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BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCH.

We should not g�ve very much for the chances of a poor fr�endless
lad of feeble const�tut�on, vagrant d�spos�t�on, and an overpower�ng
taste for exc�tement, who should be turned adr�ft to sh�ft for h�mself
at an age when most young lads are st�ll safe at school. The fortunes
of such a one, �f adequately recorded, m�ght, and no doubt would, be
�nf�n�tely more engross�ng, �f less ed�fy�ng, than the humdrum
chron�cle of the steady clerk or pat�ent mechan�c; but a pr�son, or



workhouse �nf�rmary, m�ght safely be pred�cted as the ult�mate and
�nev�table receptacle of such a p�ece of human flotsam.
But now let us suppose—a handy suppos�t�on, I adm�t—that our
�mag�nary l�ttle nomad were endowed w�th that �llum�nat�ng spark we
call gen�us; let us suppose, too, that �n late boyhood, or early
manhood, he learnt to love letters, and del�berately set about
descr�b�ng h�s extraord�nary exper�ences, as well as the strange
bedfellows whom m�sery from t�me to t�me threw �n h�s way—what
p�quant, what grotesque pen-and-�nk sketches we m�ght expect from
such an �nsp�red ragamuff�n! It would be Ol�ver Tw�st or Humphrey
Cl�nker tell�ng h�s own tale w�thout the soften�ng �ntervent�on of Mr.
Charles D�ckens or Mr. Tob�as Smollett.
Let us further suppose not England but Russ�a to be the theatre of
our hero's m�ser�es and adventures, and the �nterest of the story w�ll
at once be �nf�n�tely enhanced. The odds would now be a thousand
to one aga�nst our hero's atta�n�ng to manhood at all, and a hundred
thousand to one aga�nst h�s ever atta�n�ng to authorsh�p. H�s r�sks
would be out of all proport�on to h�s chances. From f�rst to last
starvat�on would constantly dog h�s footsteps, and S�ber�an ex�le
would be the least terr�ble of a score of those adm�n�strat�ve
measures by means of wh�ch the servants of the Tsar wage
un�nterm�ttent warfare aga�nst the vagrant populat�on of the�r
master's �mmense Emp�re. The career, then, of a profess�onal tramp
�n Russ�a must needs be of trag�c �ntens�ty, and �t was my good
fortune, some e�ghteen months ago, �n the pages of "The P�lot," to
be the f�rst to call the attent�on of Engl�sh readers to the strange
h�story of a Russ�an tramp of gen�us, who �s, moreover, h�s own
chron�cler. Maks�m Gorky—Max�mus the B�tter—�s the pseudonym
del�berately chosen, at the outset of h�s career, by the young
Muscov�te author who �s at the present moment (and I do not even
except the revered name of Tolsto�) by far the most popular story-
teller �n the Russ�an Emp�re. The follow�ng br�ef b�ograph�cal sketch
of th�s remarkable man �s the best �ntroduct�on I can aff�x to th�s
select�on from Gorky's un�que "Razskazu�," �n all of wh�ch the author
has, more or less, embod�ed h�s gr�m exper�ences of l�fe beneath the
transparent ve�l of f�ct�on.



Aleksye� Maks�mov�ch Pyeshkov was born on March 14th, 1869, at
N�jn�-Novgorod. H�s mother Barbara was the daughter of a house
pa�nter and decorator, Vas�ly Kacher�n; h�s father was Maks�m
Savvat�ev Pyeshkov, an upholsterer of Perm. Aleksye�'s parents
seem to have been worthy, colourless people, and fa�rly well
educated for the�r stat�on; but they dw�ndle �nto �ns�gn�f�cance before
the�r respect�ve fathers. Young Pyeshkov's two grandfathers were
unden�ably men of character, self-made men of brutal energy, who
terror�zed the�r respect�ve fam�l�es, and were as hard and cold as the
money they worsh�pped. So severe, �ndeed, was the reg�men of
Aleksye�'s paternal grandfather, that h�s own son ran away from h�m
f�ve t�mes �n the course of seven years. On the f�fth occas�on he d�d
not return, but walked all the way (he was only seventeen) from
Tobolsk �n S�ber�a, where the fam�ly then l�ved, to N�jn�-Novgorod,
where he settled down as an apprent�ce to a cloth�er. F�ve years later
we f�nd h�m occupy�ng a respons�ble pos�t�on �n the off�ce of a
steamsh�p company at Astrakhan. Gorky's maternal grandfather may
well have been the prototype of Ignat Gordyeev, the most �mpress�ve
character �n Gorky's romance, "Thoma Gordyeev." Beg�nn�ng l�fe as
a raftsman on the Volga, �n the course of a short t�me he became a
man of substance, started a dye�ng factory at h�s nat�ve place, N�jn�-
Novgorod, was elected Starsh�na, or Ch�ef of the Traders' Gu�ld
there, and was generally looked up to by everyone but h�s wretched
daughter, whom he made more wretched st�ll when she threw herself
away—or so he accounted �t—on such a poor non-descr�pt as
Maks�m Pyeshkov.
The earl�er years of Aleksye� Pyeshkov were as uneventful as are
the years of most ch�ldren. In 1873, however, when he was only four
years old, he met w�th h�s f�rst m�sfortune: h�s roll�ng stone of a father
d�ed of cholera at Astrakhan. H�s mother re-marr�ed shortly
afterwards, and transferred h�m to the care of h�s grandfather, who
seems to have been k�nd to the l�ttle lad—cruel fathers are very often
�ndulgent grandfathers—and taught h�m to read w�th the a�d of the
Psalter and other l�turg�cal books, by way of prepar�ng h�m for
school, wh�ther he was presently sent But h�s regular school�ng
lasted no longer than f�ve months, for about th�s t�me h�s mother d�ed
of consumpt�on, and almost s�multaneously h�s last natural prop



gave way, h�s grandfather suddenly ru�n�ng h�mself utterly by over-
speculat�on. L�ttle Aleksye�, therefore, was obl�ged to exchange h�s
schoolroom for the shop of a cobbler to whom he was apprent�ced;
but after serv�ng h�s master for two months, he burnt one hand so
severely w�th bo�l�ng p�tch that he was pronounced useless to the
trade, and sent about h�s bus�ness.
On recover�ng from the effects of th�s acc�dent he was apprent�ced
by h�s k�nsfolk to a draughtsman, who treated h�m so harshly that he
ran away, becom�ng f�rst an ass�stant to an �kon-maker, and then a
turnsp�t on a steamer on the Volga. Here he met w�th an unexpected
p�ece of good luck. H�s new master, the cook on board the steamer,
Smurny by name, happened to be a lettered man of super�or ab�l�ty,
and he proved to be one of the best fr�ends young Pyeshkov ever
had. But for h�m, �ndeed, modern Russ�an L�terature �n all probab�l�ty
would now have been m�nus of one of �ts ch�ef ornaments. Smurny
awakened w�th�n the lad a love of l�terature, and placed at h�s
d�sposal h�s own l�ttle l�brary, a m�scellaneous collect�on enough, �n
wh�ch fantast�c l�ves of the Greek Orthodox Sa�nts and �nterm�nable
treat�ses on Freemasonry lay cheek by jowl; �t was, however, an
�nest�mable boon to Aleksye�, and �t �ncluded, at any rate, the works
of one �nd�sputable European class�c—Gogol—bes�des some of the
novels of Alexandre Dumas. Pyeshkov h�mself, �n h�s fragmentary
autob�ography, �ns�nuates that h�s chance encounter w�th the
cultured cook was a turn�ng-po�nt �n h�s career. "T�ll the advent of the
cook," says he, "I could not endure books, or, �ndeed, any sort of
pr�nted paper—passports �ncluded." Why he qu�tted Smurny we are
not told; but we do know that when he left the steamer to become a
gardener's ass�stant, he pursued h�s stud�es whenever and wherever
he had the chance. At the age of f�fteen, �ndeed, h�s th�rst for
learn�ng �nduced h�m to present h�mself at the gates of the Un�vers�ty
of Kazan, the great Volgan sem�nary, where Tolsto� had been
educated forty years earl�er, �n the naïve bel�ef that �nstruct�on of all
sorts was to be had there by anyone for the s�mple ask�ng. "I was
m�staken, �t appeared," he observes w�th pathet�c sarcasm, "so I
entered a b�scu�t factory at three roubles (6s.) a month." He has
related h�s exper�ences of th�s gr�nd�ng slavery �n a subterranean



"stone cage" �n that powerful story, "Twenty-S�x of Us and one
Other."[1]

"It was a gr�evous ev�l l�fe we l�ved w�th�n those th�ck walls.... We
rose at f�ve o'clock �n the morn�ng w�thout hav�ng had our sleep out,
and—stup�d and �nd�fferent—at s�x o'clock we were s�tt�ng at the
table to make b�scu�ts from dough already prepared for us by our
comrades wh�le we were st�ll sleep�ng.... Our master called us
n�ggers, and gave us rotten entra�ls for d�nner �nstead of butcher's
meat." No wonder he calls th�s drudgery "the hardest work I ever
exper�enced."
And here there �s a blank �n our b�ograph�cal record—a blank,
however, wh�ch may, part�ally, be f�lled up from conjecture. To th�s
per�od belongs, I op�ne, the f�rst of Pyeshkov's g�psy-l�ke wander�ngs
through Russ�a. The most casual reader of h�s tales �s struck at once
by h�s del�ght for the free, careless l�fe of a vagabond. The
just�f�cat�on, the ph�losophy of that l�fe, so to speak, he has put �nto
the mouth of that pr�nce of vagabonds, Promtov[2], ev�dently a real
person, whose ant�type Pyeshkov must have met w�th on h�s
rambles, and who �s one of h�s best creat�ons It was now, too, that he
must have made the acqua�ntance of the so-called "Bu�vsh�e Lyud�,"
[3]—or "Have-beens," whom he has �mmortal�zed �n so many of h�s
tales, that numerous and unhappy class who have fallen, beyond
recovery, from pos�t�ons of trust or emolument. These, too, were the
days when, as he tells us, "I sawed wood, dragged loads," and, �n
fact, d�d all sorts of �ll-pa�d, men�al labour. On the other hand, he
made the acqua�ntance of numerous students at Kazan, was
adm�tted �nto the�r clubs, and h�s unquenchable ardour for learn�ng
rev�ved. We do not know what he read dur�ng these years, but he
must have read a very great deal. None can take up h�s works
w�thout be�ng �mpressed by the r�chness and var�ety of h�s
vocabulary, and �t �s not too much to say that no other Russ�an wr�ter
ever uses, or has used, so many fore�gn terms (Engl�sh and French
espec�ally), or has co�ned so many new words from extraneous
western sources. It �s also pla�n from �nternal ev�dence that he has
stud�ed h�story, ph�losophy, and sc�ence w�th enthus�asm, and I
agree w�th those Russ�an cr�t�cs who compla�n that he has



ass�m�lated more N�etzsch�an�sm than �s good for h�m, although, on
the other hand, I cons�der that h�s obl�gat�ons to N�etzsche are far
less cons�derable than �s commonly supposed. And at the same t�me
he was consort�ng freely w�th ruff�ans of every descr�pt�on,[4] sleep�ng
round camp f�res w�th murderers and th�eves, for the sake of a crust
of bread, and once would actually have starved to death but for the
char�ty of a k�nd-hearted prost�tute[5] Naturally courageous, and w�th
the buoyancy of youth to hold h�m up, he seems to have endured
these hardsh�ps cheerfully enough, and a f�ne sunset, or a majest�c
seascape, or even a gl�mpse of the monotonous grandeur of the
endless steppe, would, as a rule, be compensat�on enough for the
fat�gues of a hard day at �ts close. But he, too, had h�s dark
moments, and �n 1888 (when only n�neteen) he tr�ed to comm�t
su�c�de from sheer wretchedness. Fortunately the bullet struck no
v�tal part, and he was nursed �nto convalescence at a hosp�tal �n
Kazan. "Hav�ng suff�c�ently recovered," says Gorky, sarcast�cally
summ�ng up h�s pos�t�on at th�s per�od, "I surv�ved �n order to devote
myself to the apple-sell�ng trade."
On qu�tt�ng Kazan, Pyeshkov appeared at Tsar�tsu�n, where, for a
t�me, he was a ra�lway porter. He was summoned from thence to h�s
nat�ve place, N�jn�-Novgorod, to serve as a recru�t. But Aleksye� was
not of the stuff of wh�ch sold�ers are made. "They don't take rubb�sh
l�ke me," he expla�ns, so he eked out a l�v�ng by sell�ng lager-beer �n
the streets t�ll he attracted the attent�on of the benevolent advocate,
A. J. Lan�n, who made young Pyeshkov h�s secretary.
Accord�ng to Gorky's own adm�ss�on, Lan�n had a cons�derable
�nfluence on h�s future development. But Gorky, who always felt
h�mself "out of place among �ntellectual folk," and has an
und�sgu�sed contempt for mere book-learn�ng, now qu�tted h�s patron
and returned to Tsar�tsu�n, whence he rambled through Southern
Russ�a, the Ukra�ne, and Bessarab�a, f�nally work�ng h�s way through
the Cr�mea and the Kuban D�str�ct to the Caucasus. The tour was
r�ch �n new exper�ences, and may be sa�d to have matured h�s
gen�us, and taught h�m more than whole l�brar�es of books could
have done, but he suffered terr�ble pr�vat�ons by the way. He made a
part�cular study dur�ng th�s per�od of the c�t�es of Southern Russ�a,



the�r commerc�al act�v�ty and the�r sh�ft�ng, nondescr�pt populat�on,
and that noble story, "Chelkash," wh�ch conta�ns h�s f�nest
descr�pt�ons of nature, was the ult�mate result of h�s exper�ences.
At T�fl�s he worked as a navvy for a t�me, and �n 1892 h�s f�rst pr�nted
story, "Makar Chudra," appeared �n the columns of the T�fl�s journal,
Kavkaz. I have descr�bed elsewhere[6] h�s dramat�c �ntroduct�on to
the aston�shed but apprec�at�ve ed�tor on that occas�on. Return�ng to
N�jn�-Novgorod, Gorky got several subsequent stor�es �nserted �n the
pr�nc�pal newspapers of the var�ous Volgan c�t�es; but he wrote but
l�ttle at th�s per�od, and that l�ttle d�d not w�n general favour.
In 1893 he made the acqua�ntance of the em�nent Russ�an wr�ter,
Korolenko, to whose encouragement he always attr�buted h�s
ult�mate success. Korolenko urged h�m to have done w�th tr�fles, a�m
h�gh, and, above all th�ngs, cult�vate h�s style. Shortly afterwards,
Gorky publ�shed h�s f�rst �nd�sputable masterp�ece, "Chelkash," No. 8
of the present collect�on, wh�ch opened "the b�g rev�ews" to the
young author, and made h�m famous. "Chelkash" was speed�ly
followed by a whole ser�es of v�v�d stor�es. In 1900 appeared h�s f�rst
romance, "Thoma Gordyeev," a d�sappo�nt�ng performance on the
whole, though not w�thout superlat�ve mer�ts. The descr�pt�ons of
Volgan scenery are magn�f�cent, and the character�zat�on �s masterly.
But �t �s far too long, and, the narrat�ve �s swamped by floods of
second-rate ph�losophy. A collect�on of all Gorky's works, under the
t�tle of "Razskazu�" (Tales), �s st�ll �n progress. At present Gorky �s,
w�thout doubt, by far the most popular author �n Russ�a, and the
author�t�es there have already pa�d h�m the compl�ment of brand�ng
h�s wr�t�ngs as even more dangerous than those of h�s veteran
contemporary, Count Leo Tolsto�. He �s also, I fancy, l�kely to g�ve
them much more trouble �n future than the Count, as h�s
temperament and gen�us are d�st�nctly of the volcan�c order.

R. NISBET BAIN.

[1] No. 2 of the present collect�on.
[2] In "A Roll�ng Stone."

[3] L�t., those who have been.
[4] See "In the Steppe."



[5] See "One Autumn N�ght."
[6] In the Monthly Rev�ew for December. In the same number of
the same per�od�cal appeared the f�rst Engl�sh translat�on of one
of Gorky's tales, cur�ously enough, the f�rst tale he wrote.

TALES FROM GORKY.

I.—IN THE STEPPE.

We qu�tted Perekop �n the v�lest sp�r�ts—hungry as wolves and at
war w�th all the world. In the course of a whole twelve hours we had
unsuccessfully employed all our talents and capab�l�t�es to earn or
steal someth�ng, and when we became conv�nced, at last, that
success was �mposs�ble e�ther way, we resolved to go further on.
Wh�ther? S�mply—further on.
Th�s resolut�on was unan�mous, and by mutual agreement.
Moreover, we were resolved to go further �n every respect. The
manner of l�fe we lately had been lead�ng was to be a mere start�ng-
po�nt, and although we d�d not so express ourselves aloud, �t blazed
forth pla�nly enough �n the sullen glare of our hungry eyes.
There were three of us, and we had all qu�te recently made one
another's acqua�ntance, hav�ng f�rst rubbed shoulders together at
Kherson, �n a l�ttle tavern on the banks of the Dn�eper.
One of us had been a sold�er of the ra�lway battal�on, and after that a
sort of upper road-mender on one of the Pol�sh roads; he was a red-
ha�red, muscular chap w�th cold grey eyes; he could speak German,
and was very �nt�mately acqua�nted w�th the m�nut�æ of pr�son l�fe.
Our fr�end d�d not l�ke to speak very much of h�s past for more or less
well-founded reasons, and �ndeed we all of us took each other on



trust, at least we ostens�bly took each other on trust, for, pr�vately,
not one of us even trusted h�mself.
When our second comrade, a w�thered l�ttle mann�k�n w�th small
teeth, always pressed together scept�cally—when our second
comrade, I say, speak�ng of h�mself, sa�d that he had formerly been a
student at the Un�vers�ty of Moscow, I and the sold�er accepted the
statement as a fact. In real�ty �t was all one to us whether he had
been a student, a ba�l�ff's man, or a th�ef. The only matter of any
�mportance to us was that at the moment of our f�rst acqua�ntance he
stood on our level, �n other words: he was starv�ng, engaged the
part�cular attent�on of the pol�ce �n the towns, was an object of
susp�c�on to the peasants �n the v�llages, hated everyone w�th the
hatred of an �mpotent, bated, and starv�ng w�ld beast, and was �ntent
on a un�versal vengeance—�n a word, he was of prec�sely the same
k�dney as ourselves.
M�sfortune �s the most durable cement for the jo�n�ng together of
natures even d�ametr�cally opposed to each other, and we were all
conv�nced of our r�ght to account ourselves unfortunate.
I was the th�rd. The modesty �nherent �n me from my earl�est years
forb�ds me to say a s�ngle word as to my mer�ts, and, not w�sh�ng to
seem naïve, I w�ll be ret�cent as to my defects. But by way of
supply�ng mater�als for an est�mate of my character, I w�ll add, �f you
l�ke, that I had always accounted myself better than other people,
and have successfully held to the same op�n�on down to th�s very
day.
Thus we emerged from Perekop and went further on, our object�ve
for that day be�ng the Chabans,[1] from whom �t �s always poss�ble to
cadge a l�ttle bread, and who very rarely turn tramps away empty-
handed.
I walked w�th the sold�er, "the student" was slouch�ng along beh�nd
us. On h�s shoulders hung someth�ng d�mly rem�n�scent of a pea-
jacket; on h�s head reposed a sharp, s�ngular, and smoothly cl�pped
fragment of a broad-br�mmed hat; grey breeches, covered w�th
var�egated patches, f�tted t�ghtly round h�s th�n l�ttle legs, and by way
of foot gear he made use of the leg of a boot wh�ch he had p�cked up



on the road, and attached to �ts proper place by means of l�ttle
bandages r�pped from the �nner l�n�ng of h�s costume. Th�s �nvent�on
he called sandals, and he shambled along �n s�lence, ra�s�ng a great
deal of dust, and bl�nk�ng around w�th h�s t�ny, green�sh l�ttle eyes.
The sold�er wore a red woollen sh�rt, wh�ch, to use h�s own words, he
had "ga�ned w�th h�s own hands" at Kherson; over the sh�rt he wore a
warm wadd�ng vest; on h�s head was a m�l�tary forage cap of
�ndeterm�nate colour, worn, accord�ng to the serv�ce regulat�ons,
"w�th the flap of the upper segment over the left brow"; on h�s legs
were broad baggy chumak trousers. He was barefooted.

[1] Shepherds of Southern Russ�a.

I also had clothes on and was barefooted.
On we went, and around us �n every d�rect�on, �n hero�c proport�ons,
stretched the steppe, covered by the blue sultry cupola of the
cloudless summer sky, and ly�ng before us l�ke a huge round black
platter. The grey dusty road �ntersected �t l�ke a broad r�bbon and
burnt our feet Here and there we fell �n w�th br�stly patches of
trampled-down corn, hav�ng a strange resemblance to the long
unshaven cheeks of the sold�er.
The sold�er marched along, s�ng�ng �n a hoarse bass:

"And thus, oh Holy Eastert�de,
Thy fame we s�ng and pr-r-ra�se."

Wh�le under arms he had held some sort of off�ce resembl�ng that of
clerk �n the battal�on church, and knew a countless number of
l�turg�cal snatches and fragments, the knowledge of wh�ch he
constantly abused every t�me our conversat�on happened to flag.
In front of us on the hor�zon certa�n forms w�th soft outl�nes and
pleasant shades of colour, from fa�nt l�lac to fresh p�nk, began to
stand forth prom�nently.
"Ev�dently those are the Cr�mean mounta�ns," sa�d "the student" w�th
a dry vo�ce.
"Mounta�ns?" cr�ed the sold�er, "�t's jolly early yet to see mounta�ns.
They are clouds—s�mply clouds. Don't you see—just l�ke cranberry



v�negar w�th m�lk."
I observed that �t would be �n the h�ghest degree acceptable �f they
were clouds and d�d �ndeed cons�st of cranberry v�negar. Th�s
suddenly awakened our hunger—the ev�l of our days.
"Deuce take �t!" growled the sold�er, sp�tt�ng a b�t; "�f only we could
fall �n w�th a s�ngle l�v�ng soul! There's nobody at all! We shall have to
do as the bears do �n w�nter-t�me and suck our own paws."
"I sa�d we ought to have gone towards �nhab�ted places," observed
"the student" d�dact�cally.
"You sa�d, d�d you!" the sold�er f�red up at once. "Talk—that's about
all you students are up to! What sort of �nhab�ted places are there
here? The Dev�l knows where they are."
"The student" was s�lent, he only pressed h�s l�ps t�ghtly together.
The sun was sett�ng, and the clouds on the hor�zon exh�b�ted a play
of colour of every shade that language fa�ls to grasp. There was a
smell of earth and of salt �n the a�r, and th�s dry and tasty smell
p�qued our appet�tes st�ll more.
There was a suck�ng sensat�on �n our stomachs, a strange and
unpleasant feel�ng. It seemed as �f the ju�ce was gradually tr�ckl�ng
out of every muscle �n our bod�es—tr�ckl�ng away somewh�ther, and
evaporat�ng, and that our muscles were los�ng the�r v�tal elast�c�ty. A
feel�ng of pr�ckly dryness f�lled the hollow of the mouth and throat,
there was a dull sensat�on �n our heads, and dark spots really arose
and flashed before our eyes. Somet�mes they took the form of
steam�ng p�eces of meat—nour�sh�ng beef. Memory prov�ded these
"v�s�ons of the past, dumb v�s�ons," w�th the�r own pecul�ar fragrance,
and then �t was just as �f a kn�fe were turn�ng round �n our stomachs.
We went along all the same, g�v�ng one another a descr�pt�on of our
feel�ngs, cast�ng angry s�delong glances about us �n case we m�ght
peradventure perce�ve a sheepfold, and l�sten�ng for the sharp creak
of a Tatar arba[2] carry�ng fru�t to the Armen�an bazaar.
But the steppe was desolate and vo�celess.



On the eve of th�s hard day we three had eaten four pounds of rye
bread and f�ve melons, had walked about th�rty-f�ve m�les—our
�ncome was scarcely equal to our expend�ture!—and after go�ng to
sleep �n the bazaar square at Perekop were awakened by hunger.
"The student" had very properly adv�sed us not to l�e down to sleep,
but �n the course of the n�ght to occupy ourselves w�th ... but �n
orderly soc�ety �t �s not cons�dered the r�ght th�ng openly to speak of
any project for �nfr�ng�ng the r�ghts of property, and I w�ll therefore
keep s�lence. I only want to be just and not rude to others even �n my
own �nterests. I know that people �n our h�ghly cultured days are
becom�ng more and more soft hearted, and even when they take
the�r ne�ghbours by the throat w�th the obv�ous �ntent�on of throttl�ng
them—they try to do �t w�th as much am�ab�l�ty as poss�ble, and w�th
the observance of all the cons�derat�on wh�ch the c�rcumstances w�ll
adm�t of. The exper�ence! of my own throat has caused me to
observe th�s progress �n morals, and I ma�nta�n, w�th a pleasant
feel�ng of conv�ct�on, that everyth�ng �n th�s world �s develop�ng
towards perfect�on. In part�cular th�s remarkable process �s sol�dly
establ�shed every year by the growth of pr�sons, taverns, and
tolerated houses.

[2] A two-wheeled cart used �n the Cr�mea.

Thus, swallow�ng the sp�ttle of hunger, and endeavour�ng by fr�endly
conversat�on to blunt the pangs of our stomachs, we went along the
desolate and s�lent steppe—went along �n the beaut�ful rays of the
sett�ng sun, full of a dull hope of someth�ng or other turn�ng up. In
front of us the sett�ng sun was s�lently van�sh�ng �n the m�dst of soft
clouds l�berally embell�shed by h�s rays, and beh�nd us and on both
s�des of us a dove-coloured m�st, r�s�ng from the steppe �nto the sky,
f�xed unalterably the d�sagreeable hor�zon surround�ng us.
"My brothers, let us collect mater�als for a camp f�re," sa�d the
sold�er, p�ck�ng up from the road a chump of wood; "we shall have to
make a n�ght of �t �n the steppe, and the dew �s about to fall ... cow-
dung, tw�gs—take anyth�ng!"
We d�spersed on the road �n var�ous d�rect�ons, and began to collect
dry grass and everyth�ng that could poss�bly burn. Every t�me we



chanced to bend down towards the ground a pass�onate des�re
se�zed upon our whole body to l�e down upon the earth—l�e there
�mmovably and eat the fat black stuff—eat a lot of �t, eat t�ll we could
eat no more, and then fall asleep. Only to eat!—�f we slept for
evermore afterwards—to chew and chew and feel the th�ck warm
mash flow gradually from our mouths along our dr�ed-up gullet and
food passages �nto our fam�shed, extenuated stomachs, burn�ng w�th
the des�re to suck up some sort of nutr�ment.
"If only we could f�nd some root or other!" s�ghed the sold�er; "there
are roots you can eat, you know."
But �n the black furrowed earth there were no roots. The southern
n�ght came on qu�ckly, and the last ray of the sun had scarce
d�sappeared when the stars were tw�nkl�ng �n the dark blue sky, and
around us, more and more sol�dly, were gather�ng the dark shadows,
and a smooth blankness engulfed the whole steppe.
"My brothers," sa�d "the student," "yonder to the left a man �s ly�ng."
"A man?"—the sold�er's tone was dub�ous—"what should he be ly�ng
there for?"
"Go and ask. He must certa�nly have bread w�th h�m �f he l�es down
�n the steppe," expla�ned "the student."
The sold�er looked �n the d�rect�on where the man lay, and sp�tt�ng
w�th dec�s�on, sa�d:
"Let us go to h�m!"
Only the keen, green eyes of "the student" could have made out that
the dark patch r�s�ng up some f�fty fathoms to the left of the road was
a man. We went towards h�m, qu�ckly stepp�ng over the ploughed-up
hummocks of earth, and we felt the hope of food new-born w�th�n us
put a fresh edge upon our hunger. We were already qu�te close—the
man d�d not move.
"Perhaps �t �s not a man at all!"—the sold�er had put �nto words the
thought common to us all.
But our doubts were resolved that selfsame �nstant, for the heap on
the ground suddenly began to move, grew �n s�ze, and we saw that �t



was a real l�v�ng man, now on h�s knees and stretch�ng towards us
an arm.
And he sa�d to us �n a hollow, tremulous vo�ce:
"Another step—and I f�re!"
A short and dry cl�ck resounded through the murky a�r.
We stopped short, as �f at the word of command, and were s�lent for
some seconds, dumfounded by such an unpleasant encounter.
"What a beast!" growled the sold�er express�vely.
"Well, I never!" sa�d "the student," reflect�vely, "to go about w�th a
revolver. A well-plucked one ev�dently!"
"Aye!" cr�ed the sold�er, "pretty resolute too."
The man never changed h�s pose, but rema�ned s�lent.
"H�e, you there! We won't touch you ... Only g�ve us some bread—
got any, eh? G�ve us some, my brother, for Chr�st's sake—be
anathema accursed one!"
The last words of the sold�er, naturally, were muttered between h�s
teeth.
The man was s�lent.
"Do you hear?" cr�ed the sold�er aga�n, w�th a spasm of rage and
despa�r. "G�ve us bread, we pray you! We won't go near to you—
throw �t to us!"
"All r�ght!" sa�d the man curtly.
He m�ght have sa�d "my dear brethren!" and �f he had poured �nto
these three Chr�st�an words the hol�est and purest feel�ngs they
would not have exc�ted us, they would not have human�zed us so
much, as d�d that short and hollow: "All r�ght!"
"Do not be afra�d of us, good man!" began the sold�er softly, and w�th
a sweet sm�le on h�s face, although the man could not have seen h�s
sm�le, for he was at least twenty paces d�stant from us.



"We are peaceful folks ... we are go�ng from Russ�a �nto the Kuban.
We have lost our money on the road, we have eaten all our
prov�s�ons, and th�s �s now the second four and twenty hours that we
haven't tasted a morsel...."
"Catch!" sa�d the good man, fl�ng�ng out h�s arm A black morsel
flashed towards us and fell on a hummock not very far from us. "The
student" fell upon �t.
"Catch aga�n!—aga�n! There �s no more!"
When "the student" had p�cked up th�s or�g�nal g�ft �t appeared that
we had four pounds of stale wheaten bread. It had been bur�ed �n the
earth and was very stale. The f�rst p�ece barely arrested our
attent�on, the second p�ece pleased us very much. Stale bread �s
more sat�sfy�ng than fresh bread, there �s less mo�sture �n �t.
"So—and so—and so!" sa�d the sold�er, concentrat�ng all h�s
attent�on on the d�v�s�on of the morsels. "Stay! That's fa�r, I th�nk! A
l�ttle corner ought to be n�bbled off your p�ece, student, for h�s"—he
meant m�ne—"�s too l�ttle."
"The student," w�thout a murmur, subm�tted to the subtract�on from
h�s port�on of about an ounce �n we�ght. I snatched �t, and popped �t
�nto my mouth.
I began to chew �t, chew �t gradually, scarce able to control the
convuls�ve movement of my jaws, ready to pulver�ze a stone. It
afforded me a keen del�ght to feel the jerky throbs of my gullet, and
to be able, by l�ttle and l�ttle, to grat�fy �t w�th l�ttle r�vulets of
nutr�ment. Mouthful after mouthful, warm and �nexpl�cably,
�ndescr�bably tasty, penetrated at last to my burn�ng stomach, and
seemed �nstantly to turn �nto blood and muscle. Del�ght, such a
strange, calm, and v�v�fy�ng del�ght, warmed my heart proport�onately
to the f�ll�ng of my stomach, and my general cond�t�on was s�m�lar to
that of someone half asleep. I forgot all about those accursed days
of chron�c hunger, and I forgot about my comrades engulfed �n the
rapture of those very feel�ngs wh�ch I myself had just exper�enced.
But when I had cast from my palm �nto my mouth the last crumb of
bread, I felt a mortal des�re for more.



"He must have about h�m—anathemas sm�te h�m!—some tallow or a
b�t of meat," cr�ed the sold�er, s�tt�ng down on the ground oppos�te to
me and rubb�ng h�s belly w�th h�s hands.
"Certa�nly, for the bread has a smell of meat.... Yes, and he has more
bread, I'll be bound," sa�d "the student," and he added very qu�etly, "�f
only he hadn't a revolver!"
"Who �s he, I wonder?"
"A hound!" sa�d the sold�er dec�dedly.
We sat together �n a close group and cast s�delong glances �n the
d�rect�on where sat our benefactor w�th h�s revolver. Not a sound, not
a s�gn of l�fe now proceeded from that quarter.
N�ght had assembled her dark forces all around us. Mortally st�ll �t
was �n the steppe there—we could hear each other's breath. Now
and then from somewh�ther resounded the melancholy wh�stle of the
susl�k[3].... The stars, the br�ght flowers of heaven, shone down upon
us ... We wanted more to eat.

[3] The earless marmot of the steppe.

W�th pr�de I say �t—I was ne�ther better nor worse than my casual
comrades on th�s somewhat strange n�ght. I persuaded them to get
up and go towards th�s man. We need not touch h�m, but we would
eat everyth�ng we found upon h�m. He would f�re—let h�m! Out of
three of us only one could fall, even �f one fell at all, and even �f one
of us d�d fall, a mere revolver bullet would scarcely be the death of
h�m.
"Let us go," sa�d the sold�er, leap�ng to h�s feet.
"The student" rose to h�s feet more slowly than the sold�er.
And we went, we almost ran. "The student" kept well beh�nd us.
"Comrade!" cr�ed the sold�er reproachfully.
There met us a dull report and the sharp sound of a snapp�ng tr�gger.
There was a flash and the dry report of a f�rearm.



"It �s over!" yelled the sold�er joyfully, and w�th a s�ngle bound he was
level w�th the man. "Now, you dev�l, I am go�ng to have �t out w�th
you."
"The student" flung h�mself on the knapsack.
"The dev�l" fell from h�s knees on to h�s back, and stretch�ng out h�s
arms gave forth a chok�ng sound.
"What the deuce!" cr�ed the aston�shed sold�er �n the very act of
ra�s�ng h�s foot to g�ve the man a k�ck. "What �s he groan�ng for l�ke
that? H�e! H�e you! What's the matter? Have you shot yourself or
what?"
"There's meat and some pancakes and bread—a whole lot, my
brothers!"—and the vo�ce of "the student" crowed w�th del�ght.
"But what the deuce a�ls h�m?—he �s at the last gasp! Come then, let
us eat, my fr�ends!" cr�ed the sold�er. I had taken the revolver out of
the hand of the man who had ceased to groan, and now lay
mot�onless. There was only a s�ngle cartr�dge �n the cartr�dge-box.
Aga�n we ate—ate �n s�lence. The man also lay there �n s�lence, not
mov�ng a l�mb. We pa�d no attent�on to h�m whatever.
"My brothers, I suppose you have done all th�s s�mply for the sake of
bread?" suddenly excla�med a hoarse and tremulous vo�ce.
We all started. "The student" even swallowed a crumb, and bend�ng
low towards the ground fell a cough�ng.
The sold�er �n the m�dst of h�s chew�ng became abus�ve.
"You soul of a dog! Take care I don't hack you l�ke a clod of wood! Or
would you prefer us to flay you al�ve, eh?—It was ours because we
wanted �t Shut your fool�sh mouth, you unclean sp�r�t! A pretty th�ng!
—To go about armed and f�re at folks! May you be anathema!"
He cursed wh�le he ate, and for that reason h�s curs�ng lost all �ts
express�on and force.
"Wa�t t�ll we have eaten our f�ll and then we'll settle accounts w�th
you," remarked "the student" v�c�ously.



And then through the s�lence of the n�ght resounded a wa�l�ng cry
wh�ch fr�ghtened us.
"My brothers ... how could I tell? I f�red because I was fr�ghtened. I
am go�ng from New Athos ... to the Government of Smolensk ... Oh,
Lord! The fever has caught me ... �t burns me up l�ke the sun ... woe
�s me! Even when I left Athos the fever was upon me ... I was do�ng
some carpenter's work ... I am a carpenter by trade ... At home �s my
w�fe and two l�ttle g�rls ... for three or four years I have not seen them
... my brothers ... you know all!"
"We are eat�ng, don't bother," sa�d "the student."
"Lord God! �f only I had known that you were qu�et peaceable folks ...
do you th�nk I would have f�red? And here �n the steppe too, at n�ght,
my brothers, you cannot say I am gu�lty, surely?"
He spoke and he wept, or to speak more accurately, he uttered a
sort of tremulous terr�f�ed howl.
"He's a m�ser!" sa�d the sold�er contemptuously.
"He must have money about h�m," observed "the student."
The sold�er w�nked, looked at h�m, and sm�led.
"How sharp you are ... I say, g�ve us some of the f�rewood here, and
we'll l�ght up and go to sleep."
"And how about h�m?" �nqu�red "the student."
"The deuce take h�m! He may roast h�mself w�th us �f he l�kes—
what?"
"He m�ght follow us!" and "the student" shook h�s sharp head.
We went to fetch the mater�als we had collected, threw them down
where the carpenter had brought us to a standst�ll w�th h�s
threaten�ng cry, set l�ght to them, and soon were s�tt�ng round a
bonf�re. It burnt qu�etly �n the w�ndless n�ght and l�ghted up the t�ny
space occup�ed by us. We ached to go to sleep, though for all that
we should have l�ked a l�ttle more supper f�rst.



"My brothers!" the carpenter called to us. He was ly�ng three yards
off, and somet�mes �t seemed to me that he was wh�sper�ng
someth�ng.
"Well!" sa�d the sold�er.
"May I come to you—to the f�re? I am about to d�e ... all my bones
are broken Oh, Lord! �t �s pla�n to me that I shall never l�ve to get
home."
"Crawl along then,"—�t was "the student" who dec�ded.
Very gradually, as �f fear�ng to lose hand or foot, the carpenter
moved along the ground towards the f�re. He was a tall and fr�ghtfully
wasted man, every part of h�m seemed to be qu�ver�ng, and h�s large
d�m eyes expressed the pa�n that was consum�ng h�m. H�s shr�velled
face was very bony, and had �n the l�ght of the f�re a yellow�sh earthy
cadaverous colour. He was st�ll tremulous, and exc�ted our
contemptuous p�ty. Stretch�ng h�s long th�n hands towards the f�re, he
rubbed h�s bony f�ngers, and kneaded the�r jo�nts slowly and wear�ly.
At last �t went aga�nst us to look at h�m.
"What do you cut such a f�gure for, and why do you go on foot?—to
save expense, eh?" asked the sold�er surl�ly.
"I was so adv�sed ... don't go, sa�d they, by water, but go by way of
the Cr�mea, for the a�r, they sa�d. And lo! I cannot go, I am dy�ng, my
brothers. I shall d�e alone �n the steppe ... the b�rds w�ll p�ck my
bones and nobody w�ll know about �t ... My w�fe ... my l�ttle daughters
w�ll be wa�t�ng for me ... I wrote to them ... and my bones w�ll be
washed by the ra�ns of the steppe ... Lord, Lord!"
He uttered the angu�shed howl of a wounded wolf.
"Oh, the dev�l!" cr�ed the sold�er, wax�ng wrath, and spr�ng�ng to h�s
feet. "How you wh�ne! Can't you leave folks �n peace! You're dy�ng,
eh? Well, d�e then, and hold your tongue ... What use are you to
anyone? Shut up!"
"G�ve h�m one on the chump!" suggested "the student."
"L�e down and sleep!" sa�d I, "and �f you want to be by the f�re, don't
howl, really, you know...."



"Now you have heard," sa�d the sold�er savagely, "pray understand.
You fancy we shall p�ty you and pay attent�on to you because you
flung bread to us and f�red bullets at us, do you? You sour-faced
dev�l you! Others would have... Ugh!"
The sold�er ceased and stretched h�mself on the ground.
"The student" was already ly�ng down I lay down too. The fr�ghtened
carpenter huddled h�mself �nto a heap, and edg�ng gradually towards
the f�re began to look at �t �n s�lence. I lay on h�s r�ght, and heard how
h�s teeth chattered. "The student" lay on h�s left, and appeared to
have gone to sleep stra�ght off after roll�ng h�mself �nto a ball. The
sold�er, plac�ng h�s hands beneath h�s head, lay face upwards, and
looked at the sky.
"What a n�ght, eh?—what a lot of stars!—and warm, too!" sa�d he,
turn�ng to me after a t�me. "What a sky—a bed-top, not a sky. Fr�end,
I love th�s vagabond l�fe. It �s cold and hungry, but then �t �s as free as
the a�r ... You have no super�or over you ... you are the master of
your own l�fe ... Though you b�te your own head off, nobody can say
a word to you ... It �s good ... I have been very hungry and very angry
these last few days ... and now I am ly�ng here as �f noth�ng had
happened and look at the sky ... The stars bl�nk at me ... It �s just as
�f they were say�ng: What matters �t, Lakut�n; go and know, and be
subject to nobody on th�s earth ... There you are ... my heart �s
happy. And how �s �t w�th you, eh, carpenter? Don't be angry w�th
me, and fear noth�ng. We ate up your food, I know, but �t doesn't
matter; you had food and we had none, so we ate up yours. And you
are a savage fellow, you go about f�r�ng bullets. Are you not aware
that bullets may do a man harm? I was very angry w�th you a l�ttle
wh�le ago, and �f you had not fallen down I should have well trounced
you, my brother, for your cheek. But as to the food—to-morrow you
can go back to Perekop and buy some there ... you have money ... I
know �t ... How long �s �t s�nce you caught the fever?"
For a long t�me the deep bass of the sold�er and the tremulous vo�ce
of the s�ck carpenter hummed �n my ears. The n�ght was dark,
almost black, obl�terat�ng everyth�ng here below, and a fresh sappy
breeze streamed out of �ts bosom.



A un�form l�ght and an enl�ven�ng warmth proceeded from the f�re.
One's eyes closed �nsens�bly, and before them, as �f seen through a
v�s�on, passed someth�ng sooth�ng and pur�fy�ng.

"Get up! awake! Let us go!"
I opened my eyes w�th a feel�ng of terror and qu�ckly sprang to my
feet, the sold�er help�ng by pull�ng me v�olently from the ground by
the arm.
"Come, look al�ve! March!"
H�s face was gr�m and anx�ous. I looked around me. The sun was
r�s�ng, and h�s rosy rays already lay upon the �mmovable and dark
blue face of the carpenter. H�s mouth was open, h�s eyes projected
far out of the�r sockets, and stared w�th a glassy look express�ve of
horror. The clothes cover�ng h�s bosom were all torn, and he lay �n
an unnatural, broken-up sort of pose. There was no s�gn of "the
student."
"Well, have you looked your f�ll!... Come on, I say!" sa�d the sold�er
exc�tedly, dragg�ng at my sleeve.
"Is he dead?" I asked, sh�ver�ng �n the fresh morn�ng a�r.
"Certa�nly. And he m�ght have throttled you ... and you m�ght have
d�ed," expla�ned the sold�er.
"He! Who? 'The Student'?" I excla�med.
"Well, who else? It wasn't you, eh? And I suppose you won't say �t
was—me? Well, so much for your bookworms! He managed very
cleverly w�th the man ... and has left h�s comrades �n the lurch. Had I
suspected �t, I could have k�lled 'the student' yesterday even�ng. I
could have k�lled h�m at a blow ... Smash w�th my f�st on h�s
forehead, and there would have been one blackguard the less �n the
world. See what he has done, and remember �t! Now we must move
on so that not a human eye may see us �n the steppe. Do you
understand? Recollect, we came upon the carpenter to-day, throttled



and plundered. And we'll search for our brother ... f�nd out �n what
d�rect�on he went, and where he passed the n�ght. Well, suppose
they se�ze us ... although we have noth�ng upon us ... except h�s
revolver �n my bosom!"
"Throw �t away," I adv�sed the sold�er.
"Throw �t away?" sa�d he thoughtfully, "why �t's a prec�ous th�ng. And
then, too, they may not se�ze us yet ... No, I'll not chuck �t ... Who
knows that the carpenter carr�ed arms? I'll not chuck �t ... It's worth
three roubles ... And there's a bullet �n �t. How I should l�ke to f�re th�s
selfsame bullet �nto the ear of our dear comrade! I wonder how much
money he f�lched, the hound! May he be anathema!"
"And there are the carpenter's l�ttle daughters!" sa�d I.
"Daughters? What?... Well, they'll grow up, and �t's not for us to f�nd
them husbands; they don't concern us at all ... Let us go, my brother,
qu�ckly. Wh�ther shall we go?"
"I don't know ... �t's all one to me."
"And I don't know, and I know �t �s all one. Let us go to the r�ght ... the
sea must be there."
We went to the r�ght.
I turned to look back. Far away from us �n the steppe rose a dark
l�ttle mound, and on �t the sun was sh�n�ng.
"Are you look�ng to see whether he w�ll r�se aga�n? Don't be afra�d,
he won't r�se up to pursue us. The scholar �s ev�dently a chap up to a
dodge or two, and dealt w�th the case thoroughly. Well, he has
saddled us w�th �t f�nely. And our comrade too! Ah, my brother! Folks
are degenerat�ng! From year to year they degenerate more and
more," observed the sold�er sadly.
The steppe, speechless and desolate, flooded by the br�ght morn�ng
sun, unfolded �tself all around us, blend�ng on the hor�zon w�th the
sky, so br�ght and fr�endly and lav�sh of l�ght, that any black and
�n�qu�tous deed seemed �mposs�ble �n the m�dst of the grand
spac�ousness of that free expanse, covered by the blue cupola of
heaven.



"Feel hungry, brother?" sa�d the sold�er, tw�st�ng h�mself a c�garette
out of h�s makharka.[4]

"Where are we go�ng to-day, and how?"
"That's the quest�on!"

Here the narrator—my next ne�ghbour �n the hosp�tal hammock—
broke off h�s story and sa�d to me:
"That's all. I became very fr�endly w�th th�s sold�er, and accompan�ed
h�m all the way to the Kars D�str�ct. He was a good and very
exper�enced l�ttle fellow, a typ�cal barelegged vagrant. I respected
h�m. We went together all the way to As�a M�nor, and then we lost
s�ght of each other."



[4] Peasant's tobacco.

"D�d you th�nk somet�mes of the carpenter?" I asked.
"As you see—or as you hear."
"And there was noth�ng more?"
He sm�led.
"What ought my feel�ngs to have been �n such a case—do you mean
that? I was not to blame foe what happened to h�m, just as you are
not to blame for what has happened to me. And nobody �s to blame
for anyth�ng, for all of us al�ke are—beasts of the same k�dney."

II.—TWENTY-SIX OF US AND ONE OTHER.[1]

[1] Wr�tten �n 1899.

There were twenty-s�x of us—twenty-s�x l�v�ng mach�nes shut up �n a
damp cellar, where from morn�ng to even�ng, we kneaded dough to
make cakes and b�scu�ts. The w�ndows of our cellar looked upon a
d�tch yawn�ng open before them and crammed full of br�cks, green
w�th damp; the w�ndow-frames were partly covered from the outs�de
by an �ron grat�ng, and the l�ght of the sun could not reach us through
the w�ndow-panes covered w�th flour dust Our master had closed up
the w�ndows w�th �ron �n order that we m�ght not g�ve away a morsel
of h�s bread to the poor, or to those of our comrades who were l�v�ng
w�thout work, and therefore starv�ng; our master called us galley-
slaves, and gave us rotten entra�ls for d�nner �nstead of butcher's
meat.
It was a narrow, stuffy l�fe we l�ved �n that stone cage beneath the
low and heavy rafters covered w�th soot and cobwebs. It was a
gr�evous ev�l l�fe we l�ved w�th�n those th�ck walls, plastered over w�th
patches of d�rt and mould.... We rose at f�ve o'clock �n the morn�ng,
w�thout hav�ng had our sleep out, and—stup�d and �nd�fferent—at s�x
o'clock we were s�tt�ng beh�nd the table to make b�scu�ts from dough



already prepared for us by our comrades wh�le we were st�ll
sleep�ng. And the whole day, from early morn�ng to ten o'clock at
n�ght, some of us sat at the table knead�ng the yeasty dough and
rock�ng to and fro so as not to get benumbed, wh�le the others m�xed
the flour w�th water. And all day long, dream�ly and wear�ly, the
bo�l�ng water hummed �n the cauldron where the b�scu�ts were
steamed, and the shovel of the baker rasped sw�ftly and ev�lly upon
our ears from beneath the oven as often as �t flung down baked b�ts
of dough on the burn�ng br�cks. From morn�ng to even�ng, �n one
corner of the stove, they burned wood, and the red reflect�on of the
flames fl�ckered on the wall of the workshop as �f s�lently laugh�ng at
us. The huge stove was l�ke the m�sshapen head of some fa�ry-tale
monster—�t seemed to st�ck out from under the ground, open�ng �ts
w�de throat full of br�ght f�re, breath�ng hotly upon us, and regard�ng
our endless labour w�th �ts two black vent-holes just over �ts
forehead. Those two deep cav�t�es were l�ke eyes—the pass�onless
and p�t�less eyes of a monster; they always regarded us w�th one
and the same sort of dark look, as �f they were weary of look�ng at
the�r slaves and, not expect�ng anyth�ng human from us, desp�sed us
w�th the cold contempt of worldly w�sdom.
From day to day �n torment�ng dust, �n d�rt brought �n by our feet from
the yard, �n a dense malodorous steam�ng vapour, we kneaded
dough and made b�scu�ts, mo�sten�ng them w�th our sweat, and we
hated our work w�th a b�tter hatred; we never ate of that wh�ch came
forth from our hands, preferr�ng black bread to the b�scu�ts. S�tt�ng
beh�nd the long table, face to face w�th each other, n�ne over aga�nst
n�ne, we mechan�cally used our arms and f�ngers dur�ng the long
hours, and were so accustomed to our work that we no longer
not�ced our own movements. And we had exam�ned one another so
thoroughly that everyone of us knew all the wr�nkles �n the faces of
h�s comrades. We had noth�ng to talk about, so we got accustomed
to talk�ng about noth�ng, and were s�lent the whole t�me unless we
quarrelled—there �s always a way to make a man quarrel, espec�ally
�f he be a comrade. But �t was rarely that we even quarrelled—how
can a man be up to much �f he �s half dead, �f he �s l�ke a f�gure-head,
�f h�s feel�ngs are blunted by gr�evous labour? But s�lence �s only a
terror and a torture to those who have already sa�d all they have to



say and can say no more; but for people who have not begun to f�nd
the�r vo�ces, s�lence �s s�mple and easy.... Somet�mes, however, we
sang; �t came about �n th�s way. One of us �n the m�dst of h�s work
would suddenly wh�nny l�ke a t�red horse and beg�n to croon very
softly one of those protracted d�tt�es, the sadly caress�ng mot�f of
wh�ch always l�ghtens the heav�ness of the s�nger's soul. One of us
would beg�n s�ng�ng, I say, and the rest would, at f�rst, merely l�sten
to h�s lonely song, and beneath the heavy roof of the cellar h�s song
would fl�cker and d�e out l�ke a t�ny camp-f�re �n the steppe on a grey
autumn n�ght when the grey sky hangs over the earth l�ke a leaden
roof. Presently the f�rst s�nger would be jo�ned by another, and then
two vo�ces, softly and sadly, would float upwards from the st�fl�ng
heat of our narrow d�tch. And then, suddenly, several vo�ces together
would lay hold of the song, and the song would swell forth l�ke a
wave, and become stronger and more sonorous, and seem to
ampl�fy the heavy grey walls of our stony pr�son.
And so �t came about that the whole s�x-and-twenty of us would f�nd
ourselves s�ng�ng—our susta�ned, sonorous concert would f�ll the
work-room, and the song would seem not to have room enough
there�n. It would beat aga�nst the stone wall, wa�l, weep, st�r w�th�n
the benumbed heart the sensat�on of a gentle t�ckl�ng ache, re-open
old wounds �n �t, and awake �t to angu�sh. The s�ngers would s�gh
deeply and heav�ly; one of them would unexpectedly break off h�s
own song and l�sten to the s�ng�ng of h�s comrades, and then h�s
vo�ce would blend once more w�th the common b�llow of sound.
Another of us, perhaps, would utter an angu�shed "Ah!" and then
cont�nue s�ng�ng w�th fast-closed eyes. No doubt the broad dense
wave of sound presented �tself to h�s m�nd as a road stretch�ng far,
far away—a broad road l�t up by the br�ght sun, w�th he h�mself
walk�ng along that road.
And all the t�me the flame of the furnace was fl�cker�ng and the
baker's shovel was harshly scrap�ng the br�ck floor, and the bo�l�ng
water was humm�ng �n the cauldron, and the reflect�on of the f�re was
qu�ver�ng on the wall and laugh�ng at us no�selessly.... And we were
wa�l�ng forth �n the words of others our dull m�sery, the heavy
angu�sh of l�v�ng be�ngs depr�ved of the sun, the angu�sh of slaves.



Thus we l�ved, twenty-s�x of us, �n the cellar of a large stone house,
and l�fe was as gr�evous to us as �f all the three upper storeys of th�s
house had been bu�lt r�ght upon our very shoulders.

But, bes�des the s�ng�ng, we had one other good th�ng—a th�ng we
set great store by and wh�ch, poss�bly, stood to us �n the place of
sunsh�ne. In the second storey of our house was a gold-embro�dery
factory, and amongst the numerous factory g�rls employed there was
a damsel s�xteen years old, Tanya by name. Every morn�ng she
would come to the l�ttle w�ndow p�erced through the door �n the wall
of our workshop, and press�ng aga�nst �t her t�ny rosy face, w�th �ts
merry blue eyes, would cry to us w�th a mus�cal, fr�endly vo�ce: "Poor
l�ttle pr�soners! g�ve me some l�ttle b�scu�ts!"
All of us would �nstantly turn round at the fam�l�ar sound of that br�ght
vo�ce, and gaze good-naturedly and joyously at the pure v�rg�nal l�ttle
face sm�l�ng upon us so glor�ously. It became a usual and very
pleasant th�ng for us to see the l�ttle nose pressed aga�nst the
w�ndow-pane, to see the t�ny wh�te teeth gleam�ng from under the
rosy l�ps parted by a sm�le. There would then be a general rush to
open the door, each one trampl�ng upon h�s fellows �n h�s haste, and
then �n she would come, always so br�ght and pleasant, and stand
before us, her head perched a l�ttle on one s�de, hold�ng up her
apron and sm�l�ng all the t�me. The long th�ck locks of her chestnut
ha�r, fall�ng across her shoulders, lay upon her breast. We d�rty,
gr�my, m�sshapen wretches stood there look�ng up at her—the
threshold of the door was four steps above the level of the floor—we
had to ra�se our heads to look at her, we would w�sh her good
morn�ng, and would address her �n espec�al language—the words
seemed to come to us expressly for her and for her alone. When we
conversed w�th her our vo�ces were gentler than usual, and our jests
were less rough. We had qu�te pecul�ar and d�fferent manners—and
all for her. The baker would take out of the oven a shovelful of the
rudd�est, best toasted b�scu�ts, and sk�lfully fl�ng them �nto Tanya's
apron.



"Take care you don't fall �nto the clutches of the master!" we would
always caut�on her. And she, rogu�shly laugh�ng, would call to us:
"Good-bye, l�ttle pr�soners," and van�sh as qu�ckly as a l�ttle mouse.
Only—long after her departure, we would talk pleasantly about her
among ourselves; we always sa�d the same th�ng, and we sa�d �t late
and early, because she and we and everyth�ng around us was
always the same early and late. It �s a heavy torment for a man to
l�ve where everyth�ng around h�m �s unchang�ng, and �f th�s does not
k�ll the soul w�th�n h�m, the longer he l�ves the more torment�ng w�ll
the �mmob�l�ty of h�s env�ronment become. We always spoke of
women �n such a way that somet�mes �t went aga�nst the gra�n w�th
us to l�sten to our own coarse, shameful speeches, and �t w�ll be
understood that the sort of women we knew were unworthy to be
alluded to �n any other way. But we never spoke �ll of Tanya. None of
us ever perm�tted h�mself to lay so much as a f�nger upon her; nay,
more, she never heard a loose jest from any of us. Poss�bly th�s was
because she never rema�ned very long w�th us: she tw�nkled before
our eyes l�ke a star fall�ng from heaven and van�shed; but, poss�bly
also, �t was because she was so t�ny and so very pretty, and
everyth�ng beaut�ful awakens respect for �t even �n coarse people.
And there was someth�ng else. Although our pr�son-l�ke labour had
made dull brutes of us, for all that we were st�ll human be�ngs, and,
l�ke all human be�ngs, we could not l�ve w�thout worsh�pp�ng
someth�ng or other. We had noth�ng better than she, and nobody but
she took any not�ce of us who l�ved �n that vault; nobody, though
scores of people l�ved �n that house. And f�nally—and that, after all,
was the ch�ef th�ng—we all of us accounted her as �n some sort our
own, as, �n some sort, only ex�st�ng thanks to our b�scu�ts; we looked
upon �t as our duty to g�ve her b�scu�ts p�p�ng hot, and th�s became to
us a da�ly sacr�f�ce to our �dol; �t became almost a sacred off�ce, and
every day bound us to her more and more. Bes�des the b�scu�ts we
gave to Tanya a good deal of adv�ce—she was to put on warmer
clothes, not run rap�dly upsta�rs, not to carry heavy loads of wood.
She l�stened to our adv�ce w�th a sm�le, responded to �t w�th laughter,
and never followed �t at all; but we were not offended w�th her on that
account, we only wanted to show her that we were tak�ng care of
her.



Somet�mes she asked us to do d�fferent th�ngs for her; such, for
�nstance, as to open the heavy cellar door, to chop up wood and so
on, and we joyfully, nay, w�th a sort of pr�de, d�d for her all that she
asked us to do.
But, once, when one of us asked her to mend h�s only sh�rt, she
sn�ffed contemptuously and sa�d: "What next! do you th�nk I've
noth�ng better to do."
We laughed heart�ly at the s�lly fellow—and never asked her to do
anyth�ng more. We loved her—and when that �s sa�d all �s sa�d. A
man always wants to lay h�s love upon someone, although somet�me
he may crush her beneath the we�ght of �t, and somet�mes he may
so�l her; he may po�son the l�fe of h�s ne�ghbour w�th h�s love,
because �n lov�ng he does not revere the beloved. We were obl�ged
to love Tanya because we had none else to love.
At t�mes one or other of us would beg�n to reason about �t l�ke th�s:
"Why are we spo�l�ng the wench l�ke th�s? What �s there �n her after
all? Eh? We are mak�ng a great deal of fuss about her!"
The fellow who ventured to use such language was pretty roughly
snubbed, I can tell you. We wanted someth�ng to love, we had found
what we wanted, and we loved �t; and what we s�x-and-twenty loved
was bound to be �nv�olate, because �t was our holy shr�ne, and
everyone who ran contrary to us �n th�s matter was our enemy. No
doubt people often love what �s not really good—but here we were,
all twenty-s�x of us, �n the same boat, and therefore what we
cons�dered dear we would have others regard as sacred.

Bes�des the b�scu�t factory our master had a fancy-bakery; �t was
located �n the same house, and only separated from our hole by a
wall; but the fancy-bakers—there were four of them—kept us at
arm's-length, cons�der�ng the�r work as cleaner than ours, and for
that reason cons�der�ng themselves as better than we. So they d�d
not come �nto our workshop, and laughed contemptuously at us
when they met us �n the yard. We, too, d�d not go to them; our



master had forb�dden us to do so for fear we should steal the m�lk
scones. We d�d not l�ke the fancy-bakers because we env�ed them.
The�r work was l�ghter than ours; they got more than we d�d and
were better fed; they had a spac�ous, well-l�ghted workshop, and
they were all so clean and healthy—qu�te the oppos�te to us. We
�ndeed, the whole lot of us, looked grey�sh or yellow�sh; three of us
were suffer�ng from d�sease, others from consumpt�on, one of us
was absolutely cr�ppled by rheumat�sm. They, on feast-days and �n
the�r spare t�me, put on pea-jackets and boots that creaked; two of
them had concert�nas, and all of them went stroll�ng �n the Park—we
went about �n l�ttle better than d�rty rags, w�th down-at-heel sl�ppers
or bast shoes on our feet, and the pol�ce would not adm�t us �nto the
Park—how could we poss�bly love the fancy-bakers?
Presently we heard that the�r overseer had taken to dr�nk, that the
master had d�sm�ssed h�m and h�red another, and that th�s other was
a sold�er who went about �n a r�ch sat�n wa�stcoat, and on great
occas�ons wore a gold cha�n. We were cur�ous to see such a toff,
and, �n the hope of see�ng h�m, took �t �n turns to run out �nto the yard
one after the other.
But he h�mself appeared �n our workshop. He k�cked at the door, �t
flew open, and, keep�ng �t open, he stood on the threshold, sm�led,
and sa�d to us: "God be w�th you! I greet you, my ch�ldren!"
The frosty a�r, rush�ng through the door �n th�ck smoky clouds,
wh�rled round h�s feet, and there he stood on the threshold look�ng
down upon us from h�s em�nence, and from beneath h�s blonde,
sk�lfully tw�sted moustaches gleamed h�s strong yellow teeth. H�s
vest really was someth�ng qu�te out of the common—�t was blue,
embro�dered w�th flowers, and had a sort of sparkle all over �t, and �ts
buttons were made of pretty l�ttle pearls. And the gold cha�n was
there....
He was handsome, that sold�er was, qu�te tall, robust, w�th ruddy
cheeks, and h�s large br�ght eyes looked good and fr�endly and clear.
On h�s head was a wh�te st�ffly starched cap, and from beneath h�s
clean spotless spats appeared the br�ght tops of h�s mod�sh br�ll�antly
pol�shed boots.



Our baker asked h�m, respectfully, to shut the door. He d�d so, qu�te
del�berately, and began ask�ng us quest�ons about our master. We
outd�d each other �n tell�ng h�m that our master was a blood-sucker, a
slave-dr�ver, a malefactor, and a tormentor; everyth�ng �n short that
we could and felt bound to say about our master, but �t �s �mposs�ble
to wr�te �t down here. The sold�er l�stened, tw�rled h�s moustache,
and regarded us w�th a gentle, rad�ant look.
"And I suppose now you've a lot of l�ttle wenches about here?" he
suddenly sa�d.
Some of us laughed respectfully, others made langu�sh�ng gr�maces;
one of us made �t qu�te clear to the sold�er that there were wenches
here—a round dozen of them.
"Do you amuse yourselves?" asked the sold�er, bl�nk�ng h�s eyes.
Aga�n we laughed, not very loudly, and w�th some confus�on of
face.... Many of us would have l�ked to show the sold�er that they
were as dash�ng fellows as h�mself, but none dared to do so; no, not
one. One of us �ndeed h�nted as much by murmur�ng: "S�tuated as
we are...."
"Yes, of course, �t would be hard for you!" observed the sold�er
conf�dent�ally, cont�nu�ng to stare at us. "You ought to be—well, not
what you are. You're down on your luck—there's a way of hold�ng
one's self—there's the look of the th�ng—you know what I mean! And
women you know l�ke a man w�th style about h�m. He must be a f�ne
f�gure of a man—everyth�ng neat and natty you know. And then, too,
a woman respects strength. Now what do you th�nk of that for an
arm, eh?"
The sold�er drew h�s r�ght arm from h�s pocket, w�th the sh�rt-sleeve
str�pped back, bare to the elbow, and showed �t to us It was a strong,
wh�te arm, br�stl�ng w�th sh�ny, gold-l�ke ha�r.
"Legs and breast the same—plenty of gr�t there, eh? And then, too, a
man must be styl�shly dressed, and must have n�ce th�ngs. Now look
at me—all the women love me! I ne�ther call to them nor w�nk at
them—they come fall�ng on my neck by the dozen."



He sat down on a flour-basket and d�scoursed to us for a long t�me
about how the women loved h�m, and how val�antly he comported
h�mself w�th them. After he had gone, and when the creak�ng door
had closed beh�nd h�m, we were s�lent for a long t�me, th�nk�ng of h�m
and of h�s yarns. And after a b�t we suddenly all fell a-talk�ng at once,
and agreed unan�mously that he was a very pleasant fellow. He was
so stra�ghtforward and jolly—he came and sat down and talked to us
just as �f he were one of us. No one had ever come and talked to us
�n such a fr�endly way before. And we talked of h�m and of h�s future
successes w�th the factory g�rls at the gold-embro�derer's, who,
whenever they met us �n the yard, e�ther curled the�r l�ps
contemptuously, or gave us a w�de berth, or walked stra�ght up to us
as �f we were not �n the�r path at all. And as for us, we only feasted
our eyes upon them when we met them �n the yard, or when they
passed by our w�ndow, dressed �n w�nter �n pecul�ar l�ttle fur caps
and fur pel�sses, and �n summer �n hats covered w�th flowers, and
w�th sunshades of var�ous colours �n the�r hands. But, on the other
hand, among ourselves, we talked of these g�rls �n such a way that,
had they heard �t, they would have gone mad w�th rage and shame.
"But how about l�ttle Tanya—I hope he won't spo�l her!" sa�d our ch�ef
baker suddenly w�th a gloomy vo�ce.
We were all s�lent, so greatly had these words �mpressed us. We had
almost forgotten about Tanya: the sold�er had shut her out from us,
as �t were, w�th h�s f�ne burly f�gure. Presently a no�sy d�spute began.
Some sa�d that Tanya would not demean herself by any such th�ng;
others ma�nta�ned that she would be unable to stand aga�nst the
sold�er; f�nally, a th�rd party proposed that �f the sold�er showed any
�ncl�nat�on to attach h�mself to Tanya, we should break h�s r�bs. And,
at last, we all resolved to keep a watch upon the sold�er and Tanya,
and warn the g�rl to beware of h�m.... And so the d�spute came to an
end.

A month passed by. The sold�er baked h�s fancy-rolls, walked out
w�th the factory g�rls, and frequently pa�d us a v�s�t �n our workshop,



but of h�s v�ctor�es over the wenches he sa�d never a word, but only
tw�rled h�s moustaches and no�s�ly smacked h�s l�ps.
Tanya came to us every morn�ng for her "l�ttle b�scu�ts," and was
always merry, gentle, and fr�endly w�th us. We tr�ed to talk to her
about the sold�er—she called h�m "the goggle-eyed bull-calf," and
other r�d�culous names, and that reassured us. We were proud of our
l�ttle g�rl when we saw how the factory g�rls clung to the sold�er.
Tanya's d�gn�f�ed att�tude towards h�m seemed to ra�se the whole lot
of us, and we, as the d�rectors of her conduct, even began to treat
the sold�er h�mself contemptuously. But her we loved more than ever,
her we encountered each morn�ng more and more joyfully and good-
humouredly.
But one day the sold�er came to us a l�ttle the worse for l�quor, he sat
h�m down, began laugh�ng, and when we asked h�m what he was
laugh�ng about, he expla�ned:
"Two of the wenches have been quarrell�ng about me, L�ddy and
Gerty," sa�d he. "How they d�d blackguard each other! Ha, ha, ha!
They caught each other by the ha�r, and were down on the floor �n a
tw�nkl�ng, one on the top of the other; ha, ha, ha! And they tore and
scratched l�ke anyth�ng, and I was nearly burst�ng w�th laughter. Why
can't women f�ght fa�r? Why do they always scratch, eh?"
He was s�tt�ng on the bench; there he sat so healthy, clean, and l�ght-
hearted, and roared w�th laughter. We were s�lent. Somehow, or
other, he was d�sagreeable to us at that moment.
"No, I can't make �t out. What luck I do have w�th women, �t �s
r�d�culous. I've but to w�nk, and—she �s ready. The d-deuce �s �n �t."
H�s wh�te arms, covered w�th sh�n�ng gold down, rose �n the a�r and
fell down aga�n on h�s knees w�th a loud bang. And he regarded us
w�th such a fr�endly look of amazement, just as �f he h�mself were
frankly puzzled by the fel�c�ty of h�s deal�ngs w�th women. H�s plump,
ruddy face regularly shone w�th happ�ness and self-complacency,
and he kept on no�s�ly smack�ng h�s l�ps.
Our ch�ef baker scraped h�s shovel along the hearth v�olently and
angr�ly, and suddenly remarked, w�th a sneer:



"It �s no great feat of strength to fell l�ttle f�r-trees, but to fell a full-
grown p�ne �s a very d�fferent matter.
"Is that meant for me, now?" quer�ed the sold�er.
"It �s meant for you."
"What do you mean?"
"Noth�ng ... Never m�nd."
"Nay, stop a b�t! What's your l�ttle game? What p�ne-tree do you
mean?"
Our master-baker d�dn't answer, he was bus�ly work�ng w�th h�s
shovel at the stove, shovelled out the well-baked b�scu�ts, s�fted
those that were ready, and flung them bo�sterously on to the floor to
the lads who were arrang�ng them �n rows on the bast wrapp�ngs. He
seemed to have forgotten the sold�er and h�s talk w�th h�m. But the
sold�er suddenly became uneasy. He rose to h�s feet and
approached the stove, runn�ng the r�sk of a blow �n the chest from
the handle of the shovel wh�ch was wh�rl�ng convuls�vely �n the a�r.
"Come, speak—what she d�d you mean? You have �nsulted me. Not
a s�ngle she shall ever get the better of me, n-no—I say. And then,
too, you used such offens�ve words to me...."
He really seemed to be ser�ously offended. No doubt he had but a
poor op�n�on of h�mself except On th�s one po�nt: h�s ab�l�ty to w�n
women. Poss�bly, except th�s one qual�ty, there was noth�ng really
v�tal �n the man at all, and only th�s s�ngle qual�ty allowed h�m to feel
h�mself a l�v�ng man.
There are people who look upon some d�sease, e�ther of the body, or
of the soul, as the best and most prec�ous th�ng �n l�fe. They nurse �t
all the�r l�ves, and only �n �t do they l�ve at all. Though they suffer by
�t, yet they l�ve upon �t. They compla�n of �t to other people, and by
means of �t attract to themselves the attent�on of the�r ne�ghbours.
They use �t as a means of obta�n�ng sympathy, and w�thout �t—they
are noth�ng at all. Take away from them th�s d�sease, cure them, and
they w�ll be unhappy because they are depr�ved of the only means of
l�v�ng—there they stand empty. Somet�mes the l�fe of a man �s poor



to such a degree that he �s �nvoluntar�ly obl�ged to put a h�gh value
on some v�ce, and l�ve thereby; �ndeed, we may say stra�ght out that
very often people become v�c�ous from sheer ennu�.
The sold�er was offended, rushed upon our master-baker, and
bellowed: "Come, I say—speak out! Who was �t?"
"Speak out, eh?"—and the master-baker suddenly turned round
upon h�m.
"Yes!—Well?"
"Do you know Tanya?"
"Well!"
"Well, there you are!—try her!"
"I?"
"You."
"Pooh! That's noth�ng."
"Let us see!"
"You shall see. Ha-ha-ha!"
"She look at you!"
"G�ve me a month!"
"What a braggart you are, sold�er!"
"A fortn�ght! I'll show you. Who's she? L�ttle Tanya! Pooh!"
"And now be off!—you're �n the way."
"A fortn�ght, I say—and the th�ng's done. Poor you, I say!"
"Be off, I say."
Our baker suddenly grew savage; and flour�shed h�s shovel. The
sold�er backed away from h�m �n aston�shment, and observed us �n
s�lence. "Good!" he sa�d at last w�th om�nous calmness—and
departed.



Dur�ng the d�spute we all rema�ned s�lent, we were too deeply
�nterested �n �t to speak. But when the sold�er departed, there arose
from among us a loud and l�vely babble of vo�ces.
Someone shr�eked at the baker: "A pretty bus�ness you've set a-
go�ng, Paul!"
"Go on work�ng, d'ye hear!" repl�ed the master-baker f�ercely.
We felt that the sold�er would make the assault, and that Tanya was
�n danger. We felt th�s, and yet at the same t�me we were all se�zed
by a burn�ng cur�os�ty that was not unpleasant—what would happen?
Would Tanya stand f�rm aga�nst the sold�er? And almost all of us
cr�ed, full of conf�dence:
"L�ttle Tanya? She'll stand f�rm enough!"
We had all of us a fr�ghtful long�ng to put the fort�tude of our l�ttle �dol
to the test. We exc�tedly proved to each other that our l�ttle �dol was a
strong l�ttle �dol, and would emerge v�ctor�ous from th�s encounter. It
seemed to us, at last, that we had not egged on our sold�er enough,
that he was forgett�ng the contest, and that we ought to spur h�s
van�ty just a l�ttle b�t. From that day forth we began to l�ve a pecul�ar
l�fe, at h�gh nervous tens�on, such as we had never l�ved before. We
quarrelled w�th each other for days together, just as �f we had all
grown w�ser, and were able to talk more and better. It seemed to us
as �f we were play�ng a sort of game w�th the Dev�l, and the stake on
our part was—Tanya. And when we heard from the fancy-bread-
bakers that the sold�er had begun "to run after our l�ttle Tanya," �t was
pa�nfully well w�th us, and so cur�ous were we to l�ve �t out, that we
d�d not even observe that our master, tak�ng advantage of our
exc�tement, had added 14 poods[2] of paste to our da�ly task. We
pract�cally never left off work�ng at all. The name of Tanya never left
our tongues all day. And every morn�ng we awa�ted her w�th a
pecul�ar sort of �mpat�ence.

[2] 560 lbs.

Nevertheless we sa�d not a word to her of the contest actually
proceed�ng. We put no quest�ons to her, and were k�nd and
affect�onate to her as before. Yet �n our treatment of her there had



already crept �n someth�ng new and strangely d�fferent to our former
feel�ng for Tanya—and th�s new th�ng was a keen cur�os�ty, keen and
cold as a steel kn�fe.
"My fr�ends, the t�me's up to-day," sa�d the master-baker one
morn�ng as he set about beg�nn�ng h�s work.
We knew that well enough w�thout any rem�nder from h�m, but we
trembled all the same.
"Look at her well, she'll be here �mmed�ately," cont�nued the baker.
Someone excla�med compass�onately:
"As �f eyes could see anyth�ng!"
And aga�n a l�vely, stormy debate arose among us. To-day we were
to know at last how clean and �nv�olable was the vessel �n wh�ch we
had placed our best. That morn�ng, all at once and as �f for the f�rst
t�me, we began to feel that we were really play�ng a great game, and
that th�s test of the pur�ty of our d�v�n�ty m�ght ann�h�late �t altogether
so far as we were concerned. We had all heard dur�ng the last few
days that the sold�er was obst�nately and pers�stently persecut�ng
Tanya, yet how was �t that none of us asked her what her relat�ons
w�th h�m were? And she used to come to us regularly, every
morn�ng, for her l�ttle b�scu�ts, and was the same as ever.
And th�s day also we very soon heard her vo�ce.
"L�ttle pr�soners, I have come...."
We crowded forward to meet her, and when she came �n, contrary to
our usual custom, we met her �n s�lence. Look�ng at her w�th all our
eyes, we knew not what to say to her, what to ask her. We stood
before her a gloomy, s�lent crowd. She was v�s�bly surpr�sed at th�s
unusual recept�on—and all at once we saw her grow pale, uneasy,
f�dget �n her place, and �nqu�re �n a subdued vo�ce:
"What's the matter w�th you?"
"And how about yourself?" the master-baker sullenly sa�d, never
tak�ng h�s eyes off her.
"Myself? What do you mean?"



"Oh, noth�ng, noth�ng."
"Come, g�ve me the b�scu�ts!—qu�ck!"
Never before had she been so sharp w�th us.
"You're �n a hurry," sa�d the baker, not mov�ng and never tak�ng h�s
eyes from her face.
Then she suddenly turned round and d�sappeared through the door.
The baker caught up h�s shovel and, turn�ng towards the stove,
remarked qu�etly:
"It means—she's all ready for h�m. Ah, that sold�er ... the scoundrel
... the skunk!"
We l�ke a flock of sheep, rubb�ng shoulders w�th each other, went to
our table, sat down �n s�lence, and wear�ly began to work. Presently,
someone sa�d: "Yet �s �t poss�ble...?"
"Well, well, what's the good of talk�ng?" screeched the baker.
We all knew that he was a w�se man, far w�ser than we. And we
understood h�s exclamat�on as a conv�ct�on of the v�ctory of the
sold�er.... We felt m�serable and uneasy.
At twelve o'clock—d�nner-t�me—the sold�er arr�ved. He was as usual
spruce and genteel and—as he always d�d—looked us stra�ght �n the
eyes. But we found �t awkward to look at h�m.
"Well, my worthy gentlemen, �f you l�ke, I'll show you a b�t of mart�al
prowess," sa�d he, laugh�ng proudly. "Just you come out �nto the
outhouse and look through the crev�ces—do you understand?"
Out we went, elbow�ng each other on the way, and glued our faces
to the crev�ces �n the boarded-up wall of the outhouse look�ng upon
the courtyard. We had not long to wa�t. Very soon, at a rap�d pace,
and w�th a face full of anx�ety, Tanya came tear�ng through the yard,
spr�ng�ng over the puddles of stale snow and mud. Shortly
afterwards, �n not the least hurry and wh�stl�ng as he went, appeared
the sold�er, mak�ng h�s way �n the same d�rect�on as Tanya, ev�dently
they had arranged a rendezvous. H�s arms were thrust deep down �n



h�s pockets, and h�s moustaches were mov�ng up and down.... He
also d�sappeared....
Then the ra�n came, and we watched the ra�ndrops fall�ng �nto the
puddles, and the puddles wr�nkle beneath the�r �mpact. The day was
damp and grey—a very weary�ng day. Snow st�ll lay upon the roofs,
and on the earth dark patches of mud were already appear�ng. And
the snow on the roofs also got covered w�th d�rty dark-brown smuts.
The ra�n descended slowly w�th a melancholy sound. We found �t
cold and unpleasant to stand wa�t�ng there, but we were fur�ous w�th
Tanya for hav�ng deserted us, her worsh�ppers, for the sake of a
common sold�er, and we wa�ted for her w�th the gr�m del�ght of
execut�oners.
After a wh�le—we saw Tanya return�ng. Her eyes—yes, her eyes,
actually sparkled w�th joy and happ�ness, and her l�ps—were sm�l�ng.
And she was walk�ng as �f �n a dream, rock�ng a l�ttle to and fro, w�th
uncerta�n footsteps....
We could not endure th�s calmly. The whole lot of us suddenly burst
through the door, rushed �nto the yard, and h�ssed and yelled at her
w�th ev�l, best�al v�olence.
On perce�v�ng us she trembled—and stood as �f rooted �n the mud
beneath her feet. We surrounded her and, mal�c�ously, w�thout any
c�rcumlocut�on, we rev�led her to our hearts' content, and called her
the most shameful th�ngs.
We d�d not ra�se our vo�ces, we took our t�me about �t. We saw that
she had nowhere to go, that she was �n the m�dst of us, and we
m�ght vent our rage upon her as much as we l�ked. I don't know why,
but we d�d not beat her. She stood �n the m�dst of us, and kept
turn�ng her head now h�ther, now th�ther, as she l�stened to our
�nsults. And we—bespattered her, more and more v�olently, w�th the
mud and the venom of our words.
The colour qu�tted her face, her blue eyes, a m�nute before so
rad�ant w�th happ�ness, opened w�dely, her bosom heaved heav�ly,
and her l�ps trembled.



And we, surround�ng her, revenged ourselves upon her, for she had
robbed us. She had belonged to us, we had expended our best upon
her, and although that best was but a beggar's crumb, yet we were
s�x-and-twenty and she was but one, therefore we could not dev�se
torments worthy of her fault. How we d�d abuse her! She was s�lent
all along—all along she looked at us w�th the w�ld eyes of a hunted
beast, she was all of a tremble.
We r�d�culed, we rev�led, we ba�ted her.... Other people came
runn�ng up to us.... One of us plucked Tanya by the sleeve.
Suddenly her eyes sparkled, she le�surely ra�sed her hands to her
head and, t�dy�ng her ha�r, looked stra�ght �nto our faces, and cr�ed
loudly but calmly:
"Ugh! you wretched pr�soners!"
And she walked stra�ght up to us, walked as s�mply as �f we were not
stand�ng there before her at all, as �f we were not obstruct�ng her
way. And for that very reason not one of us was actually stand�ng �n
her way when she came up to us.
And proceed�ng out of our m�dst and, w�thout so much as turn�ng
towards us, loudly, and w�th �ndescr�bable contempt, she kept on
say�ng:
"Ugh! you wretches! you verm�n!"
And—off she went.
We rema�ned stand�ng �n the yard, �n the m�dst of the mud, beneath
the pour�ng ra�n and the grey, sunless sky.
Presently we returned �n s�lence to our grey, stony dungeon. As
before, the sun never once looked through our w�ndow, and—there
was no Tanya now.

III.—ONE AUTUMN NIGHT.



Once �n the autumn I happened to be �n a very unpleasant and
�nconven�ent pos�t�on. In the town where I had just arr�ved and where
I knew not a soul, I found myself w�thout a farth�ng �n my pocket and
w�thout a n�ght's lodg�ng.
Hav�ng sold dur�ng the f�rst few days every part of my costume,
w�thout wh�ch �t was st�ll poss�ble to go about, I passed from the town
�nto the quarter called "Yste,"[1] where were the steamsh�p wharves
—a quarter wh�ch dur�ng the nav�gat�on season fermented w�th
bo�sterous labor�ous l�fe, but now was s�lent and deserted, and
�ndeed we were �n the last days of October.
Dragg�ng my feet along the mo�st sand, and obst�nately scrut�n�s�ng �t
w�th the des�re to d�scover �n �t any sort of fragment of food, I
wandered alone among the deserted bu�ld�ngs and warehouses, and
thought how good �t would be to get a fa�r bellyful.
In our present state of culture hunger of the m�nd �s more qu�ckly
sat�sf�ed than hunger of the body. You wander about the streets, you
are surrounded by bu�ld�ngs not bad-look�ng from the outs�de and—
you may safely say �t—not so badly furn�shed �ns�de, and the s�ght of
them may exc�te w�th�n you st�mulat�ng �deas about arch�tecture,
hyg�ene, and many other w�se and h�gh-fly�ng subjects. You may
meet warmly and neatly dressed folks—all very pol�te, and turn�ng
away from you tactfully, not w�sh�ng offens�vely to not�ce the
lamentable fact of your ex�stence. Well, well, the m�nd of a hungry
man �s always better nour�shed and health�er than the m�nd of the
well-fed man—and there you have a s�tuat�on from wh�ch you may
draw a very �ngen�ous conclus�on �n favour of the �ll fed!

[1] R�ver's mouth.

The even�ng was approach�ng, the ra�n was fall�ng, and the w�nd
blew v�olently from the north. It wh�stled �n the empty booths and
shops, blew �nto the plastered w�ndow-panes of the taverns, and
wh�pped �nto a foam the wavelets of the r�ver wh�ch splashed no�s�ly
on the sandy shore, cast�ng h�gh the�r wh�te crests, rac�ng one after
another �nto the d�m d�stance, and leap�ng �mpetuously over one
another's shoulders.... It seemed as �f the r�ver felt the prox�m�ty of
w�nter, and was runn�ng at random away from the fetters of �ce wh�ch



the north w�nd m�ght well have flung upon her that very n�ght. The
sky was heavy and dark, down from �t swept �ncessantly scarcely
v�s�ble drops of ra�n, and the melancholy elegy �n nature all around
me was emphas�sed by a couple of battered and m�sshapen w�llow-
trees, and a boat, bottom upwards, that was fastened to the�r roots.
The overturned canoe w�th �ts battered keel, and the old and
m�serable trees r�fled by the cold w�nd ... everyth�ng around me
bankrupt, barren, and dead, and the sky flow�ng w�th undryable tears
... everyth�ng around waste and gloomy ... �t seemed as �f everyth�ng
were dead, leav�ng me alone among the l�v�ng, and me also a cold
death awa�ted.
And I was then e�ghteen years old—a good t�me!
I walked and walked along the cold wet sand, mak�ng my chatter�ng
teeth warble �n honour of cold and hunger, and suddenly, as I was
carefully search�ng for someth�ng to eat beh�nd one of the empty
crates, I perce�ved beh�nd �t, crouch�ng on the ground, a f�gure �n
woman's clothes dank w�th the ra�n and cl�ng�ng fast to her stoop�ng
shoulders. Stand�ng over her, I watched to see what she was do�ng.
It appeared that she was d�gg�ng a trench �n the sand w�th her
hands, d�gg�ng away under one of the crates.
"Why are you do�ng that?" I asked, crouch�ng down on my heels
qu�te close to her.
She gave a l�ttle scream and was qu�ckly on her legs aga�n. Now that
she stood there star�ng at me, w�th her w�de-open grey eyes full of
terror, I perce�ved that �t was a g�rl of my own age, w�th a very
pleasant face embell�shed unfortunately by three large blue marks.
Th�s spo�lt her, although these blue marks had been d�str�buted w�th
a remarkable sense of proport�on, one at a t�me, and all of equal
s�ze: two under the eyes, and one a l�ttle b�gger on the forehead just
over the br�dge of the nose. Th�s symmetry was ev�dently the work of
an art�st well �nured to the bus�ness of spo�l�ng the human
phys�ognomy.
The g�rl looked at me, and the terror �n her eyes gradually d�ed out....
She shook the sand from her hands, adjusted her cotton head-gear,



cowered down, and sa�d:
"I suppose you too want someth�ng to eat? D�g away then!—my
hands are t�red. Over there"—she nodded her head �n the d�rect�on
of a booth—"there �s bread for certa�n ... and sausages too ... That
booth �s st�ll carry�ng on bus�ness."
I began to d�g. She, after wa�t�ng a l�ttle and look�ng at me, sat down
bes�de me and began to help me.
We worked �n s�lence. I cannot say now whether I thought at that
moment of the cr�m�nal code, of moral�ty, of propr�etorsh�p, and all
the other th�ngs about wh�ch, �n the op�n�on of many exper�enced
persons, one ought to th�nk every moment of one's l�fe. W�sh�ng to
keep as close to the truth as poss�ble, I must confess that apparently
I was so deeply engaged �n d�gg�ng under the crate that I completely
forgot about everyth�ng else except th�s one th�ng: what could be
�ns�de that crate.
The even�ng drew on. The grey, mouldy, cold fog grew th�cker and
th�cker around us. The waves roared w�th a hollower sound than
before, and the ra�n pattered down on the boards of the crate more
loudly and more frequently. Somewhere or other the n�ght-watchman
began spr�ng�ng h�s rattle.
"Has �t got a bottom or not?" softly �nqu�red my ass�stant. I d�d not
understand what she was talk�ng about, and I kept s�lence.
"I say, has the crate got a bottom, for �f �t has we shall va�nly try to
break �nto �t. Here we are d�gg�ng a trench, and we may, after all,
come upon noth�ng but sol�d boards. How shall we take them off?
Better smash the lock—�t �s a wretched lock."
Good �deas rarely v�s�t the heads of women, but as you see, they do
v�s�t them somet�mes. I have always valued good �deas, and have
always tr�ed to ut�l�se them as far as poss�ble.
Hav�ng found the lock, I tugged at �t and wrenched off the whole
th�ng. My accompl�ce �mmed�ately stooped down and wr�ggled l�ke a
serpent �nto the gap�ng-open, four-cornered cover of the crate
whence she called to me approv�ngly, sotto voce:



"You're a br�ck!"
Nowadays a l�ttle crumb of pra�se from a woman �s dearer to me than
a whole d�thyramb from a man, even though he be more eloquent
than all the anc�ent and modern orators put together. Then, however,
I was less am�ably d�sposed than I am now, and, pay�ng no attent�on
to the compl�ment of my comrade, I asked her curtly and anx�ously:
"Is there anyth�ng?"
In a monotonous tone she set about calculat�ng our d�scover�es.
"A basketful of bottles—th�ck furs—a sunshade—an �ron pa�l."
All th�s was uneatable. I felt that my hopes had van�shed.... But
suddenly she excla�med v�vac�ously:
"Aha! here �t �s!"
"What?"
"Bread ... a loaf ... �t's only wet ... take �t!"
A loaf flew to my feet, and after �t herself, my val�ant comrade. I had
already b�tten off a morsel, stuffed �t �n my mouth, and was chew�ng
�t....
"Come, g�ve me some too!... And we mustn't stay here.... Where
shall we go?" she looked �nqu�r�ngly about on all s�des.... It was dark,
wet, and bo�sterous.
"Look! there's an upset canoe yonder ... let us go there."
"Let us go then!" And off we set, demol�sh�ng our booty as we went,
and f�ll�ng our mouths w�th large port�ons of �t.... The ra�n grew more
v�olent, the r�ver roared; from somewhere or other resounded a
prolonged mock�ng wh�stle—just as �f Someone great who feared
nobody was wh�stl�ng down all earthly �nst�tut�ons and along w�th
them th�s horr�d autumnal w�nd and us �ts heroes. Th�s wh�stl�ng
made my heart throb pa�nfully, �n sp�te of wh�ch I greed�ly went on
eat�ng, �n wh�ch respect the g�rl, walk�ng on my left hand, kept even
pace w�th me.
"What do they call you?" I asked her, why I know not.



"Natasha," she answered shortly, munch�ng loudly.
I stared at her—my heart ached w�th�n me, and then I stared �nto the
m�st before me, and �t seemed to me as �f the �n�m�cal countenance
of my Dest�ny was sm�l�ng at me en�gmat�cally and coldly.

The ra�n scourged the t�mbers of the sk�ff �ncessantly, and �ts soft
patter �nduced melancholy thoughts, and the w�nd wh�stled as �t flew
down �nto the boat's battered bottom—through a r�ft, where some
loose spl�nters of wood were rattl�ng together—a d�squ�et�ng and
depress�ng sound. The waves of the r�ver were splash�ng on the
shore, and sounded so monotonous and hopeless, just as �f they
were tell�ng someth�ng unbearably dull and heavy, wh�ch was bor�ng
them �nto utter d�sgust someth�ng from wh�ch they wanted to run
away and yet were obl�ged to talk about all the same. The sound of
the ra�n blended w�th the�r splash�ng, and a long-drawn s�gh seemed
to be float�ng above the overturned sk�ff—the endless, labour�ng s�gh
of the earth, �njured and exhausted by the eternal changes from the
br�ght and warm summer to the cold m�sty and damp autumn. And
the w�nd blew cont�nually over the desolate shore and the foam�ng
r�ver—blew and sang �ts melancholy songs.
Our pos�t�on beneath the shelter of the sk�ff was utterly devo�d of
comfort; �t was narrow and damp, t�ny cold drops of ra�n dr�bbled
through the damaged bottom ... gusts of w�nd penetrated �t. We sat
�n s�lence and sh�vered w�th cold. I remember that I wanted to go to
sleep. Natasha leaned her back aga�nst the hull of the boat and
curled herself up �nto a t�ny ball. Embrac�ng her knees w�th her
hands, and rest�ng her ch�n upon them, she stared doggedly at the
r�ver w�th w�de-open eyes; on the pale patch of her face they seemed
�mmense, because of the blue marks below them. She never moved,
and th�s �mmob�l�ty and s�lence—I felt �t—gradually produced w�th�n
me a terror of my ne�ghbour. I wanted to talk to her, but I knew not
how to beg�n.
It was she herself who spoke.



"What a cursed th�ng l�fe �s!" she excla�med pla�nly, abstractedly, and
�n a tone of deep conv�ct�on.
But th�s was no compla�nt. In these words there was too much of
�nd�fference for a compla�nt. Th�s s�mple soul thought accord�ng to
her understand�ng, thought and proceeded to form a certa�n
conclus�on wh�ch she expressed aloud, and wh�ch I could not
confute for fear of contrad�ct�ng myself. Therefore I was s�lent. And
she, as �f she had not not�ced me, cont�nued to s�t there �mmovable.
"Even �f we croaked ... what then...." Natasha began aga�n, th�s t�me
qu�etly and reflect�vely. And st�ll there was not one note of compla�nt
�n her words. It was pla�n that th�s person, �n the course of her
reflect�ons on l�fe, was regard�ng her own case, and had arr�ved at
the conv�ct�on that �n order to preserve herself from the mocker�es of
l�fe, she was not �n a pos�t�on to do anyth�ng else but s�mply "croak,"
to use her own express�on.
The clearness of th�s l�ne of thought was �nexpress�bly sad and
pa�nful to me, and I felt that �f I kept s�lence any longer I was really
bound to weep.... And �t would have been shameful to have done
th�s before a woman, espec�ally as she was not weep�ng herself. I
resolved to speak to her.
"Who was �t that knocked you about?" I asked. For the moment I
could not th�nk of anyth�ng more sens�ble or more del�cate.
"Pashka d�d �t all," she answered �n a dull and level tone.
"And who �s he?"
"My lover.... He was a baker."
"D�d he beat you often?"
"Whenever he was drunk he beat me.... Often!"
And suddenly, turn�ng towards me, she began to talk about herself,
Pashka, and the�r mutual relat�ons. She was "one of the street-
walk�ng g�rls who ..."—and he was a baker w�th red moustaches and
played very well on the banjo. He came to see her at "the
establ�shment," and greatly pleased her, for he was a merry chap
and wore n�ce clean clothes. He had an under-vest wh�ch cost f�fteen



roubles and boots w�th dress tops. For these reason she had fallen
�n love w�th h�m, and he became her "cred�tor." And when he became
her cred�tor he made �t h�s bus�ness to take away from her the
money wh�ch the other guests gave to her for bonbons, and gett�ng
drunk on th�s money would fall to beat�ng her; but that would have
been noth�ng �f he hadn't also begun to "run after" other g�rls before
her very eyes.
"Now, wasn't that an �nsult? I am not worse than the others. Of
course that meant that he was laugh�ng at me, the blackguard. The
day before yesterday I asked leave of my m�stress to go out for a b�t,
went to h�m, and there I found D�mka s�tt�ng bes�de h�m drunk. And
he, too, was half seas over. I sa�d to h�m: 'You scoundrel, you!' And
he gave me a thorough h�d�ng. And he k�cked me and dragged me
by the ha�r—and d�d everyth�ng. But that was noth�ng to what came
after. But he spo�led everyth�ng I had on—left me just as I am now!
How could I appear before my m�stress? He spo�led everyth�ng ... my
dress and my jacket too—�t was qu�te a new one—I gave a f�ver for �t
... and tore my kerch�ef from my head ... Oh, Lord! What w�ll become
of me now!" she suddenly wh�ned �n a lamentable overstra�ned
vo�ce.
And the w�nd howled, and became ever colder and more bo�sterous
... Aga�n my teeth began to dance up and down. And she, too,
huddled up to avo�d the cold, press�ng as closely to me as she could,
so that I could see the gleam of her eyes through the darkness.
"What wretches all you men are! I'd burn you all �n an oven, I'd cut
you �n p�eces. If anyone of you was dy�ng I'd sp�t �n h�s mouth, and
not p�ty h�m a b�t. Mean skunks. You wheedle and wheedle, you wag
your ta�ls l�ke cr�ng�ng dogs, and we fools g�ve ourselves up to you,
and �t's all up w�th us! Immed�ately you trample us underfoot ...
M�serable loafers!"
She cursed us up and down, but there was no v�gour, no mal�ce, no
hatred of these "m�serable loafers" �n her curs�ng that I could hear.
The tone of her language by no means corresponded w�th �ts
subject-matter, for �t was calm enough, and the gamut of her vo�ce
was terr�bly poor.



Yet all th�s made a stronger �mpress�on on me than the most
eloquent and conv�nc�ng pess�m�st�c books and speeches, of wh�ch I
had and have read not a few, both earl�er and later, and st�ll read to
th�s day. And th�s, you see, was because the agony of a dy�ng
person �s much more natural and v�olent than the most m�nute and
p�cturesque descr�pt�ons of death.
I felt really wretched, more from cold than from the words of my
ne�ghbour. I groaned softly and gnashed my teeth.
And almost at the same moment I felt two l�ttle arms about me—one
of them touched my neck and the other lay upon my face, and at the
same t�me an anx�ous, gentle, fr�endly vo�ce uttered the quest�on:
"What a�ls thee?"
I was ready to bel�eve that someone was ask�ng me th�s and not
Natasha, who had just declared that all men were scoundrels, and
express�ng a w�sh for the�r destruct�on. But she �t was, and now she
began speak�ng qu�ckly, hurr�edly.
"What a�ls thee, eh? Art cold? Art frozen? Ah, what a one thou art,
s�tt�ng there so s�lent l�ke a l�ttle owl! Why, thou shouldst have told
me long ago that thou wert cold. Come ... l�e on the ground ... stretch
thyself out and I w�ll l�e ... there! how's that? Now put your arms
round me!... t�ghter! How's that! thou shouldst be warm very soon
now ... And then we'll l�e back to back.... The n�ght w�ll pass so
qu�ckly, see �f �t won't I say ... hast thou too been dr�nk�ng?... turned
out of thy place, eh?... It doesn't matter."
And she comforted me ... She encouraged me.
May I be thr�ce accursed! What a world of �rony was �n th�s s�ngle
fact for me! Just �mag�ne! Here was I, ser�ously occup�ed at th�s very
t�me w�th the dest�ny of human�ty, th�nk�ng of the re-organ�zat�on of
the soc�al system, of pol�t�cal revolut�ons, read�ng all sorts of
dev�l�shly-w�se books whose abysmal profund�ty was certa�nly
unfathomable by the�r very authors—at th�s very t�me, I say, I was
try�ng w�th all my m�ght to make of myself "a potent act�ve soc�al
force." It even seemed to me that I had part�ally accompl�shed my
object; anyhow, at th�s t�me, �n my �deas about myself I had got so far



as to recogn�se that I had an exclus�ve r�ght to ex�st, that I had the
necessary greatness to deserve to l�ve my l�fe, and that I was fully
competent to play a great h�stor�cal part there�n. And a venal woman
was now warm�ng me w�th her body, a wretched, battered, hunted
creature, who had no place and no value �n l�fe, and whom I had
never thought of help�ng t�ll she helped me herself, and whom I really
would not have known how to help �n any way even �f the thought of
�t had occurred to me.
Ah! I was ready to th�nk that all th�s was happen�ng to me �n a dream
—�n a d�sagreeable, an oppress�ve dream.
But, ugh! �t was �mposs�ble for me to th�nk that, for cold drops of ra�n
were dr�pp�ng down upon me, the woman was press�ng close to me,
her warm breath was fann�ng my face, and desp�te a sl�ght bouquet
of vodka �t d�d me good. The w�nd howled and raged, the ra�n smote
upon the sk�ff, the waves splashed, and both of us, embrac�ng each
other convuls�vely, nevertheless sh�vered w�th cold. All th�s was only
too real, and I am certa�n that nobody ever dreamed such-an
oppress�ve and horr�d dream as that real�ty.
But Natasha was talk�ng all the t�me of someth�ng or other, talk�ng so
k�ndly and sympathet�cally, as only women can talk. Beneath the
�nfluence of her vo�ce and k�ndly words a l�ttle f�re began to burn up
w�th�n me, and someth�ng �ns�de my heart thawed �n consequence.
Then tears poured from my eyes l�ke a ha�lstorm, wash�ng away from
my heart much that was ev�l, much that was stup�d, much sorrow
and d�rt wh�ch had fastened upon �t before that n�ght. Natasha, too,
encouraged me:
"Come, come, that w�ll do, l�ttle one! Don't take on! That'll do! God
w�ll g�ve thee another chance ... thou w�lt r�ght thyself and stand �n
thy proper place aga�n ... and �t w�ll be all r�ght. And she kept k�ss�ng
me ... many k�sses d�d she g�ve me ... burn�ng k�sses ... and all for
noth�ng..."
Those were the f�rst k�sses from a woman that had ever been
bestowed upon me, and they were the best k�sses too, for all the



subsequent k�sses cost me fr�ghtfully dear, and really gave me
noth�ng at all �n exchange.
"Come, don't take on so, funny one! I'll manage for thee to-morrow �f
thou canst not f�nd a place"—and her qu�et persuas�ve wh�sper�ng
sounded �n my ears as �f �t came through a dream....
There we lay t�ll dawn....
And when the dawn came, we crept from beh�nd the sk�ff and went
�nto the town.... Then we took fr�endly leave of each other and never
met aga�n, although for half a year I searched for that k�nd Natasha,
w�th whom I spent the autumn n�ght just descr�bed by me, �n every
hole and corner If she be already dead—and well for her �f �t were
so!—may she rest �n peace! And �f she be al�ve ... st�ll I say: peace to
her soul! And may the consc�ousness of her fall never enter her soul
... for that would be a superfluous and fru�tless suffer�ng �f l�fe �s to be
l�ved....

IV.—A ROLLING STONE.

I.

I MEET HIM.

Stumbl�ng �n the dark upon the hurdle fence I val�antly str�ded over
puddles of mud from w�ndow to w�ndow, tapped, not very loudly, on
the w�ndow-panes w�th my f�ngers, and cr�ed:
"G�ve a traveller a n�ght's lodg�ng!"
In reply they sent me to the ne�ghbours or to the Dev�l; from one
w�ndow they prom�sed to let the dog loose upon me, from another
they threatened me s�lently but eloquently w�th the�r f�sts—and b�g
f�sts too. A woman screamed at me.



"Go away, be off wh�le you are st�ll whole! My husband �s at home."
I understood her: she only took �n lodgers dur�ng the absence of her
husband.... Regrett�ng that he was at home I went on to the next
w�ndow.
"Good people, g�ve a traveller a n�ght's lodg�ng!"
They answered me pol�tely:
"In God's name go—further on!"
The weather was wretched—a f�ne, cold ra�n was fall�ng, and the
muddy earth was th�ckly enveloped �n darkness. From t�me to t�me a
gust of w�nd blew from some quarter or other; �t moaned softly �n the
branches of the trees, rustled the wet straw on the roofs, and gave
b�rth to many other cheerless no�ses, break�ng �n upon the gloomy
s�lence of the n�ght w�th �ts m�serable mus�c of s�ghs and groans:
L�sten�ng to th�s dolorous prelude to the gr�m poem wh�ch they call
Autumn, the people under the roofs were no doubt �n a bad humour,
and therefore would not g�ve me a n�ght's lodg�ng. For a long t�me I
had fought aga�nst th�s resolut�on of the�rs, they as doggedly
opposed me and, at last, had ann�h�lated my hopes of a n�ght's
lodg�ng beneath any roof whatsoever. So I left the v�llage and went
forth �nto the f�elds, th�nk�ng that there, perhaps, I m�ght f�nd a
haycock or a r�ck of straw ... though naught but chance could d�rect
me to them �n th�s th�ck and heavy darkness.
But lo and behold! I saw, three paces �n front of me, someth�ng b�g
r�s�ng up—someth�ng even darker than the darkness. I went th�ther,
and d�scovered that �t was a corn magaz�ne. Corn magaz�nes, you
know, are bu�lt not r�ght upon the earth but upon p�les or stones;
between the floor of the magaz�ne and the ground �s a space where
an ord�nary man can eas�ly settle down ... all he has to do �s to l�e
upon h�s belly and wr�ggle �nto �t.
Clearly, Dest�ny des�red that I should pass that n�ght not only under a
roof but under a floor. Content therew�th, I wr�ggled along the dry
ground, feel�ng w�th my breast and s�des for a somewhat more level
place for my n�ght's lodg�ng. And suddenly �n the darkness
resounded a calmly-ant�c�patory vo�ce:



"A l�ttle more to the left, �f you please!"
Th�s was not alarm�ng, but unexpected �t certa�nly was.
"Who's there?" I �nqu�red.
"A man ... w�th a st�ck...."
"I have a st�ck too."
"And matches?"
"Yes, I have matches also."
"That's good."
I d�dn't see anyth�ng at all good �n th�s, for, accord�ng to my v�ew of
the matter, �t would only have been good �f I had had bread and
tobacco and not merely matches.
"I suppose they wouldn't let you have a n�ght's lodg�ng �n the
v�llage?" �nqu�red the �nv�s�ble vo�ce.
"No, they wouldn't," I sa�d.
"Me also they would not adm�t."
Th�s was clear—�f only he had asked for a n�ght's lodg�ng. But he
m�ght not have asked, he m�ght s�mply have crept �n here to awa�t a
favourable opportun�ty for execut�ng some sort of r�sky operat�on
absolutely des�derat�ng the protect�on of the n�ght. Every sort of
labour �s pra�seworthy, I know, but for all that I resolved to clutch my
st�ck f�rmly.
"They wouldn't let me �n, the Dev�ls!" resumed the vo�ce.
"Blockheads! In f�ne weather they let you �n, wh�le �n weather l�ke th�s
... may they howl for �t!"
"And wh�ther are you go�ng?" I asked.
"To ... N�kola�ev. And you?"
I told h�m.
"Fellow-travellers that means. And now str�ke a match. I'm go�ng to
smoke."



The matches had got damp>—�mpat�ently, �t took me a long t�me, I
struck them aga�nst the boards above my head. At last a t�ny l�ttle
l�ght spluttered forth, and from out of the darkness stared a pale face
w�th a th�ck black beard.
The b�g, sens�ble eyes looked at me w�th a sm�le, presently some
wh�te teeth gleamed from beneath the moustaches, and the man
sa�d to me: "L�ke a smoke?"
The match burnt out. We l�t another, and by the l�ght of �t we stared
once more at each other, after wh�ch my fellow lodger observed
conf�dent�ally:
"Well, �t seems to me we shan't clash ... take a c�garette."
Another c�garette was between h�s teeth and, br�ghten�ng as he
smoked �t, �llum�nated h�s face w�th a fa�nt redd�sh gl�mmer. Around
h�s eyes and on the forehead of th�s man was a lot of deep and f�nely
furrowed wr�nkles. Earl�er, by the l�ght of the same match, I had
observed that he was dressed �n the rema�ns of an old wadd�ng
paletot, g�rded w�th a p�ece of str�ng, and on h�s feet were shoes
made of a whole p�ece of leather—porshn� as we call them on the
Don.
"A p�lgr�m?" I asked.
"Yes, I go on foot. And you?"
"L�kew�se."
He moved sl�ghtly, and there was a sort of metall�c clank—ev�dently
a kettle or tea-pot, that �nd�spensable accessory of the p�lgr�m to holy
places; but �n h�s tone there was not a trace of that foxy unct�on
wh�ch always betrays the p�lgr�m; �n h�s tone there was noth�ng of the
p�lgr�m's obl�gatory th�ev�sh o�l�ness, and, so far, h�s words were
unaccompan�ed by any p�ous groans or quotat�ons from "the
Scr�ptures." In general he d�d not at all resemble the profess�onal
loafers at the holy places—that shoddy and endless var�ety of
"Russ�an Vagabondage," whose l�es and superst�t�ons have such an
effect upon the sp�r�tually-hungry and starv�ng rural populat�on.
Bes�des, he was go�ng to N�kola�ev, where there were ne�ther shr�nes
nor rel�cs....



"And where are you com�ng from?" I �nqu�red.
"From Astrakhan."
Now �n Astrakhan also there are no rel�cs. Then I asked h�m:
"Doesn't that mean you are go�ng from sea to sea and not to the holy
places at all?"
"Nay, but I go to the holy places too. Why should I not go to the holy
places? I go w�th pleasure ... they always feed you well there ...
espec�ally �f you get �nt�mate w�th the monks. Our brother Isaac[1] �s
much respected by them, because he makes l�fe a l�ttle less
monotonous for them. What are your v�ews on the subject?"
I expla�ned.
"They are feed�ng-places," he adm�tted "And wh�ther then do you
go? Aha! you f�nd the way �s long, eh? Str�ke a match and we'll
smoke a l�ttle more. When one smokes one grows a l�ttle warmer."
It really was cold, not only because of the w�nd, wh�ch �mpudently
blew r�ght �n upon us, but because of our wet clothes.
"Perhaps you'd l�ke someth�ng to eat? I have bread, potatoes, and
two roasted ravens ... have some?"
"Ravens?" I �nqu�red �nqu�s�t�vely.
"Never tasted them? They're not bad...."
He chucked me a large p�ece of bread.
I d�dn't try the raven.
"Come, try them! In the autumn they're cap�tal. And after all �t �s
much more pleasant to eat raven angled for by your own hands than
bread or fat g�ven to you by the hand of a ne�ghbour out of the
w�ndow of h�s house, wh�ch, after you have accepted �t as an alms,
you always want to burn."
H�s remarks were reasonable—reasonable and �nterest�ng. The use
of raven as an art�cle of food was new to me but d�d not cause me
any surpr�se I knew that �n w�nter at Odessa "the lower orders" eat
rats, and at Rostov—slugs. There was noth�ng �mprobable �n �t Even



the Par�s�ans, when �n a state of s�ege, were glad to eat all sorts of
rubb�sh, and there are people who all the�r l�fe long l�ve �n a state of
s�ege.



[1] H�mself.

"And how do you catch your ravens?" my des�re for �nformat�on led
me to ask.
"Not w�th your mouth, anyhow. You can knock them down w�th a
st�ck or a stone, but the surest way �s to f�sh for them! You must t�e a
p�ece of fat meat or a b�t of bread at the end of a long p�ece of cord.
The raven se�zes �t, gulps �t down, and you haul h�m �n. Then you
tw�st h�s neck, pluck h�m, draw h�m, and, fasten�ng h�m on to a st�ck,
roast h�m over a f�re."
"Ah! �t would be n�ce to be s�tt�ng by a f�re now," I s�ghed.
The cold had become more sens�ble. It seemed as �f the very w�nd
were freez�ng, �t beat aga�nst the walls of the magaz�ne w�th such a
pa�nful tremulous wh�ne. Somet�mes �t was wafted to us along w�th
the howl of some dog, the crow�ng of a cock, and the melancholy
sound of the bell of the v�llage church, h�dden �n the darkness. Drops
of ra�n fell heav�ly from the roof of the magaz�ne on to the wet earth.
"'T�s dull to be s�lent," observed my fellow n�ght-lodger.
"It's rather cold ... to talk," I sa�d.
"Put your tongue �n your pocket ... �t w�ll warm �t up."
"Thanks for the h�nt!"
"We w�ll go together, eh? When we take the road I mean...?"
"All r�ght!"
"Let us �ntroduce ourselves then ... I, for �nstance, am Pavel Ignat'ev
Promtov, Esq."
I �ntroduced myself l�kew�se.
"That's r�ght, now we know where we are! And now I'll ask you how
you came to fall �nto these paths. Was �t through a weakness for
vodka, eh?"
"It was from d�sgust of l�fe."



"That's poss�ble, too. Do you know that publ�cat�on of the Senate,
ent�tled: Jud�c�al Invest�gat�ons?"
"Yes."
"Is your name also pr�nted there?"
At that t�me I had had noth�ng pr�nted about me, and so I told h�m.
"I also am not �n pr�nt."
"But have you done anyth�ng?"
"Everyth�ng �s �n God's hands."
"But you are a merry fellow, apparently?"
"What's the good of gr�zzl�ng?"
"Not everyone �n your s�tuat�on would talk l�ke that..." I doubted the
s�ncer�ty of h�s words.
"The s�tuat�on ... �s damp and cold, but then you see �t w�ll be qu�te
d�fferent at dawn of day. The sun w�ll come out, and then we shall
creep out of th�s, have some tea, eat and dr�nk, and warm ourselves.
That won't be bad, eh?"
"Very good!" I adm�tted.
"So there, you see, every ev�l has �ts good s�de."
"And every good th�ng �ts ev�l s�de."
"Amen!" excla�med Promtov w�th the vo�ce of a deacon.
God knows he was a merry comrade enough. I regretted that I could
not see h�s face, wh�ch, judg�ng from the r�ch �ntonat�on of h�s vo�ce,
must have shown a very express�ve play of feature. We talked about
tr�fles for a long t�me, conceal�ng from each other our mutual des�re
to be more closely acqua�nted, and I was �nwardly lost �n adm�rat�on
at the dexter�ty w�th wh�ch he �nve�gled me �nto blabb�ng about
myself wh�le he kept h�s own counsel.
Wh�le we were qu�etly convers�ng the ra�n ceased, and the darkness
began to melt away; already �n the East a rosy str�p of dawn was
glow�ng w�th a v�v�d rad�ance. S�multaneously w�th the dawn the



freshness of morn�ng made �tself felt—that freshness wh�ch �s so
st�mulat�ngly pleasant when �t meets a man dressed �n warm and dry
clothes.
"I wonder �f we could f�nd anyth�ng here for a f�re—dry tw�gs for
�nstance?" �nqu�red Promtov.
Crawl�ng on the floor we searched and searched, but could f�nd
noth�ng. Then we dec�ded to drag out one of the boards not very
f�rmly f�xed �n �ts place. We pulled �t out and converted �t �nto
f�rewood. After that Promtov proposed that we should, �f poss�ble,
bore a hole �n the floor of the magaz�ne �n order to get some rye
gra�n—for �f rye gra�n �s bo�led �t makes a very good d�sh. I protested,
observ�ng that �t was not proper—for thereby we should waste some
hundred-we�ghts of gra�n for the sake of a pound or two.
"And what bus�ness �s that of yours?" asked Promtov.
"I have heard that one must respect the property of others."
"That, my dear boy, �s only necessary when the property �s your own
... and �t �s only necessary then because your property �s not other
people's property...."
I was s�lent, but I reflected that th�s man must have extremely l�beral
v�ews w�th regard to property, and that the pleasure of h�s
acqua�ntance m�ght, conce�vably, have �ts drawbacks.
Soon the sun appeared, br�ght and cheerful. Blue patches of sky
looked out from the broken clouds wh�ch were sa�l�ng slowly and
wear�ly towards the north. Drops of ra�n were sparkl�ng everywhere.
Promtov and I crept out of the magaz�ne and entered the f�elds,
am�dst the br�stles of the mown corn, towards the green crooked
r�bbon of a v�llage far away from us.
"There's a stream," sa�d my acqua�ntance.
I looked at h�m, and thought that he must be about forty, and that l�fe
was no joke for h�m. H�s dark blue eyes, deeply sunken �n the�r
orb�ts, gl�stened calmly and conf�dently, and whenever he screwed
them up a b�t h�s face assumed a cunn�ng and cruel express�on. In
h�s steady and combat�ve ga�t, �n the leather knapsack adro�tly slung



across h�s back, �n h�s whole f�gure there could be detected the
pass�on for a vagabond l�fe, lup�ne exper�ence and vulp�ne craft.
"We'll go along together, then," sa�d he; "stra�ght across the stream,
f�ve m�les off, �s the v�llage of Mauzhelyeya, and from thence the
stra�ght road to New Prague. Around th�s l�ttle place l�ve Stund�sts,
Bapt�sts, and other myst�cal muzh�ks.... They'll feed us f�nely �f we
set about amus�ng them properly. But not a word about the
Scr�ptures w�th them. They are at home, as �t were, �n the
Scr�ptures...."
We chose us a place not far from a group of poplars, selected some
stones, numbers of wh�ch had been cast upon the shore by the l�ttle
stream, all turb�d w�th the ra�n, and on the stones la�d our f�re. Two
versts away from us, on r�s�ng ground, stood the v�llage, and on the
straw of �ts roofs shone the rosy glow of dawn. The walls of the wh�te
huts were h�dden by the sharp pyram�ds of the poplars coloured by
the t�nts of autumn and the r�s�ng sun. The poplars were enveloped
by the grey smoke from the ch�mneys, wh�ch darkened the orange
and purple hues of the fol�age and the patches of fresh blue sky
between �t.
"I'm go�ng to bathe," observed Promtov; "that �s �nd�spensable after
so wretched a n�ght. I adv�se you to do the same. And wh�le we are
refresh�ng ourselves the tea can be bo�l�ng. You know we ought to
see to �t that our nature should always be clean and fresh."
So say�ng he began to undress. H�s body was the body of a
gentleman, beaut�fully shaped, w�th well-developed muscles. And
when I saw h�m—naked, h�s d�rty rags, wh�ch he had cast from h�m,
seemed to me doubly f�lthy and d�sgust�ng—they had never seemed
so bad t�ll then. After duck�ng �n the bubbl�ng water of the stream we
leaped upon the shore all tremulous and blue w�th cold, and hast�ly
put on our clothes, wh�ch had been warm�ng by the f�re. Then we sat
down by the f�re to dr�nk our tea.
Promtov had an �ron p�pk�n, he poured scald�ng tea �nto �t, and
handed �t to me f�rst. But the Dev�l, who �s always ready to mock a
man, se�zed me by one of the ly�ng chords of my heart, and I
observed magnan�mously:



"Thank you, you dr�nk f�rst, I'll wa�t."
I sa�d th�s w�th the f�rm conv�ct�on that Promtov would �nfall�bly v�e
w�th me �n affab�l�ty and pol�teness �f I thus offered to surrender to
h�m the f�rst dr�nk of tea, but he s�mply sa�d: "Very well, then!" —and
put the p�pk�n to h�s mouth.
I turned as�de and began to gaze stead�ly at the desolate steppe,
w�sh�ng to conv�nce Promtov that I d�d not see how venomously h�s
dark eyes were laugh�ng at me. And he, wh�le he s�pped h�s tea,
chewed h�s bread del�berately, smacked h�s l�ps w�th gusto, and d�d �t
all w�th a del�berat�on that was torture to me. My v�tals were already
sh�ver�ng w�th cold, and I was ready to pour the bo�l�ng water �n the
kettle down my throat.
"Well," laughed Promtov, "�t's not very prof�table to do the pol�te, �s �t
now?"
"Alas, no!" I sa�d,
"Well, that's all r�ght! You'll learn to know better �n t�me.... Why y�eld
to another what �s prof�table or pleasant to yourself?—that's what I
say. They say all men are brethren, yet nobody has ever attempted
to prove �t by any system of measurement...."
"Is that really your op�n�on?"
"And why pray shouldn't I speak as I th�nk?"
"Well, you know that a man always tr�es to brag a l�ttle b�t whatever
he may be..."
"I know not why I should have �nsp�red you w�th such a d�strust of
me," and th�s wolf shrugged h�s shoulders—"I suppose �t �s because
I gave you some bread and tea? I d�d th�s not from any brotherly
feel�ng, but out of cur�os�ty. I see a man not �n h�s proper place and I
want to know how and by what means he was chucked out of l�fe...."
"And I, too, wanted to know the same th�ng. Tell me who and what
you are?" I asked.
He looked search�ngly at me and sa�d, after a moment's s�lence: "A
man never knows exactly who he �s. One must be always ask�ng h�m



what he takes h�mself for."
"We�ll, take �t l�ke that."
"Well ... I th�nk I am a man who has no room �n l�fe. L�fe �s narrow
and I—am broad. Poss�bly th�s may not be true. But �n th�s world
there �s a pecul�ar sort of people who must be descendants of the
Wander�ng Jew. The�r pecul�ar�ty �s that they can never f�nd a place
for themselves �n the world to wh�ch they can st�ck fast. Ins�de them
l�ves an unruly ach�ng des�re for someth�ng new. The small fry of th�s
order of men are never able to work th�ngs out to the�r l�k�ng, and for
that reason are always d�scontented and unhappy, wh�le the b�g f�sh
are never sat�sf�ed w�th anyth�ng—whether �t be women, money, or
honour. Such people are not beloved �n th�s l�fe—they are audac�ous
and unendurable. You see, the major�ty of people are s�xpences �n
current co�n, and all the d�fference between them �s the date when
they were struck off. Th�s one �s worn out, that one �s qu�te new; but
the�r value �s the same, the�r substance �s of the same sort, and �n
every respect they are absolutely s�m�lar. Now I am not of these
s�xpences ... although perhaps I may be a half-sovere�gn.... That �s
all."
He sa�d all th�s sm�l�ng scept�cally, and �t seemed to me that he d�d
not bel�eve h�mself. But he exc�ted �n me an eager cur�os�ty, and I
resolved to go w�th h�m t�ll I d�scovered who he was. It was pla�n that
he was a so-called "�ntell�gent person." There are many of them
among the vagabonds, but they are all—dead people, people who
have lost all self-respect, who lack the capac�ty of esteem�ng
themselves, and only manage to l�ve by fall�ng lower every day �nto
f�lth and nast�ness; f�nally, they d�ssolve �n �t and d�sappear from l�fe.
But there was someth�ng substant�al and durable about Promtov.
And he d�d not grumble at l�fe as all the others do.
"Well, shall we go on?" he proposed.
"By all means."
We rose from the ground warmed by tea and sunsh�ne, and
descended the bank to the current of the stream.



"And how do you manage to get food?" I asked Promtov ... "do you
work?"
"Wo-o-rk? No, I am no great lover of that."
"But how then do you manage?"
"You shall see."
He was s�lent. Presently, after walk�ng a few steps, he began
wh�stl�ng through h�s teeth some merry song. H�s eyes keenly and
conf�dently swept the steppe, and he walked f�rmly l�ke a man sure of
h�s object.
I looked at h�m, and the des�re to know w�th whom I had to deal burnt
st�ll more strongly w�th�n me.
The steppe surrounded us, desolate and qu�et; above us shone the
fr�endly sun of the south; we breathed w�th all our lungs the pure
st�mulat�ng a�r, and went along �n the d�rect�on where fragments of
clouds jostled one another �n a chaos of shapes and colours.
When we came to the street of the v�llage—a l�ttle dog from
somewhere or other bounded under our very feet, and bark�ng loudly
began to turn round and round us. Every t�me we looked at her, she
bounded to one s�de, l�ke a ball, w�th a terr�f�ed yelp, and aga�n fell
upon us bark�ng fur�ously. Some of her fr�ends then ran out, but they
d�d not d�st�ngu�sh themselves by equal zeal, for after g�v�ng a bark
or two they ret�red to some h�d�ng-place. The�r �nd�fference seemed,
however, to exc�te st�ll more our l�ttle redd�sh dogg�e.
"Do you see what a mean nature that dog has?" observed Promtov,
shak�ng h�s head at the zealous l�ttle dog. "And �t �s all l�es too. She
knows very well that bark�ng �s not necessary here, and she �s not
sp�teful—she �s a coward, and only wants to show off before her
master. The l�ttle dev�l �s purely human, and w�thout doubt she has
been educated �nto �t.... People spo�l the�r beasts. The t�me w�ll soon
come when beasts w�ll be as abject and �ns�ncere as you and me...."
"Thank you," I sa�d.
"Don't ment�on �t. However, now I must take a�m."



H�s express�ve countenance now put on a p�t�ful m�en, h�s eyes grew
fool�sh, he became all bent and crooked, and h�s rags stood up
stra�ght l�ke the f�ns of a chub.
"We must turn to our ne�ghbour and ask for bread," he sa�d by way
of expla�n�ng to me h�s transformat�on, and he began to look keenly
at the w�ndows of the cottages. At the w�ndow of one of the cottages
stood a woman suckl�ng a ch�ld. Promtov d�d obe�sance to her, and
sa�d �n a suppl�cat�ng tone:
"My s�ster, g�ve bread to p�lgr�m folk!"
"Be not angry!" repl�ed the woman, measur�ng us w�th susp�c�ous
eyes.
"May your breasts grow dry, then, daughter of a dog!" was the
valed�ct�on my fellow-traveller sourly threw her.
The woman screamed l�ke one who has been stung, and rushed out
to us.
"Oh, you, you...." she began.
Promtov, w�thout mov�ng from the spot, looked her stra�ght �n the
face w�th h�s black eyes, and the�r express�on was savage and
malevolent.... The woman grew pale, trembled, and murmur�ng
someth�ng, qu�ckly entered the hut.
"Let us go," I proposed to Promtov.
"No, we'll wa�t t�ll she br�ngs out the bread."
"She'll br�ng out the men upon us w�th p�tchforks."
"A lot you know!" observed th�s wolf w�th a scept�cal sm�le.
He was r�ght. The woman appeared before us, hold�ng �n her hands
half a loaf of bread and a sol�d b�t of fat. Bow�ng low and s�lently to
Promtov, she sa�d to h�m w�th the tone of a suppl�ant:
"Pray take �t, oh, man of God! be not angry!"
"God del�ver thee from the ev�l eye, from sorcery, and from the
ague!" was the unctuous farewell w�th wh�ch Promtov parted from
her, and so we went on our way.



"L�sten now!" sa�d I, when we were already a good way from the
cottage, "what an odd way of begg�ng alms you have—to say no
more."
"It's the best way. If you f�x your eyes upon the woman for a l�ttle, she
takes you for a sorcerer, grows scared, and w�ll not only g�ve you
bread but the whole concern �f necessary. Why should I beg and
pray and lower myself before her when I can command? I have
always thought that �t �s better to take than to beg ... but �f you cannot
take, you must beg, I suppose...."
"And has �t never happened that �nstead of bread you somet�mes...."
"Got one for myself, eh? No. Trust to me for that! My dear brother, let
me tell you that I have got a mag�c l�ttle b�t of paper, and I've only got
to show �t to a muzh�k,[2] and he �s �nstantly my slave. Would you l�ke
me to show �t to you?"
I held �n my hands a pretty d�rty and crumpled p�ece of paper, and
perce�ved that �t was a trans�t cert�f�cate �ssued to Pavel Ignat'ev
Promtov by the adm�n�strat�ve author�t�es of Petersburg, perm�tt�ng
h�m to journey from Astrakhan to N�kola�ev. The paper bore the seal
of the Astrakhan pol�ce-off�ce, w�th the correspond�ng s�gnatures—all
qu�te regular.

[2] Peasant.

"I don't understand," I sa�d, return�ng th�s document �nto the hands of
�ts propr�etor. "How �s �t you are start�ng from Astrakhan, when your
po�nt of departure was St. Petersburg?"
He sm�led, h�s whole face expressed the consc�ousness of h�s
super�or�ty over me.
"Look now, �t's qu�te s�mple. Th�nk �t out. They sent me from
Petersburg, and �n send�ng me �nv�ted me to choose, for certa�n
reasons, my place of res�dence Say I choose Kursk, for example.
Well, I appear at Kursk, and go to the pol�ce-stat�on. I have the
honour to present myself there. The Kursk pol�ce cannot welcome
me am�ably—they have the�r own l�ttle brothers there—and are full
up. They assume that they have before them a sharper, and a clever



sharper too; �f they cannot r�d themselves of h�m forc�bly w�th the
ass�stance of the statutes, they must have recourse to adm�n�strat�ve
measures �n order to get shot of h�m. And they are always glad to
send me pack�ng—even �f they plunge me �nto fresh m�sery.
Perce�v�ng the�r embarrassment I humanely come to the�r
ass�stance. Well, well, I say, I had already chosen my place of
res�dence, but perhaps you would l�ke me to choose �t over aga�n?
They are only too glad to get qu�t of me. I say, too, that I am ready to
w�thdraw myself from the sphere of the�r duty, wh�ch �s to preserve
the �nv�olab�l�ty of person and property, but as a reward for my
am�ab�l�ty they must g�ve me some prov�s�on for the road. They g�ve
me f�ve roubles or ten, a l�ttle more or less, as the case may be,
hav�ng regard to my temperament and character—and they always
g�ve gladly. It �s always better to lose a f�ver than to saddle
themselves w�th grave �nconven�ence �n my person—�sn't �t?"
"Poss�bly," I sa�d.
"It �s really so. And they prov�de me bes�des w�th a l�ttle p�ece of
paper �n no way resembl�ng a passport. It �s �n �ts d�fference from a
passport that the mag�c power of th�s l�ttle p�ece of paper cons�sts.
On �t �s wr�tten, 'ad-m�n-�s-tra-t�ve-ly sent from Pet-ers-burg!' Oh! I
show th�s to the starosta[3] who, generally, �s as dull as a clod, and
dev�l a b�t of �t does he understand. He fears �t—there �s a seal upon
�t. I say to h�m—on the strength of th�s b�t of paper—you are bound
to g�ve me a n�ght's lodg�ng! He g�ves �t to me. You are bound to feed
me! He feeds me. He cannot do otherw�se, for on the paper �s
�nscr�bed—from St Petersburg adm�n�strat�vely. What's the mean�ng
of th�s 'adm�n�strat�vely'?—the deuce only knows. It may mean: sent
on a secret m�ss�on for �nvest�gat�ng the cond�t�on of the coast
�ndustr�es, or �nqu�r�ng as to the �ssue of false co�n, or prevent�ng
�ll�c�t d�st�ll�ng, or carry�ng out the sale of contraband goods. Or �t may
�mply an �nqu�ry whether the people properly attend the serv�ces of
the Orthodox Church as prescr�bed. Or poss�bly �t has someth�ng to
do w�th the land. Who can dec�de what 'adm�n�strat�vely from
Petersburg' means? Poss�bly I may be someone �n d�sgu�se. The
muzh�k �s stup�d, what can he understand?"

[3] V�llage elder.



"Yes, he does not understand much," I observed.
"And a very good th�ng too!" declared Promtov w�th l�vely
sat�sfact�on. "Such he �s and ought to be, and such as he �s, and only
so, he �s �nd�spensable to us all l�ke the very a�r. For what �s the
muzh�k? The muzh�k �s for us all the means of nutr�ment, that �s to
say, he �s an ed�ble creature. Look at me for �nstance! Would �t be
poss�ble for me to ex�st upon th�s earth but for the muzh�k? Four
th�ngs are �nd�spensable for the ex�stence of man: the sun, water, a�r,
and the muzh�k.
"And the land?"
"Granted the muzh�k—and you have the land as well. You have but
to command h�m. H�e, you there! create the land, and there the land
w�ll be. He cannot d�sobey."
Th�s merry vagrant loved talk�ng! We had long s�nce passed the
v�llage, left beh�nd us many farms, and once more another v�llage
stood before us, submerged �n the orange fol�age of autumn.
Promtov chattered on—as merr�ly as a f�nch—and I l�stened to h�m,
and thought about the muzh�k and th�s new k�nd of paras�te,
unknown to me before, part�c�pat�ng �n the �llusory prosper�ty of the
muzh�k.... When w�ll the muzh�k be well repa�d for all the ev�l w�th
wh�ch he has been so l�berally requ�ted? Here, alongs�de of me,
marched the product of town l�fe—a cyn�cal and sens�ble vagrant,
l�v�ng on the v�tal ju�ces of th�s poor muzh�k, a wolf fully consc�ous of
h�s lup�ne strength.
"L�sten now"—a c�rcumstance had suddenly occurred to me—"we
meet under cond�t�ons wh�ch �nduce me strongly to doubt the
eff�cacy of your b�t of paper—how do you expla�n �t?"
"Aye, aye!" laughed Promtov, "very s�mply. I had already passed
through that place, and �t �s not always conven�ent to br�ng yourself
back to people's recollect�on as you know."
H�s candour pleased me. Candour �s always a good qual�ty, and �t �s
a great p�ty that �t �s so rarely to be met w�th among respectable
people. And I l�stened attent�vely to the random chatter of my



comrade, try�ng to make up my m�nd whether the p�cture he drew of
h�mself was the real one.
"Here �s a v�llage �n front of us! If you l�ke I w�ll show you the power of
my b�t of paper—what do you say?" proposed Promtov.
I objected to the exper�ment, propos�ng �nstead that he should tell
me how he had really earned th�s p�ece of paper.
"Well, that �s a long, long story," sa�d he, wav�ng h�s hand. "But I'll tell
you—one day. Meant�me let us rest and have a snack. We have an
ample store of food, wh�ch means that �t �s not necessary at present
to go �nto the v�llage and trouble our ne�ghbour."
Qu�tt�ng the road, we sat down on the ground and began to eat.
Then, made lazy by the warm beams of the sun and the breath of
the soft w�nd of the steppe, we lay down and slept.... When we
awoke, the sun purple and large was already on the hor�zon, and on
the steppe the m�sts of the southern even�ng were encamp�ng.
"Now you shall see," declared Promtov. "Fate �s content that we
should pass the n�ght �n that l�ttle v�llage."
"Let us go wh�le there �s st�ll l�ght," I proposed.
"Don't be afra�d. To-n�ght we shall have a roof above our heads."
He was r�ght. At the f�rst hut at wh�ch we knocked and asked for a
n�ght's lodg�ng we were hosp�tably �nv�ted to come �n.
The "gu�d man" of the hut, a b�g, good-natured fellow, had just come
�n from the f�elds where he had been plough�ng, h�s "gu�d w�fe" was
mak�ng supper ready. Four gr�my l�ttle ch�ldren, huddled �nto a heap
�n a corner of the room, peeped out at us from thence w�th t�m�d,
�nqu�s�t�ve eyes. The buxom housew�fe bustled about from the hut to
the outhouse sw�ftly and s�lently, br�ng�ng bread and water-melons
and m�lk. The master of the house sat down on a bench oppos�te to
us rubb�ng h�s stomach w�th an a�r of concentrat�on, and f�x�ng
penetrat�ng glances upon us. Presently the usual quest�on came
from h�m:
"Where are you go�ng?"



"We're go�ng, dear man, from sea to sea, to the c�ty of K�ev," repl�ed
Promtov cheerfully �n the words of the old cradle song.
"What �s there to be seen at K�ev?" �nqu�red the "gu�d man"
med�tat�vely.
"The holy rel�cs."
The "gu�d man" looked at Promtov �n s�lence and spat. Then after a
pause he asked:
"And from whence do you come?"
"I from Petersburg, he from Moscow," answered Promtov.
"All that way?"—the "gu�d man" ra�sed h�s brows. "And what's
Petersburg l�ke? Folks say that �t �s bu�lt upon the sea and that �t �s
often under water."[4]

Here the door opened and two other khokhl�[5] came �n.
"We want a word w�th you, M�chael," sa�d one of them.
"What have you got to say to me?"
"It's th�s—who are these people?"

[4] The peasant uses the Ruthen�an d�alect, the effect of wh�ch �s
lost �n a translat�on.
[5] "Tuft-headed," the name g�ven to the L�ttle Russ�ans by the
Great Russ�ans, from the�r mode of wear�ng the�r ha�r.

"These?" asked our host, nodd�ng h�s head at us.
"Yes."
Our host was s�lent and thoughtful, he scratched h�s head a b�t.
"I should l�ke to know myself," he expla�ned.
"Maybe you are p�lgr�ms?" they �nqu�red of us.
"Yes!" repl�ed Promtov.
A long s�lence preva�led, �n the course of wh�ch the three khokhl�
regarded us doggedly, susp�c�ously, and �nqu�s�t�vely. At last they all



sat down to table and began, w�th loud crunch�ng, to consume the
cr�mson water-melons.
"Maybe one of you �s a scholar?" sa�d one of the khokhl�, turn�ng
towards Promtov.
"Both!" curtly repl�ed Promtov
"Then perchance you know what a man ought to do when h�s
backbone smarts and �tches to that degree that he cannot sleep o'
n�ghts?"
"We do know," repl�ed Promtov.
"What?"
Promtov went on chew�ng h�s bread for a long t�me, dr�ed h�s hands
on h�s rags, then pens�vely regarded the ce�l�ng and, at last,
observed dec�s�vely and even severely:
"Break up a loaf and get your old woman at n�ght to rub your sp�ne
w�th the crummy part, and afterwards ano�nt �t w�th hemp-o�l and fat
... that's all!"

"What w�ll come of �t?" �nqu�red the khokhol.[6]

[6] S�ngular of khokhl�.

"Noth�ng," and Promtov shrugged h�s shoulders.
"Noth�ng."
"Why should anyth�ng come of �t?"
"Yet �t's a good remedy?"
"Yes, �t's a good remedy."
"I'll try �t. Thanks!"
"To your good health!" sa�d Promtov perfectly ser�ously.
There was a long s�lence am�dst the crunch�ng of the water-melons
and the wh�sper�ng of the ch�ldren.
"Hark ye," began the owner of the hut, "maybe you have heard all
about �t at Moscow—I mean about S�ber�a—�s �t poss�ble to settle



there or not? Our d�str�ct mag�strate sa�d—but no doubt he l�es—that
�t �s qu�te �mposs�ble!"
"Imposs�ble!" observed Promtov w�th an a�r of aston�shment.
The khokhl� glanced at each other, and the master of the house
murmured �n h�s beard: "May a toad crawl �nto h�s stomach!"
"Imposs�ble!" repeated Promtov, and suddenly h�s face glowed w�th
enthus�asm; "�t �s �mposs�ble, but why go to S�ber�a at all when there
�s so much land everywhere—as much as you please?"
"Well, truly there's enough for the dead and to spare—but �t �s the
l�v�ng who stand �n need of �t," remarked one of the khokhl� sadly.
"In Petersburg �t has been dec�ded," cont�nued Promtov tr�umphantly,
"to take all the land belong�ng to the gentry and the peasantry and
make crown property of �t."
The khokhl� looked at h�m w�th w�ld w�de-open eyes and were s�lent
Promtov regarded them severely and asked:
"Yes, make crown property of �t—and do you know why?"
The s�lence assumed an �ntense character, and the poor khokhl�,
apparently, were almost burst�ng w�th anx�ety and expectat�on. I
looked at them, and was scarce able to restra�n the anger exc�ted �n
me by the pract�cal joke wh�ch Promtov was thus malt�ng at the poor
creatures' expense. But to have betrayed h�s audac�ous falsehood to
them would have meant a whack�ng for h�m, so I held my peace,
overwhelmed by th�s fool�sh d�lemma.
"Speak out, good man, and tell us!" asked one of the khokhl� qu�etly
and t�m�dly, w�th a st�fled vo�ce.
"They are go�ng to take away the land �n order to red�str�bute �t more
fa�rly among the peasants. It has been dec�ded there"—here
Promtov waved h�s hand vaguely to one s�de—"that the true owner
of the land �s the peasant, and so �t has been ordered that there shall
be no em�grat�on to S�ber�a, but people are to wa�t t�ll the land �s
d�v�ded...."



One of the khokhl� let h�s sl�ce of melon fall out of h�s mouth �n h�s
exc�tement. All of them looked �ntently at Promtov's mouth w�th
greedy eyes and were s�lent, be�ng much �mpressed by the strange
�ntell�gence. And then—a few seconds afterwards—four express�ons
were heard almost s�multaneously:
"Most holy mother!"—from the woman almost hyster�cally.
"But ... maybe you are ly�ng!"
"Nay, but tell us more, good man!"
"Ah, that's why we have had such br�ght dawns and sunsets!"
excla�med the khokhol whose backbone had ached, w�th conv�ct�on.
"It �s only a rumour," sa�d I. "No doubt all th�s sounds very much l�ke
falsehood...."
Promtov regarded me w�th genu�ne amazement and excla�med
f�ercely:
"What rumour? What l�es? What do you mean?"
And there poured from h�s l�ps the melody of a most audac�ous
falsehood—sweet mus�c for all who were l�sten�ng to h�m except
myself. He l�ked the fun of sp�nn�ng yarns. The khokhl�, whom he
wanted to persuade, were ready to jump �nto h�s mouth. But �t was
abom�nable to me to l�sten to h�s �nsp�red falsehoods, wh�ch m�ght
very well result �n br�ng�ng down a great m�sfortune upon the heads
of these s�mple-m�nded folks. I left the hut and lay down �n the
courtyard th�nk�ng how best I could spo�l the v�lla�nous game of my
travell�ng-compan�on. H�s vo�ce sounded for a long t�me �n my ears,
and then I fell asleep.
I was awakened by Promtov at sunr�se.
"Get up! Let's be off!" he sa�d.
Bes�de h�m stood the sleepy master of the hut, and the knapsack of
Promtov was bulg�ng out on all s�des. We took our leave and
departed. Promtov was merry. He sang, he wh�stled, and cast
�ron�cal s�delong glances at me. I was th�nk�ng what I should say to
h�m and walked by h�s s�de �n s�lence.



"Well! why don't you cruc�fy me?" he suddenly asked.
"And are you aware of what w�ll follow from all th�s?" I dr�ly �nqu�red.
"Why, of course! I understand you, and I know that you ought to turn
the jest aga�nst me. I'll even tell you how you'll do �t. Would you l�ke
to hear? But better far—chuck �t! What harm �s there �n putt�ng �deas
�nto the heads of these muzh�ks? They w�ll be none the w�ser for �t.
And, bes�des, I've played my game well Look how they've stuffed my
knapsack for me!"
"But you may br�ng them under the st�ck!"
"Scarcely.... And what �f I d�d? What have I to do w�th other folks'
backs. God grant we may keep our own backs whole, that's all!
That's not moral I know, but what do I care whether a th�ng �s moral
or not moral. You'll agree that that's nobody's bus�ness."
"Come," thought I, "the wolf's about r�ght."
"Assume that they do suffer through my fault—I suppose the sky w�ll
st�ll be blue and the sea salt."
"But are you not sorry?"
"Not a b�t ... I am a roll�ng stone, and everyth�ng wh�ch the w�nd casts
beneath my feet wounds me �n the s�de."
He was ser�ous and �ntensely wrathful, and h�s eyes gleamed
v�nd�ct�vely.
"I always do l�ke that and somet�mes worse. Once I recommended a
muzh�k to dr�nk constantly ol�ve o�l m�xed w�th blackbeetles for a pa�n
�n the stomach, because he was a sk�n-fl�nt. Not a l�ttle ev�l of a
humorous sort have I wrought dur�ng my earthly p�lgr�mage. How
many stup�d superst�t�ons and myst�f�cat�ons have I not �ntroduced
�nto the sp�r�tual parts of the muzh�k?... And �n general I am never
very part�cular. Why should I be? For the sake of a few statutes, eh?
Are there not other laws w�th�n myself? Th�s, my confess�on of fa�th,
has also the sanct�on of John Chrysostom, who says: 'the true
Shek�na—�s man.'"
"But why boast of �t?"



"That �s wrong, eh?—from your po�nt of v�ew. But I, you see, am no
great lover of gentlemanly po�nts of v�ew ... and I assume that �f
people l�ft a st�ck to me �t �s my duty to respond w�th a st�ck and not
w�th an obe�sance."
As I l�stened to h�m I reflected that �t would be well for me to recollect
the f�rst Psalm of K�ng Dav�d, and depart from the way of th�s s�nner.
But then I wanted to know h�s h�story.
I spent three more days w�th h�m, and dur�ng these three days I
became conv�nced of much wh�ch I had prev�ously only suspected.
Thus, for example, �t became qu�te clear to me �n what manner
var�ous useless and anc�ent objects found the�r way �nto Promtov's
knapsack, such as the lower half of a copper candlest�ck, a ch�sel, a
b�t of lace, and a necklace. I understood that I was runn�ng the r�sk of
a flogg�ng and perhaps of fall�ng �nto those places wh�ch f�nally
rece�ve collectors s�m�lar to Promtov. I should really have to part from
h�m But then, h�s story!
And lo! one day when the w�nd was howl�ng savagely, knock�ng us
off our legs, and we found ourselves �n a haystack shelter�ng from
the cold, Promtov told me the story of h�s l�fe.

II.

THE STORY OF HIS LIFE.

Well—then! let us d�scourse for your prof�t and ed�f�cat�on ... I'll beg�n
w�th papa. My papa was a stern and consc�ent�ous man, just
touch�ng upon h�s s�xt�eth year, on half-pay, and he settled down �n a
l�ttle country town where he bought h�mself a l�ttle house. My
mamma was a woman w�th a k�nd heart and generous blood.... For
me, at any rate, he had no respect. For every tr�fle he made me
kneel �n a corner and lambed �nto me w�th a strap. But mamma loved
me, and �t was pleasant to l�ve w�th her.... At the t�me papa moved
�nto the l�ttle prov�nc�al town, I was �n the s�xth class of the



Gymnas�um, but I was expelled from �t shortly afterwards for gett�ng
m�xed up w�th the teacher of phys�cs.... I ought to have taken my
lessons �n phys�cs from th�s teacher, and I took them �nstead from
the head master's chamberma�d. The head master was very angry
w�th me for th�s, and drove me away to papa. I appeared before h�m,
and expla�ned that here I was expelled from the Temple of Learn�ng
because of a m�sunderstand�ng w�th the head master. But the head
master had taken the precaut�on of �nform�ng my father of the whole
affa�r by letter, so that the moment papa beheld me he began
scold�ng me w�th all sorts of nasty words, and mamma d�d d�tto.
When they were t�red of scold�ng me they resolved to send me away
to Pskov, where papa had a brother l�v�ng. So they're send�ng me to
Pskov, I sa�d to myself; well, uncle �s stup�d and savage enough, but
my dear l�ttle cous�ns are n�ce and k�nd, so l�fe w�ll be poss�ble there
anyhow. But even at Pskov �t soon appeared that I had no fr�ends at
court, so to speak. In three months uncle turned me out, accus�ng
me of �mmoral conduct, and hav�ng a bad �nfluence on h�s
daughters. Aga�n I was scolded, and aga�n I was ban�shed, th�s t�me
to the country, to the house of an aunt who l�ved �n the Government
of Ryazan. My aunt�e seemed to be a glor�ous and good-natured old
lady, who always had heaps of young people about her. But at that
t�me everyone was �nfected by the fool�sh hab�t of read�ng forb�dden
books—and suddenly I found myself �n gaol, where I suppose I must
have rema�ned three or four months. Mamma thereupon �nstructed
me by letter that I had k�lled her; papa �nformed me that I had
d�shonoured h�m—what very t�resome parents �t was my fate to
have!
You know that �f a man were free to choose h�s own parents �t would
be a much more conven�ent arrangement than the present order of
th�ngs—now, wouldn't �t? Well, well! They let me out of pr�son, and I
went to N�jn�-Novgorod, where I had a marr�ed s�ster. But my s�ster
appeared to be overwhelmed by fam�ly cares, and very �ll-humoured
on that account. What was I to do? Just at the n�ck of t�me Mass was
be�ng celebrated, and I jo�ned the cho�r of s�ngers. My vo�ce was
good, I had a handsome exter�or, they promoted me to the rank of
solo-s�nger, and I sang all by myself. You �mag�ne, I suppose, that I
must have taken to dr�nk on th�s occas�on. No, even now I hardly



ever dr�nk vodka, only somet�mes, and that very rarely—by way of
warm�ng myself. A drunkard I never was; of course I have had my f�ll
when good w�nes were go�ng—champagne for �nstance, and �f you
gave me Marsala, lots of �t I mean, I should undoubtedly get drunk
upon �t, for I love �t as I love women Women I love to frenzy—and
perhaps I hate 'em too, for �n the end I always feel an �rres�st�ble
des�re to play them some d�rty tr�ck.... Well, well! Why I feel so mad
w�th them somet�mes I do not know and cannot expla�n to myself.
They have always been grac�ous to me, for I was handsome and
bold. But they're such t�es! Well, the deuce take them for what I care.
I love to hear them cry and groan—for then I always th�nk: Aha! now
you are hav�ng your deserts.
However, there was I s�ng�ng away, I cared not what, so long as I
had a merry l�fe. Then, one day, I was suddenly accosted by a clean-
shaven man who appeared before me and sa�d: "Have you ever tr�ed
act�ng on the stage?" Well, I had played a part �n domest�c
spectacles. "Would you l�ke to earn twenty-f�ve roubles[1] a month for
play�ng l�ght-comedy parts?" "All r�ght!" sa�d I. So off we went to the
town of Perm. At Perm I played and sang �n com�c operas made up
as a pass�onate dark young chap—w�th a past, the past of a pol�t�cal
offender. The lad�es were �n raptures. Then I took the second lover
rôles. "Try the hero�c parts," they sa�d to me. So I played the part of
Max �n "Errant F�res," and �t went off cap�tally—I knew �t I played
through a whole season That summer our tour was a great success.
We played at Vyatka, we played at Ufa, we even played at Elabuga.
In the w�nter we returned to Perm.

[1] £2 10s.

And �n that w�nter I felt a hatred and loath�ng of mank�nd. You know
how �t �s. You appear on the stage, and you see hundreds of fools
and wretches w�th the�r eyes f�xed full upon you—that slav�sh
cowardly shudder (I know �t so well) runs all down your back, and
you have the pr�ckly sensat�on of one who has sat down �n an ant
heap. They look upon you as the�r playth�ng, as a th�ng wh�ch they
have purchased for the�r grat�f�cat�on for a s�ngle even�ng. They have
the power to condemn or to approve. And there they s�t wa�t�ng to
see whether you w�ll exert yourself w�th suff�c�ent d�l�gence to please



them And �f they th�nk that you have used suff�c�ent d�l�gence, they
w�ll bray—bray l�ke tethered asses, and you must l�sten to them and
feel content w�th the�r applause. For a t�me you w�ll forget that you
are the�r property ... then, when you call �t to m�nd, you w�ll sm�te
yourself upon the snout for hav�ng found pleasure �n the�r approval.
I hated th�s "publ�c" to the verge of convuls�ons. Frequently I should
have l�ked to have spat on them from the stage, to have rowed them
w�th the v�lest words. There were t�mes when the�r eyes—you w�ll
feel w�th me—pr�cked my body l�ke darn�ng-needles; and how
greed�ly that "publ�c" wa�ts for you to t�ckle �t—wa�ts w�th the
conf�dence of that lady land-owner whose serf-g�rls used to scratch
the soles of her feet every even�ng. You are sens�ble of th�s
expectat�on of the�rs, and you th�nk how pleasant �t would be to have
�n your hand a kn�fe long enough to clean sl�ce off all the noses of
the f�rst row of spectators at a s�ngle stroke. Dev�l take the whole lot
of them!
But pardon me th�s outburst! I fear that for the moment I was
becom�ng qu�te sent�mental!—I only meant to say that I was a player,
that I hated my publ�c, and wanted to run away from �t. In th�s I was
ass�sted by the w�fe of a procurator. She d�d not please me and that
d�d not please her. She set her husband �n mot�on, and I suddenly
appeared �n the town of Saransk—just as �f I were a gra�n of wheat
wh�rled by the w�nd from the banks of the Kama. Ah, well! everyth�ng
�n th�s wretched l�fe of ours �s l�ke a dream!
So I settled down �n the town of Saransk, and there settled down
along w�th me the young w�fe of a young Perm�ak of the mercant�le
persuas�on. She was a determ�ned character and dearly loved my
art. So there we were together. We had no money, ne�ther had we
any acqua�ntances. Moreover, I was weary of her. She also, from
sheer ennu�, began to d�n �t �nto me that I d�d not love her. At f�rst I
endured �t pat�ently, but after a b�t I could stand �t no longer: "Be off,"
I cr�ed! "leave me! go to the dev�l!" That �s exactly what I sa�d to her.
She caught up a revolver and f�red �t at me. The bullet lodged �n my
left shoulder—a l�ttle lower and I should have been �n Parad�se long
ago. Anyhow, down I fell. But she was fr�ghtened, and �n her terror
leaped �nto a well.



And there she soddened to death.
Me they conducted to the hosp�tal. Well, there of course lad�es
appeared upon the scene They revolved around me t�ll I was able to
stand on my legs aga�n, and when I could do that I got the b�llet of
secretary to the local pol�ce-stat�on. Well, say what you w�ll—to be
assoc�ated w�th the pol�ce �s more conven�ent than to be under pol�ce
superv�s�on. So there I l�ved for two or three months.
It was �n those days, for the f�rst t�me �n my l�fe, that I had an attack
of crush�ng, overwhelm�ng ennu�, that most horr�ble of all sensat�ons
to wh�ch human�ty �s l�able.... Everyth�ng around you ceases to be of
�nterest, and you des�re someth�ng new. You cast about h�ther and
th�ther, you seek and seek, you f�nd someth�ng, you se�ze �t, and
�mmed�ately you d�scover �t �s not what you wanted. You feel yourself
led capt�ve by someth�ng dark, you feel yourself fettered w�th�n, you
feel yourself �ncapable of l�v�ng �n the world w�th yourself, and yet th�s
world �s more necessary to a man than everyth�ng else. A wretched
cond�t�on of th�ngs!
And �t brought me at last to such a pass that I marr�ed. Such a step
�n a man of my character �s only poss�ble �n case of angu�sh or
drunkard's head-ache.
My w�fe was the daughter of a pr�est, who l�ved w�th her mother—her
father was dead—and had the free d�spos�t�on of her property. She
had her own house, you m�ght even say mans�on, and she had
money bes�des. She was a handsome g�rl, no fool, and of a l�vely
d�spos�t�on, but she was very fond of read�ng books, and th�s had a
very bad effect both upon me and her. She was constantly f�sh�ng for
rules of l�fe �n all sorts of l�ttle books, and whenever she got what she
wanted, she �mmed�ately proceeded to apply k personally to us both.
Now, from my tenderest years moral�ty was a th�ng I never could
endure.... At f�rst I laughed at my w�fe, but afterwards �t became
t�resome to l�sten to her. I saw that she always made a great show of
�deas extracted from var�ous l�ttle books, and book�sh lore �s about
as su�table for a woman as h�s master's cast-off costume �s for a
lackey. We began to quarrel.... Then I made the acqua�ntance of a
certa�n pr�est—there was one of that sort there—a rogue who could



play the gu�tar and s�ng, dance the trepak[2] to adm�rat�on, and take
h�s sk�nful l�ke a man. To my m�nd he was the best fellow �n the town,
because one could always l�ve a jolly l�fe �n h�s company, and she—
that �s my w�fe—was always runn�ng h�m down, and always tr�ed to
drag me �nto the company of the Scr�bes and Phar�sees who
surrounded her. For �n the even�ngs all the ser�ous and best people
�n the town, as she called them, used to assemble at her house; and
ser�ous enough they all were, as ser�ous, to my m�nd, as gallows-
b�rds.... I also loved read�ng �n those days, but I never used to
trouble myself about what I read, and I don't understand why people
should. But they—I mean my w�fe and those who were w�th her—
whenever they had read through a book, �mmed�ately became as
restless as �f they had hundreds of pr�ckles beneath the�r sk�n. Now, I
look upon �t l�ke th�s. Here's a book. Very well! An �nterest�ng book.
So much the better. But every book has been wr�tten by a man, and
a man cannot leap h�gher than h�s own head. All books are wr�tten
w�th one object: they want to prove that good �s good and bad �s bad,
and �t's all one whether you have read a hundred of them or a
thousand. My w�fe d�scussed her l�ttle books by the dozen, so that I
began to tell her stra�ght out that I should have had a better t�me of �t
�f I had marr�ed the parson �nstead of her. It was only the parson who
saved me from boredom, and but for h�m I should have bolted from
my w�fe there and then. As soon as the Phar�sees called upon her—
off I went to the parson. In th�s way I l�ved through a year and a half.
From sheer boredom I helped the parson �n the church serv�ces. At
one t�me I read the ep�stles, at another I stood �n the cho�r and sang:
"From my youth up many pass�ons have fought aga�nst me."



[2] A bo�sterous nat�onal dance of Russ�a.

I went through a good deal �n those days, and I shall be just�f�ed for
many th�ngs at the Last Day for th�s endurance. But now my parson
was jo�ned by a young k�nswoman, and th�s woman came to h�m f�rst
because he was a w�dower, and �n the second place because h�s
sw�ne had eaten h�m, �.e., had not eaten h�m ent�rely, but spo�lt the
look of h�m. He had, you must know, fallen down drunk �n the yard
and gone to sleep, and the sw�ne had come �nto the courtyard and
n�bbled away at h�s ears, cheeks, and neck. It �s notor�ous that sw�ne
eat all sorts of garbage. Th�s d�m�nut�on of h�s person threw my
parson �nto a fever, and caused h�m to summon h�s k�nswoman that
she m�ght cher�sh h�m and I m�ght cher�sh her. Well, she and I set
about the bus�ness very zealously, and w�th great success. But my
w�fe found out how the land lay—found out I say, and at last �t came
to a quarrel. What was I to do? I gave her as good as I got. Then she
sa�d to me: "Leave my house!" Well, I thought the matter well over,
and I qu�etly went away—r�ght away from the town. Thus the bonds
of my marr�age were unloosed. If my consort �s st�ll al�ve she
certa�nly regards me as happ�ly dead to her. I have never felt the
sl�ghtest des�re to see her aga�n. I also th�nk that �t �s well for her to
forget me. May she l�ve �n peace! Greatly d�d she bore me �n those
days.
So now behold me a free man aga�n, l�v�ng �n the town of Penza! I
came to loggerheads w�th the pol�ce; no place could be found for me
here or there—no place anywhere �n fact. At last I became a
psalms�nger �n the church. I took up the off�ce and sang and read. In
the church I had aga�n a "publ�c" before me, and aga�n a loath�ng of
�t arose w�th�n me. I was a m�serable labourer �n a dependent
pos�t�on. It was horr�ble to me. But a merchant's w�fe was my
salvat�on. She was a stout, God-fear�ng woman, and had a very dull
t�me of �t. And she goes and gets enamoured of me by way of
sp�r�tual ed�f�cat�on. So I got �nto the hab�t of go�ng to see her, and
she fed me. Her husband l�ved at home and was a l�ttle dotty, so she
had to manage the whole plaguy bus�ness. I went to her very
courteously, and I sa�d to her: "It �s hard for me to be pay�ng v�s�ts
here, Sekleteya K�r�llovna, prec�ous hard," I sa�d; "why don't you



make me your ass�stant?" She made some bones about �t at f�rst,
and sa�d I was much m�staken, but at last she took me as her
manager. And now I had a good t�me of �t, but the town �tself was a
f�lthy hole. There was no theatre, no decent hotel, no �nterest�ng
people. Of course I was bored to death, and �n the m�dst of my
boredom I wrote a letter to my uncle. Dur�ng my f�ve years' absence
from Petersburg I had, of course, become very know�ng. So I wrote
now request�ng forg�veness for all that I had done, prom�sed never to
do anyth�ng l�ke �t any more, and asked, among other th�ngs,
whether �t was not poss�ble for me to l�ve at Petersburg. My uncle
wrote �t was poss�ble, but I must be careful. Then I broke w�th the
merchant's w�fe.
You must know that she was stup�d, fat, stodgy, and ugly. I had had
m�stresses of great repute, elegant and sens�ble goss�ps every one
of them. Very well! Yet w�th all my other m�stresses I had parted
scurv�ly; e�ther I had dr�ven them away w�th wrath and contumely, or
they had played me some nasty tr�ck or other. But th�s Sekleteya had
�nsp�red me w�th respect by reason of her very s�mpl�c�ty.
"Farewell," I sa�d to her; "farewell, my dearly-beloved! God grant
thee prosper�ty!"
"And does �t not pa�n thee to part w�th me?" sa�d she.
"What!" I cr�ed, "how can I help be�ng pa�ned at part�ng w�th one so
beaut�ful and w�se?"
"I would never have parted from thee," sa�d she, "but I suppose �t
must be so, nevertheless I w�ll always remember thee. Well, now,
thou art a free b�rd aga�n, and canst fly away wh�thersoever thou
des�rest," and she burst �nto tears.
"Forg�ve me, Sekleteya, I beg," sa�d I.
"What!" she cr�ed, "I owe thee thanks, not forg�veness."
"Thanks?" I asked, "how and for what?"
"I'll tell thee. Thou art th�s sort of man. Thou wouldst th�nk noth�ng of
cast�ng me adr�ft �n the w�de world, I put myself wholly �nto thy
hands, and thou m�ghtest have robbed me as thou d�dst l�ke, and I



would not have prevented thee—and all th�s thou knewest. But thou
hast repa�d conf�dence w�th conf�dence, and I know how much of
m�ne thou hast consumed �n these days—about four thousand �n all.
Another �n thy place," she sa�d, "would have gobbled up the whole
pot and empt�ed the saucer on the hearth as well."
That's what she sa�d. Well, she was a k�nd-hearted old th�ng, that I
w�ll say.
I gave her a part�ng k�ss, and w�th a l�ght heart and f�ve thousand
roubles �n my pocket—no doubt she had taken these also �nto
cons�derat�on—I appeared at St. Petersburg. I l�ved l�ke a baron,
went to the theatre, made acqua�ntances, somet�mes from sheer
ennu� played on the boards, but I played much more frequently at
cards. Cards are a cap�tal occupat�on. You s�t down at a table, and �n
the course of a s�ngle n�ght you d�e and r�se aga�n ten t�mes over. It
�s exc�t�ng to know that w�th�n the next few moments your last
roubles may dr�bble away, and you yourself may step down �nto the
street a beggar, w�th noth�ng but su�c�de or h�ghway robbery before
you. It �s also good to know that your ne�ghbour or partner has, w�th
reference to h�s last rouble, exactly the same t�ckl�sh and cruelly
po�gnant sensat�on as you yourself have had not so very long before
h�m. To see red and pale exc�ted faces, tremulous w�th the terror of
be�ng beaten and w�th the greed of ga�n, to look at them and w�n
the�r cards away, one after the other—ah! how strangely that exc�tes
the nerves and the blood!... You w�n a card—and �t �s just as �f you
stole away from the man's heart a b�t of warm flesh w�th the nerves
and blood.... That's be�ng happy �f you l�ke! Th�s constant r�sk of
fall�ng �s the f�nest th�ng �n l�fe, and the f�nest thought �n l�fe was well
expressed by the poet:

"F�erce contest �s a rapturous bl�ss,
E'en on the marge of the abyss."

Yes, there �s rapture �n �t, and, �n general, �t �s only poss�ble to feel
happy when you are r�sk�ng someth�ng. The more r�sk—the larger
and fuller the l�fe. Have you ever happened to starve? It has been
my luck not to eat anyth�ng for tw�ce twenty-four hours at a stretch....
And look you, when the belly beg�ns to prey upon �tself, when you



feel your v�tals dry�ng up and dy�ng w�th hunger—then, for the sake
of a b�t of bread, you are ready to k�ll a man, a ch�ld; you are ready
for anyth�ng, and th�s capac�ty for cr�me has �ts own pecul�ar poetry, �t
�s a very prec�ous sensat�on, and, hav�ng once exper�enced �t, you
have a great respect for yourself.
However, let us cont�nue our var�ed story. As �t �s, �t �s sp�nn�ng �tself
out as long as a funeral process�on, �n wh�ch I occupy the place of
the dear departed. Ugh! what fool�sh compar�sons do crowd �nto my
head. Yet �t �s true, I suppose, though �t �s none the w�ser, after all,
for be�ng that. Apropos, Mr. Balzac has a very true and t�mely
express�on—"It �s as stup�d as a fact." Stup�d? Well, let �t pass. What
do I care about the d�fference between stup�d and w�se? Well, as I
was say�ng, I l�ved at St. Petersburg. It was a good sort of town, but
�t would be as good aga�n �f one half of �ts �nhab�tants were drowned
�n that t�resome sea wh�ch �s always flop-flopp�ng around �t. I l�ved a
merry, easy l�fe at St Petersburg for two or three years, under the
protect�on of a lady who had taken a great fancy to me; but then, �n
order to obl�ge a fr�end, I ser�ously offended the pol�ce, and they
asked me wh�ther I would l�ke to go out of St. Petersburg. I
suggested Tsarskoe-Selo. "No," they sa�d, "you must go further." At
last we effected a comprom�se, and Tula was f�xed upon. "Very well,
let �t be Tula then," sa�d they. "You may go even further," they sa�d, "�f
you l�ke, but you must not appear here t�ll three years have exp�red.
Your documents we w�ll keep by us �n the meant�me as a memento
of you, and perm�t us to offer you �n exchange a trans�t cert�f�cate to
Tula. Try w�th�n four-and-twenty hours to take your fl�ght from hence."
Well, thought I, what am I to do now? One must obey one's
super�ors, how can one help do�ng so?
Well, there I was. I sold all my property to my landlady for a mere
song, and posted off to my protectress. She had g�ven orders that I
was not to be adm�tted, the m�nx! I then went on to two or three
others of my acqua�ntances—they met me as �f I were a leper. I spat
upon them all, and repa�red to a holy place I knew of, there to spend
the last hours of my l�fe at Petersburg. At s�x o'clock �n the morn�ng I
�ssued from thence w�thout a farth�ng �n my pocket—I had played at
cards and was stony broke! So thoroughly had a h�gh off�c�al cleared



me out that I was even lost �n adm�rat�on at h�s talent, w�thout feel�ng
the least hum�l�at�on at hav�ng been beaten. What was I to do next? I
went, why I know not, to the Moscow Stat�on, entered and m�ngled
w�th the crowd. I saw the tra�n to Moscow come �n. I got �nto a
carr�age and sat down. We passed two or three stat�ons, and then
they drove me out �n tr�umph. They wanted to report me, asked who I
was; but when I showed them my test�mon�al they left me �n peace.
"Go on further," sa�d they, and I went. Ten versts I traversed, I grew
t�red, and felt that I must have someth�ng to eat. There was a sentry-
box, belong�ng to a sentry of a l�ne reg�ment. I went up to h�m: "G�ve
me a b�t of bread, dear l�ttle fr�end," I sa�d. He looked at me. He gave
me not only bread but a large cup of m�lk. I passed the n�ght w�th
h�m, for the f�rst t�me �n my l�fe �n vagabond fash�on, �n the open a�r,
on straw, �n the f�eld beh�nd the sentry-box. I awoke next day, the
sun was sh�n�ng, the a�r l�ke champagne, green th�ngs all round, and
the b�rds s�ng�ng. I took some more bread from the sentry and went
on further.
You should understand that �n a vagabond l�fe there �s someth�ng
that draws you on and on, someth�ng that qu�te swallows you up. It �s
pleasant to feel yourself free from obl�gat�ons, free from the var�ous
l�ttle fetters ty�ng down your ex�stence when you l�ve among men;
free from all those bagatelles obstruct�ng your l�fe to such an extent
that �t ceases to be a sat�sfact�on, and becomes a weary burden—a
heavy basket-l�ke burden �n the nature of an obl�gat�on to dress
becom�ngly, to speak becom�ngly, and do everyth�ng accord�ng to an
accepted form and not as you would have �t On meet�ng an
acqua�ntance, for �nstance, you must use the accepted formula and
say: How do you do?—�nstead of: Be d——d! as you would
somet�mes l�ke to say.
In general—�f I may speak the truth freely—these fool�shly-
ceremon�ous usages are such as to turn the mutual relat�ons of
respectable c�t�zens �nto a wear�some comedy. Nay, even �nto a base
comedy, for nobody ever calls anybody a fool or a v�lla�n to h�s face
—or �f �t be done somet�mes �t �s only �n an access of that s�ncer�ty
wh�ch we call anger.



Now the vagabond pos�t�on �s clean outs�de all these t�nsel trapp�ngs.
The very c�rcumstance that you renounce all the earl�er
conven�ences of l�fe w�thout regret, and can ex�st w�thout them, g�ves
you a pleasant sense of elevat�on �n your own eyes. You take up an
unreservedly �ndulgent att�tude towards yourself—though for the
matter of that I for one have never been severe towards myself. T
have never taken myself to task, the teeth of my consc�ence have
never gnawed me, nor have I ever been scratched by the claws of
my reason. You must know that very early, and as �f �nsens�bly, I
appropr�ated the most s�mple and sens�ble of ph�losoph�es: however
you may l�ve you must d�e all the same. Why then come to
loggerheads w�th yourself—why drag yourself by the ta�l to the left
when your nature w�th all her m�ght pr�cks you on to the r�ght? Pah! I
cannot endure people who are always rend�ng themselves �n twa�n.
Why do they str�ve and str�ve? Suppos�ng I were to talk to some of
these monstros�t�es, th�s �s what I should ask them: "Why do you go
on l�ke th�s? Why do you make such a fuss?" "I am str�v�ng after self-
perfect�on," he would say. "But what for?—what on earth for?"
"Because human perfect�on �s the sense of l�fe." "Well, I don't
understand that at all. Now �f you talk about the perfect�on of a tree,
the sense of your words would be qu�te clear to me. Its perfect�on �s
to be measured by �ts ut�l�ty; you may use �t for mak�ng cart shafts or
coff�ns, or anyth�ng else useful to man. Very well! But your str�v�ng
after perfect�on �s ent�rely your own affa�r. But tell me, why do you
come to me and try to convert me to your fa�th?" "Because," he
would say, "you are a beast, and don't seek out the sense of l�fe."
"But I have found �t �f I am a brute, and the consc�ousness of my
brutal�ty does not overwhelm me." "You l�e," he would say; "�f you are
consc�ous of �t you ought to try to �mprove." "Improve? How? Here I
am, you see, l�v�ng my own l�fe �n the world; my m�nd and my
feel�ngs are at one w�th each other, and word and deed are �n perfect
harmony." "That," he would say, "�s v�leness and cyn�c�sm." And so
the whole lot of them would argue of course. I feel that they are l�ars
and fools—I feel that, I say, and I cannot but desp�se them. For
�ndeed—I know what people are—�f everyth�ng wh�ch �s mean, d�rty,
and ev�l to-day, were to be declared by you to-morrow upr�ght, pure,
and good—all these snouts, w�thout any effort of the�r own, would to-



morrow be upr�ght, pure, and good. One th�ng only would be
necessary—the coward�ce to ann�h�late self w�th�n themselves.
That's how �t �s.
That's putt�ng �t strong, you'll say. Bosh! It �s so. Let �t be strongly put,
�t's none the less r�ght for all that Look now! I'll put �t l�ke th�s: Serve
God or the Dev�l, but don't serve God and the Dev�l. A good rascal �s
always better than a shoddy honest man. There's black and there's
wh�te, but m�x them and you only get a d�rty smudge. In all my l�fe I
have only met w�th shoddy honest folks—the sort you know whose
honesty �s p�ecemeal, as �t were, just as �f they had p�cked �t up
beneath w�ndows as beggars gather crumbs. Th�s sort of honesty �s
part�-coloured, badly stuck together, as �f w�th pegs; �t �s the book�sh
honesty, wh�ch �s learnt by repet�t�on, and serves men �n much the
same way as the�r best trousers, wh�ch are trotted out on state
occas�ons. And, �n general, the best part of good people �s made up
for Sunday use; they keep �t not �n them but by them, for show, to
take a r�se out of each other.... I have met w�th people naturally
good, but they are rarely to be met w�th, and only among s�mple folks
outs�de the walls of towns. You feel at once that these really are
good. And you see that they are born good. Yes.
But be that as �t may. Deuce take the whole lot of them, good or bad.
What's Hecuba to me, or I to Hecuba!
I am well aware that I am relat�ng to you the facts of my l�fe br�efly
and superf�c�ally, and that �t w�ll be d�ff�cult for you to understand the
why and the wherefore, but that's my affa�r. It's not the facts but the
�ncl�nat�ons that are of �mportance. Facts are rot and rubb�sh. I can
make all sorts of facts �f I l�ke. For �nstance, I can take th�s kn�fe and
st�ck �t �n your throat. That would be a fact of the f�rst order. Or �f I
were to st�ck myself w�th �t that also would be a fact, and �n general
you may make all sorts of facts accord�ng to �ncl�nat�on. Incl�nat�ons
—there you have the whole th�ng. Incl�nat�ons produce facts, and
they create �deas—and �deals. And you know what �deals are—eh?
Ideals are s�mply crutches, expressly �nvented for the per�od when
man has become a wretched brute, obl�ged to walk on h�s h�nd paws
only. On ra�s�ng h�s head from the grey earth he sees above h�m the
blue sky, and �s dazzled by the splendour of �ts br�ghtness. Then, �n



h�s stup�d�ty, he says to h�mself: I w�ll reach �t. And thenceforth he
hobbles about the earth on these crutches, hold�ng h�mself upr�ght
on h�s h�nd paws w�th the�r ass�stance to th�s very day.
Pray don't �mag�ne that I also am cl�mb�ng up to Heaven—I have
never exper�enced any such des�re—I only say �t because �t sounds
well.
But I have let my story get knotted and tangled aga�n. However, �t
doesn't matter. It �s only �n romances that the ske�n of events
revolves regularly; but our l�fe �s an �rregular, clueless jumble. Why
do they pay money for romances wh�le I grow old �n va�n? The Dev�l
only knows.
Well, let's get on.... Th�s wander�ng l�fe pleased me—pleased me all
the more because I soon d�scovered a means of subs�stence. Once,
as I was on the trot, I perce�ved com�ng towards me—a Manor
House stood forth p�cturesquely �n the d�stance—three h�ghly genteel
f�gures, a man and two lad�es. The man already had some grey �n
h�s beard, and looked very genteel about the eyes; the faces of the
lad�es were somewhat p�nched, but they also were h�ghly genteel. I
put on the mug of a martyr, drew up level w�th them, and begged for
a n�ght's lodg�ng at the Manor House. They looked at one another,
and del�berated a long t�me among themselves as �f �t were a matter
of great �mportance. I bowed pol�tely, thanked them, and went on
w�thout mak�ng too much haste. But they turned back and came after
me. We entered �nto conversat�on. Who was I, whence d�d I come,
what was I about? They were of a human temperament—l�beral
v�ews, and the�r very quest�ons suggested such answers to me that
by the t�me we had reached the Manor House I had l�ed to them—
the Dev�l only knows how much! I had been a student, I had taught
the people, my soul was held capt�ve to all manner of �deas, etc., etc.
And all th�s s�mply because they themselves would have �t so. All I
d�d was not to stand �n the way of the�r tak�ng me for what they
wanted to take me for. When I began to reflect how hard the part
would be that they wanted me to play, I was not a l�ttle out of conce�t
w�th myself, I can tell you. But after d�nner I qu�te understood that �t
was for my own �nterest to play th�s part, for they ate w�th a truly
d�v�ne taste. They ate w�th feel�ng, ate l�ke c�v�l�sed people. After the



meal they conducted me to a l�ttle apartment, the man prov�ded me
w�th trousers and other requ�s�tes—and, speak�ng generally, they
treated me humanely. Well, and I, �n return, loosed the re�ns of my
�mag�nat�on for the�r behoof.

Queen of Heaven, how I l�ed! Talk of Khlestakov![3] Khlestakov was
an �d�ot! I l�ed w�thout ever los�ng the consc�ousness that I was ly�ng,
although �t was my del�ght to l�e my utmost. I l�ed to such an extent
that even the Black Sea would have turned red �f �t could have heard
my ly�ng. These good people l�stened to me w�th del�ght—l�stened to
me and fed me, and looked after me as �f I had been a s�ck ch�ld of
the�r own fam�ly. And I �n return made up all sorts of th�ngs for them.
Now �t was that I prof�ted by all the good l�ttle books I had ever read,
and by the learned d�sputat�ons of my w�fe's Scr�bes and Phar�sees.

[3] The hero of Gogol's famous comedy, "Rev�zor."

Bel�eve me, to l�e w�th gumpt�on �s a h�gh del�ght. If you l�e and see
that folks bel�eve you, you feel yourself on a h�gher level, and to feel
yourself above your fellows �s a rare sat�sfact�on. To command the�r
attent�on and th�nk much of yourself �n consequence �s fool�shness;
but to fool a man �s always pleasant. And bes�des, �t �s pleasant to
the man h�mself to l�sten to l�es—good l�es—l�es wh�ch do not go
aga�nst the gra�n. And �t �s poss�ble that every l�e, good or the
reverse, �s a good l�e. There �s scarcely anyth�ng �n the world more
worthy of attent�on than the var�ous popular fables: not�ons, dreams,
and such l�ke. Let us take love for �nstance. I have always loved �n
women just that wh�ch they have never possessed, and w�th wh�ch I
myself have generally requ�ted them. And th�s, too, �s the best th�ng
�n them. For �nstance, you come across a fresh l�ttle wench and
�mmed�ately you th�nk to yourself: such a one must needs embrace
you th�s way, or k�ss you that way. If �n tears, she must look thus, and
�f she laughs—thus. And then you persuade yourself that she has all
these qual�t�es, and must certa�nly be exactly as you �mag�ne her to
be. And, of course, when you make her acqua�ntance, and come to
know her as she really �s—you f�nd yourself s�tt�ng tr�umphantly �n a
puddle! But that �s of no �mportance. You cannot poss�bly make an
enemy of f�re s�mply because �t burns you somet�mes, you must
remember that �t always warms you. Isn't that so? Very well. For the



same reason you must not call a l�e harmful; �n every case put up
w�th �t and prefer �t to truth.... Bes�des, �t �s qu�te uncerta�n what th�s
th�ng called Truth �s really l�ke. Nobody has ever seen her passport,
and poss�bly �f she were called upon to produce her documents the
deuce only knows how �t would turn out.
But here I am l�ke Socrates, ph�losoph�s�ng �nstead of attend�ng to
my bus�ness.
Well, I l�ed to these good people t�ll I had exhausted my �mag�nat�on,
and as soon as I real�sed the danger of be�ng a bore to them—I went
on further, after res�d�ng w�th them for three weeks. I departed well
prov�s�oned for the journey, and I d�rected my footsteps towards the
nearest pol�ce-stat�on �n order that I m�ght go from thence to
Moscow. But from Moscow to Tula I arr�ved �n va�n, �n consequence
of the carelessness of my conductors.
Behold me, then, face to face w�th the Pol�ce-master at Tula. He
looked at me and �nqu�red:
"What profess�on do you mean to follow here?"
"I don't know," I sa�d.
"And why d�d they send you away from Petersburg?" he sa�d.
"That also I don't know," sa�d I.
"Obv�ously for some debauch not foreseen by the cr�m�nal code—
eh?" and he cross-exam�ned me search�ngly.
But I rema�ned �nscrutable.
"You are a very �nconven�ent sort of person," he observed.
"Everyone, I suppose, has h�s own spec�al�ty, my good s�r," I
rejo�ned.
He thought the matter over, and then he made me a propos�t�on. "As
you have chosen your own place of res�dence, perhaps, �f we do not
please you, you w�ll go further on. There are many other towns for
cho�ce—Orel, Kursk, Smolensk for example. After all �t �s all the
same to you where you l�ve. Wouldn't �t be agreeable to you �f we
passed you on? It would be qu�te a rel�ef to us not to have the bother



of look�ng after your health. We have such a mass of bus�ness here,
and you—pardon my candour—seem to be a man fully capable of
�ncreas�ng the cares of the pol�ce; nay, you even seem to me
expressly made for the purpose. Well now," says he, "would you l�ke
me to g�ve you a treshnetsa[4] to ass�st you on your way?"

[4] A small Russ�an co�n.

"You seem to appra�se your dut�es somewhat cheaply," sa�d I, "I th�nk
�t would be better �f you let me rema�n here under the protect�on of
the laws of Tula."
But he obst�nately refused to take me even as a g�ft. He was an odd
sort of chap! Well, I got f�fteen roubles out of h�m, and went on to the
town of Smolensk. You see! The most awkward pos�t�on conta�ns
w�th�n �t the poss�b�l�ty of someth�ng better. I aff�rm th�s on the bas�s
of sol�d exper�ence and on the strength of my deep fa�th �n the
dexter�ty of the human m�nd. M�nd—that's the power! You are st�ll a
young man, and what I say to you �s th�s: bel�eve �n m�nd and you
shall never fall! Know that every man holds w�th�n h�m a fool and a
rogue; the fool �s h�s senses, the rogue �s h�s m�nd. H�s senses are
the fool because they are upr�ght, just, and cannot d�ssemble, and
how �s �t poss�ble to l�ve w�thout d�ss�mulat�on? It �s �nd�spensable to
d�ssemble; �t �s necessary to do so even from compass�on, and most
of all when they—your senses of course—p�ty others.
So I walked �nto Smolensk, feel�ng that the ground was f�rm beneath
me, and that on the one hand I could always count upon the support
of humane people, and on the other hand I was always sure of the
support of the Pol�ce. I was necessary to the f�rst for the d�splay of
the�r feel�ngs, and to the second I was unnecessary—therefore they
and others were bound to pay me out of the�r superflu�t�es.
That's how �t was then!
So I went along and fell qu�te �n love w�th myself. My prospects were
excellent. I fell �n w�th a l�ttle muzh�k. He looked up and asked:
"You w�ll be one of the Enqu�ry-Agents, I suppose?"
"Enqu�ry-Agents," I thought, "what does he mean?"—but I answered:



"Yes, of course I am!"
"D�d you come along the Trepovka Road?" he asked.
"Yes, along the Trepovka," I answered.
"And w�ll you h�re the folks soon?" he sa�d.
"Very soon," sa�d I.
"L�sten, w�ll they take depos�ts?"
"They w�ll."
"Have you heard how much per head?"

"Yes, about two gr�ven�k�[5] per head."
"Laws!" sa�d the l�ttle muzh�k.
I put two and two together, guessed why he was plough�ng there,
and asked h�m whence he came? how many souls[6] there were �n
h�s v�llage? how many could go out to work? how many went on
foot? how many could go on horseback?

[5] A gr�ven�k = 10 kopecks = about 2¼d.
[6] Peasants.

He understood me.
"You are go�ng to take labourers out of our v�llage, eh?" sa�d he.
"It �s all the same to me where I take them from," sa�d I.
I took from them a bank-note and prom�sed to g�ve to the�r v�llage the
preference over other v�llages. I took two gr�ven�k� per head from the
labourers who had no horses, and th�rty kopecks from the labourers
who had, on the pretext of g�v�ng them a wr�tten assurance of
employment for a per�od f�xed by myself. They handed me over
about a hundred roubles[11] or so. And I wrote out l�ttle rece�pts for
them, sa�d a few k�nd words to them, and so bade them ad�eu.
I appeared at Smolensk, and as �t was already grow�ng cold, I
resolved to pass the w�nter there. I qu�ckly found some good people
and stayed w�th them The w�nter d�dn't pass half badly, but soon
spr�ng came and, would you bel�eve �t, �t drew me out of the town. I



wanted to loaf about—and who was there to prevent me? Off I went
and strolled about for a whole summer, and �n the w�nter I plumped
down �nto the c�ty of El�zavetgrad. There I plumped down, I say, and I
could not wheedle myself �n anywhere. I hunted h�gh and low, and at
last I found my way. I got the post of reporter of the local gazette—a
petty affa�r, but �t found me my grub and left me a pretty free hand
After that I made the acqua�ntance of some Junkers—there �s a
school for the Junkers of the cavalry reg�ment �n the town—and
establ�shed card-part�es. We had some cap�tal card play, and �n the
course of the w�nter I managed to grab a thousand roubles. And then
spr�ng aga�n appeared. She found me w�th money and the
appearance of a gentleman.
Wh�ther should I go? Well, I went to the town of Slavyansk by water.
There I played successfully t�ll August, and then I was obl�ged to qu�t
the town. I passed the w�nter at Zh�torn�r w�th a butterfly—she was
wretched trash, but a woman of exqu�s�te beauty.
In th�s manner I passed the years of my ban�shment from Petersburg
and then returned th�ther. The dev�l knows why, but the place has
always had an attract�on for me. I arr�ved there a gentleman w�th
means. I sought out my acqua�ntances, and what do you th�nk I
d�scovered? My adventures w�th the l�beral people of the Moscow
Government were notor�ous. Everyth�ng was known—how I had l�ved
three weeks w�th the Ivanovs at the Manor House, feed�ng the�r
hungry souls w�th the fru�ts of my fancy; how I behaved to the
Petrovs, and how I had �mpover�shed Madame Vanteva. Well, and
what of �t? Necess�ty knows no law, and �f seven doors are closed
aga�nst you, ten more w�ll open to you. But �t was no go. I tr�ed very
hard to make for myself a stable pos�t�on �n soc�ety, and I could not
do �t. Was �t because I had lost dur�ng these three years someth�ng
of my capac�ty of consort�ng w�th men, or was �t because people had
grown more artful dur�ng that per�od? And now when the shoe began
to p�nch the dev�l put �t �nto my head to offer my serv�ces to the
Detect�ve Force. I offered myself �n the capac�ty of an agent who
keeps h�s eye upon the play-houses. They accepted me. The terms
were good. W�th th�s secret profess�on I comb�ned a publ�c one—that
of reporter to a small gazette. I prov�ded them w�th excellent



newsletters, and occas�onally composed the feu�lletons for them.
And then, too, I played. In fact so carr�ed away was I by th�s card
play�ng that I forgot to report �t to the author�t�es. I completely forgot,
you know, that �t was my duty to do so. But when I lost I
remembered: I must report th�s, I sa�d to myself. But no, I thought,
f�rst let me w�n back my los�ngs, and then I w�ll make my report. In
th�s way I put off the performance of my duty for a very long t�me, t�ll
at last I was actually grabbed by the pol�ce on the very scene of the
offence beh�nd a card-table. They abused me publ�cly as one of the�r
own agents. Next day I was brought up �n the usual way, a very
savage �nd�ctment was la�d aga�nst me; they told me I had absolutely
no consc�ence whatever; and ban�shed me from the cap�tal—
ban�shed me a second t�me. And th�s t�me w�thout the r�ght of re-
entry for the space of ten years.
For s�x years I travelled about w�thout compla�n�ng to God of my fate
—what d�d I care! I w�ll relate noth�ng about th�s per�od, for �t was too
monotonous—and man�fold. L�fe �n general �s a gay b�rd.
Somet�mes, �ndeed, �t hasn't a gra�n to peck at; but �t doesn't do to
be too exact�ng; even people s�tt�ng on thrones, remember, haven't
always th�ngs exactly the�r own way. In such a l�fe as m�ne there are
no dut�es—that's the f�rst great advantage—and there are no laws
except the law of nature—and that's the second. We d�sposers of our
l�ves may have our d�squ�etudes—but then you'll f�nd fleas even �n
the best �nns. On the other hand, you can go where you l�ke, to the
r�ght, to the left, forwards, backwards, everywhere your fancy draws
you; and �f your fancy doesn't draw you, you can l�ve on a peasant's
loaf—he �s good, and w�ll always g�ve—you can l�ve on the peasant's
loaf, I say, and l�e down t�ll the �mpulse se�zes you to go on further.
Where have I been? I have been �n the Tolsto� Colon�es, and I have
fed �n the k�tchens of the Moscow merchants. I have l�ved �n the
great monastery at K�ev and at New Athos. I have been at
Czenstochowa, the hol�est shr�ne �n Poland; at Muroma, the favour�te
place of p�lgr�mage �n Russ�a. Somet�mes �t seems to me as �f I have
traversed every l�ttle footpath �n the Russ�an Emp�re tw�ce over. And
as soon as ever I have the opportun�ty of repa�r�ng my exter�or I shall
cross the front�er. I shall make for Rouman�a, and there every road



l�es open before you. For Russ�a now beg�ns to bore me, and there
�s noth�ng to be done �n her that I have left undone.
And, �ndeed, dur�ng these s�x years, �t seems to me that I have
accompl�shed a good deal. What a number of wondrous th�ngs I
have sa�d, and what wonders I have related! You know the sort of
th�ng. You come to a v�llage, you beg for a n�ght's lodg�ng, and when
they have fed you—you g�ve free re�ns to your fancy. It �s even
poss�ble that I may have founded some new Sects, for I have spoken
much, very much, concern�ng the Scr�ptures. And the muzh�k has a
f�ne nose for the Scr�ptures, and a couple of texts suff�ces h�m for the
construct�on of an ent�rely—new confess�on of fa�th wh�ch—but you
know what I mean. And how many laws have I not composed about
the d�v�s�on and repart�t�on of land! Yes, I have �nfused a great deal
of fancy �nto l�fe.
Well, that's how I l�ve. I l�ve and bel�eve: w�sh for a dwell�ng-place
and �t �s yours. For I have common-sense and the women pr�ze me.
For �nstance, I come to the town of N�kola�ev, and I go to the suburbs
where dwells the daughter of a sold�er of N�kola�ev. The woman �s a
w�dow, handsome, and well to do. I come �n and say: "Well,
Kapochka, here I am; warm a bath for me! Wash me and clothe me,
and I w�ll ab�de w�th thee even from moon to moon!" She
�mmed�ately does everyth�ng for me, and �f she was enterta�n�ng a
lover bes�des me, she dr�ves h�m away. And I l�ve w�th her, a month
or more, as long as I l�ke. For three years I l�ved w�th her, dur�ng the
w�nter for two months, last year I l�ved w�th her even three months; I
m�ght l�ve w�th her the whole w�nter through �f she were not so s�lly
and d�d not bore me. Except her market garden, wh�ch br�ngs her �n
two thousand roubles a year, the woman certa�nly wants noth�ng.
And then I go to the Kuban, to the Lab�nskaya stat�on. There l�ves
the cossack, Peter Cherny, and he accounts me a holy man—many
cons�der me a r�ghteous man. Many s�mple bel�ev�ng folks say to me:
"L�ttle father, take th�s money and place a candle for me before the
Just One when you are there...." I take �t. I respect bel�ev�ng folks,
and do not want to offend them w�th the horr�ble truth. Not for the
world would I let them know that I expend the�r m�te, not for a candle
for the�r patron, but �n tobacco for my p�pe.



There �s also much charm �n the consc�ousness of your aloofness
from people, �n the clear comprehens�on of the he�ght and stab�l�ty of
that wall of offences comm�tted aga�nst them wh�ch I myself have
freely erected. And there �s much, both of sweet and b�tter, �n the
constant r�sk of be�ng unmasked. L�fe �s a game. I stake on my cards
everyth�ng, �.e., noth�ng, and I always w�n, w�thout the r�sk of los�ng
anyth�ng else except my own r�bs. But I am certa�n that �f people,
anywhere, were to set about beat�ng me, they would not be content
w�th ma�m�ng me but would k�ll me outr�ght. It �s �mposs�ble to feel
offended at th�s, and �t would be fool�sh to fear �t.
And so, young man, I have told you my story. I've even spun �t out a
b�t, as my story has �ts own ph�losophy, and you know that I take a
pleasure �n tell�ng �t. It appears to me that I have told �t pretty well. I
w�ll go further, and say, very accurately. I have made up a good deal
of �t, no doubt, but �f I have l�ed I call Heaven to w�tness that I have
l�ed accord�ng to the facts. Look not upon them, but at my talent for
expos�t�on—that, I assure you, �s fa�thful to the or�g�nal—my own
soul. I have set before you a d�sh hot from my fancy served up w�th
the sauce of the purest truth.
But why have I told you all th�s? I have told �t you because, my dear
fellow, I feel that you bel�eve �n me—a l�ttle. It �s k�nd of you. Be �t so!
—but—bel�eve no man! For whenever he tells you anyth�ng about
h�mself he �s sure to be ly�ng. If he be unfortunate he l�es �n order to
exc�te greater sympathy; �f he be prosperous he l�es �n order to make
you envy h�m the more; and �n every case, whether he be fortunate
or unfortunate, he l�es �n order to attract greater attent�on.

V.—THE GREEN KITTEN.[1]

The round w�ndow of my chamber looked out upon the pr�son-yard. It
was very h�gh from the ground, but by plac�ng the table aga�nst the
wall and mount�ng upon �t, I could see everyth�ng that was go�ng on
�n the courtyard. Beneath the w�ndow, under the slope of the roof,



the doves had bu�lt themselves a nest, and when I set about look�ng
out of my w�ndow down �nto the court below, they began coo�ng
above my head.

[1] The or�g�nal t�tle of th�s tale was "Zazubr�na." Wr�tten �n 1897.

I had lots of t�me to make the acqua�ntance of the �nhab�tants of the
pr�son-yard from my co�gn of vantage, and I knew already that the
merr�est member of that gr�m and grey populat�on went by the name
of Zazubr�na.
He was a square-set, stout l�ttle fellow, w�th a ruddy face and a h�gh
forehead, from beneath wh�ch h�s large br�ght, l�vely eyes sparkled
�ncessantly.
H�s cap he wore at the back of h�s head, h�s ears stuck out on both
s�des of h�s shaven head as �f �n joke; he never fastened the str�ngs
of h�s sh�rt-collar, he never buttoned h�s vest, and every movement of
h�s muscles gave you to understand that he was a merry soul and a
pronounced enemy of anger and sadness.
Always laugh�ng, alert and no�sy, he was the �dol of the yard; he was
always surrounded by a group of grey comrades, and he would
always be laugh�ng and regal�ng them w�th all sorts of cur�ous
pranks, br�ghten�ng up the�r dull and sorrowful l�fe w�th h�s hearty,
genu�ne ga�ety....
On one occas�on he appeared at the door of the pr�son-quarters
ready to go for a walk w�th three rats whom he had dexterously
harnessed as �f they were horses. Somet�mes h�s �nvent�veness took
a cruel form. Thus, for �nstance, he once, somehow, glued to the wall
the long ha�r of one of the pr�soners, a mere lad, who was s�tt�ng on
the floor asleep aga�nst the wall, and, when h�s ha�r had dr�ed,
suddenly awoke h�m. The lad qu�ckly leaped to h�s feet, and clapp�ng
h�s sl�m lean hands to the back of h�s head, fell weep�ng to the
ground. The pr�soners laughed, and Zazubr�na was sat�sf�ed.
Afterwards—I saw �t through the w�ndow—he fell a comfort�ng the
lad, who had left a no �ncons�derable tuft of ha�r on the wall.
Bes�des Zazubr�na, there was yet another favour�te �n the pr�son—a
plump, redd�sh k�tten, a t�ny, playful l�ttle an�mal, pampered by



everyone. Whenever they went out for a walk, the pr�soners used to
hunt h�m up and take h�m w�th them a good part of the way, pass�ng
h�m on from hand to hand. They would run after h�m, too, �n the yard,
and let h�m cl�ng on to the�r hands and feet w�th h�s claws, del�ght�ng
�n the sport�ve tr�cks of the�r pet.
Whenever the k�tten appeared on the scene, he d�verted the general
attent�on from Zazubr�na, and the latter was by no means pleased
w�th th�s preference. Zazubr�na was at heart an art�st, and as an
art�st had an �nord�nately good op�n�on of h�s own talents. When h�s
publ�c was drawn away from h�m by the k�tten, he rema�ned alone
and sat h�m down �n some hole or corner �n the courtyard, and from
thence would watch the comrades who had forgotten h�m just then.
And I, from my w�ndow, would observe h�m, and felt everyth�ng w�th
wh�ch h�s soul was full at such moments. It appeared to me that
Zazubr�na must �nfall�bly k�ll the k�tten at the f�rst opportun�ty, and I
was sorry for the merry pr�soner who was thus always long�ng to be
the centre of general attent�on. Of all the tendenc�es of man, th�s �s
the most �njur�ous, for noth�ng k�lls the soul so qu�ckly as th�s long�ng
to please people.
When you have to s�t �n a pr�son—even the l�fe of the fung� on �ts
walls seems �nterest�ng. You w�ll understand therefore the �nterest
w�th wh�ch I observed from my w�ndow the l�ttle tragedy go�ng on
below there, th�s jealousy of a k�tten on the part of a man—you w�ll
understand, too, the pat�ence w�th wh�ch I awa�ted the dénouement.
The dénouement was, �ndeed, approach�ng. It happened �n th�s w�se.
On a br�ght, sunny day, when the pr�soners were pour�ng out of
doors �nto the courtyard, Zazubr�na observed �n a corner of the yard
a pa�l of green pa�nt, left beh�nd by the pa�nters who were pa�nt�ng
the roof of the pr�son. He approached �t, pondered over �t, and,
d�pp�ng a f�nger �nto the pa�nt, adorned h�mself w�th a pa�r of green
wh�skers. These green wh�skers on h�s red face drew forth a burst of
laughter. A certa�n hobbledehoy present, w�sh�ng to appropr�ate
Zazubr�na's �dea, began forthw�th to pa�nt h�s upper l�p; but
Zazubr�na spo�led h�s fun for h�m by d�pp�ng h�s hand �n the pa�l and
adro�tly bespr�nkl�ng h�s whole phys�ognomy. The hobbledehoy
spluttered and shook h�s head, Zazubr�na danced around h�m, and



the publ�c kept on laugh�ng, and egged on �ts jester w�th cr�es of
encouragement.
At that very moment the red k�tten suddenly appeared �n the yard.
Le�surely he entered the courtyard, gracefully l�ft�ng h�s paws, trott�ng
along w�th ta�l erect, and ev�dently w�thout the sl�ghtest fear of
com�ng to gr�ef beneath the feet of the crowd frant�cally career�ng
round Zazubr�na and the bespattered hobbledehoy, who was
v�olently rubb�ng away w�th the palm of h�s hand the mass of o�l and
verd�gr�s wh�ch covered h�s face.
"My brothers!" someone suddenly excla�med, "pussy �s com�ng."
"Pussy! Ah, the l�ttle rogue!"
"What ho, g�nger! Puss, puss, puss!"
They caught up the cat and he was passed from hand to hand;
everybody caressed h�m.
"Look, there's no starv�ng there! What a fat l�ttle tummy!"
"What a b�g cat he's grow�ng!"
"And what claws he has got, the l�ttle dev�l!"
"Let h�m go! Let h�m play as he l�kes!"
"Well, I'll g�ve h�m a back! Play away, puss!"
Zazubr�na was deserted. He stood alone, w�p�ng the green pa�nt off
h�s wh�skers w�th h�s f�ngers, and watched the k�tten leap�ng on to
the backs and shoulders of the pr�soners. Whenever he d�splayed a
w�sh to s�t st�ll on any part�cular shoulder or back, the men would
wr�ggle about and shake h�m off, and then he would set off leap�ng
and bound�ng aga�n from one shoulder to the next. Th�s d�verted
them all exceed�ngly, and the laughter was �ncessant.
"Come, my fr�ends! let us pa�nt the cat!" resounded the vo�ce of
Zazubr�na. It sounded just as �f Zazubr�na, �n propos�ng th�s past�me,
at the same t�me begged them to consent to �t.
There was a commot�on among the crowd of pr�soners.
"But �t w�ll be the death of h�m," cr�ed one.



"Pa�nt the poor beast—what a th�ng to say!"
"What! pa�nt a l�ve an�mal, Zazubr�na! You deserve a h�d�ng!"
"I call �t a dev�l�sh good joke," cr�ed a l�ttle, broad-shouldered man
w�th a f�ery-red beard, enthus�ast�cally.
Zazubr�na already held the k�tten �n h�s hands, and went w�th �t
towards the pa�l of pa�nt, and then Zazubr�na began s�ng�ng:

"Look, my brothers! look at that!
See me pa�nt the g�nger cat!
Pa�nt h�m well, and pa�nt h�m green,
And then we'll dance upon the scene."

There was a burst of laughter, and hold�ng the�r s�des, the pr�soners
made a way �n the�r m�dst, and I saw qu�te pla�nly how Zazubr�na,
se�z�ng the k�tten by the ta�l, flung �t �nto the pa�l, and then fell a
s�ng�ng and danc�ng:

"Stop that mew�ng! cease to squall!
Would you your godfather maul?"

Peals of laughter!
"Oh, crooked-bell�ed Judas!" p�ped one squeaky vo�ce.

"Alas, Batyushka!"[2] groaned another.
[2] L�ttle father.

They were st�fled, suffocated w�th laughter. Laughter tw�sted the
bod�es of these people, bent them double, v�brated and gurgled �n
the a�r—a m�ghty, dev�l-may-care laughter, grow�ng louder
cont�nually, and reach�ng the very conf�nes of hyster�a. Sm�l�ng faces,
�n wh�te kerch�efs, looked down from the w�ndows of the women's
quarters �nto the yard. The Inspector, squeez�ng h�s back to the wall,
poked out h�s brawny body, and, hold�ng �t w�th both hands,
d�scharged h�s th�ck, bass, overpower�ng laugh �n regular salvoes.
The joke scattered the folks �n all d�rect�ons around the pa�l.
Perform�ng astound�ng ant�cs w�th h�s legs, Zazubr�na danced w�th
all h�s m�ght, s�ng�ng by way of accompan�ment:



"Ah, l�fe �s a merry th�ng,
As the grey cat knew, I ween;

And her son, the g�nger k�tten,
Now l�ves �n a world all green."

"Yes, that �t w�ll, deuce take you," cr�ed the man w�th the f�ery-red
beard.
But Zazubr�na could not conta�n h�mself. Around h�m roared the
senseless laughter of all these grey people, and Zazubr�na knew that
he, and he alone, was the occas�on of all the�r laughter. In all h�s
gestures, �n every gr�mace of h�s mob�le com�c face, th�s
consc�ousness man�festly procla�med �tself, and h�s whole body
tw�tched w�th the enjoyment of h�s tr�umph. He had already se�zed
the k�tten by the head, and w�p�ng from �ts fur the superfluous pa�nt,
w�th the ecstasy of the art�st consc�ous of h�s v�ctory over the mob,
never ceased danc�ng and �mprov�s�ng:

"My dear l�ttle brothers,
In the calendar let us look,

Here's a k�tten to be chr�stened,
And no name for �t �n the book."

Everyth�ng laughed around the mob of pr�soners, �ntox�cated by th�s
senseless m�rth. The sun laughed upon the panes of glass �n the
�ron-grated w�ndows. The blue sky sm�led down upon the courtyard
of the pr�son, and even �ts d�rty old walls seemed to be sm�l�ng w�th
the sm�le of be�ngs who feel obl�ged to st�fle all m�rth, however �t may
run r�ot w�th�n them. From beh�nd the grat�ngs of the w�ndows of the
women's department the faces of women looked down upon the
yard, they also laughed, and the�r teeth gl�stened �n the sun.
Everyth�ng around was transformed, as �t were, threw off �ts dull,
grey tone, so full of angu�sh and wear�ness, and awoke to merr�ment,
�mpregnated w�th that pur�fy�ng laughter wh�ch, l�ke the sun, made
the very d�rt look more decent.
Plac�ng the green k�tten on the grass, l�ttle �slets of wh�ch, spr�ng�ng
up between the stones, var�egated the pr�son-yard, Zazubr�na,
exc�ted, well-n�gh blown, and covered w�th sweat, st�ll, cont�nued h�s
w�ld dance.



But the laughter had already d�ed away. He was overdo�ng �t, very
much overdo�ng �t. The people were gett�ng t�red of h�m. Someone,
here and there, st�ll shr�eked hyster�cally; a few cont�nued to laugh,
but already there were pauses. At last there were moments when the
s�lence was general, save for the s�ng�ng, danc�ng Zazubr�na, and
the k�tten wh�ch mewed softly and p�teously as �t lay on the grass. It
was scarcely d�st�ngu�shable from the grass �n colour, and, no doubt,
because the pa�nt had bl�nded �t and hampered �ts movements, the
poor sl�ppery, b�g-headed creature senselessly tottered on h�s
trembl�ng paws, stand�ng st�ll as �f glued to the grass, and all the
wh�le �t kept on mew�ng, Zazubr�na commented on the movements of
the k�tten as follows:

"Look ye, Chr�st�an people, look,
The green cat seeks a pr�vate nook,
The wholesome g�nger-coloured puss
To f�nd a place �n va�n makes fuss."

"Very clever, no doubt, you hound," sa�d a red-ha�red lad.
The publ�c regarded �ts art�st w�th sat�ated eyes.
"How �t mews!" observed the hobbledehoy pr�soner, tw�st�ng h�s head
�n the d�rect�on of the k�tten, and he looked at h�s comrades. They
regarded the k�tten �n s�lence.
"Do you th�nk he'll be green all h�s l�fe long?" asked the lad.
"All h�s l�fe long, �ndeed!—how long do you th�nk he w�ll l�ve, then?"
began a tall, grey-bearded pr�soner, squatt�ng down bes�de poor
puss; "don't you see he's dy�ng �n the sun, h�s fur �s all st�ck�ng to h�m
l�ke glue; he'll turn up h�s toes soon...."
The k�tten mewed spasmod�cally, produc�ng a react�on �n the
sent�ments of the pr�soners.
"Turn up h�s toes, eh?" sa�d the hobbledehoy, "suppose we try to
wash �t off h�m?"
Nobody answered h�m The l�ttle green lump wr�thed at the feet of the
rough fellows, a p�t�able object of utter helplessness.



"Pooh! I'm all of a muck sweat!" screamed Zazubr�na, fl�ng�ng h�mself
on the ground. Nobody took the sl�ghtest not�ce of h�m.
The hobbledehoy bent over the k�tten and took �t up �n h�s arms, but
�mmed�ately put �t on the ground aga�n. "It's all burn�ng hot," he
expla�ned.
Then he regarded h�s comrades, and sorrowfully sa�d:
"Poor puss, look at h�m! We shall not have our puss much longer.
What was the use of k�ll�ng the poor beast, eh?"
"Wa�t! I th�nk �t's p�ck�ng up a b�t," sa�d the red-ha�red man.
The shapeless green creature was st�ll wr�th�ng on the grass; twenty
pa�rs of eyes were follow�ng �ts movements, and there was not the
shadow of a sm�le �n any of them. All were ser�ous, all were s�lent, all
of them were as m�serable to look upon as that k�tten, just as �f �t had
commun�cated �ts suffer�ng to them and they were feel�ng �ts pangs.
"P�ck up a b�t, �ndeed!" laughed the hobbledehoy sardon�cally, ra�s�ng
h�s vo�ce, "very much so! Poor puss has had h�s day. We all loved
h�m. Why d�d we torture h�m so? Let someone put h�m out of h�s
m�sery."
"And who was the cause of �t all?" shr�eked the red-ha�red pr�soner
savagely. "Why there he �s, w�th h�s dev�l�sh joke!"
"Come," sa�d Zazubr�na sooth�ngly, "d�dn't the whole lot of you agree
to �t?"
And he hugged h�mself as �f he were cold.
"The whole lot of us, �ndeed!" sneered the hobbledehoy, "I l�ke that.
You alone are to blame!—yes, you are!"
"Don't you roar, pray, you bull-calf!" meekly suggested Zazubr�na.
The grey-headed old man took up the k�tten, and after carefully
exam�n�ng �t, pronounced h�s op�n�on:
"If we were to d�p �t �n kerosene we m�ght wash the pa�nt off."
"If you'll take my adv�ce you'll se�ze �t by the ta�l and smash �t aga�nst
the wall," sa�d Zazubr�na, add�ng, w�th a laugh, "that's the s�mplest



way out of �t."
"What?" roared the red-ha�red man, "and �f I were to treat you the
same way, how would you l�ke �t?"
"The dev�l," screamed the hobbledehoy, and, snatch�ng the k�tten out
of the old man's hands, he set off runn�ng. The old man and a few of
the others went after h�m.
Then Zazubr�na rema�ned alone �n the m�dst of a group of people,
who glowered upon h�m w�th ev�l and threaten�ng eyes. They
seemed to be wa�t�ng for someth�ng from h�m.
"Remember, I am not alone, my fr�ends," wh�ned Zazubr�na.
"Shut up!" shr�eked the red-ha�red man, look�ng at the door; "not
alone! Who else �s there, then?"
"Why the whole lot of you here," p�ped the jester nervously.
"You hound, you!"
The red-ha�red man shook h�s clenched f�st �n Zazubr�na's very
teeth. The art�st dodged back only to get a v�olent blow �n the nape of
the neck.
"My fr�ends ..." he �mplored p�teously. But h�s fr�ends had taken note
that the two warders were a good way off, and, throng�ng qu�ckly
round the�r favour�te, knocked h�m off h�s legs w�th a few blows.
Seen from a l�ttle d�stance the group m�ght eas�ly have been taken
for a party engaged �n l�vely conversat�on. Surrounded and
concealed by them, Zazubr�na lay there at the�r feet. Occas�onally
some dull thuds were aud�ble—they were k�ck�ng away at
Zazubr�na's r�bs, k�ck�ng del�berately, w�thout the least hurry, each
man wa�t�ng �n turn for a part�cularly favourable k�ck�ng spot to be
revealed as h�s ne�ghbour, after plant�ng h�s blow, wr�ggled h�s foot
out of act�on.
Three m�nutes or so passed thus. Suddenly the vo�ce of the warder
resounded �n the�r ears:
"Now, you dev�ls! what are you about there?"



The pr�soners d�d not leave off the torment�ng process �mmed�ately.
One by one they slowly tore themselves away from Zazubr�na, and
as each one of them went away, he gave h�m a part�ng k�ck.
When they had all gone, he st�ll rema�ned ly�ng on the ground. He lay
on h�s stomach, and h�s shoulders were all sh�ver�ng—no doubt he
was weep�ng—and he kept on cough�ng and hawk�ng. Presently,
very caut�ously, as �f fear�ng to fall to p�eces, he slowly began to ra�se
h�mself from the ground, lean�ng heav�ly on h�s left arm, then
bend�ng one leg beneath h�m, and wh�n�ng l�ke a s�ck dog, sat down
on the ground.
"You're pretend�ng!" screeched the red-ha�red man �n a threaten�ng
vo�ce. Then Zazubr�na made an effort, and qu�ckly stood on h�s feet.
Then he tottered to one of the walls of the pr�son. One arm was
pressed close to h�s breast, w�th the other he groped h�s way along.
There he now stood, hold�ng on to the wall w�th h�s hand, h�s head
hang�ng down towards the ground. He coughed repeatedly.
I saw how dark drops were fall�ng on to the ground; they also
gl�stened qu�te pla�nly on the grey ground of the pr�son wall.
And so as not to def�le w�th h�s blood the off�c�al place of detent�on,
Zazubr�na kept on do�ng h�s best to make �t dr�p on the ground, so
that not a s�ngle drop should fall on the wall.
How they d�d laugh and jeer at h�m to be sure....
From henceforth the k�tten van�shed. And Zazubr�na no longer had a
r�val to d�v�de w�th h�m the attent�on of the pr�soners.

VI.—COMRADES.

I.
The burn�ng sun of July shone bl�nd�ngly down on Smolkena,
Hood�ng �ts old huts w�th l�beral streams of br�ght sunsh�ne. There
was a part�cularly large quant�ty of sunl�ght on the roof of the



Starosta's[1] hut, not so long ago re-roofed w�th smoothly-planed,
yellow, fragrant, boards. It was Sunday, and almost the whole
populat�on of the v�llage had come out �nto the street th�ckly grown
over w�th grass and spotted here and there w�th lumps of dry mud. In
front of the Starosta's house, a large group of men and women were
assembled; some were s�tt�ng on the mound of earth round the hut,
others were s�tt�ng on the bare ground, others were stand�ng. The
l�ttle ch�ldren were chas�ng each other �n and out of the groups, to an
accompan�ment of angry rebukes and slaps from the grown-ups.



[1] Ch�ef of a v�llage commun�ty.

The centre of th�s crowd was a tall man, w�th large droop�ng
moustaches. To judge from h�s c�nnamon-brown face, covered w�th
th�ck, grey br�stles, and a whole network of deep wr�nkles—judg�ng
from the grey tufts of ha�r forc�ng the�r way from under h�s d�rty straw
hat, th�s man m�ght have been f�fty years of age. He was look�ng on
the ground, and the nostr�ls of h�s large and gr�stly nose were
trembl�ng, and when he ra�sed h�s head to cast a glance at the
w�ndow of the Starosta's house, h�s large, melancholy, almost
s�n�ster eyes became v�s�ble: they were deep sunk �n the�r orb�ts, and
h�s th�ck brows cast a shadow over the�r dark pup�ls. He was dressed
�n the brown shabby under-coat of a lay-brother, scarcely cover�ng
h�s knees, and was g�rt about w�th a cord. There was a satchel
across h�s shoulder, �n h�s r�ght hand he held a long st�ck w�th an �ron
ferrule, h�s left was thrust �nto h�s bosom. Those around h�m
regarded h�m susp�c�ously, jeer�ngly, w�th contempt, and f�nally w�th
an obv�ous joy that they had succeeded �n catch�ng the wolf before
he had done m�sch�ef to the fold. He had come walk�ng through the
v�llage, and, go�ng to the w�ndow of the Starosta, had asked for
someth�ng to dr�nk. The Starosta had g�ven h�m some kvas,[2] and
entered �nto conversat�on w�th h�m. But contrary to the hab�t of
p�lgr�ms, the wayfarer had answered very unw�ll�ngly. Then the
Starosta had asked h�m for h�s documents, and there were no
documents forthcom�ng. And they had deta�ned the wayfarer and
had determ�ned to send h�m to the local mag�strate. The Starosta
had selected as h�s escort the v�llage Sotsky[3] and was now g�v�ng
h�m d�rect�ons �n the hut, leav�ng the pr�soner �n the m�dst of the mob.

[2] A sour popular Russ�an dr�nk.

[3] The Starosta's deputy.

As �f f�xed to the trunk of a w�llow tree, there the pr�soner stood,
lean�ng h�s bowed back aga�nst �t. But now on the sta�rcase of the
hut appeared a purbl�nd old man w�th a foxy face and a grey, wedge-
shaped beard. Gradually h�s booted feet descended the sta�rcase,
step by step, and h�s round stomach waggled sol�dly beneath h�s



long sh�rt. From beh�nd h�s shoulder protruded the bearded, four-
cornered face of the Sotsky.
"You understand then, my dear Ef�mushka?" �nqu�red the Starosta of
the Sotsky.
"Certa�nly, why not? I understand thoroughly. That �s to say, I, the
Sotsky of Smolkena, am bound to conduct th�s man to the d�str�ct
mag�strate—and that's all." The Sotsky pronounced h�s speech
staccato, and w�th com�cal d�gn�ty for the benef�t of the publ�c.
"And the papers?"
"The papers?—they are stored away safely �n my breast-pocket."
"Well, that's all r�ght," sa�d the Starosta approv�ngly, at the same t�me
scratch�ng h�s s�des energet�cally.
"God be w�th you, then," he added.
"Well, my father, shall we stroll on, then?" sa�d the Sotsky to the
pr�soner.
"You m�ght g�ve us a conveyance," repl�ed the pr�soner to the
propos�t�on of the Sotsky.
The Starosta sm�led.
"A con-vey-ance, eh? Go along! Our brother the wayfarer here �s
used to loung�ng about the f�elds and v�llages—and we've no horses
to spare. You must go on your own legs, that's all."
"It doesn't matter, let us go, my father!" sa�d the Sotsky cheerfully.
"Surely you don't th�nk �t �s too far for us? Twenty versts at most,
thank God! Come, let us go, 'tw�ll be noth�ng. We shall do �t cap�tally,
you and I. And when we get there you shall have a rest."
"In a cold cellar," expla�ned the Starosta.
"Oh, that's noth�ng," the Sotsky hastened to say, "a man when he �s
t�red �s not sorry to rest even �n a dungeon. And then, too, a cold
cellar—�t �s cool�ng after a hot day—you'll be qu�te comfortable �n �t."
The pr�soner looked sourly at h�s escort—the latter sm�led merr�ly
and frankly.



"Well, come along, honoured father! Good-bye, Vas�l Gavr�lu�ch!
Let's be off!"
"God be w�th you, Ef�mushka. Be on your guard!"
"Be w�de-awake!" suggested some young rust�c out of the crowd to
the Sotsky.
"Do you th�nk I'm a ch�ld, or what?" repl�ed the Sotsky.
And off they went, st�ck�ng close to the huts �n order to keep �n the
str�p of shadow. The man �n the cassock went on �n front, w�th the
slouch�ng but rap�d ga�t of an an�mal accustomed to roam�ng. The
Sotsky, w�th h�s good stout st�ck �n h�s hand, walked beh�nd h�m.
Ef�mushka was a l�ttle, unders�zed, muzh�k, but strongly bu�lt, w�th a
broad, good-natured face framed �n a rough, red straggl�ng beard
beg�nn�ng a l�ttle below h�s br�ght grey eyes. He always seemed to
be sm�l�ng at someth�ng, show�ng, as he d�d so, h�s healthy yellow
teeth, and wr�nkl�ng h�s nose as �f he wanted to sneeze. He was
clothed �n a long cloak, trussed up �n the wa�st so as not to hamper
h�s feet, and-on h�s head was stuck a dark-green, br�mless cap,
drawn down over h�s brows �n front, and very much l�ke the forage
cap of h�s pr�soner.
H�s fellow-traveller walked along w�thout pay�ng h�m the sl�ghtest
attent�on, just as �f he were unconsc�ous of h�s presence beh�nd h�m.
They went along by the narrow country path, z�gzagged through a
b�llowy sea of rye, and the shadows of the travellers gl�ded along the
golden ears of corn.
The mane of a wood stood out blue aga�nst the hor�zon; to the left of
the travellers f�elds and f�elds extended to an endless d�stance, �n the
m�dst of wh�ch lay v�llages l�ke dark patches, and beh�nd these aga�n
lay f�elds and f�elds, dw�ndl�ng away �nto a blu�sh m�st.
To the r�ght, from the m�dst of a group of w�llows, the sp�re of a
church, covered w�th lead, but not yet g�lded over, p�erced the blue
sky—�t gl�stened so �n the sun that �t was pa�nful to look upon. The
larks were s�ng�ng �n the sky, the cornflowers were sm�l�ng �n the rye,
and �t was hot—almost st�fl�ng. The dust flew up from beneath the
feet of the travellers.



Ef�mushka began to feel bored. Naturally a great talker, he could not
keep s�lent for long, and, clear�ng h�s throat, he suddenly burst forth
w�th two bars of a song �n a falsetto vo�ce.
"My vo�ce can't qu�te manage the tune, burst �t!" he sa�d, "and I could
s�ng once upon a t�me. The V�shensky teacher used to say: 'Come
along, Ef�mushka,' and then we would s�ng together—a cap�tal fellow
he was too!"
"Who was he?" growled the man �n the cassock.
"The V�shensky teacher...."
"D�d he belong to the V�shensky fam�ly?"
"V�shensky �s the name of a v�llage, my brother And the teacher's
name was Pavel M�khalu�ch. A f�rst-rate sort the man was. He d�ed
three years ago.
"Young?"
"Not th�rty."
"What d�d he d�e of?"
"Gr�ef, I should say."
Ef�mushka's compan�on cast a furt�ve glance at h�m and sm�led.
"It was l�ke th�s, dear man. He taught and taught for seven years at a
stretch, and then he began to cough. He coughed and coughed and
he grew anx�ous. Now anx�ety you know �s often the beg�nn�ng of
vodka-dr�nk�ng. Now Father Aleyksye� d�d not love h�m, and when he
began to dr�nk, Father Aleyksye� sent reports to town, and sa�d th�s
and that, the teacher had taken to dr�nk, �t was becom�ng a scandal.
And �n reply other papers came from the town, and they sent another
teacher-fellow too. He was lanky and bony, w�th a very b�g nose.
Well, Pavel M�khalu�ch saw that th�ngs were go�ng wrong. He grew
worr�ed and �ll.... They sent h�m stra�ght from the schoolroom to the
hosp�tal, and �n f�ve days he rendered up h�s soul to God.... That's
all...."
For a t�me they went on �n s�lence. The forest drew nearer and
nearer to the travellers at every step, grow�ng up before the�r very



eyes and turn�ng from blue to green.
"We are go�ng to the forest, eh?" �nqu�red the traveller of Ef�mushka.
"We shall h�t the fr�nge of �t, �t �s about a verst and a half d�stant now.
But, eh? what? You're a n�ce one, too, my worthy father, I have my
eye upon you!"
And Ef�mushka sm�led and shook h�s head.
"What a�ls you?" �nqu�red the pr�soner.
"Noth�ng, noth�ng! Ah, ha! We are go�ng to the forest, eh?" says he.
"You are a s�mpleton, my dear man. Another �n your place would not
have asked that quest�on, that �s, �f he had had more sense. Another
would have made stra�ght for the forest, and then...."
"Well!"
"Oh, noth�ng, noth�ng. I can see through you, my brother. Your �dea
�s a th�n reed �n my eyes. No, you had better cast away that �dea, I
tell you, so far as that forest �s concerned. We must come to an
understand�ng, I see, you and I. Why, I would tackle three such as
you, and pol�sh you off s�ngly w�th my left hand.... Do you take me?"
"Take you? I take you for a fool!" sa�d the pr�soner curtly and
express�vely.
"Ah, ha! I've guessed what you were up to, eh?" sa�d Ef�mushka,
tr�umphantly.
"You scarecrow! What do you th�nk you've guessed?" asked the
pr�soner w�th a wry sm�le.
"Why, about the wood ... I understand ... I mean that when we came
to the wood you meant to knock me down—knock me down, I say—
and bolt across the f�elds or through the wood. Isn't that so?"
"You're a fool!"—and the en�gmat�c man shrugged h�s shoulders....
"Come now, where could I go?"
"Where? why where you l�ked, that was your affa�r."
"But where?" Ef�mushka's comrade was e�ther angry or really w�shed
to hear from h�s escort where he m�ght have been expected to go.



"I tell you, wherever you chose," Ef�mushka expla�ned qu�etly.
"I have nowhere to run to, my brother, nowhere!" sa�d h�s compan�on
calmly.
"Well, well!" excla�med h�s escort, �ncredulously, and even waved h�s
hand. "There's always somewhere to run to. The earth �s large.
There �s always room for a man on �t."
"But what do you mean? Do you really want me to run away, then?"
�nqu�red the pr�soner cur�ously, w�th a sm�le.
"Go along! You are really too good! Is that r�ght now? You run away,
and �nstead of you someone else �s put �nto gaol! I also should be
locked up. No, thank you. I've a word, to say to that."
"You are a blessed fool, you are ... but you seem a good sort of
muzh�k too," sa�d Ef�mushka's comrade w�th a s�gh. Ef�mushka d�d
not hes�tate to agree w�th h�m.
"Exactly, they do call me blessed somet�mes, and �t �s also true that I
am a good muzh�k. I am s�mple-m�nded, that's the ch�ef cause of �t.
Other folks get on by artfulness and cunn�ng, but what �s that to me?
I am a man all by myself �n the world. Deal falsely—and you w�ll d�e;
deal justly—and you w�ll d�e all the same. So I always keep stra�ght,
�t �s greater."
"You're a good fellow!" observed h�s compan�on �nd�fferently.
"How! Why should I make my soul crooked when I stand here all
alone. I'm a free man, l�ttle brother. I l�ve as I w�sh to l�ve, I go
through l�fe and am a law to myself.... Well, well!—But, say! what do
they call you?"
"What? Well—say Ivan Ivanov."
"So! Are you of a pr�estly stock or what?"
"No."
"Really? I thought you were of a pr�estly fam�ly."
"Because I am dressed l�ke th�s, eh?"



"It's l�ke th�s. You've all the appearance of a runaway monk or of an
unfrocked pr�est But then, your face does not correspond. By your
face I should take you for a sold�er. God only knows what manner of
man you are"—and Ef�mushka cast an �nqu�s�t�ve look upon the
p�lgr�m. The latter s�ghed, readjusted h�s hat, w�ped h�s sweat�ng
forehead, and asked the Sotsky:
"Do you smoke?"
"Alas! cry�ng your clemency! I do, �ndeed, smoke."
He drew from h�s bosom a greasy tobacco-pouch, and bow�ng h�s
head, but w�thout stopp�ng, began stuff�ng the tobacco �nto the clay
p�pe.
"There you are, then, smoke away!" The pr�soner stopped, and
bend�ng down to the match l�ghted by h�s escort, drew �n h�s cheeks.
A l�ttle blue cloud rose �nto the a�r.
"Well, what may your people have been? C�ty people, eh?"
"Gentry!" sa�d the pr�soner curtly, sp�tt�ng as�de at an ear of corn
already enveloped by the golden sunsh�ne.
"Eh, eh! Very pretty! Then how do you come to be stroll�ng about l�ke
th�s w�thout a passport?"
"It �s my way!"
"Ah, ha! A l�kely tale! Your gentry do not usually l�ve th�s wolf's l�fe,
eh? You're a poor wretch, you are!"
"Very well—chatter away!" sa�d the poor wretch dr�ly.
Yet Ef�mushka cont�nued to gaze at the passportless man w�th ever-
�ncreas�ng cur�os�ty and sympathy, and shak�ng h�s head
med�tat�vely, cont�nued:
"Ah, yes! How fate plays w�th a man �f you come to th�nk of �t? Well, �t
may be true for all that I know that you are a gentleman, for you have
such a majest�c bear�ng. Have you l�ved long �n th�s gu�se?"
The man w�th the majest�c bear�ng looked gr�mly at Ef�mushka, and
wav�ng h�m away as �f he had been an �mportunate tuft of ha�r: "Shut



up!" sa�d he, "you keep on l�ke an old woman!"
"Oh, don't be angry!" cr�ed Ef�mushka sooth�ngly, "I speak from a
pure heart—my heart �s very good."
"Then you're lucky. But your tongue gallops along w�thout stopp�ng,
and that �s unlucky for me."
"All r�ght! I w�ll shut up, maybe—�ndeed, �t would be easy to shut up �f
only a man d�d not want to hear your conversat�on. And then, too,
you get angry w�thout due cause. Is �t my fault that you have taken
up the l�fe of a vagabond?"
The pr�soner stood st�ll and clenched h�s teeth so hard that the sharp
corners of h�s cheek-bones projected, and h�s grey br�stles stood up
l�ke a hedgehog's. He measured Ef�mushka from head to foot w�th
screwed-up eyes, wh�ch blazed w�th wrath.
But before Ef�mushka had had t�me to observe th�s play of feature,
he had once more begun to measure the ground w�th broad str�des.
A shade of d�straught pens�veness lay across the face of the
garrulous Sotsky. He looked upwards, whence flowed the tr�lls of the
larks, and wh�stled �n concert between h�s teeth, beat�ng t�me to h�s
footsteps w�th h�s st�ck as he marched along.
They drew nearer to the conf�nes of the wood. There �t stood, a dark,
�mmovable wall—not a sound came from �t to greet the travellers.
The sun was already s�nk�ng, and �ts obl�que rays coloured the tops
of the trees purple and gold. A breath of fragrant freshness came
from the trees, the gloom and the concentrated s�lence wh�ch f�lled
the forest gave b�rth to strange sensat�ons.
When a forest stands before our eyes, dark and mot�onless, when �t
�s all plunged �n myster�ous s�lence, and every s�ngle tree seems to
be l�sten�ng �ntently to someth�ng—then �t seems to us as �f the
whole forest were f�lled w�th some l�v�ng th�ng wh�ch �s only h�d�ng
away for a t�me. And you wa�t expectantly for someth�ng �mmense
and �ncomprehens�ble to the human understand�ng to emerge the
next moment, and speak �n a m�ghty vo�ce concern�ng the great
myster�es of nature and creat�on.



II.

On arr�v�ng at the sk�rts of the wood Ef�mushka and h�s comrade
resolved to rest, and sat down on the grass round the trunk of a
huge oak. The pr�soner slowly unloosed h�s knapsack from h�s
shoulder, and sa�d to the Sotsky �nd�fferently: "Would you l�ke some
bread?"
"G�ve me some, and I'll show you," sa�d Ef�mushka, sm�l�ng.
And they began to munch the�r bread �n s�lence. Ef�mushka ate
slowly, s�gh�ng to h�mself from t�me to t�me, and gaz�ng about the
f�elds to the left of h�m; but h�s comrade, altogether absorbed �n the
process of ass�m�lat�on, ate qu�ckly, and chewed no�s�ly, w�th h�s eyes
f�xed stead�ly on h�s morsel of bread. The f�elds were grow�ng dark,
the ears of corn had already lost the�r golden colour�ng, and were
turn�ng a rosy-yellow; ragged clouds were creep�ng up the sky from
the south-west, and the�r shadows fell upon the pla�n—fell and crept
along the corn towards the wood, where sat the two dusky human
f�gures. And from the trees also shadows descended upon the earth,
and the breath of these shadows wafted sorrow �nto the soul.
"Glory be to Thee, O Lord!" excla�med Ef�mushka, gather�ng up the
crumbs of h�s p�ece of bread from the ground, and l�ck�ng them off
the palm of h�s hand.... "The Lord hath fed us, no eye beheld us. And
�f any eye hath seen, unoffended �t hath been. Well, fr�end, shall we
s�t here a l�ttle wh�le? How about that cold dungeon of ours?"
The other shook h�s head.
"Well, th�s �s a very n�ce place, and has many memor�es for me. Over
there used to be the mans�on of Squ�re Tuchkov...."
"Where?" asked the pr�soner qu�ckly, turn�ng �n the d�rect�on
�nd�cated by a wave of Ef�mushka's hand.
"Over there, beh�nd that r�s�ng land. Everyth�ng around here belongs
to them They were the r�chest people hereabouts, but after the
emanc�pat�on they dw�ndled ... I also belonged to them once. All of
us hereabouts belonged to them It was a great fam�ly. The squ�re
h�mself, Aleksander N�k�et�ch Tuchkov, was a colonel. There were



ch�ldren, too, four sons; I wonder what has become of them all now?
Really folks are carr�ed away l�ke autumn leaves by the w�nd. Only
one of them, Ivan Aleksandrov�ch, �s safe and sound—I am tak�ng
you to h�m now—he �s our d�str�ct mag�strate.... He �s old already."
The pr�soner laughed. It was a hollow, �nternal sort of laugh—h�s
bosom and h�s stomach were convulsed, but h�s face rema�ned
�mmovable, and through h�s gnash�ng teeth came hollow sounds l�ke
sharp barks.
Ef�mushka shuddered pa�nfully, and, mov�ng h�s st�ck closer to h�s
hand, asked: "What a�ls you? Is anyth�ng the matter?"
"Noth�ng—or at any rate, �t �s all over now," sa�d the pr�soner,
spasmod�cally, but am�cably—"but go on w�th your story."
"Well, that's how �t �s, you see—the Tuchkov Squ�res used to be
someth�ng here, and now there are none left.... Some of them d�ed,
and some of them came to gr�ef, and now never a word do you hear
of them—never a word. There was one �n part�cular who used to be
here ... the youngest of the lot ... they called h�m V�ctor ... V�ck.... He
and I were comrades. In the days when the emanc�pat�on was
promulgated, he and I were lads fourteen years old.... Ah, what a
f�ne young chap he was—the Lord be good to h�s dear l�ttle soul! A
pure stream, �f ever there was one!—flash�ng along and gurgl�ng
merr�ly all day long. I wonder where he �s now? Al�ve or already no
more?"
"Was he such a fr�ghtfully good fellow as all that?" �nqu�red
Ef�mushka's fellow-traveller qu�etly.
"That he was!" excla�med Ef�mushka, "handsome, w�th a head of h�s
own, and such a good heart! Ah, thou p�lgr�m man, good heart al�ve,
he was a r�pe berry �f you l�ke! If only you—could have seen the pa�r
of us �n those days! Aye, aye, aye! What games we d�d play! What a
merry l�fe was ours!—raspberr�es la la[1]!—'Ef�mka!' he would cry, 'let
us go a hunt�ng!' He had a gun of h�s own—h�s father gave �t to h�m
on h�s name-day—and he let me carry �t for h�m. And off we went to
the woods for a whole day, nay, for two, for three days! When we
came home—he had an �mpos�t�on, and I had a whack�ng. Yet look



you! the next day he would say: 'Ef�mka! shall we go after
mushrooms?' Thousands of b�rds we k�lled together. And as for
mushrooms—we gathered poods[2] of them! And the butterfl�es and
cockchafers he caught, and stuck them on p�ns �n l�ttle boxes! And
he taught me my lessons too! 'Ef�mka,' sa�d he, 'I'll teach you.' And
he went at �t hammer and tongs. 'Come, beg�n,' says he; 'say A,' and
I roared 'A-a-a!' How we laughed. At f�rst I looked upon �t as a joke.
What does a boor want w�th read�ng and wr�t�ng? But he persuaded
me. 'Come, you l�ttle fool,' says he, 'the emanc�pat�on was g�ven to
you that you m�ght learn. You must learn your letters �n order to know
how to l�ve and where to seek for just�ce.' Of course, ch�ldren heard
the�r parents speak l�ke that �n those days, and began to talk the
same way themselves.—It was all nonsense, of course—true
learn�ng �s �n the heart, and �t �s the heart that teaches the r�ght way.
So he taught me, you see! How he made me st�ck to �t! He gave me
no rest, I can tell you. What torments! 'V�ck,' I sa�d, 'I can't learn my
letters. It's not �n me. I really can't do �t.' Oh, how he p�tched �nto me.
Somet�mes he lambed �t �nto me w�th a wh�p—but teach me he
would! 'Oh, be merc�ful,' I'd cry! 'Learn, then,' he would say! Once I
ran away from h�m, regularly bolted, and there was a to do. He
searched for me all day w�th a gun—he would have shot me. He sa�d
to me afterwards: 'If I had met you that day,' sa�d he, 'I should have
shot you;' that's what he sa�d! Ah, he was so f�erce! F�ery,
unbend�ng, a genu�ne master. He loved me, and he had a soul of
flame. Once my papa scored my back w�th the b�rch-rod, and when
V�ck saw �t he rushed off to our hut, and there was a scene, my
brother! He was all pale and trembl�ng, clenched h�s f�sts, and went
after my father �nto h�s bedroom 'How dare you do �t?' he asked.
Papa sa�d: 'But I'm h�s father!' 'Father, eh? Very well, father! I cannot
cope w�th you s�ngle-handed, but your back shall be the same as
Ef�mka's.' He burst �nto tears after these words, and ran away. And
what do you say to th�s, my father—he was as good as h�s word.
Ev�dently he sa�d someth�ng to the manor-house servants about �t.
For one day my father came home groan�ng, and began to take off
h�s sh�rt, but �t was st�ck�ng to h�s back! My father was very angry
w�th me that t�me. 'I've suffered all through you,' he sa�d, 'you're a
sneak, the squ�re's sneak.' And he gave me a sound h�d�ng. But he



was wrong about my be�ng the squ�re's sneak I was never that, he
m�ght have let �t alone."

[1] Equ�valent to "beer and sk�ttles."
[2] A pood = 40 lb.

"No, you were never that, Ef�m!" sa�d the pr�soner w�th conv�ct�on,
and he trembled all over, "that's pla�n, you could not become a
l�cksp�ttle," he added hast�ly.
"Ah, he was a one!" excla�med Ef�mushka, "and I loved h�m. Ah,
V�ck, V�ck! Such a talented lad, too. Everyone loved h�m, �t was not
only I. He spoke several languages ... I don't remember what they
were. It's th�rty years ago. Ah! Lord, Lord! Where �s he now? Well, �f
he be al�ve, he �s e�ther �n h�gh places ... or else he's �n hot water.
L�fe �s a strange d�stract�ng th�ng! It seethes and seethes, and makes
a pretty brew of the best of us! And folks, van�sh away; �t �s p�t�ful, to
the last gasp �t �s p�t�ful!" Ef�mushka s�ghed heav�ly, and h�s head
sank upon h�s breast. For a moment there was s�lence.
"And are you sorry for me?" asked the pr�soner merr�ly. There was
no doubt about h�s merry way of ask�ng, h�s whole face was l�t up by
a good and k�ndly sm�le.
"You're a rum 'un!" excla�med Ef�mushka; "one cannot but p�ty you of
course! What are you, �f you come to th�nk of �t? Wander�ng about as
you do, �t �s pla�n that you have noth�ng of your own �n the earth—not
a corner, not a ch�p that you can call your own. Maybe, too, you carry
about w�th you some great s�n—who knows what you are? In a word,
you're a m�serable creature."
"So �t �s," answered the pr�soner.
And aga�n they were s�lent. The sun had already set, and the
shadows were grow�ng th�cker. In the a�r there was a fresh smell of
earth and flowers and sylvan hum�d�ty. For a long t�me they sat there
�n s�lence.
"However n�ce �t may be to stay here we must st�ll be go�ng. We
have some e�ght versts before us. Come now, my father, let us be
go�ng!"



"Let us s�t a l�ttle longer," begged "the father."
"Well, I don't care, I love to be about the woods at n�ght myself. But
when shall we get to the d�str�ct mag�strate? He w�ll blow me up, �t �s
late."
"Rubb�sh, he won't blow you up."
"I suppose you'll say a l�ttle word on our behalf, eh?" remarked the
Sotsky w�th a sm�le.
"I may."
"Oh—a�!"
"What do you mean?"
"You're a joker. He'll pepper you f�nely."
"Flog me, eh?"
"He's cruel! And qu�ck to box one's ears, and at any rate you'll leave
h�m a l�ttle groggy on your p�ns."
"Well, well, we'll make �t all r�ght w�th h�m," sa�d the pr�soner
conf�dently, at the same t�me g�v�ng h�s escort a fr�endly tap on the
shoulder.
Th�s fam�l�ar�ty d�d not please Ef�mushka. At any rate he, after all,
was the person �n author�ty, and th�s blockhead ought not to have
forgotten that Ef�mushka carr�ed h�s copper plaque of off�ce on h�s
bosom. Ef�mushka rose to h�s feet, took up h�s st�ck, drew forth h�s
plaque, let �t hang openly on the m�ddle of h�s breast, and sa�d,
severely:
"Stand up! Let's be off!"
"I'm not go�ng," sa�d the pr�soner.
Ef�mushka was flabbergasted. Screw�ng up h�s eyes he was s�lent
for a moment, not understand�ng why th�s pr�soner should suddenly
have taken to jest�ng.
"Come, don't make a pother, let's be go�ng!" he sa�d somewhat more
softly.



"I am not go�ng," repeated the pr�soner emphat�cally.
"Why not?" shr�eked Ef�mushka, full of rage and amazement.
"Because I want to pass the n�ght here w�th you. Come! let us l�ght a
f�re!"
"I let you pass the n�ght here? I l�ght a f�re here by your s�de, eh? A
pretty th�ng, �ndeed!" growled Ef�mushka Yet at the bottom of h�s soul
he was amazed. The man had sa�d: I won't go! but had shown no
s�gns of oppos�t�on, no d�spos�t�on to quarrel, but s�mply lay down on
the ground and that was all. What was to be the end of �t?
"Don't make a row, Ef�m!" adv�sed the pr�soner coolly.
Ef�mushka was aga�n s�lent, and, sh�ft�ng from leg to leg as he stood
over the pr�soner, regarded h�m w�th w�de-open eyes. And the latter
kept look�ng at h�m and look�ng at h�m and sm�l�ng. Ef�mushka fell a
ponder�ng as to what he ought to be do�ng next.
And how was �t that th�s vagabond, who had been so surly and
sullen all along, should all at once have become so gentle? Wouldn't
�t be as well to fall upon h�m, tw�st h�s arms, g�ve h�m a couple of
whacks on the neck, and so put an end to all th�s nonsense? And
w�th as severely an off�c�al tone as he could command, Ef�mushka
sa�d:
"Come, you rascal, st�r your stumps! Get up, I say! And I tell you th�s,
I'll make you trot along then, never fear! Do you understand? Very
well! Look! I am about to str�ke."
"Str�ke me?" asked the pr�soner w�th a sm�le.
"Yes, you; what are you th�nk�ng about, eh?"
"What! would you, Ef�mushka Gru�zlov, str�ke me, V�c Tuchkov?"
"Alas! you are a l�ttle w�de of the mark, you are," cr�ed Ef�mushka �n
aston�shment; "but who are you, really? What sort of game �s th�s?"
"Don't screech so, Ef�mushka! It �s about t�me you recogn�sed me, I
th�nk," sa�d the pr�soner, sm�l�ng qu�etly and rega�n�ng h�s feet; "how
do you f�nd yourself, eh?"



Ef�mushka bounded back from the hand extended to h�m, and gazed
w�th all h�s eyes at the face of h�s pr�soner. Then h�s l�ps began to
tremble, and h�s whole face puckered up.
"V�ktor Aleksandrov�ch—�s �t really and truly you?" he asked �n a
wh�sper.
"If you l�ke I'll show you my documents, or better st�ll, I'll call to m�nd
old t�mes. Let's see—don't you recollect how you fell �nto the wolf's
la�r �n the Ramensky f�r-woods? Or how I cl�mbed up that tree after
the nest, and hung head downwards for the fun of the th�ng? Or how
we stole the plums of that old Quaker woman Petrovna? And the
tales she used to tell us?"
Ef�mushka sat down on the ground heav�ly and laughed awkwardly.
"You bel�eve me now, eh?" asked the pr�soner, and he sat down
alongs�de of h�m, looked h�m �n the face, and la�d a hand upon h�s
shoulder. Ef�mushka was s�lent. It had grown absolutely dark around
them. In the forest a confused murmur�ng and wh�sper�ng had ar�sen.
Far away �n the th�ckest part of the wood the wa�l of a n�ght-b�rd
could be heard. A cloud was pass�ng over the wood w�th an almost
percept�ble mot�on.
"Well, Ef�m, art thou not glad to meet me? Or art thou so very glad
after all? Ah—holy soul! Thou hast rema�ned the ch�ld thou wert wont
to be. Ef�m? Say someth�ng, my dear old paragon!"
Ef�mushka cleared h�s throat v�olently.
"Well, my brother! Aye, aye, aye!" and the pr�soner shook h�s head
reproachfully. "What's up, eh? Aren't you ashamed of yourself? Here
are you, �n your f�ft�eth year, and yet you waste your t�me �n th�s
wretched sort of bus�ness. Chuck �t!"—and putt�ng h�s arm round the
Sotsky's shoulder he l�ghtly shook h�m. The Sotsky laughed, a
tremulous sort of laugh, and at last he spoke, w�thout look�ng at h�s
ne�ghbour.
"What am I?... I'm glad, of course... And you to be l�ke th�s? How can
I bel�eve �t? You and ... such a bus�ness as th�s! V�c—and �n such a
pl�ght! In a dungeon ... w�thout passports ... l�v�ng on crusts of bread
... w�thout tobacco ... Oh, Lord!... Is th�s a r�ght state of th�ngs? If I



were l�ke that for �nstance ... and you were even a Sotsky ... even
that would be eas�er to bear! And now how w�ll �t end? How can I
look you �n the face? I had always a joyful recollect�on of you ... V�c
... as you may th�nk ... Even then my heart ached. But now! Oh,
Lord! Why, �f I were to tell people—they wouldn't bel�eve �t."
He murmured these broken phrases, gaz�ng f�xedly at h�s feet, and
clutch�ng now h�s bosom and now h�s throat w�th one hand.
"There's no need to tell folks anyth�ng about �t. And pray cease ... �t
�s not your fault, �s �t? Don't be d�squ�eted about me ... I've got my
papers. I d�dn't show them to the Starosta because I d�dn't want to
be known about here. Brother Ivan won't put me �n quod; on the
contrary, he w�ll help to put me on my legs aga�n ... I'll stay w�th h�m a
b�t, and you and I shall go out hunt�ng aga�n, eh ... You see how well
th�ngs are turn�ng out."
V�c sa�d these words sooth�ngly, �n the tone used by grown-up
people when they would soothe spo�lt ch�ldren. The moon emerged
from the forest to meet the advanc�ng cloud, and the edge of the
cloud, s�lvered by her rays, assumed a soft opal t�nt In the corn the
qua�ls were call�ng; somewhere or other a land-ra�l rattled. The
darkness of the n�ght was grow�ng denser and denser.
"And th�s �s all really true," began Ef�mushka softly; "Ivan
Aleksandrov�ch w�ll be glad to see h�s own brother, and you, of
course, w�ll beg�n your l�fe aga�n. And th�s �s really so ... And we w�ll
go hunt�ng aga�n ... Only 't�s not altogether as �t was. I daresay you
have done some deeds �n the course of your l�fe. And �t �s—ah, what
�s �t?"
V�c Tuchkov laughed.
"Brother Ef�mushka, I have certa�nly done deeds �n my l�fe and to
spare ... I have run through my share of the property ... I have not
succeeded �n the serv�ce, I have been an actor, I have been a
t�mber-trade clerk, after that I've had a troupe of actors of my own ...
and after that I've gone qu�te to the dogs, have owed debts r�ght and
left, got m�xed up �n a shady affa�r. Ah! I've been everyth�ng—and
lost everyth�ng."



The pr�soner waved h�s hand and sm�led good-humouredly.
"Brother Ef�mushka, I am no longer a gentleman. I am qu�te cured of
that. Now you and I w�ll l�ve together. Eh! what do you say?"
"Noth�ng at all," sa�d Ef�mushka w�th a st�fled vo�ce; "I'm ashamed,
that's all. Here have I been say�ng to you all sorts of th�ngs ...
senseless words, and all sorts of rubb�sh. If �t were a muzh�k I could
understand �t.... Well, shall we make a n�ght of �t here? I'll make a
f�re."
"All r�ght! make �t!"
The pr�soner stretched h�mself at full length on the ground, face
upwards, wh�le the Sotsky d�sappeared �nto the sk�rt of the wood,
from whence speed�ly resounded the crack�ng of tw�gs and
branches. Soon Ef�mushka reappeared w�th an armful of f�rewood,
and �n a few moments a f�ery serpent was merr�ly creep�ng along a
l�ttle h�llock of dry branches.
The old comrades gazed at �t med�tat�vely, s�tt�ng oppos�te each
other, and smok�ng the�r one p�pe alternately.
"Just l�ke �t used to be," sa�d Ef�mushka sadly.
"Only t�mes are changed," sa�d Tuchkov.
"Well, l�fe �s stronger than character. Lord, how she has broken you
down."
"It �s st�ll undec�ded wh�ch of the two w�ll preva�l—she or I," laughed
Tuchkov.
For a t�me they were s�lent.
"Oh, Lord God! V�c! how l�ghtly you take �t all!" excla�med Ef�mushka
b�tterly.
"Certa�nly! Why not? What has been—�s gone for ever!" observed
Tuchkov ph�losoph�cally.
Beh�nd them arose the dark wall of the softly wh�sper�ng forest, the
bonf�re crackled merr�ly; all around them the shadows danced the�r
no�seless dance, and over the pla�n lay �mpenetrable darkness.



VII.—HER LOVER.

An acqua�ntance of m�ne once told me the follow�ng story.
When I was a student at Moscow I happened to l�ve alongs�de one of
those lad�es who—you know what I mean. She was a Pole, and they
called her Teresa. She was a tall�sh, powerfully-bu�lt brunette, w�th
black, bushy eyebrows and a large coarse face as �f carved out by a
hatchet—the best�al gleam of her dark eyes, her th�ck bass vo�ce,
her cabman-l�ke ga�t and her �mmense muscular v�gour, worthy of a
f�shw�fe, �nsp�red me w�th horror. I l�ved on the top fl�ght and her
garret was oppos�te to m�ne. I never left my door open when I knew
her to be at home But th�s, after all, was a very rare occurrence.
Somet�mes I chanced to meet her on the sta�rcase or �n the yard,
and she would sm�le upon me w�th a sm�le wh�ch seemed to me to
be sly and cyn�cal. Occas�onally, I saw her drunk, w�th bleary eyes,
touzled ha�r, and a part�cularly h�deous sm�le. On such occas�ons
she would speak to me:
"How d'ye do, Mr. Student!" and her stup�d laugh would st�ll further
�ntens�fy my loath�ng of her. I should have l�ked to have changed my
quarters �n order to have avo�ded such encounters and greet�ngs;
but my l�ttle chamber was a n�ce one, and there was such a w�de
v�ew from the w�ndow, and �t was always so qu�et �n the street below
—so I endured.
And one morn�ng I was sprawl�ng on my couch, try�ng to f�nd some
sort of excuse for not attend�ng my class, when the door opened,
and the bass vo�ce of Teresa the loathsome, resounded from my
threshold:
"Good health to you, Mr. Student!"
"What do you want?" I sa�d. I saw that her face was confused and
suppl�catory.... It was a very unusual sort of face for her.
"Look ye, s�r! I want to beg a favour of you. W�ll you grant �t me?"
I lay there s�lent, and thought to myself:



"Grac�ous! An assault upon my v�rtue, ne�ther more nor less.—
Courage, my boy!"
"I want to send a letter home, that's what �t �s," she sa�d, her vo�ce
was beseech�ng, soft, t�m�d.
"Deuce take you!" I thought; but up I jumped, sat down at my table,
took a sheet of paper, and sa�d:
"Come here, s�t down, and d�ctate!"
She came, sat down very g�ngerly on a cha�r, and looked at me w�th
a gu�lty look.
"Well, to whom do you want to wr�te?"
"To Boleslav Kashput, at the town of Svyeptsyana, on the Warsaw
Road...."
"Well, f�re away!"
"My dear Bolés ... my darl�ng ... my fa�thful lover. May the Mother of
God protect thee! Thou heart of gold, why hast thou not wr�tten for
such a long t�me to thy sorrow�ng l�ttle dove, Teresa?"
I very nearly burst out laugh�ng. "A sorrow�ng l�ttle dove!" more than
f�ve feet h�gh, w�th f�sts a stone and more �n we�ght, and as black a
face as �f the l�ttle dove had l�ved all �ts l�fe �n a ch�mney, and had
never once washed �tself! Restra�n�ng myself somehow, I asked:
"Who �s th�s Bolest?"
"Bolés, Mr. Student," she sa�d, as �f offended w�th me for blunder�ng
over the name, "he �s Bolés—my young man."
"Young man!"
"Why are you so surpr�sed, s�r? Cannot I, a g�rl, have a young man?"
She? A g�rl? Well!
"Oh, why not?" I sa�d, "all th�ngs are poss�ble. And has he been your
young man long?"
"S�x years."
"Oh, ho!" I thought. "Well, let us wr�te your letter ..."



And I tell you pla�nly that I would w�ll�ngly have changed places w�th
th�s Bolés �f h�s fa�r correspondent had been not Teresa, but
someth�ng less than she.
"I thank you most heart�ly, s�r, for your k�nd serv�ces," sa�d Teresa to
me, w�th a curtsey. "Perhaps I can show you some serv�ce, eh?"
"No, I most humbly thank you all the same."
"Perhaps, s�r, your sh�rts or your trousers may want a l�ttle
mend�ng?"
I felt that th�s mastodon �n pett�coats had made me grow qu�te red
w�th shame, and I told her pretty sharply that I had no need whatever
of her serv�ces.
She departed.
A week or two passed away. It was even�ng. I was s�tt�ng at my
w�ndow wh�stl�ng and th�nk�ng of some exped�ent for enabl�ng me to
get away from myself. I was bored, the weather was d�rty. I d�dn't
want to go out, and out of sheer ennu� I began a course of self-
analys�s and reflect�on. Th�s also was dull enough work, but I d�dn't
care about do�ng anyth�ng else. Then the door opened. Heaven be
pra�sed, someone came �n.
"Oh, Mr. Student, you have no press�ng bus�ness, I hope?"
It was Teresa. Humph!
"No. What �s �t?"
"I was go�ng to ask you, s�r, to wr�te me another letter."
"Very well! To Bolés, eh?"
"No, th�s t�me �t �s from h�m."
"Wha-at?"
"Stup�d that I am! It �s not for me, Mr. Student, I beg your pardon. It �s
for a fr�end of m�ne, that �s to say, not a fr�end but an acqua�ntance—
a man acqua�ntance. He has a sweetheart just l�ke me here, Teresa.
That's how �t �s. W�ll you, s�r, wr�te a letter to th�s Teresa?"



I looked at her—her face was troubled, her f�ngers were trembl�ng. I
was a b�t fogged at f�rst—and then I guessed how �t was.
"Look here, my lady," I sa�d, "there are no Boleses or Teresas at all,
and you've been tell�ng me a pack of l�es. Don't you come sneak�ng
about me any longer. I have no w�sh whatever to cult�vate your
acqua�ntance. Do you understand?"
And suddenly she grew strangely terr�f�ed and d�straught; she began
to sh�ft from foot to foot w�thout mov�ng from the place, and
spluttered com�cally, as �f she wanted to say someth�ng and couldn't.
I wa�ted to see what would come of all th�s, and I saw and felt that,
apparently, I had made a great m�stake �n suspect�ng her of w�sh�ng
to draw me from the path of r�ghteousness. It was ev�dently
someth�ng very d�fferent.
"Mr Student!" she began, and suddenly, wav�ng her hand, she turned
abruptly towards the door and went out. I rema�ned w�th a very
unpleasant feel�ng �n my m�nd. I l�stened. Her door was flung
v�olently to—pla�nly the poor wench was very angry.... I thought �t
over, and resolved to go to her, and, �nv�t�ng her to come �n here,
wr�te everyth�ng she wanted.
I entered her apartment. I looked round. She was s�tt�ng at the table,
lean�ng on her elbows, w�th her head �n her hands.
"L�sten to me," I sa�d.
Now, whenever I come to th�s po�nt �n my story, I always feel horr�bly
awkward and �d�ot�c. Well, well!
"L�sten to me," I sa�d.
She leaped from her seat, came towards me w�th flash�ng eyes, and
lay�ng her hands on my shoulders began to wh�sper, or rather to hum
�n her pecul�ar bass vo�ce:
"Look you, now! It's l�ke th�s. There's no Bolés, at all, and there's no
Teresa e�ther. But what's that to you? Is �t a hard th�ng for you to
draw your pen over paper? Eh? Ah, and you, too! St�ll such a l�ttle
fa�r-ha�red boy! There's nobody at all, ne�ther Bolés, nor Teresa, only
me. There you have �t, and much good may �t do you!"



"Pardon me!" sa�d I, altogether flabbergasted by such a recept�on,
"what �s �t all about? There's no, Bolés, you say?"
"No. So �t �s."
"And no Teresa e�ther?"
"And no Teresa. I'm Teresa."
I d�dn't understand �t at all. I f�xed my eyes upon her, and tr�ed to
make out wh�ch of us was tak�ng leave of h�s or her senses. But she
went aga�n to the table, searched about for someth�ng, came back to
me, and sa�d �n an offended tone:
"If �t was so hard for you to wr�te to Bolés, look, there's your letter,
take �t! Others w�ll wr�te for me."
I looked. In her hand was my letter to Bolés. Phew!
"L�sten, Teresa! What �s the mean�ng of all th�s? Why must you get
others to wr�te for you when I have already wr�tten �t, and you haven't
sent �t."
"Sent �t where?"
"Why, to th�s—Bolés."
"There's no such person."
I absolutely d�d not understand �t. There was noth�ng for me but to
sp�t and go. Then she expla�ned.
"What �s �t?" she sa�d, st�ll offended. "There's no such person, I tell
you," and she extended her arms as �f she herself d�d not
understand why there should be no such person. "But I wanted h�m
to be.... Am I then not a human creature l�ke the rest of them? Yes,
yes, I know, I know, of course.... Yet no harm was done to anyone by
my wr�t�ng to h�m that I can see...."
"Pardon me—to whom?"
"To Bolés, of course."
"But he doesn't ex�st."



"Alas! alas! But what �f he doesn't? He doesn't ex�st, but he m�ght! I
wr�te to h�m, and �t looks as �f he d�d ex�st. And Teresa—that's me,
and he repl�es to me, and then I wr�te to h�m aga�n...."
I understood at last. And I felt so s�ck, so m�serable, so ashamed,
somehow. Alongs�de of me, not three yards away, l�ved a human
creature who had nobody �n the world to treat her k�ndly,
affect�onately, and th�s human be�ng had �nvented a fr�end for
herself!
"Look, now! you wrote me a letter to Bolés, and I gave �t to someone
else to read �t to me; and when they read �t to me I l�stened and
fanc�ed that Bolés was there. And I asked you to wr�te me a letter
from Bolés to Teresa—that �s to me. When they wr�te such a letter for
me, and read �t to me, I feel qu�te sure that Bolés �s there. And l�fe
grows eas�er for me �n consequence."
"Deuce take thee for a blockhead!" sa�d I to myself when I heard th�s.
And from thenceforth, regularly, tw�ce a week, I wrote a letter to
Bolés, and an answer from Bolés to Teresa. I wrote those answers
well.... She, of course, l�stened to them, and wept l�ke anyth�ng,
roared, I should say, w�th her bass vo�ce. And �n return for my thus
mov�ng her to tears by real letters from the �mag�nary Bolés, she
began to mend the holes I had �n my socks, sh�rts, and other art�cles
of cloth�ng. Subsequently, about three months after th�s h�story,
began, they put her �n pr�son for someth�ng or other. No doubt by th�s
t�me she �s dead.
My acqua�ntance shook the ash from h�s c�garette, looked pens�vely
up at the sky, and thus concluded:
Well, well, the more a human creature has tasted of better th�ngs the
more �t hungers after the sweet th�ngs of l�fe. And we, wrapped round
�n the rags of our v�rtues, and regard�ng others through the m�st of
our self-suff�c�ency, and persuaded of our un�versal �mpeccab�l�ty, do
not understand th�s.
And the whole th�ng turns out pretty stup�dly—-and very cruelly. The
fallen classes, we say. And who are the fallen classes, I should l�ke
to know? They are, f�rst of all, people w�th the same bones, flesh,



and blood and nerves as ourselves. We have been told th�s day after
day for ages. And we actually l�sten—and the Dev�l only knows how
h�deous the whole th�ng �s. Or are we completely depraved by the
loud sermon�z�ng of human�sm? In real�ty, we also are fallen folks,
and so far as I can see, very deeply fallen �nto the abyss of self-
suff�c�ency and the conv�ct�on of our own super�or�ty. But enough of
th�s. It �s all as old as the h�lls—so old that �t �s a shame to speak of �t
Very old �ndeed—yes, that's where �t �s!

VIII.—CHELKASH.

The blue southern sky was bed�mmed by the dust r�s�ng from the
haven; the burn�ng sun looked dully down �nto the green�sh sea as �f
through a th�n grey ve�l. It could not reflect �tself �n the water, wh�ch
�ndeed was cut up by the strokes of oars and the furrows made by
steam-screws and the sharp keels of Turk�sh feluccas and other
sa�l�ng vessels, plough�ng up �n every d�rect�on the crowded harbour
�n wh�ch the free b�llows of the sea were conf�ned w�th�n fetters of
gran�te and crushed beneath the huge we�ghts gl�d�ng over the�r
crests, though they beat aga�nst the s�des of the sh�ps, beat aga�nst
the shore, beat themselves �nto rag�ng foam—foam begr�med by all
sorts of float�ng rubb�sh.
The sound of the anchor cha�ns, the clang of the coupl�ngs of the
trucks laden w�th heavy goods, the metall�c wa�l of the �ron plates
fall�ng on the stone flagg�ng, the dull thud of t�mber, the dron�ng of
the carr�er-wagons, the scream�ng of the s�rens of the steamsh�ps,
now p�erc�ngly keen, now s�nk�ng to a dull roar, the cr�es of the
porters, sa�lors, and custom-house off�cers—all these sounds
blended �nto the deafen�ng symphony of the labor�ous day, and
v�brat�ng restlessly, rema�ned stat�onary �n the sky over the haven, as
�f fear�ng to mount h�gher and d�sappear. And there ascended from
the earth, cont�nually, fresh and ever fresh waves of sound—some
dull and myster�ous, and these v�brated sullenly all around, others
clangorous and p�erc�ng wh�ch rent the dusty sultry a�r.



Gran�te, �ron, the stone haven, the vessels and the people—
everyth�ng �s utter�ng �n m�ghty tones a madly pass�onate hymn to
Mercury. But the vo�ces of the people, weak and overborne, are
scarce aud�ble there�n. And the people themselves to whom all th�s
hubbub �s pr�mar�ly due, are r�d�culous and p�t�ful. The�r l�ttle f�gures,
dusty, strenuous, wr�ggl�ng �nto and out of s�ght, bent double beneath
the burden of heavy goods ly�ng on the�r shoulders, beneath the
burden of the labour of dragg�ng these loads h�ther and th�ther �n
clouds of dust, �n a sea of heat and racket—are so t�ny and
�ns�gn�f�cant �n compar�son w�th the �ron coloss� surround�ng them, �n
compar�son w�th the loads of goods, the rumbl�ng wagons, and all
the other th�ngs wh�ch these same l�ttle creatures have made! The�r
own hand�work has subjugated and degraded them.
Stand�ng by the quays, heavy g�ant steamsh�ps are now wh�stl�ng,
now h�ss�ng, now deeply snort�ng, and �n every sound g�ven forth by
them there seems to be a note of �ron�cal contempt for the grey,
dusty l�ttle f�gures of the people crowd�ng about on the decks, and
f�ll�ng the deep holds w�th the products of the�r slav�sh labour.
Laughable even to tears are the long str�ngs of dockyard men,
dragg�ng after them tens of thousands of pounds of bread and
p�tch�ng them �nto the �ron bell�es of the vessels �n order to earn a
few pounds of that very same bread for the�r own stomachs—people,
unfortunately, not made of �ron and feel�ng the pangs of hunger.
These hustled, sweated crowds, stupef�ed by wear�ness and by the
racket and heat, and these powerful mach�nes, made by these
selfsame people, bask�ng, sleek and unruffled, �n the sunsh�ne—
mach�nes wh�ch, �n the f�rst �nstance, are set �n mot�on not by steam,
but by the muscles and blood of the�r makers—�n such a
juxtapos�t�on there was a whole ep�c of cold and cruel �rony.
The d�n �s overwhelm�ng, the dust �rr�tates the nostr�ls and bl�nds the
eyes, the heat burns and exhausts the body, and everyth�ng around
—the bu�ld�ngs, the people, the stone quays—seem to be on the
stretch, full-r�pe, ready to burst, ready to lose all pat�ence and
explode �n some grand�ose catastrophe, l�ke a volcano, and thus one
feels that one would be able to breathe more eas�ly and freely �n the
refreshened a�r; one feels that then a st�llness would re�gn upon the



earth, and th�s dusty d�n, benumb�ng and �rr�tat�ng the nerves to the
verge of melancholy man�a, would van�sh, and �n the town, and on
the sea, and �n the sky, everyth�ng would be calm, clear, and
glor�ous. But �t only seems so. One fanc�es �t must be so, because
man has not yet wear�ed of hop�ng for better th�ngs, and the w�sh to
feel h�mself free has not altogether d�ed away w�th�n h�m.
Twelve measured and sonorous strokes of a bell resound. When the
last brazen note has d�ed away the w�ld mus�c of labour has already
d�m�n�shed by at least a half. Another m�nute and �t has passed �nto a
dull �nvoluntary murmur. The vo�ces of men and the splash�ng of the
sea have now become more aud�ble. The d�nner-hour has come.

I.

When the dock-hands, leav�ng off work, scatter along the haven �n
no�sy groups, buy�ng someth�ng to eat from the costermonger
women and s�tt�ng down to the�r meal �n the most shady corners of
the macadam�zed quay, am�dst them appears Greg Chelkash, that
old wolf of the pastures, well-known to the people of the haven as a
conf�rmed toper and a bold and sk�lful th�ef. He �s barefooted, �n
shabby old plush breeches, hatless, w�th a d�rty cotton sh�rt w�th a
torn collar, expos�ng h�s mob�le, w�thered, knobbly legs �n the�r
c�nnamon-brown case of sk�n. It �s pla�n from h�s touzled black, grey-
streaked ha�r and h�s keen w�zened face that he has only just awoke.
From one of h�s smutty moustaches a w�sp of straw st�cks out, the
fellow to �t has lost �tself among the br�stles of h�s recently shaved left
cheek, and beh�nd h�s ear he has stuck a t�ny l�nden tw�g just
plucked from the tree. Lanky, bony, and somewhat crooked, he
slowly shambled along the stones, and mov�ng from s�de to s�de h�s
hooked nose, wh�ch resembled the beak of a b�rd of prey, he cast
around h�m sharp glances, tw�nkl�ng at the same t�me h�s cold grey
eyes as they searched for someone or other among the dockyard
men. H�s d�rty brown moustaches, long and th�ck, tw�tched just l�ke a
cat's wh�skers, and h�s arms, folded beh�nd h�s back, rubbed one
aga�nst the other, wh�le the long, crooked, hook-l�ke f�ngers clutched
at the a�r convuls�vely. Even here, �n the m�dst of a hundred such



ragged str�k�ng tatter-demal�ons as he, he �mmed�ately attracted
attent�on by h�s resemblance to the vulture of the steppes, by h�s
b�rd-of-prey l�ke haggardness, and that alert sort of ga�t, easy and
qu�et �n appearance, but �nwardly the result of exc�ted war�ness, l�ke
the fl�ght of the b�rd of prey he called to m�nd.
When he came alongs�de one of the groups of ragged porters
sprawl�ng �n the shade beneath the shelter of the coal baskets, he
suddenly encountered a broad-shouldered l�ttle fellow w�th a stup�d
p�mply face and a neck scarred w�th scratches, ev�dently fresh from
a sound and qu�te recent drubb�ng. He got up and jo�ned Chelkash,
say�ng to h�m �n a subdued vo�ce:
"Goods belong�ng to the fleet have been m�ssed �n two places. They
are search�ng for them st�ll. Do you hear, Greg!"
"Well!" asked Chelkash qu�etly, calmly measur�ng h�s comrade from
head to foot.
"What do you mean by well? They're search�ng I say, that's all."
"Are they ask�ng me to help them �n the�r search then?"
And Chelkash, w�th a shrewd sm�le, glanced �n the d�rect�on of the
lofty packhouse of the Volunteer Fleet.
"Go to the dev�l!"
H�s comrade turned back.
"Wa�t a b�t! What are you so stuck-up about? Look how they've
spo�led the whole show! I don't see M�ke here!"
"Haven't seen h�m for a long t�me," sa�d the other, go�ng back to h�s
compan�ons.
Chelkash went on further, greeted by everyone l�ke a man well-
known. And he, always merry w�th a b�t�ng repartee, to-day was
ev�dently not �n a good humour, and gave abrupt and snappy
answers.
At one po�nt a custom-house off�cer, a dusty, dark-green man w�th
the upr�ght carr�age of a sold�er, emerged from beh�nd a p�le of
goods. He barred Chelkash's way, stand�ng �n front of h�m w�th a



challeng�ng pose and se�z�ng w�th h�s left hand the handle of h�s d�rk,
tr�ed to collar Chelkash w�th h�s r�ght.
"Halt! wh�ther are you go�ng?"
Chelkash took a step backwards, ra�sed h�s eyes to the level of the
custom-house off�cer, and sm�led dr�ly.
The ruddy, good-humouredly-cunn�ng face of the off�c�al tr�ed to
assume a threaten�ng look, puff�ng out �ts cheeks t�ll they were round
and bloated, contract�ng �ts brows and goggl�ng �ts eyes—and was
supremely r�d�culous �n consequence.
"You have been told that you are not to dare to enter the haven, or
I'd break your r�bs for you. And here you are aga�n!" cr�ed the
guard�an of the customs threaten�ngly.
"Good day, Semen�ch! we have not seen each other for a long t�me,"
calmly repl�ed Chelkash, stretch�ng out h�s hand.
"I w�sh �t had been a whole century. Be off! Be off!"
But Semen�ch pressed the extended hand all the same.
"What a th�ng to say!" cont�nued Chelkash, st�ll reta�n�ng �n h�s talon-
l�ke f�ngers the hand of Semen�ch, and shak�ng �t �n a fr�endly fam�l�ar
sort of way—"have you seen M�ke by any chance?"
"M�ke, M�ke? whom do you mean? I don't know any M�ke. Go away,
my fr�end! That packhouse off�cer �s look�ng, he...."
"The red-ha�red chap, I mean, w�th whom I worked last t�me on
board the 'Kostroma,'" pers�sted Chelkash.
"W�th whom you p�lfered, you ought to say. They've carr�ed your
M�ke off to the hosp�tal �f you must know; he �njured h�s leg w�th a b�t
of �ron. Go, my fr�end, wh�le you are asked to go c�v�lly; go, and I'll
soon saddle you w�th h�m aga�n!"
"Ah! look there now! and you sa�d you d�d not know M�ke! Tell me
now, Semen�ch, why are you so angry?"
"Look here, Greg! none of your cheek! be off!"



The custom-house off�cer began to be angry, and glanc�ng furt�vely
around h�m, tr�ed to tear h�s hand out of the powerful hand of
Chelkash. Chelkash regarded h�m calmly from under h�s bushy
brows, sm�led to h�mself, and not releas�ng h�s hand, cont�nued to
speak:
"Don't hurry me! I'll have my say w�th you and then I'll go. Now tell
me, how are you gett�ng on?—you w�fe, your ch�ldren, are they
well?"—and, tw�nkl�ng h�s eyes mal�c�ously and b�t�ng h�s l�ps, w�th a
mock�ng sm�le, he added: "I was go�ng to pay you a v�s�t, but I never
had the t�me—I was always on the booze...."
"Well, well, drop that!—none of your larks, you bony dev�l!—I'm really
your fr�end.... I suppose you're lay�ng yourself out to nab someth�ng
under cover or �n the streets?"
"Why so? Here and now I tell you a good t�me's com�ng for both you
and me, �f only we lay hold of a b�t In God's name, Semen�ch, lay
hold! L�sten now, aga�n �n two places goods are m�ss�ng! Look out
now, Semen�ch, and be very caut�ous lest you come upon them
somehow!"
Utterly confused by the audac�ty of Chelkash, Semen�ch trembled all
over, spat freely about h�m, and tr�ed to say someth�ng. Chelkash let
go h�s hand and calmly shuffled back to the dock gates w�th long
str�des, the custom-house off�cer, curs�ng f�ercely, moved after h�m.
Chelkash was now �n a merry mood. He softly wh�stled through h�s
teeth, and bury�ng h�s hands �nto h�s breeches' pockets, marched
along w�th the easy ga�t of a free man, d�str�but�ng sundry jests and
repartees r�ght and left. And the people he left beh�nd pa�d h�m out �n
h�s own co�n as he passed by.
"Hello, Chelkash! how well the author�t�es mount guard over you!"
howled someone from among the group of dock-workers who had
already d�ned and were rest�ng at full length on the ground.
"I'm barefooted you see, so Semen�ch follows beh�nd so as not to
tread upon my toes—he m�ght hurt me and lay me up for a b�t,"
repl�ed Chelkash.



They reached the gates, two sold�ers searched Chelkash and
hustled h�m gently �nto the street.
"Don't let h�m go!" bawled Semen�ch, stopp�ng at the dockyard gate.
Chelkash crossed the road and sat down on a post oppos�te the door
of a pot-house. Out of the dockyard gates, low�ng as they went,
proceeded an endless str�ng of laden oxen, meet�ng the return�ng
teams of unladen oxen w�th the�r dr�vers mounted upon them. The
haven vom�ted forth thunderous no�se and st�ng�ng dust, and the
ground trembled.
Inured to th�s frant�c hurly-burly, Chelkash, st�mulated by the scene
w�th Semen�ch, felt �n the best of sp�r�ts. Before h�m sm�led a sol�d
p�ece of work, demand�ng not very much labour but a good deal of
cunn�ng. He was conv�nced that he would be equal to �t, and bl�nk�ng
h�s eyes, fell th�nk�ng how he would lord �t to-morrow morn�ng, when
the whole th�ng would have been managed and the bank-notes
would be �n h�s pocket. Then he called to m�nd h�s comrade M�ke,
who would have just done for th�s n�ght's job �f he had not broken h�s
leg. Chelkash cursed �nwardly that, w�thout M�ke's help, �t would be a
pretty st�ff�sh job for h�m alone. What sort of a n�ght was �t go�ng to
be? He looked up at the sky and then all down the street....
S�x paces away from h�m on the macadam�zed pavement, w�th h�s
back aga�nst a post, sat a young lad �n a blue str�ped sh�rt, hose to
match, w�th bast shoes and a ragged red forage cap. Near h�m lay a
small knapsack and a scythe w�thout a handle wrapped up �n straw
carefully wound round w�th cord. The lad was broad-shouldered,
sturdy, and fa�r-ha�red, w�th a tanned and weather-beaten face, and
w�th large blue eyes gaz�ng at Chelkash conf�d�ngly and good-
naturedly....
Chelkash ground h�s teeth, protruded h�s tongue, and mak�ng a
fr�ghtful gr�mace, set h�mself to gaze f�xedly at the youth w�th
goggl�ng eyes.
The youth, doubtful, at f�rst, what to make of �t, bl�nked a good deal,
but suddenly burst�ng �nto a f�t of laughter, screamed �n the m�dst of
h�s laughter: "Ah, what a character!" and scarce r�s�ng from the



ground, rolled clums�ly from h�s own to Chelkash's post, dragg�ng h�s
knapsack along through the dust and str�k�ng the blade of the scythe
aga�nst a stone.
"What, brother, enjoy�ng yourself, eh? Good health to you!" sa�d he
to Chelkash, pluck�ng h�s trouser.
"There's a job on hand, my suck�ng p�g, and such a job!" confessed
Chelkash openly. He l�ked the look of th�s wholesome, good-natured
lad w�th the ch�ld�sh blue eyes. "Been a mow�ng, eh?"
"Pretty mow�ng! Mow a furlong and earn a farth�ng! Bad bus�ness
that! The very hungr�est come crowd�ng �n, and they lower wages
though they don't ga�n any. They pay s�x gr�ven�k�[1] �n the Kuban
here—a pretty wage! Formerly they pa�d, people say, three s�lver
roubles, four, nay f�ve!"



[1] A gr�ven�k �s a 10 kopeck p�ece = 1/10th of a s�lver rouble. A
s�lver rouble = 2s.

"Formerly!—Ah, formerly, at the mere s�ght of a Russ�an man they
pa�d up splend�dly there. I worked at the same job myself ten years
ago. You went up to the cossack stat�on—here am I, a Russ�an! you
sa�d, and �mmed�ately they looked at you, felt you, marvelled at you,
and—three roubles down �nto your palm stra�ghtway! Those were the
days for eat�ng and dr�nk�ng. And you l�ved pretty much as you
l�ked."
The lad l�stened to Chelkash at f�rst w�th w�de-open mouth, w�th
puzzled rapture wr�t large on h�s rotund phys�ognomy; but, presently,
understand�ng that th�s ragamuff�n was jok�ng, he closed h�s l�ps w�th
a snap and laughed aloud. Chelkash preserved a ser�ous
countenance, conceal�ng h�s sm�le �n h�s moustaches.
"Rum card that you are! you spoke as �f �t were true, and I l�stened
and bel�eved you. Now, God knows, formerly...."
"But I count for someth�ng, don't I? I tell you that formerly...."
"Go along!" sa�d the lad, wav�ng h�s hand. "I suppose you're a
cobbler?—or are you a ta�lor? What are you?"
"What am I?" repeated Chelkash, reflect�ng a l�ttle—"I'm a
f�sherman!" he sa�d at last.
"A f�sherman! really?—you really catch f�sh?"
"Why f�sh? The f�shermen here don't only catch f�sh. There's more
than that. There are drowned corpses, old anchors, sunken sh�ps—
everyth�ng! There are hooks for f�sh�ng up all sorts...."
"Nonsense, nonsense! I suppose you mean the sort of f�shermen
who sang of themselves:

"'Our nets we cast forth abroad
On the r�ver bank so h�gh,
And �n storehouse and gra�n loft so h�gh....'"

"And you have seen such l�ke, eh?" �nqu�red Chelkash, look�ng at
h�m w�th a sm�le and th�nk�ng to h�mself that th�s f�ne young chap was



really very stup�d.
"No, where could I see them? But I've heard of them...."
"L�ke the l�fe, eh?"
"L�ke the�r l�fe? Well, how shall I put �t?—they are not bothered w�th
k�ds ... they l�ve as they l�ke ... they are free...."
"What do you know about freedom? Do you love �t?"
"Why of course. To be your own master ... to go where you l�ke ... to
do what you l�ke. St�ll more, �f you know how to keep stra�ght, and
have no stone about your neck ... then �t's splend�d! You may enjoy
yourself as you l�ke, �f only you don't forget God...."
Chelkash spat contemptuously, ceased from quest�on�ng, and turned
away from the youth.
"I'll tell you my story," sa�d the other w�th a sudden burst of
conf�dence. "When my father d�ed he left but l�ttle, my mother was
old, the land was all ploughed to death, what was I to do? L�ve I must
—but how? I d�dn't know. I went to my w�fe's relat�ons—a good
house. Very well! 'W�ll you g�ve your daughter her port�on?' But no,
my dev�l of a father-�n-law would not shell out I was worry�ng h�m a
long t�me about �t—a whole year. What a bus�ness �t was! And �f I
had had a hundred and f�fty roubles �n hand I could have pa�d off the
Jew Ant�pas and stood on my legs aga�n. 'W�ll you g�ve Marfa her
port�on?' I sa�d. 'No? Very well! Thank God she �s not the only g�rl �n
the v�llage.' I wanted to let h�m know that I would be my own master
and qu�te free. He�gh-ho!" And the young fellow s�ghed. "And now
there �s noth�ng for �t but to go to my relat�ons after all. I had thought:
look now! I'll go to the Kuban D�str�ct. I'll scrape together two
hundred roubles—and then I shall be a gentleman at large. But �t
was only so-so! It all ended �n smoke. Now you'll have to go back to
your relat�ons, I sa�d to myself ... as a day-labourer. I'm not f�t to be
my own master—no, I'm qu�te unf�t. Alas! Alas!'"
The young fellow had a v�olent d�s�ncl�nat�on to go to h�s relat�ves.
Even h�s cheerful face grew dark and made �tself m�serable. He
sh�fted heav�ly about on the ground, and drew Chelkash out of the
rever�e �n wh�ch he had plunged wh�le the other was talk�ng.



Chelkash also began to feel that the conversat�on was bor�ng h�m,
yet, for all that, he asked a few more quest�ons:
"And now where are you go�ng?"
"Where am I go�ng? Why, home of course."
"My fr�end, �t �s not 'of course' to me. You m�ght be go�ng to k�ck up
your heels �n Turkey for ought I know."
"In Tur-tur-key?" stammered the youth. "Who of all the Orthodox
would th�nk of go�ng there? What do you mean?"
"I mean that you're a fool!" s�ghed Chelkash, and aga�n he turned
away from the speaker, and th�s t�me he felt an utter d�s�ncl�nat�on to
waste another word upon h�m. There was someth�ng �n th�s healthy
country lad wh�ch revolted h�m.
A troublesome, slowly r�pen�ng �rr�tat�ng feel�ng was st�rr�ng
somewhere deep w�th�n h�m, and prevented h�m from concentrat�ng
h�s attent�on and med�tat�ng on all that had to be done that n�ght.
The snubbed young rust�c kept murmur�ng to h�mself �n a low vo�ce,
now and then glanc�ng furt�vely at the vagabond. H�s cheeks were
absurdly chubby, h�s l�ps were parted, and h�s lackada�s�cal eyes
bl�nked r�d�culously and preposterously often. Ev�dently he had never
expected that h�s conversat�on w�th th�s moustached ragamuff�n
would have been term�nated so qu�ckly and so offens�vely.
The ragamuff�n no longer pa�d h�m the sl�ghtest attent�on. He was
wh�stl�ng reflect�vely as he sat on the post and beat�ng t�me w�th h�s
naked d�rty paw.
The rust�c wanted to be qu�ts w�th h�m.
"I say, f�sherman, do you often get drunk?"—he was beg�nn�ng, when
the same �nstant the f�sherman turned round qu�ckly face to face w�th
h�m and asked:
"Hark ye, babby! W�ll you work w�th me to-n�ght? Come!—yes or
no?"
"Work at what?" �nqu�red the rust�c susp�c�ously.



"At whatever work I g�ve you. We'll go a f�sh�ng. You'll have to row...."
"Oh!... All r�ght!... No matter. I can work. Only don't let me �n for
someth�ng ... You're so fr�ghtfully double-tongued ... you're a dark
horse...."
Chelkash began to feel someth�ng of the nature of a gangrened
wound �n h�s breast, and murmured w�th cold mal�c�ousness:
"No blabb�ng, whatever you may th�nk. Look now, I've a good m�nd to
knock your blockhead about t�ll I dr�ve some l�ght �nto �t."
He leaped from h�s post, and wh�le h�s left hand st�ll tw�rled h�s
moustache, he clenched h�s r�ght �nto a muscular f�st as hard as �ron,
wh�le h�s eyes flashed and sparkled.
The rust�c was terr�f�ed. He qu�ckly looked about h�m, and t�m�dly
bl�nk�ng h�s eyes, also leapt from the ground. They both stood there
regard�ng each other �n s�lence.
"Well?" �nqu�red Chelkash sullenly, he was bo�l�ng over and
tremulous at the �nsult rece�ved from th�s young bull-calf, whom
dur�ng the whole course of the�r conversat�on he had desp�sed, but
whom he now thoroughly hated because he had such clear blue
eyes, such a healthy sun-burnt face, such short strong arms. He
hated h�m, moreover, because, somewhere or other, he had h�s
nat�ve v�llage, and a house �n �t, and because he numbered among
h�s relat�ves a well-to-do peasant farmer; he hated h�m for all h�s past
l�fe and all h�s l�fe to come, and, more than all th�s, he hated h�m
because th�s creature, a mere ch�ld �n compar�son w�th h�mself,
Chelkash, dared to love freedom, whose value he knew not, and
wh�ch was qu�te unnecessary to h�m. It �s always unpleasant to see a
man whom you regard as worse and lower than yourself, love or
hate the same th�ng as you do, and thus become l�ke unto yourself.
The rust�c looked at Chelkash, and felt that �n h�m he had found h�s
master.
"Well ..." he began, "I have noth�ng to say aga�nst �t. I am glad, �n
fact.... You see I am out of work. It �s all one to me whom I work for,
for you or another. I only mean to say that you don't look l�ke a
work�ng man ... you're so terr�bly ragged, you know. Well, I know that



may happen to us all. Lord! the topers I've seen �n my t�me! No end
to 'em! But I've never seen any l�ke you."
"All r�ght, all r�ght! It �s agreed then, eh?" asked Chelkash. H�s vo�ce
was now a l�ttle softer.
"W�th pleasure, so far as I am concerned. What's the pay?"
"I pay accord�ng to the amount of work done, and accord�ng to the
k�nd of work too. It depends upon the haul. You m�ght get a f�fth part
—what do you say to that?"
But now �t was a matter of money, and therefore the peasant must
needs be exact and demand the same exactness from h�s employer.
The rust�c had a fresh access of uncerta�nty and susp�c�on.
"Nay, brother, 'a b�rd �n the hand �s worth two �n the bush——'"
Chelkash fell �n w�th h�s humour.
"No more gabble! Wa�t! come to the pub!"
And they walked along the street s�de by s�de, Chelkash tw�st�ng h�s
moustaches w�th the �mpudent a�r of a master, the rust�c w�th the
express�on of a complete read�ness to buckle under, yet at the same
t�me full of uneas�ness and susp�c�on.
"What do they call you?" �nqu�red Chelkash.
"Gabr�el," repl�ed the rust�c.
When they came to the f�lthy and smoke-black �nn, Chelkash, go�ng
up to the buffet w�th the fam�l�ar tone of an old hab�tué, ordered a
bottle of vodka, cabbage-soup, a roasted jo�nt, tea; and tott�ng up the
amount of the �tems, curtly remarked to the barma�d: "All to my
account, eh?" whereupon the barma�d nodded her head �n s�lence.
And Gabr�el was suddenly f�lled w�th a profound respect for h�s
master, who, notw�thstand�ng h�s hang-dog look, enjoyed such
notor�ety and cred�t.
"Well, now we can peck a b�t, and have a talk comfortably. You s�t
here. I'll be back d�rectly."



Out he went. Gabr�el looked about h�m. The �nn was on the ground-
floor, �t was damp and dark, and full of the st�fl�ng odour of d�st�lled
vodka, tobacco smoke, tar, and a someth�ng else of a pungent
qual�ty. Oppos�te Gabr�el, at another table, sat a drunken man �n
sa�lor's costume, w�th a red beard, all covered w�th coal dust and tar.
He was growl�ng, �n the m�dst of momentary h�ccoughs, a song, or
rather the fragmentary and �nconsecut�ve words of a song, h�s vo�ce
now r�s�ng to a fr�ghtful bellow, now s�nk�ng to a throaty gurgle. He
was obv�ously not a Russ�an.
Beh�nd h�m sat two young Moldav�an g�rls, ragged, dark-ha�red, sun-
burnt, also screech�ng some sort of a song w�th t�psy vo�ces.
Further back other f�gures projected from the surround�ng gloom, all
of them strangely unkempt, half-drunk, no�sy, and restless....
Gabr�el felt uncomfortable s�tt�ng there all alone. He w�shed h�s
master would return sooner. The d�n of the eat�ng-house blended
�nto a s�ngle note, and �t seemed to h�m l�ke the roar of some huge
an�mal. It possessed a hundred d�fferent sorts of vo�ces, and was
bl�ndly, �rr�tably, soar�ng away out of th�s stony pr�son, as �f �t wanted
to f�nd an outlet for �ts w�ll and could not.... Gabr�el felt as �f
someth�ng bemused and oppress�ve was suck�ng away �n h�s body,
someth�ng wh�ch made h�s head sw�m, and made h�s eyes grow d�m
as they wandered, cur�ous and terr�f�ed, about the eat�ng-house.
Chelkash now arr�ved, and they began to eat and dr�nk and converse
at the same t�me. At the th�rd rummer Gabr�el got drunk. He felt
merry, and wanted to say someth�ng pleasant to h�s host who—
glor�ous youth!—though noth�ng to look at, was so tastefully
enterta�n�ng h�m. But the words, whole waves of them, pour�ng �nto
h�s very throat, for some reason or other wouldn't leave h�s tongue,
wh�ch had suddenly grown qu�te cumbersome.
Chelkash looked at h�m, and sa�d w�th a der�s�ve sm�le: "Why, you're
drunk already! What a m�lksop! And only the f�fth glass too! How w�ll
you manage to work?"
"My fr�end," l�sped Gabr�el, "never fear, I respect you—there you are
Let me k�ss you. Ah!"



"Well, well—come, ch�nk glasses once more."
Gabr�el went on dr�nk�ng, and arr�ved at last at that stage when to h�s
eyes everyth�ng began to v�brate w�th a regular spontaneous mot�on
of �ts own. Th�s was very d�sagreeable, and made h�m feel unwell.
H�s face assumed a fool�shly-ecstat�c express�on. He tr�ed to say
someth�ng, but only made a r�d�culous no�se w�th h�s l�ps and
bellowed. Chelkash cont�nued to gaze f�xedly at h�m as �f he was
try�ng to recollect someth�ng, and tw�rled h�s moustaches, sm�l�ng all
the t�me, but now h�s sm�le was gr�m and ev�l.
The eat�ng-house was a babel of drunken vo�ces. The red-ha�red
sa�lor had gone to sleep w�th h�s elbows rest�ng on the table.
"Come now, let us go," sa�d Chelkash, stand�ng up.
Gabr�el tr�ed to r�se, but could not, and curs�ng, loudly, began to
laugh the senseless laugh of the drunkard.
"He'll have to be carr�ed," sa�d Chelkash, s�tt�ng down aga�n on the
cha�r oppos�te h�s comrade.
Gabr�el kept on laugh�ng, and looked at h�s host w�th lack-lustre
eyes. And the latter regarded h�m f�xedly, keenly, and med�tat�vely.
He saw before h�m a man whose l�fe had fallen �nto h�s vulp�ne paws.
Chelkash felt that he could tw�st h�m round h�s l�ttle f�nger. He could
break h�m �n p�eces l�ke a b�t of cardboard, or he could make a
substant�al peasant of h�m as sol�d as a p�cture �n �ts frame. Feel�ng
h�mself the other man's master, he hugged h�mself w�th del�ght, and
reflected that th�s rust�c had never empt�ed so many glasses as Fate
had perm�tted h�m, Chelkash, to do. And he had a sort of �nd�gnant
p�ty for th�s young l�fe; he desp�sed and even felt anx�ous about �t,
lest �t should fall at some other t�me �nto such hands as h�s. And
f�nally, all Chelkash's feel�ngs blended together �nto one s�ngle
sent�ment—�nto someth�ng paternal and hosp�table. He was sorry for
the youth, and the youth was necessary to h�m. Then Chelkash took
Gabr�el under the armp�ts, and urg�ng h�m l�ghtly forward from beh�nd
w�th h�s knee, led h�m out of the door of the tavern, where he placed
h�m on the ground �n the shadow of a p�le of wood, and h�mself sat



down bes�de h�m and smoked h�s p�pe. Gabr�el rolled about for a b�t,
bellowed drunkenly, and dozed off.

II.

"Well now, are you ready?" �nqu�red Chelkash �n a low vo�ce of
Gabr�el, who was fumbl�ng about w�th the oars.
"Wa�t a moment. The row-locks are all waggly. Can I sh�p oars for a
b�t?"
"No, no! Don't make a no�se! Press down more f�rmly w�th your
hands, and they'll fall �nto place of the�r own accord."
The pa�r of them were qu�etly mak�ng off w�th the sk�ff attached to the
stern of one of a whole flot�lla of sa�l�ng barques laden w�th batten
r�vets and large Turk�sh feluccas half unloaded and st�ll half-f�lled
w�th palm, sandal, and th�ck cypress-wood logs.
The n�ght was dark, across the sky dense layers of ragged cloud
were fl�tt�ng, and the water was st�ll, dark, and as th�ck as o�l. It
exhaled a mo�st, sal�ne aroma, and murmured caress�ngly as �t
splashed aga�nst the s�des of the sh�ps and aga�nst the shore, and
rocked the sk�ff of Chelkash to and fro. Stretch�ng a long d�stance
seawards from the shore, rose the dark hulls of many vessels,
p�erc�ng the sky w�th the�r sharp masts wh�ch had var�egated lanterns
�n the�r tops. The sea reflected the l�ghts of these lanterns, and was
covered w�th a mass of yellow patches. They tw�nkled prett�ly on �ts
soft, fa�nt-black, velvet bosom, heav�ng so calmly, so powerfully. The
sea was sleep�ng the sleep of a strong and healthy labourer wear�ed
to death by the day's work.
"Let's be off," sa�d Gabr�el, thrust�ng the oar �nto the water.
"Go!" Chelkash, w�th a powerful thrust of h�s hand, thrust the sk�ff
r�ght �nto the str�p of water beh�nd the barques. The sk�ff flew sw�ftly
through the smooth water, and the water, beneath the stroke of the
oars, burned w�th a blu�sh, phosphorescent rad�ance. A long r�bbon
of th�s rad�ance, fa�ntly gleam�ng, tapered away from the keel of the
sk�ff.



"Well, how's the head? Ach�ng, eh?" �nqu�red Chelkash jocosely.
"Fr�ghtfully. It hums l�ke molten �ron. I'll wash �t w�th water presently."
"Why? What you want �s someth�ng to go �ns�de. Take a pull at that—
that w�ll soon put you all r�ght," and he handed Gabr�el a flask.
"Oh-ho! Lord bless you!"
A gentle gurgle was aud�ble.
"How now? Feel glad, eh? Stop, that'll do!"
The sk�ff sped on aga�n, l�ghtly and no�selessly, turn�ng and w�nd�ng
among the vessels. Suddenly �t wrenched �tself free from them, and
the sea—the endless, m�ghty, gl�sten�ng; sea—lay extended before
them, reced�ng �nto the blue d�stance, whence there arose out of �ts
waters mounta�ns of cloud of a dark l�lac-blue, w�th yellow�sh downy
fr�nges at the corners, and green�sh clouds the colour of sea water,
and those melancholy leaden clouds wh�ch cast abroad such heavy,
oppress�ve shadows, crush�ng down m�nd and sp�r�t. They crept so
slowly away from one another, and now blend�ng w�th, now pursu�ng
one another, �nterm�ngled the�r shapes and colours, swallow�ng each
other up and re-emerg�ng �n fresh shapes, magn�f�cent and
menac�ng.... And there was someth�ng myster�ous �n the gradual
mot�on of these l�feless masses. There seemed to be an �nf�n�te host
of them at the verge of the sea-shore, and �t seemed as �f they must
always creep �nd�fferently over the face of Heaven, w�th the sullen,
ev�l a�m of obl�terat�ng �t, and never allow�ng �t to sh�ne down aga�n
upon the sleep�ng sea w�th �ts m�ll�ons of golden eyes, the many-
coloured l�v�ng stars that sparkle so dream�ly, awaken�ng lofty
des�res �n those to whom the�r pure and holy rad�ance �s so prec�ous.
"The sea's good, a�n't �t?" �nqu�red Chelkash.
"Rubb�sh! �t's horr�ble to me," repl�ed Gabr�el, as h�s oars struck the
water v�gorously and symmetr�cally. The water plashed and gurgled
w�th a scarcely aud�ble sound beneath the strokes of the long oars—
splash�ng and splash�ng, and sparkl�ng w�th �ts warm blue
phosphorescent l�ght.



"Horr�ble! do you say? Ugh, you fool!" excla�med Chelkash
contemptuously.
He, th�ef and cyn�c, loved the sea. H�s exc�table, nervous nature,
greedy of new �mpress�ons, was never t�red of contemplat�ng that
dark expanse, l�m�tless, free, and m�ghty. And �t offended h�m to
rece�ve such an answer to h�s quest�on as to the lovel�ness of the
th�ng he loved. S�tt�ng �n the stern, he cut the water w�th h�s oar, and
looked calmly �n front of h�m, full of the des�re to go long and far �n
that velvety smoothness.
On the sea there always arose w�th�n h�m a broad, warm feel�ng
embrac�ng h�s whole soul, and, for a t�me, pur�fy�ng h�m from the f�lth
of earthly l�fe. Th�s feel�ng he pr�zed, and he loved to see h�mself
better there, �n the m�dst of the water and the a�r, where thoughts of
l�fe and l�fe �tself always lost f�rst the�r keenness and then the�r value.
At n�ght on the sea can be heard the soft murmur of the sea's
slumberous breath�ng, that �ncomprehens�ble sound wh�ch pours
peace �nto the soul of man, and caress�ngly tam�ng h�s ev�l �mpulses,
awakes w�th�n h�m m�ghty mus�ngs....
"But where's the tackle, eh?" �nqu�red Gabr�el suddenly, look�ng
uneas�ly about the boat.
Chelkash started v�olently.
"The tackle?—It �s w�th me �n the stern of the boat."
"What sort of tackle �s that?" Gabr�el aga�n �nqu�red, th�s t�me w�th
susp�c�on �n h�s vo�ce.
"What tackle? Why, ground tackle and——"
But Chelkash felt ashamed to l�e to th�s youngster wh�le conceal�ng
h�s real project, and he regretted the thoughts and feel�ngs wh�ch the
quest�on of th�s rust�c had suddenly ann�h�lated. He grew angry. A
fam�l�ar, sharp, burn�ng sensat�on �n h�s breast and throat convulsed
h�m, and he sa�d to Gabr�el w�th suppressed fury:
"M�nd your own bus�ness, and don't thrust your nose �nto other folk's
affa�rs. You are h�red to row—so row. If your tongue wags aga�n �t w�ll
be the worse for you. Do you understand?"



For a moment the sk�ff rocked to and fro, and stood st�ll. The oars
rema�ned �n the water feather�ng �t, and Gabr�el moved uneas�ly on
h�s bench.
"Row!"
V�olent abuse shook the a�r. Gabr�el grasped the oars. The sk�ff, as �f
terr�f�ed, fared along w�th qu�ck, nervous jolts, no�s�ly cutt�ng through
the water.
"Stead�er!"
Chelkash rose a l�ttle from h�s seat �n the stern, w�thout lett�ng go h�s
oar, and f�xed h�s cold eyes on the pale face and trembl�ng l�ps of
Gabr�el. Bend�ng forward w�th arched back he resembled a cat about
to spr�ng. Perfectly aud�ble was the savage gr�nd�ng of h�s teeth, and
also a t�morous clatter�ng as �f of bones.
"Who calls?" resounded a surly shout from the sea.
"Dev�l take �t!—row, can't you? Qu�et w�th the oars! I'll k�ll you, you
hound! Row, I say! One, two! You dare to wh�sper, that's all!"
wh�spered Chelkash.
"Mother of God! Holy V�rg�n!" wh�spered Gabr�el, trembl�ng and
helpless w�th terror and over-exert�on.
The sk�ff turned and went l�ghtly back towards the haven, where the
l�ghts of the lanterns were jogg�ng together �n a part�-coloured group,
and the shafts of the masts were v�s�ble.
"H�e! who was mak�ng that row?" the vo�ce sounded aga�n. Th�s t�me
�t was further off than before. Chelkash felt eas�er.
"You're mak�ng all the row yourself, my fr�end!" he cr�ed �n the
d�rect�on of the vo�ce, and then he turned aga�n to Gabr�el, who was
st�ll mutter�ng a prayer: "Well, my fr�end, you're �n luck! If those dev�ls
had come after us there would have been an end of you! Do you
hear? I'd have thrown you to the f�shes �n a tw�nkl�ng!"
Now when Chelkash spoke calmly, and even good-naturedly, Gabr�el
trembled st�ll more w�th terror and fell to beseech�ng.



"L�sten! Let me go! For Chr�st's sake let me go! Land me somewhere
—oh, oh, oh! I'm ru�ned altogether. Now, �n the name of God, let me
go! What am I to you? I'm not up to �t. I'm not used to such th�ngs. It's
the very f�rst t�me. Oh, Lord! It's all up w�th me! How could you so
dece�ve me, my fr�end? It �s w�lful of you. You have lost your soul. A
pretty bus�ness."
"What bus�ness do you mean?" asked Chelkash surl�ly. "Ha! What
bus�ness, eh?"
He was amused at the terror of the rust�c, and he took a del�ght �n
Gabr�el's terror, because �t showed what a terr�ble fellow he,
Chelkash, was.
"A dark bus�ness, my fr�end! Let me go, for God's sake. What harm
have I done you?... Mercy...!"
"S�lence! If you were of no use to me I would not have taken you. Do
you understand?—And now be qu�et!"
"Oh, Lord!" s�ghed the sobb�ng Gabr�el.
"Come, come! Don't blubber!" Chelkash rounded on h�m sternly.
But Gabr�el could no longer restra�n h�mself, and sobb�ng softly, wept
and sn�velled and f�dgeted on h�s seat, but rowed v�gorously,
desperately. The sk�ff sped along l�ke a dart. Aga�n the dark hulls of
b�g vessels stood �n the�r way, and the sk�ff lost �tself among them,
turn�ng l�ke a top �n the narrow streaks of water between the vessels.
"H�e you! L�sten! If anyone asks you anyth�ng, hold your tongue, �f
you want to rema�n al�ve! Do you understand?"
"Woe �s me!" s�ghed Gabr�el hopelessly �n reply to the stern
command, add�ng b�tterly: "My accursed luck!"
"Now row!" sa�d Chelkash �n an �ntense curdl�ng wh�sper.
At th�s wh�sper Gabr�el lost all capac�ty for form�ng any �deas
whatsoever, and became more dead than al�ve, benumbed by a cold
present�ment of com�ng ev�l. He mechan�cally lowered h�s oars �nto
the water, leaned back h�s uttermost, took a long pull, and set
stead�ly to work aga�n, gaz�ng stol�dly all the t�me at h�s bast shoes.



The sleepy murmur of the waves had now a sullen sound and
became terr�ble. They were �n the haven.... Beh�nd �ts gran�te wall
could be heard people's vo�ces, the splash�ng of water, s�ng�ng, and
h�gh-p�tched wh�stl�ng.
"Stop!" wh�spered Chelkash. "Sh�p oars! cl�ng close to the wall!
Hush, you dev�l!"
Gabr�el, grasp�ng the sl�ppery stones w�th h�s hands, drew the sk�ff
up alongs�de the wall. The sk�ff moved w�thout any grat�ng, �ts keel
gl�d�ng no�selessly over the sl�my seaweed grow�ng on the stones.
"Stop! G�ve me the oars! G�ve them here! Where's your passport? In
your knapsack? Hand over the knapsack! Come, look sharp! It w�ll
be a good hostage for your not bolt�ng! You'll not bolt now, I know!
W�thout the oars you m�ght bolt somewhere, but w�thout the passport
you'd be afra�d to. Wa�t, and look here, �f you wh�ne—to the bottom
of the sea you go!"
And suddenly cl�ng�ng to someth�ng w�th h�s hands, Chelkash rose �n
the a�r and d�sappeared over the wall.
Gabr�el trembled.... It was done so smartly. He began to feel the
cursed oppress�on and terror wh�ch he felt �n the presence of that
ev�l moustached th�ef, roll�ng, creep�ng off h�m. Now was the t�me to
run!... W�th a s�gh of rel�ef he looked about h�m. To the left of h�m
rose a black mastless hull, a sort of �mmense tomb, unpeopled and
desolate. Every stroke of the b�llows aga�nst �ts s�de awoke w�th�n �t a
hollow, hollow echo, l�ke a heavy s�gh. To the r�ght of h�m on the
water, stretch�ng r�ght away, was the grey stony wall of the mole, l�ke
a cold and mass�ve serpent. Beh�nd, some black bod�es were also
v�s�ble, and �n front, �n the open�ng between the wall and the hull of
the float�ng tomb, the sea was v�s�ble, dumb and dreary w�th black
clouds all over �t. Huge and heavy, they were mov�ng slowly along,
draw�ng the�r horror from the gloom and ready to st�fle man beneath
the�r heav�ness. Everyth�ng was cold, black, and of ev�l omen.
Gabr�el felt terr�f�ed. Th�s terror was worse than the terror �nsp�red by
Chelkash, �t grasped the bosom of Gabr�el �n a strong embrace,
made h�m collapse �nto a t�m�d lump, and na�led h�m to the bench of
the sk�ff.



And around h�m all was s�lent, not a sound save the s�gh�ng of the
sea, and �t seemed as �f th�s s�lence were broken upon by someth�ng
terr�ble, someth�ng �nsanely loud, by someth�ng wh�ch shook the sea
to �ts very foundat�on, tore asunder the heavy flocks of clouds �n the
sky, and scattered over the w�lderness of the sea all those heavy
vessels. The clouds crept along the sky just as gradually and
weary�ngly as before; but more and more of them kept r�s�ng from
the sea, and, look�ng at the sky, one m�ght fancy that �t also was a
sea, but a sea �n �nsurrect�on aga�nst and fall�ng upon the other so
slumberous, peaceful, and smooth. The clouds resembled b�llows
pour�ng upon the earth w�th grey �nwardly-curl�ng crests; they
resembled an abyss, from wh�ch these b�llows were torn forth by the
w�nd; they resembled new-born breakers st�ll covered w�th green�sh
foam of rage and frenzy.
Gabr�el felt h�mself overwhelmed by th�s murky s�lence and beauty;
he felt that he would l�ke to see h�s master aga�n soon. Why was he
stay�ng away there? The t�me passed slowly, more slowly even than
the clouds crawl�ng across the sky.... And the s�lence as t�me went
on became more and more om�nous. But now from beh�nd the wall
of the mole a splash�ng, a rustl�ng, and someth�ng l�ke a wh�sper�ng
became aud�ble. It seemed to Gabr�el as �f he must d�e on the spot.
"H�e! Are you asleep? Catch hold!" sounded the hollow vo�ce of
Chelkash caut�ously.
Someth�ng round and heavy was let down from the wall, Gabr�el
hauled �t �nto the boat. Another s�m�lar th�ng was let down. Then
across the wall stretched the long lean f�gure of Chelkash, then from
somewh�ther appeared the oars, Gabr�el's knapsack plumped down
at h�s feet, and heav�ly breath�ng Chelkash was s�tt�ng �n the stern.
Gabr�el looked at h�m and sm�led joyfully and t�m�dly.
"T�red?" he asked.
"A b�t, you calf! Come, take the oars and put your whole heart �nto �t.
A b�t of work w�ll do you no harm, my fr�end. The work's half done,
now we've only got to sw�m a b�t under the�r very noses, and then



you shall have your money and go to your Polly. You have a Polly,
haven't you? Eh, baby?"
Gabr�el d�d h�s very utmost, work�ng w�th a breast l�ke shaggy fur and
w�th arms l�ke steel spr�ngs. The water foamed beneath the sk�ff, and
the blue str�p beh�nd the stern now became broader. Gabr�el was
presently covered w�th sweat, but kept on row�ng w�th all h�s m�ght.
Exper�enc�ng such terror tw�ce �n one n�ght, he feared to exper�ence
�t a th�rd t�me, and only w�shed for one th�ng: to be qu�te out of th�s
cursed work, land on terra f�rma, and run away from th�s man before
he k�lled h�m downr�ght, or got h�m locked up �n ja�l. He resolved to
hold no conversat�on w�th h�m, to contrad�ct h�m �n noth�ng, to do all
he commanded, and �f he were fortunate enough to break away from
h�m, he vowed to offer up a prayer to St. N�cholas, the Wonder
Worker, on the morrow. A pass�onate prayer was ready to pour from
h�s breast.... But he controlled h�mself, panted l�ke a steam-eng�ne,
and was s�lent, cast�ng s�delong glances at Chelkash from t�me to
t�me.
And Chelkash, long, lean, lean�ng forward and resembl�ng a b�rd
ready to take to fl�ght, glared �nto the gloom �n front of the boat w�th
h�s vulture eyes, and mov�ng h�s hooked beak from s�de to s�de, w�th
one hand held the t�ller f�rmly, wh�le w�th the other he stroked h�s
moustache, h�s features convulsed occas�onally by the sm�les that
curled h�s th�n l�ps. Chelkash was sat�sf�ed w�th h�s success, w�th
h�mself, and w�th th�s rust�c so terr�bly fr�ghtened by h�m, and now
converted �nto h�s slave. He was enjoy�ng �n ant�c�pat�on the
spac�ous debauch of to-morrow, and now del�ghted �n h�s power over
th�s fresh young rust�c �mpounded �nto h�s serv�ce. He saw how he
was exert�ng h�mself, and he felt sorry for h�m, and w�shed to
encourage h�m.
"H�e!" sa�d he softly, w�th a sm�le, "got over your funk, eh?"
"It was noth�ng!" s�ghed Gabr�el, squ�rm�ng before h�m.
"You needn't lean so heav�ly on your oars now. Take �t easy a b�t
We've only got one more place to pass. Rest a b�t."



Gabr�el stopped short obed�ently, w�ped the sweat off h�s face w�th
h�s sh�rt-sleeve, and aga�n thrust the oars �nto the water.
"Row more gently. Don't let the water blab about you! We have only
the gates to pass. Softly, softly! We've ser�ous people to deal w�th
here, my fr�end. They may take �t �nto the�r heads to joke a b�t w�th
the�r r�fles. They m�ght saddle you w�th such a swell�ng on your
forehead that you wouldn't even be able to s�ng out: oh!"
The sk�ff now crept along upon the water almost no�selessly. Only
from the oars dr�pped blue drops and when they fell �nto the sea, t�ny
blue spots l�ngered for an �nstant on the place where they fell. The
n�ght grew even darker and st�ller. The sky no longer resembled a
sea �n �nsurrect�on—the clouds had spread all over �t and covered �t
w�th an even, heavy baldach�n, droop�ng low and mot�onless over the
sea. The sea grew st�ll qu�eter, blacker, and exhaled a st�ll stronger
sal�ne odour, nor d�d �t seem so vast as heretofore.
"Ah! �f only the ra�n would come!" wh�spered Chelkash, "�t would be
as good as a curta�n for us."
R�ght and left of them some sort of ed�f�ce now rose out of the black
water—barges, �mmovable, s�n�ster, and as black as the water �tself.
On one of them a f�re was tw�nkl�ng, and someone was go�ng about
w�th a lantern. The sea, wash�ng the�r s�des, sounded suppl�catory
and muffled, and they responded �n a shr�ll and cold echo, as �f
quarrelsome and refus�ng to concede anyth�ng to �t.
"The cordons!" wh�spered Chelkash �n a scarcely aud�ble vo�ce.
From the moment when he commanded Gabr�el to row more gently,
Gabr�el was aga�n dom�nated by a keen expectant tens�on. Onwards
he kept, go�ng through the gloom, and �t seemed to h�m that he was
grow�ng—h�s bones and s�news were extend�ng w�th�n h�m w�th a
dull pa�n, h�s head, f�lled w�th a s�ngle thought, ached abom�nably,
the sk�n on h�s back throbbed, and h�s feet were full of t�ny, sharp,
cold needles. H�s eyes were exhausted by gaz�ng �ntently �nto the
gloom, from wh�ch he expected to emerge every �nstant someth�ng
wh�ch would cry to them w�th a hoarse vo�ce: "Stop, th�eves!"



Now, when Chelkash wh�spered, "The cordons!" Gabr�el trembled, a
keen burn�ng thought ran through h�m, and settled upon h�s over-
stra�ned nerves—he wanted to shout and call to people to help h�m.
He had already opened h�s mouth, and, r�s�ng a l�ttle �n the sk�ff,
stuck out h�s breast, drew �n a large volume of a�r, and opened h�s
mouth ... but suddenly, overcome by a feel�ng of terror wh�ch struck
h�m l�ke the lash of a wh�p, he closed h�s eyes and rolled off h�s
bench.
In front of the sk�ff, far away on the hor�zon out of the black water,
arose an enormous f�ery-blue sword, cutt�ng athwart the n�ght,
gl�d�ng edgew�se over the clouds on the sky, and ly�ng on the bosom
of the sea �n a broad blue str�p. There �t lay, and �nto the zone of �ts
rad�ance there floated out of the dark the h�therto �nv�s�ble black
vessels, all s�lent and enshrouded �n the th�ck n�ght m�sts. It seemed
as �f they had la�n for long at the bottom of the sea, drawn down
th�ther by the m�ghty power of the tempest, and now behold! they
had r�sen from thence at the command of the f�ery sea-born sword,
r�sen to look at the sky and at all above the water. The�r tackle
hugged the masts, and seemed to be ends of seaweed r�sen from
the depths together w�th these black g�ants �mmeshed w�th�n them.
And aga�n th�s strange gleam�ng blue sword arose from the surface
of the sea, aga�n �t cut the n�ght �n twa�n, and flung �tself �n another
d�rect�on. And aga�n where �t lay the dark hulls of vessels, �nv�s�ble
before �ts man�festat�on, floated out of the darkness.
The sk�ff of Chelkash stood st�ll and rocked to and fro on the water
as �f �rresolute Gabr�el lay at the bottom of �t, cover�ng h�s face w�th
h�s hands, and Chelkash poked h�m w�th the oars and wh�spered
fur�ously, but qu�etly:
"Fool! that's the custom-house cru�ser. That �s the electr�c lantern.
Get up, you blockhead. The l�ght w�ll be thrown upon us �n a
moment. What the dev�l! you'll ru�n me as well as yourself �f you don't
look out. Come!"
And at last when one of the blows w�th the sharp end of the oar
caught Gabr�el more v�olently than the others on the sp�ne, he



leaped up, st�ll fear�ng to open h�s eyes, sat on the bench, bl�ndly
grasped the oars, and aga�n set the boat �n mot�on.
"Not so much no�se! I'll k�ll you, I w�ll! Not so much no�se, I say. What
a fool you are! Dev�l take you.... What are you afra�d of? Now then,
ugly! The lantern �s a m�rror—that's all! Softly w�th the oars, s�lly
dev�l! They �ncl�ne the m�rror th�s way and that, and so l�ght up the
sea, �n order that they may see whether folks l�ke you and me, for
�nstance, are sa�l�ng about anywhere. They do �t to catch smugglers.
They won't tackle us—they'll sa�l far away. Don't be afra�d,
clodhopper, they won't tackle us. Now we're clear...." Chelkash
looked round tr�umphantly.... "At last we've sa�led out of �t! Phew!
well you're lucky, blockhead!"
Gabr�el kept s�lence, rowed and breathed heav�ly, st�ll gaz�ng furt�vely
�n the d�rect�on where that f�ery sword kept on r�s�ng and fall�ng. He
could by no means bel�eve Chelkash that �t was only a lamp w�th a
reflector. The cold blue gleam, cutt�ng the darkness asunder and
mak�ng the sea sh�ne w�th a s�lvery rad�ance, had someth�ng
�ncomprehens�ble �n �t, and Gabr�el aga�n fell �nto the hypnos�s of
anx�ous terror. And aga�n a forebod�ng we�ghed heav�ly on h�s
breast. He rowed l�ke a mach�ne, all huddled up, as �f he expected a
blow to come from above h�m; and not a des�re, not a s�ngle feel�ng
rema�ned �n h�m—he was empty and sp�r�tless. The ag�tat�on of th�s
n�ght had at last gnawed out of h�m everyth�ng human.
But Chelkash tr�umphed once more, the whole th�ng was a complete
success. H�s nerves, accustomed to exc�tement, were already plac�d
aga�n. H�s moustaches qu�vered w�th rapture, and a hungry l�ttle
flame was burn�ng �n h�s eyes. He felt magn�f�cent, wh�stled between
h�s teeth, drew a deep �nsp�rat�on of the mo�st a�r of the sea, glanced
around, and sm�led good-naturedly when h�s eyes rested on Gabr�el.
A breeze arose and awoke the sea, wh�ch suddenly began heav�ng
sport�vely. The clouds seemed to make themselves th�nner and more
transparent, but the whole sky was obscured by them. Desp�te the
fact that the w�nd, though but a l�ght breeze, played over the sea, the
clouds rema�ned mot�onless, as �f lost �n some grey, gr�zzl�ng
med�tat�on.



"Come, fr�end, wake up! It's h�gh t�me. Why, you look as �f your soul
had evaporated through your sk�n, and only a bag of bones
rema�ned. Dear fr�end, I say! We're pretty well at the end of th�s job,
eh?"
It was pleasant to Gabr�el, at any rate, to hear a human vo�ce, even �f
the speaker were Chelkash.
"I hear," he sa�d softly.
"Very well, th�ck-head. Come now, take the rudder, and I'll have a go
at the oars. You seem t�red. Come!"
Gabr�el mechan�cally changed places. When Chelkash, �n chang�ng
places w�th h�m, looked h�m �n the face and observed that h�s
totter�ng legs trembled beneath h�m, he was st�ll sorr�er for the lad.
He patted h�m on the shoulder.
"Well, well, don't be fr�ghtened. You have worked r�ght well. I'll r�chly
reward you, my fr�end. What say you to a f�ver, eh?"
"I want noth�ng. Put me ashore, that's all."
Chelkash waved h�s hand, spat a b�t, and began row�ng, fl�ng�ng the
oars far back w�th h�s long arms.
The sea was wak�ng. It was play�ng w�th t�ny b�llows, produc�ng
them, adorn�ng them w�th a fr�nge of foam, bump�ng them together,
and beat�ng them �nto f�ne dust. The foam, �n d�ssolv�ng, h�ssed and
spluttered—and everyth�ng around was full of a mus�cal hubbub and
splash�ng. The gloom seemed to have more l�fe �n �t.
"Now, tell me," sa�d Chelkash, "I suppose you'll be off to your v�llage,
marry, plough up the so�l, and sow corn, your w�fe w�ll bear you
ch�ldren, and there won't be food enough. Now, tell me, do you mean
to go on work�ng your heart out all your l�fe long? Say! There's not
very much fun �n that now, �s there?"
"Fun �ndeed!" sa�d Gabr�el t�m�dly and tremulously.
Here and there the w�nd had penetrated the clouds, and between the
gaps peeped forth l�ttle patches of blue sky, w�th one or two l�ttle
stars �n them. Reflected by the sport�ve sea, these l�ttle stars leaped



up and down on the waters, now van�sh�ng and now sh�n�ng forth
aga�n.
"Move to the r�ght," sa�d Chelkash; "we shall soon be there now, I
hope. It's over now. An �mportant l�ttle job, too. Look now—�t's l�ke
th�s, d'ye hear? In one s�ngle n�ght I've grabbed half a thousand.
What do you th�nk of that, eh?"
"Half a thousand!" gasped Gabr�el �ncredulously, but then terror
aga�n se�zed h�m, and k�ck�ng the bundle �n the sk�ff, he asked
qu�ckly, "What sort of goods �s th�s?"
"It's s�lk. Prec�ous wares. If you sold all that at a fa�r pr�ce you would
get a full thousand. But I'm not a shark! Smart, eh?"
"Ye-es!" gasped Gabr�el. "If only �t had been me," he s�ghed, all at
once th�nk�ng of h�s v�llage, and h�s poor household, h�s necess�t�es,
h�s mother, and everyth�ng belong�ng to h�s home so far away, for the
sake of wh�ch he had gone to seek work—for the sake of wh�ch he
had endured such torments th�s very n�ght. A wave of rem�n�scence
overwhelmed h�m, and he bethought h�m of h�s l�ttle v�llage runn�ng
down the steep slope of the h�ll, down to the stream h�dden among
the b�rches, s�lver w�llows, mounta�n-ashes, and w�ld cherry-trees.
These rem�n�scences suffused h�m w�th a warm sort of feel�ng, and
put some heart �nto h�m. "Ah! �t's valuable, no doubt," he s�ghed.
"Well, �t seems to me you'll very soon be by your �ron pot at home.
How the g�rls at home w�ll cotton to you! You may p�ck and choose.
No doubt your house �s crazy enough just now.... well, I suppose we
want a l�ttle money to bu�ld �t up aga�n, just a l�ttle, eh...?"
"That's true enough ... the house �s �n sore need—wood �s so dear
w�th us."
"Come now, how much? Old shanty wants repa�r�ng, eh? How about
a horse? Got one?"
"A horse? Oh, yes, there �s one ... but damned old."
"Well, you must have a horse, of course.... A jolly good 'un.... And a
cow, I suppose ... some sheep ... fowls of d�fferent sorts, eh?"



"Don't speak of �t! Ah! �f �t could be so! Ah! Lord! Lord! then l�fe would
be someth�ng l�ke."
"Well, fr�end, l�fe's a poor th�ng �n �tself.... I know someth�ng about �t
myself. I have my own l�ttle nest somewhere or other. My father was
one of the r�chest �n the v�llage Chelkash rowed slowly. The sk�ff
rocked upon the waves sauc�ly splash�ng aga�nst her s�des, scarcely
mov�ng upon the dark sea, and the sea sported ever more and more
sauc�ly. Two people were dream�ng as they rocked upon the water,
glanc�ng pens�vely around them. Chelkash gu�ded Gabr�el's thoughts
to h�s v�llage, w�sh�ng to encourage h�m a l�ttle and soothe h�m. At
f�rst he spoke, sm�l�ng scept�cally to h�mself all the t�me; but,
presently, suggest�ng repl�es to h�s ne�ghbour, and rem�nd�ng h�m of
the joys of a rust�c l�fe, as to wh�ch he h�mself had long been
d�s�llus�oned, he forgot all about them, and remembered only the
actual present, and wandered far away from h�s �ntent�on, so that
�nstead of quest�on�ng the rust�c about h�s v�llage and �ts affa�rs, he
�nsens�bly fell to lay�ng down the law to h�m on the subject.
"The ch�ef th�ng �n the l�fe of the peasant, my fr�end, �s l�berty. You
are your own master. You have your house—not worth a farth�ng,
perhaps—but st�ll �t �s your own. You have your land—a mere
handful, no doubt—st�ll �t �s yours. You have your own h�ves, your
own eggs, your own apples. You are k�ng on your own land! And
then the regular�ty of �t. Work calls you up �n the morn�ng—�n spr�ng
one sort of work, �n summer another sort of work, �n autumn and �n
w�nter work aga�n, but aga�n of a d�fferent sort. Wherever you go, �t �s
to your house that you always return—to warmth and qu�et. You're a
k�ng, you see. A�n't �t so?" concluded Chelkash enthus�ast�cally, thus
tott�ng up the long category of rust�c r�ghts and pr�v�leges w�th the
accompany�ng suggest�on of correspond�ng obl�gat�ons.
Gabr�el looked at h�m cur�ously, and also felt enthus�ast�c. Dur�ng th�s
conversat�on he had managed to forget whom he was hav�ng
deal�ngs w�th, and saw before h�m just such a peasant-farmer as
h�mself, cha�ned for ages to the so�l through many generat�ons,
bound to �t by the recollect�ons of ch�ldhood, voluntar�ly separated
from �t and from �ts cares, and bear�ng the just pun�shment of th�s
separat�on.



"Ah, brother! true! Ah, how true! Look at yourself now. What are you
now w�thout the land? Ah! the land, my fr�end, �s l�ke a mother; not
for long do you forget her."
Chelkash fell a mus�ng. He began to feel once more that �rr�tat�ng,
burn�ng sensat�on �n h�s breast, that sensat�on wh�ch arose
whenever h�s pr�de—the pr�de of the t�reless adventurer—was
wounded by someth�ng, espec�ally by someth�ng wh�ch had no value
�n h�s eyes.
"S�lence!" he cr�ed savagely, "no doubt you thought I meant all that
ser�ously. Open your pouch a l�ttle w�der."
"You're a funny sort of man," sa�d Gabr�el, suddenly grown t�m�d
aga�n, "as �f I were speak�ng of you. I suppose there are lots l�ke you.
Alas! what a lot of unhappy people there are �n the world!...
vagabonds who...."
"S�t down, blockhead, and row," commanded Chelkash curtly,
bottl�ng up w�th�n h�m, somehow or other, a whole stream of burn�ng
abuse gush�ng �nto h�s throat.
Aga�n they changed places, and as they d�d so Chelkash, as he
crawled �nto the stern across the packages, felt a burn�ng des�re to
g�ve Gabr�el a k�ck that would send h�m fly�ng �nto the water, and at
the same t�me could not muster up suff�c�ent strength to look h�m �n
the face.
The short d�alogue broke off; but now a breath of rust�c�ty was wafted
to Chelkash from the very s�lence of Gabr�el. He began to th�nk of
the past, forgot to steer the boat, wh�ch was turned to and fro by the
surge, and dr�fted seawards. The waves seemed to understand that
th�s sk�ff had lost �ts purpose, and p�tch�ng her h�gher and h�gher,
began l�ghtly play�ng w�th her, flash�ng the�r fr�endly blue f�re beneath
her oars. And v�s�ons of the past rose qu�ckly before Chelkash—
v�s�ons of the long d�stant past, separated from h�s present purpose
by a whole barr�er of eleven years of a vagabond l�fe. He succeeded
�n recall�ng h�mself as a ch�ld; he saw before h�m h�s v�llage, h�s
mother, a red-cheeked, plump woman, w�th good grey eyes, h�s
father, a red-bearded g�ant w�th a stern face. He saw h�mself a



husband, he saw h�s w�fe, black-ha�red Anf�sa, w�th a long p�g-ta�l,
full-bod�ed, gentle, merry ... aga�n he beheld h�mself, a handsome
beau, a sold�er �n the Guards; aga�n he saw h�s father, grey-headed
and crooked by labour, and h�s mother all wr�nkled and �ncl�n�ng
earthwards; he conjured up, too, a p�cture of the meet�ng �n the
v�llage when he returned from serv�ce; he saw how proud of h�s
Gregory h�s father was before the whole v�llage, h�s broad-
shouldered, v�gorous, handsome sold�er-son.... Memory, that
scourge of the unlucky, rev�ved the very stor�es of the past, and even
d�st�lled a few drops of honey �nto the proffered draught of venom—
and all th�s, too, s�mply to crush a man w�th the consc�ousness of h�s
m�stakes, and make h�m love th�s past and depr�ve h�m of hope �n
the future.
Chelkash felt h�mself fanned by the peaceful, fr�endly breezes of h�s
nat�ve a�r, convey�ng w�th them to h�s ear the fr�endly words of h�s
mother and the sol�d speeches of h�s sturdy peasant-father, and
many forgotten sounds, and the sappy smell of h�s mother-earth,
now just thawed, now just ploughed up, and now covered by the
emerald-green s�lk of the w�nter crops. And he felt h�mself cast as�de,
rejected, wretched, and lonely, plucked forth from and flung for ever
away from that order of l�fe �n wh�ch the blood that flowed �n h�s ve�ns
had worked �ts way upwards.
"H�e! wh�ther are we go�ng?" asked Gabr�el suddenly.
Chelkash started, and looked around w�th the uneasy glance of a
b�rd of prey.
"Ugh! The dev�l only knows! It doesn't matter ... come, a stead�er
stroke! We shall be ashore �mmed�ately."
"Med�tat�ng, eh?" �nqu�red Gabr�el w�th a sm�le.
Chelkash looked at h�m angr�ly. The youth had qu�te recovered
h�mself; he was calm, merry, and, �n a way, even tr�umphant. He was
very young, he had the whole of l�fe st�ll before h�m. And he knew
noth�ng. That was stup�d. Perhaps �t was the land that kept h�m back.
When such thoughts flashed through the head of Chelkash, he
became st�ll surl�er, and �n reply to Gabr�el's quest�on he growled:



"I was t�red ... and there was the rock�ng of the sea...."
"Yes, �t does rock.... But now, suppose we are nabbed w�th that?" he
asked, and he touched the parcels w�th h�s foot.
"No fear ... be easy! I'm go�ng to hand them over �mmed�ately and
get the money. Come!"
"F�ve hundred, eh?"
"Not much less, I should th�nk."
"What a lot of money! If only �t had come to a poor wretch l�ke me! I'd
have sung a pretty song w�th �t."
"In clodhopper fash�on, eh?"
"Noth�ng less. Why, I would stra�ght off...."
And Gabr�el was carr�ed away on the w�ngs of h�s �mag�nat�on.
Chelkash seemed depressed. H�s moustaches hung down, h�s r�ght
s�de, spr�nkled by the waves, was wet, h�s eyes were sunken, and
had lost the�r br�ll�ance. He was very m�serable and depressed. All
that was predatory �n h�s appearance seemed to have been steeped
�n a lower�ng melancholy, wh�ch even came to l�ght �n the folds of h�s
d�rty sh�rt.
"T�red, eh? and I'm so well.... You've over-done �t...."
"We shall be there �n a moment.... Look!... yonder!"
Chelkash turned the boat sharply round, and steered �t �n the
d�rect�on of a black someth�ng emerg�ng from the water.
The sky was once more all covered w�th clouds, and ra�n had begun
to descend—a f�ne, warm ra�n patter�ng merr�ly down on the crests of
the waves.
"Stop! slower!" commanded Chelkash.
The nose of the sk�ff bumped aga�nst the hull of a barque.
"Are the dev�ls asleep," growled Chelkash, grasp�ng w�th h�s boat-
hook a rope dangl�ng down the s�de of the sh�p.... "Why, the ladder's



not let down! And �t's ra�n�ng, too! Why don't they look sharp! H�e!
sluggards! h�e!"
"Is that Chelkash?" murmured a fr�endly vo�ce above them.
"Yes, let down the ladder."
"How goes �t, Chelkash?"
"Let down the ladder, you dev�l!" roared Chelkash.
"Oh, he's waxy to-day, eh? There you are, then."
"Up you go, Gabr�el," sa�d Chelkash, turn�ng to h�s compan�on.
In a moment they were on the deck, where three dark-bearded
f�gures, jabber�ng v�gorously together �n a strange pr�cky sort of
tongue, were look�ng over-board �nto Chelkash's sk�ff. The fourth,
wrapped round �n a long cloak, came to h�m and pressed h�s hand �n
s�lence, and then glanced susp�c�ously at Gabr�el.
"Have the money ready by morn�ng," sa�d Chelkash curtly. "And now
I'll have a l�ttle sleep. Come, Gabr�el. Do you want anyth�ng to eat?"
"I should l�ke to sleep," repl�ed Gabr�el, and �n a few moments he
was snor�ng �n the d�rty hold of the sh�p; but Chelkash, seated by h�s
s�de, was f�tt�ng on some sort of boot to h�s foot, and med�tat�vely
sp�tt�ng about h�m, fell to wh�stl�ng angr�ly and mood�ly through h�s
teeth. Then he stretched h�mself alongs�de Gabr�el, and w�thout
tak�ng off h�s boots, folded h�s arms beneath h�s head, and began
concentrat�ng h�s attent�on on the deck, tw�st�ng h�s moustaches the
wh�le.
The barque rocked slowly on the heav�ng water, now and then a
plank gave forth a melancholy squeak, the ra�n fell softly on the
deck, and the waves washed the s�des of the vessel. It was all very
mournful, and sounded l�ke the cradle-song of a mother hav�ng no
hope of the happ�ness of her son.
Chelkash, gr�nd�ng h�s teeth, ra�sed h�s head a l�ttle, looked around
h�m ... and hav�ng wh�spered someth�ng, lay down aga�n....
Stretch�ng h�s legs w�de, he resembled a large pa�r of shears.



III.

He awoke f�rst, gazed anx�ously around, �mmed�ately recovered h�s
self-possess�on, and looked at the st�ll sleep�ng Gabr�el. He was
sweetly snor�ng, and was sm�l�ng at someth�ng �n h�s sleep w�th h�s
ch�ld�sh, wholesome, sun-tanned face. Chelkash s�ghed, and
cl�mbed up the narrow rope ladder. Through the open�ng of the hold
he caught s�ght of a leaden b�t of sky. It was l�ght, but grey and drear
—autumnal �n fact.
Chelkash returned �n about a couple of hours. H�s face was cheerful,
h�s moustaches were tw�rled neatly upwards, a good-natured, merry
sm�le was on h�s l�ps. He was dressed �n long strong boots, a short
jacket, leather trousers, and walked w�th a jaunty a�r. H�s whole
costume was the worse for wear, but strong, and f�tted h�m well,
mak�ng h�s f�gure broader, h�d�ng h�s bon�ness, and g�v�ng h�m a
m�l�tary a�r.
"H�e! get up, blockhead!" bump�ng Gabr�el w�th h�s foot.
The latter started up, and not recogn�s�ng h�m for sleep�ness, gazed
upon h�m w�th dull and terr�f�ed eyes. Chelkash laughed.
"Why, who would have known you?" sa�d Gabr�el at last, w�th a
broad gr�n; "you have become qu�te a swell."
"Oh, w�th us that soon happens. Well, st�ll �n a funk, eh? How many
t�mes d�d you th�nk you were go�ng to d�e last n�ght, eh? Tell me,
now."
"Nay, but judge fa�rly. In the f�rst place, what sort of a job was I on?
Why, I m�ght have ru�ned my soul for ever!"
"Well, I should l�ke �t all over aga�n. What do you say?"
"Over aga�n? Nay, that's a l�ttle too ... how shall I put �t? Is �t worth �t?
That's where �t �s."
"What, not for two ra�nbows?"
"Two hundred roubles you mean? Not �f I know �t. Why, I ought.
"Stop. How about ru�n�ng your soul, eh?"



"Well, you see, I m�ght ... even �f you d�dn't," sm�led Gabr�el; "�nstead
of ru�n�ng yourself you'd be a made man for l�fe, no doubt."
Chelkash laughed merr�ly.
"All r�ght, we must have our jokes, I suppose. Let us go ashore.
Come, look sharp!"
"I'm ready."
And aga�n they were �n the sk�ff, Chelkash at the helm, Gabr�el w�th
the oars. Above them the grey sky was covered by a un�form carpet
of clouds, and the turb�d green sea sported w�th the�r sk�ff, no�s�ly
toss�ng �t up and down on the st�ll t�ny b�llows, and sport�vely cast�ng
br�ght sal�ne jets of watert�ght �nto �t. Far away along the prow of the
sk�ff a yellow str�p of sandy shore was v�s�ble, and far away beh�nd
the stern stretched the free, sport�ve sea, all broken up by the
hurry�ng heads of waves adorned here and there w�th fr�nges of
wh�te sparkl�ng foam. There, too, far away, many vessels were
v�s�ble, rock�ng on the bosom of the sea; far away to the left was a
whole forest of masts, and the wh�te masses of the houses of the
town. From thence a dull murmur fl�tted along the sea, thunderous,
and at the same t�me blend�ng w�th the splash�ng of the waves �nto a
good and sonorous mus�c.... And over everyth�ng was cast a f�ne
web of ashen vapour, separat�ng the var�ous objects from each
other.
"Ah, we shall have a n�ce t�me of �t th�s even�ng," and Chelkash
jerked h�s head towards the sea.
"A storm, eh?" �nqu�red Gabr�el, plough�ng hard among the waves
w�th h�s oars. He was already wet from head to foot from the scud
carr�ed across the sea by the w�nd.
Chelkash grunted assent.
Gabr�el looked at h�m search�ngly.
"How much d�d they g�ve you?" he asked at last, perce�v�ng that
Chelkash was not �ncl�ned to beg�n the conversat�on.
"Look there," sa�d Chelkash, extend�ng towards Gabr�el a small
pouch wh�ch he had taken from h�s pocket.



Gabr�el saw the ra�nbow-coloured l�ttle b�ts of paper,[1] and
everyth�ng he gazed upon assumed a br�ght ra�nbow t�nge.



[1] Bank-notes.

"You are a br�ck! And here have I been th�nk�ng all the t�me that you
would rob me. How much?"
"F�ve hundred and forty. Smart, eh?"
"S-s-smart!" stammered Gabr�el, h�s greedy eyes runn�ng over the
f�ve hundred and forty roubles before they d�sappeared �nto the
pocket aga�n. "Oh my! what a lot of money!"—and he s�ghed as �f a
whole we�ght was upon h�s breast.
"We'll have a dr�nk together, clodhopper," cr�ed Chelkash
enthus�ast�cally. "Ah, we'll have a good t�me. Don't th�nk I want to do
you, my fr�end, I'll g�ve you your share. I'll g�ve you forty, eh? Is that
enough for you? If you l�ke you shall have 'em at once."
"If �t's all the same to you—no offence—I'll have 'em then."
Gabr�el was all tremulous w�th expectat�on, and not only w�th
expectat�on, but w�th another acute suck�ng feel�ng wh�ch suddenly
arose �n h�s breast.
"Ha, ha, ha! That's l�ke you! What a t�ght-f�sted dev�l you are! I'll take
'em now! Well, take 'em, my fr�end; take 'em, I �mplore you. I really
don't know what I m�ght do w�th such a lot of money. Rel�eve me of �t!
Do take �t I beg!"
Chelkash handed Gabr�el some n�ce bank-notes. The latter se�zed
them w�th a trembl�ng hand, threw down the oars, and began
conceal�ng the cash somewhere �n h�s bosom, greed�ly screw�ng up
h�s eyes and no�s�ly �nhal�ng the a�r, as �f he were dr�nk�ng someth�ng
burn�ng hot. Chelkash, w�th a sarcast�c sm�le, observed h�m, but
Gabr�el soon took up the oars aga�n, and rowed on nervously and
hurr�edly, as �f afra�d of someth�ng, and w�th h�s eyes cast down. H�s
shoulders and ears were all tw�tch�ng.
"Ah, you're greedy! Isn't that good enough? What more do you want?
Just l�ke a rust�c!" sa�d Chelkash pens�vely.
"Ah, w�th money one can do someth�ng," cr�ed Gabr�el, suddenly
explod�ng w�th pass�onate exc�tement. And gasp�ngly, hurr�edly, as �f



pursu�ng h�s own thoughts and catch�ng h�s words on the w�ng, he
talked of l�fe �n the country, w�th money and w�thout money, honour,
contentment, l�berty, and h�lar�ty.
Chelkash l�stened to h�m attent�vely w�th a ser�ous face, and w�th
eyes puckered w�th some �dea or other. At t�mes he sm�led a
complacent sm�le.
"We have arr�ved!" cr�ed Chelkash, at last �nterrupt�ng the d�scourse
of Gabr�el.
A wave caught the sk�ff and sk�lfully planted �t on the strand.
"Well, my fr�end, here's the end of the job. We must drag the boat a
l�ttle further �n shore that �t may not be washed away. And then you
and I w�ll say good-bye. It �s e�ght versts from here to the town. What
are you go�ng to do?—back to town, eh?"
A sly, good-natured sm�le l�t up the face of Chelkash, and he had all
the appearance of a man med�tat�ng someth�ng very pleasant for
h�mself and unexpected for Gabr�el. D�pp�ng h�s hand �nto h�s pocket
he cr�nkled the bank-notes there.
"No ... I—I'm not go�ng! I—I...." Gabr�el breathed heav�ly, as �f
struggl�ng w�th someth�ng. W�th�n h�m was rag�ng a whole mob of
des�res, words, and feel�ngs, mutually devour�ng each other and
f�ll�ng h�m as �f w�th f�re.
Chelkash looked at h�m doubtfully.
"Why are you tw�st�ng about l�ke that?"
"It's because, because...." But the face of Gabr�el was burn�ng red at
one moment and deadly grey at another, and he was glued to the
spot, now des�r�ng to fall upon Chelkash, and now torn by other
des�res, the fulf�lment of wh�ch was d�ff�cult for h�m.
Chelkash d�d not know what to make of such a state of exc�tement �n
th�s rust�c. He wa�ted to see what would come of �t.
Gabr�el began to laugh �n an odd sort of way, �t was more of a howl
than a laugh. H�s head was lowered, the express�on of h�s face



Chelkash d�d not see, but the ears of Gabr�el, alternately redd�sh and
pal�sh, were pa�nfully prom�nent.
"Come, what the dev�l's the matter," sa�d Chelkash, wav�ng h�s hand,
"have you fallen �n love w�th me all at once? What's up? You change
colour l�ke a wench. Sorry to part from me, eh? Eh, blockhead? Say
what's the matter w�th you, and I'll be off."
"Go�ng, are you?" shr�eked Gabr�el shr�lly.
The sandy and desolate shore trembled beneath h�s cry, and the
yellow b�llows of sand, washed by the b�llows of the sea, seemed to
undulate. Chelkash also trembled. Suddenly Gabr�el bounded from
h�s place, threw h�mself at the feet of Chelkash, embraced them w�th
h�s arms, and turned towards h�m. Chelkash staggered, sat down
heav�ly on the sand, gnashed h�s teeth, and cut the a�r sharply w�th
h�s long arm, clench�ng h�s f�st at the same t�me. But str�ke he could
not, be�ng stayed by the shamefaced suppl�cat�ng wh�sper of Gabr�el:
"Dear l�ttle p�geon.... G�ve me ... that money! G�ve �t to me, for
Chr�st's sake!... What �s �t to you? Why, �t was ga�ned �n a s�ngle
n�ght ... �n a s�ngle n�ght!... It would take me years.... G�ve �t me ... I'll
pray for you �f you w�ll! Perpetually ... �n three churches ... for the
salvat�on of your soul! Look now, you'd scatter �t to the ... w�nds ... I
would put �t �nto land. Oh, g�ve �t to me! What �s �t to you?... How can
you pr�ze �t? A s�ngle n�ght ... and you're a r�ch man. Do a good act!
You're all but done for.... You haven't got your way to make. But I
would.... Oh! g�ve them to me!"
Chelkash, alarmed, aston�shed, and offended, sat on the sand,
lean�ng back, support�ng h�mself on h�s arms; he sat there �n s�lence
and f�xed a terr�ble gaze on the rust�c who had bur�ed h�s head �n h�s
knees, sobb�ng as he wh�spered h�s pet�t�on. He repulsed h�m at last,
leaped to h�s feet and, thrust�ng h�s hands �nto h�s pockets, flung the
ra�nbow bank-notes to Gabr�el.
"There, you dog! Devour...!" he cr�ed trembl�ng w�th exc�tement, b�tter
sorrow and loath�ng for th�s greedy slave. And he felt h�mself a hero
for thus throw�ng away the money. Reckless dar�ng shone �n h�s
eyes and l�t up h�s whole face.



"I was go�ng to g�ve you more of my own accord. I was a b�t down �n
the mouth yesterday, and bethought me of my own v�llage. I thought
to myself: let us g�ve th�s rust�c a help�ng hand. I was wa�t�ng to see
what you would do. If you asked you were to get noth�ng. And you!
Ugh! you m�ser! mean hound! To th�nk that �t �s poss�ble so to lower
oneself for money I Fool! Greedy dev�ls the lot of you! Not to
recollect yourself! To sell yourself for a f�ver! Ugh!"
"Dear l�ttle p�geon! Chr�st save you! Now I have got someth�ng ... a
thousand! Now I am r�ch!" cr�ed Gabr�el �n h�s enthus�asm, all
tremulous as he h�d h�s money away �n h�s bosom. "Ah, you merc�ful
one! Never w�ll I forget �t ... Never!... And I'll make my w�fe and
ch�ldren pray for you."
Chelkash l�stened to h�s joyous cr�es, looked at h�s rad�ant face
deformed by the rapture of greed, and he felt that he, th�ef,
vagabond, and outcast though he was, never could be so greedy, so
mean, so forgetful of h�s own d�gn�ty. Never would he be such a one!
And these thoughts and sensat�ons, f�ll�ng h�m w�th the
consc�ousness of h�s large m�ndedness and nonchalance, held h�m
fast to Gabr�el by the sandy sea-shore.
"You have made me happy!" shr�eked Gabr�el, and se�z�ng the hand
of Chelkash he pulled �t towards h�s face.
Chelkash was s�lent, and fleshed h�s teeth l�ke a wolf. Gabr�el
cont�nued to pour forth h�s heart to h�m:
"Do you know what was �n my m�nd?... We came here—I saw the
money.... Th�nks I ... I'll fetch h�m one ... you I meant ... w�th the oar
—c-c-crack! The money's m�ne and he ... that's you ... goes �nto the
sea.... Who would ever l�ght upon h�m? And �f they d�d f�nd h�m they
would never �nqu�re how he was k�lled or who k�lled h�m ... such a
fellow as that! He's not the sort of man people make a fuss about!...
He's no good at all �n the world! Who would ever trouble about h�m?
You see how...."
"G�ve up that money!" howled Chelkash, se�z�ng Gabr�el by the
throat.



Gabr�el tore h�mself away—the other hand of Chelkash tw�ned round
h�m l�ke a serpent—there was the grat�ng tear of a rent sh�rt, and
Gabr�el lay on the sands w�th senseless goggl�ng eyes, w�th
sprawl�ng feet and the t�ps of h�s outstretched f�ngers fumbl�ng for a�r.
Chelkash st�ff, dry, and savage, w�th gr�nd�ng teeth, laughed a b�tter
spasmod�c laugh, and h�s moustaches tw�tched nervously on h�s
clear-cut angular face. Never �n h�s whole l�fe had he felt so angry.
"What, you're lucky, eh?" he �nqu�red of Gabr�el �n the m�dst of h�s
laughter, and turn�ng h�s back upon h�m, went r�ght away �n the
d�rect�on of the town. But he hadn't gone a couple of yards when
Gabr�el, w�th h�s back arched l�ke a cat, rose on one knee, and tak�ng
a w�de sweep w�th h�s arm, threw after h�m a large stone, cry�ng
sp�tefully: "Crack!"
Chelkash yelled, put both h�s hands to the back of h�s head, tottered
forward, turned towards Gabr�el, and fell prone �n the sand. Gabr�el's
heart d�ed away as he gazed at h�m. There he lay, and presently he
moved h�s foot, tr�ed to ra�se h�s head, and stretched h�mself,
qu�ver�ng l�ke a bow-str�ng. Then Gabr�el set off runn�ng away �n the
d�rect�on of the m�sty shore, �t was overhung by a shaggy black
cloud, and was dark. The waves were roar�ng as they ran upon the
sand, m�ngl�ng w�th �t and then runn�ng back aga�n. The foam h�ssed,
and the sea-scud was fly�ng about �n the a�r.
The ra�n began to fall. At f�rst there were but rare drops, but soon �t
poured down �n torrents, descend�ng from the sky �n long th�n jets,
weav�ng a whole net of water-threads—a net suddenly h�d�ng away
w�th�n �t the steppes and the sea, and remov�ng them to an �mmense
d�stance Gabr�el van�shed beh�nd �t. For a long t�me noth�ng was
v�s�ble except the ra�n, and the long lean man ly�ng on the sand by
the sea. But behold I aga�n from out of the ra�n emerged the runn�ng
Gabr�el; he flew l�ke a b�rd and, runn�ng towards Chelkash, fell down
before h�m, and began to pull h�m about on the ground. H�s hands
d�pped �nto the warm red sl�me. He trembled and staggered back
w�th a pale and stup�d face.
"Brother! get up! do get up!" he wh�spered �n the ear of Chelkash
am�dst the d�n of the sea.



Chelkash came to h�mself and shoved Gabr�el away, hoarsely
excla�m�ng: "Be off!"
"Brother, forg�ve!... the dev�l tempted me!" wh�spered the tremulous
Gabr�el, k�ss�ng Chelkash's hand.
"Go! Be off!" growled the other.
"Take the s�n from my soul, my brother! Forg�ve!"
"Slope! Go to the dev�l, I say!" cr�ed Chelkash, and w�th an effort he
sat up on the sand. H�s face was pale and angry, h�s eyes were dull
and half closed, as �f he wanted to sleep. "What more do you want?
You have done what you wanted to do.... So go! Be off!" and he tr�ed
to k�ck the utterly woe-begone Gabr�el, but could not, and would
aga�n have rolled over had not Gabr�el held h�m up by embrac�ng h�s
shoulders. The face of Chelkash was now on a level w�th the face of
Gabr�el; both were pale, p�t�ful, and odd-look�ng.
"Phew!" sa�d Chelkash, and he spat full �nto the w�de-open eyes of
h�s workman.
The latter gently w�ped �t off w�th h�s sleeve.
"What would you do? Won't you answer a word? Forg�ve me, for
Chr�st's sake!"
"Ugh, you horror! But you'll never understand," cr�ed Chelkash
contemptuously, dragg�ng off h�s sh�rt from under h�s short jacket and
proceed�ng to wrap �t round h�s head �n s�lence, save for the
occas�onal gnash�ng of h�s teeth. "You have taken the notes, I
suppose?" he muttered through h�s teeth.
"No, I've not taken them, my fr�end!... I don't want them ... they'd do
me harm!"
Chelkash shoved h�s hand �nto the pocket of h�s jacket, drew out a
bundle of money, put back aga�n �n h�s pocket a s�ngle ra�nbow note,
and p�tched all the rest at Gabr�el.
"Take �t and go!"
"I'll not take �t, my brother ... I cannot I Forg�ve me!"



"Take �t, I say!" roared Chelkash, roll�ng h�s eyes horr�bly.
"Forg�ve me ... and then I'll take �t!" sa�d Gabr�el t�m�dly, and fell on
h�s knees before Chelkash on the grey sand, now saturated w�th
ra�n.
"Take �t, you monster!" sa�d Chelkash conf�dently, and, w�th an effort,
ra�s�ng Gabr�el's head by the ha�r, he flung the money �n h�s face.
"There, take �t! You shan't work for me for noth�ng. Take �t w�thout
fear! Don't be ashamed of nearly k�ll�ng a man. Nobody w�ll bother
about such as I. They'll even thank you when they hear about �t.
Come, take �t! Nobody knows about your deed, and �t's worth a
recompense. There you are!"
Gabr�el perce�ved that Chelkash was laugh�ng at h�m, and h�s heart
grew l�ghter. He grasped the money t�ghtly �n h�s hand.
"But, brother, you forg�ve me, won't you?" he �nqu�red tearfully.
"What for, my brother?" sa�d Chelkash �n the same tone, r�s�ng to h�s
feet and totter�ng a l�ttle. "What for? For noth�ng at all. To-day �t's
your turn, to-morrow m�ne."
"Alas, my brother, my brother!" sobbed the affl�cted Gabr�el, shak�ng
h�s head.
Chelkash stood �n front of h�m w�th a strange sm�le, and the rag
round h�s head, now sl�ghtly t�nged w�th red, bore some resemblance
to a Turk�sh fez.
The ra�n was pour�ng down as �f from a bucket The sea raged w�th a
muffled roar, and the waves now beat upon the shore w�th frant�c
rage.
For a t�me both men were s�lent.
"Well, good-bye!" sa�d Chelkash coldly and sarcast�cally, and set off
on h�s journey.
He staggered as he went, h�s feet tottered beneath h�m, and he held
h�s head so oddly, just as �f he were afra�d of los�ng �t.
"Forg�ve me, brother!" Gabr�el besought h�m once more.



"Bosh!" coldly repl�ed Chelkash, pursu�ng h�s way.
On he staggered, support�ng h�s head all the t�me �n the palm of h�s
left hand, wh�le w�th h�s r�ght he gently tw�rled h�s f�erce moustache.
Gabr�el cont�nued to gaze after h�m t�ll he d�sappeared �n the ra�n,
wh�ch was now pour�ng down more densely than ever from the
clouds �n f�ne endless jets, envelop�ng the steppe �n an �mpenetrable
m�st of a steely hue.
Then Gabr�el took off h�s wet cap, crossed h�mself, looked at the
money fast squeezed �n h�s palm, s�ghed deeply and freely, h�d the
notes �n h�s bosom, and W�th a spac�ous conf�dent str�de marched off
along the sea-shore �n the d�rect�on oppos�te to that �n wh�ch
Chelkash had van�shed.
The sea howled, and cast huge heavy waves on the strand, churn�ng
them up �nto foam and scud. The ra�n cut up sea and land fur�ously.
Everyth�ng around was f�lled w�th howl�ng, yell�ng, moan�ng. Ne�ther
sea nor sky was v�s�ble beh�nd the ra�n.
Soon the ra�n and the wash of the waves had cleansed the red spot
on the place where Chelkash had la�n, had washed away all traces
of Chelkash, and all traces of the young rust�c from the sand of the
sea-shore. And on the desolate strand noth�ng rema�ned as a
memor�al of the petty drama played there by two l�v�ng souls.

IX.—CHUMS.

I.

One of them was called J�g-Leg, and the other Hopeful, and they
were th�eves by profess�on.
They l�ved on the outsk�rts of the town, �n the suburb that straggled
strangely along the gully, �n One of those crazy shant�es
compounded of clay and half-rotten wood—probably the rubb�sh



sweep�ngs chucked down the gully. The chums went a-th�ev�ng �n
the v�llages adjo�n�ng the town, for �n the town �tself �t was d�ff�cult to
th�eve, and the�r ne�ghbours �n the suburb were not worth robb�ng.
Both of them were caut�ous, modest chaps—they were not above
appropr�at�ng a p�ece of cloth, a peasant's coarse coat, or an axe, a
b�t of harness, a sh�rt, or a hen, and they always gave a very w�de
berth for a very long t�me to any v�llage where they happened to
"cop" anyth�ng. But desp�te such a sens�ble mode of procedure, the
suburban muzh�ks knew them very well, and occas�onally threatened
to beat them to death. But the muzh�ks, so far, had never got the�r
opportun�ty, and the bones of the two fr�ends were st�ll whole, though
they had followed the�r profess�on and heard the threats of the
muzh�ks for qu�te s�x years.
J�g-Leg was a man of about forty years of age, tall, scraggy, haggard
and muscular. He walked w�th h�s head bent earthwards, h�s long
arms folded beh�nd h�s back, w�th a le�surely but spac�ous str�de,
and, as he walked, he always glanced on every s�de of h�m w�th h�s
restlessly keen and anx�ously puckered-up eyes. The ha�r of h�s
head he cl�pped short, h�s beard he shaved; h�s th�ck, dark-grey,
m�l�tary moustaches h�d h�s mouth, g�v�ng to h�s face a sort of gr�m
and savage express�on. H�s left leg must have been tw�sted or
broken, and had grown �n such a way as to become longer than the
r�ght leg. When he ra�sed �t as he strode along, �t used to leap �nto
the a�r and make a sweep s�deways, and to th�s pecul�ar�ty of h�s ga�t
he owed h�s n�ckname.
Hopeful was f�ve years younger than h�s comrade, not so tall, but
broader �n the shoulders. He frequently had a hollow cough, and h�s
bony face, overgrown by a large black beard, streaked w�th grey,
was a screen to h�s morb�dly yellow complex�on. H�s eyes were large
and black, but they regarded everyth�ng am�cably and deprecat�ngly.
As he walked, he would press h�s th�ck l�ps together �nto the shape of
a heart, and would softly wh�stle some song or other—a monotonous
melancholy song, always one and the same. A short garment of
part�-coloured rags, w�th some resemblance to a wadd�ng pea-jacket,
bobbed up and down on h�s shoulders; but J�g-Leg always went
about �n a long grey kaftan, g�rded w�th a belt.



Hopeful was a peasant's son, h�s compan�on the son of a sexton; he
had been a lackey and a b�ll�ard-marker. They were always seen
together, and the peasants used to say of them, "Here are the
chums aga�n ... look at them both. Ah, the dev�ls! I wonder when they
are go�ng to croak."
The chums used to tramp along some v�llage road, look�ng carefully
about them, and avo�d�ng any chance encounters. Hopeful would
cough, and wh�stle h�s song; and the leg of h�s comrade would fl�ng
�nto the a�r, as �f attempt�ng to wrench �tself loose, and bolt away
from the dangerous path of �ts master. Or they would l�e about
somewhere on the outsk�rts of a wood, amongst the rye, or �n a gully,
and qu�etly d�scuss how to set about steal�ng �n order that they m�ght
have someth�ng to eat.

II.

In w�nter even the wolves, who are far better adapted for the struggle
for l�fe than our two fr�ends, even the wolves have a bad t�me of �t.
Empty, ravenous, and f�erce, they even run about the h�gh-ways, and
though we k�ll them we fear them. They have claws and teeth for
self-defence, and—the ma�n th�ng—the�r hearts are softened by
noth�ng. Th�s last po�nt �s very �mportant, for, �n order to tr�umph �n
the struggle for ex�stence, one ought to have much w�sdom, or the
heart of a beast.
In the w�nter the chums also fared �ll. Often �n the even�ng they both
went out �nto the streets of the town and begged for alms, try�ng at
the same t�me to escape the not�ce of the pol�ce. Very rarely d�d they
succeed �n steal�ng anyth�ng; �t was �nexped�ent to go �nto the
country because �t was cold, and they left the�r traces �n the snow;
bes�des, �t was fru�tless to v�s�t the v�llages when everyth�ng �n them
was closed and covered w�th snow. The comrades lost much
strength �n the w�nter �n the�r struggle w�th hunger, and poss�bly there
was nobody who awa�ted the spr�ng as eagerly as they d�d.
And behold!—at last spr�ng arr�ved. The comrades, s�ck and
extenuated, emerged from the�r gully and looked joyously at the



f�elds where the snow thawed more and more rap�dly every day;
dark-brown patches began to appear everywhere, the meadows
sparkled l�ke m�rrors, and the streams fell a babbl�ng. The sun
poured down h�s unself�sh favours upon the earth, and the two
fr�ends warmed themselves �n h�s rays, calculat�ng at the same t�me
how soon the earth would get dry, and then they m�ght go and take
pot-shots at luck among the v�llages. Frequently Hopeful, who
suffered from sleeplessness, would awake h�s fr�end �n the early
morn�ng w�th a p�ece of joyous �ntell�gence:
"H�e! get up! the rooks are fly�ng by!"
"Fly�ng by, eh?"
"Yes, l�sten to the�r caw�ng!"
Emerg�ng from the�r wretched shanty, they watched the black
heralds of the spr�ng carefully bu�ld�ng new nests or repa�r�ng old
ones, and f�ll�ng the a�r w�th the�r hoarse and anx�ous caw�ng.
"Now �t w�ll be the turn of the larks," sa�d Hopeful, sett�ng about
mend�ng h�s old and much worn b�rd-net.
And now the larks also appeared. Then the chums went �nto the
f�elds, spread the�r nets on one of the brown thawed patches, and
runn�ng about �n the mo�st and muddy f�elds, drove �nto the nets the
hungry b�rds, who, wear�ed by the�r long fl�ght, were seek�ng the�r
food on the grey earth wh�ch had only just freed �tself from the snow.
On catch�ng the b�rds they sold them at a pyatachek[1] or a
gr�ven�k[2] per head. Then the nettles appeared, wh�ch they gathered
and carr�ed to the bazaar for the market-garden huckster women.
Nearly every day of the spr�ng gave them someth�ng fresh to do,
some fresh �f but tr�fl�ng b�t of work. They could turn everyth�ng to
some use: os�ers, sorrel, mushrooms, strawberr�es, fung�—noth�ng
passed through the�r hands �n va�n. Somet�mes the sold�ers would
come out for f�r�ng-pract�ce. After the pract�ce was over the chums
would ferret about the earthworks and f�sh up the bullets, wh�ch they
would sell subsequently at twenty kopecks the pound. All these
occupat�ons certa�nly prevented the chums from dy�ng of hunger, but
very rarely gave them the opportun�ty of eat�ng the�r f�ll, rarely gave



them the pleasant feel�ng of a full stomach work�ng warmly away
upon hast�ly swallowed food.

[1] A s�lver f�ve kopeck p�ece.
[2] A ten kopeck p�ece.

III

Once �n Apr�l when the country-s�de had only just began to put forth
�ts buds and shoots, when the woods were st�ll wrapped �n a dark
blue gloom, and the grass had only just begun to appear on the fat
f�elds bask�ng �n the sun—the chums were go�ng along the h�gh-road
smok�ng makharka[1] c�gars of the�r own manufacture, and
convers�ng.

[1] Coarse tobacco smoked by the peasants.

"You are cough�ng worse than ever," sa�d J�g-Leg to h�s comrade �n a
tone of m�ld reproach.
"A f�g for that! Look ye, the dear l�ttle sun w�ll soon warm me up—
and I shall feel al�ve aga�n."
"H'm! You may have to go �nto the hosp�tal you know."
"What do I want w�th hosp�tals? If d�e I must, let me d�e!"
"Well, that's true enough."
They were pass�ng a tract of land planted w�th b�rches, and the
b�rches cast upon them the patterned shadows of the�r f�ne slender
leaves. The sparrows were hopp�ng along the road ch�rp�ng merr�ly.
"You don't walk very well," remarked J�g-Leg after a moment's
s�lence.
"That's because I have a choky feel�ng," excla�med Hopeful. "The a�r
�s now th�ck and damp, �t �s a fat sort of a�r and I f�nd �t hard to
swallow."
And stopp�ng short, he fell a-cough�ng.



J�g-Leg stood bes�de h�m, smoked away, and never took h�s eyes off
h�m. Hopeful, shaken by h�s attack of cough�ng, held h�s bosom w�th
h�s hands and h�s face grew blue.
"It g�ves my lungs a good tear�ng any way!" sa�d he, when he had
ceased cough�ng.
And on they went aga�n after scar�ng away the sparrows.
"Now we are com�ng to Mukh�na," observed J�g-Leg, throw�ng away
h�s c�garette, and sp�tt�ng. "We must make a c�rcu�t round �t at the
back by the way of the outhouses, perhaps we may be able to p�ck
up someth�ng. Then further on past the S�vtsova sp�nny to
Kuznech�kha.... From Kuznech�kha we'll turn off towards Markvoka,
and so home."
"That w�ll be a walk of th�rty versts," sa�d Hopeful. "May �t not be �n
va�n!"
To the left of the road stood a wood un�formly dark and �nhosp�table,
there was not a s�ngle patch of green am�dst �ts naked branches to
cheer the eye. On the outsk�rts of the wood a small, rough, shaggy
l�ttle horse, w�th woefully fallen-�n flanks was roam�ng, and �ts
prom�nent r�bs were as sharply denned as the hoops of a barrel. The
chums stopped aga�n and looked at �t for a long t�me, watch�ng how
�t slowly p�cked �ts way along, lower�ng �ts snout towards the ground,
and cropp�ng the herbage w�th �ts l�ps, carefully munch�ng them w�th
�ts worn-out yellow teeth.
"She's starved too!" observed Hopeful.
"Gee-gee!" cr�ed J�g-Leg ent�c�ngly.
The horse looked at h�m, and shak�ng h�s head, negat�vely bent �t
earthwards aga�n.
Hopeful expla�ned the horse's wear�some movement: "He doesn't
l�ke you!" sa�d he.
"Come! If we hand h�m over to the g�ps�es, they no doubt w�ll g�ve us
seven roubles for her," observed J�g-Leg med�tat�vely.
"No they won't! What could they do w�th her?"



"There's the h�de!"
"The h�de? Do you suppose they'll g�ve as much as that for the h�de?
Look at �t! What sort of a h�de do you call that? Why �t �sn't equal to
old shoe leather."
"Well, they'd g�ve someth�ng any way."
"Yes, I suppose that's true enough."
J�g-Leg looked at h�s comrade, and after a pause, sa�d:
"Well?"
"Awkward...." repl�ed Hopeful doubtfully.
"How?"
"We should leave tracks. The ground �s damp ... they could trace
where we took �t."
"We could put clouts on her feet."
"As you l�ke."
"Come along! Let's dr�ve her �nto the wood and pass the n�ght �n the
gully. In the n�ght we'll br�ng her out and dr�ve her to the g�ps�es. It's
not far—only three versts."
"Let's go then," sa�d Hopeful, shak�ng h�s head. "A b�rd �n the bush
you know.... But suppose someth�ng comes of �t?"
"Noth�ng w�ll come of �t," sa�d J�g-Leg w�th conv�ct�on.
They qu�tted the road, and after glanc�ng carefully around them,
entered the wood. The horse looked at them, snorted, waved her ta�l,
and aga�n fell to munch�ng the w�thered grass.

IV.

At the bottom of the deep sylvan hollow �t was dark, damp, and st�ll.
The murmur�ng of the stream was borne through the s�lence,
monotonous and melancholy, l�ke a lament. From the steep s�des of
the gully above waved the naked branches of the hazels, dwarf-
cherr�es, and maples; here and there the roots of the trees, saturated



w�th the spr�ng water, projected helplessly out of the ground. The
forest was st�ll dead; the gloom of even�ng magn�f�ed the l�feless
monotony of �ts hues and the sad s�lence lurk�ng w�th�n �t wh�ch had
someth�ng of the gloomy and tr�umphant repose of an old
churchyard.
The chums had already been s�tt�ng a long t�me there �n the damp
and s�lent gloom, beneath a group of aspens clustered together �n a
huge clump of earth at the bottom of the rav�ne. A t�ny f�re burnt
br�ghtly �n front of them, and as they warmed the�r hands over �t, they
cast �nto �t, from t�me to t�me, dry tw�gs and branches, tak�ng care
that the flame should burn evenly all the t�me, and that the f�re
should not g�ve forth smoke. Not very far off stood the horse. They
had wrapped her mouth round w�th a sleeve torn from the rags of
Hopeful, and had fastened her by her br�dle to the trunk of a tree.
Hopeful, crouch�ng down on h�s heels by the f�re, was dream�ly
gaz�ng at the flame and wh�stl�ng h�s song; h�s comrade, cutt�ng
away at a bunch of os�er-tw�gs, was mak�ng a basket out of them,
and h�s occupat�on kept h�m s�lent.
The sad melody of the stream and the soft wh�stl�ng of the unlucky
man blended �nto one accord, and floated pla�nt�vely �n the s�lence of
the even�ng and the forest. Now and then some tw�gs on the f�re
would crackle, crackle and h�ss, doubtless the�r way of s�gh�ng, as �f
they felt that l�fe was more l�nger�ng than the�r death �n the f�re, and
therefore more of a torment.
"What do you say? Shall we be go�ng soon?" �nqu�red Hopeful.
"It's early yet. Let �t get qu�te dark and then we'll go," repl�ed J�g-Leg,
w�thout ra�s�ng h�s head from h�s work.
Hopeful s�ghed and began to cough.
"Frozen, eh?" �nqu�red h�s compan�on after a long pause.
"N—n—no ... Someth�ng makes me m�serable."
"Let's hear �t!" and J�g-Leg shook h�s head.
"My heart �s throbb�ng."



"S�ck, eh?"
"I suppose so ... but �t may be someth�ng else."
J�g-Leg was s�lent for a wh�le and then he sa�d:
"I say!... don't th�nk!"
"Of what?"
"Of everyth�ng."
"Look here now"—Hopeful suddenly seemed to grow al�ve—"how
can I help th�nk�ng? I look at her"—he waved h�s hand towards the
horse—"I look at her and I understand—I had such a one also. She
was a sorrel, and at all sorts of work—f�rst-class. Once upon a t�me I
even had a pa�r of them—I worked r�ght well �n those days."
"What are you dr�v�ng at?" asked J�g-Leg curtly and coldly. "I don't
l�ke th�s sort of th�ng �n you, you set up the bagp�pes and beg�n to
groan!—what's the good?"
Hopeful s�lently threw �nto the f�re a handful of tw�gs broken up small,
and watched the sparks fly upwards and d�sappear �n the damp a�r.
H�s eyes bl�nked frequently, and shadows ran sw�ftly across h�s face.
Presently he turned h�s head �n the d�rect�on of the horse and gazed
at her for a long t�me.
The horse was stand�ng mot�onless, as �f rooted �n the ground; her
head, d�storted out of recogn�t�on by the wrapp�ng, was hang�ng
down.
"We must take a s�ngle-m�nded v�ew of th�ngs," sa�d J�g-Leg,
severely and emphat�cally, "our l�fe—�s a day and a n�ght—twenty-
four hours and that's all! If there's food—well and good; �f there �sn't
—well squeak and squeak as much as you l�ke, you'd better leave
off, for �t does no good. And the way you went on just now �sn't n�ce
to l�sten to. It's because you're s�ck, that's what �t �s."
"It must be because I'm s�ck, I suppose," agreed. Hopeful meekly,
but, after a br�ef s�lence, he added, "But �t may be ow�ng to a weak
heart."



"And that's because your heart �s s�ck," declared J�g-Leg
categor�cally.
He b�t through the os�er-tw�gs, waved them over h�s head, cut the a�r
w�th a shr�ll wh�stle, and sa�d severely:
"I'm r�ght enough you see—there's noth�ng of that sort the matter
w�th me."
The horse sh�fted from leg to leg; a branch cracked somewhere;
some earth plumped �nto the stream, �ntroduc�ng some fresh notes
�nto �ts qu�et melody; then from somewh�ther two l�ttle b�rds started
up and flew along the gully, screech�ng uneas�ly. Hopeful followed
them w�th h�s eyes and remarked qu�etly:
"What b�rds are those? If they are starl�ngs they have no bus�ness �n
th�s forest. They are mostly around dwell�ng-places. I suppose they
are s�lk-ta�ls[2] ... lots of 'em about."

"They may be cross-b�lls."[3]

[2] Bombyc�lla garrula.
[3] Lox�a curv�rostra.

"It's too early for cross-b�lls, and bes�des, what does a cross-b�ll want
�n a f�r-wood? It has no bus�ness there. They can only be s�lk-ta�ls."
"All r�ght—drop 'em."
"Oh certa�nly!" agreed Hopeful, and he s�ghed heav�ly for some
reason or other.
The work �n the hands of J�g-Leg progressed rap�dly, he had already
woven the bottom of the basket, and was sk�lfully mak�ng the s�des.
He cut the os�ers w�th h�s kn�fe, b�t them through w�th h�s teeth, bent
and tw�ned them, and snorted from t�me to t�me whenever he gave a
tug at h�s br�stl�ng moustaches.
Hopeful looked somet�mes at h�m, somet�mes at the horse, wh�ch
seemed to have petr�f�ed �nto �ts dejected pose, and somet�mes at
the sky, already almost nocturnal, but w�thout stars.



"The muzh�ks grab all the horses," he suddenly remarked �n a
strange vo�ce—"and there are none left except here and there
perhaps—so there are no more horses!"
And Hopeful waved h�s arms about. H�s face was dull, and h�s eyes
bl�nked as frequently as �f he was look�ng at someth�ng br�ght blaz�ng
up before them.
"What's that to do w�th you?" asked J�g-Leg severely.
"I was call�ng to m�nd a story...." sa�d Hopeful gu�lt�ly.
"What story?"
"Yes!... Just as �t m�ght be here ... the same th�ng happened to my
knowledge once ... they took away a horse ... from a ne�ghbour of
m�ne ... M�chael h�s name was ... such a b�g muzh�k he was ... and
pock-marked...."
"Well?"
"Well, they took her away.... She was brows�ng on the w�nter
pastures—and all at once she was gone. When M�chael understood
that he was nagless, down he plumped on the ground, and how he
howled! Ah, my l�ttle fr�end, how he d�d bellow then, to be sure ... �t
was just as �f he had broken h�s leg...."
"Well?"
"Well ... he was a long t�me l�ke that."
"And how do you come �n?"
At th�s sharp quest�on from h�s comrade, Hopeful slunk away from
h�m, and t�m�dly answered:
"Oh ... I only remembered �t, that's all. For w�thout h�s horse the
muzh�k �s �n a hole."
"I tell you what �t �s," began J�g-Leg severely, look�ng Hopeful stra�ght
�n the face, "chuck �t, d'ye hear? There's no sense �n what you say,
do you understand? M�chael, your ne�ghbour, �ndeed! What's �t got to
do w�th you?"
"Anyhow, �t's a p�ty," objected Hopeful, shrugg�ng h�s shoulders.



"A p�ty! Good heavens! and �s there anyone who ever takes p�ty on
us?"
"What do you mean?"
"Shut up! �t w�ll soon be t�me to go."
"Soon?"
"Yes."
Hopeful moved a l�ttle towards the f�re, poked �t w�th h�s st�ck, and
look�ng askance at J�g-Leg, who was once more �mmersed �n h�s
work, sa�d softly and beseech�ngly:

"Hadn't we better let her[4] go?"
"It's your low nature that makes you talk l�ke that!" excla�med J�g-Leg
angr�ly.

[4] The horse.

"Nay, but for God's sake l�sten!" pers�sted Hopeful softly, and w�th a
tone of conv�ct�on, "Just th�nk, there's danger �n �t! Here we shall
have to drag her along for four versts.... And suppose the g�ps�es
won't take her!—what then?"
"That's my affa�r."
"As you l�ke! Only �t would be better to let her go. Let her go and
slope. Look what a knacker she �s!"
J�g-Leg was s�lent, but h�s f�ngers moved more qu�ckly than ever.
"How much would they g�ve for her, I should l�ke to know, �n case
they gave anyth�ng at all?" pers�sted Hopeful, qu�etly but stubbornly.
"And now �t's the best t�me. It w�ll be dark �mmed�ately. If we go along
the gully we shall come out at Dubenka. Let's keep our eyes open,
and we may be able to pr�g someth�ng or other."
The monotonous speech of Hopeful, blend�ng w�th the gurgl�ng of the
stream, floated down the gully, and enraged the �ndustr�ous J�g-Leg.
He was s�lent, ground h�s teeth, and the os�er-tw�gs broke beneath
h�s f�ngers from sheer exc�tement.



"The women are bleach�ng the�r l�nen now."
The horse snorted loudly and became rest�ve. Enwrapped by the
m�st, she now looked more monstrous and more wretched than ever.
J�g-Leg looked at her and spat �nto the f�re.
"The cattle, too, are now at large ... the geese are �n the f�elds...."
"How long w�ll �t take you to sp�t �t all out, you dev�l?" �nqu�red J�g-Leg
savagely.
"For heaven's sake, Stephen, don't be angry w�th me. Let her loose
�n the woods. It's the r�ght th�ng to do."
"Have you eaten anyth�ng to-day?" shr�eked J�g-Leg.
"No," repl�ed Hopeful, confused and fr�ghtened by h�s comrade's
shout.
"Then, deuce take you, you may starve for all I care. I sp�t upon you."
Hopeful looked at h�m �n s�lence, J�g-Leg, collect�ng the os�ers
together, bound them �nto a bundle, and snorted angr�ly. The
reflect�on of the f�re fell upon h�s face, and h�s face, w�th the br�stl�ng
moustaches, was red and angry.
Hopeful turned away and s�ghed heav�ly.
"I sp�t upon such sent�ments. I say—do as you l�ke," sa�d J�g-Leg,
hoarsely and v�c�ously. "But let me tell you th�s," he went on, "�f you
go hedg�ng l�ke th�s any more, you are no company for me. To that I
mean to st�ck. I know what you are, you...."
"You're an odd chap...."
"No more tall talk."
Hopeful squ�rmed and coughed; then after cough�ng h�s cough out,
he s�ghed heav�ly.
"Do you know why I talk so much about �t? Because �t �s dangerous."
"All r�ght!" cr�ed J�g-Leg angr�ly.
He p�cked up the os�er-tw�gs, flung them over h�s shoulder, shoved
the unf�n�shed basket under h�s arm, and rose to h�s feet.



Hopeful also stood up, looked at h�s comrade, and softly approached
the horse.
"Wo-ah! Chr�st be w�th thee! Fear not!" h�s hollow vo�ce resounded
through the gully.
"Wo-ah! Stand st�ll! Well—go of your own accord—go along, then—
there you are!"
J�g-Leg watched h�s comrade potter�ng about the horse and
unw�nd�ng the clout from �ts mouth, and the moustaches of the surly
th�ef tw�tched w�th exc�tement.
"Let's be off," sa�d he, mov�ng forwards.
"I'm com�ng," sa�d Hopeful.
And forc�ng the�r way through the scrub, they went s�lently along the
gully �n the m�dst of the n�ght darkness, wh�ch f�lled �t to the very
br�m.
The horse, too, came after them.
Presently beh�nd them they heard the splash�ng of water, wh�ch
drowned the melody of the stream.
"Ah, thou fool! thou hast fallen �nto the water," sa�d Hopeful.
J�g-Leg snorted angr�ly, but rema�ned s�lent.
In the dark, am�dst the gloomy s�lence of the rav�ne, resounded the
gentle crackl�ng of tw�gs; the sound came float�ng along from the
place where the red cluster of the embers of the f�re sparkled on the
ground l�ke some monstrous and mal�c�ously-m�rthful eye.
The moon arose.
Her transparent rad�ance f�lled the rav�ne w�th a m�st-l�ke gloom; the
shadows fell on every s�de, mak�ng the forest all the denser, and the
s�lence there�n more complete and more austere The wh�te stems of
the b�rches, s�lvered over by the moon, stood out l�ke wax-candles
aga�nst the darker ground of the oaks, elms, and brushwood.
The chums walked along the bottom of the rav�ne �n s�lence. It was
hard go�ng; somet�mes the�r feet stumbled, somet�mes they sank



deep �n the m�re. Hopeful frequently panted, and a wh�stl�ng,
wheez�ng, rattl�ng sound came from h�s breast, just as �f a lot of large
clocks that had not been cleaned for a long t�me were stowed away
there. J�g-Leg went �n front, the shadow of h�s lofty and erect f�gure
fell upon Hopeful.
"Look now!" sa�d he, petulantly and sulk�ly; "where are we go�ng?
What are we after? Eh?"
Hopeful groaned, and was s�lent.
"The n�ght �s now shorter than a sparrow's beak, by dayl�ght we shall
come to the v�llage, and how shall we do? It �s just as �f we were
gentlemen at large tak�ng a stroll."
"I feel very bad, brother," sa�d Hopeful qu�etly.
"Very bad!" excla�med J�g-Leg �ron�cally; "there you are, of course!
How so?"
"I have great d�ff�culty �n breath�ng," repl�ed the s�ck th�ef.
"In breath�ng? Why have you a great d�ff�culty �n breath�ng?"
"Because I am �ll, I suppose."
"You l�e! It �s because you are stup�d."
J�g-Leg stopped short, turned towards h�s comrade, and shak�ng h�s
f�ngers beneath h�s nose, added:
"Yes—you cannot breathe because of your stup�d�ty. Do you
understand?"
Hopeful bowed h�s head low, and answered gu�lt�ly:
"Certa�nly!"
He would have sa�d someth�ng more, but began to cough �nstead,
lean�ng on to the trunk of a tree w�th trembl�ng hands; and he
coughed for a long t�me, trampl�ng the ground w�thout mov�ng from
the spot, shak�ng h�s head, and open�ng h�s mouth w�de.
J�g-Leg cont�nued look�ng at h�s face, wh�ch stood out haggard,
earthy and green�sh �n the l�ght of the moon.



"You'll awaken all the wood-spr�tes �n the forest," he sa�d at last,
surl�ly.
And when Hopeful had coughed h�mself out, and throw�ng back h�s
head, groaned freely, he made a propos�t�on to h�m �n a d�ctator�al
tone.
"Rest a b�t. S�t down."
And they sat down on the damp earth �n the shadow of the bushes.
J�g-Leg made a c�garette, began smok�ng �t, looked at �ts glow, and
began to speak very del�berately.
"If only we had a home somewhere or other to go to, we m�ght
poss�bly return home...."
"That's true," sa�d Hopeful, wagg�ng h�s head.
J�g-Leg looked askance at h�m, and cont�nued: "But as we haven't
got a home—we must go on."
"Yes—we must," groaned Hopeful.
"We've no place to go to, so there's no sense talk�ng about �t. And
the ch�ef cause of �t �s—we are fools! And what fools we are too!"
The dry vo�ce of J�g-Leg cut through the a�r, and must have greatly
d�squ�eted Hopeful—for he flung h�mself prone on the ground,
s�ghed, and gurgled oddly.
"And I want someth�ng to eat—I've a fr�ghtful long�ng that way," J�g-
Leg concluded h�s drawl�ng, reproachfully resonant speech.
Then Hopeful rose to h�s feet w�th an a�r of dec�s�on.
"What's the matter?" asked J�g-Leg.
"Let's be off!"
"Why so l�vely all at once?"
"Let's go!"
"Come along, then," and J�g-Leg also stood up, "only there's no
sense �n th�s...."
"I don't care what happens!" and Hopeful waved h�s hand.



"Plucked up your courage aga�n, eh?"
"What? Here you've been torment�ng me and torment�ng me, and
blackguard�ng me and blackguard�ng me ... Oh Lord!"
"Then why do you mess about so?"
"Mess about?"
"Yes."
"Well, look you, I felt so sorry."
"For whom? For what?"
"For whom? For that man, I suppose."
"For that—man?" drawled J�g-Leg. "Come now, take a p�nch of snuff,
and have done w�th �t. Ah! you're a good soul, but you've no sense.
What's the man to you? Can I make you understand that? Why, he'd
collar you, and smash you l�ke a flea beneath h�s na�l! At the very
t�me that you are p�ty�ng h�m I Then you'll go and declare your
stup�d�ty to h�m, and �n return for your compass�on, he'll plague you
w�th all the seven plagues. Why, you carry your very guts �n your
hand for people to look at, and drag your very v�tals out �nto the l�ght
of day. P�ty �ndeed!—Ugh! I've no pat�ence w�th you. For Heaven's
sake, why don't you have p�ty on yourself, �nstead of knock�ng
yourself to b�ts? A pretty fellow you are! P�ty �ndeed!—pooh!"
J�g-Leg was qu�te outraged.
H�s vo�ce, cutt�ng and full of �rony and contempt for h�s comrade,
resounded through the wood, and the branches of the shrubs shook
w�th a gentle rustle, as �f agree�ng w�th the rough truth of h�s words.
Hopeful, overwhelmed by these reproaches, paced along slowly on
h�s trembl�ng legs, draw�ng up h�s arms �nto the sleeves of h�s jacket,
and droop�ng h�s head upon h�s breast.
"Wa�t!" sa�d he at last. "What matters �t? I'll put �t all r�ght. When we
come to the v�llage, I w�ll go �nto �t—all alone. I'll go—you need not
come w�th me.... I'll pr�g the very f�rst th�ng that falls w�th�n my reach
—and so home! Come along, and I'll show you someth�ng! It w�ll be
hard for me—but don't say a word."



He spoke almost �naud�bly, pant�ng hard, w�th a rattl�ng and a
gurgl�ng �n h�s breast. J�g-Leg looked at h�m susp�c�ously, stopped
short as �f he were about to say someth�ng, waved h�s hand, and
went on aga�n w�thout say�ng anyth�ng.
For a long t�me they went on slowly and �n s�lence.
The cocks began to crow somewhere near, the dogs barked,
presently the melancholy sound of the watch-bell was wafted to them
from the d�stant v�llage church, and was swallowed up �n the sombre
s�lence of the forest. A large b�rd, look�ng l�ke a b�g black patch �n the
fa�nt moonl�ght, rose �nto the a�r, and there was an om�nous sound �n
the rav�ne of a flurr�ed p�p�ng and the rustl�ng of feathers.

"A crow—and a seed crow[5] too, �f I'm not m�staken," observed J�g-
Leg.
"Look here!" sa�d Hopeful, s�nk�ng heav�ly on the ground, "go you,
and I'll rema�n here ... I can do no more ... I'm chok�ng ... and my
head �s go�ng round."
"Well, there you are!" sa�d J�g-Leg crossly. "What, can't you do a l�ttle
more?"
"I can't."
"I congratulate you. Ugh!"
"I've not a b�t of strength �n me."
"I'm not surpr�sed, we've tramped w�thout a meal s�nce yesterday."
"No, �t's not that ... �t's all up w�th me ... look how the blood tr�ckles!"
And Hopeful ra�sed h�s hand to J�g-Leg's face, all bespattered w�th
someth�ng dark. The other looked askance at �t, and then, lower�ng
h�s vo�ce, asked:
"What's to be done?"
"You go on ... I'll rema�n here ... I may rest a b�t."
"Where shall I go? Suppose I go to the v�llage and say there's a man
�n the forest taken bad?"



"No ... they'd k�ll me."
"If they get the chance."
Hopeful fell upon h�s back, coughed a hollow cough, and vom�ted a
whole quant�ty of blood.



[5] A rook.

"How goes �t?" �nqu�red J�g-Leg, stand�ng over h�m, but look�ng the
other way.
"Very badly," sa�d Hopeful, �n an almost �naud�ble vo�ce, and fell a-
cough�ng aga�n.
J�g-Leg cursed loudly and cyn�cally.
"Suppose I call someone?"
"Whom?" sa�d Hopeful, h�s vo�ce was l�ke a d�smal echo.
"Or perhaps you may now be able to get up and go on for a l�ttle
wh�le?"
"No, no!"
J�g-Leg sat by the head of h�s comrade, and embrac�ng h�s own
knees w�th h�s arms gazed stead�ly at Hopeful's face. The breast of
Hopeful was mov�ng convuls�vely w�th a hollow rattl�ng sound, h�s
eyes were deep-sunken, h�s l�ps gaped strangely apart and seemed
to cleave to h�s teeth. From the left corner of h�s mouth a dark l�v�ng
jet was tr�ckl�ng.
"Is �t st�ll flow�ng?" asked J�g-Leg qu�etly, and �n the tone of h�s
quest�on there was someth�ng very near to respect.
The face of Hopeful shuddered.
"It �s flow�ng," came a fa�nt rattle.
J�g-Leg rested h�s head on h�s knees and was s�lent.
Over them hung the wall of the rav�ne furrowed by the deep cav�t�es
of the spr�ng streams. From �ts summ�t a shaggy row of trees
�llum�nated by the moon looked down �nto the abyss. The other s�de
of the rav�ne, wh�ch had a gentler slope, was overgrown w�th shrubs;
here and there the grey stems of the aspens stood out aga�nst �ts
darker masses, and on the�r naked branches the nests of the rooks
were v�s�ble.... And the rav�ne �tself, l�t up by the moon, was l�ke a
v�s�on of slumber, l�ke a weary dream, w�th noth�ng of the hues of l�fe;



and the qu�et gurgl�ng of the stream magn�f�ed �ts l�felessness st�ll
more and overshadowed �ts melancholy s�lence.
"I am dy�ng," wh�spered Hopeful �n a scarce aud�ble vo�ce, and
�mmed�ately afterwards he repeated �n a loud and clear vo�ce, "I am
dy�ng, Stephen!"
J�g-Leg trembled all over, wr�ggled, snorted, and ra�s�ng h�s head
from h�s knees sa�d, awkwardly, very gently, and as �f fear�ng to
d�sturb someth�ng:
"Oh, you've not come to that ... don't be afra�d. Qu�te �mposs�ble!
Th�s �s such a s�mple th�ng ... why �t's noth�ng, my brother, God bless
me!"
"Oh, Lord Jesus Chr�st!" s�ghed Hopeful heav�ly.
"It's noth�ng at all!" wh�spered J�g-Leg, bend�ng over h�s comrade's
face; "just you keep qu�et for a b�t ... maybe �t w�ll pass over!"
But Hopeful began to cough, and a new sound was aud�ble �n h�s
breast, just as �f a wet clout was be�ng smacked aga�nst h�s r�bs. J�g-
Leg looked at h�m and tw�rled h�s moustaches �n s�lence. Hav�ng
coughed h�mself out, Hopeful began to pant loudly and
un�nterruptedly—just as �f he were runn�ng away somewhere w�th all
h�s m�ght. For a long t�me he panted l�ke th�s, then he sa�d:
"Forg�ve me, Stephen ... �f anyth�ng I ... that horse you know ...
forg�ve me, l�ttle brother!"
"You forg�ve me!" �nterrupted J�g-Leg, and after a pause, he added:
"And I ... wh�ther shall I go? And how w�ll �t be w�th me?"
"It doesn't matter. May the Lord g�ve thee...."
He s�ghed w�thout f�n�sh�ng h�s sentence and was s�lent.
Then he began to make a rattl�ng sound ... then he stretched out h�s
legs—one of them he jerked s�deways.
J�g-Leg gazed at h�m w�thout once remov�ng h�s eyes. A few
moments passed as long as hours.



Suddenly Hopeful ra�sed h�s head, but �mmed�ately �t fell helplessly
back on to the ground.
"What, my brother?" sa�d J�g-Leg, lean�ng over h�m. But he
answered no more, but lay there qu�et and mot�onless.
The sour-v�saged J�g-Leg rema�ned s�tt�ng by h�s chum a few
m�nutes longer, then he arose, took off h�s hat, crossed h�mself, and
slowly went on h�s way along the rav�ne. H�s face was peaked, h�s
eyebrows and moustaches were br�stl�ng, and he walked as f�rmly as
�f he wanted to beat the earth w�th h�s feet and do her a m�sch�ef.
The day was already break�ng. The sky was grey and cheerless; a
savage s�lence preva�led �n the rav�ne; only the stream, d�sturb�ng no
one, uttered �ts monotonous melancholy speech.
But hark, there's a rustle—maybe a clump of earth has rolled down
the s�de of the rav�ne.... The rook awakes, and, croak�ng uneas�ly,
fl�es off elsewhere. Presently a t�tmouse utters her cry. In the damp
cold a�r of the rav�ne sounds don't l�ve long—they ar�se and
�mmed�ately van�sh.
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