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72
@/HE police superintendent Otchumyelov is walking across the market
square wearing a new overcoat and carrying a parcel under his arm.
A red-haired policeman strides after him with a sieve full of confiscated

gooseberries in his hands. There is silence all around.







P

oo/ E:E & % “,- %Mw&on

Not a soul in the square...The open doors of the shops and taverns look
out upon God’s world disconsolately, like hungry mouths; there is not even a
beggar near them.

“So you bite, you damned brute?” Otchumyelov hears suddenly. “Lads,
don’t let him go! Biting is prohibited nowadays! Hold him! ah... ah!”

There is the sound of a dog yelping. Otchumyelov looks in the direction of
the sound and sees a dog, hopping on three legs and looking about her, run out
of Pitchugin’s timber-yard. A man in a starched cotton shirt, with his waistcoat
unbuttoned, is chasing her. He runs after her, and throwing his body forward
falls down and seizes the dog by her hind legs. Once more there is a yelping
and a shout of “Don’t let go!” Sleepy countenances are protruded from the
shops, and soon a crowd, which seems to have sprung out of the earth, is
gathered round the timber-yard.

“It looks like a row, your honour...” says the policeman.

Otchumyelov makes a half turn to the left and strides towards the crowd.

He sees the aforementioned man in the unbuttoned waistcoat standing
close by the gate of the timber-yard, holding his right hand in the air and
displaying a bleeding finger to the crowd. On his half-drunken face there is
plainly written: “I’ll pay you out, you rogue!” and indeed the very finger has
the look of a flag of victory. In this man Otchumyelov recognizes Hryukin, the
goldsmith. The culprit who has caused the sensation, a white borzoy puppy
with a sharp muzzle and a yellow patch on her back, is sitting on the ground
with her fore-paws outstretched in the middle of the crowd, trembling all over.
There is an expression of misery and terror in her tearful eyes.

“What’s it all about?” Otchumyelov inquires, pushing his way through the
crowd. “What are you here for? Why are you waving your finger...? Who was
it shouted?”

“I was walking along here, not interfering with anyone, your honour,”
Hryukin begins, coughing into his fist. “I was talking about firewood to Mitry
Mitritch, when this low brute for no rhyme or reason bit my finger...You must
excuse me, [ am a working man...Mine is fine work. I must have damages, for
I shan’t be able to use this finger for a week, may be... It’s not even the law,

your honour, that one should put up with it from a beast...If everyone is going
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to be bitten, life won’t be worth living...”

“H’m. Very good,” says Otchumyelov sternly, coughing and raising his
eyebrows. “Very good. Whose dog is it? [ won’t let this pass! I’ll teach them to
let their dogs run all over the place! It’s time these gentry were looked after, if
they won’t obey the regulations! When he’s fined, the blackguard, I’ 1l teach
him what it means to keep dogs and such stray cattle! I’ll give him a lesson!...
Yeldyrin,” cries the superintendent, addressing the policeman, “find out whose
dog this is and draw up a report! And the dog must be strangled. Without delay!
It’s sure to be mad... Whose dog is it, I ask?”

“I fancy it’s General Zhigalov’s,” says someone in the crowd.

“General Zhigalov’s, h’m...Help me off with my coat, Yeldyrin... it’s
frightfully hot! It must be a sign of rain...There’s one thing I can’t make out,
how it came to bite you?”” Otchumyelov turns to Hryukin. “Surely it couldn’t
reach your finger. It’s a little dog, and you are a great hulking fellow! You
must have scratched your finger with a nail, and then the idea struck you to get
damages for it. We all know... your sort! I know you devils!”

“He put a cigarette in her face, your honour, for a joke, and she had the
sensc to snap at him... He is a nonsensical fellow, your honour!”

“That’s a lie, Squinteye! You didn’t see, so why tell lies about it? His
honour is a wise gentleman, and will see who is telling lies and who is telling
the truth, as in God’s sight...And if I am lying let the court decide. It’s written
in the law... We are all equal nowadays. My own brother is in the gendarmes...
let me tell you...”

“Don’t argue!”

“No, that’s not the General’s dog,” says the policeman, with profound
conviction, “the General hasn’t got one like that. His are mostly setters.”

“Do you know that for a fact?”

“Yes, your honour.”

“I know it, too. The General has valuable dogs, thoroughbred, and this is
goodness knows what! No coat, no shape... A low creature. And to keep a dog
like that!.., where’s the sense of it. If a dog like that were to turn up in
Petersburg or Moscow, do you know what would happen? They would not

worry about the law, they would strangle it in a twinkling! You’ve been injured,
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Hryukin, and we can’t let the matter drop... We must give them a lesson! It is
high time...!”

“Yet maybe it is the General’s,” says the policeman, thinking aloud. “It’s
not written on its face... I saw one like it the other day in his yard.”

“It is the General’s, that’s certain!” says a voice in the crowd.

“H’m, help me on with my overcoat, Yeldyrin, my lad... the wind’s
getting up... I am cold... You take it to the General’s, and inquire there. Say I
found it and sent it. And tell them not to let it out into the street... It may be a
valuable dog, and if every swine goes sticking a cigar in its mouth, it will soon
be ruined. A dog is a delicate animal... And you put your hand down, you
blockhead. It’s no use your displaying your fool of a finger. It’s your own
fault...”

“Here comes the General’s cook, ask him... Hi, Prohor! Come here, my
dear man! Look at this dog... Is it one of yours?”

“What an idea! We have never had one like that!”

“There’s no need to waste time asking,” says Otchumyelov. “It’s a stray
dog! There’s no need to waste time talking about it... Since he says it’s a stray
dog, a stray dog it is... It must be destroyed, that’s all about it.”

“It is not our dog,” Prohor goes on. “It belongs to the General’s brother,
who arrived the other day. Our master does not care for hounds. But his honour
is fond of them...”

“You don’t say his Excellency’s brother is here? Vladimir Ivanitch?”
inquires Otchumyelov, and his whole face beams with an ecstatic smile. “Well,
I never! And I didn’t know! Has he come on a visit?”

“Yes.”

“Well, I never... He couldn’t stay away from his brother... And there I
didn’t know! So this is his honour’s dog? Delighted to hear it... Take it. It’s not
a bad pup... A lively creature... Snapped at this fellow’s finger! Ha-ha-ha...

Come, why are you shivering? Rrr... Rrrr... The rogue’s angry... a nice little

2

pup.

Prohor calls the dog, and walks away from the timber-yard with her. The
crowd laughs at Hryukin.

“I’ll make you smart yet!” Otchumyelov threatens him, and wrapping

himself in his greatcoat, goes on his way across the square.
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C‘?/HE dog was barking excitedly outside. And Ananyev the engineer, his
assistant called Von Schtenberg, and I went out of the hut to see at whom it was
barking. I was the visitor, and might have remained indoors, but I must confess
my head was a little dizzy from the wine I had drunk, and I was glad to get a
breath of fresh air.

“There is nobody here,” said Ananyev when we went out. “Why are you
telling stories, Azorka? You fool!” There was not a soul in sight. “The fool,”
Azorka, a black house-dog, probably conscious of his guilt in barking for
nothing and anxious to propitiate us, approached us, diffidently wagging his tail.
The engineer bent down and touched him between his ears.

“Why are you barking for nothing, creature?” he said in the tone in which
good-natured people talk to children and dogs. “Have you had a bad dream or
what? Here, doctor, let me commend to your attention,” he said, turning to me,
“a wonderfully nervous subject! Would you believe it, he can’t endure
solitude—he is always having terrible dreams and suffering from nightmares;
and when you shout at him he has something like an attack of hysterics.”

“Yes, a dog of refined feelings,” the student chimed in.

Azorka must have understood that the conversation was concerning him.
He turned his head upwards and grinned plaintively, as though to say, “Yes, at
times I suffer unbearably, but please excuse it!”

It was an August night, there were stars, but it was dark. Owing to the fact
that I had never in my life been in such exceptional surroundings, as I had
chanced to come into now, the starry night seemed to me gloomy, inhospitable,
and darker than it was in reality. I was on a railway line which was still in
process of construction. The high, half-finished embankment, the mounds of
sand, clay, and rubble, the holes, the wheel-barrows standing here and there,
the flat tops of the mud huts in which the workmen lived—all this muddle,
coloured to one tint by the darkness, gave the earth a strange, wild aspect that

suggested the times of chaos. There was so little order in all that lay before me
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that it was somehow strange in the midst of the hideously excavated,
grotesque-looking earth to see the silhouettes of human beings and the slender
telegraph posts. Both spoiled the ensemble of the picture, and seemed to belong
to a different world. It was still, and the only sound came from the telegraph
wire droning its wearisome refrain somewhere very high above our heads.

We climbed up on the embankment and from its height looked down upon
the earth. A hundred yards away where the pits, holes, and mounds melted into
the darkness of the night, a dim light was twinkling. Beyond it gleamed another
light, beyond that a third, then a hundred paces away two red eyes glowed side
by side—probably the windows of some hut—and a long series of such lights,
growing continually closer and dimmer, stretched along the line to the very
horizon, then turned in a semicircle to the left and disappeared in the darkness
of the distance. The lights were motionless. There seemed to be something in
common between them and the stillness of the night and the disconsolate song
of the telegraph wire. It seemed as though some weighty secret were buried
under the embankment and only the lights, the night, and the wires knew of it.

“How glorious, O Lord!” sighed Ananyev; “such space and beauty that
one can’t tear oneself away! And what an embankment! It’s not an
embankment, my dear fellow, but a regular Mont Blanc. It’s costing millions...”

Going into ecstasies over the lights and the embankment that was costing
millions, intoxicated by the wine and his sentimental mood, the engineer
slapped Von Schtenberg on the shoulder and went on in a jocose tone: “Well,
Mihail Mihailitch, lost in reveries? No doubt it is pleasant to look at the work
of one’s own hands, eh? Last year this very spot was bare steppe, not a sight of
human life, and now look: life... civilisation... And how splendid it all is, upon
my soul! You and I are building a railway, and after we are gone, in another
century or two, good men will build a factory, a school, a hospital, and things
will begin to move! Eh! “

The student stood motionless with his hands thrust in his pockets, and did
not take his eyes off the lights. He was not listening to the engineer, but was
thinking, and was apparently in the mood in which one does not want to speak
or to listen. After a prolonged silence he turned to me and said quietly: “Do you

know what those endless lights are like? They make me think of something
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long dead, that lived thousands of years ago, something like the camps of the
Amalekites or the Philistines. It is as though some people of the Old Testament
had pitched their camp and were waiting for morning to fight with Saul or
David. All that is wanting to complete the illusion is the blare of trumpets and
sentries calling to one another in some Ethiopian language.”

And, as though of design, the wind fluttered over the line and brought a
sound like the clank of weapons. A silence followed. I don’t know what the
engineer and the student were thinking of, but it seemed to me already that |
actually saw before me something long dead and even heard the sentry talking
in an unknown tongue. My imagination hastened to picture the tents, the
strange people, their clothes, their armour.

“Yes,” muttered the student pensively, “once Philistines and Amalekites
were living in this world, making wars, playing their part, and now no trace of
them remains. So it will be with us. Now we are making a railway, are standing
here philosophizing, but two thousand years will pass—and of this
embankment and of all those men, asleep after their hard work, not one grain of
dust will remain. In reality, it’s awful!”

2

“You must drop those thoughts...” said the engineer gravely and
admonishingly.

“Why?”

“Because... Thoughts like that are for the end of life, not for the beginning
of it. You are too young for them.”

“Why s0?” repeated the student.

“All these thoughts of the transitoriness, the insignificance and the
aimlessness of life, of the inevitability of death, of the shadows of the grave,
and so on, all such lofty thoughts, I tell you, my dear fellow, are good and
natural in old age when they come as the product of years of inner travail, and
are won by suffering and really are intellectual riches; for a youthful brain on

",

the threshold of real life they are simply a calamity! A calamity!” Ananyev
repeated with a wave of his hand. “To my mind it is better at your age to have
no head on your shoulders at all than to think on these lines. I am speaking
seriously, Baron. And I have been meaning to speak to you about it for a long

time, for I noticed from the very first day of our acquaintance your partiality
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for these damnable ideas!”

“Good gracious, why are they damnable?” the student asked with a smile,
and from his voice and his face I could see that he asked the question from
simple politeness, and that the discussion raised by the engineer did not interest
him in the least.

I could hardly keep my eyes open. | was dreaming that immediately after
our walk we should wish each other good-night and go to bed, but my dream
was not quickly realised. When we had returned to the hut the engineer put
away the empty bottles and took out of a large wicker hamper two full ones,
and uncorking them, sat down to his work-table with the evident intention of
going on drinking, talking, and working. Sipping a little from his glass, he
made pencil notes on some plans and went on pointing out to the student that
the latter’s way of thinking was not what it should be. The student sat beside
him checking accounts and saying nothing. He, like me, had no inclination to
speak or to listen. That I might not interfere with their work, I sat away from
the table on the engineer’s crooked-legged travelling bedstead, feeling bored
and expecting every moment that they would suggest I should go to bed. It was
going on for one o’clock.

Having nothing to do, I watched my new acquaintances. I had never seen
Ananyev or the student before. I had only made their acquaintance on the night
I have described. Late in the evening I was returning on horseback from a fair
to the house of a landowner with whom I was staying, had got on the wrong
road in the dark and lost my way. Going round and round by the railway line
and seeing how dark the night was becoming, I thought of the “barefoot
railway roughs,” who lie in wait for travellers on foot and on horseback, was
frightened, and knocked at the first hut I came to. There I was cordially
received by Ananyev and the student. As is usually the case with strangers
casually brought together, we quickly became acquainted, grew friendly and at
first over the tea and afterward over the wine, began to feel as though we had
known each other for years. At the end of an hour or so, I knew who they were
and how fate had brought them from town to the far-away steppe; and they
knew who I was, what my occupation and my way of thinking.

Nikolay Anastasyevitch Ananyev, the engineer, was a broad-shouldered,
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thick-set man, and, judging from his appearance, he had, like Othello, begun
the “descent into the vale of years,” and was growing rather too stout. He was
just at that stage which old match-making women mean when they speak of “a
man in the prime of his age,” that is, he was neither young nor old, was fond of
good fare, good liquor, and praising the past, panted a little as he walked,
snored loudly when he was asleep, and in his manner with those surrounding
him displayed that calm imperturbable good humour which is always acquired
by decent people by the time they have reached the grade of a staff officer and
begun to grow stout. His hair and beard were far from being grey, but already,
with a condescension of which he was unconscious, he addressed young men
as “my dear boy” and felt himself entitled to lecture them good-humouredly
about their way of thinking. His movements and his voice were calm, smooth,
and selfconfident, as they are in a man who is thoroughly well aware that he
has got his feet firmly planted on the right road, that he has definite work, a
secure living, a settled outlook... His sunburnt, thicknosed face and muscular
neck seemed to say: “I am well fed, healthy, satisfied with myself, and the time
will come when you young people too, will be wellfed, healthy, and satisfied
with yourselves...” He was dressed in a cotton shirt with the collar awry and in
full linen trousers thrust into his high boots. From certain trifles, as for instance,
from his coloured worsted girdle, his embroidered collar, and the patch on his
elbow, I was able to guess that he was married and in all probability tenderly
loved by his wife.

Baron Von Schtenberg, a student of the Institute of Transport, was a young
man of about three or four and twenty. Only his fair hair and scanty beard, and,
perhaps, a certain coarseness and frigidity in his features showed traces of his
descent from Barons of the Baltic provinces; everything else—his name,
Mihail Mihailovitch, his religion, his ideas, his manners, and the expression of
his face were purely Russian. Wearing, like Ananyev, a cotton shirt and high
boots, with his round shoulders, his hair left uncut, and his sunburnt face, he
did not look like a student or a Baron, but like an ordinary Russian workman.
His words and gestures were few, he drank reluctantly without relish, checked
the accounts mechanically, and seemed all the while to be thinking of

something else. His movements and voice were calm, and smooth too, but his
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calmness was of a different kind from the engineer’s. His sunburnt, slightly
ironical, dreamy face, his eyes which looked up from under his brows, and his
whole figure were expressive of spiritual stagnation—mental sloth. He looked
as though it did not matter to him in the least whether the light were burning
before him or not, whether the wine were nice or nasty, and whether the
accounts he was checking were correct or not... And on his intelligent, calm
face I read: “I don’t see so far any good in definite work, a secure living, and a
settled outlook. It’s all nonsense. I was in Petersburg, now I am sitting here in
this hut, in the autumn I shall go back to Petersburg, then in the spring here
again... What sense there is in all that I don’t know, and no one knows... And
so it’s no use talking about it...”

He listened to the engineer without interest, with the condescending
indifference with which cadets in the senior classes listen to an effusive and
good-natured old attendant. It seemed as though there were nothing new to him
in what the engineer said, and that if he had not himself been too lazy to talk,
he would have said something newer and cleverer. Meanwhile Ananyev would
not desist. He had by now laid aside his good-humoured, jocose tone and spoke
seriously, even with a fervour which was quite out of keeping with his
expression of calmness. Apparently he had no distaste for abstract subjects, was
fond of them, indeed, but had neither skill nor practice in the handling of them.
And this lack of practice was so pronounced in his talk that I did not always
grasp his meaning at once.

“I hate those ideas with all my heart!” he said, “I was infected by them
myself in my youth, I have not quite got rid of them even now, and I tell
you—perhaps because I am stupid and such thoughts were not the right food
for my mind—they did me nothing but harm. That’s easy to understand!
Thoughts of the aimlessness of life, of the insignificance and transitoriness of
the visible world, Solomon’s ‘vanity of vanities’ have been, and are to this day,
the highest and final stage in the realm of thought. The thinker reaches that
stage and—comes to a halt! There is nowhere further to go. The activity of the
normal brain is completed with this, and that is natural and in the order of
things. Our misfortune is that we begin thinking at that end. What normal

people end with we begin with. From the first start, as soon as the brain begins
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working independently, we mount to the very topmost, final step and refuse to
know anything about the steps below.”

“What harm is there in that?” said the student.

“But you must understand that it’s abnormal,” shouted Ananyev, looking
at him almost wrathfully. “If we find means of mounting to the topmost step
without the help of the lower ones, then the whole long ladder, that is the whole
of life, with its colours, sounds, and thoughts, loses all meaning for us. That at
your age such reflections are harmful and absurd, you can see from every step
of your rational independent life. Let us suppose you sit down this minute to
read Darwin or Shakespeare, you have scarcely read a page before the poison
shows itself; and your long life, and Shakespeare, and Darwin, seem to you
nonsense, absurdity, because you know you will die, that Shakespeare and
Darwin have died too, that their thoughts have not saved them, nor the earth,
nor you, and that if life is deprived of meaning in that way, all science, poetry,
and exalted thoughts seem only useless diversions, the idle playthings of grown
up people; and you leave off reading at the second page. Now, let us suppose
that people come to you as an intelligent man and ask your opinion about war,
for instance: whether it is desirable, whether it is morally justifiable or not. In
answer to that terrible question you merely shrug your shoulders and confine
yourself to some commonplace, because for you, with your way of thinking, it
makes absolutely no difference whether hundreds of thousands of people die a
violent death, or a natural one: the results are the same—ashes and oblivion.
You and I are building a railway line. What’s the use, one may ask, of our
worrying our heads, inventing, rising above the hackneyed thing, feeling for the
workmen, stealing or not stealing, when we know that this railway line will
turn to dust within two thousand years, and so on, and so on... You must admit
that with such a disastrous way of looking at things there can be no progress,
no science, no art, nor even thought itself. We fancy that we are cleverer than
the crowd, and than Shakespeare. In reality our thinking leads to nothing
because we have no inclination to go down to the lower steps and there is
nowhere higher to go, so our brain stands at the freezing point—neither up nor
down; I was in bondage to these ideas for six years, and by all that is holy, |

never read a sensible book all that time, did not gain a ha’porth of wisdom, and
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did not raise my moral standard an inch. Was not that disastrous? Moreover,
besides being corrupted ourselves, we bring poison into the lives of those
surrounding us. It would be all right if, with our pessimism, we renounced life,
went to live in a cave, or made haste to die, but, as it is, in obedience to the
universal law, we live, feel, love women, bring up children, construct
railways !”

“Our thoughts make no one hot or cold,” the student said reluctantly. “Ah!
there you are again! —do stop it! You have not yet had a good sniff at life. But
when you have lived as long as I have you will know a thing or two! Our
theory of life is not so innocent as you suppose. In practical life, in contact with
human beings, it leads to nothing but horrors and follies. It has been my lot to
pass through experiences which I would not wish a wicked Tatar to endure.”

“For instance?” I asked.

“For instance?” repeated the engineer. He thought a minute, smiled and
said: “For instance, take this example. More correctly, it is not an example, but
a regular drama, with a plot and a dénouement. An excellent lesson! Ah, what a
lesson!”

He poured out wine for himself and us, emptied his glass, stroked his
broad chest with his open hands, and went on, addressing himself more to me
than to the student: “It was in the year 187—, soon after the war, and when I
had just left the University. I was going to the Caucasus, and on the way
stopped for five days in the seaside town of N. I must tell you that I was born
and grew up in that town, and so there is nothing odd in my thinking N.
extraordinarily snug, cosy, and beautiful, though for a man from Petersburg or
Moscow, life in it would be as dreary and comfortless as in any Tchuhloma or
Kashira. With melancholy I passed by the high school where I had been a pupil;
with melancholy I walked about the very familiar park, I made a melancholy
attempt to get a nearer look at people I had not seen for a long time—all with
the same melancholy.

“Among other things, I drove out one evening to the so-called Quarantine.
It was a small mangy copse in which, at some forgotten time of plague, there
really had been a quarantine station, and which was now the resort of summer

visitors. It was a drive of three miles from the town along a good soft road. As
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one drove along one saw on the left the blue sea, on the right the unending
gloomy steppe; there was plenty of air to breathe, and wide views for the eyes
to rest on. The copse itself lay on the seashore. Dismissing my cabman, I went
in at the familiar gates and first turned along an avenue leading to a little stone
summer-house which I had been fond of in my childhood. In my opinion that
round, heavy summer-house on its clumsy columns, which combined the
romantic charm of an old tomb with the ungainliness of a Sobakevitch, was the
most poetical nook in the whole town. It stood at the edge above the cliff, and
from it there was a splendid view of the sea.

“I sat down on the seat, and, bending over the parapet, looked down. A
path ran from the summer-house along the steep, almost overhanging cliff,
between the lumps of clay and tussocks of burdock. Where it ended, far below
on the sandy shore, low waves were languidly foaming and softly purring. The
sea was as majestic, as infinite, and as forbidding as seven years before when |
left the high school and went from my native town to the capital; in the
distance there was a dark streak of smoke—a steamer was passing—and except
for this hardly visible and motionless streak and the sea-swallows that flitted
over the water, there was nothing to give life to the monotonous view of sea
and sky. To right and left of the summer-house stretched uneven clay cliffs.

“You know that when a man in a melancholy mood is left téte-a-téte with
the sea, or any landscape which seems to him grandiose, there is always, for
some reason, mixed with melancholy, a conviction that he will live and die in
obscurity, and he reflectively snatches up a pencil and hastens to write his name
on the first thing that comes handy. And that, I suppose, is why all convenient
solitary nooks like my summer-house are always scrawled over in pencil or
carved with penknives. I remember as though it were today; looking at the
parapet | read: ‘Ivan Korolkov, May 16, 1876.” Beside Korolkov some local
dreamer had scribbled freely, adding: ‘He stood on the desolate ocean’s strand,
while his soul was filled with imaginings grand.’

And his handwriting was dreamy, limp like wet silk. An individual called
Kross, probably an insignificant, little man, felt his unimportance so deeply that
he gave full licence to his penknife and carved his name in deep letters an inch

high. I took a pencil out of my pocket mechanically, and I too scribbled on one
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of the columns. All that is irrelevant, however... You must forgive me—I don’t
know how to tell a story briefly.

“I was sad and a little bored. Boredom, the stillness, and the purring of the
sea gradually broughi me to the line of thought we have been discussing. At
that period, towards the end of the seventies, it had begun to be fashionable
with the public, and later, at the beginning of the eighties, it gradually passed
from the general public into literature, science, and politics. I was no more than
twenty-six at the time, but I knew perfectly well that life was aimless and had
no meaning, that everything was a deception and an illusion, that in its essential
nature and results a life of penal servitude in Sahalin was not in any way
different from a life spent in Nice, that the difference between the brain of a
Kant and the brain of a fly was of no real significance, that no one in this world
is righteous or guilty, that everything was stuff and nonsense and damn it all! |
lived as though I were doing a favour to some unseen power which compelled
me to live, and to which I seemed to say: ‘Look, I don’t care a straw for life,
but I am living!’ I thought on one definite line, but in all sorts of keys, and in
that respect I was like the subtle gourmand who could prepare a hundred
appetising dishes from nothing but potatoes. There is no doubt that I was
one-sided and even to some extent narrow, but I fancied at the time that my
intellectual horizon had neither beginning nor end, and that my thought was as
boundless as the sea. Well, as far as I can judge by myself, the philosophy of
which we are speaking has something alluring, narcotic in its nature, like
tobacco or morphia. It becomes a habit, a craving. You take advantage of every
minute of solitude to gloat over thoughts of the aimlessness of life and the
darkness of the grave. While I was sitting in the summer-house, Greek children
with long noses were decorously walking about the avenues. I took advantage
of the occasion and, looking at them, began reflecting in this style: ‘Why are
these children born, and what are they living for? Is there any sort of meaning
in their existence? They grow up, without themselves knowing what for; they
will live in this God-forsaken, comfortless hole for no sort of reason, and then
they will die...”

“And I actually felt vexed with those children because they were walking
about decorously and talking with dignity, as though they did not hold their
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little colourless lives so cheap and knew what they were living for... |
remember that far away at the end of an avenue three feminine figures came into
sight. Three young ladies, one in a pink dress, two in white, were walking
ann-in-arm, talking and laughing. Looking after them, I thought: ‘It wouldn’t be
bad to have an affair with some woman for a couple of days in this dull place.’

“I recalled by the way that it was three weeks since I had visited my
Petersburg lady, and thought that a passing love affair would come in very
appropriately for me just now. The young lady in white in the middle was
rather younger and better looking than her companions, and judging by her
manners and her laugh, she was a high-school girl in an upper form. I looked,
not without impure thoughts, at her bust, and at the same time reflected about
her: ‘she will be trained in music and manners, she will be married to some
Greek—God help us!—will lead a grey, stupid, comfortless life, will bring into
the world a crowd of children without knowing why, and then will die. An
absurd life!”

“I must say that as a rule I was a great hand at combining my lofty ideas
with the lowest prose. Thoughts of the darkness of the grave did not prevent me
from giving busts and legs their full due. Our dear Baron’s exalted ideas do not
prevent him from going on Saturdays to Vukolovka on amatory expeditions. To
tell the honest truth, as far as I remember, my attitude to women was most
insulting. Now, when I think of that high-school girl, I blush for my thoughts
then, but at the time my conscience was perfectly untroubled. I, the son of
honourable parents, a Christian, who had received a superior education, not
naturally wicked or stupid, felt not the slightest uneasiness when I paid women
Blutgeld, as the Germans call it, or when I followed high-school girls with
insulting looks... The trouble is that youth makes its demands, and our
philosophy has nothing in principle against those demands, whether they are
good or whether they are loathsome. One who knows that life is aimless and
death inevitable is not interested in the struggle against nature or the conception
of sin: whether you struggle or whether you don’t, you will die and rot just the
same... Secondly, my friends, our philosophy instils even into very young
people what is called reasonableness. The predominance of reason over the

heart is simply overwhelming amongst us. Direct feeling, inspiration—
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everything is choked by petty analysis. Where there is reasonableness there is
coldness, and cold people—it’s no use to disguise it—know nothing of chastity.
That virtue is only known to those who are warm, affectionate, and capable of
love. Thirdly, our philosophy denies the significance of each individual
personality. It’s easy to see that if I deny the personality of some Natalya
Stepanovna, it’s absolutely nothing to me whether she is insulted or not. To-day
one insults her dignity as a human being and pays her Blutgeld, and next day
thinks no more of her.

“So I sat in the summer-house and watched the young ladies. Another
woman’s figure appeared in the avenue, with fair hair, her head uncovered and
a white knitted shawl on her shoulders. She walked along the avenue, then
came into the summer-house, and taking hold of the parapet, looked
indifferently below and into the distance over the sea. As she came in she paid
no attention to me, as though she did not notice me. I scrutinized her from foot
to head (not from head to foot, as one scrutinizes men) and found that she was
young, not more than five-and-twenty, nice-looking, with a good figure, in all
probability married and belonging to the class of respectable women. She was
dressed as though she were at home, but fashionably and with taste, as ladies
are, as arule, in N.

““This one would do nicely,” I thought, looking at her handsome figure and
her arms; ‘She is all right... She is probably the wife of some doctor or
schoolmaster...”

“But to make up to her—that is, to make her the heroine of one of those
impromptu affairs to which tourists are so prone—was not easy and, indeed,
hardly possible. I felt that as I gazed at her face. The way she looked, and the
expression of her face, suggested that the sea, the smoke in the distance, and
the sky had bored her long, long ago, and wearied her sight. She seemed to be
tired, bored, and thinking about something dreary, and her face had not even
that fussy, affectedly indifferent expression which one sees in the face of
almost every woman when she is conscious of the presence of an unknown
man in her vicinity.

“The fair-haired lady took a bored and passing glance at me, sat down on a
seat and sank into reverie, and from her face | saw that she had no thoughts for

me, and that I, with my Petersburg appearance, did not arouse in her even
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simple curiosity. But yet I made up my mind to speak to her, and asked:
‘Madam, allow me to ask you at what time do the waggonettes go from here to
the town?’

“ ‘At ten or eleven, I believe...””

“I thanked her. She glanced at me once or twice, and suddenly there was a
gleam of curiosity, then of something like wonder on her passionless face... |
made haste to assume an indifferent expression and to fall into a suitable
attitude; she was catching on! She suddenly jumped up from the seat, as though
something had bitten her, and examining me hurriedly, with a gentle smile,
asked timidly: ‘Oh, aren’t you Ananyev?’

““Yes, | am Ananyev,’ | answered.

“ “And don’t you recognise me? No?’

“I was a little confused. I looked intently at her, and—would you believe
it?—I recognized her not from her face nor her figure, but from her gentle,
weary smile. It was Natalya Stepanovna, or, as she was called, Kisotchka, the
very girl I had been head over ears in love with seven or eight years before,
when | was wearing the uniform of a high-school boy. The doings of far,
vanished days, the days of long ago... I remember this Kisotchka, a thin little
high-school girl of fifteen or sixteen, when she was something just for a
schoolboy’s taste, created by nature especially for Platonic love. What a
charming little girl she was! Pale, fragile, light—she looked as though a breath
would send her flying like a feather to the skies—a gentle, perplexed face, little
hands, soft long hair to her belt, a waist as thin as a wasp’s—altogether
something ethereal, transparent like moonlight—in fact, from the point of view
of a high-school boy a peerless beauty... Wasn’t I in love with her! I did not
sleep at night. I wrote verses... Sometimes in the evenings she would sit on a
seat in the park while we schoolboys crowded round her, gazing reverently; in
response to our compliments, our sighing, and attitudinizing, she would shrink
nervously from the evening damp, screw up her eyes, and smile gently, and at
such times she was awfully like a pretty little kitten. As we gazed at her every
one of us had a desire to caress her and stroke her like a cat, hence her
nickname of Kisotchka.

“In the course of the seven or eight years since we had met, Kisotchka had

greatly changed. She had grown more robust and stouter, and had quite lost the
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resemblance to a soft, fluffy kitten. It was not that her features looked old or
faded, but they had somehow lost their brilliance and looked sterner, her hair
seemed shorter, she looked taller, and her shoulders were quite twice as broad,
and what was most striking, there was already in her face the expression of
motherliness and resignation commonly seen in respectable women of her age,
and this, of course, I had never seen in her before... In short, of the school-girlish
and the Platonic her face had kept the gentle smile and nothing more...

“We got into conversation. Learning that I was already an engineer,
Kisotchka was immensely delighted.

“ ‘How good that is!” she said, looking joyfully into my face. ‘Ah, how
good! And how splendid you all are! Of all who left with you, not one has been
a failure—they have all turned out well. One an engineer, another a doctor, a
third a teacher, another, they say, is a celebrated singer in Petersburg... You are
all splendid, all of you... Ah, how good that is!’

“Kisotchka’s eyes shone with genuine goodwill and gladness. She was
admiring me like an elder sister or a former governess. While I looked at her
sweet face and thought, ‘It wouldn’t be bad to get hold of her to-day!’

“ ‘Do you remember, Natalya Stepanovna,” I asked her, ‘how I once
brought you in the park a bouquet with a note in it? You read my note, and such
a look of bewilderment came into your face...’

“ “‘No, I don’t remember that,” she said, laughing. ‘But I remember how
you wanted to challenge Florens to a duel over me...’

“ “‘Well, would you believe it, I don’t remember that...’

“ “Well, that’s all oer and done with...” sighed Kisotchka. ‘At one time I
was your idol, and now it is my turn to look up to all of you...’

“From further conversation I learned that two years after leaving the high
school, Kisotchka had been married to a resident in the town who was half
Greek, half Russian, had a post either in the bank or in the insurance society,
and also carried on a trade in corn. He had a strange surname, something in the
style of Populaki or Skarandopulo... Goodness only knows—I have
forgotten... As a matter of fact, Kisotchka spoke little and with reluctance
about herself. The conversation was only about me. She asked me about the

College of Engineering, about my comrades, about Petersburg, about my plans,
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and everything I said moved her to eager delight and exclamations of, ‘Oh,
how good that is!”

“We went down to the sea and walked over the sands; then when the night
air began to blow chill and damp from the sea we climbed up again. All the
while our talk was of me and of the past. We walked about until the reflection
of the sunset had died away from the windows of the summer villas.

“ “Come in and have some tea,” Kisotchka suggested. ¢ the samovar must
have been on the table long ago... I am alone at home,’ she said, as her villa
came into sight through the green of the acacias. ‘My husband is always in the
town and only comes home at night, and not always then, and I must own that I
am so dull that it’s simply deadly.’

“I followed her in, admiring her back and shoulders. I was glad that she
was married. Married women are better material for temporary love affairs than
girls. I was also pleased that her husband was not at home. At the same time |
felt that the affair would not come off...

“We went into the house. The rooms were smallish and had low ceilings,
and the furniture was typical of the summer villa (Russians like having at their
summer villas uncomfortable heavy, dingy furniture which they are sorry to
throw away and have nowhere to put), but from certain details I could observe
that Kisotchka and her husband were not badly off, and must be spending five
or six thousand roubles a year. [ remember that in the middle of the room which
Kisotchka called the dining-room there was a round table, supported for some
reason on six legs, and on it a samovar and cups. At the edge of the table lay an
open book, a pencil, and an exercise book. I glanced at the book and
recognized it as ‘Malinin and Burenin’s Arithmetical Examples.’ It was open,
as [ now remember, at the ‘Rules of Compound Interest.’

“ ‘To whom are you giving lessons?’ I asked Kisotchka.

“ ‘Nobody,” she answered. ‘I am just doing some...I have nothing to do,
and am so bored that I think of the old days and do sums.’

“ ‘Have you any children?’

“ ‘I had a baby boy, but he only lived a week.’

“We began drinking tea. Admiring me, Kisotchka said again how good it

was that [ was an engineer, and how glad she was of my success. And the more



"L,\'.

Lomo%

she talked and the more genuinely she smiled, the stronger was my conviction
that I should go away without having gained my object. I was a connoisseur in
love affairs in those days, and could accurately gauge my chances of success.
You can boldly reckon on success if you are tracking down a fool or a woman
as much on the look out for new experiences and sensations as yourself, or an
adventuress to whom you are a stranger. If you come across a sensible and
serious woman, whose face has an expression of weary submission and
goodwill, who is genuinely delighted at your presence, and, above all, respects
you, you may as well turn back. To succeed in that case needs longer than one
day.

“And by evening light Kisotchka seemed even more charming than by day.
She attracted me more and more, and apparently she liked me too, and the
surroundings were most appropriate: the husband not at home, no servants
visible, stillness around Though I had little confidence in success, I made up
my mind to begin the attack anyway. First of all it was necessary to get into a
familiar tone and to change Kisotchka’s lyrically earnest mood into a more
frivolous one.

“ ‘Let us change the conversation, Natalya Stepanovna,’ | began. ‘Let us
talk of something amusing. First of all, allow me, for the sake of old times, to
call you Kisotchka.’

“She allowed me.

“ ‘Tell me, please, Kisotchka,” I went on, ‘what is the matter with all the
fair sex here. What has happened to them? In old days they were all so moral
and virtuous, and now, upon my word, if one asks about anyone, one is told
such things that one is quite shocked at human nature... One young lady has
eloped with an officer; another has run away and carried off a high-school boy
with her; another—a married woman—has run away from her husband with an
actor; a fourth has left her husband and gone off with an officer, and so on and
so on. It’s a regular epidemic! If it goes on like this there won’t be a girl or a
young woman left in your town!’

“I spoke in a vulgar, playful tone. If Kisotchka had laughed in response I
should have gone on in this style: “You had better look out, Kisotchka, or some

officer or actor will be carrying you off!” She would have dropped her eyes and
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said: ‘As though anyone would care to carry me off; there are plenty younger
and better looking...” And I should have said: ‘Nonsense, Kisotchka—I for one
should be delighted!” And so on in that style, and it would all have gone
swimmingly. But Kisotchka did not laugh in response; on the contrary, she
looked grave and sighed.

“ “All you have been told is true,” she said. ‘My cousin Sonya ran away
from her husband with an actor. Of course, it is wrong... Everyone ought to
bear the lot that fate has laid on him, but I do not condemn them or blame
them... Circumstances are sometimes too strong for anyone!’

“ ‘that is so, Kisotchka, but what circumstances can produce a regular
epidemic?’

“ “It’s very simple and easy to understand,’ replied Kisotchka, raising her
eyebrows. ‘there is absolutely nothing for us educated girls and women to do
with ourselves. Not everyone is able to go to the University, to become a
teacher, to live for ideas, in fact, as men do. They have to be married... And
whom would you have them marry? You boys leave the high-school and go
away to the University, never to return to your native town again, and you
marry in Petersburg or Moscow, while the girls remain... To whom are they to
be married? Why, in the absence of decent cultured men, goodness knows what
sort of men they marry—stockbrokers and such people of all kinds, who can do
nothing but drink and get into rows at the club... A girl married like that, at
random... And what is her life like afterwards? You can understand: a
well-educated, cultured woman is living with a stupid, boorish man; if she
meets a cultivated man, an officer, an actor, or a doctor—well, she gets to love
him, her life becomes unbearable to her, and she runs away from her husband.
And one can’t condemn her!’

“ “If that is so, Kisotchka, why get married?’ I asked.

“ “Yes, of course,” said Kisotchka with a sigh, ‘but you know every girl
fancies that any husband is better than nothing... Altogether life is horrid here,
Nikolay Anastasyevitch, very horrid! Life is stifling for a girl and stifling when
one is married... Here they laugh at Sonya for having run away from her
husband, but if they could see into her soul they would not laugh...”

Azorka began barking outside again. He growled angrily at some one, then
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howled miserably and dashed with all his force against the wall of the hut...
Ananyev’s face was puckered with pity; he broke off his story and went out.
For two minutes he could be heard outside comforting his dog. “Good dog!
poor dog!”

“Our Nikolay Anastasyevitch is fond of talking,” said Von Schtenberg,
laughing. “He is a good fellow,” he added after a brief silence.

Returning to the hut, the engineer filled up our glasses and, smiling and
stroking his chest, went on: “And so my attack was unsuccessful. There was
nothing for it, I put off my unclean thoughts to a more favourable occasion,
resigned myself to my failure and, as the saying is, waved my hand. What is
more, under the influence of Kisotchka’s voice, the evening air, and the
stillness, I gradually myself fell into a quiet sentimental mood. I remember I sat
in an easy chair by the wide-open window and glanced at the trees and
darkened sky. The outlines of the acacias and the lime trees were just the same
as they had been eight years before; just as then, in the days of my childhood,
somewhere far away there was the tinkling of a wretched piano, and the public
had just the same habit of sauntering to and fro along the avenues, but the
people were not the same. Along the avenues there walked now not my
comrades and I and the object of my adoration, but schoolboys and young
ladies who were strangers. And I felt melancholy. When to my inquiries about
acquaintances I five times received from Kisotchka the answer, ‘He is dead,’
my melancholy changed into the feeling one has at the funeral service of a
good man. And sitting there at the window, looking at the promenading public
and listening to the tinkling piano, I saw with my own eyes for the first time in
my life with what eagerness one generation hastens to replace another, and
what a momentous significance even some seven or eight years may have in a
man’s life!

“Kisotchka put a bottle of red wine on the table. I drank it off, grew
sentimental, and began telling a long story about something or other. Kisotchka
listened as before, admiring me and my cleverness. And time passed. The sky
was by now so dark that the outlines of the acacias and lime trees melted into
one, the public was no longer walking up and down the avenues, the piano was

silent and the only sound was the even murmur of the sea.
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“Young people are all alike. Be friendly to a young man, make much of
him, regale him with wine, let him understand that he is attractive and he will
sit on and on, forget that it is time to go, and talk and talk and talk... His hosts
cannot keep their eyes open, it’s past their bedtime, and he still stays and talks.
That was what I did. Once I chanced to look at the clock; it was half-past ten. I
began saying good-bye.

“ ‘Have another glass before your walk,’ said Kisotchka.

“I took another glass, again I began talking at length, forgot it was time to
g0, and sat down. Then there came the sound of men’s voices, footsteps and the
clank of spurs.

“ ‘I think my husband has come in...” said Kisotchka listening.

“The door creaked, two voices came now from the passage and I saw two
men pass the door that led into the dining-room: one a stout, solid, dark man
with a hooked nose, wearing a straw hat, and the other a young officer in a
white tunic. As they passed the door they both glanced casually and
indifferently at Kisotchka and me, and I fancied both of them were drunk.

“ ‘She told you a lie then, and you believed her!” we heard a loud voice
with a marked nasal twang say a minute later. ‘to begin with, it wasn’t at the
big club but at the little one.’

b

“ “You are angry, Jupiter, so you are wrong...” said another voice,
obviously the officer’s, laughing and coughing. ‘I say, can I stay the night? Tell
me honestly, shall I be in your way?’

“ “What a question! Not only you can, but you must. What will you have,
beer or wine?’

“They were sitting two rooms away from us, talking loudly, and
apparently feeling no interest in Kisotchka or her visitor. A perceptible change
came over Kisotchka on her husband’s arrival. At first she flushed red, then her
face wore a timid, guilty expression; she seemed to be troubled by some
anxiety, and I began to fancy that she was ashamed to show me her husband
and wanted me to go.

“I began taking leave. Kisotchka saw me to the front door. I remember
well her gentle mournful smile and kind patient eyes as she pressed my hand

and said: ‘Most likely we shall never see each other again. Well, God give you
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every blessing. Thank you!”

“Not one sigh, not one fine phrase. As she said good-bye she was holding
the candle in her hand; patches of light danced over her face and neck, as
though chasing her mournful smile. I pictured to myself the old Kisotchka
whom one used to want to stroke like a cat, I looked intently at the present
Kisotchka, and for some reason recalled her words: ‘Everyone ought to bear
the lot that fate has laid on him.” And I had a pang at my heart. I instinctively
guessed how it was, and my conscience whispered to me that I, in my
happiness and indifference, was face to face with a good, warm-hearted, loving
creature, who was broken by suffering.

“I said good-bye and went to the gate. By now it was quite dark. In the
south the evenings draw in early in July and it gets dark rapidly. Towards ten
o’clock it is so dark that you can’t see an inch before your nose. I lighted a
couple of dozen matches before, almost groping, I found my way to the gate.

“ ‘Cab!” I shouted, going out of the gate; not a sound, not a sigh in
answer...‘Cab,’ | repeated, ‘hey, Cab!’

“But there was no cab of any description. The silence of the grave. I could
hear nothing but the murmur of the drowsy sea and the beating of my heart
from the wine. Lifting my eyes to the sky I found not a single star. It was dark
and sullen. Evidently the sky was covered with clouds. For some reason I
shrugged my shoulders, smiling foolishly, and once more, not quite so
resolutely, shouted for a cab.

“The echo answered me. A walk of three miles across open country and in
the pitch dark was not an agreeable prospect. Before making up my mind to
walk, I spent a long time deliberating and shouting for a cab; then, shrugging
my shoulders, I walked lazily back to the copse, with no definite object in my
mind. It was dreadfully dark in the copse. Here and there between the trees the
windows of the summer villas glowed a dull red. A raven, disturbed by my
steps and the matches with which I lighted my way to the summer-house, flew
from tree to tree and rustled among the leaves. I felt vexed and ashamed, and
the raven seemed to understand this, and croaked ‘krrra!’ I was vexed that I had
to walk, and ashamed that | had stayed on at Kisotchka’s, chatting like a boy.

“I made my way to the summer-house, felt for the seat and sat down. Far
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below me, behind a veil of thick darkness, the sea kept up a low angry growl. I
remember that, as though I were blind, I could see neither sky nor sea, nor even
the summer-house in which I was sitting. And it seemed to me as though the
whole world consisted only of the thoughts that were straying through my head,
dizzy from the wine, and of an unseen power murmuring monotonously
somewhere below. And afterwards, as I sank into a doze, it began to seem that
it was not the sea murmuring, but my thoughts, and that the whole world
consisted of nothing but me. And concentrating the whole world in myself in
this way, I. thought no more of cabs, of the town, and of Kisotchka, and
abandoned myself to the sensation I was so fond of: that is, the sensation of
fearful isolation when you feel that in the whole universe, dark and formless,
you alone exist. It is a proud, demoniac sensation, only possible to Russians
whose thoughts and sensations are as large, boundless, and gloomy as their
plains, their forests, and their snow. If I had been an artist I should certainly
have depicted the expression of a Russian’s face when he sits motionless and,
with his legs under him and his head clasped in his hands, abandons himself to
this sensation... And together with this sensation come thoughts of the
aimlessness of life, of death, and of the darkness of the grave... The thoughts
are not worth a brass farthing, but the expression of face must be fine...

“While I was sitting and dozing, unable to bring myself to get up—I was
warm and comfortable—all at once, against the even monotonous murmur of
the sea, as though upon a canvas, sounds began to grow distinct which drew my
attention from myself... Someone was coming hurriedly along the avenue.
Reaching the summer-house this someone stopped, gave a sob like a little girl,
and said in the voice of a weeping child: ‘My God, when will it all end!
Merciful Heavens!’

“Judging from the voice and the weeping I took it to be a little girl of ten
or twelve. She walked irresolutely into the summer-house, sat down, and began
half-praying, half-complaining aloud...

“ ‘Merciful God!” she said, crying, ‘it’s unbearable. It’s beyond all
endurance! I suffer in silence, but I want to live too... Oh, my God! My God!’
“And so on in the same style.

“I wanted to look at the child and speak to her. So as not to frighten her I
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first gave a loud sigh and coughed, then cautiously struck a match... There was
a flash of bright light in the darkness, which lighted up the weeping figure. It
was Kisotchka!”

“Marvels upon marvels!” said Von Schtenberg with a sigh. “Black night,
the murmur of the sea; she in grief, he with a sensation of world—solitude...
It’s too much of a good thing... You only want Circassians with daggers to
complete it.”

“I am not telling you a tale, but fact.”

“Well, even if it is a fact... it all proves nothing, and there is nothing new
init...”

“Wait a little before you find fault! Let me finish,” said Ananyev, waving
his hand with vexation; “don’t interfere, please! I am not telling you, but the
doctor... Well,” he went on, addressing me and glancing askance at the student
who bent over his books and seemed very well satisfied at having gibed at the
engineer—" well, Kisotchka was not surprised or frightened at seeing me. It
seemed as though she had known beforehand that she would find me in the
summer-house. She was breathing in gasps and trembling all over as though in
a fever, while her tear-stained face, so far as I could distinguish it as I struck
match after match, was not the intelligent, submissive weary face I had seen
before, but something different, which I cannot understand to this day. It did
not express pain, nor anxiety, nor misery—nothing of what was expressed by
her words and her tears... I must own that, probably because I did not
understand it, it looked to me senseless and as though she were drunk.

“ ‘I can’t bear it,” muttered Kisotchka in the voice of a crying child. ‘It’s
too much for me, Nikolay Anastasyitch. Forgive me, Nikolav Anastasyitch. I
can’t go on living like this... I am going to the town to my mother’s... Take me
there... Take me there, for God’s sake!’

“In the presence of tears I can neither speak nor be silent. I was flustered
and muttered some nonsense, trying to comfort her.

“ “No, no; I will go to my mother’s,” said Kisotchka resolutely, getting up
and clutching my arm convulsively (her hands and her sleeves were wet with

tears). ‘Forgive me, Nikolay Anastasyitch, I am going... I can bear no more...’

Gy

“ ‘Kisotchka, but there isn’t a single cab,’ I said. ‘How can you go?’
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“ “‘No matter, I’ll walk... It’s not far. I can’t bear it...’

“I was embarrassed, but not touched. Kisotchka’s tears, her trembling, and
the blank expression of her face suggested to me a trivial, French or Little
Russian melodrama, in which every ounce of cheap shallow feeling is washed
down with pints of tears. I didn’t understand her, and knew I did not understand
her; I ought to have been silent, but for some reason, most likely for fear my
silence might be taken for stupidity, I thought fit to try to persuade her not to go
to her mother’s, but to stay at home. When people cry, they don’t like their
tears to be seen. And I lighted match after match and went on striking till the
box was empty. What I wanted with this ungenerous illumination, I can’t
conceive to this day. Cold-hearted people are apt to be awkward, and even
stupid.

“In the end Kisotchka took my arm and we set off. Going out of the ate,
we turned to the right and sauntered slowly along the soft dusty road. It was
dark. As my eyes grew gradually accustomed to the darkness, I began to
distinguish the silhouettes of the old gaunt oaks and lime trees which bordered
the road. The jagged, precipitous cliffs, intersected here and there by deep,
narrow ravines and creeks, soon showed indistinctly, a black streak on the right.
Low bushes nestled by the hollows, looking like sitting figures. It was uncanny.
I looked sideways suspiciously at the cliffs, and the murmur of the sea and the
stillness of the country alarmed my imagination. Kisotchka did not speak. She
was still trembling, and before she had gone half a mile she was exhausted with
walking and was out of breath. I too was silent.

“Three-quarters of a mile from the Quarantine Station there was a deserted
building of four storeys, with a very high chimney in which there had once
been a steam flour mill. It stood solitary on the cliff, and by day it could be
seen for a long distance, both by sea and by land. Because it was deserted and
no one lived in it, and because there was an echo in it which distinctly repeated
the steps and voices of passers-by, it seemed mysterious. Picture me in the dark
night arm-in-arm with a woman who was running away from her husband near
this tall long monster which repeated the sound of every step I took and stared
at me fixedly with its hundred black windows. A normal young man would

have been moved to romantic feelings in such surroundings, but I looked at the



dark windows and thought: ‘All this is very impressive, but time will come
when of that building and of Kisntchka and her troubles and of me with my
thoughts, not one grainof dust will remain... All is nonsense and vanity...’

“When we reached the flour mill Kisotchka suddenly stopped, took her
arm out of mine, and said, no longer in a childish voice, but in her own:
‘Nikolay Anastasvitch, I know all this seems strange to you. But I am terribly
unhappy! And you cannot even imagine how unhappy! It’s impossible to
imagine it! I don’t tell you about it because one can’t talk about it... Such a life,
such a life!...’

“Kisotchka did not finish. She clenched her teeth and moaned as though
she were doing her utmost not to scream with pain.

“ ‘Such a life!” she repeated with horror, with the cadence and the southern,
rather Ukrainian accent which particularly in women gives to emotional speech
the effect of singing. ‘It is a life! Ah, my God, my God! what does it mean? Oh,
my God, my God!”

“As though trying to solve the riddle of her fate, she shrugged her
shoulders in perplexity, shook her head, and clasped her hands. She spoke as
though she were singing, moved gracefully, and reminded me of a celebrated
Little Russian actress.

“ ‘Great God, it is as though I were in a pit,” she went on. ‘If one could
live for one minute in happiness as other people live! Oh, my God, my God! I
have cone to such disgrace that before a stranger I am running away from my
husband by night, like some disreputable creature! Can I expect anything good
after that?’

“As I admired her movements and her voice, I began to feel annoyed that
she was not on good terms with her husband. ‘It would be nice to have got on
into relations with her!” flitted through my mind; and this pitiless thought
stayed in my brain, haunted me all the way and grew more and more alluring.

“About a mile from the flour mill we had to turn to the left by the cemetery.
At the turning by the comer of the cemetery there stood a stone windmill, and
by it a little hut in which the miller lived. We passed the mill and the hut,
turned to the left and reached the gates of the cemetery. There Kisotchka
stopped and said: ‘I am going back, Nikolay Anastasyitch! You go home, and
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God bless you, but [ am going back. I am not frightened.’

“ “Well, what next!’ I said, disconcerted. ‘If you are going, you had better go!’

“ ‘I have been too hasty... It was all about nothing that mattered. You and
your talk took me back to the past and put all sort of ideas into my head... I was
sad and wanted to cry, and my husband said rude things to me before that
officer, and I could not bear it... And what’s the good of my going to the town
to my mother’s? Will that make me any happier? I must go back... But never
mind... let us go on,” said Kisotchka, and she laughed. ‘It makes no
difference!’

“I remembered that over the gate of the cemetery there was an inscription:
‘the hour will come wherein all they that lie in the grave will hear the voice of
the Son of God.” I knew very well that sooner of later I and Kisotchka and her
husband and the officer in the white tunic would lie under the dark trees in the
churchyard; I knew that an unhappy and insulted fellow-creature was walking
beside me. All this I recognized distinctly, but at the same time I was troubled
by an oppressive and unpleasant dread that Kisotchka would turn back, and that
I should not manage to say to her what had to be said. Never at any other time
in my life have thoughts of a higher order been so closely interwoven with the
basest animal prose as on that night... It was horrible!

“Not far from the cemetery we found a cab. When we reached the High
Street, where Kisotchka’s mother lived, we dismissed the cab and walked along
the pavement. Kisotchka was silent all the while, while I looked at her, and I
raged at myselt; ‘Why don’t you begin? Now’s the time!” About twenty paces
from the hotel where I was staying, Kisotchka stopped by the lamp-post and
burst into tears.

“ “‘Nikolay Anastasyitch!’ she said, crying and laughing and looking at me
with wet shining eyes, ‘I shall never forget your sympathy... How good you
are! All of you are so splendid—all of you! Honest, great-hearted, kind, clever...
Ah, how good that is!’

“She saw in me a highly educated man, advanced in every sense of the
word, and on her tear-stained laughing face, together with the emotion and
enthusiasm aroused by my personality, there was clearly written regret that she

so rarely saw such people, and that God had not vouchsafed her the bliss of



being the wife of one of them. She muttered, ‘Ah, how splendid it is!” The
childish gladness on her face, the tears, the gentle smile, the soft hair, which
had escaped from under the kerchief, and the kerchief itselt thrown carelessly
over her head, in the light of the street lamp reminded me of the old Kisotchka
whom one had wanted to stroke like a kitten.

“I could not restrain myself, and began stroking her hair, her shoulders,
and her hands.

“ ‘Kisotchka, what do you want?’ I muttered. ‘I’ll go to the ends of the
earth with you if you like! I will take you out of this hole and give you
happiness. I love you...Let us go, my sweet? Yes? Will you?’

“Kisotchka’s face was flooded with bewilderment. She stepped back from
the street lamp and, completely overwhelmed, gazed at me with wide-open
eyes. I gripped her by the arm, began showering kisses on her face, her neck,
her shoulders, and went on making vows and promises. In love affairs vows
and promises are almost a physiological necessity. There’s no getting on
without them. Sometimes you know you are lying and that promises are not
necessary, but still you vow and protest. Kisotchka, utterly overwhelmed, kept
staggering back and gazing at me with round eyes.

“ ‘Please don’t! Please don’t!” she muttered, holding me off with her
hands.

“I clasped her tightly in my arms. All at once she broke into hysterical
tears. And her face had the same senseless blank expression that I had seen in
the summer-house when I lighted the matches. Without asking her consent,
preventing her from speaking, I dragged her forcibly towards my hotel. She
seemed almost swooning and did not walk, but I took her under the arms and
almost carried her... I remember, as we were going up the stairs, some man with
a red band in his cap looked wonderingly at me and bowed to Kisotchka...”

Ananvev flushed crimson and paused. He walked up and down near the
table in silence, scratched the back of his head with an air of vexation, and
several times shrugged his shoulders and twitched his shoulder-blades, while a
shiver ran down his huge back. The memory was painful and made him
ashamed, and he was struggling with himself.

“It’s horrible!” he said, draining a glass of wine and shaking his head. “I
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am told that in every introductory lecture on women’s diseases the medical
students are admonished to remember that each one of them has a mother, a
sister, a fiancée, before undressing and examining a female patient... That
advice would be very good not only for medical students but for everyone who
in one way or another has to deal with a woman’s life. Now that I have a wife
and a little daughter, oh, how well I understand that advice! How I understand
it, my God! You may as well hear the rest, though... As soon as she had become
my mistress, Kisotchka’s view of the position was very different from mine.
First of all she felt for me a deep and passionate love. What was for me an
ordinary amatory episode was for her an absolute revolution in her life. |
remember, it seemed to me that she had gone out of her mind. Happy for the
first time in her life, looking five years younger, with an inspired enthusiastic
face, not knowing what to do with herself for happiness, she laughed and cried
and never ceased dreaming aloud how next day we would set off for the
Caucasus, then in the autumn to Petersburg; how we would live afterwards.

“ ‘Don’t worry yourself about my husband,’ she said to reassure me. ‘He is
bound to give me a divorce. Everyone in the town knows that he is living with
the elder Kostovitch. We will get a divorce and be married.’

“When women love they become acclimatized and at home with people
very quickly, like cats. Kisotehka had only spent an hour and a half in my room
when she already felt as though she were at home and was ready to treat my
property as though it were her own. She packed my things in my portmanteau,
scolded me for not hanging my new expensive overcoat on a peg instead of
flinging it on a chair, and so on.

“I looked at her, listened, and felt weariness and vexation. I was conscious
of a slight twinge of horror at the thought that a respectable, honest, and
unhappy woman had so easily, after some three or four hours, succumbed to the
first man she met. As a respectable man, you see, I didn’t like it. Then, too, I
was unpleasantly impressed by the fact that women of Kisotchka’s sort, not
deep or serious, are too much in love with life, and exalt what is in reality such
a trifle as love for a man to the level of bliss, misery, a complete revolution in
life... Moreover, now that [ was satisfied, | was vexed with myself for having

been so stupid as to get entangled with a woman whom I should have to



deceive. And in spite of my disorderly life I must observe that I could not bear
telling lies.

“I remember that Kisotchka sat down at my feet, laid her head on my
knees, and, looking at me with shining, loving eyes, asked: ‘Kolya, do you love
me? Very, very much?’

“And she laughed with happiness... This struck me as sentimental, affected,
and not clever; and meanwhile I was already inclined to look for ‘depth of
thought’ before everything.

“ ‘Kisotchka, you had better go home,’ I said, or else your people will be
sure to miss you and will be looking for you all over the town; and it would be
awkward for you to go to your mother in the morning.’

“Kisotchka agreed. At parting we arranged to meet at midday next
morning in the park, and the day after to set off together to Pyatigorsk. I went
into the street to see her home, and I remember that I caressed her with genuine
tenderness on the way. There was a minute when I felt unbearably sorry for her,
for trusting me so implicitly, and I made up my mind that I would really take
her to Pyatigorsk, but remembering that I had only six hundred roubles in my
portmanteau, and that it would be far more difficult to break it off with her in
the autumn than now, I made haste to suppress my compassion.

“We reached the house where Kisotchka’s mother lived. I pulled at the bell.
When footsteps were heard at the other side of the door Kisotchka suddenly
looked grave, glanced upwards to the sky, made the sign of the Cross over me
several times and, clutching my hand, pressed it to her lips.

“ “Till to-morrow,” she said, and disappeared into the house.

“I crossed to the opposite pavement and from there looked at the house. At
first the windows were in darkness, then in one of the windows there was the
glimmer of the faint bluish flame of a newly lighted candle; the flame grew,
gave more light, and I saw shadows moving about the rooms together with it.

“ ‘They did not expect her,’ I thought.

“Returning to my hotel room I undressed, drank off a glass of red wine, ate
some fresh caviare which I had bought that day in the bazaar, went to bed in a
leisurely way, and slept the sound, untroubled sleep of a tourist.

“In the morning I woke up with a headache and in a bad humour
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Something worried me.

“ ‘What’s the matter?’ I asked myself, trying to explain my uneasiness.
‘What’s upsetting me?’

“And I put down my uneasiness to the dread that Kisotchka might turn up
any minute and prevent my going away, and that I should have to tell lies and
act a part before her. I hurriedly dressed, packed my things, and left the hotel,
giving instructions to the porter to take my luggage to the station for the seven
o’clock train in the evening. I spent the whole day with a doctor friend and left
the town that evening. As you see, my philosophy did not prevent me from
taking to my heels in a mean and treacherous flight...

“All the while that I was at my friend’s, and afterwards driving to the
station, I was tormented by anxiety. I fancied that I was afraid of meeting with
Kisotchka and a scene. In the station I purposely remained in the toilet room till
the second bell rang, and while I was making nay way to my compartment, I
was oppressed by a feeling as though I were covered all over with stolen things.
With what impatience and terror [ waited for the third bell!

“At last the third bell that brought my deliverance rang at last, the train
moved; we passed the prison, the barracks, came out into the open country, and
yet, to my surprise, the feeling of uneasiness still persisted, and still I felt like a
thief passionately longing to escape. It was queer. To distract my mind and
calm myself I looked out of the window. The train ran along the coast. The sea
was smooth, and the turquoise sky, almost half covered with the tender, golden
crimson light of sunset, was gaily and serenely mirrored in it. Here and there
fishing boats and rafts made black patches on its surface. The town, as clean
and beautiful as a toy, stood on the high cliff, and was already shrouded in the
mist of evening. The golden domes of its churches, the windows and the
greenery reflected the setting sun, glowing and melting like shimmering
gold...The scent of the fields mingled with the soft damp air from the sea.

“The train flew rapidly along. I heard the laughter of passengers and
guards. Everyone was good-humoured and light-hearted, yet my unaccountable
uneasiness grew greater and greater... I looked at the white mist that covered
the town and I imagined how a woman with a senseless blank face was

hurrying up and down in that mist by the churches and the houses, looking for
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me and moaning, ‘Oh, my God! Oh, my God!” in the voice of a little girl or the
cadences of a Little Russian actress. I recalled her grave face and big anxious
eyes as she made the sign of the Cross over me, as though I belonged to her,
and mechanically I looked at the hand which she had kissed the day before.

““‘Surely I am not in love?’ I asked myself, scratching my hand.

“Only as night came on when the passengers were asleep and I was left
téte-a-t€te with my conscience, I began to understand what I had not been able
to grasp before. In the twilight of the railway carriage the image of Kisotchka
rose before me, haunted me and I recognized clearly that I had committed a
crime as bad as murder. My conscience tormented me. To stifle this unbearable
feeling, 1 assured myself that everything was nonsense and vanity, that
Kisotchka and I would die and decay, that her grief was nothing in comparison
with death, and so on and so on... and that if you come to that, there is no such
thing as freewill, and that therefore I was not to blame. But all these arguments
only irritated me and were extraordinarily quickly crowded out by other
thoughts. There was a miserable feeling in the hand that Kisotchka had
kissed... I kept lying down and getting up again, drank vodka at the stations,
forced myself to eat bread and butter, fell to assuring myself again that life had
no meaning, but nothing was of any use. A strange and if you like absurd
ferment was going on in my brain. The most incongruous ideas crowded one
after another in disorder, getting more and more tangled, thwarting each other,
and I, the thinker, ‘with my brow bent on the earth,” could make out nothing
and could not find my bearings in this mass of essential and non-essential ideas.
It appeared that I, the thinker, had not mastered the technique of thinking, and
that I was no more capable of managing my own brain than mending a watch.
For the first time in my life I was really thinking eagerly and intensely, and that
seemed to me so monstrous that I said to myself: ‘I am going off my head.” A
man whose brain does not work at all times, but only at painful moments, is
often haunted by the thought of madness.

“I spent a day and a night in this misery, then a second night, and learning
from experience how little my philosophy was to me, I came to my senses and
realised at last what sort of a creature I was. I saw that my ideas were not worth

a brass farthing, and that before meeting Kisotchka I had not begun to think
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and had not even a conception of what thinking in earnest meant; now through
suffering I realised that I had neither convictions nor a definite moral standard,
nor heart, nor reason; my whole intellectual and moral wealth consisted of
specialist knowledge, fragments, useless memories, other people’s ideas—and
nothing else; and my mental processes were as lacking in complexity, as
useless and as rudimentary as a Yakut’s... If | had disliked lying, had not stolen,
had not murdered, and, in fact, made obviously gross mistakes, that was not
owing to my convictions—I had none, but because I was in bondage, hand and
foot, to my nurse’s fairy tales and to copy-book morals, which had entered into
my flesh and blood and without my noticing it guided me in life, though I
looked on them as absurd...

“I realised that I was not a thinker, not a philosopher, but simply a
dilettante. God had given me a strong healthy Russian brain with promise of
talent. And, only fancy, here was that brain at twenty-six, undisciplined,
completely free from principles, not weighed down by any stores of knowledge,
but only lightly sprinkled with information of a sort in the engineering line; it
was young and had a physiological craving for exercise, it was on the look-out
for it, when all at once quite casually the fine juicy idea of the aimlessness of
life and the darkness beyond the tomb descends upon it. It greedily sucks it in,
puts its whole outlook at its disposal and begins playing with it, like a cat with
a mouse. There is neither learning nor system in the brain, but that does not
matter. It deals with the great ideas with its own innate powers, like a
self-educated man, and before a month has passed the owner of the brain can
turn a potato into a hundred dainty dishes, and fancies himself a philosopher...

“Our generation has carried this dilettantism, this playing with serious
ideas into science, into literature, into politics, and into everything which it is
not too lazy to go into, and with its dilettantism has introduced, too, its
coldness, its boredom, and its one-sidedness and, as it seems to me, it has
already succeeded in developing in the masses a new hitherto non-existent
attitude to serious ideas.

“I realised and appreciated my abnormality and utter ignorance, thanks to
a misfortune. My normal thinking, so it seems to me now, dates from the day

when [ began again from the A, B, C, when my conscience sent me flying back



"L,\'.

Lomo%

to N., when with no philosophical subleties I repented, besought Kisotchka’s
forgiveness like a naughty boy and wept with her...”

Ananyev briefly described his last interview with Kisotchka.

“H’m...” the student filtered through his teeth when the engineer had
finished. “That’s the sort of thing that happens.”

His face still expressed mental inertia, and apparently Ananyev’s story had
not touched him in the least. Only when the engineer after a moment’s pause,
began expounding his view again and repeating what he had said at first, the
student frowned irritably, got up from the table and walked away to his bed. He
made his bed and began undressing.

“You look as though you have really convinced some one this time,” he
said irritably.

“Me convince anybody!” said the engineer. “My dear soul, do you suppose
I claim to do that? God bless you! To convince you is impossible. You can
reach conviction only by way of personal experience and suffering!”

“And then—it’s queer logic!” grumbled the student as he put on his
nightshirt. “The ideas which you so dislike, which are so ruinous for the young
are, according to you, the normal thing for the old; it’s as though it were a
question of grey hairs... Where do the old get this privilege? What is it based
upon? If these ideas are poison, they are equally poisonous for all?”

"’

“Oh, no, my dear soul, don’t say so!” said the engineer with a sly wink.
“Don’t say so. In the first place, old men are not dilettanti. Their pessimism
comes to them not casually from outside, but from the depths of their own
brains, and only after they have exhaustively studied the Hegels and Kants of
all sorts, have suffered, have made no end of mistakes, in fact—when they
have climbed the whole ladder from bottom to top. Their pessimism has both
personal experience and sound philosophic training behind it. Secondly, the
pessimism of old thinkers does not take the form of idle talk, as it does with
you and me, but of Weltschmerz, of suffering; it rests in them on a Christian
foundation because it is derived from love for humanity and from thoughts
about humanity, and is entirely free from the egoism which is noticeable in
dilettanti. You despise life because its meaning and its object are hidden just

from you, and you are only afraid of your own death, while the real thinker is
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unhappy because the truth is hidden from all and he is afraid for all men. For
instance, there is living not far from here the Crown forester, Ivan Alexandritch.
He is a nice old man. At one time he was a teacher somewhere, and used to
write something; the devil only knows what he was, but anyway he is a
remarkably clever fellow and in philosophy he is A1l. He has read a great deal
and he is continually reading now. Well, we came across him lately in the
Gruzovsky district... They were laying the sleepers and rails just at the time.
It’s not a difficult job, but Ivan Alexandritch, not being a specialist, looked at it
as though it were a conjuring trick. It takes an experienced workman less than a
minute to lay a sleeper and fix a rail on it. The workmen were in good form and
really were working smartly and rapidly; one rascal in particular brought his
hammer down with exceptional smartness on the head of the nail and drove it
in at one blow, though the handle of the hammer was two yards or more in
length and each nail was a foot long. Ivan Alexandritch watched the workmen a
long time, was moved, and said to me with tears in his eyes: ‘What a pity that
these splendid men will die!” Such pessimism I understand.”

“All that proves nothing and explains nothing,” said the student, covering
himself up with a sheet; “all that is simply pounding liquid in a mortar. No one
knows anything and nothing can be proved by words.”

He peeped out from under the sheet, lifted up his head and, frowning
irritably, said quickly: “One must be very naive to believe in human words and
logic and to ascribe any determining value to them. You can prove and disprove
anything you like with words, and people will soon perfect the technique of
language to such a point that they will prove with mathematical certainty that
twice two is seven. I am fond of reading and listening, but as to believing, no
thank you; I can’t, and I don’t want to. I believe only in God, but as for you, if
you talk to me till the Second Coming and seduce another five hundred
Kisothchkas, 1 shall believe in you only when I go out of my
mind...Goodnight.”

The student hid his head under the sheet and turned his face towards the
wall, meaning by this action to let us know that he did not want to speak or
listen. The argument ended at that.

Before going to bed the engineer and I went out of the hut, and I saw the



lights once more.

“We have tired you out with our chatter,” said Ananyev, yawning and
looking at the sky. “Well, my good sir! The only pleasure we have in this dull
hole is drinking and philosophizing... What an embankment, Lord have mercy
on us!” he said admiringly, as we approached the embankment; “it is more like
Mount Ararat than an embankment.”

He paused for a little, then said: “Those lights remind the Baron of the
Amalekites, but it seems to me that they are like the thoughts of man... You
know the thoughts of each individual man are scattered like that in disorder,
stretch in a straight line towards some goal in the midst of the darkness and,
without shedding light on anything, without lighting up the night, they vanish
somewhere far beyond old age. But enough philosophising! It’s time to go
bye-bye.”

When we were back in the hut the engineer began begging me to take his
bed.

“Oh please!” he said imploringly, pressing both hands on his heart. “I
entreat you, and don’t worry about me! I can sleep anywhere, and, besides, |
am not going to bed just yet. Please do—it’s a favour!”

I agreed, undressed, and went to bed, while he sat down to the table and
set to work on the plans.

“We fellows have no time for sleep,” he said in a low voice when I had got
into bed and shut my eyes. “When a man has a wife and two children he can’t
think of sleep. One must think now of food and clothes and saving for the
future. And I have two of them, a little son and a daughter... The boy, little
rascal, has a jolly little face. He’s not six yet, and already he shows remarkable
abilities, I assure you... I have their photographs here, somewhere... Ah, my
children, my children!”

He rummaged among his papers, found their photographs, and began
looking at them. I fell asleep.

I was awakened by the barking of Azorka and loud voices. Von Schtenberg
with bare feet and ruffled hair was standing in the doorway dressed in his
underclothes, talking loudly with some one... It was getting light. A gloomy

dark blue dawn was peeping in at the door, at the windows, and through the
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crevices in the hut walls, and casting a faint light on my bed, on the table with
the papers, and on Ananyev. Stretched on the floor on a cloak, with a leather
pollow under his head, the engineer lay asleep with his fleshy, hairy chest
uppermost; he was snoring so loudly that I pitied the student from the bottom
of my heart for having to sleep in the same room with him every night.

“Why on earth are we to take them?” shouted Von Schtenberg. “It has
nothing to do with us! Go to Tchalisov! From whom do the cauldrons come?”

“From Nikitin...” a bass voice answered gruffly.

“Well, then, take them to Tchalisov... That’s not in our department. What
the devil are you standing there for? Drive on!”

“Your honour, we have been to Tchalisov already,” said the bass voice still
more gruffly. “Yesterday we were the whole day looking for him down the line,
and were told at his hut that he had gone to the Dymkovsky section. Please take
them, your honour! How much longer are we to go carting them about? We go
carting them on and on along the line, and see no end to it.”

“What is it?” Ananyev asked huskily, waking up and lifting his head
quickly.

“They have brought some cauldrons from Nikitin’s,” said the student, “and
he is begging us to take them. And what business is it of ours to take them?”

“Do be so kind, your honour, and set things right! The horses have been
two days without food and the master, for sure, will be angry. Are we to take
them back, or what? The railway ordered the cauldrons, so it ought to take
them...”

“Can’t you understand, you blockhead, that it has nothing to do with us?
Go on to Tchalisov!”

“What is it? Who’s there?”” Ananyev asked huskily again. “Damnation take
them all,” he said, getting up and going to the door. “What is it?”

I dressed, and two minutes later went out of the hut. Ananyev and the
student, both in their underclothes and barefooted, were angrily and impatiently
explaining to a peasant who was standing before them bareheaded, with his
whip in his hand, apparently not understanding them. Both faces looked
preoccupied with workaday cares.

“What use are your cauldrons to me,” shouted Ananyev. “Am I to put them
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on my head, or what? If you can’t find Tchalisov, find his assistant, and leave
us in peace!”

Seeing me, the student probably recalled the conversation of the previous
night. The workaday expression vanished from his sleepy face and a look of
mental inertia came into it. He waved the peasant off and walked away
absorbed in thought.

It was a cloudy morning. On the line where the lights had been gleaming
the night before, the workmen, just roused from sleep, were swarming. There
was a sound of voices and the squeaking of wheelbarrows. The working day
was beginning. One poor little nag harnessed with cord was already plodding
towards the embankment, tugging with its neck, and dragging along a cartful of
sand.

I began saying good-bye... A great deal had been said in the night, but I
carried away with me no answer to any question, and in the morning, of the
whole conversation there remained in my memory, as in a filter, only the lights
and the image of Kisotchka. As I got on the horse, I looked at the student and
Ananyev for the last time, at the hysterical dog with the lustreless,
tipsy-looking eyes, at the workmen flitting to and fro in the morning fog, at the
embankment, at the little nag straining with its neck, and thought: “There is no
making out anything in this world.”

And when I lashed my horse and galloped along the line, and when a little
later I saw nothing before me but the endless gloomy plain and the cold
overcast sky, I recalled the questions which were discussed in the night. |
pondered while the sun-scorched plain, the immense sky, the oak forest, dark
on the horizon and the hazy distance, seemed saying to me: “Yes, there’s no
understanding anything in this world!”

The sun began to rise...
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&LOVE YOU. You are my life, my happiness—everything to me!
Forgive the avowal, but I have not the strength to suffer and be silent. I ask not
for love in return, but for sympathy. Be at the old arbour at eight o’clock this
evening...To sign my name is unnecessary I think, but do not be uneasy at my

being anonymous. I am young, nice-looking... what more do you want?
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When Pavel Ivanitch Vyhodtsev, a practical married man who was
spending his holidays at a summer villa, read this letter, he shrugged his
shoulders and scratched his forehead in perplexity.

“What devilry is this?” he thought.“I’m a married man, and to send me
such a queer... silly letter! Who wrote it?”

Pavel Ivanitch turned the letter over and over before his eyes, read it
through again, and spat with disgust.

“ ‘I love you’ ...” he said jeeringly.““A nice boy she has pitched on! So I’'m
to run off to meet you in the arbour!... I got over all such romances and fleurs
d’amour years ago, my girl... Hm! She must be some reckless, immoral
creature... Well, these women are a set! What a whirligig—God forgive us!
—she must be to write a letter like that to a stranger, and a married man, too!
It’s real demoralisation!”

In the course of his eight years of married life Pavel Ivanitch had
completely got over all sentimental feeling, and he had received no letters from
ladies except letters of congratulation, and so, although he tried to carry it off
with disdain, the letter quoted above greatly intrigued and agitated him.

An hour after receiving it, he was lying on his sofa, thinking:“Of course I
am not a silly boy, and I am not going to rush off to this idiotic rendezvous; but
yet it would be interesting to know who wrote it! Hm... It is certainly a
woman’s writing... The letter is written with genuine feeling, and so it can
hardly be a joke... Most likely it’s some neurotic girl, or perhaps a widow...
widows are frivolous and eccentric as a rule. Hm... Who could it be?”

What made it the more difficult to decide the question was that Pavel
Ivanitch had not one feminine acquaintance among all the summer visitors,
except his wife.

“It is queer...” he mused.* ‘I love you!’... When did she manage to fall in
love? Amazing woman! To fall in love like this, apropos of nothing, without
making any acquaintance and finding out what sort of man I am... She must be
extremely young and romantic if she is capable of falling in love after two or
three looks at me... But... who is she?”

Pavel Ivanitch suddenly recalled that when he had been walking among the

summer villas the day before, and the day before that, he had several times
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been met by a fair young lady with a light blue hat and a turnup nose. The fair
charmer had kept looking at him, and when he sat down on a seat she had sat
down beside him...

“Can it be she?” Vyhodtsev wondered.“It can’t be! Could a delicate
ephemcral creature like that fall in love with a worn-out old eel like me? No,
it’s impossible!”

At dinner Pavel Ivanitch looked blankly at his wife while he
meditated:“She writes that she is young and nice-looking... So she’s not old...
Hm... To tell the truth, honestly I am not so old and plain that no one could fall
in love with me. My wife loves me! Besides, love is blind, we all know...”

“What are you thinking about?” his wife asked him.

“Oh... my head aches a little...” Pavel Ivanitch said, quite untruly.

He made up his mind that it was stupid to pay attention to such a
nonsensical thing as a love-letter, and laughed at it and at its authoress,
but—alas!—powerful is the“dacha”enemy of mankind! After dinner, Pavel
Ivanitch lay down on his bed, and instead of going to sleep, reflected:“But
there, I daresay shc is expecting me to come! What a silly! I can just imagine
what a nervous fidget she’ll be in and how her tournure will quiver when she
does not find me in the arbour! I shan’t go, though... Bother her!”

But, I repeat, powerful is the enemy of mankind.

“Though I might, perhaps, just out of curiosity...” he was musing, half an
hour later.“I might go and look from a distance what sort of a creature she is...
it would be interesting to have a look at her! It would be fun, and that’s all!
After all, why shouldn’t I have a little fun since such a chance has turned up?”

Pavel Ivanitch got up from his bed and began dressing.“What are you
getting yourself up so smartly for?”” his wife asked, noticing that he was putting
on a clean shirt and a fashionable tie.

“Oh, nothing... I must have a walk... My head aches... Hm.”

Pavel Ivanitch dressed in his best, and waiting till eight o’clock, went out
of the house. When the figures of gaily dressed summer visitors of both sexes
began passing before his eyes against the bright green background, his heart
throbbed.
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“Which of them is it?...” he wondered, advancing irresolutely.“Come, what
am [ afraid of? Why, I am not going to the rendezvous! What... a fool! Go
forward boldly! And what if I go into the arbour? Well, well... there is no
reason I should.”

Pavel Ivanitch’s heart beat still more violently... Involuntarily, with no
desire to do so, he suddenly pictured to himself the half-darkness of the
arbour... A graceful fair girl with a little blue hat and a turn-up nose rose before
his imagination. He saw her, abashed by her love and trembling all over,
timidly approach him, breathing excitedly, and... suddenly clasping him in her
arms.

“If I weren’t married it would be all right...” he mused, driving sinful ideas
out of his head.“Though... for once in my life, it would do no harm to have the
experience, or else one will die without knowing what... And my wife, What
will it matter to her? Thank God, for eight years I’ve never moved one step
away from her... Eight years of irreproachable duty! Enough of her... It’s
positively vexatious... I’'m ready to go to spite her!”

Trembling all over and holding his breath, Pavel Ivanitch went up to the
arbour, wreathed with ivy and wild vine, and peeped into it... A smell of
dampness and mildew reached him...

“I believe there’s nobody...” he thought, going into the arbour, and at once
saw a human silhouette in the comer.

The silhouette was that of a man... Looking more closely, Pavel Ivanitch
recognised his wife’s brother, Mitya, a student, who was staying with them at
the villa.

“Oh, it’s you...” he growled discontentedly, as he took off his hat and sat
down.

“Yes, it’s me ...”answered Mitya.

Two minutes passed in silence.

“Excuse me, Pavel Ivanitch,” began Mitya:“but might I ask you to leave
me alone?... | am thinking over the dissertation for my degree and... and the
presence of anybody else prevents my thinking.”

“You had better go somewhere in a dark avenue...” Pavel Ivanitch

observed mildly.“It’s easier to think in the open air, and, besides,... er... |
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should like to have a little sleep here on this seat... It’s not so hot here...”

“You want to sleep, but it’s a question of my dissertation...” Mitya
grumbled.“The dissertation is more important.”

Again there was a silence. Pavel Ivanitch, who had given the rein to his
imagination and was continually hearing footsteps, suddenly leaped up and said
in a plaintive voice:“Come, I beg you, Mitya! You are younger and ought to
consider me... [ am unwell and... I need sleep... Go away!”

“That’s egoism... Why must you be here and not I? [ won’t go as a matter
of principle.”

“Come, I ask you to! Suppose I am an egoist, a despot and a fool...but |
ask you to go! For once in my life I ask you a favour! Show some
consideration!”

Mitya shook his head.

“What a beast!...” thought Pavel Ivanitch.”That can’t be a rendezvous with
him here! It’s impossible with him here!”

“I say, Mitya,” he said,”I ask you for the last time... Show that you are a
sensible, humane, and cultivated man!”

2

“I don’t know why you keep on so!...” said Mitya, shrugging his
shoulders.”I’ve said I won’t go, and I won’t. I shall stay here as a matter of
principle...”

At that moment a woman’s face with a turn-up nose peeped into the
arbour...

Seeing Mitya and Pavel Ivanitch, it frowned and vanished.

“She is gone!” thought Pavel Ivanitch, looking angrily at Mitya.”She saw
that blackguard and fled! It’s all spoilt!”

After waiting a little longer, he got up, put on his hat and said:“You’re a
beast, a low brute and a blackguard! Yes! A beast! It’s mean... and silly!
Everything is at an end between us!”

“Delighted to hear it!” muttered Mitya, also getting up and putting on his
hat.“Let me tell you that by being here just now you’ve played me such a dirty
trick that I’ll never forgive you as long as I live.”

Pavel Ivanitch went out of the arbour, and beside himself with rage, strode

rapidly to his villa. Even the sight of the table laid for supper did not soothe
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him.

“Once in a lifetime such a chance has turned up,” he thought in
agitation;“and then it’s been prevented! Now she is offended... crushed!”

At supper Pavel Ivanitch and Mitya kept their eyes on their plates and
maintained a sullen silence... They were hating each other from the bottom of
their hearts.

“What are you smiling at?” asked Pavel Ivanitch, pouncing on his
wife.“It’s only silly fools who laugh for nothing!”

His wife looked at her husband’s angry face, and went off into a peal of
laughter.

“What was that letter you got this morning?” she asked.

“I?... 1 didn’t get one... ” Pavel Ivanitch was overcome with confusion.
“You are inventing... imagination.”

“Oh, come, tell us! Own up, you did! Why, it was I sent you that letter!
Honour bright, I did! Ha ha!”

Pavel Ivanitch turned crimson and bent over his plate.“Silly jokes,”he
growled.

“But what could I do? Tell me that... We had to scrub the rooms out this
evening, and how could we get you out of the house? There was no other way
of getting you out... But don’t be angry, stupid... I didn’t want you to be dull
in the arbour, so I sent the same letter to Mitya too! Mitya, have you been to the
arbour?”

Mitya grinned and left off glaring with hatred at his rival.
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QfVAN ALEXEYITCH OGNEV remembers how on that August
evening he opened the glass door with a rattle and went out on to the verandah.
He was wearing a light Inverness cape and a wide-brimmed straw hat, the very
one that was lying with his top-boots in the dust under his bed. In one hand he
had a big bundle of books and notebooks, in the other a thick knotted stick.

Behind the door, holding the lamp to show the way, stood the master of the
house, Kuznetsov, a bald old man with a long grey beard, in a snowwhite piqué
jacket. The old man was smiling cordially and nodding his head.

“Good-bye, old fellow!” said Ognev.

Kuznetsov put the lamp on a little table and went out to the verandah. Two
long narrow shadows moved down the steps towards the flower-beds, swayed
to and fro, and leaned their heads on the trunks of the lime-trees.

“Good-bye and once more thank you, my dear fellow!” said Ivan
Alexeyitch.“Thank you for your welcome, for your kindness, for your
affection... I shall never forget your hospitality as long as I live. You are so
good, and your daughter is so good, and everyone here is so kind, so good-
humoured and friendly... Such a splendid set of people that I don’t know how to
say what I feel!”

From excess of feeling and under the influence of the home-made wine he
had just drunk, Ognev talked in a singing voice like a divinity student, and was
so touched that he expressed his feelings not so much by words as by the
blinking of his eyes and the twitching of his shoulders. Kuznetsov, who had
also drunk a good deal and was touched, craned forward to the young man and
kissed him.

“I’ve grown as fond of you as if I were your dog,” Ognev went on.“I’ve
been turning up here almost every day; I’ve stayed the night a dozen times. It’s
dreadful to think of all the home-made wine I’ve drunk. And thank you most of
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all for your co-operation and help. Without you I should have been busy here
over my statistics till October. I shall put in my preface: ‘I think it my duty to
express my gratitude to the President of the District Zemstvo of N—,
Kuznetsov, for his kind co-operation.” There is a brilliant future before statistics!
My humble respects to Vera Gavrilovna, and tell the doctors, both the lawyers
and your secretary, that I shall never forget their help! And now, old fellow, let
us embrace one another and kiss for the last time!”

Ognev, limp with emotion, kissed the old man once more and began going
down the steps. On the last step he looked round and asked:“Shall we meet
again some day?”

“God knows!” said the old man.“Most likely not!”

“Yes, that’s true! Nothing will tempt you to Petersburg and I am never
likely to turn up in this district again. Well, good-bye!”

“You had better leave the books behind!” Kuznetsov called after him.“You
don’t want to drag such a weight with you. I would send them by a servant
tomorrow!”

But Ognev was rapidly walking away from the house and was not listening.
His heart, warmed by the wine, was brimming over with good-humour,
friendliness, and sadness. He walked along thinking how frequently one met
with good people, and what a pity it was that nothing was left of those meetings
but memories. At times one catches a glimpse of cranes on the horizon, and a
faint gust of wind brings their plaintive, ecstatic cry, and a minute later,
however greedily one scans the blue distance, one cannot see a speck nor catch
a sound; and like that, people with their faces and their words flit through our
lives and are drowned in the past, leaving nothing except faint traces in the
memory. Having been in the N—District from the early spring, and having
been almost every day at the friendly Kuznetsovs’, Ivan Alexeyitch had
become as much at home with the old man, his daughter, and the servants as
though they were his own people; he had grown familiar with the whole house
to the smallest detail, with the cosy verandah, the windings of the avenues, the
silhouettes of the trees over the kitchen and the bath-house; but as soon as he
was out of the gate all this would be changed to memory and would lose its

meaning as reality for ever, and in a year or two all these dear images would



grow as dim in his consciousness as stories he had read or things he had
imagined.

“Nothing in life is so precious as people!” Ognev thought in his emotion,
as he strode along the avenue to the gate.“Nothing!”

It was warm and still in the garden. There was a scent of the mignonette, of
the tobacco-plants, and of the heliotrope, which were not yet over in the
flower-beds. The spaces between the bushes and the treetrunks were filled with
a fine soft mist soaked through and through with moonlight, and, as Ognev
long remembered, coils of mist that looked like phantoms slowly but
perceptibly followed one another across the avenue. The moon stood high
above the garden, and below it transparent patches of mist were floating
eastward. The whole world seemed to consist of nothing but black silhouettes
and wandering white shadows. Ognev, seeing the mist on a moonlight August
evening almost for the first time in his life, imagined he was seeing, not nature,
but a stage effect in which unskilful workmen, trying to light up the garden
with white Bengal fire, hid behind the bushes and let off clouds of white smoke
together with the light.

When Ognev reached the garden gate a dark shadow moved away from the
low fence and came towards him.

“Vera Gavrilovna!” he said, delighted.“You here? And I have been looking
everywhere for you; wanted to say good-bye... Good-bye; I am going away!”

“So early? Why, it’s only eleven o’clock.”

“Yes, it’s time I was off. I have a four-mile walk and then my packing. |
must be up early tomorrow.”

Before Ognev stood Kuznetsov’s daughter Vera, a girl of one-andtwenty,
as usual melancholy, carelessly dressed, and attractive. Girls who are dreamy
and spend whole days lying down, lazily reading whatever they come across,
who are bored and melancholy, are usually careless in their dress. To those of
them who have been endowed by nature with taste and an instinct of beauty, the
slight carelessness adds a special charm. When Ognev later on remembered her,
he could not picture pretty Verotchka except in a full blouse which was
crumpled in deep folds at the belt and yet did not touch her waist; without her

hair done up high and a curl that had come loose from it on her forehead;
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without the knitted red shawl with ball fringe at the edge which hung
disconsolately on Vera’s shoulders in the evenings, like a flag on a windless day,
and in the daytime lay about, crushed up, in the hall near the men’s hats or on a
box in the dining-room, where the old cat did not hesitate to sleep on it. This
shawl and the folds of her blouse suggested a feeling of freedom and laziness,
of good-nature and sitting at home. Perhaps because Vera attracted Ognev he
saw in every frill and button something warm, nae, cosy, something nice and
poetical, just what is lacking in cold, insincere women that have no instinct for
beauty.

Verotchka had a good figure, a regular profile, and beautiful curly hair.
Ognev, who had seen few women in his life, thought her a beauty.

“I am going away,” he said as he took leave of her at the gate.“Don’t
remember evil against me! Thank you for everything!”

In the same singing divinity student’s voice in which he had talked to her
father, with the same blinking and twitching of his shoulders, he began
thanking Vera for her hospitality, kindness, and friendliness.

“I’ve written about you in every letter to my mother,” he said.“If everyone
were like you and your dad, what a jolly place the world would be! You are
such a splendid set of people! All such genuine, friendly people with no
nonsense about you?”

“Where are you going to now?”” asked Vera.

“I am going now to my mother’s at Oryol; I shall be a fortnight with her,
and then back to Petersburg and work.”

“And then?”

“And then? I shall work all the winter and in the spring go somewhere into
the provinces again to collect material. Well, be happy, live a hundred years...
don’t remember evil against me. We shall not see each other again.”

Ognev stooped down and kissed Vera’s hand. Then, in silent emotion, he
straightened his cape, shifted his bundle of books to a more comfortable
position, paused, and said:*“What a lot of mist!”

“Yes. Have you left anything behind?”

“No, I don’t think so...”

For some seconds Ognev stood in silence, then he moved clumsily towards
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the gate and went out of the garden.

“Stay; I’ll see you as far as our wood,” said Vera, following him out.

They walked along the road. Now the trees did not obscure the view, and
one could see the sky and the distance. As though covered with a veil all nature
was hidden in a transparent, colourless haze through which her beauty peeped
gaily; where the mist was thicker and whiter it lay heaped unevenly about the
stones, stalks, and bushes or drifted in coils over the road, clung close to the
earth and seemed trying not to conceal the view. Through the haze they could
see all the road as far as the wood, with dark ditches at the sides and tiny
bushes which grew in the ditches and caught the straying wisps of mist. Half a
mile from the gate they saw the dark patch of Kuznetsov’s wood.

“Why has she come with me? I shall have to see her back,” thought Ognev,
but looking at her profile he gave a friendly smile and said:“One doesn’t want
to go away in such lovely weather. It’s quite a romantic evening, with the moon,
the stillness, and all the etceteras. Do you know, Vera Gavrilovna, here I have
lived twenty-nine years in the world and never had a romance. No romantic
episode in my whole life, so that I only know by hearsay of rendezvous,
‘avenues of sighs,” and kisses. It’s not normal! In town, when one sits in one’s
lodgings, one does not notice the blank, but here in the fresh air one feels it...
One resents it!”

“Why is it?”

“I don’t know. I suppose 1’ve never had time, or perhaps it was 1 have
never met women who... In fact, I have very few acquaintances and never go
anywhere.”

For some three hundred paces the young people walked on in silence.
Ognev kept glancing at Verotchka’s bare head and shawl, and days of spring
and summer rose to his mind one after another. It had been a period when far
from his grey Petersburg lodgings, enjoying the friendly warmth of kind people,
nature, and the work he loved, he had not had time to notice how the sunsets
followed the glow of dawn, and how, one after another foretelling the end of
summer, first the nightingale ceased singing, then the quail, then a little later
the landrail. The days slipped by unnoticed, so that life must have been happy

and easy. He began calling aloud how reluctantly he, poor and unaccustomed to
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change of scene and society, had come at the end of April to the N—District,
where he had expected dreariness, loneliness, and indifference to statistics,
which he considered was now the foremost among the sciences. When he
arrived on an April morning at the little town of N—he had put up at the inn
kept by Ryabuhin, the Old Believer, where for twenty kopecks a day they had
given him a light, clean room on condition that he should not smoke indoors.
After resting and finding who was the president of the District Zemstvo, he had
set off at once on foot to Kuznetsov. He had to walk three miles through lush
meadows and young copses. Larks were hovering in the clouds, filling the air
with silvery notes, and rooks flapping their wings with sedate dignity floated
over the green cornland.

“Good heavens!” Ognev had thought in wonder; “can it be that there’s
always air like this to breathe here, or is this scent only today, in honour of my
coming?”

Expecting a cold business-like reception, he went in to Kuznetsov’s
diffidently, looking up from under his eyebrows and shyly pulling his beard. At
first Kuznetsov wrinkled up his. brows and could not understand what use the
Zemstvo could be to the young man and his statistics; but when the latter
explained at length what was material for statistics and how such material was
collected, Kuznetsov brightened, smiled, and with childish curiosity began
looking at his notebooks. On the evening of the same day Ivan Alexeyitch was
already sitting at supper with the Kuznetsovs, was rapidly becoming
exhilarated by their strong home-made wine, and looking at the calm faces and
lazy movements of his new acquaintances, felt all over that sweet, drowsy
indolence which makes one want to sleep and stretch and smile; while his new
acquaintances looked at him good-naturedly and asked him whether his father
and mother were living, how much he earned a month, how often he went to
the theatre...

Ognev recalled his expeditions about the neighbourhood, the picnics, the
fishing parties, the visit of the whole party to the convent to see the Mother
Superior Marfa, who had given each of the visitors a bead purse; he recalled
the hot, endless typically Russian arguments in which the opponents,

spluttering and banging the table with their fists, misunderstand and interrupt
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one another, unconsciously contradict themselves at every phrase, continually
change the subject, and after arguing for two or three hours, laugh and
say:“Goodness knows what we have been arguing about! Beginning with one
thing and going on to another!”

“And do you remember how the doctor and you and I rode to Shestovo?”
said Ivan Alexeyitch to Vera as they reached the copse.“It was there that the
crazy saint met us: I gave him a five-kopeck piece, and he crossed himself
three times and flung it into the rye. Good heavens! I am carrying away such a
mass of memories that if I could gather them together into a whole it would
make a good nugget of gold! I don’t understand why clever, perceptive people
crowd into Petersburg and Moscow and don’t come here. Is there more truth
and freedom in the Nevsky and in the big damp houses than here? Really, the
idea of artists, scientific men, and journalists all living crowded together in
furnished rooms has always seemed to me a mistake.”

Twenty paces from the copse the road was crossed by a small narrow
bridge with posts at the corners, which had always served as a resting-place
forthe Kuznetsovs and their guests on their evening walks. From there those
who liked could mimic the forest echo, and one could see the road vanish in the
dark woodland track.

“Well, here is the bridge!” said Ognev.“Here you must turn back.”

Vera stopped and drew a breath.

“Let us sit down,” she said, sitting down on one of the posts.“People
generally sit down when they say good-bye before starting on a journey.”

Ognev settled himself beside her on his bundle of books and went on
talking. She was breathless from the walk, and was looking, not at Ivan
Alexeyitch, but away into the distance so that he could not see her face.

“And what if we meet in ten years’ time?” he said.“What shall we be like
then? You will be by then the respectable mother of a family, and I shall be the
author of some weighty statistical work of no use to anyone, as thick as forty
thousand such works. We shall meet and think of old days... Now we are
conscious of the present; it absorbs and excites us, but when we meet we shall
not remember the day, nor the month, nor even the year in which we saw each

other for the last time on this bridge. You will be changed, perhaps... Tell me,
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will you be different?”

Vera started and turned her face towards him.

“What?” she asked.

“I asked you just now...”

“Excuse me, I did not hear what you were saying.”

Only then Ognev noticed a change in Vera. She was pale, breathing fast,
and the tremor in her breathing affected her hands and lips and head, and not
one curl as usual, but two, came loose and fell on her forehead... Evidently she
avoided looking him in the face, and, trying to mask her emotion, at one
moment fingered her collar, which seemed to be rasping her neck, at another
pulled her red shawl from one shoulder to the other.

“I am afraid you are cold,” said Ognev.“It’s not at all wise to sit in the mist.
Let me see you back -nach-haus-.”

Vera sat mute.

“What is the matter?” asked Ognev, with a smile.“You sit silent and don’t
answer my questions. Are you cross, or don’t you feel well?”

Vera pressed the palm of her hand to the cheek nearest to Ognev, and then
abruptly jerked it away.

“An awful position!” she murmured, with a look of pain on her
face.“Awful!”

“How is it awful?” asked Ognev, shrugging his shoulders and not
concealing his surprise.“What’s the matter?”

Still breathing hard and twitching her shoulders, Vera turned her back to
him, looked at the sky for half a minute, and said:*“There is something I must
say to you, Ivan Alexeyitch...”

“I am listening.”

“It may seem strange to you... You will be surprised, but I don’t care...”

Ognev shrugged his shoulders once more and prepared himself to listen.

“You see...” Verotchka began, bowing her head and fingering a ball on the
fringe of her shawl.“You see... this is what [ wanted to tell you... You’ll think
it strange... and silly, but I... can’t bear it any longer.”

Vera’s words died away in an indistinct mutter and were suddenly cut short

by tears. The girl hid her face in her handkerchief, bent lower than ever, and
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wept bitterly. Ivan Alexeyitch cleared his throat in confusion and looked about
him hopelessly, at his wits’ end, not knowing what to say or do. Being unused
to the sight of tears, he felt his own eyes, too, beginning to smart.

“Well, what next!” he muttered helplessly.“Vera Gavrilovna, what’s this
for, I should like to know? My dear girl, are you... are you ill? Or has someone
been nasty to you? Tell me, perhaps I could, so to say... help you...”

When, trying to console her, he ventured cautiously to remove her hands
from her face, she smiled at him through her tears and said:“I... love you!”

These words, so simple and ordinary, were uttered in ordinary human
language, but Ognev, in acute embarrassment, turned away from Vera, and got
up, while his confusion was followed by terror. The sad, warm, sentimental
mood induced by leave-taking and the home-made wine suddenly vanished,
and gave place to an acute and unpleasant feeling of awkwardness. He felt an
inward revulsion; he looked askance at Vera, and now that by declaring her
love for him she had cast off the aloofness which so adds to a woman’s charm,
she seemed to him, as it were, shorter, plainer, more ordinary.

“What’s the meaning of it?”” he thought with horror.“But I... do I love her
or not? That’s the question!”

And she breathed easily and freely now that the worst and most difficult
thing was said. She, too, got up, and looking Ivan Alexeyitch straight in the
face, began talking rapidly, warmly, irrepressibly.

As a man suddenly panic-stricken cannot afterwards remember the
succession of sounds accompanying the catastrophe that overwhelmed him, so
Ognev cannot remember Vera’s words and phrases. He can only recall the
meaning of what she said, and the sensation her words evoked in him. He
remembers her voice, which seemed stifled and husky with emotion, and the
extraordinary music and passion of her intonation. Laughing, crying with tears
glistening on her eyelashes, she told him that from the first day of their
acquaintance he had struck her by his originality, his intelligence, his kind
intelligent eyes, by his work and objects in life; that she loved him passionately,
deeply, madly; that when coming into the house from the garden in the summer
she saw his cape in the hall or heard his voice in the distance, she felt a cold

shudder at her heart, a foreboding of happiness; even his slightest jokes had
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made her laugh; in every figure in his note-books she saw something
extraordinarily wise and grand; his knotted stick seemed to her more beautiful
than the trees.

The copse and the wisps of mist and the black ditches at the side of the
road seemed hushed listening to her, whilst something strange and unpleasant
was passing in Ognev’s heart... Telling him of her love, Vera was enchantingly
beautiful; she spoke eloquently and passionately, but he felt neither pleasure
nor gladness, as he would have liked to; he felt nothing but compassion for
Vera, pity and regret that a good girl should be distressed on his account.
Whether he was affected by generalizations from reading or by the insuperable
habit of looking at things objectively, which so often hinders people from
living, but Vera’s ecstasies and suffering struck him as affected, not to be taken
seriously, and at the same time rebellious feeling whispered to him that all he
was hearing and seeing now, from the point of view of nature and personal
happiness, was more important than any statistics and books and truths... And
he raged and blamed himself, though he did not understand exactly where he
was in fault.

To complete his embarrassment, he was absolutely at a loss what to say,
and yet something he must say. To say bluntly,“I don’t love you,” was beyond
him, and he could not bring himself to say “Yes,” because however much he
rummaged in his heart he could not find one spark of feeling in it...

He was silent, and she meanwhile was saying that for her there was no
greater happiness than to see him, to follow him wherever he liked this very
moment, to be his wife and helper, and that if he went away from her she would
die of misery.

“I cannot stay here!” she said, wringing her hands. “I am sick of the house
and this wood and the air. I cannot bear the everlasting peace and aimless life, I
can’t endure our colourless, pale people, who are all as like one another as two
drops of water! They are all good-natured and warmhearted because they are
all well-fed and know nothing of struggle or suffering, ... I want to be in those
big damp houses where people suffer, embittered by work and need...”

And this, too, seemed to Ognev affected and not to be taken seriously.

When Vera had finished he still did not know what to say, but it was impossible
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to be silent, and he muttered: “Vera Gavrilovna, I am very grateful to you,
though I feel I've done nothing to deserve such... feeling... on your part.
Besides, as an honest man I ought to tell you that... happiness depends on
equality—that is, when both parties are... equally in love...”

But he was immediately ashamed of his mutterings and ceased. He felt that
his face at that moment looked stupid, guilty, blank, that it was strained and
affected... Vera must have been able to read the truth on his countenance, for
she suddenly became grave, turned pale, and bent her head.

“You must forgive me,” Ognev muttered, not able to endure the silence. “I
respect you so much that... it pains me...”

Vera turned sharply and walked rapidly homewards. Ognev followed her.

“No, don’t!” said Vera, with a wave of her hand. “Don’t come; I can go
alone.”

“Oh, yes...  must see you home anyway.”

Whatever Ognev said, it all to the last word struck him as loathsome and
flat. The feeling of guilt grew greater at every step. He raged inwardly,
clenched his fists, and cursed his coldness and his stupidity with women.
Trying to stir his feelings, he looked at Verotchka’s beautiful figure, at her hair
and the traces of her little feet on the dusty road; he remembered her words and
her tears, but all that only touched his heart and did not quicken his pulse.

“Ach! one can’t force oneself to love,” he assured himself, and at the same
time he thought, “But shall I ever fall in love without? I am nearly thirty! I
have never met anyone better than Vera and I never shall... Oh, this premature
old age! Old age at thirty!”

Vera walked on in front more and more rapidly, without looking back at
him or raising her head. It seemed to him that sorrow had made her thinner and
narrower in the shoulders.

'9’

“I can imagine what’s going on in her heart now!” he thought, looking at
her back. “She must be ready to die with shame and mortification! My God,
there’s so much life, poetry, and meaning in it that it would move a stone, and
I... T am stupid and absurd!”

At the gate Vera stole a glance at him, and, shrugging and wrapping her

shawl round her walked rapidly away down the avenue.
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Ivan Alexeyitch was left alone. Going back to the copse, he walked, slowly,
continually standing still and looking round at the gate with an expression in
his whole figure that suggested that he could not believe his own memory. He
looked for Vera’s footprints on the road, and could not believe that the girl who
had so attracted him had just declared her love, and that he had so clumsily and
bluntly “refused” her. For the first time in his life it was his lot to learn by
experience how little that a man does depends on his own will, and to suffer in
his own person the feelings of a decent kindly man who has against his will
caused his neighbour cruel, undeserved anguish.

His conscience tormented him, and when Vera disappeared he felt as
though he had lost something very precious, something very near and dear
which he could never find again. He felt that with Vera a part of his youth had
slipped away from him, and that the moments which he had passed through so
fruitlessly would never be repeated.

When he reached the bridge he stopped and sank into thought. He wanted
to discover the reason of his strange coldness. That it was due to something
within him and not outside himself was clear to him. He frankly acknowledged
to himself that it was not the intellectual coldness of which clever people so
often boast, not the coldness of a conceited fool, but simply impotence of soul,
incapacity for being moved by beauty, premature old age brought on by
education, his casual existence, struggling for a livelihood, his homeless life in
lodgings. From the bridge he walked slowly, as it were reluctantly, into the
wood. Here, where in the dense black darkness glaring patches of moonlight
gleamed here and there, where he felt nothing except his thoughts, he longed
passionately to regain what he had lost.

And Ivan Alexeyitch remembers that he went back again. Urging himself
on with his memories, forcing himself to picture Vera, he strode rapidly
towards the garden. There was no mist by then along the road or in the garden,
and the bright moon looked down from the sky as though it had just been
washed; only the eastern sky was dark and misty... Ognev remembers his
cautious steps, the dark windows, the heavy scent of heliotrope and mignonette.
His old friend Karo, wagging his tail amicably, came up to him and sniffed his

hand. This was the one living creature who saw him walk two or three times
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round the house, stand near Vera’s dark window, and with a deep sigh and a
wave of his hand walk out of the garden.

An hour later he was in the town, and, worn out and exhausted, leaned his
body and hot face against the gatepost of the inn as he knocked at the gate.
Somewhere in the town a dog barked sleepily, and as though in response to his
knock, someone clanged the hour on an iron plate near the church.

“You prowl about at night,” grumbled his host, the Old Believer, opening
the door to him, in a long nightgown like a woman’s. “’You had better be saying
your prayers instead of prowling about.”

When Ivan Alexeyitch reached his room he sank on the bed and gazed a

long, long time at the light. Then he tossed his head and began packing.



S

The Seticted Hort G, K % Sois of Chethon

#d B

Neighbours

et « KM ar « JHLH BRI — > LS T
AN 2 o IS P S o1 (S o S i A S
FRN . BRI HA N A O E T, P
RRIKBEGE, DRI T AR AR R AU, I8 H
AN BRI A B, ABLT-AE ) At A1 4 DR e
DI 1 Ak REAEIX ARG AT

FRAEL £ TNR HERTF, Rk —
BHE, RPN, BERE S RS R,
o IFH R TR ERER. 1A « K )
AR A s, JF HACHEE T .

Ay FERRI BLE 25, A BURPHIE (1 B AR i P pideok . [nI5K i b
AbAB R T IZ 5 R R 2 R R A W BRI, R S T Al —
i, A L MRS, XL EEAE N TR T, b
AREHAT, XEIKMPTE RS ABUR, AH0S k. it ET
G b b I 4 iy K L2

ey, Al A EARREAIMATT T, 3R E 245 GRIK 1 18 HE T
it IR R Tt U IS 111191 P S P N 7 o P RV R R 8 R
TR B T B RNT o 2 904w r s SRAE AT K G ol 37 100 A8 s
AL ENFERASFF AR T HOCA S 7 (205 T, O b ANENIE B Ik 2
A, ABHEXAEARTE T o 2RI A SRR, BT« KIG
EEVLSUSS L/

FETTIBAT « KIS A8 B 7 RSk R s b i ey, A5 e iEsRAE A
TR ABMTEAGETANTT T4 LR, 5 « R A XAk




+

~ = ) .
oM Y g g ¥
ayééom@ Al S
-\\'\,‘_ = :':‘{__.‘__,-
&

s
o

THAT AL, WATERASA AR WAFIXA—F AR T —
)L, BB T

PP A TEIER T E I T H . MRS - KA, A flRES
AR T 982 KR A« KRS ARER IR N & 7, ARSE AT
BT LA T A R KR RE T . A S TR T IR
A, BRI TR 2 O A BE, JFHAE S TN REE. bty
HIFANIARANTT T 258 g, JF HAER 248018 A, widE e AT
RN LR B SR AL . 2 JF b indkye b b A 2ot %
AMIETEE IR FRAAG o KIS E WG AR o D D 3 AR g4 4
TN ZE T RS, Wty BT A, DA I A BE W B2
K, IR AT O IR B SRR AR 1O T SR,
T VIR AN ML S o I ey Ui At 2 2l FB it — FENR e At (1 o,
REFCAET T .

FEIBHL I AT BRI RIS AT « KRG H A AL R IX A AR 2R A A4
(HA SRt Z b ? fhezePy+—% 1, gy TR, UL RN 7,
Wevc Ay EvAt B RS, B WAl N A ER o Ao R7 e i 22 o %
W, RN N R, KRR, B R AR K
A ZEfiii oy 5, AT LR R B AR, R R Ie O IR R AT
Ao WA MR “RE” A, Atta s iR inE b
TWe? MGRIKSIRA =+ %, IEATHRIFER, KWL, s,
X AR BEAS FAHARA OR, B AR AXRE N AAE I ? X2
N A

Fes bl Bt — A5 IAE N, AT « KIS A XA . Al
WA IR AR AN IE BN, A IR Sk ) X2 e R AL R 15
RT MFUS BRGNP XSS GIMETCI, AN FIT AT - KRG
AT HAAT « KIgH A SR AU B CR0dS L, THFRELR
WK i « KRISHAITIRREAGE AR FOEZARFEIHR, BT REA
Bet i, HABFES K INBAT APIRE . S RTE PR AR B T M A1 B 1A
IR AT A AR I A R . SRR A R B T AR AT AR TR
W AT AR A BRI YRR R 2E e 51 o AEAT « RKIG oly R 00 L £
HANARZ I, ORsEE AR, Ash, AT ERER RS, hAhH
CLIF A o

AT « KIS A7 ARAEAR LI SE 2 1 AR, Al ST AR L 78 i A AL

+




+

LE

The Selected Short %, ZVGR 5. Shonics of Chekhon

!

HOGHIR — VIR T o BUFE, A OB A —AN 2 KRR . —
THAE B S I AL A — SR AT SR i 2 [ 2 513X LA (10 e i AE — i
17 XHEGEE NS .

YA I W Ay SR AR YA U, B A SRR AR, A5G K
U an eV IS I S I I T E VA R T Vs 2R PR A R DA 6 I NUe e
A E: fATIE AT P AR, S IMRARS SRR, P ELEIX
Fp A AR T EEE N . = NEREREAXS

WA « KMTE AR A CIZS 0 1o AT, S4B
DUIKANYUH M AME LR A A, 34 ) A AT BT W] BEATRER AN, (H 24
i« R H AL Tl — AR EE . H IR AL AR T,
WVF R — D) E, S HMEZ R WMUFRRR R AR . 408
it th 2 5, b S AR A AR T o

ol By, RGN HORAIE . 545 < KIS d A AR AN A6
I HRAE DUR AT TR AN S 24, (HOE H OIS EREN J1, A TR R
IRGEEE, KEeh— F RE B FE. BT )R, 55 « RgdH a0 R
MRAERL, b AEE GRIRA B AR T R AR R 7, R AT ek
AUl SRR, BESR R, XU AR A LM EAE S At PR
EABEIE S TCRE . o PR,

@Y OTR MIHALITCH IVASHIN was very much out of humour: his
sister, a young girl, had gsone away to live with Vlassitch, a married man. To
shake off the despondency and depression which pursued him at home and in
the fields, he called to his aid his sense of justice, his genuine and noble
ideas—he had always defended free-love!—but this was of no avail, and he
always came back to the same conclusion as their foolish old nurse, that his
sister had acted wrongly and that Vlassitch had abducted his sister. And that
was distressing.

His mother did not leave her room all day long; the old nurse kept sighing
and speaking in whispers; his aunt had been on the point of taking her
departure every day, and her trunks were continually being brought down to the
hall and carried up again to her room. In the house, in the yard, and in the

garden it was as still as though there were some one dead in the house. His aunt,



the servants, and even the peasants, so it seemed to Pyotr Mihalitch, looked at
him enigmatically and with perplexity, as though they wanted to say “Your
sister has been seduced; why are you doing nothing?” And he reproached
himself for inactivity, though he did not know precisely what action he ought to
have taken.

So passed six days. On the seventh—it was Sunday afternoon—a
messenger on horseback brought a letter. The address was in a familiar
feminine handwriting: “Her Excy. Anna Nikolaevna Ivashin.” Pyotr Mihalitch
fancied that there was something defiant, provocative, in the handwriting and
in the abbreviation “Excy.” And advanced ideas in women are obstinate,
ruthless, cruel.

“She’d rather die than make any concession to her unhappy mother, or beg
her forgiveness,” thought Pyotr Mihalitch, as he went to his mother with the
letter.

His mother was lying on her bed, dressed. Seeing her son, she rose
impulsively, and straightening her grey hair, which had fallen from under her
cap, asked quickly: “What is it? What is it?”

“This has come...” said her son, giving her the letter.

Zina’s name, and even the pronoun “she” was not uttered in the house.
Zina was spoken of impersonally: “this has come,”“Gone away,” and so on ...
The mother recognised her daughter’s handwriting, and her face grew ugly and
unpleasant, and her grey hair escaped again from her cap.

“No!” she said, with a motion of her hands, as though the letter scorched
her fingers.“No, no, never! Nothing would induce me!”

The mother broke into hysterical sobs of grief and shame; she evidently
longed to read the letter, but her pride prevented her. Pyotr Mihalitch realised
that he ought to open the letter himself and read it aloud, but he was overcome
by anger such as he had never felt before; he ran out into the yard and shouted
to the messenger: “Say there will be no answer! There will be no answer! Tell
them that, you beast!”

And he tore up the letter; then tears came into his eyes, and feeling that he
was cruel, miserable, and to blame, he went out into the fields.

He was only twenty-seven, but he was already stout. He dressed like an
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old man in loose, roomy clothes, and suffered from asthma. He already seemed
to be developing the characteristics of an elderly country bachelor. He never
fell in love, never thought of marriage, and loved no one but his mother, his
sister, his old nurse, and the gardener, Vassilitch. He was fond of good fare, of
his nap after dinner, and of talking about politics and exalted subjects. He had
in his day taken his degree at the university, but he now looked upon his studies
as though in them he had discharged a duty incumbent upon young men
between the ages of eighteen and twenty-five; at any rate, the ideas which now
strayed every day through his mind had nothing in common with the university
or the subjects he had studied there.

In the fields it was hot and still, as though rain were coming. It was
steaming in the wood, and there was a heavy fragrant scent from the pines and
rotting leaves. Pyotr Mihaliteh stopped several times and wiped his wet brow.
He looked at his winter corn and his spring oats, walked round the clover-field,
and twice drove away a partridge with its chicks which had strayed in from the
wood. And all the while he was thinking that this insufferable state of things
could not go on for ever, and that he must end it one way or .another. End it
stupidly, madly, but he must end it.

“But how? What can I do?” he asked himself, and looked imploringly at
the sky and at the trees, as though begging for their help.

But the sky and the trees were mute. His noble ideas were no help, and his
common sense whispered that the agonising question could have no solution
but a stupid one, and that today’s scene with the messenger was not the last one
of its kind. It was terrible to think what was in store for him!

As he returned home the sun was setting. By now it seemed to him that the
problem was incapable of solution. He could not accept the accomplished fact,
and he could not refuse to accept it, and there was no intermediate course.
When, taking off his hat and fanning himself with his handkerchief, he was
walking along the road, and had only another mile and a half to go betbre he
would reach home, he heard bells behind him. It was a very choice and
successfhl combination of bells, which gave a clear crystal note. No one had
such bells on his horses but the police captain, Medovsky, formerly an officer

in the hussars, a man in broken-down health, who had been a great rake and



spendthrift, and was a distant relation of Pyotr Mihalitch. He was like one of
the family at the Ivashins’ and had a tender, fatherly affection for Zina, as well
as a great admiration for her.

“I was coming to see you,” he said, overtaking Pyotr Mihalitch.“Get in;
I’ 1l give you a lift.”

He was smiling and looked cheerful. Evidently he did not yet know that
Zina had gone to live with Vlassitch; perhaps he had been told of it already, but
did not believe it. Pyotr Mihalitch felt in a difficult position.

“You are very welcome,” he muttered, blushing till the tears came into his
eyes, and not knowing how to lie or what to say.“l am delighted,” he went on,
frying to smile,“but... Zina is away and mother is ill.”

“How annoying!” said the police captain, looking pensively at Pyotr
Mihalitch.“And I was meaning to spend the evening with you. Where has
Zinaida Mihalovna gone?”

“To the Sinitskys’, and I believe she meant to go from there to the
monastery. I don’t quite know.”

The police captain talked a little longer and then turned back. Pyotr
Mihalitch walked home, and thought with horror what the police captain’s
feelings would be when he learned the truth. And Pyotr Mihalitch imagined his
feelings, and actually experiencing them himself, went into the house.

“Lord help us,” he thought,“Lord help us!”

At evening tea the only one at the table was his aunt. As usual, her face
wore the expression that seemed to say that though she was a weak, defenceless
woman, she would allow no one to insult her. Pyotr Mihalitch sat down at the
other end of the table (he did not like his aunt) and began drinking tea in
silence.

“Your mother has had no dinner again today,” said his aunt.“You ought to
do something about it, Petrusha. Starving oneself is no help in sorrow.”

It struck Pyotr Mihalitch as absurd that his aunt should meddle in other
people’s business and should make her departure depend on Zina’s having gone
away. He was tempted to say something rude to her, but restrained himself. And
as he restrained himself he felt the time had come for action, and that he could

not bear it any longer. Either he must act at once or fall on the ground, and
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scream and bang his head upon the floor. He pictured Vlassitch and Zina, both
of them progressive and self-satisfied, kissing each other somewhere under a
maple tree, and all the anger and bitterness that had been accumulating in him
for the last seven days fastened upon Vlassitch.

“One has seduced and abducted my sister,” he thought, “another will come
and murder my mother, a third will set fire to the house and sack the place ...
And all this under the mask of friendship, lofty ideas, unhappiness!”

“No, it shall not be!” Pyotr Mihalitch cried suddenly, and he brought his
fist down on the table.

He jumped up and ran out of the dining-room. In the stable the steward’s
horse was standing ready saddled. He got on it and galloped off to Vlassitch.

There was a perfect tempest within him. He felt a longing to do something
extraordinary, startling, even if he had to repent of it all his life afterwards.
Should he call Vlassitch a blackguard, slap him in the face, and then challenge
him to a duel? But Vlassitch was not one of those men who do fight duels;
being called a blackguard and slapped in the face would only make him more
unhappy, and would make him shrink into himself more than ever. These
unhappy, defenceless people are the most insufferable, the most tiresome
creatures in the world. They can do anything with impunity. When the luckless
man responds to well-deserved reproach by looking at you with eyes full of
deep and guilty feeling, and with a sickly smile bends his head submissively,
even justice itself could not lift its hand against him.

“No matter. I’ 11 horsewhip him before her eyes and tell him what I think
of him,” Pyotr Mihalitch decided.

He was riding through his wood and waste land, and he imagined Zina
would try to justify her conduct by talking about the,rights of women and
individual freedom, and about there being no difference between legal marriage
and free union. Like a woman, she would argue about what she did not
understand. And very likely at the end she would ask,“How do you come in?
What right have you to interfere?”

“No, I have no right,” muttered Pyotr Mihalitch.“But so much the better...
The harsher I am, the less right [ have to interfere, the better.”

It was sultry. Clouds of gnats hung over the ground and in the waste places
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the peewits called plaintively. Everything betokened rain, but he could not see a
cloud in the sky. Pyotr Mihalitch crossed the boundary of his estate and
galloped over a smooth, level field. He often went along this road and knew
every bush, every hollow in it. What now in the far distance looked in the dusk
like a dark cliff was a red church; he could picture it all down to the smallest
detail, even the plaster on the gate and the calves that were always grazing in
the church enclosure. Three-quarters of a mile to the right of the church there
was a copse like a dark blur—it was Count Koltonovitch’s. And beyond the
church Vlassitch’s estate began.

From behind the church and the count’s copse a huge black storm-loud
was rising, and there were ashes of white lightning.

“Here it is!” thought Pyotr Mihalitch. “Lord help us, Lord help us!”

The horse was soon tired after its quick gallop, and Pyotr Mihalitch was
tired too. The storm-cloud looked at him angrily and seemed to advise him to
go home. He felt a little scared.

“I will prove to them they are wrong,” he tried to reassure himself. “They
will say that it is free-love, individual freedom; but freedom means self-control
and not subjection to passion. It’s not liberty but license!”

He reached the count’s big pond; it looked dark blue and frowning under
the cloud, and a smell of damp and slime rose from it. Near the dam, two
willows, one old and one young, drooped tenderly towards one another. Pyotr
Mihalitch and Vlassitch had been walking near this very spot only a fortnight
before, humming a students’ song: “Youth is wasted, life is nought, when the
heart is cold and loveless.” A wretched song!

It was thundering as Pyotr Mihalitch rode through the copse, and the trees
were bending and rustling in the wind. He had to make haste. It was only
three-quarters of a mile through a meadow from the copse to Vlassitch’s house.
Here there were old birch-trees on each side of the road. They had the same
melancholy and unhappy air as their owner Vlassitch, and looked as tall and
lanky as he. Big drops of rain pattered on the birches and on the grass; the wind
had suddenly dropped, and there was a smell of wet earth and poplars. Before
him he saw Vlassitch’s fence with a row of yellow acacias, which were tall and

lanky too; where the fence was broken he could see the neglected orchard.
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Pyotr Mihalitch was not thinking now of the horsewhip or of a slap in the
face, and did not know what he would do at Vlassitch’s. He felt nervous. He
felt frightened on his own account and on his sister’s, and was terrified at the
thought of seeing her. How would she behave with her brother? What would
they both talk about? And had he not better go back before it was too late? As
he made these reflections, he galloped up the avenue of limetrees to the house,
rode round the big clumps of lilacs, and suddenly saw Vlassitch.

Vlassitch, wearing a cotton shirt, and top-boots, bending forward, with no
hat on in the rain, was coming from the comer of the house to the front door.
He was followed by a workman with a hammer and a box of nails. They must
have been mending a shutter which had been banging in the wind. Seeing Pyotr
Mihalitch, Vlassitch stopped.

“It’s you!” he said, smiling.“That’s nice.”

“Yes, I’ve come, as you see,” said Pyotr Mihalitch, brushing the rain off
himself with both hands.

“Well, that’s capital! I’'m very glad,” said Vlassitch, but he did not hold out
his hand: evidently he did not venture, but waited for Pyotr Mihalitch to hold
out his.“It will do the oats good,” he said, looking at the sky.

“Yes.”

They went into the house in silence. To the right of the hall was a door
leading to another hall and then to the drawing-room, and on the left was a little
room which in winter was used by the steward. Pyotr Mihalitch and Vlassitch
went into this little room.

“Where were you caught in the rain?”

“Not far off, quite close to the house.”

Pyotr Mihalitch sat down on the bed. He was glad of the noise of the rain
and the darkness of the room. It was better: it made it less dreadful, and there
was no need to see his companion’s face. There was no anger in his heart now,
nothing but fear and vexation with himself. He felt he had made a bad
beginning, and that nothing would come of this visit.

Both were silent for some time and affected to be listening to the rain.

“Thank you, Petmsha,” Vlassitch began, clearing his throat.“l am very

grateful to you for coming. It’s generous and noble of you. I understand it, and,



believe me, I appreciate it. Believe me.”

He looked out of the window and went on, standing in the middle of the
room: “Everything happened so secretly, as though we were concealing it all
from you. The feeling that you might be wounded and angry has been a blot on
our happiness all these days. But let me justify myself. We kept it secret not
because we did not trust you. To begin with, it all happened suddenly, by a kind
of inspiration; there was no time to discuss it. Besides, it’s such a private,
delicate matter, and it was awkward to bring a third person in, even some one
as intimate as you. Above all, in all this we reckoned on your generosity. You
are a very noble and generous person. I am infinitely grateful to you. If you
ever need my life, come and take it.”

Vlassitch talked in a quiet, hollow bass, always on the same droning note;
he was evidently agitated. Pyotr Mihalitch felt it was his turn to speak, and that
to listen and keep silent would really mean playing the part of a generous and
noble simpleton, and that had not been his idea in coming. He got up quickly
and said, breathlessly in an undertone: “Listen, Grigory. You know I liked you
and could have desired no better husband for my sister; but what has happened
is awful! It’s terrible to think of it!”

“Why is it terrible?” asked Vlassitch, with a quiver in his voice.”It would
be terrible if we had done wrong, but that isn’t so.”

“Listen, Grigory. You know I have no prejudices; but, excuse nay
frankness, to my mind you have both acted selfishly. Of course, I shan’t say so
to my sister—it will distress her; but you ought to know: mother is miserable
beyond all description.”

“Yes, that’s sad,” sighed Vlassitch.“We foresaw that, Petrusha, but what
could we have done? Because one’s actions hurt other people, it doesn’t prove
that they are wrong. What’s to be done! Every important step one takes is
bound to distress somebody. If you went to fight for freedom, that would
distress your mother, too. What’s to be done! Any one who puts the peace of
his family before everything has to renounce the life of ideas completely.”

There was a vivid flash of lightning at the window, and the lightning
seemed to change the course of Vlassitch’s thoughts. He sat down beside Pyotr

Mihalitch and began saying what was utterly beside the point.
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“I have such a reverence for your sister, Petrusha,” he said. “When I used
to come and see you, I felt as though I were going to a holy shrine, and I really
did worship Zina. Now my reverence for her grows every day. For me she is
something higher than a wife? yes, higher!” Vlassitch waved his hands.”She is
my holy of holies. Since she is living with me, I enter my house as though it
were a temple. She is an extraordinary, rare, most noble woman!”

“Well, he’s off now!” thought Pyotr Mihalitch; he disliked the word
“woman.”

“Why shouldn’t you be married properly?” he asked. “How much does
your wife want for a divorce?”

“Seventy-five thousand.”

“It’s rather a lot. But if we were to negotiate with her?”

“She won’t take a farthing less. She is an awful woman, brother,” sighed
Vlassitch. “I’ve never talked to you about her before—it was unpleasant to
think of her; but now that the subject has come up, I’ll tell you about her. I
married her on the impulse of the moment—a fine, honourable impulse. An
officer in command of a battalion of our regiment—if you care to hear the
details—had an affair with a girl of eighteen; that is, to put it plainly, he
seduced her, lived with her for two months, and abandoned her. She was in an
awful position, brother. She was ashamed to go home to her parents; besides,
they wouldn’t have received her. Her lover had abandoned her; there was
nothing left for her but to go to the barracks and sell herself. The other officers
in the regiment were indignant. They were by no means saints themselves, but
the baseness of it was so striking. Besides, no one in the regiment could endure
the man. And to spite him, you understand, the indignant lieutenants and
ensigns began getting up a subscription for the unfortunate girl. And when we
subalterns met together and began to subscribe five or ten roubles each, I had a
sudden inspiration. I felt it was an opportunity to do something fine. I hastened
to the girl and warmly expressdd my sympathy. And while I was on my way to
her, and while I was talking to her, I loved her fervently as a woman insulted
and injured. Yes...Well, a week later I made her an offer. The colonel and my
comrades thought my marriage out of keeping with the dignity of an officer.

That roused me more than ever. [ wrote a long letter, do you know, in which I
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proved that my action ought to be inscribed in the annals of the regiment in
letters of gold, and so on. I sent the letter to my colonel and copies to my
comrades. Well, I was excited, and, of course, I could not avoid being rude. |
was asked to leave the regiment. I have a rough copy of it put away somewhere;
I’11 give it to you to read sometime. It was written with great feeling. You will
see what lofty and noble sentiments I was experiencing. | resigned my
commission and came here with my wife. My father had left a few debts, I had
no money, and from the first day my wife began making acquaintances,
dressing herself smartly, and playing cards, and I was obliged to mortgage the
estate. She led a bad life, you understand, and you are the only one of the
neighbours who hasn’t been her lover. After two years I gave her all I had to set
me free and she went off to town. Yes... And now I pay her twelve hundred
roubles a year. She is an awful woman! There is a fly, brother, which lays an
egg in the back of a spider so that the spider can’t shake it off: the grub fastens
upon the spider and drinks its heart’s blood. That was how this woman fastened
upon me and sucks the blood of my heart. She hates and despises me for being
so stupid; that is, for marrying a woman like her. My chivalry seems to her
despicable. ‘A wise man cast me off,” she says, ‘and a fool picked me up.” To
her thinking no one but a pitiful idiot could have behaved as I did. And that is
insufferably bitter to me, brother. Altogether, I may say in parenthesis, fate has
been hard upon me, very hard.”

Pyotr Mihalitch listened to Vlassitch and wondered in perplexity what it
was in this man that had so charmed his sister. He was not young—he was
forty-one—Ilean and lanky, narrow-chested, with a long nose, and grey hairs in
his beard. He talked in a droning voice, had a sickly smile, and waved his
hands awkwardly as he talked. He had neither health, nor pleasant, manly
manners, nor _savoir-faire , nor gaiety, and in all his exterior there was
something colourless and indefinite. He dressed without taste, his surroundings
were depressing, he did not care for poetry or painting because “they have no
answer to give to the questions of the day”—that is, he did not understand them;
music did not touch him. He was a poor farmer. His estate was in a wretched
condition and was mortgaged; he was paying twelve percent on the second

mortgage and owed ten thousand on personal securities as well. When the time
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came to pay the interest on the mortgage or to send money to his wife, he asked
every one to lend him money with as much agitation as though his house were
on fire, and, at the same time losing his head, he would sell the whole of his
winter store of fuel for five roubles and a stack of straw for three roubles, and
then have his garden fence or old cucumber-frames chopped up to heat his
stoves. His meadows were ruined by pigs, the peasants’ cattle strayed in the
undergrowth in his woods, and every year the old trees were fewer and fewer:
beehives and rusty pails lay about in his garden and kitchen-garden. He had
neither talents nor abilities, nor even ordinary capacity for living like other
people. In practical life he was a weak, nae man, easy to deceive and to cheat,
and the peasants with good reason called him “simple.”

He was a Liberal, and in the district was regarded as a “Red,” but even his
progressiveness was a bore. There was no originality nor moving power about
his independent views: he was revolted, indignant, and delighted always on the
same note; it was always spiritless and ineffective. Even in moments of strong
enthusiasm he never raised his head or stood upright. But the most tiresome
thing of all was that he managed to express even his best and finest ideas so
that they seemed in him commonplace and out of date. It reminded one of
something old one had read long ago, when slowly and with an air of
profundity he would begin discoursing of his noble, lofty moments, of his best
years; or when he went into raptures over the younger generation, which has
always been, and still is, in advance of society; or abused Russians for donning
their dressing-gowns at thirty and forgetting the principles of their alma
mater . If you stayed the night with him, he would put Pissarev or Darwin on
your bedroom table; if you said you had read it, he would go and bring
Dobrolubov.

In the district this was called free-thinking, and many people looked upon
this free-thinking as an innocent and harmless eccentricity; it made him
profoundly unhappy, however. It was for him the maggot of which he had just
been speaking; it had fastened upon him and was sucking his life-blood. In his
past there had been the strange marriage in the style of Dostoevsky; long letters
and copies written in a bad, unintelligible hand-writing, but with great feeling,

endless misunderstandings, explanations, disappointments, then debts, a second
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mortgage, the allowance to his wife, the monthly borrowing of money—and all
this for no benefit to any one, either himself or others. And in the present, as in
the past, he was still in a nervous flurry, on the lookout for heroic actions, and
poking his nose into other people’s affairs; as before, at every favourable
opportunity there were long letters and copies, wearisome, stereotyped
conversations about the village community, or the revival of handicrafts or the
establishment of cheese factories—conversations as like one another as though
he had prepared them, not in his living brain, but by some mechanical process.
And finally this scandal with Zina of which one could not see the end!

And meanwhile Zina was young—she was only twenty-two—good-looking,
elegant, gay; she was fond of laughing, chatter, argument, a passionate
musician; she had good taste in dress, in furniture, in books, and in her own
home she would not have put up with a room like this, smelling of boots and
cheap vodka. She, too, had advanced ideas, but in her free-thinking one felt the
overflow of energy, the vanity of a young, strong, spirited girl, passionately
eager to be better and more original than others... How had it happened that
she had fallen in love with Vlassitch?

“He is a Quixote, an obstinate fanatic, a maniac,” thought Pyotr
Mihalitch,“and she is as soft, yielding, and weak in character as I am... She
and I give in easily, without resistance. She loves him; but, then, I, too, love
him in spite of everything.”

Pyotr Mihalitch considered Vlassitch a good, straightforward man, but
narrow and one-sided. In his perturbations and his sufferings, and in fact in his
whole life, he saw no lofty aims, remote or immediate; he saw nothing but
boredom and incapacity for life. His self-sacrifice and all that Vlassitch himself
called heroic actions or noble impulses seemed to him a useless waste of force,
unnecessary blank shots which consumed a great deal of powder. And
Vlassitch’s fanatical belief in the extraordinary loftiness and faultlessness of his
own way of thinking struck him as nae and even morbid; and the fact that
Vlassitch all his life had contrived to mix the trivial with the exalted, that he
had made a stupid marriage and looked upon it as an act of heroism, and then
had affairs with other women and regarded that as a triumph of some idea or

other was simply incomprehensible.
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Nevertheless, Pyotr Mihalitch was fond of Vlassitch; he was conscious of
a sort of power in him, and for some reason he had never had the heart to
contradict him.

Vlassitch sat down quite close to him for a talk in the dark, to the
accompaniment of the rain, and he had cleared his throat as a prelude to
beginning on something lengthy, such as the history of his marriage. But it was
intolerable for Pyotr Mihalitch to listen to him; he was tormented by the
thought that he would see his sister directly.

“Yes, you’ve had bad luck,” he said gently; “but, excuse me, we’ve been
wandering from the point. That’s not what we are talking about.”

“Yes, yes, quite so. Well, let us come back to the point,” said Vlassitch,
and he stood up. “I tell you, Petrusha, our conscience is clear. We are not
married, but there is no need for me to prove to you that our marriage is
perfectly legitimate. You are as free in your ideas as I am, and, happily, there
can be no disagreement between us on that point. As for our future, that ought
not to alarm you. I’Il work in the sweat of my brow, I’ Il work day and
night—in fact, I will strain every nerve to make Zina happy. Her life will be a
splendid one! You may ask, am I able to do it. I am, brother! When a man
devotes every minute to one thought, it’s not difficult for him to attain his
object. But let us go to Zina; it will be a joy to her to see you.”

Pyotr Mihalitch’s heart began to beat. He got up and followed Vlassitch
into the hall, and from there into the drawing-room. There was nothing in the
huge gloomy room but a piano and a long row of old chairs ornamented with
bronze, on which no one ever sat. There was a candle alight on the piano. From
the drawing-room they went in silence into the dining-room. This room, too,
was large and comfortless; in the middle of the room there was a round table
with two leaves with six thick legs, and only one candle. A clock in a large
mahogany case like an ikon stand pointed to half-past two.

Vlassitch opened the door into the next room and said: “Zina, here is
Petrusha come to see us!”

At once there was the sound of hurried footsteps and Zina came into the
dining-room. She was tall, plump, and very pale, and, just as when he had seen

her for the last time at home, she was wearing a black skirt and a red blouse,



with a large buckle on her belt. She flung one arm round her brother and kissed
him on the temple.

“What a storm!” she said. “Grigory went off somewhere and 1 was left
quite alone in the house.”

She was not embarrassed, and looked at her brother as frankly and
candidly as at home; looking at her, Pyotr Mihalitch, too, lost his
embarrassment.

“But you are not afraid of storms,” he said, sitting down at the table.

“No,” she said,”’but here the rooms are so big, the house is so old, and
when there is thunder it all rattles like a cupboard full of crockery. It’s a
charming house altogether,” she went on, sitting down opposite her brother.
“There’s some pleasant memory in every room. In my room, only fancy,
Grigory’s grandfather shot himself.”

“In August we shall have the money to do up the lodge in the garden,” said
Vlassitch.

“For some reason when it thunders I think of that grandfather,” Zina went
on.”And in this dining-room somebody was flogged to death.”

“That’s an actual fact,” said Vlassitch, and he looked with wideopen eyes
at Pyotr Mihalitch.“Sometime in the forties this place was let to a Frenchman
Called Olivier. The portrait of his daughter is lying in an attic now—a very
pretty girl. This Olivier, so my father told me, despised Russians for their
ignorance and treated them with cruel derision. Thus, for instance, he insisted
on the priest walking without his hat for half a mile round his house, and on the
church bells being rung when the Olivier family drove through the village. The
serfs and altogether the humble of this world, of course, he treated with even
less ceremony. Once there came along this road one of the simple-hearted sons
of wandering Russia, somewhat after the style of Gogol’s divinity student,
Homa Brut. He asked for a night’s lodging, pleased the bailiffs, and was given
a job at the office of the estate. There are many variations of the story. Some
say the divinity student stirred up the peasants, others that Olivier’s daughter
fell in love with him. I don’t know which is true, only one fine evening Olivier
called him in here and cross-examined him, then ordered him to be beaten. Do

you know, he sat here at this table drinking claret while the stable-boys beat the
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man. He must have tried to wring something out of him. Towards morning the
divinity student died of the torture and his body was hidden. They say it was
thrown into Koltovitch’s pond. There was an inquiry, but the Frenchman paid
some thousands to some one in authority and went away to Alsace. His lease
was up just then, and so the matter ended.”

“What scoundrels!” said Zina, shuddering.

“My father remembered Olivier and his daughter well. He used to say she
was remarkably beautiful and eccentric. | imagine the divinity student had done
both—stirred up the peasants and won the daughter’s heart. Perhaps he wasn’t
a divinity student at all, but some one travelling incognito.”

Zina grew thoughtful; the story of the divinity student and the beautiful
French girl had evidently carried her imagination far away. It seemed to Pyotr
Mihalitch that she had not changed in the least during the last week, except that
she was a little paler. She looked calm and just as usual, as though she had
come with her brother to visit Vlassitch. But Pyotr Mihalitch felt that some
change had taken place in himself. Before, when she was living at home, he
could have spoken to her about anything, and now he did not feel equal to
asking her the simple question, “How do you like being here?” The question
seemed awkward and unnecessary. Probably the same change had taken place
in her. She was in no haste to turn the conversation to her mother, to her home,
to her relations with Vlassitch; she did not defend herself, she did not say that
free unions are better than marriages in the church; she was not agitated, and
calmly brooded over the story of Olivier... And why had they suddenly begun
talking of Olivier?

“You are both of you wet with the rain,” said Zina, and she smiled joyfully;
she was touched by this point of resemblance between her brother and
Vlassitch.

And Pyotr Mihalitch felt all the bitterness and horror of his position. He
thought of his deserted home, the closed piano, and Zina’s bright little room
into which no one went now; he thought there were no prints of little feet on
the garden-paths, and that before tea no one went off; laughing gaily, to bathe.
What he had clung to more and more from his childhood upwards, what he had

loved thinking about when he used to sit in the stuffy class-room or the lecture



theatre—brightness, purity, and joy, everything that filled the house with life
and light, had gone never to return, had vanished, and was mixed up with a
coarse, clumsy story of some battalion officer, a chivalrous lieutenant, a
depraved woman and a grandfather who had shot himself... And to begin to talk
about his mother or to think that the past could ever return would mean not
understanding what was clear.

Pyotr Mihalitch’s eyes filled with tears and his hand began to tremble as it
lay on the table. Zina guessed what he was thinking about, and her eyes, too,
glistened and looked red.

“Grigory, come here,” she said to Vlassitch.

They walked away to the window and began talking of something in a
whisper. From the way that Vlassitch stooped down to her and the way she
looked at him, Pyotr Mihalitch realised again that everything was irreparably
over, and that it was no use to talk of anything. Zina went out of the room.

“Well, brother!” Vlassitch began, after a brief silence, rubbing his hands
and smiling. “I called our life happiness just now, but that was, so to speak,
poetical license. In reality, there has not been a sense of happiness so far. Zina
has been thinking all the time of you, of her mother, and has been worrying;
looking at her, 1, too, felt worried. Hers is a bold, free nature, but, you know,
it’s difficult when you’re not used to it, and she is young, too. The servants call
her ‘Miss’; it seems a trifle, but it upsets her. There it is, brother.”

Zina brought in a plateful of strawberries. She was followed by a little
maidservant, looking crushed and humble, who set a jug of milk on the table
and made a very low bow: she had something about her that was in keeping
with the old furniture, something petrified and dreary.

The sound of the rain had ceased. Pyotr Mihalitch ate strawberries while
Vlassitch and Zina looked at him in silence. The moment of the inevitable but
useless conversation was approaching, and all three felt the burden of it. Pyotr
Mihalitch’s eyes filled with tears again; he pushed away his plate and said that
he must be going home, or it would be getting late, and perhaps it would rain
again. The time had come when common decency required Zina to speak of
those at home and of her new life.

“How are things at home?” she asked rapidly, and her pale face
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quivered.“How is mother?”

“You know mother...” said Pyotr Mihalitch, not looking at her.

“Petrusha, you’ve thought a great deal about what has happened,” she said,
taking hold of her brother’s sleeve, and he knew how hard it was for her to
speak. “You’ve thought a great deal: tell me, can we reckon on mother’s
accepting Grigory... and the whole position, one day?”

She stood close to her brother, face to face with him, and he was
astonished that she was so beautiful, and that he seemed not to have noticed it
before. And it seemed to him utterly absurd that his sister, so like his mother,
pampered, elegant, should be living with Vlassitch and in Vlassitch’s house,
with the petrified servant, and the table with six legs in the house where a man
had been flogged to death, and that she was not going home with him, but was
staying here to sleep.

“You know mother,” he said, not answering her question. “I think you
ought to have... to do something, to ask her forgiveness or something...”

“But to ask her forgiveness would mean pretending we had done wrong.
I’m ready to tell a lie to comfort mother, but it won’t lead anywhere. I know
mother. Well, what will be, must be!” said Zina, growing more cheerful now
that the most unpleasant had been said. “We’ll wait for five years, ten years,
and be patient, and then God’s will be done.”

She took her brother’s arm, and when she walked through the dark hall she
squeezed close to him. They went out on the steps. Pyotr Mihalitch said
good-bye, got on his horse, and set off at a walk; Zina and Vlassitch walked a
little way with him. It was still and warm, with a delicious smell of hay; stays
were twinkling brightly between the clouds. Vlassitch’s old garden, which had
seen so many gloomy stories in its time, lay slumbering in the darkness, and for
some reason it was mournful riding through it.

“Zina and I today after dinner spent some really exalted moments,” said
Vlassitch.“I read aloud to her an excellent article on the question of emigration.
You must read it, brother! You really must. 1t’s remarkable for its lofty tone. I
could not resist writing a letter to the editor to be forwarded to the author. I
wrote only a single line: ‘I thank you and warmly press your noble hand.’”

Pyotr Mihalitch was tempted to say, “Don’t meddle in what does not
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concern you,” but he held his tongue.

Vlassitch walked by his right stirrup and Zina by the left; both seemed to
have forogotten that they had to go home. It was damp, and they had almost
reached Koltovitch’s copse. Pyotr Mihalitch felt that they were expecting
something from him, though they hardly knew what it was, and he felt
unbearably sorry for them. Now as they walked by the horse with submissive
faces, lost in thought, he had a deep conviction that they were unhappy, and
could not be happy, and their love seemed to him a melancholy, irreparable
mistake. Pity and the sense that he could do nothing to help them reduced him
to that state of spiritual softening when he was ready to make any sacrifice to
get rid of the painful feeling of sympathy.

“I’ll come over sometimes for a night,” he said.

But it sounded as though he were making a concession, and did not satisfy
him. When they stopped near Koltovitch’s copse to say good-bye, he bent
down to Zina, touched her shoulder, and said: “You are right, Zina! You have
done well.” To avoid saying more and bursting into tears, he lashed his horse
and galloped into the wood. As he rode into the darkness, he looked round and
saw Vlassitch and Zina walking home along the road—hetaking long strides,
while she walked with a hurried, jerky step beside him—talking eagerly about
something.

“l am an old woman!” thought Pyotr Mihalitch. “I went to solve the
question and I have only made it more complicated—there it is!”

He was heavy at heart. When he got out of the copse he rode at a walk and
then stopped his horse near the pond. He wanted to sit and think without
moving. The moon was rising and was reflected in a streak of red on the other
side of the pond. There were low rumbles of thunder in the distance. Pyotr
Mihalitch looked steadily at the water and imagined his sister’s despair, her
martyr-like pallor, the tearless eyes with which she would conceal her
humiliation from others. He imagined her with child, imagined the death of
their mother, her funeral, Zina’s horror... The proud, superstitious old woman
would be sure to die of grief. Terrible pictures of the future rose before him on
the background of smooth, dark water, and among pale feminine figures he saw

himself, a weak, cowardly man with a guilty face.
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A hundred paces off on the right bank of the pond, something dark was
standing motionless: was it a man or a tall post’? Pyotr Mihalitch thought of the
divinity student who had been killed and thrown into the pond.

“Olivier behaved inhumanly, but one way or another he did settle the
question, while I have settled nothing and have only made it worse,” he thought,
gazing at the dark figure that looked like a ghost. “He said and did what he
thought right while I say and do what I don’t think right; and I don’t know
really what I do think...”

He rode up to the dark figure: it was an old rotten post, the rclic of some
shed.

From Koltovitch’s copse and garden there came a strong fragrant scent of
lilies of the valley and honey-laden flowers. Pyotr Mihalitch rode along the
bank of the pond and looked mournfully into the water. And thinking about his
life, he came to the conclusion he had never said or acted upon what he really
thought, and other people had repaid him in the same way. And so the whole of
life seemed to him as dark as this water in which the night sky was reflected
and water-weeds grew in a tangle. And it seemed to him that nothing could ever

set it right.
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%NKA ZHUKOYV, a boy of nine, who had been for three months
apprenticed to Alyahin the shoemaker, was sitting up on Christmas Eve.
Waiting till his master and mistress and their workmen had gone to the
midnight service, he took out of his master’s cupboard a bottle of ink and a pen
with a rusty nib, and, spreading out a crumpled sheet of paper in front of him,
began writing. Before forming the first letter he several times looked round
fearfully at the door and the windows, stole a glance at the dark ikon, on both
sides of which stretched shelves full of lasts, and heaved a broken sigh. The
paper lay on the bench while he knelt before it.

“Dear grandfather, Konstantin Makaritch,” he wrote, “I am writing you a
letter. I wish you a happy Christmas, and all blessings from God Almighty. |
have neither father nor mother, you are the only one left me.”

Vanka raised his eyes to the dark ikon on which the light of his candle was
reflected, and vividly recalled his grandfather, Konstantin Makaritch, who was
night watchman to a family called Zhivarev. He was a thin but extraordinarily
nimble and lively little old man of sixty-five, with an everlastingly laughing
face and drunken eyes. By day he slept in the servants’ kitchen, or made jokes
with the cooks; at night, wrapped in an ample sheepskin, he walked round the
grounds and tapped with his little mallet. Old Kashtanka and Eel, so-called on
account of his dark colour and his long body like a weasel’s, followed him with
hanging heads. This Eel was exceptionally polite and affectionate, and looked
with equal kindness on strangers and his own masters, but had not a very good
reputation. Under his politeness and meekness was hidden the most Jesuitical
cunning. No one knew better how to creep up on occasion and snap at one’s
legs, to slip intothe store-room, or steal a hen from a peasant. His hind legs had
been nearly pulled off more than once, twice he had been hanged, every week
he was thrashed till he was half dead, but he always revived.

At this moment grandfather was, no doubt, standing at the gate, screwing
up his eyes at the red windows of the church, stamping with his high felt boots,
and joking with the servants. His little mallet was hanging on his belt. He was

clasping his hands, shrugging with the cold, and, with an aged chuckle
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pinching first the housemaid, then the cook.

“How about a pinch of snuff?” he was saying, offering the women his
snuft-box.

The women would take a sniff and sneeze. Grandfather would be
indescribably delighted, go off into a merry chuckle, and cry: “Tear it off, it has
frozen on!”

They give the dogs a sniff of snuff too. Kashtanka sneezes, wriggles her
head, and walks away offended. Eel does not sneeze, from politeness, but wags
his tail. And the weather is glorious. The air is still, fresh, and transparent. The
night is dark, but one can see the whole village with its white roofs and coils of
smoke coming from the chimneys, the trees silvered with hoar frost, the
snowdrifts. The whole sky spangled with gay twinkling stars, and the Milky
Way is as distinct as though it had been washed and rubbed with snow for a
holiday...

Vanka sighed, dipped his pen, and went on writing: “And yesterday I had a
wigging. The master pulled me out into the yard by my hair, and whacked me
with a boot-stretcher because I accidentally fell asleep while I was rocking their
brat in the cradle. And a week ago the mistress told me to clean a herring, and I
began from the tail end, and she took the herring and thrust its head in nay face.
The workmen laugh at me and send me to the tavern for vodka, and tell me to
steal the master’s cucumbers for them, and the master beats me with anything
that comes to hand. And there is nothing to eat. In the morning they give me
bread, for dinner, porridge, and in the evening, bread again; but as for tea, or
soup, the master and mistress gobble it all up themselves. And I am put to sleep
in the passage, and when their wretched brat cries I get no sleep at all, but have
to rock the cradle. Dear grandfather, show the divine mercy, take me away from
here, home to the village. It’s more than I can bear. I bow down to your feet,
and will pray to God for you for ever, take me away from here or I shall die.”

Vanka’s mouth worked, he rubbed his eyes with his black fist, and gave a
sob.

“I will powder your snuff for you,” he went on.“I will pray for you, and if
I do anything you can thrash me like Sidor’s goat. And if you think I’ve no job,

then I will beg the steward for Christ’s sake to let me clean his boots, or I’ll go
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for a shepherd-boy instead of Fedka. Dear grandfather, it is more than I can
bear, it’s simply no life at all. I wanted to run away to the village, but I have no
boots, and I am afraid of the frost. When I grow up big I will take care of you
for this, and not let anyone annoy you, and when you die I will pray for the rest
of your soul, just as for my mammy’s.”

“Moscow is a big town. It’s all gentlemen’s houses, and there are lots of
horses, but there are no sheep, and the dogs are not spiteful. The lads here don’t
go out with the star, and they don’t let anyone go into the choir, and once I saw
in a shop window fishing-hooks for sale, fitted ready with the line and for all
sorts of fish, awfully good ones, there was even one hook that would hold a
forty-pound sheat-fish. And I have seen shops where there are guns of all sorts,
after the pattern of the master’s guns at home, so that I shouldn’t wonder if they
are a hundred roubles each... And in the butchers’ shops there are grouse and
woodcocks and fish and hares, but the shopmen don’t say where they shoot
them.”

“Dear grandfather, when they have the Christmas tree at the big house, get
me a gilt walnut, and put it away in the green trunk. Ask the young lady Olga
Ignatyevna, say it’s for Vanka.”

Vanka gave a tremulous sigh, and again stared at the window. He
remembered how his grandfather always went into the forest to get the
Christmas tree for his master’s family, and took his grandson with him. It was a
merry time! Grandfather made a noise in his throat, the forest crackled with the
frost, and looking at them Vanka chortled too. Before chopping down the
Christmas tree, grandfather would smoke a pipe, slowly take a pinch of snuff,
and laugh at frozen Vanka... The young fir trees, covered with hoar frost, stood
motionless, waiting to see which of them was to die. Wherever one looked, a
hare flew like an arrow over the snowdrifts... Grandfather could not refrain
from shouting: “Hold him, hold him... hold him! Ah, the bob-tailed devil!”

When he had cut down the Christmas tree, grandfather used to drag it to
the big house, and there set to work to decorate it... The young lady, who was
Vanka’s favourite, Olga Ignatyevna, was the busiest of all. When Vanka’s
mother Pelageya was alive, and a servant in the big house, Olga Ignatyevna

used to give him goodies, and having nothing better to do, taught him to read
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and write, to count up to a hundred, and even to dance a quadrille. When
Pelageya died, Vanka had been transferred to the servants’ kitchen to be with
his grandfather, and from the kitchen to the shoemaker’s in Moscow.

“Do come, dear grandfather,” Vanka went on with his letter. “For Christ’s
sake, I beg you, take me away. Have pity on an unhappy orphan like me; here
everyone knocks me about, and I am fearfully hungry; I can’t tell you what
misery it is, [ am always crying. And the other day the master hit me on the
head with a last, so that I fell down. My life is wretched, worse than any
dog’s... I send greetings to Alyona, one-eyed Yegorka, and the coachman, and
don’t give my concertina to anyone. I remain, your grandson, Ivan Zhukov.
Dear grandfather, do come.”

Vanka folded the sheet of writing-paper twice, and put it into an envelope
he had bought the day before for a kopeck... After thinking a little, he dipped
the pen and wrote the address: To grandfather in the village.

Then he scratched his head, thought a little, and added: Konstantin
Makaritch.  Glad that he had not been prevented from writing, he put on his
cap and, without putting on his little greatcoat, ran out into the street as he was
in his shirt...

The shopmen at the butcher’s, whom he had questioned the day before,
told him that letters were put in post-boxes, and from the boxes were carried
about all over the earth in mailcart with drunken drivers and ringing bells.
Vanka ran to the nearest post-box, and thrust the precious letter in the slit...

An hour later, lulled by sweet hopes, he was sound asleep... He dreamed
of the stove. On the stove was sitting his grandfather, swinging his bare legs,
and reading the letter to the cooks...

By the stove was Eel, wagging his tail.
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That Wretched Boy
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QfVAN IVANICH LAPKIN, a pleasant looking young man, and Anna
Zamblizky, a young girl with a little snub nose, walked down the sloping bank
and sat down on the bench. The bench was close to the water’s edge, among
thick bushes of young willow. A heavenly spot! You sat down, and you were
hidden from the world. Only the fish could see you and the catspaws which
flashed over the water like lightning. The two young persons were equipped

with rods, fish hooks, bags, tins of worms and everything else necessary. Once
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seated, they immediately began to fish.

“I am glad that we’re left alone at last,” said Lapkin, looking round. I’ve
got a lot to tell you, Anna tremendous... when I saw you for the first time...
you’ve got a nibble ... I understood then why I am alive, | knew where my idol
was, to whom I can devote smy honest, hard-working life... It must be a big
one... it is biting... When I saw you for the first time in my life I fell in love
passionately! Don’t pull. Let it go on biting... Tell me, darling, tell me will you
let me hope? No! I’'m not worth it. I dare not even think of it may I hope for ...
Pull!

Anna lifted her hand that held the rod pulled, cried out. A silvery green fish
shone in the air.

“Goodness! it’s a perch! Help quick! It’s slipping off.” The perch tore itself
from the hook danced in the grass towards its native element and... leaped into
the water.

But instead of the little fish that he was chasing, Lapkin quite by accident
caught hold of Anna’s hand quite by accident pressed it to his lips. She drew
back, but it was too late; quite by accident their lips met and kissed; yes, it was
an absolute accident! They kissed and kissed. Then came vows and
assurances... Blissful moments! But there is no such thing as absolute
happiness in this life. If happiness itself does not contain a poison, poison will
enter in from without. Which happened this time. Suddenly, while the two were
kissing, a laugh was heard. They looked at the river and were paralysed. The
schoolboy Kolia, Anna’s brother, was standing in the water, watching the
young people and maliciously laughing.

“Ah ha! Kissing!” said he.“Right O, I’1l tell Mother.”

“ I hope that you as a man of honour,” Lapkin muttered, blushing. “It’s
disgusting to spy on us, it’s loathsome to tell tales, it’s rotten. As a man of
honour...”

“ Give me a shilling, then I’ll shut up!” the man of honour retorted. “If you
don’t, I’1l tell.”

Lapkin took a shilling out of his pocket and gave it to Kolia, who squeezed
it in his wet fist, whistled, and swam away. And the young people did not kiss

any more just then.
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Next day Lapkin brought Kolia some paints and a ball from town, and his
sister gave him all her empty pill boxes. Then they had to present him with a
set of studs like dogs’ heads. The wretched boy enjoyed this game immensely,
and to keep it going he began to spy on them. Wherever Lapkin and Anna went,
he was there too. He did not leave them alone for a single moment.

“ Beast!” Lapkin gnashed his teeth. “So young and yet such a full fledged
scoundrel. What on earth will become of him later!”

During the whole of July the poor lovers had no life apart from him. He
threatened to tell on them; he dogged them and demanded more presents.
Nothing satisfied him finally he hinted at a gold watch. All right, they had to
promise the watch.

Once, at table, when biscuits were being handed round, he burst out
laughing and said to Lapkin: “Shall I let on? Ah ha!”

Lapkin blushed fearfully and instead of a biscuit he began to chew his
table napkin. Anna jumped up from the table and rushed out of the room.

And this state of things went on until the end of August, up to the day
when Lapkin at last proposed to Anna. Ah! What a happy day that was! When
he had spoken to her parents and obtained their consent Lapkin rushed into the
garden after Kolia. When he found him he nearly cried for joy and caught hold
of the wretched boy by the ear. Anna, who was also looking for Kolia came
running up and grabbed him by the other ear. You should have seen the
happiness depicted on their faces while Kolia roared and begged them:
“Darling, precious pets, I won’t do it again. O-oh O-oh! Forgive me!” And both
of them confessed afterwards that during all the time they were in love with
each other they never experienced such happiness, such overwhelming joy as

during those moments when they pulled the wretched boy’s ears.
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g ET me; I want to drive myself! I’ll sit by the driver!” Sofya
Lvovna said in a loud voice. “Wait a minute, driver; I’ll get up on the box
beside you.”

She stood up in the sledge, and her husband, Vladimir Nikititch, and the
friend of her childhood, Vladimir Mihalovitch, held her arms to prevent her
falling. The three horses were galloping fast.

“I said you ought not to have given her brandy,” Vladimir Nikititch
whispered to his companion with vexation. “What a fellow you are, really!”

The Colonel knew by experience that in women like his wife, Sofya
Lvovna, after a little too much wine, turbulent gaiety was followed by
hysterical laughter and then tears. He was afraid that when they got home,
instead of being able to sleep, he would have to be administering compresses
and drops.

“Wo!” cried Sofya Lvovna. “I want to drive myself!”

She felt genuinely gay and triumphant. For the last two months, ever since
her wedding, she had been tortured by the thought that she had married Colonel
Yagitch from worldly motives and, as it is said, par dépit; but that evening, at
the restaurant, she had suddenly become convinced that she loved him
passionately. In spite of his fifty-four years, he was so slim, agile, supple, he
made puns and hummed to the gipsies’ tunes so charmingly. Really, the older

men were nowadays a thousand times more interesting than the young. It
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seemed as though age and youth had changed parts. The Colonel was two years
older than her father, but could there be any importance in that if, honestly
speaking, there were infinitely more vitality, go, and freshness in him than in
herself, though she was only twenty-three?

“Oh, my darling!” she thought. “You are wonderful!”

She had become convinced in the restaurant, too, that not a spark of her
old feeling remained. For the friend of her childhood, Vladimir Mihalovitch, or
simply Volodya, with whom only the day before she had been madly, miserably
in love, she now felt nothing but complete indifference. All that evening he had
seemed to her spiritless, torpid, uninteresting, and insignificant, and the
sangfroid with which he habitually avoided paying at restaurants on this
occasion revolted her, and she had hardly been able to resist saying, “If you are
poor, you should stay at home.” The Colonel paid for all.

Perhaps because trees, telegraph posts, and drifts of snow kept flitting past
her eyes, all sorts of disconnected ideas came rushing into her mind. She
reflected: the bill at the restaurant had been a hundred and twenty roubles, and
a hundred had gone to the gipsies, and tomorrow she could fling away a
thousand roubles if she liked; and only two months ago, before her wedding,
she had not had three roubles of her own, and had to ask her father for every
trifle. What a change in her life!

Her thoughts were in a tangle. She recalled, how, when she was a child of
ten, Colonel Yagitch, now her husband, used to make love to her aunt, and
every one in the house said that he had ruined her. And her aunt had, in fact,
often come down to dinner with her eyes red from crying, and was always
going off somewhere; and people used to say of her that the poor thing could
find no peace anywhere. He had been very handsome in those days, and had an
extraordinary reputation as a lady-killer. So much so that he was known all
over the town, and it was said of him that he paid a round of visits to his
adorers every day like a doctor visiting his patients. And even now, in spite of
his grey hair, his wrinkles, and his spectacles, his thin face looked handsome,
especially in profile.

Sofya Lvovna’s father was an army doctor, and had at one time served in

the same regiment with Colonel Yagitch. Volodya’s father was an army doctor
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too, and he, too, had once been in the same regiment as her father and Colonel
Yagitch. In spite of many amatory adventures, often very complicated and
disturbing, Volodya had done splendidly at the university, and had taken a very
good degree. Now he was specialising in foreign literature, and was said to be
writing a thesis. He lived with his father, the army doctor, in the barracks, and
had no means of his own, though he was thirty. As children Sofya and he had
lived under the same roof, though in different flats. He often came to play with
her, and they had dancing and French lessons together. But when he grew up
into a graceful, remarkably handsome young man, she began to feel shy of him,
and then fell madly in love with him, and had loved him right up to the time
when she was married to Yagitch. He, too, had been renowned for his success
with women almost from the age of fourteen, and the ladies who deceived their
husbands on his account excused themselves by saying that he was only a boy.
Some one had told a story of him lately that when he was a student living in
lodgings so as to be near the university, it always happened if one knocked at
his door, that one heard his footstep, and then a whispered apology: “Pardon, je
ne suis pas setul.” Yagitch was delighted with him, and blessed him as a worthy
successor, as Derchavin blessed Pushkin; he appeared to be fond of him. They
would play billiards or piquet by the hour together without uttering a word, if
Yagitch drove out on any expedition he always took Volodya with him, and
Yagitch was the only person Volodya initiated into the mysteries of his thesis.
In earlier days, when Yagitch was rather younger, they had often been in the
position of rivals, but they had never been jealous of one another. In the circle
in which they moved Yagitch was nicknamed Big Volodya, and his friend Little
Volodya.

Besides Big Volodya, Little Volodya, and Sofya Lvovna, there was a fourth
person in the sledge—Margarita Alexandrovna, or, as every one called her, Rita,
a cousin of Madame Yagitch—a very pale girl over thirty, with black eyebrows
and a pince-nez, who was for ever smoking cigarettes, even in the bitterest
frosts, and who always had her knees and the front of her blouse covered with
cigarette ash. She spoke through her nose, drawling every word, was of a cold
temperament, could drink any amount of wine and liquor without being drunk,

and used to tell scandalous anecdotes in a languid and tasteless way. At home
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she spent her days reading thick magazines, covering them with cigarette ash,
or eating frozen apples.

“Sonia, give over fooling,” she said, drawling. “It’s really silly.”

As they drew near the city gates they went more slowly, and began to pass
people and houses. Sofya Lvovna subsided, nestled up to her husband, and
gave herself up to her thoughts. Little Volodya sat opposite. By now her
light-hearted and cheerful thoughts were mingled with gloomy ones. She
thought that the man sitting opposite knew that she loved him, and no doubt he
believed the gossip that she married the Colonel par dépit. She had never told
him of her love; she had not wanted him to know, and had done her best to hide
her feeling, but from her face she knew that he understood her perfectly—and
her pride suffered. But what was most humiliating in her position was that,
since her wedding, Volodya had suddenly begun to pay her attention, which he
had never done before, spending hours with her, sitting silent or chattering
about trifles; and even now in the sledge, though he did not talk to her, he
touched her foot with his and pressed her hand a little. Evidently that was all he
wanted, that she should be married; and it was evident that he despised her and
that she only excited in him an interest of a special kind as though she were an
immoral and disreputable woman. And when the feeling of triumph and love
for her husband were mingled in her soul with humiliation and wounded pride,
she was overcome by a spirit of defiance, and longed to sit on the box, to shout
and whistle to the horses.

Just as they passed the nunnery the huge hundred-ton bell rang out. Rita
crossed herself.

“Our Olga is in that nunnery,” said Sofya Lvovna, and she, too, crossed
herself and shuddered.

“Why did she go into the nunnery?” said the Colonel.

“Par dépit,” Rita answered crossly, with obvious allusion to Sofya’s
marrying Yagitch. “Par dépit is all the fashion nowadays. Defiance of all the
world. She was always laughing, a desperate flirt, fond of nothing but balls and
young men, and all of a sudden off she went—to surprise every one!”

“That’s not true,” said Volodya, turning down the collar of his fur coat and

showing his handsome face. “It wasn’t a case of par dépit; it was simply
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horrible, if you like. Her brother Dmitri was sent to penal servitude, and they
don’t know where he is now. And her mother died of grief.”

He turned up his collar again.

“Olga did well,” he added in a muffled voice. “Living as an adopted child,
and with such a paragon as Sofya Lvovna,—one must take that into
consideration too!”

Sofya Lvovna heard a tone of contempt in his voice, and longed to say
something rude to him, but she said nothing. The spirit of defiance came over
her again; she stood up again and shouted in a tearful voice: “I want to go to
the early service! Driver, back! I want to see Olga.”

They turned back. The nunnery bell had a deep note, and Sofya Lvovna
fancied there was something in it that reminded her of Olga and her life. The
other church bells began ringing too. When the driver stopped the horses, Sofya
Lvovna jumped out of the sledge and, unescorted and alone, went quickly up to
the gate.

“Make haste, please!”” her husband called to her. “It’s late already.”

She went in at the dark gateway, then by the avenue that led from the gate
to the chief church. The snow crunched under her feet, and the ringing was just
above her head, and seemed to vibrate through her whole being. Here was the
church door, then three steps down, and an ante-room with ikons of the saints
on both sides, a fragrance of juniper and incense, another door, and a dark
figure opening it and bowing very low. The service had not yet begun. One nun
was walking by the ikon-screen and lighting the candles on the tall standard
candlesticks, another was lighting the chandelier. Here and there, by the
columns and the side chapels, there stood black, motionless figures. “I suppose
they must remain standing as they are now till the morning,” thought Sofya
Lvovna, and it seemed to her dark, cold, and dreary—drearier than a graveyard.
She looked with a feeling of dreariness at the still, motionless figures and
suddenly felt a pang at her heart. For some reason, in one short nun, with thin
shoulders and a black kerchief on her head, she recognised Olga, though when
Olga went into the nunnery she had been plump and had looked taller.
Hesitating and extremely agitated, Sofya Lvovna went up to the nun, and

looking over her shoulder into her face, recognised her as Olga.
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“Olga!” she cried, throwing up her hands, and could not speak from
emotion. “Olga!”

The nun knew her at once; she raised her eyebrows in surprise, and her
pale, freshly washed face, and even, it seemed, the white headcloth that she
wore under her wimple, beamed with pleasure.

“What a miracle from God!” she said, and she, too, threw up her thin, pale
little hands.

Sofya Lvovna hugged her and kissed her warmly, and was afraid as she did
so that she might smell of spirits.

“We were just driving past, and we thought of you,” she said, breathing
hard, as though she had been running. “Dear me! How pale you are! I... 'm
very glad to see you. Well, tell me how are you? Are you dull?”

Sofya Lvovna looked round at the other nuns, and went on in a subdued
voice: “There’ve been so many changes at home... you know, I’m married to
Colonel Yagitch. You remember him, no doubt... I am very happy with him.”

“Well, thank God for that. And is your father quite well? ”

“Yes, he is quite well. He often speaks of you. You must come and see us
during the holidays, Olga, won’t you?”

“I will come,” said Olga, and she smiled. “I’ll come on the second day.”

Sofya Lvovna began crying, she did not know why, and for a minute she
shed tears in silence, then she wiped her eyes and said: “Rita will be very sorry
not to have seen you. She is with us too. And Volodya’s here. They are close to
the gate. How pleased they’d be if you’d come out and see them. Let’s go out
to them; the service hasn’t begun yet.”

“Let us,” Olga agreed. She crossed herself three times and went out with
Sofya Lvovna to the entrance.

“So you say you’re happy, Sonitchka?” she asked when they came out at
the gate.

“Very.”

“Well, thank God for that.”

The two Volodyas, seeing the nun, got out of the sledge and greeted her
respectfully. Both were visibly touched by her pale face and her black

monastic dress, and both were pleased that she had remembered them and
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come to greet them. That she might not be cold, Sofya Lvovna wrapped her up
in a rug and put one half of her fur coat round her. Her tears had relieved and
purified her heart, and she was glad that this noisy, restless, and, in reality,
impure night should unexpectedly end so purely and serenely. And to keep
Olga by her a little longer she suggested: “Let us take her for a drive! Get in,
Olga; we’ll go a little way.”

The men expected the nun to refuse—saints don’t dash about in
three-horse sledges; but to their surprise, she consented and got into the sledge.
And while the horses were galloping to the city gate all were silent, and only
tried to make her warm and comfortable, and each of them was thinking of
what she had been in the past and what she was now. Her face was now
passionless, inexpressive, cold, pale, and transparent, as though there were
water, not blood, in her veins. And two or three years ago she had been plump
and rosy, talking about her suitors and laughing at every trifle.

Near the city gate the sledge turned back; when it stopped ten minutes later
near the nunnery, Olga got out of the sledge. The bell had begun to ring more
rapidly.

“The Lord save you,” said Olga, and she bowed low as nuns do.

“Mind you come, Olga.”

“Twill, I will.”

She went and quickly disappeared through the gateway. And when after
that they drove on again, Sofya Lvovna felt very sad. Every one was silent. She
felt dispirited and weak all over. That she should have made a nun get into a
sledge and drive in a company hardly sober seemed to her now stupid, tactless,
and almost sacrilegious. As the intoxication passed off, the desire to deceive
herself passed away also. It was clear to her now that she did not love her
husband, and never could love him, and that it all had been foolishness and
nonsense. She had married him from interested motives, because, in the words
of her school friends, he was madly rich, and because she was afraid of
becoming an old maid like Rita, and because she was sick of her father, the
doctor, and wanted to annoy Volodya.

If she could have imagined when she got married, that it would be so

oppressive, so dreadful, and so hideous, she would not have consented to the
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marriage for all the wealth in the world. But now there was no setting it right.
She must make up her mind to it.

They reached home. Getting into her warm, soft bed, and pulling the
bed-clothes over her, Sofya Lvovna recalled the dark church, the smell of
incense, and the figures by the columns, and she felt frightened at the thought
that these figures would be standing there all the while she was asleep. The
early service would be very, very long; then there would be “the hours,” then
the mass, then the service of the day.

“But of course there is a God—there certainly is a God; and I shall have to
die, so that sooner or later one must think of one’s soul, of eternal life, like
Olga. Olga is saved now; she has settled all questions for herself... But if there
is no God? Then her life is wasted. But how is it wasted? Why is it wasted?”

And a minute later the thought came into her mind again: “There is a God;
death must come; one must think of one’s soul. If Olga were to see death before
her this minute she would not be afraid. She is prepared. And the great thing is
that she has already solved the problem of life for herself. There is a God...
yes.... But is there no other solution except going into a monastery? To go into
the monastery means to renounce life, to spoil it....”

Sofya Lvovna began to feel rather frightened; she hid her head under her
pillow.

“I mustn’t think about it,” she whispered. “I mustn’t...”

Yagitch was walking about on the carpet in the next room with a soft jingle
of spurs, thinking about something. The thought occurred to Sofya Lvovna that
this man was near and dear to her only for one reason—that his name, too, was
Vladimir. She sat up in bed and called tenderly: “Volodya!”

“What is it?” her husband responded.

“Nothing.”

She lay down again. She heard a bell, perhaps the same nunnery bell.
Again she thought of the vestibule and the dark figures, and thoughts of God
and of inevitable death strayed through her mind, and she covered her ears that
she might not hear the bell. She thought that before old age and death there
would be a long, long life before her, and that day by day she would have to put

up with being close to a man she did not love, who had just now come into the
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bedroom and was getting into bed, and would have to stifle in her heart her
hopeless love for the other young, fascinating, and, as she thought, exceptional
man. She looked at her husband and tried to say good-night to him, but
suddenly burst out crying instead. She was vexed with herself.

“Well, now then for the music!” said Yagitch.

She was not pacified till ten o’clock in the morning. She left off crying and
trembling all over, but she began to have a splitting headache. Yagitch was in
haste to go to the late mass, and in the next room was grumbling at his orderly,
who was helping him to dress. He came into the bedroom once with the soft
jingle of his spurs to fetch something, and then a second time wearing his
epaulettes, and his orders on his breast, limping slightly from rheumatism; and
it struck Sofya Lvovna that he looked and walked like a bird of prey.

She heard Yagitch ring the telephone bell.

“Be so good as to put me on to the Vassilevsky barracks,” he said; and a
minute later: “Vassilevsky barracks? Please ask Doctor Salimovitch to come to
the telephone...” And a minute later: “With whom am 1 speaking? Is it you,
Volodya? Delighted. Ask your father to come to us at once, dear boy; my wife
is rather shattered after yesterday. Not at home, you say? H’m!... Thank you.
Very good. 1 shall be much obliged... Merci.”

Yagitch came into the bedroom for the third time, bent down to his wife,
made the sign of the cross over her, gave her his hand to kiss (the women who
had been in love with him used to kiss his hand and he had got into the habit of
it), and saying that he should be back to dinner, went out.

At twelve o’clock the maid came in to announce that Vladimir Mihalovitch
had arrived. Sofya Lvovna, staggering with fatigue and headache, hurriedly put
on her marvellous new lilac dressing-gown trimmed with fur, and hastily did up
her hair after a fashion. She was conscious of an inexpressible tenderness in her
heart, and was trembling with joy and with fear that he might go away. She
wanted nothing but to look at him.

Volodya came dressed correctly for calling, in a swallow-tail coat and
white tie. When Sofya Lvovna came in he kissed her hand and expressed his
genuine regret that she was ill. Then when they had sat down, he admired her

dressing-gown.
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“I was upset by seeing Olga yesterday,” she said. “At first I felt it dreadful,
but now I envy her. She is like a rock that cannot be shattered; there is no
moving her. But was there no other solution for her, Volodya? Is burying
oneself alive the only solution of the problem of life? Why, it’s death, not life!”

At the thought of Olga, Volodya’s face softened.

“Here, you are a clever man, Volodya,” said Sofya Lvovna. “Show me how
to do what Olga has done. Of course, I am not a believer and should not go into
a nunnery, but one can do something equivalent. Life isn’t easy for me,” she
added after a brief pause. “Tell me what to do.... Tell me something I can
believe in. Tell me something, if it’s only one word.”

“One word? By all means: tararaboomdeeay.”

“Volodya, why do you despise me?” she asked hotly. “You talk to me in a
special, fatuous way, if you’ll excuse me, not as one talks to one’s friends and
women one respects. You are so good at your work, you are fond of science;
why do you never talk of it to me? Why is it? Am I not good enough?”

Volodya frowned with annoyance and said: “Why do you want science all
of a sudden? Don’t you perhaps want constitutional government? Or sturgeon
and horse-radish?”

“Very well, I am a worthless, trivial, silly woman with no convictions. |
have a mass, a mass of defects. 1 am neurotic, corrupt, and 1 ought to be
despised for it. But you, Volodya, are ten years older than I am, and my
husband is thirty years older. I’ve grown up before your eyes, and if you would,
you could have made anything you liked of me—an angel. But you”—her

voice quivered—"treat me horribly. Yagitch has married me in his old age, and

“Come, come,” said Volodya, sitting nearer her and kissing both her hands.
“Let the Schopenhauers philosophise and prove whatever they like, while we’ll
kiss these little hands.”

“You despise me, and if only you knew how miserable it makes me,” she
said uncertainly, knowing beforehand that he would not believe her. “And if
you only knew how I want to change, to begin another life! I think of it with
enthusiasm!” and tears of enthusiasm actually came into her eyes.“To be good,

honest, pure, not to be lying; to have an object in life.”
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“Come, come, come, please don’t be affected! I don’t like it!” said
Volodya, and an ill-humoured expression came into his face. “Upon my word,
you might be on the stage. Let us behave like simple people.”

To prevent him from getting cross and going away, she began defending
herself, and forced herself to smile to please him; and again she began talking
of Olga, and of how she longed to solve the problem of her life and to become
something real.

“Ta-ra-ra-boomdee-ay,” he hummed. “Ta-ra-ra-boom-dee-ay!”

And all at once he put his arm round her waist, while she, without knowing
what she was doing, laid her hands on his shoulders and for a minute gazed
with ecstasy, almost intoxication, at his clever, ironical face, his brow, his eyes,
his handsome beard.

“You have known that I love you for ever so long,” she confessed to him,
and she blushed painfully, and felt that her lips were twitching with shame. “I
love you. Why do you torture me?”

She shut her eyes and kissed him passionately on the lips, and for a long
while, a full minute, could not take her lips away, though she knew it was
unseemly, that he might be thinking the worse of her, that a servant might come
in.

“Oh, how you torture me!” she repeated.

When half an hour later, having got all that he wanted, he was sitting at
lunch in the dining-room, she was kneeling before him, gazing greedily into his
face, and he told her that she was like a little dog waiting for a bit of ham to be
thrown to it. Then he sat her on his knee, and dancing her up and down like a
child, hummed: “Tara-raboom-dee-ay.... Tara-raboom-dee-ay.”

And when he was getting ready to go she asked him in a passionate
whisper: “When? Today? Where?” And held out both hands to his mouth as
though she wanted to seize his answer in them.

“Today it will hardly be convenient,” he said after a minute’s thought.
“Tomorrow, perhaps.”

And they parted. Before dinner Sofya Lvovna went to the nunnery to see
Olga, but there she was told that Olga was reading the psalter somewhere over

the dead. From the nunnery she went to her father’s and found that he, too, was
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out. Then she took another sledge and drove aimlessly about the streets till
evening. And for some reason she kept thinking of the aunt whose eyes were
red with crying, and who could find no peace anywhere.

And at night they drove out again with three horses to a restaurant out of
town and listened to the gipsies. And driving back past the nunnery again, Sofya
Lvovna thought of Olga, and she felt aghast at the thought that for the girls and
women of her class there was no solution but to go on driving about and telling
lies, or going into a nunnery to mortify the flesh... And next day she met her
lover, and again Sofya Lvovna drove about the town alone in a hired sledge
thinking about her aunt.

A week later Volodya threw her over. And after that life went on as before,
uninteresting, miserable, and sometimes even agonising. The Colonel and
Volodya spent hours playing billiards and picquet, Rita told anecdotes in the
same languid, tasteless way, and Sofya Lvovna went about alone in hired
sledges and kept begging her husband to take her for a good drive with three
horses.

Going almost every day to the nunnery, she wearied Olga, complaining of
her unbearable misery, weeping, and feeling as she did so that she brought with
her into the cell something impure, pitiful, shabby. And Olga repeated to her
mechanically as though a lesson learnt by rote, that all this was of no

consequence, that it would all pass and God would forgive her.
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the garden. In the Shumins’ house an evening service celebrated at the request
of the grandmother, Marfa Mihalovna, was just over, and now Nadya—she had
gone into the garden for a minute—could see the table being laid for supper in
the dining-room, and her grandmother bustling about in her gorgeous silk dress;
Father Andrey, a chief priest of the cathedral, was talking to Nadya’s mother,
Nina Ivanovna, and now in the evening light through the window her mother
for some reason looked very young; Andrey Andreitch, Father Andrey’s son,
was standing by listening attentively.

It was still and cool in the garden, and dark peaceful shadows lay on the
ground. There was a sound of frogs croaking, far, far away beyond the town.
There was a feeling of May, sweet May! One drew deep breaths and longed to
fancy that not here but far away under the sky, above the trees, far away in the
open country, in the fields and the woods, the life of spring was unfolding now,
mysterious, lovely, rich and holy beyond the understanding of weak, sinful man.
And for some reason one wanted to cry.

She, Nadya, was already twenty-three. Ever since she was sixteen she had
been passionately dreaming of marriage and at last she was engaged to Andrey
Andreitch, the young man who was standing on the other side of the window;
she liked him, the wedding was already fixed for July 7, and yet there was no
joy in her heart, she was sleeping badly, her spirits drooped... She could hear
from the open windows of the basement where the kitchen was the hurrying
servants, the clatter of knives, the banging of the swing door; there was a smell
of roast turkey and pickled cherries, and for some reason it seemed to her that it
would be like that all her life, with no change, no end to it.

Some one came out of the house and stood on the steps; it was Alexandr
Timofeitch, or, as he was always called, Sasha, who had come from Moscow
ten days before and was staying with them. Years ago a distant relation of the
grandmother, a gentleman’s widow called Marya Petrovna, a thin, sickly little
woman who had sunk into poverty, used to come to the house to ask for
assistance. She had a son Sasha. It used for some reason to be said that he had
talent as an artist, and when his mother died Nadya’s grandmother had, for the
salvation of her soul, sent him to the Komissarovsky school in Moscow; two

years later he went into the school of painting, spent nearly fifteen years there,
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and only just managed to scrape through the leaving examination in the section
of architecture. He did not set up as an architect, however, but took a job at a
lithographer’s. He used to come almost every year, usually very ill, to stay with
Nadya’s grandmother to rest and recover.

He was wearing now a frock-coat buttoned up, and shabby canvas trousers,
crumpled into creases at the bottom. And his shirt had not been ironed and he
had somehow all over a look of not being fresh. He was very thin, with big
eyes, long thin fingers and a swarthy bearded face, and all the same he was
handsome. With the Shumins he was like one of the family, and in their house
felt he was at home. And the room in which he lived when he was there had for
years been called Sasha’s room. Standing on the steps he saw Nadya, and went
up to her.

“It’s nice here,” he said.

“Of course it’s nice, you ought to stay here till the autumn.”

“Yes, I expect it will come to that. I dare say I shall stay with you till
September.”

He laughed for no reason, and sat down beside her.

“I’m sitting gazing at mother,” said Nadya. “She looks so young from here!
My mother has her weaknesses, of course,” she added, after a pause, “but still
she is an exceptional woman.”

“Yes, she is very nice...” Sasha agreed. “Your mother, in her own way of
course, is a very good and sweet woman, but... how shall I say? I went early
this morning into your kitchen and there I found four servants sleeping on the
floor, no bedsteads, and rags for bedding, stench, bugs, beetles... it is just as it
was twenty years ago, no change at all. Well, Granny, God bless her, what else
can you expect of Granny? But your mother speaks French, you know, and acts
in private theatricals. One would think she might understand.”

As Sasha talked, he used to stretch out two long wasted fingers before the
listener’s face.

“It all seems somehow strange to me here, now I am out of the habit of it,”
he went on. “There is no making it out. Nobody ever does anything. Your
mother spends the whole day walking about like a duchess, Granny does

nothing either, nor you either. And your Andrey Andreitch never does anything
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either.”

Nadya had heard this the year before and, she fancied, the year before that
too, and she knew that Sasha could not make any other criticism, and in old
days this had amused her, but now for some reason she felt annoyed.

“That’s all stale, and I have been sick of it for ages,” she said and got up.
“You should think of something a little newer.”

He laughed and got up too, and they went together toward the house. She,
tall, handsome, and well-made, beside him looked very healthy and smartly
dressed; she was conscious of this and felt sorry for him and for some reason
awkward.

“And you say a great deal you should not,” she said. “You’ve just been
talking about my Andrey, but you see you don’t know him.”

“My Andrey... Bother him, your Andrey. [ am sorry for your youth.”

They were already sitting down to supper as the young people went into
the dining-room. The grandmother, or Granny as she was called in the
household, a very stout, plain old lady with bushy eyebrows and a little
moustache, was talking loudly, and from her voice and manner of speaking it
could be seen that she was the person of most importance in the house.She
owned rows of shops in the market, and the old-fashioned house with columns
and the garden, yet she prayed every morning that God might save her from
ruin and shed tears as she did so. Her daughter-in-law, Nadya’s mother, Nina
Ivanovna, a fair-haired woman tightly laced in, with a pincenez, and diamonds
on every finger, Father Andrey, a lean, toothless old man whose face always
looked as though he were just going to say something amusing, and his son,
Andrey Andreitch, a stout and handsome young man with curly hair looking
like an artist or an actor, were all talking of hypnotism.

“You will get well in a week here,” said Granny, addressing Sasha. “Only
you must eat more. What do you look like!” she sighed. “You are really
dreadful! You are a regular prodigal son, that is what you are.”

“After wasting his father’s substance in riotous living,” said Father Andrey
slowly, with laughing eyes. “He fed with senseless beasts.”

“I like my dad,” said Andrey Andreitch, touching his father on the shoulder.

“He is a splendid old fellow, a dear old fellow.”
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Everyone was silent for a space. Sasha suddenly burst out laughing and put
his dinner napkin to his mouth.

“So you believe in hypnotism?” said Father Andrey to Nina Ivanovna.

“l cannot, of course, assert that I believe,” answered Nina lvanovna,
assuming a very serious, even severe, expression; “but I must own that there is
much that is mysterious and incomprehensible in nature.”

“I quite agree with you, though I must add that religion distinctly curtails
for us the domain of the mysterious.”

A big and very fat turkey was served. Father Andrey and Nina Ivanovna
went on with their conversation. Nina lvanovna’s diamonds glittered on her
fingers, then tears began to glitter in her eyes, she grew excited.

“Though I cannot venture to argue with you,” she said, “you must admit
there are so many insoluble riddles in life!”

“Not one, I assure you.”

After supper Andrey Andreitch played the fiddle and Nina lvanovna
accompanied him on the piano. Ten years before he had taken his degree at the
university in the Faculty of Arts, but had never held any post, had no definite
work, and only from time to time took part in concerts for charitable objects;
and in the town he was regarded as a musician.

Andrey Andreitch played; they all listened in silence. The samovar was
boiling quietly on the table and no one but Sasha was drinking tea. Then when
it struck twelve a violin string suddenly broke; everyone laughed, bustled about,
and began saying good-bye.

After seeing her fiandé out, Nadya went upstairs where she and her mother
had their rooms (the lower storey was occupied by the grandmother). They
began putting the lights out below in the dining room, while Sasha still sat on
drinking tea. He always spent a long time over tea in the Moscow style,
drinking as much as seven glasses at a time. For a long time after Nadya had
undressed and gone to bed she could hear the servants clearing away
downstairs and Granny talking angrily. At last everything was hushed, and
nothing could be heard but Sasha from time to time coughing on a bass note in

his room below.
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When Nadya woke up it must have been two o’clock, it was beginning to
get light. A watchman was tapping somewhere far away. She was not sleepy,
and her bed felt very soft and uncomfortable. Nadya sat up in her bed and fell
to thinking as she had done every night in May. Her thoughts were the same as
they had been the night before, useless, persistent thoughts, always alike, of
how Andrey Andreitch had begun courting her and had made her an offer, bow
she had accepted him and then little by little had come to appreciate the kindly,
intelligent man. But for some reason now when there was hardly a month left
before the wedding, she began to feel dread and uneasiness as though
something vague and oppressive were before her.

“Tick-tock, tick-tock...” the watchman tapped lazily. ... Tick-tock.”

Through the big old-fashioned window she could see the garden and at a
little distance bushes of lilac in full flower, drowsy and lifeless from the cold;
and the thick white mist was floating softly up to the lilac, trying to cover it.
Drowsy rooks were cawing in the far-away trees.

“My God, why is my heart so heavy?”

Perhaps every girl felt the same before her wedding. There was no
knowing! Or was it Sasha’s influence? But for several years past Sasha had
been repeating the same thing, like a copybook, and when he talked he seemed
naifve and queer. But why was it she could not get Sasha out of her head? Why
was it?

The watchman left off tapping for a long while. The birds were twittering
under the windows and the mist had disappeared from the garden. Everything
was lighted up by the spring sunshine as by a smile. Soon the whole garden,
warm and caressed by the sun, returned to life, and dewdrops like diamonds
glittered on the leaves and the old neglected garden on that morning looked
young and gaily decked.

Granny was already awake. Sasha’s husky cough began. Nadya could hear
them below, setting the samovar and moving the chairs. The hours passed
slowly, Nadya had been up and walking about the garden for a long while and

still the morning dragged on.



+

PBetwothed & * % 2 1L

At last Nina lvanovna appeared with a tear-stained face, carrying a glass of
mineral water. She was interested in spiritualism and homeopathy, read a great
deal, was fond of talking of the doubts to which she was subject, and to Nadya
it seemed as though there were a deep mysterious significance in all that.

Now Nadya kissed her mother and walked beside her.

“What have you been crying about, mother?” she asked.

“Last night I was reading a story in which there is an old man and his
daughter. The old man is in some office and his chief falls in love with his
daughter. I have not finished it, but there was a passage which made it hard to
keep from tears,” said Nina Ivanovna and she sipped at her glass. “I thought of
it this morning and shed tears again.”

“I have been so depressed all these days,” said Nadya after a pause. “Why
is it I don’t sleep at night!”

“I don’t know, dear. When I can’t sleep I shut my eyes very tightly, like
this, and picture to myself Anna Karenin moving about and talking, or
something historical from the ancient world...”

Nadya felt that her mother did not understand her and was incapable of
understanding. She felt this for the first time in her life, and it positively
frightened her and made her want to hide herself; and she went away to her
own room.

At two o’clock they sat down to dinner. It was Wednesday, a fast day, and
so vegetable soup and bream with boiled grain were set before Granny.

To tease Granny Sasha ate his meat soup as well as the vegetable soup.
He was making jokes all through dinner-time, but his jests were laboured and
invariably with a moral bearing, and the effect was not at all amusing when
before making some witty remark he raised his very long, thin, deathly-looking
fingers; and when one remembered that he was very ill and would probably not
be much longer in this world, one felt sorry for him and ready to weep.

After dinner Granny went off to her own room to lie down. Nina Ivanovna
played on the piano for a little, and then she too went away.

“Oh, dear Nadya!” Sasha began his usual afternoon conversation, “if only
you would listen to me! If only you would!”

She was sitting far back in an old-fashioned armchair, with her eyes shut,
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while he paced slowly about the room from comer to comer.

“If only you would go to the university,” he said. “Only enlightened and
holy people are interesting, it’s only they who are wanted. The morc of such
people there are, the sooner the Kingdom of God will come on earth. Of your
town then not one stone will be left, everything will he blown up from the
foundations, everything will be changed as though by magic. And then there
will be immense, magnificent houses here, wonderful gardens, marvellous
fountains, remarkable people.... But that’s not what matters most. What matters
most is that the crowd, in our sense of the word, in the sense in which it exists
now—that evil will not exist then, because evey man will believe and every
man will know what he is living for and no one will seek moral support in the
crowd. Dear Nadya, darling girl, go away! Show them all that you are sick of
this stagnant, grey, sinful life. Prove it to yourself at least!”

“I can’t, Sasha, I’m going to be married.”

“Oh nonsense! What’s it for!”

They went out into the garden and walked up and down a little.

“And however that may be, my dear girl, you must think, you must realize
how unclean, how immoral this idle life of yours is,” Sasha went on. “Do
understand that if, for instance, you alld your mother and your grandmother do
nothing, it means that someone else is working for you, you are eating up
someone else’s life, and is that clearl, isn’t it filthy?”

Nadya wallted to say “Yes, that is true”; she wanted to say that she
understood, but tears came into her eyes, her spirits drooped, and shrinking into
herself she went off to her room.

Towards evening Andrey Andreitch artived and as usual played the fiddle
for a long time. He was not given to much talk as a rule, and was fond of the
fiddle, perhaps because one could be silent while playing. At eleven o’clock
when he was about to go home and had put on his greatcoat, he embraced
Nadya and began greedily kissing her face, her shoulders, and her hands.

“My dear, my sweet, my charmer,” he muttered. “Oh how happy I am! |
am beside myself with rapture!”

And it seemed to her as though she had heard that long, long ago, or had

read it somewhere... in some old tattered novel thrown away long ago. In the
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dining-room Sasha was sitting at the table drinking tea with the saucer poised
on his five long fingers; Granny was laying out patience; Nina Ivanovlla was
reading. The flame crackled in the ikon lamp and everything, it seemed,was
quiet and going well. Nadya said good-night, went upstairs to her room, got
into bed and fell asleep at once. But just as on the night before, almost before it
was light, she woke up. She was not sleepy, there was an uneasy, oppressive
feeling in her heart. She sat up with her head on her knees and thought of her
fiancé and her marriage .... She for some reason remembered that her mother
had not loved her father and now had nothing and lived in complete
dependence on her mother-in-law, Granny. And however much Nadya
pondered she could not imagine why she had hitherto seen in her mother
something special and exceptional, how it was she had not noticed that she was
a simple, ordinary, unhappy woman.

And Sasha downstairs was not asleep, she could hear him coughing. He is
a queer, naive man, thought Nadya, and in all his dreams, in all those
marvellous gardens and wonderful fountains one felt there was something
absurd. But for some reason in his naiveté, in this very absurdity there was
something so beautiful that as soon as she thought of the possibility of going to
the university, it sent a cold thrill through her heart and her bosom and flooded
them with joy and rapture.

“But better not think, better not think...” she whispered. “I must not think
of it.”

“Tick-tock,” tapped the watchman somewhere far away. “Tick-tock...
tick-tock...”

I

In the middle of June Sasha suddenly felt bored and made up his mind to
return to Moscow.

“I can’t exist in this town,” he said gloomily. “No water supply, no drains!
It disgusts me to eat at dinner; the filth in the kitchen is incredible...”

“Wait a little, prodigal son!” Granny tried to persuade him, speaking for
some reason in a whisper, “the wedding is to be on the seventh.”

“] don’t want to.”
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“You meant to stay with us until September!”

“But now, you see, I don’t want to. I must get to work.”

The summer was grey and cold, the trees were wet, everything in the
garden looked dejected and uninviting, it certainly did make one long to get to
work. The sound of unfamiliar women’s voices was heard downstairs and
upstairs, there was the rattle of a sewing machine in Granny’s room, they were
working hard at the trousseau. Of fur coats alone, six were provided for Nadya,
and the cheapest of them, in Granny’s words, had cost three hundred roubles!
The fuss irritated Sasha; he stayed in his own room and was cross, but
everyone persuaded him to remain, and he promised not to go before the first
of July.

Time passed quickly. On St. Peter’s day Andrey Andreitch went with
Nadya after dinner to Moscow Street to look once more at the house which had
been taken and made ready for the young couple some time before. It was a
house of two storeys, but so far only the upper floor had been furnished. There
was in the hall a shining floor painted and parqueted, there were Viennese
chairs, a piano, a violin stand; there was a smell of paint. On the wall hung a
big oil painting in a gold frame—a naked lady and beside her a purple vase
with a broken handle.

“An exquisite picture,” said Andrey Andreitch, and he gave a respectful
sigh. “It’s the work of the artist Shismatchevsky.”

Then there was the drawing-room with the round table, and a sofa and easy
chairs upholstered in bright blue. Above the sofa was a big photograph of
Father Andrey wearing a priest’s velvet cap and decorations. Then they went
into the dining-room in which there was a sideboard; then into the bedroom;
here in the half dusk stood two bedsteads side by side, and it looked as though
the bedroom had been decorated with the idea that it would always be very
agreeable there and could not possibly be anything else. Andrey Andreitch led
Nadya about the rooms, all the while keeping his arm round her waist; and she
felt weak and conscience-stricken. She hated all the rooms, the beds, the easy
chairs; she was nauseated by the naked lady. It was clear to her now that she
had ceased to love Andrey Andreitch or perhaps had never loved him at all; but

how to say this and to whom to say it and with what object she did not
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understand, and could not understand, though she was thinking about it all day
and all night... He held her round the waist, talked so affectionately, so
modestly, was so happy, walking about this house of his; while she saw nothing
in it all but vulgarity, stupid, native, unbearable vulgarity, and his arm round
her waist felt as hard and cold as an iron hoop. And every minute she was on
the point of running away, bursting into sobs, throwing herself out of a window.
Andrey Andreitch led her into the bathroom and here he touched a tap fixed in
the wall and at once water flowed.

“What do you say to that?” he said, and laughed. “I had a tank holding two
hundred gallons put in the loft, and so now we shall have water.”

They walked across the yard and went out into the street and took a cab.
Thick clouds of dust were blowing, and it seemed as though it were just going
to rain.

“You are not cold?” said Andrey Andreitch, screwing up his eyes at the
dust.

She did not answer.

“Yesterday, you remember, Sasha blamed me for doing nothing,” he said,
after a brief silence. “Well, he is right, absolutely right! I do nothing and can do
nothing. My precious, why is it? Why is it that the very thought that I may
some day fix a cockade on my cap and go into the government service is so
hateful to me? Why do I feel so uncomfortable when I see a lawyer or a Latin
master or a member of the Zemstvo? O Mother Russia! O Mother Russia! What
a burden of idle and useless people you still carry! How many like me are upon
you, long-suffering Mother!”

And from the fact that he did nothing he drew generalizations, seeing in it
a sign of the times.

“When we are married let us go together into the country, my precious;
there we will work! We will buy ourselves a little piece of land with a garden
and a river, we will labour and watch life. Oh, how splendid that will be!”

He took off his hat, and his hair floated in the wind, while she listened to
him and thought: “Good God, I wish I were home!”

When they were quite near the house they overtook Father Andrey.

“Ah, here’s father coming,” cried Andrey Andreitch, delighted, and he
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waved his hat. “I love my dad really,” he said as he paid the cabman. “He’s a
splendid old fellow, a dear old fellow.”

Nadya went into the house, feeling cross and unwell, thinking that there
would be visitors all the evening, that she would have to entertain them, to
smile, to listen to the fiddle, to listen to all sorts of nonsense, and to talk of
nothing but the wedding.

Granny, dignified, gorgeous in her silk dress, and haughty as she always
seemed before visitors, was sitting before the samovar. Father Andrey came in
with his sly smile.

“I have the pleasure and blessed consolation of seeing you in health,” he
said to Granny, and it was hard to tell whether he was joking or speaking

seriously.

v

The wind was beating on the window and on the roof; there was a
whistling sound, and in the stove the house spirit was plaintively and sullenly
droning his song. It was past midnight; everyone in the house had gone to bed,
but no one was asleep, and it seemed all the while to Nadya as though they
were playing the fiddle below. There was a sharp bang; a shutter must have
been tom off. A minute later Nina Ivanovna came in in her nightgown, with a
candle.

“What was the bang, Nadya?” she asked.

Her mother, with her hair in a single plait and a timid smile on her face,
looked older, plainer, smaller on that stormy night. Nadya remembered that
quite a little time ago she had thought her mother an exceptional woman and
had listened with pride to the things she said; and now she could not remember
those things, everything that came into her mind was so feeble and useless.

In tlie stove was the sound of several bass voices in chorus, and she even
heard “0O-0-0 my G-o0-0d!” Nadya sat on her bed, and suddenly she clutched at
her hair and burst into sobs.

“Mother, mother, my own,” she said. “If only you knew what is happening
to me! [ beg you, I beseech you, let me go away! I beseech you!”

“Where?” asked Nina Ivanovna, not understanding, and she sat down on
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the bedstead. “Go where?”

For a long while Nadya cried and could not utter a word.

“Let me go away from the town,” she said at last. “There must not and will
not be a wedding, understand that! I don’t love that man... I can’t even speak
about him.”

“No, my own, no!” Nina Ivanovna said quickly, terribly alarmed. “Calm
yourself—it’s just because you are in low spirits. It will pass, it often happens.
Most likely you have had a tiff with Andrey; but lovers’ quarrels always end in
kisses!”

“Oh, go away, mother, oh, go away,” sobbed Nadya.

“Yes,” said Nina Ivanovna after a pause, “it’s not long since you were a
baby, a little girl, and now you are engaged to be married. In nature here is a
continual transmutation of substances. Before you know where you are you
will be a mother yourself and an old woman, and will have as rebellious a
daughter as I have.”

“My darling, my sweet, you are clever you know, you are unhappy,” said
Nadya. “You are very unhappy; why do you say such very dull, commonplace
things? For God’s sake, why?”

Nina Ivanovna tried to say something, but could not utter a word; she gave
a sob and went away to her own room. The bass voices began droning in the
stove again, and Nadya felt suddenly frightened. She jumped out of bed and
went quickly to her mother. Nina Ivanovna, with tear-stained face, was lying in
bed wrapped in a pale blue quilt and holding a book in her hands.

“Mother, listen to me!” said Nadya. “I implore you, do understand! If you
would only understand how petty and degrading our life is. My eyes have been
opened, and I see it all now. And what is your Andrey Andreitch? Why, he is
not intelligent, mother! Merciful heavens, do understand, mother, he is stupid!”

Nina Ivanovna abruptly sat up.

“You and your grandmother torment me,” she said with a sob. “I want to
live! to live,” she repeated, and twice she beat her little fist upon her bosom.
“Let me be free! I am still young, I want to live, and you have made me an old
woman between you!”

She broke into bitter tears, lay down and curled up under the quilt, and

T
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looked so small, so pitiful, so foolish. Nadya went to her room, dressed, and
sitting at the window fell to waiting for the morning. She sat all night thinking,
while someone seemed to be tapping on the shutters and whistling in the yard.

In the morning Granny complained that the wind had blown down all the
apples in the garden, and broken down an old plum tree. It was grey, murky,
cheerless, dark enough for candles; everyone complained of the cold, and the
rain lashed on the windows. After tea Nadya went into Sasha’s room and
without saying a word knelt down before an armchair in the comer and hid her
face in her hands.

“What is it?” asked Sasha.

2

“I can’t...” she said. “How I could go on living here before, I can’t
understand, 1 can’t conceive! I despise the man I am engaged to, I despise
myself, I despise all this idle, senseless existence.”

“Well, well,” said Sasha, not yet grasping what was meant. “That’s all
right... that’s good.”

“I am sick of this life,” Nadya went on. “I can’t endure another day here.
Tomorrow I am going away. Take me with you for God’s sake!”

For a minute Sasha looked at her in astonishment; at last he understood
and was delighted as a child. He waved his arms and began pattering with his
slippers as though he were dancing with delight.

“Splendid,” he said, robbing his hands. “My goodness, how fine that is!”

And She stared at him without blinking, with adoring eyes, as though
spellbound, expecting every minute that he would say something important,
something infinitely significant; he had told her nothing yet, but already it
seemed to her that something new and great was opening before her which she
had not known till then, and already she gazed at him full of expectation, ready
to face anything, even death.

“I am going tomorrow,” he said after a moment’s thought. “You come to
the station to see me off... I’ll take your things in my portmanteau, and I’1l get
your ticket, and when the third bell rings you get into the carriage, and we’ll go
off. You’ll see me as far as Moscow and then go on to Petersburg alone. Have
you a passport?”

G‘Yes'ﬁ’
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“I can promise you, you won’t regret it,” said Sasha, with conviction. “You
will go, you will study, and then go where fate takes you. When you turn your
life upside down everything will be changed. The great thing is to turn your life
upside down, and all the rest is unimportant. And so we will set off tomorrow?”

“Oh yes, for God’s sake!”

It seemed to Nadya that she was very much excited, that her heart was
heavier than ever before, that she would spend all the time till she went away in
misery and agonizing thought; but she had hardly gone upstairs and lain down
on her bed when she fell asleep at once, with traces of tears and a smile on her

face, and slept soundly till evening.

A%

A cab had been sent for. Nadya in her hat and overcoat went upstairs to
take one more look at her mother, at all her belongings. She stood in her own
room beside her still warm bed, looked about her, then went slowly in to her
mother. Nina Ivanovna was asleep; it was quite still in her room. Nadya kissed
her mother, smoothed her hair, stood still for a couple of minutes... then
walked slowly downstairs.

It was raining heavily. The cabman with the hood pulled down was
standing at the entrance, drenched with rain.

“There is not room for you, Nadya,” said Granny, as the servants began
putting in the luggage. “What an idea to see him off in such weather! You had
better stop at home. Goodness, how it rains!”

Nadya tried to say something, but could not. Then Sasha helped Nadya in
and covered her feet with a rug. Then he sat down beside her.

“Good luck to you! God bless you!” Granny cried from the steps.“Mind
you write to us from Moscow, Sasha!”

“Right. Good-bye, Granny.”

“The Queen of Heaven keep you!”

“Oh, what weather!” said Sasha.

It was only now that Nadya began to cry. Now it was clear to her that she
certainly was going, which she had not really believed when she was saying

good-bye to Granny, and when she was looking at her mother. Good-bye, town!




+

P

T, , <« mEkaEs
The Setected Short % N

¥ gfmfm 0/ %ﬁ%ﬁou

And she suddenly thought of it all: Andrey, and his father and the new house
and the naked lady with the vase; and it all no longer frightened her, nor
weighed upon her, but was naive and trivial and continually retreated further
away. And when they got into the railway carriage and the train began to move,
all that past which had been so big and serious shrank up into something tiny,
and a vast wide future which till then had scarcely been noticed began
unfolding before her. The rain pattered on the carriage windows, nothing could
be seen but the green fields, telegraph posts with birds sitting on the wires
flitted by, and joy made her hold her breath; she thought that she was going to
freedom, going to study, and this was just like what used, ages ago, to be called
going offto be a free Cossack.

She laughed and cried and prayed all at once.

“It’s a-all right,” said Sasha, smiling. “It’s a-all right.”

VI

Autumn had passed and winter, too, had gone. Nadya had begun to be very
homesick and thought every day of her mother and her grandmother; she
thought of Sasha too. The letters that came from home were kind and gentle,
and it seemed as though everything by now were forgiven and forgotten. In
May after the examinations she set off for home in good health and high spirits,
and stopped on the way at Moscow to see Sasha. He was just the same as the
year before, with the same beard and unkempt hair, with the same large
beautiful eyes, and he still wore the same coat and canvas trousers; but he
looked unwell and worried, he seemed both older and thinner, and kept
coughing, and for some reason he struck Nadya as grey and provincial.

“My God, Nadya has come!” he said, and laughed gaily. “My darling girl!”

They sat in the printing room, which was full of tobacco smoke, and smelt
strongly, stiflingly of Indian ink and paint; then they went to his room, which
also smelt of tobacco and was full of the traces of spitting; near a cold samovar
stood a broken plate with dark paper on it, and there were masses of dead flies
on the table and on the floor. And everything showed that Sasha ordered his
personal life in a slovenly way and lived anyhow, with utter contempt for

comfort, and if anyone began talking to him of his personal happiness, of his
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personal life, of affection for him, he would not have understood and would
have only laughed.

“It is all right, everything has gone well,” said Nadya hurriedly.“Mother
came to see me in Petersburg in the autumn; she said that Granny is not angry,
and only keeps going into my room and making the sign of the cross over the
walls.”

Sasha looked cheerful, but he kept coughing, and talked in a cracked voice,
and Nadya kept looking at him, unable to decide whether he really were
seriously ill or whether it were only her fancy.

“Dear Sasha,” she said, “you are ill.”

“No, it’s nothing, I am ill, but not very...”

“Oh, dear!” cried Nadya, in agitation. “Why don’t you go to a doctor?
Why don’t you take care of your health? My dear, darling Sasha,” she said, and
tears gushed from her eyes and for some reason there rose before her
imagination Andrey Andreitch and the naked lady with the vase, and all her
past which seemed now as far away as her childhood; and she began crying
because Sasha no longer seemed to her so novel, so cultured, and so interesting
as the year before. “Dear Sasha, you are very, very ill... I would do anything to
make you not so pale and thin. I am so indebted to you! You can’t imagine how
much you have done for me, my good Sasha! In reality you are now the person
nearest and dearest to me.”

They sat on and talked, and now, after Nadya had spent a winter in
Petersburg, Sasha, his works, his smile, his whole figure had for her a
suggestion of something out of date, old-fashioned, done with long ago and
perhaps already dead and buried.

“I am going down the Volga the day after tomorrow,” said Sasha, “and
then to drink koumiss. I mean to drink koumiss. A friend and his wife are going
with me. His wife is a wonderful woman; I am always at her, trying to persuade
her to go to the university. | want her to turn her life upside down.”

After having talked they drove to the station. Sasha got her tea and apples;
and when the train began moving and he waved his handkerchief at her, smiling,
it could be seen even from his legs that he was very ill and would not live long.

Nadya reached her native town at midday. As she drove home from the
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station the streets struck her as very wide and the houses very small and squat;
there were no people about, she met no one but the German pianotuner in a
rusty greatcoat. And all the houses looked as though they were covered with
dust. Granny, who seemed to have grown quite old, but was as fat and plain as
ever, flung her arms round Nadya and cried for a long time with her face on
Nadya’s shoulder, unable to tear herself away. Nina Ivanovna looked much
older and plainer and seemed shrivelled up, but was still tightly laced, and still
had diamonds flashing on her fingers.

“My darling,” she said, trembling all over, “my darling!”

Then they sat down and cried without speaking. It was evident that both
mother and grandmother realized that the past was lost and gone, never to
return; they had now no position in society, no prestige as before, no right to
invite visitors; so it is when in the midst of an easy careless life the police
suddenly burst in at night and made a search, and it turns out that the head of
the family has embezzled money or committed forgery—and goodbye then to
the easy careless life for ever!

Nadya went upstairs and saw the same bed, the same windows with naive
white curtains, and outside the windows the same garden, gay and noisy,
bathed in sunshine. She touched the table, sat down and sank into thought. And
she had a good dinner and drank tea with delicious rich cream; but something
was missing, there was a sense of emptiness in the rooms and the ceilings were
so low. In the evening she went to bed, covered herself up and for some reason
it seemed to her to be funny lying in this snug, very soft bed.

Nina Ivanovna came in for a minute; she sat down as people who feel
guilty sit down, timidly, and looking about her.

“Well, tell me, Nadya,” she enquired after a brief pause, “are you
contented? Quite contented?”

“Yes, mother.”

Nina Ivanovna got up, made the sign of the cross over Nadya and the
windows.

“I have become religious, as you see,” she said. “You know I am studying
philosophy now, and I am always thinking and thinking... And many things

have become as clear as daylight to me. It seems to me that what is above all
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necessary is that life should pass as it were through a prism.”

“Tell me, mother, how is Granny in health?”

“She seems all right. When you went away that time with Sasha and the
telegram came from you, Granny fell on the floor as she read it; for three days
she lay without moving. After that she was always praying and crying. But now
she is all right again.”

She got up and walked about the room.

“Tick-tock,” tapped the watchman. “Tick-tock, tick-tock...”

“What is above all necessary is that life should pass as it were through a
prism,” she said; “in other words, that life in consciousness should be analyzed
into its simplest elements as into the even primary colours, and each element
must be studied separately.”

What Nina Ivanovna said further and when she went away, Nadya did not
hear, as she quickly fell asleep.

May passed; June came. Nadya had grown used to being at home. Granny
busied herself about the samovar, heaving deep sighs. Nina Ivanovna talked in
the evenings about her philosophy; she still lived in the house like a poor
relation, and had to go to Granny for every farthing. There were lots of flies in
the house, and the ceilings seemed to become lower and lower. Granny and
Nina Ivanovna did not go out in the streets for fear of meeting Father Andrey
and Andrey Andreitch. Nadya walked about the garden and the streets, looked
at the grey fences, and it seemed to her that everything in the town had grown
old, was out of date and was only waiting either for the end, or for the
beginning of something young and fresh. Oh, if only that new, bright life would
come more quickly--that life in which one will be able to face one’s fate boldly
and directly, to know that one is right, to be light-hearted and free! And sooner
or later such a life will come. The time will come when of Granny’s house,
where things are so arranged that the four servants can only live in one room in
filth in the basement the time will come when of that house not a trace will
remain, and it will be forgotten, no one will remember it. And Nadya’s only
entertainment was from the boys next door; when she walked about the garden
they knocked on the fence and shouted in mockery: “Betrothed! Betrothed!”

A letter from Sasha arrived from Saratov. In his gay dancing handwriting
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he told them that his journey on the Volga had been a complete success, but
that he had been taken rather ill in Saratov, had lost his voice, and had been for
the last fortnight in the hospital. She knew what that meant, and she was
overwhelmed with a foreboding that was like a conviction. And it vexed her
that this foreboding and the thought of Sasha did not distress her so much as
before. She had a passionate desire for life, longed to be in Petersburg, and her
friendship with Sasha seemed now sweet but something far, far away! She did
not sleep all night, and in the morning sat at the window, listening. And she did
in fact hear voices below; Granny, greatly agitated, was asking questions
rapidly. Then some one began crying... When Nadya went downstairs Granny
was standing in the corner, praying before the ikon and her face was tearful. A
telegram lay on the table.

For some time Nadya walked up and down the room, listening to Granny’s
weeping; then she picked up the telegram and read it.

It announced that the previous morning Alexandr Timofeitch, or more
simply, Sasha, had died at Saratov of consumption.

Granny and Nina Ivanovna went to the church to order a memorial service,
while Nadya went on walking about the rooms and thinking. She recognized
clearly that her life had been turned upside down as Sasha wished; that here she
was, alien, isolated, useless and that everything here was useless to her; that all
the past had been torn away from her and vanished as though it had been burnt
up and the ashes scattered to the winds. She went into Sasha’s room and stood
there for a while.

“Good-bye, dear Sasha,” she thought, and before her mind rose the vista of
a new, wide, spacious life, and that life, still obscure and full of mysteries,
beckoned her and attracted her.

She went upstairs to her own room to pack, and next morning said
good-bye to her family, and full of life and high spirits left the town—as she

supposed for ever.
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%N visitors to the provincial town S—complained of the dreariness
and monotony of life, the inhabitants of the town, as though defending
themselves, declared that it was very nice in S—, that there was a library, a
theatre, a club; that they had balls; and, finally, that there were clever, agreeable,
and interesting families with whom one could make acquaintance. And they
used to point to the family of the Turkins as the most highly cultivated and
talented.

This family lived in their own house in the principal street, near the
Governor’s. Ivan Petrovitch Turkin himself—a stout, handsome, dark man with
whiskers—used to get up amateur performances for benevolent objects, and
used to take the part of an elderly general and cough very amusingly. He knew
a number of anecdotes, charades, proverbs, and was fond of being humorous
and witty, and he always wore an expression from which it was impossible to
tell whether he were joking or in earnest. His wife, Vera losifovn—a thin,
nice-looking lady who wore a pince-nez—used to write novels and stories, and
was very fond of reading them aloud to her visitors. The daughter, Ekaterina
Ivanovna, a young girl, used to play on the piano. In short, every member of
the family had a special talent. The Turkins welcomed visitors, and
good-humouredly displayed their talents with genuine simplicity. Their stone
house was roomy and cool in summer; half of the windows looked into a shady
old garden, where nightingales used to sing in the spring. When there were
visitors in the house, there was a clatter of knives in the kitchen and a smell of

fried onions in the yard—and that was always a sure sign of a plentiful and




P

The Setecled Shont &, VR % Sories off Choklow

savoury supper to follow.

And as soon as Dmitri Ionitch Startsev was appointed the district doctor,
and took up his abode at Dyalizh, six miles from S —, he, too, was told that as
a cultivated man it was essential for him to make the acquaintance of the
Turkins. In the winter he was introduced to Ivan Petrovitch in the street; they
talked about the weather, about the theatre, about the cholera; an invitation
followed. On a holiday in the spring—it was Ascension Day—after seeing his
patients, Startsev set off for town in search of a little recreation and to make
some purchases. He walked in a leisurely way (he had not yet set up his
carriage), humming all the time: “‘Before I’d drunk the tears from life’s
goblet...””

In town he dined, went for a walk in the gardens, then Ivan Petrovitch’s
invitation came into his mind, as it were of itself, and he decided to call on the
Turkins and see what sort of people they were.

“How do you do, if you please?” said Ivan Petrovitch, meeting him on the
steps. “Delighted, delighted to see such an agreeable visitor. Come along; I will
introduce you to my better half. I tell him, Verotchka,” he went on, as he
presented the doctor to his wife—*I tell him that he has no human right to sit at
home in a hospital; he ought to devote his leisure to society. Oughtn’t he,
darling?”

“Sit here,” said Vera losifovna, making her visitor sit down beside her.
“You can dance attendance on me. My husband is jealous—he is an Othello;
but we will try and behave so well that he will notice nothing.”

“Ah, you spoilt chicken!” Ivan Petrovitch muttered tenderly, and he kissed
her on the forehead. “You have come just in the nick of time,” he said,
addressing the doctor again. “My better half has written a ‘hugeous’ novel, and
she is going to read it aloud today.”

“Petit Jean,” said Vera losifovna to her husband, “dites que I’on nous
donne du th?”

Startsev was introduced to Ekaterina lvanovna, a girl of eighteen, very
much like her mother, thin and pretty. Her expression was still childish and her
figure was soft and slim; and her developed girlish bosom, healthy and

beautiful, was suggestive of spring, real spring.
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Then they drank tea with jam, honey, and sweetmeats, and with very nice
cakes, which melted in the mouth. As the evening came on, other visitors
gradually arrived, and Ivan Petrovitch fixed his laughing eyes on each of them
and said: “How do you do, if you please?”

Then they all sat down in the drawing-room with very serious faces, and
Vera losifovna read her novel. It began like this: “The frost was intense... ” The
windows were wide open; from the kitchen came the clatter of knives and the
smell of fried onions... It was comfortable in the soft deep arm-chair; the lights
had such a friendly twinkle in the twilight of the drawing-room, and at the
moment on a summer evening when sounds of voices and laughter floated in
from the street and whiffs of lilac from the yard, it was difficult to grasp that
the frost was intense, and that the setting sun was lighting with its chilly rays a
solitary wayfarer on the snowy plain. Vera losifovna read how a beautiful
young countess founded a school, a hospital, a library, in her village, and fell in
love with a wandering artist; she read of what never happens in real life, and
yet it was pleasant to listen—it was comfortable, and such agreeable, serene
thoughts kept coming into the mind, one had no desire to get up.

“Not badsome...” Ivan Petrovitch said softly.

And one of the visitors hearing, with his thoughts far away, said hardly
audibly: “Yes... truly...”

One hour passed, another. In the town gardens close by a band was playing
and a chorus was singing. When Vera losifovna shut her manuscript book, the
company was silent for five minutes, listening to “Lutchina” being sung by the
chorus, and the song gave what was not in the novel and is in real life.

“Do you publish your stories in magazines?” Startsev asked Vera
losifovna.

“No,” she answered. “I never publish. I write it and put it away in my
cupboard. Why publish?” she explained. “We have enough to live on.”

And for some reason every one sighed.

“And now, Kitten, you play something,” Ivan Petrovitch said to his
daughter.

The lid of the piano was raised and the music lying ready was opened.

Ekaterina Ivanovna sat down and banged on the piano with both hands, and
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then banged again with all her might, and then again and again; her shoulders
and bosom shook. She obstinately banged on the same notes, and it sounded as
if she would not leave off until she had hammered the keys into the piano. The
drawing-room was filled with the din; everything was resounding; the floor, the
ceiling, the furniture... Ekaterina Ivanovna was playing a difficult passage,
interesting simply on account of its difficulty, long and monotonous, and
Startsev, listening, pictured stones dropping down a steep hill and going on
dropping, and he wished they would leave off dropping; and at the same time
Ekaterina lvanovna, rosy from the violent exercise, strong and vigorous, with a
lock of hair falling over her forehead, attracted him very much. After the winter
spent at Dyalizh among patients and peasants, to sit in a drawing-room, to
watch this young, elegant, and, in all probability, pure creature, and to listen to
these noisy, tedious but still cultured sounds, was so pleasant, so novel....

“Well, Kitten, you have played as never before,” said Ivan Petrovitch, with
tears in his eyes, when his daughter had finished and stood up. “Die, Denis;
you won’t write anything better.”

All flocked round her, congratulated her, expressed astonishment, declared
that it was long since they had heard such music, and she listened in silence
with a faint smile, and her whole figure was expressive of triumph.

“Splendid, superb!”

“Splendid,” said Startsev, too, carried away by the general enthusiasm.
“Where have you studied?” he asked FEkaterina Ivanovna. “At the
Conservatoire?”

“No, I am only preparing for the Conservatoire, and till now have been
working with Madame Zavlovsky.”

“Have you finished at the high-school here?”

“Oh, no,” Vera losifovna answered for her, “We have teachers for her at
home; there might be bad influences at the high school or a boarding school,
you know. While a young girl is growing up, she ought to be under no
influence but her mother’s.”

“All the same, I’m going to the Conservatoire,” said Ekaterina Ivanovna.
“No. Kitten loves her mamma. Kitten won’t grieve papa and mamma.”

“No, I’'m going, I’'m go’ing,” said Ekaterina Ivanovna, with playful caprice
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and stamping her foot.

And at supper it was Ivan Petrovitch who displayed his talents. Laughing
only with his eyes, he told anecdotes, made epigrams, asked ridiculous riddles
and answered them himself, talking the whole time in his extraordinary
language, evolved in the course of prolonged practice in witticism and
evidently now become a habit: “Badsome,” “Hugeous,” “Thank you most
dumbly,” and so on.

But that was not all. When the guests, replete and satisfied, trooped into
the hall, looking for their coats and sticks, there bustled about them the
footman Pavlusha, or, as he was called in the family, Pava—a lad of fourteen
with shaven head and chubby cheeks.

“Come, Pava, perform!” Ivan Petrovitch said to him.

Pava struck an attitude, flung up his arm, and said in a tragic tone:
“Unhappy woman, die!”

And every one roared with laughter.

“It’s entertaining,” thought Startsev, as he went out into the street.

He went to a restaurant and drank some beer, then set off to walk home to

(133

Dyalizh; he walked all the way singing: “‘thy voice to me so languid and
caressing...””

On going to bed, he felt not the slightest fatigue after the six miles’ walk.
On the contrary, he felt as though he could with pleasure have walked another
twenty.

“Not badsome,” he thought, and laughed as he fell asleep.
11

Startsev kept meaning to go to the Turkins’ again, but there was a great
deal of work in the hospital, and he was unable to find free time. In this way
more than a year passed in work and solitude. But one day a letter in a light
blue envelope was brought him from the town.

Vera losifovna had been suffering for some time from migraine, but now
since Kitten frightened her every day by saying that she was going away to the
Conservatoire, the attacks began to be more frequent. All the doctors of the

town had been at the Turkins’; at last it was the district doctor’s turn. Vera
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Iosifovna wrote him a touching letter in which she begged him to come and
relieve her sufferings. Startsev went, and after that he began to be often, very
often at the Turkins’... He really did something for Vera losifovna, and she was
already telling all her visitors that he was a wonderful and exceptional doctor.
But it was not for the sake of her migraine that he visited the Turkins’ now...

It was a holiday. Ekaterina Ivanovna finished her long, wearisome
exercises on the piano. Then they sat a long time in the dining-room, drinking
tea, and Ivan Petrovitch told some amusing story. Then there was a ring and he
had to go into the hall to welcome a guest; Startsev took advantage of the
momentary commotion, and whispered to Ekaterina Ivanovna in great agitation:
“For God’s sake, I entreat you, don’t torment me; let us go into the garden!”

She shrugged her shoulders, as though perplexed and not knowing what he
wanted of her, but she got up and went.

“You play the piano for three or four hours,” he said, following her; “then
you sit with your mother, and there is no possibility of speaking to you. Give
me a quarter of an hour at least, I beseech you.”

Autumn was approaching, and it was quiet and melancholy in the old
garden; the dark leaves lay thick in the walks. It was already beginning to get
dark early.

“I haven’t seen you for a whole week,” Startscv went on, “and if you
only knew what suffering it is! Let us sit down. Listen to me.”

They had a favourite place in the garden; a seat under an old spreading
maple. And now they sat down on this seat.

“What do you want?” said Ekaterina Ivanovna drily, in a matter-of-fact
tone.

“I have not seen you for a whole week; I have not heard you for so long. |
long passionately, I thirst for your voice. Speak.”

She fascinated him by her freshness, the naive expression of her eyes and
cheeks. Even in the way her dress hung on her, he saw something
extraordinarily charming, touching in its simplicity and naive grace; and at the
same time, in spite of this naivete, she seemed to him intelligent and developed
beyond her years. He could talk with her about literature, about art, about

anything he liked; could complain to her of life, of people, though it sometimes
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happened in the middle of serious conversation she would laugh
inappropriately or run away into the house. Like almost all girls of her
neighbourhood, she had read a great deal (as a rule, people read very little in
S—, and at the lending library they said if it were not for the girls and the
young Jews, they might as well shut up the library). This afforded Startsev
infinite delight; he used to ask her eagerly every time what she had been
reading the last few days, and listened enthralled while she told him.

“What have you been reading this week since I saw you last?” he asked
now. “Do please tell me.”

“I have been reading Pisemsky.”

“What exactly?”

“‘A Thousand Souls,”” answered Kitten. “And what a funny name
Pisemsky had—Alexey Feofilaktitch!

“Where are you going?” cried Startsev in horror, as she suddenly got up
and walked towards the house. “I must talk to you; I want to explain myself...
Stay with me just five minutes, I supplicate you!”

She stopped as though she wanted to say something, then awkwardly
thrust a note into his hand, ran home and sat down to the piano again.

“Be in the cemetery,” Startsev read, “at eleven o’clock tonight, near the
tomb of Demetti.”

“Well, that’s not at all clever,” he thought, coming to himself. “Why the
cemetery? What for?”

It was clear: Kitten was playing a prank. Who would seriously dream of
making an appointment at night in the cemetery far out of the town, when it
might have been arranged in the street or in the town gardens? And was it in
keeping with him—a district doctor, an intelligent, staid man to be sighing,
receiving notes, to hang about cemeteries, to do silly things that even
schoolboys think ridiculous nowadays? What would this romance lead to?
What would his colleagues say when they heard of it? Such were Startsev’s
reflections as he wandered round the tables at the club, and at half-past ten he
suddenly set off for the cemetery.

By now he had his own pair of horses, and a coachman called Panteleimon,

in a velvet waistcoat. The moon was shining. It was still warm, warm as it is in
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autumn. Dogs were howling in the suburb near the slaughter-house. Startsev
left his horses in one of the side-streets at the end of the town, and walked on
foot to the cemetery.

“We all have our oddities,” he thought. “Kitten is odd, too; and—who
knows?—perhaps she is not joking, perhaps she will come”; and he abandoned
himself to this faint, vain hope, and it intoxicated him.

He walked for half a mile through the fields; the cemetery showed as a
dark streak in the distance, like a forest or a big garden. The wall of white stone
came into sight, the gate.... In the moonlight he could read on the gate: “The
hour cometh.” Startsev went in at the little gate, and before anything else he
saw the white crosses and monuments on both sides of the broad avenue, and
the black shadows of them and the poplars; and for a long way round it was all
white and black, and the slumbering trees bowed their branches over the white
stones. It seemed as though it were lighter here than in the fields; the
maple-leaves stood out sharply like paws on the yellow sand of the avenue and
on the stones, and the inscriptions on the tombs could be clearly read. For the
first moments Startsev was struck now by what he saw for the first time in his
life, and what he would probably never see again; a world not like anything
else, a world in which the moonlight was as soft and beautiful, as though
slumbering here in its cradle, where there was no life, none whatever; but in
every dark poplar, in every tomb, there was felt the presence of a mystery that
promised a life peaceful, beautiful, eternal. The stones and faded flowers,
together with the autumn scent of the leaves, all told of forgiveness,
melancholy, and peace.

All was silence around; the stars looked down from the sky in the profound
stillness, and Startsev’s footsteps sounded loud and out of place, and only when
the church clock began striking and he imagined himself dead, buried there for
ever, he felt as though some one were looking at him, and for a moment he
thought that it was not peace and tranquility, but stifled despair, the dumb
dreariness of non-existence...

Demetti’s tomb was in the form of a shrine with an angel at the top. The
[talian opera had once visited S—and one of the singers had died; she had been
buried here, and this monument put up to her. No one in the town remembered

her, but the lamp at the entrance reflected the moonlight, and looked as though
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it were burning.

There was no one, and, indeed, who would come here at midnight? But
Startsev waited, and as though the moonlight warmed his passion, he waited
passionately, and, in imagination, pictured kisses and embraces. He sat near the
monument for half an hour, then paced up and down the side avenues, with his
hat in his hand, waiting and thinking of the many women and girls buried in
these tombs who had been beautiful and fascinating, who had loved, at night
burned with passion, yielding themselves to caresses. How wickedly Mother
Nature jested at man’s expense, after all! How humiliating it was to recognise
it!

Startsev thought this, and at the same time he wanted to cry out that he
wanted love, that he was eager for it at all costs. To his eyes they were not slabs
of marble, but fair white bodies in the moonlight; he saw shapes hiding
bashfully in the shadows of the trees, felt their warmth, and the languor was
oppressive ...

And as though a curtain were lowered, the moon went behind a cloud, and
suddenly all was darkness. Startsev could scarcely find the gate—by now it was
as dark as it is on an autumn night. Then he wandered about for an hour and a
half, looking for the side-street in which he had left his horses.

“I am tired; I can scarcely stand on my legs,” he said to Panteleimon.

And settling himself with relief in his carriage, he thought: “Och! I ought
not to get fat!”

I

The following evening he went to the Turkins’ to make an offer. But it
turned out to be an inconvenient moment, as Ekaterina Ivanovna was in her
own room having her hair done by a hair-dresser. She was getting ready to go
to a dance at the club.

He had to sit a long time again in the dining-room drinking tea. Ivan
Petrovitch, seeing that his visitor was bored and preoccupied, drew some notes
out of his waistcoat pocket, read a funny letter from a German steward, saying
that all the ironmongery was ruined and the plasticity was peeling offthe walls.

“I expect they will give a decent dowry,” thought Startscv, listening
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absent-mindedly.

After a sleepless night, he found himself in a state of stupefaction, as
though he had been given something sweet and soporific to drink; there was
fog in his soul, but joy and warmth, and at the same time a sort of cold, heavy
fragment of his brain was reflecting: “Stop before it is too late! Is she the match
for you? She is spoilt, whimsical, sleeps till two o’clock in the afternoon, while
you are a deacon’s son, a district doctor...”

“What of it?”” he thought. “I don’t care.”

“Besides, if you marry her,” the fragment went on, “then her relations will
make you give up the district work and live in the town.”

“After all,” he thought, “if it must be the town, the town it must be. They
will give a dowry; we can establish ourselves suitably.”

At last Ekaterina Ivanovna came in, dressed for the ball, with a low neck,
looking fresh and pretty; and Startsev admired her so much, and went into such
ecstasies, that he could say nothing, but simply stared at her and laughed.

She began saying good-bye, and he—he had no reason for staying
now—got up, saying that it was time for him to go home; his patients were
waiting for him.

“Well, there’s no help for that,” said Ivan Petrovitch. “Go, and you might
take Kitten to the club on the way.”

It was spotting with rain; it was very dark, and they could only tell where
the horses were by Panteleimon’s husky cough. The hood of the carriage was
put up.

“I stand upright; you lie down right; he lies all right,” said Ivan Petrovitch
as he put his daughter into the carriage.

They drove off.

“I was at the cemetery yesterday,” Startsev began. “How ungenerous and
merciless it was on your part!...”

“You went to the cemetery?”

“Yes, I went there and waited almost till two o’clock. I suffered...”

“Well, suffer, if you cannot understand a joke.”

Ekaterina Ivanovna, pleased at having so cleverly taken in a man who was

in love with her, and at being the object of such intense love, burst out laughing
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and suddenly uttered a shriek of terror, for, at that very minute, the horses
turned sharply in at the gate of the club, and the carriage almost tilted over.
Startsev put his arm round Ekaterina lvanovna’s waist; in her fright she nestled
up to him, and he could not restrain himself, and passionately kissed her. on the
lips and on the chin, and hugged her more tightly.

“That’s enough,” she said drily.

And a minute later she was not in the carriage, and a policeman near the
lighted entrance of the club shouted in a detestable voice to Panteleimon:
“What are you stopping for, you crow? Drive on.”

Startsev drove home, but soon afterwards returned. Attired in another
man’s dress suit and a stiff white tie which kept sawing at his neck and trying
to slip away from the collar, he was sitting at midnight in the club
drawing-room, and was saying with enthusiasm to Ekaterina Ivanovna.

“Ah, how little people know who have never loved! It seems to me that no
one has ever yet written of love truly, and I doubt whether this tender, joyful,
agonising feeling can be described, and any one who has once experienced it
would not attempt to put it into words. What is the use of preliminaries and
introductions? What is the use of unnecessary fine words? My love is
immeasurable. 1 beg, I beseech you,” Startsev brought out at last, “be my
wife!”

“Dmitri Ionitch,” said Ekaterina Ivanovna, with a very grave face, after a
moment’s thought—"Dmitri Ionitch, I am very grateful to you for the honour. I
respect you, but...” she got up and continued standing, “but, forgive me, I
cannot be your wife. Let us talk seriously. Dmitri Ionitch, you know I love art
beyond everything in life. I adore music; I love it frantically; I have dedicated
my whole life to it. I want to be an artist; 1 want fame, success, freedom, and
you want me to go on living in this town, to go on living this empty, useless life,
which has become insufferable to me. To become a wife—oh, no, forgive me!
One must strive towards a lofty, glorious goal, and married life would put me in
bondage for ever. Dmitri Ionitch” (she faintly smiled as she pronounced his
name; she thought of “Alexey Feofilaktitch”)—""Dmitri lonitch, you are a good,
clever, honourable man; you are better than any one...” Tears came into her

eyes. “l feel for you with my whole heart, but... but you will understand...”
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And she turned away and went out of the drawing-room to prcvent herself
from crying.

Startsev’s heart left off throbbing uneasily. Going out of the club into the
street, he first of all tore off the stiff tie and drew a deep breath. He was a little
ashamed and his vanity was wounded—he had not expected a refusal—and
could not believe that all his dreams, his hopes and yearnings, had led him up
to such a stupid end, just as in some little play at an amateur performance, and
he was sorry for his feeling, for that love of his, so sorry that he felt as though
he could have burst into sobs or have violently belaboured Panteleimon’s broad
back with his umbrella.

For three days he could not get on with anything, he could not eat nor
sleep; but when the news reached him that Ekaterina Ivanovna had gone away
to Moscow to enter the Conservatoire, he grew calmer and lived as before.

Afterwards, remembering sometimes how he had wandered about the
cemetery or how he had driven all over the town to get a dress suit, he stretched
lazily and said: “What a lot of trouble, though!”

10

Four years had passed. Startsev already had a large practice in the town.
Every morning he hurriedly saw his patients at Dyalizh, then he drove in to see
his town patients. By now he drove, not with a pair, but with a team of three
with bells on them, and he returned home late at night. He had grown broader
and stouter, and was not very fond of walking, as he was somewhat asthmatic.
And Panteleimon had grown stout, too, and the broader he grew, the more
mournfully he sighed and complained of his hard luck: he was sick of driving!
Startsev used to visit various households and met many people, but did not
become intimate with any one. The inhabitants irritated him by their
conversation, their views of life, and even their appearance. Experience taught
him by degrees that while he played cards or lunched with one of these people,
the man was a peaceable, friendly, and even intelligent human being; that as
soon as one talked of anything not eatable, for instance, of politics or science,
he would be completely at a loss, or would expound a philosophy so stupid and

illnatured that there was nothing else to do but wave one’s hand in despair and
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go away. Even when Startsev tried to talk to liberal citizens, saying, for
instance, that humanity, thank God, was progressing, and that one day it would
be possible to dispense with passports and capital punishment, the liberal
citizen would look at him askance and ask him mistrustfully: “Then any one
could murder any one he chose in the open street?” And when, at tea or supper,
Startsev observed in company that one should work, and that one ought not to
live without working, every one took this as a reproach, and began to get angry
and argue aggressively. With all that, the inhabitants did nothing, absolutely
nothing, and took no interest in anything, and it was quite impossible to think
of anything to say. And Startsev avoided conversation, and confined himself to
eating and playing vint ; and when there was a family festivity in some
household and he was invited to a meal, then he sat and ate in silence, looking
at his plate.

And everything that was said at the time was uninteresting, unjust, and
stupid; he felt irritated and disturbed, but held his tongue, and, because he sat
glumly silent and looked at his plate, he was ni knamed in the town “the
haughty Pole,” though he never had been a Pole.

All such entertainments as theatres and concerts he declined, but he played
_vint_ every evening for three hours with enjoyment. He had another diversion
to which he took imperceptibly, little by little: in the evening he would take out
of his pockets the notes he had gained by his practice, and sometimes there
were stuffed in his pockets notes—yellow and green, and smelling of scent and
vinegar and incense and fish oil—up to the value of seventy roubles; and when
they amounted to some hundreds he took them to the Mutual Credit Bank and
deposited the money there to his account.

He was only twice at the Turkins’ in the course of the four years after
Ekaterina Ivanovna had gone away, on each occasion at the invitation of Vera
losifovna, who was still undergoing treatment for migraine. Every summer
Ekaterina Ivanovna came to stay with her parents, but he did not once see her;
it somehow never happened.

But now four years had passed. One still, warm morning a letter was
brought to the hospital. Vera losifovna wrote to Dmitri lonitch that she was

missing him very much, and begged him to come and see them, and to relieve
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her sufferings; and, by the way, it was her birthday. Below was a postscript: “I
join in mother’s request.—K.”

Startsev considered, and in the evening he went to the Turkins’.

“How do you do, if you please?” Ivan Petrovitch met him, smiling with his
eyes only. “Bongjour.”

Vera losifovna, white-haired and looking much older, shook Startsev’s
hand, sighed affectedly, and said: “You don’t care to pay attentions to me,
doctor. You never come and see us; I am too old for you. But now some one
young has come; perhaps she will be more fortunate.”

And Kitten? She had grown thinner, paler, had grown handsomer and more
graceful; but now she was Ekaterina Ivanovna, not Kitten; she had lost the
freshness and look of childish naivete? And in her expression and manners
there was something new—aguilty and diffident, as though she did not feel
herself at home here in the Turkins’ house.

“How many summers, how many winters!” she said, giving Startsev her
hand, and he could see that her heart was beating with excitement; and looking
at him intently and curiously, she went on: “How much stouter you are! You
look sunburnt and more manly, but on the whole you have changed very little.”

Now, too, he thought her attractive, very attractive, but there was
something lacking in her, or else something superfluous—he could not himself
have said exactly what it was, but something prevented him from feeling as
before. He did not like her pallor, her new expression, her faint smile, her voice,
and soon afterwards he disliked her clothes, too, the low chair in which she was
sitting; he disliked something in the past when he had almost married her. He
thought of his love, of the dreams and the hopes which had troubled him four
years before—and he felt awkward.

They had tea with cakes. Then Vera losifovna read aloud a novel; she read
of things that never happen in real life, and Startsev listened, looked at her
handsome grey head, and waited for her to finish.

“People are not stupid because they can’t write novels, but because they
can’t conceal it when they do,” he thought.

“Not badsome,” said Ivan Petrovitch.

Then Ekaterina Ivanovna played long and noisily on the piano, and when
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she finished she was profusely thanked and warmly praised.

“It’s a good thing I did not marry her,” thought Startsev.

She looked at him, and evidently expected him to ask her to go into the
garden, but he remained silent.

“Let us have a talk,” she said, going up to him. “How are you getting on?
What are you doing? How are things? I have been thinking about you all
these days,” she went on nervously. “I wanted to write to you, wanted to come
myself to see you at Dyalizh. I quite made up my mind to go, but afterwards I
thought better of it. God knows what your attitude is towards me now; I have
been looking forward to seeing you today with such emotion. For goodness’
sake let us go into the garden.”

They went into the garden and sat down on the seat under the old maple,
just as they had done four years before. It was dark.

“How are you getting on?” asked Ekaterina Ivanovna.

“Oh, all right; I am jogging along,” answered Startsev.

And he could think of nothing more. They were silent.

“I feel so excited!” said Ekaterina Ivanovna, and she hid her face in her
hands. “But don’t pay attention to it. I am so happy to be at home; I am so glad
to see every one. I can’t get used to it. So many memories! I thought we should
talk without stopping till morning.”

Now he saw her face near, her shining eyes, and in the darkness she looked
younger than in the room, and even her old childish expression seemed to have
come back to her. And indeed she was looking at him with naive curiosity, as
though she wanted to get a closer view and understanding of the man who had
loved her so ardently, with such tenderness, and so unsuccessfully; her eyes
thanked him for that love. And he remembered all that had been, every minute
detail; how he had wandered about the cemetery, how he had returned home in
the morning exhausted, and he suddenly felt sad and regretted the past. A
warmth began glowing in his heart.

“Do you remember how I took you to the dance at the club?” he asked. “It
was dark and rainy then...”

The warmth was glowing now in his heart, and he longed to talk, to rail at
life...
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“Ech!” he said with a sigh. “You ask how I am living. How do we live here?
Why, not at all. We grow old, we grow stout, we grow slack. Day after day
passes; life slips by without colour, without expressions, without thoughts... In
the daytime working for gain, and in the evening the club, the company of
card-players, alcoholic, raucous-voiced gentlemen whom I can’t endure. What
is there nice in it?”

“Well, you have work—a noble object in life. You used to be so fond of
talking of your hospital. I was such a queer girl then; I imagined myself such a
great pianist. Nowadays all young ladies play the piano, and 1 played, too, like
everybody else, and there was nothing special about me. I am just such a
pianist as my mother is an authoress. And of course I didn’t understand you
then, but afterwards in Moscow I often thought of you. I thought of no one but
you. What happiness to be a district doctor; to help the suffering; to be serving
the people! What happiness!” Ekaterina Ivanovna repeated with enthusiasm.
“When I thought of you in Moscow, you seemed to me so ideal, so lofty...”

Startsev thought of the notes he used to take out of his pockets in the
evening with such pleasure, and the glow in his heart was quenched.

He got up to go into the house. She took his arm.

“You are the best man I’ve known in my life,” she went on. “We will see
each other and talk, won’t we? Promise me. I am not a pianist; I am not in error
about myself now, and I will not play before you or talk of music.”

When they had gone into the house, and when Startsev saw in the
lamplight her face, and her sad, grateful, searching eyes fixed upon him, he felt
uneasy and thought again: “It’s a good thing I did not marry her then.”

He began taking leave.

“You have no human right to go before supper,” said Ivan Petrovitch as he
saw him off. “It’s extremely perpendicular on your part. Well, now,
perform!” he added, addressing Pava in the hall.

Pava, no longer a boy, but a young man with moustaches, threw himself
into an attitude, flung up his arm, and said in a tragic voice:“Unhappy woman,
die!”

All this irritated Startsev. Getting into his carriage, and looking at the

dark house and garden which had once been so precious and so dear, he
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thought of everything at once—Vera losifovna’s novels and Kitten’s noisy
playing, and Ivan Petrovitch’s jokes and Pava’s tragic posturing, and thought if
the most talented people in the town were so futile, what must the town be?

Three days later Pava brought a letter from Ekaterina Ivanovna.

“You don’t come and see us—why?” she wrote to him. “I am afraid that
you have changed towards us. I am afraid, and [ am terrified at the very thought
of it. Reassure me; come and tell me that everything is well.

“I must talk to you.—Your E. [.”

He read this letter, thought a moment, and said to Pava: “Tell them, my
good fellow, that I can’t come today; I am very busy. Say I will come in three
days or so.”

But three days passed, a week passed; he still did not go. Happening once
to drive past the Turkins’ house, he thought he must go in, if only for a moment,
but on second thoughts... did not go in.

And he never went to the Turkins’ again.

A%

Several more years have passed. Startsev has grown stouter still, has
grown corpulent, breathes heavily, and already walks with his head thrown
back. When stout and red in the face, he drives with his bells and his team of
three horses, and Panteleimon, also stout and red in the face with his thick
beefy neck, sits on the box, holding his arms stiffly out before him as though
they were made of wood, and shouts to those he meets: “Keep to the ri-i-ight!”
it is an impressive picture; one might think it was not a mortal, but some
heathen deity in his chariot. He has an immense practice in the town, no time to
breathe, and already has an estate and two houses in the town, and he is looking
out for a third more profitable; and when at the Mutual Credit Bank he is told
of a house that is for sale, he goes to the house without ceremony, and,
marching through all the rooms, regardless of half-dressed women and children
who gaze at him in amazement and alarm, he prods at the doors with his stick,
and says: “Is that the study? Is that a bedroom? And what s here?

And as he does so he breathes heavily and wipes the sweat from his brow.

He has a great deal to do, but still he does not give up his work as district
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doctor; he is greedy for gain, and he tries to be in all places at once. At Dyalizh
and in the town he is called simply “lonitch”: “Where is lonitch offto?” or
“Should not we call in lonitch to a consultation?”

Probably because his throat is covered with rolls of fat, his voice has
changed; it has become thin and sharp. His temper has changed, too: he has
grown ill-humoured and irritable. When he sees his patients he is usually out of
temper; he impatiently taps the floor with his stick, and shouts in his
disagreeable voice: “Be so good as to confine yourself to answering my
questions! Don’t talk so much!”

He is solitary. He leads a dreary life; nothing interests him.

During all the years he had lived at Dyalizh his love for Kitten had been
his one joy, and probably his last. In the evenings he plays vint at the club,
and then sits alone at a big table and has supper. Ivan, the oldest and most
respectable of the waiters, serves him, hands him Lafitte No. 17, and every one
at the club—the members of the committee, the cook and waiters—know what
he likes and what he doesn’t like and do their very utmost to satisfy him, or else
he is sure to fly into a rage and bang on the floor with his stick.

As he eats his supper, he turns round from time to time and puts in his
spoke in some conversation: “What are you talking about? Eh? Whom?”

And when at a neighbouring table there is talk of the Turkins, he asks:
“What Turkins are you speaking of? Do you mean the people whose daughter
plays on the piano?”

That is all that can be said about him.

And the Turkins? Ivan Petrovitch has grown no older; he is not changed in
the least, and still makes jokes and tells anecdotes as of old. Vera losifovna still
reads her novels aloud to her visitors with eagerness and touching simplicity.
And Kitten plays the piano for four hours every day. She has grown visibly
older, is constantly ailing, and every autumn goes to the Crimea with her
mother. When Ivan Petrovitch sees them off at the station, he wipes his tears as
the train starts, and shouts: “Good-bye, if you please.”

And he waves his handkerchief.
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I Misbehaviour

@% OUNG dog, a reddish mongrel, between a dachshund and a
“yarddog,” very like a fox in face, was running up and down the pavement
looking uneasily from side to side. From time to time she stopped and, whining
and lifting first one chilled paw and then another, tried to make up her mind
how it could have happened that she was lost.

She remembered very well how she had passed the day, and how, in the
end, she had found herself on this unfamiliar pavement.

The day had begun by her master Luka Alexandritch’s putting on his hat,
taking something wooden under his arm wrapped up in a red handkerchief, and
calling: “Kashtanka, come along!”

Hearing her name the mongrel had come out from under the worktable,

where she slept on the shavings, stretched herself voluptuously and run after
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her master. The people Luka Alexandritch worked for lived a very long way off,
so that, before he could get to any one of them, the carpenter had several times
to step into a tavern to fortify himself. Kashtanka remembered that on the way
she had behaved extremely improperly. In her delight that she was being taken
for a walk she jumped about, dashed barking after the trains, ran into yards, and
chased other dogs. The carpenter was continually losing sight of her, stopping,
and angrily shouting at her. Once he had even, with an expression of fury in his
face, taken her fox-like ear in his fist, smacked her, and said emphatically:
“Pla-a-ague take you, you pest!”

After having left the work where it had been bespoken, Luka Alexandritch
went into his sister’s and there had something to eat and drink; from his sister’s
he had gone to see a bookbinder he knew; from the bookbinder’s to a tavem,
from the tavern to another crony’s, and so on. In short, by the time Kashtanka
found herself on the unfamiliar pavement, it was getting dusk, and the
carpenter was as drunk as a cobbler. He was waving his arms and, breathing
heavily, muttered: “In sin my mother bore me! Ah, sins, sins! Here now we are
walking along the street and looking at the street lamps, but when we die, we
shall burn in a fiery Gehenna...”

Or he fell into a good-natured tone, called Kashtanka to him, and said to
her: “You, Kashtanka, are an insect of a creature, and nothing else. Beside a
man, you are much the same as a joiner beside a cabinet-maker...”

While he talked to her in that way, there was suddenly a burst of music.
Kashtanka looked round and saw that a regiment of soldiers was coming
straight towards her. Unable to endure the music, which unhinged her nerves,
she turned round and round and wailed. To her great surprise, the carpenter,
instead of being frightened, whining and barking, gave a broad grin, drew
himself up to attention, and saluted with all his five fingers. Seeing that her
master did not protest, Kashtanka whined louder than ever, and dashed across
the road to the opposite pavement.

When she recovered herself, the band was not playing and the regiment
was no longer there. She ran across the road to the spot where she had left her
master, but alas, the carpenter was no longer there. She dashed forward, then

back again and ran across the road once more, but the carpenter seemed to have
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vanished into the earth. Kashtanka began sniffing the pavement, hoping to find
her master by the scent of his tracks, but some wretch had been that way just
before in new rubber galoshes, and now all delicate scents were mixed with an
acute stench of india-rubber, so that it was impossible to make out anything.

Kashtanka ran up and down and did not find her master, and meanwhile it
had got dark. The street lamps were lighted on both sides of the road, and lights
appeared in the windows. Big, fluffy snowflakes were falling and painting
white the pavement, the horses’ backs and the cabmen’s caps, and the darker
the evening grew the whiter were all these objects. Unknown customers kept
walking incessantly to and fro, obstructing her field of vision and shoving
against her with their feet. (All mankind Kashtanka divided into two uneven
parts: masters and customers; between them there was an essential difference:
the first had the right to beat her, and the second she had the right to nip by the
calves of their legs.) These customers were hurrying off somewhere and paid
no attention to her.

When it got quite dark, Kashtanka was overcome by despair and horror.
She huddled up in an entrance and began whining piteously. The long day’s
journeying with Luka Alexandritch had exhausted her, her ears and her paws
were freezing, and, what was more, she was terribly hungry. Only twice in the
whole day had she tasted a morsel: she had eaten a little paste at the
bookbinder’s, and in one of the taverns she had found a sausage skin on the
floor, near the counter —that was all. If she had been a human being she would
have certainly thought: “No, it is impossible to live like this! I must shoot

'59

myself

IT A Mysterious Stranger

But she thought of nothing, she simply whined. When her head and back
were entirely plastered over with the sofl feathery snow, and she had sunk into
a painful doze of exhaustion, all at once the door of the entrance clicked,
creaked, and struck her on the side. She jumped up. A man belonging to the
class of customers came out. As Kashtanka whined and got under his feet, he
could not help noticing her. He bent down to her and asked: “Doggy, where do

you come from? Have I hurt you? O, poor thing, poor thing... Come, don’t be
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cross, don’t be cross... [ am sorry.”

Kashtanka looked at the stranger through the snow-flakes that hung on her
eyelashes, and saw before her a short, fat little man, with a plump, shaven face
wearing a top hat and a fur coat that swung open.

“What are you whining for?”” he went on, knocking the snow off her back
with his fingers. “Where is your master? I suppose you are lost? Ah, poor
doggy! What are we going to do now?”

Catching in the stranger’s voice a warm, cordial note, Kashtanka licked his
hand, and whined still more pitifully.

“Oh, you nice funny thing!” said the stranger. “A regular fox! Well, there’s
nothing for it, you must come along with me! Perhaps you will be of use for
something... Well!”

He clicked with his lips, and made a sign to Kashtanka with his hand,
which could only mean one thing: “Come along!” Kashtanka went.

Not more than half an hour later she was sitting on the floor in a big, light
room, and, leaning her head against her side, was looking with tenderness and
curiosity at the stranger who was sitting at the table, dining. He ate and threw
pieces to her... At first he gave her bread and the greenrind of cheese, then a
piece of meat, half a pie and chicken bones, while through hunger she ate so
quickly that she had not time to distinguish the taste, and the more she ate the
more acute was the feeling of hunger.

“Your masters don’t feed you properly,” said the stranger, seeing with what
ferocious greediness she swallowed the morsels without munching them. “And
how thin you are! Nothing but skin and bones...”

Kashtanka ate a great deal and yet did not satisfy her hunger, but was
simply stupefied with eating. After dinner she lay down in the middle of the
room, stretched her legs and, conscious of an agreeable weariness all over her
body, wagged her tail. While her new master, lounging in an easychair, smoked
a cigar, she wagged her tail and considered the question, whether it was better
at the stranger’s or at the carpenter’s. The stranger’s surroundings were poor
and ugly; besides the easy-chairs, the sofa, the lamps and the rugs, there was
nothing, and the room seemed empty. At the carpenter’s the whole place was
stuffed full of things: he had a table, a bench, a heap of shavings, planes,

chisels, saws, a cage with a goldfinch, a basin... The stranger’s room smelt of
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nothing, while there was always a thick fog in the carpenter’s room, and a
glorious smell of glue, varnish, and shavings. On the other hand, the stranger
had one great superiority—he gave her a great deal to eat and, to do him full
justice, when Kashtanka sat facing the table and looking wistfully at him, he
did not once hit or kick her, and did not once shout: “Go away, damned brute!”

When he had finished his cigar her new master went out, and a minute
later came back holding a little mattress in his hands.

“Hey, you dog, come here!” he said, laying the mattress in the comer near
the dog. “Lie down here, go to sleep!”

Then he put out the lamp and went away. Kashtanka lay down on the
mattress and shut her eyes; the sound of a bark rose from the street, and she
would have liked to answer it, but all at once she was overcome with
unexpected melancholy. She thought of Luka Alexandritch, of his son
Fedyushka, and her snug little place under the bench... She remembered on the
long winter evenings, when the carpenter was planing or reading the paper
aloud, Fedyushka usually played with her... He used to pull her from under the
bench by her hind legs, and play such tricks with her, that she saw green before
her eyes, and ached in every joint. He would make her walk on her hind legs,
use her as a bell, that is, shake her violently by the tail so that she squealed and
barked, and give her tobacco to sniff...The following trick was particularly
agonising: Fedyushka would tie a piece of meat to a thread and give it to
Kashtanka, and then, when she had swallowed it he would, with a loud laugh,
pull it back again from her stomach, and the more lurid were her memories the
more loudly and miserably Kashtanka whined.

But soon exhaustion and warmth prevailed over melancholy. She began to
fall asleep. Dogs ran by in her imagination: among them a shaggy old poodle,
whom she had seen that day in the street with a white patch on his eye and tufts
of wool by his nose. Fedyushka ran after the poodle with a chisel in his hand,
then all at once he too was covered with shaggy wool, and began merrily
barking beside Kashtanka. Kashtanka and he goodnaturedly sniffed each

other’s noses and merrily ran down the street...
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III' New and Very Agreeable Acquaintances

When Kashtanka woke up it was already light, and a sound rose from the
street, such as only comes in the day-time. There was not a soul in the room.
Kashtanka stretched, yawned and, cross and ill-humoured, walked about the
room. She sniffed the corners and the furniture, looked into the passage and
found nothing of interest there. Besides the door that led into the passage there
was another door. After thinking a little Kashtanka scratched on it with both
paws, opened it, and went into the adjoining room. Here on the bed, covered
with a rug, a customer, in whom she recognised the stranger of yesterday, lay
asleep.

“Rrrrr...” she growled, but recollecting yesterday’s dinner, wagged her tail,
and began sniffing.

She sniffed the stranger’s clothes and boots and thought they smelt of
horses. In the bedroom was another door, also closed. Kashtanka scratched at
the door, leaned her chest against it, opened it, and was instantly aware of a
strange and very suspicious smell. Foreseeing an unpleasant encounter,
growling and looking about her, Kashtanka walked into a little room with a
dirty wall-paper and drew back in alarm. She saw something surprising and
terrible. A grey gander came straight towards her, hissing, with its neck bowed
down to the floor and its wings outspread. Not far from him, on a little mattress,
lay a white tom-cat; seeing Kashtanka, he jumped up, arched his back, wagged
his tail with his hair standing on end and he, too, hissed at her. The dog was
frightened in earnest, but not caring to betray her alarm, began barking loudly
and dashed at the cat... The cat arched his back more than ever, mewed and
gave Kashtanka a smack on the head with his paw. Kashtanka jumped back,
squatted on all four paws, and craning her nose towards the cat, went off into
loud, shrill barks; meanwhile the gander came up behind and gave her a painful
peck in the back. Kashtanka leapt up and dashed at the gander.

“What’s this?” They heard a loud angry voice, and the stranger came into
the room in his dressing-gown, with a cigar between his teeth. “What’s the
meaning of this? To your places!”

He went up to the cat, flicked him on his arched back, and said: “Fyodor
Timofeyitch, what’s the meaning of this? Have you got up a fight? Ah, you old
rascal! Lie down!”
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And turning to the gander he shouted: “Ivan Ivanitch, go home!”

The cat obediently lay down on his mattress and closed his eyes. Judging
from the expression of his face and whiskers, he was displeased with himself
for having lost his temper and got into a fight.

Kashtanka began whining resentfully, while the gander craned his neck
and began saying something rapidly, excitedly, distinctly, but quite
unintelligibly.

“All right, all right,” said his master, yawning. “You must live in peace and
friendship.” He stroked Kashtanka and went on: “And you, redhair, don’t be
frightened...They are capital company, they won’t annoy you. Stay, what are
we to call you? You can’t go on without a name, my dear.”

The stranger thought a moment and said: “I tell you what... you shall be
Auntie... Do you understand? Auntie!”

And repeating the word “Auntie” several times he went out. Kashtanka sat
down and began watching. The cat sat motionless on his little mattress, and
pretended to be asleep. The gander, craning his neck and stamping, went on
talking rapidly and excitedly about something. Apparently it was a very clever
gander; after every long tirade, he always stepped back with an air of wonder
and made a show of being highly delighted with his own speech...Listening to
him and answering “R-r-r-r,” Kashtanka fell to sniffing the corners. In one of
the corners she found a little trough in which she saw some soaked peas and a
sop of rye crusts. She tried the peas; they were not nice; she tried the sopped
bread and began eating it. The gander was not at all offended that the strange
dog was eating his food, but, on the contrary, talked even more excitedly, and

to show his confidence went to the trough and ate a few peas himself.

IV Marvels on a Hurdle

A little while afterwards the stranger came in again, and brought a strange
thing with him like a hurdle, or like the figure II. On the crosspiece on the top
of this roughly made wooden frame hung a bell, and a pistol was also tied to it;
there were strings from the tongue of the bell, and the trigger of the pistol. The
stranger put the frame in the middle of the room, spent a long time tying and

untying something, then looked at the gander and said: “Ivan Ivanitch, if you
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please!”

The gander went up to him and stood in an expectant attitude.

“Now then,” said the stranger, “let us begin at the very beginning. First of
all, bow and make a curtsey! Look sharp!”

Ivan Ivanitch craned his neck, nodded in all directions, and scraped with
his foot.

“Right. Bravo...Now die!”

The gander lay on his back and stuck his legs in the air. After performing a
few more similar, unimportant tricks, the stranger suddenly clutched at his head,
and assuming an expression of horror, shouted: “Help! Fire! We are burning!”

Ivan Ivanitch ran to the frame, took the string in his beak, and set the bell
ringing.

The stranger was very much pleased. He stroked the gander’s neck and
said: “Bravo, Ivan Ivanitch! Now pretend that you are a jeweller selling gold
and diamonds. Imagine now that you go to your shop and find thieves there.
What would you do in that case?”

The gander took the other string in his beak and pulled it, and at once a
deafening report was heard. Kashtanka was highly delighted with the bell
ringing, and the shot threw her into so much ecstasy that she ran round the
frame barking.

“Auntie, lie down!” cried the stranger; “be quiet!”

Ivan Ivanitch’s task was not ended with the shooting. For a whole hour
afterwards the stranger drove the gander round him on a cord, cracking a whip,
and the gander had to jump over barriers and through hoops; he had to rear, that
is, sit on his tail and wave his legs in the air. Kashtanka could not take her eyes
off Ivan Ivanitch, wriggled with delight, and several times fell to running after
him with shrill barks. After exhausting the gander and himself, the stranger
wiped the sweat from his brow and cried: “Marya, fetch Havronya Ivanovna
here!”

A minute later there was the sound of grunting. Kashtanka growled,
assumed a very valiant air, and to be on the safe side, went nearer to the
stranger. The door opened, an old woman looked in, and, saying something, led

in a black and very ugly sow. Paying no attention to Kashtanka’s growls, the
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sow lifted up her little hoof and grunted good-humouredly. Apparently it was
very agreeable to her to see her master, the cat, and Ivan lvanitch. When she
went up to the cat and gave him a light tap on the stomach with her hoof, and
then made some remark to the gander, a great deal of good-nature was
expressed in her movements, and the quivering of her tail. Kashtanka realised
at once that to growl and bark at such a character was useless.

The master took away the frame and cried. “Fyodor Timofeyitch, if you
please!”

The cat stretched lazily, and reluctantly, as though performing a duty, went
up to the sow.

“Come, let us begin with the Egyptian pyramid,” began the master.

He spent a long time explaining something, then gave the word of
command, “One... two... three!” At the word “three” Ivan Ivanitch flapped his
wings and jumped on to the sow’s back... When, balancing himself with his
wings and his neck, he got a firm foothold on the bristly back, Fyodor
Timofeyitch listlessly and lazily, with manifest disdain, and with an air of
scorning his art and not caring a pin for it, climbed on to the sow’s back, then
reluctantly mounted on to the gander, and stood on his hind legs. The result was
what the stranger called the Egyptian pyramid. Kashtanka yapped with delight,
but at that moment the old cat yawned and, losing his balance, rolled off the
gander. Ivan Ivanitch lurched and fell off too. The stranger shouted, waved his
hands, and began explaining something again. After spending an hour over the
pyramid their indefatigable master proceeded to teach Ivan Ivanitch to ride on
the cat, then began to teach the cat to smoke, and so on.

The lesson ended in the stranger’s wiping the sweat off his brow and going
away. Fyodor Timofeyitch gave a disdainful sniff, lay down on his of the pistol.
The stranger put the frame in the middle of the room, spent a long time tying
and untying something, then looked at the gander and said:“Ivan Ivanitch, if
you please!”

The gander went up to him and stood in an expectant attitude.

“Now then,”said the stranger,“let us begin at the very beginning. First of
all, bow and make a curtsey! Look sharp!”

Ivan Ivanitch craned his neck, nodded in all directions, and scraped with
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his foot.

“Right. Bravo... Now die!”

The gander lay on his back and stuck his legs in the air. After performing a
few more similar, unimportant tricks, the stranger suddenly clutched at his head,
and assuming an expression of horror, shouted:“Help! Fire! We are burning!”

Ivan Ivanitch ran to the frame, took the string in his beak, and set the bell
ringing.

The stranger was very much pleased. He stroked the gander’s neck and
said:“Bravo, Ivan Ivanitch! Now pretend that you are a jeweller selling gold
and diamonds. Imagine now that you go to your shop and find thieves there.
What would you do in that case?”

The gander took the other string in his beak and pulled it, and at once a
deafening report was heard. Kashtanka was highly delighted with the bell
ringing, and the shot threw her into so much ecstasy that she ran round the
frame barking.

“Auntie, lie down!”cried the stranger; “be quiet!”

Ivan Ivanitch’s task was not ended with the shooting. For a whole hour
afterwards the stranger drove the gander round him on a cord, cracking a whip,
and the gander had to jump over barriers and through hoops; he had to rear, that
is, sit on his tail and wave his legs in the air. Kashtanka could not take her eyes
off Ivan Ivanitch, wriggled with delight, and several times fell to running after
him with shrill barks. After exhausting the gander and himself, the stranger
wiped the sweat from his brow and cried:“Marya, fetch Havronya Ivanovna
here!” mattress, and closed his eyes; Ivan Ivanitch went to the trough, and the
pig was taken away by the old woman. Thanks to the number of her new
impressions, Kashranka hardly noticed how the day passed, and in the evening
she was installed with her mattress in the room with the dirty wallpaper, and

spent the night in the society of Fyodor Timofeyitch and the gander.
V  Talent! Talent!
A month passed.

Kashtanka had grown used to having a nice dinner every evening, and

being called Auntie. She had grown used to the stranger too, and to her new
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companions. Life was comfortable and easy.

Every day began in the same way. As a rule, Ivan Ivanitch was the first to
wake up, and at once went up to Auntie or to the cat, twisting his neck, and
beginning to talk excitedly and persuasively, but, as before, unintelligibly.
Sometimes he would crane up his head in the air and utter a long monologue.
At first Kashtanka thought he talked so much because he was very clever, but
after a little time had passed, she lost all her respect for him; when he went up
to her with his long speeches she no longer wagged her tail, but treated him as
a tiresome chatterbox, who would not let anyone sleep and, without the
slightest ceremony, answered him with “R-r-r-r!”

Fyodor Timofeyitch was a gentleman of a very different sort. When he
woke he did not utter a sound, did not stir, and did not even open his eyes. He
would have been glad not to wake, for, as was evident, he was not greatly in
love with life. Nothing interested him, he showed an apathetic and nonchalant
attitude to everything, he disdained everything and, even while eating his
delicious dinner, sniffed contemptuously.

When she woke Kashtanka began walking about the room and sniffing the
corners. She and the cat were the only ones allowed to go all over the flat; the
gander had not the right to cross the threshold of the room with the dirty
wall-paper, and Hayronya Ivanovna lived somewhere in a little outhouse in the
yard and made her appearance only during the lessons. Their master got up late,
and immediately after drinking his tea began teaching them their tricks. Every
day the frame, the whip, and the hoop were brought in, and every day almost
the same performance took place. The lesson lasted three or four hours, so that
sometimes Fyodor Timofeyitch was so tired that he staggered about like a
drunken man, and Ivan Ivanitch opened his beak and breathed heavily, while
their master became red in the face and could not mop the sweat from his brow
fast enough.

The lesson and the dinner made the day very interesting, but the evenings
were tedious. As a rule, their master went off somewhere in the evening and
took the cat and the gander with him. Left alone, Auntie lay down on her little
mattress and began to feel sad.

Melancholy crept on her imperceptibly and took possession of her by
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degrees, as darkness does of a room. It began with the dog’s losing every
inclination to bark, to eat, to run about the rooms, and even to look at things;
then vague figures, half dogs, half human beings, with countenances attractive,
pleasant, but incomprehensible, would appear in her imagination, when they
came Auntie wagged her tail, and it seemed to her that she had somewhere, at
some time, seen them and loved them. And as she dropped asleep, she always
felt that those figures smelt of glue, shavings, and varnish.

When she had grown quite used to her new life, and from a thin, long
mongrel, had changed into a sleek, well-groomed dog, her master looked at her
one day before the lesson and said: “It’s high time, Auntie, to get to business.
You have kicked up your heels in idleness long enough. I want to make an
artiste of you... Do you want to be an artiste?”

And he began teaching her various accomplishments. At the first lesson he
taught her to stand and walk on her hind legs, which she liked extremely. At the
second lesson she had to jump on her hind legs and catch some sugar, which
her teacher held high above her head. After that, in the following lessons she
danced, ran tied to a cord, howled to music, rang the bell, and fired the pistol,
and in a month could successfully replace Fyodor Timofeyitch in the “Egyptian
Pyramid.” She learned very eagerly and was pleased with her own success;
running with her tongue out on the cord, leaping through the hoop, and riding
on old Fyodor Timofeyitch, gave her the greatest enjoyment. She accompanied
every successful trick with a shrill, delighted bark, while her teacher wondered,
was also delighted, and rubbed his hands.

“It’s talent! It’s talent!” he said. “Unquestionable talent! You will certainly
be successful!”

And Auntie grew so used to the word talent, that every time her master

pronounced it, she jumped up as if it had been her name.

VI An Uneasy Night

Auntie had a doggy dream that a porter ran after her with a broom, and she
woke up in a fright.
It was quite dark and very stuffy in the room. The fleas were biting. Auntie

had never been afraid of darkness before, but now, for some reason, she felt
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frightened and inclined to bark. Her master heaved a loud sigh in the next room,
then soon afterwards the sow grunted in her sty, and then all was still again.
When one thinks about eating one’s heart grows lighter, and Auntie began
thinking how that day she had stolen the leg of a chicken from Fyodor
Timofeyitch, and had hidden it in the drawing-room, between the cupboard and
the wall, where there were a great many spiders’ webs and a great deal of dust.
Would it not be as well to go now and look whether the chicken leg were still
there or not? It was very possible that her master had found it and eaten it. But
she must not go out of the room before morning, that was the rule. Auntie shut
her eyes to go to sleep as quickly as possible, for she knew by experience that
the sooner you go to sleep the sooner the morning comes. But all at once there
was a strange scream not far from her which made her start and jump up on all
four legs. It was Ivan Ivanitch, and his cry was not babbling and persuasive as
usual, but a wild, shrill, unnatural scream like the squeak of a door opening.
Unable to distinguish anything in the darkness, and not understanding what was
wrong, Auntie felt still more frightened and growled: “R-r-r-r...”

Some time passed, as long as it takes to eat a good bone; the scream was
not repeated. Little by little Auntie’s uneasiness passed off and she began to
doze. She dreamed of two big black dogs with tufts of last year’s coat left on
their haunches and sides; they were eating out of a big basin some swill, from
which there came a white steam and a most appetising smell; from time to time
they looked round at Auntie, showed their teeth and growled: “We are not

',,

going to give you any!” But a peasant in a furcoat ran out of the house and
drove them away with a whip; then Auntie went up to the basin and began
eating, but as soon as the peasant went out of the gate, the two black dogs
rushed at her growling, and all at once there was again a shrill scream.

“K-gee! K-gee-gee!” cried Ivan Ivanitch.

Auntie woke, jumped up and, without leaving her mattress, went off into a
yelping bark. It seemed to her that it was not Ivan Ivanitch that was screaming
but someone else, and for some reason the sow again grunted in her sty.

Then there was the sound of shuffling slippers, and the master came into
the room in his dressing-gown with a candle in his hand. The flickering light

danced over the dirty wall-paper and the ceiling, and chased away the darkness.




P

The Setecled Shont &, VR % Sories off Choklow

Auntie saw that there was no stranger in the room. Ivan Ivanitch was sitting on
the floor and was not asleep. His wings were spread out and his beak was open,
and altogether he looked as though he were very tired and thirsty. Old Fyodor
Timofeyitch was not asleep either. He, too, must have been awakened by the
scream.

“Ivan Ivanitch, what’s the matter with you?” the master asked the gander.
“Why are you screaming? Are you ill?”

The gander did not answer. The master touched him on the neck, stroked
his back, and said: “You are a queer chap. You don’t sleep yourself, and you
don’t let other people...”

When the master went out, carrying the candle with him, there was
darkness again. Auntie felt frightened. The gander did not scream, but again she
fancied that there was some stranger in the room. What was most dreadful was
that this stranger could not be bitten, as he was unseen and had no shape. And
for some reason she thought that something very bad would certainly happen
that night. Fyodor Timofeyitch was uneasy too.

Auntie could hear him shifting on his mattress, yawning and shaking his
head.

Somewhere in the street there was a knocking at a gate and the sow
grunted in her sty. Auntie began to whine, stretched out her front-paws and laid
her head down upon them. She fancied that in the knocking at the gate, in the
grunting of the sow, who was for some reason awake, in the darkness and the
stillness, there was something as miserable and dreadful as in Ivan Ivanitch’s
scream. Everything was in agitation and anxiety, but why? Who was the
stranger who could not be seen? Then two dim flashes of green gleamed for a
minute near Auntie. It was Fyodor Timofeyitch, for the first time of their whole
acquaintance coming up to her. What did he want? Auntie licked his paw, and
not asking why he had come, howled softly and on various notes.

“K-gee!” cried Ivan Ivanitch, “K-g-ee!”

The door opened again and the master came in with a candle. The gander
was sitting in the same attitude as before, with his beak open, and his wings
spread out, his eyes were closed.

“Ivan Ivanitch!” his master called him.
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The gander did not stir. His master sat down before him on the floor,
looked at him in silence for a minute, and said: “Ivan Ivanitch, what is it? Are
you dying? Oh, | remember now, I remember!” he cried out, and clutched at his
head. “I know why it is! It’s because the horse stepped on you today! My God!
My God!”

Auntie did not understand what her master was saying, but she saw from
his face that he, too, was expecting something dreadful. She stretched out her
head towards the dark window, where it seemed to her some stranger was
looking in, and howled.

'3’

“He is dying, Auntie!” said her master, and wrung his hands. “Yes yes, he
is dying! Death has come into your room. What are we to do?”

Pale and agitated, the master went back into his room, sighing and shaking
his head. Auntie was afraid to remain in the darkness, and followed her master
into his bedroom. He sat down on the bed and repeated several times: “My God,
what’s to be done?”

Auntie walked about round his feet, and not understanding why she was
wretched and why they were all so uneasy, and trying to understand, watched
every movement he made. Fyodor Timofeyitch, who rarely left his little
mattress, came into the master’s bedroom too, and began rubbing himself
against his feet. He shook his head as though he wanted to shake painful
thoughts out of it, and kept peeping suspiciously under the bed.

The master took a saucer, poured some water from his wash-stand into it,
and went to the gander again.

“Drink, Ivan Ivanitch!” he said tenderly, setting the saucer before
him;“drink, darling.”

But Ivan Ivanitch did not stir and did not open his eyes. His master bent
his head down to the saucer and dipped his beak into the water, but the gander
did not drink, he spread his wings wider than ever, and his head remained lying
in the saucer.

“No, there’s nothing to be done now,” sighed his master. “It’s all over. Ivan
Ivanitch is gone!”

And shining drops, such as one sees on the window-pane when it rains,

trickled down his cheeks. Not understanding what was the matter, Auntie and
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Fyodor Timofeyitch snuggled up to him and looked with horror at the gander.

“Poor Ivan Ivanitch!” said the master, sighing mournfully. “And I was
dreaming [ would take you in the spring into the country, and would walk with
you on the green grass. Dear creature, my good comrade, you are no more!
How shall I do without you now?”

It seemed to Auntie that the same thing would happen to her, that is, that
she too, there was no knowing why, would close her eyes, stretch out her paws,
open her mouth, and everyone would look at her with horror. Apparently the
same reflections were passing through the brain of Fyodor Timofeyitch. Never
before had the old cat been so morose and gloomy.

It began to get light, and the unseen stranger who had so frightened Auntie
was no longer in the room. When it was quite daylight, the porter came in, took
the gander, and carried him away. And soon afterwards the old woman came in
and took away the trough.

Auntie went into the drawing-room and looked behind the cupboard: her
master had not eaten the chicken bone, it was lying in its place among the dust
and spiders’ webs. But Auntie felt sad and dreary and wanted to cry. She did
not even sniff at the bone, but went under the sofa, sat down there, and began

softly whining in a thin voice.

VII An Unsuccessful Debut

One fine evening the master came into the room with the dirty wallpaper,
and, rubbing his hands, said: “Well...”

He meant to say something more, but went away without saying it. Auntie,
who during her lessons had thoroughly studied his face and intonations, divined
that he was agitated, anxious and, she fancied, angry. Soon afterwards he came
back and said: “Today I shall take with me Auntie and Fyodor Timofeyitch.
To-day, Auntie, you will take the place of poor Ivan Ivanitch in the ‘Egyptian
Pyramid.” Goodness knows how it will be! Nothing is ready, nothing has been
thoroughly studied, there have been few rehearsals! We shall be disgraced, we
shall come to grief!”

Then he went out again, and a minute later, came back in his fur-coat and

top hat. Going up to the cat he took him by the fore-paws and put him inside

L
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the front of his coat, while Fyodor Timofeyitch appeared completely
unconcerned, and did not even trouble to open his eyes. To him it was
apparently a matter of absolute indifference whether he remained lying down,
or were lifted up by his paws, whether he rested on his mattress or under his
master’s fur-coat.

“Come along, Auntie,” said her master.

Wagging her tail, and understanding nothing, Auntie followed him. A
minute later she was sitting in a sledge by her master’s feet and heard him,
shrinking with cold and anxiety, mutter to himself: “We shall be disgraced! We
shall come to grief!”

The sledge stopped at a big strange-looking house, like a soup-ladle turned
upside down. The long entrance to this house, with its three glass doors, was
lighted up with a dozen brilliant lamps. The doors opened with a resounding
noise and, like jaws, swallowed up the people who were moving to and fro at
the entrance. There were a great many people, horses, too, often ran up to the
entrance, but no dogs were to be seen.

The master took Auntie in his arms and thrust her in his coat, where
Fyodor Timofeyirch already was. It was dark and stuffy there, but warm. For an
instant two green sparks flashed at her; it was the cat, who opened his eyes on
being disturbed by his neighbour’s cold rough paws. Auntie licked his ear, and,
trying to settle herself as comfortably as possible, moved uneasily, crushed him
under her cold paws, and casually poked her head out from under the coat, but
at once growled angrily, and tucked it in again. It seemed to her that she had
seen a huge, badly lighted room, full of monsters; from behind screens and
gratings, which stretched on both sides of the room, horrible faces looked out:
faces of horses with horns, with long ears, and one fat, huge countenance with
a tail instead of a nose, and two long gnawed bones sticking out of his mouth.

The cat mewed huskily under Auntie’s paws, but at that moment the coat
was flung open, the master said, “Hop!” and Fyodor Timofeyitch and Auntie
jumped to the floor. They were now in a little room with grey plank walls; there
was no other furniture in it but a little table with a lookingglass on it, a stool,
and some rags hung about the corners, and instead of a lamp or candles, there

was a bright fan-shaped light attached to a little pipe fixed in the wall. Fyodor
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Timofeyitch licked his coat which had been ruffled by Auntie, went under the
stool, and lay down. Their master, still agitated and rubbing his hands, began
undressing... He undressed as he usually did at home when he was preparing to
get under the rug, that is, took off everything but his underlinen, then he sat
down on the stool, and, looking in the looking-glass, began playing the most
surprising tricks with himself... First of all he put on his head a wig, with a
parting and with two tufts of hair standing up like horns, then he smeared his
face thickly with something white, and over the white colour painted his
eyebrows, his moustaches, and red on his cheeks. His antics did not end with
that. After smearing his face and neck, he began putting himself into an
extraordinary and incongruous costume, such as Auntie had never seen before,
either in houses or in the street. Imagine very full trousers, made of chintz
covered with big flowers, such as is used in working-class houses for curtains
and covering furniture, trousers which buttoned up just under his armpits. One
trouser leg was made of brown chintz, the other of bright yellow. Almost lost in
these, he then put on a short chintz jacket, with a big scalloped collar, and a
gold star on the back, stockings of different colours, and green slippers.

Everything seemed going round before Auntie’s eyes and in her soul. The
white-faced, sack-like figure smelt like her master, its voice, too, was the
familiar master’s voice, but there were moments when Auntie was tortured by
doubts, and then she was ready to run away from the particoloured figure and
to bark. The new place, the fan-shaped light, the smell, the transformation that
had taken place in her master—all this aroused in her a vague dread and a
foreboding that she would certainly meet with some horror such as the big face
with the tail instead of a nose. And then, somewhere through the wall, some
hateful band was playing, and from time to time she heard an incomprehensible
roar. Only one thing reassured her—that was the imperturbability of Fyodor
Timofeyitch. He dozed with the utmost tranquility under the stool, and did not
open his eyes even when it was moved.

A man in a dress coat and a white waistcoat peeped into the little room and
said: “Miss Arabella has just gone on. After her—you.”

Their master made no answer. He drew a small box from under the table,

sat down, and waited. From his lips and his hands it could be seen that he was
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agitated, and Auntie could hear how his breathing came in gasps.

“Monsieur George, come on!” someone shouted behind the door. Their
master got up and crossed himself three times, then took the cat from under the
stool and put him in the box.

“Come, Auntie,” he said softly.

Auntie, who could make nothing out of it, went up to his hands, he kissed
her on the head, and put her beside Fyodor Timofeyitch. Then followed
darkness... Auntie trampled on the cat, scratched at the walls of the box, and
was so frightened that she could not utter a sound, while the box swayed and
quivered, as though it were on the waves...

“Here we are again!” her master shouted aloud: “here we are again!”

Auntie felt that after that shout the box struck against something hard and
left off swaying. There was a loud deep roar, someone was being slapped, and
that someone, probably the monster with the tail instead of a nose, roared and
laughed so loud that the locks of the box trembled. In response to the roar, there
came a shrill, squeaky laugh from her master, such as he never laughed at
home.

“Ha!” he shouted, trying to shout above the roar. “Honoured friends! I
have only just come from the station! My granny’s kicked the bucket and left
me a fortune! There is something very heavy in the box, it must be gold, ha! ha!
I bet there’s a million here! We’ll open it and look...”

The lock of the box clicked. The bright light dazzled Auntie’s eyes, she
jumped out of the box, and, deafened by the roar, ran quickly round her master,
and broke into a shrill bark.

“Ha!” exclaimed her master. “Uncle Fyodor Timofeyitch! Beloved Aunt,
dear relations! The devil take you!”

He fell on his stomach on the sand, seized the cat and Auntie, and fell to
embracing them. While he held Auntie tight in his arms, she glanced round into
the World into which fate had brought her and, impressed by its immensity, was
for a minute dumbfounded with amazement and delight, then jumped out of her
master’s arms, and to express the intensity of her emotions, whirled round and
round on one spot like a top. This new world was big and full of bright light;

wherever she looked, on all sides, from floor to ceiling there were faces, faces
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faces, and nothing else.

“Auntie, I beg you to sit down!” shouted her master. Remembering what
that meant, Auntie jumped on to a chair, and sat down. She looked at her master.
His eyes looked at her gravely and kindly as always, but his face, especially his
mouth and teeth, were made grotesque by a broad immovable grin. He laughed,
skipped about, twitched his shoulders, and made a show of being very merry in
the presence of the thousands of faces. Auntie believed in his merriment, all at
once felt all over her that those thousands of faces were looking at her, lifted up
her fox-like head, and howled joyously.

“You sit there, Auntie,” her master said to her, “while Uncle and I will
dance the Kamarinsky.”

Fyodor Timofeyitch stood looking about him indifferently, waiting to be
made to do something silly. He danced listlessly, carelessly, sullenly, and one
could see from his movements, his tail and his ears, that he had a profound
contempt for the crowd, the bright light, his master and himself. When he had
performed his allotted task, he gave a yawn and sat down.

“Now, Auntie!” said her master, “we’ll have first a song, and then a dance,
shall we?”

He took a pipe out of his pocket, and began playing. Auntie, who could not
endure music, began moving uneasily in her chair and howled. A roar of
applause rose from all sides. Her master bowed, and when all was still again,
went on playing...Just as he took one very high note, someone high up among
the audience uttered a loud exclamation: “Auntie!” cried a child’s voice, “why
it’s Kashtanka!”

“Kashtanka it is!” declared a cracked drunken tenor. “Kashtanka! Strike
me dead, Fedyushka, it is Kashtanka. Kashtanka! here!”

Someone in the gallery gave a whistle, and two voices, one a boy’s and
one a man’s, called loudly: “Kashtanka! Kashtanka!”

Auntie started, and looked where the shouting came from. Two faces, one
hairy, drunken and grinning, the other chubby, rosy-cheeked and
frightened-looking, dazed her eyes as the bright light had dazed them
before... She remembered, fell off the chair, struggled on the sand, then jumped
up, and with a delighted yap dashed towards those faces. There was a deafening
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roar, interspersed with whistles and a shrill childish shout: “Kashtanka!
Kashtanka!”

Auntie leaped over the barrier, then across someone’s shoulders. She found
herself in a box: to get into the next tier she had to leap over a high wall. Auntie
jumped, but did not jump high enough, and slipped back down the wall. Then
she was passed from hand to hand, licked hands and faces, kept mounting
higher and higher, and at last got into the gallery...

Half an hour afterwards, Kashtanka was in the street, following the people
who smelt of glue and varnish. Luka Alexandritch staggered and instinctively,
taught by experience, tried to keep as far from the gutter as possible.

“In sin my mother bore me,” he muttered. “And you, Kashtanka, are a
thing of little understanding. Beside a man, you are like a joiner beside a
cabinetmaker.”

Fedyushka walked beside him, wearing his father’s cap. Kashtanka looked
at their backs, and it seemed to her that she had been following them for ages,
and was glad that there had not been a break for a minute in her life.

She remembered the little room with dirty wall-paper, the gander, Fyodor
Timofeyitch, the delicious dinners, the lessons, the circus, but all that seemed

to her now like a long, tangled, oppressive dream.
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“«
yo whom shall I tell my grief?”

THE twilight of evening. Big flakes of wet snow are whirling lazily about
the street lamps, which have just been lighted, and lying in a thin soft layer on
roofs, horses’ backs, shoulders, caps. lona Potapov, the sledgedriver, is all
white like a ghost. He sits on the box without stirring, bent as double as the
living body can be bent. If a regular snowdrift fell on him it seems as though
even then he would not think it necessary to shake it off...His little mare is
white and motionless too. Her stillness, the angularity of her lines, and the
stick-like straightness of her legs make her look like a halfpenny gingerbread
horse. She is probably lost in thought. Anyone who has been torn away from
the plough, from the familiar gray landscapes, and cast into this slough, full of
monstrous lights, of unceasing uproar and hurrying people, is bound to think.

It is a long time since Iona and his nag have budged. They came out of the
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yard before dinnertime and not a single fare yet. But now the shades of evening
are falling on the town. The pale light of the street lamps changes to a vivid
color, and the bustle of the street grows noisier.

“Sledge to Vyborgskaya!” Iona hears. “Sledge!”

Iona starts, and through his snow-plastered eyelashes sees an officer in a
military overcoat with a hood over his head.

“To Vyborgskaya,” repeats the officer. “Are you asleep? To Vybor-
gskaya!”

In token of assent Iona gives a tug at the reins which sends cakes of snow
flying from the horse’s back and shoulders. The officer gets into the sledge.
The sledge-driver clicks to the horse, cranes his neck like a swan, rises in his
seat, and more from habit than necessity brandishes his whip.The mare cranes
her neck, too, crooks her stick-like legs, and hesitatingly sets of...

“Where are you shoving, you devil?” Iona immediately hears shouts from
the dark mass shifting to and fro before him. “Where the devil are you going?
Keep to the r-right!”

“You don’t know how to drive! Keep to the right,” says the officer angrily.

A coachman driving a carriage swears at him; a pedestrian crossing the
road and brushing the horse’s nose with his shoulder looks at him angrily and
shakes the snow off his sleeve. Iona fidgets on the box as though he were
sitting on thorns, jerks his elbows, and turns his eyes about like one possessed
as though he did not know where he was or why he was there.

“What rascals they all are!” says the officer jocosely. “They are simply
doing their best to run up against you or fall under the horse’s feet. They must
be doing it on purpose.”

Iona looks as his fare and moves his lips... Apparently he means to say
something, but nothing comes but a sniff.

“What?” inquires the officer.

Iona gives a wry smile, and straining his throat, brings out huskily:“My
son...er...my son died this week, sir.”

“H’m! What did he die of?”

Iona turns his whole body round to his fare, and says: “Who can tell! It

must have been from fever... He lay three days in the hospital and then he



died... God’s will.”

“Turn round, you devil!” comes out of the darkness. “Have you gone
cracked, you old dog? Look where you are going!”

“Drive on! drive on!...” says the officer. “We shan’t get there till tomorrow
going on like this. Hurry up!”

The sledge-driver cranes his neck again, rises in his seat, and with heavy
grace swings his whip. Several times he looks round at the officer, but the latter
keeps his eyes shut and is apparently disinclined to listen. Putting his fare down
at Vyborgskaya, Iona stops by a restaurant, and again sits huddled up on the
box... Again the wet snow paints him and his horse white. One hour passes,
and then another...

Three young men, two tall and thin, one short and hunchbacked, come up,
railing at each other and loudly stamping on the pavement with their galoshes.

“Cabby, to the Police Bridge!” the hunchback cries in a cracked voice.
“The three of us,...twenty kopecks!”

Iona tugs at the reins and clicks to his horse. Twenty kopecks is not a fair
price, but he has no thoughts for that. Whether it is a rouble or whether it is five
kopecks does not matter to him now so long as he has a fare... The three young
men, shoving each other and using bad language, go up to the sledge, and all
three try to sit down at once. The question remains to be settled: Which are to
sit down and which one is to stand? After a long altercation, ill-temper, and
abuse, they come to the conclusion that the hunchback must stand because he is
the shortest.

“Well, drive on,” says the hunchback in his cracked voice, settling himself
and breathing down Iona’s neck. “Cut along! What a cap you’ve got, my friend!
You wouldn’t find a worse one in all Petersburg...”

“He-he!... he-he!...” laughs lona. “It’s nothing to boast of!”

“Well, then, nothing to boast of, drive on! Are you going to drive like this
all the way? Eh? Shall I give you one in the neck?”

“My head aches,” says one of the tall ones. “At the Dukmasovs’ yesterday
Vaska and I drank four bottles of brandy between us.”

“I can’t make out why you talk such stuff,” says the other tall one angrily.

“You lie like a brute.”
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“Strike me dead, it’s the truth!...”

“It’s about as true as that a louse coughs.”

“He-he!” grins Iona. “Me-er-ry gentlemen!”

“Tfoo! the devil take you!” cries the hunchback indignantly. “Will you get
on, you old plague, or won’t you? Is that the way to drive? Give her one with
the whip. Hang it all, give it her well.”

Iona feels behind his back the jolting person and quivering voice of the
hunchback. He hears abuse addressed to him, he sees people, and the feeling of
loneliness begins little by little to be less heavy on his heart. The hunchback
swears at him, till he chokes over some elaborately whimsical string of epithets
and is overpowered by his cough. His tall companions begin talking of a certain
Nadyezhda Petrovna. Iona looks round at them. Waiting till there is a brief
pause, he looks round once more and says: “This week... er... my... er... son
died!”

“We shall all die,...” says the hunchback with a sigh, wiping his lips after
coughing. “Come, drive on! drive on! My friends, I simply cannot stand
crawling like this! When will he get us there?”

“Well, you give him a little encouragement...one in the neck!”

“Do you hear, you old plague? I’ll make you smart. If one stands on
ceremony with fellows like you one may as well walk. Do you hear, you old
dragon? Or don’t you care a hang what we say?”

And lona hears rather than feels a slap on the back of his neck.

“He-he!...” he laughs. “Merry gentlemen... God give you health!”

“Cabman, are you married?”” asks one of the tall ones.

“I? He he! Me-er-ry gentlemen. The only wife for me now is the damp
earth...He-ho-ho!...The grave that is!...Here my son’s dead and I am alive...It’s
a strange thing, death has come in at the wrong door...Instead of coming for me
it went for my son...”

And Iona turns round to tell them how his son died, but at that point the
hunchback gives a faint sigh and announces that, thank God! they have arrived
at last. After taking his twenty kopecks, Iona gazes for a long while after the
revelers, who disappear into a dark entry. Again he is alone and again there is

silence for him... The misery which has been for a brief space eased comes



back again and tears his heart more cruelly than ever. With a look of anxiety
and suffering Iona’s eyes stray restlessly among the crowds moving to and fro
on both sides of the street: can he not find among those thousands someone
who will listen to him? But the crowds flit by heedless of him and his misery...
His misery is immense, beyond all bounds. If Iona’s heart were to burst and his
misery to flow out, it would flood the whole world, it seems, but yet it is not
seen. It has found a hidingplace in such an insignificant shell that one would
not have found it with a candle by daylight...

Iona sees a house-porter with a parcel and makes up his mind to address
him.

“What time will it be, friend?” he asks.

“Going on for ten... Why have you stopped here? Drive on!”

Iona drives a few paces away, bends himself double, and gives himself up
to his misery. He feels it is no good to appeal to people. But before five minutes
have passed he draws himself up, shakes his head as though he feels a sharp
pain, and tugs at the reins... He can bear it no longer.

“Back to the yard!” he thinks. “To the yard!”

And his little mare, as though she knew his thoughts, falls to trotting. An
hour and a half later Iona is sitting by a big dirty stove. On the stove, on the
floor, and on the benches are people snoring. The air is full of smells and
stuffiness. Iona looks at the sleeping figures, scratches himself, and regrets that
he has come home so early...

“I have not earned enough to pay for the oats, even,” he thinks. “That’s
why I am so miserable. A man who knows how to do his work,... who has had
enough to eat, and whose horse has had enough to eat, is always at ease...”

In one of the corners a young cabman gets up, clears his throat sleepily,
and makes for the water-bucket.

“Want a drink?” lona asks him.

“Seems so.”

“May it do you good... But my son is dead, mate... Do you hear? This
week in the hospital... It’s a queer business...”

Iona looks to see the effect produced by his words, but he sees nothing.

The young man has covered his head over and is already asleep. The old man




The Setucted Hort %, ZVRE . Shorics of Chetohor

sighs and scratches himself... Just as the young man had been thirsty for water,
he thirsts for speech. His son will soon have been dead a week, and he has not
really talked to anybody yet... He wants to talk of it properly, with
deliberation... He wants to tell how his son was taken ill, how he suffered,
what he said before he died... how he died... He wants to describe the funeral,
and how he went to the hospital to get his son’s clothes. He still has his
daughter Anisya in the country... And he wants to talk about her too... Yes, he
has plenty to talk about now. His listener ought to sigh and exclaim and
lament... It. would be even better to talk to women. Though they are silly
creatures, they blubber at the first word.

“Let’s go out and have a look at the mare,” Iona thinks. “There is always
time for sleep... You’ll have sleep enough, no fear...”

He puts on his coat and goes into the stables where his mare is standing.
He thinks about oats, about hay, about the weather... He cannot think about his
son when he is alone... To talk about him with someone is possible, but to think
of him and picture him is insufferable anguish...

“Are you munching?” Iona asks his mare, seeing her shining eyes.“There,
munch away, munch away...Since we have not earned enough for oats, we will
eat hay...Yes...I have grown too old to drive...My son ought to be driving, not
I... He was a real cabman...He ought to have lived...”

Iona is silent for a while, and then he goes on:*“That’s how it is, old girl...
Kuzma lonitch is gone... He said good-bye to me... He went and died for no
reason... Now, suppose you had a little colt, and you were own mother to that
little colt... And all at once that same little colt went and died... You’d be sorry,
wouldn’t you?...”

The little mare munches, listens, and breathes on her master’s hands. Iona

is carried away and tells her all about it.
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G%F was twelve o’clock at night.

Mitya Kuldarov, with excited face and ruffled hair, flew into his parents’
flat, and hurriedly ran through all the rooms. His parents had already gone to
bed. His sister was in bed, finishing the last page of a novel. His schoolboy
brothers were asleep.

“Where have you come from?” cried his parents in amazement.“What is
the matter with you?”

“Oh, don’t ask! I never expected it; no, I never expected it! It’s... it’s
positively incredible!”

Mitya laughed and sank into an armchair, so overcome by happiness that

he could not stand on his legs.
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“It’s incredible! You can’t imagine! Look!”

His sister jumped out of bed and, throwing a quilt round her, went in to her
brother. The schoolboys woke up.

“What’s the matter? You don’t look like yourself!”

“It’s because I am so delighted, Mamma! Do you know, now all Russia
knows of me! All Russia! Till now only you knew that there was a registration
clerk called Dmitry Kuldarov, and now all Russia knows it! Mamma! Oh,
Lord!”

Mitya jumped up, ran up and down all the rooms, and then sat down again.

“Why, what has happened? Tell us sensibly!”

“You live like wild beasts, you don’t read the newspapers and take no
notice of what’s published, and there’s so much that is interesting in the papers.
If anything happens it’s all known at once, nothing is hidden! How happy I am!
Oh, Lord! You know it’s only celebrated people whose names are published in
the papers, and now they have gone and published mine!”

“What do you mean? Where?”

The papa turned pale. The mamma glanced at the holy image and crossed
herself. The schoolboys jumped out of bed and, just as they were, in short
nightshirts, went up to their brother.

“Yes! My name has been published! Now all Russia knows of me! Keep
the paper, mamma, in memory of it! We will read it sometimes! Look!”

Mitya pulled out of his pocket a copy of the paper, gave it to his father, and
pointed with his finger to a passage marked with blue pencil.

“Read it!”

The father put on his spectacles.

“Do read it!”

The mamma glanced at the holy image and crossed herself. The papa
cleared his throat and began to read: “At eleven o’clock on the evening of the
29th of December, a registration clerk of the name of Dmitry Kuldarov...”

“You see, you see! Go on!”

“... a registration clerk of the name of Dmitry Kuldarov, coming from the
beershop in Kozihin’s buildings in Little Bronnaia in an intoxicated

condition...”
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“That’s me and Semyon Petrovitch... It’s all described exactly! Go on!
Listen!”

“...intoxicated condition, slipped and fell under a horse belonging to a
sledge-driver, a peasant of the village of Durikino in the Yuhnovsky district,
called Ivan Drotov. The frightened horse, stepping over Kuldarov and drawing
the sledge over him, together with a Moscow merchant of the second guild
called Stepan Lukov, who was in it, dashed along the street and was caught by
some house-porters. Kuldarov, at first in an tmconscious condition, was taken
to the police station and there examined by the doctor. The blow he had
received on the back of his head...”

“It was from the shaft, papa. Go on! Read the rest!”

“...he had received on the back of hig head turned out not to be serious.
The incident was duly reported. Medical aid was given to the injured man...”

“They told me to foment the back of my head with cold water. You have
read it now? Ah! So you see. Now it’s all over Russia! Give it here!”

Mitya seized the paper, folded it up and put it into his pocket.

“I’1l run round to the Makarovs and show it to them... I must show it to
the Ivanitskys too, Natasya Ivanovna, and Anisim Vassilyitch... I’ll run!
Good-bye!”

Mitya put on his cap with its cockade and, joyful and triumphant, ran into

the street.
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G%was said that a new person had appeared on the sea-front: a lady
with a little dog. Dmitri Dmitritch Gurov, who had by then been a fortnight at
Yalta, and so was fairly at home there, had begun to take an interest in new
arrivals. Sitting in Verney’s pavilion, he saw, walking on the seafront, a
fair-haired young lady of medium height, wearing a bérer; a white Pomeranian
dog was running behind her.

And afterwards he met her in the public gardens and in the square several

times a day. She was walking alone, always wearing the same béret, and always

s
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with the same white dog; no one knew who she was, and every one called her
simply “the lady with the dog.”

“If she is here alone without a husband or friends, it wouldn’t be amiss to
make her acquaintance,” Gurov reflected.

He was under forty, but he had a daughter already twelve years old, and
two sons at school. He had been married young, when he was a student in his
second year, and by now his wife seemed half as old again as he. She was a tall,
erect woman with dark eyebrows, staid and dignified, and, as she said of
herself, intellectual. She read a great deal, used phonetic spelling, called her
husband, not Dmitri, but Dimitri, and he secretly considered her unintelligent,
narrow, inelegant, was afraid of her, and did not like to be at home. He had
begun being unfaithful to her long ago—had been unfaithful to her often, and,
probably on that account, almost always spoke ill of women, and when they
were talked about in his presence, used to call them “the lower race.”

It seemed to him that he had been so schooled by bitter experience that he
might call them what he liked, and yet he could not get on for two days
together without “the lower race.” In the society of men he was bored and not
himself, with them he was cold and uncommunicative; but when he was in the
company of women he felt free, and knew what to say to them and how to
behave; and he was at ease with them even when he was silent. In his
appearance, in his character, in his whole nature, there was something attractive
and elusive which allured women and disposed them in his favour; he knew
that, and some force seemed to draw him, too, to them.

Experience often repeated, truly bitter experience, had taught him long ago
that with decent people, especially Moscow people—always slow to move and
irresolute—every intimacy, which at first so agreeably diversifies life and
appears a light and charming adventure, inevitably grows into a regular
problem of extreme intricacy, and in the long run the situation becomes
unbearable. But at every fresh meeting with an interesting woman this
experience seemed to slip out of his memory, and he was eager for life, and
everything seemed simple and amusing.

One evening he was dining in the gardens, and the lady in the béret came

up slowly to take the next table. Her expression, her gait, her dress, and the
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way she did her hair told him that she was a lady, that she was married, that she
was in Yalta for the first time and alone, and that she was dull there... The
stories told of the immorality in such places as Yalta are to a great extent untrue;
he despised them, and knew that such stories were for the most part made up by
persons who would themselves have been glad to sin if they had been able; but
when the lady sat down at the next table three paces from him, he remembered
these tales of easy conquests, of trips to the mountains, and the tempting
thought of a swift, fleeting love affair, a romance with an unknown woman,
whose name he did not know, suddenly took possession of him.

He beckoned coaxingly to the Pomeranian, and when the dog came up to
him he shook his finger at it. The Pomeranian growled: Gurov shook his finger
at it again.

The lady looked at him and at once dropped her eyes.

“He doesn’t bite,” she said, and blushed.

“May I give him a bone?” he asked; and when she nodded he asked
courteously, “Have you been long in Yalta?”

“Five days.”

“And I have already dragged out a fortnight here.”

There was a brief silence.

“Time goes fast, and yet it is so dull here!” she said, not looking at him.

“That’s only the fashion to say it is dull here. A provincial will live in
Belyov or Zhidra and not be dull, and when he comes here it’s ‘Oh, the dulness!
Oh, the dust!” One would think he came from Grenada.”

She laughed. Then both continued eating in silence, like strangers, but
after dinner they walked side by side; and there sprang up between them the
light jesting conversation of people who are free and satisfied, to whom it does
not matter where they go or what they talk about. They walked and talked of
the strange light on the sea: the water was of a soft warm lilac hue, and there
was a golden streak from the moon upon it. They talked of how sultry it was
after a hot day. Gurov told her that he came from Moscow, that he had taken his
degree in Arts, but had a post in a bank; that he had trained as an opera-singer,
but had given it up, that he owned two houses in Moscow... And from her he

leamt that she had grown up in Petersburg, but had lived in S—since her
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marriage two years before, that she was staying another month in Yalta, and
that her husband, who needed a holiday too, might perhaps come and fetch her.
She was not sure whether her husband had a post in a Crown Department or
under the Provincial Council—and was amused by her own ignorance. And
Gurov learnt, too, that she was called Anna Sergeyevna.

Afterwards he thought about her in his room at the hotel—thought she
would certainly meet him next day; it would be sure to happen. As he got into
bed he thought how lately she had been a girl at school, doing lessons like his
own daughter; he recalled the diffidence, the angularity, that was still manifest
in her laugh and her manner of talking with a stranger. This must have been the
first time in her life she had been alone in surroundings in which she was
followed, looked at, and spoken to merely from a secret motive which she
could hardly fail to guess. He recalled her slender, delicate neck, her lovely
grey eyes.

“There’s something pathetic about her, anyway,”he thought, and fell

asleep.

11

A week had passed since they had made acquaintance. It was a holiday. It
was sultry indoors, while in the street the wind whirled the dust round and
round, and blew people’s hats off. It was a thirsty day, and Gurov often went
into the pavilion, and pressed Anna Sergeyevna to have syrup and water or an
ice. One did not know what to do with oneself.

In the evening when the wind had dropped a little, they went out on the
groyne to see the steamer come in. There were a great many people walking
about the harbour; they had gathered to welcome some one, bringing bouquets.
And two peculiarities of a well-dressed Yalta crowd were very conspicuous: the
elderly ladies were dressed like young ones, and there were great numbers of
generals.

Owing to the roughness of the sea, the steamer arrived late, after the sun
had set, and it was a long time turning about before it reached the groyne. Anna
Sergeyevna looked through her lorgnette at the steamer and the passengers as

though looking for acquaintances, and when she turned to Gurov her eyes were
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shining. She talked a great deal and asked disconnected questions, forgetting
next moment what she had asked; then she dropped her lorgnette in the crush.

The festive crowd began to disperse; it was too dark to see people’s faces.
The wind had completely dropped, but Gurov and Anna Sergeyevna still stood
as though waiting to see some one else come from the steamer. Anna
Sergeyevna was silent now, and sniffed the flowers without looking at Gurov.

“The weather is better this evening,” he said. “Where shall we go now?
Shall we drive somewhere?”’

She made no answer.

Then he looked at her intently, and all at once put his arm round her and
kissed her on the lips, and breathed in the moisture and the fragrance of the
flowers; and he immediately looked round him, anxiously wondering whether
any one had seen them.

“Let us go to your hotel,” he said softly. And both walked quickly.

The room was close and smelt of the scent she had bought at the Japanese
shop. Gurov looked at her and thought: “What different people one meets in the
world!” From the past he preserved memories of careless,good-natured women,
who loved cheerfully and were grateful to him for the happiness he gave them,
however brief it might be; and of women like his wife who loved without any
genuine feeling, with superfluous phrases, affectedly, hysterically, with an
expression that suggested that it was not love nor passion, but something more
significant; and of two or three others, very beautiful, cold women, on whose
faces he had caught a glimpse of a rapacious expression—an obstinate desire to
snatch from life more than it could give, and these were capricious,
unreflecting, domineering, unintelligent women not in their first youth, and
when Gurov grew cold to them their beauty excited his hatred, and the lace on
their linen seemed to him like scales.

But in this case there was still the diffidence, the angularity of
inexperienced youth, an awkward feeling; and there was a sense of
consternation as though some one had suddenly knocked at the door. The
attitude of Anna Sergeyevna—*“the lady with the dog”—to what had happened
was somehow peculiar, very grave, as though it were her fall so it seemed, and

it was strange and inappropriate. Her face dropped and faded, and on both sides
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of it her long hair hung down mournfully; she mused in a dejected attitude like
“the woman who was a sinner” in an old-fashioned picture.

“It’s wrong,’she said.“You will be the first to despise me now.”

There was a water-melon on the table. Gurov cut himself a slice and began
eating it without haste. There followed at least half an hour of silence.

Anna Sergeyevna was touching; there was about her the purity of a good,
simple woman who had seen little of life. The solitary candle burning on the
table threw a faint light on her face, yet it was clear that she was very unhappy.

“How could I despise you?”asked Gurov.“You don’t know what you are
saying.”

“God forgive me,”she said, and her eyes filled with tears.“It’s awful.”

“You seem to feel you need to be forgiven.”

“Forgiven? No. I am a bad, low woman; I despise myself and don’t
attempt to justify myself. It’s not my husband but myself I have deceived. And
not only just now; I have been deceiving myself for a long time. My husband
may be a good, honest man, but he is a flunkey! I don’t know what he does
there, what his work is, but I know he is a flunkey! I was twenty when I was
married to him. I have been tormented by curiosity; I wanted something better.
‘there must be a different sort of life,” I said to myself. I wanted to live! To live,
to live!l... | was fired by curiosity... you don’t understand it, but, I swear to God,
I could not control myself; something happened to me: I could not be restrained.
I told my husband I was ill, and came here... And here I have been walking
about as though I were dazed, like a mad creature;... and now I have become a
vulgar, contemptible woman whom any one may despise.”

Gurov felt bored already, listening to her. He was irritated by the naive
tone, by this remorse, so unexpected and inopportune; but for the tears in her
eyes, he might have thought she was jesting or playing a part.

“I don’t understand,’he said softly.“What is it you want?”

She hid her face on his breast and pressed close to him.

“Believe me, believe me, I beseech you...”she said.“I love a pure, honest
life, and sin is loathsome to me. I don’t know what I am doing. Simple people
say:‘The Evil One has beguiled me.”’And I may say of myself now that the Evil

One has beguiled me.”




P

The Setecled Shont &, VR % Sories off Choklow

“Hush, hush!...”he muttered.

He looked at her fixed, scared eyes, kissed her, talked softly and
affectionately, and by degrees she was comforted, and her gaiety returned; they
both began laughing.

Afterwards when they went out there was not a soul on the sea-front. The
town with its cypresses had quite a deathlike air, but the sea still broke noisily
on the shore; a single barge was rocking on the waves, and a lantern was
blinking sleepily on it.

They found a cab and drove to Oreanda.

“I found out your surname in the hall just now: it was written on the
board—Von Diderits,” said Gurov.“Is your husband a German?”

“No; I believe his grandfather was a German, but he is an Orthodox
Russian himself.”

At Oreanda they sat on a seat not far from the church, looked down at the
sea, and were silent. Yalta was hardly visible through the morning mist; white
clouds stood motionless on the mountain-tops. The leaves did not stir on the
trees, grasshoppers chirruped, and the monotonous hollow sound of the sea
rising up from below, spoke of the peace, of the eternal sleep awaiting us. So it
must have sounded when there was no Yalta, no Oreanda here; so it sounds now,
and it will sound as indifferently and monotonously when we are all no more.
And in this constancy, in this complete indifference to the life and death of each
of us, there lies hid, perhaps, a pledge of our eternal salvation, of the unceasing
movement of life upon earth, of unceasing progress towards perfection. Sitting
beside a young woman who in the dawn seemed so lovely, soothed and
spellbound in these magical surroundings—the sea, mountains, clouds, the
open sky—Gurov thought how in reality everything is beautiful in this world
when one reflects: everything except what we think or do ourselves when we
forget our human dignity and the higher aims of our existence.

A man walked up to them—probably a keeper—looked at them and
walked away. And this detail seemed mysterious and beautiful, too. They saw a
steamer come from Theodosia, with its lights out in the glow of dawn.

“There is dew on the grass,”’said Anna Sergeyevna, after a silence.

“Yes. It’s time to go home.”
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They went back to the town.

Then they met every day at twelve o’clock on the sea-front, lunched and
dined together, went for walks, admired the sea. She complained that she slept
badly, that her heart throbbed violently; asked the same questions, troubled
now by jealousy and now by the fear that he did not respect her sufficiently.
And often in the square or gardens, when there was no one near them, he
suddenly drew her to him and kissed her passionately. Complete idleness, these
kisses in broad daylight while he looked round in dread of some one’s seeing
them, the heat, the smell of the sea, and the continual passing to and fro before
him of idle, well-dressed, well-fed people, made a new man of him; he told
Anna Sergeyevna how beautiful she was, how fascinating. He was impatiently
passionate, he would not move a step away from her, while she was often
pensive and continually urged him to confess that he did not respect her, did
not love her in the least, and thought of her as nothing but a common woman.
Rather late almost every evening they drove somewhere out of town, to
Oreanda or to the waterfall; and the expedition was always a success, the
scenery invariably impressed them as grand and beautiful.

They were expecting her husband to come, but a letter came from him,
saying that there was something wrong with his eyes, and he entreated his wife
to come home as quickly as possible. Anna Sergeyevna made haste to go.

“It’s a good thing I am going away, ’she said to Gurov.“It’s the finger of
destiny!”

She went by coach and he went with her. They were driving the whole day.
When she had got into a compartment of the express, and when the second bell
had rung, she said: “Let me look at you once more...look at you once again.
That’s right.”

She did not shed tears, but was so sad that she seemed ill, and her face was
quivering.

“I shall remember you...think of you,”’she said.“God be with you; be
happy. Don’t remember evil against me. We are parting forever—it must be so,
for we ought never to have met. Well, God be with you.”

The train moved off rapidly, its lights soon vanished from sight, and a

minute later there was no sound of it, as though everything had conspired
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together to end as quickly as possible that sweet delirium, that madness. Left
alone on the platform, and gazing into the dark distance, Gurov listened to the
chirrup of the grasshoppers and the hum of the telegraph wires, feeling as
though he had only just waked up. And he thought, musing, that there had been
another episode or adventure in his life, and it, too, was at an end, and nothing
was left of it but a memory... He was moved, sad, and conscious of a slight
remorse. This young woman whom he would never meet again had not been
happy with him; he was genuinely warm and affectionate with her, but yet in
his manner, his tone, and his caresses there had been a shade of light irony, the
coarse condescension of a happy man who was, besides, almost twice her age.
All the time she had called him kind, exceptional, lofty; obviously he had
seemed to her different from what he really was, so he had unintentionally
deceived her...

Here at the station was already a scent of autumn; it was a cold evening.

“It’s time for me to go north,” thought Gurov as he left the platform.“High

time!”

I

At home in Moscow everything was in its winter routine; the stoves were
heated, and in the morning it was still dark when the children were having
breakfast and getting ready for school, and the nurse would light the lamp for a
short time. The frosts had begun already. When the first snow has fallen, on the
first day of sledge-driving it is pleasant to see the white earth, the white roofs,
to draw soft, delicious breath, and the season brings back the days of one’s
youth. The old limes and birches, white with hoarfrost, have a good-natured
expression; they are nearer to one’s heart than cypresses and palms, and near
them one doesn’t want to be thinking of the sea and the mountains.

Gurov was Moscow born; he arrived in Moscow on a fine frosty day, and
when he put on his fur coat and warm gloves, and walked along Petrovka, and
when on Saturday evening he heard the ringing of the bells, his recent trip and
the places he had seen lost all charm for him. Little by little he became
absorbed in Moscow life, greedily read three newspapers a day, and declared he

did not read the Moscow papers on principle! He already felt a longing to go to
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restaurants, clubs, dinner-parties, anniversary celebrations, and he felt flattered
at entertaining distinguished lawyers and artists, and at playing cards with a
professor at the doctors’ club. He could already eat a whole plateful of salt fish
and cabbage.

In another month, he fancied, the image of Anna Sergeyevna would be
shrouded in a mist in his memory, and only from time to time would visit him
in his dreams with a touching smile as others did. But more than a month
passed, real winter had come, and everything was still clear in his memory as
though he had parted with Anna Sergeyevna only the day before. And his
memories glowed more and more vividly. When in the evening stillness he
heard from his study the voices of his children, preparing their lessons, or when
he listened to a song or the organ at the restaurant, or the storm howled in the
chimney, suddenly everything would rise up in his memory: what had
happened on the groyne, and the early morning with the mist on the mountains,
and the steamer coming from Theodosia, and the kisses. He would pace a long
time about his room, remembering it all and smiling; then his memories passed
into dreams, and in his fancy the past was mingled with what was to come.
Anna Sergeyevna did not visit him in dreams, but followed him about
everywhere like a shadow and haunted him. When he shut his eyes he saw her
as though she were living before him, and she seemed to him lovelier, younger,
tenderer than she was; and he imagined himself finer than he had been in Yalta.
In the evenings she peeped out at him from the bookcase, from the fireplace,
from the corner—he heard her breathing, the caressing rustle of her dress. In
the street he watched the women, looking for some one like her.

He was tormented by an intense desire to confide his memories to some
one. But in his home it was impossible to talk of his love, and he had no one
outside; he could not talk to his tenants nor to any one at the bank. And what
had he to talk of? Had he been in love, then? Had there been anything beautiful,
poetical, or edifying or simply interesting in his relations with Anna
Sergeyevna? And there was nothing for him but to talk vaguely of love, of
woman, and no one guessed what it meant; only his wife twitched her black
eyebrows, and said: “The part of a lady-killer does not suit you at all, Dimitri.”

One evening, coming out of the doctors’ club with an official with whom
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he had been playing cards, he could not resist saying:

“If only you knew what a fascinating woman I made the acquaintance of in
Yalta!”

The official got into his sledge and was driving away, but turned suddenly
and shouted: “Dmitri Dmitritch!”

“What?”

“You were right this evening: the sturgeon was a bit too strong!”

These words, so ordinary, for some reason moved Gurov to indignation,
and struck him as degrading and unclean. What savage manners, what people!
What senseless nights, what uninteresting, uneventful days! The rage for
card-playing, the gluttony, the drunkenness, the continual talk always about the
same thing. Useless pursuits and conversations always about the same things
absorb the better part of one’s time, the better part of one’s strength, and in the
end there is left a life grovelling and curtailed, worthless and trivial, and there
is no escaping or getting away from it—just as though one were in a madhouse
or a prison.

Gurov did not sleep all night, and was filled with indignation. And he had
a headache all next day. And the next night he slept badly; he sat up in bed,
thinking, or paced up and down his room. He was sick of his children, sick of
the bank; he had no desire to go anywhere or to talk of anything.

In the holidays in December he prepared for a journey, and told his wife he
was going to Petersburg to do something in the interests of a young
friend—and he set off for S—. What for? He did not very well know himself.
He wanted to see Anna Sergeyevna and to talk with her—to arrange a meeting,
if possible.

He reached S—in the morning, and took the best room at the hotel, in
which the floor was covered with grey army cloth, and on the table was an
inkstand, grey with dust and adorned with a figure on horseback, with its hat in
its hand and its head broken off. The hotel porter gave him the necessary
information: Von Diderits lived in a house of his own in Old Gontcharny
Street—it was not far from the hotel: he was rich and lived in good style, and
had his own horses; every one in the town knew him. The porter pronounced

the name “Dridirits.”
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Gurov went without haste to Old Gontcharny Street and found the house.
Just opposite the house stretched a long grey fence adorned with nails.

“One would run away from a fence like that,” thought Gurov, looking from
the fence to the windows of the house and back again.

He considered: today was a holiday, and the husband would probably be at
home. And in any case it would be tactless to go into the house and upset her. If
he were to send her a note it might fall into her husband’s hands, and then it
might ruin everything. The best thing was to trust to chance. And he kept
walking up and down the street by the fence, waiting for the chance. He saw a
beggar go in at the gate and dogs fly at him; then an hour later he heard a piano,
and the sounds were faint and indistinct. Probably it was Anna Sergeyevna
playing. The front door suddenly opened, and an old woman came out,
followed by the familiar white Pomeranian. Gurov was on the point of calling
to the dog, but his heart began beating violently, and in his excitement he could
not remember the dog’s name.

He walked up and down, and loathed the grey fence more and more, and
by now he thought irritably that Anna Sergeyevna had forgotten him, and was
perhaps already amusing herself with some one else, and that that was very
natural in a young woman who had nothing to look at from morning till night
but that confounded fence. He went back to his hotel room and sat for a long
while on the sofa, not knowing what to do, then he had dinner and a long nap.

“How stupid and worrying it is!” he thought when he woke and looked at
the dark windows: it was already evening. “Here I’ve had a good sleep for
some reason. What shall I do in the night?”

He sat on the bed, which was covered by a cheap grey blanket, such as one
sees in hospitals, and he taunted himself in his vexation: “So much for the lady
with the dog... so much for the adventure...You’re in a nice fix...”

That morning at the station a poster in large letters had caught his eye.
“The Geisha” was to be performed for the first time. He thought of this and
went to the theatre.

“It’s quite possible she may go to the first performance,” he thought.

The theatre was full. As in all provincial theatres, there was a fog above

the chandelier, the gallery was noisy and restless; in the front row the local
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dandies were standing up before the beginning of the performance, with their
hands behind them; in the Governor’s box the Governor’s daughter, wearing a
boa, was sitting in the front seat, while the Governor himself lurked modestly
behind the curtain with only his hands visible; the orchestra was a long time
tuning up; the stage curtain swayed. All the time the audience were coming in
and taking their seats Gurov looked at them eagerly.

Anna Sergeyevna, too, came in. She sat down in the third row, and when
Gurov looked at her his heart contracted, and he understood clearly that for him
there was in the whole world no creature so near, so precious, and so important
to him; she, this little woman, in no way remarkable, lost in a provincial crowd,
with a vulgar lorgnette in her hand, filled his whole life now, was his sorrow
and his joy, the one happiness that he now desired for himself, and to the
sounds of the inferior orchestra, of the wretched provincial violins, he thought
how lovely she was. He thought and dreamed.

A young man with small side-whiskers, tall and stooping, came in with
Anna Sergeyevna and sat down beside her; he bent his head at every step and
seemed to be continually bowing. Most likely this was the husband whom at
Yalta, in a rush of bitter feeling, she had called a flunkey. And there really was
in his long figure, his side-whiskers, and the small bald patch on his head,
something of the flunkey’s obsequiousness; his smile was sugary, and in his
buttonhole there was some badge of distinction like the number on a waiter.

During the first interval the husband went away to smoke; she remained
alone in her stall. Gurov, who was sitting in the stalls, too, went up to her and
said in a trembling voice, with a forced smile: “Good-evening.”

She glanced at him and turned pale, then glanced again with horror, unable
to believe her eyes, and tightly gripped the fan and the lorgnette in her hands,
evidently struggling with herself not to faint. Both were silent. She was sitting,
he was standing, frightened by her confusion and not venturing to sit down
beside her. The violins and the flute began tuning up. He felt suddenly
frightened; it seemed as though all the people in the boxes were looking at
them. She got up and went quickly to the door; he followed her, and both
walked senselessly along passages, and up and down stairs, and figures in legal,

scholastic, and civil service uniforms, all wearing badges, flitted before their
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eyes. They caught glimpses of ladies, of fur coats hanging on pegs; the
draughts blew on them, bringing a smell of stale tobacco. And Gurov, whose
heart was beating violently, thought: “Oh, heavens! Why are these people here
and this orchestra!...”

And at that instant he recalled how when he had seen Anna Sergeyevna off
at the station he had thought that everything was over and they would never
meet again. But how far they were still from the end!

On the narrow, gloomy staircase over which was written “To the
Amphitheatre,” she stopped.

“How you have frightened me!” she said, breathing hard, still pale and
overwhelmed. “Oh, how you have frightened me! I am half dead. Why have
you come? Why?”’

“But do understand, Anna, do understand...”he said hastily in a low voice.
“I entreat you to understand...”

She looked at him with dread, with entreaty, with love; she looked at him
intently, to keep his features more distinctly in her memory.

“I am so unhappy,” she went on, not heeding him. “I have thought of
nothing but you all the time; I live only in the thought of you. And I wanted to
forget, to forget you; but why, oh, why, have you come?”

On the landing above them two schoolboys were smoking and looking
down, but that was nothing to Gurov; he drew Anna Sergeyevna to him, and
began kissing her face, her cheeks, and her hands.

“What are you doing, what are you doing!” she cried in horror, pushing
him away. “We are mad. Go away today; go away at once...I beseech you by all
that is sacred, I implore you...There are people coming this way!”

Some one was coming up the stairs.

“You must go away,” Anna Sergeyevna went on in a whisper. “Do you hear,
Dmitri Dmitritch? I will come and see you in Moscow. I have never been happy;
I am miserable now, and I never, never shall be happy, never! Don’t make me
suffer still more! I swear I’ll come to Moscow. But now let us part. My
precious, good, dear one, we must part!”

She pressed his hand and began rapidly going downstairs, looking round at

him, and from her eyes he could see that she really was unhappy. Gurov stood

T
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for a little while, listened, then, when all sound had died away, he found his
coat and left the theatre.

10

And Anna Sergeyevna began coming to see him in Moscow. Once in two
or three months she left S—, telling her husband that she was going to consult a
doctor about an internal complaint—and her husband believed her, and did not
believe her. In Moscow she stayed at the Slaviansky Bazaar hotel, and at once
sent a man in a red cap to Gurov. Gurov went to see her, and no one in Moscow
knew ofit.

Once he was going to see her in this way on a winter morning (the
messenger had come the evening before when he was out). With him walked
his daughter, whom he wanted to take to school: it was on the way. Snow was
falling in big wet flakes.

“It’s three degrees above freezing-point, and yet it is snowing,” said Gurov
to his daughter. “The thaw is only on the surface of the earth; there is quite a
different temperature at a greater height in the atmosphere.”

“And why are there no thunderstorms in the winter, father?”

He explained that, too. He talked, thinking all the while that he was going
to see her, and no living soul knew of it, and probably never would know. He
had two lives: one, open, seen and known by all who cared to know, full of
relative truth and of relative falsehood, exactly like the lives of his friends and
acquaintances; and another life running its course in secret. And through some
strange, perhaps accidental, conjunction of circumstances, everything that was
essential, of interest and of value to him, everything in which he was sincere
and did not deceive himself, everything that made the kernel of his life, was
hidden from other people; and all that was false in him, the sheath in which he
hid himself to conceal the truth—such, for instance, as his work in the bank, his
discussions at the club, his “lower race,” his presence with his wife at
anniversary festivities—all that was open. And he judged of others by himself,
not believing in what he saw, and always believing that every man had his real,
most interesting life under the cover of secrecy and under the cover of night.

All personal life rested on secrecy, and possibly it was partly on that account
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that civilized man was so nervously anxious that personal privacy should be
respected.

After leaving his daughter at school, Gurov went on to the Slaviansky
Bazaar. He took off his fur coat below, went upstairs, and softly knocked at the
door. Anna Sergeyevna, wearing his favourite grey dress, exhausted by the
journey and the suspense, had been expecting him since the evening before.
She was pale; she looked at him, and did not smile, and he had hardly come in
when she fell on his breast. Their kiss was slow and prolonged, as though they
had not met for two years.

“Well, how are you getting on there?” he asked. “What news?”

“Wait; I’ll tell you directly... I can’t talk.”

She could not speak; she was crying. She turned away from him, and
pressed her handkerchief to her eyes.

“Let her have her cry out. I’ll sit down and wait,” he thought, and he sat
down in an arm-chair.

Then he rang and asked for tea to be brought him, and while he drank his
tea she remained standing at the window with her back to him. She was crying
from emotion, from the miserable consciousness that their life was so hard for
them; they could only meet in secret, hiding themselves from people, like
thieves! Was not their life shattered?

“Come, do stop!” he said.

It was evident to him that this love of theirs would not soon be over, that
he could not see the end of it. Anna Sergeyevna grew more and more attached
to him. She adored him, and it was unthinkable to say to her that it was bound
to have an end some day; besides, she would not have believed it!

He went up to her and took her by the shoulders to say something
affectionate and cheering, and at that moment he saw himself in the
looking-glass.

His hair was already beginning to turn grey. And it seemed strange to him
that he had grown so much older, so much plainer during the last few years.
The shoulders on which his hands rested were warm and quivering. He felt
compassion for this life, still so warm and lovely, but probably already not far

from beginning to fade and wither like his own. Why did she love him so much?




u’\ff&l '.&}2»_.

T F / & maxen
e G%k(‘[e{/ (ﬁm/ A“x&--‘-_,_fj\i%ﬁﬁ_,,

¥ gfmfm 0/ %ﬁw%ou

He always seemed to women different from what he was, and they loved in him
not himself, but the man created by their imagination, whom they had been
eagerly seeking all their lives; and afterwards, when they noticed their mistake,
they loved him all the same. And not one of them had been happy with him.
Time passed, he had made their acquaintance, got on with them, parted, but he
had never once loved; it was anything you like, but not love.

And only now when his head was grey he had fallen properly, really in
love—for the first time in his life.

Anna Sergeyevna and he loved each other like people very close and akin,
like husband and wife, like tender friends; it seemed to them that fate itself had
meant them for one another, and they could not tmderstand why he had a wife
and she a husband; and it was as though they were a pair of birds of passage,
caught and forced to live in different cages. They forgave each other for what
they were ashamed of in their past, they forgave everything in the present, and
felt that this love of theirs had changed them both.

In moments of depression in the past he had comforted himself with any
arguments that came into his mind, but now he no longer cared for arguments;
he felt profound compassion, he wanted to be sincere and tender...

“Don’t cry, my darling,” he said. “You’ve had your cry; that’s enough...
Let us talk now, let us think of some plan.”

Then they spent a long while taking counsel together, talked of how to
avoid the necessity for secrecy, for deception, for living in different towns and
not seeing each other for long at a time. How could they be free from this
intolerable bondage?

“How? How?” he asked, clutching his head. “How?”

And it seemed as though in a little while the solution would be found, and
then a new and splendid life would begin; and it was clear to both of them that
they had still a long, long road before them, and that the most complicated and
difficult part of it was only just beginning.
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&;E turner, Grigory Petrov, who had been known for years past as a
splendid craftsman, and at the same time as the most senseless peasant in the
Galtchinskoy district, was taking his old woman to the hospital. He had to drive
over twenty miles, and it was an awful road. A government post driver could
hardly have coped with it, much less an incompetent sluggard like Grigory. A

cutting cold wind was blowing straight in his face. Clouds of snowflakes were
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whirling round and round in all directions, so that one could not tell whether
the snow was falling from the sky or rising from the earth. The fields, the
telegraph posts, and the forest could not be seen for the fog of snow. And when
a particularly violent gust of wind swooped down on Grigory, even the yoke
above the horse’s head could not be seen. The wretched, feeble little nag
crawled slowly along. It took all its strength to drag its legs out of the snow and
to tug with its head. The turner was in a hurry. He kept restlessly hopping up
and down on the front seat and lashing the horse’s back.

“Don’t cry, Matryona,... ”he muttered.“Have a little patience. Please God
we shall reach the hospital, and in a trice it will be the right thing for you...
Pavel Ivanitch will give you some little drops, or tell them to bleed you; or
maybe his honor will be pleased to rub you with some sort of spirit—it’ll...
draw it out of your side. Pavel Ivanitch will do his best. He will shout and
stamp about, but he will do his best... He is a nice gentleman, affable, God
give him health! As soon as we get there he will dart out of his room and will
begin calling me names. ‘How? Why so?’ he will cry. “Why did you not come
at the right time? I am not a dog to be hanging about waiting on you devils all
day. Why did you not come in the morning? Go away! Get out of my sight.
Come again tomorrow.” And I shall say: ‘Mr. Doctor! Pavel Ivanitch! Your
honor!” Get on, do! plague take you, you devil! Get on!”

The turner lashed his nag, and without looking at the old woman went on
muttering.to himself: ““Your honor! It’s true as before God...Here’s the Cross
for you, I set off almost before it was light. How could I be here in time if the
Lord... The Mother of God... is wroth, and has sent such a snowstorm? Kindly
look for yourself... Even a first-rate horse could not do it, while mine—you can
see for yourself—is not a horse but a disgrace.’And Pavel Ivanitch will frown
and shout: ‘We know you! You always find some excuse! Especially you,
Grishka; I know you of old! I’ll be bound you have stopped at half a dozen
taverns!” And I shall say: ‘Your honor! Am I a criminal or a heathen? My old
woman is giving up her soul to God, she is dying, and am I going to run from
tavem to tavern! What an idea, upon my word! Plague take them, the taverns!’
Then Pavel Ivanitch will order you to be taken into the hospital, and I shall fall

at his feet... ‘Pavel Ivanitch! Your honor, we thank you most humbly! Forgive
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us fools and anathemas, don’t be hard on us peasants! We deserve a good
kicking, while you graciously put yourself out and mess your feet in the snow!’
And Pavel Ivanitch will give me a look as though he would like to hit me, and
will say: “You’d much better not be swilling vodka, you fool, but taking pity on
your old woman instead of falling at my feet. You want a thrashing!’You are
right there—a thrashing, Pavel Ivanitch, strike me God! But how can we help
bowing down at your feet if you are our benefactor, and a real father to us?
Your honor! I give you my word,... here as before God,...you may spit in my
face if [ deceive you: as soon as my Matryona, this same here, is well again and
restored to her natural condition, I’ll make anything for your honor that you
would like to order! A cigarette-case, if you like, of the best birchwood,... balls
for croquet, skittles of the most foreign pattern I can tum... I will make
anything for you! I won’t take a farthing from you. In Moscow they would
charge you four roubles for such a cigarette-case, but I won’t take a farthing.’
The doctor will laugh and say: ‘Oh, all right, all right... I see! But it’s a pity
you are a drunkard...” I know how to manage the gentry, old girl. There isn’t a
gentleman I couldn’t talk to. Only God grant we don’t get off the road. Oh, how
it is blowing! One’s eyes are full of snow.”

And the turner went on muttering endlessly. He prattled on mechanically
to get a little relief from his depressing feelings. He had plenty of words on his
tongue, but the thoughts and questions in his brain were even more numerous.
Sorrow had come upon the turner unawares, unlooked-for, and unexpected, and
now he could not get over it, could not recover himself. He had lived hitherto
in unruffled calm, as though in drunken half-consciousness, knowing neither
grief nor joy, and now he was suddenly aware of a dreadful pain in his heart.
The careless idler and drunkard found himself quite suddenly in the position of
a busy man, weighed down by anxieties and haste, and even struggling with
nature.

The turner remembered that his trouble had begun the evening before.
When he had come home yesterday evening, a little drunk as usual, and from
long-established habit had begun swearing and shaking his fists, his old woman
had looked at her rowdy spouse as she had never looked at him before. Usually,

the expression in her aged eyes was that of a martyr, meek like that of a dog
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frequently beaten and badly fed; this time she had looked at him sternly and
immovably, as saints in the holy pictures or dying people look. From that
strange, evil look in her eyes the trouble had begun. The turner, stupefied with
amazement, borrowed a horse from a neighbor, and now was taking his old
woman to the hospital in the hope that, by means of powders and ointments,
Pavel Ivanitch would bring back his old woman’s habitual expression.

“l say, Matryona,...” the turner muttered, “if Pavel Ivanitch asks you
whether I beat you, say, ‘Never!” and I never will beat you again. | swear it.
And did I ever beat you out of spite? I just beat you without thinking. I am
sorry for you. Some men wouldn’t trouble, but here I am taking you... I am
doing my best. And the way it snows, the way it snows! Thy Will be done, O
Lord! God grant we don’t get off the road... Does your side ache, Matryona,
that you don’t speak? I ask you, does your side ache?”

It struck him as strange that the snow on his old woman’s face was not
melting;it was queer that the face itself looked somehow drawn, and had turned
a pale gray, dingy waxen hue and had grown grave and solemn.

“You are a fool!” muttered the turner... “I tell you on my conscience,
before God,... and you go and... Well, you are a fool! I have a good mind not to
take you to Pavel Ivanitch!”

The turner let the reins go and began thinking. He could not bring himself
to look round at his old woman: he was frightened. He was afraid, too, of
asking her a question and not getting an answer. At last, to make an end of
uncertainty, without looking round he felt his old woman’s cold hand. The
lifted hand fell like a log.

“She is dead, then! What a business!”

And the turner cried. He was not so much sorry as annoyed. He thought
how quickly everything passes in this world! His trouble had hardly begun
when the final catastrophe had happened. He had not had time to live with his
old woman, to show her he was sorry for her before she died. He had lived with
her for forty years, but those forty years had passed by as it were in a fog. What
with drunkenness, quarreling, and poverty, there had been no feeling of life.
And, as though to spite him, his old woman died at the very time when he felt

he was sorry for her, that he could not live without her, and that he had behaved
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dreadfully badly to her.

“Why, she used to go the round of the village,”he remembered.“I sent her
out myself to beg for bread. What a business! She ought to have lived another
ten years, the silly thing; as it is I’ll be bound she thinks I really was that sort of
man... Holy Mother! but where the devil am I driving? There’s no need for a
doctor now, but a burial. Turn back!”

Grigory turned back and lashed the horse with all his might. The road grew
worse and worse every hour. Now he could not see the yoke at all. Now and
then the sledge ran into a young fir tree, a dark object scratched the turner’s
hands and flashed before his eyes, and the field of vision was white and
whirling again.

“To live over again,” thought the turner.

He remembered that forty years ago Matryona had been young, handsome,
merry, that she had come of a well-to-do family. They had married her to him
because they had been attracted by his handicraft. All the essentials for a happy
life had been there, but the trouble was that, just as he had got drunk after the
wedding and lay sprawling on the stove, so he had gone on without waking up
till now. His wedding he remembered, but of what happened after the wedding—
for the life of him he could remember nothing, except perhaps that he had drunk,
lain on the stove, and quarreled. Forty years had been wasted like that.

The white clouds of snow were beginning little by little to turn gray. It was
getting dusk.

“Where am I going?”’the turner suddenly bethought him with a start.“l
ought to be thinking of the burial, and I am on the way to the hospital... It as is
though I had gone crazy.”

Grigory turned round again, and again lashed his horse. The little nag
strained its utmost and, with a snort, fell into a little trot. The turner lashed it on
the back time after time... A knocking was audible behind him, and though he
did not look round, he knew it was the dead woman’s head knocking against
the sledge. And the snow kept turning darker and darker, the wind grew colder
and more cutting...

“To live over again!”thought the turner.“l should get a new lathe, take

orders,...give the money to my old woman...”
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And then he dropped the reins. He looked for them, tried to pick them up,
but could not—his hands would not work...

“It does not matter,” he thought, “the horse will go of itself, it knows the
way. | might have a little sleep now... Before the funeral or the requiem it
would be as well to get a little rest...”

The turner closed his eyes and dozed. A little later he heard the horse stop;
he opened his eyes and saw before him something dark like a hut or a
haystack...

He would have got out of the sledge and found out what it was, but he felt
overcome by such inertia that it seemed better to freeze than move, and he sank
into a peaceful sleep.

He woke up in a big room with painted walls. Bright sunlight was
streaming in at the windows. The turner saw people facing him, and his first
feeling was a desire to show himself a respectable man who knew how things
should be done.

“A requiem, brothers, for my old woman,” he said. “The priest should be
told...”

“Oh, all right, all right; lie down,” a voice cut him short.

“Pavel Ivanitch!”the turner cried in surprise, seeing the doctor before
him.“Your honor, benefactor!”

He wanted to leap up and fall on his knees before the doctor, but felt that
his arms and legs would not obey him.

“Your honor, where are my legs, where are my arms!”

“Say good-bye to your arms and legs... They’ve been frozen off. Come,
come!... What are you crying for? You’ve lived your life, and thank God for it!
I suppose you have had sixty years of it—that’s enough for you!...”

“I am grieving...Graciously forgive me! If I could have another five or six
years!...”

“What for?”

“The horse isn’t mine, [ must give it back... I must bury my old woman...
How quickly it is all ended in this world! Your honor, Pavel Ivanitch! A
cigarette-case of birchwood of the best! I’ll turn you croquet balls...”

The doctor went out of the ward with a wave of his hand. It was all over

with the turner.

3
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gZ{T the furthest end of the village of Mironositskoe some belated
sportsmen lodged for the night in the elder Prokofy’s barn. There were two of

them, the veterinary surgeon Ivan Ivanovitch and the schoolmaster Burkin.
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Ivan Ivanovitch had a rather strange double-barrelled surname—
Tchimsha-Himalaisky—which did not suit him at all, and he was called simply
Ivan Ivanovitch all over the province. He lived at a stud-farm near the town,
and had come out shooting now to get a breath of fresh air. Burkin, the
high-school teacher, stayed every summer at Count P—’s, and had been
thoroughly at home in this district for years.

They did not sleep. Ivan Ivanovitch, a tall, lean old fellow with long
moustaches, was sitting outside the door, smoking a pipe in the moonlight.
Burkin was lying within on the hay, and could not be seen in the darkness.

They were telling each other all sorts of stories. Among other things, they
spoke of the fact that the elder’s wife, Mavra, a healthy and by no means stupid
woman, had never been beyond her native village, had never seen a town nor a
railway in her life, and had spent the last ten years sitting behind the stove, and
only at night going out into the street.

“What is there wonderful in that!” said Burkin. “There are plenty of people
in the world, solitary by temperament, who try to retreat into their shell like a
hermit crab or a snail. Perhaps it is an instance of atavism, a return to the period
when the ancestor of man was not yet a social animal and lived alone in his den,
or perhaps it is only one of the diversities of human character—who knows? I
am not a natural science man, and it is not my business to settle such questions;
I only mean to say that people like Mavra are not uncommon. There is no need
to look far; two months ago a man called Byelikov, a colleague of mine, the
Greek master, died in our town. You have heard of him, no doubt. He was
remarkable for always wearing galoshes and a warm wadded coat, and carrying
an umbrella even in the very finest weather. And his umbrella was in a case,
and his watch was in a case made of grey chamois leather, and when he took
out his penknife to sharpen his pencil, his penknife, too, was in a little case; and
his face seemed to be in a case too, because he always hid it in his turnedup
collar. He wore dark spectacles and flannel vests, stuffed up his ears with
cotton-wool, and when he got into a cab always told the driver to put up the
hood. In short, the man displayed a constant and insurmountable impulse to
wrap himself in a covering, to make himself, so to speak, a case which would

isolate him and protect him from external influences. Reality irritated him,
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frightened him, kept him in continual agitation, and, perhaps to justify his
timidity, his aversion for the actual, he always praised the past and what had
never existed; and even the classical languages which he taught were in reality
for him galoshes and umbrellas in which he sheltered himself from real life.

“‘Oh, how sonorous, how beautiful is the Greek language!” he would say,
with a sugary expression; and as though to prove his words he would screw up
his eyes and, raising his finger, would pronounce ‘Anthropos!’

“And Byelikov tried to hide his thoughts also in a case. The only things
that were clear to his mind were government circulars and newspaper articles in
which something was forbidden. When some proclamation prohibited the boys
from going out in the streets after nine o’clock in the evening, or some article
declared carnal love unlawful, it was to his mind clear and definite; it was
forbidden, and that was enough. For him there was always a doubtful element,
something vague and not fully expressed, in any sanction or permission. When
a dramatic club or a reading-room or a teashop was licensed in the town, he
would shake his head and say softly: ‘It is all right, of course; it is all very nice,
but I hope it won’t lead to anything!’

“Every sort of breach of order, deviation or departure from rule, depressed
him, though one would have thought it was no business of his. If one of his
colleagues was late for church or if rumours reached him of some prank of the
high-school boys, or one of the mistresses was seen late in the evening in the
company of an officer, he was much disturbed, and said he hoped that nothing
would come of it. At the teachers’ meetings he simply oppressed us with his
caution, his circumspection, and his characteristic reflection on the
ill-behaviour of the young people in both male and female high-schools, the
uproar in the classes. Oh, he hoped it would not reach the ears of the authorities;
oh, he hoped nothing would come of it; and he thought it would be a very good
thing if Petrov were expelled from the second class and Yegorov from the
fourth. And, do you know, by his sighs, his despondency, his black spectacles
on his pale little face, a little face like a pole-cat’s, you know, he crushed us all,
and we gave way, reduced Petrov’s and Yegorov’s marks for conduct, kept
them in, and in the end expelled them both. He had a strange habit of visiting

our lodgings. He would come to a teacher’s, would sit down, and remain silent,
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as though he were carefully inspecting something. He would sit like this in
silence for an hour or two and then go away. This he called ‘maintaining good
relations with his colleagues’; and it was obvious that coming to see us and
sitting there was tiresome to him, and that he came to see us simply because he
considered it his duty as our colleague. We teachers were afraid of him. And
even the headmaster was afraid of him. Would you believe it, our teachers were
all intellectual, right-minded people, brought up on Turgenev and Shtchedrin,
yet this little chap, who always went about with galoshes and an umbrella, had
the whole high-school under his thumb for fifteen long years! High-school,
indeed—he had the whole town under his thumb! Our ladies did not get up
private theatricals on Saturdays for fear he should hear of it, and the clergy
dared not eat meat or play cards in his presence. Under the influence of people
like Byelikov we have got into the way of being afraid of everything in our
town for the last ten or fifteen years. They are afraid to speak aloud, afraid to
send letters, afraid to make acquaintances, afraid to read books, afraid to help
the poor, to teach people to read and write...”

Ivan Ivanovitch cleared his throat, meaning to say something, but first
lighted his pipe, gazed at the moon, and then said, with pauses: “Yes,
intellectual, right minded people read Shtchedrin and Turgenev, Buckle, and all
the rest of them, yet they knocked under and put up with it... that’s just how it
is.”

“Byelikov lived in the same house as I did,” Burkin went on, “on the same
storey, his door facing mine; we often saw each other, and I knew how he lived
when he was at home. And at home it was the same story: dressing-gown,
nightcap, blinds, bolts, a perfect succession of prohibitions and restrictions of
all sorts, and— ‘Oh, I hope nothing will come of it!” Lenten fare was bad for
him, yet he could not eat meat, as people might perhaps say Byelikov did not
keep the fasts, and he ate freshwater fish with butter—not a Lenten dish, yet
one could not say that it was meat. He did not keep a female servant for fear
people might think evil of him, but had as cook an old man of sixty, called
Afanasy, half-witted and given to tippling, who had once been an officer’s
servant and could cook after a fashion. This Afanasy was usually standing at

the door with his arms folded; with a deep sigh, he would mutter always the
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same thing: ‘there are plenty of them about nowadays!’

“Byelikov had a little bedroom like a box; his bed had curtains. When he
went to bed he covered his head over; it was hot and stuffy; the wind battered
on the closed doors; there was a droning noise in the stove and a sound of sighs
from the kitchen—ominous sighs. And he felt frightened under the bed-clothes.
He was afraid that something might happen, that Afanasy might murder him,
that thieves might break in, and so he had troubled dreams all night, and in the
morning, when we went together to the high-school, he was depressed and pale,
and it was evident that the highschool full of people excited dread and aversion
in his whole being, and that to walk beside me was irksome to a man of his
solitary temperament.

“‘they make a great noise in our classes,” he used to say, as though trying
to find an explanation for his depression. ‘It’s beyond anything.’

“And the Greek master, this man in a case—would you believe it?—almost
got married.”

Ivan Ivanovitch glanced quickly into the barn, and said: “You are joking!”

“Yes, strange as it seems, he almost got married. A new teacher of history
and geography, Milhail Savvitch Kovalenko, a Little Russian, was appointed.
He came, not alone, but with his sister Varinka. He was a tall, dark young man
with huge hands, and one could see from his face that he had a bass voice, and,
in fact, he had a voice that seemed to come out of a barrel—’boom, boom,
boom!” And she was not so young, about thirty, but she, too, was tall,
well-made, with black eyebrows and red cheeks—in fact, she was a regular
sugar-plum, and so sprightly, so noisy; she was always singing Little Russian
songs and laughing. For the least thing she would go off into a ringing
laugh—’Ha-ha-ha!” We made our first thorough acquaintance with the
Kovalenkos at the headmaster’s name-day party. Among the glum and intensely
bored teachers who came even to the nameday party as a duty we suddenly saw
a new Aphrodite risen from the waves; she walked with her arms akimbo,
laughed, sang, danced She sang with feeling ‘the Winds do Blow,” then
another song, and another, and she fascinated us all—all, even Byelikov. He sat
down by her and said with a honeyed smile: ‘The Little Russian reminds one of

the ancient Greek in its softness and agreeable resonance.’
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“That flattered her, and she began telling him with feeling and earnestness
that they had a farm in the Gadyatchsky district, and that her mamma lived at
the farm, and that they had such pears, such melons, such kabaks ! The Little
Russians call pumpkins kabaks (i.e., pothouse), while their pothouse they
call _shinki_, and they make a beetroot soup with tomatoes and aubergines in it,
‘which was so nice—awfully nice!’

“We listened and listened, and suddenly the same idea dawned upon us all:
‘It would be a good thing to make a match of it,” the headmaster’s wife said to
me softly.

“We all for some reason recalled the fact that our friend Byelikov was not
married, and it now seemed to us strange that we had hitherto failed to
observe,and had in fact completely lost sight of, a detail so important in his life.
What was his attitude to woman? How had he settled this vital question for
himself?. This had not interested us in the least till then; perhaps we had not
even admitted the idea that a man who went out in all weathers in galoshe~ and
slept under curtains could be in love.

“‘He is a good deal over forty and she is thirty,” the headmaster’s wife
went on, developing her idea. ‘I believe she would marry him.’

“All sorts of things are done in the provinces through boredom, all sorts of
unnecessary and nonsensical things! And that is because what is necessary is
not done at all. What need was there for instance, for us to make a match for
this Byelikov, whom one could not even imagine married? The headmaster’s
wife, the inspector’s wife, and all our highschool ladies, grew livelier and even
better-looking, as though they had suddenly found a new object in life. The
headmaster’s wife would take a box at the theatre, and we beheld sitting in her
box Varinka, with such a fan, beaming and happy, and beside her Byelikov, a
little bent figure, looking as though he had been extracted from his house by
pincers. I would give an evening party, and the ladies would insist on my
inviting Byelikov and Varinka. In short, the machine was set in motion. It
appeared that Varinka was not averse to matrimony. She had not a very cheerful
life with her brother; they could do nothing but quarrel and scold one another
from morning till night. Here is a scene, for instance. Kovalenko would be

coming along the street, a tall, sturdy young ruffian, in an embroidered shirt,
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his love-locks falling on his forehead under his cap, in one hand a bundle of
books, in the other a thick knotted stick, followed by his sister, also with books
in her hand.

“‘But you haven’t read it, Mihalik!” she would be arguing loudly. ‘I tell
you, | swear you have not read it at all!”

“‘And I tell you I have read it,” cries Kovalenko, thumping his stick on the
pavement.

“‘Oh, my goodness, Mihalik! Why are you so cross? We are arguing about
principles.’

““I tell you that I have read it!” Kovalenko would shout, more loudly than
ever.

“And at home, if there was an outsider present, there was sure to be a
skirmish. Such a life must have been wearisome, and of course she must have
longed for a home of her own. Besides, there was her age to be considered;
there was no time left to pick and choose; it was a case of marrying anybody,
even a Greek master. And, indeed, most of our young ladies don’t mind whom
they marry so long as they do get married. However that may be, Varinka
began to show an unmistakable partiality for Byelikov.

“And Byelikov? He used to visit Kovalenko just as he did us. He would
arrive, sit down, and remain silent. He would sit quiet, and Varinka would sing
to him ‘the Winds do Blow,” or would look pensively at him with her dark eyes,
or would suddenly go off into a peal—’Ha-ha-ha!’

“Suggestion plays a great part in love affairs, and still more in getting
married. Everybody—both his colleagues and the ladies—began assuring
Byelikov that he ought to get married, that there was nothing left for him in life
but to get married, we all congratulated him, with solemn countenances
delivered ourselves of various platitudes, such as ‘Marriage is a serious step.’
Besides, Varinka was good-looking and interesting; she was the daughter of a
civil councillor, and had a farm; and what was more, she was the first woman
who had been warm and friendly in her manner to him. His head was turned,
and he decided that he really ought to get married.”

“Well, at that point you ought to have taken away his galoshes and

umbrella,” said Ivan Ivanovitch.
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“Only fancy! that turned out to be impossible. He put Varinka’s portrait on
his table, kept coming to see me and talking about Varinka, and home life,
saying marriage was a serious step. He was frequently at Kovalenko’s, but he
did not alter his manner of life in the least; on the contrary, indeed, his
determination to get married seemed to have a depressing effect on him. He
grew thinner and paler, and seemed to retreat further and further into his case.

“‘I like Varvara Savvishna,” he used to say to me, with a faint and wry
smile, ‘and I know that every one ought to get married, but.., you know all this
has happened so suddenly. One must think a little.’

““What is there to think over?’ I used to say to him. ‘Get married—that is
all.’

“‘No; marriage is a serious step. One must first weigh the duties before
one, the responsibilities... that nothing may go wrong afterwards. It worries me
so much that I don’t sleep at night. And I must confess I am afraid: her brother
and she have a strange way of thinking; they look at things strangely, you know,
and her disposition is very impetuous. One may get married, and then, there is
no knowing, one may find oneself in an unpleasant position.’

“And he did not make an offer; he kept putting it off, to the great vexation
of the headmaster’s wife and all our ladies; he went on weighing his future
duties and responsibilities, and meanwhile he went for a walk with Varinka
almost every day—possibly he thought that this was necessary in his
position—and came to see me to talk about family life. And in all probability in
the end he would have proposed to her, and would have made one of those
unnecessary, stupid marriages such as are made by thousands among us from
being bored and having nothing to do, if it had not been for a kolossalische
scandal . I must mention that Varinka’s brother, Kovalenko, detested Byelikov
from the first day of their acquaintance, and could not endure him.

“‘I don’t understand,” he used to say to us, shrugging his shoulders—’1I
don’t understand how you can put up with that sneak, that nasty phiz. Ugh!
how can you live here! The atmosphere is stifling and unclean! Do you call
yourselves schoolmasters, teachers? You are paltry government clerks. You
keep, not a temple of science, but a department for red tape and loyal behaviour,

and it smells as sour as a police-station. No, my friends; [ will stay with you
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for a while, and then I will go to my farm and there catch crabs and teach the
Little Russians. I shall go, and you can stay here with your Judas—damn his
soul!”

“Or he would laugh till he cried, first in a loud bass, then in a shrill, thin
laugh, and ask me, waving his hands: ‘What does he sit here for? What does he
want? He sits and stares.’

“He even gave Byelikov a nickname, ‘the Spider.” And it will readily be
understood that we avoided talking to him of his sister’s being about to marry
‘the Spider.” And on one occasion, when the headmaster’s wife hinted to him
what a good thing it would be to secure his sister’s future with such a reliable,
universally respected man as Byelikov, he frowned and muttered: ‘It’s not my
business; let her marry a reptile if she likes. I don’t like meddling in other
people’s affairs.’

“Now hear what happened next. Some mischievous person drew a
caricature of Byelikov walking along in his galoshes with his trousers tucked
up, under his umbrella, with Varinka on his arm; below, the inscription
‘Anthropos in love.” The expression was caught to a marvel, you know. The
artist must have worked for more than one night, for the teachers of both the
boys’ and girls’ high-schools, the teachers of the seminary, the government
officials, all received a copy. Byelikov received one, too. The caricature made a
very painful impression on him.

“We went out together; it was the first of May, a Sunday, and all of us, the
boys and the teachers, had agreed to meet at the high-school and then to go for
a walk together to a wood beyond the town. We set off, and he was green in the
face and gloomier than a storm-cloud.

““‘What wicked, ill-natured people there are!” he said, and his lips quivered.

“I felt really sorry for him. We were walking along, and all of a
sudden—would you believe it?—Kovalenko came bowling along on a bicycle,
and after him, also on a bicycle, Varinka, flushed and exhausted, but
good-humoured and gay.

“‘We are going on ahead,” she called. ‘What lovely weather! Awfully
lovely!’

“And they both disappeared from our sight. Byelikov turned white instead
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of green, and seemed petrified. He stopped short and stared at me...

““‘What is the meaning of it? Tell me, please!” he asked. ‘Can my eyes have
deceived me? Is it the proper thing for high-school masters and ladies to ride
bicycles?’

““‘What is there improper about it?” I said. ‘Let them ride and enjoy
themselves.’

“‘But how can that be?’ he cried, amazed at my calm. ‘What are you
saying?’

“And he was so shocked that he was unwilling to go on, and returned
home.

“Next day he was continually twitching and nervously rubbing his hands,
and it was evident from his face that he was unwell. And he left before his
work was over, for the first time in his life. And he ate no dinner. Towards
evening he wrapped himself up warmly, though it was quite warm weather, and
sallied out to the Kovalenkos’. Varinka was out; he found her brother, however.

“‘Pray sit down,” Kovalenko said coldly, with a frown. His face looked
sleepy; he had just had a nap after dinner, and was in a very bad humour.

“Byelikov sat in silence for ten minutes, and then began: ‘I have come to
see you to relieve my mind. I am very, very much troubled. Some scurrilous
fellow has drawn an absurd caricature of me and another person, in whom we
are both deeply interested. I regard it as a duty to assure you that [ have had no
hand in it... I have given no sort of ground for such ridicule—on the contrary, I
have always behaved in every way like a gentleman.’

“Kovalenko sat sulky and silent. Byelikov waited a little, and went on
slowly in a mournful voice: ‘And I have something else to say to you. I have
been in the service for years, while you have only lately entered it, and I
consider it my duty as an older colleague to give you a warning. You ride on a
bicycle, and that pastime is utterly unsuitable for an educator of youth.’

““Why so?’ asked Kovalenko in his bass.

“‘Surely that needs no explanation, Mihail Savvitch—surely you can
understand that? If the teacher rides a bicycle, what can you expect the pupils
to do? You will have them walkin; on their heads next! And so lona as there is

no formal permission to do so, it is out of the question. I was horrified
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yesterday! When [ saw your sister everything seemed dancing before my eyes.
A lady or a young girl on a bicycle—it’s awful!’

““What is it you want exactly?’

““All I want is to warn you, Mihail Savvitch. You are a young man, you
have a future before you, you must be very, very careful in your behaviour, and
you are so careless—oh, so careless! You go about in an embroidered shirt, are
constantly seen in the street carrying books, and now the bicycle, too. The
headmaster will learn that you and your sister ride the bicycle, and then it will
reach the higher authorities... Will that be a good thing?’

“‘It’s no business of anybody else if my sister and I do bicycle!” said
Kovalenko, and he turned crimson. ‘And damnation take any one who meddles
in my private affairs!’

“Byelikov turned pale and got up.

““If you speak to me in that tone I cannot continue,” he said. ‘And I beg
you never to express yourself like that about our superiors in my presence; you
ought to be respectful to the authorities.’

““Why, have I said any harm of the authorities?” asked Kovalenko, looking
at him wrathfully. ‘Please leave me alone. I am an honest man, and do not care
to talk to a gentleman like you. I don’t like sneaks!’

“Byelikov flew into a nervous flutter, and began hurriedly putting on his
coat, with an expression of horror on his face. It was the first time in his life he
had been spoken to so rudely.

““You can say what you please,” he said, as he went out from the entry to
the landing on the staircase. ‘I ought only to warn you: possibly some on ¢ may
have overheard us, and that our conversation may not be misunderstood and
harm come of it, I shall be compelled to inform our headmaster of our
conversation... in its main features. I am bound to do so.’

“‘Inform him? You can go and make your report!’

“Kovalenko seized him from behind by the collar and gave him a push,
and Byelikov rolled downstairs, thudding with his galoshes. The staircase was
high and steep, but he rolled to the bottom unhurt, got up, and touched his nose
to see whether his spectacles were all right. But just as he was falling down the

stairs Varinka came in, and with her two ladies; they stood below staring, and
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to Byelikov this was more terrible than anything. I believe he would rather
have broken his neck or both legs than have been an object of ridicule. “Why,
now the whole town would hear of it; it would come to the headmaster’s ears,
would reach the higher authorities—oh, it might lead to something! There
would be another caricature, and it would all end in his being asked to resign
his post...

“When he got up, Varinka recognized him, and, looking at his ridiculous
face, his crumpled overcoat, and his galoshes, not understanding what had
happened and supposing that he had slipped down by accident, could not
restrain herself, and laughed loud enough to be heard by all the flats:
‘Ha-ha-ha!’

“And this pealing, ringing ‘Ha-ha-ha!’ was the last straw that put an end to
everything: to the proposed match and to Byelikov’s earthly existence. He did
not hear what Varinka said to him; he saw nothing. On reaching home, the first
thing he did was to remove her portrait from the table; then he went to bed, and
he never got up again.

“Three days later Afanasy came to me and asked whether we should not
send for the doctor, as there was something wrong with his master. I went in to
Byelikov. He lay silent behind the curtain, covered with a quilt; if one asked
him a question, he said ‘Yes’ or ‘No’ and not another sound. He lay there while
Afanasy, gloomy and scowling, hovered about him, sighing heavily, and
smelling like a pothouse.

“A month later Byelikov died. We all went to his funeral—that is, both the
high-schools and the seminary. Now when he was lying in his coffin his
expression was mild, agreeable, even cheerful, as though he were glad that he
had at last been put into a case which he would never leave again. Yes, he had
attained his ideal! And, as though in his honour, it was dull, rainy weather on
the day of his funeral, and we all wore galoshes and took our umbrellas.
Varinka, too, was at the funeral, and when the coffin was lowered into the grave
she burst into tears. I have noticed that Little Russian women are always
laughing or crying—no intermediate mood.

“One must confess that to bury people like Byelikov is a great pleasure. As

we were returning from the cemetery we wore discreet Lenten faces; no one
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wanted to display this feeling of pleasure—a feeling like that we had
experienced long, long ago as children when our elders had gone out and we
ran about the garden for an hour or two, enjoying complete freedom. Ah,
freedom, freedom! The merest hint, the faintest hope of its possibility gives
wings to the soul, does it not?

“We returned from the cemetery in a good humour. But not more than a
week had passed before life went on as in the past, as gloomy, oppressive, and
senseless—a life not forbidden by government prohibition, but not fully
permitted, either: it was no better. And, indeed, though we had buried Byelikov,
how many such men in cases were left, how many more of them there will be!”

“That’s just how it is,” said Ivan Ivanovitch and he lighted his pipe.

“How many more of them there will be!” repeated Burkin.

The schoolmaster came out of the barn. He was a short, stout man,
completely bald, with a black beard down to his waist. The two dogs came out
with him.

“What a moon!” he said, looking upwards.

It was midnight. On the right could be seen the whole village, a long street
stretching far away for four miles. All was buried in deep silent slumber; not a
movement, not a sound; one could hardly believe that nature could be so still.
When on a moonlight night you see a broad village street, with its cottages,
haystacks, and slumbering willows, a feeling of calm comes over the soul; in
this peace, wrapped away from care, toil, and sorrow in the darkness of night, it
is mild, melancholy, beautiful, and it seems as though the stars look down upon
it kindly and with tenderness, and as though there were no evil on earth and all
were well. On the left the open country began from the end of the village; it
could be seen stretching far away to the horizon, and there was no movement,
no sound in that whole expanse bathed in moonlight.

“Yes, that is just how it is,” repeated Ivan Ivanovitch; “and isn’t our living
in town, airless and crowded, our writing useless papers, our playing
vint_—isn’t that all a sort of case for us? And our spending our whole lives
among trivial, fussy men and silly, idle women, our talking and our listening to

all sorts of nonsense—isn’t that a case for us, too? If you like, I will tell you a

very edifying story.”
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“No; it’s time we were asleep,” said Burkin.. “Tell it tomorrow.”

They went into the barn and lay down on the hay. And they were both
covered up and beginning to doze when they suddenly heard light
footsteps—patter, patter Some one was walking not far from the barn,
walking a little and stopping, and a minute later, patter, patter again The dogs
began growling.

“That’s Mavra,” said Burkin.

The footsteps died away.

“You see and hear that they lie,” said Ivan Ivanovitch, turning over on the
other side, “and they call you a fool for putting up with their lying. You endure
insult and humiliation, and dare not openly say that you are on the side of the
honest and the free, and you lie and smile yourself; and all that for the sake of a
crust of bread, for the sake of a warm corner, for the sake of a wretched little
worthless rank in the service. No, one can’t go on living like this.”

“Well, you are off on another tack now, Ivan Ivanovitch,” said the
schoolmaster. “Let us go to sleep!”

And ten minutes later Burkin was asleep. But Ivan Ivanovitch kept sighing
and turning over from side to side; then he got up, went outside again, and,

sitting in the doorway, lighted his pipe.
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@QfT first the weather was fine and still. The thrushes were calling, and
in the swamps close by something alive droned pitifully with a sound like
blowing into an empty bottle. A snipe flew by, and the shot aimed at it rang out
with a gay, resounding note in the spring air. But when it began to get dark in
the forest a cold, penetrating wind blew inappropriately from the east, and
everything sank into silence. Needles of ice stretched across the pools, and it
felt cheerless, remote, and lonely in the forest. There was a whiff of winter.

Ivan Velikopolsky, the son of a sacristan, and a student of the clerical
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academy, returning home from shooting, walked all the time by the path in the
water-side meadow. His fingers were numb and his face was burning with the
wind. It seemed to him that the cold that had suddenly come on had destroyed
the order and harmony of things, that nature itself felt ill at ease, and that was
why the evening darkness was falling more rapidly than usual. All around it
was deserted and peculiarly gloomy. The only light was one gleaming in the
widows’ gardens near the river; the village, over three miles away, and
everything in the distance all round was plunged in the cold evening mist. The
student remembered that, as he went out from the house, his mother was sitting
barefoot on the floor in the entry, cleaning the samovar, while his father lay on
the stove coughing; as it was Good Friday nothing had been cooked, and the
student was terribly hungry. And now, shrinking from the cold, he thought that
just such a wind had blown in the days of Rurik and in the time of Ivan the
Terrible and Peter, and in their time there had been just the same desperate
poverty and hunger, the same thatched roofs with holes in them, ignorance,
misery, the same desolation around, the same darkness, the same feeling of
oppression—all these had existed, did exist, and would exist, and the lapse of a
thousand years would make life no better. And he did not want to go home.

The gardens were called the widows’ because they were kept by two
widows, mother and daughter. A camp fire was buming brightly with a
crackling sound, throwing out light far around on the ploughed earth. The
widow Vasilisa, a tall, fat old woman in a man’s coat, was standing by and
looking thoughtfully into the fire; her daughter Lukerya, a little pock-marked
woman with a stupid-looking face, was sitting on the ground, washing a
caldron and spoons. Apparently they had just had supper. There was a sound of
men’s voices; it was the labourers watering their horses at the river.

“Here you have winter back again,”said the student, going up to the camp
fire.“Good evening.”

Vasilisa started, but at once recognized him and smiled cordially.

“I did not know you; God bless you,”she said.

“You’ll be rich.”

They talked. Vasilisa, a woman of experience, who had been in service

with the gentry, first as a wet-nurse, afterwards as a children’s nurse, expressed
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herself with refinement, and a soft, sedate smile never left her face; her
daughter Lukerya, a village peasant woman, who had been beaten by her
husband, simply screwed up her eyes at the student and said nothing, and she
had a strange expression like that of a deaf mute.

“At just such a fire the Apostle Peter warmed himself,”said the student,
stretching out his hands to the fire, “so it must have been cold then, too. Ah,
what a terrible night it must have been, granny! An utterly dismal long night!”

He looked round at the darkness, shook his head abruptly and asked*“No
doubt you have been at the reading of the Twelve Gospels?”

“Yes, I have,” answered Vasilisa.

“If you remember at the Last Supper Peter said to Jesus,‘l am ready to go
with Thee into darkness and unto death.’And our Lord answered him thus:’I
say unto thee, Peter, before the cock croweth thou wilt have denied Me
thrice.” After the supper Jesus went through the agony of death in the garden
and prayed, and poor Peter was weary in spirit and faint, his eyelids were heavy
and he could laot struggle against sleep. He fell asleep. Then you heard how
Judas the same night kissed Jesus and betrayed Him to His tormentors. They
took Him bound to the high priest and beat Him, while Peter, exhausted, worn
out with misery and alarm, hardly awake, you know, feeling that something
awful was just going to happen on earth, followed behind....He loved Jesus
passionately, intensely, and now he saw from far off how He was beaten...”

Lukerya left the spoons and fixed an immovable stare upon the student.

“They came to the high priest’s,”he went on;“they began to question Jesus,
and meantime the labourers made a fire in the yard as it was cold, and warmed
themselves. Peter, too, stood with them near the fire and warmed himself as I
am doing. A woman, seeing him, said:’He was with Jesus, too’—that is as
much as to say that he, too, should be taken to be questioned. And all the
labourers that were standing near the fire must have looked sourly and
suspiciously at him, because he was confused and said:’l don’t know Him.”A
little while after again someone recognized him as one of Jesus’disciples and
said:’thou, too, art one of them,’but again he denied it. And for the third time

someone turned to him: ‘Why, did I not see thee with Him in the garden




+

P

T, , <« mEkaEs
The Setected Short % N

¥ gfmfm 0/ %ﬁ%ﬁou

today?’For the third time he denied it. And immediately after that time the cock
crowed, and Peter, looking from afar off at Jesus, remembered the words He
had said to him in the evening... He remembered, he came to himself, went out
of the yard and wept bitterly—bitterly. In the Gospel it is written:’He went out
and wept bitterly.” I imagine it: the still, still, dark, dark garden, and in the
stillness, faintly audible, smothered sobbing...”

The student sighed and sank into thought. Still smiling, Vasilisa suddenly
gave a gulp, big teaxs flowed freely down her cheeks, and she screened her
face from the fire with her sleeve as though ashamed of her tears, and Lukerya,
stating immovably at the student, flushed crimson, and her expression became
strained and heavy like that of someone enduring intense pain.

The labourers came back from the river, and one of them riding a horse
was quite near, and the light from the fire quivered upon him. The student said
good-night to the widows and went on. And again the darkness was about him
and his fingers began to be numb. A cruel wind was blowing, winter really had
come back and it did not feel as though Easter would be the day after
tomorrow.

Now the student was thinking about Vasilisa: since she had shed tears all
that had happened to Peter the night before the Crucifixion must have some
relation to her...

He looked round. The solitary light was still gleaming in the darkness and
no figures could be seen near it now. The student thought again that if Vasilisa
had shed tears, and her daughter had been troubled, it was evident that what he
had just been telling them about, which had happened nineteen centuries ago,
had a relation to the present—to both women, to the desolate village, to himself,
to all people. The old woman had wept, not because he could tell the story
touchingly, but because Peter was near to her, because her whole being was
interested in what was passing in Peter’s soul.

And joy suddenly stirred in his soul, and he even stopped for a minute to
take breath. “The past,”’he thought, “is linked with the present by an unbroken
chain of events flowing one out of another.” And it seemed to him that he had
just seen both ends of that chain; that when he touched one end the other

quivered.



When he crossed the fiver by the ferry boat and afterwards, mounting the
hill, looked at his village and towards the west where the cold crimson sunset
lay a narrow streak of light, he thought that truth and beauty which had guided
human life there in the garden and in the yard of the high priest had continued
without interruption to this day, and had evidently always been the chief thing
in human life and in all earthly life, indeed; and the feeling of youth, health,
vigour—he was only twenty-two—and the inexpressible sweet expectation of
happiness, of unknown mysterious happiness, took possession of him little by

little, and life seemed to him enchanting, marvellous, and full of lofty meaning.
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JREMEMBER, when I was a high school boy in the fifth or sixth
class, I was driving with my grandfather from the village of Bolshoe Kryepkoe
in the Don region to Rostov-on-the-Don. It was a sultry, languidly dreary day
of August. Our eyes were glued together, and our mouths were parched from
the heat and the dry burning wind which drove clouds of dust to meet us; one
did not want to look or speak or think, and when our drowsy driver, a Little
Russian called Karpo, swung his whip at the horses and lashed me on my cap, I
did not protest or utter a sound, but only, rousing myself from half-slumber,
gazed mildly and dejectedly into the distance to see whether there was a village
visible through the dust. We stopped to feed the horses in a big Armenian
village at a rich Armenian’s whom my grandfather knew. Never in my life have
I seen a greater caricature than that Armenian. Imagine a little shaven head with
thick overhanging eyebrows, a beak of a nose, long gray mustaches, and a wide
mouth with a long cherry-wood chibouk sticking out of it. This little head was
clumsily attached to a lean hunch-back carcass attired in a fantastic garb, a
short red jacket, and full bright blue trousers. This figure walked straddling its
legs and shuffling with its slippers, spoke without taking the chibouk out of its
mouth, and behaved with truly Armenian dignity, not smiling, but staring with
wide-open eyes and trying to take as little notice as possible of its guests.

There was neither wind nor dust in the Armenian’s rooms, but it was just
as unpleasant, stifling, and dreary as in the steppe and on the road. I remember,
dusty and exhausted by the heat, I sat in the corner on a green box. The
unpainted wooden walls, the furniture, and the floors colored with yellow ocher

smelt of dry wood baked by the sun. Wherever I looked there were flies and
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flies and flies... Grandfather and the Armenian were talking about grazing,
about manure, and about oats... I knew that they would be a good hour getting
the samovar; that grandfather would be not less than an hour drinking his tea,
and then would lie down to sleep for two or three hours; that I should waste a
quarter of the day waiting, after which there would be again the heat, the dust,
the jolting cart. I heard the muttering of the two voices, and it began to seem to
me that I had been seeing the Armenian, the cupboard with the crockery, the
flies, the windows with the burning sun beating on them, for ages and ages, and
should only cease to see them in the far-off future, and I was seized with hatred
for the steppe, the sun, the flies...

A Little Russian peasant woman in a kerchief brought in a tray of teathings,
then the samovar. The Armenian went slowly out into the passage and shouted:
“Mashya, come and pour out tea! Where are you, Mashya?”

Hurried footsteps were heard, and there came into the room a girl of
sixteen in a simple cotton dress and a white kerchief. As she washed the
crockery and poured out the tea, she was standing with her back to me, and all |
could see was that she was of a slender figure, barefooted, and that her little
bare heels were covered by long trousers.

The Armenian invited me to have tea. Sitting down to the table, I glanced
at the girl, who was handing me a glass of tea, and felt all at once as though a
wind were blowing over my soul and blowing away all the impressions of the
day with their dust and dreariness. I saw the bewitching features of the most
beautiful face I have ever met in real life or in my dreams. Before me stood a
beauty, and I recognized that at the first glance as I should have recognized
lightning.

I am ready to swear that Masha—or, as her father called her, Mashya—was
a real beauty, but I don’t know how to prove it. It sometimes happens that
clouds are huddled together in disorder on the horizon, and the sun hiding
behind them colors them and the sky with tints of every possible
shade—crimson, orange, gold, lilac, muddy pink; one cloud is like a monk,
another like a fish, a third like a Turk in a turban. The glow of sunset
enveloping a third of the sky gleams on the cross on the church, flashes on the

windows of the manor house, is reflected in the river and the puddles, quivers
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on the trees; far, far away against the background of the sunset, a flock of wild
ducks is flying homewards....And the boy herding the cows, and the surveyor
driving in his chaise over the dam, and the gentleman out for a walk, all gaze at
the sunset, and every one of them thinks it terribly beautiful, but no one knows
or can say in what its beauty lies.

I was not the only one to think the Armenian girl beautiful. My grandfather,
an old man of seventy, gruff and indifferent to women and the beauties of
nature, looked caressingly at Masha for a full minute, and asked:”Is that your
daughter, Avert Nazaritch?”

“Yes, she is my daughter,” answered the Armenian.

“A fine young lady,” said my grandfather approvingly.

An artist would have called the Armenian girl’s beauty classical and severe,
it was just that beauty, the contemplation of which—God knows
why!—inspires in one the conviction that one is seeing correct features; that
hair, eyes, nose, mouth, neck, bosom, and every movement of the young body
all go together in one complete harmonious accord in which nature has not
blundered over the smallest line. You fancy for some reason that the ideally
beautiful woman must have such a nose as Masha’s, straight and slightly
aquiline, just such great dark eyes, such long lashes, such a languid glance; you
fancy that her black curly hair and eyebrows go with the soft white tint of her
brow and cheeks as the green reeds go with the quiet stream. Masha’s white
neck and her youthful bosom were not fully developed, but you fancy the
sculptor would need a great creative genius to mold them. You gaze, and little
by little the desire comes over you to say to Masha something extraqrdinarily
pleasant, sincere, beautiful, as beautiful as she herself was.

At first I felt hurt and abashed that Masha took no notice of me, but was all
the time looking down; it seemed to me as though a peculiar atmosphere, proud
and happy, separated her from me and jealously screened her from my eyes.

“That’s because I am covered with dust,” I thought, “am sunburnt, anc am
still a boy.”

But little by little I forgot myself, and gave myself up entirely to the
consciousness of beauty. I thought no more now of the dreary steppe, of the

dust, no longer heard the buzzing of the flies, no longer tasted the tea, and felt



+

P

e Ex e p 4 PBeauties

nothing except that a beautiful girl was standing only the other side ot the table.

I felt this beauty rather strangely. It was not desire, nor ecstacy, nor
enjoyment that Masha excited in me, but a painful though pleasant sadness. It
was a sadness vague and undefined as a dream. For some reason ! felt sorry for
myself, for my grandfather and for the Armenian, even for the girl herself, and
I had a feeling as though we all four had lost something important and essential
to life which we should never find again. My grandfather, too, grew
melancholy; he talked no more about manure or about oats, but sat silent,
looking pensively at Masha.

After tea my grandfather lay down for a nap while I went out of the house
into the porch. The house, like all the houses in the Armenian village stood in
the full sun; there was not a tree, not an awning, no shade. The Armenian’s
great courtyard, overgrown with goosefoot and wild mallows, was lively and
full of gaiety in spite of the great heat. Threshing was going on behind one of
the low hurdles which intersected the big yard here and there. Round a post
stuck into the middle of the threshing-floor ran a dozen horses harnessed side
by side, so that they formed one long radius. A Little Russian in a long
waistcoat and full trousers was walking beside them, cracking a whip and
shouting in a tone that sounded as though he were jeering at the horses and
showing offhis power over them.

“A-a-a, you damned brutes!... A-a-a, plague take you! Are you
frightened?”

The horses, sorrel, white, and piebald, not understanding why they were
made to run round in one place and to crush the wheat straw, ran unwillingly as
though with effort, swinging their tails with an offended air. The wind raised up
perfect clouds of golden chaff from under their hootg and carried it away far
beyond the hurdle. Near the tall fresh stacks peasart women were swarming
with rakes, and carts were moving, and beyond the stacks in another yard
another dozen similar horses were running round a post, and a similar Little
Russian was cracking his whip and jeering at the horses.

The steps on which I was sitting were hot; on the thin rails and here and
there on the window-frames sap was oozing out of the wood from the heat; red

ladybirds were huddling together in the streaks of shadow under the steps and
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under the shutters. The sun was baking me on my head, on my chest, and on
my back, but ! did not notice it, and was conscious only of the thud of bare feet
on the uneven floor in the passage and in the rooms behind me. After clearing
away the tea-things, Masha ran down the steps, fluttering the air as she passed,
and like a bird flew into a little grimy outhouse—I suppose the kitchen—from
which came the smell of roast mutton and the sound of angry talk in Armenian.
She vanished into the dark doorway, and in her place there appeared on the
threshold an old bent, red-laced Armenian woman wearing green trousers. The
old woman was angry and was scolding someone. Soon afterwards Masha
appeared in the doorway, flushed with the heat of the kitchen and carrying a big
black loaf on her shoulder; swaying gracefully under the weight of the bread,
she ran across the yard to the threshing-floor, darted over the hurdle, and, wrapt
in a cloud of golden chaft; vanished behind the carts. The Little Russian who
was driving the horses lowered his whip, sank into silence, and gazed for a
minute in the direction of the carts. Then when the Armenian girl darted again
by the horses and leaped over the hurdle, he followed her with his eyes, and
shouted to the horses in a tone as though he were greatly disappointed: “Plague
take you, unclean devils!”

And all the while I was unceasingly hearing her bare feet, and seeing
how she walked across the yard with a grave, preoccupied lace. She ran now
down the steps, swishing the air about me, now into the kitchen, now to the
threshing-floor, now through the gate, and I could hardly turn my head quickly
enough to watch her.

And the oftener she fluttered by me with her beauty, the more acute
became my sadness. I felt sorry both for her and for myself and for the Little
Russian, who mournfully watched her every time she ran through the cloud of
chaff to the carts. Whether it was envy of her beauty, or that I was regretting
that the girl was not mine, and ncver would be, or that I was a stranger to her;
or whether I vaguely felt that her rare beauty was accidental, unnecessary, and,
like everything on earth, of short duration; or whether, perhaps, my sadness
was that peculiar feeling which is excited in man by the contemplation of real
beauty, God only knows.

The three hours of waiting passed unnoticed. It seemed to me that I had not
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had time to look properly at Masha when Karpo drove up to the river, bathed
the horse, and began to put it in the shafts. The wet horse snorted with pleasure
and kicked his hoofs against the shafts. Karpo shouted to it: “Ba—ack!” My
grandfather woke up. Masha opened the creaking gates for us, we got into the
chaise and drove out of the yard. We drove in silence as though we were angry
with one another.

When, two or three hours later, Rostov and Nahitchevan appeared in the
distance, Karpo, who had been silent the whole time, looked round quickly, and
said: “A fine wench, that at the Armenian’s.”

And he lashed his horses.

I

Another time, after I had become a student, I was traveling by rail to the
south. It was May. At one of the stations, I believe it was between Byelgorod
and Harkov, I got out of the tram to walk about the platform.

The shades of evening .were already lying on the station garden, on the
platform, and on the fields; the station screened off the sunset, but on the
topmost clouds of smoke from the engine, which were tinged with rosy light,
one could see the sun had not yet quite vanished.

As I walked up and down the platform I noticed that the greater number of
the passengers were standing or walking near a second-class compartment, and
that they looked as though some celebrated person were in that compartment.
Among the curious whom I met near this compartment I saw, however, an
artillery officer who had been my fellowtraveler, an intelligent, cordial, and
sympathetic fellow—as people mostly are whom we meet on our travels by
chance and with whom we are not long acquainted.

“What are you looking at there?” I asked.

He made no answer, but only indicated with his eyes a feminine figure. It
was a young girl of seventeen or eighteen, wearing a Russian dress, with her
head bare and a little shawl flung carelessly on one shoulder; not a passenger,
but I suppose a sister or daughter of the station-master. She was standing near
the carriage window, talking to an elderly woman who was in the train. Before

I had time to realize what I was seeing, I was suddenly overwhelmed by the
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feeling I had once experienced in the Armenian village.

The girl was remarkably beautiful, and that was unmistakable to me and to
those who were looking at her as I was.

If one is to describe her appearance feature by feature, as the practice is,
the only really lovely thing was her thick wavy fair hair, which hung loose with
a black ribbon tied round her head; all the other features were either irregular or
very ordinary. Either from a peculiar form of coquettishness, or from
short-sightedness, her eyes were screwed up, her nose had an undecided tilt,
her mouth was small, her profile was feebly and insipidly drawn, her shoulders
were narrow and undeveloped for her age—and yet the girl made the
impression of being really beautiful, and looking at her, I was able to feel
convinced that the Russian face does not need strict regularity in order to be
lovely; what is more, that if instead of her urn-up nose the girl had been given a
different one, correct and plastically irreproachable like the Armenian girl’s, |
fancy her face would have lost all its charm from the change.

Standing at the window talking, the girl, shrugging at the evening damp,
continually looking round at us, at one moment put her arms... akimbo, at the
next raised her hands to her head to straighten her hair,... talked, laughed,
while her face at one moment wore an expression of wonder, the next of horror,
and 1 don’t remember a moment when her face and body were at rest. The
whole secret and magic of her beauty lay just in these tiny, infinitely elegant
movements, in her smile, in the play of her face, in her rapid glances at us, in
the combination of the subtle grace of her movements with her youth, her
freshness, the purity of her soul that sounded in her laugh and voice, and with
the weakness we love so much in children, in birds, in fawns, and in young
trees. It was that butterfly’s beauty so in keeping with waltzing, darting about
the garden, laughter and gaiety, and incongruous with serious thought, grief,
and repose; and it seemed as though a gust of wind blowing over the platform,
or a fall of rain, would be enough to wither the?agile body and scatter the
capricious beauty like the pollen of a flower.

“So0-0!...” the officer muttered with a sigh when, after the second bell, we
went back to our compartment.

And what that “So-0” meant I will not undertake to decide.

Perhaps he was sad, and did not want to go away from the beauty and the
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spring evening into the stuffy train; or perhaps he, like me, was unaccountably
sorry for the beauty, for himself, and for me, and for all the passengers, who
were listlessly and reluctantly sauntering back to their compartments. As we
passed the station window, at which a pale, redhaired telegraphist with
upstanding curls and a faded, broad-cheeked face was sitting beside his
apparatus, the officer heaved a sigh and said: “I bet that telegraphist is in love
with that pretty girl. To live out in the wilds under one roof with that ethereal
creature and not fall in love is beyond the power of man. And what a calamity,
my friend! what an ironical fate, to be stooping, unkempt, gray, a decent fellow
and not a fool, and to be in love with that pretty, stupid little girl who would
never take a scrap of notice of you! Or worse still: imagine that telegraphist is
in love, and at the same time married, and that his wife is as stooping, as
unkempt, and as decent a person as himself.”

On the platform between our carriage and the next the guard was standing
with his elbows on the railing, looking in the direction of the beautiful girl, and
his battered, wrinkled, unpleasantly beefy face, exhausted by sleepless nights
and the jolting of the train, wore a look of tenderness and of the deepest
sadness, as though in that girl he saw happiness, his own youth, soberness,
purity, wife, children; as though he were repenting and feeling in his whole
being that that girl was not his, and that for him, with his premature old age, his
uncouthness, and his beefy face, the ordinary happiness of a man and a
passenger was as far away as heaven...

The third bell rang, the whistles sounded, and the train slowly moved off.
First the guard, the station-master, then the garden, the beautiful girl with her
exquisitely sly smile, passed before our windows...

Putting my head out and looking back, I saw how, looking after the train,
she walked along the platform by the window where the telegraph clerk was
sitting, smoothed her hair, and ran into the garden. The station no longer
screened off the sunset, the plain lay open before us, but the sun had already set
and the smoke lay in black clouds over the green, velvety young corn. It was
melancholy in the spring air, and in the darkening sky, and in the railway
carriage.

The familiar figure of the guard came into the carriage, and he began

lighting the candles.
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G%was a bright winter midday... There was a sharp snapping frost and
the curls on Nadenka’s temples and the down on her upper lip were covered
with silvery frost. She was holding my arm and we were standing on a high hill.
From where we stood to the ground below there stretched a smooth sloping
descent in which the sun was reflected as in a looking-glass. Beside us was a
little sledge lined with bright red cloth.

“Let us go down, Nadyezhda Petrovna!” I besought her. “Only once! I
assure you we shall be all right and not hurt.”

But Nadenka was afraid. The slope from her little galoshes to the bottom
of the ice hill seemed to her a terrible, immensely deep abyss. Her spirit failed
her, and she held her breath as she looked down, when I merely suggested her
getting into the sledge, but what would it be if she were to risk flying into the
abyss! She would die, she would go out of her mind.

“I entreat you!” I said. “You mustn’t be afraid! You know it’s poor-spirited,
it’s cowardly!”

Nadenka gave way at last, and from her face I saw that she gave way in
mortal dread. I sat her in the sledge, pale and trembling, put my arm round her
and with her cast myself down the precipice.

The sledge flew like a bullet. The air cleft by our flight beat in our faces,
roared, whistled in our ears, tore at us, nipped us cruelly in its anger, tried to
tear our heads off our shoulders. We had hardly strength to breathe from the
pressure of the wind. It seemed as though the devil himself had caught us in his
claws and was dragging us with a roar to hell. Surrounding objects melted into
one long furiously racing streak... another moment and it seemed we should
perish.

“I love you, Nadya!” I said in a low voice.

The sledge began moving more and more slowly, the roar of the wind and
the whirr of the runners was no longer so terrible, it was easier to breathe, and

at last we were at the bottdom. Nadenka was more dead than alive. She was
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pale and scarcely breathing... I helped her to get up.

“Nothing would induce me to go again,” she said, looking at me with wide
eyes full of horror. “Nothing in the world! I almost died!”

A little later she recovered herself and looked enquiringly into my eyes,
wondering had I really uttered those four words or had she fancied them in the
roar of the hurricane. And I stood beside her smoking and looking attentively at
my glove.

She took my arm and we spent a long while walking near the ice-hill. The
riddle evidently would not let her rest... Had those words been uttered or not?...
Yes or no? Yes or no? It was the question of pride, or honour, of life—a very
important question, the most important question in the world. Nadenka kept
impatiently, sorrowfully looking into my face with a penetrating glance; she
answered at random, waiting to see whether I would not speak. Oh, the play of
feeling on that sweet face! I saw that she was struggling with herself, that she
wanted to say something, to ask some question, but she could not find the
words; she felt awkward and frightened and troubled by her joy...

“Do you know what,” she said without looking at me.

“Well?” I asked.

“Let us... slide down again.”

We clambered up the ice-hill by the steps again. I sat Nadenka, pale and
trembling, in the sledge; again we flew into the terrible abyss, again the wind
roared and the runners whirred, and again when the flight of our sledge was at
its swiftest and noisiest, I said in a low voice: “I love you, Nadenka!”

When the sledge stopped, Nadenka flung a glance at the hill down which
we had both slid, then bent a long look upon my face, listened to my voice
which was unconcerned and passionless, and the whole of her little figure,
every bit of it, even her muff and her hood expressed the utmost bewilderment,
and on her face was written: “What does it mean? Who uttered those words?
Did he, or did I only fancy it?”

The uncertainty worried her and drove her out of all patience. The poor
girl did not answer my questions, frowned, and was on the point of tears.

“Hadn’t we better go home?” I asked.

“Well, L... I like this tobogganing,” she said, flushing. “Shall we go down



once more?”

She “liked” the tobogganing, and yet as she got into the sledge she was, as
both times before, pale, trembling, hardly able to breathe for terror.

We went down for the third time, and I saw she was looking at my face
and watching my lips. But I put my handkerchief to my lips, coughed, and
when we reached the middle of the hill I succeeded in bringing out: “I love you,
Nadya!”

And the mystery remained a mystery! Nadenka was silent, pondering on
something... I saw her home, she tried to walk slowly, slackened her pace and
kept waiting to see whether I would not say those words to her, and I saw how
her soul was suffering, what effort she was making not to say to herself: “It
cannot be that the wind said them! And I don’t want it to be the wind that said
them!”

Next morning I got a little note: “If you are tobogganing to-day, comc for
me.—N.”

And from that time I began going every day tobogganing with Nadenka,
and as we flew down in the sledge, every time I pronounced in a low voice the
same words: “I love you, Nadya!”

Soon Nadenka grew used to that phrase as to alcohol or morphia. She
could not live without it. It is true that flying down the ice-hill terrificd her as
before, but now the terror and danger gave a peculiar fascination to words of
love—words which as before were a mystery and tantalized the soul. The same
two—the wind and I were still suspected... Which of the two was making love
to her she did not know, but apparently by now she did not care; from which
goblet one drinks matters little if only the beverage is intoxicating.

It happened I went to the skating-ground alone at midday; mingling with
the crowd I saw Nadenka go up to the ice-hill and look about for me... then she
timidly mounted the steps... She was frightened of going alone—oh, how
frightened! She was white as the snow, she was trembling, she went as though
to the scaffold, but she went, she went without looking back, resolutely. She
had evidently determined to put it to the test at last: would those sweet amazing
words be heard when I was not there? I saw her, pale, her lips parted with
horror, get into the sledge, shut her eyes and saying good-bye for ever to the
earth, set off... “Whrrr!” whirred the runners. Whether Nadenka heard those
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words I do not know. I only saw her getting up from the sledge looking faint
and exhausted. And one could tell from her face that she could not tell herself
whether she had heard anything or not. Her terror while she had been flying
down had deprived of her all power of hearing, of discriminating sounds, of
understanding.

But then the month of March arrived... the spring sunshine was more
kindly... Our ice-hill turned dark, lost its brilliance and finally melted. We gave
up tobogganing. There was nowhere now where poor Nadenka could hear those
words, and indeed no one to utter them, since there was no wind and I was
going to Petersburg—for long, perhaps for ever.

It happened two days before my departure I was sitting in the dusk in the
little garden which was separated from the yard of Nadenka’s house by a high
fence with nails in it... It was still pretty cold, there was still snow by the
manure heap, the trees looked dead but there was already the scent of spring
and the rooks were cawing loudly as they settled for their night’s rest. [ went up
to the fence and stood for a long while peeping through a chink. I saw Nadenka
come out into the porch and fix a mournful yearning gaze on the sky... The
spring wind was blowing straight into her pale dejected face... It reminded her
of the wind which roared at us on the ice-hill when she heard those four words,
and her face became very, very sorrowful, a tear trickled down her cheek, and
the poor child held out both arms as though begging the wind to bring her those
words once more. And waiting for the wind I said in a low voice: “I love you,
Nadya!”

Mercy! The change that came over Nadenka! She uttered a cry, smiled all
over her face and looking joyful, happy and beautiful, held out her arms to
meet the wind.

And I went off to pack up...

That was long ago. Now Nadenka is married; she married—whether of her
own choice or not does not matter—a secretary of the Nobility Wardenship and
now she has three children. That we once went tobogganing together, and that
the wind brought her the words “I love you, Nadenka,” is not forgotten,; it is for
her now the happiest, most touching, and beautiful memory in her life...

But now that I am older I cannot understand why I uttered those words,

what was my motive in that joke...
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gZ{FTER the wedding they had not even light refreshments; the happy
pair simply drank a glass of champagne, changed into their travelling things,
and drove to the station. Instead of a gay wedding ball and supper, instead of
music and dancing, they went on a journey to pray at a shrine a hundred and
fifty miles away. Many people commended this, saying that Modest Alexeitch
was a man high up in the service and no longer young, and that a noisy
wedding might not have seemed quite suitable; and music is apt to sound

dreary when a government official of fifty-two marries a girl who is only just
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eighteen. People said, too, that Modest Alexeitch, being a man of principle, had
arranged this visit to the monastery expressly in order to make his young bride
realize that even in marriage he put religion and morality above everything.

The happy pair were seen off at the station. The crowd of relations and
colleagues in the service stood, with glasses in their hands, waiting for the train
to start to shout“Hurrah!” and the bride’s father, Pyotr Leontyitch, wearing a
top-hat and the uniform of a teacher, already drunk and very pale, kept craning
towards the window, glass in hand and saying in an imploring voice:“Anyuta!
Anya, Anya! one word!”

Anna bent out of the window to him, and he whispered something to her,
enveloping her in a stale smell of alcohol, blew into her ear—she could make
out nothing—and made the sign of the cross over her face, her bosom, and her
hands; meanwhile he was breathing in gasps and tears were shining in his eyes.
And the schoolboys, Anna’s brothers, Petya and Andrusha, pulled at his coat
from behind, whispering in confusion:*“Father, hush!... Father, that’s enough...”

When the train started, Anna saw her father run a little way after the train,
staggering and spilling his wine, and what a kind, guilty, pitiful face he
had:*“Hurra—ah!” he shouted.

The happy pair were left alone. Modest Alexeitch looked about the
compartment, arranged their things on the shelves, and sat down, smiling,
opposite his young wife. He was an official of medium height, rather stout and
puffy, who looked exceedingly well nourished, with long whiskers and no
moustache. His clean-shaven, round, sharply defined chin looked like the heel
of a foot. The most characteristic point in his face was the absence of
moustache, the bare, freshly shaven place, which gradually passed into the fat
cheeks, quivering like jelly. His deportment was dignified, his movements were
deliberate, his manner was soft.

“I cannot help remembering now one circumstance,” he said,
smiling.“When, five years ago, Kosorotov received the order of St. Anna of the
second grade, and went to thank His Excellency, His Excellency expressed
himself as follows: ‘so now you have three Annas: one in your buttonhole and
two on your neck.” And it must be explained that at that time Kosorotov’s wife,

a quarrelsome and frivolous person, had just returned to him, and that her name
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was Anna. | trust that when I receive the Anna of the second grade His
Excellency will not have occasion to say the same thing to me.”

He smiled with his little eyes. And she, too, smiled, troubled at the thought
that at any moment this man might kiss her with his thick damp lips, and that
she had no right to prevent his doing so. The soft movements of his fat person
frightened her; she felt both fear and disgust. He got up, without haste took off
the order from his neck, took off his coat and waistcoat, and put on his
dressing-gown.

“That’s better,” he said, sitting down beside Anna.

Anna remembered what agony the wedding had been, when it had seemed
to her that the priest, and the guests, and every one in church had been looking
at her sorrowfully and asking why, why was she, such a sweet, nice girl,
marrying such an elderly, uninteresting gentleman. Only that morning she was
delighted that everything had been satisfactorily arranged, but at the time of the
wedding, and now in the railway carriage, she felt cheated, guilty, and
ridiculous. Here she had married a rich man and yet she had no money, her
wedding-dress had been bought on credit, and when her father and brothers had
been saying good-bye, she could see from their faces that they had not a
farthing. Would they have any supper that day? And tomorrow? And for some
reason it seemed to her that her father and the boys were sitting tonight hungry
without her, and feeling the same misery as they had the day after their
mother’s funeral.

“Oh, how unhappy I am!” she thought.”Why am [ so unhappy?”

With the awkwardness of a man with settled habits, unaccustomed to deal
with women, Modest Alexeitch touched her on the waist and patted her on the
shoulder, while she went on thinking about money, about her mother and her
mother’s death. When her mother died, her father, Pyotr Leontyitch, a teacher
of drawing and writing in the high school, had taken to drink, impoverishment
had followed, the boys had not had boots or galoshes, their father had been
hauled up before the magistrate, the warrant officer had come and made an
inventory of the furniture...What a disgrace! Anna had had to look after her
drunken father, darn her brothers’ stockings, go to market, and when she was

complimented on her youth, her beauty, and her elegant manners, it seemed to
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her that every one was looking at her cheap hat and the holes in her boots that
were inked over. And at night there had been tears and a haunting dread that her
father would soon, very soon, be dismissed from the school for his weakness,
and that he would not survive it, but would die, too, like their mother. But
ladies of their acquaintance had taken the matter in hand and looked about for a
good match for Anna. This Modest Alexevitch, who was neither young nor
good-looking but had money, was soon found. He had a hundred thousand in
the bank and the family estate, which he had let on lease. He was a man of
principle and stood well with His Excellency; it would be nothing to him, so
they told Anna, to get a note from His Excellency to the directors of the high
school, or even to the Education Commissioner, to prevent Pyotr Leontyitch
from being dismissed.

While she was recalling these details, she suddenly heard strains of music
which floated in at the window, together with the sound of voices. The train
was stopping at a station. In the crowd beyond the platform an accordion and a
cheap squeaky fiddle were being briskly played, and the sound of a military
band came from beyond the villas and the tall birches and poplars that lay
bathed in the moonlight; there must have been a dance in the place. Summer
visitors and townspeople, who used to come out here by train in fine weather
for a breath of fresh air, were parading up and down on the platform. Among
them was the wealthy owner of all the summer Villas—a tall, stout, dark man
called Artynov. He had prominent eyes and looked like an Armenian. He wore
a strange costume; his shirt was unbuttoned, showing his chest; he wore high
boots with spurs, and a black cloak hung from his shoulders and dragged on the
ground like a train. Two boar-hounds followed him with their sharp noses to the
ground.

Tears were still shining in Anna’s eyes, but she was not thinking now of
her mother, nor of money, nor of her marriage; but shaking hands with
schoolboys and officers she knew, she laughed gaily and said quickly:“How do
you do? How are you?”

She went out on to the platform between the carriages into the moonlight,
and stood so that they could all see her in her new splendid dress and hat.

“Why are we stopping here?”” she asked.
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“This is a junction. They are waiting for the mail train to pass.”

Seeing that Artynov was looking at her, she screwed up her eyes
coquettishly and began talking aloud in French; and because her voice sounded
so pleasant, and because she heard music and the moon was reflected in the
pond, and because Artynov, the notorious Don Juan and spoiled child of fortune,
was looking at her eagerly and with curiosity, and because every one was in
good spirits—she suddenly felt joyful, and when the train started and the
officers of her acquaintance saluted her, she was humming the polka the strains
of which reached her from the military band playing beyond the trees; and she
returned to her compartment feeling as though it had been proved to her at the
station that she would certainly be happy in spite of everything.

The happy pair spent two days at the monastery, then went back to town.
They lived in a rent-free flat. When Modest Alexevitch had gone to the office,
Anna played the piano, or shed tears of depression, or lay down on a couch and
read novels or looked through fashion papers. At dinner Modest Alexevitch ate
a great deal and talked about politics, about appointments, transfers, and
promotions in the service, about the necessity of hard work, and said that,
family life not being a pleasure but a duty, if you took care of the kopecks the
roubles would take care of themselves, and that he put religion and morality
before everything else in the world. And holding his knife in his fist as though
it were a sword, he would say:“Every one ought to have his duties!”

And Anna listened to him, was frightened, and could not eat, and she
usually got up from the table hungry. After dinner her husband lay down for a
nap and snored loudly, while Anna went to see her own people. Her father and
the boys looked at her in a peculiar way, as though just before she came in they
had been blaming her for having married for money a tedious, wearisome man
she did not love; her rustling skirts, her bracelets, and her general air of a
married lady, offended them and made them uncomfortable. In her presence
they felt a little embarrassed and did not know what to talk to her about; but yet
they still loved her as before, and were not used to having dinner without her.
She sat down with them to cabbage soup, porridge, and fried potatoes, smelling
of mutton dripping. Pyotr Leontyitch filled his glass from the decanter with a
trembling hand and drank it off hurriedly, greedily, with repulsion, then poured
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out a second glass and then a third. Petya and Andmsha, thin, pale boys with
big eyes, would take the decanter and say desperately:“You mustn’t, father...
Enough, father...”

And Anna, too, was troubled and entreated him to drink no more; and he
would suddenly fly into a rage and beat the table with his fists:“l won’t allow
any one to dictate to me!” he would shout.“Wretched boys! wretched girl! I’ll
turn you all out!”

But there was a note of weakness, of good-nature in his voice, and no one
was afraid of him. After dinner he usually dressed in his best. Pale, with a cut
on his chin from shaving, craning his thin neck, he would stand for half an hour
before the glass, prinking, combing his hair, twisting his black moustache,
sprinkling himself with scent, tying his cravat in a bow; then he would put on
his gloves and his top-hat, and go off to give his private lessons. Or if it was a
holiday he would stay at home and paint, or play the harmonium, which
wheezed and growled; he would try to wrest from it pure harmonious sounds
and would sing to it; or would storm at the boys:*“Wretches! Good-for-nothing
boys! You have spoiled the instrument!”

In the evening Anna’s husband played cards with his colleagues, who lived
under the same roof in the government quarters. The wives of these gentlemen
would come in—ugly, tastelessly dressed women, as coarse as cooks—and
gossip would begin in the flat as tasteless and unattractive as the ladies
themselves. Sometimes Modest Alexevitch would take Anna to the theatre. In
the intervals he would never let her stir a step from his side, but walked about
arm in arm with her through the corridors and the foyer. When he bowed to
some one, he immediately whispered to Anna:“A civil councillor... visits at His
Excellency’s”; or,“A man of means... has a house of his own.” When they
passed the buffet Anna had a great longing for something sweet; she was fond
of chocolate and apple cakes, but she had no money, and she did not like to ask
her husband, lie would take a pear, pinch it with his fingers, and ask uncertainly:
“How much?”

“Twenty-five kopecks!”

“I say!” he would reply, and put it down; but as it was awkward to leave

the buffet without buying anything, he would order some seltzer—water and
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drink the whole bottle himself, and tears would come into his eyes. And Anna
hated him at such times.

And suddenly flushing crimson, he would say to her rapidly:“Bow to that
old lady!”

“But I don’t know her.”

“No matter. That’s the wife of the director of the local treasury! Bow, I tell
you,” he would grumble insistently.“Your head won’t drop off.”

Anna bowed and her head certainly did not drop off, but it was agonizing.
She did everything her husband wanted her to, and was furious with herself for
having let him deceive her like the veriest idiot. She had only married him for
his money, and yet she had less money now than before her marriage. In old
days her father would sometimes give her twenty kopecks, but now she had not
a farthing.

To take money by stealth or ask for it, she could not; she was afraid of her
husband, she trembled before him. She felt as though she had been afraid of
him for years. In her childhood the director of the high school had always
seemed the most impressive and terrifying force in the world, sweeping down
like a thunderstorm or a steam-engine ready to crush her; another similar force
of which the whole family talked, and of which they were for some reason
afraid, was His Excellency; then there were a dozen others, less formidable,
and among them the teachers at the high school, with shaven upper lips, stern,
implacable; and now finally, there was Modest Alexeitch, a man of principle,
who even resembled the director in the face. And in Anna’s imagination all
these forces blended together into one, and, in the form of a terrible, huge white
bear, menaced the weak and erring such as her father. And she was afraid to say
anything in opposition to her husband, and gave a forced smile, and tried to
make a show of pleasure when she was coarsely caressed and defiled by
embraces that excited her terror. Only once Pyotr Leontyitch had the temerity
to ask for a loan of fifty roubles in order to pay some very irksome debt, but
what an agony it had been!

“Very good; I’ll give it to you,” said Modest Alexeitch after a moment’s
thought;”but.I warn you I won’t help you again till you give up drinking. Such

a failing is disgraceful in a man in the government service! I must remind you




u’\ff&l '.&}2»_.

T F / & maxen
e G%k(‘[e{/ (ﬁm/ A“x&--‘-_,_fj\i%ﬁﬁ_,,

¥ gfmfm 0/ %ﬁw%ou

of the well-known fact that many capable people have been ruined by that
passion, though they might possibly, with temperance, have risen in time to a
very high.”

And long-winded phrases followed:“inasmuch as...”,“following upon

b

which proposition...”, “in view of the aforesaid contention...”’; and Pyotr
Leontyitch was in agonies of humiliation and felt an intense craving for
alcohol.

And when the boys came to visit Anna, generally in broken boots and
threadbare trousers, they, too, had to listen to sermons.

“Every man ought to have his duties!” Modest Alexeitch would say to
them.

And he did not give them money. But he did give Anna bracelets, rings,
and brooches, saying that these things would come in useful for a rainy day.
And he often unlocked her drawer and made an inspection to see whether they

were all safe.

I

Meanwhile winter came on. Long before Christmas there was an
announcement in the local papers that the usual winter ball would take place on
the twenty-ninth of December in the Hall of Nobility. Every evening after cards
Modest Alexeitch was excitedly whispering with his colleagues’ wives and
glancing at Anna, and then paced up and down the room for a long while,
thinking. At last, late one evening, he stood still, facing Anna, and said: “You
ought to get yourself a ball dress. Do you understand? Only please consult
Marya Grigoryevna and Natalya Kuzminishna.”

And he gave her a hundred roubles. She took the money, but she did not
consult any one when she ordered the ball dress; she spoke to no one but her
father, and tried to imagine how her mother would have dressed for a ball. Her
mother had always dressed in the latest fashion and had always taken trouble
over Anna, dressing her elegantly like a doll, and had taught her to speak
French and dance the mazurka superbly (she had been a governess for five
years before her marriage). Like her mother, Anna could make a new dress out

of an old one, clean gloves with benzine, hire jewels; and, like her mother, she
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knew how to screw up her eyes, lisp, assume graceful attitudes, fly into
raptures when necessary, and throw a mournful and enigmatic look into her
eyes. And from her father she had inherited the dark colour of her hair and eyes,
her highly-strung nerves, and the habit of always making herself look her best.
When, half an hour before setting off for the ball, Modest Alexeitch went
into her room without his coat on, to put his order round his neck before her
pier-glass, dazzled by her beauty and the splendour of her fresh, ethereal dress,
he combed his whiskers complacently and said: “So that’s what my wife can
look like.., so that’s what you can look like! Anyuta!” he went on, dropping
into a tone of solemnity,”] have made your fortune, and now I beg you to do
something for mine. I beg you to get introduced to the wife of His Excellency!
For God’s sake, do! Through her I may get the post of senior reporting clerk!”
They went to the ball. They reached the Hall of Nobility, the entrance with
the hall porter. They came to the vestibule with the hat-stands, the fur coats;
footmen scurrying about, and ladies with low necks putting up their fans to
screen themselves from the draughts. There was a smell of gas and of soldiers.
When Anna, walking upstairs on her husband’s arm, heard the music and saw
herself full length in the looking-glass in the full glow of the lights, there was a
rush of joy in her heart, and she felt the same presentiment of happiness as in
the moonlight at the station. She walked in proudly, confidently, for the first
time feeling herself not a girl but a lady, and unconsciously imitating her
mother in her walk and in her manner. And for the first time in her life she felt
rich and free. Even her husband’s presence did not oppress her, for as she
crossed the threshold of the hall she had guessed instinctively that the
proximity of an old husband did not detract from her in the least, but, on the
contrary, gave her that shade of piquant mystery that is so attractive to men.
The orchestra was already playing and the dances had begun. After their flat
Anna was overwhelmed by the lights, the bright colours, the music, the noise,
and looking round the room, thought, “Oh, how lovely!” She at once
distinguished in the crowd all her acquaintances, every one she had met before
at parties or on picnics...all the officers, the teachers, the lawyers, the officials,
the landowners, His Excellency, Artynov, and the ladies of the highest standing,
dressed up and very ddcollettdes, handsome and ugly, who had already taken
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up their positions in the stalls and pavilions of the charity bazaar, to begin
selling things for the benefit of the poor. A huge officer in epaulettes—she had
been introduced to him in Staro-Kievsky Street when she was a schoolgirl, but
now she could not remember his name...seemed to spring from out of the
ground, begging her for a waltz, and she flew away from her husband, feeling
as though she were floating away in a sailing-boat in a violent storm, while her
husband was left far away on the shore. She danced passionately, with fervour,
a waltz, then a polka and a quadrille, being snatched by one parmer as soon as
she was left by another, dizzy with music and the noise, mixing Russian with
French, lisping, laughing, and with no thought of her husband or anything else.
She excited great admiration among the men—that was evident, and indeed it
could not have been otherwise; she was breathless with excitement, felt thirsty,
and convulsively clutched her fan. Pyotr Leontyitch, her father, in a crumpled
dress-coat that smelt of benzine, came up to her, offering her a plate of pink ice.

“You are enchanting this evening,” he said, looking at her rapturously,‘“and
I have never so much regretted that you were in such a hurry to get
married... What was it for? I know you did it for our sake, but...” With a
shaking hand he drew out a roll of notes and said: “I got the money for my
lessons today, and can pay your husband what I owe him.”

She put the plate back into his hand, and was pounced upon by some one
and borne off to a distance. She caught a glimpse over her partner’s shoulder of
her father gliding over the floor, putting his arm round a lady and whirling
down the ball-room with her.

“How sweet he is when he is sober!”” she thought.

She danced the mazurka with the same huge officer; he moved gravely, as
heavily as a dead carcase in a uniform, twitched his shoulders and his chest,
stamped his feet very languidly--he felt fearfully disinclined to dance. She
fluttered round him, provoking him by her beauty, her bare neck; her eyes
glowed defiantly, her movements were passionate, while he became more and
more indifferent, and held out his hands to her as graciously as a king.

“Bravo, bravo!” said people watching them.

But little by little the huge officer, too, broke out; he grew lively, excited,

and, overcome by her fascination, was carried away and danced lightly,
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youthfully, while she merely moved her shoulders and looked slyly at him as
though she were now the queen and he were her slave; and at that moment it
seemed to her that the whole room was looking at them, and that everybody
was thrilled and envied them. The huge officer had hardly had time to thank her
for the dance, when the crowd suddenly parted and the men drew themselves
up in a strange way, with their hands at their sides.

His Excellency, with two stars on his dress-coat, was walking up to her.
Yes, His Excellency was walking straight towards her, for he was staring
directly at her with a sugary smile, while he licked his lips as he always did
when he saw a pretty woman.

“Delighted, delighted...” he began. “I shall order your husband to be
clapped in a lock-up for keeping such a treasure hidden from us till now. I’ve
come to you with a message from my wife,” he went on, offering her his arm.
“You must help us...M-m-yes...We ought to give you the prize for beauty as
they do in America...M-m-yes...The Americans...My wife isexpecting you
impatiently.”

He led her to a stall and presented her to a middle-aged lady, the lower part
of whose face was disproportionately large, so that she looked as though she
were holding a big stone in her mouth.

“You must help us,” she said through her nose in a sing-song voice. “All
the pretty women are working for our charity bazaar, and you are the only one
enjoying yourself. Why won’t you help us?”

She Went away, and Anna took her place by the cups and the silver
samovar. She was soon doing a lively trade. Anna asked no less than a rouble
for a cup of tea, and made the huge officer drink three cups. Artynov, the rich
man with prominent eyes, who suffered from asthma, came up, too; he was not
dressed in the strange costume in which Anna had seen him in the summer at
the station, but wore a dress-coat like every one else. Keeping his eyes fixed on
Anna, he drank a glass of champagne and paid a hundred roubles for it, then
drank some tea and gave another hundred—all this without saying a word, as
he was short of breath through asthma... Anna invited purchasers and got
money out of them, firmly convinced by now that her smiles and glances could

not fail to afford these people great pleasure. She realized now that she was
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created exclusively for this noisy, brilliant, laughing life, with its music, its
dancers, its adorers, and her old terror of a force that was sweeping down upon
her and menacing to crush her seemed to her ridiculous: she was afraid of no
one now, and only regretted that her mother could not be there to rejoice at her
success.

Pyotr Leontyitch, pale by now but still steady on his legs, came up to the
stall and asked for a glass of brandy. Anna turned crimson, expecting him to
say something inappropriate (she was already ashamed of having such a poor
and ordinary father); but he emptied his glass, took ten roubles out of his roll of
notes, flung it down, and walked away with dignity without uttering a word. A
little later she saw him dan