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INTRODUCTION.

A h�stor�cal sketch placed before a work of f�ct�on must seem, to
many, a very �ncons�stent th�ng, and yet the t�tle of the present
volume, "COSSACK TALES," obl�ges the translator to g�ve a short
account of th�s somet�me warl�ke race. Such an account �s the more
wanted, as not only �n England, but �n all Europe, the not�on ex�sts
that the Cossacks were someth�ng l�ke a Deus ex mach�nâ,
emerg�ng from space at the moment requ�s�te to put a stop to the
tr�umphs �f Napoleon I., to dr�ve back to the�r respect�ve homes the
motley array of the twenty nat�ons he brought �nto Russ�a, to p�tch
the�r tents �n the Champs Élysées, to put all th�ngs r�ght �n Par�s, and
then to van�sh once more �nto space, where, for more than four
centur�es, Europe had never so much as perce�ved the�r ex�stence.
The �nvas�on of the Tartars �n the m�ddle of the th�rteenth century
took place when Russ�a was torn asunder by two k�ndred and yet
host�le branches of the house of Rur�ck: the younger branch had
settled �n the northern (at the present t�me the m�ddle) part of the



country; the elder, after many struggles and reverses, had
succeeded �n rega�n�ng �ts �nher�tance, the anc�ent metropol�s K�eff,
and the whole of the southern pr�nc�pal�t�es. Both branches bore a
revengeful remembrance of the�r mutual feuds, and wh�le the elder
v�ewed w�th jealousy the gradual r�se of the northern pr�nces, the
latter env�ed the f�rm grasp w�th wh�ch the southern pr�nces clutched
the�r long d�sputed sway. Hence �t came that, when hordes of Tartars
overran the northern pr�nc�pal�t�es, the pr�nces of the South lent no
ear to the entreat�es of the�r northern brethren for help. Hence, also,
the reason of these latter rema�n�ng �nert and subm�ss�ve to the�r
recent conquerors, the Tartars, when those conquerors la�d waste
the fert�le terr�tor�es wh�ch extended along the south of Russ�a.
Soon afterwards, the trans-Carpath�an parts of Russ�a, Red Russ�a,
�.e., Gal�c�a, Lodomer�a, &c., ceased to be any longer accounted as
form�ng part of Russ�a. The marshy tracts of land to the east of
Poland, Wh�te Russ�a, formed a new and d�st�nct power, L�thuan�a,
soon dest�ned to merge �nto Poland. The north of Russ�a, Great
Russ�a, had yet two centur�es more to endure the yoke of the
Tartars. At th�s t�me Southern or L�ttle Russ�a, called also Ukra�ne
(�.e., the borders), gave b�rth to a new race, the Cossacks.
The pr�nces of Southern Russ�a had forsaken the�r subjects, and
gone �nto L�thuan�a to seek for a less d�sturbed dom�n�on than that
over a country exposed to the �ncessant depredat�ons of the
Cr�mean Tartars, and converted �nto the battle-f�eld of these Tartars
w�th the Russ�ans and the Poles. The�r subjects were thus left beh�nd
w�thout anybody to look to for protect�on, or for gu�dance, �n defence
of the�r homes, and revenge for the�r country be�ng annually wasted
by f�re and sword by the�r Cr�mean ne�ghbours. Reduced to despa�r
at see�ng the�r homes burnt to ashes, the�r w�ves and ch�ldren carr�ed
away by those savage �nvaders, to suffer all the consequences of
the�r rude slavery, these men, to speak �n the words of Gogol, "Left
orphans, and see�ng the�r country left l�ke a w�dow after the loss of a
m�ghty husband, held out the�r hands to one another to be brothers,"
and th�s brotherhood gave r�se to the Cossacks, whose name for a
Russ�an, even to th�s day, embod�es every �dea of the utmost



freedom,[1] and who ever s�nce have been ready to f�ght at the f�rst
not�ce of the�r country or of the�r fa�th be�ng �n danger.
At f�rst, they sought a refuge �n the wooded �slands of the Dn�eper,
am�dst the rap�ds of th�s r�ver, and, no doubt, f�rst dwelt under the
canopy of heaven am�dst the trunks of the trees wh�ch they felled for
bu�ld�ng the�r huts. Th�s may, perhaps, account for the commun�ty
assum�ng the name of Zaporogh�an Ss�echa,[2] a name wh�ch has
become �nseparable from the �dea of f�ght and slaughter, of deeds of
valour and of cruelty. Hav�ng no means of l�vel�hood, they, of course,
resolved to procure them at the expense of those by whom they
were brought to th�s desperate s�tuat�on. They had learnt from the�r
own exper�ence that a good sabre was more to be depended upon
than a plough, and that labour and �ndustry were of no ava�l at such
t�mes when everyth�ng at any moment m�ght be taken by h�m who
dealt the heav�er blow. As all who have seen the worst of m�ser�es,
and have noth�ng to lose �n the world, whose l�fe �s one of �ncessant
per�l, they knew no fear—for them death had lost �ts horrors. No
women were perm�tted to dwell amongst them; no tears were shed �n
memory of those who fell �n battle or were led away capt�ve; but the�r
explo�ts were repeatedly sung �n the Cossacks' c�rcles, and exc�ted
revenge �n the hearts of the older, emulat�on �n the hearts of the
younger.
In a commun�ty thus formed, no laws could be enforced, no regular
part�t�on �nto reg�ments, compan�es, &c., could take place. They
chose for the�r ch�ef some one amongst themselves, whose hand
had been seen to deal the heav�est blows �n battle, whose ha�r had
blanched am�dst warl�ke explo�ts, and who had become remarkable
for h�s dar�ng and h�s cunn�ng �n the�r unsoph�st�cated mode of
warfare. To th�s ch�ef they gave the t�tle of Ataman.[3] Eventually w�th
the �ncrease �n numbers of the�r commun�ty, they d�v�ded themselves
�nto koorens,[4] each of wh�ch chose for �tself a koorennoï ataman,[5]

subord�nate to the Ataman of the Ss�echa, who was called
Koschevoï Ataman;[6] to the latter (very often an �ll�terate man) a
wr�ter or secretary, a judge, and some other off�cers for transact�ng
the publ�c bus�ness of the Ss�echa, were appo�nted. But these



d�gn�tar�es held the�r off�ces only as long as �t pleased the�r electors;
at the f�rst summons of any drunken fellow who chose to beat the
kettle-drum �n the publ�c square of the Ss�echa, and br�ng a
compla�nt aga�nst the Ataman before the Rada (�. e., the whole
assembled Ss�echa), the Ataman and h�s colleagues were sure to be
deposed and new ones elected �n the�r stead. Not so dur�ng a
campa�gn: then the Koschevoï Ataman assumed d�ctator�al power,
decreed death and granted l�fe at h�s pleasure, and nobody, under
pa�n of death, m�ght res�st h�s commands or br�ng a compla�nt
aga�nst h�m t�ll the return to the Ss�echa.
When the Ss�echa had atta�ned th�s degree of development, the
k�ngs of Poland, who, at the �nst�gat�on of the Jesu�ts, had
endeavoured to enforce upon L�ttle Russ�a the tenets of Popery
under the d�sgu�se of the so-called Un�on, had already, under show
of protect�on, garr�soned the most �mportant c�t�es of th�s country w�th
Pol�sh troops, and sought (though always unava�l�ngly) to make �ts
elect�ve ch�ef or pr�nce, the hetman, a delegate of the�r power and a
mere tool of the�r pleasure. Consequently, the jealousy of the
Cossacks (for th�s name had been assumed by the �nhab�tants of all
Ukra�ne) was already aroused aga�nst the Poles, but when they saw
the haughty Pol�sh lords treat the�r rel�g�on w�th contempt, shut up
the�r churches, and g�ve the keys to Jews, who lev�ed taxes on each
bapt�sm, marr�age, or bur�al: then was �t that the whole of the L�ttle
Russ�ans, summon�ng the�r brethren of the Zaporogh�an Ss�echa to
the�r help, began those wars w�th Poland wh�ch cont�nued
un�nterrupted t�ll the m�ddle of the seventeenth century. The h�story
of those wars, on the part of the Poles, �s but a repet�t�on of the
horrors perpetrated by the Span�ards �n the New World, by the
Inqu�s�t�on �n Spa�n, &c., �n a word, by savage fanat�c�sm everywhere
when led by the pr�ests of Rome. On the part of the Cossacks the
repr�sals were not less terr�ble, although the latter, wh�le
exterm�nat�ng every Pole, male or female, young or old, put them to
�mmed�ate death by the sword, f�re, or water, and never atta�ned the
Pop�sh ref�nements of tortur�ng the�r pr�soners, of flay�ng them al�ve,
bo�l�ng them �n o�l, roast�ng them �n brazen oxen, &c.



The Zaporogh�ans, who had parted from the�r brethren, when these
latter had subm�tted to the Poles, un�ted themselves aga�n to those
brethren, now once more free, now once more Cossacks, and from
th�s t�me the ex�stence of the Ss�echa as a separate commun�ty
seems to have ceased; �t became �ncorporated �n L�ttle Russ�a and
rema�ned noth�ng more than a stand�ng encampment of Cossacks,
ever ready at the command of the hetman of L�ttle Russ�a. W�th L�ttle
Russ�a, �t subm�tted �tself to �ts co-rel�g�onary Russ�an Czar Alex�s
(1654), and, w�th L�ttle Russ�a, �t rema�ned true to the Emperor Peter
I. when on the f�eld of Poltava (1709). Hetman Mazeppa proved
tra�tor to h�m. But by degrees, as the c�v�l�zat�on of Western Europe
spread �n Russ�a, and a more regular mode of adm�n�strat�on was
enforced �n L�ttle Russ�a, the Zaporogh�an Cossacks began to grow
d�saffected. At last, when Cather�ne II. annexed to her emp�re the
k�ngdom of Poland, and ach�eved the conquest of the Cr�mea and all
the north-western part of the sea-board of the Black Sea, the
Ss�echa had no longer any reason to prolong �ts ex�stence, as �t lost
�ts pos�t�on of an outpost aga�nst the foes of the country, and became
surrounded by Russ�an possess�ons. Some of the Zaporogh�ans
were loth to subm�t to the leg�slature and adm�n�strat�on wh�ch the
Czar�na framed for her emp�re. Headed by the�r Ataman Nekrassoff,
they fled to Turkey, and the ex�stence of the Ss�echa ceased w�th the
sound of the�r horsehoofs dy�ng away �n the d�stance.
Th�s br�ef sketch suff�c�ently proves that the Zaporogh�an Cossacks
had noth�ng �n common w�th the Cossacks of the present day. The
latter form a stand�ng m�l�t�a, l�v�ng on the�r own lands s�tuated oh the
southern and eastern borders of Russ�a. They are bound to ma�nta�n
at the�r own cost a f�xed number of reg�ments of horse and foot, and
are governed by the�r respect�ve atamans. The pr�nc�pal of these
Cossacks are, those of the Don, whose ataman was the renowned
Platoff; those of the Black Sea (Czernomortzy); of the Caucasus; of
Astrakhan; of Orenburg; and of the Ural, one of whom was
Poogachoff, the pseudo-Peter III.; of S�ber�a; and a recently formed
corps of the Trans-Ba�kal�an Cossacks, hav�ng the guard�ansh�p of
the Russ�an front�er towards Ch�na.



"THE NIGHT OF CHRISTMAS EVE," �s a ser�es of com�c scenes taken
from the l�fe of the peasants �n L�ttle Russ�a �n the last century.
"TARASS BOOLBA," �s a graph�c, l�vely, and, what �s more, a h�stor�cally
true p�cture of the state of the Zaporogh�an Ss�echa at the beg�nn�ng
of the rel�g�ous wars w�th Poland.
The or�g�nal tales were wr�tten �n Russ�an, m�xed up, espec�ally �n the
conversat�ons, w�th the nat�ve �d�om of the author, who was a L�ttle
Russ�an. Now, although, as S�r Jerome Horsey[7] reports, Queen
El�zabeth boasted, when speak�ng of the Russ�an language, that
"she could qu�ckl�e lern �t," yet �t has always proved a stumbl�ng
block to fore�gners, and few, �f any, Engl�shmen can apprec�ate at �ts
full value the pecul�ar�t�es of "th�s famoust and most cop�us language
�n the worlde," espec�ally �n conjunct�on w�th the L�ttle Russ�an �d�om,
wh�ch even some Russ�ans do not understand. In a translat�on, of
course, many of the beaut�es of the or�g�nal must d�sappear,
part�cularly those wh�ch depend upon elegance of style, and th�s was
one of the qual�t�es of Gogol. But Gogol had one qual�ty bes�des, that
gave h�m a prom�nent place amongst authors, makes h�m t�ll now the
most popular wr�ter �n Russ�a, and caused h�s death to be lamented
as an �rretr�evable loss to Russ�an l�terature: �t was h�s art of mak�ng
h�s reader jo�n h�m �n laughter whenever he laughs, �n sorrow
whenever he weeps, and to �nfluence the feel�ngs of h�s reader w�th
every feel�ng he feels h�mself, and, above all, w�th that one wh�ch
predom�nates �n h�s heart-enthous�ast�c love of h�s nat�ve country.
The translator w�ll be happy �f, �n rema�n�ng fa�thful to the or�g�nal, he
has been so fortunate as to g�ve even a fa�nt outl�ne of �ts beaut�es.

[1] "Free as a Cossack" �s a common phrase �n Russ�a.
[2] Zaporogh�an means "beyond the rap�ds." Ss�echa has two
mean�ngs: f�rst, a place �n a forest where trees have be en cut
down; secondly, a slaughter, the th�ckest of a f�ght.

[3] Ataman (a rank st�ll preserved amongst the Russ�an �rregular
troops and s�gn�fy�ng ch�ef) �s a t�tle qu�te d�fferent from that of
hetman, who was the elect�ve pr�nce of L�ttle Russ�a. The last who
bore the t�tle of hetman was the favour�te and supposed husband



of the Empress El�zabeth, Count Razumoffsky. Count Platoff, who
led the Cossacks �n the war aga�nst Napoleon I. �s m�scalled
hetman by fore�gners: he was �n fact only ataman.
[4] Kooren �s der�ved from a word s�gn�fy�ng "to smoke." It
des�gnated the abode of a company whose f�res smoked �n
common, and who had one common store of prov�s�ons.

[5] A koorennoï ataman was the ch�ef of a kooren, and had to
super�ntend the d�str�but�on of the v�ctuals, and the d�v�s�on of the
spo�l taken by h�s kooren.
[6] L�terally, "Ch�ef of the encampment."

[7] S�r Jerome Horsey, or�g�nally a clerk of the "Company of
Engl�sh Merchants Adventurers," trad�ng w�th Muscovy, had been
occas�onally employed as d�plomat�c messenger by Queen
El�zabeth and by Czar Ivan (the Terr�ble), and h�s son Czar
Theodore. H�s travels, publ�shed some years ago, conta�n much
h�ghly �nterest�ng �nformat�on about the commerc�al �ntercourse
between England and Russ�a �n the latter part of the s�xteenth
century.

COSSACK TALES.

THE NIGHT OF CHRISTMAS EVE:

A LEGEND OF LITTLE RUSSIA.

BY NICHOLAS GOGOL.

The last day before Chr�stmas had just closed. A br�ght w�nter n�ght
had come on, stars had appeared, and the moon rose majest�cally �n
the heavens to sh�ne upon good men and the whole of the world, so
that they m�ght ga�ly s�ng carols and hymns �n pra�se of the nat�v�ty of
Chr�st. The frost had grown more severe than dur�ng the day; but, to



make up for th�s, everyth�ng had become so st�ll that the cr�sp�ng of
the snow under foot m�ght be heard nearly half a verst round. As yet
there was not a s�ngle group of young peasants to be seen under the
w�ndows of the cottages; the moon alone peeped stealth�ly �n at
them, as �f �nv�t�ng the ma�dens, who were deck�ng themselves, to
make haste and have a run on the cr�sp snow. Suddenly, out of the
ch�mney of one of the cottages, volumes of smoke ascended �n
clouds towards the heavens, and �n the m�dst of those clouds rose,
on a besom, a w�tch.
If at that t�me the mag�strate of Soroch�nsk[1] had happened to pass
�n h�s carr�age, drawn by three horses, h�s head covered by a lancer
cap w�th sheepsk�n tr�mm�ng, and wrapped �n h�s great cloak,
covered w�th blue cloth and l�ned w�th black sheepsk�n, and w�th h�s
t�ghtly pla�ted lash, wh�ch he uses for mak�ng the dr�ver dr�ve faster—
�f th�s worthy gentleman had happened to pass at that t�me, no doubt
he would have seen the w�tch, because there �s no w�tch who could
gl�de away w�thout h�s see�ng her. He knows to a certa�nty how many
suck�ng p�gs each sw�ne br�ngs forth �n each cottage, how much
l�nen l�es �n each box, and what each one has pawned �n the brandy-
shop out of h�s clothes or h�s household furn�ture. But the mag�strate
of Soroch�nsk happened not to pass; and then, what has he to do
w�th those out of h�s jur�sd�ct�on? he has h�s own c�rcu�t. And the
w�tch by th�s t�me had r�sen so h�gh that she only looked l�ke a l�ttle
dark spot up above; but wherever that spot went, one star after
another d�sappeared from heaven. In a short t�me the w�tch had got
a whole sleeveful of them. Some three or four only rema�ned sh�n�ng.
On a sudden, from the oppos�te s�de, appeared another spot, wh�ch
went on grow�ng, spread�ng, and soon became no longer a spot. A
short-s�ghted man, had he put, not only spectacles, but even the
wheels of a br�tzka on h�s nose, would never have been able to
make out what �t was. In front, �t was just l�ke a German;[2] a narrow
snout, �ncessantly turn�ng on every s�de, and smell�ng about, ended
l�ke those of our p�gs, �n a small, round, flattened end; �ts legs were
so th�n, that had the v�llage elder got no better, he would have
broken them to p�eces �n the f�rst squatt�ng-dance. But, as �f to make
amends for these def�c�enc�es, �t m�ght have been taken, v�ewed



from beh�nd, for the prov�nc�al advocate, so much was �ts long
po�nted ta�l l�ke the sk�rt of our dress-coats. And yet, a look at the
goat's beard under �ts snout, at the small horns st�ck�ng out of �ts
head, and at the whole of �ts f�gure, wh�ch was no wh�ter than that of
a ch�mney sweeper, would have suff�ced to make any one guess that
�t was ne�ther a German nor a prov�nc�al advocate, but the Dev�l �n
person, to whom only one n�ght more was left for walk�ng about the
world and tempt�ng good men to s�n. On the morrow, at the f�rst
stroke of the church bell, he was to run, w�th h�s ta�l between h�s
legs, back to h�s quarters. The dev�l then, as the dev�l �t was, stole
war�ly to the moon, and stretched out h�s hand to get hold of �t; but at
the very same moment he drew �t hast�ly back aga�n, as �f he had
burnt �t, shook h�s foot, sucked h�s f�ngers, ran round on the other
s�de, sprang at the moon once more, and once more drew h�s hand
away. St�ll, notw�thstand�ng h�s be�ng baffled, the cunn�ng dev�l d�d
not des�st from h�s m�sch�evous des�gns. Dash�ng desperately
forwards, he grasped the moon w�th both hands, and, mak�ng wry
faces and blow�ng hard, he threw �t from one hand to the other, l�ke a
peasant who has taken a l�ve coal �n h�s hand to l�ght h�s p�pe. At
last, he hast�ly h�d �t �n h�s pocket, and went on h�s way as �f noth�ng
had happened. At D�kanka,[3] nobody suspected that the dev�l had
stolen the moon. It �s true that the v�llage scr�be, com�ng out of the
brandy-shop on all fours, saw how the moon, w�thout any apparent
reason, danced �n the sky, and took h�s oath of �t before the whole
v�llage, but the d�strustful v�llagers shook the�r heads, and even
laughed at h�m. And now, what was the reason that the dev�l had
dec�ded on such an unlawful step? S�mply th�s: he knew very well
that the r�ch Cossack[4] Choop[5] was �nv�ted to an even�ng party at
the par�sh clerk's, where he was to meet the elder, also a relat�on of
the clerk, who was �n the archb�shop's chapel, and who wore a blue
coat and had a most sonorous basso profondo, the Cossack
Sverbygooze, and some other acqua�ntances; where there would be
for supper, not only the koot�a,[6] but also a varenookha,[7] as well as
corn-brandy, flavoured w�th saffron, and d�vers other da�nt�es. He
knew that �n the mean t�me Choop's daughter, the belle of the
v�llage, would rema�n at home; and he knew, moreover, that to th�s
daughter would come the blacksm�th, a lad of athlet�c strength,



whom the dev�l held �n greater avers�on than even the sermons of
Father Kondrat. When the blacksm�th had no work on hand, he used
to pract�se pa�nt�ng, and had acqu�red the reputat�on of be�ng the
best pa�nter �n the whole d�str�ct. Even the Centur�on[8] had expressly
sent for h�m to Poltava, for the purpose of pa�nt�ng the wooden
pal�sade round h�s house. All the tureens out of wh�ch the Cossacks
of D�kanka ate the�r borsch,[9] were adorned w�th the pa�nt�ngs of the
blacksm�th. He was a man of great p�ety, and often pa�nted �mages
of the sa�nts; even now, some of them may be seen �n the v�llage
church; but h�s masterp�ece was a pa�nt�ng on the r�ght s�de of the
church-door; �n �t he had represented the Apostle Peter, at the Day of
Judgment, w�th the keys �n h�s hand, dr�v�ng the ev�l sp�r�t out of hell;
the terr�f�ed dev�l, apprehend�ng h�s ru�n, rushed h�ther and th�ther,
and the s�nners, freed from the�r �mpr�sonment, pursued and
thrashed h�m w�th scourges, logs of wood, and anyth�ng that came to
hand. All the t�me that the blacksm�th was busy w�th th�s p�cture, and
was pa�nt�ng �t on a great board, the dev�l used all h�s endeavours to
spo�l �t; he pushed h�s hand, ra�sed the ashes out of the forge, and
spread them over the pa�nt�ng; but, notw�thstand�ng all th�s, the work
was f�n�shed, the board was brought to the church, and f�xed �n the
wall of the porch. From that t�me the dev�l vowed vengeance on the
blacksm�th. He had only one n�ght left to roam about the world, but
even �n that n�ght he sought to play some ev�l tr�ck upon the
blacksm�th. For th�s reason he, had resolved to steal the moon, for
he knew that old Choop was lazy above all th�ngs, not qu�ck to st�r
h�s feet; that the road to the clerk's was long, and went across back
lanes, next to m�lls, along the churchyard, and over the top of a
prec�p�ce; and though the varenookha and the saffron brandy m�ght
have got the better of Choop's laz�ness on a moonl�ght n�ght, yet, �n
such darkness, �t would be d�ff�cult to suppose that anyth�ng could
preva�l on h�m to get down from h�s oven[10] and qu�t h�s cottage.
And the blacksm�th, who had long been at var�ance w�th Choop,
would not on any account, �n sp�te even of h�s strength, v�s�t h�s
daughter �n h�s presence.
So stood events: hardly had the dev�l h�dden the moon �n h�s pocket,
when all at once �t grew so dark that many could not have found the�r



way to the brandy-shop, st�ll less to the clerk's. The w�tch, f�nd�ng
herself suddenly �n darkness, shr�eked aloud. The dev�l com�ng near
her, took her hand, and began to wh�sper to her those same th�ngs
wh�ch are usually wh�spered to all womank�nd.
How oddly th�ngs go on �n th�s world of ours! Every one who l�ves �n
�t endeavours to copy and ape h�s ne�ghbour. Of yore there was
nobody at M�rgorod[11] but the judge and the mayor, who �n w�nter
wore fur cloaks covered w�th cloth; all the�r subord�nates went �n
pla�n uncovered too-loops;[12] and now, only see, the deputy, as well
as the under-cash�er, wear new cloaks of black sheep fur covered
w�th cloth. Two years ago, the v�llage-scr�be and the town-clerk
bought blue nankeen, for wh�ch they pa�d full s�xty copecks the
arsheen.[13] The sexton, too, has found �t necessary to have
nankeen trousers for the summer, and a str�ped woollen wa�stcoat. In
short, there �s no one who does not try to cut a f�gure. When w�ll the
t�me come when men w�ll des�st from van�ty? One may wager that
many w�ll be aston�shed at f�nd�ng the dev�l mak�ng love. The most
provok�ng part of �t �s, to th�nk that really he fanc�es h�mself a beau,
when the fact �s, that he has such a ph�z, that one �s ashamed to
look at �t—such a ph�z, that, as one of my fr�ends says, �t �s the
abom�nat�on of abom�nat�ons; and yet, he, too, ventures to make
love!
But �t grew so dark �n the sky, and under the sky, that there was no
poss�b�l�ty of further see�ng what passed between the dev�l and the
w�tch.
"So thou sayest, k�nsman, that thou hast not yet been �n the clerk's
new abode?" sa�d the Cossack Choop, stepp�ng out of h�s cottage,
to a tall meagre peasant �n a short tooloop, w�th a well grown beard,
wh�ch �t was ev�dent had rema�ned at least a fortn�ght untouched by
the p�ece of scythe, wh�ch the peasants use �nstead of a razor,[14]

"There w�ll be a good dr�nk�ng party," cont�nued Choop,
endeavour�ng to sm�le at these words, "only we must not be too
late;" and w�th th�s Choop drew st�ll closer h�s belt, wh�ch was t�ghtly
g�rded round h�s tooloop, pulled h�s cap over h�s eyes, and grasped



more f�rmly h�s wh�p, the terror of �mportunate dogs; but look�ng up,
rema�ned f�xed to the spot. "What the dev�l! look, k�nsman!"
"What now?" uttered the k�nsman, also l�ft�ng up h�s head.
"What now? Why, where �s the moon gone?"
"Ah! sure enough, gone she �s."
"Yes, that she �s!" sa�d Choop, somewhat cross at the equan�m�ty of
the k�nsman, "and �t's all the same to thee."
"And how could I help �t?"
"That must be the tr�ck of some ev�l sp�r�t," cont�nued Choop, rubb�ng
h�s mustach�os w�th h�s sleeve. "Wretched dog, may he f�nd no glass
of brandy �n the morn�ng! Just as �f �t were to laugh at us; and I was
purposely look�ng out of w�ndow as I was s�tt�ng �n the room; such a
splend�d n�ght; so l�ght, the snow sh�n�ng so br�ghtly �n the moonl�ght;
everyth�ng to be seen as �f by day; and now we have hardly crossed
the threshold, and behold �t �s as dark as bl�ndness!"
And Choop cont�nued a long t�me �n the same stra�n, moan�ng and
groan�ng, and th�nk�ng all the wh�le what was to be done. He greatly
w�shed to have a goss�p about all sorts of nonsense at the clerk's
lodg�ngs, where, he felt qu�te sure, were already assembled the
elder, the newly arr�ved basso profondo, as well as the tar-maker
N�k�ta, who went every fortn�ght to Poltava on bus�ness, and who told
such funny stor�es that h�s hearers used to laugh t�ll they were
obl�ged to hold the�r belts. Choop even saw, �n h�s m�nd's eye, the
varenookha brought forth upon the table. All th�s was most ent�c�ng,
�t �s true; but then the darkness of the n�ght put h�m �n m�nd of the
laz�ness wh�ch �s so very dear to every Cossack. Would �t not be well
now to l�e upon the oven, w�th h�s feet drawn up to h�s body, qu�etly
enjoy�ng a p�pe, and l�sten�ng through a del�ghtful drows�ness to the
songs and carols of the gay lads and ma�dens who would come �n
crowds under the w�ndows? Were Choop alone, there �s no doubt he
would have preferred the latter; but to go �n company would not be
so ted�ous or so fr�ghtful after all, be the n�ght ever so dark; bes�des,
he d�d not choose to appear to another e�ther lazy or t�morous; so,



putt�ng an end to h�s grumbl�ng, he once more turned to the k�nsman.
"Well, k�nsman; so the moon �s gone?"
"She �s."
"Really, �t �s very strange! G�ve me a p�nch of thy snuff. Beaut�ful
snuff �t �s; where dost thou buy �t, k�nsman?"
"I should l�ke to know what �s so beaut�ful �n �t;" answered the
k�nsman, shutt�ng h�s snuff-box, made of b�rch bark and adorned w�th
d�fferent des�gns pr�cked on �t; "�t would not make an old hen
sneeze."
"I remember," cont�nued Choop �n the same stra�n, "the defunct pot-
house keeper, Zoozooha, once brought me some snuff from N�eg�n.
[15] That was what I call snuff—cap�tal snuff! Well, k�nsman, what are
we to do? The n�ght �s dark."
"Well, I am ready to rema�n at home," answered the k�nsman tak�ng
hold of the handle of the door.
Had not the k�nsman spoken thus, Choop would have dec�dedly
rema�ned at home; but now, there was someth�ng wh�ch prompted
h�m to do qu�te the contrary. "No, k�nsman; we w�ll go; go we must;"
and wh�lst say�ng th�s, he was already cross w�th h�mself for hav�ng
thus spoken. He was much d�spleased at hav�ng to walk so far on
such a n�ght, and yet he felt grat�f�ed at hav�ng had h�s own way, and
hav�ng gone contrary to the adv�ce he had rece�ved. The k�nsman,
w�thout the least express�on of d�scontent on h�s face, l�ke a man
perfectly �nd�fferent to s�tt�ng at home or to tak�ng a walk, looked
round, scratched h�s shoulder w�th the handle of h�s cudgel, and
away went the two k�nsmen.
Let us now take a glance at what Choop's beaut�ful daughter was
about when left alone. Oxana has not yet completed her seventeenth
year, and already all the people of D�kanka, nay, even the people
beyond �t, talk of noth�ng but her beauty. The young men are
unan�mous �n the�r dec�s�on, and have procla�med her the most
beaut�ful g�rl that ever was, or ever can be, �n the v�llage. Oxana
knows th�s well, and hears everyth�ng that �s sa�d about her, and she
�s, of course, as capr�c�ous as a beauty knows how to be. Had she



been born to wear a lady's elegant dress, �nstead of a s�mple
peasant's pett�coat and apron, she would doubtless have proved so
f�ne a lady that no ma�d could have rema�ned �n her serv�ce. The lads
followed her �n crowds; but she used to put the�r pat�ence to such
tr�als, that they all ended by leav�ng her to herself, and tak�ng up w�th
other g�rls, not so spo�led as she was. The blacksm�th was the only
one who d�d not des�st from h�s love su�t, but cont�nued �t,
notw�thstand�ng her �ll-treatment, �n wh�ch he had no less share than
the others.
When her father was gone, Oxana rema�ned for a long t�me deck�ng
herself, and coquett�ng before a small look�ng-glass, framed �n t�n.
She could not t�re of adm�r�ng her own l�keness �n the glass. "Why do
men talk so much about my be�ng so pretty?" sa�d she, absently,
merely for the sake of goss�p�ng aloud. "Nonsense; there �s noth�ng
pretty �n me." But the m�rror, reflect�ng her fresh, an�mated, ch�ld�sh
features, w�th br�ll�ant dark eyes, and a sm�le most �nexpress�bly
bew�tch�ng, proved qu�te the contrary. "Unless," cont�nued the
beauty, hold�ng up the m�rror, "may be, my black eyebrows and my
dark eyes are so pretty that no prett�er are to be found �n the world;
as for th�s l�ttle snub nose of m�ne, and my cheeks and my l�ps, what
�s there pretty �n them? or, are my tresses so very beaut�ful? Oh! one
m�ght be fr�ghtened at them �n the dark; they seem l�ke so many
serpents tw�n�ng round my head. No, I see very well that I am not at
all beaut�ful!" And then, on a sudden, hold�ng the look�ng-glass a l�ttle
further off, "No," she excla�med, exult�ngly, "No, I really am pretty!
and how pretty! how beaut�ful! What joy shall I br�ng to h�m whose
w�fe I am to be! How del�ghted w�ll my husband be to look at me! He
w�ll forget all other thoughts �n h�s love for me! He w�ll smother me
w�th k�sses."
"A strange g�rl, �ndeed," muttered the blacksm�th who had �n the
mean t�me entered the room, "and no small share of van�ty has she
got! There she stands for the last hour, look�ng at herself �n the
glass, and cannot leave off, and moreover pra�ses herself aloud."
"Yes, �ndeed lads! �s any one of you a match for me?" went on the
pretty fl�rt; "look at me, how gracefully I walk; my bod�ce �s
embro�dered w�th red s�lk, and what r�bbons I have got for my ha�r!



You have never seen any to be compared to them! All th�s my father
has bought on purpose for me, that I may marry the smartest fellow
that ever was born!" and so say�ng, she laugh�ngly turned round and
saw the blacksm�th. She uttered a cry and put on a severe look,
stand�ng stra�ght before h�m. The blacksm�th stood qu�te abashed. It
would be d�ff�cult to spec�fy the mean�ng of the strange g�rl's
somewhat sunburnt face; there was a degree of sever�ty �n �t, and, �n
th�s same sever�ty, somewhat of ra�llery at the blacksm�th's
bashfulness, as well as a l�ttle vexat�on, wh�ch spread an almost
�mpercept�ble blush over her features. All th�s was so compl�cated,
and became her so adm�rably Well, that the best th�ng to have done
would have been to g�ve her thousands and thousands of k�sses.
"Why d�dst thou come h�ther?" she began. "Dost thou w�sh me to
take up the shovel and dr�ve thee from the house? Oh! you, all of
you, know well how to �ns�nuate yourselves �nto our company! You
scent out �n no t�me when the father has turned h�s back on the
house. Oh! I know you well! Is my box f�n�shed?"
"It w�ll be ready, dear heart of m�ne—�t w�ll be ready after the fest�val.
Couldst thou but know how much trouble �t has cost me—two n�ghts
d�d I never leave my sm�thy. Sure enough, thou w�lt f�nd no such box
anywhere, not even belong�ng to a pr�est's w�fe. The �ron I used for
b�nd�ng �t! I d�d not use the l�ke even for the centur�on's tarata�ka,[16]

when I went to Poltava. And then, the pa�nt�ng of �t. Wert thou to go
on thy wh�te feet round all the d�str�ct, thou wouldst not f�nd such
another pa�nt�ng. The whole of the box w�ll sparkle w�th red and blue
flowers. It w�ll be a del�ght to look upon �t. Be not angry w�th me.
Allow me—be �t only to speak to thee—nay, even to look at thee."
"Who means to forb�d �t? speak and look," and she sat down on the
bench, threw one more glance at the glass, and began to adjust the
pla�ts on her head, looked at her neck, at her new bod�ce,
embro�dered w�th s�lk, and a scarcely v�s�ble express�on of self-
content played over her l�ps and cheeks and br�ghtened her eyes.
"Allow me to s�t down bes�de thee," sa�d the blacksm�th.
"Be seated," answered Oxana, preserv�ng the same express�on
about her mouth and �n her looks.



"Beaut�ful Oxana! nobody w�ll ever have done look�ng at thee—let
me k�ss thee!" excla�med the blacksm�th recover�ng h�s presence of
m�nd, and draw�ng her towards h�m, endeavoured to snatch a k�ss;
her cheek was already at an �mpercept�ble d�stance from the
blacksm�th's l�ps, when Oxana sprang as�de and pushed h�m back.
"What w�lt thou want next? When one has got honey, he wants a
spoon too. Away w�th thee! thy hands are harder than �ron, and thou
smellest of smoke thyself; I really th�nk thou hast besmeared me w�th
thy soot." She then took the m�rror and once more began to adorn
herself.
"She does not care for me," thought the blacksm�th, hang�ng down
h�s head. "Everyth�ng �s but play to her, and I am here l�ke a fool
stand�ng before her and never tak�ng my eyes off her. Charm�ng g�rl.
What would I not do only to know what �s pass�ng �n her heart.
Whom does she love? But no, she cares for no one, she �s fond only
of herself, she del�ghts �n the suffer�ngs she causes to my own poor
self, and my gr�ef prevents me from th�nk�ng of anyth�ng else, and I
love her as nobody �n the world ever loved or �s l�kely to love."
"Is �t true that thy mother �s a w�tch?" asked Oxana laugh�ng; and the
blacksm�th felt as �f everyth�ng w�th�n h�m laughed too, as �f that
laugh had found an echo �n h�s heart and �n all h�s ve�ns; and at the
same t�me he felt provoked at hav�ng no r�ght to cover w�th k�sses
that pretty laugh�ng face.
"What do I care about my mother! Thou art my mother, my father—
all that I hold prec�ous �n the world! Should the Czar send for me to
h�s presence and say to me, 'Blacksm�th Vakoola,' ask of me
whatever I have best �n my realm—I'll g�ve �t all to thee; I'll order to
have made for thee a golden sm�thy, where thou shalt forge w�th
s�lver hammers.' 'I'll none of �t,' would I answer the Czar. 'I'll have no
prec�ous stones, no golden sm�thy, no, not even the whole of thy
realm—g�ve me only my Oxana!'"
"Now, only see what a man thou art! But my father has got another
�dea �n h�s head; thou'lt see �f he does not marry thy mother!"[17] sa�d
Oxana w�th an arch sm�le. "But what can �t mean? the ma�dens are
not yet come—�t �s h�gh t�me for caroll�ng. I am gett�ng dull."



"Never m�nd about them, my beauty!"
"But, of course, I do m�nd; they w�ll doubtless br�ng some lads w�th
them, and then, how merry we shall be! I fancy all the droll stor�es
that w�ll be told!"
"So thou feelest merry w�th them?"
"Of course merr�er than w�th thee. Ah! there �s somebody knock�ng at
the door; �t must be the ma�dens and the lads!"
"Why need I stay any longer?" thought the blacksm�th. "She laughs
at me; she cares no more about me than about a rust-eaten
horseshoe. But, be �t so. I w�ll at least g�ve no one an opportun�ty to
laugh at me. Let me only mark who �t �s she prefers to me. I'll teach
h�m how to"—
H�s med�tat�on was cut short by a loud knock�ng at the door, and a
harsh "Open the door," rendered st�ll harsher by the frost.
"Be qu�et, I'll go and open �t myself," sa�d the blacksm�th, stepp�ng
�nto the passage w�th the f�rm �ntent�on of g�v�ng vent to h�s wrath by
break�ng the bones of the f�rst man who should come �n h�s way.
The frost �ncreased, and �t became so cold that the dev�l went
hopp�ng from one hoof to the other, and blow�ng h�s f�ngers to warm
h�s benumbed hands. And, of course, he could not feel otherw�se
than qu�te frozen: all day long he d�d noth�ng but saunter about hell,
where, as everybody knows, �t �s by no means so cold as �n our
w�nter a�r; and where, w�th h�s cap on h�s head, and stand�ng before
a furnace as �f really a cook, he felt as much pleasure �n roast�ng
s�nners as a peasant's w�fe feels at fry�ng sausages for Chr�stmas.
The w�tch, though warmly clad, felt cold too, so l�ft�ng up her arms,
and putt�ng one foot before the other, just as �f she were skat�ng,
w�thout mov�ng a l�mb, she sl�d down as �f from a slop�ng �ce
mounta�n r�ght �nto the ch�mney. The dev�l followed her example; but
as th�s creature �s sw�fter than any boot-wear�ng beau, �t �s not at all
aston�sh�ng that at the very entrance of the ch�mney, he went down
upon the shoulders of the w�tch and both sl�pped down together �nto
a w�de oven, w�th pots all round �t. The lady traveller f�rst of all
no�selessly opened the oven-door a l�ttle, to see �f her son Vakoola



had not brought home some party of fr�ends; but there be�ng nobody
�n the room, and only some sacks ly�ng �n the m�ddle of �t on the
floor, she crept out of the oven, took off her warm coat, put her dress
�n order, and was qu�te t�dy �n no t�me, so that nobody could ever
poss�bly have suspected her of hav�ng r�dden on a besom a m�nute
before.
The mother of the blacksm�th Vakoola was not more than forty; she
was ne�ther handsome nor pla�n; �ndeed �t �s d�ff�cult to be handsome
at that age. Yet, she knew well how to make herself pleasant to the
aged Cossacks (who, by-the-bye, d�d not care much about a
handsome face); many went to call upon her, the elder, Ass�p
N�k�phorov�tch the clerk (of course when h�s w�fe was from home),
the Cossack Korn�us Choop, the Cossack Kass�an Sverbygooze. At
all events th�s must be sa�d for her, she perfectly well understood
how to manage w�th them; none of them ever suspected for a
moment that he had a r�val. Was a p�ous peasant go�ng home from
church on some hol�day; or was a Cossack, �n bad weather, on h�s
way to the brandy-shop; what should prevent h�m from pay�ng
Solokha a v�s�t, to eat some greasy curd dumpl�ngs w�th sour cream,
and to have a goss�p w�th the talkat�ve and good-natured m�stress of
the cottage? And the Cossack made a long c�rcu�t on h�s way to the
brandy-shop, and called �t "just look�ng �n as he passed." When
Solokha went to church on a hol�day, she always wore a gay-
coloured pett�coat, w�th another short blue one over �t, adorned w�th
two gold bra�ds, sewed on beh�nd �t �n the shape of two curly
mustach�os. When she took her place at the r�ght s�de of the church,
the clerk was sure to cough and tw�nkle h�s eyes at her; the elder
tw�rled h�s mustach�os, tw�sted h�s crown-lock of ha�r round h�s ear,
and sa�d to h�s ne�ghbour, "A splend�d woman! a dev�l�sh f�ne
woman!" Solokha nodded to every one, and every one thought that
Solokha nodded to h�m alone. But those who l�ked to pry �nto other
people's bus�ness, not�ced that Solokha exerted the utmost of her
c�v�l�ty towards the Cossack Choop.
Choop was a w�dower; e�ght r�cks of corn stood always before h�s
cottage: two strong bulls used to put the�r heads out of the�r wattled
shed, gaze up and down the street, and bellow every t�me they



caught a gl�mpse of the�r cous�n a cow, or the�r uncle the stout ox;
the bearded goat cl�mbed up to the very roof, and bleated from
thence �n a key as shr�ll as that of the mayor, and teased the turkeys
wh�ch were proudly walk�ng �n the yard, and turned h�s back as soon
as he saw h�s �nveterate enem�es, the urch�ns, who used to laugh at
h�s beard. In Choop's boxes there was plenty of l�nen, plenty of warm
coats, and many old-fash�oned dresses bound w�th gold bra�d; for h�s
late w�fe had been a dash�ng woman. Every year, there was a couple
of beds planted w�th tobacco �n h�s k�tchen-garden, wh�ch was,
bes�des, well prov�ded w�th popp�es, cabbages, and sunflowers. All
th�s, Solokha thought, would su�t very well �f un�ted to her own
household; she was already mentally regulat�ng the management of
th�s property when �t should pass �nto her hands; and so she went on
�ncreas�ng �n k�ndness towards old Choop. At the same t�me, to
prevent her son Vakoola from mak�ng an �mpress�on on Choop's
daughter, and gett�ng the whole of the property (�n wh�ch case she
was sure of not be�ng allowed to �nterfere w�th anyth�ng), she had
recourse to the usual means of all women of her age—she took
every opportun�ty to make Choop quarrel w�th the blacksm�th. These
very art�f�ces were perhaps the cause that �t came to be rumoured
amongst the old women (part�cularly when they happened to take a
drop too much at some gay party) that Solokha was pos�t�vely a
w�tch; that young K�z�akaloopenko had seen on her back a ta�l no
b�gger than a common sp�ndle; that on the last Thursday but one she
ran across the road �n the shape of a black k�tten; that once there
had come to the pr�est a hog, wh�ch crowed l�ke a cock, put on
Father Kondrat's hat, and then ran away. It so happened that as the
old women were d�scuss�ng th�s po�nt, there came by Tym�sh
Korost�avo�, the herdsman. He could not help tell�ng how, last
summer, just before St. Peter's fast, as he la�d h�mself down for
sleep �n h�s shed, and had put some straw under h�s head, w�th h�s
own eyes he beheld the w�tch, w�th her ha�r unpla�ted and noth�ng on
but her sh�ft, come and m�lk her cows; how he was so bew�tched that
he could not move any of h�s l�mbs; how she came to h�m and
greased h�s l�ps w�th some nasty stuff, so that he could not help
sp�tt�ng all the next day. And yet all these stor�es seem of a
somewhat doubtful character, because there �s nobody but the



mag�strate of Soroch�nsk who can d�st�ngu�sh a w�tch. Th�s was the
reason why all the ch�ef Cossacks waved the�r hands on hear�ng
such stor�es. "Mere nonsense, stup�d hags!" was the�r usual answer.
Hav�ng come out of the oven and put herself to r�ghts, Solokha, l�ke a
good housew�fe, began to arrange and put everyth�ng �n �ts place;
but she d�d not touch the sacks: "Vakoola had brought them �n—he
m�ght take them out aga�n." In the mean t�me the dev�l, as he was
com�ng down the ch�mney, caught a gl�mpse of Choop, who, arm �n
arm w�th h�s k�nsman, was already a long way off from h�s cottage.
Instantly, the dev�l flew out of the ch�mney, ran across the way, and
began to break asunder the heaps of frozen snow wh�ch were ly�ng
all around. Then began a snow-storm. The a�r was all wh�tened w�th
snow-flakes. The snow went rush�ng backwards and forwards, and
threatened to cover, as �t were w�th a net, the eyes, mouth, and ears
of the pedestr�ans. Then the dev�l flew �nto the ch�mney once more,
qu�te sure that both k�nsmen would retrace the�r steps to Choop's
house, who would f�nd there the blacksm�th, and g�ve h�m so sound a
thrash�ng that the latter would never aga�n have the strength to take
a brush �n h�s hand and pa�nt offens�ve car�catures.
As soon as the snow-storm began, and the w�nd blew sharply �n h�s
eyes, Choop felt some remorse, and, pull�ng h�s cap over h�s very
eyes, he began to abuse h�mself, the dev�l, and h�s own k�nsman.
Yet h�s vexat�on was but assumed; the snow-storm was rather
welcome to Choop. The d�stance they had st�ll to go before reach�ng
the dwell�ng of the clerk was e�ght t�mes as long as that wh�ch they
had already gone; so they turned back. They now had the w�nd
beh�nd them; but noth�ng could be seen through the wh�rl�ng snow.
"Stop, k�nsman, �t seems to me that we have lost our way," sa�d
Choop, after hav�ng gone a l�ttle d�stance. "There �s not a s�ngle
cottage to be seen! Ah! what a storm �t �s! Go a l�ttle on that s�de,
k�nsman, and see �f thou canst not f�nd the road; and I w�ll seek �t on
th�s s�de. Who but the dev�l would ever have persuaded any one to
leave the house �n such a storm! Don't forget, k�nsman, to call me
when thou f�ndest the road. Eh! what a lot of snow the dev�l has sent
�nto my eyes!"



But the road was not to be found. The k�nsman, �n h�s long boots,
started off on one s�de, and, after hav�ng rambled backwards and
forwards, ended by f�nd�ng h�s way r�ght �nto the brandy-shop. He
was so glad of �t that he forgot everyth�ng else, and, after shak�ng off
the snow, stepped �nto the passage w�thout once th�nk�ng about h�s
k�nsman who had rema�ned �n the snow. Choop �n the mean t�me
fanc�ed he had found out the road; he stopped and began to shout
w�th all the strength of h�s lungs, but see�ng that h�s k�nsman d�d not
come, he dec�ded on proceed�ng alone.
In a short t�me he saw h�s cottage. Great heaps of snow lay around �t
and covered �ts roof. Rubb�ng h�s hands, wh�ch were numbed by the
frost, he began to knock at the door, and �n a loud tone ordered h�s
daughter to open �t.
"What dost thou want?" roughly demanded the blacksm�th, stepp�ng
out.
Choop, on recogn�s�ng the blacksm�th's vo�ce, stepped a l�ttle as�de.
"No, surely th�s �s not my cottage," sa�d he to h�mself; "the blacksm�th
would not come to my cottage. And yet—now I look at �t aga�n, �t
cannot be h�s. Whose then, can �t be? Ah! how came I not to know �t
at once! �t �s the cottage of lame Levchenko, who has lately marr�ed
a young w�fe; h�s �s the only one l�ke m�ne. That �s the reason why �t
seemed so strange to me that I got home so soon. But, let me see,
why �s the blacksm�th here? Levchenko, as far as I know, �s now
s�tt�ng at the clerk's. Eh! he! he! he! the blacksm�th comes to see h�s
young w�fe! That's what �t �s! Well, now I see �t all!"
"Who art thou? and what hast thou to do lurk�ng about th�s door?"
asked the blacksm�th, �n a st�ll harsher vo�ce, and com�ng nearer.
"No," thought Choop, "I'll not tell h�m who I am; he m�ght beat me,
the cursed fellow!" and then, chang�ng h�s vo�ce, answered, "My
good man, I come here �n order to amuse you, by s�ng�ng carols
beneath your w�ndow."
"Go to the dev�l w�th thy carols!" angr�ly cr�ed Vakoola. "What dost
thou wa�t for? d�dst thou hear me? be gone, d�rectly."



Choop h�mself had already the same prudent �ntent�on; but he felt
cross at be�ng obl�ged to obey the blacksm�th's command. Some ev�l
sp�r�t seemed to prompt h�m to say someth�ng contrary to Vakoola.
"What makes thee shout �n that way?" asked he �n the same
assumed vo�ce; "my �ntent�on �s to s�ng a carol, and that �s all."
"Ah! words are not suff�c�ent for thee!" and �mmed�ately after, Choop
felt a heavy stroke fall upon h�s shoulders.
"Now, I see, thou art gett�ng quarrelsome!" sa�d he, retreat�ng a few
paces.
"Begone, begone!" excla�med the blacksm�th, str�k�ng aga�n.
"What now!" excla�med Choop, �n a vo�ce wh�ch expressed at the
same t�me pa�n, anger, and fear. "I see thou quarrelest �n good
earnest, and str�kest hard."
"Begone, begone!" aga�n excla�med the blacksm�th, and v�olently
shut the door.
"Look, what a bully!" sa�d Choop, once more alone �n the street. "But
thou hadst better not come near me! There's a man for you! g�v�ng
thyself such a�rs, too! Dost thou th�nk there �s no one to br�ng thee to
reason? I w�ll go, my dear fellow, and to the pol�ce-off�cer w�ll I go. I'll
teach thee who I am! I care not for thy be�ng blacksm�th and pa�nter.
However, I must see to my back and shoulders: I th�nk there are
bru�ses on them. The dev�l's son str�kes hard, �t seems. It �s a p�ty �t's
so cold, I cannot take off my fur coat. Stay a wh�le, confounded
blacksm�th; may the dev�l break thy bones and thy sm�thy too! Take
thy t�me—I w�ll make thee dance, cursed squabbler! But, now I th�nk
of �t, �f he �s not at home, Solokha must be alone. Hem! her dwell�ng
�s not far from here; shall I go? At th�s t�me nobody w�ll trouble us.
Perhaps I may. Ah! that cursed blacksm�th, how he has beaten me!"
And Choop, rubb�ng h�s back, went �n another d�rect�on. The
pleasure wh�ch was �n store for h�m �n meet�ng Solokha, d�verted h�s
thoughts from h�s pa�n, and made h�m qu�te �nsens�ble to the snow
and �ce, wh�ch, notw�thstand�ng the wh�stl�ng of the w�nd, m�ght be
heard crack�ng all around. Somet�mes a half-ben�gnant sm�le
br�ghtened h�s face, whose beard and mustach�os were wh�tened



over by snow w�th the same rap�d�ty as that d�splayed by a barber
who has tyrann�cally got, hold of the nose of h�s v�ct�m. But for the
snow wh�ch danced backwards and forwards before the eyes, Choop
m�ght have been seen a long t�me, stopp�ng now and then to rub h�s
back, mutter�ng, "How pa�nfully that cursed blacksm�th has beaten
me!" and then proceed�ng on h�s way.
At the t�me when the dash�ng gentleman, w�th a ta�l and a goat's
beard, flew out of the ch�mney, and then �nto, the ch�mney aga�n, the
pouch wh�ch hung by a shoulder-belt at h�s s�de, and �n wh�ch he had
h�dden the stolen moon, �n some way or other caught �n someth�ng �n
the oven, flew open, and the moon, ava�l�ng herself of the
opportun�ty, mounted through the ch�mney of Solokha's cottage and
rose majest�cally �n the sky. It grew l�ght all at once; the storm
subs�ded; the snow-covered f�elds seemed all over w�th s�lver, set
w�th crystal stars; even the frost seemed to have grown m�lder;
crowds of lads and lasses made the�r appearance w�th sacks upon
the�r shoulders; songs resounded, and but few cottagers were
w�thout a band of carollers. How beaut�fully the moon sh�nes! It
would be d�ff�cult to descr�be the charm one feels �n saunter�ng on
such a n�ght among the troops of ma�dens who laugh and s�ng, and
of lads who are ready to adopt every tr�ck and �nvent�on suggested
by the gay and sm�l�ng n�ght. The t�ghtly-belted fur coat �s warm; the
frost makes one's cheeks t�ngle more sharply; and the Cunn�ng One,
h�mself, seems, from beh�nd your back, to urge you to all k�nds of
frol�cs. A crowd of ma�dens, w�th sacks, pushed the�r way �nto
Choop's cottage, surrounded Oxana, and bew�ldered the blacksm�th
by the�r shouts, the�r laughter, and the�r stor�es. Every one was �n
haste to tell someth�ng new to the beauty; soft�e unloaded the�r
sacks, and boasted of the quant�ty of loaves, sausages, and curd
dumpl�ngs wh�ch they had already rece�ved �n reward for the�r
caroll�ng. Oxana seemed to be all pleasure and joy, went on
chatter�ng, f�rst w�th one, then w�th another, and never for a moment
ceased laugh�ng. The blacksm�th looked w�th anger and envy at her
joy, and cursed the caroll�ng, notw�thstand�ng h�s hav�ng been mad
about �t h�mself �n former t�mes.



"Odarka," sa�d the joyful beauty, turn�ng to one of the g�rls, "thou hast
got on new boots! Ah! how beaut�ful they are! all ornamented w�th
gold too! Thou art happy, Odarka, to have a su�tor who can make
thee such presents; I have nobody who would g�ve me such pretty
boots!"
"Don't gr�eve about boots, my �ncomparable Oxana!" ch�med �n the
blacksm�th; "I w�ll br�ng thee such boots as few lad�es wear."
"Thou?" sa�d Oxana, throw�ng a qu�ck d�sda�nful glance at h�m. "We
shall see where thou w�lt get such boots as w�ll su�t my foot, unless
thou br�ngest me the very boots wh�ch the Czar�na wears!"
"Just see what she has taken a fancy to now!" shouted the group of
laugh�ng g�rls.
"Yes!" haught�ly cont�nued the beauty, "I call all of you to w�tness,
that �f the blacksm�th Vakoola br�ngs me the very boots wh�ch the
Czar�na wears, I pledge h�m my word �nstantly to marry h�m."
The ma�dens led away the capr�c�ous belle.
"Laugh on, laugh on!" sa�d the blacksm�th, stepp�ng out after them. "I
myself laugh at my own folly. It �s �n va�n that I th�nk, over and over
aga�n, where have I left my w�ts? She does not love me—well, God
be w�th her! Is Oxana the only woman �n all the world? Thanks be to
God! there are many handsome ma�dens �n the v�llage bes�des
Oxana. Yes, �ndeed, what �s Oxana? No good housew�fe w�ll ever be
made out of her; she only understands how to deck herself. No, truly,
�t �s h�gh t�me for me to leave off mak�ng a fool of myself." And yet at
the very moment when he came to th�s resolut�on, the blacksm�th
saw before h�s eyes the laugh�ng face of Oxana, teas�ng h�m w�th the
words—"Br�ng me, blacksm�th, the Czar�na's own boots, and I w�ll
marry thee!" He was all ag�tat�on, and h�s every thought was bent on
Oxana alone.
The caroll�ng groups of lads on one s�de, of ma�dens on the other,
passed rap�dly from street to street. But the blacksm�th went on h�s
way w�thout not�c�ng anyth�ng, and w�thout tak�ng any part �n the
rejo�c�ngs, �n wh�ch, t�ll now, he had del�ghted above all others.



The dev�l had, �n the meanwh�le, qu�ckly reached the utmost l�m�ts of
tenderness �n h�s conversat�on w�th Solokha; he k�ssed her hand w�th
nearly the same faces as the mag�strate used when mak�ng love to
the pr�est's w�fe; he pressed h�s hand upon h�s heart, s�ghed, and
told her that �f she d�d not choose to cons�der h�s pass�on, and meet
�t w�th due return, he had made up h�s m�nd to throw h�mself �nto the
water, and send h�s soul r�ght down to hell. But Solokha was not so
cruel—the more so, as the dev�l, �t �s well known, was �n league w�th
her. Moreover, she l�ked to have some one to fl�rt w�th, and rarely
rema�ned alone. Th�s even�ng she expected to be w�thout any v�s�tor,
on account of all the ch�ef �nhab�tants of the v�llage be�ng �nv�ted to
the clerk's house. And yet qu�te the contrary happened. Hardly had
the dev�l set forth h�s demand, when the vo�ce of the stout elder was
heard. Solokha ran to open the door, and the qu�ck dev�l crept �nto
one of the sacks that were ly�ng on the floor. The elder, after hav�ng
shaken off the snow from h�s cap, and drunk a cup of brandy wh�ch
Solokha presented to h�m, told her that he had not gone to the
clerk's on account of the snow-storm, and that, hav�ng seen a l�ght �n
her cottage, he had come to pass the even�ng w�th her. The elder
had just done speak�ng when there was a knock at the door, and the
clerk's vo�ce was heard from w�thout. "H�de me wherever thou w�lt,"
wh�spered the elder; "I should not l�ke to meet the clerk." Solokha
could not at f�rst conce�ve where so stout a v�s�tor m�ght poss�bly be
h�dden; at last she thought the b�ggest charcoal sack would be f�t for
the purpose; she threw the charcoal �nto a tub, and the sack be�ng
empty, �n went the stout elder, mustach�os, head, cap, and all.
Presently the clerk made h�s appearance, g�v�ng way to a short dry
cough, and rubb�ng h�s hands together. He told her how none of h�s
guests had come, and how he was heart�ly glad of �t, as �t had g�ven
h�m the opportun�ty of tak�ng a walk to her abode, �n sp�te of the
snow-storm. After th�s he came a step nearer to her, coughed once
more, laughed, touched her bare plump arm w�th h�s f�ngers, and
sa�d w�th a sly, and at the same t�me a pleased vo�ce, "What have
you got here, most magn�f�cent Solokha?" after wh�ch words he
jumped back a few steps.
"How, what? Ass�p N�k�phorov�tch! �t �s my arm!" answered Solokha.



"Hem! your arm! he! he! he!" sm�rked the clerk, greatly rejo�ced at h�s
beg�nn�ng, and he took a turn �n the room.
"And what �s th�s, dearest Solokha?" sa�d he, w�th the same
express�on, aga�n com�ng to her, gently touch�ng her throat, and
once more spr�ng�ng back.
"As �f you cannot see for yourself, Ass�p N�k�phorov�tch!" answered
Solokha, "�t �s my throat and my necklace on �t."
"Hem! your necklace upon your throat! he! he! he!" and aga�n d�d the
clerk take a walk, rubb�ng h�s hands.
"And what have you here, unequalled Solokha?"
We know not what the clerk's long f�ngers would now have touched,
�f just at that moment he had not heard a knock at the door, and, at
the same t�me, the vo�ce of the Cossack Choop.
"Heavens! what an unwelcome v�s�tor!" sa�d the clerk �n a fr�ght,
"whatever w�ll happen �f a person of my character �s met here! If �t
should reach the ears of Father Kondrat!" But, �n fact, the
apprehens�on of the clerk was of qu�te a d�fferent descr�pt�on; above
all th�ngs he dreaded lest h�s w�fe should be acqua�nted w�th h�s v�s�t
to Solokha; and he had good reason to dread her, for her powerful
hand had already made h�s th�ck pla�t[18] a very th�n one. "In
Heaven's name, most v�rtuous Solokha!" sa�d he, trembl�ng all over;
"your goodness, as the Scr�pture sa�th, �n St. Luke, chapter the th�r—
th�r—there �s somebody knock�ng, dec�dedly there �s somebody
knock�ng at the door! In Heaven's name let me h�de somewhere!"
Solokha threw the charcoal out of another sack �nto the tub, and �n
crept the clerk, who, be�ng by no means corpulent, sat down at the
very bottom of �t, so that there would have been room enough to put
more than half a sackful of charcoal on top of h�m.
"Good even�ng, Solokha," sa�d Choop, stepp�ng �nto the room, "Thou
d�dst not perhaps expect me? d�dst thou? certa�nly not; may be I
h�ndered thee," cont�nued Choop, putt�ng on a gay mean�ng face,
wh�ch expressed at once that h�s lazy head laboured, and that he
was on the po�nt of say�ng some sharp and sport�ve w�tt�c�sm. "May



be thou wert already engaged �n fl�rt�ng w�th somebody! May be thou
hast already some one h�dden? Is �t so?" sa�d he; and del�ghted at
h�s own w�t, Choop gave way to a hearty laugh, �nwardly exult�ng at
the thought that he was the only one who enjoyed the favours of
Solokha. "Well now, Solokha, g�ve me a glass of brandy; I th�nk the
abom�nable frost has frozen my throat! What a n�ght for a Chr�stmas
eve! As �t began snow�ng, Solokha—-just l�sten, Solokha—as �t
began snow�ng—eh! I cannot move my hands; �mposs�ble to
unbutton my coat! Well, as �t began snow�ng"—
"Open!" cr�ed some one �n the street, at the same t�me g�v�ng a
thump at the door.
"Somebody �s knock�ng at the door!" sa�d Choop, stopp�ng �n h�s
speech.
"Open!" cr�ed the vo�ce, st�ll louder.
"'T�s the blacksm�th!" sa�d Choop, tak�ng h�s cap; "l�sten, Solokha!—
put me wherever thou w�lt! on no account �n the world would I meet
that confounded lad! Dev�l's son! I w�sh he had a bl�ster as b�g as a
haycock under each eye."
Solokha was so fr�ghtened that she rushed backwards and forwards
�n the room, and qu�te unconsc�ous of what she d�d, showed Choop
�nto the same sack where the clerk was already s�tt�ng. The poor
clerk had to restra�n h�s cough and h�s s�ghs when the we�ghty
Cossack sat down almost on h�s head, and placed h�s boots,
covered w�th frozen snow, just on h�s temples.
The blacksm�th came �n, w�thout say�ng a word, w�thout tak�ng off h�s
cap, and threw h�mself on the bench. It was easy to see that he was
�n a very bad temper. Just as Solokha shut the door after h�m, she
heard another tap under the w�ndow. It was the Cossack
Sverbygooze. As to th�s one, he dec�dedly could never have been
h�dden �n a sack, for no sack large enough could ever have been
found. In person, he was even stouter than the elder, and as to
he�ght, he was even taller than Choop's k�nsman. So Solokha went
w�th h�m �nto the k�tchen garden, �n order to hear whatever he had to
say to her.



The blacksm�th looked vacantly round the room, l�sten�ng at t�mes to
the songs of the caroll�ng part�es. H�s eyes rested at last on the
sacks:
"Why do these sacks l�e here? They ought to have been taken away
long ago. Th�s stup�d love has made qu�te a fool of me; to-morrow �s
a fest�val, and the room �s st�ll full of rubb�sh. I w�ll clear �t away �nto
the sm�thy!" And the blacksm�th went to the enormous sacks, t�ed
them as t�ghtly as he could, and would have l�fted them on h�s
shoulders; but �t was ev�dent that h�s thoughts were far away,
otherw�se he could not have helped hear�ng how Choop h�ssed when
the cord w�th wh�ch the sack was t�ed, tw�sted h�s ha�r, and how the
stout elder began to h�ccup very d�st�nctly. "Shall I never get th�s s�lly
Oxana out of my head?" mused the blacksm�th; "I w�ll not th�nk of
her; and yet, �n sp�te of myself I th�nk of her, and of her alone. How �s
�t that thoughts come �nto one's head aga�nst one's own w�ll? What,
the dev�l! Why the sacks appear to have grown heav�er than they
were; �t seems as �f there was someth�ng else bes�des charcoal!
What a fool I am! have I forgotten that everyth�ng seems to me
heav�er than �t used to be. Some t�me ago, w�th one hand I could
bend and unbend a copper co�n, or a horse-shoe; and now, I cannot
l�ft a few sacks of charcoal; soon every breath of w�nd w�ll blow me
off my legs. No," cr�ed he, after hav�ng rema�ned s�lent for a wh�le,
and com�ng to h�mself aga�n, "shall �t be sa�d that I am a woman? No
one shall have the laugh aga�nst me; had I ten such sacks, I would
l�ft them all at once." And, accord�ngly, he threw the sacks upon h�s
shoulders, although two strong men could hardly have l�fted them. "I
w�ll take th�s l�ttle one, too," cont�nued he, tak�ng hold of the l�ttle one,
at the bottom of wh�ch was co�led up the dev�l. "I th�nk I put my
�nstruments �nto �t;" and thus say�ng, he went out of the cottage,
wh�stl�ng the tune:

"No w�fe I'll have to bother me."
Songs and shouts grew louder and louder �n the streets; the crowds
of stroll�ng people were �ncreased by those who came �n from the
ne�ghbour�ng v�llages; the lads gave way to the�r frol�cs and sports.
Often amongst the Chr�stmas carols m�ght be heard a gay song, just
�mprov�sed by some young Cossack. Hearty laughter rewarded the



�mprov�ser. The l�ttle w�ndows of the cottages flew open, and from
them was thrown a sausage or a p�ece of p�e, by the th�n hand of
some old woman or some aged peasant, who alone rema�ned �n-
doors. The booty was eagerly caught �n the sacks of the young
people. In one place, the lads formed a r�ng to surround a group of
ma�dens; noth�ng was heard but shouts and screams; one was
throw�ng a snow-ball, another was endeavour�ng to get hold of a
sack crammed w�th Chr�stmas donat�ons. In another place, the g�rls
caught hold of some youth, or put someth�ng �n h�s way, and down
he fell w�th h�s sack. It seemed as �f the whole of the n�ght would
pass away �n these fest�v�t�es. And the n�ght, as �f on purpose, shone
so br�ll�antly; the gleam of the snow made the beams of the moon
st�ll wh�ter.
The blacksm�th w�th h�s sacks stopped suddenly. He fanc�ed he
heard the vo�ce and the sonorous laughter of Oxana �n the m�dst of a
group of ma�dens. It thr�lled through h�s whole frame; he threw the
sacks on the ground w�th so much force that the clerk, s�tt�ng at the
bottom of one of them, groaned w�th pa�n, and the elder h�ccupped
aloud; then, keep�ng only the l�ttle sack upon h�s shoulders, the
blacksm�th jo�ned a company of lads who followed close after a
group of ma�dens, amongst whom he thought he had heard Oxana's
vo�ce.
"Yes, �ndeed; there she �s! stand�ng l�ke a queen, her dark eyes
sparkl�ng w�th pleasure! There �s a handsome youth speak�ng w�th
her; h�s speech seems very amus�ng, for she �s laugh�ng; but does
she not always laugh?" W�thout know�ng why he d�d �t and as �f
aga�nst h�s w�ll, the blacksm�th pushed h�s way through the crowd,
and stood bes�de her.
"Ah! Vakoola, here art thou; a good even�ng to thee!" sa�d the belle,
w�th the very sm�le wh�ch drove Vakoola qu�te mad. "Well, hast thou
rece�ved much? Eh! what a small sack! And d�dst thou get the boots
that the Czar�na wears? Get those boots and I'll marry thee!" and
away she ran laugh�ng w�th the crowd.
The blacksm�th rema�ned r�veted to the spot. "No, I cannot; I have
not the strength to endure �t any longer," sa�d he at last. "But,



Heavens! why �s she so beaut�ful? Her looks, her vo�ce, all, all about
her makes my blood bo�l! No, I cannot get the better of �t; �t �s t�me to
put an end to th�s. Let my soul per�sh! I'll go and drown myself, and
then all w�ll be over." He dashed forwards w�th hurr�ed steps,
overtook the group, approached Oxana, and sa�d to her �n a resolute
vo�ce: "Farewell, Oxana! Take whatever br�degroom thou pleasest;
make a fool of whom thou w�lt; as for me, thou shalt never more
meet me �n th�s world!" The beauty seemed aston�shed, and was
about to speak, but the blacksm�th waved h�s hand and ran away.
"Wh�ther away, Vakoola?" cr�ed the lads, see�ng h�m run. "Farewell,
brothers," answered the blacksm�th. "God grant that we may meet �n
another world; but �n th�s we meet no more! Fare you well! keep a
k�nd remembrance of me. Pray Father Kondrat to say a mass for my
s�nful soul. Ask h�m forg�veness that I d�d not, on account of worldly
cares, pa�nt the tapers for the church. Everyth�ng that �s found �n my
b�g box I g�ve to the Church; farewell!"—and thus say�ng, the
blacksm�th went on runn�ng, w�th h�s sack on h�s back.
"He has gone mad!" sa�d the lads. "Poor lost soul!" p�ously
ejaculated an old woman who happened to pass by; "I'll go and tell
about the blacksm�th hav�ng hanged h�mself."
Vakoola, after hav�ng run for some t�me along the streets, stopped to
take breath. "Well, where am I runn�ng?" thought he; "�s really all
lost? —I'll try one th�ng more; I'll go to the fat Patzuck, the
Zaporogh�an. They say he knows every dev�l, and has the power of
do�ng everyth�ng he w�shes; I'll go to h�m; 't�s the same th�ng for the
perd�t�on of my soul." At th�s, the dev�l, who had long rema�ned qu�et
and mot�onless, could not refra�n from g�v�ng vent to h�s joy by
leap�ng �n the sack. But the blacksm�th th�nk�ng he had caught the
sack w�th h�s hand, and thus occas�oned the movement h�mself,
gave a hard blow on the sack w�th h�s f�st, and after shak�ng �t about
on h�s shoulders, went off to the fat Patzuck.
Th�s fat Patzuck had �ndeed once been a Zaporogh�an. Nobody,
however, knew whether he had been turned out of the warl�ke
commun�ty, or whether he had fled from �t of h�s own accord.



He had already been for some ten, nay, �t m�ght even be for some
f�fteen years, settled at D�kanka. At f�rst, he had l�ved as best su�ted
a Zaporogh�an; work�ng at noth�ng, sleep�ng three-quarters of the
day, eat�ng not less than would sat�sfy s�x harvest-men, and dr�nk�ng
almost a whole pa�lful at once. It must be allowed that there was
plenty of room for food and dr�nk �n Patzuck; for, though he was not
very tall, he tolerably made up for �t �n bulk. Moreover, the trousers
he wore were so w�de, that long as m�ght be the str�des he took �n
walk�ng, h�s feet were never seen at all, and he m�ght have been
taken t for a w�ne cask mov�ng along the streets. Th�s, may have
been the reason for g�v�ng h�m the n�ck-name of "Fatty." A few weeks
had hardly passed s�nce h�s arr�val �n the v�llage, when �t came to be
known that he was a w�zard. If any one happened to fall �ll, he called
Patzuck d�rectly; and Patzuck had only to mutter a few words to put
an end to the �llness at once. Had any hungry Cossack swallowed a
f�sh-bone, Patzuck knew how to g�ve h�m r�ght sk�lfully a slap on the
back, so that the f�sh-bone went where �t ought to go w�thout caus�ng
any pa�n to the Cossack's throat. Latterly, Patzuck was scarcely ever
seen out of doors. Th�s was perhaps caused by laz�ness, and
perhaps, also, because to get through the door was a task wh�ch
w�th every year grew more and more d�ff�cult for h�m. So the v�llagers
were obl�ged to repa�r to h�s own lodg�ngs whenever they wanted to
consult h�m. The blacksm�th opened the door, not w�thout some fear.
He saw Patzuck s�tt�ng on the floor after the Turk�sh fash�on. Before
h�m was a tub on wh�ch stood a tureen full of lumps of dough cooked
�n grease. The tureen was put, as �f �ntent�onally, on a level w�th h�s
mouth. W�thout mov�ng a s�ngle f�nger, he bent h�s head a l�ttle
towards the tureen, and s�pped the gravy, catch�ng the lumps of
dough w�th h�s teeth. "Well," thought Vakoola to h�mself, "th�s fellow
�s st�ll laz�er than Choop; Choop at least eats w�th a spoon, but th�s
one does not even ra�se h�s hand!" Patzuck seemed to be bus�ly
engaged w�th h�s meal, for he took not the sl�ghtest not�ce of the
entrance of the blacksm�th, who, as soon as he crossed the
threshold, made a low bow.
"I am come to thy worsh�p, Patzuck!" sa�d Vakoola, bow�ng once
more. The fat Patzuck l�fted h�s head and went on eat�ng the lumps
of dough.



"They say that thou art—I beg thy pardon," sa�d the blacksm�th,
endeavour�ng to compose h�mself, "I do not say �t to offend thee—
that thou hast the dev�l among thy fr�ends;" and �n say�ng these
words Vakoola was already afra�d he had spoken too much to the
po�nt, and had not suff�c�ently softened the hard words he had used,
and that Patzuck would throw at h�s head both the tub and the
tureen; he even stepped a l�ttle on one s�de and covered h�s face
w�th h�s sleeve, to prevent �t from be�ng spr�nkled by the gravy.



But Patzuck looked up and cont�nued s�pp�ng.
The encouraged blacksm�th resolved to proceed —"I am come to
thee, Patzuck; God grant thee plenty of everyth�ng, and bread �n
good proport�on!" The blacksm�th knew how to put �n a fash�onable
word somet�mes; �t was a talent he had acqu�red dur�ng h�s stay at
Poltava, when he pa�nted the centur�on's pal�sade. "I am on the po�nt
of endanger�ng the salvat�on of my s�nful soul! noth�ng �n th�s world
can serve me! Come what w�ll, I am resolved to seek the help of the
dev�l. Well, Patzuck," sa�d he, see�ng that the other rema�ned s�lent,
"what am I to do?"
"If thou wantest the dev�l, go to the dev�l!" answered Patzuck, not
g�v�ng h�m a s�ngle look, and go�ng on w�th h�s meal.
"I am come to thee for th�s very reason," returned the blacksm�th w�th
a bow; "bes�des thyself, meth�nks there �s hardly anybody �n the
world who knows how to go to the dev�l."
Patzuck, w�thout say�ng a word, ate up all that rema�ned on the d�sh.
"Please, good man, do not refuse me!" urged the blacksm�th. "And �f
there be any want of pork, or sausages, or buckwheat, or even l�nen
or m�llet, or anyth�ng else—why, we know how honest folk manage
these th�ngs. I shall not be st�ngy. Only do tell me, �f �t be only by a
h�nt, how to f�nd the way to the dev�l."
"He who has got the dev�l on h�s back has no great way to go to
h�m," sa�d Patzuck qu�etly, w�thout chang�ng h�s pos�t�on.
Vakoola f�xed h�s eyes upon h�m as �f search�ng for the mean�ng of
these words on h�s face. "What does he mean?" thought he, and
opened h�s mouth as �f to swallow h�s f�rst word. But Patzuck kept
s�lence. Here Vakoola not�ced that there was no longer e�ther tub or
tureen before h�m, but �nstead of them there stood upon the floor two
wooden pots, the one full of curd dumpl�ngs, the other full of sour
cream. Involuntar�ly h�s thoughts and h�s eyes became r�veted to
these pots. "Well, now," thought he, "how w�ll Patzuck eat the
dumpl�ngs? He w�ll not bend down to catch them l�ke the b�ts of
dough, and moreover, �t �s �mposs�ble; for they ought to be f�rst
d�pped �nto the cream." Th�s thought had hardly crossed the m�nd of



Vakoola, when Patzuck opened h�s mouth, looked at the dumpl�ngs,
and then opened �t st�ll w�der. Immed�ately, a dumpl�ng jumped out of
the pot, d�pped �tself �nto the cream, turned over on the other s�de,
and went r�ght �nto Patzuck's mouth. Patzuck ate �t, once more
opened h�s mouth, and �n went another dumpl�ng �n the same way.
All Patzuck had to do was to chew and to swallow them. "That �s
wondrous �ndeed," thought the blacksm�th, and aston�shment made
h�m also open h�s mouth; but he felt d�rectly, that a dumpl�ng jumped
�nto �t also, and that h�s l�ps were already smeared w�th cream; he
pushed �t away, and after hav�ng w�ped h�s l�ps, began to th�nk about
the marvels that happen �n the world and the wonders one may work
w�th the help of the dev�l; at the same t�me he felt more than ever
conv�nced that Patzuck alone could help h�m. "I w�ll beg of h�m st�ll
more earnestly to expla�n to me—but, what do I see? to-day �s a fast,
and he �s eat�ng dumpl�ngs, and dumpl�ngs are not food for fast
days![19] What a fool I am! stay�ng here and g�v�ng way to
temptat�on! Away, away!" and the p�ous blacksm�th ran w�th all speed
out of the cottage. The dev�l, who rema�ned all the wh�le s�tt�ng �n the
sack, and already rejo�ced at the glor�ous v�ct�m he had entrapped,
could not endure to see h�m get free from h�s clutches. As soon as
the blacksm�th left the sack a l�ttle loose, he sprang out of �t and sat
upon the blacksm�th's neck.
Vakoola felt a cold shudder run through all h�s frame; h�s courage
gave way, h�s face grew pale, he knew not what to do; he was
already on the po�nt of mak�ng the s�gn of the cross; but the dev�l
bend�ng h�s dog's muzzle to h�s r�ght ear, wh�spered: "Here I am, I,
thy fr�end; I w�ll do everyth�ng for a comrade and a fr�end such as
thou! I'll g�ve thee as much money as thou canst w�sh for!" squeaked
he �n h�s left ear. "No later than th�s very day Oxana shall be ours!"
cont�nued he, turn�ng h�s muzzle once more to the r�ght ear.
The blacksm�th stood cons�der�ng. "Well," sa�d he, at length, "on th�s
cond�t�on I am ready to be th�ne."
The dev�l clapped h�s hand and began to �ndulge h�s joy �n spr�ng�ng
about on the blacksm�th's neck. "Now, I've caught h�m!" thought he to
h�mself, "Now, I'll take my revenge upon thee, my dear fellow, for all
thy pa�nt�ngs and all thy tales about dev�ls! What w�ll my fellows say



when they come to know that the most p�ous man �n the v�llage �s �n
my power?" and the dev�l laughed heart�ly at the thought of how he
would tease all the long-ta�led breed �n hell, and how the lame dev�l,
who was reputed the most cunn�ng of them all for h�s tr�cks, would
feel provoked.
"Well, Vakoola!" squeaked he, wh�le he cont�nued s�tt�ng on
Vakoola's neck, as �f fear�ng the blacksm�th should escape; "thou
knowest well that noth�ng can be done w�thout contract."
"I am ready," sa�d the blacksm�th. "I've heard that �t �s the custom
w�th you to wr�te �t �n blood; well, stop, let me take a na�l out of my
pocket"—and putt�ng h�s hand beh�nd h�m, he suddenly se�zed the
dev�l by h�s ta�l.
"Look, what fun!" cr�ed the dev�l, laugh�ng; "well, let me alone now,
there's enough of play!"
"Stop, my dear fellow!" cr�ed the blacksm�th, "what w�lt thou say
now?" and he made the s�gn of the cross. The dev�l grew as doc�le
as a lamb. "Stop," cont�nued the blacksm�th, draw�ng h�m by the ta�l
down to the ground; "I w�ll teach thee how to make good men and
upr�ght Chr�st�ans s�n;" and the blacksm�th sprang on h�s back, and
once more ra�sed h�s hand to make the s�gn of the cross.
"Have mercy upon me, Vakoola!" groaned the dev�l �n a lamentable
vo�ce; "I am ready to do whatever thou w�lt, only do not make the
dread, s�gn of the cross on me!"
"Ah! that �s the stra�n thou s�ngest now, cursed German that thou art!
I know now what to do! Take me a r�de on thy back d�rectly, and
harkee! a pretty r�de must I have!"
"Wh�ther?" gasped the mournful dev�l.
"To St. Petersburgh, stra�ghtway to the Czar�na!" and the blacksm�th
thought he should fa�nt w�th terror as he felt h�mself r�s�ng up �n the
a�r.
Oxana rema�ned a long t�me ponder�ng over the strange speech of
the blacksm�th. Someth�ng w�th�n her told her that she had behaved
w�th too much cruelty towards h�m. "What �f he should �ndeed resort



to some fr�ghtful dec�s�on? May not such a th�ng be expected! He
may, perhaps, fall �n love w�th some other g�rl, and, out of sp�te,
procla�m her to be the belle of the v�llage! No, that he would not do,
he �s too much �n love w�th me! I am so handsome! For none w�ll he
ever leave me. He �s only jok�ng; he only fe�gns. Ten m�nutes w�ll not
pass, ere he returns to look at me. I am �ndeed too harsh towards
h�m. Why not let h�m have a k�ss? just as �f �t were aga�nst my w�ll;
that, to a certa�nty would make h�m qu�te del�ghted!" and the fl�ghty
belle began once more to sport w�th her fr�ends. "Stop," sa�d one of
them, "the blacksm�th has left h�s sacks beh�nd; just see what
enormous sacks too! H�s luck has been better than ours; meth�nks
he has got whole quarters of mutton, and sausages, and loaves
w�thout number. Plenty �ndeed; one m�ght feed upon the whole of
next fortn�ght."
"Are these the blacksm�th's sacks?" asked Oxana; "let us take them
�nto my cottage just to see what he has got �n them." All laugh�ngly
agreed to her proposal.
"But we shall never be able to l�ft them!" cr�ed the g�rls try�ng to move
the sacks.
"Stay a b�t," sa�d Oxana; "come w�th me to fetch a sledge, and we'll
drag them home on �t."
The whole party ran to fetch a sledge.
The pr�soners were far from pleased at s�tt�ng �n the sacks,
notw�thstand�ng that the clerk had succeeded �n pok�ng a great hole
w�th h�s f�nger. Had there been nobody near, he would perhaps have
found the means of mak�ng h�s escape; but he could not endure the
thought of creep�ng out of the' sack before a whole crowd, and of
be�ng laughed at by every one, so he resolved to awa�t the event,
g�v�ng only now and then a suppressed groan under the �mpol�te
boots of Choop. Choop had no less a des�re to be set free, feel�ng
that there was someth�ng ly�ng under h�m, wh�ch was excess�vely
�nconven�ent to s�t upon. But on hear�ng h�s daughter's dec�s�on he
rema�ned qu�et and no longer felt �ncl�ned to creep out, cons�der�ng
that he would have certa�nly some hundred, or perhaps even two
hundred steps to walk to get to h�s dwell�ng; that upon creep�ng out,



he would have h�s sheepsk�n coat to button, h�s belt to buckle—what
a trouble! and last of all, that he had left h�s cap beh�nd h�m at
Solokha's. So he thought �t better to wa�t t�ll the ma�dens drew h�m
home on a sledge.
The event, however, proved to be qu�te contrary to h�s expectat�ons;
at the same t�me that the ma�dens ran to br�ng the sledge, Choop's
k�nsman left the brandy shop, very cross and dejected. The m�stress
of the shop would on no account g�ve h�m cred�t; he had resolved to
wa�t unt�l some k�nd-hearted Cossack should step �n and offer h�m a
glass of brandy; but, as �f purposely, all the Cossacks rema�ned at
home, and as became good Chr�st�ans, ate koot�a w�th the�r fam�l�es.
Th�nk�ng about the corrupt�on of manners, and about the Jew�sh
m�stress of the shop hav�ng a wooden heart, the k�nsman went
stra�ght to the sacks and stopped �n amazement. "What sacks are
these? somebody has left them on the road," sa�d he, look�ng round.
"There must be pork for a certa�nty �n them! Who can �t be? who has
had the good luck to get so many donat�ons? Were there noth�ng
more than buckwheat cakes and m�llet-b�scu�ts—why, that would be
well enough! But suppos�ng there were only loaves, well, they are
welcome too! The Jewess g�ves a glass of brandy for every loaf. I
had better br�ng them out of the way at once, lest anybody should
see them!" and he l�fted on h�s shoulders the sack �n wh�ch sate
Choop and the clerk, but feel�ng �t to be too heavy, "No," sa�d he, "I
could not carry �t home alone. Now, here comes, as �f purposely, the
weaver, Shapoovalenko! Good even�ng, Ostap!"
"Good even�ng," sa�d the weaver, stopp�ng.
"Where art thou go�ng?"
"I am walk�ng w�thout any purpose, just where my legs carry me."
"Well, my good man, help me to carry off these sacks; some caroller
has left them here �n the m�dst of the road. We w�ll d�v�de the booty
between us."
"And what �s there �n the sacks? rolls or loaves?"
"Plenty of everyth�ng, I should th�nk." And both hast�ly snatched
st�cks out of a pal�sade, la�d one of the sacks upon them, and carr�ed



�t away on the�r shoulders.
"Where shall we carry �t? to the brandy shop?" asked the weaver,
lead�ng the way.
"I thought, too, of carry�ng �t there; but the v�le Jewess w�ll not g�ve
us cred�t; she w�ll th�nk we have stolen �t somewhere, the more so
that I have just left her shop. We had better carry �t to my cottage.
Nobody w�ll �nterfere w�th us; my w�fe �s not at home."
"Art thou sure that she �s not at home?" asked the weaver war�ly.
"Thank Heaven, I am not yet out of my m�nd," answered the
k�nsman; "what should I do there �f she were at home? I expect she
w�ll ramble about all n�ght w�th the women."
"Who �s there!" cr�ed the k�nsman's w�fe, hear�ng the no�se wh�ch the
two fr�ends made �n com�ng �nto the passage w�th the sack.
The k�nsman was qu�te aghast.
"What now?" muttered the weaver, lett�ng h�s arms drop.
The k�nsman's w�fe was one of those treasures wh�ch are often
found �n th�s good world of ours. L�ke her husband, she scarcely ever
rema�ned at home, but went all day long fawn�ng among wealthy,
goss�p�ng old women; pa�d them d�fferent compl�ments, ate the�r
donat�ons w�th great appet�te, and beat her husband only �n the
morn�ng, because �t was the only t�me that she saw h�m. The�r
cottage was even older than the trowsers of the v�llage scr�be. Many
holes �n the roof rema�ned uncovered and w�thout thatch; of the
pal�sade round the house, few remnants ex�sted, for no one who was
go�ng out, ever took w�th h�m a st�ck to dr�ve away the dogs, but went
round by the k�nsman's k�tchen garden, and got one out of h�s
pal�sade. Somet�mes no f�re was l�ghted �n the cottage for three days
together. Everyth�ng wh�ch the affect�onate w�fe succeeded �n
obta�n�ng from k�nd people, was h�dden by her as far as poss�ble out
of the reach of her husband; and �f he had got anyth�ng wh�ch he had
not had the t�me to sell at the brandy shop, she �nvar�ably snatched �t
from h�m. However meek the k�nsman's temper m�ght be, he d�d not
l�ke to y�eld to her at once; for wh�ch reason, he generally left the
house w�th black eyes, and h�s dear better-half went moan�ng to tell



stor�es to the old women about the �ll conduct of her husband, and
the blows she had rece�ved at h�s hands.
Now, �t �s easy to understand the d�spleasure of the weaver and the
k�nsman at her sudden appearance. Putt�ng the sack on the ground,
they took up a pos�t�on of defence �n front of �t, and covered �t w�th
the w�de sk�rts of the�r coats; but �t was already too late. The
k�nsman's w�fe, although her old eyes had grown d�m, saw the sack
at once. "That's good," she sa�d, w�th the countenance of a hawk at
the s�ght of �ts prey! "that's good of you to have collected so much;
That's the way good people always behave! But �t cannot be! I th�nk
you must have stolen �t somewhere; show me d�rectly what you have
got there!—show me the sack d�rectly! Do you hear me?"
"May the bald dev�l show �t to thee! we w�ll not," answered the
k�nsman, assum�ng an a�r of dogged resolut�on.
"Why should we?" sa�d the weaver—"the sack �s ours, not th�ne."
"Thou shalt show �t to me, thou good-for-noth�ng drunkard," sa�d she,
g�v�ng the tall k�nsman a blow under h�s ch�n, and push�ng her way to
the sack. The k�nsman and the weaver, however, stood her attack
courageously, and drove her back; but had hardly t�me to recover
themselves, when the woman darted once more �nto the passage,
th�s t�me w�th a poker �n her hand. In no t�me she gave a cut over her
husband's f�ngers, another on the weaver's hand, and stood bes�de
the sack.
"Why d�d we let her go?" sa�d the weaver, com�ng to h�s senses.
"Why d�d we �ndeed? and why d�dst thou?" sa�d the k�nsman.
"Your poker seems to be an �ron one!" sa�d the weaver, after keep�ng
s�lent for a wh�le, and scratch�ng h�s back. "My w�fe bought one at
the fa�r last year; well, hers �s not to be compared—does not hurt at
all."
The tr�umphant dame, �n the meanwh�le, set her candle on the floor,
opened the sack, and looked �nto �t.
But her old eyes, wh�ch had so qu�ckly caught s�ght of the sack, for
th�s t�me dece�ved her. "Why, here l�es a whole boar!" cr�ed she,



clapp�ng her hands w�th del�ght.
"A boar, a whole boar! dost hear?" sa�d the weaver, g�v�ng the
k�nsman a push. "And thou alone art to blame?"
"What's to be done?" muttered the k�nsman, shrugg�ng h�s
shoulders.
"How, what? why are we stand�ng here qu�etly? we must have the
sack back aga�n! Come!"
"Away, away w�th thee! �t �s our boar!" cr�ed the weaver, advanc�ng.
"Away, away w�th thee, she dev�l! �t �s not thy property," sa�d the
k�nsman.
The old hag once more took up the poker, but at the same moment
Choop stepped out of the sack, and stood �n the m�ddle of the
passage stretch�ng h�s l�mbs l�ke a man just awake from a long
sleep.
The k�nsman's w�fe shr�eked �n terror, wh�le the others opened the�r
mouths �n amazement.
"What d�d she say, then, the old fool—that �t was a boar?"
"It's not a boar!" sa�d the k�nsman, stra�n�ng h�s eyes.
"Just see, what a man some one has thrown �nto the sack," sa�d the
weaver, stepp�ng back �n a fr�ght. "They may say what they w�ll—the
ev�l sp�r�t must have lent h�s hand to the work; the man could never
have gone through a w�ndow."
"'T�s my k�nsman," cr�ed the k�nsman, after hav�ng looked at Choop.
"And who else should �t be, then?" sa�d Choop, laugh�ng. "Was �t not
a cap�tal tr�ck of m�ne? And you thought of eat�ng me l�ke pork? Well,
I'll g�ve you good news: there �s someth�ng ly�ng at the bottom of the
sack; �f �t be not a boar, �t must be a suck�ng-p�g, or someth�ng of the
sort. All the t�me there was someth�ng mov�ng under me."
The weaver and the k�nsman rushed to the sack, the w�fe caught
hold of �t on the other s�de, and the f�ght would have been renewed,
had not the clerk, who saw no escape left, crept out of the sack.



The k�nsman's w�fe, qu�te stup�f�ed, let go the clerk's leg, wh�ch she
had taken hold of, �n order to drag h�m out of the sack.
"There's another one!" cr�ed the weaver w�th terror; "the dev�l knows
what happens now �n the world—�t's enough to send one mad. No
more sausages or loaves—men are thrown �nto the sacks."
"'T�s the dev�l!" muttered Choop, more aston�shed than any one.
"Well now, Solokha!— and to put the clerk �n a sack too! That �s why
I saw her room all full of sacks. Now, I have �t: she has got two men
�n each of them; and I thought that I was the only one. Well now,
Solokha!"
The ma�dens were somewhat aston�shed at f�nd�ng only one sack
left. "There �s noth�ng to be done; we must content ourselves w�th
th�s one," sa�d Oxana. They all went at once to the sack, and
succeeded �n l�ft�ng �t upon the sledge. The elder resolved to keep
qu�et, cons�der�ng that �f he cr�ed out, and asked them to undo the
sack, and let h�m out, the stup�d g�rls would run away, fear�ng they
had got the dev�l �n the sack, and he would be left �n the street t�ll the
next morn�ng. Meanwh�le, the ma�dens, w�th one accord, tak�ng one
another by the hand, flew l�ke the w�nd w�th the sledge over the cr�sp
snow. Many of them, for fun, sat down upon the sledge; some went
r�ght upon the elder's head. But he was determ�ned to bear
everyth�ng. At last they reached Oxana's house, opened the doors of
the passage and of the room, and w�th shouts of laughter brought �n
the sack. "Let us see what we have got here," cr�ed they, and hast�ly
began to undo the sack. At th�s juncture, the h�ccups of the elder
(wh�ch had not ceased for a moment all the t�me he had been s�tt�ng
�n the sack), �ncreased to such a degree that he could not refra�n
from g�v�ng vent to them �n the loudest key. "Ah! there �s somebody
�n the sack!" shr�eked the ma�dens, and they darted �n a fr�ght
towards the door.
"What does th�s mean?" sa�d Choop, stepp�ng �n. "Where are you
rush�ng, l�ke mad th�ngs?"
"Ah! father," answered Oxana, "there �s somebody s�tt�ng �n the
sack!"



"In what sack? Where d�d you get th�s sack from?"
"The blacksm�th threw �t down �n the m�ddle of the road," was the
answer.
"I thought as much!" muttered Choop. "Well, what are you afra�d of,
then? Let us see. Well, my good man (excuse me for not call�ng thee
by thy Chr�st�an and surname), please to make thy way out of the
sack."
The elder came out.
"Lord have mercy upon us!" cr�ed the ma�dens.
"The elder was �n, too!" thought Choop to h�mself, look�ng at h�m
from head to foot, as �f not trust�ng h�s eyes. "There now! Eh!" and he
could say no more. The elder felt no less confused, and he knew not
what to say. "It seems to be rather cold out of doors?" asked he,
turn�ng to Choop.
"Yes! the frost �s rather severe," answered Choop. "Do tell me, what
dost thou use to black thy boots w�th: tallow or tar?"[20] He d�d not at
all w�sh to put th�s quest�on; he �ntended to ask—How d�dst thou
come to be �n th�s sack? but he knew not h�mself how �t was that h�s
tongue asked qu�te another quest�on.
"I prefer tar," answered the elder. "Well, good-bye, Choop," sa�d he,
and putt�ng h�s cap on, he stepped out of the room.
"What a fool I was to ask h�m what he uses to black h�s boots w�th,"
muttered Choop, look�ng at the door out of wh�ch the elder had just
gone.
"Well, Solokha! To put such a man �nto a sack! May the dev�l take
her; and I, fool that I was—but where �s that �nfernal sack?"
"I threw �t �nto the corner," sa�d Oxana, "there �s noth�ng more �n �t."
"I know these tr�cks well! Noth�ng �n �t, �ndeed! G�ve �t me d�rectly;
there must be one more! Shake �t well. Is there nobody? Abom�nable
woman! And yet to look at her one would th�nk she must be a sa�nt,
that she never had a s�n"—



But let us leave Choop g�v�ng vent to h�s anger, and return to the
blacksm�th; the more so as t�me �s runn�ng away, and by the clock �t
must be near n�ne.
At f�rst, Vakoola could not help feel�ng afra�d at r�s�ng to such a
he�ght, that he could d�st�ngu�sh noth�ng upon the earth, and at
com�ng so near the moon, that �f he had not bent down, he would
certa�nly have touched �t w�th h�s cap. Yet, after a t�me, he recovered
h�s presence of m�nd, and began to laugh at the dev�l. All was br�ght
�n the sky. A l�ght s�lvery m�st covered the transparent a�r. Everyth�ng
was d�st�nctly v�s�ble; and the blacksm�th even not�ced how a w�zard
flew past h�m, s�tt�ng �n a pot; how some stars, gathered �n a group,
played at bl�nd man's buff; how a whole swarm of sp�r�ts were
wh�rl�ng about �n the d�stance; how a dev�l who danced �n the
moonbeam, see�ng h�m r�d�ng, took off h�s cap and made h�m a bow;
how there was a besom fly�ng, on wh�ch, apparently, a w�tch had just
taken a r�de. They met many other th�ngs; and all, on see�ng the
blacksm�th, stopped for a moment to look at h�m, and then cont�nued
the�r fl�ght far away. The blacksm�th went on fly�ng, and suddenly he
saw Petersburgh all �n a blaze. (There must have been an
�llum�nat�on that day.) Fly�ng past the town gate, the dev�l changed
�nto a horse, and the blacksm�th saw h�mself r�d�ng a h�gh stepp�ng
steed, �n the m�ddle of the street. "Good Heavens! What a no�se,
what a clatter, what a blaze!" On e�ther s�de rose houses, several
stor�es h�gh; from every quarter the clatter of horses' hoofs, and of
wheels, arose l�ke thunder; at every step arose tall houses, as �f
start�ng from beneath the ground; br�dges qu�vered under fly�ng
carr�ages; the coachmen shouted; the snow cr�sped under
thousands of sledges rush�ng �n every d�rect�on; pedestr�ans kept the
wall of the houses along the footpath, all studded w�th flar�ng pots of
f�re, and the�r g�gant�c shadows danced upon the walls, los�ng
themselves amongst the ch�mneys and on the roofs. The blacksm�th
looked w�th amazement on every s�de. It seamed to h�m as �f all the
houses looked at h�m w�th the�r �nnumerable f�re-eyes. He saw such
a number of gentlemen wear�ng fur cloaks covered w�th cloth, that he
no longer knew to wh�ch of them he ought to take off h�s cap.
"Grac�ous Lord! What a number of nob�l�ty one sees here!" thought
the blacksm�th; "I suppose every one here, who goes �n a fur cloak,



can be no less than a mag�strate! and as for the persons who s�t �n
those wonderful carts w�th glasses, they must be, �f not the ch�efs of
the town, certa�nly comm�ssar�es, and, may be, of a st�ll h�gher rank!"
Here, the dev�l put an end to h�s reflect�ons, by ask�ng �f he was to
br�ng h�m r�ght before the Czar�na? "No, I should be too afra�d to go
at once," answered the blacksm�th; "but I know there must be some
Zaporogh�ans here, who passed through D�kanka last autumn on
the�r way to Petersburgh. They were go�ng on bus�ness to the
Czar�na. Let us have the�r adv�ce. Now, dev�l, get �nto my pocket,
and br�ng me to those Zaporogh�ans." In less than a m�nute, the dev�l
grew so th�n and so small, that he had no trouble �n gett�ng �nto the
pocket, and �n the tw�nkl�ng of an eye, Vakoola, (h�mself, he knew not
how) ascended a sta�rcase, opened a door and fell a l�ttle back,
struck by the r�ch furn�ture of a spac�ous room. Yet, he felt a l�ttle
more at ease, when he recogn�sed the same Zaporogh�ans, who had
passed through D�kanka. They were s�tt�ng upon s�lk covered sofas,
w�th the�r tar besmeared boots tucked under them, and were
smok�ng the strongest tobacco f�bres.
"Good even�ng, God help you, your worsh�ps!" sa�d the blacksm�th
com�ng nearer, and he made a low bow, almost touch�ng the ground
w�th h�s forehead.
"Who �s that?" asked a Zaporogh�an, who sat near Vakoola, of
another who was s�tt�ng farther off.
"Do you not recogn�se me at once?" sa�d Vakoola; "I am the
blacksm�th, Vakoola! Last autumn, as you passed through D�kanka,
you rema�ned nearly two days at my cottage. God grant you good
health, and many happy years! It was I who put a new �ron t�re round
one of the fore wheels of your veh�cle."
"Ah!" sa�d the same Zaporogh�an, "�t �s the blacksm�th who pa�nts so
well. Good even�ng, countryman, what d�dst thou come for?"
"Only just to look about. They say"—
"Well, my good fellow," sa�d the Zaporogh�an, assum�ng a grand a�r,
and try�ng to speak w�th the h�gh Russ�an accent, "what dost thou
th�nk of the town! Is �t large?"



The blacksm�th was no less des�rous to show that he also
understood good manners. We have already seen that he knew
someth�ng of fash�onable language. "The s�te �s qu�te cons�derable,"
answered he very composedly. "The houses are enormously b�g, the
pa�nt�ngs they are adorned w�th, are thoroughly �mportant. Some of
the houses are to an extrem�ty ornamented w�th gold letters. No one
can say a word to the contrary: the proport�on �s marvellous!" The
Zaporogh�ans, hear�ng the blacksm�th so fam�l�ar w�th f�ne language,
drew a conclus�on very much to h�s advantage.
"We w�ll have a chat w�th thee presently, my dear fellow. Now, we
must go at once to the Czar�na."
"To the Czar�na? Be k�nd, your worsh�ps, take me w�th you!"
"Take thee w�th us?" sa�d the Zaporogh�an, w�th an express�on such
as a tutor would assume towards a boy four years old, who begs to
r�de on a real, l�ve, great horse.
"What hast thou to do there? No, �t cannot be," and h�s features took
an �mportant look. "My dear fellow, we have to speak to the Czar�na
on bus�ness."
"Do take me," urged the blacksm�th. "Beg!" wh�spered he to the
dev�l, str�k�ng h�s pocket w�th h�s f�st. Scarcely had he done so, when
another Zaporogh�an sa�d, "Well, come, comrades, we w�ll take h�m."
"Well, then, let h�m come!" sa�d the others. "Put on such a dress as
ours, then."
The blacksm�th hast�ly donned a green dress, when the door
opened, and a man, �n a coat all ornamented w�th s�lver bra�d, came
�n and sa�d �t was t�me to start.
Once more was the blacksm�th overwhelmed w�th aston�shment, as
he rolled along �n an enormous carr�age, hung on spr�ngs, lofty
houses seem�ng to run away on both s�des of h�m, and the pavement
to roll of �ts own accord under the feet of the horses.
"Grac�ous Lord! what a glare," thought the blacksm�th to h�mself. "We
have no such l�ght at D�kanka, even dur�ng the day." The
Zaporogh�ans entered, stepped �nto a magn�f�cent hall, and went up



a br�ll�antly l�ghted sta�rcase. "What a sta�rcase!" thought the
blacksm�th; "�t �s a p�ty to walk upon �t. What ornaments! And they
say that fa�ry-tales are so many l�es; they are pla�n truth! My
heavens! what a balustrade! what workmansh�p! The �ron alone must
have cost not less than some f�fty roubles!"
Hav�ng ascended the sta�rcase, the Zaporogh�ans passed through
the f�rst hall. War�ly d�d the blacksm�th follow them, fear�ng at every
step to sl�p on the waxed floor. They passed three more saloons, and
the blacksm�th had not yet recovered from h�s aston�shment. Com�ng
�nto a fourth, he could not refra�n from stopp�ng before a p�cture
wh�ch hung on the wall. It represented the Holy V�rg�n, w�th the Infant
Jesus �n her arms. "What a p�cture! what beaut�ful pa�nt�ng!" thought
he. "She seems to speak, she seems to be al�ve! And the Holy
Infant! there, he stretches out h�s l�ttle hands! there, �t laughs, the
poor babe! And what colours! Good heavens! what colours! I should
th�nk there was no ochre used �n the pa�nt�ng, certa�nly noth�ng but
ultramar�ne and lake! And what a br�ll�ant blue! Cap�tal workmansh�p!
The back-ground must have been done w�th wh�te lead! And yet," he
cont�nued, stepp�ng to the door and tak�ng the handle �n h�s hand,
"however beaut�ful these pa�nt�ngs may be, th�s brass handle �s st�ll
more worthy of adm�rat�on; what neat work! I should th�nk all th�s
must have been made by German blacksm�ths at the most exorb�tant
pr�ces." ... The blacksm�th m�ght have gone on for a long t�me w�th
h�s reflect�ons, had not the attendant �n the bra�d-covered dress
g�ven h�m a push, tell�ng h�m not to rema�n beh�nd the others. The
Zaporogh�ans passed two rooms more, and stopped. Some
generals, �n gold-embro�dered un�forms, were wa�t�ng there. The
Zaporogh�ans bowed �n every d�rect�on, and stood �n a group. A
m�nute afterwards there entered, attended by a numerous su�te, a
man of majest�c stature, rather stout, dressed �n the hetman's
un�form and yellow boots. H�s ha�r was uncombed; one of h�s eyes
had a small cataract on �t; h�s face wore an express�on of stately
pr�de; h�s every movement gave proof that he was accustomed to
command. All the generals, who before h�s arr�val were strutt�ng
about somewhat haught�ly �n the�r gold-embro�dered un�forms, came
bustl�ng towards h�m w�th profound bows, seem�ng to watch every
one of h�s words, nay, of h�s movements, that they m�ght run and see



h�s des�res fulf�lled. The hetman d�d not pay any attent�on to all th�s,
scarcely nodd�ng h�s head, and went stra�ght to the Zaporogh�ans.
They bowed to h�m w�th one accord t�ll the�r brows touched the
ground.
"Are all of you here?" asked he, �n a somewhat drawl�ng vo�ce, w�th a
sl�ght nasal twang.
"Yes, father, every one of us �s here," answered the Zaporogh�ans,
bow�ng once more.
"Remember to speak just as I taught you."
"We w�ll, father, we w�ll!"
"Is �t the Czar?" asked the blacksm�th of one of the Zaporogh�ans.
"The Czar! a great deal more; �t �s Potemk�n h�mself!" was the
answer.
Vo�ces were heard �n the adjo�n�ng room, and the blacksm�th knew
not where to turn h�s eyes, when he saw a mult�tude of lad�es enter,
dressed �n s�lk gowns w�th long tra�ns, and court�ers �n gold-
embro�dered coats and bag w�gs. He was dazzled w�th the gl�tter of
gold, s�lver, and prec�ous stones. The Zaporogh�ans fell w�th one
accord on the�r knees, and cr�ed w�th one vo�ce, "Mother, have
mercy upon us!" The blacksm�th, too, followed the�r example, and
stretched h�mself full length on the floor.
"R�se up!" was heard above the�r heads, �n a command�ng yet soft
vo�ce. Some of the court�ers off�c�ously hastened to push the
Zaporogh�ans.
"We w�ll not ar�se, mother; we w�ll d�e rather than ar�se!" cr�ed the
Zaporogh�ans.
Potemk�n b�t h�s l�ps. At last he came h�mself, and wh�spered
�mperat�vely to one of them. They arose. Then only d�d the
blacksm�th venture to ra�se h�s eyes, and saw before h�m a lady, not
tall, somewhat stout, w�th powdered ha�r, blue eyes, and that
majest�c, sm�l�ng a�r, wh�ch conquered every one, and could be the
attr�bute only of a re�gn�ng woman.



"H�s H�ghness[21] prom�sed to make me acqua�nted to-day w�th a
people under my dom�n�on, whom I have not yet seen," sa�d the
blue-eyed lady, look�ng w�th cur�os�ty at the Zaporogh�ans. "Are you
sat�sf�ed w�th the manner �n wh�ch you are prov�ded for here?" asked
she, com�ng nearer.
"Thank thee, mother! Prov�s�ons are good, though mutton �s not qu�te
so f�ne here as at home; but why should one be so very part�cular
about �t?"
Potemk�n frowned at hear�ng them speak �n qu�te a d�fferent manner
to what he had told them to do.
One of the Zaporogh�ans stepped out from the group, and, �n a
d�gn�f�ed manner, began the follow�ng speech:—"Mother, have mercy
upon us! What have we, thy fa�thful people, done to deserve th�ne
anger? Have we ever g�ven ass�stance to the m�screant Tartars? D�d
we ever help the Turks �n anyth�ng? Have we betrayed thee �n our
acts, nay, even �n our thoughts? Wherefore, then, art thou
ungrac�ous towards us? At f�rst they told us thou hadst ordered
fortresses to be ra�sed aga�nst us; then we were told thou wouldst
make regular reg�ments of us; now, we hear of new ev�ls com�ng on
us. In what were the Zaporogh�ans ever �n fault w�th regard to thee?
Was �t �n br�ng�ng thy army across Perekop? or �n help�ng thy
generals to get the better of the Cr�mean Tartars?"
Potemk�n rema�ned s�lent, and, w�th an unconcerned a�r, was
brush�ng the d�amonds wh�ch sparkled on h�s f�ngers.
"What do you ask for, then?" demanded Cather�ne, �n a sol�c�tous
tone of vo�ce.
The Zaporogh�ans looked know�ngly at one another.
"Now's the t�me! the Czar�na asks what we want!" thought the
blacksm�th, and suddenly down he went on h�s knees. "Imper�al
Majesty! Do not show me thy anger, show me thy mercy! Let me
know (and let not my quest�on br�ng the wrath of thy Majesty's
worsh�p upon me!) of what stuff are made the boots that thou
wearest on thy feet? I th�nk there �s no bootmaker �n any country �n



the world who ever w�ll be able to make such pretty ones. Grac�ous
Lord! �f ever my w�fe had such boots to wear!"
The empress laughed; the court�ers laughed too. Potemk�n frowned
and sm�led at the same t�me. The Zaporogh�ans pushed the
blacksm�th, th�nk�ng he had gone mad.
"Stand up!" sa�d the empress, k�ndly. "If thou w�shest to have such
shoes, thy w�sh may be eas�ly fulf�lled. Let h�m have d�rectly my
r�chest gold embro�dered shoes. Th�s artlessness pleases me
exceed�ngly." Then, turn�ng towards a gentleman w�th a round pale
face, who stood a l�ttle apart from the rest, and whose pla�n dress,
w�th mother-of-pearl buttons, showed at once that he was not a
court�er[22]: "There you have," cont�nued she, "a subject worthy of
your w�tty pen."
"Your Imper�al Majesty �s too grac�ous! It would requ�re a pen no less
able than that of a Lafonta�ne!" answered w�th a bow, the gentleman
�n the pla�n dress.
"Upon my honour! I tell you I am st�ll under the �mpress�on of your
'Br�gad�er.'[1] You read exceed�ngly well!" Then, speak�ng once more
to the Zaporogh�ans, she sa�d, "I was told that you never marr�ed at
your Ss�echa?"
"How could that be, mother? Thou knowest well, by thyself, that no
man could ever do w�thout a woman," answered the same
Zaporogh�an who had conversed w�th the blacksm�th; and the
blacksm�th was aston�shed to hear one so well acqua�nted w�th
pol�shed language speak to the Czar�na, as �f on purpose, �n the
coarsest accent used among peasants.
"A cunn�ng people," thought he to h�mself; "he does �t certa�nly for
some reason."
"We are no monks," cont�nued the speaker, "we are s�nful men.
Every one of us �s as much �ncl�ned to forb�dden fru�t as a good
Chr�st�an can be. There are not a few among us who have w�ves,
only the�r w�ves do not l�ve �n the Ss�echa. Many have the�r w�ves �n



Poland; others have w�ves �n Ukra�ne;[23] there are some, too, who
have w�ves �n Turkey."
At th�s moment the shoes were brought to the blacksm�th.
"Grac�ous Lord! what ornaments!" cr�ed he, overpowered w�th joy,
grasp�ng the shoes. "Imper�al Majesty! �f thou dost wear such shoes
upon thy feet (and thy Honour, I dare say, does use them even for
walk�ng �n the snow and the mud), what, then, must thy feet be l�ke?
—wh�ter than sugar, at the least, I should th�nk!"
The empress, who really had charm�ng feet of an exqu�s�te shape,
could not refra�n from sm�l�ng at such a compl�ment from a s�mple-
m�nded blacksm�th, who, notw�thstand�ng h�s sunburnt features must
have been accounted a handsome lad �n h�s Zaporogh�an dress.
The blacksm�th, encouraged by the condescens�on of the Czar�na,
was already on the po�nt of ask�ng her some quest�ons about all
sorts of th�ngs, whether �t was true that sovere�gns fed upon noth�ng
but honey and lard, and so on; but feel�ng the Zaporogh�ans pull the
sk�rts of h�s coat, he resolved to keep s�lent; and when the empress
turned to the older Cossacks, and began to ask them about the�r way
of l�v�ng, and the�r manners �n the Ss�echa, he stepped a l�ttle back,
bent h�s head towards h�s pocket, and sa�d �n a low vo�ce: "Qu�ck,
carry me hence, away!" and �n no t�me he had left the town gate far
beh�nd.
"He �s drowned! I'll swear to �t, he's drowned! May I never leave th�s
spot al�ve, �f he �s not drowned!" sa�d the fat weaver's w�fe, stand�ng
�n the m�ddle of the street, am�dst a group of the v�llagers' w�ves.
"Then I am a l�ar? D�d I ever steal anyth�ng? D�d I ever cast an ev�l-
eye upon any one? that I am no longer worthy of bel�ef?" shr�eked a
hag wear�ng a Cossack's dress, and w�th a v�olet-coloured nose,
brand�sh�ng her hands �n the most v�olent manner: "May I never have
another dr�nk of water �f old Pereperchenko's w�fe d�d not see w�th
her own eyes, how that the blacksm�th has hanged h�mself!"
"The blacksm�th hanged h�mself? what �s th�s I hear?" sa�d the elder,
stepp�ng out of Choop's cottage; and he pushed h�s way nearer to
the talk�ng women.



"Say rather, mayest thou never w�sh to dr�nk brandy aga�n, old
drunkard!" answered the weaver's w�fe. "One must be as mad as
thou art to hang one's self. He �s drowned! drowned �n the �ce hole!
Th�s I know as well as that thou just now d�dst come from the
brandy-shop!"
"Shameless creature! what meanest thou to reproach me w�th?"
angr�ly retorted the hag w�th the v�olet-coloured nose, "thou hadst
better hold thy tongue, good-for-noth�ng woman! Don't I know that
the clerk comes every even�ng to thee?"
The weaver's w�fe became red �n the face. "What does the clerk do?
to whom does the clerk come? What l�e art thou tell�ng?"
"The clerk?" cr�ed, �n shr�ll vo�ce, the clerk's w�fe, who, dressed �n a
hare-sk�n cloak covered w�th blue nankeen, pushed her way towards
the quarrell�ng ones; "I w�ll let you know about the clerk! Who �s
talk�ng here about the clerk?
"There �s she to whom the clerk pays h�s v�s�ts!" sa�d the v�olet-nosed
woman, po�nt�ng to the weaver's w�fe.
"So, thou art the w�tch," cont�nued the clerk's w�fe stepp�ng nearer
the weaver's w�fe; "thou art the w�tch who sends h�m out of h�s
senses and g�ves h�m a charmed beverage �n order to bew�tch h�m?"
"W�lt thou leave me alone, she-dev�l!" cr�ed the weaver's w�fe,
draw�ng back.
"Cursed w�tch! Mayest thou never see thy ch�ldren aga�n, good-for-
noth�ng woman!" and the clerk's w�fe spat r�ght �nto the eyes of the
weaver's w�fe.
The weaver's w�fe w�shed to return her the same compl�ment, but
�nstead of that, spat on the unshaven beard of the elder, who had
come near the squabblers �n order to hear what was go�ng on. "Ah!
nasty creature!" cr�ed the elder, w�p�ng h�s face w�th h�s sk�rt, and
l�ft�ng h�s wh�p. Th�s mot�on made them all fly �n d�fferent d�rect�ons,
scold�ng the whole t�me. "The abom�nable creature" cont�nued the
elder, st�ll w�p�ng h�s beard. "So the blacksm�th �s drowned! Grac�ous
Heaven! and such a cap�tal pa�nter! and what strong kn�ves, and



s�ckles, and ploughshares he used to forge! How strong he was
h�mself!"
"Yes," cont�nued he, med�tat�vely, "there are few such men �n our
v�llage! That was the reason of the poor fellow's �ll-temper, wh�ch I
not�ced wh�le I was s�tt�ng �n that confounded sack! So much for the
blacksm�th! He was here, and now noth�ng �s left of h�m! And I was
th�nk�ng of lett�ng h�m shoe my speckled mare,".... and, full of such
Chr�st�an thoughts, the elder slowly went to h�s cottage.
Oxana was very downcast at hear�ng the news; she d�d not put any
fa�th �n the ev�dence of Pereperchenko's w�fe, or �n the goss�p�ng of
the women. She knew the blacksm�th to be too p�ous to venture on
lett�ng h�s soul per�sh. But what �f �ndeed he had left the v�llage w�th
the resolve never to return? And scarcely could there be found
anywhere such an accompl�shed lad as the blacksm�th. And he loved
her so �ntensely! He had endured her capr�ces longer than any one
else. All the n�ght long, the belle turned beneath her coverlet, from
r�ght to left, and from left to r�ght, and could not go to sleep. Now she
scolded herself almost aloud, throw�ng herself �nto the most
bew�tch�ng att�tudes, wh�ch the darkness of the n�ght h�d even from
herself; then, �n s�lence, she resolved to th�nk no more of anyth�ng,
and st�ll cont�nued th�nk�ng, and was burn�ng w�th fever; and �n the
morn�ng she was qu�te �n love w�th the blacksm�th.
Choop was ne�ther gr�eved nor rejo�ced at the fate of Vakoola; all h�s
�deas had concentrated themselves �nto one: he could not for a
moment forget Solokha's want of fa�th; and even when asleep,
ceased not to abuse her.
The morn�ng came; the church was crowded even before dayl�ght.
The elderly women, �n the�r wh�te l�nen ve�ls, the�r flow�ng robes, and
long jackets made of wh�te cloth, p�ously made the s�gn of the cross,
stand�ng close to the entrance of the church. The Cossacks' w�ves,
�n green and yellow bod�ces, and some of them even �n blue
dresses, w�th gold bra�d�ngs beh�nd, stood a l�ttle before them. The
g�rls endeavoured to get st�ll nearer to the altar, and d�splayed whole
shopfuls of r�bbons on the�r heads, and of necklaces, l�ttle crosses,
and s�lver co�ns on the�r necks. But r�ght �n front stood the Cossacks



and the peasants, w�th the�r mustach�os, the�r crown-tufts, the�r th�ck
necks and the�r freshly-shaven ch�ns, dressed for the most part �n
cloaks w�th hoods, from beneath wh�ch were seen wh�te, and
somet�mes blue coats. On every face, wherever one looked, one
m�ght see �t was a hol�day. The elder already l�cked h�s l�ps at the
�dea of break�ng h�s fast w�th a sausage. The g�rls were th�nk�ng
about the pleasure of runn�ng about w�th the lads, and skat�ng upon
the �ce. The old women muttered the�r prayers more zealously than
ever. The whole church resounded w�th the thumps wh�ch the
Cossack Sverbygooze gave w�th h�s forehead aga�nst the ground.
Oxana alone was out of sorts. She sa�d her prayers, and yet could
not pray. Her heart was bes�eged by so many d�fferent feel�ngs, one
more mournful than the other, one more perplex�ng than the other,
that the greatest deject�on appeared upon her features, and tears
mo�stened her eyes. None of the g�rls could understand the reason
of her state, and none would have suspected �ts be�ng occas�oned
by the blacksm�th. And yet Oxana was not the only one who not�ced
h�s absence; the whole congregat�on remarked that there lacked
someth�ng to the fulness of the fest�val. Moreover, the clerk, dur�ng
h�s journey �n the sack, had got a bad cold, and h�s cracked vo�ce
was hardly aud�ble. The newly arr�ved chanter had a deep bass
�ndeed. But at all events, �t would have been much better �f the
blacksm�th had been there, as he had so f�ne a vo�ce, and knew how
to chant the tunes wh�ch were used at Poltava; and bes�des, he was
churchwarden.
The mat�ns were sa�d. The l�turgy had also been brought to a close.
Well, what had �ndeed happened to the blacksm�th?
The dev�l, w�th the blacksm�th on h�s back, had flown w�th st�ll greater
speed dur�ng the rema�nder of the n�ght. Vakoola soon reached h�s
cottage. At the very moment he heard the crow of a cock. "Wh�ther
away?" cr�ed he, see�ng the dev�l �n the act of sneak�ng off; and he
caught h�m by h�s ta�l. "Wa�t a b�t my dear fellow; I have not done
w�th thee; thou must get thy reward!" and, tak�ng a st�ck, he gave h�m
three blows across h�s back, so that the poor dev�l took to h�s heels,
exactly as a peasant m�ght do who had just been pun�shed by a
pol�ce off�cer. So, the enemy of mank�nd, �nstead of cheat�ng,



seduc�ng, or lead�ng anybody �nto fool�shness, was made a fool of
h�mself. After th�s, Vakoola went �nto the passage, bur�ed h�mself �n
the hay, and slept t�ll noon.
When he awoke, he was alarmed at see�ng the sun h�gh �n the
heavens: "I have m�ssed mat�ns and l�turgy!" and the p�ous
blacksm�th fell �nto mournful thoughts, and dec�ded that the sleep
wh�ch had prevented h�m from go�ng to church on such a fest�val
was certa�nly a pun�shment �nfl�cted by God for h�s s�nful �ntent�on of
k�ll�ng h�mself. But he soon qu�eted h�s m�nd by resolv�ng to confess
no later than next week, and from that very day to make f�fty
genuflex�ons dur�ng h�s prayers for a whole year. Then he went �nto
the room, but nobody was there; Solokha had not yet returned home.
He caut�ously drew the shoes from h�s breast pocket, and once more
adm�red the�r beaut�ful workmansh�p, and marvelled at the events of
the preced�ng n�ght. Then he washed, and dressed h�mself as f�ne as
he could, putt�ng on the same su�t of clothes wh�ch he had got from
the Zaporogh�ans, took out of h�s box a new cap w�th a blue crown
and a tr�mm�ng of black sheepsk�n, wh�ch had never been worn s�nce
he bought �t at Poltava; he took out also a new belt, of d�vers br�ll�ant
colours; wrapped up these w�th a scourge, �n a handkerch�ef, and
went stra�ght to Choop's cottage.
Choop opened w�de h�s eyes as he saw the blacksm�th enter h�s
room. He knew not at what most to marvel, whether at the
blacksm�th be�ng once more al�ve, or at h�s hav�ng ventured to come
�nto h�s house, or at h�s be�ng dressed so f�nely, l�ke a Zaporogh�an;
but he was st�ll more aston�shed when he saw Vakoola undo h�s
handkerch�ef, and set before h�m an ent�rely new cap, and such a
belt as had never before been seen �n the v�llage; and when Vakoola
fell at h�s knees, say�ng �n a deprecat�ng vo�ce: "Father, have mercy
on me! do not be angry w�th me! There, take th�s scourge, wh�p me
as much as thou w�lt! I g�ve myself up. I acknowledge all my
trespasses. Wh�p me, but put away th�ne anger! The more so that
thou and my late father were l�ke two brothers, and shared bread,
and salt, and brandy together."
Choop could not help feel�ng �nwardly pleased at see�ng at h�s feet
the blacksm�th, the very same blacksm�th who would not concede a



step to any one �n the v�llage, and who bent copper co�ns between
h�s f�ngers, as �f they were so many buckwheat fr�tters. To make
h�mself st�ll more �mportant, Choop took the scourge, gave three
strokes w�th �t upon the blacksm�th's back, and then sa�d: "Well, that
w�ll do! Stand up! Attend to men older than thyself. I forget all that
has taken place between us. Now, speak out, what dost thou want?"
"Father, let me have Oxana!"
Choop rema�ned th�nk�ng for a wh�le; he looked at the cap—he
looked at the belt; the cap was beaut�ful—the belt not less so; he
remembered the bad fa�th of Solokha, and sa�d, �n a resolute vo�ce,
"Well, send me thy marr�age brokers."
"Ah!" shr�eked Oxana, stepp�ng across the threshold; and she stared
at h�m, w�th a look of joy and aston�shment.
"Look at the boots I have brought thee!" sa�d Vakoola; "they are the
very boots wh�ch the Czar�na wears."
"No, no, I do not want the boots!" sa�d Oxana, and she waved her
hands, never tak�ng her eyes off h�m; "�t w�ll do w�thout the boots."
She could speak no more, and her face turned all cr�mson.
The blacksm�th came nearer, and took her hand. The belle cast
down her eyes. Never yet had she been so marvellously handsome;
the exult�ng blacksm�th gently stole a k�ss, and her face flushed st�ll
redder, and she looked st�ll prett�er.

As the late archb�shop happened to pass on a journey through
D�kanka, he greatly commended the spot on wh�ch that v�llage
stands, and dr�v�ng down the street, stopped h�s carr�age before a
new cottage. "Whose cottage �s th�s, so h�ghly pa�nted?" asked h�s
Em�nence of a handsome woman who was stand�ng before the gate,
w�th an �nfant �n her arms.
"It �s the blacksm�th Vakoola's cottage!" answered Oxana, for she �t
was, mak�ng h�m a deep curtesy.



"Very good pa�nt�ng, �ndeed! Cap�tal pa�nt�ng!" sa�d the R�ght
Em�nent, look�ng at the door and the w�ndows. And, �n truth, every
w�ndow was surrounded by a str�pe of red pa�nt; and the door was
pa�nted all over w�th Cossacks on horseback, w�th p�pes �n the�r
mouths. But the archb�shop bestowed st�ll more pra�ses on Vakoola,
when he was made acqua�nted w�th the blacksm�th's hav�ng
performed publ�c penance, and w�th h�s hav�ng pa�nted, at h�s own
expense, the whole of the church cho�r, green, w�th red flowers
runn�ng over �t. But Vakoola had done st�ll more: he had pa�nted the
dev�l �n hell, upon the wall wh�ch �s to your left when you step �nto the
church. Th�s dev�l had such an od�ous face that no one could refra�n
from sp�tt�ng, as they passed by. The women, as soon as the�r
ch�ldren began to cry, brought them to th�s p�cture and sa�d, "Look! �s
he not an od�ous creature?" and the ch�ldren stopped the�r tears,
looked s�deways at the p�cture, and clung more closely to the�r
mother's bosom.



[1] Ch�ef town of a d�str�ct �n the government of Poltava.

[2] Every fore�gner, whatever may be h�s stat�on, �s called a
German by Russ�an peasants. A dress coat �s often suff�c�ent to
procure th�s name for �ts wearer.
[3] A v�llage �n the government of Poltava, �n wh�ch the author
places the scene of most of h�s stor�es.

[4] The free burghers of L�ttle Russ�a, even to th�s day, pr�de
themselves on be�ng called Cossacks.
[5] Almost every fam�ly name �n L�ttle Russ�a has some mean�ng;
the name of Choop means the tuft of ha�r grow�ng on the crown of
the head, wh�ch �s alone left to grow by the L�ttle Russ�ans; they
un�formly shave the occ�put and temples; �n Great or M�ddle
Russ�a, peasants, on the contrary, let the ha�r grow on these
parts, and shave or cut �t away from the crown.

[6] Koot�a �s a d�sh of bo�led r�ce and plums, eaten by Russ�ans on
Chr�stmas Eve.
[7] Varenookha �s corn brandy bo�led w�th fru�t and sp�ce.

[8] A rank �n �rregular troops, correspond�ng to that of capta�n �n
the army.
[9] Borsch �s a soup made of meat, sausages, and th�n sl�ces of
beet-root and cabbage steeped �n v�negar.

[10] Ch�ef town of a d�str�ct �n the government of Poltava.
[11] Long coats made of sheepsk�ns, w�th the fur worn �ns�de.
They are used �n Russ�a by common people.

[12] The ovens of the peasants' cottages are bu�lt �n the shape of
furnaces, w�th a place on the top wh�ch �s reserved for sleep�ng.
[13] About e�ghtpence a yard.

[14] L�ttle Russ�ans shave beard and wh�skers, leav�ng only the�r
mustach�os.
[15] Ch�ef town of a d�str�ct �n the government of Chern�goff.

[16] A carr�age someth�ng between a dog-cart and a t�lbury.
[17] Th�s, accord�ng to the laws of the Greek Church, would
prevent the�r ch�ldren from �ntermarry�ng.

[18] V�llage clerks �n Russ�a had the�r ha�r pla�ted; a pract�ce wh�ch
st�ll cont�nues �n some remote prov�nces. Many pr�ests, not



allowed by the custom of the land to cut the�r ha�r short, wear �t,
for conven�ence' sake, pla�ted when at home and only loosen �t
dur�ng the performance of the dut�es of the�r off�ce.
[19] Russ�ans are much more str�ct �n the�r fasts than Pap�sts,
eat�ng no m�lk or eggs. Some even go so far as to eat no f�sh and
no hot d�shes, restr�ct�ng the�r food to cold bo�led vegetables and
bread. The author has here very happ�ly se�zed a tra�t of the
�ncons�stency of a L�ttle Russ�an peasant's character—swallow�ng
a camel �n ask�ng for commun�cat�on w�th the dev�l, and stra�n�ng
at a gnat �n the shape of a curd dumpl�ng �n fast-t�me.

[20] Th�s touch very character�st�cally exempl�f�es the cunn�ng
naïveté of the L�ttle Russ�ans, who, when deeply �nterested �n
anyth�ng, w�ll never come to the po�nt at once.
[21] Potemk�n was created by Cather�ne II. Pr�nce of Taur�de, w�th
the t�tle of H�ghness, an honour rarely bestowed �n Russ�a, and
wh�ch he had fully deserved by h�s exert�ons �n render�ng Russ�an
the prov�nces wh�ch, only a few years before, were under the
dom�n�on of the Cr�mean Tartars. All South, or New Russ�a, offers
at every step records of the adm�n�strat�ve gen�us of Potemk�n,
who, �f at the outset of h�s career he was �ndebted for the favours
of h�s sovere�gn to h�s personal appearance (wh�ch was
remarkably handsome, notw�thstand�ng a cataract �n one eye),
succeeded �n just�fy�ng those favours by h�s talents, wh�ch g�ve
h�m an undoubted r�ght to rank amongst the greatest statesmen of
Cather�ne's re�gn—a re�gn wh�ch abounded �n great statesmen.

[22] The author alluded to �s Von W�essen, who, �n h�s wr�t�ngs
(part�cularly �n two comed�es, the "Br�gad�er," and the "Young
Nobleman w�thout Employment,") r�d�culed the then preva�l�ng
fash�on amongst the Russ�an nob�l�ty of desp�s�ng nat�onal and
bl�ndly follow�ng fore�gn (part�cularly French) customs.
[23] Ukra�ne, �.e., the Borders, an appellat�on wh�ch was of of yore
g�ven to the country now called L�ttle Russ�a, wh�ch formed, �n
fact, the border between the terr�tor�es of the Czar of Muscovy
and those of Poland, the Sclavon�c prov�nces under the dom�n�on
of Austr�a, of the Sultan of Turkey, of the Khans of the Tartars of
the Cr�mea and of the Golden Horde (res�d�ng along the Volga).
The name of Ukra�ne �s, down to th�s t�me g�ven to L�ttle Russ�a by
�ts nat�ves, they cons�der�ng �t derogatory to acknowledge the�r
country to be smaller than Great (M�ddle) Russ�a.



TARASS BOOLBA:

FROM THE RUSSIAN OF

NICHOLAS GOGOL.

I.

"Well, son, turn round! let me see thy back! What a queer f�gure thou
art! What pr�est's cassocks have you got on? And do all of you at the
College dress l�ke that?" These were the words w�th wh�ch old
Boolba greeted h�s two sons, who, after complet�ng the�r educat�on
at K�eff, had just returned to the�r father's house.
H�s sons had just d�smounted from the�r horses. They were two
strong lads, who st�ll looked from beneath the�r brows as young
colleg�ans are apt to do. The�r manly healthy features were covered
w�th the f�rst down of ha�r, unacqua�nted as yet w�th the razor. Such a
greet�ng on the part of the father, put them to great confus�on, and
they stood mot�onless, w�th the�r eyes bent down on the ground.
"Stay, stay a b�t; g�ve me le�sure to look at you," he went on, turn�ng
them round; "what long coats! what coats, �ndeed! Never �n the world
were such coats! Here, let one of you just try to run! We shall soon
see �f he does not fall, and get h�s legs entangled �n h�s sk�rts."
"Don't laugh at us, father, don't laugh," sa�d at last the elder son.
"Look at the haughty fellow! and why should I not laugh?"
"For th�s reason: that though thou art my father, �f thou goest on
laugh�ng, by Heavens, I'll g�ve thee a thrash�ng."
"Ah, wretch of a son! thrash thy father!" excla�med Tarass Boolba,
fall�ng back a few steps �n aston�shment.



"It matters not that thou art my father. I pay regard to nobody, and
w�ll perm�t nobody to �nsult me."
"And how are we to f�ght? w�th our f�sts?"
"In whatever manner �t may chance."
"Well, w�th f�sts be �t!" sa�d Tarass Boolba, tuck�ng up h�s sleeves; "I
w�ll see what k�nd of a man thou art at f�st�cuffs!" And father and son,
�nstead of embrac�ng after a long separat�on, began to g�ve one
another blows on the r�bs, on the lo�ns, and on the chest, now fall�ng
back and tak�ng a�m, and now stepp�ng forward aga�n.
"Only see, good people! the old man has gone mad! he has
dec�dedly lost h�s senses!" Thus spoke the good mother, a th�n, pale-
faced woman, who stood at the threshold, and had not even had
t�me to embrace her cher�shed sons.
"The ch�ldren are but just come home; for more than a year we have
not seen them, and what has he got �nto h�s head that he should
f�ght w�th them?"
"He f�ghts pretty well," sa�d Boolba, stopp�ng. "Very well, �ndeed!"
cont�nued he, tak�ng breath; "so that I'd better not have tr�ed �t. A
good Cossack w�ll he make! Well, son! good day! let me embrace
thee!" And father and son began k�ss�ng one another. "Well, my son,
as thou d�dst str�ke me, so str�ke every one—g�ve quarter to none!
And nevertheless, thy dress �s very funny! What cord �s that hang�ng
about thy lo�ns? And thou, sluggard!" sa�d he, turn�ng to h�s younger
son, "why dost thou rema�n there w�th thy hands hang�ng �dle? why,
son of a dog that thou art, why dost thou not g�ve me a beat�ng?"
"What hast thou h�t upon now!" sa�d the mother, embrac�ng her
younger son; "how couldst thou get �nto thy bra�n that a son should
beat h�s father? And �s th�s the proper t�me, too? The ch�ld �s yet
young; he has undergone such a long journey, and �s qu�te t�red" (the
ch�ld was twenty years old, and seven feet h�gh); "he ought to take a
meal and some rest; and thou w�shest to make h�m f�ght!"
"Ah, I have �t! thou art a pet!" sa�d Boolba; "do not, my son, g�ve
heed to what thy mother �s say�ng; she �s but a woman, and what
can she know? As for thy coddl�ng—the open f�eld and a sw�ft horse



—these must be thy coddl�ng! And look at th�s sabre—th�s �s to be
thy mother! It �s all nonsense that they have been putt�ng �nto your
heads at the college: books, grammars, and ph�losophy, yes, the
whole lot of them—I sp�t upon them all." Here Boolba used words
such as are not to be met w�th �n books. "I had better send you, not
later than next week, to the Zaporogh�an Ss�echa. There you w�ll
have someth�ng to learn! that w�ll be a good school for you; there you
w�ll get bra�ns!"
"And are they not to rema�n at home more than a week?" mournfully
asked the old mother, w�th tears �n her eyes. "Poor souls, they w�ll
have no t�me even to rest a l�ttle, no t�me to get acqua�nted w�th the�r
father's roof; and I shall not have t�me to have a good look at them!"
"Have done, old woman! no howl�ng! A Cossack �s not made to
spend h�s l�fe w�th women. Hadst thou the power, thou wouldst put
both of them under thy pett�coat, and s�t upon them as a hen does
upon her eggs. Go, go, and have everyth�ng �n the house put upon
the table. We do not want pastry, honey-cakes, poppyseed cakes,
and all those sweet nonsenses. Br�ng us a whole roasted sheep,
g�ve us a buck, let us have some mead[1] that �s twenty years old,
and above all th�ngs, plenty of brandy; and let �t not be the brandy
w�th ra�s�ns and var�ous sp�ces, but pla�n, clean, corn brandy, that
h�sses and s�mmers."
Boolba conducted h�s sons �nto the parlour, from wh�ch hast�ly
rushed two pretty ma�d servants, w�th red necklaces, who were
putt�ng the rooms �n order. They m�ght have been scared by the
arr�val of the young masters, who never let any woman pass by
qu�etly; or, perhaps, they d�d �t only �n accordance w�th the custom of
all women, wh�ch �s to shr�ek aloud, and run away w�th the utmost
speed at the s�ght of a man; and then afterwards stand and gaze at
h�m, cover�ng the�r faces w�th the�r sleeves, as �f vastly ashamed.
The great room was arranged accord�ng to the taste of those t�mes,
of wh�ch there are nowhere such v�v�d p�ctures to be found as �n
songs and popular legends;—these, too, are no longer, as of yore,
sung �n Ukra�ne by bl�nd, long-bearded old men, who used to s�ng



them �n the hear�ng of assembled crowds, and w�th the
accompan�ment of the soft mus�c of the bandora[2]

The furn�ture was also �n the taste of those warl�ke, sturdy t�mes,
when the Un�on[3] began to provoke struggles and battles �n Ukra�ne.
The walls were all neatly plastered w�th coloured clay. Upon them
hung sabres, scourges, nets for catch�ng b�rds and for f�sh�ng, guns,
a powder-horn of exqu�s�te workmansh�p, a golden snaffle-b�t, and
horse-shackles w�th s�lver plates. The w�ndows were small, w�th d�m,
round panes, such as are now found only �n old churches, and
through wh�ch one could only see by l�ft�ng the moveable glass. The
w�ndows and doors were surrounded w�th str�pes of red pa�nt. In the
corners there stood, upon shelves, an array of jugs, bottles, and
flagons of green and blue glass, chased s�lver cups, and g�lded
dram-cups of Venet�an, Turk�sh, and C�rcass�an workmansh�p. They
had come �nto Boolba's hands by var�ous means, he be�ng the th�rd
or fourth possessor of them, an occurrence very usual �n those
warl�ke days. Wooden benches ran all round the room; an �mmense
table stood �n the front corner, under the holy �mages; a large stove,
wh�ch had many project�ng and reced�ng corners, was covered w�th
var�egated, varn�shed t�les. All th�s was fam�l�ar to our two youths,
who had every year come home for the vacat�ons. They had always
unt�l now come home on foot, because they had no horses, for
colleg�ans are not perm�tted to r�de on horseback. The long tufts on
the crown of the�r heads were the only mark of manhood allowed
them, and even these, every Cossack wear�ng arms had the r�ght to
pull. It was not t�ll the conclus�on of the�r stud�es that Boolba had sent
them a pa�r of young horses, wh�ch he had selected for them out of
h�s herd.
Boolba, to celebrate the arr�val of h�s sons, had sent �nv�tat�ons to all
the centur�ons and all the off�cers of h�s reg�ment; and as soon as he
saw two of them com�ng w�th h�s old comrade the essaool[4] Dm�tro
Tovkach, he �ntroduced h�s sons to them, say�ng, "Look at them, are
they not pretty lads? I shall send them soon to the Ss�echa!" The
guests congratulated both Boolba and the two youths, say�ng that
that was a cap�tal th�ng, and that there was no better school for
young men than the Zaporogh�an Ss�echa.



"Well, gentlemen brothers, s�t down to table, every one where he
pleases. Now, sons, before anyth�ng else, let's take some brandy!"
so spoke Boolba. "God's bless�ng be upon us! May God g�ve you
health, my sons; to thee, Ostap, and to thee, Andrew! May he ever
grant you success �n war! that you may get the better of all
m�sbel�evers, Tartars, and Turks, or Poles—�f Poles attempt anyth�ng
aga�nst our fa�th. Well, g�ve me your cup; �s the brandy good? And
what �s the Lat�n for brandy? Well, son, the Romans were only so
many fools; they d�d not even know so much as that there's brandy
�n the world. How do you call the fellow that wrote Lat�n verses? I am
no great scholar, so I do not know h�s name; but let me see, wasn't �t
Horace?"
"Just see my father!" thought the elder son, Ostap, to h�mself; "he
knows all about �t, and yet fe�gns �gnorance, the old dog!"

"I th�nk the Abbot d�dn't so much as let you smell brandy,"[5]

cont�nued Tarass Boolba. "Now, own, sons, they famously thrashed
your back, and whatever else a Cossack possesses, w�th fresh b�rch
rods? or, perhaps, as you grew cleverer, you were flogged w�th
scourges? and I should th�nk not only on Saturdays, but on
Wednesdays and Thursdays[6] too, you got your allowance."
"What �s the use of talk�ng about what �s past?" answered Ostap;
"what �s past can never come back."
"Let any one try �t now," sa�d Andrew; "let any one touch us now! If a
Tartar were to come w�th�n our reach, now, we would soon let h�m
know what sort of a th�ng a Cossack's sabre �s."
"Well sa�d, son, well sa�d �ndeed! If th�ngs stand so, I w�ll go w�th you!
By Heavens, I'll do �t! What the dev�l have I to wa�t here for? Am I
then to turn sower or farmer, or to pasture sheep or sw�ne, and make
love to my w�fe? Let them all per�sh! I am a Cossack, and w�ll not be
anyth�ng else but a Cossack! There �s no war? Well, what then? I'll
go w�th you just to have a look at the Zaporogh�ans! By Heavens, I
w�ll!" and old Boolba grew warmer and warmer �n h�s speech, and at
last, becom�ng qu�te f�erce, rose from the table, drew h�mself up to
h�s full he�ght and stamped w�th h�s foot. "Why should �t be put off?
Let us r�de there to-morrow! Of what use would �t be for us to wa�t?



What �s th�s house to us? Of what use �s all th�s furn�ture? Of what
use th�s crockery?" and w�th these words he began knock�ng about
and dash�ng on the ground jugs and d�shes.
H�s poor old w�fe, seated on a bench, mournfully watched these
proceed�ngs of her husband, to wh�ch she was accustomed. She
dared not �nterfere, but could not restra�n her tears at hear�ng a
dec�s�on so awful to her; she looked at her sons, from whom she was
threatened to part so soon, and none could descr�be the extent of
the s�lent �ntens�ty of sorrow wh�ch seemed to qu�ver �n her eyes and
�n her convuls�vely compressed l�ps.
Boolba was stubborn to an excess. H�s was one of those characters,
wh�ch could only take the�r r�se �n the gloomy f�fteenth century, �n a
sem�-nomad corner of Europe, at a t�me when the whole of pr�m�t�ve
Southern Russ�a was left by �ts sovere�gn pr�nces a prey to the f�re
and sword of the unconquerable Mogul �nvaders; when the nat�ves of
that country grew dar�ng, after hav�ng lost hearth and roof; when they
settled upon the s�tes of the�r former dwell�ngs, w�th�n v�ew of the�r
terr�ble ne�ghbours and of �ncessant danger, and learned to forget
that there was any such th�ng �n the world as fear; when after hav�ng
rema�ned dormant for centur�es, the Slavon�c sp�r�t was �nflamed w�th
the love of war. Then �t was that the Cossacks broke forth, that
powerful s�new of Russ�an nature, and then the banks of all the
r�vers and the valleys and r�ch pasturages were covered w�th
Cossacks. Nobody could number them, and r�ghtly d�d the�r bold
comrades g�ve answer to the Sultan, who �nqu�red the�r number,
"Who can tell �t? all the steppe over; for every mound there �s a
Cossack!" In truth �t was an extraord�nary outburst of Russ�an
strength; calam�ty struck �t out of the breast of the Russ�an people,
just as steel str�kes f�re out of fl�nt. Anc�ent pr�nc�pal�t�es had
d�sappeared; small towns, w�th pr�ckers and huntsmen, were no
more; petty sovere�gns exchang�ng the�r possess�ons had had the�r
t�me. Instead of these, there arose form�dable hamlets, v�llages and
commun�t�es bound together by common danger from, and common
hatred to, the foes of the Cross. H�story makes us acqua�nted how �t
was that the�r �ncessant struggles, and restless l�fe, prevented
Europe from fall�ng a prey to the �rres�st�ble flood of Tartar �nvaders,



and from be�ng overthrown by them. The Pol�sh k�ngs, who had
superseded the Russ�an pr�nces �n the possess�on of the�r w�de
expanse of land, although far from these the�r possess�ons, and
w�thout the means of enforc�ng the�r rule over them, understood the
m�ss�on of the Cossacks and the advantages der�vable from the�r
warl�ke, lawless mode of l�fe. They gave encouragement to the�r
pursu�ts, nay, they even flattered them. It was under the�r remote
sway, that Hetmans, chosen from among the Cossacks themselves,
transformed hamlets and commun�t�es �nto reg�ments and regular
m�l�tary c�rcu�ts. There was no regular stand�ng army; not a sold�er
was to be seen; but �n case of war or any general movement, every
one, before e�ght days were over, appeared on horseback armed
from head to foot, but rece�v�ng only a ducat from the k�ng, and thus
�n a fortn�ght was gathered such a m�l�t�a as no regular enl�stments
could ever have produced. The campa�gn once over, the warr�or
returned to h�s f�elds and pastures, or to the ferr�es over the Dn�eper,
betook h�mself to f�sh�ng, trad�ng and brew�ng beer, and he became
once more a free Cossack. Well m�ght fore�gn wr�ters of th�s per�od
express the�r aston�shment at the man�fold accompl�shments of a
Cossack. No trade, no bus�ness, was unknown to h�m; he knew how
to d�st�l brandy out of corn, how to mend a carr�age, how to gr�nd
powder; he was acqua�nted w�th blacksm�th's as well as w�th
locksm�th's work; and bes�des all th�s he knew how to plunge �nto the
vortex of the most r�otous l�fe, to dr�nk and to carouse—as none but
a Russ�an can. Bes�des the reg�stered Cossacks, who were by duty
bound to come forth �n case of war, there were, at every per�od of
great emergency, whole troops of mounted volunteers. The essaools
had noth�ng to do but to go through the squares and market-places
of every c�ty and v�llage, and there, mount�ng on some carr�age, cry
aloud: "Ho! you brewers and coopers! enough of brew�ng your beer,
loll�ng on your ovens, and feed�ng fl�es w�th the fat of your bod�es!
Come and seek the glory and honour of kn�ghts! And you,
ploughmen, sowers, shepherds, lo�terers, have done w�th go�ng
beh�nd the plough and daub�ng your yellow boots w�th mud, w�th
runn�ng after g�rls and destroy�ng your kn�ghtly strength. The t�me �s
come to w�n a Cossack's glory!"



And these words fell l�ke so many sparks upon dry wood. Ploughmen
broke the�r ploughs, brewers and coopers destroyed the�r tubs and
casks, mechan�cs and tradesmen sent hand�craft and trade to the
dev�l, broke the furn�ture �n the�r houses, and every one, be he who
he m�ght, set off on horseback. In a word, here �t was that the
Russ�an character showed �tself �n �ts boldest and most str�k�ng
outl�nes, and rece�ved �ts most powerful development.
Tarass Boolba was one of the old colonels, and a colonel of the old
school too. In h�m seemed comb�ned everyth�ng wh�ch makes a
warr�or, and h�s character was stamped by a stern upr�ghtness. In
those t�mes the �nfluence of Poland already began to be felt amongst
the nob�l�ty of South Russ�a; many of the nobles began to adopt
Pol�sh fash�ons, to �ndulge �n luxury, to keep a magn�f�cent revenue,
hawks, and huntsmen, to g�ve banquets and enterta�nments. All th�s
was d�spleas�ng to Tarass; he l�ked the s�mple manner of l�fe of the
Cossacks, and quarrelled w�th those of h�s comrades who �ncl�ned
towards the Warsaw party, n�cknam�ng them the servants of Pol�sh
lords. Ever unconquerable, he took �t for granted that he was the
r�ghtful defender of orthodoxy. He went, of h�s own accord, �nto every
v�llage where the tenants compla�ned of oppress�on or of add�t�onal
taxes la�d on the cottages, and const�tut�ng h�mself judge of these
gr�evances, he made �t a rule that the sword was to be used on three
occas�ons, v�z., when the Pol�sh comm�ssar�es d�d not pay due
respect to the Elders, and stood covered before them; when they
�nsulted orthodoxy, and d�d not observe the fa�th of the�r forefathers;
and lastly, when the foes were m�sbel�evers or Turks, aga�nst whom,
accord�ng to h�s not�ons, a Chr�st�an was �n every case allowed to
ra�se h�s sword.
Now Tarass p�ctured to h�mself, beforehand, the pleasure he should
have �n br�ng�ng h�s sons to the Ss�echa, and �n say�ng, "Look at
them, are not these f�ne fellows that I have brought you!" how he
would �ntroduce them to all h�s old comrades, hardened �n so many
combats; how he would behold the�r f�rst deeds �n war and �n
carous�ng, wh�ch was also accounted one of the great
accompl�shments of a kn�ght. At f�rst, he had thought of send�ng
them by themselves; but, on see�ng the freshness of the�r manly



beauty, the he�ght and strength of the�r frames, h�s warl�ke sp�r�t
k�ndled, and he resolved to go w�th them h�mself, although noth�ng
but the stubbornness of h�s own w�ll made �t requ�s�te. He was
already busy g�v�ng orders, mak�ng cho�ce of horses and trapp�ngs
for h�s young sons, go�ng �nto the stables and barns, and �nd�cat�ng;
the servants who were to start on the morrow w�th h�m. He deputed
h�s author�ty to the Essaool Tovkach, g�v�ng h�m str�ct orders to come
w�th h�s reg�ment at h�s f�rst summons, were he to send from the
Ss�echa for �t. He forgot noth�ng, though he was rather t�psy, and h�s
head was not yet qu�te clear. He even gave orders to water the
horses, and to put the best and largest gra�ned wheat �nto the�r
mangers. At last he returned, t�red out w�th h�s work. "Well, ch�ldren,
let us go to sleep, and to-morrow we shall do what God w�lls. No
beds! we don't want beds; we w�ll sleep �n the yard."
N�ght had scarcely crept over the sky, but Boolba always went to rest
early. He lay down upon a carpet and rolled h�mself up �n a
sheepsk�n cloak, because the n�ght was rather fresh, and because
he always l�ked when at home to be warmly covered. He was soon
snor�ng, and every one �n the yard followed h�s example. All who
were ly�ng about �n d�fferent corners of the yard set off snor�ng; f�rst
of all the watchman fell asleep, for he had got more t�psy than any
one on the occas�on of the young masters' arr�val. The poor mother
alone could not sleep; she recl�ned on the p�llow of her dear sons,
who were ly�ng s�de by s�de; she smoothed the�r young negl�gently
�nterm�ngled curls, mo�sten�ng them w�th tears. She was gaz�ng at
them, ay, gaz�ng at them w�th all her soul; her whole be�ng seemed
absorbed �n s�ght, and she could not cease gaz�ng. W�th her own
m�lk she had fed them—she had watched them grow—she had
tended them—and now, she sees them near her only for a moment.
"Sons, my own dear sons, what w�ll happen to you? What �s �n store
for you?" and tears ran down on the wr�nkles wh�ch d�sf�gured her
once handsome face.
And, �ndeed, she was to be p�t�ed, as were n�l the women of those
warl�ke t�mes. For one moment only had she enjoyed love, wh�ch
w�ts dur�ng the f�rst �mpulse merely of youth and pass�on; and then
her stern lover had qu�tted her for h�s sabre, for h�s comrades, and



for carous�ng. Dur�ng the whole course of the year, she saw her
husband but for two or three days, and then years passed away
w�thout hear�ng anyth�ng about h�m. And, even when she happened
to see h�m, and l�ve w�th h�m, what a l�fe was hers; she rece�ved
noth�ng from h�m but �nsults, and often even blows. The caresses
bestowed upon her were noth�ng but char�ty, she saw �t. Strange was
her ex�stence among that mob of heartless warr�ors, whose features
bore the bronzed colour�ng pecul�ar to the Zaporogh�ans. She had
seen her youth gl�de away w�thout enjoyment, and her beaut�ful fresh
cheeks fade w�thout k�sses and shr�vel �nto wr�nkles before due t�me.
All her love, all her feel�ngs, all that �s tender and pass�onate �n a
woman, all was concentrated for her �n one feel�ng—that of a mother.
And l�ke a b�rd of the steppe, she fever�shly, pass�onately, and
tearfully hovered over her ch�ldren. Her sons, her dear sons, are to
be taken away from her; to be taken where she may never see them
aga�n. Who knows? may be �n the f�rst battle a Tartar w�ll cut off the�r
heads, and she w�ll not even know where to f�nd the�r corpses;
perhaps those corpses, for each morsel of wh�ch, for each drop of
whose blood she would g�ve everyth�ng �n the world, those very
corpses may be thrown as�de, and the w�ld b�rds of prey may tear
them to p�eces. Sobb�ng, she looked �n the�r eyes, wh�ch sleep
already began to close, and she thought— "Who knows but that
Boolba, on awak�ng, may put off the departure for some two or three
days; may be he resolved to start so soon, merely from hav�ng drunk
too much."
The moon had long ago r�sen �n the heavens, and from the�r he�ght
shone down on the yard, covered w�th sleep�ng Cossacks, on the
th�ck sallows, and on the h�gh grass wh�ch had overgrown the
pal�sade surround�ng the yard. St�ll the mother rema�ned s�tt�ng
bes�de her dear sons, never tak�ng her eyes off them for a moment,
and never car�ng for sleep. The horses, feel�ng the approach of the
dawn, lay down and ceased to feed; the upper leaves of the sallows
began to move, and, by degrees, the murmur�ng current descended
to the branches beneath. The mother rema�ned s�tt�ng t�ll dawn. She
felt no wear�ness, and �nwardly w�shed that the n�ght m�ght last st�ll
longer. Already the sonorous ne�gh�ng of the foals was heard from
the steppe; red streaks br�ghtly �llum�ned the sky. All at once Boolba



awoke and sprang to h�s feet; he was perfectly aware of the orders
he had g�ven on the preced�ng day....
"Up lads, away w�th sleep! �t �s t�me, �t �s t�me. G�ve the horses the�r
dr�nk. Where �s the old woman (so he usually called h�s w�fe)? Qu�ck,
old woman! prepare our meal—we have a long journey before us!"
The poor old woman, depr�ved of her last hopes, went mournfully to
the house. Wh�le tearfully she was prepar�ng everyth�ng for
breakfast, Boolba �ssued h�s orders: he bustled about �n the stable
and h�mself chose the best equ�pment for h�s sons. The colleg�ans
were suddenly metamorphosed: �nstead of the�r d�rty boots and
shabby dresses, they appeared �n red boots w�th s�lver heels; the�r
trousers, of a tremendous w�dth w�th thousands of folds, were t�ghtly
g�rded w�th a g�lded belt; long leather thongs, w�th tassels and
d�fferent requ�s�tes for the p�pe, hung from the�r belts. The�r
cossack�ns,[7] of a f�ery red cloth, were g�rded by br�ll�antly-coloured
sashes, �n wh�ch were stuck p�stols of Turk�sh embossed
workmansh�p, and sabres were dangl�ng about the�r heels. The�r
faces, not yet sunburnt, seemed to have grown st�ll more handsome
and st�ll fa�rer. The�r young dark mustach�os gave st�ll more br�ll�ancy
to the healthy, robust bloom of the�r youth; the�r black sheepsk�n
caps, w�th the crowns of cloth of gold, became them excellently. Poor
mother! when she saw them she could not utter a word, and tears
rushed �nto her eyes.
"Now, sons, all �s ready, don't waste t�me," sa�d Boolba at last. "Now,
we must all, l�ke Chr�st�ans, s�t down before the journey."[8]

Every one sat down, �nclud�ng even the servants, who had
respectfully stood at the door.
"Now, mother, bless thy ch�ldren!" sa�d Boolba. "Pray God that they
may be brave �n war, that they may ever preserve the�r kn�ghtly
honour, that they may ever hold fast the fa�th of Chr�st. Otherw�se,
'twere better they should d�e, better noth�ng rema�ned of them �n the
world. Go to your mother, ch�ldren; the prayer of a mother preserves
one by sea and land."



The tender mother embraced them, took two small holy �mages, and
sobb�ng, hung them round the�r necks:—
"May the Holy V�rg�n—preserve you—don't forget your mother, my
sons—send me word about you." She could say no more!
"Let us be gone now, ch�ldren!" sa�d Boolba. Saddled horses stood
near the door of the house. Boolba sprang on h�s own, named
"Dev�l," who fur�ously bounded as�de as he felt on h�s back the
we�ght of h�s r�der, who was very stout and heavy. When the mother
saw that her sons had also mounted, she rushed to the younger,
whose features wore a somewhat more tender express�on; she
caught h�s st�rrup, clung to h�s saddle, and, a p�cture of utter despa�r,
would not let h�m loose. Two strong Cossacks gently dragged her
away and carr�ed her �nto the room. But when she saw them cross
the gateway, �n sp�te of her age she flew through the yard w�th the
sw�ftness of a w�ld goat, and, w�th �ncred�ble strength, stopped the
horse and embraced one of her sons, w�th a mad, rapturous
fever�shness. Once more was she brought home.
Mournfully rode the young Cossacks, restra�n�ng the�r tears lest the�r
father should be angry; but he, too, was ag�tated, although he
endeavoured not to show �t. The day was gray; the verdure was of a
br�ght green; the b�rds seemed to s�ng d�scordantly. After hav�ng
r�dden for some t�me, they turned to look back: the farm seemed to
have sunk �nto the earth; they could only see the two ch�mneys of
the�r modest mans�on and the tops of the surround�ng trees—those
trees, whose branches they used to cl�mb l�ke squ�rrels; but before
them lay expanded the w�de pla�n—that same pla�n, wh�ch m�ght
br�ng back to the�r m�nds the whole h�story of the�r l�ves, from the
years when they rolled �n �ts dew-covered grass, down to the years
when they were recl�n�ng �n �t, awa�t�ng some dark-browed g�rl, who
t�m�dly ran across �t w�th her pretty l�ttle feet. Already—noth�ng �s to
be seen, but the pulley over the well, w�th the wheel t�ed to �ts top.
Already the pla�n, across wh�ch they rode but just now, has covered
all beh�nd and looks l�ke a h�ll. Farewell, ch�ldhood! Farewell, youthful
sports! all of you, farewell!



II.

The three r�ders all proceeded �n s�lence. Old Boolba thought of
former t�mes; he saw pass before h�m h�s youth, h�s bygone years,
those years wh�ch are always regretted by a Cossack, who would
w�sh that h�s whole l�fe were youth only; he thought of the comrades
he should meet w�th at the Ss�echa; he remembered who those were
who had d�ed, and those who yet rema�ned al�ve. A tear m�ght have
been seen trembl�ng �n h�s eye, and mournfully d�d he droop h�s gray
head.
Other thoughts occup�ed h�s sons. But more should be sa�d about
the sons. At twelve years old they were sent to the College of K�eff,
because all' the �mportant nobles of that t�me found �t necessary to
g�ve an educat�on to the�r sons, although �t was apparently done
merely for the purpose of the�r ent�rely forgett�ng �t afterwards. L�ke
all the colleg�ans, they had someth�ng w�ld about them, hav�ng been
brought up �n perfect freedom. At the college, however, they got
someth�ng of that external pol�sh, wh�ch, be�ng common to all
colleg�ans, made them so resemble one another. Ostap, the elder of
the two, began h�s career by runn�ng away the very f�rst year; he was
brought back, merc�lessly flogged, and once more set to h�s book.
Four t�mes d�d he bury h�s grammar �n the ground, and four t�mes,
after hav�ng h�m horsewh�pped w�thout p�ty, a new one was bought
for h�m. Yet he would no doubt have repeated the same attempt a
f�fth t�me, had not h�s father pledged h�m h�s word that he would have
h�m shut up �n a clo�ster for twenty years, and sworn that he should
never see the Zaporogh�an Ss�echa t�ll he had been through the
whole course of academ�c learn�ng. It �s worth not�ce that th�s was
sa�d by that same Tarass Boolba, who, as we have seen, laughed at
all learn�ng, and adv�sed h�s ch�ldren never to trouble themselves
about �t. From that t�me Ostap grew �ntensely ass�duous, and was
soon ranked among the best pup�ls.
The educat�on and the pract�cal l�fe of those t�mes afforded the most
str�k�ng contrast. All the scholast�c, grammat�cal, and rhetor�cal
subtlet�es were dec�dedly �nappropr�ate to the epoch, �nappl�cable to
anyth�ng, and of no use �n after l�fe. Even had the stud�es been much



less scholast�c, those who stud�ed would have found noth�ng to
wh�ch they could have been adapted. The f�rst rate scholars of that
t�me were the most �gnorant people �n pract�ce, because they, more
than others, were removed from the exper�ence of l�fe. The
republ�can form of the academ�cal adm�n�strat�on, as well as the
great concourse of full-grown, healthy young men, could not fa�l to
g�ve the pup�ls' m�nds a d�rect�on qu�te al�en to the�r stud�es. At one
t�me bad food, at others oft-repeated pun�shments by hunger, then,
those �mpulses wh�ch ar�se �n fresh, healthy, strong youths—all th�s
comb�ned to g�ve them that enterpr�s�ng sp�r�t wh�ch afterwards
atta�ned �ts full expans�on �n the Zaporogh�an Ss�echa. Hungry
colleg�ans rambled about the streets of K�eff, and rendered every
one caut�ous. The market-women who sat �n the market, as soon as
they saw a colleg�an com�ng, qu�ckly covered w�th the�r hands the�r
p�es, rolls, and pumpk�n seeds, just as eagles cover the�r young w�th
the�r w�ngs. The consuls, whose duty �t was to watch over such of
the�r comrades as were placed under the�r orders, themselves wore
trouser pockets of such fr�ghtful d�mens�ons that they could h�de �n
them the whole contents of a tray �f the market-woman happened to
look as�de. These colleg�ans formed a world apart; they were not
allowed to m�x �n the h�gher c�rcles, wh�ch cons�sted of Pol�sh and
Russ�an nobles. Even the Voevoda,[9] Adam K�ssel, notw�thstand�ng
the protect�on wh�ch he showed to the college, d�d not allow the
colleg�ans adm�ttance �nto soc�ety, and ordered them to be treated
w�th the greatest sever�ty. Th�s last �njunct�on was, however, qu�te
superfluous, for ne�ther the rector nor the professors spared the rods
and wh�ps, and often at the�r commands the l�ctors[10] gave the�r
consuls such a sound flogg�ng, that the latter rubbed the�r trousers
many weeks after. Many of them became �nd�fferent to �t, and
thought �t only a l�ttle stronger than good brandy and pepper; some
found such fr�ct�ons too frequent and too unpleasant, and at last took
fl�ght to the Ss�echa, �f they could but f�nd the way to �t, and �f they
happened not to be caught dur�ng the journey.
Ostap Boolba, notw�thstand�ng h�s ass�du�ty �n learn�ng log�c, and
even theology, could by no means escape the �nexorable rod. Of
course, all th�s hardened h�s character, and gave h�m that f�rmness



wh�ch �s so pecul�ar to the Cossacks. Ostap was always reputed the
best of comrades. He was not often a leader of the others �n dar�ng
enterpr�ses, such as to lay waste some orchard or k�tchen-garden,
but he was always among the f�rst who jo�ned the colours of the
dar�ng colleg�an who was to lead, and never on any occas�on d�d he
betray h�s comrades; no wh�p, no rods, could make h�m do so.
Noth�ng but f�ght�ng and carous�ng had any attract�on for h�m; never,
at least, d�d he th�nk of anyth�ng else. W�th h�s equals he was always
open-hearted. He was good, so far as goodness was poss�ble w�th
such a character and at such an epoch. The tears of h�s poor mother
had strongly �mpressed h�s m�nd, and m�ght account for h�s
depressed sp�r�ts, and the thoughtful droop�ng of h�s head.
The feel�ngs of h�s younger brother, Andrew, were qu�cker, and �n
some degree, more sharpened. He showed more �ncl�nat�on and less
d�ff�culty for study than �s usually the case w�th a heavy, robust
character. He had more contr�vance than h�s brother, and more
frequently became the leader �n exped�t�ons of danger, and oftener,
thanks to h�s ready w�t, found means to escape pun�shment; wh�le
h�s brother Ostap, sett�ng as�de every subterfuge, took off h�s coat
and la�d h�mself down on the floor, w�thout ever th�nk�ng of begg�ng
forg�veness. Andrew was as eager as h�s brother for warl�ke feats,
but h�s heart was also open to other feel�ngs. When he was scarcely
e�ghteen, he felt to the qu�ck the want of love; thoughts of women
would often v�s�t h�s over-heated fancy; wh�lst l�sten�ng to
ph�losoph�cal d�sputes, he saw every moment a fresh, dark-eyed,
tender face; cont�nually there gl�mmered before h�m her round
smooth bosom, her del�cate, beaut�fully moulded bare arm; even her
dress, cl�ng�ng to her ma�denly yet powerful form, h�s fancy would
dep�ct as someth�ng �ndescr�bably voluptuous. These �nsp�rat�ons of
h�s pass�onate youthful soul, Andrew carefully h�d from h�s
comrades, for �n those t�mes �t was reputed a shame and a
d�shonour to a Cossack to th�nk about women, and love, before
hav�ng gone through a battle. And yet, dur�ng the later years, he was
no longer so often the leader of colleg�an part�es, but was more
frequently to be seen stroll�ng about one of the lonely lanes of K�eff,
overshadowed by cherry-tree gardens, wh�ch surrounded some low
cottages. He also went somet�mes �nto the ar�stocrat�c street �n that



part of K�eff wh�ch �s now-a-days called the Old Town, where the
nob�l�ty of L�ttle Russ�a and Poland used to l�ve, and where the
bu�ld�ngs �n the�r appearance showed more ref�nement.
Once, as he was gaz�ng about the street, he was nearly caught by
the wheels of the carr�age of some Pol�sh lord, and rece�ved a well-
a�med cut of the wh�p from the fr�ghtfully mustach�oed f�gure, who sat
on the box of the carr�age. The young colleg�an took f�re at once;
w�th �ncons�derate audac�ty he grasped w�th h�s powerful hand the
rear wheel, and stopped the carr�age. But the coachman, fear�ng the
result, wh�pped the horses; they started forward, and Andrew, who
fortunately had t�me to w�thdraw h�s arm, fell flat on the ground, w�th
h�s face �n the mud. The most sonorous and harmon�ous laughter
resounded above h�m. He l�fted up h�s eyes, and saw, stand�ng at a
w�ndow, a beauty, the l�ke of whom he had never seen before. Her
eyes were dark, and the wh�teness of her complex�on was l�ke the
snow, l�ghted by the rosy-coloured rays of the morn�ng sun; she
laughed w�th all her heart, and laughter gave add�t�onal splendour to
her beauty. He rema�ned r�veted to the spot. Unconsc�ous of
everyth�ng around h�m, he looked at her, and, absent �n m�nd, w�ped
the mud from h�s face, so�l�ng �t st�ll more. Who could that lovely g�rl
be? He tr�ed to learn her name of the servants, who, �n r�ch dresses,
were assembled �n a crowd at the gate, round a young mus�c�an,
play�ng on the bandora[11] But the servants burst out laugh�ng on
see�ng h�s d�rty face, and no one condescended to answer h�m. He
succeeded at last �n ascerta�n�ng that the young lady was the
daughter of the Voevoda of Kovno, who had come to K�eff for a
certa�n t�me. Next n�ght, w�th an audac�ty pecul�ar to colleg�ans, he
crept through a pal�sade �nto the garden, cl�mbed a tree whose
branches were w�dely spread, and leaned on the very roof of the
house; from the tree he got on to the roof, and gl�d�ng down a
ch�mney, came stra�ght �nto the room of the beauty, who was just
then s�tt�ng before a l�ght, and tak�ng her costly ear-r�ngs out of her
ears. The beaut�ful g�rl was so terr�f�ed at see�ng before her a strange
man, that she could not utter a word; but when she saw that the
colleg�an rema�ned stand�ng, h�s eyes bent on the ground, and not
dar�ng, from bashfulness, to move even h�s hand; when she



recogn�sed h�m to be the same person who had fallen �n the street
beneath her eyes, she once more gave vent to her laughter.
Bes�des, Andrew's features had noth�ng alarm�ng �n them; he was
very handsome. She laughed w�th all her heart, and cont�nued a long
t�me amus�ng herself at h�s expense. The beauty was as fl�ghty as
only a Pol�sh woman can be; but her eyes, her beaut�ful, her
p�erc�ngly br�ght eyes, threw glances as last�ng as constancy. The
colleg�an rema�ned mot�onless, and seemed as �f all h�s l�mbs were
t�ed up �n a sack, when the Voevoda's daughter came boldly up to
h�m, put her br�ll�ant d�adem upon h�s head, hung her ear-r�ngs on h�s
l�ps, and threw on h�s shoulders a transparent musl�n chem�sette w�th
gold embro�dered festoons. She dressed h�m out �n d�fferent ways,
and played w�th h�m a thousand s�lly tr�cks w�th the ch�ld�sh ease so
character�st�c of the g�ddy Poles, and wh�ch added st�ll more to the
confus�on of the poor colleg�an. H�s mouth w�de open, h�s looks
r�veted on her br�ll�ant eyes, he made the most laughable f�gure. A
no�se wh�ch was heard at the door, aroused her fears. She ordered
h�m to h�de h�mself under the bed, and as soon as the no�se was
over, she called for her ma�d, a Tartar pr�soner, and ordered her to
conduct h�m caut�ously �nto the garden, and thence to see h�m over
the pal�sade. But th�s t�me our colleg�an was not so fortunate �n
gett�ng over the pal�sade. The watchman awak�ng, gave h�m a
v�gorous blow over the legs, and the servants assembled by the
no�se, beat h�m �n the street, long before h�s sw�ft feet carr�ed h�m out
of the�r reach. After th�s, �t was very dangerous to pass near the
house of the Voevoda, the more so as h�s servants were numerous.
Andrew saw h�s beauty once more �n a Lat�n Church; she not�ced
h�m, and gave h�m a pleasant sm�le as to an old acqua�ntance. Once
more, but only en passant, d�d he see her, and then the Voevoda left
K�eff, and after that, �nstead of the beaut�ful dark-eyed Pol�sh g�rl, a
broad, coarse face looked out of her w�ndows.
Th�s �s what Andrew was th�nk�ng about, w�th h�s head bent down,
and h�s eyes f�xed on the mane of h�s horse.
Meanwh�le, the steppe had long ago rece�ved them �n �ts green
embrace, and �ts h�gh grass, enc�rcl�ng them, had h�dden them so



that only the�r black Cossack's caps were now and then to be seen
above �t.
"Eh! eh! eh! What are you about, lads? Why so s�lent?" sa�d Boolba,
recover�ng from h�s med�tat�on. "Just l�ke monks! Come now, all at
the same t�me! All sad thoughts to the dev�l! Take your p�pes
between your teeth, l�ght them, set spurs to your horses, and let us
take such a gallop, that no b�rd shall get the better of us!"
And the Cossacks sl�ghtly bend�ng towards the manes of the�r
horses, d�sappeared �n the h�gh grass. Not even the�r black caps
were now to e seen; the�r course could only be followed by look�ng at
the furrow �n the grass, wh�ch they crushed w�th the rap�d�ty of
l�ghtn�ng.
The sun had long s�nce appeared �n the sky, and poured �ts v�v�fy�ng
warm rays over the steppe. All that was perplexed or dreamy about
the souls of the Cossacks fled at once, and the�r hearts bounded
w�th�n them l�ke b�rds.
The farther the steppe went the grander �t became. At that t�me the
whole tract of land wh�ch now forms New Russ�a, even as far as the
coast of the Black Sea, was but one green un�nhab�ted waste. No
plough ever furrowed �ts �mmense wavy pla�ns of w�ld plants; the w�ld
horses, wh�ch herded there, alone trampled them down. Noth�ng �n
nature could afford a more beaut�ful scene. The whole extent of the
steppe was noth�ng but a green-gold ocean, whose surface seemed
bespr�nkled w�th m�ll�ons of d�fferent coloured flowers. Here, through
the th�n tall blades of the grass, were to be seen purple, blue, and
v�olet corn-flowers; there, the pyram�dal top of a yellow gen�stella
shot up suddenly; the umbrella-shaped heads of the clover shone
l�ke so many wh�te spots; some ears of wheat, brought heaven
knows whence, were slowly r�pen�ng amongst the grass. Under the�r
th�n stems partr�dges were flutter�ng w�th outstretched necks. The a�r
was f�lled w�th the calls of thousands of d�fferent b�rds. Goshawks
rema�ned stat�onary �n the sky, w�th w�ngs w�de spread, and eyes
f�xed on the grass. The screams of a flock of w�ld geese, wh�ch l�ke a
cloud was seen mov�ng on one s�de of the hor�zon, were re-echoed
by the murmurs from some d�stant lake. A gull m�ght be seen, w�th



measured flapp�ng of �ts w�ng, r�s�ng �n the clouds, and luxur�ously
bath�ng �n the blue waves of the a�r: behold, now �t d�sappears �n the
sk�es, and only at t�mes shows l�ke a dark spot on them; there aga�n,
�t turns round, and �ts w�ngs gleam �n the sunsh�ne.
"The deuce take ye, O steppes! how beaut�ful you are!"
Our travellers stopped only a few m�nutes for d�nner. On th�s
occas�on, the ten Cossacks who formed the�r escort al�ghted, and
brought forward the barrels of corn-brandy, and the hollow pumpk�ns,
wh�ch suppl�ed the place of plates. The d�nner cons�sted of noth�ng
but bread, lard, and wheaten b�scu�ts; one cup of brandy, and no
more, was allowed to every one, just to keep up h�s strength, for
Tarass Boolba never perm�tted any one to get t�psy wh�lst travell�ng.
Then the journey was resumed.
As even�ng came on, the whole scenery of the steppe underwent a
change. The last br�ght reflect�on of the sun enc�rcled once more �ts
var�egated expanse, wh�ch gradually grew darker, so that the shades
of even�ng m�ght be seen com�ng step by step over �t, mak�ng �ts
green hue more and more black; the exhalat�ons arose more
densely; every flower, every herb sent forth sweet perfumes, and a
cloud of fragant smells seemed to hang over the whole of the
steppe. Over the blue-t�nted sombre sk�es a g�gant�c brush seemed
to have drawn broad str�pes of red gold; at t�mes were to be seen
gl�d�ng l�ke so many wh�te flocks, l�ght transparent clouds; the most
refresh�ng breeze, pleasant as the sea-waves, gently ruffled the
surface of the grass, and softly touched the cheek. The harmony
wh�ch had f�lled the steppe dur�ng the day d�ed away, and gave place
to other sounds. An�mals wh�ch had rema�ned �n the�r holes under
ground dur�ng the day, came out, and made the steppe resound w�th
the�r cr�es and h�sses. The ch�rp of the cr�ckets grew louder and
louder. Somet�mes from a d�stant pond was heard the cry of a swan,
wh�ch rang s�lvery through the a�r.
The travellers, after choos�ng the�r halt�ng-place, stopped under the
canopy of heaven, made a f�re, and warmed the kettle �n wh�ch they
bo�led the�r gruel; the curl�ng smoke floated up above �n a curved
l�ne. After supper, the Cossacks lay down for sleep, after hav�ng t�ed



the legs of the�r horses, wh�ch were left to feed �n the grass. The
Cossacks stretched themselves on the�r cloaks; they could see r�ght
above them the stars of the n�ght; they could hear the numberless
myr�ads of �nsects wh�ch f�lled the grass, whose ch�rp�ng, whose
wh�stl�ng, whose shr�ll notes resounded sharply through the st�llness
of that hour and the freshness of the n�ght a�r, and formed together a
del�ghtful harmony. If any one happened to l�ft h�s head, or to ar�se,
he saw all the steppe covered w�th the sparkl�ng l�ght of the
glowworms. Somet�mes, at d�fferent places, the sky seemed glar�ng
w�th f�re, wh�ch had been set to the dry reeds �n some d�stant f�elds,
or along the banks of some r�ver, and then a dark l�ne of swans,
fly�ng towards the north, suddenly l�ghted up a p�nk-s�lvered streak,
and �t seemed as �f rosy scarfs were flutter�ng �n the sombre sk�es.
Our travellers journeyed on w�thout any adventure. No trees met
the�r v�ew; on every s�de expanded the same endless, free, beaut�ful
steppe.
At t�mes only m�ght be seen the remote blue tops of the forests
grow�ng along the banks of the Dn�eper. Once only, Tarass po�nted
out to h�s sons a small black spot at a great d�stance �n the grass,
and excla�med, "Look, ch�ldren, there �s a Tartar!" A small
mustach�oed face peered at them w�th �ts narrow eyes, sn�ffed the a�r
l�ke a harr�er, and d�sappeared at once, see�ng there were th�rteen
Cossacks. "Well, lads, w�ll you try to catch the Tartar? You had better
not; you w�ll never overtake h�m; h�s steed �s sw�fter than my 'Dev�l.'"
Yet, fear�ng some h�dden m�sch�ef, he took h�s precaut�ons. Com�ng
to a narrow stream, wh�ch fell �nto a r�ver, he ordered h�s followers to
enter the water on horseback, and they d�d not cont�nue the�r journey
t�ll they had swum a long way, to h�de the�r track. Three days later,
they were near the end of the�r journey. The a�r grew colder; they felt
the prox�m�ty of the Dn�eper. Behold! there �t sparkles �n the sun, and
forms a w�de dark streak beneath the sky; �ts cold waves come
nearer and nearer, and on a sudden, surround half the hor�zon. It
was at th�s part of the Dn�eper that, after be�ng compressed �n �ts
course by the rap�ds, �t reconquered �ts l�berty, and spread�ng out
freely, roared l�ke the ocean; the �slands thrown �n �ts centre made �t
rush st�ll more vehemently towards the banks, and �ts waves rolled
on the even ground w�thout hav�ng to dash over any rocks or



elevat�ons. The Cossacks d�smounted, got �nto a ferry-boat, and
after a passage of three hours, they reached the �sland Khort�tza,
where, for the t�me be�ng, was the camp of the Ss�echa, wh�ch so
often changed �ts seat.
A crowd of people stood on the bank of the r�ver quarrell�ng w�th the
ferryman. The Cossacks adjusted the�r horses for mount�ng; Tarass
assumed a d�gn�f�ed a�r, t�ghtened h�s belt, and proudly tw�rled h�s
mustach�os. H�s young sons, too, looked at themselves from head to
foot, w�th some unaccountable terror, and no less unaccountable
pleasure. Then they all rode together �nto the suburb, wh�ch was
about half a verst[12] from the Ss�echa. On enter�ng �t, they were
deafened by the sound of f�fty blacksm�th's hammers, wh�ch fell w�th
heavy strokes �n f�ve-and-twenty forges, dug �n the ground and
covered w�th grass. Strong tanners sat �n the street at the�r own
doors, and scutched ox-h�des w�th the�r powerful hands;
tradespeople sat under tents, loaded w�th fl�nts, steels, and
gunpowder; here, an Armen�an has hung up costly handkerch�efs for
sale; there, a Tartar �s roast�ng p�eces of mutton rolled �n dough;
there, a Jew, h�s head stretched forward, �s draw�ng off corn-brandy
from a cask. But the f�rst man they saw was a Zaporogh�an ly�ng
asleep �n the very m�ddle of the road, h�s arms and legs stretched far
apart. Tarass Boolba could not help stopp�ng to adm�re h�m.
"Now, �s not th�s a glor�ous s�ght? Ah! what a f�ne s�ght!" sa�d he,
stopp�ng h�s horse; and the s�ght was certa�nly a str�k�ng one. There
lay the Zaporogh�an, l�ke a l�on, full length on the road; h�s crown tuft,
proudly thrown back, was fully a foot �n length; h�s trousers were
smeared w�th tar, �n order to show h�s utter contempt for the costly
scarlet cloth of wh�ch they were made. After rema�n�ng for a wh�le
look�ng at h�m, Boolba cont�nued to thread h�s way through a narrow
street, crowded by workmen, who, �n the street �tself, were work�ng
at the�r trade, and by people of every nat�on, who f�lled th�s suburb of
the Ss�echa, wh�ch wore the appearance of a fa�r, and whence the
Ss�echa der�ved �ts food and clothes; for the Ss�echa �tself knew
noth�ng beyond carous�ng and f�ght�ng.



At last, they left the suburb and saw some koorens[13] scattered
about and covered w�th grass, or accord�ng to the Tartar fash�on w�th
cow-ha�r felt. About some of the koorens stood cannons. Nowhere
could be seen any pal�sade, or any of the low cottages w�th sheds on
short wooden columns, l�ke those of the suburb. A small mound w�th
a d�tch, guarded by no l�v�ng soul, was only a proof of the greatest
carelessness. Some strongly-bu�lt Zaporogh�ans, who were ly�ng on
the very road, w�th the�r p�pes between the�r teeth, coolly surveyed
the r�ders, but d�d not even move. Tarass rode caut�ously through the
m�dst of them w�th h�s sons, and sa�d, "Health be w�th you,
gentlemen!"
"And w�th you, too;" answered the Zaporogh�ans.
In every d�rect�on the f�eld was covered w�th motley groups of
people. The�r brown faces bespoke them at once to be hardened �n
war and �nured to every pr�vat�on.
So here �s the Ss�echa! Here �s that nest, whence take the�r fl�ght all
those men, as proud and strong as l�ons! Hence pour freedom and
Cossackdom over all Ukra�ne!

The r�ders came to an extens�ve square, where the Rada[14] was
accustomed to assemble. The f�rst person they saw was a
Zaporogh�an, seated on a tub, who, hav�ng taken off h�s sh�rt, was
hold�ng �t �n h�s hand, slowly mend�ng the holes �n �t. Then they were
stopped �n the�r progress by a troop of mus�c�ans, �n the m�dst of
whom was danc�ng a young Zaporogh�an, h�s cap carelessly thrown
on one ear and h�s hands w�ldly tossed �n the a�r. He cr�ed
�ncessantly, "Qu�cker, qu�cker, mus�c�ans! and thou, Thomas, don't
spare brandy for the Chr�st�ans." And Thomas, w�th a black eye, was
bus�ly engaged �n pour�ng out brandy for every new-comer. Near the
young Zaporogh�an four old ones were also danc�ng, somet�mes w�th
qu�ck, t�ny steps, then aga�n w�th the rap�d�ty of the w�nd, throw�ng
themselves on one s�de, almost on the heads of the mus�c�ans, then
on a sudden, bend�ng the�r knees t�ll they were almost �n a s�tt�ng
posture, and rush�ng thus from s�de to s�de, mak�ng the hard-beaten
earth r�ng w�th the heavy sonorous strokes of the�r s�lver-r�mmed
heels. The ground gave back a rumbl�ng sound through all the



v�c�n�ty, and the a�r at a great d�stance re-echoed the no�sy trampl�ng
of the�r boots. But there was one among the dancers who shouted
st�ll louder, and rushed about st�ll more �mpetuously than the others.
H�s long crown-lock floated �n the w�nd, h�s s�newy breast was
naked; he had on h�s warm sheepsk�n coat, and the persp�rat�on
poured down h�s brow, as from out of a jug. "Well, now, take thy coat
off," sa�d Tarass at last; "dost thou not feel the heat?"
"No, I cannot," answered the Zaporogh�an.
"And why not?"
"I cannot; such �s my hab�t, that what �s once off, I g�ve up for
brandy."
And long s�nce, �ndeed, had the lad had no cap, no belt to h�s coat,
no embro�dered handkerch�ef; they had all gone the way one m�ght
expect. The farther the crowd extended, the denser �t grew; new
dancers came every moment; and strange were the feel�ngs exc�ted
at watch�ng the freest and most fur�ous dance the world ever beheld,
and wh�ch, from the name of �ts m�ghty �nventors �s called the
"Cossack."
"Ah, were �t not for my horse!" cr�ed Tarass, "I would, by Heavens I
would, go �nto the dance too."
And meanwh�le, amongst other people, they met some of the elderly
Cossacks, w�th old gray crown-locks, who were held �n great respect
by all the Ss�echa, and had been many t�mes chosen Elders. Tarass
was not long w�thout meet�ng many well-known faces. Ostap and
Andrew heard noth�ng but greet�ngs such as these:— "Ah, here thou
art, Petcher�tza!" "Good day, Kozoloop!" "In Heaven's name, whence
comest thou, Tarass?" "Why art thou here, Doloto?" "Good day,
K�rd�aga!" "Good day, Gosto�!" "Who would have thought to see thee,
Remen!" And warr�ors, assembled from the whole of the loose world
of Western Russ�a, embraced one another. Next came the
quest�ons:—"And what of Kass�an? where �s Borodavka? where
Koloper? where P�dsyschok?" But Tarass Boolba only got for answer
that Borodavka had been hanged by the Poles, that Koloper had
been flayed al�ve by the Tartars, that P�dsyschok's head had been



salted and sent �n a tub to Constant�nople. Old Tarass bent h�s head
and thoughtfully muttered, "Good Cossacks were they!"

III.

Tarass Boolba and h�s sons had rema�ned already more than a week
at the Ss�echa. Ostap and Andrew had not yet much prof�ted by
warl�ke exerc�ses. The Zaporogh�ans d�d not l�ke spend�ng the�r t�me
�n the m�m�cry of war; the educat�on and mart�al accompl�shments of
the young were acqu�red by exper�ence alone, dur�ng the rag�ng of
battles wh�ch, for the same reason, were almost �ncessant. The
Cossacks found �t dull work to employ the�r le�sure �n learn�ng
d�sc�pl�ne, and �f they ever stud�ed anyth�ng �t was shoot�ng at a
target, and somet�mes pursu�ng on horseback the w�ld an�mals of the
steppes; the whole rema�n�ng t�me was g�ven up to carous�ng—the
proof of a w�dely d�ffused freedom. The whole Ss�echa presented a
strange scene; �t was l�ke an unceas�ng fest�val, a banquet wh�ch
had begun no�s�ly and forgotten to end. Some Zaporogh�ans were
occup�ed �n d�fferent hand�crafts; others had shops and bus�ed
themselves w�th trade; but the greater part feasted from morn�ng t�ll
n�ght, as long as the poss�b�l�ty of feast�ng j�ngled �n the�r pockets,
and as long as the conquered booty had not found �ts way �nto the
hands of the tradesmen and the propr�etors of brandy-shops. Th�s
un�versal fest�val had someth�ng seduct�ve about �t; �t was not an
assembly of men who had been dr�ven to drunkenness by gr�ef; �t
was noth�ng but the maddest express�on of m�rth. Every one who
had found h�s way th�ther, forgot and at once cast off everyth�ng
wh�ch had t�ll then occup�ed h�s m�nd. He seemed to dr�ve away all
h�s past l�fe, and to g�ve h�mself up, soul and body, w�th the
fanat�c�sm of a new convert, to freedom and to comradesh�p, w�th
men who, l�ke h�mself, had no relat�ons, nor home, nor fam�ly, and to
whom noth�ng was left but the canopy of Heaven, and the
un�nterm�ttent fest�val of the�r hearts. Th�s gave r�se to that mad
ga�ety, wh�ch could never have found any other source. The tales



and narrat�ves wh�ch m�ght be heard among the groups laz�ly
recl�n�ng upon the ground, were often so droll and breathed such
l�vely an�mat�on, that one must needs have had the �mmoveable
features of a Zaporogh�an to have kept an �nd�fferent countenance
and never so much as curled the l�p; and th�s, �ndeed, �s one of the
most str�k�ng features wh�ch d�st�ngu�sh the Southern Russ�an from
the rest of the Russ�ans. The m�rth was provoked by w�ne, was
attended by no�se, but yet there were none of those d�sf�gured
outl�nes of a car�catured ga�ety, wh�ch one f�nds �n the d�rty brandy
shop. It was the fr�endly c�rcle of schoolfellows. The only d�fference
cons�sted �n th�s, that �nstead of por�ng over books, and l�sten�ng to
the stup�d lessons of professors, these schoolfellows made
�nvas�ons, mounted on about f�ve thousand horses; that �nstead of
the f�eld �n wh�ch they had formerly played at ball, they now had,
unguarded and uncared for, boundar�es beyond wh�ch m�ght be seen
the sw�ft head of the Tartar, and the Turk haught�ly glanc�ng from
beneath h�s green turban. The d�fference was th�s, that �nstead of the
forced w�ll wh�ch had brought them together at school, they had, of
the�r own free cho�ce, left the�r fathers and mothers and fled from the
parental roof. Here were to be found those who had already felt the
halter dangl�ng about the�r necks, and who, �nstead of pale-faced
death, had found l�fe, and l�fe �n �ts utmost ga�ety. Here were those
who followed the noble pr�nc�ple of never reta�n�ng a farth�ng about
them. Here were those, who, thanks to the Jews, tenants of Pol�sh
lords, could always have the�r pockets turned �ns�de out w�thout the
fear of los�ng anyth�ng. Here were all the colleg�ans, who had not
had the pat�ence to endure the college rods, and who, of all the�r
school learn�ng, had not reta�ned so much as the alphabet. But
bes�des these, here were to be found some who knew who Horace
was, who C�cero, and what the Roman Republ�c. Here were many
who afterwards acqu�red d�st�nct�on as off�cers �n the army of the
K�ng of Poland. Here were many exper�enced volunteers who felt the
noble conv�ct�on that �t was qu�te the same th�ng where and why the
war took place so that wars were made, and that no man of noble
feel�ngs could rema�n w�thout f�ght�ng. Many more were here who
had come �nto the Ss�echa for no other purpose, but that they m�ght
say afterwards that they had been there, and that they were



hardened warr�ors. But what, �ndeed, were the characters that could
not be found here? Those who l�ked warfare, who l�ked g�lded cups,
who l�ked r�ch stuffs, or gold and s�lver co�ns, could at all t�mes f�nd
employment here. Those only who worsh�pped womank�nd could
f�nd noth�ng to su�t the�r taste; for no woman was allowed so much as
to show her face even �n the suburb of the Ss�echa.
Dur�ng the�r abode �n the Ss�echa, Ostap and Andrew were much
aston�shed at see�ng that crowds of people came, w�thout so much
as any one ask�ng whence they came, or what were the�r names.
They came th�ther as �f they were return�ng to the�r own homes wh�ch
they had but recently qu�tted. The new-comer only went to the
Koschevoï Ataman,[15] who addressed h�m �n these terms:—
"Good day! dost thou bel�eve �n Chr�st?
"I do;" answered the new-comer.
"And dost thou bel�eve �n the Holy Tr�n�ty?"
"I do."
"And dost thou go to church?"
"I do."
"Make the s�gn of the cross!"
The new-comer made �t.
"Well," sa�d the Koschevoï, "thou mayest go �nto wh�chever kooren
thou pleasest."
And thus the ceremony ended.
The whole populat�on of the Ss�echa went to the same church, wh�ch
they were ready to defend to the last drop of the�r blood; and yet the
Cossacks would never attend to fasts and abst�nence. The suburb
was ch�efly �nhab�ted by Jews, Armen�ans, and Tartars, who, �nc�ted
by the love of ga�n, dared to l�ve and to have shops there, know�ng
that the Zaporogh�ans never barga�ned, but pa�d as much money as
the�r hands took out of the�r pockets. But the fate of these greedy
tradespeople was much to be p�t�ed; they were l�ke those who bu�ld
the�r houses at the foot of Vesuv�us: as soon as the Zaporogh�ans



had no money left, the most desperate among them p�llaged the
shops, and carr�ed away everyth�ng w�thout payment.
The Ss�echa cons�sted of upwards of s�xty koorens, wh�ch were very
l�ke so many �ndependent republ�cs, and st�ll more l�ke so many
board�ng-schools. No one prov�ded any furn�ture or food for h�mself;
the Koorennoï Ataman[16] had charge of everyth�ng, and was called
on th�s account "father." He kept the money, the clothes, the
furn�ture, the flour, the oats, and even the fuel; all money was
depos�ted w�th h�m. It was no rare occurrence that one kooren
quarrelled w�th another; on such occas�ons, f�ght�ng �mmed�ately
ensued. The r�val koorens rushed �nto the f�eld, and fought t�ll one of
them got the upper hand, and then all ended �n a general carouse.
Such was th�s Ss�echa, wh�ch had so many attract�ons for young
men.
Ostap and Andrew plunged at once w�th the heedlessness of youth
�nto th�s sea of pleasure, forgett�ng �n no t�me the�r father's roof, the
college, and all that had t�ll then occup�ed the�r thoughts, and they
gave themselves ent�rely up to th�s new mode of l�fe. Everyth�ng was
strange to them; the loose hab�ts of the Ss�echa, �ts unsoph�st�cated
laws and adm�n�strat�on, wh�ch even then seemed to them too
severe �n such a self-w�lled commun�ty. If a Cossack had comm�tted
theft, were �t but of the most �ns�gn�f�cant rubb�sh, h�s fault was
reputed to be a shame to the whole commun�ty; he was, as a
d�shonourable person, t�ed to a p�llory, and bes�de h�m was placed a
club, w�th wh�ch every one who passed by m�ght g�ve h�m a blow,
unt�l the cr�m�nal exp�red. An �nsolvent debtor was fastened to a
cannon, and rema�ned there t�ll some of h�s comrades ransomed h�m
and pa�d h�s debts. But the greatest �mpress�on made on Andrew
was produced by the terr�ble penalty prescr�bed for murder. Before
h�s eyes, a hole was dug �n the ground, the murderer was put �nto �t
al�ve, and over h�m was placed the coff�n conta�n�ng the corpse of
the man whom he had murdered; then both were covered w�th earth,
and the hole was f�lled up. For a long t�me the dreadful ceremony of
th�s pun�shment haunted Andrew, and he thought he saw aga�n and
aga�n the man bur�ed al�ve w�th the terr�ble coff�n.



Both youths soon ga�ned the best repute among the Cossacks.
Often d�d they go together w�th some comrades of the�r kooren,
somet�mes w�th the whole kooren, and w�th other koorens too, to
shoot �n the steppes an �nnumerable quant�ty of w�ld b�rds, stags,
and goats; or they resorted to the lakes, r�vers, and arms of the
Dn�eper, ass�gned to every kooren by lot, to throw the�r f�sh�ng nets
and br�ng to land a r�ch booty of f�sh, suff�c�ent to feed the whole
kooren. It was not as yet a tr�al of true Cossack l�fe, but st�ll they
succeeded �n d�st�ngu�sh�ng themselves from among other youths by
the�r audac�ty and the�r dexter�ty �n everyth�ng. They never m�ssed
the�r a�m when shoot�ng, and they swam across the Dn�eper aga�nst
the current, an explo�t for wh�ch every new-comer was tr�umphantly
adm�tted �nto the assembl�es of the Cossacks.
But Tarass was prepar�ng a new scene of act�on for them; he d�d not
l�ke th�s �dle mode of l�fe; he des�red real act�v�ty for them. After
rum�nat�ng for a wh�le how to ra�se the Ss�echa on some dar�ng
enterpr�se, where one m�ght f�nd true kn�ghtly explo�ts to perform, he,
at last, went one day to the Koschevoï, and sa�d to h�m, abruptly:
"Koschevoï, �t �s h�gh t�me for the Zaporogh�ans to take the a�r �n the
f�eld."
"There �s nowhere to take �t," answered the Koschevoï, tak�ng h�s
p�pe out of h�s mouth, and sp�tt�ng-on one s�de.
"How so? Nowhere? There are the Turks; there are the Tartars!"
"We cannot go e�ther aga�nst Turks or aga�nst Tartars," answered the
Koschevoï, coolly resum�ng h�s p�pe.
"And why not?"
"So �t �s; we have prom�sed peace to the Sultan."
"But �s he not an unbel�ever? Well, do not the Scr�ptures order us to
combat all unbel�evers?"
"We have no r�ght to do �t; had we not sworn by our fa�th, well,
maybe we m�ght have done �t; but now, no, we cannot."
"Why can we not? Why dost thou say we have no r�ght? Here have I
two sons, both of them young men. Ne�ther the one nor the other



have ever seen war, and thou sayest, 'we have no r�ght;' and thou
sayest, 'the Zaporogh�ans cannot go to war.'"
"So �t must be."
"So then, the Cossack's strength must run to seed? So men must
end the�r l�ves l�ke so many dogs, w�thout hav�ng been of any use to
the�r country, or to Chr�stendom? What do we l�ve for, then? What
the dev�l �s the use of our l�fe; tell me that? Thou art a sens�ble man;
there was some reason for elect�ng thee Koschevoï; tell me, what do
we l�ve for?"
The Koschevoï left the quest�on unanswered. He was a stubborn
Cossack; he rema�ned s�lent for a wh�le, and then sa�d,
"Nevertheless, there can be no war."
"So there w�ll be no war?" once more asked Tarass.
"No."
"So �t �s of no use to th�nk of �t?"
"It �s of no use."
"Well, wa�t a l�ttle, thou—dev�l's f�st!" sa�d Boolba to h�mself. "I'll
teach thee to know me!" And he resolved on the spot to take h�s
revenge of the Koschevoï.
After hav�ng talked f�rst w�th one and then another, he made up a
dr�nk�ng party, and a number of t�psy Cossacks rushed to the publ�c
square; here, t�ed to a pole, were the kettle-drums, wh�ch were used
for summon�ng the rada[17] but not f�nd�ng the st�cks, wh�ch were �n
charge of an off�c�al called doob�sh, they caught up logs of wood,
and began beat�ng the drums w�th them. The f�rst who appeared on
hear�ng the sound of the drums was the doob�sh, a tall one-eyed
man, whose only eye was st�ll very sleepy.
"Who dares to beat the drum?" cr�ed he.
"Be s�lent; take thy st�cks, and beat the drum when thou art ordered
to do so," answered the t�psy elders.
The doob�sh compl�ed at once, and took out the st�cks, wh�ch he had
brought �n h�s pocket, be�ng well acqua�nted w�th the usual end of



such occurrences. The kettle-drums resounded, and soon dark
crowds of Zaporogh�ans were seen swarm�ng l�ke bees �nto the
square. All assembled �n a c�rcle, and after the th�rd beat�ng of the
drum, came at last the ch�efs: the Koschevoï w�th the mace, token of
h�s d�gn�ty; the judge, w�th the seal of the Ss�echa; the secretary, w�th
h�s �nkstand, and the essaool w�th the staff. The Koschevoï, and the
other d�gn�tar�es, took off the�r caps, and bowed on every s�de to the
Cossacks, who stood haught�ly hold�ng the�r arms a-k�mbo.



"What means th�s assembly? What do you w�sh, gentlemen?" sa�d
the Koschevoï.
Clamours and scold�ng words put a stop to h�s speech.
"Lay down thy mace, lay �t down d�rectly, dev�l's son!—we do not
want thee any more!" shr�eked some Cossacks from the crowd.
Some of the sober koorens seemed to res�st, but t�psy and sober
koorens came to blows. The shouts and no�se became general.
The Koschevoï tr�ed to speak, but know�ng that the �nfur�ated self-
w�lled crowd m�ght perhaps beat h�m to death for �t, and that such
was almost always the end of such r�ots, he bowed very low, la�d
down the mace, and d�sappeared among the people.
"Do you order, gentlemen, that we too lay down the tokens of our
rank?" sa�d the judge, the secretary, and the essaool, ready to res�gn
the seal, the �nkstand, and the staff.
"Not you; you may rema�n; we only wanted to dr�ve away the
Koschevoï, because he �s an old woman, and we need a man for a
Koschevoï!"
"Whom w�ll you choose for your Koschevoï?" asked the d�gn�tar�es.
"Choose Kookoobenko!" cr�ed one s�de.
"We w�ll not have Kookoobenko!" cr�ed the other. "'T�s early for h�m;
h�s mother's m�lk �s yet wet upon h�s l�ps!"
"Let Sh�lo be the Ataman," cr�ed some. "Sh�lo must be Koschevoï!"
"Away w�th Sh�lo!" shouted the angry crowd.
"Is he a Cossack, to have th�eved l�ke a Tartar, the dog's son I To the
dev�l w�th the drunkard Sh�lo!"
"Let us choose Borodaty—Borodaty!"
"We w�ll not have Borodaty; a curse upon Borodaty!"
"Shout for K�rd�aga," wh�spered Tarass Boolba.
"K�rd�aga, K�rd�aga," shouted the crowd. "Borodaty!
Borodaty!"—"K�rd�aga! K�rd�aga!"



"Sh�lo!"—"The dev�l take Sh�lo!"—"K�rd�aga!"
Each of the proposed cand�dates, on hear�ng h�s name shouted,
�nstantly qu�tted the crowd, to leave no room for suspect�ng h�s
personal �nfluence �n the elect�on.
"K�rd�aga! K�rd�aga!" was heard above all.
"Borodaty!"
Blows succeeded to words, and K�rd�aga's party got the better.
"Go and fetch K�rd�aga!" was now the cry.
Some ten Cossacks d�rectly stepped out of the crowd; many of them
hardly stood upon the�r legs, such was the strength of the sp�r�ts they
had swallowed; they went stra�ght to K�rd�aga, to not�fy to h�m h�s
elect�on.
K�rd�aga, a clever old Cossack, had already been some t�me seated
�n h�s kooren, and looked as �f qu�te unconsc�ous of what had just
taken place. "What do you want, gentlemen?" asked he.
"Go; thou art elected to be the Koschevoï."
"Be merc�ful, gentlemen!" sa�d K�rd�aga. "I am by no means worthy of
such an honour; I have not sense enough for a rank l�ke that; �s there
no one better than I to be found �n the whole Ss�echa?"
"Go, when thou art told to go!" cr�ed the Zaporogh�ans. Two of them
took hold of h�s arms, and �n va�n d�d he endeavour to stay h�s feet.
He was at last brought �nto the square, pushed from beh�nd by blows
and pokes, rece�v�ng such scold�ngs and admon�t�ons as—"Don't
draw back, thou dev�l's son!" "Take the honour, dog, when they g�ve
�t to thee!"
In such a manner K�rd�aga was brought �nto the m�dst of the Cossack
c�rcle.
"Gentlemen!" cr�ed those who had brought h�m, "are you w�ll�ng to
have th�s Cossack for your Koschevoï?"
"We are, all of us!" shouted the crowd; and the f�eld resounded far
and w�de w�th the cry.



One of the elders took up the mace, and offered �t to the newly-
elected Koschevoï. K�rd�aga refused �t, accord�ng to custom. The
elder offered �t a second t�me; K�rd�aga refused �t aga�n; and only
after the th�rd �nv�tat�on, d�d he take up the mace. A clamour of
approval arose from the crowd, and aga�n far and w�de the f�eld
resounded w�th the Cossacks' shout. Now stepped out from the
m�dst of the people four of the oldest Cossacks, w�th gray crown-
locks, and gray mustach�os (no very old folks were to be found �n the
Ss�echa, for no Zaporogh�an ever d�ed a natural death); each of
them took a handful of earth, wh�ch recent ra�n had turned to mud,
and put �t upon K�rd�aga's head. Down from h�s head ran the wet
earth, wh�ch flowed over h�s mustach�os and cheeks, and so�led all
h�s face w�th mud. But K�rd�aga rema�ned stand�ng upr�ght, and
returned thanks to the Cossacks for the honour they had bestowed
upon h�m.
So ended the clamorous elect�on. It rema�ns unknown whether
others rejo�ced �n �t as much as Boolba: f�rst, for hav�ng taken h�s
revenge on the late Koschevoï; and secondly, because K�rd�aga was
h�s old comrade, who had been w�th h�m �n the same campa�gns,
over sea and land, and had shared the same hardsh�ps and labours
of warfare. The crowd d�spersed �mmed�ately, �n order to rejo�ce over
the elect�on; and a revel ensued such as Ostap and Andrew had not
yet seen. The brandy-shops were ransacked; mead, brandy, and
beer were carr�ed off w�thout any payment be�ng made; the masters
of the shops were glad to be suffered to escape untouched. The
whole of the n�ght passed �n no�se and songs, and the moon, r�s�ng
�n the sky, shone for a long t�me over the hands of mus�c�ans walk�ng
about the streets w�th bandooras, torbans, and round balala�kas,[18]

and over the group of the s�ngers who were kept �n the Ss�echa to
chant �n the church, and to s�ng the pra�ses of the feats of the
Zaporogh�ans.
At last, t�ps�ness and fat�gue began to get the better of the strong
heads; and now began to be seen here and there a Cossack roll�ng
on the ground. Here, two comrades, embrac�ng one another, have
grown sent�mental, and both roll down weep�ng. There, a whole
crowd has la�n down together. There �s one, who after f�dgett�ng very



much about the most commod�ous manner of ly�ng down, has
stretched h�mself full length on a log. The last, whose head was
somewhat stronger, rema�ned st�ll utter�ng �ncoherent sentences; but
he, too, f�n�shed by subm�tt�ng to the effects of brandy, and when he
fell l�ke the rest, the whole of the Ss�echa was asleep.

IV.

The very next day, Tarass Boolba was already �n consultat�on w�th
the new Koschevoï how to ra�se the Zaporogh�ans on some war
bus�ness. The Koschevoï was a clever, cunn�ng Cossack; he knew
the Zaporogh�ans from top to toe, and at once sa�d, "We cannot
�nfr�nge our oath—we cannot, on any account." But after hav�ng kept
s�lence for some t�me he added, "Never m�nd, we can; we w�ll keep
our oath, but we w�ll f�nd out someth�ng or other. Manage somehow
to get the people together, not, however, �n my name, but as �f of
the�r own free w�ll. You understand how to do �t; and we, w�th the
other d�gn�tar�es, w�ll rush �nto the square as �f we knew noth�ng of
the matter."
Scarcely an hour had passed s�nce th�s conversat�on, when on a
sudden the kettle-drums were beaten. All the Cossacks, the sl�ghtly
t�psy as well as those who had not yet recovered the�r senses,
appeared at once. Thousands of Cossack caps all at once covered
the square. A rumour arose, "What's the matter? why d�d they beat
the call? on what account?" At last, here and there were to be heard
sentences, "Why �s the Cossack's strength to be lost? Why �s there
no war? The off�c�als only th�nk of fatten�ng themselves!
R�ghteousness seems to have left the world!" Other Cossacks began
by l�sten�ng and then jo�ned �n also, "Truly, there �s no r�ghteousness
�n the world."
The off�c�als seemed aston�shed at hear�ng such th�ngs. At last the
Koschevoï stepped forward and sa�d, "Gentlemen Zaporogh�ans! w�ll
you let me make a speech?



"My speech w�ll be, gentlemen, about th�s,—but may be you know �t
better yourselves;—that many Zaporogh�ans have gone �nto debt �n
the brandy-shops, to Jews as well as to the�r comrades, and �nto
such debt that no dev�l w�ll now g�ve cred�t to any one. Then, aga�n,
my speech �s about th�s, that there are many lads who have never so
much as seen what war �s; whereas you know, gentlemen, that no
young man can ever rema�n w�thout war. What k�nd of Zaporogh�an
�s he who has never, not even once, vanqu�shed an unbel�ever?"
"He speaks well," thought Boolba.
"But do not th�nk, gentlemen, that I am now speak�ng for the purpose
of break�ng peace! God forb�d! I am only just ment�on�ng facts. Now,
w�th respect to God's temple, �t �s s�nful to tell �n what a state �t �s.
Thanks be to God, the Ss�echa has now stood for so many years,
and yet t�ll now—I do not speak of the exter�or of the church—-but
even the �mages �ns�de have no decorat�ons. No one has ever
thought to have even a s�lver cloth put upon any one of them;[19] the
church has only rece�ved that wh�ch was bequeathed to �t by certa�n
Cossacks; but even these donat�ons were very poor, for the donors
dur�ng the�r l�fet�me had spent everyth�ng they had �n brandy. But all
th�s I do not tell you to �nduce you to beg�n war aga�nst the
m�sbel�evers; we have prom�sed peace to the Sultan, and �t would be
a great s�n not to keep �t, because we have sworn by our fa�th."
"What does he mean by all th�s nonsense?" sa�d Boolba to h�mself.
"So, gentlemen, you see that we cannot beg�n war; kn�ghtly honour
forb�ds �t. But, accord�ng to my poor understand�ng, what I should
say �s th�s—let us send the young people �n our boats; let them take
a run on the coasts of Anatol�a. What do you th�nk of that,
gentlemen?"
"Let us all go!" cr�ed the crowd on every s�de. "Every one of us �s
ready to d�e for our fa�th!"
The Koschevoï was alarmed; he had not at all meant to have ra�sed
the whole Ss�echa; he thought �t unfa�r to break the peace. "Let me,
gentlemen, say a few words more."
"Enough!" shouted the Zaporogh�ans; "thou w�lt say noth�ng better!"



"If such be your w�ll, well you must have �t. I am but the servant of
your w�ll. It �s well known that the vo�ce of the people �s the vo�ce of
God. Noth�ng better can be settled than what the whole of the
Ss�echa has settled. I cons�der only th�s. You know, gentlemen, that
the Sultan w�ll not fa�l to take h�s revenge for the pleasure that the
lads w�ll have. And �n the meanwh�le we should have kept ourselves
�n read�ness; our forces should have been fresh, and we should have
feared nobody—wh�le now, dur�ng our absence, the Tartars may fall
on the Ss�echa. Tartars are noth�ng but Turk�sh dogs; they do not fall
on you face to face, and w�ll not come �nto the house so long as the
master �s at home; but they may b�te our heels from beh�nd and
pa�nfully may they b�te us. And, as we are now about th�s matter—to
speak the truth, we have not enough boats, and the store of powder
�s not suff�c�ent �f all of us are to go. However, I am ready. I am happy
to be the servant of your w�ll."
The cunn�ng Ataman stopped. Groups began to confer together; the
atamans of the koorens held counc�l; and, as luck�ly few rema�ned
t�psy, all agreed to follow the prudent course.
Immed�ately some of the men crossed the Dn�eper to fetch the
treasure of the Ss�echa, and part of the arms taken from the�r
enem�es; they were kept �n �naccess�ble h�d�ng-places, �n the reeds
along the banks of the r�ver. All the other Cossacks rushed to the
boats to �nspect them, and to put them �n read�ness for use. In a
m�nute the banks of the r�ver were covered w�th people; carpenters
came w�th axes �n the�r hands; young Zaporogh�ans as well as
elderly ones; the latter, sunburnt, broad-shouldered, th�ck-footed,
w�th gray ha�r �n the�r mustach�os, stood knee deep �n the water, and
dragged the boats �nto the r�ver by means of strong cords. Others
were br�ng�ng t�mber and balks ready dr�ed. Here some were na�l�ng
planks on a boat; there a boat, keel upwards, was be�ng caulked and
p�tched; �n another place, accord�ng to the Cossack custom, long
bundles of reeds were bound to the s�des of the boats, to prevent
them from be�ng caps�zed by the sea waves; and st�ll farther all
along the r�ver f�res were k�ndled and tar bo�led �n copper kettles for
tarr�ng the boats. The exper�enced and elderly Cossacks gave the�r



adv�ce to the young ones. No�se and clamours arose from every
s�de. The banks of the r�ver were all al�ve w�th the st�r and bustle.
At th�s moment a great ferry-boat came near the �sland. The men
who were stand�ng �n �t had already, at a d�stance, begun to wave
the�r arms. They were Cossacks and dressed �n coats fall�ng to rags.
The m�serable dress wh�ch they wore (some of them had noth�ng
about them but the�r sh�rt and a short p�pe �n the�r mouth) showed at
once that they had recently escaped from m�sfortune, or that they
had been feast�ng unt�l they had spent all that they had about the�r
persons. From among them came forward, a short, th�ckset, broad-
shouldered Cossack, some f�fty years old. He shr�eked louder than
any, and waved h�s arms �n the most d�scordant manner. But the
cr�es and the talk�ng of the workmen prevented h�m from be�ng
heard.
"What br�ngs you here?" asked the Koschevoï, wh�le the ferry-boat
was land�ng. All the workmen, stopp�ng �n the�r work w�th ra�sed axes
and other �nstruments, looked on �n expectat�on.
"M�sfortune!" shouted the th�ckset Cossack from the ferry-boat.
"What m�sfortune?"
"Gentlemen Zaporogh�ans, let me address you?"
"Speak on!"
"Or, may be, you w�sh to convoke a rada?"
"Speak, we are all here!" cr�ed the people w�th one accord.
"Have you, then, heard noth�ng about what has happened �n the
hetman's dom�n�ons?"[20]

"And what �s the matter there?" asked the ataman of one of the
koorens.
"What �s the matter! It seems the Tartars must have well boxed your
ears that you heard noth�ng!"
"Tell, then, what d�d happen there!"



"Such th�ngs have happened that, s�nce you were born and
chr�stened, you never saw the l�ke of them!"
"Speak, then, at once; and say what has happened, thou son of a
dog!" cr�ed one among the crowd, los�ng pat�ence.
"Such t�mes are come that even the holy churches are no longer
ours!"
"How so?"

"Jews are made landlords thereof.[21] If one does not pay the toll to
the Jew no mass can be performed."
"What nonsense art thou say�ng?"
"And �f the cursed Jew does not put, w�th h�s damned f�nger, a mark
upon the holy passover, the passover cannot be consecrated!"
"He l�es, gentlemen brothers! Th�s cannot be, that an unclean Jew
should put a s�gn upon the holy passover!"
"L�sten, only! I have more to tell you. The Lat�n pr�ests now dr�ve
over all Ukra�ne �n char�ots. But the ev�l �s not �n the�r dr�v�ng �n
char�ots: the ev�l �s �n the char�ots be�ng no longer drawn by horses
but by orthodox Chr�st�ans. Hear me! I have more to tell you:—They
say that Jewesses are now mak�ng themselves pett�coats out of our
pr�ests' vestments. These are the th�ngs that happen �n Ukra�ne,
gentlemen! And you are here rest�ng and carous�ng �n your Ss�echa!
Truly, �t seems the Tartars have put you �nto such a fr�ght, that you
have no eyes left to see, no ears to hear what passes �n the world!"
"Stop! Stop!" �nterfered the Koschevoï, who had rema�ned stand�ng
w�th h�s eyes f�xed upon the ground, as well as all the Zaporogh�ans,
who �n �mportant bus�ness never obeyed the f�rst �mpulse, but kept
s�lent, and �n the�r s�lence gathered the stern force of �nd�gnat�on.
"Stop! let me say my word, too! And what d�d you do? you—may
your father be beaten by the dev�l! Had you no sabres, then? Had
you none? How d�d you let such profanat�ons happen?"
"How d�d we let such profanat�ons happen? I should l�ke to have
seen you try to stop them when there were f�fty thousand Poles, and



—there �s no use to conceal �t—when there were some among us,
the cursed dogs, who went over to the Pol�sh fa�th, too!"
"And your hetman and your colonels? what d�d they do?"
"Our colonels d�d such do�ngs, that God forb�d any one else should
do the same!"
"How so?"
"Why, so that the hetman now l�es roasted �n a copper ox at Warsaw,
and the arms and heads of our colonels are carr�ed to the fa�rs to be
shown to the people.[22] Such were the do�ngs of our colonels!"
A shudder of horror ran through the whole crowd. A moment's
s�lence re�gned among �t, l�ke that wh�ch �mmed�ately precedes a
terr�ble storm, then all at once a murmur arose and every one gave
vent to h�s �nd�gnat�on.
"Jews rent�ng Chr�st�an churches! Pop�sh pr�ests to be dr�v�ng about
on orthodox Chr�st�ans! Such torments to be suffered on Russ�an so�l
from accursed Pap�sts! So to treat the hetman and the colonels! Th�s
must not be—th�s shall not be!" Speeches of th�s k�nd were heard on
all s�des.
The Zaporogh�ans went on shout�ng and felt the�r strength. It was no
longer the hum of a g�ddy people; strong and heavy characters were
now aroused, who, �f they were long before turn�ng red-hot, yet,
when once red-hot, kept the�r �nternal heat a long t�me.
"Let us hang all the Jews!" cr�ed a vo�ce from the crowd; "let them
not make pett�coats for the�r Jewesses out of our pr�ests' robes! Let
them not put s�gns on holy passovers! We w�ll drown all the accursed
race �n the Dn�eper."
These words, uttered by some one from the crowd, flew l�ke l�ghtn�ng
from one to another and the people rushed to the suburb w�th the
�ntent�on of putt�ng all the Jews to death. The poor sons of Israel,
los�ng the last rema�ns of the�r almost always d�m�nut�ve sp�r�t, h�d
themselves �n empty brandy casks, �n ovens, and even crept under
the pett�coats of the�r Jewesses. But the Cossacks found them out
everywhere.



"Most �llustr�ous gentlemen!" shouted a Jew, as tall and as long as a
hop-pole, thrust�ng forth h�s m�serable face, all contorted by fr�ght,
from am�dst a group of h�s comrades, "most �llustr�ous gentlemen! let
us tell you only one word! We w�ll tell you such a th�ng as you never
heard of before! Such an �mportant th�ng, that words cannot say how
�mportant �t �s!"
"Let them say �t!" sa�d Boolba, who always l�ked to g�ve a hear�ng to
the accused party.
"Most serene gentlemen!" sa�d the Jew; "such gentlemen nobody
ever saw before, by Heavens! never! Such good, such k�nd, such
brave gentlemen never were before �n the world!" H�s vo�ce was
choked and trembl�ng w�th fear. "How could �t be that we should ever
have thought anyth�ng bad about the Zaporogh�ans! Those that are
rent�ng churches �n Ukra�ne are not our people at all! by Heavens,
they are not ours! They are no Jews! The dev�l knows what they are!
They are people worthy to be sp�t at, and noth�ng more. Here are
w�tnesses for me. Say I not true, Shlema? or thou, Shmool?"
"By Heavens, so �t �s!" answered Shlema and Shmool, both �n
ragged caps,[23] and both pale as chalk from fr�ght.
"We have never yet been on the s�de of your enem�es," cont�nued
the tall Jew; "and as for the Pap�sts, we do not even w�sh to know
them; may the dev�l haunt the�r sleep! We are for the Zaporogh�ans,
l�ke bosom-brothers!"
"You, the brother of the Zaporogh�ans!" sa�d one from the crowd.
"That w�ll never be, cursed Jews! Gentlemen, �nto the Dn�eper w�th
them all! Let us drown every one of the accursed race."
"These words were the s�gnal for se�z�ng the Jews and throw�ng
them �nto the r�ver. P�t�ful shr�eks resounded on every s�de; but the
stern Zaporogh�ans only laughed as they saw the Jews' sl�ppered
feet beat�ng the a�r. The poor orator, who had called down th�s storm
upon h�s own head, jumped out of h�s coat, wh�ch some one had
already la�d hold of, and left �n a d�rty t�ght wa�stcoat, grasped the
feet of Boolba, and �n a wh�n�ng vo�ce entreated h�m: 'M�ghty lord!
Most �llustr�ous lord! I knew your brother, the late lamented Dorosh!



He was a warr�or who was an ornament to all ch�valry! It was I who
gave h�m e�ght hundred sequ�ns, when he stood �n need of h�s
ransom from the Turks.'"
"D�dst thou know my brother?" asked Tarass.
"By Heavens, I knew h�m! a generous lord was he!"
"What �s thy name?"
"Yankel."
"Very well," sa�d Tarass; then, after th�nk�ng for a wh�le, he turned
towards the Cossacks and sa�d, "If we want to do �t, we shall always
f�nd t�me to hang the Jew; but, for the present let me have h�m." After
wh�ch Tarass took h�m to h�s char�ots, wh�ch were guarded by h�s
own Cossacks, "Crawl under that waggon, l�e there and do not
move, and you, my lads, keep watch over the Jew."
Hav�ng sa�d th�s, he repa�red to the square where the crowd had
been for some t�me assembl�ng. They had all w�th one accord left off
mend�ng the boats, as the campa�gn now �mpend�ng was to be led
over land; and, �nstead of boats, char�ots and steeds were now
requ�red. Now all, both young and old, were to take the f�eld, and by
a dec�s�on of the elders, of the atamans of all the koorens, and of the
Koschevoï, as well as by the common assent of all the Zaporogh�an
Ss�echa, �t was resolved to push stra�ght �nto Poland, and to avenge
the suffer�ngs and hum�l�at�on of the Cossack's rel�g�on and glory; to
p�llage every town, set f�re to every hamlet and every corn-f�eld, and
make the Cossack name once more renowned over all the steppes.
Every one donned h�s war dress and armour. The Koschevoï
seemed suddenly to have grown to double h�s former s�ze; he was
no longer the flatter�ng accompl�sher of the g�ddy w�shes of a free
people; he was now the commander w�th unl�m�ted author�ty; he was
a despot who knew but to command. All the kn�ghts, lately so self-
w�lled and �dle, now stood arrayed �n ranks, w�th the�r heads
respectfully bent, not dar�ng so much as to l�ft the�r eyes wh�le he
was g�v�ng h�s orders w�thout any no�se or haste, but slowly and
composedly as an old and exper�enced master of h�s art, who had
more than once accompl�shed feats cleverly dev�sed.



"Look, look well about you!" Thus he spoke. "Put to r�ghts the
waggons and the tar-pa�l for p�tch�ng the wheels. Try your arms.
Don't take much cloth�ng: a sh�rt and two pa�rs of trowsers for each
Cossack, a pot of dr�ed oatmeal, another of pounded m�llet—more
than th�s no one must have. There w�ll be plenty of prov�s�ons �n the
baggage waggons. Every Cossack must have a couple of horses.
Then we must take some two hundred bullocks; because bullocks
w�ll be requ�red for pass�ng fords and marshy places. And above all,
gentlemen, keep order. I know there are some of you who, d�rectly
any booty falls �nto the�r hands, are qu�te ready to se�ze every rag of
nankeen, just as well as costly stuffs, were �t but to wrap up the�r
feet.[24] Leave off such dev�l�sh hab�ts; throw away all the pett�coats,
and keep noth�ng but arms (�f good ones come �n your way) and gold
and s�lver co�ns, because these are easy to carry and may be
wanted when the t�me comes. And now, gentlemen, I tell you
beforehand �f any one �s found to be t�psy dur�ng the march, no tr�al
w�ll be allowed h�m: I w�ll have h�m dragged to the waggons, and—
whoever he may be, were he the bravest of the brave—he shall be
shot on the spot and thrown w�thout �nterment to the b�rds of prey—
for a drunkard on march �s not worthy of Chr�st�an bur�al. Young men!
obey �n everyth�ng the older ones. If any one �s touched by a bullet,
or gets a sabre wound �n the head or anywhere else, don't pay too
much attent�on to such tr�fles; m�x up a charge of powder �n a dram
of brandy, swallow �t all at once, and all w�ll be over—no fever w�ll
ensue. On a wound, �f �t be not too large, only put some earth, wh�ch
ought to be f�rst kneaded w�th sp�ttle �n the palm of the hand: the
wound w�ll dry at once. Now, to bus�ness! my lads; to bus�ness, and
no hurry!"
So spoke the Koschevoï; and as soon as he had done all the
Cossacks went to the�r bus�ness. The whole of the Ss�echa had all at
once grown sober, and nowhere could have been found even one
t�psy man, as �f no such th�ng had ever ex�sted among the Cossacks.
Some mended the hoops of the wheels and put new axle-trees to the
carts; others brought sacks of prov�s�ons to the waggons; some
stowed away the arms; others drove horses and bullocks. On all
s�des was heard the trampl�ng of horses, the exper�mental f�r�ng of



guns, the j�ngl�ng of sabres, the bellow�ng of bullocks, the creak�ng of
carts, the talk, the clamours, the shouts of the dr�vers. Presently the
whole of the Cossack army drew up �n l�ne along the f�eld, and he
who attempted to run from �ts head to �ts ta�l would have had a long
run before h�m.
A pr�est was say�ng mass �n the small wooden chapel. He spr�nkled
all the people w�th holy water: they all k�ssed the cross; and, as the
army set �n mot�on, and was leav�ng the Ss�echa, all the
Zaporogh�ans turned back the�r heads and sa�d, almost �n the same
words, "Farewell, our mother! may God preserve thee from every
�mpend�ng ev�l!"
As Tarass Boolba rode through the suburb, he saw that h�s Jew,
Yankel, had already set up a tent and was sell�ng fl�nts, turnscrews,
powder, and var�ous other requ�s�tes of war l�kely to be needed on
the way—even rolls and loaves.
"What a dev�l of a Jew!" thought Tarass, and r�d�ng up to h�m sa�d,
"Fool! why art thou s�tt�ng here? dost thou w�sh to be shot l�ke a
sparrow?"
Yankel, �nstead of answer�ng, drew nearer to h�m and mak�ng a
gesture w�th both h�s hands, as �f he were about to d�sclose some
mystery, sa�d, "Let my lord only hold h�s peace and not tell �t to any
one. Among the Cossack waggons there �s one wh�ch �s m�ne. I
br�ng every requ�s�te prov�s�on for the Cossacks, and dur�ng the
march I w�ll sell everyth�ng at such reduced pr�ces that no Jew has
ever sold at such before! By Heavens, I w�ll! by Heavens!"
Tarass Boolba shrugged h�s shoulders, aston�shed at the Jew�sh
nature, and rode away to the army.

V.

In a short t�me the whole of the south-east of Poland became a prey
to terror. Everywhere the news had spread, "The Zaporogh�ans! the



Zaporogh�ans are com�ng!" All those who could save themselves by
fl�ght, used to run away �n those t�mes, so d�sordered, so
aston�sh�ngly careless, when no fortresses, no castles were bu�lt, but
when men set up some temporary thatched dwell�ng, th�nk�ng �t
useless to lose e�ther money or labour on what was doomed to be
destroyed �n the next Tartar �nvas�on! The alarm was general: one
changed h�s oxen and h�s plough for a horse and a gun, and
repa�red to the reg�ments; another h�d h�mself, dr�v�ng away h�s cattle
and carry�ng off everyth�ng poss�ble. Now and then were to be found
some who encountered the strangers w�th armed hands, but always
w�th a bad result; the greater part hurr�edly took fl�ght. Every one
knew how hard �t was to contend w�th the Zaporogh�ans, warr�ors
hardened �n warfare, and who, even �n the�r self-w�lled l�cence, kept
a pre-concerted order �n battle. The mounted Cossacks rode w�thout
encumber�ng or over-exert�ng the horses; the �nfantry stead�ly
followed the waggons, and the whole army moved only dur�ng the
n�ght, tak�ng rest by day �n open places, un�nhab�ted tracts and
forests, of wh�ch there were then plenty. Sp�es were sent �n advance
to gather �nformat�on and to reconno�tre. And oftent�mes the
Zaporogh�ans appeared where they were the least expected; then
the only th�ng was to b�d farewell to l�fe; the hamlets became the
prey of flames; the cattle and horses, wh�ch could not be carr�ed off
by the Cossacks, were slaughtered on the spot. They seemed rather
to be carous�ng than carry�ng on a campa�gn. But the ha�r would
stand on end at the relat�on of the terr�ble feats of cruelty of those
half-savage t�mes wh�ch were everywhere accompl�shed by the
Zaporogh�ans. Ch�ldren were put to the sword; women's breasts cut
away; the sk�n torn from the leg as far as the knee of those who were
left free—such was the terr�ble payment of the Cossacks for past
debts.
The abbot of a monastery, hear�ng of the�r approach, sent two monks
to them to say they had no r�ght to act thus, as the Zaporogh�ans and
Poland were at peace; that they were �nfr�ng�ng the�r duty towards
the k�ng, and at the same t�me v�olat�ng the law of nat�ons.
"Tell the reverend father from me and from all the Zaporogh�ans,"
answered the Koschevoï, "that he has noth�ng to fear; the Cossacks



are as yet only just l�ght�ng the�r p�pes."
And soon after, the majest�c abbey was enshrouded �n devastat�ng
flames, and �ts g�gant�c Goth�c w�ndows looked w�th severe aspect
through the occas�onally d�sun�ted waves of the conflagrat�on.
Crowds of fly�ng monks, Jews and women, soon found those towns
where there was any hope to f�nd any protect�on �n the number of the
garr�son and �n the th�ckness of the walls. At t�mes the government
sent help; but these few detachments, com�ng too late, e�ther could
no longer f�nd the Cossacks or took fr�ght, turned back at the f�rst
encounter and fled away on the�r sw�ft horses. It happened, however,
that some of the k�ng's capta�ns, who had been v�ctor�ous �n prev�ous
battles, resolved to un�te the�r strength and put a stop to the progress
of the Zaporogh�ans. It was on such occas�ons that our young
Cossacks were put to the tr�al: they were strangers to p�llage,
careless about booty, or about f�ght�ng a weak foe; but they were
�nflamed w�th the des�re of exh�b�t�ng the�r prowess before the�r older
comrades—of f�ght�ng hand to hand w�th the br�sk and boastful Pole,
who came dash�ng upon h�s f�ery steed, the flow�ng sleeves of h�s
cloak fly�ng beh�nd h�m �n the w�nd. The school was amus�ng to
them. They had already taken a great many horse-trapp�ngs, costly
swords and guns. One month ago they were but half-fledged
nestl�ngs; the�r nature was now qu�te changed; they were grown
men; even the�r features, wh�ch t�ll then had the meekness of youth,
now bore a menac�ng and strongly marked express�on.
Old Tarass was del�ghted to see both h�s sons always among the
foremost. Ostap seemed to have been born to tread the path of war,
and to accompl�sh d�ff�cult feats of arms. Never los�ng h�s presence
of m�nd—on no occas�on alarmed; but w�th a coolness qu�te
unnatural �n a young man of twenty-two, he understood at the f�rst
glance the whole of the danger and the pos�t�on of th�ngs, and on the
spot found the means of avo�d�ng d�ff�culty, but avo�ded �t only to be
the more sure of surmount�ng �t. H�s movements were now stamped
w�th the certa�nty of exper�ence, and the propens�t�es of the future
capta�n m�ght unerr�ngly be traced �n h�m. H�s body breathed forth
strength—h�s kn�ghtly qual�t�es already made h�m l�ke the m�ghty l�on.



"Oh! that fellow w�ll make �n t�me a good colonel!" sa�d old Tarass;
"by Heavens, he w�ll be a good colonel, and such a one, that he w�ll
excel h�s father!"
Andrew gave h�mself up to the bew�tch�ng mus�c of bullets and
swords. He understood not what �t �s to cons�der, or to calculate, or
to measure the strength on one s�de and on the other. In battle he
saw but a frant�c luxury and del�ght; he found someth�ng fest�ve �n
those moments when h�s bra�n was on f�re—when everyth�ng
gl�mmered confusedly before h�s eyes—when heads flew about—
when horses fell w�th a crash on the ground, and he h�mself went
gallop�ng am�dst the wh�stl�ng of bullets and the clash�ng of swords,
str�k�ng on every s�de and never feel�ng the strokes wh�ch he
rece�ved. And old Tarass more than once was amazed at see�ng
Andrew, �nduced only by h�s own vehemence, rush on such deeds
as no cool-m�nded and reflect�ve man would have ever undertaken,
and ach�eve solely by the madness of the attack, wh�ch could not but
aston�sh the oldest warr�ors. Old Tarass wondered at Andrew and
sa�d, "Th�s one, too, �s a good warr�or—may the f�end not take h�m!
Not such a one as Ostap; but st�ll a good—yes, a very good warr�or."
It was dec�ded that the army should push �ts march stra�ght to the
c�ty of Doobno, where, as the rumour went, there was much money
and many r�ch �nhab�tants. The march was accompl�shed �n a day
and a half, and the Zaporogh�ans appeared under the walls of the
town. The c�t�zens resolved to defend �t to the last, and preferred
dy�ng �n the squares and �n the streets before the�r houses to lett�ng
the foe enter the�r c�ty. A h�gh earthen rampart surrounded �t; where
the rampart was lower there projected a stone wall, or a house
converted �nto a battery, or at least a strong wooden pal�sade. The
garr�son was strong, and felt the �mportance of �ts duty. The
Zaporogh�ans at f�rst rushed at the ramparts, but were stopped by
murderous volleys of grape-shot. The burghers and c�t�zens of the
town seemed also not to w�sh to rema�n �dle, and stood �n crowds on
the town wall. The�r looks expressed the desperat�on of res�stance.
Even women took part �n the contest; and stones, casks, and pots
flew down on the Zaporogh�ans; p�tch and sacks of sand bl�nded
the�r eyes.



The Zaporogh�ans d�d not l�ke f�ght�ng aga�nst fortresses; s�eges
were not the�r bus�ness. The Koschevoï gave orders for a retreat,
and sa�d, "Never m�nd, gentlemen brothers, let us w�thdraw; but may
I be rather a cursed Tartar, and not a Chr�st�an, �f we allow any one to
escape from the town. Let them, the dogs, per�sh Dy hunger!"
The army after retreat�ng surrounded the town, and, hav�ng noth�ng
to do, began to lay waste the country around; sett�ng f�re to the
ne�ghbour�ng hamlets and corn-r�cks; dr�v�ng herds of horses �nto the
unreaped corn-f�elds, where, as �f on purpose, stood the full wav�ng
ears, the produce of an abundant crop wh�ch th�s year had brought
to all labourers. The bes�eged watched w�th horror the destruct�on of
the�r means of subs�stence. The Zaporogh�ans, �n the mean t�me,
drew up the�r waggons �nto two f�les all round the town, and, after
d�v�d�ng the�r encampment �nto koorens, as �n the Ss�echa, played at
leap-frog, at p�tch and toss, and looked w�th k�ll�ng coolness at the
town. Bonf�res were l�ghted at n�ght; the cooks of each kooren bo�led
buckwheat �n enormous copper kettles; sleepless sent�nels stood all
n�ght long by the bonf�res.
The Zaporogh�ans, however, soon began to grow weary of �nact�v�ty,
pr�nc�pally from the ted�ousness of sobr�ety unconnected w�th any
exert�on. The Koschevoï found �t even necessary to double the
proport�on of brandy—a pract�ce somet�mes used w�th the Cossacks
when they were not engaged �n any d�ff�cult enterpr�se. The young
Cossacks, espec�ally the sons of Tarass Boolba, were d�spleased
w�th th�s mode of l�fe. Andrew ev�dently was overpowered by �ts
dulness.
"Stup�d boy," sa�d Tarass to h�m, "the Cossack who knows how to
wa�t, becomes an Ataman.[25] He �s not a good warr�or who merely
does not lose h�s presence of m�nd �n danger; but he �s a good
warr�or who does not become dull even �n �nact�v�ty, and who,
notw�thstand�ng all �mped�ments, w�ll end by atta�n�ng h�s a�m."
But f�ery youth �s no match to an old man. Both have d�fferent
natures, and both look w�th d�fferent eyes at the same th�ng.
Wh�le the s�ege was go�ng on, the reg�ment of Tarass came to jo�n
the bes�egers. The Essaool Tovkach brought �t; two more essaools,



the secretary, and the other off�c�als of the reg�ment, also came w�th
�t; the whole of th�s re�nforcement numbered more than four
thousand Cossacks. Many of them were volunteers who had come
of the�r own accord w�thout be�ng summoned, as soon as they had
heard of the �mpend�ng bus�ness. The essaools had been �ntrusted
by the w�fe of Tarass to br�ng her bless�ng to her sons, and to
forward to each of them a cypress �mage brought from one of the
monaster�es of K�eff. The two brothers hung the holy �mages round
the�r necks, and �nvoluntar�ly gave way to the�r fancy at th�s
remembrance of the�r old mother. What omen d�d th�s bless�ng br�ng
them? Was �t a bless�ng for vanqu�sh�ng the foe, and a pledge of
the�r gay return to the�r nat�ve country w�th booty and glory, wh�ch
should be the subject of eternal songs for the players of the
bandoora? or was �t.... But unknown �s the future! and �t stands
before man l�ke the autumn fog wh�ch r�ses over marshes: b�rds are
fly�ng �n �t upwards and downwards, flapp�ng the�r w�ngs and see�ng
not one another —the dove w�thout see�ng the hawk, the hawk
w�thout see�ng the dove—and every one w�thout know�ng how near
he may be to death.
Ostap had long s�nce resumed h�s occupat�ons, and was go�ng to h�s
kooren; but Andrew, w�thout be�ng able to account for �t, felt a
heav�ness at h�s heart. The Cossacks had already f�n�shed the�r
supper; even�ng had long closed �n, and a beaut�ful July n�ght had
enc�rcled the earth �n �ts embrace. St�ll, Andrew d�d not return to h�s
kooren—d�d not go to sleep—but stood gaz�ng at the p�cture before
h�m. Numberless stars gl�mmered w�th a br�ght translucent tw�nkl�ng
over the sk�es. The f�eld was covered w�th carts, placed w�thout
order, from wh�ch hung tar-pots all dr�pp�ng w�th tar; the carts were
loaded w�th all the booty and prov�s�ons taken from the enemy. Near
the carts, beneath the carts, and at a great d�stance from the carts,
m�ght be seen Zaporogh�ans sleep�ng on the grass �n d�fferent
p�cturesque att�tudes; one had la�d h�s head on a corn sack, another
on h�s cap, a th�rd had s�mply chosen the r�bs of h�s comrade for h�s
p�llow. Almost every one wore, suspended to h�s belt, a sabre, a
matchlock and a short p�pe w�th brass plates, w�res for clean�ng �t,
and a steel for k�ndl�ng f�re. The mass�ve bullocks were recl�n�ng w�th
the�r feet under the�r bod�es; and the great wh�te spots wh�ch they



formed looked at a d�stance l�ke so many grey stones thrown about
the accl�v�t�es of the f�eld. From every spot �n the grass the no�sy
snor�ng of the sleep�ng army had begun to r�se, and �t was answered
from the f�eld by the sonorous ne�gh�ng of the horses, �nd�gnant at
hav�ng the�r feet t�ed.
A magn�f�cent and terr�f�c s�ght was now added to the beauty of the
summer n�ght. It was the blaze of the conflagrat�on of the
ne�ghbour�ng country. At one place the flames went slowly and
majest�cally along the sky; at another, meet�ng w�th someth�ng
combust�ble �n the�r progress, they wh�rled suddenly round, h�ssed
and flew up to the very stars, and the�r f�ery tongues d�sappeared �n
the most d�stant clouds. Here a burnt clo�ster, blackened by the f�re,
stood l�ke a hard-featured Carthus�an monk, show�ng �ts stern
gloomy outl�nes at every blaze; next to �t a garden was burn�ng. It
seemed as �f one m�ght hear how the trees h�ssed wrapt �n smoke;
and as the f�re happened to catch some new place �ts phosphor�c
v�olet l�ght shone suddenly on the r�pe bunches of plums, or threw a
br�ll�ant golden hue on the yellow pears; and �n the m�dst of all th�s
was to be seen, dangl�ng from the wall of the bu�ld�ng or from the
bough of a tree, the corpse of some poor Jew or monk, doomed, l�ke
the bu�ld�ng �tself, to become the prey of the flames. Over the
conflagrat�on, hover�ng far away, were to be seen b�rds look�ng l�ke
so many dark d�m�nut�ve crosses on a f�ery f�eld. The c�ty seemed to
be slumber�ng; �ts sp�res, �ts roofs, �ts pal�sades and �ts walls were
somet�mes �llum�nated by the reflect�on of the d�stant conflagrat�on.
Andrew walked round the Cossacks' encampment. The bonf�res at
wh�ch the sentr�es were s�tt�ng were go�ng out, and the sentr�es had
fallen asleep; hav�ng, �t would seem, too much �ndulged the�r
Cossack appet�tes. Andrew marvelled at such carelessness, and
thought �t lucky that no strong forces of the enemy were at hand, and
that there was noth�ng to fear. At last, he went to one of the carts,
cl�mbed �nto �t and lay down on h�s back, bend�ng h�s arms
backwards and putt�ng them under h�s head. He could not yet sleep,
and rema�ned a long t�me look�ng at the sky. It appeared all open to
h�m; the a�r was pure and transparent; the compact mass of stars
form�ng the m�lky way seemed to be all overflow�ng w�th l�ght. At



t�mes, Andrew felt a sort of obl�v�on, and slumber, l�ke a l�ght fog, h�d
for a m�nute the sky from h�s s�ght; but the next moment �t cleared
away, and aga�n he saw the heavens.
At th�s t�me, �t seemed to h�m that a strange human face had passed
before h�m. Th�nk�ng that �t was noth�ng but an �llus�on of sleep,
wh�ch would d�sappear, he opened h�s eyes w�der, and saw that
really an emac�ated dr�ed-up face bent over h�m and looked stra�ght
�nto h�s eyes. Long and coal-black locks of ha�r, uncombed and
d�shevelled, stole from beneath a ve�l thrown over the head. The
strange br�ghtness of the eyes, and the deathl�ke swarth�ness of the
strongly marked features, would almost have led to the suppos�t�on
that �t was a phantom. Andrew convuls�vely se�zed a matchlock and
excla�med, "Who art thou? If thou be an ev�l sp�r�t—d�sappear; �f thou
be a human creature, thy joke �s out of place. I'll k�ll thee at once!"
The f�gure answered only by putt�ng �ts f�nger to �ts l�ps, and seemed
to be �mplor�ng s�lence. Andrew let go h�s hold, and began to look
attent�vely at �t. The long ha�r, the neck, and brown half-naked bosom
showed �t to be a woman, but she was not a nat�ve of the country;
her face was sunburnt, and bespoke suffer�ng; her w�de cheekbones
stuck out over her shrunken cheeks; her narrow eyes were cut
obl�quely, w�th the outer corner ra�sed. The more Andrew looked at
her features, the more he found �n them someth�ng wh�ch he knew.
At last he could not refra�n from ask�ng, "Tell me, who art thou? It
seems to me that I know thee, or have seen thee somewhere."
"Two years ago, �n K�eff."
"Two years ago—�n K�eff!" repeated Andrew, endeavour�ng to br�ng
to m�nd all that h�s memory had reta�ned of h�s colleg�an's l�fe. He
took once more an attent�ve survey of her, and suddenly excla�med
aloud, "Thou art the Tartar! the servant of that lady! of the voevoda's
daughter!"
"Hush!" sa�d the Tartar, �mplor�ngly, fold�ng her hands, shudder�ng �n
all her frame, and at the same t�me turn�ng her head to see that no
one had been awakened by the shr�ek of Andrew.



"Tell me—tell me—why—wherefore art thou here?" sa�d Andrew �n a
wh�sper almost choked, and �nterrupted at every moment by h�s
�nternal ag�tat�on; "where �s the lady? �s she al�ve?"
"She �s now �n the town."
"In the town?" excla�med he, aga�n almost shr�ek�ng aloud, and he
felt that all h�s blood rushed at once to h�s heart. "Why �s she �n the
town?"
"Because the lord, her father, �s there; �t �s now more than a year that
he has been voevoda[26] �n Doobno."
"Well—�s she marr�ed? Speak! how strange thou art! Say—what �s
she now?"
"She has not eaten for two days."
"How �s that?"
"For a long t�me not one of the c�t�zens has had a p�ece of bread; �t �s
long s�nce they were all eat�ng earth."
Andrew rema�ned speechless.
"The lady saw thee among the Zaporogh�ans from the town wall.
She sa�d to me, 'Go, tell the kn�ght that �f he recollects me he w�ll
come to me; and �f not, that he w�ll g�ve thee a morsel of bread for
my old mother, for I cannot see my mother d�e before my eyes. Let
me rather d�e f�rst and she afterwards. Entreat h�m—embrace h�s
knees and h�s feet. He, too, may have an old mother, for her sake he
must g�ve a b�t of bread.'"
Many and d�fferent were the feel�ngs that awakened and st�rred �n
the young Cossack's breast.
"But how art thou here? How d�dst thou come?"
"By a subterranean passage."
"Is there any subterranean passage, then?"
"Yes."
"Where?"



"Thou w�lt not betray me, kn�ght?"
"No; I swear by the holy cross!"
"Beh�nd the rav�ne, after cross�ng the r�vulet, where there are some
reeds grow�ng."
"And �t leads stra�ght �nto the c�ty?"
"Stra�ght �nto the clo�ster of the c�ty."
"Let us go! let us go d�rectly!"
"But, �n the name of Chr�st and of h�s holy mother, a loaf of bread?"
"Thou shalt have �t. Stay here by th�s cart, or rather l�e down �n �t;
nobody w�ll see thee—all are sleep�ng. I'll be back d�rectly."
And he went to the waggons where the prov�s�ons of h�s kooren were
kept. H�s heart beat h�gh. All the past wh�ch had been h�dden, st�fled
by h�s present Cossack l�fe and by the hardsh�ps of warfare, rose
once more to the surface, drown�ng �n return all the present. Aga�n
he saw emerg�ng before h�m, as �f from the depths of some ocean
cavern, the form of the glor�ous lady; aga�n h�s memory brought back
the recollect�on of her f�ne arms, of her eyes, of her sm�l�ng l�ps, of
her th�ck dark chestnut ha�r (whose locks hung curl�ng over her
bosom), and of all those elast�c l�mbs wh�ch so well harmon�sed w�th
her ma�denly f�gure. No; these recollect�ons were never ext�ngu�shed
�n h�s breast; they had, only for a t�me, g�ven place to other m�ghty
�mpress�ons. But often—often had they d�sturbed the young
Cossack's slumber, and often d�d he long l�e sleepless on h�s bed
w�thout know�ng how to expla�n the cause of h�s sleeplessness.
He went on, and h�s heart beat h�gher and h�gher, and h�s young
knees shook at the mere thought of see�ng her aga�n. When he
reached the waggons he had ent�rely forgotten why he had come,
and, ra�s�ng h�s hand to h�s brow, rema�ned some t�me try�ng to
recollect what he had to do. At last he shuddered, and felt terror-
str�cken: the thought flashed across h�s m�nd that she m�ght be dy�ng
from hunger. He rushed to one of the waggons, and took some great
rye loaves under h�s arm; but then he thought that th�s food, wh�ch
su�ts the unspo�led taste of the strong Zaporogh�ans, would be too



coarse and unsu�ted to her tender person. He remembered that, the
day before, the Koschevoï had scolded the cooks for tak�ng the
whole of the buckwheat flour to make salamata[27], when the
quant�ty would have been qu�te suff�c�ent for more than three days.
Certa�n of f�nd�ng enough salamata left �n the coppers, Andrew took
the travell�ng kettle of h�s father and went w�th �t to the cook of h�s
kooren, who was sleep�ng bes�de two enormous cauldrons, under
wh�ch the ashes were not yet ext�ngu�shed. Look�ng �nto the
cauldrons, he was aston�shed to f�nd both of them empty. It ought to
have requ�red more than human exert�ons to eat up all the�r
contents; the more so as the�r kooren was not so numerous as the
others. He peeped �nto the kettles of the other koorens—there was
nowhere anyth�ng left. Involuntar�ly he recollected the say�ng that
Zaporogh�ans are l�ke ch�ldren:—Is there but l�ttle food? they w�ll eat
�t; �s there much? they w�ll st�ll leave noth�ng. What was to be done?
There was yet somewhere, he thought, �n the waggons of h�s father's
reg�ment a sack of wh�te bread, wh�ch the Cossacks had found wh�le
p�llag�ng the clo�ster k�tchen. Andrew went stra�ght to h�s father's
waggon: the sack was not there! Ostap had taken �t to rest h�s head
upon, and, stretched on the ground, he made the whole f�eld
resound w�th h�s snor�ng. Andrew w�th one hand se�zed the sack and
pulled �t away w�th a jerk, so that Ostap's head fell on the ground,
and he h�mself started up �n h�s sleep, and s�tt�ng w�th h�s eyes shut,
shouted, "Hold! hold! the dev�l of a Pole! catch h�s horse! catch �t!"
"Be s�lent! or thou art a dead man," cr�ed the terr�f�ed Andrew, ra�s�ng
the sack on h�s head. But Ostap d�d not proceed w�th h�s speech, for
he was already asleep, and snored w�th such v�olence that h�s breath
waved the grass on wh�ch he was ty�ng.
Andrew looked war�ly round, to ascerta�n �f the rav�ngs of Ostap had
awakened any of the Cossacks. In fact, a crown-tufted head was
seen r�s�ng �n the nearest kooren; but, after look�ng around, �t soon
dropped on the ground. After wa�t�ng some two or three m�nutes,
Andrew departed w�th h�s sack; the Tartar woman was crouch�ng �n
the waggon, hardly dar�ng to breathe.
"Ar�se! let us begone! every one sleeps; do not be afra�d! Canst thou
take but one of these loaves, �f I cannot carry them all?" Say�ng th�s,



he l�fted the sacks upon h�s back, drew another sack w�th m�llet from
a cart on h�s way, took even �n h�s hands those loaves wh�ch he had
w�shed the Tartar to carry, and bend�ng a l�ttle went boldly through
the ranks of the sleep�ng Zaporogh�ans.
"Andrew!" sa�d old Boolba, as Andrew was pass�ng near h�m.
Andrew's heart sank w�th�n h�m; he stopped trembl�ng, and slowly
uttered, "What?"
"There �s a lass w�th thee! I'll g�ve thee a famous thrash�ng to-
morrow! The lasses w�ll br�ng thee to no good!" and thus say�ng he
recl�ned h�s head upon h�s elbow, and began to scrut�n�ze the ve�led
form of the Tartar.
Andrew stood r�veted to the spot, w�thout dar�ng to l�ft h�s eyes upon
h�s father; but at last he ra�sed them and looked at old Boolba: he
saw h�m already sleep�ng, w�th h�s head rest�ng on the palm of h�s
hand.
He made the s�gn of the cross. Fear qu�tted h�s heart st�ll faster than
�t had overpowered �t; and as he turned round to look at the Tartar,
he saw her stand�ng beh�nd h�m l�ke a dark gran�te statue all muffled
�n her ve�l, and the glare of the d�stant conflagrat�on, br�ghten�ng �nto
a sudden flash, l�ghted only her eyes, dull as those of a corpse. He
pulled her sleeve and both proceeded together, look�ng back at
every step. Descend�ng a decl�v�ty, they came at last to a rav�ne, at
the bottom of w�nch there rolled heav�ly along a r�vulet overgrown
w�th sedge, whose banks were all uneven. The f�eld on wh�ch the
Zaporogh�an encampment stood was now ent�rely h�dden from them.
At least, as Andrew looked back, he saw an em�nence, as h�gh as a
man's head, wh�ch rose beh�nd h�m; on �t were wav�ng some blades
of grass, over wh�ch the moon rose �n the sky �n the shape of a
curved s�ckle of br�ght red gold. A l�ght w�nd, wh�ch blew from the
steppe, foreboded the approach of dawn; but nowhere was to be
heard the d�stant crow�ng of the cock, for ne�ther �n the town nor �n
the surround�ng country had a cock for a long t�me been left. They
passed the r�vulet on a log thrown across �t; beyond �t rose the
oppos�te shore, wh�ch seemed to be h�gher than that wh�ch they had
left, and had a steep ascent. The wall was here lower: yet the spot



seemed a sure stronghold, for beh�nd �t rose the clo�ster wall. The
steep h�ll was covered w�th long grass, and �n the narrow rav�ne
between �t and the r�vulet grew reeds nearly as tall as a man; on the
summ�t of the h�ll m�ght be seen the rema�ns of a pal�sade, wh�ch
formerly enclosed a k�tchen garden; before �t grew the large leaves
of the butter burr, from beh�nd wh�ch stuck out the goosefoot, w�ld
pr�ckly plants, and the sunflower, wh�ch reared �ts top above them.
Here the Tartar took off her shoes and went barefoot, carefully l�ft�ng
her dress, for the place was marshy and covered w�th water. Mak�ng
the�r way through the reeds, they stopped before a heap of
brushwood, wh�ch formed a fasc�ne; they removed �t and found a
sort of arch made of earth, whose open�ng was not w�der than the
open�ng of a f�replace. The Tartar, bend�ng her head, went �n f�rst;
then followed Andrew, stoop�ng as much as he could, to be able to
carry h�s sacks. They were soon qu�te �n the dark.

VI.

Andrew could hardly move w�th h�s sacks �n the dark and narrow
subterranean passage, through wh�ch he closely followed the Tartar.
"We shall soon see our way," sa�d the gu�de; "we are near the place
where I left my lamp." A ray of l�ght soon stole over the dark earthen
wall. They reached a small square, wh�ch seemed to have been a
chapel; at least a narrow table, l�ke an altar, stood aga�nst the wall,
and over �t hung a Lat�n �mage of the Madonna, the pa�nt�ng of wh�ch
had faded away and could hardly be traced. A ema�l s�lver lamp,
wh�ch hung before �t, threw over �t an uncerta�n l�ght. The Tartar bent
down and took up from the floor a brass candlest�ck, on a h�gh th�n
foot, w�th snuffers, a na�l for tr�mm�ng the w�ck, and an ext�ngu�sher
hung round �t on cha�ns. Tak�ng up the candlest�ck, she l�ghted the
candle at the lamp. The l�ght grew br�ghter and they proceeded,
l�ghted at one t�me by a blaze of the candle, at others enshrouded �n
a coal-black shadow, l�ke the f�gures to be seen �n the pa�nt�ngs of
G�rardo della Nette. The robust, f�ne features of Andrew, beam�ng



w�th health and youth, offered a strong contrast to the emac�ated
pall�d face of h�s compan�on. The passage had grown w�der, so that
Andrew could now hold h�mself erect. He looked w�th cur�os�ty at the
earthen walls. As �n those of K�eff,[28] there were excavat�ons, and
coff�ns stood �n them from d�stance to d�stance; at some places,
even human bones were to be met w�th, grown soft by the dampness
of the a�r and mouldered �nto powder. Here, too, seemed to have
l�ved holy men, who had sought a refuge from the tempests of the
world, from pa�n and temptat�on. At t�mes the dampness was very
percept�ble, and somet�mes they even had the�r feet �n water.
Andrew was often obl�ged to stop to g�ve rest to h�s compan�on,
whose lass�tude �mmed�ately returned. A l�ttle morsel of bread wh�ch
she had swallowed only caused pa�n to her stomach, wh�ch had
become unaccustomed to food, and she often rema�ned mot�onless
for some m�nutes. At last they saw before them a small �ron door.
"Thanks be to Heaven! we are there!" sa�d the Tartar �n a fa�nt�ng
vo�ce; she tr�ed to ra�se her hand to knock and had not the strength
to do �t. Andrew, �n her stead, gave a heavy blow on the door; �t
resounded w�th a rumbl�ng no�se, wh�ch �nd�cated that there was a
w�de empty space beh�nd the door, the sound chang�ng �ts tones as
�f met by h�gh arches. At length the door was opened; they were
adm�tted by a monk, who stood on a narrow sta�rcase w�th the key
and a l�ght �n h�s hand. Andrew �nvoluntar�ly stopped at the s�ght of a
Lat�n monk, whose garb aroused the most b�tter feel�ngs of hatred
and contempt �n the Cossacks, who behaved towards them w�th st�ll
greater cruelty than towards the Jews. The monk also drew back a
step at see�ng a Zaporogh�an Cossack. But a word �nd�st�nctly
muttered by the Tartar qu�eted h�s fear. He shut the door after them,
l�ghted them up the sta�rcase, and they found themselves under the
dark vaulted roof of the clo�ster church.
At one of the altars, decked w�th tapers �n h�gh candlest�cks, knelt a
pr�est �n the att�tude of prayer; on e�ther s�de of h�m, also kneel�ng,
were two young chor�sters, clad �n v�olet mantles, w�th wh�te lace
capes, hold�ng censers �n the�r hands. The pr�est was �mplor�ng a
m�racle from Heaven: he prayed that God would preserve the c�ty,
strengthen the fa�l�ng courage, send down pat�ence and res�gnat�on



to the hearts of the t�m�d and pus�llan�mous, to support them under
the m�sery He had sent. Some women, l�ke so many phantoms, were
on the�r knees, recl�n�ng and even droop�ng the�r heads on the backs
of the stools and of the dark wooden benches before them. Some
men, lean�ng aga�nst the columns wh�ch susta�ned the s�de arches,
mournfully knelt also. A w�ndow w�th coloured glass, wh�ch was over
the altar, was now l�ghted by the p�nk hue of morn�ng, and from �t fell,
down upon the floor, blue, yellow, and var�egated c�rcles of l�ght,
wh�ch suddenly br�ghtened the darkness of the church. The whole of
the altar �n �ts d�stant n�che, seem drowned �n l�ght; the smoke of the
�ncense hung �n the a�r l�ke a cloud beam�ng w�th all the hues of the
ra�nbow. Andrew was fa�n to look from the dark corner where he was
stand�ng, on th�s remarkable phenomenon produced by l�ght. At th�s
moment the subl�me peal�ng of the organ suddenly f�lled the whole of
the church; �t grew deeper and deeper, �ncreased by degrees �nto the
heavy roll�ngs of thunder, and then, all at once, turn�ng �nto a
heavenly melody, sent up, h�gher and h�gher beneath the vaulted
roof, �ts warbl�ng notes, wh�ch recalled the del�cate vo�ces of
ma�dens; then once more �t changed �nto the deep bellow of thunder,
and then �t was s�lent; but the roll�ngs of the thunder long after
tremulously v�brated along the a�sles, and Andrew w�th open mouth
stood marvell�ng at the subl�me mus�c.
And now he felt somebody pull the sk�rt of h�s coat. "It �s t�me," sa�d
the Tartar. They went across the church w�thout any one pay�ng
attent�on to them, and came out on the square wh�ch was �n front of
�t. The dawn had long ago spread �ts rosy t�nt over the sky;
everyth�ng showed that the sun was about to r�se. There was nobody
�n the square; �n the m�ddle of �t rema�ned some tables, wh�ch
showed that, not longer than perhaps a week before, there had here
been a market of v�ctuals. As pavements were not used �n those
t�mes, the ground was noth�ng but dr�ed mud. The square was
surrounded by small stone and clay houses, one story h�gh, w�th
walls, �n wh�ch m�ght be seen from top to bottom, the wooden p�les
and p�llars, across wh�ch projected the wooden beams: houses such
as used to be bu�lt then, may t�ll now be seen �n some towns of
L�thuan�a and Poland. Almost all of them were covered by
d�sproport�onately h�gh roofs, p�erced all over w�th numbers of



dormer w�ndows. On one s�de, almost next to the church, r�s�ng
above the other bu�ld�ngs, was an ed�f�ce qu�te d�st�nct from the
others, wh�ch seemed to be the town-hall of the c�ty, or some other
publ�c establ�shment. It was two stor�es h�gh, and above �t rose a
two-arched belv�dere, where stood a sentry; a large sun-d�al was
f�xed �n the roof. The square seemed dead; but Andrew thought he
heard a fa�nt moan�ng. Look�ng on the other s�de, he saw a group of
two or three men, who were ly�ng qu�te mot�onless on the ground. He
looked more attent�vely, to see �f they were asleep or dead, and at
the same t�me h�s foot stumbled aga�nst someth�ng wh�ch lay �n h�s
way. It was the corpse of a woman, who seemed to have been a
Jewess. Her f�gure bespoke her to have been st�ll young, though the
macerated d�sf�gured outl�nes of her face d�d not show �t. Her head
was covered w�th a red s�lk handkerch�ef; a double row of pearls or
beads adorned the cover�ngs of her ears;[29] two or three curl�ng
locks fell from under them on her shr�velled neck, on wh�ch the t�ghtly
drawn ve�ns showed l�ke s�news. Bes�de her lay a ch�ld, whose hand
convuls�vely grasped her lank breast and tw�sted �t w�th h�s f�ngers, �n
va�n anger at f�nd�ng there no m�lk. The ch�ld had ceased weep�ng
and cry�ng, and the slow heav�ng of �ts chest alone showed that �t
was not yet dead or, at least, that �ts last breath was yet to be drawn.
Andrew and h�s compan�on turned �nto a street, and were suddenly
stopped by a frant�c man, who, see�ng the prec�ous burthen of
Andrew, flew at h�m l�ke a t�ger and grasped h�m �n h�s arms,
shr�ek�ng aloud for bread; but h�s strength was not equal to h�s
frenzy. Andrew shook off h�s grasp, and he fell on the ground. Moved
by compass�on, he threw h�m a loaf; the other darted l�ke a mad dog
upon �t, gnawed and b�t �t, and, at the same moment and on the very
spot, d�ed �n horr�ble convuls�ons from long d�suse of tak�ng food.
Almost at every step they were shocked by the s�ght of h�deous
v�ct�ms of hunger. It seemed that many could not endure the�r
suffer�ngs �n the�r houses, and had run out �nto the streets, as �f �n
hope to f�nd someth�ng strengthen�ng �n the open a�r. At the doorway
of a house sat an old woman, and one could not tell whether she
were dead, asleep, or swoon�ng; at least, she ne�ther heard nor saw
anyth�ng, but, w�th her head bent down over her chest, sat
mot�onless on the same spot. From the roof of another house there



was hang�ng from a rope a stretched and dr�ed corpse. The
m�serable man had not been able to endure to the last the suffer�ngs
of hunger, and had chosen rather to qu�cken h�s end by voluntary
su�c�de.
At see�ng such horr�fy�ng ev�dences of the fam�ne, Andrew could not
refra�n from ask�ng the Tartar, "Had they, �ndeed, found noth�ng to
lengthen the�r l�ves? When man comes to the last extrem�ty, when
noth�ng more rema�ns, well, then he must feed upon what, t�ll then,
had appeared d�sgust�ng to h�m; he may even feed upon an�mals
forb�dden by the law—everyth�ng �s then to be used for food."
"All �s eaten up," answered the Tartar; "thou w�lt not f�nd a horse, a
dog—no, not even a mouse left �n the town. We never kept any
prov�s�ons �n town; everyth�ng was brought from the country."
"How, then, dy�ng such fearful deaths, can they th�nk of defend�ng
the town?"
"May be the voevoda would have surrendered �t; but yesterday the
colonel who garr�sons Boodj�ang sent a hawk �nto the town w�th a
note say�ng not to surrender, as he �s com�ng w�th h�s reg�ment to
rel�eve �t, and �s only wa�t�ng for another colonel that they may come
together. Now, we are expect�ng them every m�nute—but here we
have reached the house."
Andrew had already not�ced from a d�stance a house unl�ke the
others, and wh�ch seemed to have been bu�lt by an Ital�an arch�tect;
�t was two stor�es h�gh and constructed of f�ne th�n br�cks. The
w�ndows of the lower story were encompassed �n lofty gran�te
project�ons; the whole of the upper story cons�sted of arches, wh�ch
formed a gallery; between the arches were to be seen grat�ngs w�th
armor�al bear�ngs; the corners of the house were also adorned w�th
coats of arms. An external w�de sta�rcase, bu�lt w�th pa�nted br�cks,
came down to the very square. Beneath the sta�rcase were s�tt�ng
two sentr�es, who p�cturesquely and symmetr�cally held w�th one
hand a halberd, and leaned the�r heads on the other, more l�ke
statues than l�v�ng be�ngs. They ne�ther slept nor slumbered, but
seemed to have lost all feel�ng; they d�d not even pay any attent�on
to those who went upsta�rs. At the top of the sta�rcase Andrew and



the Tartar found a sold�er, clad from head to foot �n a r�ch dress, who
held a prayer-book �n h�s hand. He ra�sed h�s heavy eyes on them;
but the Tartar wh�spered a word to h�m and he dropped them aga�n
on the open pages of h�s prayer-book. They entered the f�rst room,
wh�ch was tolerably spac�ous and seemed to be the hall for the
recept�on of pet�t�oners, or, perhaps, s�mply the ante-room; �t was
crowded w�th sold�ers, servants, huntsmen, cup-bearers, and other
off�c�als whose presence was necessary to denote the rank of a h�gh
nobleman, and who were s�tt�ng �n d�fferent postures along the walls.
There was the smell of a candle wh�ch had burned down �n �ts
socket, and, although the morn�ng l�ght had long s�nce peeped �n at
the ra�led w�ndows, two more candles were burn�ng �n enormous
candelabras almost the s�ze of a man.
Andrew was already �n the act of go�ng towards a w�de oaken door,
adorned w�th a coat of arms and much carved work, when the Tartar
pulled h�m by the sleeve and showed h�m a small door �n the lateral
wall. Th�s door adm�tted them �nto a passage through wh�ch they
passed �nto a room, wh�ch Andrew began to exam�ne w�th attent�on.
The dayl�ght, com�ng through a hole �n the w�ndow-shutter, fell upon
a cr�mson drapery, upon a g�lded corn�ce, and upon the wall covered
w�th p�ctures. The Tartar made a s�gn to h�m to rema�n here, and
went �nto an adjo�n�ng room from wh�ch came a ray of candlel�ght.
He heard a wh�sper and a subdued vo�ce wh�ch made h�m shudder.
Through the door wh�ch now opened he caught a gl�mpse of a f�nely-
shaped female f�gure w�th long luxur�ant ha�r, wh�ch fell upon an
upl�fted arm. The Tartar returned and bade h�m enter. He could not
account for how he entered or how the door closed beh�nd h�m.
Two candles burned �n the room, a lamp was l�ghted before an
�mage, under wh�ch stood a h�gh-backed cha�r (l�ke those used by
Pap�sts), w�th steps for kneel�ng dur�ng prayer. But th�s was not what
h�s eyes were �n search of. He turned to another s�de, and saw a
woman who seemed to have been suddenly petr�f�ed wh�lst �n some
rap�d mot�on. All her f�gure appeared to betoken that she had been
throw�ng herself forward towards h�m and had then suddenly
stopped. He, too, stopped aston�shed; he could not have expected to
meet her such as she now was; she was no longer the g�rl he had



formerly known. Noth�ng rema�ned of what she was before; but st�ll
she was tw�ce as beaut�ful and handsome as she had been then.
Then, there was someth�ng unf�n�shed, someth�ng to be completed �n
her; now, she was l�ke a p�cture to wh�ch the pa�nter had g�ven the
last stroke of h�s brush. Then, she was a pretty g�ddy g�rl; now, she
was a beauty, a woman who had atta�ned the utmost development of
her lovel�ness. Every feel�ng of her be�ng was now expressed �n her
upl�fted eyes—not one part�cular feel�ng or another—but all her
feel�ngs at once. Tears had not yet dr�ed �n her eyes, but covered
them w�th a gl�tter�ng mo�sture wh�ch �t made the heart ache to
behold. Her bust, her neck, and her shoulders now f�lled those
splend�d l�m�ts wh�ch are the dowry of a perfect beauty; her ha�r,
wh�ch formerly curled �n l�ght r�nglets round her face, now formed a
th�ck luxur�ant pla�t, part of wh�ch rema�ned pla�ted, wh�le the
rema�nder hung down the whole length of her arm and fell over her
bosom �n long, th�n, beaut�fully wav�ng locks. Every outl�ne of her
features seemed to have undergone a change. Andrew tr�ed �n va�n
to f�nd some of those wh�ch were press�ng on h�s recollect�on; not
one was to be found. Notw�thstand�ng the extreme pallor of her face,
her beauty was not lessened by �t; but, on the contrary, seemed to
ga�n someth�ng �ntrep�d, and unconquerably v�ctor�ous from �t.
Andrew felt h�s heart overflow w�th the tremor of adorat�on, and stood
mot�onless before her. She seemed also to be aston�shed at the
appearance of the Cossack, who stood before her �n all the beauty
and v�gour of youthful manhood; even mot�onless, as they were, h�s
l�mbs betrayed the freedom and elast�c�ty of the�r act�on; h�s eyes
shone w�th f�rmness; h�s velvet eyebrows made a bold curve; h�s
sunburnt cheeks were covered w�th the br�ghtness of f�ery youth, and
h�s young black mustach�os had the gloss of s�lk.
"No, I cannot, by any means, thank thee enough, generous kn�ght,"
sa�d she, and her s�lvery vo�ce seemed to waver. "God �n Heaven
alone can repay thee! Not I, a weak woman!"
She cast her eyes down, h�d�ng them beneath beaut�ful, snowy,
sem�c�rcular eyel�ds, fr�nged w�th long arrow-l�ke eyelashes; she bent
her lovely face, and a f�ne rosy hue spread over �t. Andrew knew not
what to answer; he w�shed to tell her at once all that he had �n h�s



heart, to tell �t as warmly as he felt �t—but he could not. Someth�ng
stopped h�s l�ps; even h�s vo�ce fa�led h�m; he felt that he could not
answer her words —he who had been brought up �n the college and
�n m�gratory warfare; and he cursed h�s be�ng a Cossack!
At th�s moment the Tartar came �nto the room. She had already cut
the loaf brought by Andrew �nto sl�ces, wh�ch she brought on a
golden d�sh and set before her m�stress. The lovely g�rl looked at her,
at the bread, and l�fted her eyes on Andrew: and much d�d those
eyes express! That affect�ng look, wh�ch betrayed her suffer�ngs and
the �mposs�b�l�ty of tell�ng all the feel�ngs wh�ch f�lled her bosom, was
more eas�ly understood by Andrew than any speech. He felt h�s
heart l�ghtened at once; he seemed to have at once lost all
confus�on, the mot�ons and feel�ngs of h�s soul wh�ch had t�ll then
appeared held �n subject�on by some heavy hand, now seemed to be
set free, and uncontrollable streams of words ready to flow forth. But
the young beauty turned abruptly towards the Tartar, and hast�ly
asked, "And my mother? hast thou taken �t to her?"
"She �s asleep."
"And to my father?"
"I have; he sa�d that he would come h�mself to thank the kn�ght."
She took a p�ece of bread and ra�sed �t to her l�ps. Andrew looked at
her w�th �nexpress�ble del�ght as she broke �t w�th her wh�te f�ngers
and began eat�ng; but suddenly he remembered the man, dr�ven to
frenzy by hunger, who d�ed before h�s eyes from swallow�ng a morsel
of bread. He turned pale, and se�z�ng her hand, shr�eked, "Enough!
eat no more! Thou hast not eaten for so long a t�me, bread may br�ng
death to thee!" She let her hand fall d�rectly, put the bread upon the
d�sh and, l�ke an obed�ent ch�ld, looked �nto h�s eyes. And could any
words descr�be -but no; ne�ther ch�sel, nor brush, nor even the
loft�est and most powerful language can express what may
somet�mes be seen �n the eyes of a ma�den, or the del�ghtful
sensat�on of h�m who looks �nto such eyes.
"Queen!" cr�ed Andrew, overwhelmed by h�s feel�ngs; "what dost
thou want? what dost thou w�sh? order me to �t! Set me the task—



the most �mposs�ble that ever was �n the world. I w�ll fly to
accompl�sh �t! Tell me to do what no man can do—I w�ll do �t! I w�ll
per�sh myself! Yes, that I w�ll! And to per�sh for thee—I swear by the
holy cross—w�ll be sweet to me. No—but I shall never be able to say
�t—I have three farms, half of my father's horses are m�ne; all the
dowry of my mother; all that she has kept h�dden even from h�m—all
�s m�ne! None of our Cossacks has now such arms as I have; for the
h�lt alone of my sabre they w�ll g�ve me the best herd of horses and
three thousand sheep. All th�s I w�ll renounce: I w�ll throw �t away: I
w�ll burn �t: drown �t �f thou sayest but a word; nay, �f thou only
movest thy f�ne dark eyebrow! I know that my speech �s fool�sh, that
�t �s out of t�me, out of place; that I, who was brought up �n the
college and �n the Ss�echa, shall never be able to speak l�ke k�ngs,
l�ke pr�nces and l�ke the best man among the noble kn�ghts. I see
that thou art another creature of God unl�ke us, and that far below
thee are all other noble ma�dens!"
W�th �ncreas�ng aston�shment, all ears, but not understand�ng a
s�ngle word, d�d the ma�den l�sten to the frank hearty speech wh�ch,
l�ke a m�rror, reflected the young powerful soul, every word of wh�ch,
spoken �n a vo�ce bound�ng stra�ght from the bottom of the heart,
was �nvested w�th power. She bent her beaut�ful face forward, threw
over her back the troublesome locks, opened her l�ps, and rema�ned
look�ng at h�m a long t�me, then was about to speak; but she
suddenly stopped, and recollected that another path had to be
followed by the kn�ght; that beh�nd h�m stood h�s father and h�s k�n,
l�ke so many harsh avengers; that terr�ble were the Zaporogh�ans
who were bes�eg�ng the c�ty, every �nhab�tant of wh�ch was doomed
to a cruel death —then suddenly her eyes f�lled w�th tears. She took
her s�lk-embro�dered handkerch�ef, threw �t over her face, and �n an
�nstant �t was mo�stened all over; and she rema�ned a long t�me
s�tt�ng w�th her beaut�ful head thrown back, w�th her pretty underl�p
compressed, as �f she had felt the b�te of some venomous rept�le;
and she kept her handkerch�ef over her face, so that he should not
behold her overwhelm�ng gr�ef.
"Say but one word to me!" sa�d Andrew, and he took hold of her
sat�n-l�ke arm. The touch made f�re run through h�s ve�ns, and he



pressed her hand wh�ch lay �nsens�ble �n h�s.
But she was s�lent; d�d not w�thdraw her handkerch�ef from her face,
and rema�ned mot�onless.
"Why art thou so sorrowful? tell me, why art thou so sorrowful?"
She flung away her handkerch�ef, threw back the locks wh�ch fell
over her eyes and gave way to a burst of pla�nt�ve words, utter�ng
them �n a low vo�ce. Thus, r�s�ng on a beaut�ful even�ng, does the
breeze run through the dense stems of the water-weeds, and soft
pla�nt�ve tones qu�ver, thr�ll, and melt away �n the a�r, and the pass�ng
traveller, �n unaccountable sadness, pauses w�thout not�c�ng e�ther
the even�ng wh�ch �s fad�ng away, or the gay songs of the people
return�ng from the f�elds and the�r harvest labours.
"Do not I, then, deserve everlast�ng p�ty? Is not the mother who
brought me �nto the world, unhappy? Is not the lot wh�ch has fallen to
me sad? Art thou not merc�less, my cruel fate? All men hast thou
brought to my feet, the greatest of our nob�l�ty, the wealth�est lords,
counts and fore�gn barons, and the very flower of our kn�ghthood! All
these sought my hand, and as a great boon, would any one of them
have rece�ved my love. I had but to wave my hand, and the cho�cest
of them all, the handsomest �n person and the best �n l�neage, would
have been my husband! But for none of them hast thou warmed my
heart, merc�less fate! �n sp�te of the most accompl�shed kn�ghts of my
country, thou hast g�ven �t to a fore�gner, to one of our foes! Why,
most holy Mother of God, for what s�ns of m�ne, for what heavy
cr�mes dost thou subject me to such relentless, to such unspar�ng
persecut�ons? My l�fe was passed am�dst affluence and luxury; the
costl�est v�ands, the r�chest w�nes were my food and my dr�nk; and
for what? to what result has �t brought me? Is �t, that I must d�e the
most cruel death wh�ch even the poorest beggar �n the k�ngdom �s
spared? Alas! �t �s not enough for me to be doomed to th�s most
horr�ble fate; to see, before my end, how my father and my mother
w�ll d�e �n �nsupportable suffer�ngs—they, for whose welfare I would
read�ly g�ve up twenty t�mes my own l�fe—all th�s �s not enough, but I
must prev�ously to my death hear words and see love such as I have
never heard or seen before; my heart must be torn to p�eces by h�s



speech: that my b�tter fate may be st�ll b�tterer to me: that I may
regret st�ll more my young l�fe: that death may appear to me st�ll
more fr�ghtful: and that I may before dy�ng st�ll utter more reproaches
to thee, my cruel fate, and thee (forg�ve my s�n) most holy Mother of
God!"



As she ceased speak�ng, an express�on of hopelessness, of the
most utter despa�r, spread over her features; every outl�ne of them
betokened sadness, and the brow bent down �n sorrow, the
downcast cast eyes, the tears wh�ch had rema�ned and dr�ed on her
glow�ng cheeks, all appeared to tell that no happ�ness was there!
"Such a th�ng was never heard of: �t cannot be: �t shall not be,"
excla�med Andrew, "that the lovel�est and best of women should be
doomed to so b�tter a lot, when she was born to see all that �s best �n
the world worsh�p her l�ke a goddess. No—thou shalt not d�e; �t �s not
thy lot to d�e; I swear, by my b�rth and by all that I love �n the world,
thou shalt not d�e! And �f �t should happen, �f noth�ng, ne�ther
strength, nor prayer, nor courage can avert the dreadful fate, we w�ll
d�e together, and I w�ll d�e f�rst; I w�ll d�e beneath th�ne eyes, at thy
dear feet, and only when dead w�ll I part w�th thee!"
"Do not dece�ve me and thyself, kn�ght!" answered she, slowly
shak�ng her f�ne head; "I know, and to my greatest sorrow do I know
but too well, that thou canst not love me; I know, what thy duty, what
thy covenant �s: thy father, thy comrades, thy country call thee—and
we are thy foes!"
"And what to me, are father, comrades, country?" sa�d Andrew,
toss�ng h�s head, and draw�ng up h�s stature to h�s full he�ght,
stra�ght as the black poplar grow�ng on the banks of a r�ver: "�f so—
not one of them w�ll I know! not one! not one!" repeated he w�th that
vo�ce, and pecul�ar mot�on of the hand, w�th wh�ch the m�ghty
dauntless Cossack expresses h�s dec�s�on about someth�ng unheard
of, and �mposs�ble for any one but h�mself. "Who has told me that
Ukra�ne �s my country? Who gave �t to me for my country? Our
nat�ve country �s that for wh�ch our soul longs, wh�ch �s dear to us
above all other t�l�ngs! My nat�ve country—thou art �t! Th�s �s my
country! And I w�ll carry th�s country �n my heart as long as I l�ve, and
I shall see who of all the Cossacks w�ll ever tear �t thence! And all
that I have, w�ll I sell, res�gn, destroy, for th�s, my nat�ve country!"
At f�rst she rema�ned stup�f�ed and mot�onless, and, l�ke a f�ne statue,
gazed �nto h�s eyes; then, on a sudden, burst�ng �nto tears, she flung
herself on h�s neck, caught h�m �n her snow-wh�te del�cate arms, and



sobbed aloud; all th�s she d�d w�th that marvellous womanly
�mpetuos�ty, of wh�ch none �s capable but �ncons�derate generous
woman, created for magnan�mous �mpulses of the heart. At th�s
moment, confused shouts, together w�th the sound of trumpets and
kettle-drums were heard �n the street. But Andrew heard them not,
he only felt how her pretty l�ps d�ffused over h�s face the aromat�c
warmth of the�r breath, how her tears flowed �n streams over h�s
cheeks, and how, fall�ng down from her head, her fragrant ha�r
wrapped h�m �n �ts dark and glossy s�lk.
At the same moment the Tartar ran �nto the room w�th the joyful
exclamat�on, "Rescued! rescued!" cr�ed she, bes�de herself w�th joy:
"our own have come �nto the town; they have brought w�th them,
bread, m�llet, flour, and Zaporogh�an pr�soners!" But ne�ther of the
two understood who "our own" were who had come �nto the town,
what they had brought, or what they had to do w�th the
Zaporogh�ans. Full of feel�ngs not to be enjoyed on earth, Andrew
�mpressed a k�ss on her fragrant l�ps; they returned the k�ss, and �n
that mutual, melt�ng embrace each of them felt all that man can feel
but once �n h�s l�fet�me.
Then lost was the Cossack for ever! lost to all Cossack kn�ghthood!
Never aga�n w�ll he see the Ss�echa: the farms of h�s father: the
church of God. Ukra�ne w�ll never aga�n see the bravest of her
ch�ldren who went forth for �ts defence. Old Tarass w�ll tear from h�s
head a lock of h�s grey ha�r, and curse the day and the hour when
such a son was born to br�ng shame upon h�m!

VII.

The whole of the Zaporogh�an camp was �n an uproar. At f�rst
nobody could ascerta�n how �t had come to pass that the Pol�sh
re�nforcement had entered the c�ty. It was afterwards found out that
all the Cossacks of the kooren of Percaslavl, encamped before one
of the s�de gates of the c�ty, were dead drunk; so no wonder �f half of



them were k�lled, and the rema�nder bound and made pr�soners,
before any one could d�scover what was the matter. Wh�le the other
koorens, awakened by the no�se, had but t�me to snatch up the�r
arms, the Poles had already made the�r way through the gate, and
the�r rear-ranks alone f�red on the Zaporogh�ans who, not yet wholly
recovered from the�r slumbers and the�r t�ps�ness, had �n d�sorder
rushed upon them. The Koschevoï gave the order for all to
assemble, and when all stood �n a c�rcle and kept s�lence, the�r caps
off, he spoke thus:—
"Do you see, gentlemen brothers, what has happened th�s n�ght?
You see now the result of drunkenness? You see the shame that the
foe has brought upon us? It seems to be part of your hab�ts, that, �f
your allowance �s doubled, you th�nk yourselves ent�tled to go on
dr�nk�ng t�ll you br�ng yourselves �nto such a state that the foe of
Chr�st�an sold�ers may not only pull off your trowsers, but even sp�t �n
your face before you are aware of �t!"
The Cossacks stood w�th the�r heads bent down, as �f to
acknowledge the�r fault. The ataman of the kooreen of Neezama�tzy,
Kookoobenko, alone retorted. "Stop, father," sa�d he, "although �t �s
not accord�ng to the rules that one should reply when the Koschevoï
�s speak�ng before the army, yet as the matter was not thus, I must
say so. Thou art not qu�te r�ght �n thy reproach. The Cossacks would
have been �n fault, and would have deserved death �f they had got
drunk on march, on the f�eld of battle, or dur�ng some hard or d�ff�cult
labour; but we rema�ned w�thout any bus�ness at all, saunter�ng
round the c�ty. No fast, nor any other Chr�st�an penance was at hand;
how, then, could �t be expected that a man should not get drunk
when he had noth�ng to do? There �s no s�n �n that. Let us rather
show now what �t �s to fall upon �nnocent men. We have t�ll now
struck hard—let us now str�ke so that they may not even be able to
take to the�r heels to fly back to the�r homes!"
The speech of the koorennoï ataman greatly pleased the Cossacks.
They ra�sed the�r eyes wh�ch had, t�ll then, rema�ned bent down, and
many of them approv�ngly tossed the�r heads, say�ng, "Well sa�d,
Kookoobenko!" Tarass Boolba, who was stand�ng not far from the



Koschevo, sa�d, "How now, Koschevoï? Kookoobenko seems to be
r�ght; what w�lt thou say-now?"
"What w�ll I say? I w�ll say that happy �s the father that has brought
such a son. It �s no d�ff�cult matter to f�nd upbra�d�ng words, but �t �s a
d�ff�cult matter to speak such words as, aggravat�ng a man's
m�sfortunes by reproach, may coax h�m and st�r up h�s fallen sp�r�t as
spurs �nc�te the sp�r�t of a steed refreshed by dr�nk. I had, myself, the
�ntent�on of add�ng some encourag�ng words; but Kookoobenko has
outstr�pped me."
"Well, also, has the Koschevoï spoken!" was heard �n the ranks of
the Zaporogh�ans. "Well spoken!" repeated others; and even the
oldest, those w�th ash-coloured locks, nodded the�r heads, and
tw�rl�ng the�r mustach�os, sa�d, "Well spoken!"
"Now, hear me, gentlemen!" cont�nued the Koschevoï; "�t �s ne�ther
proper for a Cossack, nor �s �t h�s bus�ness to take fortresses as
German mercenar�es do (may the f�end se�ze them!), cl�mb�ng the
walls and d�gg�ng the ground. But, after all, what may be guessed �s,
that the enemy entered the town w�th no great store of prov�s�ons;
there were not many waggons w�th them, the people �n the fortress
are starv�ng, so all w�ll be eaten up �n no t�me; as for the horses —I
do not know, unless some of the�r sa�nts throw them hay from
heaven; but th�s seems not h�ghly probable, the more so, as the�r
parsons are men of mere words. So, happen what w�ll, not one of
them must ever come out of the town. D�v�de yourselves �nto three
part�es, and take the three roads wh�ch lead to the three gates. F�ve
koorens must take the h�gh road before the ma�n gate; before each
of the others three koorens must stand. The D�adn�vsky and the
Korsoonsky koorens must l�e �n ambush. Colonel Tarass, w�th h�s
reg�ment, must l�e �n ambush, also! The Tytarevskoï and the
Toonnoshevsko? koorens �n reserve, on the r�ght flank of the
baggage! The Stcherb�novskoï and the Upper Stebl�kovskoï on �ts
left flank. Now, come forward those who are clever at teas�ng, and
tease the enemy! Poles are empty-headed people and cannot bear
jeer�ng, and may be, even to-day, they w�ll sally forth out of the
gates. Let the atamans pass each kooren �n rev�ew: those that have
not the�r full complement must be f�lled up w�th the Cossacks



rema�n�ng from the Percaslavskoï kooren. Then, rev�ew them once
more I Let every Cossack have a loaf and a dram of brandy, to dr�ve
away the t�ps�ness out of h�s head. But, surely, every one got enough
yesterday; for, to say the truth, you all had so much dr�nk that I
wonder nobody burst asunder �n the n�ght. One order more:—If any
Jew, brandy-shop keeper, or any one else sell, were �t but a s�ngle
dram of brandy to a Cossack, I'll have a hog's ear na�led to h�s face,
and I'll have h�m, the cursed dog, hung w�th h�s head downwards!
Well, now to bus�ness, brothers!"
Thus ordered the Koschevoï, and all bowed to h�m, and w�th
uncovered heads went to the�r waggons and to the�r camps, and only
when they were at a d�stance d�d they put on the�r caps. They all
made preparat�ons; every one tr�ed h�s sabre or h�s broadsword,
poured powder from the bags �nto powder-horns, removed and
placed the carts, and selected the horses.
On h�s way to h�s reg�ment Tarass thought, but could not �mag�ne,
what had happened to Andrew. Had he been made pr�soner w�th the
others, and had he been bound dur�ng h�s sleep?—but no, �t could
not be; Andrew was not the man to be made pr�soner wh�lst al�ve. He
was not, moreover, to be found among the sla�n Cossacks. Tarass
was lost �n thought, and went before h�s reg�ment w�thout not�c�ng
that somebody had been for a long t�me call�ng h�m by h�s name.
"Who wants me?" sa�d he, at last recover�ng from h�s rever�e.
Yankel, the Jew, was stand�ng before h�m.
"My lord colonel! My lord colonel!" sa�d the Jew �n a hasty and
choked vo�ce, as �f he had some matter of no small �mportance to
�mpart to h�m. "I have been �n the town, my lord colonel!"
Tarass looked at the Jew, marvell�ng how he could have managed to
f�nd t�me already to go �nto the town. "And what dev�l took thee
there?"
"I w�ll tell you d�rectly," sa�d Yankel. "As soon as I heard the no�se �n
the morn�ng, and heard the Cossacks f�re the�r guns, I caught up my
coat and, w�thout wa�t�ng to put �t on, ran w�th all speed to the spot;
by the way only I sl�pped on the sleeves, for I was �n a hurry to know
what the no�se was, and why the Cossacks f�red the�r guns so early



�n the morn�ng. I got to the town gate just as the last of the troops
entered the town. And, behold! before the sold�ers, I saw the Ens�gn
Gal�andov�tch. He �s an acqua�ntance of m�ne; he has owed me, for
more than two years now, a hundred ducats; so I came to h�m as �f
for the purpose of settl�ng our accounts, and I went w�th h�m �nto the
town."
"How so? thou wentest �nto the town, and st�ll more, for the purpose
of settl�ng accounts!" sa�d Boolba, "and he d�d not have thee hanged
l�ke a dog?"
"By Heavens, he w�shed to have me hanged," answered the Jew;
"h�s servants had already got hold of me and thrown a rope round
my neck; but I �mplored h�m to have mercy, sa�d that I would wa�t for
the debt as long as he m�ght choose, and even prom�sed to lend h�m
more money as soon as he helps me to have my accounts settled
w�th the other kn�ghts. Because that gentleman ens�gn—I'll tell the
whole truth to the lord colonel—has not a s�ngle ducat �n h�s pocket,
although he has farms, and manors, and castles, and plenty of
pasture land; but as for co�ns, he has no more of them than a
Cossack. Even now, had not the Jews of Breslau equ�pped h�m, he
could not have gone to the war. That was the very reason of h�s not
hav�ng been at the Ss�em."[30] "What d�dst thou, then, �n the town;
hast thou seen any of ours?"
"Of course I d�d; there are many of ours:— Itska, Rakhoom,
Ssamuïlo, Khaïvalkh, the Jew-farmer"—
"Curses on them, unbel�ev�ng dogs!" shr�eked Tarass, grow�ng angry;
"why art thou call�ng over to me thy Jew�sh stock! I ask thee about
our Zaporogh�ans."
"I've not seen our Zaporogh�ans. I've only seen my lord Andrew."
"Thou hast seen Andrew?" cr�ed Tarass; "what of h�m? where d�dst
thou see h�m? �n some dungeon? �n some cave? d�shonoured?
fettered?"
"Who would ever dare to fetter my lord Andrew? he �s now such a
kn�ght—by Heavens, I hardly recogn�sed h�m! H�s coat all over gold,
h�s belt all gold—yes, all over gold and everywhere gold; just l�ke the



sun, as �t sh�nes �n spr�ng when every b�rd �s ch�rp�ng and s�ng�ng �n
the gardens, and every blade of grass �s fragrant, thus �s he all
sh�n�ng br�ght w�th gold; and the steed that the voevoda has g�ven
h�m, �s the best r�d�ng horse one ever saw: the steed alone �s worth
two hundred ducats!"
Boolba was astounded. "Why d�d he put on th�s strange dress?"
"Because �t was better than h�s own; that's why he put �t on. And he
�s r�d�ng about, and others are r�d�ng about, and he �s teach�ng
others, and others are teach�ng h�m—just l�ke the most �mportant
Pol�sh lord."
"And who constra�ned h�m to do th�s?"
"I am not say�ng that anybody put any constra�nt on h�m. Does not
your lordsh�p know, then, that he went over to them of h�s own free
w�ll?"
"Who went over?"
"My lord Andrew."
"To whom �s he gone over?"
"To the other s�de; he �s now qu�te the�rs."
"Thou l�est, hog!"
"How can �t be that I should l�e? Am I a fool to l�e? W�ll I l�e at the r�sk
of my own head? Do I not know that �f a Jew happen to l�e to a lord,
he w�ll be hanged l�ke a dog?"
"So thou sayest that he has sold h�s nat�ve country and h�s fa�th?"
"I d�d not say that he had sold anyth�ng; I am only say�ng that he has
passed over to the other s�de."
"Thou l�est, cursed Jew! such a th�ng never happened �n a Chr�st�an
land! Thou mockest me, cursed dog!"
"May grass grow on the threshold of my house �f I l�e! May every one
sp�t on the tomb of my father, on that of my mother, on those of my
father-�n-law, of the father of my father, of the father of my mother, �f I
l�e! If your lordsh�p w�shes, I'll even say why he went over to them."



"Why, then?"
"The voevoda's daughter �s a beauty. Heavens! what a beauty!" and
the Jew endeavoured as well as he could to express her beauty �n
h�s face, stretch�ng h�s hands asunder, tw�nkl�ng one of h�s eyes, and
wr�th�ng h�s mouth on one s�de, as �f he had tasted someth�ng good.
"Well, then, what of that?"
"That �s the reason of all h�s do�ngs and of h�s pass�ng over. Because
�f a man becomes enamoured he �s just l�ke the sole of a boot,
wh�ch, �f �t becomes once soaked �n water, may be stretched and
bent as much as one w�shes."
Boolba fell �nto a deep rever�e. He remembered that such �s the
power of a weak woman that many m�ghty men per�sh by �t, that
Andrew was very vulnerable on that po�nt—and long d�d he rema�n
as �f r�veted to the same spot.
"Hear me, your lordsh�p, I'll tell your lordsh�p all," proceeded the Jew;
"just as I heard the no�se and saw the troops enter�ng the town gate,
I caught up, at all events, a str�ng of pearls, because �n the town
there are many beaut�es and noble lad�es; and wherever there are
beaut�es and noble lad�es, sa�d I to myself, even �f they have noth�ng
to eat, they w�ll nevertheless buy f�nery. And as soon as the servants
of the ens�gn had let me go, I ran to the voevoda's courtyard to sell
my pearls. I learned everyth�ng from a Tartar servant-ma�d: the
marr�age w�ll take place as soon as the Zaporogh�ans are dr�ven
away. My lord Andrew has prom�sed to dr�ve the Zaporogh�ans
away."
"And thou d�dst not k�ll h�m on the spot, the dev�l's son?" shr�eked
Boolba.
"Why should I have k�lled h�m? He went to the Poles of h�s own good
w�ll. What harm �s there? He found h�mself better off there, so there
he went."
"And d�dst thou see h�m �n person?"
"By Heaven, I d�d! Such a f�ne warr�or! The best of all. May Heaven
grant health to h�m! He knew me �n a moment, and as I passed near



h�m he at once sa�d to me"—
"What d�d he say?"
"He sa�d—no, he f�rst beckoned to me, and then afterwards sa�d to
me, 'Yankel!' and I sa�d, 'My lord Andrew!' 'Yankel, tell my father, tell
my brother, tell the Cossacks, tell the Zaporogh�ans, tell every one,
that my father �s no more a father to me, that my brother �s no more
my brother, my comrades no more my comrades; and that I w�ll f�ght
aga�nst them: aga�nst every one of them w�ll I f�ght!'"
"Thou l�est, Judas!" shr�eked Tarass, bes�de h�mself w�th rage; "Thou
l�est, dog I Thou hast cruc�f�ed Chr�st—man accursed by Heaven! I
w�ll k�ll thee, Satan! Away w�th thee, or thou art a dead man!" and
w�th these words Tarass unsheathed h�s sabre. The Jew took to h�s
heels, and ran w�th all the speed of h�s th�n shr�velled legs, he ran a
long t�me through the tents of the Cossacks, and then �n the open
f�eld, before he ventured to look back; but Tarass thought not of
pursu�ng h�m, after reflect�ng that h�s anger ought not to be wreaked
upon the f�rst who fell �nto h�s hands.
Now he remembered hav�ng, only last n�ght, seen Andrew go�ng
about the encampment w�th a woman, and h�s gray head drooped;
and yet he would not bel�eve that such an od�ous event had taken
place, and that h�s own son had betrayed h�s fa�th and h�s soul.
At last he conducted h�s reg�ment �nto ambush, and was soon out of
s�ght w�th �t, beh�nd the only forest wh�ch had not been burned by the
Cossacks. In the mean t�me the Zaporogh�ans, on foot and on
horseback, occup�ed the three roads wh�ch led to the three gates.
One kooren followed another; that of Perecaslav alone was m�ss�ng.
Deep had been the carous�ng of �ts Cossacks, and there carouse
had sealed the�r doom. Some awoke �n �rons �n the power of the
enemy—some w�thout awaken�ng had passed to the�r eternal sleep,
and the�r ataman, Khleeb, w�thout trowsers or any other garment,
had found h�mself �n the Pol�sh camp.
The movement of the Cossacks had attracted attent�on �n the c�ty. All
�ts �nhab�tants rushed to the battlements, and a cur�ous s�ght
appeared before the Cossacks. The brass helmets shone l�ke so



many suns, adorned w�th snow-wh�te feathers.[31] Some warr�ors
wore l�ght caps, p�nk or sky-blue, w�th the tops bent on one s�de.

The�r coats, w�th sleeves fall�ng beh�nd the shoulders,[32] were e�ther
embro�dered w�th gold or ornamented w�th lace. There were many
swords and guns w�th costly handles, wh�ch had been dearly pa�d for
by the�r masters, and much more f�nery was to be seen there. In
front of all stood, w�th a haughty demeanour and w�th a red cap
ornamented w�th gold on h�s head, the newly-arr�ved colonel of
Boodjang. Stout was the colonel, stouter and taller than all others,
and h�s w�de costly overcoat hardly met round h�s f�gure. On the
other s�de, close to the s�de gate, stood another colonel, a d�m�nut�ve
man, who seemed to have been dr�ed up; but h�s small p�erc�ng eyes
looked br�skly from under h�s th�ck eyebrows, and he turned about
sharply on all s�des, po�nt�ng w�th h�s th�n dry hand, and g�v�ng
orders; one m�ght see that, notw�thstand�ng h�s small s�ze, he was
well acqua�nted w�th warfare. At some d�stance from h�m stood a tall,
very tall ens�gn, w�th th�ck mustach�os; there was no lack of colour �n
h�s face; he was fond of strong mead and gay revell�ng. And many
were the gentlemen to be seen beh�nd these, who had taken arms
e�ther for the k�ng's money, or on the�r own ducats, or on money
borrowed from Jews, to whom they had pawned everyth�ng they
could f�nd �n the castles of the�r grandfathers; many, also, who were
mere hangers-on of senators (whom these latter kept to be able to
boast of the number of the�r ret�nue at d�nners), who stole s�lver cups
from the tables and cupboards, and who, after hav�ng made a f�gure
one day, sat the next on the coachbox of some lord. Many were the
d�fferent persons assembled on the walls. Some of them had not a
penny to dr�nk w�th, and yet all had made themselves f�ne for
f�ght�ng. S�lently stood the ranks of the Cossacks before the walls.
None of them wore any gold on the�r coats; only now and then some
of �t m�ght be seen on the handles of the�r swords or of the�r guns.
The Cossacks d�d not l�ke to make themselves f�ne for f�ght�ng; the�r
ma�l coats and dresses were pla�n, and stretch�ng far away m�ght be
seen the black tops of the�r sheepsk�n caps.
Two Cossacks rode �n front of the Zaporogh�an ranks, one of them
qu�te young, the other somewhat elderly; both b�t�ng �n words, and



not bad Cossacks �n deeds also: Okhre�m Nash and N�k�ta
Golokopytenko. Close beh�nd them rode Dem�d Popov�ch, a
thorough Cossack, who for a long t�me had rambled about the
Ss�echa, had been before Adr�anople, and had had much to endure
�n h�s l�fet�me: he had been burned �n f�re, and had run back to the
Ss�echa w�th h�s head covered w�th tar and blackened by the flames
and h�s mustach�os s�nged off.[33] But once more had Popov�ch
rega�ned h�s health, h�s crown-lock curled once more beh�nd h�s ear,
h�s mustach�os had grown aga�n, th�ck and black as p�tch, and b�t�ng
were h�s caust�c speeches.
"The dresses of the army are f�ne enough, but I should l�ke to know �f
the courage of the army �s as f�ne?"
"I'll have you all t�ed up!" cr�ed the stout colonel from the walls; "g�ve
up your guns and horses, ye boors! Have ye seen how I have bound
your comrades? Let the Zaporogh�an pr�soners be brought upon the
battlements!"
And the Zaporogh�ans, t�ed w�th ropes, were brought upon the walls;
�n front of all was to be seen the koorennoï ataman Khleeb, w�thout
trowsers or any other dress, �n the same state as that �n wh�ch he
had been made pr�soner �n h�s sleep. And downwards he bent h�s
head, ashamed of be�ng seen naked by the Cossacks, and of hav�ng
been made pr�soner wh�le sleep�ng, l�ke a dog. In one n�ght h�s
strong head had turned gray.
"Cheer up, Khleeb! we'll set thee free!" cr�ed the Cossacks from
below.
"Cheer up, fr�end!" cr�ed the koorennoï ataman Borodaty�: "no fault of
th�ne �f they took thee naked; m�sfortune may happen to any one; but
shame be upon them that they make a show of thee w�thout so much
as h�d�ng thy nakedness!"
"Ye seem to be brave warr�ors aga�nst sleep�ng men?" sa�d
Golokopytenko, look�ng towards the wall.
"Let us take our t�me, and we'll shave your crown-locks for you!"
cr�ed those from above.



"I should l�ke to see you shave our crown-locks!" sa�d Popov�ch,
mak�ng curvets w�th h�s steed; then, look�ng at the Cossacks, he
resumed: "After all, the Poles may be r�ght; should the b�g-bell�ed
one there br�ng them out of the town, they would have a good
defence!"
"And why dost thou th�nk they would have a good defence?" sa�d the
Cossacks, guess�ng that Popov�tch meant some fun.
"S�mply, because beh�nd h�s back the whole of the army m�ght
rema�n concealed, and no spear on earth could ever reach them
across h�s belly."
The Cossacks roared w�th laughter, and many nodded the�r heads,
say�ng, "Well! Popov�ch, when he chances to say someth�ng funny,
why, then"—but they d�d not add what happened then.
"Away, qu�ckly away from the walls;" cr�ed the Koschevoï; for the
Poles seemed not to rel�sh such b�tter fun, and the colonel had
waved h�s hand. Hardly had the Cossacks rushed away, when a
volley of grape-shot flew from the walls. Tumult arose on the
battlements, the gray-ha�red voevoda h�mself made h�s appearance
on horseback. The gate flew open, and the army �ssued forth. In
front rode, �n regular ranks, the hussars; after them came the cha�n-
ma�led reg�ment; beh�nd these, the cu�rass�ers w�th spears; then
those �n brass helmets; and after all, apart from the rest, the él�te of
the off�cers—each dressed accord�ng to h�s own fash�on. They chose
not, haughty gentlemen, to m�x w�th the other ranks; and those who
had no comm�ss�on went alone w�th the�r servants. After them came
sold�ers aga�n; then the standard-bearer; then, aga�n, ranks of
sold�ers; then the stout colonel, and, beh�nd them all, rode the
d�m�nut�ve colonel.
"Let them not take up the�r pos�t�on! let them not set the�r troops �n
order!" cr�ed the Koschevoï. "All koorens! up and at them! Leave the
other gates! The T�tarevskoï kooren attack one flank! The
D�adkovskoï kooren attack the other. Kookoobenko and Palyvoda,
push on the rear! M�x! confuse! and dr�ve them asunder!"



And the Cossacks struck on every s�de; the Poles were dr�ven
asunder and m�ngled �n confus�on, and the Cossacks were m�xed
w�th them. Even f�r�ng was out of the quest�on; swords and spears
were alone useful.
The melée became general, and every one could show h�s personal
sk�ll. Dem�d Popov�ch had already speared two sold�ers and thrown
two off�cers from the�r steeds, say�ng, "Those are good horses; I
have long w�shed to have such horses!" And he drove the horses a
long way out �nto the f�eld, call�ng to the Cossacks stand�ng there to
catch them. He aga�n went �nto the crowd; once more attacked the
off�cers thrown down; k�lled one of them, and throw�ng h�s arkan
round the neck of the other,[34] t�ed �t to h�s saddle and dragged h�m
over the f�eld, after possess�ng h�mself of h�s costly sword and the
purse full of ducats, wh�ch hung at h�s belt.
Kob�ta, a good Cossack and a young one, too, fought w�th one of the
bravest Pol�sh warr�ors, and long was the�r f�ght. They were already
hand to hand: the Cossack got the uppermost, and, after throw�ng
down h�s adversary, plunged h�s sharp Turk�sh kn�fe �nto h�s breast;
but he took no heed of h�mself, and on the very spot a hot bullet
struck h�m on the temple. He who k�lled h�m was one of the most
notable among the lords; a handsome kn�ght of anc�ent and pr�ncely
descent. Sl�m as a poplar, he rode on h�s chestnut steed. Many were
the noble kn�ghtly feats he had already accompl�shed; two
Zaporogh�ans had he hewn �n twa�n; Theodore Korj, a good
Cossack, had he thrown on the dust w�th h�s horse; he shot the
horse, and p�erced the Cossack under �t w�th h�s spear; many heads,
many hands had he hewn down; he had k�lled the Cossack Kob�ta by
send�ng a bullet through h�s temple.
"Th�s �s the man w�th whom I should w�sh to try my strength!" cr�ed
Kookoobenko, the ataman of the Nezama�kovskoï kooren; and
spurr�ng h�s horse, he rushed up close beh�nd h�m and gave a fearful
howl, wh�ch made all around shudder. The Pole tr�ed to turn h�s
horse round to confront h�s foe; but the horse would not turn: terr�f�ed
by the fearful shr�ek, �t dashed as�de, and Kookoobenko f�red h�s gun
at the r�der. The bullet entered h�s shoulder-blade, and down went
the Pole on the ground; st�ll, even then, he y�elded not, but tr�ed to



str�ke once more at h�s foe; but h�s weakened arm fell beneath the
we�ght of h�s sabre, and Kookoobenko tak�ng, w�th both h�s hands,
h�s heavy sword, drove �t r�ght �nto the Pole's blanched mouth: the
blade knocked out two wh�te teeth, cut the tongue �n two, ran through
the throat, and went far �nto the ground, na�l�ng the kn�ght for ever to
the dank earth. L�ke a founta�n sp�rted forth the h�gh-descended
noble blood, red as the berr�es of the water elder, and dyed the
yellow gold-embro�dered jacket.
And Kookoobenko had already left h�m, and, along w�th the
Cossacks of h�s kooren, cut h�s way �nto another crowd. "Eh! why d�d
he leave on the ground such costly f�nery!" sa�d Borodaty�, the
Omanskoï ataman, r�d�ng from h�s kooren to the spot where lay the
off�cer k�lled by Kookoobenko. "I have k�lled w�th my own hand seven
off�cers, and have not yet seen such f�nery on any one." And g�v�ng
way to cup�d�ty, Borodaty� bent down �n order to take possess�on of
the costly arms; he had already se�zed a Turk�sh kn�fe, w�th a handle
set w�th prec�ous stones: had unt�ed from the belt a purse full of
ducats: had taken from the neck a pouch of f�ne l�nen and costly
s�lver, conta�n�ng a g�rl's r�nglet, wh�ch had been carefully kept as a
souven�r; but he d�d not hear how, beh�nd h�s back, there had rushed
upon h�m the red-nosed ens�gn, who had already been thrown from
h�s saddle by Borodaty�, and had rece�ved a good deep slash at h�s
hands. The ens�gn l�fted h�s sword, and struck �t w�th all h�s m�ght on
the bended neck of Borodaty�. No good had come of cup�d�ty! Away
sprang the m�ghty head, and down fell the beheaded body, mak�ng a
large pool of blood on the ground. Up to the sk�es flew the hard
Cossack's soul, frown�ng and f�lled w�th �nd�gnat�on, and, at the same
t�me, aston�shed at depart�ng so qu�ckly from so strong a body.
Hardly had the ens�gn taken hold of the ataman's crown-lock, �n
order to t�e �t to h�s saddle, when a stern avenger was there.
As a goshawk, who seems to sw�m �n the sky, and who, after hav�ng
made many c�rcles w�th h�s strong w�ngs, suddenly rema�ns
stat�onary �n the a�r, and then darts w�th arrow-l�ke speed on some
qua�l ch�rp�ng by the h�ghway s�de, so Ostap, the son of Tarass,
suddenly darted on the ens�gn, and threw the arkan round h�s neck.
St�ll redder grew the red face of the ens�gn, as the fatal knot



t�ghtened round h�s throat; he tr�ed to use h�s p�stol, but h�s cramped
hand could not take a�m, and the bullet flew harmlessly through the
f�eld. Ostap detached from the ens�gn's saddle a s�lken rope, wh�ch
the latter kept for the purpose of ty�ng h�s pr�soners, and bound h�m
hand and foot w�th h�s own rope, hooked �ts end to h�s saddle, and
dragged h�m across the f�eld, shout�ng to the Cossacks of the
Omanskoï kooren to go and render the last honours to the�r ataman.
As soon as the Cossacks heard that the�r ataman Borodaty� was
k�lled, they left the battle-f�eld, rushed to take away h�s body, and
began on the spot to del�berate as to whom they should choose for
the�r ataman. At last they sa�d, "What �s the use of del�berat�ng? no
one would do better as a koorennoïataman than young Boolba,
Ostap; true, he �s the youngest among us, but he has as much sense
as the oldest." Ostap, tak�ng off h�s cap, thanked h�s brother
Cossacks for the honour, d�d not refuse �t, e�ther on account of youth
or of �nexper�ence, know�ng that �t was of no use to do so now �n
battle t�me. Instead of th�s, he led them �nto the th�ckest of the fray,
and showed them that he well deserved to be the�r ataman.
In the meanwh�le, the Poles felt that the f�ght had grown too hot for
them; they ret�red and ran across the f�eld, �n order to form the�r
ranks at the other end of �t. The d�m�nut�ve colonel gave a s�gnal to
four fresh compan�es who stood near the gate, and grape-shot flew
thence �nto the crowd of Cossacks; but the volley d�d but l�ttle
m�sch�ef: �t flew �nto the herd of the Cossacks' bullocks, who were
stup�dly gaz�ng on the f�ght. The terr�f�ed bullocks roared, turned on
the Cossack encampment, broke the waggons to p�eces, and
trampled some men under the�r feet. But Tarass, rush�ng at th�s
moment from h�s ambuscade, w�th loud cr�es threw h�mself w�th h�s
reg�ment across the�r way. The whole of the maddened herd of one
accord turned round, and, dash�ng �nto the Pol�sh reg�ments, threw
confus�on �nto the cavalry, m�xed, crushed, and broke asunder the
ranks.
"Thanks to ye, bullocks!" cr�ed the Zaporogh�ans. "Campa�gn serv�ce
have ye borne h�therto, and now war serv�ce have ye rendered also!"
and w�th fresh strength they pressed on the enemy. Many were the
foes who were slaughtered there. Many were those who



d�st�ngu�shed themselves —Metel�tza, Sh�lo, P�ssarenkos,
Vovtoozenko, and many more. The Poles saw that no good could
come of �t; the ens�gn was ho�sted, and the s�gnal was g�ven to open
the gate. Creak�ng went the �ron-na�led gate, and �n went the
exhausted and dust-covered r�ders, l�ke sheep �nto the sheep-fold.
Many of the Zaporogh�ans w�shed to pursue them; but Ostap
deta�ned h�s Cossacks, say�ng, "Farther, farther away, brothers, from
the walls! �t �s not well to draw too near them." And he was r�ght; for
a volley of grape-shot came from the walls, and d�d much m�sch�ef.
At th�s moment the Koschevoï rode up to Ostap, and pra�sed h�m,
say�ng, "Though thou art but a new ataman, yet thou leadest thy
Cossacks l�ke an old one!" And old Tarass turned round to see who
the new ataman was, and beheld h�s Ostap �n front of the Omansko?
kooren, h�s cap stuck on one s�de and the ataman's mace �n h�s
hand. "There, just look at that one!" sa�d he, gaz�ng at h�m; and joyful
felt old Boolba, and began to thank the Cossacks for the honour
bestowed on h�s son.
The Cossacks ret�red, prepar�ng to return to the�r encampment,
when the Poles reappeared on the walls; but the�r dresses were now
torn to p�eces, many costly coats were besmeared w�th gore, and
dust covered the f�ne brass helmets.
"D�d you t�e us w�th your ropes?" cr�ed the Zaporogh�ans from below.
"Take heed!" cr�ed from above the stout colonel, show�ng a rope; and
st�ll the dust-covered exhausted warr�ors cont�nued to abuse one
another, and on both s�des the hot-headed exchanged scold�ng
words.
At last all w�thdrew. Some, t�red by the f�ght, ret�red to rest; some
appl�ed earth to the�r wounds, and tore �nto bandages kerch�efs and
costly dresses, taken from the sla�n enem�es. Those who were less
t�red went to remove the corpses of the�r dead comrades, and to
render the last duty to them. Graves were dug w�th sabres and
spears, the earth was carr�ed away �n caps and �n the sk�rts of coats;
then the corpses of the Cossacks were reverently la�d �n the ground
and covered w�th fresh earth, so that the carr�on ravens and eagles
m�ght not tear out the�r eyes. And the corpses of the Poles, several



together, as they came to hand, were t�ed to the ta�ls of w�ld horses
and sent to be dragged over the pla�n, and for a long t�me after were
the horses lashed on the s�des and dr�ven about. The maddened
an�mals flew across furrows and h�llocks, d�tches and r�vulets, and
the Pol�sh corpses, covered w�th gore and dust, were k�cked about
the ground.
As the even�ng came on, the Cossacks assembled �n c�rcles, and sat
for a long t�me talk�ng about the feats wh�ch �t had fallen to every one
to perform, feats to be told for ever to new-comers and to poster�ty.
Long d�d they rema�n before go�ng to sleep; but longer than all, old
Tarass lay awake, th�nk�ng all the t�me what �t could mean that
Andrew had not been among the enemy's warr�ors. Had the Judas
scrupled to f�ght aga�nst h�s countrymen? or, had the Jew bel�ed h�m,
and had he s�mply been made pr�soner? But then he remembered
that Andrew's heart was not proof aga�nst woman's words. Tarass
felt a deep pang �n h�s heart, and vowed vengeance aga�nst the
Pol�sh g�rl, who had bew�tched h�s son. And assuredly he would have
fulf�lled h�s vow; he would have taken no heed of her beauty; he
would have tra�led her by her th�ck luxur�ant ha�r; he would have
dragged her across the whole f�eld, am�dst all the Cossacks; he
would have k�cked on the ground, covered w�th gore and blackened
w�th dust, her beaut�ful bosom and shoulders, wh�te as the eternal
snows that l�e on the crests of mounta�ns; he would have torn her
f�ne graceful form �nto fragments. But Boolba knew not what God
reserved for the morrow, and fall�ng �nto forgetfulness, he at last
went to sleep. In the mean t�me, the Cossacks cont�nued talk�ng
among themselves, and all n�ght long, close to the f�res, stood the
sober v�g�lant sent�nels, carefully look�ng on every s�de.

VIII.

The sun was not yet h�gh �n the heavens when all the Zaporogh�ans
assembled �n a crowd. News had come from the Ss�echa, that the
Tartars, dur�ng the absence of the Cossacks, had p�llaged �t, and dug



up the treasures wh�ch the Cossacks kept concealed underground,
had k�lled or made pr�soners all those who were left beh�nd, and had
d�rected the�r course stra�ght to Perekop, w�th all the herds of cattle
and horses wh�ch they had taken. One Cossack only, Max�m
Gotodookha, had escaped on the way, from the hands of the Tartars,
had k�lled one of the�r M�rzas,[35] had taken away h�s purse of
sequ�ns, and had, on a Tartar horse, �n a Tartar dress, for one day
and a half and two n�ghts, fled from the�r hue and cry; had r�dden h�s
horse to death, had taken a second, wh�ch sank also under hard
r�d�ng, and had only on the th�rd found h�s way to the Zaporogh�an
encampment, wh�ch, he ascerta�ned on the road, was under the
walls of Doobno. He scarcely found t�me to declare the m�sfortune
that had happened; but as to how �t had happened, whether the
rema�n�ng Cossacks had caroused too deeply, accord�ng to Cossack
fash�on, and had been made pr�soners wh�lst t�psy; and how had the
Tartars been appr�sed of the spot where the treasures lay h�dden—
noth�ng could he tell about all th�s. He was too exhausted, the whole
of h�s body was swollen, h�s face was scorched by the sun and
beaten by the w�nd; he fell on the spot fast asleep.
In such emergenc�es, the Zaporogh�ans were accustomed to
proceed w�thout the least delay, �n pursu�t of the �nvaders, and
endeavour to catch them on the way, because the pr�soners m�ght
be sent �n no t�me to the slave markets of As�a M�nor, to Smyrna, to
the �sland of Crete, and wherever else the crown-locked heads of the
Zaporogh�ans m�ght not be expected to make the�r appearance. It
was for th�s reason that the Zaporogh�ans had now assembled. They
stood now w�th the�r heads covered, because they had come
together, not by command to hear an order from the�r ch�ef, but to
del�berate as equals among themselves. "Let the elders g�ve the�r
adv�ce f�rst," was the cry heard from the crowd. "Let the Koschevoï
g�ve h�s adv�ce," excla�med some. And the Koschevoï, cap �n hand,
no longer as a ch�ef but as a comrade, thanked all the Cossacks for
the honour, and spoke thus: "There are many among us who are
older than I, and who have more w�sdom �n the�r counsels, but as
you have honoured me, my adv�ce �s th�s. Do not waste your t�me,
comrades, go �n pursu�t of the Tartars at once; they are not l�kely to



wa�t for our arr�val w�th the stolen goods; they w�ll qu�ckly spend
them and leave no trace. So th�s �s my adv�ce, go at once. We have
done our duty here. The Poles know at present what the Cossacks
are; we have avenged our fa�th as much as lay �n our power; no
great booty can be found �n a fam�shed c�ty; so, th�s �s our adv�ce,
go!"
"Let us go!" was the shout throughout the Zaporogh�an koorens. But
the speech was not welcome to Tarass Boolba, and st�ll deeper over
h�s eyes d�d he bend h�s contracted eyebrows, whose gray�sh wh�te
made them resemble bushes wh�ch grow on the h�gh crest of
mounta�ns, and whose tops are ever covered w�th the sharp po�nts of
the Boreal sleet.
"Not so; thy adv�ce �s not good, Ivoschevoï!" sa�d he, "thy speech �s
all wrong. Thou seemest to forget that our comrades taken by the
Poles, are st�ll pr�soners? Thou seemest to w�sh that we should not
fulf�l the f�rst holy rule of comradesh�p, that we should leave our
brothers that they may be flayed al�ve, or that the�r Cossack bod�es
may be quartered and dragged about through towns and v�llages, as
they have already done w�th the Hetman and the best Russ�an
kn�ghts. Has our fa�th not yet susta�ned suff�c�ent �nsults? Who are
we then? I ask all of you, what sort of Cossack �s he who leaves h�s
comrade �n m�sfortune—who leaves h�m to d�e the death of a dog �n
a fore�gn country? If �t has come to such a p�tch that nobody any
longer values the Cossack's honour, that every one allows h�s gray
mustach�os to be sp�t upon, and bears the �nsult of shameful words,
I, for one, w�ll not bear �t! Alone w�ll I rema�n!"
The Zaporogh�ans wavered.
"And dost thou forget, brave colonel," repl�ed the Koschevoï, "that
those who are now �n the hands of the Tartars are our comrades too,
and that �f we do not release them now, they w�ll be sold �nto l�fe-long
slavery to �nf�dels; and that slavery �s more b�tter than the most cruel
death? Dost thou forget that all our treasures, acqu�red w�th Chr�st�an
blood, are now �n the�r hands?"
The Cossacks rema�ned thoughtful, and d�d not know what to say.
None of them were des�rous of acqu�r�ng a d�sgraceful character.



Then Kass�an Bovdug, the oldest �n all the Zaporogh�an army,
stepped forward. He was held �n reverence by all the Cossacks;
tw�ce had he been elected Koschevoï Ataman, and a good Cossack
had he proved �n war; but he had long ago grown old, and ceased to
take part �n campa�gns; he d�d not l�ke to g�ve adv�ce, but the old
fellow l�ked to rema�n ly�ng �n the Cossack c�rcles l�sten�ng to stor�es
about events wh�ch had come to pass, and Cossack explo�ts �n war.
He never jo�ned �n the�r talk, but rema�ned constantly l�sten�ng,
press�ng w�th h�s f�ngers the ashes �n h�s short p�pe, wh�ch he never
took out of h�s mouth; and long would he rema�n w�th h�s eyes
closed, so that the Cossacks knew not whether he was asleep or
l�sten�ng. Dur�ng all the late campa�gns he had rema�ned at home;
but on th�s occas�on he had come too, after wav�ng h�s hand �n the
Cossack fash�on, and say�ng, "Happen what w�ll, I'll go, and perhaps
be of some Use to my fellow-Cossacks!"
All the Cossacks kept s�lence as he now appeared before the
assembly, because for a long t�me none had heard h�m say a s�ngle
word. Every one was anx�ous to know what Bovdug would say. "My
turn �s now come to speak, gentlemen brothers," he began, "l�sten to
the old Cossack's say�ng, ch�ldren. W�se were the Koschevoï's
words, and, as the ch�ef of the Cossacks, who �s bound to preserve
the treasures of the army, and to care for them, noth�ng more w�se
could he have sa�d. Let th�s be my f�rst say�ng; l�sten now to my
second. Th�s �s what I w�ll tell you now; great was the truth of what
the Colonel Tarass sa�d; may Heaven lengthen h�s l�fe, and may �t
send more such colonels to Ukra�ne! The Cossack's f�rst duty and
f�rst glory �s to fulf�l the duty of comradesh�p. Long as I have l�ved �n
th�s world, gentlemen brothers, I never happened to hear that a
Cossack ever left h�s comrade, or betrayed h�m �n any emergency.
These and those are both our comrades; be the�r numbers great or
small, �t �s the same th�ng—both are our comrades, both are dear to
us; so th�s �s my say�ng: let the men to whom those who have been
made pr�soners by the Tartars are dearer, pursue the Tartars; let the
others to whom those who have been made pr�soners by the Poles
are dearer, and who do not choose to des�st from a r�ghteous
undertak�ng, rema�n here. The Koschevoï, accord�ng to h�s duty,
may, w�th the one party, g�ve chase to the Tartars, and the other



party may choose a Nakaznoï Ataman.[36] And should you l�ke to
l�sten to my old m�nd's adv�ce, none �s better ent�tled to be the
Nakaznoï Ataman than Tarass Boolba; none of us �s equal �n valour
to h�m!"
Thus spake Bovdug, and then rema�ned s�lent; and the Cossacks
were rejo�ced at h�s hav�ng settled the�r m�nds. They threw the�r caps
up �n the a�r, and cr�ed "Thanks to thee, father! thou kept s�lent—for a
long t�me hast thou kept s�lent—and now at last thou hast spoken thy
m�nd; truly sa�dst thou when jo�n�ng the campa�gn, that thou m�ghtest
be of use to the Cossacks, so has �t proved to be!"
"Well, do you approve th�s?" asked the Koschevoï.
"Yes, all of us approve �t!" cr�ed the Cossacks.
"So, then, the Rada �s ended?"
"Yes, �t �s!" cr�ed the Cossacks.
"Well then, ch�ldren, l�sten to my orders now!" sa�d the Koschevoï;
and stepp�ng forward, he put on h�s cap, wh�le all the Zaporogh�ans,
from f�rst to last, took off the�rs, and rema�ned uncovered w�th the�r
eyes bent on the ground, accord�ng to the Cossack custom when
the�r ch�ef was about to address them. "Now, gentlemen brothers,
separate yourselves! whoever w�shes to go, step to the r�ght;
whoever rema�ns, go to the left; wherever the greater part of a
kooren goes, th�ther the ataman follows; �f the lesser part goes on
one s�de, �t may jo�n the other koorens."
And now they began to pass, some to the r�ght, some to the left.
Wh�ther the greater went th�ther followed the ataman, the lesser part
always jo�n�ng w�th the other koorens. In the end, the two s�des
proved nearly equal. Among those who chose to rema�n were not a
few of the very very excellent Cossacks.[37] All off them had seen
war and campa�gns; had sa�led to the Anatol�an coasts, traversed
the Cr�mean salt-marshes and steppes, knew all the r�vers and
streams that flow �nto the Dn�eper, all the banks and �slands of that
r�ver; had been �n Moldav�a, "Wallach�a, and Turkey; had crossed the
Black Sea �n all d�rect�ons �n the�r two-helmed Cossack boats—f�fty
such boats �n ranks had attacked the r�chest and the tallest sh�ps;



had sent to the bottom of the sea not a few Turk�sh galleys, and had
f�red away much, very much powder �n the�r l�ves; more than once
had they torn to rags costly stuffs and s�lks to wrap up the�r feet;
more than once had the�r pockets been full of br�ght sequ�ns. And �t
would have been �mposs�ble to reckon how much property, wh�ch
would have lasted others for a whole l�fe, each of them had spent �n
feast�ng and dr�nk�ng. They had spent �t all l�ke r�ghteous Cossacks,
treat�ng every one and h�r�ng mus�c�ans, �n order that every one
around them m�ght enjoy h�mself. Even now, there were but few of
them who had not treasure h�dden underground; cups, s�lver goblets,
and ornaments h�dden �n the reeds on the �slands of the Dn�eper, �n
order that the Tartars should not d�scover them, �f by m�schance they
should fall upon the Ss�echa unawares; but �t was scarcely poss�ble
that the Tartars could have found them, for even the owners had
begun to forget where they had h�dden them.
Such were the Cossacks who resolved to rema�n, and take the�r
revenge on the Poles for the sake of the�r beloved comrades and the
Chr�st�an fa�th. The old Cossack Bovdug resolved also to ab�de w�th
them, say�ng "My years are no longer those �n wh�ch I could g�ve
chase to the Tartars; here �s the place where I may f�nd a Cossack's
death. For a long t�me I have prayed God, that I m�ght, when I close
my l�fe, end �t �n war for some holy and Chr�st�an reason. Thus �t now
happens; the old Cossack could not f�nd a more glor�ous end, or �n a
more f�tt�ng place."
When all were separated and stood �n two rows, �n koorens on both
s�des, the Koschevoï went through the ranks and sa�d, "Well now,
gentlemen brothers, �s one s�de pleased w�th the other?"
"All are pleased, father," answered the Cossacks.
"Well then, embrace one another, and g�ve one another a farewell
shake of the hand, for Heaven knows �f we are to meet aga�n �n th�s
l�fe. Obey your Ataman, do what you know must be done; you know
yourselves what a Cossack's honour b�ds you to do!"
And all the Cossacks, as many as were there, embraced one
another. F�rst of all began the atamans, and w�p�ng the�r gray
mustach�os w�th the�r hands, k�ssed one another's cheeks, and then



as they took one another's hands and held them t�ght, they w�shed to
ask, "Gentleman brother, shall we ever meet aga�n, or shall we not?"
However, they put not the quest�on, but kept s�lence, and both gray
heads rema�ned thoughtful. The Cossacks, too, bade farewell to one
another, well know�ng that both s�des would have hard work; st�ll they
dec�ded not to separate at once, but to awa�t the darkness of n�ght,
�n order that the foe should not perce�ve the d�m�nut�on of the�r
forces. They all repa�red to the�r koorens for d�nner. After d�nner,
those who had to go on march la�d themselves down for repose, and
had a long sound sleep, as �f consc�ous that th�s would perhaps be
the�r last sleep �n such freedom. They slept t�ll the sun set; as �t went
down and darkness came on, they began to put the�r carts �n order.
Th�s done, they made them advance, and themselves b�dd�ng once
more farewell to the�r comrades, slowly followed; beh�nd the �nfantry
tramped the cavalry �n s�lence, w�thout cry�ng to the�r horses or
urg�ng them on, and soon, noth�ng could be seen of them �n the
darkness of the n�ght. The hollow trampl�ng of the horses alone
resounded, and at t�mes was heard the creak�ng of some wheel,
wh�ch had not been properly greased on account of the darkness.
The comrades who were left beh�nd, stood a long t�me wav�ng the�r
hands to them, although noth�ng could be seen. But when they
ceased at last, and came back to the�r places, when they saw by the
l�ght of the stars, wh�ch now shone br�ghtly, that half the waggons
were gone, and that many, many fr�ends were there no longer,
sorrow crept �nto the�r hearts, and all became thoughtful and bent
down the�r heads.
Tarass saw how mournful the ranks of the Cossacks had become,
and that sadness, unbecom�ng to brave men, had found �ts way �nto
the heads of the Cossacks; but he kept s�lence, w�sh�ng to leave t�me
for everyth�ng, t�me to gr�eve over the�r part�ng w�th the�r comrades;
but wh�le s�lent, he prepared h�mself to awaken them all at once by
suddenly speak�ng to them l�ke a Cossack, so that courage m�ght
aga�n and w�th st�ll greater power return to the�r hearts. The Slavon�c
race, that w�de spread�ng, that m�ghty race, �s the only one capable
of th�s—a race wh�ch, �s to others what the sea �s to shallow r�vulets;
when the weather �s tempestuous �t roars and thunders, r�ses �n



mounta�n-l�ke waves, such as feeble streams can never exh�b�t; but
when there �s no storm and all �s qu�et, �t spreads out �ts
�mmeasurable glassy expanse, clearer than any stream, and
sooth�ng to the s�ght of the beholder.
Tar ass ordered one of h�s servants to unload one of the carts wh�ch
stood apart. Th�s cart was the b�ggest and the strongest �n the whole
Cossack camp; a double �ron hoop enc�rcled �ts strong wheels; �t was
heav�ly loaded, covered w�th horse-cloths, strong ox-h�des, and
corded w�th tarred ropes. It was f�lled w�th casks and barrels of old
w�ne wh�ch had long la�n �n Tarass's cellars. He had brought �t �n
preparat�on for any solemn occas�on, when some great event m�ght
occur, when some m�ghty feat, worthy to be recorded for poster�ty,
should be at hand; that then every Cossack, to the very least, m�ght
dr�nk some of the prec�ous w�ne, �n order that �n a solemn moment, a
deep �mpress�on m�ght be made on every man. On hear�ng the
colonel's command, h�s servants rushed to the cart, severed the
ropes w�th the�r sabres, tore away the th�ck ox-h�des and horse-
cloths, and took down the casks and barrels.
"Take, all of you," sa�d Boolba, "all, as many as are here, whatever
every one has got; a cup, or the scoop w�th wh�ch you water your
horses, or a gauntlet, or a cap—or �f you have none of these, why
then, hold out the hollow of your hands."
And all the Cossacks, as many as were there, took some of them
cups, others scoops w�th wh�ch they gave dr�nk to the�r horses,
others gauntlets, or caps, and some held out the hollow of the�r
hands. To every one of them d�d the servants of Tarass, as they
passed through the�r ranks, pour out w�ne from the casks and
barrels. But Tarass ordered that none should dr�nk t�ll he gave the
s�gnal, �n order that all m�ght dr�nk at the same t�me. One could see
that he was about to speak. Tarass knew, excellent as the good old
w�ne m�ght be of �tself, and well adapted to ra�se a man's sp�r�ts, that
when a well-su�ted harangue should be jo�ned to �ts effect, double
would be the strength both of w�ne and of courage.
"I treat you now, gentlemen brothers," so spoke Tarass, "not to
celebrate my be�ng elected by you as your ataman, however great



that honour be, not to solemn�ze our part�ng w�th our comrades;
another t�me would better su�t for both matters. But now we have
another more solemn occas�on before us. A deed of much labour, of
great Cossack valour, now awa�ts us! So let us dr�nk together,
comrades, let us dr�nk f�rst to the holy fa�th, that the t�me may at last
come when everywhere over the whole world one holy fa�th may be
d�ffused, and all m�sbel�evers, as many as they are, may become
Chr�st�ans! Let us dr�nk together also to the Ss�echa, that �t may long
stand for the destruct�on of all unbel�evers, that every year �t may
send forth warr�ors, each stronger and better than the�r
predecessors! Let us dr�nk also to our own renown, that our
grandch�ldren, and the sons of those grandch�ldren, may say that
there once were those who d�d not betray comradesh�p and d�d not
leave the�r brothers �n need! So to the fa�th, gentlemen brothers, to
the fa�th!"
"To the fa�th!" shouted the deep vo�ces of those whose ranks stood
nearest. "To the fa�th!" jo�ned �n the more remote, and every one of
them, old and young, drank to the fa�th.
"To the Ss�echa!" sa�d Tarass, and l�fted h�s arm h�gh above h�s
head.
"To the Ss�echa!" deeply resounded am�dst the foremost ranks. "To
the Ss�echa!" slowly sa�d the old ones, tw�tch�ng the�r gray
mustach�os; and exc�ted, l�ke young hawks flutter�ng the�r w�ngs, the
young Cossacks shouted, "To the Ss�echa!" And far away the f�eld
resounded w�th the shouts of the Cossacks, "To the Ss�echa!"
"And now, a last dram, comrades: To renown and to all Chr�st�ans �n
the world!" And all the Cossacks there present dra�ned the last drop
to renown, and to all the Chr�st�ans who are spread all over the
world. And long am�dst all the ranks, among the koorens, resounded
the words, "To all Chr�st�ans, all over the world!"
The cups were already empty, and st�ll the Cossacks rema�ned
stand�ng w�th upl�fted arms; gay were the glances of all eyes,
gl�sten�ng w�th w�ne, but profound were the�r thoughts. They thought
not of booty or prof�t, they thought not of the ducats they m�ght
succeed �n tak�ng, or of the costly arms, r�ch dresses, and C�rcass�an



steeds. They were thoughtful as eagles s�tt�ng on the crests of rocky
cl�ffs, steep and h�gh, from wh�ch may be seen the far-expand�ng
sea, all covered w�th galleys and sh�ps l�ke so many small b�rds, and
bordered by narrow scarcely v�s�ble coasts, w�th towns no b�gger
than fl�es, and woods as d�m�nut�ve as grass. L�ke eagles d�d the
Cossacks cast the�r glances over the f�eld, forebod�ng the�r fate
wh�ch darkened far away before them. Thus �ndeed shall �t be! The
f�eld shall be strewn w�th the�r wh�ten�ng bones, �t shall be r�chly
bathed �n the�r Cossack blood; and broken char�ots, broken swords,
and spears, shall be scattered all over �t; from a long d�stance off
shall be seen moulder�ng crown-tufted heads w�th curl�ng and gore-
clotted locks, and downward tw�sted mustach�os; and eagles
swoop�ng down from the sk�es shall tear out and feast on the�r
cossack eyes! But great also �s the boon of such a w�dely and freely-
scattered repose �n death! No feat of valour shall per�sh, and the
Cossack's fame shall no more be cast away than the gra�n of powder
on the gun-lock. The t�me shall come when some bard w�th gray
beard flow�ng down on h�s breast, or peradventure some wh�te-
ha�red man, old �n years but full of manly v�gour, shall w�th
soothsay�ng words tell of them w�th m�ghty utterance. And all over
the world shall the�r renown extend, and even those who are yet
unborn shall speak of them. For w�dely does the m�ght�ly-uttered
word spread, l�ke the resonance of bell-metal �nto wh�ch the founder
has thrown much pure and prec�ous s�lver, that �ts solemn tone may
echo far away �n c�ty and hamlet, palace and hovel, summon�ng all
equally to holy prayer.

IX.

Nobody �n the town knew that one-half of the Zaporogh�ans had
gone �n pursu�t of the Tartars. The sentr�es on the tower of the town
hall had �ndeed not�ced that part of the waggons had been drawn
beh�nd the forest, but they thought that the Cossacks had prepared
an ambuscade: the French eng�neer was of the same op�n�on.



Meanwh�le, the words of the Ivoschevoï proved true, and v�ctuals
began to be scarce �n the town. As was usual �n old t�mes, they had
not calculated the number of troops and the allowance to be made to
them. A sally was tr�ed, but one-half of the dar�ng fellows were k�lled
on the spot by the Cossacks, and the other was dr�ven back �nto the
town w�th no result. The Jews however, prof�ted by th�s sally, and
ferreted out everyth�ng, wh�ther and wherefore the Zaporogh�ans
were gone, and w�th wh�ch of the ch�efs, also wh�ch of the koorens,
�n what number, and how many were left beh�nd, and what they
�ntended to do; �n a word, some m�nutes had hardly elapsed when
everyth�ng was known �n the town. The colonels took courage, and
prepared to g�ve battle. Tarass perce�ved th�s by the movement and
no�se �n the town, and, accord�ngly, bus�ly occup�ed h�mself �n
form�ng the troops and g�v�ng orders; he d�v�ded the koorens �nto
three encampments, wh�ch he surrounded w�th waggons by way of
fort�f�cat�on, a mode of entrenchment �n wh�ch the Zaporogh�ans
were never conquered. He sent two koorens �nto ambuscade,
ordered sharp stakes, broken weapons, and stumps of spears to be
scattered over part of the f�eld, �ntend�ng to dr�ve the enemy's cavalry
to that local�ty when the opportun�ty should present �tself. And when
all h�s orders had been executed, he harangued the Cossacks, not �n
order to encourage them, or to he�ghten the�r sp�r�ts, for he knew
them to be sp�r�ted enough, but s�mply because he w�shed to say
what we�ghed on h�s own heart.
"I w�sh to tell you, gentlemen, what our comradesh�p �s. You have
heard from your fathers and grandfathers how h�ghly esteemed our
country has been, how �t caused �tself to be honoured by the Greeks,
how the c�ty of the Caesars[38] pa�d ducats to �t, how r�ch �ts towns
were, how beaut�ful �ts churches, what men were �ts sovere�gns—
sovere�gns of Russ�an ped�gree, �ts own bosom sovere�gns, and no
Pop�sh heret�cs. All th�s have the m�sbel�evers destroyed; everyth�ng
have they la�d waste. We rema�ned orphans, and our country l�ke
ourselves has been bereft too, l�ke a w�dow after the loss of a m�ghty
husband! Th�s was the t�me, comrades, when we held out our hands
to one another to be brothers! Th�s �s the foundat�on of our
brotherhood! No t�es are more holy than those of comradesh�p. The



father loves h�s ch�ld, the mother loves her ch�ld, the ch�ld loves �ts
father and mother; but th�s �s no wonder. The brute loves �ts cub, too!
but man alone can make to h�mself relat�ons by the relat�onsh�p of
the heart, w�thout that of blood! There have been comrades �n other
countr�es, but such comrades as are �n our Russ�an country, such, I
say, have never ex�sted elsewhere. More than one of you have been
dragged away �nto fore�gn countr�es; there, too, you have seen men!
They also are God's creatures; w�th them also d�d you speak as w�th
your own countrymen; but when you had to tell them what you felt �n
the �nmost recesses of your hearts, then you saw the d�fference!
Clever men are they, but not l�ke our countrymen! men, also, but not
l�ke us! No, brothers, to love as a Russ�an heart loves—not to love
w�th your m�nd, or anyth�ng else, but to love w�th all that God has
g�ven us, w�th all your be�ng, w�th all, all," sa�d Tarass; and he waved
h�s arm, and shook h�s gray head, and jerked h�s mustach�os, and
then went on: "To love �n such a manner, nobody but Russ�ans can
love. I know that baseness has found �ts way �nto our country; many
th�nk only about hav�ng heaps of corn and hay, herds of horses, and
of preserv�ng untouched �n the�r cellars the�r sealed casks of mead;
many ape the dev�l knows what customs of m�sbel�evers, and are
ashamed of the�r nat�ve speech, they avo�d meet�ng the�r
countrymen, they sell them, as one sells brutes �n the market. H�gher
than any brotherhood do they value the favour of a fore�gn k�ng, no,
not merely of a k�ng, but even the base favour of a Pol�sh magnate,
who tramples on the�r faces w�th h�s yellow boots. But yet the basest
of them, be he base as man can be, be he all besmeared w�th d�rt
and flattery, even he, brothers, has some gra�n of Russ�an feel�ng �n
h�s breast; he w�ll wake up at some t�me, and the poor fellow w�ll
wr�ng h�s hands, he w�ll tear h�s ha�r and curse h�s base l�fe, and be
ready by torments of every descr�pt�on to redeem �t. Let every one of
them know what comradesh�p means �n our Russ�an country. If �t has
come to that po�nt, that we must d�e, well then, let us d�e as none of
them may ever d�e! no, not one! the�r mouse-l�ke nature would not
dare to confront such death!"
Thus spoke the ataman, and as he ended h�s speech, he st�ll shook
h�s head, grown s�lver-gray �n Cossack feats; strongly d�d the speech
�mpress all who stood there, and stra�ght to the�r hearts d�d �t go;



even the oldest stood mot�onless �n the�r ranks, the�r gray heads bent
down towards the ground, and a tear slowly rolled from the�r old
eyes; slowly d�d they brush �t away w�th the�r sleeves, and then all,
as w�th one accord, waved the�r hands at once and shook the�r
heads.
Old Tarass, �t would seem, had struck upon many recollect�ons of
those best feel�ngs wh�ch throng �nto the hearts of men whose sp�r�ts
have been tr�ed by sorrow, by hard labour, by valour, and by every
poss�ble m�sfortune; or of men, who, �f even unacqua�nted w�th
hardsh�ps, ant�c�pate them �n the�r pure pearl-l�ke souls, and afford
prom�se of perpetual joy to the old parents who gave them l�fe.
Meanwh�le, the enemy's army was already emerg�ng from the town,
drums were beat�ng, trumpets sound�ng, and the off�cers,
surrounded by numberless servants, were already r�d�ng out of the
gate, the�r hands haught�ly rest�ng on the�r h�ps. The stout colonel
was g�v�ng h�s orders. Now, they br�skly attacked the Cossacks'
encampment, threaten�ng, a�m�ng the�r guns, roll�ng the�r eyes, and
gl�tter�ng �n the�r brass armour. As soon as the Cossacks saw they
had come w�th�n gunshot, they sent all at once a volley of bullets,
and w�thout any �nterrupt�on poured forth shot after shot from the�r
long barrelled guns. Far away, �n all the surround�ng f�elds and
pastures, d�d the thunder�ng crash resound, form�ng a cont�nuous
roar; smoke spread over all the f�eld, and the Zaporogh�ans went on
f�r�ng w�thout ever paus�ng to take breath; the rear-ranks d�d noth�ng
but load the guns, wh�ch they passed to the foremost ranks; and the
enemy marvelled, and could not understand how the Cossacks
managed to shoot w�thout load�ng the�r guns. Already the denseness
of the smoke prevented them from see�ng how one here, another
there, fell �n the ranks; but the Poles felt that the volleys of bullets
were th�ck, and that the f�ght would prove ser�ous; and as they drew
back to get out of the smoke, and looked at the�r ranks, many were
those whom they found m�ss�ng; wh�le the Cossacks had not lost
more than some two or three men out of every hundred. And st�ll the
Cossacks went on f�r�ng, g�v�ng not a moment of resp�te. Even the
fore�gn eng�neer marvelled at the�r tact�cs, wh�ch he had never
w�tnessed before, and sa�d, before all who stood near h�m, "They are



clever fellows, these Zaporogh�ans! that �s a way of f�ght�ng wh�ch
ought to be followed �n other countr�es!" and he adv�sed that no t�me
should be lost �n turn�ng the cannon aga�nst the�r encampment.
Heavy was the roar of the w�de-throated �ron guns; far d�d the ground
tremble and resound; and smoke, st�ll more dense, spread over all
the f�eld. In the squares and streets of c�t�es far and near, could the
smell of powder be perce�ved. But the gunners had taken the�r a�m at
too great an elevat�on, and too h�gh d�d the red-hot balls fly; after
g�v�ng a fearful wh�zz �n the a�r, they flew over the heads of the
Zaporogh�ans and bur�ed themselves deep �n the ground, tear�ng up
and toss�ng the black earth h�gh �n the a�r. The French eng�neer tore
h�s ha�r at see�ng such want of sk�ll, and began to po�nt the cannons
h�mself, w�thout tak�ng heed of the Cossacks' bullets, wh�ch flew
unceas�ngly. Tarass saw at once that ev�l was �n store for two of the
koorens, and shouted at the top of h�s vo�ce: "Qu�ckly away out of
the camp, and on horseback every one of you!" But hardly would the
Cossacks have had the t�me to do e�ther, had not Ostap rushed �nto
the very m�dst of the enemy; he tore the matches out of the hands of
s�x of the gunners, but he fa�led to do the same to the rema�n�ng four,
be�ng dr�ven back by the Poles. Meanwh�le, the French eng�neer
took the match w�th h�s own hand, to f�re the b�ggest of the cannons,
the l�ke of wh�ch none of the Cossacks had ever seen before.
Fearfully d�d �ts w�de mouth gape, and a thousand deaths seemed to
look out of �t. And as �t went off, and the three others followed �t,
wh�le the dull resound�ng ground re-echoed the�r roar—much harm
d�d they accompl�sh! More than one Cossack shall be bewa�led by
h�s old mother, who shall beat her w�thered bosom w�th her bony
hands; more than one woman shall be w�dowed �n Glookhov,
Nemeerov, Chern�gov, and other towns! Poor w�dows w�ll every day
run to the market, stop every passer-by, to have a peep at h�s face,
to see �f he be not the one dearest above all; but many Cossacks
shall pass the c�ty, and yet the one dearest above all, shall not be
among them.
Half of the Nezama�kovskoï kooren seemed never to have been
there! As ha�l str�kes down a whole corn f�eld, where every ear �s
heavy as a full we�gh�ng ducat, so were they str�cken down and la�d
on the ground.



How �nfur�ate grew the Cossacks! how all of them rushed forward!
how d�d the blood bo�l �n the heart of Ivookoobenko, the koorennoï
ataman, when he saw that the best part of h�s kooren was no more!
He took the rema�nder of h�s Cossacks, threw h�mself w�th them �nto
the very m�dst of the battle; �n h�s fury, hacked to p�eces the f�rst
whom he reached, threw many off the�r horses, spear�ng both r�ders
and horses, cut h�s way to the gunners, and had already taken one
of the guns—but there he beholds the ataman of the Omanskoï
kooren bus�ly engaged about the cannons, and that Stephen Gooska
has already taken the b�g one. Kookoobenko left them to do the�r
bus�ness there, and led h�s Cossacks �nto another crowd of enem�es;
wherever the Nezama�kovskoï kooren has passed, a street �s
opened there, wherever they have turned there �s a lane![39]

Everywhere the ranks of the foe were seen to grow th�nner, and
Poles were seen fall�ng l�ke sheaves of corn! Next to the waggons
fought Vovtoozenko; �n front of them Cher�v�chenko; farther off
Degt�arenko, and st�ll farther, the koorennoï Vertykho�st. Two off�cers
had Degt�arenko p�cked up on h�s spear, a th�rd proved to be more
obst�nate. Stalwart and strong was the Pol�sh off�cer, r�ch was h�s
armour, and no fewer than f�fty servants had he brought �n h�s tra�n.
Strongly d�d he attack Degt�arenko; he had already brought h�m
down on the ground, and brand�sh�ng h�s sword over h�s head,
cry�ng: "None of you, Cossack dogs, no, not one, w�ll ever dare to
confront me!"
"Not so, there are some left st�ll," sa�d Mossy Sheelo, stepp�ng
forward. A strong Cossack was he; more than once had he been
ataman �n sea campa�gns, and many had been the suffer�ngs he had
endured. He had been made pr�soner by the Turks near Treb�zond,
and all h�s Cossacks had been brought pr�soners on the Turk�sh
galleys, w�th the�r hands and feet fettered �n �ron cha�ns; whole
weeks they had had no m�llet for food, and noth�ng but d�sgust�ng
sea-water for dr�nk. All th�s had the poor pr�soners endured rather
than forfe�t the fa�th of the�r fathers. Not so the�r ataman, Mossy
Sheelo; he trampled the holy fa�th under foot, put the accursed
turban on h�s s�nful head, acqu�red the conf�dence of the Pacha, was
made gaoler �n the galley, and overseer of the pr�soners. Greatly



were the poor pr�soners aggr�eved by th�s; for they knew that no
tyranny can be heav�er and more b�tter than that of a man who has
betrayed h�s fa�th and passed over to the persecutors. So �t proved;
Mossy Sheelo put them all �nto new tr�ple cha�ns, bound them w�th
hard ropes, wh�ch cut through to the�r wh�te bones. At h�s hands
every one of them rece�ved strokes and blows. But when the Turks,
glad to have acqu�red so good a servant, and unm�ndful of the�r law,
all got drunk, Sheelo brought all the s�xty-four keys, and gave them
to the pr�soners that they m�ght unlock the�r fetters, throw them �nto
the sea, and take �n the�r stead sabres, w�th wh�ch to cut the Turks �n
p�eces. Much booty d�d the Cossacks take then, w�th glory d�d they
return home, and long afterwards d�d the mus�c�ans s�ng the pra�ses
of Mossy Sheelo. He m�ght have been elected Koschevoï, but he
was a strange Cossack; at one t�me he d�d such deeds as the w�sest
could never have planned, at others, he seemed possessed by
madness. So he spent everyth�ng �n dr�nk�ng and feast�ng, went �n
debt to every one �n the Ss�echa, and at last betook h�mself to
robb�ng; one n�ght he stole from another kooren a complete
Cossack's equ�pment, and pawned �t to the brandy-shop. For so
base a deed he was t�ed to the p�llory �n the market, and a bludgeon
placed bes�de h�m, �n order that every one, accord�ng to h�s strength,
m�ght g�ve h�m a blow; but not one was found among the
Zaporogh�ans to ra�se the bludgeon aga�nst h�m, so h�ghly d�d they
value h�s past serv�ces. Such was the Cossack Mossy Sheelo.
"Yes, there are st�ll some to beat you dogs!" excla�med he, attack�ng
the off�cer. Then how they fought! Both had the�r breastplates and
shoulder-p�eces bent by the we�ght of the�r blows. The cursed Pole
cut through h�s foe's coat of ma�l, and h�s blade penetrated to the
very flesh; the Cossack's ma�l-coat was reddened w�th blood, but
Sheelo pa�d no attent�on to �t; down went h�s s�newy arm (heavy was
that m�ghty arm!), and �ts blow stunned h�s foe, and Sheelo went on
hack�ng and hew�ng to p�eces h�s �nsens�ble foe. "Do not hack h�m
thus, Cossack; 'twere better to turn round!" The Cossack d�d not turn
round, and on the spot one of the dead off�cer's servants plunged h�s
kn�fe �nto Sheelo's throat. Sheelo turned, and would have caught h�s
murderer, but he was already lost �n the smoke. From every quarter
the guns were now f�r�ng. Sheelo staggered, and felt that h�s wound



was mortal; he fell on the ground, put h�s hand on h�s wound, and
turn�ng to h�s comrades, sa�d: "Fare ye well, gentlemen brother-
comrades! May the orthodox Russ�an country for ever last, and may
�ts glory endure for ever!" And he closed h�s weakened eyes, and
away flew the Cossack's soul out of h�s hard body. Meant�me
Zadorojn� led h�s Cossacks �nto the f�ght; the koorennoï ataman
Vertykho�st was break�ng the enemy's ranks, and Balaban was
advanc�ng.
"How now, gentlemen!" sa�d Tarass, summon�ng the atamans of the
koorens, "�s there st�ll powder �n the horns? �s not the Cossack's
strength yet fa�nt? do not the Cossacks g�ve way?"
"There �s st�ll powder �n the horns, father; the Cossacks' strength �s
not yet fa�nt; the Cossacks do not yet g�ve way."
V�gorously d�d the Cossacks attack; they broke through all the ranks.
The d�m�nut�ve colonel ordered the retreat to be beaten, and e�ght
coloured standards to be ho�sted, �n order to gather together the
Poles d�spersed far away over all the f�eld. The Poles rushed
towards the standards; but they had not t�me to rally before
Kookoobenko aga�n fell �nto the�r very centre w�th the Cossacks of
h�s kooren, and went stra�ght at the stout colonel; the colonel could
not stand h�s attack, turned h�s horse and fled at �ts utmost speed;
and Kookoobenko chased h�m over all the f�eld, g�v�ng h�m no t�me to
jo�n h�s reg�ment. See�ng th�s from one of the koorens on the flank,
Stephen Gooska jo�ned �n the pursu�t, h�s arkan �n hand, h�s head
bent down to h�s horse's neck, and choos�ng h�s t�me, threw the
arkan suddenly round the colonel's throat; deep red grew the
colonel's face, w�th both hands he se�zed the cord, endeavour�ng to
break �t; but a strong blow had already sent a spear through h�s
body, and there he rema�ned na�led to the spot. But Gooska, too,
must meet h�s fate! Hardly had the Cossacks had t�me to look back,
when they saw Stephen Gooska p�erced w�th four spears. The poor
fellow had only t�me to say: "Let all our enem�es per�sh, and may the
Russ�an land exult for ever!" when he breathed h�s last. The
Cossacks looked back, and there, on the one s�de �s Metel�tza,
treat�ng the Poles w�th blows, f�rst one and then another; there, on
the other s�de, the ataman Revel�chk� falls on w�th h�s kooren; there,



near the waggons, the foe �s dr�ven back and beaten down by
Zakrootygooba; and farther off, the th�rd P�ssarenko has put to fl�ght
a whole crowd; and st�ll farther, round the remotest waggons, the
f�ght �s st�ll hotter, and they f�ght on the very waggons.
"Gentlemen," cr�ed the Ataman Tarass, r�d�ng �n front, "�s there st�ll
powder �n the horns? �s the Cossack's strength st�ll strong? have not
the Cossacks already g�ven way?"
"There �s st�ll powder �n the horns, father! st�ll �s the Cossack's
strength ent�re, nor have the Cossacks yet g�ven way!"
Bovdug fell down from h�s waggon; a bullet had struck h�m just
beneath h�s heart; but the old man gathered up h�s strength and
sa�d, "I do not regret leav�ng the world; may God grant such a death
to you all; and to the last may the Russ�an land be glor�ous!" and
Bovdug's soul flew up to heaven to tell old men, long s�nce departed,
that Russ�ans know how to f�ght, and st�ll better, that Russ�ans know
how to d�e for the�r holy fa�th!
Soon after h�m, the koorennoï ataman Balaban fell also. Three
deadly wounds from spear, from bullet, and from sabre, had fallen to
h�s lot. He had been one of the bravest Cossacks; many t�mes had
he led the Cossacks over sea; but most glor�ous of all had been h�s
campa�gn to the Anatol�an coast. Many sequ�ns had they then taken,
much costly Turk�sh goods, stuffs, and ornaments. But gr�ef was �n
store for them on the�r return; they fell �n, poor fellows, w�th Turk�sh
cannon. As the sh�p f�red her broads�de, half of the�r boats went
wheel�ng round and upset, and many Cossacks were drowned �n the
sea; but the boats d�d not s�nk, thanks to the bundles of reeds t�ed to
the�r edges. Balaban fled at the utmost speed of h�s oars, took h�s
stand stra�ght under the sun, so as not to be seen by the Turk�sh
sh�p. All n�ght long after th�s d�d the Cossacks bale out the water
from the boats w�th the�r scoops and caps, and mend the rent
planks; of the�r Cossack trowsers they made sa�ls, caught the w�nd,
and escaped from the sw�ftest of all the Turk�sh sh�ps. And not only
d�d they safely return to the Ss�echa, but brought a gold embro�dered
dress to the abbot of the monastery of K�eff, and a plate of pure
s�lver for the church of the Ss�echa. And long afterwards was the



Cossacks' feat the theme of the mus�c�an's pra�ses. But Balaban
bent down h�s head, and feel�ng the approach of death, slowly sa�d,
"It seems to me, gentlemen brothers, that my death �s a good death!
Seven have I cut down w�th my sword, n�ne have I p�erced w�th my
spear, many have I trampled under my steed's feet, and so many
have I h�t w�th my bullets, that I cannot recollect the�r number. So
then, may the Russ�an land flour�sh for ever!" and away h�s soul took
�ts fl�ght.



Cossacks, Cossacks! do not let the best flower of your army be
taken from you! Already �s Kookoobenko surrounded; already seven
men are all that rema�n of the Nezama�kovskoï kooren, already they
are nearly overpowered, and bloody are Kookoobenko's garments!
Tarass h�mself, see�ng h�s danger, hastened to h�s rescue. But the
Cossacks were too late; a spear had already gone deep beneath h�s
heart, before the foes who surrounded h�m were dr�ven away. Slowly
he drooped on the Cossacks who caught h�m �n the�r arms, and h�s
young blood streamed forth, l�ke costly w�ne wh�ch careless servants
br�ng�ng �n a crystal flask from the cellar, and sl�pp�ng at the
entrance, have sp�lled on the ground; the prec�ous flask �s broken to
p�eces, the w�ne flows over the floor, and the master comes runn�ng
and tear�ng h�s ha�r; he who had preserved that w�ne for the best
occas�on of h�s l�fe, �n order that �f �n h�s old days he ever happened
to meet a comrade of h�s youth, he m�ght remember w�th h�m bygone
t�mes, when d�fferent and better were the joys of men! Kookoobenko
looked around h�m, and sa�d, "Thank God, comrades, that I happen
to d�e beneath your eyes! May those after us l�ve better than we
have done, and may everlast�ng fel�c�ty be the lot of the Chr�st-
beloved Russ�an land!" And away flew the young soul. Angels ra�sed
�t �n the�r hands, and carr�ed �t to Heaven. "S�t down on my r�ght
hand, Kookoobenko," w�ll Chr�st say to h�m, "thou d�dst not betray thy
comrades, d�dst no d�shonest deed, d�dst not forsake a man �n
d�stress, and d�dst preserve and defend my fa�th!"
All were gr�eved by Kookoobenko's death; th�nner and th�nner grew
the Cossacks' ranks, yet st�ll they kept the�r ground.
"How now, gentlemen?" cr�ed Tarass to the rema�n�ng koorens, "�s
there st�ll powder �n the horns? are not the sabres grown blunt? �s
not the Cossack's strength t�red? are not the Cossacks g�v�ng way?"
"There �s st�ll powder enough, father! the sabres are st�ll good! the
Cossacks' strength fa�ls not, nor have they g�ven way!"
And aga�n the Cossacks rushed on, as �f they had susta�ned no loss.
Of the koorennoï atamans, three alone rema�ned al�ve. Cr�mson
streams of blood flowed �n every d�rect�on, and the corpses of
Cossacks and foes were p�led �n heaps. Tarass looked up to the sky,



and behold, long l�nes of b�rds of prey were already there! A glor�ous
feast w�ll be the�rs!
And now, behold, Metel�tza �s p�erced by a spear! and there falls the
head of the second P�ssarenko, roll�ng and qu�ver�ng �ts eyel�ds;
there falls heav�ly Okhr�m Gooska, brought down and hewn �nto four
p�eces. "'T�s well!" sa�d Tarass, and waved h�s handkerch�ef. Ostap
understood the s�gnal, and dart�ng out of h�s ambuscade, fur�ously
attacked the cavalry. The Poles could not w�thstand h�s �mpetuous
attack, gave way; and were dr�ven stra�ght towards the spot where
the ground was strewn w�th broken spears and stakes. The horses
stumbled and fell at every step, and the�r r�ders were thrown over
the�r heads. Just then, the Korsoonskoï kooren wh�ch stood beh�nd
the remotest waggons, see�ng the enemy w�th�n gunshot, sent them
a volley of musketry.
The Poles lost all presence of m�nd—the Cossacks rega�ned
courage. "The v�ctory �s ours!" shouted the Zaporogh�ans on all
s�des; the trumpets sounded; the v�ctory banner was ho�sted.
Everywhere the d�scomf�ted Poles were to be seen fly�ng and
conceal�ng themselves. "Not yet! the v�ctory �s not yet ours!" sa�d
Tarass, look�ng towards the town gate; and truly d�d he say so. The
gate was thrown open, and out flew the hussar reg�ment, the
cho�cest of all the Pol�sh cavalry. All the r�ders were mounted on
chestnut steeds, all equally f�ne. In front rode a kn�ght, the f�nest and
most sp�r�ted of them all; black curls waved from beneath h�s brass
helmet; a costly scarf, embro�dered by the fa�rest beauty, fluttered
round h�s arm. Tarass was astounded at recogn�s�ng �n h�m Andrew!
Meanwh�le, Andrew, ent�rely g�ven up to the heat and exc�tement of
the battle, and fervently anx�ous to deserve the token t�ed upon h�s
arm, flew l�ke a young greyhound, the f�nest, sw�ftest, and youngest
of all the pack; the exper�enced huntsman has hallooed to, and there
�t fl�es, �ts legs stretched �n a stra�ght l�ne through the a�r, �ts body
drawn a l�ttle on one s�de, puff�ng up the snow, and �n the heat of �ts
race, ten t�mes outstr�pp�ng the hare. Old Tarass rema�ned stand�ng
and watch�ng how he cleared h�s way, drove back those before h�m,
cutt�ng and hew�ng on each s�de. Tarass could refra�n no longer, and
excla�med, "How? th�ne own comrades? thy brothers? dev�l's son,



dost thou hew them?" But Andrew saw not who was before h�m,
whether h�s comrades or others. He saw noth�ng but r�nglets, long,
long r�nglets, a bosom wh�te as a swan's, a snow-l�ke neck and
shoulders, and all that �s created for frant�c k�sses.
"Ch�ldren! lure h�m to the wood, lure h�m towards me!" shouted
Tarass. Immed�ately some th�rty Cossacks started for the purpose.
Pull�ng the�r tall caps over the�r brows, they rode at the utmost speed
of the�r horses to cut the�r way to the hussars. They attacked the
foremost �n flank, confused the�r ranks, cut them off from those
beh�nd, and wounded some of them; Golokopytenko struck Andrew
on the back w�th h�s sabre, and then, all betook themselves to fl�ght
at the utmost speed of the�r horses. How �ncensed was Andrew! how
�ntensely d�d h�s young blood bo�l �n all h�s ve�ns! Str�k�ng h�s sharp
spurs �nto the s�des of h�s horse, he set off at full speed �n pursu�t of
the Cossacks, w�thout look�ng back, and w�thout see�ng that not
more than twenty men followed h�m; the Cossacks cont�nued to r�de
at full gallop, and turned stra�ght towards the wood. Andrew had
already reached Golokopytenko, when a strong arm se�zed h�s
br�dle. Andrew turned round; Tarass stood before h�m! A shudder ran
through all h�s body and he turned pale. L�ke a schoolboy, who, after
hav�ng unw�tt�ngly offended h�s comrade, and rece�ved a stroke on
the head w�th h�s ruler, f�res up at once, fur�ously rushes from h�s
bench, darts after h�s terr�f�ed comrade, w�shes to tear h�m to p�eces,
then suddenly encounters the master, enter�ng the schoolroom; at
once the frant�c �mpulse �s calmed, and the powerless fury van�shes.
Even so, �n one �nstant d�d Andrew's wrath van�sh, as �f he had never
felt �t. And he saw before h�m noth�ng but the terr�f�c f�gure of h�s
father.
"Well, what are we to do now?" sa�d Tarass, look�ng h�m full �n the
face. But Andrew could f�nd noth�ng to answer, and rema�ned w�th
h�s eyes cast down upon the ground.
"Well, son, of what ava�l were thy Poles to thee?"
Andrew cont�nued speechless.
"To betray—to betray thy fa�th? to betray thy brothers? Well,
d�smount from thy horse!"



Obed�ent as a ch�ld, he d�smounted, and, unconsc�ous of what he
d�d, rema�ned stand�ng before Tarass.
"Stand, and do not move! I gave thee l�fe: I k�ll thee!" sa�d Tarass;
and, fall�ng back a step, he took h�s gun from h�s shoulder. Andrew
was deadly pale; h�s l�ps moved slowly, mutter�ng some name; but �t
was not the name of h�s country, nor that of h�s mother or brother: �t
was the name of the beaut�ful Pol�sh g�rl. Tarass f�red. As an ear of
corn cut down by the s�ckle—as a young lamb when �t feels the
deadly steel beneath �ts heart, so d�d he droop h�s head, and fell on
the grass w�thout utter�ng a word.
The slayer of h�s son stood and gazed long upon the breathless
corpse. Even �n death he was st�ll beaut�ful; h�s manly face, but a
m�nute before full of power and fasc�nat�on, �rres�st�ble for women,
st�ll showed marvellous beauty; h�s black eyebrows seemed, l�ke
mourn�ng velvet, to he�ghten the pallor of h�s features. "What a
Cossack he m�ght have been!" sa�d Tarass; "so tall h�s stature, so
black h�s eyebrows, w�th the countenance of a gentleman, and an
arm strong �n battle. He per�shed, and per�shed �gnom�n�ously, l�ke a
v�le dog!"
"Father! what hast thou done? D�dst thou k�ll h�m?" cr�ed Ostap, who
had r�dden to the spot by th�s t�me.
Tarass nodded h�s head.
Ostap looked steadfastly �nto the eyes of the dead. He p�t�ed the fate
of h�s brother, and sa�d, "Well, father, let us bury h�m decently, that
the foe may not �nsult h�s corpse, and that �t may not be torn to
p�eces by b�rds of prey."
"Others w�ll bury h�m w�thout us," answered Tarass. "There w�ll be
mourners and wa�ters enough!"
For a few seconds he cons�dered: was the corpse to be left a prey to
wolves, or was �t to be spared on account of Andrew's kn�ghtly
valour, wh�ch the brave should ever respect, �t s�gn�f�es not �n whom
�t may be found? But see! there comes Golokopytenko gallop�ng
towards h�m. "Woe to us, Ataman! the Poles grow stronger; new
re�nforcements have come to them."



Hardly had Golokopytenko done speak�ng, when Yovtoozenko came
r�d�ng up, at full speed. "Woe to us, Ataman! new forces come
unceas�ngly!" Hardly had Vovtoozenko done speak�ng, when
P�ssarenko runs up on foot. "Where art thou, father? the Cossacks
are seek�ng for thee. Already �s the koorennoï ataman Nevel�chk�
k�lled; Zadorojn� �s k�lled; Cherev�chenko k�lled too! but the Cossacks
keep the�r stand, and w�ll not d�e before look�ng �nto thy face; they
w�sh that thou shouldst see them at the hour of death!"
"To horse, Ostap!" sa�d Tarass, and hastened to jo�n the Cossacks,
to behold them once more, and to g�ve them a last s�ght of the�r
ataman before death. But they had not yet extr�cated themselves
from the wood, as �t was surrounded by the enemy's forces on all
s�des; and everywhere among the trees were r�ders w�th sabres and
spears. "Ostap, Ostap, do not y�eld," cr�ed Tarass, and then he
h�mself, unsheath�ng h�t sabre, began to deal blows on all s�des to
those whom he f�rst met w�th. Meanwh�le, s�x men had already
sprung upon Ostap; but they found �t no lucky moment. The head of
one flew off at once; another wheeled round and turned back; the
spear entered the r�bs of a th�rd; the fourth, more dar�ng, threw h�s
head on one s�de to avo�d a bullet. The bullet entered h�s steed's
breast, the �nfur�ated an�mal threw �tself back, fell on the ground, and
crushed �ts r�der beneath �ts we�ght. "Well, done, my boy; well done,
Ostap!" shouted Tarass; "I am com�ng!" and then h�mself repelled the
assa�lants. Tarass f�ghts and deals heavy blows, f�rst on one, then on
the head of another, and all the wh�le looks forward at Ostap, and
now sees that no less than e�ght are aga�n attack�ng h�m at once.
"Ostap! Ostap! do not y�eld!" But Ostap �s already conquered;
already an enemy has thrown the arkan round Ostap's neck; already
�s Ostap bound; already �s Ostap dragged away. "Ostap, Ostap!"
shouted Tarass, clear�ng h�s way towards h�m, and hew�ng away at
every one who crossed h�s path. "Ostap, Ostap!" But at the same
moment he seemed stunned by some heavy stone; everyth�ng
wheeled and turned round before h�s eyes. For a moment th�ngs
gl�mmered confusedly �n h�s s�ght—heads, spears, smoke, flashes of
f�re, boughs of trees w�th leaves. And down he went on the ground,
l�ke an oak hewn at �ts root, and a cloud spread over h�s eyes.



X.

"How long I have slept!" sa�d Tarass, awaken�ng, as �f after a heavy
drunken sleep, and endeavour�ng to make out the surround�ng
objects. He felt a fearful weakness �n all h�s l�mbs. Scarcely could h�s
eyes follow the outl�nes of the walls and corners of an unknown
room. At last he recogn�sed Tovkach, who was s�tt�ng bes�de h�m,
and seemed to watch h�s every breath.
"Yes," thought Tovkach to h�mself, "thou hast all but had thy last
sleep!" He, however, sa�d noth�ng, and held up h�s f�nger, to make
Tarass understand that he was to be s�lent.
"Tell me, where am I now?" asked Tarass, collect�ng h�s thoughts,
and endeavour�ng to br�ng back h�s recollect�on of the past.
"Hold thy tongue," sa�d h�s comrade, sternly rebuk�ng h�m. "What
wouldst thou know more? Dost thou not feel that thou art all
mangled? For the last fortn�ght we have been r�d�ng hard w�th thee,
w�thout ever stopp�ng, and thou all the t�me w�th fever and del�r�um.
'T�s now the f�rst t�me that thou hast had a qu�et sleep. Hold thy
tongue, �f thou w�lt not br�ng woe upon thy head."
But Tarass st�ll endeavoured to gather h�s thoughts, and to recollect
the past. "But how �s �t? I was qu�te taken and surrounded by the
Poles. I had no poss�b�l�ty of cutt�ng my way through the crowd?"
"Hold thy tongue, I tell thee, dev�l's son!" angr�ly cr�ed Tovkach, as a
nurse out of temper cr�es to a naughty ch�ld. "Of what use �s �t for
thee to know how thou d�dst escape? Thou hast escaped, that's
enough. There were men at hand who d�d not forsake thee; well, that
�s all thou needest know. We have st�ll many n�ghts to r�de hard
together. Dost thou th�nk thou art worth no more than a common
Cossack? Not so; they have set a pr�ce of two thousand ducats on
thy head."
"And what of Ostap?" suddenly cr�ed Tarass, endeavour�ng to r�se,
for he remembered all at once how Ostap had been caught and



bound before h�s eyes, and how he must now be �n the hands of the
Poles. And gr�ef rushed �nto h�s old head. He tore the bandages from
h�s wounds, threw them far away, and w�shed to say someth�ng
aloud; but h�s m�nd began to wander. Fever and del�r�um once more
fell on h�m, and he ejaculated rav�ng sentences w�thout any sense or
connect�on. Meanwh�le h�s fa�thful comrade stood before h�m,
grumbl�ng and utter�ng w�thout �nterrupt�on, scold�ng words, and gruff
reproaches. At last he took hold of h�s feet and hands, swaddled h�m
round l�ke a baby, set all the bandages �n order, packed h�m up �n an
ox-h�de? bound h�m round w�th sheets of bark, and then, ty�ng h�m
w�th a rope to h�s saddle, once more galloped away.
"I'll br�ng thee home, shouldst thou even d�e by the way. I w�ll not let
the Poles der�de thy Cossack b�rth, tear thy body to p�eces, and cast
them �nto the r�ver. And �f an eagle �s to peck th�ne eyes out of thy
skull, �t shall, at all events, be the eagle of our steppes, and not the
Pol�sh eagle—no, not the one that comes from Poland! Shouldst
thou not be al�ve, �t's the same th�ng. I'll br�ng thee over to Ukra�ne."
Thus spoke the fa�thful comrade, and r�d�ng day and n�ght, w�thout
ever tak�ng repose, he brought the st�ll unconsc�ous Tarass to the
Zaporogh�an Ss�echa. There he unt�r�ngly treated h�m w�th s�mples
and poult�ces; he found a know�ng Jewess, who, dur�ng a whole
month, adm�n�stered d�fferent med�c�nes to Tarass; and at last Tarass
�mproved. Perhaps the med�c�nes took effect, and perhaps s�mply h�s
own �ron strength saved h�m; but �n s�x weeks he was on h�s feet
aga�n, h�s wounds healed, and the sabre scars alone showed how
deep they had been. However, he had grown ev�dently sullen and
sorrowful. Three deep furrows crossed h�s brow, and never aga�n left
�t. He looked about h�m, all were new �n the Ss�echa; the old
comrades had all d�ed away. Not one rema�ned of those who had
stood up for the good cause, for fa�th and brotherhood. Those who
went w�th the Koschevoï to pursue the Tartars, they, too, were long
s�nce no more—every one had per�shed, every one had met h�s end;
some were k�lled �n glor�ous f�ght, some had d�ed �n the Cr�mean salt-
marshes of hunger and th�rst, some had p�ned to death, not be�ng
able to endure the shame of capt�v�ty; the Koschevoï was also long
ago no more of th�s world, l�ke all the old comrades, and the grass



was already grow�ng over the bod�es of those �n whose ve�ns once
bo�led the Cossack's valour.
In va�n were attempts made to d�vert and enl�ven Tarass; �n va�n
bearded gray-ha�red bards came �n bands of two or three at a t�me to
s�ng the pra�ses of h�s Cossack feats; h�s features reta�ned a harsh
�nd�fferent express�on, and an unquenchable sorrow was seen on
them, as, w�th h�s head bent down he murmured �n a subdued vo�ce,
"My son! My Ostap!"
The Zaporogh�ans prepared for a sea campa�gn. Two hundred boats
sa�led down the Dn�eper, and As�a M�nor saw the�r shaven and
crown-tufted heads, wh�le they put everyth�ng on �ts bloom�ng coast
to f�re and sword; �t saw the turbans of �ts Mahometan �nhab�tants,
l�ke numberless flowers, strewn about on �ts f�elds soaked �n blood,
or float�ng near �ts shores. It saw not a few tar-besmeared
Zaporogh�an trowsers, and s�newy arms w�th black nagaïkas.[40] The
Zaporogh�ans devoured and destroyed all the v�neyards; left heaps
of d�rt �n the Mosques; used costly Pers�an shawls �nstead of belts,
and g�rded the�r d�rty coats w�th them. Long afterwards, were the
short Zaporogh�an p�pes to be found �n these places. The
Zaporogh�ans started ga�ly on the�r return; a ten-gun Turk�sh br�g
gave chase to them, and w�th a volley from �ts broads�de d�spersed
the�r boats l�ke b�rds; one-th�rd of the Cossacks were drowned �n the
deep sea; but the rema�nder jo�ned once more together and came
�nto the mouth of the Dn�eper, br�ng�ng w�th them twelve barrels full
of sequ�ns.
But all th�s no longer d�verted Tarass. He went �nto the f�elds and �nto
the steppes as �f to hunt, but h�s gun rema�ned unf�red, and w�th a
sorrowful heart he la�d �t down, and sat by the sea-shore. He
rema�ned there long w�th droop�ng head, say�ng all the t�me, "My
Ostap! My Ostap!" Br�ght and w�de was the Black Sea before h�m,
the gull shr�eked �n the d�stant reeds, h�s wh�te mustach�os gl�stened
l�ke s�lver, and one tear rolled after another.
At last Tarass could bear �t no longer: "Happen what w�ll! I'll go and
ascerta�n what has befallen h�m. Is he st�ll al�ve? �s he �n h�s tomb?



or �s noth�ng left of h�m even �n h�s tomb? I'll ascerta�n �t at all
events!"
And a week had hardly passed when he made h�s appearance �n the
town of Ooman, armed from head to foot, on horseback, w�th spear,
w�th sabre, w�th a traveller's cask t�ed to h�s saddle, a pot of flour,
cartr�dge box, horse shackles, and all other travell�ng �mplements.
He rode stra�ght towards a d�rty cottage whose small smutty
w�ndows could hardly be d�st�ngu�shed, a rug was stuck �nto the
ch�mney, and the d�lap�dated roof was covered w�th sparrows; a
heap of all sorts of f�lth lay close to the entrance door. The head of a
Jewess, �n a head-dress w�th tarn�shed false pearls, was seen
look�ng out of one of the w�ndows.
"Is thy husband at home?" sa�d Boolba, d�smount�ng, and ty�ng h�s
horse's br�dle to an �ron hook bes�de the door.
"Yes," answered the Jewess, hast�ly com�ng out, w�th a scoop of
wheat for the horse and a cup of beer for the r�der.
"Where �s thy Jew, then?"
"He �s �n the further room, pray�ng," sa�d the Jewess, bow�ng and
w�sh�ng health to Boolba, as he carr�ed the cup to h�s l�ps.
"Rema�n here, feed my horse, and g�ve h�m some dr�nk. I'll go and
have a talk w�th your husband alone, I have bus�ness w�th h�m."
The Jew was our acqua�ntance Yankel. He had become a farmer
and a brandy-shop keeper, had by degrees got �nto h�s power all the
ne�ghbour�ng lords and gentlemen, had by degrees sucked out
almost all the money �n the d�str�ct, and had left strong marks of h�s
Jew�sh presence �n the country. For three hours' journey all around,
no cottage rema�ned wh�ch was not fall�ng �nto ru�ns, everyth�ng went
wrong, every one looked older, all had become drunkards, and all
had become beggars clad �n rags. The whole d�str�ct seemed to have
suffered from a f�re or a plague. And had Yankel rema�ned there but
some ten years longer, the whole voevodsh�p would certa�nly have
undergone the same fate.
Tarass stepped �nto the room; the Jew was pray�ng, h�s head
covered w�th a tolerably d�rty p�ece of l�nen, and he had just turned,



�n order to sp�t for the last t�me, accord�ng to the Jew�sh r�tual, when
h�s eyes suddenly met the f�gure of Boolba, who stood beh�nd h�m.
The two thousand ducats offered for Boolba's head rushed at once
�nto the Jew's remembrance, but he felt ashamed of the thought, and
endeavoured to get the better of th�s love of gold, wh�ch, l�ke a worm,
�s always tw�n�ng �tself round every Jew's heart.
"Harkee, Yankel!" sa�d Tarass to the Jew, who began bow�ng to h�m,
and war�ly shut the door beh�nd h�m, �n order that nobody should see
them. "I saved thy l�fe; the Zaporogh�ans would have torn thee to
p�eces l�ke a dog—now thy turn �s come, now thou must render me a
serv�ce!"
The Jew's face expressed some uneas�ness: "What serv�ce? If �t be
such a serv�ce as one may render, why not render �t?"
"No talk�ng! Take me to Warsaw!"
"To Warsaw? How so, to Warsaw?" sa�d Yankel, w�th eyebrows and
shoulders elevated �n amazement.
"No talk�ng! Take me to Warsaw. Come what w�ll, I must see h�m
once more! I must say, be �t but one word to h�m."
"One word to whom?"
"To h�m, to Ostap, to my son!"
"Does not my lord know, then, that"—
"I know �t, I know all. They have set a pr�ce of two thousand ducats
upon my head. The fools, they d�d not even know �ts worth! I'll g�ve
f�ve thousand ducats to thee. Here thou hast two thousand on the
spot," and Boolba produced from h�s leathern bag two thousand
ducats. "The rest when I come back."
The Jew took at once a p�ece of l�nen and covered the ducats w�th �t.
"F�ne co�ns, these! beaut�ful co�ns!" sa�d he, turn�ng a ducat �n h�s
f�ngers and try�ng �t w�th h�s teeth. "Meth�nks the man from whom my
lord took such f�ne ducats, d�d not l�ve an hour more, but just leaped
�nto the water and drowned h�mself, after hav�ng lost these
magn�f�cent ducats."



"I would not have asked thee—I m�ght perhaps have found my way
to Warsaw by myself; but the cursed Poles may chance to recogn�se
and se�ze me; I have no turn for contr�vances, and you, Jews, you
seem to have been made for them. You could cheat the dev�l
h�mself; you know all k�nds of such tr�cks, and th�s �s the reason why
I came to thee. The more so, as I could do noth�ng �n Warsaw by
myself. Go at once, put the horse to thy cart, and take me."
"And does my lord th�nk there �s noth�ng more to be done than to put
the horse to the cart and cry, 'Gee up,' and away? Does my lord
th�nk that he can be taken just as he �s, w�thout conceal�ng h�s
lordsh�p?"
"Well, then, conceal me, conceal me as thou knowest how; put me
�nto an empty cask, �f thou th�nk �t best."
"And does my lord th�nk that he can be concealed �n an empty cask?
Does my lord not cons�der that every one w�ll th�nk that there �s
brandy �n the cask?"
"Well, let them th�nk so!"
"How so—let them th�nk that there �s brandy?" sa�d the Jew, pull�ng
h�s curls, and then l�ft�ng h�s hands above h�s head.
"Well, what fr�ghtens thee now?"
"And does my lord not know that brandy �s made on purpose that
every one may taste �t? There are all along the road men fond of
da�nt�es and of dr�nk; there �s not one Pol�sh gentleman who would
not run for hours beh�nd the cask, �n order to make a hole �n �t, and �f
he sees that no brandy flows out of �t, he w�ll d�rectly say, c A Jew
would not br�ng an empty cask; there must be someth�ng �n �t! Let the
Jew be arrested, let the Jew be bound, let the Jew g�ve up all h�s
money, let the Jew be thrown �nto pr�son!' Because everyth�ng
d�sagreeable �s done to a Jew, because every one takes a Jew for
noth�ng better than a dog, because nobody holds a Jew to be even a
man!"
"Well, then, put me �nto a cart w�th f�sh."



"It �s �mposs�ble, my lord, by Heaven �t �s; all over Poland men are
now as hungry as dogs; they w�ll steal the f�sh and d�scover my lord."
"Well, then, put me anywhere, be �t even on the dev�l's back—only
br�ng me to Warsaw."
"Hear me, hear me, my lord!" sa�d the Jew, pull�ng up the cuffs of h�s
sleeves, and stepp�ng nearer to Boolba, w�th h�s arms thrown w�de
open: "We w�ll do thus: they are now everywhere bu�ld�ng fortresses
and castles; French eng�neers are come from fore�gn lands, and for
th�s reason many br�cks and stones are carr�ed along the h�ghways.
My lord may l�e down at the bottom of the cart, and I w�ll cover h�m
w�th br�cks. My lord seems strong and healthy, so he w�ll be able to
bear �t, even �f �t does prove somewhat heavy. And I w�ll make a hole
�n the cart from underneath, and w�ll feed my lord through �t."
"Do as thou w�lt, only get me there."
In an hour's t�me a cart loaded w�th br�cks and drawn by a pa�r of
m�serable-look�ng horses, was seen on �ts way out of Ooman. On the
back of one of the horses rode the tall Yankel, the jolt�ng of h�s horse
caus�ng h�s long s�de-r�nglets to wave from beneath h�s Jew�sh skull-
cap, and h�s lanky f�gure mak�ng h�m look l�ke the s�gnposts wh�ch
stood by the way-s�de.

XI.

At the t�me when the events wh�ch are now descr�bed took place,
there were no custom off�cers or horse patrols on the front�ers—so
that men of enterpr�s�ng sp�r�t had noth�ng to dread, and every one
could br�ng w�th h�m what he chose. Even �f anybody happened to
search the travellers, or to �nspect the�r luggage, he d�d so ch�efly for
h�s own pleasure, part�cularly when some part of the luggage had
attract�ons for h�s eyes, and when h�s own arm was strong and
heavy.



But the s�ght of br�cks had attract�ons for none, and they passed
w�thout �mped�ment through the great town-gate. Boolba �n h�s
narrow place of concealment could hear noth�ng but the no�se and
shouts of the coachmen. Yankel, bump�ng up and down on h�s
d�m�nut�ve dust-covered steed, after many turn�ngs, went at last �nto
a dark narrow lane, wh�ch was called the D�rty or Jew�sh street,
because �n fact �t was �nhab�ted by all the Jews of Warsaw. Th�s lane
was very much l�ke a back yard turned �ns�de out. The sun never
seemed to come there. Wooden houses, qu�te black from age, w�th a
number of poles st�ck�ng out of the w�ndows, made the lane look st�ll
darker. At rare �ntervals, red br�ck walls m�ght be observed here and
there, but even they �n many places had turned qu�te black. St�ll
more rarely d�d a port�on of some h�gh plastered wall gl�mmer �n the
sun w�th a wh�te gleam �ntolerable to the eyes. Everyth�ng here bore
the most str�k�ng appearance—ch�mneys, rags, scales, broken tubs.
Every one threw �nto the street whatever was of no use to h�m, and
the passers-by had every opportun�ty of f�nd�ng employment for all
the�r senses �n the m�dst of th�s rubb�sh. The r�der on h�s horse could
often almost reach w�th h�s hand the poles wh�ch stuck across the
street from one house to the other, and on wh�ch hung Jew�sh
stock�ngs, short trowsers, or a smoked goose. At t�mes m�ght be
seen at some decayed w�ndow the face of a pretty Jewess, her head
adorned w�th d�scoloured false pearls; a crowd of curly-headed
Jew�sh boys, d�rty and ragged, screamed and rolled �n the mud. A
redha�red Jew, w�th a face all covered w�th freckles, wh�ch made �t
resemble a sparrow's egg, looked out of a w�ndow, and began at
once to talk w�th Yankel �n h�s un�ntell�g�ble g�bber�sh, and Yankel
presently drove �nto a yard. Another Jew go�ng along the street,
stopped and also entered �nto the conversat�on, and when Boolba at
last crawled from under the br�cks, he saw three Jews who were
talk�ng w�th great vehemence.
Yankel addressed h�m, say�ng that everyth�ng should be done, that
h�s Ostap was now ly�ng �n pr�son, and that, though �t would be
d�ff�cult to preva�l upon the sentr�es, yet he hoped to obta�n an
�nterv�ew for h�m.



Boolba entered the room together w�th the three Jews. They began
aga�n to speak �n the�r un�ntell�g�ble language. Tarass looked by turns
at each of them. He seemed to labour under some strong
exc�tement; h�s hard �nd�fferent features seemed to l�ght up w�th
some unusual flame of hope, of that hope wh�ch somet�mes enters
the heart of h�m who �s reduced to the lowest degree of despa�r. H�s
old heart beat h�gh, l�ke that of a young man.
"Hear me, Jews!" sa�d he, and h�s vo�ce had someth�ng enthus�ast�c
�n �t, "you can do everyth�ng, you can f�nd anyth�ng, be �t from under
the bottom of the sea; and even the proverb has long ago told us
that a Jew can steal h�s own self, �f he only chooses to steal. Set me
my Ostap free! g�ve h�m the opportun�ty of escap�ng from the hands
of these �ncarnate dev�ls. Here �s the man to whom I have prom�sed
twelve thousand ducats—twelve thousand more do I g�ve now; I w�ll
g�ve you all the costly cups, all the gold that I have h�dden
underground, my own house, my coat from my back—all do I g�ve
unto you; and I w�ll make a covenant w�th you for all my l�fe long that
you shall have half of whatever I acqu�re �n war!"
"Oh! �mposs�ble, my dear lord! 't�s �mposs�ble!" sa�d Yankel, w�th a
s�gh.
"No, no, �t �s �mposs�ble!" sa�d the other Jews.
The three Jews looked at each other.
"Let us, nevertheless, try �t," sa�d the th�rd, t�morously peer�ng �nto
the faces of the others; "may be Heaven w�ll help us."
The three Jews aga�n began talk�ng �n the Jew�sh tongue. Boolba �n
va�n endeavoured to catch the mean�ng of the�r speech, he could
only hear the word "Mardokhaï" often repeated, but could make out
noth�ng more.
"Hear me, my lord!" sa�d Yankel; "we must have the adv�ce of a man
the l�ke of whom has never yet been �n the world. Oh! oh! he �s as
w�se as Solomon; and �f he can do noth�ng, nobody on earth can.
Stay here! there's the key, and let none enter."
The Jews went out �nto the street.



Tarass shut the door, and looked through the w�ndow �nto the d�rty
Jew�sh lane. The three Jews stopped �n the very m�ddle of the street,
and began talk�ng w�th great vehemence. They were soon jo�ned by
a fourth, then by a f�fth. Tarass heard them aga�n repeat "Mardokhaï!
Mardokhaï!" The Jews every moment looked towards one end of the
street; at last there was seen emerg�ng from a decayed house a foot
�n a Jew�sh sl�pper; then came flutter�ng the sk�rts of a coat. "Ah,
Mardokhaï, Mardokhaï!" A th�n Jew, a l�ttle shorter than Yankel, but
w�th many more wr�nkles on h�s face, w�th an enormous upper l�p,
came near the �mpat�ent group; and every one of the Jews hastened
to g�ve h�m �nformat�on. Dur�ng the narrat�ve, Mardokhaï looked
repeatedly up towards the small w�ndow, and Tarass guessed that
they were speak�ng about h�m. Mardokhaï waved h�s hands �n the
most v�olent manner, l�stened to what others sa�d, stopped them �n
the�r speech, frequently spat as�de, and l�ft�ng up the sk�rts of h�s
long coat, thrust h�s hand �nto h�s pocket, and produced from �t some
rubb�sh, �n do�ng wh�ch he exposed to v�ew h�s d�sgust�ngly d�rty
trowsers. At last, all the Jews got to scream�ng so loudly that the Jew
who stood on the watch had to g�ve them repeated s�gnals to be
qu�eter, and Tarass began to fear for h�s safety; but he was soon
tranqu�ll�sed by the thought that Jews can nowhere hold the�r
d�scourse but �n the open street, and that the Dev�l h�mself could not
understand the�r g�bber�sh.
About two m�nutes later all the Jews came up together �nto h�s room.
Mardokhaï approached Tarass, gently slapped h�m on the shoulder,
and sa�d, "If we are w�ll�ng to do a th�ng, well then, that th�ng shall be
done as we w�sh �t to be done."
Tarass looked at the Solomon, the l�ke of whom had never yet been
�n the world, and felt some hope. In fact, the appearance of the Jew
was calculated to �nsp�re conf�dence. H�s upper l�p was of fr�ghtful
d�mens�ons, there could be no doubt that �ts th�ckness had been
�ncreased by part�cular reasons. The Solomon's beard boasted no
more than some f�fteen ha�rs, and those were on the left s�de only.
The Solomon's features bore such numerous traces of blows
rece�ved for h�s tr�cks, that he certa�nly had long ceased count�ng
them, and had grown accustomed to take them for moles.



Mardokhaï left the room w�th h�s comrades, who were full of
aston�shment at h�s w�sdom. Boolba rema�ned alone, he felt a
strange sensat�on, t�ll then unknown to h�m; for the f�rst t�me �n h�s l�fe
he exper�enced anx�ety. H�s heart beat fever�shly—he was no more
the Boolba of old, undaunted, steady, and strong as an oak; he had
grown pus�llan�mous, he had grown weak. He shuddered at every
no�se, at the s�ght of every new Jew�sh f�gure, mak�ng �ts appearance
at the end of the street. Thus d�d he feel all the day long, he ne�ther
ate nor drank, and not for one m�nute d�d he remove h�s eyes from
the small w�ndow wh�ch looked �nto the street. At last at a late hour �n
the even�ng, came Mardokhaï and Yankel. Tarass felt h�s heart s�nk
w�th�n h�m.
"What now? d�d you succeed?" asked he, w�th the �mpat�ence of a
w�ld horse.
But even before the Jews had collected the�r senses to g�ve h�m an
answer, Tarass not�ced that Mardokhaï had no longer h�s last temple-
lock, wh�ch, though d�rty, had yet before curled �n r�nglets from
beneath h�s cap. It was to be seen that he had someth�ng to
commun�cate, but he talked so �ncoherently that Tarass could not
understand a word. Yankel, too, was every moment press�ng h�s
hand to h�s mouth, as �f suffer�ng from a bad cold.
"Oh? my dear lord," sa�d Yankel, "now �t �s �mposs�ble; by Heavens,
�mposs�ble! The people there are so very bad, that one ought to sp�t
upon the�r very heads. Here, I take Mardokhaï to w�tness: Mardokhaï
d�d what no man has yet done �n th�s world; but Heaven forb�ds �t to
be as we w�sh. There are three thousand sold�ers Under arms, and
to-morrow the execut�on �s to take place."
Tarass gazed steadfastly �nto the faces of the Jews; but no anger, no
�mpat�ence was any—longer �n h�s look.
"If my lord st�ll w�shes to see h�s son, the �nterv�ew must take place
to-morrow, early �n the morn�ng, before sunr�se; the sentr�es have
g�ven the�r assent, and one of the off�cers has agreed to �t. But may
they know no happ�ness �n the next world! Woe �s me! what grasp�ng
people they are! there are none such, even among us! To every one
of the sentr�es have I g�ven f�fty ducats, and to the off�cer"—



"Be �t so; take me to h�m;" sa�d Tarass, resolutely, and all h�s
f�rmness at once returned to h�s heart. He assented to Yankel's
proposal of assum�ng the dress of a German count; the dress be�ng
already brought by the far-see�ng Jew.
It was now n�ght. The master of the house—the above-ment�oned
red-ha�red freckly-faced Jew —produced a th�n mattress, covered
w�th a mat, and stretched �t for Boolba on a bench. Yankel lay on the
floor on a s�m�lar mattress. The redha�red Jew drank a small cup of
some �nfus�on, took off h�s coat, and, after hav�ng presented �n h�s
stock�ngs and sl�ppers an appearance someth�ng l�ke that of a
ch�cken, went w�th h�s Jewess �nto a k�nd of closet. Two Jew�sh boys
lay down on the floor near the closet, as �f they had been pupp�es.
But Tarass slept not; he rema�ned mot�onless, drumm�ng on the table
w�th h�s f�ngers. He had h�s p�pe �n h�s mouth, and puffed away the
smoke, wh�ch made the Jew sneeze �n h�s slumbers, and bury h�s
nose under h�s coverlet. Scarcely was the sky t�nted by the f�rst pale
gleam of the morn�ng dawn, when Tarass pushed Yankel w�th h�s
foot.
"Up, Jew! g�ve me thy count's dress!"
He was dressed �n no t�me; he blackened h�s mustach�os and
eyebrows, put a small dark-coloured cap on h�s head—and none of
h�s most �nt�mate Cossacks could have recogn�sed h�m. To look at
h�m, he seemed to be not more than th�rty-f�ve years old. The flush of
health was on h�s cheeks, and even the scars on h�s face gave an
express�on of author�ty to h�s features. The dress, adorned w�th gold,
became h�m greatly.
The c�ty st�ll slept. No trad�ng chapman, basket �n hand, had yet
made h�s appearance �n the town. Boolba and Yankel came to a
bu�ld�ng wh�ch bore great resemblance to a s�tt�ng heron. It was low,
w�de, bulky, black; and on one s�de rose, l�ke a stork's neck, a long
narrow turret, beyond the top of wh�ch the roof projected. Th�s
bu�ld�ng served many and var�ous purposes. Here were the barracks,
the pr�son, and even the cr�m�nal courts. Our travellers entered the
gate, and found themselves �n a large hall, or, rather, �n a covered
yard. There were nearly a thousand men sleep�ng here together.



Stra�ght on, was a low door, before wh�ch were s�tt�ng two sentr�es,
who were play�ng at a game wh�ch cons�sted �n one of them slapp�ng
the other w�th two f�ngers on the palm of the hand. The sentr�es pa�d
no attent�on to the new-comers, and only turned the�r heads when
Yankel sa�d to them, "It's we, your worsh�ps! you hear, �t's we!"
"Go!" sa�d one of the sentr�es, open�ng the door w�th one hand, wh�le
he presented the other to rece�ve the strokes of h�s comrade.
They stepped �nto a dark narrow passage, wh�ch brought them to
another hall l�ke the f�rst, rece�v�ng �ts l�ght from a small w�ndow �n
the roof. "Who goes there?" cr�ed several vo�ces at once; and Tarass
beheld a great number of sold�ers, armed cap-a-p�e. "We cannot let
any one pass."
"It's we!" cr�ed Yank el; "by Heavens, your worsh�ps, �t's we!" But
nobody would l�sten to h�m. Fortunately, at th�s moment, a fat man
approached, who, by h�s appearance, seemed to be the ch�ef, for he
used the most abus�ve language to the others.
"My lord, �t's we; you already know all about us; and h�s lordsh�p, the
count, w�ll thank you st�ll more."
"Let them go; and a hundred dev�ls to the f�end's mother! Let no one
else pass, do not take off your swords, and do not, any of you, dare
to roll on the floor l�ke dogs."
The cont�nuat�on of the eloquent order was lost to our travellers. "It's
we; �t's I; we are yours!" sa�d Yankel to every one whom he met.
"May we go �n?" he asked, of one of the sentr�es, as they came at
last to the end of the passage.
"Yes, you may; but I do not know �f you are allowed to pass �nto the
gaol. Jan �s no longer on duty, there �s another one there now,"
answered the sentry.
"Ah! ah!" muttered the Jew; "th�s looks bad, my dear lord!"
"Go on," sa�d Tarass, �n a stubborn vo�ce. The Jew obeyed.

At the door of a dungeon stood a heyduke,[41] w�th mustach�os,
separated �nto three d�fferent stor�es: the upper story went



backwards, the m�ddle one stra�ght forwards, and the last
downwards, wh�ch gave the heyduke very nearly the appearance of
a cat.
The Jew bent h�s back as much as he could, and came near h�m,
steal�ng along s�deways. "Your lordsh�p! my grac�ous lord!"
"Dost thou speak to me, Jew?"
"To you, grac�ous lord!"
"Ahem!—and I am noth�ng but a heyduke," sa�d the thr�ce-
mustach�oed face, w�th eyes gl�tter�ng w�th del�ght.
"By Heavens! I took you for the Voevoda h�mself! really now, I d�d."
And the Jew began to shake h�s head and to stretch out h�s f�ngers.
"Ah! what an a�r of �mportance! By Heavens! the a�r of a colonel,
qu�te a colonel! A ha�r's breadth more, and �t would be a colonel's.
Your worsh�p ought only to mount a horse as sw�ft as a fly, and
command reg�ments!"
The heyduke curled the nether story of h�s mustach�os, and h�s eye
assumed qu�te an express�on of ga�ety.
"What a set of men you m�l�tary men are," cont�nued the Jew. "Oh
dear me! what a good set of men. And the bra�d�ngs and the fac�ngs
—all these make them gl�tter l�ke the sun! The g�rls, as soon as they
behold a m�l�tary man—ah! ah!" And the Jew aga�n shook h�s head.
The heyduke curled h�s upper mustach�os, and gave vent to a sound
someth�ng l�ke the ne�gh�ng of a horse.
"W�ll my lord grant me a favour?" sa�d the Jew. "Here �s a pr�nce,
come from fore�gn lands, who w�shes to look at the Cossacks. He
has never yet, as long as he has l�ved, seen what k�nd of men these
Cossacks are."
The arr�val of fore�gn counts and barons was no uncommon th�ng �n
Poland. They were frequently attracted, merely by cur�os�ty, to see
th�s almost half-As�at�c corner of Europe—Muscovy and Ukra�ne
be�ng then reputed to form part of As�a. So the heyduke, after
mak�ng a respectful bow, thought f�t to add some words of h�s own
accord.



"I do not know, your grace, what you want to look at them for," sa�d
he; "they are not men, but dogs. The�r creed, even, �s such a one
that nobody respects �t."
"Thou l�est! dev�l's son!" excla�med Boolba. "Thou art a dog thyself'!
How darest thou say that no one respects our creed? It �s your
heret�cal creed that nobody respects!"
"Eh! my fr�end!" sa�d the heyduke: "I see what thou art; thou art
thyself one of those that I have under my charge. Wa�t a b�t; I'll just
call my comrades."
Tarass now saw h�s �mprudence; but, stubborn and angry as he felt,
he d�d not th�nk about the manner of correct�ng �t. Happ�ly, Yank el
�nterposed at th�s juncture.
"Most grac�ous lord! how �s �t poss�ble that a count can be a
Cossack? and were he a Cossack, how could he have procured
such a dress, and have such a count's appearance?"
"Have done w�th thy tales!" And already had the heyduke opened h�s
w�de mouth �n order to g�ve the alarm.
"Your k�ngly majesty, be s�lent! �n God's name be s�lent!" cr�ed
Yankel. "Be s�lent, and we w�ll pay you as you have never yet
thought of be�ng pa�d: we w�ll g�ve you two golden ducats!"
"Hem! two ducats! Two ducats are noth�ng to me. I g�ve as much as
that to my barber for shav�ng only half my beard. A hundred ducats
must thou g�ve me, Jew!" and the heyduke curled h�s upper
mustach�os. "And �f thou g�vest them not, I w�ll call at once."
"So much as that, �ndeed?" sa�d the trembl�ng Jew, sorrowfully,
unty�ng h�s leathern purse. He was fortunate �n not hav�ng more �n
h�s purse, and �n the heyduke not be�ng able to count beyond a
hundred.
"Come, my lord, let us be gone qu�ckly. You see what a bad set of
men they are here," sa�d Yankel, see�ng the heyduke was turn�ng the
money over �n h�s hand, as �f regrett�ng he had not asked more.
"How now? dev�l's heyduke!" sa�d Boolba. "Thou hast taken the
money, and dost not th�nk to let us �n? Thou must do �t now; �f thou



hast once rece�ved the money, thou canst no longer g�ve us a
refusal."
"Begone, begone to the dev�l! or I w�ll at once make thee known, and
then, beware! Away w�th you, I tell you!"
"Come, my lord, �n Heaven's name come. Woe to them! May they
have such dreams as shall make them sp�t!" urged poor Yankel.
Slowly, w�th droop�ng head, d�d Boolba turn back and retrace h�s
steps, w�th Yankel worry�ng h�m w�th reproaches at the sorrowful
recollect�on of the uselessly spent ducats.
"What need had you to answer them? Why not let the dog bark?
They are people who cannot rema�n w�thout scold�ng! Oh, woe �s
me! how lucky some men are! A hundred ducats, merely for dr�v�ng
us away! And look at us, we may have our temple-locks torn off, we
may have our faces so d�sf�gured that none w�ll look at us, and
nobody w�ll g�ve us a hundred ducats! Heavens! merc�ful Heavens!"
But the m�scarr�age of h�s des�gn had a much greater �nfluence on
Boolba: a devour�ng flame streamed from h�s eyes.
"Come," sa�d he, suddenly, as �f recollect�ng h�mself, "let us go to the
execut�on; I w�ll see how they torture h�m."
"What �s the use of go�ng, my lord? we cannot help h�m."
"Let us go," sa�d Boolba, stubbornly, and the Jew, l�ke a nurse,
reluctantly followed h�m.
The square, on wh�ch the execut�on was to take place could eas�ly
be found; crowds were flock�ng there from all parts. At that rude
epoch an execut�on was one of the most attract�ve s�ghts, not only
for the rabble, but also for the h�ghest classes of soc�ety. Many of the
most p�ous old women, many of the most t�m�d young g�rls and
lad�es, would never let an execut�on take place w�thout �ndulg�ng
the�r cur�os�ty, although they m�ght afterwards, all n�ght long, dream
of noth�ng but bloody corpses, and shr�ek �n the�r slumbers as loudly
as a t�psy hussar. "Ah! what torments!" cr�ed many �n hyster�cs,
h�d�ng the�r eyes and turn�ng away, but, nevertheless, rema�n�ng a
long t�me. Some w�th mouth w�de open and outstretched arms,



would have jumped on the heads of the rest �n order to have a better
v�ew. Amongst the crowd of small narrow ord�nary heads, m�ght be
not�ced the fat features of a butcher, who looked at all the
proceed�ngs w�th the a�r of a d�lettante, and conversed �n
monosyllables w�th an armourer whom he called h�s k�nsman,
because he used to get t�psy w�th h�m on feast days at the same
brandy-shop. Some vehemently debated the matter, some even
betted, but the greater part was composed of those who stare at the
world and at everyth�ng that happens �n the world, p�ck�ng the�r
noses w�th the�r f�ngers. In the foreground, next to the mustach�oed
sold�ers who formed the town guard, stood a young gentleman—or
one who gave h�mself the a�rs of a gentleman—�n a m�l�tary dress;
he had put on everyth�ng wh�ch he possessed, so as to leave at h�s
lodg�ngs noth�ng but a ragged sh�rt and a pa�r of worn-out boots. Two
cha�ns, one above the other, hung round h�s neck, support�ng a
locket. He stood next to h�s sweetheart, Youzyssa, and every
moment turned round to see that nobody so�led her s�lk dress. He
had expla�ned to her absolutely everyth�ng, so that there was
dec�dedly noth�ng more left to expla�n. "There, my soul, Youzyssa,"
he sa�d, "the people that you see here are come to look at the
execut�on of the cr�m�nals. And there, my soul, the man whom you
see hold�ng a hatchet and other �mplements �n h�s hand, �s the
execut�oner, and he w�ll perform the execut�on. And as long as he
shall break the cr�m�nal upon the wheel and otherw�se torture h�m,
the cr�m�nal w�ll st�ll be al�ve; but as soon as he shall behead h�m, the
cr�m�nal w�ll be al�ve no longer. At f�rst, my soul, he w�ll cry out and
move, but as soon as he shall be beheaded, he w�ll no longer be
able e�ther to cry, or to eat, or to dr�nk, because, my soul, he w�ll no
longer have h�s head, my soul." And Youzyssa l�stened to all, w�th
awe and cur�os�ty. The roofs of the houses were crowded w�th
people. Strange faces w�th mustach�os, and w�th someth�ng l�ke
bonnets on the�r heads, looked out from dormer w�ndows. On the
balcon�es, under shades, were s�tt�ng the ar�stocracy. The pretty
hand of some laugh�ng dash�ng lady was lean�ng on the balustrade.
Stout lords were look�ng very �mportant. A lackey, r�chly att�red, w�th
sleeves thrown over h�s back, was carry�ng about refreshments.
Often d�d some black-eyed l�vely damsel take �n her wh�te hand



some da�nt�es and fru�ts, and throw them among the people beneath.
A crowd of hungry gentlemen l�fted the�r caps to catch them, and
some tall off�cer, w�th h�s head r�s�ng above h�s ne�ghbours', �n a
faded red coat and worn-out tr�mm�ng, succeeded, thanks to h�s long
arms, �n catch�ng the booty, k�ssed �t, pressed �t to h�s heart, and put
�t �nto h�s mouth. A falcon �n a g�lded cage, hang�ng under the
balcony, was also one of the spectators; w�th head bent on one s�de
and one leg ra�sed, he, too, was engaged �n look�ng at the people.
On a sudden a rumour ran through the crowd, and on all s�des
vo�ces were heard, "They are com�ng, the Cossacks are com�ng!"
The�r heads, w�th long crown-locks, were bare, the�r beards were
unshaven. They walked ne�ther t�morously nor sorrowfully, but w�th
an a�r of haughty calmness; the�r dresses, made of f�ne cloth, were
worn out and fall�ng to rags; they d�d not look round, and d�d not bow
to the people. In front of all came Ostap. What were the feel�ngs of
old Tarass as he saw h�s Ostap? What was pass�ng �n h�s heart? He
looked at h�m from among the crowd, and watched h�s every
movement. The Cossacks came near the scaffold. Ostap stopped.
He was to be the f�rst to dr�nk the b�tter cup. He looked at h�s
comrades, ra�sed h�s arm, and sa�d, �n a loud vo�ce, "God grant that
none of the heret�cs here present may hear, m�screants as they are,
the suffer�ngs of Chr�st�ans! May none of us utter a s�ngle word!" and
he mounted the scaffold.
"Well done, my son, well done!" slowly muttered Boolba, and cast
down h�s gray head.
The execut�oner tore away from Ostap the old rags that covered h�m;
he t�ed h�s hands and feet to stocks made on purpose—but why
should the reader be d�stressed by a descr�pt�on, wh�ch would make
h�s ha�r stand on end, of the hell�sh tortures? They were the creat�on
of those hard cruel t�mes when man knew no other l�fe but the bloody
l�fe of warl�ke feats, wh�ch hardened h�s heart and drove from �t every
human feel�ng. In va�n some men, the few except�ons of that epoch,
opposed those dreadful measures. In va�n d�d the k�ng and several
kn�ghts, enl�ghtened both �n m�nd and heart, remonstrate that th�s
cruelty �n pun�shment would but aggravate the revengefulness of the
Cossacks. The royal power and the author�ty of w�se counsels were



not proof aga�nst the anarchy and the audac�ous self-w�ll of the state
magnates who, w�th the�r recklessness, the�r �nconce�vable want of
fores�ght, the�r ch�ld�sh van�ty, and the�r absurd ostentat�on, made the
Sse�m[42] a mere sat�re on self-government.
Ostap bore the torments and the tortures l�ke a g�ant. Not a cry, not a
groan was heard; even when they began to break the bones �n h�s
hands and feet, when the�r dreadful crunch�ng was heard am�dst the
dead s�lence of the crowd by the remotest spectators, when the
lad�es averted the�r eyes, even then noth�ng l�ke a moan escaped h�s
l�ps; no feature of h�s face moved. Tarass stood �n the crowd, w�th
bowed head, and from t�me to t�me, proudly ra�s�ng h�s eyes, sa�d
approv�ngly, "Well done, son, well done!"
But when Ostap was brought to the last torments of death, h�s
strength seemed to g�ve way. He looked round. Grac�ous God! All
unknown! all strangers' faces! Had there been but one of h�s k�n
present! He w�shed not to l�sten to the wa�l�ngs and the sorrow of a
weak mother, or to the �nsane sobs of a w�fe, tear�ng her ha�r and
beat�ng her bosom; he w�shed to have looked now at a f�rm man,
whose w�se word m�ght have brought h�m fresh strength and solace
before death. And h�s strength fa�led h�m, and he cr�ed �n the agony
of h�s heart, "Father, where art thou? couldst thou but hear me!"
"I hear!" resounded through the general st�llness, and all the
thousands of people shuddered at the vo�ce. A party of cavalry-
sold�ers rushed to make search among the crowds of people. Yankel
turned pale as death, and when the r�ders had r�dden past h�m, he
looked back �n amazement to see Tarass, but Tarass was no longer
near h�m, no trace of h�m was left!

XII.

Traces of Tarass were soon found. A hundred and twenty thousand
Cossacks made the�r appearance on the front�ers of Ukra�ne. It was
no longer a small maraud�ng party come �n search of booty, or a



detachment �n pursu�t of Tartars. Not so: �t was the whole of the
nat�on wh�ch had r�sen at once, because �ts pat�ence was at an end.
It had r�sen to avenge the der�s�on of �ts r�ghts, the shameful
hum�l�at�on of �ts customs, the �nsults �nfl�cted upon the creed of �ts
fathers, and upon the holy r�tes, the d�sgrace of �ts church, the
l�cent�ousness of fore�gn lords, the Un�on,[43] the shameful dom�n�on
of Jews �n a Chr�st�an country, and all that had so long consol�dated
and r�pened the stern hatred of the Cossacks. The young but sp�r�ted
hetman, Astran�tza, was the leader of the whole Cossack army. He
was accompan�ed by h�s old and exper�enced comrade and
counc�llor Ploon�a. E�ght colonels led reg�ments, each twelve
thousand strong. Two general essaools and the general
boonchook[44] bearer followed the hetman. The general banner
bearer escorted the great banner; many more banners and
standards floated �n the d�stance beh�nd; the l�eutenants of the
boonchook bearer escorted the boonchooks. There were many other
off�c�als, leaders of waggons, l�eutenants of reg�ments, and
secretar�es, and w�th them �nfantry and cavalry reg�ments; moreover,
the number of volunteers was nearly as great as that of the
reg�stered Cossacks. From every s�de had the Cossacks r�sen, from
all the towns of L�ttle Russ�a, from the western as well as from the
eastern part of the Dn�eper, and from all �ts �slands. Horses and
waggons w�thout number crossed the pla�ns. And among all these
Cossacks, among all these e�ght reg�ments, one reg�ment was the
cho�cest—th�s reg�ment was led by Tarass Boolba. Everyth�ng gave
h�m precedence over the others—h�s old age, h�s exper�ence, h�s
sk�ll �n lead�ng h�s troops, and h�s �nveterate hatred of the foe. Even
the Cossacks thought h�s unspar�ng cruelty and feroc�ty too
excess�ve. H�s gray head adjudged noth�ng but f�re and gallows, and
noth�ng but destruct�on d�d he adv�se �n the counc�ls of war.
It would he useless to relate all the battles where the Cossacks
ga�ned d�st�nct�on, or the gradual progress of the war; all th�s has
found �ts place �n the pages of our annals. It �s well known what, �n
Russ�a, a war begun for the Fa�th s�gn�f�es. No power �s stronger
than that of the Fa�th. Unconquerable and terr�ble, �t �s l�ke the rock �n
the m�dst of a stormy ever-chang�ng sea. Formed of one s�ngle



mass�ve stone, �t ra�ses to the sky �ts �ndestruct�ble walls from the
very centre of the bottom of the sea. From every po�nt �t may be
seen look�ng full on the pass�ng waves. And woe to the sh�p that �s
cast upon �t! Its frag�le masts w�ll fly to spl�nters, all those upon �t are
crushed and prec�p�tated �nto the depths of the ocean, and far away
the a�r resounds w�th the shr�eks of �ts drown�ng sa�lors!
The annals m�nutely record how the Pol�sh garr�sons fled from the
towns l�berated by the Cossacks; how the rapac�ous Jew farmers
were hanged; how weak the oppos�t�on was of the Pol�sh hetman,
N�cholas Potozk�, w�th h�s numerous army aga�nst the
unconquerable forces of the Cossacks; how, after be�ng defeated
and pursued, he let the best part of h�s army per�sh �n a small
stream; how he was surrounded by the dreaded Cossack reg�ments
�n the small borough of Polonno�e; and how, brought to extrem�ty, he
took h�s oath to the complete redress of all gr�evances, and the
surrender of all former r�ghts and pr�v�leges, �n the name of the k�ng
and of the m�n�sters of state. But the Cossacks were not men to be
dece�ved, they knew what the oath of a Pole �s worth; and never
aga�n would Potozk� have r�dden on h�s costly steed, attract�ng the
looks of �llustr�ous lad�es, and mak�ng h�mself the envy of the nob�l�ty
—never aga�n would he have set the Sse�m �n an uproar, and have
g�ven r�ch feasts to the senators—had not the Russ�an clergy of the
borough �nterposed on h�s behalf. As the pr�ests came forward �n the
br�ll�ant cassocks of cloth of gold, bear�ng crosses and holy �mages,
and as the b�shop h�mself appeared �n front of them �n h�s pont�f�cal
m�tre, hold�ng a cruc�f�x �n h�s hand, all the Cossacks bowed the�r
heads and took off the�r caps. Nobody, no, not even the k�ng would
they have spared at that moment, but they dared not oppose the
d�gn�tar�es of the Chr�st�an church, so they obeyed the summons of
the clergy. The hetman and the colonels consented to let Potozk� go
free, hav�ng made h�m prom�se upon oath that freedom should be
granted to all the Chr�st�an churches, that the old enm�ty should be
brought to an end, and that no offence should be offered to the
Cossack army. One colonel alone d�d not g�ve h�s assent to such a
peace as th�s. Tarass was that one. He tore a lock of ha�r from h�s
head and cr�ed aloud:—



"Eh! hetman and colonels! Do not do such a woman's act! Do not
g�ve credence to the Poles. The cursed dogs w�ll betray you!"
But when the army secretary presented the act of treaty, and the
hetman put h�s s�gn-manual to �t, Tarass took off h�s r�ch Turk�sh
sabre, a f�ne blade of h�ghly-tempered steel, broke �t �n two p�eces
l�ke a reed, and throw�ng far away both fragments, one on each s�de,
excla�med, "Fare ye well, then! As these two fragments shall never
meet and form one s�ngle blade any more, so shall we, comrades,
never meet aga�n �n th�s world! Remember ye my part�ng words!"
and h�s vo�ce grew stronger, rose h�gher, assumed an unknown
power, and all felt perplexed at the prophet�c words. "You w�ll
remember me at the hour of your death! You th�nk to have
purchased qu�etness and peace; you th�nk you may now play the
lords. There �s another lordsh�p �n store for you; hetman, thou shalt
have the sk�n torn from thy head, thou shalt have �t stuffed w�th
groats, and long shall �t be made a show �n fa�rs! And you,
gentlemen, ne�ther w�ll you keep your heads on your shoulders. In
damp dungeons, beh�nd stone walls w�ll you per�sh, �f you are not,
l�ke sheep, bo�led al�ve �n cauldrons.[45] And you, ch�ldren,"
cont�nued he, turn�ng round to h�s Cossacks, "Wh�ch of you w�shes
to d�e a natural death—not on stoves and on women's beds, not
ly�ng drunk under a hedge near the brandy-shop l�ke carr�on, but to
d�e the honourable death of Cossacks, all of us on one bed, l�ke
br�de and br�degroom? Or, may be you w�sh to return home to turn
heret�cs and carry about Pol�sh parsons on your backs?"
"We follow thee, our lord and colonel, we follow thee!" cr�ed all who
were �n Tarass's reg�ment, and many more went over to them.
"If so, then be �t so," sa�d Tarass, and he pulled h�s cap over h�s
brow, menac�ngly looked at those he left beh�nd, settled h�mself �n
h�s saddle, and cr�ed to h�s followers: "Let nobody offend us w�th
�nsult�ng words. And now, ch�ldren, let us go and pay our v�s�t to the
Pap�sts!" and he slashed h�s horse. A tra�n of a hundred waggons
followed h�m, and numerous were the Cossacks, both on horseback
and on foot, who went after h�m. Turn�ng back h�s head, he looked
w�th threaten�ng and w�th anger at those who rema�ned beh�nd. None
dared to stop h�m. In s�ght of the whole army, h�s reg�ment marched



away, and many t�mes d�d Tarass turn back and menace w�th h�s
looks.
The hetman and the colonels stood perplexed; all were thoughtful,
and long d�d they rema�n s�lent, oppressed by some gloomy
forebod�ng. The words of Tarass d�d not pass away: everyth�ng
happened as he had foretold. In a short t�me the hetman and the
ch�ef d�gn�tar�es fell v�ct�ms to the treachery of the Poles, and the�r
heads were stuck on p�kes.
And what d�d Tarass �n the mean t�me? Tarass crossed all Poland �n
every d�rect�on w�th h�s reg�ment, gave to the flames e�ghteen
boroughs, nearly forty Pop�sh churches, and had even come near
Kracow. Many were the nobles whom he put to the sword; the r�chest
and f�nest castles were plundered by h�m; h�s Cossacks found out
and poured on the ground w�nes and meads wh�ch had been for
centur�es preserved �n the cellars of the Pol�sh lords; they chopped
to p�eces and burnt the r�ch stuffs, dresses, and furn�ture wh�ch they
found �n the storehouses. "No mercy!" repeated Tarass. And no
mercy d�d the Cossacks show to the dark-eyebrowed lad�es, to the
wh�te-bosomed pretty-faced g�rls, even at the altar could they f�nd no
safety; Tarass burned them w�th the altars. Many snow-wh�te hands
were seen ra�sed to the sky from out of the m�dst of the flames, and
many were the shr�eks wh�ch would have made the ground tremble
and the very grass bend down to the earth �n compass�on. But
noth�ng softened the cruelty of the Cossacks, and, l�ft�ng on the�r
spears the �nfants whom they found �n the streets, they cast them
also �nto the flames. "Th�s �s my revenge for Ostap, cursed Poles!"
sa�d Tarass, and he took h�s revenge �n every borough: so that the
Pol�sh government saw at length that the explo�ts of Tarass were not
merely the acts of a robber, and the same Potozk� w�th f�ve
reg�ments was �ntrusted w�th the task of tak�ng h�m.
For s�x days d�d the Cossacks escape by bye-ways from the pursu�t.
The�r horses could hardly bear the rap�d�ty of the�r fl�ght and save
them from the�r pursuers, but Potozk� th�s t�me proved worthy of h�s
charge; unwear�edly d�d he pursue them, and he overtook them at
last on the banks of the Dn�ester, where Boolba had paused for rest
�n an abandoned ru�ned fortress. The d�smantled walls of th�s



fortress and �ts crumbl�ng keep, stood on a steep cl�ff above the
Dn�ester. Its platform, paved w�th stones and fragments of br�cks,
seemed to be ready at any moment to tumble down and roll �nto the
r�ver. Here �t was that the hetman Potozk�, encamp�ng on the two
s�des wh�ch were adjacent to f�elds, surrounded the Cossacks. For
four days d�d the Cossacks keep the�r stand, f�ght�ng and roll�ng
down stones and br�cks on the assa�lants. At last, the�r strength and
the�r prov�s�ons were exhausted, and Tarass resolved to cut h�s way
through the ranks of the enemy. Already had the Cossacks traversed
the ranks, and they m�ght perhaps once more have owed the�r
escape to the sw�ftness of the�r horses, when on a sudden, �n the
very heat of the�r fl�ght, Tarass stopped and cr�ed out, "Stay, I have
dropped my p�pe, not even my p�pe shall the cursed Poles have!"
and the old Ataman stooped and began to seek �n the grass for h�s
p�pe, h�s never-fa�l�ng compan�on over sea and land, �n h�s
campa�gns and �n h�s home. Meanwh�le a whole crowd rushed at
once upon h�m and took h�m by h�s shoulders. He endeavoured to
shake all h�s l�mbs, but no longer as of old d�d the heydukes fall
down around h�m. "Eh, old age, old age!" sa�d he, and the stout old
Cossack began to weep. But h�s age was not the cause of �t,
strength had got the better of strength. Nearly th�rty sold�ers hung
about h�s arms and legs. "The crow �s caught," shr�eked the Poles,
"let us f�nd out the best mode of pay�ng homage to the dog!" And
w�th the hetman's assent they dec�ded on burn�ng h�m al�ve, �n s�ght
of all. There stood near at hand a dry tree, whose top had been
struck by l�ghtn�ng. Tarass was bound w�th �ron cha�ns to the trunk of
th�s tree, h�s hands were na�led to �t, and he was ra�sed on h�gh, �n
order that from everywhere around the Cossack m�ght be seen.
Beneath they made a p�le of faggots. But Tarass pa�d no attent�on to
the p�le, he d�d not th�nk about the f�re that was to burn h�m, he
looked, poor old fellow, to where the Cossacks were seen f�ght�ng;
from the he�ght to wh�ch he had been l�fted he could d�st�nctly see
everyth�ng. "Lads," cr�ed he, "qu�ck, reach the h�ll beh�nd the wood,
they w�ll not overtake you there!" But the w�nd blew h�s words away.
"They w�ll per�sh, per�sh for noth�ng!" excla�med he, �n despa�r; and
he gazed down on the Dn�ester, gl�tter�ng below. Del�ght flashed �n
h�s eyes. He saw the prows of four boats, project�ng out of the



bushes, and gather�ng all the strength of h�s lungs, he shouted at the
top of h�s vo�ce, "To the shore, lads, to the shore! take the cl�ff path
on your left. Near the shore are boats, take them all to prevent
pursu�t." The w�nd th�s t�me blew from another quarter, and every
word was heard by the Cossacks. But th�s adv�ce cost Boolba a
stroke on h�s head, wh�ch made everyth�ng sw�m before h�s eyes.
The Cossacks galloped at the utmost speed of the�r horses to the
cl�ff path, the pursuers were close at hand; and behold, there l�es the
cl�ff path curl�ng round �n z�g-zags. "Well, comrades, let us take our
chance," sa�d they; then they stopped for a moment, l�fted the�r
wh�ps, gave a wh�stle, and the�r Tartar horses, spr�ng�ng from the
ground, stretched themselves l�ke snakes �n the a�r, flew over the
abyss, and leaped stra�ght �nto the Dn�ester. Only two r�ders m�ssed
the r�ver, fell on the rocks and rema�ned there for ever w�th the�r
steeds, not hav�ng had even t�me to utter a shr�ek. And the Cossacks
were already sw�mm�ng w�th the�r horses and loosen�ng the boats.
The Poles stopped before the prec�p�ce, astounded at the unheard-of
Cossack feat, and argu�ng whether they would jump or not? One
young colonel, w�th hot bo�l�ng blood �n h�s ve�ns, the brother of the
Pol�sh beauty who had bew�tched poor Andrew, d�d not rema�n long
th�nk�ng, he leaped at once after the Cossacks. Thr�ce d�d he wheel
round and round �n the a�r w�th h�s horse, and fell upon the rocks.
Tom to p�eces by the�r sharp po�nts, he d�sappeared �n the abyss,
and h�s bra�ns, m�ngled w�th blood, splashed the bushes wh�ch grew
on the uneven s�des of the chasm.
When Tarass Boolba recovered from the blow, and looked on the
Dn�ester, the Cossacks were already �n the boats and row�ng; bullets
after bullets flew from above, but d�d not reach them. And the eyes of
the old Ataman gleamed w�th joy.
"Fare ye well, comrades!" cr�ed he to them; "Remember me and fa�l
not to return here next spr�ng and enjoy yourselves. How now, dev�l's
Poles? do you th�nk there �s anyth�ng �n the world than can affr�ght a
Cossack? Wa�t a b�t; the t�me �s com�ng when you shall know what
the Russ�an fa�th �s! Already do nat�ons far and near forebode �t.
There shall ar�se a Czar �n Russ�a, and there shall be no power on
earth that shall not y�eld to h�s power"—



Meanwh�le the flames rose from the p�le and scorched h�s feet, and
spread over the tree—but here �n the world such flames, such
torments, power as can overcome the strength of a Russ�an?
No small r�ver �s the Dn�ester, many are �ts �nlets, �ts th�ck grown
reeds, �ts shallows, and �ts gulfs. Its m�rror-l�ke surface gl�tters, re-
echo�ng the r�ng�ng screams of the swans wh�ch proudly sw�m on �ts
stream. Many are the d�vers coloured b�rds that dwell �n �ts reeds and
on �ts banks.
The Cossacks sa�led fast �n the�r two-ruddered boats, the oars
splashed w�th measured stroke; they war�ly avo�ded the shoals,
scar�ng the b�rds, and talked of the�r Ataman.



[1] The meads of L�ttle Russ�a, L�thuan�a, and Poland are
renowned for the�r flavour, wh�ch, l�ke that of some w�nes,
�ncreases w�th be�ng kept. They are very strong and act espec�ally
on the legs, so that somet�mes a glass of mead �s suff�c�ent to
depr�ve the most exper�enced dr�nker of the use of h�s legs,
although h�s head may rema�n perfectly clear. Some ascr�be the
fact of so many Poles suffer�ng from gout to noth�ng more than the
�mmoderate use of mead.

[2] A sort of gu�tar pecul�ar to L�ttle Russ�a.
[3] Un�on, �n the Russ�an acceptat�on of the term, means the
m�xed rel�g�on, un�t�ng the r�tes of the Greek Church w�th the
dogmas of Popery, wh�ch was enforced by Poland upon L�ttle
Russ�a and L�thuan�a, and wh�ch gave the Poles occas�on to
comm�t the most abom�nable cruelt�es on the adherents of the
Greek Church, and roused the vengeance of the latter. A correct
and most str�ctly true p�cture of those struggles �s to be found �n
th�s tale.

[4] A rank �n Russ�an �rregular troops correspond�ng to that of
capta�n or commander of a company.
[5] The above-ment�oned college was placed under the orders of
an abbot, and the professors and tutors �n �t were monks.

[6] Formerly Saturday was a dreaded day �n Russ�an schools.
Every pup�l rece�ved on the even�ng of that day a severe flogg�ng
—the bad pup�ls as a pun�shment for the�r past m�sdeeds and
laz�ness, the good ones as a foretaste of what awa�ted them �n
case of the�r alter�ng the�r conduct. Some strange not�on ex�sted
of accustom�ng the pup�ls to endure bod�ly pa�n, and of g�v�ng a
per�od�cal �mpulse to the c�rculat�on of the�r blood, and th�s had
some connect�on w�th the barbarous system.
[7] A cossack�n means a Cossack's dress, wh�ch �s a coat
fastened by hooks down the m�ddle of the breast, and f�tt�ng
closely to the f�gure. It �s furn�shed w�th sk�rts wh�ch never
descend lower than the knee.

[8] Th�s �s a Russ�an custom st�ll observed. Before a departure
every one present s�ts down for a m�nute or two �n s�lence; then all
r�se at once, mak�ng the s�gn of the cross, and �nvok�ng the
protect�on of Heaven on the �ntended travellers.
[9] Voevoda, governor of a c�ty or prov�nce.



[10] The pup�ls �ntrusted to the care of the consuls (or elder
pup�ls).
[11] A spec�es of gu�tar.

[12]: A verst �s about two-th�rds of an Engl�sh m�le.
[13] Dwell�ngs.

[14] Rada, general assembly of the Cossacks, �n wh�ch every one
had a vo�ce, and wh�ch was summoned on �mportant occas�ons,
such as declarat�on of war, conclus�on of peace, or the elect�on of
the koschevoï ataman, supreme head of the Zaporogh�an
commonwealth.
[15] Supreme ch�ef of the Zaporogh�an Ss�echa.

[16] The elect�ve ch�ef of the kooren, subord�nate to the
Koschevoï Ataman.
[17] General assembly or counc�l.

[18] D�fferent sorts of gu�tars, common �n L�ttle Russ�a.
[19] The Russ�ans adorn the�r church �mages w�th metall�c (�.e.,
copper, s�lver, and golden) covers, wh�ch reproduce, �n basso-
rel�evo, the pa�nt�ng wh�ch �s placed under them, and of wh�ch
noth�ng but the flesh parts of the pa�nted sa�nt (�.e. the face, the
arms, hands, and somet�mes the feet) are left v�s�ble. Some of the
metall�c cloths, as they are called, are very heavy and costly;
upon some of them may be seen prec�ous stones of great value.

[20] That �s, �n the western part of L�ttle Russ�a, subjected to
Poland and governed by an elect�ve pr�nce (hetman), conf�rmed �n
h�s off�ce by the K�ng of Poland.
[21] These statements, as well as the subsequent, are str�ctly
h�stor�cal. The vexat�ons �nfl�cted by Pol�sh lords upon persons
profess�ng the Russ�an-Greek fa�th—not only at the t�mes spoken
of �n th�s tale, but even w�th�n the present century—account
suff�c�ently for the �nveterate and �ndel�ble hatred w�th wh�ch
Russ�ans look upon Poles.

[22] Truly h�stor�cal.
[23] The costume of the Pol�sh Jews cons�sts of a coat wh�ch
goes down to the heels. On the�r feet they usually wear sl�ppers.
The�r head �s covered w�th a closely f�tt�ng skull cap, from beneath
wh�ch on e�ther s�de hands a long lock of ha�r wh�ch, together w�th



the�r beard and mustach�os, form the sanctum sanctorum of the�r
persona.
[24] Common people �n Russ�a, even now, use no socks or
stock�ngs; but str�ps of l�nen, �n wh�ch they wrap the�r feet.

[25] A proverb�al express�on st�ll used by Russ�ans.
[26] Voevoda—governor of a c�ty or prov�nce.

[27] A d�sh somewhat l�ke starch, much used �n Russ�a by the
common people.
[28] The catacombs of the Peckerskoï (�.e., of the caverns)
clo�ster at K�eff, were, l�ke those of Rome, the places of worsh�p
and of bur�al of cenob�tes, whose rel�cs are st�ll preserved there by
the Russ�ans.

[29] The Pol�sh Jewesses, when marr�ed, follow very str�ctly the
prescr�pt�on of the�r law to h�de the�r ha�r and the�r ears; but, as a
compensat�on for not show�ng the�r beaut�ful ha�r, and wear�ng no
earr�ngs, they wear w�gs on the�r head, and p�eces of cloth
adorned w�th jewels over the�r ears.
[30] The Ss�em was one of the most �ncongruous phenomena of
the Pol�sh adm�n�strat�on. Every landed propr�etor had a vo�ce �n
th�s assembly, wh�ch was convoked on every �mportant occas�on:
such as the elect�on of a k�ng, the declarat�on of war, the
conclus�on of peace, &c., &c. The veto of a s�ngle member was,
de jure, suff�c�ent to put a stop to any pol�t�cal or adm�n�strat�ve
measure proposed to these assembl�es; de facto, however, the
k�ng ava�led h�mself of the support of some powerful magnates to
enforce the execut�on of h�s w�ll; but as th�s was only an
�nfr�ngement of the law, so �t never fa�led to exc�te the oppos�t�on
(very often, armed) of the malcontents. No wonder, then, �f the
Ss�ems, form�ng the supreme const�tuent power �n the state,
brought upon Poland the m�ser�es of wh�ch the h�story of that
country �s one long and un�nterrupted story.

[31] Pol�sh cu�rass�ers wore brass helmets adorned on each s�de
w�th small w�ngs, l�ke those allotted by mythology to the travell�ng
cap of the Greek Hermes. Some of them, also, wore large w�ngs
fastened to the�r cu�rass beh�nd the�r shoulders.
[32] The anc�ent fash�oned Pol�sh overcoats were put on over a
sleeve coat, from Wh�ch they were d�st�ngu�shed by the�r colour,
and had sleeves hang�ng beh�nd the shoulders, and somet�mes
hooked together on the back for conven�ence' sake.



[33] A very frequent pract�ce of the Turks w�th the�r Zaporogh�an
pr�soners was, to cover them w�th tar and then burn them al�ve.
[34] The arkan of the Cossacks �s l�ke the lasso of the Mex�cans—
a rope w�th a runn�ng sl�p-knot, wh�ch �s thrown over the object of
the Cossack's chase (a w�ld horse or an enemy). The Caucas�an
mounta�neers make use of the same �nstrument, and, l�ke the
Cossacks of yore, often drag the�r pr�soners at the�r horses' heels
w�th the knot round the�r neck or the�r wa�st—the other end of the
arkan be�ng t�ed to the saddle. Th�s pract�ce �nvoluntar�ly rem�nds
one of Ach�lles dragg�ng the body of Hector t�ed to h�s char�ot.

[35] Gentlemen Off�cers.
[36] The Nakaznoï or temporary Ataman was elected for ope
s�ngle campa�gn, dur�ng wh�ch he had the full power of the
Koschevoï, and at the conclus�on he res�gned �t to the latter.

[37] In the or�g�nal, there follows here a l�st of Cossacks' names,
perfectly un�nterest�ng: and almost unpronounceable to an Engl�sh
reader. In several other places they have also been om�tted.
[38] Constant�nople.

[39] Th�s �s a usual phrase �n Russ�an tales of olden t�mes, when
record�ng the deeds of kn�ghts f�ght�ng (for the most part s�ngly)
aga�nst swarms of �nf�dels.
[40] The Zaporogh�ans had the�r trowsers made (when they had
the means to do so) of the most costly cloth, espec�ally red, and to
express the�r contempt of luxury, besmeared them w�th tar. The
nagaïkas �s the Cossack wh�p, a weapon the �mpress�on of wh�ch
many a Frenchman bore on h�s back, after the �nvas�on of Russ�a
by Napoleon the Great. Its handle �s not more than half a yard
long, the lash, of the same length, cons�sts of an �ron w�re, pla�ted
all round w�th leathern thongs, term�nat�ng �n a square p�ece of
leather, about an �nch �n w�dth. A blow of the nagaïka may break a
bone, and a well-a�med stroke of �ts square end may cut out a
p�ece of flesh.

[41] Heydukes (properly haydooks) formed a select body �n the
Pol�sh army, and were recru�ted among the tallest and strongest
men.
[42] For an account of the Sse�m, see footnote 30.

[43] The �ntroduct�on of Pop�sh r�tes �nto the Greek Church.



[44] Boonchook �s the name of a Turk�sh standard, cons�st�ng of a
horse-ta�l na�led to a pole. The Cossacks also used them bes�des
banners, wh�ch bore the �mage of the Sav�our or the V�rg�n.
[45] All th�s �s truly h�stor�cal, and w�ll be read�ly bel�eved by any
one �n the least acqua�nted w�th the nat�onal character of the
Poles.
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