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INTRODUCTION
Russ�an l�terature, so full of en�gmas, conta�ns no greater creat�ve

mystery than N�kola� Vas�l’ev�ch Gogol (1809-1852), who has done
for the Russ�an novel and Russ�an prose what Pushk�n has done for
Russ�an poetry. Before these two men came Russ�an l�terature can
hardly have been sa�d to ex�st. It was pompous and effete w�th
pseudo-class�c�sm; fore�gn �nfluences were strong; �n the speech of
the upper c�rcles there was an over-fondness for German, French,
and Engl�sh words. Between them the two fr�ends, by force of the�r
great gen�us, cleared away the debr�s wh�ch made for ster�l�ty and
erected �n the�r stead a new structure out of l�v�ng Russ�an words.
The spoken word, born of the people, gave soul and w�ng to
l�terature; only by com�ng to earth, the nat�ve earth, was �t enabled to
soar. Com�ng up from L�ttle Russ�a, the Ukra�ne, w�th Cossack blood
�n h�s ve�ns, Gogol �njected h�s own healthy v�rus �nto an effete body,
blew h�s own v�r�le sp�r�t, the sp�r�t of h�s race, �nto �ts nostr�ls, and
gave the Russ�an novel �ts d�rect�on to th�s very day.

More than that. The nomad and romant�c �n h�m, troubled and
restless w�th Ukra�n�an myth, legend, and song, �mpressed upon
Russ�an l�terature, faced w�th the real�t�es of modern l�fe, a sp�r�t
t�tan�c and �n clash w�th �ts mater�al, and produced �n the mastery of
th�s every-day mater�al, commonly called sord�d, a phantasmagor�a
�ntense w�th beauty. A clue to all Russ�an real�sm may be found �n a
Russ�an cr�t�c’s observat�on about Gogol: “Seldom has nature
created a man so romant�c �n bent, yet so masterly �n portray�ng all
that �s unromant�c �n l�fe.” But th�s statement does not cover the
whole ground, for �t �s easy to see �n almost all of Gogol’s work h�s
“free Cossack soul” try�ng to break through the shell of sord�d to-day
l�ke some anc�ent demon, essent�ally D�onys�an. So that h�s works,
true though they are to our l�fe, are at once a reproach, a protest,
and a challenge, ever call�ng for joy, anc�ent joy, that �s no more w�th
us. And they have all the joy and sadness of the Ukra�n�an songs he



loved so much. Ukra�n�an was to Gogol “the language of the soul,”
and �t was �n Ukra�n�an songs rather than �n old chron�cles, of wh�ch
he was not a l�ttle contemptuous, that he read the h�story of h�s
people. T�me and aga�n, �n h�s essays and �n h�s letters to fr�ends, he
expresses h�s boundless joy �n these songs: “O songs, you are my
joy and my l�fe! How I love you. What are the bloodless chron�cles I
pore over bes�de those clear, l�ve chron�cles! I cannot l�ve w�thout
songs; they... reveal everyth�ng more and more clearly, oh, how
clearly, gone-by l�fe and gone-by men.... The songs of L�ttle Russ�a
are her everyth�ng, her poetry, her h�story, and her ancestral grave.
He who has not penetrated them deeply knows noth�ng of the past of
th�s bloom�ng reg�on of Russ�a.”

Indeed, so great was h�s enthus�asm for h�s own land that after
collect�ng mater�al for many years, the year 1833 f�nds h�m at work
on a h�story of “poor Ukra�ne,” a work planned to take up s�x
volumes; and wr�t�ng to a fr�end at th�s t�me he prom�ses to say much
�n �t that has not been sa�d before h�m. Furthermore, he �ntended to
follow th�s work w�th a un�versal h�story �n e�ght volumes w�th a v�ew
to establ�sh�ng, as far as may be gathered, L�ttle Russ�a and the
world �n proper relat�on, connect�ng the two; a qu�xot�c task, surely. A
poet, pass�onate, rel�g�ous, lov�ng the hero�c, we f�nd h�m constantly
�mpat�ent and fum�ng at the l�feless chron�cles, wh�ch leave h�m cold
as he seeks �n va�n for what he cannot f�nd. “Nowhere,” he wr�tes �n
1834, “can I f�nd anyth�ng of the t�me wh�ch ought to be r�cher than
any other �n events. Here was a people whose whole ex�stence was
passed �n act�v�ty, and wh�ch, even �f nature had made �t �nact�ve,
was compelled to go forward to great affa�rs and deeds because of
�ts ne�ghbours, �ts geograph�c s�tuat�on, the constant danger to �ts
ex�stence.... If the Cr�means and the Turks had had a l�terature I am
conv�nced that no h�story of an �ndependent nat�on �n Europe would
prove so �nterest�ng as that of the Cossacks.” Aga�n he compla�ns of
the “w�thered chron�cles”; �t �s only the wealth of h�s country’s song
that encourages h�m to go on w�th �ts h�story.

Too much a v�s�onary and a poet to be an �mpart�al h�stor�an, �t �s
hardly aston�sh�ng to note the judgment he passes on h�s own work,
dur�ng that same year, 1834: “My h�story of L�ttle Russ�a’s past �s an
extraord�nar�ly made th�ng, and �t could not be otherw�se.” The



deeper he goes �nto L�ttle Russ�a’s past the more fanat�cally he
dreams of L�ttle Russ�a’s future. St. Petersburg wear�es h�m, Moscow
awakens no emot�on �n h�m, he yearns for K�eff, the mother of
Russ�an c�t�es, wh�ch �n h�s v�s�on he sees becom�ng “the Russ�an
Athens.” Russ�an h�story g�ves h�m no pleasure, and he separates �t
def�n�tely from Ukra�n�an h�story. He �s “ready to cast everyth�ng
as�de rather than read Russ�an h�story,” he wr�tes to Pushk�n. Dur�ng
h�s seven-year stay �n St. Petersburg (1829-36) Gogol zealously
gathered h�stor�cal mater�al and, �n the words of Professor
Kotlyarevsky, “l�ved �n the dream of becom�ng the Thucyd�des of
L�ttle Russ�a.” How completely he d�sassoc�ated Ukra�n�a from
Northern Russ�a may be judged by the conspectus of h�s lectures
wr�tten �n 1832. He says �n �t, speak�ng of the conquest of Southern
Russ�a �n the fourteenth century by Pr�nce Gued�m�n at the head of
h�s L�thuan�an host, st�ll dressed �n the sk�ns of w�ld beasts, st�ll
worsh�pp�ng the anc�ent f�re and pract�s�ng pagan r�tes: “Then
Southern Russ�a, under the m�ghty protect�on of L�thuan�an pr�nces,
completely separated �tself from the North. Every bond between
them was broken; two k�ngdoms were establ�shed under a s�ngle
name—Russ�a—one under the Tatar yoke, the other under the same
rule w�th L�thuan�ans. But actually they had no relat�on w�th one
another; d�fferent laws, d�fferent customs, d�fferent a�ms, d�fferent
bonds, and d�fferent act�v�t�es gave them wholly d�fferent characters.”

Th�s same Pr�nce Gued�m�n freed K�eff from the Tatar yoke. Th�s
c�ty had been la�d waste by the golden hordes of Gheng�s Khan and
h�dden for a very long t�me from the Slavon�c chron�cler as beh�nd an
�mpenetrable curta�n. A shrewd man, Gued�m�n appo�nted a Slavon�c
pr�nce to rule over the c�ty and perm�tted the �nhab�tants to pract�se
the�r own fa�th, Greek Chr�st�an�ty. Pr�or to the Mongol �nvas�on,
wh�ch brought conflagrat�on and ru�n, and subjected Russ�a to a two-
century bondage, cutt�ng her off from Europe, a state of chaos
ex�sted and the separate tr�bes fought w�th one another constantly
and for the most petty reasons. Mutual depredat�ons were poss�ble
ow�ng to the absence of mounta�n ranges; there were no natural
barr�ers aga�nst sudden attack. The openness of the steppe made
the people war-l�ke. But th�s very openness made �t poss�ble later for
Gued�m�n’s pagan hosts, fresh from the f�r forests of what �s now



Wh�te Russ�a, to make a clean sweep of the whole country between
L�thuan�a and Poland, and thus g�ve the scattered pr�ncedoms a
much-needed cohes�on. In th�s way Ukra�n�a was formed. Except for
some forests, �nfested w�th bears, the country was one vast pla�n,
marked by an occas�onal h�llock. Whole herds of w�ld horses and
deer stampeded the country, overgrown w�th tall grass, wh�le flocks
of w�ld goats wandered among the rocks of the Dn�eper. Apart from
the Dn�eper, and �n some measure the Desna, empty�ng �nto �t, there
were no nav�gable r�vers and so there was l�ttle opportun�ty for a
commerc�al people. Several tr�butar�es cut across, but made no real
boundary l�ne. Whether you looked to the north towards Russ�a, to
the east towards the Tatars, to the south towards the Cr�mean
Tatars, to the west towards Poland, everywhere the country bordered
on a f�eld, everywhere on a pla�n, wh�ch left �t open to the �nvader
from every s�de. Had there been here, suggests Gogol �n h�s
�ntroduct�on to h�s never-wr�tten h�story of L�ttle Russ�a, �f upon one
s�de only, a real front�er of mounta�n or sea, the people who settled
here m�ght have formed a def�n�te pol�t�cal body. W�thout th�s natural
protect�on �t became a land subject to constant attack and
despol�at�on. “There where three host�le nat�ons came �n contact �t
was manured w�th bones, wetted w�th blood. A s�ngle Tatar �nvas�on
destroyed the whole labour of the so�l-t�ller; the meadows and the
cornf�elds were trodden down by horses or destroyed by flame, the
l�ghtly-bu�lt hab�tat�ons reduced to the ground, the �nhab�tants
scattered or dr�ven off �nto capt�v�ty together w�th cattle. It was a land
of terror, and for th�s reason there could develop �n �t only a warl�ke
people, strong �n �ts un�ty and desperate, a people whose whole
ex�stence was bound to be tra�ned and conf�ned to war.”

Th�s constant menace, th�s perpetual pressure of foes on all s�des,
acted at last l�ke a f�erce hammer shap�ng and harden�ng res�stance
aga�nst �tself. The fug�t�ve from Poland, the fug�t�ve from the Tatar
and the Turk, homeless, w�th noth�ng to lose, the�r l�ves ever
exposed to danger, forsook the�r peaceful occupat�ons and became
transformed �nto a warl�ke people, known as the Cossacks, whose
appearance towards the end of the th�rteenth century or at the
beg�nn�ng of the fourteenth was a remarkable event wh�ch poss�bly
alone (suggests Gogol) prevented any further �nroads by the two



Mohammedan nat�ons �nto Europe. The appearance of the Cossacks
was co�nc�dent w�th the appearance �n Europe of brotherhoods and
kn�ghthood-orders, and th�s new race, �n sp�te of �ts l�v�ng the l�fe of
marauders, �n sp�te of turn�ngs �ts foes’ tact�cs upon �ts foes, was not
free of the rel�g�ous sp�r�t of �ts t�me; �f �t warred for �ts ex�stence �t
warred not less for �ts fa�th, wh�ch was Greek. Indeed, as the nat�on
grew stronger and became consc�ous of �ts strength, the struggle
began to partake someth�ng of the nature of a rel�g�ous war, not
alone defens�ve but aggress�ve also, aga�nst the unbel�ever. Wh�le
any man was free to jo�n the brotherhood �t was obl�gatory to bel�eve
�n the Greek fa�th. It was th�s rel�g�ous un�ty, blazed �nto act�v�ty by
the presence across the borders of unbel�ev�ng nat�ons, that alone
�nd�cated the germ of a pol�t�cal body �n th�s gather�ng of men, who
otherw�se l�ved the audac�ous l�ves of a band of h�ghway robbers.
“There was, however,” says Gogol, “none of the auster�ty of the
Cathol�c kn�ght �n them; they bound themselves to no vows or fasts;
they put no self-restra�nt upon themselves or mort�f�ed the�r flesh, but
were �ndom�table l�ke the rocks of the Dn�eper among wh�ch they
l�ved, and �n the�r fur�ous feasts and revels they forgot the whole
world. That same �nt�mate brotherhood, ma�nta�ned �n robber
commun�t�es, bound them together. They had everyth�ng �n common
—w�ne, food, dwell�ng. A perpetual fear, a perpetual danger, �nsp�red
them w�th a contempt towards l�fe. The Cossack worr�ed more about
a good measure of w�ne than about h�s fate. One has to see th�s
den�zen of the front�er �n h�s half-Tatar, half-Pol�sh costume—wh�ch
so sharply outl�ned the sp�r�t of the borderland—gallop�ng �n As�at�c
fash�on on h�s horse, now lost �n th�ck grass, now leap�ng w�th the
speed of a t�ger from ambush, or emerg�ng suddenly from the r�ver or
swamp, all cl�ng�ng w�th mud, and appear�ng an �mage of terror to
the Tatar....”

L�ttle by l�ttle the commun�ty grew and w�th �ts grow�ng �t began to
assume a general character. The beg�nn�ng of the s�xteenth century
found whole v�llages settled w�th fam�l�es, enjoy�ng the protect�on of
the Cossacks, who exacted certa�n obl�gat�ons, ch�efly m�l�tary, so
that these settlements bore a m�l�tary character. The sword and the
plough were fr�ends wh�ch fratern�sed at every settler’s. On the other
hand, Gogol tells us, the gay bachelors began to make depredat�ons



across the border to sweep down on Tatars’ w�ves and the�r
daughters and to marry them. “Ow�ng to th�s co-m�ngl�ng, the�r fac�al
features, so d�fferent from one another’s, rece�ved a common
�mpress, tend�ng towards the As�at�c. And so there came �nto be�ng a
nat�on �n fa�th and place belong�ng to Europe; on the other hand, �n
ways of l�fe, customs, and dress qu�te As�at�c. It was a nat�on �n
wh�ch the world’s two extremes came �n contact; European caut�on
and As�at�c �nd�fference, n�avete and cunn�ng, an �ntense act�v�ty and
the greatest laz�ness and �ndulgence, an asp�rat�on to development
and perfect�on, and aga�n a des�re to appear �nd�fferent to
perfect�on.”

All of Ukra�ne took on �ts colour from the Cossack, and �f I have
drawn largely on Gogol’s own account of the or�g�ns of th�s race, �t
was because �t seemed to me that Gogol’s emphas�s on the hero�c
rather than on the h�stor�cal—Gogol �s generally d�scounted as an
h�stor�an—would g�ve the reader a proper approach to the mood �n
wh�ch he created “Taras Bulba,” the f�nest ep�c �n Russ�an l�terature.
Gogol never wrote e�ther h�s h�story of L�ttle Russ�a or h�s un�versal
h�story. Apart from several br�ef stud�es, not always rel�able, the net
result of h�s many years’ appl�cat�on to h�s scholarly projects was th�s
br�ef ep�c �n prose, Homer�c �n mood. The sense of �ntense l�v�ng,
“l�v�ng dangerously”—to use a phrase of N�etzsche’s, the recogn�t�on
of courage as the greatest of all v�rtues—the God �n man, �nsp�red
Gogol, l�v�ng �n an age wh�ch tended toward grey ted�um, w�th
adm�rat�on for h�s more fortunate forefathers, who l�ved �n “a poet�c
t�me, when everyth�ng was won w�th the sword, when every one �n
h�s turn strove to be an act�ve be�ng and not a spectator.” Into th�s
short work he poured all h�s love of the hero�c, all h�s romant�c�sm, all
h�s poetry, all h�s joy. Its abundance of l�fe bears one along l�ke a
fast-flow�ng r�ver. And �t �s not w�thout humour, a calm, detached
humour, wh�ch, as the cr�t�c Bol�nsky puts �t, �s not there merely
“because Gogol has a tendency to see the com�c �n everyth�ng, but
because �t �s true to l�fe.”

Yet “Taras Bulba” was �n a sense an acc�dent, just as many other
works of great men are acc�dents. It often requ�res a happy
comb�nat�on of c�rcumstances to produce a masterp�ece. I have
already told �n my �ntroduct�on to “Dead Souls” (1) how Gogol



created h�s great real�st�c masterp�ece, wh�ch was to �nfluence
Russ�an l�terature for generat�ons to come, under the �nfluence of
models so remote �n t�me or place as “Don Qu�xote” or “P�ckw�ck
Papers”; and how th�s comb�nat�on of �nfluences jo�ned to h�s own
gen�us produced a work qu�te new and or�g�nal �n effect and only
remotely rem�n�scent of the models wh�ch have �nsp�red �t. And just
as “Dead Souls” m�ght never have been wr�tten �f “Don Qu�xote” had
not ex�sted, so there �s every reason to bel�eve that “Taras Bulba”
could not have been wr�tten w�thout the “Odyssey.” Once more
anc�ent f�re gave l�fe to new beauty. And yet at the t�me Gogol could
not have had more than a smatter�ng of the “Odyssey.” The
magn�f�cent translat�on made by h�s fr�end Zhukovsky had not yet
appeared and Gogol, �n sp�te of h�s amb�t�on to become a h�stor�an,
was not equ�pped as a scholar. But �t �s ev�dent from h�s d�thyramb�c
letter on the appearance of Zhukovsky’s vers�on, form�ng one of the
famous ser�es of letters known as “Correspondence w�th Fr�ends,”
that he was better acqua�nted w�th the sp�r�t of Homer than any mere
scholar could be. That letter, unfortunately unknown to the Engl�sh
reader, would make every lover of the class�cs �n th�s day of the�r
d�sparagement dance w�th joy. He descr�bes the “Odyssey” as the
forgotten source of all that �s beaut�ful and harmon�ous �n l�fe, and he
greets �ts appearance �n Russ�an dress at a t�me when l�fe �s sord�d
and d�scordant as a th�ng �nev�table, “cool�ng” �n effect upon a too
hect�c world. He sees �n �ts perfect grace, �ts calm and almost
ch�ldl�ke s�mpl�c�ty, a power for �nd�v�dual and general good. “It
comb�nes all the fasc�nat�on of a fa�ry tale and all the s�mple truth of
human adventure, hold�ng out the same allurement to every be�ng,
whether he �s a noble, a commoner, a merchant, a l�terate or �ll�terate
person, a pr�vate sold�er, a lackey, ch�ldren of both sexes, beg�nn�ng
at an age when a ch�ld beg�ns to love a fa�ry tale—all m�ght read �t or
l�sten to �t, w�thout ted�um.” Every one w�ll draw from �t what he most
needs. Not less than upon these he sees �ts wholesome effect on the
creat�ve wr�ter, �ts refresh�ng �nfluence on the cr�t�c. But most of all he
dwells on �ts hero�c qual�t�es, �nseparable to h�m from what �s
rel�g�ous �n the “Odyssey”; and, says Gogol, th�s book conta�ns the
�dea that a human be�ng, “wherever he m�ght be, whatever pursu�t he
m�ght follow, �s threatened by many woes, that he must need wrestle



w�th them—for that very purpose was l�fe g�ven to h�m—that never
for a s�ngle �nstant must he despa�r, just as Odysseus d�d not
despa�r, who �n every hard and oppress�ve moment turned to h�s own
heart, unaware that w�th th�s �nner scrut�ny of h�mself he had already
sa�d that h�dden prayer uttered �n a moment of d�stress by every man
hav�ng no understand�ng whatever of God.” Then he goes on to
compare the anc�ent harmony, perfect down to every deta�l of dress,
to the sl�ghtest act�on, w�th our slovenl�ness and confus�on and
pett�ness, a sad result—cons�der�ng our knowledge of past
exper�ence, our possess�on of super�or weapons, our rel�g�on g�ven
to make us holy and super�or be�ngs. And �n conclus�on he asks: Is
not the “Odyssey” �n every sense a deep reproach to our n�neteenth
century?
(1) Everyman’s Library, No. 726. 

An understand�ng of Gogol’s po�nt of v�ew g�ves the key to “Taras
Bulba.” For �n th�s panoram�c canvas of the Setch, the m�l�tary
brotherhood of the Cossacks, l�v�ng under open sk�es, p�cturesquely
and hero�cally, he has drawn a p�cture of h�s romant�c �deal, wh�ch �f
far from perfect at any rate seemed to h�m preferable to the grey
ted�um of a c�ty peopled w�th government off�c�als. Gogol has wr�tten
�n “Taras Bulba” h�s own reproach to the n�neteenth century. It �s sad
and joyous l�ke one of those Ukra�n�an songs wh�ch have helped to
�nsp�re h�m to wr�te �t. And then, as he cut h�mself off more and more
from the world of the past, l�fe became a sadder and st�ll sadder
th�ng to h�m; modern l�fe, w�th all �ts g�gant�c pett�ness, closed �n
around h�m, he began to wr�te of petty off�c�als and of petty
scoundrels, “commonplace heroes” he called them. But noth�ng �s
ever lost �n th�s world. Gogol’s romant�c�sm, shut �n w�th�n h�mself,
f�nd�ng no outlet, became a flame. It was a flame of p�ty. He was l�ke
a man walk�ng �n hell, p�ty�ng. And that was the m�racle, the
transf�gurat�on. Out of that flame of p�ty the Russ�an novel was born.

JOHN COURNOS
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TARAS BULBA



CHAPTER I
“Turn round, my boy! How r�d�culous you look! What sort of a

pr�est’s cassock have you got on? Does everybody at the academy
dress l�ke that?”

W�th such words d�d old Bulba greet h�s two sons, who had been
absent for the�r educat�on at the Royal Sem�nary of K�ef, and had
now returned home to the�r father.

H�s sons had but just d�smounted from the�r horses. They were a
couple of stout lads who st�ll looked bashful, as became youths
recently released from the sem�nary. The�r f�rm healthy faces were
covered w�th the f�rst down of manhood, down wh�ch had, as yet,
never known a razor. They were greatly d�scomf�ted by such a
recept�on from the�r father, and stood mot�onless w�th eyes f�xed
upon the ground.

“Stand st�ll, stand st�ll! let me have a good look at you,” he
cont�nued, turn�ng them around. “How long your gaberd�nes are!
What gaberd�nes! There never were such gaberd�nes �n the world
before. Just run, one of you! I want to see whether you w�ll not get
entangled �n the sk�rts, and fall down.”

“Don’t laugh, don’t laugh, father!” sa�d the eldest lad at length.
“How touchy we are! Why shouldn’t I laugh?”
“Because, although you are my father, �f you laugh, by heavens, I

w�ll str�ke you!”
“What k�nd of son are you? what, str�ke your father!” excla�med

Taras Bulba, retreat�ng several paces �n amazement.
“Yes, even my father. I don’t stop to cons�der persons when an

�nsult �s �n quest�on.”
“So you want to f�ght me? w�th your f�st, eh?”
“Any way.”



“Well, let �t be f�st�cuffs,” sa�d Taras Bulba, turn�ng up h�s sleeves.
“I’ll see what sort of a man you are w�th your f�sts.”

And father and son, �n l�eu of a pleasant greet�ng after long
separat�on, began to deal each other heavy blows on r�bs, back, and
chest, now retreat�ng and look�ng at each other, now attack�ng
afresh.

“Look, good people! the old man has gone mad! he has lost h�s
senses completely!” screamed the�r pale, ugly, k�ndly mother, who
was stand�ng on the threshold, and had not yet succeeded �n
embrac�ng her darl�ng ch�ldren. “The ch�ldren have come home, we
have not seen them for over a year; and now he has taken some
strange freak—he’s pommell�ng them.”

“Yes, he f�ghts well,” sa�d Bulba, paus�ng; “well, by heavens!” he
cont�nued, rather as �f excus�ng h�mself, “although he has never tr�ed
h�s hand at �t before, he w�ll make a good Cossack! Now, welcome,
son! embrace me,” and father and son began to k�ss each other.
“Good lad! see that you h�t every one as you pommelled me; don’t let
any one escape. Nevertheless your clothes are r�d�culous all the
same. What rope �s th�s hang�ng there?—And you, you lout, why are
you stand�ng there w�th your hands hang�ng bes�de you?” he added,
turn�ng to the youngest. “Why don’t you f�ght me? you son of a dog!”

“What an �dea!” sa�d the mother, who had managed �n the
meant�me to embrace her youngest. “Who ever heard of ch�ldren
f�ght�ng the�r own father? That’s enough for the present; the ch�ld �s
young, he has had a long journey, he �s t�red.” The ch�ld was over
twenty, and about s�x feet h�gh. “He ought to rest, and eat someth�ng;
and you set h�m to f�ght�ng!”

“You are a gabbler!” sa�d Bulba. “Don’t l�sten to your mother, my
lad; she �s a woman, and knows noth�ng. What sort of pett�ng do you
need? A clear f�eld and a good horse, that’s the k�nd of pett�ng for
you! And do you see th�s sword? that’s your mother! All the rest
people stuff your heads w�th �s rubb�sh; the academy, books,
pr�mers, ph�losophy, and all that, I sp�t upon �t all!” Here Bulba added
a word wh�ch �s not used �n pr�nt. “But I’ll tell you what �s best: I’ll take
you to Zaporozhe (1) th�s very week. That’s where there’s sc�ence for
you! There’s your school; there alone w�ll you ga�n sense.”



(1) The Cossack country beyond (za) the falls (porozhe) of the 
    Dnieper. 

“And are they only to rema�n home a week?” sa�d the worn old
mother sadly and w�th tears �n her eyes. “The poor boys w�ll have no
chance of look�ng around, no chance of gett�ng acqua�nted w�th the
home where they were born; there w�ll be no chance for me to get a
look at them.”

“Enough, you’ve howled qu�te enough, old woman! A Cossack �s
not born to run around after women. You would l�ke to h�de them
both under your pett�coat, and s�t upon them as a hen s�ts on eggs.
Go, go, and let us have everyth�ng there �s on the table �n a tr�ce. We
don’t want any dumpl�ngs, honey-cakes, poppy-cakes, or any other
such messes: g�ve us a whole sheep, a goat, mead forty years old,
and as much corn-brandy as poss�ble, not w�th ra�s�ns and all sorts
of stuff, but pla�n scorch�ng corn-brandy, wh�ch foams and h�sses l�ke
mad.”

Bulba led h�s sons �nto the pr�nc�pal room of the hut; and two pretty
servant g�rls wear�ng co�n necklaces, who were arrang�ng the
apartment, ran out qu�ckly. They were e�ther fr�ghtened at the arr�val
of the young men, who d�d not care to be fam�l�ar w�th anyone; or
else they merely wanted to keep up the�r fem�n�ne custom of
scream�ng and rush�ng away headlong at the s�ght of a man, and
then screen�ng the�r blushes for some t�me w�th the�r sleeves. The
hut was furn�shed accord�ng to the fash�on of that per�od—a fash�on
concern�ng wh�ch h�nts l�nger only �n the songs and lyr�cs, no longer
sung, alas! �n the Ukra�ne as of yore by bl�nd old men, to the soft
t�nkl�ng of the nat�ve gu�tar, to the people throng�ng round them—
accord�ng to the taste of that warl�ke and troublous t�me, of leagues
and battles preva�l�ng �n the Ukra�ne after the un�on. Everyth�ng was
cleanly smeared w�th coloured clay. On the walls hung sabres,
hunt�ng-wh�ps, nets for b�rds, f�sh�ng-nets, guns, elaborately carved
powder-horns, g�lded b�ts for horses, and tether-ropes w�th s�lver
plates. The small w�ndow had round dull panes, through wh�ch �t was
�mposs�ble to see except by open�ng the one moveable one. Around
the w�ndows and doors red bands were pa�nted. On shelves �n one
corner stood jugs, bottles, and flasks of green and blue glass, carved
s�lver cups, and g�lded dr�nk�ng vessels of var�ous makes—Venet�an,



Turk�sh, Tscherkess�an, wh�ch had reached Bulba’s cab�n by var�ous
roads, at th�rd and fourth hand, a th�ng common enough �n those
bold days. There were b�rch-wood benches all around the room, a
huge table under the holy p�ctures �n one corner, and a huge stove
covered w�th part�coloured patterns �n rel�ef, w�th spaces between �t
and the wall. All th�s was qu�te fam�l�ar to the two young men, who
were wont to come home every year dur�ng the dog-days, s�nce they
had no horses, and �t was not customary to allow students to r�de
af�eld on horseback. The only d�st�nct�ve th�ngs perm�tted them were
long locks of ha�r on the temples, wh�ch every Cossack who bore
weapons was ent�tled to pull. It was only at the end of the�r course of
study that Bulba had sent them a couple of young stall�ons from h�s
stud.

Bulba, on the occas�on of h�s sons’ arr�val, ordered all the sotn�ks
or capta�ns of hundreds, and all the off�cers of the band who were of
any consequence, to be summoned; and when two of them arr�ved
w�th h�s old comrade, the Osaul or sub-ch�ef, Dm�tro Tovkatch, he
�mmed�ately presented the lads, say�ng, “See what f�ne young
fellows they are! I shall send them to the Setch (2) shortly.” The
guests congratulated Bulba and the young men, tell�ng them they
would do well and that there was no better knowledge for a young
man than a knowledge of that same Zaporozh�an Setch.
(2) The village or, rather, permanent camp of the Zaporozhian 
    Cossacks. 

“Come, brothers, seat yourselves, each where he l�kes best, at the
table; come, my sons. F�rst of all, let’s take some corn-brandy,” sa�d
Bulba. “God bless you! Welcome, lads; you, Ostap, and you, Andr��.
God grant that you may always be successful �n war, that you may
beat the Musselmans and the Turks and the Tatars; and that when
the Poles undertake any exped�t�on aga�nst our fa�th, you may beat
the Poles. Come, cl�nk your glasses. How now? Is the brandy good?
What’s corn-brandy �n Lat�n? The Lat�ns were stup�d: they d�d not
know there was such a th�ng �n the world as corn-brandy. What was
the name of the man who wrote Lat�n verses? I don’t know much
about read�ng and wr�t�ng, so I don’t qu�te know. Wasn’t �t Horace?”

“What a dad!” thought the elder son Ostap. “The old dog knows
everyth�ng, but he always pretends the contrary.”



“I don’t bel�eve the arch�mandr�te allowed you so much as a smell
of corn-brandy,” cont�nued Taras. “Confess, my boys, they thrashed
you well w�th fresh b�rch-tw�gs on your backs and all over your
Cossack bod�es; and perhaps, when you grew too sharp, they beat
you w�th wh�ps. And not on Saturday only, I fancy, but on Wednesday
and Thursday.”

“What �s past, father, need not be recalled; �t �s done w�th.”
“Let them try �t know,” sa�d Andr��. “Let anybody just touch me, let

any Tatar r�sk �t now, and he’ll soon learn what a Cossack’s sword �s
l�ke!”

“Good, my son, by heavens, good! And when �t comes to that, I’ll
go w�th you; by heavens, I’ll go too! What should I wa�t here for? To
become a buckwheat-reaper and housekeeper, to look after the
sheep and sw�ne, and loaf around w�th my w�fe? Away w�th such
nonsense! I am a Cossack; I’ll have none of �t! What’s left but war?
I’ll go w�th you to Zaporozhe to carouse; I’ll go, by heavens!” And old
Bulba, grow�ng warm by degrees and f�nally qu�te angry, rose from
the table, and, assum�ng a d�gn�f�ed att�tude, stamped h�s foot. “We
w�ll go to-morrow! Wherefore delay? What enemy can we bes�ege
here? What �s th�s hut to us? What do we want w�th all these th�ngs?
What are pots and pans to us?” So say�ng, he began to knock over
the pots and flasks, and to throw them about.

The poor old woman, well used to such freaks on the part of her
husband, looked sadly on from her seat on the wall-bench. She d�d
not dare say a word; but when she heard the dec�s�on wh�ch was so
terr�ble for her, she could not refra�n from tears. As she looked at her
ch�ldren, from whom so speedy a separat�on was threatened, �t �s
�mposs�ble to descr�be the full force of her speechless gr�ef, wh�ch
seemed to qu�ver �n her eyes and on her l�ps convuls�vely pressed
together.

Bulba was terr�bly headstrong. He was one of those characters
wh�ch could only ex�st �n that f�erce f�fteenth century, and �n that half-
nomad�c corner of Europe, when the whole of Southern Russ�a,
deserted by �ts pr�nces, was la�d waste and burned to the qu�ck by
p�t�less troops of Mongol�an robbers; when men depr�ved of house
and home grew brave there; when, am�d conflagrat�ons, threaten�ng



ne�ghbours, and eternal terrors, they settled down, and grow�ng
accustomed to look�ng these th�ngs stra�ght �n the face, tra�ned
themselves not to know that there was such a th�ng as fear �n the
world; when the old, peacable Slav sp�r�t was f�red w�th warl�ke
flame, and the Cossack state was �nst�tuted—a free, w�ld outbreak of
Russ�an nature—and when all the r�ver-banks, fords, and l�ke
su�table places were peopled by Cossacks, whose number no man
knew. The�r bold comrades had a r�ght to reply to the Sultan when he
asked how many they were, “Who knows? We are scattered all over
the steppes; wherever there �s a h�llock, there �s a Cossack.”

It was, �n fact, a most remarkable exh�b�t�on of Russ�an strength,
forced by d�re necess�ty from the bosom of the people. In place of
the or�g�nal prov�nces w�th the�r petty towns, �n place of the warr�ng
and barter�ng petty pr�nces rul�ng �n the�r c�t�es, there arose great
colon�es, kurens (3), and d�str�cts, bound together by one common
danger and hatred aga�nst the heathen robbers. The story �s well
known how the�r �ncessant warfare and restless ex�stence saved
Europe from the merc�less hordes wh�ch threatened to overwhelm
her. The Pol�sh k�ngs, who now found themselves sovere�gns, �n
place of the prov�nc�al pr�nces, over these extens�ve tracts of
terr�tory, fully understood, desp�te the weakness and remoteness of
the�r own rule, the value of the Cossacks, and the advantages of the
warl�ke, untrammelled l�fe led by them. They encouraged them and
flattered th�s d�spos�t�on of m�nd. Under the�r d�stant rule, the
hetmans or ch�efs, chosen from among the Cossacks themselves,
red�str�buted the terr�tory �nto m�l�tary d�str�cts. It was not a stand�ng
army, no one saw �t; but �n case of war and general upr�s�ng, �t
requ�red a week, and no more, for every man to appear on
horseback, fully armed, rece�v�ng only one ducat from the k�ng; and
�n two weeks such a force had assembled as no recru�t�ng off�cers
would ever have been able to collect. When the exped�t�on was
ended, the army d�spersed among the f�elds and meadows and the
fords of the Dn�eper; each man f�shed, wrought at h�s trade, brewed
h�s beer, and was once more a free Cossack. The�r fore�gn
contemporar�es r�ghtly marvelled at the�r wonderful qual�t�es. There
was no hand�craft wh�ch the Cossack was not expert at: he could
d�st�l brandy, bu�ld a waggon, make powder, and do blacksm�th’s and



gunsm�th’s work, �n add�t�on to comm�tt�ng w�ld excesses, dr�nk�ng
and carous�ng as only a Russ�an can—all th�s he was equal to.
Bes�des the reg�stered Cossacks, who cons�dered themselves bound
to appear �n arms �n t�me of war, �t was poss�ble to collect at any
t�me, �n case of d�re need, a whole army of volunteers. All that was
requ�red was for the Osaul or sub-ch�ef to traverse the market-places
and squares of the v�llages and hamlets, and shout at the top of h�s
vo�ce, as he stood �n h�s waggon, “Hey, you d�st�llers and beer-
brewers! you have brewed enough beer, and lolled on your stoves,
and stuffed your fat carcasses w�th flour, long enough! R�se, w�n
glory and warl�ke honours! You ploughmen, you reapers of
buckwheat, you tenders of sheep, you danglers after women,
enough of follow�ng the plough, and so�l�ng your yellow shoes �n the
earth, and court�ng women, and wast�ng your warl�ke strength! The
hour has come to w�n glory for the Cossacks!” These words were l�ke
sparks fall�ng on dry wood. The husbandman broke h�s plough; the
brewers and d�st�llers threw away the�r casks and destroyed the�r
barrels; the mechan�cs and merchants sent the�r trade and the�r shop
to the dev�l, broke pots and everyth�ng else �n the�r homes, and
mounted the�r horses. In short, the Russ�an character here rece�ved
a profound development, and man�fested a powerful outwards
express�on.
(3) Cossack villages. In the Setch, a large wooden barrack. 

Taras was one of the band of old-fash�oned leaders; he was born
for warl�ke emot�ons, and was d�st�ngu�shed for h�s upr�ghtness of
character. At that epoch the �nfluence of Poland had already begun
to make �tself felt upon the Russ�an nob�l�ty. Many had adopted
Pol�sh customs, and began to d�splay luxury �n splend�d staffs of
servants, hawks, huntsmen, d�nners, and palaces. Th�s was not to
Taras’s taste. He l�ked the s�mple l�fe of the Cossacks, and quarrelled
w�th those of h�s comrades who were �ncl�ned to the Warsaw party,
call�ng them serfs of the Pol�sh nobles. Ever on the alert, he
regarded h�mself as the legal protector of the orthodox fa�th. He
entered despot�cally �nto any v�llage where there was a general
compla�nt of oppress�on by the revenue farmers and of the add�t�on
of fresh taxes on necessar�es. He and h�s Cossacks executed
just�ce, and made �t a rule that �n three cases �t was absolutely



necessary to resort to the sword. Namely, when the comm�ss�oners
d�d not respect the super�or off�cers and stood before them covered;
when any one made l�ght of the fa�th and d�d not observe the
customs of h�s ancestors; and, f�nally, when the enemy were
Mussulmans or Turks, aga�nst whom he cons�dered �t perm�ss�ble, �n
every case, to draw the sword for the glory of Chr�st�an�ty.

Now he rejo�ced beforehand at the thought of how he would
present h�mself w�th h�s two sons at the Setch, and say, “See what
f�ne young fellows I have brought you!” how he would �ntroduce them
to all h�s old comrades, steeled �n warfare; how he would observe
the�r f�rst explo�ts �n the sc�ences of war and of dr�nk�ng, wh�ch was
also regarded as one of the pr�nc�pal warl�ke qual�t�es. At f�rst he had
�ntended to send them forth alone; but at the s�ght of the�r freshness,
stature, and manly personal beauty h�s mart�al sp�r�t flamed up and
he resolved to go w�th them h�mself the very next day, although there
was no necess�ty for th�s except h�s obst�nate self-w�ll. He began at
once to hurry about and g�ve orders; selected horses and trapp�ngs
for h�s sons, looked through the stables and storehouses, and chose
servants to accompany them on the morrow. He delegated h�s power
to Osaul Tovkatch, and gave w�th �t a str�ct command to appear w�th
h�s whole force at the Setch the very �nstant he should rece�ve a
message from h�m. Although he was jolly, and the effects of h�s
dr�nk�ng bout st�ll l�ngered �n h�s bra�n, he forgot noth�ng. He even
gave orders that the horses should be watered, the�r cr�bs f�lled, and
that they should be fed w�th the f�nest corn; and then he ret�red,
fat�gued w�th all h�s labours.

“Now, ch�ldren, we must sleep, but to-morrow we shall do what
God w�lls. Don’t prepare us a bed: we need no bed; we w�ll sleep �n
the courtyard.”

N�ght had but just stole over the heavens, but Bulba always went
to bed early. He lay down on a rug and covered h�mself w�th a
sheepsk�n pel�sse, for the n�ght a�r was qu�te sharp and he l�ked to l�e
warm when he was at home. He was soon snor�ng, and the whole
household speed�ly followed h�s example. All snored and groaned as
they lay �n d�fferent corners. The watchman went to sleep the f�rst of



all, he had drunk so much �n honour of the young masters’ home-
com�ng.

The mother alone d�d not sleep. She bent over the p�llow of her
beloved sons, as they lay s�de by s�de; she smoothed w�th a comb
the�r carelessly tangled locks, and mo�stened them w�th her tears.
She gazed at them w�th her whole soul, w�th every sense; she was
wholly merged �n the gaze, and yet she could not gaze enough. She
had fed them at her own breast, she had tended them and brought
them up; and now to see them only for an �nstant! “My sons, my
darl�ng sons! what w�ll become of you! what fate awa�ts you?” she
sa�d, and tears stood �n the wr�nkles wh�ch d�sf�gured her once
beaut�ful face. In truth, she was to be p�t�ed, as was every woman of
that per�od. She had l�ved only for a moment of love, only dur�ng the
f�rst ardour of pass�on, only dur�ng the f�rst flush of youth; and then
her gr�m betrayer had deserted her for the sword, for h�s comrades
and h�s carouses. She saw her husband two or three days �n a year,
and then, for several years, heard noth�ng of h�m. And when she d�d
see h�m, when they d�d l�ve together, what a l�fe was hers! She
endured �nsult, even blows; she felt caresses bestowed only �n p�ty;
she was a m�splaced object �n that commun�ty of unmarr�ed warr�ors,
upon wh�ch wander�ng Zaporozhe cast a colour�ng of �ts own. Her
pleasureless youth fl�tted by; her r�pe cheeks and bosom w�thered
away unk�ssed and became covered w�th premature wr�nkles. Love,
feel�ng, everyth�ng that �s tender and pass�onate �n a woman, was
converted �n her �nto maternal love. She hovered around her ch�ldren
w�th anx�ety, pass�on, tears, l�ke the gull of the steppes. They were
tak�ng her sons, her darl�ng sons, from her—tak�ng them from her, so
that she should never see them aga�n! Who knew? Perhaps a Tatar
would cut off the�r heads �n the very f�rst sk�rm�sh, and she would
never know where the�r deserted bod�es m�ght l�e, torn by b�rds of
prey; and yet for each s�ngle drop of the�r blood she would have
g�ven all hers. Sobb�ng, she gazed �nto the�r eyes, and thought,
“Perhaps Bulba, when he wakes, w�ll put off the�r departure for a day
or two; perhaps �t occurred to h�m to go so soon because he had
been dr�nk�ng.”

The moon from the summ�t of the heavens had long s�nce l�t up
the whole courtyard f�lled w�th sleepers, the th�ck clump of w�llows,



and the tall steppe-grass, wh�ch h�d the pal�sade surround�ng the
court. She st�ll sat at her sons’ p�llow, never remov�ng her eyes from
them for a moment, nor th�nk�ng of sleep. Already the horses,
d�v�n�ng the approach of dawn, had ceased eat�ng and la�n down
upon the grass; the topmost leaves of the w�llows began to rustle
softly, and l�ttle by l�ttle the r�ppl�ng rustle descended to the�r bases.
She sat there unt�l dayl�ght, unwear�ed, and w�sh�ng �n her heart that
the n�ght m�ght prolong �tself �ndef�n�tely. From the steppes came the
r�ng�ng ne�gh of the horses, and red streaks shone br�ghtly �n the sky.
Bulba suddenly awoke, and sprang to h�s feet. He remembered qu�te
well what he had ordered the n�ght before. “Now, my men, you’ve
slept enough! ‘t�s t�me, ‘t�s t�me! Water the horses! And where �s the
old woman?” He generally called h�s w�fe so. “Be qu�ck, old woman,
get us someth�ng to eat; the way �s long.”

The poor old woman, depr�ved of her last hope, sl�pped sadly �nto
the hut.

Wh�lst she, w�th tears, prepared what was needed for breakfast,
Bulba gave h�s orders, went to the stable, and selected h�s best
trapp�ngs for h�s ch�ldren w�th h�s own hand.

The scholars were suddenly transformed. Red morocco boots w�th
s�lver heels took the place of the�r d�rty old ones; trousers w�de as
the Black Sea, w�th countless folds and pla�ts, were kept up by
golden g�rdles from wh�ch hung long slender thongs, w�th tassles and
other t�nkl�ng th�ngs, for p�pes. The�r jackets of scarlet cloth were g�rt
by flowered sashes �nto wh�ch were thrust engraved Turk�sh p�stols;
the�r swords clanked at the�r heels. The�r faces, already a l�ttle
sunburnt, seemed to have grown handsomer and wh�ter; the�r sl�ght
black moustaches now cast a more d�st�nct shadow on th�s pallor
and set off the�r healthy youthful complex�ons. They looked very
handsome �n the�r black sheepsk�n caps, w�th cloth-of-gold crowns.

When the�r poor mother saw them, she could not utter a word, and
tears stood �n her eyes.

“Now, my lads, all �s ready; no delay!” sa�d Bulba at last. “But we
must f�rst all s�t down together, �n accordance w�th Chr�st�an custom
before a journey.”



All sat down, not except�ng the servants, who had been stand�ng
respectfully at the door.

“Now, mother, bless your ch�ldren,” sa�d Bulba. “Pray God that
they may f�ght bravely, always defend the�r warl�ke honour, always
defend the fa�th of Chr�st; and, �f not, that they may d�e, so that the�r
breath may not be longer �n the world.”

“Come to your mother, ch�ldren; a mother’s prayer protects on land
and sea.”

The mother, weak as mothers are, embraced them, drew out two
small holy p�ctures, and hung them, sobb�ng, around the�r necks.
“May God’s mother—keep you! Ch�ldren, do not forget your mother
—send some l�ttle word of yourselves—” She could say no more.

“Now, ch�ldren, let us go,” sa�d Bulba.
At the door stood the horses, ready saddled. Bulba sprang upon

h�s “Dev�l,” wh�ch bounded w�ldly, on feel�ng on h�s back a load of
over th�rty stone, for Taras was extremely stout and heavy.

When the mother saw that her sons were also mounted, she
rushed towards the younger, whose features expressed somewhat
more gentleness than those of h�s brother. She grasped h�s st�rrup,
clung to h�s saddle, and w�th despa�r �n her eyes, refused to loose
her hold. Two stout Cossacks se�zed her carefully, and bore her back
�nto the hut. But before the cavalcade had passed out of the
courtyard, she rushed w�th the speed of a w�ld goat, d�sproport�onate
to her years, to the gate, stopped a horse w�th �rres�st�ble strength,
and embraced one of her sons w�th mad, unconsc�ous v�olence.
Then they led her away aga�n.

The young Cossacks rode on sadly, repress�ng the�r tears out of
fear of the�r father, who, on h�s s�de, was somewhat moved, although
he strove not to show �t. The morn�ng was grey, the green sward
br�ght, the b�rds tw�ttered rather d�scordantly. They glanced back as
they rode. The�r paternal farm seemed to have sunk �nto the earth.
All that was v�s�ble above the surface were the two ch�mneys of the�r
modest hut and the tops of the trees up whose trunks they had been
used to cl�mb l�ke squ�rrels. Before them st�ll stretched the f�eld by
wh�ch they could recall the whole story of the�r l�ves, from the years
when they rolled �n �ts dewy grass down to the years when they



awa�ted �n �t the dark-browed Cossack ma�den, runn�ng t�m�dly
across �t on qu�ck young feet. There �s the pole above the well, w�th
the waggon wheel fastened to �ts top, r�s�ng sol�tary aga�nst the sky;
already the level wh�ch they have traversed appears a h�ll �n the
d�stance, and now all has d�sappeared. Farewell, ch�ldhood, games,
all, all, farewell!





CHAPTER II
All three horsemen rode �n s�lence. Old Taras’s thoughts were far

away: before h�m passed h�s youth, h�s years—the sw�ft-fly�ng years,
over wh�ch the Cossack always weeps, w�sh�ng that h�s l�fe m�ght be
all youth. He wondered whom of h�s former comrades he should
meet at the Setch. He reckoned up how many had already d�ed, how
many were st�ll al�ve. Tears formed slowly �n h�s eyes, and h�s grey
head bent sadly.

H�s sons were occup�ed w�th other thoughts. But we must speak
further of h�s sons. They had been sent, when twelve years old, to
the academy at K�ef, because all leaders of that day cons�dered �t
�nd�spensable to g�ve the�r ch�ldren an educat�on, although �t was
afterwards utterly forgotten. L�ke all who entered the academy, they
were w�ld, hav�ng been brought up �n unrestra�ned freedom; and
wh�lst there they had acqu�red some pol�sh, and pursued some
common branches of knowledge wh�ch gave them a certa�n
resemblance to each other.

The elder, Ostap, began h�s scholast�c career by runn�ng away �n
the course of the f�rst year. They brought h�m back, wh�pped h�m
well, and set h�m down to h�s books. Four t�mes d�d he bury h�s
pr�mer �n the earth; and four t�mes, after g�v�ng h�m a sound
thrash�ng, d�d they buy h�m a new one. But he would no doubt have
repeated th�s feat for the f�fth t�me, had not h�s father g�ven h�m a
solemn assurance that he would keep h�m at monast�c work for
twenty years, and sworn �n advance that he should never behold
Zaporozhe all h�s l�fe long, unless he learned all the sc�ences taught
�n the academy. It was odd that the man who sa�d th�s was that very
Taras Bulba who condemned all learn�ng, and counselled h�s
ch�ldren, as we have seen, not to trouble themselves at all about �t.
From that moment, Ostap began to pore over h�s t�resome books
w�th exemplary d�l�gence, and qu�ckly stood on a level w�th the best.
The style of educat�on �n that age d�ffered w�dely from the manner of



l�fe. The scholast�c, grammat�cal, rhetor�cal, and log�cal subtle t�es �n
vogue were dec�dedly out of consonance w�th the t�mes, never
hav�ng any connect�on w�th, and never be�ng encountered �n, actual
l�fe. Those who stud�ed them, even the least scholast�c, could not
apply the�r knowledge to anyth�ng whatever. The learned men of
those days were even more �ncapable than the rest, because farther
removed from all exper�ence. Moreover, the republ�can const�tut�on
of the academy, the fearful mult�tude of young, healthy, strong
fellows, �nsp�red the students w�th an act�v�ty qu�te outs�de the l�m�ts
of the�r learn�ng. Poor fare, or frequent pun�shments of fast�ng, w�th
the numerous requ�rements ar�s�ng �n fresh, strong, healthy youth,
comb�ned to arouse �n them that sp�r�t of enterpr�se wh�ch was
afterwards further developed among the Zaporozh�ans. The hungry
student runn�ng about the streets of K�ef forced every one to be on
h�s guard. Dealers s�tt�ng �n the bazaar covered the�r p�es, the�r
cakes, and the�r pumpk�n-rolls w�th the�r hands, l�ke eagles protect�ng
the�r young, �f they but caught s�ght of a pass�ng student. The consul
or mon�tor, who was bound by h�s duty to look after the comrades
entrusted to h�s care, had such fr�ghtfully w�de pockets to h�s
trousers that he could stow away the whole contents of the gap�ng
dealer’s stall �n them. These students const�tuted an ent�rely
separate world, for they were not adm�tted to the h�gher c�rcles,
composed of Pol�sh and Russ�an nobles. Even the Wa�wode, Adam
K�sel, �n sp�te of the patronage he bestowed upon the academy, d�d
not seek to �ntroduce them �nto soc�ety, and ordered them to be kept
more str�ctly �n superv�s�on. Th�s command was qu�te superfluous,
for ne�ther the rector nor the monk�sh professors spared rod or wh�p;
and the l�ctors somet�mes, by the�r orders, lashed the�r consuls so
severely that the latter rubbed the�r trousers for weeks afterwards.
Th�s was to many of them a tr�fle, only a l�ttle more st�ng�ng than
good vodka w�th pepper: others at length grew t�red of such constant
bl�sters, and ran away to Zaporozhe �f they could f�nd the road and
were not caught on the way. Ostap Bulba, although he began to
study log�c, and even theology, w�th much zeal, d�d not escape the
merc�less rod. Naturally, all th�s tended to harden h�s character, and
g�ve h�m that f�rmness wh�ch d�st�ngu�shes the Cossacks. He always
held h�mself aloof from h�s comrades.



He rarely led others �nto such hazardous enterpr�ses as robb�ng a
strange garden or orchard; but, on the other hand, he was always
among the f�rst to jo�n the standard of an adventurous student. And
never, under any c�rcumstances, d�d he betray h�s comrades; ne�ther
�mpr�sonment nor beat�ngs could make h�m do so. He was
unassa�lable by any temptat�ons save those of war and revelry; at
least, he scarcely ever dreamt of others. He was upr�ght w�th h�s
equals. He was k�nd-hearted, after the only fash�on that k�nd-
heartedness could ex�st �n such a character and at such a t�me. He
was touched to h�s very heart by h�s poor mother’s tears; but th�s
only vexed h�m, and caused h�m to hang h�s head �n thought.

H�s younger brother, Andr��, had l�vel�er and more fully developed
feel�ngs. He learned more w�ll�ngly and w�thout the effort w�th wh�ch
strong and we�ghty characters generally have to make �n order to
apply themselves to study. He was more �nvent�ve-m�nded than h�s
brother, and frequently appeared as the leader of dangerous
exped�t�ons; somet�mes, thanks to the qu�ckness of h�s m�nd,
contr�v�ng to escape pun�shment when h�s brother Ostap,
abandon�ng all efforts, str�pped off h�s gaberd�ne and lay down upon
the floor w�thout a thought of begg�ng for mercy. He too th�rsted for
act�on; but, at the same t�me, h�s soul was access�ble to other
sent�ments. The need of love burned ardently w�th�n h�m. When he
had passed h�s e�ghteenth year, woman began to present herself
more frequently �n h�s dreams; l�sten�ng to ph�losoph�cal d�scuss�ons,
he st�ll beheld her, fresh, black-eyed, tender; before h�m constantly
fl�tted her elast�c bosom, her soft, bare arms; the very gown wh�ch
clung about her youthful yet well-rounded l�mbs breathed �nto h�s
v�s�ons a certa�n �nexpress�ble sensuousness. He carefully
concealed th�s �mpulse of h�s pass�onate young soul from h�s
comrades, because �n that age �t was held shameful and
d�shonourable for a Cossack to th�nk of love and a w�fe before he
had tasted battle. On the whole, dur�ng the last year, he had acted
more rarely as leader to the bands of students, but had roamed more
frequently alone, �n remote corners of K�ef, among low-roofed
houses, bur�ed �n cherry orchards, peep�ng allur�ngly at the street.
Somet�mes he betook h�mself to the more ar�stocrat�c streets, �n the
old K�ef of to-day, where dwelt L�ttle Russ�an and Pol�sh nobles, and



where houses were bu�lt �n more fanc�ful style. Once, as he was
gap�ng along, an old-fash�oned carr�age belong�ng to some Pol�sh
noble almost drove over h�m; and the heav�ly moustached
coachman, who sat on the box, gave h�m a smart cut w�th h�s wh�p.
The young student f�red up; w�th thoughtless dar�ng he se�zed the
h�nd-wheel w�th h�s powerful hands and stopped the carr�age. But
the coachman, fear�ng a drubb�ng, lashed h�s horses; they sprang
forward, and Andr��, succeed�ng happ�ly �n free�ng h�s hands, was
flung full length on the ground w�th h�s face flat �n the mud. The most
r�ng�ng and harmon�ous of laughs resounded above h�m. He ra�sed
h�s eyes and saw, stand�ng at a w�ndow, a beauty such as he had
never beheld �n all h�s l�fe, black-eyed, and w�th sk�n wh�te as snow
�llum�ned by the dawn�ng flush of the sun. She was laugh�ng heart�ly,
and her laugh enhanced her dazzl�ng lovel�ness. Taken aback he
gazed at her �n confus�on, abstractedly w�p�ng the mud from h�s face,
by wh�ch means �t became st�ll further smeared. Who could th�s
beauty be? He sought to f�nd out from the servants, who, �n r�ch
l�ver�es, stood at the gate �n a crowd surround�ng a young gu�tar-
player; but they only laughed when they saw h�s besmeared face
and de�gned h�m no reply. At length he learned that she was the
daughter of the Wa�wode of Koven, who had come th�ther for a t�me.
The follow�ng n�ght, w�th the dar�ng character�st�c of the student, he
crept through the pal�ngs �nto the garden and cl�mbed a tree wh�ch
spread �ts branches upon the very roof of the house. From the tree
he ga�ned the roof, and made h�s way down the ch�mney stra�ght �nto
the bedroom of the beauty, who at that moment was seated before a
lamp, engaged �n remov�ng the costly earr�ngs from her ears. The
beaut�ful Pole was so alarmed on suddenly behold�ng an unknown
man that she could not utter a s�ngle word; but when she perce�ved
that the student stood before her w�th downcast eyes, not dar�ng to
move a hand through t�m�d�ty, when she recogn�sed �n h�m the one
who had fallen �n the street, laughter aga�n overpowered her.

Moreover, there was noth�ng terr�ble about Andr��’s features; he
was very handsome. She laughed heart�ly, and amused herself over
h�m for a long t�me. The lady was g�ddy, l�ke all Poles; but her eyes—
her wondrous clear, p�erc�ng eyes—shot one glance, a long glance.
The student could not move hand or foot, but stood bound as �n a



sack, when the Wa�wode’s daughter approached h�m boldly, placed
upon h�s head her gl�tter�ng d�adem, hung her earr�ngs on h�s l�ps,
and flung over h�m a transparent musl�n chem�sette w�th gold-
embro�dered garlands. She adorned h�m, and played a thousand
fool�sh pranks, w�th the ch�ld�sh carelessness wh�ch d�st�ngu�shes the
g�ddy Poles, and wh�ch threw the poor student �nto st�ll greater
confus�on.

He cut a r�d�culous feature, gaz�ng �mmovably, and w�th open
mouth, �nto her dazzl�ng eyes. A knock at the door startled her. She
ordered h�m to h�de h�mself under the bed, and, as soon as the
d�sturber was gone, called her ma�d, a Tatar pr�soner, and gave her
orders to conduct h�m to the garden w�th caut�on, and thence show
h�m through the fence. But our student th�s t�me d�d not pass the
fence so successfully. The watchman awoke, and caught h�m f�rmly
by the foot; and the servants, assembl�ng, beat h�m �n the street, unt�l
h�s sw�ft legs rescued h�m. After that �t became very dangerous to
pass the house, for the Wa�wode’s domest�cs were numerous. He
met her once aga�n at church. She saw h�m, and sm�led pleasantly,
as at an old acqua�ntance. He saw her once more, by chance; but
shortly afterwards the Wa�wode departed, and, �nstead of the
beaut�ful black-eyed Pole, some fat face or other gazed from the
w�ndow. Th�s was what Andr�� was th�nk�ng about, as he hung h�s
head and kept h�s eyes on h�s horse’s mane.

In the meant�me the steppe had long s�nce rece�ved them all �nto
�ts green embrace; and the h�gh grass, clos�ng round, concealed
them, t�ll only the�r black Cossack caps appeared above �t.

“Eh, eh, why are you so qu�et, lads?” sa�d Bulba at length, wak�ng
from h�s own rever�e. “You’re l�ke monks. Now, all th�nk�ng to the Ev�l
One, once for all! Take your p�pes �n your teeth, and let us smoke,
and spur on our horses so sw�ftly that no b�rd can overtake us.”

And the Cossacks, bend�ng low on the�r horses’ necks,
d�sappeared �n the grass. The�r black caps were no longer to be
seen; a streak of trodden grass alone showed the trace of the�r sw�ft
fl�ght.

The sun had long s�nce looked forth from the clear heavens and
�nundated the steppe w�th h�s qu�cken�ng, warm�ng l�ght. All that was



d�m and drowsy �n the Cossacks’ m�nds flew away �n a tw�nkl�ng:
the�r hearts fluttered l�ke b�rds.

The farther they penetrated the steppe, the more beaut�ful �t
became. Then all the South, all that reg�on wh�ch now const�tutes
New Russ�a, even as far as the Black Sea, was a green, v�rg�n
w�lderness. No plough had ever passed over the �mmeasurable
waves of w�ld growth; horses alone, h�dden �n �t as �n a forest, trod �t
down. Noth�ng �n nature could be f�ner. The whole surface resembled
a golden-green ocean, upon wh�ch were spr�nkled m�ll�ons of
d�fferent flowers. Through the tall, slender stems of the grass peeped
l�ght-blue, dark-blue, and l�lac star-th�stles; the yellow broom thrust
up �ts pyram�dal head; the parasol-shaped wh�te flower of the false
flax sh�mmered on h�gh. A wheat-ear, brought God knows whence,
was f�ll�ng out to r�pen�ng. Amongst the roots of th�s luxur�ant
vegetat�on ran partr�dges w�th outstretched necks. The a�r was f�lled
w�th the notes of a thousand d�fferent b�rds. On h�gh hovered the
hawks, the�r w�ngs outspread, and the�r eyes f�xed �ntently on the
grass. The cr�es of a flock of w�ld ducks, ascend�ng from one s�de,
were echoed from God knows what d�stant lake. From the grass
arose, w�th measured sweep, a gull, and sk�mmed wantonly through
blue waves of a�r. And now she has van�shed on h�gh, and appears
only as a black dot: now she has turned her w�ngs, and sh�nes �n the
sunl�ght. Oh, steppes, how beaut�ful you are!

Our travellers halted only a few m�nutes for d�nner. The�r escort of
ten Cossacks sprang from the�r horses and und�d the wooden casks
of brandy, and the gourds wh�ch were used �nstead of dr�nk�ng
vessels. They ate only cakes of bread and dr�pp�ng; they drank but
one cup ap�ece to strengthen them, for Taras Bulba never perm�tted
�ntox�cat�on upon the road, and then cont�nued the�r journey unt�l
even�ng.

In the even�ng the whole steppe changed �ts aspect. All �ts var�ed
expanse was bathed �n the last br�ght glow of the sun; and as �t grew
dark gradually, �t could be seen how the shadow fl�tted across �t and
�t became dark green. The m�st rose more densely; each flower,
each blade of grass, em�tted a fragrance as of ambergr�s, and the
whole steppe d�st�lled perfume. Broad bands of rosy gold were



streaked across the dark blue heaven, as w�th a g�gant�c brush; here
and there gleamed, �n wh�te tufts, l�ght and transparent clouds: and
the freshest, most enchant�ng of gentle breezes barely st�rred the
tops of the grass-blades, l�ke sea-waves, and caressed the cheek.
The mus�c wh�ch had resounded through the day had d�ed away, and
g�ven place to another. The str�ped marmots crept out of the�r holes,
stood erect on the�r h�nd legs, and f�lled the steppe w�th the�r wh�stle.
The wh�rr of the grasshoppers had become more d�st�nctly aud�ble.
Somet�mes the cry of the swan was heard from some d�stant lake,
r�ng�ng through the a�r l�ke a s�lver trumpet. The travellers, halt�ng �n
the m�dst of the pla�n, selected a spot for the�r n�ght encampment,
made a f�re, and hung over �t the kettle �n wh�ch they cooked the�r
oatmeal; the steam r�s�ng and float�ng aslant �n the a�r. Hav�ng
supped, the Cossacks lay down to sleep, after hobbl�ng the�r horses
and turn�ng them out to graze. They lay down �n the�r gaberd�nes.
The stars of n�ght gazed d�rectly down upon them. They could hear
the countless myr�ads of �nsects wh�ch f�lled the grass; the�r rasp�ng,
wh�stl�ng, and ch�rp�ng, softened by the fresh a�r, resounded clearly
through the n�ght, and lulled the drowsy ear. If one of them rose and
stood for a t�me, the steppe presented �tself to h�m strewn w�th the
sparks of glow-worms. At t�mes the n�ght sky was �llum�ned �n spots
by the glare of burn�ng reeds along pools or r�ver-bank; and dark
fl�ghts of swans fly�ng to the north were suddenly l�t up by the s�lvery,
rose-coloured gleam, t�ll �t seemed as though red kerch�efs were
float�ng �n the dark heavens.

The travellers proceeded onward w�thout any adventure. They
came across no v�llages. It was ever the same boundless, wav�ng,
beaut�ful steppe. Only at �ntervals the summ�ts of d�stant forests
shone blue, on one hand, stretch�ng along the banks of the Dn�eper.
Once only d�d Taras po�nt out to h�s sons a small black speck far
away amongst the grass, say�ng, “Look, ch�ldren! yonder gallops a
Tatar.” The l�ttle head w�th �ts long moustaches f�xed �ts narrow eyes
upon them from afar, �ts nostr�ls snuff�ng the a�r l�ke a greyhound’s,
and then d�sappeared l�ke an antelope on �ts owner perce�v�ng that
the Cossacks were th�rteen strong. “And now, ch�ldren, don’t try to
overtake the Tatar! You would never catch h�m to all etern�ty; he has
a horse sw�fter than my Dev�l.” But Bulba took precaut�ons, fear�ng



h�dden ambushes. They galloped along the course of a small
stream, called the Tatarka, wh�ch falls �nto the Dn�eper; rode �nto the
water and swam w�th the�r horses some d�stance �n order to conceal
the�r tra�l. Then, scrambl�ng out on the bank, they cont�nued the�r
road.

Three days later they were not far from the goal of the�r journey.
The a�r suddenly grew colder: they could feel the v�c�n�ty of the
Dn�eper. And there �t gleamed afar, d�st�ngu�shable on the hor�zon as
a dark band. It sent forth cold waves, spread�ng nearer, nearer, and
f�nally seem�ng to embrace half the ent�re surface of the earth. Th�s
was that sect�on of �ts course where the r�ver, h�therto conf�ned by
the rap�ds, f�nally makes �ts own away and, roar�ng l�ke the sea,
rushes on at w�ll; where the �slands, flung �nto �ts m�dst, have
pressed �t farther from the�r shores, and �ts waves have spread
w�dely over the earth, encounter�ng ne�ther cl�ffs nor h�lls. The
Cossacks, al�ght�ng from the�r horses, entered the ferry-boat, and
after a three hours’ sa�l reached the shores of the �sland of Khort�tz,
where at that t�me stood the Setch, wh�ch so often changed �ts
s�tuat�on.

A throng of people hastened to the shore w�th boats. The
Cossacks arranged the horses’ trapp�ngs. Taras assumed a stately
a�r, pulled h�s belt t�ghter, and proudly stroked h�s moustache. H�s
sons also �nspected themselves from head to foot, w�th some
apprehens�on and an undef�ned feel�ng of sat�sfact�on; and all set out
together for the suburb, wh�ch was half a verst from the Setch. On
the�r arr�val, they were deafened by the clang of f�fty blacksm�ths’
hammers beat�ng upon twenty-f�ve anv�ls sunk �n the earth. Stout
tanners seated beneath awn�ngs were scrap�ng ox-h�des w�th the�r
strong hands; shop-keepers sat �n the�r booths, w�th p�les of fl�nts,
steels, and powder before them; Armen�ans spread out the�r r�ch
handkerch�efs; Tatars turned the�r kabobs upon sp�ts; a Jew, w�th h�s
head thrust forward, was f�lter�ng some corn-brandy from a cask. But
the f�rst man they encountered was a Zaporozhetz (1) who was
sleep�ng �n the very m�ddle of the road w�th legs and arms
outstretched. Taras Bulba could not refra�n from halt�ng to adm�re
h�m. “How splend�dly developed he �s; phew, what a magn�f�cent
f�gure!” he sa�d, stopp�ng h�s horse. It was, �n fact, a str�k�ng p�cture.



Th�s Zaporozhetz had stretched h�mself out �n the road l�ke a l�on; h�s
scalp-lock, thrown proudly beh�nd h�m, extended over upwards of a
foot of ground; h�s trousers of r�ch red cloth were spotted w�th tar, to
show h�s utter d�sda�n for them. Hav�ng adm�red to h�s heart’s
content, Bulba passed on through the narrow street, crowded w�th
mechan�cs exerc�s�ng the�r trades, and w�th people of all nat�onal�t�es
who thronged th�s suburb of the Setch, resembl�ng a fa�r, and fed
and clothed the Setch �tself, wh�ch knew only how to revel and burn
powder.
(1) Sometimes written Zaporovian. 

At length they left the suburb beh�nd them, and perce�ved some
scattered kurens (2), covered w�th turf, or �n Tatar fash�on w�th felt.
Some were furn�shed w�th cannon. Nowhere were any fences v�s�ble,
or any of those low-roofed houses w�th verandahs supported upon
low wooden p�llars, such as were seen �n the suburb. A low wall and
a d�tch, totally unguarded, betokened a terr�ble degree of
recklessness. Some sturdy Zaporozhtz� ly�ng, p�pe �n mouth, �n the
very road, glanced �nd�fferently at them, but never moved from the�r
places. Taras threaded h�s way carefully among them, w�th h�s sons,
say�ng, “Good-day, gentles.”—“Good-day to you,” answered the
Zaporozhtz�. Scattered over the pla�n were p�cturesque groups. From
the�r weatherbeaten faces, �t was pla�n that all were steeled �n battle,
and had faced every sort of bad weather. And there �t was, the
Setch! There was the la�r from whence all those men, proud and
strong as l�ons, �ssued forth! There was the spot whence poured
forth l�berty and Cossacks all over the Ukra�ne.
(2) Enormous wooden sheds, each inhabited by a troop or kuren. 

The travellers entered the great square where the counc�l
generally met. On a huge overturned cask sat a Zaporozhetz w�thout
h�s sh�rt; he was hold�ng �t �n h�s hands, and slowly sew�ng up the
holes �n �t. Aga�n the�r way was stopped by a whole crowd of
mus�c�ans, �n the m�dst of whom a young Zaporozhetz was danc�ng,
w�th head thrown back and arms outstretched. He kept shout�ng,
“Play faster, mus�c�ans! Begrudge not, Thoma, brandy to these
orthodox Chr�st�ans!” And Thoma, w�th h�s blackened eye, went on
measur�ng out w�thout st�nt, to every one who presented h�mself, a
huge jugful.



About the youthful Zaporozhetz four old men, mov�ng the�r feet
qu�te br�skly, leaped l�ke a wh�rlw�nd to one s�de, almost upon the
mus�c�ans’ heads, and, suddenly, retreat�ng, squatted down and
drummed the hard earth v�gorously w�th the�r s�lver heels. The earth
hummed dully all about, and afar the a�r resounded w�th nat�onal
dance tunes beaten by the clang�ng heels of the�r boots.

But one shouted more loudly than all the rest, and flew after the
others �n the dance. H�s scalp-lock streamed �n the w�nd, h�s
muscular chest was bare, h�s warm, w�nter fur jacket was hang�ng by
the sleeves, and the persp�rat�on poured from h�m as from a p�g.
“Take off your jacket!” sa�d Taras at length: “see how he steams!”—“I
can’t,” shouted the Cossack. “Why?”—“I can’t: I have such a
d�spos�t�on that whatever I take off, I dr�nk up.” And �ndeed, the
young fellow had not had a cap for a long t�me, nor a belt to h�s
caftan, nor an embro�dered neckerch�ef: all had gone the proper
road. The throng �ncreased; more folk jo�ned the dancer: and �t was
�mposs�ble to observe w�thout emot�on how all y�elded to the �mpulse
of the dance, the freest, the w�ldest, the world has ever seen, st�ll
called from �ts m�ghty or�g�nators, the Kosachka.

“Oh, �f I had no horse to hold,” excla�med Taras, “I would jo�n the
dance myself.”

Meanwh�le there began to appear among the throng men who
were respected for the�r prowess throughout all the Setch—old
greyheads who had been leaders more than once. Taras soon found
a number of fam�l�ar faces. Ostap and Andr�� heard noth�ng but
greet�ngs. “Ah, �t �s you, Petcher�tza! Good day, Kozolup!”—“Whence
has God brought you, Taras?”—“How d�d you come here, Doloto?
Health to you, K�rdyaga! Ha�l to you, Gustu�! D�d I ever th�nk of
see�ng you, Remen?” And these heroes, gathered from all the rov�ng
populat�on of Eastern Russ�a, k�ssed each other and began to ask
quest�ons. “But what has become of Kasyan? Where �s Borodavka?
and Koloper? and P�dsu�tok?” And �n reply, Taras Bulba learned that
Borodavka had been hung at Tolopan, that Koloper had been flayed
al�ve at K�z�k�rmen, that P�dsu�tok’s head had been salted and sent �n
a cask to Constant�nople. Old Bulba hung h�s head and sa�d
thoughtfully, “They were good Cossacks.”





CHAPTER III
Taras Bulba and h�s sons had been �n the Setch about a week.

Ostap and Andr�� occup�ed themselves but l�ttle w�th the sc�ence of
war. The Setch was not fond of wast�ng t�me �n warl�ke exerc�ses.
The young generat�on learned these by exper�ence alone, �n the very
heat of battles, wh�ch were therefore �ncessant. The Cossacks
thought �t a nu�sance to f�ll up the �ntervals of th�s �nstruct�on w�th any
k�nd of dr�ll, except perhaps shoot�ng at a mark, and on rare
occas�ons w�th horse-rac�ng and w�ld-beast hunts on the steppes
and �n the forests. All the rest of the t�me was devoted to revelry—a
s�gn of the w�de d�ffus�on of moral l�berty. The whole of the Setch
presented an unusual scene: �t was one unbroken revel; a ball no�s�ly
begun, wh�ch had no end. Some bus�ed themselves w�th hand�crafts;
others kept l�ttle shops and traded; but the major�ty caroused from
morn�ng t�ll n�ght, �f the wherew�thal j�ngled �n the�r pockets, and �f the
booty they had captured had not already passed �nto the hands of
the shopkeepers and sp�r�t-sellers. Th�s un�versal revelry had
someth�ng fasc�nat�ng about �t. It was not an assemblage of topers,
who drank to drown sorrow, but s�mply a w�ld revelry of joy. Every
one who came th�ther forgot everyth�ng, abandoned everyth�ng
wh�ch had h�therto �nterested h�m. He, so to speak, spat upon h�s
past and gave h�mself recklessly up to freedom and the good-
fellowsh�p of men of the same stamp as h�mself—�dlers hav�ng
ne�ther relat�ves nor home nor fam�ly, noth�ng, �n short, save the free
sky and the eternal revel of the�r souls. Th�s gave r�se to that w�ld
ga�ety wh�ch could not have sprung from any other source. The tales
and talk current among the assembled crowd, repos�ng laz�ly on the
ground, were often so droll, and breathed such power of v�v�d
narrat�on, that �t requ�red all the nonchalance of a Zaporozhetz to
reta�n h�s �mmovable express�on, w�thout even a tw�tch of the
moustache—a feature wh�ch to th�s day d�st�ngu�shes the Southern
Russ�an from h�s northern brethren. It was drunken, no�sy m�rth; but



there was no dark ale-house where a man drowns thought �n
stupefy�ng �ntox�cat�on: �t was a dense throng of schoolboys.

The only d�fference as regarded the students was that, �nstead of
s�tt�ng under the po�nter and l�sten�ng to the worn-out doctr�nes of a
teacher, they pract�sed rac�ng w�th f�ve thousand horses; �nstead of
the f�eld where they had played ball, they had the boundless
borderlands, where at the s�ght of them the Tatar showed h�s keen
face and the Turk frowned gr�mly from under h�s green turban. The
d�fference was that, �nstead of be�ng forced to the compan�onsh�p of
school, they themselves had deserted the�r fathers and mothers and
fled from the�r homes; that here were those about whose neck a rope
had already been wound, and who, �nstead of pale death, had seen
l�fe, and l�fe �n all �ts �ntens�ty; those who, from generous hab�ts,
could never keep a co�n �n the�r pockets; those who had th�therto
regarded a ducat as wealth, and whose pockets, thanks to the Jew
revenue-farmers, could have been turned wrong s�de out w�thout any
danger of anyth�ng fall�ng from them. Here were students who could
not endure the academ�c rod, and had not carr�ed away a s�ngle
letter from the schools; but w�th them were also some who knew
about Horace, C�cero, and the Roman Republ�c. There were many
leaders who afterwards d�st�ngu�shed themselves �n the k�ng’s
arm�es; and there were numerous clever part�sans who cher�shed a
magnan�mous conv�ct�on that �t was of no consequence where they
fought, so long as they d�d f�ght, s�nce �t was a d�sgrace to an
honourable man to l�ve w�thout f�ght�ng. There were many who had
come to the Setch for the sake of be�ng able to say afterwards that
they had been there and were therefore hardened warr�ors. But who
was not there? Th�s strange republ�c was a necessary outgrowth of
the epoch. Lovers of a warl�ke l�fe, of golden beakers and r�ch
brocades, of ducats and gold p�eces, could always f�nd employment
there. The lovers of women alone could f�nd naught, for no woman
dared show herself even �n the suburbs of the Setch.

It seemed exceed�ngly strange to Ostap and Andr�� that, although
a crowd of people had come to the Setch w�th them, not a soul
�nqu�red, “Whence come these men? who are they? and what are
the�r names?” They had come th�ther as though return�ng to a home
whence they had departed only an hour before. The new-comer



merely presented h�mself to the Koschevo�, or head ch�ef of the
Setch, who generally sa�d, “Welcome! Do you bel�eve �n Chr�st?”—“I
do,” repl�ed the new-comer. “And do you bel�eve �n the Holy
Tr�n�ty?”—“I do.”—“And do you go to church?”—“I do.” “Now cross
yourself.” The new-comer crossed h�mself. “Very good,” repl�ed the
Koschevo�; “enter the kuren where you have most acqua�ntances.”
Th�s concluded the ceremony. And all the Setch prayed �n one
church, and were w�ll�ng to defend �t to the�r last drop of blood,
although they would not hearken to aught about fast�ng or
abst�nence. Jews, Armen�ans, and Tatars, �nsp�red by strong avar�ce,
took the l�berty of l�v�ng and trad�ng �n the suburbs; for the
Zaporozhtz� never cared for barga�n�ng, and pa�d whatever money
the�r hand chanced to grasp �n the�r pocket. Moreover, the lot of
these ga�n-lov�ng traders was p�t�able �n the extreme. They
resembled people settled at the foot of Vesuv�us; for when the
Zaporozhtz� lacked money, these bold adventurers broke down the�r
booths and took everyth�ng grat�s. The Setch cons�sted of over s�xty
kurens, each of wh�ch greatly resembled a separate �ndependent
republ�c, but st�ll more a school or sem�nary of ch�ldren, always ready
for anyth�ng. No one had any occupat�on; no one reta�ned anyth�ng
for h�mself; everyth�ng was �n the hands of the hetman of the kuren,
who, on that account, generally bore the t�tle of “father.” In h�s hands
were depos�ted the money, clothes, all the prov�s�ons, oatmeal,
gra�n, even the f�rewood. They gave h�m money to take care of.
Quarrels amongst the �nhab�tants of the kuren were not unfrequent;
and �n such cases they proceeded at once to blows. The �nhab�tants
of the kuren swarmed �nto the square, and smote each other w�th
the�r f�sts, unt�l one s�de had f�nally ga�ned the upper hand, when the
revelry began. Such was the Setch, wh�ch had such an attract�on for
young men.

Ostap and Andr�� flung themselves �nto th�s sea of d�ss�pat�on w�th
all the ardour of youth, forgot �n a tr�ce the�r father’s house, the
sem�nary, and all wh�ch had h�therto exerc�sed the�r m�nds, and gave
themselves wholly up to the�r new l�fe. Everyth�ng �nterested them—
the jov�al hab�ts of the Setch, and �ts chaot�c morals and laws, wh�ch
even seemed to them too str�ct for such a free republ�c. If a Cossack
stole the smallest tr�fle, �t was cons�dered a d�sgrace to the whole



Cossack commun�ty. He was bound to the p�llar of shame, and a
club was la�d bes�de h�m, w�th wh�ch each passer-by was bound to
deal h�m a blow unt�l �n th�s manner he was beaten to death. He who
d�d not pay h�s debts was cha�ned to a cannon, unt�l some one of h�s
comrades should dec�de to ransom h�m by pay�ng h�s debts for h�m.
But what made the deepest �mpress�on on Andr�� was the terr�ble
pun�shment decreed for murder. A hole was dug �n h�s presence, the
murderer was lowered al�ve �nto �t, and over h�m was placed a coff�n
conta�n�ng the body of the man he had k�lled, after wh�ch the earth
was thrown upon both. Long afterwards the fearful ceremony of th�s
horr�ble execut�on haunted h�s m�nd, and the man who had been
bur�ed al�ve appeared to h�m w�th h�s terr�ble coff�n.

Both the young Cossacks soon took a good stand�ng among the�r
fellows. They often sall�ed out upon the steppe w�th comrades from
the�r kuren, and somet�mes too w�th the whole kuren or w�th
ne�ghbour�ng kurens, to shoot the �nnumerable steppe-b�rds of every
sort, deer, and goats. Or they went out upon the lakes, the r�ver, and
�ts tr�butar�es allotted to each kuren, to throw the�r nets and draw out
r�ch prey for the enjoyment of the whole kuren. Although unversed �n
any trade exerc�sed by a Cossack, they were soon remarked among
the other youths for the�r obst�nate bravery and dar�ng �n everyth�ng.
Sk�lfully and accurately they f�red at the mark, and swam the Dn�eper
aga�nst the current—a deed for wh�ch the nov�ce was tr�umphantly
rece�ved �nto the c�rcle of Cossacks.

But old Taras was plann�ng a d�fferent sphere of act�v�ty for them.
Such an �dle l�fe was not to h�s m�nd; he wanted act�ve employment.
He reflected �ncessantly how to st�r up the Setch to some bold
enterpr�se, where�n a man could revel as became a warr�or. At length
he went one day to the Koschevo�, and sa�d pla�nly:—

“Well, Koschevo�, �t �s t�me for the Zaporozhtz� to set out.”
“There �s nowhere for them to go,” repl�ed the Koschevo�,

remov�ng h�s short p�pe from h�s mouth and sp�tt�ng to one s�de.
“What do you mean by nowhere? We can go to Turkey or Tatary.”
“Imposs�ble to go e�ther to Turkey or Tatary,” repl�ed the

Koschevo�, putt�ng h�s p�pe coolly �nto h�s mouth aga�n.
“Why �mposs�ble?”



“It �s so; we have prom�sed the Sultan peace.”
“But he �s a Mussulman; and God and the Holy Scr�ptures

command us to slay Mussulmans.”
“We have no r�ght. If we had not sworn by our fa�th, �t m�ght be

done; but now �t �s �mposs�ble.”
“How �s �t �mposs�ble? How can you say that we have no r�ght?

Here are my two sons, both young men. Ne�ther has been to war;
and you say that we have no r�ght, and that there �s no need for the
Zaporozhtz� to set out on an exped�t�on.”

“Well, �t �s not f�tt�ng.”
“Then �t must be f�tt�ng that Cossack strength should be wasted �n

va�n, that a man should d�sappear l�ke a dog w�thout hav�ng done a
s�ngle good deed, that he should be of no use to h�s country or to
Chr�st�an�ty! Why, then, do we l�ve? What the deuce do we l�ve for?
just tell me that. You are a sens�ble man, you were not chosen as
Koschevo� w�thout reason: so just tell me what we l�ve for?”

The Koschevo� made no reply to th�s quest�on. He was an
obst�nate Cossack. He was s�lent for a wh�le, and then sa�d,
“Anyway, there w�ll not be war.”

“There w�ll not be war?” Taras asked aga�n.
“No.”
“Then �t �s no use th�nk�ng about �t?”
“It �s not to be thought of.”
“Wa�t, you dev�l’s l�mb!” sa�d Taras to h�mself; “you shall learn to

know me!” and he at once resolved to have h�s revenge on the
Koschevo�.

Hav�ng made an agreement w�th several others, he gave them
l�quor; and the drunken Cossacks staggered �nto the square, where
on a post hung the kettledrums wh�ch were generally beaten to
assemble the people. Not f�nd�ng the st�cks, wh�ch were kept by the
drummer, they se�zed a p�ece of wood and began to beat. The f�rst to
respond to the drum-beat was the drummer, a tall man w�th but one
eye, but a fr�ghtfully sleepy one for all that.

“Who dares to beat the drum?” he shouted.



“Hold your tongue! take your st�cks, and beat when you are
ordered!” repl�ed the drunken men.

The drummer at once took from h�s pocket the st�cks wh�ch he had
brought w�th h�m, well know�ng the result of such proceed�ngs. The
drum rattled, and soon black swarms of Cossacks began to collect
l�ke bees �n the square. All formed �n a r�ng; and at length, after the
th�rd summons, the ch�efs began to arr�ve—the Koschevo� w�th staff
�n hand, the symbol of h�s off�ce; the judge w�th the army-seal; the
secretary w�th h�s �nk-bottle; and the osaul w�th h�s staff. The
Koschevo� and the ch�efs took off the�r caps and bowed on all s�des
to the Cossacks, who stood proudly w�th the�r arms ak�mbo.

“What means th�s assemblage? what do you w�sh, gentles?” sa�d
the Koschevo�. Shouts and exclamat�ons �nterrupted h�s speech.

“Res�gn your staff! res�gn your staff th�s moment, you son of Satan!
we w�ll have you no longer!” shouted some of the Cossacks �n the
crowd. Some of the sober ones appeared to w�sh to oppose th�s, but
both sober and drunken fell to blows. The shout�ng and uproar
became un�versal.

The Koschevo� attempted to speak; but know�ng that the self-
w�lled mult�tude, �f enraged, m�ght beat h�m to death, as almost
always happened �n such cases, he bowed very low, la�d down h�s
staff, and h�d h�mself �n the crowd.

“Do you command us, gentles, to res�gn our �ns�gn�a of off�ce?”
sa�d the judge, the secretary, and the osaul, as they prepared to g�ve
up the �nk-horn, army-seal, and staff, upon the spot.

“No, you are to rema�n!” was shouted from the crowd. “We only
wanted to dr�ve out the Koschevo� because he �s a woman, and we
want a man for Koschevo�.”

“Whom do you now elect as Koschevo�?” asked the ch�efs.
“We choose Kukubenko,” shouted some.
“We won’t have Kukubenko!” screamed another party: “he �s too

young; the m�lk has not dr�ed off h�s l�ps yet.”
“Let Sch�lo be hetman!” shouted some: “make Sch�lo our

Koschevo�!”



“Away w�th your Sch�lo!” yelled the crowd; “what k�nd of a Cossack
�s he who �s as th�ev�sh as a Tatar? To the dev�l �n a sack w�th your
drunken Sch�lo!”

“Borodaty! let us make Borodaty our Koschevo�!”
“We won’t have Borodaty! To the ev�l one’s mother w�th Borodaty!”
“Shout K�rdyanga!” wh�spered Taras Bulba to several.
“K�rdyanga, K�rdyanga!” shouted the crowd. “Borodaty, Borodaty!

K�rdyanga, K�rdyanga! Sch�lo! Away w�th Sch�lo! K�rdyanga!”
All the cand�dates, on hear�ng the�r names ment�oned, qu�tted the

crowd, �n order not to g�ve any one a chance of suppos�ng that they
were personally ass�st�ng �n the�r elect�on.

“K�rdyanga, K�rdyanga!” echoed more strongly than the rest.
“Borodaty!”
They proceeded to dec�de the matter by a show of hands, and

K�rdyanga won.
“Fetch K�rdyanga!” they shouted. Half a score of Cossacks

�mmed�ately left the crowd—some of them hardly able to keep the�r
feet, to such an extent had they drunk—and went d�rectly to
K�rdyanga to �nform h�m of h�s elect�on.

K�rdyanga, a very old but w�se Cossack, had been s�tt�ng for some
t�me �n h�s kuren, as �f he knew noth�ng of what was go�ng on.

“What �s �t, gentles? What do you w�sh?” he �nqu�red.
“Come, they have chosen you for Koschevo�.”
“Have mercy, gentles!” sa�d K�rdyanga. “How can I be worthy of

such honour? Why should I be made Koschevo�? I have not
suff�c�ent capac�ty to f�ll such a post. Could no better person be found
�n all the army?”

“Come, I say!” shouted the Zaporozhtz�. Two of them se�zed h�m
by the arms; and �n sp�te of h�s plant�ng h�s feet f�rmly they f�nally
dragged h�m to the square, accompany�ng h�s progress w�th shouts,
blows from beh�nd w�th the�r f�sts, k�cks, and exhortat�ons. “Don’t
hold back, you son of Satan! Accept the honour, you dog, when �t �s
g�ven!” In th�s manner K�rdyanga was conducted �nto the r�ng of
Cossacks.



“How now, gentles?” announced those who had brought h�m, “are
you agreed that th�s Cossack shall be your Koschevo�?”

“We are all agreed!” shouted the throng, and the whole pla�n
trembled for a long t�me afterwards from the shout.

One of the ch�efs took the staff and brought �t to the newly elected
Koschevo�. K�rdyanga, �n accordance w�th custom, �mmed�ately
refused �t. The ch�ef offered �t a second t�me; K�rdyanga aga�n
refused �t, and then, at the th�rd offer, accepted the staff. A cry of
approbat�on rang out from the crowd, and aga�n the whole pla�n
resounded afar w�th the Cossacks’ shout. Then there stepped out
from among the people the four oldest of them all, wh�te-bearded,
wh�te-ha�red Cossacks; though there were no very old men �n the
Setch, for none of the Zaporozhtz� ever d�ed �n the�r beds. Tak�ng
each a handful of earth, wh�ch recent ra�n had converted �nto mud,
they la�d �t on K�rdyanga’s head. The wet earth tr�ckled down from h�s
head on to h�s moustache and cheeks and smeared h�s whole face.
But K�rdyanga stood �mmovable �n h�s place, and thanked the
Cossacks for the honour shown h�m.

Thus ended the no�sy elect�on, concern�ng wh�ch we cannot say
whether �t was as pleas�ng to the others as �t was to Bulba; by
means of �t he had revenged h�mself on the former Koschevo�.
Moreover, K�rdyanga was an old comrade, and had been w�th h�m on
the same exped�t�ons by sea and land, shar�ng the to�ls and
hardsh�ps of war. The crowd �mmed�ately d�spersed to celebrate the
elect�on, and such revelry ensued as Ostap and Andr�� had not yet
beheld. The taverns were attacked and mead, corn-brandy, and beer
se�zed w�thout payment, the owners be�ng only too glad to escape
w�th whole sk�ns themselves. The whole n�ght passed am�d shouts,
songs, and rejo�c�ngs; and the r�s�ng moon gazed long at troops of
mus�c�ans travers�ng the streets w�th gu�tars, flutes, tambour�nes,
and the church cho�r, who were kept �n the Setch to s�ng �n church
and glor�fy the deeds of the Zaporozhtz�. At length drunkenness and
fat�gue began to overpower even these strong heads, and here and
there a Cossack could be seen to fall to the ground, embrac�ng a
comrade �n fraternal fash�on; wh�lst maudl�n, and even weep�ng, the
latter rolled upon the earth w�th h�m. Here a whole group would l�e



down �n a heap; there a man would choose the most comfortable
pos�t�on and stretch h�mself out on a log of wood. The last, and
strongest, st�ll uttered some �ncoherent speeches; f�nally even they,
y�eld�ng to the power of �ntox�cat�on, flung themselves down and all
the Setch slept.



CHAPTER IV
But next day Taras Bulba had a conference w�th the new

Koschevo� as to the method of exc�t�ng the Cossacks to some
enterpr�se. The Koschevo�, a shrewd and sens�ble Cossack, who
knew the Zaporozhtz� thoroughly, sa�d at f�rst, “Oaths cannot be
v�olated by any means”; but after a pause added, “No matter, �t can
be done. We w�ll not v�olate them, but let us dev�se someth�ng. Let
the people assemble, not at my summons, but of the�r own accord.
You know how to manage that; and I w�ll hasten to the square w�th
the ch�efs, as though we know noth�ng about �t.”

Not an hour had elapsed after the�r conversat�on, when the drums
aga�n thundered. The drunken and senseless Cossacks assembled.
A myr�ad Cossack caps were spr�nkled over the square. A murmur
arose, “Why? What? Why was the assembly beaten?” No one
answered. At length, �n one quarter and another, �t began to be
rumoured about, “Behold, the Cossack strength �s be�ng va�nly
wasted: there �s no war! Behold, our leaders have become as
marmots, every one; the�r eyes sw�m �n fat! Pla�nly, there �s no just�ce
�n the world!” The other Cossacks l�stened at f�rst, and then began
themselves to say, “In truth, there �s no just�ce �n the world!” The�r
leaders seemed surpr�sed at these utterances. F�nally the Koschevo�
stepped forward: “Perm�t me, Cossacks, to address you.”

“Do so!”
“Touch�ng the matter �n quest�on, gentles, none know better than

yourselves that many Zaporozhtz� have run �n debt to the Jew ale-
house keepers and to the�r brethren, so that now they have not an
atom of cred�t. Aga�n, touch�ng the matter �n quest�on, there are
many young fellows who have no �dea of what war �s l�ke, although
you know, gentles, that w�thout war a young man cannot ex�st. How
make a Zaporozhetz out of h�m �f he has never k�lled a Mussulman?”

“He speaks well,” thought Bulba.



“Th�nk not, however, gentles, that I speak thus �n order to break
the truce; God forb�d! I merely ment�on �t. Bes�des, �t �s a shame to
see what sort of church we have for our God. Not only has the
church rema�ned w�thout exter�or decorat�on dur�ng all the years
wh�ch by God’s mercy the Setch has stood, but up to th�s day even
the holy p�ctures have no adornments. No one has even thought of
mak�ng them a s�lver frame; they have only rece�ved what some
Cossacks have left them �n the�r w�lls; and these g�fts were poor,
s�nce they had drunk up nearly all they had dur�ng the�r l�fet�me. I am
mak�ng you th�s speech, therefore, not �n order to st�r up a war
aga�nst the Mussulmans; we have prom�sed the Sultan peace, and �t
would be a great s�n �n us to break th�s prom�se, for we swore �t on
our law.”

“What �s he m�x�ng th�ngs up l�ke that for?” sa�d Bulba to h�mself.
“So you see, gentles, that war cannot be begun; honour does not

perm�t �t. But accord�ng to my poor op�n�on, we m�ght, I th�nk, send
out a few young men �n boats and let them plunder the coasts of
Anatol�a a l�ttle. What do you th�nk, gentles?”

“Lead us, lead us all!” shouted the crowd on all s�des. “We are
ready to lay down our l�ves for our fa�th.”

The Koschevo� was alarmed. He by no means w�shed to st�r up all
Zaporozhe; a breach of the truce appeared to h�m on th�s occas�on
unsu�table. “Perm�t me, gentles, to address you further.”

“Enough!” yelled the Cossacks; “you can say noth�ng better.”
“If �t must be so, then let �t be so. I am the slave of your w�ll. We

know, and from Scr�pture too, that the vo�ce of the people �s the
vo�ce of God. It �s �mposs�ble to dev�se anyth�ng better than the
whole nat�on has dev�sed. But here l�es the d�ff�culty; you know,
gentles, that the Sultan w�ll not perm�t that wh�ch del�ghts our young
men to go unpun�shed. We should be prepared at such a t�me, and
our forces should be fresh, and then we should fear no one. But
dur�ng the�r absence the Tatars may assemble fresh forces; the dogs
do not show themselves �n s�ght and dare not come wh�le the master
�s at home, but they can b�te h�s heels from beh�nd, and b�te pa�nfully
too. And �f I must tell you the truth, we have not boats enough, nor



powder ready �n suff�c�ent quant�ty, for all to go. But I am ready, �f you
please; I am the slave of your w�ll.”

The cunn�ng hetman was s�lent. The var�ous groups began to
d�scuss the matter, and the hetmans of the kurens to take counsel
together; few were drunk fortunately, so they dec�ded to l�sten to
reason.

A number of men set out at once for the oppos�te shore of the
Dn�eper, to the treasury of the army, where �n str�ctest secrecy, under
water and among the reeds, lay concealed the army chest and a
port�on of the arms captured from the enemy. Others hastened to
�nspect the boats and prepare them for serv�ce. In a tw�nkl�ng the
whole shore was thronged w�th men. Carpenters appeared w�th axes
�n the�r hands. Old, weatherbeaten, broad-shouldered, strong-legged
Zaporozhtz�, w�th black or s�lvered moustaches, rolled up the�r
trousers, waded up to the�r knees �n water, and dragged the boats on
to the shore w�th stout ropes; others brought seasoned t�mber and all
sorts of wood. The boats were freshly planked, turned bottom
upwards, caulked and tarred, and then bound together s�de by s�de
after Cossack fash�on, w�th long strands of reeds, so that the swell of
the waves m�ght not s�nk them. Far along the shore they bu�lt f�res
and heated tar �n copper cauldrons to smear the boats. The old and
the exper�enced �nstructed the young. The blows and shouts of the
workers rose all over the ne�ghbourhood; the bank shook and moved
about.

About th�s t�me a large ferry-boat began to near the shore. The
mass of people stand�ng �n �t began to wave the�r hands from a
d�stance. They were Cossacks �n torn, ragged gaberd�nes. The�r
d�sordered garments, for many had on noth�ng but the�r sh�rts, w�th a
short p�pe �n the�r mouths, showed that they had e�ther escaped from
some d�saster or had caroused to such an extent that they had drunk
up all they had on the�r bod�es. A short, broad-shouldered Cossack
of about f�fty stepped out from the m�dst of them and stood �n front.
He shouted and waved h�s hand more v�gorously than any of the
others; but h�s words could not be heard for the cr�es and hammer�ng
of the workmen.



“Whence come you!” asked the Koschevo�, as the boat touched
the shore. All the workers paused �n the�r labours, and, ra�s�ng the�r
axes and ch�sels, looked on expectantly.

“From a m�sfortune!” shouted the short Cossack.
“From what?”
“Perm�t me, noble Zaporozhtz�, to address you.”
“Speak!”
“Or would you prefer to assemble a counc�l?”
“Speak, we are all here.”
The people all pressed together �n one mass.
“Have you then heard noth�ng of what has been go�ng on �n the

hetman’s dom�n�ons?”
“What �s �t?” �nqu�red one of the kuren hetmans.
“Eh! what! Ev�dently the Tatars have plastered up your ears so that

you m�ght hear noth�ng.”
“Tell us then; what has been go�ng on there?”
“That �s go�ng on the l�ke of wh�ch no man born or chr�stened ever

yet has seen.”
“Tell us what �t �s, you son of a dog!” shouted one of the crowd,

apparently los�ng pat�ence.
“Th�ngs have come to such a pass that our holy churches are no

longer ours.”
“How not ours?”
“They are pledged to the Jews. If the Jew �s not f�rst pa�d, there

can be no mass.”
“What are you say�ng?”
“And �f the dog of a Jew does not make a s�gn w�th h�s unclean

hand over the holy Easter-bread, �t cannot be consecrated.”
“He l�es, brother gentles. It cannot be that an unclean Jew puts h�s

mark upon the holy Easter-bread.”
“L�sten! I have not yet told all. Cathol�c pr�ests are go�ng about all

over the Ukra�ne �n carts. The harm l�es not �n the carts, but �n the
fact that not horses, but orthodox Chr�st�ans (1), are harnessed to



them. L�sten! I have not yet told all. They say that the Jewesses are
mak�ng themselves pett�coats out of our popes’ vestments. Such are
the deeds that are tak�ng place �n the Ukra�ne, gentles! And you s�t
here revell�ng �n Zaporozhe; and ev�dently the Tatars have so scared
you that you have no eyes, no ears, no anyth�ng, and know noth�ng
that �s go�ng on �n the world.”



(1) That is of the Greek Church. The Poles were Catholics. 

“Stop, stop!” broke �n the Koschevo�, who up to that moment had
stood w�th h�s eyes f�xed upon the earth l�ke all Zaporozhtz�, who, on
�mportant occas�ons, never y�elded to the�r f�rst �mpulse, but kept
s�lence, and meanwh�le concentrated �nwardly all the power of the�r
�nd�gnat�on. “Stop! I also have a word to say. But what were you
about? When your father the dev�l was rag�ng thus, what were you
do�ng yourselves? Had you no swords? How came you to perm�t
such lawlessness?”

“Eh! how d�d we come to perm�t such lawlessness? You would
have tr�ed when there were f�fty thousand of the Lyakhs (2) alone;
yes, and �t �s a shame not to be concealed, when there are also dogs
among us who have already accepted the�r fa�th.”
(2) Lyakhs, an opprobrious name for the Poles. 

“But your hetman and your leaders, what have they done?”
“God preserve any one from such deeds as our leaders

performed!”
“How so?”
“Our hetman, roasted �n a brazen ox, now l�es �n Warsaw; and the

heads and hands of our leaders are be�ng carr�ed to all the fa�rs as a
spectacle for the people. That �s what our leaders d�d.”

The whole throng became w�ldly exc�ted. At f�rst s�lence re�gned all
along the shore, l�ke that wh�ch precedes a tempest; and then
suddenly vo�ces were ra�sed and all the shore spoke:—

“What! The Jews hold the Chr�st�an churches �n pledge! Roman
Cathol�c pr�ests have harnessed and beaten orthodox Chr�st�ans!
What! such torture has been perm�tted on Russ�an so�l by the cursed
unbel�evers! And they have done such th�ngs to the leaders and the
hetman? Nay, th�s shall not be, �t shall not be.” Such words came
from all quarters. The Zaporozhtz� were moved, and knew the�r
power. It was not the exc�tement of a g�ddy-m�nded folk. All who
were thus ag�tated were strong, f�rm characters, not eas�ly aroused,
but, once aroused, preserv�ng the�r �nward heat long and obst�nately.
“Hang all the Jews!” rang through the crowd. “They shall not make
pett�coats for the�r Jewesses out of popes’ vestments! They shall not
place the�r s�gns upon the holy wafers! Drown all the heathens �n the



Dn�eper!” These words uttered by some one �n the throng flashed
l�ke l�ghtn�ng through all m�nds, and the crowd flung themselves upon
the suburb w�th the �ntent�on of cutt�ng the throats of all the Jews.

The poor sons of Israel, los�ng all presence of m�nd, and not be�ng
�n any case courageous, h�d themselves �n empty brandy-casks, �n
ovens, and even crawled under the sk�rts of the�r Jewesses; but the
Cossacks found them wherever they were.

“Grac�ous nobles!” shr�eked one Jew, tall and th�n as a st�ck,
thrust�ng h�s sorry v�sage, d�storted w�th terror, from among a group
of h�s comrades, “grac�ous nobles! suffer us to say a word, only one
word. We w�ll reveal to you what you never yet have heard, a th�ng
more �mportant than I can say—very �mportant!”

“Well, say �t,” sa�d Bulba, who always l�ked to hear what an
accused man had to say.

“Grac�ous nobles,” excla�med the Jew, “such nobles were never
seen, by heavens, never! Such good, k�nd, and brave men there
never were �n the world before!” H�s vo�ce d�ed away and qu�vered
w�th fear. “How was �t poss�ble that we should th�nk any ev�l of the
Zaporozhtz�? Those men are not of us at all, those who have taken
pledges �n the Ukra�ne. By heavens, they are not of us! They are not
Jews at all. The ev�l one alone knows what they are; they are only f�t
to be sp�t upon and cast as�de. Behold, my brethren, say the same!
Is �t not true, Schloma? �s �t not true, Schmul?”

“By heavens, �t �s true!” repl�ed Schloma and Schmul, from among
the crowd, both pale as clay, �n the�r ragged caps.

“We never yet,” cont�nued the tall Jew, “have had any secret
�ntercourse w�th your enem�es, and we w�ll have noth�ng to do w�th
Cathol�cs; may the ev�l one fly away w�th them! We are l�ke own
brothers to the Zaporozhtz�.”

“What! the Zaporozhtz� are brothers to you!” excla�med some one
�n the crowd. “Don’t wa�t! the cursed Jews! Into the Dn�eper w�th
them, gentles! Drown all the unbel�evers!”

These words were the s�gnal. They se�zed the Jews by the arms
and began to hurl them �nto the waves. P�t�ful cr�es resounded on all
s�des; but the stern Zaporozhtz� only laughed when they saw the



Jew�sh legs, cased �n shoes and stock�ngs, struggl�ng �n the a�r. The
poor orator who had called down destruct�on upon h�mself jumped
out of the caftan, by wh�ch they had se�zed h�m, and �n h�s scant
part�-coloured under wa�stcoat clasped Bulba’s legs, and cr�ed, �n
p�teous tones, “Great lord! grac�ous noble! I knew your brother, the
late Doroscha. He was a warr�or who was an ornament to all
kn�ghthood. I gave h�m e�ght hundred sequ�ns when he was obl�ged
to ransom h�mself from the Turks.”

“You knew my brother?” asked Taras.
“By heavens, I knew h�m. He was a magn�f�cent nobleman.”
“And what �s your name?”
“Yankel.”
“Good,” sa�d Taras; and after reflect�ng, he turned to the Cossacks

and spoke as follows: “There w�ll always be plenty of t�me to hang
the Jew, �f �t proves necessary; but for to-day g�ve h�m to me.”

So say�ng, Taras led h�m to h�s waggon, bes�de wh�ch stood h�s
Cossacks. “Crawl under the waggon; l�e down, and do not move.
And you, brothers, do not surrender th�s Jew.”

So say�ng, he returned to the square, for the whole crowd had long
s�nce collected there. All had at once abandoned the shore and the
preparat�on of the boats; for a land-journey now awa�ted them, and
not a sea-voyage, and they needed horses and waggons, not sh�ps.
All, both young and old, wanted to go on the exped�t�on; and �t was
dec�ded, on the adv�ce of the ch�efs, the hetmans of the kurens, and
the Koschevo�, and w�th the approbat�on of the whole Zaporozhtz�an
army, to march stra�ght to Poland, to avenge the �njury and d�sgrace
to the�r fa�th and to Cossack renown, to se�ze booty from the c�t�es,
to burn v�llages and gra�n, and spread the�r glory far over the steppe.
All at once g�rded and armed themselves. The Koschevo� grew a
whole foot taller. He was no longer the t�m�d executor of the restless
w�shes of a free people, but the�r untrammelled master. He was a
despot, who know only to command. All the �ndependent and
pleasure-lov�ng warr�ors stood �n an orderly l�ne, w�th respectfully
bowed heads, not ventur�ng to ra�se the�r eyes, when the Koschevo�
gave h�s orders. He gave these qu�etly, w�thout shout�ng and w�thout
haste, but w�th pauses between, l�ke an exper�enced man deeply



learned �n Cossack affa�rs, and carry�ng �nto execut�on, not for the
f�rst t�me, a w�sely matured enterpr�se.

“Exam�ne yourselves, look well to yourselves; exam�ne all your
equ�pments thoroughly,” he sa�d; “put your teams and your tar-boxes
(3) �n order; test your weapons. Take not many clothes w�th you: a
sh�rt and a couple of pa�rs of trousers to each Cossack, and a pot of
oatmeal and m�llet ap�ece—let no one take any more. There w�ll be
plenty of prov�s�ons, all that �s needed, �n the waggons. Let every
Cossack have two horses. And two hundred yoke of oxen must be
taken, for we shall requ�re them at the fords and marshy places.
Keep order, gentles, above all th�ngs. I know that there are some
among you whom God has made so greedy that they would l�ke to
tear up s�lk and velvet for foot-cloths. Leave off such dev�l�sh hab�ts;
reject all garments as plunder, and take only weapons: though �f
valuables offer themselves, ducats or s�lver, they are useful �n any
case. I tell you th�s beforehand, gentles, �f any one gets drunk on the
exped�t�on, he w�ll have a short shr�ft: I w�ll have h�m dragged by the
neck l�ke a dog beh�nd the baggage waggons, no matter who he may
be, even were he the most hero�c Cossack �n the whole army; he
shall be shot on the spot l�ke a dog, and flung out, w�thout sepulture,
to be torn by the b�rds of prey, for a drunkard on the march deserves
no Chr�st�an bur�al. Young men, obey the old men �n all th�ngs! If a
ball grazes you, or a sword cuts your head or any other part, attach
no �mportance to such tr�fles. M�x a charge of powder �n a cup of
brandy, quaff �t heart�ly, and all w�ll pass off—you w�ll not even have
any fever; and �f the wound �s large, put s�mple earth upon �t, m�x�ng
�t f�rst w�th sp�ttle �n your palm, and that w�ll dry �t up. And now to
work, to work, lads, and look well to all, and w�thout haste.”
(3) The Cossack waggons have their axles smeared with tar instead of 
    grease. 

So spoke the Koschevo�; and no sooner had he f�n�shed h�s
speech than all the Cossacks at once set to work. All the Setch grew
sober. Nowhere was a s�ngle drunken man to be found, �t was as
though there never had been such a th�ng among the Cossacks.
Some attended to the tyres of the wheels, others changed the axles
of the waggons; some carr�ed sacks of prov�s�ons to them or leaded
them w�th arms; others aga�n drove up the horses and oxen. On all



s�des resounded the tramp of horses’ hoofs, test-shots from the
guns, the clank of swords, the low�ng of oxen, the screech of roll�ng
waggons, talk�ng, sharp cr�es and urg�ng-on of cattle. Soon the
Cossack force spread far over all the pla�n; and he who m�ght have
undertaken to run from �ts van to �ts rear would have had a long
course. In the l�ttle wooden church the pr�est was offer�ng up prayers
and spr�nkl�ng all worsh�ppers w�th holy water. All k�ssed the cross.
When the camp broke up and the army moved out of the Setch, all
the Zaporozhtz� turned the�r heads back. “Farewell, our mother!” they
sa�d almost �n one breath. “May God preserve thee from all
m�sfortune!”

As he passed through the suburb, Taras Bulba saw that h�s Jew,
Yankel, had already erected a sort of booth w�th an awn�ng, and was
sell�ng fl�nt, screwdr�vers, powder, and all sorts of m�l�tary stores
needed on the road, even to rolls and bread. “What dev�ls these
Jews are!” thought Taras; and r�d�ng up to h�m, he sa�d, “Fool, why
are you s�tt�ng here? do you want to be shot l�ke a crow?”

Yankel �n reply approached nearer, and mak�ng a s�gn w�th both
hands, as though w�sh�ng to �mpart some secret, sa�d, “Let the noble
lord but keep s�lence and say noth�ng to any one. Among the
Cossack waggons �s a waggon of m�ne. I am carry�ng all sorts of
needful stores for the Cossacks, and on the journey I w�ll furn�sh
every sort of prov�s�ons at a lower pr�ce than any Jew ever sold at
before. ‘T�s so, by heavens! by heavens, ‘t�s so!”

Taras Bulba shrugged h�s shoulders �n amazement at the Jew�sh
nature, and went on to the camp.



CHAPTER V
All South-west Poland speed�ly became a prey to fear. Everywhere

the rumour flew, “The Zaporozhtz�! The Zaporozhtz� have appeared!”
All who could flee d�d so. All rose and scattered after the manner of
that lawless, reckless age, when they bu�lt ne�ther fortresses nor
castles, but each man erected a temporary dwell�ng of straw
wherever he happened to f�nd h�mself. He thought, “It �s useless to
waste money and labour on an �zba, when the rov�ng Tatars w�ll
carry �t off �n any case.” All was �n an uproar: one exchanged h�s
plough and oxen for a horse and gun, and jo�ned an armed band;
another, seek�ng concealment, drove off h�s cattle and carr�ed off all
the household stuff he could. Occas�onally, on the road, some were
encountered who met the�r v�s�tors w�th arms �n the�r hands; but the
major�ty fled before the�r arr�val. All knew that �t was hard to deal w�th
the rag�ng and warl�ke throng known by the name of the Zaporozh�an
army; a body wh�ch, under �ts �ndependent and d�sorderly exter�or,
concealed an organ�sat�on well calculated for t�mes of battle. The
horsemen rode stead�ly on w�thout overburden�ng or heat�ng the�r
horses; the foot-sold�ers marched only by n�ght, rest�ng dur�ng the
day, and select�ng for th�s purpose desert tracts, un�nhab�ted spots,
and forests, of wh�ch there were then plenty. Sp�es and scouts were
sent ahead to study the t�me, place, and method of attack. And lo!
the Zaporozhtz� suddenly appeared �n those places where they were
least expected: then all were put to the sword; the v�llages were
burned; and the horses and cattle wh�ch were not dr�ven off beh�nd
the army k�lled upon the spot. They seemed to be f�ercely revell�ng,
rather than carry�ng out a m�l�tary exped�t�on. Our ha�r would stand
on end nowadays at the horr�ble tra�ts of that f�erce, half-c�v�l�sed
age, wh�ch the Zaporozhtz� everywhere exh�b�ted: ch�ldren k�lled,
women’s breasts cut open, the sk�n flayed from the legs up to the
knees, and the v�ct�m then set at l�berty. In short, the Cossacks pa�d
the�r former debts �n co�n of full we�ght. The abbot of one monastery,
on hear�ng of the�r approach, sent two monks to say that they were



not behav�ng as they should; that there was an agreement between
the Zaporozhtz� and the government; that they were break�ng fa�th
w�th the k�ng, and v�olat�ng all �nternat�onal r�ghts. “Tell your b�shop
from me and from all the Zaporozhtz�,” sa�d the Koschevo�, “that he
has noth�ng to fear: the Cossacks, so far, have only l�ghted and
smoked the�r p�pes.” And the magn�f�cent abbey was soon wrapped
�n the devour�ng flames, �ts tall Goth�c w�ndows show�ng gr�mly
through the waves of f�re as they parted. The flee�ng mass of monks,
women, and Jews thronged �nto those towns where any hope lay �n
the garr�son and the c�v�c forces. The a�d sent �n season by the
government, but delayed on the way, cons�sted of a few troops wh�ch
e�ther were unable to enter the towns or, se�zed w�th fr�ght, turned
the�r backs at the very f�rst encounter and fled on the�r sw�ft horses.
However, several of the royal commanders, who had conquered �n
former battles, resolved to un�te the�r forces and confront the
Zaporozhtz�.

And here, above all, d�d our young Cossacks, d�sgusted w�th
p�llage, greed, and a feeble foe, and burn�ng w�th the des�re to
d�st�ngu�sh themselves �n presence of the�r ch�efs, seek to measure
themselves �n s�ngle combat w�th the warl�ke and boastful Lyakhs,
pranc�ng on the�r sp�r�ted horses, w�th the sleeves of the�r jackets
thrown back and stream�ng �n the w�nd. Th�s game was �nsp�r�t�ng;
they won at �t many costly sets of horse-trapp�ngs and valuable
weapons. In a month the scarcely fledged b�rds atta�ned the�r full
growth, were completely transformed, and became men; the�r
features, �n wh�ch h�therto a trace of youthful softness had been
v�s�ble, grew strong and gr�m. But �t was pleasant to old Taras to see
h�s sons among the foremost. It seemed as though Ostap were
des�gned by nature for the game of war and the d�ff�cult sc�ence of
command. Never once los�ng h�s head or becom�ng confused under
any c�rcumstances, he could, w�th a cool audac�ty almost
supernatural �n a youth of two-and-twenty, �n an �nstant gauge the
danger and the whole scope of the matter, could at once dev�se a
means of escap�ng, but of escap�ng only that he m�ght the more
surely conquer. H�s movements now began to be marked by the
assurance wh�ch comes from exper�ence, and �n them could be
detected the germ of the future leader. H�s person strengthened, and



h�s bear�ng grew majest�cally leon�ne. “What a f�ne leader he w�ll
make one of these days!” sa�d old Taras. “He w�ll make a splend�d
leader, far surpass�ng even h�s father!”

Andr�� gave h�mself up wholly to the enchant�ng mus�c of blades
and bullets. He knew not what �t was to cons�der, or calculate, or to
measure h�s own as aga�nst the enemy’s strength. He gazed on
battle w�th mad del�ght and �ntox�cat�on: he found someth�ng festal �n
the moments when a man’s bra�n burns, when all th�ngs wave and
flutter before h�s eyes, when heads are str�cken off, horses fall to the
earth w�th a sound of thunder, and he r�des on l�ke a drunken man,
am�d the wh�stl�ng of bullets and the flash�ng of swords, deal�ng
blows to all, and heed�ng not those a�med at h�mself. More than once
the�r father marvelled too at Andr��, see�ng h�m, st�rred only by a flash
of �mpulse, dash at someth�ng wh�ch a sens�ble man �n cold blood
never would have attempted, and, by the sheer force of h�s mad
attack, accompl�sh such wonders as could not but amaze even men
grown old �n battle. Old Taras adm�red and sa�d, “And he too w�ll
make a good warr�or �f the enemy does not capture h�m meanwh�le.
He �s not Ostap, but he �s a dash�ng warr�or, nevertheless.”

The army dec�ded to march stra�ght on the c�ty of Dubno, wh�ch,
rumour sa�d, conta�ned much wealth and many r�ch �nhab�tants. The
journey was accompl�shed �n a day and a half, and the Zaporozhtz�
appeared before the c�ty. The �nhab�tants resolved to defend
themselves to the utmost extent of the�r power, and to f�ght to the last
extrem�ty, preferr�ng to d�e �n the�r squares and streets, and on the�r
thresholds, rather than adm�t the enemy to the�r houses. A h�gh
rampart of earth surrounded the c�ty; and �n places where �t was low
or weak, �t was strengthened by a wall of stone, or a house wh�ch
served as a redoubt, or even an oaken stockade. The garr�son was
strong and aware of the �mportance of the�r pos�t�on. The
Zaporozhtz� attacked the wall f�ercely, but were met w�th a shower of
grapeshot. The c�t�zens and res�dents of the town ev�dently d�d not
w�sh to rema�n �dle, but gathered on the ramparts; �n the�r eyes could
be read desperate res�stance. The women too were determ�ned to
take part �n the fray, and upon the heads of the Zaporozh�ans ra�ned
down stones, casks of bo�l�ng water, and sacks of l�me wh�ch bl�nded
them. The Zaporozhtz� were not fond of hav�ng anyth�ng to do w�th



fort�f�ed places: s�eges were not �n the�r l�ne. The Koschevo� ordered
them to retreat, say�ng, “It �s useless, brother gentles; we w�ll ret�re:
but may I be a heathen Tatar, and not a Chr�st�an, �f we do not clear
them out of that town! may they all per�sh of hunger, the dogs!” The
army retreated, surrounded the town, and, for lack of someth�ng to
do, bus�ed themselves w�th devastat�ng the surround�ng country,
burn�ng the ne�ghbour�ng v�llages and the r�cks of unthreshed gra�n,
and turn�ng the�r droves of horses loose �n the cornf�elds, as yet
untouched by the reap�ng-hook, where the plump ears waved, fru�t,
as luck would have �t, of an unusually good harvest wh�ch should
have l�berally rewarded all t�llers of the so�l that season.

W�th horror those �n the c�ty beheld the�r means of subs�stence
destroyed. Meanwh�le the Zaporozhtz�, hav�ng formed a double r�ng
of the�r waggons around the c�ty, d�sposed themselves as �n the
Setch �n kurens, smoked the�r p�pes, bartered the�r booty for
weapons, played at leapfrog and odd-and-even, and gazed at the
c�ty w�th deadly cold-bloodedness. At n�ght they l�ghted the�r camp
f�res, and the cooks bo�led the porr�dge for each kuren �n huge
copper cauldrons; wh�lst an alert sent�nel watched all n�ght bes�de
the blaz�ng f�re. But the Zaporozhtz� soon began to t�re of �nact�v�ty
and prolonged sobr�ety, unaccompan�ed by any f�ght�ng. The
Koschevo� even ordered the allowance of w�ne to be doubled, wh�ch
was somet�mes done �n the army when no d�ff�cult enterpr�ses or
movements were on hand. The young men, and Taras Bulba’s sons
�n part�cular, d�d not l�ke th�s l�fe. Andr�� was v�s�bly bored. “You s�lly
fellow!” sa�d Taras to h�m, “be pat�ent, you w�ll be hetman one day.
He �s not a good warr�or who loses heart �n an �mportant enterpr�se;
but he who �s not t�red even of �nact�v�ty, who endures all, and who
even �f he l�kes a th�ng can g�ve �t up.” But hot youth cannot agree
w�th age; the two have d�fferent natures, and look at the same th�ng
w�th d�fferent eyes.

But �n the meant�me Taras’s band, led by Tovkatch, arr�ved; w�th
h�m were also two osauls, the secretary, and other reg�mental
off�cers: the Cossacks numbered over four thousand �n all. There
were among them many volunteers, who had r�sen of the�r own free
w�ll, w�thout any summons, as soon as they had heard what the
matter was. The osauls brought to Taras’s sons the bless�ng of the�r



aged mother, and to each a p�cture �n a cypress-wood frame from
the Mezh�gorsk� monastery at K�ef. The two brothers hung the
p�ctures round the�r necks, and �nvoluntar�ly grew pens�ve as they
remembered the�r old mother. What d�d th�s bless�ng prophecy? Was
�t a bless�ng for the�r v�ctory over the enemy, and then a joyous
return to the�r home w�th booty and glory, to be everlast�ngly
commemorated �n the songs of gu�tar-players? or was �t...? But the
future �s unknown, and stands before a man l�ke autumnal fogs r�s�ng
from the swamps; b�rds fly fool�shly up and down �n �t w�th flapp�ng
w�ngs, never recogn�s�ng each other, the dove see�ng not the vulture,
nor the vulture the dove, and no one know�ng how far he may be
fly�ng from destruct�on.

Ostap had long s�nce attended to h�s dut�es and gone to the kuren.
Andr��, w�thout know�ng why, felt a k�nd of oppress�on at h�s heart.
The Cossacks had f�n�shed the�r even�ng meal; the wonderful July
n�ght had completely fallen; st�ll he d�d not go to the kuren, nor l�e
down to sleep, but gazed unconsc�ously at the whole scene before
h�m. In the sky �nnumerable stars tw�nkled br�ghtly. The pla�n was
covered far and w�de w�th scattered waggons w�th sw�ng�ng tar-
buckets, smeared w�th tar, and loaded w�th every descr�pt�on of
goods and prov�s�ons captured from the foe. Bes�de the waggons,
under the waggons, and far beyond the waggons, Zaporozhtz� were
everywhere v�s�ble, stretched upon the grass. They all slumbered �n
p�cturesque att�tudes; one had thrust a sack under h�s head, another
h�s cap, and another s�mply made use of h�s comrade’s s�de.
Swords, guns, matchlocks, short p�pe-stems w�th copper mount�ngs,
�ron awls, and a fl�nt and steel were �nseparable from every Cossack.
The heavy oxen lay w�th the�r feet doubled under them l�ke huge
wh�t�sh masses, and at a d�stance looked l�ke gray stones scattered
on the slopes of the pla�n. On all s�des the heavy snores of sleep�ng
warr�ors began to ar�se from the grass, and were answered from the
pla�n by the r�ng�ng ne�ghs of the�r steeds, chaf�ng at the�r hobbled
feet. Meanwh�le a certa�n threaten�ng magn�f�cence had m�ngled w�th
the beauty of the July n�ght. It was the d�stant glare of the burn�ng
d�str�ct afar. In one place the flames spread qu�etly and grandly over
the sky; �n another, suddenly burst�ng �nto a wh�rlw�nd, they h�ssed
and flew upwards to the very stars, and float�ng fragments d�ed away



�n the most d�stant quarter of the heavens. Here the black, burned
monastery l�ke a gr�m Carthus�an monk stood threaten�ng, and
d�splay�ng �ts dark magn�f�cence at every flash; there blazed the
monastery garden. It seemed as though the trees could be heard
h�ss�ng as they stood wrapped �n smoke; and when the f�re burst
forth, �t suddenly l�ghted up the r�pe plums w�th a phosphor�c l�lac-
coloured gleam, or turned the yellow�ng pears here and there to pure
gold. In the m�dst of them hung black aga�nst the wall of the bu�ld�ng,
or the trunk of a tree, the body of some poor Jew or monk who had
per�shed �n the flames w�th the structure. Above the d�stant f�res
hovered a flock of b�rds, l�ke a cluster of t�ny black crosses upon a
f�ery f�eld. The town thus la�d bare seemed to sleep; the sp�res and
roofs, and �ts pal�sade and walls, gleamed qu�etly �n the glare of the
d�stant conflagrat�ons. Andr�� went the rounds of the Cossack ranks.
The camp-f�res, bes�de wh�ch the sent�nels sat, were ready to go out
at any moment; and even the sent�nels slept, hav�ng devoured
oatmeal and dumpl�ngs w�th true Cossack appet�tes. He was
aston�shed at such carelessness, th�nk�ng, “It �s well that there �s no
strong enemy at hand and noth�ng to fear.” F�nally he went to one of
the waggons, cl�mbed �nto �t, and lay down upon h�s back, putt�ng h�s
clasped hands under h�s head; but he could not sleep, and gazed
long at the sky. It was all open before h�m; the a�r was pure and
transparent; the dense clusters of stars �n the M�lky Way, cross�ng
the sky l�ke a belt, were flooded w�th l�ght. From t�me to t�me Andr�� �n
some degree lost consc�ousness, and a l�ght m�st of dream ve�led
the heavens from h�m for a moment; but then he awoke, and they
became v�s�ble aga�n.

Dur�ng one of these �ntervals �t seemed to h�m that some strange
human f�gure fl�tted before h�m. Th�nk�ng �t to be merely a v�s�on
wh�ch would van�sh at once, he opened h�s eyes, and beheld a
w�thered, emac�ated face bend�ng over h�m, and gaz�ng stra�ght �nto
h�s own. Long coal-black ha�r, unkempt, d�shevelled, fell from
beneath a dark ve�l wh�ch had been thrown over the head; wh�lst the
strange gleam of the eyes, and the death-l�ke tone of the sharp-cut
features, �ncl�ned h�m to th�nk that �t was an appar�t�on. H�s hand
�nvoluntar�ly grasped h�s gun; and he excla�med almost convuls�vely:
“Who are you? If you are an ev�l sp�r�t, avaunt! If you are a l�v�ng



be�ng, you have chosen an �ll t�me for your jest. I w�ll k�ll you w�th one
shot.”

In answer to th�s, the appar�t�on la�d �ts f�nger upon �ts l�ps and
seemed to entreat s�lence. He dropped h�s hands and began to look
more attent�vely. He recogn�sed �t to be a woman from the long ha�r,
the brown neck, and the half-concealed bosom. But she was not a
nat�ve of those reg�ons: her w�de cheek-bones stood out prom�nently
over her hollow cheeks; her small eyes were obl�quely set. The more
he gazed at her features, the more he found them fam�l�ar. F�nally he
could restra�n h�mself no longer, and sa�d, “Tell me, who are you? It
seems to me that I know you, or have seen you somewhere.”

“Two years ago �n K�ef.”
“Two years ago �n K�ef!” repeated Andr��, endeavour�ng to collect �n

h�s m�nd all that l�ngered �n h�s memory of h�s former student l�fe. He
looked �ntently at her once more, and suddenly excla�med at the top
of h�s vo�ce, “You are the Tatar! the servant of the lady, the
Wa�wode’s daughter!”

“Sh!” cr�ed the Tatar, clasp�ng her hands w�th a suppl�cat�ng
glance, trembl�ng all over, and turn�ng her head round �n order to see
whether any one had been awakened by Andr��’s loud exclamat�on.

“Tell me, tell me, why are you here?” sa�d Andr�� almost
breathlessly, �n a wh�sper, �nterrupted every moment by �nward
emot�on. “Where �s the lady? �s she al�ve?”

“She �s now �n the c�ty.”
“In the c�ty!” he excla�med, aga�n almost �n a shr�ek, and feel�ng all

the blood suddenly rush to h�s heart. “Why �s she �n the c�ty?”
“Because the old lord h�mself �s �n the c�ty: he has been Wa�wode

of Dubno for the last year and a half.”
“Is she marr�ed? How strange you are! Tell me about her.”
“She has eaten noth�ng for two days.”
“What!”
“And not one of the �nhab�tants has had a morsel of bread for a

long wh�le; all have long been eat�ng earth.”
Andr�� was astounded.



“The lady saw you from the c�ty wall, among the Zaporozhtz�. She
sa�d to me, ‘Go tell the warr�or: �f he remembers me, let h�m come to
me; and do not forget to make h�m g�ve you a b�t of bread for my
aged mother, for I do not w�sh to see my mother d�e before my very
eyes. Better that I should d�e f�rst, and she afterwards! Beseech h�m;
clasp h�s knees, h�s feet: he also has an aged mother, let h�m g�ve
you the bread for her sake!’”

Many feel�ngs awoke �n the young Cossack’s breast.
“But how came you here? how d�d you get here?”
“By an underground passage.”
“Is there an underground passage?”
“Yes.”
“Where?”
“You w�ll not betray �t, warr�or?”
“I swear �t by the holy cross!”
“You descend �nto a hole, and cross the brook, yonder among the

reeds.”
“And �t leads �nto the c�ty?”
“Stra�ght �nto the monastery.”
“Let us go, let us go at once.”
“A b�t of bread, �n the name of Chr�st and of H�s holy mother!”
“Good, so be �t. Stand here bes�de the waggon, or, better st�ll, l�e

down �n �t: no one w�ll see you, all are asleep. I w�ll return at once.”
And he set off for the baggage waggons, wh�ch conta�ned the

prov�s�ons belong�ng to the�r kuren. H�s heart beat. All the past, all
that had been ext�ngu�shed by the Cossack b�vouacks, and by the
stern battle of l�fe, flamed out at once on the surface and drowned
the present �n �ts turn. Aga�n, as from the dark depths of the sea, the
noble lady rose before h�m: aga�n there gleamed �n h�s memory her
beaut�ful arms, her eyes, her laugh�ng mouth, her th�ck dark-chestnut
ha�r, fall�ng �n curls upon her shoulders, and the f�rm, well-rounded
l�mbs of her ma�den form. No, they had not been ext�ngu�shed �n h�s
breast, they had not van�shed, they had s�mply been la�d as�de, �n
order, for a t�me, to make way for other strong emot�ons; but often,



very often, the young Cossack’s deep slumber had been troubled by
them, and often he had la�n sleepless on h�s couch, w�thout be�ng
able to expla�n the cause.

H�s heart beat more v�olently at the thought of see�ng her aga�n,
and h�s young knees shook. On reach�ng the baggage waggons, he
had qu�te forgotten what he had come for; he ra�sed h�s hand to h�s
brow and rubbed �t long, try�ng to recollect what he was to do. At
length he shuddered, and was f�lled w�th terror as the thought
suddenly occurred to h�m that she was dy�ng of hunger. He jumped
upon the waggon and se�zed several large loaves of black bread; but
then he thought, “Is th�s not food, su�ted to a robust and eas�ly
sat�sf�ed Zaporozhetz, too coarse and unf�t for her del�cate frame?”
Then he recollected that the Koschevo�, on the prev�ous even�ng,
had reproved the cooks for hav�ng cooked up all the oatmeal �nto
porr�dge at once, when there was plenty for three t�mes. Sure that he
would f�nd plenty of porr�dge �n the kettles, he drew out h�s father’s
travell�ng kettle and went w�th �t to the cook of the�r kuren, who was
sleep�ng bes�de two b�g cauldrons, hold�ng about ten pa�lfuls, under
wh�ch the ashes st�ll glowed. Glanc�ng �nto them, he was amazed to
f�nd them empty. It must have requ�red supernatural powers to eat �t
all; the more so, as the�r kuren numbered fewer than the others. He
looked �nto the cauldron of the other kurens—noth�ng anywhere.
Involuntar�ly the say�ng recurred to h�s m�nd, “The Zaporozhtz� are
l�ke ch�ldren: �f there �s l�ttle they eat �t, �f there �s much they leave
noth�ng.” What was to be done? There was, somewhere �n the
waggon belong�ng to h�s father’s band, a sack of wh�te bread, wh�ch
they had found when they p�llaged the bakery of the monastery. He
went stra�ght to h�s father’s waggon, but �t was not there. Ostap had
taken �t and put �t under h�s head; and there he lay, stretched out on
the ground, snor�ng so that the whole pla�n rang aga�n. Andr�� se�zed
the sack abruptly w�th one hand and gave �t a jerk, so that Ostap’s
head fell to the ground. The elder brother sprang up �n h�s sleep,
and, s�tt�ng there w�th closed eyes, shouted at the top of h�s lungs,
“Stop them! Stop the cursed Lyakhs! Catch the horses! catch the
horses!”—“S�lence! I’ll k�ll you,” shouted Andr�� �n terror, flour�sh�ng
the sack over h�m. But Ostap d�d not cont�nue h�s speech, sank



down aga�n, and gave such a snore that the grass on wh�ch he lay
waved w�th h�s breath.

Andr�� glanced t�m�dly on all s�des to see �f Ostap’s talk�ng �n h�s
sleep had waked any of the Cossacks. Only one long-locked head
was ra�sed �n the adjo�n�ng kuren, and after glanc�ng about, was
dropped back on the ground. After wa�t�ng a couple of m�nutes he set
out w�th h�s load. The Tatar woman was ly�ng where he had left her,
scarcely breath�ng. “Come, r�se up. Fear not, all are sleep�ng. Can
you take one of these loaves �f I cannot carry all?” So say�ng, he
swung the sack on to h�s back, pulled out another sack of m�llet as
he passed the waggon, took �n h�s hands the loaves he had wanted
to g�ve the Tatar woman to carry, and, bend�ng somewhat under the
load, went boldly through the ranks of sleep�ng Zaporozhtz�.

“Andr��,” sa�d old Bulba, as he passed. H�s heart d�ed w�th�n h�m.
He halted, trembl�ng, and sa�d softly, “What �s �t?”

“There’s a woman w�th you. When I get up I’ll g�ve you a sound
thrash�ng. Women w�ll lead you to no good.” So say�ng, he leaned
h�s hand upon h�s hand and gazed �ntently at the muffled form of the
Tatar.

Andr�� stood there, more dead than al�ve, not dar�ng to look �n h�s
father’s face. When he d�d ra�se h�s eyes and glance at h�m, old
Bulba was asleep, w�th h�s head st�ll rest�ng �n the palm of h�s hand.

Andr�� crossed h�mself. Fear fled from h�s heart even more rap�dly
than �t had assa�led �t. When he turned to look at the Tatar woman,
she stood before h�m, muffled �n her mantle, l�ke a dark gran�te
statue, and the gleam of the d�stant dawn l�ghted up only her eyes,
dull as those of a corpse. He plucked her by the sleeve, and both
went on together, glanc�ng back cont�nually. At length they
descended the slope of a small rav�ne, almost a hole, along the
bottom of wh�ch a brook flowed laz�ly, overgrown w�th sedge, and
strewed w�th mossy boulders. Descend�ng �nto th�s rav�ne, they were
completely concealed from the v�ew of all the pla�n occup�ed by the
Zaporov�an camp. At least Andr��, glanc�ng back, saw that the steep
slope rose beh�nd h�m h�gher than a man. On �ts summ�t appeared a
few blades of steppe-grass; and beh�nd them, �n the sky, hung the
moon, l�ke a golden s�ckle. The breeze r�s�ng on the steppe warned



them that the dawn was not far off. But nowhere was the crow of the
cock heard. Ne�ther �n the c�ty nor �n the devastated ne�ghbourhood
had there been a cock for a long t�me past. They crossed the brook
on a small plank, beyond wh�ch rose the oppos�te bank, wh�ch
appeared h�gher than the one beh�nd them and rose steeply. It
seemed as though th�s were the strong po�nt of the c�tadel upon
wh�ch the bes�eged could rely; at all events, the earthen wall was
lower there, and no garr�son appeared beh�nd �t. But farther on rose
the th�ck monastery walls. The steep bank was overgrown w�th
steppe-grass, and �n the narrow rav�ne between �t and the brook
grew tall reeds almost as h�gh as a man. At the summ�t of the bank
were the rema�ns of a wattled fence, wh�ch had formerly surrounded
some garden, and �n front of �t were v�s�ble the w�de leaves of the
burdock, from among wh�ch rose blackthorn, and sunflowers l�ft�ng
the�r heads h�gh above all the rest. Here the Tatar flung off her
sl�ppers and went barefoot, gather�ng her clothes up carefully, for the
spot was marshy and full of water. Forc�ng the�r way among the
reeds, they stopped before a ru�ned outwork. Sk�rt�ng th�s outwork,
they found a sort of earthen arch—an open�ng not much larger than
the open�ng of an oven. The Tatar woman bent her head and went
f�rst. Andr�� followed, bend�ng low as he could, �n order to pass w�th
h�s sacks; and both soon found themselves �n total darkness.



CHAPTER VI
Andr�� could hardly move �n the dark and narrow earthen burrow,

as he followed the Tatar, dragg�ng after h�m h�s sacks of bread. “It
w�ll soon be l�ght,” sa�d h�s gu�de: “we are approach�ng the spot
where I placed a l�ght.” And �n fact the dark earthen walls began to
be gradually l�t up. They reached a w�den�ng �n the passage where, �t
seemed, there had once been a chapel; at least, there was a small
table aga�nst the wall, l�ke an altar, and above, the faded, almost
ent�rely obl�terated p�cture of a Cathol�c Madonna. A small s�lver
lamp hang�ng before �t barely �llum�ned �t. The Tatar stooped and
p�cked up from the ground a copper candlest�ck wh�ch she had left
there, a candlest�ck w�th a tall, slender stem, and snuffers, p�n, and
ext�ngu�sher hang�ng about �t on cha�ns. She l�ghted �t at the s�lver
lamp. The l�ght grew stronger; and as they went on, now �llum�ned by
�t, and aga�n enveloped �n p�tchy shadow, they suggested a p�cture
by Gerard Dow.

The warr�or’s fresh, handsome countenance, overflow�ng w�th
health and youth, presented a strong contrast to the pale, emac�ated
face of h�s compan�on. The passage grew a l�ttle h�gher, so that
Andr�� could hold h�mself erect. He gazed w�th cur�os�ty at the
earthen walls. Here and there, as �n the catacombs at K�ef, were
n�ches �n the walls; and �n some places coff�ns were stand�ng.
Somet�mes they came across human bones wh�ch had become
softened w�th the dampness and were crumbl�ng �nto dust. It was
ev�dent that p�ous folk had taken refuge here from the storms,
sorrows, and seduct�ons of the world. It was extremely damp �n
some places; �ndeed there was water under the�r feet at �ntervals.
Andr�� was forced to halt frequently to allow h�s compan�on to rest, for
her fat�gue kept �ncreas�ng. The small p�ece of bread she had
swallowed only caused a pa�n �n her stomach, of late unused to food;
and she often stood mot�onless for m�nutes together �n one spot.



At length a small �ron door appeared before them. “Glory be to
God, we have arr�ved!” sa�d the Tatar �n a fa�nt vo�ce, and tr�ed to l�ft
her hand to knock, but had no strength to do so. Andr�� knocked hard
at the door �n her stead. There was an echo as though a large space
lay beyond the door; then the echo changed as �f resound�ng through
lofty arches. In a couple of m�nutes, keys rattled, and steps were
heard descend�ng some sta�rs. At length the door opened, and a
monk, stand�ng on the narrow sta�rs w�th the key and a l�ght �n h�s
hands, adm�tted them. Andr�� �nvoluntar�ly halted at the s�ght of a
Cathol�c monk—one of those who had aroused such hate and
d�sda�n among the Cossacks that they treated them even more
�nhumanly than they treated the Jews.

The monk, on h�s part, started back on perce�v�ng a Zaporov�an
Cossack, but a wh�sper from the Tatar reassured h�m. He l�ghted
them �n, fastened the door beh�nd them, and led them up the sta�rs.
They found themselves beneath the dark and lofty arches of the
monastery church. Before one of the altars, adorned w�th tall
candlest�cks and candles, knelt a pr�est pray�ng qu�etly. Near h�m on
each s�de knelt two young chor�sters �n l�lac cassocks and wh�te lace
stoles, w�th censers �n the�r hands. He prayed for the performance of
a m�racle, that the c�ty m�ght be saved; that the�r souls m�ght be
strengthened; that pat�ence m�ght be g�ven them; that doubt and
t�m�d, weak-sp�r�ted mourn�ng over earthly m�sfortunes m�ght be
ban�shed. A few women, resembl�ng shadows, knelt support�ng
themselves aga�nst the backs of the cha�rs and dark wooden
benches before them, and lay�ng the�r exhausted heads upon them.
A few men stood sadly, lean�ng aga�nst the columns upon wh�ch the
w�de arches rested. The sta�ned-glass w�ndow above the altar
suddenly glowed w�th the rosy l�ght of dawn; and from �t, on the floor,
fell c�rcles of blue, yellow, and other colours, �llum�nat�ng the d�m
church. The whole altar was l�ghted up; the smoke from the censers
hung a cloudy ra�nbow �n the a�r. Andr�� gazed from h�s dark corner,
not w�thout surpr�se, at the wonders worked by the l�ght. At that
moment the magn�f�cent swell of the organ f�lled the whole church. It
grew deeper and deeper, expanded, swelled �nto heavy bursts of
thunder; and then all at once, turn�ng �nto heavenly mus�c, �ts r�ng�ng
tones floated h�gh among the arches, l�ke clear ma�den vo�ces, and



aga�n descended �nto a deep roar and thunder, and then ceased.
The thunderous pulsat�ons echoed long and tremulously among the
arches; and Andr��, w�th half-open mouth, adm�red the wondrous
mus�c.

Then he felt some one pluck�ng the sh�rt of h�s caftan. “It �s t�me,”
sa�d the Tatar. They traversed the church unperce�ved, and emerged
upon the square �n front. Dawn had long flushed the heavens; all
announced sunr�se. The square was empty: �n the m�ddle of �t st�ll
stood wooden p�llars, show�ng that, perhaps only a week before,
there had been a market here stocked w�th prov�s�ons. The streets,
wh�ch were unpaved, were s�mply a mass of dr�ed mud. The square
was surrounded by small, one-stor�ed stone or mud houses, �n the
walls of wh�ch were v�s�ble wooden stakes and posts obl�quely
crossed by carved wooden beams, as was the manner of bu�ld�ng �n
those days. Spec�mens of �t can st�ll be seen �n some parts of
L�thuan�a and Poland. They were all covered w�th enormously h�gh
roofs, w�th a mult�tude of w�ndows and a�r-holes. On one s�de, close
to the church, rose a bu�ld�ng qu�te detached from and taller than the
rest, probably the town-hall or some off�c�al structure. It was two
stor�es h�gh, and above �t, on two arches, rose a belvedere where a
watchman stood; a huge clock-face was let �nto the roof.

The square seemed deserted, but Andr�� thought he heard a feeble
groan. Look�ng about h�m, he perce�ved, on the farther s�de, a group
of two or three men ly�ng mot�onless upon the ground. He f�xed h�s
eyes more �ntently on them, to see whether they were asleep or
dead; and, at the same moment, stumbled over someth�ng ly�ng at
h�s feet. It was the dead body of a woman, a Jewess apparently. She
appeared to be young, though �t was scarcely d�scern�ble �n her
d�storted and emac�ated features. Upon her head was a red s�lk
kerch�ef; two rows of pearls or pearl beads adorned the beads of her
head-dress, from beneath wh�ch two long curls hung down upon her
shr�velled neck, w�th �ts t�ghtly drawn ve�ns. Bes�de her lay a ch�ld,
grasp�ng convuls�vely at her shrunken breast, and squeez�ng �t w�th
�nvoluntary feroc�ty at f�nd�ng no m�lk there. He ne�ther wept nor
screamed, and only h�s gently r�s�ng and fall�ng body would have led
one to guess that he was not dead, or at least on the po�nt of
breath�ng h�s last. They turned �nto a street, and were suddenly



stopped by a madman, who, catch�ng s�ght of Andr��’s prec�ous
burden, sprang upon h�m l�ke a t�ger, and clutched h�m, yell�ng,
“Bread!” But h�s strength was not equal to h�s madness. Andr��
repulsed h�m and he fell to the ground. Moved w�th p�ty, the young
Cossack flung h�m a loaf, wh�ch he se�zed l�ke a mad dog, gnaw�ng
and b�t�ng �t; but nevertheless he shortly exp�red �n horr�ble suffer�ng,
there �n the street, from the effect of long abst�nence. The ghastly
v�ct�ms of hunger startled them at every step. Many, apparently
unable to endure the�r torments �n the�r houses, seemed to run �nto
the streets to see whether some nour�sh�ng power m�ght not poss�bly
descend from the a�r. At the gate of one house sat an old woman,
and �t was �mposs�ble to say whether she was asleep or dead, or
only unconsc�ous; at all events, she no longer saw or heard
anyth�ng, and sat �mmovable �n one spot, her head droop�ng on her
breast. From the roof of another house hung a worn and wasted
body �n a rope noose. The poor fellow could not endure the tortures
of hunger to the last, and had preferred to hasten h�s end by a
voluntary death.

At the s�ght of such terr�ble proofs of fam�ne, Andr�� could not
refra�n from say�ng to the Tatar, “Is there really noth�ng w�th wh�ch
they can prolong l�fe? If a man �s dr�ven to extrem�t�es, he must feed
on what he has h�therto desp�sed; he can susta�n h�mself w�th
creatures wh�ch are forb�dden by the law. Anyth�ng can be eaten
under such c�rcumstances.”

“They have eaten everyth�ng,” sa�d the Tatar, “all the an�mals. Not
a horse, nor a dog, nor even a mouse �s to be found �n the whole
c�ty. We never had any store of prov�s�ons �n the town: they were all
brought from the v�llages.”

“But how can you, wh�le dy�ng such a fearful death, st�ll dream of
defend�ng the c�ty?”

“Poss�bly the Wa�wode m�ght have surrendered; but yesterday
morn�ng the commander of the troops at Buzhana sent a hawk �nto
the c�ty w�th a note say�ng that �t was not to be g�ven up; that he was
com�ng to �ts rescue w�th h�s forces, and was only wa�t�ng for another
leader, that they m�ght march together. And now they are expected
every moment. But we have reached the house.”



Andr�� had already not�ced from a d�stance th�s house, unl�ke the
others, and bu�lt apparently by some Ital�an arch�tect. It was
constructed of th�n red br�cks, and had two stor�es. The w�ndows of
the lower story were sheltered under lofty, project�ng gran�te
corn�ces. The upper story cons�sted ent�rely of small arches, form�ng
a gallery; between the arches were �ron grat�ngs enr�ched w�th
escutcheons; wh�lst upon the gables of the house more coats-of-
arms were d�splayed. The broad external sta�rcase, of t�nted br�cks,
abutted on the square. At the foot of �t sat guards, who w�th one
hand held the�r halberds upr�ght, and w�th the other supported the�r
droop�ng heads, and �n th�s att�tude more resembled appar�t�ons than
l�v�ng be�ngs. They ne�ther slept nor dreamed, but seemed qu�te
�nsens�ble to everyth�ng; they even pa�d no attent�on to who went up
the sta�rs. At the head of the sta�rs, they found a r�chly-dressed
warr�or, armed cap-a-p�e, and hold�ng a brev�ary �n h�s hand. He
turned h�s d�m eyes upon them; but the Tatar spoke a word to h�m,
and he dropped them aga�n upon the open pages of h�s brev�ary.
They entered the f�rst chamber, a large one, serv�ng e�ther as a
recept�on-room, or s�mply as an ante-room; �t was f�lled w�th sold�ers,
servants, secretar�es, huntsmen, cup-bearers, and the other
serv�tors �nd�spensable to the support of a Pol�sh magnate’s estate,
all seated along the walls. The reek of ext�ngu�shed candles was
percept�ble; and two were st�ll burn�ng �n two huge candlest�cks,
nearly as tall as a man, stand�ng �n the m�ddle of the room, although
morn�ng had long s�nce peeped through the w�de grated w�ndow.
Andr�� wanted to go stra�ght on to the large oaken door adorned w�th
a coat-of-arms and a profus�on of carved ornaments, but the Tatar
pulled h�s sleeve and po�nted to a small door �n the s�de wall.
Through th�s they ga�ned a corr�dor, and then a room, wh�ch he
began to exam�ne attent�vely. The l�ght wh�ch f�ltered through a crack
�n the shutter fell upon several objects—a cr�mson curta�n, a g�lded
corn�ce, and a pa�nt�ng on the wall. Here the Tatar mot�oned to Andr��
to wa�t, and opened the door �nto another room from wh�ch flashed
the l�ght of a f�re. He heard a wh�sper�ng, and a soft vo�ce wh�ch
made h�m qu�ver all over. Through the open door he saw fl�t rap�dly
past a tall female f�gure, w�th a long th�ck bra�d of ha�r fall�ng over her
upl�fted hands. The Tatar returned and told h�m to go �n.



He could never understand how he entered and how the door was
shut beh�nd h�m. Two candles burned �n the room and a lamp glowed
before the �mages: beneath the lamp stood a tall table w�th steps to
kneel upon dur�ng prayer, after the Cathol�c fash�on. But h�s eye d�d
not seek th�s. He turned to the other s�de and perce�ved a woman,
who appeared to have been frozen or turned to stone �n the m�dst of
some qu�ck movement. It seemed as though her whole body had
sought to spr�ng towards h�m, and had suddenly paused. And he
stood �n l�ke manner amazed before her. Not thus had he p�ctured to
h�mself that he should f�nd her. Th�s was not the same be�ng he had
formerly known; noth�ng about her resembled her former self; but
she was tw�ce as beaut�ful, tw�ce as enchant�ng, now than she had
been then. Then there had been someth�ng unf�n�shed, �ncomplete,
about her; now here was a product�on to wh�ch the art�st had g�ven
the f�n�sh�ng stroke of h�s brush. That was a charm�ng, g�ddy g�rl; th�s
was a woman �n the full development of her charms. As she ra�sed
her eyes, they were full of feel�ng, not of mere h�nts of feel�ng. The
tears were not yet dry �n them, and framed them �n a sh�n�ng dew
wh�ch penetrated the very soul. Her bosom, neck, and arms were
moulded �n the proport�ons wh�ch mark fully developed lovel�ness.
Her ha�r, wh�ch had �n former days waved �n l�ght r�nglets about her
face, had become a heavy, luxur�ant mass, a part of wh�ch was
caught up, wh�le part fell �n long, slender curls upon her arms and
breast. It seemed as though her every feature had changed. In va�n
d�d he seek to d�scover �n them a s�ngle one of those wh�ch were
engraved �n h�s memory—a s�ngle one. Even her great pallor d�d not
lessen her wonderful beauty; on the contrary, �t conferred upon �t an
�rres�st�ble, �nexpress�ble charm. Andr�� felt �n h�s heart a noble
t�m�d�ty, and stood mot�onless before her. She, too, seemed
surpr�sed at the appearance of the Cossack, as he stood before her
�n all the beauty and m�ght of h�s young manhood, and �n the very
�mmovab�l�ty of h�s l�mbs person�f�ed the utmost freedom of
movement. H�s eyes beamed w�th clear dec�s�on; h�s velvet brows
curved �n a bold arch; h�s sunburnt cheeks glowed w�th all the ardour
of youthful f�re; and h�s downy black moustache shone l�ke s�lk.

“No, I have no power to thank you, noble s�r,” she sa�d, her s�lvery
vo�ce all �n a tremble. “God alone can reward you, not I, a weak



woman.” She dropped her eyes, her l�ds fell over them �n beaut�ful,
snowy sem�c�rcles, guarded by lashes long as arrows; her wondrous
face bowed forward, and a del�cate flush overspread �t from w�th�n.
Andr�� knew not what to say; he wanted to say everyth�ng. He had �n
h�s m�nd to say �t all ardently as �t glowed �n h�s heart—and could
not. He felt someth�ng conf�n�ng h�s mouth; vo�ce and words were
lack�ng; he felt that �t was not for h�m, bred �n the sem�nary and �n the
tumult of a roam�ng l�fe, to reply f�tly to such language, and was
angry w�th h�s Cossack nature.

At that moment the Tatar entered the room. She had cut up the
bread wh�ch the warr�or had brought �nto small p�eces on a golden
plate, wh�ch she placed before her m�stress. The lady glanced at her,
at the bread, at her aga�n, and then turned her eyes towards Andr��.
There was a great deal �n those eyes. That gentle glance, express�ve
of her weakness and her �nab�l�ty to g�ve words to the feel�ng wh�ch
overpowered her, was far more comprehens�ble to Andr�� than any
words. H�s heart suddenly grew l�ght w�th�n h�m, all seemed made
smooth. The mental emot�ons and the feel�ngs wh�ch up to that
moment he had restra�ned w�th a heavy curb, as �t were, now felt
themselves released, at l�berty, and anx�ous to pour themselves out
�n a res�stless torrent of words. Suddenly the lady turned to the Tatar,
and sa�d anx�ously, “But my mother? you took her some?”

“She �s asleep.”
“And my father?”
“I carr�ed h�m some; he sa�d that he would come to thank the

young lord �n person.”
She took the bread and ra�sed �t to her mouth. W�th �nexpress�ble

del�ght Andr�� watched her break �t w�th her sh�n�ng f�ngers and eat �t;
but all at once he recalled the man mad w�th hunger, who had
exp�red before h�s eyes on swallow�ng a morsel of bread. He turned
pale and, se�z�ng her hand, cr�ed, “Enough! eat no more! you have
not eaten for so long that too much bread w�ll be po�son to you now.”
And she at once dropped her hand, la�d her bread upon the plate,
and gazed �nto h�s eyes l�ke a subm�ss�ve ch�ld. And �f any words
could express—But ne�ther ch�sel, nor brush, nor m�ghty speech �s
capable of express�ng what �s somet�mes seen �n glances of



ma�dens, nor the tender feel�ng wh�ch takes possess�on of h�m who
rece�ves such ma�den glances.

“My queen!” excla�med Andr��, h�s heart and soul f�lled w�th
emot�on, “what do you need? what do you w�sh? command me!
Impose on me the most �mposs�ble task �n all the world: I fly to fulf�l
�t! Tell me to do that wh�ch �t �s beyond the power of man to do: I w�ll
fulf�l �t �f I destroy myself. I w�ll ru�n myself. And I swear by the holy
cross that ru�n for your sake �s as sweet—but no, �t �s �mposs�ble to
say how sweet! I have three farms; half my father’s droves of horses
are m�ne; all that my mother brought my father, and wh�ch she st�ll
conceals from h�m—all th�s �s m�ne! Not one of the Cossacks owns
such weapons as I; for the pommel of my sword alone they would
g�ve the�r best drove of horses and three thousand sheep. And I
renounce all th�s, I d�scard �t, I throw �t as�de, I w�ll burn and drown �t,
�f you w�ll but say the word, or even move your del�cate black brows!
But I know that I am talk�ng madly and w�de of the mark; that all th�s
�s not f�tt�ng here; that �t �s not for me, who have passed my l�fe �n the
sem�nary and among the Zaporozhtz�, to speak as they speak where
k�ngs, pr�nces, and all the best of noble kn�ghthood have been. I can
see that you are a d�fferent be�ng from the rest of us, and far above
all other boyars’ w�ves and ma�den daughters.”

W�th grow�ng amazement the ma�den l�stened, los�ng no s�ngle
word, to the frank, s�ncere language �n wh�ch, as �n a m�rror, the
young, strong sp�r�t reflected �tself. Each s�mple word of th�s speech,
uttered �n a vo�ce wh�ch penetrated stra�ght to the depths of her
heart, was clothed �n power. She advanced her beaut�ful face,
pushed back her troublesome ha�r, opened her mouth, and gazed
long, w�th parted l�ps. Then she tr�ed to say someth�ng and suddenly
stopped, remember�ng that the warr�or was known by a d�fferent
name; that h�s father, brothers, country, lay beyond, gr�m avengers;
that the Zaporozhtz� bes�eg�ng the c�ty were terr�ble, and that the
cruel death awa�ted all who were w�th�n �ts walls, and her eyes
suddenly f�lled w�th tears. She se�zed a s�lk embro�dered
handkerch�ef and threw �t over her face. In a moment �t was all wet;
and she sat for some t�me w�th her beaut�ful head thrown back, and
her snowy teeth set on her lovely under-l�p, as though she suddenly



felt the st�ng of a po�sonous serpent, w�thout remov�ng the
handkerch�ef from her face, lest he should see her shaken w�th gr�ef.

“Speak but one word to me,” sa�d Andr��, and he took her sat�n-
sk�nned hand. A sparkl�ng f�re coursed through h�s ve�ns at the
touch, and he pressed the hand ly�ng mot�onless �n h�s.

But she st�ll kept s�lence, never tak�ng the kerch�ef from her face,
and rema�n�ng mot�onless.

“Why are you so sad? Tell me, why are you so sad?”
She cast away the handkerch�ef, pushed as�de the long ha�r wh�ch

fell over her eyes, and poured out her heart �n sad speech, �n a qu�et
vo�ce, l�ke the breeze wh�ch, r�s�ng on a beaut�ful even�ng, blows
through the th�ck growth of reeds bes�de the stream. They rustle,
murmur, and g�ve forth del�cately mournful sounds, and the traveller,
paus�ng �n �nexpl�cable sadness, hears them, and heeds not the
fad�ng l�ght, nor the gay songs of the peasants wh�ch float �n the a�r
as they return from the�r labours �n meadow and stubble-f�eld, nor
the d�stant rumble of the pass�ng waggon.

“Am not I worthy of eternal p�ty? Is not the mother that bore me
unhappy? Is �t not a b�tter lot wh�ch has befallen me? Art not thou a
cruel execut�oner, fate? Thou has brought all to my feet—the h�ghest
nobles �n the land, the r�chest gentlemen, counts, fore�gn barons, all
the flower of our kn�ghthood. All loved me, and any one of them
would have counted my love the greatest boon. I had but to beckon,
and the best of them, the handsomest, the f�rst �n beauty and b�rth
would have become my husband. And to none of them d�dst thou
�ncl�ne my heart, O b�tter fate; but thou d�dst turn �t aga�nst the
noblest heroes of our land, and towards a stranger, towards our
enemy. O most holy mother of God! for what s�n dost thou so
p�t�lessly, merc�lessly, persecute me? In abundance and superflu�ty of
luxury my days were passed, the r�chest d�shes and the sweetest
w�ne were my food. And to what end was �t all? What was �t all for?
In order that I m�ght at last d�e a death more cruel than that of the
meanest beggar �n the k�ngdom? And �t was not enough that I should
be condemned to so horr�ble a fate; not enough that before my own
end I should behold my father and mother per�sh �n �ntolerable
torment, when I would have w�ll�ngly g�ven my own l�fe twenty t�mes



over to save them; all th�s was not enough, but before my own death
I must hear words of love such as I had never before dreamed of. It
was necessary that he should break my heart w�th h�s words; that my
b�tter lot should be rendered st�ll more b�tter; that my young l�fe
should be made yet more sad; that my death should seem even
more terr�ble; and that, dy�ng, I should reproach thee st�ll more, O
cruel fate! and thee—forg�ve my s�n—O holy mother of God!”

As she ceased �n despa�r, her feel�ngs were pla�nly expressed �n
her face. Every feature spoke of gnaw�ng sorrow and, from the sadly
bowed brow and downcast eyes to the tears tr�ckl�ng down and
dry�ng on her softly burn�ng cheeks, seemed to say, “There �s no
happ�ness �n th�s face.”

“Such a th�ng was never heard of s�nce the world began. It cannot
be,” sa�d Andr��, “that the best and most beaut�ful of women should
suffer so b�tter a fate, when she was born that all the best there �s �n
the world should bow before her as before a sa�nt. No, you w�ll not
d�e, you shall not d�e! I swear by my b�rth and by all there �s dear to
me �n the world that you shall not d�e. But �f �t must be so; �f noth�ng,
ne�ther strength, nor prayer, nor hero�sm, w�ll ava�l to avert th�s cruel
fate—then we w�ll d�e together, and I w�ll d�e f�rst. I w�ll d�e before
you, at your beauteous knees, and even �n death they shall not
d�v�de us.”

“Dece�ve not yourself and me, noble s�r,” she sa�d, gently shak�ng
her beaut�ful head; “I know, and to my great sorrow I know but too
well, that �t �s �mposs�ble for you to love me. I know what your duty �s,
and your fa�th. Your father calls you, your comrades, your country,
and we are your enem�es.”

“And what are my father, my comrades, my country to me?” sa�d
Andr��, w�th a qu�ck movement of h�s head, and stra�ghten�ng up h�s
f�gure l�ke a poplar bes�de the r�ver. “Be that as �t may, I have no one,
no one!” he repeated, w�th that movement of the hand w�th wh�ch the
Cossack expresses h�s determ�nat�on to do some unheard-of deed,
�mposs�ble to any other man. “Who says that the Ukra�ne �s my
country? Who gave �t to me for my country? Our country �s the one
our soul longs for, the one wh�ch �s dearest of all to us. My country �s
—you! That �s my nat�ve land, and I bear that country �n my heart. I



w�ll bear �t there all my l�fe, and I w�ll see whether any of the
Cossacks can tear �t thence. And I w�ll g�ve everyth�ng, barter
everyth�ng, I w�ll destroy myself, for that country!”

Astounded, she gazed �n h�s eyes for a space, l�ke a beaut�ful
statue, and then suddenly burst out sobb�ng; and w�th the wonderful
fem�n�ne �mpetuos�ty wh�ch only grand-souled, uncalculat�ng women,
created for f�ne �mpulses of the heart, are capable of, threw herself
upon h�s neck, enc�rcl�ng �t w�th her wondrous snowy arms, and
wept. At that moment �nd�st�nct shouts rang through the street,
accompan�ed by the sound of trumpets and kettledrums; but he
heard them not. He was only consc�ous of the beauteous mouth
bath�ng h�m w�th �ts warm, sweet breath, of the tears stream�ng down
h�s face, and of her long, unbound perfumed ha�r, ve�l�ng h�m
completely �n �ts dark and sh�n�ng s�lk.

At that moment the Tatar ran �n w�th a cry of joy. “Saved, saved!”
she cr�ed, bes�de herself. “Our troops have entered the c�ty. They
have brought corn, m�llet, flour, and Zaporozhtz� �n cha�ns!” But no
one heard that “our troops” had arr�ved �n the c�ty, or what they had
brought w�th them, or how they had bound the Zaporozhtz�. F�lled
w�th feel�ngs untasted as yet upon earth, Andr�� k�ssed the sweet
mouth wh�ch pressed h�s cheek, and the sweet mouth d�d not rema�n
unrespons�ve. In th�s un�on of k�sses they exper�enced that wh�ch �t �s
g�ven to a man to feel but once on earth.

And the Cossack was ru�ned. He was lost to Cossack ch�valry.
Never aga�n w�ll Zaporozhe, nor h�s father’s house, nor the Church of
God, behold h�m. The Ukra�ne w�ll never more see the bravest of the
ch�ldren who have undertaken to defend her. Old Taras may tear the
grey ha�r from h�s scalp-lock, and curse the day and hour �n wh�ch
such a son was born to d�shonour h�m.





CHAPTER VII
No�se and movement were r�fe �n the Zaporozh�an camp. At f�rst,

no one could account for the rel�ev�ng army hav�ng made �ts way �nto
the c�ty; but �t afterwards appeared that the Pereyaslavsky kuren,
encamped before the w�de gate of the town, had been dead drunk. It
was no wonder that half had been k�lled, and the other half bound,
before they knew what �t was all about. Meant�me the ne�ghbour�ng
kurens, aroused by the tumult, succeeded �n grasp�ng the�r weapons;
but the rel�ev�ng force had already passed through the gate, and �ts
rear ranks f�red upon the sleepy and only half-sober Zaporozhtz� who
were press�ng �n d�sorder upon them, and kept them back.

The Koschevo� ordered a general assembly; and when all stood �n
a r�ng and had removed the�r caps and became qu�et, he sa�d: “See
what happened last n�ght, brother gentles! See what drunkenness
has led to! See what shame the enemy has put upon us! It �s ev�dent
that, �f your allowances are k�ndly doubled, then you are ready to
stretch out at full length, and the enem�es of Chr�st can not only take
your very trousers off you, but sneeze �n your faces w�thout your
hear�ng them!”

The Cossacks all stood w�th droop�ng heads, know�ng that they
were gu�lty; only Kukubenko, the hetman of the Nezam�sky kuren,
answered back. “Stop, father!” sa�d he; “although �t �s not lawful to
make a retort when the Koschevo� speaks before the whole army,
yet �t �s necessary to say that that was not the state of the case. You
have not been qu�te just �n your repr�mand. The Cossacks would
have been gu�lty, and deserv�ng of death, had they got drunk on the
march, or when engaged on heavy to�lsome labour dur�ng war; but
we have been s�tt�ng here unoccup�ed, lo�ter�ng �n va�n before the
c�ty. There was no fast or other Chr�st�an restra�nt; how then could �t
be otherw�se than that a man should get drunk �n �dleness? There �s
no s�n �n that. But we had better show them what �t �s to attack



�nnocent people. They f�rst beat us well, and now we w�ll beat them
so that not half a dozen of them w�ll ever see home aga�n.”

The speech of the hetman of the kuren pleased the Cossacks.
They ra�sed the�r droop�ng heads upr�ght and many nodded
approv�ngly, mutter�ng, “Kukubenko has spoken well!” And Taras
Bulba, who stood not far from the Koschevo�, sa�d: “How now,
Koschevo�? Kukubenko has spoken truth. What have you to say to
th�s?”

“What have I to say? I say, Blessed be the father of such a son! It
does not need much w�sdom to utter words of reproof; but much
w�sdom �s needed to f�nd such words as do not emb�tter a man’s
m�sfortune, but encourage h�m, restore to h�m h�s sp�r�t, put spurs to
the horse of h�s soul, refreshed by water. I meant myself to speak
words of comfort to you, but Kukubenko has forestalled me.”

“The Koschevo� has also spoken well!” rang through the ranks of
the Zaporozhtz�. “H�s words are good,” repeated others. And even
the greyheads, who stood there l�ke dark blue doves, nodded the�r
heads and, tw�tch�ng the�r grey moustaches, muttered softly, “That
was well sa�d.”

“L�sten now, gentles,” cont�nued the Koschevo�. “To take the c�ty,
by scal�ng �ts walls, or underm�n�ng them as the fore�gn eng�neers
do, �s not proper, not Cossack fash�on. But, judg�ng from
appearances, the enemy entered the c�ty w�thout many prov�s�ons;
they had not many waggons w�th them. The people �n the c�ty are
hungry; they w�ll all eat heart�ly, and the horses w�ll soon devour the
hay. I don’t know whether the�r sa�nts w�ll fl�ng them down anyth�ng
from heaven w�th hayforks; God only knows that though there are a
great many Cathol�c pr�ests among them. By one means or another
the people w�ll seek to leave the c�ty. D�v�de yourselves, therefore,
�nto three d�v�s�ons, and take up your posts before the three gates;
f�ve kurens before the pr�nc�pal gate, and three kurens before each
of the others. Let the Dad�k�vsky and Korsunsky kurens go �nto
ambush and Taras and h�s men �nto ambush too. The T�tarevsky and
T�moschevsky kurens are to guard the baggage tra�n on the r�ght
flank, the Scherb�novsky and Stebl�k�vsky on the left, and to select
from the�r ranks the most dar�ng young men to face the foe. The



Lyakhs are of a restless nature and cannot endure a s�ege, and
perhaps th�s very day they w�ll sally forth from the gates. Let each
hetman �nspect h�s kuren; those whose ranks are not full are to be
recru�ted from the rema�ns of the Pereyaslavsky kuren. Inspect them
all anew. G�ve a loaf and a beaker to each Cossack to strengthen
h�m. But surely every one must be sat�ated from last n�ght; for all
stuffed themselves so that, to tell the truth, I am only surpr�sed that
no one burst �n the n�ght. And here �s one further command: �f any
Jew sp�r�t-seller sells a Cossack so much as a s�ngle jug of brandy, I
w�ll na�l p�g’s ears to h�s very forehead, the dog, and hang h�m up by
h�s feet. To work, brothers, to work!”

Thus d�d the Koschevo� g�ve h�s orders. All bowed to the�r g�rdles,
and w�thout putt�ng on the�r caps set out for the�r waggons and
camps. It was only when they had gone some d�stance that they
covered themselves. All began to equ�p themselves: they tested the�r
swords, poured powder from the sacks �nto the�r powder-flasks, drew
up and arranged the waggons, and looked to the�r horses.

On h�s way to h�s band, Taras wondered what had become of
Andr��; could he have been captured and found wh�le asleep w�th the
others? But no, Andr�� was not the man to go al�ve �nto capt�v�ty. Yet
he was not to be seen among the slaughtered Cossacks. Taras
pondered deeply and went past h�s men w�thout hear�ng that some
one had for some t�me been call�ng h�m by name. “Who wants me?”
he sa�d, f�nally arous�ng h�mself from h�s reflect�ons. Before h�m
stood the Jew, Yankel. “Lord colonel! lord colonel!” sa�d the Jew �n a
hasty and broken vo�ce, as though des�rous of reveal�ng someth�ng
not utterly useless, “I have been �n the c�ty, lord colonel!”

Taras looked at the Jew, and wondered how he had succeeded �n
gett�ng �nto the c�ty. “What enemy took you there?”

“I w�ll tell you at once,” sa�d Yankel. “As soon as I heard the uproar
th�s morn�ng, when the Cossacks began to f�re, I se�zed my caftan
and, w�thout stopp�ng to put �t on, ran at the top of my speed,
thrust�ng my arms �n on the way, because I wanted to know as soon
as poss�ble the cause of the no�se and why the Cossacks were f�r�ng
at dawn. I ran to the very gate of the c�ty, at the moment when the
last of the army was pass�ng through. I looked, and �n command of



the rearguard was Cornet Galyandov�tch. He �s a man well known to
me; he has owed me a hundred ducats these three years past. I ran
after h�m, as though to cla�m the debt of h�m, and so entered the c�ty
w�th them.”

“You entered the c�ty, and wanted h�m to settle the debt!” sa�d
Bulba; “and he d�d not order you to be hung l�ke a dog on the spot?”

“By heavens, he d�d want to hang me,” repl�ed the Jew; “h�s
servants had already se�zed me and thrown a rope about my neck.
But I besought the noble lord, and sa�d that I would wa�t for the
money as long as h�s lordsh�p l�ked, and prom�sed to lend h�m more
�f he would only help me to collect my debts from the other nobles;
for I can tell my lord that the noble cornet had not a ducat �n h�s
pocket, although he has farms and estates and four castles and
steppe-land that extends clear to Schklof; but he has not a penny,
any more than a Cossack. If the Breslau Jews had not equ�pped h�m,
he would never have gone on th�s campa�gn. That was the reason
he d�d not go to the D�et.”

“What d�d you do �n the c�ty? D�d you see any of our people?”
“Certa�nly, there are many of them there: Itzok, Rachum, Samuel,

Kha�valkh, Evre� the pawnbroker—”
“May they d�e, the dogs!” shouted Taras �n a rage. “Why do you

name your Jew�sh tr�be to me? I ask you about our Zaporozhtz�.”
“I saw none of our Zaporozhtz�; I saw only Lord Andr��.”
“You saw Andr��!” shouted Bulba. “What �s he do�ng? Where d�d

you see h�m? In a dungeon? �n a p�t? d�shonoured? bound?”
“Who would dare to b�nd Lord Andr��? now he �s so grand a kn�ght.

I hardly recogn�sed h�m. Gold on h�s shoulders and h�s belt, gold
everywhere about h�m; as the sun sh�nes �n spr�ng, when every b�rd
tw�tters and s�ngs �n the orchard, so he sh�nes, all gold. And h�s
horse, wh�ch the Wa�wode h�mself gave h�m, �s the very best; that
horse alone �s worth two hundred ducats.”

Bulba was petr�f�ed. “Why has he put on fore�gn garments?”
“He put them on because they were f�ner. And he r�des about, and

the others r�de about, and he teaches them, and they teach h�m; l�ke
the very grandest Pol�sh noble.”



“Who forced h�m to do th�s?”
“I should not say that he had been forced. Does not my lord know

that he went over to them of h�s own free w�ll?”
“Who went over?”
“Lord Andr��.”
“Went where?”
“Went over to the�r s�de; he �s now a thorough fore�gner.”
“You l�e, you hog’s ear!”
“How �s �t poss�ble that I should l�e? Am I a fool, that I should l�e?

Would I l�e at the r�sk of my head? Do not I know that Jews are hung
l�ke dogs �f they l�e to nobles?”

“Then �t means, accord�ng to you, he has betrayed h�s nat�ve land
and h�s fa�th?”

“I do not say that he has betrayed anyth�ng; I merely sa�d that he
had gone over to the other s�de.”

“You l�e, you �mp of a Jew! Such a deed was never known �n a
Chr�st�an land. You are mak�ng a m�stake, dog!”

“May the grass grow upon the threshold of my house �f I am
m�staken! May every one sp�t upon the grave of my father, my
mother, my father’s father, and my mother’s father, �f I am m�staken!
If my lord w�shed I can even tell h�m why he went over to them.”

“Why?”
“The Wa�wode has a beaut�ful daughter. Holy Father! what a

beauty!” Here the Jew tr�ed h�s utmost to express beauty by
extend�ng h�s hands, screw�ng up h�s eyes, and tw�st�ng h�s mouth to
one s�de as though tast�ng someth�ng on tr�al.

“Well, what of that?”
“He d�d �t all for her, he went there for her sake. When a man �s �n

love, then all th�ngs are the same to h�m; l�ke the sole of a shoe
wh�ch you can bend �n any d�rect�on �f you soak �t �n water.”

Bulba reflected deeply. He remembered the power of weak woman
—how she had ru�ned many a strong man, and that th�s was the
weak po�nt �n Andr��’s nature—and stood for some t�me �n one spot,
as though rooted there. “L�sten, my lord, I w�ll tell my lord all,” sa�d



the Jew. “As soon as I heard the uproar, and saw them go�ng
through the c�ty gate, I se�zed a str�ng of pearls, �n case of any
emergency. For there are beaut�es and noble-women there; ‘and �f
there are beaut�es and noble-women,’ I sa�d to myself, ‘they w�ll buy
pearls, even �f they have noth�ng to eat.’ And, as soon as ever the
cornet’s servants had set me at l�berty, I hastened to the Wa�wode’s
res�dence to sell my pearls. I asked all manner of quest�ons of the
lady’s Tatar ma�d; the wedd�ng �s to take place �mmed�ately, as soon
as they have dr�ven off the Zaporozhtz�. Lord Andr�� has prom�sed to
dr�ve off the Zaporov�ans.”

“And you d�d not k�ll h�m on the spot, you dev�l’s brat?” shouted
Bulba.

“Why should I k�ll h�m? He went over of h�s own free w�ll. What �s
h�s cr�me? He l�ked �t better there, so he went there.”

“And you saw h�m face to face?”
“Face to face, by heavens! such a magn�f�cent warr�or! more

splend�d than all the rest. God bless h�m, he knew me, and when I
approached h�m he sa�d at once—”

“What d�d he say?”
“He sa�d—F�rst he beckoned me w�th h�s f�nger, and then he sa�d,

‘Yankel!’ Lord Andr�� sa�d, ‘Yankel, tell my father, tell my brother, tell
all the Cossacks, all the Zaporozhtz�, everybody, that my father �s no
longer my father, nor my brother my brother, nor my comrades my
comrades; and that I w�ll f�ght them all, all.’”

“You l�e, �mp of a Jew!” shouted Taras, bes�de h�mself. “You l�e,
dog! I w�ll k�ll you, Satan! Get away from here! �f not, death awa�ts
you!” So say�ng, Taras drew h�s sword.

The terr�f�ed Jew set off �nstantly, at the full speed of h�s th�n,
shrunken legs. He ran for a long t�me, w�thout look�ng back, through
the Cossack camp, and then far out on the deserted pla�n, although
Taras d�d not chase h�m at all, reason�ng that �t was fool�sh to thus
vent h�s rage on the f�rst person who presented h�mself.

Then he recollected that he had seen Andr�� on the prev�ous n�ght
travers�ng the camp w�th some woman, and he bowed h�s grey head.



St�ll he would not bel�eve that so d�sgraceful a th�ng could have
happened, and that h�s own son had betrayed h�s fa�th and soul.

F�nally he placed h�s men �n ambush �n a wood—the only one
wh�ch had not been burned by the Cossacks—wh�lst the
Zaporozh�ans, foot and horse, set out for the three gates by three
d�fferent roads. One after another the kurens turned out: Oumansky,
Popov�chesky, Kanevsky, Stebl�kovsky, Nezama�kovsky, Gurgaz�f,
T�tarevsky, Tom�schevsky. The Pereyaslavsky kuren alone was
want�ng. Its Cossacks had smoked and drank to the�r destruct�on.
Some awoke to f�nd themselves bound �n the enemy’s hands; others
never woke at all but passed �n the�r sleep �nto the damp earth; and
the hetman Khl�b h�mself, m�nus h�s trousers and accoutrements,
found h�mself �n the camp of the Lyakhs.

The uproar among the Zaporozhtz� was heard �n the c�ty. All the
bes�eged hastened to the ramparts, and a l�vely scene was
presented to the Cossacks. The handsome Pol�sh heroes thronged
on the wall. The brazen helmets of some shone l�ke the sun, and
were adorned w�th feathers wh�te as swans. Others wore p�nk and
blue caps, droop�ng over one ear, and caftans w�th the sleeves
thrown back, embro�dered w�th gold. The�r weapons were r�chly
mounted and very costly, as were the�r equ�pments. In the front rank
the Budzhakovsky colonel stood proudly �n h�s red cap ornamented
w�th gold. He was a tall, stout man, and h�s r�ch and ample caftan
hardly covered h�m. Near the s�de gate stood another colonel. He
was a dr�ed-up l�ttle man, but h�s small, p�erc�ng eyes gleamed
sharply from under h�s th�ck and shaggy brows, and as he turned
qu�ckly on all s�des, mot�on�ng boldly w�th h�s th�n, w�thered hand,
and g�v�ng out h�s orders, �t was ev�dent that, �n sp�te of h�s l�ttle
body, he understood m�l�tary sc�ence thoroughly. Not far from h�m
stood a very tall cornet, w�th th�ck moustaches and a h�ghly-coloured
complex�on—a noble fond of strong mead and hearty revelry. Beh�nd
them were many nobles who had equ�pped themselves, some w�th
the�r own ducats, some from the royal treasury, some w�th money
obta�ned from the Jews, by pawn�ng everyth�ng they found �n the�r
ancestral castles. Many too were paras�tes, whom the senators took
w�th them to d�nners for show, and who stole s�lver cups from the
table and the s�deboard, and when the day’s d�splay was over



mounted some noble’s coach-box and drove h�s horses. There were
folk of all k�nds there. Somet�mes they had not enough to dr�nk, but
all were equ�pped for war.

The Cossack ranks stood qu�etly before the walls. There was no
gold about them, save where �t shone on the h�lt of a sword or the
mount�ngs of a gun. The Zaporozhtz� were not g�ven to deck�ng
themselves out ga�ly for battle: the�r coats-of-ma�l and garments
were pla�n, and the�r black-bordered red-crowned caps showed
darkly �n the d�stance.

Two men—Okhr�m Nasch and M�k�ga Golokopu�tenko—advanced
from the Zaporozh�an ranks. One was qu�te young, the other older;
both f�erce �n words, and not bad spec�mens of Cossacks �n act�on.
They were followed by Dem�d Popov�tch, a strongly bu�lt Cossack
who had been hang�ng about the Setch for a long t�me, after hav�ng
been �n Adr�anople and undergo�ng a great deal �n the course of h�s
l�fe. He had been burned, and had escaped to the Setch w�th
blackened head and s�nged moustaches. But Popov�tch recovered,
let h�s ha�r grow, ra�sed moustaches th�ck and black as p�tch, and
was a stout fellow, accord�ng to h�s own b�t�ng speech.

“Red jackets on all the army, but I should l�ke to know what sort of
men are under them,” he cr�ed.

“I w�ll show you,” shouted the stout colonel from above. “I w�ll
capture the whole of you. Surrender your guns and horses, slaves.
D�d you see how I caught your men?—Br�ng out a Zaporozhetz on
the wall for them to see.”

And they let out a Zaporozhetz bound w�th stout cords.
Before them stood Khl�b, the hetman of the Pereyaslavsky kuren,

w�thout h�s trousers or accoutrements, just as they had captured h�m
�n h�s drunken sleep. He bowed h�s head �n shame before the
Cossacks at h�s nakedness, and at hav�ng been thus taken l�ke a
dog, wh�le asleep. H�s ha�r had turned grey �n one n�ght.

“Gr�eve not, Khl�b: we w�ll rescue you,” shouted the Cossacks from
below.

“Gr�eve not, fr�end,” cr�ed the hetman Borodaty. “It �s not your fault
that they caught you naked: that m�sfortune m�ght happen to any



man. But �t �s a d�sgrace to them that they should have exposed you
to d�shonour, and not covered your nakedness decently.”

“You seem to be a brave army when you have people who are
asleep to f�ght,” remarked Golokopu�tenko, glanc�ng at the ramparts.

“Wa�t a b�t, we’ll s�nge your top-knots for you!” was the reply.
“I should l�ke to see them s�nge our scalp locks!” sa�d Popov�tch,

pranc�ng about before them on h�s horse; and then, glanc�ng at h�s
comrades, he added, “Well, perhaps the Lyakhs speak the truth: �f
that fat-bell�ed fellow leads them, they w�ll all f�nd a good shelter.”

“Why do you th�nk they w�ll f�nd a good shelter?” asked the
Cossacks, know�ng that Popov�tch was probably prepar�ng some
repartee.

“Because the whole army w�ll h�de beh�nd h�m; and the dev�l
h�mself couldn’t help you to reach any one w�th your spear through
that belly of h�s!”

The Cossacks laughed, some of them shak�ng the�r heads and
say�ng, “What a fellow Popov�tch �s for a joke! but now—” But the
Cossacks had not t�me to expla�n what they meant by that “now.”

“Fall back, fall back qu�ckly from the wall!” shouted the Koschevo�,
see�ng that the Lyakhs could not endure these b�t�ng words, and that
the colonel was wav�ng h�s hand.

The Cossacks had hardly retreated from the wall before the grape-
shot ra�ned down. On the ramparts all was exc�tement, and the grey-
ha�red Wa�wode h�mself appeared on horseback. The gates opened
and the garr�son sall�ed forth. In the van came hussars �n orderly
ranks, beh�nd them the horsemen �n armour, and then the heroes �n
brazen helmets; after whom rode s�ngly the h�ghest nob�l�ty, each
man accoutred as he pleased. These haughty nobles would not
m�ngle �n the ranks w�th others, and such of them as had no
commands rode apart w�th the�r own �mmed�ate follow�ng. Next came
some more compan�es, and after these the cornet, then more f�les of
men, and the stout colonel; and �n the rear of the whole force the
l�ttle colonel.

“Keep them from form�ng �n l�ne!” shouted the Koschevo�; “let all
the kurens attack them at once! Block the other gate! T�tarevsky



kuren, fall on one flank! Dyadovsky kuren, charge on the other!
Attack them �n the rear, Kukubenko and Pal�vod! Check them, break
them!” The Cossacks attacked on all s�des, throw�ng the Lyakhs �nto
confus�on and gett�ng confused themselves. They d�d not even g�ve
the foe t�me to f�re, �t came to swords and spears at once. All fought
hand to hand, and each man had an opportun�ty to d�st�ngu�sh
h�mself.

Dem�d Popov�tch speared three sold�ers, and struck two of the
h�ghest nobles from the�r saddles, say�ng, “Good horses! I have long
wanted just such horses.” And he drove the horses far af�eld,
shout�ng to the Cossacks stand�ng about to catch them. Then he
rushed aga�n �nto the fray, fell upon the d�smounted nobles, slew
one, and throw�ng h�s lasso round the neck of the other, t�ed h�m to
h�s saddle and dragged h�m over the pla�n, after hav�ng taken from
h�m h�s sword from �ts r�ch h�lt and removed from h�s g�rdle a whole
bag of ducats.

Kob�ta, a good Cossack, though st�ll very young, attacked one of
the bravest men �n the Pol�sh army, and they fought long together.
They grappled, and the Cossack master�ng h�s foe, and throw�ng h�m
down, stabbed h�m �n the breast w�th h�s sharp Turk�sh kn�fe. But he
d�d not look out for h�mself, and a bullet struck h�m on the temple.
The man who struck h�m down was the most d�st�ngu�shed of the
nobles, the handsomest sc�on of an anc�ent and pr�ncely race. L�ke a
stately poplar, he bestrode h�s dun-coloured steed, and many hero�c
deeds d�d he perform. He cut two Cossacks �n twa�n. Fedor Korzh,
the brave Cossack, he overthrew together w�th h�s horse, shoot�ng
the steed and p�ck�ng off the r�der w�th h�s spear. Many heads and
hands d�d he hew off; and slew Kob�ta by send�ng a bullet through
h�s temple.

“There’s a man I should l�ke to measure strength w�th!” shouted
Kukubenko, the hetman of the Nezama�kovsky kuren. Spurr�ng h�s
horse, he dashed stra�ght at the Pole’s back, shout�ng loudly, so that
all who stood near shuddered at the unearthly yell. The boyard tr�ed
to wheel h�s horse suddenly and face h�m, but h�s horse would not
obey h�m; scared by the terr�ble cry, �t bounded as�de, and the Lyakh
rece�ved Kukubenko’s f�re. The ball struck h�m �n the shoulder-blade,



and he rolled from h�s saddle. Even then he d�d not surrender and
strove to deal h�s enemy a blow, but h�s hand was weak. Kukubenko,
tak�ng h�s heavy sword �n both hands, thrust �t through h�s mouth.
The sword, break�ng out two teeth, cut the tongue �n twa�n, p�erced
the w�ndp�pe, and penetrated deep �nto the earth, na�l�ng h�m to the
ground. H�s noble blood, red as v�burnum berr�es bes�de the r�ver,
welled forth �n a stream sta�n�ng h�s yellow, gold-embro�dered caftan.
But Kukubenko had already left h�m, and was forc�ng h�s way, w�th
h�s Nezama�kovsky kuren, towards another group.

“He has left untouched r�ch plunder,” sa�d Borodaty, hetman of the
Oumansky kuren, leav�ng h�s men and go�ng to the place where the
nobleman k�lled by Kukubenko lay. “I have k�lled seven nobles w�th
my own hand, but such spo�l I never beheld on any one.” Prompted
by greed, Borodaty bent down to str�p off the r�ch armour, and had
already secured the Turk�sh kn�fe set w�th prec�ous stones, and
taken from the foe’s belt a purse of ducats, and from h�s breast a
s�lver case conta�n�ng a ma�den’s curl, cher�shed tenderly as a love-
token. But he heeded not how the red-faced cornet, whom he had
already once hurled from the saddle and g�ven a good blow as a
remembrance, flew upon h�m from beh�nd. The cornet swung h�s arm
w�th all h�s m�ght, and brought h�s sword down upon Borodaty’s bent
neck. Greed led to no good: the head rolled off, and the body fell
headless, spr�nkl�ng the earth w�th blood far and w�de; wh�lst the
Cossack soul ascended, �nd�gnant and surpr�sed at hav�ng so soon
qu�tted so stout a frame. The cornet had not succeeded �n se�z�ng
the hetman’s head by �ts scalp-lock, and fasten�ng �t to h�s saddle,
before an avenger had arr�ved.

As a hawk float�ng �n the sky, sweep�ng �n great c�rcles w�th h�s
m�ghty w�ngs, suddenly rema�ns po�sed �n a�r, �n one spot, and
thence darts down l�ke an arrow upon the shr�ek�ng qua�l, so Taras’s
son Ostap darted suddenly upon the cornet and flung a rope about
h�s neck w�th one cast. The cornet’s red face became a st�ll deeper
purple as the cruel noose compressed h�s throat, and he tr�ed to use
h�s p�stol; but h�s convuls�vely qu�ver�ng hand could not a�m stra�ght,
and the bullet flew w�ld across the pla�n. Ostap �mmed�ately
unfastened a s�lken cord wh�ch the cornet carr�ed at h�s saddle bow
to b�nd pr�soners, and hav�ng w�th �t bound h�m hand and foot,



attached the cord to h�s saddle and dragged h�m across the f�eld,
call�ng on all the Cossacks of the Oumansky kuren to come and
render the last honours to the�r hetman.

When the Oumantz� heard that the hetman of the�r kuren,
Borodaty, was no longer among the l�v�ng, they deserted the f�eld of
battle, rushed to secure h�s body, and consulted at once as to whom
they should select as the�r leader. At length they sa�d, “But why
consult? It �s �mposs�ble to f�nd a better leader than Bulba’s son,
Ostap; he �s younger than all the rest of us, �t �s true; but h�s
judgment �s equal to that of the eldest.”

Ostap, tak�ng off h�s cap, thanked h�s comrades for the honour,
and d�d not decl�ne �t on the ground of youth or �nexper�ence,
know�ng that war t�me �s no f�tt�ng season for that; but �nstantly
ordered them stra�ght to the fray, and soon showed them that not �n
va�n had they chosen h�m as hetman. The Lyakhs felt that the matter
was grow�ng too hot for them, and retreated across the pla�n �n order
to form aga�n at �ts other end. But the l�ttle colonel s�gnalled to the
reserve of four hundred, stat�oned at the gate, and these ra�ned shot
upon the Cossacks. To l�ttle purpose, however, the�r shot only tak�ng
effect on the Cossack oxen, wh�ch were gaz�ng w�ldly upon the
battle. The fr�ghtened oxen, bellow�ng w�th fear, dashed �nto the
camp, break�ng the l�ne of waggons and trampl�ng on many. But
Taras, emerg�ng from ambush at the moment w�th h�s troops, headed
off the �nfur�ated cattle, wh�ch, startled by h�s yell, swooped down
upon the Pol�sh troops, overthrew the cavalry, and crushed and
d�spersed them all.

“Thank you, oxen!” cr�ed the Zaporozhtz�; “you served us on the
march, and now you serve us �n war.” And they attacked the foe w�th
fresh v�gour k�ll�ng many of the enemy. Several d�st�ngu�shed
themselves—Metel�tza and Sch�lo, both of the P�sarenk�,
Vovtuzenko, and many others. The Lyakhs see�ng that matters were
go�ng badly for them flung away the�r banners and shouted for the
c�ty gates to be opened. W�th a screech�ng sound the �ron-bound
gates swung open and rece�ved the weary and dust-covered r�ders,
flock�ng l�ke sheep �nto a fold. Many of the Zaporozhtz� would have
pursued them, but Ostap stopped h�s Oumantz�, say�ng, “Farther,



farther from the walls, brother gentles! �t �s not well to approach them
too closely.” He spoke truly; for from the ramparts the foe ra�ned and
poured down everyth�ng wh�ch came to hand, and many were struck.
At that moment the Koschevo� came up and congratulated h�m,
say�ng, “Here �s the new hetman lead�ng the army l�ke an old one!”
Old Bulba glanced round to see the new hetman, and beheld Ostap
s�tt�ng on h�s horse at the head of the Oumantz�, h�s cap on one s�de
and the hetman’s staff �n h�s hand. “Who ever saw the l�ke!” he
excla�med; and the old man rejo�ced, and began to thank all the
Oumantz� for the honour they had conferred upon h�s son.

The Cossacks ret�red, prepar�ng to go �nto camp; but the Lyakhs
showed themselves aga�n on the c�ty ramparts w�th tattered mantles.
Many r�ch caftans were spotted w�th blood, and dust covered the
brazen helmets.

“Have you bound us?” cr�ed the Zaporozhtz� to them from below.
“We w�ll do so!” shouted the b�g colonel from above, show�ng them

a rope. The weary, dust-covered warr�ors ceased not to threaten, nor
the most zealous on both s�des to exchange f�erce remarks.

At length all d�spersed. Some, weary w�th battle, stretched
themselves out to rest; others spr�nkled the�r wounds w�th earth, and
bound them w�th kerch�efs and r�ch stuffs captured from the enemy.
Others, who were fresher, began to �nspect the corpses and to pay
them the last honours. They dug graves w�th swords and spears,
brought earth �n the�r caps and the sk�rts of the�r garments, la�d the
Cossacks’ bod�es out decently, and covered them up �n order that
the ravens and eagles m�ght not claw out the�r eyes. But b�nd�ng the
bod�es of the Lyakhs, as they came to hand, to the ta�ls of horses,
they let these loose on the pla�n, pursu�ng them and beat�ng them for
some t�me. The �nfur�ated horses flew over h�ll and hollow, through
d�tch and brook, dragg�ng the bod�es of the Poles, all covered w�th
blood and dust, along the ground.

All the kurens sat down �n c�rcles �n the even�ng, and talked for a
long t�me of the�r deeds, and of the ach�evements wh�ch had fallen to
the share of each, for repet�t�on by strangers and poster�ty. It was
long before they lay down to sleep; and longer st�ll before old Taras,
med�tat�ng what �t m�ght s�gn�fy that Andr�� was not among the foe,



lay down. Had the Judas been ashamed to come forth aga�nst h�s
own countrymen? or had the Jew been dece�v�ng h�m, and had he
s�mply gone �nto the c�ty aga�nst h�s w�ll? But then he recollected that
there were no bounds to a woman’s �nfluence upon Andr��’s heart; he
felt ashamed, and swore a m�ghty oath to h�mself aga�nst the fa�r
Pole who had bew�tched h�s son. And he would have kept h�s oath.
He would not have looked at her beauty; he would have dragged her
forth by her th�ck and splend�d ha�r; he would have tra�led her after
h�m over all the pla�n, among all the Cossacks. Her beaut�ful
shoulders and bosom, wh�te as fresh-fallen snow upon the mounta�n-
tops, would have been crushed to earth and covered w�th blood and
dust. Her lovely body would have been torn to p�eces. But Taras,
who d�d not foresee what God prepares for man on the morrow,
began to grow drowsy, and f�nally fell asleep. The Cossacks st�ll
talked among themselves; and the sober sent�nel stood all n�ght long
bes�de the f�re w�thout bl�nk�ng and keep�ng a good look out on all
s�des.



CHAPTER VIII
The sun had not ascended m�dway �n the heavens when all the

army assembled �n a group. News had come from the Setch that
dur�ng the Cossacks’ absence the Tatars had plundered �t
completely, unearthed the treasures wh�ch were kept concealed �n
the ground, k�lled or carr�ed �nto capt�v�ty all who had rema�ned
beh�nd, and stra�ghtway set out, w�th all the flocks and droves of
horses they had collected, for Perekop. One Cossack only, Maks�n
Galodukha, had broken loose from the Tatars’ hands, stabbed the
M�rza, se�zed h�s bag of sequ�ns, and on a Tatar horse, �n Tatar
garments, had fled from h�s pursuers for two n�ghts and a day and a
half, r�dden h�s horse to death, obta�ned another, k�lled that one too,
and arr�ved at the Zaporozh�an camp upon a th�rd, hav�ng learned
upon the road that the Zaporozhtz� were before Dubno. He could
only manage to tell them that th�s m�sfortune had taken place; but as
to how �t happened—whether the rema�n�ng Zaporozhtz� had been
carous�ng after Cossack fash�on, and had been carr�ed drunk �nto
capt�v�ty, and how the Tatars were aware of the spot where the
treasures of the army were concealed—he was too exhausted to
say. Extremely fat�gued, h�s body swollen, and h�s face scorched and
weatherbeaten, he had fallen down, and a deep sleep had
overpowered h�m.

In such cases �t was customary for the Cossacks to pursue the
robbers at once, endeavour�ng to overtake them on the road; for, let
the pr�soners once be got to the bazaars of As�a M�nor, Smyrna, or
the �sland of Crete, and God knows �n what places the tufted heads
of Zaporozhtz� m�ght not be seen. Th�s was the occas�on of the
Cossacks’ assembl�ng. They all stood to a man w�th the�r caps on;
for they had not met to l�sten to the commands of the�r hetman, but
to take counsel together as equals among equals. “Let the old men
f�rst adv�se,” was shouted to the crowd. “Let the Koschevo� g�ve h�s
op�n�on,” cr�ed others.



The Koschevo�, tak�ng off h�s cap and speak�ng not as
commander, but as a comrade among comrades, thanked all the
Cossacks for the honour, and sa�d, “There are among us many
exper�enced men and much w�sdom; but s�nce you have thought me
worthy, my counsel �s not to lose t�me �n pursu�ng the Tatars, for you
know yourselves what the Tatar �s. He w�ll not pause w�th h�s stolen
booty to awa�t our com�ng, but w�ll van�sh �n a tw�nkl�ng, so that you
can f�nd no trace of h�m. Therefore my adv�ce �s to go. We have had
good sport here. The Lyakhs now know what Cossacks are. We
have avenged our fa�th to the extent of our ab�l�ty; there �s not much
to sat�sfy greed �n the fam�shed c�ty, and so my adv�ce �s to go.”

“To go,” rang heav�ly through the Zaporozh�an kurens. But such
words d�d not su�t Taras Bulba at all; and he brought h�s frown�ng,
�ron-grey brows st�ll lower down over h�s eyes, brows l�ke bushes
grow�ng on dark mounta�n he�ghts, whose crowns are suddenly
covered w�th sharp northern frost.

“No, Koschevo�, your counsel �s not good,” sa�d he. “You cannot
say that. You have ev�dently forgotten that those of our men
captured by the Lyakhs w�ll rema�n pr�soners. You ev�dently w�sh that
we should not heed the f�rst holy law of comradesh�p; that we should
leave our brethren to be flayed al�ve, or carr�ed about through the
towns and v�llages after the�r Cossack bod�es have been quartered,
as was done w�th the hetman and the bravest Russ�an warr�ors �n
the Ukra�ne. Have the enemy not desecrated the holy th�ngs
suff�c�ently w�thout that? What are we? I ask you all what sort of a
Cossack �s he who would desert h�s comrade �n m�sfortune, and let
h�m per�sh l�ke a dog �n a fore�gn land? If �t has come to such a pass
that no one has any conf�dence �n Cossack honour, perm�tt�ng men
to sp�t upon h�s grey moustache, and upbra�d h�m w�th offens�ve
words, then let no one blame me; I w�ll rema�n here alone.”

All the Zaporozhtz� who were there wavered.
“And have you forgotten, brave comrades,” sa�d the Koschevo�,

“that the Tatars also have comrades of ours �n the�r hands; that �f we
do not rescue them now the�r l�ves w�ll be sacr�f�ced �n eternal
�mpr�sonment among the �nf�dels, wh�ch �s worse than the most cruel



death? Have you forgotten that they now hold all our treasure, won
by Chr�st�an blood?”

The Cossacks reflected, not know�ng what to say. None of them
w�shed to deserve �ll repute. Then there stepped out �n front of them
the oldest �n years of all the Zaporozh�an army, Kasyan Bovdug. He
was respected by all the Cossacks. Tw�ce had he been chosen
Koschevo�, and had also been a stout warr�or; but he had long been
old, and had ceased to go upon ra�ds. Ne�ther d�d the old man l�ke to
g�ve adv�ce to any one; but loved to l�e upon h�s s�de �n the c�rcle of
Cossacks, l�sten�ng to tales of every occurrence on the Cossack
marches. He never jo�ned �n the conversat�on, but only l�stened, and
pressed the ashes w�th h�s f�nger �n h�s short p�pe, wh�ch never left
h�s mouth; and would s�t so long w�th h�s eyes half open, that the
Cossacks never knew whether he were asleep or st�ll l�sten�ng. He
always stayed at home dur�ng the�r ra�ds, but th�s t�me the old man
had jo�ned the army. He had waved h�s hand �n Cossack fash�on,
and sa�d, “Wherever you go, I am go�ng too; perhaps I may be of
some serv�ce to the Cossack nat�on.” All the Cossacks became s�lent
when he now stepped forward before the assembly, for �t was long
s�nce any speech from h�m had been heard. Every one wanted to
know what Bovdug had to say.

“It �s my turn to speak a word, brother gentles,” he began: “l�sten,
my ch�ldren, to an old man. The Koschevo� spoke well as the head of
the Cossack army; be�ng bound to protect �t, and �n respect to the
treasures of the army he could say noth�ng w�ser. That �s so! Let that
be my f�rst remark; but now l�sten to my second. And th�s �s my
second remark: Taras spoke even more truly. God grant h�m many
years, and that such leaders may be plent�ful �n the Ukra�ne! A
Cossack’s f�rst duty and honour �s to guard comradesh�p. Never �n all
my l�fe, brother gentles, have I heard of any Cossack desert�ng or
betray�ng any of h�s comrades. Both those made capt�ve at the Setch
and these taken here are our comrades. Whether they be few or
many, �t makes no d�fference; all are our comrades, and all are dear
to us. So th�s �s my speech: Let those to whom the pr�soners
captured by the Tatars are dear set out after the Tatars; and let those
to whom the capt�ves of the Poles are dear, and who do not care to
desert a r�ghteous cause, stay beh�nd. The Koschevo�, �n



accordance w�th h�s duty, w�ll accompany one half �n pursu�t of the
Tatars, and the other half can choose a hetman to lead them. But �f
you w�ll heed the words of an old man, there �s no man f�tter to be
the command�ng hetman than Taras Bulba. Not one of us �s h�s
equal �n hero�sm.”

Thus spoke Bovdug, and paused; and all the Cossacks rejo�ced
that the old man had �n th�s manner brought them to an agreement.
All flung up the�r caps and shouted, “Thanks, father! He kept s�lence
for a long, long t�me, but he has spoken at last. Not �n va�n d�d he
say, when we prepared for th�s exped�t�on, that he m�ght be useful to
the Cossack nat�on: even so �t has come to pass!”

“Well, are you agreed upon anyth�ng?” asked the Koschevo�.
“We are all agreed!” cr�ed the Cossacks.
“Then the counc�l �s at an end?”
“At an end!” cr�ed the Cossacks.
“Then l�sten to the m�l�tary command, ch�ldren,” sa�d the

Koschevo�, stepp�ng forward, and putt�ng on h�s cap; wh�lst all the
Cossacks took off the�rs, and stood w�th uncovered heads, and w�th
eyes f�xed upon the earth, as was always the custom among them
when the leader prepared to speak. “Now d�v�de yourselves, brother
gentles! Let those who w�sh to go stand on the r�ght, and those who
w�sh to stay, on the left. Where the major�ty of a kuren goes there �ts
off�cers are to go: �f the m�nor�ty of a kuren goes over, �t must be
added to another kuren.”

Then they began to take up the�r pos�t�ons, some to the r�ght and
some to the left. Wh�ther the major�ty of a kuren went th�ther the
hetman went also; and the m�nor�ty attached �tself to another kuren.
It came out pretty even on both s�des. Those who w�shed to rema�n
were nearly the whole of the Nezama�kovsky kuren, the ent�re
Oumansky kuren, the ent�re Kanevsky kuren, and the larger half of
the Popov�tchsky, the T�moschevsky and the Stebl�k�vsky kurens. All
the rest preferred to go �n pursu�t of the Tatars. On both s�des there
were many stout and brave Cossacks. Among those who dec�ded to
follow the Tatars were Tcherevaty, and those good old Cossacks
Pokot�pole, Lem�sch, and Prokopov�tch Koma. Dem�d Popov�tch also
went w�th that party, because he could not s�t long �n one place: he



had tr�ed h�s hand on the Lyakhs and wanted to try �t on the Tatars
also. The hetmans of kurens were Nost�ugan, Pokru�schka,
Nevn�msky, and numerous brave and renowned Cossacks who
w�shed to test the�r swords and muscles �n an encounter w�th the
Tatars. There were l�kew�se many brave Cossacks among those who
preferred to rema�n, �nclud�ng the kuren hetmans, Dem�trov�tch,
Kukubenko, Vert�khv�st, Balan, and Ostap Bulba. Bes�des these
there were plenty of stout and d�st�ngu�shed warr�ors: Vovtuzenko,
Tcherev�tchenko, Stepan Guska, Okhr�m Guska, V�kola Gonst�y,
Zadorozhn�y, Metel�tza, Ivan Zakrut�guba, Mos�y P�sarenko, and st�ll
another P�sarenko, and many others. They were all great travellers;
they had v�s�ted the shores of Anatol�a, the salt marshes and steppes
of the Cr�mea, all the r�vers great and small wh�ch empty �nto the
Dn�eper, and all the fords and �slands of the Dn�eper; they had been
�n Moldav�a, Wallach�a, and Turkey; they had sa�led all over the
Black Sea, �n the�r double-ruddered Cossack boats; they had
attacked w�th f�fty sk�ffs �n l�ne the tallest and r�chest sh�ps; they had
sunk many a Turk�sh galley, and had burnt much, very much powder
�n the�r day; more than once they had made foot-bandages from
velvets and r�ch stuffs; more than once they had beaten buckles for
the�r g�rdles out of sequ�ns. Every one of them had drunk and
revelled away what would have suff�ced any other for a whole
l�fet�me, and had noth�ng to show for �t. They spent �t all, l�ke
Cossacks, �n treat�ng all the world, and �n h�r�ng mus�c that every one
m�ght be merry. Even now few of them had amassed any property:
some caskets, cups, and bracelets were h�dden beneath the reeds
on the �slands of the Dn�eper �n order that the Tatars m�ght not f�nd
them �f by m�shap they should succeed �n fall�ng suddenly on the
Setch; but �t would have been d�ff�cult for the Tatars to f�nd them, for
the owners themselves had forgotten where they had bur�ed them.
Such were the Cossacks who w�shed to rema�n and take vengeance
on the Lyakhs for the�r trusty comrades and the fa�th of Chr�st. The
old Cossack Bovdug w�shed also to rema�n w�th them, say�ng, “I am
not of an age to pursue the Tatars, but th�s �s a place to meet a good
Cossack death. I have long prayed God that when my l�fe was to end
I m�ght end �t �n battle for a holy and Chr�st�an cause. And so �t has



come to pass. There can be no more glor�ous end �n any other place
for the aged Cossack.”

When they had all separated, and were ranged �n two l�nes on
oppos�te s�des, the Koschevo� passed through the ranks, and sa�d,
“Well, brother gentles, are the two part�es sat�sf�ed w�th each other?”

“All sat�sf�ed, father!” repl�ed the Cossacks.
“Then k�ss each other, and b�d each other farewell; for God knows

whether you w�ll ever see each other al�ve aga�n. Obey your hetman,
but you know yourselves what you have to do: you know yourselves
what Cossack honour requ�res.”

And all the Cossacks k�ssed each other. The hetmans f�rst began
�t. Strok�ng down the�r grey moustaches, they k�ssed each other,
mak�ng the s�gn of the cross, and then, grasp�ng hands f�rmly,
wanted to ask of each other, “Well, brother, shall we see one another
aga�n or not?” But they d�d not ask the quest�on: they kept s�lence,
and both grey-heads were lost �n thought. Then the Cossacks took
leave of each other to the last man, know�ng that there was a great
deal of work before them all. Yet they were not obl�ged to part at
once: they would have to wa�t unt�l n�ght �n order not to let the
Lyakhs perce�ve the d�m�nut�on �n the Cossack army. Then all went
off, by kurens, to d�ne.

After d�nner, all who had the prospect of the journey before them
lay down to rest, and fell �nto a deep and long sleep, as though
foresee�ng that �t was the last sleep they should enjoy �n such
secur�ty. They slept even unt�l sunset; and when the sun had gone
down and �t had grown somewhat dusky, began to tar the waggons.
All be�ng �n read�ness, they sent the waggons ahead, and hav�ng
pulled off the�r caps once more to the�r comrades, qu�etly followed
the baggage tra�n. The cavalry, w�thout shouts or wh�stles to the
horses, tramped l�ghtly after the foot-sold�ers, and all soon van�shed
�n the darkness. The only sound was the dull thud of horses’ hoofs,
or the squeak of some wheel wh�ch had not got �nto work�ng order, or
had not been properly tarred am�d the darkness.

The�r comrades stood for some t�me wav�ng the�r hands, though
noth�ng was v�s�ble. But when they returned to the�r camp�ng places
and saw by the l�ght of the gleam�ng stars that half the waggons



were gone, and many of the�r comrades, each man’s heart grew sad;
all became �nvoluntar�ly pens�ve, and drooped the�r heads towards
the earth.

Taras saw how troubled were the Cossack ranks, and that
sadness, unsu�ted to brave men, had begun to qu�etly master the
Cossack hearts; but he rema�ned s�lent. He w�shed to g�ve them t�me
to become accustomed to the melancholy caused by the�r part�ng
from the�r comrades; but, meanwh�le, he was prepar�ng to rouse
them at one blow, by a loud battle-cry �n Cossack fash�on, �n order
that good cheer m�ght return to the soul of each w�th greater strength
than before. Of th�s only the Slav nature, a broad, powerful nature,
wh�ch �s to others what the sea �s to small r�vulets, �s capable. In
stormy t�mes �t roars and thunders, rag�ng, and ra�s�ng such waves
as weak r�vers cannot throw up; but when �t �s w�ndless and qu�et, �t
spreads �ts boundless glassy surface, clearer than any r�ver, a
constant del�ght to the eye.

Taras ordered h�s servants to unload one of the waggons wh�ch
stood apart. It was larger and stronger than any other �n the Cossack
camp; two stout t�res enc�rcled �ts m�ghty wheels. It was heav�ly
laden, covered w�th horsecloths and strong wolf-sk�ns, and f�rmly
bound w�th t�ghtly drawn tarred ropes. In the waggon were flasks and
casks of good old w�ne, wh�ch had long la�n �n Taras’s cellar. He had
brought �t along, �n case a moment should arr�ve when some deed
awa�ted them worthy of be�ng handed down to poster�ty, so that each
Cossack, to the very last man, m�ght quaff �t, and be �nsp�red w�th
sent�ments f�tt�ng to the occas�on. On rece�v�ng h�s command, the
servants hastened to the waggon, hewed asunder the stout ropes
w�th the�r swords, removed the th�ck wolf-sk�ns and horsecloths, and
drew forth the flasks and casks.

“Take them all,” sa�d Bulba, “all there are; take them, that every
one may be suppl�ed. Take jugs, or the pa�ls for water�ng the horses;
take sleeve or cap; but �f you have noth�ng else, then hold your two
hands under.”

All the Cossacks se�zed someth�ng: one took a jug, another a pa�l,
another a sleeve, another a cap, and another held both hands.
Taras’s servants, mak�ng the�r way among the ranks, poured out for



all from the casks and flasks. But Taras ordered them not to dr�nk
unt�l he should g�ve the s�gnal for all to dr�nk together. It was ev�dent
that he w�shed to say someth�ng. He knew that however good �n
�tself the w�ne m�ght be and however f�tted to strengthen the sp�r�t of
man, yet, �f a su�table speech were l�nked w�th �t, then the strength of
the w�ne and of the sp�r�t would be doubled.

“I treat you, brother gentles,” thus spoke Bulba, “not �n honour of
your hav�ng made me hetman, however great such an honour may
be, nor �n honour of our part�ng from our comrades. To do both would
be f�tt�ng at a f�tt�ng t�me; but the moment before us �s not such a
t�me. The work before us �s great both �n labour and �n glory for the
Cossacks. Therefore let us dr�nk all together, let us dr�nk before all
else to the holy orthodox fa�th, that the day may f�nally come when �t
may be spread over all the world, and that everywhere there may be
but one fa�th, and that all Mussulmans may become Chr�st�ans. And
let us also dr�nk together to the Setch, that �t may stand long for the
ru�n of the Mussulmans, and that every year there may �ssue forth
from �t young men, each better, each handsomer than the other. And
let us dr�nk to our own glory, that our grandsons and the�r sons may
say that there were once men who were not ashamed of
comradesh�p, and who never betrayed each other. Now to the fa�th,
brother gentles, to the fa�th!”

“To the fa�th!” cr�ed those stand�ng �n the ranks hard by, w�th th�ck
vo�ces. “To the fa�th!” those more d�stant took up the cry; and all,
both young and old, drank to the fa�th.

“To the Setch!” sa�d Taras, ra�s�ng h�s hand h�gh above h�s head.
“To the Setch!” echoed the foremost ranks. “To the Setch!” sa�d the

old men, softly, tw�tch�ng the�r grey moustaches; and eagerly as
young hawks, the youths repeated, “To the Setch!” And the d�stant
pla�n heard how the Cossacks ment�oned the�r Setch.

“Now a last draught, comrades, to the glory of all Chr�st�ans now
l�v�ng �n the world!”

And every Cossack drank a last draught to the glory of all
Chr�st�ans �n the world. And among all the ranks �n the kurens they
long repeated, “To all the Chr�st�ans �n the world!”



The pa�ls were empty, but the Cossacks st�ll stood w�th the�r hands
upl�fted. Although the eyes of all gleamed br�ghtly w�th the w�ne, they
were th�nk�ng deeply. Not of greed or the spo�ls of war were they
th�nk�ng now, nor of who would be lucky enough to get ducats, f�ne
weapons, embro�dered caftans, and Tcherkess�an horses; but they
med�tated l�ke eagles perched upon the rocky crests of mounta�ns,
from wh�ch the d�stant sea �s v�s�ble, dotted, as w�th t�ny b�rds, w�th
galleys, sh�ps, and every sort of vessel, bounded only by the
scarcely v�s�ble l�nes of shore, w�th the�r ports l�ke gnats and the�r
forests l�ke f�ne grass. L�ke eagles they gazed out on all the pla�n,
w�th the�r fate darkl�ng �n the d�stance. All the pla�n, w�th �ts slopes
and roads, w�ll be covered w�th the�r wh�te project�ng bones, lav�shly
washed w�th the�r Cossack blood, and strewn w�th shattered
waggons and w�th broken swords and spears; the eagles w�ll swoop
down and tear out the�r Cossack eyes. But there �s one grand
advantage: not a s�ngle noble deed w�ll be lost, and the Cossack
glory w�ll not van�sh l�ke the t�n�est gra�n of powder from a gun-barrel.
The gu�tar-player w�th grey beard fall�ng upon h�s breast, and
perhaps a wh�te-headed old man st�ll full of r�pe, manly strength w�ll
come, and w�ll speak h�s low, strong words of them. And the�r glory
w�ll resound through all the world, and all who are born thereafter w�ll
speak of them; for the word of power �s carr�ed afar, r�ng�ng l�ke a
boom�ng brazen bell, �n wh�ch the maker has m�ngled much r�ch,
pure s�lver, that �s beaut�ful sound may be borne far and w�de
through the c�t�es, v�llages, huts, and palaces, summon�ng all
bet�mes to holy prayer.





CHAPTER IX
In the c�ty, no one knew that one-half of the Cossacks had gone �n

pursu�t of the Tatars. From the tower of the town hall the sent�nel
only perce�ved that a part of the waggons had been dragged �nto the
forest; but �t was thought that the Cossacks were prepar�ng an
ambush—a v�ew taken by the French eng�neer also. Meanwh�le, the
Koschevo�’s words proved not unfounded, for a scarc�ty of prov�s�ons
arose �n the c�ty. Accord�ng to a custom of past centur�es, the army
d�d not separate as much as was necessary. They tr�ed to make a
sort�e; but half of those who d�d so were �nstantly k�lled by the
Cossacks, and the other half dr�ven back �nto the c�ty w�th no results.
But the Jews ava�led themselves of the opportun�ty to f�nd out
everyth�ng; wh�ther and why the Zaporozhtz� had departed, and w�th
what leaders, and wh�ch part�cular kurens, and the�r number, and
how many had rema�ned on the spot, and what they �ntended to do;
�n short, w�th�n a few m�nutes all was known �n the c�ty.

The bes�eged took courage, and prepared to offer battle. Taras
had already d�v�ned �t from the no�se and movement �n the c�ty, and
hastened about, mak�ng h�s arrangements, form�ng h�s men, and
g�v�ng orders and �nstruct�ons. He ranged the kurens �n three camps,
surround�ng them w�th the waggons as bulwarks—a format�on �n
wh�ch the Zaporozhtz� were �nv�nc�ble—ordered two kurens �nto
ambush, and drove sharp stakes, broken guns, and fragments of
spears �nto a part of the pla�n, w�th a v�ew to forc�ng the enemy’s
cavalry upon �t �f an opportun�ty should present �tself. When all was
done wh�ch was necessary, he made a speech to the Cossacks, not
for the purpose of encourag�ng and freshen�ng up the�r sp�r�ts—he
knew the�r souls were strong w�thout that—but s�mply because he
w�shed to tell them all he had upon h�s heart.

“I want to tell you, brother gentles, what our brotherhood �s. You
have heard from your fathers and grandfathers �n what honour our
land has always been held by all. We made ourselves known to the



Greeks, and we took gold from Constant�nople, and our c�t�es were
luxur�ous, and we had, too, our temples, and our pr�nces—the
pr�nces of the Russ�an people, our own pr�nces, not Cathol�c
unbel�evers. But the Mussulmans took all; all van�shed, and we
rema�ned defenceless; yea, l�ke a w�dow after the death of a
powerful husband: defenceless was our land as well as ourselves!
Such was the t�me, comrades, when we jo�ned hands �n a
brotherhood: that �s what our fellowsh�p cons�sts �n. There �s no more
sacred brotherhood. The father loves h�s ch�ldren, the mother loves
her ch�ldren, the ch�ldren love the�r father and mother; but th�s �s not
l�ke that, brothers. The w�ld beast also loves �ts young. But a man
can be related only by s�m�lar�ty of m�nd and not of blood. There
have been brotherhoods �n other lands, but never any such
brotherhoods as on our Russ�an so�l. It has happened to many of
you to be �n fore�gn lands. You look: there are people there also,
God’s creatures, too; and you talk w�th them as w�th the men of your
own country. But when �t comes to say�ng a hearty word—you w�ll
see. No! they are sens�ble people, but not the same; the same k�nd
of people, and yet not the same! No, brothers, to love as the Russ�an
soul loves, �s to love not w�th the m�nd or anyth�ng else, but w�th all
that God has g�ven, all that �s w�th�n you. Ah!” sa�d Taras, and waved
h�s hand, and w�ped h�s grey head, and tw�tched h�s moustache, and
then went on: “No, no one else can love �n that way! I know that
baseness has now made �ts way �nto our land. Men care only to
have the�r r�cks of gra�n and hay, and the�r droves of horses, and that
the�r mead may be safe �n the�r cellars; they adopt, the dev�l only
knows what Mussulman customs. They speak scornfully w�th the�r
tongues. They care not to speak the�r real thoughts w�th the�r own
countrymen. They sell the�r own th�ngs to the�r own comrades, l�ke
soulless creatures �n the market-place. The favour of a fore�gn k�ng,
and not even a k�ng, but the poor favour of a Pol�sh magnate, who
beats them on the mouth w�th h�s yellow shoe, �s dearer to them than
all brotherhood. But the very meanest of these v�le men, whoever he
may be, g�ven over though he be to v�leness and slav�shness, even
he, brothers, has some gra�ns of Russ�an feel�ng; and they w�ll assert
themselves some day. And then the wretched man w�ll beat h�s
breast w�th h�s hands; and w�ll tear h�s ha�r, curs�ng h�s v�le l�fe loudly,



and ready to exp�ate h�s d�sgraceful deeds w�th torture. Let them
know what brotherhood means on Russ�an so�l! And �f �t has come to
the po�nt that a man must d�e for h�s brotherhood, �t �s not f�t that any
of them should d�e so. No! none of them. It �s not a f�t th�ng for the�r
mouse-l�ke natures.”

Thus spoke the hetman; and after he had f�n�shed h�s speech he
st�ll cont�nued to shake h�s head, wh�ch had grown grey �n Cossack
serv�ce. All who stood there were deeply affected by h�s speech,
wh�ch went to the�r very hearts. The oldest �n the ranks stood
mot�onless, the�r grey heads droop�ng. Tears tr�ckled qu�etly from
the�r aged eyes; they w�ped them slowly away w�th the�r sleeves, and
then all, as �f w�th one consent, waved the�r hands �n the a�r at the
same moment, and shook the�r exper�enced heads. For �t was
ev�dent that old Taras recalled to them many of the best-known and
f�nest tra�ts of the heart �n a man who has become w�se through
suffer�ng, to�l, dar�ng, and every earthly m�sfortune, or, though
unknown to them, of many th�ngs felt by young, pure sp�r�ts, to the
eternal joy of the parents who bore them.

But the army of the enemy was already march�ng out of the c�ty,
sound�ng drums and trumpets; and the nobles, w�th the�r arms
ak�mbo, were r�d�ng forth too, surrounded by �nnumerable servants.
The stout colonel gave h�s orders, and they began to advance br�skly
on the Cossack camps, po�nt�ng the�r matchlocks threaten�ngly. The�r
eyes flashed, and they were br�ll�ant w�th brass armour. As soon as
the Cossacks saw that they had come w�th�n gunshot, the�r
matchlocks thundered all together, and they cont�nued to f�re w�thout
cessat�on.

The detonat�ons resounded through the d�stant f�elds and
meadows, merg�ng �nto one cont�nuous roar. The whole pla�n was
shrouded �n smoke, but the Zaporozhtz� cont�nued to f�re w�thout
draw�ng breath—the rear ranks do�ng noth�ng but load�ng the guns
and hand�ng them to those �n front, thus creat�ng amazement among
the enemy, who could not understand how the Cossacks f�red
w�thout reload�ng. Am�d the dense smoke wh�ch enveloped both
arm�es, �t could not be seen how f�rst one and then another dropped:
but the Lyakhs felt that the balls flew th�ckly, and that the affa�r was



grow�ng hot; and when they retreated to escape from the smoke and
see how matters stood, many were m�ss�ng from the�r ranks, but only
two or three out of a hundred were k�lled on the Cossack s�de. St�ll
the Cossacks went on f�r�ng off the�r matchlocks w�thout a moment’s
�nterm�ss�on. Even the fore�gn eng�neers were amazed at tact�cs
heretofore unknown to them, and sa�d then and there, �n the
presence of all, “These Zaporozhtz� are brave fellows. That �s the
way men �n other lands ought to f�ght.” And they adv�sed that the
cannons should at once be turned on the camps. Heav�ly roared the
�ron cannons w�th the�r w�de throats; the earth hummed and trembled
far and w�de, and the smoke lay tw�ce as heavy over the pla�n. They
smelt the reek of the powder among the squares and streets �n the
most d�stant as well as the nearest quarters of the c�ty. But those
who la�d the cannons po�nted them too h�gh, and the shot descr�b�ng
too w�de a curve flew over the heads of the camps, and bur�ed
themselves deep �n the earth at a d�stance, tear�ng the ground, and
throw�ng the black so�l h�gh �n the a�r. At the s�ght of such lack of sk�ll
the French eng�neer tore h�s ha�r, and undertook to lay the cannons
h�mself, heed�ng not the Cossack bullets wh�ch showered round h�m.

Taras saw from afar that destruct�on menaced the whole
Nezama�kovsky and Stebl�k�vsky kurens, and gave a r�ng�ng shout,
“Get away from the waggons �nstantly, and mount your horses!” But
the Cossacks would not have succeeded �n effect�ng both these
movements �f Ostap had not dashed �nto the m�ddle of the foe and
wrenched the l�nstocks from s�x cannoneers. But he could not
wrench them from the other four, for the Lyakhs drove h�m back.
Meanwh�le the fore�gn capta�n had taken the lunt �n h�s own hand to
f�re the largest cannon, such a cannon as none of the Cossacks had
ever beheld before. It looked horr�ble w�th �ts w�de mouth, and a
thousand deaths poured forth from �t. And as �t thundered, the three
others followed, shak�ng �n fourfold earthquake the dully respons�ve
earth. Much woe d�d they cause. For more than one Cossack wa�led
the aged mother, beat�ng w�th bony hands her feeble breast; more
than one w�dow was left �n Glukhof, Nem�rof, Chern�gof, and other
c�t�es. The lov�ng woman w�ll hasten forth every day to the bazaar,
grasp�ng at all passers-by, scann�ng the face of each to see �f there
be not among them one dearer than all; but though many an army



w�ll pass through the c�ty, never among them w�ll a s�ngle one of all
the�r dearest be.

Half the Nezama�kovsky kuren was as �f �t had never been. As the
ha�l suddenly beats down a f�eld where every ear of gra�n sh�nes l�ke
purest gold, so were they beaten down.

How the Cossacks hastened th�ther! How they all started up! How
raged Kukubenko, the hetman, when he saw that the best half of h�s
kuren was no more! He fought h�s way w�th h�s rema�n�ng
Nezama�kovtz� to the very m�dst of the fray, cut down �n h�s wrath,
l�ke a cabbage, the f�rst man he met, hurled many a r�der from h�s
steed, p�erc�ng both horse and man w�th h�s lance; and mak�ng h�s
way to the gunners, captured some of the cannons. Here he found
the hetman of the Oumansky kuren, and Stepan Guska, hard at
work, hav�ng already se�zed the largest cannon. He left those
Cossacks there, and plunged w�th h�s own �nto another mass of the
foe, mak�ng a lane through �t. Where the Nezama�kovtz� passed
there was a street; where they turned about there was a square as
where streets meet. The foemen’s ranks were v�s�bly th�nn�ng, and
the Lyakhs fall�ng �n sheaves. Bes�de the waggons stood
Vovtuzenko, and �n front Tcherev�tchenko, and by the more d�stant
ones Degtyarenko; and beh�nd them the kuren hetman, Vert�khv�st.
Degtyarenko had p�erced two Lyakhs w�th h�s spear, and now
attacked a th�rd, a stout antagon�st. Ag�le and strong was the Lyakh,
w�th gl�tter�ng arms, and accompan�ed by f�fty followers. He fell
f�ercely upon Degtyarenko, struck h�m to the earth, and, flour�sh�ng
h�s sword above h�m, cr�ed, “There �s not one of you Cossack dogs
who has dared to oppose me.”

“Here �s one,” sa�d Mos�y Sch�lo, and stepped forward. He was a
muscular Cossack, who had often commanded at sea, and
undergone many v�c�ss�tudes. The Turks had once se�zed h�m and
h�s men at Treb�zond, and borne them capt�ves to the galleys, where
they bound them hand and foot w�th �ron cha�ns, gave them no food
for a week at a t�me, and made them dr�nk sea-water. The poor
pr�soners endured and suffered all, but would not renounce the�r
orthodox fa�th. The�r hetman, Mos�y Sch�lo, could not bear �t: he
trampled the Holy Scr�ptures under foot, wound the v�le turban about



h�s s�nful head, and became the favour�te of a pasha, steward of a
sh�p, and ruler over all the galley slaves. The poor slaves sorrowed
greatly thereat, for they knew that �f he had renounced h�s fa�th he
would be a tyrant, and h�s hand would be the more heavy and
severe upon them. So �t turned out. Mos�y Sch�lo had them put �n
new cha�ns, three to an oar. The cruel fetters cut to the very bone;
and he beat them upon the back. But when the Turks, rejo�c�ng at
hav�ng obta�ned such a servant, began to carouse, and, forgetful of
the�r law, got all drunk, he d�str�buted all the s�xty-four keys among
the pr�soners, �n order that they m�ght free themselves, fl�ng the�r
cha�ns and manacles �nto the sea, and, se�z�ng the�r swords, �n turn
k�ll the Turks. Then the Cossacks collected great booty, and returned
w�th glory to the�r country; and the gu�tar-players celebrated Mos�y
Sch�lo’s explo�ts for a long t�me. They would have elected h�m
Koschevo�, but he was a very eccentr�c Cossack. At one t�me he
would perform some feat wh�ch the most sagac�ous would never
have dreamed of. At another, folly s�mply took possess�on of h�m,
and he drank and squandered everyth�ng away, was �n debt to every
one �n the Setch, and, �n add�t�on to that, stole l�ke a street th�ef. He
carr�ed off a whole Cossack equ�pment from a strange kuren by n�ght
and pawned �t to the tavern-keeper. For th�s d�shonourable act they
bound h�m to a post �n the bazaar, and la�d a club bes�de h�m, �n
order that every one who passed should, accord�ng to the measure
of h�s strength, deal h�m a blow. But there was not one Zaporozhetz
out of them all to be found who would ra�se the club aga�nst h�m,
remember�ng h�s former serv�ces. Such was the Cossack, Mos�y
Sch�lo.

“Here �s one who w�ll k�ll you, dog!” he sa�d, spr�ng�ng upon the
Lyakh. How they hacked away! the�r shoulder-plates and breast-
plates bent under the�r blows. The host�le Lyakh cut through Sch�lo’s
sh�rt of ma�l, reach�ng the body �tself w�th h�s blade. The Cossack’s
sh�rt was dyed purple: but Sch�lo heeded �t not. He brand�shed h�s
brawny hand, heavy �ndeed was that m�ghty f�st, and brought the
pommel of h�s sword down unexpectedly upon h�s foeman’s head.
The brazen helmet flew �nto p�eces and the Lyakh staggered and fell;
but Sch�lo went on hack�ng and cutt�ng gashes �n the body of the
stunned man. K�ll not utterly th�ne enemy, Cossack: look back rather!



The Cossack d�d not turn, and one of the dead man’s servants
plunged a kn�fe �nto h�s neck. Sch�lo turned and tr�ed to se�ze h�m,
but he d�sappeared am�d the smoke of the powder. On all s�des rose
the roar of matchlocks. Sch�lo knew that h�s wound was mortal. He
fell w�th h�s hand upon h�s wound, and sa�d, turn�ng to h�s comrades,
“Farewell, brother gentles, my comrades! may the holy Russ�an land
stand forever, and may �t be eternally honoured!” And as he closed
h�s fa�l�ng eyes, the Cossack soul fled from h�s gr�m body. Then
Zadorozhn�y came forward w�th h�s men, Vert�khv�st �ssued from the
ranks, and Balaban stepped forth.

“What now, gentles?” sa�d Taras, call�ng to the hetmans by name:
“there �s yet powder �n the powder-flasks? The Cossack force �s not
weakened? the Cossacks do not y�eld?”

“There �s yet powder �n the flasks, father; the Cossack force �s not
weakened yet: the Cossacks y�eld not!”

And the Cossacks pressed v�gorously on: the foemen’s ranks were
d�sordered. The short colonel beat the assembly, and ordered e�ght
pa�nted standards to be d�splayed to collect h�s men, who were
scattered over all the pla�n. All the Lyakhs hastened to the
standards. But they had not yet succeeded �n rang�ng themselves �n
order, when the hetman Kukubenko attacked the�r centre aga�n w�th
h�s Nezama�kovtz� and fell stra�ght upon the stout colonel. The
colonel could not res�st the attack, and, wheel�ng h�s horse about, set
out at a gallop; but Kukubenko pursued h�m for a cons�derable
d�stance cross the pla�n and prevented h�m from jo�n�ng h�s reg�ment.

Perce�v�ng th�s from the kuren on the flank, Stepan Guska set out
after h�m, lasso �n hand, bend�ng h�s head to h�s horse’s neck. Tak�ng
advantage of an opportun�ty, he cast h�s lasso about h�s neck at the
f�rst attempt. The colonel turned purple �n the face, grasped the cord
w�th both hands, and tr�ed to break �t; but w�th a powerful thrust
Stepan drove h�s lance through h�s body, and there he rema�ned
p�nned to the earth. But Guska d�d not escape h�s fate. The
Cossacks had but t�me to look round when they beheld Stepan
Guska elevated on four spears. All the poor fellow succeeded �n
say�ng was, “May all our enem�es per�sh, and may the Russ�an land
rejo�ce forever!” and then he y�elded up h�s soul.



The Cossacks glanced around, and there was Metel�tza on one
s�de, enterta�n�ng the Lyakhs by deal�ng blows on the head to one
and another; on the other s�de, the hetman Nevel�tchk�y was
attack�ng w�th h�s men; and Zakrut�buga was repuls�ng and slay�ng
the enemy by the waggons. The th�rd P�sarenko had repulsed a
whole squadron from the more d�stant waggons; and they were st�ll
f�ght�ng and k�ll�ng amongst the other waggons, and even upon them.

“How now, gentles?” cr�ed Taras, stepp�ng forward before them all:
“�s there st�ll powder �n your flasks? Is the Cossack force st�ll strong?
do the Cossacks y�eld?”

“There �s st�ll powder �n the flasks, father; the Cossack force �s st�ll
strong: the Cossacks y�eld not!”

But Bovdug had already fallen from the waggons; a bullet had
struck h�m just below the heart. The old man collected all h�s
strength, and sa�d, “I sorrow not to part from the world. God grant
every man such an end! May the Russ�an land be forever glor�ous!”
And Bovdug’s sp�r�t flew above, to tell the old men who had gone on
long before that men st�ll knew how to f�ght on Russ�an so�l, and
better st�ll, that they knew how to d�e for �t and the holy fa�th.

Balaban, hetman of a kuren, soon after fell to the ground also from
a waggon. Three mortal wounds had he rece�ved from a lance, a
bullet, and a sword. He had been one of the very best of Cossacks,
and had accompl�shed a great deal as a commander on naval
exped�t�ons; but more glor�ous than all the rest was h�s ra�d on the
shores of Anatol�a. They collected many sequ�ns, much valuable
Turk�sh plunder, caftans, and adornments of every descr�pt�on. But
m�sfortune awa�ted them on the�r way back. They came across the
Turk�sh fleet, and were f�red on by the sh�ps. Half the boats were
crushed and overturned, drown�ng more than one; but the bundles of
reeds bound to the s�des, Cossack fash�on, saved the boats from
completely s�nk�ng. Balaban rowed off at full speed, and steered
stra�ght �n the face of the sun, thus render�ng h�mself �nv�s�ble to the
Turk�sh sh�ps. All the follow�ng n�ght they spent �n bal�ng out the
water w�th pa�ls and the�r caps, and �n repa�r�ng the damaged places.
They made sa�ls out of the�r Cossack trousers, and, sa�l�ng off,
escaped from the fastest Turk�sh vessels. And not only d�d they



arr�ve unharmed at the Setch, but they brought a gold-embro�dered
vesture for the arch�mandr�te at the Mezh�gorsky Monastery �n K�ef,
and an �kon frame of pure s�lver for the church �n honour of the
Intercess�on of the V�rg�n Mary, wh�ch �s �n Zaporozhe. The gu�tar-
players celebrated the dar�ng of Balaban and h�s Cossacks for a long
t�me afterwards. Now he bowed h�s head, feel�ng the pa�ns wh�ch
precede death, and sa�d qu�etly, “I am perm�tted, brother gentles, to
d�e a f�ne death. Seven have I hewn �n p�eces, n�ne have I p�erced
w�th my lance, many have I trampled upon w�th my horse’s hoofs;
and I no longer remember how many my bullets have sla�n. May our
Russ�an land flour�sh forever!” and h�s sp�r�t fled.

Cossacks, Cossacks! abandon not the flower of your army.
Already was Kukubenko surrounded, and seven men only rema�ned
of all the Nezama�kovsky kuren, exhausted and w�th garments
already sta�ned w�th the�r blood. Taras h�mself, perce�v�ng the�r
stra�ts, hastened to the�r rescue; but the Cossacks arr�ved too late.
Before the enem�es who surrounded h�m could be dr�ven off, a spear
was bur�ed just below Kukubenko’s heart. He sank �nto the arms of
the Cossacks who caught h�m, and h�s young blood flowed �n a
stream, l�ke prec�ous w�ne brought from the cellar �n a glass vessel
by careless servants, who, stumbl�ng at the entrance, break the r�ch
flask. The w�ne streams over the ground, and the master, hasten�ng
up, tears h�s ha�r, hav�ng reserved �t, �n order that �f God should grant
h�m, �n h�s old age, to meet aga�n the comrade of h�s youth, they
m�ght over �t recall together former days, when a man enjoyed
h�mself otherw�se and better than now. Kukubenko cast h�s eyes
around, and sa�d, “I thank God that �t has been my lot to d�e before
your eyes, comrades. May they l�ve better who come after us than
we have l�ved; and may our Russ�an land, beloved by Chr�st, flour�sh
forever!” and h�s young sp�r�t fled. The angels took �t �n the�r arms
and bore �t to heaven: �t w�ll be well w�th h�m there. “S�t down at my
r�ght hand, Kukubenko,” Chr�st w�ll say to h�m: “you never betrayed
your comrades, you never comm�tted a d�shonourable act, you never
sold a man �nto m�sery, you preserved and defended my church.”
The death of Kukubenko saddened them all. The Cossack ranks
were terr�bly th�nned. Many brave men were m�ss�ng, but the
Cossacks st�ll stood the�r ground.



“How now, gentles,” cr�ed Taras to the rema�n�ng kurens: “�s there
st�ll powder �n your flasks? Are your swords blunted? Are the
Cossack forces wear�ed? Have the Cossacks g�ven way?”

“There �s st�ll an abundance of powder; our swords are st�ll sharp;
the Cossack forces are not wear�ed, and the Cossacks have not yet
y�elded.”

And the Cossacks aga�n stra�ned every nerve, as though they had
suffered no loss. Only three kuren hetmans st�ll rema�ned al�ve. Red
blood flowed �n streams everywhere; heaps of the�r bod�es and of
those of the enemy were p�led h�gh. Taras looked up to heaven, and
there already hovered a flock of vultures. Well, there would be prey
for some one. And there the foe were ra�s�ng Metel�tza on the�r
lances, and the head of the second P�sarenko was d�zz�ly open�ng
and shutt�ng �ts eyes; and the mangled body of Okhr�m Guska fell
upon the ground. “Now,” sa�d Taras, and waved a cloth on h�gh.
Ostap understood th�s s�gnal and spr�ng�ng qu�ckly from h�s ambush
attacked sharply. The Lyakhs could not w�thstand th�s onslaught; and
he drove them back, and chased them stra�ght to the spot where the
stakes and fragments of spears were dr�ven �nto the earth. The
horses began to stumble and fall and the Lyakhs to fly over the�r
heads. At that moment the Korsuntz�, who had stood t�ll the last by
the baggage waggons, perce�ved that they st�ll had some bullets left,
and suddenly f�red a volley from the�r matchlocks. The Lyakhs
became confused, and lost the�r presence of m�nd; and the
Cossacks took courage. “The v�ctory �s ours!” rang Cossack vo�ces
on all s�des; the trumpets sounded and the banner of v�ctory was
unfurled. The beaten Lyakhs ran �n all d�rect�ons and h�d themselves.
“No, the v�ctory �s not yet complete,” sa�d Taras, glanc�ng at the c�ty
gate; and he was r�ght.

The gates opened, and out dashed a hussar band, the flower of all
the cavalry. Every r�der was mounted on a matched brown horse
from the Kabarde�; and �n front rode the handsomest, the most
hero�c of them all. H�s black ha�r streamed from beneath h�s brazen
helmet; and from h�s arm floated a r�ch scarf, embro�dered by the
hands of a peerless beauty. Taras sprang back �n horror when he
saw that �t was Andr��. And the latter meanwh�le, enveloped �n the



dust and heat of battle, eager to deserve the scarf wh�ch had been
bound as a g�ft upon h�s arm, flew on l�ke a greyhound; the
handsomest, most ag�le, and youngest of all the band. The
exper�enced huntsman urges on the greyhound, and he spr�ngs
forward, toss�ng up the snow, and a score of t�mes outrunn�ng the
hare, �n the ardour of h�s course. And so �t was w�th Andr��. Old Taras
paused and observed how he cleared a path before h�m, hew�ng
away and deal�ng blows to the r�ght and the left. Taras could not
restra�n h�mself, but shouted: “Your comrades! your comrades! you
dev�l’s brat, would you k�ll your own comrades?” But Andr��
d�st�ngu�shed not who stood before h�m, comrades or strangers; he
saw noth�ng. Curls, long curls, were what he saw; and a bosom l�ke
that of a r�ver swan, and a snowy neck and shoulders, and all that �s
created for rapturous k�sses.

“Hey there, lads! only draw h�m to the forest, ent�ce h�m to the
forest for me!” shouted Taras. Instantly th�rty of the smartest
Cossacks volunteered to ent�ce h�m th�ther; and sett�ng the�r tall caps
f�rmly spurred the�r horses stra�ght at a gap �n the hussars. They
attacked the front ranks �n flank, beat them down, cut them off from
the rear ranks, and slew many of them. Golopu�tenko struck Andr��
on the back w�th h�s sword, and �mmed�ately set out to r�de away at
the top of h�s speed. How Andr�� flew after h�m! How h�s young blood
coursed through all h�s ve�ns! Dr�v�ng h�s sharp spurs �nto h�s horse’s
flanks, he tore along after the Cossacks, never glanc�ng back, and
not perce�v�ng that only twenty men at the most were follow�ng h�m.
The Cossacks fled at full gallop, and d�rected the�r course stra�ght for
the forest. Andr�� overtook them, and was on the po�nt of catch�ng
Golopu�tenko, when a powerful hand se�zed h�s horse’s br�dle. Andr��
looked; before h�m stood Taras! He trembled all over, and turned
suddenly pale, l�ke a student who, rece�v�ng a blow on the forehead
w�th a ruler, flushes up l�ke f�re, spr�ngs �n wrath from h�s seat to
chase h�s comrade, and suddenly encounters h�s teacher enter�ng
the classroom; �n the �nstant h�s wrathful �mpulse calms down and
h�s fut�le anger van�shes. In th�s w�se, �n an �nstant, Andr��’s wrath
was as �f �t had never ex�sted. And he beheld before h�m only h�s
terr�ble father.



“Well, what are we go�ng to do now?” sa�d Taras, look�ng h�m
stra�ght �n the eyes. But Andr�� could make no reply to th�s, and stood
w�th h�s eyes f�xed on the ground.

“Well, son; d�d your Lyakhs help you?”
Andr�� made no answer.
“To th�nk that you should be such a tra�tor! that you should betray

your fa�th! betray your comrades! D�smount from your horse!”
Obed�ent as a ch�ld, he d�smounted, and stood before Taras more

dead than al�ve.
“Stand st�ll, do not move! I gave you l�fe, I w�ll also k�ll you!” sa�d

Taras, and, retreat�ng a step backwards, he brought h�s gun up to h�s
shoulder. Andr�� was wh�te as a sheet; h�s l�ps moved gently, and he
uttered a name; but �t was not the name of h�s nat�ve land, nor of h�s
mother, nor h�s brother; �t was the name of the beaut�ful Pole. Taras
f�red.

L�ke the ear of corn cut down by the reap�ng-hook, l�ke the young
lamb when �t feels the deadly steel �n �ts heart, he hung h�s head and
rolled upon the grass w�thout utter�ng a word.

The murderer of h�s son stood st�ll, and gazed long upon the
l�feless body. Even �n death he was very handsome; h�s manly face,
so short a t�me ago f�lled w�th power, and w�th an �rres�st�ble charm
for every woman, st�ll had a marvellous beauty; h�s black brows, l�ke
sombre velvet, set off h�s pale features.

“Is he not a true Cossack?” sa�d Taras; “he �s tall of stature, and
black-browed, h�s face �s that of a noble, and h�s hand was strong �n
battle! He �s fallen! fallen w�thout glory, l�ke a v�le dog!”

“Father, what have you done? Was �t you who k�lled h�m?” sa�d
Ostap, com�ng up at th�s moment.

Taras nodded.
Ostap gazed �ntently at the dead man. He was sorry for h�s

brother, and sa�d at once: “Let us g�ve h�m honourable bur�al, father,
that the foe may not d�shonour h�s body, nor the b�rds of prey rend
�t.”



“They w�ll bury h�m w�thout our help,” sa�d Taras; “there w�ll be
plenty of mourners and rejo�cers for h�m.”

And he reflected for a couple of m�nutes, whether he should fl�ng
h�m to the wolves for prey, or respect �n h�m the bravery wh�ch every
brave man �s bound to honour �n another, no matter whom? Then he
saw Golopu�tenko gallop�ng towards them and cry�ng: “Woe, hetman,
the Lyakhs have been re�nforced, a fresh force has come to the�r
rescue!” Golopu�tenko had not f�n�shed speak�ng when Vovtuzenko
galloped up: “Woe, hetman! a fresh force �s bear�ng down upon us.”

Vovtuzenko had not f�n�shed speak�ng when P�sarenko rushed up
w�thout h�s horse: “Where are you, father? The Cossacks are
seek�ng for you. Hetman Nevel�tchk�y �s k�lled, Zadorozhn�y �s k�lled,
and Tcherev�tchenko: but the Cossacks stand the�r ground; they w�ll
not d�e w�thout look�ng �n your eyes; they want you to gaze upon
them once more before the hour of death arr�ves.”

“To horse, Ostap!” sa�d Taras, and hastened to f�nd h�s Cossacks,
to look once more upon them, and let them behold the�r hetman
once more before the hour of death. But before they could emerge
from the wood, the enemy’s force had already surrounded �t on all
s�des, and horsemen armed w�th swords and spears appeared
everywhere between the trees. “Ostap, Ostap! don’t y�eld!” shouted
Taras, and grasp�ng h�s sword he began to cut down all he
encountered on every s�de. But s�x suddenly sprang upon Ostap.
They d�d �t �n an unprop�t�ous hour: the head of one flew off, another
turned to flee, a spear p�erced the r�bs of a th�rd; a fourth, more bold,
bent h�s head to escape the bullet, and the bullet str�k�ng h�s horse’s
breast, the maddened an�mal reared, fell back upon the earth, and
crushed h�s r�der under h�m. “Well done, son! Well done, Ostap!”
cr�ed Taras: “I am follow�ng you.” And he drove off those who
attacked h�m. Taras hewed and fought, deal�ng blows at one after
another, but st�ll keep�ng h�s eye upon Ostap ahead. He saw that
e�ght more were fall�ng upon h�s son. “Ostap, Ostap! don’t y�eld!” But
they had already overpowered Ostap; one had flung h�s lasso about
h�s neck, and they had bound h�m, and were carry�ng h�m away.
“Hey, Ostap, Ostap!” shouted Taras, forc�ng h�s way towards h�m,
and cutt�ng men down l�ke cabbages to r�ght and left. “Hey, Ostap,



Ostap!” But someth�ng at that moment struck h�m l�ke a heavy stone.
All grew d�m and confused before h�s eyes. In one moment there
flashed confusedly before h�m heads, spears, smoke, the gleam of
f�re, tree-trunks, and leaves; and then he sank heav�ly to the earth
l�ke a felled oak, and darkness covered h�s eyes.



CHAPTER X
“I have slept a long wh�le!” sa�d Taras, com�ng to h�s senses, as �f

after a heavy drunken sleep, and try�ng to d�st�ngu�sh the objects
about h�m. A terr�ble weakness overpowered h�s l�mbs. The walls
and corners of a strange room were d�mly v�s�ble before h�m. At
length he perce�ved that Tovkatch was seated bes�de h�m,
apparently l�sten�ng to h�s every breath.

“Yes,” thought Tovkatch, “you m�ght have slept forever.” But he
sa�d noth�ng, only shook h�s f�nger, and mot�oned h�m to be s�lent.

“But tell me where I am now?” asked Taras, stra�n�ng h�s m�nd, and
try�ng to recollect what had taken place.

“Be s�lent!” cr�ed h�s compan�on sternly. “Why should you want to
know? Don’t you see that you are all hacked to p�eces? Here I have
been gallop�ng w�th you for two weeks w�thout tak�ng a breath; and
you have been burnt up w�th fever and talk�ng nonsense. Th�s �s the
f�rst t�me you have slept qu�etly. Be s�lent �f you don’t w�sh to do
yourself an �njury.”

But Taras st�ll tr�ed to collect h�s thoughts and to recall what had
passed. “Well, the Lyakhs must have surrounded and captured me. I
had no chance of f�ght�ng my way clear from the throng.”

“Be s�lent, I tell you, you dev�l’s brat!” cr�ed Tovkatch angr�ly, as a
nurse, dr�ven beyond her pat�ence, cr�es out at her unruly charge.
“What good w�ll �t do you to know how you got away? It �s enough
that you d�d get away. Some people were found who would not
abandon you; let that be enough for you. It �s someth�ng for me to
have r�dden all n�ght w�th you. You th�nk that you passed for a
common Cossack? No, they have offered a reward of two thousand
ducats for your head.”

“And Ostap!” cr�ed Taras suddenly, and tr�ed to r�se; for all at once
he recollected that Ostap had been se�zed and bound before h�s
very eyes, and that he was now �n the hands of the Lyakhs. Gr�ef



overpowered h�m. He pulled off and tore �n p�eces the bandages
from h�s wounds, and threw them far from h�m; he tr�ed to say
someth�ng, but only art�culated some �ncoherent words. Fever and
del�r�um se�zed upon h�m afresh, and he uttered w�ld and �ncoherent
speeches. Meanwh�le h�s fa�thful comrade stood bes�de h�m,
scold�ng and shower�ng harsh, reproachful words upon h�m w�thout
st�nt. F�nally, he se�zed h�m by the arms and legs, wrapped h�m up
l�ke a ch�ld, arranged all h�s bandages, rolled h�m �n an ox-h�de,
bound h�m w�th bast, and, fasten�ng h�m w�th ropes to h�s saddle,
rode w�th h�m aga�n at full speed along the road.

“I’ll get you there, even �f �t be not al�ve! I w�ll not abandon your
body for the Lyakhs to make merry over you, and cut your body �n
twa�n and fl�ng �t �nto the water. Let the eagle tear out your eyes �f �t
must be so; but let �t be our eagle of the steppe and not a Pol�sh
eagle, not one wh�ch has flown h�ther from Pol�sh so�l. I w�ll br�ng
you, though �t be a corpse, to the Ukra�ne!”

Thus spoke h�s fa�thful compan�on. He rode w�thout draw�ng re�n,
day and n�ght, and brought Taras st�ll �nsens�ble �nto the Zaporozh�an
Setch �tself. There he undertook to cure h�m, w�th unswerv�ng care,
by the a�d of herbs and l�n�ments. He sought out a sk�lled Jewess,
who made Taras dr�nk var�ous pot�ons for a whole month, and at
length he �mproved. Whether �t was ow�ng to the med�c�ne or to h�s
�ron const�tut�on ga�n�ng the upper hand, at all events, �n s�x weeks
he was on h�s feet. H�s wounds had closed, and only the scars of the
sabre-cuts showed how deeply �njured the old Cossack had been.
But he was markedly sad and morose. Three deep wr�nkles
engraved themselves upon h�s brow and never more departed
thence. Then he looked around h�m. All was new �n the Setch; all h�s
old compan�ons were dead. Not one was left of those who had stood
up for the r�ght, for fa�th and brotherhood. And those who had gone
forth w�th the Koschevo� �n pursu�t of the Tatars, they also had long
s�nce d�sappeared. All had per�shed. One had lost h�s head �n battle;
another had d�ed for lack of food, am�d the salt marshes of the
Cr�mea; another had fallen �n capt�v�ty and been unable to surv�ve
the d�sgrace. The�r former Koschevo� was no longer l�v�ng, nor any of
h�s old compan�ons, and the grass was grow�ng over those once
alert w�th power. He felt as one who had g�ven a feast, a great no�sy



feast. All the d�shes had been smashed �n p�eces; not a drop of w�ne
was left anywhere; the guests and servants had all stolen valuable
cups and platters; and he, l�ke the master of the house, stood sadly
th�nk�ng that �t would have been no feast. In va�n d�d they try to cheer
Taras and to d�vert h�s m�nd; �n va�n d�d the long-bearded, grey-
ha�red gu�tar-players come by twos and threes to glor�fy h�s Cossack
deeds. He gazed gr�mly and �nd�fferently at everyth�ng, w�th
�nappeasable gr�ef pr�nted on h�s stol�d face; and sa�d softly, as he
drooped h�s head, “My son, my Ostap!”

The Zaporozhtz� assembled for a ra�d by sea. Two hundred boats
were launched on the Dn�eper, and As�a M�nor saw those who
manned them, w�th the�r shaven heads and long scalp-locks, devote
her thr�v�ng shores to f�re and sword; she saw the turbans of her
Mahometan �nhab�tants strewn, l�ke her �nnumerable flowers, over
the blood-spr�nkled f�elds, and float�ng along her r�ver banks; she
saw many tarry Zaporozh�an trousers, and strong hands w�th black
hunt�ng-wh�ps. The Zaporozhtz� ate up and la�d waste all the
v�neyards. In the mosques they left heaps of dung. They used r�ch
Pers�an shawls for sashes, and g�rded the�r d�rty gaberd�nes w�th
them. Long afterwards, short Zaporozh�an p�pes were found �n those
reg�ons. They sa�led merr�ly back. A ten-gun Turk�sh sh�p pursued
them and scattered the�r sk�ffs, l�ke b�rds, w�th a volley from �ts guns.
A th�rd part of them sank �n the depths of the sea; but the rest aga�n
assembled, and ga�ned the mouth of the Dn�eper w�th twelve kegs
full of sequ�ns. But all th�s d�d not �nterest Taras. He went off upon
the steppe as though to hunt; but the charge rema�ned �n h�s gun,
and, lay�ng down the weapon, he would seat h�mself sadly on the
shores of the sea. He sat there long w�th droop�ng head, repeat�ng
cont�nually, “My Ostap, my Ostap!” Before h�m spread the gleam�ng
Black Sea; �n the d�stant reeds the sea-gull screamed. H�s grey
moustache turned to s�lver, and the tears fell one by one upon �t.

At last Taras could endure �t no longer. “Whatever happens, I must
go and f�nd out what he �s do�ng. Is he al�ve, or �n the grave? I w�ll
know, cost what �t may!” W�th�n a week he found h�mself �n the c�ty of
Ouman, fully armed, and mounted, w�th lance, sword, canteen, pot of
oatmeal, powder horn, cord to hobble h�s horse, and other
equ�pments. He went stra�ght to a d�rty, �ll-kept l�ttle house, the small



w�ndows of wh�ch were almost �nv�s�ble, blackened as they were w�th
some unknown d�rt. The ch�mney was wrapped �n rags; and the roof,
wh�ch was full of holes, was covered w�th sparrows. A heap of all
sorts of refuse lay before the very door. From the w�ndow peered the
head of a Jewess, �n a head-dress w�th d�scoloured pearls.

“Is your husband at home?” sa�d Bulba, d�smount�ng, and
fasten�ng h�s horse’s br�dle to an �ron hook bes�de the door.

“He �s at home,” sa�d the Jewess, and hastened out at once w�th a
measure of corn for the horse, and a stoup of beer for the r�der.

“Where �s your Jew?”
“He �s �n the other room at prayer,” repl�ed the Jewess, bow�ng and

w�sh�ng Bulba good health as he ra�sed the cup to h�s l�ps.
“Rema�n here, feed and water my horse, wh�lst I go speak w�th h�m

alone. I have bus�ness w�th h�m.”
Th�s Jew was the well-known Yankel. He was there as revenue-

farmer and tavern-keeper. He had gradually got nearly all the
ne�ghbour�ng noblemen and gentlemen �nto h�s hands, had slowly
sucked away most of the�r money, and had strongly �mpressed h�s
presence on that local�ty. For a d�stance of three m�les �n all
d�rect�ons, not a s�ngle farm rema�ned �n a proper state. All were
fall�ng �n ru�ns; all had been drunk away, and poverty and rags alone
rema�ned. The whole ne�ghbourhood was depopulated, as �f after a
f�re or an ep�dem�c; and �f Yankel had l�ved there ten years, he would
probably have depopulated the Wa�wode’s whole doma�ns.

Taras entered the room. The Jew was pray�ng, enveloped �n h�s
d�rty shroud, and was turn�ng to sp�t for the last t�me, accord�ng to
the forms of h�s creed, when h�s eye suddenly l�ghted on Taras
stand�ng beh�nd h�m. The f�rst th�ng that crossed Yankel’s m�nd was
the two thousand ducats offered for h�s v�s�tor’s head; but he was
ashamed of h�s avar�ce, and tr�ed to st�fle w�th�n h�m the eternal
thought of gold, wh�ch tw�nes, l�ke a snake, about the soul of a Jew.

“L�sten, Yankel,” sa�d Taras to the Jew, who began to bow low
before h�m, and as he spoke he shut the door so that they m�ght not
be seen, “I saved your l�fe: the Zaporozhtz� would have torn you to
p�eces l�ke a dog. Now �t �s your turn to do me a serv�ce.”



The Jew’s face clouded over a l�ttle.
“What serv�ce? If �t �s a serv�ce I can render, why should I not

render �t?”
“Ask no quest�ons. Take me to Warsaw.”
“To Warsaw? Why to Warsaw?” sa�d the Jew, and h�s brows and

shoulders rose �n amazement.
“Ask me noth�ng. Take me to Warsaw. I must see h�m once more

at any cost, and say one word to h�m.”
“Say a word to whom?”
“To h�m—to Ostap—to my son.”
“Has not my lord heard that already—”
“I know, I know all. They offer two thousand ducats for my head.

They know �ts value, fools! I w�ll g�ve you f�ve thousand. Here are two
thousand on the spot,” and Bulba poured out two thousand ducats
from a leather purse, “and the rest when I return.”

The Jew �nstantly se�zed a towel and concealed the ducats under
�t. “A�, glor�ous money! a�, good money!” he sa�d, tw�rl�ng one gold
p�ece �n h�s hand and test�ng �t w�th h�s teeth. “I don’t bel�eve the man
from whom my lord took these f�ne gold p�eces rema�ned �n the world
an hour longer; he went stra�ght to the r�ver and drowned h�mself,
after the loss of such magn�f�cent gold p�eces.”

“I should not have asked you, I m�ght poss�bly have found my own
way to Warsaw; but some one m�ght recogn�se me, and then the
cursed Lyakhs would capture me, for I am not clever at �nvent�ons;
wh�lst that �s just what you Jews are created for. You would dece�ve
the very dev�l. You know every tr�ck: that �s why I have come to you;
and, bes�des, I could do noth�ng of myself �n Warsaw. Harness the
horse to your waggon at once and take me.”

“And my lord th�nks that I can take the nag at once, and harness
h�m, and say ‘Get up, Dapple!’ My lord th�nks that I can take h�m just
as he �s, w�thout conceal�ng h�m?”

“Well, h�de me, h�de me as you l�ke: �n an empty cask?”
“A�, a�! and my lord th�nks he can be concealed �n an empty cask?

Does not my lord know that every man th�nks that every cast he sees



conta�ns brandy?”
“Well, let them th�nk �t �s brandy.”
“Let them th�nk �t �s brandy?” sa�d the Jew, and grasped h�s ear-

locks w�th both hands, and then ra�sed them both on h�gh.
“Well, why are you so fr�ghtened?”
“And does not my lord know that God has made brandy expressly

for every one to s�p? They are all gluttons and fond of da�nt�es there:
a nobleman w�ll run f�ve versts after a cask; he w�ll make a hole �n �t,
and as soon as he sees that noth�ng runs out, he w�ll say, ‘A Jew
does not carry empty casks; there �s certa�nly someth�ng wrong.
Se�ze the Jew, b�nd the Jew, take away all the Jew’s money, put the
Jew �n pr�son!’ Then all the v�le people w�ll fall upon the Jew, for
every one takes a Jew for a dog; and they th�nk he �s not a man, but
only a Jew.”

“Then put me �n the waggon w�th some f�sh over me.”
“I cannot, my lord, by heaven, I cannot: all over Poland the people

are as hungry as dogs now. They w�ll steal the f�sh, and feel my
lord.”

“Then take me �n the f�end’s way, only take me.”
“L�sten, l�sten, my lord!” sa�d the Jew, turn�ng up the ends of h�s

sleeves, and approach�ng h�m w�th extended arms. “Th�s �s what we
w�ll do. They are bu�ld�ng fortresses and castles everywhere: French
eng�neers have come from Germany, and so a great deal of br�ck
and stone �s be�ng carr�ed over the roads. Let my lord l�e down �n the
bottom of the waggon, and over h�m I w�ll p�le br�cks. My lord �s
strong and well, apparently, so he w�ll not m�nd �f �t �s a l�ttle heavy;
and I w�ll make a hole �n the bottom of the waggon �n order to feed
my lord.”

“Do what you w�ll, only take me!”
In an hour, a waggon-load of br�cks left Ouman, drawn by two

sorry nags. On one of them sat tall Yankel, h�s long, curl�ng ear-locks
flow�ng from beneath h�s Jew�sh cap, as he bounced about on the
horse, l�ke a verst-mark planted by the roads�de.





CHAPTER XI
At the t�me when these th�ngs took place, there were as yet on the

front�ers ne�ther custom-house off�c�als nor guards—those bugbears
of enterpr�s�ng people—so that any one could br�ng across anyth�ng
he fanc�ed. If any one made a search or �nspect�on, he d�d �t ch�efly
for h�s own pleasure, espec�ally �f there happened to be �n the
waggon objects attract�ve to h�s eye, and �f h�s own hand possessed
a certa�n we�ght and power. But the br�cks found no adm�rers, and
they entered the pr�nc�pal gate unmolested. Bulba, �n h�s narrow
cage, could only hear the no�se, the shouts of the dr�ver, and noth�ng
more. Yankel, bounc�ng up and down on h�s dust-covered nag,
turned, after mak�ng several detours, �nto a dark, narrow street
bear�ng the names of the Muddy and also of the Jews’ street,
because Jews from nearly every part of Warsaw were to be found
here. Th�s street greatly resembled a back-yard turned wrong s�de
out. The sun never seemed to sh�ne �nto �t. The black wooden
houses, w�th numerous poles project�ng from the w�ndows, st�ll
further �ncreased the darkness. Rarely d�d a br�ck wall gleam red
among them; for these too, �n many places, had turned qu�te black.
Here and there, h�gh up, a b�t of stuccoed wall �llum�ned by the sun
gl�stened w�th �ntolerable wh�teness. P�pes, rags, shells, broken and
d�scarded tubs: every one flung whatever was useless to h�m �nto the
street, thus afford�ng the passer-by an opportun�ty of exerc�s�ng all
h�s f�ve senses w�th the rubb�sh. A man on horseback could almost
touch w�th h�s hand the poles thrown across the street from one
house to another, upon wh�ch hung Jew�sh stock�ngs, short trousers,
and smoked geese. Somet�mes a pretty l�ttle Hebrew face, adorned
w�th d�scoloured pearls, peeped out of an old w�ndow. A group of
l�ttle Jews, w�th torn and d�rty garments and curly ha�r, screamed and
rolled about �n the d�rt. A red-ha�red Jew, w�th freckles all over h�s
face wh�ch made h�m look l�ke a sparrow’s egg, gazed from a
w�ndow. He addressed Yankel at once �n h�s g�bber�sh, and Yankel at
once drove �nto a court-yard. Another Jew came along, halted, and



entered �nto conversat�on. When Bulba f�nally emerged from beneath
the br�cks, he beheld three Jews talk�ng w�th great warmth.

Yankel turned to h�m and sa�d that everyth�ng poss�ble would be
done; that h�s Ostap was �n the c�ty ja�l, and that although �t would be
d�ff�cult to persuade the ja�ler, yet he hoped to arrange a meet�ng.

Bulba entered the room w�th the three Jews.
The Jews aga�n began to talk among themselves �n the�r

�ncomprehens�ble tongue. Taras looked hard at each of them.
Someth�ng seemed to have moved h�m deeply; over h�s rough and
stol�d countenance a flame of hope spread, of hope such as
somet�mes v�s�ts a man �n the last depths of h�s despa�r; h�s aged
heart began to beat v�olently as though he had been a youth.

“L�sten, Jews!” sa�d he, and there was a tr�umphant r�ng �n h�s
words. “You can do anyth�ng �n the world, even extract th�ngs from
the bottom of the sea; and �t has long been a proverb, that a Jew w�ll
steal from h�mself �f he takes a fancy to steal. Set my Ostap at
l�berty! g�ve h�m a chance to escape from the�r d�abol�cal hands. I
prom�sed th�s man f�ve thousand ducats; I w�ll add another f�ve
thousand: all that I have, r�ch cups, bur�ed gold, houses, all, even to
my last garment, I w�ll part w�th; and I w�ll enter �nto a contract w�th
you for my whole l�fe, to g�ve you half of all the booty I may ga�n �n
war.”

“Oh, �mposs�ble, dear lord, �t �s �mposs�ble!” sa�d Yankel w�th a
s�gh.

“Imposs�ble,” sa�d another Jew.
All three Jews looked at each other.
“We m�ght try,” sa�d the th�rd, glanc�ng t�m�dly at the other two.

“God may favour us.”
All three Jews d�scussed the matter �n German. Bulba, �n sp�te of

h�s stra�n�ng ears, could make noth�ng of �t; he only caught the word
“Mardokha�” often repeated.

“L�sten, my lord!” sa�d Yankel. “We must consult w�th a man such
as there never was before �n the world... ugh, ugh! as w�se as
Solomon; and �f he w�ll do noth�ng, then no one �n the world can. S�t



here: th�s �s the key; adm�t no one.” The Jews went out �nto the
street.

Taras locked the door, and looked out from the l�ttle w�ndow upon
the d�rty Jew�sh street. The three Jews halted �n the m�ddle of the
street and began to talk w�th a good deal of warmth: a fourth soon
jo�ned them, and f�nally a f�fth. Aga�n he heard repeated, “Mardokha�,
Mardokha�!” The Jews glanced �ncessantly towards one s�de of the
street; at length from a d�rty house near the end of �t emerged a foot
�n a Jew�sh shoe and the sk�rts of a caftan. “Ah! Mardokha�,
Mardokha�!” shouted the Jews �n one vo�ce. A th�n Jew somewhat
shorter than Yankel, but even more wr�nkled, and w�th a huge upper
l�p, approached the �mpat�ent group; and all the Jews made haste to
talk to h�m, �nterrupt�ng each other. Dur�ng the rec�tal, Mardokha�
glanced several t�mes towards the l�ttle w�ndow, and Taras d�v�ned
that the conversat�on concerned h�m.

Mardokha� waved h�s hands, l�stened, �nterrupted, spat frequently
to one s�de, and, pull�ng up the sk�rts of h�s caftan, thrust h�s hand
�nto h�s pocket and drew out some j�ngl�ng th�ng, show�ng very d�rty
trousers �n the operat�on. F�nally all the Jews set up such a shout�ng
that the Jew who was stand�ng guard was forced to make a s�gnal
for s�lence, and Taras began to fear for h�s safety; but when he
remembered that Jews can only consult �n the street, and that the
demon h�mself cannot understand the�r language, he rega�ned h�s
composure.

Two m�nutes later the Jews all entered the room together.
Mardokha� approached Taras, tapped h�m on the shoulder, and sa�d,
“When we set to work �t w�ll be all r�ght.” Taras looked at th�s
Solomon whom the world had never known and conce�ved some
hope: �ndeed, h�s face m�ght well �nsp�re conf�dence. H�s upper l�p
was s�mply an object of horror; �ts th�ckness be�ng doubtless
�ncreased by advent�t�ous c�rcumstances. Th�s Solomon’s beard
cons�sted only of about f�fteen ha�rs, and they were on the left s�de.
Solomon’s face bore so many scars of battle, rece�ved for h�s dar�ng,
that he had doubtless lost count of them long before, and had grown
accustomed to cons�der them as b�rthmarks.



Mardokha� departed, accompan�ed by h�s comrades, who were
f�lled w�th adm�rat�on at h�s w�sdom. Bulba rema�ned alone. He was
�n a strange, unaccustomed s�tuat�on for the f�rst t�me �n h�s l�fe; he
felt uneasy. H�s m�nd was �n a state of fever. He was no longer
unbend�ng, �mmovable, strong as an oak, as he had formerly been:
but felt t�m�d and weak. He trembled at every sound, at every fresh
Jew�sh face wh�ch showed �tself at the end of the street. In th�s
cond�t�on he passed the whole day. He ne�ther ate nor drank, and h�s
eye never for a moment left the small w�ndow look�ng on the street.
F�nally, late at n�ght, Mardokha� and Yankel made the�r appearance.
Taras’s heart d�ed w�th�n h�m.

“What news? have you been successful?” he asked w�th the
�mpat�ence of a w�ld horse.

But before the Jews had recovered breath to answer, Taras
perce�ved that Mardokha� no longer had the locks, wh�ch had
formerly fallen �n greasy curls from under h�s felt cap. It was ev�dent
that he w�shed to say someth�ng, but he uttered only nonsense
wh�ch Taras could make noth�ng of. Yankel h�mself put h�s hand very
often to h�s mouth as though suffer�ng from a cold.

“Oh, dearest lord!” sa�d Yankel: “�t �s qu�te �mposs�ble now! by
heaven, �mposs�ble! Such v�le people that they deserve to be sp�t
upon! Mardokha� here says the same. Mardokha� has done what no
man �n the world ever d�d, but God d�d not w�ll that �t should be so.
Three thousand sold�ers are �n garr�son here, and to-morrow the
pr�soners are all to be executed.”

Taras looked the Jew stra�ght �n the face, but no longer w�th
�mpat�ence or anger.

“But �f my lord w�shes to see h�s son, then �t must be early to-
morrow morn�ng, before the sun has r�sen. The sent�nels have
consented, and one gaoler has prom�sed. But may he have no
happ�ness �n the world, woe �s me! What greedy people! There are
none such among us: I gave f�fty ducats to each sent�nel and to the
gaoler.”

“Good. Take me to h�m!” excla�med Taras, w�th dec�s�on, and w�th
all h�s f�rmness of m�nd restored. He agreed to Yankel’s propos�t�on
that he should d�sgu�se h�mself as a fore�gn count, just arr�ved from



Germany, for wh�ch purpose the prudent Jew had already prov�ded a
costume. It was already n�ght. The master of the house, the red-
ha�red Jew w�th freckles, pulled out a mattress covered w�th some
k�nd of rug, and spread �t on a bench for Bulba. Yankel lay upon the
floor on a s�m�lar mattress. The red-ha�red Jew drank a small cup of
brandy, took off h�s caftan, and betook h�mself—look�ng, �n h�s shoes
and stock�ngs, very l�ke a lean ch�cken—w�th h�s w�fe, to someth�ng
resembl�ng a cupboard. Two l�ttle Jews lay down on the floor bes�de
the cupboard, l�ke a couple of dogs. But Taras d�d not sleep; he sat
mot�onless, drumm�ng on the table w�th h�s f�ngers. He kept h�s p�pe
�n h�s mouth, and puffed out smoke, wh�ch made the Jew sneeze �n
h�s sleep and pull h�s coverlet over h�s nose. Scarcely was the sky
touched w�th the f�rst fa�nt gleams of dawn than he pushed Yankel
w�th h�s foot, say�ng: “R�se, Jew, and g�ve me your count’s dress!”

In a moment he was dressed. He blackened h�s moustache and
eyebrows, put on h�s head a small dark cap; even the Cossacks who
knew h�m best would not have recogn�sed h�m. Apparently he was
not more than th�rty-f�ve. A healthy colour glowed on h�s cheeks, and
h�s scars lent h�m an a�r of command. The gold-embro�dered dress
became h�m extremely well.

The streets were st�ll asleep. Not a s�ngle one of the market folk as
yet showed h�mself �n the c�ty, w�th h�s basket on h�s arm. Yankel and
Bulba made the�r way to a bu�ld�ng wh�ch presented the appearance
of a crouch�ng stork. It was large, low, w�de, and black; and on one
s�de a long slender tower l�ke a stork’s neck projected above the
roof. Th�s bu�ld�ng served for a var�ety of purposes; �t was a barrack,
a ja�l, and the cr�m�nal court. The v�s�tors entered the gate and found
themselves �n a vast room, or covered courtyard. About a thousand
men were sleep�ng here. Stra�ght before them was a small door, �n
front of wh�ch sat two sentr�es play�ng at some game wh�ch
cons�sted �n one str�k�ng the palm of the other’s hand w�th two
f�ngers. They pa�d l�ttle heed to the new arr�vals, and only turned
the�r heads when Yankel sa�d, “It �s we, s�rs; do you hear? �t �s we.”

“Go �n!” sa�d one of them, open�ng the door w�th one hand, and
hold�ng out the other to h�s comrade to rece�ve h�s blows.



They entered a low and dark corr�dor, wh�ch led them to a s�m�lar
room w�th small w�ndows overhead. “Who goes there?” shouted
several vo�ces, and Taras beheld a number of warr�ors �n full armour.
“We have been ordered to adm�t no one.”

“It �s we!” cr�ed Yankel; “we, by heavens, noble s�rs!” But no one
would l�sten to h�m. Fortunately, at that moment a fat man came up,
who appeared to be a command�ng off�cer, for he swore louder than
all the others.

“My lord, �t �s we! you know us, and the lord count w�ll thank you.”
“Adm�t them, a hundred f�ends, and mother of f�ends! Adm�t no one

else. And no one �s to draw h�s sword, nor quarrel.”
The conclus�on of th�s order the v�s�tors d�d not hear. “It �s we, �t �s

I, �t �s your fr�ends!” Yankel sa�d to every one they met.
“Well, can �t be managed now?” he �nqu�red of one of the guards,

when they at length reached the end of the corr�dor.
“It �s poss�ble, but I don’t know whether you w�ll be able to ga�n

adm�ss�on to the pr�son �tself. Yana �s not here now; another man �s
keep�ng watch �n h�s place,” repl�ed the guard.

“A�, a�!” cr�ed the Jew softly: “th�s �s bad, my dear lord!”
“Go on!” sa�d Taras, f�rmly, and the Jew obeyed.
At the arched entrance of the vaults stood a heyduke, w�th a

moustache tr�mmed �n three layers: the upper layer was tra�ned
backwards, the second stra�ght forward, and the th�rd downwards,
wh�ch made h�m greatly resemble a cat.

The Jew shrank �nto noth�ng and approached h�m almost
s�deways: “Your h�gh excellency! H�gh and �llustr�ous lord!”

“Are you speak�ng to me, Jew?”
“To you, �llustr�ous lord.”
“Hm, but I am merely a heyduke,” sa�d the merry-eyed man w�th

the tr�ple-t�ered moustache.
“And I thought �t was the Wa�wode h�mself, by heavens! A�, a�, a�!”

Thereupon the Jew tw�sted h�s head about and spread out h�s
f�ngers. “A�, what a f�ne f�gure! Another f�nger’s-breadth and he would



be a colonel. The lord no doubt r�des a horse as fleet as the w�nd
and commands the troops!”

The heyduke tw�rled the lower t�er of h�s moustache, and h�s eyes
beamed.

“What a warl�ke people!” cont�nued the Jew. “Ah, woe �s me, what
a f�ne race! Golden cords and trapp�ngs that sh�ne l�ke the sun; and
the ma�dens, wherever they see warr�ors—A�, a�!” Aga�n the Jew
wagged h�s head.

The heyduke tw�rled h�s upper moustache and uttered a sound
somewhat resembl�ng the ne�gh�ng of a horse.

“I pray my lord to do us a serv�ce!” excla�med the Jew: “th�s pr�nce
has come h�ther from a fore�gn land, and wants to get a look at the
Cossacks. He never, �n all h�s l�fe, has seen what sort of people the
Cossacks are.”

The advent of fore�gn counts and barons was common enough �n
Poland: they were often drawn th�ther by cur�os�ty to v�ew th�s half-
As�at�c corner of Europe. They regarded Moscow and the Ukra�ne as
s�tuated �n As�a. So the heyduke bowed low, and thought f�t to add a
few words of h�s own.

“I do not know, your excellency,” sa�d he, “why you should des�re
to see them. They are dogs, not men; and the�r fa�th �s such as no
one respects.”

“You l�e, you son of Satan!” excla�med Bulba. “You are a dog
yourself! How dare you say that our fa�th �s not respected? It �s your
heret�cal fa�th wh�ch �s not respected.”

“Oho!” sa�d the heyduke. “I can guess who you are, my fr�end; you
are one of the breed of those under my charge. So just wa�t wh�le I
summon our men.”

Taras real�sed h�s �nd�scret�on, but vexat�on and obst�nacy
h�ndered h�m from dev�s�ng a means of remedy�ng �t. Fortunately
Yankel managed to �nterpose at th�s moment:—

“Most noble lord, how �s �t poss�ble that the count can be a
Cossack? If he were a Cossack, where could have he obta�ned such
a dress, and such a count-l�ke m�en?”



“Expla�n that yourself.” And the heyduke opened h�s w�de mouth to
shout.

“Your royal h�ghness, s�lence, s�lence, for heaven’s sake!” cr�ed
Yankel. “S�lence! we w�ll pay you for �t �n a way you never dreamed
of: we w�ll g�ve you two golden ducats.”

“Oho! two ducats! I can’t do anyth�ng w�th two ducats. I g�ve my
barber two ducats for only shav�ng the half of my beard. G�ve me a
hundred ducats, Jew.” Here the heyduke tw�rled h�s upper
moustache. “If you don’t, I w�ll shout at once.”

“Why so much?” sa�d the Jew, sadly, turn�ng pale, and undo�ng h�s
leather purse; but �t was lucky that he had no more �n �t, and that the
heyduke could not count over a hundred.

“My lord, my lord, let us depart qu�ckly! Look at the ev�l-m�nded
fellow!” sa�d Yankel to Taras, perce�v�ng that the heyduke was
turn�ng the money over �n h�s hand as though regrett�ng that he had
not demanded more.

“What do you mean, you dev�l of a heyduke?” sa�d Bulba. “What
do you mean by tak�ng our money and not lett�ng us see the
Cossacks? No, you must let us see them. S�nce you have taken the
money, you have no r�ght to refuse.”

“Go, go to the dev�l! If you won’t, I’ll g�ve the alarm th�s moment.
Take yourselves off qu�ckly, I say!”

“My lord, my lord, let us go! �n God’s name let us go! Curse h�m!
May he dream such th�ngs that he w�ll have to sp�t,” cr�ed poor
Yankel.

Bulba turned slowly, w�th droop�ng head, and retraced h�s steps,
followed by the compla�nts of Yankel who was sorrow�ng at the
thought of the wasted ducats.

“Why be angry? Let the dog curse. That race cannot help curs�ng.
Oh, woe �s me, what luck God sends to some people! A hundred
ducats merely for dr�v�ng us off! And our brother: they have torn off
h�s ear-locks, and they made wounds on h�s face that you cannot
bear to look at, and yet no one w�ll g�ve h�m a hundred gold p�eces.
O heavens! Merc�ful God!”



But th�s fa�lure made a much deeper �mpress�on on Bulba,
expressed by a devour�ng flame �n h�s eyes.

“Let us go,” he sa�d, suddenly, as �f arous�ng h�mself; “let us go to
the square. I want to see how they w�ll torture h�m.”

“Oh, my lord! why go? That w�ll do us no good now.”
“Let us go,” sa�d Bulba, obst�nately; and the Jew followed h�m,

s�gh�ng l�ke a nurse.
The square on wh�ch the execut�on was to take place was not hard

to f�nd: for the people were throng�ng th�ther from all quarters. In that
savage age such a th�ng const�tuted one of the most noteworthy
spectacles, not only for the common people, but among the h�gher
classes. A number of the most p�ous old men, a throng of young
g�rls, and the most cowardly women, who dreamed the whole n�ght
afterwards of the�r bloody corpses, and shr�eked as loudly �n the�r
sleep as a drunken hussar, m�ssed, nevertheless, no opportun�ty of
grat�fy�ng the�r cur�os�ty. “Ah, what tortures!” many of them would cry,
hyster�cally, cover�ng the�r eyes and turn�ng away; but they stood
the�r ground for a good wh�le, all the same. Many a one, w�th gap�ng
mouth and outstretched hands, would have l�ked to jump upon other
folk’s heads, to get a better v�ew. Above the crowd towered a bulky
butcher, adm�r�ng the whole process w�th the a�r of a conno�sseur,
and exchang�ng br�ef remarks w�th a gunsm�th, whom he addressed
as “Goss�p,” because he got drunk �n the same alehouse w�th h�m on
hol�days. Some entered �nto warm d�scuss�ons, others even la�d
wagers. But the major�ty were of the spec�es who, all the world over,
look on at the world and at everyth�ng that goes on �n �t and merely
scratch the�r noses. In the front ranks, close to the bearded c�v�c-
guards, stood a young noble, �n warl�ke array, who had certa�nly put
h�s whole wardrobe on h�s back, leav�ng only h�s torn sh�rt and old
shoes at h�s quarters. Two cha�ns, one above the other, hung around
h�s neck. He stood bes�de h�s m�stress, Us�sya, and glanced about
�ncessantly to see that no one so�led her s�lk gown. He expla�ned
everyth�ng to her so perfectly that no one could have added a word.
“All these people whom you see, my dear Us�sya,” he sa�d, “have
come to see the cr�m�nals executed; and that man, my love, yonder,
hold�ng the axe and other �nstruments �n h�s hands, �s the



execut�oner, who w�ll despatch them. When he beg�ns to break them
on the wheel, and torture them �n other ways, the cr�m�nals w�ll st�ll
be al�ve; but when he cuts off the�r heads, then, my love, they w�ll d�e
at once. Before that, they w�ll cry and move; but as soon as the�r
heads are cut off, �t w�ll be �mposs�ble for them to cry, or to eat or
dr�nk, because, my dear, they w�ll no longer have any head.” Us�sya
l�stened to all th�s w�th terror and cur�os�ty.

The upper stor�es of the houses were f�lled w�th people. From the
w�ndows �n the roof peered strange faces w�th beards and someth�ng
resembl�ng caps. Upon the balcon�es, beneath shady awn�ngs, sat
the ar�stocracy. The hands of sm�l�ng young lad�es, br�ll�ant as wh�te
sugar, rested on the ra�l�ngs. Portly nobles looked on w�th d�gn�ty.
Servants �n r�ch garb, w�th flow�ng sleeves, handed round var�ous
refreshments. Somet�mes a black-eyed young rogue would take her
cake or fru�t and fl�ng �t among the crowd w�th her own noble l�ttle
hand. The crowd of hungry gentles held up the�r caps to rece�ve �t;
and some tall noble, whose head rose am�d the throng, w�th h�s
faded red jacket and d�scoloured gold bra�d, and who was the f�rst to
catch �t w�th the a�d of h�s long arms, would k�ss h�s booty, press �t to
h�s heart, and f�nally put �t �n h�s mouth. The hawk, suspended
beneath the balcony �n a golden cage, was also a spectator; w�th
beak �ncl�ned to one s�de, and w�th one foot ra�sed, he, too, watched
the people attent�vely. But suddenly a murmur ran through the
crowd, and a rumour spread, “They are com�ng! they are com�ng! the
Cossacks!”

They were bare-headed, w�th the�r long locks float�ng �n the a�r.
The�r beards had grown, and the�r once handsome garments were
worn out, and hung about them �n tatters. They walked ne�ther
t�m�dly nor surl�ly, but w�th a certa�n pr�de, ne�ther look�ng at nor
bow�ng to the people. At the head of all came Ostap.

What were old Taras’s feel�ngs when thus he beheld h�s Ostap?
What f�lled h�s heart then? He gazed at h�m from am�d the crowd,
and lost not a s�ngle movement of h�s. They reached the place of
execut�on. Ostap stopped. He was to be the f�rst to dr�nk the b�tter
cup. He glanced at h�s comrades, ra�sed h�s hand, and sa�d �n a loud
vo�ce: “God grant that none of the heret�cs who stand here may hear,



the unclean dogs, how Chr�st�ans suffer! Let none of us utter a s�ngle
word.” After th�s he ascended the scaffold.

“Well done, son! well done!” sa�d Bulba, softly, and bent h�s grey
head.

The execut�oner tore off h�s old rags; they fastened h�s hands and
feet �n stocks prepared expressly, and—We w�ll not pa�n the reader
w�th a p�cture of the hell�sh tortures wh�ch would make h�s ha�r r�se
upr�ght on h�s head. They were the outcome of that coarse, w�ld age,
when men st�ll led a l�fe of warfare wh�ch hardened the�r souls unt�l
no sense of human�ty was left �n them. In va�n d�d some, not many, �n
that age make a stand aga�nst such terr�ble measures. In va�n d�d
the k�ng and many nobles, enl�ghtened �n m�nd and sp�r�t,
demonstrate that such sever�ty of pun�shment could but fan the
flame of vengeance �n the Cossack nat�on. But the power of the k�ng,
and the op�n�on of the w�se, was as noth�ng before the savage w�ll of
the magnates of the k�ngdom, who, by the�r thoughtlessness and
unconquerable lack of all far-s�ghted pol�cy, the�r ch�ld�sh self-love
and m�serable pr�de, converted the D�et �nto the mockery of a
government. Ostap endured the torture l�ke a g�ant. Not a cry, not a
groan, was heard. Even when they began to break the bones �n h�s
hands and feet, when, am�d the death-l�ke st�llness of the crowd, the
horr�ble crack�ng was aud�ble to the most d�stant spectators; when
even h�s tormentors turned as�de the�r eyes, noth�ng l�ke a groan
escaped h�s l�ps, nor d�d h�s face qu�ver. Taras stood �n the crowd
w�th bowed head; and, ra�s�ng h�s eyes proudly at that moment, he
sa�d, approv�ngly, “Well done, boy! well done!”

But when they took h�m to the last deadly tortures, �t seemed as
though h�s strength were fa�l�ng. He cast h�s eyes around.

O God! all strangers, all unknown faces! If only some of h�s
relat�ves had been present at h�s death! He would not have cared to
hear the sobs and angu�sh of h�s poor, weak mother, nor the
unreason�ng cr�es of a w�fe, tear�ng her ha�r and beat�ng her wh�te
breast; but he would have l�ked to see a strong man who m�ght
refresh h�m w�th a word of w�sdom, and cheer h�s end. And h�s
strength fa�led h�m, and he cr�ed �n the weakness of h�s soul, “Father!
where are you? do you hear?”



“I hear!” rang through the un�versal s�lence, and those thousands
of people shuddered �n concert. A detachment of cavalry hastened to
search through the throng of people. Yankel turned pale as death,
and when the horsemen had got w�th�n a short d�stance of h�m,
turned round �n terror to look for Taras; but Taras was no longer
bes�de h�m; every trace of h�m was lost.





CHAPTER XII
They soon found traces of Taras. An army of a hundred and

twenty thousand Cossacks appeared on the front�er of the Ukra�ne.
Th�s was no small detachment sally�ng forth for plunder or �n pursu�t
of the Tatars. No: the whole nat�on had r�sen, for the measure of the
people’s pat�ence was over-full; they had r�sen to avenge the
d�sregard of the�r r�ghts, the d�shonourable hum�l�at�on of themselves,
the �nsults to the fa�th of the�r fathers and the�r sacred customs, the
outrages upon the�r church, the excesses of the fore�gn nobles, the
d�sgraceful dom�nat�on of the Jews on Chr�st�an so�l, and all that had
aroused and deepened the stern hatred of the Cossacks for a long
t�me past. Hetman Ostran�tza, young, but f�rm �n m�nd, led the vast
Cossack force. Bes�de h�m was seen h�s old and exper�enced fr�end
and counsellor, Gunya. E�ght leaders led bands of twelve thousand
men each. Two osauls and a bunchuzhn�y ass�sted the hetman. A
cornet-general carr�ed the ch�ef standard, wh�lst many other banners
and standards floated �n the a�r; and the comrades of the staff bore
the golden staff of the hetman, the symbol of h�s off�ce. There were
also many other off�c�als belong�ng to the d�fferent bands, the
baggage tra�n and the ma�n force w�th detachments of �nfantry and
cavalry. There were almost as many free Cossacks and volunteers
as there were reg�stered Cossacks. The Cossacks had r�sen
everywhere. They came from Tch�g�r�n, from Pereyaslaf, from
Batur�n, from Glukhof, from the reg�ons of the lower Dn�eper, and
from all �ts upper shores and �slands. An un�nterrupted stream of
horses and herds of cattle stretched across the pla�n. And among all
these Cossacks, among all these bands, one was the cho�cest; and
that was the band led by Taras Bulba. All contr�buted to g�ve h�m an
�nfluence over the others: h�s advanced years, h�s exper�ence and
sk�ll �n d�rect�ng an army, and h�s b�tter hatred of the foe. H�s
unspar�ng f�erceness and cruelty seemed exaggerated even to the
Cossacks. H�s grey head dreamed of naught save f�re and sword,
and h�s utterances at the counc�ls of war breathed only ann�h�lat�on.



It �s useless to descr�be all the battles �n wh�ch the Cossacks
d�st�ngu�shed themselves, or the gradual courses of the campa�gn.
All th�s �s set down �n the chron�cles. It �s well known what an army
ra�sed on Russ�an so�l, for the orthodox fa�th, �s l�ke. There �s no
power stronger than fa�th. It �s threaten�ng and �nv�nc�ble l�ke a rock,
and r�s�ng am�dst the stormy, ever-chang�ng sea. From the very
bottom of the sea �t rears to heaven �ts jagged s�des of f�rm,
�mpenetrable stone. It �s v�s�ble from everywhere, and looks the
waves stra�ght �n the face as they roll past. And woe to the sh�p
wh�ch �s dashed aga�nst �t! Its frame fl�es �nto spl�nters, everyth�ng �n
�t �s spl�t and crushed, and the startled a�r re-echoes the p�teous cr�es
of the drown�ng.

In the pages of the chron�cles there �s a m�nute descr�pt�on of how
the Pol�sh garr�sons fled from the freed c�t�es; how the unscrupulous
Jew�sh tavern-keepers were hung; how powerless was the royal
hetman, N�kola� Pototzky, w�th h�s numerous army, aga�nst th�s
�nv�nc�ble force; how, routed and pursued, he lost the best of h�s
troops by drown�ng �n a small stream; how the f�erce Cossack
reg�ments bes�eged h�m �n the l�ttle town of Polon; and how, reduced
to extrem�t�es, he prom�sed, under oath, on the part of the k�ng and
the government, �ts full sat�sfact�on to all, and the restorat�on of all
the�r r�ghts and pr�v�leges. But the Cossacks were not men to g�ve
way for th�s. They already knew well what a Pol�sh oath was worth.
And Pototzky would never more have pranced on h�s s�x-thousand
ducat horse from the Kabarde�, attract�ng the glances of
d�st�ngu�shed lad�es and the envy of the nob�l�ty; he would never
more have made a f�gure �n the D�et, by g�v�ng costly feasts to the
senators—�f the Russ�an pr�ests who were �n the l�ttle town had not
saved h�m. When all the popes, �n the�r br�ll�ant gold vestments, went
out to meet the Cossacks, bear�ng the holy p�ctures and the cross,
w�th the b�shop h�mself at the�r head, cros�er �n hand and m�tre on h�s
head, the Cossacks all bowed the�r heads and took off the�r caps. To
no one lower than the k�ng h�mself would they have shown respect at
such an hour; but the�r dar�ng fell before the Church of Chr�st, and
they honoured the�r pr�esthood. The hetman and leaders agreed to
release Pototzky, after hav�ng extracted from h�m a solemn oath to
leave all the Chr�st�an churches unmolested, to forswear the anc�ent



enm�ty, and to do no harm to the Cossack forces. One leader alone
would not consent to such a peace. It was Taras. He tore a handful
of ha�r from h�s head, and cr�ed:

“Hetman and leaders! Comm�t no such woman�sh deed. Trust not
the Lyakhs; slay the dogs!”

When the secretary presented the agreement, and the hetman put
h�s hand to �t, Taras drew a genu�ne Damascene blade, a costly
Turk�sh sabre of the f�nest steel, broke �t �n twa�n l�ke a reed, and
threw the two p�eces far away on each s�de, say�ng, “Farewell! As
the two p�eces of th�s sword w�ll never reun�te and form one sword
aga�n, so we, comrades, shall nevermore behold each other �n th�s
world. Remember my part�ng words.” As he spoke h�s vo�ce grew
stronger, rose h�gher, and acqu�red a h�therto unknown power; and
h�s prophet�c utterances troubled them all. “Before the death hour
you w�ll remember me! Do you th�nk that you have purchased peace
and qu�et? do you th�nk that you w�ll make a great show? You w�ll
make a great show, but after another fash�on. They w�ll flay the sk�n
from your head, hetman, they w�ll stuff �t w�th bran, and long w�ll �t be
exh�b�ted at fa�rs. Ne�ther w�ll you reta�n your heads, gentles. You w�ll
be thrown �nto damp dungeons, walled about w�th stone, �f they do
not bo�l you al�ve �n cauldrons l�ke sheep. And you, men,” he
cont�nued, turn�ng to h�s followers, “wh�ch of you wants to d�e h�s true
death? not through sorrows and the ale-house; but an honourable
Cossack death, all �n one bed, l�ke br�de and groom? But, perhaps,
you would l�ke to return home, and turn �nf�dels, and carry Pol�sh
pr�ests on your backs?”

“We w�ll follow you, noble leader, we w�ll follow you!” shouted all
h�s band, and many others jo�ned them.

“If �t �s to be so, then follow me,” sa�d Taras, pull�ng h�s cap farther
over h�s brows. Look�ng menac�ngly at the others, he went to h�s
horse, and cr�ed to h�s men, “Let no one reproach us w�th any
�nsult�ng speeches. Now, hey there, men! we’ll call on the Cathol�cs.”
And then he struck h�s horse, and there followed h�m a camp of a
hundred waggons, and w�th them many Cossack cavalry and
�nfantry; and, turn�ng, he threatened w�th a glance all who rema�ned



beh�nd, and wrath was �n h�s eye. The band departed �n full v�ew of
all the army, and Taras cont�nued long to turn and glower.

The hetman and leaders were uneasy; all became thoughtful, and
rema�ned s�lent, as though oppressed by some heavy forebod�ng.
Not �n va�n had Taras prophes�ed: all came to pass as he had
foretold. A l�ttle later, after the treacherous attack at Kaneva, the
hetman’s head was mounted on a stake, together w�th those of many
of h�s off�cers.

And what of Taras? Taras made ra�ds all over Poland w�th h�s
band, burned e�ghteen towns and nearly forty churches, and reached
Cracow. He k�lled many nobles, and plundered some of the r�chest
and f�nest castles. The Cossacks empt�ed on the ground the century-
old mead and w�ne, carefully hoarded up �n lordly cellars; they cut
and burned the r�ch garments and equ�pments wh�ch they found �n
the wardrobes. “Spare noth�ng,” was the order of Taras. The
Cossacks spared not the black-browed gentlewomen, the br�ll�ant,
wh�te-bosomed ma�dens: these could not save themselves even at
the altar, for Taras burned them w�th the altar �tself. Snowy hands
were ra�sed to heaven from am�d f�ery flames, w�th p�teous shr�eks
wh�ch would have moved the damp earth �tself to p�ty and caused
the steppe-grass to bend w�th compass�on at the�r fate. But the cruel
Cossacks pa�d no heed; and, ra�s�ng the ch�ldren �n the streets upon
the po�nts of the�r lances, they cast them also �nto the flames.

“Th�s �s a mass for the soul of Ostap, you heathen Lyakhs,” was all
that Taras sa�d. And such masses for Ostap he had sung �n every
v�llage, unt�l the Pol�sh Government perce�ved that Taras’s ra�ds
were more than ord�nary exped�t�ons for plunder; and Pototzky was
g�ven f�ve reg�ments, and ordered to capture h�m w�thout fa�l.

S�x days d�d the Cossacks retreat along the by-roads before the�r
pursuers; the�r horses were almost equal to th�s unchecked fl�ght,
and nearly saved them. But th�s t�me Pototzky was also equal to the
task �ntrusted to h�m; unwear�edly he followed them, and overtook
them on the bank of the Dn�ester, where Taras had taken possess�on
of an abandoned and ru�ned castle for the purpose of rest�ng.

On the very br�nk of the Dn�ester �t stood, w�th �ts shattered
ramparts and the ru�ned remnants of �ts walls. The summ�t of the cl�ff



was strewn w�th ragged stones and broken br�cks, ready at any
moment to detach themselves. The royal hetman, Pototzky,
surrounded �t on the two s�des wh�ch faced the pla�n. Four days d�d
the Cossacks f�ght, tear�ng down br�cks and stones for m�ss�les. But
the�r stones and the�r strength were at length exhausted, and Taras
resolved to cut h�s way through the beleaguer�ng forces. And the
Cossacks would have cut the�r way through, and the�r sw�ft steeds
m�ght aga�n have served them fa�thfully, had not Taras halted
suddenly �n the very m�dst of the�r fl�ght, and shouted, “Halt! my p�pe
has dropped w�th �ts tobacco: I won’t let those heathen Lyakhs have
my p�pe!” And the old hetman stooped down, and felt �n the grass for
h�s p�pe full of tobacco, h�s �nseparable compan�on on all h�s
exped�t�ons by sea and land and at home.

But �n the meant�me a band of Lyakhs suddenly rushed up, and
se�zed h�m by the shoulders. He struggled w�th all m�ght; but he
could not scatter on the earth, as he had been wont to do, the
heydukes who had se�zed h�m. “Oh, old age, old age!” he excla�med:
and the stout old Cossack wept. But h�s age was not to blame:
nearly th�rty men were cl�ng�ng to h�s arms and legs.

“The raven �s caught!” yelled the Lyakhs. “We must th�nk how we
can show h�m the most honour, the dog!” They dec�ded, w�th the
perm�ss�on of the hetman, to burn h�m al�ve �n the s�ght of all. There
stood hard by a leafless tree, the summ�t of wh�ch had been struck
by l�ghtn�ng. They fastened h�m w�th �ron cha�ns and na�ls dr�ven
through h�s hands h�gh up on the trunk of the tree, so that he m�ght
be seen from all s�des; and began at once to place fagots at �ts foot.
But Taras d�d not look at the wood, nor d�d he th�nk of the f�re w�th
wh�ch they were prepar�ng to roast h�m: he gazed anx�ously �n the
d�rect�on whence h�s Cossacks were f�r�ng. From h�s h�gh po�nt of
observat�on he could see everyth�ng as �n the palm of h�s hand.

“Take possess�on, men,” he shouted, “of the h�llock beh�nd the
wood: they cannot cl�mb �t!” But the w�nd d�d not carry h�s words to
them. “They are lost, lost!” he sa�d �n despa�r, and glanced down to
where the water of the Dn�ester gl�ttered. Joy gleamed �n h�s eyes.
He saw the sterns of four boats peep�ng out from beh�nd some
bushes; exerted all the power of h�s lungs, and shouted �n a r�ng�ng



tone, “To the bank, to the bank, men! descend the path to the left,
under the cl�ff. There are boats on the bank; take all, that they may
not catch you.”

Th�s t�me the breeze blew from the other s�de, and h�s words were
aud�ble to the Cossacks. But for th�s counsel he rece�ved a blow on
the head w�th the back of an axe, wh�ch made everyth�ng dance
before h�s eyes.

The Cossacks descended the cl�ff path at full speed, but the�r
pursuers were at the�r heels. They looked: the path wound and
tw�sted, and made many detours to one s�de. “Comrades, we are
trapped!” sa�d they. All halted for an �nstant, ra�sed the�r wh�ps,
wh�stled, and the�r Tatar horses rose from the ground, clove the a�r
l�ke serpents, flew over the prec�p�ce, and plunged stra�ght �nto the
Dn�ester. Two only d�d not al�ght �n the r�ver, but thundered down
from the he�ght upon the stones, and per�shed there w�th the�r horses
w�thout utter�ng a cry. But the Cossacks had already swum
shoreward from the�r horses, and unfastened the boats, when the
Lyakhs halted on the br�nk of the prec�p�ce, astounded by th�s
wonderful feat, and th�nk�ng, “Shall we jump down to them, or not?”

One young colonel, a l�vely, hot-blooded sold�er, own brother to the
beaut�ful Pole who had seduced poor Andr��, d�d not reflect long, but
leaped w�th h�s horse after the Cossacks. He made three turns �n the
a�r w�th h�s steed, and fell heav�ly on the rocks. The sharp stones
tore h�m �n p�eces; and h�s bra�ns, m�ngled w�th blood, bespattered
the shrubs grow�ng on the uneven walls of the prec�p�ce.

When Taras Bulba recovered from the blow, and glanced towards
the Dn�ester, the Cossacks were already �n the sk�ffs and row�ng
away. Balls were showered upon them from above but d�d not reach
them. And the old hetman’s eyes sparkled w�th joy.

“Farewell, comrades!” he shouted to them from above; “remember
me, and come h�ther aga�n next spr�ng and make merry �n the same
fash�on! What! cursed Lyakhs, have ye caught me? Th�nk ye there �s
anyth�ng �n the world that a Cossack fears? Wa�t; the t�me w�ll come
when ye shall learn what the orthodox Russ�an fa�th �s! Already the
people scent �t far and near. A czar shall ar�se from Russ�an so�l, and
there shall not be a power �n the world wh�ch shall not subm�t to



h�m!” But f�re had already r�sen from the fagots; �t lapped h�s feet,
and the flame spread to the tree.... But can any f�re, flames, or power
be found on earth wh�ch are capable of overpower�ng Russ�an
strength?

Broad �s the r�ver Dn�ester, and �n �t are many deep pools, dense
reed-beds, clear shallows and l�ttle bays; �ts watery m�rror gleams,
f�lled w�th the melod�ous pla�nt of the swan, the proud w�ld goose
gl�des sw�ftly over �t; and sn�pe, red-throated ruffs, and other b�rds
are to be found among the reeds and along the banks. The
Cossacks rowed sw�ftly on �n the narrow double-ruddered boats—
rowed stoutly, carefully shunn�ng the sand bars, and cleav�ng the
ranks of the b�rds, wh�ch took w�ng—rowed, and talked of the�r
hetman.



ST. JOHN’S EVE

A STORY TOLD BY THE SACRISTAN OF THE
DIKANKA CHURCH

Thoma Gr�gorov�tch had one very strange eccentr�c�ty: to the day
of h�s death he never l�ked to tell the same th�ng tw�ce. There were
t�mes when, �f you asked h�m to relate a th�ng afresh, he would
�nterpolate new matter, or alter �t so that �t was �mposs�ble to
recogn�se �t. Once upon a t�me, one of those gentlemen who, l�ke the
usurers at our yearly fa�rs, clutch and beg and steal every sort of
fr�ppery, and �ssue mean l�ttle volumes, no th�cker than an A B C
book, every month, or even every week, wormed th�s same story out
of Thoma Gr�gorov�tch, and the latter completely forgot about �t. But
that same young gentleman, �n the pea-green caftan, came from
Poltava, br�ng�ng w�th h�m a l�ttle book, and, open�ng �t �n the m�ddle,
showed �t to us. Thoma Gr�gorov�tch was on the po�nt of sett�ng h�s
spectacles astr�de of h�s nose, but recollected that he had forgotten
to w�nd thread about them and st�ck them together w�th wax, so he
passed �t over to me. As I understand noth�ng about read�ng and
wr�t�ng, and do not wear spectacles, I undertook to read �t. I had not
turned two leaves when all at once he caught me by the hand and
stopped me.

“Stop! tell me f�rst what you are read�ng.”
I confess that I was a tr�fle stunned by such a quest�on.
“What! what am I read�ng, Thoma Gr�gorov�tch? Why, your own

words.”
“Who told you that they were my words?”
“Why, what more would you have? Here �t �s pr�nted: ‘Related by

such and such a sacr�stan.’”



“Sp�t on the head of the man who pr�nted that! he l�es, the dog of a
Moscow pedlar! D�d I say that? ‘’Twas just the same as though one
hadn’t h�s w�ts about h�m!’ L�sten. I’ll tell the tale to you on the spot.”

We moved up to the table, and he began.

My grandfather (the k�ngdom of heaven be h�s! may he eat only
wheaten rolls and poppy-seed cakes w�th honey �n the other world!)
could tell a story wonderfully well. When he used to beg�n a tale you
could not st�r from the spot all day, but kept on l�sten�ng. He was not
l�ke the story-teller of the present day, when he beg�ns to l�e, w�th a
tongue as though he had had noth�ng to eat for three days, so that
you snatch your cap and flee from the house. I remember my old
mother was al�ve then, and �n the long w�nter even�ngs when the
frost was crackl�ng out of doors, and had sealed up hermet�cally the
narrow panes of our cottage, she used to s�t at her wheel, draw�ng
out a long thread �n her hand, rock�ng the cradle w�th her foot, and
humm�ng a song, wh�ch I seem to hear even now.

The lamp, qu�ver�ng and flar�ng up as though �n fear of someth�ng,
l�ghted up our cottage; the sp�ndle hummed; and all of us ch�ldren,
collected �n a cluster, l�stened to grandfather, who had not crawled
off the stove for more than f�ve years, ow�ng to h�s great age. But the
wondrous tales of the �ncurs�ons of the Zaporozh�an Cossacks and
the Poles, the bold deeds of Podkova, of Poltar-Kozhukh, and
Saga�datchn��, d�d not �nterest us so much as the stor�es about some
deed of old wh�ch always sent a sh�ver through our frames and made
our ha�r r�se upr�ght on our heads. Somet�mes such terror took
possess�on of us �n consequence of them, that, from that even�ng
forward, Heaven knows how wonderful everyth�ng seemed to us. If
one chanced to go out of the cottage after n�ghtfall for anyth�ng, one
fanc�ed that a v�s�tor from the other world had la�n down to sleep �n
one’s bed; and I have often taken my own smock, at a d�stance, as �t
lay at the head of the bed, for the Ev�l One rolled up �nto a ball! But
the ch�ef th�ng about grandfather’s stor�es was, that he never l�ed �n
all h�s l�fe; and whatever he sa�d was so, was so.

I w�ll now tell you one of h�s wonderful tales. I know that there are
a great many w�se people who copy �n the courts, and can even read



c�v�l documents, but who, �f you were to put �nto the�r hand a s�mple
prayer-book, could not make out the f�rst letter �n �t, and would show
all the�r teeth �n der�s�on. These people laugh at everyth�ng you tell
them. Along comes one of them—and doesn’t bel�eve �n w�tches!
Yes, glory to God that I have l�ved so long �n the world! I have seen
heret�cs to whom �t would be eas�er to l�e �n confess�on than �t would
be to our brothers and equals to take snuff, and these folk would
deny the ex�stence of w�tches! But let them just dream about
someth�ng, and they won’t even tell what �t was! There, �t �s no use
talk�ng about them!

No one could have recogn�sed the v�llage of ours a l�ttle over a
hundred years ago; �t was a hamlet, the poorest k�nd of a hamlet.
Half a score of m�serable farmhouses, unplastered and badly
thatched, were scattered here and there about the f�elds. There was
not a yard or a decent shed to shelter an�mals or waggons. That was
the way the wealthy l�ved: and �f you had looked for our brothers, the
poor—why, a hole �n the ground—that was a cab�n for you! Only by
the smoke could you tell that a God-created man l�ved there. You
ask why they l�ved so? It was not ent�rely through poverty: almost
every one led a ra�d�ng Cossack l�fe, and gathered not a l�ttle plunder
�n fore�gn lands; �t was rather because �t was l�ttle use bu�ld�ng up a
good wooden house. Many folk were engaged �n ra�ds all over the
country—Cr�means, Poles, L�thuan�ans! It was qu�te poss�ble that
the�r own countrymen m�ght make a descent and plunder everyth�ng.
Anyth�ng was poss�ble.

In th�s hamlet a man, or rather a dev�l �n human form, often made
h�s appearance. Why he came, and whence, no one knew. He
prowled about, got drunk, and suddenly d�sappeared as �f �nto the
a�r, leav�ng no trace of h�s ex�stence. Then, behold, he seemed to
have dropped from the sky aga�n, and went fly�ng about the street of
the v�llage, of wh�ch no trace now rema�ns, and wh�ch was not more
than a hundred paces from D�kanka. He would collect together all
the Cossacks he met; then there were songs, laughter, and cash �n
plenty, and vodka flowed l�ke water.... He would address the pretty
g�rls, and g�ve them r�bbons, earr�ngs, str�ngs of beads—more than
they knew what to do w�th. It �s true that the pretty g�rls rather
hes�tated about accept�ng h�s presents: God knows, perhaps, what



unclean hands they had passed through. My grandfather’s aunt, who
kept at that t�me a tavern, �n wh�ch Basavr�uk (as they called th�s
dev�l-man) often caroused, sa�d that no cons�derat�on on the earth
would have �nduced her to accept a g�ft from h�m. But then, aga�n,
how to avo�d accept�ng? Fear se�zed on every one when he kn�t h�s
shaggy brows, and gave a s�delong glance wh�ch m�ght send your
feet God knows wh�ther: wh�lst �f you d�d accept, then the next n�ght
some f�end from the swamp, w�th horns on h�s head, came and
began to squeeze your neck, �f there was a str�ng of beads upon �t;
or b�te your f�nger, �f there was a r�ng upon �t; or drag you by the ha�r,
�f r�bbons were bra�ded �n �t. God have mercy, then, on those who
held such g�fts! But here was the d�ff�culty: �t was �mposs�ble to get
r�d of them; �f you threw them �nto the water, the d�abol�cal r�ng or
necklace would sk�m along the surface and �nto your hand.

There was a church �n the v�llage—St. Pantele�, �f I remember
r�ghtly. There l�ved there a pr�est, Father Athanas�� of blessed
memory. Observ�ng that Basavr�uk d�d not come to church, even at
Easter, he determ�ned to reprove h�m and �mpose penance upon
h�m. Well, he hardly escaped w�th h�s l�fe. “Hark ye, s�r!” he
thundered �n reply, “learn to m�nd your own bus�ness �nstead of
meddl�ng �n other people’s, �f you don’t want that throat of yours
stuck w�th bo�l�ng kutya (1).” What was to be done w�th th�s
unrepentant man? Father Athanas�� contented h�mself w�th
announc�ng that any one who should make the acqua�ntance of
Basavr�uk would be counted a Cathol�c, an enemy of Chr�st’s
orthodox church, not a member of the human race.
(1) A dish of rice or wheat flour, with honey and raisins, which is 
    brought to the church on the celebration of memorial masses. 

In th�s v�llage there was a Cossack named Korzh, who had a
labourer whom people called Peter the Orphan—perhaps because
no one remembered e�ther h�s father or mother. The church elder, �t
�s true, sa�d that they had d�ed of the pest �n h�s second year; but my
grandfather’s aunt would not hear of that, and tr�ed w�th all her m�ght
to furn�sh h�m w�th parents, although poor Peter needed them about
as much as we need last year’s snow. She sa�d that h�s father had
been �n Zaporozhe, and had been taken pr�soner by the Turks,
amongst whom he underwent God only knows what tortures, unt�l



hav�ng, by some m�racle, d�sgu�sed h�mself as a eunuch, he made
h�s escape. L�ttle cared the black-browed youths and ma�dens about
Peter’s parents. They merely remarked, that �f he only had a new
coat, a red sash, a black lambsk�n cap w�th a smart blue crown on
h�s head, a Turk�sh sabre by h�s s�de, a wh�p �n one hand and a p�pe
w�th handsome mount�ngs �n the other, he would surpass all the
young men. But the p�ty was, that the only th�ng poor Peter had was
a grey gaberd�ne w�th more holes �n �t than there are gold p�eces �n a
Jew’s pocket. But that was not the worst of �t. Korzh had a daughter,
such a beauty as I th�nk you can hardly have chanced to see. My
grandfather’s aunt used to say—and you know that �t �s eas�er for a
woman to k�ss the Ev�l One than to call any one else a beauty—that
th�s Cossack ma�den’s cheeks were as plump and fresh as the
p�nkest poppy when, bathed �n God’s dew, �t unfolds �ts petals, and
coquets w�th the r�s�ng sun; that her brows were evenly arched over
her br�ght eyes l�ke black cords, such as our ma�dens buy nowadays,
for the�r crosses and ducats, off the Moscow pedlars who v�s�t the
v�llages w�th the�r baskets; that her l�ttle mouth, at s�ght of wh�ch the
youths smacked the�r l�ps, seemed made to warble the songs of
n�ght�ngales; that her ha�r, black as the raven’s w�ng, and soft as
young flax, fell �n curls over her shoulders, for our ma�dens d�d not
then pla�t the�r ha�r �n p�gta�ls �nterwoven w�th pretty, br�ght-hued
r�bbons. Eh! may I never �ntone another allelu�a �n the cho�r, �f I would
not have k�ssed her, �n sp�te of the grey wh�ch �s mak�ng �ts way
through the old wool wh�ch covers my pate, and of the old woman
bes�de me, l�ke a thorn �n my s�de! Well, you know what happens
when young men and ma�dens l�ve s�de by s�de. In the tw�l�ght the
heels of red boots were always v�s�ble �n the place where P�dorka
chatted w�th her Peter. But Korzh would never have suspected
anyth�ng out of the way, only one day—�t �s ev�dent that none but the
Ev�l One could have �nsp�red h�m—Peter took �nto h�s head to k�ss
the ma�den’s rosy l�ps w�th all h�s heart, w�thout f�rst look�ng well
about h�m; and that same Ev�l One—may the son of a dog dream of
the holy cross!—caused the old grey-beard, l�ke a fool, to open the
cottage door at that same moment. Korzh was petr�f�ed, dropped h�s
jaw, and clutched at the door for support. Those unlucky k�sses
completely stunned h�m.



Recover�ng h�mself, he took h�s grandfather’s hunt�ng wh�p from
the wall, and was about to belabour Peter’s back w�th �t, when
P�dorka’s l�ttle s�x-year-old brother Ivas rushed up from somewhere
or other, and, grasp�ng h�s father’s legs w�th h�s l�ttle hands,
screamed out, “Daddy, daddy! don’t beat Peter!” What was to be
done? A father’s heart �s not made of stone. Hang�ng the wh�p aga�n
on the wall, he led Peter qu�etly from the house. “If you ever show
yourself �n my cottage aga�n, or even under the w�ndows, look out,
Peter, for, by heaven, your black moustache w�ll d�sappear; and your
black locks, though wound tw�ce about your ears, w�ll take leave of
your pate, or my name �s not Terent�y Korzh.” So say�ng, he gave
h�m such a taste of h�s f�st �n the nape of h�s neck, that all grew dark
before Peter, and he flew headlong out of the place.

So there was an end of the�r k�ss�ng. Sorrow fell upon our turtle
doves; and a rumour grew r�fe �n the v�llage that a certa�n Pole, all
embro�dered w�th gold, w�th moustaches, sabre, spurs, and pockets
j�ngl�ng l�ke the bells of the bag w�th wh�ch our sacr�stan Taras goes
through the church every day, had begun to frequent Korzh’s house.
Now, �t �s well known why a father has v�s�tors when there �s a black-
browed daughter about. So, one day, P�dorka burst �nto tears, and
caught the hand of her brother Ivas. “Ivas, my dear! Ivas, my love! fly
to Peter, my ch�ld of gold, l�ke an arrow from a bow. Tell h�m all: I
would have loved h�s brown eyes, I would have k�ssed h�s fa�r face,
but my fate decrees otherw�se. More than one handkerch�ef have I
wet w�th burn�ng tears. I am sad and heavy at heart. And my own
father �s my enemy. I w�ll not marry the Pole, whom I do not love. Tell
h�m they are mak�ng ready for a wedd�ng, but there w�ll be no mus�c
at our wedd�ng: pr�ests w�ll s�ng �nstead of p�pes and v�ols. I shall not
dance w�th my br�degroom: they w�ll carry me out. Dark, dark w�ll be
my dwell�ng of maple wood; and, �nstead of ch�mneys, a cross w�ll
stand upon the roof.”

Peter stood petr�f�ed, w�thout mov�ng from the spot, when the
�nnocent ch�ld l�sped out P�dorka’s words to h�m. “And I, wretched
man, had thought to go to the Cr�mea and Turkey, to w�n gold and
return to thee, my beauty! But �t may not be. We have been
overlooked by the ev�l eye. I too shall have a wedd�ng, dear one; but
no eccles�ast�cs w�ll be present at that wedd�ng. The black crow



�nstead of the pope w�ll caw over me; the bare pla�n w�ll be my
dwell�ng; the dark blue cloud my roof-tree. The eagle w�ll claw out my
brown eyes: the ra�n w�ll wash my Cossack bones, and the
wh�rlw�nds dry them. But what am I? Of what should I compla�n? ‘T�s
clear God w�lled �t so. If I am to be lost, then so be �t!” and he went
stra�ght to the tavern.

My late grandfather’s aunt was somewhat surpr�sed at see�ng
Peter at the tavern, at an hour when good men go to morn�ng mass;
and stared at h�m as though �n a dream when he called for a jug of
brandy, about half a pa�lful. But the poor fellow tr�ed �n va�n to drown
h�s woe. The vodka stung h�s tongue l�ke nettles, and tasted more
b�tter than wormwood. He flung the jug from h�m upon the ground.

“You have sorrowed enough, Cossack,” growled a bass vo�ce
beh�nd h�m. He looked round—�t was Basavr�uk! Ugh, what a face!
H�s ha�r was l�ke a brush, h�s eyes l�ke those of a bull. “I know what
you lack: here �t �s.” As he spoke he j�ngled a leather purse wh�ch
hung from h�s g�rdle and sm�led d�abol�cally. Peter shuddered. “Ha,
ha, ha! how �t sh�nes!” he roared, shak�ng out ducats �nto h�s hands:
“ha, ha, ha! how �t j�ngles! And I only ask one th�ng for a whole p�le of
such sh�ners.”

“It �s the Ev�l One!” excla�med Peter. “G�ve me them! I’m ready for
anyth�ng!”

They struck hands upon �t, and Basavr�uk sa�d, “You are just �n
t�me, Peter: to-morrow �s St. John the Bapt�st’s day. Only on th�s one
n�ght �n the year does the fern blossom. I w�ll awa�t you at m�dn�ght �n
the Bear’s rav�ne.”

I do not bel�eve that ch�ckens awa�t the hour when the housew�fe
br�ngs the�r corn w�th as much anx�ety as Peter awa�ted the even�ng.
He kept look�ng to see whether the shadows of the trees were not
lengthen�ng, whether the sun was not turn�ng red towards sett�ng;
and, the longer he watched, the more �mpat�ent he grew. How long �t
was! Ev�dently, God’s day had lost �ts end somewhere. But now the
sun has set. The sky �s red only on one s�de, and �t �s already
grow�ng dark. It grows colder �n the f�elds. It gets gloom�er and
gloom�er, and at last qu�te dark. At last! W�th heart almost burst�ng
from h�s bosom, he set out and caut�ously made h�s way down



through the th�ck woods �nto the deep hollow called the Bear’s
rav�ne. Basavr�uk was already wa�t�ng there. It was so dark that you
could not see a yard before you. Hand �n hand they entered the
rav�ne, push�ng through the luxur�ant thorn-bushes and stumbl�ng at
almost every step. At last they reached an open spot. Peter looked
about h�m: he had never chanced to come there before. Here
Basavr�uk halted.

“Do you see before you three h�llocks? There are a great many
k�nds of flowers upon them. May some power keep you from
pluck�ng even one of them. But as soon as the fern blossoms, se�ze
�t, and look not round, no matter what may seem to be go�ng on
beh�nd thee.”

Peter wanted to ask some quest�ons, but behold Basavr�uk was no
longer there. He approached the three h�llocks—where were the
flowers? He saw none. The w�ld steppe-grass grew all around, and
h�d everyth�ng �n �ts luxur�ance. But the l�ghtn�ng flashed; and before
h�m was a whole bed of flowers, all wonderful, all strange: wh�lst
amongst them there were also the s�mple fronds of fern. Peter
doubted h�s senses, and stood thoughtfully before them, arms
ak�mbo.

“What manner of prod�gy �s th�s? why, one can see these weeds
ten t�mes a day. What �s there marvellous about them? Dev�l’s face
must be mock�ng me!”

But behold! the t�ny flower-bud of the fern reddened and moved as
though al�ve. It was a marvel �n truth. It grew larger and larger, and
glowed l�ke a burn�ng coal. The t�ny stars of l�ght flashed up,
someth�ng burst softly, and the flower opened before h�s eyes l�ke a
flame, l�ght�ng the others about �t.

“Now �s the t�me,” thought Peter, and extended h�s hand. He saw
hundreds of ha�ry hands reach also for the flower from beh�nd h�m,
and there was a sound of scamper�ng �n h�s rear. He half closed h�s
eyes, and plucked sharply at the stalk, and the flower rema�ned �n
h�s hand.

All became st�ll.
Upon a stump sat Basavr�uk, qu�te blue l�ke a corpse. He d�d not

move so much as a f�nger. H� eyes were �mmovably f�xed on



someth�ng v�s�ble to h�m alone; h�s mouth was half open and
speechless. Noth�ng st�rred around. Ugh! �t was horr�ble! But then a
wh�stle was heard wh�ch made Peter’s heart grow cold w�th�n h�m;
and �t seemed to h�m that the grass wh�spered, and the flowers
began to talk among themselves �n del�cate vo�ces, l�ke l�ttle s�lver
bells, wh�le the trees rustled �n murmur�ng content�on;—Basavr�uk’s
face suddenly became full of l�fe, and h�s eyes sparkled. “The w�tch
has just returned,” he muttered between h�s teeth. “Hearken, Peter: a
charmer w�ll stand before you �n a moment; do whatever she
commands; �f not—you are lost forever.”

Then he parted the thorn-bushes w�th a knotty st�ck and before
h�m stood a t�ny farmhouse. Basavr�uk smote �t w�th h�s f�st, and the
wall trembled. A large black dog ran out to meet them, and w�th a
wh�ne transformed �tself �nto a cat and flew stra�ght at h�s eyes.

“Don’t be angry, don’t be angry, you old Satan!” sa�d Basavr�uk,
employ�ng such words as would have made a good man stop h�s
ears. Behold, �nstead of a cat, an old woman all bent �nto a bow, w�th
a face wr�nkled l�ke a baked apple, and a nose and ch�n l�ke a pa�r of
nutcrackers.

“A f�ne charmer!” thought Peter; and cold ch�lls ran down h�s back.
The w�tch tore the flower from h�s hand, stooped and muttered over �t
for a long t�me, spr�nkl�ng �t w�th some k�nd of water. Sparks flew
from her mouth, and foam appeared on her l�ps.

“Throw �t away,” she sa�d, g�v�ng �t back to Peter.
Peter threw �t, but what wonder was th�s? The flower d�d not fall

stra�ght to the earth, but for a long wh�le tw�nkled l�ke a f�ery ball
through the darkness, and swam through the a�r l�ke a boat. At last �t
began to s�nk lower and lower, and fell so far away that the l�ttle star,
hardly larger than a poppy-seed, was barely v�s�ble. “There!” croaked
the old woman, �n a dull vo�ce: and Basavr�uk, g�v�ng h�m a spade,
sa�d, “D�g here, Peter: you w�ll f�nd more gold than you or Korzh ever
dreamed of.”

Peter spat on h�s hands, se�zed the spade, pressed h�s foot on �t,
and turned up the earth, a second, a th�rd, a fourth t�me. The spade
cl�nked aga�nst someth�ng hard, and would go no further. Then h�s
eyes began to d�st�ngu�sh a small, �ron-bound coffer. He tr�ed to



se�ze �t; but the chest began to s�nk �nto the earth, deeper, farther,
and deeper st�ll: wh�lst beh�nd h�m he heard a laugh l�ke a serpent’s
h�ss.

“No, you shall not have the gold unt�l you shed human blood,” sa�d
the w�tch, and she led up to h�m a ch�ld of s�x, covered w�th a wh�te
sheet, and �nd�cated by a s�gn that he was to cut off h�s head.

Peter was stunned. A tr�fle, �ndeed, to cut off a man’s, or even an
�nnocent ch�ld’s, head for no reason whatever! In wrath he tore off
the sheet envelop�ng the v�ct�m’s head, and behold! before h�m stood
Ivas. The poor ch�ld crossed h�s l�ttle hands, and hung h�s head.
Peter flew at the w�tch w�th the kn�fe l�ke a madman, and was on the
po�nt of lay�ng hands on her.

“What d�d you prom�se for the g�rl?” thundered Basavr�uk; and l�ke
a shot he was on h�s back. The w�tch stamped her foot: a blue flame
flashed from the earth and �llum�ned all w�th�n �t. The earth became
transparent as �f moulded of crystal; and all that was w�th�n �t became
v�s�ble, as �f �n the palm of the hand. Ducats, prec�ous stones �n
chests and pots, were p�led �n heaps beneath the very spot they
stood on. Peter’s eyes flashed, h�s m�nd grew troubled.... He
grasped the kn�fe l�ke a madman, and the �nnocent blood spurted
�nto h�s eyes. D�abol�cal laughter resounded on all s�des. M�sshapen
monsters flew past h�m �n flocks. The w�tch, fasten�ng her hands �n
the headless trunk, l�ke a wolf, drank �ts blood. H�s head wh�rled.
Collect�ng all h�s strength, he set out to run. Everyth�ng grew red
before h�m. The trees seemed steeped �n blood, and burned and
groaned. The sky glowed and threatened. Burn�ng po�nts, l�ke
l�ghtn�ng, fl�ckered before h�s eyes. Utterly exhausted, he rushed �nto
h�s m�serable hovel and fell to the ground l�ke a log. A death-l�ke
sleep overpowered h�m.

Two days and two n�ghts d�d Peter sleep, w�thout once awaken�ng.
When he came to h�mself, on the th�rd day, he looked long at all the
corners of h�s hut, but �n va�n d�d he endeavour to recollect what had
taken place; h�s memory was l�ke a m�ser’s pocket, from wh�ch you
cannot ent�ce a quarter of a kopek. Stretch�ng h�mself, he heard
someth�ng clash at h�s feet. He looked, there were two bags of gold.



Then only, as �f �n a dream, he recollected that he had been seek�ng
for treasure, and that someth�ng had fr�ghtened h�m �n the woods.

Korzh saw the sacks—and was moll�f�ed. “A f�ne fellow, Peter,
qu�te unequalled! yes, and d�d I not love h�m? Was he not to me as
my own son?” And the old fellow repeated th�s f�ct�on unt�l he wept
over �t h�mself. P�dorka began to tell Peter how some pass�ng g�ps�es
had stolen Ivas; but he could not even recall h�m—to such a degree
had the Dev�l’s �nfluence darkened h�s m�nd! There was no reason
for delay. The Pole was d�sm�ssed, and the wedd�ng-feast prepared;
rolls were baked, towels and handkerch�efs embro�dered; the young
people were seated at table; the wedd�ng-loaf was cut; gu�tars,
cymbals, p�pes, v�ols sounded, and pleasure was r�fe.

A wedd�ng �n the olden t�mes was not l�ke one of the present day.
My grandfather’s aunt used to tell how the ma�dens—�n fest�ve head-
dresses of yellow, blue, and p�nk r�bbons, above wh�ch they bound
gold bra�d; �n th�n chem�settes embro�dered on all the seams w�th red
s�lk, and strewn w�th t�ny s�lver flowers; �n morocco shoes, w�th h�gh
�ron heels—danced the gorl�tza as sw�mm�ngly as peacocks, and as
w�ldly as the wh�rlw�nd; how the youths—w�th the�r sh�p-shaped caps
upon the�r heads, the crowns of gold brocade, and two horns
project�ng, one �n front and another beh�nd, of the very f�nest black
lambsk�n; �n tun�cs of the f�nest blue s�lk w�th red borders—stepped
forward one by one, the�r arms ak�mbo �n stately form, and executed
the gopak; how the lads—�n tall Cossack caps, and l�ght cloth
gaberd�nes, g�rt w�th s�lver embro�dered belts, the�r short p�pes �n
the�r teeth—sk�pped before them and talked nonsense. Even Korzh
as he gazed at the young people could not help gett�ng gay �n h�s old
age. Gu�tar �n hand, alternately puff�ng at h�s p�pe and s�ng�ng, a
brandy-glass upon h�s head, the greybeard began the nat�onal dance
am�d loud shouts from the merry-makers.

What w�ll not people dev�se �n merry mood? They even began to
d�sgu�se the�r faces t�ll they d�d not look l�ke human be�ngs. On such
occas�ons one would dress h�mself as a Jew, another as the Dev�l:
they would beg�n by k�ss�ng each other, and end by se�z�ng each
other by the ha�r. God be w�th them! you laughed t�ll you held your
s�des. They dressed themselves �n Turk�sh and Tatar garments. All



upon them glowed l�ke a conflagrat�on, and then they began to joke
and play pranks....

An amus�ng th�ng happened to my grandfather’s aunt, who was at
th�s wedd�ng. She was wear�ng an ample Tatar robe, and, w�ne-glass
�n hand, was enterta�n�ng the company. The Ev�l One �nst�gated one
man to pour vodka over her from beh�nd. Another, at the same
moment, ev�dently not by acc�dent, struck a l�ght, and held �t to her.
The flame flashed up, and poor aunt, �n terror, flung her dress off,
before them all. Screams, laughter, jests, arose as �f at a fa�r. In a
word, the old folks could not recall so merry a wedd�ng.

P�dorka and Peter began to l�ve l�ke a gentleman and lady. There
was plenty of everyth�ng and everyth�ng was f�ne.... But honest folk
shook the�r heads when they marked the�r way of l�v�ng. “From the
Dev�l no good can come,” they unan�mously agreed. “Whence,
except from the tempter of orthodox people, came th�s wealth?
Where else could he have got such a lot of gold from? Why, on the
very day that he got r�ch, d�d Basavr�uk van�sh as �f �nto th�n a�r?”

Say, �f you can, that people only �mag�ne th�ngs! A month had not
passed, and no one would have recogn�sed Peter. He sat �n one
spot, say�ng no word to any one; but cont�nually th�nk�ng and
seem�ngly try�ng to recall someth�ng. When P�dorka succeeded �n
gett�ng h�m to speak, he appeared to forget h�mself, and would carry
on a conversat�on, and even grow cheerful; but �f he �nadvertently
glanced at the sacks, “Stop, stop! I have forgotten,” he would cry,
and aga�n plunge �nto rever�e and str�ve to recall someth�ng.
Somet�mes when he sat st�ll a long t�me �n one place, �t seemed to
h�m as though �t were com�ng, just com�ng back to m�nd, but aga�n all
would fade away. It seemed as �f he was s�tt�ng �n the tavern: they
brought h�m vodka; vodka stung h�m; vodka was repuls�ve to h�m.
Some one came along and struck h�m on the shoulder; but beyond
that everyth�ng was ve�led �n darkness before h�m. The persp�rat�on
would stream down h�s face, and he would s�t exhausted �n the same
place.

What d�d not P�rdorka do? She consulted the sorceresses; and
they poured out fear, and brewed stomach ache (2)—but all to no
ava�l. And so the summer passed. Many a Cossack had mowed and



reaped; many a Cossack, more enterpr�s�ng than the rest, had set off
upon an exped�t�on. Flocks of ducks were already crowd�ng the
marshes, but there was not even a h�nt of �mprovement.
(2) “To pour out fear” refers to a practice resorted to in case of 
    fear. When it is desired to know what caused this, melted lead or 
    wax is poured into water, and the object whose form it assumes is 
    the one which frightened the sick person; after this, the fear 
    departs. Sonyashnitza is brewed for giddiness and pain in the 
    bowels. To this end, a bit of stump is burned, thrown into a jug, 
    and turned upside down into a bowl filled with water, which is 
    placed on the patient’s stomach: after an incantation, he is given 
    a spoonful of this water to drink. 

It was red upon the steppes. R�cks of gra�n, l�ke Cossack’s caps,
dotted the f�elds here and there. On the h�ghway were to be
encountered waggons loaded w�th brushwood and logs. The ground
had become more sol�d, and �n places was touched w�th frost.
Already had the snow begun to fall and the branches of the trees
were covered w�th r�me l�ke rabb�t-sk�n. Already on frosty days the
rob�n redbreast hopped about on the snow-heaps l�ke a fopp�sh
Pol�sh nobleman, and p�cked out gra�ns of corn; and ch�ldren, w�th
huge st�cks, played hockey upon the �ce; wh�le the�r fathers lay
qu�etly on the stove, �ssu�ng forth at �ntervals w�th l�ghted p�pes �n
the�r l�ps, to growl, �n regular fash�on, at the orthodox frost, or to take
the a�r, and thresh the gra�n spread out �n the barn. At last the snow
began to melt, and the �ce sl�pped away: but Peter rema�ned the
same; and, the more t�me went on, the more morose he grew. He sat
�n the cottage as though na�led to the spot, w�th the sacks of gold at
h�s feet. He grew averse to compan�onsh�p, h�s ha�r grew long, he
became terr�ble to look at; and st�ll he thought of but one th�ng, st�ll
he tr�ed to recall someth�ng, and got angry and �ll-tempered because
he could not. Often, r�s�ng w�ldly from h�s seat, he gest�culated
v�olently and f�xed h�s eyes on someth�ng as though des�rous of
catch�ng �t: h�s l�ps mov�ng as though des�rous of utter�ng some long-
forgotten word, but rema�n�ng speechless. Fury would take
possess�on of h�m: he would gnaw and b�te h�s hands l�ke a man half
crazy, and �n h�s vexat�on would tear out h�s ha�r by the handful, unt�l,
calm�ng down, he would relapse �nto forgetfulness, as �t were, and
then would aga�n str�ve to recall the past and be aga�n se�zed w�th
fury and fresh tortures. What v�s�tat�on of God was th�s?



P�dorka was ne�ther dead not al�ve. At f�rst �t was horr�ble for her to
rema�n alone w�th h�m �n the cottage; but, �n course of t�me, the poor
woman grew accustomed to her sorrow. But �t was �mposs�ble to
recogn�se the P�dorka of former days. No blushes, no sm�les: she
was th�n and worn w�th gr�ef, and had wept her br�ght eyes away.
Once some one who took p�ty on her adv�sed her to go to the w�tch
who dwelt �n the Bear’s rav�ne, and enjoyed the reputat�on of be�ng
able to cure every d�sease �n the world. She determ�ned to try that
last remedy: and f�nally persuaded the old woman to come to her.
Th�s was on St. John’s Eve, as �t chanced. Peter lay �nsens�ble on
the bench, and d�d not observe the newcomer. Slowly he rose, and
looked about h�m. Suddenly he trembled �n every l�mb, as though he
were on the scaffold: h�s ha�r rose upon h�s head, and he laughed a
laugh that f�lled P�dorka’s heart w�th fear.

“I have remembered, remembered!” he cr�ed, �n terr�ble joy; and,
sw�ng�ng a hatchet round h�s head, he struck at the old woman w�th
all h�s m�ght. The hatchet penetrated the oaken door nearly four
�nches. The old woman d�sappeared; and a ch�ld of seven, covered
�n a wh�te sheet, stood �n the m�ddle of the cottage.... The sheet flew
off. “Ivas!” cr�ed P�dorka, and ran to h�m; but the appar�t�on became
covered from head to foot w�th blood, and �llum�ned the whole room
w�th red l�ght....

She ran �nto the passage �n her terror, but, on recover�ng herself a
l�ttle, w�shed to help Peter. In va�n! the door had slammed to beh�nd
her, so that she could not open �t. People ran up, and began to
knock: they broke �n the door, as though there were but one m�nd
among them. The whole cottage was full of smoke; and just �n the
m�ddle, where Peter had stood, was a heap of ashes whence smoke
was st�ll r�s�ng. They flung themselves upon the sacks: only broken
potsherds lay there �nstead of ducats. The Cossacks stood w�th
star�ng eyes and open mouths, as �f rooted to the earth, not dar�ng to
move a ha�r, such terror d�d th�s wonder �nsp�re �n them.

I do not remember what happened next. P�dorka made a vow to
go upon a p�lgr�mage, collected the property left her by her father,
and �n a few days �t was as �f she had never been �n the v�llage.
Wh�ther she had gone, no one could tell. Off�c�ous old women would



have despatched her to the same place wh�ther Peter had gone; but
a Cossack from K�ef reported that he had seen, �n a clo�ster, a nun
w�thered to a mere skeleton who prayed unceas�ngly. Her fellow-
v�llagers recogn�sed her as P�dorka by the tokens—that no one
heard her utter a word; and that she had come on foot, and had
brought a frame for the p�cture of God’s mother, set w�th such
br�ll�ant stones that all were dazzled at the s�ght.

But th�s was not the end, �f you please. On the same day that the
Ev�l One made away w�th Peter, Basavr�uk appeared aga�n; but all
fled from h�m. They knew what sort of a be�ng he was—none else
than Satan, who had assumed human form �n order to unearth
treasures; and, s�nce treasures do not y�eld to unclean hands, he
seduced the young. That same year, all deserted the�r earthen huts
and collected �n a v�llage; but even there there was no peace on
account of that accursed Basavr�uk.

My late grandfather’s aunt sa�d that he was part�cularly angry w�th
her because she had abandoned her former tavern, and tr�ed w�th all
h�s m�ght to revenge h�mself upon her. Once the v�llage elders were
assembled �n the tavern, and, as the say�ng goes, were arrang�ng
the precedence at the table, �n the m�ddle of wh�ch was placed a
small roasted lamb, shame to say. They chattered about th�s, that,
and the other—among the rest about var�ous marvels and strange
th�ngs. Well, they saw someth�ng; �t would have been noth�ng �f only
one had seen �t, but all saw �t, and �t was th�s: the sheep ra�sed h�s
head, h�s goggl�ng eyes became al�ve and sparkled; and the black,
br�stl�ng moustache, wh�ch appeared for one �nstant, made a
s�gn�f�cant gesture at those present. All at once recogn�sed
Basavr�uk’s countenance �n the sheep’s head; my grandfather’s aunt
thought �t was on the po�nt of ask�ng for vodka. The worthy elders
se�zed the�r hats and hastened home.

Another t�me, the church elder h�mself, who was fond of an
occas�onal pr�vate �nterv�ew w�th my grandfather’s brandy-glass, had
not succeeded �n gett�ng to the bottom tw�ce, when he beheld the
glass bow�ng very low to h�m. “Satan take you, let us make the s�gn
of the cross over you!”—And the same marvel happened to h�s
better half. She had just begun to m�x the dough �n a huge knead�ng-



trough when suddenly the trough sprang up. “Stop, stop! where are
you go�ng?” Putt�ng �ts arms ak�mbo, w�th d�gn�ty, �t went sk�pp�ng all
about the cottage—you may laugh, but �t was no laugh�ng matter to
our grandfathers. And �n va�n d�d Father Athanas�� go through all the
v�llage w�th holy water, and chase the Dev�l through all the streets
w�th h�s brush. My late grandfather’s aunt long compla�ned that, as
soon as �t was dark, some one came knock�ng at her door and
scratch�ng at the wall.

Well! All appears to be qu�et now �n the place where our v�llage
stands; but �t was not so very long ago—my father was st�ll al�ve—
that I remember how a good man could not pass the ru�ned tavern
wh�ch a d�shonest race had long managed for the�r own �nterest.
From the smoke-blackened ch�mneys smoke poured out �n a p�llar,
and r�s�ng h�gh �n the a�r, rolled off l�ke a cap, scatter�ng burn�ng
coals over the steppe; and Satan (the son of a dog should not be
ment�oned) sobbed so p�t�fully �n h�s la�r that the startled ravens rose
�n flocks from the ne�ghbour�ng oak-wood and flew through the a�r
w�th w�ld cr�es.





THE CLOAK
In the department of—but �t �s better not to ment�on the

department. There �s noth�ng more �rr�table than departments,
reg�ments, courts of just�ce, and, �n a word, every branch of publ�c
serv�ce. Each �nd�v�dual attached to them nowadays th�nks all soc�ety
�nsulted �n h�s person. Qu�te recently a compla�nt was rece�ved from
a just�ce of the peace, �n wh�ch he pla�nly demonstrated that all the
�mper�al �nst�tut�ons were go�ng to the dogs, and that the Czar’s
sacred name was be�ng taken �n va�n; and �n proof he appended to
the compla�nt a romance �n wh�ch the just�ce of the peace �s made to
appear about once every ten l�nes, and somet�mes �n a drunken
cond�t�on. Therefore, �n order to avo�d all unpleasantness, �t w�ll be
better to descr�be the department �n quest�on only as a certa�n
department.

So, �n a certa�n department there was a certa�n off�c�al—not a very
h�gh one, �t must be allowed—short of stature, somewhat pock-
marked, red-ha�red, and short-s�ghted, w�th a bald forehead, wr�nkled
cheeks, and a complex�on of the k�nd known as sangu�ne. The St.
Petersburg cl�mate was respons�ble for th�s. As for h�s off�c�al status,
he was what �s called a perpetual t�tular counc�llor, over wh�ch, as �s
well known, some wr�ters make merry, and crack the�r jokes, obey�ng
the pra�seworthy custom of attack�ng those who cannot b�te back.

H�s fam�ly name was Bashmatchk�n. Th�s name �s ev�dently
der�ved from “bashmak” (shoe); but when, at what t�me, and �n what
manner, �s not known. H�s father and grandfather, and all the
Bashmatchk�ns, always wore boots, wh�ch only had new heels two or
three t�mes a year. H�s name was Akak�y Akak�ev�tch. It may str�ke
the reader as rather s�ngular and far-fetched, but he may rest
assured that �t was by no means far-fetched, and that the
c�rcumstances were such that �t would have been �mposs�ble to g�ve
h�m any other.

Th�s �s how �t came about.



Akak�y Akak�ev�tch was born, �f my memory fa�ls me not, �n the
even�ng of the 23rd of March. H�s mother, the w�fe of a Government
off�c�al and a very f�ne woman, made all due arrangements for
hav�ng the ch�ld bapt�sed. She was ly�ng on the bed oppos�te the
door; on her r�ght stood the godfather, Ivan Ivanov�tch Eroshk�n, a
most est�mable man, who served as pres�d�ng off�cer of the senate,
wh�le the godmother, Anna Semenovna Byelobrushkova, the w�fe of
an off�cer of the quarter, and a woman of rare v�rtues. They offered
the mother her cho�ce of three names, Mok�ya, Soss�ya, or that the
ch�ld should be called after the martyr Khozdazat. “No,” sa�d the
good woman, “all those names are poor.” In order to please her they
opened the calendar to another place; three more names appeared,
Tr�ph�l�y, Dula, and Varakhas�y. “Th�s �s a judgment,” sa�d the old
woman. “What names! I truly never heard the l�ke. Varada or Varukh
m�ght have been borne, but not Tr�ph�l�y and Varakhas�y!” They
turned to another page and found Pavs�kakh�y and Vakht�s�y. “Now I
see,” sa�d the old woman, “that �t �s pla�nly fate. And s�nce such �s the
case, �t w�ll be better to name h�m after h�s father. H�s father’s name
was Akak�y, so let h�s son’s be Akak�y too.” In th�s manner he
became Akak�y Akak�ev�tch. They chr�stened the ch�ld, whereat he
wept and made a gr�mace, as though he foresaw that he was to be a
t�tular counc�llor.

In th�s manner d�d �t all come about. We have ment�oned �t �n order
that the reader m�ght see for h�mself that �t was a case of necess�ty,
and that �t was utterly �mposs�ble to g�ve h�m any other name. When
and how he entered the department, and who appo�nted h�m, no one
could remember. However much the d�rectors and ch�efs of all k�nds
were changed, he was always to be seen �n the same place, the
same att�tude, the same occupat�on; so that �t was afterwards
aff�rmed that he had been born �n undress un�form w�th a bald head.
No respect was shown h�m �n the department. The porter not only
d�d not r�se from h�s seat when he passed, but never even glanced at
h�m, any more than �f a fly had flown through the recept�on-room. H�s
super�ors treated h�m �n coolly despot�c fash�on. Some sub-ch�ef
would thrust a paper under h�s nose w�thout so much as say�ng,
“Copy,” or “Here’s a n�ce �nterest�ng affa�r,” or anyth�ng else
agreeable, as �s customary amongst well-bred off�c�als. And he took



�t, look�ng only at the paper and not observ�ng who handed �t to h�m,
or whether he had the r�ght to do so; s�mply took �t, and set about
copy�ng �t.

The young off�c�als laughed at and made fun of h�m, so far as the�r
off�c�al w�t perm�tted; told �n h�s presence var�ous stor�es concocted
about h�m, and about h�s landlady, an old woman of seventy;
declared that she beat h�m; asked when the wedd�ng was to be; and
strewed b�ts of paper over h�s head, call�ng them snow. But Akak�y
Akak�ev�tch answered not a word, any more than �f there had been
no one there bes�des h�mself. It even had no effect upon h�s work:
am�d all these annoyances he never made a s�ngle m�stake �n a
letter. But �f the jok�ng became wholly unbearable, as when they
jogged h�s hand and prevented h�s attend�ng to h�s work, he would
excla�m, “Leave me alone! Why do you �nsult me?” And there was
someth�ng strange �n the words and the vo�ce �n wh�ch they were
uttered. There was �n �t someth�ng wh�ch moved to p�ty; so much that
one young man, a new-comer, who, tak�ng pattern by the others, had
perm�tted h�mself to make sport of Akak�y, suddenly stopped short,
as though all about h�m had undergone a transformat�on, and
presented �tself �n a d�fferent aspect. Some unseen force repelled
h�m from the comrades whose acqua�ntance he had made, on the
suppos�t�on that they were well-bred and pol�te men. Long
afterwards, �n h�s gayest moments, there recurred to h�s m�nd the
l�ttle off�c�al w�th the bald forehead, w�th h�s heart-rend�ng words,
“Leave me alone! Why do you �nsult me?” In these mov�ng words,
other words resounded—“I am thy brother.” And the young man
covered h�s face w�th h�s hand; and many a t�me afterwards, �n the
course of h�s l�fe, shuddered at see�ng how much �nhuman�ty there �s
�n man, how much savage coarseness �s concealed beneath
del�cate, ref�ned worldl�ness, and even, O God! �n that man whom
the world acknowledges as honourable and noble.

It would be d�ff�cult to f�nd another man who l�ved so ent�rely for h�s
dut�es. It �s not enough to say that Akak�y laboured w�th zeal: no, he
laboured w�th love. In h�s copy�ng, he found a var�ed and agreeable
employment. Enjoyment was wr�tten on h�s face: some letters were
even favour�tes w�th h�m; and when he encountered these, he
sm�led, w�nked, and worked w�th h�s l�ps, t�ll �t seemed as though



each letter m�ght be read �n h�s face, as h�s pen traced �t. If h�s pay
had been �n proport�on to h�s zeal, he would, perhaps, to h�s great
surpr�se, have been made even a counc�llor of state. But he worked,
as h�s compan�ons, the w�ts, put �t, l�ke a horse �n a m�ll.

Moreover, �t �s �mposs�ble to say that no attent�on was pa�d to h�m.
One d�rector be�ng a k�ndly man, and des�rous of reward�ng h�m for
h�s long serv�ce, ordered h�m to be g�ven someth�ng more �mportant
than mere copy�ng. So he was ordered to make a report of an
already concluded affa�r to another department: the duty cons�st�ng
s�mply �n chang�ng the head�ng and alter�ng a few words from the
f�rst to the th�rd person. Th�s caused h�m so much to�l that he broke
�nto a persp�rat�on, rubbed h�s forehead, and f�nally sa�d, “No, g�ve
me rather someth�ng to copy.” After that they let h�m copy on forever.

Outs�de th�s copy�ng, �t appeared that noth�ng ex�sted for h�m. He
gave no thought to h�s clothes: h�s undress un�form was not green,
but a sort of rusty-meal colour. The collar was low, so that h�s neck,
�n sp�te of the fact that �t was not long, seemed �nord�nately so as �t
emerged from �t, l�ke the necks of those plaster cats wh�ch wag the�r
heads, and are carr�ed about upon the heads of scores of �mage
sellers. And someth�ng was always st�ck�ng to h�s un�form, e�ther a
b�t of hay or some tr�fle. Moreover, he had a pecul�ar knack, as he
walked along the street, of arr�v�ng beneath a w�ndow just as all sorts
of rubb�sh were be�ng flung out of �t: hence he always bore about on
h�s hat scraps of melon r�nds and other such art�cles. Never once �n
h�s l�fe d�d he g�ve heed to what was go�ng on every day �n the street;
wh�le �t �s well known that h�s young brother off�c�als tra�n the range
of the�r glances t�ll they can see when any one’s trouser straps come
undone upon the oppos�te s�dewalk, wh�ch always br�ngs a mal�c�ous
sm�le to the�r faces. But Akak�y Akak�ev�tch saw �n all th�ngs the
clean, even strokes of h�s wr�tten l�nes; and only when a horse thrust
h�s nose, from some unknown quarter, over h�s shoulder, and sent a
whole gust of w�nd down h�s neck from h�s nostr�ls, d�d he observe
that he was not �n the m�ddle of a page, but �n the m�ddle of the
street.

On reach�ng home, he sat down at once at the table, supped h�s
cabbage soup up qu�ckly, and swallowed a b�t of beef w�th on�ons,



never not�c�ng the�r taste, and gulp�ng down everyth�ng w�th fl�es and
anyth�ng else wh�ch the Lord happened to send at the moment. H�s
stomach f�lled, he rose from the table, and cop�ed papers wh�ch he
had brought home. If there happened to be none, he took cop�es for
h�mself, for h�s own grat�f�cat�on, espec�ally �f the document was
noteworthy, not on account of �ts style, but of �ts be�ng addressed to
some d�st�ngu�shed person.

Even at the hour when the grey St. Petersburg sky had qu�te
d�spersed, and all the off�c�al world had eaten or d�ned, each as he
could, �n accordance w�th the salary he rece�ved and h�s own fancy;
when all were rest�ng from the departmental jar of pens, runn�ng to
and fro from the�r own and other people’s �nd�spensable occupat�ons,
and from all the work that an uneasy man makes w�ll�ngly for h�mself,
rather than what �s necessary; when off�c�als hasten to ded�cate to
pleasure the t�me wh�ch �s left to them, one bolder than the rest
go�ng to the theatre; another, �nto the street look�ng under all the
bonnets; another wast�ng h�s even�ng �n compl�ments to some pretty
g�rl, the star of a small off�c�al c�rcle; another—and th�s �s the
common case of all—v�s�t�ng h�s comrades on the fourth or th�rd
floor, �n two small rooms w�th an ante-room or k�tchen, and some
pretens�ons to fash�on, such as a lamp or some other tr�fle wh�ch has
cost many a sacr�f�ce of d�nner or pleasure tr�p; �n a word, at the hour
when all off�c�als d�sperse among the contracted quarters of the�r
fr�ends, to play wh�st, as they s�p the�r tea from glasses w�th a
kopek’s worth of sugar, smoke long p�pes, relate at t�mes some b�ts
of goss�p wh�ch a Russ�an man can never, under any c�rcumstances,
refra�n from, and, when there �s noth�ng else to talk of, repeat eternal
anecdotes about the commandant to whom they had sent word that
the ta�ls of the horses on the Falconet Monument had been cut off,
when all str�ve to d�vert themselves, Akak�y Akak�ev�tch �ndulged �n
no k�nd of d�vers�on. No one could ever say that he had seen h�m at
any k�nd of even�ng party. Hav�ng wr�tten to h�s heart’s content, he
lay down to sleep, sm�l�ng at the thought of the com�ng day—of what
God m�ght send h�m to copy on the morrow.

Thus flowed on the peaceful l�fe of the man, who, w�th a salary of
four hundred rubles, understood how to be content w�th h�s lot; and
thus �t would have cont�nued to flow on, perhaps, to extreme old age,



were �t not that there are var�ous �lls strewn along the path of l�fe for
t�tular counc�llors as well as for pr�vate, actual, court, and every other
spec�es of counc�llor, even for those who never g�ve any adv�ce or
take any themselves.

There ex�sts �n St. Petersburg a powerful foe of all who rece�ve a
salary of four hundred rubles a year, or thereabouts. Th�s foe �s no
other than the Northern cold, although �t �s sa�d to be very healthy. At
n�ne o’clock �n the morn�ng, at the very hour when the streets are
f�lled w�th men bound for the var�ous off�c�al departments, �t beg�ns to
bestow such powerful and p�erc�ng n�ps on all noses �mpart�ally that
the poor off�c�als really do not know what to do w�th them. At an hour
when the foreheads of even those who occupy exalted pos�t�ons
ache w�th the cold, and tears start to the�r eyes, the poor t�tular
counc�llors are somet�mes qu�te unprotected. The�r only salvat�on l�es
�n travers�ng as qu�ckly as poss�ble, �n the�r th�n l�ttle cloaks, f�ve or
s�x streets, and then warm�ng the�r feet �n the porter’s room, and so
thaw�ng all the�r talents and qual�f�cat�ons for off�c�al serv�ce, wh�ch
had become frozen on the way.

Akak�y Akak�ev�tch had felt for some t�me that h�s back and
shoulders suffered w�th pecul�ar po�gnancy, �n sp�te of the fact that
he tr�ed to traverse the d�stance w�th all poss�ble speed. He began
f�nally to wonder whether the fault d�d not l�e �n h�s cloak. He
exam�ned �t thoroughly at home, and d�scovered that �n two places,
namely, on the back and shoulders, �t had become th�n as gauze: the
cloth was worn to such a degree that he could see through �t, and
the l�n�ng had fallen �nto p�eces. You must know that Akak�y
Akak�ev�tch’s cloak served as an object of r�d�cule to the off�c�als:
they even refused �t the noble name of cloak, and called �t a cape. In
fact, �t was of s�ngular make: �ts collar d�m�n�sh�ng year by year, but
serv�ng to patch �ts other parts. The patch�ng d�d not exh�b�t great
sk�ll on the part of the ta�lor, and was, �n fact, baggy and ugly. See�ng
how the matter stood, Akak�y Akak�ev�tch dec�ded that �t would be
necessary to take the cloak to Petrov�tch, the ta�lor, who l�ved
somewhere on the fourth floor up a dark sta�r-case, and who, �n sp�te
of h�s hav�ng but one eye, and pock-marks all over h�s face, bus�ed
h�mself w�th cons�derable success �n repa�r�ng the trousers and coats



of off�c�als and others; that �s to say, when he was sober and not
nurs�ng some other scheme �n h�s head.

It �s not necessary to say much about th�s ta�lor; but, as �t �s the
custom to have the character of each personage �n a novel clearly
def�ned, there �s no help for �t, so here �s Petrov�tch the ta�lor. At f�rst
he was called only Gr�gor�y, and was some gentleman’s serf; he
commenced call�ng h�mself Petrov�tch from the t�me when he
rece�ved h�s free papers, and further began to dr�nk heav�ly on all
hol�days, at f�rst on the great ones, and then on all church fest�v�t�es
w�thout d�scr�m�nat�on, wherever a cross stood �n the calendar. On
th�s po�nt he was fa�thful to ancestral custom; and when quarrell�ng
w�th h�s w�fe, he called her a low female and a German. As we have
ment�oned h�s w�fe, �t w�ll be necessary to say a word or two about
her. Unfortunately, l�ttle �s known of her beyond the fact that
Petrov�tch has a w�fe, who wears a cap and a dress; but cannot lay
cla�m to beauty, at least, no one but the sold�ers of the guard even
looked under her cap when they met her.

Ascend�ng the sta�rcase wh�ch led to Petrov�tch’s room—wh�ch
sta�rcase was all soaked w�th d�sh-water, and reeked w�th the smell
of sp�r�ts wh�ch affects the eyes, and �s an �nev�table adjunct to all
dark sta�rways �n St. Petersburg houses—ascend�ng the sta�rs,
Akak�y Akak�ev�tch pondered how much Petrov�tch would ask, and
mentally resolved not to g�ve more than two rubles. The door was
open; for the m�stress, �n cook�ng some f�sh, had ra�sed such a
smoke �n the k�tchen that not even the beetles were v�s�ble. Akak�y
Akak�ev�tch passed through the k�tchen unperce�ved, even by the
housew�fe, and at length reached a room where he beheld Petrov�tch
seated on a large unpa�nted table, w�th h�s legs tucked under h�m
l�ke a Turk�sh pasha. H�s feet were bare, after the fash�on of ta�lors
who s�t at work; and the f�rst th�ng wh�ch caught the eye was h�s
thumb, w�th a deformed na�l th�ck and strong as a turtle’s shell. About
Petrov�tch’s neck hung a ske�n of s�lk and thread, and upon h�s
knees lay some old garment. He had been try�ng unsuccessfully for
three m�nutes to thread h�s needle, and was enraged at the darkness
and even at the thread, growl�ng �n a low vo�ce, “It won’t go through,
the barbar�an! you pr�cked me, you rascal!”



Akak�y Akak�ev�tch was vexed at arr�v�ng at the prec�se moment
when Petrov�tch was angry; he l�ked to order someth�ng of Petrov�tch
when the latter was a l�ttle downhearted, or, as h�s w�fe expressed �t,
“when he had settled h�mself w�th brandy, the one-eyed dev�l!” Under
such c�rcumstances, Petrov�tch generally came down �n h�s pr�ce
very read�ly, and even bowed and returned thanks. Afterwards, to be
sure, h�s w�fe would come, compla�n�ng that her husband was drunk,
and so had f�xed the pr�ce too low; but, �f only a ten-kopek p�ece
were added, then the matter was settled. But now �t appeared that
Petrov�tch was �n a sober cond�t�on, and therefore rough, tac�turn,
and �ncl�ned to demand, Satan only knows what pr�ce. Akak�y
Akak�ev�tch felt th�s, and would gladly have beat a retreat; but he
was �n for �t. Petrov�tch screwed up h�s one eye very �ntently at h�m,
and Akak�y Akak�ev�tch �nvoluntar�ly sa�d: “How do you do,
Petrov�tch?”

“I w�sh you a good morn�ng, s�r,” sa�d Petrov�tch, squ�nt�ng at
Akak�y Akak�ev�tch’s hands, to see what sort of booty he had
brought.

“Ah! I—to you, Petrov�tch, th�s—” It must be known that Akak�y
Akak�ev�tch expressed h�mself ch�efly by prepos�t�ons, adverbs, and
scraps of phrases wh�ch had no mean�ng whatever. If the matter was
a very d�ff�cult one, he had a hab�t of never complet�ng h�s
sentences; so that frequently, hav�ng begun a phrase w�th the words,
“Th�s, �n fact, �s qu�te—” he forgot to go on, th�nk�ng that he had
already f�n�shed �t.

“What �s �t?” asked Petrov�tch, and w�th h�s one eye scanned
Akak�ev�tch’s whole un�form from the collar down to the cuffs, the
back, the ta�ls and the button-holes, all of wh�ch were well known to
h�m, s�nce they were h�s own hand�work. Such �s the hab�t of ta�lors;
�t �s the f�rst th�ng they do on meet�ng one.

“But I, here, th�s—Petrov�tch—a cloak, cloth—here you see,
everywhere, �n d�fferent places, �t �s qu�te strong—�t �s a l�ttle dusty,
and looks old, but �t �s new, only here �n one place �t �s a l�ttle—on the
back, and here on one of the shoulders, �t �s a l�ttle worn, yes, here
on th�s shoulder �t �s a l�ttle—do you see? that �s all. And a l�ttle work
—”



Petrov�tch took the cloak, spread �t out, to beg�n w�th, on the table,
looked hard at �t, shook h�s head, reached out h�s hand to the
w�ndow-s�ll for h�s snuff-box, adorned w�th the portra�t of some
general, though what general �s unknown, for the place where the
face should have been had been rubbed through by the f�nger, and a
square b�t of paper had been pasted over �t. Hav�ng taken a p�nch of
snuff, Petrov�tch held up the cloak, and �nspected �t aga�nst the l�ght,
and aga�n shook h�s head once more. After wh�ch he aga�n l�fted the
general-adorned l�d w�th �ts b�t of pasted paper, and hav�ng stuffed
h�s nose w�th snuff, closed and put away the snuff-box, and sa�d
f�nally, “No, �t �s �mposs�ble to mend �t; �t’s a wretched garment!”

Akak�y Akak�ev�tch’s heart sank at these words.
“Why �s �t �mposs�ble, Petrov�tch?” he sa�d, almost �n the plead�ng

vo�ce of a ch�ld; “all that a�ls �t �s, that �t �s worn on the shoulders. You
must have some p�eces—”

“Yes, patches could be found, patches are eas�ly found,” sa�d
Petrov�tch, “but there’s noth�ng to sew them to. The th�ng �s
completely rotten; �f you put a needle to �t—see, �t w�ll g�ve way.”

“Let �t g�ve way, and you can put on another patch at once.”
“But there �s noth�ng to put the patches on to; there’s no use �n

strengthen�ng �t; �t �s too far gone. It’s lucky that �t’s cloth; for, �f the
w�nd were to blow, �t would fly away.”

“Well, strengthen �t aga�n. How w�ll th�s, �n fact—”
“No,” sa�d Petrov�tch dec�s�vely, “there �s noth�ng to be done w�th �t.

It’s a thoroughly bad job. You’d better, when the cold w�nter weather
comes on, make yourself some ga�ters out of �t, because stock�ngs
are not warm. The Germans �nvented them �n order to make more
money.” Petrov�tch loved, on all occas�ons, to have a fl�ng at the
Germans. “But �t �s pla�n you must have a new cloak.”

At the word “new,” all grew dark before Akak�y Akak�ev�tch’s eyes,
and everyth�ng �n the room began to wh�rl round. The only th�ng he
saw clearly was the general w�th the paper face on the l�d of
Petrov�tch’s snuff-box. “A new one?” sa�d he, as �f st�ll �n a dream:
“why, I have no money for that.”

“Yes, a new one,” sa�d Petrov�tch, w�th barbarous composure.



“Well, �f �t came to a new one, how would �t—?”
“You mean how much would �t cost?”
“Yes.”
“Well, you would have to lay out a hundred and f�fty or more,” sa�d

Petrov�tch, and pursed up h�s l�ps s�gn�f�cantly. He l�ked to produce
powerful effects, l�ked to stun utterly and suddenly, and then to
glance s�deways to see what face the stunned person would put on
the matter.

“A hundred and f�fty rubles for a cloak!” shr�eked poor Akak�y
Akak�ev�tch, perhaps for the f�rst t�me �n h�s l�fe, for h�s vo�ce had
always been d�st�ngu�shed for softness.

“Yes, s�r,” sa�d Petrov�tch, “for any k�nd of cloak. If you have a
marten fur on the collar, or a s�lk-l�ned hood, �t w�ll mount up to two
hundred.”

“Petrov�tch, please,” sa�d Akak�y Akak�ev�tch �n a beseech�ng tone,
not hear�ng, and not try�ng to hear, Petrov�tch’s words, and
d�sregard�ng all h�s “effects,” “some repa�rs, �n order that �t may wear
yet a l�ttle longer.”

“No, �t would only be a waste of t�me and money,” sa�d Petrov�tch;
and Akak�y Akak�ev�tch went away after these words, utterly
d�scouraged. But Petrov�tch stood for some t�me after h�s departure,
w�th s�gn�f�cantly compressed l�ps, and w�thout betak�ng h�mself to
h�s work, sat�sf�ed that he would not be dropped, and an art�st�c ta�lor
employed.

Akak�y Akak�ev�tch went out �nto the street as �f �n a dream. “Such
an affa�r!” he sa�d to h�mself: “I d�d not th�nk �t had come to—” and
then after a pause, he added, “Well, so �t �s! see what �t has come to
at last! and I never �mag�ned that �t was so!” Then followed a long
s�lence, after wh�ch he excla�med, “Well, so �t �s! see what already—
noth�ng unexpected that—�t would be noth�ng—what a strange
c�rcumstance!” So say�ng, �nstead of go�ng home, he went �n exactly
the oppos�te d�rect�on w�thout h�mself suspect�ng �t. On the way, a
ch�mney-sweep bumped up aga�nst h�m, and blackened h�s
shoulder, and a whole hatful of rubb�sh landed on h�m from the top of
a house wh�ch was bu�ld�ng. He d�d not not�ce �t; and only when he



ran aga�nst a watchman, who, hav�ng planted h�s halberd bes�de
h�m, was shak�ng some snuff from h�s box �nto h�s horny hand, d�d
he recover h�mself a l�ttle, and that because the watchman sa�d,
“Why are you pok�ng yourself �nto a man’s very face? Haven’t you
the pavement?” Th�s caused h�m to look about h�m, and turn towards
home.

There only, he f�nally began to collect h�s thoughts, and to survey
h�s pos�t�on �n �ts clear and actual l�ght, and to argue w�th h�mself,
sens�bly and frankly, as w�th a reasonable fr�end w�th whom one can
d�scuss pr�vate and personal matters. “No,” sa�d Akak�y Akak�ev�tch,
“�t �s �mposs�ble to reason w�th Petrov�tch now; he �s that—ev�dently
h�s w�fe has been beat�ng h�m. I’d better go to h�m on Sunday
morn�ng; after Saturday n�ght he w�ll be a l�ttle cross-eyed and
sleepy, for he w�ll want to get drunk, and h�s w�fe won’t g�ve h�m any
money; and at such a t�me, a ten-kopek p�ece �n h�s hand w�ll—he
w�ll become more f�t to reason w�th, and then the cloak, and that—”
Thus argued Akak�y Akak�ev�tch w�th h�mself, rega�ned h�s courage,
and wa�ted unt�l the f�rst Sunday, when, see�ng from afar that
Petrov�tch’s w�fe had left the house, he went stra�ght to h�m.

Petrov�tch’s eye was, �ndeed, very much askew after Saturday: h�s
head drooped, and he was very sleepy; but for all that, as soon as
he knew what �t was a quest�on of, �t seemed as though Satan
jogged h�s memory. “Imposs�ble,” sa�d he: “please to order a new
one.” Thereupon Akak�y Akak�ev�tch handed over the ten-kopek
p�ece. “Thank you, s�r; I w�ll dr�nk your good health,” sa�d Petrov�tch:
“but as for the cloak, don’t trouble yourself about �t; �t �s good for
noth�ng. I w�ll make you a cap�tal new one, so let us settle about �t
now.”

Akak�y Akak�ev�tch was st�ll for mend�ng �t; but Petrov�tch would
not hear of �t, and sa�d, “I shall certa�nly have to make you a new
one, and you may depend upon �t that I shall do my best. It may
even be, as the fash�on goes, that the collar can be fastened by
s�lver hooks under a flap.”

Then Akak�y Akak�ev�tch saw that �t was �mposs�ble to get along
w�thout a new cloak, and h�s sp�r�t sank utterly. How, �n fact, was �t to
be done? Where was the money to come from? He m�ght, to be



sure, depend, �n part, upon h�s present at Chr�stmas; but that money
had long been allotted beforehand. He must have some new
trousers, and pay a debt of long stand�ng to the shoemaker for
putt�ng new tops to h�s old boots, and he must order three sh�rts from
the seamstress, and a couple of p�eces of l�nen. In short, all h�s
money must be spent; and even �f the d�rector should be so k�nd as
to order h�m to rece�ve forty-f�ve rubles �nstead of forty, or even f�fty, �t
would be a mere noth�ng, a mere drop �n the ocean towards the
funds necessary for a cloak: although he knew that Petrov�tch was
often wrong-headed enough to blurt out some outrageous pr�ce, so
that even h�s own w�fe could not refra�n from excla�m�ng, “Have you
lost your senses, you fool?” At one t�me he would not work at any
pr�ce, and now �t was qu�te l�kely that he had named a h�gher sum
than the cloak would cost.

But although he knew that Petrov�tch would undertake to make a
cloak for e�ghty rubles, st�ll, where was he to get the e�ghty rubles
from? He m�ght poss�bly manage half, yes, half m�ght be procured,
but where was the other half to come from? But the reader must f�rst
be told where the f�rst half came from. Akak�y Akak�ev�tch had a hab�t
of putt�ng, for every ruble he spent, a groschen �nto a small box,
fastened w�th a lock and key, and w�th a sl�t �n the top for the
recept�on of money. At the end of every half-year he counted over
the heap of coppers, and changed �t for s�lver. Th�s he had done for a
long t�me, and �n the course of years, the sum had mounted up to
over forty rubles. Thus he had one half on hand; but where was he to
f�nd the other half? where was he to get another forty rubles from?
Akak�y Akak�ev�tch thought and thought, and dec�ded that �t would be
necessary to curta�l h�s ord�nary expenses, for the space of one year
at least, to d�spense w�th tea �n the even�ng; to burn no candles, and,
�f there was anyth�ng wh�ch he must do, to go �nto h�s landlady’s
room, and work by her l�ght. When he went �nto the street, he must
walk as l�ghtly as he could, and as caut�ously, upon the stones,
almost upon t�ptoe, �n order not to wear h�s heels down �n too short a
t�me; he must g�ve the laundress as l�ttle to wash as poss�ble; and, �n
order not to wear out h�s clothes, he must take them off, as soon as
he got home, and wear only h�s cotton dress�ng-gown, wh�ch had
been long and carefully saved.



To tell the truth, �t was a l�ttle hard for h�m at f�rst to accustom
h�mself to these depr�vat�ons; but he got used to them at length, after
a fash�on, and all went smoothly. He even got used to be�ng hungry
�n the even�ng, but he made up for �t by treat�ng h�mself, so to say, �n
sp�r�t, by bear�ng ever �n m�nd the �dea of h�s future cloak. From that
t�me forth h�s ex�stence seemed to become, �n some way, fuller, as �f
he were marr�ed, or as �f some other man l�ved �n h�m, as �f, �n fact,
he were not alone, and some pleasant fr�end had consented to travel
along l�fe’s path w�th h�m, the fr�end be�ng no other than the cloak,
w�th th�ck wadd�ng and a strong l�n�ng �ncapable of wear�ng out. He
became more l�vely, and even h�s character grew f�rmer, l�ke that of a
man who has made up h�s m�nd, and set h�mself a goal. From h�s
face and ga�t, doubt and �ndec�s�on, all hes�tat�ng and waver�ng tra�ts
d�sappeared of themselves. F�re gleamed �n h�s eyes, and
occas�onally the boldest and most dar�ng �deas fl�tted through h�s
m�nd; why not, for �nstance, have marten fur on the collar? The
thought of th�s almost made h�m absent-m�nded. Once, �n copy�ng a
letter, he nearly made a m�stake, so that he excla�med almost aloud,
“Ugh!” and crossed h�mself. Once, �n the course of every month, he
had a conference w�th Petrov�tch on the subject of the cloak, where �t
would be better to buy the cloth, and the colour, and the pr�ce. He
always returned home sat�sf�ed, though troubled, reflect�ng that the
t�me would come at last when �t could all be bought, and then the
cloak made.

The affa�r progressed more br�skly than he had expected. Far
beyond all h�s hopes, the d�rector awarded ne�ther forty nor forty-f�ve
rubles for Akak�y Akak�ev�tch’s share, but s�xty. Whether he
suspected that Akak�y Akak�ev�tch needed a cloak, or whether �t was
merely chance, at all events, twenty extra rubles were by th�s means
prov�ded. Th�s c�rcumstance hastened matters. Two or three months
more of hunger and Akak�y Akak�ev�tch had accumulated about
e�ghty rubles. H�s heart, generally so qu�et, began to throb. On the
f�rst poss�ble day, he went shopp�ng �n company w�th Petrov�tch.
They bought some very good cloth, and at a reasonable rate too, for
they had been cons�der�ng the matter for s�x months, and rarely let a
month pass w�thout the�r v�s�t�ng the shops to �nqu�re pr�ces.
Petrov�tch h�mself sa�d that no better cloth could be had. For l�n�ng,



they selected a cotton stuff, but so f�rm and th�ck that Petrov�tch
declared �t to be better than s�lk, and even prett�er and more glossy.
They d�d not buy the marten fur, because �t was, �n fact, dear, but �n
�ts stead, they p�cked out the very best of cat-sk�n wh�ch could be
found �n the shop, and wh�ch m�ght, �ndeed, be taken for marten at a
d�stance.

Petrov�tch worked at the cloak two whole weeks, for there was a
great deal of qu�lt�ng: otherw�se �t would have been f�n�shed sooner.
He charged twelve rubles for the job, �t could not poss�bly have been
done for less. It was all sewed w�th s�lk, �n small, double seams; and
Petrov�tch went over each seam afterwards w�th h�s own teeth,
stamp�ng �n var�ous patterns.

It was—�t �s d�ff�cult to say prec�sely on what day, but probably the
most glor�ous one �n Akak�y Akak�ev�tch’s l�fe, when Petrov�tch at
length brought home the cloak. He brought �t �n the morn�ng, before
the hour when �t was necessary to start for the department. Never
d�d a cloak arr�ve so exactly �n the n�ck of t�me; for the severe cold
had set �n, and �t seemed to threaten to �ncrease. Petrov�tch brought
the cloak h�mself as bef�ts a good ta�lor. On h�s countenance was a
s�gn�f�cant express�on, such as Akak�y Akak�ev�tch had never beheld
there. He seemed fully sens�ble that he had done no small deed, and
crossed a gulf separat�ng ta�lors who only put �n l�n�ngs, and execute
repa�rs, from those who make new th�ngs. He took the cloak out of
the pocket handkerch�ef �n wh�ch he had brought �t. The
handkerch�ef was fresh from the laundress, and he put �t �n h�s
pocket for use. Tak�ng out the cloak, he gazed proudly at �t, held �t up
w�th both hands, and flung �t sk�lfully over the shoulders of Akak�y
Akak�ev�tch. Then he pulled �t and f�tted �t down beh�nd w�th h�s hand,
and he draped �t around Akak�y Akak�ev�tch w�thout button�ng �t.
Akak�y Akak�ev�tch, l�ke an exper�enced man, w�shed to try the
sleeves. Petrov�tch helped h�m on w�th them, and �t turned out that
the sleeves were sat�sfactory also. In short, the cloak appeared to be
perfect, and most seasonable. Petrov�tch d�d not neglect to observe
that �t was only because he l�ved �n a narrow street, and had no
s�gnboard, and had known Akak�y Akak�ev�tch so long, that he had
made �t so cheaply; but that �f he had been �n bus�ness on the
Nevsky Prospect, he would have charged seventy-f�ve rubles for the



mak�ng alone. Akak�y Akak�ev�tch d�d not care to argue th�s po�nt
w�th Petrov�tch. He pa�d h�m, thanked h�m, and set out at once �n h�s
new cloak for the department. Petrov�tch followed h�m, and, paus�ng
�n the street, gazed long at the cloak �n the d�stance, after wh�ch he
went to one s�de expressly to run through a crooked alley, and
emerge aga�n �nto the street beyond to gaze once more upon the
cloak from another po�nt, namely, d�rectly �n front.

Meant�me Akak�y Akak�ev�tch went on �n hol�day mood. He was
consc�ous every second of the t�me that he had a new cloak on h�s
shoulders; and several t�mes he laughed w�th �nternal sat�sfact�on. In
fact, there were two advantages, one was �ts warmth, the other �ts
beauty. He saw noth�ng of the road, but suddenly found h�mself at
the department. He took off h�s cloak �n the ante-room, looked �t over
carefully, and conf�ded �t to the espec�al care of the attendant. It �s
�mposs�ble to say prec�sely how �t was that every one �n the
department knew at once that Akak�y Akak�ev�tch had a new cloak,
and that the “cape” no longer ex�sted. All rushed at the same
moment �nto the ante-room to �nspect �t. They congratulated h�m and
sa�d pleasant th�ngs to h�m, so that he began at f�rst to sm�le and
then to grow ashamed. When all surrounded h�m, and sa�d that the
new cloak must be “chr�stened,” and that he must g�ve a whole
even�ng at least to th�s, Akak�y Akak�ev�tch lost h�s head completely,
and d�d not know where he stood, what to answer, or how to get out
of �t. He stood blush�ng all over for several m�nutes, and was on the
po�nt of assur�ng them w�th great s�mpl�c�ty that �t was not a new
cloak, that �t was so and so, that �t was �n fact the old “cape.”

At length one of the off�c�als, a sub-ch�ef probably, �n order to show
that he was not at all proud, and on good terms w�th h�s �nfer�ors,
sa�d, “So be �t, only I w�ll g�ve the party �nstead of Akak�y Akak�ev�tch;
I �nv�te you all to tea w�th me to-n�ght; �t happens qu�te a propos, as �t
�s my name-day.” The off�c�als naturally at once offered the sub-ch�ef
the�r congratulat�ons and accepted the �nv�tat�ons w�th pleasure.
Akak�y Akak�ev�tch would have decl�ned, but all declared that �t was
d�scourteous, that �t was s�mply a s�n and a shame, and that he could
not poss�bly refuse. Bes�des, the not�on became pleasant to h�m
when he recollected that he should thereby have a chance of
wear�ng h�s new cloak �n the even�ng also.



That whole day was truly a most tr�umphant fest�val day for Akak�y
Akak�ev�tch. He returned home �n the most happy frame of m�nd,
took off h�s cloak, and hung �t carefully on the wall, adm�r�ng afresh
the cloth and the l�n�ng. Then he brought out h�s old, worn-out cloak,
for compar�son. He looked at �t and laughed, so vast was the
d�fference. And long after d�nner he laughed aga�n when the
cond�t�on of the “cape” recurred to h�s m�nd. He d�ned cheerfully, and
after d�nner wrote noth�ng, but took h�s ease for a wh�le on the bed,
unt�l �t got dark. Then he dressed h�mself le�surely, put on h�s cloak,
and stepped out �nto the street. Where the host l�ved, unfortunately
we cannot say: our memory beg�ns to fa�l us badly; and the houses
and streets �n St. Petersburg have become so m�xed up �n our head
that �t �s very d�ff�cult to get anyth�ng out of �t aga�n �n proper form.
Th�s much �s certa�n, that the off�c�al l�ved �n the best part of the c�ty;
and therefore �t must have been anyth�ng but near to Akak�y
Akak�ev�tch’s res�dence. Akak�y Akak�ev�tch was f�rst obl�ged to
traverse a k�nd of w�lderness of deserted, d�mly-l�ghted streets; but �n
proport�on as he approached the off�c�al’s quarter of the c�ty, the
streets became more l�vely, more populous, and more br�ll�antly
�llum�nated. Pedestr�ans began to appear; handsomely dressed
lad�es were more frequently encountered; the men had otter sk�n
collars to the�r coats; peasant waggoners, w�th the�r grate-l�ke
sledges stuck over w�th brass-headed na�ls, became rarer; wh�lst on
the other hand, more and more dr�vers �n red velvet caps, lacquered
sledges and bear-sk�n coats began to appear, and carr�ages w�th r�ch
hammer-cloths flew sw�ftly through the streets, the�r wheels
scrunch�ng the snow. Akak�y Akak�ev�tch gazed upon all th�s as upon
a novel s�ght. He had not been �n the streets dur�ng the even�ng for
years. He halted out of cur�os�ty before a shop-w�ndow to look at a
p�cture represent�ng a handsome woman, who had thrown off her
shoe, thereby bar�ng her whole foot �n a very pretty way; wh�lst
beh�nd her the head of a man w�th wh�skers and a handsome
moustache peeped through the doorway of another room. Akak�y
Akak�ev�tch shook h�s head and laughed, and then went on h�s way.
Why d�d he laugh? E�ther because he had met w�th a th�ng utterly
unknown, but for wh�ch every one cher�shes, nevertheless, some
sort of feel�ng; or else he thought, l�ke many off�c�als, as follows:



“Well, those French! What �s to be sa�d? If they do go �n anyth�ng of
that sort, why—” But poss�bly he d�d not th�nk at all.

Akak�y Akak�ev�tch at length reached the house �n wh�ch the sub-
ch�ef lodged. The sub-ch�ef l�ved �n f�ne style: the sta�rcase was l�t by
a lamp; h�s apartment be�ng on the second floor. On enter�ng the
vest�bule, Akak�y Akak�ev�tch beheld a whole row of goloshes on the
floor. Among them, �n the centre of the room, stood a samovar or
tea-urn, humm�ng and em�tt�ng clouds of steam. On the walls hung
all sorts of coats and cloaks, among wh�ch there were even some
w�th beaver collars or velvet fac�ngs. Beyond, the buzz of
conversat�on was aud�ble, and became clear and loud when the
servant came out w�th a trayful of empty glasses, cream-jugs, and
sugar-bowls. It was ev�dent that the off�c�als had arr�ved long before,
and had already f�n�shed the�r f�rst glass of tea.

Akak�y Akak�ev�tch, hav�ng hung up h�s own cloak, entered the
�nner room. Before h�m all at once appeared l�ghts, off�c�als, p�pes,
and card-tables; and he was bew�ldered by the sound of rap�d
conversat�on r�s�ng from all the tables, and the no�se of mov�ng
cha�rs. He halted very awkwardly �n the m�ddle of the room,
wonder�ng what he ought to do. But they had seen h�m. They
rece�ved h�m w�th a shout, and all thronged at once �nto the ante-
room, and there took another look at h�s cloak. Akak�y Akak�ev�tch,
although somewhat confused, was frank-hearted, and could not
refra�n from rejo�c�ng when he saw how they pra�sed h�s cloak. Then,
of course, they all dropped h�m and h�s cloak, and returned, as was
proper, to the tables set out for wh�st.

All th�s, the no�se, the talk, and the throng of people was rather
overwhelm�ng to Akak�y Akak�ev�tch. He s�mply d�d not know where
he stood, or where to put h�s hands, h�s feet, and h�s whole body.
F�nally he sat down by the players, looked at the cards, gazed at the
face of one and another, and after a wh�le began to gape, and to feel
that �t was wear�some, the more so as the hour was already long
past when he usually went to bed. He wanted to take leave of the
host; but they would not let h�m go, say�ng that he must not fa�l to
dr�nk a glass of champagne �n honour of h�s new garment. In the
course of an hour, supper, cons�st�ng of vegetable salad, cold veal,



pastry, confect�oner’s p�es, and champagne, was served. They made
Akak�y Akak�ev�tch dr�nk two glasses of champagne, after wh�ch he
felt th�ngs grow l�vel�er.

St�ll, he could not forget that �t was twelve o’clock, and that he
should have been at home long ago. In order that the host m�ght not
th�nk of some excuse for deta�n�ng h�m, he stole out of the room
qu�ckly, sought out, �n the ante-room, h�s cloak, wh�ch, to h�s sorrow,
he found ly�ng on the floor, brushed �t, p�cked off every speck upon �t,
put �t on h�s shoulders, and descended the sta�rs to the street.

In the street all was st�ll br�ght. Some petty shops, those
permanent clubs of servants and all sorts of folk, were open. Others
were shut, but, nevertheless, showed a streak of l�ght the whole
length of the door-crack, �nd�cat�ng that they were not yet free of
company, and that probably some domest�cs, male and female, were
f�n�sh�ng the�r stor�es and conversat�ons wh�lst leav�ng the�r masters
�n complete �gnorance as to the�r whereabouts. Akak�y Akak�ev�tch
went on �n a happy frame of m�nd: he even started to run, w�thout
know�ng why, after some lady, who flew past l�ke a flash of l�ghtn�ng.
But he stopped short, and went on very qu�etly as before, wonder�ng
why he had qu�ckened h�s pace. Soon there spread before h�m those
deserted streets, wh�ch are not cheerful �n the dayt�me, to say
noth�ng of the even�ng. Now they were even more d�m and lonely:
the lanterns began to grow rarer, o�l, ev�dently, had been less
l�berally suppl�ed. Then came wooden houses and fences: not a soul
anywhere; only the snow sparkled �n the streets, and mournfully
ve�led the low-roofed cab�ns w�th the�r closed shutters. He
approached the spot where the street crossed a vast square w�th
houses barely v�s�ble on �ts farther s�de, a square wh�ch seemed a
fearful desert.

Afar, a t�ny spark gl�mmered from some watchman’s box, wh�ch
seemed to stand on the edge of the world. Akak�y Akak�ev�tch’s
cheerfulness d�m�n�shed at th�s po�nt �n a marked degree. He entered
the square, not w�thout an �nvoluntary sensat�on of fear, as though
h�s heart warned h�m of some ev�l. He glanced back and on both
s�des, �t was l�ke a sea about h�m. “No, �t �s better not to look,” he
thought, and went on, clos�ng h�s eyes. When he opened them, to



see whether he was near the end of the square, he suddenly beheld,
stand�ng just before h�s very nose, some bearded �nd�v�duals of
prec�sely what sort he could not make out. All grew dark before h�s
eyes, and h�s heart throbbed.

“But, of course, the cloak �s m�ne!” sa�d one of them �n a loud
vo�ce, se�z�ng hold of h�s collar. Akak�y Akak�ev�tch was about to
shout “watch,” when the second man thrust a f�st, about the s�ze of a
man’s head, �nto h�s mouth, mutter�ng, “Now scream!”

Akak�y Akak�ev�tch felt them str�p off h�s cloak and g�ve h�m a push
w�th a knee: he fell headlong upon the snow, and felt no more. In a
few m�nutes he recovered consc�ousness and rose to h�s feet; but no
one was there. He felt that �t was cold �n the square, and that h�s
cloak was gone; he began to shout, but h�s vo�ce d�d not appear to
reach to the outsk�rts of the square. In despa�r, but w�thout ceas�ng to
shout, he started at a run across the square, stra�ght towards the
watchbox, bes�de wh�ch stood the watchman, lean�ng on h�s halberd,
and apparently cur�ous to know what k�nd of a customer was runn�ng
towards h�m and shout�ng. Akak�y Akak�ev�tch ran up to h�m, and
began �n a sobb�ng vo�ce to shout that he was asleep, and attended
to noth�ng, and d�d not see when a man was robbed. The watchman
repl�ed that he had seen two men stop h�m �n the m�ddle of the
square, but supposed that they were fr�ends of h�s; and that, �nstead
of scold�ng va�nly, he had better go to the pol�ce on the morrow, so
that they m�ght make a search for whoever had stolen the cloak.

Akak�y Akak�ev�tch ran home �n complete d�sorder; h�s ha�r, wh�ch
grew very th�nly upon h�s temples and the back of h�s head, wholly
d�sordered; h�s body, arms, and legs covered w�th snow. The old
woman, who was m�stress of h�s lodg�ngs, on hear�ng a terr�ble
knock�ng, sprang hast�ly from her bed, and, w�th only one shoe on,
ran to open the door, press�ng the sleeve of her chem�se to her
bosom out of modesty; but when she had opened �t, she fell back on
behold�ng Akak�y Akak�ev�tch �n such a state. When he told her
about the affa�r, she clasped her hands, and sa�d that he must go
stra�ght to the d�str�ct ch�ef of pol�ce, for h�s subord�nate would turn
up h�s nose, prom�se well, and drop the matter there. The very best
th�ng to do, therefore, would be to go to the d�str�ct ch�ef, whom she



knew, because F�nn�sh Anna, her former cook, was now nurse at h�s
house. She often saw h�m pass�ng the house; and he was at church
every Sunday, pray�ng, but at the same t�me gaz�ng cheerfully at
everybody; so that he must be a good man, judg�ng from all
appearances. Hav�ng l�stened to th�s op�n�on, Akak�y Akak�ev�tch
betook h�mself sadly to h�s room; and how he spent the n�ght there
any one who can put h�mself �n another’s place may read�ly �mag�ne.

Early �n the morn�ng, he presented h�mself at the d�str�ct ch�ef’s;
but was told that th�s off�c�al was asleep. He went aga�n at ten and
was aga�n �nformed that he was asleep; at eleven, and they sa�d:
“The super�ntendent �s not at home;” at d�nner t�me, and the clerks �n
the ante-room would not adm�t h�m on any terms, and �ns�sted upon
know�ng h�s bus�ness. So that at last, for once �n h�s l�fe, Akak�y
Akak�ev�tch felt an �ncl�nat�on to show some sp�r�t, and sa�d curtly
that he must see the ch�ef �n person; that they ought not to presume
to refuse h�m entrance; that he came from the department of just�ce,
and that when he compla�ned of them, they would see.

The clerks dared make no reply to th�s, and one of them went to
call the ch�ef, who l�stened to the strange story of the theft of the
coat. Instead of d�rect�ng h�s attent�on to the pr�nc�pal po�nts of the
matter, he began to quest�on Akak�y Akak�ev�tch: Why was he go�ng
home so late? Was he �n the hab�t of do�ng so, or had he been to
some d�sorderly house? So that Akak�y Akak�ev�tch got thoroughly
confused, and left h�m w�thout know�ng whether the affa�r of h�s cloak
was �n proper tra�n or not.

All that day, for the f�rst t�me �n h�s l�fe, he never went near the
department. The next day he made h�s appearance, very pale, and
�n h�s old cape, wh�ch had become even more shabby. The news of
the robbery of the cloak touched many; although there were some
off�c�als present who never lost an opportun�ty, even such a one as
the present, of r�d�cul�ng Akak�y Akak�ev�tch. They dec�ded to make a
collect�on for h�m on the spot, but the off�c�als had already spent a
great deal �n subscr�b�ng for the d�rector’s portra�t, and for some
book, at the suggest�on of the head of that d�v�s�on, who was a fr�end
of the author; and so the sum was tr�fl�ng.



One of them, moved by p�ty, resolved to help Akak�y Akak�ev�tch
w�th some good adv�ce at least, and told h�m that he ought not to go
to the pol�ce, for although �t m�ght happen that a pol�ce-off�cer,
w�sh�ng to w�n the approval of h�s super�ors, m�ght hunt up the cloak
by some means, st�ll h�s cloak would rema�n �n the possess�on of the
pol�ce �f he d�d not offer legal proof that �t belonged to h�m. The best
th�ng for h�m, therefore, would be to apply to a certa�n prom�nent
personage; s�nce th�s prom�nent personage, by enter�ng �nto
relat�ons w�th the proper persons, could greatly exped�te the matter.

As there was noth�ng else to be done, Akak�y Akak�ev�tch dec�ded
to go to the prom�nent personage. What was the exact off�c�al
pos�t�on of the prom�nent personage rema�ns unknown to th�s day.
The reader must know that the prom�nent personage had but
recently become a prom�nent personage, hav�ng up to that t�me been
only an �ns�gn�f�cant person. Moreover, h�s present pos�t�on was not
cons�dered prom�nent �n compar�son w�th others st�ll more so. But
there �s always a c�rcle of people to whom what �s �ns�gn�f�cant �n the
eyes of others, �s �mportant enough. Moreover, he strove to �ncrease
h�s �mportance by sundry dev�ces; for �nstance, he managed to have
the �nfer�or off�c�als meet h�m on the sta�rcase when he entered upon
h�s serv�ce; no one was to presume to come d�rectly to h�m, but the
str�ctest et�quette must be observed; the colleg�ate recorder must
make a report to the government secretary, the government
secretary to the t�tular counc�llor, or whatever other man was proper,
and all bus�ness must come before h�m �n th�s manner. In Holy
Russ�a all �s thus contam�nated w�th the love of �m�tat�on; every man
�m�tates and cop�es h�s super�or. They even say that a certa�n t�tular
counc�llor, when promoted to the head of some small separate room,
�mmed�ately part�t�oned off a pr�vate room for h�mself, called �t the
aud�ence chamber, and posted at the door a lackey w�th red collar
and bra�d, who grasped the handle of the door and opened to all
comers; though the aud�ence chamber could hardly hold an ord�nary
wr�t�ng-table.

The manners and customs of the prom�nent personage were
grand and �mpos�ng, but rather exaggerated. The ma�n foundat�on of
h�s system was str�ctness. “Str�ctness, str�ctness, and always
str�ctness!” he generally sa�d; and at the last word he looked



s�gn�f�cantly �nto the face of the person to whom he spoke. But there
was no necess�ty for th�s, for the half-score of subord�nates who
formed the ent�re force of the off�ce were properly afra�d; on catch�ng
s�ght of h�m afar off they left the�r work and wa�ted, drawn up �n l�ne,
unt�l he had passed through the room. H�s ord�nary converse w�th h�s
�nfer�ors smacked of sternness, and cons�sted ch�efly of three
phrases: “How dare you?” “Do you know whom you are speak�ng
to?” “Do you real�se who stands before you?”

Otherw�se he was a very k�nd-hearted man, good to h�s comrades,
and ready to obl�ge; but the rank of general threw h�m completely off
h�s balance. On rece�v�ng any one of that rank, he became confused,
lost h�s way, as �t were, and never knew what to do. If he chanced to
be amongst h�s equals he was st�ll a very n�ce k�nd of man, a very
good fellow �n many respects, and not stup�d; but the very moment
that he found h�mself �n the soc�ety of people but one rank lower than
h�mself he became s�lent; and h�s s�tuat�on aroused sympathy, the
more so as he felt h�mself that he m�ght have been mak�ng an
�ncomparably better use of h�s t�me. In h�s eyes there was
somet�mes v�s�ble a des�re to jo�n some �nterest�ng conversat�on or
group; but he was kept back by the thought, “Would �t not be a very
great condescens�on on h�s part? Would �t not be fam�l�ar? and
would he not thereby lose h�s �mportance?” And �n consequence of
such reflect�ons he always rema�ned �n the same dumb state,
utter�ng from t�me to t�me a few monosyllab�c sounds, and thereby
earn�ng the name of the most wear�some of men.

To th�s prom�nent personage Akak�y Akak�ev�tch presented
h�mself, and th�s at the most unfavourable t�me for h�mself though
opportune for the prom�nent personage. The prom�nent personage
was �n h�s cab�net convers�ng ga�ly w�th an old acqua�ntance and
compan�on of h�s ch�ldhood whom he had not seen for several years
and who had just arr�ved when �t was announced to h�m that a
person named Bashmatchk�n had come. He asked abruptly, “Who �s
he?”—“Some off�c�al,” he was �nformed. “Ah, he can wa�t! th�s �s no
t�me for h�m to call,” sa�d the �mportant man.

It must be remarked here that the �mportant man l�ed
outrageously: he had sa�d all he had to say to h�s fr�end long before;



and the conversat�on had been �nterspersed for some t�me w�th very
long pauses, dur�ng wh�ch they merely slapped each other on the
leg, and sa�d, “You th�nk so, Ivan Abramov�tch!” “Just so, Stepan
Varlam�tch!” Nevertheless, he ordered that the off�c�al should be kept
wa�t�ng, �n order to show h�s fr�end, a man who had not been �n the
serv�ce for a long t�me, but had l�ved at home �n the country, how
long off�c�als had to wa�t �n h�s ante-room.

At length, hav�ng talked h�mself completely out, and more than
that, hav�ng had h�s f�ll of pauses, and smoked a c�gar �n a very
comfortable arm-cha�r w�th recl�n�ng back, he suddenly seemed to
recollect, and sa�d to the secretary, who stood by the door w�th
papers of reports, “So �t seems that there �s a tch�novn�k wa�t�ng to
see me. Tell h�m that he may come �n.” On perce�v�ng Akak�y
Akak�ev�tch’s modest m�en and h�s worn undress un�form, he turned
abruptly to h�m and sa�d, “What do you want?” �n a curt hard vo�ce,
wh�ch he had pract�sed �n h�s room �n pr�vate, and before the look�ng-
glass, for a whole week before be�ng ra�sed to h�s present rank.

Akak�y Akak�ev�tch, who was already �mbued w�th a due amount of
fear, became somewhat confused: and as well as h�s tongue would
perm�t, expla�ned, w�th a rather more frequent add�t�on than usual of
the word “that,” that h�s cloak was qu�te new, and had been stolen �n
the most �nhuman manner; that he had appl�ed to h�m �n order that
he m�ght, �n some way, by h�s �ntermed�at�on—that he m�ght enter
�nto correspondence w�th the ch�ef of pol�ce, and f�nd the cloak.

For some �nexpl�cable reason th�s conduct seemed fam�l�ar to the
prom�nent personage. “What, my dear s�r!” he sa�d abruptly, “are you
not acqua�nted w�th et�quette? Where have you come from? Don’t
you know how such matters are managed? You should f�rst have
entered a compla�nt about th�s at the court below: �t would have gone
to the head of the department, then to the ch�ef of the d�v�s�on, then �t
would have been handed over to the secretary, and the secretary
would have g�ven �t to me.”

“But, your excellency,” sa�d Akak�y Akak�ev�tch, try�ng to collect h�s
small handful of w�ts, and consc�ous at the same t�me that he was
persp�r�ng terr�bly, “I, your excellency, presumed to trouble you
because secretar�es—are an untrustworthy race.”



“What, what, what!” sa�d the �mportant personage. “Where d�d you
get such courage? Where d�d you get such �deas? What �mpudence
towards the�r ch�efs and super�ors has spread among the young
generat�on!” The prom�nent personage apparently had not observed
that Akak�y Akak�ev�tch was already �n the ne�ghbourhood of f�fty. If
he could be called a young man, �t must have been �n compar�son
w�th some one who was twenty. “Do you know to whom you speak?
Do you real�se who stands before you? Do you real�se �t? do you
real�se �t? I ask you!” Then he stamped h�s foot and ra�sed h�s vo�ce
to such a p�tch that �t would have fr�ghtened even a d�fferent man
from Akak�y Akak�ev�tch.

Akak�y Akak�ev�tch’s senses fa�led h�m; he staggered, trembled �n
every l�mb, and, �f the porters had not run to support h�m, would have
fallen to the floor. They carr�ed h�m out �nsens�ble. But the prom�nent
personage, grat�f�ed that the effect should have surpassed h�s
expectat�ons, and qu�te �ntox�cated w�th the thought that h�s word
could even depr�ve a man of h�s senses, glanced s�deways at h�s
fr�end �n order to see how he looked upon th�s, and perce�ved, not
w�thout sat�sfact�on, that h�s fr�end was �n a most uneasy frame of
m�nd, and even beg�nn�ng, on h�s part, to feel a tr�fle fr�ghtened.

Akak�y Akak�ev�tch could not remember how he descended the
sta�rs and got �nto the street. He felt ne�ther h�s hands nor feet.
Never �n h�s l�fe had he been so rated by any h�gh off�c�al, let alone a
strange one. He went stagger�ng on through the snow-storm, wh�ch
was blow�ng �n the streets, w�th h�s mouth w�de open; the w�nd, �n St.
Petersburg fash�on, darted upon h�m from all quarters, and down
every cross-street. In a tw�nkl�ng �t had blown a qu�nsy �nto h�s throat,
and he reached home unable to utter a word. H�s throat was swollen,
and he lay down on h�s bed. So powerful �s somet�mes a good
scold�ng!

The next day a v�olent fever showed �tself. Thanks to the generous
ass�stance of the St. Petersburg cl�mate, the malady progressed
more rap�dly than could have been expected: and when the doctor
arr�ved, he found, on feel�ng the s�ck man’s pulse, that there was
noth�ng to be done, except to prescr�be a fomentat�on, so that the
pat�ent m�ght not be left ent�rely w�thout the benef�cent a�d of



med�c�ne; but at the same t�me, he pred�cted h�s end �n th�rty-s�x
hours. After th�s he turned to the landlady, and sa�d, “And as for you,
don’t waste your t�me on h�m: order h�s p�ne coff�n now, for an oak
one w�ll be too expens�ve for h�m.” D�d Akak�y Akak�ev�tch hear these
fatal words? and �f he heard them, d�d they produce any
overwhelm�ng effect upon h�m? D�d he lament the b�tterness of h�s
l�fe?—We know not, for he cont�nued �n a del�r�ous cond�t�on. V�s�ons
�ncessantly appeared to h�m, each stranger than the other. Now he
saw Petrov�tch, and ordered h�m to make a cloak, w�th some traps
for robbers, who seemed to h�m to be always under the bed; and
cr�ed every moment to the landlady to pull one of them from under
h�s coverlet. Then he �nqu�red why h�s old mantle hung before h�m
when he had a new cloak. Next he fanc�ed that he was stand�ng
before the prom�nent person, l�sten�ng to a thorough sett�ng-down,
and say�ng, “Forg�ve me, your excellency!” but at last he began to
curse, utter�ng the most horr�ble words, so that h�s aged landlady
crossed herself, never �n her l�fe hav�ng heard anyth�ng of the k�nd
from h�m, the more so as those words followed d�rectly after the
words “your excellency.” Later on he talked utter nonsense, of wh�ch
noth�ng could be made: all that was ev�dent be�ng, that h�s
�ncoherent words and thoughts hovered ever about one th�ng, h�s
cloak.

At length poor Akak�y Akak�ev�tch breathed h�s last. They sealed
up ne�ther h�s room nor h�s effects, because, �n the f�rst place, there
were no he�rs, and, �n the second, there was very l�ttle to �nher�t
beyond a bundle of goose-qu�lls, a qu�re of wh�te off�c�al paper, three
pa�rs of socks, two or three buttons wh�ch had burst off h�s trousers,
and the mantle already known to the reader. To whom all th�s fell,
God knows. I confess that the person who told me th�s tale took no
�nterest �n the matter. They carr�ed Akak�y Akak�ev�tch out and bur�ed
h�m.

And St. Petersburg was left w�thout Akak�y Akak�ev�tch, as though
he had never l�ved there. A be�ng d�sappeared who was protected by
none, dear to none, �nterest�ng to none, and who never even
attracted to h�mself the attent�on of those students of human nature
who om�t no opportun�ty of thrust�ng a p�n through a common fly, and
exam�n�ng �t under the m�croscope. A be�ng who bore meekly the



j�bes of the department, and went to h�s grave w�thout hav�ng done
one unusual deed, but to whom, nevertheless, at the close of h�s l�fe
appeared a br�ght v�s�tant �n the form of a cloak, wh�ch momentar�ly
cheered h�s poor l�fe, and upon whom, thereafter, an �ntolerable
m�sfortune descended, just as �t descends upon the m�ghty of th�s
world!

Several days after h�s death, the porter was sent from the
department to h�s lodg�ngs, w�th an order for h�m to present h�mself
there �mmed�ately; the ch�ef command�ng �t. But the porter had to
return unsuccessful, w�th the answer that he could not come; and to
the quest�on, “Why?” repl�ed, “Well, because he �s dead! he was
bur�ed four days ago.” In th�s manner d�d they hear of Akak�y
Akak�ev�tch’s death at the department, and the next day a new
off�c�al sat �n h�s place, w�th a handwr�t�ng by no means so upr�ght,
but more �ncl�ned and slant�ng.

But who could have �mag�ned that th�s was not really the end of
Akak�y Akak�ev�tch, that he was dest�ned to ra�se a commot�on after
death, as �f �n compensat�on for h�s utterly �ns�gn�f�cant l�fe? But so �t
happened, and our poor story unexpectedly ga�ns a fantast�c end�ng.

A rumour suddenly spread through St. Petersburg that a dead
man had taken to appear�ng on the Kal�nk�n Br�dge and �ts v�c�n�ty at
n�ght �n the form of a tch�novn�k seek�ng a stolen cloak, and that,
under the pretext of �ts be�ng the stolen cloak, he dragged, w�thout
regard to rank or call�ng, every one’s cloak from h�s shoulders, be �t
cat-sk�n, beaver, fox, bear, sable; �n a word, every sort of fur and sk�n
wh�ch men adopted for the�r cover�ng. One of the department
off�c�als saw the dead man w�th h�s own eyes and �mmed�ately
recogn�sed �n h�m Akak�y Akak�ev�tch. Th�s, however, �nsp�red h�m
w�th such terror that he ran off w�th all h�s m�ght, and therefore d�d
not scan the dead man closely, but only saw how the latter
threatened h�m from afar w�th h�s f�nger. Constant compla�nts poured
�n from all quarters that the backs and shoulders, not only of t�tular
but even of court counc�llors, were exposed to the danger of a cold
on account of the frequent dragg�ng off of the�r cloaks.

Arrangements were made by the pol�ce to catch the corpse, al�ve
or dead, at any cost, and pun�sh h�m as an example to others �n the



most severe manner. In th�s they nearly succeeded; for a watchman,
on guard �n K�rushk�n Alley, caught the corpse by the collar on the
very scene of h�s ev�l deeds, when attempt�ng to pull off the fr�eze
coat of a ret�red mus�c�an. Hav�ng se�zed h�m by the collar, he
summoned, w�th a shout, two of h�s comrades, whom he enjo�ned to
hold h�m fast wh�le he h�mself felt for a moment �n h�s boot, �n order
to draw out h�s snuff-box and refresh h�s frozen nose. But the snuff
was of a sort wh�ch even a corpse could not endure. The watchman
hav�ng closed h�s r�ght nostr�l w�th h�s f�nger, had no sooner
succeeded �n hold�ng half a handful up to the left than the corpse
sneezed so v�olently that he completely f�lled the eyes of all three.
Wh�le they ra�sed the�r hands to w�pe them, the dead man van�shed
completely, so that they pos�t�vely d�d not know whether they had
actually had h�m �n the�r gr�p at all. Thereafter the watchmen
conce�ved such a terror of dead men that they were afra�d even to
se�ze the l�v�ng, and only screamed from a d�stance, “Hey, there! go
your way!” So the dead tch�novn�k began to appear even beyond the
Kal�nk�n Br�dge, caus�ng no l�ttle terror to all t�m�d people.

But we have totally neglected that certa�n prom�nent personage
who may really be cons�dered as the cause of the fantast�c turn
taken by th�s true h�story. F�rst of all, just�ce compels us to say that
after the departure of poor, ann�h�lated Akak�y Akak�ev�tch he felt
someth�ng l�ke remorse. Suffer�ng was unpleasant to h�m, for h�s
heart was access�ble to many good �mpulses, �n sp�te of the fact that
h�s rank often prevented h�s show�ng h�s true self. As soon as h�s
fr�end had left h�s cab�net, he began to th�nk about poor Akak�y
Akak�ev�tch. And from that day forth, poor Akak�y Akak�ev�tch, who
could not bear up under an off�c�al repr�mand, recurred to h�s m�nd
almost every day. The thought troubled h�m to such an extent that a
week later he even resolved to send an off�c�al to h�m, to learn
whether he really could ass�st h�m; and when �t was reported to h�m
that Akak�y Akak�ev�tch had d�ed suddenly of fever, he was startled,
hearkened to the reproaches of h�s consc�ence, and was out of sorts
for the whole day.

W�sh�ng to d�vert h�s m�nd �n some way, and dr�ve away the
d�sagreeable �mpress�on, he set out that even�ng for one of h�s
fr�ends’ houses, where he found qu�te a large party assembled. What



was better, nearly every one was of the same rank as h�mself, so
that he need not feel �n the least constra�ned. Th�s had a marvellous
effect upon h�s mental state. He grew expans�ve, made h�mself
agreeable �n conversat�on, �n short, he passed a del�ghtful even�ng.
After supper he drank a couple of glasses of champagne—not a bad
rec�pe for cheerfulness, as every one knows. The champagne
�ncl�ned h�m to var�ous adventures; and he determ�ned not to return
home, but to go and see a certa�n well-known lady of German
extract�on, Karol�na Ivanovna, a lady, �t appears, w�th whom he was
on a very fr�endly foot�ng.

It must be ment�oned that the prom�nent personage was no longer
a young man, but a good husband and respected father of a fam�ly.
Two sons, one of whom was already �n the serv�ce, and a good-
look�ng, s�xteen-year-old daughter, w�th a rather retrousse but pretty
l�ttle nose, came every morn�ng to k�ss h�s hand and say, “Bonjour,
papa.” H�s w�fe, a st�ll fresh and good-look�ng woman, f�rst gave h�m
her hand to k�ss, and then, revers�ng the procedure, k�ssed h�s. But
the prom�nent personage, though perfectly sat�sf�ed �n h�s domest�c
relat�ons, cons�dered �t styl�sh to have a fr�end �n another quarter of
the c�ty. Th�s fr�end was scarcely prett�er or younger than h�s w�fe;
but there are such puzzles �n the world, and �t �s not our place to
judge them. So the �mportant personage descended the sta�rs,
stepped �nto h�s sledge, sa�d to the coachman, “To Karol�na
Ivanovna’s,” and, wrapp�ng h�mself luxur�ously �n h�s warm cloak,
found h�mself �n that del�ghtful frame of m�nd than wh�ch a Russ�an
can conce�ve no better, namely, when you th�nk of noth�ng yourself,
yet when the thoughts creep �nto your m�nd of the�r own accord,
each more agreeable than the other, g�v�ng you no trouble e�ther to
dr�ve them away or seek them. Fully sat�sf�ed, he recalled all the gay
features of the even�ng just passed, and all the mots wh�ch had
made the l�ttle c�rcle laugh. Many of them he repeated �n a low vo�ce,
and found them qu�te as funny as before; so �t �s not surpr�s�ng that
he should laugh heart�ly at them. Occas�onally, however, he was
�nterrupted by gusts of w�nd, wh�ch, com�ng suddenly, God knows
whence or why, cut h�s face, drove masses of snow �nto �t, f�lled out
h�s cloak-collar l�ke a sa�l, or suddenly blew �t over h�s head w�th



supernatural force, and thus caused h�m constant trouble to
d�sentangle h�mself.

Suddenly the �mportant personage felt some one clutch h�m f�rmly
by the collar. Turn�ng round, he perce�ved a man of short stature, �n
an old, worn un�form, and recogn�sed, not w�thout terror, Akak�y
Akak�ev�tch. The off�c�al’s face was wh�te as snow, and looked just
l�ke a corpse’s. But the horror of the �mportant personage
transcended all bounds when he saw the dead man’s mouth open,
and, w�th a terr�ble odour of the grave, gave vent to the follow�ng
remarks: “Ah, here you are at last! I have you, that—by the collar! I
need your cloak; you took no trouble about m�ne, but repr�manded
me; so now g�ve up your own.”

The pall�d prom�nent personage almost d�ed of fr�ght. Brave as he
was �n the off�ce and �n the presence of �nfer�ors generally, and
although, at the s�ght of h�s manly form and appearance, every one
sa�d, “Ugh! how much character he had!” at th�s cr�s�s, he, l�ke many
possessed of an hero�c exter�or, exper�enced such terror, that, not
w�thout cause, he began to fear an attack of �llness. He flung h�s
cloak hast�ly from h�s shoulders and shouted to h�s coachman �n an
unnatural vo�ce, “Home at full speed!” The coachman, hear�ng the
tone wh�ch �s generally employed at cr�t�cal moments and even
accompan�ed by someth�ng much more tang�ble, drew h�s head
down between h�s shoulders �n case of an emergency, flour�shed h�s
wh�p, and flew on l�ke an arrow. In a l�ttle more than s�x m�nutes the
prom�nent personage was at the entrance of h�s own house. Pale,
thoroughly scared, and cloakless, he went home �nstead of to
Karol�na Ivanovna’s, reached h�s room somehow or other, and
passed the n�ght �n the d�rest d�stress; so that the next morn�ng over
the�r tea h�s daughter sa�d, “You are very pale to-day, papa.” But
papa rema�ned s�lent, and sa�d not a word to any one of what had
happened to h�m, where he had been, or where he had �ntended to
go.

Th�s occurrence made a deep �mpress�on upon h�m. He even
began to say: “How dare you? do you real�se who stands before
you?” less frequently to the under-off�c�als, and �f he d�d utter the
words, �t was only after hav�ng f�rst learned the bear�ngs of the



matter. But the most noteworthy po�nt was, that from that day
forward the appar�t�on of the dead tch�novn�k ceased to be seen.
Ev�dently the prom�nent personage’s cloak just f�tted h�s shoulders;
at all events, no more �nstances of h�s dragg�ng cloaks from people’s
shoulders were heard of. But many act�ve and apprehens�ve persons
could by no means reassure themselves, and asserted that the dead
tch�novn�k st�ll showed h�mself �n d�stant parts of the c�ty.

In fact, one watchman �n Kolomna saw w�th h�s own eyes the
appar�t�on come from beh�nd a house. But be�ng rather weak of
body, he dared not arrest h�m, but followed h�m �n the dark, unt�l, at
length, the appar�t�on looked round, paused, and �nqu�red, “What do
you want?” at the same t�me show�ng a f�st such as �s never seen on
l�v�ng men. The watchman sa�d, “It’s of no consequence,” and turned
back �nstantly. But the appar�t�on was much too tall, wore huge
moustaches, and, d�rect�ng �ts steps apparently towards the
Obukhoff br�dge, d�sappeared �n the darkness of the n�ght.





HOW THE TWO IVANS QUARRELLED



CHAPTER I

IVAN IVANOVITCH AND IVAN NIKIFOROVITCH

A f�ne pel�sse has Ivan Ivanov�tch! splend�d! And what lambsk�n!
deuce take �t, what lambsk�n! blue-black w�th s�lver l�ghts. I’ll forfe�t, I
know not what, �f you f�nd any one else own�ng such a one. Look at
�t, for heaven’s sake, espec�ally when he stands talk�ng w�th any one!
look at h�m s�de-ways: what a pleasure �t �s! To descr�be �t �s
�mposs�ble: velvet! s�lver! f�re! N�kola� the Wonder-worker, sa�nt of
God! why have I not such a pel�sse? He had �t made before Agafya
Fedosyevna went to K�ef. You know Agafya Fedosyevna who b�t the
assessor’s ear off?

Ivan Ivanov�tch �s a very handsome man. What a house he has �n
M�rgorod! Around �t on every s�de �s a balcony on oaken p�llars, and
on the balcony are benches. Ivan Ivanov�tch, when the weather gets
too warm, throws off h�s pel�sse and h�s rema�n�ng upper garments,
and s�ts, �n h�s sh�rt sleeves, on the balcony to observe what �s go�ng
on �n the courtyard and the street. What apples and pears he has
under h�s very w�ndows! You have but to open the w�ndow and the
branches force themselves through �nto the room. All th�s �s �n front
of the house; but you should see what he has �n the garden. What �s
there not there? Plums, cherr�es, every sort of vegetable, sunflowers,
cucumbers, melons, peas, a thresh�ng-floor, and even a forge.

A very f�ne man, Ivan Ivanov�tch! He �s very fond of melons: they
are h�s favour�te food. As soon as he has d�ned, and come out on h�s
balcony, �n h�s sh�rt sleeves, he orders Gapka to br�ng two melons,
and �mmed�ately cuts them h�mself, collects the seeds �n a paper,
and beg�ns to eat. Then he orders Gapka to fetch the �nk-bottle, and,
w�th h�s own hand, wr�tes th�s �nscr�pt�on on the paper of seeds:
“These melons were eaten on such and such a date.” If there was a
guest present, then �t reads, “Such and such a person ass�sted.”



The late judge of M�rgorod always gazed at Ivan Ivanov�tch’s
house w�th pleasure. The l�ttle house �s very pretty. It pleases me
because sheds and other l�ttle add�t�ons are bu�lt on to �t on all s�des;
so that, look�ng at �t from a d�stance, only roofs are v�s�ble, r�s�ng one
above another, and greatly resembl�ng a plate full of pancakes, or,
better st�ll, fung� grow�ng on the trunk of a tree. Moreover, the roof �s
all overgrown w�th weeds: a w�llow, an oak, and two apple-trees lean
the�r spread�ng branches aga�nst �t. Through the trees peep l�ttle
w�ndows w�th carved and wh�te-washed shutters, wh�ch project even
�nto the street.

A very f�ne man, Ivan Ivanov�tch! The comm�ss�oner of Poltava
knows h�m too. Dorosh Tarasov�tch Pukh�votchka, when he leaves
Khorola, always goes to h�s house. And when Father Peter, the
Protopope who l�ves at Kol�berdas, �nv�tes a few guests, he always
says that he knows of no one who so well fulf�ls all h�s Chr�st�an
dut�es and understands so well how to l�ve as Ivan Ivanov�tch.

How t�me fl�es! More than ten years have already passed s�nce he
became a w�dower. He never had any ch�ldren. Gapka has ch�ldren
and they run about the court-yard. Ivan Ivanov�tch always g�ves each
of them a cake, or a sl�ce of melon, or a pear.

Gapka carr�es the keys of the storerooms and cellars; but the key
of the large chest wh�ch stands �n h�s bedroom, and that of the
centre storeroom, Ivan Ivanov�tch keeps h�mself; Gapka �s a healthy
g�rl, w�th ruddy cheeks and calves, and goes about �n coarse cloth
garments.

And what a p�ous man �s Ivan Ivanov�tch! Every Sunday he dons
h�s pel�sse and goes to church. On enter�ng, he bows on all s�des,
generally stat�ons h�mself �n the cho�r, and s�ngs a very good bass.
When the serv�ce �s over, Ivan Ivanov�tch cannot refra�n from pass�ng
the poor people �n rev�ew. He probably would not have cared to
undertake th�s t�resome work �f h�s natural goodness had not urged
h�m to �t. “Good-day, beggar!” he generally sa�d, select�ng the most
cr�ppled old woman, �n the most patched and threadbare garments.
“Whence come you, my poor woman?”

“I come from the farm, s�r. ‘T�s two days s�nce I have eaten or
drunk: my own ch�ldren drove me out.”



“Poor soul! why d�d you come h�ther?”
“To beg alms, s�r, to see whether some one w�ll not g�ve me at

least enough for bread.”
“Hm! so you want bread?” Ivan Ivanov�tch generally �nqu�red.
“How should �t be otherw�se? I am as hungry as a dog.”
“Hm!” repl�ed Ivan Ivanov�tch usually, “and perhaps you would l�ke

butter too?”
“Yes; everyth�ng wh�ch your k�ndness w�ll g�ve; I w�ll be content

w�th all.”
“Hm! Is butter better than bread?”
“How �s a hungry person to choose? Anyth�ng you please, all �s

good.” Thereupon the old woman generally extended her hand.
“Well, go w�th God’s bless�ng,” sa�d Ivan Ivanov�tch. “Why do you

stand there? I’m not beat�ng you.” And turn�ng to a second and a
th�rd w�th the same quest�ons, he f�nally returns home, or goes to
dr�nk a l�ttle glass of vodka w�th h�s ne�ghbour, Ivan N�k�forov�tch, or
the judge, or the ch�ef of pol�ce.

Ivan Ivanov�tch �s very fond of rece�v�ng presents. They please h�m
greatly.

A very f�ne man too �s Ivan N�k�forov�tch. They are such fr�ends as
the world never saw. Anton Prokof�ev�tch Pupopuz, who goes about
to th�s hour �n h�s c�nnamon-coloured surtout w�th blue sleeves and
d�nes every Sunday w�th the judge, was �n the hab�t of say�ng that
the Dev�l h�mself had bound Ivan Ivanov�tch and Ivan N�k�forov�tch
together w�th a rope: where one went, the other followed.

Ivan N�k�forov�tch has never marr�ed. Although �t was reported that
he was marr�ed �t was completely false. I know Ivan N�k�forov�tch
very well, and am able to state that he never even had any �ntent�on
of marry�ng. Where do all these scandals or�g�nate? In the same way
�t was rumoured that Ivan N�k�forov�tch was born w�th a ta�l! But th�s
�nvent�on �s so clumsy and at the same t�me so horr�ble and �ndecent
that I do not even cons�der �t necessary to refute �t for the benef�t of
c�v�l�sed readers, to whom �t �s doubtless known that only w�tches,
and very few even of these, have ta�ls. W�tches, moreover, belong
more to the fem�n�ne than to the mascul�ne gender.



In sp�te of the�r great fr�endsh�p, these rare fr�ends are not always
agreed between themselves. The�r characters can best be judged by
compar�ng them. Ivan Ivanov�tch has the usual g�ft of speak�ng �n an
extremely pleasant manner. Heavens! How he does speak! The
feel�ng can best be descr�bed by compar�ng �t to that wh�ch you
exper�ence when some one combs your head or draws h�s f�nger
softly across your heel. You l�sten and l�sten unt�l you drop your
head. Pleasant, exceed�ngly pleasant! l�ke the sleep after a bath.
Ivan N�k�forov�tch, on the contrary, �s more ret�cent; but �f he once
takes up h�s parable, look out for yourself! He can talk your head off.

Ivan Ivanov�tch �s tall and th�n: Ivan N�k�forov�tch �s rather shorter
�n stature, but he makes �t up �n th�ckness. Ivan Ivanov�tch’s head �s
l�ke a rad�sh, ta�l down; Ivan N�k�forov�tch’s l�ke a rad�sh w�th the ta�l
up. Ivan Ivanov�tch lolls on the balcony �n h�s sh�rt sleeves after
d�nner only: �n the even�ng he dons h�s pel�sse and goes out
somewhere, e�ther to the v�llage shop, where he suppl�es flour, or
�nto the f�elds to catch qua�l. Ivan N�k�forov�tch l�es all day at h�s
porch: �f the day �s not too hot he generally turns h�s back to the sun
and w�ll not go anywhere. If �t happens to occur to h�m �n the morn�ng
he walks through the yard, �nspects the domest�c affa�rs, and ret�res
aga�n to h�s room. In early days he used to call on Ivan Ivanov�tch.
Ivan Ivanov�tch �s a very ref�ned man, and never utters an �mpol�te
word. Ivan N�k�forov�tch �s not always on h�s guard. On such
occas�ons Ivan Ivanov�tch usually r�ses from h�s seat, and says,
“Enough, enough, Ivan N�k�forov�tch! It’s better to go out at once than
to utter such godless words.”

Ivan Ivanov�tch gets �nto a terr�ble rage �f a fly falls �nto h�s beet-
soup. Then he �s fa�rly bes�de h�mself; he fl�ngs away h�s plate and
the housekeeper catches �t. Ivan N�k�forov�tch �s very fond of bath�ng;
and when he gets up to the neck �n water, orders a table and a
samovar, or tea urn, to be placed on the water, for he �s very fond of
dr�nk�ng tea �n that cool pos�t�on. Ivan Ivanov�tch shaves tw�ce a
week; Ivan N�k�forov�tch once. Ivan Ivanov�tch �s extremely cur�ous.
God preserve you �f you beg�n to tell h�m anyth�ng and do not f�n�sh
�t! If he �s d�spleased w�th anyth�ng he lets �t be seen at once. It �s
very hard to tell from Ivan N�k�forov�tch’s countenance whether he �s
pleased or angry; even �f he �s rejo�ced at anyth�ng, he w�ll not show



�t. Ivan Ivanov�tch �s of a rather t�m�d character: Ivan N�k�forov�tch, on
the contrary, has, as the say�ng �s, such full folds �n h�s trousers that
�f you were to �nflate them you m�ght put the courtyard, w�th �ts
storehouses and bu�ld�ngs, �ns�de them.

Ivan Ivanov�tch has large, express�ve eyes, of a snuff colour, and a
mouth shaped someth�ng l�ke the letter V; Ivan N�k�forov�tch has
small, yellow�sh eyes, qu�te concealed between heavy brows and fat
cheeks; and h�s nose �s the shape of a r�pe plum. If Ivanov�tch treats
you to snuff, he always l�cks the cover of h�s box f�rst w�th h�s tongue,
then taps on �t w�th h�s f�nger and says, as he ra�ses �t, �f you are an
acqua�ntance, “Dare I beg you, s�r, to g�ve me the pleasure?” �f a
stranger, “Dare I beg you, s�r, though I have not the honour of
know�ng your rank, name, and fam�ly, to do me the favour?” but Ivan
N�k�forov�tch puts h�s box stra�ght �nto your hand and merely adds,
“Do me the favour.” Ne�ther Ivan Ivanov�tch nor Ivan N�k�forov�tch
loves fleas; and therefore, ne�ther Ivan Ivanov�tch nor Ivan
N�k�forov�tch w�ll, on no account, adm�t a Jew w�th h�s wares, w�thout
purchas�ng of h�m remed�es aga�nst these �nsects, after hav�ng f�rst
rated h�m well for belong�ng to the Hebrew fa�th.

But �n sp�te of numerous d�ss�m�lar�t�es, Ivan Ivanov�tch and Ivan
N�k�forov�tch are both very f�ne fellows.



CHAPTER II
FROM WHICH MAY BE SEEN WHENCE AROSE THE

DISCUSSION BETWEEN IVAN IVANOVITCH AND IVAN
NIKIFOROVITCH

One morn�ng—�t was �n July—Ivan Ivanov�tch was ly�ng on h�s
balcony. The day was warm; the a�r was dry, and came �n gusts. Ivan
Ivanov�tch had been to town, to the mower’s, and at the farm, and
had succeeded �n ask�ng all the muzh�ks and women whom he met
all manner of quest�ons. He was fearfully t�red and had la�d down to
rest. As he lay there, he looked at the storehouse, the courtyard, the
sheds, the ch�ckens runn�ng about, and thought to h�mself,
“Heavens! What a well-to-do man I am! What �s there that I have
not? B�rds, bu�ld�ngs, granar�es, everyth�ng I take a fancy to; genu�ne
d�st�lled vodka; pears and plums �n the orchard; popp�es, cabbages,
peas �n the garden; what �s there that I have not? I should l�ke to
know what there �s that I have not?”

As he put th�s quest�on to h�mself, Ivan Ivanov�tch reflected; and
meant�me h�s eyes, �n the�r search after fresh objects, crossed the
fence �nto Ivan N�k�forov�tch’s yard and �nvoluntar�ly took note of a
cur�ous s�ght. A fat woman was br�ng�ng out clothes, wh�ch had been
packed away, and spread�ng them out on the l�ne to a�r. Presently an
old un�form w�th worn tr�mm�ngs was sw�ng�ng �ts sleeves �n the a�r
and embrac�ng a brocade gown; from beh�nd �t peeped a court-coat,
w�th buttons stamped w�th coats-of-arms, and moth-eaten collar; and
wh�te kersymere pantaloons w�th spots, wh�ch had once upon a t�me
clothed Ivan N�k�forov�tch’s legs, and m�ght now poss�bly f�t h�s
f�ngers. Beh�nd them were speed�ly hung some more �n the shape of
the letter p. Then came a blue Cossack jacket, wh�ch Ivan
N�k�forov�tch had had made twenty years before, when he was
prepar�ng to enter the m�l�t�a, and allowed h�s moustache to grow.
And one after another appeared a sword, project�ng �nto the a�r l�ke a
sp�t, and the sk�rts of a grass-green caftan-l�ke garment, w�th copper



buttons the s�ze of a f�ve-kopek p�ece, unfolded themselves. From
among the folds peeped a vest bound w�th gold, w�th a w�de open�ng
�n front. The vest was soon concealed by an old pett�coat belong�ng
to h�s dead grandmother, w�th pockets wh�ch would have held a
water-melon.

All these th�ngs p�led together formed a very �nterest�ng spectacle
for Ivan Ivanov�tch; wh�le the sun’s rays, fall�ng upon a blue or green
sleeve, a red b�nd�ng, or a scrap of gold brocade, or play�ng �n the
po�nt of a sword, formed an unusual s�ght, s�m�lar to the
representat�ons of the Nat�v�ty g�ven at farmhouses by wander�ng
bands; part�cularly that part where the throng of people, press�ng
close together, gaze at K�ng Herod �n h�s golden crown or at Anthony
lead�ng h�s goat.

Presently the old woman crawled, grunt�ng, from the storeroom,
dragg�ng after her an old-fash�oned saddle w�th broken st�rrups, worn
leather holsters, and saddle-cloth, once red, w�th g�lt embro�dery and
copper d�sks.

“Here’s a stup�d woman,” thought Ivan Ivanov�tch. “She’ll be
dragg�ng Ivan N�k�forov�tch out and a�r�ng h�m next.”

Ivan Ivanov�tch was not so far wrong �n h�s surm�se. F�ve m�nutes
later, Ivan N�k�forov�tch’s nankeen trousers appeared, and took
nearly half the yard to themselves. After that she fetched out a hat
and a gun. “What’s the mean�ng of th�s?” thought Ivan Ivanov�tch. “I
never knew Ivan N�k�forov�tch had a gun. What does he want w�th �t?
Whether he shoots, or not, he keeps a gun! Of what use �s �t to h�m?
But �t’s a splend�d th�ng. I have long wanted just such a one. I should
l�ke that gun very much: I l�ke to amuse myself w�th a gun. Hello,
there, woman, woman!” shouted Ivan Ivanov�tch, beckon�ng to her.

The old woman approached the fence.
“What’s that you have there, my good woman?”
“A gun, as you see.”
“What sort of a gun?”
“Who knows what sort of a gun? If �t were m�ne, perhaps I should

know what �t �s made of; but �t �s my master’s, therefore I know
noth�ng of �t.”



Ivan Ivanov�tch rose, and began to exam�ne the gun on all s�des,
and forgot to reprove the old woman for hang�ng �t and the sword out
to a�r.

“It must be �ron,” went on the old woman.
“Hm, �ron! why �ron?” sa�d Ivan Ivanov�tch. “Has your master had �t

long?”
“Yes; long, perhaps.”
“It’s a n�ce gun!” cont�nued Ivan Ivanov�tch. “I w�ll ask h�m for �t.

What can he want w�th �t? I’ll make an exchange w�th h�m for �t. Is
your master at home, my good woman?”

“Yes.”
“What �s he do�ng? ly�ng down?”
“Yes, ly�ng down.”
“Very well, I w�ll come to h�m.”
Ivan Ivanov�tch dressed h�mself, took h�s well-seasoned st�ck for

the benef�t of the dogs, for, �n M�rgorod, there are more dogs than
people to be met �n the street, and went out.

Although Ivan N�k�forov�tch’s house was next door to Ivan
Ivanov�tch’s, so that you could have got from one to the other by
cl�mb�ng the fence, yet Ivan Ivanov�tch went by way of the street.
From the street �t was necessary to turn �nto an alley wh�ch was so
narrow that �f two one-horse carts chanced to meet they could not
get out, and were forced to rema�n there unt�l the dr�vers, se�z�ng the
h�nd-wheels, dragged them back �n oppos�te d�rect�ons �nto the
street, wh�lst pedestr�ans drew as�de l�ke flowers grow�ng by the
fence on e�ther hand. Ivan Ivanov�tch’s waggon-shed adjo�ned th�s
alley on one s�de; and on the other were Ivan N�k�forov�tch’s granary,
gate, and p�geon-house.

Ivan Ivanov�tch went up to the gate and rattled the latch. W�th�n
arose the bark�ng of dogs; but the motley-ha�red pack ran back,
wagg�ng the�r ta�ls when they saw the well-known face. Ivan
Ivanov�tch traversed the courtyard, �n wh�ch were collected Ind�an
doves, fed by Ivan N�k�forov�tch’s own hand, melon-r�nds,
vegetables, broken wheels, barrel-hoops, and a small boy wallow�ng
w�th d�rty blouse—a p�cture such as pa�nters love. The shadows of



the flutter�ng clothes covered nearly the whole of the yard and lent �t
a degree of coolness. The woman greeted h�m w�th a bend of her
head and stood, gap�ng, �n one spot. The front of the house was
adorned w�th a small porch, w�th �ts roof supported on two oak p�llars
—a welcome protect�on from the sun, wh�ch at that season �n L�ttle
Russ�a loves not to jest, and bathes the pedestr�an from head to foot
�n persp�rat�on. It may be judged how powerful Ivan Ivanov�tch’s
des�re to obta�n the coveted art�cle was when he made up h�s m�nd,
at such an hour, to depart from h�s usual custom, wh�ch was to walk
abroad only �n the even�ng.

The room wh�ch Ivan Ivanov�tch entered was qu�te dark, for the
shutters were closed; and the ray of sunl�ght pass�ng through a hole
made �n one of them took on the colours of the ra�nbow, and, str�k�ng
the oppos�te wall, sketched upon �t a part�-coloured p�cture of the
outl�nes of roofs, trees, and the clothes suspended �n the yard, only
ups�de down. Th�s gave the room a pecul�ar half-l�ght.

“God ass�st you!” sa�d Ivan Ivanov�tch.
“Ah! how do you do, Ivan Ivanov�tch?” repl�ed a vo�ce from the

corner of the room. Then only d�d Ivan Ivanov�tch perce�ve Ivan
N�k�forov�tch ly�ng upon a rug wh�ch was spread on the floor. “Excuse
me for appear�ng before you �n a state of nature.”

“Not at all. You have been asleep, Ivan N�k�forov�tch?”
“I have been asleep. Have you been asleep, Ivan Ivanov�tch?”
“I have.”
“And now you have r�sen?”
“Now I have r�sen. Chr�st be w�th you, Ivan N�k�forov�tch! How can

you sleep unt�l th�s t�me? I have just come from the farm. There’s
very f�ne barley on the road, charm�ng! and the hay �s tall and soft
and golden!”

“Gorp�na!” shouted Ivan N�k�forov�tch, “fetch Ivan Ivanov�tch some
vodka, and some pastry and sour cream!”

“F�ne weather we’re hav�ng to-day.”
“Don’t pra�se �t, Ivan Ivanov�tch! Dev�l take �t! You can’t get away

from the heat.”



“Now, why need you ment�on the dev�l! Ah, Ivan N�k�forov�tch! you
w�ll recall my words when �t’s too late. You w�ll suffer �n the next
world for such godless words.”

“How have I offended you, Ivan Ivanov�tch? I have not attacked
your father nor your mother. I don’t know how I have �nsulted you.”

“Enough, enough, Ivan N�k�forov�tch!”
“By Heavens, Ivan Ivanov�tch, I d�d not �nsult you!”
“It’s strange that the qua�ls haven’t come yet to the wh�stle.”
“Th�nk what you please, but I have not �nsulted you �n any way.”
“I don’t know why they don’t come,” sa�d Ivan Ivanov�tch, as �f he

d�d not hear Ivan N�k�forov�tch; “�t �s more than t�me for them already;
but they seem to need more t�me for some reason.”

“You say that the barley �s good?”
“Splend�d barley, splend�d!”
A s�lence ensued.
“So you are hav�ng your clothes a�red, Ivan N�k�forov�tch?” sa�d

Ivan Ivanov�tch at length.
“Yes; those cursed women have ru�ned some beaut�ful clothes;

almost new they were too. Now I’m hav�ng them a�red; the cloth �s
f�ne and good. They only need turn�ng to make them f�t to wear
aga�n.”

“One th�ng among them pleased me extremely, Ivan N�k�forov�tch.”
“What was that?”
“Tell me, please, what use do you make of the gun that has been

put to a�r w�th the clothes?” Here Ivan Ivanov�tch offered h�s snuff.
“May I ask you to do me the favour?”

“By no means! take �t yourself; I w�ll use my own.” Thereupon Ivan
N�k�forov�tch felt about h�m, and got hold of h�s snuff-box. “That
stup�d woman! So she hung the gun out to a�r. That Jew at
Sorotch�ntz� makes good snuff. I don’t know what he puts �n �t, but �t
�s so very fragrant. It �s a l�ttle l�ke tansy. Here, take a l�ttle and chew
�t; �sn’t �t l�ke tansy?”

“Ivan N�k�forov�tch, I want to talk about that gun; what are you
go�ng to do w�th �t? You don’t need �t.”



“Why don’t I need �t? I m�ght want to go shoot�ng.”
“God be w�th you, Ivan N�k�forov�tch! When w�ll you go shoot�ng?

At the m�llenn�um, perhaps? So far as I know, or any one can
recollect, you never k�lled even a duck; yes, and you are not bu�lt to
go shoot�ng. You have a d�gn�f�ed bear�ng and f�gure; how are you to
drag yourself about the marshes, espec�ally when your garment,
wh�ch �t �s not pol�te to ment�on �n conversat�on by name, �s be�ng
a�red at th�s very moment? No; you requ�re rest, repose.” Ivan
Ivanov�tch as has been h�nted at above, employed uncommonly
p�cturesque language when �t was necessary to persuade any one.
How he talked! Heavens, how he could talk! “Yes, and you requ�re
pol�te act�ons. See here, g�ve �t to me!”

“The �dea! The gun �s valuable; you can’t f�nd such guns anywhere
nowadays. I bought �t of a Turk when I jo�ned the m�l�t�a; and now, to
g�ve �t away all of a sudden! Imposs�ble! It �s an �nd�spensable
art�cle.”

“Ind�spensable for what?”
“For what? What �f robbers should attack the house?...

Ind�spensable �ndeed! Glory to God! I know that a gun stands �n my
storehouse.”

“A f�ne gun that! Why, Ivan N�k�forov�tch, the lock �s ru�ned.”
“What do you mean by ru�ned? It can be set r�ght; all that needs to

be done �s to rub �t w�th hemp-o�l, so that �t may not rust.”
“I see �n your words, Ivan N�k�forov�tch, anyth�ng but a fr�endly

d�spos�t�on towards me. You w�ll do noth�ng for me �n token of
fr�endsh�p.”

“How can you say, Ivan Ivanov�tch, that I show you no fr�endsh�p?
You ought to be ashamed of yourself. Your oxen pasture on my
steppes and I have never �nterfered w�th them. When you go to
Poltava, you always ask for my waggon, and what then? Have I ever
refused? Your ch�ldren cl�mb over the fence �nto my yard and play
w�th my dogs—I never say anyth�ng; let them play, so long as they
touch noth�ng; let them play!”

“If you won’t g�ve �t to me, then let us make some exchange.”



“What w�ll you g�ve me for �t?” Thereupon Ivan N�k�forov�tch ra�sed
h�mself on h�s elbow, and looked at Ivan Ivanov�tch.

“I w�ll g�ve you my dark-brown sow, the one I have fed �n the sty. A
magn�f�cent sow. You’ll see, she’ll br�ng you a l�tter of p�gs next year.”

“I do not see, Ivan Ivanov�tch, how you can talk so. What could I
do w�th your sow? Make a funeral d�nner for the dev�l?”

“Aga�n! You can’t get along w�thout the dev�l! It’s a s�n! by Heaven,
�t’s a s�n, Ivan N�k�forov�tch!”

“What do you mean, Ivan Ivanov�tch, by offer�ng the deuce knows
what k�nd of a sow for my gun?”

“Why �s she ‘the deuce knows what,’ Ivan N�k�forov�tch?”
“Why? You can judge for yourself perfectly well; here’s the gun, a

known th�ng; but the deuce knows what that sow �s l�ke! If �t had not
been you who sa�d �t, Ivan Ivanov�tch, I m�ght have put an �nsult�ng
construct�on on �t.”

“What defect have you observed �n the sow?”
“For what do you take me—for a sow?”
“S�t down, s�t down! I won’t—No matter about your gun; let �t rot

and rust where �t stands �n the corner of the storeroom. I don’t want
to say anyth�ng more about �t!”

After th�s a pause ensued.
“They say,” began Ivan Ivanov�tch, “that three k�ngs have declared

war aga�nst our Tzar.”
“Yes, Peter Feodorov�tch told me so. What sort of war �s th�s, and

why �s �t?”
“I cannot say exactly, Ivan N�k�forov�tch, what the cause �s. I

suppose the k�ngs want us to adopt the Turk�sh fa�th.”
“Fools! They would have �t,” sa�d Ivan N�k�forov�tch, ra�s�ng h�s

head.
“So, you see, our Tzar has declared war on them �n consequence.

‘No,’ says he, ‘do you adopt the fa�th of Chr�st!’”
“Oh, our people w�ll beat them, Ivan Ivanov�tch!”
“They w�ll. So you won’t exchange the gun, Ivan N�k�forov�tch?”



“It’s a strange th�ng to me, Ivan Ivanov�tch, that you, who seem to
be a man d�st�ngu�shed for sense, should talk such nonsense. What
a fool I should be!”

“S�t down, s�t down. God be w�th �t! let �t burst! I won’t ment�on �t
aga�n.”

At th�s moment lunch was brought �n.
Ivan Ivanov�tch drank a glass and ate a p�e w�th sour cream.

“L�sten, Ivan N�k�forov�tch: I w�ll g�ve you, bes�des the sow, two sacks
of oats. You d�d not sow any oats. You’ll have to buy some th�s year
�n any case.”

“By Heaven, Ivan Ivanov�tch, I must tell you you are very fool�sh!
Who ever heard of swapp�ng a gun for two sacks of oats? Never
fear, you don’t offer your coat.”

“But you forget, Ivan N�k�forov�tch, that I am to g�ve you the sow
too.”

“What! two sacks of oats and a sow for a gun?”
“Why, �s �t too l�ttle?”
“For a gun?”
“Of course, for a gun.”
“Two sacks for a gun?”
“Two sacks, not empty, but f�lled w�th oats; and you’ve forgotten

the sow.”
“K�ss your sow; and �f you don’t l�ke that, then go to the Ev�l One!”
“Oh, get angry now, do! See here; they’ll st�ck your tongue full of

red-hot needles �n the other world for such godless words. After a
conversat�on w�th you, one has to wash one’s face and hands and
fum�gate one’s self.”

“Excuse me, Ivan Ivanov�tch; my gun �s a cho�ce th�ng, a most
cur�ous th�ng; and bes�des, �t �s a very agreeable decorat�on �n a
room.”

“You go on l�ke a fool about that gun of yours, Ivan N�k�forov�tch,”
sa�d Ivan Ivanov�tch w�th vexat�on; for he was beg�nn�ng to be really
angry.

“And you, Ivan Ivanov�tch, are a regular goose!”



If Ivan N�k�forov�tch had not uttered that word they would not have
quarrelled, but would have parted fr�ends as usual; but now th�ngs
took qu�te another turn. Ivan Ivanov�tch flew �nto a rage.

“What was that you sa�d, Ivan N�k�forov�tch?” he sa�d, ra�s�ng h�s
vo�ce.

“I sa�d you were l�ke a goose, Ivan Ivanov�tch!”
“How dare you, s�r, forgetful of decency and the respect due to a

man’s rank and fam�ly, �nsult h�m w�th such a d�sgraceful name!”
“What �s there d�sgraceful about �t? And why are you flour�sh�ng

your hands so, Ivan Ivanov�tch?”
“How dared you, I repeat, �n d�sregard of all decency, call me a

goose?”
“I sp�t on your head, Ivan Ivanov�tch! What are you screech�ng

about?”
Ivan Ivanov�tch could no longer control h�mself. H�s l�ps qu�vered;

h�s mouth lost �ts usual V shape, and became l�ke the letter O; he
glared so that he was terr�ble to look at. Th�s very rarely happened
w�th Ivan Ivanov�tch: �t was necessary that he should be extremely
angry at f�rst.

“Then, I declare to you,” excla�med Ivan Ivanov�tch, “that I w�ll no
longer know you!”

“A great p�ty! By Heaven, I shall never weep on that account!”
retorted Ivan N�k�forov�tch. He l�ed, by Heaven, he l�ed! for �t was
very annoy�ng to h�m.

“I w�ll never put my foot �ns�de your house aga�n!”
“Oho, ho!” sa�d Ivan N�k�forov�tch, vexed, yet not know�ng h�mself

what to do, and r�s�ng to h�s feet, contrary to h�s custom. “Hey, there,
woman, boy!” Thereupon there appeared at the door the same fat
woman and the small boy, now enveloped �n a long and w�de coat.
“Take Ivan Ivanov�tch by the arms and lead h�m to the door!”

“What! a nobleman?” shouted Ivan Ivanov�tch w�th a feel�ng of
vexat�on and d�gn�ty. “Just do �t �f you dare! Come on! I’ll ann�h�late
you and your stup�d master. The crows won’t be able to f�nd your



bones.” Ivan Ivanov�tch spoke w�th uncommon force when h�s sp�r�t
was up.

The group presented a str�k�ng p�cture: Ivan N�k�forov�tch stand�ng
�n the m�ddle of the room; the woman w�th her mouth w�de open and
a senseless, terr�f�ed look on her face, and Ivan Ivanov�tch w�th
upl�fted hand, as the Roman tr�bunes are dep�cted. Th�s was a
magn�f�cent spectacle: and yet there was but one spectator; the boy
�n the ample coat, who stood qu�te qu�etly and p�cked h�s nose w�th
h�s f�nger.

F�nally Ivan Ivanov�tch took h�s hat. “You have behaved well, Ivan
N�k�forov�tch, extremely well! I shall remember �t.”

“Go, Ivan Ivanov�tch, go! and see that you don’t come �n my way: �f
you do, I’ll beat your ugly face to a jelly, Ivan Ivanov�tch!”

“Take that, Ivan N�k�forov�tch!” retorted Ivan Ivanov�tch, mak�ng an
�nsult�ng gesture and banged the door, wh�ch squeaked and flew
open aga�n beh�nd h�m.

Ivan N�k�forov�tch appeared at �t and wanted to add someth�ng
more; but Ivan Ivanov�tch d�d not glance back and hastened from the
yard.



CHAPTER III

WHAT TOOK PLACE AFTER IVAN IVANOVITCH’S
QUARREL WITH IVAN NIKIFOROVITCH

And thus two respectable men, the pr�de and honour of M�rgorod,
had quarrelled, and about what? About a b�t of nonsense—a goose.
They would not see each other, broke off all connect�on, though
h�therto they had been known as the most �nseparable fr�ends. Every
day Ivan Ivanov�tch and Ivan N�k�forov�tch had sent to �nqu�re about
each other’s health, and often conversed together from the�r
balcon�es and sa�d such charm�ng th�ngs as d�d the heart good to
l�sten to. On Sundays, Ivan Ivanov�tch, �n h�s lambsk�n pel�sse, and
Ivan N�k�forov�tch, �n h�s c�nnamon-coloured nankeen spencer, used
to set out for church almost arm �n arm; and �f Ivan Ivanov�tch, who
had remarkably sharp eyes, was the f�rst to catch s�ght of a puddle or
any d�rt �n the street, wh�ch somet�mes happened �n M�rgorod, he
always sa�d to Ivan N�k�forov�tch, “Look out! don’t put your foot there,
�t’s d�rty.” Ivan N�k�forov�tch, on h�s s�de, exh�b�ted the same touch�ng
tokens of fr�endsh�p; and whenever he chanced to be stand�ng,
always held out h�s hand to Ivan Ivanov�tch w�th h�s snuff-box,
say�ng: “Do me the favour!” And what f�ne managers both were!—
And these two fr�ends!—When I heard of �t, �t struck me l�ke a flash
of l�ghtn�ng. For a long t�me I would not bel�eve �t. Ivan Ivanov�tch
quarrell�ng w�th Ivan N�k�forov�tch! Such worthy people! What �s to be
depended upon, then, �n th�s world?

When Ivan Ivanov�tch reached home, he rema�ned for some t�me
�n a state of strong exc�tement. He usually went, f�rst of all, to the
stable to see whether h�s mare was eat�ng her hay; for he had a bay
mare w�th a wh�te star on her forehead, and a very pretty l�ttle mare
she was too; then to feed the turkeys and the l�ttle p�gs w�th h�s own
hand, and then to h�s room, where he e�ther made wooden d�shes,
for he could make var�ous vessels of wood very tastefully, qu�te as



well as any turner, or read a book pr�nted by L�ub�a, Gar�a, and
Popoff (Ivan Ivanov�tch could never remember the name, because
the serv�ng-ma�d had long before torn off the top part of the t�tle-page
wh�le amus�ng the ch�ldren), or rested on the balcony. But now he d�d
not betake h�mself to any of h�s ord�nary occupat�ons. Instead, on
encounter�ng Gapka, he at once began to scold her for lo�ter�ng
about w�thout any occupat�on, though she was carry�ng groats to the
k�tchen; flung a st�ck at a cock wh�ch came upon the balcony for h�s
customary treat; and when the d�rty l�ttle boy, �n h�s l�ttle torn blouse,
ran up to h�m and shouted: “Papa, papa! g�ve me a honey-cake,” he
threatened h�m and stamped at h�m so f�ercely that the fr�ghtened
ch�ld fled, God knows wh�ther.

But at last he bethought h�mself, and began to busy h�mself about
h�s every-day dut�es. He d�ned late, and �t was almost n�ght when he
lay down to rest on the balcony. A good beet-soup w�th p�geons,
wh�ch Gapka had cooked for h�m, qu�te drove from h�s m�nd the
occurrences of the morn�ng. Aga�n Ivan Ivanov�tch began to gaze at
h�s belong�ngs w�th sat�sfact�on. At length h�s eye rested on the
ne�ghbour�ng yard; and he sa�d to h�mself, “I have not been to Ivan
N�k�forov�tch’s to-day: I’ll go there now.” So say�ng, Ivan Ivanov�tch
took h�s st�ck and h�s hat, and d�rected h�s steps to the street; but
scarcely had he passed through the gate than he recollected the
quarrel, sp�t, and turned back. Almost the same th�ng happened at
Ivan N�k�forov�tch’s house. Ivan Ivanov�tch saw the woman put her
foot on the fence, w�th the �ntent�on of cl�mb�ng over �nto h�s yard,
when suddenly Ivan N�k�forov�tch’s vo�ce was heard cry�ng: “Come
back! �t won’t do!” But Ivan Ivanov�tch found �t very t�resome. It �s
qu�te poss�ble that these worthy men would have made the�r peace
next day �f a certa�n occurrence �n Ivan N�k�forov�tch’s house had not
destroyed all hopes and poured o�l upon the f�re of enm�ty wh�ch was
ready to d�e out.

On the even�ng of that very day, Agafya Fedosyevna arr�ved at
Ivan N�k�forov�tch’s. Agafya Fedosyevna was not Ivan N�k�forov�tch’s
relat�ve, nor h�s s�ster-�n-law, nor even h�s fellow-godparent. There
seemed to be no reason why she should come to h�m, and he was
not part�cularly glad of her company; st�ll, she came, and l�ved on



h�m for weeks at a t�me, and even longer. Then she took possess�on
of the keys and took the management of the whole house �nto her
own hands. Th�s was extremely d�spleas�ng to Ivan N�k�forov�tch; but
he, to h�s amazement, obeyed her l�ke a ch�ld; and although he
occas�onally attempted to d�spute, yet Agafya Fedosyevna always
got the better of h�m.

I must confess that I do not understand why th�ngs are so
arranged, that women should se�ze us by the nose as deftly as they
do the handle of a teapot. E�ther the�r hands are so constructed or
else our noses are good for noth�ng else. And notw�thstand�ng the
fact that Ivan N�k�forov�tch’s nose somewhat resembled a plum, she
grasped that nose and led h�m about after her l�ke a dog. He even, �n
her presence, �nvoluntar�ly altered h�s ord�nary manner of l�fe.

Agafya Fedosyevna wore a cap on her head, and a coffee-
coloured cloak w�th yellow flowers and had three warts on her nose.
Her f�gure was l�ke a cask, and �t would have been as hard to tell
where to look for her wa�st as for her to see her nose w�thout a
m�rror. Her feet were small and shaped l�ke two cush�ons. She talked
scandal, ate bo�led beet-soup �n the morn�ng, and swore extremely;
and am�dst all these var�ous occupat�ons her countenance never for
one �nstant changed �ts express�on, wh�ch phenomenon, as a rule,
women alone are capable of d�splay�ng.

As soon as she arr�ved, everyth�ng went wrong.
“Ivan N�k�forov�tch, don’t you make peace w�th h�m, nor ask h�s

forg�veness; he wants to ru�n you; that’s the k�nd of man he �s! you
don’t know h�m yet!” That cursed woman wh�spered and wh�spered,
and managed so that Ivan N�k�forov�tch would not even hear Ivan
Ivanov�tch ment�oned.

Everyth�ng assumed another aspect. If h�s ne�ghbour’s dog ran
�nto the yard, �t was beaten w�th�n an �nch of �ts l�fe; the ch�ldren, who
cl�mbed over the fence, were sent back w�th howls, the�r l�ttle sh�rts
str�pped up, and marks of a sw�tch beh�nd. Even the old woman,
when Ivan Ivanov�tch ventured to ask her about someth�ng, d�d
someth�ng so �nsult�ng that Ivan Ivanov�tch, be�ng an extremely
del�cate man, only sp�t, and muttered, “What a nasty woman! even
worse than her master!”



F�nally, as a cl�max to all the �nsults, h�s hated ne�ghbour bu�lt a
goose-shed r�ght aga�nst h�s fence at the spot where they usually
cl�mbed over, as �f w�th the express �ntent�on of redoubl�ng the �nsult.
Th�s shed, so hateful to Ivan Ivanov�tch, was constructed w�th
d�abol�cal sw�ftness—�n one day.

Th�s aroused wrath and a des�re for revenge �n Ivan Ivanov�tch. He
showed no s�gns of b�tterness, �n sp�te of the fact that the shed
encroached on h�s land; but h�s heart beat so v�olently that �t was
extremely d�ff�cult for h�m to preserve h�s calm appearance.

He passed the day �n th�s manner. N�ght came—Oh, �f I were a
pa�nter, how magn�f�cently I would dep�ct the n�ght’s charms! I would
descr�be how all M�rgorod sleeps; how stead�ly the myr�ads of stars
gaze down upon �t; how the apparent qu�et �s f�lled far and near w�th
the bark�ng of dogs; how the love-s�ck sacr�stan steals past them,
and scales the fence w�th kn�ghtly fearlessness; how the wh�te walls
of the houses, bathed �n the moonl�ght, grow wh�ter st�ll, the
overhang�ng trees darker; how the shadows of the trees fall blacker,
the flowers and the s�lent grass become more fragrant, and the
cr�ckets, unharmon�ous caval�ers of the n�ght, str�ke up the�r rattl�ng
song �n fr�endly fash�on on all s�des. I would descr�be how, �n one of
the l�ttle, low-roofed, clay houses, the black-browed v�llage ma�d,
toss�ng on her lonely couch, dreams w�th heav�ng bosom of some
hussar’s spurs and moustache, and how the moonl�ght sm�les upon
her cheeks. I would descr�be how the black shadows of the bats fl�t
along the wh�te road before they al�ght upon the wh�te ch�mneys of
the cottages.

But �t would hardly be w�th�n my power to dep�ct Ivan Ivanov�tch as
he crept out that n�ght, saw �n hand; or the var�ous emot�ons wr�tten
on h�s countenance! Qu�etly, most qu�etly, he crawled along and
cl�mbed upon the goose-shed. Ivan N�k�forov�tch’s dogs knew
noth�ng, as yet, of the quarrel between them; and so they perm�tted
h�m, as an old fr�end, to enter the shed, wh�ch rested upon four
oaken posts. Creep�ng up to the nearest post he appl�ed h�s saw and
began to cut. The no�se produced by the saw caused h�m to glance
about h�m every moment, but the recollect�on of the �nsult restored



h�s courage. The f�rst post was sawed through. Ivan Ivanov�tch
began upon the next. H�s eyes burned and he saw noth�ng for terror.

All at once he uttered an exclamat�on and became petr�f�ed w�th
fear. A ghost appeared to h�m; but he speed�ly recovered h�mself on
perce�v�ng that �t was a goose, thrust�ng �ts neck out at h�m. Ivan
Ivanov�tch sp�t w�th vexat�on and proceeded w�th h�s work. The
second post was sawed through; the bu�ld�ng trembled. H�s heart
beat so v�olently when he began on the th�rd, that he had to stop
several t�mes. The post was more than half sawed through when the
fra�l bu�ld�ng qu�vered v�olently.

Ivan Ivanov�tch had barely t�me to spr�ng back when �t came down
w�th a crash. Se�z�ng h�s saw, he ran home �n the greatest terror and
flung h�mself upon h�s bed, w�thout hav�ng suff�c�ent courage to peep
from the w�ndow at the consequences of h�s terr�ble deed. It seemed
to h�m as though Ivan N�k�forov�tch’s ent�re household—the old
woman, Ivan N�k�forov�tch, the boy �n the endless coat, all w�th st�cks,
and led by Agafya Fedosyevna—were com�ng to tear down and
destroy h�s house.

Ivan Ivanov�tch passed the whole of the follow�ng day �n a perfect
fever. It seemed to h�m that h�s detested ne�ghbour would set f�re to
h�s house at least �n revenge for th�s; and so he gave orders to
Gapka to keep a constant lookout, everywhere, and see whether dry
straw were la�d aga�nst �t anywhere. F�nally, �n order to forestall Ivan
N�k�forov�tch, he determ�ned to enter a compla�nt aga�nst h�m before
the d�str�ct judge of M�rgorod. In what �t cons�sted can be learned
from the follow�ng chapter.



CHAPTER IV

WHAT TOOK PLACE BEFORE THE DISTRICT
JUDGE OF MIRGOROD

A wonderful town �s M�rgorod! How many bu�ld�ngs are there w�th
straw, rush, and even wooden roofs! On the r�ght �s a street, on the
left a street, and f�ne fences everywhere. Over them tw�ne hop-v�nes,
upon them hang pots; from beh�nd them the sunflowers show the�r
sun-l�ke heads, popp�es blush, fat pumpk�ns peep; all �s luxury �tself!
The fence �s �nvar�ably garn�shed w�th art�cles wh�ch render �t st�ll
more p�cturesque: woman’s w�despread undergarments of checked
woollen stuff, sh�rts, or trousers. There �s no such th�ng as theft or
rascal�ty �n M�rgorod, so everybody hangs upon h�s fence whatever
str�kes h�s fancy. If you go on to the square, you w�ll surely stop and
adm�re the v�ew: such a wonderful pool �s there! The f�nest you ever
saw. It occup�es nearly the whole of the square. A truly magn�f�cent
pool! The houses and cottages, wh�ch at a d�stance m�ght be
m�staken for hayr�cks, stand around �t, lost �n adm�rat�on of �ts
beauty.

But I agree w�th those who th�nk that there �s no better house than
that of the d�str�ct judge. Whether �t �s of oak or b�rch �s noth�ng to the
po�nt; but �t has, my dear s�rs, e�ght w�ndows! e�ght w�ndows �n a row,
look�ng d�rectly on the square and upon that watery expanse wh�ch I
have just ment�oned, and wh�ch the ch�ef of pol�ce calls a lake. It
alone �s pa�nted the colour of gran�te. All the other houses �n
M�rgorod are merely wh�tewashed. Its roof �s of wood, and would
have been even pa�nted red, had not the government clerks eaten
the o�l wh�ch had been prepared for that purpose, as �t happened
dur�ng a fast; and so the roof rema�ned unpa�nted. Towards the
square projects a porch, wh�ch the ch�ckens frequently v�s�t, because
that porch �s nearly always strewn w�th gra�n or someth�ng ed�ble, not
�ntent�onally, but through the carelessness of v�s�tors.



The house �s d�v�ded �nto two parts: one of wh�ch �s the court-
room; the other the ja�l. In the half wh�ch conta�ns the court-room are
two neat, wh�tewashed rooms, the front one for cl�ents, the other
hav�ng a table adorned w�th �nk-spots, and w�th a look�ng-glass upon
�t, and four oak cha�rs w�th tall backs; wh�lst along the wall stand �ron-
bound chests, �n wh�ch are preserved bundles of papers relat�ng to
d�str�ct law-su�ts. Upon one of the chests stood at that t�me a pa�r of
boots, pol�shed w�th wax.

The court had been open s�nce morn�ng. The judge, a rather stout
man, though th�nner than Ivan N�k�forov�tch, w�th a good-natured
face, a greasy dress�ng-gown, a p�pe, and a cup of tea, was
convers�ng w�th the clerk of the court.

The judge’s l�ps were d�rectly under h�s nose, so that he could
snuff h�s upper l�p as much as he l�ked. It served h�m �nstead of a
snuff-box, for the snuff �ntended for h�s nose almost always lodged
upon �t. So the judge was talk�ng w�th the ass�stant. A barefooted g�rl
stood hold�ng a tray w�th cups at once s�de of them. At the end of the
table, the secretary was read�ng the dec�s�on �n some case, but �n
such a mournful and monotonous vo�ce that the condemned man
h�mself would have fallen asleep wh�le l�sten�ng to �t. The judge, no
doubt, would have been the f�rst to do so had he not entered �nto an
engross�ng conversat�on wh�le �t was go�ng on.

“I expressly tr�ed to f�nd out,” sa�d the judge, s�pp�ng h�s already
cold tea from the cup, “how they manage to s�ng so well. I had a
splend�d thrush two years ago. Well, all of a sudden he was
completely done for, and began to s�ng, God knows what! He got
worse and worse and worse and worse as t�me went on; he began to
rattle and get hoarse—just good for noth�ng! And th�s �s how �t
happened: a l�ttle lump, not so b�g as a pea, had come under h�s
throat. It was only necessary to pr�ck that l�ttle swell�ng w�th a needle
—Zachar Prokof�ev�tch taught me that; and, �f you l�ke, I’ll just tell you
how �t was. I went to h�m—”

“Shall I read another, Demyan Demyanov�tch?” broke �n the
secretary, who had not been read�ng for several m�nutes.

“Have you f�n�shed already? Only th�nk how qu�ckly! And I d�d not
hear a word of �t! Where �s �t? G�ve �t me and I’ll s�gn �t. What else



have you there?”
“The case of Cossack Bok�tok for steal�ng a cow.”
“Very good; read �t!—Yes, so I went to h�m—I can even tell you �n

deta�l how he enterta�ned me. There was vodka, and dr�ed sturgeon,
excellent! Yes, not our sturgeon,” there the judge smacked h�s
tongue and sm�led, upon wh�ch h�s nose took a sn�ff at �ts usual
snuff-box, “such as our M�rgorod shops sell us. I ate no herr�ngs, for,
as you know, they g�ve me heart-burn; but I tasted the cav�are—very
f�ne cav�are, too! There’s no doubt �t, excellent! Then I drank some
peach-brandy, real gent�an. There was saffron-brandy also; but, as
you know, I never take that. You see, �t was all very good. In the f�rst
place, to whet your appet�te, as they say, and then to sat�sfy �t—Ah!
speak of an angel,” excla�med the judge, all at once, catch�ng s�ght
of Ivan Ivanov�tch as he entered.

“God be w�th us! I w�sh you a good-morn�ng,” sa�d Ivan Ivanov�tch,
bow�ng all round w�th h�s usual pol�teness. How well he understood
the art of fasc�nat�ng everybody �n h�s manner! I never beheld such
ref�nement. He knew h�s own worth qu�te well, and therefore looked
for un�versal respect as h�s due. The judge h�mself handed Ivan
Ivanov�tch a cha�r; and h�s nose �nhaled all the snuff rest�ng on h�s
upper l�p, wh�ch, w�th h�m, was always a s�gn of great pleasure.

“What w�ll you take, Ivan Ivanov�tch?” he �nqu�red: “w�ll you have a
cup of tea?”

“No, much obl�ged,” repl�ed Ivan Ivanov�tch, as he bowed and
seated h�mself.

“Do me the favour—one l�ttle cup,” repeated the judge.
“No, thank you; much obl�ged for your hosp�tal�ty,” repl�ed Ivan

Ivanov�tch, and rose, bowed, and sat down aga�n.
“Just one l�ttle cup,” repeated the judge.
“No, do not trouble yourself, Demyan Demyanov�tch.” Whereupon

Ivan Ivanov�tch aga�n rose, bowed, and sat down.
“A l�ttle cup!”
“Very well, then, just a l�ttle cup,” sa�d Ivan Ivanov�tch, and reached

out h�s hand to the tray. Heavens! What a he�ght of ref�nement there



was �n that man! It �s �mposs�ble to descr�be what a pleasant
�mpress�on such manners produce!

“W�ll you not have another cup?”
“I thank you s�ncerely,” answered Ivan Ivanov�tch, turn�ng h�s cup

ups�de down upon the tray and bow�ng.
“Do me the favour, Ivan Ivanov�tch.”
“I cannot; much obl�ged.” Thereupon Ivan Ivanov�tch bowed and

sat down.
“Ivan Ivanov�tch, for the sake of our fr�endsh�p, just one l�ttle cup!”
“No: I am extremely �ndebted for your hosp�tal�ty.” So say�ng, Ivan

Ivanov�tch bowed and seated h�mself.
“Only a cup, one l�ttle cup!”
Ivan Ivanov�tch put h�s hand out to the tray and took a cup. Oh, the

deuce! How can a man contr�ve to support h�s d�gn�ty!
“Demyan Demyanov�tch,” sa�d Ivan Ivanov�tch, swallow�ng the last

dra�n, “I have press�ng bus�ness w�th you; I want to enter a
compla�nt.”

Then Ivan Ivanov�tch set down h�s cup, and drew from h�s pocket a
sheet of stamped paper, wr�tten over. “A compla�nt aga�nst my
enemy, my declared enemy.”

“And who �s that?”
“Ivan N�k�forov�tch Dovgotchkun.”
At these words, the judge nearly fell off h�s cha�r. “What do you

say?” he excla�med, clasp�ng h�s hands; “Ivan Ivanov�tch, �s th�s
you?”

“You see yourself that �t �s I.”
“The Lord and all the sa�nts be w�th you! What! You! Ivan

Ivanov�tch! you have fallen out w�th Ivan N�k�forov�tch! Is �t your
mouth wh�ch says that? Repeat �t! Is not some one h�d beh�nd you
who �s speak�ng �nstead of you?”

“What �s there �ncred�ble about �t? I can’t endure the s�ght of h�m:
he has done me a deadly �njury—he has �nsulted my honour.”



“Holy Tr�n�ty! How am I to bel�eve my mother now? Why, every
day, when I quarrel w�th my s�ster, the old woman says, ‘Ch�ldren,
you l�ve together l�ke dogs. If you would only take pattern by Ivan
Ivanov�tch and Ivan N�k�forov�tch, they are fr�ends �ndeed! such
fr�ends! such worthy people!’ There you are w�th your fr�end! Tell me
what th�s �s about. How �s �t?”

“It �s a del�cate bus�ness, Demyan Demyanov�tch; �t �s �mposs�ble
to relate �t �n words: be pleased rather to read my pla�nt. Here, take �t
by th�s s�de; �t �s more conven�ent.”

“Read �t, Taras T�khonov�tch,” sa�d the judge, turn�ng to the
secretary.

Taras T�khonov�tch took the pla�nt; and blow�ng h�s nose, as all
d�str�ct judges’ secretar�es blow the�r noses, w�th the ass�stance of
two f�ngers, he began to read:—

“From the nobleman and landed propr�etor of the M�rgorod D�str�ct,
Ivan Pererepenko, son of Ivan, a pla�nt: concern�ng wh�ch the
follow�ng po�nts are to be noted:—

“1. Ivan Dovgotchkun, son of N�k�for, nobleman, known to all the
world for h�s godless acts, wh�ch �nsp�re d�sgust, and �n lawlessness
exceed all bounds, on the seventh day of July of th�s year 1810,
�nfl�cted upon me a deadly �nsult, touch�ng my personal honour, and
l�kew�se tend�ng to the hum�l�at�on and confus�on of my rank and
fam�ly. The sa�d nobleman, of repuls�ve aspect, has also a
pugnac�ous d�spos�t�on, and �s full to overflow�ng w�th blasphemy and
quarrelsome words.”

Here the reader paused for an �nstant to blow h�s nose aga�n; but
the judge folded h�s hands �n approbat�on and murmured to h�mself,
“What a ready pen! Lord! how th�s man does wr�te!”

Ivan Ivanov�tch requested that the read�ng m�ght proceed, and
Taras T�khonov�tch went on:—

“The sa�d Ivan Dovgotchkun, son of N�k�for, when I went to h�m
w�th a fr�endly propos�t�on, called me publ�cly by an ep�thet �nsult�ng
and �njur�ous to my honour, namely, a goose, whereas �t �s known to
the whole d�str�ct of M�rgorod, that I never was named after that
d�sgust�ng creature, and have no �ntent�on of ever be�ng named after



�t. The proof of my noble extract�on �s that, �n the bapt�smal reg�ster
to be found �n the Church of the Three B�shops, the day of my b�rth,
and l�kew�se the fact of my bapt�sm, are �nscr�bed. But a goose, as �s
well known to every one who has any knowledge of sc�ence, cannot
be �nscr�bed �n the bapt�smal reg�ster; for a goose �s not a man but a
fowl; wh�ch, l�kew�se, �s suff�c�ently well known even to persons who
have not been to college. But the sa�d ev�l-m�nded nobleman, be�ng
pr�vy to all these facts, affronted me w�th the aforesa�d foul word, for
no other purpose than to offer a deadly �nsult to my rank and stat�on.

“2. And the same �mpol�te and �ndecent nobleman, moreover,
attempted �njury to my property, �nher�ted by me from my father, a
member of the cler�cal profess�on, Ivan Pererepenko, son of On�s�eff,
of blessed memory, �nasmuch that he, contrary to all law, transported
d�rectly oppos�te my porch a goose-shed, wh�ch was done w�th no
other �ntent�on that to emphas�se the �nsult offered me; for the sa�d
shed had, up to that t�me, stood �n a very su�table s�tuat�on, and was
st�ll suff�c�ently strong. But the loathsome �ntent�on of the aforesa�d
nobleman cons�sted s�mply �n th�s: v�z., �n mak�ng me a w�tness of
unpleasant occurrences; for �t �s well known that no man goes �nto a
shed, much less �nto a goose-shed, for pol�te purposes. In the
execut�on of h�s lawless deed, the two front posts trespassed on my
land, rece�ved by me dur�ng the l�fet�me of my father, Ivan
Pererepenko, son of On�s�eff, of blessed memory, beg�nn�ng at the
granary, thence �n a stra�ght l�ne to the spot where the women wash
the pots.

“3. The above-descr�bed nobleman, whose very name and
surname �nsp�re thorough d�sgust, cher�shes �n h�s m�nd a mal�c�ous
des�gn to burn me �n my own house. Wh�ch the �nfall�ble s�gns,
here�nafter ment�oned, fully demonstrate; �n the f�rst place, the sa�d
w�cked nobleman has begun to emerge frequently from h�s
apartments, wh�ch he never d�d formerly on account of h�s laz�ness
and the d�sgust�ng corpulence of h�s body; �n the second place, �n h�s
servants’ apartments, adjo�n�ng the fence, surround�ng my own land,
rece�ved by me from my father of blessed memory, Ivan
Pererepenko, son of On�s�eff, a l�ght burns every day, and for a
remarkably long per�od of t�me, wh�ch �s also a clear proof of the fact.



For h�therto, ow�ng to h�s repuls�ve n�ggardl�ness, not only the tallow-
candle but also the grease-lamp has been ext�ngu�shed.

“And therefore I pray that the sa�d nobleman, Ivan Dovgotchkun,
son of N�k�for, be�ng pla�nly gu�lty of �ncend�ar�sm, of �nsult to my
rank, name, and fam�ly, and of �llegal appropr�at�on of my property,
and, worse than all else, of mal�c�ous and del�berate add�t�on to my
surname, of the n�ckname of goose, be condemned by the court, to
f�ne, sat�sfact�on, costs, and damages, and, be�ng cha�ned, be
removed to the town ja�l, and that judgment be rendered upon th�s,
my pla�nt, �mmed�ately and w�thout delay.

“Wr�tten and composed by Ivan Pererepenko, son of Ivan,
nobleman, and landed propr�etor of M�rgorod.”

After the read�ng of the pla�nt was concluded, the judge
approached Ivanov�tch, took h�m by the button, and began to talk to
h�m after th�s fash�on: “What are you do�ng, Ivan Ivanov�tch? Fear
God! throw away that pla�nt, let �t go! may Satan carry �t off! Better
take Ivan N�k�forov�tch by the hand and k�ss h�m, buy some
Santur�nsk� or N�kopolsk� l�quor, make a punch, and call me �n. We
w�ll dr�nk �t up together and forget all unpleasantness.”

“No, Demyan Demyanov�tch! �t’s not that sort of an affa�r,” sa�d
Ivan Ivanov�tch, w�th the d�gn�ty wh�ch always became h�m so well; “�t
�s not an affa�r wh�ch can be arranged by a fr�endly agreement.
Farewell! Good-day to you, too, gentlemen,” he cont�nued w�th the
same d�gn�ty, turn�ng to them all. “I hope that my pla�nt w�ll lead to
proper act�on be�ng taken;” and out he went, leav�ng all present �n a
state of stupefact�on.

The judge sat down w�thout utter�ng a word; the secretary took a
p�nch of snuff; the clerks upset some broken fragments of bottles
wh�ch served for �nkstands; and the judge h�mself, �n absence of
m�nd, spread out a puddle of �nk upon the table w�th h�s f�nger.

“What do you say to th�s, Dorofe� Trof�mov�tch?” sa�d the judge,
turn�ng to the ass�stant after a pause.

“I’ve noth�ng to say,” repl�ed the clerk.
“What th�ngs do happen!” cont�nued the judge. He had not f�n�shed

say�ng th�s before the door creaked and the front half of Ivan



N�k�forov�tch presented �tself �n the court-room; the rest of h�m
rema�n�ng �n the ante-room. The appearance of Ivan N�k�forov�tch,
and �n court too, seemed so extraord�nary that the judge screamed;
the secretary stopped read�ng; one clerk, �n h�s fr�eze �m�tat�on of a
dress-coat, took h�s pen �n h�s l�ps; and the other swallowed a fly.
Even the constable on duty and the watchman, a d�scharged sold�er
who up to that moment had stood by the door scratch�ng about h�s
d�rty tun�c, w�th chevrons on �ts arm, dropped h�s jaw and trod on
some one’s foot.

“What chance br�ngs you here? How �s your health, Ivan
N�k�forov�tch?”

But Ivan N�k�forov�tch was ne�ther dead nor al�ve; for he was stuck
fast �n the door, and could not take a step e�ther forwards or
backwards. In va�n d�d the judge shout �nto the ante-room that some
one there should push Ivan N�k�forov�tch forward �nto the court-room.
In the ante-room there was only one old woman w�th a pet�t�on, who,
�n sp�te of all the efforts of her bony hands, could accompl�sh
noth�ng. Then one of the clerks, w�th th�ck l�ps, a th�ck nose, eyes
wh�ch looked askance and �ntox�cated, broad shoulders, and ragged
elbows, approached the front half of Ivan N�k�forov�tch, crossed h�s
hands for h�m as though he had been a ch�ld, and w�nked at the old
sold�er, who braced h�s knee aga�nst Ivan N�k�forov�tch’s belly, so, �n
sp�te of the latter’s p�teous moans, he was squeezed out �nto the
ante-room. Then they pulled the bolts, and opened the other half of
the door. Meanwh�le the clerk and h�s ass�stant, breath�ng hard w�th
the�r fr�endly exert�ons, exhaled such a strong odour that the court-
room seemed temporar�ly turned �nto a dr�nk�ng-room.

“Are you hurt, Ivan N�k�forov�tch? I w�ll tell my mother to send you
a decoct�on of brandy, w�th wh�ch you need but to rub your back and
stomach and all your pa�ns w�ll d�sappear.”

But Ivan N�k�forov�tch dropped �nto a cha�r, and could utter no word
beyond prolonged oh’s. F�nally, �n a fa�nt and barely aud�ble vo�ce
from fat�gue, he excla�med, “Wouldn’t you l�ke some?” and draw�ng
h�s snuff-box from h�s pocket, added, “Help yourself, �f you please.”

“Very glad to see you,” repl�ed the judge; “but I cannot conce�ve
what made you put yourself to so much trouble, and favour us w�th



so unexpected an honour.”
“A pla�nt!” Ivan N�k�forov�tch managed to ejaculate.
“A pla�nt? What pla�nt?”
“A compla�nt...” here h�s asthma enta�led a prolonged pause—“Oh!

a compla�nt aga�nst that rascal—Ivan Ivanov�tch Pererepenko!”
“And you too! Such part�cular fr�ends! A compla�nt aga�nst such a

benevolent man?”
“He’s Satan h�mself!” ejaculated Ivan N�k�forov�tch abruptly.
The judge crossed h�mself.
“Take my pla�nt, and read �t.”
“There �s noth�ng to be done. Read �t, Taras T�khonov�tch,” sa�d the

judge, turn�ng to the secretary w�th an express�on of d�spleasure,
wh�ch caused h�s nose to sn�ff at h�s upper l�p, wh�ch generally
occurred only as a s�gn of great enjoyment. Th�s �ndependence on
the part of h�s nose caused the judge st�ll greater vexat�on. He pulled
out h�s handkerch�ef, and rubbed off all the snuff from h�s upper l�p �n
order to pun�sh �t for �ts dar�ng.

The secretary, hav�ng gone through the usual performance, wh�ch
he always �ndulged �n before he began to read, that �s to say,
blow�ng h�s nose w�thout the a�d of a pocket-handkerch�ef, began �n
h�s ord�nary vo�ce, �n the follow�ng manner:—

“Ivan Dovgotchkun, son of N�k�for, nobleman of the M�rgorod
D�str�ct, presents a pla�nt, and begs to call attent�on to the follow�ng
po�nts:—

“1. Through h�s hateful mal�ce and pla�nly man�fested �ll-w�ll, the
person call�ng h�mself a nobleman, Ivan Pererepenko, son of Ivan,
perpetrates aga�nst me every manner of �njury, damage, and l�ke
sp�teful deeds, wh�ch �nsp�re me w�th terror. Yesterday afternoon, l�ke
a br�gand and th�ef, w�th axes, saws, ch�sels, and var�ous locksm�th’s
tools, he came by n�ght �nto my yard and �nto my own goose-shed
located w�th�n �t, and w�th h�s own hand, and �n outrageous manner,
destroyed �t; for wh�ch very �llegal and burglar�ous deed on my s�de I
gave no manner of cause.



“2. The same nobleman Pererepenko has des�gns upon my l�fe;
and on the 7th of last month, cher�sh�ng th�s des�gn �n secret, he
came to me, and began, �n a fr�endly and �ns�d�ous manner, to ask of
me a gun wh�ch was �n my chamber, and offered me for �t, w�th the
m�serl�ness pecul�ar to h�m, many worthless objects, such as a
brown sow and two sacks of oats. D�v�n�ng at that t�me h�s cr�m�nal
�ntent�ons, I endeavoured �n every way to d�ssuade h�m from �t: but
the sa�d rascal and scoundrel, Ivan Pererepenko, son of Ivan,
abused me l�ke a muzh�k, and s�nce that t�me has cher�shed aga�nst
me an �rreconc�lable enm�ty. H�s s�ster was well known to every one
as a loose character, and went off w�th a reg�ment of chasseurs
wh�ch was stat�oned at M�rgorod f�ve years ago; but she �nscr�bed
her husband as a peasant. H�s father and mother too were not law-
ab�d�ng people, and both were �nconce�vable drunkards. The afore-
ment�oned nobleman and robber, Pererepenko, �n h�s beastly and
blameworthy act�ons, goes beyond all h�s fam�ly, and under the gu�se
of p�ety does the most �mmoral th�ngs. He does not observe the
fasts; for on the eve of St. Ph�l�p’s th�s athe�st bought a sheep, and
next day ordered h�s m�stress, Gapka, to k�ll �t, alleg�ng that he
needed tallow for lamps and candles at once.

“Therefore I pray that the sa�d nobleman, a man�fest robber,
church-th�ef, and rascal, conv�cted of plunder�ng and steal�ng, may
be put �n �rons, and conf�ned �n the ja�l or the government pr�son, and
there, under superv�s�on, depr�ved of h�s rank and nob�l�ty, well
flogged, and ban�shed to forced labour �n S�ber�a, and that he may
be commanded to pay damages and costs, and that judgment may
be rendered on th�s my pet�t�on.

“To th�s pla�nt, Ivan Dovgotchkun, son of N�k�for, noble of the
M�rgorod d�str�ct, has set h�s hand.”

As soon as the secretary had f�n�shed read�ng, Ivan N�k�forov�tch
se�zed h�s hat and bowed, w�th the �ntent�on of depart�ng.

“Where are you go�ng, Ivan N�k�forov�tch?” the judge called after
h�m. “S�t down a l�ttle wh�le. Have some tea. Or�shko, why are you
stand�ng there, you stup�d g�rl, w�nk�ng at the clerks? Go, br�ng tea.”

But Ivan N�k�forov�tch, �n terror at hav�ng got so far from home, and
at hav�ng undergone such a fearful quarant�ne, made haste to crawl



through the door, say�ng, “Don’t trouble yourself. It �s w�th pleasure
that I—” and closed �t after h�m, leav�ng all present stupef�ed.

There was noth�ng to be done. Both pla�nts were entered; and the
affa�r prom�sed to assume a suff�c�ently ser�ous aspect when an
unforeseen occurrence lent an added �nterest to �t. As the judge was
leav�ng the court �n company w�th the clerk and secretary, and the
employees were thrust�ng �nto sacks the fowls, eggs, loaves, p�es,
cracknels, and other odds and ends brought by the pla�nt�ffs—just at
that moment a brown sow rushed �nto the room and snatched, to the
amazement of the spectators, ne�ther a p�e nor a crust of bread but
Ivan N�k�forov�tch’s pla�nt, wh�ch lay at the end of the table w�th �ts
leaves hang�ng over. Hav�ng se�zed the document, m�stress sow ran
off so br�skly that not one of the clerks or off�c�als could catch her, �n
sp�te of the rulers and �nk-bottles they hurled after her.

Th�s extraord�nary occurrence produced a terr�ble muddle, for
there had not even been a copy taken of the pla�nt. The judge, that �s
to say, h�s secretary and the ass�stant debated for a long t�me upon
such an unheard-of affa�r. F�nally �t was dec�ded to wr�te a report of
the matter to the governor, as the �nvest�gat�on of the matter
perta�ned more to the department of the c�ty pol�ce. Report No. 389
was despatched to h�m that same day; and also upon that day there
came to l�ght a suff�c�ently cur�ous explanat�on, wh�ch the reader may
learn from the follow�ng chapter.





CHAPTER V
IN WHICH ARE DETAILED THE DELIBERATIONS OF TWO

IMPORTANT PERSONAGES OF MIRGOROD
As soon as Ivan Ivanov�tch had arranged h�s domest�c affa�rs and

stepped out upon the balcony, accord�ng to h�s custom, to l�e down,
he saw, to h�s �ndescr�bable amazement, someth�ng red at the gate.
Th�s was the red fac�ngs of the ch�ef of pol�ce’s coat, wh�ch were
pol�shed equally w�th h�s collar, and resembled varn�shed leather on
the edges.

Ivan Ivanov�tch thought to h�mself, “It’s not bad that Peter
Feodorov�tch has come to talk �t over w�th me.” But he was very
much surpr�sed to see that the ch�ef was walk�ng remarkably fast
and flour�sh�ng h�s hands, wh�ch was very rarely the case w�th h�m.
There were e�ght buttons on the ch�ef of pol�ce’s un�form: the n�nth,
torn off �n some manner dur�ng the process�on at the consecrat�on of
the church two years before, the pol�ce had not been able to f�nd up
to th�s t�me: although the ch�ef, on the occas�on of the da�ly reports
made to h�m by the sergeants, always asked, “Has that button been
found?” These e�ght buttons were strewn about h�m as women sow
beans—one to the r�ght and one to the left. H�s left foot had been
struck by a ball �n the last campa�gn, and so he l�mped and threw �t
out so far to one s�de as to almost counteract the efforts of the r�ght
foot. The more br�skly the ch�ef of pol�ce worked h�s walk�ng
apparatus the less progress he made �n advance. So wh�le he was
gett�ng to the balcony, Ivan Ivanov�tch had plenty of t�me to lose
h�mself �n surm�ses as to why the ch�ef was flour�sh�ng h�s hands so
v�gorously. Th�s �nterested h�m the more, as the matter seemed one
of unusual �mportance; for the ch�ef had on a new dagger.

“Good morn�ng, Peter Feodorov�tch!” cr�ed Ivan Ivanov�tch, who
was, as has already been stated, exceed�ngly cur�ous, and could not
restra�n h�s �mpat�ence as the ch�ef of pol�ce began to ascend to the



balcony, yet never ra�sed h�s eyes, and kept grumbl�ng at h�s foot,
wh�ch could not be persuaded to mount the step at the f�rst attempt.

“I w�sh my good fr�end and benefactor, Ivan Ivanov�tch, a good-
day,” repl�ed the ch�ef.

“Pray s�t down. I see that you are weary, as your lame foot h�nders
—”

“My foot!” screamed the ch�ef, bestow�ng upon Ivan Ivanov�tch a
glance such as a g�ant m�ght cast upon a p�gmy, a pedant upon a
danc�ng-master: and he stretched out h�s foot and stamped upon the
floor w�th �t. Th�s boldness cost h�m dear; for h�s whole body wavered
and h�s nose struck the ra�l�ng; but the brave preserver of order, w�th
the purpose of mak�ng l�ght of �t, r�ghted h�mself �mmed�ately, and
began to feel �n h�s pocket as �f to get h�s snuff-box. “I must report to
you, my dear fr�end and benefactor, Ivan Ivanov�tch, that never �n all
my days have I made such a march. Yes, ser�ously. For �nstance,
dur�ng the campa�gn of 1807—Ah! I w�ll tell to you how I crawled
through the enclosure to see a pretty l�ttle German.” Here the ch�ef
closed one eye and executed a d�abol�cally sly sm�le.

“Where have you been to-day?” asked Ivan Ivanov�tch, w�sh�ng to
cut the ch�ef short and br�ng h�m more speed�ly to the object of h�s
v�s�t. He would have very much l�ked to �nqu�re what the ch�ef meant
to tell h�m, but h�s extens�ve knowledge of the world showed h�m the
�mpropr�ety of such a quest�on; and so he had to keep h�mself well �n
hand and awa�t a solut�on, h�s heart, meanwh�le, beat�ng w�th
unusual force.

“Ah, excuse me! I was go�ng to tell you—where was I?” answered
the ch�ef of pol�ce. “In the f�rst place, I report that the weather �s f�ne
to-day.”

At these last words, Ivan Ivanov�tch nearly d�ed.
“But perm�t me,” went on the ch�ef. “I have come to you to-day

about a very �mportant affa�r.” Here the ch�ef’s face and bear�ng
assumed the same careworn aspect w�th wh�ch he had ascended to
the balcony.

Ivan Ivanov�tch breathed aga�n, and shook as �f �n a fever, om�tt�ng
not, as was h�s hab�t, to put a quest�on. “What �s the �mportant



matter? Is �t �mportant?”
“Pray judge for yourself; �n the f�rst place I venture to report to you,

dear fr�end and benefactor, Ivan Ivanov�tch, that you—I beg you to
observe that, for my own part, I should have noth�ng to say; but the
rules of government requ�re �t—that you have transgressed the rules
of propr�ety.”

“What do you mean, Peter Feodorov�tch? I don’t understand at
all.”

“Pardon me, Ivan Ivanov�tch! how can �t be that you do not
understand? Your own beast has destroyed an �mportant
government document; and you can st�ll say, after that, that you do
not understand!”

“What beast?”
“Your own brown sow, w�th your perm�ss�on, be �t sa�d.”
“How can I be respons�ble? Why d�d the door-keeper of the court

open the door?”
“But, Ivan Ivanov�tch, your own brown sow. You must be

respons�ble.”
“I am extremely obl�ged to you for compar�ng me to a sow.”
“But I d�d not say that, Ivan Ivanov�tch! By Heaven! I d�d not say

so! Pray judge from your own clear consc�ence. It �s known to you
w�thout doubt, that �n accordance w�th the v�ews of the government,
unclean an�mals are forb�dden to roam about the town, part�cularly �n
the pr�nc�pal streets. Adm�t, now, that �t �s proh�b�ted.”

“God knows what you are talk�ng about! A m�ghty �mportant
bus�ness that a sow got �nto the street!”

“Perm�t me to �nform you, Ivan Ivanov�tch, perm�t me, perm�t me,
that th�s �s utterly �nadv�sable. What �s to be done? The author�t�es
command, we must obey. I don’t deny that somet�mes ch�ckens and
geese run about the street, and even about the square, pray
observe, ch�ckens and geese; but only last year, I gave orders that
p�gs and goats were not to be adm�tted to the publ�c squares, wh�ch
regulat�ons I d�rected to be read aloud at the t�me before all the
people.”



“No, Peter Feodorov�tch, I see noth�ng here except that you are
do�ng your best to �nsult me.”

“But you cannot say that, my dearest fr�end and benefactor, that I
have tr�ed to �nsult you. Beth�nk yourself: I never sa�d a word to you
last year when you bu�lt a roof a whole foot h�gher than �s allowed by
law. On the contrary, I pretended not to have observed �t. Bel�eve
me, my dearest fr�end, even now, I would, so to speak—but my duty
—�n a word, my duty demands that I should have an eye to
cleanl�ness. Just judge for yourself, when suddenly �n the pr�nc�pal
street—”

“F�ne pr�nc�pal streets yours are! Every woman goes there and
throws down any rubb�sh she chooses.”

“Perm�t me to �nform you, Ivan Ivanov�tch, that �t �s you who are
�nsult�ng me. That does somet�mes happen, but, as a rule, only
bes�des fences, sheds, or storehouses; but that a f�lthy sow should
�ntrude herself �n the ma�n street, �n the square, now �s a matter—”

“What sort of a matter? Peter Feodorov�tch! surely a sow �s one of
God’s creatures!”

“Agreed. Everybody knows that you are a learned man, that you
are acqua�nted w�th sc�ences and var�ous other subjects. I never
stud�ed the sc�ences: I began to learn to wr�te �n my th�rteenth year.
Of course you know that I was a sold�er �n the ranks.”

“Hm!” sa�d Ivan Ivanov�tch.
“Yes,” cont�nued the ch�ef of pol�ce, “�n 1801 I was �n the Forty-

second Reg�ment of chasseurs, l�eutenant �n the fourth company.
The commander of our company was, �f I may be perm�tted to
ment�on �t, Capta�n Eremeeff.” Thereupon the ch�ef of pol�ce thrust
h�s f�ngers �nto the snuff-box wh�ch Ivan Ivanov�tch was hold�ng
open, and st�rred up the snuff.

Ivan Ivanov�tch answered, “Hm!”
“But my duty,” went on the ch�ef of pol�ce, “�s to obey the

commands of the author�t�es. Do you know, Ivan Ivanov�tch, that a
person who purlo�ns a government document �n the court-room
�ncurs cap�tal pun�shment equally w�th other cr�m�nals?”



“I know �t; and, �f you l�ke, I can g�ve you lessons. It �s so decreed
w�th regard to people, as �f you, for �nstance, were to steal a
document; but a sow �s an an�mal, one of God’s creatures.”

“Certa�nly; but the law reads, ‘Those gu�lty of theft’—I beg of you to
l�sten most attent�vely—‘Those gu�lty!’ Here �s �nd�cated ne�ther race
nor sex nor rank: of course an an�mal can be gu�lty. You may say
what you please; but the an�mal, unt�l the sentence �s pronounced by
the court, should be comm�tted to the charge of the pol�ce as a
transgressor of the law.”

“No, Peter Feodorov�tch,” retorted Ivan Ivanov�tch coolly, “that
shall not be.”

“As you l�ke: only I must carry out the orders of the author�t�es.”
“What are you threaten�ng me w�th? Probably you want to send

that one-armed sold�er after her. I shall order the woman who tends
the door to dr�ve h�m off w�th the poker: he’ll get h�s last arm broken.”

“I dare not d�spute w�th you. In case you w�ll not comm�t the sow to
the charge of the pol�ce, then do what you please w�th her: k�ll her for
Chr�stmas, �f you l�ke, and make hams of her, or eat her as she �s.
Only I should l�ke to ask you, �n case you make sausages, to send
me a couple, such as your Gapka makes so well, of blood and lard.
My Agrafena Trof�movna �s extremely fond of them.”

“I w�ll send you a couple of sausages �f you perm�t.”
“I shall be extremely obl�ged to you, dear fr�end and benefactor.

Now perm�t me to say one word more. I am comm�ss�oned by the
judge, as well as by all our acqua�ntances, so to speak, to effect a
reconc�l�at�on between you and your fr�end, Ivan N�k�forov�tch.”

“What! w�th that brute! I to be reconc�led to that clown! Never! It
shall not be, �t shall not be!” Ivan Ivanov�tch was �n a remarkably
determ�ned frame of m�nd.

“As you l�ke,” repl�ed the ch�ef of pol�ce, treat�ng both nostr�ls to
snuff. “I w�ll not venture to adv�se you; but perm�t me to ment�on—
here you l�ve at enm�ty, and �f you make peace...”

But Ivan Ivanov�tch began to talk about catch�ng qua�l, as he
usually d�d when he wanted to put an end to a conversat�on. So the



ch�ef of pol�ce was obl�ged to ret�re w�thout hav�ng ach�eved any
success whatever.



CHAPTER VI

FROM WHICH THE READER CAN EASILY
DISCOVER WHAT IS CONTAINED IN IT

In sp�te of all the judge’s efforts to keep the matter secret, all
M�rgorod knew by the next day that Ivan Ivanov�tch’s sow had stolen
Ivan N�k�forov�tch’s pet�t�on. The ch�ef of pol�ce h�mself, �n a moment
of forgetfulness, was the f�rst to betray h�mself. When Ivan
N�k�forov�tch was �nformed of �t he sa�d noth�ng: he merely �nqu�red,
“Was �t the brown one?”

But Agafya Fedosyevna, who was present, began aga�n to urge on
Ivan N�k�forov�tch. “What’s the matter w�th you, Ivan N�k�forov�tch?
People w�ll laugh at you as at a fool �f you let �t pass. How can you
rema�n a nobleman after that? You w�ll be worse than the old woman
who sells the honeycakes w�th hemp-seed o�l you are so fond of.”

And the m�sch�ef-maker persuaded h�m. She hunted up
somewhere a m�ddle-aged man w�th dark complex�on, spots all over
h�s face, and a dark-blue surtout patched on the elbows, a regular
off�c�al scr�bbler. He blacked h�s boots w�th tar, wore three pens
beh�nd h�s ear, and a glass v�al t�ed to h�s buttonhole w�th a str�ng
�nstead of an �nk-bottle: ate as many as n�ne p�es at once, and put
the tenth �n h�s pocket, and wrote so many slanders of all sorts on a
s�ngle sheet of stamped paper that no reader could get through all at
one t�me w�thout �nterspers�ng coughs and sneezes. Th�s man
laboured, to�led, and wrote, and f�nally concocted the follow�ng
document:—

“To the D�str�ct Judge of M�rgorod, from the noble, Ivan
Dovgotchkun, son of N�k�for.

“In pursuance of my pla�nt wh�ch was presented by me, Ivan
Dovgotchkun, son of N�k�for, aga�nst the nobleman, Ivan
Pererepenko, son of Ivan, to wh�ch the judge of the M�rgorod d�str�ct



court has exh�b�ted �nd�fference; and the shameless, h�gh-handed
deed of the brown sow be�ng kept secret, and com�ng to my ears
from outs�de part�es.

“And the sa�d neglect, pla�nly mal�c�ous, l�es �ncontestably at the
judge’s door; for the sow �s a stup�d an�mal, and therefore unf�tted for
the theft of papers. From wh�ch �t pla�nly appears that the sa�d
frequently ment�oned sow was not otherw�se than �nst�gated to the
same by the opponent, Ivan Pererepenko, son of Ivan, call�ng
h�mself a nobleman, and already conv�cted of theft, consp�racy
aga�nst l�fe, and desecrat�on of a church. But the sa�d M�rgorod
judge, w�th the part�sansh�p pecul�ar to h�m, gave h�s pr�vate consent
to th�s �nd�v�dual; for w�thout such consent the sa�d sow could by no
poss�ble means have been adm�tted to carry off the document; for
the judge of the d�str�ct court of M�rgorod �s well prov�ded w�th
servants: �t was only necessary to summon a sold�er, who �s always
on duty �n the recept�on-room, and who, although he has but one eye
and one somewhat damaged arm, has powers qu�te adequate to
dr�v�ng out a sow, and to beat�ng �t w�th a st�ck, from wh�ch �s cred�bly
ev�dent the cr�m�nal neglect of the sa�d M�rgorod judge and the
�ncontestable shar�ng of the Jew-l�ke spo�ls therefrom result�ng from
these mutual consp�rators. And the aforesa�d robber and nobleman,
Ivan Pererepenko, son of Ivan, hav�ng d�sgraced h�mself, f�n�shed h�s
turn�ng on h�s lathe. Wherefore, I, the noble Ivan Dovgotchkun, son
of N�k�for, declare to the sa�d d�str�ct judge �n proper form that �f the
sa�d brown sow, or the man Pererepenko, be not summoned to the
court, and judgment �n accordance w�th just�ce and my advantage
pronounced upon her, then I, Ivan Dovgotchkun, son of N�k�for, shall
present a pla�nt, w�th observance of all due formal�t�es, aga�nst the
sa�d d�str�ct judge for h�s �llegal part�sansh�p to the super�or courts.

“Ivan Dovgotchkun, son of N�k�for, noble of the M�rgorod D�str�ct.”
Th�s pet�t�on produced �ts effect. The judge was a man of t�m�d

d�spos�t�on, as all good people generally are. He betook h�mself to
the secretary. But the secretary em�tted from h�s l�ps a th�ck “Hm,”
and exh�b�ted on h�s countenance that �nd�fferent and d�abol�cally
equ�vocal express�on wh�ch Satan alone assumes when he sees h�s
v�ct�m hasten�ng to h�s feet. One resource rema�ned to h�m, to



reconc�le the two fr�ends. But how to set about �t, when all attempts
up to that t�me had been so unsuccessful? Nevertheless, �t was
dec�ded to make another effort; but Ivan Ivanov�tch declared outr�ght
that he would not hear of �t, and even flew �nto a v�olent pass�on;
wh�lst Ivan N�k�forov�tch, �n l�eu of an answer, turned h�s back and
would not utter a word.

Then the case went on w�th the unusual promptness upon wh�ch
courts usually pr�de themselves. Documents were dated, labelled,
numbered, sewed together, reg�stered all �n one day, and the matter
la�d on the shelf, where �t cont�nued to l�e, for one, two, or three
years. Many br�des were marr�ed; a new street was la�d out �n
M�rgorod; one of the judge’s double teeth fell out and two of h�s eye-
teeth; more ch�ldren than ever ran about Ivan Ivanov�tch’s yard; Ivan
N�k�forov�tch, as a reproof to Ivan Ivanov�tch, constructed a new
goose-shed, although a l�ttle farther back than the f�rst, and bu�lt
h�mself completely off from h�s ne�ghbour, so that these worthy
people hardly ever beheld each other’s faces; but st�ll the case lay �n
the cab�net, wh�ch had become marbled w�th �nk-pots.

In the meant�me a very �mportant event for all M�rgorod had taken
place. The ch�ef of pol�ce had g�ven a recept�on. Whence shall I
obta�n the brush and colours to dep�ct th�s var�ed gather�ng and
magn�f�cent feast? Take your watch, open �t, and look what �s go�ng
on �ns�de. A fearful confus�on, �s �t not? Now, �mag�ne almost the
same, �f not a greater, number of wheels stand�ng �n the ch�ef of
pol�ce’s courtyard. How many carr�ages and waggons were there!
One was w�de beh�nd and narrow �n front; another narrow beh�nd
and w�de �n front. One was a carr�age and a waggon comb�ned;
another ne�ther a carr�age nor a waggon. One resembled a huge
hayr�ck or a fat merchant’s w�fe; another a d�lap�dated Jew or a
skeleton not qu�te freed from the sk�n. One was a perfect p�pe w�th
long stem �n prof�le; another, resembl�ng noth�ng whatever,
suggested some strange, shapeless, fantast�c object. In the m�dst of
th�s chaos of wheels rose coaches w�th w�ndows l�ke those of a
room. The dr�vers, �n grey Cossack coats, gaberd�nes, and wh�te
hare-sk�n coats, sheepsk�n hats and caps of var�ous patterns, and
w�th p�pes �n the�r hands, drove the unharnessed horses through the
yard.



What a recept�on the ch�ef of pol�ce gave! Perm�t me to run
through the l�st of those who were there: Taras Tarasov�tch, Evpl
Ak�nfov�tch, Evt�kh�y Evt�kh�ev�tch, Ivan Ivanov�tch—not that Ivan
Ivanov�tch but another—Gabba Bavr�lonov�tch, our Ivan Ivanov�tch,
Elevfer�y Elevfer�ev�tch, Makar Nazarev�tch, Thoma Gr�gorov�tch—I
can say no more: my powers fa�l me, my hand stops wr�t�ng. And
how many lad�es were there! dark and fa�r, tall and short, some fat
l�ke Ivan N�k�forov�tch, and some so th�n that �t seemed as though
each one m�ght h�de herself �n the scabbard of the ch�ef’s sword.
What head-dresses! what costumes! red, yellow, coffee-colour,
green, blue, new, turned, re-made dresses, r�bbons, ret�cules.
Farewell, poor eyes! you w�ll never be good for anyth�ng any more
after such a spectacle. And how long the table was drawn out! and
how all talked! and what a no�se they made! What �s a m�ll w�th �ts
dr�v�ng-wheel, stones, beams, hammers, wheels, �n compar�son w�th
th�s? I cannot tell you exactly what they talked about, but presumably
of many agreeable and useful th�ngs, such as the weather, dogs,
wheat, caps, and d�ce. At length Ivan Ivanov�tch—not our Ivan
Ivanov�tch, but the other, who had but one eye—sa�d, “It str�kes me
as strange that my r�ght eye,” th�s one-eyed Ivan Ivanov�tch always
spoke sarcast�cally about h�mself, “does not see Ivan N�k�forov�tch,
Gospod�n Dovgotchkun.”

“He would not come,” sa�d the ch�ef of pol�ce.
“Why not?”
“It’s two years now, glory to God! s�nce they quarrelled; that �s,

Ivan Ivanov�tch and Ivan N�k�forov�tch; and where one goes, the
other w�ll not go.”

“You don’t say so!” Thereupon one-eyed Ivan Ivanov�tch ra�sed h�s
eye and clasped h�s hands. “Well, �f people w�th good eyes cannot
l�ve �n peace, how am I to l�ve am�cably, w�th my bad one?”

At these words they all laughed at the tops of the�r vo�ces. Every
one l�ked one-eyed Ivan Ivanov�tch, because he cracked jokes �n that
style. A tall, th�n man �n a fr�eze coat, w�th a plaster on h�s nose, who
up to th�s t�me had sat �n the corner, and never once altered the
express�on of h�s face, even when a fly l�ghted on h�s nose, rose
from h�s seat, and approached nearer to the crowd wh�ch



surrounded one-eyed Ivan Ivanov�tch. “L�sten,” sa�d Ivan Ivanov�tch,
when he perce�ved that qu�te a throng had collected about h�m;
“suppose we make peace between our fr�ends. Ivan Ivanov�tch �s
talk�ng w�th the women and g�rls; let us send qu�etly for Ivan
N�k�forov�tch and br�ng them together.”

Ivan Ivanov�tch’s proposal was unan�mously agreed to; and �t was
dec�ded to send at once to Ivan N�k�forov�tch’s house, and beg h�m,
at any rate, to come to the ch�ef of pol�ce’s for d�nner. But the d�ff�cult
quest�on as to who was to be �ntrusted w�th th�s we�ghty comm�ss�on
rendered all thoughtful. They debated long as to who was the most
expert �n d�plomat�c matters. At length �t was unan�mously agreed to
depute Anton Prokof�ev�tch to do th�s bus�ness.

But �t �s necessary, f�rst of all, to make the reader somewhat
acqua�nted w�th th�s noteworthy person. Anton Prokof�ev�tch was a
truly good man, �n the fullest mean�ng of the term. If any one �n
M�rgorod gave h�m a neckerch�ef or underclothes, he returned
thanks; �f any one gave h�m a f�ll�p on the nose, he returned thanks
too. If he was asked, “Why, Anton Prokof�ev�tch, do you wear a l�ght
brown coat w�th blue sleeves?” he generally repl�ed, “Ah, you haven’t
one l�ke �t! Wa�t a b�t, �t w�ll soon fade and w�ll be al�ke all over.” And,
�n po�nt of fact, the blue cloth, from the effects of the sun, began to
turn c�nnamon colour, and became of the same t�nt as the rest of the
coat. But the strange part of �t was that Anton Prokof�ev�tch had a
hab�t of wear�ng woollen cloth�ng �n summer and nankeen �n w�nter.

Anton Prokof�ev�tch had no house of h�s own. He used to have one
on the outsk�rts of the town; but he sold �t, and w�th the purchase-
money bought a team of brown horses and a l�ttle carr�age �n wh�ch
he drove about to stay w�th the squ�res. But as the horses were a
deal of trouble and money was requ�red for oats, Anton Prokof�ev�tch
bartered them for a v�ol�n and a housema�d, w�th twenty-f�ve paper
rubles to boot. Afterwards Anton Prokof�ev�tch sold the v�ol�n, and
exchanged the g�rl for a morocco and gold tobacco-pouch; now he
has such a tobacco-pouch as no one else has. As a result of th�s
luxury, he can no longer go about among the country houses, but
has to rema�n �n the town and pass the n�ght at d�fferent houses,
espec�ally of those gentlemen who take pleasure �n tapp�ng h�m on



the nose. Anton Prokof�ev�tch �s very fond of good eat�ng, and plays
a good game at cards. Obey�ng orders always was h�s forte; so,
tak�ng h�s hat and cane, he set out at once on h�s errand.

But, as he walked along, he began to ponder �n what manner he
should contr�ve to �nduce Ivan N�k�forov�tch to come to the assembly.
The unbend�ng character of the latter, who was otherw�se a worthy
man, rendered the undertak�ng almost hopeless. How, �ndeed, was
he to persuade h�m to come, when even r�s�ng from h�s bed cost h�m
so great an effort? But suppos�ng that he d�d r�se, how could he get
h�m to come, where, as he doubtless knew, h�s �rreconc�lable enemy
already was? The more Anton Prokof�ev�tch reflected, the more
d�ff�cult�es he perce�ved. The day was sultry, the sun beat down, the
persp�rat�on poured from h�m �n streams. Anton Prokof�ev�tch was a
tolerably sharp man �n many respects though they d�d tap h�m on the
nose. In barter�ng, however, he was not fortunate. He knew very well
when to play the fool, and somet�mes contr�ved to turn th�ngs to h�s
own prof�t am�d c�rcumstances and surround�ngs from wh�ch a w�se
man could rarely escape w�thout loss.

H�s �ngen�ous m�nd had contr�ved a means of persuad�ng Ivan
N�k�forov�tch; and he was proceed�ng bravely to face everyth�ng
when an unexpected occurrence somewhat d�sturbed h�s
equan�m�ty. There �s no harm, at th�s po�nt, �n adm�tt�ng to the reader
that, among other th�ngs, Anton Prokof�ev�tch was the owner of a
pa�r of trousers of such s�ngular propert�es that whenever he put
them on the dogs always b�t h�s calves. Unfortunately, he had
donned th�s part�cular pa�r of trousers; and he had hardly g�ven
h�mself up to med�tat�on before a fearful bark�ng on all s�des saluted
h�s ears. Anton Prokof�ev�tch ra�sed such a yell, no one could scream
louder than he, that not only d�d the well-known woman and the
occupant of the endless coat rush out to meet h�m, but even the
small boys from Ivan Ivanov�tch’s yard. But although the dogs
succeeded �n tast�ng only one of h�s calves, th�s sens�b�l�ty
d�m�n�shed h�s courage, and he entered the porch w�th a certa�n
amount of t�m�d�ty.





CHAPTER VII

HOW A RECONCILIATION WAS SOUGHT TO BE
EFFECTED AND A LAW SUIT ENSUED

“Ah! how do you do? Why do you �rr�tate the dogs?” sa�d Ivan
N�k�forov�tch, on perce�v�ng Anton Prokof�ev�tch; for no one spoke
otherw�se than jest�ngly w�th Anton Prokof�ev�tch.

“Hang them! who’s been �rr�tat�ng them?” retorted Anton
Prokof�ev�tch.

“You have!”
“By Heavens, no! You are �nv�ted to d�nner by Peter Feodorov�tch.”
“Hm!”
“He �nv�ted you �n a more press�ng manner than I can tell you.

‘Why,’ says he, ‘does Ivan N�k�forov�tch shun me l�ke an enemy? He
never comes round to have a chat, or make a call.’”

Ivan N�k�forov�tch stroked h�s beard.
“‘If,’ says he, ‘Ivan N�k�forov�tch does not come now, I shall not

know what to th�nk: surely, he must have some des�gn aga�nst me.
Pray, Anton Prokof�ev�tch, persuade Ivan N�k�forov�tch!’ Come, Ivan
N�k�forov�tch, let us go! a very cho�ce company �s already met there.”

Ivan N�k�forov�tch began to look at a cock, wh�ch was perched on
the roof, crow�ng w�th all �ts m�ght.

“If you only knew, Ivan N�k�forov�tch,” pursued the zealous
ambassador, “what fresh sturgeon and cav�are Peter Feodorov�tch
has had sent to h�m!” Whereupon Ivan N�k�forov�tch turned h�s head
and began to l�sten attent�vely. Th�s encouraged the messenger.
“Come qu�ckly: Thoma Gr�gorov�tch �s there too. Why don’t you
come?” he added, see�ng that Ivan N�k�forov�tch st�ll lay �n the same
pos�t�on. “Shall we go, or not?”

“I won’t!”



Th�s “I won’t” startled Anton Prokof�ev�tch. He had fanc�ed that h�s
allur�ng representat�ons had qu�te moved th�s very worthy man; but
�nstead, he heard that dec�s�ve “I won’t.”

“Why won’t you?” he asked, w�th a vexat�on wh�ch he very rarely
exh�b�ted, even when they put burn�ng paper on h�s head, a tr�ck
wh�ch the judge and the ch�ef of pol�ce were part�cularly fond of
�ndulg�ng �n.

Ivan N�k�forov�tch took a p�nch of snuff.
“Just as you l�ke, Ivan N�k�forov�tch. I do not know what deta�ns

you.”
“Why don’t I go?” sa�d Ivan N�k�forov�tch at length: “because that

br�gand w�ll be there!” Th�s was h�s ord�nary way of allud�ng to Ivan
Ivanov�tch. “Just God! and �s �t long?”

“He w�ll not be there, he w�ll not be there! May the l�ghtn�ng k�ll me
on the spot!” returned Anton Prokof�ev�tch, who was ready to perjure
h�mself ten t�mes �n an hour. “Come along, Ivan N�k�forov�tch!”

“You l�e, Anton Prokof�ev�tch! he �s there!”
“By Heaven, by Heaven, he’s not! May I never st�r from th�s place

�f he’s there! Now, just th�nk for yourself, what object have I �n ly�ng?
May my hands and feet w�ther!—What, don’t you bel�eve me now?
May I per�sh r�ght here �n your presence! Don’t you bel�eve me yet?”

Ivan N�k�forov�tch was ent�rely reassured by these asseverat�ons,
and ordered h�s valet, �n the boundless coat, to fetch h�s trousers
and nankeen spencer.

To descr�be how Ivan N�k�forov�tch put on h�s trousers, how they
wound h�s neckerch�ef about h�s neck, and f�nally dragged on h�s
spencer, wh�ch burst under the left sleeve, would be qu�te
superfluous. Suff�ce �t to say, that dur�ng the whole of the t�me he
preserved a becom�ng calmness of demeanour, and answered not a
word to Anton Prokof�ev�tch’s propos�t�on to exchange someth�ng for
h�s Turk�sh tobacco-pouch.

Meanwh�le, the assembly awa�ted w�th �mpat�ence the dec�s�ve
moment when Ivan N�k�forov�tch should make h�s appearance and at
length comply w�th the general des�re that these worthy people
should be reconc�led to each other. Many were almost conv�nced



that Ivan N�k�forov�tch would not come. Even the ch�ef of pol�ce
offered to bet w�th one-eyed Ivan Ivanov�tch that he would not come;
and only des�sted when one-eyed Ivan Ivanov�tch demanded that he
should wager h�s lame foot aga�nst h�s own bad eye, at wh�ch the
ch�ef of pol�ce was greatly offended, and the company enjoyed a
qu�et laugh. No one had yet sat down to the table, although �t was
long past two o’clock, an hour before wh�ch �n M�rgorod, even on
ceremon�al occas�ons, every one had already d�ned.

No sooner d�d Anton Prokof�ev�tch show h�mself �n the doorway,
then he was �nstantly surrounded. Anton Prokof�ev�tch, �n answer to
all �nqu�r�es, shouted the all-dec�s�ve words, “He w�ll not come!” No
sooner had he uttered them than a ha�lstorm of reproaches,
scold�ngs, and, poss�bly, even f�ll�ps were about to descend upon h�s
head for the �ll success of h�s m�ss�on, when all at once the door
opened, and—Ivan N�k�forov�tch entered.

If Satan h�mself or a corpse had appeared, �t would not have
caused such consternat�on amongst the company as Ivan
N�k�forov�tch’s unexpected arr�val created. But Anton Prokof�ev�tch
only went off �nto a f�t of laughter, and held h�s s�des w�th del�ght at
hav�ng played such a joke upon the company.

At all events, �t was almost past the bel�ef of all that Ivan
N�k�forov�tch could, �n so br�ef a space of t�me, have att�red h�mself
l�ke a respectable gentleman. Ivan Ivanov�tch was not there at the
moment: he had stepped out somewhere. Recover�ng from the�r
amazement, the guests expressed an �nterest �n Ivan N�k�forov�tch’s
health, and the�r pleasure at h�s �ncrease �n breadth. Ivan
N�k�forov�tch k�ssed every one, and sa�d, “Very much obl�ged!”

Meant�me, the fragrance of the beet-soup was wafted through the
apartment, and t�ckled the nostr�ls of the hungry guests very
agreeably. All rushed headlong to table. The l�ne of lad�es,
loquac�ous and s�lent, th�n and stout, swept on, and the long table
soon gl�ttered w�th all the hues of the ra�nbow. I w�ll not descr�be the
courses: I w�ll make no ment�on of the curd dumpl�ngs w�th sour
cream, nor of the d�sh of p�g’s fry that was served w�th the soup, nor
of the turkey w�th plums and ra�s�ns, nor of the d�sh wh�ch greatly
resembled �n appearance a boot soaked �n kvas, nor of the sauce,



wh�ch �s the swan’s song of the old-fash�oned cook, nor of that other
d�sh wh�ch was brought �n all enveloped �n the flames of sp�r�t, and
amused as well as fr�ghtened the lad�es extremely. I w�ll say noth�ng
of these d�shes, because I l�ke to eat them better than to spend
many words �n d�scuss�ng them.

Ivan Ivanov�tch was exceed�ngly pleased w�th the f�sh dressed w�th
horse-rad�sh. He devoted h�mself espec�ally to th�s useful and
nour�sh�ng preparat�on. P�ck�ng out all the f�ne bones from the f�sh,
he la�d them on h�s plate; and happen�ng to glance across the table
—Heavenly Creator; but th�s was strange! Oppos�te h�m sat Ivan
N�k�forov�tch.

At the very same �nstant Ivan N�k�forov�tch glanced up also—No, I
can do no more—G�ve me a fresh pen w�th a f�ne po�nt for th�s
p�cture! m�ne �s flabby. The�r faces seemed to turn to stone wh�lst st�ll
reta�n�ng the�r def�ant express�on. Each beheld a long fam�l�ar face,
to wh�ch �t should have seemed the most natural of th�ngs to step up,
�nvoluntar�ly, as to an unexpected fr�end, and offer a snuff-box, w�th
the words, “Do me the favour,” or “Dare I beg you to do me the
favour?” Instead of th�s, that face was terr�ble as a forerunner of ev�l.
The persp�rat�on poured �n streams from Ivan Ivanov�tch and Ivan
N�k�forov�tch.

All the guests at the table grew dumb w�th attent�on, and never
once took the�r eyes off the former fr�ends. The lad�es, who had been
busy up to that t�me on a suff�c�ently �nterest�ng d�scuss�on as to the
preparat�on of capons, suddenly cut the�r conversat�on short. All was
s�lence. It was a p�cture worthy of the brush of a great art�st.

At length Ivan Ivanov�tch pulled out h�s handkerch�ef and began to
blow h�s nose; wh�lst Ivan N�k�forov�tch glanced about and h�s eye
rested on the open door. The ch�ef of pol�ce at once perce�ved th�s
movement, and ordered the door to be fastened. Then both of the
fr�ends began to eat, and never once glanced at each other aga�n.

As soon as d�nner was over, the two former fr�ends both rose from
the�r seats, and began to look for the�r hats, w�th a v�ew to departure.
Then the ch�ef beckoned; and Ivan Ivanov�tch—not our Ivan
Ivanov�tch, but the other w�th the one eye—got beh�nd Ivan
N�k�forov�tch, and the ch�ef stepped beh�nd Ivan Ivanov�tch, and the



two began to drag them backwards, �n order to br�ng them together,
and not release them t�ll they had shaken hands w�th each other.
Ivan Ivanov�tch, the one-eyed, pushed Ivan N�k�forov�tch, w�th
tolerable success, towards the spot where stood Ivan Ivanov�tch. But
the ch�ef of pol�ce d�rected h�s course too much to one s�de, because
he could not steer h�mself w�th h�s refractory leg, wh�ch obeyed no
orders whatever on th�s occas�on, and, as �f w�th mal�ce and
aforethought, swung �tself uncommonly far, and �n qu�te the contrary
d�rect�on, poss�bly from the fact that there had been an unusual
amount of fru�t w�ne after d�nner, so that Ivan Ivanov�tch fell over a
lady �n a red gown, who had thrust herself �nto the very m�dst, out of
cur�os�ty.

Such an omen forboded no good. Nevertheless, the judge, �n
order to set th�ngs to r�ghts, took the ch�ef of pol�ce’s place, and,
sweep�ng all the snuff from h�s upper l�p w�th h�s nose, pushed Ivan
Ivanov�tch �n the oppos�te d�rect�on. In M�rgorod th�s �s the usual
manner of effect�ng a reconc�l�at�on: �t somewhat resembles a game
of ball. As soon as the judge pushed Ivan Ivanov�tch, Ivan Ivanov�tch
w�th the one eye exerted all h�s strength, and pushed Ivan
N�k�forov�tch, from whom the persp�rat�on streamed l�ke ra�n-water
from a roof. In sp�te of the fact that the fr�ends res�sted to the best of
the�r ab�l�ty, they were nevertheless brought together, for the two
ch�ef movers rece�ved re�nforcements from the ranks of the�r guests.

Then they were closely surrounded on all s�des, not to be released
unt�l they had dec�ded to g�ve one another the�r hands. “God be w�th
you, Ivan N�k�forov�tch and Ivan Ivanov�tch! declare upon your
honour now, that what you quarrelled about were mere tr�fles, were
they not? Are you not ashamed of yourselves before people and
before God?”

“I do not know,” sa�d Ivan N�k�forov�tch, pant�ng w�th fat�gue,
though �t �s to be observed that he was not at all d�s�ncl�ned to a
reconc�l�at�on, “I do not know what I d�d to Ivan Ivanov�tch; but why
d�d he destroy my coop and plot aga�nst my l�fe?”

“I am �nnocent of any ev�l des�gns!” sa�d Ivan Ivanov�tch, never
look�ng at Ivan N�k�forov�tch. “I swear before God and before you,



honourable noblemen, I d�d noth�ng to my enemy! Why does he
calumn�ate me and �nsult my rank and fam�ly?”

“How have I �nsulted you, Ivan Ivanov�tch?” sa�d Ivan N�k�forov�tch.
One moment more of explanat�on, and the long enm�ty would have
been ext�ngu�shed. Ivan N�k�forov�tch was already feel�ng �n h�s
pocket for h�s snuff-box, and was about to say, “Do me the favour.”

“Is �t not an �nsult,” answered Ivan Ivanov�tch, w�thout ra�s�ng h�s
eyes, “when you, my dear s�r, �nsulted my honour and my fam�ly w�th
a word wh�ch �t �s �mproper to repeat here?”

“Perm�t me to observe, �n a fr�endly manner, Ivan Ivanov�tch,” here
Ivan N�k�forov�tch touched Ivan Ivanov�tch’s button w�th h�s f�nger,
wh�ch clearly �nd�cated the d�spos�t�on of h�s m�nd, “that you took
offence, the deuce only knows at what, because I called you a
‘goose’—”

It occurred to Ivan N�k�forov�tch that he had made a m�stake �n
utter�ng that word; but �t was too late: the word was sa�d. Everyth�ng
went to the w�nds. It, on the utterance of th�s word w�thout w�tnesses,
Ivan Ivanov�tch lost control of h�mself and flew �nto such a pass�on as
God preserve us from behold�ng any man �n, what was to be
expected now? I put �t to you, dear readers, what was to be expected
now, when the fatal word was uttered �n an assemblage of persons
among whom were lad�es, �n whose presence Ivan Ivanov�tch l�ked
to be part�cularly pol�te? If Ivan N�k�forov�tch had set to work �n any
other manner, �f he had only sa�d b�rd and not goose, �t m�ght st�ll
have been arranged, but all was at an end.

He gave one look at Ivan N�k�forov�tch, but such a look! If that look
had possessed act�ve power, then �t would have turned Ivan
N�k�forov�tch �nto dust. The guests understood the look and hastened
to separate them. And th�s man, the very model of gentleness, who
never let a s�ngle poor woman go by w�thout �nterrogat�ng her,
rushed out �n a fearful rage. Such v�olent storms do pass�ons
produce!

For a whole month noth�ng was heard of Ivan Ivanov�tch. He shut
h�mself up at home. H�s ancestral chest was opened, and from �t
were taken s�lver rubles, h�s grandfather’s old s�lver rubles! And
these rubles passed �nto the �nk-sta�ned hands of legal adv�sers. The



case was sent up to the h�gher court; and when Ivan Ivanov�tch
rece�ved the joyful news that �t would be dec�ded on the morrow,
then only d�d he look out upon the world and resolve to emerge from
h�s house. Alas! from that t�me forth the counc�l gave not�ce day by
day that the case would be f�n�shed on the morrow, for the space of
ten years.

F�ve years ago, I passed through the town of M�rgorod. I came at a
bad t�me. It was autumn, w�th �ts damp, melancholy weather, mud
and m�sts. An unnatural verdure, the result of �ncessant ra�ns,
covered w�th a watery network the f�elds and meadows, to wh�ch �t �s
as well su�ted as youthful pranks to an old man, or roses to an old
woman. The weather made a deep �mpress�on on me at the t�me:
when �t was dull, I was dull; but �n sp�te of th�s, when I came to pass
through M�rgorod, my heart beat v�olently. God, what rem�n�scences!
I had not seen M�rgorod for twenty years. Here had l�ved, �n touch�ng
fr�endsh�p, two �nseparable fr�ends. And how many prom�nent people
had d�ed! Judge Demyan Demyanov�tch was already gone: Ivan
Ivanov�tch, w�th the one eye, had long ceased to l�ve.

I entered the ma�n street. All about stood poles w�th bundles of
straw on top: some alterat�ons were �n progress. Several dwell�ngs
had been removed. The remnants of board and wattled fences
projected sadly here and there. It was a fest�val day. I ordered my
basket cha�se to stop �n front of the church, and entered softly that
no one m�ght turn round. To tell the truth, there was no need of th�s:
the church was almost empty; there were very few people; �t was
ev�dent that even the most p�ous feared the mud. The candles
seemed strangely unpleasant �n that gloomy, or rather s�ckly, l�ght.
The d�m vest�bule was melancholy; the long w�ndows, w�th the�r
c�rcular panes, were bedewed w�th tears of ra�n. I ret�red �nto the
vest�bule, and address�ng a respectable old man, w�th grey�sh ha�r,
sa�d, “May I �nqu�re �f Ivan N�k�forov�tch �s st�ll l�v�ng?”

At that moment the lamp before the holy p�cture burned up more
br�ghtly and the l�ght fell d�rectly upon the face of my compan�on.
What was my surpr�se, on look�ng more closely, to behold features
w�th wh�ch I was acqua�nted! It was Ivan N�k�forov�tch h�mself! But
how he had changed!



“Are you well, Ivan N�k�forov�tch? How old you have grown!”
“Yes, I have grown old. I have just come from Poltava to-day,”

answered Ivan N�k�forov�tch.
“You don’t say so! you have been to Poltava �n such bad

weather?”
“What was to be done? that lawsu�t—”
At th�s I s�ghed �nvoluntar�ly.
Ivan N�k�forov�tch observed my s�gh, and sa�d, “Do not be troubled:

I have rel�able �nformat�on that the case w�ll be dec�ded next week,
and �n my favour.”

I shrugged my shoulders, and went to seek news of Ivan
Ivanov�tch.

“Ivan Ivanov�tch �s here,” some one sa�d to me, “�n the cho�r.”
I saw a gaunt form. Was that Ivan Ivanov�tch? H�s face was

covered w�th wr�nkles, h�s ha�r was perfectly wh�te; but the pel�sse
was the same as ever. After the f�rst greet�ngs were over, Ivan
Ivanov�tch, turn�ng to me w�th a joyful sm�le wh�ch always became
h�s funnel-shaped face, sa�d, “Have you been told the good news?”

“What news?” I �nqu�red.
“My case �s to be dec�ded to-morrow w�thout fa�l: the court has

announced �t dec�s�vely.”
I s�ghed more deeply than before, made haste to take my leave,

for I was bound on very �mportant bus�ness, and seated myself �n my
k�b�tka.

The lean nags known �n M�rgorod as post-horses started,
produc�ng w�th the�r hoofs, wh�ch were bur�ed �n a grey mass of mud,
a sound very d�spleas�ng to the ear. The ra�n poured �n torrents upon
the Jew seated on the box, covered w�th a rug. The dampness
penetrated through and through me. The gloomy barr�er w�th a
sentry-box, �n wh�ch an old sold�er was repa�r�ng h�s weapons, was
passed slowly. Aga�n the same f�elds, �n some places black where
they had been dug up, �n others of a green�sh hue; wet daws and
crows; monotonous ra�n; a tearful sky, w�thout one gleam of l�ght!... It
�s gloomy �n th�s world, gentlemen!





THE MYSTERIOUS PORTRAIT



PART I
Nowhere d�d so many people pause as before the l�ttle p�cture-

shop �n the Shtchuk�nu� Dvor. Th�s l�ttle shop conta�ned, �ndeed, the
most var�ed collect�on of cur�os�t�es. The p�ctures were ch�efly o�l-
pa�nt�ngs covered w�th dark varn�sh, �n frames of d�ngy yellow. W�nter
scenes w�th wh�te trees; very red sunsets, l�ke rag�ng conflagrat�ons,
a Flem�sh boor, more l�ke a turkey-cock �n cuffs than a human be�ng,
were the preva�l�ng subjects. To these must be added a few
engrav�ngs, such as a portra�t of Khozreff-M�rza �n a sheepsk�n cap,
and some generals w�th three-cornered hats and hooked noses.
Moreover, the doors of such shops are usually festooned w�th
bundles of those publ�cat�ons, pr�nted on large sheets of bark, and
then coloured by hand, wh�ch bear w�tness to the nat�ve talent of the
Russ�an.

On one was the Tzarevna M�l�ktr�sa K�rb�t�evna; on another the c�ty
of Jerusalem. There are usually but few purchasers of these
product�ons, but gazers are many. Some truant lackey probably
yawns �n front of them, hold�ng �n h�s hand the d�shes conta�n�ng
d�nner from the cook-shop for h�s master, who w�ll not get h�s soup
very hot. Before them, too, w�ll most l�kely be stand�ng a sold�er
wrapped �n h�s cloak, a dealer from the old-clothes mart, w�th a
couple of penkn�ves for sale, and a huckstress, w�th a basketful of
shoes. Each expresses adm�rat�on �n h�s own way. The muzh�ks
generally touch them w�th the�r f�ngers; the dealers gaze ser�ously at
them; serv�ng boys and apprent�ces laugh, and tease each other w�th
the coloured car�catures; old lackeys �n fr�eze cloaks look at them
merely for the sake of yawn�ng away the�r t�me somewhere; and the
hucksters, young Russ�an women, halt by �nst�nct to hear what
people are goss�p�ng about, and to see what they are look�ng at.

At the t�me our story opens, the young pa�nter, Tchartkoff, paused
�nvoluntar�ly as he passed the shop. H�s old cloak and pla�n att�re
showed h�m to be a man who was devoted to h�s art w�th self-



deny�ng zeal, and who had no t�me to trouble h�mself about h�s
clothes. He halted �n front of the l�ttle shop, and at f�rst enjoyed an
�nward laugh over the monstros�t�es �n the shape of p�ctures.

At length he sank unconsc�ously �nto a rever�e, and began to
ponder as to what sort of people wanted these product�ons? It d�d
not seem remarkable to h�m that the Russ�an populace should gaze
w�th rapture upon “Eruslanoff Lazarev�tch,” on “The Glutton,” and
“The Carouser,” on “Thoma and Erema.” The del�neat�ons of these
subjects were eas�ly �ntell�g�ble to the masses. But where were there
purchases for those streaky, d�rty o�l-pa�nt�ngs? Who needed those
Flem�sh boors, those red and blue landscapes, wh�ch put forth some
cla�ms to a h�gher stage of art, but wh�ch really expressed the depths
of �ts degradat�on? They d�d not appear the works of a self-taught
ch�ld. In that case, �n sp�te of the car�cature of draw�ng, a sharp
d�st�nct�on would have man�fested �tself. But here were v�s�ble only
s�mple dullness, steady-go�ng �ncapac�ty, wh�ch stood, through self-
w�ll, �n the ranks of art, wh�le �ts true place was among the lowest
trades. The same colours, the same manner, the same pract�sed
hand, belong�ng rather to a manufactur�ng automaton than to a man!

He stood before the d�rty p�ctures for some t�me, h�s thoughts at
length wander�ng to other matters. Meanwh�le the propr�etor of the
shop, a l�ttle grey man, �n a fr�eze cloak, w�th a beard wh�ch had not
been shaved s�nce Sunday, had been urg�ng h�m to buy for some
t�me, nam�ng pr�ces, w�thout even know�ng what pleased h�m or what
he wanted. “Here, I’ll take a s�lver p�ece for these peasants and th�s
l�ttle landscape. What pa�nt�ng! �t fa�rly dazzles one; only just
rece�ved from the factory; the varn�sh �sn’t dry yet. Or here �s a w�nter
scene—take the w�nter scene; f�fteen rubles; the frame alone �s
worth �t. What a w�nter scene!” Here the merchant gave a sl�ght f�ll�p
to the canvas, as �f to demonstrate all the mer�ts of the w�nter scene.
“Pray have them put up and sent to your house. Where do you l�ve?
Here, boy, g�ve me some str�ng!”

“Hold, not so fast!” sa�d the pa�nter, com�ng to h�mself, and
perce�v�ng that the br�sk dealer was beg�nn�ng �n earnest to pack
some p�ctures up. He was rather ashamed not to take anyth�ng after
stand�ng so long �n front of the shop; so say�ng, “Here, stop! I w�ll see



�f there �s anyth�ng I want here!” he stooped and began to p�ck up
from the floor, where they were thrown �n a heap, some worn, dusty
old pa�nt�ngs. There were old fam�ly portra�ts, whose descendants,
probably could not be found on earth; w�th torn canvas and frames
m�nus the�r g�ld�ng; �n short, trash. But the pa�nter began h�s search,
th�nk�ng to h�mself, “Perhaps I may come across someth�ng.” He had
heard stor�es about p�ctures of the great masters hav�ng been found
among the rubb�sh �n cheap pr�nt-sellers’ shops.

The dealer, perce�v�ng what he was about, ceased h�s
�mportun�t�es, and took up h�s post aga�n at the door, ha�l�ng the
passers-by w�th, “H�ther, fr�ends, here are p�ctures; step �n, step �n;
just rece�ved from the makers!” He shouted h�s f�ll, and generally �n
va�n, had a long talk w�th a rag-merchant, stand�ng oppos�te, at the
door of h�s shop; and f�nally, recollect�ng that he had a customer �n
h�s shop, turned h�s back on the publ�c and went �ns�de. “Well, fr�end,
have you chosen anyth�ng?” sa�d he. But the pa�nter had already
been stand�ng mot�onless for some t�me before a portra�t �n a large
and or�g�nally magn�f�cent frame, upon wh�ch, however, hardly a
trace of g�ld�ng now rema�ned.

It represented an old man, w�th a th�n, bronzed face and h�gh
cheek-bones; the features seem�ngly dep�cted �n a moment of
convuls�ve ag�tat�on. He wore a flow�ng As�at�c costume. Dusty and
defaced as the portra�t was, Tchartkoff saw, when he had succeeded
�n remov�ng the d�rt from the face, traces of the work of a great art�st.
The portra�t appeared to be unf�n�shed, but the power of the handl�ng
was str�k�ng. The eyes were the most remarkable p�cture of all: �t
seemed as though the full power of the art�st’s brush had been
lav�shed upon them. They fa�rly gazed out of the portra�t, destroy�ng
�ts harmony w�th the�r strange l�vel�ness. When he carr�ed the portra�t
to the door, the eyes gleamed even more penetrat�ngly. They
produced nearly the same �mpress�on on the publ�c. A woman
stand�ng beh�nd h�m excla�med, “He �s look�ng, he �s look�ng!” and
jumped back. Tchartkoff exper�enced an unpleasant feel�ng,
�nexpl�cable even to h�mself, and placed the portra�t on the floor.

“Well, w�ll you take the portra�t?” sa�d the dealer.
“How much �s �t?” sa�d the pa�nter.



“Why chaffer over �t? g�ve me seventy-f�ve kopeks.”
“No.”
“Well, how much w�ll you g�ve?”
“Twenty kopeks,” sa�d the pa�nter, prepar�ng to go.
“What a pr�ce! Why, you couldn’t buy the frame for that! Perhaps

you w�ll dec�de to purchase to-morrow. S�r, s�r, turn back! Add ten
kopeks. Take �t, take �t! g�ve me twenty kopeks. To tell the truth, you
are my only customer to-day, and that’s the only reason.”

Thus Tchartkoff qu�te unexpectedly became the purchaser of the
old portra�t, and at the same t�me reflected, “Why have I bought �t?
What �s �t to me?” But there was noth�ng to be done. He pulled a
twenty-kopek p�ece from h�s pocket, gave �t to the merchant, took the
portra�t under h�s arm, and carr�ed �t home. On the way th�ther, he
remembered that the twenty-kopek p�ece he had g�ven for �t was h�s
last. H�s thoughts at once became gloomy. Vexat�on and careless
�nd�fference took possess�on of h�m at one and the same moment.
The red l�ght of sunset st�ll l�ngered �n one half the sky; the houses
fac�ng that way st�ll gleamed w�th �ts warm l�ght; and meanwh�le the
cold blue l�ght of the moon grew br�ghter. L�ght, half-transparent
shadows fell �n bands upon the ground. The pa�nter began by
degrees to glance up at the sky, flushed w�th a transparent l�ght; and
at the same moment from h�s mouth fell the words, “What a del�cate
tone! What a nu�sance! Deuce take �t!” Re-adjust�ng the portra�t,
wh�ch kept sl�pp�ng from under h�s arm, he qu�ckened h�s pace.

Weary and bathed �n persp�rat�on, he dragged h�mself to
Vas�l�evsky Ostroff. W�th d�ff�culty and much pant�ng he made h�s
way up the sta�rs flooded w�th soap-suds, and adorned w�th the
tracks of dogs and cats. To h�s knock there was no answer: there
was no one at home. He leaned aga�nst the w�ndow, and d�sposed
h�mself to wa�t pat�ently, unt�l at last there resounded beh�nd h�m the
footsteps of a boy �n a blue blouse, h�s servant, model, and colour-
gr�nder. Th�s boy was called N�k�ta, and spent all h�s t�me �n the
streets when h�s master was not at home. N�k�ta tr�ed for a long t�me
to get the key �nto the lock, wh�ch was qu�te �nv�s�ble, by reason of
the darkness.



F�nally the door was opened. Tchartkoff entered h�s ante-room,
wh�ch was �ntolerably cold, as pa�nters’ rooms always are, wh�ch
fact, however, they do not not�ce. W�thout g�v�ng N�k�ta h�s coat, he
went on �nto h�s stud�o, a large room, but low, f�tted up w�th all sorts
of art�st�c rubb�sh—plaster hands, canvases, sketches begun and
d�scarded, and draper�es thrown over cha�rs. Feel�ng very t�red, he
took off h�s cloak, placed the portra�t abstractedly between two small
canvasses, and threw h�mself on the narrow d�van. Hav�ng stretched
h�mself out, he f�nally called for a l�ght.

“There are no candles,” sa�d N�k�ta.
“What, none?”
“And there were none last n�ght,” sa�d N�k�ta. The art�st recollected

that, �n fact, there had been no candles the prev�ous even�ng, and
became s�lent. He let N�k�ta take h�s coat off, and put on h�s old worn
dress�ng-gown.

“There has been a gentleman here,” sa�d N�k�ta.
“Yes, he came for money, I know,” sa�d the pa�nter, wav�ng h�s

hand.
“He was not alone,” sa�d N�k�ta.
“Who else was w�th h�m?”
“I don’t know, some pol�ce off�cer or other.”
“But why a pol�ce off�cer?”
“I don’t know why, but he says because your rent �s not pa�d.”
“Well, what w�ll come of �t?”
“I don’t know what w�ll come of �t: he sa�d, ‘If he won’t pay, why, let

h�m leave the rooms.’ They are both com�ng aga�n to-morrow.”
“Let them come,” sa�d Tchartkoff, w�th �nd�fference; and a gloomy

mood took full possess�on of h�m.
Young Tchartkoff was an art�st of talent, wh�ch prom�sed great

th�ngs: h�s work gave ev�dence of observat�on, thought, and a strong
�ncl�nat�on to approach nearer to nature.

“Look here, my fr�end,” h�s professor sa�d to h�m more than once,
“you have talent; �t w�ll be a shame �f you waste �t: but you are
�mpat�ent; you have but to be attracted by anyth�ng, to fall �n love



w�th �t, you become engrossed w�th �t, and all else goes for noth�ng,
and you won’t even look at �t. See to �t that you do not become a
fash�onable art�st. At present your colour�ng beg�ns to assert �tself
too loudly; and your draw�ng �s at t�mes qu�te weak; you are already
str�v�ng after the fash�onable style, because �t str�kes the eye at once.
Have a care! soc�ety already beg�ns to have �ts attract�on for you: I
have seen you w�th a sh�ny hat, a fopp�sh neckerch�ef.... It �s
seduct�ve to pa�nt fash�onable l�ttle p�ctures and portra�ts for money;
but talent �s ru�ned, not developed, by that means. Be pat�ent; th�nk
out every p�ece of work, d�scard your fopp�shness; let others amass
money, your own w�ll not fa�l you.”

The professor was partly r�ght. Our art�st somet�mes wanted to
enjoy h�mself, to play the fop, �n short, to g�ve vent to h�s youthful
�mpulses �n some way or other; but he could control h�mself w�thal.
At t�mes he would forget everyth�ng, when he had once taken h�s
brush �n h�s hand, and could not tear h�mself from �t except as from a
del�ghtful dream. H�s taste percept�bly developed. He d�d not as yet
understand all the depths of Raphael, but he was attracted by
Gu�do’s broad and rap�d handl�ng, he paused before T�t�an’s
portra�ts, he del�ghted �n the Flem�sh masters. The dark ve�l
enshroud�ng the anc�ent p�ctures had not yet wholly passed away
from before them; but he already saw someth�ng �n them, though �n
pr�vate he d�d not agree w�th the professor that the secrets of the old
masters are �rremed�ably lost to us. It seemed to h�m that the
n�neteenth century had �mproved upon them cons�derably, that the
del�neat�on of nature was more clear, more v�v�d, more close. It
somet�mes vexed h�m when he saw how a strange art�st, French or
German, somet�mes not even a pa�nter by profess�on, but only a
sk�lful dauber, produced, by the celer�ty of h�s brush and the
v�v�dness of h�s colour�ng, a un�versal commot�on, and amassed �n a
tw�nkl�ng a funded cap�tal. Th�s d�d not occur to h�m when fully
occup�ed w�th h�s own work, for then he forgot food and dr�nk and all
the world. But when d�re want arr�ved, when he had no money
wherew�th to buy brushes and colours, when h�s �mplacable landlord
came ten t�mes a day to demand the rent for h�s rooms, then d�d the
luck of the wealthy art�sts recur to h�s hungry �mag�nat�on; then d�d
the thought wh�ch so often traverses Russ�an m�nds, to g�ve up



altogether, and go down h�ll, utterly to the bad, traverse h�s. And now
he was almost �n th�s frame of m�nd.

“Yes, �t �s all very well, to be pat�ent, be pat�ent!” he excla�med,
w�th vexat�on; “but there �s an end to pat�ence at last. Be pat�ent! but
what money have I to buy a d�nner w�th to-morrow? No one w�ll lend
me any. If I d�d br�ng myself to sell all my p�ctures and sketches, they
would not g�ve me twenty kopeks for the whole of them. They are
useful; I feel that not one of them has been undertaken �n va�n; I
have learned someth�ng from each one. Yes, but of what use �s �t?
Stud�es, sketches, all w�ll be stud�es, tr�al-sketches to the end. And
who w�ll buy, not even know�ng me by name? Who wants draw�ngs
from the ant�que, or the l�fe class, or my unf�n�shed love of a Psyche,
or the �nter�or of my room, or the portra�t of N�k�ta, though �t �s better,
to tell the truth, than the portra�ts by any of the fash�onable art�sts?
Why do I worry, and to�l l�ke a learner over the alphabet, when I
m�ght sh�ne as br�ghtly as the rest, and have money, too, l�ke them?”

Thus speak�ng, the art�st suddenly shuddered, and turned pale. A
convuls�vely d�storted face gazed at h�m, peep�ng forth from the
surround�ng canvas; two terr�ble eyes were f�xed stra�ght upon h�m;
on the mouth was wr�tten a menac�ng command of s�lence. Alarmed,
he tr�ed to scream and summon N�k�ta, who already was snor�ng �n
the ante-room; but he suddenly paused and laughed. The sensat�on
of fear d�ed away �n a moment; �t was the portra�t he had bought, and
wh�ch he had qu�te forgotten. The l�ght of the moon �llum�nat�ng the
chamber had fallen upon �t, and lent �t a strange l�keness to l�fe.

He began to exam�ne �t. He mo�stened a sponge w�th water,
passed �t over the p�cture several t�mes, washed off nearly all the
accumulated and �ncrusted dust and d�rt, hung �t on the wall before
h�m, wonder�ng yet more at the remarkable workmansh�p. The whole
face had ga�ned new l�fe, and the eyes gazed at h�m so that he
shuddered; and, spr�ng�ng back, he excla�med �n a vo�ce of surpr�se:
“It looks w�th human eyes!” Then suddenly there occurred to h�m a
story he had heard long before from h�s professor, of a certa�n
portra�t by the renowned Leonardo da V�nc�, upon wh�ch the great
master laboured several years, and st�ll regarded as �ncomplete, but
wh�ch, accord�ng to Vasar�, was nevertheless deemed by all the most



complete and f�n�shed product of h�s art. The most f�n�shed th�ng
about �t was the eyes, wh�ch amazed h�s contemporar�es; the very
smallest, barely v�s�ble ve�ns �n them be�ng reproduced on the
canvas.

But �n the portra�t now before h�m there was someth�ng s�ngular. It
was no longer art; �t even destroyed the harmony of the portra�t; they
were l�v�ng, human eyes! It seemed as though they had been cut
from a l�v�ng man and �nserted. Here was none of that h�gh
enjoyment wh�ch takes possess�on of the soul at the s�ght of an
art�st’s product�on, no matter how terr�ble the subject he may have
chosen.

Aga�n he approached the portra�t, �n order to observe those
wondrous eyes, and perce�ved, w�th terror, that they were gaz�ng at
h�m. Th�s was no copy from Nature; �t was l�fe, the strange l�fe wh�ch
m�ght have l�ghted up the face of a dead man, r�sen from the grave.
Whether �t was the effect of the moonl�ght, wh�ch brought w�th �t
fantast�c thoughts, and transformed th�ngs �nto strange l�kenesses,
opposed to those of matter-of-fact day, or from some other cause,
but �t suddenly became terr�ble to h�m, he knew not why, to s�t alone
�n the room. He draw back from the portra�t, turned as�de, and tr�ed
not to look at �t; but h�s eye �nvoluntar�ly, of �ts own accord, kept
glanc�ng s�deways towards �t. F�nally, he became afra�d to walk about
the room. It seemed as though some one were on the po�nt of
stepp�ng up beh�nd h�m; and every t�me he turned, he glanced t�m�dly
back. He had never been a coward; but h�s �mag�nat�on and nerves
were sens�t�ve, and that even�ng he could not expla�n h�s �nvoluntary
fear. He seated h�mself �n one corner, but even then �t seemed to h�m
that some one was peep�ng over h�s shoulder �nto h�s face. Even
N�k�ta’s snores, resound�ng from the ante-room, d�d not chase away
h�s fear. At length he rose from the seat, w�thout ra�s�ng h�s eyes,
went beh�nd a screen, and lay down on h�s bed. Through the cracks
of the screen he saw h�s room l�t up by the moon, and the portra�t
hang�ng st�ffly on the wall. The eyes were f�xed upon h�m �n a yet
more terr�ble and s�gn�f�cant manner, and �t seemed as �f they would
not look at anyth�ng but h�mself. Overpowered w�th a feel�ng of
oppress�on, he dec�ded to r�se from h�s bed, se�zed a sheet, and,
approach�ng the portra�t, covered �t up completely.



Hav�ng done th�s, he lay done more at ease on h�s bed, and began
to med�tate upon the poverty and p�t�ful lot of the art�st, and the
thorny path ly�ng before h�m �n the world. But meanwh�le h�s eye
glanced �nvoluntar�ly through the jo�nt of the screen at the portra�t
muffled �n the sheet. The l�ght of the moon he�ghtened the wh�teness
of the sheet, and �t seemed to h�m as though those terr�ble eyes
shone through the cloth. W�th terror he f�xed h�s eyes more
steadfastly on the spot, as �f w�sh�ng to conv�nce h�mself that �t was
all nonsense. But at length he saw—saw clearly; there was no longer
a sheet—the portra�t was qu�te uncovered, and was gaz�ng beyond
everyth�ng around �t, stra�ght at h�m; gaz�ng as �t seemed fa�rly �nto
h�s heart. H�s heart grew cold. He watched anx�ously; the old man
moved, and suddenly, support�ng h�mself on the frame w�th both
arms, ra�sed h�mself by h�s hands, and, putt�ng forth both feet, leapt
out of the frame. Through the crack of the screen, the empty frame
alone was now v�s�ble. Footsteps resounded through the room, and
approached nearer and nearer to the screen. The poor art�st’s heart
began beat�ng fast. He expected every moment, h�s breath fa�l�ng for
fear, that the old man would look round the screen at h�m. And lo! he
d�d look from beh�nd the screen, w�th the very same bronzed face,
and w�th h�s b�g eyes rov�ng about.

Tchartkoff tr�ed to scream, and felt that h�s vo�ce was gone; he
tr�ed to move; h�s l�mbs refused the�r off�ce. W�th open mouth, and
fa�l�ng breath, he gazed at the tall phantom, draped �n some k�nd of a
flow�ng As�at�c robe, and wa�ted for what �t would do. The old man
sat down almost on h�s very feet, and then pulled out someth�ng from
among the folds of h�s w�de garment. It was a purse. The old man
unt�ed �t, took �t by the end, and shook �t. Heavy rolls of co�n fell out
w�th a dull thud upon the floor. Each was wrapped �n blue paper, and
on each was marked, “1000 ducats.” The old man protruded h�s
long, bony hand from h�s w�de sleeves, and began to undo the rolls.
The gold gl�ttered. Great as was the art�st’s unreason�ng fear, he
concentrated all h�s attent�on upon the gold, gaz�ng mot�onless, as �t
made �ts appearance �n the bony hands, gleamed, rang l�ghtly or
dully, and was wrapped up aga�n. Then he perce�ved one packet
wh�ch had rolled farther than the rest, to the very leg of h�s bedstead,



near h�s p�llow. He grasped �t almost convuls�vely, and glanced �n
fear at the old man to see whether he not�ced �t.

But the old man appeared very much occup�ed: he collected all h�s
rolls, replaced them �n the purse, and went outs�de the screen
w�thout look�ng at h�m. Tchartkoff’s heart beat w�ldly as he heard the
rustle of the retreat�ng footsteps sound�ng through the room. He
clasped the roll of co�n more closely �n h�s hand, qu�ver�ng �n every
l�mb. Suddenly he heard the footsteps approach�ng the screen aga�n.
Apparently the old man had recollected that one roll was m�ss�ng. Lo!
aga�n he looked round the screen at h�m. The art�st �n despa�r
grasped the roll w�th all h�s strength, tr�ed w�th all h�s power to make
a movement, shr�eked—and awoke.

He was bathed �n a cold persp�rat�on; h�s heart beat as hard as �t
was poss�ble for �t to beat; h�s chest was oppressed, as though h�s
last breath was about to �ssue from �t. “Was �t a dream?” he sa�d,
se�z�ng h�s head w�th both hands. But the terr�ble real�ty of the
appar�t�on d�d not resemble a dream. As he woke, he saw the old
man step �nto the frame: the sk�rts of the flow�ng garment even
fluttered, and h�s hand felt pla�nly that a moment before �t had held
someth�ng heavy. The moonl�ght l�t up the room, br�ng�ng out from
the dark corners here a canvas, there the model of a hand: a drapery
thrown over a cha�r; trousers and d�rty boots. Then he perce�ved that
he was not ly�ng �n h�s bed, but stand�ng upr�ght �n front of the
portra�t. How he had come there, he could not �n the least
comprehend. St�ll more surpr�sed was he to f�nd the portra�t
uncovered, and w�th actually no sheet over �t. Mot�onless w�th terror,
he gazed at �t, and perce�ved that the l�v�ng, human eyes were
fastened upon h�m. A cold persp�rat�on broke out upon h�s forehead.
He wanted to move away, but felt that h�s feet had �n some way
become rooted to the earth. And he felt that th�s was not a dream.
The old man’s features moved, and h�s l�ps began to project towards
h�m, as though he wanted to suck h�m �n. W�th a yell of despa�r he
jumped back—and awoke.

“Was �t a dream?” W�th h�s heart throbb�ng to burst�ng, he felt
about h�m w�th both hands. Yes, he was ly�ng �n bed, and �n prec�sely
the pos�t�on �n wh�ch he had fallen asleep. Before h�m stood the



screen. The moonl�ght flooded the room. Through the crack of the
screen, the portra�t was v�s�ble, covered w�th the sheet, as �t should
be, just as he had covered �t. And so that, too, was a dream? But h�s
clenched f�st st�ll felt as though someth�ng had been held �n �t. The
throbb�ng of h�s heart was v�olent, almost terr�ble; the we�ght upon
h�s breast �ntolerable. He f�xed h�s eyes upon the crack, and stared
steadfastly at the sheet. And lo! he saw pla�nly the sheet beg�n to
open, as though hands were push�ng from underneath, and try�ng to
throw �t off. “Lord God, what �s �t!” he shr�eked, cross�ng h�mself �n
despa�r—and awoke.

And was th�s, too, a dream? He sprang from h�s bed, half-mad,
and could not comprehend what had happened to h�m. Was �t the
oppress�on of a n�ghtmare, the rav�ng of fever, or an actual
appar�t�on? Str�v�ng to calm, as far as poss�ble, h�s mental tumult,
and stay the w�ldly rush�ng blood, wh�ch beat w�th stra�n�ng pulses �n
every ve�n, he went to the w�ndow and opened �t. The cool breeze
rev�ved h�m. The moonl�ght lay on the roofs and the wh�te walls of
the houses, though small clouds passed frequently across the sky.
All was st�ll: from t�me to t�me there struck the ear the d�stant rumble
of a carr�age. He put h�s head out of the w�ndow, and gazed for some
t�me. Already the s�gns of approach�ng dawn were spread�ng over
the sky. At last he felt drowsy, shut to the w�ndow, stepped back, lay
down �n bed, and qu�ckly fell, l�ke one exhausted, �nto a deep sleep.

He awoke late, and w�th the d�sagreeable feel�ng of a man who
has been half-suffocated w�th coal-gas: h�s head ached pa�nfully.
The room was d�m: an unpleasant mo�sture pervaded the a�r, and
penetrated the cracks of h�s w�ndows. D�ssat�sf�ed and depressed as
a wet cock, he seated h�mself on h�s d�lap�dated d�van, not know�ng
what to do, what to set about, and at length remembered the whole
of h�s dream. As he recalled �t, the dream presented �tself to h�s m�nd
as so oppress�vely real that he even began to wonder whether �t
were a dream, whether there were not someth�ng more here,
whether �t were not really an appar�t�on. Remov�ng the sheet, he
looked at the terr�ble portra�t by the l�ght of day. The eyes were really
str�k�ng �n the�r l�vel�ness, but he found noth�ng part�cularly terr�ble
about them, though an �ndescr�bably unpleasant feel�ng l�ngered �n
h�s m�nd. Nevertheless, he could not qu�te conv�nce h�mself that �t



was a dream. It struck h�m that there must have been some terr�ble
fragment of real�ty �n the v�s�on. It seemed as though there were
someth�ng �n the old man’s very glance and express�on wh�ch sa�d
that he had been w�th h�m that n�ght: h�s hand st�ll felt the we�ght
wh�ch had so recently la�n �n �t as �f some one had but just snatched
�t from h�m. It seemed to h�m that, �f he had only grasped the roll
more f�rmly, �t would have rema�ned �n h�s hand, even after h�s
awaken�ng.

“My God, �f I only had a port�on of that money!” he sa�d, breath�ng
heav�ly; and �n h�s fancy, all the rolls of co�n, w�th the�r fasc�nat�ng
�nscr�pt�on, “1000 ducats,” began to pour out of the purse. The rolls
opened, the gold gl�ttered, and was wrapped up aga�n; and he sat
mot�onless, w�th h�s eyes f�xed on the empty a�r, as �f he were
�ncapable of tear�ng h�mself from such a s�ght, l�ke a ch�ld who s�ts
before a plate of sweets, and beholds, w�th water�ng mouth, other
people devour�ng them.

At last there came a knock on the door, wh�ch recalled h�m
unpleasantly to h�mself. The landlord entered w�th the constable of
the d�str�ct, whose presence �s even more d�sagreeable to poor
people than �s the presence of a beggar to the r�ch. The landlord of
the l�ttle house �n wh�ch Tchartkoff l�ved resembled the other
�nd�v�duals who own houses anywhere �n the Vas�l�evsky Ostroff, on
the St. Petersburg s�de, or �n the d�stant reg�ons of Kolomna—
�nd�v�duals whose character �s as d�ff�cult to def�ne as the colour of a
threadbare surtout. In h�s youth he had been a capta�n and a
braggart, a master �n the art of flogg�ng, sk�lful, fopp�sh, and stup�d;
but �n h�s old age he comb�ned all these var�ous qual�t�es �nto a k�nd
of d�m �ndef�n�teness. He was a w�dower, already on the ret�red l�st,
no longer boasted, nor was dand�f�ed, nor quarrelled, but only cared
to dr�nk tea and talk all sorts of nonsense over �t. He walked about
h�s room, and arranged the ends of the tallow candles; called
punctually at the end of each month upon h�s lodgers for money;
went out �nto the street, w�th the key �n h�s hand, to look at the roof of
h�s house, and somet�mes chased the porter out of h�s den, where
he had h�dden h�mself to sleep. In short, he was a man on the ret�red
l�st, who, after the turmo�ls and w�ldness of h�s l�fe, had only h�s old-
fash�oned hab�ts left.



“Please to see for yourself, Varukh Kusm�tch,” sa�d the landlord,
turn�ng to the off�cer, and throw�ng out h�s hands, “th�s man does not
pay h�s rent, he does not pay.”

“How can I when I have no money? Wa�t, and I w�ll pay.”
“I can’t wa�t, my good fellow,” sa�d the landlord angr�ly, mak�ng a

gesture w�th the key wh�ch he held �n h�s hand. “L�eutenant-Colonel
Potogonk�n has l�ved w�th me seven years, seven years already;
Anna Petrovna Buchm�steroff rents the coach-house and stable, w�th
the except�on of two stalls, and has three household servants: that �s
the k�nd of lodgers I have. I say to you frankly, that th�s �s not an
establ�shment where people do not pay the�r rent. Pay your money at
once, please, or else clear out.”

“Yes, �f you rented the rooms, please to pay,” sa�d the constable,
w�th a sl�ght shake of the head, as he la�d h�s f�nger on one of the
buttons of h�s un�form.

“Well, what am I to pay w�th? that’s the quest�on. I haven’t a
groschen just at present.”

“In that case, sat�sfy the cla�ms of Ivan Ivanov�tch w�th the fru�ts of
your profess�on,” sa�d the off�cer: “perhaps he w�ll consent to take
p�ctures.”

“No, thank you, my good fellow, no p�ctures. P�ctures of holy
subjects, such as one could hang upon the walls, would be well
enough; or some general w�th a star, or Pr�nce Kutusoff’s portra�t.
But th�s fellow has pa�nted that muzh�k, that muzh�k �n h�s blouse, h�s
servant who gr�nds h�s colours! The �dea of pa�nt�ng h�s portra�t, the
hog! I’ll thrash h�m well: he took all the na�ls out of my bolts, the
scoundrel! Just see what subjects! Here he has drawn h�s room. It
would have been well enough had he taken a clean, well-furn�shed
room; but he has gone and drawn th�s one, w�th all the d�rt and
rubb�sh he has collected. Just see how he has defaced my room!
Look for yourself. Yes, and my lodgers have been w�th me seven
years, the l�eutenant-colonel, Anna Petrovna Buchm�steroff. No, I tell
you, there �s no worse lodger than a pa�nter: he l�ves l�ke a p�g—God
have mercy!”

The poor art�st had to l�sten pat�ently to all th�s. Meanwh�le the
off�cer had occup�ed h�mself w�th exam�n�ng the p�ctures and stud�es,



and showed that h�s m�nd was more advanced than the landlord’s,
and that he was not �nsens�ble to art�st�c �mpress�ons.

“Heh!” sa�d he, tapp�ng one canvas, on wh�ch was dep�cted a
naked woman, “th�s subject �s—l�vely. But why so much black under
her nose? d�d she take snuff?”

“Shadow,” answered Tchartkoff gruffly, w�thout look�ng at h�m.
“But �t m�ght have been put �n some other place: �t �s too

consp�cuous under the nose,” observed the off�cer. “And whose
l�keness �s th�s?” he cont�nued, approach�ng the old man’s portra�t. “It
�s too terr�ble. Was he really so dreadful? Ah! why, he actually looks
at one! What a thunder-cloud! From whom d�d you pa�nt �t?”

“Ah! �t �s from a—” sa�d Tchartkoff, but d�d not f�n�sh h�s sentence:
he heard a crack. It seems that the off�cer had pressed too hard on
the frame of the portra�t, thanks to the we�ght of h�s constable’s
hands. The small boards at the s�de caved �n, one fell on the floor,
and w�th �t fell, w�th a heavy crash, a roll of blue paper. The
�nscr�pt�on caught Tchartkoff’s eye—“1000 ducats.” L�ke a madman,
he sprang to p�ck �t up, grasped the roll, and gr�pped �t convuls�vely
�n h�s hand, wh�ch sank w�th the we�ght.

“Wasn’t there a sound of money?” �nqu�red the off�cer, hear�ng the
no�se of someth�ng fall�ng on the floor, and not catch�ng s�ght of �t,
ow�ng to the rap�d�ty w�th wh�ch Tchartkoff had hastened to p�ck �t up.

“What bus�ness �s �t of yours what �s �n my room?”
“It’s my bus�ness because you ought to pay your rent to the

landlord at once; because you have money, and won’t pay, that’s
why �t’s my bus�ness.”

“Well, I w�ll pay h�m to-day.”
“Well, and why wouldn’t you pay before, �nstead of g�v�ng trouble

to your landlord, and bother�ng the pol�ce to boot?”
“Because I d�d not want to touch th�s money. I w�ll pay h�m �n full

th�s even�ng, and leave the rooms to-morrow. I w�ll not stay w�th such
a landlord.”

“Well, Ivan Ivanov�tch, he w�ll pay you,” sa�d the constable, turn�ng
to the landlord. “But �n case you are not sat�sf�ed �n every respect
th�s even�ng, then you must excuse me, Mr. Pa�nter.” So say�ng, he



put on h�s three-cornered hat, and went �nto the ante-room, followed
by the landlord hang�ng h�s head, and apparently engaged �n
med�tat�on.



“Thank God, Satan has carr�ed them off!” sa�d Tchartkoff, as he
heard the outer door of the ante-room close. He looked out �nto the
ante-room, sent N�k�ta off on some errand, �n order to be qu�te alone,
fastened the door beh�nd h�m, and, return�ng to h�s room, began w�th
w�ldly beat�ng heart to undo the roll.

In �t were ducats, all new, and br�ght as f�re. Almost bes�de h�mself,
he sat down bes�de the p�le of gold, st�ll ask�ng h�mself, “Is not th�s all
a dream?” There were just a thousand �n the roll, the exter�or of
wh�ch was prec�sely l�ke what he had seen �n h�s dream. He turned
them over, and looked at them for some m�nutes. H�s �mag�nat�on
recalled up all the tales he had heard of h�dden hoards, cab�nets w�th
secret drawers, left by ancestors for the�r spendthr�ft descendants,
w�th f�rm bel�ef �n the extravagance of the�r l�fe. He pondered th�s:
“D�d not some grandfather, �n the present �nstance, leave a g�ft for
h�s grandch�ld, shut up �n the frame of a fam�ly portra�t?” F�lled w�th
romant�c fanc�es, he began to th�nk whether th�s had not some secret
connect�on w�th h�s fate? whether the ex�stence of the portra�t was
not bound up w�th h�s own, and whether h�s acqu�s�t�on of �t was not
due to a k�nd of predest�nat�on?

He began to exam�ne the frame w�th cur�os�ty. On one s�de a
cav�ty was hollowed out, but concealed so sk�lfully and neatly by a
l�ttle board, that, �f the mass�ve hand of the constable had not
effected a breach, the ducats m�ght have rema�ned h�dden to the end
of t�me. On exam�n�ng the portra�t, he marvelled aga�n at the
exqu�s�te workmansh�p, the extraord�nary treatment of the eyes.
They no longer appeared terr�ble to h�m; but, nevertheless, each
t�me he looked at them a d�sagreeable feel�ng �nvoluntar�ly l�ngered
�n h�s m�nd.

“No,” he sa�d to h�mself, “no matter whose grandfather you were,
I’ll put a glass over you, and get you a g�lt frame.” Then he la�d h�s
hand on the golden p�le before h�m, and h�s heart beat faster at the
touch. “What shall I do w�th them?” he sa�d, f�x�ng h�s eyes on them.
“Now I am �ndependent for at least three years: I can shut myself up
�n my room and work. I have money for colours now; for food and
lodg�ng—no one w�ll annoy and d�sturb me now. I w�ll buy myself a
f�rst-class lay f�gure, I w�ll order a plaster torso, and some model feet,



I w�ll have a Venus. I w�ll buy engrav�ngs of the best p�ctures. And �f I
work three years to sat�sfy myself, w�thout haste or w�th the �dea of
sell�ng, I shall surpass all, and may become a d�st�ngu�shed art�st.”

Thus he spoke �n sol�tude, w�th h�s good judgment prompt�ng h�m;
but louder and more d�st�nct sounded another vo�ce w�th�n h�m. As
he glanced once more at the gold, �t was not thus that h�s twenty-two
years and f�ery youth reasoned. Now everyth�ng was w�th�n h�s
power on wh�ch he had h�therto gazed w�th env�ous eyes, had
v�ewed from afar w�th long�ng. How h�s heart beat when he thought
of �t! To wear a fash�onable coat, to feast after long abst�nence, to
h�re handsome apartments, to go at once to the theatre, to the
confect�oner’s, to... other places; and se�z�ng h�s money, he was �n
the street �n a moment.

F�rst of all he went to the ta�lor, was clothed anew from head to
foot, and began to look at h�mself l�ke a ch�ld. He purchased
perfumes and pomades; h�red the f�rst elegant su�te of apartments
w�th m�rrors and plateglass w�ndows wh�ch he came across �n the
Nevsky Prospect, w�thout haggl�ng about the pr�ce; bought, on the
�mpulse of the moment, a costly eye-glass; bought, also on the
�mpulse, a number of neckt�es of every descr�pt�on, many more than
he needed; had h�s ha�r curled at the ha�rdresser’s; rode through the
c�ty tw�ce w�thout any object whatever; ate an �mmense quant�ty of
sweetmeats at the confect�oner’s; and went to the French
Restaurant, of wh�ch he had heard rumours as �nd�st�nct as though
they had concerned the Emp�re of Ch�na. There he d�ned, cast�ng
proud glances at the other v�s�tors, and cont�nually arrang�ng h�s
curls �n the glass. There he drank a bottle of champagne, wh�ch had
been known to h�m h�therto only by hearsay. The w�ne rather
affected h�s head; and he emerged �nto the street, l�vely, pugnac�ous,
and ready to ra�se the Dev�l, accord�ng to the Russ�an express�on.
He strutted along the pavement, levell�ng h�s eye-glass at everybody.
On the br�dge he caught s�ght of h�s former professor, and sl�pped
past h�m neatly, as �f he d�d not see h�m, so that the astounded
professor stood stock-st�ll on the br�dge for a long t�me, w�th a face
suggest�ve of a note of �nterrogat�on.



All h�s goods and chattels, everyth�ng he owned, easels, canvas,
p�ctures, were transported that same even�ng to h�s elegant quarters.
He arranged the best of them �n consp�cuous places, threw the worst
�nto a corner, and promenaded up and down the handsome rooms,
glanc�ng constantly �n the m�rrors. An unconquerable des�re to take
the bull by the horns, and show h�mself to the world at once, had
ar�sen �n h�s m�nd. He already heard the shouts, “Tchartkoff!
Tchartkoff! Tchartkoff pa�nts! What talent Tchartkoff has!” He paced
the room �n a state of rapture.

The next day he took ten ducats, and went to the ed�tor of a
popular journal ask�ng h�s char�table ass�stance. He was joyfully
rece�ved by the journal�st, who called h�m on the spot, “Most
respected s�r,” squeezed both h�s hands, and made m�nute �nqu�r�es
as to h�s name, b�rthplace, res�dence. The next day there appeared
�n the journal, below a not�ce of some newly �nvented tallow candles,
an art�cle w�th the follow�ng head�ng:—

“TCHARTKOFF’S IMMENSE TALENT
“We hasten to del�ght the cult�vated �nhab�tants of the cap�tal w�th

a d�scovery wh�ch we may call splend�d �n every respect. All are
agreed that there are among us many very handsome faces, but
h�therto there has been no means of comm�tt�ng them to canvas for
transm�ss�on to poster�ty. Th�s want has now been suppl�ed: an art�st
has been found who un�tes �n h�mself all des�rable qual�t�es. The
beauty can now feel assured that she w�ll be dep�cted w�th all the
grace of her charms, a�ry, fasc�nat�ng, butterfly-l�ke, fl�tt�ng among the
flowers of spr�ng. The stately father of a fam�ly can see h�mself
surrounded by h�s fam�ly. Merchant, warr�or, c�t�zen, statesman—
hasten one and all, wherever you may be. The art�st’s magn�f�cent
establ�shment (Nevsky Prospect, such and such a number) �s hung
w�th portra�ts from h�s brush, worthy of Van Dyck or T�t�an. We do not
know wh�ch to adm�re most, the�r truth and l�keness to the or�g�nals,
or the wonderful br�ll�ancy and freshness of the colour�ng. Ha�l to
you, art�st! you have drawn a lucky number �n the lottery. Long l�ve
Andre� Petrov�tch!” (The journal�st ev�dently l�ked fam�l�ar�ty.) “Glor�fy
yourself and us. We know how to pr�ze you. Un�versal popular�ty, and



w�th �t wealth, w�ll be your meed, though some of our brother
journal�sts may r�se aga�nst you.”

The art�st read th�s art�cle w�th secret sat�sfact�on; h�s face
beamed. He was ment�oned �n pr�nt; �t was a novelty to h�m: he read
the l�nes over several t�mes. The compar�son w�th Van Dyck and
T�t�an flattered h�m extremely. The pra�se, “Long l�ve Andre�
Petrov�tch,” also pleased h�m greatly: to be spoken of by h�s
Chr�st�an name and patronym�c �n pr�nt was an honour h�therto totally
unknown to h�m. He began to pace the chamber br�skly, now he sat
down �n an armcha�r, now he sprang up, and seated h�mself on the
sofa, plann�ng each moment how he would rece�ve v�s�tors, male and
female; he went to h�s canvas and made a rap�d sweep of the brush,
endeavour�ng to �mpart a graceful movement to h�s hand.

The next day, the bell at h�s door rang. He hastened to open �t. A
lady entered, accompan�ed by a g�rl of e�ghteen, her daughter, and
followed by a lackey �n a furred l�very-coat.

“You are the pa�nter Tchartkoff?”
The art�st bowed.
“A great deal �s wr�tten about you: your portra�ts, �t �s sa�d, are the

he�ght of perfect�on.” So say�ng, the lady ra�sed her glass to her eyes
and glanced rap�dly over the walls, upon wh�ch noth�ng was hang�ng.
“But where are your portra�ts?”

“They have been taken away” repl�ed the art�st, somewhat
confusedly: “I have but just moved �nto these apartments; so they
are st�ll on the road, they have not arr�ved.”

“You have been �n Italy?” asked the lady, levell�ng her glass at h�m,
as she found noth�ng else to po�nt �t at.

“No, I have not been there; but I w�sh to go, and I have deferred �t
for a wh�le. Here �s an arm-cha�r, madame: you are fat�gued?”

“Thank you: I have been s�tt�ng a long t�me �n the carr�age. Ah, at
last I behold your work!” sa�d the lady, runn�ng to the oppos�te wall,
and br�ng�ng her glass to bear upon h�s stud�es, sketches, v�ews and
portra�ts wh�ch were stand�ng there on the floor. “It �s charm�ng. L�se!
L�se, come here. Rooms �n the style of Ten�ers. Do you see?
D�sorder, d�sorder, a table w�th a bust upon �t, a hand, a palette; dust,



see how the dust �s pa�nted! It �s charm�ng. And here on th�s canvas
�s a woman wash�ng her face. What a pretty face! Ah! a l�ttle muzh�k!
So you do not devote yourself exclus�vely to portra�ts?”

“Oh! that �s mere rubb�sh. I was try�ng exper�ments, stud�es.”
“Tell me your op�n�on of the portra�t pa�nters of the present day. Is

�t not true that there are none now l�ke T�t�an? There �s not that
strength of colour, that—that—What a p�ty that I cannot express
myself �n Russ�an.” The lady was fond of pa�nt�ngs, and had gone
through all the galler�es �n Italy w�th her eye-glass. “But Mons�eur
Nohl—ah, how well he pa�nts! what remarkable work! I th�nk h�s
faces have been more express�on than T�t�an’s. You do not know
Mons�eur Nohl?”

“Who �s Nohl?” �nqu�red the art�st.
“Mons�eur Nohl. Ah, what talent! He pa�nted her portra�t when she

was only twelve years old. You must certa�nly come to see us. L�se,
you shall show h�m your album. You know, we came expressly that
you m�ght beg�n her portra�t �mmed�ately.”

“What? I am ready th�s very moment.” And �n a tr�ce he pulled
forward an easel w�th a canvas already prepared, grasped h�s
palette, and f�xed h�s eyes on the daughter’s pretty l�ttle face. If he
had been acqua�nted w�th human nature, he m�ght have read �n �t the
dawn�ng of a ch�ld�sh pass�on for balls, the dawn�ng of sorrow and
m�sery at the length of t�me before d�nner and after d�nner, the heavy
traces of un�nterested appl�cat�on to var�ous arts, �ns�sted upon by
her mother for the elevat�on of her m�nd. But the art�st saw only the
tender l�ttle face, a seduct�ve subject for h�s brush, the body almost
as transparent as porcela�n, the del�cate wh�te neck, and the
ar�stocrat�cally slender form. And he prepared beforehand to tr�umph,
to d�splay the del�cacy of h�s brush, wh�ch had h�therto had to deal
only w�th the harsh features of coarse models, and severe ant�ques
and cop�es of class�c masters. He already saw �n fancy how th�s
del�cate l�ttle face would turn out.

“Do you know,” sa�d the lady w�th a pos�t�vely touch�ng express�on
of countenance, “I should l�ke her to be pa�nted s�mply att�red, and
seated among green shadows, l�ke meadows, w�th a flock or a grove
�n the d�stance, so that �t could not be seen that she goes to balls or



fash�onable enterta�nments. Our balls, I must confess, murder the
�ntellect, deaden all remnants of feel�ng. S�mpl�c�ty! would there were
more s�mpl�c�ty!” Alas, �t was stamped on the faces of mother and
daughter that they had so overdanced themselves at balls that they
had become almost wax f�gures.

Tchartkoff set to work, posed h�s model, reflected a b�t, f�xed upon
the �dea, waved h�s brush �n the a�r, settl�ng the po�nts mentally, and
then began and f�n�shed the sketch�ng �n w�th�n an hour. Sat�sf�ed
w�th �t, he began to pa�nt. The task fasc�nated h�m; he forgot
everyth�ng, forgot the very ex�stence of the ar�stocrat�c lad�es, began
even to d�splay some art�st�c tr�cks, utter�ng var�ous odd sounds and
humm�ng to h�mself now and then as art�sts do when �mmersed heart
and soul �n the�r work. W�thout the sl�ghtest ceremony, he made the
s�tter l�ft her head, wh�ch f�nally began to express utter wear�ness.

“Enough for the f�rst t�me,” sa�d the lady.
“A l�ttle more,” sa�d the art�st, forgett�ng h�mself.
“No, �t �s t�me to stop. L�se, three o’clock!” sa�d the lady, tak�ng out

a t�ny watch wh�ch hung by a gold cha�n from her g�rdle. “How late �t
�s!”

“Only a m�nute,” sa�d Tchartkoff �nnocently, w�th the plead�ng vo�ce
of a ch�ld.

But the lady appeared to be not at all �ncl�ned to y�eld to h�s art�st�c
demands on th�s occas�on; she prom�sed, however, to s�t longer the
next t�me.

“It �s vexat�ous, all the same,” thought Tchartkoff to h�mself: “I had
just got my hand �n;” and he remembered no one had �nterrupted h�m
or stopped h�m when he was at work �n h�s stud�o on Vas�l�evsky
Ostroff. N�k�ta sat mot�onless �n one place. You m�ght even pa�nt h�m
as long as you pleased; he even went to sleep �n the att�tude
prescr�bed h�m. Feel�ng d�ssat�sf�ed, he la�d h�s brush and palette on
a cha�r, and paused �n �rr�tat�on before the p�cture.

The woman of the world’s compl�ments awoke h�m from h�s
rever�e. He flew to the door to show them out: on the sta�rs he
rece�ved an �nv�tat�on to d�ne w�th them the follow�ng week, and
returned w�th a cheerful face to h�s apartments. The ar�stocrat�c lady



had completely charmed h�m. Up to that t�me he had looked upon
such be�ngs as unapproachable, born solely to r�de �n magn�f�cent
carr�ages, w�th l�ver�ed footmen and styl�sh coachmen, and to cast
�nd�fferent glances on the poor man travell�ng on foot �n a cheap
cloak. And now, all of a sudden, one of these very be�ngs had
entered h�s room; he was pa�nt�ng her portra�t, was �nv�ted to d�nner
at an ar�stocrat�c house. An unusual feel�ng of pleasure took
possess�on of h�m: he was completely �ntox�cated, and rewarded
h�mself w�th a splend�d d�nner, an even�ng at the theatre, and a dr�ve
through the c�ty �n a carr�age, w�thout any necess�ty whatever.

But meanwh�le h�s ord�nary work d�d not fall �n w�th h�s mood at all.
He d�d noth�ng but wa�t for the moment when the bell should r�ng. At
last the ar�stocrat�c lady arr�ved w�th her pale daughter. He seated
them, drew forward the canvas w�th sk�ll, and some efforts of
fash�onable a�rs, and began to pa�nt. The sunny day and br�ght l�ght
a�ded h�m not a l�ttle: he saw �n h�s da�nty s�tter much wh�ch, caught
and comm�tted to canvas, would g�ve great value to the portra�t. He
perce�ved that he m�ght accompl�sh someth�ng good �f he could
reproduce, w�th accuracy, all that nature then offered to h�s eyes. H�s
heart began to beat faster as he felt that he was express�ng
someth�ng wh�ch others had not even seen as yet. H�s work
engrossed h�m completely: he was wholly taken up w�th �t, and aga�n
forgot the ar�stocrat�c or�g�n of the s�tter. W�th heav�ng breast he saw
the del�cate features and the almost transparent body of the fa�r
ma�den grow beneath h�s hand. He had caught every shade, the
sl�ght sallowness, the almost �mpercept�ble blue t�nge under the eyes
—and was already prepar�ng to put �n the t�ny mole on the brow,
when he suddenly heard the mother’s vo�ce beh�nd h�m.

“Ah! why do you pa�nt that? �t �s not necessary: and you have
made �t here, �n several places, rather yellow; and here, qu�te so, l�ke
dark spots.”

The art�st undertook to expla�n that the spots and yellow t�nge
would turn out well, that they brought out the del�cate and pleas�ng
tones of the face. He was �nformed that they d�d not br�ng out tones,
and would not turn out well at all. It was expla�ned to h�m that just to-



day L�se d�d not feel qu�te well; that she never was sallow, and that
her face was d�st�ngu�shed for �ts fresh colour�ng.

Sadly he began to erase what h�s brush had put upon the canvas.
Many a nearly �mpercept�ble feature d�sappeared, and w�th �t
van�shed too a port�on of the resemblance. He began �nd�fferently to
�mpart to the p�cture that commonplace colour�ng wh�ch can be
pa�nted mechan�cally, and wh�ch lends to a face, even when taken
from nature, the sort of cold �deal�ty observable on school
programmes. But the lady was sat�sf�ed when the object�onable tone
was qu�te ban�shed. She merely expressed surpr�se that the work
lasted so long, and added that she had heard that he f�n�shed a
portra�t completely �n two s�tt�ngs. The art�st could not th�nk of any
answer to th�s. The lad�es rose, and prepared to depart. He la�d
as�de h�s brush, escorted them to the door, and then stood
d�sconsolate for a long wh�le �n one spot before the portra�t.

He gazed stup�dly at �t; and meanwh�le there floated before h�s
m�nd’s eye those del�cate features, those shades, and a�ry t�nts
wh�ch he had cop�ed, and wh�ch h�s brush had ann�h�lated.
Engrossed w�th them, he put the portra�t on one s�de and hunted up
a head of Psyche wh�ch he had some t�me before thrown on canvas
�n a sketchy manner. It was a pretty l�ttle face, well pa�nted, but
ent�rely �deal, and hav�ng cold, regular features not l�t up by l�fe. For
lack of occupat�on, he now began to tone �t up, �mpart�ng to �t all he
had taken note of �n h�s ar�stocrat�c s�tter. Those features, shadows,
t�nts, wh�ch he had noted, made the�r appearance here �n the pur�f�ed
form �n wh�ch they appear when the pa�nter, after closely observ�ng
nature, subord�nates h�mself to her, and produces a creat�on equal to
her own.

Psyche began to l�ve: and the scarcely dawn�ng thought began,
l�ttle by l�ttle, to clothe �tself �n a v�s�ble form. The type of face of the
fash�onable young lady was unconsc�ously transferred to Psyche, yet
nevertheless she had an express�on of her own wh�ch gave the
p�cture cla�ms to be cons�dered �n truth an or�g�nal creat�on.
Tchartkoff gave h�mself up ent�rely to h�s work. For several days he
was engrossed by �t alone, and the lad�es surpr�sed h�m at �t on the�r



arr�val. He had not t�me to remove the p�cture from the easel. Both
lad�es uttered a cry of amazement, and clasped the�r hands.

“L�se, L�se! Ah, how l�ke! Superb, superb! What a happy thought,
too, to drape her �n a Greek costume! Ah, what a surpr�se!”

The art�st could not see h�s way to d�sabuse the lad�es of the�r
error. Shamefacedly, w�th droop�ng head, he murmured, “Th�s �s
Psyche.”

“In the character of Psyche? Charm�ng!” sa�d the mother, sm�l�ng,
upon wh�ch the daughter sm�led too. “Confess, L�se, �t pleases you to
be pa�nted �n the character of Psyche better than any other way?
What a sweet �dea! But what treatment! It �s Corregg�o h�mself. I
must say that, although I had read and heard about you, I d�d not
know you had so much talent. You pos�t�vely must pa�nt me too.”
Ev�dently the lady wanted to be portrayed as some k�nd of Psyche
too.

“What am I to do w�th them?” thought the art�st. “If they w�ll have �t
so, why, let Psyche pass for what they choose:” and added aloud,
“Pray s�t a l�ttle: I w�ll touch �t up here and there.”

“Ah! I am afra�d you w�ll... �t �s such a cap�tal l�keness now!”
But the art�st understood that the d�ff�culty was w�th respect to the

sallowness, and so he reassured them by say�ng that he only w�shed
to g�ve more br�ll�ancy and express�on to the eyes. In truth, he was
ashamed, and wanted to �mpart a l�ttle more l�keness to the or�g�nal,
lest any one should accuse h�m of actual barefaced flattery. And the
features of the pale young g�rl at length appeared more closely �n
Psyche’s countenance.

“Enough,” sa�d the mother, beg�nn�ng to fear that the l�keness
m�ght become too dec�ded. The art�st was remunerated �n every way,
w�th sm�les, money, compl�ments, cord�al pressures of the hand,
�nv�tat�ons to d�nner: �n short, he rece�ved a thousand flatter�ng
rewards.

The portra�t created a furore �n the c�ty. The lady exh�b�ted �t to her
fr�ends, and all adm�red the sk�ll w�th wh�ch the art�st had preserved
the l�keness, and at the same t�me conferred more beauty on the
or�g�nal. The last remark, of course, was prompted by a sl�ght t�nge



of envy. The art�st was suddenly overwhelmed w�th work. It seemed
as �f the whole c�ty wanted to be pa�nted by h�m. The door-bell rang
�ncessantly. From one po�nt of v�ew, th�s m�ght be cons�dered
advantageous, as present�ng to h�m endless pract�ce �n var�ety and
number of faces. But, unfortunately, they were all people who were
hard to get along w�th, e�ther busy, hurr�ed people, or else belong�ng
to the fash�onable world, and consequently more occup�ed than any
one else, and therefore �mpat�ent to the last degree. In all quarters,
the demand was merely that the l�keness should be good and qu�ckly
executed. The art�st perce�ved that �t was a s�mple �mposs�b�l�ty to
f�n�sh h�s work; that �t was necessary to exchange power of treatment
for l�ghtness and rap�d�ty, to catch only the general express�on, and
not waste labour on del�cate deta�ls.

Moreover, nearly all of h�s s�tters made st�pulat�ons on var�ous
po�nts. The lad�es requ�red that m�nd and character should be
represented �n the�r portra�ts; that all angles should be rounded, all
unevenness smoothed away, and even removed ent�rely �f poss�ble;
�n short, that the�r faces should be such as to cause every one to
stare at them w�th adm�rat�on, �f not fall �n love w�th them outr�ght.
When they sat to h�m, they somet�mes assumed express�ons wh�ch
greatly amazed the art�st; one tr�ed to express melancholy; another,
med�tat�on; a th�rd wanted to make her mouth appear small on any
terms, and puckered �t up to such an extent that �t f�nally looked l�ke
a spot about as b�g as a p�nhead. And �n sp�te of all th�s, they
demanded of h�m good l�kenesses and unconstra�ned naturalness.
The men were no better: one �ns�sted on be�ng pa�nted w�th an
energet�c, muscular turn to h�s head; another, w�th upturned, �nsp�red
eyes; a l�eutenant of the guard demanded that Mars should be
v�s�ble �n h�s eyes; an off�c�al �n the c�v�l serv�ce drew h�mself up to
h�s full he�ght �n order to have h�s upr�ghtness expressed �n h�s face,
and that h�s hand m�ght rest on a book bear�ng the words �n pla�n
characters, “He always stood up for the r�ght.”

At f�rst such demands threw the art�st �nto a cold persp�rat�on.
F�nally he acqu�red the knack of �t, and never troubled h�mself at all
about �t. He understood at a word how each wanted h�mself
portrayed. If a man wanted Mars �n h�s face, he put �n Mars: he gave
a Byron�c turn and att�tude to those who a�med at Byron. If the lad�es



wanted to be Cor�nne, Und�ne, or Aspas�a, he agreed w�th great
read�ness, and threw �n a suff�c�ent measure of good looks from h�s
own �mag�nat�on, wh�ch does no harm, and for the sake of wh�ch an
art�st �s even forg�ven a lack of resemblance. He soon began to
wonder h�mself at the rap�d�ty and dash of h�s brush. And of course
those who sat to h�m were �n ecstas�es, and procla�med h�m a
gen�us.

Tchartkoff became a fash�onable art�st �n every sense of the word.
He began to d�ne out, to escort lad�es to p�cture galler�es, to dress
fopp�shly, and to assert aud�bly that an art�st should belong to
soc�ety, that he must uphold h�s profess�on, that art�sts mostly dress
l�ke showmakers, do not know how to behave themselves, do not
ma�nta�n the h�ghest tone, and are lack�ng �n all pol�sh. At home, �n
h�s stud�o, he carr�ed cleanl�ness and spotlessness to the last
extreme, set up two superb footmen, took fash�onable pup�ls,
dressed several t�mes a day, curled h�s ha�r, pract�sed var�ous
manners of rece�v�ng h�s callers, and bus�ed h�mself �n adorn�ng h�s
person �n every conce�vable way, �n order to produce a pleas�ng
�mpress�on on the lad�es. In short, �t would soon have been
�mposs�ble for any one to have recogn�sed �n h�m the modest art�st
who had formerly to�led unknown �n h�s m�serable quarters �n the
Vas�l�evsky Ostroff.

He now expressed h�mself dec�dedly concern�ng art�sts and art;
declared that too much cred�t had been g�ven to the old masters; that
even Raphael d�d not always pa�nt well, and that fame attached to
many of h�s works s�mply by force of trad�t�on: that M�chael Angelo
was a braggart because he could boast only a knowledge of
anatomy; that there was no grace about h�m, and that real br�ll�ancy
and power of treatment and colour�ng were to be looked for �n the
present century. And there, naturally, the quest�on touched h�m
personally. “I do not understand,” sa�d he, “how others to�l and work
w�th d�ff�culty: a man who labours for months over a p�cture �s a
dauber, and no art�st �n my op�n�on; I don’t bel�eve he has any talent:
gen�us works boldly, rap�dly. Here �s th�s portra�t wh�ch I pa�nted �n
two days, th�s head �n one day, th�s �n a few hours, th�s �n l�ttle more
than an hour. No, I confess I do not recogn�se as art that wh�ch adds
l�ne to l�ne; that �s a hand�craft, not art.” In th�s manner d�d he lecture



h�s v�s�tors; and the v�s�tors adm�red the strength and boldness of h�s
works, uttered exclamat�ons on hear�ng how fast they had been
produced, and sa�d to each other, “Th�s �s talent, real talent! see how
he speaks, how h�s eyes gleam! There �s someth�ng really
extraord�nary �n h�s face!”

It flattered the art�st to hear such reports about h�mself. When
pr�nted pra�se appeared �n the papers, he rejo�ced l�ke a ch�ld,
although th�s pra�se was purchased w�th h�s money. He carr�ed the
pr�nted sl�ps about w�th h�m everywhere, and showed them to fr�ends
and acqua�ntances as �f by acc�dent. H�s fame �ncreased, h�s works
and orders mult�pl�ed. Already the same portra�ts over and over
aga�n wear�ed h�m, by the same att�tudes and turns, wh�ch he had
learned by heart. He pa�nted them now w�thout any great �nterest �n
h�s work, brush�ng �n some sort of a head, and g�v�ng them to h�s
pup�l’s to f�n�sh. At f�rst he had sought to dev�se a new att�tude each
t�me. Now th�s had grown wear�some to h�m. H�s bra�n was t�red w�th
plann�ng and th�nk�ng. It was out of h�s power; h�s fash�onable l�fe
bore h�m far away from labour and thought. H�s work grew cold and
colourless; and he betook h�mself w�th �nd�fference to the
reproduct�on of monotonous, well-worn forms. The eternally sp�ck-
and-span un�forms, and the so-to-speak buttoned-up faces of the
government off�c�als, sold�ers, and statesmen, d�d not offer a w�de
f�eld for h�s brush: �t forgot how to render superb draper�es and
powerful emot�on and pass�on. Of group�ng, dramat�c effect and �ts
lofty connect�ons, there was noth�ng. In face of h�m was only a
un�form, a corsage, a dress-coat, and before wh�ch the art�st feels
cold and all �mag�nat�on van�shes. Even h�s own pecul�ar mer�ts were
no longer v�s�ble �n h�s works, yet they cont�nued to enjoy renown;
although genu�ne conno�sseurs and art�sts merely shrugged the�r
shoulders when they saw h�s latest product�ons. But some who had
known Tchartkoff �n h�s earl�er days could not understand how the
talent of wh�ch he had g�ven such clear �nd�cat�ons �n the outset
could so have van�shed; and strove �n va�n to d�v�ne by what means
gen�us could be ext�ngu�shed �n a man just when he had atta�ned to
the full development of h�s powers.

But the �ntox�cated art�st d�d not hear these cr�t�c�sms. He began to
atta�n to the age of d�gn�ty, both �n m�nd and years: to grow stout,



and �ncrease v�s�bly �n flesh. He often read �n the papers such
phrases as, “Our most respected Andre� Petrov�tch; our worthy
Andre� Petrov�tch.” He began to rece�ve offers of d�st�ngu�shed posts
�n the serv�ce, �nv�tat�ons to exam�nat�ons and comm�ttees. He
began, as �s usually the case �n maturer years, to advocate Raphael
and the old masters, not because he had become thoroughly
conv�nced of the�r transcendent mer�ts, but �n order to snub the
younger art�sts. H�s l�fe was already approach�ng the per�od when
everyth�ng wh�ch suggests �mpulse contracts w�th�n a man; when a
powerful chord appeals more feebly to the sp�r�t; when the touch of
beauty no longer converts v�rg�n strength �nto f�re and flame, but
when all the burnt-out sent�ments become more vulnerable to the
sound of gold, hearken more attent�vely to �ts seduct�ve mus�c, and
l�ttle by l�ttle perm�t themselves to be completely lulled to sleep by �t.
Fame can g�ve no pleasure to h�m who has stolen �t, not won �t; so all
h�s feel�ngs and �mpulses turned towards wealth. Gold was h�s
pass�on, h�s �deal, h�s fear, h�s del�ght, h�s a�m. The bundles of bank-
notes �ncreased �n h�s coffers; and, l�ke all to whose lot falls th�s
fearful g�ft, he began to grow �naccess�ble to every sent�ment except
the love of gold. But someth�ng occurred wh�ch gave h�m a powerful
shock, and d�sturbed the whole tenor of h�s l�fe.

One day he found upon h�s table a note, �n wh�ch the Academy of
Pa�nt�ng begged h�m, as a worthy member of �ts body, to come and
g�ve h�s op�n�on upon a new work wh�ch had been sent from Italy by
a Russ�an art�st who was perfect�ng h�mself there. The pa�nter was
one of h�s former comrades, who had been possessed w�th a
pass�on for art from h�s earl�est years, had g�ven h�mself up to �t w�th
h�s whole soul, estranged h�mself from h�s fr�ends and relat�ves, and
had hastened to that wonderful Rome, at whose very name the
art�st’s heart beats w�ldly and hotly. There he bur�ed h�mself �n h�s
work from wh�ch he perm�tted noth�ng to ent�ce h�m. He v�s�ted the
galler�es unwear�edly, he stood for hours at a t�me before the works
of the great masters, se�z�ng and study�ng the�r marvellous methods.
He never f�n�shed anyth�ng w�thout rev�s�ng h�s �mpress�ons several
t�mes before these great teachers, and read�ng �n the�r works s�lent
but eloquent counsels. He gave each �mpart�ally h�s due,
appropr�at�ng from all only that wh�ch was most beaut�ful, and f�nally



became the pup�l of the d�v�ne Raphael alone, as a great poet, after
read�ng many works, at last made Homer’s “Il�ad” h�s only brev�ary,
hav�ng d�scovered that �t conta�ns all one wants, and that there �s
noth�ng wh�ch �s not expressed �n �t �n perfect�on. And so he brought
away from h�s school the grand concept�on of creat�on, the m�ghty
beauty of thought, the h�gh charm of that heavenly brush.

When Tchartkoff entered the room, he found a crowd of v�s�tors
already collected before the p�cture. The most profound s�lence,
such as rarely settles upon a throng of cr�t�cs, re�gned over all. He
hastened to assume the s�gn�f�cant express�on of a conno�sseur, and
approached the p�cture; but, O God! what d�d he behold!

Pure, faultless, beaut�ful as a br�de, stood the p�cture before h�m.
The cr�t�cs regarded th�s new h�therto unknown work w�th a feel�ng of
�nvoluntary wonder. All seemed un�ted �n �t: the art of Raphael,
reflected �n the lofty grace of the group�ng; the art of Corregg�o,
breath�ng from the f�n�shed perfect�on of the workmansh�p. But more
str�k�ng than all else was the ev�dent creat�ve power �n the art�st’s
m�nd. The very m�nutest object �n the p�cture revealed �t; he had
caught that melt�ng roundness of outl�ne wh�ch �s v�s�ble �n nature
only to the art�st creator, and wh�ch comes out as angles w�th a
copy�st. It was pla�nly v�s�ble how the art�st, hav�ng �mb�bed �t all from
the external world, had f�rst stored �t �n h�s m�nd, and then drawn �t
thence, as from a sp�r�tual source, �nto one harmon�ous, tr�umphant
song. And �t was ev�dent, even to the un�n�t�ated, how vast a gulf
there was f�xed between creat�on and a mere copy from nature.
Involuntary tears stood ready to fall �n the eyes of those who
surrounded the p�cture. It seemed as though all jo�ned �n a s�lent
hymn to the d�v�ne work.

Mot�onless, w�th open mouth, Tchartkoff stood before the p�cture.
At length, when by degrees the v�s�tors and cr�t�cs began to murmur
and comment upon the mer�ts of the work, and turn�ng to h�m,
begged h�m to express an op�n�on, he came to h�mself once more.
He tr�ed to assume an �nd�fferent, everyday express�on; strove to
utter some such commonplace remark as; “Yes, to tell the truth, �t �s
�mposs�ble to deny the art�st’s talent; there �s someth�ng �n �t;” but the



speech d�ed upon h�s l�ps, tears and sobs burst forth uncontrollably,
and he rushed from the room l�ke one bes�de h�mself.

In a moment he stood �n h�s magn�f�cent stud�o. All h�s be�ng, all
h�s l�fe, had been aroused �n one �nstant, as �f youth had returned to
h�m, as �f the dy�ng sparks of h�s talent had blazed forth afresh. The
bandage suddenly fell from h�s eyes. Heavens! to th�nk of hav�ng
merc�lessly wasted the best years of h�s youth, of hav�ng
ext�ngu�shed, trodden out perhaps, that spark of f�re wh�ch,
cher�shed �n h�s breast, m�ght perhaps have been developed �nto
magn�f�cence and beauty, and have extorted too, �ts meed of tears
and adm�rat�on! It seemed as though those �mpulses wh�ch he had
known �n other days re-awoke suddenly �n h�s soul.

He se�zed a brush and approached h�s canvas. One thought
possessed h�m wholly, one des�re consumed h�m; he strove to dep�ct
a fallen angel. Th�s �dea was most �n harmony w�th h�s frame of
m�nd. The persp�rat�on started out upon h�s face w�th h�s efforts; but,
alas! h�s f�gures, att�tudes, groups, thoughts, arranged themselves
st�ffly, d�sconnectedly. H�s hand and h�s �mag�nat�on had been too
long conf�ned to one groove; and the fru�tless effort to escape from
the bonds and fetters wh�ch he had �mposed upon h�mself, showed
�tself �n �rregular�t�es and errors. He had desp�sed the long,
wear�some ladder to knowledge, and the f�rst fundamental law of the
future great man, hard work. He gave vent to h�s vexat�on. He
ordered all h�s later product�ons to be taken out of h�s stud�o, all the
fash�onable, l�feless p�ctures, all the portra�ts of hussars, lad�es, and
counc�llors of state.

He shut h�mself up alone �n h�s room, would order no food, and
devoted h�mself ent�rely to h�s work. He sat to�l�ng l�ke a scholar. But
how p�t�fully wretched was all wh�ch proceeded from h�s hand! He
was stopped at every step by h�s �gnorance of the very f�rst
pr�nc�ples: s�mple �gnorance of the mechan�cal part of h�s art ch�lled
all �nsp�rat�on and formed an �mpassable barr�er to h�s �mag�nat�on.
H�s brush returned �nvoluntar�ly to hackneyed forms: hands folded
themselves �n a set att�tude; heads dared not make any unusual
turn; the very garments turned out commonplace, and would not



drape themselves to any unaccustomed posture of the body. And he
felt and saw th�s all h�mself.

“But had I really any talent?” he sa�d at length: “d�d not I dece�ve
myself?” Utter�ng these words, he turned to the early works wh�ch he
had pa�nted so purely, so unself�shly, �n former days, �n h�s wretched
cab�n yonder �n lonely Vas�l�evsky Ostroff. He began attent�vely to
exam�ne them all; and all the m�sery of h�s former l�fe came back to
h�m. “Yes,” he cr�ed despa�r�ngly, “I had talent: the s�gns and traces
of �t are everywhere v�s�ble—”

He paused suddenly, and sh�vered all over. H�s eyes encountered
other eyes f�xed �mmovably upon h�m. It was that remarkable portra�t
wh�ch he had bought �n the Shtchuk�nu� Dvor. All th�s t�me �t had
been covered up, concealed by other p�ctures, and had utterly gone
out of h�s m�nd. Now, as �f by des�gn, when all the fash�onable
portra�ts and pa�nt�ngs had been removed from the stud�o, �t looked
forth, together w�th the product�ons of h�s early youth. As he recalled
all the strange events connected w�th �t; as he remembered that th�s
s�ngular portra�t had been, �n a manner, the cause of h�s errors; that
the hoard of money wh�ch he had obta�ned �n such pecul�ar fash�on
had g�ven b�rth �n h�s m�nd to all the w�ld capr�ces wh�ch had
destroyed h�s talent—madness was on the po�nt of tak�ng
possess�on of h�m. At once he ordered the hateful portra�t to be
removed.

But h�s mental exc�tement was not thereby d�m�n�shed. H�s whole
be�ng was shaken to �ts foundat�on; and he suffered that fearful
torture wh�ch �s somet�mes exh�b�ted when a feeble talent str�ves to
d�splay �tself on a scale too great for �t and cannot do so. A horr�ble
envy took possess�on of h�m—an envy wh�ch bordered on madness.
The gall flew to h�s heart when he beheld a work wh�ch bore the
stamp of talent. He gnashed h�s teeth, and devoured �t w�th the glare
of a bas�l�sk. He conce�ved the most dev�l�sh plan wh�ch ever entered
�nto the m�nd of man, and he hastened w�th the strength of madness
to carry �t �nto execut�on. He began to purchase the best that art
produced of every k�nd. Hav�ng bought a p�cture at a great pr�ce, he
transported �t to h�s room, flung h�mself upon �t w�th the feroc�ty of a



t�ger, cut �t, tore �t, chopped �t �nto b�ts, and stamped upon �t w�th a
gr�n of del�ght.

The vast wealth he had amassed enabled h�m to grat�fy th�s
dev�l�sh des�re. He opened h�s bags of gold and unlocked h�s coffers.
No monster of �gnorance ever destroyed so many superb
product�ons of art as d�d th�s rag�ng avenger. At any auct�on where
he made h�s appearance, every one despa�red at once of obta�n�ng
any work of art. It seemed as �f an angry heaven had sent th�s fearful
scourge �nto the world expressly to destroy all harmony. Scorn of the
world was expressed �n h�s countenance. H�s tongue uttered noth�ng
save b�t�ng and censor�ous words. He swooped down l�ke a harpy
�nto the street: and h�s acqua�ntances, catch�ng s�ght of h�m �n the
d�stance, sought to turn as�de and avo�d a meet�ng w�th h�m, say�ng
that �t po�soned all the rest of the day.

Fortunately for the world and art, such a l�fe could not last long: h�s
pass�ons were too overpower�ng for h�s feeble strength. Attacks of
madness began to recur more frequently, and ended at last �n the
most fr�ghtful �llness. A v�olent fever, comb�ned w�th gallop�ng
consumpt�on, se�zed upon h�m w�th such v�olence, that �n three days
there rema�ned only a shadow of h�s former self. To th�s was added
�nd�cat�ons of hopeless �nsan�ty. Somet�mes several men were
unable to hold h�m. The long-forgotten, l�v�ng eyes of the portra�t
began to torment h�m, and then h�s madness became dreadful. All
the people who surrounded h�s bed seemed to h�m horr�ble portra�ts.
The portra�t doubled and quadrupled �tself; all the walls seemed
hung w�th portra�ts, wh�ch fastened the�r l�v�ng eyes upon h�m;
portra�ts glared at h�m from the ce�l�ng, from the floor; the room
w�dened and lengthened endlessly, �n order to make room for more
of the mot�onless eyes. The doctor who had undertaken to attend
h�m, hav�ng learned someth�ng of h�s strange h�story, strove w�th all
h�s m�ght to fathom the secret connect�on between the v�s�ons of h�s
fancy and the occurrences of h�s l�fe, but w�thout the sl�ghtest
success. The s�ck man understood noth�ng, felt noth�ng, save h�s
own tortures, and gave utterance only to fr�ghtful yells and
un�ntell�g�ble g�bber�sh. At last h�s l�fe ended �n a f�nal attack of
unutterable suffer�ng. Noth�ng could be found of all h�s great wealth;
but when they beheld the mut�lated fragments of grand works of art,



the value of wh�ch exceeded a m�ll�on, they understood the terr�ble
use wh�ch had been made of �t.



PART II
A THRONG of carr�ages and other veh�cles stood at the entrance

of a house �n wh�ch an auct�on was go�ng on of the effects of one of
those wealthy art-lovers who have �nnocently passed for
Maecenases, and �n a s�mple-m�nded fash�on expended, to that end,
the m�ll�ons amassed by the�r thr�fty fathers, and frequently even by
the�r own early labours. The long saloon was f�lled w�th the most
motley throng of v�s�tors, collected l�ke b�rds of prey swoop�ng down
upon an unbur�ed corpse. There was a whole squadron of Russ�an
shop-keepers from the Gost�nnu� Dvor, and from the old-clothes
mart, �n blue coats of fore�gn make. The�r faces and express�ons
were a l�ttle more natural here, and d�d not d�splay that f�ct�t�ous
des�re to be subserv�ent wh�ch �s so marked �n the Russ�an shop-
keeper when he stands before a customer �n h�s shop. Here they
stood upon no ceremony, although the saloons were full of those
very ar�stocrats before whom, �n any other place, they would have
been ready to sweep, w�th reverence, the dust brought �n by the�r
feet. They were qu�te at the�r ease, handl�ng p�ctures and books
w�thout ceremony, when des�rous of ascerta�n�ng the value of the
goods, and boldly upsett�ng barga�ns mentally secured �n advance
by noble conno�sseurs. There were many of those �nfall�ble
attendants of auct�ons who make �t a po�nt to go to one every day as
regularly as to take the�r breakfast; ar�stocrat�c conno�sseurs who
look upon �t as the�r duty not to m�ss any opportun�ty of add�ng to
the�r collect�ons, and who have no other occupat�on between twelve
o’clock and one; and noble gentlemen, w�th garments very
threadbare, who make the�r da�ly appearance w�thout any self�sh
object �n v�ew, but merely to see how �t all goes off.

A quant�ty of p�ctures were ly�ng about �n d�sorder: w�th them were
m�ngled furn�ture, and books w�th the c�pher of the former owner,
who never was moved by any laudable des�re to glance �nto them.
Ch�nese vases, marble slabs for tables, old and new furn�ture w�th



curv�ng l�nes, w�th gr�ff�ns, sph�nxes, and l�ons’ paws, g�lded and
ung�lded, chandel�ers, sconces, all were heaped together �n a perfect
chaos of art.

The auct�on appeared to be at �ts he�ght.
The surg�ng throng was compet�ng for a portra�t wh�ch could not

but arrest the attent�on of all who possessed any knowledge of art.
The sk�lled hand of an art�st was pla�nly v�s�ble �n �t. The portra�t,
wh�ch had apparently been several t�mes restored and renovated,
represented the dark features of an As�at�c �n flow�ng garments, and
w�th a strange and remarkable express�on of countenance; but what
struck the buyers more than anyth�ng else was the pecul�ar l�vel�ness
of the eyes. The more they were looked at, the more d�d they seem
to penetrate �nto the gazer’s heart. Th�s pecul�ar�ty, th�s strange
�llus�on ach�eved by the art�st, attracted the attent�on of nearly all.
Many who had been b�dd�ng gradually w�thdrew, for the pr�ce offered
had r�sen to an �ncred�ble sum. There rema�ned only two well-known
ar�stocrats, amateurs of pa�nt�ng, who were unw�ll�ng to forego such
an acqu�s�t�on. They grew warm, and would probably have run the
b�dd�ng up to an �mposs�ble sum, had not one of the onlookers
suddenly excla�med, “Perm�t me to �nterrupt your compet�t�on for a
wh�le: I, perhaps, more than any other, have a r�ght to th�s portra�t.”

These words at once drew the attent�on of all to h�m. He was a tall
man of th�rty-f�ve, w�th long black curls. H�s pleasant face, full of a
certa�n br�ght nonchalance, �nd�cated a m�nd free from all wear�some,
worldly exc�tement; h�s garments had no pretence to fash�on: all
about h�m �nd�cated the art�st. He was, �n fact, B. the pa�nter, a man
personally well known to many of those present.

“However strange my words may seem to you,” he cont�nued,
perce�v�ng that the general attent�on was d�rected to h�m, “�f you w�ll
l�sten to a short story, you may poss�bly see that I was r�ght �n
utter�ng them. Everyth�ng assures me that th�s �s the portra�t wh�ch I
am look�ng for.”

A natural cur�os�ty �llum�nated the faces of nearly all present; and
even the auct�oneer paused as he was open�ng h�s mouth, and w�th
hammer upl�fted �n the a�r, prepared to l�sten. At the beg�nn�ng of the
story, many glanced �nvoluntar�ly towards the portra�t; but later on, all



bent the�r attent�on solely on the narrator, as h�s tale grew gradually
more absorb�ng.

“You know that port�on of the c�ty wh�ch �s called Kolomna,” he
began. “There everyth�ng �s unl�ke anyth�ng else �n St. Petersburg.
Ret�red off�c�als remove th�ther to l�ve; w�dows; people not very well
off, who have acqua�ntances �n the senate, and therefore condemn
themselves to th�s for nearly the whole of the�r l�ves; and, �n short,
that whole l�st of people who can be descr�bed by the words ash-
coloured—people whose garments, faces, ha�r, eyes, have a sort of
ashy surface, l�ke a day when there �s �n the sky ne�ther cloud nor
sun. Among them may be ret�red actors, ret�red t�tular counc�llors,
ret�red sons of Mars, w�th ru�ned eyes and swollen l�ps.

“L�fe �n Kolomna �s terr�bly dull: rarely does a carr�age appear,
except, perhaps, one conta�n�ng an actor, wh�ch d�sturbs the
un�versal st�llness by �ts rumble, no�se, and j�ngl�ng. You can get
lodg�ngs for f�ve rubles a month, coffee �n the morn�ng �ncluded.
W�dows w�th pens�ons are the most ar�stocrat�c fam�l�es there; they
conduct themselves well, sweep the�r rooms often, chatter w�th the�r
fr�ends about the dearness of beef and cabbage, and frequently
have a young daughter, a tac�turn, qu�et, somet�mes pretty creature;
an ugly dog, and wall-clocks wh�ch str�ke �n a melancholy fash�on.
Then come the actors whose salar�es do not perm�t them to desert
Kolomna, an �ndependent folk, l�v�ng, l�ke all art�sts, for pleasure.
They s�t �n the�r dress�ng-gowns, clean�ng the�r p�stols, glu�ng
together all sorts of th�ngs out of cardboard, play�ng draughts and
cards w�th any fr�end who chances to drop �n, and so pass away the
morn�ng, do�ng pretty nearly the same �n the even�ng, w�th the
add�t�on of punch now and then. After these great people and
ar�stocracy of Kolomna, come the rank and f�le. It �s as d�ff�cult to put
a name to them as to remember the mult�tude of �nsects wh�ch breed
�n stale v�negar. There are old women who get drunk, who make a
l�v�ng by �ncomprehens�ble means, l�ke ants, dragg�ng old clothes
and rags from the Kal�nk�n Br�dge to the old clothes-mart, �n order to
sell them for f�fteen kopeks—�n short, the very dregs of mank�nd,
whose cond�t�ons no benef�cent, pol�t�cal econom�st has dev�sed any
means of amel�orat�ng.



“I have ment�oned them �n order to po�nt out how often such
people f�nd themselves under the necess�ty of seek�ng �mmed�ate
temporary ass�stance and hav�ng recourse to borrow�ng. Hence
there settles among them a pecul�ar race of money-lenders who lend
small sums on secur�ty at an enormous percentage. Among these
usurers was a certa�n... but I must not om�t to ment�on that the
occurrence wh�ch I have undertaken to relate occurred the last
century, �n the re�gn of our late Empress Cather�ne the Second. So,
among the usurers, at that epoch, was a certa�n person—an
extraord�nary be�ng �n every respect, who had settled �n that quarter
of the c�ty long before. He went about �n flow�ng As�at�c garb; h�s
dark complex�on �nd�cated a Southern or�g�n, but to what part�cular
nat�on he belonged, Ind�a, Greece, or Pers�a, no one could say w�th
certa�nty. Of tall, almost colossal stature, w�th dark, th�n, ardent face,
heavy overhang�ng brows, and an �ndescr�bably strange colour �n h�s
large eyes of unwonted f�re, he d�ffered sharply and strongly from all
the ash-coloured den�zens of the cap�tal.

“H�s very dwell�ng was unl�ke the other l�ttle wooden houses. It was
of stone, �n the style of those formerly much affected by Genoese
merchants, w�th �rregular w�ndows of var�ous s�zes, secured w�th �ron
shutters and bars. Th�s usurer d�ffered from other usurers also �n that
he could furn�sh any requ�red sum, from that des�red by the poor old
beggar-woman to that demanded by the extravagant grandee of the
court. The most gorgeous equ�pages often halted �n front of h�s
house, and from the�r w�ndows somet�mes peeped forth the head of
an elegant h�gh-born lady. Rumour, as usual, reported that h�s �ron
coffers were full of untold gold, treasures, d�amonds, and all sorts of
pledges, but that, nevertheless, he was not the slave of that avar�ce
wh�ch �s character�st�c of other usurers. He lent money w�ll�ngly, and
on very favourable terms of payment apparently, but, by some
cur�ous method of reckon�ng, made them mount to an �ncred�ble
percentage. So sa�d rumour, at any rate. But what was strangest of
all was the pecul�ar fate of those who rece�ved money from h�m: they
all ended the�r l�ves �n some unhappy way. Whether th�s was s�mply
the popular superst�t�on, or the result of reports c�rculated w�th an
object, �s not known. But several �nstances wh�ch happened w�th�n a



br�ef space of t�me before the eyes of every one were v�v�d and
str�k�ng.

“Among the ar�stocracy of that day, one who speed�ly drew
attent�on to h�mself was a young man of one of the best fam�l�es who
had made a f�gure �n h�s early years �n court c�rcles, a warm adm�rer
of everyth�ng true and noble, zealous �n h�s love for art, and g�v�ng
prom�se of becom�ng a Maecenas. He was soon deservedly
d�st�ngu�shed by the Empress, who conferred upon h�m an �mportant
post, fully proport�oned to h�s deserts—a post �n wh�ch he could
accompl�sh much for sc�ence and the general welfare. The youthful
d�gn�tary surrounded h�mself w�th art�sts, poets, and learned men. He
w�shed to g�ve work to all, to encourage all. He undertook, at h�s own
expense, a number of useful publ�cat�ons; gave numerous orders to
art�sts; offered pr�zes for the encouragement of d�fferent arts; spent a
great deal of money, and f�nally ru�ned h�mself. But, full of noble
�mpulses, he d�d not w�sh to rel�nqu�sh h�s work, sought to ra�se a
loan, and f�nally betook h�mself to the well-known usurer. Hav�ng
borrowed a cons�derable sum from h�m, the man �n a short t�me
changed completely. He became a persecutor and oppressor of
budd�ng talent and �ntellect. He saw the bad s�de �n everyth�ng
produced, and every word he uttered was false.

“Then, unfortunately, came the French Revolut�on. Th�s furn�shed
h�m w�th an excuse for every k�nd of susp�c�on. He began to d�scover
a revolut�onary tendency �n everyth�ng; to concoct terr�ble and unjust
accusat�ons, wh�ch made scores of people unhappy. Of course, such
conduct could not fa�l �n t�me to reach the throne. The k�nd-hearted
Empress was shocked; and, full of the noble sp�r�t wh�ch adorns
crowned heads, she uttered words st�ll engraven on many hearts.
The Empress remarked that not under a monarch�cal government
were h�gh and noble �mpulses persecuted; not there were the
creat�ons of �ntellect, poetry, and art contemned and oppressed. On
the other hand, monarchs alone were the�r protectors. Shakespeare
and Mol�ere flour�shed under the�r magnan�mous protect�on, wh�le
Dante could not f�nd a corner �n h�s republ�can b�rthplace. She sa�d
that true gen�uses ar�se at the epoch of br�ll�ancy and power �n
emperors and emp�res, but not �n the t�me of monstrous pol�t�cal
appar�t�ons and republ�can terror�sm, wh�ch, up to that t�me, had



never g�ven to the world a s�ngle poet; that poet-art�sts should be
marked out for favour, s�nce peace and d�v�ne qu�et alone compose
the�r m�nds, not exc�tement and tumult; that learned men, poets, and
all producers of art are the pearls and d�amonds �n the �mper�al
crown: by them �s the epoch of the great ruler adorned, and from
them �t rece�ves yet greater br�ll�ancy.

“As the Empress uttered these words she was d�v�nely beaut�ful for
the moment, and I remember old men who could not speak of the
occurrence w�thout tears. All were �nterested �n the affa�r. It must be
remarked, to the honour of our nat�onal pr�de, that �n the Russ�an’s
heart there always beats a f�ne feel�ng that he must adopt the part of
the persecuted. The d�gn�tary who had betrayed h�s trust was
pun�shed �n an exemplary manner and degraded from h�s post. But
he read a more dreadful pun�shment �n the faces of h�s fellow-
countrymen: un�versal scorn. It �s �mposs�ble to descr�be what he
suffered, and he d�ed �n a terr�ble attack of rav�ng madness.

“Another str�k�ng example also occurred. Among the beaut�ful
women �n wh�ch our northern cap�tal assuredly �s not poor, one
dec�dedly surpassed the rest. Her lovel�ness was a comb�nat�on of
our Northern charms w�th those of the South, a gem such as rarely
makes �ts appearance on earth. My father sa�d that he had never
beheld anyth�ng l�ke �t �n the whole course of h�s l�fe. Everyth�ng
seemed to be un�ted �n her, wealth, �ntellect, and w�t. She had
throngs of adm�rers, the most d�st�ngu�shed of them be�ng Pr�nce R.,
the most noble-m�nded of all young men, the f�nest �n face, and an
�deal of romance �n h�s magnan�mous and kn�ghtly sent�ments.
Pr�nce R. was pass�onately �n love, and was requ�ted by a l�ke ardent
pass�on.

“But the match seemed unequal to the parents. The pr�nce’s fam�ly
estates had not been �n h�s possess�on for a long t�me, h�s fam�ly
was out of favour, and the sad state of h�s affa�rs was well known to
all. Of a sudden the pr�nce qu�tted the cap�tal, as �f for the purpose of
arrang�ng h�s affa�rs, and after a short �nterval reappeared,
surrounded w�th luxury and splendour. Br�ll�ant balls and part�es
made h�m known at court. The lady’s father began to relent, and the
wedd�ng took place. Whence th�s change �n c�rcumstances, th�s



unheard-of-wealth, came, no one could fully expla�n; but �t was
wh�spered that he had entered �nto a compact w�th the myster�ous
usurer, and had borrowed money of h�m. However that may have
been, the wedd�ng was a source of �nterest to the whole c�ty, and the
br�de and br�degroom were objects of general envy. Every one knew
of the�r warm and fa�thful love, the long persecut�on they had had to
endure from every quarter, the great personal worth of both. Ardent
women at once sketched out the heavenly bl�ss wh�ch the young
couple would enjoy. But �t turned out very d�fferently.

“In the course of a year a fr�ghtful change came over the husband.
H�s character, up to that t�me so noble, became po�soned w�th
jealous susp�c�ons, �rr�tab�l�ty, and �nexhaust�ble capr�ces. He
became a tyrant to h�s w�fe, a th�ng wh�ch no one could have
foreseen, and �ndulged �n the most �nhuman deeds, and even �n
blows. In a year’s t�me no one would have recogn�sed the woman
who, such a l�ttle wh�le before, had dazzled and drawn about her
throngs of subm�ss�ve adorers. F�nally, no longer able to endure her
lot, she proposed a d�vorce. Her husband flew �nto a rage at the very
suggest�on. In the f�rst outburst of pass�on, he chased her about the
room w�th a kn�fe, and would doubtless have murdered her then and
there, �f they had not se�zed h�m and prevented h�m. In a f�t of
madness and despa�r he turned the kn�fe aga�nst h�mself, and ended
h�s l�fe am�d the most horr�ble suffer�ngs.

“Bes�des these two �nstances wh�ch occurred before the eyes of all
the world, stor�es c�rculated of many more among the lower classes,
nearly all of wh�ch had trag�c end�ngs. Here an honest sober man
became a drunkard; there a shopkeeper’s clerk robbed h�s master;
aga�n, a dr�ver who had conducted h�mself properly for a number of
years cut h�s passenger’s throat for a groschen. It was �mposs�ble
that such occurrences, related, not w�thout embell�shments, should
not �nsp�re a sort of �nvoluntary horror amongst the sedate
�nhab�tants of Kolomna. No one enterta�ned any doubt as to the
presence of an ev�l power �n the usurer. They sa�d that he �mposed
cond�t�ons wh�ch made the ha�r r�se on one’s head, and wh�ch the
m�serable wretch never afterward dared reveal to any other be�ng;
that h�s money possessed a strange power of attract�on; that �t grew
hot of �tself, and that �t bore strange marks. And �t �s worthy of



remark, that all the colony of Kolomna, all these poor old women,
small off�c�als, petty art�sts, and �ns�gn�f�cant people whom we have
just recap�tulated, agreed that �t was better to endure anyth�ng, and
to suffer the extreme of m�sery, rather than to have recourse to the
terr�ble usurer. Old women were even found dy�ng of hunger, who
preferred to k�ll the�r bod�es rather than lose the�r soul. Those who
met h�m �n the street exper�enced an �nvoluntary sense of fear.
Pedestr�ans took care to turn as�de from h�s path, and gazed long
after h�s tall, reced�ng f�gure. In h�s face alone there was suff�c�ent
that was uncommon to cause any one to ascr�be to h�m a
supernatural nature. The strong features, so deeply ch�selled; the
glow�ng bronze of h�s complex�on; the �ncred�ble th�ckness of h�s
brows; the �ntolerable, terr�ble eyes—everyth�ng seemed to �nd�cate
that the pass�ons of other men were pale compared to those rag�ng
w�th�n h�m. My father stopped short every t�me he met h�m, and could
not refra�n each t�me from say�ng, ‘A dev�l, a perfect dev�l!’ But I must
�ntroduce you as speed�ly as poss�ble to my father, the ch�ef
character of th�s story.

“My father was a remarkable man �n many respects. He was an
art�st of rare ab�l�ty, a self-taught art�st, w�thout teachers or schools,
pr�nc�ples and rules, carr�ed away only by the th�rst for perfect�on,
and tread�ng a path �nd�cated by h�s own �nst�ncts, for reasons
unknown, perchance, even to h�mself. Through some lofty and
secret �nst�nct he perce�ved the presence of a soul �n every object.
And th�s secret �nst�nct and personal conv�ct�on turned h�s brush to
Chr�st�an subjects, grand and lofty to the last degree. H�s was a
strong character: he was an honourable, upr�ght, even rough man,
covered w�th a sort of hard r�nd w�thout, not ent�rely lack�ng �n pr�de,
and g�ven to express�ng h�mself both sharply and scornfully about
people. He worked for very small results; that �s to say, for just
enough to support h�s fam�ly and obta�n the mater�als he needed; he
never, under any c�rcumstances, refused to a�d any one, or to lend a
help�ng hand to a poor art�st; and he bel�eved w�th the s�mple,
reverent fa�th of h�s ancestors. At length, by h�s un�nterm�tt�ng labour
and perseverance �n the path he had marked out for h�mself, he
began to w�n the approbat�on of those who honoured h�s self-taught



talent. They gave h�m constant orders for churches, and he never
lacked employment.

“One of h�s pa�nt�ngs possessed a strong �nterest for h�m. I no
longer recollect the exact subject: I only know that he needed to
represent the Sp�r�t of Darkness �n �t. He pondered long what form to
g�ve h�m: he w�shed to concentrate �n h�s face all that we�ghs down
and oppresses a man. In the m�dst of h�s med�tat�ons there suddenly
occurred to h�s m�nd the �mage of the myster�ous usurer; and he
thought �nvoluntar�ly, ‘That’s how I ought to pa�nt the Dev�l!’ Imag�ne
h�s amazement when one day, as he was at work �n h�s stud�o, he
heard a knock at the door, and d�rectly after there entered that same
terr�ble usurer.

“‘You are an art�st?’ he sa�d to my father abruptly.
“‘I am,’ answered my father �n surpr�se, wa�t�ng for what should

come next.
“‘Good! Pa�nt my portra�t. I may poss�bly d�e soon. I have no

ch�ldren; but I do not w�sh to d�e completely, I w�sh to l�ve. Can you
pa�nt a portra�t that shall appear as though �t were al�ve?’

“My father reflected, ‘What could be better! he offers h�mself for
the Dev�l �n my p�cture.’ He prom�sed. They agreed upon a t�me and
pr�ce; and the next day my father took palette and brushes and went
to the usurer’s house. The lofty court-yard, dogs, �ron doors and
locks, arched w�ndows, coffers, draped w�th strange covers, and, last
of all, the remarkable owner h�mself, seated mot�onless before h�m,
all produced a strange �mpress�on on h�m. The w�ndows seemed
�ntent�onally so encumbered below that they adm�tted the l�ght only
from the top. ‘Dev�l take h�m, how well h�s face �s l�ghted!’ he sa�d to
h�mself, and began to pa�nt ass�duously, as though afra�d that the
favourable l�ght would d�sappear. ‘What power!’ he repeated to
h�mself. ‘If I only accompl�sh half a l�keness of h�m, as he �s now, �t
w�ll surpass all my other works: he w�ll s�mply start from the canvas �f
I am only partly true to nature. What remarkable features!’ He
redoubled h�s energy; and began h�mself to not�ce how some of h�s
s�tter’s tra�ts were mak�ng the�r appearance on the canvas.

“But the more closely he approached resemblance, the more
consc�ous he became of an aggress�ve, uneasy feel�ng wh�ch he



could not expla�n to h�mself. Notw�thstand�ng th�s, he set h�mself to
copy w�th l�teral accuracy every tra�t and express�on. F�rst of all,
however, he bus�ed h�mself w�th the eyes. There was so much force
�n those eyes, that �t seemed �mposs�ble to reproduce them exactly
as they were �n nature. But he resolved, at any pr�ce, to seek �n them
the most m�nute character�st�cs and shades, to penetrate the�r
secret. As soon, however, as he approached them �n resemblance,
and began to redouble h�s exert�ons, there sprang up �n h�s m�nd
such a terr�ble feel�ng of repuls�on, of �nexpl�cable express�on, that
he was forced to lay as�de h�s brush for a wh�le and beg�n anew. At
last he could bear �t no longer: he felt as �f these eyes were p�erc�ng
�nto h�s soul, and caus�ng �ntolerable emot�on. On the second and
th�rd days th�s grew st�ll stronger. It became horr�ble to h�m. He threw
down h�s brush, and declared abruptly that he could pa�nt the
stranger no longer. You should have seen how the terr�ble usurer
changed countenance at these words. He threw h�mself at h�s feet,
and besought h�m to f�n�sh the portra�t, say�ng that h�s fate and h�s
ex�stence depended on �t; that he had already caught h�s prom�nent
features; that �f he could reproduce them accurately, h�s l�fe would be
preserved �n h�s portra�t �n a supernatural manner; that by that
means he would not d�e completely; that �t was necessary for h�m to
cont�nue to ex�st �n the world.

“My father was fr�ghtened by these words: they seemed to h�m
strange and terr�ble to such a degree, that he threw down h�s
brushes and palette and rushed headlong from the room.

“The thought of �t troubled h�m all day and all n�ght; but the next
morn�ng he rece�ved the portra�t from the usurer, by a woman who
was the only creature �n h�s serv�ce, and who announced that her
master d�d not want the portra�t, and would pay noth�ng for �t, and
had sent �t back. On the even�ng of the same day he learned that the
usurer was dead, and that preparat�ons were �n progress to bury h�m
accord�ng to the r�tes of h�s rel�g�on. All th�s seemed to h�m
�nexpl�cably strange. But from that day a marked change showed
�tself �n h�s character. He was possessed by a troubled, uneasy
feel�ng, of wh�ch he was unable to expla�n the cause; and he soon
comm�tted a deed wh�ch no one could have expected of h�m. For
some t�me the works of one of h�s pup�ls had been attract�ng the



attent�on of a small c�rcle of conno�sseurs and amateurs. My father
had perce�ved h�s talent, and man�fested a part�cular l�k�ng for h�m �n
consequence. Suddenly the general �nterest �n h�m and talk about
h�m became unendurable to my father who grew env�ous of h�m.
F�nally, to complete h�s vexat�on, he learned that h�s pup�l had been
asked to pa�nt a p�cture for a recently bu�lt and wealthy church. Th�s
enraged h�m. ‘No, I w�ll not perm�t that fledgl�ng to tr�umph!’ sa�d he:
‘�t �s early, fr�end, to th�nk of cons�gn�ng old men to the gutters. I st�ll
have powers, God be pra�sed! We’ll soon see wh�ch w�ll put down
the other.’

“And th�s stra�ghtforward, honourable man employed �ntr�gues
wh�ch he had h�therto abhorred. He f�nally contr�ved that there should
be a compet�t�on for the p�cture wh�ch other art�sts were perm�tted to
enter �nto. Then he shut h�mself up �n h�s room, and grasped h�s
brush w�th zeal. It seemed as �f he were str�v�ng to summon all h�s
strength up for th�s occas�on. And, �n fact, the result turned out to be
one of h�s best works. No one doubted that he would bear off the
palm. The p�ctures were placed on exh�b�t�on, and all the others
seemed to h�s as n�ght to day. But of a sudden, one of the members
present, an eccles�ast�cal personage �f I m�stake not, made a remark
wh�ch surpr�sed every one. ‘There �s certa�nly much talent �n th�s
art�st’s p�cture,’ sa�d he, ‘but no hol�ness �n the faces: there �s even,
on the contrary, a demon�acal look �n the eyes, as though some ev�l
feel�ng had gu�ded the art�st’s hand.’ All looked, and could not but
acknowledge the truth of these words. My father rushed forward to
h�s p�cture, as though to ver�fy for h�mself th�s offens�ve remark, and
perce�ved w�th horror that he had bestowed the usurer’s eyes upon
nearly all the f�gures. They had such a d�abol�cal gaze that he
�nvoluntar�ly shuddered. The p�cture was rejected; and he was forced
to hear, to h�s �ndescr�bable vexat�on, that the palm was awarded to
h�s pup�l.

“It �s �mposs�ble to descr�be the state of rage �n wh�ch he returned
home. He almost k�lled my mother, he drove the ch�ldren away,
broke h�s brushes and easels, tore down the usurer’s portra�t from
the wall, demanded a kn�fe, and ordered a f�re to be bu�lt �n the
ch�mney, �ntend�ng to cut �t �n p�eces and burn �t. A fr�end, an art�st,
caught h�m �n the act as he entered the room—a jolly fellow, always



sat�sf�ed w�th h�mself, �nflated by unatta�nable w�shes, do�ng da�ly
anyth�ng that came to hand, and tak�ng st�ll more ga�ly to h�s d�nner
and l�ttle carouses.

“‘What are you do�ng? What are you prepar�ng to burn?’ he asked,
and stepped up to the portra�t. ‘Why, th�s �s one of your very best
works. It �s the usurer who d�ed a short t�me ago: yes, �t �s a most
perfect l�keness. You d�d not stop unt�l you had got �nto h�s very
eyes. Never d�d eyes look as these do now.’

“‘Well, I’ll see how they look �n the f�re!’ sa�d my father, mak�ng a
movement to fl�ng the portra�t �nto the grate.

“‘Stop, for Heaven’s sake!’ excla�med h�s fr�end, restra�n�ng h�m:
‘g�ve �t to me, rather, �f �t offends your eyes to such a degree.’ My
father res�sted, but y�elded at length; and the jolly fellow, well
pleased w�th h�s acqu�s�t�on, carr�ed the portra�t home w�th h�m.

“When he was gone, my father felt more calm. The burden
seemed to have d�sappeared from h�s soul �n company w�th the
portra�t. He was surpr�sed h�mself at h�s ev�l feel�ngs, h�s envy, and
the ev�dent change �n h�s character. Rev�ew�ng h�s acts, he became
sad at heart; and not w�thout �nward sorrow d�d he excla�m, ‘No, �t
was God who pun�shed me! my p�cture, �n fact, was meant to ru�n my
brother-man. A dev�l�sh feel�ng of envy gu�ded my brush, and that
dev�l�sh feel�ng must have made �tself v�s�ble �n �t.’

“He set out at once to seek h�s former pup�l, embraced h�m
warmly, begged h�s forg�veness, and endeavoured as far as poss�ble
to excuse h�s own fault. H�s labours cont�nued as before; but h�s face
was more frequently thoughtful. He prayed more, grew more tac�turn,
and expressed h�mself less sharply about people: even the rough
exter�or of h�s character was mod�f�ed to some extent. But a certa�n
occurrence soon d�sturbed h�m more than ever. He had seen noth�ng
for a long t�me of the comrade who had begged the portra�t of h�m.
He had already dec�ded to hunt h�m up, when the latter suddenly
made h�s appearance �n h�s room. After a few words and quest�ons
on both s�des, he sa�d, ‘Well, brother, �t was not w�thout cause that
you w�shed to burn that portra�t. Dev�l take �t, there’s someth�ng
horr�ble about �t! I don’t bel�eve �n sorcerers; but, begg�ng your
pardon, there’s an unclean sp�r�t �n �t.’



“‘How so?’ asked my father.
“‘Well, from the very moment I hung �t up �n my room I felt such

depress�on—just as �f I wanted to murder some one. I never knew �n
my l�fe what sleeplessness was; but I suffered not from
sleeplessness alone, but from such dreams!—I cannot tell whether
they were dreams, or what; �t was as �f a demon were strangl�ng one:
and the old man appeared to me �n my sleep. In short, I can’t
descr�be my state of m�nd. I had a sensat�on of fear, as �f expect�ng
someth�ng unpleasant. I felt as �f I could not speak a cheerful or
s�ncere word to any one: �t was just as �f a spy were s�tt�ng over me.
But from the very hour that I gave that portra�t to my nephew, who
asked for �t, I felt as �f a stone had been rolled from my shoulders,
and became cheerful, as you see me now. Well, brother, you pa�nted
the very Dev�l!’

“Dur�ng th�s rec�tal my father l�stened w�th unswerv�ng attent�on,
and f�nally �nqu�red, ‘And your nephew now has the portra�t?’

“‘My nephew, �ndeed! he could not stand �t!’ sa�d the jolly fellow:
‘do you know, the soul of that usurer has m�grated �nto �t; he jumps
out of the frame, walks about the room; and what my nephew tells of
h�m �s s�mply �ncomprehens�ble. I should take h�m for a lunat�c, �f I
had not undergone a part of �t myself. He sold �t to some collector of
p�ctures; and he could not stand �t e�ther, and got r�d of �t to some
one else.’

“Th�s story produced a deep �mpress�on on my father. He grew
ser�ously pens�ve, fell �nto hypochondr�a, and f�nally became fully
conv�nced that h�s brush had served as a tool of the Dev�l; and that a
port�on of the usurer’s v�tal�ty had actually passed �nto the portra�t,
and was now troubl�ng people, �nsp�r�ng d�abol�cal exc�tement,
begu�l�ng pa�nters from the true path, produc�ng the fearful torments
of envy, and so forth. Three catastrophes wh�ch occurred afterwards,
three sudden deaths of w�fe, daughter, and �nfant son, he regarded
as a d�v�ne pun�shment on h�m, and f�rmly resolved to w�thdraw from
the world.

“As soon as I was n�ne years old, he placed me �n an academy of
pa�nt�ng, and, pay�ng all h�s debts, ret�red to a lonely clo�ster, where
he soon afterwards took the vows. There he amazed every one by



the str�ctness of h�s l�fe, and h�s unt�r�ng observance of all the
monast�c rules. The pr�or of the monastery, hear�ng of h�s sk�ll �n
pa�nt�ng, ordered h�m to pa�nt the pr�nc�pal p�cture �n the church. But
the humble brother sa�d pla�nly that he was unworthy to touch a
brush, that h�s was contam�nated, that w�th to�l and great sacr�f�ce
must he f�rst pur�fy h�s sp�r�t �n order to render h�mself f�t to undertake
such a task. He �ncreased the r�gours of monast�c l�fe for h�mself as
much as poss�ble. At last, even they became �nsuff�c�ent, and he
ret�red, w�th the approval of the pr�or, �nto the desert, �n order to be
qu�te alone. There he constructed h�mself a cell from branches of
trees, ate only uncooked roots, dragged about a stone from place to
place, stood �n one spot w�th h�s hands l�fted to heaven, from the
r�s�ng unt�l the go�ng down of the sun, rec�t�ng prayers w�thout
cessat�on. In th�s manner d�d he for several years exhaust h�s body,
�nv�gorat�ng �t, at the same t�me, w�th the strength of fervent prayer.

“At length, one day he returned to the clo�ster, and sa�d f�rmly to
the pr�or, ‘Now I am ready. If God w�lls, I w�ll f�n�sh my task.’ The
subject he selected was the B�rth of Chr�st. A whole year he sat over
�t, w�thout leav�ng h�s cell, barely susta�n�ng h�mself w�th coarse food,
and pray�ng �ncessantly. At the end of the year the p�cture was ready.
It was a really wonderful work. Ne�ther pr�or nor brethren knew much
about pa�nt�ng; but all were struck w�th the marvellous hol�ness of the
f�gures. The express�on of reverent hum�l�ty and gentleness �n the
face of the Holy Mother, as she bent over the Ch�ld; the deep
�ntell�gence �n the eyes of the Holy Ch�ld, as though he saw
someth�ng afar; the tr�umphant s�lence of the Mag�, amazed by the
D�v�ne M�racle, as they bowed at h�s feet: and f�nally, the
�ndescr�bable peace wh�ch emanated from the whole p�cture—all th�s
was presented w�th such strength and beauty, that the �mpress�on �t
made was mag�cal. All the brethren threw themselves on the�r knees
before �t; and the pr�or, deeply affected, excla�med, ‘No, �t �s
�mposs�ble for any art�st, w�th the ass�stance only of earthly art, to
produce such a p�cture: a holy, d�v�ne power has gu�ded thy brush,
and the bless�ng of Heaven rested upon thy labour!’

“By that t�me I had completed my educat�on at the academy,
rece�ved the gold medal, and w�th �t the joyful hope of a journey to
Italy—the fa�rest dream of a twenty-year-old art�st. It only rema�ned



for me to take leave of my father, from whom I had been separated
for twelve years. I confess that even h�s �mage had long faded from
my memory. I had heard somewhat of h�s gr�m sa�ntl�ness, and
rather expected to meet a herm�t of rough exter�or, a stranger to
everyth�ng �n the world, except h�s cell and h�s prayers, worn out,
tr�ed up, by eternal fast�ng and penance. But how great was my
surpr�se when a handsome old man stood before me! No traces of
exhaust�on were v�s�ble on h�s countenance: �t beamed w�th the l�ght
of a heavenly joy. H�s beard, wh�te as snow, and h�s th�n, almost
transparent ha�r of the same s�lvery hue, fell p�cturesquely upon h�s
breast, and upon the folds of h�s black gown, even to the rope w�th
wh�ch h�s poor monast�c garb was g�rded. But most surpr�s�ng to me
of all was to hear from h�s mouth such words and thoughts about art
as, I confess, I long shall bear �n m�nd, and I s�ncerely w�sh that all
my comrades would do the same.

“‘I expected you, my son,’ he sa�d, when I approached for h�s
bless�ng. ‘The path awa�ts you �n wh�ch your l�fe �s henceforth to flow.
Your path �s pure—desert �t not. You have talent: talent �s the most
pr�celess of God’s g�fts—destroy �t not. Search out, subject all th�ngs
to your brush; but �n all see that you f�nd the h�dden soul, and most
of all, str�ve to atta�n to the grand secret of creat�on. Blessed �s the
elect one who masters that! There �s for h�m no mean object �n
nature. In lowly themes the art�st creator �s as great as �n great ones:
�n the desp�cable there �s noth�ng for h�m to desp�se, for �t passes
through the pur�fy�ng f�re of h�s m�nd. An �nt�mat�on of God’s heavenly
parad�se �s conta�ned for the art�st �n art, and by that alone �s �t
h�gher than all else. But by as much as tr�umphant rest �s grander
than every earthly emot�on, by so much �s the lofty creat�on of art
h�gher than everyth�ng else on earth. Sacr�f�ce everyth�ng to �t, and
love �t w�th pass�on—not w�th the pass�on breath�ng w�th earthly
des�re, but a peaceful, heavenly pass�on. It cannot plant d�scord �n
the sp�r�t, but ascends, l�ke a resound�ng prayer, eternally to God.
But there are moments, dark moments—’ He paused, and I
observed that h�s br�ght face darkened, as though some cloud
crossed �t for a moment. ‘There �s one �nc�dent of my l�fe,’ he sa�d.
‘Up to th�s moment, I cannot understand what that terr�ble be�ng was
of whom I pa�nted a l�keness. It was certa�nly some d�abol�cal



appar�t�on. I know that the world den�es the ex�stence of the Dev�l,
and therefore I w�ll not speak of h�m. I w�ll only say that I pa�nted h�m
w�th repugnance: I felt no l�k�ng for my work, even at the t�me. I tr�ed
to force myself, and, st�fl�ng every emot�on �n a hard-hearted way, to
be true to nature. I have been �nformed that th�s portra�t �s pass�ng
from hand to hand, and sow�ng unpleasant �mpress�ons, �nsp�r�ng
art�sts w�th feel�ngs of envy, of dark hatred towards the�r brethren,
w�th mal�c�ous th�rst for persecut�on and oppress�on. May the
Alm�ghty preserve you from such pass�ons! There �s noth�ng more
terr�ble.’

“He blessed and embraced me. Never �n my l�fe was I so grandly
moved. Reverently, rather than w�th the feel�ng of a son, I leaned
upon h�s breast, and k�ssed h�s scattered s�lver locks.

“Tears shone �n h�s eyes. ‘Fulf�l my one request, my son,’ sa�d he,
at the moment of part�ng. ‘You may chance to see the portra�t I have
ment�oned somewhere. You w�ll know �t at once by the strange eyes,
and the�r pecul�ar express�on. Destroy �t at any cost.’

“Judge for yourselves whether I could refuse to prom�se, w�th an
oath, to fulf�l th�s request. In the space of f�fteen years I had never
succeeded �n meet�ng w�th anyth�ng wh�ch �n any way corresponded
to the descr�pt�on g�ven me by my father, unt�l now, all of a sudden,
at an auct�on—”

The art�st d�d not f�n�sh h�s sentence, but turned h�s eyes to the
wall �n order to glance once more at the portra�t. The ent�re throng of
aud�tors made the same movement, seek�ng the wonderful portra�t
w�th the�r eyes. But, to the�r extreme amazement, �t was no longer on
the wall. An �nd�st�nct murmur and exclamat�on ran through the
crowd, and then was heard d�st�nctly the word, “stolen.” Some one
had succeeded �n carry�ng �t off, tak�ng advantage of the fact that the
attent�on of the spectators was d�stracted by the story. And those
present long rema�ned �n a state of surpr�se, not know�ng whether
they had really seen those remarkable eyes, or whether �t was
s�mply a dream wh�ch had floated for an �nstant before the�r eyes�ght,
stra�ned w�th long gaz�ng at old p�ctures.





THE CALASH
The town of B—— had become very l�vely s�nce a cavalry

reg�ment had taken up �ts quarters �n �t. Up to that date �t had been
mortally wear�some there. When you happened to pass through the
town and glanced at �ts l�ttle mud houses w�th the�r �ncred�bly gloomy
aspect, the pen refuses to express what you felt. You suffered a
terr�ble uneas�ness as �f you had just lost all your money at play, or
had comm�tted some terr�ble blunder �n company. The plaster
cover�ng the houses, soaked by the ra�n, had fallen away �n many
places from the�r walls, wh�ch from wh�te had become streaked and
spotted, wh�lst old reeds served to thatch them.

Follow�ng a custom very common �n the towns of South Russ�a,
the ch�ef of pol�ce has long s�nce had all the trees �n the gardens cut
down to �mprove the v�ew. One never meets anyth�ng �n the town,
unless �t �s a cock cross�ng the road, full of dust and soft as a p�llow.
At the sl�ghtest ra�n th�s dust �s turned �nto mud, and then all the
streets are f�lled w�th p�gs. D�splay�ng to all the�r grave faces, they
utter such grunts that travellers only th�nk of press�ng the�r horses to
get away from them as soon as poss�ble. Somet�mes some country
gentleman of the ne�ghbourhood, the owner of a dozen serfs, passes
�n a veh�cle wh�ch �s a k�nd of comprom�se between a carr�age and a
cart, surrounded by sacks of flour, and wh�pp�ng up h�s bay mare
w�th her colt trott�ng by her s�de. The aspect of the marketplace �s
mournful enough. The ta�lor’s house st�cks out very stup�dly, not
squarely to the front but s�deways. Fac�ng �t �s a br�ck house w�th two
w�ndows, unf�n�shed for f�fteen years past, and further on a large
wooden market-stall stand�ng by �tself and pa�nted mud-colour. Th�s
stall, wh�ch was to serve as a model, was bu�lt by the ch�ef of pol�ce
�n the t�me of h�s youth, before he got �nto the hab�t of fall�ng asleep
d�rectly after d�nner, and of dr�nk�ng a k�nd of decoct�on of dr�ed
goose-berr�es every even�ng. All around the rest of the market-place
are noth�ng but pal�ngs. But �n the centre are some l�ttle sheds where



a packet of round cakes, a stout woman �n a red dress, a bar of
soap, some pounds of b�tter almonds, some lead, some cotton, and
two shopmen play�ng at “sva�ka,” a game resembl�ng quo�ts, are
always to be seen.

But on the arr�val of the cavalry reg�ment everyth�ng changed. The
streets became more l�vely and wore qu�te another aspect. Often
from the�r l�ttle houses the �nhab�tants would see a tall and well-made
off�cer w�th a plumed hat pass by, on h�s way to the quarters of one
of h�s comrades to d�scuss the chances of promot�on or the qual�t�es
of a new tobacco, or perhaps to r�sk at play h�s carr�age, wh�ch m�ght
�ndeed be called the carr�age of all the reg�ment, s�nce �t belonged �n
turn to every one of them. To-day �t was the major who drove out �n
�t, to-morrow �t was seen �n the l�eutenant’s coach-house, and a
week later the major’s servant was aga�n greas�ng �ts wheels. The
long hedges separat�ng the houses were suddenly covered w�th
sold�ers’ caps exposed to the sun, grey fr�eze cloaks hung �n the
doorways, and moustaches harsh and br�stl�ng as clothes brushes
were to be met w�th �n all the streets. These moustaches showed
themselves everywhere, but above all at the market, over the
shoulders of the women of the place who flocked there from all s�des
to make the�r purchases. The off�cers lent great an�mat�on to soc�ety
at B—.

Soc�ety cons�sted up t�ll then of the judge who was l�v�ng w�th a
deacon’s w�fe, and of the ch�ef of pol�ce, a very sens�ble man, but
one who slept all day long from d�nner t�ll even�ng, and from even�ng
t�ll d�nner-t�me.

Th�s general l�vel�ness was st�ll further �ncreased when the town of
B—— became the res�dence of the general command�ng the br�gade
to wh�ch the reg�ment belonged. Many gentlemen of the
ne�ghbourhood, whose very ex�stence no one had even suspected,
began to come �nto the town w�th the �ntent�on of call�ng on the
off�cers, or, perhaps, of play�ng bank, a game concern�ng wh�ch they
had up t�ll then only a very confused not�on, occup�ed as they were
w�th the�r crops and the comm�ss�ons of the�r w�ves and the�r hare-
hunt�ng. I am very sorry that I cannot recollect for what reason the
general made up h�s m�nd one f�ne day to g�ve a grand d�nner. The



preparat�ons were overwhelm�ng. The clatter of kn�ves �n the k�tchen
was heard as far as the town gates. The whole of the market was
la�d under contr�but�ons, so much so that the judge and the deacon’s
w�fe found themselves obl�ged that day to be sat�sf�ed w�th hasty
pudd�ngs and cakes of flour. The l�ttle courtyard of the house
occup�ed by the general was crowded w�th veh�cles. The company
only cons�sted of men, off�cers and gentlemen of the ne�ghbourhood.

Amongst these latter was above all consp�cuous Pythagoras
Pythagorav�tch Tchertokoutsk�, one of the lead�ng ar�stocrats of the
d�str�ct of B—, the most f�ery orator at the nob�l�ary elect�ons and the
owner of a very elegant turn-out. He had served �n a cavalry
reg�ment and had even passed for one of �ts most accompl�shed
off�cers, hav�ng constantly shown h�mself at all the balls and part�es
wherever h�s reg�ment was quartered. Informat�on respect�ng h�m
may be asked of all the young lad�es �n the d�str�cts of Tamboff and
S�mb�rsk. He would very probably have further extended h�s
reputat�on �n other d�str�cts �f he had not been obl�ged to leave the
serv�ce �n consequence of one of those affa�rs wh�ch are spoken of
as “a very unpleasant bus�ness.” Had he g�ven or rece�ved a blow? I
cannot say w�th certa�nty, but what �s �nd�sputable �s that he was
asked to send �n h�s res�gnat�on. However, th�s acc�dent had no
unpleasant effect upon the esteem �n wh�ch he had been held up t�ll
then.

Tchertokoutsk� always wore a coat of a m�l�tary cut, spurs and
moustache, �n order not to have �t supposed that he had served �n
the �nfantry, a branch of the serv�ce upon wh�ch he lav�shed the most
contemptuous express�ons. He frequented the numerous fa�rs to
wh�ch flock the whole of the populat�on of Southern Russ�a,
cons�st�ng of nursema�ds, tall g�rls, and burly gentlemen who go
there �n veh�cles of such strange aspect that no one has ever seen
the�r match even �n a dream. He �nst�nct�vely guessed the spot �n
wh�ch a reg�ment of cavalry was to be found and never fa�led to
�ntroduce h�mself to the off�cers. On perce�v�ng them he bounded
gracefully from h�s l�ght phaeton and soon made acqua�ntance w�th
them. At the last elect�on he had g�ven to the whole of the nob�l�ty a
grand d�nner dur�ng wh�ch he declared that �f he were elected
marshal he would put all gentlemen on the best poss�ble foot�ng. He



usually behaved after the fash�on of a great noble. He had marr�ed a
rather pretty lady w�th a dowry of two hundred serfs and some
thousands of rubles. Th�s money was at once employed �n the
purchase of s�x f�ne horses, some g�lt bronze locks, and a tame
monkey. He further engaged a French cook. The two hundred
peasants of the lady, as well as two hundred more belong�ng to the
gentleman, were mortgaged to the bank. In a word, he was a regular
nobleman. Bes�des h�mself, several other gentlemen were amongst
the general’s guests, but �t �s not worth wh�le speak�ng of them. The
off�cers of the reg�ment, amongst whom were the colonel and the fat
major, formed the major�ty of those present. The general h�mself was
rather stout; a good off�cer, nevertheless, accord�ng to h�s
subord�nates. He had a rather deep bass vo�ce.

The d�nner was magn�f�cent; there were sturgeons, sterlets,
bustards, asparagus, qua�l, partr�dges, mushrooms. The flavour of all
these d�shes suppl�ed an �rrefutable proof of the sobr�ety of the cook
dur�ng the twenty-four hours preced�ng the d�nner. Four sold�ers, who
had been g�ven h�m as ass�stants, had not ceased work�ng all n�ght,
kn�fe �n hand, at the compos�t�on of ragouts and jell�es. The �mmense
quant�ty of long-necked bottles, m�ngled w�th shorter ones, hold�ng
claret and made�ra; the f�ne summer day, the w�de-open w�ndows,
the plates p�led up w�th �ce on the table, the crumpled sh�rt-fronts of
the gentlemen �n pla�n clothes, and a br�sk and no�sy conversat�on,
now dom�nated by the general’s vo�ce, and now bespr�nkled w�th
champagne, were all �n perfect harmony. The guests rose from the
table w�th a pleasant feel�ng of replet�on, and, after hav�ng l�t the�r
p�pes, all stepped out, coffee-cups �n hand, on to the verandah.

“We can see her now,” sa�d the general. “Here, my dear fellow,”
added he, address�ng h�s a�de-de-camp, an act�ve well-made young
off�cer, “have the bay mare brought here. You shall see for
yourselves, gentlemen.”

At these words the general took a long pull at h�s p�pe.
“She �s not qu�te recovered yet; there �s not a decent stable �n th�s

cursed l�ttle place. But she �s not bad look�ng—” puff—puff, the
general here let out the smoke wh�ch he had kept �n h�s mouth t�ll
then—“the l�ttle mare.”



“It �s long s�nce your excellency—” puff—puff—puff
—“condescended to buy her?” asked Tchertokoutsk�.

Puff—puff—puff—puff. “Not very long, I had her from the breed�ng
establ�shment two years ago.”

“And d�d your excellency condescend to take her ready broken, or
to have her broken �n here yourself?”

Puff—puff—puff—puff. “Here.”
As he spoke the general d�sappeared beh�nd a cloud of smoke.
At that moment a sold�er jumped out of the stable. The trampl�ng

of a horse’s hoofs was heard, and another sold�er w�th �mmense
moustaches, and wear�ng a long wh�te tun�c, appeared, lead�ng by
the br�dle the terr�f�ed and qu�ver�ng mare, wh�ch, suddenly rear�ng,
l�fted h�m off h�s feet.

“Come, come, Agrafena Ivanovna,” sa�d he, lead�ng her towards
the verandah.

The mare’s name was Agrafena Ivanovna. Strong and bold as a
Southern beauty, she suddenly became mot�onless.

The general began to look at her w�th ev�dent sat�sfact�on, and left
off smok�ng. The colonel h�mself went down the steps and patted her
neck. The major ran h�s hand down her legs, and all the other
off�cers cl�cked the�r tongues at her.

Tchertokoutsk� left the verandah to take up a pos�t�on bes�de the
mare. The sold�er who held her br�dle drew h�mself up and stared
f�xedly at the guests.

“She �s very f�ne, very f�ne,” sa�d Tchertokoutsk�, “a very well-
shaped beast. W�ll your excellency allow me to ask whether she �s a
good goer?”

“She goes well, but that �d�ot of a doctor, deuce take h�m, has
g�ven her some balls wh�ch have made her sneeze for the last two
days.”

“She �s a f�ne beast, a very f�ne beast. Has your excellency a turn-
out to match the horse?”

“Turn-out! but she’s a saddle horse.”



“I know. I put the quest�on, your excellency, to know �f you have an
equ�page worthy of your other horses?”

“No, I have not much �n the way of equ�pages; I must adm�t that,
for some t�me past, I have been want�ng to buy a calash, such as
they bu�ld now-a-days. I have wr�tten about �t to my brother who �s
now at St. Petersburg, but I do not know whether he w�ll be able to
send me one.”

“It seems to me, your excellency,” remarked the colonel, “that
there are no better calashes than those of V�enna.”

“You are r�ght.” Puff—puff—puff.
“I have an excellent calash, your excellency, a real V�ennese

calash,” sa�d Tchertokoutsk�.
“That �n wh�ch you came?”
“Oh no, I make use of that for ord�nary serv�ce, but the other �s

someth�ng extraord�nary. It �s as l�ght as a feather, and �f you s�t �n �t,
�t seems as �f your nurse was rock�ng you �n a cradle.”

“It �s very comfortable then?”
“Extremely comfortable; the cush�ons, the spr�ngs, and everyth�ng

else are perfect.”
“Ah! that �s good.”
“And what a quant�ty of th�ngs can be packed away �n �t. I have

never seen anyth�ng l�ke �t, your excellency. When I was st�ll �n the
serv�ce there was room enough �n the body to stow away ten bottles
of rum, twenty pounds of tobacco, s�x un�forms, and two p�pes, the
longest p�pes �mag�nable, your excellency; and �n the pockets �ns�de
you could stow away a whole bullock.”

“That �s very good.”
“It cost four thousand rubles, your excellency.”
“It ought to be good at that pr�ce. D�d you buy �t yourself?”
“No, your excellency, I had �t by chance. It was bought by one of

my oldest fr�ends, a f�ne fellow w�th whom you would be very well
pleased. We are very �nt�mate. What �s m�ne �s h�s, and what �s h�s �s
m�ne. I won �t of h�m at cards. Would your excellency have the



k�ndness to honour me at d�nner to-morrow? You could see my
calash.”

“I don’t know what to say. Alone I could not—but �f you would allow
me to come w�th these off�cers—”

“I beg of them to come too. I shall esteem �t a great honour,
gentlemen, to have the pleasure of see�ng you at my house.”

The colonel, the major, and the other off�cers thanked
Tchertokoutsk�.

“I am of op�n�on myself, your excellency, that �f one buys anyth�ng
�t should be good; �t �s not worth the trouble of gett�ng, �f �t turns out
bad. If you do me the honour of call�ng on me to-morrow, I w�ll show
you some �mprovements I have �ntroduced on my estate.”

The general looked at h�m, and puffed out a fresh cloud of smoke.
Tchertokoutsk� was charmed w�th h�s not�on of �nv�t�ng the off�cers,

and mentally ordered �n advance all manner of d�shes for the�r
enterta�nment. He sm�led at these gentlemen, who on the�r part
appeared to �ncrease the�r show of attent�on towards h�m, as was
not�ceable from the express�on of the�r eyes and the l�ttle half-nods
they bestowed upon h�m. H�s bear�ng assumed a certa�n ease, and
h�s vo�ce expressed h�s great sat�sfact�on.

“Your excellency w�ll make the acqua�ntance of the m�stress of the
house.”

“That w�ll be most agreeable to me,” sa�d the general, tw�rl�ng h�s
moustache.

Tchertokoutsk� was f�rmly resolved to return home at once �n order
to make all necessary preparat�ons �n good t�me. He had already
taken h�s hat, but a strange fatal�ty caused h�m to rema�n for some
t�me at the general’s. The card tables had been set out, and all the
company, separat�ng �nto groups of four, scattered �tself about the
room. L�ghts were brought �n. Tchertokoutsk� d�d not know whether
he ought to s�t down to wh�st. But as the off�cers �nv�ted h�m, he
thought that the rules of good breed�ng obl�ged h�m to accept. He sat
down. I do not know how a glass of punch found �tself at h�s elbow,
but he drank �t off w�thout th�nk�ng. After play�ng two rubbers, he



found another glass close to h�s hand wh�ch he drank off �n the same
way, though not w�thout remark�ng:

“It �s really t�me for me to go, gentlemen.”
He began to play a fresh rubber. However, the conversat�on wh�ch

was go�ng on �n every corner of the room took an espec�al turn.
Those who were play�ng wh�st were qu�et enough, but the others
talked a great deal. A capta�n had taken up h�s pos�t�on on a sofa,
and lean�ng aga�nst a cush�on, p�pe �n mouth, he capt�vated the
attent�on of a c�rcle of guests gathered about h�m by h�s eloquent
narrat�ve of amorous adventures. A very stout gentleman whose
arms were so short that they looked l�ke two potatoes hang�ng by h�s
s�des, l�stened to h�m w�th a very sat�sf�ed express�on, and from t�me
to t�me exerted h�mself to pull h�s tobacco-pouch out of h�s coat-ta�l
pocket. A somewhat br�sk d�scuss�on on cavalry dr�ll had ar�sen �n
another corner, and Tchertokoutsk�, who had tw�ce already played a
knave for a k�ng, m�ngled �n the conversat�on by call�ng out from h�s
place: “In what year?” or “What reg�ment?” w�thout not�c�ng that very
often h�s quest�on had no appl�cat�on whatever. At length, a few
m�nutes before supper, play came to an end. Tchertokoutsk� could
remember that he had won a great deal, but he d�d not take up h�s
w�nn�ngs, and after r�s�ng stood for some t�me �n the pos�t�on of a
man who has no handkerch�ef �n h�s pocket.

They sat down to supper. As m�ght be expected, w�ne was not
lack�ng, and Tchertokoutsk� kept �nvoluntar�ly f�ll�ng h�s glass w�th �t,
for he was surrounded w�th bottles. A lengthy conversat�on took
place at table, but the guests carr�ed �t on after a strange fash�on. A
colonel, who had served �n 1812, descr�bed a battle wh�ch had never
taken place; and bes�des, no one ever could make out why he took a
cork and stuck �t �nto a p�e. They began to break-up at three �n the
morn�ng. The coachmen were obl�ged to take several of them �n the�r
arms l�ke bundles; and Tchertokoutsk� h�mself, desp�te h�s
ar�stocrat�c pr�de, bowed so low to the company, that he took home
two th�stles �n h�s moustache.

The coachman who drove h�m home found every one asleep. He
routed out, after some trouble, the valet, who, after hav�ng ushered
h�s master through the hall, handed h�m over to a ma�d-servant.



Tchertokoutsk� followed her as well as he could to the best room, and
stretched h�mself bes�de h�s pretty young w�fe, who was sleep�ng �n a
n�ght-gown as wh�te as snow. The shock of her husband fall�ng on
the bed awoke her—she stretched out her arms, opened her eyes,
closed them qu�ckly, and then opened them aga�n qu�te w�de, w�th a
half-vexed a�r. See�ng that her husband d�d not pay the sl�ghtest
attent�on to her, she turned over on the other s�de, rested her fresh
and rosy cheek on her hand, and went to sleep aga�n.

It was late—that �s, accord�ng to country customs—when the lady
awoke aga�n. Her husband was snor�ng more loudly than ever. She
recollected that he had come home at four o’clock, and not w�sh�ng
to awaken h�m, got up alone, and put on her sl�ppers, wh�ch her
husband had had sent for her from St. Petersburg, and a wh�te
dress�ng-gown wh�ch fell about her l�ke the waters of a founta�n.
Then she passed �nto her dress�ng-room, and after wash�ng �n water
as fresh as herself, went to her to�let table. She looked at herself
tw�ce �n the glass, and thought she looked very pretty that morn�ng.
Th�s c�rcumstance, a very �ns�gn�f�cant one apparently, caused her to
stay two hours longer than usual before her glass. She dressed
herself very tastefully and went �nto the garden.

The weather was splend�d: �t was one of the f�nest days of the
summer. The sun, wh�ch had almost reached the mer�d�an, shed �ts
most ardent rays; but a pleasant coolness re�gned under the leafy
arcades; and the flowers, warmed by the sun, exhaled the�r sweetest
perfume. The pretty m�stress of the house had qu�te forgotten that �t
was noon at least, and that her husband was st�ll asleep. Already
she heard the snores of two coachmen and a groom, who were
tak�ng the�r s�esta �n the stable, after hav�ng d�ned cop�ously. But she
was st�ll s�tt�ng �n a bower from wh�ch the deserted h�gh road could
be seen, when all at once her attent�on was caught by a l�ght cloud
of dust r�s�ng �n the d�stance. After look�ng at �t for some moments,
she ended by mak�ng out several veh�cles, closely follow�ng one
another. F�rst came a l�ght calash, w�th two places, �n wh�ch was the
general, wear�ng h�s large and gl�tter�ng epaulettes, w�th the colonel.
Th�s was followed by another w�th four places, conta�n�ng the
capta�n, the a�de-de-camp and two l�eutenants. Further on, came the
celebrated reg�mental veh�cle, the present owner of wh�ch was the



major, and beh�nd that another �n wh�ch were packed f�ve off�cers,
one on h�s comrade’s knees, the process�on be�ng closed by three
more on three f�ne bays.

“Are they com�ng here?” thought the m�stress of the house. “Good
heavens, yes! they are leav�ng the ma�n road.”

She gave a cry, clasped her hands, and ran stra�ght across the
flower-beds to her bedroom, where her husband was st�ll sleep�ng
soundly.

“Get up! get up! get up at once,” she cr�ed, pull�ng h�m by the arm.
“What—what’s the matter?” murmured Tchertokoutsk�, stretch�ng

h�s l�mbs w�thout open�ng h�s eyes.
“Get up, get up. V�s�tors have come, do you hear? v�s�tors.”
“V�s�tors, what v�s�tors?” After say�ng these words he uttered a l�ttle

pla�nt�ve grunt l�ke that of a suck�ng calf: “M-m-m. Let me k�ss you.”
“My dear, get up at once, for heaven’s sake. The general has

come w�th all h�s off�cers. Ah! goodness, you have got a th�stle �n
your moustache.”

“The general! Has he come already? But why the deuce d�d not
they wake me? And the d�nner, �s the d�nner ready?”

“What d�nner?”
“But haven’t I ordered a d�nner?”
“A d�nner! You got home at four o’clock �n the morn�ng and you d�d

not answer a s�ngle word to all my quest�ons. I d�d not wake you,
s�nce you had so l�ttle sleep.”

Tchertokoutsk�, h�s eyes star�ng out of h�s head, rema�ned
mot�onless for some moments as though a thunderbolt had struck
h�m. All at once he jumped out of bed �n h�s sh�rt.

“Id�ot that I am,” he excla�med, clasp�ng h�s hand to h�s forehead; “I
had �nv�ted them to d�nner. What �s to be done? are they far off?”

“They w�ll be here �n a moment.”
“My dear, h�de yourself. Ho there, somebody. H� there, you g�rl.

Come here, you fool; what are you afra�d of? The off�cers are com�ng
here; tell them I am not at home, that I went out early th�s morn�ng,



that I am not com�ng back. Do you understand? Go and repeat �t to
all the servants. Be off, qu�ck.”

Hav�ng uttered these words, he hurr�edly sl�pped on h�s dress�ng-
gown, and ran off to shut h�mself up �n the coach-house, wh�ch he
thought the safest h�d�ng-place. But he fanc�ed that he m�ght be
not�ced �n the corner �n wh�ch he had taken refuge.

“Th�s w�ll be better,” sa�d he to h�mself, lett�ng down the steps of
the nearest veh�cle, wh�ch happened to be the calash. He jumped
�ns�de, closed the door, and, as a further precaut�on, covered h�mself
w�th the leather apron. There he rema�ned, wrapped �n h�s dress�ng-
gown, �n a doubled-up pos�t�on.

Dur�ng th�s t�me the equ�pages had drawn up before the porch.
The general got out of h�s carr�age and shook h�mself, followed by
the colonel, arrang�ng the feathers �n h�s hat. After h�m came the
stout major, h�s sabre under h�s arm, and the sl�m l�eutenants, wh�lst
the mounted off�cers also al�ghted.

“The master �s not at home,” sa�d a servant appear�ng at the top of
a fl�ght of steps.

“What! not at home; but he �s com�ng home for d�nner, �s he not?”
“No, he �s not; he has gone out for the day and w�ll not be back t�ll

th�s t�me to-morrow.”
“Bless me,” sa�d the general; “but what the deuce—”
“What a joke,” sa�d the colonel laugh�ng.
“No, no, such th�ngs are �nconce�vable,” sa�d the general angr�ly.

“If he could not rece�ve us, why d�d he �nv�te us?”
“I cannot understand, your excellency, how �t �s poss�ble to act �n

such a manner,” observed a young off�cer.
“What?” sa�d the general, who always made an off�cer under the

rank of capta�n repeat h�s remarks tw�ce over.
“I wondered, your excellency, how any one could do such a th�ng.”
“Qu�te so; �f anyth�ng has happened he ought to have let us know.”
“There �s noth�ng to be done, your excellency, we had better go

back home,” sa�d the colonel.



“Certa�nly, there �s noth�ng to be done. However, we can see the
calash w�thout h�m; probably he has not taken �t w�th h�m. Come
here, my man.”

“What does your excellency want?”
“Show us your master’s new calash.”
“Have the k�ndness to step th�s way to the coach-house.”
The general entered the coach-house followed by h�s off�cers.
“Let me pull �t a l�ttle forward, your excellency,” sa�d the servant, “�t

�s rather dark here.”
“That w�ll do.”
The general and h�s off�cers walked around the calash, carefully

�nspect�ng the wheels and spr�ngs.
“There �s noth�ng remarkable about �t,” sa�d the general; “�t �s a

very ord�nary calash.”
“Noth�ng to look at,” added the colonel; “there �s absolutely noth�ng

good about �t.”
“It seems to me, your excellency, that �t �s not worth four thousand

rubles,” remarked a young off�cer.
“What?”
“I sa�d, your excellency, that I do not th�nk that �t �s worth four

thousand rubles.”
“Four thousand! It �s not worth two. Perhaps, however, the �ns�de �s

well f�tted. Unbutton the apron.”
And Tchertokoutsk� appeared before the off�cers’ eyes, clad �n h�s

dress�ng-gown and doubled up �n a s�ngular fash�on.
“Hullo, there you are,” sa�d the aston�shed general.
Then he covered Tchertokoutsk� up aga�n and went off w�th h�s

off�cers.
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