.”

			“Agreed,” an­swered Bo­guslav.

			“Re­mem­ber,” said Pan An­drei, “your prince­ly rank did not pre­serve you from my hand, nor your army, nor your fenc­ing. And be as­sured that as many times as you cross my path, or do not keep word, noth­ing will save you—even though you were made Em­per­or of Ger­many. Rec­og­nize me! Once I had you in my hands, now you are ly­ing un­der my feet!”

			“Con­scious­ness is leav­ing me,” said the prince. “Pan Kmi­ta, there must be wa­ter near by. Give me to drink, and wash my wound.”

			“Die, par­ri­cide!” an­swered Kmi­ta.

			But the prince, se­cure of life, re­cov­ered all his self-com­mand, and said—

			“You are fool­ish, Pan Kmi­ta. If I die, she too—” Here his lips grew pale.

			Kmi­ta ran to see if there was not some ditch near at hand, or even some pool. The prince faint­ed, but for a short time; he re­vived, hap­pi­ly for him­self, when the first Tar­tar, Se­lim, son of Gazi Aga, the ban­neret among Kmi­ta’s Tar­tars, was com­ing up, and see­ing the en­e­my wel­ter­ing in blood, de­ter­mined to pin him to the earth with the spear-point of the ban­ner. The prince in that ter­ri­ble mo­ment still had strength suf­fi­cient to seize the point, which, be­ing loose­ly fas­tened, fell from the staff.

			The sound of that short strug­gle brought back Pan An­drei.

			“Stop! son of a dog!” cried he, run­ning from a dis­tance.

			The Tar­tar, at the sound of the fa­mil­iar voice, pushed up to his horse with fear. Kmi­ta com­mand­ed him to go for wa­ter, and re­mained him­self with the prince; for from afar were to be seen ap­proach­ing at a gal­lop the Kyem­lich­es, Soro­ka, and the whole cham­bul, who, af­ter they had caught all the horse­men, came to seek their lead­er.

			See­ing Pan An­drei, the faith­ful No­gais threw up their caps with loud shouts.

			Ak­bah Ulan sprang from his horse and be­gan to bow to him, touch­ing with his hand his fore­head, his mouth, and his breast. Oth­ers smack­ing their lips, in Tar­tar fash­ion, looked with greed­i­ness in­to the eyes of the con­quered; some rushed to seize the two hors­es, the chest­nut and the black, which were run­ning at a dis­tance each with fly­ing mane.

			“Ak­bah Ulan,” said Kmi­ta, “this is the lead­er of the army which we con­quered this morn­ing, Prince Bo­guslav Radzivill. I give him to you; and do you keep him, for dead or alive they will pay you for him lib­er­al­ly. Now take care of him; put on him a lar­i­at, and lead him to camp.”

			“Al­lah! Al­lah! We thank the lead­er! We thank the con­queror!” cried all the Tar­tars in one voice; and again was heard the smack­ing of a thou­sand lips.

			Kmi­ta mount­ed and went with a part of the Tar­tars to the field of bat­tle. From a dis­tance he saw the stan­dard-bear­ers with their stan­dards, but of the squadrons there were on­ly a few men present; the rest had gone in pur­suit of the en­e­my. Crowds of camp ser­vants were busy on the bat­tle­field, plun­der­ing the corpses and fight­ing here and there with the Tar­tars, who were plun­der­ing al­so. The lat­ter looked spe­cial­ly ter­ri­ble, with knives in their hands, and with arms stained to the el­bows. You would have said that a flock of crows had dropped from the clouds to the bat­tle-plain. Their wild laugh­ter and shouts were heard over the whole mead­ow.

			Some hold­ing in their lips knives still steam­ing drew with both hands dead men by the feet; oth­ers in sport threw at one an­oth­er sev­ered heads. Some were fill­ing bags; oth­ers, as in a bazaar, were hold­ing up bloody gar­ments, prais­ing their val­ue, or ex­am­in­ing the weapons which they had tak­en.

			Kmi­ta passed over the field where he had first met the cav­al­ry. Bod­ies of men and hors­es, cut with swords, lay scat­tered there; but where squadrons had cut in­fantry, there were whole piles of corpses, and pools of stiff­ened blood plashed un­der foot like mud­dy wa­ter in a swamp.

			It was dif­fi­cult to ad­vance through the frag­ments of bro­ken lances, mus­kets, corpses, over­turned wag­ons, and troops of Tar­tars push­ing around.

			Gosyevs­ki was still on the in­trench­ment of the for­ti­fied camp, and with him were Prince Michael Radzivill, Voynillovich, Volody­ovs­ki, Ko­r­sak, and a num­ber of men. From this height they took in with their eyes the field far away to its ut­ter­most edges, and were able to es­ti­mate the whole ex­tent of the vic­to­ry and the en­e­my’s de­feat.

			Kmi­ta, on be­hold­ing these gen­tle­men, has­tened his pace; and Gosyevs­ki, since he was not on­ly a for­tu­nate war­rior but an hon­or­able man with­out a shad­ow of en­vy in his heart, had bare­ly seen Pan An­drei, when he cried—

			“Here comes the re­al vic­tor! He is the cause of win­ning the day. I first de­clare this in pub­lic. Gra­cious gen­tle­men, thank Pan Babinich; for had it not been for him we could not have crossed the riv­er.”

			“Vi­vat Babinich!” cried a num­ber of voic­es. “Vi­vat, vi­vat!”

			“Where did you learn war, O sol­dier,” cried the het­man, with en­thu­si­asm, “that you know what to do in a mo­ment?”

			Kmi­ta did not an­swer, for he was too tired. He mere­ly bowed on ev­ery side, and passed his hand over his face, soiled with sweat and with pow­der-smoke. His eyes gleamed with an un­com­mon light, and still the vi­vats sound­ed in­ces­sant­ly. Di­vi­sion af­ter di­vi­sion re­turned from the field on foam­ing hors­es; and those who came joined their voic­es from full breasts in hon­or of Babinich. Caps flew in­to the air; whoso had a pis­tol still load­ed gave fire.

			Sud­den­ly Kmi­ta stood in the sad­dle, and rais­ing both hands high, shout­ed—

			“Vi­vat Yan Kaz­imir, our lord and gra­cious fa­ther!”

			Here there was such a shout as if anew bat­tle had be­gun. Un­speak­able en­thu­si­asm seized all. Prince Michael un­gird­ed his sabre, which had a hilt set with di­a­monds, and gave it to Kmi­ta. The het­man threw his own cost­ly cloak on the shoul­ders of the hero, who again raised his hands—

			“Vi­vat our het­man, vic­to­ri­ous lead­er!”

			“May he in­crease and flour­ish!” an­swered all, in a cho­rus.

			Then they brought to­geth­er the cap­tured ban­ners, and thrust them in­to the em­bank­ment at the feet of the lead­ers. The en­e­my had not tak­en one of theirs. There were Prus­sian, Prus­sian of the gen­er­al mili­tia, no­bles’, Swedish, and Bo­guslav flags; the whole rain­bow of them was wav­ing at the em­bank­ment.

			“One of the great­est vic­to­ries of this war!” cried the het­man. “Is­rael and Waldeck are in cap­tiv­i­ty, the colonels have fall­en or are in cap­tiv­i­ty, the army is cut to pieces.” Here he turned to Kmi­ta: “Pan Babinich, you were on that side, you must have met Bo­guslav; what has hap­pened to him?”

			Here Pan Michael looked dili­gent­ly in­to Kmi­ta’s eyes, but Kmi­ta said quick­ly—

			“God has pun­ished Bo­guslav with this hand.” Then he stretched forth his right hand; but at that mo­ment the lit­tle knight threw him­self in­to his arms.

			“Yen­drek,” cried he, “I am not en­vi­ous! May God bless you!”

			“You formed my hand!” an­swered Pan An­drei, with ef­fu­sion.

			But a fur­ther ex­pres­sion of broth­er­ly feel­ing was stopped by Pan Michael Radzivill.

			“Is my cousin killed?” asked he, quick­ly.

			“Not killed,” an­swered Kmi­ta, “for I grant­ed him life; but he is wound­ed and cap­tive, and over there my No­gais are bring­ing him.”

			At these words as­ton­ish­ment was de­pict­ed on Volody­ovs­ki’s face, and the eyes of the knight were turned to the plain, on which ap­peared a par­ty of some tens of Tar­tars ap­proach­ing slow­ly; at last, when they had passed a group of bro­ken wag­ons, they came with­in some tens of yards of the in­trench­ment.

			The het­man and the of­fi­cers saw that the Tar­tar rid­ing in ad­vance was lead­ing a pris­on­er; all rec­og­nized Bo­guslav, but in what a change of for­tune!

			He, one of the most pow­er­ful lords in the Com­mon­wealth; he, who even yes­ter­day was dream­ing of in­de­pen­dent rule; he, a prince of the Ger­man Em­pire—was walk­ing now with a lar­i­at around his neck, at the side of a Tar­tar horse, with­out a hat, with bloody head bound in a filthy rag! But such was the ven­om in the hearts of the knights against this mag­nate that his ter­ri­ble hu­mil­i­a­tion did not ex­cite the pity of any, and near­ly all mouths shout­ed at the same mo­ment—

			“Death to the traitor! Bear him apart on sabres! Death, death!”

			Prince Michael cov­ered his eyes with his hand, for still that was a Radzivill led with such hu­mil­i­a­tion. Sud­den­ly he grew red and shout­ed—

			“Gra­cious gen­tle­men! that is my cousin, that is my blood, and I have spared nei­ther life nor prop­er­ty for the coun­try. He is my en­e­my who will raise a hand against that ill-fat­ed man.”

			The knights were silent at once.

			Prince Michael was uni­ver­sal­ly beloved for his brav­ery, lib­er­al­i­ty, and de­vo­tion to the coun­try. Even when all Lithua­nia fell in­to the hands of the North­ern­ers, he alone de­fend­ed him­self in Nyesvyej, and in the time of the Swedish wars he con­temned the per­sua­sions of Prince Yanush, and was one of the first to join the con­fed­er­a­cy of Tyshovt­si. His voice there­fore found hear­ing at once. Fi­nal­ly, it may be that no one wished to op­pose so pow­er­ful a man; it is enough that the sabres were placed at once in the scab­bards, and even some of­fi­cers, clients of the Radzivills, ex­claimed—

			“Take him from the Tar­tars! Let the Com­mon­wealth judge him, but let not hon­or­able blood be in­sult­ed by Pa­gans.”

			“Take him from the Tar­tars!” re­peat­ed the prince; “we will find sure­ty, and he will pay the ran­som him­self. Pan Voynillovich, move your men and let them take him by force, if it is im­pos­si­ble oth­er­wise.”

			“I of­fer my­self as a sure­ty to the Tar­tars,” said Pan Gnoin­s­ki.

			Then Volody­ovs­ki pushed up to Kmi­ta and said: “Yen­drek, what have you done? He will go safe­ly out of this trou­ble!”

			Kmi­ta sprang for­ward like a wound­ed wild­cat.

			“With the per­mis­sion of your high­ness,” cried he. “This is my pris­on­er! I grant­ed him life, but un­der con­di­tions to which he swore by his hereti­cal gospel; and may I fall dead here if he will go out of the hands in­to which I gave him be­fore he ful­fils ev­ery­thing!”

			When he had said this, he struck his horse, blocked the road, and his in­born im­pul­sive­ness had al­most car­ried him away; for his face be­gan to writhe, he dis­tend­ed his nos­trils, and his eyes be­gan to cast light­ning.

			Mean­while Voynillovich pressed him with his horse. “Aside, Pan Babinich!” cried he.

			“Aside, Pan Voynillovich!” roared Kmi­ta, and struck with the hilt of his sabre Voynillovich’s horse with such force that the steed tot­tered on his legs as if struck by a ball and dug the ground with his nos­trils. Then there rose a fierce shout among the knights, so that Gosyevs­ki pushed for­ward and cried—

			“Si­lence, gen­tle­men! Gra­cious prince, in virtue of my au­thor­i­ty as het­man, I de­clare that Pan Babinich has a right to the pris­on­er, and that whoso wish­es to free him from Tar­tar hands must give guar­an­tee to his con­queror.”

			Prince Michael mas­tered his in­dig­na­tion, calmed him­self, and said, di­rect­ing his speech to Pan An­drei—

			“Say what you wish.”

			“That he ob­serve the con­di­tions with me be­fore he leaves cap­tiv­i­ty.”

			“But he will keep them when he is free.”

			“Im­pos­si­ble! I do not be­lieve him.”

			“Then I swear for him, by the Most Holy Moth­er, whom I rec­og­nize, and on the word of a knight, that all will be ob­served to you. In the op­po­site case you may make de­mand on my hon­or and prop­er­ty.”

			“That is suf­fi­cient for me!” said Kmi­ta. “Let Pan Gnoin­s­ki go as hostage, for oth­er­wise the Tar­tars will make re­sis­tance. I will give way on your word.”

			“I thank you, Cav­a­lier!” an­swered Prince Michael. “Do not fear, ei­ther, that he will re­ceive his free­dom at once, for I will give him to the het­man by right, and he will re­main a pris­on­er un­til the king pro­nounces sen­tence.”

			“That will be so!” an­swered the het­man; and or­der­ing Voynillovich to sit on a fresh horse, for that one was hard­ly able to stand, he sent him with Pan Gnoin­s­ki for the prince.

			But the af­fair did not pass eas­i­ly yet; for Has­san Bey made a ter­ri­ble re­sis­tance, and on­ly the sight of Pan Gnoin­s­ki and the prom­ise of a ran­som of a hun­dred thou­sand thalers could paci­fy him.

			In the evening Prince Bo­guslav found him­self in the tents of Gosyevs­ki. He was cared for with at­ten­tion; two physi­cians did not leave him for a mo­ment, and both guar­an­teed his life, for the wound, since it had been giv­en with the very end of the sabre, was not too se­ri­ous.

			Volody­ovs­ki could not for­give Kmi­ta for hav­ing grant­ed the prince his life, and from sor­row avoid­ed him all day. It was on­ly in the evening that Pan An­drei him­self went to Pan Michael’s tent.

			“Fear the wounds of God!” cried the lit­tle knight, at sight of him; “I should have ex­pect­ed this of any oth­er than of you, to let that traitor go alive!”

			“Lis­ten to me, Michael, be­fore you con­demn me,” said Kmi­ta, gloomi­ly. “I had him un­der my foot and held my sabre point at his throat, and then do you know what the traitor said? That there were com­mands giv­en to kill Olen­ka in Tau­ro­gi if he should be slain. What had I, un­for­tu­nate man, to do? I pur­chased her life with his life. What had I to do? By the cross of Christ, what had I to do?”

			Here Pan An­drei be­gan to pull his hair, to stamp, from be­wil­der­ment; and Volody­ovs­ki thought for awhile, then said—

			“I un­der­stand your de­spair; but still—you see, you have let go a traitor who may bring griev­ous suf­fer­ing to the coun­try. There is no deny­ing, Yen­drek, that you have ren­dered won­der­ful ser­vice to­day; but at last you sac­ri­ficed the pub­lic good to your own pri­vate ends.”

			“And what would you have done if you were told that there was a knife at the throat of Pan­na Anu­sia?”

			Pan Michael’s mus­tach­es quiv­ered fierce­ly. “I do not of­fer my­self as an ex­am­ple. H’m! what would I have done? But Pan Yan, who has a Ro­man soul, would not have let him live; and be­sides, I am cer­tain that God would not have let in­no­cent blood flow for the rea­son he men­tioned.”

			“Let me do penance. Pun­ish me, O God, not ac­cord­ing to my heavy sin, but ac­cord­ing to Thy mer­cy; for to sign a sen­tence against that dove—” Here Kmi­ta closed his eyes. “An­gels forefend! Nev­er, nev­er!”

			“It is passed,” said Volody­ovs­ki.

			Here Pan An­drei took a pa­per out of his bo­som. “See, Michael, what I ob­tained. This is a com­mand to Sakovich, to all the of­fi­cers of Radzivill, and to the Swedish com­man­dants. We forced him to write it, though he could bare­ly move his hand. Prince Michael him­self saw to that. This is free­dom for her, safe­ty for her. I will lie in the form of a cross ev­ery day for a year, I will have my­self scourged, I will build a church, but I will not sac­ri­fice her life. I have not a Ro­man soul. Well, I am not a Cato like Pan Yan, true! But I will not sac­ri­fice her; no, by a hun­dred thun­ders, I will not, even if at last I am roast­ed in hell on a spit—”

			Kmi­ta did not fin­ish, for Pan Michael sprang up to him and stopped his mouth with his hand, cry­ing in a ter­ri­fied voice—

			“Do not blas­pheme, for you will draw the vengeance of God on her. Beat your breast, quick­ly, quick­ly!”

			And Pan An­drei be­gan to beat his breast: “Mea cul­pa! mea cul­pa! mea max­i­ma cul­pa!” At last the poor sol­dier burst in­to loud weep­ing, for he did not know him­self what to do.

			Pan Michael let him have his cry out; then he paci­fied him, and asked—

			“And what will you un­der­take now?”

			“I will go with my men whith­er I am sent, as far as Bir­ji. On­ly let the men and hors­es draw breath first. On the road I will shed as much hereti­cal blood as I can, to the glo­ry of God.”

			“And you will have your mer­it. Do not lose heart, Yen­drek. God is mer­ci­ful!”

			“I will go di­rect­ly ahead. All Prus­sia is open at present; on­ly here and there shall I light up­on small gar­risons.”

			Pan Michael sighed: “Oh, I would go with you as glad­ly as to par­adise. But I must keep my com­mand. You are for­tu­nate to lead vol­un­teers. Yen­drek, lis­ten, broth­er! and when you find both, take care of that one, so that no evil be­fall her. God knows, she may be pre­des­tined to me.”

			When he had said this, the lit­tle knight cast him­self in­to the arms of Pan An­drei.

		
	
		
			XCIII

			Olen­ka and Anu­sia, hav­ing freed them­selves from Tau­ro­gi, un­der the pro­tec­tion of Braun, came suc­cess­ful­ly to the sword-bear­er’s par­ty, which at that time was near Ol­sha, there­fore not very far from Tau­ro­gi.

			The old no­ble when he saw them both in good health would not be­lieve his eyes at first; then he fell to weep­ing from de­light, and fi­nal­ly came to such mil­i­tary en­thu­si­asm that for him dan­ger ex­ist­ed no longer. Let not on­ly Bo­guslav ap­pear, but the King of Swe­den him­self with all his pow­er, Pan Bille­vich was ready to de­fend his maid­ens against ev­ery en­e­my.

			“I will fall,” said he, “be­fore a hair shall drop from your heads. I am no longer the man whom you knew in Tau­ro­gi, and I think that the Swedes will long re­mem­ber Girlakole, Yasvoynya, and those beat­ings which I gave them at Rossyeni it­self. It is true that the traitor Sakovich at­tacked us un­awares and rout­ed us, but you see sev­er­al hun­dred sabres on ser­vice.”

			Pan Bille­vich did not ex­ag­ger­ate great­ly, for in truth it was dif­fi­cult to rec­og­nize in him the for­mer pris­on­er of Tau­ro­gi fall­en in courage. He had an­oth­er mind now; his en­er­gy had re­vived in the field, on his horse; he found him­self in his el­e­ment, and be­ing a good sol­dier, he had re­al­ly han­dled the Swedes sev­er­al times rough­ly. And since he had great au­thor­i­ty in the neigh­bor­hood, the no­bles and com­mon peo­ple flocked to him will­ing­ly, and even from some re­mote dis­tricts a Bille­vich brought him now be­tween ten and twen­ty horse­men, now some tens of horse­men.

			Pan Tomash’s par­ty was com­posed of three hun­dred peas­ant in­fantry and about five hun­dred horse­men. It was rare that any man in the in­fantry had a gun; the greater num­ber were armed with scythes and forks. The cav­al­ry was a col­lec­tion of the wealth­i­er no­bles, who be­took them­selves to the for­est with their at­ten­dants, and of the poor­er no­bles from vil­lages. Their arms were bet­ter than those of the in­fantry, but great­ly var­ied. Hop-poles served as lances for many; some car­ried rich fam­i­ly weapons, but fre­quent­ly of a past age; the hors­es, of var­i­ous breeds and qual­i­ty, were not fit­ted for one rank.

			With such troops the sword-bear­er could block the road to Swedish pa­trols, he might cut off even de­tach­ments of cav­al­ry, he might clear forests and vil­lages of plun­der­ers, whose nu­mer­ous bands, com­posed of Swedish fugi­tives, Prus­sian and lo­cal ruf­fi­ans, were bus­ied with rob­bery; but he could not at­tack any town.

			The Swedes had grown wis­er. Im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter the out­break of the re­bel­lion those who were scat­tered in quar­ters in the vil­lages were cut down through­out Jmud and Lithua­nia; but now those who had sur­vived re­mained most­ly in for­ti­fied towns, which they left on­ly for short ex­pe­di­tions. There­fore the fields, forests, ham­lets, and small­er towns were in Pol­ish hands; but the larg­er towns were held by Swedes, and there was no pow­er to dis­lodge them.

			The sword-bear­er’s par­ty was one of the best; oth­ers could ef­fect still less than he. On the bound­ary of Livo­nia the in­sur­gents had grown so bold, it is true, that they be­sieged Bir­ji twice, and at the sec­ond at­tack it was forced to sur­ren­der; but that tem­po­rary pre­pon­der­ance came from this—that Pon­tus de la Gardie had as­sem­bled to the de­fence of Riga against the forces of the Tsar all the troops from the neigh­bor­ing dis­tricts of Livo­nia.

			His bril­liant vic­to­ries, rarely equalled in his­to­ry, caused the be­lief, how­ev­er, that war in that quar­ter would soon be at an end, and that he would bring to Jmud new Swedish troops in­tox­i­cat­ed with tri­umphs. Still there was safe­ty enough in the forests at that time; and nu­mer­ous par­ties of in­sur­gents ca­pa­ble of un­der­tak­ing lit­tle alone might still be cer­tain that the en­e­my would not seek them in deep wilder­ness­es.

			There­fore Pan Bille­vich re­ject­ed the thought of hid­ing in Byalovyej; for the road to it was very long, and on the way were many con­sid­er­able places with large gar­risons.

			“The Lord God has giv­en a dry au­tumn,” said he to the maid­ens, “there­fore it is eas­i­er to live sub Jove (in the open air). I will have a reg­u­lar tent made for you; I will find a wom­an to wait on you, and you will stay in the camp. In these times there is no safer refuge than the for­est. My Bille­viche is burned to the ground; coun­try hous­es are in­fest­ed by rav­agers and some­times even by Swedish par­ties. Where could you in­cline your heads more safe­ly than with me, who have sev­er­al hun­dred sabres at my com­mand? Rains will come lat­er, then some cab­in will be found for you in the for­est.”

			This idea pleased Pan­na Anu­sia great­ly; for in the par­ty were many young Bille­vich­es, po­lite cav­a­liers, and be­sides it was said con­tin­u­al­ly that Pan Babinich was march­ing in that di­rec­tion.

			Anu­sia hoped that when he came he would drive out the Swedes in a twin­kle, and then—then would be what God would give. Olen­ka judged al­so that it was safest with the par­ty; but she wished to re­treat far from Tau­ro­gi, fear­ing the pur­suit of Sakovich.

			“Let us go to Vodok­ty,” said she; “there we shall be among our own peo­ple. Al­though it is burned, Mitruny and all the neigh­bor­ing vil­lages are there. It is im­pos­si­ble that the whole coun­try is turned in­to a desert. Lau­da will de­fend us in case of dan­ger.”

			“But all the Lau­da men have gone with Volody­ovs­ki,” said Yur Bille­vich, in op­po­si­tion.

			“The old men and the youths have re­mained, and even the wom­en there are able to de­fend in case of need. Be­sides, forests are greater there than here; the Do­ma­she­vich­es, the hunters, or the Smoky Gostye­vich­es will take us to Ro­gov­sk, where no en­e­my will find us.”

			“And when I have se­cured the camp and you, I will at­tack the Swedes, and cut to pieces those who dare to touch the rim of the wilder­ness,” said Pan Bille­vich. “This is an ex­cel­lent idea! We have noth­ing to do here; it is pos­si­ble to ren­der greater ser­vice.”

			Who knows whether the sword-bear­er did not seize that idea of Olen­ka so quick­ly be­cause he too in his soul was some­what afraid of Sakovich, who brought to de­spair, might be ter­ri­ble?

			The ad­vice, how­ev­er, was wise in it­self; there­fore it pleased all im­me­di­ate­ly. The sword-bear­er sent out in­fantry that very day un­der com­mand of Yur Bille­vich, so as to push for­ward by the for­est in the di­rec­tion of Kraki­nov; but he went for­ward him­self with the cav­al­ry two days lat­er, ob­tain­ing in ad­vance re­li­able in­tel­li­gence as to whether there had not gone out from Kyedani or Rossyeni, be­tween which he had to march, some con­sid­er­able bod­ies of Swedish troops.

			Pan Bille­vich marched slow­ly and care­ful­ly. The ladies trav­elled in peas­ants’ wag­ons, and some­times on ponies which the sword-bear­er had pro­vid­ed.

			Anu­sia, who had re­ceived as a gift from Yur Bille­vich a light sabre, hung it brave­ly at her side, and in a cap, placed jaun­ti­ly on her head, brought up the squadron like some cap­tain. The march amused her, the sabres glit­ter­ing in the sun, and the fires dis­posed around at night. Young of­fi­cers and sol­diers were great­ly pleased with the la­dy, and she shot her eyes around in ev­ery di­rec­tion on the march; she let her tress­es fall so as to braid them three times dai­ly over the banks of bright brooks, which for her took the place of a mir­ror. She said of­ten that she wished to see a bat­tle, so as to give an ex­am­ple of brav­ery; but in very truth she did not want a bat­tle at all. She want­ed on­ly to sub­due the hearts of all the young war­riors; in fact, she did sub­due an un­reck­oned num­ber of them.

			Olen­ka too re­vived again, as it were, af­ter leav­ing Tau­ro­gi. There the un­cer­tain­ty of her fu­ture and con­tin­u­al fear were killing her; now in the depths of the for­est she felt safer. The whole­some air brought back her strength. The sight of sol­diers, of weapons, the move­ment and bus­tle of camp life, act­ed like bal­sam on her wea­ried soul. And the march of troops act­ed agree­ably on her al­so; pos­si­ble dan­gers did not alarm her in the least, for knight­ly blood was in her veins. Ap­pear­ing less fre­quent­ly be­fore the sol­diers, not per­mit­ting her­self to gal­lop on a pony in front of the ranks, she at­tract­ed few­er glances, but gen­er­al re­spect sur­round­ed her. The mus­tached faces of the sol­diers were laugh­ing at sight of Anu­sia; heads were un­cov­ered when Olen­ka drew near the fires. That was changed lat­er to homage. But it did not pass with­out this—that some heart beat for her in a youth­ful breast; but eyes did not dare to gaze at her so di­rect­ly as at that brunette of the Ukraine.

			They ad­vanced through forests and thick­ets, of­ten send­ing scouts ahead; and on­ly on the sev­enth day did they ar­rive late at night in Lyu­bich, which, ly­ing on the bor­der of the Lau­da re­gion, formed as it were the en­trance to it. The hors­es were so tired that in spite of Olen­ka’s op­po­si­tion it was im­pos­si­ble to go far­ther; Bille­vich there­fore fore­bade the la­dy to find fault, and dis­posed his par­ty for the halt. He him­self with the young ladies oc­cu­pied the house, for the night was fog­gy and very cold. By a mar­vel­lous chance the house had not been burned. The en­e­my had spared it prob­a­bly through the com­mand of Prince Yanush Radzivill, be­cause it was Kmi­ta’s; and though the prince learned lat­er of Pan An­drei’s se­ces­sion, he for­got or had not time to give a new or­der. The in­sur­gents con­sid­ered the es­tate as be­long­ing to the Bille­vich­es; the rav­agers did not dare to plun­der near Lau­da. There­fore noth­ing had changed in it. Olen­ka went un­der that roof with a ter­ri­ble feel­ing of bit­ter­ness and pain. She knew ev­ery cor­ner there, but al­most with each one was bound up some mem­o­ry of Kmi­ta’s be­tray­al. Be­fore her is the din­ing-hall or­na­ment­ed with the por­traits of the Bille­vich­es and with skulls of wild beasts of the for­est; the skulls cracked with bul­lets are still on the nails; the por­traits slashed with sabres are gaz­ing from the walls, as if wish­ing to say, “Be­hold, O maid­en! be­hold, our grand­daugh­ter! it was he who slashed with sac­ri­le­gious hand the pic­tures of our earth­ly forms, now rest­ing long in their graves.”

			Olen­ka felt that she could not close an eye in that brand­ed house. It seemed to her that in the dark cor­ners of the rooms were prowl­ing around yet the ghosts of those ter­ri­ble com­rades breath­ing fire from their nos­trils. And how quick­ly that man, so loved by her, had passed from vi­o­lence to trans­gres­sion, from trans­gres­sion to crimes, from the slash­ing of por­traits to profli­ga­cy, to the burn­ing of Upi­ta and Vol­montovichi, to car­ry­ing her off from Vodok­ty; fur­ther to the ser­vice of Radzivill, to trea­son, crowned with the prom­ise of rais­ing his hand against the king, against the fa­ther of the whole Com­mon­wealth!

			The night went on swift­ly, but sleep did not seize the lids of un­hap­py Olen­ka. All the wounds of her soul were re­opened and be­gan to burn painful­ly. Shame again was scorch­ing her cheeks; her eyes dropped no tears in that time, but im­mea­sur­able grief sur­round­ed her heart, be­cause it could not find place with­in that poor heart. Grief for what? For what might have been had he been oth­er—if with his bad habits, wild­ness, and vi­o­lence, he had even had an hon­est heart; if fi­nal­ly he had even a mea­sure in his crimes, if there ex­ist­ed some bound­ary over which he was in­ca­pable of pass­ing? And her heart would have for­giv­en so much.

			Anu­sia saw the suf­fer­ing of her com­pan­ion, and un­der­stood the cause; for the old sword-bear­er had de­tailed the whole his­to­ry to her pre­vi­ous­ly. Since she had a kind heart, she came up to Pan­na Bille­vich, and throw­ing her arms around her neck, said—

			“Olen­ka, you are writhing from pain in this house.”

			Olen­ka at first did not wish to speak; then her whole body trem­bled like an as­pen leaf, and at last a ter­ri­ble, de­spair­ing cry burst from her bo­som. Seiz­ing Anu­sia’s hand con­vul­sive­ly, she rest­ed her bright head on that maid­en’s shoul­der; sob­bing now tore her as a whirl­wind tears a thick­et.

			Anu­sia had to wait long be­fore it passed; at last she whis­pered when Olen­ka was paci­fied some­what, “Let us pray for him.”

			Olen­ka cov­ered her eyes with both hands. “I—can­not,” said she, with an ef­fort.

			Af­ter a while, gath­er­ing back fever­ish­ly the hair which had fall­en on her fore­head, she be­gan to speak with a gasp­ing voice—

			“You see—I can­not—You are hap­py; your Babinich is hon­or­able, fa­mous, be­fore God and the coun­try. You are hap­py; I am not free even to pray—Here, ev­ery­where, is the blood of peo­ple, and here are burned ru­ins. If at least he had not be­trayed the coun­try, if he had not un­der­tak­en to sell the king! I had for­giv­en ev­ery­thing be­fore, in Kyedani; for I thought—for I loved him with my whole heart. But now I can­not—O mer­ci­ful God! I can­not! I could wish not to live my­self, and that he were not liv­ing.”

			“It is per­mit­ted to pray for ev­ery soul,” said Anu­sia; “for God is more mer­ci­ful than men, and knows rea­sons which of­ten men do not know.”

			When she had said this, Anu­sia knelt down to pray, and Olen­ka threw her­self on the floor in the form of a cross, and lay thus till day­break.

			Next morn­ing the news thun­dered through the neigh­bor­hood that Pan Bille­vich was in Lau­da. At that news all who were liv­ing came forth with greet­ing. There­fore out of the neigh­bor­ing forests is­sued de­crepit old men, and wom­en with small chil­dren. For two years no one had sowed any seed, no one had ploughed any land. The vil­lages were part­ly burned and were de­sert­ed. The peo­ple lived in the forests. Men in the vig­or of life had gone with Volody­ovs­ki or to var­i­ous par­ties; on­ly youths watched and guard­ed the rem­nant of cat­tle, and guard­ed well, but un­der cov­er of the wilder­ness.

			They greet­ed the sword-bear­er then as a sav­ior, with a great cry of joy; for to those sim­ple peo­ple it seemed that if the sword-bear­er had come and the “la­dy” was re­turn­ing to the an­cient nest, then there must be an end to war and dis­as­ters. In fact, they be­gan at once to re­turn to the vil­lages, and to drive out the half-wild cat­tle from the deep­est for­est en­clo­sures.

			The Swedes, it is true, were not far away, de­fend­ed by in­trench­ments in Ponyevyej; but in pres­ence of Bille­vich’s forces and oth­er neigh­bor­ing par­ties which might be sum­moned in case of need, less at­ten­tion was paid to them.

			Pan Tomash even in­tend­ed to at­tack Ponyevyej, so as to clear out the whole dis­trict; but he was wait­ing for more men to ral­ly to his ban­ner, and wait­ing es­pe­cial­ly till guns were brought to his in­fantry. These guns the Do­ma­she­vich­es had se­cret­ed in con­sid­er­able num­ber in the for­est; mean­while he ex­am­ined the neigh­bor­hood, pass­ing from vil­lage to vil­lage.

			But that was a gloomy re­view at Vodok­ty. The man­sion was burned, and half the vil­lage; Mitruny in like man­ner; Vol­montovichi of the Butryms, which Kmi­ta had burned in his time, and which had been re­built af­ter the fire, by a mar­vel­lous chance was un­touched; but Dro­jeykani and Moz­gi of the Do­ma­she­vich­es was burned to the ground; Pat­suneli was half con­sumed, and Morezi al­to­geth­er. Goshchu­ni ex­pe­ri­enced the harsh­est fate; for half the peo­ple were cut to pieces, and all the men to boys of a few years had their hands cut off by com­mand of Colonel Rossa.

			So ter­ri­bly had war tram­pled those neigh­bor­hoods! such were the re­sults of the trea­son of Yanush Radzivill!

			But be­fore Bille­vich had fin­ished his re­view and sta­tioned his in­fantry, fresh tid­ings came, at once joy­ful and ter­ri­ble, which rang with thou­sand­fold echo from cot­tage to cot­tage.

			Yurek Bille­vich, who had gone with a few tens of hors­es on a re­con­nois­sance to Ponyevyej and had seized some Swedes, was the first to learn of the bat­tle at Prost­ki. Then ev­ery re­port brought more de­tails, so won­drous that they re­sem­bled a fa­ble.

			Pan Gosyevs­ki, it was said, had rout­ed Count Waldeck, Is­rael, and Prince Bo­guslav. The army was cut to pieces, the lead­ers in cap­tiv­i­ty. All Prus­sia was blaz­ing in one con­fla­gra­tion.

			A few weeks lat­er the mouths of men be­gan to re­peat one ter­ri­ble name—the name of Babinich.

			Babinich, said they, was the main cause of the vic­to­ry at Prost­ki. Babinich cut down with his own hand and cap­tured Prince Bo­guslav. The next news was: “Babinich is burn­ing Elec­toral Prus­sia, is ad­vanc­ing like death to­ward Jmud, slay­ing, leav­ing be­hind on­ly earth and sky.”

			Then came the end: “Babinich has burned Tau­ro­gi. Sakovich has fled be­fore him, and is hid­ing in forests.” The last event had hap­pened too near to re­main long in doubt. In fact, the news was ver­i­fied per­fect­ly.

			Anu­sia dur­ing the whole time that news was ar­riv­ing lived as if dazed; she laughed and wept in turn, stamped her feet when no one be­lieved, and re­peat­ed to ev­ery­one, whether that one would lis­ten or not—

			“I know Pan Babinich. He brought me from Zamost to Pan Sapye­ha. He is the great­est war­rior in the world. I do not know whether Pan Charnyet­s­ki is his equal. He is the man who serv­ing un­der Sapye­ha crushed Bo­guslav ut­ter­ly in the first cam­paign. He—I am sure that it is no oth­er—con­quered him at Prost­ki. Yes, he can fin­ish Sakovich and ten like Sakovich; and he will sweep out the Swedes in a month from all Jmud.”

			In fact, her as­sur­ances be­gan to be jus­ti­fied speed­i­ly. There was not the least doubt that the ter­ri­ble war­rior called Babinich had moved for­ward from Tau­ro­gi to­ward the north­ern coun­try.

			At Koltyni he de­feat­ed Colonel Bal­don and cut his troops to pieces; at Varni he scat­tered the Swedish in­fantry, which re­treat­ed be­fore him at Telshi; at Telshi he won a greater vic­to­ry over two colonels, Nor­man and Hu­den­skiöld, in which the lat­ter fell, and Nor­man with the sur­vivors did not halt till he reached Zagori, on the very bound­ary of Jmud.

			From Telshi Babinich marched to Kur­shani, driv­ing be­fore him small­er di­vi­sions of Swedes, who took refuge in haste with the more im­por­tant gar­risons.

			From Tau­ro­gi and Polan­gi to Bir­ji and Vilkomir the name of the vic­tor was ring­ing. They told of the cru­el­ties which he per­mit­ted him­self against the Swedes. It was said that his forces, com­posed at first of a small cham­bul of Tar­tars and lit­tle squads of vol­un­teers, in­creased day af­ter day; for all who were liv­ing rushed to him, all par­ties joined him, but he bound them in bonds of iron and led them against the en­e­my.

			Minds were so far oc­cu­pied by his vic­to­ries that tid­ings of the de­feat which Pan Gosyevs­ki had sus­tained from Stein­bock at Fil­ipo­vo passed al­most with­out an echo. Babinich was near­er, and with Babinich they were more oc­cu­pied.

			Anu­sia im­plored Bille­vich dai­ly to ad­vance and join the great war­rior. Olen­ka sup­port­ed her; all the of­fi­cers and no­bles urged, ex­cit­ed by cu­rios­i­ty alone.

			But to join the war­rior was not easy. First, Babinich was in an­oth­er dis­trict; sec­ond, he of­ten dis­ap­peared, and was not heard of for weeks, and then ap­peared again with news of a new vic­to­ry; third, all the Swedish sol­diers and gar­risons, pro­tect­ing them­selves from him, had stopped the road with large forces; fi­nal­ly, be­yond Rossyeni a con­sid­er­able body of troops had ap­peared un­der Sakovich, of whom tid­ings were brought say­ing that he was de­stroy­ing ev­ery­thing be­fore him, and tor­tur­ing peo­ple ter­ri­bly while ques­tion­ing them con­cern­ing Bille­vich’s par­ty.

			The sword-bear­er not on­ly could not march to Babinich, but he feared that it would soon be too nar­row for him near Lau­da. Not know­ing him­self what to be­gin, he con­fid­ed to Yurek Bille­vich that he in­tend­ed to with­draw to the for­est of Ro­gov­sk on the east. Yurek im­me­di­ate­ly gave this in­for­ma­tion to Anu­sia, and she went straight to the sword-bear­er.

			“Dear­est un­cle,” said she, for she al­ways called him un­cle when she want­ed to gain some­thing from him, “I hear that we have to flee. Is it not a shame for so cel­e­brat­ed a war­rior to flee at the mere re­port of an en­e­my?”

			“Your la­dy­ship must thrust your three cop­pers in­to ev­ery­thing,” said the anx­ious sword-bear­er. “This is not your af­fair.”

			“Very well, then, re­treat, but I will stay here.”

			“So that Sakovich will catch you—you’ll see!”

			“Sakovich will not catch me, for Pan Babinich will de­fend me.”

			“Es­pe­cial­ly when he knows where you are. I have said al­ready that we are un­able to go to him.”

			“But he can come to us. I am his ac­quain­tance; if I could on­ly send a let­ter to him, I am cer­tain he would come here, af­ter he had beat­en Sakovich. He loved me a lit­tle, and he would come to res­cue me.”

			“But who will un­der­take to car­ry a let­ter?”

			“It can be sent through the first peas­ant that comes.”

			“It will do no harm, it will do no harm; in no case will it do harm. Olen­ka has quick wit, but nei­ther are you with­out it. Even if we had to re­treat to the woods this mo­ment be­fore su­pe­ri­or force, it would still be well to have Babinich come to these parts, for we can then join him more eas­i­ly. Try! Mes­sen­gers will be found, and trusty men.”

			The de­light­ed Anu­sia be­gan to try so well that that same day she found two mes­sen­gers—and not peas­ants; for one was Yurek Bille­vich, the oth­er Braun. Each was to take a let­ter of the same con­tents as that which the oth­er car­ried, so that if one failed the oth­er might de­liv­er the mis­sive to Babinich. With the let­ter it­self Anu­sia had more trou­ble; but at last she wrote it in the fol­low­ing words:—

			
				“In the last ex­trem­i­ty I write to you. If you re­mem­ber me, though I doubt if you do, come to res­cue me. By the kind­ness which you showed me on the road from Zamost, I dare to hope that you will not leave me in mis­for­tune. I am in the par­ty of Pan Bille­vich, the sword-bear­er of Rossyeni, who gave me refuge be­cause I brought his rel­a­tive, Pan­na Bille­vich, out of cap­tiv­i­ty in Tau­ro­gi. And him and us both the en­e­my, name­ly, the Swedes, have sur­round­ed on ev­ery side, and a cer­tain Pan Sakovich, be­fore whose sin­ful im­por­tu­ni­ties I had to flee and seek safe­ty in the camp. I know that you did not love me, though God sees that I did you no harm. I wished you well, and I shall wish you well from my whole heart. But though you do not love, res­cue a poor or­phan from the sav­age hand of the en­e­my. God will re­ward you for it a hun­dred fold, and I will pray for you, whom to­day I call on­ly my good pro­tec­tor, but here­after my sav­ior.”

			

			When the mes­sen­gers were leav­ing the camp, Anu­sia, con­sid­er­ing to what dan­gers they were ex­posed, was alarmed, and at last wished to stop them. Even with tears in her eyes she be­gan to im­plore the sword-bear­er not to per­mit them to go; for peas­ants might car­ry the let­ters, and it would be eas­i­er for the peas­ants to de­liv­er them.

			But Braun and Yurek Bille­vich were so stub­born that no re­mon­strance could avail. One wished to sur­pass the oth­er in readi­ness to serve, but nei­ther fore­saw what was await­ing him. A week lat­er Braun fell in­to the hands of Sakovich, who gave com­mand to flay him; but poor Yurek was shot be­yond Ponyevyej while flee­ing be­fore a Swedish par­ty.

			Both let­ters fell in­to the hands of the en­e­my.

		
	
		
			XCIV

			Sakovich, af­ter he had seized and flayed Braun, ar­ranged at once a joint at­tack on the Bille­vich par­ty with Hamil­ton, the com­man­dant of Ponyevyej, an En­glish­man in the Swedish ser­vice.

			Babinich had just dis­ap­peared some­where in the for­est, and for a num­ber of days no re­port of him had come. But Sakovich would not have re­gard­ed him, even had he been in the neigh­bor­hood. He had, it is true, in spite of all his dar­ing, a cer­tain in­stinc­tive dread of Babinich; but this time he was ready to per­ish him­self, if he could ac­com­plish his vengeance. From the time of Anu­sia’s flight rage had not ceased for a mo­ment to tear his soul. De­ceived cal­cu­la­tions, and wound­ed love es­pe­cial­ly, brought him to fren­zy; and be­sides the heart was suf­fer­ing in him. At first he wished to mar­ry Anu­sia on­ly for the prop­er­ty willed her by her first be­trothed, Pan Pod­bip­i­en­ta; but lat­er he fell in love with her blind­ly, and to the death, as on­ly such a man can fall in love. And it went so far that he who feared no one on earth save Bo­guslav, he be­fore whose glance alone peo­ple grew pale, gazed like a dog in­to the eyes of that maid­en, yield­ed to her, en­dured her caprices, car­ried out all her wish­es, strove to di­vine her thoughts.

			She used and abused her in­flu­ence, de­lud­ing him with words, with a look; used him as a slave, and fi­nal­ly be­trayed him.

			Sakovich was of those men who con­sid­er that on­ly as good and vir­tu­ous which is good for them, and as evil and crim­i­nal that which brings them harm. In his eyes, there­fore, Anu­sia had com­mit­ted the most ter­ri­ble crime, and there was no pun­ish­ment suf­fi­cient­ly great for her. If the mishap had met an­oth­er, the staros­ta would have laughed and jeered at the man; but when it touched his own per­son, he roared as a wound­ed wild beast, and thought on­ly of vengeance. He wished to get the guilty wom­an in­to his hands, dead or alive. He would have pre­ferred her alive, for then he could ex­er­cise a cav­a­lier’s vengeance be­fore her death; but if the maid­en had to fall in time of at­tack, he cared lit­tle, if on­ly she did not come in­to pos­ses­sion of an­oth­er.

			Wish­ing to act with cer­tain­ty, he sent a bribed man to the sword-bear­er with a let­ter as if from Babinich, in which he an­nounced, in the name of the lat­ter, that he would be in Vol­montovichi in the course of a week.

			Bille­vich be­lieved eas­i­ly, trust­ing there­fore in the in­vin­ci­ble pow­er of Babinich; and he made no se­cret of the ar­range­ment. He not on­ly took up his head­quar­ters for good in Vol­montovichi, but by the an­nounce­ment of the news he at­tract­ed al­most all the pop­u­la­tion of Lau­da. What re­mained of it as­sem­bled from the forests—first, be­cause the end of au­tumn had come, and there were heavy frosts; and sec­ond, through pure cu­rios­i­ty alone to see the great war­rior.

			Mean­while, from the di­rec­tion of Ponyevyej marched to­ward Vol­montovichi Hamil­ton’s Swedes, and from the di­rec­tion of Kyedani was steal­ing for­ward in wolf-fash­ion Sakovich.

			But Sakovich had no sus­pi­cion that on his tracks was ad­vanc­ing in wolf-fash­ion al­so a third man, who with­out in­vi­ta­tion had the habit of com­ing where peo­ple ex­pect­ed him least.

			Kmi­ta knew not that Olen­ka was with the Bille­vich par­ty. In Tau­ro­gi, which he ru­ined with fire and sword, he learned that she had gone with Anu­sia; but he sup­posed that they had gone to Byalovyej, where Pan Yan’s wife was in hid­ing as well as many oth­er no­ble wom­en. He might the more eas­i­ly sup­pose this, since he knew that Bille­vich had long in­tend­ed to take his niece to those im­pass­able forests.

			It tor­tured Pan An­drei im­mense­ly that he had not found her in Tau­ro­gi, but at the same time he was glad that she had es­caped from the hands of Sakovich, and would find safe refuge till the end of the war. Not be­ing able to go for her at once to the wilder­ness, he de­ter­mined to at­tack and de­stroy the en­e­my in Jmud, un­til he had crushed them com­plete­ly. And for­tune went with him. For a month and a half vic­to­ry fol­lowed vic­to­ry; armed men rushed to him in such num­bers that soon his cham­bul was bare­ly one fourth of his force. Fi­nal­ly, he drove the en­e­my out of all west­ern Jmud; but hear­ing of Sakovich, and hav­ing old scores to set­tle with the staros­ta, he set out for his own for­mer dis­trict, and fol­lowed him. In this way both were now draw­ing near Vol­montovichi.

			Bille­vich, who at first had tak­en a po­si­tion not far from the vil­lage, had been liv­ing there a week, and the thought did not even come to his head that he would soon have such ter­ri­ble guests. One evening the youth­ful Butryms, herd­ing hors­es be­yond Vol­montovichi, in­formed him that troops had is­sued from the for­est, and were ad­vanc­ing from the south. Bille­vich was too old and ex­pe­ri­enced a sol­dier not to take pre­cau­tions. Some of his in­fantry, part­ly fur­nished with firearms by the Do­ma­she­vich­es, he placed in the hous­es re­cent­ly re­built, and some he sta­tioned at the gate; with the cav­al­ry he took pos­ses­sion him­self of a broad pas­ture some­what in the rear, be­yond the fences, and which touched with one side the riv­er. He did this main­ly to gain the praise of Babinich, who must un­der­stand skil­ful dis­po­si­tions; the place he had cho­sen was re­al­ly a strong one.

			Af­ter Kmi­ta had burned Vol­montovichi, in vengeance for the slaugh­ter of his com­rades, the vil­lage was re­built by de­grees; but as lat­er on the Swedish war had stopped work on it, a mul­ti­tude of beams, planks, and boards were ly­ing on the prin­ci­pal street. Whole piles of them rose up near the gate; and in­fantry, even slight­ly trained, might make a pro­tract­ed de­fence from be­hind them.

			In ev­ery case the in­fantry pro­tect­ed the cav­al­ry from the first on­set. Bille­vich was so ea­ger to ex­hib­it his mil­i­tary skill to Babinich, that he sent for­ward a small par­ty to re­con­noitre.

			What was his amaze­ment, and at the first mo­ment alarm, when from a dis­tance and be­yond the grove there came to him the sound of mus­ketry; then his par­ty ap­peared on the road, but com­ing at a gal­lop, with a crowd of en­e­mies at its shoul­ders.

			The sword-bear­er sprang at once to the in­fantry to give fi­nal or­ders; but from the grove rushed forth dense groups of the en­e­my, and ad­vanced lo­cust-like to­ward Vol­montovichi, with arms glit­ter­ing in the set­ting sun.

			The grove was near. When they had ap­proached some­what, the cav­al­ry pushed for­ward at once on a gal­lop, wish­ing to pass the gate at a blow; but the sud­den fire of the in­fantry stopped them on the spot. The first ranks fell back, and even in con­sid­er­able dis­or­der; on­ly a few brought their hors­es’ breasts to the de­fences.

			The sword-bear­er re­cov­ered mean­while, and gal­lop­ing to the cav­al­ry or­dered all who had pis­tols or guns to ad­vance to the aid of the in­fantry.

			Ev­i­dent­ly the en­e­my were equal­ly pro­vid­ed with mus­kets; for af­ter the first on­set they be­gan a very vi­o­lent, though ir­reg­u­lar fire.

			From both sides it thun­dered now more quick­ly, now more slow­ly; the balls whistling came up to the cav­al­ry, struck on the hous­es, fence, piles of tim­ber; the smoke rose over Vol­montovichi, the smell of pow­der filled the street.

			Anu­sia had what she want­ed—a bat­tle. Both ladies mount­ed ponies at the first mo­ment, by com­mand of Bille­vich, so that at a giv­en sig­nal they might re­treat with the par­ty should the en­e­my’s forces turn out too great. They were sta­tioned there­fore in the rear ranks of the cav­al­ry.

			But though Anu­sia had a small sabre at her side and a lynx-skin cap on her head, her soul fled at once in­to her arms. She who knew so well how to take coun­sel in peace with of­fi­cers, had not one pinch of en­er­gy when she had to stand eye to eye with the sons of Bel­lona in the field. The whis­tle and knock­ing of balls ter­ri­fied her; the up­roar, the rac­ing of or­der­lies, the rat­tle of mus­kets, and the groans of the wound­ed took away her pres­ence of mind, and the smell of pow­der stopped the breath in her breast. She grew faint and weak, her face be­came pale as a ker­chief, and she squirmed and whim­pered like a lit­tle child, till young Pan Ole­sha from Kyem­nar had to hold her by the arms. He held her firm­ly, more firm­ly than was need­ed; and he was ready to hold her in that way to the end of the world.

			The sol­diers around her be­gan to laugh. “A knight in pet­ti­coats!” called voic­es. “Bet­ter set hens and pluck feath­ers!” Oth­ers cried: “Pan Ole­sha, that shield has come to your arm; but Cu­pid will shoot you all the more eas­i­ly through it!” And good-hu­mor seized the sol­diers.

			But oth­ers pre­ferred to look at Olen­ka, who bore her­self dif­fer­ent­ly. At first, when bul­lets flew past at some dis­tance she grew pale too, not be­ing able to for­bear in­clin­ing her head and clos­ing her eyes; but lat­er knight­ly blood be­gan to act in her, then with face flushed like a rose she reared her head and looked for­ward with fear­less eye. Her dis­tend­ed nos­trils drew in as it were with plea­sure the smell of pow­der. Since the smoke grew thick­er and thick­er at the gate and de­creased the view great­ly, the dar­ing la­dy, see­ing that the of­fi­cers were ad­vanc­ing, went with them, to fol­low more ac­cu­rate­ly the course of bat­tle, not even think­ing of what she was do­ing.

			In the throng of cav­al­ry there rose a mur­mur of praise.

			“Oh, that is blood! that is the wife for a sol­dier; she is the right kind of vol­un­teer!”

			“Vi­vat Pan­na Bille­vich!”

			“Let us has­ten, gra­cious gen­tle­men, for it is worth while be­fore such eyes.”

			“The Ama­zons did not meet mus­kets bet­ter!” cried one of the younger men, for­get­ting in his en­thu­si­asm that the Ama­zons lived be­fore the in­ven­tion of pow­der.

			“It is time to fin­ish. The in­fantry have borne them­selves well, and the en­e­my are se­ri­ous­ly shat­tered!”

			In fact, the en­e­my could do noth­ing with their cav­al­ry. Ev­ery mo­ment they urged on their hors­es, at­tacked the gate, but af­ter a sal­vo drew back in dis­or­der. And as a wave which has fall­en up­on the flat shore leaves be­hind mus­sels, stones, and dead fish, so af­ter each at­tack a num­ber of bod­ies of hors­es and men were left on the road be­fore the gate.

			At last the on­sets ceased. On­ly vol­un­teers came up, fir­ing in the di­rec­tion of the vil­lage with pis­tols and guns rather thick­ly, so as to oc­cu­py the at­ten­tion of Bille­vich’s men. But the sword-bear­er, com­ing out along the gut­ter of the house, saw a move­ment in the rear ranks of the en­e­my to­ward the fields and thick­ets ex­tend­ing along the left side of Vol­montovichi.

			“They will try from that side!” cried he; and sent im­me­di­ate­ly a part of the cav­al­ry be­tween the hous­es so as to give re­sis­tance to the en­e­my from the gar­dens.

			In half an hour a new bat­tle was be­gun on the left wing of the par­ty and al­so with firearms. The fenced gar­dens ren­dered dif­fi­cult a hand-to-hand strug­gle, and equal­ly dif­fi­cult for both sides.

			The en­e­my, how­ev­er, be­ing ex­tend­ed over a longer line, were less ex­posed to bul­lets.

			The bat­tle was be­com­ing more stub­born and more ac­tive, and the en­e­my did not cease to at­tack the gate.

			Bille­vich was grow­ing un­easy. On the right flank he had a field be­hind him still free, end­ing with a stream not very wide, but deep and swampy, through which a pas­sage, es­pe­cial­ly if in haste, might be dif­fi­cult. In one place on­ly was there a trod­den road to a flat shore along which vil­lagers drove cat­tle to the for­est.

			The sword-bear­er be­gan to look around of­ten­er to­ward that side. All at once among wil­lows which could be seen through, for they had lost their leaves, he saw in the evening light glit­ter­ing weapons and a dark cloud of sol­diers.

			“Babinich is com­ing!” thought he.

			But at that mo­ment Pan Hjanstovs­ki, who led the cav­al­ry, rushed up to him.

			“Swedish in­fantry are vis­i­ble from the riv­er!” cried he, in ter­ror.

			“Some trea­son!” cried Pan Tomash. “By Christ’s wounds, gal­lop with your cav­al­ry against that in­fantry; oth­er­wise it will at­tack us on the flank.”

			“There is a great force!” an­swered Hjanstovs­ki.

			“Op­pose it even for an hour, and we will es­cape in the rear to the forests.”

			The of­fi­cer gal­loped away, and was soon rush­ing over the field at the head of two hun­dred men; see­ing which the en­e­my’s in­fantry be­gan to form in the wil­lows to re­ceive the Poles. The squadron urged the hors­es, and in the wil­low-bush­es a mus­ketry fire was soon rat­tling.

			Bille­vich had doubts, not on­ly of vic­to­ry, but of sav­ing his own in­fantry. He might with­draw to the rear with a part of the cav­al­ry with the ladies, and seek safe­ty in the for­est; but such a with­draw­al would be a great de­feat, for it meant leav­ing to the en­e­my’s sword most of the par­ty and the rem­nant of the pop­u­la­tion of Lau­da, which had col­lect­ed in Vol­montovichi to see Bille­vich. Vol­montovichi it­self would be lev­elled to the ground. There re­mained still the lone hope that Hjanstovs­ki would break the in­fantry. Mean­while it was grow­ing dark in the sky; but in the vil­lage the light in­creased ev­ery mo­ment, for the chips, splin­ters, and shav­ings, ly­ing in a heap at the first house near the gate, had caught fire. The house it­self caught fire from them, and a red con­fla­gra­tion was ris­ing.

			By the light of the burn­ing Bille­vich saw Hjanstovs­ki’s cav­al­ry re­turn­ing in dis­or­der and pan­ic; af­ter it the Swedish in­fantry were rush­ing from the wil­lows, ad­vanc­ing to the at­tack on a run.

			He un­der­stood then that he must re­treat by the on­ly road open. He rushed to the rest of the cav­al­ry, waved his sword and cried—

			“To the rear, gen­tle­men, and in or­der, in or­der!”

			Sud­den­ly shots were heard in the rear al­so, min­gled with shouts of sol­diery.

			Bille­vich saw then that he was sur­round­ed, that he had fall­en as it were in­to a trap from which there was nei­ther is­sue nor res­cue. It re­mained for him on­ly to per­ish with hon­or; there­fore he sprang out be­fore the line of cav­al­ry, and cried—

			“Let us fall one up­on the oth­er! Let us not spare our blood for the faith and the coun­try!”

			Mean­while the fire of the in­fantry de­fend­ing the gate and the left side of the vil­lage had grown weak, and the in­creas­ing shout of the en­e­my an­nounced their near vic­to­ry.

			But what mean those hoarse trum­pet sounds in the ranks of Sakovich’s par­ty, and the rat­tle of drums in the ranks of the Swedes?

			Out­cries shriller and shriller are heard, in some way won­der­ful, con­fused, as if not tri­umph but ter­ror rings through them.

			The fire at the gate stops in a mo­ment, as if some­one had cut it off with a knife. Groups of Sakovich’s cav­al­ry are fly­ing at break­neck speed from the left flank to the main road. On the right flank the in­fantry halt, and then, in­stead of ad­vanc­ing, be­gin to with­draw to the wil­lows. “What is this?” cried Bille­vich.

			Mean­while the an­swer comes from that grove out of which Sakovich had is­sued; and now emerge from it men, hors­es, squadrons, horse­tail stan­dards, sabres, and march—no, they fly like a storm, and not like a storm—like a tem­pest! In the bloody gleams of the fire they are as vis­i­ble as a thing on the hand. They are has­ten­ing in thou­sands! The earth seems to flee from be­neath them, and they speed on in dense col­umn; one would say that some mon­ster had is­sued from the oak-grove, and is sweep­ing across the fields to the vil­lage to swal­low it. The air flies be­fore them, driv­en by the im­pe­tus; with them go ter­ror and ru­in. They are al­most there! Now the at­tack! Like a whirl­wind they scat­ter Sakovich’s men.

			“O God! O great God!” cries Bille­vich, in be­wil­der­ment; “these are ours! That must be Babinich!”

			“Babinich!” roared ev­ery throat af­ter him.

			“Babinich! Babinich!” called ter­ri­fied voic­es in Sakovich’s par­ty.

			And all the en­e­my’s cav­al­ry wheel to the right, to es­cape to­ward the in­fantry. The fence is bro­ken with a sharp crash, un­der the pres­sure of hors­es’ breasts. The pas­ture is filled with the flee­ing; but the new­com­ers, on their shoul­ders al­ready, cut, slash—cut with­out rest­ing, cut with­out pity. The whistling of sabres, cries, groans, are heard. Pur­suers and pur­sued fall up­on the in­fantry, over­turn, break, and scat­ter them. At last the whole mass rolls on to­ward the riv­er, dis­ap­pears in the brush, clam­bers out on the op­po­site bank. Men are vis­i­ble yet; the chas­ing con­tin­ues, with cut­ting and cut­ting. They re­cede. Their sabres flash once again; then they van­ish in bush­es, in space, and in dark­ness.

			Bille­vich’s in­fantry be­gan to with­draw from the gate and the hous­es, which need­ed no fur­ther de­fence. The cav­al­ry stood for a time in such won­der that deep si­lence reigned in the ranks; and on­ly when the flam­ing house had fall­en with a crash was some voice heard on a sud­den—

			“In the name of the Fa­ther, Son, and Holy Ghost, the storm has gone by!”

			“Not a foot will come out alive from that hunt!” said an­oth­er voice.

			“Gra­cious gen­tle­men!” cried the sword-bear­er, sud­den­ly, “shall we not spring at those who came at us in the rear? They are re­treat­ing, but we will come up.”

			“Kill, slay!” an­swered a cho­rus of voic­es.

			All the cav­al­ry wheeled around and urged their hors­es af­ter the last di­vi­sion of the en­e­my. In Vol­montovichi re­mained on­ly old men, wom­en, chil­dren, and “the la­dy” with her friend.

			They quenched the fire in a twin­kle; joy in­con­ceiv­able seized all hearts. Wom­en with weep­ing and sob­bing raised their hands heav­en­ward, and turn­ing to the point where Babinich had rushed away, cried—

			“God bless thee, in­vin­ci­ble war­rior! sav­ior who res­cued us, with our chil­dren and hous­es, from ru­in!”

			The an­cient, de­crepit Butryms re­peat­ed in cho­rus—

			“God bless thee, God guide thee! With­out thee this would have been the end of Vol­montovichi.”

			Ah, had they known in that crowd that the very same hand that had now saved the vil­lage from fire and the peo­ple from steel had two years be­fore brought fire and the sword to that Vol­montovichi!

			Af­ter the fire was quenched, all be­gan to col­lect in Bille­vich’s wound­ed; the youths in a rage ran through the bat­tle­field, and killed, with poles from wag­on-racks, the wound­ed left by the Swedes and Sakovich’s rav­agers.

			Olen­ka took com­mand of the nurs­ing. Ev­er keep­ing her pres­ence of mind, full of en­er­gy and pow­er, she did not cease her la­bor till ev­ery wound­ed man was rest­ing in a cot­tage, with dressed wounds. Then all the peo­ple fol­lowed her ex­am­ple in re­peat­ing at the cross a litany for the dead. Through the whole night no one closed an eye in Vol­montovichi; all were wait­ing for the re­turn of the sword-bear­er and Babinich, hur­ry­ing around at the same time to pre­pare for the vic­tors a fit­ting re­cep­tion. Ox­en and sheep, herd­ed in the forests, went un­der the knife; and fires were roar­ing till morn­ing.

			Anu­sia alone could take no part in any­thing; for at first fear de­prived her of pow­er, and lat­er her joy was so great that it had the seem­ing of mad­ness. Olen­ka had to care for her; she was laugh­ing and weep­ing in turn, and again she threw her­self in the arms of her friend, re­peat­ing with­out sys­tem or or­der—

			“Well, what? Who saved Bille­vich and the par­ty and all Vol­montovichi? Be­fore whom did Sakovich flee; who over­whelmed him, and the Swedes with him? Pan Babinich! Well, now! I knew he would come, for I wrote to him. But he did not for­get! I knew, I knew he would come. It was I who brought him! Olen­ka, Olen­ka! I am hap­py. Have I not told you that no one could con­quer him? Charnyet­s­ki is not his equal. O my God, my God! Is it true that he will re­turn? Will it be to­day? If he was not go­ing to re­turn, he would not have come, is it not true? Do you hear, Olen­ka? Hors­es are neigh­ing in the dis­tance!”

			But in the dis­tance noth­ing was neigh­ing. On­ly to­ward morn­ing a tramp was heard, shout­ing, singing, and Bille­vich came back. The cav­al­ry on foam­ing hors­es filled the whole vil­lage. There was no end to the songs, to the shouts, to the sto­ries.

			The sword-bear­er, cov­ered with blood, pant­ing, but joy­ful, re­lat­ed till sun­rise how he had bro­ken a body of the en­e­my’s cav­al­ry, how he had fol­lowed them ten miles, and cut them al­most to pieces.

			Bille­vich, as well as the troops and all the Lau­da peo­ple, were con­vinced that Babinich might re­turn at any mo­ment. The forenoon came; then the sun went to the oth­er half of the sky, and was de­scend­ing; but Babinich came not.

			Anu­sia to­ward evening had sun­burned spots on her face. “If he cared on­ly for the Swedes, and not for me!” thought she, in her soul; “still, he got the let­ter, for he came to the res­cue!”

			Poor wom­an! she knew not that the souls of Yurek Bille­vich and Braun were long since in the oth­er world, and that Babinich had re­ceived no let­ter; for if he had re­ceived the let­ter he would have re­turned like a light­ning-flash to Vol­montovichi—but not for thee, Anu­sia.

			An­oth­er day passed. Bille­vich did not lose hope yet, and did not leave the vil­lage. Anu­sia held stub­born si­lence.

			“He has be­lit­tled me ter­ri­bly! But it is good for me, for my gid­di­ness and my sins!” said she to her­self.

			On the third day Bille­vich sent some men on a re­con­nois­sance. They re­turned four days lat­er with in­for­ma­tion that Babinich had tak­en Ponyevyej, and spared not a Swede. Then he marched on, it was un­known whith­er, for tid­ings of him had ceased.

			“I shall not find him till he comes up again,” said Bille­vich.

			Anu­sia be­came a net­tle; who­ev­er of the no­bles or younger of­fi­cers touched her drew back quick­ly. But the fifth day she said to Olen­ka—

			“Pan Volody­ovs­ki is just as good a sol­dier, but less rude.”

			“And maybe,” an­swered Olen­ka, med­i­ta­tive­ly, “maybe Pan Babinich has re­tained his con­stan­cy for that oth­er wom­an, of whom he spoke to you on the road from Zamost.”

			“Well, all one to me!” said Anu­sia.

			But she told not the truth; for it was not all one to her yet, by any means.

		
	
		
			XCV

			Sakovich’s forces were cut up to such a de­gree that he was bare­ly able him­self to take refuge in the forests near Ponyevyej with four oth­er men. Then he wan­dered through the forests dis­guised as a peas­ant for a whole month, not dar­ing to put his head out in­to the open light.

			But Babinich rushed up­on Ponyevyej, cut down the in­fantry post­ed there as a gar­ri­son, and pur­sued Hamil­ton, who was un­able to flee to Livo­nia be­cause of the con­sid­er­able Pol­ish forces as­sem­bled in Shavli, and far­ther on, near Bir­ji, turned to­ward the east in hope of be­ing able to break through to Vilkomir. He had doubts about sav­ing his own reg­i­ment, but did not wish to fall in­to the hands of Babinich; for the re­port was spread ev­ery­where that that stern war­rior, not to bur­den him­self, gave or­ders to slay ev­ery pris­on­er.

			The ill-fat­ed En­glish­man there­fore fled like a deer hunt­ed by wolves, and Babinich hunt­ed him all the more ven­omous­ly. Hence he did not re­turn to Vol­montovichi, and he did not even in­quire what par­ty it was that he had saved.

			The first hoar-frosts had be­gun to cov­er the earth in the morn­ing; es­cape be­came more dif­fi­cult there­by, for the tracks of hoofs re­mained on the earth. In the for­est there was no pas­ture, in the field the hors­es suf­fered stern hunger. The for­eign cav­al­ry did not dare to re­main longer in vil­lages, lest the stub­born en­e­my might reach them any mo­ment.

			At last their mis­ery sur­passed all bounds; they lived on­ly on leaves, bark, and those of their own hors­es which fell from fa­tigue. Af­ter a week they be­gan to im­plore their colonel to turn, face Babinich, and give him bat­tle, for they chose to die by the sword rather than by hunger. Hamil­ton yield­ed, and drew up for bat­tle in An­dro­nish­ki. The Swedish forces were in­fe­ri­or to that de­gree that the En­glish­man could not even think of vic­to­ry, es­pe­cial­ly against such an op­po­nent. But he was him­self great­ly wea­ried, and want­ed to die. The bat­tle, be­gun at An­dro­nish­ki, end­ed near Troüpi, where fell the last of the Swedes.

			Hamil­ton died the death of a hero, de­fend­ing him­self at a cross by the road­side against a num­ber of Tar­tars, who wished at first to take him alive, but in­fu­ri­at­ed by his re­sis­tance bore him apart on their sabres at last.

			But Babinich’s squadrons were so wea­ried too that they had nei­ther the strength nor the wish to ad­vance even to the neigh­bor­ing Troüpi; but wher­ev­er one of them stood dur­ing bat­tle there it pre­pared at once for the night’s rest, kin­dling fires in the midst of the en­e­my’s corpses. Af­ter they had eat­en, all fell asleep with the sleep of stones. Even the Tar­tars them­selves de­ferred till next morn­ing the plun­der of corpses.

			Kmi­ta, who was con­cerned main­ly about the hors­es, did not op­pose that rest. But next morn­ing he rose rather ear­ly, so as to count his own loss af­ter the stub­born con­flict and di­vide the spoils just­ly. Im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter eat­ing he stood on the em­i­nence, at that same cross un­der which Hamil­ton had died; the Pol­ish and Tar­tar of­fi­cers came to him in their turn, with the loss of their men notched on staffs, and made re­ports. He lis­tened as a coun­try pro­pri­etor lis­tens in sum­mer to his over­seers, and re­joic­es in his heart at the plen­ti­ful har­vest.

			Then Ak­bah Ulan came up, more like a fright than a hu­man be­ing, for his nose had been bro­ken at Vol­montovichi by the hilt of a sabre; he bowed, gave Kmi­ta a bloody pa­per, and said—

			“Ef­fen­di, some pa­pers were found on the Swedish lead­er, which I give ac­cord­ing to or­der.”

			Kmi­ta had in­deed giv­en a rig­or­ous or­der that all pa­pers dis­cov­ered on corpses should be brought to him straight­way af­ter bat­tle, for of­ten he was able to learn from them the plans of the en­e­my, and act ac­cord­ing­ly.

			But at this time he was not so ur­gent; there­fore he nod­ded and put the pa­per in his bo­som. But Ak­bah Ulan he sent to the cham­bul with the or­der to move at once to Troüpi, where they were to have a longer rest.

			The squadrons then passed be­fore him, one af­ter the oth­er. In ad­vance marched the cham­bul, which now did not num­ber five hun­dred com­plete­ly; the rest had been lost in con­tin­u­al bat­tles; but each Tar­tar had so many Swedish riks thalers, Prus­sian thalers and ducats sewed up in his sad­dle, in his coat, and in his cap, that he was worth his own weight. They were in no wise like com­mon Tar­tars, for whoso of them was weak­er had per­ished from hard­ship; there re­mained on­ly men be­yond praise, broad-shoul­dered, of iron en­durance, and ven­omous as hor­nets. Con­tin­u­al prac­tice had so trained them that in hand-to-hand con­flict they could meet even the reg­u­lar cav­al­ry of Poland; on the heavy cav­al­ry or dra­goons of Prus­sia, when equal in num­ber, they rushed like wolves up­on sheep. In bat­tle they de­fend­ed with ter­ri­ble fierce­ness the bod­ies of their com­rades, so as to di­vide af­ter­ward their booty. They passed now be­fore Kmi­ta with great an­i­ma­tion, sound­ing their trum­pets, blow­ing their pipes, and shak­ing their horse­tail stan­dard; they went in such or­der that reg­u­lar troops could not have marched bet­ter.

			Next came the dra­goons, formed with great pains by Pan An­drei from vol­un­teers of ev­ery de­scrip­tion, armed with rapiers and mus­kets. They were led by the old sergeant, Soro­ka, now raised to the dig­ni­ty of of­fi­cer, and even to that of cap­tain. The reg­i­ment, dressed in one fash­ion in cap­tured uni­forms tak­en from Prus­sian dra­goons, was com­posed chiefly of men of low sta­tion; but Kmi­ta loved spe­cial­ly that kind of peo­ple, for they obeyed blind­ly and en­dured ev­ery toil with­out ut­ter­ing a mur­mur.

			In the two fol­low­ing squadrons of vol­un­teers on­ly small­er and high­er no­bles served. They were stormy spir­its and restive, who un­der an­oth­er lead­er would have been turned in­to a herd of rob­bers, but in Kmi­ta’s iron hands they had be­come like reg­u­lar squadrons, and glad­ly called them­selves “light horse­men.” These were less steady un­der fire than the dra­goons, but were more ter­ri­ble in their first fury, and were more skil­ful in hand-to-hand con­flict, for they knew ev­ery point of fenc­ing.

			Af­ter these marched, fi­nal­ly, about a thou­sand fresh vol­un­teers—good men, but over whom it was need­ful to work yet to make them like reg­u­lar troops.

			Each of these squadrons in pass­ing raised a shout, salut­ing mean­while Pan An­drei with their sabres. And he was more and more re­joiced. That was a con­sid­er­able and not a poor force. He had ac­com­plished much with it, had shed much of the en­e­my’s blood, and God knows how much he might do yet. His for­mer of­fences were great, but his re­cent ser­vices were not slight. He had risen from his fall, from his sin; and had gone to re­pent, not in the church, but in the field.—not in ash­es, but in blood. He had de­fend­ed the Most Holy La­dy, the coun­try, and the king; and now he felt that it was eas­i­er in his soul and more joy­ous. Nay, the heart of the young man swelled with pride, for not ev­ery­one would have been able to make head as he had.

			For how many fiery no­bles are there, how many cav­a­liers in that Com­mon­wealth! and why does no one of them stand at the head of such forces—not even Volody­ovs­ki, nor Pan Yan? Be­sides, who de­fend­ed Chen­sto­ho­va, who de­fend­ed the king in the pass, who slashed down Bo­guslav, who first brought fire and sword in­to Elec­toral Prus­sia? And be­hold even now in Jmud there is hard­ly an en­e­my.

			Here Pan An­drei felt what the fal­con feels, when, stretch­ing his wings, he ris­es high­er and high­er. The pass­ing squadrons greet­ed him with a thun­der­ing shout, and he raised his head and asked him­self, “Whith­er shall I fly?” And his face flushed, for in that mo­ment it seemed to him that with­in him­self he bore a het­man. But that ba­ton, if it comes to him, will come from the field, from wounds, from ser­vice, from praise. No traitor will flash it be­fore his eyes as in his time Prince Yanush had done, but a thank­ful coun­try will place it in his hand, with the will of the king. But it is not for him to think when it will come, but to fight, and to fight to­mor­row as he fought yes­ter­day!

			Here the ex­cit­ed imag­i­na­tion of the cav­a­lier re­turned to re­al­i­ty. Whith­er should he march from Troüpi, in what new place strike the Swedes?

			Then he re­mem­bered the let­ter giv­en him by Ak­bah Ulan and found on the body of Hamil­ton. He put his hand in his bo­som, took it out and looked, and as­ton­ish­ment at once was re­flect­ed on his face; for on the let­ter was writ­ten plain­ly, in a wom­an’s hand: “To his Grace Pan Babinich, Colonel of Tar­tar forces and vol­un­teers.”

			“For me!” said Pan An­drei.

			The seal was bro­ken; there­fore he opened the let­ter quick­ly, struck the pa­per with the back of his hand, and be­gan to read. But he had not fin­ished when his hands be­gan to quiver, his face changed, and he cried—

			“Praised be the name of the Lord! O mer­ci­ful God, the re­ward comes to me from Thy hand!”

			Here he seized the foot of the cross with both hands, and be­gan to beat his yel­low hair against the wood. In an­oth­er man­ner he was not able to thank God at that mo­ment; he found no oth­er words for prayer, be­cause de­light like a whirl­wind had seized him and borne him far, far away to the sky.

			That let­ter was from Anu­sia. The Swedes had found it on the body of Yurek Bille­vich, and now it had come to Kmi­ta’s hands through a sec­ond corpse. Through Pan An­drei’s head thou­sands of thoughts were fly­ing with the speed of Tar­tar ar­rows.

			There­fore Olen­ka was not in the wilder­ness, but in Bille­vich’s par­ty; and he had just saved her, and with her that Vol­montovichi which on a time he had sent up in smoke in aveng­ing his com­rades. Ev­i­dent­ly the hand of God had di­rect­ed his steps, so that with one blow he had made good all wrongs done Olen­ka and Lau­da. Be­hold, his of­fences are washed away! Can she refuse now to for­give him, or can that grave broth­er­hood of Lau­da? Can they refuse to bless him? And what will she say, that beloved maid­en who holds him a traitor, when she learns that that Babinich who brought down Radzivill, who wad­ed to his gir­dle in Ger­man and Swedish blood, who crushed the en­e­my out of Jmud, de­stroyed them, drove them to Prus­sia and Livo­nia, was he—was Kmi­ta; no longer, how­ev­er, the dis­or­der­ly, the out­law, the traitor, but the de­fend­er of the faith, of the king, of the coun­try?

			Im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter he had crossed the bound­ary of Jmud, Pan An­drei wished to pro­claim to the four sides of the world who that far-famed Babinich was; and if he did not do so, it was on­ly be­cause he feared that at the very sound of his re­al name all would turn from him, all would sus­pect him, would refuse him aid and con­fi­dence. Two years had bare­ly passed, since be­wil­dered by Radzivill he had cut down those squadrons which were not will­ing to rise with Radzivill against king and coun­try. Bare­ly two years be­fore, he had been the right hand of the traitor.

			Now all was changed. Now, af­ter so many vic­to­ries, in such glo­ry, he had a right to come to the maid­en and say, “I am Kmi­ta, but your sav­ior.” He had a right to shout to all Jmud, “I am Kmi­ta, but thy sav­ior!”

			Be­sides, Vol­montovichi was not dis­tant. Kmi­ta had fol­lowed Hamil­ton a week; but Kmi­ta would be at the feet of Olen­ka in less time than a week. Here Pan An­drei stood up, pale with emo­tion, with flam­ing eyes, with gleam­ing face, and cried to his at­ten­dant—

			“My horse quick­ly! Be alive, be alive!” The at­ten­dant brought the black steed, and sprang down to hold the stir­rup; but when he had reached the ground he said—

			“Your grace, some strange men are ap­proach­ing from Troüpi with Pan Soro­ka, and they are com­ing at a trot.”

			“I do not care for them!” an­swered Pan An­drei.

			Now both horse­men ap­proached to with­in some yards; then one of them with Soro­ka pushed for­ward on a gal­lop, ar­rived, and re­mov­ing his pan­ther-skin cap, un­cov­ered a head red as fire.

			“I see that I am stand­ing be­fore Pan Babinich!” said he; “I am glad that I have found you.”

			“With whom have I the hon­or to speak?” asked Kmi­ta, im­pa­tient­ly.

			“I am Vy­er­shul, once cap­tain of the Tar­tar squadron with Prince Yere­mi Vish­nyevet­s­ki. I come to my na­tive place to make levies for a new war; and be­sides I bring you a let­ter from the grand het­man, Sapye­ha.”

			“For a new war?” asked Kmi­ta, frown­ing. “What do you say?”

			“This let­ter will ex­plain bet­ter than I,” replied Vy­er­shul, giv­ing the let­ter of the het­man. Kmi­ta opened the let­ter fever­ish­ly. It read as fol­lows:—

			
				My Very Dear Pan Babinich—A new del­uge is on the coun­try. A league of Swe­den with Rakot­sy has been con­clud­ed, and a di­vi­sion of the Com­mon­wealth agreed up­on. Eighty thou­sand Hun­gar­i­ans, Tran­syl­va­ni­ans, Wal­lachi­ans, and Cos­sacks may cross the south­ern bound­ary at any mo­ment. And since in these last straits it is nec­es­sary for us to ex­ert all our forces so as to leave even a glo­ri­ous name af­ter our peo­ple for com­ing ages, I send to your grace this or­der, ac­cord­ing to which you are to turn straight to the south with­out los­ing a mo­ment of time, and come to us by forced march­es. You will find us in Brest, whence we will send you far­ther with­out de­lay. This time per­icu­lum in mo­ra (there is dan­ger in de­lay). Prince Bo­guslav is freed from cap­tiv­i­ty; but Pan Gosyevs­ki is to have an eye on Prus­sia and Jmud. En­join­ing haste on you once more, I trust that love for the per­ish­ing coun­try will be your best spur.

			

			When Kmi­ta had fin­ished read­ing, he dropped the let­ter to the earth, and be­gan to pass his hands over his moist­ened face; at last he looked wan­der­ing­ly on Vy­er­shul, and in­quired in a low, sti­fled voice—

			“Why is Pan Gosyevs­ki to re­main in Jmud, and why must I go to the south?”

			Vy­er­shul shrugged his shoul­ders: “Ask the het­man in Brest for his rea­son; I an­swer noth­ing.”

			All at once ter­ri­ble anger seized Pan An­drei by the throat. His eyes flashed, his face was blue, and he cried with a shriek­ing voice: “I will not go from here! Do you un­der­stand?”

			“Is that true?” asked Vy­er­shul. “My of­fice was to de­liv­er the or­der; the rest is your af­fair. With the fore­head, with the fore­head! I wished to beg your com­pa­ny for a cou­ple of hours, but af­ter what I have heard I pre­fer to look for an­oth­er.”

			Then he wheeled his horse and rode off. Pan An­drei sat again un­der the cross, and be­gan to look around on the sky, as if wish­ing to take note of the weath­er. The at­ten­dant drew back some dis­tance with the hors­es, and still­ness set in all around.

			The morn­ing was clear, pale, half au­tum­nal, half win­try. The wind was not blow­ing, but from the birch bush­es grow­ing at the foot of the cru­ci­fix the last leaves were drop­ping noise­less­ly, yel­low and shriv­elled from frost. Count­less flocks of crows and jack­daws were fly­ing over the for­est; some were let­ting them­selves down with mighty caw­ing right there near the cru­ci­fix, for the field and the road were cov­ered with corpses of Swedes still un­buried. Pan An­drei looked at those dark birds, blink­ing his eyes; you would say that he want­ed to count them. Then he closed his lids and sat long with­out mo­tion; at last he shud­dered, frowned; pres­ence of mind came back to his face, and he be­gan to speak thus to him­self—

			“It can­not be oth­er­wise! I will go in two weeks, but not now. Let hap­pen what may. It was not I who brought Rakot­sy. I can­not! What is too much is too much! Have I ham­mered and pound­ed but lit­tle, passed sleep­less nights in the sad­dle, shed my own blood and that of oth­er men? What re­ward for this? If I had not re­ceived the first let­ter, I should have gone; but both have come in one hour, as if for the greater pain, the greater sor­row. Let the world per­ish, I will not go! The coun­try will not be lost in two weeks; and be­sides the anger of God is ev­i­dent­ly on it, and it is not in the might of man to op­pose that. O God! the Hy­per­bore­ans [North­ern Rus­sians], the Swedes, the Prus­sians, the Hun­gar­i­ans, the Tran­syl­va­ni­ans, the Wal­lachi­ans, the Cos­sacks, and all of them at once! Who can re­sist? O Lord, in what has this un­for­tu­nate land of­fend­ed, in what this pi­ous king, that Thou hast turned from them Thy face, and givest nei­ther mer­cy nor res­cue, and send­est new lash­es? Is the blood­shed yet too lit­tle, the tears too few? Peo­ple here have for­got­ten to re­joice—so the wind does not blow here, it groans; so the rains do not fall, they weep—and Thou art lash­ing and lash­ing! Mer­cy, O Lord! Sal­va­tion, O Fa­ther! We have sinned, but still re­pen­tance has come. We have yield­ed our for­tunes, we have mount­ed our hors­es, we are fight­ing and fight­ing. We have aban­doned vi­o­lence, we have ab­jured pri­vate ends. Why not par­don us? Why not com­fort us?”

			Here con­science seized him by the hair sud­den­ly, and shook him till he screamed; for at the same time it seemed to him that he heard some strange voice from the whole dome of heav­en, say­ing—

			“Have you aban­doned pri­vate ends? But, un­for­tu­nate, what are you do­ing at this mo­ment? You are ex­alt­ing your ser­vices; and when the first mo­ment of tri­al comes, you rise like a wild horse, and shout, ‘I will not go!’ The moth­er is per­ish­ing; new swords are pierc­ing her breast, and you turn away from her. You do not wish to sup­port her with your arm; you are run­ning af­ter your own for­tune, and cry­ing, ‘I will not go!’ She is stretch­ing forth bleed­ing hands; she is just fall­ing, just faint­ing, just dy­ing, and with her last voice cries, ‘Res­cue me, chil­dren!’ But you an­swer, ‘I will not go!’ Woe to you! Woe to such peo­ple, woe to the Com­mon­wealth!”

			Here ter­ror raised the hair on Pan An­drei’s head, and his whole body be­gan to trem­ble as if fever had seized it; and that mo­ment he fell with his face to the earth, and be­gan not to cry, but to scream in ter­ror—

			“O Je­sus, do not pun­ish! Je­sus, have mer­cy! Thy will be done! I will go, I will go!”

			Then he lay some time with­out speak­ing, and sobbed; and when he rose at last, he had a face full of res­ig­na­tion and per­fect­ly calm; and thus he prayed fur­ther—

			“Won­der not, O Lord, that I grieve, for I was on the eve of my hap­pi­ness; but let it be as Thou hast or­dained. I un­der­stand now that Thou didst wish to try me, and there­fore didst place me as it were on the part­ing of the roads. Let Thy will be done. Once more I will not look be­hind. To Thee, O Lord, I of­fer this my ter­ri­ble sor­row, this my yearn­ing, this my griev­ous suf­fer­ing. Let it all be ac­count­ed to me in pun­ish­ment be­cause I spared Prince Bo­guslav, at which the coun­try wept. Thou seest now, O Lord, that that was my last work for self-in­ter­est. There will be no oth­er. O mer­ci­ful Fa­ther! But now I will kiss once more this beloved earth; yes, I will press Thy bleed­ing feet again, and I go, O Christ! I go—”

			And he went.

			In the heav­en­ly reg­is­ter in which are writ­ten the evil and good deeds of men, his sins were at that mo­ment all blot­ted out, for he was com­plete­ly cor­rect­ed.

		
	
		
			XCVI

			It is writ­ten in no book how many bat­tles the armies, the no­bles, and the peo­ple of the Com­mon­wealth fought with the en­e­my. They fought in forests, in fields, in vil­lages, in ham­lets, in towns; they fought in Prus­sia, in Ma­zovia, in Great Poland, in Lit­tle Poland, in Rus­sia, in Lithua­nia, in Jmud; they fought with­out rest­ing, in the day or the night.

			Ev­ery clod of earth was drenched in blood. The names of knights, their glo­ri­ous deeds, their great de­vo­tion, per­ished from the mem­o­ry; for the chron­i­cler did not write them down, and the lute did not cel­e­brate them. But un­der the force of these ex­er­tions the pow­er of the en­e­my bent at last. And as when a lord­ly li­on, pierced the mo­ment be­fore with mis­siles, ris­es sud­den­ly, and shak­ing his king­ly mane, roars might­i­ly, pale ter­ror pierces straight­way the hunters, and their feet turn to flight; so that Com­mon­wealth rose ev­er more ter­ri­ble, filled with anger of Jove, ready to meet the whole world. In­to the bones of the ag­gres­sors there en­tered weak­ness and fear; not of plun­der were they think­ing then, but of this on­ly—to bear away home from the jaws of the li­on sound heads.

			New leagues, new le­gions of Hun­gar­i­ans, Tran­syl­va­ni­ans, Wal­lachi­ans, and Cos­sacks were of no avail. The storm passed once more, it is true, be­tween Brest, War­saw, and Krakow; but it was bro­ken against Pol­ish breasts, and soon was scat­tered like emp­ty va­por.

			The King of Swe­den, be­ing the first to de­spair of his cause, went home to the Dan­ish war; the trai­tor­ous elec­tor, hum­ble be­fore the strong, in­so­lent to the weak, beat with his fore­head be­fore the Com­mon­wealth, and fell up­on the Swedes; the rob­ber le­gions of Rakot­sy’s “slaugh­ter­ers” fled with all pow­er to their Tran­syl­va­ni­an reed-fields, which Pan Lyubomirs­ki ru­ined with fire and sword.

			But it was eas­i­er for them to break in­to the Com­mon­wealth than to es­cape with­out pun­ish­ment; there­fore when they were at­tacked at the pas­sage, the Counts of Tran­syl­va­nia, kneel­ing be­fore Po­tot­s­ki, Lyubomirs­ki, and Charnyet­s­ki, begged for mer­cy in the dust.

			“We will sur­ren­der our weapons, we will give mil­lions!” cried they; “on­ly let us go!”

			And re­ceiv­ing the ran­som, the het­mans took pity on that army of un­for­tu­nate men; but the horde tram­pled them un­der hoofs at the very thresh­olds of their homes.

			Peace be­gan to re­turn grad­u­al­ly to the plains of Poland. The king was still tak­ing Prus­sian fortress­es; Charnyet­s­ki was to take the Pol­ish sword to Den­mark, for the Com­mon­wealth did not wish to lim­it it­self to driv­ing out the en­e­my.

			Vil­lages and towns were re­built on burned ru­ins; the peo­ple re­turned from the forests; ploughs ap­peared in the fields.

			In the au­tumn of 1657, im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter the Hun­gar­i­an war, it was qui­et in the greater part of the prov­inces and dis­tricts; it was qui­et es­pe­cial­ly in Jmud.

			Those of the Lau­da men who in their time had gone with Volody­ovs­ki, were still some­where far off in the field; but their re­turn was ex­pect­ed.

			Mean­while in Morezi, in Vol­montovichi, in Dro­jeykani, Moz­gi, Goshchu­ni, and Pat­suneli, wom­en, boys, and girls, with old men, were sow­ing the win­ter grain, build­ing with joint ef­forts hous­es in those “neigh­bor­hoods” through which fire had passed, so that the war­riors on their re­turn might find at least roofs over their heads, and not be forced to die of hunger.

			Olen­ka had been liv­ing for some time at Vodok­ty, with Anu­sia and the sword-bear­er. Pan Tomash did not has­ten to his Bille­viche—first, be­cause it was burned, and sec­ond, be­cause it was pleas­an­ter for him with the maid­ens than alone. Mean­while, with the aid of Olen­ka, he man­aged Vodok­ty.

			The la­dy wished to man­age Vodok­ty in the best man­ner, for it was to be with Mitruny her dowry for the clois­ter; in oth­er words, it was to be­come the prop­er­ty of the Bene­dic­tine nuns, with whom on the very day of the com­ing New Year poor Olen­ka in­tend­ed to be­gin her novi­tiate.

			For af­ter she had con­sid­ered ev­ery­thing that had met her—those changes of for­tune, dis­ap­point­ments, and suf­fer­ings—she came to the con­vic­tion that thus, and not oth­er­wise, must be the will of God. It seemed to her that some all-pow­er­ful hand was urg­ing her to the cell, that some voice was say­ing to her—

			“In that place is the best paci­fi­ca­tion, and the end of all earth­ly anx­i­ety.”

			She had de­ter­mined there­fore to fol­low that voice. Feel­ing, how­ev­er, in the depth of her con­science that her soul had not been able yet to tear it­self from the earth with com­plete­ness, she de­sired first to pre­pare it with ar­dent piety, with good works and la­bor. Fre­quent­ly al­so in those ef­forts echoes from the world hin­dered her.

			For ex­am­ple, peo­ple be­gan to buzz around that that fa­mous Babinich was Kmi­ta. Some con­tra­dict­ed ex­cit­ed­ly; oth­ers re­peat­ed the state­ment with stub­born­ness.

			Olen­ka be­lieved not. All Kmi­ta’s deeds, Kmi­ta and his ser­vice with Yanush Radzivill, were too vivid­ly present in her mem­o­ry to let her sup­pose for one in­stant that he was the crush­er of Bo­guslav, and such a trusty work­er for the king, such an ar­dent pa­tri­ot. Still her peace was dis­turbed, and sor­row with pain rose up afresh in her bo­som.

			This might be reme­died by a hur­ried en­trance to the clois­ter; but the clois­ters were scat­tered. The nuns who had not per­ished from the vi­o­lence of sol­diers dur­ing wartime were on­ly be­gin­ning to as­sem­ble.

			Uni­ver­sal mis­ery reigned in the land, and whoso wished to take refuge be­hind the walls of a con­vent had not on­ly to bring bread for per­son­al use, but al­so to feed the whole con­vent.

			Olen­ka wished to come with bread to the clois­ter—to be­come not mere­ly a sis­ter, but a nour­ish­er of nuns.

			The sword-bear­er, know­ing that his la­bor was to go to the glo­ry of God, la­bored earnest­ly.

			He went around the fields and the build­ings, car­ry­ing out the labors of the au­tumn which with the com­ing spring were to bear fruit. Some­times he was ac­com­pa­nied by Anu­sia, who, un­able to en­dure the af­front which Babinich had put up­on her, threat­ened al­so to en­ter the clois­ter, and said she was mere­ly wait­ing for Volody­ovs­ki to bring back the Lau­da men, for she wished to bid adieu to her old friend. But more fre­quent­ly the sword-bear­er went with Olen­ka on­ly on these cir­cuits, for land man­age­ment was irk­some to Anu­sia.

			A cer­tain time both rode out on ponies to Mitruny, where they were re­build­ing barns and cow-hous­es burned in time of war.

			On the road they were to vis­it the church; for that was the an­niver­sary of the bat­tle of Vol­montovichi, in which they were saved from the last straits by the com­ing of Babinich. The whole day had passed for them in var­i­ous oc­cu­pa­tions, so that on­ly to­ward evening could they start from Mitruny. In go­ing there they went by the church-road, but in re­turn­ing they had to pass through Lyu­bich and Vol­montovichi. Pan­na Alek­san­dra had bare­ly looked at the first smoke of Lyu­bich when she turned aside her eyes and be­gan to re­peat prayers to drive away painful thoughts; but the sword-bear­er rode on in si­lence, and on­ly looked around. At last, when they had passed the gate, he said—

			“That is land for a sen­a­tor! Lyu­bich is worth two like Mitruny.”

			Olen­ka con­tin­ued to say her prayers.

			But in Pan Tomash was roused the old land­lord by na­ture, and per­haps al­so he was giv­en some­what to law­suits; for af­ter a while he said again, as if to him­self—

			“And yet it is ours by right—old Bille­vich prop­er­ty, our sweat, our toil. That un­for­tu­nate man must have per­ished long since, for he has not an­nounced him­self; and if he had, the right is with us.” Here he turned to Olen­ka: “What do you think?”

			“That is a cursed place,” an­swered she. “Let hap­pen with it what may!”

			“But you see the right is with us. The place was cursed in bad hands, but it will be blessed in good ones. The right is with us.”

			“Nev­er! I do not wish to know any­thing of it. My grand­fa­ther willed it with­out re­stric­tion; let Kmi­ta’s rel­a­tives take it.”

			Then she urged on the pony. Bille­vich put spurs al­so to his beast, and they did not slack­en speed till they were in the open field. Mean­while night had fall­en; but there was per­fect light, for an enor­mous red moon had risen from be­hind the for­est of Vol­montovichi and light­ed up the whole re­gion with a gold­en shin­ing.

			“Well! God has giv­en a beau­ti­ful night,” said the sword-bear­er, look­ing at the cir­cle of the moon.

			“How Vol­montovichi gleams from a dis­tance!” said Olen­ka.

			“For the wood in the hous­es has not be­come black.”

			Their fur­ther con­ver­sa­tion was in­ter­rupt­ed by the squeak­ing of a wag­on, which they could not see at first, for the road was un­du­lat­ing; soon, how­ev­er, they saw a pair of hors­es, and fol­low­ing be­hind them a pair at a pole, and at the end of the pole a wag­on sur­round­ed by a num­ber of horse­men.

			“What kind of peo­ple can these be?” asked the sword-bear­er; and he held in his horse. Olen­ka stopped at his side.

			“Halt!” cried Bille­vich. “Whom are you car­ry­ing there?”

			One of the horse­men turned to them and said—

			“We are bring­ing Pan Kmi­ta, who was shot by the Hun­gar­i­ans at Magyero­vo.”

			“The word has be­come flesh!” said Bille­vich.

			The whole world went around sud­den­ly in Olen­ka’s eyes; the heart died with­in her, breath failed her breast. Cer­tain voic­es were call­ing in her soul: “Je­sus! Mary! that is he!” Then con­scious­ness of where she was or what was hap­pen­ing left her en­tire­ly.

			But she did not drop from the horse to the ground, for she seized con­vul­sive­ly with her hand the wag­on-rack; and when she came to her­self her eyes fell on the mo­tion­less form of a man ly­ing in the wag­on. True, that was he—Pan An­drei Kmi­ta, the ban­neret of Or­sha; and he was ly­ing on his back in the wag­on. His head was bound in a cloth, but by the rud­dy light of the moon his pale and calm face was per­fect­ly vis­i­ble. His eyes were deeply sunk and closed; life did not dis­cov­er it­self by the least move­ment.

			“With God!” said Bille­vich, re­mov­ing his cap.

			“Stop!” cried Olen­ka. And she asked with a low but quick voice, as in a fever: “Is he alive or dead?”

			“He is alive, but death is over him.”

			Here the sword-bear­er, look­ing at Kmi­ta’s face, said: “You will not take him to Lyu­bich?”

			“He gave or­ders to take him to Lyu­bich with­out fail, for he wants to die there.”

			“With God! has­ten for­ward.”

			“We beat with the fore­head!”

			The wag­on moved on; and Olen­ka with Bille­vich gal­loped in the op­po­site di­rec­tion with what breath was in their hors­es. They flew through Vol­montovichi like two night phan­toms, and came to Vodok­ty with­out speak­ing a word on the road; on­ly when dis­mount­ing, Olen­ka turned to her un­cle—

			“It is nec­es­sary to send a priest to him,” said she, with a pant­ing voice; “let some­one go this mo­ment to Upi­ta.”

			The sword-bear­er went quick­ly to car­ry out her wish; she rushed in­to her room, and threw her­self on her knees be­fore the im­age of the Most Holy La­dy.

			A cou­ple of hours af­ter, in the late evening, a bell was heard be­yond the gate at Vodok­ty. That was the priest pass­ing on his way with the Lord Je­sus to Lyu­bich.

			Pan­na Alek­san­dra was on her knees con­tin­u­al­ly. Her lips were re­peat­ing the litany for the dy­ing. And when she had fin­ished she struck the floor three times with her head, re­peat­ing: “Reck­on to him, O God, that he dies at the hands of the en­e­my; for­give him, have mer­cy on him!”

			In this way the whole night passed for her. The priest re­mained in Lyu­bich till morn­ing, and on his way home called at Vodok­ty. Olen­ka ran out to meet him.

			“Is it all over?” asked she; and could say no more, for breath failed her.

			“He is alive yet,” an­swered the priest.

			Dur­ing each of the fol­low­ing days a num­ber of mes­sen­gers flew from Vodok­ty to Lyu­bich, and each re­turned with the an­swer that the ban­neret was “alive yet.” At last one brought the in­tel­li­gence, which he had heard from the bar­ber brought from Kyedani, that he was not on­ly alive, but would re­cov­er; for the wounds were heal­ing suc­cess­ful­ly, and strength was com­ing back to the knight.

			Pan­na Alek­san­dra sent boun­ti­ful of­fer­ings to Upi­ta for a thanks­giv­ing Mass; but from that day mes­sen­gers ceased to vis­it Lyu­bich, and a won­der­ful thing took place in the maid­en’s heart. To­geth­er with peace, the for­mer pity for Kmi­ta be­gan to rise. His of­fences came to her mind again ev­ery mo­ment, so griev­ous that they were not to be for­giv­en. Death alone could cov­er them with obliv­ion. If he re­turned to health, they weighed on him anew. But still ev­ery­thing that could be brought to his de­fence Olen­ka re­peat­ed to her­self dai­ly.

			So much had she suf­fered in these days, so many con­flicts were there in her soul, that she be­gan to fail in health. This dis­turbed Pan Tomash great­ly; hence on a cer­tain evening when they were alone, he said—

			“Olen­ka, tell me sin­cere­ly, what do you think of the ban­neret of Or­sha?”

			“It is known to God that I do not wish to think of him.”

			“For see, you have grown thin—H’m! Maybe that you still—I in­sist on noth­ing, but I should be glad to know what is go­ing on in your mind. Do you not think that the will of your grand­fa­ther should be ac­com­plished?”

			“Nev­er!” an­swered Olen­ka. “My grand­fa­ther left me this door open, and I will knock at it on the New Year. Thus will his will be ac­com­plished.”

			“Nei­ther do I be­lieve at all,” an­swered Bille­vich, “what some buzz around here—that Babinich and Kmi­ta are one; but still at Magyero­vo he was with the coun­try, fought against the en­e­my, and shed his blood. The re­form is late, but still it is a re­form.”

			“Even Prince Bo­guslav is serv­ing the king and the coun­try now,” an­swered the la­dy, with sor­row. “Let God for­give both, and es­pe­cial­ly him who shed his blood; but peo­ple will al­ways have the right to say that in the mo­ment of great­est mis­for­tune, in the mo­ment of dis­as­ter and fall, he rose against the coun­try, and re­turned to it on­ly when the en­e­my’s foot was tot­ter­ing, and when his per­son­al prof­it com­mand­ed him to hold to the vic­tor. That is their sin! Now there are no traitors, for there is no prof­it from trea­son! But what is the mer­it? Is it not a new proof that such men are al­ways ready to serve the stronger? Would to God it were oth­er­wise, but Magyero­vo can­not re­deem such trans­gres­sion.”

			“It is true! I can­not de­ny it,” an­swered Bille­vich. “It is a bit­ter truth, but still true. All the for­mer traitors have gone over in a cham­bul to the king.”

			“On the ban­neret of Or­sha,” con­tin­ued the la­dy, “there rests a still more griev­ous re­proach than on Bo­guslav, for Pan Kmi­ta of­fered to raise his hand against the king, at which act the prince him­self was ter­ri­fied. Can a chance shot re­move that? I would let this hand be cut off had that not hap­pened; but it has, and it will nev­er drop away. It seems clear that God has left him life of pur­pose for penance. My un­cle, my un­cle! we should be tempt­ing our souls if we tried to beat in­to our­selves that he is in­no­cent. And what good would come of this? Will con­science let it­self be tempt­ed? Let the will of God be done. What is bro­ken can­not be bound again, and should not. I am hap­py that the ban­neret is alive, I con­fess; for it is ev­i­dent that God has not yet turned from him His fa­vor al­to­geth­er. But that is suf­fi­cient for me. I shall be hap­py when I hear that he has ef­faced his fault; but I wish for noth­ing more, I de­sire noth­ing more, even if my soul had to suf­fer yet. May God as­sist him!”

			Olen­ka was not able to speak longer, for a great and piti­ful weep­ing over­pow­ered her; but that was her last weep­ing. She had told all that she car­ried in her heart, and from that time forth peace be­gan to re­turn to her anew.

		
	
		
			XCVII

			The horned, dar­ing soul in truth was un­will­ing to go out of its bod­i­ly en­clo­sure, and did not go out. In a month af­ter his re­turn to Lyu­bich Pan An­drei’s wounds be­gan to heal; but still ear­li­er he re­gained con­scious­ness, and look­ing around the room, he saw at once where he was. Then he called the faith­ful Soro­ka.

			“Soro­ka,” said he, “the mer­cy of God is up­on me. I feel that I shall not die.”

			“Ac­cord­ing to or­der!” an­swered the old sol­dier, brush­ing away a tear with his fist.

			And Kmi­ta con­tin­ued as if to him­self: “The penance is over—I see that clear­ly. The mer­cy of God is up­on me!”

			Then he was silent for a mo­ment; on­ly his lips were mov­ing in prayer.

			“Soro­ka!” said he again, af­ter a time.

			“At the ser­vice of your grace!”

			“Who are in Vodok­ty?”

			“The la­dy and the sword-bear­er of Rossyeni.”

			“Praised be the name of the Lord! Did any­one come here to in­quire about me?”

			“They sent from Vodok­ty un­til we told them that you would be well.”

			“And did they stop then?”

			“Then they stopped.”

			“They know noth­ing yet, but they shall know from me,” said Kmi­ta. “Did you tell no one that I fought as Babinich?”

			“There was no or­der,” an­swered the sol­dier.

			“And the Lau­da men with Pan Volody­ovs­ki have not come home yet?”

			“Not yet; but they may come any day.”

			With this the con­ver­sa­tion of the first day was at an end. Two weeks lat­er Kmi­ta had risen and was walk­ing on crutch­es; the fol­low­ing week he in­sist­ed on go­ing to church.

			“We will go to Upi­ta,” said he to Soro­ka; “for it is need­ful to be­gin with God, and af­ter Mass we will go to Vodok­ty.”

			Soro­ka did not dare to op­pose; there­fore he mere­ly or­dered straw to be placed in the wag­on. Pan An­drei ar­rayed him­self in hol­i­day cos­tume, and they drove away.

			They ar­rived at an hour when there were few peo­ple yet in the church. Pan An­drei, lean­ing on Soro­ka’s arm, went to the high al­tar it­self, and knelt in the col­la­tor’s seat; his face was very thin, ema­ci­at­ed, and be­sides he wore a long beard which had grown dur­ing the war and his sick­ness. Who­ev­er looked at him thought that he was some pass­ing per­son­age who had come in to Mass; for there was move­ment ev­ery­where, the coun­try was full of pass­ing no­bles who were go­ing from the field to their own es­tates.

			The church filled slow­ly with peo­ple and with neigh­bor­ing no­bles; then own­ers of in­her­it­ed land from a dis­tance be­gan to ar­rive, for in many places church­es had been burned, and it was nec­es­sary to come to Mass as far as Upi­ta.

			Kmi­ta, sunk in prayer, saw no one. He was roused first from his pi­ous med­i­ta­tion by the squeak­ing of foot­stools un­der the tread of per­sons en­ter­ing the pew. Then he raised his head, looked, and saw right there above him the sweet, sad face of Olen­ka.

			She al­so saw him, and rec­og­nized him that mo­ment; for she drew back sud­den­ly, as if fright­ened. First a flush, and then a death­ly pal­lor came out on her face; but with the great­est ex­er­cise of will she over­came her emo­tion, and knelt there near him; the third place was oc­cu­pied by the sword-bear­er.

			And Kmi­ta and she bowed their heads, and rest­ed their faces on their hands; they knelt there in si­lence side by side, and their hearts beat so that both heard them per­fect­ly. At last Pan An­drei spoke—

			“May Je­sus Christ be praised!”

			“For the ages of ages,” an­swered Olen­ka, in an un­der­tone. And they said no more. Now the priest came out to preach. Kmi­ta lis­tened to him; but in spite of his ef­forts he could not dis­tin­guish the words, he could not un­der­stand the preach­er. Here she is, the de­sired one, for whom he had yearned dur­ing years, who had not left his mind nor his heart; she was here now at his side. He felt her near; and he dared not turn his eyes to her, for he was in the church, but clos­ing his lids, he caught her breath­ing with his ear.

			“Olen­ka! Olen­ka is near me!” said he to him­self, “see, God has com­mand­ed us to meet in the church af­ter ab­sence.” Then his thoughts and his heart re­peat­ed with­out ceas­ing: “Olen­ka, Olen­ka, Olen­ka!”

			And at mo­ments a weep­ing joy caught him by the throat, and again he was car­ried away by such an en­thu­si­asm of thank­ful prayer that he lost con­scious­ness of what was hap­pen­ing to him.

			She knelt con­tin­u­al­ly, with her face hid­den in her hands.

			The priest had fin­ished the ser­mon, and de­scend­ed from the pul­pit.

			All at once a clat­ter of arms was heard in front of the church, and a tramp of hors­es’ hoofs. Some­one cried be­fore the thresh­old of the church, “Lau­da re­turn­ing!” and sud­den­ly in the sanc­tu­ary it­self were heard mur­murs, then a bus­tle, then a still loud­er call­ing—

			“Lau­da! Lau­da!”

			The crowd be­gan to sway; all heads were turned at once to­ward the door.

			With that there was a throng in the door, and a body of armed men ap­peared in the church. At the head of them marched with a clat­ter of spurs Volody­ovs­ki and Za­glo­ba. The crowd opened be­fore them; they passed through the whole church, knelt be­fore the al­tar, prayed a short time, and then en­tered the vestry.

			The Lau­da men halt­ed half­way, not greet­ing any­one, out of re­spect for the place.

			Ah, what a sight! Grim faces, swarthy from winds, grown thin from toils of war, cut with sabres of Swedes, Ger­mans, Hun­gar­i­ans, and Wal­lachi­ans! The whole his­to­ry of the war and the glo­ry of God-fear­ing Lau­da was writ­ten on them with swords. There were the gloomy Butryms, the Stakyans, the Do­ma­she­vich­es, the Gost­sye­vich­es, a few of all; but hard­ly one fourth re­turned of those who on a time had left Lau­da.

			Many wom­en are seek­ing in vain for their hus­bands, many old men are search­ing in vain for their sons; there­fore the weep­ing in­creas­es, for those too who find their own are weep­ing from joy. The whole church is filled with sob­bing. From time to time some­one cries out a beloved name, and is silent; and they stand in glo­ry, lean­ing on their sabres, but over their deep scars tears too are fall­ing on their mus­tach­es.

			Now a bell, rung at the door of the vestry, qui­et­ed the weep­ing and the mur­mur. All knelt; the priest came to fin­ish Mass, and af­ter him Volody­ovs­ki and Za­glo­ba.

			But the priest was so moved that when he turned to the peo­ple, say­ing, “Domi­nus vo­bis­cum!” his voice trem­bled. When he came to the Gospel, and all the sabres were drawn at once from the scab­bards, as a sign that Lau­da was ev­er ready to de­fend the faith, and in the church it was bright from steel, the priest had bare­ly strength to fin­ish the Gospel.

			Then amid uni­ver­sal emo­tion the con­clud­ing prayer was sung, and Mass was end­ed; but the priest, when he had placed the sacra­ment in the taber­na­cle, turned, af­ter the last Gospel, to the peo­ple, in sign that he wished to say some­thing.

			There was si­lence, there­fore, and the priest with cor­dial words greet­ed first the re­turn­ing sol­diers; then he gave no­tice that he would read a let­ter from the king, brought by the colonel of the Lau­da squadron.

			The si­lence grew deep­er, and af­ter a while the voice from the al­tar was heard through the whole church—

			
				“We, Yan Kaz­imir, King of Poland, Grand Duke of Lithua­nia, Ma­zovia, Prus­sia, etc., etc., etc. In the name of the Fa­ther, Son, and Holy Ghost, Amen!

				“Since wicked peo­ple must re­ceive pun­ish­ment in this tem­po­ral life for their crimes against king and coun­try be­fore they stand in pres­ence of the heav­en­ly tri­bunal, it is equal­ly just that virtue re­ceive a re­ward, which should add the lus­tre of glo­ry to virtue it­self, and give pos­ter­i­ty the de­sire to fol­low its ex­am­ples.

				“There­fore we make it known to the whole or­der of knight­hood, name­ly, to men of arms and civil­ians hav­ing of­fice, to­geth­er with all the in­hab­i­tants of the Grand Prin­ci­pal­i­ty of Lithua­nia and our Starosta­ship of Jmud, that what­ev­er ac­cu­sa­tions have rest­ed on Pan An­drei Kmi­ta, the ban­neret of Or­sha, who is great­ly beloved by us, are to van­ish from the mem­o­ry of men, in view of the fol­low­ing ser­vices and mer­it, and are to de­tract in no­wise from the hon­or and glo­ry of the said ban­neret of Or­sha.”

			

			Here the priest ceased to read, and looked to­ward the bench on which Pan An­drei was sit­ting. Kmi­ta rose for a mo­ment, and sit­ting down again, rest­ed his hag­gard head on the rail­ing and closed his lids, as if in a faint.

			But all eyes were turned to him; all lips be­gan to whis­per—

			“Pan Kmi­ta! Kmi­ta! There, near the Bille­vich­es.”

			But the priest beck­oned, and be­gan to read on amid deep si­lence—

			
				“Which ban­neret of Or­sha, though in the be­gin­ning of this un­for­tu­nate Swedish in­va­sion he de­clared him­self on the side of the prince vo­evo­da, did it not from any self­ish­ness, but from the purest good­will to the coun­try, brought to this er­ror by Prince Yanush Radzivill, who per­suad­ed him that no road of safe­ty re­mained to the Com­mon­wealth save that which the prince him­self took.

				“But when he vis­it­ed Prince Bo­guslav, who, think­ing him a traitor, dis­cov­ered to him clear­ly all the hos­tile in­trigues against the coun­try, the said ban­neret of Or­sha not on­ly did not prom­ise to raise his hand against our per­son, but with armed force car­ried away Prince Bo­guslav him­self, so as to avenge us and the suf­fer­ing coun­try.”

			

			“O God, be mer­ci­ful to me, a sin­ner!” cried the voice of a wom­an right there near Pan An­drei; and in the church there broke out anew a mur­mur of amaze­ment.

			The priest read on—

			
				“He was shot by Bo­guslav, but had bare­ly re­cov­ered when he went to Chen­sto­ho­va, and there de­fend­ed with his own breast that most sa­cred Re­treat, giv­ing an ex­am­ple of en­durance and val­or to all; there, in dan­ger of his life and health, he blew up with pow­der the great­est siege-gun. Seized af­ter that dar­ing deed, he was con­demned to death by cru­el en­e­mies, and tor­tured with liv­ing fire.”

			

			With this the weep­ing of wom­en was heard here and there through the church. Olen­ka was trem­bling as in a parox­ysm of fever.

			
				“But res­cued by the pow­er of the Queen of the An­gels from those ter­ri­ble straits, he came to us in Sile­sia, and on our re­turn to this dear coun­try, when the treach­er­ous en­e­my pre­pared an am­bush for us, the said ban­neret of Or­sha rushed him­self, with his three at­ten­dants, on the whole pow­er of the en­e­my, to save our per­son. There, cut down and thrust through with rapiers, swim­ming in his own blood, he was borne from the field as if life­less—”

			

			Olen­ka placed both her hands on her tem­ples, and rais­ing her head, be­gan to catch the air in­to her part­ed lips. From her bo­som came out the groan—

			“O God! O God! O God!”

			And again the voice of the priest sound­ed, al­so more and more moved:—

			
				“And when with our en­deav­ors he re­turned to health, he did not rest, but con­tin­ued the war, stand­ing forth with im­mea­sur­able praise in ev­ery ne­ces­si­ty, held up as a mod­el to knight­hood by the het­mans of both peo­ple, till the for­tu­nate cap­ture of War­saw, af­ter which he was sent to Prus­sia un­der the as­sumed name of Babinich—”

			

			When that name was heard in the church, the noise of the peo­ple changed as it were in­to the roar of a riv­er.

			“Then he is Babinich? Then he is that crush­er of the Swedes, the sav­ior of Vol­montovichi, the vic­tor in so many bat­tles—that is Kmi­ta?”

			The mur­mur in­creased still more; throngs be­gan to push to­ward the al­tar to see him more close­ly.

			“God bless him! God bless him!” said hun­dreds of voic­es.

			The priest turned to the seat and blessed Pan An­drei, who, lean­ing con­tin­u­al­ly against the rail­ing, was more like a dead than a liv­ing man, for the soul had gone out of him with hap­pi­ness and had risen to­ward the sky.

			The priest read on—

			
				“He vis­it­ed the en­e­my’s coun­try with fire and sword, was the main cause of the vic­to­ry at Prost­ki; with his own hand he over­threw and cap­tured Prince Bo­guslav. Called late to our starosta­ship of Jmud, what im­mense ser­vice he ren­dered there, how many towns and vil­lages he saved from the hands of the en­e­my, must be known to the in­hab­i­tants of that starosta­ship bet­ter than to oth­ers.”

			

			“It is known, it is known, it is known!” was thun­dered through the whole church.

			“Si­lence!” said the priest, rais­ing the king’s let­ter.

			
				“There­fore we, con­sid­er­ing all his ser­vices to us and the coun­try, so many that a son could not have done more for his fa­ther and his moth­er, have de­ter­mined to pub­lish them in this our let­ter, so that so great a cav­a­lier, so great a de­fend­er of the faith, of king and Com­mon­wealth, should no longer be pur­sued by the ill-will of men, but go clothed with the praise and uni­ver­sal love prop­er to the vir­tu­ous. Be­fore then the next Di­et, con­firm­ing these our wish­es, shall re­move from him ev­ery stain, and be­fore we shall re­ward him with the starosta­ship of Upi­ta, which is va­cant, we ask earnest­ly of the in­hab­i­tants dear to us of our starosta­ship of Jmud to re­tain in their hearts and thoughts these our words, which jus­tice it­self, the foun­da­tion of States, has com­mand­ed us to put in­to their mem­o­ry.”

			

			Here the priest con­clud­ed, and turn­ing to the al­tar be­gan to pray; but Pan An­drei felt on a sud­den that a soft hand was seiz­ing his hand. He looked. It was Olen­ka; and be­fore he had time to come to him­self, to with­draw his hand, she had raised it and pressed it to her lips in pres­ence of all, be­fore the al­tar and the peo­ple.

			“Olen­ka!” cried the as­ton­ished Kmi­ta.

			But she had arisen, and cov­er­ing her face with a veil, said to old Bille­vich—

			“Un­cle, let us go, let us go from here quick­ly!”

			And they went out through the door of the vestry.

			Pan An­drei tried to rise to fol­low her, but he could not. His strength left him en­tire­ly.

			But a quar­ter of an hour lat­er he was in front of the church, sup­port­ed on one side by Pan Volody­ovs­ki, on the oth­er by Za­glo­ba.

			The throng of peo­ple, small no­bles and com­mon men, crowd­ed around. Wom­en, some bare­ly able to tear away from the breast of a hus­band re­turned from the war, led by cu­rios­i­ty spe­cial to the sex, ran to look at that Kmi­ta, once ter­ri­ble, now the sav­ior of Lau­da and the com­ing staros­ta. The throng be­came greater ev­ery in­stant, till the Lau­da men had at last to sur­round him and pro­tect him from the crush.

			“Pan An­drei!” cried Za­glo­ba, “see, we have brought you a present. You did not ex­pect such a one. Now to Vodok­ty, to Vodok­ty, to the be­trothal and the wed­ding!”

			Fur­ther words of Za­glo­ba were lost in the thun­der­ing shout raised at once by the Lau­da men, un­der the lead­er­ship of Yuz­va Foot­less—

			“Long life to Pan Kmi­ta!”

			“Long life!” re­peat­ed the crowd. “Long life to our staros­ta of Upi­ta! Long life!”

			“All to Vodok­ty!” roared Za­glo­ba, again.

			“To Vodok­ty! to Vodok­ty!” shout­ed a thou­sand throats. “As best men to Vodok­ty with Pan Kmi­ta, with our sav­ior! To the la­dy! to Vodok­ty!”

			And an im­mense move­ment be­gan. Lau­da mount­ed its hors­es; ev­ery man liv­ing rushed to wag­ons, carts, ponies. Peo­ple on foot be­gan to run across field and for­est. The shout “To Vodok­ty!” rang through the whole place. The roads were thronged with many-col­ored crowds.

			Kmi­ta rode in his lit­tle wag­on be­tween Volody­ovs­ki and Za­glo­ba, and time af­ter time he em­braced one or the oth­er of them. He was not able to speak yet, he was too much ex­cit­ed; but they pushed on as if Tar­tars were at­tack­ing Upi­ta. All the wag­ons and carts rushed in like man­ner around them.

			They were well out­side the place, when Pan Michael sud­den­ly bent to Kmi­ta’s ear. “Yen­drek,” asked he, “but do you not know where the oth­er is?”

			“In Vodok­ty.”

			Then, whether it was the wind or ex­cite­ment that be­gan to move the mus­tach­es of Pan Michael, is un­known; it is enough that dur­ing the whole way they did not cease to thrust for­ward like two awls, or like the feel­ers of a may­bug.

			Za­glo­ba was singing with de­light in such a ter­ri­ble bass voice that he fright­ened the hors­es—

			
				
					“There were two of us, Kasyenko, two in this world;
					

					But me­thinks, some­how, that three are now rid­ing.”
				

			

			Anu­sia was not at church that Sun­day, for she had in her turn to stay with the weak­ly Pan­na Kul­vyets, with whom she and Olen­ka re­mained on al­ter­nate days.

			The whole morn­ing she had been oc­cu­pied with watch­ing and tak­ing care of the sick wom­an, so that it was late when she could go to her prayers. Bare­ly had she said the last “Amen,” when there was a thun­der­ing be­fore the gate, and Olen­ka rushed in­to the room like a storm.

			“Je­sus! Mary! What has hap­pened?” screamed Anu­sia, look­ing at her.

			“Anu­sia, you do not know who Pan Babinich is? He is Pan Kmi­ta!”

			Anu­sia sprang to her feet: “Who told you?”

			“The king’s let­ter was read—Pan Volody­ovs­ki brought it—the Lau­da men—”

			“Has Pan Volody­ovs­ki re­turned?” screamed Anu­sia; and she threw her­self in­to Olen­ka’s arms.

			Olen­ka took this out­burst of feel­ing as a proof of Anu­sia’s love for her; for she had be­come fever­ish, was al­most un­con­scious. On her face were fiery spots, and her breast rose and fell as if from great pain.

			Then Olen­ka be­gan to tell with­out or­der and in a bro­ken voice ev­ery­thing which she had heard in the church, run­ning at the same time through the room as if de­ment­ed, re­peat­ing ev­ery mo­ment, “I am not wor­thy of him!” re­proach­ing her­self ter­ri­bly, say­ing that she had done him more in­jus­tice than all oth­ers, that she had not even been will­ing to pray for him, when he was swim­ming in his own blood in de­fence of the Holy La­dy, the coun­try, and the king.

			In vain did Anu­sia, while run­ning af­ter her through the room, en­deav­or to com­fort her. She re­peat­ed con­tin­u­al­ly one thing—that she was not wor­thy of him, that she would not dare to look in his eyes; then again she would be­gin to speak of the deeds of Babinich, of the seizure of Bo­guslav, of his re­venge, of sav­ing the king, of Prost­ki, Vol­montovichi, and Chen­sto­ho­va; and at last of her own faults, of her stub­born­ness, for which she must do penance in the clois­ter.

			Fur­ther re­proach­es were in­ter­rupt­ed by Pan Tomash, who, fall­ing in­to the room like a bomb, cried—

			“In God’s name, all Upi­ta is rolling af­ter us! They are al­ready in the vil­lage, and Babinich is sure­ly with them!”

			In­deed, a dis­tant shout at that mo­ment an­nounced the ap­proach of the crowds. The sword-bear­er, seiz­ing Olen­ka, con­duct­ed her to the porch; Anu­sia rushed af­ter them.

			At that mo­ment the throng of men and hors­es looked black in the dis­tance; and as far as the eye could reach the whole road was packed with them. At last they reached the yard. Those on foot were storm­ing over ditch­es and fences; the wag­ons rolled in through the gates, and all were shout­ing and throw­ing up their caps.

			At last ap­peared the crowd of armed Lau­da men, and the wag­on, in which sat three per­sons—Kmi­ta, Volody­ovs­ki, and Za­glo­ba.

			The wag­on stopped at some dis­tance, for so many peo­ple had crowd­ed up be­fore the en­trance that it was im­pos­si­ble to ap­proach. Za­glo­ba and Volody­ovs­ki sprang out first, and help­ing Kmi­ta to de­scend, took him at once by the arms.

			“Give room!” cried Za­glo­ba.

			“Give room!” re­peat­ed the Lau­da men.

			The peo­ple pushed back at once, so that in the mid­dle of the crowd there was an open road along which the two knights led Kmi­ta to the porch. He was very pale, but walked with head erect, at once con­fused and hap­py.

			Olen­ka leaned against the door­post, and dropped her arms with­out con­trol at her sides; but when he was near she looked in­to the face of the ema­ci­at­ed man—who af­ter such a time of sep­a­ra­tion ap­proached, like Lazarus, with­out a drop of blood in his face—then sob­bing, rent her breast again. He, from weep­ing, from hap­pi­ness, and from con­fu­sion, did not know him­self what to say—

			“What, Olen­ka, what?”

			But she dropped sud­den­ly to his knees—

			“Yen­drek!” cried she, “I am not wor­thy to kiss thy wounds!”

			At that mo­ment strength came back to the knight; he seized her from the ground like a feath­er, and pressed her to his bo­som.

			One im­mense shout, from which the walls of the house trem­bled and the last of the leaves fell from the trees, dinned ev­ery ear. The Lau­da men be­gan to fire from pis­tols; caps flew in­to the air; around noth­ing was to be seen but faces car­ried away by joy, gleam­ing eyes, and open mouths shout­ing—

			“Vi­vat Kmi­ta! vi­vat Pan­na Bille­vich! vi­vat the young cou­ple!”

			“Vi­vat two cou­ples!” roared Za­glo­ba; but his voice was lost in the gen­er­al storm.

			Vodok­ty was turned as it were in­to a camp. All day they were slaugh­ter­ing ox­en and sheep at com­mand of the sword-bear­er, and dig­ging out of the ground bar­rels of mead and beer. In the evening all sat down to a feast—the old­est and most not­ed in the rooms, the younger in the ser­vants’ hall; the sim­ple peo­ple re­joiced equal­ly at fires in the yard.

			At the chief ta­ble the cup went around in hon­or of two hap­py pairs; but when good feel­ing had reached the high­est de­gree, Za­glo­ba raised the fol­low­ing toast:—

			“To thee I re­turn, wor­thy Pan An­drei, and to thee old friend, Pan Michael! It was not enough to ex­pose your breasts, to shed blood, to cut down the en­e­my! Your work is not fin­ished; for since a mul­ti­tude of peo­ple have fall­en in time of this ter­ri­ble war, you must now give new in­hab­i­tants, new de­fend­ers to this Com­mon­wealth. For this I think you will not lack ei­ther in man­hood or good will. Wor­thy gen­tle­men! to the hon­or of those com­ing gen­er­a­tions! May God bless them, and per­mit them to guard this lega­cy which we leave them, re­stored by our toil, by our sweat, by our blood. When griev­ous times come, let them re­mem­ber us and nev­er de­spair, con­sid­er­ing that there are no straits out of which it is im­pos­si­ble to rise, with unit­ed forces and the help of God.”

			

			Pan An­drei not long af­ter his mar­riage served in a new war which broke out on the east­ern side of the Com­mon­wealth; but the thun­der­ing vic­to­ry of Charnyet­s­ki and Sapye­ha over Ho­v­an­s­ki and Dol­go­ru­ki, and the het­mans of the king­dom over Shereme­ty­eff, soon brought it to an end. Then Kmi­ta re­turned, cov­ered with fresh glo­ry, and set­tled down per­ma­nent­ly in Vodok­ty. Af­ter him his cousin Yakub be­came ban­neret of Or­sha—Yakub, who af­ter­ward be­longed to the un­for­tu­nate con­fed­er­a­tion of the army; but Pan An­drei, stand­ing soul and heart with the king, re­ward­ed with the starosta­ship of Upi­ta, lived long in ex­em­plary har­mo­ny and love with Lau­da, sur­round­ed by uni­ver­sal re­spect. His ill-wish­ers—for who has them not?—said, it is true, that he lis­tened over­much to his wife in ev­ery­thing. He was not ashamed of that, how­ev­er, but ac­knowl­edged him­self that in ev­ery im­por­tant af­fair he sought her ad­vice.

		
	
		
			Endnotes

			1. Means “On the sea.”

			2. Pereyaslav will be re­mem­bered by the read­ers of With Fire and Sword as the place where the Pol­ish com­mis­sion­ers with Adam Kisel brought the ba­ton and ban­ner from the king to Hmel­nit­s­ki.

			3. “Two-bridges,” the Bipont of chap­ter LXXXIV.

			4. This word means tech­ni­cal­ly “vil­lages in­hab­it­ed by pet­ty no­bles:” et­y­mo­log­i­cal­ly it means “be­hind walls,”—hence, “be­yond or out­side the walls,” as above.

			5. This war was car­ried on by the Tsar Alex­is, fa­ther of Pe­ter the Great and son of Michael Ro­manoff. See In­tro­duc­tion.

			6. The speech of the main body of the peo­ple in Jmud is Lithua­ni­an to this day.

			7. Lithua­ni­an forms, with nom­i­na­tive end­ing in s and as.

			8. The diminu­tive or more fa­mil­iar form for Alek­san­dra. It is used fre­quent­ly in this book.

			9. The diminu­tive of An­drei.

			10. A bar­ber in those parts at that time did du­ty for a sur­geon.

			11. Marysia and Marys­ka are both diminu­tives of Marya = Maria or Mary, and are used with­out dis­tinc­tion by the au­thor. There are in Pol­ish eight or ten oth­er vari­ants of the same name.

			12. It is the cus­tom to put a wa­ter­mel­on in the car­riage of an un­de­sir­able suit­or—a re­fusal with­out words.

			13. Deest = lack­ing.

			14. The name Grudzin­s­ki is de­rived from gru­da = clod.

			15. See Daniel 5:25–28.

			16. He­le­na.

			17. The war against Rus­sia.

			18. This Pol­ish say­ing of strik­ing out a wedge with a wedge means here, of course, to cure one love with an­oth­er.

			19. “Oth­ers” here = “Rus­sians.”

			20. Prince Yere­mi Vish­nyevet­s­ki.

			21. Volody­ovs­ki was from the Ukraine.

			22. Charnyet­s­ki was pock­marked.

			23. The Rus­sians.

			24. Sat­ur­day.

			25. Fri­day.

			26. Rus­sians.

			27. Tsar­grad = Tsar’s city, Con­stantino­ple.

			28. “A boat and a car­riage” means you can go by ei­ther—that is, by land or wa­ter: you have your choice.

			29. So called be­cause they wore shoes made from the in­ner bark of bass­wood or lin­den trees.

			30. Bright Moun­tain.

			31. This name is de­rived from ba­ba an old wom­an.

			32. Sapye­ha.

			33. Lvoff.

			34. Self-lord Zamoys­ki.

			35. Zamoys­ki was staros­ta of Kaluj.

			36. Stra­chy na Lachy (Ter­ror on Poles) is a Pol­ish say­ing, about equiv­a­lent to “im­pos­si­ble.”

			37. “Two-bridged” or “of two bridges,” from bis and pons.

			38. Byes means “dev­il;” so Byes Cor­nu­tus is “horned dev­il.”

			39. Ro­gaty means “horned.” Bor­zobo­gaty means “quick­ly rich.” Bard­zoro­gaty means “great­ly horned.”

			40. This means that if Za­glo­ba had been pre­cep­tor to the het­man or Ko­val­s­ki, they would have had bet­ter wit. “Hav­ing a stave loose or lack­ing in his bar­rel,” means, in Pol­ish, that a man’s mind is not right.
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